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The Plays


 

The playwright’s birthplace, Stockmanngården in Skien, Norway. The house was burnt down in 1886.






  








 

Another view of the birthplace — the white building in front of the church






  








 

The centre of Skien today






  

CATILINE


 

Translated by Anders Orbeck
 

Henrik Ibsen was born into a well-to-do merchant family in the small port town of Skien, noted for shipping timber, in Telemark county, Norway, in 1828. Although at first he enjoyed a privileged childhood, his upbringing was heavily influenced by how his father became the victim of unfortunate financial transactions in the mid-1830s. In the course of one year, the merchant Knud Ibsen was obliged to close down his businesses, his properties were auctioned off and the family’s prosperity was abruptly reversed to poverty.

Life in Skien was very sheltered, offering little satisfaction to the ambitious and forward thinking Ibsen.  Aged fifteen, he left his hometown for Grimstad to begin apothecary studies. In the course of his time in Grimstad he made his earliest attempts as a poet and in September 1849 had a poem published for the first time, In the Autumn. 

Ibsen’s first play, Catiline, was written over the first three months of 1849, when the young playwright was only twenty years old and currently working as an assistant to the chemist Lars Nielsen in Grimstad. Ibsen wrote most of the play at night time, in the precious few hours he had left free to him for study and composition, which explains why the majority of the drama is set in the evening.

At the same time as working as a chemist’s apprentice, he was studying for the examination qualifying for university entrance. Therefore, he had private coaching in Latin, and among other works he read the Roman historian Sallust’s account of Catiline and Cicero’s famous Catiline speeches. These ancient texts were to inspire Ibsen’s first foray into play writing.

After completing the play, Ibsen read Catiline to his two closest friends in Grimstad, Christopher Due and Ole Carelius Schulerud, who were very enthusiastic about his work. Due made a copy of the manuscript and Schulerud took it to the Christiania Theatre and also arranged publication in book format. Nevertheless, the board of the theatre rejected the play and every bookseller they took it to also declined the work. However, Schulerud did not give in until he had had his friend’s work published. With the aid of a sum of money he had inherited, he had Catiline published on commission by the bookseller P. F. Steensballe in Christiania. The play was published under the pseudonym Brynjolf Bjarme on April 12th 1850 in an edition of 250 copies. Reviews were mostly favourable, but sales were low. 

The play recounts the story of Lucius Sergius Catilina, a Roman politician of the 1st century B.C., who led a conspiracy to overthrow the Roman
Republic and in particular the power of the Senate. Catiline has rarely been performed and over thirty years passed between the publication of the first edition and the first performance. When this took place - on December 3rd 1881 at Nya Teatern in Stockholm - it was not the text of the first edition, but that of the second that was used. Ludvig Oscar Josephson directed the production. The audience showed great interest in the production, but the reviews were mainly negative.






  








 

Ole C. Schulerud and Christopher Due, Ibsen’s close friends that supported the publication of his first play
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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION
 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 

HENRIK IBSEN.

Dresden, February, 1875.






  








DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
 

LUCIUS CATILINE A noble Roman.

AURELIA His wife.

FURIA A vestal.

CURIUS A youth related to Catiline.

MANLIUS An old warrior.

LENTULUS Young and noble Roman.

GABINIUS “ “ “ “

STATILIUS “ “ “ “

COEPARIUS “ “ “ “

CETHEGUS “ “ “ “

AMBIORIX Ambassador of the Allobroges.

OLLOVICO “ “ “ “

An old MAN.

PRIESTESSES and SERVANTS in the Temple of Vesta.

GLADIATORS and WARRIORS.

ESCORT of the Allobroges.

Sulla’s GHOST.

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






  








FIRST ACT
 

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

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

CATILINE. I must! I must! A voice deep in my soul
 Urges me on, — and I will heed its call.
 Courage I have and strength for something better,
 Something far nobler than this present life, — 
 A series of unbridled dissipations — !
 No, no; they do not satisfy the yearning soul.
 

CATILINE. I rave and rave, — long only to forget.
 ‘Tis past now, — all is past! Life has no aim.
 

CATILINE. [After a pause.]
 And what became of all my youthful dreams?
 Like flitting summer clouds they disappeared,
 Left naught behind but sorrow and remorse; — 
 Each daring hope in turn fate robbed me of.
 

[He strikes his forehead.]
 

CATILINE. Despise yourself! Catiline, scorn yourself!
 You feel exalted powers in your soul; — 
 And yet what is the goal of all your struggle?
 The surfeiting of sensual desires.
 

CATILINE. [More calmly.]
 But there are times, such as the present hour,
 When secret longings kindle in my breast.
 Ah, when I gaze on yonder city, Rome,
 The proud, the rich, — and when I see that ruin
 And wretchedness to which it now is sunk
 Loom up before me like the flaming sun, — 
 Then loudly calls a voice within my soul:
 Up, Catiline; — awake and be a man!
 

CATILINE. [Abruptly.] Ah, these are but delusions of the night,
 Mere dreaming phantoms born of solitude.
 At the slightest sound from grim reality, — 
 They flee into the silent depths within.
 

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

AMBIORIX. Behold our journey’s end! The walls of Rome!
 To heaven aspires the lofty Capitol.
 

OLLOVICO. So that is Rome? Italy’s overlord,
 Germany’s soon, — and Gaul’s as well, perchance.
 

AMBIORIX. Ah, yes, alas; — so it may prove betimes;
 The sovereign power of Rome is merciless;
 It crushes all it conquers, down to earth.
 Now shall we see what lot we may expect:
 If here be help against the wrongs at home,
 And peace and justice for our native land.
 

OLLOVICO. It will be granted us.
 

AMBIORIX. So let us hope;
 For we know nothing yet with certainty.
 

OLLOVICO. You fear somewhat, it seems?
 

AMBIORIX. And with good reason.
 Jealous was ever Rome of her great power.
 And bear in mind, this proud and haughty realm
 Is not by chieftains ruled, as is our land.
 At home the wise man or the warrior reigns, — 
 The first in wisdom and in war the foremost;
 Him choose we as the leader of our people,
 As arbiter and ruler of our tribe.
 But here — 
 

CATILINE. [Calls down to them.]

 — Here might and selfishness hold sway; — 
 Intrigue and craft are here the keys to power.
 

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

AMBIORIX. [To CATILINE.]
 Is such the practice of the high-born Roman?
 A woman’s trick we hold it in our nation.
 

CATILINE. [comes down on the road.]
 Ah, have no fear; — spying is not my business;
 By chance it was I heard your conversation. — 
 Come you from Allobrogia far away?
 Justice you think to find in Rome? Ah, never!
 Turn home again! Here tyranny holds sway,
 And rank injustice lords it more than ever.
 Republic to be sure it is in name;
 And yet all men are slaves who cringe and cower,
 Vassals involved in debt, who must acclaim
 A venal senate — ruled by greed and power.
 Gone is the social consciousness of old,
 The magnanimity of former ages; — 
 Security and life are favors sold,
 Which must be bargained for with hire and wages.
 Not righteousness, but power here holds sway;
 The noble man is lost among the gilded — 
 

AMBIORIX. But say, — who then are you to tear away
 The pillars of the hope on which we builded?
 

CATILINE. A man who burns in freedom’s holy zeal;
 An enemy of all unrighteous power;
 Friend of the helpless trodden under heel, — 
 Eager to hurl the mighty from their tower.
 

AMBIORIX. The noble race of Rome — ? Ah, Roman, speak — 
 Since we are strangers here you would deceive us?
 Is Rome no more the guardian of the weak,
 The dread of tyrants, — ready to relieve us?
 

CATILINE. [Points towards the city and speaks.]
 Behold the mighty Capitol that towers
 On yonder heights in haughty majesty.
 See, in the glow of evening how it lowers,
 Tinged with the last rays of the western sky. — 
 So too Rome’s evening glow is fast declining,
 Her freedom now is thraldom, dark as night. — 
 Yet in her sky a sun will soon be shining,
 Before which darkness quick will take its flight.
 

[He goes.]
 

[A colonnade in Rome.]
 

[LENTULUS, STATILIUS, COEPARIUS, and CETHEGUS enter, in eager conversation.]
 

COEPARIUS. Yes, you are right; things go from bad to worse;
 And what the end will be I do not know.
 

CETHEGUS. Bah! I am not concerned about the end.
 The fleeting moment I enjoy; each cup
 Of pleasure as it comes I empty, — letting
 All else go on to ruin as it will.
 

LENTULUS. Happy is he who can. I am not blessed
 With your indifference, that can outface
 The day when nothing shall be left us more,
 Nothing with which to pay the final score.
 

STATILIUS. And not the faintest glimpse of better things!
 Yet it is true: a mode of life like ours — 
 

CETHEGUS. Enough of that!
 

LENTULUS. Today because of debt
 The last of my inheritance was seized.
 

CETHEGUS. Enough of sorrow and complaint! Come, friends!
 We’ll drown them in a merry drinking bout!
 

COEPARIUS. Yes, let us drink. Come, come, my merry comrades!
 

LENTULUS. A moment, friends; I see old Manlius yonder, — 
 Seeking us out, I think, as is his wont.
 

MANLIUS. [Enters impetuously.]
 Confound the shabby dogs, the paltry scoundrels!
 Justice and fairness they no longer know!
 

LENTULUS. Come, what has happened? Wherefore so embittered?
 

STATILIUS. Have usurers been plaguing you as well?
 

MANLIUS. Something quite different. As you all know,
 I served with honor among Sulla’s troops;
 A bit of meadow land was my reward.
 And when the war was at an end, I lived
 Thereon; it furnished me my daily bread.
 Now is it taken from me! Laws decree — 
 State property shall to the state revert
 For equal distribution. Theft, I say, — 
 It is rank robbery and nothing else!
 Their greed is all they seek to satisfy.
 

COEPARIUS. Thus with our rights they sport to please themselves.
 The mighty always dare do what they will.
 

CETHEGUS. [Gaily.] Hard luck for Manlius! Yet, a worse mishap
 Has come to me, as I shall now relate.
 Listen, — you know my pretty mistress, Livia, — 
 The little wretch has broken faith with me,
 Just now when I had squandered for her sake
 The slender wealth that still remained to me.
 

STATILIUS. Extravagance — the cause of your undoing.
 

CETHEGUS. Well, as you please; but I will not forego
 My own desires; these, while the day is fair,
 To their full measure I will satisfy.
 

MANLIUS. And I who fought so bravely for the glory
 And might which now the vaunting tyrants boast!
 I shall — ! If but the brave old band were here,
 My comrades of the battlefield! But no;
 The greater part of them, alas, is dead;
 The rest live scattering in many lands. — 
 

MANLIUS. Oh, what are you, the younger blood, to them?
 You bend and cringe before authority;
 You dare not break the chains that bind you fast;
 You suffer patiently this life of bondage!
 

LENTULUS. By all the Gods, — although indeed he taunts us,
 Yet, Romans, is there truth in what he says.
 

CETHEGUS. Oh, well, — what of it? He is right, we grant,
 But where shall we begin? Ay, there’s the rub.
 

LENTULUS. Yes, it is true. Too long have we endured
 This great oppression. Now — now is the time
 To break the bonds asunder that injustice
 And vain ambition have about us forged.
 

STATILIUS. Ah, Lentulus, I understand. Yet hold;
 For such a thing we need a mighty leader, — 
 With pluck and vision. Where can he be found?
 

LENTULUS. I know a man who has the power to lead us.
 

MANLIUS. Ah, you mean Catiline?
 

LENTULUS. The very man.
 

CETHEGUS. Yes, Catiline perchance is just the man.
 

MANLIUS. I know him well. I was his father’s friend;
 Many a battle side by side we fought.
 Often his young son went with him to war.
 Even his early years were wild and headstrong;
 Yet he gave open proof of rare endowments, — 
 His mind was noble, dauntless was his courage.
 

LENTULUS. We’ll find him, as I think, most prompt and willing.
 I met him late this evening much depressed;
 He meditates in secret some bold plan; — 
 Some desperate scheme he long has had in mind.
 

STATILIUS. No doubt; the consulate he long has sought.
 

LENTULUS. His efforts are in vain; his enemies
 Have madly raged against him in the senate; — 
 He was himself among them; full of wrath
 He left the council — brooding on revenge.
 

STATILIUS. Then will he surely welcome our proposal.
 

LENTULUS. I hope so. Yet must we in secret weigh
 Our enterprise. The time is opportune.
 

[They go.]
 

[In the Temple of Vesta in Rome. On an altar in the background burns a lamp with the sacred fire.]
 

[CATILINE, followed by CURIUS, comes stealing in between the pillars.]
 

CURIUS. What, Catiline, — you mean to bring me here?
 In Vesta’s temple!
 

CATILINE. [Laughing.] Well, yes; so you see!
 

CURIUS. Ye gods, — what folly! On this very day
 Has Cicero denounced you in the council;
 And yet you dare — 
 

CATILINE. Oh, let that be forgotten!
 

CURIUS. You are in danger, and forget it thus — 
 By rushing blindly into some new peril.
 

CATILINE. [Gaily.] Well, change is my delight. I never knew
 Ere now a vestal’s love, — forbidden fruit; — 
 Wherefore I came to try my fortune here.
 

CURIUS. What, — here, you say? Impossible! A jest!
 

CATILINE. A jest? Why, yes, — as all my loving is.
 And yet I was in earnest when I spoke.
 During the recent games I chanced to see
 The priestesses in long and pompous train.
 By accident I cast my roving eye
 On one of them, — and with a hasty glance
 She met my gaze. It pierced me to the soul.
 Ah, the expression in those midnight eyes
 I never saw before in any woman.
 

CURIUS. Yes, yes, I know. But speak — what followed then?
 

CATILINE. A way into the temple I have found,
 And more than once I’ve seen and spoken to her.
 Oh, what a difference between this woman
 And my Aurelia!
 

CURIUS. And you love them both
 At once? No, — that I cannot understand.
 

CATILINE. Yes, strange, indeed; I scarcely understand myself.
 And yet — I love them both, as you have said.
 But oh, how vastly different is this love!
 The one is kind: Aurelia often lulls
 With soothing words my soul to peace and rest; — 
 But Furia — . Come, away; some one approaches.
 

[They hide themselves among the pillars.]
 

FURIA. [Enters from the opposite side.]
 Oh, hated walls, — witnesses of my anguish.
 Home of the torment I must suffer still!
 My hopes and cherished aspirations languish
 Within my bosom, — now with feverish chill
 Pervaded, now with all the heat of passion,
 More hot and burning than yon vestal fire.
 

FURIA. Ah, what a fate! And what was my transgression
 That chained me to this temple-prison dire, — 
 That robbed my life of every youthful pleasure, — 
 In life’s warm spring each innocent delight?
 

FURIA. Yet tears I shall not shed in undue measure;
 Hatred and vengeance shall my heart excite.
 

CATILINE. [Comes forward.]
 Not even for me, my Furia, do you cherish
 Another feeling, — one more mild than this?
 

FURIA. Ye gods! you, reckless man, — you here again?
 Do you not fear to come — ?
 

CATILINE. I know no fear.
 ‘Twas always my delight to mock at danger.
 

FURIA. Oh, splendid! Such is also my delight; — 
 This peaceful temple here I hate the more,
 Because I live in everlasting calm,
 And danger never lurks within its walls.
 

FURIA. Oh, this monotonous, inactive life,
 A life faint as the flicker of the lamp — !
 How cramped a field it is for all my sum
 Of fervid longings and far-reaching plans!
 Oh, to be crushed between these narrow walls; — 
 Life here grows stagnant; every hope is quenched;
 The day creeps slowly on in drowsiness, — 
 And not one single thought is turned to deeds.
 

CATILINE. O Furia, strange, in truth, is your complaint!
 It seems an echo out of my own soul, — 
 As if with flaming script you sought to paint
 My every longing towards a worthy goal.
 Rancour and hate in my soul likewise flourish;
 My heart — as yours — hate tempers into steel;
 I too was robbed of hopes I used to nourish;
 An aim in life I now no longer feel.
 

CATILINE. In silence still I mask my grief, my want;
 And none can guess what smoulders in my breast.
 They scoff and sneer at me, — these paltry things;
 They can not grasp how high my bosom beats
 For right and freedom, all the noble thoughts
 That ever stirred within a Roman mind.
 

FURIA. I knew it! Ah, your soul, and yours alone,
 Is born for me, — thus clearly speaks a voice
 That never fails and never plays me false.
 Then come! Oh, come — and let us heed the call.
 

CATILINE. What do you mean, my sweet enthusiast?
 

FURIA. Come, — let us leave this place, flee far away,
 And seek a new and better fatherland.
 Here is the spirit’s lofty pride repressed;
 Here baseness smothers each auspicious spark
 Ere it can break into a burning flame.
 Come, let us fly; — lo, to the free-born mind
 The world’s wide compass is a fatherland!
 

CATILINE. Oh, irresistibly you lure me on — 
 

FURIA. Come, let us use the present moment then!
 High o’er the hills, beyond the sea’s expanse, — 
 Far, far from Rome we first will stay our journey.
 Thousands of friends will follow you outright;
 In foreign lands we shall a home design;
 There shall we rule; ‘twill there be brought to light
 That no hearts ever beat as yours and mine.
 

CATILINE. Oh, wonderful! — But flee? Why must we flee?
 Here too our love for freedom can be nourished;
 Here also is a field for thought and action,
 As vast as any that your soul desires.
 

FURIA. Here, do you say? Here, in this paltry Rome,
 Where naught exists but thraldom and oppression?
 Ah, Lucius, are you likewise one of those
 Who can Rome’s past recall without confession
 Of shame? Who ruled here then? Who rule to-day?
 Then an heroic race — and now a rabble,
 The slaves of other slaves — 
 

CATILINE. Mock me you may; — 
 Yet know, — to save Rome’s freedom from this babble,
 To see yet once again her vanished splendor,
 Gladly I should, like Curtius, throw myself
 Into the abyss — 
 

FURIA. I trust you, you alone;
 Your eyes glow bright; I know you speak the truth.
 Yet go; the priestesses will soon appear;
 Their wont it is to meet here at this hour.
 

CATILINE. I go; but only to return again.
 A magic power binds me to your side; — 
 So proud a woman have I never seen.
 

FURIA. [With a wild smile.] Then pledge me this; and swear that you will keep Whatever you may promise. Will you, Lucius?
 

CATILINE. I will do aught my Furia may require;
 Command me, — tell me what am I to promise.
 

FURIA. Then listen. Though I dwell a captive here,
 I know there lives a man somewhere in Rome
 Whom I have sworn deep enmity to death — 
 And hatred even beyond the gloomy grave.
 

CATILINE. And then — ?
 

FURIA. Then swear, my enemy shall be
 Your enemy till death. Will you, my Lucius?
 

CATILINE. I swear it here by all the mighty gods!
 I swear it by my father’s honored name
 And by my mother’s memory — ! But, Furia, — 
 What troubles you? Your eyes are wildly flaming, — 
 And white as marble, deathlike, are your cheeks.
 

FURIA. I do not know myself. A fiery stream
 Flows through my veins. Swear to the end your oath!
 

CATILINE. Oh, mighty powers, pour out upon this head
 Your boundless fury, let your lightning wrath
 Annihilate me, if I break my oath;
 Aye, like a demon I shall follow him!
 

FURIA. Enough! I trust you. Ah, my heart is eased.
 In your hand now indeed rests my revenge.
 

CATILINE. It shall be carried out. But tell me this, — 
 Who is your foe? And what was his transgression?
 

FURIA. Close by the Tiber, far from the city’s tumult,
 My cradle stood; it was a quiet home!
 A sister much beloved lived with me there,
 A chosen vestal from her childhood days. — 
 Then came a coward to our distant valley; — 
 He saw the fair, young priestess of the future — 
 

CATILINE. [Surprised.] A priestess? Tell me — ! Speak — !
 

FURIA. He ravished her.
 She sought a grave beneath the Tiber’s stream.
 

CATILINE. [Uneasy.] You know him?
 

FURIA. I have never seen the man.
 When first I heard the tidings, all was past.
 His name is all I know.
 

CATILINE. Then speak it out!
 

FURIA. Now is it famed. His name is Catiline.
 

CATILINE. [Taken aback.]
 What do you say? Oh, horrors! Furia, speak — !
 

FURIA. Calm yourself! What perturbs you? You grow pale.
 My Lucius, — is this man perhaps your friend?
 

CATILINE. My friend? Ah, Furia, no; — no longer now.
 For I have cursed, — and sworn eternal hate
 Against myself.
 

FURIA. You — you are Catiline?
 

CATILINE. Yes, I am he.
 

FURIA. My Sylvia you disgraced?
 Nemesis then indeed has heard my prayer; — 
 Vengeance you have invoked on your own head!
 Woe on you, man of violence! Woe!
 

CATILINE. How blank
 The stare is in your eye. Like Sylvia’s shade
 You seem to me in this dim candle light.
 

[He rushes out; the lamp with the sacred fire goes out.]
 

FURIA. [After a pause.] Yes, now I understand it. From my eyes
 The veil is fallen, — in the dark I see.
 Hatred it was that settled in my breast,
 When first I spied him in the market-place.
 A strange emotion; like a crimson flame!
 Ah, he shall know what such a hate as mine,
 Constantly brewing, never satisfied,
 Can fashion out in ruin and revenge!
 

A VESTAL. [Enters.] Go, Furia, go; your watch is at an end;
 Therefore I came — . Yet, sacred goddess, here — 
 Woe unto you! The vestal fire is dead!
 

FURIA. [Bewildered.]
 Dead, did you say? So bright it never burned; — 
 ‘Twill never, never die!
 

THE VESTAL. Great heavens, — what is this?
 

FURIA. The fires of hate are not thus lightly quenched!
 Behold, love bursts forth of a sudden, — dies
 Within the hour; but hate — 
 

THE VESTAL. By all the gods, — 
 This is sheer madness!
 

[Calls out.]
 

THE VESTAL. Come! Oh, help! Come, help!
 

[VESTALS and temple SERVANTS rush in.]
 

SOME. What is amiss?
 

OTHERS. The vestal fire is dead!
 

FURIA. But hate burns on; revenge still blazes high!
 

THE VESTALS. Away with her to trial and punishment!
 

[They carry her out between them.]
 

CURIUS. [Comes forward.]
 To prison now they take her. Thence to death. — 
 No, no, by all the gods, this shall not be!
 Must she, most glorious of womankind,
 Thus perish in disgrace, entombed alive? — 
 Oh, never have I felt so strangely moved.
 Is this then love? Yes, love it is indeed. — 
 Then shall I set her free! — But Catiline?
 With hate and vengeance will she follow him.
 Has he maligners not enough already?
 Dare I still others to their number add?
 He was to me as were an elder brother;
 And gratitude now bids me that I shield him. — 
 But what of love? Ah, what does it command?
 And should he quake, the fearless Catiline,
 Before the intrigues of a woman? No; — 
 Then to the rescue work this very hour!
 Wait, Furia; — I shall drag you from your grave
 To life again, — though at the risk of death!
 

[He goes away quickly.]
 

[A room in CATILINE’s house.]
 

CATILINE. [Enters impetuous and uneasy.]
 “Nemesis then indeed has heard my prayer,
 Vengeance you have invoked on your own head!”
 Such were the words from the enchantress’ lips.
 Remarkable! Perchance it was a sign, — 
 A warning of what time will bring to me.
 

CATILINE. Now therefore I have pledged myself on oath
 The blood avenger of my own misdeed.
 Ah, Furia, — still I seem to see your eye,
 Wildly aflame like that of death’s own goddess!
 Your words still echo hollow in my ears; — 
 The oath I shall remember all my life.
 

[During the following AURELIA enters and approaches him unnoticed.]
 

CATILINE. Yet, it is folly now to go on brooding
 Upon this nonsense; it is nothing else.
 Far better things there are to think upon;
 A greater work awaits my energies.
 The restless age is urgent with its plea;
 Toward this I must direct my thought in season;
 Of hope and doubt I am a stormy sea — 
 

AURELIA. [Seizes his hand.]
 And may not your Aurelia know the reason?
 May she not know what moves within your breast,
 What stirs therein and rages with such madness?
 May she not cheer and soothe your soul to rest,
 And banish from your brow its cloud of sadness?
 

CATILINE. [Tenderly.] O, my Aurelia, — O, how kind and tender — .
 Yet why should I embitter all your life?
 Why should I share with you my many sorrows?
 For my sake you have borne enough of anguish.
 Henceforth upon my own head I shall bear
 What ill-designing fate allotted me, — 
 The curse that lies in such a soul as mine,
 Full of great spiritual energies,
 Of fervent longings for a life of deeds,
 Yet dwarfed in all its work by sordid cares. — 
 Must you, too, sharing in my wretched life,
 Bitter with blasted hopes, then with me perish?
 

AURELIA. To comfort is the role of every wife,
 Though dreams of greatness she may never cherish.
 When the man, struggling for his lofty dream,
 Reaps nothing but adversity and sorrow, — 
 Her words to him then sweet and tender seem,
 And give him strength sufficient for the morrow;
 And then he sees that even the quiet life
 Has pleasures which the most tumultuous lacks.
 

CATILINE. Yes, you are right; I know it all too well.
 And yet I cannot tear myself away.
 A ceaseless yearning surges in my breast, — 
 Which only life’s great tumult now can quiet.
 

AURELIA. Though your Aurelia be not all to you, — 
 Though she can never still your restless soul, — 
 Your heart yet open to a gentle word,
 A word of comfort from your loving wife.
 Though she may never slake your fiery thirst,
 Nor follow in their flight your noble thoughts, — 
 Know this, that she can share your every sorrow,
 Has strength and fortitude to ease your burden.
 

CATILINE. Then listen, dear Aurelia; you shall hear
 What has of late depressed so deep my spirits.
 You know, I long have sought the consulate — 
 Without avail. You know the whole affair — 
 How to increase the votes for my election,
 I have expended — 
 

AURELIA. Catiline, no more;
 You torture me — 
 

CATILINE. Do you too blame my course?
 What better means therefor had I to choose? — 
 In vain I lavished all that I possessed;
 My one reward was mockery and shame.
 Now in the senate has my adversary,
 The crafty Cicero, trampled me to earth.
 His speech was a portrayal of my life,
 So glaring that I, even I, must gasp.
 In every look I read dismay and fear;
 With loathing people speak of Catiline;
 To races yet unborn my name will be
 A symbol of a low and dreadful union
 Of sensuality and wretchedness,
 Of scorn and ridicule for what is noble. — 
 And there will be no deed to purge this name
 And crush to earth the lies that have been told!
 Each will believe whatever rumor tells — 
 

AURELIA. But I, dear husband, trust no such reports.
 Let the whole world condemn you if it will;
 And let it heap disgrace upon your head; — 
 I know you hide within your inmost soul
 A seed that still can blossom and bear fruit.
 Only it cannot burst forth here in Rome;
 Poisonous weeds would quickly prove the stronger.
 Let us forsake this degradation’s home; — 
 What binds you here? Why should we dwell here longer?
 

CATILINE. I should forsake the field, — and go away?
 I should my greatest dreams in life surrender?
 The drowning man still clutches firm and fast
 The broken spars — though hope is frail and slender;
 And should the wreck be swallowed in the deep,
 And the last hope of rescue fail forever, — 
 Still clings he to the lone remaining spar,
 And sinks with it in one last vain endeavor.
 

AURELIA. But should a kindly seacoast smile on him,
 With groves all green along the rolling billows,
 Hope then awakens in his heart again, — 
 He struggles inward, toward the silvery willows.
 There reigns a quiet peace; ‘tis beautiful;
 There roll the waves, in silence, without number;
 His heated brow sweet evening breezes cool,
 As weary-limbed he rests himself in slumber;
 Each sorrow-laden cloud they drive away;
 A restful calm his weary mind assuages; — 
 There he finds shelter and prolongs his stay
 And soon forgets the sorry by-gone ages.
 The distant echo of the world’s unrest
 Alone can reach his dwelling unfrequented.
 It does not break the calm within his breast; — 
 It makes his soul more happy and contented;
 It calls to mind the by-gone time of strife,
 Its shattered hopes and its unbridled pleasures;
 He finds twice beautiful this quiet life — 
 And would not change it for the greatest treasures.
 

CATILINE. You speak the truth; and in this very hour
 From strife and tumult I could go with you.
 But can you name me some such quiet spot,
 Where we can live in shelter and in peace?
 

AURELIA. [Joyful.] You will go, Catiline? What happiness, — 
 Oh, richer than my bosom can contain!
 Let it be so, then! Come! This very night
 We’ll go away — 
 

CATILINE. But whither shall we go?
 Name me the spot where I may dare to rest
 My head in homely peace!
 

AURELIA. How can you ask?
 Have you forgot our villa in the country,
 Wherein I passed my childhood days, where since,
 Enraptured during love’s first happy dawn,
 We two spent many a blithesome summer day?
 Where was the grass indeed so green as there?
 Where else the groves so shady and sweet-smelling?
 The snow-white villa from its wooded lair
 Peeps forth and bids us there to make our dwelling.
 There let us flee and dedicate our life
 To rural duties and to sweet contentment; — 
 You will find comfort in a loving wife,
 And through her kisses banish all resentment.
 

[Smiling.]
 

AURELIA. And when with all the flowers of the land
 You come to me, your sovereign, in my bowers,
 Then shall I crown you with the laurel band,
 And cry, All hail to you, my king of flowers! — 
 But why do you grow pale? Wildly you press
 My hand, — and strangely now your eyes are glowing — 
 

CATILINE. Aurelia, alas, past is your happiness; — 
 There we can never, never think of going.
 There we can never go!
 

AURELIA. You frighten me!
 Yet, surely, — you are jesting, Catiline?
 

CATILINE. I jest! Would only that it were a jest!
 Each word you speak, like the avenging dart
 Of Nemesis, pierces my heavy heart,
 Which fate will never grant a moment’s rest.
 

AURELIA. O gods! speak, speak! What do you mean?
 

CATILINE. See here!
 Here is your villa, — here your future joys!
 

[He draws out a purse filled with gold and throws it on the table.]
 

AURELIA. Oh, you have sold — ?
 

CATILINE. Yes, — all I sold today; — 
 And to what end? In order to corrupt — 
 

AURELIA. O Catiline, no more! Let us not think
 On this affair; sorrow is all it brings.
 

CATILINE. Your quiet-patience wounds me tenfold more
 Than would a cry of anguish from your lips!
 

[An old SOLDIER enters and approaches CATILINE.]
 

THE SOLDIER. Forgive me, master, that thus unannounced
 I enter your abode at this late hour.
 Ah, be not wroth — 
 

CATILINE. What is your errand here?
 

THE SOLDIER. My errand here is but a humble prayer,
 Which you will hear. I am a needy man,
 One who has sacrificed his strength for Rome.
 Now I am feeble, can no longer serve;
 Unused my weapons rust away at home.
 The hope of my old age was in a son,
 Who labored hard and was my one support.
 Alas, — in prison now he’s held for debt.
 And not a ray of hope — . Oh, help me, master!
 

[Kneeling.]
 

THE SOLDIER. If but a penny! I have gone on foot
 From house to house; each door is long since closed.
 I know not what to do — 
 

CATILINE. The paltry knaves!
 A picture this is of the many’s want.
 Thus they reward the old brave company.
 No longer gratitude is found in Rome!
 Time was I might have wished in righteous wrath
 To punish them with sword and crimson flames;
 But tender words have just been spoken here;
 My soul is moved; I do not wish to punish; — 
 To ease misfortune likewise is a deed. — 
 Take this, old warrior; — clear with this your debt.
 

[He hands him the purse with the gold.]
 

THE SOLDIER. [Rising.]
 O gracious lord, — dare I believe your words?
 

CATILINE. Yes; but be quick, old man; go free your son.
 

[The SOLDIER goes hurriedly out.]
 

CATILINE. A better use, — not so, Aurelia dear? — 
 Than bribery and purchasing of votes?
 Noble it is to crush the tyrant’s might;
 Yet quiet solace too has its reward.
 

AURELIA. [Throws herself in his arms.]
 Oh, rich and noble is your spirit still.
 Yes, — now I know my Catiline again.
 

[An underground tomb with a freshly walled-in passage high on the rear wall. A lamp burns faintly.]
 

[FURIA, in long black robes, is standing in the tomb as if listening.]
 

FURIA. A hollow sound. ‘Tis thunder rolls above.
 I hear its rumble even in the tomb.
 Yet is the tomb itself so still — so still!
 Am I forever damned to drowsy rest?
 Never again am I to wander forth
 By winding paths, as ever was my wish?
 

FURIA. [After a pause.]
 A strange, strange life it was; — as strange a fate.
 Meteor-like all came — and disappeared.
 He met me. A mysterious magic force,
 An inner harmony, together drew us.
 I was his Nemesis; — and he my victim; — 
 Yet punishment soon followed the avenger.
 

FURIA. [Another pause.]
 Now daylight rules the earth. — Am I perchance
 To slip — unknowing — from the realm of light?
 ‘Tis well, if so it be, — if this delay
 Within the tomb be nothing but a flight
 Upon the wings of lightning into Hades, — 
 If I be nearing even now the Styx!
 There roll the leaden billows on the shore;
 There silently old Charon plies his boat.
 Soon am I there! Then shall I seat myself
 Beside the ferry, — question every spirit,
 Each fleeting shadow from the land of life,
 As light of foot he nears the river of death, — 
 Shall ask each one in turn how Catiline
 Fares now among the mortals of the earth, — 
 Shall ask each one how he has kept his oath.
 I shall illumine with blue sulphur light
 Each spectral countenance and hollow eye, — 
 To ascertain if it be Catiline.
 And when he comes, then shall I follow him; — 
 Together we shall make the journey hence,
 Together enter Pluto’s silent hall.
 I too a shadow shall his shade pursue; — 
 Where Catiline is, must Furia also be!
 

FURIA. [After a pause, more faintly.]
 The air is growing close and clammy here, — 
 And every breath in turn more difficult. — 
 Thus am I drawing near the gloomy swamps,
 Where creep the rivers of the underworld.
 

FURIA. [She listens; a dull noise is heard.]
 A muffled sound? ‘Tis like the stroke of oars.
 It is the ferryman of shades who comes
 To take me hence. No, here — here will I wait!
 

[The stones in the freshly walled-in passage are broken asunder.
 CURIUS comes into view on the outside; he beckons to her.]
 

FURIA. Ah, greetings, Charon! Are you ready now
 To lead me hence, a guest among the spirits?
 Here will I wait!
 

CURIUS. [Whispering.] I come to set you free!
 






  








SECOND ACT
 

[A room in CATILINE’s house with a colonnade in the rear; a lamp lights up the room.]
 

[CATILINE paces the floor back and forth; LENTULUS and
 CETHEGUS are with him.]
 

CATILINE. No, no! I say, you do not understand
 Yourselves what you demand of me. Should I
 Turn traitor and incite a civil war, — 
 Besmear my hand with Roman blood? No, no!
 I’ll never do it! Let the entire state
 Condemn me if — 
 

LENTULUS. You will not, Catiline?
 

CATILINE. No.
 

LENTULUS. Tell me, — have you nothing to avenge?
 No insult? No one here you fain would strike?
 

CATILINE. Let him who will avenge; I shall not stir.
 Yet silent scorn is likewise a revenge; — 
 And that alone shall be enough.
 

CETHEGUS. Aha, — 
 Our visit was, I see, inopportune.
 Yet doubtless will the morrow bring you back
 To other thoughts.
 

CATILINE. But why the morrow?
 

CETHEGUS. There are mysterious rumors in the air.
 A vestal recently was led to death — 
 

CATILINE. [Surprised.]
 A vestal, — say you? Ah, what do you mean?
 

LENTULUS. Why, yes, a vestal. Many people murmur — 
 

CATILINE. What do they murmur?
 

CETHEGUS. That in this dark affair
 You are not altogether innocent.
 

CATILINE. This they believe of me?
 

LENTULUS. Such is the rumor;
 Of course, — to us, to all your good old friends,
 Such talk is trifling and of no account; — 
 The world, however, judges more severely.
 

CATILINE. [Deep in thought.] And is she dead?
 

CETHEGUS. Undoubtedly she is.
 An hour’s confinement in the convict tomb
 Is quite enough — 
 

LENTULUS. That is not our affair.
 It was not therefore that we spoke of her.
 But hear me, Catiline! Bethink yourself.
 You sought the consulate; and all your welfare
 Hung on that single fragile thread of hope.
 Now is it sundered; everything is lost.
 

CATILINE. [Still deep in thought.]
 “Vengeance you have invoked on your own head!”
 

CETHEGUS. Shake off these useless thoughts; they profit naught;
 Act like a man; still can this fight be won;
 A bold resolve now — ; you have friends enough;
 Speak but the word, and we shall follow you. — 
 You are not tempted? Answer!
 

CATILINE. No, I say!
 And why are you so eager to conspire?
 Be honest! Are you driven by thirst for freedom?
 Is it in order to renew Rome’s splendor
 That you would ruin all?
 

LENTULUS. Indeed, ‘tis not;
 Yet surely is the hope of personal greatness
 Sufficient motive for our enterprise!
 

CETHEGUS. And means enough to taste the joys of life
 Are not, in truth, to be so lightly scorned.
 That is my motive; — I am not ambitious.
 

CATILINE. I knew it. Only mean and paltry motives,
 The hope of private vantage, urge you on.
 No, no, my friends; I aimed at nobler things!
 True, I have sought with bribes and promises
 To seize ere now the consulate, and yet
 My plan was greater and comprised much more
 Than means like these would point to. Civic freedom,
 The welfare of the state, — these were my aims.
 Men have misjudged, appearances belied me;
 My fate has willed it so. It must so be!
 

CETHEGUS. True; but the thought of all your many friends
 Whom you can save from ruin and disgrace — ?
 You know, we shall ere long be driven to take
 The beggars’ staff because of our wild living.
 

CATILINE. Then stop in season; that is my resolve.
 

LENTULUS. What, Catiline, — now you intend to change
 Your mode of life? Ha, ha! you surely jest?
 

CATILINE. I am in earnest, — by the mighty gods!
 

CETHEGUS. Then there is nothing we can do with him.
 Come, Lentulus, the others we’ll inform
 What answer he has given. We shall find
 The merry company with Bibulus.
 

CATILINE. With Bibulus? How many a merry night
 We have caroused at Bibulus’ table!
 Now is the tempest of my wild life ended;
 Ere dawns the day I shall have left the city.
 

LENTULUS. What is all this?
 

CETHEGUS. You mean to go away?
 

CATILINE. This very night my wife and I together
 Shall bid farewell to Rome forevermore.
 In quiet Gaul we two shall found a home; — 
 The land I cultivate shall nourish us.
 

CETHEGUS. You will forsake the city, Catiline?
 

CATILINE. I will; I must! Disgrace here weighs me down.
 Courage I have to bear my poverty,
 But in each Roman face to read disdain
 And frank contempt — ! No, no; that is too much!
 In Gaul I’ll live in quiet solitude;
 There shall I soon forget my former self,
 Dull all my longings for the greater things,
 And as the vaguest dream recall the past.
 

LENTULUS. Then fare you well; may fortune follow you!
 

CETHEGUS. Remember us with kindness, Catiline,
 As we shall you remember! To our brothers
 We will relate this new and strange resolve.
 

CATILINE. Then give them all a brother’s hearty greeting!
 

[LENTULUS and CETHEGUS leave.]
 

[AURELIA has entered from the side, hut-stops frightened at the sight of those who are leaving; when they are gone she approaches CATILINE.]
 

AURELIA. [Gently reprimanding.]
 Again these stormy comrades in your house?
 O Catiline — !
 

CATILINE. This was their final visit.
 I bade them all farewell. Now every bond
 Forevermore is broken that bound me fast
 And fettered me to Rome.
 

AURELIA. I’ve gathered up
 Our bit of property. Not much perhaps; — 
 Yet, Catiline, enough for our contentment.
 

CATILINE. [Engrossed in thought.]
 More than enough for me who squandered all.
 

AURELIA. Oh, brood no more on things we can not change; — 
 Forget what — 
 

CATILINE. Happy he who could forget, — 
 Who could the memory tear from out his soul,
 The many hopes, the goal of all desires.
 Ah, time is needed ere I reach that state;
 But I shall struggle — 
 

AURELIA. I shall help you strive;
 You shall be comforted for all your loss.
 Yet we must leave as soon as possible.
 Here life calls to you with a tempter’s voice.
 Is it not so, — we go this very night?
 

CATILINE. Yes, yes, — we leave this very night, Aurelia!
 

AURELIA. The little money left I’ve gathered up;
 And for the journey it will be enough.
 

CATILINE. Good! I shall sell my sword and buy a spade.
 What value henceforth is a sword to me?
 

AURELIA. You clear the land, and I shall till the soil.
 Around our home will grow in floral splendor
 A hedge of roses, sweet forget-me-nots,
 The silent tokens of a chastened soul,
 When as some youthful comrade you can greet
 Each memory recurrent of the past.
 

CATILINE. That time, Aurelia? Ah, beloved, I fear — 
 That hour lies in a distant future’s keeping.
 

CATILINE. [In a milder tone.]
 But go, dear wife, and, while you may, repose.
 Soon after midnight we shall start our journey.
 The city then is lapped in deepest slumber,
 And none shall guess our hidden destination.
 The first glow in the morning sky shall find us
 Far — far away; there in the laurel grove
 We’ll rest ourselves upon the velvet grass.
 

AURELIA. A new life opens up before us both — 
 Richer in happiness than this that’s ended.
 Now will I go. An hour’s quiet rest
 Will give me strength — . Good-night, my Catiline!
 

[She embraces him and goes out.]
 

CATILINE. [Gazes after her.]
 Now is she gone! And I — what a relief!
 Now can I cast away this wearisome
 Hypocrisy, this show of cheerfulness,
 Which least of all is found within my heart.
 She is my better spirit. She would grieve
 Were she to sense my doubt. I must dissemble.
 Yet shall I consecrate this silent hour
 To contemplation of my wasted life. — 
 This lamp, — ah, it disturbs my very thoughts; — 
 Dark it must be here, — dark as is my soul!
 

[He puts out the light; the moon shines through the pillars in the rear.]
 

CATILINE.
 Too light, — yes, still too light! And yet, no matter; — 
 The pallid moonlight here does well befit
 The twilight and the gloom that shroud my soul, — 
 Have ever shrouded all my earthly ways.
 

CATILINE. Hm, Catiline, then is this day your last;
 Tomorrow morning you will be no longer
 The Catiline you hitherto have been.
 Distant in barren Gaul my life shall run
 Its course, unknown as is a forest stream. — 
 Now am I wakened from those many visions
 Of power, of greatness, of a life of deeds; — 
 They vanished like the dew; in my dark soul
 They struggled long and died, — unseen of men.
 

CATILINE. Ah, it is not this dull and drowsy life,
 Far from all mundane tumult, that affrights me.
 If only for a moment I could shine,
 And blaze in splendor like a shooting star, — 
 If only by a glorious deed I could
 Immortalize the name of Catiline
 With everlasting glory and renown, — 
 Then gladly should I, in the hour of triumph,
 Forsake all things, — flee to a foreign strand; — 
 I’d plunge the dagger in my exiled heart,
 Die free and happy; for I should have lived!
 

CATILINE. But oh, — to die without first having lived.
 Can that be possible? Shall I so die?
 

[With uplifted hands.]
 

CATILINE. A hint, oh angry powers, — that it is
 My fate to disappear from life forgotten,
 Without a trace!
 

FURIA. [Outside behind the pillars.] It is not, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. [Taken aback.]
 Who speaks? What warning voice is this I hear?
 A spirit voice from out the underworld!
 

FURIA. [Comes forward in the moonlight.] I am your shadow.
 

CATILINE. [Terrified.] What, — the vestal’s ghost!
 

FURIA. Deep must your soul have sunk if you recoil
 From me!
 

CATILINE. Speak! Have you risen from the grave
 With hatred and with vengeance to pursue me?
 

FURIA. Pursue you, — did you say? I am your shadow.
 I must be with you wheresoe’er you go.
 

[She comes nearer.]
 

CATILINE. She lives! O gods, — then it is she, — no other,
 No disembodied ghost.
 

FURIA. Or ghost or not, — 
 It matters little; I must follow you.
 

CATILINE. With mortal hate!
 

FURIA. Hate ceases in the grave,
 As love and all the passions do that flourish
 Within an earthly soul. One thing alone
 In life and death remains unchangeable.
 

CATILINE. And what? Say forth!
 

FURIA. Your fate, my Catiline!
 

CATILINE. Only the gods of wisdom know my fate, — 
 No human being.
 

FURIA. Yet I know your fate.
 I am your shadow; — strange, mysterious ties
 Bind us together.
 

CATILINE. Bonds of hatred.
 

FURIA. No!
 Rose ever spirit from the dankest grave
 For hate and vengeance? Listen, Catiline!
 The rivers of the underworld have quenched
 Each earthly flame that raged within my breast.
 As you behold me here, I am no longer
 The stormy Furia, — wild and passionate, — 
 Whom once you loved — 
 

CATILINE. You do not hate me then?
 

FURIA. Ah, now no more. When in the tomb I stood, — 
 And faltered on the path that separates
 This life from death, at any moment ready
 To greet the underworld, — lo, seized me then
 An eerie shuddering; I know not what — ;
 I felt in me a mystic transformation; — 
 Away flowed hate, revenge, my very soul;
 Each memory vanished and each earthly longing; — 
 Only the name of “Catiline” remains
 Written in fiery letters on my heart.
 

CATILINE. Ah, wonderful! No matter who you are, — 
 A human form, a shadow from the dead, — 
 There lies withal a dreadful fascination
 In your dark eyes, in every word you speak.
 

FURIA. Your mind is strong as mine; yet you give up,
 Disheartened and irresolute, each hope
 Of triumph and dominion. You forsake
 The battlefield, where all your inmost plans
 Could grow and blossom forth into achievement.
 

CATILINE. I must! Inexorable fate decrees it!
 

FURIA. Your fate? Why were you given a hero’s strength, — 
 If not to struggle with what you call fate?
 

CATILINE. Oh, I have fought enough! Was not my life
 A constant battle? What are my rewards?
 Disgrace and scorn — !
 

FURIA. Ah, you are fallen low!
 You struggle towards a high and daring goal,
 Are eager to attain it; yet you fear
 Each trifling hindrance.
 

CATILINE. Fear is not the reason.
 The goal I sought is unattainable; — 
 The whole was but a fleeting dream of youth.
 

FURIA. Now you deceive yourself, my Catiline!
 You hover still about that single project; — 
 Your soul is noble, — worthy of a ruler, — 
 And you have friends — . Ah, wherefore hesitate?
 

CATILINE. [Meditating.]
 I shall — ? What do you mean — ? With civil blood — ?
 

FURIA. Are you a man, — yet lack a woman’s courage?
 Have you forgot that nimble dame of Rome,
 Who sought the throne straight over a father’s corpse?
 I feel myself a Tullia now; but you — ?
 Scorn and despise yourself, O Catiline!
 

CATILINE. Must I despise myself because my soul
 No longer harbors selfish aspirations?
 

FURIA. You stand here at a cross-road in your life;
 Yonder a dull, inactive course awaits you, — 
 A half-way something, neither sleep nor death; — 
 Before you, on the other hand, you see
 A sovereign’s throne. Then choose, my Catiline!
 

CATILINE. You tempt me and allure me to destruction.
 

FURIA. Cast but the die, — and in your hand is placed
 Forevermore the welfare of proud Rome.
 Glory and might your silent fate conceals,
 And yet you falter, — dare not lift a hand!
 You journey yonder to the forests, where
 Each longing that you cherished will be quenched.
 Ah, tell me, Catiline, is there no trace
 Of thirst for glory left within your heart?
 And must this princely soul, for triumphs born,
 Vanish unknown in yonder nameless desert?
 Hence, then! But know that thus you lose forever
 What here you could by daring deeds attain.
 

CATILINE. Go on, go on!
 

FURIA. With trembling and with fear
 The future generations will recall
 Your fate. Your life was all a daring game; — 
 Yet in the lustre of atonement it would shine,
 Known to all men, if with a mighty hand
 You fought your way straight through this surging
 throng, — 
 If the dark night of thraldom through your rule
 Gave way before a new-born day of freedom, — 
 If at some time you — 
 

CATILINE. Hold! Ah, you have touched
 The string that quivers deepest in my soul.
 Your every word sounds like a ringing echo
 Of what my heart has whispered day and night.
 

FURIA. Now, Catiline, I know you once again!
 

CATILINE. I shall not go! You have recalled to life
 My youthful zeal, my manhood’s full-grown longings.
 Yes, I shall be a light to fallen Rome, — 
 Daze them with fear like some erratic star!
 You haughty wretches, — you shall soon discover
 You have not humbled me, though for a time
 I weakened in the heat of battle!
 

FURIA. Listen!
 Whatever be the will of fate, — whatever
 The mighty gods decree, we must obey.
 Just so! My hate is gone; — fate thus decreed,
 And so it had to be! Give me your hand
 In solemn compact! — Ah, you hesitate?
 You will not?
 

CATILINE. Will — ? I gaze upon your eyes:
 They flash, — like lightning in the gloom of night.
 Now did you smile! Just so I’ve often pictured
 Nemesis — 
 

FURIA. What? Herself you wish to see, — 
 Then look within. Have you forgot your oath?
 

CATILINE. No, I remember; — yet you seem to me
 A Nemesis — 
 

FURIA. I am an image born
 From your own soul.
 

CATILINE. [Meditating.] What is all this you say?
 I sense but vaguely what I fail to grasp;
 I glimpse mysterious, strangely clouded visions, — 
 But can not understand. I grope in darkness!
 

FURIA. It must be dark here. Darkness is our realm; — 
 In darkness is our rule. Give me your hand
 In solemn pledge!
 

CATILINE. [Wildly.] O lovely Nemesis, — 
 My shadow, — image of my very soul, — 
 Here is my hand in everlasting compact.
 

[He seizes her hand violently; she looks at him with a stern smile.]
 

FURIA. Now we can never part!
 

CATILINE. Ah, like a stream
 Of fire your touch went coursing through my veins!
 ‘Tis blood no more that flows, but fiery flames; — 
 My breast now cabins and confines my heart;
 My sight grows dull. Soon shall a flaming sea
 Illumine with its light the Roman state!
 

[He draws his sword and brandishes it.]
 

CATILINE. My sword! My sword! Do you see how it flashes?
 Soon will it redden in their tepid blood! — 
 What change is this in me? My brow burns hot;
 A multitude of visions flit before me. — 
 Vengeance it is, — triumph for all those dreams
 Of greatness, regal power, and lasting fame.
 My watch-word shall be: livid flames and death!
 The capitol! Now first I am myself!
 

[He rushes out; FURIA follows him.]
 

[The inside of a dimly illumined tavern.]
 

[STATILIUS, GABINIUS, COEPARIUS, and other young
 ROMANS enter.]
 

STATILIUS. Here, comrades, we can while away the night;
 Here we are safe; no one will overhear us.
 

GABINIUS. Ah, yes; now let us drink, carouse, enjoy!
 Who knows how long it will be granted us?
 

STATILIUS. No, let us first await whatever tidings
 Lentulus and Cethegus have for us.
 

GABINIUS. Bah, let them bring whatever news they will!
 Meanwhile the wine is here; come, let us taste.
 Quick, brothers, quick, — let’s have a merry song!
 

[SERVANTS bring in wine and glasses.]
 

THE ASSEMBLED FRIENDS. (Sing.)
 

 Bacchus, all praise to thee!
   Joyful we raise to thee
   Brimful the beaker!
   Hail to thee, hail!
   Wine, red and glowing,
   Merrily flowing,
   Drink of the wine-god, — 
   This be our song.
 

 Gracious and friendly
   Smiles father Liber;
   Drunkenness waits us;
   Clear is the wine.
   Come, do not tarry!
   Wine will make merry,
   Joyful and airy,
   Body and soul.
 

 Thou above all the
   Glittering bubbles,
   Sparkling Falernian,
   Glorious drink!
   Courage and power,
   These are your dower.
   Gladsome the gift you
   Bring to the soul.
 

 Bacchus, all praise to thee!
   Joyful we raise to thee
   Brimful the beaker!
   Hail to thee, hail!
   Wine, red and glowing,
   Merrily flowing,
   Drink of the wine-god, — 
   This be our song.
 

[LENTULUS and CETHEGUS enter.]
 

LENTULUS. Cease all your song and merriment!
 

STATILIUS. What now?
 Is Catiline not in your company?
 

GABINIUS. Surely he was quite willing?
 

COEPARIUS. Come, say forth!
 What was his answer?
 

CETHEGUS. Ah, quite otherwise
 Than we expected was his answer.
 

GABINIUS. Well?
 

LENTULUS. Well, all of our proposals he declined; — 
 He would not even hearken to our counsels.
 

STATILIUS. Is this the truth?
 

COEPARIUS. And wherefore would he not?
 

LENTULUS. In short, he will not. He forsakes his friends, — 
 Abandons us, — and leaves the city.
 

STATILIUS. What?
 He leaves, you say?
 

CETHEGUS. ‘Tis true; — he goes away
 This very night. Yet, — blamed he can not be;
 His ground was valid — 
 

LENTULUS. Fear was his excuse!
 In danger he forsakes us faithlessly.
 

GABINIUS. That is the friendship of our Catiline!
 

COEPARIUS. Never was Catiline faithless or afraid!
 

LENTULUS. And yet he leaves us now.
 

STATILIUS. Our hopes go with him.
 Where’s now the man to take the leadership?
 

COEPARIUS. He’ll not be found; our plan we must forego.
 

LENTULUS. Not yet, not yet, my friends! First you shall hear
 What I will say. Now what have we resolved?
 That we should win at last by force of arms
 What an unrighteous destiny denied.
 Tyrants oppress us; — yet we wish to rule.
 We suffer want; — yet wealth is our desire.
 

MANY VOICES. Yes, wealth and power! Wealth and power we want!
 

LENTULUS. Yes, yes; we chose a comrade as our chief,
 On whom there was no doubt we could rely.
 Our trust he fails and turns his back to danger.
 Ah, brothers, — be not daunted. He shall learn
 We can succeed without him. What we need
 Is some one man, fearless and resolute,
 To take the lead — 
 

SOME. Well, name us such a man!
 

LENTULUS. And should I name him, and should he comeforth, — 
 Will you then straightway choose him as your leader?
 

SOME. Yes, we will choose him!
 

OTHERS. Yes, we will, we will!
 

STATILIUS. Then name him, friend!
 

LENTULUS. Suppose it were myself?
 

GABINIUS. Yourself?
 

COEPARIUS. You, Lentulus — !
 

SEVERAL. [In doubt.] You wish to lead us?
 

LENTULUS. I do.
 

CETHEGUS. But can you? Such a task requires
 The strength and courage of a Catiline.
 

LENTULUS. I do not lack the courage, nor the strength.
 Each to his task! Or will you now turn back,
 Now when the moment seems most opportune?
 ‘Tis now or never! All things prophesy
 Success for us — 
 

STATILIUS. Good; — we will follow you!
 

OTHERS. We’ll follow you!
 

GABINIUS. Well, now that Catiline
 Forsakes our cause, you are no doubt the man
 To lead us in our enterprise.
 

LENTULUS. Then hear
 What plan of action I have outlined. First — 
 

[CATILINE enters hastily.]
 

CATILINE. Here, comrades, here I am!
 

ALL. Catiline!
 

LENTULUS. He?
 Oh, damned — 
 

CATILINE. Speak out, — what do you ask of me?
 Yet stay; I know already what it is.
 I’ll lead you on. Say — will you follow me?
 

ALL (EXCEPT LENTULUS). Yes, Catiline, — we follow if you lead!
 

STATILIUS. They have deceived us — 
 

GABINIUS. — and belied your name!
 

COEPARIUS. They said you did intend to leave the city
 And wash your hands completely of our cause.
 

CATILINE. Yes, so I did. Yet now no more; henceforth
 Only for this great purpose do I live.
 

LENTULUS. What is this mighty purpose you proclaim?
 

CATILINE. My purpose here is higher than you think — 
 Perhaps than any thinks. Ah, hear me, friends!
 First will I win to us each citizen
 Who prizes liberty and values most
 The public honor and his country’s weal.
 The spirit of ancient Rome is yet alive; — 
 The last faint spark is not yet wholly dead.
 Now into brilliant flames it shall be fanned,
 More glorious than ever flames before!
 Alas, too long the stifling gloom of thraldom,
 Dark as the night, lay blanketed on Rome.
 Behold, — this realm — though proud and powerful
 It seems — totters upon the edge of doom.
 Therefore the stoutest hand must seize the helm.
 Rome must be cleansed, — cleansed to the very roots;
 The sluggish we must waken from their slumber, — 
 And crush to earth the power of these wretches
 Who sow their poison in the mind and stifle
 The slightest promise of a better life.
 Look you,—’tis civic freedom I would further, — 
 The civic spirit that in former times
 Was regnant here. Friends, I shall conjure back
 The golden age, when Romans gladly gave
 Their lives to guard the honor of the nation,
 And all their riches for the public weal!
 

LENTULUS. Ah, Catiline, you rave! Nothing of this
 Had we in mind.
 

GABINIUS. What will it profit us
 To conjure up again those ancient days
 With all their dull simplicity?
 

SOME. No, no!
 Might we demand — 
 

OTHERS. — and means enough to live
 A gay and carefree life!
 

MANY VOICES. That is our aim!
 

COEPARIUS. Is it for others’ happiness and freedom
 We stake our lives upon a throw of dice?
 

THE WHOLE GROUP. We want the spoils of victory!
 

CATILINE. Paltry race!
 Are you the offspring of those ancient fathers?
 To heap dishonor on your country’s name, — 
 In such a way you would preserve its lustre!
 

LENTULUS. And you dare taunt us, — you who long since were
 A terrifying token — 
 

CATILINE. True, I was;
 I was a terror to the good; and yet,
 So paltry as you are was never I.
 

LENTULUS. Restrain your tongue; we brook no ridicule.
 

MANY. No, no, — we will not — 
 

CATILINE. [Calmly.] So? You timid brood, — 
 You dare to think of doing something, — you?
 

LENTULUS. Ah, down with him!
 

MANY VOICES. Yes, down with Catiline!
 

[They draw their daggers and rush in on him; CATILINE calmly removes the cloak from his breast and regards them with a cold, scornful smile; they lower their daggers.]
 

CATILINE.
 Thrust! Thrust! You dare not? Oh, my friends, my friends, — 
 I should respect you, if you plunged your daggers
 In this uncovered bosom, as you threaten.
 Is there no spark of courage in your souls?
 

SOME. He means our weal!
 

OTHERS. His taunts we have deserved.
 

CATILINE. You have, indeed. — Yet, see, — the hour is come
 When you can wash away the blot of shame.
 All that is of the past we will forget; — 
 A new existence is in store for us.
 

CATILINE. [With bitterness.]
 Fool that I am! To stake success on you!
 Burns any zeal within this craven mob?
 

CATILINE. [Carried away.]
 Time was my dreams were glorious; great visions
 Rushed through my mind or swept before my gaze.
 I dreamed that, winged like Icarus of old,
 I flew aloft beneath the vault of heaven;
 I dreamed the gods endued my hands with strength
 Of giants, offered me the lightning flash.
 And this hand seized the lightning in its flight
 And hurled it at the city far beneath.
 And when the crimson flames lapped all, and rose
 As Rome fell crumbling in a heap of ruins, — 
 Then called I with a loud and mighty voice,
 And conjured Cato’s comrades from the grave;
 Thousands of spirits heard my call and came, — 
 Took life again — raised Rome from out her ashes.
 

[He breaks off.]
 

CATILINE. These were but dreams! Gods do not conjure up
 The by-gone past into the light of day, — 
 And parted spirits never leave the grave.
 

CATILINE. [Wildly.] Is now this hand unable to restore
 The ancient Rome, our Rome it shall destroy.
 Where marble colonnades now towering stand,
 Pillars of smoke through crackling flames shall whirl;
 Then shall the Capitol crumble from its heights,
 And palaces and temples sink to ruin!
 

CATILINE. Swear, comrades, that you dedicate your lives
 To this great purpose! I shall take the lead.
 Say, — will you follow me?
 

STATILIUS. We’ll follow you!
 

[Several seem to be in doubt, and speak in whispers to one another. CATILINE regards them with a scornful smile.]
 

LENTULUS. [In an undertone.]
 ‘Tis best we follow him. In sunken ruins
 We’re likeliest to realize our goal.
 

ALL. [Shouting.] Yes, Catiline; we’ll all — all follow you!
 

CATILINE. Swear to me by the gods of our great sires
 That you will heed my every nod!
 

THE WHOLE GROUP. [With uplifted hands.] Yes, yes;
 We swear in all things blindly to obey!
 

CATILINE. Then singly steal your way, by different paths,
 Into my house. Weapons you there will find.
 I shall come later; you shall then discover
 What plan of action I propose. Now go!
 

[They all go out.]
 

LENTULUS. [Detains CATILINE.]
 A word! Know you the Allobrogian tribes
 Have to the Senate sent ambassadors
 With grievances and charges?
 

CATILINE. Yes, I know.
 They came today into the city.
 

LENTULUS. Good.
 What if we should attune them to our plans?
 With them all Gaul will rise up in revolt;
 And stir up strife against our enemies.
 

CATILINE. [Reluctant.]
 Ah, we should seek barbarian allies?
 

LENTULUS. But such a league is a necessity.
 With our own strength alone the fight is lost;
 Help from without — 
 

CATILINE. [With a bitter smile.] Ah, Rome is fallen low!
 Her walls no longer harbor men with strength
 Enough to overthrow a tottering ruin!
 

[They go out.]
 

[A garden to the rear of CATILINE’s house, which is visible through the trees. To the left a side-building.]
 

[CURIUS, CETHEGUS, and OTHER CONSPIRATORS enter cautiously from the right in whispered conversation.]
 

CURIUS. But is it really true what you relate?
 

CETHEGUS. Yes, every word is true. A moment since
 It was decided.
 

CURIUS. He takes charge of all?
 

CETHEGUS. Of everything. Just speak with him yourself.
 

[All, except CURIUS, enter the house.]
 

CURIUS. An eerie night! How all my thoughts are tossed
 About in circles! Did I dream perchance?
 Ah, real or fancied, — now I am awake, — 
 Whichever way I turn I see her form.
 

[CATILINE enters from the right.]
 

CATILINE. [Goes toward him.]
 You here, my Curius? I have missed you much. — 
 My visit with the vestal took a turn
 Quite unexpected — 
 

CURIUS. [Confused.] So? Yes, you are right!
 

CATILINE. I shall no longer think of this affair.
 It was a visit fraught with fate for me.
 

CATILINE. [Meditating.]
 The furies, we are told, return at times
 From the dark underworld to follow us
 Through life forever. — Ah, if it were so!
 

CURIUS. [Uneasy.] What? Have you seen her — ?
 

CATILINE. She was here tonight. — 
 Yet let this be forgotten. Curius, listen, — 
 A weighty undertaking is on foot — 
 

CURIUS. I know it all. Cethegus told me here — 
 

CATILINE. Who knows what issue for this work the gods
 Have set? Perchance it is my destiny
 To perish now, crushed by malignant forces, — 
 And never reach my goal. Well, be it so!
 But you, dear Curius, you whom I have loved
 Since childhood, — you shall not be drawn within
 This fateful maelstrom. Promise me, — remain
 Within the city if I elsewhere choose
 To open my attack, — which is quite likely;
 Nor aid us till success has crowned our work.
 

CURIUS. [Moved.]
 Oh, what a friend and father! All this care — !
 

CATILINE. You promise this? Then here we say farewell;
 Wait but a moment; I shall soon return.
 

[He goes into the house.]
 

CURIUS. [Gazing after him.]
 He loves me still. Of naught is he distrustful.
 

[LENTULUS and OTHER CONSPIRATORS enter from the right.]
 

LENTULUS. Ah, Curius, did not Catiline just now
 Pass through the garden?
 

CURIUS. Yes, he is within.
 

[They go into the house.]
 

CURIUS. [Paces about uneasy.]
 How shall I curb this longing in my soul?
 There is a restless turmoil in my blood.
 Ah, Furia, — what a strange, mysterious woman!
 Where are you? When shall I see your face again?
 

CURIUS. Where has she fled? Ah, shadow-like she slipped
 Away, when I had freed her from the grave.
 And those mysterious, prophetic words, — 
 And more, her eyes, gleaming at once and dimmed — !
 What if it were but madness? Has the grave
 With all its terror darkened — ?
 

FURIA. [Behind him among the trees.] No, pale youth!
 

CURIUS. [With a cry.] My Furia! You — ?
 

FURIA. [Comes nearer.] Here dwells Catiline.
 Where he is, — there must Furia also be.
 

CURIUS. Oh, come with me, beloved. I shall lead
 You into safety. Think — if some one saw you!
 

FURIA. The dead need have no fear. Have you forgotten — 
 You took my corpse and brought it from the grave?
 

CURIUS. Again those terrifying words! Oh, hear me; — 
 Come to your senses, — come with me away!
 

[He tries to seize her hand.]
 

FURIA. [Thrusts him wildly back.]
 You reckless fool, — do you not shrink with fear
 Before this child of death, but risen up
 A fleeting moment from the underworld?
 

CURIUS. Before you now I fear. And yet this fear,
 This strange, mysterious dread, is my delight.
 

FURIA. What would you me? In vain is all your pleading.
 I’m of the grave, and yonder is my home; — 
 With dawn’s approach I must again be speeding
 Back to the vale of shadows whence I come.
 You doubt me, — do not think that I have sat
 Among the pallid shades in Pluto’s hall?
 I tell you, I was even now below, — 
 Beyond the river and the gloomy marshes.
 

CURIUS. Then lead me there!
 

FURIA. You?
 

CURIUS. I shall gladly follow,
 Though you should lead me through the jaws of death!
 

FURIA. It cannot be! On earth we two must part; — 
 Yonder the dead and living dare not meet. — 
 

FURIA. Why do you rob me of my fleeting moments?
 I’ve but the hours of night in which to work;
 My task is of the night; I am its herald.
 But where is Catiline?
 

CURIUS. Ah, him you seek?
 

FURIA. Yes, him I seek.
 

CURIUS. Then him you still pursue?
 

FURIA. Why rose I from the spirit underworld
 Tonight, if not because of Catiline?
 

CURIUS. Alas, this fury that has seized your soul — !
 Yet you are lovely even in your madness.
 Oh, Furia, think no more of Catiline!
 Come, flee with me! Command me, — I shall serve you!
 

[He prostrates himself before her.]
 

CURIUS. A prostrate slave I here entreat of you
 One single look. Oh, hear me, Furia, hear me!
 I love but you! A sweet and lethal fire
 Consumes my soul, and you — ah, you alone — 
 Can ease my suffering. — 
 

FURIA. [Looks towards the house.] Yonder there’s a light — 
 And many men. What now is going on
 Within the house of Catiline?
 

CURIUS. [Jumps up.] Again
 This name! Around him hover all your thoughts.
 Oh, I could hate him — !
 

FURIA. Has he then resolved
 To launch at last the daring enterprise
 He long has cherished?
 

CURIUS. Then you know — ?
 

FURIA. Yes, all.
 

CURIUS. Ah, then you doubtless know, too, he himself
 Is foremost in this daring enterprise?
 Yet, I adjure you, beg you, think no more
 Of Catiline!
 

FURIA. Answer me this alone;
 ‘Tis all I ask of you. Do you go with him?
 

CURIUS. He is to me a tender father — 
 

FURIA. [Smiling.] He?
 My Catiline?
 

CURIUS. Ah!
 

FURIA. He, — round whom my thoughts
 Course without rest?
 

CURIUS. My brain is in a tumult — 
 I hate this man — ! Oh, I could murder him!
 

FURIA. Did you not lately swear you were prepared
 To do my bidding?
 

CURIUS. Ask me what you will;
 In everything I serve you and obey!
 I only beg, — forget this Catiline.
 

FURIA. I shall forget him first — when he has stepped
 Into his grave.
 

CURIUS. [Draws back.] Ah, you demand that I — ?
 

FURIA. You need not use the steel; you can betray
 His enterprise — 
 

CURIUS. Murder and treachery
 At once! Remember, Furia, he is still
 My foster-father and — 
 

FURIA. — My aim in life!
 Ah, timid fool, — so you dare speak of love, — 
 Who lack the fortitude to strike him down
 That stands across your path? Away from me!
 

[She turns her back on him.]
 

CURIUS. [Holding her back.]
 No; — do not leave me! I am in all things willing!
 A shudder chills me as I look on you;
 And yet I cannot break this net asunder
 Wherein you trapped my soul.
 

FURIA. Then you are willing?
 

CURIUS. Why do you mock me with such questioning?
 If I am willing? Have I any will?
 Your gaze is like the serpent’s when ‘tis fixed
 With magic power upon the bird, that circles
 Wildly about in terror-stricken awe,
 Drawn ever nearer to the dreadful fangs.
 

FURIA. Then to your task!
 

CURIUS. And when I’ve sacrificed
 My friendship to my love for you, — what then?
 

FURIA. I shall forget that Catiline existed.
 Then will my task be ended. Ask no more!
 

CURIUS. For this reward I should — ?
 

FURIA. You hesitate?
 Is then your hope so faint that you forget
 What gifts a grateful woman can bestow,
 When first the time — ?
 

CURIUS. By all the powers of night, — 
 I’ll not delay! He only stands between us.
 Then let him perish! Quenched is every spark
 Of feeling for him; every bond is sundered! — 
 Who are you, lovely vision of the night?
 Near you I’m turned to marble, burned to ashes.
 My longing chills me, — terror fires the soul;
 My love is blended hate and sorcery.
 Who am I now? I know myself no more;
 One thing I know; I am not he I was,
 Ere you I saw. I’ll plunge into the deep
 To follow you! Doomed — doomed is Catiline!
 I’ll to the Capitol. This very night
 The senate is assembled. Then farewell!
 A written note betrays his enterprise.
 

[He goes out hastily.]
 

FURIA. [To herself.]
 The heavens grow dark; soon will the lightning play.
 The end is fast approaching, Catiline; — 
 With measured steps you journey to your grave!
 

[The Allobrogian ambassadors, AMBIORIX and OLLOVICO, come out of the house without noticing FURIA, who stands half concealed in the shade between the trees.]
 

AMBIORIX. So then it is decided! Venturesome
 It was to enter into such a compact.
 

OLLOVICO. True;
 Yet their refusal of each righteous claim
 Opens no other way to liberty.
 The prize of victory, — should our friends succeed, — 
 Outweighs indeed the perils of the conflict
 That now awaits us.
 

AMBIORIX. Brother, so it is!
 

OLLOVICO. Emancipation from the rule of Rome, — 
 Freedom long lost is surely worth a struggle.
 

AMBIORIX. Now we must hasten homeward with all speed,
 Kindling through Gaul the flames of insurrection.
 It will be easy to persuade the tribes
 To ‘rise up in revolt; they’ll follow us
 And join the partisans of Catiline.
 

OLLOVICO. Hard will the fight be; mighty still is Rome.
 

AMBIORIX. It must be risked. Come, Ollovico, come!
 

FURIA. [Calls warningly to them.] Woe unto you!
 

AMBIORIX. [Startled.] By all the gods!
 

OLLOVICO. [Terrified.] Ah, hear!
 A voice cries warning to us in the dark!
 

FURIA. Woe to your people!
 

OLLOVICO. Yonder stands she, brother, — 
 The pale and ill-foreboding shadow. See!
 

FURIA. Woe unto all who follow Catiline!
 

AMBIORIX. Home, home! Away! We’ll break all promises!
 

OLLOVICO. A voice has warned us, and we shall obey.
 

[They go out hurriedly to the right.]
 

[CATILINE comes out of the house in the background.]
 

CATILINE. Ah, desperate hope — to think of crushing Rome
 With such a host of cowards and poltroons!
 What spurs them on? With frankness they confess — 
 Their only motive is their want and greed.
 Is it then worth the trouble for such aims
 To shed men’s blood? And what have I to win?
 What can I gain?
 

FURIA. [Invisible among the trees.] Revenge, my Catiline!
 

CATILINE. [Startled.]
 Who speaks! Who wakes the spirit of revenge
 From slumber? Came this voice then from the deep
 Within my soul? Revenge? Yes, that’s the word, — 
 My watch-word and my battle-cry. Revenge!
 Revenge for all the hopes and all the dreams
 Which ever a vindictive fate destroyed!
 Revenge for all my years of wasted life!
 

[The CONSPIRATORS come armed out of the house.]
 

LENTULUS. Still rest the shades of darkness on the city.
 Now is it time to break away.
 

SEVERAL. [Whispering.] Away!
 

[AURELIA comes out of the side-building without noticing the
 CONSPIRATORS.]
 

AURELIA. Beloved, — are you here?
 

CATILINE. [With a cry.] Aurelia!
 

AURELIA. Say, — 
 Have you been waiting for me?
 

[She becomes aware of the Conspirators and rushes to him.]
 

AURELIA. Gracious gods!
 

CATILINE. [Thrusts her aside.] Woman, away from me!
 

AURELIA. Speak, Catiline!
 These many men in arms — ? And you as well — ?
 Oh, you will go — 
 

CATILINE. [Wildly.] Yes, by the spirits of night, — 
 A merry journey! See — this flashing sword!
 It thirsts for blood! I go — to quench its thirst.
 

AURELIA. My hope, — my dream! Ah, blissful was my dream!
 Thus am I wakened from my dreaming — 
 

CATILINE. Silence!
 Stay here, — or follow! But my heart is cold
 To tears and lamentations. — Friends, behold
 How bright the full moon in the west declines!
 When next that full moon in its orient shines,
 An avalanche of fire shall sweep the state
 And all its golden glory terminate.
 A thousand years from now, when it shall light
 Mere crumbling ruins in the desert night, — 
 One pillar in the dust of yonder dome
 Shall tell the weary wanderer: Here stood Rome!
 

[He rushes out to the right; all follow him.]
 






  








THIRD ACT
 

[CATILINE’s camp in a wooded field in Etruria. To the right is seen CATILINE’s tent and close by it an old oak tree. A camp fire is burning outside the tent; similar fires are to be seen among the trees in the background. It is night. At intervals the moon breaks through the clouds.]
 

[STATILIUS lies stretched out asleep by the camp fire.
 MANLIUS paces back and forth in front of the tent.]
 

MANLIUS. Such is the way of young and buoyant souls.
 They slumber on as peaceful and secure
 As though embosomed in their mothers’ arms,
 Instead of in a forest wilderness.
 They rest as though they dream some merry game
 Were held in store for them when they awake,
 Instead of battle, — the last one, perchance,
 That will be theirs to fight.
 

STATILIUS. [Awakes and rises.] Still standing guard?
 You must be weary? I’ll relieve you now.
 

MANLIUS. Go rest yourself instead. Youth needs his sleep;
 His untamed passions tax his native strength.
 ‘Tis otherwise when once the hair turns gray,
 When in our veins the blood flows lazily,
 And age weighs heavily upon our shoulders.
 

STATILIUS. Yes, you are right. Thus I too shall in time,
 An old and hardened warrior — 
 

MANLIUS. Are you sure
 The fates decreed you such a destiny?
 

STATILIUS. And pray, why not? Why all these apprehensions?
 Has some misfortune chanced?
 

MANLIUS. You think no doubt
 That we have naught to fear, foolhardy youth?
 

STATILIUS. Our troops are strongly reenforced — 
 

MANLIUS. Indeed, — 
 With fugitive slaves and gladiators — 
 

STATILIUS. Well, — 
 Grant that they are; together they may prove
 No little aid, and all the tribes of Gaul
 Will send us help — 
 

MANLIUS. — Which has not yet arrived.
 

STATILIUS. You doubt that the Allobroges will keep
 Their promised word?
 

MANLIUS. I know these people well
 From days gone by. However, let that pass.
 The day that dawns will doubtless bring to light
 What destinies the gods have set for us.
 

MANLIUS. But go the rounds, my friend, and ascertain
 If all the guards perform their proper tasks.
 For we must fend against a night attack;
 We know not where the enemy makes his stand.
 

[STATILIUS goes into the forest.]
 

MANLIUS. [Alone by the camp fire.]
 The clouds begin to gather thick and fast;
 It is a dark and storm-presaging night; — 
 A misty fog hangs heavy on my breast,
 As though foreboding mishap to us all.
 Where is it now, that easy carefree spirit
 With which in former times I went to war?
 Ah, can it be the weight of years alone
 That now I feel? Strange — strange, indeed, — last night
 Even the young seemed sorely out of heart.
 

MANLIUS. [After a pause.]
 The gods shall know revenge was not the aim
 For which I joined and followed Catiline.
 My wrath flared up within me for a space
 When first I felt I had been wronged, insulted; — 
 The old blood is not yet entirely cold;
 Now and again it courses warmly through my veins.
 But the humiliation is forgotten.
 I followed Catiline for his own sake;
 And I shall watch o’er him with zealous care.
 Here stands he all alone amidst these hosts
 Of paltry knaves and dissolute companions.
 They cannot comprehend him, — he in turn
 Is far too proud to wish to fathom them.
 

[He throws some branches on the fire and remains standing in silence. CATILINE comes out of the tent.]
 

CATILINE. [To himself.]
 Midnight approaches. Everything is hushed; — 
 Only to my poor eyes sleep fails to come.
 Cold is the night wind; ‘twill refresh my soul
 And give me strength anew — . I sorely need it!
 

[He becomes aware of MANLIUS.]
 

CATILINE. ‘Tis you, old Manlius? And do you stand guard
 Alone on such a night?
 

MANLIUS. Oft have I stood
 Guard over you in childhood’s early days.
 Say, do you not recall?
 

CATILINE. Those days are gone;
 With them, my peace; wherever now I go,
 I’m haunted by a multitude of visions.
 All things find shelter in my bosom, Manlius; — 
 Save peace alone. That — that is far away.
 

MANLIUS. Cast off these gloomy thoughts and take your rest!
 Remember that the morrow may require
 Your utmost strength for our deliverance.
 

CATILINE. I cannot rest. If I but close my eyes
 One fleeting moment in forgetful slumber,
 I’m tossed about in strange, fantastic dreams.
 Here on my couch I lay now, half asleep,
 When these same visions reappeared again,
 More strange than ever, — more mysterious
 And puzzling — . Ah, if I could only know
 What this forebodes! But no — 
 

MANLIUS. Confide your dream
 To me. Perhaps I can expound its meaning.
 

CATILINE. [After a pause.]
 If I slept or if I waked, scarcely can I say;
 Visions fast pursued each other in a mad array.
 Soon a deepening twilight settles over everything;
 And a night swoops down upon me on her wide-spread wing,
 Terrible and dark, unpierced, save by the lightning’s flare;
 I am in a grave-like dungeon, filled with clammy air.
 Lofty is the ceiling and with thunderclouds o’ercast;
 Multitudes of shadow forms go racing wildly past,
 Whirl around in roaring eddies, as the ocean wave
 Draws the raging storm and breaks against a rocky cave.
 Yet amid this frenzied tumult children often come,
 Decked in flowers, singing of a half-forgotten home.
 Soon the darkness round them changes to a vivid glare, — 
 Dimly in the center I descry a lonely pair;
 Ah, two women, — stern the one and gloomy as the night, — 
 And the other gentle, like the evening in its flight.
 How familiar to my eyes the two lone figures seemed!
 With her smiling countenance the one upon me beamed;
 Like the zigzag lightning flashed the other’s piercing eye;
 Terror seized my soul, — yet on I gazed in ecstasy.
 Proudly upright stands the one, the other leans in weariness
 On the solitary table, where they play a game of chess.
 Pawns they barter, or they move them now from place to place; — 
 Then the game is lost and won, — she fades away in space, — 
 She who radiantly smiled, ah, she who lost the game;
 Instantly the bands of children vanish whence they came.
 Tumult rises; darkness deepens; but from out the night
 Two eyes fix upon me, in a victor’s gloating right;
 Then my brain reels; I see nothing but those baleful eyes.
 But what else I dreamed of in that frenzied slumber lies
 Far within me hidden, buried deep beyond recall.
 Could I but remember. Gone forever is it all.
 

MANLIUS. Remarkable, indeed, my Catiline,
 Is this your dream.
 

CATILINE. [Meditating.] If I could but remember — 
 But no; my memory fails me — 
 

MANLIUS. Brood no longer
 Upon these thoughts. For what are dreams, indeed,
 But pale chimeras only, darkling visions,
 On nothing founded, and by naught explained?
 

CATILINE. Yes, you are right; I will no longer brood; — 
 Already I am calm. But go your way;
 You need some rest. The meanwhile I shall walk
 In privacy and meditate my plans.
 

[MANLIUS goes into the forest.]
 

CATILINE. [Paces for some time back and forth by the camp fire, which is about to go out; then he stops and speaks thoughtfully.] If I could only — . Ah, it is unmanly To brood and be distressed by thoughts like these. And yet, — here in the stillness of the night, This lonely solitude, again I see Rising before me life-like all I dreamed.
 

[A SHADOW, attired like an old warrior in armor and toga, stems to rise from the earth among the trees a short distance from him.]
 

CATILINE. [Recoils before THE SHADOW.]
 Great powers of heaven — !
 

THE SHADOW. Greetings, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. What will you have? Who are you, pallid shade?
 

THE SHADOW. One moment! It is here my right to question, — 
 And you shall answer. Do you no longer know
 This voice from ages long since passed away?
 

CATILINE. Methinks I do; yet certain I am not — .
 But speak, whom seek you at this midnight hour?
 

THE SHADOW. ‘Tis you I seek. Know that this hour alone
 Is granted me as respite here on earth.
 

CATILINE. By all the gods! Who are you? Speak!
 

THE SHADOW. Be calm!
 Hither I come to call you to account.
 Why do you envy me the peace of death?
 Why do you drive me from my earthy dwelling?
 Why do you mar my rest with memories,
 That I must seek you, whisper menaces,
 To guard the honor I so dearly bought?
 

CATILINE. Alas! this voice — ! Somehow I seem to know — 
 

THE SHADOW. What is there left of my imperial power?
 A shadow like myself; yes, scarcely that.
 Both sank into the grave — and came to naught.
 ‘Twas dearly bought; dear, dear was it attained.
 For it I sacrificed all peace in life,
 And waived all claims to peace beyond the grave.
 And now you come and want to wrest from me
 With daring hands what little I have left.
 Are there not paths enough to noble deeds?
 Why must you choose the one that I have chosen?
 I gave up everything in life to power;
 My name — so dreamed I — should forever stand,
 Not beaming like a star with friendly lustre, — 
 No, like a flash against the midnight sky!
 I did not covet fame, the goal of hundreds,
 For magnanimity and noble deeds;
 Nor admiration; — far too many share
 That fate already: so will many more
 Until the end of time. Of blood and horror
 I wished to build me my renown and fame.
 With silent dread, as on some meteor
 That now appears in mystery and is gone
 Again, — men should gaze back upon my life,
 And look askance on me, whom no one ever,
 Before or since then, dared to emulate.
 Yes, thus I dreamed and dreamed, — and was deceived.
 Why did I not surmise, when you stood near me,
 The secret thoughts then growing in your soul.
 Yet, Catiline, beware; know that I see
 Beyond the veil that hides from you the future.
 Written among the stars — I read your fate!
 

CATILINE. You read my fate? Expound it then to me!
 

THE SHADOW. No, first beyond death’s gloomy gate
   Shall fade away the mists that hide
   The gruesome and the nobly great,
   Borne ever on by time and tide.
   This from thy book of fate alone
   A liberated soul may tell thee:
   Perish thou shalt by deed thine own,
   And yet a stranger’s hand shall fell thee.
 

[THE SHADOW glides away as in a mist.]
 

CATILINE. [After a pause.]
 Ah, he has vanished. Was it but a dream?
 No, no; even here he stood; the moonbeams played
 Upon his sallow visage. Yes, I knew him!
 It was the man of blood, the old dictator,
 Who sallied from his grave to frighten me.
 He feared lest he should lose the victor’s crown, — 
 Not the reward of honor, but the terror
 Whereby his memory lives. Are bloodless shades
 Spurred onward also by the thought of glory?
 

[Paces to and fro uneasily.]
 

CATILINE. All things storm in upon me. Now Aurelia
 In gentle admonition speaks, — and now
 In me reëchoes Furia’s warning cry.
 Nay, more than that; — out of the grave appear
 The pallid shadows of a by-gone age.
 They threaten me. I should now stop and pause?
 I should turn back? No. I shall venture on
 Unfaltering; — the victory soon is mine!
 

[CURIUS comes through the forest in great agitation.]
 

CURIUS. O Catiline — !
 

CATILINE. [Surprised.] What, you, — you here, my friend!
 

CURIUS. I had to — 
 

CATILINE. Wherefore staid you not in town?
 

CURIUS. Fear prompted me; I had to seek you here.
 

CATILINE. You rush for my sake blindly into danger.
 You thoughtless lad! Yet, come into my arms!
 

[Moves to embrace him.]
 

CURIUS. [Draws back.]
 No! Do not touch me! Do not even come near me!
 

CATILINE. What ails you, my dear Curius?
 

CURIUS. Up! Break camp!
 Flee, if you can, even this very hour!
 On every highway come the enemy troops;
 Your camp is being surrounded.
 

CATILINE. Calm yourself;
 You rave. Speak, has the journey shaken you — ?
 

CURIUS. Oh no; but save yourself while there is time!
 You are betrayed — 
 

[Prostrates himself before him.]
 

CATILINE. [Starts back.] Betrayed! What are you saying?
 

CURIUS. Betrayed by one in friendly guise!
 

CATILINE. You err;
 These stormy friends are loyal even as you.
 

CURIUS. Then woe to you for all their loyalty!
 

CATILINE. Compose yourself! It is your love for me,
 Your interest in my safety, that has wakened
 Imaginary dangers in your mind.
 

CURIUS. Oh, do you know these words do murder me?
 But flee! I do entreat you earnestly — 
 

CATILINE. Be calm and speak your mind. Why should I flee?
 The enemy knows not where I make my stand.
 

CURIUS. Indeed he does, — he knows your every plan!
 

CATILINE. What, are you mad? He knows — ? Impossible!
 

CURIUS. Oh, were it so! But use the hour remaining;
 Still you may save yourself perhaps in flight!
 

CATILINE. Betrayed? No, — ten times no; impossible!
 

CURIUS. [Seizes his dagger and holds it out to him.]
 Catiline, plunge this dagger in my bosom; — 
 Straight through the heart! ‘Twas I betrayed your plans!
 

CATILINE. You? What madness!
 

CURIUS. Yes, it was in madness!
 Ask not the reason; scarce I know myself;
 I say, — I have revealed your every counsel.
 

CATILINE. [In bitter grief.]
 Now have you killed my faith in sacred friendship!
 

CURIUS. Oh, send the dagger home, and torture me
 No longer with forbearance — !
 

CATILINE. [Kindly.] Live, my Curius!
 Arise! You erred; — but I forgive you all.
 

CURIUS. [Overcome.]
 O Catiline, my heart is crushed with grief — !
 But hasten; flee! There is no time to tarry.
 Soon will the Roman troops invade your camp;
 They’re under way; on every side they come.
 

CATILINE. Our comrades in the city — ?
 

CURIUS. They are captured; — 
 Some were imprisoned, most of them were killed!
 

CATILINE. [To himself.] What fate — what fate!
 

CURIUS. [Again holds out the dagger to him.]
 Then plunge it in my heart!
 

CATILINE. [Looks at him calmly.] No, you were but a tool.
 You acted well — 
 

CURIUS. Oh, let me die and expiate my sin!
 

CATILINE. I have forgiven you.
 

CATILINE. [As he goes.] But one thing now
 Is there to choose!
 

CURIUS. [Jumps up.] Yes, flight!
 

CATILINE. Heroic death!
 

[He goes away through the forest.]
 

CURIUS. ‘Tis all in vain! Ruin awaits him here.
 This mildness is a tenfold punishment!
 I’ll follow him; one thing I shall be granted: — 
 To perish fighting by the hero’s side!
 

[He rushes out. LENTULUS and TWO GLADIATORS come stealing among the trees.]
 

LENTULUS. [Softly.] Some one was speaking — 
 

ONE OF THE GLADIATORS. Aye, but now all’s quiet.
 

THE OTHER GLADIATOR. Perchance it was the sentinel relieved
 Of duty.
 

LENTULUS. That may be. This is the place;
 Here shall you wait. Are both your weapons sharp,
 Ground for their purpose?
 

THE FIRST GLADIATOR. Bright as is the lightning!
 

THE SECOND GLADIATOR.
 Mine, too, cuts well. In the last Roman games
 Two gladiators died beneath this sword.
 

LENTULUS. Then stand you ready in this thicket here.
 And when a man, whom I shall designate,
 Goes toward the tent, then shall you rush out quick
 And strike him from behind.
 

THE FIRST GLADIATOR. It shall be done!
 

[Both GLADIATORS conceal themselves; LENTULUS goes spying around.]
 

LENTULUS. [To himself.]
 It is a daring game I here attempt; — 
 Yet must it be performed this very night,
 If done at all. — If Catiline should fall,
 No one can lead them on except myself;
 I’ll purchase them with golden promises,
 And march without delay upon the city,
 Where still the senate, struck with panic fear,
 Neglects to arm itself against the danger.
 

[He goes in among the trees.]
 

THE FIRST GLADIATOR. [Softly to the other.]
 Who is this stranger we must fall upon?
 

THE SECOND GLADIATOR. What matters it to us who he may be?
 Lentulus pays our hire; the blame is his:
 He must himself defend the act we do.
 

LENTULUS. [Returns quickly.]
 Stand ready now; the man we wait is coming!
 

[LENTULUS and the GLADIATORS lie in wait among the bushes.]
 

[Soon after, CATILINE comes through the forest and goes toward the tent.]
 

LENTULUS. [Whispering.]
 Out! Fall upon him! Strike him from behind!
 

[All three rush on CATILINE.]
 

CATILINE. [Draws his sword and defends himself.]
 Ah, scoundrels, — do you dare to — ?
 

LENTULUS. [To the GLADIATORS.] Cut him down!
 

CATILINE. [Recognizes him.]
 You, Lentulus, would murder Catiline?
 

THE FIRST GLADIATOR. [Terrified.] He it is!
 

THE SECOND GLADIATOR. [Draws back.] Catiline! I’ll never use
 The sword on him. Come flee!
 

[Both GLADIATORS make their escape.]
 

LENTULUS. Then die by mine!
 

[They fight; CATILINE strikes the sword from the hand of Lentulus; the latter tries to escape, but CATILINE holds him fast.]
 

CATILINE. Murderer! Traitor!
 

LENTULUS. [Entreating.] Mercy, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. I spell your plans upon your countenance.
 You wished to murder me, and put yourself
 Into the chieftain’s place. Was it not so?
 

LENTULUS. Yes, Catiline, it was even so!
 

CATILINE. [Looks at him with repressed scorn.] What then?
 If ‘tis the power you want, — so let it be!
 

LENTULUS. Explain, — what do you mean?
 

CATILINE. I shall resign;
 And you may lead the army — 
 

LENTULUS. [Surprised.] You resign?
 

CATILINE. I shall. But be prepared for all events;
 Know this — our undertaking is revealed:
 The senate is informed of every plan;
 Its troops hem us about — 
 

LENTULUS. What do you say?
 

CATILINE. Now shall I call a council of our friends;
 Do you come too, — announce your leadership;
 I shall resign.
 

LENTULUS. [Detains him.] One moment, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. Your time is precious; ere the dawn of day
 You may expect an onslaught — 
 

LENTULUS. [Anxiously.] Hear me, friend!
 Surely you jest? It is impossible — 
 

CATILINE. Our project, I have told you, is betrayed.
 Show now your firmness and sagacity!
 

LENTULUS. Betrayed? Then woe to us!
 

CATILINE. [Smiles scornfully.] You paltry coward!
 You tremble now; — yet you would murder me;
 You think a man like you is called to rule?
 

LENTULUS. Forgive me, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. Make your escape
 By hurried flight, if still it can be done.
 

LENTULUS. Ah, you permit me then — ?
 

CATILINE. And did you think
 It was my purpose to forsake this post
 In such an hour as this? You little know me.
 

LENTULUS. O, Catiline — !
 

CATILINE. [Coldly.] Waste not your moments here!
 Seek your own safety; — I know how to die.
 

[He turns away from him.]
 

LENTULUS. [To himself.]
 I thank you for these tidings, Catiline; — 
 I shall make use of them to serve my end.
 ‘Twill stand me in good stead now that I know
 This region well; I’ll seek the hostile army
 And guide it hitherward by secret paths,
 To your destruction and to my salvation. — 
 The serpent that you trample in the dust
 So arrogantly still retains its sting!
 

[He goes.]
 

CATILINE. [After a pause.]
 This is the trust I built my hopes upon!
 Thus one by one they leave me. Oh ye gods!
 Treason and cowardice alone stir up
 The sullen currents of their slavish souls.
 Oh, what a fool am I with all my hopes!
 I would destroy yon viper’s nest, that Rome, — 
 Which is long since a heap of sunken ruins.
 

[The sound of arms is heard approaching; he listens.]
 

CATILINE. They come, they come! Still are there valiant men
 Among them. Ah, the joyous clang of steel!
 The merry clash of shields against each other!
 Anew the fire kindles in my breast;
 The reckoning is near, — the mighty hour
 That settles every doubt. I hail the day!
 

[MANLIUS, STATILIUS, GABINIUS, and many OTHER CONSPIRATORS come through the forest.]
 

MANLIUS. Here, Catiline, come your friends and comrades true;
 In camp I spread the alarm, as you commanded — 
 

CATILINE. And have you told them — ?
 

MANLIUS. Yes, — they know our plight.
 

STATILIUS. We know it well, and we shall follow you
 With sword in hand to fight for life and death.
 

CATILINE. I thank you all, my comrades brave in arms!
 But do not think, my friends, that life or death
 Is ours to choose; — our only choice is this:
 Death in heroic battle with the foe,
 Or death by torture when like savage beasts
 We shall be hounded down relentlessly.
 Ah, which do you prefer? To risk in flight
 A wretched life prolonged in misery,
 Or like your proud and worthy sires of old
 To perish nobly on the battlefield?
 

GABINIUS. We choose to fight and die!
 

MANY VOICES. Lead us to death!
 

CATILINE. Then let us be off! Through death we shall achieve
 The glorious life of immortality.
 Our fall, our name, through distant generations
 Shall be proclaimed with lofty pride — 
 

FURIA. [Calls out behind him among the trees.] — O terror!
 

SOME VOICES. Behold, — a woman — !
 

CATILINE. [Startled.] Furia! You — you here?
 What brought you here?
 

FURIA. Ah, I must lead you on
 To your great goal.
 

CATILINE. Where is my goal, then? Speak!
 

FURIA. Each mortal seeks his goal in his own way.
 And you seek yours through ever hopeless strife;
 The struggle yields defeat and certain death.
 

CATILINE. Yet also honor and immortal fame!
 Go, woman! Great and noble is this hour!
 My heart is closed against your raucous cries.
 

[AURELIA appears in the door of the tent.]
 

AURELIA. My Catiline — !
 

[She stops, terrified at the sight of the throng.]
 

CATILINE. [Painfully.] Aurelia, — oh, Aurelia!
 

AURELIA. What is the trouble? All this stir in camp — 
 What is on foot here?
 

CATILINE. You I could forget!
 What will your fate be now — ?
 

FURIA. [Whispers scornfully, unnoticed by AURELIA.]
 Ah, Catiline,
 Already wavering in your high resolve?
 Is this your death defiance?
 

CATILINE. [Flaring up.] No, by the gods!
 

AURELIA. [Comes nearer.]
 Oh, speak, beloved! Keep me in doubt no longer — 
 

FURIA. [In an undertone behind him.]
 Flee with your wife — the while your comrades die!
 

MANLIUS. Tarry no longer; lead us out to battle — 
 

CATILINE. Oh, what a choice! And yet, — here is no choice; — 
 I must go on, — I dare not stop midway.
 

CATILINE. [Calls out.] Then follow me to battle on the plain!
 

AURELIA. [Throws herself in his arms.]
 Catiline, — do not leave me, — take me with you!
 

CATILINE. No, stay, Aurelia!
 

FURIA. [As before.] Take her, Catiline!
 Worthy your death will be, as was your life,
 When you are vanquished — in a woman’s arms!
 

CATILINE. [Thrusts AURELIA aside.]
 Away, you who would rob me of my fame!
 Death shall o’ertake me in the midst of men.
 I have a life to atone, a name to clear — 
 

FURIA. Just so; just so, my gallant Catiline!
 

CATILINE. All things I will uproot from out my soul
 That bind me to my life of empty dreams!
 All that is of the past shall henceforth be
 As if ‘twere not — 
 

AURELIA. Oh, cast me not away!
 By all the love I bear you, Catiline, — 
 I beg you, I adjure, — let us not part!
 

CATILINE. My heart is dead, my sight is blind to love.
 From life’s great mockery I turn my eyes;
 And gaze but on the dim, yet mighty star
 Of fame that is to be!
 

AURELIA. O gods of mercy!
 

[She leans faint against the tree outside the tent.]
 

CATILINE. [To the Warriors.] And now away!
 

MANLIUS. The din of arms I hear!
 

SEVERAL VOICES. They come, they come.
 

CATILINE. Good! We will heed their warning.
 Long was our night of shame; our dawn is near — .
 To battle in the crimson sky of morning!
 By Roman sword, with Roman fortitude,
 The last of Romans perish in their blood!
 

[They rush out through the forest; a great alarm, rent with battle-cries, is heard from within the camp.]
 

FURIA. He is gone forever. My great task in life is done.
 Cold and rigid we shall find him in the morning sun.
 

AURELIA. [Aside.]
 In his passion-glutted bosom then should love no longer dwell?
 Was it nothing but a dream? His angry words I heard full well.
 

FURIA. Hark, the weapons clash; already at the brink
 of death he stands;
 Soon a noiseless shadow he will hasten toward the spirit
 lands.
 

AURELIA. [Startled.]
 Who are you, prophetic voice, that yonder comes to me,
 Like the night-owl’s cry of warning from some far-off tree!
 Are you from the clammy underworld of spirits come
 Hence to lead my Catiline into your gloomy home?
 

FURIA. Home is ay the journey’s goal, and all his wanderings lay
 Through the reeking swamps of life — 
 

AURELIA. But only for a day.
 Free and noble was his heart, his spirit strong and true,
 Till around it serpent-like a poisoned seedling grew.
 

FURIA.
 So the plane-tree, too, keeps fresh and green its leafy dress,
 Till its trunk is smothered in a clinging vine’s caress.
 

AURELIA.
 Now did you betray your source. For time and time again
 Echoed from the lips of Catiline this one refrain.
 You the serpent are, who poisoned all my joy in life,
 Steeled his heart against my kindness through your deadly strife.
 From those waking night-dreams well I know your infamy,
 Like a threat I see you stand between my love and me.
 With my husband at my side I cherished in my breast
 Longings for a tranquil life, a home of peace and rest.
 Ah, a garden-bed I planted in his weary heart;
 As its fairest ornament our love I hedged apart.
 Flower and all have you uprooted with malignant hand;
 In the dust it lies where thriving it did lately stand.
 

FURIA. Foolish weakling; you would guide the steps of Catiline?
 Do you not perceive his heart was never wholly thine?
 Think you that in such a soil your flower can survive?
 In the sunny springtime only violets can thrive,
 While the henbane grows in strength beneath a clouded grey;
 And his soul was long ago a clouded autumn day.
 All is lost to you. Soon dies the spark within his breast;
 As a victim of revenge he shall go to his rest.
 

AURELIA. [With increasing vehemence.]
 Thus he shall not perish; no, by all the gods of day!
 To his weary heart my tears will somehow force a way.
 If I find him pale and gory on the battlefield,
 I shall throw my arms about him and his bosom shield,
 Breathe upon his speechless lips the love within my soul,
 Ease the pain within him and his suffering mind console.
 Herald of revenge, your victim from you I shall wrest,
 Bind him to the land of sunshine, to a home of rest;
 If his eyes be dimmed already, stilled his beating heart,
 Linked together arm in arm we shall this life depart.
 Grant me, gods of mercy, in return for what I gave,
 By the side of him I love, the stillness of the grave.
 

[She goes.]
 

FURIA. [Gazes after her.]
 Seek him, deluded soul; — I have no fear;
 I hold the victory safe within my hands.
 

FURIA. The roar of battle grows; its rumble blends
 With death-cries and the crash of broken shields.
 Is he perchance now dying? Still alive?
 Oh, blessed is this hour! The sinking moon
 Secludes herself in massive thunderclouds.
 One moment more it will be night anew
 Ere comes the day; — and with the coming day
 All will be over. In the dark he dies,
 As in the dark he lived. O blessed hour!
 

[She listens.]
 

FURIA. Now sweeps the wind by, like an autumn gust,
 And lapses slowly in the far-off distance.
 The ponderous armies slowly sweep the plain.
 Like angry ocean billows on they roll,
 Unyielding, trampling down the fallen dead.
 Out yonder I hear whines and moans and sighs, — 
 The final lullaby, — wherewith they lull
 Themselves to rest and all their pallid brothers.
 Now speaks the night-owl forth to welcome them
 Into the kingdom of the gloomy shadows.
 

FURIA. [After a pause.]
 How still it is. Now is he mine at last, — 
 Aye, mine alone, and mine forevermore.
 Now we can journey toward the river Lethe — 
 And far beyond where never dawns the day.
 Yet first I’ll seek his bleeding body yonder,
 And freely glut my eyes upon those features,
 Hated and yet so fair, ere they be marred
 By rising sunshine and by watchful vultures.
 

[She starts to go, but is suddenly startled at something.]
 

FURIA. What is that gliding o’er the meadow yonder?
 Is it the misty vapors of the moor
 That form a picture in the morning chill?
 Now it draws near. — The shade of Catiline!
 His spectre — ! I can see his misty eye,
 His broken shield, his sword bereft of blade.
 Ah, he is surely dead; one thing alone, — 
 Remarkable, — his wound I do not see.
 

[CATILINE comes through the forest, pale and weary, with drooping head and troubled countenance.]
 

CATILINE. [To himself.] “Perish thou shalt by deed thine own,
 And yet a stranger’s hand shall fell thee.”
 Such was his prophecy. Now am I fallen — 
 Though struck by no one. Who will solve the riddle?
 

FURIA. I greet you after battle, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. Ah, who are you?
 

FURIA. I am a shadow’s shadow.
 

CATILINE. You, Furia, — you it is! You welcome me?
 

FURIA. Welcome at last into our common home!
 Now we can go — two shades — to Charon’s bark.
 Yet first — accept the wreath of victory.
 

[She picks some flowers, which she weaves into a wreath during the following.]
 

CATILINE. What make you there?
 

FURIA. Your brow I shall adorn.
 But wherefore come you hither all alone?
 A chieftain’s ghost ten thousand dead should follow.
 Then where are all your comrades, Catiline?
 

CATILINE. They slumber, Furia!
 

FURIA. Ah, they slumber still?
 

CATILINE. They slumber still, — and they will slumber long.
 They slumber all. Steal softly through the forest,
 Peer out across the plain, — disturb them not!
 There will you find them in extended ranks.
 They fell asleep lulled by the clang of steel;
 They fell asleep, — and wakened not, as I did,
 When in the distant hills the echoes died.
 A shadow now you called me. True, I am
 A shadow of myself. But do not think
 Their slumber yonder is so undisturbed
 And void of dreams. Oh, do not think so!
 

FURIA. Speak!
 What may your comrades dream?
 

CATILINE. Ah, you shall hear. — 
 I led the battle with despairing heart,
 And sought my death beneath the play of swords.
 To right and left I saw my comrades fall;
 Statilius first, — then one by one the rest;
 My Curius fell trying to shield my breast;
 All perished there beneath Rome’s flaming sword, — 
 The sword that me alone passed by untouched.
 Yes, Catiline was spared by the sword of Rome.
 Half-stunned I stood there with my broken shield,
 Aware of nothing as the waves of battle
 Swept o’er me. I recovered first my senses
 When all grew still again, and I looked up
 And saw the struggle seething — far behind me!
 How long I stood there? Only this I know, — 
 I stood alone among my fallen comrades.
 But there was life within those misty eyes;
 The corners of their mouths betrayed a smile;
 And they addressed their smile and gaze to me,
 Who stood alone erect among the dead, — 
 Who had for ages fought for them and Rome, — 
 Who stood there lonely and disgraced, untouched
 By Roman sword. Then perished Catiline.
 

FURIA. False have you read your fallen comrades’ dreams;
 False have you judged the reason of your fall.
 Their smiles and glances were but invitations
 To sleep with them — 
 

CATILINE. Yes, if I only could!
 

FURIA. Have courage, — spectre of a former hero;
 Your hour of rest is near. Come, bend your head; — 
 I shall adorn you with the victor’s crown.
 

[She offers the wreath to him.]
 

CATILINE. Bah, — what is that? A poppy-wreath — !
 

FURIA. [With wild glee.] Well, yes;
 Are not such poppies pretty? They will glow
 Around your forehead like a fringe of blood.
 

CATILINE. No, cast the wreath away! I hate this crimson.
 

FURIA. [Laughs aloud.]
 Ah, you prefer the pale and feeble shades?
 Good! I shall bring the garland of green rushes
 That Sylvia carried in her dripping locks,
 The day she came afloat upon the Tiber?
 

CATILINE. Alas, what visions — !
 

FURIA. Shall I bring you rather
 The thorny brambles from the market-place,
 With crimson-spots, the stain of civic blood,
 That flowed at your behest, my Catiline?
 

CATILINE. Enough!
 

FURIA. Or would you like a crown of leaves
 From the old winter oak near mother’s home,
 That withered when a young dishonored woman
 With piercing cries distraught leaped in the river?
 

CATILINE. Pour out at once your measures of revenge
 Upon my head — 
 

FURIA. I am your very eye, — 
 Your very memory, your very doom.
 

CATILINE. But wherefore now?
 

FURIA. His goal at length attained,
 The traveller spent looks back from whence he came.
 

CATILINE. Have I then reached my goal? Is this the goal?
 I am no longer living, — nor yet buried.
 Where lies the goal?
 

FURIA. In sight, — if you but will.
 

CATILINE. A will I have no longer; my will perished
 When all the things I willed once, came to naught.
 

CATILINE. [Waves his arms.]
 Away, — away from me, ye sallow shades!
 What claim you here of me, ye men and women?
 I cannot give you — ! Oh, this multitude — !
 

FURIA. To earth your spirit still is closely bound!
 These thousand-threaded nets asunder tear!
 Come, let me press this wreath upon your locks, — 
 ‘Tis gifted with a strong and soothing virtue;
 It kills the memory, lulls the soul to rest!
 

CATILINE. [Huskily.]
 It kills the memory? Dare I trust your word?
 Then press your poison-wreath upon my forehead.
 

FURIA. [Puts the wreath on his head.]
 Now it is yours! Thus decked you shall appear
 Before the prince of darkness, Catiline!
 

CATILINE. Away! away! I yearn to go below; — 
 I long to pass into the spirit lands.
 Let us together go! What holds me here?
 What stays my steps? Behind me here I feel
 Upon the morning sky a misty star; — 
 It holds me in the land of living men;
 It draws me as the moon attracts the sea.
 

FURIA. Away! Away!
 

CATILINE. It beckons and it twinkles.
 I cannot follow you until this light
 Is quenched entirely, or by clouds obscured, — 
 I see it clearly now; ‘tis not a star;
 It is a human heart, throbbing and warm;
 It binds me here; it fascinates and draws me
 As draws the evening star the eye of children.
 

FURIA. Then stop this beating heart!
 

CATILINE. What do you mean?
 

FURIA. The dagger in your belt — . A single thrust, — 
 The star will vanish and the heart will die
 That stand between us like an enemy.
 

CATILINE. Ah, I should — ? Sharp and shining is the dagger — 
 

CATILINE. [With a cry.]
 Aurelia! O Aurelia, where — where are you?
 Were you but here — ! No, no, — I will not see you!
 And yet methinks all would be well again,
 And peace would come, if I could lay my head
 Upon your bosom and repent — repent!
 

FURIA. And what would you repent?
 

CATILINE. Oh, everything!
 That I have been, that I have ever lived.
 

FURIA. ‘Tis now too late — too late! Whence now you stand
 No path leads back again. — Go try it, fool!
 Now am I going home. Place you your head
 Upon her breast and see if there you find
 The blessed peace your weary soul desires.
 

FURIA. [With increasing wildness.]
 Soon will the thousand dead rise up again;
 Dishonored women will their numbers join;
 And all, — aye, they will all demand of you
 The life, the blood, the honor you destroyed.
 In terror you will flee into the night, — 
 Will roam about the earth on every strand,
 Like old Actean, hounded by his dogs, — 
 A shadow hounded by a thousand shades!
 

CATILINE. I see it, Furia. Here I have no peace.
 I am an exile in the world of light!
 I’ll go with you into the spirit realms; — 
 The bond that binds me I will tear asunder.
 

FURIA. Why grope you with the dagger?
 

CATILINE. She shall die.
 

[The lightning strikes and the thunder rolls.]
 

FURIA. The mighty powers rejoice at your resolve! — 
 See, Catiline, — see, yonder comes your wife.
 

[AURELIA comes through the forest in an anxious search.]
 

AURELIA. Where shall I find him? Where — where can he be!
 I’ve searched in vain among the dead — 
 

[Discovers him.]
 

AURELIA. Great heavens, — 
 My Catiline!
 

[She rushes toward him.]
 

CATILINE. [Bewildered.] Speak not that name again!
 

AURELIA. You are alive?
 

[Is about to throw herself in his arms.]
 

CATILINE. [Thrusting her aside.] Away! I’m not alive.
 

AURELIA. Oh, hear me, dearest — !
 

CATILINE. No, I will not hear!
 I hate you. I see through your cunning wiles.
 You wish to chain me to a living death.
 Cease staring at me! Ah, your eyes torment me, — 
 They pierce like daggers through my very soul!
 Ah, yes, the dagger! Die! Come, close your eyes — 
 

[He draws the dagger and seizes her by the hand.]
 

AURELIA. Keep guard, oh gracious gods, o’er him and me!
 

CATILINE. Quick, close your eyes; close them, I say; — in them
 I see the starlight and the morning sky — .
 Now shall I quench the heavenly star of dawn!
 

[The thunder rolls again.]
 

CATILINE. Your heart; your blood! Now speak the gods of life
 Their last farewell to you and Catiline!
 

[He lifts the dagger toward her bosom; she escapes into the tent; he pursues her.]
 

FURIA. [Listens.] She stretches out her hand imploringly.
 She pleads with him for life. He hears her not.
 He strikes her down! She reels in her own blood!
 

[CATILINE comes slowly out of the tent with the dagger in his hand.]
 

CATILINE. Now am I free. Soon I shall cease to be.
 Now sinks my soul in vague oblivion.
 My eyes are growing dim, my hearing faint,
 As if through rushing waters. Ah, do you know
 What I have slain with this my little dagger?
 Not her alone, — but all the hearts on earth, — 
 All living things, all things that grow and bloom; — 
 The starlight have I dimmed, the crescent moon,
 The flaming sun. Ah, see, — it fails to rise;
 ‘Twill never rise again; the sun is dead.
 Now is the whole wide realm of earth transformed
 Into a huge and clammy sepulchre,
 Its vault of leaden grey; — beneath this vault
 Stand you and I, bereft of light and darkness,
 Of death and life, — two restless exiled shadows.
 

FURIA. Now stand we, Catiline, before our goal!
 

CATILINE. No, one step more — before I reach my goal.
 Relieve me of my burden! Do you not see,
 I bend beneath the corpse of Catiline?
 A dagger through the corpse of Catiline!
 

[He shows her the dagger.]
 

CATILINE. Come, Furia, set me free! Come, take this dagger; — 
 On it the star of morning I impaled; — 
 Take it — and plunge it straightway through the corpse;
 Then it will loose its hold, and I am free.
 

FURIA. [Takes the dagger.]
 Your will be done, whom I have loved in hate!
 Shake off your dust and come with me to rest.
 

[She buries the dagger deep in his heart; he sinks down at the foot of the tree.]
 

CATILINE. [After a moment comes to consciousness
 again, passes his hand across his forehead, and speaks
 faintly.] Now, mysterious voice, your prophecy I understand!
 I shall perish by my own, yet by a stranger’s hand.
 Nemesis has wrought her end. Shroud me, gloom of night!
 Raise your billows, murky Styx, roll on in all your might!
 Ferry me across in safety; speed the vessel on
 Toward the silent prince’s realm, the land of shadows wan.
 Two roads there are running yonder; I shall journey dumb
 Toward the left — 
 

AURELIA. [From the tent, pale and faltering, her bosom bloody.] — no, toward the right! Oh, toward Elysium!
 

CATILINE. [Startled.]
 How this bright and lurid picture fills my soul with dread!
 She herself it is! Aurelia, speak, — are you not dead?
 

AURELIA. [Kneels before him.]
 No, I live that I may still your agonizing cry, — 
 Live that I may lean my bosom on your breast and die.
 

CATILINE. Oh, you live!
 

AURELIA. I did but swoon; though my two eyes grew blurred,
 Dimly yet I followed you and heard your every word.
 And my love a spouse’s strength again unto me gave; — 
 Breast to breast, my Catiline, we go into the grave!
 

CATILINE. Oh, how gladly would I go! Yet all in vain you sigh.
 We must part. Revenge compels me with a hollow cry.
 You can hasten, free and blithesome, forth to peace and light;
 I must cross the river Lethe down into the night.
 

[The day dawns in the background.]
 

AURELIA. [Points toward the increasing light.]
 No, the terrors and the gloom of death love scatters far.
 See, the storm-clouds vanish; faintly gleams the morning star.
 

AURELIA. [With uplifted arms.]
 Light is victor! Grand and full of freshness dawns the day!
 Follow me, then! Death already speeds me on his way.
 

[She sinks down over him.]
 

CATILINE. [Presses her to himself and speaks with his last
 strength.] Oh, how sweet! Now I remember my forgotten dream,
 How the darkness was dispersed before a radiant beam,
 How the song of children ushered in the new-born day.
 Ah, my eye grows dim, my strength is fading fast away;
 But my mind is clearer now than ever it has been:
 All the wanderings of my life loom plainly up within.
 Yes, my life a tempest was beneath the lightning blaze;
 But my death is like the morning’s rosy-tinted haze.
 

[Bends over her.]
 

CATILINE.
 You have driven the gloom away; peace dwells within my breast.
 I shall seek with you the dwelling place of light and rest!
 

CATILINE. [He tears the dagger quickly out of his breast and
 speaks with dying voice.]
 The gods of dawn are smiling in atonement from above;
 All the powers of darkness you have conquered with your love!
 

[During the last scene FURIA has withdrawn farther and farther into the background and disappears at last among the trees. CATILINE’s head sinks down on AURELIA’s breast; they die.]
 






  

THE BURIAL MOUND


 

Translated by Anders Orbeck
 

Having left Grimstad in 1850, Ibsen travelled to Christiania (modern day Oslo) to study for the Norwegian examination required for university entrance. The Burial Mound was written during Whitsuntide 1850, when Ibsen was having a holiday from his studies. Originally the title was Normannerne (The Normans). At the same time Ibsen was engaged in a number of literary projects in drama, poetry and prose. In a letter of January 5th 1850 to his friend Ole C. Schulerud, Ibsen mentioned “the little one-acter Normannerne has been re-written, or rather is to be re-written, and I am busying myself with it at present. In its new form it will be seen to be clothing a more extended idea than the one for which it was originally intended.” 

As soon as it was completed, the drama was handed in to the Christiania Theatre, under the pseudonym Brynjolf Bjarme. Contrary to Catiline, The Burial Mound was immediately accepted, being a work that suited the taste of the time and the national-romantic trend. 

The first performance was on September 26, 1850 and Ibsen, aged 22, was present in the audience himself. He is reported to have been extremely nervous and to have hidden himself away in the darkest corner of the theatre. The interest surrounding the performance was great and the number of tickets sold for the premiere was 557. A new drama by a Norwegian author was at that time an event in itself. The critical reception was mixed and some critics were unmerciful in their reviews. Nevertheless, the play had some appeal to the public and confirmed the young Ibsen in his decision to embark on a literary career as a playwright.






  








 

Christiania Theatre (1899) was Norway’s finest theatre between October 4, 1836 to September 1, 1899. It was located at Bankplassen by the Akershus Fortress in central Christiania (Oslo today), in Norway. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
 

RODERIK An old recluse.

BLANKA His foster-daughter.

GANDALF A sea-king from Norway.

ASGAUT An old viking.

HROLLOUG “ “ “

JOSTEJN “ “ “

Several VIKINGS

HEMMING A young scald in Gandalf’s service.

 

SETTING
 The action takes place on a small island off the coast of Sicily shortly before the introduction of Christianity into Norway.

An open place surrounded by trees near the shore. To the left in the background the ruins of an old temple. In the center of the scene a huge barrow upon which is a monument decked with flower wreaths.
 






  








SCENE I
 

[At the right of the stage sits RODERIK writing. To the left BLANKA in a half reclining position.]
 

BLANKA. Lo! the sky in dying glory
   Surges like a sea ablaze, — 
   It is all so still before me,
   Still as in a sylvan maze.
   Summer evening’s mellow power
   Settles round us like a dove,
   Hovers like a swan above
   Ocean wave and forest flower.
   In the orange thicket slumber
   Gods and goddesses of yore,
   Stone reminders in great number
   Of a world that is no more.
   Virtue, valor, trust are gone,
   Rich in memory alone;
   Could there be a more complete
   Picture of the South effete?
 

[Rises.]
 

BLANKA. But my father has related
   Stories of a distant land,
   Of a life, fresh, unabated,
   Neither carved nor wrought by hand!
   Here the spirit has forever
   Vanished into stone and wave, — 
   There it breathes as free as ever,
   Like a warrior strong and brave!
   When the evening’s crystallizing
   Vapors settle on my breast,
   Lo! I see before me rising
   Norway’s snow-illumined crest!
   Here is life decayed and dying,
   Sunk in torpor, still, forlorn, — 
   There go avalanches flying,
   Life anew in death is born!
   If I had the white swan’s coat — 
 

RODERIK. [After a pause writing.]
 “Then, it is said, will Ragnarök have stilled
 The wilder powers, brought forth a chastened life;
 All-Father, Balder, and the gentle Freya
 Will rule again the race of man in peace!” — 
 

[After having watched her for a moment.]
 

RODERIK. But, Blanka, now you dream away again;
 You stare through space completely lost in thought, — 
 What is it that you seek?
 

BLANKA. [Draws near.] Forgive me, father!
 I merely followed for a space the swan,
 That sailed on snowy wings across the sea.
 

RODERIK. And if I had not stopped you in your flight,
 My young and pretty little swan! who knows
 How far you might have flown away from me, — 
 Perchance to Thule?
 

BLANKA. And indeed why not?
 To Thule flies the swan in early spring,
 If only to return again each fall.
 

[Seats herself at his feet.]
 

BLANKA. Yet I — I am no swan, — no, call me rather
 A captured falcon, sitting tame and true,
 A golden ring about his foot.
 

RODERIK. Well, — and the ring?
 

BLANKA. The ring? That is my love for you, dear father!
 With that you have your youthful falcon bound,
 I cannot fly, — not even though I wished to.
 

[Rises.]
 

BLANKA. But when I see the swan sail o’er the wave,
 Light as a cloud before the summer wind,
 Then I remember all that you have told
 Of the heroic life in distant Thule;
 Then, as it seems, the bird is like a bark
 With dragon head and wings of burnished gold;
 I see the youthful hero in the prow,
 A copper helmet on his yellow locks,
 With eyes of blue, a manly, heaving breast,
 His sword held firmly in his mighty hand.
 I follow him upon his rapid course,
 And all my dreams run riot round his bark,
 And frolic sportively like merry dolphins
 In fancy’s deep and cooling sea!
 

RODERIK. O you, — 
 You are an ardent dreamer, my good child, — 
 I almost fear your thoughts too often dwell
 Upon the people in the rugged North.
 

BLANKA. And, father, whose the fault, if it were so?
 

RODERIK. You mean that I — ?
 

BLANKA. Yes, what else could I mean;
 You live yourself but in the memory
 Of early days among these mighty Norsemen;
 Do not deny that often as you speak
 Of warlike forays, combats, fights,
 Your cheek begins to flush, your eye to glow;
 It seems to me that you grow young again.
 

RODERIK. Yes, yes, but I have reason so to do;
 For I have lived among them in the North,
 And every bit that memory calls to mind
 Is like a page to me from my own saga.
 But you, however, fostered in the South,
 Who never saw the silver-tinted mountains,
 Who never heard the trumpet’s echoing song, — 
 Ah, how could you be moved by what I tell?
 

BLANKA. Oh, must a human being see and hear
 All things but with his outer senses then?
 Has not the inner soul, too, eye and ear,
 With which it can both see and hearken well?
 ‘Tis true it is with eyes of flesh I see
 The richly glowing color of the rose;
 But with the spirit’s eye I see within
 A lovely elf, a fairy butterfly,
 Who archly hides behind the crimson leaves,
 And singeth of a secret power from heaven
 That gave the flower brightness and perfume.
 

RODERIK. True, true, my child!
 

BLANKA. I almost do believe
 That just because I do not really see,
 The whole looms up more beautiful in thought;
 That, father, is the way with you at least!
 The ancient sagas and heroic lays, — 
 These you remember, speak of with delight,
 And scratch in runic script upon your parchment;
 But if I ask about your youthful life
 In Norway’s distant realm, your eyes grow dark,
 Your lips are silent, and it seems at times
 Your bosom houses gloomy memories.
 

RODERIK. [Rises.]
 Come, speak no more, good child, about the past.
 Who is there then whose youthful memories
 Are altogether free from self-reproach;
 You know, the Norsemen are a savage lot.
 

BLANKA. But are the warriors of the South less fierce?
 Have you forgot that night, now ten years past,
 The time the strangers landed on the coast,
 And plundered — ?
 

RODERIK. [Visibly ill at ease.] Say no more now, — let us hence;
 The sundown soon will be upon us; — come!
 

BLANKA. [As they go.] Give me your hand!
 

[Stops.]
 

BLANKA. No, wait!
 

RODERIK. What is the matter?
 

BLANKA. I have today for the first time forgot — 
 

RODERIK. And what have you forgot?
 

BLANKA. [Points to the barrow.] Behold the wreath!
 

RODERIK. It is — 
 

BLANKA. The withered one of yesterday;
 I have forgot today to make the change;
 Yet, let me take you to the cabin first,
 Then shall I venture out in search of flowers;
 The violet never is so sweet and rare
 As when the dew has bathed its silver lining;
 The budding rose is never quite so fair
 As when ‘tis plucked in child-like sleep reclining!
 

[They go out at the back to the right.]
 






  








SCENE II
 

[GANDALF and the VIKINGS enter from the right.]
 

ASGAUT. Now we shall soon be there.
 

GANDALF. Point out the place!
 

ASGAUT. No, wait till we have gone beyond the wood.
 There was still standing on the rocky cliff
 Against the sea a remnant of the wall, — 
 I dare say it is standing there to-day.
 

JOSTEJN. But tell us, king, what can it profit us
 To tramp about here on the isle like fools?
 

HROLLOUG. Yes, tell us what shall — 
 

GANDALF. You shall hold your tongues!
 And blindly follow where your king commands!
 

GANDALF. [To ASGAUT.]
 It seems to me, however, you cleaned house
 Too well when you were last here on the isle;
 You might have left a little, I should think,
 For me and my revenge!
 

HROLLOUG. You are the king,
 And loyalty we pledged you at the thing,
 But when we followed you upon the war path,
 It was to win our share of fame and glory.
 

JOSTEJN. And golden treasures, Hrolloug, golden treasures.
 

SEVERAL. That, Gandalf, is the law, and heed it well!
 

GANDALF. I know the law perhaps as well as you;
 But is there not since days of old a law
 And covenant with us that when a kinsman
 Falls slain before the enemy and his corpse
 Unburied lies a prey unto the raven,
 Blood vengeance must be had?
 

SOME. Yes, so it is!
 

GANDALF. Then stand you ready with your sword and shield, — 
 You have a king to avenge and I a father!
 

[Commotion among the VIKINGS.]
 

JOSTEJN. A king?
 

HROLLOUG. A father?
 

GANDALF. Wait, — I shall relate
 How all this stands. You know, my father was
 A mighty viking. Twelve years gone it is
 Since he the last time sallied forth one spring
 With Asgaut there and all his old time warriors.
 Two years he roamed about from strand to strand,
 Visiting Bratland, Valland, even Blaaland;
 At length he went and harried Sicily,
 And there heard stories of a wealthy chief,
 Who lived upon this island in a castle
 With sturdy walls built on a rocky base,
 And in it there were costly treasures hid.
 At night he took his men and went ashore,
 And razed the castle walls with fire and sword.
 Himself went foremost like an angry bear,
 And in the fury of the fight saw not
 How all his warriors fell about him dead;
 And when the morning sun rose in the east,
 There lay the castle smouldering in ruin.
 Asgaut alone survived with one or two, — 
 My father and the hundred others there
 Had ridden to Valhalla through the flames.
 

ASGAUT. I hoisted every sail upon the bark,
 And turned the prow straight homeward to the North;
 There sought I all in vain for Gandalf king;
 The youthful eagle, I was told, had flown
 Across the sea to Iceland or the Faroes.
 I hastened after him but found no trace,-
 Yet everywhere I went his name was known;
 For though his bark sped cloud-like in the storm,
 Yet flew his fame on even swifter wings.
 At last this spring I found him, as you know;
 It was in Italy; I told him then
 What things had happened, how his father died,
 And Gandalf swore by all Valhalla’s gods
 Blood-vengeance he would take with fire and sword.
 

JOSTEJN. It is an ancient law and should be honored!
 But had I been in your place, Gandalf king,
 I should have lingered on in Italy, — 
 For there was gold to win.
 

HROLLOUG. And honor too.
 

GANDALF. That is your loyalty to your dead king.
 

JOSTEJN. Come, come now; no offence; I merely meant
 The dead could wait perhaps.
 

ASGAUT. [With suppressed rage.] You paltry race!
 

JOSTEJN. But now that we are here — 
 

HROLLOUG. Yes; let us raise
 Unto the king a worthy monument!
 

SOME. Yes, yes!
 

OTHERS. With bloodshed and with fire!
 

ASGAUT. Now that I like!
 

GANDALF. And now away to spy around the island;
 For even tonight blood-vengeance shall be mine;
 If not, I must myself fall.
 

ASGAUT. So he swore.
 

GANDALF. I swore it solemnly by all the gods!
 And once again I swear it — 
 

HEMMING. [With a harp on his shoulder has during the preceding emerged from among the WARRIORS and cries out imploringly.] Swear not, Gandalf!
 

GANDALF. What troubles you?
 

HEMMING. Swear not here in this wood!
 Here in the South our gods can never hear;
 Out on your bark, up North among the hills,
 There they still hearken to you, but not here!
 

ASGAUT. Have you too breathed the poison of the South?
 

HEMMING. In Italy I heard the pious monks
 Tell lovely stories of the holy Christ,
 And what they told still lingers in my mind
 Through night and day and will no more be gone.
 

GANDALF. I had you brought with me because in youth
 You showed great promise of poetic gifts.
 You were to see my bold and warlike deeds,
 So that when I, King Gandalf, old and gray,
 Sat with my warriors round the oaken table,
 The king’s young scald might while away
 Long winter evenings with heroic lays,
 And sing at last a saga of my deeds;
 The hero’s fame voiced in the poet’s song
 Outlives the monument upon his grave.
 But now, be off, and if you choose go cast
 Your harp aside and don the monkish cowl.
 Aha! King Gandalf has a mighty scald!
 

[The VIKINGS go into the forest to the left; HEMMING follows them.]
 

ASGAUT. It is a mouldy time we live in now;
 Our faith and customs from the olden days
 Are everywhere upon the downward path.
 Lucky it is that I am growing old;
 My eyes shall never see the North decay.
 But you, King Gandalf, you are young and strong;
 And wheresoe’er you roam in distant lands,
 Remember that it is a royal task
 To guard the people and defend the gods!
 

[He follows the rest.]
 

GANDALF. [After a pause.] Hm, he has no great confidence in me.
 ‘Tis well he went! Whenever he is near,
 It is as if a burden weighed me down.
 The grim old viking with his rugged face, — 
 He looks like Asathor, who with his belt
 Of strength and Mjölnir stood within the grove,
 Carved out in marble, near my father’s home.
 My father’s home! Who knows, alas! how things
 Around the ancient landmarks now may look! — 
 Mountains and fields are doubtless still the same;
 The people — ? Have they still the same old heart?
 No, there is fallen mildew o’er the age,
 And it is that which saps the Northern life
 And eats away like poison what is best.
 Well, I will homeward, — save what still is left
 To save before it falls to utter ruin.
 

GANDALF. [After a pause during which he looks around.]
 How lovely in these Southern groves it is;
 My pine groves can not boast such sweet perfume.
 

[He perceives the mound.]
 

GANDALF. What now? A warrior’s grave? No doubt it hides
 A countryman from those more stirring days.
 A warrior’s barrow in the South!—’Tis only just;
 It was the South gave us our mortal wound.
 How lovely it is here! It brings to mind
 One winter night when as a lad I sat
 Upon my father’s knee before the hearth,
 The while he told me stories of the gods,
 Of Odin, Balder, and the mighty Thor;
 And when I mentioned Freya’s grove to him,
 He pictured it exactly like this grove, — 
 But when I asked him something more of Freya,
 What she herself was like, the old man laughed
 And answered as he placed me on my feet,
 “A woman will in due time tell you that!”
 

GANDALF. [Listening.]
 Hush! Footsteps in the forest! Quiet, Gandalf,-
 They bring the first fruits of your blood-revenge!
 

[He steps aside so that he is half concealed among the bushes to the right.]
 






  








SCENE III
 

[GANDALF. BLANKA with oak leaves in her hair and a basket of flowers enters from the left.]
 

BLANKA. [Seated at the left busily weaving a flower wreath.]
 Fountains may murmur in the sunny vales,
 Resplendent billows roll beneath the shore;
 Nor fountain’s murmur, nor the billow’s song
 Has half the magic of those flowers there,
 That stand in clusters round the barrow’s edge
 And nod at one another lovingly;
 They draw me hither during night and day, — 
 And it is here I long to come and dream.
 The wreath is done. The hero’s monument,
 So hard and cold, shall under it be hid.
 Yes, it is beautiful!
 

[Pointing to the mound.]
 

BLANKA. A vanished life,
 Of giant strength, lies mouldering in the ground, — 
 And the memorial which should speak to men, — 
 A cold unyielding stone like yonder one!
 But then comes art, and with a friendly hand
 She gathers flowers from the breast of nature
 And hides the ugly, unresponsive stone
 With snow-white lilies, sweet forget-me-nots.
 

[She ascends the barrow, hangs the wreath over the monument, and speaks after a pause.]
 

BLANKA. Again my dreams go sailing to the North
 Like birds of passage o’er the ocean waves;
 I feel an urging where I long to go,
 And willingly I heed the secret power,
 Which has its royal seat within the soul.
 I stand in Norway, am a hero’s bride,
 And from the mountain peak watch eagle-like.
 O’er shining waves the vessel heaves in sight. — 
 Oh, like the gull fly to your fatherland!
 I am a Southern child, I cannot wait;
 I tear the oaken wreath out of my hair, — 
 Take this, my hero! ‘Tis the second message
 I greet you with, — my yearning was the first.
 

[She throws the wreath. GANDALF steps forth and seizes it.]
 

BLANKA. What’s this? There stands a — 
 

[She rubs her eyes and stares amazed at him.]
 

No, it is no dream.
 Who are you, stranger? What is it you seek
 Here on the shore?
 

GANDALF. Step first from off the mound, — 
 Then we can talk at ease.
 

BLANKA. [Comes down.] Well, here I am!
 

BLANKA. [Aside as she looks him over.]
 The chain mail o’er his breast, the copper helmet, — 
 Exactly as my father has related.
 

BLANKA. [Aloud.] Take off your helmet!
 

GANDALF. Why?
 

BLANKA. Well, take it off!
 

BLANKA. [Aside.]
 Two sparkling eyes, locks like a field of grain, — 
 Exactly as I saw him in my dream.
 

GANDALF. Who are you, woman?
 

BLANKA. I? A poor, poor child!
 

GANDALF. Yet certainly the fairest on the isle.
 

BLANKA. The fairest? That indeed is possible,
 For here there’s no one else.
 

GANDALF. What, — no one else?
 

BLANKA. Unless my father be, — but he is old
 And has a silver beard, as long as this;
 No, after all I think I win the prize.
 

GANDALF. You have a merry spirit.
 

BLANKA. Not always now!
 

GANDALF. But tell me, pray, how this is possible;
 You say you live alone here with your father,
 Yet I have heard men say most certainly
 The island here is thickly populated?
 

BLANKA. It was so once, three years ago or more;
 But, — well, it is a sad and mournful tale — 
 Yet you shall hear it if you wish.
 

GANDALF. Yes, certainly!
 

BLANKA. You see, three years ago — 
 

[Seats herself.]
 

BLANKA. Come, seat yourself!
 

GANDALF. [Steps back a pace.] No, sit you down, I’ll stand.
 

BLANKA. Three years ago there came, God knows from whence,
 A warlike band of robbers to the isle;
 They plundered madly as they went about,
 And murdered everything they found alive.
 A few escaped as best they could by flight
 And sought protection in my father’s castle,
 Which stood upon the cliff right near the sea.
 

GANDALF. Your father’s, did you say?
 

BLANKA. My father’s, yes. — 
 It was a cloudy evening when they burst
 Upon the castle gate, tore through the wall,
 Rushed in the court, and murdered right and left.
 I fled into the darkness terrified,
 And sought a place of refuge in the forest.
 I saw our home go whirling up in flames,
 I heard the clang of shields, the cries of death. — 
 Then everything grew still; for all were dead. — 
 The savage band proceeded to the shore
 And sailed away. — I sat upon the cliff
 The morning after, near the smouldering ruins.
 I was the only one whom they had spared.
 

GANDALF. But you just told me that your father lives.
 

BLANKA. My foster-father; wait, and you shall hear!
 I sat upon the cliff oppressed and sad,
 And listened to the awful stillness round;
 There issued forth a faint and feeble cry,
 As from beneath the rocky cleft beneath my feet;
 I listened full of fear, then went below,
 And found a stranger, pale with loss of blood.
 I ventured nearer, frightened as I was,
 Bound up his wounds and tended him, — 
 

GANDALF. And he?
 

BLANKA. Told me as he recovered from his wounds,
 That he had come aboard a merchantman,
 Had reached the island on the very day
 The castle was destroyed, — took refuge there
 And fought the robber band with all his might
 Until he fell, faint with the loss of blood,
 Into the rocky cleft wherein I found him.
 And ever since we two have lived together;
 He built for us a cabin in the wood,
 I grew to love him more than any one.
 But you must see him, — come!
 

GANDALF. No, wait, — not now!
 We meet in ample time, I have no doubt.
 

BLANKA. Well, all right, as you please; but rest assured
 He would be glad to greet you ‘neath his roof;
 For you must know that hospitality
 Is found not only in the North.
 

GANDALF. The North?
 You know then — 
 

BLANKA. Whence you come, you mean? Oh, yes!
 My father has so often told of you
 That I the moment that I saw you — 
 

GANDALF. Yet you
 Were not afraid!
 

BLANKA. Afraid? And why afraid?
 

GANDALF. Has he not told you then, — of course if not — 
 

BLANKA. Told me that you were fearless heroes? Yes!
 But pray, why should that frighten me?
 I know you seek your fame on distant shores,
 In manly combat with all doughty warriors;
 But I have neither sword nor coat of mail,
 Then why should I fear — 
 

GANDALF. No, of course, of course!
 But still, those strangers who destroyed the castle?
 

BLANKA. And what of them?
 

GANDALF. Only, — has not your father
 Told you from whence they came?
 

BLANKA. Never! How could he!
 Strangers they were alike to him and us.
 But if you wish I’ll ask him right away.
 

GANDALF. [Quickly.] No, let it be.
 

BLANKA. Ah, now I understand!
 You wish to know where you can seek them now,
 And take blood-vengeance, as you call it.
 

GANDALF. Ah,
 Blood-vengeance! Thanks! The word I had forgot;
 You bring me back — 
 

BLANKA. But do you know, it is
 An ugly practice.
 

GANDALF. [Going toward the background.] Farewell!
 

BLANKA. O, you are going?
 

GANDALF. We meet in time.
 

[Stops.]
 

GANDALF. Tell me this one thing more:
 What warrior is it rests beneath the mound?
 

BLANKA. I do not know.
 

GANDALF. You do not know, and still
 You scatter flowers on the hero’s grave.
 

BLANKA. My father led me here one morning early
 And pointed out to me the fresh-made mound,
 Which I had never seen upon the strand.
 He bade me say my morning prayers out here,
 And in my supplications to remember
 Those who had harried us with sword and fire.
 

GANDALF. And you?
 

BLANKA. Each morning from that day to this
 I sent a prayer to heaven for their salvation;
 And every evening flowers afresh I wove
 Into a garland for the grave.
 

GANDALF. Yes, strange!
 How can you pray thus for your enemy?
 

BLANKA. My faith commands me.
 

GANDALF. [Vehemently.] Such a faith is craven;
 It is the faith which saps the hero’s strength;
 ‘Twas therefore that the great, heroic life
 Died feebly in the South!
 

BLANKA. But now suppose
 My craven faith, as you see fit to call it,
 Could be transplanted to your virgin soil, — 
 I know full well, there would spring forth a mass
 Of flowers so luxuriant as to hide
 The naked mountain.
 

GANDALF. Let the mountain stand
 In nakedness until the end of time!
 

BLANKA. O! Take me with you!
 

GANDALF. What do you mean?
 I sail for home — 
 

BLANKA. Well, I shall sail with you;
 For I have often traveled in my dreams
 To far-off Norway, where you live mid snow
 And ice and sombre woods of towering pines.
 There should come mirth and laughter in the hall,
 If I could have my say, I promise you;
 For I am merry; — have you any scald?
 

GANDALF. I had one, but the sultry Southern air
 Has loosened all the strings upon his harp, — 
 They sing no longer — 
 

BLANKA. Good! Then shall I be
 Your scald.
 

GANDALF. And you? — You could go with us there,
 And leave your father and your home?
 

BLANKA. [Laughing.] Aha!
 You think I meant it seriously?
 

GANDALF. Was it
 Only a jest?
 

BLANKA. Alas! a foolish dream
 I often used to dream before we met, — 
 Which often I no doubt shall dream again,
 When you — 
 

[Suddenly breaking off.]
 

BLANKA. You stare so fixedly.
 

GANDALF. Do I?
 

BLANKA. Why, yes! What are you thinking of?
 

GANDALF. I? Nothing!
 

BLANKA. Nothing?
 

GANDALF. That is, I scarcely know myself;
 And yet I do — and you shall hear it now:
 I thought of you and how you would transplant
 Your flowers in the North, when suddenly
 My own faith came as if by chance to mind.
 One word therein I never understood
 Before; now have you taught me what it means.
 

BLANKA. And that is what?
 

GANDALF. Valfader, it is said,
 Receives but half the warriors slain in battle;
 The other half to Freya goes by right.
 That I could never fully comprehend;
 But — now I understand, — I am myself
 A fallen warrior, and to Freya goes
 The better part of me.
 

BLANKA. [Amazed.] What does this mean?
 

GANDALF. Well, in a word, then know — 
 

BLANKA. [Quickly.] No, say it not!
 I dare not tarry longer here to-night, — 
 My father waits, and I must go; farewell!
 

GANDALF. O, you are going?
 

BLANKA. [Takes the wreath of oak leaves which he has
 let fall and throws it around his helmet.] You can keep it now.
 Lo, what I hitherto bestowed on you
 In dreams, I grant you now awake.
 

GANDALF. Farewell!
 

[He goes quickly out to the right.]
 






  








SCENE IV
 

BLANKA. [Alone.]
   He is gone! Ah, perfect stillness
   Rules upon the barren strand.
   Perfect stillness, grave-like stillness
   Rules my heart with heavy hand.
   Came he then to vanish only
   Through the mist, a ray of light?
   Soon he flies, a sea-gull lonely,
   Far away into the night!
   What is left me of this lover?
   But a flower in the dark:
   In my loneliness to hover
   Like a petrel round his bark!
 

[The war trumpet of the Vikings is heard from the left.]
 

BLANKA. Ah! What was that! A trumpet from the wood!
 






  








SCENE V
 

[BLANKA, GANDALF from the right.]
 

GANDALF. [Aside.] It is too late!
 

BLANKA. O, there he is again!
 What do you want?
 

GANDALF. Quick, — quick, away from here!
 

BLANKA. What do you mean?
 

GANDALF. Away! There’s danger here!
 

BLANKA. What danger?
 

GANDALF. Death!
 

BLANKA. I do not understand you.
 

GANDALF. I thought to hide it from you, — hence I went
 To call my people to the ship again
 And sail away; you never should have known, — 
 The trumpet warns me that it is too late, — 
 That they are coming.
 

BLANKA. Who are coming?
 

GANDALF. Then know, — 
 The strangers who once harried on the isle
 Were vikings like myself.
 

BLANKA. From Norway?
 

GANDALF. Yes.
 My father, who was chief among them, fell, — 
 Hence must he be avenged.
 

BLANKA. Avenged?
 

GANDALF. Such is
 The custom.
 

BLANKA. Ah, I see now!
 

GANDALF. Here they come!
 Stand close behind me!
 

BLANKA. Man of blood, — away!
 






  








SCENE VI
 

[The Preceding.]
 

[ASGAUT, HEMMING and the VIKINGS, who lead RODERIK between them.]
 

ASGAUT. [To GANDALF.] A meagre find, yet something, to be sure.
 

BLANKA. My father!
 

[She throws herself in his arms.]
 

RODERIK. Blanka! O, my child!
 

JOSTEJN. A woman!
 He will have company.
 

ASGAUT. Yes, straight to Hell!
 

BLANKA. O father, wherefore have you never told me — 
 

RODERIK. Hush! Hush! my child!
 

[Points to GANDALF.]
 

RODERIK. Is this your chieftain?
 

ASGAUT. Yes.
 

ASGAUT. [To GANDALF.]
 This man can tell you how your father died;
 For he was in the thick of it, he says,
 The only one to get away alive.
 

GANDALF. Hush! I will nothing hear.
 

ASGAUT. Good; let us then
 Begin the task.
 

BLANKA. O God! what will they do?
 

GANDALF. [In an undertone.] I cannot, Asgaut!
 

ASGAUT. [Likewise.] Is our king afraid?
 Has woman’s flattering tongue beguiled his mind?
 

GANDALF. No matter, — I have said — 
 

ASGAUT. Bethink yourself, — 
 Your standing with your warriors is at stake.
 Your word you pledged Valhalla’s mighty gods,
 And if you fail a dastard you’ll be judged.
 Do not forget our faith is insecure — 
 And wavering; one blow can strike its root,
 And if the blow comes from the king above,
 It will have had a mortal wound.
 

GANDALF. Ah me!
 That was a most unhappy oath I swore.
 

ASGAUT. [To the VIKINGS.] Now ready, warriors!
 

BLANKA. Will you murder him,
 An old, defenseless man?
 

ASGAUT. Down with them both!
 

BLANKA. O God!
 

HROLLOUG. The woman is too fair! Let her
 Return with us.
 

JOSTEJN. [Laughing.] Yes, as a warrior maid.
 

GANDALF. Stand back!
 

RODERIK. O spare, — O spare at least my child!
 The slayer of your chieftain I will bring you,
 If you will only spare her!
 

GANDALF. [Quickly.] Bring him here,
 And she is free. What say you?
 

THE VIKINGS. She is free!
 

BLANKA. [To RODERIK.] You promise that?
 

ASGAUT. Then fetch him!
 

RODERIK. Here he stands!
 

SOME. Ha, that old man!
 

GANDALF. O woe!
 

BLANKA. No, no, you shall not — 
 

RODERIK. Struck by this hand the viking found his death,
 Now rests he peacefully in yonder mound!
 

GANDALF. My father’s barrow!
 

RODERIK. He was strong and brave;
 Wherefore I laid him here in viking style.
 

GANDALF. Since he is buried, then, — 
 

ASGAUT. Though he be buried,
 The fallen king cries for revenge, — strike, strike!
 

BLANKA. He is deceiving you!
 

BLANKA. [To GANDALF.] Do you not see
 It is alone his daughter he would save?
 Yet, how should your kind understand a soul
 That sacrifices all — 
 

GANDALF. I do not understand?
 You do not think I can?
 

GANDALF. [To the VIKINGS.] He shall not die!
 

ASGAUT. How so?
 

BLANKA. O father! He is good like you.
 

ASGAUT. You mean to break your oath?
 

GANDALF. No, I shall keep it!
 

JOSTEJN. Then what have you in mind?
 

HROLLOUG. Explain!
 

GANDALF. I swore
 To take revenge or else to die myself.
 Well, he is free, — I to Valhalla go.
 

BLANKA. [To RODERIK.] What does he mean?
 

ASGAUT. Your honor you would save? — 
 

GANDALF. Go, — hold a ship in readiness for me,
 With hoisted sail, the pyre light in the prow;
 In ancient fashion I shall go aboard!
 Behold, the evening breeze blows from the strand, — 
 On crimson wings I sail into Valhalla!
 

[JOSTEJN goes out to the right.]
 

ASGAUT. Ah, ‘tis the woman who has cast her spell on you!
 

BLANKA. No, you must live!
 

GANDALF. I live? No, to the gods
 I must be true, I cannot break with them.
 

BLANKA. Your oath is bloody, Balder hates it.
 

GANDALF. Yes,
 But Balder lives no longer with us now!
 

BLANKA. For you he lives; your soul is gentleness.
 

GANDALF. Yes, to my ruin! It became my task
 As king to keep intact our great ideal, — 
 But I lack strength enough! Come, Asgaut, you
 Shall take the kingly sceptre from my hand;
 You are a warrior of the truest steel;
 On me the Southern plague has been at work.
 But if I cannot for my people live,
 I now can die for them.
 

ASGAUT. Well said, King Gandalf!
 

BLANKA. Then need no more be said! Die like a hero,
 Faithful and true unto the very end!
 But now that we must part forever, — know,
 That when you die yourself to keep your oath
 You are then likewise marking me for death!
 

GANDALF. What! You for death?
 

BLANKA. My life was like a flower,
 Transplanted in an unfamiliar soil,
 Which therefore slumbered in its prison folds:
 Then came a sunbeam from the distant home, — 
 O, that was you, my Gandalf! Opened then
 The flower its calyx. In another hour,
 Alas! the sunbeam paled, — the flower died!
 

GANDALF. O, have I understood you right? You could?
 Then is my promise thrice unfortunate!
 

BLANKA. But we shall meet again!
 

GANDALF. O, nevermore!
 You go to heaven and the holy Christ,
 I to Valhalla; silent I shall take
 My place among the rest, — but near the door;
 Valhalla’s merriment is not for me.
 

JOSTEJN. [Returns with a banner in his hand.]
 See, now the bark is ready, as you bade.
 

ASGAUT. O, what a glorious end! Many a man
 Will envy you, indeed.
 

GANDALF. [To BLANKA.] Farewell!
 

BLANKA. Farewell!
 Farewell for life and for eternity!
 

RODERIK. [Struggling with himself.] Wait! Wait!
 

[Prostrates himself before BLANKA.]
 

RODERIK. Mercy, I cry! Forgive, forgive me!
 

BLANKA. O God!
 

GANDALF. What means he?
 

RODERIK. All will I confess:
 My whole life here with you has been deceit!
 

BLANKA. Ah, terror has unhinged his mind!
 

RODERIK. No, no!
 

RODERIK. [To GANDALF, after he has risen.]
 You are released forever from your vow;
 Your father’s shadow needs no blood revenge!
 

GANDALF. Ah, then explain!
 

BLANKA. Oh, speak!
 

RODERIK. Here stands King Rorek!
 

SOME. The fallen king?
 

BLANKA. O heavens!
 

GANDALF. [In doubt.] You, — my father?
 

RODERIK. See, Asgaut! Do you still recall the scratch
 You gave me on our earliest viking trip,
 The time we fought about the booty?
 

[He uncovers his arm and shows it to ASGAUT.]
 

ASGAUT. Yes,
 By Thor, it is King Rorek!
 

GANDALF. [Throws himself in his arms.] Father! Father!
 A second time now have you given me life.
 My humble thanks!
 

RODERIK. [Downcast; to BLANKA.] And you now — what will you
 Grant the old robber?
 

BLANKA. Love as hitherto!
 I am your daughter! Has not three years’ care
 Wiped off each spot of blood upon your shield?
 

ASGAUT. Yet now explain, — how comes it that you live!
 

GANDALF. She saved his life.
 

RODERIK. Yes, like a friendly elf
 She healed my wounds and cared for me,
 And all the while she told me of the faith
 These quiet people in the South believe,
 Until my rugged heart itself was moved.
 And day by day I kept the truth from her;
 I did not dare to tell her — 
 

GANDALF. But the mound there?
 

RODERIK. I laid therein my armor and my sword,
 It seemed to me the grim old savage viking
 Was buried then and there. Each day my child
 Sent up a prayer for him beside the mound.
 

ASGAUT. Farewell!
 

GANDALF. Where do you go?
 

ASGAUT. Northward again!
 I now see clearly that my time is past — 
 So likewise is the viking life. I go
 To Iceland; there the plague has not yet come.
 

ASGAUT. [To BLANKA.] You, woman, take my place beside the king!
 For Thor is gone — and Mjölnir out of gear;
 Through you now Balder rules. — Farewell!
 

[He goes.]
 

GANDALF. Yes, Balder ruleth now, through you, my Blanka!
 I see the meaning of my viking life!
 ‘Twas not alone desire for fame and wealth
 That drove me hence from my forefathers’ home;
 No, that which called me was a secret longing,
 A quiet yearning after Balder. See,
 Now is the longing stilled, now go we home;
 There will I live in peace among my people.
 

GANDALF. [To the VIKINGS.] And will you follow?
 

ALL. We will follow you!
 

GANDALF. And you, my Blanka?
 

BLANKA. I? I too am born
 A Northern child; for on your mountain sides
 The choicest flowers of my heart took root.
 To you it was I journeyed in my dreams,
 From you it was that I received my love.
 

RODERIK. And now away!
 

GANDALF. But you?
 

BLANKA. He comes with us!
 

RODERIK. I shall remain.
 

[He points to the mound.]
 

RODERIK. My barrow waits for me.
 

BLANKA. And should I leave you here alone?
 

HEMMING. No, no!
 Be not afraid! For I shall close his eyes
 And sing to him a saga from the mound;
 My last song it will be.
 

HEMMING. [Moved as he seizes GANDALF’s hand.]
 Farewell, my king!
 Now have you found a better scald than I.
 

RODERIK. [With firmness.]
 It must be so, my Gandalf; you are king,
 And you have sacred duties to discharge.
 

[He puts their hands together.]
 

RODERIK. You are the children of the coming dawn, — 
 Go yonder where the royal throne awaits you;
 I am the last one of the by-gone age,
 My throne — it is the barrow — grant me that!
 

[GANDALF and BLANKA throw themselves silently into his arms. RODERIK ascends the burial mound. — HEMMING with his harp seats himself at his feet.]
 

GANDALF. [With resolution.] And now to Norway!
 

HROLLOUG. Home!
 

ALL. To Norway! Home!
 

BLANKA. [Fired as she seizes the banner from JOSTEJN’s hand.]
 Yes, now away! Our course shall northward run
 O’er ocean billow on through storm and sun.
 Soon fades the daylight o’er the glacier’s peak,
 Soon is the viking life a memory bleak!
 Already sits the hero on his mound;
 The time is past when he could sail around
 With sword and battle cry from strand to strand.
 Thor’s hammer will no longer rule the land,
 The North will be itself a giant grave.
 But bear in mind the pledge All-Fader gave:
 When moss and flowers shall the barrow hide,
 To Idavold the hero’s ghost shall ride, — 
 Then Norway too shall from the grave be brought
 To chastened deeds within the realm of thought!
 






  

LADY INGER OF OESTRAAT


 

Translated by Charles Archer
 

In 1851, Ibsen moved to Bergen to work at the Det norske Theater to assist as a ‘dramatic author’. In the course of his six years in Bergen, he wrote and had staged six of his plays. He also worked as a stage director and in this manner acquired insight into all facets of the theatre profession. In Bergen he met Suzannah Daae Thoresen, whom he later married and with whom he fathered his only son Sigurd. 

Lady Inger of Oestraat was written during Ibsen’s period as director at the Det norske Theater. In October 1854 he handed the completed script to Peter Blytt, claiming it was a manuscript of a historical drama sent to him by a friend in Christiania, who wished to remain anonymous and would like it to be performed on the Bergen stage, if it was considered worthy of acceptance. Having released two flops, Ibsen’s self-esteem was at a low level, explaining his concealment of his authorship. Blytt was enthusiastic about the script and the board of Det norske Theater agreed that the play was suitable for the projected gala performance on January 2, 1855 on the occasion of the theatre’s fifth anniversary.

In working on this play, Ibsen used several historical sources, with particular interest in the Danish-Norwegian union. Two publications by Danish historians are thought to have played a special role in Ibsen’s play: Caspar Paludan-Müller’s work Grevens feide: skildret efter trykte og utrykte Kilder (“The Count’s Feud, from printed and unprinted sources”), published in two volumes in 1853/54, and volume one of Samlinger til det Norske Folks Sprog og Historie (“Collections on the Language and History of the Norwegian People”), published in 1833. The former contains a description of Ingerd Ottisdatter’s attempt to start a Norwegian rising in the cause of independence in 1527-28. The latter contains a collection of letters from 1525-29, collected and edited by Professor Gr. F. Lundh. However, Ibsen’s treatment of the historical material is very free, with some critics arguing that it is not in the least an historical work.

Just before the first night, Ibsen involuntarily revealed himself to be the author of the play. An anecdote records that there was an incident during rehearsals when he rushed out of the wings, interrupted Jacob Prom, the actor playing Niels Lykke, in one of his longer speeches, and delivered it himself in the way he thought it should be delivered. This took place without Ibsen looking at the prompter’s script and in such a way that those present could have no doubt that he was the author.

Lady Inger of Oestraat was performed as planned at Det norske Theater on January 2, 1855, but this production was not a success and the public showed less interest than expected, resulting in the play being performed only twice.

The play was inspired by the life of Inger, Lady of Austraat and reflects the birth of Romantic Nationalism in the Norway of that period, which had a strongly anti-Danish sentiment. The drama concerns the Scandinavia of 1510–1540 as the Kalmar Union collapsed, when the impact of the Reformation was becoming evident in Norway and a last desperate struggle was being mounted to maintain Norwegian independence. Its initial sentiments were so strongly anti-Danish that Ibsen ultimately had to tone them down.






  








 

The Det norske Theater in Bergen is regarded as the first pure Norwegian stage theatre. It opened in 1850 and closed in 1863, due to bankruptcy.
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CHARACTERS.
 

LADY INGER OTTISDAUGHTER ROMER, widow of High Steward Nils Gyldenlove.
 ELINA GYLDENLOVE, her daughter.
 NILS LYKKE, Danish knight and councilor.
 OLAF SKAKTAVL, an outlawed Norwegian noble.
 NILS STENSSON.
 JENS BIELKE, Swedish commander.
 BIORN, major-domo at Ostrat.
 FINN, a servant.
 EINAR HUK, bailiff at Ostrat.
 Servants, peasants, and Swedish men-at-arms.
 

 The action takes place at Ostrat Manor, on the Trondhiem Fiord,
       the year 1528.
 

[PRONUNCIATION of NAMES. — Ostrat=Ostrot; Inger=Ingher (g nearly as
 in “ringer”); Gyldenlove=Ghyldenlove; Elina (Norwegian, Eline)=
 Eleena; Stennson=Staynson; Biorn=Byorn; Jens Bielke=Yens Byelke;
 Huk=Hook. The final e’s and the o’s pronounced much as in German.]
 

Producer’s Notes:
 

1. Diacritical Marks in Characters’ names:
 

Romer, umlaut (diaresis) above the “o”
    Ostrat, umlaut above the “O”, ring above the “a”
    Gyldenlove, umlaut above the “o”
    Biorn, umlaut above the “o”
 

2. All the text inside parentheses in the original is printed in italics, save for the characters’ names. I’ve eliminated the usual markings indicating italics for the sake of readability. — D. L.
 






  








ACT FIRST.
 

(A room at Ostrat. Through an open door in the back, the Banquet Hall is seen in faint moonlight, which shines fitfully through a deep bow-window in the opposite wall. To the right, an entrance- door; further forward, a curtained window. On the left, a door leading to the inner rooms; further forward a large, open fireplace, which casts a glow over the room. It is a stormy evening.)
 

(BIORN and FINN are sitting by the fireplace. The latter is occupied in polishing a helmet. Several pieces of armour lie near them, along with a sword and shield.)
 

FINN (after a pause). Who was Knut* Alfson?
 

* Pronounce Knoot.
 

BIORN. My Lady says he was the last of Norway’s knighthood.
 

FINN. And the Danes killed him at Oslo-fiord?
 

BIORN. Ask any child of five, if you know not that.
 

FINN. So Knut Alfson was the last of our knighthood? And now he’s dead and gone! (Holds up the helmet.) Well then, hang thou scoured and bright in the Banquet Hall; for what art thou now but an empty nut-shell? The kernel — the worms have eaten that many a winter agone. What say you, Biorn — may not one call Norway’s land an empty nut- shell, even like the helmet here; bright without, worm-eaten within?
 

BIORN. Hold your peace, and mind your work! — Is the helmet ready?
 

FINN. It shines like silver in the moonlight.
 

BIORN. Then put it by. ——  —— See here; scrape the rust off
 the sword.
 

FINN (turning the sword over and examining it). Is it worth
 while?
 

BIORN. What mean you?
 

FINN. The edge is gone.
 

BIORN. What’s that to you? Give it me. ——  —— Here, take the shield.
 

FINN (as before). There’s no grip to it!
 

BIORN (mutters). If once I got a grip on you —— 
 

(FINN hums to himself for a while.)
 

BIORN. What now?
 

FINN. An empty helmet, an edgeless sword, a shield without a grip — there’s the whole glory for you. I see not that any can blame Lady Inger for leaving such weapons to hang scoured and polished on the walls, instead of rusting them in Danish blood.
 

BIORN. Folly! Is there not peace in the land?
 

FINN. Peace? Ay, when the peasant has shot away his last arrow, and the wolf has reft the last lamb from the fold, then is there peace between them. But ‘tis a strange friendship. Well well; let that pass. It is fitting, as I said, that the harness hang bright in the hall; for you know the old saw: “Call none a man but the knightly man.” Now there is no knight left in our land; and where no man is, there must women order things; therefore —— 
 

BIORN. Therefore — therefore I order you to hold your foul prate!
 (Rises.)
     It grows late. Go hang helm and harness in the hall again.
 

FINN (in a low voice). Nay, best let it be till tomorrow.
 

BIORN. What, do you fear the dark?
 

FINN. Not by day. And if so be I fear it at even, I am not the only one. Ah, you look; I tell you in the housefolk’s room there is talk of many things. (Lower.) They say that night by night a tall figure, clad in black, walks the Banquet Hall.
 

BIORN. Old wives’ tales!
 

FINN. Ah, but they all swear ‘tis true.
 

BIORN. That I well believe.
 

FINN. The strangest of all is that Lady Inger thinks the same —— 
 

BIORN (starting). Lady Inger? What does she think?
 

FINN. What Lady Inger thinks no one can tell. But sure it is that she has no rest in her. See you not how day by day she grows thinner and paler? (Looks keenly at him.) They say she never sleeps — and that it is because of the dark figure —— 
 

(While he is speaking, ELINA GYLDENLOVE has appeared in the half-open door on the left. She stops and listens, unobserved.)
 

BIORN. And you believe such follies?
 

FINN. Well, half and half. There be folk, too, that read things another way. But that is pure malice, for sure. — Hearken, Biorn — know you the song that is going round the country?
 

BIORN. A song?
 

FINN. Ay, ‘tis on all folks’ lips. ‘Tis a shameful scurril thing, for sure; yet it goes prettily. Just listen (sings in a low voice):
 

Dame Inger sitteth in Ostrat fair,
     She wraps her in costly furs — 
     She decks her in velvet and ermine and vair,
     Red gold are the beads that she twines in her hair — 
     But small peace in that soul of hers.
 

 Dame Inger hath sold her to Denmark’s lord.
     She bringeth her folk ‘neath the stranger’s yoke — 
     In guerdon whereof ——  —— 
 

 (BIORN enraged, seizes him by the throat. ELINA GYLDENLOVE
       withdraws without having been seen.)
 

BIORN. And I will send you guerdonless to the foul fiend, if
 you prate of Lady Inger but one unseemly word more.
 

FINN (breaking from his grasp). Why — did I make the song?
 

(The blast of a horn is heard from the right.)
 

BIORN. Hush — what is that?
 

FINN. A horn. So we are to have guests to-night.
 

BIORN (at the window). They are opening the gate. I hear the clatter of hoofs in the courtyard. It must be a knight.
 

FINN. A knight? A knight can it scarce be.
 

BIORN. Why not?
 

FINN. You said it yourself: the last of our knighthood is dead and gone. (Goes out to the right.)
 

BIORN. The accursed knave, with his prying and peering! What avails all my striving to hide and hush things? They whisper of her even now —— ; ere long will all men be clamouring for —— 
 

ELINA (comes in again through the door on the left; looks round her, and says with suppressed emotion). Are you alone, Biorn?
 

BIORN. Is it you, Mistress Elina?
 

ELINA. Come, Biorn, tell me one of your stories; I know you have more to tell than those that —— 
 

BIORN. A story? Now — so late in the evening —— ?
 

ELINA. If you count from the time when it grew dark at Ostrat,
 it is late indeed.
 

BIORN. What ails you? Has aught crossed you? You seem so
 restless.
 

ELINA. May be so.
 

BIORN. There is something the matter. I have hardly known you
 this half year past.
 

ELINA. Bethink you: this half year past my dearest sister Lucia
 has been sleeping in the vault below.
 

BIORN. That is not all, Mistress Elina — it is not that alone that makes you now thoughtful and white and silent, now restless and ill at ease, as you are to-night.
 

ELINA. You think so? And wherefore not? Was she not gentle and pure and fair as a summer night? Biorn, I tell you, Lucia was dear to me as my life. Have you forgotten how many a time, as children, we sat on your knee in the winter evenings? You sang songs to us, and told us tales —— 
 

BIORN. Ay, then your were blithe and gay.
 

ELINA. Ah, then, Biorn! Then I lived a glorious life in the fable-land of my own imaginings. Can it be that the sea-strand was naked then as now? If it were so, I did not know it. It was there I loved to go, weaving all my fair romances; my heroes came from afar and sailed again across the sea; I lived in their midst, and set forth with them when they sailed away. (Sinks on a chair.) Now I feel so faint and weary; I can live no longer in my tales. They are only — tales. (Rises hastily.) Biorn, do you know what has made me sick? A truth; a hateful, hateful truth, that gnaws me day and night.
 

BIORN. What mean you?
 

ELINA. Do you remember how sometimes you would give us good counsel and wise saws? Sister Lucia followed them; but I — ah, well-a-day!
 

BIORN (consoling her). Well, well —— !
 

ELINA. I know it — I was proud and self-centred! In all our games, I would still be the Queen, because I was the tallest, the fairest, the wisest! I know it!
 

BIORN. That is true.
 

ELINA. Once you took me by the hand and looked earnestly at me, and said: “Be not proud of your fairness, or your wisdom; but be proud as the mountain eagle as often as you think: I am Inger Gyldenlove’s daughter!”
 

BIORN. And was it not matter enough for pride?
 

ELINA. You told me so often enough, Biorn! Oh, you told me so many tales in those days. (Presses his hand.) Thanks for them all! Now, tell me one more; it might make me light of heart again, as of old.
 

BIORN. You are a child no longer.
 

ELINA. Nay, indeed! But let me dream that I am. — Come, tell on!
 

(Throws herself into a chair. BIORN sits in the chimney-corner.)
 

BIORN. Once upon a time there was a high-born knight —— 
 

ELINA (who has been listening restlessly in the direction of the hall, seizes his arm and breaks out in a vehement whisper). Hush! No need to shout so loud; I can hear well!
 

BIORN (more softly). Once upon a time there was a high-born
 knight, of whom there went the strange report —— 
 

 (ELINA half-rises and listens in anxious suspense in the
       direction of the hall.)
 

BIORN. Mistress Elina, what ails you?
 

ELINA (sits down again). Me? Nothing. Go on.
 

BIORN. Well, as I was saying, when he did but look straight in a woman’s eyes, never could she forget it after; her thoughts must follow him wherever he went, and she must waste away with sorrow.
 

ELINA. I have heard that tale ——  —— And, moreover, ‘tis no tale you are telling, for the knight you speak of is Nils Lykke, who sits even now in the Council of Denmark —— 
 

BIORN. May be so.
 

ELINA. Well, let it pass — go on!
 

BIORN. Now it happened once —— 
 

ELINA (rises suddenly). Hush; be still!
 

BIORN. What now? What is the matter?
 

ELINA. It is there! Yes, by the cross of Christ it is there!
 

BIORN (rises). What is there? Where?
 

ELINA. It is she — in the hall. (Goes hastily towards the hall.)
 

BIORN (following). How can you think —— ? Mistress Elina, go to your chamber!
 

ELINA. Hush; stand still! Do not move; do not let her see you! Wait — the moon is coming out. Can you not see the black-robed figure —— ?
 

BIORN. By all the holy —— !
 

ELINA. Do you see — she turns Knut Alfson’s picture to the wall.
 Ha-ha; be sure it looks her too straight in the eyes!
 

BIORN. Mistress Elina, hear me!
 

ELINA (going back towards the fireplace). Now I know what I know!
 

BIORN (to himself). Then it is true!
 

ELINA. Who was it, Biorn? Who was it?
 

BIORN. You saw as plainly as I.
 

ELINA. Well? Whom did I see?
 

BIORN. You saw your mother.
 

ELINA (half to herself). Night after night I have heard her steps in there. I have heard her whispering and moaning like a soul in pain. And what says the song —— Ah, now I know! Now I know that —— 
 

BIORN. Hush!
 

(LADY INGER GYLDENLOVE enters rapidly from the hall, without noticing the others; she goes to the window, draws the curtain, and gazes out as if watching for some one on the high road; after a while, she turns and goes slowly back into the hall.)
 

ELINA (softly, following her with her eyes). White as a corpse —— !
 

(An uproar of many voices is heard outside the door on the right.)
 

BIORN. What can this be?
 

ELINA. Go out and see what is amiss.
 

 (EINAR HUK, the bailiff, appears in the ante-room, with a crowd
       of Retainers and Peasants.)
 

EINAR HUK (in the doorway). Straight in to her! And see you
 lose not heart!
 

BIORN. What do you seek?
 

EINAR HUK. Lady Inger herself.
 

BIORN. Lady Inger? So late?
 

EINAR HUK. Late, but time enough, I wot.
 

THE PEASANTS. Yes, yes; she must hear us now!
 

(The whole rabble crowds into the room. At the same moment, LADY INGER appears in the doorway of the hall. A sudden silence.)
 

LADY INGER. What would you with me?
 

EINAR HUK. We sought you, noble lady, to —— 
 

LADY INGER. Well, speak out!
 

EINAR HUK. Why, we are not ashamed of our errand. In one word, we come to pray you for weapons and leave —— 
 

LADY INGER. Weapons and leave —— ? And for what?
 

EINAR HUK. There has come a rumour from Sweden that the people of the Dales have risen against King Gustav —— 
 

LADY INGER. The people of the Dales?
 

EINAR HUK. Ay, so the tidings run, and they seem sure enough.
 

LADY INGER. Well, if it were so, what have you to do with the
 Dale-folk’s rising?
 

THE PEASANTS. We will join them! We will help! We will free
 ourselves!
 

LADY INGER (aside). Can the time be come?
 

EINAR HUK. From all our borderlands the peasants are pouring across to the Dales. Even outlaws that have wandered for years in the mountains are venturing down to the homesteads again, and drawing men together, and whetting their rusty swords.
 

LADY INGER (after a pause). Tell me, men, have you thought well of this? Have you counted the cost, if King Gustav’s men should win?
 

BIORN (softly and imploringly to LADY INGER). Count the cost
 to the Danes if King Gustav’s men should lose.
 

LADY INGER (evasively). That reckoning is not for me to make.
 (Turns to the people).
   You know that King Gustav is sure of help from Denmark. King
 Frederick is his friend, and will never leave him in the lurch —— 
 

EINAR HUK. But if the people were now to rise all over Norway’s land? — if we all rose as one man, nobles and peasants together? — ay, Lady Inger Gyldenlove, the time we have waited for is surely come. We have but to rise now to drive the strangers from the land.
 

THE PEASANTS. Ay, out with the Danish sheriffs! Out with the foreign masters! Out with the Councillors’ lackeys!
 

LADY INGER (aside). Ah, there is metal in them; and yet, yet —— !
 

BIORN (to himself). She is of two minds. (To ELINA.) What say you now, Mistress Elina — have you not sinned in misjudging your mother?
 

ELINA. Biorn, if my eyes have deceived me, I could tear them out of my head!
 

EINAR HUK. See you not, my noble lady, King Gustav must be dealt with first. Once his power is gone, the Danes cannot long hold this land —— 
 

LADY INGER. And then?
 

EINAR HUK. Then we shall be free. We shall have no more foreign masters, and can choose ourselves a king, as the Swedes have done before us.
 

LADY INGER (with animation). A king for ourselves. Are you thinking of the Sture stock?
 

EINAR HUK. King Christiern and others after him have swept bare our ancient houses. The best of our nobles are outlaws on the hill- paths, if so be they still live; nevertheless, it might still be possible to find one or other shoot of the old stems —— 
 

LADY INGER (hastily). Enough, Einar Huk, enough! (To herself.) Ah, my dearest hope! (Turns to the Peasants and Retainers.) I have warned you, now, as well as I can. I have told you how great is the risk you run. But if you are fixed in your purpose, it were folly of me to forbid what I have no power to prevent.
 

EINAR HUK. Then we have your leave to —— ?
 

LADY INGER. You have your own firm will; take counsel with that.
 If it be as you say, that you are daily harassed and oppressed —— 

 —— I know but little of these matters, and would not know more.
 What can I, a lonely woman —— ? Even if you were to plunder the
 Banquet Hall — and there’s many a good weapon on the walls — you are
 the masters at Ostrat to-night. You must do as seems good to you.
 Good-night!
 

 (Loud cries of joy from the multitude. Candles are lighted;
       the retainers bring weapons of different kinds from the hall.)
 

BIORN (seizes LADY INGER’S hand as she is going). Thanks, my noble and high-souled mistress! I, that have known you from childhood up — I have never doubted you.
 

LADY INGER. Hush, Biorn. It is a dangerous game that I have ventured this night. The others stake only their lives; but I, trust me, a thousandfold more!
 

BIORN. How mean you? Do you fear for your power and your favour with —— ?
 

LADY INGER. My power? O God in Heaven!
 

A RETAINER (comes from the hall with a large sword). See, here’s a real good wolf’s-tooth to flay the blood-suckers’ lackeys with!
 

EINAR HUK. ‘Tis too good for such as you. Look, here is the shaft of Sten Sture’s* lance; hang the breastplate upon it, and we shall have the noblest standard heart can desire.
 

* Pronounce Stayn Stoore [umlaut above “e” — D. L.].
 

FINN (comes from the door on the left, with a letter in his hand, and goes towards LADY INGER). I have sought you through all the house.
 

LADY INGER. What do you want?
 

FINN (hands her the letter). A messenger is come from Trondhiem with a letter for you.
 

LADY INGER. Let me see! (opening the letter). From Trondhiem? What can it be? (Runs through the letter.) Help, Christ! From him! and here in Norway —— 
 

(Reads on with strong emotion, while the men go on bringing out arms from the hall.)
 

LADY INGER (to herself). He is coming here. He is coming to- night! — Ay, then ‘tis with our wits we must fight, not with the sword.
 

EINAR HUK. Enough, enough, good fellows; we are well armed now,
 and can set forth on our way.
 

LADY INGER (with a sudden change of tone). No man shall leave
 my house to-night!
 

EINAR HUK. But the wind is fair, noble lady; we can sail up the
 fiord, and —— 
 

LADY INGER. It shall be as I have said.
 

EINAR HUK. Are we to wait till to-morrow, then?
 

LADY INGER. Till to-morrow, and longer still. No armed man shall go forth from Ostrat yet awhile.
 

(Signs of displeasure from the crowd.)
 

SOME OF THE PEASANTS. We will go all the same, Lady Inger!
 

THE CRY SPREADS. Yes, yes; we will go!
 

LADY INGER (advancing a step towards them). Who dares to move? (A silence. After a moment’s pause, she adds:) I have thought for you. What do you common folk know of the country’s needs? How dare you judge of such things? You must even bear your oppressions and burdens yet awhile. Why murmur at that, when you see that we, your leaders, are as ill bested as you? ——  —— Take all the weapons back to the hall. You shall know my further will hereafter. Go!
 

 (The Retainers take back the arms, and the whole crowd then
       withdraws by the door on the right.)
 

ELINA (softly to BIORN). Do you still think I have sinned in
 misjudging — the Lady of Ostrat?
 

LADY INGER (beckons to BIORN, and says). Have a guest chamber
 ready.
 

BIORN. It is well, Lady Inger!
 

LADY INGER. And let the gate stand open to all that knock.
 

BIORN. But —— ?
 

LADY INGER. The gate open!
 

BIORN. The gate open. (Goes out to the right.)
 

LADY INGER (to ELINA, who has already reached the door on the left). Stay here! ——  —— Elina — my child — I have something to say to you alone.
 

ELINA. I hear you.
 

LADY INGER. Elina ——  —— you think evil of your mother.
 

ELINA. I think, to my sorrow, what your deeds have forced me to think.
 

LADY INGER. You answer out of the bitterness of your heart.
 

ELINA. Who has filled my heart with bitterness? From my childhood I have been wont to look up to you as a great and high-souled woman. It was in your likeness I pictured the women we read of in the chronicles and the Book of Heroes. I thought the Lord God himself had set his seal on your brow, and marked you out as the leader of the helpless and the oppressed. Knights and nobles sang your praise in the feast-hall, and the peasants, far and near, called you the country’s pillar and its hope. All thought that through you the good times were to come again! All thought that through you a new day was to dawn over the land! The night is still here; and I no longer know if I dare look for any morning to come through you.
 

LADY INGER. It is easy to see whence you have learnt such venomous words. You have let yourself give ear to what the thoughtless rabble mutters and murmurs about things it can little judge of.
 

ELINA. “Truth is in the people’s mouth,” was your word when they praised you in speech and song.
 

LADY INGER. May be so. But if indeed I had chosen to sit here idle, though it was my part to act — do you not think that such a choice were burden enough for me, without your adding to its weight?
 

ELINA. The weight I add to your burden bears on me as heavily as on you. Lightly and freely I drew the breath of life, so long as I had you to believe in. For my pride is my life; and well had it become me, if you had remained what once you were.
 

LADY INGER. And what proves to you I have not? Elina, how can you know so surely that you are not doing your mother wrong?
 

ELINA (vehemently). Oh, that I were!
 

LADY INGER. Peace! You have no right to call your mother to account —— With a single word I could ——  —— ; but it would be an ill word for you to hear; you must await what time shall bring; may be that —— 
 

ELINA (turns to go). Sleep well, my mother!
 

LADY INGER (hesitates). Nay, stay with me; I have still somewhat — 
 Come nearer; — you must hear me, Elina!
 

(Sits down by the table in front of the window.)
 

ELINA. I am listening.
 

LADY INGER. For as silent as you are, I know well that you often long to be gone from here. Ostrat is too lonely and lifeless for you.
 

ELINA. Do you wonder at that, my mother?
 

LADY INGER. It rests with you whether all this shall henceforth be changed.
 

ELINA. How so?
 

LADY INGER. Listen. — I look for a guest to-night.
 

ELINA (comes nearer). A guest?
 

LADY INGER. A stranger, who must remain a stranger to all. None must know whence he comes or whither he goes.
 

ELINA (throws herself, with a cry of joy, at her mother’s feet and seizes her hands). My mother! My mother! Forgive me, if you can, all the wrong I have done you!
 

LADY INGER. What do you mean? Elina, I do not understand you.
 

ELINA. Then they were all deceived! You are still true at heart!
 

LADY INGER. Rise, rise and tell me —— 
 

ELINA. Do you think I do not know who the stranger is?
 

LADY INGER. You know? And yet —— ?
 

ELINA. Do you think the gates of Ostrat shut so close that never a whisper of evil tidings can slip through? Do you think I do not know that the heir of many a noble line wanders outlawed, without rest or shelter, while Danish masters lord it in the home of their fathers?
 

LADY INGER. And what then?
 

ELINA. I know well that many a high-born knight is hunted through the woods like a hungry wolf. No hearth has he to rest by, no bread to eat —— 
 

LADY INGER (coldly). Enough! Now I understand you.
 

ELINA (continuing). And that is why the gates of Ostrat must stand open by night! That is why he must remain a stranger to all, this guest of whom none must know whence he comes or whither he goes! You are setting at naught the harsh decree that forbids you to harbour or succor the exiles —— 
 

LADY INGER. Enough, I say!
     (After a short silence, adds with an effort:)
   You mistake, Elina — it is no outlaw that I look for —— 
 

ELINA (rises). Then I have understood you ill indeed.
 

LADY INGER. Listen to me, my child; but think as you listen; if indeed you can tame that wild spirit of yours.
 

ELINA. I am tame, till you have spoken.
 

LADY INGER. Then hear what I have to say — I have sought, so far as lay in my power, to keep you in ignorance of all our griefs and miseries. What could it avail to fill your young heart with wrath and care? It is not weeping and wailing of women that can free us from our evil lot; we need the courage and strength of men.
 

ELINA. Who has told you that, when courage and strength are indeed needed, I shall be found wanting?
 

LADY INGER. Hush, child; — I might take you at your word.
 

ELINA. How mean you, my mother?
 

LADY INGER. I might call on you for both; I might —— ; but let me say my say out first. Know then that the time seems now to be drawing nigh, towards which the Danish Council have been working for many a year — the time for them to strike a final blow at our rights and our freedom. Therefore must we now —— 
 

ELINA (eagerly). Throw off the yoke, my mother?
 

LADY INGER. No; we must gain breathing-time. The Council is now sitting in Copenhagen, considering how best to aim the blow. Most of them are said to hold that there can be no end to dissensions till Norway and Denmark are one; for if we should still have our rights as a free land when the time comes to choose the next king, it is most like that the feud will break out openly. Now the Danish Councillors would hinder this —— 
 

ELINA. Ay, they would hinder it —— ! But are we to endure such things? Are we to look on quietly while —— ?
 

LADY INGER. No, we will not endure it. But to take up arms — to begin open warfare — what would come of that, so long as we are not united? And were we ever less united in this land than we are even now? — No, if aught is to be done, it must be done secretly and in silence. Even as I said, we must have time to draw breath. In the South, a good part of the nobles are for the Dane; but here in the North they are still in doubt. Therefore King Frederick has sent hither one of his most trusted councillors, to assure himself with his own eyes how we stand affected.
 

ELINA (anxiously). Well — and then —— ?
 

LADY INGER. He is the guest I look for to-night.
 

ELINA. He comes here? And to-night?
 

LADY INGER. He reached Trondhiem yesterday by a trading ship. Word has just been brought that he is coming to visit me; he may be here within the hour.
 

ELINA. Have you not thought, my mother, how it will endanger your fame thus to receive the Danish envoy? Do not the people already regard you with distrustful eyes? How can you hope that, when the time comes, they will let you rule and guide them, if it be known —— 
 

LADY INGER. Fear not. All this I have fully weighed; but there is no danger. His errand in Norway is a secret; he has come unknown to Trondhiem, and unknown shall he be our guest at Ostrat.
 

ELINA. And the name of this Danish lord —— ?
 

LADY INGER. It sounds well, Elina; Denmark has scarce a nobler
 name.
 

ELINA. But what do you propose then? I cannot yet grasp your
 meaning.
 

LADY INGER. You will soon understand. — Since we cannot trample
 on the serpent, we must bind him.
 

ELINA. Take heed that he burst not your bonds.
 

LADY INGER. It rests with you to tighten them as you will.
 

ELINA. With me?
 

LADY INGER. I have long seen that Ostrat is as a cage to you.
 The young falcon chafes behind the iron bars.
 

ELINA. My wings are clipped. Even if you set me free — it would
 avail me little.
 

LADY INGER. Your wings are not clipped, except by your own will.
 

ELINA. Will? My will is in your hands. Be what you once were,
 and I too —— 
 

LADY INGER. Enough, enough. Hear what remains —— It would
 scarce break your heart to leave Ostrat?
 

ELINA. Maybe not, my mother!
 

LADY INGER. You told me once, that you lived your happiest life in tales and histories. What if that life were to be yours once more?
 

ELINA. What mean you?
 

LADY INGER. Elina — if a mighty noble were now to come and lead you to his castle, where you should find damsels and pages, silken robes and lofty halls awaiting you?
 

ELINA. A noble, you say?
 

LADY INGER. A noble.
 

ELINA (more softly). And the Danish envoy comes here to-night?
 

LADY INGER. To-night.
 

ELINA. If so be, then I fear to read the meaning of your words.
 

LADY INGER. There is nought to fear if you misread them not. Be sure it is far from my thought to put force upon you. You shall choose for yourself in this matter, and follow your own counsel.
 

ELINA (comes a step nearer). Have you heard the story of the mother that drove across the hills by night with her little children by her in the sledge? The wolves were on her track; it was life or death with her; — and one by one she cast out her little ones, to gain time and save herself.
 

LADY INGER. Nursery tales! A mother would tear the heart from her breast, before she would cast her child to the wolves!
 

ELINA. Were I not my mother’s daughter, I would say you were right. But you are like that mother; one by one you have cast out your daughters to the wolves. The eldest went first. Five years ago Merete* went forth from Ostrat; now she dwells in Bergen and is Vinzents Lunge’s** wife. But think you she is happy as the Danish noble’s lady? Vinzents Lunge is mighty, well-nigh as a king; Merete has damsels and pages, silken robes and lofty halls; but the day has no sunshine for her, and the night no rest; for she has never loved him. He came hither and he wooed her; for she was the greatest heiress in Norway, and he needed to gain a footing in the land. I know it; I know it well! Merete bowed to your will; she went with the stranger lord. — But what has it cost her? More tears than a mother should wish to answer for at the day of reckoning.
 

* Pronounce Mayrayte ** Pronounce Loonghe.
 

LADY INGER. I know my reckoning, and I fear it not.
 

ELINA. Your reckoning ends not here. Where is Lucia, your second child?
 

LADY INGER. Ask God, who took her.
 

ELINA. It is you I ask; it is you that must answer for her young life. She was glad as a bird in spring when she sailed from Ostrat to be Merete’s guest. A year passed, and she stood in this room once more; but her cheeks were white, and death had gnawed deep into her breast. Ah, you wonder at me, my mother! You thought that the ugly secret was buried with her; — but she told me all. A courtly knight had won her heart. He would have wedded her. You knew that her honour was at stake; yet your will never bent — and your child had to die. You see, I know all!
 

LADY INGER. All? Then she told you his name?
 

ELINA. His name? No; his name she did not tell me. His name
 was a torturing horror to her; — she never uttered it.
 

LADY INGER (relieved, to herself). Ah, then you do not know
 all ——  —— 
   Elina — it is true that the whole of this matter was well known
 to me. But there is one thing about it you seem not to have noted.
 The lord whom Lucia met in Bergen was a Dane —— 
 

ELINA. That too I know.
 

LADY INGER. And his love was a lie. With guile and soft speeches he had ensnared her.
 

ELINA. I know it; but nevertheless she loved him; and had you had a mother’s heart, your daughter’s honour had been more to you than all.
 

LADY INGER. Not more than her happiness. Do you think that, with Merete’s lot before my eyes, I could sacrifice my second child to a man that loved her not?
 

ELINA. Cunning words may befool many, but they befool not me —— Think not I know nothing of all that is passing in our land. I understand your counsels but too well. I know well that our Danish lords have no true friend in you. It may be that you hate them; but your fear them too. When you gave Merete to Vinzents Lunge the Danes held the mastery on all sides throughout our land. Three years later, when you forbade Lucia to wed the man she had given her life to, though he had deceived her, — things were far different then. The King’s Danish governors had shamefully misused the common people, and you thought it not wise to link yourself still more closely to the foreign tyrants. And what have you done to avenge her that had to die so young? You have done nothing. Well then, I will act in your stead; I will avenge all the shame they have brought upon our people and our house.
 

LADY INGER. You? What will you do?
 

ELINA. I shall go my way, even as you go yours. What I shall do I myself know not; but I feel within me the strength to dare all for our righteous cause.
 

LADY INGER. Then you have a hard fight before you. I once promised as you do now — and my hair has grown grey under the burden of that promise.
 

ELINA. Good-night! Your guest will soon be here, and at that meeting I should be out of place. It may be there is yet time for you ——  —— ; well, God strengthen you and guide your way! Forget not that the eyes of many thousands are fixed upon you. Think on Merete, weeping late and early over her wasted life. Think on Lucia, sleeping in her black coffin. And one thing more. Forget not that in the game you play this night, your stake is your last child.
 

(Goes out to the left.)
 

LADY INGER (looks after her awhile). My last child? You know not how true was that word ——  —— But the stake is not my child only. God help me, I am playing to-night for the whole of Norway’s land. Ah — is not that some one riding through the gateway? (Listens at the window.) No; not yet. Only the wind; it blows cold as the grave ——  —— Has God a right to do this? — To make me a woman — and then to lay a man’s duty upon my shoulders? For I have the welfare of the country in my hands. It is in my power to make them rise as one man. They look to me for the signal; and if I give it not now —— it may never be given. To delay? To sacrifice the many for the sake of one? — Were it not better if I could ——  —— ? No, no, no — I will not! I cannot! (Steals a glance towards the Banquet Hall, but turns away again as if in dread, and whispers:) I can see them in there now. Pale spectres — dead ancestors — fallen kinsfolk. — Ah, those eyes that pierce me from every corner! (Makes a backward gesture with her hand, and cries:) Sten Sture! Knut Alfson! Olaf Skaktavl! Back — back! — I cannot do this!
 

(A STRANGER, strongly built, and with grizzled hair and beard, has entered from the Banquet Hall. He is dressed in a torn lambskin tunic; his weapons are rusty.)
 

THE STRANGER (stops in the doorway, and says in a low voice).
 Hail to you, Inger Gyldenlove!
 

LADY INGER (turns with a scream). Ah, Christ in heaven save me!
 

(Falls back into a chair. The STRANGER stands gazing at her, motionless, leaning on his sword.)
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

(The room at Ostrat, as in the first Act.)
 

(LADY INGER GYLDENLOVE is seated at the table on the right, by the window. OLAF SKAKTAVL is standing a little way from her. Their faces show that they have been engaged in an animated discussion.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. For the last time, Inger Gyldenlove — you are not to be moved from your purpose?
 

LADY INGER. I can do nought else. And my counsel to you is: do as I do. If it be heaven’s will that Norway perish utterly, perish it must, for all we may do to save it.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. And think you I can content myself with words like these? Shall I sit and look quietly on, now that the hour is come? Do you forget the reckoning I have to pay? They have robbed me of my lands, and parcelled them out among themselves. My son, my only child, the last of my race, they have slaughtered like a dog. Myself they have outlawed and forced to lurk by forest and fell these twenty years. — Once and again have folk whispered of my death; but this I believe, that they shall not lay me beneath the earth before I have seen my vengeance.
 

LADY INGER. Then is there a long life before you. What would you do?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Do? How should I know what I will do? It has never been my part to plot and plan. That is where you must help me. You have the wit for that. I have but my sword and my two arms.
 

LADY INGER. Your sword is rusted, Olaf Skaktavl! All the swords in Norway are rusted.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. That is doubtless why some folk fight only with their tongues. — Inger Gyldenlove — great is the change in you. Time was when the heart of a man beat in your breast.
 

LADY INGER. Put me not in mind of what was.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. ‘Tis for that alone I am here. You shall hear
 me, even if —— 
 

LADY INGER. Be it so then; but be brief; for — I must say it — 
 this is no place of safety for you.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ostrat is no place of safety for an outlaw? That I have long known. But you forget that an outlaw is unsafe wheresoever he may wander.
 

LADY INGER. Speak then; I will not hinder you.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. It is nigh on thirty years now since first I saw you. It was at Akershus* in the house of Knut Alfson and his wife. You were scarce more than a child then; yet you were bold as the soaring falcon, and wild and headstrong too at times. Many were the wooers around you. I too held you dear — dear as no woman before or since. But you cared for nothing, thought of nothing, save your country’s evil case and its great need.
 

* Pronounce Ahkers-hoos.
 

LADY INGER. I counted but fifteen summers then — remember that.
 And was it not as though a frenzy had seized us all in those days?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Call it what you will; but one thing I know — even the old and sober men among us doubted not that it was written in the counsels of the Lord that you were she who should break our thraldom and win us all our rights again. And more: you yourself then thought as we did.
 

LADY INGER. It was a sinful thought, Olaf Skaktavl. It was my proud heart, and not the Lord’s call, that spoke in me.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. You could have been the chosen one had you but willed it. You came of the noblest blood in Norway; power and riches were at your feet; and you had an ear for the cries of anguish — then! ——  —— Do you remember that afternoon when Henrik Krummedike and the Danish fleet anchored off Akershus? The captains of the fleet offered terms of settlement, and, trusting to the safe-conduct, Knut Alfson rowed on board. Three hours later, we bore him through the castle gate —— 
 

LADY INGER. A corpse; a corpse!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. The best heart in Norway burst, when Krummedike’s hirelings struck him down. Methinks I still can see the long procession that passed into the banquet-hall, heavily, two by two. There he lay on his bier, white as a spring cloud, with the axe- cleft in his brow. I may safely say that the boldest men in Norway were gathered there that night. Lady Margrete stood by her dead husband’s head, and we swore as one man to venture lands and life to avenge this last misdeed and all that had gone before. — Inger Gyldenlove, — who was it that burst through the circle of men? A maiden — then almost a child — with fire in her eyes and her voice half choked with tears. — What was it she swore? Shall I repeat your words?
 

LADY INGER. And how did the others keep their promise? I speak not of you, Olaf Skaktavl, but of your friends, all our Norwegian nobles? Not one of them, in all these years, has had the courage to be a man; and yet they lay it to my charge that I am a woman.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. I know what you would say. Why have they bent to the yoke, and not defied the tyrants to the last? ‘Tis but too true; there is base metal enough in our noble houses nowadays. But had they held together — who knows what might have been? And you could have held them together, for before you all had bowed.
 

LADY INGER. My answer were easy enough, but it would scarce content you. So let us leave speaking of what cannot be changed. Tell me rather what has brought you to Ostrat. Do you need harbour? Well, I will try to hide you. If you would have aught else, speak out; you shall find me ready —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. For twenty years have I been homeless. In the mountains of Jaemteland my hair has grown grey. My dwelling has been with wolves and bears. — You see, Lady Inger — I need you not; but both nobles and people stand in sore need of you.
 

LADY INGER. The old burden.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ay, it sounds but ill in your ears, I know; yet hear it you must for all that. In brief, then: I come from Sweden: troubles are at hand: the Dales are ready to rise.
 

LADY INGER. I know it.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Peter Kanzler is with us — secretly, you understand.
 

LADY INGER (starting). Peter Kanzler?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. It is he that has sent me to Ostrat.
 

LADY INGER (rises). Peter Kanzler, say you?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. He himself; — but mayhap you no longer know him?
 

LADY INGER (half to herself). Only too well! — But tell me, I pray you, — what message do you bring?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. When the rumour of the rising reached the border mountains, where I then was, I set off at once into Sweden. ‘Twas not hard to guess that Peter Kanzler had a finger in the game. I sought him out and offered to stand by him; — he knew me of old, as you know, and knew that he could trust me; so he has sent me hither.
 

LADY INGER (impatiently). Yes yes, — he sent you hither to —— ?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (with secrecy). Lady Inger — a stranger comes to
 Ostrat to-night.
 

LADY INGER (surprised). What? Know you that —— ?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Assuredly I know it. I know all. ‘Twas to meet him that Peter Kanzler sent me hither.
 

LADY INGER. To meet him? Impossible, Olaf Skaktavl, — impossible!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. ‘Tis as I tell you. If he be not already come, he will soon —— 
 

LADY INGER. Yes, I know; but —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Then you know of his coming?
 

LADY INGER. Ay, surely. He sent me a message. That was why
 they opened to you as soon as you knocked.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (listens). Hush! — some one is riding along the
 road. (Goes to the window.) They are opening the gate.
 

LADY INGER (looks out). It is a knight and his attendant. They
 are dismounting in the courtyard.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Then it is he. His name?
 

LADY INGER. You know not his name?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Peter Kanzler refused to tell it me. He would only say that I should find him at Ostrat the third evening after Martinmas —— 
 

LADY INGER. Ay; even to-night.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. He was to bring letters with him, and from them, and from you, I was to learn who he is.
 

LADY INGER. Then let me lead you to your chamber. You have need of rest and refreshment. You shall soon have speech with the stranger.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Well, be it as you will. (Both go out to the left.)
 

(After a short pause, FINN enters cautiously through the door on the right, looks round the room, and peeps into the Banquet Hall; he then goes back to the door, and makes a sign to some one outside. Immediately after, enter COUNCILLOR NILS LYKKE and the Swedish Commander, JENS BIELKE.)
 

NILS LYKKE (softly). No one?
 

FINN (in the same tone). No one, master!
 

NILS LYKKE. And we may depend on you in all things?
 

FINN. The commandant in Trondhiem has ever given me a name for trustiness.
 

NILS LYKKE. It is well; he has said as much to me. First of all, then — has there come any stranger to Ostrat to-night, before us?
 

FINN. Ay; a stranger came an hour since.
 

NILS LYKKE (softly, to JENS BIELKE). He is here. (Turns again
 to FINN.) Would you know him again? Have you seen him?
 

FINN. Nay, none have seen him, that I know, but the gatekeeper.
 He was brought at once to Lady Inger, and she —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Well? What of her? He is not gone again already?
 

FINN. No; but it seems she keeps him hidden in one of her own rooms; for —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. It is well.
 

JENS BIELKE (whispers). Then the first thing is to put a guard on the gate; then we are sure of him.
 

NILS LYKKE (with a smile). Hm! (To FINN.) Tell me — is there any way of leaving the castle but by the gate? Gape not at me so! I mean — can one escape from Ostrat unseen, while the castle gate is shut?
 

FINN. Nay, that I know not. ‘Tis true they talk of secret ways in the vaults beneath; but no one knows them save Lady Inger — and mayhap Mistress Elina.
 

JENS BIELKE. The devil!
 

NILS LYKKE. It is well. You may go.
 

FINN. And should you need me in aught again, you have but to open the second door on the right in the Banquet Hall, and I shall presently be at hand.
 

NILS LYKKE. Good. (Points to the entrance-door. FINN goes out.)
 

JENS BIELKE. Now, by my soul, dear friend and brother — this campaign is like to end but scurvily for both of us.
 

NILS LYKKE (with a smile). Oh — not for me, I hope.
 

JENS BIELKE. Not? First of all, there is small honour to be got in hunting an overgrown whelp like this Nils Sture. Are we to think him mad or in his sober senses after the pranks he has played? First he breeds bad blood among the peasants; promises them help and all their hearts can desire; — and then, when it comes to the pinch, off he runs to hide behind a petticoat! Moreover, to tell the truth, I repent that I followed your counsel and went not my own way.
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). Your repentance comes somewhat late, my brother.
 

JENS BIELKE. Look you, I have never loved digging at a badger’s earth. I look for quite other sport. Here have I ridden all the way from the Jaemteland with my horsemen, and have got me a warrant from the Trondhiem commandant to search for the rebel wheresoever I please. All his tracks point towards Ostrat —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. He is here! He is here, I tell you!
 

JENS BIELKE. If that were so, should we not have found the gate barred and well guarded? Would that we had; then could I have found use for my men-at-arms —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. But instead, the gate is opened for us in hospitality. Mark now — if Inger Gyldenlove’s fame belie her not, I warrant she will not let her guests lack for either meat or drink.
 

JENS BIELKE. Ay, to turn us aside from our errand! And what wild whim was that of yours to persuade me to leave my horsemen a good mile from the castle? Had we come in force —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. She had made us none the less welcome for that. But mark well that then our coming had made a stir. The peasants round about had held it for an outrage against Lady Inger; she had risen high in their favour once more — and with that, look you, we were ill served.
 

JENS BIELKE. May be so. But what am I to do now? Count Sture is in Ostrat, you say. Ay, but how does that profit me? Be sure Lady Inger Gyldenlove has as many hiding-places as the fox, and more than one outlet to them. We two can go snuffing about here alone as long as we please. I would the devil had the whole affair!
 

NILS LYKKE. Well, then, my friend — if you like not the turn your errand has taken, you have but to leave the field to me.
 

JENS BIELKE. To you? What will you do?
 

NILS LYKKE. Caution and cunning may here do more than could be achieved by force of arms. — And to say truth, Captain Jens Bielke — something of the sort has been in my mind ever since we met in Trondhiem yesterday.
 

JENS BIELKE. Was that why you persuaded me to leave the men
 at arms?
 

NILS LYKKE. Both your purpose at Ostrat and mine could best be
 served without them; and so —— 
 

JENS BIELKE. The foul fiend seize you — I had almost said! And me to boot! Might I not have known that there is guile in all your dealings?
 

NILS LYKKE. Be sure I shall need all my guile here, if I am to face my foe with even weapons. And let me tell you ‘tis of the utmost moment to me that I acquit me of my mission secretly and well. You must know that when I set forth I was scarce in favour with my lord the King. He held me in suspicion; though I dare swear I have served him as well as any man could, in more than one ticklish charge.
 

JENS BIELKE. That you may safely boast. God and all men know you for the craftiest devil in all the three kingdoms.
 

NILS LYKKE. You flatter! But after all, ‘tis not much to say. Now this present errand I hold for the crowning proof of my policy; for here I have to outwit a woman —— 
 

JENS BIELKE. Ha-ha-ha! In that art you have long since given crowning proofs of your skill, dear brother. Think you we in Sweden know not the song — 
 

Fair maidens a-many they sigh and they pine; “Ah God, that Nils Lykke were mine, mine, mine!”
 

NILS LYKKE. Alas, it is women of twenty and thereabouts that ditty speaks of. Lady Inger Gyldenlove is nigh on fifty, and wily to boot beyond all women. It will be no light matter to overcome her. But it must be done — at any cost. If I succeed in winning certain advantages over her that the King has long desired, I can reckon on the embassy to France next spring. You know that I spent three years at the University in Paris? My whole soul is bent on coming thither again, most of all if I can appear in lofty place, a king’s ambassador. — Well, then — is it agreed? — do you leave Lady Inger to me? Remember — when you were last at Court in Copenhagen, I made way for you with more than one fair lady —— 
 

JENS BIELKE. Nay, truly now — that generosity cost you little; one and all of them were at your beck and call. But let that pass; now that I have begun amiss in this matter, I had as lief that you should take it on your shoulders. One thing, though, you must promise — if the young Count Sture be in Ostrat, you will deliver him into my hands, dead or alive!
 

NILS LYKKE. You shall have him all alive. I, at any rate, mean not to kill him. But now you must ride back and join your people. Keep guard on the road. Should I mark aught that mislikes me, you shall know it forthwith.
 

JENS BIELKE. Good, good. But how am I to get out?
 

NILS LYKKE. The fellow that brought us in will show the way.
 But go quietly.
 

JENS BIELKE. Of course, of course. Well — good fortune to you!
 

NILS LYKKE. Fortune has never failed me in a war with women.
 Haste you now!
 

(JENS BIELKE goes out to the right.)
 

NILS LYKKE (stands still for a while; then walks about the room, looking round him; at last he says softly). So I am at Ostrat at last — the ancient seat that a child, two years ago, told me so much of. Lucia. Ay, two years ago she was still a child. And now — now she is dead. (Hums with a half-smile.) “Blossoms plucked are blossoms withered ——  — —” (Looks round him again.) Ostrat. ‘Tis as though I had seen it all before; as though I were at home here. — In there is the Banquet Hall. And underneath is — the grave-vault. It must be there that Lucia lies. (In a lower voice, half seriously, half with forced gaiety.) Were I timorous, I might well find myself fancying that when I set foot within Ostrat gate she turned about in her coffin; as I walked across the courtyard she lifted the lid; and when I named her name but now, ‘twas as though a voice summoned her forth from the grave-vault. — Maybe she is even now groping her way up the stairs. The face-cloth blinds her, but she gropes on and on in spite of it. Now she has reached the Banquet Hall; she stands watching me from behind the door! (Turns his head backwards over one shoulder, nods, and says aloud:) Come nearer, Lucia! Talk to me a little! Your mother keeps me waiting. ‘Tis tedious waiting — and you have helped me to while away many a tedious hour ——  —— (Passes his hand over his forehead, and takes one or two turns up and down.) Ah, there! — Right, right; there is the the deep curtained window. It is there that Inger Gyldenlove is wont to stand gazing out over the road, as though looking for one that never comes. In there — (looks towards the door on the left) — somewhere in there is Sister Elina’s chamber. Elina? Ay, Elina is her name. Can it be that she is so rare a being — so wise and so brave as Lucia drew her? Fair, too, they say. But for a wedded wife —— ? I should not have written so plainly ——  —— (Lost in thought, he is on the point of sitting down by the table, but stands up again.) How will Lady Inger receive me? She will scarce burn the castle over our heads, or slip me through a trap-door. A stab from behind —— ? No, not that way either —— (Listens towards the hall.) Aha!
 

(LADY INGER GYLDENLOVE enters from the hall.)
 

LADY INGER (coldly). My greeting to you, Sir Councillor —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (bows deeply). Ah — the Lady of Ostrat!
 

LADY INGER. And thanks that you have forewarned me of your visit.
 

NILS LYKKE. I could do no less. I had reason to think that my
 coming might surprise you —— 
 

LADY INGER. In truth, Sir Councillor, you thought right there.
 Nils Lykke was certainly the last guest I looked to see at Ostrat.
 

NILS LYKKE. And still less, mayhap, did you think to see him
 come as a friend?
 

LADY INGER. As a friend? You add insult to all the shame and sorrow you have heaped upon my house? After bringing my child to the grave, you still dare —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. With your leave, Lady Inger Gyldenlove — on that matter we should scarce agree; for you count as nothing what I lost by that same unhappy chance. I purposed nought but in honour. I was tired of my unbridled life; my thirtieth year was already past; I longed to mate me with a good and gentle wife. Add to all this the hope of becoming your son-in-law —— 
 

LADY INGER. Beware, Sir Councillor! I have done all in my power to hide my child’s unhappy fate. But because it is out of sight, think not it is out of mind. It may yet happen —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. You threaten me, Lady Inger? I have offered you my hand in amity; you refuse to take it. Henceforth, then, it is to be open war between us?
 

LADY INGER. Was there ever aught else?
 

NILS LYKKE. Not on your side, mayhap. I have never been your enemy, — though as a subject of the King of Denmark I lacked not good cause.
 

LADY INGER. I understand you. I have not been pliant enough. It has not proved so easy as some of you hoped to lure me over into your camp. — Yet methinks you have nought to complain of. My daughter Merete’s husband is your countryman — further I cannot go. My position is no easy one, Nils Lykke!
 

NILS LYKKE. That I can well believe. Both nobles and people here in Norway think they have an ancient claim on you — a claim, ‘tis said, you have but half fulfilled.
 

LADY INGER. Your pardon, Sir Councillor, — I account for my doings to none but God and myself. If it please you, then, let me understand what brings you hither.
 

NILS LYKKE. Gladly, Lady Inger! The purport of my mission to
 this country can scarce be unknown to you —— ?
 

LADY INGER. I know the mission that report assigns you. Our King would fain know how the Norwegian nobles stand affected towards him.
 

NILS LYKKE. Assuredly.
 

LADY INGER. Then that is why you visit Ostrat?
 

NILS LYKKE. In part. But it is far from my purpose to demand any profession of loyalty from you —— 
 

LADY INGER. What then?
 

NILS LYKKE. Hearken to me, Lady Inger! You said yourself but now that your position is no easy one. You stand half way between two hostile camps, neither of which dares trust you fully. Your own interest must needs bind you to us. On the other hand, you are bound to the disaffected by the bond of nationality, and — who knows? — mayhap by some secret tie as well.
 

LADY INGER (aside). A secret tie! Christ, does he —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE (notices her emotion, but makes no sign and continues without change of manner). You cannot but see that such a position must ere long become impossible. — Suppose, now, it lay in my power to free you from these embarrassments which —— 
 

LADY INGER. In your power, you say?
 

NILS LYKKE. First of all, Lady Inger, I would beg you to lay no stress on any careless words I may have used concerning that which lies between us two. Think not that I have forgotten for a moment the wrong I have done you. Suppose, now, I had long purposed to make atonement, as far as might be, where I had sinned. Suppose that were my reason for undertaking this mission.
 

LADY INGER. Speak your meaning more clearly, Sir Councillor; — I cannot follow you.
 

NILS LYKKE. I can scarce be mistaken in thinking that you, as well as I, know of the threatened troubles in Sweden. You know, or at least you can guess, that this rising is of far wider aim than is commonly supposed, and you understand therefore that our King cannot look on quietly and let things take their course. Am I not right?
 

LADY INGER. Go on.
 

NILS LYKKE (searchingly, after a short pause). There is one possible chance that might endanger Gustav Vasa’s throne —— 
 

LADY INGER (aside). Whither is he tending?
 

NILS LYKKE. —— the chance, namely, that there should exist in
 Sweden a man entitled by his birth to claim election to the kingship.
 

LADY INGER (evasively). The Swedish nobles have been even as bloodily hewn down as our own, Sir Councillor. Where would you seek for —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE (with a smile). Seek? The man is found already —— 
 

LADY INGER (starts violently). Ah! He is found?
 

NILS LYKKE. —— And he is too closely akin to you, Lady Inger,
 to be far from your thoughts at this moment.
     (Looks at her.)
   The last Count Sture left a son —— 
 

LADY INGER (with a cry). Holy Saviour, how know you —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE (surprised). Be calm, Madam, and let me finish. — 
 This young man has lived quietly till now with his mother, Sten
 Sture’s widow.
 

LADY INGER (breathes more freely). With —— ? Ah, yes — true,
 true!
 

NILS LYKKE. But now he has come forward openly. He has shown himself in the Dales as leader of the peasants; their numbers are growing day by day; and — as perhaps you know — they are finding friends among the peasants on this side of the border-hills.
 

LADY INGER (who has in the meantime regained her composure). Sir Councillor, — you speak of all these things as though they must of necessity be known to me. What ground have I given you to believe so? I know, and wish to know, nothing. All my care is to live quietly within my own domain; I give no helping hand to the rebels; but neither must you count on me if it be your purpose to put them down.
 

NILS LYKKE (in a low voice). Would you still be inactive, if it were my purpose to stand by them?
 

LADY INGER. How am I to understand you?
 

NILS LYKKE. Have you not seen whither I have been aiming all this time? — Well, I will tell you all, honestly and straightforwardly. Know, then, that the King and his Council see clearly that we can have no sure footing in Norway so long as the nobles and the people continue, as now, to think themselves wronged and oppressed. We understand to the full that willing allies are better than sullen subjects; and we have therefore no heartier wish than to loosen the bonds that hamper us, in effect, quite as straitly as you. But you will scarce deny that the temper of Norway towards us makes such a step too dangerous — so long as we have no sure support behind us.
 

LADY INGER. And this support —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. Should naturally come from Sweden. But, mark well, not so long as Gustav Vasa holds the helm; his reckoning with Denmark is not settled yet, and mayhap never will be. But a new king of Sweden, who had the people with him, and who owed his throne to the help of Denmark ——  —— Well, you begin to understand me? Then we could safely say to you Norwegians: “Take back your old ancestral rights; choose you a ruler after your own mind; be our friends in need, as we will be in yours!” — Mark you well, Lady Inger, herein is our generosity less than it may seem; for you must see that, far from weakening, ‘twill rather strengthen us. And now I have opened my heart to you so fully, do you too cast away all mistrust. And therefore (confidently) — the knight from Sweden, who came hither an hour before me —— 
 

LADY INGER. Then you already know of his coming?
 

NILS LYKKE. Most certainly. It is him I seek.
 

LADY INGER (to herself). Strange! It must be as Olaf Skaktavl said. (To NILS LYKKE.) I pray you wait here, Sir Councillor! I go to bring him to you.
 

(Goes out through the Banquet Hall.)
 

NILS LYKKE (looks after her a while in exultant astonishment). She is bringing him! Ay, truly — she is bringing him! The battle is half won. I little thought it would go so smoothly —— She is deep in the counsels of the rebels; she started in terror when I named Sten Sture’s son —— And now? Hm! Since Lady Inger has been simple enough to walk into the snare, Nils Sture will not make many difficulties. A hot-blooded boy, thoughtless and rash ——  —— With my promise of help he will set forth at once — unhappily Jens Bielke will snap him up by the way — and the whole rising will be nipped in the bud. And then? Then one step more in our own behalf. It is spread abroad that the young Count Sture has been at Ostrat, — that a Danish envoy has had audience of Lady Inger — that thereupon the young Count Nils has been snapped up by King Gustav’s men-at-arms a mile from the castle ——  —— Let Inger Gyldenlove’s name among the people stand never so high — it will scarce recover from such a blow. (Starts up in sudden uneasiness.) By all the devils —— ! What if she has scented mischief! It may be he is slipping through our fingers even now —— (Listens toward the hall, and says with relief.) Ah, there is no fear. Here they come.
 

 (LADY INGER GYLDENLOVE enters from the hall along with
       OLAF SKAKTAVL.)
 

LADY INGER (to NILS LYKKE). Here is the man you seek.
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). In the name of hell — what means this?
 

LADY INGER. I have told this knight your name and all that you have imparted to me —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (irresolutely). Ay? Have you so? Well —— 
 

LADY INGER —— And I will not hide from you that his faith in your help is none of the strongest.
 

NILS LYKKE. Is it not?
 

LADY INGER. Can you marvel at that? You know, surely, both the cause he fights for and his bitter fate —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. This man’s —— ? Ah — yes, truly —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (to NILS LYKKE). But seeing ‘tis Peter Kanzler
 himself that has appointed us this meeting —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Peter Kanzler —— ? (Recovers himself quickly.)
 Ay, right, — I have a mission from Peter Kanzler —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. He must know best whom he can trust. So why
 should I trouble my head with thinking how —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, you are right, noble Sir; that were folly indeed.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Rather let us come straight to the matter.
 

NILS LYKKE. Straight to the point; no beating about the bush—’tis ever my fashion.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Then will you tell me your mission here?
 

NILS LYKKE. Methinks you can partly guess my errand —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Peter Kanzler said something of papers that —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Papers? Ay, true, the papers!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Doubtless you have them with you?
 

NILS LYKKE. Of course; safely bestowed; so safely that I cannot
 at once —— 
     (Appears to search the inner pockets of his doublet; says to
       himself:)
   Who the devil is he? What pretext shall I make? I may be on
 the brink of great discoveries —— 
     (Notices that the Servants are laying the table and lighting
       the lamps in the Banquet Hall, and says to OLAF SKAKTAVL:)
   Ah, I see Lady Inger has taken order for the evening meal. We
 could perhaps better talk of our affairs at table.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Good; as you will.
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). Time gained — all gained!
     (To LADY INGER with a show of great friendliness.)
   And meanwhile we might learn what part Lady Inger Gyldenlove
 purposes to take in our design?
 

LADY INGER. I? — None.
 

NILS LYKKE AND OLAF SKAKTAVL. None!
 

LADY INGER. Can ye marvel, noble Sirs, that I venture not on a game, wherein all is staked on one cast? And that, too, when none of my allies dare trust me fully.
 

NILS LYKKE. That reproach touches not me. I trust you blindly;
 I pray you be assured of that.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Who should believe in you, if not your countrymen?
 

LADY INGER. Truly, — this confidence rejoices me.
 

(Goes to a cupboard in the back wall and fills two goblets with wine.)
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). Curse her, will she slip out of the noose?
 

LADY INGER (hands a goblet to each). And since so it is, I
 offer you a cup of welcome to Ostrat. Drink, noble knights!
 Pledge me to the last drop!
     (Looks from one to the other after they have drunk, and says
       gravely:)
   But now I must tell you — one goblet held a welcome for my friend;
 the other — death for my enemy.
 

NILS LYKKE (throws down the goblet). Ah, I am poisoned!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (at the same time, clutches his sword). Death and
 hell, have you murdered me?
 

LADY INGER (to OLAF SKAKTAVL, pointing to NILS LYKKE.) You see
 the Danes’ trust in Inger Gyldenlove —— 
     (To NILS LYKKE, pointing to OLAF SKAKTAVL.)

 —— and likewise my countrymen’s faith in me!
     (To both of them.)
   And I am to place myself in your power? Gently, noble Sirs — 
 gently! The Lady of Ostrat is not yet in her dotage.
 

(ELINA GYLDENLOVE enters by the door on the left.)
 

ELINA. I heard voices! What is amiss?
 

LADY INGER (to NILS LYKKE). My daughter Elina.
 

NILS LYKKE (softly). Elina! I had not pictured her thus.
 

(ELINA catches sight of NILS LYKKE, and stands still, as in surprise, gazing at him.)
 

LADY INGER (touches her arm). My child — this knight is —— 
 

ELINA (motions her mother back with her hand, still looking intently at him, and says:) There is no need! I see who he is. He is Nils Lykke.
 

NILS LYKKE (aside, to LADY INGER). How? Does she know me?
 Can Lucia have —— ? Can she know —— ?
 

LADY INGER. Hush! She knows nothing.
 

ELINA (to herself). I knew it; — even so must Nils Lykke appear.
 

NILS LYKKE (approaches her). Yes, Elina Gyldenlove, — you have guessed rightly. And as it seems that, in some sense, you know me, — and moreover, as I am your mother’s guest, — you will not deny me the flower-spray you wear in your bosom. So long as it is fresh and fragrant I shall have in it an image of yourself.
 

ELINA (proudly, but still gazing at him). Pardon me, Sir Knight — it was plucked in my own chamber, and there can grow no flower for you.
 

NILS LYKKE (loosening a spray of flowers that he wears in the front of his doublet). At least you will not disdain this humble gift. ‘Twas a farewell token from a courtly lady when I set forth from Trondhiem this morning. — But mark me, noble maiden, — were I to offer you a gift that were fully worthy of you, it could be naught less than a princely crown.
 

ELINA (who has taken the flowers passively). And were it the royal crown of Denmark you held forth to me — before I shared it with you, I would crush it to pieces between my hands, and cast the fragments at your feet!
 

 (Throws down the flowers at his feet, and goes into the
       Banquet Hall.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (mutters to himself). Bold — as Inger Ottisdaughter
 by Knut Alfson’s bier!
 

LADY INGER (softly, after looking alternately at ELINA and NILS
 LYKKE). The wolf can be tamed. Now to forge the fetters.
 

NILS LYKKE (picks up the flowers and gazes in rapture after ELINA).
 God’s holy blood, but she is proud and fair
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

(The Banquet Hall. A high bow-window in the background; a smaller window in front on the left. Several doors on each side. The roof is supported by massive wooden pillars, on which, as well as on the walls, are hung all sorts of weapons. Pictures of saints, knights, and ladies hang in long rows. Pendent from the roof a large many-branched lamp, alight. In front, on the right, an ancient carven high-seat. In the middle of the hall, a table with the remnants of the evening meal.)
 

(ELINA GYLDENLOVE enters from the left, slowly and in deep thought. Her expression shows that she is going over again in her mind the scene with NILS LYKKE. At last she repeats the motion with which she flung away the flowers, and says in a low voice:)
 

ELINA. ——  —— And then he gathered up the fragments of the crown of Denmark — no, ‘twas the flowers — and: “God’s holy blood, but she is proud and fair!” Had he whispered the words in the remotest corner, long leagues from Ostrat, — still had I heard them! How I hate him! How I have always hated him, — this Nils Lykke! — There lives not another man like him, ‘tis said. He plays with women — and treads them under his feet. And it was to him my mother thought to offer me! — How I hate him! They say Nils Lykke is unlike all other men. It is not true! There is nothing strange in him. There are many, many like him! When Biorn used to tell me his tales, all the princes looked as Nils Lykke looks. When I sat lonely here in the hall and dreamed my histories, and my knights came and went, — they were one and all even as he. How strange and how good it is to hate! Never have I known how sweet it can be — till to-night. Ah — not to live a thousand years would I sell the moments I have lived since I saw him!—”God’s holy blood, but she is proud ——  — —”
 

(Goes slowly towards the background, opens the window and looks out. NILS LYKKE comes in by the first door on the right.)
 

NILS LYKKE (to himself). “Sleep well at Ostrat, Sir Knight,” said Inger Gyldenlove as she left me. Sleep well? Ay, it is easily said, but ——  —— Out there, sky and sea in tumult; below, in the grave-vault, a young girl on her bier; the fate of two kingdoms in my hand; and in my breast a withered flower that a woman has flung at my feet. Truly, I fear me sleep will be slow of coming. (Notices ELINA, who has left the window, and is going out on the left.) There she is. Her haughty eyes seem veiled with thought. — Ah, if I but dared — (aloud). Mistress Elina!
 

ELINA (stops at the door). What will you? Why do you pursue me?
 

NILS LYKKE. You err; I pursue you not. I am myself pursued.
 

ELINA. You?
 

NILS LYKKE. By a multitude of thoughts. Therefore ‘tis with
 sleep as with you: — it flees me.
 

ELINA. Go to the window, and there you will find pastime; — a
 storm-tossed sea —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (smiles). A storm-tossed sea? That I may find in
 you as well.
 

ELINA. In me?
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, of that our first meeting has assured me.
 

ELINA. And that offends you?
 

NILS LYKKE. Nay, in nowise; yet I could wish to see you of milder mood.
 

ELINA (proudly). Think you that you will ever have your wish?
 

NILS LYKKE. I am sure of it. I have a welcome word to say to you.
 

ELINA. What is it?
 

NILS LYKKE. Farewell.
 

ELINA (comes a step nearer him). Farewell? You are leaving
 Ostrat — so soon?
 

NILS LYKKE. This very night.
 

ELINA (seems to hesitate for a moment; then says coldly:) Then take my greeting, Sir Knight! (Bows and is about to go.)
 

NILS LYKKE. Elina Gyldenlove, — I have no right to keep you here; but ‘twill be unlike your nobleness if you refuse to hear what I have to say to you.
 

ELINA. I hear you, Sir Knight.
 

NILS LYKKE. I know you hate me.
 

ELINA. You are keen-sighted, I perceive.
 

NILS LYKKE. But I know, too, that I have fully merited your hate. Unseemly and insolent were the words I wrote of you in my letter to Lady Inger.
 

ELINA. It may be; I have not read them.
 

NILS LYKKE. But at least their purport is not unknown to you; I know your mother has not left you in ignorance of the matter; at the least she has told you how I praised the lot of the man who —— ; surely you know the hope I nursed —— 
 

ELINA. Sir Knight — if it is of that you would speak —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. I speak of it only to excuse what I have done; for no other reason, I swear to you. If my fame has reached you — as I have too much cause of fear — before I myself set foot in Ostrat, you must needs know enough of my life not to wonder that in such things I should go to work something boldly. I have met many women, Elina Gyldenlove; but not one have I found unyielding. Such lessons, look you, teach a man to be secure. He loses the habit of roundabout ways —— 
 

ELINA. May be so. I know not of what metal those women can have been. For the rest, you err in thinking ‘twas your letter to my mother that aroused my soul’s hatred and bitterness against you. It is of older date.
 

NILS LYKKE (uneasily). Of older date? What mean you?
 

ELINA. ‘Tis as you guessed: — your fame has gone before you to Ostrat, even as over all the land. Nils Lykke’s name is never spoken save with the name of some woman whom he has beguiled and cast off. Some speak it in wrath, others with laughter and wanton jeering at those weak-souled creatures. But through the wrath and the laughter and the jeers rings the song they have made of you, masterful and insolent as an enemy’s song of triumph. ‘Tis all this that has begotten my hate for you. Your were ever in my thoughts, and I longed to meet you face to face, that you might learn that there are women on whom your soft speeches are lost — if you should think to use them.
 

NILS LYKKE. You judge me unjustly, if you judge from what rumour has told of me. Even if there be truth in all you have heard, — you know not the causes that have made me what I am. — As a boy of seventeen I began my course of pleasure. I have lived full fifteen years since then. Light women granted me all that I would — even before the wish had shaped itself into a prayer; and what I offered them they seized with eager hands. You are the first woman that has flung back a gift of mine with scorn at my feet. Think not I reproach you. Rather I honour you for it, as never before have I honoured woman. But for this I reproach my fate — and the thought is a gnawing pain to me — that I did not meet you sooner ——  —— Elina Gyldenlove! Your mother has told me of you. While far from Ostrat life ran its restless course, you went your lonely way in silence, living in your dreams and histories. Therefore you will understand what I have to tell you. — Know, then, that once I too lived even such a life as yours. Methought that when I stepped forth into the great world, a noble and stately woman would come to meet me, and would beckon me to her and point me the path towards a lofty goal. — I was deceived, Elina Gyldenlove! Women came to meet me; but she was not among them. Ere yet I had come to full manhood, I had learnt to despise them all. Was it my fault? Why were not the others even as you? — I know the fate of your fatherland lies heavy on your soul, and you know the part I have in these affairs ——  — —’Tis said of me that I am false as the sea-foam. Mayhap I am; but if I be, it is women who have made me so. Had I sooner found what I sought, — had I met a woman proud and noble and high-souled even as you, then had my path been different indeed. At this moment, maybe, I had been standing at your side as the champion of all that suffer wrong in Norway’s land. For this I believe: a woman is the mightiest power in the world, and in her hand it lies to guide a man whither God Almighty would have him go.
 

ELINA (to herself). Can it be as he says? Nay nay; there is falsehood in his eyes and deceit on his lips. And yet — no song is sweeter than his words.
 

NILS LYKKE (coming closer, speaks low and more intimately). How often, when you have been sitting here at Ostrat, alone with your changeful thoughts, have you felt your bosom stifling; how often have the roof and walls seemed to shrink together till they crushed your very soul. Then have your longings taken wing with you; then have you yearned to fly far from here, you knew not whither. — How often have you not wandered alone by the fiord; far out a ship has sailed by in fair array, with knights and ladies on her deck with song and music of stringed instruments; — a faint, far-off rumour of great events has reached your ears; — and you have felt a longing in your breast, an unconquerable craving to know all that lies beyond the sea. But you have not understood what ailed you. At times you have thought it was the fate of your fatherland that filled you with all these restless broodings. You deceived yourself; — a maiden so young as you has other food for musing ——  —— Elina Gyldenlove! Have you never had visions of an unknown power — a strong mysterious might, that binds together the destinies of mortals? When you dreamed of knightly jousts and joyous festivals — saw you never in your dreams a knight, who stood in the midst of the gayest rout, with a smile on his lips and with bitterness in his heart, — a knight that had once dreamed a dream as fair as yours, of a woman noble and stately, for whom he went ever seeking, and in vain?
 

ELINA. Who are you, that have power to clothe my most secret thought in words? How can you tell me what I have borne in my inmost soul — and knew it not myself? How know you —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. All that I have told you, I have read in your eyes.
 

ELINA. Never has any man spoken to me as you have. I have
 understood you but dimly; and yet — all, all seems changed since —— 
   (To herself.) Now I understand why they said that Nils Lykke was
 unlike all other.
 

NILS LYKKE. There is one thing in the world that might drive a man to madness, but to think of it; and that is the thought of what might have been if things had fallen out in this way or that. Had I met you on my path while the tree of my life was yet green and budding, at this hour, mayhap, you had been ——  —— But forgive me, noble lady! Our speech of these past few moments has made me forget how we stand one to another. ‘Twas as though a secret voice had told me from the first that to you I could speak openly, without flattery or dissimulation.
 

ELINA. That can you.
 

NILS LYKKE. ‘Tis well; — and it may be that this openness has already in part reconciled us. Ay — my hope is yet bolder. The time may yet come when you will think of the stranger knight without hate or bitterness in your soul. Nay, — mistake me not! I mean not now — but some time, in the days to come. And that this may be the less hard for you — and as I have begun once for all to speak to you plainly and openly — let me tell you —— 
 

ELINA. Sir Knight —— !
 

NILS LYKKE (smiling). Ah, I see the thought of my letter still affrights you. Fear nought on that score. I would from my heart it were unwritten, for — I know ‘twill concern you little enough, so I may even say it right out — for I love you not, and shall never come to you. Fear nothing, therefore, as I said before; I shall in no wise seek to ——  —— But what ails you —— ?
 

ELINA. Me? Nothing, nothing. — Tell me but one thing. Why do you still wear those flowers? What would you with them?
 

NILS LYKKE. These? Are they not a gage of battle you have thrown down to the wicked Nils Lykke on behalf of all womankind? What could I do but take it up? You asked what I would with them. (Softly.) When I stand again amidst the fair ladies of Denmark — when the music of the strings is hushed and there is silence in the hall — then will I bring forth these flowers and tell a tale of a young maiden sitting alone in a gloomy black-beamed hall, far to the north in Norway —— (Breaks off and bows respectfully.) But I fear I keep the noble daughter of the house too long. We shall meet no more; for before day-break I shall be gone. So now I bid you farewell.
 

ELINA. Fare you well, Sir Knight!
 

(A short silence.)
 

NILS LYKKE. Again you are deep in thought, Elina Gyldenlove!
 Is it the fate of your fatherland that weighs upon you still?
 

ELINA (shakes her head, absently gazing straight in front of
 her). My fatherland? — I think not of my fatherland.
 

NILS LYKKE. Then ‘tis the strife and misery of the time that
 cause you dread.
 

ELINA. The time? I have forgotten time ——  —— You go to
 Denmark? Said you not so?
 

NILS LYKKE. I go to Denmark.
 

ELINA. Can I see towards Denmark from this hall?
 

NILS LYKKE (points to the window on the left). Ay, from this window. Denmark lies there, to the south.
 

ELINA. And is it far from here? More than a hundred miles?
 

NILS LYKKE. Much more. The sea lies between you and Denmark.
 

ELINA (to herself). The sea? Thought has seagull’s wings. The sea cannot stay it.
 

(Goes out to the left.)
 

NILS LYKKE (looks after her awhile; then says:) If I could but spare two days now — or even one — I would have her in my power, even as the others. And yet is there rare stuff in this maiden. She is proud. Might I not after all —— ? No; rather humble her ——  —— (Paces the room.) Verily, I believe she has set my blood on fire. Who would have thought it possible after all these years? — Enough of this! I must get out of the tangle I am entwined in here. (Sits in a chair on the right.) What is the meaning of it? Both Olaf Skaktavl and Inger Gyldenlove seem blind to the mistrust ‘twill waken, when ‘tis rumoured that I am in their league. — Or can Lady Inger have seen through my purpose? Can she have seen that all my promises were but designed to lure Nils Sture forth from his hiding-place? (Springs up.) Damnation! Is it I that have been fooled? ‘Tis like enough that Count Sture is not at Ostrat at all? It may be the rumour of his flight was but a feint. He may be safe and sound among his friends in Sweden, while I —— (Walks restlessly up and down.) And to think I was so sure of success! If I should effect nothing? If Lady Inger should penetrate my designs — and publish my discomfiture —— To be a laughing-stock both here and in Denmark! To have sought to lure Lady Inger into a trap — and given her cause the help it most needed — strengthened her in the people’s favour —— ! Ah, I could well-nigh sell myself to the Evil One, would he but help me to lay hands on Count Sture.
 

(The window in the background is pushed open. NILS STENSSON is seen outside.)
 

NILS LYKKE (clutches at his sword). What now?
 

NILS STENSSON (jumps down on to the floor). Ah; here I am at last then!
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). What means this?
 

NILS STENSSON. God’s peace, master!
 

NILS LYKKE. Thanks, good Sir! Methinks yo have chosen a strange
 mode of entrance.
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, what the devil was I to do? The gate was
 shut. Folk must sleep in this house like bears at Yuletide.
 

NILS LYKKE. God be thanked! Know you not that a good conscience
 is the best pillow?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, it must be even so; for all my rattling and
 thundering, I —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. —— You won not in?
 

NILS STENSSON. You have hit it. So I said to myself: As you are bidden to be in Ostrat to-night, if you have to go through fire and water, you may surely make free to creep through a window.
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). Ah, if it should be —— !
     (Moves a step or two nearer.)
 Was it, then, of the last necessity that you should reach Ostrat
 to-night?
 

NILS STENSSON. Was it? Ay, faith but it was. I love not to
 keep folk waiting, I can tell you.
 

NILS LYKKE. Aha, — then Lady Inger Gyldenlove looks for your
 coming?
 

NILS STENSSON. Lady Inger Gyldenlove? Nay, that I can scarce say for certain; (with a sly smile) but there might be some one else —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (smiles in answer). Ah, so there might be some one else?
 

NILS STENSSON. Tell me — are you of the house?
 

NILS LYKKE. I? Well, in so far that I am Lady Inger’s guest
 this evening.
 

NILS STENSSON. A guest? — Is not to-night the third night after
 Martinmas?
 

NILS LYKKE. The third night after —— ? Ay, right enough. — Would you seek the lady of the house at once? I think she is not yet gone to rest. But might you not sit down and rest awhile, dear young Sir? See, here is yet a flagon of wine remaining, and doubtless you will find some food. Come, fall to; you will do wisely to refresh your strength.
 

NILS STENSSON. You are right, Sir; ‘twere not amiss.
     (Sits down by the table and eats and drinks.)
 Both roast meat and sweet cakes! Why, you live like lords here!
 When one has slept, as I have, on the naked ground, and lived on
 bread and water for four or five days —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (looks at him with a smile). Ay, such a life must be hard for one that is wont to sit at the high-table in noble halls —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. Noble halls —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. But now can you take your rest at Ostrat, as long
 as it likes you.
 

NILS STENSSON (pleased). Ay? Can I truly? Then I am not to
 begone again so soon?
 

NILS LYKKE. Nay, that I know not. Sure you yourself can best
 say that.
 

NILS STENSSON (softly). Oh, the devil! (Stretches himself in the chair.) Well, you see—’tis not yet certain. I, for my part, were nothing loath to stay quiet here awhile; but —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. —— But you are not in all points your own master?
 There be other duties and other circumstances —— ?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, that is just the rub. Were I to choose, I would rest me at Ostrat at least the winter through; I have seldom led aught but a soldier’s life —— (Interrupts himself suddenly, fills a goblet, and drinks.) Your health, Sir!
 

NILS LYKKE. A soldier’s life? Hm!
 

NILS STENSSON. Nay, what I would have said is this: I have been eager to see Lady Inger Gyldenlove, whose fame has spread so wide. She must be a queenly woman, — is’t not so? — The one thing I like not in her, is that she shrinks so cursedly from open action.
 

NILS LYKKE. From open action?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay ay, you understand me; I mean she is so loath
 to take a hand in driving the foreign rulers out of the land.
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, you are right. But if you do your best now,
 you will doubtless work her to your will.
 

NILS STENSSON. I? God knows it would but little serve if I —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Yet ‘tis strange you should seek her here if you have so little hope.
 

NILS STENSSON. What mean you? — Tell me, know you Lady Inger?
 

NILS LYKKE. Surely; I am her guest, and —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, but it does not at all follow that you know her. I too am her guest, yet have I never seen so much as her shadow.
 

NILS LYKKE. Yet did you speak of her —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. —— As all folk speak. Why should I not? And besides, I have often enough heard from Peter Kanzler —— 
 

(Stops in confusion, and begins eating again.)
 

NILS LYKKE. You would have said —— ?
 

NILS STENSSON (eating). I? Nay, ‘tis all one.
 

(NILS LYKKE laughs.)
 

NILS STENSSON. Why laugh you, Sir?
 

NILS LYKKE. ‘Tis nought, Sir!
 

NILS STENSSON (drinks). A pretty vintage ye have in this house.
 

NILS LYKKE (approaches him confidentially). Listen — were it not time now to throw off the mask?
 

NILS STENSSON (smiling). The mask? Why, do as seems best to you.
 

NILS LYKKE. Then off with all disguise. You are known, Count
 Sture!
 

NILS STENSSON (with a laugh). Count Sture? Do you too take
 me for Count Sture?
     (Rises from the table.)
 You mistake, Sir; I am not Count Sture.
 

NILS LYKKE. You are not? Then who are you?
 

NILS STENSSON. My name is Nils Stensson.
 

NILS LYKKE (looks at him with a smile). Hm! Nils Stensson? But you are not Sten Sture’s son Nils? The name chimes at least.
 

NILS STENSSON. True enough; but God knows what right I have to bear it. My father I never knew; my mother was a poor peasant- woman, that was robbed and murdered in one of the old feuds. Peter Kanzler chanced to be on the spot; he took me into his care, brought me up, and taught me the trade of arms. As you know, King Gustav has been hunting him this many a year; and I have followed him faithfully, wherever he went.
 

NILS LYKKE. Peter Kanzler has taught you more than the trade of arms, meseems ——  —— Well, well; then you are not Nils Sture. But at least you come from Sweden. Peter Kanzler has sent you here to find a stranger, who —— 
 

NILS STENSSON (nods cunningly). —— Who is found already.
 

NILS LYKKE (somewhat uncertain). And whom you do not know?
 

NILS STENSSON. As little as you know me; for I swear to you by
 God himself: I am not Count Sture!
 

NILS LYKKE. In sober earnest, Sir?
 

NILS STENSSON. As truly as I live! Wherefore should I deny it, if I were?
 

NILS LYKKE. Then where is Count Sture?
 

NILS STENSSON (in a low voice). Ay, that is just the secret.
 

NILS LYKKE (whispers). Which is known to you, is it not?
 

NILS STENSSON (nods). And which I have to tell to you.
 

NILS LYKKE. To me? Well then, — where is he?
 

(NILS STENSSON points upwards.)
 

NILS LYKKE. Up there? Lady Inger holds him hidden in the loft-
 room?
 

NILS STENSSON. Nay, nay; you mistake me. (Looks round cautiously.)
 Nils Sture is in Heaven!
 

NILS LYKKE. Dead? And where?
 

NILS STENSSON. In his mother’s castle, — three weeks since.
 

NILS LYKKE. Ah, you are deceiving me! ‘Tis but five or six days since he crossed the frontier into Norway.
 

NILS STENSSON. Oh, that was I.
 

NILS LYKKE. But just before that the Count had appeared in the Dales. The people were restless already, and on his coming they broke out openly and would have chosen him for king.
 

NILS STENSSON. Ha-ha-ha; that was me too!
 

NILS LYKKE. You?
 

NILS STENSSON. I will tell you how it came about. One day Peter Kanzler called me to him and gave me to know that great things were preparing. He bade me set out for Norway and go to Ostrat, where I must be on a certain fixed day —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (nods). The third night after Martinmas.
 

NILS STENSSON. I was to meet a stranger there —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, right; I am he.
 

NILS STENSSON. He was to tell me what more I had to do. Moreover, I was to let him know that the Count was dead of a sudden, but that as yet ‘twas known to no one save to his mother the Countess, together with Peter Kanzler and a few old servants of the Stures.
 

NILS LYKKE. I understand. The Count was the peasants’ rallying- point. Were the tidings of his death to spread, they would fall asunder, — and the whole project would come to nought.
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, maybe so; I know little of such matters.
 

NILS LYKKE. But how came you to give yourself out for the Count?
 

NILS STENSSON. How came I to —— ? Nay, what know I? Many’s the mad prank I’ve hit on in my day. And yet ‘twas not I hit on it neither; wherever I appeared in the Dales, the people crowded round me and greeted me as Count Sture. Deny it as I pleased,—’twas wasted breath. The Count had been there two years before, they said — and the veriest child knew me again. Well, be it so, thought I; never again will you be a Count in this life; why not try what ‘tis like for once?
 

NILS LYKKE. Well, — and what did you more?
 

NILS STENSSON. I? I ate and drank and took my ease. Pity ‘twas that I must away again so soon. But when I set forth across the frontier — ha-ha-ha — I promised them I would soon be back with three or four thousand men — I know not how many I said — and then we would lay on in earnest.
 

NILS LYKKE. And you did not bethink you that you were acting
 rashly?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, afterwards; but then, to be sure, ‘twas too
 late.
 

NILS LYKKE. It grieves me for you, my young friend; but you will soon come to feel the effects of your folly. Let me tell you that you are pursued. A troop of Swedish men-at-arms is out after you.
 

NILS STENSSON. After me? Ha-ha-ha. Nay, that is rare! And when they come and think they have Count Sture in their clutches — ha-ha-ha!
 

NILS LYKKE (gravely). —— Then farewell to your life.
 

NILS STENSSON. My —— ? But I am not Count Sture.
 

NILS LYKKE. You have called the people to arms. You have given seditious promises, and raised troubles in the land.
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, but ‘twas only in jest!
 

NILS LYKKE. King Gustav will scarce look on the matter in that light.
 

NILS STENSSON. Truly, there is something in what you say. To think I could be such a madman ——  —— Well well, I’m not a dead man yet! You will protect me; and besides — the men-at-arms can scarce be at my heels.
 

NILS LYKKE. But what else have you to tell me?
 

NILS STENSSON. I? Nothing. When once I have given you the packet —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (unguardedly). The packet?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, sure you know —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Ah, right, right; the papers from Peter Kanzler —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. See, here they all are.
 

 (Takes out a packet from inside his doublet, and hands it to
       NILS LYKKE.)
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). Letters and papers for Olaf Skaktavl.
     (To NILS STENSSON.)
   The packet is open, I see. ‘Tis like you know what it contains?
 

NILS STENSSON. No, good sir; I am ill at reading writing; and
 for reason good.
 

NILS LYKKE. I understand; you have given most care to the trade of arms. (Sits down by the table on the right, and runs through the papers.) Aha! Here is light enough and to spare on what is brewing. This small letter tied with a silken thread —— (Examines the address.) This too for Olaf Skaktavl. (Opens the letter, and glances through its contents.) From Peter Kanzler. I thought as much. (Reads under his breath.) “I am hard bested, for —— ; ay, sure enough; here it stands,—”Young Count Sture has been gathered to his fathers, even at the time fixed for the revolt to break forth”—” — but all may yet be made good — —” What now? (Reads on in astonishment.) “You must know, then, Olaf Skaktavl, that the young man who brings you this letter is a son of — —” Heaven and earth — can it be so? — Ay, by Christ’s blood, even so ‘tis written! (Glances at NILS STENSSON.) Can he be —— ? Ah, if it were so! (Reads on.) “I have nurtured him since he was a year old; but up to this day I have ever refused to give him back, trusting to have in him a sure hostage for Inger Gyldenlove’s faithfulness to us and to our friends. Yet in that respect he has been of but little service to us. You may marvel that I told you not this secret when you were with me here of late; therefore will I confess freely that I feared you might seize upon him, even as I had done. But now, when you have seen Lady Inger, and have doubtless assured yourself how loath she is to have a hand in our undertaking, you will see that ‘tis wisest to give her back her own as soon as may be. Well might it come to pass that in her joy and security and thankfulness—” — —” — that is now our last hope.” (Sits for awhile as though struck dumb with surprise; then exclaims in a low voice:) Aha, — what a letter! Gold would not buy it!
 

NILS STENSSON. ‘Tis plain I have brought you weighty tidings.
 Ay, ay, — Peter Kanzler has many irons in the fire, folk say.
 

NILS LYKKE (to himself). What to do with all this? A thousand
 paths are open to me —— Suppose I —— ? No, ‘twere to risk too
 much. But if — ah, if I —— ? I will venture it.
     (Tears the letter across, crumples up the pieces, and hides
       them inside his doublet; puts back the other papers into
       the packet, which he sticks inside his belt; rises and says:)
 A word, my friend!
 

NILS STENSSON. Well — your looks say that the game goes bravely.
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, by my soul it does. You have given me a hand
 of nought but court cards, — queens and knaves and —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. But what of me, that have brought all these good
 tidings? Have I nought more to do?
 

NILS LYKKE. You? Ay, that have you. You belong to the game.
 You are a king — and king of trumps too.
 

NILS STENSSON. I a king? Oh, now I understand; you are thinking
 of my exaltation —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Your exaltation?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay; that which you foretold me, if King Gustav’s men got me in their clutches —— 
 

(Makes a motion to indicate hanging.)
 

NILS LYKKE. True enough; — but let that trouble you no more. It now lies with yourself alone whether within a month you shall have the hempen noose or a chain of gold about your neck.
 

NILS STENSSON. A chain of gold? And it lies with me?
 

(NILS LYKKE nods.)
 

NILS STENSSON. Why then, the devil take musing! Do you tell me what I am to do.
 

NILS LYKKE. I will. But first you must swear me a solemn oath that no living creature in the wide world shall know what I am to tell you.
 

NILS STENSSON. Is that all? You shall have ten oaths if you will.
 

NILS LYKKE. Not so lightly, young Sir! It is no jesting matter.
 

NILS STENSSON. Well well; I am grave enough.
 

NILS LYKKE. In the Dales you called yourself a Count’s son; — 
 is’t not so?
 

NILS STENSSON. Nay — begin you now on that again? Have I not
 made free confession —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. You mistake me. What you said in the Dales was the
 truth.
 

NILS STENSSON. The truth? What mean you by that? Tell me but —— !
 

NILS LYKKE. First your oath! The holiest, the most inviolable
 you can swear.
 

NILS STENSSON. That you shall have. Yonder on the wall hangs
 the picture of the Holy Virgin —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. The Holy Virgin has grown impotent of late. Know
 you not what the monk of Wittenberg maintains?
 

NILS STENSSON. Fie! how can you heed the monk of Wittenberg?
 Peter Kanzler says he is a heretic.
 

NILS LYKKE. Nay, let us not wrangle concerning him. Here can I show you a saint will serve full well to make oath to. (Points to a picture hanging on one of the panels.) Come hither, — swear that you will be silent till I myself release your tongue — silent, as you hope for Heaven’s salvation for yourself and for the man whose picture hangs there.
 

NILS STENSSON (approaching the picture). I swear it — so help
 me God’s holy word!
     (Falls back a step in amazement.)
 But — Christ save me —— !
 

NILS LYKKE. What now?
 

NILS STENSSON. The picture —— ! Sure ‘tis myself!
 

NILS LYKKE. ‘Tis old Sten Sture, even as he lived and moved in his youthful years.
 

NILS STENSSON. Sten Sture! — And the likeness —— ? And — said you not I spoke the truth, when I called myself a Count’s son? Was’t not so?
 

NILS LYKKE. So it was.
 

NILS STENSSON. Ah, I have it, I have it! I am —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. You are Sten Sture’s son, good Sir.
 

NILS STENSSON (with the quiet of amazement). I Sten Sture’s son!
 

NILS LYKKE. On the mother’s side too your blood is noble. Peter Kanzler spoke not the truth, if he said that a poor peasant woman was your mother.
 

NILS STENSSON. Oh strange, oh marvellous! — But can I believe —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. You may believe all I tell you. But remember, all this will be merely your ruin, if you should forget what you swore to me by your father’s salvation.
 

NILS STENSSON. Forget it? Nay, that you may be sure I never shall. — But you to whom I have given my word, — tell me — who are you?
 

NILS LYKKE. My name is Nils Lykke.
 

NILS STENSSON (surprised). Nils Lykke? Surely not the Danish
 Councillor?
 

NILS LYKKE. Even so.
 

NILS STENSSON. And it was you —— ? ‘Tis strange. How come you —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. —— To be receiving missives from Peter Kanzler?
 You marvel at that?
 

NILS STENSSON. I cannot deny it. He has ever named you as our
 bitterest foe —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. And therefore you mistrust me?
 

NILS STENSSON. Nay, not wholly that; but — well, the devil take musing!
 

NILS LYKKE. Well said. Go but your own way, and you are as sure of the halter as you are of a Count’s title and a chain of gold if you trust to me.
 

NILS STENSSON. That will I. My hand upon it, dear Sir! Do you but help me with good counsel as long as there is need; when counsel gives place to blows I shall look to myself.
 

NILS LYKKE. It is well. Come with me now into yonder chamber, and I will tell you how all these matters stand, and what you have still to do.
 

(Goes out to the right.)
 

NILS STENSSON (with a glance at the picture). I Sten Sture’s son! Oh, marvellous as a dream — !
 

(Goes out after NILS LYKKE.)
 






  








ACT FOURTH.
 

(The Banquet Hall, as before, but without the supper-table.)
 

(BIORN, the major-domo, enters carrying a lighted branch-candlestick, and lighting in LADY INGER and OLAF SKAKTAVL by the second door, on the left. LADY INGER has a bundle of papers in her hand.)
 

LADY INGER (to BIORN). And you are sure my daughter spoke with the knight, here in the hall?
 

BIORN (putting down the branch-candlestick on the table on the left). Sure as may be. I met her even as she stepped into the passage.
 

LADY INGER. And she seemed greatly moved? Said you not so?
 

BIORN. She looked all pale and disturbed. I asked if she were sick; she answered not, but said: “Go to mother and tell her the knight sets forth ere daybreak; if she have letters or messages for him, beg her not to delay him needlessly.” And then she added somewhat that I heard not rightly.
 

LADY INGER. Did you not hear it at all?
 

BIORN. It sounded to me as though she said:—”I almost fear he has already stayed too long at Ostrat.”
 

LADY INGER. And the knight? Where is he?
 

BIORN. In his chamber belike, in the gate-wing.
 

LADY INGER. It is well. What I have to send by him is ready.
 Go to him and say I await him here in the hall.
 

(BIORN goes out to the right.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Know you, Lady Inger,—’tis true that in such things I am blind as a mole; yet seems it to me as though — hm!
 

LADY INGER. Well?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. —— As though Nils Lykke loved your daughter.
 

LADY INGER. Then it seems you are not so blind after all; I am the more deceived if you be not right. Marked you not at supper how eagerly he listened to the least word I let fall concerning Elina?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. He forgot both food and drink.
 

LADY INGER. And our secret business as well.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ay, and what is more — the papers from Peter Kanzler.
 

LADY INGER. And from all this you conclude —— ?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. From all this I chiefly conclude that, as you know
 Nils Lykke and the name he bears, especially as concerns women —— 
 

LADY INGER. —— I should be right glad to know him outside my
 gates?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ay; and that as soon as may be.
 

LADY INGER (smiling). Nay — the case is just the contrary, Olaf
 Skaktavl!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. How mean you?
 

LADY INGER. If things be as we both think, Nils Lykke must in nowise depart from Ostrat yet awhile.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (looks at her with disapproval). Are you beginning on crooked courses again, Lady Inger? What scheme have you now in your mind? Something that may increase your own power at the cost of our —— 
 

LADY INGER. Oh this blindness, that makes you all unjust to me! I see well you think I purpose to make Nils Lykke my daughter’s husband. Were such a thought in my mind, why had I refused to take part in what is afoot in Sweden, when Nils Lykke and all the Danish crew seem willing to support it?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Then if it be not your wish to win him and bind him to you — what would you with him?
 

LADY INGER. I will tell you in few words. In a letter to me, Nils Lykke has spoken of the high fortune it were to be allied to our house; and I do not say but, for a moment, I let myself think of the matter.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ay, see you!
 

LADY INGER. To wed Nils Lykke to one of my house were doubtless a great step toward reconciling many jarring forces in our land.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Meseems your daughter Merete’s marriage with Vinzents Lunge might have taught you the cost of such a step as this. Scarce had my lord gained a firm footing in our midst, when he began to make free with both our goods and our rights —— 
 

LADY INGER. I know it even too well, Olaf Skaktavl! But times there be when my thoughts are manifold and strange. I cannot impart them fully either to you or to any one else. Often I know not what were best for me. And yet — a second time to choose a Danish lord for a son-in-law, — nought but the uttermost need could drive me to that resource; and heaven be praised — things have not yet come to that!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. I am no wiser than before, Lady Inger; — why would you keep Nils Lykke at Ostrat?
 

LADY INGER (softly). Because I owe him an undying hate. Nils Lykke has done me deadlier wrong than any other man. I cannot tell you wherein it lies; but I shall never rest till I am avenged on him. See you not now? Say that Nils Lykke were to love my daughter — as meseems were like enough. I will persuade him to remain here; he shall learn to know Elina well. She is both fair and wise. — Ah if he should one day come before me, with hot love in his heart, to beg for her hand! Then — to chase him away like a hound; to drive him off with jibes and scorn; to make it known over all the land that Nils Lykke had come a-wooing to Ostrat in vain! I tell you I would give ten years of my life but to see that day!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. In faith and truth, Inger Gyldenlove — is this your purpose towards him?
 

LADY INGER. This and nought else, as sure as God lives! Trust me, Olaf Skaktavl, I mean honestly by my countrymen; but I am in no way my own master. Things there be that must be kept hidden, or ‘twere my death-blow. But let me once be safe on that side, and you shall see if I have forgotten the oath I swore by Knut Alfson’s corpse.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (shakes her by the hand). Thanks for those words! I am loath indeed to think evil of you. — Yet, touching your design towards this knight, methinks ‘tis a dangerous game you would play. What if you had misreckoned? What if your daughter —— ? ‘Tis said no woman can stand against this subtle devil.
 

LADY INGER. My daughter? Think you that she —— ? Nay, have no fear of that; I know Elina better. All she has heard of his renown has but made her hate him the more. You saw with your own eyes —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ay, but — a woman’s mind is shifting ground to
 build on. ‘Twere best you looked well before you.
 

LADY INGER. That will I, be sure; I will watch them narrowly. But even were he to succeed in luring her into his toils, I have but to whisper two words in her ear, and —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. What then?
 

LADY INGER. —— She will shrink from him as though he were sent by the foul Tempter himself. Hist, Olaf Skaktavl! Here he comes. Now be cautious.
 

(NILS LYKKE enters by the foremost door on the right.)
 

NILS LYKKE (approaches LADY INGER courteously). My noble hostess
 has summoned me.
 

LADY INGER. I have learned through my daughter that you are
 minded to leave us to-night.
 

NILS LYKKE. Even so, to my sorrow; — since my business at Ostrat
 is over.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Not before I have the papers.
 

NILS LYKKE. True, true. I had well-nigh forgotten the weightiest part of my errand. ‘Twas the fault of our noble hostess. With such pleasant skill did she keep her guests in talk at the table —— 
 

LADY INGER. That you no longer remembered what had brought you hither? I rejoice to hear it; For that was my design. Methought that if my guest, Nils Lykke, were to feel at ease in Ostrat, he must forget —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. What, lady?
 

LADY INGER. —— First of all his errand — and then all that had gone before it.
 

NILS LYKKE (to OLAF SKAKTAVL, while he takes out the packet and hands it to him). The papers from Peter Kanzler. You will find them a full account of our partizans in Sweden.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. It is well.
 

 (Sits down by the table on the left, where he opens the packet
       and examines its contents.)
 

NILS LYKKE. And now, Lady Inger Gyldenlove — I know not that
 aught remains to keep me here.
 

LADY INGER. Were it things of state alone that had brought us
 together, you might be right. But I should be loath to think so.
 

NILS LYKKE. You would say —— ?
 

LADY INGER. I would say that ‘twas not alone as a Danish Councillor or as the ally of Peter Kanzler that Nils Lykke came to be my guest. — Do I err in fancying that somewhat you may have heard down in Denmark may have made you desirous of closer acquaintance with the Lady of Ostrat.
 

NILS LYKKE. Far be it from me to deny —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (turning over the papers). Strange. No letter.
 

NILS LYKKE. —— Lady Inger Gyldenlove’s fame is all too widely spread that I should not long have been eager to see her face to face.
 

LADY INGER. So I thought. But what, then, is an hour’s jesting talk at the supper-table? Let us try to sweep away all that has separated us till now; it may well happen that the Nils Lykke I know may wipe out the grudge I bore the one I knew not. Prolong your stay here but a few days, Sir Councillor! I dare not persuade Olaf Skaktavl thereto, since his secret charge in Sweden calls him hence. But as for you, doubtless your sagacity has placed all things beforehand in such train, that your presence can scarce be needed. Trust me, your time shall not pass tediously with us; at least you will find me and my daughter heartily desirous to do all we may to pleasure you.
 

NILS LYKKE. I doubt neither your goodwill toward me nor your daughter’s; of that I have had full proof. And you will doubtless allow that the necessity which calls for my presence elsewhere must be more vital, since, despite your kindness, I must declare my longer stay at Ostrat impossible.
 

LADY INGER. Is it even so! — Know you, Sir Councillor, were I evilly disposed, I might fancy you had come to Ostrat to try a fall with me, and that, having lost, you like not to linger on the battlefield among the witnesses of your defeat.
 

NILS LYKKE (smiling). There might be some show of reason for such a reading of the case; but sure it is that as yet I hold not the battle lost.
 

LADY INGER. Be that as it may, it might at any rate be retrieved, if you would tarry some days with us. You see yourself, I am still doubting and wavering at the parting of the ways, — persuading my redoubtable assailant not to quit the field. — Well, to speak plainly, the thing is this: your alliance with the disaffected in Sweden still seems to me somewhat — ay, what shall I call it? — somewhat miraculous, Sir Councillor! I tell you this frankly, dear Sir! The thought that has moved the King’s Council to this secret step is in truth most politic; but it is strangely at variance with the deeds of certain of your countrymen in bygone years. Be not offended, then, if my trust in your fair promises needs to be somewhat strengthened ere I can place my whole welfare in your hands.
 

NILS LYKKE. A longer stay at Ostrat would scarce help towards that end; since I purpose not to make any further effort to shake your resolution.
 

LADY INGER. Then must I pity you from my heart. Ay, Sir Councillor—’tis true I stand here an unfriended widow; yet may you trust my word when I prophesy that this visit to Ostrat will strew your future path with thorns.
 

NILS LYKKE (with a smile). Is that your prophecy, Lady Inger?
 

LADY INGER. Truly it is! What can one say dear Sir? ‘Tis a calumnious age. Many a scurril knave will make scornful rhymes concerning you. Ere half a year is out, you will be all men’s fable; people will stop and gaze after you on the high roads; ‘twill be: “Look, look; there rides Sir Nils Lykke, that fared north to Ostrat to trap Inger Gyldenlove, and was caught in his own nets.” — Nay nay, why so impatient, Sir Knight! ‘Tis not that I think so; I do but forecast the thought of the malicious and evil-minded; and of them, alas! there are many. — Ay, ‘tis shame; but so it is — you will reap nought but mockery — mockery, because a woman was craftier than you. “Like a cunning fox,” men will say, “he crept into Ostrat; like a beaten hound he slunk away.” — And one thing more: think you not that Peter Kanzler and his friends will forswear your alliance, when ‘tis known that I venture not to fight under a standard borne by you?
 

NILS LYKKE. You speak wisely, lady! And so, to save myself from mockery — and further, to avoid breaking with all our dear friends in Sweden — I must needs —— 
 

LADY INGER (hastily). —— prolong your stay at Ostrat?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (who has been listening). He is in the trap!
 

NILS LYKKE. No, my noble lady; — I must needs bring you to terms within this hour.
 

LADY INGER. But what if you should fail?
 

NILS LYKKE. I shall not fail.
 

LADY INGER. You lack not confidence, it seems.
 

NILS LYKKE. What shall we wager that you make not common cause with myself and Peter Kanzler?
 

LADY INGER. Ostrat Castle against your knee-buckles.
 

NILS LYKKE (points to himself and cries:) Olaf Skaktavl — here stands the master of Ostrat!
 

LADY INGER. Sir Councillor —— !
 

NILS LYKKE (to LADY INGER). I accept not the wager; for in a moment you will gladly give Ostrat Castle, and more to boot, to be freed from the snare wherein not I but you are tangled.
 

LADY INGER. Your jest, Sir, grows a vastly merry one.
 

NILS LYKKE. ‘Twill be merrier yet — at least for me. You boast that you have overreached me. You threaten to heap on me all men’s scorn and mockery. Ah, beware that you stir not up my vengefulness; For with two words I can bring you to your knees at my feet.
 

LADY INGER. Ha-ha ——  —— !
     (Stops suddenly, as if struck by a foreboding.)
 And the two words, Nils Lykke? — the two words —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. —— The secret of Sten Sture’s son and yours.
 

LADY INGER (with a shriek). Oh, Jesus Christ —— !
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Inger Gyldenlove’s son! What say you?
 

LADY INGER (half kneeling to NILS LYKKE). Mercy! oh be merciful

 —— !
 

NILS LYKKE (raises her up). Collect yourself, and let us talk
 calmly.
 

LADY INGER (in a low voice, as though bewildered). Did you hear it, Olaf Skaktavl? or was it but a dream? Heard you what he said?
 

NILS LYKKE. It was no dream, Lady Inger!
 

LADY INGER. And you know it! You, — you! — Where is he then?
 Where have you got him? What would you do with him? (Screams.)
 Do not kill him, Nils Lykke! Give him back to me! Do not kill
 my child!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ah, I begin to understand —— 
 

LADY INGER. And this fear —— this torturing dread! Through all these years it has been ever with me ——  —— and then all fails at last, and I must bear this agony! — Oh Lord my God, is it right of thee? Was it for this thou gavest him to me? (Controls herself and says with forced composure:) Nils Lykke — tell me one thing. Where have you got him? Where is he?
 

NILS LYKKE. With his foster-father.
 

LADY INGER. Still with his foster-father. Oh, that merciless man —— ! For ever to deny my prayers. — But it must not go on thus! Help me, Olaf Skaktavl!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. I?

NILS LYKKE. There will be no need, if only you —— 
 

LADY INGER. Hearken, Sir Councillor! What you know you shall know thoroughly. And you too, my old and faithful friend —— ! Listen then. To-night you bade me call to mind that fatal day when Knut Alfson was slain at Oslo. You bade me remember the promise I made as I stood by his corpse amid the bravest men in Norway. I was scarce full-grown then; but I felt God’s strength in me, and methought, as many have thought since, that the Lord himself had set his mark on me and chosen me to fight in the forefront for my country’s cause. Was it vanity? Or was it a calling from on high? That I have never clearly known. But woe to him that has a great mission laid upon him. For seven years I fear not to say that I kept my promise faithfully. I stood by my countrymen in all their miseries. All my playmates were now wives and mothers. I alone could give ear to no wooer — not to one. That you know best, Olaf Skaktavl! Then I saw Sten Sture for the first time. Fairer man had never met my sight.
 

NILS LYKKE. Ah, now it grows clear to me! Sten Sture was then in Norway on a secret errand. We Danes were not to know that he wished your friends well.
 

LADY INGER. Disguised as a mean serving-man he lived a whole winter under one roof with me. That winter I thought less and less of the country’s weal ——  —— . So fair a man had I never seen, and I had lived well-nigh five-and-twenty years. Next autumn Sten Sture came once more; and when he departed again he took with him, in all secrecy, a little child. “Twas not folk’s evil tongues I feared; but our cause would have suffered had it got about the Sten Sture stood so near to me. The child was given to Peter Kanzler to rear. I waited for better times, that were soon to come. They never came. Sten Sture took a wife two years later in Sweden, and, dying, left a widow —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. —— And with her a lawful heir to his name and rights.
 

LADY INGER. Time after time I wrote to Peter Kanzler and besought him to give me back my child. But he was ever deaf to my prayers. “Cast in your lot with us once for all,” he said, “and I send your son back to Norway; not before.” But ‘twas even that I dared not do. We of the disaffected party were then ill regarded by many timorous folk. If these had got tidings of how things stood — oh, I know it! — to cripple the mother they had gladly meted to the child the fate that would have been King Christiern’s had he not saved himself by flight. But besides that, the Danes were active. They spared neither threats nor promises to force me to join them.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. ‘Twas but reason. The eyes of all men were fixed on you as the vane that should show them how to shape their course.
 

LADY INGER. Then came Herlof Hyttefad’s revolt. Do you remember that time, Olaf Skaktavl? Was it not as though the whole land was filled with the sunlight of a new spring. Mighty voices summoned me to come forth; — yet I dared not. I stood doubting — far from the strife — in my lonely castle. At times it seemed as though the Lord God himself were calling me; but then would come the killing dread again to paralyse my will. “Who will win?” that was the question that was ever ringing in my ears. ‘Twas but a short spring that had come to Norway. Herlof Hyttefad, and many more with him, were broken on the wheel during the months that followed. None could call me to account; yet there lacked not covert threats from Denmark. What if they knew the secret? At last methought they must know; I knew not how else to understand their words. ‘Twas even in that time of agony that Gyldenlove the High Steward, came hither and sought me in marriage. Let any mother that has feared for her child think herself in my place! — and homeless in the hearts of my countrymen. Then came the quiet years. There was now no whisper of revolt. Our masters might grind us down even as heavily as they listed. There were times when I loathed myself. What had I to do? Nought but to endure terror and scorn and bring forth daughters into the world. My daughters! God forgive me if I have had no mother’s heart towards them. My wifely duties were as serfdom to me; how then could I love my daughters? Oh, how different with my son! He was the child of my very soul. He was the one thing that brought to mind the time when I was a woman and nought but a woman — and him they had taken from me! He was growing up among strangers, who might sow in him the seed of destruction! Olaf Skaktavl — had I wandered like you on the lonely hills, hunted and forsaken, in winter and storm — if I had but held my child in my arms, — trust me, I had not sorrowed and wept so sore as I have sorrowed and wept for him from his birth even to this hour.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. There is my hand. I have judged you too hardly, Lady Inger! Command me even as before; I will obey. — Ay, by all the saints, I know what it is to sorrow for a child.
 

LADY INGER. Yours was slain by bloody men. But what is death to the restless terror of all these long years?
 

NILS LYKKE. Mark, then—’tis in your power to end this terror. You have but to reconcile the opposing parties, and neither will think of seizing on your child as a pledge of your faith.
 

LADY INGER (to herself). This is the vengeance of Heaven.
 (Looks at him.) In one word, what do you demand?
 

NILS LYKKE. I demand first that you shall call the people of the northern districts to arms, in support of the disaffected in Sweden.
 

LADY INGER. And next —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. —— that you do your best to advance young Count
 Sture’s ancestral claim to the throne of Sweden.
 

LADY INGER. His? You demand that I —— ?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (softly). It is the wish of many Swedes, and ‘twould serve our turn too.
 

NILS LYKKE. You hesitate, lady? You tremble for your son’s safety. What better can you wish than to see his half-brother on the throne?
 

LADY INGER (in thought). True — true —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (looks at her sharply). Unless there be other plans afoot —— 
 

LADY INGER. What mean you?
 

NILS LYKKE. Inger Gyldenlove might have a mind to be a — a
 kings mother.
 

LADY INGER. No, no! Give me back my child, and let who will
 have the crowns.
   But know you so surely that Count Sture is willing —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. Of that he will himself assure you.
 

LADY INGER. Himself?
 

NILS LYKKE. Even now.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. How now?
 

LADY INGER. What say you?
 

NILS LYKKE. In one word, Count Sture is in Ostrat.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Here?
 

NILS LYKKE (to LADY INGER). You have doubtless been told that another rode through the gate along with me? The Count was my attendant.
 

LADY INGER (softly). I am in his power. I have no longer any
 choice.
     (Looks at him and says:)
 ‘Tis well, Sir Councillor — I will assure you of my support.
 

NILS LYKKE. In writing?
 

LADY INGER. As you will.
 

 (Goes to the table on the left, sits down, and takes writing
       materials from the drawer.)
 

NILS LYKKE (aside, standing by the table on the right). At last,
 then, I win!
 

LADY INGER (after a moment’s thought, turns suddenly in her chair to OLAF SKAKTAVL and whispers). Olaf Skaktavl — I am certain of it now — Nils Lykke is a traitor!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (softly). What? You think —— ?
 

LADY INGER. He has treachery in his heart
 

(Lays the paper before her and dips the pen in the ink.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. And yet you would give him a written promise
 that may be your ruin?
 

LADY INGER. Hush; leave me to act. Nay, wait and listen
 first —— 
 

(Talks with him in a whisper.)
 

NILS LYKKE (softly, watching them). Ah, take counsel together as much as ye list! All danger is over now. With her written consent in my pocket, I can denounce her when I please. A secret message to Jens Bielke this very night. — I tell him but the truth — that the young Count Sture is not at Ostrat. And then to-morrow, when the road is open — to Trondhiem with my young friend, and thence by ship to Copenhagen with him as my prisoner. Once we have him safe in the castle-tower, we can dictate to Lady Inger what terms we will. And I —— ? Methinks after this the King will scarce place the French mission in other hands than mine.
 

LADY INGER (still whispering to OLAF SKAKTAVL). Well, you understand me?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ay, fully. Let us risk it.
 

(Goes out by the back, to the right. NILS STENSSON comes in by the first door on the right, unseen by LADY INGER, who has begun to write.)
 

NILS STENSSON (in a low voice). Sir Knight, — Sir Knight!
 

NILS LYKKE (moves towards him). Rash boy! What would you here?
 Said I not you were to wait within until I called you?
 

NILS STENSSON. How could I? Now you have told me that Inger Gyldenlove is my mother, I thirst more than ever to see her face to face —— Oh, it is she! How proud and lofty she seems! Even thus did I ever picture her. Fear not, dear Sir, I shall do nought rashly. Since I have learnt this secret, I feel, as it were, older and wiser. I will no longer be wild and heedless; I will be even as other well-born youths. — Tell me, — knows she that I am here? Surely you have prepared her?
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, sure enough; but —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. Well?
 

NILS LYKKE. —— She will not own you for her son.
 

NILS STENSSON. Will not own me? But she is my mother. — Oh, if there be no other way — (takes out a ring which he wears on a cord round his neck) — show her this ring. I have worn it since my earliest childhood; she must surely know its history.
 

NILS LYKKE. Hide the ring, man! Hide it, I say! You mistake me. Lady Inger doubts not at all that you are her child; but — ay, look about you; look at all this wealth; look at these mighty ancestors and kinsmen whose pictures deck the walls both high and low; look lastly at herself, the haughty dame, used to bear sway as the first noblewoman in the kingdom. Think you it can be to her mind to take a poor ignorant youth by the hand before all men’s eyes and say: Behold my son!
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, you are right, I am poor and ignorant. I have nought to offer her in return for what I crave. Oh, never have I felt my poverty weigh on me till this hour! But tell me — what think you I should do to win her love? Tell me, dear Sir; sure you must know.
 

NILS LYKKE. You must win your father’s kingdom. But until that may be, look well that you wound not her ears by hinting at kinship or the like. She will bear her as though she believed you to be the real Count Sture, until you have made yourself worthy to be called her son.
 

NILS STENSSON. Oh, but tell me —— !
 

NILS LYKKE. Hush; hush!
 

LADY INGER (rises and hands him a paper). Sir Knight — here is my promise.
 

NILS LYKKE. I thank you.
 

LADY INGER (notices NILS STENSSON). Ah, — this young man is —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. Ay, Lady Inger, he is Count Sture.
 

LADY INGER (aside, looks at him stealthily). Feature for
 feature; — ay, by God, — it is Sten Sture’s son!
     (Approaches him and says with cold courtesy.)
   I bid you welcome under my roof, Count! It rests with you whether
 or not we shall bless this meeting a year hence.
 

NILS STENSSON. With me? Oh, do but tell me what I must do!
 Trust me, I have courage and good-will enough —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (listens uneasily). What is this noise and uproar, Lady Inger? There are people pressing hitherward. What does this mean?
 

LADY INGER (in a loud voice). ‘Tis the spirits awaking!
 

(OLAF SKAKTAVL, EINAR HUK, BIORN, FINN, and a number of Peasants and Retainers come in from the back, on the right.)
 

THE PEASANTS AND RETAINERS. Hail to Lady Inger Gyldenlove!
 

LADY INGER (to OLAF SKAKTAVL). Have you told them what is in hand?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. I have told them all they need to know.
 

LADY INGER (to the Crowd). Ay, now, my faithful house-folk and peasants, now must ye arm you as best you can and will. What I forbade you to-night you have now my fullest leave to do. And here I present to you the young Count Sture, the coming ruler of Sweden — and Norway too, if God will it so.
 

THE WHOLE CROWD. Hail to him! Hail to Count Sture!
 

(General excitement. The Peasants and Retainers choose out weapons and put on breastplates and helmets, amid great noise.)
 

NILS LYKKE (softly and uneasily). The spirits awaking, she said? I but feigned to conjure up the devil of revolt—’twere a cursed spite if he got the upper hand of us.
 

LADY INGER (to NILS STENSSON). Here I give you the first earnest of our service — thirty mounted men, to follow you as bodyguard. Trust me — ere you reach the frontier many hundreds will have ranged themselves under my banner and yours. Go, then, and God be with you!
 

NILS STENSSON. Thanks, — Inger Gyldenlove! Thanks — and be sure that you shall never have cause to shame you for — for Count Sture! If you see me again I shall have won my father’s kingdom.
 

NILS LYKKE (to himself). Ay, if she see you again!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. The horses wait, good fellows! Are ye ready?
 

THE PEASANTS. Ay, ay, ay!
 

NILS LYKKE (uneasily, to LADY INGER). What? You mean not to- night, even now —— ?
 

LADY INGER. This very moment, Sir Knight!
 

NILS LYKKE. Nay, nay, impossible!
 

LADY INGER. I have said it.
 

NILS LYKKE (softly, to NILS STENSSON). Obey her not!
 

NILS STENSSON. How can I otherwise? I will; I must!
 

NILS LYKKE (with authority). And me!
 

NILS STENSSON. I shall keep my word; be sure of that. The secret shall not pass my lips till you yourself release me. But she is my mother!
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). And Jens Bielke in wait on the road!
 Damnation! He will snatch the prize out of my fingers —— 
     (To LADY INGER.)
 Wait till to-morrow!
 

LADY INGER (to NILS STENSSON). Count Sture — do you obey me or
 not?
 

NILS STENSSON. To horse! (Goes up towards the background).
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). Unhappy boy! He knows not what he does.
     (To LADY INGER.)
   Well, since so it must be, — farewell!
 

(Bows hastily, and begins to move away.)
 

LADY INGER (detains him). Nay, stay! Not so, Sir Knight, — not so!
 

NILS LYKKE. What mean you?
 

LADY INGER (in a low voice). Nils Lykke — you are a traitor! Hush! Let no one see there is dissension in the camp of the leaders. You have won Peter Kanzler’s trust by some devilish cunning that as yet I see not through. You have forced me to rebellious acts — not to help our cause, but to further your own plots, whatever they may be. I can draw back no more. But think not therefore that you have conquered! I shall contrive to make you harmless —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (lays his hand involuntarily on his sword). Lady
 Inger!
 

LADY INGER. Be calm, Sir Councillor! Your life is safe. But
 you come not outside the gates of Ostrat before victory is ours.
 

NILS LYKKE. Death and destruction!
 

LADY INGER. It boots not to resist. You come not from this
 place. So rest you quiet; ‘tis your wisest course.
 

NILS LYKKE (to himself). Ah, — I am overreached. She has been
 craftier than I. (A thought strikes him.) But if I yet —— ?
 

LADY INGER (to OLAF SKAKTAVL). Ride with Count Sture’s troops
 to the frontier; then without pause to Peter Kanzler, and bring
 me back my child. Now has he no longer any plea for keeping from
 me what is my own.
     (Adds, as OLAF SKAKTAVL is going:)
   Wait; a token. — He that wears Sten Sture’s ring is my son.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. By all the saints, you shall have him!
 

LADY INGER. Thanks, — thanks, my faithful friend!
 

NILS LYKKE (to FINN, whom he has beckoned to him unobserved, and with whom he has been whispering). Good — now manage to slip out. Let none see you. The Swedes are in ambush two miles hence. Tell the commander that Count Sture is dead. The young man you see there must not be touched. Tell the commander so. Tell him the boy’s life is worth thousands to me.
 

FINN. It shall be done.
 

LADY INGER (who has meanwhile been watching NILS LYKKE). And now go, all of you; go with God! (Points to NILS LYKKE.) This noble knight cannot find it in his heart to leave his friends at Ostrat so hastily. He will abide here with me till the tidings of your victory arrive.
 

NILS LYKKE (to himself). Devil!
 

NILS STENSSON (seizes his hand). Trust me — you shall not have
 long to wait!
 

NILS LYKKE. It is well; it is well! (Aside.) All may yet be
 saved. If only my message reach Jens Bielke in time —— 
 

LADY INGER (to EINAR HUK, the bailiff, pointing to FINN). And
 let that man be placed under close guard in the castle dungeon.
 

FINN. Me?
 

THE BAILIFF AND THE SERVANTS. Finn!
 

NILS LYKKE (aside). My last anchor gone!
 

LADY INGER (imperatively). To the dungeon with him!
 

 (EINAR HUK, BIORN, and a couple of the house-servants lead
       FINN out to the left.)
 

ALL THE REST (except NILS LYKKE, rushing out to the right).
 Away! To horse, — to horse! Hail to Lady Inger Gyldenlove!
 

LADY INGER (passes close to NILS LYKKE as she follows the others).
 Who wins?
 

NILS LYKKE (remains alone). Who? Ay, woe to you; — your victory will cost you dear. I wash my hands of it. ‘Tis not I that am murdering him. But my prey is escaping me none the less; and the revolt will grow and spread! — Ah, ‘tis a foolhardy, a frantic game I have been playing here! (Listens at the window.) There they go clattering out through the gateway. — Now ‘tis closed after them — and I am left here a prisoner. No way of escape! Within half-an-hour the Swedes will be upon him. ‘Twill be life or death. But if they should take him alive after all? — Were I but free, I could overtake the Swedes ere they reach the frontier, and make them deliver him up. (Goes towards the window in the background and looks out.) Damnation! Guards outside on every hand. Can there be no way out of this? (Comes quickly forward again; suddenly stops and listens.) What is that? Music and singing. It seems to come from Elina’s chamber. Ay, it is she that is singing. Then she is still awake —— (A thought seems to strike him.) Elina! — Ah, if that could be! If it could but —— And why should I not? Am I not still myself? Says not the song: — 
 

Fair maidens a-many they sigh and they pine; “Ah God, that Nils Lykke were mine, mine, mine.”
 

And she —— ? ——  —— Elina Gyldenlove shall set me free!
 

(Goes quickly but stealthily towards the first door on the left.)
 

NOTES.
 

King Christian II. of Denmark (the perpetrator of the massacre at Stockholm known as the Blood-Bath) fled to Holland in 1523, five years before the date assigned to this play, in order to escape death or imprisonment at the hands of his rebellious nobles, who summoned his uncle, Frederick I., to the throne. Returning to Denmark in 1532, Christian was thrown into prison, where he spent the last twenty-seven years of his life.
 






  








ACT FIFTH.
 

(The Banquet Hall. It is still night. The hall is but dimly lighted by a branch-candlestick on the table, in front, on the right.)
 

(LADY INGER is sitting by the table, deep in thought.)
 

LADY INGER (after a pause). They call me keen-witted beyond all others in the land. I believe they are right. The keenest- witted —— No one knows how I became so. For more than twenty years I have fought to save my child. That is the key to the riddle. Ay, that sharpens the wits! My wits? Where have they flown to-night? What has become of my forethought? There is a ringing and rushing in my ears. I see shapes before me, so life-like that methinks I could lay hold on them. (Springs up.) Lord Jesus — what is this? Am I no longer mistress of my reason? Is it to come to that —— ? (Presses her clasped hands over her head; sits down again, and says more calmly:) Nay, ‘tis nought. It will pass. There is no fear; — it will pass. How peaceful it is in the hall to-night! No threatening looks from forefathers or kinsfolk. No need to turn their faces to the wall. (Rises again.) Ay, ‘twas well that I took heart at last. We shall conquer; — and then I am at the end of my longings. I shall have my child again. (Takes up the light as if to go, but stops and says musingly:) At the end? The end? To get him back? Is that all? — is there nought further? (Sets the light down on the table.) That heedless word that Nils Lykke threw forth at random —— How could he see my unborn thought? (More softly.) A king’s mother? A king’s mother, he said —— Why not? Have not my forefathers ruled as kings, even though they bore not the kingly name? Has not my son as good a title as the other to the rights of the house of Sture? In the sight of God he has — if so be there is justice in Heaven. And in an hour of terror I have signed away his rights. I have recklessly squandered them, as a ransom for his freedom. If they could be recovered? — Would Heaven be angered, if I —— ? Would it call down fresh troubles on my head if I were to —— ? Who knows; who knows! It may be safest to refrain. (Takes up the light again.) I shall have my child again. That must suffice me. I will try to rest. All these desperate thoughts, — I will sleep them away. (Goes towards the back, but stops in the middle of the hall, and says broodingly:) A king’s mother!
 

(Goes slowly out at the back, to the left.)
 

(After a short pause, NILS LYKKE and ELINA GYLDENLOVE enter noiselessly by the first door on the left. NILS LYKKE has a small lantern in his hand.)
 

NILS LYKKE. (throws the light from his lantern around, so as to
 search the room). All is still. I must begone.
 

ELINA. Oh, let me look but once more into your eyes, before
 you leave me.
 

NILS LYKKE (embraces her). Elina!
 

ELINA (after a short pause). Will you come nevermore to Ostrat?
 

NILS LYKKE. How can you doubt that I will come? Are you not henceforth my betrothed? — But will you be true to me, Elina? Will you not forget me ere we meet again?
 

ELINA. Do you ask if I will be true? Have I any will left then? Have I power to be untrue to you, even if I would? — you came by night; you knocked upon my door; — and I opened to you. You spoke to me. What was it you said? You gazed in my eyes. What was the mystic might that turned my brain and lured me, as it were, within a magic net? (Hides her face on his shoulder.) Oh, look not on me, Nils Lykke! You must not look upon me after this —— True, say you ? Do you not own me? I am yours; — I must be yours — to all eternity.
 

NILS LYKKE. Now, by my knightly honour, ere the year be past, you shall sit as my wife in the hall of my fathers.
 

ELINA. No vows, Nils Lykke! No oaths to me.
 

NILS LYKKE. What mean you? Why do you shake your head so mournfully?
 

ELINA. Because I know that the same soft words wherewith you turned my brain, you have whispered to so many a one before. Nay, nay, be not angry, my beloved! In nought do I reproach you, as I did while yet I knew you not. Now I understand how high above all others is your goal. How can love be aught to you but a pastime, or woman but a toy?
 

NILS LYKKE. Elina, — hear me!
 

ELINA. As I grew up, your name was ever in my ears. I hated the name, for meseemed that all women were dishonoured by your life. And yet, — how strange! — when I built up in my dreams the life that should be mine, you were ever my hero, though I knew it not. Now I understand it all — now know I what it was I felt. It was a foreboding, a mysterious longing for you, you only one — for you that were one day to come and glorify my life.
 

NILS LYKKE (aside, putting down the lantern on the table). How is it with me? This dizzy fascination —— If this it be to love, then have I never known it till this hour. — Is there not yet time —— ? Oh horror — Lucia!
 

(Sinks into a chair.)
 

ELINA. What ails you? So heavy a sigh —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. O, ‘tis nought, — nought! Elina, — now will I confess all to you. I have have beguiled many with both words and glances; I have said to many a one what I whispered to you this night. But trust me —— 
 

ELINA. Hush! No more of that. My love is no exchange for that you give me. No, no; I love you because your every glance commands it like a king’s decree. (Lies down at his feet.) Oh, let me once more stamp that kingly message deep into my soul, though well I know it stands imprinted there for all time and eternity. Dear God — how little I have known myself! ‘Twas but to-night I said to my mother: “My pride is my life.” And what is my pride? Is it to know that my countrymen are free, or that my house is held in honour throughout the lands? Oh, no, no! My love is my pride. The little dog is proud when he may sit by his master’s feet and eat bread-crumbs from his hand. Even so am I proud, so long as I may sit at your feet, while your looks and your words nourish me with the bread of life. See, therefore, I say to you, even as I said but now to my mother: “My love is my life;” for therein lies all my pride, now and evermore.
 

NILS LYKKE (raises her up on his lap). Nay, nay — not at my feet, but at my side is your place, — should fate set me never so high. Ay, Elina — you have led me into a better path; and if it be granted me some day to atone by a deed of fame for the sins of my reckless youth, the honour shall be yours as well as mine.
 

ELINA. Ah, you speak as though I were still the Elina that but this evening flung down the flowers at your feet. I have read in my books of the many-coloured life in far-off lands. To the winding of horns the knight rides forth into the greenwood, with his falcon on his wrist. Even so do you go your way through life; — your name rings out before you whithersoever you fare. — All that I desire of your glory, is to rest like the falcon on your arm. I too was blind as he to light and life, till you loosed the hood from my eyes and set me soaring high over the leafy tree- tops; — But, trust me — bold as my flight may be, yet shall I ever turn back to my cage.
 

NILS LYKKE (rises). Then I bid defiance to the past! See now; — take this ring, and be mine before God and men — mine, ay,though it should trouble the dreams of the dead.
 

ELINA. You make me afraid. What is it that —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. It is nought. Come, let me place the ring on your finger. — Even so — now are you my betrothed!
 

ELINA. I Nils Lykke’s bride! It seems but a dream, all that has befallen this night. Oh, but so fair a dream! My breast is so light. No longer is there bitterness and hatred in my soul. I will atone to all whom I have wronged. I have been unloving to my mother. To-morrow will I go to her; she must forgive me my offence.
 

NILS LYKKE. And give her consent to our bond.
 

ELINA. That will she. Oh, I am sure she will. My mother is kind; all the world is kind; — I can feel hatred no more for any living soul — save one.
 

NILS LYKKE. Save one ?
 

ELINA. Ah, it is a mournful history. I had a sister —— 
 

NILS LYKKE. Lucia?
 

ELINA. Have you known Lucia?
 

NILS LYKKE. No, no; I have but heard her name.
 

ELINA. She too gave her heart to a knight. He betrayed her; — and now she is in Heaven.
 

NILS LYKKE. And you —— ?
 

ELINA. I hate him.
 

NILS LYKKE. Hate him not! If there be mercy in your heart, forgive him his sin. Trust me, he bears his punishment in his own breast.
 

ELINA. Him I will never forgive! I cannot, even if I would;
 for I have sworn so dear an oath —— 
     (Listening.)
 Hush! Can you hear —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. What? Where?
 

ELINA. Without; far off. The noise of many horsemen on the
 high-road.
 

NILS LYKKE. Ah, it is they! And I had forgotten —— ! They
 are coming hither. Then is the danger great; — I must begone!
 

ELINA. But whither? Oh, Nils Lykke, what are you hiding —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. To-morrow, Elina —— ; for as God lives, I will return then. — Quickly now — where is the secret passage you told me of?
 

ELINA. Through the grave-vault. See, — here is the trap-door.
 

NILS LYKKE. The grave-vault! (To himself.) No matter, he must be saved!
 

ELINA (by the window). The horsemen have reached the gate —— 
 

(Hands him the lantern.)
 

NILS LYKKE. Well, now I go —— 
 

(Begins to descend.)
 

ELINA. Go forward along the passage till you reach the coffin
 with the death’s-head and the black cross; it is Lucia’s —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (climbs back hastily and shuts the trap-door to).
 Lucia’s! Pah —— !
 

ELINA. What said you?
 

NILS LYKKE. Nay, nought. It was the scent of the grave that made me dizzy.
 

ELINA. Hark; they are hammering at the gate!
 

NILS LYKKE (lets the lantern fall). Ah! too late —— !
 

(BIORN enters hurriedly from the right, carrying a light.)
 

ELINA (goes towards him). What is amiss, Biorn? What is it?
 

BIORN. An ambuscade! Count Sture —— 
 

ELINA. Count Sture? What of him?
 

NILS LYKKE. Have they killed him?
 

BIORN (to ELINA). Where is your mother?
 

TWO HOUSE-SERVANTS (rushing in from the right). Lady Inger!
 Lady Inger!
 

(LADY INGER GYLDENLOVE enters by the first door on the left, with a branch-candlestick, lighted, in her hand, and says quickly:)
 

LADY INGER. I know all. Down with you to the courtyard! Keep
 the gate open for our friends, but closed against all others!
 

 (Puts down the candlestick on the table to the left. BIORN
       and the two House-Servants go out again to the right.)
 

LADY INGER (to NILS LYKKE). So that was the trap, Sir
 Councillor!
 

NILS LYKKE. Inger Gyldenlove, trust me —— !
 

LADY INGER. An ambuscade that was to snap him up, as soon as
 you had got the promise that should destroy me!
 

NILS LYKKE (takes out the paper and tears it to pieces). There
 is your promise. I keep nothing that can bear witness against you.
 

LADY INGER. What will you do?
 

NILS LYKKE. From this hour I am your champion. If I have sinned against you, — by Heaven I will strive to repair my crime. But now I must out, if I have to hew my way through the gate! — Elina — tell your mother all! — And you, Lady Inger, let our reckoning be forgotten! Be generous — and silent! Trust me, ere the day dawns you shall owe me a life’s gratitude.
 

(Goes out quickly to the right.)
 

LADY INGER (looks after him with exultation). It is well! I
 understand him!
     (Turns to ELINA.)
   Nils Lykke —— ? Well —— ?
 

ELINA. He knocked upon my door, and set this ring upon my finger.
 

LADY INGER. And he loves you with all his heart?
 

ELINA. My mother — you are so strange. Oh, ay — I know — it is my unloving ways that have angered you.
 

LADY INGER. Not so, dear Elina! You are an obedient child. You have opened your door to him; you have hearkened to his soft words. I know full well what it must have cost you for I know your hatred —— 
 

ELINA. But, my mother —— 
 

LADY INGER. Hush! We have played into each other’s hands. What wiles did you use, my subtle daughter? I saw the love shine out of his eyes. Hold him fast now! Draw the net closer and closer about him, and then —— Ah, Elina, if we could but rend his perjured heart within his breast!
 

ELINA. Woe is me — what is it you say?
 

LADY INGER. Let not your courage fail you. Hearken to me. I know a word that will keep you firm. Know then —— (Listening.) They are fighting outside the gate. Courage! Now comes the pinch! (Turns again to ELINA.) Know then, Nils Lykke was the man that brought your sister to her grave.
 

ELINA (with a shriek). Lucia!
 

LADY INGER. He it was, as truly as there is an Avenger above us!
 

ELINA. Then Heaven be with me!
 

LADY INGER (appalled). Elina —— ?!
 

ELINA. I am his bride in the sight of God.
 

LADY INGER. Unhappy child, — what have you done?
 

ELINA (in a toneless voice). Made shipwreck of my soul. — Good- night, my mother!
 

(She goes out to the left.)
 

LADY INGER. Ha-ha-ha! It goes down-hill now with Inger Gyldenlove’s house. There went the last of my daughters. Why could I not keep silence? Had she known nought, it may be she had been happy — after a kind. It was to be so. It is written up there in the stars that I am to break off one green branch after another, till the trunk stand leafless at last. ‘Tis well, ‘tis well! I am to have my son again. Of the others, of my daughters, I will not think. My reckoning? To face my reckoning? — It falls not due till the last great day of wrath. — That comes not yet awhile.
 

NILS STENSSON (calling from outside on the right). Ho — shut the gate!
 

LADY INGER. Count Sture’s voice —— !
 

NILS STENSSON (rushes in, unarmed, and with his clothes torn, and shouts with a desperate laugh). Well met again, Inger Gyldenlove!
 

LADY INGER. What have you lost?
 

NILS STENSSON. My kingdom and my life!
 

LADY INGER. And the peasants? My servants? — where are they?
 

NILS STENSSON. You will find the carcasses along the highway.
 Who has the rest, I know not.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (outside on the right). Count Sture! Where
 are you?
 

NILS STENSSON. Here, here!
 

(OLAF SKAKTAVL comes in with his right hand wrapped in a cloth).
 

LADY INGER. Alas Olaf Skaktavl, you too —— !
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. It was impossible to break through.
 

LADY INGER. You are wounded, I see!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. A finger the less; that is all.
 

NILS STENSSON. Where are the Swedes?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. At our heels. They are breaking open the gate —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. Oh, Jesus! No, no! I cannot — I will not
 die.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. A hiding-place, Lady Inger! Is there no corner
 where we can hide him?
 

LADY INGER. But if they search the castle —— ?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, ay; they will find me! And then to be dragged to prison, or strung up —— ! Oh no, Inger Gyldenlove, — I know full well, — you will never suffer that to be!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL (listening). There burst the lock.
 

LADY INGER (at the window). Many men rush in at the gateway.
 

NILS STENSSON. And to lose my life now! Now, when my true
 life was but beginning! Now, when I have so lately learnt that
 I have aught to live for. No, no, no! — Think not I am a coward.
 Might I but have time to show —— 
 

LADY INGER. I hear them now in the hall below.
     (Firmly to OLAF SKAKTAVL.)
   He must be saved — cost what it will!
 

NILS STENSSON (seizes her hand). Oh, I knew it; — you are noble
 and good!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. But how? Since we cannot hide him —— 
 

NILS STENSSON. Ah, I have it! I have it! The secret —— !
 

LADY INGER. The secret?
 

NILS STENSSON. Even so; yours and mine!
 

LADY INGER. Christ in Heaven — you know it?
 

NILS STENSSON. From first to last. And now when ‘tis life or death —— Where is Nils Lykke?
 

LADY INGER. Fled.
 

NILS STENSSON. Fled? Then God help me; for he only can unseal my lips. — But what is a promise against a life! When the Swedish captain comes —— 
 

LADY INGER. What then? What will you do?
 

NILS STENSSON. Purchase life and freedom; — tell him all.
 

LADY INGER. Oh no, no; — be merciful!
 

NILS STENSSON. Nought else can save me. When I have told him
 what I know —— 
 

LADY INGER (looks at him with suppressed excitement). You will
 be safe?
 

NILS STENSSON. Ay, safe! Nils Lykke will speak for me. You
 see, ‘tis the last resource.
 

LADY INGER (composedly, with emphasis). The last resource? Right, right — the last resource stands open to all. (Points to the left.) See, meanwhile you can hide in there.
 

NILS STENSSON (softly). Trust me — you will never repent of this.
 

LADY INGER (half to herself). God grant that you speak the truth!
 

(NILS STENSSON goes out hastily by the furthest door on the left. OLAF SKAKTAVL is following; but LADY INGER detains him.)
 

LADY INGER. Did you understand his meaning?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. The dastard! He would betray your secret. He would sacrifice your son to save himself.
 

LADY INGER. When life is at stake, he said, we must try the last resource. — It is well, Olaf Skaktavl, — let it be as he has said!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. What mean you?
 

LADY INGER. Life for life! One of them must perish.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Ah — you would —— ?
 

LADY INGER. If we close not the lips of him that is within ere he come to speech with the Swedish captain, then is my son lost to me. But if he be swept from my path, when the time comes I can claim all his rights for my own child. Then shall you see that Inger Ottisdaughter has metal in her yet. And be assured you shall not have long to wait for the vengeance you have thirsted after for twenty years. — Hark! They are coming up the stairs! Olaf Skaktavl, — it lies with you whether to-morrow I shall be a childless woman, or —— 
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. So be it! I have one sound hand left yet. (Gives her his hand.) Inger Gyldenlove — your name shall not die out through me.
 

(Follows NILS STENSSON into the inner room.)
 

LADY INGER (pale and trembling). But dare I —— ?
     (A noise is heard in the room; she rushes with a scream towards
     the door.)
   No, no, — it must not be!
     (A heavy fall is heard within; she covers her ears with her
       hands and hurries back across the hall with a wild look.
       After a pause she takes her hands cautiously away, listens
       again and says softly:)
   Now it is over. All is still within —— 
   Thou sawest it, God — I repented me! But Olaf Skaktavl was too
 swift of hand.
 

(OLAF SKAKTAVL comes silently into the hall.)
 

LADY INGER (after a pause, without looking at him). Is it done?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. You need fear him no more; he will betray no one.
 

LADY INGER (as before). Then he is dumb?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. Six inches of steel in his breast. I felled him with my left hand.
 

LADY INGER. Ay — the right was too good for such work.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. That is your affair; — the thought was yours. — And now to Sweden! Peace be with you meanwhile! When next we meet at Ostrat, I shall bring another with me.
 

(Goes out by the furthest door on the right.)
 

LADY INGER. Blood on my hands. Then it was to come to that! — 
 He begins to be dear-bought now.
 

 (BIORN comes in, with a number of Swedish men-at-arms, by the
       first door on the right.)
 

ONE OF THE MEN-AT-ARMS. Pardon me, if you are the lady of the
 house —— 
 

LADY INGER. Is it Count Sture you seek?
 

THE MAN-AT-ARMS. The same.
 

LADY INGER. Then you are on the right scent. The Count has
 sought refuge with me.
 

THE MAN-AT-ARMS. Refuge? Pardon, my noble lady, — you have no
 power to harbour him; for —— 
 

LADY INGER. That the Count himself has doubtless understood; and therefore he has — ay, look for yourselves — therefore he has taken his own life.
 

THE MAN-AT-ARMS. His own life!
 

LADY INGER. Look for yourselves. You will find the corpse within there. And since he already stands before another judge, it is my prayer that he may be borne hence with all the honour that beseems his noble birth. — Biorn, you know my own coffin has stood ready this many a year in the secret chamber. (To the Men- at-Arms.) I pray that in it you will bear Count Sture’s body to Sweden.
 

THE MAN-AT-ARMS. It shall be as you command. (To one of the others.) Haste with these tidings to Jens Bielke. He holds the road with the rest of the troop. We others must in and —— 
 

(One of the Men-at-Arms goes out to the right; the others go with BIORN into the room on the left.)
 

LADY INGER (moves about for a time in uneasy silence). If Count Sture had not said farewell to the world so hurriedly, within a month he had hung on a gallows, or had sat for all his days in a dungeon. Had he been better served with such a lot? Or else he had bought his life by betraying my child into the hands of my foes. Is it I, then, that have slain him? Does not even the wolf defend her cubs? Who dare condemn me for striking my claws into him that would have reft me of my flesh and blood? — It had to be. No mother but would have done even as I. But ‘tis no time for idle musings now. I must to work. (Sits down by the table on the left.) I will write to all my friends throughout the land. They rise as one man to support the great cause. A new king, — regent first, and then king —— (Begins to write, but falls into thought, and says softly:) Whom will they choose in the dead man’s place? — A king’s mother —— ? ‘Tis a fair word. It has but one blemish — the hateful likeness to another word. — King’s mother and king’s murderer.* — King’s mother — one that takes a king’s life. King’s mother — one that gives a king life.
 

*The words in the original are “Kongemoder” and “Kongemorder,” a difference of one letter only.
 

(She rises.) Well, then; I will make good what I have taken. — My son shall be king! (She sits down again and begins writing, but pushes the paper away again, and leans back in her chair.) There is no comfort in a house where lies a corpse. ‘Tis therefore I feel so strangely. (Turns her head to one side as if speaking to some one.) Not therefore? Why else should it be? (Broodingly.) Is there such a great gulf, then, between openly striking down a foe and slaying one — thus? Knut Alfson had cleft many a brain with his sword; yet was his own as peaceful as a child’s. Why then do I ever see this — (makes a motion as though striking with a knife) — this stab in the heart — and the gush of red blood after? (Rings, and goes on speaking while shifting about her papers.) Hereafter I will have none of these ugly sights. I will work both day and night. And in a month — in a month my son will be here ——  —— 
 

BIORN (entering). Did you strike the bell, my lady?
 

LADY INGER (writing). Bring more lights. See to it in future that there are many lights in the room
 

(BIORN goes out again to the left.)
 

LADY INGER (after a pause, rises impetuously). No, no, no; — I cannot guide the pen to-night! My head is burning and throbbing —— (Startled, listens.) What is that? Ah, they are screwing the lid on the coffin in there. When I was a child they told me the story of Sir Age,* who rose up and walked with his coffin on his back. — If he in there were one night to think of coming with the coffin on his back, to thank me for the loan? (Laughs quietly.) Hm — what have we grown people to do with childish fancies? (Vehemently.) But such stories are hurtful none the less! They give uneasy dreams. When my son is king, they shall be forbidden.
 

 *Pronounce Oaghe. [Note: “Age” has a ring above the “A”,
                         ”Oaghe” an umlaut above the “e”. — D. L.]
 

 (Goes up and down once or twice; then opens the window.)
   How long is it, commonly, ere a body begins to rot? All the
 rooms must be aired. ‘Tis not wholesome here till that be done.
 

 (BIORN comes in with two lighted branch-candlesticks, which
       he places on the tables.)
 

LADY INGER (who has begun on the papers again).
 It is well. See you forget not what I have said. Many lights on
 the table!
   What are they about now in there?
 

BIORN. They are busy screwing down the coffin-lid.
 

LADY INGER (writing). Are they screwing it down tight?
 

BIORN. As tight as need be.
 

LADY INGER. Ay, ay — who can tell how tight it needs to be? Do you see that ‘tis well done. (Goes up to him with her hand full of papers, and says mysteriously:) Biorn, you are an old man; but one counsel I will give you. Be on your guard against all men — both those that are dead and those that are still to die. — Now go in — go in and see to it that they screw the lid down tightly.
 

BIORN (softly, shaking his head). I cannot make her out.
 

(Goes back again into the room on the left.)
 

LADY INGER (begins to seal a letter, but throws it down half- closed; walks up and down awhile, and then says vehemently:) Were I a coward I had never done it — never to all eternity! Were I a coward, I had shrieked to myself: Refrain, ere yet thy soul is utterly lost! (Her eye falls on Sten Sture’s picture; she turns to avoid seeing it, and says softly:) He is laughing down at me as though he were alive! Pah! (Turns the picture to the wall without looking at it.) Wherefore did you laugh? Was it because I did evil to your son? But the other, — is not he your son too? And he is mine as well; mark that! (Glances stealthily along the row of pictures.) So wild as they are to-night, I have never seen them yet. Their eyes follow me wherever I may go. (Stamps on the floor.) I will not have it! (Begins to turn all the pictures to the wall.) Ay, if it were the Holy Virgin herself ——  —— Thinkest thou now is the time —— ? Why didst thou never hear my prayers, my burning prayers, that I might get back my child? Why? Because the monk of Wittenberg is right. There is no mediator between God and man! (She draws her breath heavily and continues in ever-increasing distraction.) It is well that I know what to think in such things. There was no one to see what was done in there. There is none to bear witness against me. (Suddenly stretches out her hands and whispers:) My son! My beloved child! Come to me! Here I am! Hush! I will tell you something: They hate me up there — beyond the stars — because I bore you into the world. It was meant that I should bear the Lord God’s standard over all the land. But I went my own way. It is therefore I have had to suffer so much and so long.
 

BIORN (comes from the room on the left). My lady, I have to tell you —— Christ save me — what is this?
 

LADY INGER (has climbed up into the high-seat by the right-hand wall). Hush! Hush! I am the King’s mother. They have chosen my son king. The struggle was hard ere it came to this — for ‘twas with the Almighty One himself I had to strive.
 

NILS LYKKE (comes in breathless from the right). He is saved!
 I have Jens Bielke’s promise. Lady Inger, — know that —— 
 

LADY INGER. Peace, I say! look how the people swarm.
     (A funeral hymn is heard from the room within.)
   There comes the procession. What a throng! All bow themselves
 before the King’s mother. Ay, ay; has she not fought for her son — 
 even till her hands grew red withal? — Where are my daughters? I
 see them not.
 

NILS LYKKE. God’s blood! — what has befallen here?
 

LADY INGER. My daughters — my fair daughters! I have none any more. I had one left, and her I lost even as she was mounting her bridal bed. (Whispers.) Lucia’s corpse lay in it. There was no room for two.
 

NILS LYKKE. Ah — it has come to this! The Lord’s vengeance is upon me.
 

LADY INGER. Can you see him? Look, look! It is the King. It is Inger Gyldenlove’s son! I know him by the crown and by Sten Sture’s ring that he wears round his neck. Hark, what a joyful sound! He is coming! Soon will he be in my arms! Ha-ha! — who conquers, God or I.
 

(The Men-at-Arms come out with the coffin.)
 

LADY INGER (clutches at her head and shrieks). The corpse!
 (Whispers.) Pah! It is a hideous dream.
 

(Sinks back into the high-seat.)
 

JENS BIELKE (who has come in from the right, stops and cries in astonishment). Dead! Then after all —— 
 

ONE OF THE MEN-AT-ARMS. It was himself —— 
 

JENS BIELKE (with a look at NILS LYKKE). He himself —— ?
 

NILS LYKKE. Hush!
 

LADY INGER (faintly, coming to herself). Ay, right; now I
 remember it all.
 

JENS BIELKE (to the Men-at-Arms). Set down the corpse. It is
 not Count Sture.
 

ONE OF THE MEN-AT-ARMS. Your pardon, Captain; — this ring that
 he wore round his neck —— 
 

NILS LYKKE (seizes his arm). Be still!
 

LADY INGER (starts up). The ring? The ring?
     (Rushes up and snatches the ring from him.)
   Sten Sture’s ring! (With a shriek.) Oh, Jesus Christ — my son!
 

(Throws herself down on the coffin.)
 

THE MEN-AT-ARMS. Her son?
 

JENS BIELKE (at the same time). Inger Gyldenlove’s son?
 

NILS LYKKE. So it is.
 

JENS BIELKE. But why did you not tell me —— ?
 

BIORN (trying to raise her up). Help! help! My lady — what
 ails you?
 

LADY INGER (in a faint voice, half raising herself). What ails
 me? I lack but another coffin, and a grave beside my child.
 

 (Sinks again, senseless on the coffin. NILS LYKKE goes hastily
       out to the right. General consternation among the rest.)
 






  

THE FEAST AT SOLHAUG


 

Translated by William Archer
 

Written in the summer of 1855 during Ibsen’s time as a dramatist and director of productions at Det Norske Theater in Bergen, this is the playwright’s first publicly successful drama. It is a richly poetic work, celebrated for its inherent melody of the old ballads of Scandinavian lore. As Ibsen had handed in the manuscript in his own name this time, he was made responsible for directing both the roles and the staging. 

The play was a great success, with the acting receiving numerous encores from the audiences during its initial run.  Ibsen wrote of the premiere: “Later that evening the orchestra, with many members of the audience, serenaded me outside my windows. I think I was so carried away that I made a sort of speech; at least I know I felt exceedingly happy.”

In the course of 1856 the play was performed six times in Bergen and twice in Trondheim. At that time this was a large number of performances for a play. One of the performances in Bergen was given in honour of Napoleon III, Prince Napoleon, who visited the city in the late summer of 1856.

The play opens on the day of the feast celebrating the third wedding anniversary of the wedding of Bengt Guateson and Margit. Erik of Hogge, a friend of Knut Gesling, the King’s sheriff, and Knut himself are seeking permission for Knut to marry Margit’s sister, Signe. Knut, a warlike man, is advised that he must demonstrate peaceful ways for a year before Margit will support the marriage. They are invited to the feast, under pledge that they will be peaceful that night. They depart to look for Margit’s kinsman, Gudmund Alfson, who they know to be outlawed and suspect to be nearby. Once they depart and her husband leaves, Margit speaks of her regret in marrying Bengt Gauteson, even though he was a wealthy older landowner.
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INTRODUCTION
 

Exactly a year after the production of Lady Inger of Ostrat — that is to say on the “Foundation Day” of the Bergen Theatre, January 2, 1866 — The Feast at Solhoug was produced. The poet himself has written its history in full in the Preface to the second edition. The only comment that need be made upon his rejoinder to his critics has been made, with perfect fairness as it seems to me, by George Brandes in the following passage:** “No one who is unacquainted with the Scandinavian languages can fully understand the charm that the style and melody of the old ballads exercise upon the Scandinavian mind. The beautiful ballads and songs of Des Knaben Wunderhorn have perhaps had a similar power over German minds; but, as far as I am aware, no German poet has has ever succeeded in inventing a metre suitable for dramatic purposes, which yet retained the mediaeval ballad’s sonorous swing and rich aroma. The explanation of the powerful impression produced in its day by Henrik Hertz’s Svend Dyring’s House is to be found in the fact that in it, for the first time, the problem was solved of how to fashion a metre akin to that of the heroic ballads, a metre possessing as great mobility as the verse of the Niebelungenlied, along with a dramatic value not inferior to that of the pentameter. Henrik Ibsen, it is true, has justly pointed out that, as regards the mutual relations of the principal characters, Svend Dyring’s House owes more to Kleist’s Kathchen von Heubronn than The Feast at Solhoug owes to Svend Dyring’s House. But the fact remains that the versified parts of the dialogue of both The Feast at Solhoug and Olaf Liliekrans are written in that imitation of the tone and style of the heroic ballad, of which Hertz was the happily-inspired originator. There seems to me to be no depreciation whatever of Ibsen in the assertion of Hertz’s right to rank as his model. Even the greatest must have learnt from some one.”

But while the influence of Danish lyrical romanticism is apparent in the style of the play, the structure, as it seems to me, shows no less clearly that influence of the French plot-manipulators which we found so unmistakably at work in Lady Inger. Despite its lyrical dialogue, The Feast at Solhoug has that crispiness of dramatic action which marks the French plays of the period. It may indeed be called Scribe’s Bataille de Dames writ tragic. Here, as in the Bataille de Dames (one of the earliest plays produced under Ibsen’s supervision), we have the rivalry of an older and a younger woman for the love of a man who is proscribed on an unjust accusation, and pursued by the emissaries of the royal power. One might even, though this would be forcing the point, find an analogy in the fact that the elder woman (in both plays a strong and determined character) has in Scribe’s comedy a cowardly suitor, while in Ibsen’s tragedy, or melodrama, she has a cowardly husband. In every other respect the plays are as dissimilar as possible; yet it seems to me far from unlikely that an unconscious reminiscence of the Bataille de Dames may have contributed to the shaping of The Feast at Solhoug in Ibsen’s mind. But more significant than any resemblance of theme is the similarity of Ibsen’s whole method to that of the French school — the way, for instance, in which misunderstandings are kept up through a careful avoidance of the use of proper names, and the way in which a cup of poison, prepared for one person, comes into the hands of another person, is, as a matter of fact, drunk by no one but occasions the acutest agony to the would-be poisoner. All this ingenious dovetailing of incidents and working-up of misunderstandings, Ibsen unquestionably learned from the French. The French language, indeed, is the only one which has a word — quiproquo — to indicate the class of misunderstanding which, from Lady Inger down to the League of Youth, Ibsen employed without scruple.

Ibsen’s first visit to the home of his future wife took place after the production of The Feast at Solhoug. It seems doubtful whether this was actually his first meeting with her; but at any rate we can scarcely suppose that he knew her during the previous summer, when he was writing his play. It is a curious coincidence, then, that he should have found in Susanna Thoresen and her sister Marie very much the same contrast of characters which had occupied him in his first dramatic effort, Catilina, and which had formed the main subject of the play he had just produced. It is less wonderful that the same contrast should so often recur in his later works, even down to John Gabriel Borkman. Ibsen was greatly attached to his gentle and retiring sister-in-law, who died unmarried in 1874.

The Feast at Solhoug has been translated by Miss Morison and myself, only because no one else could be found to undertake the task. We have done our best; but neither of us lays claim to any great metrical skill, and the light movement of Ibsen’s verse is often, if not always, rendered in a sadly halting fashion. It is, however, impossible to exaggerate the irregularity of the verse in the original, or its defiance of strict metrical law. The normal line is one of four accents: but when this is said, it is almost impossible to arrive at any further generalisation. There is a certain lilting melody in many passages, and the whole play has not unfairly been said to possess the charm of a northern summer night, in which the glimmer of twilight gives place only to the gleam of morning. But in the main (though much better than its successor, Olaf Liliekrans) it is the weakest thing that Ibsen admitted into the canon of his works. He wrote it in 1870 as “a study which I now disown”; and had he continued in that frame of mind, the world would scarcely have quarrelled with his judgment. At worst, then, my collaborator and I cannot be accused of marring a masterpiece; but for which assurance we should probably have shrunk from the attempt.






  








THE AUTHOR’S PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION
 

I wrote The Feast at Solhoug in Bergen in the summer of 1855 — that is to say, about twenty-eight years ago.

The play was acted for the first time on January 2, 1856, also at Bergen, as a gala performance on the anniversary of the foundation of the Norwegian Stage.

As I was then stage-manager of the Bergen Theatre, it was I myself who conducted the rehearsals of my play. It received an excellent, a remarkably sympathetic interpretation. Acted with pleasure and enthusiasm, it was received in the same spirit. The “Bergen emotionalism,” which is said to have decided the result of the latest elections in those parts, ran high that evening in the crowded theatre. The performance ended with repeated calls for the author and for the actors. Later in the evening I was serenaded by the orchestra, accompanied by a great part of the audience. I almost think that I went so far as to make some kind of speech from my window; certain I am that I felt extremely happy.

A couple of months later, The Feast of Solhoug was played in Christiania. There also it was received by the public with much approbation, and the day after the first performance Bjornson wrote a friendly, youthfully ardent article on it in the Morgenblad. It was not a notice or criticism proper, but rather a free, fanciful improvisation on the play and the performance.

On this, however, followed the real criticism, written by the real critics.

How did a man in the Christiania of those days — by which I mean the years between 1850 and 1860, or thereabouts — become a real literary, and in particular dramatic, critic?

As a rule, the process was as follows: After some preparatory exercises in the columns of the Samfundsblad, and after the play, the future critic betook himself to Johan Dahl’s bookshop and ordered from Copenhagen a copy of J. L. Heiberg’s Prose Works, among which was to be found — so he had heard it said — an essay entitled On the Vaudeville. This essay was in due course read, ruminated on, and possibly to a certain extent understood. From Heiberg’s writings the young man, moreover, learned of a controversy which that author had carried on in his day with Professor Oehlenschlager and with the Soro poet, Hauch. And he was simultaneously made aware that J. L. Baggesen (the author of Letters from the Dead) had at a still earlier period made a similar attack on the great author who wrote both Axel and Valborg and Hakon Jarl.

A quantity of other information useful to a critic was to be extracted from these writings. From them one learned, for instance, that taste obliged a good critic to be scandalised by a hiatus. Did the young critical Jeronimuses of Christiania encounter such a monstrosity in any new verse, they were as certain as their prototype in Holberg to shout their “Hoity-toity! the world will not last till Easter!”

The origin of another peculiar characteristic of the criticism then prevalent in the Norwegian capital was long a puzzle to me. Every time a new author published a book or had a little play acted, our critics were in the habit of flying into an ungovernable passion and behaving as if the publication of the book or the performance of the play were a mortal insult to themselves and the newspapers in which they wrote. As already remarked, I puzzled long over this peculiarity. At last I got to the bottom of the matter. Whilst reading the Danish Monthly Journal of Literature I was struck by the fact that old State-Councillor Molbech was invariably seized with a fit of rage when a young author published a book or had a play acted in Copenhagen.

Thus, or in a manner closely resembling this, had the tribunal qualified itself, which now, in the daily press, summoned The Feast at Solhoug to the bar of criticism in Christiania. It was principally composed of young men who, as regards criticism, lived upon loans from various quarters. Their critical thought had long ago been thought and expressed by others; their opinions had long ere now been formulated elsewhere. Their aesthetic principles were borrowed; their critical method was borrowed; the polemical tactics they employed were borrowed in every particular, great and small. Their very frame of mind was borrowed. Borrowing, borrowing, here, there, and everywhere! The single original thing about them was that they invariably made a wrong and unseasonable application of their borrowings.

It can surprise no one that this body, the members of which, as critics, supported themselves by borrowing, should have presupposed similar action on my part, as author. Two, possibly more than two, of the newspapers promptly discovered that I had borrowed this, that, and the other thing form Henrik Hertz’s play, Svend Dyring’s House.

This is a baseless and indefensible critical assertion. It is evidently to be ascribed to the fact that the metre of the ancient ballads is employed in both plays. But my tone is quite different from Hertz’s; the language of my play has a different ring; a light summer breeze plays over the rhythm of my verse: over that or Hertz’s brood the storms of autumn.

Nor, as regards the characters, the action, and the contents of the plays generally, is there any other or any greater resemblance between them than that which is a natural consequence of the derivation of the subjects of both from the narrow circle of ideas in which the ancient ballads move.

It might be maintained with quite as much, or even more, reason that Hertz in his Svend Dyring’s House had borrowed, and that to no inconsiderable extent, from Heinrich von Kleist’s Kathchen von Heilbronn, a play written at the beginning of this century. Kathchen’s relation to Count Wetterstrahl is in all essentials the same as Tagnhild’s to the knight, Stig Hvide. Like Ragnhild, Kathchen is compelled by a mysterious, inexplicable power to follow the man she loves wherever he goes, to steal secretly after him, to lay herself down to sleep near him, to come back to him, as by some innate compulsion, however often she may be driven away. And other instances of supernatural interference are to be met with both in Kleist’s and in Hertz’s play.

But does any one doubt that it would be possible, with a little good — or a little ill-will, to discover among still older dramatic literature a play from which it could be maintained that Kleist had borrowed here and there in his Kathchen von Heilbronn? I, for my part, do not doubt it. But such suggestions of indebtedness are futile. What makes a work of art the spiritual property of its creator is the fact that he has imprinted on it the stamp of his own personality. Therefore I hold that, in spite of the above-mentioned points of resemblance, Svend Dyring’s House is as incontestably and entirely an original work by Henrick Hertz as Katchen von Heilbronn is an original work by Heinrich von Kleist.

I advance the same claim on my own behalf as regards The Feast at Solhoug, and I trust that, for the future, each of the three namesakes* will be permitted to keep, in its entirety, what rightfully belongs to him.

In writing The Feast of Solhoug in connection with Svend Dyring’s House, George Brandes expresses the opinion, not that the former play is founded upon any idea borrowed from the latter, but that it has been written under an influence exercised by the older author upon the younger. Brandes invariably criticises my work in such a friendly spirit that I have all reason to be obliged to him for this suggestion, as for so much else.

Nevertheless I must maintain that he, too, is in this instance mistaken. I have never specially admired Henrik Hertz as a dramatist. Hence it is impossible for me to believe that he should, unknown to myself, have been able to exercise any influence on by dramatic production.

As regards this point and the matter in general, I might confine myself to referring those interested to the writings of Dr. Valfrid Vasenius, lecturer on Aesthetics at the University of Helsingfors. In the thesis which gained him his degree of Doctor of Philosophy, Henrik Ibsen’s Dramatic Poetry in its First stage (1879), and also in Henrik Ibsen: The Portrait of a Skald (Jos. Seligman & Co., Stockholm, 1882), Valsenious states and supports his views on the subject of the play at present in question, supplementing them in the latter work by what I told him, very briefly, when we were together at Munich three years ago.

But, to prevent all misconception, I will now myself give a short account of the origin of The Feast at Solhoug.

I began this Preface with the statement that The Feast at Solhoug was written in the summer 1855.

In 1854 I had written Lady Inger of Ostrat. This was a task which had obliged me to devote much attention to the literature and history of Norway during the Middle Ages, especially the latter part of that period. I did my utmost to familiarise myself with the manners and customs, with the emotions, thought, and language of the men of those days.

The period, however, is not one over which the student is tempted to linger, nor does it present much material suitable for dramatic treatment.

Consequently I soon deserted it for the Saga period. But the Sagas of the Kings, and in general the more strictly historical traditions of that far-off age, did not attract me greatly; at that time I was unable to put the quarrels between kings and chieftains, parties and clans, to any dramatic purpose. This was to happen later.

In the Icelandic “family” Sagas, on the other hand, I found in abundance what I required in the shape of human garb for the moods, conceptions, and thoughts which at that time occupied me, or were, at least, more or less distinctly present in my mind. With these Old Norse contributions to the personal history of our Saga period I had had no previous acquaintance; I had hardly so much as heard them named. But now N. M. Petersen’s excellent translation — excellent, at least, as far as the style is concerned — fell into my hands. In the pages of these family chronicles, with their variety of scenes and of relations between man and man, between woman and woman, in short, between human being and human being, there met me a personal, eventful, really living life; and as the result of my intercourse with all these distinctly individual men and women, there presented themselves to my mind’s eye the first rough, indistinct outlines of The Vikings at Helgeland.

How far the details of that drama then took shape, I am no longer able to say. But I remember perfectly that the two figures of which I first caught sight were the two women who in course of time became Hiordis and Dagny. There was to be a great banquet in the play, with passion-rousing, fateful quarrels during its course. Of other characters and passions, and situations produced by these, I meant to include whatever seemed to me most typical of the life which the Sagas reveal. In short, it was my intention to reproduce dramatically exactly what the Saga of the Volsungs gives in epic form.

I made no complete, connected plan at that time; but it was evident to me that such a drama was to be my first undertaking.

Various obstacles intervened. Most of them were of a personal nature, and these were probably the most decisive; but it undoubtedly had its significance that I happened just at this time to make a careful study of Landstad’s collection of Norwegian ballads, published two years previously. My mood of the moment was more in harmony with the literary romanticism of the Middle Ages than with the deeds of the Sagas, with poetical than with prose composition, with the word-melody of the ballad than with the characterisation of the Saga.

Thus it happened that the fermenting, formless design for the tragedy, The Vikings at Helgeland, transformed itself temporarily into the lyric drama, The Feast at Solhoug.

The two female characters, the foster sisters Hiordis and Dagny, of the projected tragedy, became the sisters Margit and Signe of the completed lyric drama. The derivation of the latter pair from the two women of the Saga at once becomes apparent when attention is drawn to it. The relationship is unmistakable. The tragic hero, so far only vaguely outlined, Sigurd, the far-travelled Viking, the welcome guest at the courts of kings, became the knight and minstrel, Gudmund Alfson, who has likewise been long absent in foreign lands, and has lived in the king’s household. His attitude towards the two sisters was changed, to bring it into accordance with the change in time and circumstances; but the position of both sisters to him remained practically the same as that in the projected and afterwards completed tragedy. The fateful banquet, the presentation of which had seemed to me of the first importance in my original plan, became in the drama the scene upon which its personages made their appearance; it became the background against which the action stood out, and communicated to the picture as a whole the general tone at which I aimed. The ending of the play was, undoubtedly, softened and subdued into harmony with its character as drama, not tragedy; but orthodox aestheticians may still, perhaps, find it indisputable whether, in this ending, a touch of pure tragedy has not been left behind, to testify to the origin of the drama.

Upon this subject, however, I shall not enter at present. My object has simply been to maintain and prove that the play under consideration, like all my other dramatic works, is an inevitable outcome of the tenor of my life at a certain period. It had its origin within, and was not the result of any outward impression or influence.

This, and no other, is the true account of the genesis of The
 Feast at Solhoug.

Henrik Ibsen.
 Rome, April, 1883.
 

*Heinrich von Kleist, Henrik Hertz, Henrik Ibsen.
 






  








CHARACTERS
 

BENGT GAUTESON, Master of Solhoug.
 MARGIT, his wife.
 SIGNE, her sister.
 GUDMUND ALFSON, their kinsman.
 KNUT GESLING, the King’s sheriff.
 ERIK OF HEGGE, his friend.
 A HOUSE-CARL.
 ANOTHER HOUSE-CARL.
 THE KING’S ENVOY.
 AN OLD MAN.
 A MAIDEN.
 GUESTS, both MEN and LADIES.
 MEN of KNUT GESLING’S TRAIN.
 SERVING-MEN and MAIDENS at SOLHOUG.
 

The action passes at Solhoug in the Fourteenth Century.
 

PRONUNCIATION OF NAMES: Gudmund=Goodmund. The g in “Margit” and in “Gesling” is hard, as in “go,” or in “Gesling,” it may be pronounced as y—”Yesling.” The first o in Solhoug ought to have the sound of a very long “oo.”
 

Transcriber’s notes:
 

 — Signe and Hegge have umlauts above the e’s, the
   ultimate e only in Hegge.

 — Passages that are in lyric form are not indented
   and have the directorial comments to the right of
   the character’s name.
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PLAY IN THREE ACTS
 






  








ACT FIRST
 

A stately room, with doors in the back and to both sides. In front on the right, a bay window with small round panes, set in lead, and near the window a table, on which is a quantity of feminine ornaments. Along the left wall, a longer table with silver goblets and drinking-horns. The door in the back leads out to a passage-way,* through which can be seen a spacious fiord-landscape.
 

BENGT GAUTESON, MARGIT, KNUT GESLING and ERIK OF HEGGE are seated around the table on the left. In the background are KNUT’s followers, some seated, some standing; one or two flagons of ale are handed round among them. Far off are heard church bells, ringing to Mass.
 

*This no doubt means a sort of arcaded veranda running along the outer wall of the house.
 

ERIK.
 

[Rising at the table.] In one word, now, what answer have you to make to my wooing on Knut Gesling’s behalf?
 

BENGT.
 

[Glancing uneasily towards his wife.] Well, I — to me it seems — [As she remains silent.] H’m, Margit, let us first hear your thought in the matter.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Rising.] Sir Knut Gesling, I have long known all that Erik of Hegge has told of you. I know full well that you come of a lordly house; you are rich in gold and gear, and you stand in high favour with our royal master.
 

BENGT.
 

[To KNUT.] In high favour — so say I too.
 

MARGIT.
 

And doubtless my sister could choose her no doughtier mate — 
 

BENGT.
 

None doughtier; that is what I say too.
 

MARGIT.
 

 — If so be that you can win her to think kindly of you.
 

BENGT.
 

[Anxiously, and half aside.] Nay — nay, my dear wife — 
 

KNUT.
 

[Springing up.] Stands it so, Dame Margit! You think that your sister — 
 

BENGT.
 

[Seeking to calm him.] Nay, nay, Knut Gesling! Have patience, now. You must understand us aright.
 

MARGIT.
 

There is naught in my words to wound you. My sister knows you only by the songs that are made about you — and these songs sound but ill in gentle ears.
 

No peaceful home is your father’s house.
     With your lawless, reckless crew,
   Day out, day in, must you hold carouse — 
     God help her who mates with you.
   God help the maiden you lure or buy
     With gold and with forests green — 
   Soon will her sore heart long to lie
     Still in the grave, I ween.
 

ERIK.
 

Aye, aye — true enough — Knut Gesling lives not overpeaceably. But there will soon come a change in that, when he gets him a wife in his hall.
 

KNUT.
 

And this I would have you mark, Dame Margit: it may be a week since, I was at a feast at Hegge, at Erik’s bidding, whom here you see. I vowed a vow that Signe, your fair sister, should be my wife, and that before the year was out. Never shall it be said of Knut Gesling that he brake any vow. You can see, then, that you must e’en choose me for your sister’s husband — be it with your will or against it.
 

MARGIT.
 

Ere that may be, I must tell you plain,
 You must rid yourself of your ravening train.
 You must scour no longer with yell and shout
 O’er the country-side in a galloping rout;
 You must still the shudder that spreads around
 When Knut Gesling is to a bride-ale bound.
 Courteous must your mien be when a-feasting you ride;
 Let your battle-axe hang at home at the chimney-side — 
 It ever sits loose in your hand, well you know,
 When the mead has gone round and your brain is aglow.
 From no man his rightful gear shall you wrest,
 You shall harm no harmless maiden;
 You shall send no man the shameless hest
 That when his path crosses yours, he were best
 Come with his grave-clothes laden.
 And if you will so bear you till the year be past,
 You may win my sister for your bride at last.
 

KNUT.
 

[With suppressed rage.] You know how to order your words cunningly, Dame Margit. Truly, you should have been a priest, and not your husbands wife.
 

BENGT.
 

Oh, for that matter, I too could — 
 

KNUT.
 

[Paying no heed to him.] But I would have you take note that had a sword-bearing man spoken to me in such wise — 
 

BENGT.
 

Nay, but listen, Knut Gesling — you must understand us!
 

KNUT.
 

[As before.] Well, briefly, he should have learnt that the axe sits loose in my hand, as you said but now.
 

BENGT.
 

[Softly.] There we have it! Margit, Margit, this will never end well.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To KNUT.] You asked for a forthright answer, and that I have given you.
 

KNUT.
 

Well, well; I will not reckon too closely with you, Dame Margit. You have more wit than all the rest of us together. Here is my hand; — it may be there was somewhat of reason in the keen-edged words you spoke to me.
 

MARGIT.
 

This I like well; now are you already on the right way to amendment. Yet one word more — to-day we hold a feast at Solhoug.
 

KNUT.
 

A feast?
 

BENGT.
 

Yes, Knut Gesling: you must know that it is our wedding day; this day three years ago made me Dame Margit’s husband.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Impatiently, interrupting.] As I said, we hold a feast to-day. When Mass is over, and your other business done, I would have you ride hither again, and join in the banquet. Then you can learn to know my sister.
 

KNUT.
 

So be it, Dame Margit; I thank you. Yet ‘twas not to go to Mass that I rode hither this morning. Your kinsman, Gudmund Alfson, was the cause of my coming.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Starts.] He! My kinsman? Where would you seek him?
 

KNUT.
 

His homestead lies behind the headland, on the other side of the fiord.
 

MARGIT.
 

But he himself is far away.
 

ERIK.
 

Be not so sure; he may be nearer than you think.
 

KNUT.
 

[Whispers.] Hold your peace!
 

MARGIT.
 

Nearer? What mean you?
 

KNUT.
 

Have you not heard, then, that Gudmund Alfson has come back to Norway? He came with the Chancellor Audun of Hegranes, who was sent to France to bring home our new Queen.
 

MARGIT.
 

True enough, but in these very days the King holds his wedding- feast in full state at Bergen, and there is Gudmund Alfson a guest.
 

BENGT.
 

And there could we too have been guests had my wife so willed it.
 

ERIK.
 

[Aside to KNUT.] Then Dame Margit knows not that — ?
 

KNUT.
 

[Aside.] So it would seem; but keep your counsel. [Aloud.] Well, well, Dame Margit, I must go my way none the less, and see what may betide. At nightfall I will be here again.
 

MARGIT.
 

And then you must show whether you have power to bridle your unruly spirit.
 

BENGT.
 

Aye, mark you that.
 

MARGIT.
 

You must lay no hand on your axe — hear you, Knut Gesling?
 

BENGT.
 

Neither on your axe, nor on your knife, nor on any other weapon whatsoever.
 

MARGIT.
 

For then can you never hope to be one of our kindred.
 

BENGT.
 

Nay, that is our firm resolve.
 

KNUT.
 

[To MARGIT.] Have no fear.
 

BENGT.
 

And what we have firmly resolved stands fast.
 

KNUT.
 

That I like well, Sir Bengt Gauteson. I, too, say the same; and
 I have pledged myself at the feast-board to wed your kinswoman.
 You may be sure that my pledge, too, will stand fast. — God’s peace
 till to-night!
 

  [He and ERIK, with their men, go out at the back.
      [BENGT accompanies them to the door. The sound of the bells
        has in the meantime ceased.
 

BENGT.
 

[Returning.] Methought he seemed to threaten us as he departed.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Absently.] Aye, so it seemed.
 

BENGT.
 

Knut Gesling is an ill man to fall out with. And when I bethink me, we gave him over many hard words. But come, let us not brood over that. To-day we must be merry, Margit! — as I trow we have both good reason to be.
 

MARGIT.
 

[With a weary smile.] Aye, surely, surely.
 

BENGT.
 

Tis true I was no mere stripling when I courted you. But well I wot I was the richest man for many and many a mile. You were a fair maiden, and nobly born; but your dowry would have tempted no wooer.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself.] Yet was I then so rich.
 

BENGT.
 

What said you, my wife?
 

MARGIT.
 

Oh, nothing, nothing. [Crosses to the right.] I will deck me with pearls and rings. Is not to-night a time of rejoicing for me?
 

BENGT.
 

I am fain to hear you say it. Let me see that you deck you in your best attire, that our guests may say: Happy she who mated with Bengt Gauteson. — But now must I to the larder; there are many things to-day that must not be over-looked.
 

[He goes out to the left.
 

MARGIT. [Sinks down on a chair by the table on the right.]
 

‘Twas well he departed. While here he remains
 Meseems the blood freezes within my veins;
 Meseems that a crushing mighty and cold
 My heart in its clutches doth still enfold.
      [With tears she cannot repress.
 

He is my husband! I am his wife!
 How long, how long lasts a woman’s life?
 Sixty years, mayhap — God pity me
 Who am not yet full twenty-three!
      [More calmly after a short silence.
 

Hard, so long in a gilded cage to pine;
 Hard a hopeless prisoner’s lot — and mine.
      [Absently fingering the ornaments on the table, and beginning
        to put them on.
 

With rings, and with jewels, and all of my best
 By his order myself I am decking — 
 But oh, if to-day were my burial-feast,
 ‘Twere little that I’d be recking.
      [Breaking off.
 

But if thus I brood I must needs despair;
 I know a song that can lighten care.
      [She sings.
 

The Hill-King to the sea did ride;

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 To woo a maiden to be his bride.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
 

The Hill-King rode to Sir Hakon’s hold;

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 Little Kirsten sat combing her locks of gold.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
 

The Hill-King wedded the maiden fair;

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 A silvern girdle she ever must wear.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
 

The Hill-King wedded the lily-wand,

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 With fifteen gold rings on either hand.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
 

Three summers passed, and there passed full five;

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 In the hill little Kirsten was buried alive.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
 

Five summers passed, and there passed full nine;

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 Little Kirsten ne’er saw the glad sunshine.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
 

In the dale there are flowers and the birds’ blithe song;

 — Oh, sad are my days and dreary — 
 In the hill there is gold and the night is long.

 — I am waiting for thee, I am weary. — 
      [She rises and crosses the room.
 

How oft in the gloaming would Gudmund sing
 This song in may father’s hall.
 There was somewhat in it — some strange, sad thing
 That took my heart in thrall;
 Though I scarce understood, I could ne’er forget — 
 And the words and the thoughts they haunt me yet.
      [Stops horror-struck.
 

Rings of red gold! And a belt beside — !
 ‘Twas with gold the Hill-King wedded his bride!
      [In despair; sinks down on a bench beside the table on
        the left.
 

Woe! Woe! I myself am the Hill-King’s wife!
 And there cometh none to free me from the prison of my life.
 

  [SIGNE, radiant with gladness, comes running in from
        the back.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Calling.] Margit, Margit, — he is coming!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Starting up.] Coming? Who is coming?
 

SIGNE.
 

Gudmund, our kinsman!
 

MARGIT.
 

Gudmund Alfson! Here! How can you think — ?
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh, I am sure of it.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Crosses to the right.] Gudmund Alfson is at the wedding-feast in the King’s hall; you know that as well as I.
 

SIGNE.
 

Maybe; but none the less I am sure it was he.
 

MARGIT.
 

Have you seen him?
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh, no, no; but I must tell you — 
 

MARGIT.
 

Yes, haste you — tell on!
 

SIGNE.
 

‘Twas early morn, and the church bells rang,
 To Mass I was fain to ride;
 The birds in the willows twittered and sang,
 In the birch-groves far and wide.
 All earth was glad in the clear, sweet day;
 And from church it had well-nigh stayed me;
 For still, as I rode down the shady way,
 Each rosebud beguiled and delayed me.
 Silently into the church I stole;
 The priest at the altar was bending;
 He chanted and read, and with awe in their soul,
 The folk to God’s word were attending.
 Then a voice rang out o’er the fiord so blue;
 And the carven angels, the whole church through,
 Turned round, methought, to listen thereto.
 

MARGIT.
 

O Signe, say on! Tell me all, tell me all!
 

SIGNE.
 

‘Twas as though a strange, irresistible call
 Summoned me forth from the worshipping flock,
 Over hill and dale, over mead and rock.
 ‘Mid the silver birches I listening trod,
 Moving as though in a dream;
 Behind me stood empty the house of God;
 Priest and people were lured by the magic ‘twould seem,
 Of the tones that still through the air did stream.
 No sound they made; they were quiet as death;
 To hearken the song-birds held their breath,
 The lark dropped earthward, the cuckoo was still,
 As the voice re-echoed from hill to hill.
 

MARGIT.
 

Go on.
 

SIGNE.
 

They crossed themselves, women and men;
      [Pressing her hands to her breast.
 

But strange thoughts arose within me then;
 For the heavenly song familiar grew:
 Gudmund oft sang it to me and you — 
 Ofttimes has Gudmund carolled it,
 And all he e’er sang in my heart is writ.
 

MARGIT.
 

And you think that it may be — ?
 

SIGNE.
 

I know it is he! I know it? I know it! You soon shall see!
      [Laughing.
 

From far-off lands, at the last, in the end,
 Each song-bird homeward his flight doth bend!
 I am so happy — though why I scarce know — !
 Margit, what say you? I’ll quickly go
 And take down his harp, that has hung so long
 In there on the wall that ‘tis rusted quite;
 Its golden strings I will polish bright,
 And tune them to ring and to sing with his song.
 

MARGIT. [Absently.]
 

Do as you will — 
 

SIGNE. [Reproachfully.]
 

      Nay, this in not right.
      [Embracing her.
 

But when Gudmund comes will your heart grow light — 
 Light, as when I was a child, again.
 

MARGIT.
 

So much has changed — ah, so much! — since then — 
 

SIGNE.
 

Margit, you shall be happy and gay!
 Have you not serving-maids many, and thralls?
 Costly robes hang in rows on your chamber walls;
 How rich you are, none can say.
 By day you can ride in the forest deep,
 Chasing the hart and the hind;
 By night in a lordly bower you can sleep,
 On pillows of silk reclined.
 

MARGIT. [Looking toward the window.]
 

And he comes to Solhoug! He, as a guest!
 

SIGNE.
 

What say you?
 

MARGIT. [Turning.]
 

        Naught. — Deck you out in your best.
 That fortune which seemeth to you so bright
 May await yourself.
 

SIGNE.
 

Margit, say what you mean!
 

MARGIT. [Stroking her hair.]
 

I mean — nay, no more! ‘Twill shortly be seen — ;
 I mean — should a wooer ride hither to-night — ?
 

SIGNE.
 

A wooer? For whom?
 

MARGIT.
 

For you.
 

SIGNE. [Laughing.]
 

                          For me?
 That he’d ta’en the wrong road full soon he would see.
 

MARGIT.
 

What would you say if a valiant knight
 Begged for your hand?
 

SIGNE.
 

                 That my heart was too light
 To think upon suitors or choose a mate.
 

MARGIT.
 

But if he were mighty, and rich, and great?
 

SIGNE.
 

O, were he a king, did his palace hold
 Stores of rich garments and ruddy gold,
 ‘Twould ne’er set my heart desiring.
 With you I am rich enough here, meseeems,
 With summer and sun and the murmuring streams,
 And the birds in the branches quiring.
 Dear sister mine — here shall my dwelling be;
 And to give any wooer my hand in fee,
 For that I am too busy, and my heart too full of glee!
 

[SIGNE runs out to the left, singing.
 

MARGIT.
 

[After a pause.] Gudmund Alfson coming hither! Hither — to Solhoug? No, no, it cannot be. — Signe heard him singing, she said! When I have heard the pine-trees moaning in the forest afar, when I have heard the waterfall thunder and the birds pipe their lure in the tree-tops, it has many a time seemed to me as though, through it all, the sound of Gudmund’s songs came blended. And yet he was far from here. — Signe has deceived herself. Gudmund cannot be coming.
 

[BENGT enters hastily from the back.
 

BENGT.
 

[Entering, calls loudly.] An unlooked-for guest my wife!
 

MARGIT.
 

What guest?
 

BENGT.
 

Your kinsman, Gudmund Alfson! [Calls through the doorway on the right.] Let the best guest-room be prepared — and that forthwith!
 

MARGIT.
 

Is he, then, already here?
 

BENGT.
 

[Looking out through the passage-way.] Nay, not yet; but he cannot be far off. [Calls again to the right.] The carved oak bed, with the dragon-heads! [Advances to MARGIT.] His shield- bearer brings a message of greeting from him; and he himself is close behind.
 

MARGIT.
 

His shield-bearer! Comes he hither with a shield-bearer!
 

BENGT.
 

Aye, by my faith he does. He has a shield-bearer and six armed men in his train. What would you? Gudmund Alfson is a far other man than he was when he set forth to seek his fortune. But I must ride forth to seek him. [Calls out.] The gilded saddle on my horse! And forget not the bridle with the serpents’ heads! [Looks out to the back.] Ha, there he is already at the gate! Well, then, my staff — my silver-headed staff! Such a lordly knight — Heaven save us! — we must receive him with honour, with all seemly honour!
 

[Goes hastily out to the back.
 

MARGIT. [Brooding]
 

Alone he departed, a penniless swain;
 With esquires and henchmen now comes he again.
 What would he? Comes he, forsooth, to see
 My bitter and gnawing misery?
 Would he try how long, in my lot accurst,
 I can writhe and moan, ere my heart-strings burst — 
 Thinks he that — ? Ah, let him only try!
 Full little joy shall he reap thereby.
      [She beckons through the doorway on the right. Three
        handmaidens enter.
 

List, little maids, what I say to you:
 Find me my silken mantle blue.
 Go with me into my bower anon:
 My richest of velvets and furs do on.
 Two of you shall deck me in scarlet and vair,
 The third shall wind pearl-strings into my hair.
 All my jewels and gauds bear away with ye!
      [The handmaids go out to the left, taking the ornaments
        with them.
 

Since Margit the Hill-King’s bride must be,
 Well! don we the queenly livery!
 

  [She goes out to the left.
      [BENGT ushers in GUDMUND ALFSON, through the pent-house
        passage at the back.
 

BENGT.
 

And now once more — welcome under Solhoug’s roof, my wife’s kinsman.
 

GUDMUND.
 

I thank you. And how goes it with her? She thrives well in every way, I make no doubt?
 

BENGT.
 

Aye, you may be sure she does. There is nothing she lacks. She has five handmaidens, no less, at her beck and call; a courser stands ready saddled in the stall when she lists to ride abroad. In one word, she has all that a noble lady can desire to make her happy in her lot.
 

GUDMUND.
 

And Margit — is she then happy?
 

BENGT.
 

God and all men would think that she must be; but, strange to say — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

What mean you?
 

BENGT.
 

Well, believe it or not as you list, but it seems to me that Margit was merrier of heart in the days of her poverty, than since she became the lady of Solhoug.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[To himself.] I knew it; so it must be.
 

BENGT.
 

What say you, kinsman?
 

GUDMUND.
 

I say that I wonder greatly at what you tell me of your wife.
 

BENGT.
 

Aye, you may be sure I wonder at it too. On the faith and troth of an honest gentleman, ‘tis beyond me to guess what more she can desire. I am about her all day long; and no one can say of me that I rule her harshly. All the cares of household and husbandry I have taken on myself; yet notwithstanding — Well, well, you were ever a merry heart; I doubt not you will bring sunshine with you. Hush! here comes Dame Margit! Let her not see that I — 
 

[MARGIT enters from the left, richly dressed.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Going to meet her.] Margit — my dear Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Stops, and looks at him without recognition.] Your pardon, Sir Knight; but — ? [As though she only now recognized him.] Surely, if I mistake not, ‘tis Gudmund Alfson.
 

[Holding out her hand to him.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Without taking it.] And you did not at once know me again?
 

BENGT.
 

[Laughing.] Why, Margit, of what are you thinking? I told you but a moment agone that your kinsman — 
 

MARGIT.
 

[Crossing to the table on the right.] Twelve years is a long time, Gudmund. The freshest plant may wither ten times over in that space.
 

GUDMUND.
 

‘Tis seven years since last we met.
 

MARGIT.
 

Surely it must be more than that.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Looking at her.] I could almost think so. But ‘tis as I say.
 

MARGIT.
 

How strange! I must have been but a child then; and it seems to me a whole eternity since I was a child. [Throws herself down on a chair.] Well, sit you down, my kinsman! Rest you, for to-night you shall dance, and rejoice us with your singing. [With a forced smile.] Doubtless you know we are merry here to-day — we are holding a feast.
 

GUDMUND.
 

‘Twas told me as I entered your homestead.
 

BENGT.
 

Aye, ‘tis three years to-day since I became — 
 

MARGIT.
 

[Interrupting.] My kinsman has already heard it. [To GUDMUND.]
 Will you not lay aside your cloak?
 

GUDMUND.
 

I thank you, Dame Margit; but it seems to me cold here — colder than I had foreseen.
 

BENGT.
 

For my part, I am warm enough; but then I have a hundred things to do and to take order for. [To MARGIT.] Let not the time seem long to our guest while I am absent. You can talk together of the old days.
 

[Going.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Hesitating.] Are you going? Will you not rather — ?
 

BENGT.
 

[Laughing, to GUDMUND, as he comes forward again.] See you well — Sir Bengt of Solhoug is the man to make the women fain of him. How short so e’er the space, my wife cannot abide to be without me. [To MARGIT, caressing her.] Content you; I shall soon be with you again.
 

[He goes out to the back.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself.] Oh, torture, to have to endure it all.
 

[A short silence.
 

GUDMUND.
 

How goes it, I pray, with your sister dear?
 

MARGIT.
 

Right well, I thank you.
 

GUDMUND.
 

                       They said she was here
 With you.
 

MARGIT.
 

       She has been here ever since we — 
      [Breaks off.
 

She came, now three years since, to Solhoug with me.
      [After a pause.
 

Ere long she’ll be here, her friend to greet.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Well I mind me of Signe’s nature sweet.
 No guile she dreamed of, no evil knew.
 When I call to remembrance her eyes so blue
 I must think of the angels in heaven.
 But of years there have passed no fewer than seven;
 In that time much may have altered. Oh, say
 If she, too, has changed so while I’ve been away?
 

MARGIT.
 

She too? Is it, pray, in the halls of kings
 That you learn such courtly ways, Sir Knight?
 To remind me thus of the change time brings — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

Nay, Margit, my meaning you read aright!
 You were kind to me, both, in those far-away years — 
 Your eyes, when we parted were wet with tears.
 We swore like brother and sister still
 To hold together in good hap or ill.
 ‘Mid the other maids like a sun you shone,
 Far, far and wide was your beauty known.
 You are no less fair than you were, I wot;
 But Solhoug’s mistress, I see, has forgot
 The penniless kinsman. So hard is your mind
 That ever of old was gentle and kind.
 

MARGIT. [Choking back her tears.]
 

Aye, of old — !
 

GUDMUND. [Looks compassionately at her, is silent for a little, then says in a subdued voice.
 

           Shall we do as your husband said?
 Pass the time with talk of the dear old days?
 

MARGIT. [Vehemently.]
 

No, no, not of them!
                      Their memory’s dead.
 My mind unwillingly backward strays.
 Tell rather of what your life has been,
 Of what in the wide world you’ve done and seen.
 Adventures you’ve lacked not, well I ween — 
 In all the warmth and the space out yonder,
 That heart and mind should be light, what wonder?
 

GUDMUND.
 

In the King’s high hall I found not the joy
 That I knew by my own poor hearth as a boy.
 

MARGIT. [Without looking at him.]
 

While I, as at Solhoug each day flits past,
 Thank Heaven that here has my lot been cast.
 

GUDMUND.
 

‘Tis well if for this you can thankful be — 
 

MARGIT. [Vehemently.]
 

Why not? For am I not honoured and free?
 Must not all folk here obey my hest?
 Rule I not all things as seemeth me best?
 Here I am first, with no second beside me;
 And that, as you know, from of old satisfied me.
 Did you think you would find me weary and sad?
 Nay, my mind is at peace and my heart is glad.
 You might, then, have spared your journey here
 To Solhoug; ‘twill profit you little, I fear.
 

GUDMUND.
 

What, mean you, Dame Margit?
 

MARGIT. [Rising.]
 

       I understand all — 
 I know why you come to my lonely hall.
 

GUDMUND.
 

And you welcome me not, though you know why I came?
      [Bowing and about to go.
 

God’s peace and farewell, then, my noble dame!
 

MARGIT.
 

To have stayed in the royal hall, indeed,
 Sir Knight, had better become your fame.
 

GUDMUND. [Stops.]
 

In the royal hall? Do you scoff at my need?
 

MARGIT.
 

Your need? You are ill to content, my friend;
 Where, I would know, do you think to end?
 You can dress you in velvet and cramoisie,
 You stand by the throne, and have lands in fee — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

Do you deem, then, that fortune is kind to me?
 You said but now that full well you knew
 What brought me to Solhoug — 
 

MARGIT.
 

I told you true!
 

GUDMUND.
 

Then you know what of late has befallen me; — 
 You have heard the tale of my outlawry?
 

MARGIT. [Terror-struck.]
 

An outlaw! You, Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND.
 

       I am indeed.
 But I swear, by the Holy Christ I swear,
 Had I known the thoughts of your heart, I ne’er
 Had bent me to Solhoug in my need.
 I thought that you still were gentle-hearted,
 As you ever were wont to be ere we parted:
 But I truckle not to you; the wood is wide,
 My hand and my bow shall fend for me there;
 I will drink of the mountain brook, and hide
 My head in the beast’s lair.
 

[On the point of going.
 

MARGIT. [Holding him back.]
 

Outlawed! Nay, stay! I swear to you
 That naught of your outlawry I knew.
 

GUDMUND.
 

It is as I tell you. My life’s at stake;
 And to live are all men fain.
 Three nights like a dog ‘neath the sky I’ve lain,
 My couch on the hillside forced to make,
 With for pillow the boulder grey.
 Though too proud to knock at the door of the stranger,
 And pray him for aid in the hour of danger,
 Yet strong was my hope as I held on my way:
 I thought: When to Solhoug you come at last
 Then all your pains will be done and past.
 You have sure friends there, whatever betide. — 
 But hope like a wayside flower shrivels up;
 Though your husband met me with flagon and cup,
 And his doors flung open wide,
 Within, your dwelling seems chill and bare;
 Dark is the hall; my friends are not there.
 ‘Tis well; I will back to my hills from your halls.
 

MARGIT. [Beseechingly.]
 

Oh, hear me!
 

GUDMUND.
 

          My soul is not base as a thrall’s.
 Now life to me seems a thing of nought;
 Truly I hold it scarce worth a thought.
 You have killed all that I hold most dear;
 Of my fairest hopes I follow the bier.
 Farewell, then, Dame Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

       Nay, Gudmund, hear!
 By all that is holy — !
 

GUDMUND.
 

       Live on as before
 Live on in honour and joyance — 
 Never shall Gudmund darken your door,
 Never shall cause you ‘noyance.
 

MARGIT.
 

Enough, enough. Your bitterness
 You presently shall rue.
 Had I known you outlawed, shelterless,
 Hunted the country through — 
 Trust me, the day that brought you here
 Would have seemed the fairest of many a year;
 And a feast I had counted it indeed
 When you turned to Solhoug for refuge in need.
 

GUDMUND.
 

What say you — ? How shall I read your mind?
 

MARGIT. [Holding out her hand to him.]
 

Read this: that at Solhoug dwell kinsfolk kind.
 

GUDMUND.
 

But you said of late — ?
 

MARGIT.
 

                    To that pay no heed,
 Or hear me, and understand indeed.
 For me is life but a long, black night,
 Nor sun, nor star for me shines bright.
 I have sold my youth and my liberty,
 And none from my bargain can set me free.
 My heart’s content I have bartered for gold,
 With gilded chains I have fettered myself;
 Trust me, it is but comfort cold
 To the sorrowful soul, the pride of pelf.
 How blithe was my childhood — how free from care!
 Our house was lowly and scant our store;
 But treasures of hope in my breast I bore.
 

GUDMUND. [Whose eyes have been fixed upon her.]
 

E’en then you were growing to beauty rare.
 

MARGIT.
 

Mayhap; but the praises showered on me
 Caused the wreck of my happiness — that I now see.
 To far-off lands away you sailed;
 But deep in my heart was graven each song
 You had ever sung; and their glamour was strong;
 With a mist of dreams my brow they veiled.
 In them all the joys you had dwelt upon
 That can find a home in the beating breast;
 You had sung so oft of the lordly life
 ‘Mid knights and ladies. And lo! anon
 Came wooers a many from east and from west;
 And so — I became Bengt Gauteson’s wife.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Oh, Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

         The days that passed were but few
 Ere with tears my folly I ‘gan to rue.
 To think, my kinsman and friend, on thee
 Was all the comfort left to me.
 How empty now seemed Solhoug’s hall,
 How hateful and drear its great rooms all!
 Hither came many a knight and dame,
 Came many a skald to sing my fame.
 But never a one who could fathom aright
 My spirit and all its yearning — 
 I shivered, as though in the Hill-King’s might;
 Yet my head throbbed, my blood was burning.
 

GUDMUND.
 

But your husband — ?
 

MARGIT.
 

                 He never to me was dear.
 ‘Twas his gold was my undoing.
 When he spoke to me, aye, or e’en drew near,
 My spirit writhed with ruing.
      [Clasping her hands.
 

And thus have I lived for three long years — 
 A life of sorrow, of unstanched tears!
 Your coming was rumoured. You know full well
 What pride deep down in my heart doth dwell.
 I hid my anguish, I veiled my woe,
 For you were the last that the truth must know.
 

GUDMUND. [Moved.]
 

‘Twas therefore, then, that you turned away — 
 

MARGIT. [Not looking at him.]
 

I thought you came at my woe to jeer.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Margit, how could you think — ?
 

MARGIT.
 

                            Nay, nay,
 There was reason enough for such a fear.
 But thanks be to Heaven that fear is gone;
 And now no longer I stand alone;
 My spirit now is as light and free
 As a child’s at play ‘neath the greenwood tree.
      [With a sudden start of fear.
 

Ah, where are my wits fled! How could I forget — ?
 Ye saints, I need sorely your succor yet!
 An outlaw, you said — ?
 

GUDMUND. [Smiling.]
 

                   Nay, now I’m at home;
 Hither the King’s men scarce dare come.
 

MARGIT.
 

Your fall has been sudden. I pray you, tell
 How you lost the King’s favour.
 

GUDMUND.
 

                      ’Twas thus it befell.
 You know how I journeyed to France of late,
 When the Chancellor, Audun of Hegranes,
 Fared thither from Bergen, in royal state,
 To lead home the King’s bride, the fair Princess,
 With her squires, and maidens, and ducats bright.
 Sir Audun’s a fair and stately knight,
 The Princess shone with a beauty rare — 
 Her eyes seemed full of a burning prayer.
 They would oft talk alone and in whispers, the two — 
 Of what? That nobody guessed or knew.
 There came a night when I leant at ease
 Against the galley’s railing;
 My thought flew onward to Norway’s leas,
 With the milk-white seagulls sailing.
 Two voices whispered behind my back; — 
 I turned — it was he and she;
 I knew them well, though the night was black,
 But they — they saw not me.
 She gazed upon him with sorrowful eyes
 And whispered: “Ah, if to southern skies
 We could turn the vessel’s prow,
 And we were alone in the bark, we twain,
 My heart, methinks, would find peace again,
 Nor would fever burn my brow.”
 Sir Audun answers; and straight she replies,
 In words so fierce, so bold;
 Like glittering stars I can see her eyes;
 She begged him — 
      [Breaking off.
 

My blood ran cold.
 

MARGIT.
 

She begged — ?
 

GUDMUND.
 

I arose, and they vanished apace;
 All was silent, fore and aft: — 
      [Producing a small phial.
 

But this I found by their resting place.
 

MARGIT.
 

And that — ?
 

GUDMUND. [Lowering his voice.]
 

          Holds a secret draught.
 A drop of this in your enemy’s cup
 And his life will sicken and wither up.
 No leechcraft helps ‘gainst the deadly thing.
 

MARGIT.
 

And that — ?
 

GUDMUND.
 

That draught was meant for the King.
 

MARGIT.
 

Great God!
 

GUDMUND. [Putting up the phial again.]
 

      That I found it was well for them all.
 In three days more was our voyage ended;
 Then I fled, by my faithful men attended.
 For I knew right well, in the royal hall,
 That Audun subtly would work my fall, — 
 Accusing me — 
 

MARGIT.
 

           Aye, but at Solhoug he
 Cannot harm you. All as of old will be.
 

GUDMUND.
 

All? Nay, Margit — you then were free.
 

MARGIT.
 

You mean — ?
 

GUDMUND.
 

    I? Nay, I meant naught. My brain
 Is wildered; but ah, I am blithe and fain
 To be, as of old, with you sisters twain.
 But tell me, — Signe — ?
 

MARGIT. [Points smiling towards the door on the left.]
 

                    She comes anon.
 To greet her kinsman she needs must don
 Her trinkets — a task that takes time, ‘tis plain.
 

GUDMUND.
 

I must see — I must see if she knows me again.
 

[He goes out to the left.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Following him with her eyes.] How fair and manlike he is! [With a sigh.] There is little likeness ‘twixt him and — [Begins putting things in order on the table, but presently stops.] “You then were free,” he said. Yes, then! [A short pause.] ‘Twas a strange tale, that of the Princess who — She held another dear, and then — Aye, those women of far-off lands — I have heard it before — they are not weak as we are; they do not fear to pass from thought to deed. [Takes up a goblet which stands on the table.] ‘Twas in this beaker that Gudmund and I, when he went away, drank to his happy return. ‘Tis well-nigh the only heirloom I brought with me to Solhoug. [Putting the goblet away in a cupboard.] How soft is this summer day; and how light it is in here! So sweetly has the sun not shone for three long years.
 

[SIGNE, and after her GUDMUND, enters from the left.
 

SIGNE. [Runs laughing up to MARGIT.]
 

Ha, ha, ha! He will not believe that ‘tis I!
 

MARGIT. [Smiling to GUDMUND.]
 

You see: while in far-off lands you strayed,
 She, too, has altered, the little maid.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Aye truly! But that she should be — Why,
 ‘Tis a marvel in very deed.
      [Takes both SIGNE’s hands and looks at her.
 

Yet, when I look in these eyes so blue,
 The innocent child-mind I still can read — 
 Yes, Signe, I know that ‘tis you!
 I needs must laugh when I think how oft
 I have thought of you perched on my shoulder aloft
 As you used to ride. You were then a child;
 Now you are a nixie, spell-weaving, wild.
 

SIGNE. [Threatening with her finger.]
 

Beware! If the nixie’s ire you awaken,
 Soon in her nets you will find yourself taken.
 

GUDMUND. [To himself.]
 

I am snared already, it seems to me.
 

SIGNE.
 

But, Gudmund, wait — you have still to see
 How I’ve shielded your harp from the dust and the rust.
       [As she goes out to the left.
 

You shall teach me all of your songs! You must!
 

GUDMUND. [Softly, as he follows her with his eyes.]
 

She has flushed to the loveliest rose of May,
 That was yet but a bud in the morning’s ray.
 

SIGNE. [Returning with the harp.]
 

Behold!
 

GUDMUND. [Taking it.]
 

      My harp! As bright as of yore!
      [Striking one or two chords.
 

Still the old chords ring sweet and clear — 
 On the wall, untouched, thou shalt hang no more.
 

MARGIT. [Looking out at the back.]
 

Our guests are coming.
 

SIGNE. [While GUDMUND preludes his song.]
 

Hush — hush! Oh, hear!
 

GUDMUND. [Sings.]
 

I roamed through the uplands so heavy of cheer;
 The little birds quavered in bush and in brere;
 The little birds quavered, around and above:
 Wouldst know of the sowing and growing of love?
 

It grows like the oak tree through slow-rolling years;
 ‘Tis nourished by dreams, and by songs, and by tears;
 But swiftly ‘tis sown; ere a moment speeds by,
 Deep, deep in the heart love is rooted for aye.
 

  [As he strikes the concluding chords, he goes towards the
        back where he lays down his harp.
 

SIGNE. [Thoughtfully, repeats to herself.]
 

But swiftly ‘tis sown; ere a moment speeds by,
 Deep, deep in the heart love is rooted for aye.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Absently.] Did you speak to me? — I heard not clearly — ?
 

SIGNE.
 

I? No, no. I only meant — 
 

[She again becomes absorbed in dreams.
 

MARGIT. [Half aloud; looking straight before her.]
 

It grows like the oak tree through slow-rolling years;
 ‘Tis nourished by dreams, and by songs and by tears.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Returning to herself.] You said that — ?
 

MARGIT.
 

[Drawing her hand over her brow.] Nay, ‘twas nothing. Come, we
 must go meet our guests.
 

  [BENGT enters with many GUESTS, both men and women,
        through the passageway.
 

GUESTS.
 

 With song and harping enter we
         The feast-hall opened wide;
     Peace to our hostess kind and free,
         All happiness to her betide.
     O’er Solhoug’s roof for ever may
         Bright as to-day
         The heavens abide.
 






  








ACT SECOND
 

A birch grove adjoining the house, one corner of which is seen to the left. At the back, a footpath leads up the hillside. To the right of the footpath a river comes tumbling down a ravine and loses itself among boulders and stones. It is a light summer evening. The door leading to the house stands open; the windows are lighted up. Music is heard from within.
 

THE GUESTS. [Singing in the Feast Hall.]
 

Set bow to fiddle! To sound of strings
 We’ll dance till night shall furl her wings,
   Through the long hours glad and golden!
 Like blood-red blossom the maiden glows — 
 Come, bold young wooer and hold the rose
   In a soft embrace enfolden.
 

[KNUT GESLING and ERIK OF HEGGE enter from the house. Sounds of music, dancing and merriment are heard from within during what follows.
 

ERIK.
 

If only you come not to repent it, Knut.
 

KNUT.
 

That is my affair.
 

ERIK.
 

Well, say what you will, ‘tis a daring move. You are the King’s Sheriff. Commands go forth to you that you shall seize the person of Gudmund Alfson, wherever you may find him. And now, when you have him in your grasp, you proffer him your friendship, and let him go freely, whithersoever he will.
 

KNUT.
 

I know what I am doing. I sought him in his own dwelling, but there he was not to be found. If, now, I went about to seize him here — think you that Dame Margit would be minded to give me Signe to wife?
 

ERIK.
 

[With deliberation.] No, by fair means it might scarcely be, but — 
 

KNUT.
 

And by foul means I am loth to proceed. Moreover, Gudmund is my friend from bygone days; and he can be helpful to me. [With decision.] Therefore it shall be as I have said. This evening no one at Solhoug shall know that Gudmund Alfson is an outlaw; — to-morrow he must look to himself.
 

ERIK.
 

Aye, but the King’s decree?
 

KNUT.
 

Oh, the King’s decree! You know as well as I that the King’s decree is but little heeded here in the uplands. Were the King’s decree to be enforced, many a stout fellow among us would have to pay dear both for bride-rape and for man-slaying. Come this way, I would fain know where Signe — ?
 

  [They go out to the right.
      [GUDMUND and SIGNE come down the footpath at the back.
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh, speak! Say on! For sweeter far
 Such words than sweetest music are.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Signe, my flower, my lily fair!
 

SIGNE. [In subdued, but happy wonderment.]
 

I am dear to him — I!
 

Gudmund.
 

As none other I swear.
 

SIGNE.
 

And is it I that can bind your will!
 And is it I that your heart can fill!
 Oh, dare I believe you?
 

GUDMUND.
 

                    Indeed you may.
 List to me, Signe! The years sped away,
 But faithful was I in my thoughts to you,
 My fairest flowers, ye sisters two.
 My own heart I could not clearly read.
 When I left, my Signe was but a child,
 A fairy elf, like the creatures wild
 Who play, while we sleep, in wood and mead.
 But in Solhoug’s hall to-day, right loud
 My heart spake, and right clearly;
 It told me that Margit’s a lady proud,
 Whilst you’re the sweet maiden I love most dearly.
 

SIGNE. [Who has only half listened to his words.]
 

I mind me, we sat in the hearth’s red glow,
 One winter evening—’tis long ago — 
 And you sang to me of the maiden fair
 Whom the neckan had lured to his watery lair.
 There she forgot both father and mother,
 There she forgot both sister and brother;
 Heaven and earth and her Christian speech,
 And her God, she forgot them all and each.
 But close by the strand a stripling stood
 And he was heartsore and heavy of mood.
 He struck from his harpstrings notes of woe,
 That wide o’er the waters rang loud, rang low.
 The spell-bound maid in the tarn so deep,
 His strains awoke from her heavy sleep,
 The neckan must grant her release from his rule,
 She rose through the lilies afloat on the pool — 
 Then looked she to heaven while on green earth she trod,
 And wakened once more to her faith and her God.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Signe, my fairest of flowers!
 

SIGNE.
 

                           It seems
 That I, too, have lived in a world of dreams.
 But the strange deep words you to-night have spoken,
 Of the power of love, have my slumber broken.
 The heavens seemed never so blue to me,
 Never the world so fair;
 I can understand, as I roam with thee,
 The song of the birds in air.
 

GUDMUND.
 

So mighty is love — it stirs in the breast
 Thought and longings and happy unrest.
 But come, let us both to your sister go.
 

SIGNE.
 

Would you tell her — ?
 

GUDMUND.
 

Everything she must know.
 

SIGNE.
 

Then go you alone; — I feel that my cheek
 Would be hot with blushes to hear you speak.
 

GUDMUND.
 

So be it, I go.
 

SIGNE.
 

           And here will I bide;
      [Listening towards the right.
 

Or better — down by the riverside,
 I hear Knut Gesling, with maidens and men.
 

GUDMUND.
 

There will you stay?
 

SIGNE.
 

Till you come again
 

  [She goes out to the right. GUDMUND goes into the house.
      [MARGIT enters from behind the house on the left.
 

MARGIT.
 

In the hall there is gladness and revelry;
 The dancers foot it with jest and glee.
 The air weighed hot on my brow and breast;
 For Gudmund, he was not there.
      [She draws a deep breath.
 

Out here ‘tis better: here’s quiet and rest.
 How sweet is the cool night air!
      [A brooding silence.
 

The horrible thought! Oh, why should it be
 That wherever I go it follows me?
 The phial — doth a secret contain;
 A drop of this in my — enemy’s cup,
 And his life would sicken and wither up;
 The leech’s skill would be tried in vain.
      [Again a silence.
 

Were I sure that Gudmund — held me dear — 
 Then little I’d care for — 
 

[GUDMUND enters from the house.
 

GUDMUND.
 

                       You, Margit, here?
 And alone? I have sought you everywhere.
 

MARGIT.
 

‘Tis cool here. I sickened of heat and glare.
 See you how yonder the white mists glide
 Softly over the marshes wide?
 Here it is neither dark nor light,
 But midway between them — 
      [To herself.
 

                  — as in my breast.
      [Looking at him.
 

Is’t not so — when you wander on such a night
 You hear, though but half to yourself confessed,
 A stirring of secret life through the hush,
 In tree and in leaf, in flower and in rush?
      [With a sudden change of tone.
 

Can you guess what I wish?
 

GUDMUND.
 

Well?
 

MARGIT.
 

                             That I could be
 The nixie that haunts yonder upland lea.
 How cunningly I should weave my spell!
 Trust me — !
 

GUDMUND.
 

Margit, what ails you? Tell!
 

MARGIT. [Paying no heed to him.]
 

How I should quaver my magic lay!
 Quaver and croon it both night and day!
      [With growing vehemence.
 

How I would lure the knight so bold
 Through the greenwood glades to my mountain hold.
 There were the world and its woes forgot
 In the burning joys of our blissful lot.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Margit! Margit!
 

MARGIT. [Ever more wildly.]
 

         At midnight’s hour
 Sweet were our sleep in my lonely bower; — 
 And if death should come with the dawn, I trow
 ‘Twere sweet to die so; — what thinkest thou?
 

GUDMUND.
 

You are sick!
 

MARGIT. [Bursting into laughter.]
 

   Ha, ha! — Let me laugh! ‘Tis good
 To laugh when the heart is in laughing mood!
 

GUDMUND.
 

I see that you still have the same wild soul
 As of old — 
 

MARGIT. [With sudden seriousness.]
 

    Nay, let not that vex your mind,
 ‘Tis only at midnight it mocks control;
 By day I am timid as any hind.
 How tame I have grown, you yourself must say,
 When you think on the women in lands far away — 
 Of that fair Princess — ah, she was wild!
 Beside her lamblike am I and mild.
 She did not helplessly yearn and brood,
 She would have acted; and that — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

                               ’Tis good
 You remind me; Straightway I’ll cast away
 What to me is valueless after this day — 
 

[Takes out the phial.
 

MARGIT.
 

The phial! You meant — ?
 

GUDMUND.
 

                       I thought it might be
 At need a friend that should set me free
 Should the King’s men chance to lay hands on me.
 But from to-night it has lost its worth;
 Now will I fight all the kings of earth,
 Gather my kinsfolk and friends to the strife,
 And battle right stoutly for freedom and life.
 

[Is about to throw the phial against a rock.
 

MARGIT. [Seizing his arm.]
 

Nay, hold! Let me have it — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

First tell me why?
 

MARGIT.
 

I’d fain fling it down to the neckan hard by,
 Who so often has made my dull hours fleet
 With his harping and songs, so strange and sweet.
 Give it me!
      [Takes the phial from his hand.
 

There!
 

[Feigns to throw it into the river.
 

GUDMUND. [Goes to the right, and looks down into the ravine.]
 

Have you thrown it away?
 

MARGIT. [Concealing the phial.]
 

Aye, surely! You saw — 
      [Whispers as she goes towards the house.
 

              Now God help and spare me!
      [Aloud.
 

Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND. [Approaching.]
 

What would you?
 

MARGIT.
 

                   Teach me, I pray,
 How to interpret the ancient lay
 They sing of the church in the valley there:
 A gentle knight and a lady fair,
 They loved each other well.
 That very day on her bier she lay
 He on his sword-point fell.
 They buried her by the northward spire,
 And him by the south kirk wall;
 And theretofore grew neither bush nor briar
 In the hallowed ground at all.
 But next spring from their coffins twain
 Two lilies fair upgrew — 
 And by and by, o’er the roof-tree high,
 They twined and they bloomed the whole year through.
 How read you the riddle?
 

GUDMUND. [Looks searchingly at her.]
 

I scarce can say.
 

MARGIT.
 

You may doubtless read it in many a way;
 But its truest meaning, methinks, is clear:
 The church can never sever two that hold each other dear.
 

GUDMUND. [To himself.]
 

Ye saints, if she should — ? Lest worse befall,
 ‘Tis time indeed I told her all!
      [Aloud.
 

Do you wish for my happiness — Margit, tell!
 

MARGIT. [In joyful agitation.]
 

Wish for it! I!
 

GUDMUND.
 

             Then, wot you well,
 The joy of my life now rests with you — 
 

MARGIT. [With an outburst.]
 

Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND.
 

Listen! ‘tis the time you knew — 
 

  [He stops suddenly.
      [Voices and laughter are heard by the river bank. SIGNE and
        other GIRLS enter from the right, accompanied by KNUT,
        ERIK, and several YOUNGER MEN.
 

KNUT.
 

[Still at a distance.] Gudmund Alfson! Wait; I must speak a word
 with you.
 

  [He stops, talking to ERIK. The other GUESTS in the meantime
        enter the house.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself.] The joy of his life — ! What else can he mean
   but — ! [Half aloud.] Signe — my dear, dear sister!
 

  [She puts her arm round SIGNE’s waist, and they go towards
        the back talking to each other.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Softly as he follows them with his eyes.] Aye, so it were wisest. Both Signe and I must away from Solhoug. Knut Gesling has shown himself my friend; he will help me.
 

KNUT.
 

[Softly, to ERIK.] Yes, yes, I say, Gudmund is her kinsman; he can best plead my cause.
 

ERIK.
 

Well, as you will.
 

[He goes into the house.
 

KNUT.
 

[Approaching.] Listen, Gudmund — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Smiling.] Come you to tell me that you dare no longer let me
 go free.
 

KNUT.
 

Dare! Be at your ease as to that. Knut Gesling dares whatever he will. No, ‘tis another matter. You know that here in the district, I am held to be a wild, unruly companion — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

Aye, and if rumour lies not — 
 

KNUT.
 

Why no, much that it reports may be true enough. But now, I must tell you — 
 

[They go, conversing, up towards the back.
 

SIGNE.
 

[To MARGIT, as they come forward beside the house.] I understand you not. You speak as though an unlooked-for happiness had befallen you. What is in your mind?
 

MARGIT.
 

Signe — you are still a child; you know not what it means to have ever in your heart the dread of — [Suddenly breaking off.] Think, Signe, what it must be to wither and die without ever having lived.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Looks at her in astonishment, and shakes her head.] Nay, but,
 Margit — ?
 

MARGIT.
 

Aye, aye, you do not understand, but none the less — 
 

[They go up again, talking to each other. GUDMUND and KNUT come down on the other side.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Well, if so it be — if this wild life no longer contents you — then I will give you the best counsel that ever friend gave to friend: take to wife an honourable maiden.
 

KNUT.
 

Say you so? And if I now told you that ‘tis even that I have in mind?
 

GUDMUND.
 

Good luck and happiness to you then, Knut Gesling! And now you
 must know that I too — 
 

KNUT.
 

You? Are you, too, so purposed?
 

GUDMUND.
 

Aye truly. But the King’s wrath — I am a banished man — 
 

KNUT.
 

Nay, to that you need give but little thought. As yet there is no one here, save Dame Margit, that knows aught of the matter; and so long as I am your friend, you have one in whom you can trust securely. Now I must tell you — 
 

[He proceeds in a whisper as they go up again.
 

SIGNE.
 

[As she and MARGIT again advance.] But tell me then Margit — !
 

MARGIT.
 

More I dare not tell you.
 

SIGNE.
 

Then will I be more open-hearted than you. But first answer me one question. [Bashfully, with hesitation.] Is there no one who has told you anything concerning me?
 

MARGIT.
 

Concerning you? Nay, what should that be?
 

SIGNE.
 

[As before, looking downwards.] You said to me this morning: if a wooer came riding hither — ?
 

MARGIT.
 

That is true. [To herself.] Knut Gesling — has he already — ?
 [Eagerly to SIGNE.] Well? What then?
 

SIGNE.
 

[Softly, but with exultation.] The wooer has come! He has come,
 Margit! I knew not then whom you meant; but now — !
 

MARGIT.
 

And what have you answered him?
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh, how should I know? [Flinging her arms round her sister’s neck.] But the world seems to me so rich and beautiful since the moment when he told me that he held me dear.
 

MARGIT.
 

Why, Signe, Signe, I cannot understand that you should so quickly — !
 You scarce knew him before to-day.
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh, ‘tis but little I yet know of love; but this I know that what
 the song says is true:
 Full swiftly ‘tis sown; ere a moment speeds by,
 Deep, deep in the heart love is rooted for aye — 
 

MARGIT.
 

So be it; and since so it is, I need no longer hold aught concealed from you. Ah — 
 

[She stops suddenly, as she sees KNUT and GUDMUND approaching.
 

KNUT.
 

[In a tone of satisfaction.] Ha, this is as I would have it,
 Gudmund. Here is my hand!
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself.] What is this?
 

GUDMUND.
 

[To KNUT.] And here is mine!
 

[They shake hands.
 

KNUT.
 

But now we must each of us name who it is — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

Good. Here at Solhoug, among so many fair women, I have found her whom — 
 

KNUT.
 

I too. And I will bear her home this very night, if it be needful.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Who has approached unobserved.] All saints in heaven!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Nods to KNUT.] The same is my intent.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Who has also been listening.] Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND AND KNUT.
 

[Whispering to each other, as they both point at Signe.] There she is!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Starting.] Aye, mine.
 

KNUT.
 

[Likewise.] No, mine!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Softly, half bewildered.] Signe!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[As before, to KNUT.] What mean you by that?
 

KNUT.
 

I mean that ‘tis Signe whom I — 
 

GUDMUND.
 

Signe! Signe is my betrothed in the sight of God.
 

MARGIT.
 

[With a cry.] It was she! No — no!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[To himself, as he catches sight of her.] Margit! She has heard everything.
 

KNUT.
 

Ho, ho! So this is how it stands? Nay, Dame Margit, ‘tis needless to put on such an air of wonder; now I understand everything.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To SIGNE.] But not a moment ago you said — ? [Suddenly grasping the situation.] ‘Twas Gudmund you meant!
 

SIGNE.
 

[Astonished.] Yes, did you not know it! But what ails you, Margit?
 

MARGIT.
 

[In an almost toneless voice.] Nay, nothing, nothing.
 

KNUT.
 

[To MARGIT.] And this morning, when you made me give my word that I would stir no strife here to-night — you already knew that Gudmund Alfson was coming. Ha, ha, think not that you can hoodwink Knut Gesling! Signe has become dear to me. Even this morning ‘twas but my hasty vow that drove me to seek her hand; but now — 
 

SIGNE.
 

[To MARGIT.] He? Was this the wooer that was in your mind?
 

MARGIT.
 

Hush, hush!
 

KNUT.
 

[Firmly and harshly.] Dame Margit — you are her elder sister; you shall give me an answer.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Battling with herself.] Signe has already made her choice; — I have naught to answer.
 

KNUT.
 

Good; then I have nothing more to do at Solhoug. But after midnight — mark you this — the day is at an end; then you may chance to see me again, and then Fortune must decide whether it be Gudmund or I that shall bear Signe away from this house.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Aye, try if you dare; it shall cost you a bloody sconce.
 

SIGNE.
 

[In terror.] Gudmund! By all the saints — !
 

KNUT.
 

Gently, gently, Gudmund Alfson! Ere sunrise you shall be in my power. And she — your lady-love — [Goes up to the door, beckons and calls in a low voice.] Erik! Erik! come hither! we must away to our kinsfolk. [Threateningly, while ERIK shows himself in the doorway.] Woe upon you all when I come again!
 

[He and ERIK go off to the left at the back.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Softly to GUDMUND.] Oh, tell me, what does all this mean?
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Whispering.] We must both leave Solhoug this very night.
 

SIGNE.
 

God shield me — you would — !
 

GUDMUND.
 

Say nought of it! No word to any one, not even to your sister.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself.] She — it is she! She of whom he had scarce thought before to-night. Had I been free, I know well whom he had chosen. — Aye, free!
 

[BENGT and GUESTS, both Men and Women enter from the house.
 

YOUNG MEN AND MAIDENS.
 

Out here, out here be the feast arrayed,
 While the birds are asleep in the greenwood shade,
 How sweet to sport in the flowery glade
       ’Neath the birches.
 

Out here, out here, shall be mirth and jest,
 No sigh on the lips and no care in the breast,
 When the fiddle is tuned at the dancers’ ‘hest,
       ’Neath the birches.
 

BENGT.
 

That is well, that is well! So I fain would see it! I am merry, and my wife likewise; and therefore I pray ye all to be merry along with us.
 

ONE OF THE GUESTS.
 

Aye, now let us have a stave-match.*
 

*A contest in impromptu verse-making.
 

MANY.
 

[Shout.] Yes, yes, a stave-match!
 

ANOTHER GUEST.
 

Nay, let that be; it leads but to strife at the feast. [Lowering his voice.] Bear in mind that Knut Gesling is with us to-night.
 

SEVERAL.
 

[Whispering among themselves.] Aye, aye, that is true. Remember the last time, how he — . Best beware.
 

AN OLD MAN.
 

But you, Dame Margit — I know your kind had ever wealth of tales in store; and you yourself, even as a child, knew many a fair legend.
 

MARGIT.
 

Alas! I have forgot them all. But ask Gudmund Alfson, my kinsman; he knows a tale that is merry enough.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[In a low voice, imploringly.] Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

Why, what a pitiful countenance you put on! Be merry, Gudmund! Be merry! Aye, aye, it comes easy to you, well I wot. [Laughing, to the GUESTS.] He has seen the huldra to-night. She would fain have tempted him; but Gudmund is a faithful swain. [Turns again to GUDMUND.] Aye, but the tale is not finished yet. When you bear away your lady-love, over hill and through forest, be sure you turn not round; be sure you never look back — the huldra sits laughing behind every bush; and when all is done — [In a low voice, coming close up to him.] — you will go no further than she will let you.
 

[She crosses to the right.
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh, God! Oh, God!
 

BENGT.
 

[Going around among the GUESTS in high contentment.] Ha, ha, ha! Dame Margit knows how to set the mirth afoot! When she takes it in hand, she does it much better than I.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[To himself.] She threatens! I must tear the last hope out of her breast; else will peace never come to her mind. [Turns to the GUESTS.] I mind me of a little song. If it please you to hear it — 
 

SEVERAL OF THE GUESTS.
 

Thanks, thanks, Gudmund Alfson!
 

[They close around him some sitting, others standing. MARGIT leans against a tree in front on the right. SIGNE stands on the left, near the house.
 

GUDMUND.
 

I rode into the wildwood,
      I sailed across the sea,
   But ‘twas at home I wooed and won
      A maiden fair and free.
 

It was the Queen of Elfland,
      She waxed full wroth and grim:
   Never, she swore, shall that maiden fair
      Ride to the church with him.
 

Hear me, thou Queen of Elfland,
      Vain, vain are threat and spell;
   For naught can sunder two true hearts
      That love each other well!
 

AN OLD MAN.
 

That is a right fair song. See how the young swains cast their glances thitherward! [Pointing towards the GIRLS.] Aye, aye, doubtless each has his own.
 

BENGT.
 

[Making eyes at MARGIT.] Yes, I have mine, that is sure enough.
 Ha, ha, ha!
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself, quivering.] To have to suffer all this shame and scorn! No, no; now to essay the last remedy.
 

BENGT.
 

What ails you? Meseems you look so pale.
 

MARGIT.
 

‘Twill soon pass over. [Turns to the GUESTS.] Did I say e’en now that I had forgotten all my tales? I bethink me now that I remember one.
 

BENGT.
 

Good, good, my wife! Come, let us hear it.
 

YOUNG GIRLS.
 

[Urgently.] Yes, tell it us, tell it us, Dame Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

I almost fear that ‘twill little please you; but that must be as it may.
 

GUDMUND.
 

[To himself.] Saints in heaven, surely she would not — !
 

MARGIT.
 

It was a fair and noble maid,
 She dwelt in her father’s hall;
 Both linen and silk did she broider and braid,
 Yet found in it solace small.
 For she sat there alone in cheerless state,
 Empty were hall and bower;
 In the pride of her heart, she was fain to mate
 With a chieftain of pelf and power.
 But now ‘twas the Hill King, he rode from the north,
 With his henchmen and his gold;
 On the third day at night he in triumph fared forth,
 Bearing her to his mountain hold.
 Full many a summer she dwelt in the hill;
 Out of beakers of gold she could drink at her will.
 Oh, fair are the flowers of the valley, I trow,
 But only in dreams can she gather them now!
 ‘Twas a youth, right gentle and bold to boot,
 Struck his harp with such magic might
 That it rang to the mountain’s inmost root,
 Where she languished in the night.
 The sound in her soul waked a wondrous mood — 
 Wide open the mountain-gates seemed to stand;
 The peace of God lay over the land,
 And she saw how it all was fair and good.
 There happened what never had happened before;
 She had wakened to life as his harp-strings thrilled;
 And her eyes were opened to all the store
 Of treasure wherewith the good earth is filled.
 For mark this well: it hath ever been found
 That those who in caverns deep lie bound
 Are lightly freed by the harp’s glad sound.
 He saw her prisoned, he heard her wail — 
 But he cast unheeding his harp aside,
 Hoisted straightway his silken sail,
 And sped away o’er the waters wide
 To stranger strands with his new-found bride.
      [With ever-increasing passion.
 

So fair was thy touch on the golden strings
 That my breast heaves high and my spirit sings!
 I must out, I must out to the sweet green leas!
 I die in the Hill-King’s fastnesses!
 He mocks at my woe as he clasps his bride
 And sails away o’er the waters wide.
      [Shrieks.
 

With me all is over; my hill-prison barred;
 Unsunned is the day, and the night all unstarred.
 

  [She totters and, fainting, seeks to support herself against
        the trunk of a tree.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Weeping, has rushed up to her, and takes her in her arms.]
 Margit! My sister!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[At the same time, supporting her.] Help! help! she is dying!
 

[BENGT and the GUESTS flock round them with cries of alarm.
 






  








ACT THIRD
 

The hall at Solhoug as before, but now in disorder after the feast.
     It is night still, but with a glimmer of approaching dawn in
     the room and over the landscape without.
 

BENGT stands outside in the passage-way, with a beaker of ale in
     his hand. A party of GUESTS are in the act of leaving the
     house. In the room a MAID-SERVANT is restoring order.
 

BENGT.
 

[Calls to the departing GUESTS.] God speed you, then, and bring you back ere long to Solhoug. Methinks you, like the rest, might have stayed and slept till morning. Well, well! Yet hold — I’ll e’en go with you to the gate. I must drink your healths once more.
 

[He goes out.
 

GUESTS. [Sing in the distance.]
 

Farewell, and God’s blessing on one and all
   Beneath this roof abiding!
 The road must be faced. To the fiddler we call:
   Tune up! Our cares deriding,
     With dance and with song
 We’ll shorten the way so weary and long.
     Right merrily off we go.
 

  [The song dies away in the distance.
      [MARGIT enters the hall by the door on the right.
 

MAID.
 

God save us, my lady, have you left your bed?
 

MARGIT.
 

I am well. Go you and sleep. Stay — tell me, are the guests all gone?
 

MAID.
 

No, not all; some wait till later in the day; ere now they are sleeping sound.
 

MARGIT.
 

And Gudmund Alfson — ?
 

MAID.
 

He, too, is doubtless asleep. [Points to the right.] ‘Tis some time since he went to his chamber — yonder, across the passage.
 

MARGIT.
 

Good; you may go.
 

  [The MAID goes out to the left.
      [MARGIT walks slowly across the hall, seats herself by the
        table on the right, and gazes out at the open window.
 

MARGIT.
 

To-morrow, then, Gudmund will ride away
 Out into the world so great and wide.
 Alone with my husband here I must stay;
 And well do I know what will then betide.
 Like the broken branch and the trampled flower
 I shall suffer and fade from hour to hour.
      [Short pause; she leans back in her chair.
 

I once heard a tale of a child blind from birth,
 Whose childhood was full of joy and mirth;
 For the mother, with spells of magic might,
 Wove for the dark eyes a world of light.
 And the child looked forth with wonder and glee
 Upon the valley and hill, upon land and sea.
 Then suddenly the witchcraft failed — 
 The child once more was in darkness pent;
 Good-bye to games and merriment;
 With longing vain the red cheeks paled.
 And its wail of woe, as it pined away,
 Was ceaseless, and sadder than words can say. — 
 Oh! like the child’s my eyes were sealed,
 To the light and the life of summer blind — 
      [She springs up.
 

But now — ! And I in this cage confined!
 No, now is the worth of my youth revealed!
 Three years of life I on him have spent — 
 My husband — but were I longer content
 This hapless, hopeless weird to dree,
 Meek as a dove I needs must be.
 I am wearied to death of petty brawls;
 The stirring life of the great world calls.
 I will follow Gudmund with shield and bow,
 I will share his joys, I will soothe his woe,
 Watch o’er him both by night and day.
 All that behold shall envy the life
 Of the valiant knight and Margit his wife. — 
 His wife!
      [Wrings her hands.
 

      Oh God, what is this I say!
 Forgive me, forgive me, and oh! let me feel
 The peace that hath power both to soothe and to heal.
      [Walks back and forward, brooding silently.
 

Signe, my sister — ? How hateful ‘twere
 To steal her glad young life from her!
 But who can tell? In very sooth
 She may love him but with the light love of youth.
      [Again silence; she takes out the little phial, looks long
        at it and says under her breath:
 

This phial — were I its powers to try — 
 My husband would sleep for ever and aye!
      [Horror-struck.
 

No, no! To the river’s depths with it straight!
      [In the act of throwing it out of the window, stops.
 

And yet I could—’tis not yet too late. — 
      [With an expression of mingled horror and rapture, whispers.
 

With what a magic resistless might
 Sin masters us in our own despite!
 Doubly alluring methinks is the goal
 I must reach through blood, with the wreck of my soul.
 

  [BENGT, with the empty beaker in his hand, comes in from
        the passageway; his face is red; he staggers slightly.
 

BENGT.
 

[Flinging the beaker upon the table on the left.] My faith, this has been a feast that will be the talk of the country. [Sees MARGIT.] Eh, are you there? You are well again. Good, good.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Who in the meantime has concealed the phial.] Is the door barred?
 

BENGT.
 

[Seating himself at the table on the left.] I have seen to everything. I went with the last guests as far as the gates. But what became of Knut Gesling to-night? — Give me mead, Margit! I am thirsty Fill this cup.
 

[MARGIT fetches a flagon of the mead from a cupboard, and and fills the goblet which is on the table before him.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Crossing to the right with the flagon.] You asked about
 Knut Gesling.
 

BENGT.
 

That I did. The boaster, the braggart! I have not forgot his threats of yester-morning.
 

MARGIT.
 

He used worse words when he left to-night.
 

BENGT.
 

He did? So much the better. I will strike him dead.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Smiling contemptuously.] H’m — 
 

BENGT.
 

I will kill him, I say! I fear not to face ten such fellows as he. In the store-house hangs my grandfather’s axe; its shaft is inlaid with silver; with that axe in my hands, I tell you — ! [Thumps the table and drinks.] To-morrow I shall arm myself, go forth with all my men, and slay Knut Gesling.
 

[Empties the beaker.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To herself.] Oh, to have to live with him!
 

[Is in the act of leaving the room.
 

BENGT.
 

Margit, come here! Fill my cup again. [She approaches; he tries to draw her down on his knee.] Ha, ha, ha! You are right fair, Margit! I love thee well!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Freeing herself.] Let me go!
 

[Crosses, with the goblet in her hand, to the left.
 

BENGT.
 

You are not in the humour to-night. Ha, ha, ha! That means no
 great matter, I know.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Softly, as she fills the goblet.] Oh, that this might be the
 last beaker I should fill for you.
 

  [She leaves the goblet on the table and is making her way
        out to the left.
 

BENGT.
 

Hark to me, Margit. For one thing you may thank Heaven, and that is, that I made you my wife before Gudmund Alfson came back.
 

MARGIT.
 

Why so?
 

BENGT.
 

Why, say you? Am not I ten times the richer man? And certain I am that he would have sought you for his wife, had you not been the mistress of Solhoug.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Drawing nearer and glancing at the goblet.] Say you so?
 

BENGT.
 

I could take my oath upon it. Bengt Gauteson has two sharp eyes in his head. But he may still have Signe.
 

MARGIT.
 

And you think he will — ?
 

BENGT.
 

Take her? Aye, since he cannot have you. But had you been free, — then — Ha, ha, ha! Gudmund is like the rest. He envies me my wife. That is why I set such store by you, Margit. Here with the goblet again. And let it be full to the brim!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Goes unwillingly across to the right.] You shall have it straightway.
 

BENGT.
 

Knut Gesling is a suitor for Signe, too, but him I am resolved to slay. Gudmund is an honourable man; he shall have her. Think, Margit, what good days we shall have with them for neighbours. We will go a-visiting each other, and then will we sit the live-long day, each with his wife on his knee, drinking and talking of this and that.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Whose mental struggle is visibly becoming more severe, involuntarily takes out the phial as she says:] No doubt no doubt!
 

BENGT.
 

Ha, ha, ha! it may be that at first Gudmund will look askance at me when I take you in my arms; but that, I doubt not, he will soon get over.
 

MARGIT.
 

This is more than woman can bear! [Pours the contents of the phial into the goblet, goes to the window and throws out the phial, then says, without looking at him.] Your beaker is full.
 

BENGT.
 

Then bring it hither!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Battling in an agony of indecision, at last says.] I pray you drink no more to-night!
 

BENGT.
 

[Leans back in his chair and laughs.] Oho! You are impatient for my coming? Get you in; I will follow you soon.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Suddenly decided.] Your beaker is full. [Points.] There it is.
 

[She goes quickly out to the left.
 

BENGT.
 

[Rising.] I like her well. It repents me not a whit that I took her to wife, though of heritage she owned no more than yonder goblet and the brooches of her wedding gown.
 

  [He goes to the table at the window and takes the goblet.
      [A HOUSE-CARL enters hurriedly and with scared looks, from
        the back.
 

HOUSE-CARL.
 

[Calls.] Sir Bengt, Sir Bengt! haste forth with all the speed you can! Knut Gesling with an armed train is drawing near the house.
 

BENGT.
 

[Putting down the goblet.] Knut Gesling? Who brings the tidings?
 

HOUSE-CARL.
 

Some of your guests espied him on the road beneath, and hastened back to warn you.
 

BENGT.
 

E’en so. Then will I — ! Fetch me my grandfather’s battle-axe!
 

  [He and the HOUSE-CARL go out at the back.
      [Soon after, GUDMUND and SIGNE enter quietly and cautiously
        by the door at the back.
 

SIGNE. [In muffled tones.]
 

It must then, be so!
 

GUDMUND. [Also softly.]
 

                       Necessity’s might
 Constrains us.
 

SIGNE.
 

           Oh! thus under cover of night
 To steal from the valley where I was born?
      [Dries her eyes.
 

Yet shalt thou hear no plaint forlorn.
 ‘Tis for thy sake my home I flee;
 Wert thou not outlawed, Gudmund dear,
 I’d stay with my sister.
 

GUDMUND.
 

                   Only to be
 Ta’en by Knut Gesling, with bow and spear,
 Swung on the croup of his battle-horse,
 And made his wife by force.
 

SIGNE.
 

Quick, let us flee. But whither go?
 

GUDMUND.
 

Down by the fiord a friend I know;
 He’ll find us a ship. O’er the salt sea foam
 We’ll sail away south to Denmark’s bowers.
 There waits you there a happy home;
 Right joyously will fleet the hours;
 The fairest of flowers they bloom in the shade
 Of the beech-tree glade.
 

SIGNE. [Bursts into tears.]
 

Farewell, my poor sister! Like my mother tender
 Thou hast guarded the ways my feet have trod,
 Hast guided my footsteps, aye praying to God,
 The Almighty, to be my defender. — 
 Gudmund — here is a goblet filled with mead;
 Let us drink to her; let us wish that ere long
 Her soul may again be calm and strong,
 And that God may be good to her need.
 

[She takes the goblet into her hands.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Aye, let us drain it, naming her name!
      [Starts.
 

Stop!
      [Takes the goblet from her.
 

For meseems it is the same — 
 

SIGNE.
 

‘Tis Margit’s beaker.
 

GUDMUND. [Examining it carefully.]
 

       By Heaven, ‘tis so!
 I mind me still of the red wine’s glow
 As she drank from it on the day we parted
 To our meeting again in health and glad-hearted.
 To herself that draught betided woe.
 No, Signe, ne’er drink wine or mead
 From that goblet.
      [Pours its contents out at the window.
 

We must away with all speed.
 

[Tumult and calls without, at the back.
 

SIGNE.
 

List, Gudmund! Voices and trampling feet!
 

GUDMUND.
 

Knut Gesling’s voice!
 

SIGNE.
 

O save us, Lord!
 

GUDMUND. [Places himself in front of her.]
 

Nay, nay, fear nothing, Signe sweet — 
 I am here, and my good sword.
 

[MARGIT comes in in haste from the left.
 

MARGIT.
 

[Listening to the noise.] What means this? Is my husband — ?
 

GUDMUND AND SIGNE.
 

Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Catches sight of them.] Gudmund! And Signe! Are you here?
 

SIGNE.
 

[Going towards her.] Margit — dear sister!
 

MARGIT.
 

[Appalled, having seen the goblet which GUDMUND still holds in his hand.] The goblet! Who has drunk from it?
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Confused.] Drunk — ? I and Signe — we meant — 
 

MARGIT.
 

[Screams.] O God, have mercy! Help! Help! They will die!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Setting down the goblet.] Margit — !
 

SIGNE.
 

What ails you, sister?
 

MARGIT.
 

[Towards the back.] Help, help! Will no one help?
 

[A HOUSE-CARL rushes in from the passage-way.
 

HOUSE-CARL.
 

[Calls in a terrified voice.] Lady Margit! Your husband — !
 

MARGIT.
 

He — has he, too, drunk — !
 

GUDMUND.
 

[To himself.] Ah! now I understand — 
 

HOUSE-CARL.
 

Knut Gesling has slain him.
 

SIGNE.
 

Slain!
 

GUDMUND.
 

[Drawing his sword.] Not yet, I hope. [Whispers to MARGIT.]
 Fear not. No one has drunk from your goblet.
 

MARGIT.
 

Then thanks be to God, who has saved us all!
 

[She sinks down on a chair to the left. Gudmund hastens towards the door at the back.
 

ANOTHER HOUSE-CARL.
 

[Enters, stopping him.] You come too late. Sir Bengt is dead.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Too late, then, too late.
 

HOUSE-CARL.
 

The guests and your men have prevailed against the murderous crew. Knut Gesling and his men are prisoners. Here they come.
 

[GUDMUND’s men, and a number of GUESTS and HOUSE-CARLS, lead in KNUT GESLING, ERIK OF HEGGE, and several of KNUT’s men, bound.
 

KNUT.
 

[Who is pale, says in a low voice.] Man-slayer, Gudmund. What say you to that?
 

GUDMUND.
 

Knut, Knut, what have you done?
 

ERIK.
 

‘Twas a mischance, of that I can take my oath.
 

KNUT.
 

He ran at me swinging his axe; I meant but to defend myself, and struck the death-blow unawares.
 

ERIK.
 

Many here saw all that befell.
 

KNUT.
 

Lady Margit, crave what fine you will. I am ready to pay it.
 

MARGIT.
 

I crave naught. God will judge us all. Yet stay — one thing I require. Forgo your evil design upon my sister.
 

KNUT.
 

Never again shall I essay to redeem my baleful pledge. From this day onward I am a better man. Yet would I fain escape dishonourable punishment for my deed. [To GUDMUND.] Should you be restored to favour and place again, say a good word for me to the King!
 

GUDMUND.
 

I? Ere the sun sets, I must have left the country.
 

[Astonishment amongst the GUESTS. ERIK in whispers, explains the situation.
 

MARGIT.
 

[To GUDMUND.] You go? And Signe with you?
 

SIGNE.
 

[Beseechingly.] Margit!
 

MARGIT.
 

Good fortune follow you both!
 

SIGNE.
 

[Flinging her arms round MARGIT’s neck.] Dear sister!
 

GUDMUND.
 

Margit, I thank you. And now farewell. [Listening.] Hush!
 I hear the tramp of hoofs in the court-yard.
 

SIGNE.
 

[Apprehensively.] Strangers have arrived.
 

[A HOUSE-CARL appears in the doorway at the back.
 

HOUSE-CARL.
 

The King’s men are without. They seek Gudmund Alfson.
 

SIGNE.
 

Oh God!
 

MARGIT.
 

[In great alarm.] The King’s men!
 

GUDMUND.
 

All is at an end, then. Oh Signe, to lose you now — could there be a harder fate?
 

KNUT.
 

Nay, Gudmund; sell your life dearly, man! Unbind us; we are ready to fight for you, one and all.
 

ERIK.
 

[Looks out.] ‘Twould be in vain; they are too many for us.
 

SIGNE.
 

Here they come. Oh Gudmund, Gudmund!
 

[The KING’s MESSENGER enters from the back, with his escort.
 

MESSENGER.
 

In the King’s name I seek you, Gudmund Alfson, and bring you his behests.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Be it so. Yet am I guiltless; I swear it by all that is holy!
 

MESSENGER.
 

We know it.
 

GUDMUND.
 

What say you?
 

[Agitation amongst those present.
 

MESSENGER.
 

I am ordered to bid you as a guest to the King’s house. His friendship is yours as it was before, and along with it he bestows on you rich fiefs.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Signe!
 

SIGNE.
 

Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND.
 

But tell me — ?
 

MESSENGER.
 

Your enemy, the Chancellor Audun Hugleikson, has fallen.
 

GUDMUND.
 

The Chancellor!
 

GUESTS.
 

[To each other, in half-whisper.] Fallen!
 

MESSENGER.
 

Three days ago he was beheaded at Bergen. [Lowering his voice.]
 His offence was against Norway’s Queen.
 

MARGIT. [Placing herself between GUDMUND and SIGNE.]
 

Thus punishment treads on the heels of crime!
 Protecting angels, loving and bright,
 Have looked down in mercy on me to-night,
 And come to my rescue while yet it was time.
 Now know I that life’s most precious treasure
 Is nor worldly wealth nor earthly pleasure,
 I have felt the remorse, the terror I know,
 Of those who wantonly peril their soul,
 To St. Sunniva’s cloister forthwith I go. — 
      [Before GUDMUND and SIGNE can speak.
 

Nay: think not to move me or control.
      [Places SIGNE’s hand in GUDMUND’s.
 

Take her then Gudmund, and make her your bride.
 Your union is holy; God’s on your side.
 

[Waving farewell, she goes towards the doorway on the left. GUDMUND and SIGNE follow her, she stops them with a motion of her hand, goes out, and shuts the door behind her. At this moment the sun rises and sheds its light in the hall.
 

GUDMUND.
 

Signe — my wife! See, the morning glow!
 ‘Tis the morning of our young love. Rejoice!
 

SIGNE.
 

All my fairest of dreams and of memories I owe
 To the strains of thy harp and the sound of thy voice.
 My noble minstrel, to joy or sadness
 Tune thou that harp as seems thee best;
 There are chords, believe me, within my breast
 To answer to thine, or of woe or of gladness.
 

CHORUS OF MEN AND WOMEN.
 

Over the earth keeps watch the eye of light,
 Guardeth lovingly the good man’s ways,
 Sheddeth round him its consoling rays; — 
 Praise be to the Lord in heaven’s height!
 






  

OLAF LILJEKRANS


 

Translated by Anders Orbeck
 

In 1856, Ibsen resumed work on a fragment he had started six years ago, The Grouse of Justedal. After the success of The Feast at Solhoug, he was tempted to write another play in the style of the folk ballads. The Grouse of Justedal had been inspired by a story in Andreas Faye’s collection Norwegian Legends about a little girl on the farm “Birkehaug” in Justedalen. She was the only survivor in the valley of the Black Death, and when, after a long time, people came from the neighbouring parish and discovered her, she had been named “The Grouse of Justedalen”, due to her timidity. Ibsen included this motif in Olaf Liljekrans, though in the end not a single line from The Grouse of Justedal was to make its way into Olaf Liljekrans.

The play was handed in at Det norske Theater in Bergen at the beginning of October 1856, and was immediately accepted for staging and first performed on January 2nd 1857. Ibsen directed the production himself. Due to the success of The Feast at Solhoug, the previous year there were great expectations, with a full house, but the play was not a success with either audiences or the critics, being only performed twice.






  








 

A design for the costume of Olaf Liljekrans in the first performance
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DRAMATIS PERSONÆ
 

LADY KIRSTEN LILJEKRANS.

OLAF LILJEKRANS Her son.

ARNE OF GULDVIK.

INGEBORG His daughter.

HEMMING His page.

THORGJERD An old fiddler.

ALFHILD.

Wedding GUESTS.

RELATIVES of Arne of Guldvik.

MAIDS and SERVANTS of Lady Kirsten.

 

SETTING
 The action takes place in the middle ages, in a mountain, district.






  








FIRST ACT
 

[A thickly wooded hillside which leads up to higher mountain regions; in a deep ravine a swift river runs from the background out to the right; over the river lie some old logs and other remnants of a dilapidated bridge. Huge rocks lie scattered in the foreground; far away can be seen the summits of snow-capped mountain peaks. Evening twilight rests over the landscape; later on the moon appears.]
 






  








SCENE I
 

[THORGJERD stands on a rocky projection near the river and listens to the various choruses which are heard off the stage.]
 

CHORUS OF LADY KIRSTEN’S RETINUE. [Deep in the wood to the
 right.]
 With ringing of bells we hurry along,
 We wander in field and in dell;
 O Christian, come, give heed to our song,
 Awake from your magic spell.
 

RELATIVES OF ARNE OF GULDVIK. [Far away to the right.]
 Now hasten we all
 To the wedding hall;
 The foal runneth light and gay!
 The hoofs resound
 On the grassy ground
 As the merry swains gallop away!
 

LADY KIRSTEN’S RETINUE. [A little nearer than before.]
 We conjure you forth from mountain and hill,
 From the places which hold you bound.
 Awake to our call, come, free your will
 From elves that hover around!
 

[THORGJERD disappears in the ravine where the river runs; after a rapid interplay the choruses are heard much nearer.]
 

ARNE’S RELATIVES. Our way we shorten with jest and with song,
 And all of the bridal night.
 

LADY KIRSTEN’S RETINUE. With tears we wander the whole day long,
 We search to the left and the right.
 

ARNE’S RELATIVES. [In close proximity, yet still outside the scene.] To wedding and banquet, to song and dance, Both servants and hand-maidens throng.
 

LADY KIRSTEN’S RETINUE. [Nearer than before.]
 Olaf Liljekrans! Olaf Liljekrans!
 Why sleep you so deep and so long?
 






  








SCENE II
 

[ARNE of Guldvik appears with his relatives, men and women, minstrels, etc., in the background to the right on the other side of the river; they are all in festive attire. Shortly afterwards HEMMING from the same side.]
 

ONE OF THE RETINUE. See, here goes the way.
 

ANOTHER. No, here!
 

A THIRD. Not at all, it must be here.
 

ARNE OF GULDVIK. Well, well, are we now astray again!
 

ARNE OF GULDVIK. [Calls.] Hemming! Where is Hemming?
 

HEMMING. [Enters.] Here!
 

ARNE. Have I not told you to keep yourself close so as to be of some service to me?
 

HEMMING. It was Mistress Ingeborg — she wanted, — and so — 
 

ARNE. [Annoyed.] Mistress Ingeborg! Mistress Ingeborg! Are you Mistress Ingeborg’s maid? You are my page; it is me you shall serve. Do you not get your keep and wage therefor? Come, tell us where the way goes, — we are stuck.
 

HEMMING. [Uncertain.] The way? Well now, I am little acquainted up here, but — 
 

ARNE. I might have known it, — that is always the service you give me! Well, we shall have to spend the night in the wilderness, as sure as I am Arne of Guldvik.
 

HEMMING. [Who has in the meantime spied the remnants of the bridge.] Aha, no need of that; here we can get across.
 

ARNE. Why didn’t you tell us so in the first place?
 

[All cross the river and come forward on the stage.]
 

ARNE. [Looks about.] Yes, now I have my bearings again. The river there is the boundary between Lady Kirsten’s dominions and mine.
 

ARNE. [Points to the left.] Down there lies her estate; in another hour or two we can sit cozily in the bridal house, but then we must hurry along.
 

ARNE. [Calls.] Ingeborg! — Hemming! Now where’s Ingeborg?
 

HEMMING. In the rear, up on the hillside.
 

HEMMING. [Points to the right.] She is playing with her bridesmaids; they gather green twigs from the cherry trees and run about with joy and laughter.
 

ARNE. [Bitterly but in subdued voice.] Hemming! this wedding makes me sick; there are so many vexations about it.
 

ARNE. [Gazes out to the right.] There they run, — just look at them! It was she who hit upon the idea of going over the mountain instead of following the highway; we should reach our goal the sooner, she thought; — and yet notwithstanding — hm! I could go mad over it; tomorrow is she to go to the altar. Are these the decorous customs she ought to observe! What will Lady Kirsten say when she finds my daughter so ill disciplined?
 

ARNE. [As HEMMING starts to speak.] Yes, for that she is; she is ill disciplined, I say.
 

HEMMING. Master! You should never have married your daughter into Lady Kirsten’s family; Lady Kirsten and her kinsmen are high-born people — 
 

ARNE. You art stupid, Hemming! High-born, high-born! Much good that will do, — it neither feeds nor enriches a man. If Lady Kirsten is high-born, then I am rich; I have gold in my chests and silver in my coffers.
 

HEMMING. Yes, but your neighbors make merry over the agreement you have concluded with her.
 

ARNE. Ah, let them, let them; it is all because they wish me ill.
 

HEMMING. They say that you have surrendered your legal right in order to have Ingeborg married to Olaf Liljekrans; I shouldn’t mention it, I suppose, — but a lampoon about you is going the rounds, master!
 

ARNE. You lie in your throat; there is no one dares make a lampoon about Arne of Guldvik. I have power; I can oust him from house and home whenever I please. Lampoon! And what do you know about lampoons! — If they have composed any songs, it is to the honor of the bride and her father!
 

ARNE. [Flaring up.] But it is a wretched bit of verse nevertheless, really a wretched bit of verse, I tell you. It is no man skilled in the art of poetry who has put it together, and if I once get hold of him, then — 
 

HEMMING. Aha, master! then you know it too? Is there some one who has dared sing it to you?
 

ARNE. Sing, sing! Now don’t stand there and delay me with your twaddle.
 

ARNE. [To the others.] Away, my kinsmen; little must we delay if we are to reach the bridal house before midnight. You should have heard what Hemming is telling. He says there is a rumor around that Lady Kirsten has baked and brewed for five whole days in honor of our coming. Is it not so, Hemming?
 

HEMMING. Aye, master!
 

ARNE. He says she owns not the beaker of silver so costly but she places it on the table shining and polished; so splendid a feast she has not prepared since the king came to visit her blessed lord twenty years ago. Is it not true, Hemming?
 

HEMMING. Aye, master!
 

HEMMING. [Whispering.] But, master, it is ill-thought to say such things; Lady Kirsten is proud of her birth; she thinks this marriage is somewhat of an honor to you; little you know how she intends to show herself to her guests.
 

ARNE. [Softly.] Ah, what nonsense!
 

ARNE. [To the others.] He says Lady Kirsten gives herself no rest; both day and night she is busy in pantry and cellar. Is it not — ?
 

ARNE. [Startled as he looks out to the right.] Hemming! what is that? See here, who is that coming?
 

HEMMING. [With a cry.] Lady Kirsten Liljekrans!
 

ALL. [Astonished.] Lady Kirsten!
 






  








SCENE III
 

[The Preceding. LADY KIRSTEN comes with her HOUSE
 CARLS from the left.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To her followers, without noticing the others.]
 Now just a little farther and I am sure we shall find him.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Taken aback, aside.] Arne of Guldvik! Heaven help me!
 

ARNE. [As he goes to meet her.] The peace of God, Lady Kirsten
 Liljekrans!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Composes herself and gives him her hand.] The peace of God to you!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Does he then know nothing?
 

ARNE. [Contentedly.] And well met at the boundary! Indeed, this pleases me; yet almost too great is the honor you show me.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. What mean you?
 

ARNE. I mean too great is the honor you show me, when you travel miles over fields and wildernesses in order to bid me welcome on your land.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Ah, Lord Arne — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] He knows nothing as yet!
 

ARNE. And that on a day like this, when you have enough things to attend to; ‘tis at your house we celebrate the wedding of our children, since my estate lies too far from the church, and yet you come here to meet me with all your servants.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Embarrassed.] I beg you, say no more about that.
 

ARNE. Aye, I will speak of it loudly; the village people have said that you pride yourself on your noble birth, that you look down upon me and mine, and that you entered into the agreement only in order to put an end to the long-standing disputes which grew troublesome now that you have become a widow and begin to grow old; and if that had not been the case, you would never — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. How can you listen to what evil tongues invent? No more will we think of our differences which have lasted since the days of your ancestors. I think our families have suffered enough these years, yours as well as mine. Look around you, Lord Arne! Is not the hillside here like the wildest of upland pastures? And yet in our fathers’ days it was a region much frequented and rich. A bridge there was across the river, and a highway from Guldvik to my father’s house. But with fire and sword they sallied forth from both sides; they laid everything waste that they came upon, for it seemed to them that they were too near neighbors. Now all sorts of weeds grow in the highway, the bridge is broken, and it is only the bear and the wolf that make their homes here.
 

ARNE. Yes, they ran the road around the mountain below; it is a good deal longer and they could thus better keep an eye on one another; but there is little need of that now, — which is well and good for both of us.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. To be sure, to be sure! But Ingeborg, the bride, where is she? I do not see her, and the bridesmaids likewise are lacking; surely she is not — 
 

ARNE. She follows in the rear; she must shortly be here. But — listen, Lady Kirsten! One thing I will tell you, as well first as last, although, I should think, you know it. Ingeborg has at times whims and moods, — I swear to you she has them, however well disciplined she may be.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Expectant.] Well, what then?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Is she too — 
 

ARNE. Such things you must tame; I, as her father, will never succeed, but you will no doubt find ways and means.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Aye, rest you assured.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] And Olaf, who is nowhere to be seen!
 

HEMMING. [Who has looked out to the right.] There comes
 Mistress Ingeborg.
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] How fair she is advancing foremost in the group!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Slowly to her servants.] You will keep silent about your errand up here.
 

A SERVANT. You may be sure of that.
 

HEMMING. [Aside, sighing, as he continues to look out to the right.] Ah, happy is Olaf, who will have her!
 






  








SCENE IV
 

[The Preceding. INGEBORG and the Bridesmaids come over the bridge.]
 

INGEBORG. [Still in the background.] Why do you run away from me? What good will that do? There can be no wedding anyway before I come.
 

INGEBORG. [Notices LADY KIRSTEN and her retinue.] Lady Kirsten! you here? Well, I am glad of that.
 

[Casually to the retinue.]
 

[To LADY KIRSTEN as she looks about.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Olaf!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Woe is me! now it will out.
 

ARNE. Yes, Olaf, indeed! Ha, ha, ha! I must have been blind; ‘tis well the bride sees better than I; for I have not noticed that the bridegroom is lacking; but now I understand very well how it comes that we meet here, — it is he who is causing — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. He — you mean — you know, that — 
 

ARNE. I mean it has grown tedious for him down there in the festive hall. Aye, aye, I remember now my own wedding day; at that time I also was young. He has had a great desire to meet the bride, and accordingly he prevailed upon you to go with him.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. He greatly desired, to be sure, to meet the bride, but — 
 

INGEBORG. But what?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Olaf is not here with us.
 

HEMMING. [Approaches.] Not with you!
 

ARNE. And why not?
 

INGEBORG. Speak, I beg you!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Embarrassed and jestingly.] Truly, it appears the bride also is anxious! Come along, come along with me down to the bridal hall; there, I imagine he will be found.
 

HEMMING. [Whispering to ARNE.] Master! remember I gave you warning.
 

ARNE. [Suspiciously to LADY KIRSTEN.] First answer me; then shall we follow.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Well then, — he is ridden out to the hunt.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [As she is about to go.] Come, ‘tis fast growing dark.
 

INGEBORG. To the hunt?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Aye! Does that surprise you? You know the song
 of course:
   ”The knight likes to ride in the forest around,
   To test his horse and his hound!”
 

INGEBORG. Does he think so little of his young bride that he uses the wedding days to go hunting wild animals?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Now you are jesting. Come along, come along!
 

ARNE. [Who has in the meantime kept his eye on LADY KIRSTEN and her retinue.] No, wait, Lady Kirsten! I hardly dare measure myself in wisdom with you, but one thing clearly I see, and that is that you are concealing your real errand up here.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Confused.] I? How can you think that?
 

ARNE. From one thing and another I can see you are concealing something. You are strangely downcast, and yet you pretend to be playful in spirit; but it won’t do — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. ‘Tis nothing new for you to think ill of me and mine.
 

ARNE. Perhaps; but never did I do so without just cause.
 

ARNE. [Bursting out.] As sure as I live, there is something you are hiding from me.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] What will be the end of this?
 

ARNE. I let myself be fooled by you, but now I see clearly enough. You said you came to greet me at the boundary. How did you know we took the way over the mountain? It was Ingeborg who suggested this way just as we left Guldvik, and no one could have informed you about it.
 

ARNE. [When LADY KIRSTEN does not answer.] You are silent, as I might have known.
 

HEMMING. [In an undertone.] You see, master! Will you now believe what I said?
 

ARNE. [Likewise.] Hush!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Who has in the meantime composed herself.] Well and good, Lord Arne! I will be honest with you; let chance take care of the rest.
 

ARNE. Then tell us — 
 

INGEBORG. What mean you?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The agreement between us is sealed with word and with hand, — many honorable men whom I see here can bear witness to that: Olaf, my son, was to wed your daughter; tomorrow at my house the wedding was to be held — 
 

ARNE. [Impatiently.] Yes, yes!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Dishonor to him who breaks his word, but — 
 

ARNE AND THE GUESTS.. What then! Speak out!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. There can be no wedding tomorrow as we had agreed.
 

ARNE. No wedding?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. It must be postponed.
 

HEMMING. Ah, shame and disgrace!
 

INGEBORG. No wedding!
 

ARNE. Cursed be you that you play me false!
 

THE GUESTS. [Threatening, as several of them draw their knives and rush in on Lady Kirsten’s people.] Revenge! Revenge on the house of Liljekrans!
 

LADY KIRSTEN’S MEN. [Raise their axes and prepare to defend themselves.] Strike too! Down with the men of Guldvik!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Throws herself between the contending parties.] Stop, stop; I pray you, stop! Lord Arne! hear me to the end ere you judge my conduct.
 

ARNE. [Who has tried to quiet his kinsmen, approaches LADY KIRSTEN and speaks in a low tone as he tries to overcome his inner agitation, which is nevertheless apparent.] Forgive me, Lady Kirsten! I was too quick in my wrath. Had I stopped to think I might surely have known the whole was a jest on your part; I beg you, do not contradict me, it must be so! No wedding tomorrow, — how could such a thing happen! If it is ale and mead you lack, or if you need silver or embroidered linens, then come you to me.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. It is no poor man’s house that your daughter is marrying into, Lord Arne! Do you but come to the wedding with all your kinsmen and friends, aye, come with three times as many if you wish, — in my home you shall find plenty of room and banquet fare, as much as you may desire. Think not for a moment that such an inglorious reason could stand in my way.
 

ARNE. You have changed your mind, perchance?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Nor that either! If I have given my word, then am I likewise ready to keep it, today just as well as tomorrow; for such was ever the custom and rule in my family. But in this instance it is not in my power; one there is lacking — 
 

INGEBORG. One! Whom? Surely I should think that when the bride is ready, — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. For a wedding two people are needed, the groom as well as the bride — 
 

ARNE AND THE GUESTS. Olaf!
 

INGEBORG. My betrothed!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yes, he, my son — this night he is fled from his home and his bride.
 

GUESTS. Fled!
 

ARNE. Fled! He!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. As I hope for the grace of heaven, I have no hand therein.
 

ARNE. [With suppressed exasperation.] And the wedding was to be tomorrow! My daughter has put on her golden attire; invitations I have sent around in the district; my kinsmen and friends come from far away to attend the festive day.
 

ARNE. [Flaring up.] Ah, take you good care, if Arne of Guldvik is held up to scorn before his neighbors; it shall profit you little, — that I solemnly swear!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You reason unjustly, if you think — 
 

ARNE. ‘Tis not, Lady Kirsten, for you to say so! We two have an old account to settle; it is not the first time that you set your cunning traps for me and mine. The race of Guldvik has long had to suffer, when you and your kinsmen plotted deception and guile. Power we had, — we had wealth and property too; but you were too crafty for us. You knew how to lure us with wily words and ready speech, — those are wares I am little able to reckon as I should.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Lord Arne! Hear me, I pray!
 

ARNE. [Continuing.] Now I see clearly that I have behaved like the man who built his house on the ice-floe: a thaw came on and down he went to the bottom. But you shall have little joy of this. I shall hold you to account, Lady Kirsten! You must answer for your son; you it was who made love for him, and your affair it will be to keep the word you have given me! A fool I was, aye, tenfold a fool, that I put my faith in your glib tongue. Those who wished me well gave me warning; my enemies made me an object of scorn; but little heed gave I to either. I put on my gala attire; kinsmen and friends I gathered together; with song and laughter we set out for the festive hall, and then, — the bridegroom has fled.
 

INGEBORG. Never will I marry one who holds me so lightly.
 

ARNE. Be still!
 

HEMMING. [Softly to ARNE.] Mistress Ingeborg is right; best it is you break the agreement.
 

ARNE. Be still, I say!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To ARNE.] You may well be rilled with wrath and resentment; but if you think I meant to deceive you, you do me the greatest injustice. You think we are playing a game of deception with you. But tell me, — what would tempt me and my son to such a thing? Does he not love Ingeborg? Where could he choose him a better bride? Is she not fair and lithe? Is her father not rich and mighty? Is not her family mentioned with honor as far as it is known?
 

ARNE. But how then could Olaf — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The lot I have suffered is worse than you think. You will pity me instead of growing angry when you have heard. — Since the sun rose this morning I have wandered up here to find him again.
 

ARNE. Up here?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yes, up here; I must tell you — you’ll be frightened — but nevertheless, — Olaf is bewitched in the mountain!
 

GUESTS. Bewitched in the mountain!
 

INGEBORG. [At the same time.] Deliver me, God!
 

ARNE. What say you, Lady Kirsten?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. He is bewitched in the mountain! Nothing else can it be. — Three weeks ago, after the betrothal feast at Guldvik, he did not come home till far into the next day. Pale he was and moody and quiet as I had never seen him before. And thus the days went by; he spoke but little; he lay in his bed most of the time and turned his face to the wall; but when evening came on, it seemed a strange uneasiness seized him; he saddled his horse and rode away, far up the mountain side; but no one dared follow him, and no one knew where he went beyond that. Believe me, ‘tis evil spirits that have charmed his mind; great is the power they wield in here; from the time the terrible plague overran the country it has never been quite safe in the mountain here; there is scarcely a day goes by but the chalet girls hear strange playing and music, although there is no living soul in the place whence it comes.
 

ARNE. Bewitched in the mountain! Could such a thing be possible?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Would to God it were not; but I can no longer doubt it. Three days is it now since he last was at home.
 

ARNE. And you have seen none who knows where he is?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Alas, no, it is not so easy. Up here a hunter yesterday saw him; but he was wild and shy as the deer; he had picked all sorts of flowers, and these he scattered before him wherever he went, and all the while he whispered strange words. As soon as I heard of this, I set out with my people, but we have found nothing.
 

INGEBORG. You met none who could tell you — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You know of course the mountain-side is desolate.
 

ARNE. [As he spies THORGJERD, who rises from the river.] Here comes one will I ask.
 

HEMMING. [Apprehensively.] Master! Master!
 

ARNE. What now?
 

HEMMING. Let him go! Do you not see who it is?
 

THE GUESTS AND LADY KIRSTEN’S PEOPLE. [Whispering among themselves.] Thorgjerd the fiddler! The crazy Thorgjerd!
 

INGEBORG. He has learned the nixie’s songs.
 

HEMMING. Let him go, let him go!
 

ARNE. No, — not even were he the nixie himself — 
 






  








SCENE V
 

[The Preceding.]
 

[THORGJERD has in the meantime gone to the edge of the stage to the left; at ARNE’s last words he turns about suddenly as if he had been addressed.]
 

THORGJERD. [As he draws a step or two nearer.] What do you want of me?
 

ARNE. [Startled.] What’s that?
 

HEMMING. Now see!
 

ARNE. Let me manage this.
 

ARNE. [To THORGJERD.] We seek Olaf Liljekrans. Have you met him about here today?
 

THORGJERD. Olaf Liljekrans?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Why, yes, — you know him well.
 

THORGJERD. Is he not one of the evil men from the villages?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Evil?
 

THORGJERD. They are all evil there! Olaf Liljekrans curses the little bird when it sings on his mother’s roof.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You lie, you fiddler!
 

THORGJERD. [With an artful smile.] So much the better for him.
 

ARNE. How so?
 

THORGJERD. You ask about Olaf Liljekrans? Has he gone astray in here? You seek him and cannot find him?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yes, yes!
 

THORGJERD. So much the better for him; — if it were a lie that I told, he will suffer no want.
 

INGEBORG. Speak out what you know!
 

THORGJERD. Then I should never be done!
 

THORGJERD. [Mischievously.] Elves and sprites hold sway here. Be you of good cheer! If you find him not he is at play with the elves; they are fond of all who love little birds, and Olaf, you said…. Go home, — go home again. Olaf is up in the mountain; he suffers no want.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Curse you for saying such things!
 

ARNE. [To LADY KIRSTEN.] Do not heed what he says.
 

THORGJERD. [Approaches again.] I go hence now to tune my harp; Olaf Liljekrans is up in the mountain, — there shall his wedding be held. — Mad Thorgjerd must also be there; he can make tables and benches dance, so stirring is the music he plays. But you, take you heed; go you home again; it is not safe for you here. Have you not heard the old saying: Beware of the elves when they frolic around, They may draw you into their play; And all that you see and all that you hear Will stay with your mind alway.
 

THORGJERD. [Suddenly breaking out with wild joy.] But here there are wedding guests, — ah! Each lady has on her very best gown, each man his very best coat, — now I see. Olaf Liljekrans is likewise a groom in the village, — there also he has a betrothed! Well, you have heard of such things before! I know that at any rate once, — it is years ago — but well I remember….
 

THORGJERD. [He continues after a moment’s pause, more and more
 wildly.]
   Sir Alvar and Ingrid had plighted their troth,
   She was a sprightly maiden;
   Three blessed long days they feasted and sang,
   With jolly good wine they were laden.
   The bride was fair and the bride was gay,
   The dance of the guests she led,
   When in came the nixie, the evil wight,
   And sat on the edge of the bed.
   Like a fiddler he sat on the edge of the bed,
   And music bewitchingly played.
   Around danced the benches and tables and all,
   As lightly as servant and maid! — 
   The nixie he went through the open door, — 
   The truth it boots not to hide! — 
   And while he played on the harpstrings sweet,
   There followed him ever — the bride!
 

THORGJERD. [Wildly, triumphantly.]
   Fast in a spell lay knight and page,
   The groom knew not whither to go,
   The nixie made ready the bridal bed,
   Little Ingrid’s bed in the river below.
 

THORGJERD. [Suddenly becomes quiet and says softly.] That song
 I shall never forget! — But go you home, night is coming on, and
 when the sun is down the forest belongs to the others. Farewell!
 I shall take greetings to Olaf where he sits — in the mountain!
 

[Goes out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE VI
 

[The Preceding except THORGJERD.]
 

ARNE. [To LADY KIRSTEN.] He lies! Do not believe him!
 

HEMMING. But it is nevertheless true, — the tale of the bride who disappeared on the eve of her wedding.
 

ARNE. Aye, that was many years ago; nowadays such things never happen. But we’ll all help to find him.
 

INGEBORG. It was not sung at my cradle that I should run about in forest and field to find my bridegroom.
 

ARNE. Be still!
 

INGEBORG. If he is enthralled in the mountain, then let her take him who has done it; I don’t propose to share my betrothed’s heart and soul.
 

HEMMING. [Softly and feelingly.] The Lord bless you for those words!
 

INGEBORG. [With a haughty look of dismissal.] What?
 

ARNE. Will you be silent, I say!
 

ARNE. [To the Guests.] Now quick, my good men! Spread out and search for him on every ridge and in every hillock! Away! Quite so! Tomorrow we drink to the wedding!
 

[The Guests and LADY KIRSTEN’s People go out in different groups to the right and the left.]
 

ARNE. [Softly, to LADY KIRSTEN.] We must find him! It would cause me eternal shame if the wedding — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Come, then, come!
 

INGEBORG. [Softly, to HEMMING, who stands downcast.] Why do you not go with the rest? Better it were that you brought me again my betrothed than stand here thus and bless me for words I really don’t mean.
 

ARNE. [At the exit.] Come, come!
 

INGEBORG. [To HEMMING, who starts to go.] Wait, Hemming!
 Fasten my shoe buckle!
 

[LADY KIRSTEN and ARNE go out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE VII
 

[INGEBORG. HEMMING.]
 

INGEBORG. [Puts her foot forward.] See there, — fasten it tight!
 

[HEMMING kneels and does her bidding.]
 

INGEBORG. [As she puts the other foot forward.] There, — buckle this one too! Well, why do you bow your head? Has something gone wrong?
 

HEMMING. Do you demand that I shall speak honestly?
 

INGEBORG. Certainly I do.
 

HEMMING. Well, then you must know — 
 

INGEBORG. [Quickly.] O no, it isn’t necessary.
 

[She moves away a few steps; HEMMING rises.]
 

HEMMING. Alas, Lady Ingeborg! Once you were so kind to me; but now since you have become a real grown-up lady — and especially, I imagine, since you gave your betrothal vow — 
 

INGEBORG. What then?
 

HEMMING. O nothing! — 
 

[A pause.]
 

HEMMING. Can you remember, — we have been up here once before?
 

INGEBORG. [Curtly.] I don’t remember!
 

HEMMING. You had run after your spotted goat, and I followed you, as was always my custom, — yes, that was a long time ago, but I remember it as if it happened today; right down there lies the swamp, which — 
 

INGEBORG. [Comes nearer.] Was it the time we heard the bear?
 

HEMMING. Yes, the very time.
 

INGEBORG. [Constantly becoming more animated.] I found the goat again.
 

HEMMING. No, it was I who first discovered it.
 

INGEBORG. Yes, yes, you are right; up there on the slope — 
 

HEMMING. And then you took your garter.
 

INGEBORG. And bound it.
 

HEMMING. Yes, for we had come to pick strawberries.
 

INGEBORG. Over there on the hill, yes! And you had made me a birch-bark scrip.
 

HEMMING. But then it was we heard — 
 

INGEBORG. The bear, ha, ha, ha! We had to cross the swamp just where it was the wettest, — 
 

HEMMING. And then I took you in my arms.
 

INGEBORG. And jumped with me from tuft to tuft.
 

INGEBORG. [Laughing.] How frightened we were, the two of us!
 

HEMMING. Of course I was most frightened for your sake.
 

INGEBORG. And I for yours — 
 

[Stops suddenly and as she continues to look at him her face assumes an imperious and wounded expression.]
 

INGEBORG. What is it you stand here and say? Why don’t you go? Is it fitting to speak thus to your master’s daughter? Go, go; you were to find my betrothed!
 

HEMMING. Alas, I forgot your betrothed; I forgot that you are my master’s daughter.
 

INGEBORG. If you find him, I promise you an embroidered jacket for Christmas, — so pleased shall I be.
 

HEMMING. I don’t want any jacket; I serve you neither for gold nor silver, neither for keep nor for knightly dress. But now I am off; what lies in my power I shall do, if I know it pleases you.
 

INGEBORG. [Who has climbed up on a stone and is picking some blossoming cherry twigs.] Hemming! how rich is my betrothed?
 

HEMMING. How rich he is I really can’t say; but it is said of his grandsire in the song: With golden attire he can provide A hundred maids or more for his bride! So mighty perhaps is not Olaf Liljekrans, but still he owns both forest and field.
 

INGEBORG. [Still occupied.] And you, what do you possess?
 

HEMMING. [Sighing.] My poverty — is all I have.
 

INGEBORG. That isn’t very much, Hemming!
 

HEMMING. No, it isn’t very much, Mistress Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG. [Hums, turned away from him, without changing her
 position, and still occupied as before.]
   ’Tis little my heart is attracted indeed
   To him who has all the wealth he may need!
   Much more I fancy the humble swain,
   The friend of my heart he will ever remain!
 

HEMMING. [In the greatest joy.] Ingeborg! O, if what you say is true, I must tenfold bless my poverty.
 

INGEBORG. [Turns her head and speaks coldly.] I don’t understand you; the song was only an ancient ballad.
 

[Comes down from the rock with the cherry twigs in her hand, and approaches him as she looks at him fixedly.]
 

INGEBORG. But I know another song too, and that I will sing for
 you:
   The king’s court within stand the steeds so fair;
   The suitor who lacks not the courage to dare, — 
   He shoes the yellow, he shoes the gray,
   The swiftest he saddles before it is day!
   He places his bride on the steed behind,
   She follows him safe, she follows him blind.
   He rides with her off, to the sea they hie,
   With him she would willingly live and die!
 

HEMMING. [As though beside himself.] Ingeborg! Ingeborg! then nothing shall henceforth terrify me! Not that you have a betrothed, not that you are my master’s daughter; — yea, as sure as I live, I shall steal you tonight!
 

INGEBORG. [Vehemently, as she constantly struggles to suppress a smile.] Help me, God! what is amiss with you? What is it you are thinking of? Will you steal your master’s daughter? You must be sick or mad to conceive such a thing! Yet, it shall be forgotten — for this once. Go, now! and thank heaven you escape so lightly; for you have certainly earned a blow — 
 

INGEBORG. [Raises the twigs, but lets them fall, and says in a changed tone.] — and my red golden ring — see there, take it!
 

[Throws him a ring, which she has removed from her arm, and rushes out quickly to the left.]
 






  








SCENE VIII
 

[HEMMING. Shortly afterwards OLAF Liljekrans from the, background. The moon rises.]
 

HEMMING. The golden ring unto me she has granted,
 Then still is she true, I am not deceived!
 ‘Twas only in jest that she scolded and ranted
 As though she were bitterly grieved.
 All will I venture, no more will I dread!
 

HEMMING. [Despondent.] And yet, I am only a penniless swain,
 And early tomorrow is she to be wed!
 

HEMMING. [Quickly.] But into the forest the bridegroom is fled;
 O, if he should never come home again!
 

HEMMING. [Starts to rush out, but stops with a cry.]
 Olaf! there is he!
 

[OLAF comes slowly forward between the rocks in the background. He walks dreaming, his head uncovered, and his hands full of flowers which he tears to pieces and scatters on the way; his whole behavior during the following indicates an unsettled mind.]
 

OLAF. [Without noticing HEMMING.]
 If only I knew What she meant, could somehow the riddle unravel!
 

[Starts to go out to the left.]
 

HEMMING. Lord Olaf! Lord Olaf! O where do you travel?
 O hear me, Lord Olaf!
 

OLAF. [Half awakening.]
 Hemming! Is it you? Stand not in my way!
 

HEMMING. What is it that weighs
 On your mind, that you wander in here for three days?
 

[Observes him more closely.]
 

HEMMING. And what is the game that here you do play, — 
 Your cheek is white, and your forehead is gray!
 

OLAF. Be not so amazed that my cheek is white,
 Three nights have I fought so strange a fight;
 Be not so amazed that my forehead is gray,
 Three nights have I been in the elfen play.
 

HEMMING. Heaven protect us!
 

OLAF. I am ill, I am faint!
 I remember neither devil nor saint!
 

HEMMING. [Apprehensively.]
 Come, Olaf, with me to your mother’s estate!
 

OLAF. My mother’s estate! Where stood it of late?
 ‘Tis here, as it seems, that I have my home!
 The wood has become my ancestral hall,
 The river’s roaring, the pine-trees’ moan,
 Is sweeter to me than my mother’s call.
 

OLAF. [With increasing rapture.]
 Aye, here it is quiet! Aye, here it is fair!
 Behold, my hall for the feast I prepare.
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] O what has come o’er him?
 

OLAF. Soon comes my bride!
 

HEMMING. Your bride! Then you know — ?
 

OLAF. [Continuing.] When the day has died,
 When slumber the birds, when fades the cloud,
 Then here will she come so young and so proud!
 

HEMMING. [Crosses himself.]
 All heavenly saints! I fear the worst!
 

OLAF. Know you when it was that I saw her here first?
 I rode late one evening from Guldvik hall,
 Some kind of feast I seem to recall.
 My spirit was heavy, my heart full of woe!
 That something had grieved me is all that I know.
 I rode all alone up the mountain side,
 At midnight I passed by the river so wide;
 Then heard I beyond a melodious wail,
 That rang like a song over mountain and dale.
 It seemed a plaintive, bewitching lay;
 I folded my hands, I tried to pray,
 But tied was my tongue and my thoughts went astray;
 The strains did beguile and lure me away.
 ‘Twas now like weeping and now like laughter,
 ‘Twas now full of mirth, and now ever after
 As were it the cry of a perishing man,
 As were it a soul in the anguish of death,
 That I heard in the song so beguiling, that ran
 Like a stream around me! — I scarce got my breath!
 So sorely bewildered was I in my soul;
 It was as if powers both gentle and strong
 Enticed me and lured me away from my goal,
 I needs must come up, I was carried along.
 And ever rang out the mysterious call;
 How far I rode on I no longer recall.
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] And the bride, of whom the minstrel sang, — she too had to follow — 
 

OLAF. My foal stopped short, I awoke in a maze,
 I looked around with a wondering gaze;
 ‘Twas all so pleasant and fair! But what land
 I was in I could not understand!
 I stood in a valley; — a deep peace lay
 Over all like dew in the night!
 The moon on the edge of the tarn did play;
 It seemed to laugh as it vanished away
 In the rolling billows so bright!
 My head was heavy, my spirit oppressed,
 I yearned for nothing but sleep;
 I laid me down ‘neath a linden to rest
 In the whispering forest so sweet!
 

HEMMING. Lord Olaf! Lord Olaf! How dared you do it?
 

OLAF. [Continuing.]
 I ventured then into the elf-maidens’ play;
 The fairest of maidens gave me a bouquet
 Of snow-drops blue and of lilies white;
 She pierced my soul with her glances so bright,
 And whispered to me what nobody knows, — 
 A word I’ll keep ever in mind:
 “Olaf Liljekrans! know you where happiness grows,
 Know you the hour when peace you will find?
 Of all the flowers on the hill over yonder
 Must you the fairest one find,
 And bit by bit you must tear it asunder
 And scatter it far to the wind,
 Then — only then will you happiness find!”
 

HEMMING. You have slumbered and dreamed!
 

OLAF. That very same day
 My mother’s estate grew cramped and narrow!
 Through thicket, o’er highway, I hastened away
 To the grove so pleasant with bow and with arrow!
 There met I again the elf-maiden fair.
 

HEMMING. [Steps back amazed.] When then, — have you wakened and found — ?
 

OLAF. I took my betrothal ring, shot with it there
 Right over her head, far into the air;
 Now is she evermore bound!
 

HEMMING. And it is the bride you are waiting for here?
 

OLAF. Yes, yes, the bride; soon will she be near!
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] His soul is enthralled, his mind is ill;
 All this Lady Kirsten shall know!
 

HEMMING. [Aloud.] And dare you go wandering fearless up here
 In the hills?
 

OLAF. It is here so still,
 ‘Tis sweetly I dream as I go!
 

[Goes slowly in between the huge rocks in front on the right.]
 

HEMMING. His wedding tomorrow his people prepare;
 Yet for his betrothed he seems little to care;
 ‘Tis little he knows that she is so near,
 And less that she holds another one dear! — 
 He wanders around in the forest astray,
 And Ingeborg gave me the golden ring!
 His mother I’ll seek without further delay;
 The saints only know what the morrow will bring!
 

[Goes out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE IX
 

[OLAF LILJEKRANS enters again from the right.]
 

OLAF. [As he tears to pieces some flowers he has gathered off
 the stage.] “Of all the flowers on the hill over yonder
 Must you the fairest one find;
 And bit by bit you must tear it asunder,
 And scatter it far to the wind, — 
 Then — only then will you happiness find!”
 These mysterious words give my spirit no rest.
 The fairest of flowers? And what is the test?
 Where will it be found? Is its beauty revealed
 In the fragrance or deep in the blossom concealed?
 Or hid in some magic power that I never
 Can possibly find if I search forever?
 So may there be virtue in many a spear
 Whose steel is rusty and out of gear;
 So too may a harp that no longer sings
 But hangs forgotten in the halls of mirth,
 Hide in its forsaken and dusty strings
 The strangest magic on earth.
 






  








SCENE X
 

[OLAF LILJEKRANS. ALFHILD from the back of the stage. She is fantastically dressed and adorned with flowers and garlands of leaves; she looks about anxiously until she discovers OLAF and runs joyfully to meet him.]
 

ALFHILD. O, stay, stay! Do not go away from me!
 

OLAF. [As if suddenly awakened to life.] Alfhild! my young and beautiful bride!
 

ALFHILD. Olaf! my handsome knight! I grew tired of waiting; I had to come here to meet you!
 

OLAF. But tell me, why are you always afraid to come here?
 

ALFHILD. I have so often told you that I never went beyond this valley until you visited me. My father has said that evil powers hold sway out there; only here among the mountains could I fare safely and without harm! O, let whatever power will hold sway; you are here, and that is enough for me! Come, let me look into your eyes! Truly, I have you again!
 

OLAF. Have me! Alas, Alfhild! You artful, you beautiful woman, indeed you have me again! My soul you have charmed so deeply, so deeply. Lead me whither and as far as you will, into the mountain, under the hill, to the grassy meadow, where song and refrain echo sweetly in the evening, on the bottom of the river, down under the rapids, where there are harps for powerful plaintive lays; wherever your home is, there I am ready to wander!
 

ALFHILD. Why speak you thus? You must surely know better than what you are saying. — Spirits and elves hold sway in mountain and hillock, and on the bottom of the river lives the nixie, — so father has said. Think you that I am an elf or — 
 

OLAF. You are the fairest in the world; be you what you please, so long as you are mine!
 

ALFHILD. Were I an elfen maid, then truly, say I, it would fare with you ill!
 

OLAF. Me!
 

ALFHILD. Yes, you! When you rode on your lonely path, I should go out to meet you and give you the drink of forgetfulness from the golden horn. I should mix therein my magic and charm so that you would forget both heaven and earth, forget where you were born and reared, what name you answered to, and where your kinsmen fared, — one thing alone should you remember, one thing alone should fill your mind and soul.
 

OLAF. Forsooth, then are you the elfen maid! For from the first hour you have practiced your magic on me.
 

ALFHILD. Have I?
 

OLAF. Through the meadow I rode, below where the river runs, — it was night and the songs and the plaintive lays echoed strangely around me….
 

OLAF. Bewildered I grew and lost my path; I wandered far, far in among the mountains; I discovered the beautiful valley, where no foot has trod, where no eye has feasted ere mine….
 

OLAF. A heavy slumber fell upon me in there; the elf maidens played in the meantime, and they drew me into their play….
 

OLAF. But when I awoke, there was affliction in my soul; homeward I rode, but down there I could no more be content; it seemed as if I had left behind me the richest and best in life, as if a wonderful treasure were held in store for me, if only I sought and found it….
 

OLAF. Up to the valley I had to go before I could find peace….
 

OLAF. You came to meet me, fair and glowing as in this hour; I seized your hand, I looked you in the eye — heaven and earth, the beauty of all creation, was in your eye!….
 

OLAF. Then I forgot both kinsmen and friends!….
 

OLAF. I came there the next night, I embraced you, I pressed you to my bosom, — the glory of heaven was in your embrace….
 

OLAF. — Then I forgot my Christian name and my forefathers’ home….
 

OLAF. And I came the third night; I had to come; I kissed your red lips; my eyes burned their way into your soul. — More than the glory of creation was therein! I forgot more than God and home, more than heaven and earth. I forgot myself.
 

[Prostrates himself before her.]
 

OLAF. Alfhild! Alfhild!
 

ALFHILD. If it be a drink of forgetfulness which you speak of, then have I also charmed myself with it. I have fared as the minstrel who learned the nixie’s songs in order to charm his sweetheart; — he charmed and charmed so long that at length the magic wove itself round his own soul too, and he could never win himself free therefrom.
 

[Stops and continues standing thoughtfully.]
 

OLAF. [As he rises.] What are you brooding over?
 

ALFHILD. High in the mountain there is a rocky ledge so steep that not even the eagle can fasten his claws thereon; there stands a lonely birch, — ill does it thrive, it is poor in leaves; but downward it bends its branches to the valley which lies far away; it is as though it longed for its sisters in the fresh and luxuriant grove, as though it yearned to be transplanted in the warm sunny life down below….
 

ALFHILD. Like the birch in the mountain was also my life; I longed to get away; I longed for you through the long, long years, even before I knew you existed. The valley became too cramped for me, but I did not know that beyond the mountains there was another valley like this one in here. The knights and the ladies that visited me every evening were not enough for me, and they told me nothing of the life beyond!
 

OLAF. Knights and ladies? You told me you never met any one there.
 

ALFHILD. No one like you! But every evening my father sang songs to me, and when the night came and my eyes were closed, they came to visit me, all those that live in my father’s songs. Merry knights and beautiful ladies there were among them; they came with falcons on their hands, riding on stately steeds. They danced in the field, and laughter and merriment reechoed wherever they fared; the elves listened silently from behind each flower and the birds from the trees where they had fallen asleep. But with the coming of dawn they again disappeared; lonely I wandered; I decked myself with flowers and with green leaves, for I knew the next night they would come again. Alas, that life was after all not sufficient for me; a mighty longing rilled my bosom; it would never have been stilled if you had not come!
 

OLAF. You speak of your father; at no time did I see him in there!
 

ALFHILD. But seldom he comes now; he has never been there since the night we first met.
 

OLAF. But tell me, where is he?
 

ALFHILD. You have told me you rode late one summer night in the meadow where the river flows; there you heard strange songs which you only half understood, but which haunt and haunt you so that you will never forget them.
 

OLAF. Yes, yes!
 

ALFHILD. You once heard my father’s songs! It is on them that I have been nourished. In truth, neither have I fully understood them; they seemed to me to be the most precious treasure, to be life itself; now they mean little to me; they are to me but a token of all the glory that was to come. In all of them was there a handsome knight; I imagined him to be the best and most glorious thing in all the valleys, the best and most glorious as far as bird can fly, as far as clouds can sail. Olaf! it was you, — I know you again! Oh, you must tell me of your home, of the distant valley whence you come; life out there must be rich and glorious; there it must be that my birds all fly with the falling of the leaves; for when they again come to visit me, they have so much to tell that is strange, so many a marvel to sing about, that all the flowers begin to bud and to blossom, the trees to grow green, and the big and glorious sun to rise early and go tardily to rest, in order to listen to all the stories and songs. But little grasp I of all that they tell; you must interpret it for me, you must make everything clear that inwardly craves an answer.
 

OLAF. Little am I able to answer what you ask of my home. My home? If I have had a home other than this, then I remember but little about it. It is all to me like a misty dream which is forgotten in the hour we waken. Yet, come! far below us there lies a village; there it seems I remember I wandered before I saw you; there it seems to me that my kinsmen live. Do you hear how the river conjures and rushes; let us follow it; out on the ledge near the waterfall we can overlook the village where I — once had my home. Come, come!
 

ALFHILD. But dare I — 
 

OLAF. Follow and trust me, I shall protect you!
 

ALFHILD. I am ready; I know it well enough; whether I wished to or not, I must follow you wherever you go.
 

[They go out to the right.]
 

CHORUS OF WEDDING GUESTS AND LADY. KIRSTEN’S PEOPLE
                 (From the forest to the left.)
   Awake to our call, come free your will
   From elves that hover around!
 






  








SCENE XI
 

[LADY KIRSTEN and HEMMING enter from the left.]
 

HEMMING. Here he was; — why — now he is gone!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. And he said he was waiting for the bride who was to come?
 

HEMMING. Yes, but whom he had in mind I could not quite make out; for his speech was strangely incoherent. Ingeborg he did not mean, — that is certain.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Say nothing, good Hemming! say nothing of what he just said! You did well to let me alone know he was here. You shall be richly rewarded for this, but first we must find him again — 
 

HEMMING. [As he looks out to the right.] See, — see there, in the moonlight, on the hill near the river, — yes, surely I think — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Hush, hush, it is Olaf!
 

HEMMING. There are two; a woman is with him — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Heavenly saints!
 

HEMMING. He is pointing out the village as if — there they go!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Call Lord Arne and our people! We will meet again here; I bring Olaf with me!
 

HEMMING. But dare you then — ?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Do as I say; but say nothing of what you have heard and seen. You can say that Olaf came up here to hunt deer and bear, and that he went astray in the mountain.
 

HEMMING. You can rely on me, Lady Kirsten!
 

[Goes out to the left.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Is it true, then? Have evil sprites gained control over him? Yes, so I can pretend to Arne of Guldvik, but little I believe it myself; — and yet it is said it happened often enough in the days gone by. But it is elfen maids no doubt of flesh and blood that — . There he goes down to the river, — I must hasten!
 

[Goes out to the right in the background.]
 

CHORUS. [From the forest to the left.]
   With ringing of bells we hurry along,
   We wander in field and in dell!
   O Christian, come, give heed to our song,
   Wake up from your magic spell!
 






  








SCENE XII
 

[OLAF and ALFHILD come in from the right in the background. Later LADY KIRSTEN.]
 

ALFHILD. O, you must tell me still more of the world!
 Your words to my soul are refreshing indeed;
 It seems as if here in the wonders you tell
 My innermost longings you read!….
 

Did you ne’er on a summer night sit by a tarn,
 So deep that no one could fathom it quite,
 And see in the water the stars so bright,
 Those knowing eyes that express with their flickering light
 Much more than a thousand tongues could possibly say?
 

I often sat thus; I sought with my hands to capture
 The sparkling riddles below in the deep — 
 I snatched after them, I would see them close,
 Then they grew blurred like eyes that weep, — 
 It is idle to search and to seek — 
 

So too in my soul there was many a riddle
 I yearned to solve in the days that are gone!
 They tricked me as did all the stars in the deep,
 Grew stranger and stranger the more I brooded thereon!
 

OLAF. Am I not to myself a mysterious riddle?
 Am I Olaf Liljekrans, the nobly born,
 The knight so proud, who vaunted his race,
 Who laughed the singing of birds to scorn!
 And yet, from my heart I tear what I was!
 Happy I am, — and that can I understand — 
 Your prophecy failed, — I should happiness find,
 When the fairest of flowers I had found in the land.
 Ah! happiness here I have found!
 

ALFHILD. I prophesied nothing.
 But — tell me more of the life that is yonder!
 

OLAF. The life that is yonder may go its own way;
 Here is my home; with you will I wander,
 My lovely wife! Alfhild, behold!
 Is it not as if here in the mountainous fold
 Were built for us two a bower so fair!
 The snowdrops in splendor stand garbed everywhere;
 In here there is feasting, there is joy, there is mirth,
 More real than any I have found on this earth!
 The song rings out from the river so deep;
 It is that which makes me both laugh and weep!
 The song of magic, the mysterious lay,
 Has made me so free, so happy and gay!
 

[Seizes her passionately in his arms.]
 

OLAF. Farewell to the village below I say!
 ‘Tis here that my bridal-bed I shall prepare;
 Farewell to the world forever and ay, — 
 For here I shall hold my beautiful bride!
 

ALFHILD. [Moves away apprehensively.] Olaf!
 

OLAF. [Stops suddenly, as if seized with a vague and painful
 remembrance.] My bride! What is it I say!
 Tell me — when first — I happened this way — 
 Can you still remember the very first night?
 What was it I sought? — No longer I know!
 Did I come to fetch you — to — the village below?
 Did I come the wedding guests to invite?
 

ALFHILD. What mean you? Wedding? I can’t understand — ?
 

OLAF. Our betrothal at Guldvik was held, you remember!
 For three weeks thereafter our wedding was planned — 
 But it seems to me that, — no, my brow like an ember
 Burns hot! I will try no more to remember!
 

CHORUS. [Softly and far in the forest.]
 Olaf Liljekrans! Olaf Liljekrans!
 Why sleep you so deep and so long?
 

ALFHILD. Hush, Olaf! do you hear?
 

OLAF. Did you hear it too?
 

ALFHILD. What was it?
 

OLAF. A memory of long ago,
 Which often comes back when I wander with you!
 ‘Tis evil, — it calls from the village below.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside, as she enters from the rear of the stage unobserved by the others.] Ah, there! He speaks; could I understand — !
 

[Approaches listening.]
 

OLAF. [With increasing vehemence.]
 Yes, yes, I come; not alone will I ride!
 For ladies and knights shall heed my command,
 And come hither with song to greet my bride!
 For you shall be saddled my swiftest steed,
 The poet and minstrel shall ride in the lead,
 Thereafter shall follow the steward and priest,
 The people shall all be bid to the feast!
 Pages so courtly shall guide your steed,
 And beautiful flowers be strewn at your feet,
 The peasant shall bow to the ground like a weed,
 His wife shall curtsy to you as is meet!
 The church bell shall ring to the countryside:
 Now rides Olaf Liljekrans home with his bride!
 

CHORUS OF WEDDING GUESTS. [Animated, yet softly, in the forest
 to the left.]
   Now hasten we all
   To the wedding hall!
   The foal runneth light and gay!
   The hoofs resound
   On the grassy ground,
   As the merry swains gallop away!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside during the chorus.]
 Heaven he praised then! Hemming has told — !
 

ALFHILD. [Jubilant.]
 They come, they come, their voices I hear!
 How sweetly it sounds! O Olaf, behold!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Olaf, my son!
 

[Rushes to him unobserved by ALFHILD, who continues to look out to the left.]
 

OLAF. God help me! What’s here!
 My mother!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. My poor unfortunate son!
 Now are you saved from the evil one!
 There comes Lord Arne with Ingeborg, your wife!
 

OLAF. [With a cry and as if suddenly awakening.]
 Ingeborg! — With that have you shattered my life!
 My happiness then was not what it seemed!
 Alas, that you had to inform me of this!
 

OLAF. [In despair.]
 Dear mother! a beautiful dream I have dreamed;
 You waken me now, — there’s an end to my bliss!
 






  








SCENE XIII
 

[The Preceding. ARNE, INGEBORG, HEMMING, WEDDING
 GUESTS, and LADY KIRSTEN from the left.]
 

ARNE. Good luck, Lady Kirsten, to you! You have found him again, I am told.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Of course I have found him. — And now for home!
 

ARNE. [To OLAF.] And no harm has been done you?
 

OLAF. [Absent-minded.] Me! What do you mean?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Interrupting.] Of course not, Lord Arne! He went astray on the hunt and — 
 

INGEBORG. [Pointing to ALFHILD.] But this young woman — ?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. A poor child! She has given him lodging and shelter.
 

ARNE. But there is no one who lives up here.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yet a stray one here and there! There is many a solitary family still dwells among the mountains since the time of the plague.
 

ARNE. Then come, come! The horses are waiting below on the hill.
 

OLAF. [Painfully, as he glances at ALFHILD.] O mother! I cannot!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Softly and resolute.] You must! It will be your eternal shame if you — 
 

ARNE. What does he mean?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. He is sick and tired as yet, but it will pass off.
 Come!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [With a significant look at OLAF.] The young woman comes too!
 

INGEBORG. You mean that she — !
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Faithfully has she nursed him; it is only fitting that she be rewarded.
 

ARNE. And tomorrow the wedding is held!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Tomorrow, — that I solemnly swear!
 

ARNE. I have your word!
 

HEMMING. [Softly and triumphant, as he brings forth the ring.]
 And I have Ingeborg’s golden ring!
 

INGEBORG. [Takes the ring from him and says carelessly.] My ring! Aha, — so you have my ring, Hemming! Thanks, I shall now take care of it myself!
 

[HEMMING stands a moment dumfounded and then follows very slowly the rest, who all except ALFHILD go out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE XIV
 

[ALFHILD. Shortly afterwards THORGJERD from the background.]
 

ALFHILD. (Has observed in silent and childlike amazement the preceding scene without however heeding the action; when they are gone she suddenly comes to herself as from a dream.)
 

They are gone! Can I trust my eyes; — is it true?
 Yes, here in the moonlight they stood in full view!
 There I see them again down the mountain side,
 And I must go with them, for I am the bride!
 

[Starts as if to rush out to the left.]
 

THORGJERD. [In the background.]
 Alfhild! my child! And how come you here?
 I have told you before — 
 

ALFHILD. O my father dear!
 Now must I be free — as free as the wind,
 No longer can I in the hills be confined!
 

THORGJERD. [Comes nearer.] What has befallen you?
 

ALFHILD. [In ecstasy.] Now is he come!
 

THORGJERD. But who?
 

ALFHILD. The fair knight! He will carry me home!
 Now first do I grasp all the restless desire,
 That long has been smouldering in me like fire!
 We often have sat, as the river rushed by,
 While you sang of the princess enthralled in the hill!
 The princess, my father! the princess am I;
 But he, the fair knight, bent the troll to his will! — 
 And now I am free to do what I may;
 I will hence into life and its motley affray!
 His words were like song! I am free as the wind;
 No power can stay me or hold me behind!
 

THORGJERD. Poor child! You would down to the village below;
 It will cost you your happiness; stay, do not go!
 

ALFHILD. But, father, I must! Your sweetest lays
 Will seem to me now like a misty haze!
 

THORGJERD. Then go, my Alfhild! and dream while you may,
 Your father will guard you alway!
 But look you take care of the crafty young swains
 With words so cunning and free!
 

ALFHILD. Away in the distant and sunny domains, — 
 Where Olaf is, there must I be!
 There stands his castle with golden hall!
 From the ballads you sang his face I recall;
 The king’s son is he, the knight who can ride,
 And I, the poor Alfhild, — I am his bride!
 Poor, did I say, — no, the princess on high,
 O, more than the princess, — his sweetheart am I!
 

[The wedding chorus is heard far down the mountain side.]
 

ALFHILD. Listen, he calls with his trumpet and horn!
 Farewell now, forest and flower and thorn!
 Farewell, my valley; you have cramped me too long,
 The whole world is calling with laughter and song!
 Tomorrow attired in gold I shall ride
 Away to the church as Olaf’s bride!
 We shall sit on the throne of honor within — 
 Ah, now shall my life in its fulness begin!
 

[She rushes out to the left. THORGJERD gazes after her thoughtfully. The chorus dies away in the distance as the curtain falls.]
 






  








SECOND ACT
 

[The enclosure on Lady Kirsten’s estate. To the right is seen the main building with an opening in the gable; neither windows nor doors are visible. Further towards the back of the stage on the same side a small log church and a churchyard. On the left side a storehouse and other out-buildings. On both sides in the foreground simple benches of stone. It is afternoon.]
 






  








SCENE I
 

[LADY KIRSTEN. Servants and Maids occupied with preparations for the wedding.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Let there be no lack of food or drink.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To herself.] Hard have I labored and struggled to bring things to this point; but now I shall give a feast that shall be heralded far and wide.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To the servants.] Be sure to see that on the banquet table — yet no, I shall attend to that myself. The wine shall be poured into the silver flagons; the large drinking horns shall be filled with the Italian cider; the ale is for the servants only, and likewise the homebrewed mead; — and listen, be sure to see that there are enough yellow candles in the church; the bridal party are not to go to the altar until late in the evening, and with red lights shall they be escorted on their way from the banquet hall to the church. Go now, all of you, and see that you remember, every one of you, the things I have told you.
 

[The people go.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. God knows this wedding is costing me more than I well can bear; but Ingeborg brings with her a good dowry and besides — Oh, well, Arne I shall no doubt be able to manage and rule as I see fit, if he is first — 
 

[Looks out to the right.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. There comes Olaf! If only I knew that he — 
 






  








SCENE II
 

[LADY KIRSTEN. OLAF comes from the house in festive garb; he is pale and thoughtful.]
 

OLAF. [To himself.] Yesterday and today! There is but a midsummer night between the two, and yet it seems to me that both autumn and winter have overtaken my soul since the time I wandered up there on the mountain side — with her, with Alfhild!
 

OLAF. [Notices Lady Kirsten.] Alas, my dear mother, are you there?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Quite so, my son! I like to see you dressed in gold and in silk. Now one can see by your dress who it is that is bridegroom tonight. I see you have rested.
 

OLAF. I have slept, but little have I rested; for all the while
 I was dreaming.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. A bridegroom must dream, — that is an ancient custom.
 

OLAF. My fairest dream is ended; let us not think any longer about that.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Changing the subject.] We shall have a merry time today, I think.
 

OLAF. It does not appear that heaven is pleased with my wedding day.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. How so?
 

OLAF. There are indications of a storm. Do you see how heavily the clouds are gathering in the west?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The brighter the festive candles will shine when you go to the church tonight.
 

OLAF. [Paces back and forth a few times; at length he stops before his mother and says.] If I had married a poor man’s daughter, without family or wealth, — tell me, mother, what would you have done?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Looks at him sharply.] Why do you ask?
 

OLAF. Answer me first. What would you have done?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Cursed you and gone to my grave in sorrow! — But tell me, why do you ask?
 

OLAF. Ah, it was only a jest; I little thought of doing so.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That I can believe; for you have always held your family in high honor. But be merry and gay; tomorrow Ingeborg will sit in there as your wife, and then you will find both peace and happiness.
 

OLAF. Peace and happiness. One thing there is lacking.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. What do you mean?
 

OLAF. The fairest of flowers which I was to pick asunder and scatter far to the winds.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The silly dream; — think no longer about it.
 

OLAF. Perhaps it would be best for me if I could forget.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. In the ladies’ room your betrothed sits with all her maids; little have you talked with her today. Do you not want to go in?
 

OLAF. [In thought.] Yes, yes! Where is she?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. In the ladies’ room, as I said.
 

OLAF. [Lively.] Nothing shall be lacking to her from this day. Shoes with silver buckles I shall give her; she shall wear brooches and rings. The withered twigs shall be put away; I shall give her a golden necklace to wear.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Of whom do you speak?
 

OLAF. Of Alfhild!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I was speaking of Ingeborg, your betrothed. Olaf! Olaf! You make me anxious and worried, — so strange are you. I could really almost believe that she had bewitched you.
 

OLAF. That she has! Yes, forsooth, mother, I have been bewitched. I have been in the elf maidens’ play; happy and gay I was as long as it lasted, but now — . Through long, long years I shall be weighed down with woe as often as I call it to mind.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. If she were a witch, the stake would surely be hers; but she is a crafty and wily woman who has lured you on with her fair speech.
 

OLAF. She is pure as the mother of God herself!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yes, yes, but beware! Remember, whatever she is, tomorrow you are wed; it would be both sin and shame to you if you longer took notice of her.
 

OLAF. I realize it, mother, full well!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. And Ingeborg, whom you have betrothed and who loves you, yes, Olaf! loves you with all her heart — the punishment of heaven would be visited on you, in case you — 
 

OLAF. True, true!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I will not speak of our own circumstances; but you can easily see that Arne’s daughter can help us greatly in one thing or another; our affairs have been going from bad to worse, and if the harvest should fail this year I should not in the least be surprised if we had to take up the beggar’s staff.
 

OLAF. Yes, I know it.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. With Arne’s money we can mend everything; an honorable place you will win for yourself among the king’s men. Think this carefully over; if you have promised Alfhild more than you can fulfil — and I seem to notice in her something like that in spite of her quiet demeanor — why, speak with her about it. Tell her, — well, tell her anything you please; empty-handed she shall not go away from here, — that you can freely promise. See, here she comes! Olaf, my son! think of your betrothed and your noble race, think of your old mother who would have to go to her grave in shame, in case — be a man, Olaf! Now I go in to look after the banqueting table.
 

[Goes into the house.]
 






  








SCENE III
 

[OLAF alone.]
 

OLAF. [Gazes out to the right.]
 As merry she is as the youthful roe,
 As it plays with no thought of the morrow;
 But soon will she wring her small hands in woe,
 And suffer in anguish and sorrow!
 Soon must I destroy the faith in her heart,
 And waken her out of her dreams.
 And then — yes, then we forever must part.
 Poor Alfhild! So bitter your fate to me seems!
 

OLAF. [Brooding.]
 What cared I for honor, what cared I for power,
 What mattered my race when I wandered with you!
 It seemed in your eyes was reflected a flower,
 More precious than any the world ever knew!
 Forgotten I had both struggle and strife,
 But since I again came home to this life,
 Since at table I sat in my father’s hall,
 Since I went to answer my mother’s call — 
 

OLAF. [Abruptly.] ‘Tis true from a noble race I am born,
 And Alfhild lives up in the mountains forlorn.
 In her I should find but a constant sorrow.
 I must tell her — yet, no, I can’t let her know!
 Yet truly — I must — I must ere the morrow,
 She must hear what to me is the bitterest woe!
 






  








SCENE IV
 

[OLAF. ALFHILD from the church.]
 

ALFHILD. [Runs eagerly to meet him.]
 Olaf! Olaf! You have led me to the land
 Where I walk amid flowers, where before I trod on sand.
 In truth you have here so pleasant an isle,
 O here I can live without worry or guile!
 So much I would question, so little I know,
 The riddles must you explain as we go. — 
 Is it green here always in summer and spring?
 

OLAF. Alfhild!
 

ALFHILD. Your answer delay!
 You see yon house with its spire and wing?
 There went I this morning to play;
 Without there was joy, there was laughter and mirth;
 Within it was still as nowhere on earth.
 I stepped through the door, I saw a great hall,
 Within was a peace that was fair;
 A dawn softly breaking pervaded it all,
 And people were kneeling in prayer.
 But high from above them a virgin looked down,
 She sailed upon clouds of white,
 Her head shone forth like a crimson crown,
 Like heaven when dawns the light.
 Calm was her face, a blue dress she wore,
 A beautiful elf in her arms she bore,
 And round about her played angels of love,
 That laughed when they saw me below in the door
 From their place in the heavens above!
 

OLAF. [Aside.] Alas! I have wrought so woeful a play,
 Soon will her sorrow begin!
 

ALFHILD. O, tell me, Olaf! what people are they
 Who live in the house I was in?
 

OLAF. Each one who like you is good and kind,
 Each one who is child-like in spirit and mind.
 ‘Tis the church, God’s house, — it belongs to him.
 

ALFHILD. The mighty father! ‘Tis only your whim!
 His house is high over the stars in the sky,
 Where the white swan sails undefiled,
 So high ‘tis beyond any mortal eye
 Save that of the dreaming child! — 
 The church that you spoke of! So then it is there
 We shall ride in festal procession,
 As bridegroom and bride!
 

OLAF. [Aside.] No longer I dare
 Delay my wretched confession!
 

ALFHILD. Ah, each of your words has burned like a coal,
 And deep its mark it has left on my soul!
 My bosom is filled with joy and with song;
 Wherever I wander in field or at home,
 They shine on my path, they light me along, — 
 Like stars at night in the heavenly dome!
 You said the whole world would be asked to the feast,
 And foremost should ride the minstrel and priest,
 Knights should go forward and guide my steed,
 And roses should blossom on every side,
 Each lily we met should bow like a weed,
 The flowers should curtsy before the bride!
 

OLAF. Have I said — 
 

ALFHILD. Olaf, you surely recall!
 All things have followed your every desire;
 The lindens stand yonder so green and so tall;
 The roses are decked in their festive attire
 And dance like elves at an elfen ball.
 Never did heaven’s illumining eye
 So radiantly shine as here from the sky;
 Never before sang the birds so sweet!
 They sing the bride and the bridegroom to greet! — 
 O, you — you make me so happy and blessed,
 Both heaven and earth could I hold to my breast!
 Nowhere can so humble a weed be found
 Which under my feet I could crush and destroy,
 Nowhere a creature so deep in the ground,
 But I would share in its sorrow and joy!
 My bosom is filled with the glory of spring;
 It surges and roars like a wood in a storm!
 

OLAF. [Aside.] And soon this youthful and lovely form
 Shall writhe beneath sorrow’s tormenting sting!
 

ALFHILD. O, glorious life!
 

[She kneels with upstretched arms.]
 

ALFHILD. O father of love,
 In the distant heaven! Had I but the power,
 The tongues of the angels above,
 Thy praise I should sing every hour;
 I cannot, for I am of little worth,
 I can only bow down before you to the earth — 
 O thanks, thou unspeakable! Glory and praise
 For all I can here understand of thy ways!
 

[She rises.]
 

ALFHILD. Yes, lovely is life in its every breath,
 As lovely almost as the journey to death!
 

OLAF. In the grave you think it is pleasant to lie?
 

ALFHILD. I know not your meaning, but I brooded long.
 And asked of my father “What means it to die?”
 In answer thereto he sang me a song:
 

 ”When the child of man is weighted with grief
   And longs to be rocked to rest,
   Then comes there an elf with wings of white
   And frees its spirit oppressed.
 

 ”The little elf with his wings of white
   Makes ready a downy bed,
   Of lilies he weaves the linen sheets
   And pillows of roses red.
 

 ”Away on the pillows he carries the child,
   He carries it safe on his arm,
   He takes it to heaven aloft on a cloud
   Away from all earthly harm.
 

 ”And cherubs there are in the heaven above
   (I tell what is true to you);
   They strew the pillows of rosy red
   With pearls of white and of blue.
 

 ”Then wakens the little earthly child,
   It wakens to heavenly mirth, — 
   But all that happiness, all that joy
   There’s no one that knows here on earth.”
 

OLAF. ‘Twere better, alas! had you never come here,
 Had you lived in the mountain your peaceful life.
 Your joy like a weed will wither and sear,
 Your faith will be killed — 
 

ALFHILD. But as Olaf’s wife
 I am strong as the torrent and have no fear!
 With you by my side let happen what may,
 With you I will laugh and suffer and languish.
 

ALFHILD. [Listening.] Hush, Olaf! You hear that mournful lay,
 It sounds like a song of the bitterest anguish!
 

CHORUS OF PALLBEARERS. [Softly outside to the right.]
   The little child we carry
   With sorrow to the grave,
   Beneath the mould we bury
   What soon the worms will crave.
 

 Hard is this lot and dreary:
   With mournful dirge and sigh
   To carry sad and weary
   The child where it shall lie!
 

ALFHILD. [Uncertain and anxious.]
 What is it, Olaf? What is it, I say?
 

OLAF. A child that death is bearing away,
 A mother and children weep on the way.
 

ALFHILD. Death! Then where are the pillows of red,
 The lily-white linen, and where is the dead?
 

OLAF. I see no pillows of red or of gray,
 But only the dark black boards of the bier;
 And thereon the dead sleeps on shavings and hay.
 

ALFHILD. On shavings and hay?
 

OLAF. That is all there is here!
 

ALFHILD. And where is the elf who bears on his arm
 The child far away from all earthly harm?
 

OLAF. I see but a mother whose heart will break,
 And little children who follow the wake.
 

ALFHILD. And where are the pearls of blue and of white,
 That the angels strew in the heaven of light?
 

OLAF. I see only this, — they weep many a tear
 As they stand at the side of the bier.
 

ALFHILD. And where is the home, the house of God,
 Where the dead dream only of mirth?
 

OLAF. Behold! Now they place him beneath the sod
 And cover him over with earth.
 

ALFHILD. [Quiet and thoughtful, after a pause.]
 Not so was death in the song — not so.
 

OLAF. ‘Tis true; but no such joy and pleasure
 Has any one felt here below. — 
 Have you never heard of the mountain king’s treasure,
 Which night after night like gold would glow;
 But if you would seize the gold in your hand,
 You nothing would find save gravel and sand;
 And listen, Alfhild! it often is true
 That life turns out in the selfsame way;
 Approach not too near, it may happen to you,
 That you burn your fingers some day.
 ‘Tis true it may shine like a heavenly star,
 But only when seen from afar.
 

[He becomes aware of Lady Kirsten off the stage to the right.]
 

OLAF. My mother — she’ll tell you — I shall depart.
 The angels above send their peace to your heart!
 

[He goes towards the house but is stopped by LADY KIRSTEN. — The sky becomes overcast with dark clouds; the wind begins to howl in the tree-tops. — ALFHILD stands absorbed in deep thought.]
 






  








SCENE V
 

[The Preceding. LADY KIRSTEN.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Softly.] Not so, my son, you have told her — ?
 

OLAF. All I was able to say I have said. Now you tell her the rest, and then, mother, let me never, never see her again.
 

[He casts a glance at ALFHILD and goes out past the house.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That folly will soon be burned out of his soul, if — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [As if she suddenly has an idea.] But in case I — Ah, if that could succeed, then would he be cured, — that I can promise. But Alfhild — ? Well, nevertheless, it must be attempted.
 

ALFHILD. [To herself.]
   So then there is here too anguish and woe;
   Well, so let it be; I shall never despair.
   The sorrow of earth I never need know,
   Still Olaf is good and fair!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Approaches.] It seems to me that gloomy thoughts are weighing upon your mind.
 

ALFHILD. Yes, yes, the result of things I have recently heard.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. From Olaf?
 

ALFHILD. Certainly from Olaf; he has told me — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I know, Alfhild. I know what he has said.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] He has mentioned to her his wedding, I see.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] This very night it is to be held.
 

ALFHILD. What is to be held?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The wedding!
 

ALFHILD. [Eagerly.] Oh, yes, that I know!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You know it and do not take it more to your heart than this?
 

ALFHILD. No. Why should I take it to heart?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] There is something she is meditating, — I see that clearly.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Well, so much the better for all of us.
 But tell me, when the wedding is over, what then will you do?
 

ALFHILD. I? I have little thought of that.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I mean, have you in mind to remain here or to go home?
 

ALFHILD. [Looks at her, surprised.] I have in mind to remain!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] There we have it; she thinks to hold him in her wiles even after he is wed. Well, we shall see about that.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Alfhild! I wish you every possible good, and if you dared rely on my — 
 

ALFHILD. Yes, that I certainly dare!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Well and good; then you will let me take upon myself your happiness. I shall take charge of you as best I know how, and if you but give me your word you shall this very night go to the church as a bride.
 

ALFHILD. Yes, I know that.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Surprised.] You know that! Who has told you?
 

ALFHILD. Olaf himself said so.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Has Olaf — ? Yes, forsooth, he has had the same idea that I had, to marry her off in order to be rid of her. Or perhaps in order to — well, no matter, — when she is finally married, when Olaf on his side is a married man, then — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Well and good, Alfhild! If Olaf has told you our intention for you, then it is not necessary for me to — But do you now hasten, go in there in the store house; there you will find my own wedding gown; that you shall wear!
 

ALFHILD. [With childlike joy.] Shall I! Your own wedding gown!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Do as I say. Go in there and dress yourself as splendidly as you please.
 

ALFHILD. And do I also get a bridal crown?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Certainly! A bridal crown and silver rings and golden bracelet. You will find plenty of them in the coffers and chests.
 

ALFHILD. Silver rings and golden bracelets!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Go, go, and hurry as fast as you can.
 

ALFHILD. O, I shall not be long about it.
 

[Claps her hands.]
 

ALFHILD. I shall have silver rings and golden bracelets!
 

[She runs out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE VI
 

[LADY KIRSTEN alone.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The evil and cursed woman! Happy and gay she is though she knows that Olaf is to wed another. But that very fact will serve me well; it will go easier than I had thought. She looks as innocent as a child, and yet she can agree to take him as a husband whom I first pick out for her. And I who thought that she truly loved Olaf! If he is still ignorant of her real spirit, he shall soon learn. He shall know her to the core, he shall know how she has bewitched and lured him, and then, well, then she is no longer dangerous.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Smiling.] Well, well! Olaf thought of the same way of saving himself that I did; so good-natured I had never imagined him. — But where shall we find the man who is willing to — well, she is pretty, and I shall not mind a little silver and even a bit of land. Has Olaf already spoken to some one? That is hardly thinkable! — Well, then I shall see to that. I have servants enough on the estate and — 
 

[Looks out to the right.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Hemming! what if I should try him! But he saw them together in the mountain yesterday; he must surely know there is something between the two. But none the less — he is a humble serving-man, and poor besides, and weak of mind — we shall see, we shall see!
 






  








SCENE VII
 

[LADY KIRSTEN. HEMMING from the right.]
 

HEMMING. [To himself.] Nowhere is Ingeborg to be found; she will bring me to my grave, — that is certain. Yesterday she was gracious to me; she gave me her ring; but then she took it away from me again; and today she will not so much as look at me as I pass.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Slowly, as she approaches.] A little cautious I must be.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Ah, Hemming, is it you? You prefer to wander alone, I see; you keep yourself away from the servants and maids; when I see such things I realize very well that you do so not without reason.
 

HEMMING. Why, my noble lady! what should — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yes, Hemming! there is something that you keep all to yourself as you go about; you are not very cheerful!
 

HEMMING. [Disconcerted.] Not cheerful? I?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Smiling.] There is here today a young and beautiful girl whom you fancy very much.
 

HEMMING. All saints!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. And she in turn has a fancy for you.
 

HEMMING. Me — Whom? I do not know whom you mean.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Come, Hemming, do not speak so; before me you need not feel ashamed. Yes, yes, I see clearly, I tell you.
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] Heaven! she must have noticed by Ingeborg’s manner that — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I have seen that the wedding is but little joy to you. The trip to the church you care little about, since you would yourself like to go as a groom, yet cannot see your way clear.
 

HEMMING. [In the greatest agitation.] Alas, Lady Kirsten! my noble, august lady! be not offended!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Surprised.] I? And why should I be offended?
 

HEMMING. [Continuing.] I have struggled and fought against this unhappy love as long as I have been able, and I honestly believe she has done the same.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. She? Has she then told you that she cares for you?
 

HEMMING. Yes, almost!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Well and good; then you talked about it together?
 

HEMMING. Yes, — but only once, only one single time, I swear.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Once or ten times, it is all the same to me.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Then they are already agreed; it was certainly a stroke of luck that I came upon Hemming; now I am not at all surprised that Alfhild was so willing to go to the altar.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Hemming! I am much indebted to you for finding my son again and for otherwise being of help to me; now I shall make requital, — I shall to the limit of my power stand by you in the matter we just spoke of.
 

HEMMING. [Overcome with joy.] You! You will! Lady Kirsten!
 Alas, great God and holy saints! I hardly dare believe it.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Stops.] But Lord Olaf, your son! What do you think he will say?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. He will not interpose any objection, — I shall see to that.
 

HEMMING. [Unsuspecting.] Yes, truly, it would be best for him too, for I know she cares little for him.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Smiling.] That I have noticed, Hemming!
 

HEMMING. Have you! Well, you are so clever, Lady Kirsten! And
 I who thought that I was the only one who had noticed it.
 

HEMMING. [Doubtfully.] Do you think that Lord Arne will give his consent?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Your master? I shall know how to talk him into it, — that will not be so difficult.
 

HEMMING. You think so? Alas, but I am so poor a man.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I shall remedy that all right, in case Lord Arne is not prepared to do so.
 

HEMMING. Thanks, thanks, Lady Kirsten! Heaven reward you for your kindness!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. But you will keep this that we have been speaking of to yourself.
 

HEMMING. That I promise.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Then hold yourself in readiness; the guests will assemble out here in a little while now, and do you be on hand.
 

[She goes over to the door of the store house and looks for
 ALFHILD.]
 

HEMMING. [To himself.] No, this is to me like a strange illusive dream. Ingeborg and I, — we are to belong to each other! Ah, can it be true? So high I never dared let my thoughts ascend; — it seemed to me in the morning that I had been guilty of the greatest presumption if during the night I had dreamed about it. — Hm! I know very well of course that it is not for my sake that Lady Kirsten goes to all this trouble. She has something up her sleeve; she thinks it necessary to break the agreement with Lord Arne, and now that she has noticed that Ingeborg cares for me she will use that as an excuse. Well, I have so often given my master warning, but he will never believe me.
 

ARNE. [Calls outside to the left.] Hemming! Hemming!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Comes forward.] Your master calls! Go now! After a while I shall speak to him; he will agree. Believe me, he shall follow his page to the church in the same hour that he leads his daughter thither.
 

HEMMING. Thanks, thanks, Lady Kirsten! Truly, you confer a blessing on us all.
 

[He goes out to the left.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To herself.] So young she is and yet so cunning; she has been coquetting with Hemming all the while she made my son believe that — Well and good, he shall soon learn to know her arts. But first I must see Lord Arne; he thinks highly of Hemming and would reluctantly part with him; it seemed too that Hemming feared that something like that might stand in the way; but they can easily remain as they are even if Hemming marries. — Hemming sees more clearly in the affair than I had expected. What will Olaf say, he asked; he has evidently noticed that my son still thinks of Alfhild. Well, let him; if he takes her he will say nothing, and when Alfhild is married, — I know Olaf; he has always wanted to stand in high honor among the men of the village, and for that reason he will certainly — yes, yes, it must, it shall succeed.
 

[She goes out to the right.]
 






  








SCENE VIII
 

[HEMMING comes from the left with a bowl of ale hidden under his coat. ARNE follows him cautiously, looking about.]
 

ARNE. Is there anyone?
 

HEMMING. No, come along, master.
 

ARNE. But it seemed to me I heard Lady Kirsten.
 

HEMMING. She is gone now, come along!
 

ARNE. [Sits down on the bench to the left.] Hemming! it is well that the wedding is to be held tonight. Tomorrow I go home; yes, that I will. Not a day longer will I remain in Lady Kirsten’s house.
 

HEMMING. Why, master! is there enmity again between you?
 

ARNE. Is it not enough, do you think, that she and all her superior relatives look down on me; at supper they laughed and jested among themselves because I could not bring myself to eat of all those ungodly, outlandish dishes. And what was it that we got to drink? Sweet wine and cider that will stay in my stomach for eight days. No, the good old homebrewed ale for me.
 

[Drinks and adds softly and bitterly.]
 

ARNE. Of this I had sent the wretched woman three full barrels. And what has she done? Thrown it to her servants, and here I must steal myself a drink, — yes, Hemming! steal myself a drink of my own ale, that they may not revile me as a coarse peasant, who doesn’t understand the more refined drinks.
 

HEMMING. Well, master! I gave you warning.
 

ARNE. Ah — gave me warning! You are stupid, Hemming! You think
 I haven’t noticed it myself; but wait, just wait!
 

ARNE. [Flaring up.] To place my good nourishing ale before the house servants, as though it were not worthy to be put on the table of a lord. — 
 

HEMMING. Yes, Lady Kirsten treats you ill, that is certain.
 

ARNE. [Hands him the bowl.] Come, sit down and drink!
 

ARNE. [HEMMING sits down.] Listen, Hemming! I could wish we were home again.
 

HEMMING. Well, I have no fancy for this festive home.
 

ARNE. No, my old room at Guldvik for me; — when we sat there of an evening and played chess with the ale jug between us — 
 

HEMMING. The while Mistress Ingeborg sat at the loom and embroidered roses and all sorts of flowers in the linen — 
 

ARNE. And sang all the time so merrily that it seemed to me that I became young and active again. Yes, Hemming! when the wedding is over, we shall go back and live our old ways again.
 

HEMMING. But then there will be no one who works the loom and sings merry lays the while.
 

ARNE. No, that is true enough; Ingeborg will then be gone. It will be a little hard on me; she is wild and self-willed, but I shall miss her nevertheless, — miss her greatly.
 

ARNE. [Considers.] Now and then I suppose I could visit her here — But no, that I will not! Here they laugh at me, they whisper behind my back, — I see it well enough.
 

HEMMING. But in case you wished, it could still be changed.
 

ARNE. Changed! You are stupid, Hemming! Always you talk about changing.
 

ARNE. [Hands him the bowl.] Come, drink, it will do you good. Changed; no, no, it shall never be changed! It was evil spirits who put into my head the idea of marrying into Lady Kirsten’s family. But now it is done; the superior kinsmen will have to behave as they please, but my own relatives and friends shall not laugh at me, — if I have given my word, I shall keep it too.
 

ARNE. [Disheartened.] If I only knew that Olaf would be kind to her; I shall ask him to — .
 

ARNE. [Vehemently.] He shall be kind, else I shall come and beat him with my old fists.
 

HEMMING. Yes, it is well that you keep your eye on her, for Olaf cares little for her, I do believe.
 

ARNE. So, you think so?
 

HEMMING. Do you remember Alfhild, the poor girl, who yesterday followed us down from the mountain?
 

ARNE. Indeed I do. She is pretty!
 

HEMMING. [Rises.] So thinks Olaf, too.
 

ARNE. What does that mean?
 

HEMMING. Olaf loves her! ‘Tis many a time he visited her up there; — what Lady Kirsten has told you, you must never believe.
 

ARNE. And what you blab about I believe still less. You are provoked with Ingeborg because at times she makes fun of you, and therefore you begrudge her this attractive marriage; yes, yes, I know you too well.
 

HEMMING. Why, master! you could believe that — 
 

ARNE. Make me believe that Olaf Liljekrans loves that beggar woman! A noble, high-born lord such as he! It is almost as if one were to say that Ingeborg, my daughter, had a fancy for you.
 

HEMMING. [Embarrassed.] For me — how could you ever imagine — 
 

ARNE. No, I don’t imagine! But the one is as unreasonable as the other. Come, drink! and don’t talk any more such nonsense.
 

ARNE. [Rises.] There is Lady Kirsten with the guests. What’s going to happen now?
 

HEMMING. They are all to assemble out here; they will then follow the bride and bridegroom to the banquet-table and thence to the church.
 

ARNE. Aye, what a cursed custom! To the church at night! Is then marriage a work of darkness?
 






  








SCENE IX
 

[The Preceding. LADY KIRSTEN, OLAF, INGEBORG, GUESTS, and SERVANTS and MAIDS enter gradually from the several sides.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To herself.] I have not seen Olaf alone; but when I think it over, it is probably best that he know nothing about it until it is all over.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Softly, to HEMMING, who has been whispering with INGEBORG.] Well, Hemming! How do you think your master is disposed?
 

HEMMING. Alas, Lady Kirsten! I have but little hope unless you lend your aid.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Aye, we’ll manage it all right.
 

[She mingles with the GUESTS.]
 

INGEBORG. [Softly, to HEMMING.] What do you mean? What blessed hope is it you are speaking of?
 

HEMMING. Alas, I hardly dare believe it myself; but Lady Kirsten means well by us. She will soon show you that — 
 

INGEBORG. Hush! they are approaching.
 

OLAF. [In an undertone.] Tell me, mother! how goes it with her?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Well enough, as I knew before.
 

OLAF. Then she knows how to comfort herself?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Smiling.] It seems so. Only wait! This very evening you shall know for certain.
 

OLAF. What do you mean?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I mean that she is a sly witch. All her fair words have been deceitful wiles.
 

OLAF. No, no, mother!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That we shall see! Alfhild is happy and gay, — so much I know.
 

OLAF. It were well for me if she were!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Loudly and clearly.] Lord Arne of Guldvik! Now is the hour come at length which we have all, I imagine, been looking forward to.
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] Now it begins!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Soon will the church bestow its blessing on our children and unite them in a long and loving union.
 

HEMMING. [Aside, startled.] What now?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. The terms we have already agreed upon. But I suggest that we here once again seal them with hand and word.
 

HEMMING. [As before.] Heaven and earth! Is she trying to deceive me?
 

ARNE. That is not necessary; I stand by my word like an honorable man.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That I well know, Lord Arne! but it will take but a moment. First of all, there shall be an end for all time to every quarrel and dispute between our families, — and as for the damages and injuries which our old disagreements have caused on either side, no one shall demand compensation for them; each must manage them as best he knows how. We promise that, do we not?
 

ARNE. That we promise!
 

[General shaking of hands among the relatives of the bridal couple.]
 

HEMMING. [Softly.] Curses upon you; you lied to me shamefully!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Then we mention again, what we are already agreed upon, that the boundary line between Lord Arne’s domains and mine shall be moved as far in upon his land as good and impartial men may judge to be fitting and just.
 

ARNE. Yes, yes, I suppose it must be so!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That we promise, then?
 

THE GUESTS. That we promise!
 

[Shaking of hands as before.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Finally, Lord Arne shall give in the form of a dowry to his daughter as much silver, linen, and other furnishings as were named and agreed upon at the betrothal feast, all of which shall here be placed in my home from the day Mistress Ingeborg moves herein as my son’s lawful wife, which is tonight. On that we are agreed?
 

THE GUESTS. That we solemnly promise!
 

[Shaking of hands.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Then let the bride and bridegroom clasp hands and go to the banquet-table and thence to the church.
 

ARNE. [Aside.] Ah, Hemming can now see whether Lady Kirsten deceives me.
 

HEMMING. [Softly.] O, then it is all over for me; a fool I was to depend on her.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. But on this joyful day it is fitting that we make as many as possible happy. And therefore I have a request to make, Lord Arne!
 

ARNE. Speak forth! If I can I shall gladly comply.
 

HEMMING. [Aside.] What does she purpose now?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. There is still a young couple who would like to go to the altar this evening; from what I hear, they are agreed between themselves. The bride I shall take care of, but the bridegroom you must assist; it is Hemming, your page, and Alfhild!
 

INGEBORG. [With a cry.] Hemming!
 

OLAF. [Likewise.] Alfhild!
 

HEMMING. O, woe is me! Now I understand — 
 

THE GUESTS. [At the same time.] Hemming and Alfhild! The mountain girl!
 

[Laughter and whispering.]
 

OLAF. Alfhild! You will marry her off to — No, no, it shall not be! Never, never!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Be still! — Olaf, my son; be still, I beg you!
 

ARNE. [To himself.] What’s this! Yes, truly, then Hemming was right; there is something between Olaf and Alfhild.
 

ARNE. [Whispering.] Aye, Lady Kirsten! I see your scheme. Now I know why Olaf wandered three days in the mountain, and now you intend to make use of Hemming to be rid of her. Ha, ha!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [With forced composure.] Lord Arne! how can you believe such a thing?
 

ARNE. [In a low tone.] O, I see clearly! Now I should think I had very good reason to break the agreement.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Softly and frightened.] Break the agreement! I beg of you! Will you put us all to shame?
 

[They talk together softly.]
 

HEMMING. [To INGEBORG, with whom he has in the meantime been whispering.] That is all there is to it, I swear. Lady Kirsten and I have not understood each other.
 

INGEBORG. Well, then decline! You shall! I command you.
 

HEMMING. No, no! I dare not; she will then see that it was you
 I was thinking of.
 

INGEBORG. Good; then I shall.
 

INGEBORG. [Aloud.] Hemming shall not go to the altar with
 Alfhild; — he is too good to marry another man’s darling!
 

OLAF. [With a cry.] For shame!
 

THE GUESTS. Darling!
 

ARNE. [To INGEBORG.] What are you saying?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Heaven protect us!
 

OLAF. Cursed be my soul! She is put to shame!
 

INGEBORG. Yes, loudly I proclaim it: she is another man’s darling. Let him gainsay it who dares.
 

ARNE. Ingeborg!
 

ARNE. [Aside.] What is the matter with her?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Softly.] So that’s the way it is! She then, — she it is who cares for Hemming!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Softly and clearly, to ARNE.] Do you now intend to break the agreement? You can now see for yourself from your daughter’s conduct what reason I had to get Hemming married!
 

ARNE. [Disconcerted.] My daughter! Could you imagine that she — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You need not pretend! Ingeborg has a fancy for your house-carl; now I should think I had good reason to break our agreement.
 

ARNE. Break, break — ! What are you thinking of! To bring on me such disgrace!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Mocking.] Yes, — otherwise you would do it!
 

ARNE. [Quickly.] No, no, I have reconsidered; it is best we both keep still!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To herself.] See, now have I won! I know Olaf; a woman so scorned will never tempt him!
 






  








SCENE X
 

[The Preceding. ALFHILD comes unnoticed out of the storehouse in glittering bridal dress with a crown on her head and her hair flowing.]
 

ARNE. [Aside.] This has been a cursed day for me! O, he is a cunning dog, this Hemming! He knew that Ingeborg had a fancy for him; it was therefore so galling to him that Olaf should have her.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Who has in the meantime regained her composure.] And now to the festive hall! Hemming we can think of later. — Olaf, take your bride by the hand!
 

ARNE. [Reluctantly, as he sees INGEBORG whisper to HEMMING.]
 Where is the bride? Come, come!
 

ALFHILD AND INGEBORG. [At the same time, as they each seize one of OLAF’s hands.] Here I am!
 

THE GUESTS. How, — she takes Olaf?
 

[General amazement.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] So far has he gone, then!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud, to ALFHILD.] You are mistaken! That is not your bridegroom!
 

ALFHILD. Why, certainly, it is Olaf!
 

INGEBORG. [Lets go his hand.] If then he has promised her — !
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [In great agitation.] Olaf is not your bridegroom, I say! Tell her it yourself, my son!
 

[OLAF is silent. LADY KIRSTEN’s Kinsmen look at each other embarrassed. ARNE’s Relatives draw nearer, angry and threatening.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [With raised voice.] Olaf Liljekrans! Answer loudly and clearly! You owe it to yourself and to us.
 

OLAF. [In despair, struggling with himself.] Let it be as you wish then, mother! Yes, by all the saints! I shall answer. Alfhild! you are mistaken! I am not your bridegroom.
 

OLAF. [Pointing to INGEBORG.] There — there stands my bride!
 

ALFHILD. [Withdraws a step or two dumfounded and stares at him.]
 She — your — 
 

OLAF. [With rising irritation.] Alfhild! go hence! Go, go, far into the mountain again; ‘twill be best for you. I was sick and bewildered in mind when I wandered up there! What I have told you I little remember! I do not know and I do not want to know! Do you hear, — I do not want to! — The golden crown you can keep! Keep all, both the silver and gold, that you there stand dressed in. More, — yea, tenfold more you shall have. — Well! why do you stare at me so?
 

[ALFHILD takes off the crown and the other adornments and places them at OLAF’s feet as she continues uninterruptedly to stare at him.]
 

OLAF. Perhaps I pretended to you that you were to be my bride tonight, perhaps you believed me! Perhaps you thought that Olaf Liljekrans would marry a — a — what was it you called her?
 

OLAF. [Stamps with his foot.] Do not stare at me so, I say! I know you well enough; you have bewitched me. I forgot my family; I forgot my bride, my betrothed, she who stands there.
 

OLAF. [Seizes ALFHILD violently by the arm.] Look at her,
 Alfhild! Aha, it is she that I love!
 

[ALFHILD sinks down on her knees and covers her face with her hands.]
 

OLAF. Rise, Alfhild! rise, I say! If you dare to grieve in this way, I shall kill you! — Why are you not happy? Be merry and wild as I am! — And the rest of you! Why do you stand so silently, looking at one another? Laugh, — laugh loudly, so that it may echo around! — Alfhild! Why don’t you answer? Have I not told you enough! Aha! Then add, you others, a word to what I have said! Come, say something, you too; Lady Kirsten would like it! Laugh at her, mock her, trample her under your feet!
 

OLAF. [With ringing laughter.] Ha, ha, ha! She is Olaf’s darling!
 

[ALFHILD sinks down to the ground in such a way that she rests prostrate against the stone bench at the left. A flash of lightning illuminates the scene and the thunder rolls; during the following to the close of the act the darkness and the storm increase.]
 

OLAF. See, see! That I like; now do the powers above join in! Right now will I ride to the church with my bride! Come, Mistress Ingeborg! But first will we drink, — yes, drink, drink! Bring here the beaker and horn, — not in there — ! Light the candles in the church! Let the organ resound; prepare for a dance — not mournful psalms — fie, fie, no, a dance!
 

[Thunder and lightning.]
 

OLAF. Ah, it is rumored in heaven that Olaf Liljekrans is celebrating his wedding!
 

[Rushes out to the right.]
 

ARNE. Christ save me! his reason is gone!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Ah, have no fear; it will soon pass, — I know him.
 

[Draws ARNE aside with her.]
 

ARNE. [Gently threatening HEMMING in passing.] O, Hemming,
 Hemming! You are a sly dog!
 

[The GUESTS go quietly and gloomily out to the right; the
 SERVANTS to the left.]
 

INGEBORG. [Detains HEMMING.] Hemming! I will not go to church with Olaf Liljekrans!
 

HEMMING. Alas, what will prevent it?
 

INGEBORG. If it comes to that, I shall say no, — no before the very altar itself, in the presence of all!
 

HEMMING. Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG. Hold my horse saddled and ready!
 

HEMMING. What! You will — !
 

INGEBORG. I will! Now I know for the first time how dear you are to me, — now when I stand in danger of losing you. Go, — do as I say, and let me know when it is time.
 

[She goes out to the right.]
 

HEMMING. Yes, now am I strong; now I dare venture whatever it be!
 

[He goes out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE XI
 

[ALFHILD. Later HEMMING, INGEBORG, and others at various times.]
 

ALFHILD. [Remains lying motionless for a long time with her face
 concealed in her hands. At length she half raises herself, looks
 about bewildered, rises, and speaks with quiet broken laughter.]
 One falcon the heavens with plenty may bless,
 Another must suffer great want and distress!
 One bird wears a coat of feathers so gay,
 Another must live contented with gray!
 I have known that tears are a balm to the soul,
 When the world is nothing but gall;
 But now I have suffered such sorrow and dole,
 I could laugh myself dead at the thought of it all!
 

[It is now quite dark. The windows of the church are being lighted up. ALFHILD goes over to the house and listens while the following song is heard faintly within.]
 

CHORUS OF WEDDING GUESTS.
 Hail to the bridegroom and hail to the bride!
 There’s feasting and joy everywhere.
 Lord Olaf, all hail! a knight who can ride,
 And Ingeborg a lady so fair!
 

HEMMING. [Steals in from the left during the song.] The horse stands saddled and ready! Now a secret sign to Ingeborg and then away!
 

[He goes out to the right to the rear of the house.]
 

ALFHILD. His health from the silvery cup they drink,
 The bride sits proudly enthroned at his side;
 The candles of wax on the altar now wink,
 Soon out to the church they will ride!
 Within at the banquet sit host and guest
 And laugh as they bandy the merry jest!
 But here I must wander alone in the night,
 Alas, they have all forsaken me quite!
 Olaf! The storm is rending my hair!
 The rain beats against me wherever I fare!
 Olaf, Olaf! Can you see me thus languish
 Beneath this unspeakable torture and anguish?
 

[She laughs.]
 

ALFHILD. But rain or storm is a trifling thing,
 ‘Tis as nothing beside the poignant sting
 I suffer within my breast. — 
 My home and my father and all the rest
 I left for Olaf, the friend I loved best!
 He swore to me then I should be his bride!
 And I came — God’s love I felt in my soul;
 But he drove me away, he thrust me aside;
 So loudly he laughed when I writhed in dole!
 While they banquet within, like a dog I must stay
 Out here in the storm. Hence, — hence I will go!
 

[Starts to go, but stops.]
 

ALFHILD. But I have not the power, I cannot go away;
 Here must I stay and suffer my woe!
 ‘Tis little the flowers out there in the wood
 Can tear themselves up from the ground!
 And Olaf, whether he be false or good, — 
 About him my roots I have wound.
 

[Pause. — The HOUSE SERVANTS come with torches from the left.]
 

ALFHILD. [As if seized by an uneasy presentiment.] Whither do you go? Whither, whither? What is going to happen?
 

A SERVANT. Why, see, see! It is Alfhild; she is still here!
 

ALFHILD. O, tell me this! What is going to happen, — why all these preparations?
 

THE SERVANT. The wedding! Wouldn’t you care to see it?
 

ALFHILD. [In feverish anxiety.] The wedding! O, no, no! Put it off, only till tomorrow! If the wedding is held, then is everything over with me, I well know!
 

THE SERVANT. Postpone it! No, Alfhild! ‘Tis not, I’m afraid, the wish of bridegroom or bride!
 

ANOTHER. Think for a moment! Were you yourself but the bride, you surely would not want to wait.
 

[Laughter.]
 

THE FIRST SERVANT. Now we go down to the gate at the church to light the way with red bridal lights when the procession starts from the house.
 

THE SECOND SERVANT. Come along with us, Alfhild! You shall also have a torch to carry!
 

SEVERAL. Yes, yes, you must come! It is Lord Olaf’s day of glory!
 

[Laughter.]
 

ALFHILD. [Takes one of the torches.] Yes, yes, I will! As the most humble in the row I shall stand down there, and then, when he sees me, when I ask of him, when I remind him of everything he has promised and sworn, — O, tell me, tell me, do you not think that he will be kind to me again? Do you think so? O, tell me you do! Say that you think so!
 

THE SERVANTS. Aha, — for certain he will; now come!
 

[They go out to the right to the rear of the house.]
 

ALFHILD. [Bursts into tears.]
 They mock at me, laugh at me, — one and all!
 So harsh is not even the mountain wall;
 The moss thereon is permitted to grow;
 There’s no one so kind to me here! I — I must go!
 

[Thunder and lightning.]
 

ALFHILD. Ah, heaven itself is angry and grim,
 It pours out its wrath on my wretched head;
 But flash there is none to annihilate him
 Who craftily tricked me in all that he said!
 

[The tones of the organ are heard from within the church.]
 

ALFHILD. O, listen! I hear God’s angel choir!
 ‘Tis Olaf to the altar they call!
 And I must stand here in my ragged attire
 And suffer outside the church-hall!
 

[She swings the torch high in the air.]
 

ALFHILD. No, no, that I will not, thou all-highest God!
 O, tempt me no longer, forswear thee I may!
 

[She is silent and listens to the organ music.]
 

ALFHILD. God’s angels are singing! From under the sod
 The dead they were able to carol away!
 O, my bosom is bursting with woe!
 

[She kneels and faces the church.]
 

ALFHILD. Cease, cease your melodies tender and sweet!
 O, cease your singing; be kind, I entreat!
 Or Olaf to the altar will go!
 

[Whispering and in the greatest apprehension.]
 

ALFHILD. Be still! O, be still! For a little while yet!
 He is lulled in a sleep that will make him forget!
 O, waken him not, else straight he will hie
 To the church — and then, alas, I must die!
 

[The organ grows louder through the storm. ALFHILD springs up, beside herself with despair.]
 

The angels of God have forsaken me quite!
 They mock at my anguish and woe!
 They conjure him forth; — he is now in their might!
 Ah, if here in the dark, dark night I must go,
 Your bridal chamber at least shall be light!
 

[She throws the torch in through the opening in the gable and falls down on the ground. — INGEBORG and HEMMING come hurriedly from behind the house.]
 

HEMMING. Now it is time. The horse stands saddled behind the store house.
 

INGEBORG. And all the servants are down at the church, are they not?
 

HEMMING. Aye, rest you assured; and in the banquet house I have barred every shutter and door with heavy iron rings; no one can get out!
 

INGEBORG. Away, then! Up to the valley which Alfhild has told of!
 

HEMMING. Yes, up there! There no one will seek us!
 

[They rush out to the left. — ALFHILD continues to lie motionless for some time. Suddenly cries and commotion are hear in the bridal house; the flames break out through the roof.]
 

ALFHILD. [Jumps up in despair.]
 It burns! — Aha, — I remember! ‘T was here
 Too dark for my soul — it filled me with fear!
 Olaf, before it was you who smiled,
 Now it is Alfhild, so gay and so wild! — 
 In the bridal house there is anguish and gloom,
 The bride is burning on the arm of the groom!
 

[The HOUSE SERVANTS rush in one by one without torches and stand as if turned to stone. OLAF comes into view up in the opening, which he seeks to widen with desperate efforts.]
 

OLAF. Alfhild! ‘Tis you! So might I have known!
 If only from out of this danger you save me,
 ‘T is silver and gold you shall hereafter own!
 

ALFHILD. [With wild laughter.]
 Too well I remember the promise you gave me!
 Now ride to the church with minstrel and priest!
 Now hold your wedding, — forget all the rest!
 Alfhild has honored you as she knew best, — 
 The torch she has swung at your bridal feast!
 

[She rushes out at the back. The SERVANTS hasten to lend their help; a part of the roof falls in; OLAF is seen high amidst the flames as the curtain falls.]
 






  








THIRD ACT
 

[A sunny valley, rich in flowers, trees, and vegetation of all kinds, and surrounded by lofty snow-capped mountains. In the center of the background a quiet mountain tarn; on the left side a rocky cliff which drops straight down to the water. On the same side nearer the front of the stage a very old log hut, almost entirely hidden in the dense shrubbery. The glow of dawn shines over the mountains; in the valley itself the day is only half begun; during the following scene’s the sun rises.]
 






  








SCENE I
 

[ALFHILD lies sleeping and half concealed among the bushes beside the hut; soft music indicates her shifting dreams. OLAF comes down the hillside to the right. Over his wedding clothes he wears a coarse cloak.]
 

OLAF. Here it was; I know the green there this side of the tarn. It was yonder beneath the linden tree that I dreamed my strange dream. On the slope of the mountain there I stood when Alfhild for the first time came to meet me; I placed my betrothal ring on the string of my bow and shot; — that shot has proved a magic shot; it struck the huntsman himself.
 

OLAF. It is strange that when I wander up here, far from the village below, it seems as if another atmosphere played around me, as if a more vigorous blood flowed in my veins, as if I had another mind, another soul.
 

OLAF. Where is she now?
 

OLAF. I shall, — I will find her again! Up here she must come; she has no home out there in the cold wide world. And I — am I not also a homeless fugitive? Did I not become a stranger in my mother’s house, a stranger among my kinsmen, the very first hour I met her?
 

OLAF. Is she then a witch, — has she power over secret arts as — ?
 

OLAF. My mother! Hm! It seems to me it would scarcely be well for me to allow her to manage my life; she insinuates thoughts into my heart which do not belong there. No, no, I will find Alfhild again and ask forgiveness for the wrong I have done, and then — 
 

[He stops and looks out to the left.]
 






  








SCENE II
 

OLAF. (Alfhild still sleeping. Thorgjerd comes from behind the hut on the left.)
 

OLAF. Well met, stranger!
 

THORGJERD. Thanks, the same to you. You are early about!
 

OLAF. Or late; early in the morning, but late in the night.
 

THORGJERD. You belong in the village below, I take it.
 

OLAF. My family lives there. And you?
 

THORGJERD. Wherever the mind is at rest, there is one at home; that is why I like best to wander in here; — my neighbors shall not do me any injustice.
 

OLAF. That I have noticed.
 

THORGJERD. Then you have been here before?
 

OLAF. I chased a hind this summer in here; but when I look closely I see ‘tis a royal child that has been bewitched.
 

THORGJERD. [Looks at him sharply.] That hunt is dangerous!
 

OLAF. For the hunter?
 

[THORGJERD nods.]
 

OLAF. I was sitting and thinking the same thing myself; it seems to me that I was bewitched on that hunt.
 

THORGJERD. Farewell and good luck to you!
 

OLAF. Out upon you! If you wish a huntsman good luck he will never come within shot of the prey.
 

THORGJERD. If the shot should strike the hunter himself, the best luck that could happen to him would be to have no luck at all.
 

OLAF. You speak wisely.
 

THORGJERD. Yes, yes; there is many a thing to be learned in here.
 

OLAF. Too true! I have learned here the best that I know.
 

THORGJERD. Farewell! I’ll take greetings from you to your kinsmen.
 

OLAF. You mean to go down?
 

THORGJERD. Such was my purpose. These are merry days down there, I am told. A mighty knight is celebrating his wedding — 
 

OLAF. Then you should have been there last night; now I fear the best part of the fun is past.
 

THORGJERD. I dare say I’ll come in time even yet.
 

OLAF. Perhaps! But still you should have been there last night; so bright and so warm a festive hall you never have seen before.
 

THORGJERD. It was well for him who was within.
 

OLAF. I know one who had to stand outside.
 

THORGJERD. Yes, yes, outside, — that is the poor man’s place.
 

OLAF. I know one who had to stand outside and who nevertheless was both worse off and better off than those within.
 

THORGJERD. I must go down, — I see that clearly; I shall play for the guests. Now I shall fetch my harp, and then — 
 

OLAF. You are a minstrel?
 

THORGJERD. And not among the worst. Now shall I fetch my harp from where it lies hidden near the waterfall; those strings you should hear. With them I sat once on the edge of the bed and played the bride out of the festive hall over ridge and field. — Have you never heard little Ingrid’s lay? He who could play the bride out of the bridegroom’s arms can surely play his child home to her father again. Farewell! If you linger here we may meet again when I get down there.
 

[He goes out to the right by the tarn.]
 






  








SCENE III
 

[OLAF. ALFHILD.]
 

OLAF. Ah, if it were — for certain I cannot doubt it. Alfhild herself said that her father played such music that no one who heard it could ever forget. He mentioned Lady Ingrid who disappeared on the eve of her wedding many years ago, — there was a young minstrel named Thorgjerd who loved her, so went the story. Many a strange tale was afterwards current about him; at times he stood right in the midst of the village and played so beautifully that all who heard it had to weep; but no one knew where he made his home. Alfhild — yes, she is his child! Here she has grown up, here in this desolate valley, which no one has known of by name for many a year; and Ingrid, who disappeared — indeed, he said — 
 

[Becomes aware of ALFHILD.]
 

OLAF. Alfhild! There she is! In her wedding garments she has fled up here. Here then shall you awaken after the bridal night; so sorry a day to you was my day of honor. You wished to go out into life, you said; you wanted to learn to know all the love in the world. So sorry a journey you had, but I swear it shall all be well again. She moves; it is as if she were writhing in sorrow and anguish; — when you awaken, it shall be to joy and delight!
 

ALFHILD. [Still half in dreams.]
 It burns! Oh, save him, — he is within!
 He must not die! Life anew he must win!
 

[She jumps up in fright; the music ceases.]
 

ALFHILD. Where am I! He stands here before me, it seems!
 

Olaf Liljekrans! save me from my dreams!
 

OLAF. Alfhild! take heart, here you need fear no harm!
 

ALFHILD. [Moves away, fearfully and apprehensively.]
 You think with sweet words my soul to beguile?
 In your heart there is evil, though with lips you may smile,
 On me you shall nevermore practice your charm!
 

OLAF. Alfhild! be calm, do not start;
 ‘Tis Olaf I am, the friend of your heart!
 Unkind I have been, I have treated you ill;
 But deep in my heart I was faithful to you!
 I was blind and deluded and weak of will, — 
 And thus I did wound you far more than I knew!
 O, can you forgive me? Alfhild, you must, — 
 I swear to you I shall be worthy your trust!
 I shall bear you aloft and smooth your way,
 And kiss from your cheek the tears of dole,
 The grief in your heart I shall try to allay,
 And heal the wound that burns in your soul!
 

ALFHILD. I know you too well and your cunning disguise.
 Since last I did see you I too have grown wise.
 You would have me believe with your wily speech
 It is you for whom I now suffer and languish.
 You would have me believe it was you that did teach
 Me to revel in joy and to writhe in anguish.
 ‘Twill profit you little, I know you too well,
 Whether early or late you come to my dell.
 I know you too well; for deceit on your brow
 I can read. Not so was the other, I vow!
 

OLAF. The other? Whom mean you?
 

ALFHILD. He that is dead!
 ‘Tis therefore I suffer so bitter a dread.
 You don’t understand? You must know there were two;
 And that is why peace I shall nevermore find!
 The one was all love, so good and so true,
 The other was evil, faithless, unkind;
 The one to me came on a late summer day,
 When my heart burst in flower and bloom;
 The other led me in the mountain astray,
 Where all things are shrouded in gloom!
 ‘Tis the evil one, you, that has come again;
 The other who loved me, so good and so kind,
 The one who will never be out of my mind, — 
 Ah, him have I slain!
 

[She sinks down on a stone near the house and busts into tears.]
 

OLAF. Has he stolen your peace, has he robbed you of rest,
 Then why let him longer dwell there in your breast!
 

ALFHILD. Alas, were I laid in the grave far below,
 With me, I am sure, my sorrow would go!
 I knew it not then, — to you do I swear,
 I thought it was little for him I did care;
 Now I see I must die of a grief-broken heart,
 Yet his image will never depart!
 

[A short pause.]
 

ALFHILD. Have you chords in your bosom that you can command?
 It seems so; your voice sounds so pleasant and sweet;
 Pleasant — though blended it is with deceit.
 Have you chords in your breast, then go round in the land
 And sing of Alfhild a plaintive lay
 To the village girls you meet on the way:
 

 Only yesterday I was so little a roe,
   I roamed in the green groves around;
   They came to the forest with arrow and bow,
   And chased me with falcon and hound!
 

 Only yesterday I was a bird so forlorn,
   I sat ‘neath the linden alone;
   They drove me away from the place I was born,
   And threw at me stone after stone.
 

 Only yesterday I was an untamed dove,
   Which nowhere finds peace or rest;
   They came from below, they came from above,
   And pierced with an arrow my breast!
 

OLAF. [Deeply moved.]
   Alas, that I lay in the grave below.
   Lulled in eternal rest!
   Your every word is a steel-made bow
   That strikes with an arrow my breast!
 

ALFHILD. [Jumps up with childlike joy.]
 Just so it shall be,—’tis rightfully so!
 Yes, truly, indeed, have you chords in your breast!
 So let it be sung; they easily show
 That you are yourself by my sorrow oppressed.
 They show that your own grief is just as strong
 As the one that you voice in your plaintive song!
 

[She stops and looks sorrowfully at him.]
 

ALFHILD. Yet no, — you shall not sing of Alfhild’s lament;
 What stranger is there whom my sorrow will move!
 From whence I came, and whither I went
 There is no one out there who shall question or prove!
 Sing rather of Olaf Liljekrans,
 Who wandered astray in the elf-maidens’ dance!
 Sing of Alfhild, the false and unkind,
 Who drove his betrothed quite out of his mind;
 And sing of all the sorrow and fear,
 When dead Olaf Liljekrans lay on the bier.
 Sing of all the weeping below,
 When away they carried the three who had died!
 The one was Olaf, the other his bride!
 The third was his mother who perished of woe.
 

OLAF. Yes, Olaf is dead; it is just as you say;
 But I shall be now so faithful a friend;
 Wherever you dwell, wherever you wend,
 From your side I shall nevermore stray!
 May I suffer in full for the sin I committed, — 
 Atonement to me shall be sweet.
 ‘Twill comfort me much if I be permitted
 To roam with you here in some far-off retreat!
 From early dawn till the end of day,
 Like a faithful hound I shall follow your lead!
 I shall clothe my remorse in so plaintive a lay
 Till finally you shall believe me indeed.
 Each moment we spent here in ecstasy
 I shall call up again to your memory!
 Each flower that blooms shall speak it anew,
 The cuckoo and swallow shall sing it to you!
 The trees that grow here in the forest so green
 Shall whisper thereof both soft and serene!
 

ALFHILD. Enough! You would only beguile me anew;
 Far better were it for you now to depart!
 So fair is the falsehood I see within you,
 So faithless the thoughts that dwell in your heart!
 What would you up here? What is it you want?
 You think that you know the place that you haunt?
 So pleasant a spot was this valley of yore,
 A curse lies upon it forevermore!
 In the past, when lone in the forest I went,
 The leaves on the trees had so fragrant a scent!
 The flowers bloomed forth on my every side,
 When you pressed me to you and called me your bride!
 But now — the whole valley is burned in the night;
 The trees are burned to the left and the right;
 The straw and the leaves are withered away,
 Each flower is turned to a dusty gray! — 
 

ALFHILD. Yes, clearly I see, — in a single night
 Is the world become old! — When I wandered below
 All alone, and sank down ‘neath my shame and my woe,
 Then faded the world and its golden delight.
 All things but deceit have vanished away;
 So much have I learned on my bridal day!
 My father lied; he was wrong when he said
 The dead are borne to the dwelling of God;
 But Olaf knew better the fate of the dead:
 The dead sink below, far under the sod!
 

ALFHILD. [She breaks out in deepest agony.]
 Ah, well do I see now you knew what you did;
 For low in the grave my body is hid.
 

OLAF. Alfhild! Your words deal so crushing a blow!
 O, God! was your heart once so young and so bold — 
 Forgive me my sin and forget all your woe!
 

ALFHILD. [With marked and increasing bewilderment.]
 Hush, do not speak to me! Olaf, behold!
 A corpse they carry, to the grave they creep;
 But no mother is there, no children who weep,
 No pillows are there of blue or of red, — 
 Alfhild on shavings and straw lies dead!
 I shall never ride now to the heaven above,
 And awake in the arms of the God of love.
 No mother have I whose heart will break,
 No one who follows and weeps for my sake;
 No person have I in the world so wide,
 Who weeps for me at the bier, — 
 No angels to scatter on every side
 Blue pearls in the heavenly sphere;
 And ne’er shall I reach the dwelling of God,
 Where the dead dream only of mirth!
 

OLAF. Alfhild!
 

ALFHILD. They lower me under the sod!
 They cover me over with earth!
 And here must I lie with all my dread,
 Must live and suffer although I be dead:
 Must know there is nothing now left for me,
 Yet cannot forget, nor fight myself free;
 Must hear when he whom my love I gave
 Rides off to the church right over my grave;
 Must hear him forever suffer and languish,
 And yet can not lessen his anguish!
 O, how my bosom is filled with despair!
 The angels of God have forgotten my prayer!
 They heed no longer my weeping and woe — 
 The portal is closed to the heavenly bliss — 
 Dig me up again! Let me not lie here below!
 

[She rushes out to the left.]
 

OLAF. Alfhild! Alfhild! O, Christ, what is this?
 

[He follows her quickly.]
 






  








SCENE IV
 

[INGEBORG and HEMMING enter, after a pause, from the right.]
 

INGEBORG. Well, here we are up here! How lovely and bright and peaceful it is!
 

HEMMING. Yes, here we shall live happily together!
 

INGEBORG. But mark you well that you are my servant, and nothing else, — until my father has given his consent.
 

HEMMING. That he will never do!
 

INGEBORG. Never you mind, — we’ll find some means or other. — But now we must think about choosing a cabin to live in.
 

HEMMING. There are plenty of them around here. Over the whole valley there are deserted huts; everything is just the same as it was when the last people died in the terrible plague many years ago.
 

INGEBORG. Here I like it very much! Over there, too, there is just such an old hut; the water is near by, and the forest must surely be alive with game. You can fish and hunt; aye, we shall live a wonderful life!
 

HEMMING. Yea, forsooth, a wonderful life! I shall fish and hunt the while you gather berries and keep the house in order.
 

INGEBORG. Do I? No, that you must take care of!
 

HEMMING. Yes, yes, as you please. O, a delightful life we shall live!
 

[Stops and adds somewhat dejectedly.]
 

HEMMING. But when I stop to think a bit; — I have neither bow nor fishing outfit.
 

INGEBORG. [Likewise with an expression of despondency.] And it occurs to me there are no servants here who can help me.
 

HEMMING. That shall I willingly do!
 

INGEBORG. No, thanks. — And all my good clothes — I didn’t bring anything along except my bridal gown which I am wearing.
 

HEMMING. That was thoughtless of you!
 

INGEBORG. True enough, Hemming! And for that reason you shall steal down to Guldvik some night and bring me clothes and other things as much as I have need of.
 

HEMMING. And be hanged as a thief!
 

INGEBORG. No, you shall be careful and cautious, — that I warn you. But when finally the long winter comes? There are no people up here, — music and dancing we shall never have — Hemming! Shall we stay here or — 
 

HEMMING. Well, where else is there we can go?
 

INGEBORG. [Impatiently.] Yes, but human beings cannot live here!
 

HEMMING. Why, surely, they can!
 

INGEBORG. Well, you see yourself they are all of them dead!
 Hemming! I think it best I go home to my father.
 

HEMMING. But what will become of me?
 

INGEBORG. You shall go to war!
 

HEMMING. To war! And be killed!
 

INGEBORG. Not at all! You shall perform some illustrious deed, and then will you be made a knight, and then will my father no longer be opposed to you.
 

HEMMING. Yes, but what if they kill me in the meantime?
 

INGEBORG. Well, we’ll have plenty of time to think about that. Today and tomorrow we shall have to remain here, I suppose; so long will the guests sit in the festive house and celebrate, — if they look for us, it will probably be about in the village; up here we can be safe and — 
 

[She stops and listens.]
 

CHORUS. [Far away off the stage to the right.]
   Away, — away to find
   Alfhild, the false, unkind;
   For all our woe and strife
   She must pay with her life!
 

HEMMING. Ingeborg! Ingeborg! They are after us!
 

INGEBORG. Where shall we find refuge?
 

HEMMING. Well, how can I know — 
 

INGEBORG. Go into the hut; lock the door so that it can be bolted from within.
 

HEMMING. Yes, but — 
 

INGEBORG. Do as I say! I shall go up on the hill the meanwhile and see if they are far away.
 

[She goes out to the right.]
 

HEMMING. Yes, yes! Alas, if only they don’t get us!
 

[He goes into the house.]
 






  








SCENE V
 

[OLAF comes from the forest to the left. Immediately afterwards INGEBORG from the right.]
 

OLAF. [Looks about and calls softly.] Alfhild! Alfhild! She is nowhere to be seen! Like a bird she disappeared from my view into the wood and I — 
 

INGEBORG. They are right close and — 
 

[Stops, frightened.]
 

INGEBORG. Olaf Liljekrans!
 

OLAF. Ingeborg!
 

HEMMING. [Sticks his head out of the door and spies OLAF.]
 Lord Olaf! So! Now is it surely all up with me!
 

[Withdraws hastily.]
 

INGEBORG. [Aside.] He must have ridden in advance of the rest.
 

OLAF. [Aside.] She must have come up here with her father to look for me.
 

INGEBORG. [Aside.] But I will not go with him!
 

OLAF. [Aside.] I will not stir from here!
 

INGEBORG. [Aloud, as she draws nearer.] Olaf Liljekrans! Now you have me; but you will do ill if you try to compel me.
 

OLAF. That is furthest from my mind!
 

INGEBORG. Why then come you here in company with my kinsmen?
 

OLAF. Do I? On the contrary, it is you who — 
 

INGEBORG. That invention won’t fool me; only a moment ago I saw the whole crowd — 
 

OLAF. Who? Who?
 

INGEBORG. My father and our relatives!
 

OLAF. Up here?
 

INGEBORG. Why, yes, right close at hand!
 

OLAF. Ah, then is my mother with them.
 

INGEBORG. Of course, she is with them. But how can that frighten you?
 

OLAF. You see, — it is I they seek!
 

INGEBORG. No, it is I!
 

OLAF. [Astonished.] You!
 

INGEBORG. [Begins to grasp the connection.] Or — wait a moment — Ha, ha, ha! What an idea! Come, shall we two be honest with each other?
 

OLAF. Yes, that is exactly what I had in mind!
 

INGEBORG. Well, then, tell me, at what hour came you up here?
 

OLAF. During the night!
 

INGEBORG. I, too!
 

OLAF. You!
 

INGEBORG. Yes, yes! And you went away without any one’s knowing it?
 

OLAF. Yes!
 

INGEBORG. I, too!
 

OLAF. But tell me — 
 

INGEBORG. Hush, we have only a moment or two! And you fled up here because you had but little desire to go to the altar with me?
 

OLAF. Aye, how can you think — 
 

INGEBORG. Yes, that I can easily think. Answer me now; we were to speak honestly.
 

OLAF. Well, then, it was therefore that I — 
 

INGEBORG. Well and good, I did likewise!
 

OLAF. You, Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG. And now you would rather not have any one come upon your tracks?
 

OLAF. Well, it can’t be denied!
 

INGEBORG. I, too! Aha,—’tis a jolly coincidence; I fled from you, and you from me! We both fled up here, and now just as our relatives are after us we meet again! Listen, Olaf Liljekrans! Say we promise not to betray one another!
 

OLAF. I promise.
 

INGEBORG. But now we must part!
 

OLAF. I understand!
 

INGEBORG. For, if they found us together, then — 
 

OLAF. Yes, then it would be still more difficult for you to be rid of me!
 

INGEBORG. Farewell! If ever I come to have a wedding you shall be my bride’s man.
 

OLAF. And if anything like that should happen to me, you will, I am sure, accommodate me in the same way.
 

INGEBORG. Of course! Farewell! Farewell! And do not think unkindly of me.
 

OLAF. Indeed not; I shall give you my hand wherever we meet!
 

INGEBORG. I, too! Wherever we meet — only not at the altar.
 

[She goes into the house. OLAF goes into the forest on the right at the back.]
 






  








SCENE VI
 

[LADY KIRSTEN, ARNE of Guldvik, WEDDING GUESTS,
 PEASANTS and SERVANTS from the right.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. See, here will we begin the hunt. Our people must spread about and search all around the tarn; — she shall come forth and then — woe upon her! no mercy or pity is there in my soul.
 

ARNE. What will you do then?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Hold judgment upon her — right on the spot where she is found! All the damage she has done on my dominions I have power and authority to punish in accordance with reason and justice.
 

ARNE. Yes, but what good is that? What is lost can not thereby be won back again.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. No, but I shall get revenge, and that is no little gain. Revenge, — revenge I must have, if I am to bear and live down my loss and all the shame she has brought upon me. The storm last night ruined the whole of my year’s crop; not a single uninjured straw is left in my fields; and in here, where she herself has said she has her home, here everything thrives and blossoms more luxuriantly than I have ever seen! Is not that the operation of secret arts? Olaf she has snared so securely in her devilish net that he fled out of the village in the wildest storm to follow her. My house she burned clear to the ground; all the openings and doors she barred on the outside; — it was a miracle of God that the servants brought their timely help!
 

ARNE. Alas, alas; I am afraid if has cost two lives that I thought much of, — Ingeborg and my man Hemming!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Come, come, Lord Arne! You must not completely despair of them yet. Ingeborg may have escaped after all; the rest of us came out of it untouched in spite of the cunning of the cursed witch; — Ingeborg has been bewildered with fright and has sought refuge somewhere.
 

ARNE. Yes, yes, that may be the case with Ingeborg; but Hemming is past all hope, — of that I am sure!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. How so?
 

ARNE. O, he had become such a sly and contriving devil of late!
 He has let himself be shut in and burnt merely to get revenge
 over me; he knows I can’t get along for a single day without him.
 O, I know him!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Well, however it is, Alfhild we must capture; she shall be tried, condemned, and punished; I have misdeeds a plenty to charge her with.
 

ARNE. And I can mention a few in case it is necessary; she has stolen my dapple-gray horse from the stable; this morning it was gone with saddle and bridle.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Ingeborg and Hemming gone, and his horse likewise; were I in his place I should know what to think.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Now let us divide and go about in small groups; he who first gets his eye on Alfhild shall blow the trumpet or horn; let the rest listen and follow the sound till we are assembled again.
 

[They go out at different sides.]
 

ARNE. [Who alone has remained.] And I, who am not acquainted here, — how am I to find my way.
 

ARNE. [Calls.] Hemming! Hemming!
 

[Stops.]
 

ARNE. I forgot, — he is — 
 

ARNE. [Shaking his head.] Hm! It was a shameful trick he played.
 

[He goes out to the right.]
 






  








SCENE VII
 

[ALFHILD appears near the tarn to the left; she carries a little bundle.]
 

ALFHILD. I have wailed, I have wept, till my heart is sore;
 I am weary and tired, I can weep no more!
 

[Sinks down on a stone in the foreground.]
 

ALFHILD. First to my father farewell I shall say!
 Then into the mountains I make my way!
 Down here I see Olaf wherever I go;
 I must up in the heights to steel my mind!
 I must deaden my grief, forget what I know,
 And leave all the memories dear behind!
 

ALFHILD. The life in my dream had so rosy a hue!
 ‘Tis nothing but fiction, nothing is true, — 
 ‘Tis nothing but nonsense and shifting lies;
 Naught can be seized and held in the hand.
 Naught must be looked at with open eyes,
 Nothing stands proof when we understand!
 

[The sound of trumpets is heard from the wood.]
 

ALFHILD. My mother’s heirlooms I take with me;
 I shall bury them deep in the ground!
 I shall bury them deep ‘neath the tall birch tree,
 Over yonder where Olaf I found!
 

[She opens her bundle and takes out a bridal crown and other ornaments.]
 

ALFHILD. This crown did my mother once wear on her head;
 She too by the world then was tricked and misled,
 She too then in love and its power believed.
 Was she too so rudely deceived?
 Was it only in jest that my father did sing
 The pleasures that gladden the human breast?
 Ah, then he should never have said anything;
 His songs have robbed me of earthly rest;
 His songs built a home for the ecstasies
 Of life in my heart, — now in ruin it lies!
 

[The trumpets are heard again.]
 

ALFHILD. Silver indeed is a metal of worth,
 ‘Twill never crumble like autumn hay.
 Were it hid for a thousand years in the earth,
 It would still glitter bright, it would never decay!
 The pleasures of life are like autumn hay,
 And sorrow like silver that glitters alway!
 

[Ties the ornaments together in the bundle.]
 

ALFHILD. A magic treasure I often recall,
 From which dropped nine glorious pearls every night;
 But no matter how many the pearls it let fall,
 The treasure remained just as big and as bright!
 

ALFHILD. A treasure of magic, this sorrow of mine,
 And from it shall drip by night and by day,
 Not nine, — but ten thousand pearls that shine, — 
 Yet the treasure shall never decay! — 
 Yes, the world has made me so wise, — so wise!
 Once I followed the clouds in their flight,
 Flew dreaming with them on their path in the skies,
 And called them the swans of the light!
 I thought that the trees spread their branches so wide,
 That I might walk in the shade;
 I thought there was life in the mountain side.
 A sorry mistake I have made.
 Now I know better; — for man alone
 Can revel in joy, can suffer despair.
 In tree and in flower, friend there is none, — 
 My sorrow alone I must bear.
 

[She rises.]
 

ALFHILD. Away then! Up midst the ice and the snow, — 
 The grave is the only shelter below!
 

[She starts to leave.]
 






  








SCENE VIII
 

[ALFHILD, LADY KIRSTEN, ARNE, WEDDING GUESTS, PEASANTS and SERVANTS from various sides. Later OLAF LILJEKRANS.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. There she is! Stand still, Alfhild! Do not try to escape, — else we shall shoot you.
 

ALFHILD. What do you want of me?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That you shall learn soon enough.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Points to her bundle.] What is this you are carrying?
 

ALFHILD. My mother’s treasures!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Give it here! See, see! A crown of silver! Indeed, Alfhild! If you are your mother’s only daughter I am very much afraid the bridal crown will nevermore be needed in her family.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To the Servants.] Bind her! She stands there and pretends to be sad; no one can know what she is scheming.
 

[ALFHILD is bound.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud and with suppressed passion.] The court is ready. As you all know, I have a legal and prescriptive right to protect my dominions, to pass judgment in accordance with the law of the realm on every one who does me harm on my own lands. This is what you, Alfhild, have presumed to do, and it is therefore that you now stand here accused before your judge. Defend yourself if you can, but do not forget it is a matter of life and death.
 

ARNE. But listen, Lady Kirsten!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Excuse me, Lord Arne! I am within my rights here, and I intend to insist on them.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To ALFHILD.] Come forward and answer me!
 

ALFHILD. Do you but question me, — I shall answer!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Many and grievous are the charges that are directed against you. First and foremost I charge you here with having beguiled my son, Olaf Liljekrans, with your unholy arts, so that he turned heart and soul away from his betrothed to whom he was pledged, — so that he, sick in heart, never at any time found peace in his home, but came up here to this unknown valley where you have had your home. All this could not have happened in any ordinary way; you are therefore accused of witchcraft, — defend yourself if you can.
 

ALFHILD. I have little to say in answer to this. Witchcraft you call that strange power that drew Olaf up here. Perhaps you are right; but this witchcraft was not of evil; — every hour that Olaf has been here God must surely have witnessed! Each thought that I have had of Olaf the angels of God must have known! And they had no occasion to blush.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Enough, enough! You would add blasphemy to your transgression! Woe upon you, Alfhild! Your every word only adds weight to the scales. Yet, that is your affair!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To the rest.] I crave you all as witnesses to her answer.
 

[Turns to ALFHILD.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. I charge you next with having again, this very night, with the aid of these same secret powers, met Olaf up here, and furthermore that you keep him concealed in here!
 

ALFHILD. There you are right! Secretly is he hidden here!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You admit it?
 

ALFHILD. Yes, but however powerful you are, you will never be able to set him free. Perhaps it would be best for me if you were able; but neither you nor the whole wide world have the power to set him free!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [In a violent outburst.] Now death will certainly be your punishment! Out with it, — where have you got him?
 

ALFHILD. [Presses her hands to her bosom.] In here — in my heart! If you can tear him out from it you can practice witchcraft better than I!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. That answer is nothing. Out with it, — where is he?
 

ALFHILD. I have answered!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [With repressed irritation.] Good!
 

ARNE. [To the spectators.] Were Hemming alive he would have been able to get the truth out of her; he had become so crafty of late.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Now the third charge against you: last night you set fire to my house and burned it clear to the ground. Perhaps human life has been lost, — that we not know as yet, — but whether or no, it will neither harm nor help your cause; for your intention to burn all of us is as clear as day. Do you deny my charge that you set fire to my home last night?
 

ALFHILD. I do not deny it; I have destroyed your house!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. And how will you extenuate your action?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [With bitter mockery.] You shall not be able to say that you acted over hastily. Good opportunity you had, so far as I can remember, to stop and consider; you stood outside there, no one came near you, no one prevented you from deliberating as calmly as you could. Nor shall you say that the merriment of the festive occasion went to your head, nor that the wine distracted you; for you were not on the inside at all; you stood on the outside, and it was cool enough there, — the biting wind should have made you sober.
 

ALFHILD. Yes, I destroyed your house last night; but you and Olaf and all the rest of you out there have done me a greater wrong. The world was to me a festive hall which belonged to the Great Father. The blue heaven was its roof, the stars were the lamps that shone from its ceiling. I wandered happy and rich in all this; but you, you threw a brand right in the midst of this golden splendor; now is everything withered and dead!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Such talk will profit you little! Still once more
 I ask, where is Olaf Liljekrans, my son?
 

ALFHILD. I have answered!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Then you have also passed your own sentence, and I shall confirm it.
 

[OLAF appears on the rocky cliff among the trees, unnoticed by the rest.]
 

OLAF. [Aside.] Alfhild! God help me! What is that?
 

[Withdraws unseen.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You have, in accordance with the law of the land, incurred the penalty of death as guilty of witchcraft and arson. This sentence is herewith pronounced upon you, and forthwith right here on the spot it shall be executed.
 

ARNE. But listen, Lady Kirsten!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Judgment is pronounced! Alfhild shall die!
 

ALFHILD. Do as you please; little shall I be of hindrance to you. When Olaf denied his love, then ceased my life, — I live no longer.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Take her up on the rocky ledge over there.
 

[Two Servants take ALFHILD up.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. For the last time, Alfhild! Give me back my son!
 

ALFHILD. I will answer no more!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Just as you please!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To the Servants.] Cast her down! No, wait! I have an idea!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [To ALFHILD.] As you stand there, I remember you again as you yesterday came forward with the golden crown and thought you were worthy to be Olaf Liljekrans’ bride. Now we soon shall see how much you are worth; there are present here peasants and servants and many humble men; — perhaps your life can still be saved! Yes, Alfhild! You stare at me, but so it is; I will be merciful to you!
 

LADY KIRSTEN (Turns to the rest.) You all know the old custom, that when a woman is sentenced to death for a capital offence, as she is, her life will be saved and she will be free if an irreproachable man comes forth and upholds her innocence and declares himself ready and willing to marry her. That custom you know?
 

ALL. Yes, yes!
 

ALFHILD. [Bursting into tears.] O, to be mocked, — mocked so terribly in my last hour!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Well then, Alfhild! This custom you shall have the benefit of. If the most humble man in my company comes forth and declares himself willing to marry you, then are you free.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Looks about.] Is there no one who applies?
 

[All are silent.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Give her the silver crown; that shall go in the bargain; perhaps, Alfhild, you will then rise in value!
 

[The crown is placed on ALFHILD’s head.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. For the second time I ask, — is any one willing to save her?
 

[She looks about. All are silent.]
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Now for it; I am afraid your moments are numbered. Hear me well, you servants up there! Should no one answer my third call, then do you watch for a sign from me and cast her into the lake! Use now your arts, Alfhild! See if you can conjure yourself free from death.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [With a loud voice.] For the last time! There stands the witch and incendiary! Who will save and marry her?
 

[She looks about. All are silent. — LADY KIRSTEN raises her hand quickly as a signal, the Servants seize ALFHILD; in the same moment OLAF rushes out on the ledge in full wedding garb.]
 

OLAF. I will save and marry her!
 

[He thrusts the SERVANTS aside and unbinds her. ALFHILD sinks with a cry on his bosom; he puts his left arm around her and raises his right arm threateningly in the air.]
 

ALL. [Stand as if turned to stone.] Olaf Liljekrans!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Olaf Liljekrans, my son! What have you done?
 Disgraced yourself for all time!
 

OLAF. No, I blot out the shame and disgrace which I brought on myself by my treatment of her! My sin I shall expiate and make myself happy the while!
 

OLAF. [Brings ALFHILD forward.] Yes, before all of you I solemnly proclaim this young woman my bride! She is innocent of all that has been charged against her; I only have transgressed.
 

[Kneels before her.]
 

OLAF. And at your feet I beg you to forget and forgive — 
 

ALFHILD. [Raises him.] Ah, Olaf! You have given me back all the glory of the world!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You will marry her! Well and good; then am I no longer a mother to you!
 

OLAF. You will cause me great sorrow, although it is now long since that you were a real mother to me. You used me merely to build aloft your own pride, and I was weak and acquiesced. But now have I won power and will; now I stand firmly on my own feet and lay the foundation of my own happiness!
 

LADY KIRSTEN. But do you stop to consider — 
 

OLAF. Nothing will I now consider, — I know what I want. Now first I understand my strange dream. It was prophesied of me that I was to find the fairest of flowers, — that I was to tear it asunder and strew it to all the winds. O, thus it has happened! A woman’s heart is the fairest flower in the world; all its rich and golden leaves I have torn asunder and scattered to the winds. But be of good cheer, my Alfhild! Many a seed has gone too, and sorrow has ripened it, and from it shall grow a rich life for us here in the valley; for here shall we live and be happy!
 

ALFHILD. O, now I am happy as in the first hour we met.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aside.] Ingeborg is gone; this rich valley belongs to Alfhild, — no one else has a claim to it — 
 

LADY KIRSTEN. [Aloud.] Well, Olaf! I shall not stand in the way of your happiness. If you think you will find it in this way, then — well, then you have my consent!
 

OLAF. Thanks, mother, thanks! Now I lack nothing more!
 

ALFHILD. [To LADY KIRSTEN.] And me you forgive all my sin?
 

LADY KIRSTEN. Yes, yes! Perhaps I too was wrong, — let us not say any more of that!
 

ARNE. But I, then? And my daughter, whom Olaf had pledged — Yet, it is true, perhaps she is no longer alive!
 

OLAF. Of course she’s alive!
 

ARNE. She lives! Where is she? Where?
 

OLAF. That I can not say; but I may say that we both in all friendliness have broken our pledge.
 

LADY KIRSTEN. You see, Lord Arne! that I — 
 

ARNE. Well, my daughter shall not be forced upon any one.
 Alfhild was fated to marry a knight; the same may happen to
 Ingeborg.
 

ARNE. [With dignity.] Noble lords and honorable men, hear me! It has come to my ear that many of you hold me to be little skilled in courtly manners and customs. I will show you now you are completely mistaken. In the old chronicles it is frequently told that when a noble king loses his daughter he promises her hand and half his kingdom to him who may find her; he who finds Ingeborg shall receive her hand in marriage and in addition half of all that I own and possess. Are you with me on that?
 

THE YOUNG MEN. Yes, yes!
 






  








SCENE IX
 

[The Preceding. INGEBORG comes hurriedly out of the hut and pulls HEMMING behind her.]
 

INGEBORG. Here I am! Hemming has found me!
 

ALL. [ASTONISHED] Ingeborg and Hemming! Up here!
 

ARNE. [Irritated.] Ah, then shall — 
 

INGEBORG. [Throws herself about his neck.] O father, father!
 It will not avail you; you have given your word!
 

ARNE. But that did not apply to him! Now I see it all right; he has taken you away himself.
 

INGEBORG. No, to the contrary, father! It was I who took him away!
 

ARNE. [Frightened.] Will you be silent with such words! Are you out of your head?
 

INGEBORG. [Softly.] Then say “yes” right here on the spot!
 Otherwise I shall proclaim to all people that it was I who — 
 

ARNE. Hush, hush! I am saying “yes”!
 

[Steps between them and looks sternly at HEMMING.]
 

ARNE. It was you then who stole my dapple-gray horse with saddle and bridle?
 

HEMMING. Alas, Lord Arne! — 
 

ARNE. O Hemming! Hemming! You are a — 
 

[Stops to consider.]
 

ARNE. Well, you are my daughter’s betrothed; let it all be forgotten.
 

HEMMING AND INGEBORG. O, thanks, thanks!
 






  








SCENE X
 

[The Preceding. THORGJERD with a harp in his hand has during the foregoing mingled with the people.]
 

THORGJERD. Aye, see, see! A multitude of people in the valley today!
 

THE PEASANTS. Thorgjerd, the fiddler!
 

ALFHILD. [Throws herself in his arms.] My father!
 

ALL. Her father!
 

OLAF. Yes, yes, old man! There are people and merriment in here today, and hereafter it shall always be thus. It is your daughter’s wedding we are celebrating; for love has she chosen her betrothed, of love have you sung for her, — you will not stand in our way!
 

THORGJERD. May all good spirits guard you well!
 

ALFHILD. And you will remain with us!
 

THORGJERD. No, no, Alfhild!
 A minstrel has never a place to rest,
 His soul fares afar, he forever must roam!
 For he who has music deep down in his breast,
 Is never in mountains or lowlands at home;
 In the meadows green, in the sheltering bower,
 He must touch the strings and sing every hour,
 He must watch for the life that lives in the shower,
 Beneath the wild fjord, in the rushing stream,
 Must watch for the life that beats in the soul,
 And clothe in music what people but dream,
 And give voice to its sorrow and dole!
 

OLAF. But sometime you will surely visit us here!
 Now shall ‘mid the birches a hall be erected;
 Here, my Alfhild! shall you be protected.
 I and my love will always be near,
 No more shall your eye be dimmed with a tear!
 

ALFHILD. Yes, now I see, — life is precious and kind!
 Rich as the fairest dream of the mind!
 So dreary and black is never our sorrow, — 
 ‘Tis followed sometime by a bright sunny morrow!
 

ALFHILD. [Kneels.] O angels of God! you have led me aright,
 Again you have granted me solace and bliss!
 You guided my wandering past the abyss,
 You steadied my foot that was weak and slight!
 O, if with my mind I cannot understand, — 
 With my heart I’ll believe to the last!
 Yes, heavenly powers! You still watch o’er the land!
 Clear is the sun when the dark storm is passed; — 
 From death and destruction my love did you save:
 So now then let happen what may!
 For now I am cheerful, now am I brave,
 Ready for life and its motley affray!
 

ALFHILD. [With a glance at OLAF.] And when we at length — 
 

[She pauses and stretches her arms above her head.]
 

ALFHILD. by the angels of love
 Are borne to our home in the heavens above!
 

[The rest have formed a group around her; the curtain falls.]
 






  

THE VIKINGS AT HELGELAND


 

Translated by William Archer
 

In the middle of July 1857, Ibsen went to Christiania to explore a possible offer of a post as “artistic Director” at Kristiania Norske Theater. On July 23rd he sent a letter to the management of Det norske Theater in Bergen, in which he confirmed that he had received the offer, asking to be released from his contract with the theatre. This was agreed to, and on September 3rd 1857, Ibsen took up his new position at Kristiania Norske Theater. 

However, Ibsen handed in his seventh play to the nearby Christiania Norske Theater, instead of his own, as he believed it was too demanding for the staff of Kristiania Norske Theater. Ibsen was then informed by the management of the Christiania that the financial situation of the theatre did not allow for fees to be paid for original work, and therefore the play could not be staged at the time. Ibsen was angered by this, believing it was an excuse for shelving the production and in Aftenbladet of March 10th 1858 he published an article with the title “Et Træk af Christiania danske Theaters Bestyrelse” (A Feature of Christiania Danish Theatre’s Management). He accused the theatre of failing to promote the interests of Norwegian dramatic literature, giving rise to a heated debate in the press. The Vikings at
Helgeland was first performed in Oslo on 24 November 1858 in Ibsen’s own theatre. The newspaper debate helped to inspire public interest in the play and there was a full house. The play was well received by both audiences and critics, but was given only a few performances.

The plot takes place in the time of Erik Blood-axe (c. 930–934) in the north of Norway, in the historic Helgeland region. At this time Norwegian society was adjusting from the tradition of Old Norse Sagas to the new era of Christianity. The play concerns the arrival of Ornulf, who with his seven sons is seeking his daughter, Dagny, and foster-daughter, Hjordis, who were abducted and married by Sigurd and Gunnar. Interestingly, the plot is reminiscent of the Germanic myth of Sigmund and Brynhilde.






  








 

Helgeland is the most southerly district in Northern Norway and refers to the part of Nordland county that is located south of the Arctic Circle, famed for its Norse mythology and Viking tales.
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Characters.
 

Örnulf of the Fiords, an Icelandic Chieftain.

Sigurd the Strong, a Sea–King.

Gunnar Headman,1 a rich yeoman of Helgeland.

Dagny, Örnulf’s daughter.

Hiördis, his foster-daughter.

Kåre the Peasant, a Helgeland-man.

Egil, Gunnar’s son, four years old.

Örnulf’s six older sons.

Örnulf’s and Sigurd’s men.

Guests, house-carls, serving-maids, outlaws, etc.

The action takes place in the time of Erik Blood-axe (about A.D. 933) at, and in the neighbourhood of, Gunnar’s house on the island of Helgeland, in the north of Norway.
 

1 Failing to find a better equivalent for the Norwegian “Herse,” I have used the word “Headman” wherever it seemed necessary to give Gunnar a title or designation. He is generally spoken of as “Gunnar Herse” in the Norwegian text; but where it could be done without inconvenience, the designation has here been omitted.
 

Pronunciation of Names:
 

Helgeland = Helgheland;
 Örnulf = Ornoolf;
 Sigurd = Sigoord;
 Gunnar = Goonar;
 Thorolf = Toorolf;
 Hiördis = Yordeess;
 Kåre = Koarë;
 Egil = Ayghil.
 

The letter ö as in German.
 






  








Act First.
 

[A rocky coast, running precipitously down to the sea at the back. To the left, a boat-house; to the right, rocks and pine-woods. The masts of two war-ships can be seen down in the cove. Far out to the right, the ocean, dotted with reefs and rocky islands; the sea is running high; it is a stormy snow-grey winter day.]
 

[Sigurd comes up from the ships; he is clad in a white tunic with a silver belt, a blue cloak, cross-gartered hose, untanned shoes, and a steel cap; at his side hangs a short sword. Örnulf comes in sight immediately afterwards, up among the rocks, clad in a dark lamb-skin tunic with a breastplate and greaves, woollen stockings, and untanned shoes; over his shoulders he has a cloak of brown frieze, with the hood drawn over his steel cap, so that his face is partly hidden. He is very tall, and massively built, with a long white beard, but somewhat bowed by age; his weapons are a round shield, sword, and spear.
 

Sigurd [enters first, looks around, sees the boat-shed, goes quickly up to it, and tries to burst open the door.]
 

Örnulf [appears among the rocks, starts on seeing Sigurd, seems to recognise him, descends and cries:] Give place, Viking!
 

Sigurd [turns, lays his hand on his sword, and answers:] ‘Twere the first time if I did!
 

Örnulf. Thou shalt and must! I have need of the shelter for my stiff-frozen men.
 

Sigurd. Then must outlaws be highly prized in Helgeland!
 

Örnulf. Dearly shalt thou aby that word!
 

Sigurd. Now will it go ill with thee, old man!
 

[Örnulf rushes upon him; Sigurd defends himself.]
 

[Dagny and some of Sigurd’s men come up from the strand; Örnulf’s six sons appear on the rocks to the right.]
 

Dagny [who is a little in front, clad in a red kirtle, blue cloak, and fur hood, calls down to the ships:] Up, all Sigurd’s men! My husband is fighting with a stranger!
 

Örnulf’s Sons. Help for Örnulf! [They descend.]
 

Sigurd [to his men]. Hold! I can master him alone!
 

Örnulf [to his sons]. Let me fight in peace! [Rushes in upon Sigurd.] I will see thy blood!
 

Sigurd. First see thine own! [Wounds him in the arm so that his spear falls.]
 

Örnulf. A stout stroke, Viking!
 

Swift the sword thou swingest,
 keen thy blows and biting;
 

Sigurd’s self, the Stalwart,
 stood before thee shame-struck.
 

Sigurd [smiling]. Then were his shame his glory!
 

Örnulf’s Sons [with a cry of wonder]. Sigurd himself! Sigurd the Strong!
 

Örnulf. But sharper was thy stroke that night thou didst bear away Dagny, my daughter. [Casts his hood back.]
 

Sigurd and his men. Örnulf of the Fiords!
 

Dagny [glad, yet uneasy]. My father and my brothers!
 

Sigurd. Stand thou behind me.
 

Örnulf. Nay, no need. [Approaching Sigurd.] I knew thy face as soon as I was ware of thee, and therefore I stirred the strife; I was fain to prove the fame that tells of thee as the stoutest man of his hands in Norway. Henceforth let peace be between us.
 

Sigurd. Best if so it could be.
 

Örnulf. Here is my hand. Thou art a warrior indeed; stouter strokes than these has old Örnulf never given or taken.
 

Sigurd [seizes his outstretched hand]. Let them be the last strokes given and taken between us two; and do thou thyself adjudge the matter between us. Art thou willing?
 

Örnulf. That am I, and straightway shall the quarrel be healed.
 

[To the others.] Be the matter, then, known to all. Five winters ago came Sigurd and Gunnar Headman as vikings to Iceland; they lay in harbour close under my homestead. Then Gunnar, by force and craft, carried away my foster-daughter, Hiördis; but thou, Sigurd, didst take Dagny, my own child, and sailed with her over the sea. For that thou art now doomed to pay three hundred pieces of silver, and thereby shall thy misdeed be atoned.
 

Sigurd. Fair is thy judgment, Örnulf; the three hundred pieces will I pay, and add thereto a silken cloak fringed with gold. It is a gift from King Æthelstan of England, and better has no Icelander yet borne.
 

Dagny. So be it, my brave husband; and my father, I thank thee. Now at last is my mind at ease.
 

[She presses her father’s and brothers’ hands, and talks low to them.]
 

Örnulf. Then thus stands the treaty between us; and from this day shall Dagny be to the full as honourably regarded as though she had been lawfully betrothed to thee, with the good will of her kin.
 

Sigurd. And in me canst thou trust, as in one of thine own blood.
 

Örnulf. That doubt I not; and see! I will forthwith prove thy friendship.
 

Sigurd. Ready shalt thou find me; say, what dost thou crave?
 

Örnulf. Thy help in rede and deed. I have sailed hither to Helgeland to seek out Gunnar Headman and draw him to reckoning for the carrying away of Hiördis.
 

Sigurd [surprised]. Gunnar!
 

Dagny [in the same tone]. And Hiördis — where are they?
 

Örnulf. In Gunnar’s homestead, I ween.
 

Sigurd. And it is —— ?
 

Örnulf. Not many bow-shots hence; did ye not know?
 

Sigurd [with suppressed emotion]. No, truly. Small tidings have I had of Gunnar since we sailed from Iceland together. I have wandered far and wide and served many outland kings, while Gunnar sat at home. Hither we drive at day-dawn before the storm; I knew, indeed, that Gunnar’s homestead lay here in the north, but —— 
 

Dagny [to Örnulf]. So that errand has brought thee hither?
 

Örnulf. That and no other. [To Sigurd.] Our meeting is the work of the Mighty Ones above; they willed it so. Had I wished to find thee, little knew I where to seek.
 

Sigurd [thoughtfully]. True, true! — But concerning Gunnar — tell me, Örnulf, art thou minded to go sharply to work, with all thy might, be it for good or ill?
 

Örnulf. That must I. Listen, Sigurd, for thus it stands: Last summer I rode to the Council where many honourable men were met. When the Council-days were over, I sat in the hall and drank with the men of my hundred, and the talk fell upon the carrying-away of the women; scornful words they gave me, because I had let that wrong rest unavenged. Then, in my wrath, I swore to sail to Norway, seek out Gunnar, and crave reckoning or revenge, and never again to set foot in Iceland till my claim was made good.
 

Sigurd. Ay, ay, since so it stands, I see well that if need be the matter must be pressed home.
 

Örnulf. It must; but I shall not crave over much, and Gunnar has the fame of an honourable man. Glad am I, too, that I set about this quest; the time lay heavy on me in Iceland; out upon the blue waters had I grown old and grey, and I longed to fare forth once again before I —— ; well well — Bergthora, my good wife, was dead these many years; my eldest sons sailed on viking-ventures summer by summer; and since Thorolf was growing up —— 
 

Dagny [gladly]. Thorolf is with thee? Where is he?
 

Örnulf. On board the ship. [Points towards the background, to the right.] Scarce shalt thou know the boy again, so stout and strong and fair has he grown. He will be a mighty warrior, Sigurd; one day he will equal thee.
 

Dagny [smiling]. I see it is now as ever; Thorolf stands nearest thy heart.
 

Örnulf. He is the youngest, and like his mother; therefore it is.
 

Sigurd. But tell me — thy errand to Gunnar — thinkest thou today —— ?
 

Örnulf. Rather today than tomorrow. Fair amends will content me; if Gunnar says me nay, then must he take what comes.
 

[Kåre the Peasant enters hastily from the right; he is clad in a grey frieze cloak and low-brimmed felt hat; he carries in his hand a broken fence-rail.]
 

Kåre. Well met, Vikings!
 

Örnulf. Vikings are seldom well met.
 

Kåre. If ye be honourable men, ye will grant me refuge among you; Gunnar Headman’s house-carls are hunting me to slay me.
 

Örnulf. Gunnar’s?
 

Sigurd. Then has thou done him some wrong!
 

Kåre. I have done myself right. Our cattle fed together upon an island, hard by the coast; Gunnar’s men carried off my best oxen, and one of them flouted me for a thrall. Then bare I arms against him and slew him.
 

Örnulf. That was a lawful deed.
 

Kåre. But this morning his men came in wrath against me. By good hap I heard of their coming, and fled; but my foemen are on my tracks, and short shrift can I look for at their hands.
 

Sigurd. Ill can I believe thee, peasant! In bygone days I knew Gunnar as I know myself, and this I wot, that never did he wrong a peaceful man.
 

Kåre. Gunnar has no part in this wrong-doing; he is in the south-land; nay, it is Hiördis his wife —— 
 

Dagny. Hiördis!
 

Örnulf [to himself]. Ay, ay, ‘tis like her!
 

Kåre. I offered Gunnar amends for the thrall, and he was willing; but then came Hiördis, and egged her husband on with scornful words, and hindered the peace. Since then has Gunnar gone to the south, and today —— 
 

Sigurd [looking out to the left]. Here come wayfarers northward. Is it not —— ?
 

Kåre. It is Gunnar himself!
 

Örnulf. Be of good heart; methinks I can make peace between you.
 

[Gunnar Headman, with several men, enters from the left. He is in a brown tunic, cross-gartered hose, a blue mantle, and a broad hat; he has no weapon but a small axe.]
 

Gunnar [stops in surprise and uncertainty on seeing the knot of men]. Örnulf of the Fiords! Yes, it is —— !
 

Örnulf. Thou seest aright.
 

Gunnar [approaching]. Then peace and welcome to thee in my land, if thou come in peace.
 

Örnulf. If thy will be as mine, there shall be no strife between us.
 

Sigurd [standing forward]. Well met, Gunnar!
 

Gunnar [gladly]. Sigurd — foster-brother! [Shakes his hand.] Now truly, since thou art here, I know that Örnulf comes in peace. [To Örnulf.] Give me thy hand, greybeard! Thy errand here in the north is lightly guessed: it has to do with Hiördis, thy foster-daughter.
 

Örnulf. As thou sayest; great wrong was done me when thou didst bear her away from Iceland without my will.
 

Gunnar. Thy claim is just; what youth has marred, the man must mend. Long have I looked for thee, Örnulf, for this cause; and if amends content thee, we shall soon be at one.
 

Sigurd. So deem I too. Örnulf will not press thee hard.
 

Gunnar [warmly]. Nay, Örnulf, didst thou crave her full worth, all my goods would not suffice.
 

Örnulf. I shall go by law and usage, be sure of that. But now another matter. [Pointing to Kåre.] Seest thou yonder man?
 

Gunnar. Kåre! [To Örnulf.] Thou knowest, then, that there is a strife between us?
 

Örnulf. Thy men have stolen his cattle, and theft must be atoned.
 

Gunnar. Murder no less; he has slain my thrall.
 

Kåre. Because he flouted me.
 

Gunnar. I have offered thee terms of peace.
 

Kåre. But that had Hiördis no mind to, and this morning, whilst thou wert gone, she fell upon me and hunts me now to my death.
 

Gunnar [angrily]. Is it true what thou sayest? Has she —— ?
 

Kåre. True, every word.
 

Örnulf. Therefore the peasant besought me to stand by him, and that will I do.
 

Gunnar [after a moment’s thought]. Honourably hast thou dealt with me, Örnulf; therefore is it fit that I should yield to thy will. Hear then, Kåre: I am willing to let the slaying of the thrall and the wrongs done toward thee quit each other.
 

Kåre [gives Gunnar his hand]. It is a good offer; I am content.
 

Örnulf. And he shall have peace for thee and thine?
 

Gunnar. Peace shall he have, here and overall.
 

Sigurd [pointing to the right]. See yonder!
 

Gunnar [disturbed]. It is Hiördis!
 

Örnulf. With armed men!
 

Kåre. She is seeking me!
 

[Hiördis enters, with a troop of house-carls. She is clad in black, wearing a kirtle, cloak, and hood; the men are armed with swords and axes; she herself carries a light spear.]
 

Hiördis [stops on entering]. A meeting of many, meseems.
 

Dagny [rushes to meet her]. Peace and joy to thee, Hiördis!
 

Hiördis [coldly]. Thanks. It was told me that thou wast not far off. [Comes forward, looking sharply at those assembled.] Gunnar, and — Kåre, my foeman — Örnulf and his sons and —— [As she catches sight of Sigurd, she starts almost imperceptibly, is silent a moment, but collects herself and says:] Many I see here who are known to me — but little I know who is best minded towards me.
 

Örnulf. We are all well-minded towards thee.
 

Hiördis. If so be, thou wilt not deny to give Kåre into my husband’s hands.
 

Örnulf. There is no need.
 

Gunnar. There is peace and friendship between us.
 

Hiördis [with suppressed scorn]. Friendship? Well well, I know thou art a wise man, Gunnar! Kåre has met mighty friends, and well I woth thou deem’st it safest —— 
 

Gunnar. Thy taunts avail not! [With dignity.] Kåre is at peace with us!
 

Hiördis [restraining herself]. Well and good; if thou hast sworn him peace, the vow must be held.
 

Gunnar [forcibly, but without anger]. It must and it shall.
 

Örnulf [to Hiördis]. Another pact had been well-nigh made ere thy coming.
 

Hiördis [sharply]. Between thee and Gunnar.
 

Örnulf [nods]. It had to do with thee.
 

Hiördis. Well can I guess what it had to do with; but this I tell thee, foster-father, never shall it be said that Gunnar let himself be cowed because thou camest in arms to the isle. Hadst thou come alone, a single wayfarer, to our hall, the quarrel had more easily been healed.
 

Gunnar. Örnulf and his sons come in peace.
 

Hiördis. Mayhap; but otherwise will it sound in the mouths of men; and thou thyself, Gunnar, didst show scant trust in the peace yesterday, in sending our son Egil to the southland so soon as it was known that Örnulf’s warship lay in the fiord.
 

Sigurd [to Gunnar]. Didst thou send thy sons to the south?
 

Hiördis. Ay, that he might be in safety should Örnulf fall upon us.
 

Örnulf. Scoff not at that, Hiördis; what Gunnar has done may prove wise in the end, if so be thou hinderest the pact.
 

Hiördis. Life must take its chance; come what will, I had liever die than save my life by a shameful pact.
 

Dagny. Sigurd makes atonement, and will not be deemed the lesser man for that.
 

Hiördis. Sigurd best knows what his own honour can bear.
 

Sigurd. On that score shall I never need reminding.
 

Hiördis. Sigurd has done famous deeds, but the boldest deed of all was Gunnar’s, when he slew the white bear that guarded my bower.
 

Gunnar [with an embarrassed glance at Sigurd]. Nay nay, no more of that!
 

Örnulf. In truth it was the boldest deed that e’er was seen in Iceland; and therefore —— 
 

Sigurd. The more easily can Gunnar yield, and not be deemed a coward.
 

Hiördis. If amends are to be made, amends shall also be craved. Bethink thee, Gunnar, of thy vow!
 

Gunnar. That vow was ill bethought; wilt thou hold me to it?
 

Hiördis. That will I, if we two are to dwell under one roof after this day. Know then, Örnulf, that if atonement is to be made for the carrying away of thy foster-daughter, thou, too, must atone for the slaying of Jokul my father, and the seizure of his goods and gear.
 

Örnulf. Jokul was slain in fair fight;2 thy kinsmen did me a worse wrong when they sent thee to Iceland and entrapped me into adopting3 thee, unwitting who thou wast.
 

2 “I aerling holmgang.” The established form of duel in the viking times was to land the combatants on one of the rocky islets or “holms” that stud the Norwegian coast, and there let them fight it out. Hence “holmgang”=duel.
 

3 “At knaessette”=to knee-set a child, to take it on one’s knee, an irrevocable form of adoption.
 

Hiördis. Honour, and now wrong, befell thee in adopting Jokul’s daughter.
 

Örnulf. Nought but strife hast thou brought me, that I know.
 

Hiördis. Sterner strife may be at hand, if —— 
 

Örnulf. I came not hither to bandy words with women! — Gunnar, hear my last word: art willing to make atonement?
 

Hiördis [to Gunnar]. Think of thy vow!
 

Gunnar [to Örnulf]. Thou hearest, I have sworn a vow, and that must I —— 
 

Örnulf [irritated]. Enough, enough! Never shall it be said that I made atonement for slaying in fair fight.
 

Hiördis [forcibly]. Then we bid defiance to thee and thine.
 

Örnulf [in rising wrath]. And who has the right to crave atonement for Jokul? Where are his kinsmen? There is none alive! Where is his lawful avenger?
 

Hiördis. That is Gunnar, on my behalf.
 

Örnulf. Gunnar! Ay, hadst thou been betrothed to him with thy foster-father’s good-will, or had he made atonement for carrying thee away, then were he thy father’s lawful avenger; but —— 
 

Dagny [apprehensive and imploring]. Father, father!
 

Sigurd [quickly]. Do not speak it!
 

Örnulf [raising his voice]. Nay, loudly shall it be spoken! A woman wedded by force has no lawful husband!
 

Gunnar [vehemently]. Örnulf!
 

Hiördis [in a wild outburst]. Flouted and shamed! [In a quivering voice.] This — this shalt thou come to rue!
 

Örnulf [continuing]. A woman wedded by force is lawfully no more than a leman! Wilt thou regain thine honour, then must thou —— 
 

Hiördis [controlling herself]. Nay, Örnulf, I know better what is fitting. If I am to be held as Gunnar’s leman — well and good, then must he win me honour by his deeds — by deeds so mighty that my shame shall be shame no more! And thou, Örnulf, beware! Here our ways part, and from this day I shall make war upon thee and thine whensoever and wheresoever it may be; thou shalt know no safety, thou, or any whom thou —— [Looking fiercely at Kåre.] Kåre! Örnulf has stood thy friend, forsooth, and there is peace between us; but I counsel thee not to seek thy home yet awhile; the man thou slewest has many avengers, and it well might befall —— See, I have shown thee the danger; thou must e’en take what follows. Come, Gunnar, we must gird ourselves for the fight. A famous deed didst thou achieve in Iceland, but greater deeds must here be done, if thou wouldst not have thy — thy leman shrink with shame from thee and from herself!
 

Gunnar. Curb thyself, Hiördis; it is unseemly to bear thee thus.
 

Dagny [imploringly]. Stay, foster-sister — stay; I will appease my father.
 

Hiördis [without listening to her]. Homewards, homewards! Who could have foretold me that I should wear out my life as a worthless leman? But if I am to bear this life of shame, ay, even a single day longer, then must my husband do such a deed — such a deed as shall make his name more famous than all other names of men.
 

[Goes out to the right.]
 

Gunnar [softly]. Sigurd, this thou must promise me, that we shall have speech together ere thou leave the land.
 

[Goes out with his men to the right.]
 

[The storm has meanwhile ceased; the mid-day sun is now visible, like a red disc, low upon the rim of the sea.]
 

Örnulf [threateningly]. Dearly shalt thou aby this day’s work, foster-daughter!
 

Dagny. Father, father! Surely thou wilt not harm her!
 

Örnulf. Let me be! Now, Sigurd, now can no amends avail between Gunnar and me.
 

Sigurd. What thinkest thou to do?
 

Örnulf. That I know not; but far and wide shall the tale be told how Örnulf of the Fiords came to Gunnar’s hall.
 

Sigurd [with quiet determination]. That may be; but this I tell thee, Örnulf, that thou shalt never bear arms against him so long as I am alive.
 

Örnulf. So, so! And what if it be my will to?
 

Sigurd. It shall not be-let thy will be never so strong.
 

Örnulf [angrily]. Go then; join thou with my foes; I can match the twain of you!
 

Sigurd. Hear me out, Örnulf; the day shall never dawn that shall see thee and me at strife. There is honourable peace between us, Dagny is dearer to me than weapons or gold, and never shall I forget that thou art her nearest kinsman.
 

Örnulf. There I know thee again, brave Sigurd!
 

Sigurd. But Gunnar is my foster-brother; faith and friendship have we sworn each other. Both in war and peace have we faced fortune together, and of all men he is dearest to me. Stout though he be, he loves not war; — but as for me, ye know, all of you, that I shrink not from strife; yet here I stand forth, Örnulf, and pray for peace on Gunnar’s behalf. Let me have my will!
 

Örnulf. I cannot; I should be a scoff to all brave men, were I to fare empty-handed back to Iceland.
 

Sigurd. Empty-handed shalt thou not fare. Here in the cove my two long-ships are lying, with all the wealth I have won in my viking-ventures. There are many costly gifts from outland kings, good weapons by the chestful, and other priceless chattels. Take thou one of the ships; choose which thou wilt, and it shall be thine with all it contains — be that the atonement for Hiördis, and let Gunnar be at peace.
 

Örnulf. Brave Sigurd, wilt thou do this for Gunnar?
 

Sigurd. For a faithful friend, no man can do too much.
 

Örnulf. Give half thy goods and gear!
 

Sigurd [urgently]. Take the whole, take both my ships, take all that is mine, and let me fare with thee to Iceland as the poorest man in thy train. What I give, I can win once more; but if thou and Gunnar come to strife, I shall never see a glad day again. Now Örnulf, thy answer?
 

Örnulf [reflecting]. Two good long-ships, weapons and other chattels — too much gear can no man have; but —— [vehemently] no, no! — Hiördis has threatened me; I will not! It were shameful for me to take thy goods!
 

Sigurd. Yet listen —— 
 

Örnulf. No, I say! I must fight my own battle, be my fortune what it may.
 

Kåre [approaching]. Right friendly is Sigurd’s rede, but if thou wilt indeed fight thine own battle with all thy might, I can counsel thee better. Dream not of atonement so long as Hiördis has aught to say; but revenge can be thine if thou wilt hearken to me.
 

Örnulf. Revenge? What dost thou counsel?
 

Sigurd. Evil, I can well see.
 

Dagny [to Örnulf]. Oh, do not hear him!
 

Kåre. Hiördis has declared me an outlaw; with cunning will she seek to take my life; do thou swear to see me scatheless, and this night will I burn Gunnar’s hall and all within it. Is that to thy mind?
 

Sigurd. Dastard!
 

Örnulf [quietly]. To my mind? Knowest thou, Kåre, what were more to my mind? [In a voice of thunder.] To hew off thy nose and ears, thou vile thrall. Little dost thou know old Örnulf if thou thinkest to have his help in such a deed of shame!
 

Kåre [who has shrunk backwards]. If thou fall not upon Gunnar he will surely fall upon thee.
 

Örnulf. Have I not weapons, and strength to wield them?
 

Sigurd [to Kåre]. And now away with thee! Thy presence is a shame to honourable men!
 

Kåre [going off]. Well well, I must shield myself as best I can. But this I tell you: if ye think to deal gently with Hiördis, ye will come to rue it; I know her — and I know where to strike her sorest!
 

[Goes down towards the shore.]
 

Dagny. He is plotting revenge. Sigurd, it must be hindered!
 

Örnulf [with annoyance]. Nay, let him do as he will; she is worth no better!
 

Dagny. That meanest thou not; bethink thee she is thy foster-child.
 

Örnulf. Woe worth the day when I took her under my roof! Jokul’s words are coming true.
 

Sigurd. Jokul’s?
 

Örnulf. Ay, her father’s. When I gave him his death-wound he fell back upon the sward, and fixed his eyes on on me and sang: — 
 

Jokul’s kin for Jokul’s slayer
 many a woe shall still be weaving;
 

Jokul’s hoard whoe’er shall harry
 heartily shall rue his rashness.
 

When he had sung that, he was silent a while, and laughed; and thereupon he died.
 

Sigurd. Why should’st thou heed his words?
 

Örnulf. Who knows? The story goes, and many believe it, that Jokul gave his children a wolf’s heart to eat, that they might be fierce and fell; and Hiördis has surely had her share, that one can well see.
 

[Breaks off, on looking out towards the right.] Gunnar! — Are we two to meet again!
 

Gunnar [enters]. Ay, Örnulf, think of me what thou wilt, but I cannot part from thee as thy foe.
 

Örnulf. What is thy purpose?
 

Gunnar. To hold out the hand of fellowship to thee ere thou depart. Hear me all of you: go with me to my homestead, and be my guests as long as ye will. We lack not meat or drink or sleeping-room, and there shall be no talk of our quarrel either today or tomorrow.
 

Sigurd. But Hiördis —— ?
 

Gunnar. Yields to my will; she changed her thought on the homeward way, and deemed, as I did, that we would soon be at one if ye would but be our guests.
 

Dagny. Yes, yes; let it be so.
 

Sigurd [doubtfully]. But I know not whether —— 
 

Dagny. Gunnar is thy foster-brother; little I know thee if thou say him nay.
 

Gunnar [to Sigurd]. Thou hast been my friend where’er we fared; thou wilt not stand against me now.
 

Dagny. And to depart from the land, leaving Hiördis with hate in her heart — no, no, that must we not!
 

Gunnar. I have done Örnulf a great wrong; until it is made good, I cannot be at peace with myself.
 

Sigurd [vehemently]. All else will I do for thee, Gunnar, but not stay here! [Mastering himself.] I am in King Æthelstan’s service, and I must be with him in England ere the winter is out.
 

Dagny. But that thou canst be, nevertheless.
 

Gunnar. No man can know what lot awaits him; mayhap this is our last meeting, Sigurd, and thou wilt repent that thou didst not stand by me to the end.
 

Dagny. And long will it be ere thou see me glad again, if thou set sail today.
 

Sigurd [determined]. Well, be it so! It shall be as ye will, although —— But no more of that; here is my hand; I will stay to feast with thee and Hiördis.
 

Gunnar [shakes his hand]. Thanks, Sigurd, I never doubted thee. — And thou, Örnulf, dost thou say likewise?
 

Örnulf [unappeased]. I shall think upon it. Bitterly has Hiördis wounded me; — I will not answer today.
 

Gunnar. It is well, old warrior; Sigurd and Dagny will know how to soothe thy brow. Now must I prepare the feast; peace be with you the while, and well met in my hall! [Goes out by the right.]
 

Sigurd [to himself]. Hiördis has changed her thought, said he? Little he knows her; I rather deem that she is plotting —— 
 

[interrupting himself and turning to his men.] Come, follow me all to the ships; good gifts will I choose for Gunnar and his household.
 

Dagny. Gifts of the best we have. And thou, father — thou shalt have no peace for me until thou yield thee. [She goes with Sigurd and his men down towards the shore at the back.]
 

Örnulf. Yield me? Ay, if there were no women-folk in Gunnar’s house, then —— Oh, if I but knew how to pierce her armour! — Thorolf, thou here!
 

Thorolf [who has entered hastily]. As thou seest. Is it true that thou hast met with Gunnar?
 

Örnulf. Yes.
 

Thorolf. And art at enmity with him?
 

Örnulf. Hm — at least with Hiördis.
 

Thorolf. Then be of good cheer; soon shalt thou be avenged!
 

Örnulf. Avenged? Who shall avenge me?
 

Thorolf. Listen: as I stood on board the ship, there came a man running, with a staff in his hand, and called to me: “If thou be of Örnulf’s shipfolk, then greet him from Kåre the Peasant, and say that now am I avenging the twain of us.” Thereupon he took a boat and rowed away, saying as he passed: “Twenty outlaws are at haven in the fiord; with them I fare southward, and ere eventide shall Hiördis be childless.”
 

Örnulf. He said that! Ha, now I understand; Gunnar has sent his son away; Kåre is at feud with him —— 
 

Thorolf. And now he is rowing southward to slay the boy!
 

Örnulf [with sudden resolution]. Up all! That booty will we fight for!
 

Thorolf. What wilt thou do?
 

Örnulf. Ask me not; it shall be I, and not Kåre, that will take revenge!
 

Thorolf. I will go with thee!
 

Örnulf. Nay, do thou follow with Sigurd and thy sister to Gunnar’s hall.
 

Thorolf. Sigurd? Is he in the isle?
 

Örnulf. There may’st thou see his warships; we are at one — do thou go with him.
 

Thorolf. Among thy foes?
 

Örnulf. Go thou to the feast. Now shall Hiördis learn to know old Örnulf! But hark thee, Thorolf, to no one must thou speak of what I purpose; dost hear? to no one!
 

Thorolf. I promise.
 

Örnulf [takes his hand and looks at him affectionately]. Farewell then, my fair boy; bear thee in courtly wise at the feast-house, that I may have honour of thee. Beware of idle babbling; but what thou sayest, let it be keen as a sword. Be friendly to those that deal with thee in friendly wise; but if thou be taunted, hold not thy peace. Drink not more than thou canst bear; but put not the horn aside when it is offered thee in measure, lest thou be deemed womanish.
 

Thorolf. Nay, be at ease.
 

Örnulf. Then away to the feast at Gunnar’s hall. I too will come to the feast, and that in the guise they least think of. [Blithely to the rest.] Come, my wolf-cubs; be your fangs keen; — now shall ye have blood to drink.
 

[He goes off with his elder sons to the right, at the back.]
 

[Sigurd and Dagny come up from the ships, richly dressed for the banquet. They are followed by two men, carrying a chest, who lay it down and return as they came.]
 

Thorolf [looking out after his father]. Now fare they all forth to fight, and I must stay behind; it is hard to be the youngest of the house. — Dagny! all hail and greetings to thee, sister mine!
 

Dagny. Thorolf! All good powers! — thou art a man, grown!
 

Thorolf. That may I well be, forsooth, in five years —— 
 

Dagny. Ay, true, true.
 

Sigurd [giving his his hand]. In thee will Örnulf find a stout carl, or I mistake me.
 

Thorolf. Would he but prove me —— !
 

Dagny [smiling]. He spares thee more than thou hast a mind to? Thou wast ever well-nigh too dear to him.
 

Sigurd. Whither has he gone?
 

Thorolf. Down to his ships; — he will return ere long.
 

Sigurd. I await my men; they are mooring my ships and bringing ashore wares.
 

Thorolf. There must I lend a hand!
 

[Goes down towards the shore.]
 

Sigurd [after a moment’s reflection]. Dagny, my wife, we are alone; I have that to tell thee which must no longer be hidden.
 

Dagny [surprised]. What meanest thou?
 

Sigurd. There may be danger in this faring to Gunnar’s hall.
 

Dagny. Danger? Thinkest thou that Gunnar —— ?
 

Sigurd. Nay, Gunnar is brave and true — yet better had it been that I had sailed from the isle without crossing his threshold.
 

Dagny. Thou makest me fear! Sigurd, what is amiss?
 

Sigurd. First answer me this: the golden ring that I gave thee, where hast thou it?
 

Dagny [showing it]. Here, on my arm; thou badest me wear it.
 

Sigurd. Cast it to the bottom of the sea, so deep that none may ever set eyes on it again; else may it be the bane of many men.
 

Dagny. The ring!
 

Sigurd [in a low voice]. That evening when we carried away thy father’s daughters — dost remember it?
 

Dagny. Do I remember it!
 

Sigurd. It is of that I would speak.
 

Dagny [in suspense]. What is it? Say on!
 

Sigurd. Thou knowest there had been a feast; thou didst seek thy chamber betimes; but Hiördis still sat among the men in the feast-hall. The horn went busily round, and many a great vow was sworn. I swore to bear away a fair maid with me from Iceland; Gunnar swore the same as I, and passed the cup to Hiördis. She grasped it and stood up, and vowed this vow, that no warrior should have her to wife, save he who should go to her bower, slay the white bear that stood bound at the door, and carry her away in his arms.
 

Dagny. Yes, yes; all this I know!
 

Sigurd. All men deemed that it might not be, for the bear was the fiercest of beasts; none but Hiördis might come near it, and it had the strength of twenty men.
 

Dagny. But Gunnar slew it, and by that deed won fame throughout all lands.
 

Sigurd [in a low voice]. He won the fame — but — I did the deed!
 

Dagny [with a cry]. Thou!
 

Sigurd. When the men left the feast-hall, Gunnar prayed me to come with him alone to our sleeping-place. Then said he: “Hiördis is dearer to me than all women; without her I cannot live.” I answered him: “Then go to her bower; thou knowest the vow she hath sworn.” But he said: “Life is dear to him that loves; if I should assail the bear, the end were doubtful, and I am loath to lose my life, for then should I lose Hiördis too.” Long did we talk, and the end was that Gunnar made ready his ship, while I drew my sword, donned Gunnar’s harness, and went to the bower.
 

Dagny [with pride and joy]. And thou — thou didst slay the bear!
 

Sigurd. I slew him. In the bower it was dark as under a raven’s wing; Hiördis deemed it was Gunnar that sat by her — she was heated with the mead — she drew a ring from her arm and gave it to me — it is that thou wearest now.
 

Dagny [hesitating]. And thou didst pass the night with Hiördis in her bower?
 

Sigurd. My sword lay drawn between us. [A short pause.] Ere the dawn, I bore Hiördis to Gunnar’s ship; she dreamed not or our wiles, and he sailed away with her. Then went I to thy sleeping-place and found thee there among thy women; — what followed, thou knowest; I sailed from Iceland with a fair maid, as I had sworn, and from that day hast thou stood faithfully at my side whithersoever I might wander.
 

Dagny [much moved]. My brave husband! And that great deed was thine! — Oh, I should have known it; none but thou would have dared! Hiördis, that proud and stately woman, couldst thou have won, yet didst choose me! Now wouldst thou be tenfold dearer to me, wert thou not already dearer than all the world.
 

Sigurd. Dagny, my sweet wife, now thou knowest all — that is needful. I could not but warn thee; for that ring — Hiördis must never set eyes on it! Wouldst thou do my will, then cast it from thee — into the depths of the sea.
 

Dagny. Nay, Sigurd, it is too dear to me; is it not thy gift? But be thou at ease, I shall hide it from every eye, and never shall I breathe a word of what thou hast told me.
 

[Thorolf comes up from the ships, with Sigurd’s men.]
 

Thorolf. All is ready for the feast.
 

Dagny. Come then, Sigurd — my brave, my noble warrior!
 

Sigurd. Beware, Dagny — beware! It rests with thee now whether this meeting shall end peacefully or in bloodshed. [Cheerfully to the others.] Away then, to the feast in Gunnar’s hall!
 

[Goes out with Dagny to the right; the others follow.]
 






  








Act Second.
 

[The feast-room in Gunnar’s house. The entrance-door is in the back; smaller doors in the side-walls. In front, on the left, the greater high-seat; opposite it on the right, the lesser. In the middle of the floor, a wood fire is burning on a built-up hearth. In the background, on both sides of the door, are daises for the women of the household. From each of the high-seats, a long table, with benches, stretches backwards, parallel with the wall. It is dark outside; the fire lights the room.]
 

[Hiördis and Dagny enter from the right.]
 

Dagny. Nay, Hiördis, I cannot understand thee. Thou hast shown me all the house; I know not what thing thou lackest, and all thou hast is fair and goodly; — then why bemoan thy lot?
 

Hiördis. Cage an eagle and it will bite at the wires, be they of iron or of gold.
 

Dagny. In one thing at least thou art richer than I; thou hast Egil, thy little son.
 

Hiördis. Better no child, than one born in shame.
 

Dagny. In shame?
 

Hiördis. Dost thou forgot thy father’s saying? Egil is the son of a leman; that was his word.
 

Dagny. A word spoken in wrath — why wilt thou heed it?
 

Hiördis. Nay, nay, Örnulf was right; Egil is weak; one can see he is no freeborn child.
 

Dagny. Hiördis, how canst thou —— ?
 

Hiördis [unheeding]. Thus is shame sucked into the blood, like the venom of a snake-bite. Of another mettle are the freeborn sons of mighty men. I have heard of a queen that took her son and sewed his kirtle fast to his flesh, yet he never blinked an eye. [With a look of cruelty.] Dagny, that will I try with Egil!
 

Dagny [horrified]. Hiördis, Hiördis!
 

Hiördis [laughing]. Ha-ha-ha! Dost thou think I meant my words?
 

[Changing her tone.] But, believe me or not as thou wilt, there are times when such deeds seem to lure me; it must run in the blood, — for I am of the race of the Jotuns,4 they say. — Come, sit thou here, Dagny. Far hast thou wandered in these five long years; tell me, thou hast ofttimes been a guest in the halls of kings?
 

4 The giants or Titans of Scandinavian mythology.
 

Dagny. Many a time — and chiefly with Æthelstan of England.
 

Hiördis. And everywhere thou hast been held in honour, and hast sat in the highest seats at the board?
 

Dagny. Doubtless. As Sigurd’s wife —— 
 

Hiördis. Ay, ay — a famous man is Sigurd — though Gunnar stands above him.
 

Dagny. Gunnar?
 

Hiördis. One deed did Gunnar do that Sigurd shrank from. But let that be! Tell me, when thou didst go a-viking with Sigurd, when thou didst hear the sword-blades sing in the fierce war-game, when the blood streamed red on the deck — came there not over thee an untameable longing to plunge into the strife? Didst thou not don harness and take up arms?
 

Dagny. Never! How canst thou think it? I, a woman!
 

Hiördis. A woman, a woman, — who knows what a woman may do! — But one thing thou canst tell me, Dagny, for that thou surely knowest: when a man clasps to his breast the woman he loves — is it true that her blood burns, that her bosom throbs — that she swoons in a shuddering ecstasy?
 

Dagny [blushing]. Hiördis, how canst thou —— !
 

Hiördis. Come, tell me —— !
 

Dagny. Surely thou thyself hast known it.
 

Hiördis. Ay once, and only once; it was that night when Gunnar sat with me in my bower; he crushed me in his arms till his byrnie burst, and then, then —— !
 

Dagny [exclaiming]. What! Sigurd —— !
 

Hiördis. Sigurd? What of Sigurd? I spoke of Gunnar — that night when he bore me away —— 
 

Dagny [collecting herself]. Yes, yes, I remember — I know well —— 
 

Hiördis. That was the only time; never, never again! I deemed I was bewitched; for that Gunnar could clasp a woman —— [Stops and looks at Dagny.] What ails thee? Methinks thou turnest pale and red!
 

Darny. Nay, nay!
 

Hiördis [without noticing her]. The merry viking-raid should have been my lot; it had been better for me, and — mayhap for all of us. That were life, full and rich life! Dost thou not wonder, Dagny, to find me here alive? Art not afraid to be alone with me in the hall? Deem’st thou not that I must have died in all these years, and that it is my ghost that stands at thy side?
 

Dagny [painfully affected]. Come — let us go — to the others.
 

Hiördis [seizing her by the arm]. No, stay! Seems it not strange to thee, Dagny, that any woman can yet live after five such nights?
 

Dagny. Five nights?
 

Hiördis. Here in the north each night is a whole winter long.
 

[Quickly and with an altered expression.] Yet the place is fair enough, doubt it not! Thou shalt see sights here such as thou hast not seen in the halls of the English king. We shall be together as sisters whilst thou bidest with me; we shall go down to the sea when the storm begins once more; thou shalt see the billows rushing upon the land like wild, white-maned horses — and then the whales far out in the offing! They dash one against another like steel-clad knights! Ha, what joy to be a witching-wife and ride on the whale’s back — to speed before the skiff, and wake the storm, and lure men to the deeps with lovely songs of sorcery!
 

Dagny. Fie, Hiördis, how canst thou talk so!
 

Hiördis. Canst thou sing sorceries, Dagny?
 

Dagny [with horror]. I!
 

Hiördis. I trow thou canst; how else didst thou lure Sigurd to thee?
 

Dagny. Thou speakest shameful things; let me go!
 

Hiördis [holding her back]. Because I jest! Nay, hear me to the end! Think, Dagny, what it is to sit by the window in the eventide and hear the kelpie5 wailing in the boat-house; to sit waiting and listening for the dead men’s ride to Valhal; for their way lies past us here in the north. They are the brave men that fell in fight, the strong women that did not drag out their lives tamely, like thee and me; they sweep through the storm-night on their black horses, with jangling bells! [Embraces Dagny, and presses her wildly in her arms.] Ha, Dagny! think of riding the last ride on so rare a steed!
 

5 “Draugen,” a vague and horrible sea-monster.
 

Dagny [struggling to escape]. Hiördis, Hiördis! Let me go! I will not hear thee!
 

Hiördis [laughing]. Weak art thou of heart, and easily affrighted.
 

[Gunnar enters from the back, with Sigurd and Thorolf.]
 

Gunnar. Now, truly, are all things to my very mind! I have found thee again, Sigurd, my brave brother, as kind and true as of old. I have Örnulf’s son under my roof, and the old man himself follows speedily after; is it not so?
 

Thorolf. So he promised.
 

Gunnar. Then all I lack is that Egil should be here.
 

Thorolf. ‘Tis plain thou lovest the boy, thou namest him so oft.
 

Gunnar. Truly I love him; he is my only child; and he is like to grow up fair and kindly.
 

Hiördis. But no warrior.
 

Gunnar. Nay — that thou must not say.
 

Sigurd. I marvel thou didst send him from thee —— 
 

Gunnar. Would that I had not! [Half aside.] But thou knowest, Sigurd, he who loves overmuch, takes not always the manliest part. [Aloud.] I had few men in my house, and none could be sure of his life when it was known that Örnulf lay in the cove with a ship of war.
 

Hiördis. One thing I know that ought first to be made safe, life afterwards.
 

Thorolf. And that is —— ?
 

Hiördis. Honour and fame among men.
 

Gunnar. Hiördis!
 

Sigurd. It shall not be said of Gunnar that he has risked his honour by doing this.
 

Gunnar [sternly]. None shall make strife between me and Örnulf’s kinsfolk!
 

Hiördis [smiling]. Hm; tell me, Sigurd — can thy ship sail with any wind?
 

Sigurd. Ay, when it is cunningly steered.
 

Hiördis. Good! I too will steer my ship cunningly, and make my way whither I will.
 

[Retires towards the back.]
 

Dagny [whispers, uneasily]. Sigurd, let us hence — this very night!
 

Sigurd. It is too late now; it was thou that —— 
 

Dagny. Then I held Hiördis dear; but now —— ; I have heard her speak words I shudder to think of.
 

[Sigurd’s men, with other guests, men and women, house-carls and handmaidens, enter from the back.]
 

Gunnar [after a short pause for the exchange of greetings and so forth]. Now to the board! My chief guest, Örnulf of the Fiords, comes later; so Thorolf promises.
 

Hiördis [to the house-folk]. Pass ale and mead around, that hearts may wax merry and tongues may be loosened.
 

[Gunnar leads Sigurd to the high-seat on the right. Dagny seats herself on Sigurd’s right, Hiördis opposite him at the other side of the same table. Thorolf is in like manner ushered to a place at the other table, and thus sits opposite Gunnar, who occupies the greater high-seat. The others take their seats further back.]
 

Hiördis [after a pause in which they drink with each other and converse quietly across the tables]. It seldom chances that so many brave men are seated together, as I see to-night in our hall. It were fitting, then, that we should essay the old pastime: Let each man name his chief exploit, that all may judge which is the mightiest.
 

Gunnar. That is an ill custom at a drinking-feast; it will oft breed strife.
 

Hiördis. Little did I deem that Gunnar was afraid.
 

Sigurd. That no one deems; but it were long ere we came to an end, were we all to tell of our exploits, so many as we be. Do thou rather tell us, Gunnar, of thy journey to Biarmeland; ‘tis no small exploit to fare so far to the north, and gladly would we hear of it.
 

Hiördis. The journey to Biarmeland is chapman’s work, and little worth to be named among warriors. Nay, do thou begin, Sigurd, if thou would’st not have me deem that thou shrinkest from hearing my husband’s praise! Say on; name that one of thy deeds which thou dost prize the highest.
 

Sigurd. Well, since thou will have it so, so must it be. Let it be told, then, that I lay a-viking among the Orkneys; there came foemen against us, but we swept them from their ships, and I fought alone against eight men.
 

Hiördis. Good was that deed; but wast thou fully armed?
 

Sigurd. Fully armed, with axe, spear, and sword.
 

Hiördis. Still the deed was good. Now must thou, my husband, name that which thou deemest the greatest among thy exploits.
 

Gunnar [unwillingly]. I slew two berserkers who had seized a merchant-ship; and thereupon I sent the captive chapmen home, giving them there ship freely, without ransom. The King of England deemed well of that deed; he said that I had done hounourably, and gave me thanks and good gifts.
 

Hiördis. Nay truly, Gunnar, a better deed than that couldst thou name.
 

Gunnar [vehemently]. I will boast of no other deed! Since last I fared from Iceland I have lived at peace and traded in merchandise. No more word on this matter!
 

Hiördis. If thou thyself wilt hide thy renown, thy wife shall speak.
 

Gunnar. Peace, Hiördis — I command thee!
 

Hiördis. Sigurd fought with eight men, being fully armed; Gunnar came to my bower in the black night, slew the bear that had twenty men’s strength, and yet had but a short sword in his hand.
 

Gunnar [violently agitated]. Woman, not a word more!
 

Dagny [softly]. Sigurd, wilt thou bear —— ?
 

Sigurd [likewise]. Be still!
 

Hiördis [to the company]. And now, ye brave men — which is the mightier, Sigurd or Gunnar?
 

Gunnar. Silence!
 

Hiördis [loudly]. Speak out; I have the right to crave your judgement.
 

An Old Man [among the guests]. If the truth be told, then is Gunnar’s deed greater than all other deeds of men; Gunnar is the mightiest warrior, and Sigurd is second to him.
 

Gunnar [with a glance across the table]. Ah, Sigurd, Sigurd, didst thou but know —— !
 

Dagny [softly]. This is too much — even for a friend!
 

Sigurd. Peace, wife! [Aloud, to the others.] Ay truly, Gunnar is the most honourable of all men; so would I esteem him to my dying day, even had he never done that deed; for that I hold more lightly than ye.
 

Hiördis. There speaks thy envy, Sigurd Viking!
 

Sigurd [smiling]. Mightily art thou mistaken. [Kindly, to Gunnar, drinking to him across the table.] Hail, noble Gunnar; our friendship shall stand fast, whosoever may seek to break it.
 

Hiördis. No one, that I wot of, has such a thought.
 

Sigurd. Say not that; I could almost find it in me to think that thou hadst bidden us hither to stir up strife.
 

Hiördis. That is like thee, Sigurd; now art thou wroth that thou may’st not be held the mightiest man at the feast-board.
 

Sigurd. I have ever esteemed Gunnar more highly than myself.
 

Hiördis. Well, well — second to Gunnar is still a good place, and —— 
 

[with a side-glance at Thorolf] had Örnulf been here, he could have had the third seat.
 

Thorolf. Then would Jokul, thy father, find a low place indeed; for he fell before Örnulf.
 

[The following dispute is carried on, by both parties, with rising and yet repressed irritation.]
 

Hiördis. That shalt thou never say! Örnulf is a skald, and men whisper that he has praised himself for greater deeds than he has done.
 

Thorolf. Then woe to him who whispers so loudly that it comes to my ear!
 

Hiördis [with a smile of provocation]. Wouldst thou avenge it?
 

Thorolf. Ay, so that my vengeance should be told of far and wide.
 

Hiördis. Then here I pledge a cup to this, that thou may’st first have a beard on thy chin.
 

Thorolf. Even a beardless lad is too good to wrangle with women.
 

Hiördis. But too weak to fight with men; therefore thy father let thee lie by the hearth at home in Iceland, whilst thy brothers went a-viking.
 

Thorolf. It had been well had he kept as good an eye on thee; for then hadst thou not left Iceland a dishonoured woman.
 

Gunnar and Sigurd. Thorolf!
 

Dagny [simultaneously]. Brother!
 

Hiördis [softly, and quivering with rage]. Ha! wait — wait!
 

Thorolf [gives Gunnar his hand]. Be not wroth, Gunnar; evil words came to my tongue; but thy wife egged me!
 

Dagny [softly and imploringly]. Foster-sister, by any love thou hast ever borne me, stir not up strife!
 

Hiördis [laughing]. Jests must pass at the feast-board if the merriment is to thrive.
 

Gunnar [who has been talking softly to Thorolf]. Thou art a brave lad! [Hands him a sword which hangs beside the high-seat.] Here, Thorolf, here is a good gift for thee. Wield it well, and let us be friends.
 

Hiördis. Beware how thou givest away thy weapons, Gunnar; for men may say thou dost part with things thou canst not use!
 

Thorolf [who has meanwhile examined the sword]. Thanks for the gift, Gunnar; it shall never be drawn in an unworthy cause.
 

Hiördis. If thou wilt keep that promise, then do thou never lend the sword to thy brothers.
 

Gunnar. Hiördis!
 

Hiördis [continuing]. Neither let it hang on thy father’s wall; for there it would hang with base men’s weapons.
 

Thorolf. True enough, Hiördis — for there thy father’s axe and shield have hung this many a year.
 

Hiördis [mastering herself]. That Örnulf slew my father, — that deed is ever on thy tongue; but if report speak true, it was scarce so honourable a deed as thou deemest.
 

Thorolf. Of what report dost thou speak?
 

Hiördis. I dare not name it, for it would make thee wroth.
 

Thorolf. Then hold thy peace — I ask no better.
 

[Turns from her.]
 

Hiördis. Nay, why should I not tell it? Is it true, Thorolf, that for three nights thy father sat in woman’s weed, doing sorceries with the witch of Smalserhorn, ere he dared face Jokul in fight.
 

[All rise; violent excitement among the guests.]
 

Gunnar, Sigurd, and Dagny. Hiördis!
 

Thorolf [bitterly exasperated]. So base a lie has no man spoken of Örnulf of the Fiords! Thou thyself hast made it, for no one less venomous than thou could dream of such a thing. The blackest crime a man can do hast thou laid at my father’s door. [Throwing the sword away.] There, Gunnar, take thy gift again; I can take nought from the house wherein my father is reviled.
 

Gunnar. Thorolf, hear me —— !
 

Thorolf. Let me go! But beware both thou and Hiördis; for my father has now in his power one whom ye hold dearest of all!
 

Hiördis [starting]. Thy father has —— !
 

Gunnar [with a cry]. What sayst thou!
 

Sigurd [vehemently]. Where is Örnulf?
 

Thorolf [with mocking laughter]. Gone southward — with my brothers.
 

Gunnar. Southward!
 

Hiördis [shrieking]. Gunnar! Örnulf has slain Egil, our son.
 

Gunnar. Slain! — Egil slain! Then woe to Örnulf and all his race! Thorolf, speak out; — is this true?
 

Sigurd. Gunnar, Gunnar — hear me!
 

Gunnar. Speak out, if thou care for thy life!
 

Thorolf. Thou canst not fright me! Wait till my father comes; he shall plant a mark of shame over against Gunnar’s house! And meanwhile, Hiördis, do thou cheer thee with these words I heard today: “Ere eventide shall Gunnar and his wife be childless.”
 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

Gunnar [in the deepest pain]. Slain — slain! My little Egil slain!
 

Hiördis [wildly]. And thou — dost thou let him go? Let Egil, thy child, lie unavenged! Then wert thou the dastard of dastards —— !
 

Gunnar [as if beside himself]. A sword — an axe! It is the last message he shall bring!
 

[Seizes an axe from the bystanders and rushes out.]
 

Sigurd [about to follow]. Gunnar, hold thy hand!
 

Hiördis [holding him back]. Stay, stay! The men will part them; I know Gunnar!
 

[A cry from the crowd, which has flocked together at the main door.]
 

Sigurd and Dagny. What is it?
 

A Voice among the crowd. Thorolf has fallen.
 

Sigurd. Thorolf! Ha, let me go!
 

Dagny. My brother! Oh, my brother!
 

[Sigurd is on the point of rushing out. At the same moment, the crowd parts, Gunnar enters, and throws down the axe at the door.]
 

Gunnar. Now it is done. Egil is avenged!
 

Sigurd. Well for thee if thy hand has not been too hasty.
 

Gunnar. Mayhap, mayhap; but Egil, Egil, my sweet boy!
 

Hiördis. Now must we arm us, and seek help among our friends; for Thorolf has many avengers.
 

Gunnar [gloomily]. He will be his own worst avenger; he will haunt me night and day.
 

Hiördis. Thorolf got his reward. Kinsmen must suffer for kinsmen’s deeds.
 

Gunnar. True, true; but this I know, my mind was lighter ere this befell.
 

Hiördis. This first night6 is ever the worst; — Örnulf has sought his revenge by shameful wiles; he would not come against us in open strife; he feigned to be peacefully-minded; and then he falls upon our defenceless child! Ha, I saw more clearly than ye; well I deemed that Örnulf was evil-minded and false; I had good cause to egg thee on against him and all his faithless tribe!
 

6 Literally the “blood-night.”
 

Gunnar [fiercely]. That hadst thou! My vengeance is poor beside Örnulf’s crime. He has lost Thorolf, but he has six sons left — and I have none — none!
 

A House-Carl [enters hastily from the back]. Örnulf of the Fiords is at hand!
 

Gunnar. Örnulf!
 

Hiördis and several men. To arms! to arms!
 

Dagny [simultaneously]. My father!
 

Sigurd [as if seized by a foreboding]. Örnulf —— ! Ah, Gunnar, Gunnar!
 

Gunnar [draws his sword]. Up all my men! Vengeance for Egil’s death!
 

[Örnulf enters, with Egil in his arms.]
 

Gunnar [with a shriek]. Egil!
 

Örnulf. Here I bring thee little Egil.
 

All [one to another]. Egil! Egil alive!
 

Gunnar [letting his sword fall]. Woe is me! what have I done?
 

Dagny. Oh, Thorolf, my brother!
 

Sigurd. I knew it! I knew it!
 

Örnulf [setting Egil down]. There, Gunnar, hast thou thy pretty boy again.
 

Egil. Father! Old Örnulf would not do me ill, as thou saidst when I went away.
 

Örnulf [to Hiördis]. Now have I atoned for thy father; now surely there may be peace between us.
 

Hiördis [with repressed emotion]. Mayhap!
 

Gunnar [as if waking up]. Is it a ghastly dream that maddens me! Thou — thou bringest Egil home!
 

Örnulf. As thou seest; but in truth he has been near his death.
 

Gunnar. That I know.
 

Örnulf. And hast no more joy in his return?
 

Gunnar. Had he come sooner, I had been glad indeed. But tell me all that has befallen!
 

Örnulf. That is soon done. Kåre the Peasant was plotting evil against you; with other caitiffs he fared southward after Egil.
 

Gunnar. Kåre! [To himself.] Ha, now I understand Thorolf’s words!
 

Örnulf. His purpose came to my ears; I needs must thwart so black a deed. I would not give atonement for Jokul, and, had things so befallen, I had willingly slain thee, Gunnar, in single combat — yet I could not but protect thy child. With my sons, I hasted after Kåre.
 

Sigurd [softly]. An accursed deed has here been done.
 

Örnulf. When I came up with him, Egil’s guards lay bound; thy son was already in thy foemen’s hand, and they would not long have spared him. Hot was the fight! Seldom have I given and taken keener strokes; Kåre and two men fled inland; the rest sleep safely, and will be hard to waken.
 

Gunnar [in eager suspense]. But thou — thou, Örnulf —— ?
 

Örnulf [gloomily]. Six sons followed me into the fight.
 

Gunnar [breathlessly]. But homewards —— ?
 

Örnulf. None.
 

Gunnar [appalled]. None! [Softly.] And Thorolf, Thorolf!
 

[Deep emotion among the bystanders. Hiördis shows signs of a violent mental struggle; Dagny weeps silently by the high-seat on the right. Sigurd stands beside her, painfully agitated.]
 

Örnulf [after a short pause]. It is hard for a many-branching pine to be stripped in a single storm. But men die and men live; — I will drink to my sons’ memory. [One of Sigurd’s men hands him a horn.] Hail to you where now ye ride, my bold sons! Close upon your heels shall the copper-gates not clang, for ye come to the hall with a great following. [Drinks, and hands back the horn.] And now home to Iceland! Örnulf has fought his last fight; the old tree has but one green branch left, and it must be shielded warily. Where is Thorolf?
 

Egil [to his father]. Ay, show me Thorolf! Örnulf told me he would carve me a ship with many, many warriors on board.
 

Örnulf. I praise all good wights that Thorolf came not with us; for if he too — nay, strong though I be, that had been too heavy for me to bear. But why comes he not? He was ever the first to meet his father; for both of us it seemed we could not live without each other a single day.
 

Gunnar. Örnulf, Örnulf!
 

Örnulf [with growing uneasiness]. Ye stand all silent, I mark it now. What ails you? Where is Thorolf?
 

Dagny. Sigurd, Sigurd — this will be the direst blow to him!
 

Gunnar [struggling with himself]. Old man! — No ——  —— and yet, it cannot be hid —— 
 

Örnulf [vehemently]. My son! Where is he!
 

Gunnar. Thorolf is slain!
 

Örnulf. Slain! Thorolf? Thorolf? Ha, thou liest!
 

Gunnar. I would give my warmest heart-blood to know him alive!
 

Hiördis [to Örnulf]. Thorolf was himself to blame for what befell; with dark sayings he gave us to wit that thou hadst fallen upon Egil and slain him; — we had parted half in wrath, and thou hast ere now brought death among my kindred. And moreover — Thorolf bore himself at the feast like a wanton boy; he brooked not our jesting, and spoke many evil things. Not till then did Gunnar wax wroth; not till then did he raise his hand upon thy son; and well I wot that he had good and lawful ground for that deed.
 

Örnulf [calmly]. Well may we see that thou art a woman, for thou usest many words. To what end? If Thorolf is slain, then is his saga over.
 

Egil. If Thorolf is slain, I shall have no warriors.
 

Örnulf. Nay, Egil — we have lost our warriors, but thou and I. [To Hiördis.] Thy father sang:
 

Jokul’s kin for Jokul’s slayer
 many a woe shall still be weaving.
 

Well has thou wrought that his words should come true. [Pauses a moment, then turns to one of the men.] Where got he his death-wound?
 

The Man. Right across his brow.
 

Örnulf [pleased]. Hm; that is an honourable spot; he did not turn his back. But fell he sideways, or in towards Gunnar’s feet?
 

The Man. Half sideways and half towards Gunnar.
 

Örnulf. That bodes but half vengeance; well well, — we shall see!
 

Gunnar [approaching]. Örnulf, I know well that all my goods were naught against thy loss; but crave of me what thou wilt —— 
 

Örnulf [sternly interrupting him]. Give me Thorolf’s body, and let me go! Where lies he?
 

[Gunnar points silently to the back.]
 

Örnulf [takes a step or two, but turns and says in a voice of thunder to Sigurd, Dagny, and others who are preparing to follow him, sorrowing]. Stay! Think ye Örnulf will be followed by a train of mourners, like a whimpering woman? Stay, I say! — I can bear my Thorolf alone. [With calm strength.] Sonless I go; but none shall say that he saw me bowed. [He goes slowly out.]
 

Hiördis [with forced laughter]. Ay, let him go as he will; we shall scarce need many men to face him should he come with strife again! Now, Dagny — I wot it is the last time thy father shall sail from Iceland on such a quest!
 

Sigurd [indignant]. Oh, shame!
 

Dagny [likewise]. And thou canst scoff at him — scoff at him, after all that has befallen?
 

Hiördis. A deed once done, ‘tis wise to praise it. This morning I swore hate and vengeance against Örnulf; — the slaying of Jokul I might have forgotten — all, save that he cast shame upon my lot. He called me a leman; if it be so, it shames me not; for Gunnar is mightier now than thy father; he is greater and more famous than Sigurd, thine own husband!
 

Dagny [in wild indignation]. There thou errest, Hiördis — and even now shall all men know that thou dwellest under a weakling’s roof!
 

Sigurd [vehemently]. Dagny, beware!
 

Gunnar. A weakling!
 

Dagny. It shall no longer be hidden; I held my peace till thou didst scoff at my father and my dead brothers; I held my peace while Örnulf was here, lest he should learn that Thorolf fell by a dastard’s hand. But now — praise Gunnar nevermore for that deed in Iceland; for Gunnar is a weakling! The sword that lay drawn between thee and the bear-slayer hangs at my husband’s side — and the ring thou didst take from thy arm thou gavest to Sigurd. [Takes it off and holds if aloft.] Behold it!
 

Hiördis [wildly]. Sigurd!
 

The Crowd. Sigurd! Sigurd did the deed!
 

Hiördis [quivering with agitation]. He! he! — Gunnar, is this true?
 

Gunnar [with lofty calm]. It is all true save only that I am a weakling; I am neither a weakling nor a coward.
 

Sigurd [moved]. That art thou not, Gunnar! That hast thou never been! [To the rest.] Away, my men! Away from here!
 

Dagny [at the door, to Hiördis]. Who is now the mightiest man at the board — my husband or thine?
 

Hiördis [to herself]. Now have I but one thing left to do — but one deed to brood upon: Sigurd or I must die!
 






  








Act Third.
 

[The hall in Gunnar’s house. It is day.]
 

[Hiördis sits on the bench in front of the smaller high-seat busy weaving a bow-string; on the table lie a bow and some arrows.]
 

Hiördis [pulling at the bow-string]. It is tough and strong; [with a glance at the arrows] the shaft is both keen and well-weighted — 
 

[lets her hands fall in her lap] but where is the hand that —— !
 

[Vehemently.] Befooled, befooled by him — by Sigurd! I must hate him more than others, that can I well mark; but ere many days have passed I will —— [Meditating.] Ay, but the arm, the arm that shall do the deed —— ?
 

[Gunnar enters, silent and thoughtful, from the back.]
 

Hiördis [after a short pause]. How goes it with thee, my husband?
 

Gunnar. Ill, Hiördis; I cannot away with that deed of yesterday; it lies heavy on my heart.
 

Hiördis. Do as I do; get thee some work to busy thee.
 

Gunnar. Doubtless I must.
 

[A pause; Gunnar paces up and down the hall, notices what Hiördis is doing, and approaches her.]
 

Gunnar. What dost thou there?
 

Hiördis [without looking up]. I am weaving a bow-string; canst thou not see?
 

Gunnar. A bow-string — of thine own hair?
 

Hiördis [smiling]. Great deeds are born with every hour in these times; yesterday thou didst slay my foster-brother, and I have woven this since day-break.
 

Gunnar. Hiördis, Hiördis!
 

Hiördis [looking up]. What is amiss?
 

Gunnar. Where wast thou last night?
 

Hiördis. Last night?
 

Gunnar. Thou wast not in the sleeping-room.
 

Hiördis. Know’st thou that?
 

Gunnar. I could not sleep; I tossed in restless dreams of that — that which befell Thorolf. I dreamt that he came —— No matter; I awakened. Then meseemed I heard a strange, fair song through all the house; I arose; I stole hither to the door; here I saw thee sitting by the log-fire — it burned blue and red — fixing arrow-heads, and singing sorceries over them.
 

Hiördis. The work was not wasted; for strong is the breast that must be pierced this day.
 

Gunnar. I understand thee well; thou wouldst have Sigurd slain.
 

Hiördis. Hm, mayhap.
 

Gunnar. Thou shalt never have thy will. I shall keep peace with Sigurd, howe’er thou goad me.
 

Hiördis [smiling]. Dost think so?
 

Sigurd. I know it!
 

Hiördis [hands him the bow-string]. Tell me, Gunnar — canst loose this knot?
 

Gunnar [tries it]. Nay it is too cunningly and firmly woven.
 

Hiördis [rising]. The Norns7 weave yet more cunningly; their web is still harder to unravel.
 

7 The “Nornir” were the Fates of northern mythology.
 

Gunnar. Dark are the ways of the Mighty Ones; — neither thou nor I know aught of them.
 

Hiördis. Yet one thing I know surely: that to both of us must Sigurd’s life be baleful.
 

[A pause; Gunnar stands lost in thought.]
 

Hiördis [who has been silently watching him]. Of what thinkest thou?
 

Gunnar. Of a dream I had of late. Methought I had done the deed thou cravest; Sigurd lay slain on the earth; thou didst stand beside him, and thy face was wondrous pale. Then said I: “Art thou glad, now that I have done thy will?” But thou didst laugh and answer: “Blither were I didst thou, Gunnar, lie there in Sigurd’s stead.”
 

Hiördis [with forced laughter]. Ill must thou know me if such a senseless dream can make thee hold thy hand.
 

Gunnar. Hm! — Tell me, Hiördis, what thinkest thou of this hall?
 

Hiördis. To speak truly, Gunnar, — it sometimes seems to me to be straitened.
 

Gunnar. Ay, ay, so I have thought; we are one too many.
 

Hiördis. Two, mayhap.
 

Gunnar [who has not heard her last words]. But that shall be remedied.
 

Hiördis [looks at him interrogatively]. Remedied? Then thou art minded to —— ?
 

Gunnar. To fit out my warships and put to sea; I will win back the honour I have lost because thou wast dearer to me than all beside.
 

Hiördis [thoughtfully]. Thou wilt put to sea? Ay, so it may be best for us both.
 

Gunnar. Even from the day we sailed from Iceland, I saw that it would go ill with us. Thy soul is strong and proud; there are times when I well nigh fear thee; yet, it is strange — chiefly for that do I hold thee so dear. Dread enwraps thee like a spell; methinks thou could’st lure me to the blackest deeds, and all would seem good to me that thou didst crave. [Shaking his head reflectively.] Unfathomable is the Norn’s rede; Sigurd should have been thy husband.
 

Hiördis [vehemently]. Sigurd!
 

Gunnar. Yes, Sigurd. Vengefulness and hatred blind thee, else would’st thou prize him better. Had I been like Sigurd, I could have made life bright for thee.
 

Hiördis [with strong but suppressed emotion]. That — that deemest thou Sigurd could have done?
 

Gunnar. He is strong of soul, and proud as thou to boot.
 

Hiördis [violently]. If that be so — [Collecting herself.] No matter, no matter! [With a wild outburst.] Gunnar, take Sigurd’s life!
 

Gunnar. Never!
 

Hiördis. By fraud and falsehood thou mad’st me thy wife — that shall be forgotten! Five joyless years have I spent in this house — all shall be forgotten from the day when Sigurd lives no more!
 

Gunnar. From my hand he need fear no harm. [Shrinks back involuntarily.] Hiördis, Hiördis, tempt me not!
 

Hiördis. Then must I find another avenger; Sigurd shall not live long to flout at me and thee! [Clenching her hands in convulsive rage.] With her — that simpleton — with her mayhap he is even now sitting alone, dallying, and laughing at us; speaking of the bitter wrong that was done me when in thy stead he bore me away; telling how he laughed over his guile as he stood in my dark bower, and I knew him not!
 

Gunnar. Nay, nay, he does not so!
 

Hiördis [firmly]. Sigurd and Dagny must die! I cannot breathe till they are gone! [Comes close up to him, with sparkling eyes, and speaks passionately, but in a whisper.] Would’st thou help me with that, Gunnar, then should I live in love with thee; then should I clasp thee in such warm and wild embraces as thou hast never dreamt of!
 

Gunnar [wavering]. Hiördis! Would’st thou —— 
 

Hiördis. Do the deed, Gunnar — and the heavy days shall be past. I will no longer quit the hall when thou comest, no longer speak harsh things and quench thy smile when thou art glad. I will clothe me in furs and costly silken robes. When thou goest to war, I will ride by thy side. At the feast I will sit by thee and fill thy horn, and drink to thee and sing fair songs to make glad thy heart!
 

Gunnar [almost overcome]. Is it true? Thou wouldst —— !
 

Hiördis. More than that, trust me, ten times more! Give me revenge! Revenge on Sigurd and Dagny, and I will —— [Stops as she sees the door open.] Dagny — comest thou here!
 

Dagny [from the back]. Haste thee, Gunnar! Call thy men to arms!
 

Gunnar. To arms! Against whom?
 

Dagny. Kåre the Peasant is coming, and many outlaws with him; he means thee no good; Sigurd has barred his way for the time; but who can tell —— 
 

Gunnar [moved]. Sigurd has done this for me!
 

Dagny. Sigurd is ever thy faithful friend.
 

Gunnar. And we, Hiördis — we, who thought to —— ! It is as I say — there is a spell in all thy speech; no deed but seemeth fair to me, when thou dost name it.
 

Dagny [astonished]. What meanest thou?
 

Gunnar. Nothing, nothing! Thanks for thy tidings, Dagny; I go to gather my men together. [Turns towards the door, but stops and comes forward again.] Tell me — how goes it with Örnulf?
 

Dagny [bowing her head]. Ask me not. Yesterday he bore Thorolf’s body to the ships; now he is raising a grave-mound on the shore; — there shall his son be laid.
 

[Gunnar says nothing and goes out by the back.]
 

Dagny. Until evening there is no danger. [Coming nearer.] Hiördis, I have another errand in thy house; it is to thee I come.
 

Hiördis. To me? After all that befell yesterday?
 

Dagny. Just because of that. Hiördis, foster-sister, do not hate me; forget the words that sorrow and evil spirits placed in my mouth; forgive me all the wrong I have done thee; for, trust me, I am tenfold more hapless than thou!
 

Hiördis. Hapless — thou! Sigurd’s wife!
 

Dagny. It was my doing, all that befell — the stirring up of strife, and Thorolf’s death, and all the scorn that fell upon Gunnar and thee. Mine is all the guilt! Woe upon me! — I have lived so happily; but after this day I shall never know joy again.
 

Hiördis [as if seized by a sudden thought]. But before — in these five long years — all that time hast thou been happy?
 

Dagny. Canst thou doubt it?
 

Hiördis. Hm; yesterday I doubted it not; but —— 
 

Dagny. What meanest thou?
 

Hiördis. Nay, ‘tis nought; let us speak of other matters.
 

Dagny. No truly. Hiördis, tell me —— !
 

Hiördis. It will profit thee little; but since thou wilt have it so —— [With a malignant expression.] Canst thou remember once, over in Iceland — we had followed with Örnulf thy father to the Council, and we sat with our playmates in the Council Hall, as is the manner of women. Then came two strangers into the hall.
 

Dagny. Sigurd and Gunnar.
 

Hiördis. They greeted us in courteous fashion, and sat on the bench beside us; and there passed between us much merry talk. There were some who must needs know why these two vikings came thither, and if they were not minded to take them wives there in the island. Then said Sigurd: “It will be hard for me to find the woman that shall be to my mind.” Örnulf laughed, and said there was no lack of high-born and well-dowered women in Iceland; but Sigurd answered: “The warrior needs a high-souled wife. She whom I choose must not rest content with a humble lot; no honour must seem to high for her to strive for; she must go with me gladly a-viking; war-weed must she wear; she must egg me on to strife, and never wink her eyes where sword-blades lighten; for if she be faint-hearted, scant honour will befall me.” Is it not true, so Sigurd spake?
 

Dagny [hesitatingly]. True, he did — but —— 
 

Hiördis. Such was she to be, the woman who could make life fair to him; and then — [with a scornful smile] then he chose thee!
 

Dagny [starting, as in pain]. Ha, thou wouldst say that —— ?
 

Hiördis. Doubtless thou has proved thyself proud and high-souled; hast claimed honour of all, that Sigurd might be honoured in thee — is it not so?
 

Dagny. Nay, Hiördis, but —— 
 

Hiördis. Thou hast egged him on to great deeds, followed him in war-weed, and joyed to be where the strife raged hottest — hast thou not?
 

Dagny [deeply moved]. No, no!
 

Hiördis. Hast thou, then, been faint of heart, so that Sigurd has been put to shame?
 

Dagny [overpowered]. Hiördis, Hiördis!
 

Hiördis [smiling scornfully]. Yet thy lot has been a happy one all these years; — think’st thou that Sigurd can say the same?
 

Dagny. Torture me not. Woe is me! thou hast made me see myself too clearly.
 

Hiördis. A jesting word, and at once thou art in tears! Think no more of it. Look what I have done today. [Takes some arrows from the table.] Are they not keen and biting — feel! I know well how to sharpen arrows, do I not?
 

Dagny. And to use them too; thou strikest surely, Hiördis! All that thou hast said to me — I have never thought of before. [More vehemently.] But that Sigurd —— ! That for all these years I should have made his life heavy and unhonoured; — no, no, it cannot be true!
 

Hiördis. Nay now, comfort thee, Dagny; indeed it is not true. Were Sigurd of the same mind as in former days, it might be true enough; for then was his whole soul bent on being the foremost man in the land; — now he is content with a lowlier lot.
 

Dagny. No, Hiördis; Sigurd is high-minded now as ever; I see it well, I am not the right mate for him. He has hidden it from me; but it shall be so no longer.
 

Hiördis. What wilt thou do?
 

Dagny. I will no longer hang like a clog upon his feet; I will be a hindrance to him no longer.
 

Hiördis. Then thou wilt —— ?
 

Dagny. Peace; some one comes!
 

[A House-carl enters from the back.]
 

The Carl. Sigurd Viking is coming to the hall.
 

Hiördis. Sigurd! Then call Gunnar hither.
 

The Carl. Gunnar has ridden forth to gather his neighbours together; for Kåre the Peasant would —— 
 

Hiördis. Good, good, I know it; go! [The Carl goes. To Dagny, who is also going.] Whither wilt thou?
 

Dagny. I will not meet Sigurd. Too well I feel that we must part; but to meet him now — no, no, I cannot!
 

[Goes out to the left.]
 

Hiördis [looks after her in silence for a moment]. And it was she I would have —— [completes her thought by a glance at the bow-string]. That would have been a poor revenge; — nay, I have cut deeper now! Hm; it is hard to die, but sometimes it is harder still to live!
 

[Sigurd enters from the back.]
 

Hiördis. Doubtless thou seekest Gunnar; be seated, he will be here even now.
 

[Is going.]
 

Sigurd. Nay, stay; it is thee I seek, rather than him.
 

Hiördis. Me?
 

Sigurd. And ‘tis well I find thee alone.
 

Hiördis. If thou comest to mock me, it would sure be no hindrance to thee though the hall were full of men and women.
 

Sigurd. Ay, ay, well I know what thoughts thou hast of me.
 

Hiördis [bitterly]. I do thee wrong mayhap! Nay, nay, Sigurd, thou hast been as a poison to all my days. Bethink thee who it was that wrought that shameful guile; who it was that lay by my side in the bower, feigning love with the laugh of cunning in his heart; who it was that flung me forth to Gunnar, since for him I was good enough, forsooth — and then sailed away with the woman he held dear!
 

Sigurd. Man’s will can do this and that; but fate rules in the deeds that shape our lives — so has it gone with us twain.
 

Hiördis. True enough; evil Norns hold sway over the world; but their might is little if they find not helpers in our own heart. Happy is he who has strength to battle with the Norn — and it is that I have now in hand.
 

Sigurd. What mean’st thou?
 

Hiördis. I will essay a trial of strength against those — those who are over me. But let us not talk more of this; I have much to do today. [She seats herself at the table.]
 

Sigurd [after a pause]. Thou makest good weapons for Gunnar.
 

Hiördis [with a quiet smile]. Not for Gunnar, but against thee.
 

Sigurd. Most like it is the same thing.
 

Hiördis. Ay, most like it is; for if I be a match for the Norn, then sooner or later shalt thou and Gunnar —— [breaks off, leans backwards against the table, and says with an altered ring in her voice:] Hm; knowest thou what I sometimes dream? I have often made it my pastime to limn pleasant pictures in my mind; I sit and close my eyes and think: Now comes Sigurd the Strong to the isle; — he will burn us in our house, me and my husband. All Gunnar’s men have fallen; only he and I are left; they set light to the roof from without:—”A bow-shot,” cries Gunnar, “one bow-shot may save us;” — then the bow-string breaks—”Hiördis, cut a tress of thy hair and make a bow-string of it, — our life is at stake.” But then I laugh—”Let it burn, let it burn — to me, life is not worth a handful of hair!”
 

Sigurd. There is a strange might in all thy speech. [Approaches her.]
 

Hiördis [looks coldly at him]. Wouldst sit beside me?
 

Sigurd. Thou deemest my heart is bitter towards thee. Hiördis, this is the last time we shall have speech together; there is something that gnaws me like a sore sickness, and thus I cannot part from thee; thou must know me better.
 

Hiördis. What wouldst thou?
 

Sigurd. Tell thee a saga.
 

Hiördis. Is it sad?
 

Sigurd. Sad, as life itself.
 

Hiördis [bitterly]. What knowest thou of the sadness of life?
 

Sigurd. Judge when my saga is over.
 

Hiördis. Then tell it me; I shall work the while.
 

[He sits on a low stool to her right.]
 

Sigurd. Once upon a time there were two young vikings, who set forth from Norway to win wealth and honour; they had sworn each other friendship; and held truly together, how far soever thy might fare.
 

Hiördis. And the two young vikings hight Sigurd and Gunnar?
 

Sigurd. Ay, we may call them so. At last they came to Iceland; and there dwelt an old chieftain, who had come forth from Norway in King Harald’s days. He had two fair women in his house; but one, his foster-daughter, was the noblest, for she was wise and strong of soul; and the vikings spoke of her between themselves, and never had they seen a fairer woman, so deemed they both.
 

Hiördis [in suspense]. Both? Wilt thou mock me?
 

Sigurd. Gunnar thought of her night and day, and that did Sigurd no less; but both held their peace, and no man could say from her bearing whether Gunnar found favour in her eyes; but that Sigurd misliked her, that was easy to discern.
 

Hiördis [breathlessly]. Go on, go on —— !
 

Sigurd. Yet ever the more must Sigurd dream of her; but of that wist no man. Now it befell one evening that there was a drinking-feast; and then swore that proud woman that no man should possess her save he who wrought a mighty deed, which she named. High beat Sigurd’s heart for joy; for he felt within him the strength to do that deed; but Gunnar took him apart and told him of his love; — Sigurd said naught of his, but went to the —— 
 

Hiördis [vehemently]. Sigurd, Sigurd! [Controlling herself.] And this saga — is it true?
 

Sigurd. True it is. One of us had to yield; Gunnar was my friend; I could do aught else. So thou becamest Gunnar’s wife, and I wedded another woman.
 

Hiördis. And came to love her!
 

Sigurd. I learned to prize her; but one woman only has Sigurd loved, and that is she who frowned upon him from the first day they met. Here ends my saga; and now let us part. — Farewell, Gunnar’s wife; never shall we meet again.
 

Hiördis [springing up]. Stay, stay! Woe to us both; Sigurd, what hast thou done?
 

Sigurd [starting]. I, done? What ails thee?
 

Hiördis. And all this dost thou tell me now! But no — it cannot be true!
 

Sigurd. These are my last words to thee, and every word is true. I would not thou shouldst think hardly of me, therefore I needs must speak.
 

Hiördis [involuntarily clasps her hands together and gazes at him in voiceless astonishment]. Loved — loved me — thou! [Vehemently, coming close up to him.] I will not believe thee! [Looks hard at him.] Yes, it is true, and — baleful for us both!
 

[Hides her face in her hands, and turns away from him.]
 

Sigurd [terror-stricken]. Hiördis!
 

Hiördis [softly, struggling with tears and laughter]. Nay, heed me not! This was all I meant, that —— [Lays her hand on his arm.] Sigurd, thou hast not told thy saga to the end; that proud woman thou didst tell of — she returned thy love!
 

Sigurd [starts backwards]. Thou?
 

Hiördis [with composure]. Yes, Sigurd, I have loved thee, at last I understand it. Thou sayest I was ungentle and short of speech towards thee; what wouldst thou have a woman do? I could not offer thee my love, for then had I been little worthy of thee. I deemed thee ever the noblest man of men; and then to know thee another’s husband—’twas that caused me the bitter pain, that myself I could not understand!
 

Sigurd [much moved]. A baleful web has the Norn woven around us twain.
 

Hiördis. The blame is thine own; bravely and firmly it becomes a man to act. When I set that hard proof for him who should win me, my thought was of thee; — yet could’st thou —— !
 

Sigurd. I knew Gunnar’s soul-sickness; I alone could heal it; — was there aught for me to choose? And yet, had I known what I now know, I scarce dare answer for myself; for great is the might of love.
 

Hiördis [with animation]. But now, Sigurd! — A baleful hap has held us apart all these years; now the knot is loosed; the days to come shall make good the past to us.
 

Sigurd [shaking his head]. It cannot be; we must part again.
 

Hiördis. Nay, we must not. I love thee, that may I now say unashamed; for my love is no mere dalliance, like a weak woman’s; were I a man — by all the Mighty Ones, I could still love thee, even as now I do! Up then, Sigurd! Happiness is worth a daring deed; we are both free if we but will it, and then the game is won.
 

Sigurd. Free? What meanest thou?
 

Hiördis. What is Dagny to thee? What can she be to thee? No more than I count Gunnar in my secret heart. What matters it though two worthless lives be wrecked?
 

Sigurd. Hiördis, Hiördis!
 

Hiördis. Let Gunnar stay where he is; let Dagny fare with her father to Iceland; I will follow thee in harness of steel, withersoever thou wendest. [Sigurd makes a movement.] Not as thy wife will I follow thee; for I have belonged to another, and the woman lives that has lain by thy side. No, Sigurd, not as they wife, but like those mighty women, like Hilde’s sisters,8 will I follow thee, and fire thee to strife and to manly deeds, so that thy name shall be heard over every land. In the sword-game will I stand by thy side; I will fare forth among thy warriors on the stormy viking-raids; and when the death-song is sung, it shall tell of Sigurd and Hiördis in one!
 

8 The Valkyries.
 

Sigurd. Once was that my fairest dream; now, it is too late. Gunnar and Dagny stand between us, and that by right. I crushed my love for Gunnar’s sake; — how great soever my suffering, I cannot undo my deed. And Dagny — full of faith and trust she left her home and kindred; never must she dream that I longed for Hiördis as often as she took me to her breast.
 

Hiördis. And for such a cause wilt thou lay a burden on thy life! To what end hast thou strength and might, and therewith all noble gifts of the mind? And deemest thou it can now beseem me to dwell beneath Gunnar’s roof? Nay, Sigurd, trust me, there are many tasks awaiting such a man as thou. Erik is king of Norway — do thou rise against him! Many goodly warriors will join thee and swear thee fealty; with unconquerable might will we press onward, and fight and toil unresting until thou art seated on the throne of Harfager!
 

Sigurd. Hiördis, Hiördis, so have I dreamt in my wild youth; let it be forgotten — tempt me not!
 

Hiördis [impressively]. It is the Norn’s will that we two shall hold together; it cannot be altered. Plainly now I see my task in life: to make thee famous over all the world. Thou hast stood before me every day, every hour of my life; I sought to tear thee out of my mind, but I lacked the might; now it is needless, now that I know thou lovest me.
 

Sigurd [with forced coldness]. If that be so — then know — I have loved thee; it is past now; — I have forgot those days.
 

Hiördis. Sigurd, in that thou liest! So much at least am I worth, that if thou hast loved me once, thou canst never forget it.
 

Sigurd [vehemently]. I must; and now I will.
 

Hiördis. So be it; but thou canst not. Thou wilt seek to hinder me, but in vain; ere evening falls, Gunnar and Dagny shall know all.
 

Sigurd. Ha, that wilt thou never do!
 

Hiördis. That will I do!
 

Sigurd. Then must I know thee ill; high-souled have I ever deemed thee.
 

Hiördis. Evil days breed evil thoughts; too great has been thy trust in me. I will, I must, go forth by thy side — forth to face life and strife; Gunnar’s roof-tree is too low for me.
 

Sigurd [with emphasis]. But honour between man and man hast thou highly prized. There lack not grounds for strife between me and Gunnar; say, now, that he fell by my hand, wouldst thou still make all known and follow me?
 

Hiördis [starting]. Wherefore askest thou?
 

Sigurd. Answer me first: what wouldst thou do, were I to thy husband his bane.
 

Hiördis [looks hard at him]. Then must I keep silence and never rest until I had seen thee slain.
 

Sigurd [with a smile]. It is well, Hiördis — I knew it.
 

Hiördis [hastily]. But it can never come to pass!
 

Sigurd. It must come to pass; thou thyself hast cast the die for Gunnar’s life and mine.
 

[Gunnar, with some House-carls, enters from the back.]
 

Gunnar [gloomily, to Hiördis]. See now; the seed thou hast sown is shooting bravely!
 

Sigurd [approaching]. What is amiss with thee?
 

Gunnar. Sigurd, is it thou? What is amiss? Nought but what I might well have foreseen. As soon as Dagny, thy wife, had brought tidings of Kåre the Peasant, I took horse and rode to my neighbours to crave help against him.
 

Hiördis [eagerly]. Well?
 

Gunnar. I was answered awry where’er I came: my dealings with Kåre had been little to my honour, it was said; — hm, other things were said to boot, that I will not utter. — I am spurned at by all; I am thought to have done a dastard deed; men hold it a shame to make common cause with me.
 

Sigurd. It shall not long be held a shame; ere evening comes, thou shalt have men enough to face Kåre.
 

Gunnar. Sigurd!
 

Hiördis [in a low voice, triumphantly]. Ha, I knew it well!
 

Sigurd [with forced resolution]. But then is there an end to the peace between us; for hearken to my words, Gunnar — thou hast slain Thorolf, my wife’s kinsman, and therefore do I challenge thee to single combat9 tomorrow at break of day.
 

9
Holmgang — see note, p. 138 [Holmgang=duel.]
 

[Hiördis, in violent inward emotion, makes a stride towards Sigurd, but collects herself and remains standing motionless during the following.]
 

Gunnar [in extreme astonishment]. To single combat —— ! Me! — Thou art jesting, Sigurd!
 

Sigurd. Thou art lawfully challenged to single combat; ‘twill be a game for life or death; one of us must fall!
 

Gunnar [bitterly]. Ha, I understand it well. When I came, thou didst talk with Hiördis alone; she has goaded thee afresh!
 

Sigurd. May hap. [Half towards Hiördis.] A high-souled woman must ever guard her husband’s honour. [To the men in the background.] And do ye, house-carls, now go to Gunnar’s neighbours, and say to them that tomorrow he is to ply sword-strokes with me; none dare call that man a dastard who bears arms against Sigurd Viking!
 

[The House-carls go out by the back.]
 

Gunnar [goes quickly up to Sigurd and presses his hands, in strong emotion]. Sigurd, my brave brother, now I understand thee! Thou venturest thy life for my honour, as of old for my happiness!
 

Sigurd. Thank thy wife; she has the largest part in what I do. To-morrow at break of day —— 
 

Gunnar. I will meet thee. [Tenderly.] Foster-brother, wilt thou have a good blade of me? It is a gift of price.
 

Sigurd. I thank thee; but let it hang. — Who knows if next evening I may have any use for it.
 

Gunnar [shakes his hand]. Farewell, Sigurd!
 

Sigurd. Again farewell, and fortune befriend thee this night!
 

[They part. Gunnar goes out to the right. Sigurd casts a glance at Hiördis, and goes out by the back.]
 

Hiördis [after a pause, softly and thoughtfully]. To-morrow they fight! Which will fall? [After a moment’s silence, she bursts forth as if seized by a strong resolution.] Let fall who will — Sigurd and I shall still be together!
 






  








Act Fourth.
 

[By the coast. It is evening; the moon breaks forth now and again, from among dark and ragged storm-clouds. At the back, a black grave-mound, newly heaped up.]
 

[Örnulf sits on a stone, in front on the right, his head bare, his elbows resting on his knees, and his face buried in his hands. His men are digging at the mound; some give light with pine-knot torches. After a short pause, Sigurd and Dagny enter from the boat-house, where a wood fire is burning.]
 

Dagny [in a low voice]. There sits he still. [Holding Sigurd back.] Nay, speak not to him!
 

Sigurd. Thou say’st well; it is too soon; best leave him!
 

Dagny [goes over to the right, and gazes at her father in quiet sorrow]. So strong was he yesterday when he bore Thorolf’s body on his back; strong was he as he helped to heap the grave-mound; but when they were all laid to rest, and earth and stones piled over them — then the sorrow seized him; then seemed it of a sudden as though his fire were quenched. [Dries her tears.] Tell me, Sigurd, when thinkest thou to fare homeward to Iceland?
 

Sigurd. So soon as the storm abates, and my quarrel with Gunnar is ended.
 

Dagny. And then wilt thou buy land and build thee a homestead, and go a-viking no more?
 

Sigurd. Yes, yes, — that have I promised.
 

Dagny. And I may believe without doubt that Hiördis spoke falsely when she said that I was unworthy to be thy wife?
 

Sigurd. Yes yes, Dagny, trust thou to my word.
 

Dagny. Then am I glad again, and will try to forget all the evil that here has been wrought. In the long winter evenings we will talk together of Gunnar and Hiördis, and —— 
 

Sigurd. Nay, Dagny, wouldst thou have things go well with us, do thou never speak Hiördis’ name when we sit together in Iceland.
 

Dagny [mildly upbraiding him]. Unjust is thy hatred towards her. Sigurd, Sigurd, it is unlike thee.
 

One of the Men [approaching]. There now, the mound is finished.
 

Örnulf [as if awaking]. The mound? Is it — ay, ay —— 
 

Sigurd. Now speak to him, Dagny.
 

Dagny [approaching]. Father, it is cold out here; a storm is gathering to-night.
 

Örnulf. Hm; heed it not; the mound is close-heaped and crannyless; they lie warm in there.
 

Dagny. Ay, but thou —— 
 

Örnulf. I? I am not cold.
 

Dagny. Nought hast thou eaten today; wilt thou not go in? The supper-board stands ready.
 

Örnulf. Let the supper-board stand; I have no hunger.
 

Dagny. But to sit here so still — trust me, thou wilt take hurt of it; thou art ever wont to be stirring.
 

Örnulf. True, true; there is somewhat that crushes my breast; I cannot draw breath.
 

[He hides his face in his hands. A pause. Dagny seats herself beside him.]
 

Dagny. To-morrow wilt thou make ready thy ship and set forth for Iceland?
 

Örnulf [without looking up]. What should I do there? Nay, I will to my sons.
 

Dagny [with pain]. Father!
 

Örnulf [raises his head]. Go in and let me sit here; when the storm has played with me for a night or two, the game will be over, I ween.
 

Sigurd. Thou canst not think to deal thus with thyself.
 

Örnulf. Dost marvel that I fain would rest? My day’s work is done; I have laid my sons in their grave. [Vehemently.] Go from me! — Go, go!
 

[He hides his face.]
 

Sigurd [softly, to Dagny, who rises]. Let him sit yet a while.
 

Dagny. Nay, I have one rede yet untried; — I know him. [To Örnulf.] Thy day’s work done, say’st thou? Nay, that it is not. Thou hast laid thy sons in the grave; — but art thou not a skald? It is meet that thou should’st sing their memory.
 

Örnulf [shaking his head]. Sing? Nay, nay; yesterday I could sing; I am too old today.
 

Dagny. But needs must thou; honourable men were thy sons, one and all; a song must be made of them, and that can none of our kin but thou.
 

Örnulf [looks inquiringly at Sigurd]. To sing? What thinkest thou, Sigurd?
 

Sigurd. Meseems it is but meet; thou must e’en do as she says.
 

Dagny. Thy neighbours in Iceland will deem it ill done when the grave-ale is drunk over Örnulf’s children, and there is no song to sing with it. Thou hast ever time enough to follow thy sons.
 

Örnulf. Well well, I will try it; and thou, Dagny, give heed, that afterwards thou may’st carve the song on staves.
 

[The men approach with the torches, forming a group around him; he is silent for a time, reflecting; then he says:]
 

Bragi’s10 gift is bitter
 

when the heart is broken;
 

sorrow-laden singer,
 

singing, suffers sorely.
 

Natheless, since the Skald-god
 

gave me skill in song-craft,
 

in a lay loud-ringing
 

be my loss lamented!
 

[Rises.]
 

Ruthless Norn11 and wrathful
 

wrecked my life and ravaged,
 

wiled away my welfare,
 

wasted Örnulf’s treasure.
 

Sons had Örnulf seven,
 

by the great gods granted; — 
 

lonely now and life-sick
 

goes the greybeard, sonless.
 

Seven sons so stately,
 

bred among the sword-blades,
 

made a mighty bulwark
 

round the snow-locked sea-king.
 

Levelled lies the bulwark,
 

dead my swordsmen seven;
 

gone the greybeard’s gladness,
 

desolate his dwelling.
 

Thorolf, — thou my last-born!
 

Of the bold the boldest!
 

Soon were spent my sorrow
 

so but thou wert left me!
 

Fair thou wast as springtide,
 

fond towards thy father,
 

waxing straight and stalwart
 

to so wight a warrior.
 

Dark and drear his death-wound
 

leaves my life’s lone evening;
 

grief hath gripped my bosom
 

as ‘twixt hurtling targes.
 

Nought the Norn denied me
 

of her rueful riches,
 

showering woes unstinted
 

over Örnulf’s world-way.
 

Weak are now my weapons.
 

But, were god-might given me,
 

then, oh Norn, I swear it,
 

scarce should’st thou go scatheless!
 

Dire were then my vengeance;
 

then had dawned thy doomsday,
 

Norn, that now hast left me
 

nought but yonder grave-mound.
 

Nought, I said? Nay, truly,
 

somewhat still is Örnulf’s,
 

since of Suttung’s12 mead-horn
 

he betimes drank deeply.
 

[With rising enthusiasm.]
 

Though she stripped me sonless,
 

one great gift she gave me — 
 

songcraft’s mighty secret,
 

skill to sing my sorrows.
 

On my lips she laid it,
 

goodly gift of songcraft;
 

loud, then, let my lay sound,
 

e’en where they are lying!
 

Hail, my stout sons seven!
 

Hail, as homeward ride ye!
 

Songcraft’s glorious god-gift
 

stauncheth woe and wailing.
 

10 Bragi, the god of poetry and eloquence.
 

11 See note, p. 175 [The “Nornir” were the Fates of northern mythology.]
 

12 Suttung was a giant who kept guard over the magic mead of poetical inspiration.
 

[He draws a deep breath, throws back the hair from his brow, and says calmly:]
 

So — so; now is Örnulf sound and strong again. [To the men.] Follow me to the supper-board, lads; we have had a heavy day’s work!
 

[Goes with the men into the boat-house.]
 

Dagny. Praised be the Mighty Ones on high that gave me so good a rede. [To Sigurd.] Wilt thou not go in?
 

Sigurd. Nay, I list not to. Tell me, are all things ready for tomorrow?
 

Dagny. They are; a silk-sewn shroud lies on the bench; but I know full surely that thou wilt hold thee against Gunnar, so I have not wept over it.
 

Sigurd. Grant all good powers, that thou may’st never weep for my sake. [He stops and looks out.]
 

Dagny. What art thou listening to?
 

Sigurd. Hear’st thou nought — there?
 

[Points towards the left.]
 

Dagny. Ay, there goes a fearsome storm over the sea!
 

Sigurd [going up a little towards the background]. Hm, there will fall hard hailstones in that storm. [Shouts.] Who comes?
 

Kåre the Peasant [without on the left]. Folk thou wot’st of, Sigurd Viking!
 

[Kåre the Peasant, with a band of armed men, enters from the left.]
 

Sigurd. Whither would ye?
 

Kåre. To Gunnar’s hall.
 

Sigurd. As foemen?
 

Kåre. Ay, trust me for that! Thou didst hinder me before; but now I ween thou wilt scarce do the like.
 

Sigurd. Maybe not.
 

Kåre. I have heard of thy challenge to Gunnar; but if things go to my mind, weak will be his weapons when the time comes for your meeting.
 

Sigurd. ‘Tis venturesome work thou goest about; take heed for thyself, Peasant!
 

Kåre [with defiant laughter]. Leave that to me; if thou wilt tackle thy ship to-night, we will give thee light for the task! — Come, all my men; here goes the way.
 

[They go off to the right, at the back.]
 

Dagny. Sigurd, Sigurd, this misdeed must thou hinder.
 

Sigurd [goes quickly to the door of the hut, and calls in]. Up from the board, Örnulf; take vengeance on Kåre the Peasant.
 

Örnulf [comes out, with the rest]. Kåre the Peasant — where is he?
 

Sigurd. He is making for Gunnar’s hall to burn it over their heads.
 

Örnulf. Ha-ha — let him do as he will; so shall I be avenged on Gunnar and Hiördis, and afterwards I can deal with Kåre.
 

Sigurd. Ay, that rede avails not; wouldst thou strike at Kåre, thou must seek him out to-night; for when his misdeed is done, he will take to the mountains. I have challenged Gunnar to single combat; him thou hast safely enough, unless I myself — but no matter. — To-night he must be shielded from his foes; it would ill befit thee to let such a dastard as Kåre rob thee of thy revenge.
 

Örnulf. Thou say’st truly. To-night will I shield the slayer of Thorolf; but tomorrow he must die.
 

Sigurd. He or I — doubt not of that!
 

Örnulf. Come then, to take vengeance for Örnulf’s sons.
 

[He goes out with his men by the back, to the right.]
 

Sigurd. Dagny, do thou follow them; — I must bide here; for the rumour of the combat is already abroad, and I may not meet Gunnar ere the time comes. But thou — do thou keep rein on thy father; he must go honourably to work; in Gunnar’s hall there are many women; no harm must befall Hiördis or the rest.
 

Dagny. Yes, I will follow them. Thou hast a kind thought even for Hiördis; I thank thee.
 

Sigurd. Go, go, Dagny!
 

Dagny. I go; but be thou at ease as to Hiördis; she has gilded armour in her bower, and will know how to shield herself.
 

Sigurd. That deem I too; but go thou nevertheless; guide thy father’s course; watch over all — and over Gunnar’s wife!
 

Dagny. Trust to me. Farewell, till we meet again.
 

[She follows the others.]
 

Sigurd. ‘Tis the first time, foster-brother, that I stand weaponless whilst thou art in danger. [Listens.] I hear shouts and sword-strokes; — they are already at the hall. [Goes towards the right, but stops and recoils in astonishment.] Hiördis! Comes she hither!
 

[Hiördis enters, clad in a short scarlet kirtle, with gilded armour: helmet, hauberk, arm-plates, and greaves. Her hair is flying loose; at her back hangs a quiver, and at her belt a small shield. She has in her hand the bow strung with her hair.]
 

Hiördis [hastily looking behind her, as though in dread of something pursuing her, goes close up to Sigurd, seizes him by the arm, and whispers:] Sigurd, Sigurd, canst thou see it?
 

Sigurd. What? Where?
 

Hiördis. The wolf there — close behind me; it does not move; it glares at me with its two red eyes. It is my wraith,13, Sigurd! Three times has it appeared to me; that bodes that I shall surely die to-night!
 

13 The word “wraith” is here used in an obviously inexact sense; but the wraith seemed to be the nearest equivalent in English mythology to the Scandinavian “fylgie,” an attendant spirit, often regarded as a sort of emanation from the person it accompanied, and sometimes [as in this case] typifying that person’s moral attributes.
 

Sigurd. Hiördis, Hiördis!
 

Hiördis. It has sunk into the earth! Yes, yes, now it has warned me.
 

Sigurd. Thou art sick; come, go in with me.
 

Hiördis. Nay, here will I bide; I have but little time left.
 

Sigurd. What has befallen thee?
 

Hiördis. What has befallen? That know I not; but true was it what thou said’st today, that Gunnar and Dagny stand between us; we must away from them and from life: then can we be together!
 

Sigurd. We? Ha, thou meanest —— !
 

Hiördis [with dignity]. I have been homeless in this world from that day thou didst take another to wife. That was ill done of thee! All good gifts may a man give his faithful friend — all, save the woman he loves; for if he do that, he rends the Norn’s secret web, and two lives are wrecked. An unerring voice within me tells me I came into the world that my strong soul might cheer and sustain thee through heavy days, and that thou wast born to the end I might find in one man all that seemed to me great and noble; for this I know Sigurd — had we two held together, thou hadst become more famous than all others, and I happier.
 

Sigurd. It avails not now to mourn. Thinkest thou it is a merry life that awaits me? To be by Dagny’s side day be day, and feign a love my heart shrinks from? Yet so it must be; it cannot be altered.
 

Hiördis [in a growing frenzy]. It shall be altered! We must out of this life, both of us! Seest thou this bow-string? With it can I surely hit my mark; for I have crooned fair sorceries over it! [Places an arrow in the bow, which is strung.] Hark! hearest thou that rushing in the air? It is the dead men’s ride to Nalhal: I have bewitched them hither; — we two will join them in their ride!
 

Sigurd [shrinking back]. Hiördis, Hiördis — I fear thee!
 

Hiördis [not heeding him]. Our fate no power can alter now! Oh, ‘tis better so than if thou hadst wedded me here in this life — if I had sat in thy homestead weaving linen and wool for thee and bearing thee children — pah!
 

Sigurd. Hold, hold! Thy sorcery has been too strong for thee; thou art soul-sick, Hiördis! [Horror-struck.] Ha, see — see! Gunnar’s hall — it is burning!
 

Hiördis. Let it burn, let it burn! The cloud-hall up yonder is loftier than Gunnar’s rafter-roof!
 

Sigurd. But Egil, thy son — they are slaying him!
 

Hiördis. Let him die — my shame dies with him!
 

Sigurd. And Gunnar — they are taking thy husband’s life!
 

Hiördis. What care I! A better husband shall I follow home this night! Ay, Sigurd, so must it be; here on this earth is no happiness for me. The White God is coming northward; him will I not meet; the old gods are strong no longer; — they sleep, they sit half shadow-high; — with them will we strive! Out of this life, Sigurd; I will enthrone thee king in heaven, and I will sit at thy side. [The storm bursts wildly.] Hark, hark, here comes our company! Canst see the black steeds galloping? — one is for me and one for thee. [Draws the arrow to her ear and shoots.] Away, then, on thy last ride home!
 

Sigurd. Well aimed, Hiördis!
 

[He falls.]
 

Hiördis [jubilant, rushes up to him]. Sigurd, my brother, — now art thou mine at last!
 

Sigurd. Now less than ever. Here our ways part; for I am a Christian man.
 

Hiördis [appalled]. Thou —— ! Ha, no, no!
 

Sigurd. The White God is mine; King Æthelstan taught me to know him; it is to him I go.
 

Hiördis [in despair]. And I —— ! [Drops her bow.] Woe! woe!
 

Sigurd. Heavy has my life been from the hour I tore thee out of my own heart and gave thee to Gunnar. Thanks, Hiördis; — now am I so light and free.
 

[Dies.]
 

Hiördis [quietly]. Dead! Then truly have I brought my soul to wreck!
 

[The storm increases; she breaks forth wildly.] They come! I have bewitched them hither! No, no! I will not go with you! I will not ride without Sigurd! It avails not — they see me; they laugh and beckon to me; they spur their horses! [Rushes out to the edge of the cliff at the back.] They are upon me; — and no shelter no hiding — place! Ay, mayhap at the bottom of the sea!
 

[She casts herself over.]
 

[Örnulf, Dagny, Gunnar, with Egil, followed by Sigurd’s and Örnulf’s men, gradually enter from the right.]
 

Örnulf [turning towards the grave-mound]. Now may ye sleep in peace; for ye lie not unavenged.
 

Dagny [entering]. Father, father — I die of fear — all that bloody strife — and the storm; — hark, hark!
 

Gunnar [carrying Egil]. Peace, and shelter for my child!
 

Örnulf. Gunnar!
 

Gunnar. Ay, Örnulf, my homestead is burnt and my men are slain; I am in thy power; do with me what thou wilt!
 

Örnulf. That Sigurd must look to. But in, under roof! It is not safe out here.
 

Dagny. Ay, in, in! [Goes towards the boat-house, catches sight of Sigurd’s body, and shrieks.] Sigurd, my husband! — They have slain him!
 

[Throwing herself upon him.]
 

Örnulf [rushes up]. Sigurd!
 

Gunnar [sets Egil down]. Sigurd dead!
 

Dagny [looks despairingly at the men, who surround the body]. No, no, it is not so; — he must be alive! [Catches sight of the bow.] Ha, what is that? [Rises.]
 

Örnulf. Daughter, it is as first thou saidst — Sigurd is slain.
 

Gunnar [as if seized by a sudden thought]. And Hiördis! — Has Hiördis been here?
 

Dagny [softly and with self-control]. I know not; but this I know, that her bow has been here.
 

Gunnar. Ay, I thought as much!
 

Dagny. Hush, hush! [To herself.] So bitterly did she hate him!
 

Gunnar [aside]. She has slain him — the night before the combat; then she loved me after all.
 

[A thrill of dread runs through the whole group; Asgardsreien — the ride of the fallen heroes to Valhal — hurtles through the air.]
 

Egil [in terror]. Father! See, see!
 

Gunnar. What is it?
 

Egil. Up there — all the black horses —— !
 

Gunnar. It is the clouds that —— 
 

Örnulf. Nay, it is the dead men’s home-faring.
 

Egil [with a shriek]. Mother is with them!
 

Dagny. All good spirits!
 

Gunnar. Child, what say’st thou?
 

Egil. There — in front — on the black horse! Father, father!
 

[Egil clings in terror to his father; a short pause; the storm passes over, the clouds part, the moon shines peacefully on the scene.]
 

Gunnar [in quiet sorrow]. Now is Hiördis surely dead!
 

Örnulf. So it must be, Gunnar; — and my vengeance was rather against her than thee. Dear has this meeting been to both of us; ——  —— there is my hand; be there peace between us!
 

Gunnar. Thanks, Örnulf! And now aboard; I sail with thee to Iceland.
 

Örnulf. Ay, to Iceland! Long will it be ere our forth-faring is forgotten.
 

Weapon wielding warrior’s meeting,
 

woeful by the northern seaboard,
 

still shall live in song and saga
 

while our stem endure in Iceland.
 






  

LOVE’S COMEDY


 

Translated by C. H. Herford
 

After the production of The Vikings at Helgeland in 1857, five years were to pass before a new play by Ibsen would appear, being the longest delay in his career as a writer. This was chiefly due to his obligations in the post as artistic director of Kristiania Norske Theater. The idea of Love’s Comedy originated in 1858, when themes of love and marriage were on Ibsen’s mind at that time, as on June 18, 1858 he married Suzannah Thoresen. Two central female characters in The Vikings at Helgeland and Love’s Comedy, Hjørdis and Svanhild, were said to have been modelled on Suzannah.

On June 20, 1862 Ibsen signed a contract with Jonas Lie, the new owner of the weekly literary magazine Illustreret Nyhedsblad, regarding the publication of Love’s Comedy. The play was advertised as the magazine’s “New Year Gift for 1863” and delivered free to all subscribers. On New Year’s Eve it arrived at the homes of those living in Christiania, while for those living in other places it was issued with the magazine’s number of January 4th 1863.

From January 1863 Ibsen had been attached to Christiania Theatre as the aesthetic consultant. Kristiania Norske Theater had gone bankrupt in the summer of 1862, and on June 1st Ibsen had been released from his post at the theatre.  However, the first performance of the play did not take place at this theatre for another ten years. There was a small notice in the magazine Illustreret Nyhedsblad of January 25, 1863 to the effect that the play would shortly be produced at the theatre, but the book received poor reviews and the performance was cancelled. Word had spread that the play was immoral, so the theatre did not venture to challenge public opinion.

The first performance of Love’s Comedy took place on November 24, 1873 at Christiania Theatre and was a success. Josephson directed, and Sigvart and Laura Gundersen played the parts of Falk and Svanhild.






  








 

Suzannah Ibsen (1836-1914) became engaged to Ibsen in January 1856 and they were married in June 1858. Their only child, Sigurd Ibsen, was born in December, 1859.
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INTRODUCTION
 

Koerlighedens Komedie was published at Christiania in 1862. The polite world — so far as such a thing existed at the time in the Northern capital — received it with an outburst of indignation now entirely easy to understand. It has indeed faults enough. The character-drawing is often crude, the action, though full of effective by-play, extremely slight, and the sensational climax has little relation to human nature as exhibited in Norway, or out of it, at that or any other time. But the sting lay in the unflattering veracity of the piece as a whole; in the merciless portrayal of the trivialities of persons, or classes, high in their own esteem; in the unexampled effrontery of bringing a clergyman upon the stage. All these have long since passed in Scandinavia, into the category of the things which people take with their Ibsen as a matter of course, and the play is welcomed with delight by every Scandinavian audience. But in 1862 the matter was serious, and Ibsen meant it to be so.

For they were years of ferment — those six or seven which intervened between his return to Christiania from Bergen in 1857, and his departure for Italy in 1864. As director of the newly founded “Norwegian Theatre,” Ibsen was a prominent member of the little knot of brilliant young writers who led the nationalist revolt against Danish literary tradition, then still dominant in well-to-do, and especially in official Christiania. Well-to-do and official Christiania met the revolt with contempt. Under such conditions, the specific literary battle of the Norwegian with the Dane easily developed into the eternal warfare of youthful idealism with “respectability” and convention. Ibsen had already started work upon the greatest of his Norse Histories — The Pretenders. But history was for him little more than material for the illustration of modern problems; and he turned with zest from the task of breathing his own spirit into the stubborn mould of the thirteenth century, to hold up the satiric mirror to the suburban drawing-rooms of Christiania, and to the varied phenomena current there, — and in suburban drawing-rooms elsewhere, — under the name of Love.

Yet Love’s Comedy is much more than a satire, and its exuberant humour has a bitter core; the laughter that rings through it is the harsh, implacable laughter of Carlyle. His criticism of commonplace love-making is at first sight harmless and ordinary enough. The ceremonial formalities of the continental Verlobung, the shrill raptures of aunts and cousins over the engaged pair, the satisfied smile of enterprising mater-familias as she reckons up the tale of daughters or of nieces safely married off under her auspices; or, again, the embarrassments incident to a prolonged Brautstand following a hasty wooing, the deadly effect of familiarity upon a shallow affection, and the anxious efforts to save the appearance of romance when its zest has departed — all these things had yielded such “comedy” as they possess to many others before Ibsen, and an Ibsen was not needed to evoke it. But if we ask what, then, is the right way from which these “cosmic” personages in their several fashions diverge; what is the condition which will secure courtship from ridicule, and marriage from disillusion, Ibsen abruptly parts company with all his predecessors. “‘Of course,’ reply the rest in chorus, ‘a deep and sincere love’;—’together,’ add some, ‘with prudent good sense.’” The prudent good sense Ibsen allows; but he couples with it the startling paradox that the first condition of a happy marriage is the absence of love, and the first condition of an enduring love is the absence of marriage.

The student of the latter-day Ibsen is naturally somewhat taken aback to find the grim poet of Doubt, whose task it seems to be to apply a corrosive criticism to modern institutions in general and to marriage in particular, gravely defending the “marriage of convenience.” And his amazement is not diminished by the sense that the author of this plea for the loveless marriage, which poets have at all times scorned and derided, was himself beyond question happily, married. The truth is that there are two men in Ibsen — an idealist, exalted to the verge of sentimentality, and a critic, hard, inexorable, remorseless, to the verge of cynicism. What we call his “social philosophy” is a modus vivendi arrived at between them. Both agree in repudiating “marriage for love”; but the idealist repudiates it in the name of love, the critic in the name of marriage. Love, for the idealist Ibsen, is a passion which loses its virtue when it reaches its goal, which inspires only while it aspires, and flags bewildered when it attains. Marriage, for the critic Ibsen, is an institution beset with pitfalls into which those are surest to step who enter it blinded with love. In the latter dramas the tragedy of married life is commonly generated by other forms of blindness — the childish innocence of Nora, the maidenly ignorance of Helena Alving, neither of whom married precisely “for love”; here it is blind Love alone who, to the jealous eye of the critic, plays the part of the Serpent in the Edens of wedded bliss. There is, it is clear, an element of unsolved contradiction in Ibsen’s thought; — Love is at once so precious and so deadly, a possession so glorious that all other things in life are of less worth, and yet capable of producing only disastrously illusive effects upon those who have entered into the relations to which it prompts. But with Ibsen — and it is a grave intellectual defect — there is an absolute antagonism between spirit and form. An institution is always with him, a shackle for the free life of souls, not an organ through which they attain expression; and since the institution of marriage cannot but be, there remains as the only logical solution that which he enjoins — to keep the soul’s life out of it. To “those about to marry,” Ibsen therefore says in effect, “Be sure you are not in love!” And to those who are in love he says, “Part!”

It is easy to understand the irony with which a man who thought thus of love contemplated the business of “love-making,” and the ceremonial discipline of Continental courtship. The whole unnumbered tribe of wooing and plighted lovers were for him unconscious actors in a world-comedy of Love’s contriving — naive fools of fancy, passionately weaving the cords that are to strangle passion. Comedy like this cannot be altogether gay; and as each fresh romance decays into routine, and each aspiring passion goes out under the spell of a vulgar environment, or submits to the bitter salvation of a final parting, the ringing laughter grows harsh and hollow, and notes of ineffable sadness escape from the poet’s Stoic self-restraint.

Ibsen had grown up in a school which cultivated the romantic, piquant, picturesque in style; which ran riot in wit, in vivacious and brilliant imagery, in resonant rhythms and telling double rhymes. It must be owned that this was not the happiest school for a dramatist, nor can Love’s Comedy be regarded, in the matter of style, as other than a risky experiment which nothing but the sheer dramatic force of an Ibsen could have carried through. As it is, there are palpable fluctuations, discrepancies of manner; the realism of treatment often provokes a realism of style out of keeping with the lyric afflatus of the verse; and we pass with little warning from the barest colloquial prose to the strains of high-wrought poetic fancy. Nevertheless, the style, with all its inequalities, becomes in Ibsen’s hands a singularly plastic medium of dramatic expression. The marble is too richly veined for ideal sculpture, but it takes the print of life. The wit, exuberant as it is, does not coruscate indiscriminately upon all lips; and it has many shades and varieties — caustic, ironical, imaginative, playful, passionate — which take their temper from the speaker’s mood.

The present version of the play retains the metres of the original, and follows it in general line for line. For a long passage, occupying substantially the first twenty pages, the translator is indebted to the editor of the present work; and two other passages — Falk’s tirades on pp.58 and 100 — result from a fusion of versions made independently by us both. C. H. H.

*Copyright, 1907, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.






  








PERSONS OF THE COMEDY
 

MRS. HALM, widow of a government official.
 SVANHILD AND ANNA, her daughters.
 FALK, a young author, and LIND, a divinity student, her boarders.
 GULDSTAD, a wholesale merchant.
 STIVER, a law-clerk.
 MISS JAY, his fiancee.
 STRAWMAN, a country clergyman.
 MRS. STRAWMAN, his wife.
 STUDENTS, GUESTS, MARRIED AND PLIGHTED PAIRS.
 THE STRAWMANS’ EIGHT LITTLE GIRLS.
 FOUR AUNTS, A PORTER, DOMESTIC SERVANTS.
 

SCENE — Mrs. Halm’s Villa on the Drammensvejen at Christiania.
 






  








ACT FIRST
 

The SCENE represents a pretty garden irregularly but tastefully laid out; in the background are seen the fjord and the islands. To the left is the house, with a verandah and an open dormer window above; to the right in the foreground an open summer-house with a table and benches. The landscape lies in bright afternoon sunshine. It is early summer; the fruit-trees are in flower.
 

When the Curtain rises, MRS. HALM, ANNA, and MISS JAY are sitting on the verandah, the first two engaged in embroidery, the last with a book. In the summer-house are seen FALK, LIND, GULDSTAD, and STIVER: a punch-bowl and glasses are on the table. SVANHILD sits alone in the background by the water.
 

FALK [rises, lifts his glass, and sings].
 

    Sun-glad day in garden shady
        Was but made for thy delight:
      What though promises of May-day
        Be annulled by Autumn’s blight?
 

    Apple-blossom white and splendid
        Drapes thee in its glowing tent, — 
      Let it, then, when day is ended,
        Strew the closes storm-besprent.
 

CHORUS OF GENTLEMEN.
 

Let it, then, when day is ended, etc.
 

FALK.
 

    Wherefore seek the harvest’s guerdon
        While the tree is yet in bloom?
      Wherefore drudge beneath the burden
        Of an unaccomplished doom?
      Wherefore let the scarecrow clatter
        Day and night upon the tree?
      Brothers mine, the sparrows’ chatter
        Has a cheerier melody.
 

CHORUS.
 

Brothers mine, the sparrow’s chatter, etc.
 

FALK.
 

    Happy songster! Wherefore scare him
        From our blossom-laden bower?
      Rather for his music spare him
        All our future, flower by flower;
      Trust me, ‘twill be cheaply buying
        Present song with future fruit;
      List the proverb, “Time is flying;—”
        Soon our garden music’s mute.
 

CHORUS.
 

List the proverb, etc.
 

FALK.
 

    I will live in song and gladness, — 
        Then, when every bloom is shed,
      Sweep together, scarce in sadness,
        All that glory, wan and dead:
      Fling the gates wide! Bruise and batter,
        Tear and trample, hoof and tusk;
      I have plucked the flower, what matter
        Who devours the withered husk!
 

CHORUS.
 

    I have plucked the flower, etc.
    [They clink and empty their glasses.
 

FALK [to the ladies].
 There — that’s the song you asked me for; but pray
 Be lenient to it — I can’t think to-day.
 

GULDSTAD.
 Oh, never mind the sense — the sound’s the thing.
 

MISS JAY [looking round].
 But Svanhild, who was eagerest to hear — ?
 When Falk began, she suddenly took wing
 And vanished — 
 

ANNA [pointing towards the back].
             No, for there she sits — I see her.
 

MRS. HALM [sighing].
 That child! Heaven knows, she’s past my comprehending!
 

MISS JAY.
 But, Mr. Falk, I thought the lyric’s ending
 Was not so rich in — well, in poetry,
 As others of the stanzas seemed to be.
 

STIVER.
      Why yes, and I am sure it could not tax
      Your powers to get a little more inserted — 
 

FALK [clinking glasses with him].
 You cram it in, like putty into cracks,
 Till lean is into streaky fat converted.
 

STIVER [unruffled].
 Yes, nothing easier — I, too, in my day
 Could do the trick.
 

GULDSTAD.
                    Dear me! Were you a poet?
 

MISS JAY.
 My Stiver! Yes!
 

STIVER.
                   Oh, in a humble way.
 

MISS JAY [to the ladies].
 His nature is romantic.
 

MRS. HALM.
                          Yes, we know it.
 

STIVER.
 Not now; it’s ages since I turned a rhyme.
 

FALK.
 Yes varnish and romance go off with time.
 But in the old days — ?
 

STIVER.
                      Well, you see, ‘twas when
 I was in love.
 

FALK.
               Is that time over, then?
 Have you slept off the sweet intoxication?
 

STIVER.
 I’m now engaged — I hold official station — 
 That’s better than in love, I apprehend!
 

FALK.
 Quite so! You’re in the right my good old friend.
 The worst is past — vous voila bien avance — 
 Promoted from mere lover to fiance.
 

STIVER [with a smile of complacent recollection].
 It’s strange to think of it — upon my word,
 I half suspect my memory of lying — 
                            [Turns to FALK.
 But seven years ago — it sounds absurd! — 
 I wasted office hours in versifying.
 

FALK.
 What! Office hours — !
 

STIVER.
            Yes, such were my transgressions.
 

GULDSTAD [ringing on his glass].
 Silence for our solicitor’s confessions!
 

STIVER.
 But chiefly after five, when I was free,
 I’d rattle off whole reams of poetry — 
 Ten — fifteen folios ere I went to bed — 
 

FALK.
 I see — you gave your Pegasus his head,
 And off he tore — 
 

STIVER.
             On stamped or unstamped paper — 
 ‘Twas all the same to him — he’d prance and caper — 
 

FALK.
 The spring of poetry flowed no less flush?
 But how, pray, did you teach it first to gush?
 

STIVER.
 By aid of love’s divining-rod, my friend!
 Miss Jay it was that taught me where to bore,
 My fiancee — she became so in the end — 
 For then she was — 
 

FALK.
                    Your love and nothing more.
 

STIVER [continuing].
 ‘Twas a strange time; I could not read a bit;
 I tuned my pen instead of pointing it;
 And when along the foolscap sheet it raced,
 It twangled music to the words I traced; — 
 At last by letter I declared my flame
 To her — to her — 
 

FALK.
                  Whose fiancee you became.
 

STIVER.
 In course of post her answer came to hand — 
 The motion granted — judgment in my favour!
 

FALK.
 And you felt bigger, as you wrote, and braver,
 To find you’d brought your venture safe to land!
 

STIVER.
 Of course.
 

FALK.
        And you bade the Muse farewell?
 

STIVER.
 I’ve felt no lyric impulse, truth to tell,
 From that day forth. My vein appeared to peter
 Entirely out; and now, if I essay
 To turn a verse or two for New Year’s Day,
 I make the veriest hash of rhyme and metre,
 And — I’ve no notion what the cause can be — 
 It turns to law and not to poetry.
 

GULDSTAD [clinks glasses with him].
 And trust me, you’re no whit the worse for that!
                                        [To Falk.
 You think the stream of life is flowing solely
 To bear you to the goal you’re aiming at — 
 But here I lodge a protest energetic,
 Say what you will, against its wretched moral.
 A masterly economy and new
 To let the birds play havoc at their pleasure
 Among your fruit-trees, fruitless now for you,
 And suffer flocks and herds to trample through
 Your garden, and lay waste its springtide treasure!
 A pretty prospect, truly, for next year!
 

FALK.
 Oh, next, next, next! The thought I loathe and fear
 That these four letters timidly express — 
 It beggars millionaires in happiness!
 If I could be the autocrat of speech
 But for one hour, that hateful word I’d banish;
 I’d send it packing out of mortal reach,
 As B and G from Knudsen’s Grammar vanish.
 

STIVER.
 Why should the word of hope enrage you thus?
 

FALK.
 Because it darkens God’s fair earth for us.
 “Next year,” “next love,” “next life,” — my soul is vext
 To see this world in thraldom to “the next.”
 ‘Tis this dull forethought, bent on future prizes,
 That millionaires in gladness pauperises.
 Far as the eye can reach, it blurs the age;
 All rapture of the moment it destroys;
 No one dares taste in peace life’s simplest joys
 Until he’s struggled on another stage — 
 And there arriving, can he there repose?
 No — to a new “next” off he flies again;
 On, on, unresting to the grave he goes;
 And God knows if there’s any resting then.
 

MISS JAY.
 Fie, Mr. Falk, such sentiments are shocking.
 

ANNA [pensively].
 Oh, I can understand the feeling quite;
 I am sure at bottom Mr. Falk is right.
 

MISS JAY [perturbed].
 My Stiver mustn’t listen to his mocking.
 He’s rather too eccentric even now. — 
 My dear, I want you.
 

STIVER [occupied in cleaning his pipe].
                       Presently, my dear.
 

GULDSTAD [to FALK].
 One thing at least to me is very clear; — 
 And this is that you cannot but allow
 Some forethought indispensable. For see,
 Suppose that you to-day should write a sonnet,
 And, scorning forethought, you should lavish on it
 Your last reserve, your all, of poetry,
 So that, to-morrow, when you set about
 Your next song, you should find yourself cleaned out,
 Heavens! how your friends the critics then would crow!
 

FALK.
 D’you think they’d notice I was bankrupt? No!
 Once beggared of ideas, I and they
 Would saunter arm in arm the selfsame way — 
                                   [Breaking off.
 But Lind! why, what’s the matter with you, pray?
 You sit there dumb and dreaming — I suspect you’re
 Deep in the mysteries of architecture.
 

LIND [collecting himself].
 I? What should make you think so?
 

FALK.
                                   I observe.
 Your eyes are glued to the verandah yonder — 
 You’re studying, mayhap, its arches’ curve,
 Or can it be its pillars’ strength you ponder,
 The door perhaps, with hammered iron hinges?
 From something there your glances never wander.
 

LIND.
 No, you are wrong — I’m just absorbed in being — 
 Drunk with the hour — naught craving, naught foreseeing.
 I feel as though I stood, my life complete,
 With all earth’s riches scattered at my feet.
 Thanks for your song of happiness and spring — 
 From out my inmost heart it seemed to spring.
    [Lifts his glass and exchanges a glance, unobserved,
      with ANNA.
 Here’s to the blossom in its fragrant pride!
 What reck we of the fruit of autumn-tide?
                          [Empties his glass.
 

FALK [looks at him with surprise and emotion,
     but assumes a light tone].
 Behold, fair ladies! though you scorn me quite,
 Here I have made an easy proselyte.
 His hymn-book yesterday was all he cared for — 
 To-day e’en dithyrambics he’s prepared for!
 We poets must be born, cries every judge;
 But prose-folks, now and then, like Strasburg geese,
 Gorge themselves so inhumanly obese
 On rhyming balderdash and rhythmic fudge,
 That, when cleaned out, their very souls are thick
 With lyric lard and greasy rhetoric.
                                  [To LIND.
 Your praise, however, I shall not forget;
 We’ll sweep the lyre henceforward in duet.
 

MISS JAY.
 You, Mr. Falk, are hard at work, no doubt,
 Here in these rural solitudes delightful,
 Where at your own sweet will you roam about — 
 

MRS. HALM [smiling].
 Oh, no, his laziness is something frightful.
 

MISS JAY.
 What! here at Mrs. Halm’s! that’s most surprising — 
 Surely it’s just the place for poetising — 
                              [Pointing to the right.
 That summer-house, for instance, in the wood
 Sequestered, name me any place that could
 Be more conducive to poetic mood — 
 

FALK.
 Let blindness veil the sunlight from mine eyes,
 I’ll chant the splendour of the sunlit skies!
 Just for a season let me beg or borrow
 A great, a crushing, a stupendous sorrow,
 And soon you’ll hear my hymns of gladness rise!
 But best, Miss Jay, to nerve my wings for flight,
 Find me a maid to be my life, my light — 
 For that incitement long to heaven I’ve pleaded;
 But hitherto, worse luck, it hasn’t heeded.
 

MISS JAY.
 What levity!
 

MRS. HALM.
             Yes, most irreverent!
 

FALK.
 Pray don’t imagine it was my intent
 To live with her on bread and cheese and kisses.
 No! just upon the threshold of our blisses,
 Kind Heaven must snatch away the gift it lent.
 I need a little spiritual gymnastic;
 The dose in that form surely would be drastic.
 

SVANHILD.
 [Has during the talk approached; she stands close to
   the table, and says in a determined but whimsical tone:
 I’ll pray that such may be your destiny.
 But, when it finds you — bear it like a man.
 

FALK [turning round in surprise].
 Miss Svanhild! — well, I’ll do the best I can.
 But think you I may trust implicitly
 To finding your petitions efficacious?
 Heaven as you know, to faith alone is gracious — 
 And though you’ve doubtless will enough for two
 To make me bid my peace of mind adieu,
 Have you the faith to carry matters through?
 That is the question.
 

SVANHILD [half in jest].
                      Wait till sorrow comes,
 And all your being’s springtide chills and numbs,
 Wait till it gnaws and rends you, soon and late,
 Then tell me if my faith is adequate.
        [She goes across to the ladies.
 

MRS. HALM [aside to her].
 Can you two never be at peace? you’ve made
 Poor Mr. Falk quite angry, I’m afraid.
 

   [Continues reprovingly in a low voice. MISS JAY joins in
        the conversation. SVANHILD remains cold and silent.
 

FALK [after a pause of reflection goes over to the summer-house,
     then to himself].
 With fullest confidence her glances lightened.
 Shall I believe, as she does so securely,
 That Heaven intends — 
 

GULDSTAD.
                      No, hang it; don’t be frightened!
 The powers above would be demented surely
 To give effect to orders such as these.
 No, my good sir — the cure for your disease
 Is exercise for muscle, nerve, and sinew.
 Don’t lie there wasting all the grit that’s in you
 In idle dreams; cut wood, if that were all;
 And then I’ll say the devil’s in’t indeed
 If one brief fortnight does not find you freed
 From all your whimsies high-fantastical.
 

FALK.
 Fetter’d by choice, like Burnell’s ass, I ponder — 
 The flesh on this side, and the spirit yonder.
 Which were it wiser I should go for first?
 

GULDSTAD [filling the glasses].
 First have some punch — that quenches ire and thirst.
 

MRS. HALM [looking at her watch].
 Ha! Eight o’clock! my watch is either fast, or
 It’s just the time we may expect the Pastor.
      [Rises, and puts things in order on the verandah.
 

FALK.
 What! have we parsons coming?
 

MISS JAY.
                               Don’t you know?
 

MRS. HALM.
 I told you, just a little while ago — 
 

ANNA.
 No, mother — Mr. Falk had not yet come.
 

MRS. HALM.
 Why no, that’s true; but pray don’t look so glum.
 Trust me, you’ll be enchanted with his visit.
 

FALK.
 A clerical enchanter; pray who is it?
 

MRS. HALM.
 Why, Pastor Strawman, not unknown to fame.
 

FALK.
 Indeed! Oh, yes, I think I’ve heard his name,
 And read that in the legislative game
 He comes to take a hand, with voice and vote.
 

STIVER.
 He speaks superbly.
 

GULDSTAD.
                   When he’s cleared his throat.
 

MISS JAY.
 He’s coming with his wife — 
 

MRS. HALM.
                            And all their blessings — 
 

FALK.
 To give them three or four days’ treat, poor dears — 
 Soon he’ll be buried over head and ears
 In Swedish muddles and official messings — 
 I see!
 

MRS. HALM [to FALK].
       Now there’s a man for you, in truth!
 

GULDSTAD.
 They say he was a rogue, though, in his youth.
 

MISS JAY [offended].
 There, Mr. Guldstad, I must break a lance!
 I’ve heard as long as I can recollect,
 Most worthy people speak with great respect
 Of Pastor Strawman and his life’s romance.
 

GULDSTAD [laughing].
 Romance?
 

MISS JAY.
          Romance! I call a match romantic
 At which mere worldly wisdom looks askance.
 

FALK.
 You make my curiosity gigantic.
 

MISS JAY [continuing].
 But certain people always grow splenetic — 
 Why, goodness knows — at everything pathetic,
 And scoff it down. We all know how, of late,
 An unfledged, upstart undergraduate
 Presumed, with brazen insolence, to declare
 That “William Russell”(1)was a poor affair!
 

FALK.
 But what has this to do with Strawman, pray?
 Is he a poem, or a Christian play?
 

MISS JAY [with tears of emotion].
 No, Falk, — a man, with heart as large as day.
 But when a — so to speak — mere lifeless thing
 Can put such venom into envy’s sting,
 And stir up evil passions fierce and fell
 Of such a depth — 
 

FALK [sympathetically].
                   And such a length as well — 
 

MISS JAY.
 Why then, a man of your commanding brain
 Can’t fail to see — 
 

FALK.
                     Oh, yes, that’s very plain.
 But hitherto I haven’t quite made out
 The nature, style, and plot of this romance.
 It’s something quite delightful I’ve no doubt — 
 But just a little inkling in advance — 
 

STIVER.
 I will abstract, in rapid resume,
 The leading points.
 

MISS JAY.
                     No, I am more au fait,
 I know the ins and outs — 
 

MRS. HALM.
                           I know them too!
 

MISS JAY.
 Oh Mrs. Halm! now let me tell it, do!
 Well, Mr. Falk, you see — he passed at college
 For quite a miracle of wit and knowledge,
 Had admirable taste in books and dress — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 And acted — privately — with great success.
 

MISS JAY.
 Yes, wait a bit — he painted, played and wrote — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 And don’t forget his gift of anecdote.
 

MISS JAY.
 Do give me time; I know the whole affair:
 He made some verses, set them to an air,
 Also his own, — and found a publisher.
 O heavens! with what romantic melancholy
 He played and sang his “Madrigals to Molly”!
 

MRS. HALM.
 He was a genius, the simple fact.
 

GULDSTAD [to himself].
 Hm! Some were of opinion he was cracked.
 

FALK.
 A gray old stager,(2)whose sagacious head
 Was never upon mouldy parchments fed,
 Says “Love makes Petrarchs, just as many lambs
 And little occupation, Abrahams.”
 But who was Molly?
 

MISS JAY.
                    Molly? His elect,
 His lady-love, whom shortly we expect.
 Of a great firm her father was a member — 
 

GULDSTAD.
 A timber house.
 

MISS JAY [curtly].
                 I’m really not aware.
 

GULDSTAD.
 Did a large trade in scantlings, I remember.
 

MISS JAY.
 That is the trivial side of the affair.
 

FALK.
 A firm?
 

MISS JAY [continuing].
         Of vast resources, I’m informed.
 You can imagine how the suitors swarm’d;
 Gentlemen of the highest reputation. — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 Even a baronet made application.
 

MISS JAY.
 But Molly was not to be made their catch.
 She had met Strawman upon private stages;
 To see him was to love him — 
 

FALK.
                              And despatch
 The wooing gentry home without their wages?
 

MRS. HALM.
 Was it not just a too romantic match?
 

MISS JAY.
 And then there was a terrible old father,
 Whose sport was thrusting happy souls apart;
 She had a guardian also, as I gather,
 To add fresh torment to her tortured heart.
 But each of them was loyal to his vow;
 A straw-hatched cottage and a snow-white ewe
 They dream’d of, just enough to nourish two — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 Or at the very uttermost a cow, — 
 

MISS JAY.
 In short, I’ve heard it from the lips of both, — 
 A beck, a byre, two bosoms, and one troth.
 

FALK.
 Ah yes! And then — ?
 

MISS JAY.
                     She broke with kin and class.
 

FALK.
 She broke — ?
 

MRS. HALM.
              Broke with them.
 

FALK.
                               There’s a plucky lass!
 

MISS JAY.
 And fled to Strawman’s garret — 
 

FALK.
                                 How? Without — 
 Ahem, the priestly consecration?
 

MISS JAY.
                                  Shame!
 

MRS. HALM.
 Fy, fy! my late beloved husband’s name
 Was on the list of sponsors — !
 

STIVER [to MISS JAY].
                                The one room
 Not housing sheep and cattle, I presume.
 

MISS JAY [to STIVER].
 O, but you must consider this, my friend;
 There is no Want where Love’s the guiding star;
 All’s right without if tender Troth’s within.
                                          [To Falk.
 He loved her to the notes of the guitar,
 And she gave lessons on the violin — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 Then all, of course, on credit they bespoke — 
 

GULDSTAD.
 Till, in a year, the timber merchant broke.
 

MRS. HALM.
 Then Strawman had a call to north.
 

MISS JAY.
                                    And there
 Vowed, in a letter that I saw (as few did),
 He lived but for his duty, and for her.
 

FALK [as if completing her statement].
 And with those words his Life’s Romance concluded.
 

MRS. HALM [rising].
 How if we should go out upon the lawn,
 And see if there’s no prospect of them yet?
 

MISS JAY [drawing on her mantle].
 It’s cool already.
 

MRS. HALM.
                    Svanhild, will you get
 My woollen shawl? — Come ladies, pray!
 

LIND [to ANNA, unobserved by the others].
                                       Go on!
 

   [SVANHILD goes into the house; the others, except
        FALK, go towards the back and out to the left.
        LIND, who has followed, stops and returns.
 

LIND.
 My friend!
 

FALK.
           Ah, ditto.
 

LIND.
                     Falk, your hand! The tide
 Of joy’s so vehement, it will perforce
 Break out — 
 

FALK.
             Hullo there; you must first be tried;
 Sentence and hanging follow in due course.
 Now, what on earth’s the matter? To conceal
 From me, your friend, this treasure of your finding;
 For you’ll confess the inference is binding:
 You’ve come into a prize off Fortune’s wheel!
 

LIND.
 I’ve snared and taken Fortune’s blessed bird!
 

FALK.
 How? Living, — and undamaged by the steel?
 

LIND.
 Patience; I’ll tell the matter in one word.
 I am engaged! Conceive — !
 

FALK [quickly].
                            Engaged!
 

LIND.
                                     It’s true!
 To-day, — with unimagined courage swelling,
 I said, — ahem, it will not bear re-telling; — 
 But only think, — the sweet young maiden grew
 Quite rosy-red, — but not at all enraged!
 You see, Falk, what I ventured for a bride!
 She listened, — and I rather think she cried;
 That, sure, means “Yes”?
 

FALK.
                          If precedents decide;
 Go on.
 

LIND.
         And so we really are — engaged?
 

FALK.
 I should conclude so; but the only way
 To be quite certain, is to ask Miss Jay.
 

LIND.
 O no, I feel so confident, so clear!
 So perfectly assured, and void of fear.
                 [Radiantly, in a mysterious tone.
 Hark! I had leave her fingers to caress
 When from the coffee-board she drew the cover.
 

FALK [lifting and emptying his glass].
 Well, flowers of spring your wedding garland dress!
 

LIND [doing the same].
 And here I swear by heaven that I will love her
 Until I die, with love as infinite
 As now glows in me, — for she is so sweet!
 

FALK.
 Engaged! Aha, so that was why you flung
 The Holy Law and Prophets on the shelf!
 

LIND [laughing].
 And you believed it was the song you sung — !
 

FALK.
 A poet believes all things of himself.
 

LIND [seriously].
 Don’t think, however, Falk, that I dismiss
 The theologian from my hour of bliss.
 Only, I find the Book will not suffice
 As Jacob’s ladder unto Paradise.
 I must into God’s world, and seek Him there.
 A boundless kindness in my heart upsprings,
 I love the straw, I love the creeping things;
 They also in my joy shall have a share.
 

FALK.
 Yes, only tell me this, though — 
 

LIND.
                                  I have told it, — 
 My precious secret, and our three hearts hold it!
 

FALK.
 But have you thought about the future?
 

LIND.
                                        Thought?
 I? — thought about the future? No, from this
 Time forth I live but in the hour that is.
 In home shall all my happiness be sought;
 We hold Fate’s reins, we drive her hither, thither,
 And neither friend nor mother shall have right
 To say unto my budding blossom: Wither!
 For I am earnest and her eyes are bright,
 And so it must unfold into the light!
 

FALK.
 Yes, Fortune likes you, you will serve her turn!
 

LIND.
 My spirits like wild music glow and burn;
 I feel myself a Titan: though a foss
 Opened before me — I would leap across!
 

FALK.
 Your love, you mean to say, in simple prose,
 Has made a reindeer of you.
 

LIND.
                             Well, suppose;
 But in my wildest flight, I know the nest
 In which my heart’s dove longs to be at rest!
 

FALK.
 Well then, to-morrow it may fly con brio,
 You’re off into the hills with the quartette.
 I’ll guarantee you against cold and wet — 
 

LIND.
 Pooh, the quartette may go and climb in trio,
 The lowly dale has mountain air for me;
 Here I’ve the immeasurable fjord, the flowers,
 Here I have warbling birds and choral bowers,
 And lady fortune’s self, — for here is she!
 

FALK.
 Ah, lady Fortune by our Northern water caught her!
                     [With a glance towards the house.
 Hist — Svanhild — 
 

LIND.
                  Well; I go, — disclose to none
 The secret that we share alone with one.
 ‘Twas good of you to listen; now enfold it
 Deep in your heart, — warm, glowing, as I told it.
 

[He goes out in the background to the others. FALK looks after him a moment, and paces up and down in the garden, visibly striving to master his agitation. Presently SVANHILD comes out with a shawl on her arm, and is going towards the back. FALK approaches and gazes at her fixedly. SVANHILD stops.
 

SVANHILD [after a short pause].
 You gaze at me so!
 

FALK [half to himself].
                    Yes, ‘tis there — the same;
 The shadow in her eyes’ deep mirror sleeping,
 The roguish elf about her lips a-peeping,
 It is there.
 

SVANHILD.
              What? You frighten me.
 

FALK.
                                      Your name
 Is Svanhild?
 

SVANHILD.
              Yes, you know it very well.
 

FALK.
 But do you know the name is laughable?
 I beg you to discard it from to-night!
 

SVANHILD.
 That would be far beyond a daughter’s right — 
 

FALK [laughing].
 Hm. “Svanhild! Svanhild!”
                       [With sudden gravity.
                 With your earliest breath
 How came you by this prophecy of death?
 

SVANHILD.
 Is it so grim?
 

FALK.
             No, lovely as a song,
 But for our age too great and stern and strong,
 How can a modern demoiselle fill out
 The ideal that heroic name expresses?
 No, no, discard it with your outworn dresses.
 

SVANHILD.
 You mean the mythical princess, no doubt — 
 

FALK.
 Who, guiltless, died beneath the horse’s feet.
 

SVANHILD.
 But now such acts are clearly obsolete.
 No, no, I’ll mount his saddle! There’s my place!
 How often have I dreamt, in pensive ease,
 He bore me, buoyant, through the world apace,
 His mane a flag of freedom in the breeze!
 

FALK.
 Yes, the old tale. In “pensive ease” no mortal
 Is stopped by thwarting bar or cullis’d portal;
 Fearless we cleave the ether without bound;
 In practice, tho’, we shrewdly hug the ground;
 For all love life and, having choice, will choose it;
 And no man dares to leap where he may lose it.
 

SVANHILD.
 Yes! show me but the end, I’ll spurn the shore;
 But let the end be worth the leaping for!
 A Ballarat beyond the desert sands — 
 Else each will stay exactly where he stands.
 

FALK [sarcastically].
 I grasp the case; — the due conditions fail.
 

SVANHILD [eagerly].
 Exactly: what’s the use of spreading sail
 When there is not a breath of wind astir?
 

FALK [ironically].
 Yes, what’s the use of plying whip and spur
 When there is not a penny of reward
 For him who tears him from the festal board,
 And mounts, and dashes headlong to perdition?
 Such doing for the deed’s sake asks a knight,
 And knighthood’s now an idle superstition.
 That was your meaning, possibly?
 

SVANHILD.
                                  Quite right.
 Look at that fruit tree in the orchard close, — 
 No blossom on its barren branches blows.
 You should have seen last year with what brave airs
 It staggered underneath its world of pears.
 

FALK [uncertain].
 No doubt, but what’s the moral you impute?
 

SVANHILD [with finesse].
 O, among other things, the bold unreason
 Of modern Zacharies who seek for fruit.
 If the tree blossom’d to excess last season,
 You must not crave the blossoms back in this.
 

FALK.
 I knew you’d find your footing in the ways
 Of old romance.
 

SVANHILD.
                 Yes, modern virtue is
 Of quite another stamp. Who now arrays
 Himself to battle for the truth? Who’ll stake
 His life and person fearless for truth’s sake?
 Where is the hero?
 

FALK [looking keenly at her].
                    Where is the Valkyria?
 

SVANHILD [shaking her head].
 Valkyrias find no market in this land!
 When the faith lately was assailed in Syria,
 Did you go out with the crusader-band?
 No, but on paper you were warm and willing, — 
 And sent the “Clerical Gazette” a shilling.
 

   [Pause. FALK is about to retort, but checks
       himself, and goes into the garden.
 

SVANHILD [after watching him a moment, approaches him and asks gently: Falk, are you angry?
 

FALK.
                      No, I only brood, — 
 

SVANHILD [with thoughtful sympathy].
 You seem to be two natures, still at feud, — 
 Unreconciled — 
 

FALK.
                I know it well.
 

SVANHILD [impetuously].
                                But why?
 

FALK [losing self-control].
 Why, why? Because I hate to go about
 With soul bared boldly to the vulgar eye,
 As Jock and Jennie hang their passions out;
 To wear my glowing heart upon my sleeve,
 Like women in low dresses. You, alone,
 Svanhild, you only, — you, I did believe, — 
 Well, it is past, that dream, for ever flown. — 
 

   [She goes to the summer-house and looks out;
       he follows.
 

You listen — ?
 

SVANHILD.
               To another voice, that sings.
 Hark! every evening when the sun’s at rest,
 A little bird floats hither on beating wings, — 
 See there — it darted from its leafy nest — 
 And, do you know, it is my faith, as oft
 As God makes any songless soul, He sends
 A little bird to be her friend of friends,
 And sing for ever in her garden-croft.
 

FALK [picking up a stone].
 Then must the owner and the bird be near,
 Or its song’s squandered on a stranger’s ear.
 

SVANHILD.
 Yes, that is true; but I’ve discovered mine.
 Of speech and song I am denied the power,
 But when it warbles in its leafy bower,
 Poems flow in upon my brain like wine — 
 Ah, yes, — they fleet — they are not to be won — 
 

[FALK throws the stone. SVANHILD screams.
 

O God, you’ve hit it! Ah, what have you done!
 

[She hurries out to the the right and then quickly returns.
 

O pity! pity!
 

FALK [in passionate agitation].
               No, — but eye for eye,
 Svanhild, and tooth for tooth. Now you’ll attend
 No further greetings from your garden-friend,
 No guerdon from the land of melody.
 That is my vengeance: as you slew I slay.
 

SVANHILD.
 I slew?
 

FALK.
         You slew. Until this very day,
 A clear-voiced song-bird warbled in my soul;
 See, — now one passing bell for both may toll — 
 You’ve killed it!
 

SVANHILD.
                   Have I?
 

FALK.
                          Yes, for you have slain
 My young, high-hearted, joyous exultation — 
                                  [Contemptuously.
 By your betrothal!
 

SVANHILD.
                    How! But pray explain — !
 

FALK.
 O, it’s in full accord with expectation;
 He gets his licence, enters orders, speeds to
 A post, — as missionary in the West — 
 

SVANHILD [in the same tone].
 A pretty penny, also, he succeeds to; — 
 For it is Lind you speak of — ?
 

FALK.
                                You know best
 Of whom I speak.
 

SVANHILD [with a subdued smile].
                  As the bride’s sister, true,
 I cannot help — 
 

FALK.
                 Great God! It is not you — ?
 

SVANHILD.
 Who win this overplus of bliss? Ah no!
 

FALK [with almost childish joy].
 It is not you! O God be glorified!
 What love, what mercy does He not bestow!
 I shall not see you as another’s bride; — 
 ‘Twas but the fire of pain He bade me bear — 
                     [Tries to seize her hand.
 O hear me, Svanhild, hear me then — 
 

SVANHILD [pointing quickly to the background].
                                     See there!
 

   [She goes towards the house. At the same moment
       MRS. HALM, ANNA, MISS JAY, GULDSTAD, STIVER, and
       LIND emerge from the background. During the
       previous scene the sun has set; it is now dark.
 

MRS. HALM [to SVANHILD].
 The Strawmans may be momently expected.
 Where have you been?
 

MISS JAY [after glancing at FALK].
                      Your colour’s very high.
 

SVANHILD.
 A little face-ache; it will soon pass by.
 

MRS. HALM.
 And yet you walk at nightfall unprotected?
 Arrange the room, and see that tea is ready;
 Let everything be nice; I know the lady.
                               [Svanhild goes in.
 

STIVER [to FALK].
 What is the colour of this parson’s coat?
 

FALK.
 I guess bread-taxers would not catch his vote.
 

STIVER.
 How if one made allusion to the store
 Of verses, yet unpublished, in my drawer?
 

FALK.
 It might do something.
 

STIVER.
                       Would to heaven it might!
 Our wedding’s imminent; our purses light.
 Courtship’s a very serious affair.
 

FALK.
 Just so: “Qu’allais-tu faire dans cette galere?”
 

STIVER.
 Is courtship a “galere”?
 

FALK.
                          No, married lives; — 
 All servitude, captivity, and gyves.
 

STIVER [seeing MISS JAY approach].
 You little know what wealth a man obtains
 From woman’s eloquence and woman’s brains.
 

MISS JAY [aside to STIVER].
 Will Guldstad give us credit, think you?
 

STIVER [peevishly].
                                          I
 Am not quite certain of it yet: I’ll try.
 

   [They withdraw in conversation; LIND and
       ANNA approach.
 

LIND [aside to FALK].
 I can’t endure it longer; in post-haste
 I must present her — 
 

FALK.
                      You had best refrain,
 And not initiate the eye profane
 Into your mysteries — 
 

LIND.
                        That would be a jest! — 
 From you, my fellow-boarder, and my mate,
 To keep concealed my new-found happy state!
 Nay, now, my head with Fortune’s oil anointed — 
 

FALK.
 You think the occasion good to get it curled?
 Well, my good friend, you won’t be disappointed;
 Go and announce your union to the world!
 

LIND.
 Other reflections also weigh with me,
 And one of more especial gravity;
 Say that there lurked among our motley band
 Some sneaking, sly pretender to her hand;
 Say, his attentions became undisguised, — 
 We should be disagreeably compromised.
 

FALK.
 Yes, it is true; it had escaped my mind,
 You for a higher office were designed,
 Love as his young licentiate has retained you;
 Shortly you’ll get a permanent position;
 But it would be defying all tradition
 If at the present moment he ordained you.
 

LIND.
 Yes if the merchant does not — 
 

FALK.
                                What of him?
 

ANNA [troubled].
 Oh, it is Lind’s unreasonable whim.
 

LIND.
 Hush; I’ve a deep foreboding that the man
 Will rob me of my treasure, if he can.
 The fellow, as we know, comes daily down,
 Is rich, unmarried, takes you round the town;
 In short, my own, regard it as we will,
 There are a thousand things that bode us ill.
 

ANNA [sighing].
 Oh, it’s too bad; to-day was so delicious!
 

FALK [sympathetically to LIND].
 Don’t wreck your joy, unfoundedly suspicious,
 Don’t hoist your flag till time the truth disclose — 
 

ANNA.
 Great God! Miss Jay is looking; hush, be still!
 

[She and LIND withdraw in different directions.
 

FALK [looking after LIND].
 So to the ruin of his youth he goes.
 

GULDSTAD. [Who has meantime been conversing on the steps
          with MRS. HALM and MISS JAY, approaches FALK
          and slaps him on the shoulder.
 Well, brooding on a poem?
 

FALK.
                           No, a play.
 

GULDSTAD.
 The deuce; — I never heard it was your line.
 

FALK.
 O no, the author is a friend of mine,
 And your acquaintance also, I daresay.
 The knave’s a dashing writer, never doubt.
 Only imagine, in a single day
 He’s worked a perfect little Idyll out.
 

GULDSTAD [slily].
 With happy ending, doubtless!
 

FALK.
                               You’re aware,
 No curtain falls but on a plighted pair.
 Thus with the Trilogy’s First Part we’ve reckoned;
 But now the poet’s labour-throes begin;
 The Comedy of Troth-plight, Part the Second,
 Thro’ five insipid Acts he has to spin,
 And of that staple, finally, compose
 Part Third, — or Wedlock’s Tragedy, in prose.
 

GULDSTAD [smiling].
 The poet’s vein is catching, it would seem.
 

FALK.
 Really? How so, pray?
 

GULDSTAD.
                        Since I also pore
 And ponder over a poetic scheme, — 
                            [Mysteriously.
 An actuality — and not a dream.
 

FALK.
 And pray, who is the hero of your theme?
 

GULDSTAD.
 I’ll tell you that to-morrow — not before.
 

FALK.
 It is yourself!
 

GULDSTAD.
                 You think me equal to it?
 

FALK.
 I’m sure no other mortal man could do it.
 But then the heroine? No city maid,
 I’ll swear, but of the country, breathing balm?
 

GULDSTAD [lifting his finger].
 Ah, — that’s the point, and must not be betrayed! — 
                                [Changing his tone.
 Pray tell me your opinion of Miss Halm.
 

FALK.
 O you’re best able to pronounce upon her;
 My voice can neither credit nor dishonour, — 
                                      [Smiling.
 But just take care no mischief-maker blot
 This fine poetic scheme of which you talk.
 Suppose I were so shameless as to balk
 The meditated climax of the plot?
 

GULDSTAD [good-naturedly].
 Well, I would cry “Amen,” and change my plan.
 

FALK.
 What!
 

GULDSTAD.
       Why, you see, you are a letter’d man;
 How monstrous were it if your skill’d design
 Were ruined by a bungler’s hand like mine!
                    [Retires to the background.
 

FALK [in passing, to LIND].
 Yes, you were right; the merchant’s really scheming
 The ruin of your new-won happiness.
 

LIND [aside to ANNA].
 Now then you see, my doubting was not dreaming;
 We’ll go this very moment and confess.
 

   [They approach MRS. HALM, who is standing with Miss Jay
       by the house.
 

GULDSTAD [conversing with STIVER].
 ‘Tis a fine evening.
 

STIVER.
                      Very likely, — when
 A man’s disposed — 
 

GULDSTAD [facetiously].
                    What, all not running smooth
 In true love’s course?
 

STIVER.
                       Not that exactly — 
 

FALK [coming up].
                                           Then
 With your engagement?
 

STIVER.
                       That’s about the truth.
 

FALK.
 Hurrah! Your spendthrift pocket has a groat
 Or two still left, it seems, of poetry.
 

STIVER [stiffly].
 I cannot see what poetry has got
 To do with my engagement, or with me.
 

FALK.
 You are not meant to see; when lovers prove
 What love is, all is over with their love.
 

GULDSTAD [to STIVER].
 But if there’s matter for adjustment, pray
 Let’s hear it.
 

STIVER.
                I’ve been pondering all day
 Whether the thing is proper to disclose,
 But still the Ayes are balanced by the Noes.
 

FALK.
 I’ll right you in one sentence. Ever since
 As plighted lover you were first installed,
 You’ve felt yourself, if I may say so, galled — 
 

STIVER.
 And sometimes to the quick.
 

FALK.
                            You’ve had to wince
 Beneath a crushing load of obligations
 That you’d send packing, if good form permitted.
 That’s what’s the matter.
 

STIVER.
                           Monstrous accusations!
 My legal debts I’ve honestly acquitted;
 But other bonds next month are falling due;
                                     [To GULDSTAD.
 When a man weds, you see, he gets a wife — 
 

FALK [triumphant].
 Now your youth’s heaven once again is blue;
 There rang an echo from your old song-life!
 That’s how it is: I read you thro’ and thro’;
 Wings, wings were all you wanted, — and a knife!
 

STIVER.
 A knife?
 

FALK.
          Yes, Resolution’s knife, to sever
 Each captive bond, and set you free for ever,
 To soar — 
 

STIVER [angrily].
            Nay, now you’re insolent beyond
 Endurance! Me to charge with violation
 Of law, — me, me with plotting to abscond!
 It’s libellous, malicious defamation,
 Insult and calumny — 
 

FALK.
                       Are you insane?
 What is all this about? Explain! Explain!
 

GULDSTAD [laughingly to STIVER].
 Yes, clear your mind of all this balderdash!
 What do you want?
 

STIVER [pulling himself together].
                   A trifling loan in cash.
 

FALK.
 A loan!
 

STIVER [hurriedly to GULDSTAD].
         That is, I mean to say, you know,
 A voucher for a ten pound note, or so.
 

MISS JAY [to LIND and ANNA].
 I wish you joy! How lovely, how delicious!
 

GULDSTAD [going up to the ladies].
 Pray what has happened?
          [To himself.] This was unpropitious.
 

FALK [throws his arms about STIVER’s neck].
 Hurrah! the trumpet’s dulcet notes proclaim
 A brother born to you in Amor’s name!
                     [Drags him to the others.
 

MISS JAY [to the gentlemen].
 Think! Lind and Anna — think! — have plighted hearts,
 Affianced lovers!
 

MRS. HALM [with tears of emotion].
                   ’Tis the eighth in order
 Who well-provided from this house departs;
                                       [To FALK.
 Seven nieces wedded-always with a boarder — 
     [Is overcome; presses her handkerchief to her eyes.
 

MISS JAY [to ANNA].
 Well, there will come a flood of gratulation!
                       [Caresses her with emotion.
 

LIND [seizing FALK’s hand].
 My friend, I walk in rapt intoxication!
 

FALK.
 Hold! As a plighted man you are a member
 Of Rapture’s Temperance-association.
 Observe it’s rules; — no orgies here, remember!
           [Turning to GULDSTAD sympathetically.
 Well, my good sir!
 

GULDSTAD [beaming with pleasure].
                    I think this promises
 All happiness for both.
 

FALK [staring at him].
                         You seem to stand
 The shock with exemplary self-command.
 That’s well.
 

GULDSTAD.
              What do you mean, sir?
 

FALK.
                                     Only this;
 That inasmuch as you appeared to feed
 Fond expectations of your own — 
 

GULDSTAD.
                                 Indeed?
 

FALK.
 At any rate, you were upon the scent.
 You named Miss Halm; you stood upon this spot
 And asked me — 
 

GULDSTAD [smiling].
                There are two, though, are there not?
 

FALK.
 It was — the other sister that you meant?
 

GULDSTAD.
 That sister, yes, the other one, — just so.
 Judge for yourself, when you have come to know
 That sister better, if she has not in her
 Merits which, if they were divined, would win her
 A little more regard than we bestow.
 

FALK [coldly].
 Her virtues are of every known variety
 I’m sure.
 

GULDSTAD.
           Not quite; the accent of society
 She cannot hit exactly; there she loses.
 

FALK.
 A grievous fault.
 

GULDSTAD.
                   But if her mother chooses
 To spend a winter on her, she’ll come out of it
 Queen of them all, I’ll wager.
 

FALK.
                                Not a doubt of it.
 

GULDSTAD [laughing].
 Young women are odd creatures, to be sure!
 

FALK [gaily].
 Like winter rye-seed, canopied secure
 By frost and snow, invisibly they sprout.
 

GULDSTAD.
 Then in the festive ball-room bedded out — 
 

FALK.
 With equivique and scandal for manure — 
 

GULDSTAD.
 And when April sun shines — 
 

FALK.
                             There the blade is;
 The seed shot up in mannikin green ladies!
 

[LIND comes up and seizes FALK’s hand.
 

LIND.
 How well I chose, — past understanding well; — 
 I feel a bliss that nothing can dispel.
 

GULDSTAD.
 There stands your mistress; tell us, if you can,
 The right demeanor for a plighted man.
 

LIND [perturbed].
 That’s a third person’s business to declare.
 

GULDSTAD [joking].
 Ill-tempered! This to Anna’s ears I’ll bear.
                             [Goes to the ladies.
 

LIND [looking after him].
 Can such a man be tolerated?
 

FALK.
                              You
 Mistook his aim, however, — 
 

LIND.
                              And how so?
 

FALK.
 It was not Anna that he had in view.
 

LIND.
 How, was it Svanhild?
 

FALK.
                       Well, I hardly know.
                               [Whimsically.
 Forgive me, martyr to another’s cause!
 

LIND.
 What do you mean?
 

FALK.
                   You’ve read the news to-night?
 

LIND.
 No.
 

FALK.
     Do so. There ‘tis told in black and white
 Of one who, ill-luck’s bitter counsel taking,
 Had his sound teeth extracted from his jaws
 Because his cousin-german’s teeth were aching.
 

MISS JAY [looking out to the left].
 Here comes the priest!
 

MRS. HALM.
                        Now see a man of might!
 

STIVER.
 Five children, six, seven, eight — 
 

FALK.
                         And, heavens, all recent!
 

MISS JAY.
 Ugh! it is almost to be called indecent.
 

   [A carriage has meantime been heard stopping outside
       to the left. STRAWMAN, his wife, and eight little
       girls, all in traveling dress, enter one by one.
 

MRS. HALM. [advancing to meet them].
 Welcome, a hearty welcome!
 

STRAWMAN.
                            Thank you.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
                                       It is
 A party?
 

MRS. HALM.
          No, dear madam, not at all.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 If we disturb you — 
 

MRS. HALM.
                      Au contraire, your visit
 Could in no wise more opportunely fall.
 My Anna’s just engaged.
 

STRAWMAN [shaking ANNA’s hand with unction].
                         Ah then, I must
 Bear witness; — Lo! in wedded Love’s presented
 A treasure such as neither moth nor rust
 Corrupt — if it be duly supplemented.
 

MRS. HALM.
 But how delightful that your little maids
 Should follow you to town.
 

STRAWMAN.
                            Four tender blades
 We have besides.
 

MRS. HALM.
                  Ah, really?
 

STRAWMAN.
                              Three of whom
 Are still too infantine to take to heart
 A loving father’s absence, when I come
 To town for sessions.
 

MISS JAY [to MRS. HALM, bidding farewell].
                       Now I must depart.
 

MRS. HALM.
 O, it is still so early!
 

MISS JAY.
                          I must fly
 To town and spread the news. The Storms, I know,
 Go late to rest, they will be up; and oh!
 How glad the aunts will be! Now, dear, put by
 Your shyness; for to-morrow a spring-tide
 Of callers will flow in from every side!
 

MRS. HALM.
 Well, then, good-night
                                [To the others.
           Now friends, what would you say
 To drinking tea?
                              [To MRS. STRAWMAN.
 Pray, madam, lead the way.
 

   [MRS. HALM, STRAWMAN, his wife and children, with
       GULDSTAD, LIND, and ANNA go into the house.
 

MISS JAY [taking STIVER’s arm].
 Now let’s be tender! Look how softly floats
 Queen Luna on her throne o’er lawn and lea! — 
 Well, but you are not looking!
 

STIVER [crossly].
                                Yes, I see;
 I’m thinking of the promissory notes.
 

[They go out to the left. FALK, who has been continuously watching STRAWMAN and his wife, remains behind alone in the garden. It is now dark; the house is lighted up.
 

FALK.
 All is as if burnt out; — all desolate, dead — !
 So thro’ the world they wander, two and two;
 Charred wreckage, like the blackened stems that strew
 The forest when the withering fire is fled.
 Far as the eye can travel, all is drought.
 And nowhere peeps one spray of verdure out!
 

   [SVANHILD comes out on to the verandah with a
       flowering rose-tree which she sets down.
 

Yes one — yes one — !
 

SVANHILD.
                     Falk, in the dark?
 

FALK.
                                        And fearless!
 Darkness to me is fair, and light is cheerless.
 But are not you afraid in yonder walls
 Where the lamp’s light on sallow corpses falls — 
 

SVANHILD.
 Shame!
 

FALK [looking after STRAWMAN who appears at the window].
        He was once so brilliant and strong;
 Warred with the world to win his mistress; passed
 For Custom’s doughtiest iconoclast;
 And pored forth love in paeans of glad song — !
 Look at him now! In solemn robes and wraps,
 A two-legged drama on his own collapse!
 And she, the limp-skirt slattern, with the shoes
 Heel-trodden, that squeak and clatter in her traces,
 This is the winged maid who was his Muse
 And escort to the kingdom of the graces!
 Of all that fire this puff of smoke’s the end!

Sic transit gloria amoris, friend.
 

SVANHILD.
 Yes, it is wretched, wretched past compare.
 I know of no one’s lot that I would share.
 

FALK [eagerly].
 Then let us two rise up and bid defiance
 To this same order Art, not Nature, bred!
 

SVANHILD [shaking her head].
 Then were the cause for which we made alliance
 Ruined, as sure as this is earth we tread.
 

FALK.
 No, triumph waits upon two souls in unity.
 To Custom’s parish-church no more we’ll wend,
 Seatholders in the Philistine community.
 See, Personality’s one aim and end
 Is to be independent, free and true.
 In that I am not wanting, nor are you.
 A fiery spirit pulses in your veins,
 For thoughts that master, you have works that burn;
 The corslet of convention, that constrains
 The beating hearts of other maids, you spurn.
 The voice that you were born with will not chime to
 The chorus Custom’s baton gives the time to.
 

SVANHILD.
 And do you think pain has not often pressed
 Tears from my eyes, and quiet from my breast?
 I longed to shape my way to my own bent — 
 

FALK.
 “In pensive ease?”
 

SVANHILD.
                    O, no, ‘twas sternly meant.
 But then the aunts came in with well-intended
 Advice, the matter must be sifted, weighed — 
                                [Coming nearer.
 “In pensive ease,” you say; oh no, I made
 A bold experiment — in art.
 

FALK.
                            Which ended — ?
 

SVANHILD.
 In failure. I lacked talent for the brush.
 The thirst for freedom, tho’, I could not crush;
 Checked at the easel, it essayed the stage — 
 

FALK.
 That plan was shattered also, I engage?
 

SVANHILD.
 Upon the eldest aunt’s suggestion, yes;
 She much preferred a place as governess — 
 

FALK.
 But of all this I never heard a word!
 

SVANHILD [smiling].
 No wonder; they took care that none was heard.
 They trembled at the risk “my future” ran
 If this were whispered to unmarried Man.
 

FALK [after gazing a moment at her in meditative sympathy].
 That such must be your lot I long had guessed.
 When first I met you, I can well recall,
 You seemed to me quite other than the rest,
 Beyond the comprehension of them all.
 They sat at table, — fragrant tea a-brewing,
 And small-talk humming with the tea in tune,
 The young girls blushing and the young men cooing,
 Like pigeons on a sultry afternoon.
 Old maids and matrons volubly averred
 Morality and faith’s supreme felicity,
 Young wives were loud in praise of domesticity,
 While you stood lonely like a mateless bird.
 And when at last the gabbling clamour rose
 To a tea-orgy, a debauch of prose,
 You seemed a piece of silver, newly minted,
 Among foul notes and coppers dulled and dinted.
 You were a coin imported, alien, strange,
 Here valued at another rate of change,
 Not passing current in that babel mart
 Of poetry and butter, cheese and art.
 Then — while Miss Jay in triumph took the field — 
 

SVANHILD [gravely].
 Her knight behind her, like a champion bold,
 His hat upon his elbow, like a shield — 
 

FALK.
 Your mother nodded to your untouched cup:
 “Drink, Svanhild dear, before your tea grows cold.”
 And then you drank the vapid liquor up,
 The mawkish brew beloved of young and old.
 But that name gripped me with a sudden spell;
 The grim old Volsungs as they fought and fell,
 With all their faded aeons, seemed to rise
 In never-ending line before my eyes.
 In you I saw a Svanhild, like the old,(3)
 But fashioned to the modern age’s mould.
 Sick of its hollow warfare is the world;
 Its lying banner it would fain have furled;
 But when the world does evil, its offence
 Is blotted in the blood of innocence.
 

SVANHILD [with gentle irony].
 I think, at any rate, the fumes of tea
 Must answer for that direful fantasy;
 But ‘tis your least achievement, past dispute,
 To hear the spirit speaking, when ‘tis mute.
 

FALK [with emotion].
 Nay, Svanhild, do not jest: behind your scoff
 Tears glitter, — O, I see them plain enough.
 And I see more: when you to dust are fray’d,
 And kneaded to a formless lump of clay,
 Each bungling dilettante’s scalpel-blade
 On you his dull devices shall display.
 The world usurps the creature of God’s hand
 And sets its image in the place of His,
 Transforms, enlarges that part, lightens this;
 And when upon the pedestal you stand
 Complete, cries out in triumph: “Now she is
 At last what woman ought to be: Behold,
 How plastically calm, how marble-cold!
 Bathed in the lamplight’s soft irradiation,
 How well in keeping with the decoration!”
                             [Seizing her hand.
 But if you are to die, live first! Come forth
 With me into the glory of God’s earth!
 Soon, soon the gilded cage will claim its prize.
 The Lady thrives there, but the Woman dies,
 And I love nothing but the Woman in you.
 There, if they will, let others woo and win you,
 But here, my spring of life began to shoot,
 Here my Song-tree put forth its firstling fruit;
 Here I found wings and flight: — Svanhild, I know it,
 Only be mine, — here I shall grow a poet!
 

SVANHILD [in gentle reproof, withdrawing her hand].
 O, why have you betrayed yourself? How sweet
 It was when we as friends could freely meet!
 You should have kept your counsel. Can we stake
 Our bliss upon a word that we may break?
 Now you have spoken, all is over.
 

FALK.
                                        No!
 I’ve pointed to the goal, — now leap with me,
 My high-souled Svanhild — if you dare, and show
 That you have heart and courage to be free.
 

SVANHILD.
 Be free?
 

FALK.
          Yes, free, for freedom’s all-in-all
 Is absolutely to fulfil our Call.
 And you by heaven were destined, I know well,
 To be my bulwark against beauty’s spell.
 I, like my falcon namesake, have to swing
 Against the wind, if I would reach the sky!
 You are the breeze I must be breasted by,
 You, only you, put vigour in my wing:
 Be mine, be mine, until the world shall take you,
 When leaves are falling, then our paths shall part.
 Sing unto me the treasures of your heart,
 And for each song another song I’ll make you;
 So may you pass into the lamplit glow
 Of age, as forests fade without a throe.
 

SVANHILD [with suppressed bitterness].
 I cannot thank you, for your words betray
 The meaning of your kind solicitude.
 You eye me as a boy a sallow, good
 To cut and play the flute on for a day.
 

FALK.
 Yes, better than to linger in the swamp
 Till autumn choke it with her grey mists damp!
                                   [Vehemently.
 You must! you shall! To me you must present
 What God to you so bountifully lent.
 I speak in song what you in dreams have meant.
 See yonder bird I innocently slew,
 Her warbling was Song’s book of books for you.
 O, yield your music as she yielded hers!
 My life shall be that music set to verse!
 

SVANHILD.
 And when you know me, when my songs are flown,
 And my last requiem chanted from the bough, — 
 What then?
 

FALK [observing her].
            What then? Ah, well, remember now!
                        [Pointing to the garden.
 

SVANHILD [gently].
 Yes, I remember you can drive a stone.
 

FALK [with a scornful laugh].
 This is your vaunted soul of freedom therefore!
 All daring, if it had an end to dare for!
                                    [Vehemently.
 I’ve shown you one; now, once for all, your yea
 Or nay.
 

SVANHILD.
         You know the answer I must make you:
 I never can accept you in your way.
 

FALK [coldly, breaking off].
 Then there’s an end of it; the world may take you!
 

   [SVANHILD has silently turned away. She supports
       her hands upon the verandah railing, and rests
       her head upon them.
 

FALK [Walks several times up and down, takes a cigar,
     stops near her and says, after a pause:
 You think the topic of my talk to-night
 Extremely ludicrous, I should not wonder?
     [Pauses for an answer. SVANHILD is silent.
 I’m very conscious that it was a blunder;
 Sister’s and daughter’s love alone possess you;
 Henceforth I’ll wear kid gloves when I address you,
 Sure, so, of being understood aright.
 

   [Pauses, but as SVANHILD remains motionless, he
       turns and goes towards the right.
 

SVANHILD [lifting her head after a brief silence,
         looking at him and drawing near.
 Now I will recompense your kind intent
 To save me, with an earnest admonition.
 That falcon-image gave me sudden vision
 What your “emancipation” really meant.
 You said you were the falcon, that must fight
 Athwart the wind if it would reach the sky,
 I was the breeze you must be breasted by,
 Else vain were all your faculty of flight;
 How pitifully mean! How paltry! Nay
 How ludicrous, as you yourself divined!
 That seed, however, fell not by the way,
 But bred another fancy in my mind
 Of a far more illuminating kind.
 You, as I saw it, were no falcon, but
 A tuneful dragon, out of paper cut,
 Whose Ego holds a secondary station,
 Dependent on the string for animation;
 Its breast was scrawled with promises to pay
 In cash poetic, — at some future day;
 The wings were stiff with barbs and shafts of wit
 That wildly beat the air, but never hit;
 The tail was a satiric rod in pickle
 To castigate the town’s infirmities,
 But all it compass’d was to lightly tickle
 The casual doer of some small amiss.
 So you lay helpless at my feet imploring:
 “O raise me, how and where is all the same!
 Give me the power of singing and of soaring,
 No matter at what cost of bitter blame!”
 

FALK [clenching his fists in inward agitation].
 Heaven be my witness — !
 

SVANHILD.
                         No, you must be told: — 
 For such a childish sport I am too old.
 But you, whom Nature made for high endeavour,
 Are you content the fields of air to tread
 Hanging your poet’s life upon a thread
 That at my pleasure I can slip and sever?
 

FALK [hurriedly].
 What is the date to-day?
 

SVANHILD [more gently].
                          Why, now, that’s right!
 Mind well this day, and heed it, and beware;
 Trust to your own wings only for your flight,
 Sure, if they do not break, that they will bear.
 The paper poem for the desk is fit,
 That which is lived alone has life in it;
 That only has the wings that scale the height;
 Choose now between them, poet: be, or write!
                                    [Nearer to him.
 Now I have done what you besought me; now
 My requiem is chanted from the bough;
 My only one; now all my songs are flown;
 Now, if you will, I’m ready for the stone!
 

[She goes into the house; FALK remains motionless, looking after her; far out on the fjord is seen a boat, from which the following chorus is faintly heard:
 

CHORUS.
 

My wings I open, my sails spread wide,
 And cleave like an eagle life’s glassy tide;
   Gulls follow my furrow’s foaming;
 Overboard with the ballast of care and cark;
 And what if I shatter my roaming bark,
   It is passing sweet to be roaming!
 

FALK [starting from a reverie].
 What, music? Ah, it will be Lind’s quartette
 Getting their jubilation up. — Well met!
     [To GULDSTAD, who enters with an overcoat on his arm.
 Ah, slipping off, sir?
 

GULDSTAD.
                        Yes, with your goodwill.
 But let me first put on my overcoat.
 We prose-folks are susceptible to chill;
 The night wind takes us by the tuneless throat.
 Good evening!
 

FALK.
               Sir, a word ere you proceed!
 Show me a task, a mighty one, you know — !
 I’m going in for life — !
 

GULDSTAD [with ironical emphasis].
                          Well, in you go!
 You’ll find that you are in for it, indeed.
 

FALK [looking reflectively at him, says slowly].
 There is my program, furnished in a phrase.
                           [In a lively outburst.
 Now I have wakened from my dreaming days,
 I’ve cast the die of life’s supreme transaction,
 I’ll show you — else the devil take me — 
 

GULDSTAD.
                                         Fie,
 No cursing: curses never scared a fly.
 

FALK.
 Words, words, no more, but action, only action!
 I will reverse the plan of the Creation; — 
 Six days were lavish’d in that occupation;
 My world’s still lying void and desolate,
 Hurrah, to-morrow, Sunday — I’ll create!
 

GULDSTAD [laughing].
 Yes, strip, and tackle it like a man, that’s right!
 But first go in and sleep on it. Good-night!
 

   [Goes out to the left. SVANHILD appears in the
       room over the verandah; she shuts the window
       and draws down the blind.
 

FALK.
 No, first I’ll act. I’ve slept too long and late.
     [Looks up at SVANHILD’s window, and exclaims, as
       if seized with a sudden resolution:
 Good-night! Good-night! Sweet dreams to-night be thine;
 To-morrow, Svanhild, thou art plighted mine!
 

   [Goes out quickly to the right; from the water the
       CHORUS is heard again.
 

CHORUS.
 

Maybe I shall shatter my roaming bark,
 But it’s passing sweet to be roaming!
 

[The boat slowly glides away as the curtain falls.
 






  








ACT SECOND
 

Sunday afternoon. Well-dressed ladies and gentlemen are drinking coffee on the verandah. Several of the guests appear through the open glass door in the garden-room; the following song is heard from within.
 

CHORUS.
 

Welcome, welcome, new plighted pair
 To the merry ranks of the plighted!
 Now you may revel as free as air,
 Caress without stint and kiss without care, — 
 No longer of footfall affrighted.
 

Now you are licensed, wherever you go,
 To rapture of cooing and billing;
 Now you have leisure love’s seed to sow,
 Water, and tend it, and make it grow; — 
 Let us see you’ve a talent for tilling!
 

MISS JAY [within].
 Ah Lind, if I only had chanced to hear,
 I would have teased you!
 

A LADY [within].
                          How vexatious though!
 

ANOTHER LADY [in the doorway].
 Dear Anna, did he ask in writing?
 

AN AUNT.
                                   No!
 Mine did.
 

A LADY [on the verandah].
           How long has it been secret, dear?
                          [Runs into the room.
 

MISS JAY.
 To-morrow there will be the ring to choose.
 

LADIES [eagerly].
 We’ll take his measure!
 

MISS JAY.
                         Nay; that she must do.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN [on the verandah, to a lady who is busy with embroidery]. What kind of knitting-needles do you use?
 

A SERVANT [in the door with a coffee-pot].
 More coffee, madam?
 

A LADY.
                     Thanks, a drop or two.
 

MISS JAY [to ANNA].
 How fortunate you’ve got your new manteau
 Next week to go your round of visits in!
 

AN ELDERLY LADY [at the window].
 When shall we go and order the trousseau?
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 How are they selling cotton-bombasine?
 

A GENTLEMAN [to some ladies on the verandah].
 Just look at Lind and Anna; what’s his sport?
 

LADIES [with shrill ecstasy].
 Gracious, he kissed her glove!
 

OTHERS [similarly, springing up].
                         No! Kiss’d it! Really?
 

LIND [appears, red and embarrassed, in the doorway].
 O, stuff and nonsense! [Disappears.
 

MISS JAY.
                        Yes, I saw it clearly.
 

STIVER [in the door, with a coffee-cup in one hand and
       a biscuit in the other].
 The witnesses must not mislead the court;
 I here make affidavit, they’re in error.
 

MISS JAY [within].
 Come forward, Anna; stand before this mirror!
 

SOME LADIES [calling].
 You, too, Lind!
 

MISS JAY.
                 Back to back! A little nearer!
 

LADIES.
 Come, let us see by how much she is short.
 

   [All run into the garden-room; laughter and shrill
       talk are heard for a while from within.
 

[FALK, who during the preceding scene has been walking about in the garden, advances into the foreground, stops and looks in until the noise has somewhat abated.
 

FALK.
 There love’s romance is being done to death. — 
 The butcher once who boggled at the slaughter,
 Prolonging needlessly the ox’s breath, — 
 He got his twenty days of bread and water;
 But these — these butchers yonder — they go free.
                            [Clenches his fist.
 I could be tempted — ; hold, words have no worth,
 I’ve sworn it, action only from henceforth!
 

LIND [coming hastily but cautiously out].
 Thank God, they’re talking fashions; now’s my chance
 To slip away — 
 

FALK.
                Ha, Lind, you’ve drawn the prize
 Of luck, — congratulations buzz and dance
 All day about you, like a swarm of flies.
 

LIND.
 They’re all at heart so kindly and so nice;
 But rather fewer clients would suffice.
 Their helping hands begin to gall and fret me;
 I’ll get a moment’s respite, if they’ll let me.
                        [Going out to the right.
 

FALK.
 Wither away?
 

LIND.
              Our den; — it has a lock;
 In case you find the oak is sported, knock.
 

FALK.
 But shall I not fetch Anna to you?
 

LIND.
                                        No — 
 If she wants anything, she’ll let me know.
 Last night we were discussing until late;
 We’ve settled almost everything of weight;
 Besides I think it scarcely goes with piety
 To have too much of one’s beloved’s society.
 

FALK.
 Yes, you are right; for daily food we need
 A simple diet.
 

LIND.
                Pray, excuse me, friend.
 I want a whiff of reason and the weed;
 I haven’t smoked for three whole days on end.
 My blood was pulsing in such agitation,
 I trembled for rejection all the time — 
 

FALK.
 Yes, you may well desire recuperation — 
 

LIND.
 And won’t tobacco’s flavour be sublime!
 

   [Goes out to the right. MISS JAY and some other
       LADIES come out of the garden-room.
 

MISS JAY [to FALK].
 That was he surely?
 

FALK.
                     Yes, your hunted deer.
 

LADIES.
 To run away from us!
 

OTHERS.
                      For shame! For shame!
 

FALK.
 ‘Tis a bit shy at present, but, no fear,
 A week of servitude will make him tame.
 

MISS JAY [looking round].
 Where is he hid?
 

FALK.
                  His present hiding-place
 Is in the garden loft, our common lair;
                                     [Blandly.
 But let me beg you not to seek him there;
 Give him a breathing time!
 

MISS JAY.
                            Well, good: the grace
 Will not be long, tho’.
 

FALK.
                         Nay, be generous!
 Ten minutes, — then begin the game again.
 He has an English sermon on the brain.
 

MISS JAY.
 An English — ?
 

LADIES.
               O you laugh! You’re fooling us!
 

FALK.
 I’m in grim earnest. ‘Tis his fixed intention
 To take a charge among the emigrants,
 And therefore — 
 

MISS JAY [with horror].
                 Heavens, he had the face to mention
 That mad idea? [To the ladies.
                       O quick — fetch all the aunts!
 Anna, her mother, Mrs. Strawman too.
 

LADIES [agitated].
 This must be stopped!
 

ALL.
                       We’ll make a great ado!
 

MISS JAY.
 Thank God, they’re coming.
 

   [To ANNA, who comes from the garden-room with STRAWMAN,
       his wife and children, STIVER, GULDSTAD, MRS. HALM and
       the other guests.
 

MISS JAY.
                            Do you know what Lind
 Has secretly determined in his mind?
 To go as missionary — 
 

ANNA.
                       Yes, I know.
 

MRS. HALM.
 And you’ve agreed — !
 

ANNA [embarrassed].
                      That I will also go.
 

MISS JAY [indignant].
 He’s talked this stuff to you!
 

LADIES [clasping their hands together].
                                What tyranny!
 

FALK.
 But think, his Call that would not be denied — !
 

MISS JAY.
 Tut, that’s what people follow when they’re free:
 A bridegroom follows nothing but his bride. — 
 No, my sweet Anna, ponder, I entreat:
 You, reared in comfort from your earliest breath — ?
 

FALK.
 Yet, sure, to suffer for the faith is sweet!
 

MISS JAY.
 Is one to suffer for one’s bridegroom’s faith?
 That is a rather novel point of view.
                                     [To the ladies.
 Ladies, attend!
                                  [Takes ANNA’s arm.
                    Now listen; then repeat
 For his instruction what he has to do.
 

[They go into the background and out to the right in eager talk with several of the ladies; the other guests disperse in Groups about the garden. FALK stops STRAWMAN, whose wife and children keep close to him. GULDSTAD goes to and fro during the following conversation.
 

FALK.
 Come, pastor, help young fervour in its fight,
 Before they lure Miss Anna from her vows.
 

STRAWMAN [in clerical cadence].
 The wife must be submissive to the spouse; — 
                                       [Reflecting.
 But if I apprehended him aright,
 His Call’s a problematical affair,
 The offering altogether in the air — 
 

FALK.
 Pray do not judge so rashly. I can give
 You absolute assurance, as I live,
 His Call is definite and incontestable — 
 

STRAWMAN [seeing it in a new light].
 Ah — if there’s something fixed — investable — 
 Per annum — then I’ve nothing more to say.
 

FALK [impatiently].
 You think the most of what I count the least;
 I mean the inspiration, — to the pay!
 

STRAWMAN [with an unctuous smile].
 Pay is the first condition of a priest
 In Asia, Africa, America,
 Or where you will. Ah yes, if he were free,
 My dear young friend, I willingly agree,
 The thing might pass; but, being pledged and bound,
 He’ll scarcely find the venture very sound.
 Reflect, he’s young and vigorous, sure to found
 A little family in time; assume his will
 To be the very best on earth — but still
 The means, my friend — ? ‘Build not upon the sand,’
 Says Scripture. If, upon the other hand,
 The Offering — 
 

FALK.
                That’s no trifle, I’m aware.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Ah, come — that wholly alters the affair.
 When men are zealous in their Offering,
 And liberal — 
 

FALK.
               There he far surpasses most.
 

STRAWMAN.
 “He” say you? How? In virtue of his post
 The Offering is not what he has to bring
 But what he has to get.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN [looking towards the background].
                         They’re sitting there.
 

FALK [after staring a moment in amazement suddenly
     understands and bursts out laughing.].
 Hurrah for Offerings — the ones that caper
 And strut — on Holy-days — in bulging paper!
 

STRAWMAN.
 All the year round the curb and bit we bear,
 But Whitsuntide and Christmas make things square.
 

FALK [gaily].
 Why then, provided only there’s enough of it,
 Even family-founders will obey their Calls.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Of course; a man assured the quantum suff of it
 Will preach the Gospel to the cannibals.
                                        [Sotto voce.
 Now I must see if she cannot be led,
                        [To one of the little girls.
 My little Mattie, fetch me out my head — 
 My pipe-head I should say, my little dear — 
                     [Feels in his coat-tail pocket.
 Nay, wait a moment tho’: I have it here.
 

   [Goes across and fills his pipe, followed by his
       wife and children.
 

GULDSTAD [approaching].
 You seem to play the part of serpent in
 This paradise of lovers.
 

FALK.
                          O, the pips
 Upon the tree of knowledge are too green
 To be a lure for anybody’s lips.
          [To LIND, who comes in from the right.
 Ha, Lind!
 

LIND.
          In heaven’s name, who’s been ravaging
 Our sanctum? There the lamp lies dashed
 To pieces, curtain dragged to floor, pen smashed,
 And on the mantelpiece the ink pot splashed — 
 

FALK [clapping him on the shoulder].
 This wreck’s the first announcement of my spring;
 No more behind drawn curtains I will sit,
 Making pen poetry with lamp alit;
 My dull domestic poetising’s done,
 I’ll walk by day, and glory in the sun:
 My spring is come, my soul has broken free,
 Action henceforth shall be my poetry.
 

LIND.
 Make poetry of what you please for me;
 But how if Mrs. Halm should take amiss
 Your breaking of her furniture to pieces?
 

FALK.
 What! — she, who lays her daughters and her nieces
 Upon the altar of her boarders’ bliss, — 
 She frown at such a bagatelle as this?
 

LIND [angrily].
 It’s utterly outrageous and unfair,
 And compromises me as well as you!
 But that’s her business, settle it with her.
 The lamp was mine, tho’, shade and burner too — 
 

FALK.
 Tut, on that head, I’ve no account to render;
 You have God’s summer sunshine in its splendour, — 
 What would you with the lamp?
 

LIND.
                               You are grotesque;
 You utterly forget that summer passes;
 If I’m to make a figure in my classes
 At Christmas I must buckle to my desk.
 

FALK [staring at him].
 What, you look forward?
 

LIND.
                         To be sure I do,
 The examination’s amply worth it too.
 

FALK.
 Ah but — you ‘only sit and live’ — remember!
 Drunk with the moment, you demand no more — 
 Not even a modest third-class next December.
 You’ve caught the bird of Fortune fair and fleet,
 You feel as if the world with all its store
 Were scattered in profusion at your feet.
 

LIND.
 Those were my words; they must be understood,
 Of course, cum grano salis — 
 

FALK.
                                Very good!
 

LIND.
 In the forenoons I well enjoy my bliss;
 That I am quite resolved on — 
 

FALK.
                               Daring man!
 

LIND.
 I have my round of visits to the clan;
 Time will run anyhow to waste in this;
 But any further dislocation of
 My study-plan I strongly disapprove.
 

FALK.
 A week ago, however, you were bent
 On going out into God’s world with song.
 

LIND.
 Yes, but I thought the tour a little long;
 The fourteen days might well be better spent.
 

FALK.
 Nay, but you had another argument
 For staying; how the lovely dale for you
 Was mountain air and winged warble too.
 

LIND.
 Yes, to be sure, this air is unalloyed;
 But all its benefits may be enjoyed
 Over one’s book without the slightest bar.
 

FALK.
 But it was just the Book which failed, you see,
 As Jacob’s ladder — 
 

LIND.
                     How perverse you are!
 That is what people say when they are free — 
 

FALK [looking at him and folding his hands in silent
     amazement].
 Thou also, Brutus!
 

LIND [with a shade of confusion and annoyance].
                    Pray remember, do!
 That I have other duties now than you;
 I have my fiancee. Every plighted pair,
 Those of prolonged experience not excepted, — 
 Whose evidence you would not wish rejected, — 
 Will tell you, that if two are bound to fare
 Through life together, they must — 
 

FALK.
                                    Prithee spare
 The comment; who supplied it?
 

LIND.
                               Well, we’ll say
 Stiver, he’s honest surely; and Miss Jay,
 Who has such very great experience here,
 She says — 
 

FALK.
            Well, but the Parson and his — dear?
 

LIND.
 Yes, they’re remarkable. There broods above
 Them such placidity, such quietude, — 
 Conceive, she can’t remember being wooed,
 Has quite forgotten what is meant by love.
 

FALK.
 Ah yes, when one has slumber’d over long,
 The birds of memory refuse their song.
     [Laying his hand on LIND’s shoulder, with an
       ironical look.
 You, Lind, slept sound last night, I guarantee?
 

LIND.
 And long. I went to bed in such depression,
 And yet with such a fever in my brain,
 I almost doubted if I could be sane.
 

FALK.
 Ah yes, a sort of witchery, you see.
 

LIND.
 Thank God I woke in perfect self-possession.
 

[During the foregoing scene STRAWMAN has been seen from time to time walking in the background in lively conversation with ANNA; MRS. STRAWMAN and the children follow. MISS JAY now appears also, and with her MRS. HALM and other ladies.
 

MISS JAY [before she enters].
 Ah, Mr. Lind.
 

LIND [to FALK].
               They’re after me again!
 Come, let us go.
 

MISS JAY.
                  Nay, nay, you must remain,
 Let us make speedy end of the division
 That has crept in between your love and you.
 

LIND.
 Are we divided?
 

MISS JAY [pointing to ANNA, who is standing further
         off in the garden].
                 Gather the decision
 From yon red eyes. The foreign mission drew
 Those tears.
 

LIND.
              But heavens, she was glad to go — 
 

MISS JAY [scoffing].
 Yes, to be sure, one would imagine so!
 No, my dear Lind, you’ll take another view
 When you have heard the whole affair discussed.
 

LIND.
 But then this warfare for the faith, you know,
 Is my most cherished dream!
 

MISS JAY.
                             O who would build
 On dreaming in this century of light?
 Why, Stiver had a dream the other night;
 There came a letter singularly sealed — 
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 It’s treasure such a dream prognosticates.
 

MISS JAY [nodding].
 Yes, and next day they sued him for the rates.
 

   [The ladies make a circle round LIND and go in
       conversation with him into the garden.
 

STRAWMAN [continuing, to ANNA, who faintly tries to escape].
 From these considerations, daughter mine,
 From these considerations, buttressed all
 With reason, morals, and the Word Divine,
 You now perceive that to desert your Call
 Were absolutely inexcusable.
 

ANNA [half crying].
 Oh! I’m so young — 
 

STRAWMAN.
                     And it is natural,
 I own, that one should tremble to essay
 These perils, dare the lures that there waylay;
 But from doubt’s tangle you must now break free, — 
 Be of good cheer and follow Moll and me!
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 Yes, your dear mother tells me that I too
 Was just as inconsolable as you
 When we received our Call — 
 

STRAWMAN.
                             And for like cause — 
 The fascination of the town — it was;
 But when a little money had come in,
 And the first pairs of infants, twin by twin,
 She quite got over it.
 

FALK [sotto voce to STRAWMAN].
                        Bravo, you able
 Persuader.
 

STRAWMAN [nodding to him and turning again to ANNA].
            Now you’ve promised me, be stable.
 Shall man renounce his work? Falk says the Call
 Is not so very slender after all.
 Did you not, Falk?
 

FALK.
                    Nay, pastor — 
 

STRAWMAN.
                                  To be sure — !
                                      [To ANNA.
 Of something then at least you are secure.
 What’s gained by giving up, if that is so?
 Look back into the ages long ago,
 See, Adam, Eve — the Ark, see, pair by pair,
 Birds in the field — the lilies in the air,
 The little birds — the little birds — the fishes — 
 

   [Continues in a lower tone, as he withdraws with
       ANNA.
 

[MISS JAY and the AUNTS return with LIND.
 

FALK.
 Hurrah! Here come the veterans in array;
 The old guard charging to retrieve the day!
 

MISS JAY.
 Ah, in exact accordance with out wishes!
                                        [Aside.
 We have him, Falk! — Now let us tackle her!
                              [Approaches ANNA.
 

STRAWMAN [with a deprecating motion].
 She needs no secular solicitation;
 The Spirit has spoken, what can Earth bestead — ?
                                       [Modestly.
 If in some small degree my words have sped,
 Power was vouchsafed me — !
 

MRS. HALM.
                            Come, no more evasion,
 Bring them together!
 

AUNTS [with emotion].
                      Ah, how exquisite.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Yes, can there be a heart so dull and dead
 As not to be entranced at such a sight!
 It is so thrilling and so penetrating,
 So lacerating, so exhilarating,
 To see an innocent babe devoutly lay
 Its offering on Duty’s altar.
 

MRS. HALM.
                               Nay,
 Her family have also done their part.
 

MISS JAY.
 I and the Aunts — I should imagine so.
 You, Lind, may have the key to Anna’s heart,
                           [Presses his hand.
 But we possess a picklock, you must know,
 Able to open where the key avails not.
 And if in years to come, cares throng and thwart,
 Only apply to us, our friendship fails not.
 

MRS. HALM.
 Yes, we shall hover round you all your life, — 
 

MISS JAY.
 And shield you from the fiend of wedded strife.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Enchanting group! Love, friendship, hour of gladness,
 Yet so pathetically touched with sadness.
                               [Turning to LIND.
 But now, young man, pray make an end of this.
                         [Leading ANNA to him.
 Take thy betrothed — receive her — with a kiss!
 

LIND [giving his hand to ANNA].
 I stay at home!
 

ANNA [at the same moment].
 I go with you!
 

ANNA [amazed].
                You stay?
 

LIND [equally so].
                          You go with me?
 

ANNA [with a helpless glance at the company].
 Why, then, we are divided as before!
 

LIND.
 What’s this?
 

THE LADIES.
             What now?
 

MISS JAY [excitedly].
                      Our wills are at war — 
 

STRAWMAN.
 She gave her solemn word to cross the sea
 With him!
 

MISS JAY.
          And he gave his to stay ashore
 With her!
 

FALK [laughing].
 They both complied; what would you more!
 

STRAWMAN.
 These complications are too much for me.
             [Goes toward the background.
 

AUNTS [to one another].
 How in the world came they to disagree?
 

MRS. HALM
 [To GULDSTAD and STIVER, who have been walking
          in the garden and now approach.
 The spirit of discord’s in possession of her.
                         [Talks aside to them.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN
 [To MISS JAY, noticing that the table is
              being laid.
 There comes the tea.
 

MISS JAY [curtly].
                      Thank heaven.
 

FALK.
                                    Hurrah! a cheer
 For love and friendship, maiden aunts and tea!
 

STIVER.
 But if the case stands thus, the whole proceeding
 May easily be ended with a laugh;
 All turns upon a single paragraph,
 Which bids the wife attend the spouse. No pleading
 Can wrest an ordinance so clearly stated — 
 

MISS JAY.
 Doubtless, but does that help us to agree?
 

STRAWMAN.
 She must obey a law that heaven dictated.
 

STIVER.
 But Lind can circumvent that law, you see.
                                     [To LIND.
 Put off your journey, and then — budge no jot.
 

AUNTS [delighted].
 Yes, that’s the way!
 

MRS HALM.
                      Agreed!
 

MISS JAY.
                              That cuts the knot.
 

[SVANHILD and the maids have meantime laid the tea-table beside the verandah steps. At MRS. HALM’s invitation the ladies sit down. The rest of the company take their places, partly on the verandah and in the summer-house, partly in the garden. FALK sits on the verandah. During the following scene they drink tea.
 

MRS. HALM [smiling].
 And so our little storm is overblown.
 Such summer showers do good when they are gone;
 The sunshine greets us with a double boon,
 And promises a cloudless afternoon.
 

MISS JAY.
 Ah yes, Love’s blossom without rainy skies
 Would never thrive according to our wishes.
 

FALK.
 In dry land set it, and it forthwith dies;
 For in so far the flowers are like the fishes — 
 

SVANHILD.
 Nay, for Love lives, you know, upon the air — 
 

MISS JAY.
 Which is the death of fishes — 
 

FALK.
                                So I say.
 

MISS JAY.
 Aha, we’ve put a bridle on you there!
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 The tea is good, one knows by the bouquet.
 

FALK.
 Well, let us keep the simile you chose.
 Love is a flower; for if heaven’s blessed rain
 Fall short, it all but pines to death — [Pauses.
 

MISS JAY.
                                      What then?
 

FALK [with a gallant bow].
 Then come the aunts with the reviving hose. — 
 But poets have this simile employed,
 And men for scores of centuries enjoyed, — 
 Yet hardly one its secret sense has hit;
 For flowers are manifold and infinite.
 Say, then, what flower is love? Name me, who knows,
 The flower most like it?
 

MISS JAY.
                          Why, it is the rose;
 Good gracious, that’s exceedingly well known; — 
 Love, all agree, lends life a rosy tone.
 

A YOUNG LADY.
 It is the snowdrop; growing, snow enfurled;
 Till it peer forth, undreamt of by the world.
 

AN AUNT.
 It is the dandelion, — made robust
 By dint of human heel and horse hoof thrust;
 Nay, shooting forth afresh when it is smitten,
 As Pedersen so charmingly has written.
 

LIND.
 It is the bluebell, — ringing in for all
 Young hearts life’s joyous Whitsun festival.
 

MRS. HALM.
 No, ‘tis an evergreen, — as fresh and gay
 In desolate December as in May.
 

GULDSTAD.
 No, Iceland moss, dry gathered, — far the best
 Cure for young ladies with a wounded breast.
 

A GENTLEMAN.
 No, the wild chestnut tree, — high repute
 For household fuel, but with a bitter fruit.
 

SVANHILD.
 No, a camellia; at our balls, ‘tis said,
 The chief adornment of a lady’s head.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 No, it is like a flower, O such a bright one; — 
 Stay now — a blue one, no, it was a white one — 
 What is it’s name — ? Dear me — the one I met — ;
 Well it is singular how I forget!
 

STIVER.
 None of these flower similitudes will run.
 The flowerpot is a likelier candidate.
 There’s only room in it, at once, for one;
 But by progressive stages it holds eight.
 

STRAWMAN [with his little girls round him].
 No, love’s a pear tree; in the spring like snow
 With myriad blossoms, which in summer grow
 To pearlets; in the parent’s sap each shares; — 
 And with God’s help they’ll all alike prove pears.
 

FALK.
 So many heads, so many sentences!
 No, you all grope and blunder off the line.
 Each simile’s at fault; I’ll tell you mine; — 
 You’re free to turn and wrest it as you please.
                      [Rises as if to make a speech.
 In the remotest east there grows a plant;(4)
 And the sun’s cousin’s garden is its haunt — 
 

THE LADIES.
 Ah, it’s the tea-plant!
 

FALK.
                         Yes.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
                              His voice is so
 Like Strawman’s when he — 
 

STRAWMAN.
                           Don’t disturb his flow.
 

FALK.
 It has its home in fabled lands serene;
 Thousands of miles of desert lie between; — 
 Fill up, Lind! — So. — Now in a tea-oration,
 I’ll show of tea and Love the true relation.
                     [The guests cluster round him.
 It has its home in the romantic land;
 Alas, Love’s home is also in Romance,
 Only the Sun’s descendants understand
 The herb’s right cultivation and advance.
 With Love it is not otherwise than so.
 Blood of the Sun along the veins must flow
 If Love indeed therein is to strike root,
 And burgeon into blossom, into fruit.
 

MISS JAY.
 But China is an ancient land; you hold
 In consequence that tea is very old — 
 

STRAWMAN.
 Past question antecedent to Jerusalem.
 

FALK.
 Yes, ‘twas already famous when Methusalem
 His picture-books and rattles tore and flung — 
 

MISS JAY [triumphantly].
 And love is in its very nature young!
 To find a likeness there is pretty bold.
 

FALK.
 No; Love, in truth, is also very old;
 That principle we here no more dispute
 Than do the folks of Rio or Beyrout.
 Nay, there are those from Cayenne to Caithness,
 Who stand upon its everlastingness; — 
 Well, that may be slight exaggeration,
 But old it is beyond all estimation.
 

MISS JAY.
 But Love is all alike; whereas we see
 Both good and bad and middling kinds of tea!
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 Yes, they sell tea of many qualities.
 

ANNA.
 The green spring shoots I count the very first — 
 

SVANHILD.
 Those serve to quench celestial daughter’s thirst.
 

A YOUNG LADY.
 Witching as ether fumes they say it is — 
 

ANOTHER.
 Balmy as lotus, sweet as almond, clear — 
 

GULDSTAD.
 That’s not an article we deal in here.
 

FALK [who has meanwhile come down from the verandah].
 Ah, ladies, every mortal has a small
 Private celestial empire in his heart.
 There bud such shoots in thousands, kept apart
 By Shyness’s soon shatter’d Chinese Wall.
 But in her dim fantastic temple bower
 The little Chinese puppet sits and sighs,
 A dream of far-off wonders in her eyes — 
 And in her hand a golden tulip flower.
 For her the tender firstling tendrils grew; — 
 Rich crop or meagre, what is that to you?
 Instead of it we get an after crop
 They kick the tree for, dust and stalk and stem, — 
 As hemp to silk beside what goes to them — 
 

GULDSTAD.
 That is black tea.
 

FALK [nodding].
                    That’s what fills the shop.
 

A GENTLEMAN.
 There’s beef tea too, that Holberg says a word of — 
 

MISS JAY [sharply].
 To modern taste entirely out of date.
 

FALK.
 And a beef love has equally been heard of,
 Wont — in romances — to brow-beat its mate,
 And still they say its trace may be detected
 Amongst the henpecked of the married state.
 In short there’s likeness where ‘twas least expected.
 So, as you know, an ancient proverb tells,
 That something ever passes from the tea
 Of the bouquet that lodges in its cells,
 If it be carried hither over the sea.
 It must across the desert and the hills, — 
 Pay toll to Cossack and to Russian tills; — 
 It gets their stamp and licence, that’s enough,
 We buy it as the true and genuine stuff.
 But has not Love the self-same path to fare?
 Across Life’s desert? How the world would rave
 And shriek if you or I should boldly bear
 Our Love by way of Freedom’s ocean wave!
 “Good heavens, his moral savour’s passed away,
 And quite dispersed Legality’s bouquet!” — 
 

STRAWMAN [rising].
 Yes, happily, — in every moral land
 Such wares continue to be contraband!
 

FALK.
 Yes, to pass current here, Love must have cross’d
 The great Siberian waste of regulations,
 Fann’d by no breath of ocean to its cost;
 It must produce official attestations
 From friend and kindred, devils of relations,
 From church curators, organist and clerk,
 And other fine folks — over and above
 The primal licence which God gave to Love. — 
 And then the last great point of likeness; — mark
 How heavily the hand of culture weighs
 Upon that far Celestial domain;
 Its power is shatter’d, and its wall decays,
 The last true Mandarin’s strangled; hands profane
 Already are put forth to share the spoil;
 Soon the Sun’s realm will be a legend vain,
 An idle tale incredible to sense;
 The world is gray in gray — we’ve flung the soil
 On buried Faery, — then where can Love be found?
 Alas, Love also is departed hence!
                                  [Lifts his cup.
 Well let him go, since so the times decree; — 
 A health to Amor, late of Earth, — in tea!
     [He drains his cup; indignant murmurs amongst
       the company.
 

MISS JAY.
 A very odd expression! “Dead” indeed!
 

THE LADIES.
 To say that Love is dead — !
 

STRAWMAN.
                            Why, here you see
 Him sitting, rosy, round and sound, at tea,
 In all conditions! Here in her sable weed
 The widow — 
 

MISS JAY.
             Here a couple, true and tried, — 
 

STIVER.
 With many ample pledges fortified.
 

GULDSTAD.
 The Love’s light cavalry, of maid and man,
 The plighted pairs in order — 
 

STRAWMAN.
                               In the van
 The veterans, whose troth has laughed to scorn
 The tooth of Time — 
 

MISS JAY [hastily interrupting].
                     And then the babes new-born — 
 The little novices of yester-morn — 
 

STRAWMAN.
 Spring, summer, autumn, winter, in a word,
 Are here; the truth is patent, past all doubt,
 It can be clutched and handled, seen and heard, — 
 

FALK.
 What then?
 

MISS JAY.
            And yet you want to thrust it out!
 

FALK.
 Madam, you quite mistake. In all I spoke
 I cast no doubt on anything you claim;
 But I would fain remind you that, from smoke,
 We cannot logically argue flame.
 That men are married, and have children, I
 Have no desire whatever to deny;
 Nor do I dream of doubting that such things
 Are in the world as troth and wedding-rings;
 The billets-doux some tender hands indite
 And seal with pairs of turtle doves that — fight;
 That sweethearts swarm in cottage and in hall,
 That chocolate reward the wedding call;
 That usage and convention have decreed,
 In every point, how “Lovers” shall proceed: — 
 But, heavens! We’ve majors also by the score,
 Arsenals heaped with muniments of war,
 With spurs and howitzers and drums and shot,
 But what does that permit us to infer?
 That we have men who dangle swords, but not
 That they will wield the weapons that they wear.
 Tho’ all the plain with gleaming tents you crowd,
 Does that make heroes of the men they shroud?
 

STRAWMAN.
 Well, all in moderation; I must own,
 It is not quite conducive to the truth
 That we should paint the enamourment of youth
 So bright, as if — ahem — it stood alone.
 Love-making still a frail foundation is.
 Only the snuggery of wedded bliss
 Provides a rock where Love may builded be
 In unassailable security.
 

MISS JAY.
 There I entirely differ. In my view,
 A free accord of lovers, heart with heart,
 Who hold together, having leave to part,
 Gives the best warrant that their love is true.
 

ANNA [warmly].
 O no — Love’s bound when it is fresh and young
 Is of a stuff more precious and more strong.
 

LIND [thoughtfully].
 Possibly the ideal flower may blow,
 Even as that snowdrop, — hidden by the snow.
 

FALK [with a sudden outburst].
 You fallen Adam! There a heart was cleft
 With longing for the Eden it has left!
 

LIND.
 What stuff!
 

MRS. HALM [offended, to FALK, rising].
              ’Tis not a very friendly act
 To stir a quarrel where we’ve made a peace.
 As for your friend’s good fortune, be at ease — 
 

SOME LADIES.
 Nay that’s assured — 
 

OTHERS.
                       A very certain fact.
 

MRS. HALM.
 The cooking-class at school, I must confess,
 She did not take; but she shall learn it still.
 

MISS JAY.
 With her own hands she’s trimming her own dress.
 

AN AUNT [patting ANNA’s hand].
 And growing exquisitely sensible.
 

FALK [laughing aloud].
 O parody of sense, that rives and rends
 In mania dance upon the lips of friends!
 Was it good sense he wanted? Or a she-
 Professor of the lore of Cookery?
 A joyous son of springtime he came here,
 For the wild rosebud on the bush he burned.
 You reared the rosebud for him; he returned — 
 And for his rose found what? The hip!
 

MISS JAY [offended].
                                         You jeer!
 

FALK.
 A useful household condiment, heaven knows!
 But yet the hip was not his bridal rose.
 

MRS. HALM.
 O, if it is a ball-room queen he wants,
 I’m very sorry; these are not their haunts.
 

FALK.
 O yes, I know the pretty coquetry
 They carry on with “Domesticity.”
 It is a suckling of the mighty Lie
 That, like hop-tendrils, spreads itself on high.
 I, madam, reverently bare my head
 To the ball queen; a child of beauty she — 
 And the ideal’s golden woof is spread
 In ball-rooms, hardly in the nursery.
 

MRS. HALM [with suppressed bitterness].
 Your conduct, sir is easily explained;
 A plighted lover cannot be a friend;
 That is the kernel of the whole affair;
 I have a very large experience there.
 

FALK.
 No doubt, — with seven nieces, each a wife — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 And each a happy wife — 
 

FALK [with emphasis].
                         Ah, do we know?
 

GULDSTAD.
 How!
 

MISS JAY.
       Mr. Falk!
 

LIND.
                  Are you resolved to sow
 Dissension?
 

FALK [vehemently].
              Yes, war, discord, turmoil, strife!
 

STIVER.
 What you, a lay, profane outsider here!
 

FALK.
 No matter, still the battle-flag I’ll rear!
 Yes, it is war I mean with nail and tooth
 Against the Lie with the tenacious root,
 The lie that you have fostered into fruit,
 For all its strutting in the guise of truth!
 

STIVER.
 Against these groundless charges I protest,
 Reserving right of action — 
 

MISS JAY.
                               Do be still!
 

FALK.
 So then it is Love’s ever-running rill
 That tells the widow what she once possess’d, — 
 Out of her language blotted “moan” and “sigh”!
 So then it is Love’s brimming tide that rolls
 Along the placid veins of wedded souls, — 
 That very Love that faced the iron sleet,
 Trampling inane Convention under feet,
 And scoffing at the impotent discreet!
 So then it is Love’s beauty-kindled flame
 That keeps the plighted from the taint of time
 Year after year! Ah yes, the very same
 That made our young bureaucrat blaze in rhyme!
 So it is Love’s young bliss that will not brave
 The voyage over vaulted Ocean’s wave,
 But asks a sacrifice when, like the sun,
 Its face should fill with glory, making one!
 Ah no, you vulgar prophets of the Lie,
 Give things the names we ought to know them by;
 Call widows’ passion — wanting what they miss,
 And wedlock’s habit — call it what it is!
 

STRAWMAN.
 Young man, this insolence has gone too far!
 In every word there’s scoffing and defiance.
                           [Goes close up to FALK.
 Now I’ll gird up my aged loins to war
 For hallowed custom against modern science!
 

FALK.
 I go to battle as it were a feast!
 

STRAWMAN.
 Good! For your bullets I will be a beacon: — 
                                      [Nearer.
 A wedded pair is holy, like a priest — 
 

STIVER [at FALK’s other side].
 And a betrothed — 
 

FALK.
                     Half-holy, like the deacon.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Behold these children; — see, — this little throng!

Io triumphe may for them be sung!
 How was it possible — how practicable — :
 The words of truth are strong, inexorable — ;
 He has no hearing whom they cannot move.
 See, — every one of them’s a child of Love — !
                            [Stops in confusion.
 That is — you understand — I would have said — !
 

MISS JAY [fanning herself with her handkerchief].
 This is a very mystical oration!
 

FALK.
 There you yourself provide the demonstration, — 
 A good old Norse one, sound, true-born, home-bred.
 You draw distinction between wedded pledges
 And those of Love: your Logic’s without flaw.
 They are distinguished just as roast from raw,
 As hothouse bloom from wilding of the hedges!
 Love is with us a science and an art;
 It long ago since ceased to animate the heart.
 Love is with us a trade, a special line
 Of business, with its union, code and sign;
 It is a guild of married folks and plighted,
 Past-masters with apprentices united;
 For they cohere compact as jelly-fishes,
 A singing-club their single want and wish is — 
 

GULDSTAD.
 And a gazette!
 

FALK.
                 A good suggestion, yes!
 We too must have our organ in the press,
 Like ladies, athletes, boys, and devotees.
 Don’t ask the price at present, if you please.
 There I’ll parade each amatory fetter
 That John and Thomas to our town unites,
 There publish every pink and perfumed letter
 That William to his tender Jane indites;
 There you shall read, among “Distressing Scenes” — 
 Instead of murders and burnt crinolines,
 The broken matches that the week’s afforded;
 There under “goods for sale” you’ll find what firms
 Will furnish cast-off rings on easy terms;
 There double, treble births will be recorded;
 No wedding, but our rallying rub-a-dub
 Shall drum to the performance all the club;
 No suit rejected, but we’ll set it down,
 In letters large, with other news of weight
 Thus: “Amor-Moloch, we regret to state,
 Has claimed another victim in our town.”
 You’ll see, we’ll catch subscribers: once in sight
 Of the propitious season when they bite,
 By way of throwing them the bait they’ll brook
 I’ll stick a nice young man upon my hook.
 Yes, you will see me battle for our cause,
 With tiger’s, nay with editorial, claws
 Rending them — 
 

GULDSTAD.
                 And the paper’s name will be — ?
 

FALK.
 Amor’s Norse Chronicle of Archery.
 

STIVER [going nearer].
 You’re not in earnest, you will never stake
 Your name and fame for such a fancy’s sake!
 

FALK.
 I’m in grim earnest. We are often told
 Men cannot live on love; I’ll show that this
 Is an untenable hypothesis;
 For Love will prove to be a mine of gold:
 Particularly if Miss Jay, perhaps,
 Will Mr. Strawman’s “Life’s Romance” unfold,
 As appetising feuilleton, in scraps.
 

STRAWMAN [in terror].
 Merciful heaven! My “life’s romance!” What, what!
 When was my life romantic, if you please?
 

MISS JAY.
 I never said so.
 

STIVER.
                   Witness disagrees.
 

STRAWMAN.
 That I have ever swerved a single jot
 From social prescript, — is a monstrous lie.
 

FALK.
 Good.
            [Clapping STIVER on the shoulder.
       Here’s a friend who will not put me by.
 We’ll start with Stiver’s lyric ecstasies.
 

STIVER [after a glance of horror at STRAWMAN].
 Are you quite mad! Nay then I must be heard!
 You dare accuse me for a poet — 
 

MISS JAY.
                                   How — !
 

FALK.
 Your office has averred it anyhow.
 

STIVER [in towering anger].
 Sir, by our office nothing is averred.
 

FALK.
 Well, leave me then, you also: I have by me
 One comrade yet whose loyalty will last.
 “A true heart’s story” Lind will not deny me,
 Whose troth’s too tender for the ocean blast,
 Who for his mistress makes surrender of
 His fellow-men — pure quintessence of Love!
 

MRS. HALM.
 My patience, Mr. Falk, is now worn out.
 The same abode no longer can receive us: — 
 I beg of you this very day to leave us — 
 

FALK [with a bow as MRS. HALM and the company withdraw].
 That this would come I never had a doubt!
 

STRAWMAN.
 Between us two there’s a battle to the death;
 You’ve slandered me, my wife, my little flock,
 From Molly down to Millie, in one breath.
 Crow on, crow on — Emancipation’s cock, — 
     [Goes in followed by his wife and children.
 

FALK.
 And go you on observing Peter’s faith
 To Love your lord — who, thanks to your advice,
 Was thrice denied before the cock crew thrice!
 

MISS JAY [turning faint].
 Attend me, Stiver! help me get unlaced
 My corset — this way, this way — do make haste!
 

STIVER [to FALK as he withdraws with MISS JAY on his arm].
 I here renounce your friendship.
 

LIND.
                                   I likewise.
 

FALK [seriously].
 You too, my Lind?
 

LIND.
                    Farewell.
 

FALK.
                      You were my nearest one — 
 

LIND.
 No help, it is the pleasure of my dearest one.
 

   [He goes in: SVANHILD has remained standing on the
       verandah steps.
 

FALK.
 So, now I’ve made a clearance, have free course
 In all directions!
 

SVANHILD.
                     Falk, one word with you!
 

FALK [pointing politely to the house].
 That way, Miss Halm; — that way, with all the force
 Of aunts and inmates, Mrs. Halm withdrew.
 

SVANHILD [nearer him].
 Let them withdraw; their ways and mine divide;
 I will not swell the number of their band.
 

FALK.
 You’ll stay?
 

SVANHILD.
               If you make war on lies, I stand
 A trusty armour-bearer by your side.
 

FALK.
 You, Svanhild, you who — 
 

SVANHILD.
                            I, who — yesterday — ?
 Were you yourself, Falk, yesterday the same?
 You bade me be a sallow, for your play.
 

FALK.
 And a sweet sallow sang me into shame.
 No, you are right: I was a child to ask;
 But you have fired me to a nobler task.
 Right in the midst of men the Church is founded
 Where Truth’s appealing clarion must be sounded
 We are not called, like demigods, to gaze on
 The battle from the far-off mountain’s crest,
 But in our hearts to bear our fiery blazon,
 An Olaf’s cross upon a mailed breast, — 
 To look afar across the fields of flight,
 Tho’ pent within the mazes of its might, — 
 Beyond the mirk descry one glimmer still
 Of glory — that’s the Call we must fulfil.
 

SVANHILD.
 And you’ll fulfil it when you break from men,
 Stand free, alone, — 
 

FALK.
                       Did I frequent them then?
 And there lies duty. No, that time’s gone by, — 
 My solitary compact with the sky.
 My four-wall-chamber poetry is done;
 My verse shall live in forest and in field,
 I’ll fight under the splendour of the sun; — 
 I or the Lie — one of us two must yield!
 

SVANHILD.
 Then forth with God from Verse to Derring-doe!
 I did you wrong: you have a feeling heart;
 Forgive me, — and as good friends let us part — 
 

FALK.
 Nay, in my future there is room for two!
 We part not. Svanhild, if you dare decide,
 We’ll battle on together side by side.
 

SVANHILD.
 We battle?
 

FALK.
             See, I have no friend, no mate,
 By all abandoned, I make war on all:
 At me they aim the piercing shafts of hate;
 Say, do you dare with me to stand or fall?
 Henceforth along the beaten walks I’ll move
 Heedful of each constraining etiquette;
 Spread, like the rest of men, my board, and set
 The ring upon the finger of love!
     [Takes a ring from his finger and holds it up.
 

SVANHILD [in breathless suspense].
 You mean that?
 

FALK.
                 Yes, by us the world will see,
 Love has an everlasting energy,
 That suffers not its splendour to take hurt
 From the day’s dust, the common highway’s dirt.
 Last night I showed you the ideal aflame,
 Beaconing from a dizzy mountain’s brow.
 You shuddered, for you were a woman, — now
 I show you woman’s veritable aim; — 
 A soul like yours, what it has vowed, will keep.
 You see the abyss before you, Svanhild, leap!
 

SVANHILD [almost inaudibly].
 If we should fail — ?
 

FALK [exulting].
                       No, in your eyes I see
 A gleam that surely prophesies our winning!
 

SVANHILD.
 Then take me as I am, take all of me!
 Now buds the young leaf; now my spring’s beginning!
 

   [She flings herself boldly into his arms as the
       curtain falls.
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

Evening. Bright moonlight. Coloured lanterns are hung about the trees. In the background are covered tables with bottles, glasses, biscuits, etc. From the house, which is lighted up from top to bottom, subdued music and singing are heard during the following scene. SVANHILD stands on the verandah. FALK comes from the right with some books and a portfolio under his arm. The PORTER follows with a portmanteau and knapsack.
 

FALK.
 That’s all, then?
 

PORTER.
                   Yes, sir, all is in the pack,
 But just a satchel, and the paletot.
 

FALK.
 Good; when I go, I’ll take them on my back.
 Now off. See, this is the portfolio.
 

PORTER.
 It’s locked, I see.
 

FALK.
                     Locked, Peter.
 

PORTER.
                                    Good, sir.
 

FALK.
                                               Pray,
 Make haste and burn it.
 

PORTER.
                         Burn it?
 

FALK.
                                  Yes, to ash — 
                                          [Smiling.
 With every draft upon poetic cash;
 As for the books, you’re welcome to them.
 

PORTER.
                                           Nay,
 Such payment is above a poor man’s earning.
 But, sir, I’m thinking, if you can bestow
 Your books, you must have done with all your learning?
 

FALK.
 Whatever can be learnt from books I know,
 And rather more.
 

PORTER.
                  More? Nay, that’s hard I doubt!
 

FALK.
 Well, now be off; the carriers wait without.
 Just help them load the barrow ere you go.
              [The PORTER goes out to the left.
 

FALK [approaching SVANHILD who comes to meet him].
 One moment’s ours, my Svanhild, in the light
 Of God and of the lustrous summer night.
 How the stars glitter thro’ the leafage, see,
 Like bright fruit hanging on the great world-tree.
 Now slavery’s last manacle I slip,
 Now for the last time feel the wealing whip;
 Like Israel at the Passover I stand,
 Loins girded for the desert, staff in hand.
 Dull generation, from whose sight is hid
 The Promised Land beyond that desert flight,
 Thrall tricked with knighthood, never the more knight,
 Tomb thyself kinglike in the Pyramid, — 
 I cross the barren desert to be free.
 My ship strides on despite an ebbing sea;
 But there the Legion Lie shall find its doom,
 And glut one deep, dark, hollow-vaulted tomb.
     [A short pause; he looks at her and takes her hand.
 You are so still!
 

SVANHILD.
                   So happy! Suffer me,
 O suffer me in silence still to dream.
 Speak you for me; my budding thoughts, grown strong,
 One after one will burgeon into song,
 Like lilies in the bosom of the stream.
 

FALK.
 O say it once again, in truth’s pure tone
 Beyond the fear of doubt, that thou art mine!
 O say it, Svanhild, say — 
 

SVANHILD [throwing herself on his neck].
                           Yes, I am thine!
 

FALK.
 Thou singing-bird God sent me for my own!
 

SVANHILD.
 Homeless within my mother’s house I dwelt,
 Lonely in all I thought, in all I felt,
 A guest unbidden at the feast of mirth, — 
 Accounted nothing — less than nothing — worth.
 Then you appeared! For the first time I heard
 My own thought uttered in another’s word;
 To my lame visions you gave wings and feet — 
 You young unmasker of the Obsolete!
 Half with your caustic keenness you alarmed me,
 Half with your radiant eloquence you charmed me,
 As sea-girt forests summon with their spell
 The sea their flinty beaches still repel.
 Now I have read the bottom of your soul,
 Now you have won me, undivided, whole;
 Dear forest, where my tossing billows beat,
 My tide’s at flood and never will retreat!
 

FALK.
 And I thank God that in the bath of Pain
 He purged my love. What strong compulsion drew
 Me on I knew not, till I saw in you
 The treasure I had blindly sought in vain.
 I praise Him, who our love has lifted thus
 To noble rank by sorrow, — licensed us
 To a triumphal progress, bade us sweep
 Thro’ fen and forest to our castle-keep,
 A noble pair, astride on Pegasus!
 

SVANHILD [pointing to the house].
 The whole house, see, is making feast to-night.
 There, in their honour, every room’s alight,
 There cheerful talk and joyous song ring out;
 On the highroad no passer-by will doubt
 That men are happy where they are so gay.
                                [With compassion.
 Poor sister! — happy in the great world’s way!
 

FALK.
 “Poor” sister, say you?
 

SVANHILD.
                         Has she not divided
 With kith and kin the treasure of her soul,
 Her capital to fifty hands confided,
 So that not one is debtor for the whole?
 From no one has she all things to receive,
 For no one has she utterly to live.
 O beside my wealth hers is little worth;
 I have but one possession upon earth.
 My heart was lordless when with trumpet blare
 And multitudinous song you came, its king,
 The banners of my thought your ensign bear,
 You fill my soul with glory, like the spring.
 Yes, I must needs thank God, when it is past,
 That I was lonely till I found out thee, — 
 That I lay dead until the trumpet blast
 Waken’d me from the world’s frivolity.
 

FALK.
 Yes we, who have no friends on earth, we twain
 Own the true wealth, the golden fortune, — we
 Who stand without, beside the starlit sea,
 And watch the indoor revel thro’ the pane.
 Let the lamp glitter and the song resound,
 Let the dance madly eddy round and round; — 
 Look up, my Svanhild, into yon deep blue, — 
 There glitter little lamps in thousands, too — 
 

SVANHILD.
 And hark, beloved, thro’ the limes there floats
 This balmy eve a chorus of sweet notes — 
 

FALK.
 It is for us that fretted vault’s aglow — 
 

SVANHILD.
 It is for us the vale is loud below!
 

FALK.
 I feel myself like God’s lost prodigal;
 I left Him for the world’s delusive charms.
 With mild reproof He wooed me to His arms;
 And when I come, He lights the vaulted hall,
 Prepares a banquet for the son restored,
 And makes His noblest creature my reward.
 From this time forth I’ll never leave that Light, — 
 But stand its armed defender in the fight;
 Nothing shall part us, and our life shall prove
 A song of glory to triumphant love!
 

SVANHILD.
 And see how easy triumph is for two,
 When He’s a man — 
 

FALK.
                   She, woman thro’ and thro’; — 
 It is impossible for such to fall!
 

SVANHILD.
 Then up, and to the war with want and sorrow;
 This very hour I will declare it all!
       [Pointing to FALK’s ring on her finger.
 

FALK [hastily].
 No, Svanhild, not to-night, wait till to-morrow!
 To-night we gather our young love’s red rose;
 ‘Twere sacrilege to smirch it with the prose
 Of common day.
        [The door into the garden-room opens.
               Your mother’s coming! Hide!
 No eye this night shall see thee as my bride!
 

   [They go out among the trees by the summer-house.
       MRS. HALM and GULDSTAD come out on the balcony.
 

MRS. HALM.
 He’s really going?
 

GULDSTAD.
                    Seems so, I admit.
 

STIVER [coming].
 He’s going, madam!
 

MRS. HALM.
                    We’re aware of it!
 

STIVER.
 A most unfortunate punctilio.
 He’ll keep his word; his stubbornness I know.
 In the Gazette he’ll put us all by name;
 My love will figure under leaded headings,
 With jilts, and twins, and countermanded weddings.
 Listen; I tell you, if it weren’t for shame,
 I would propose an armistice, a truce — 
 

MRS. HALM.
 You think he would be willing?
 

STIVER.
                                I deduce
 The fact from certain signs, which indicate
 That his tall talk about his Amor’s News
 Was uttered in a far from sober state.
 One proof especially, if not transcendent,
 Yet tells most heavily against defendant:
 It has been clearly proved that after dinner
 To his and Lind’s joint chamber he withdrew,
 And there displayed such singular demeanour
 As leaves no question — 
 

GULDSTAD.
           [Sees a glimpse of FALK and SVANHILD, who separate,
          Falk going to the background; SVANHILD remains
          standing hidden by the summer-house.
                         Hold, we have the clue!
 Madam, one word! — Falk does not mean to go,
 Or if he does, he means it as a friend.
 

STIVER.
 How, you believe then — ?
 

MRS. HALM.
                          What do you intend?
 

GULDSTAD.
 With the least possible delay I’ll show
 That matters move precisely as you would.
 Merely a word in private — 
 

MRS. HALM.
                            Very good.
 

   [They go together into the garden and are seen from
       time to time in lively conversation.
 

STIVER.
     [Descending into the garden discovers FALK, who is
       standing by the water and gazing over it.
 These poets are mere men of vengeance, we
 State servants understand diplomacy.
 I need to labour for myself — 
     [Seeing STRAWMAN, who enters from the garden-room.
                               Well met!
 

STRAWMAN [on the verandah].
 He’s really leaving! [Going down to STIVER.
                      Ah, my dear sir, let
 Me beg you just a moment to go in
 And hold my wife — 
 

STIVER.
                    I — hold her, sir?
 

STRAWMAN.
                                      I mean
 In talk. The little ones and we are so
 Unused to be divided, there is no
 Escaping — 
     [His wife and children appear in the door.
               Ha! already on my trail.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN.
 Where are you, Strawman?
 

STRAWMAN [aside to STIVER].
                          Do invent some tale,
 Something amusing — something to beguile!
 

STIVER [going on to the verandah].
 Pray, madam, have you read the official charge?
 A masterpiece of literary style.
                  [Takes a book from his pocket.
 Which I shall now proceed to cite at large.
 

[Ushers her politely into the room, and follows himself. FALK comes forward; he and Strawman meet; they regard one another a moment in silence.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Well?
 

FALK.
        Well?
 

STRAWMAN.
             Falk?
 

FALK.
                  Pastor?
 

STRAWMAN.
                          Are you less
 Intractable than when we parted?
 

FALK.
                                  Nay,
 I go my own inexorable way — 
 

STRAWMAN.
 Even tho’ you crush another’s happiness?
 

FALK.
 I plant the flower of knowledge in its place.
                                        [Smiling.
 If, by the way, you have not ceased to think
 Of the Gazette — 
 

STRAWMAN.
                  Ah, that was all a joke?
 

FALK.
 Yes, pluck up courage, that will turn to smoke;
 I break the ice in action, not in ink.
 

STRAWMAN.
 But even though you spare me, sure enough
 There’s one who won’t so lightly let me off;
 He has the advantage, and he won’t forego it,
 That lawyer’s clerk — and ‘tis to you I owe it;
 You raked the ashes of our faded flames,
 And you may take your oath he won’t be still
 If once I mutter but a syllable
 Against the brazen bluster of his claims.
 These civil-service gentlemen, they say,
 Are very potent in the press to-day.
 A trumpery paragraph can lay me low,
 Once printed in that Samson-like Gazette
 That with the jaw of asses fells its foe,
 And runs away with tackle and with net,
 Especially towards the quarter day — 
 

FALK [aquiescing].
 Ah, were there scandal in the case, indeed — 
 

STRAWMAN [despondently].
 No matter. Read its columns with good heed,
 You’ll see me offered up to Vengeance.
 

FALK [whimsically].
                                        Nay,
 To retribution — well-earned punishment.
 Thro’ all our life there runs a Nemesis,
 Which may delay, but never will relent,
 And grants to none exception or release.
 Who wrongs the Ideal? Straight there rushes in
 The Press, its guardian with the Argus eye,
 And the offender suffers for his sin.
 

STRAWMAN.
 But in the name of heaven, what pledge have I
 Given this “Ideal” that’s ever on your tongue?
 I’m married, have a family, twelve young
 And helpless innocents to clothe and keep;
 I have my daily calls on every side,
 Churches remote and gleve and pasture wide,
 Great herds of breeding cattle, ghostly sheep — 
 All to be watched and cared for, clipt and fed,
 Grain to be winnowed, compost to be spread; — 
 Wanted all day in shippon and in stall,
 What time have I to serve the “Ideal” withal?
 

FALK.
 Then get you home with what dispatch you may,
 Creep snugly in before the winter-cold;
 Look, in young Norway dawns at last the day,
 Thousand brave hearts are in its ranks enroll’d,
 Its banners in the morning breezes play!
 

STRAWMAN.
 And if, young man, I were to take my way
 With bag and baggage home, with everything
 That made me yesterday a little king,
 Were mine the only volet face to-day?
 Think you I carry back the wealth I brought?
                 [As FALK is about to answer.
 Nay, listen let me first explain my thought
                             [Coming nearer.
 Time was when I was young, like you, and played
 Like you, the unconquerable Titan’s part;
 Year after year I toiled and moiled for bread,
 Which hardens a man’s hand, but not his heart.
 For northern fells my lonely home surrounded,
 And by my parish bounds my world was bounded.
 My home — Ah, Falk, I wonder, do you know
 What home is?
 

FALK [curtly].
               I have never known.
 

STRAWMAN.
                                        Just so.
 That is a home, where five may dwell with ease,
 Tho’ two would be a crowd, if enemies.
 That is a home, where all your thoughts play free
 As boys and girls about their father’s knee,
 Where speech no sooner touches heart, than tongue
 Darts back an answering harmony of song;
 Where you may grow from flax-haired snowy-polled,
 And not a soul take note that you grow old;
 Where memories grow fairer as they fade,
 Like far blue peaks beyond the forest glade.
 

FALK [with constrained sarcasm].
 Come, you grow warm — 
 

STRAWMAN.
            Where you but jeered and flouted.
 So utterly unlike God made us two!
 I’m bare of that he lavished upon you.
 But I have won the game where you were routed.
 Seen from the clouds, full many a wayside grain
 Of truth seems empty chaff and husks. You’d soar
 To heaven, I scarcely reach the stable door,
 One bird’s an eagle born — 
 

FALK.
                             And one a hen.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Yes, laugh away, and say it be so, grant
 I am a hen. There clusters to my cluck
 A crowd of little chickens, — which you want!
 And I’ve the hen’s high spirit and her pluck,
 And for my little ones forget myself.
 You think me dull, I know it. Possibly
 You pass a harsher judgment yet, decree
 Me over covetous of worldly pelf.
 Good, on that head we will not disagree.
     [Seizes FALK’s arm and continues in a low
       tone but with gathering vehemence.
 You’re right, I’m dull and dense and grasping, yes;
 But grasping for my God-given babes and wife,
 And dense from struggling blindly for bare life,
 And dull from sailing seas of loneliness.
 Just when the pinnance of my youthful dream
 Into the everlasting deep went down,
 Another started from the ocean stream
 Borne with a fair wind onward to life’s crown.
 For every dream that vanished in the wave,
 For every buoyant plume that broke asunder,
 God sent me in return a little wonder,
 And gratefully I took the good He gave.
 For them I strove, for them amassed, annexed, — 
 For them, for them, explained the Holy text;
 On them you’ve poured the venom of your spite!
 You’ve proved, with all the cunning of the schools,
 My bliss was but the paradise of fools,
 That all I took for earnest was a jest; — 
 Now I implore, give me my quiet breast
 Again, the flawless peace of mind I had — 
 

FALK.
 Prove, in a word, your title to be glad?
 

STRAWMAN.
 Yes, in my path you’ve cast the stone of doubt,
 And nobody but you can cast it out.
 Between my kin and me you’ve set a bar, — 
 Remove the bar, the strangling noose undo — 
 

FALK.
 You possibly believe I keep the glue
 Of lies for Happiness’s in a broken jar?
 

STRAWMAN.
 I do believe, the faith your reasons tore
 To shreds, your reasons may again restore;
 The limb that you have shatter’d, you can set;
 Reverse your judgment, — the whole truth unfold,
 Restate the case — I’ll fly my banner yet — 
 

FALK [haughtily].
 I stamp no copper Happiness as gold.
 

STRAWMAN [looking fixedly at him].
 Remember then that, lately, one whose scent
 For truth is of the keenest told us this:
                           [With uplifted finger.
 “There runs through all our life a Nemesis,
 Which may delay, but never will relent.”
                  [He goes towards the house.
 

STIVER
     [Coming out with glasses on, and an open book
       in his hand.
 Pastor, you must come flying like the blast!
 Your girls are sobbing — 
 

THE CHILDREN [in the doorway].
                          Pa!
 

STIVER.
                          And Madam waiting!
                          [Strawman goes in.
 This lady has no talent for debating.
     [Puts the book and glasses in his pocket,
       and approaches FALK.
 Falk!
 

FALK.
      Yes!
 

STIVER.
    I hope you’ve changed your mind at last?
 

FALK.
 Why so?
 

STIVER.
         For obvious reasons. To betray
 Communications made in confidence,
 Is conduct utterly without defence.
 They must not pass the lips.
 

FALK.
                              No, I’ve heard say
 It is at times a risky game to play.
 

STIVER.
 The very devil!
 

FALK.
                 Only for the great.
 

STIVER [zealously].
 No, no, for all us servants of the state.
 Only imagine how my future chances
 Would dwindle, if the governor once knew
 I keep Pegasus that neighs and prances
 In office hours — and such an office, too!
 From first to last, you know, in our profession,
 The winged horse is viewed with reprobation:
 But worst of all would be, if it got wind
 That I against our primal law had sinn’d
 By bringing secret matters to the light — 
 

FALK.
 That’s penal, is it — such an oversight?
 

STIVER [mysteriously].
 It can a servant of the state compel
 To beg for his dismissal out of hand.
 On us officials lies a strict command,
 Even by the hearth to be inscrutable.
 

FALK.
 O those despotical authorities,
 Muzzling the — clerk that treadeth out the grain!
 

STIVER [shrugging his shoulders].
 It is the law; to murmur is in vain.
 Moreover, at a moment such as this,
 When salary revision is in train,
 It is not well to advertise one’s views
 Of office time’s true function and right use.
 That’s why I beg you to be silent; look,
 A word may forfeit my — 
 

FALK.
                         Portfolio?
 

STIVER.
 Officially it’s called a transcript book;
 A protocol’s the clasp upon the veil of snow
 That shrouds the modest breast of the Bureau.
 What lies beneath you must not seek to know.
 

FALK.
 And yet I only spoke at your desire;
 You hinted at your literary crop.
 

STIVER.
 How should I guess he’d grovel in the mire
 So deep, this parson perch’d on fortune’s top,
 A man with snug appointments, children, wife,
 And money to defy the ills of life?
 If such a man prove such a Philistine,
 What shall of us poor copyists be said?
 Of me, who drive the quill and rule the line,
 A man engaged and shortly to be wed,
 With family in prospect — and so forth?
                             [More vehemently.
 O, if I only had a well-lined berth,
 I’d bind the armour’d helmet on my head,
 And cry defiance to united earth!
 And were I only unengaged like you,
 Trust me, I’d break a road athwart the snow
 Of prose, and carry the Ideal through!
 

FALK.
 To work then, man!
 

STIVER.
                   How?
 

FALK.
                        You may still do so!
 Let the world’s prudish owl unheeded flutter by;
 Freedom converts the grub into a butterfly!
 

STIVER.
 You mean, to break the engagement — ?
 

FALK.
                             That’s my mind; — 
 The fruit is gone, why keep the empty rind?
 

STIVER.
 Such a proposal’s for a green young shoot,
 Not for a man of judgment and repute.
 I heed not what King Christian in his time
 (The Fifth) laid down about engagements broken-off;
 For that relationship is nowhere spoken of
 In any rubric of the code of crime.
 The act would not be criminal in name,
 It would in no way violate the laws — 
 

FALK.
 Why there, you see then!
 

STIVER [firmly].
                          Yes, but all the same, — 
 I must reject all pleas in such a cause.
 Staunch comrades we have been in times of dearth;
 Of life’s disport she asks but little share,
 And I’m a homely fellow, long aware
 God made me for the ledger and the hearth.
 Let others emulate the eagle’s flight,
 Life in the lowly plains may be as bright.
 What does his Excellency Goethe say
 About the white and shining milky way?
 Man may not there the milk of fortune skim,
 Nor is the butter of it meant for him.
 

FALK.
 Why, even were fortune-churning our life’s goal,
 The labour must be guided by the soul; — 
 Be citizens of the time that is — but then
 Make the time worthy of the citizen.
 In homely things lurks beauty, without doubt,
 But watchful eye and brain must draw it out.
 Not every man who loves the soil he turns
 May therefore claim to be another Burns.(5)
 

STIVER.
 Then let us each our proper path pursue,
 And part in peace; we shall not hamper you;
 We keep the road, you hover in the sky,
 There where we too once floated, she and I.
 But work, not song, provides our daily bread,
 And when a man’s alive, his music’s dead.
 A young man’s life’s a lawsuit, and the most
 Superfluous litigation in existence:
 Plead where and how you will, your suit is lost.
 

FALK [bold and confident, with a glance at the
     summer-house].
 Nay, tho’ I took it to the highest place, — 
 Judgment, I know, would be reversed by grace!
 I know two hearts can live a life complete,
 With hope still ardent, and with faith still sweet;
 You preach the wretched gospel of the hour,
 That the Ideal is secondary!
 

STIVER.
                              No!
 It’s primary: appointed, like the flower,
 To generate the fruit, and then to go.
 

   [Indoors, MISS JAY plays and sings: “In the Gloaming.”
       STIVER stands listening in silent emotion.
 

With the same melody she calls me yet
 Which thrilled me to the heart when first we met.
     [Lays his hand on FALK’s arm and gazes intently at him.
 Oft as she wakens those pathetic notes,
 From the white keys reverberating floats
 An echo of the “yes” that made her mine.
 And when our passions shall one day decline,
 To live again as friendship, to the last
 That song shall link that present to this past.
 And what tho’ at the desk my back grow round,
 And my day’s work a battle for mere bread,
 Yet joy will lead me homeward, where the dead
 Enchantment will be born again in sound.
 If one poor bit of evening we can claim,
 I shall come off undamaged from the game!
 

[He goes into the house. FALK turns towards the summer-house. SVANHILD comes out, she is pale and agitated. They gaze at each other in silence a moment, and fling themselves impetuously into each other’s arms.
 

FALK.
 O, Svanhild, let us battle side by side!
 Thou fresh glad blossom flowering by the tomb, — 
 See what the life is that they call youth’s bloom!
 There’s coffin-stench wherever two go by
 At the street corner, smiling outwardly,
 With falsehood’s reeking sepulchre beneath,
 And in their blood the apathy of death.
 And this they think is living! Heaven and earth,
 Is such a load so many antics worth?
 For such an end to haul up babes in shoals,
 To pamper them with honesty and reason,
 To feed them fat with faith one sorry season,
 For service, after killing-day, as souls?
 

SVANHILD.
 Falk, let us travel!
 

FALK.
                      Travel? Whither, then?
 Is not the whole world everywhere the same?
 And does not Truth’s own mirror in its frame
 Lie equally to all the sons of men?
 No, we will stay and watch the merry game,
 The conjurer’s trick, the tragi-comedy
 Of liars that are dupes of their own lie;
 Stiver and Lind, the Parson and his dame,
 See them, — prize oxen harness’d to love’s yoke,
 And yet at bottom very decent folk!
 Each wears for others and himself a mask,
 Yet one too innocent to take to task;
 Each one, a stranded sailor on a wreck,
 Counts himself happy as the gods in heaven;
 Each his own hand from Paradise has driven,
 Then, splash! into the sulphur to the neck!
 But none has any inkling where he lies,
 Each thinks himself a knight of Paradise,
 And each sits smiling between howl and howl;
 And if the Fiend come by with jeer and growl,
 With horns, and hoofs, and things yet more abhorred, — 
 Then each man jogs the neighbour at his jowl:
 “Off with your hat, man! See, there goes the Lord!”
 

SVANHILD [after a brief thoughtful silence].
 How marvellous a love my steps has led
 To this sweet trysting place! My life that sped
 In frolic and fantastic visions gay,
 Henceforth shall grow one ceaseless working day!
 O God! I wandered groping, — all was dim:
 Thou gavest me light — and I discovered him!
           [Gazing at FALK in love and wonder.
 Whence is that strength of thine, thou mighty tree
 That stand’st alone, and yet canst shelter me — ?
 

FALK.
 God’s truth, my Svanhild; that gives fortitude.
 

SVANHILD [with a shy glance towards the house].
 They came like tempters, evilly inclined,
 Each spokesman for his half of humankind,
 One asking: How can true love reach its goal
 When riches’ leaden weight subdues the soul?
 The other asking: How can true love speed
 When life’s a battle to the death with Need?
 O horrible! — to bid the world receive
 That teaching as the truth, and yet to live!
 

FALK.
 How if ‘twere meant for us?
 

SVANHILD.
                             For us? — What, then?
 Can outward fate control the wills of men?
 I have already said: if thou’lt stand fast,
 I’ll dare and suffer by thee to the last.
 How light to listen to the gospel’s voice,
 To leave one’s home behind, to weep, rejoice,
 And take with God the husband of one’s choice!
 

FALK [embracing her].
 Come then, and blow thy worst, thou winter weather!
 We stand unshaken, for we stand together!
 

   [MRS. HALM and GULDSTAD come in from the right in
       the background.
 

GULDSTAD [aside].
 Observe!
 

[FALK and SVANHILD remain standing by the summer-house.
 

MRS. HALM [surprised].
          Together!
 

GULDSTAD.
                    Do you doubt it now?
 

MRS. HALM.
 This is most singular.
 

GULDSTAD.
                        O, I’ve noted how
 His work of late absorb’d his interest.
 

MRS. HALM [to herself].
 Who would have fancied Svanhild so sly?
                    [Vivaciously to GULDSTAD.
 But no — I can’t think.
 

GULDSTAD.
                        Put it to the test.
 

MRS. HALM.
 Now, on the spot?
 

GULDSTAD.
                   Yes, and decisively!
 

MRS. HALM [giving him her hand].
 God’s blessing with you!
 

GULDSTAD [gravely].
                          Thanks, it may bestead.
                             [Comes to the front.
 

MRS. HALM [looking back as she goes towards the house].
 Whichever way it goes, my child is sped.
                                      [Goes in.
 

GULDSTAD [approaching FALK].
 It’s late, I think?
 

FALK.
                    Ten minutes and I go.
 

GULDSTAD.
 Sufficient for my purpose.
 

SVANHILD [going].
                            Farewell.
 

GULDSTAD.
                                      No,
 Remain.
 

SVANHILD.
         Shall I?
 

GULDSTAD.
                  Until you’ve answered me.
 It’s time we squared accounts. It’s time we three
 Talked out for once together from the heart.
 

FALK [taken aback].
 We three?
 

GULDSTAD.
           Yes, — all disguises flung apart.
 

FALK [suppressing a smile].
 O, at your service.
 

GULDSTAD.
                     Very good, then hear.
 We’ve been acquainted now for half a year;
 We’ve wrangled — 
 

FALK.
                  Yes.
 

GULDSTAD.
               We’ve been in constant feud;
 We’ve changed hard blows enough. You fought — alone — 
 For a sublime ideal; I as one
 Among the money-grubbing multitude.
 And yet it seemed as if a chord united
 Us two, as if a thousand thoughts that lay
 Deep in my own youth’s memory benighted
 Had started at your bidding into day.
 Yes, I amaze you. But this hair grey-sprinkled
 Once fluttered brown in spring-time, and this brow,
 Which daily occupation moistens now
 With sweat of labour, was not always wrinkled.
 Enough; I am a man of business, hence — 
 

FALK [with gentle sarcasm].
 You are the type of practical good sense.
 

GULDSTAD.
 And you are hope’s own singer young and fain.
                        [Stepping between them.
 Just therefore, Falk and Svanhild, I am here.
 Now let us talk, then; for the hour is near
 Which brings good hap or sorrow in its train.
 

FALK [in suspense].
 Speak, then!
 

GULDSTAD [smiling].
              My ground is, as I said last night,
 A kind of poetry — 
 

FALK.
                    In practice.
 

GULDSTAD.
                                 Right!
 

FALK.
 And if one asked the source from which you drew — ?
 

GULDSTAD
     [Glancing a moment at SVANHILD, and then turning
       again to FALK.
 A common source discovered by us two.
 

SVANHILD.
 Now I must go.
 

GULDSTAD.
                No, wait till I conclude.
 I should not ask so much of others. You,
 Svanhild, I’ve learnt to fathom thro’ and thro’;
 You are too sensible to play the prude.
 I watched expand, unfold, your little life;
 A perfect woman I divined within you,
 But long I only saw a daughter in you; — 
 Now I ask of you — will you be my wife?
     [SVANHILD draws back in embarrassment.
 

FALK [seizing his arm].
 Hold!
 

GULDSTAD.
       Patience; she must answer. Put your own
 Question; — then her decision will be free.
 

FALK.
 I — do you say?
 

GULDSTAD [looking steadily at him].
                The happiness of three
 Lives is at stake to-day, — not mine alone.
 Don’t fancy it concerns you less than me;
 For tho’ base matter is my chosen sphere,
 Yet nature made me something of a seer.
 Yes, Falk, you love her. Gladly, I confess,
 I saw your young love bursting into flower.
 But this young passion, with its lawless power,
 May be the ruin of her happiness.
 

FALK [firing up].
 You have the face to say so?
 

GULDSTAD [quietly].
                              Years give right.
 Say now you won her — 
 

FALK [defiantly].
                       And what then?
 

GULDSTAD [slowly and emphatically].
                                      Yes, say
 She ventured in one bottom to embark
 Her all, her all upon one card to play, — 
 And then life’s tempest swept the ship away,
 And the flower faded as the day grew dark?
 

FALK [involuntarily].
 She must not!
 

GULDSTAD [looking at him with meaning].
               Hm. So I myself decided
 When I was young, like you. In days of old
 I was afire for one. Our paths divided.
 Last night we met again; — the fire was cold.
 

FALK.
 Last night?
 

GULDSTAD.
             Last night. You know the parson’s dame — 
 

FALK.
 What? It was she, then, who — 
 

GULDSTAD.
                                Who lit the flame.
 Long I remembered her with keen regret,
 And still in my remembrance she arose
 As the young lovely woman that she was
 When in life’s buoyant spring-time first we met.
 And that same foolish fire you now are fain
 To light, that game of hazard you would dare.
 See, that is why I call to you — beware!
 The game is perilous! Pause, and think again!
 

FALK.
 No, to the whole tea-caucus I declared
 My fixed and unassailable belief — 
 

GULDSTAD [completing his sentence].
 That heartfelt love can weather unimpaired
 Custom, and Poverty, and Age, and Grief.
 Well, say it be so; possibly you’re right;
 But see the matter in another light.
 What love is, no man ever told us — whence
 It issues, that ecstatic confidence
 That one life may fulfil itself in two, — 
 To this no mortal ever found the clue.
 But marriage is a practical concern,
 As also is betrothal, my good sir — 
 And by experience easily we learn
 That we are fitted just for her, or her.
 But love, you know, goes blindly to its fate,
 Chooses a woman, not a wife, for mate;
 And what if now this chosen woman was
 No wife for you — ?
 

FALK [in suspense].
                    Well?
 

GULDSTAD [shrugging his shoulders].
                          Then you’ve lost your cause.
 To make happy bridegroom and a bride
 Demands not love alone, but much beside,
 Relations that do not wholly disagree.
 And marriage? Why, it is a very sea
 Of claims and calls, of taxing and exaction,
 Whose bearing upon love is very small.
 Here mild domestic virtues are demanded,
 A kitchen soul, inventive and neat handed,
 Making no claims, and executing all; — 
 And much which in a lady’s presence I
 Can hardly with decorum specify.
 

FALK.
 And therefore — ?
 

GULDSTAD.
                  Hear a golden counsel then.
 Use your experience; watch your fellow-men,
 How every loving couple struts and swaggers
 Like millionaires among a world of beggars.
 They scamper to the altar, lad and lass,
 They make a home and, drunk with exultation,
 Dwell for awhile within its walls of glass.
 Then comes the day of reckoning; — out, alas,
 They’re bankrupt, and their house in liquidation!
 Bankrupt the bloom of youth on woman’s brow,
 Bankrupt the flower of passion in her breast,
 Bankrupt the husband’s battle-ardour now,
 Bankrupt each spark of passion he possessed.
 Bankrupt the whole estate, below, above, — 
 And yet this broken pair were once confessed
 A first-class house in all the wares of love!
 

FALK [vehemently].
 That is a lie!
 

GULDSTAD [unmoved].
                Some hours ago ‘twas true
 However. I have only quoted you; — 
 In these same words you challenged to the field
 The “caucus” with love’s name upon your shield.
 Then rang repudiation fast and thick
 From all directions, as from you at present;
 Incredible, I know; who finds it pleasant
 To hear the name of death when he is sick?
 Look at the priest! A painter and composer
 Of taste and spirit when he wooed his bride; — 
 What wonder if the man became a proser
 When she was snugly settled by his side?
 To be his lady-love she was most fit;
 To be his wife, tho’ — not a bit of it.
 And then the clerk, who once wrote clever numbers?
 No sooner was the gallant plighted, fixed,
 Than all his rhymes ran counter and got mixed;
 And now his Muse continuously slumbers,
 Lullabied by the law’s eternal hum.
 Thus you see — [Looks at SVANHILD.
               Are you cold?
 

SVANHILD [softly].
                             No.
 

FALK [with forced humour].
                                 Since the sum
 Works out a minus then in every case
 And never shows a plus, — why should you be
 So resolute your capital to place
 In such a questionable lottery?
 

GULDSTAD [looks at him, smiles, and shakes his head].
 My bold young Falk, reserve a while your mirth. — 
 There are two ways of founding an estate.
 It may be built on credit — drafts long-dated
 On pleasure in a never-ending bout,
 On perpetuity of youth unbated,
 And permanent postponement of the gout.
 It may be built on lips of rosy red,
 On sparkling eyes and locks of flowing gold,
 On trust these glories never will be shed,
 Nor the dread hour of periwigs be tolled.
 It may be built on thoughts that glow and quiver, — 
 Flowers blowing in the sandy wilderness, — 
 On hearts that, to the end of life, for ever
 Throb with the passion of the primal “yes.”
 To dealings such as this the world extends
 One epithet: ‘tis known as “humbug,” friends.
 

FALK.
 I see, you are a dangerous attorney,
 You — well-to-do, a millionaire may-be;
 While two broad backs could carry in one journey
 All that beneath the sun belongs to me.
 

GULDSTAD [sharply].
 What do you mean?
 

FALK.
                   That is not hard to see.
 For the sound way of building, I suppose,
 Is just with cash — the wonder-working paint
 That round the widow’s batten’d forehead throws
 The aureole of a young adored saint.
 

GULDSTAD.
 O no, ‘tis something better that I meant.
 ‘Tis the still flow of generous esteem,
 Which no less honours the recipient
 Than does young rapture’s giddy-whirling dream.
 It is the feeling of the blessedness
 Of service, and home quiet, and tender ties,
 The joy of mutual self-sacrifice,
 Of keeping watch lest any stone distress
 Her footsteps wheresoe’er her pathway lies;
 It is the healing arm of a true friend
 The manly muscle that no burdens bend,
 The constancy no length of years decays,
 The arm that stoutly lifts and firmly stays.
 This, Svanhild, is the contribution I
 Bring to your fortune’s fabric: now, reply.
     [SVANHILD makes an effort to speak; GULDSTAD lifts
        his hand to check her.
 Consider well before you give your voice!
 With clear deliberation make your choice.
 

FALK.
 And how have you discovered — 
 

GULDSTAD.
                               That I love her?
 That in your eyes ‘twas easy to discover.
 Let her too know it. [Presses his hand.
                       Now I will go in.
 Let the jest cease and earnest work begin;
 And if you undertake that till the end
 You’ll be to her no less a faithful friend,
 A staff to lean on, and a help in need,
 Than I can be — [Turning to SVANHILD.
 Cancel it from the tables of your thought.
 Then it is I who triumph in very deed;
 You’re happy, and for nothing else I fought.
                                      [To FALK.
 And, apropos — just now you spoke of cash,
 Trust me, ‘tis little more than tinsell’d trash.
 I have not ties, stand perfectly alone;
 To you I will make over all I own;
 My daughter she shall be, and you my son.
 You know I have a business by the border:
 There I’ll retire, you set your home in order,
 And we’ll foregather when a year is gone.
 Now, Falk, you know me; with the same precision
 Observe yourself: the voyage down life’s stream,
 Remember, is no pastime and no dream.
 Now, in the name of God — make your decision!
 

   [Goes into the house. Pause. FALK and
       SVANHILD look shyly at each other.
 

FALK.
 You are so pale.
 

SVANHILD.
                  And you so silent.
 

FALK.
                                      True.
 

SVANHILD.
 He smote us hardest.
 

FALK [to himself].
                      Stole my armour, too.
 

SVANHILD.
 What blows he struck!
 

FALK.
                   He knew to place them well.
 

SVANHILD.
 All seemed to go to pieces where they fell.
                          [Coming nearer to him.
 How rich in one another’s wealth before
 We were, when all had left us in despite,
 And Thought rose upward like the echoing roar
 Of breakers in the silence of the night.
 With exultation then we faced the fray,
 And confidence that Love is lord of death; — 
 He came with worldly cunning, stole our faith,
 Sowed doubt, — and all the glory pass’d away!
 

FALK [with wild vehemence].
 Tear, tear it from thy memory! All his talk
 Was true for others, but for us a lie!
 

SVANHILD [slowly shaking her head].
 The golden grain, hail-stricken on its stalk,
 Will never more wave wanton to the sky.
 

FALK [with an outburst of anguish].
 Yes, we two, Svanhild — !
 

SVANHILD.
                  Hence with hopes that snare!
 If you sow falsehood, you must reap despair.
 For others true, you say? And do you doubt
 That each of them, like us, is sure, alike,
 That he’s the man the lightning will not strike,
 And no avenging thunder will find out,
 Whom the blue storm-cloud scudding up the sky
 On wings of tempest, never can come nigh?
 

FALK.
 The others split their souls on scattered ends:
 Thy single love my being comprehends.
 They’re hoarse with yelling in life’s Babel din:
 I in this quiet shelter fold thee in.
 

SVANHILD.
 But if love, notwithstanding, should decay,

 — Love being Happiness’s single stay — 
 Could you avert, then, Happiness’s fall?
 

FALK.
 No, my love’s ruin were the wreck of all.
 

SVANHILD.
 And can you promise me before the Lord
 That it will last, not drooping like the flower,
 But smell as sweet as now till life’s last hour?
 

FALK [after a short pause].
 It will last long.
 

SVANHILD.
 “Long!” “Long!” — Poor starveling word!
 Can “long” give any comfort in Love’s need?
 It is her death-doom, blight upon her seed.
 “My faith is, Love will never pass away” — 
 That song must cease, and in its stead be heard:
 “My faith is, that I loved you yesterday!”
                     [As uplifted by inspiration.
 No, no, not thus our day of bliss shall wane,
 Flag drearily to west in clouds and rain; — 
 But at high noontide, when it is most bright,
 Plunge sudden, like a meteor, into the night!
 

FALK.
 What would you, Svanhild?
 

SVANHILD.
                        We are of the Spring;
 No autumn shall come after, when the bird
 Of music in thy breast shall not be heard,
 And long not thither where it first took wing.
 Nor ever Winter shall his snowy shroud
 Lay on the clay-cold body of our bliss; — 
 This Love of ours, ardent and glad and proud,
 Pure of disease’s taint and age’s cloud,
 Shall die the young and glorious thing it is!
 

FALK [in deep pain].
 And far from thee — what would be left of life?
 

SVANHILD.
 And near me what were left — if Love depart?
 

FALK.
 A home?
 

SVANHILD.
         Where Joy would gasp in mortal strife.
                                       [Firmly.
 It was not given to me to be your wife.
 That is the clear conviction of my heart!
 In courtship’s merry pastime I can lead,
 But not sustain your spirit in its need.
                 [Nearer and gathering fire.
 Now we have revell’d out a feast of spring;
 No thought of slumber’s sluggard couch come nigh!
 Let Joy amid delirious song make wing
 And flock with choirs of cherubim on high.
 And tho’ the vessel of our fate capsize,
 One plank yet breasts the waters, strong to save; — 
 The fearless swimmer reaches Paradise!
 Let Joy go down into his watery grave;
 Our Love shall yet triumph, by God’s hand,
 Be borne from out the wreckage safe to land!
 

FALK.
 O, I divine thee! But — to sever thus!
 Now, when the portals of the world stand wide, — 
 When the blue spring is bending over us,
 On the same day that plighted thee my bride!
 

SVANHILD.
 Just therefore must we part. Our joy’s torch fire
 Will from this moment wane till it expire!
 And when at last our worldly days are spent,
 And face to face with our great Judge we stand,
 And, as righteous God, he shall demand
 Of us the earthly treasure that he lent — 
 Then, Falk, we cry — past power of Grace to save — 
 “O Lord, we lost it going to the grave!”
 

FALK [with strong resolve].
 Pluck off the ring!
 

SVANHILD [with fire].
                     Wilt thou?
 

FALK.
                           Now I divine!
 Thus and no otherwise canst thou be mine!
 As the grave opens into life’s Dawn-fire,
 So Love with Life may not espoused be
 Till, loosed from longing and from wild desire,
 Pluck off the ring, Svanhild!
 

SVANHILD [in rapture].
                               My task is done!
 Now I have filled thy soul with song and sun.
 Forth! Now thou soarest on triumphant wings, — 
 Forth! Now thy Svanhild is the swan that sings!
     [Takes off the ring and presses a kiss upon it.
 To the abysmal ooze of ocean bed
 Descend, my dream! — I fling thee in its stead!
 

   [Goes a few steps back, throws the ring into the
       fjord, and approaches FALK with a transfigured
       expression.
 

Now for this earthly life I have foregone thee, — 
 But for the life eternal I have won thee!
 

FALK [firmly].
 And now to the day’s duties, each, alone.
 Our paths no more will mingle. Each must wage
 His warfare single-handed, without moan.
 We caught the fevered frenzy of the age,
 Fain without fighting to secure the spoil,
 Win Sabbath ease, and shirk the six days’ toil,
 Tho’ we are called to strive and to forego.
 

SVANHILD.
 But not in sickness.
 

FALK.
 Tho’ quenched were all the light of earth and sky, — 
 The thought of light is God, and cannot die.
 

SVANHILD [withdrawing towards the background].
 Farewell! [Goes further.
 

FALK.
           Farewell — gladly I cry again — 
                                 [Waves his hat.
 Hurrah for love, God’s glorious gift to men!
 

   [The door opens. FALK withdraws to the right; the
       younger guests come out with merry laughter.
 

THE YOUNG GIRLS.
 A lawn dance!
 

A YOUNG GIRL.
               Dancing’s life!
 

ANOTHER.
                               A garland spread
 With dewy blossoms fresh on every head!
 

SEVERAL.
 Yes, to the dance, the dance!
 

ALL.
                               And ne’er to bed!
 

   [STIVER comes out with STRAWMAN arm in arm. MRS.
       STRAWMAN and the children follow.
 

STIVER.
 Yes, you and I henceforward are fast friends.
 

STRAWMAN.
 Allied in battle for our common ends.
 

STIVER.
 When the twin forces of the State agree — 
 

STRAWMAN.
 They add to all men’s — 
 

STIVER [hastily].
                         Gains!
 

STRAWMAN.
                                And gaiety.
 

[MRS. HALM, LIND, ANNA, GULDSTAD, and MISS JAY, with the other guests, come out. All eyes are turned upon FALK and SVANHILD. General amazement when they are seen standing apart.
 

MISS JAY [among the AUNTS, clasping her hands].
 What! Am I awake or dreaming, pray?
 

LIND [who has noticed nothing].
 I have a brother’s compliments to pay.
 

   [He, with the other guests, approaches FALK, but
       starts involuntarily and steps back on looking
       at him.
 

What is the matter with you? You’re a Janus
 With double face!
 

FALK [smiling].
                   I cry, like old Montanus,(6)
 The earth is flat, Messieurs; — by optics lied;
 Flat as a pancake — are you satisfied?
                  [Goes quickly out to the right.
 

MISS JAY.
 Refused!
 

THE AUNTS.
          Refused!
 

MRS. HALM.
                   Hush, ladies, if you please!
                    [Goes across to SVANHILD.
 

MRS. STRAWMAN [to STRAWMAN].
 Fancy, refused!
 

STRAWMAN.
                 It cannot be!
 

MISS JAY.
                               It is!
 

THE LADIES [from mouth to mouth].
 Refused! Refused! Refused!
 

[They gather in little groups about the garden.
 

STIVER [dumfounded].
                              He courting? How?
 

STRAWMAN.
 Yes, think! He laugh’d at us, ha, ha — but now — 
 

[They gaze at each other speechless.
 

ANNA [to LIND].
 That’s good! He was too horrid, to be sure!
 

LIND [embracing her].
 Hurrah, now thou art mine, entire and whole.
 

[They go outside into the garden.
 

GULDSTAD [looking back towards SVANHILD].
 Something is shattered in a certain soul;
 But what is yet alive in it I’ll cure.
 

STRAWMAN [recovering himself and embracing STIVER].
 Now then, you can be very well contented
 To have your dear fiancee for a spouse.
 

STIVER.
 And you complacently can see your house
 With little Strawmans every year augmented.
 

STRAWMAN [Rubbing his hands with satisfaction and looking
          after FALK].
 Insolent fellow! Well, it served him right; — 
 Would all these knowing knaves were in his plight!
 

   [They go across in conversation; MRS. HALM
       approaches with SVANHILD.
 

MRS. HALM [aside eagerly].
 And nothing binds you?
 

SVANHILD.
                        Nothing.
 

MRS. HALM.
                                 Good, you know
 A daughter’s duty — 
 

SVANHILD.
                     Guide me, I obey.
 

MRS. HALM.
 Thanks, child. [Pointing to GULDSTAD.
                He is rich and comme il faut
 Parti; and since there’s nothing in the way — 
 

SVANHILD.
 Yes, there is one condition I require! — 
 To leave this place.
 

MRS. HALM.
                      Precisely his desire.
 

SVANHILD.
 And time — 
 

MRS. HALM.
     How long? Bethink you, fortune’s calling!
 

SVANHILD [with a quiet smile].
 Only a little; till the leaves are falling.
 

   [She goes towards the verandah; MRS. HALM seeks
       out GULDSTAD.
 

STRAWMAN [among the guests].
 One lesson, friends, we learn from this example!
 Tho’ Doubt’s beleaguering forces hem us in,
 The Truth upon the Serpents’s head shall trample,
 The cause of Love shall win — 
 

GUESTS.
                          Yes, Love shall win!
 

   [They embrace and kiss, pair by pair. Outside to
       the left are heard song and laughter.
 

MISS JAY.
 What can this mean?
 

ANNA.
                     The students!
 

LIND.
                                   The quartette,
 Bound for the mountains; — and I quite forgot
 To tell them — 
 

   [The STUDENTS come in to the left and remain
       standing at the entrance.
 

A STUDENT [to LIND].
                  Here we are on the spot!
 

MRS. HALM.
 It’s Lind you seek, then?
 

MISS JAY.
                           That’s unfortunate.
 He’s just engaged — 
 

AN AUNT.
                     And so, you may be sure,
 He cannot think of going on a tour.
 

THE STUDENTS.
 Engaged!
 

ALL THE STUDENTS.
          Congratulations!
 

LIND [to his comrades].
                           Thanks, my friends!
 

THE STUDENT [to his comrades].
 There goes our whole fish-kettle in the fire!
 Our tenor lost! No possible amends!
 

FALK [Coming from the right, in summer suit, with student’s cap, knapsack and stick. I’ll sing the tenor in young Norway’s choir!
 

THE STUDENTS.
 You, Falk! hurrah!
 

FALK.
                    Forth to the mountains, come!
 As the bee hurries from her winter home!
 A twofold music in my breast I bear,
 A cither with diversely sounding strings,
 One for life’s joy, a treble loud and clear,
 And one deep note that quivers as it sings.
          [To individuals among the STUDENTS.
 You have the palette? — You the note-book? Good,
 Swarm then, my bees, into the leafy wood,
 Till at night-fall with pollen-laden thigh,
 Home to our mighty mother-queen we fly!
 

   [Turning to the company, while the STUDENTS depart and
       and the Chorus of the First Act is faintly heard outside.
 

Forgive me my offences great and small, I resent nothing; — [Softly. but remember all.
 

STRAWMAN [beaming with happiness].
 Now fortune’s garden once again is green!
 My wife has hopes, — a sweet presentiment — 
                   [Draws him whispering apart.
 She lately whispered of a glad event — 
                     [Inaudible words intervene.
 If all goes well . . . at Michaelmas . . . thirteen!
 

STIVER [With MISS JAY on his arm, turning to FALK, smiles triumphantly, and says, pointing to STRAWMAN: I’m going to start a household, flush of pelf!
 

MISS JAY [with an ironical courtesy].
 I shall put on my wedding-ring next Yule.
 

ANNA [similarly, as she takes LIND’s arm].
 My Lind will stay, the Church can mind itself — 
 

LIND [hiding his embarrassment].
 And seek an opening in a ladies’ school.
 

MRS. HALM.
 I cultivate my Anna’s capabilities — 
 

GULDSTAD [gravely].
 An unromantic poem I mean to make
 Of one who only lives for duty’s sake.
 

FALK [with a smile to the whole company].
 I go to scale the Future’s possibilities!
 Farewell! [Softly to SVANHILD.
          God bless thee, bride of my life’s dawn,
 Where’er I be, to nobler deed thou’lt wake me.
 

[Waves his hat and follows the STUDENTS.
 

SVANHILD [Looks after him a moment, then says softly but firmly:
 Now over is my life, by lea and lawn,
 The leaves are falling; — now the world may take me.
 

[At this moment the piano strikes up a dance, and champagne corks explode in the background. The gentlemen hurry to and fro with their ladies on their arms. GULDSTAD approaches SVANHILD and bows: she starts momentarily, then collects herself and gives him her hand. MRS. HALM and her family, who have watched the scene in suspense, throng about them with expressions of rapture, which are overpowered by the music and the merriment of the dancers in the garden.
 

[But from the country the following chorus rings loud and defiant through the dance music:
 

CHORUS OF FALK AND THE STUDENTS.
 

And what if I shattered my roaming bark,
 It was passing sweet to be roaming!
 

MOST OF THE COMPANY.
 Hurrah!
 

[Dance and merriment; the curtain falls.
 






  

THE PRETENDERS


 

Translated by William Archer
 

This play was written in 1863 and it is assumed that Ibsen was inspired by reading the third volume of P. A. Munch’s The History of the Norwegian People (1857), which dealt with the civil wars from Sverre’s appearance in 1177 until the fall of Duke Skule in 1240. However, Ibsen put aside this subject in order to work on Love’s Comedy, which he did not finish until the autumn of 1862. On June 1st he was released from his engagement at the theatre and he was then able to resume his work on The Pretenders in the winter of 1862. However it was still a relatively long time before he completed the work. The play opened at the old Christiania Theatre on 19 January, 1864 and Ibsen himself directed the first performance.  Although it received a lukewarm response from critics, it was received very positively by the audience.

The play is set in the thirteenth-century and revolves around the historical conflict between Norwegian King Håkon Håkonsson and his father-in-law; Earl Skule Bårdsson. The portrayed relationship has been commonly ascribed to the rivalry between Ibsen and Bjørnstjerne Bjørnson, who had succeeded Ibsen as director of the Norske Theater in 1857.

Håkon Håkonsson reigned as king of Norway from 1217 to 1263. In the earlier part of the King’s reign, much of the royal power was in the hands of Skule Bårdsson. In 1225, Håkon married Skule’s daughter Margrete Skulesdotter. The relationship between the two became strained as Håkon asserted his power. In 1239, the conflict between the two erupted into open warfare when Skule had himself proclaimed king. The rebellion ended in 1240 when Skule was put to death. This rebellion and the death of Skule are generally taken to mark the end of the Civil war era in Norway, which had dated from 1130.






  








 

Margrete Skulesdatter (1208–1270) was a Norwegian Queen and spouse of King Håkon IV.
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INTRODUCTION
 

Six years elapsed between the composition of The Vikings and that of The Pretenders. In the interval Ibsen wrote Love’s Comedy, and brought all the world of Norwegian philistinism, and (as we should now say) suburbanism, about his ears. Whereas hitherto his countrymen had ignored, they now execrated him. In his autobiographic letter of 1870, to Peter Hansen, he wrote: “The only person who at that time approved of the book was my wife.... My countrymen excommunicated me. All were against me. The fact that all were against me — that there was no longer any one outside my own family circle of whom I could say ‘He believes in me’ — must, as you can easily see, have aroused a mood which found its outlet in The Pretenders.’” It is to be noted that this was written during a period of estrangement from Bjørnson. I do not know what was Bjørnson’s attitude towards Love’s Comedy in particular; but there can be no doubt that, in general, he believed in and encouraged his brother poet, and employed his own growing influence in efforts to his advantage. In representing himself as standing quite alone, Ibsen probably forgets, for the moment, his relation to his great contemporary.

Yet the relation to Bjørnson lay at the root of the character-contrast on which The Pretenders is founded.

Ibsen always insisted that each of his plays gave poetic form to some motive gathered from his own experience or observation; and this is very clearly true of the present play. Ever since Synnove Solbakken had appeared in 1857, Bjørnson, the expansive, eloquent, lyrical Bjørnson, had been the darling child of fortune. He had gone from success to success unwearied. He was recognised throughout Scandinavia (in Denmark no less than in Norway) as the leader of the rising generation in almost every branch of imaginative literature. He was full, not only of inspiration and energy, but of serene self-confidence. Meanwhile Ibsen, nearly five years older than he, had been pursuing his slow and painful course of development, in comparative obscurity, in humiliating poverty, and amid almost complete lack of appreciation. “Mr. Ibsen is a great cipher” (or “nullity”), wrote a critic in 1858; another, in 1863, laid it down that “Ibsen has a certain technical and artistic talent, but nothing of what can be called ‘genius.’” The scoffs of the critics, however, were not the sorest trials that he had to bear. What was hardest to contend against was the doubt as to his own poetic calling and election that constantly beset him.

This doubt could not but be generated by the very tardiness of his mental growth. We see him again and again (in the case of Olaf Liliekrans, of The Vikings, of Love’s
Comedy, and of The Pretenders itself), conceiving a plan and then abandoning it for years — no doubt because he found himself, in one respect or another, unripe for its execution. Every such experience must have involved for him days and weeks of fruitless effort and discouragement. To these moods of scepticism as to his own powers he gave expression in a series of poems (for the most part sonnets) published in 1859 under the title of In the Picture Gallery. In it he represents the “black elf” of doubt, whispering to him: “Your soul is like the dry bed of a mountain stream, in which the singing waters of poetry have ceased to flow. If a faint sound comes rustling down the empty channel, do not imagine that it portends the return of the waters — it is only the dry leaves eddying before the autumn wind, and pattering among the barren stones.” In those years of struggle and stress, of depressing criticism, and enervating self-criticism, he must often have compared his own lot and his own character with Bjørnson’s, and perhaps, too, wondered whether there were no means by which he could appropriate to himself some of his younger and more facile brother-poet’s kingly self-confidence. For this relation between two talents he partly found and partly invented a historic parallel in the relation between two rival pretenders to the Norwegian throne, Håkon Håkonsson and Skule Bârdsson.

Dr. Brandes, who has admirably expounded the personal element in the genesis of this play, compares Håkon-Bjørnson and Skule-Ibsen with the Aladdin and Nureddin of Oehlenschliiger’s beautiful dramatic poem. Aladdin is the born genius, serene, light-hearted, a trifle shallow, who grasps the magic lamp with an unswerving confidence in his right to it. (“It is that which the Romans called ingenium,” says Bishop Nicholas, “truly I am not strong in Latin; but ‘twas called ingenium.”) Nureddin, on the other hand, is the far profounder, more penetrating, but sceptical and self-torturing spirit. When at last he seizes Aladdin’s lamp, as Skule annexes Håkon’s king’s thought, his knees tremble, and it drops from his grasp, just as the Genie is ready to obey him.

It is needless to cite the passages from the scenes between Skule and Bishop Nicholas in the second act, Skule and Håkon in the third, Skule and Jatgeir in the fourth, in which this element of personal symbolism is present.

The reader will easily recognise them, while recognising at the same time that their dramatic appropriateness, their relevance to the historic situation as the poet viewed it, is never for a moment impaired. The underlying meaning is never allowed to distort or denaturalise the surface aspect of the picture. The play may be read, understood, and fully appreciated, by a person for whom this underlying meaning has no existence. One does not point it out as an essential element in the work of art or even as adding to its merit, but simply as affording a particularly clear instance of Ibsen’s method of interweaving “Wahrheit” with “Dichtung.”

So early as 1858, soon after the completion of The Vikings, Ibsen had been struck by the dramatic material in Håkon Håkonsson’s Saga, as related by Snorri Sturlasson’s nephew, Sturla Thordsson, and had sketched a play on the subject. At that time, however, he put the draft aside. It was only as the years went on, as he found himself “excommunicated” after Love’s Comedy, and as the contrast between Bjørnson’s fortune and his own became ever more marked, that the figures of Skule and Håkon took more and more hold upon his imagination. In June, 1863, he attended a “Festival of Song” at Bergen, and there met Bjørnson, who had been living abroad since 1860. Probably under the stimulus of this meeting, he set to work upon The Pretenders immediately on his return to Christiania, and wrote it with almost incredible rapidity. The manuscript went to the printers in September; the book was published in October, 1863 (though dated 1864), and the play was produced at the Christiania Theatre, under the author’s own supervision, on January 17, 1864. The production was notably successful; yet no one seems fully to have realised what it meant for Norwegian literature. Outside of Norway, at any rate, it awoke no echo. George Brandes declares that scarcely a score of copies of the play found their way to Denmark.

Not until Ibsen had left Norway (April, 1864) and had taken the Danish reading public by storm with Brand and Peer Gynt, did people turn back to The Pretenders and discover what an extraordinary achievement it was.

In January, 1871, it was produced at the Royal Theatre, Copenhagen, where Emil Poulsen found in Bishop Nicholas one of the great triumphs of his career. It was produced by the Meiningen Company and at the Munich Hoftheater in 1875, in Stockholm in 1879, at the Konigliches Schauspielhaus, Berlin, and at the Vienna Burgtheater in 1891; and it has from time to time been acted at many other Scandinavian and German theatres.

The character of Nicholas has fascinated many great actors: what a pity that it did not come in the way of Sir Henry Irving when he was at the height of his power!

But of course no English actor-manager would dream of undertaking a character which dies in the middle of the third act.

Ibsen’s treatment of history in this play may be proposed as a model to other historic dramatists. Although he has invented a great deal, his inventions supplement rather than contradict the records. Chronology, indeed, he treats with considerable freedom, and at the same time with ingenious vagueness. The general impression one receives in reading the play is that the action covers a space of four or five years; as a matter of fact it covers twenty-two years, between the folkmote in Bergen, 1218, and Skule’s death, 1240. All the leading characters are historical; and although much is read into them which history does not warrant, there is little that history absolutely forbids us to conceive. The general features of the struggle between the two factions — Håkon’s Birkebeiner, or Birchlegs, and Skule’s Vargbælgs — are correctly enough reproduced. In his treatment of this period, the Norwegian historian, J. E. Sars, writing thirteen years after the appearance of The Pretenders, uses terms which might almost have been suggested by Ibsen’s play. “On the one side,” he says, “we find strength and certainty, on the other lameness and lack of confidence.

The old Birchlegs go to work openly and straightforwardly, like men who are immovably convinced of the justice of their cause, and unwaveringly assured of its ultimate victory. Skule’s adherents, on the other hand, are ever seeking by intrigues and chicanery to place stumbling-blocks in the way of their opponents’ enthusiasm.” Håkon represented Sverre’s ideal of a democratic kingship, independent of the oligarchy of bishops and barons. “He was,” says Sars, “reared in the firm conviction of his right to the Throne; he grew up among the veterans of his grandfather’s time, men imbued with Sverre’s principles, from whom he accepted them as a ready-made system, the realisation of which could only be a question of time. He stood from the first in a clear and straightforward position to which his whole personality corresponded.... He owed his chief strength to the repose and equilibrium of mind which distinguished him, and had its root in his unwavering sense of having right and the people’s will upon his side.” His great “king’s thought,” however, seems to be an invention of the poet’s.

Skule, on the other hand, represented the old nobility in its struggle against the new monarchy. “He was the centre of a hierarchic aristocratic party; but after its repeated defeats this party must have been lacking alike in number and in confidence.... It was clear from the first that his attempt to reawaken the old wars of the succession in Norway was undertaken in the spirit of the desperate gambler, who does not count the chances, but throws at random, in the blind hope that luck may befriend him.... Skule’s enterprise had thus no support in opinion or in any prevailing interest, and one defeat was sufficient to crush him.”

In the character of Bishop Nicholas, too, Ibsen has widened and deepened his historical material, rather than poetised with a free hand. “Bishop Nicholas,” says Sars, “represented rather the aristocracy... than the cloth to which he belonged. He had begun his career as a worldly chieftain, and, as such, taken part in Magnus Erlingsson’s struggles with Sverre; and although he must have had some tincture of letters, since he could contrive to be elected a bishop... there is no lack of indications that his spiritual lore was not of the deepest. During his long participation in the civil broils, both under Sverre and later, we see in him a man to whose character any sort of religious or ecclesiastical enthusiasm must have been foreign, his leading motives being personal ambition and vengefulness rather than any care for general interests — a cold and calculating nature, shrewd but petty and without any impetus, of whom Håkon Håkonsson, in delivering his funeral speech... could find nothing better to say than that he had not his equal in worldly wisdom (veraldar vit).” I cannot find that the Bishop played any such prominent part in the struggle between the King and the Earl as Ibsen assigns to him; and the only foundation for the great death-bed scene seems to be the following passage from Håkon Håkonsson’s Saga, Cap. 138: “As Bishop Nicholas at that time lay very sick, he sent a messenger to the King praying him to (come to him. The King had on this expedition seized certain letters, from which he gathered that the Bishop had not been true to him. With this he upbraided him, and the Bishop, confessing it, prayed the King to forgive him. The King replied that he did so willingly, for God’s sake; and as he could discern that the Bishop lay near to death, he abode with him until God called him from the world.”

In the introduction to The Vikings at Helgeland, have suggested that in that play Ibsen had reached imaginative and technical maturity, but was as yet intellectually immature. The six years that elapsed between The Vikings and The Pretenders placed him at the height of his intellectual power. We have only to compare Skule, Håkon, and Bishop Nicholas with Gunnar, Sigurd, and Ornulf to feel that we have passed from nobly-designed and more or less animated waxworks to complex and profoundly studied human beings. There is no Hiordis in The Pretenders, and the female character-drawing is still controlled by purely romantic ideals; but how exquisitely human is Margrete in comparison with the almost entirely conventional Dagny! The criticism of life, too, which in The Vikings is purely sentimental, here becomes intense and searching. The only point of superiority in The Vikings — if it be a point of superiority — is purely technical. The action of the earlier play is concentrated and rounded. It has all the “unity,” or “unities,” that a rational criticism can possibly demand. In a word, it is, in form as well as essence, an ideal tragedy. The Pretenders, on the other hand, is a chronicle-play, far more close-knit than Shakespeare’s or Schiller’s works in that kind, but, nevertheless, what Aristotle would call “episodic” in its construction. The weaving of the plot, however, is quite masterly, betokening an effort of invention and adjustment incomparably greater than that which went to the making of The Vikings. It was doubtless his training in the school of French intrigue that enabled Ibsen to depict with such astonishing vigour that master wire-puller, Bishop Nicholas. This form of technical dexterity he was afterwards to outgrow and bring into disrepute. But from The Vikings to Pillars of Society he practised, whenever he was writing primarily for the stage, the methods of the “well-made play”; and in everything but concentration, which the very nature of the subject excluded, The Pretenders is thoroughly “wellmade.”

With this play, though the Scandinavian criticism of 1864 seems to have been far from suspecting the fact, Ibsen took his place among the great dramatists of the world. In wealth of characterisation, complexity and nobility of emotion, and depth of spiritual insight, it stands high among the masterpieces of romantic drama.

It would be hard to name a more vigorous character projection than that of Bishop Nicholas, or any one dramatic invention more superbly inspired than the old man’s death scene, with the triumphant completion of his perpetuum mobile. But even if the Bishop were entirely omitted, the play would not be Hamlet without the Prince of Denmark. The characters of Håkon and Skule, and the struggle between them, would still make one of the greatest historic dramas in literature.

It has not been generally noticed, I think, that Ibsen found in Bjørnson’s King Sverre, published in 1801, a study of Bishop Nicholas in his younger days. The play, as a whole, is a poor one, and does not appear in the collected edition of Bjørnson’s works; but there is distinct merit in the drawing of the Bishop’s character. Furthermore, it ought to be remembered that The Pretenders was not the first work, or even the first great work, of its class in Norwegian literature. In 1862, Bjørnson had published his splendid trilogy of Sigurd Slembe, which, though more fluid and uneven than The Pretenders, contains several passages of almost Shakespearean power. It was certainly greater than anything Ibsen had done up to that date. Ibsen reviewed it on its appearance, in terms of unmixed praise, yet, as one cannot but feel, rather overcautiously.

If anything could excuse the coolness of Norwegian criticism towards The Pretenders, it was the great and flagrant artistic blemish of the Ghost Scene in the last act.

This outburst of prophetico-topical satire is a sheer excrescence on the play, indefensible, but, at the same time, fortunately negligible. It is, however, of interest as a symptom of Ibsen’s mood in the last months before he left Norway, and also as one of the links in that chain which binds all his works together. Just as Skule’s attempt to plagiarise Håkon’s king’s-thought points backwards to Gunnar’s moral lapse in taking advantage of the fraud on Hiordis, so the ironic rhymes of the Bagler-Bishop’s ghost point forward to the lyric indignation and irony of Brand and Peer Gynt.






  








CHARACTERS
 

HÅKON HÅKONSSON, the King elected by the Birchlegs.

INGA OF VARTEIG, his mother.

EARL SKULE.

LADY RAGNHILD, his wife.

SIGRID, his sister.

MARGRETE, his daughter.

GUTHORM INGESSON.

SIGURD RIBBUNG.

NICHOLAS ARNESSON, Bishop of Oslo.

Dagfinn the Peasant, Håkon s marshal.

IVAR BODDE, his chaplain.

VEGARD VAERADAL, one of his guard.

GREGORIUS JONSSON, a nobleman.

PAUL FLIDA, a nobleman.

INGEBORG, Andres Skialdarband’s wife.

PETER, her son, a young priest.

SIRA VILIAM, Bishop Nicholas’s chaplain.

MASTER SIGARD OF BRABANT, a physician.

JATGEIR SKALD, an Icelander.

BÅRD BRATTE, a chieftain from the Trondhiem district.

Populace and Citizens of Bergen, Oslo, and Niditros.

Priests, Monks, and Nuns.

Guests, Guards, and Ladies.

Men-at-arms, etc etc.

 

The action passes in the first half of the Thirteenth Century.






  









ACT FIRST
 

The churchyard of Christ Church, Bergen. At the back rises the church, the main portal of which faces the spectators. In front, on the left, stands Håkon Håkonsson, with Dagfinn the Peasant, Vegard of Væradal, Ivar Bodde, and several other nobles and chieftains. Opposite to him stand Earl Skule, Gregorius Jonsson, Paul Flida, and others of the Earl’s men. Further back on the same side are seen Sigurd Ribbung and his followers, and a little way from him Guthorm Ingesson, with several chiefs. Men-at-arms line the approaches to the church; the common people Jill the churchyard; many are perched in the trees and seated on the walls; all seem to await, in suspense, the occurrence of some event. All the church bells of the town are ringing far and near.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Softly and impatiently, to Gregorius Jonsson.] Why tarry they so long in there?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Hush! The psalm is beginning. [From inside the closed church doors, to the accompaniment of trumpets, is heard a Choir of Monks and Nuns singing Domine coeli, etc etc. While the singing is going on, the church door is opened from inside; in the porch Bishop Nicholas is seen, surrounded by Priests and Monks.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Steps forward to the doorway and proclaims with uplifted crozier.] Inga of Varteig is even now bearing the iron on behalf of Håkon the Pretender. [The church door is closed again; the singing inside continues.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[In a low voice to the Earl.] Call upon Holy King Olaf to protect the right.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Hurriedly, with a deprecating gesture.] Not now. Best not remind him of me.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Seizing Håkon by the arm.] Pray to the Lord thy God, Håkon Håkonsson.
 

HÅKON.
 No need; I am sure of him. [The singing in the church grows louder; all uncover; many fall upon their knees and pray.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[To the Earl.] A solemn hour for you and for many!
 

EARL SKULE.

[Looking anxiously towards the church.] A solemn hour for Norway.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Near the EARL.] NOW is the glowing iron in her hands.
 

DAGFINN.

[Beside HÅKON.] They are coming down the nave.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 Christ protect thy tender hands, Inga, mother of the King!
 

HÅKON.
 Surely all my life shall reward her for this hour.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Who has been listening intently, breaks out suddenly.] Did she cry out? Has she let the iron fall?
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Goes up.] I know not what it was.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Hark to the women weeping in the outer hall!
 

THE CHOIR IN THE CHURCH.

[Breaks forth in jubilation.] Gloria in excelsis Deo! [The doors are thrown open. Inga comes forth, followed by Nuns, Priests, and Monks.
 

INGA.

[On the church steps.] God has given judgment! Behold these hands; with them I bore the iron!
 

VOICES AMONGST THE MULTITUDE.
 They are tender and white as before!
 

OTHER VOICES.
 Fairer still!
 

THE WHOLE MULTITUDE.
 He is Håkon’s son! He is Sverre’s grandson:
 

HÅKON.

[Embraces her.] Thanks to thee, thanks to thee, blessed among women!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[In passing, to the EARL.]’Twas ill done to press for the ordeal.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Nay, my lord Bishop, needs must we pray for God’s voice in this matter.
 

HÅKON.

[Deeply moved, holding INGA by the hand.] It is done, then, that which my every fibre cried out against — that which has made my heart shrivel and writhe within me — 
 

DAGFINN.

[Turning towards the multitude.] Ay, look upon this woman and bethink you, all that are gathered here! Who ever doubted her word, until certain folk required that it should be doubted.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Doubt has whispered in every corner from the hour when Håkon the Pretender was borne, a little child, into King Inge’s hall.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 And last winter it swelled to a roar, and sounded forth over the land, both north and south; I trow every man can bear witness to that.
 

HÅKON.
 I myself can best bear witness to it. Therefore have I yielded to the counsel of many faithful friends, and humbled myself as no other chosen king has done for many a day. I have proved my birth by the ordeal, proved my right, as the son of Håkon Sverresson, to succeed to the throne of Norway. I will not now question who fostered the doubt, and made it, as the Earl’s kinsman says, swell into a roar; but this I know, that I have suffered bitterly under it. I have been chosen king from boyhood, but little kingly honour has been shown me, even where it seemed I might look for it most securely. I will but remind you of last Palm Sunday in Nidaros, when I went up to the altar to make my offering, and the Archbishop turned away and made as though he saw me not, to escape greeting me as kings are wont to be greeted. Yet such slights I could easily have borne, had not open war been like to break loose in the land; that I must needs hinder.
 

DAGFINN.
 It may be well for kings to hearken to counsels of prudence; but had my counsel been heard in this matter, it had not been with hot iron, but with cold steel that Håkon Håkonsson had called for judgment between himself and his foes.
 

HÅKON.
 Curb yourself, Dagfinn; think what beseems the man who is to be foremost in the State.
 

EARL SKULE.

[With a slight smile.]’Tis easy to call every one the King’s foe who chimes not with the King’s will. Methinks h e is the King’s worst foe who would counsel him against making good his right to the kingship.
 

HÅKON.
 Who knows? Were my right alone in question, mayhap I had not paid so dear to prove it; but higher things are here at stake: my calling and my duty. Deep and warm is the faith within me — and I blush not to own it — that I alone am he who in these times can sway the land to its weal. Kingly birth begets kingly duty — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 There are others here who bear themselves the like fair witness.
 

SIGURD RIBBUNG.
 That do I, and with full as good ground. My grandfather was King Magnus Erlingsson — 
 

HÅKON.
 Ay, if your father, Erling Steinvæg, was indeed King Magnus’s son; but most folks deny it, and in that matter none has yet faced the ordeal.
 

SIGURD RIBBUNG.
 The Ribbungs chose me as king of their own free will, whereas ‘twas by threats that Dagfinn the Peasant and other Birchlegs gained for you the name of King.
 

HÅKON.
 Ay, so ill had you dealt with Norway that the stock of Sverrë had to claim its right with threats.
 

GUTHORM INGESSON.
 I am of the stock of Sverrë as much as you — 
 

DAGFINN.
 But not in the true male line.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 You come on the spindle side, Guthorm.
 

GUTHORM INGESSON.
 Yet this I know, that my father, Ingë Bårdsson, was lawfully chosen king of Norway.
 

HÅKON.
 Because none knew that Sverrë’s grandson was alive. From the day that became known, he held the kingdom in trust for me — not otherwise.
 

EARL SKULE.
 That cannot truly be said; Ingë was king all his days, with all lawful power and without reserve. ‘Tis true enough that Guthorm has but little claim, for he was bora out of wedlock; but I am King Ingë’s lawfully begotten brother, and the law is with me if I claim, and take, his full inheritance.
 

DAGFINN.
 Ah, Sir Earl, of a truth you have taken full inheritance, not of your father’s wealth alone, but of all the goods Håkon Sverresson left behind him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Not all, good Dagfinn. Respect the truth; — King Håkon has kept a brooch and the golden ring he wears on his arm.
 

HÅKON.
 Be that as it will; with God’s help I shall win myself wealth again. And now, ye barons and thanes, ye churchmen and chieftains and men-at-arms, now it is time we held the folkmote, as has been agreed. I have sat with bound hands until this day; methinks no man will blame me for longing to have them loosed.
 

EARL SKULE.
 There are others in like case, Håkon Håkonsson.
 

HÅKON.

[His attention arrested.] What mean you, Sir Earl?
 

EARL SKULE.
 I mean that all we Pretenders have the same cause for longing. We have all alike been straitly bound, for none of us has known how far his right might reach.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The Church has been even as unstable as the kingdom; but now must we abide by the sainted King Olaf’s law.
 

DAGFINN.

[Half aloud.] Fresh subtleties! [Håkon’s men gather more closely together.]
 

HÅKON.

[With forced calmness, advances a couple of paces towards the Earl.] I would fain think I have not rightly taken your meaning. The ordeal has made good my birthright to the kingdom, and therefore, as I deem, the folkmote has nought to do but to confirm my election, made at the Orething six years ago.
 

SEVERAL OF THE EARL’S AND SIGURD’S MEN.
 No, no! That we deny!
 

EARL SKULE.
 ‘Twas with no such thought that we agreed to hold the folkmote here. The ordeal has not given you the kingdom; it has but proved your title to come forward to-day, along with the other Pretenders here present, and contend for the right you hold to be yours — 
 

HÅKON.

[Constraining himself to be calm.] That means, in brief, that for six years I have unlawfully borne the name of King, and you, Sir Earl, have for six years unlawfully ruled the land as regent for me.
 

EARL SKULE.
 In no wise. When my brother died, ‘twas needful that some one should bear the kingly title. The Birchlegs, and most of all Dagfinn the Peasant, were active in your cause, and hastened your election through before we others could set forth our claims.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[To Håkon.] The Earl would say that that election gave you but the use of the kingly power, not the right to it.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You have held all the marks of kingship; but Sigurd Ribbung and Guthorm Ingesson and I hold ourselves to the full as near inheritors as you; and now shall the law judge between us, and say whose shall be the inheritance for all time.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 In truth, Earl Skule reads the case aright.
 

EARL SKULE.
 There has been talk more than once in these years of both ordeal and folkmote; but something has ever come between. And, Sir Håkon, if you deemed your right for ever fixed by the first election, how came you to accept the ordeal?
 

DAGFINN.

[Exasperated.] To your swords, King’s men, let them decide!
 

MANY OF THE KING’S MEN.

[Rushing forward.] Down with the King’s enemies!
 

EARL SKULE.

[Calls to his men.] Slay none! Wound none! Only keep them off.
 

HÅKON.

[Restraining his men.] Up with your blades, all who have drawn them! — Up with your blades, I say! [Calmly.] You make things tenfold worse for me by such doings.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Even so are men flying at each other’s throats all the country over. You see now, Håkon Håkonsson; does not this show clearly what you have to do, if you care aught for the country’s peace and the lives of men?
 

HÅKON.

[After some reflection.] Yes — I see it. [Takes Inga by the hand and turns to one of those standing by him.] Torkell, you were a trusty man in my father’s guard; take this woman to your own abode and see you tend her well; she was very dear to Håkon Sverresson. — God bless you, my mother, — now I must gird me for the folkmote. [Inga presses his hand, and goes with Torkell. Håkon is silent awhile, then steps forward and says with emphasis:] The law shall decide, and it alone. Ye Birchlegs who, at the Ôrething, took me for your King, I free you from the oath ye sware to me. You, Dagfinn, are no longer my marshal; I will not appear with marshal or with guard, with vassals or with henchmen. I am a poor man; all my inheritance is a brooch and this gold ring; — these are scant goods wherewith to reward so many good men’s service. Now, ye other Pretenders, now we stand equal; I will have no advantage of you, save the right which I have from above — that I neither can nor will share with any one. — Let the assembly-call be sounded, and then let God and the Holy King Olaf’s law decide. [Goes out with his men to the left; blasts of trumpets and horns are heard in the distance.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[To the Earl, as the crowd is departing.] Methought you seemed afraid during the ordeal, and now you look so glad and of good cheer.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Well at ease.] Marked you that he had Sverre’s eyes as he spoke? Whether he or I be chosen king, the choice will be good.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Uneasily.] But do not you give way. Think of all who stand or fall with your cause.
 

EARLE SKULE.
 I stand now upon justice; I no longer fear to call upon Saint Olaf. [Goes out to the left with his followers.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Hastening after Dagfinn the Peasant.] All goes well, good Dagfinn, all goes well; — but keep the Earl far from the King when he is chosen; — see you keep them far apart! — [All go out to the left, behind the church.
A hall in the Palace. In front, on the left, is a low window; on the right, the entrance-door; at the back, a larger door which leads into the King’s Hall. By the window, a table; chairs and benches stand about. LADY RAGNHILD and MARGRETE enter by the smaller door; SIGRID follows immediately.
 

LADY RAGNIIILD.
 In here?
 

MARGRETE.
 Ay, here it is darkest.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Goes to the window.] And here we can look down upon the mote-stead.
 

MARGRETE.

[Looks out cautiously.] Ay, there they are, all gathered behind the church. [Turns, in tears.] Yonder must now betide what will bring so much in its tram.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Who will be master in this hall to-morrow?
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh, hush! So heavy a day I had never thought to see.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 It had to be; to rule in another’s name was no full work for him.
 

MARGRETE.
 Ay, it had to be; he could never rest content with but the name of king.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Of whom speak you?
 

MARGRETE.
 Of Håkon.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 I spoke of the Earl.
 

MARGRETE.
 There breathe not nobler men than they two.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 See you Sigurd Ribbung? With what a look of evil cunning he sits there — like a wolf in chains.
 

MARGRETE.
 Ay, see! — He folds his hands before him on his sword hilt and rests his chin upon them.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 He bites his beard and laughs — 
 

MARGRETE.
 ‘Tis an evil laugh.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 He knows that none will further his cause;—’tis that which makes him wroth. Who is yonder thane that speaks now?
 

MARGRETE.
 That is Gunnar Grionbak.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Is he for the Earl?
 

MARGRETE.
 NO, he is for the King — 
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Looking at her.] For whom say you?
 

MARGRETE.
 For Håkon Håkonsson.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Looks out; after a short pause.] Where sits Guthorm Ingesson? — I see him not.
 

MARGRETE.
 Behind his men, lowest of all there — in a long mantle. Lady Ragnhild. Ay, there.
 

MARGRETE.
 He looks as though he were ashamed — 
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 That is for his mother’s sake.
 

MARGRETE.
 So looked not Håkon.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Who speaks now?
 

MARGRETE.

[Looking out.] Tord Skolle, the thane of Ranafylke.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Is he for the Earl?
 

MARGRETE.
 No — for Håkon.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 How motionless the Earl sits listening!
 

MARGRETE.
 Håkon seems thoughtful — but strong none the less. [With animation.] If there came a traveller from afar, he could pick out those two amongst all the thousand others.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 See, Margrete! Dagfinn the Peasant drags forth a gilded chair for Håkon — 
 

MARGRETE.
 Paul Flida places one like it behind the Earl — 
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Håkon’s men seek to hinder it!
 

MARGRETE.
 The Earl holds fast to the chair — !
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Håkon speaks wrathfully to him. [Starts back, with a cry, from the window.] Lord Jesus! Saw you his eyes — and his smile — ! No, that was not the Earl!
 

MARGRETE.

[Who has followed her in terror.]’Twas not Håkon either! Neither one nor the other!
 

SIGRID.

[At the window.] Oh pitiful! Oh pitiful!
 

MARGRETE.
 Sigrid!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 You here!
 

SIGRID.
 Goes the path so low that leads up to the throne! Margrete. Oh, pray with us, that all be guided for the best.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[White and horror-stricken, to Sigrid.] Saw you
him — ? Saw you my husband — ? His eyes and his smile — I should not have known him!
 

SIGRID.
 Looked he like Sigurd Ribbung?
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Softly.] Ay, he looked like Sigurd Ribbung.
 

SIGRID.
 Laughed he like Sigurd?
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Ay, ay!
 

SIGRID.
 Then must we all pray.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[With the force of despair.] The Earl must be chosen King. ‘Twill work ruin in his soul if he be not the first man in the land!
 

SIGRID.

[More loudly.] Then must we all pray!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Hist! What is that? [At the window.] What shouts! All the men have risen; all the banners and standards wave in the wind.
 

SIGRID.

[Seizes her by the arm.] Pray, woman! Pray for your husband!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Ay, Holy King Olaf, give him all the power in this land!
 

SIGRID.

[Wildly] None — none! Else is he lost!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 He must have the power. All the good in him will grow and blossom should he win it. — Look forth, Margrete! Listen! [Starts back a step.] All hands are lifted for an oath! [Margrete listens at the window.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 God and St. Olaf, to whom do they swear?
 

SIGRID.
 Pray! [Margrete listens, and with uplifted hand motions for silence.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[After a little while.] Speak! [From the mote-stead is heard a loud blast of trumpets and horns.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 God and St. Olaf! To whom have they sworn? [A short pause.
 

MARGRETE.

[Turns her head and says:] They have chosen Håkon Håkonsson king. [The music of the royal procession is heard, first in the distance and then nearer and nearer. Lady Ragnhild clings weeping to Sigrid, who leads her quietly out on the right; Margrete remains immovable, leaning against the window-frame. The King’s attendants open the great doors, disclosing the interior of the Hall, which is gradually filled by the procession from the mote-stead.
 

HÅKON.

[In the doorway, turning to Ivar Bodde.] Bring me a pen and wax and silk — I have parchment here. [.Advances exultantly to the table and spreads some rolls of parchment upon it.] Margrete, now am! King!
 

MARGRETE.
 Hail to my lord and King!
 

HÅKON.
 I thank you. [Looks at her and takes her hand.] Forgive me; I forgot that it must wound you.
 

MARGRETE.

[Drawing her hand away.] It did not wound me; — of a surety you are born to be king.
 

HÅKON.

[With animation.] Ay, must not all men own it, who remember how marvellously God and the saints have shielded me from all harm? I was but a year old when the Birchlegs bore me over the mountains, in frost and storm, and through the very midst of those who sought my life. At Nidaros I came scatheless from the Baglers when they burnt the town with so great a slaughter, while King Ingë himself barely saved his life by climbing on shipboard up the anclior-cable.
 

MARGRETE.
 Your youth has been a hard one.
 

HÅKON.

[Looking steadily at her.] Methinks you might have made it easier.
 

MARGRETE.
 I?
 

HÅKON.
 You might have been so good a foster-sister to me, through all the years when we were growing up together.
 

MARGRETE.
 But it fell out otherwise.
 

HÅKON.
 Ay, it fell out otherwise; — we looked at each other, I from my corner, you from yours, but we seldom spoke — [Impatiently.] What is keeping him? [Ivar Bodde comes with the writing materials.] Are you there? Give me the things! [Håkon seats himself at the table and writes. A little while after, Earl Skule comes in; then Dagfinn the Peasant, Bishop Nicholas and VEGARD VÆRADAL.





HÅKON.

[Looks up and lays down his pen.] Know you, Sir Earl, what I am writing here? [The Earl approaches.] This is to my mother; I thank her for all her love, and kiss her a thousand times — here in the letter you understand. She is to be sent eastward to Borgasyssel, there to live with all queenly honours.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You will not keep her in the palace?
 

HÅKON.
 She is too dear to me, Earl; — a king must have none about him whom he loves too well. A king must act with free hands; he must stand alone; he must neither be led nor lured. There is so much to be mended in Norway. [Goes on writing.
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL.

[Softly to Bishop Nicholas.]’Tis by my counsel he deals thus with Inga, his mother.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I knew your hand in it at once.
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL.
 But now one good turn deserves another.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Wait. I will keep my promise.
 

HÅKON.

[Gives the parchment to Ivar Bodde.] Fold it together and bear it to her yourself, with many loving greetings — 
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Who has glanced at the parchment.] — My lord — you
write here—”to-day” — !
 

HÅKON.
 The wind is fair for a southward course.
 

DAGFINN.

[Slowly] Bethink you, my lord King, that she has Iain all night on the altar-steps in prayer and fasting.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 And she may well be weary after the ordeal.
 

HÅKON.
 True, true; — my good, kind mother — ! [Collects himself.] Well, if she be too weary, let her wait until to-morrow.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 It shall be as you will. [Puts another parchment forward.] But this other, my lord.
 

HÅKON.
 That other? — Ivar Bodde, I cannot.
 

DAGFINN.

[Points to the letter for Inga.] Yet you could do that.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 All things sinful must be put away.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Who has drawn near in the meantime.] Bind the Earl’s hands, King Håkon.
 

HÅKON.

[In a low voice.] Think you that is needful?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 At no cheaper rate can you buy peace in the land.
 

HÅKON.
 Then I can do it! Give me the pen! — [Writes.
 

EARL SKULE.

[To the Bishop, who crosses to the right.] You have the King’s ear, it would seem.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 For your behoof.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Say you so?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Before nightfall you will thank me. [He moves away.
 

HÅKON.

[Hands the Earl the parchment.] Read that, Earl Skule.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Reads, looks in surprise at the King, and says in a low voice.] You break with Kanga the Young?
 

HÅKON.
 With Kanga whom I have loved more than all the world. From this day forward she must never more cross the King’s path.
 

EARL SKULE.
 This that you do is a great thing, Håkon. Mine own memory tells me what it must cost.
 

HÅKON.
 Whoever is too dear to the King must away. — Tie up the letter. — [Gives it to Ivar Bodde.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Bending over the chair.] You have made a great stride towards the Earl’s friendship, my lord King.
 

HÅKON.

[Holds out his hand to him.] I thank you, Bishop Nicholas; you counselled me for the best. Ask a grace of me, and I will grant it.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Will you?
 

HÅKON.
 I promise it on my kingly faith.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Then make Vegard Væradal thane of Halogaland.
 

HÅKON.
 Vegard? He is well-nigh the trustiest friend I have; I am loath to send him so far from me.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King’s friend must be royally rewarded. Bind the Earl’s hands as I have counselled you, and you will be secure for ever and a day.
 

HÅKON.

[Takes a sheet of parchment.] Vegard shall bear rule in Halogaland. [Writing.] I hereby grant it under my royal hand. — [The Bishop retires.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Approaches the table.] What write you now?
 

HÅKON.

[Hands him the sheet.] Read.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Reads, and looks steadily at the King.] Vegard Væradal? In Halogaland?
 

HÅKON.
 The northern part stands vacant.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Bethink you that Andres Skialdarband has also a charge in the north. They two are bitter foes; — Andres Skialdarband is of my following — 
 

HÅKON.

[Smiling and rising.] And Vegard Væradal of mine. Therefore they must e’en make friends again, the sooner  the better. Henceforth there must be no enmity between the King’s men and the Earl’s.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ha! — this may go too far. — [Approaches, uneasy.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Your thoughts are wise and deep, Håkon.
 

HÅKON.

[Warmly.] Earl Skule, to-day have I taken the kingdom from you — let your daughter share it with me!
 

EARL SKULE.
 My daughter!
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh, God!
 

HÅKON.
 Margrete, will you be my Queen? [Margrete is silent.
 

HÅKON.

[Takes her hand.] Answer me.
 

MARGRETE.

[Softly.] I will gladly be your wife.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Pressing Håkon’s hand.] Peace and friendship from my heart!
 

HÅKON.
 I thank you.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[To Dagfinn.] Heaven be praised; here is the dawn.
 

DAGFINN.
 I almost believe it. Never before have I liked the Earl so well.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Behind him.] Ever on your guard, good Dagfinn — ever on your guard.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[To Vegard.] Now are you thane in Halogaland; here you have it under the King’s hand. [Gives him the letter.
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL.
 I will thank the King for his favour another time. [About to go.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Stops him.] Andres Skialdarband is an ugly neighbour; be not cowed by him.
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL.
 No one has yet cowed Vegard Væradal. — [Goes.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Following.] be as rock and flint to Andres Skialdarband, — and, while I think on’t, take my blessing with you.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Who has been waiting behind the King with the parchments in his hand.] Here are the letters, my lord.
 

HÅKON.
 Good; give them to the Earl.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 To the Earl? Will you not seal them?
 

HÅKON.
 The Earl is wont to do that; — he holds the seal.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Softly.] Ay, hitherto — while he was regent — but now!
 

HÅKON.
 Now as before; — the Earl holds the seal. [Moves away.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Give me the letters, Ivar Bodde. [Goes to the table with them, takes out the Great Seal which he wears under his girdle, and seals the letters during the following.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Muttering.] Håkon Håkonsson is King — and the Earl holds the royal seal; — I like that — I like that.
 

HÅKON.
 What says my lord Bishop?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I say that God and St. Olaf watch over their holy church. — [Goes into the King’s Hall.
 

HÅKON.

[Approaching Margrete.] A wise queen can do great things in the land: I chose you fearlessly, for I know you are wise.
 

MARGRETE.
 Only that?
 

HÅKON.
 What mean you?
 

MARGRETE.
 Nothing, my lord, nothing.
 

HÅKON.
 And you will bear me no grudge if for my sake you have had to forgo fair hopes?
 

MARGRETE.
 I have forgone no fair hopes for your sake.
 

HÅKON.
 And you will stand ever near me, and give me good counsel?
 

MARGRETE.
 I would fain stand near to you.
 

HÅKON.
 And give me good counsel. I thank you for that; a woman’s counsel profits every man, and henceforth I have none but you — my mother I had to send away — 
 

MARGRETE.
 Ay, she was too dear to you — 
 

HÅKON.
 And I am King. Farewell then, Margrete! You are so young yet; but next summer shall our bridal be, — and from that hour I swear to keep you by my side in all seemly faith and honour.
 

MARGRETE.

[Smiles sadly.] Ay, ‘twill be long, I know, ere you send me away.
 

HÅKON.

[Brightly.] Send you away? That will I never do.
 

MARGRETE.

[With tears in her eyes.] No, that Håkon does only to those who are too dear to him. [She goes towards the entrance door. Håkon gazes thoughtfully after her.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[From the right.] The King and the Earl tarry here so long! My fears are killing me; — Margrete, what has the King said and done?
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh, much, much! Last of all, he chose a thane and a Queen.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 You, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE.

[Throws her arms round her mother’s neck.] Yes!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 You are to be Queen!
 

MARGRETE.
 Queen only; — but I think I am glad even of that. [She and her mother go out to the right.
 

EARL SKULE.

[To Ivar Bodde.] Here are our letters; bear them to the King’s mother and to Kanga. [Ivar Bodde bows and goes.
 

DAGFINN.

[In the doorway of the had.] The Archbishop of Nidaros craves leave to offer King Håkon Håkonsson his homage.
 

HÅKON.

[Draws a deep breath.] At last, then, I am King of Norway.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Places the Great Seal in his girdle.] But I rule the realm.
 






  









ACT SECOND
 

Banquet Hall in the Palace at Bergen. A large baywindow in the middle of the back wall, along which there is a daïs with seats for the ladies. Against the left wall stands the throne, raised some steps above the floor; in the centre of the opposite wall is the great entrance door. Banners, standards, shields and weapons, with many-coloured draperies, hang from the wall-timbers and from the carven rafters. Around the hall stand drinking-tables, with flagons, horns, and beakers. King Håkon sits upon the dais, with Margrete, Sigrid, Lady Ragnhild, and many noble ladies. Ivar Bodde stands behind the King’s chair. Round the drinking-tables are seated the King’s and the Earl’s men, with guests. At the foremost table on the right sit, among others, Dagfinn the Peasant, Gregorius Jonsson, and Paul Flida. Earl Skule and Bishop Nicholas are playing chess at a table on the left. The Earl’s house-folk go to and fro, bearing cans of liquor. From an adjoining room, music is heard during the following scene.
 

DAGFINN.
 The fifth day now wears on, yet the henchmen are none the less nimble at setting forth the brimming flagons.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 It was never the Earl’s wont to stint his guests.
 

DAGFINN.
 No, so it would seem. So royal a bridal-feast was never seen in Norway before.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Earl Skule has never before given a daughter in marriage.
 

DAGFINN.
 True, true; the Earl is a mighty man.
 

A MAN-AT-ARMS.
 He holds a third part of the kingdom. That is more than any earl has held heretofore.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 But the King’s part is larger.
 

DAGFINN.
 We talk not of that here; we are friends now, and fully at one. [Drinks to Paul.] So let King be King and Earl be Earl.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Laughs.]’Tis easy to hear that you are a King’s man.
 

DAGFINN.
 That should the Earl’s men also be.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Never. We have sworn fealty to the Earl, not to the King.
 

DAGFINN.
 That may yet have to be done.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[To the Earl, under cover of the game.] Hear you what Dagfinn the Peasant says?
 

EARL SKULE.

[Without looking up.]  I hear.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Looking steadily at Dagfinn.] Has the King thoughts of that?
 

DAGFINN.
 Nay, nay, — let be; — no wrangling to-day.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King would force your men to swear him fealty, Earl.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Louder.] Has the King thoughts of that, I ask?
 

DAGFINN.
 I will not answer. Let us drink to peace and friendship between the King and the Earl. The ale is good.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 It has had time enough to mellow.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Three times has the Earl prepared the bridal — three times the King promised to come — three times he came not.
 

DAGFINN.
 Blame the Earl for that: he gave us plenty to do in Viken.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 ‘Tis said Sigurd Ribbung gave you still more to do in Vermeland.
 

DAGFINN.

[Flaring up.] Ay, and who was it that let Sigurd Ribbung slip through their fingers?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Sigurd Ribbung fled from us at Nidaros, that all men know.
 

DAGFINN.
 But no man knows that you did aught to hinder him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[To the EARL, who is pondering on a move.] Hear you, Earl? It was you who let Sigurd Ribbung escape.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Makes a move.] That is an old story.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Have you not heard, then, of the Icelander Andres Torsteinsson, Sigurd Ribbung’s friend — 
 

DAGFINN.
 Ay; when Sigurd had escaped, you hanged the Icelander — that I know.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Makes a move and says laughingly to the Earl.] I take the pawn, Sir Earl.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Aloud.] Take him; a pawn is of small account. [Makes a move.
 

DAGFINN.
 Ay; that the Icelander found to his cost, when Sigurd Ribbung escaped to Vermeland. [Suppressed laughter amongst the King’s men; the conversation is continued in a low tone; presently a man comes in and whispers to Gregorius Jonsson.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Then I move here, and you have lost.
 

EARL SKULE.
 So it would seem.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Leaning back in his chair.] You did not guard the king well at the last.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Strews the pieces topsy-turvy and rises.] I have long been weary of guarding kings.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Approaches and says in a low tone.] Sir Earl, Jostein  Tamb sends word that the ship now lies ready for sea.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Softly.] Good. [Takes out a sealed parchment.] Here is the letter.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Shaking his head.] Earl, Earl, — is this well bethought?
 

EARL SKULE.
 What?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 It bears the King’s seal.
 

EARL SKULE.
 I am acting for the King’s good.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Then let the King himself reject the offer.
 

EARL SKULE.
 That he will not, if he has his own way. His whole heart is bent on cowing the Ribbungs, therefore he is fain to secure himself on other sides.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Your way may be wise, — but it is dangerous.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Leave that to me. Take the letter, and bid Jostein sail forthwith.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 It shall be as you command. [Goes out to the right, and presently comes in again.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[To the Earl.] You have much to see to, it would seem.
 

EARL SKULE.
 But small thanks for it.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King has risen. [Håkon comes down; all the men rise from the tables.
 

HÅKON.

[To the Bishop.] We are rejoiced to see you bear up so bravely and well through all these days of merriment.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 There comes a flicker now and again, my lord King; but ‘twill scarce last long. I have Iain sick all the winter through.
 

HÅKON.
 Ay, ay, — you have lived a strong life, rich in deeds of fame.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Shakes his head.] Ah, ‘tis little enough I have done, and I have much still left to do. If I but knew whether I should have time for it all!
 

HÅKON.
 The living must take up the tasks of those who go before, honoured lord; we all have the welfare of the land at heart. [Turns to the Earl.] I marvel much at one thing: that neither of our thanes from Halogaland has come to the bridal.
 

EARL SKULE.
 True; I doubted not that Andres Skialdarband would be here.
 

HÅKON.

[Smiling.] And Vegard Væradal too.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Ay, Vegard too.
 

HÅKON.

[In jest.] And I trust you would now have received my old friend better than you did seven years ago on Oslo wharf, when you stabbed him in the cheek so that the blade cut its way out.
 

EARL SKULE.

[With a forced laugh.] Ay, the time that Gunnulf, your mother’s brother, cut off the right hand of Sira Eiliv, my best friend and counsellor.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Merrily.] And when Dagfinn the Peasant and the men-at-arms set a strong night-watch on the King’s ship, saying that the King was unsafe in the Earl’s ward?
 

HÅKON.

[Seriously.] Those days are old and forgotten.
 

DAGFINN.

[Approaching.] Now may we sound the call to the weapon-sports on the green, if so please you, my lord.
 

HÅKON.
 Good. To-day will we give up to nought but merriment; to-morrow we must turn our thoughts again to the Ribbungs and the Earl of Orkney.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, he denies to pay tribute, is it not so?
 

HÅKON.
 Were I once well rid of the Ribbungs, I would myself fare westward. [Håkon goes towards the dais, gives his hand to Margrete, and leads her out to the right; the others gradually follow.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[To Ivar Bodde.] Who is the man called Jostcin Tamb?
 

IVAR BODDE.
 There is a trader from Orkney who bears that name.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 From Orkney? So, so! And now he sails home again?
 

IVAR BODDE.
 So I think.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Softly.] With a precious freight, Ivar Bodde.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 Corn and raiment, most like.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And a letter from Earl Skule.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Starting] To whom?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I know not; it bore the King’s seal — 
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Seizes him by the arm.] Lord Bishop, — is it as you say?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Hush! Do not mix me up in the matter. [Retires.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 Then must I straightway — Dagfinn the Peasant! Dagfinn! Dagfinn — ! [Pushes through the crowd towards the door.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[In a tone of commiseration, to Gregorius Jonsson.] Never a day but one or another must suffer in goods or freedom.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Who is it now?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 A poor trader, — Jostein Tamb methinks they called him.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Jostein — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Dagfinn the Peasant would forbid him to set sail.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Dagfinn would forbid him, say you?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He went even now.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Pardon, my lord; I must make speed — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, do even so, my dear lord; — Dagfinn the Peasant is so hasty. [Gregorius Jonsson hastens out to the right along with the remainder of the company; only Earl Skule and Bishop Nicholas are left behind in the hall.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Walks up and down in deep thought; he seems suddenly to awaken; looks round him, and says:] How still it has become here of a sudden!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King has gone.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And every one has followed him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 All, save us.
 

EARL SKULE.
 It is a great thing to be King.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Tentatively.] Are you fain to try it, Earl?
 

EARL SKULE.

[With a serious smile.] I have tried it; every night that brings me sleep makes me King of Norway.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Dreams forbode.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Ay, and tempt.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Not you, surely. In bygone days, that I could understand — but now, when you hold a third part of the kingdom, rule as the first man in the land, and are the Queen’s father — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Now most of all — now most of all.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Hide nothing! Confess; for verily I can see a great pain is gnawing you.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Now most of all, I say. This is the great curse that lies upon my whole life: to stand so near to the highest, — with an abyss between. One leap, and on the other side are the kingship, and the purple robe, the throne, the might, and all! I have it daily before my eyes — but can never reach it.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 True, Earl, true.
 

EARL SKULE.
 When they made Guthorm Sigurdsson king, I was in the full strength of my youth; it was as though a voice cried aloud within me: Away with the child, — I am the man, the strong man! — But Guthorm was the king’s son; there yawned an abyss between me and the throne.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And you dared not venture — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Then Erling Steinvæg was chosen by the Slittungs. The voice cried within me again: Skule is a greater chieftain than Erling Steinvæg! But I must needs have broken with the Birchlegs, — that was the abyss that time.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And Erling became king of the Slittungs, and after of the Ribbungs, and still you waited!
 

EARL SKULE.
 I waited for Guthorm to die.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And Guthorm died, and Inge Bårdsson, your brother, became king.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Then I waited for my brother’s death. He was sickly from the first; every morning, when we met at holy mass, I would cast stolen glances to see whether his sickness increased. Every twitch of pain that crossed his face was as a puff of wind in my sails, and bore me nearer to the throne. Every sigh he breathed in his agony sounded to me like an echoing trumpetblast, like a herald from afar, proclaiming that the throne should soon be mine. Thus I tore up by the roots every thought of brotherly kindness; and Inge died, and Håkon came — and the Birchlegs made him king.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And you waited.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Methought help must come from above. I felt the kingly strength within me, and I was growing old; every day that passed was a day taken from my life-work. Each evening I thought; To-morrow will come the miracle that shall strike him down and set me in the empty seat.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Small was then Håkon’s power; he was no more than a child; it wanted but a single step from you — yet you took it not.
 

EARL SKULE.
 That step was hard to take; it would have parted me from my kindred and from all my friends.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, there is the rub, Earl Skule, — that is the curse which has lain upon your life. You would fain know every way open at need, — you dare not break all your bridges and keep only one, defend it alone, and on it conquer or fall. You lay snares for your foe, you set traps for his feet, and hang sharp swords over his head; you strew poison in every dish, and you spread a hundred nets for him; but when he walks into your toils you dare not draw the string; if he stretch out his hand for the poison, you think it safer he should fall by the sword; if he is like to be caught in the morning, you hold it wiser to wait till eventide.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Looking earnestly at him.] And what would you do, my lord Bishop?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Speak not of me; my work is to build up thrones in this land, not to sit on them and rule.
 

EARL SKULE.

[After a short pause.] Answer me one thing, my honoured lord, and answer me truly. How comes it that Håkon can follow the straight path so unflinchingly? He is no wiser, no bolder than I.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Who does the greatest work in this world?
 

EARL SKULE.
 The greatest man.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 But who is the greatest man?
 

EARL SKULE.
 The bravest.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 SO says the warrior. A priest would say: the man of greatest faith, — a philosopher: the most learned. But it is none of these, Earl Skule. The most fortunate man is the greatest man. It is the most fortunate man that does the greatest deeds — he whom the cravings of his time seize like a passion, begetting thoughts he himself cannot fathom, and pointing to paths which lead he knows not whither, but which he follows and must follow till he hears the people shout for joy, and, looking around him with wondering eyes, finds that he has done a mighty deed.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Ay, there is that unswerving confidence in Håkon.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 It is that which the Romans called ingenium. — Truly I am not strong in Latin; but ‘twas called ingenium.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Thoughtfully at first, afterwards in increasing excitement.] Is Håkon made of other clay than mine? The fortunate man? — Ay, does not everything thrive with him? Does not everything shape itself for the best, when he is concerned? Even the peasants note it; they say the trees bear fruit twice, and the fowls hatch out two broods every summer, whilst Håkon is king. Vermeland, where he burned and harried, stands smiling with its houses built afresh, and its corn-lands bending heavy-eared before the breeze. ‘Tis as though blood and ashes fertilised the land where Håkon’s armies pass; ‘tis as though the Lord clothed with double verdure what Håkon has trampled down; ‘tis as though the holy powers made haste to blot out all evil in his traek. And how easy has been his path to the throne! He needed that Inge should die early, and Inge died: his youth needed to be watched and warded, and his men kept watch and ward around him; he needed the ordeal, and his mother arose and bore the iron for him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[With an involuntary outburst.] But we — we two — !
 

EARL SKULE.
 We?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 You, I would say — what of you?
 

EARL SKULE.
 The right is Håkon’s, Bishop.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The right is his, for he is the fortunate one; ‘tis even the summit of fortune, to have the right. But by what right has Håkon the right, and not you?
 

EARL SKULE.

[After a short pause.] There are things I pray God to save me from thinking upon.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Saw you never an old picture in Christ’s Church at Nidaros? It shows the Deluge rising and rising over all the hills, so that there is but one single peak left above the waters. Up it clambers a whole household, father and mother and son and son’s wife and children; — and the son is hurling the father back into the flood to gain better footing; and he will cast his mother down and his wife and all his children, to win to the top himself; — for up there he sees a handsbreadth of ground, where he may keep life in him for an hour. — That, Earl, that is the saga of wisdom, and the saga of every wise man.
 

EARL SKULE.
 But the right!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The son had the right. He had strength, and the craving for life; — fulfil your cravings and use your strength: so much right has every man.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Ay, for that which is good.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Words, empty words! There is neither good nor evil, up nor down, high nor low. You must forget such words, else will you never take the last stride, never leap the abyss. [In a subdued voice and insistently.] You must not hate a party or a cause for that the party or the cause would have this and not that; but you must hate every man of a party for that he is against you, and you must hate all who gather round a cause, for that the cause clashes with your will. Whatever is helpful to you, is good — whatever lays stumbling-blocks in your path is evil.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Gazing thoughtfully before him.] What has that throne not cost me, which yet I have not reached! And what has it cost Håkon, who now sits in it so securely! I was young, and I forswore my sweet secret love to ally myself with a powerful house. I prayed to the saints that I might be blessed with a son — I got only daughters.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Håkon will have sons, Earl — mark that!
 

EARL SKULE.

[Crossing to the window on the right.] Ay — all things fall out to Håkon’s wish.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And you — will you suffer yourself to be outlawed from happiness all your life through? Are you blind? See you not that it is a stronger might than the Birchlegs that stands at Håkon’s back, and furthers all his life-work? He has help from above, from — from those that are against you — from those that have been your enemies, even from your birth! And will you bow before these your enemies? Rouse you, man; straighten your back! To what end got you your masterful soul? Bethink you that the first great deed in all the world was done by one who rose against a mighty realm!
 

EARL SKULE.
 Who?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The angel who rose against the light!
 

EARL SKULE.
 And was hurled into the bottomless pit — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Wildly.] And founded there a kingdom, and made himself a king, a mighty king — mightier than any of the ten thousand — earls up yonder! [Sinks down upon a bench beside the table.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Looks long at him.] Bishop Nicholas, are you something more or something less than a man?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Smiling.] I am in the state of innocence: I know not good from evil.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Half to himself] Why did they send me into the world, if they meant not to order it better for me? Håkon has so firm and unswerving a faith in himself — all his men have so firm and unswerving a faith in him — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Let it not be seen that you have no such faith in yourself! Speak as though you had it, swear great oaths that you have it — and all will believe you.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Had I a son! Had I but a son, to take all the great heritage after me!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Eagerly.] Earl — if you had a son?
 

EARL SKULE.
 I have none.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Håkon will have sons.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Wringing his hands.] And is king-born!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Earl — if he were not so?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Has he not proved it? The ordeal — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And if he were not — in spite of the ordeal?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Do you say that God lied in the issue of the ordeal?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 What was it Inga of Varteig called upon God to witness?
 

EARL SKULE.
 That the child she bore in the eastland, in Borgasyssel, was the son of Håkon Sverresson.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Nods, looks round, and says softly.] And if King Håkon were not that child?
 

EARL SKULE.

[Starts a step backwards.] Great God — ! [Controls himself.] It is beyond belief.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Hearken to me, Earl Skule. I have lived seventy years and six; it begins to go sharply downhill with me now, and I dare not take this secret with me over yonder — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Speak, speak! Is he not the son of Håkon Sverresson?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Hear me. It was known to none that Inga was with child. Håkon Sverresson was lately dead, and doubtless she feared Inge Bårdsson, who was then king, and you, and — well, and the Baglers too mayhap. She was brought to bed secretly in the house of Trond the Priest, in Heggen parish, and after nine days she departed homewards; but the child remained a whole year with the priest, she not daring to look to it, and none knowing that it breathed save Trond and his two sons.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Ay, ay — and then?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 When the child was a year old, it could scarce be kept hidden longer. So Inga made the matter known to Erlend of Huseby — an old Birchleg of Sverre’s days, as you know.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Well?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He and other chiefs from the Uplands took the child, bore it over the mountains in midwinter, and brought it to the King, who was then at Nidaros.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And yet you can say that — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Needless to say, ‘twas a dangerous task for a humble priest to rear a king’s child. So soon as the child was born, he laid the matter before one of his superiors in the church, and prayed for his counsel. This his superior bade Trond send the true king’s son with secrecy to a place of safety, and give Inga another, if she or the Birchlegs should afterwards ask for her child.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Indignantly.] And who was the hound that gave that counsel?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 It was I.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You? Ay, you have ever hated the race of Sverre.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I deemed it not safe for the King’s son to fall into your hands.
 

EARL SKULE.
 But the priest — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Promised to do as I bade.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Seizing him by the arm,.] And Håkon is the other child?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 If the priest kept his promise.
 

EARL SKULE.
 If he kept it?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Trond the Priest departed the land the same winter that the child was brought to King Inge. He journeyed to Thomas Becket’s grave, and afterwards abode in England till his death.
 

EARL SKULE.
 He departed the land, say you? Then must he have changed the children and dreaded the vengeance of the Birchlegs.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Or he did not change the children, and dreaded my vengeance.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Which surmise hold you for the truth?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Either may well be true.
 

EARL SKULE.
 But the priest’s sons of whom you spoke?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 They went with the crusaders to the Holy Land.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And there have since been no tidings of them?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, tidings there have been.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Where are they?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 They were drowned in the Greek Sea on the journey forth.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And Inga — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Knows nought, either of the priest’s confession or of my counsel.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Her child was but nine days old when she left it, you said?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, and the child she next saw was over a year — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Then no living creature can here bring light! [Paces rapidly to and fro.] Almighty God, can this be true? Håkon — the King — he who holds sway over all this land, not born of royal blood! — And why should it not be like enough? Has not all fortune miraculously followed him? — Why not this also, to be taken as a child from a poor cottar’s hut and laid in a king’s cradle — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Whilst the whole people believes that he is the king’s son — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Whilst he himself believes it, Bishop — that is the heart of his fortune, that is the girdle of strength! [Goes to the window.] See how bravely he sits his horse! None rides as he does. His eyes are filled with laughing, dancing sunshine; he looks forth into the day as though he knew himself created to go forward, ever forward. [Turns towards the Bishop.] I am a king’s arm, mayhap a king’s brain as well; but he is the whole King.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Yet no king after all, mayhap.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Mayhap no king after all.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Lays his hand on the Earl’s shoulder.] Hearken to me, Earl Skule — 
 

EARL SKULE.

[Still looking out.] There sits the Queen. Håkon speaks gently to her; she turns red and white with joy. He took her to wife because it was wise to choose the daughter of the mightiest man in the land. There was then no thought of love for her in his heart; — but it will come; Håkon has fortune with him. She will shed light over his life — [Stops, and cries out in wonder.] What is this?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 What?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Dagfinn the Peasant bursts violently through the crowd. Now he is giving the King some tidings.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Looking out from behind the Earl.] Håkon seems angered — does he not? He clenches his fist — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 He looks hitherward — what can it be? [About to go.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Holding him back.] Hearken to me, Earl Skule — there may yet be one means of winning assurance as to Håkon’s right.
 

EARL SKULE.
 One means, you say?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Trond the Priest ere he died, wrote a letter telling his whole tale, and took the sacrament in witness of its truth.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And that letter — for God’s pity’s sake — where is it?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 You must know that — [Looks towards the door.] Hush! — here comes the King.
 

EARL SKULE.
 The letter, Bishop — the letter!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King is here. [Håkon enters, followed by his Guard and many guests. Immediately afterwards, Margrete appears; she seems anxious and alarmed, and is about to rush up to the King, when she is restrained by Lady Ragnhild, who, with other ladies, has followed her. Sigrid stands somewhat apart, towards the back. The Earl’s men appear uneasy, and gather in a group on the right, where Skule is standing, but some way behind him.
 

HÅKON.

[In strung but repressed excitement.] Earl Skule, who is king in this land?
 

EARL SKULE.





WHO IS KING?
 

HÅKON.
 That was my question. I bear the kingly title, but who holds the kingly might?
 

EARL SKULE.
 The kingly might should dwell with him who has the kingly right.
 

HÅKON.
 So should it be; but is it so?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Do you summon me to judgment?
 

HÅKON.
 That I do; for that right I have toward every man in the land.
 

EARL SKULE.
 I fear not to answer for my dealings.
 

HÅKON.
 Well for us all if you can. [Mounts a step of thronedais, and leans upon one arm of the throne.] Here stand I as your king, and ask: Know you that Jon, Earl of Orkney, has risen against me?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Yes.
 

HÅKON.
 That he denies to pay me tribute?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Yes.
 

HÅKON.
 And is it true that you, Sir Earl, have this day sent him a letter?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Who says so?
 

IVAR BODDE.
 That do I.
 

DAGFINN.
 Jostein Tamb dared not deny to carry it, since it bore the King’s seal.
 

HÅKON.
 You write to the King’s foes under the King’s seal, although the King knows nought of what is written?
 

EARL SKULE.
 So have I done for many a year, with your good will.
 

HÅKON.
 Ay, in the days of your regency.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Never have you had aught but good thereby. Earl Jon wrote to me praying that I would mediate on his behalf; he offered peace, but on terms dishonourable to the King. The war in Vermeland has weighed much upon your mind; had this matter been left to you, Earl Jon had come too lightly off. I can deal better with him.
 

HÅKON.
 ‘Twas our will to deal with him ourself. — And what answer made you?
 

EARL SKULE.





HÅKON.





GIVE IT ME! Read my letter.
 

EARL SKULE.
 I deemed you had it.
 

DAGFINN.
 Nay, you know better than that. Gregorius Jonsson was too swift of foot; when we came on board, the letter was gone.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Turns to Gregorius Jonsson.] Sir Baron, give the King the letter.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Coming close to him, uneasily.] Hearken, Earl — !
 

EARL SKULE.
 What now?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Softly.] Bethink you, there were sharp words in it concerning the King.
 

EARL SKULE.
 My words I shall answer for. The letter!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 I have it not.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You have it not?
 

GREGORIUS JOXSSON.
 Dagfinn the Peasant was at our heels. I snatched the letter from Jostein Tamb, tied a stone to it — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Well?
 

GREGORIUS JOXSSOX.
 It lies at the bottom of the fiord.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You have done ill — ill.
 

HÅKON.
 I await the letter, Sir Earl.
 

EARL SKULE.
 I cannot give it you.
 

HÅKON.
 You cannot!
 

EARL SKULE.

[Advancing a step towards the King.] My pride brooks not to be put to shifts, as you and your men would call it — 
 

HÅKON.

[Controlling his rising wrath.] And so — ?
Earl Skule. m one word — I will not give it you!
 

HÅKON.
 Then you defy me?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Since so it must be — yes, I defy you.
 

IVAR BODDE.

[Forcibly.] Now, my lord King, I scarce think you or any man can now need further proof!
 

DAGFINN.
 Nay, now I think we know the Earl’s mind.
 

HÅKON.

[Coldly, to the Earl.] You will hand the Great Seal to Ivar Bodde.
 

MARGRETE.

[Rushes with clasped hands towards the dais, where the King is standing.] Håkon be a kind and gracious husband to me!
[Håkon makes an imperative gesture towards her; she hides her face in her veil, and goes up towards her mother again.
 

EARL SKULE.

[To Ivar Bodde.] Here is the Great Seal.
 

IVAR BODDE.
 This was to be the last evening of the feast. It has ended in a heavy sorrow for the King; but sooner or later it needs must come, and methinks every true man must rejoice that it has come.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And I think every true man must feel bitter wrath to see a priest thus make mischief between us Birchlegs; — ay, Birchlegs, I say; for I am every whit as good a Birchleg as the King or any of his men. I am of the same stock, the stock of Sverre, the kingly stock — but you, Priest, you have built up a wall of distrust around the King, and shut me out from him; that has been your task this many a year.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Enraged, to the bystanders.] Earl’s men! Shall we abide this longer?
 

GREGORIUS JOXSSOX.

[Steps forward.] No, we can and will no more abide it. ‘Tis time to say it plainly — none of the Earl’s men can serve the King in full trust and love, so long as Ivar Bodde comes and goes in the palace, and makes bad blood between us.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Priest! I bid you look to life and limb, wheresoever I meet you — in the field, on shipboard, or in any unconsecrated house.
 

MANY EARL’S MEN.
 I too! I too! You are an outlaw to us!
 

IVAR BODDE.
 God forbid that I should stand between the King and so many mighty chieftains. — Håkon, my gracious lord, my soul bears me witness that I have served you in all faithfulness. True, I have warned you against the Earl; but if I have ever done him wrong, I pray God forgive me. Now have I no more to do in the palace; here is your Seal; take it into your own hands; there it should have rested long ago.
 

HÅKON.

[Who has come down from the dais.] You shall remain!
 

IVAR BODDE.
 I cannot. If I did, my conscience would gnaw and rend me night and day. Greater evil can no man do in these times than to hold the King and the Earl asunder.
 

HÅKON.
 Ivar Bodde, I command you to remain!
 

IVAR BODDE.
 If the Holy King Olaf should rise from his silver shrine to bid me stay, still I needs must go. [Places the Seal in the King’s hand.] Farewell, my noble master! God bless and prosper you in all your work! [Goes out through the crowd, to the right.
 

HÅKON.

[Gloomily, to the Earl and his men.] There have I lost a trusty friend for your sakes; what requital can you offer to make good that loss?
 

EARL SKULE.
 I offer myself and all my friends.
 

HÅKON.
 I almost fear ‘twill not suffice. Now must I gather round me all the men I can fully trust. Dagfinn the Peasant, let a messenger set out forthwith for Halogaland; Vegard Væradal must be recalled.
 

DAGFINN.

[Who has been standing somewhat towards the back, in conversation with a man in travelling dress who has entered the hall, approaches and says with emotion:] Vegard cannot come, my lord.
 

HÅKON.
 How know you that?
 

DAGFINN.
 I have even now had tidings of him.
 

HÅKON.
 What tidings?
 

DAGFINN.
 That Vegard Væradal is slain.
 

MANY VOICES.
 Slain!
 

HÅKON.
 Who slew him?
 

DAGFINN.
 Andres Skialdarband, the Earl’s friend. [A short pause; uneasy whispers pass among the men.
 

HÅKON.
 Where is the messenger?
 

DAGFINN.

[Leading the man forward.] Here, my lord King.
 

HÅKON.
 What caused the slaying?
 

THE MESSEXGER.
 That no man knows. The talk fell upon the Finnish tribute, and on a sudden Andres sprang up and gave him his death-wound.
 

HÅKON.
 Had there been quarrels between them before?
 

THE MESSENGER.
 Ever and anon. Andres would often say that a wise councillor here in the south had written to him that he should be as rock and flint toward Vegard Væradal.
 

DAGFINN.
 Strange! Ere Vegard set forth he told me that a wise councillor had said he should be as rock and flint toward Andres Skialdarband.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Spitting.] Shame upon such councillors.
 

HÅKON.
 We will not question more closely from what root this wrong has grown. Two faithful souls have I lost this day. I could weep for Vegard, but ‘tis no time for weeping; it must be life for life. Sir Earl, Andres Skialdarband is your sworn retainer; you offered me all service in requital for Ivar Bodde. I take you at your word, and look to you to see that this misdeed be avenged.
 

EARL SKULE.
 Of a truth, bad angels are at work between us to-day. On any other of my men, I would have suffered you to avenge the murder —— 
 

HÅKON.

[Expectantly.] Well?
 

EARL SKULE.
 But not on Andres Skialdarband.
 

HÅKON.

[Flashing out.] Will you shield the murderer?
 

EARL SKULE.
 This murderer I must shield.
 

HÅKON.
 And the reason?
 

EARL SKULE.
 That none but God in heaven may know.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Softly, to Dagfinn.] I know it.
 

DAGFINN.
 And I suspect it.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Say nought, good Dagfinn!
 

HÅKON.
 Earl, I will believe as long as I may, that you mean not in good sooth what you have said to me — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 Were it my own father Andres Skialdarband had slain, he should still go free. Ask me no more.
 

HÅKON.
 Good. Then we ourselves must do justice in the matter!
 

EARL SKULE.

[With an expression of alarm.] There will be bloodshed on both sides, my lord King!
 

HÅKON.
 So be it; none the less shall the deed be avenged.
 

EARL SKULE.
 It shall not be! — It cannot be!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Nay, there the Earl is right.
 

HÅKON.
 Say you so, my honoured lord?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Andres Skialdarband has taken the Cross.
 

HÅKON AND EARL SKULE.
 Taken the Cross!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And has already sailed from the land.
 

EARL SKULE.
 ‘Tis well for all of us!
 

HÅKON.
 The day wanes; the bridal-feast must now be at an end. I thank you, Sir Earl, for all the honour that has been shown me in these days. — You are bound for Nidaros, as I think?
 

EARL SKULE.
 That is my intent.
 

HÅKON.
 And I for Viken. — If you, Margrete, choose rather to abide in Bergen, then do so.
 

MARGRETE.
 Whither you go, I go, until you forbid.
 

HÅKON.
 Good; then come with me.
 

SIGRID.
 Now is our kindred spread far abroad. [Kneels to Håkon.] Grant me a grace, my lord King.
 

HÅKON.
 Rise, Lady Sigrid; whatever you crave shall be granted.
 

SIGRID.
 I cannot go with the Earl to Nidaros. The nunnery at Rein will soon be consecrated; write to the Archbishop — take order that I be made Abbess.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You, my sister?
 

HÅKON.
 You will enter a nunnery!
 

SIGRID.

[Rising.] Since my wedding-night of blood, when the Baglers came and hewed down my bridegroom, and many hundreds with him, and fired Nidaros town at all its corners — since then, it has been as though the blood and flames had dulled and deadened my sight for the world around me. But power was given me to catch glimpses of that which other eyes see not — and one thing I see now: a time of great dread hanging over this land!
 

EARL SKULE.

[Vehemently.] She is sick! Heed her not!
 

SIGRID.
 A plenteous harvest is ripening for him that reaps in the darkness. Every woman in Norway will have but one task now — to kneel in church and cloister, and pray both day and night.
 

HÅKON.

[Shaken.] Is it prophecy or soul-sickness that speaks thus?
 

SIGRID.
 Farewell, my brother — we shall meet once more.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Involuntarily.] When?
 

SIGRID.

[Softly.] When you take the crown; in the hour of danger, — when you are fain of me in your direst need. [Goes out to the right, with Margrete, Lady Ragnhild, and the women.
 

HÅKON.

[After a short pause, draws his sword, and says with quiet determination:] All the Earl’s men shall take the oath of fealty.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Vehemently.] Is this your settled purpose? [Almost imploringly.] King Håkon, do not so!
 

HÅKON.
 No Earl’s man shall leave Bergen ere he has sworn fealty to the King. [Goes out with his Guard. All except the Earl and the Bishop follow him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He has dealt hardly with you to-day! [Earl Skule is silent, and looks out after the King, as though struck dumb.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[More loudly.] And mayhap not king-born after all.
 

EARL SKULE.

[Turns suddenly, in strong excitement, and seizes the Bishop by the arm.] Trond the Priest’s confession — where is it?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He sent it to me from England ere he died; I know not by whom — and it never reached me.
 

EARL SKULE.
 But it must be found!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I doubt not but it may.
 

EARL SKULE.
 And if you find it, you will give it into my hands?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 That I promise.
 

EARL SKULE.
 You swear it by your soul’s salvation?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I swear it by my soul’s salvation!
 

EARL SKULE.
 Good; till that time I will work against Håkon, wherever it can be done secretly and unnoted. He must be hindered from growing mightier than I, ere the struggle begins.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 But should it prove that he is in truth king-born — what then?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Then I must try to pray — to pray for humbleness, that I may serve him with all my might, as a faithful chieftain.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 And if he be not the rightful king?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Then shall he give place to me! The kingly title and the kingly throne, host and guard, fleet and tribute, towns and strongholds, all shall be mine!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He will betake him to Viken — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 I will drive him out of Viken!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He will establish himself in Nidaros. Earl Skule I will storm Nidaros!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He will shut himself up in Olaf’s holy church
 

EARL SKULE.
 I will force the sanctuary
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He will fly to the high altar, and cling to Olaf shrine — 
 

EARL SKULE.
 I will drag him down from the altar, though I drag the shrine along with him — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 But the crown will still be on his head, Earl Skule!
 

EARL SKULE.
 I will strike off the crown with my sword!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 But if it sits too tight — ?
 

EARL SKULE.
 Then, in God’s name or Satan’s — I will strike off the head along with it! — [Goes out to the right.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Looks out after him, nods slowly, and says:] Ay — ay—’tis in this mood I like the Earl!
 






  









ACT THIRD
 

A room in the Bishop’s Palace at Oslo.  On the right is the entrance door. In the back, a small door, standing open, leads into the Chapel, which is lighted up. A curtained door in the left wall leads into the Bishop’s sleeping-room. In front, on the same side, stands a cushioned couch. Opposite, on the right, is a writing-table, with letters, documents, and a lighted lamp. At first the room is empty; behind the curtain on the left, the singing of monks is heard. Presently PAUL FLIDA, in travelling dress, enters from the right, stops by the door, waits, looks around, and then knocks three times with his staff upon the floor.
 

SIRA VILIAM.

[Comes out from the left, and exclaims in a hushed voice.] Paul Flida! God be praised; — then the Earl is not far off.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 The ships are already at Hoved-isle; I came on ahead. And how goes it with the Bishop?
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 He is even now receiving the Extreme Unction.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Then there is great danger.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 Master Sigard of Brabant has said that he cannot outlive the night.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Then meseems he has summoned us too late.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 Nay, nay, — he has his full senses and some strength to boot; every moment he asks if the Earl comes not soon.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 You still call him Earl; know you not that the King has granted him the title of Duke?
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 Ay, ay, we know it; ‘tis but old custom. Hist! [He and Paul Flida cross themselves and bow their heads. From the Bishop’s door issue two acolytes with candles, then two more with censers; then priests hearing chalice, paten, and crucifix, and a church banner; behind them a file of priests and monks; acolytes with candles and censers close the procession, which passes slowly into the chapel. The door is shut behind them.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 So now the old lord has made up his account with the world.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 I can tell him that Duke Skule comes so soon as may be?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 He comes straight from the wharf up here to the Palace. Farewell! — [Goes.
[Several priests, among them Peter, with some of the Bishop’s servants, come out from the left with rugs, cushions, and a large brazier.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 Why do you this? A Priest. [Arranging the couch.] The Bishop wills to lie out here.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 But is it prudent?
 

THE PRIEST.
 Master Sigard thinks we may humour him. Here he is. Bishop Nicholas enters, supported by Master Sigard and a priest. He is in his canonicals, but without crozier and mitre.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Light more candles. [He is led to a seat upon the couch, near the brazier, and is covered with rugs.] Viliam! Now have I been granted forgiveness for all my sins! They took them all away with them; — meseems I am so light now.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 The Duke sends you greeting, my lord; he has already passed Hoved-isle!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 ‘Tis well, very well. Belike the King, too, will soon be here. I have been a sinful hound in my day, Viliam; I have grievously trespassed against the King. The priests in there averred that all my sins should be forgiven me; — well well, it may be so; but ‘tis easy for them to promise; ‘tis not against them that I have trespassed. No no; it is safest to have it from the King’s own mouth. [Exclaims impatiently.] Light, I say! ‘tis so dark in here.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 The candles are lighted — 
 

MASTER SIGARD.

[Stops him by a sign, and approaches the Bishop.] How goes it with you, my lord?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 So-so — so-so; my hands and feet are cold.
 

MASTER SIGARO.

[Half aloud, as he moves the brazier nearer.] Ha—’tis the beginning of the end.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Apprehensively, to Viliam.] I have commanded that eight monks shall chant and pray for me in the chapel to-night. Have an eye to them; there are idle fellows among them. [Sira Viliam points silently towards the chapel, whence singing is heard, which continues during what follows.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 So much still undone, and to go and leave it all! So mueh undone, Viliam!
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 My lord, think of heavenly things!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I have time before me; — till well on in the morning, Master Sigard thinks — 
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 My lord, my lord!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Give me mitre and erozier!—’Tis very well for you to say that I should think — [A priest brings them.] So, set the cap there, ‘tis too heavy for me; give me the erozier in my hand; there, now am I in my armour. A bishop! — The Evil One dare not grapple with me now!
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 Desire you aught beside?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 No. Stay — tell me: — Peter, Andres Skialdarband’s son, — all speak well of him — 
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 In truth, his is a blameless soul.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Peter, you shall watch beside me until the King or the Duke shall come. Leave us, meanwhile, ye others, but be at hand. [All except Peter go out on the right.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[After a short pause.] Peter!
 

PETER.

[Approaches.] My lord?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Hast ever seen old men die?
 

PETER.
 NO.





BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 They are all afeard; that I dare swear. There on the table lies a large letter with seals to it; give it to me. [Peter brings the letter.]’Tis to your mother.
 

PETER.
 To my mother?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 You must get you northward with it to Halogaland. I have written to her touching a great and weighty matter; tidings have come from your father.
 

PETER.
 He is fighting as a soldier of God in the Holy Land. Should he fall there, he falls on hallowed ground; for there every foot’s-breadth of earth is sacred. I commend him to God in all my prayers.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Is Andres Skialdarband dear to you?
 

PETER.
 He is an honourable man; but there lives another man whose greatness my mother, as it were, fostered and nourished me withal.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Hurriedly and eagerly.] Is that Duke Skule?
 

PETER.
 Ay, the Duke — Skule Bårdsson. My mother knew him in younger days. The Duke must sure be the greatest man in the land!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 There is the letter; get you northward with it forthwith! — Are they not singing in there?
 

PETER.
 They are, my lord!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Eight lusty fellows with throats like trumpets, they must surely help somewhat, methinks.
 

PETER.
 My lord, my lord! Why not pray yourself?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I have too much still undone, Peter. Life is all too short; — besides, the King will surely forgive me when he comes —— [Gives a start in pain.
 

PETER.
 You are suffering?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I suffer not; but there is a ringing in mine ears, a twinkling and flickering before mine eyes — 
 

PETER.
 ‘Tis the heavenly bells ringing you home, and the twinkling of the altar-lights God’s angels have lit for you.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, sure ‘tis so; — there is no danger if only they lag not with their prayers in there — Farewell; set forth at once with the letter.
 

PETER.
 Shall I not first — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Nay, go; I fear not to be alone.
 

PETER.
 Well met again, then, what time the heavenly bells shall sound for me too. — [Goes out on the right.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The heavenly bells, — ay, ‘tis easy talking when you still have two stout legs to stand upon. — So much undone! But much will live after me, notwithstanding. I promised the Duke by my soul’s salvation to give him Trond the Priest’s confession if it came into my hand;—’tis well I have not got it. Had he certainty, he would conquer or fall; and then one of the twain would be the mightiest man that ever lived in Norway. No no, — what I could not reach none other shall reach. Uncertainty serves best; so long as the Duke is burdened with that, they two will waste each other’s strength, wheresoever they may; towns will be burnt, dales will be harried, — neither will gain by the other’s loss — [Terrified] Mercy, pity! It is I who bear the guilt — I, who set it all agoing! [Calming himself] Well, well, well! but now the King is coming—’tis he that suffers most — he will forgive me — prayers and masses shall be said; there is no danger; — I am a bishop, and I have never slain any man with mine own hand.—’Tis well that Trond the Priest’s confession came not; the saints are with me, they will not tempt me to break my promise. — Who knocks at the door? It must be the Duke! [Rubs his hands with glee.] He will implore me for proofs as to the kinship, — and I have no proofs to give him! Inga of Varteig enters; she is dressed in black, with a cloak and hood.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Starts.] Who is that?
 

INGA.
 A woman from Varteig in Borgasyssel, my honoured lord.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King’s mother!
 

INGA.
 So was I called once.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Go, go. ‘Twas not I counselled Håkon to send you away.
 

INGA.
 What the King does is well done; ‘tis not therefor I come.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Wherefore then?
 

INGA.
 Gunnulf, my brother, is come home from England — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 From England — !
 

INGA.
 He has been away these many years, as you know, and has roamed far and wide; now has he brought home a letter — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Breathlessly.] A letter — ?
 

INGA.
 From Trond the Priest. ‘Tis for you, my lord. [Hands it to him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ah, truly; — and you bring it?
 

INGA.
 It was Trond’s wish. I owe him great thanks since the time he fostered Håkon. It was told me that you were sick; therefore I set forth at once; I have come hither on foot — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 There was no such haste, Inga! Dagfinn the Peasant enters from the right.
 

DAGFINN.
 God’s peace, my honoured lord!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Comes the King?
 

DAGFINN.
 He is now riding down the Ryen hills, with the Queen and the King-child and a great following.
 

INGA.

[Rushes up to Dagfinn.] The King, — the King! Comes h e hither?
 

DAGFINN.
 Inga! You here, much-suffering woman!
 

INGA.
 She is not much-suffering who has so great a son.
 

DAGFINN.
 Now will his hard heart be melted.
 

INGA.
 Not a word to the King of me. Yet, oh, I must see him! — Tell me, — comes he hither?
 

DAGFINN.
 Ay, presently.
 

INGA.
 And it is dark evening. The King will be lighted on his way with torches?
 

DAGFINN.
 Yes.
 

INGA.
 Then will I hide me in a gateway as he goes by; — and then home to Varteig. But first will I into Hallvard’s church; the lights are burning there to-night; there will I call down blessings on the King, on my fair son. — [Goes out to the right.
 

DAGFINN.
 I have fulfilled mine errand; I go to meet the King.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Bear him most loving greeting, good Dagfinn!
 

DAGFINN.

[As he goes out to the right.]
I would not be Bishop Nicholas to-morrow.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Trond the Priest’s confession — ! So it has come after all — here I hold it in my hand. [Muses with a fixed gaze.] A man should never promise aught by his soul’s salvation, when he is as old as I. Had I years before me, I could always wriggle free from such a promise; but this evening, this last evening — no, that were imprudent. — But can I keep it? Is it not to endanger all that I have worked for, my whole life through? — [Whispering.] Oh, could I but cheat the Evil One, only this one more time! [Listens.] What was that? [Calls.] Yiliam, Yiliam! Sira Viliam enters from the right.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 What is it that whistles and howls so grimly?
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 ‘Tis the storm; it grows fiercer.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The storm grows fiercer! Ay truly, I will keep my promise! The storm, say you — ? Are they singing in there?
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 Yes, my lord.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Bid them bestir themselves, and chiefly brother Aslak; he always makes such scant prayers; he shirks whenever he can; he skips, the hound! [Strikes the floor with his crazier.] Go in and say to him ‘tis the last night I have left; he shall bestir himself, else will I haunt him from the dead!
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 My lord, shall I not fetch Master Sigard?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Go in, I say! [Viliam goes into the chapel.] It must doubtless be heaven’s will that I should reconcile the King and the Duke, since it sends me Trond’s letter now. This is a hard thing, Nicholas; to tear down at a single wrench what you have spent your life in building up. But there is no other way; I must e’en do the will of heaven this time. — If I could only read what is written in the letter! But I cannot see a word! Mists drive before my eyes; they sparkle and flicker; and I dare let none other read it for me! To make such a promise — ! Is human cunning, then, so poor a thing that it cannot govern the outcome of its contrivances in the second and third degree? I spoke so long and so earnestly to Vegard Væradal about making the King send Inga from him, that at length it came to pass. That was wise in the first degree; but had I not counselled thus, then Inga had not now been at Varteig, the letter had not come into my hands in time, and I had not had any promise to keep — therefore ‘twas unwise in the second degree. Had I yet time before me — ! but only the space of one night, and scarce even that. I must, I will live longer! [Knocks with his crozier; a priest enters from the right] Bid Master Sigard come! [The priest goes; the Bishop crushes the letter in his hands] Here, under this thin seal, lies Norway’s saga for a hundred years! It lies and dreams, like the birdling in the egg! Oh, that I had more souls than one — or else none! [Presses the letter wildly to his breast] Oh, were not the end so close upon me, — and judgment and doom — I would hatch you out into a hawk that should cast the dreadful shadow of his wings over all the land, and strike his sharp talons into every heart! [With a sudden shudder] But the last hour is at hand! [Shrieking] No, no! You shall become a swan, a white swan! [Throws the letter far from him, on to the floor, and calls:] Master Sigard, Master Sigard!
 

MASTER SIGARD.

[From the right] How goes it, honoured lord!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Master Sigard — sell me three days’ life!
 

MASTER SIGARD.
 I have told you
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Yes, yes; but that was in jest; ‘twas a little revenge on me. I have been a tedious master to you; therefore you thought to scare me. Fie, that was evil, — nay, nay—’twas no more than I deserved! But, now be good and kind! I will pay you well; — three days’ life, Master Sigard, only three days’ life!
 

MASTER SIGARD.
 Though I myself were to die in the same hour as you, yet could I not add three days to your span.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 One day, then, only one day! Let it be light, let the sun shine when my soul sets forth! Listen, Sigard! [Beckons him over, and drags him down upon the couch.] I have given well-nigh all my gold and silver to the Church, to have high masses sung for me. I will take it back again; you shall have it all! How now, Sigard, shall we two fool them in there? He-he-he! You will be rich, Sigard, and can depart the country; I shall have time to cast about me a little, and make shift with fewer prayers. Come, Sigard, shall we — ! [Sigard feels his pulse; the Bishop exclaims anxiously:] How now, why answer you not?
 

MASTER SIGARD.
 I have no time, my lord. I must prepare you a draught that may ease you somewhat at the last.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Nay, wait with that! Wait, — and answer me!
 

MASTER SIGARD.
 I have no time; the draught must be ready within an hour. — [Goes out to the right.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Within an hour! [Knocks wildly.] Viliam! Viliam! [Sira Viliam comes out from the chapel.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Call more to help in there! The eight are not enough!
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 My lord — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 More to help, I say! Brother Kolbein has lain sick these five weeks, — he cannot have sinned much in that time — 
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 He was at shrift yesterday.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Eagerly.] Ay, he must be good; call him! [Viliam goes into the chapel again.] Within an hour! [Dries the sweat off his brow.] Pah — how hot it is here! — The miserable hound — what boots all his learning, when he cannot add an hour to my life? There sits he in his closet day by day, piecing together his cunning wheels and weights and levers; he thinks to fashion a machine that shall go and go and never stop — perpetuum mobile he calls it. Why not rather turn his art and his skill to making man such a perpetnum mobile? [Stops and thinks; his eyes light up.]
Perpetuum mobile, — I am not strong in Latin — but it means somewhat that has power to work eternally, through all the ages. If I myself, now, could but — ? That were a deed to end my life withal! That were to do my greatest deed in my latest hour! To set wheel and weight and lever at work in the King’s soul and the Duke’s; to set them a-going so that no power on earth can stop them; if I can but do that, then shall I live indeed, live in my work — and, when I think of it, mayhap ‘tis that which is called immortality. — Comfortable, soothing thoughts, how ye do the old man good! [Draws a deep breath, and stretches himself comfortably upon the couch.] Diabolus has pressed me hard to-night. That comes of lying idle; otium est pulvis — pulveris — pooh, no matter for the Latin — Diabolus shall no longer have power over me; I will be busy to the last; I will — ; how they bellow in yonder — [Knocks; Viliam comes out.] Tell them to hold their peace; they disturb me. The King and the Duke will soon be here; I have weighty matters to ponder.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 My lord, shall I then — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Bid them hold awhile, that I may think in peace. Look you, take up yonder letter that lies upon the floor. — Good. Reach me the papers here — 
 

SIRA VILIAM.

[Goes to the writing-table.] Which, my lord?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 It matters not — ; the sealed ones; those that lie uppermost — So; go now in and bid them be silent. [Viliam goes.] To die, and yet rule in Norway! To die, and yet so contrive things that no man may come to raise his head above the rest. A thousand ways may lead towards that goal; yet can there be but one that will reach it; — and now to find that one — to find it and follow it — Ha! The way lies so close, so close at hand! Ay, so it must be. I will keep my promise; the Duke shall have the letter in his hands; — but the King — he shall have the thorn of doubt in his heart. Håkon is upright, as they call it; many things will go to wreck in his soul along with the faith in himself and in his right. Both of them shall doubt and believe by turns, still swaying to and fro, and finding no firm ground beneath their feet — perpetuum mobile! — But will Håkon believe what I say? Ay, that will he; am I not a dying man? — And to prepare the way I will feed him up with truths. — My strength fails, but fresh life fills my soul; — I no longer lie on a sick-bed, I sit in my workroom; I will work the last night through, work — till the light goes out — 
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Enters from the right and advances towards the Bishop.] Peace and greeting, my honoured lord! I hear it goes ill with you.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 I am a corpse in the bud, good Duke; this night shall I break into bloom; to-morrow you may scent my perfume.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Already to-night, say you?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Master Sigard says within an hour.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 And Trond the Priest’s letter — ?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Think you still upon that?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 ‘Tis never out of my thoughts.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 The King has made you Duke; before you, no man in Norway has borne that title.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 ‘Tis not enough. If Håkon be not the rightful king, then must I have all!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ha, ‘tis cold in here; the blood runs icy through my limbs.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Trond the Priest’s letter, my lord! For Almighty God’s sake, — have you it?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 At least, I know where it may be found.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Tell me then, tell me!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Wait — 
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Nay, nay — lose not your time; I see it draws to an end; — and ‘tis sad the King comes hither.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, the King comes; thereby you may best see that I am mindful of your cause, even now.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 What is your purpose?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Mind you, at the King’s bridal — you said that Håkon’s strength lay in his steadfast faith in himself?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Well?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 If I confess, and raise a doubt in his mind, then his faith will fall, and his strength with it.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 My lord, this is sinful, sinful, if he be the rightful king.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 ‘Twill be in your power to restore his faith. Ere I depart hence, I will tell you where Trond the Priest’s letter may be found.
 

SIRA VILIAM.

[From the right.] The King is now coming up the street, with torch-bearers and attendants.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 He shall be welcome. [Viliam goes.] Duke, I beg of you one last service: do you carry on my feuds against all mine enemies. [Takes out a letter.] Here I have written them down. Those whose names stand first I would fain have hanged, if it could be so ordered.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Think not upon vengeance now; you have but little time left — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Not on vengeance, but on punishment. Promise me to wield the sword of punishment over all mine enemies when I am gone. They are your foemen no less than mine; when you are King you must chastise them; do you promise me that?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 I promise and swear it; but Trond’s letter — !
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 You shall learn where it is; — but see — the King comes; hide the list of our foemen! [The Duke hides the paper; at the same moment Håkon enters from the right.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Well met at the grave-feast, my lord King.
 

HÅKON.





YOU have ever withstood me stubbornly; but that shall be forgiven and forgotten now; death wipes out even the heaviest reckoning.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 That lightened my soul! Oh how marvellous is the King’s clemency! My lord, what you have done for an old sinner this night shall be tenfold — 
 

HÅKON.
 No more of that; but I must tell you that I greatly marvel you should summon me hither to obtain my forgiveness, and yet prepare for me such a meeting as this.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Meeting, my lord?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 ‘Tis of me the King speaks. Will you, my lord Bishop, assure King Håkon, by my faith and honour. that I knew nought of his coming, ere I landed at Oslo wharf?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Alas, alas! The blame is all mine! I have been sickly and bedridden all the last year; I have learnt little or nought of the affairs of the kingdom; I thought all was now well between the princely kinsmen!
 

HÅKON.
 I have marked that the friendship between the Duke and myself thrives best when we hold aloof from one another; therefore farewell, Bishop Nicholas, and God be with you where you are now to go. [Goes towards the door.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Softly and uneasily.] Bishop, Bishop, he is going!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Suddenly and with wild energy.] Stay, King Håkon!
 

HÅKON.

[Stops.] What now?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 You shall not leave this room until old Bishop Nicholas has spoken his last word!
 

HÅKON.

[Instinctively lays his hand upon his sword.] Mayhap you have come well attended to Viken, Duke.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 I have no part in this.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 ‘Tis by force of words that I will hold you. Where there is a burial in the house, the dead man ever rules the roost; he can do and let alone as he will — so far as his power may reach. Therefore will I now speak my own funeral-speech; in days gone by, I was ever sore afraid lest King Sverre should come to speak it — 
 

HÅKON.
 Talk not so wildly, my lord!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 You shorten the precious hour still left to you!
 

HÅKON.
 Your eyes are already dim!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, my sight is dim; I scarce can see you where you stand; but before my inward eye, my life is moving in a blaze of light. There I see sights — ; hear and learn, O King! — My race was the mightiest in the land; many great chieftains had sprung from it; I longed to be the greatest of them all. I was yet but a boy when I began to thirst after great deeds; meseemed I could by no means wait till I were grown. Kings arose who had less right than I, — Magnus Erlingsson, Sverre the Priest — ; I also would be king; but I must needs be a chieftain first. Then came the battle at Hevoldene; ‘twas the first time I went out to war. The sun went up, and glittering lightnings flashed from a thousand burnished blades. Magnus and all his men advanced as to a game; I alone felt a tightness at my heart. Fiercely our host swept forward; but I could not follow — I was afraid! All Magnus’s other chieftains fought manfully, and many fell in the fight; but I fled up over the mountain, and ran and ran, and stayed not until I came down to the fiord again, far away. Many a man had to wash his bloody clothes in Trondheim-fiord that night; — I had to wash mine too, but not from blood. Ay, King, I was afraid; — born to be a chieftain — and afraid! It fell upon me as a thunderbolt; from that hour I hated all men. I prayed secretly in the churches, I wept and knelt before the altars, I gave rich gifts, made sacred promises; I tried and tried in battle after battle, at Saltosund, at Jonsvoldene that summer the Baglers lay in Bergen, — but ever in vain. Sverre it was who first noted it; he proclaimed it loudly and with mockery, and from that day forth, not a man in the host but laughed when Nicholas Arnesson was seen in war-weed. A coward, a coward — and yet was I filled with longing to be a chief, to be a king; nay, I felt I was born to be King. I could have furthered God’s kingdom upon earth; but ‘twas the saints themselves that barred the way for me.
 

HÅKON.
 Accuse not Heaven, Bishop Nicholas! You have hated much.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Ay, I have hated much; hated every head in this land that raised itself above the crowd. But I hated because I could not love. Fair women, — oh, I could devour them even now with glistening eyes! I have lived eighty years, and yet do I yearn to kill men and clasp women; — but my lot in love was as my lot in war: nought but an itching will, my strength sapped from my birth; dowered with seething desire — and yet a weakling! So I became a priest: king or priest must that man be who would have all might in his hands. [Laughs.] I a priest! I a churchman! Yes, for one clerkly office Heaven had notably fitted me — for taking the high notes — for singing with a woman’s voice at the great church-festivals. And yet they up yonder claim of me — the half-man — what they have a right to claim only of those whom they have in all things fitted for their life-work! There have been times when I fancied such a claim might be just; I have lain here on my sick-bed crushed by the dread of doom and punishment. Now it is over; my soul has fresh marrow in its bones; I have not sinned; it is I that have suffered wrong; I am the accuser!
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Softly.] My lord — the letter! You have little time left.
 

HÅKON.
 Think of your soul, and humble you!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 A man’s life-work is his soul, and my life-work still shall live upon the earth. But you, King Håkon, you should beware; for as Heaven has stood against me, and reaped harm for its reward, so are you standing against the man who holds the country’s welfare in his hand — 
 

HÅKON.
 Ha — Duke, Duke! Now I see the bent of this meeting.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Vehemently, to the Bishop.] Not a word more of this!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[To Håkon.] He will stand against you so long as his head sits fast on his shoulders. Share with him! I will have no peace in my coffin, I will rise again, if you two share not the kingdom! Neither of you shall add the other’s height to his own stature. If that befell, there would be a giant in the land, and here shall no giant be; for I was never a giant! [Sinks back exhausted on the couch.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Falls on his knees beside the couch and cries to Håkon.] Summon help! For God’s pity’s sake; the Bishop must not die yet!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 How it waxes dusk before my eyes! — King, for the last time — will you share with the Duke?
 

HÅKON.
 Not a shred will I let slip of that which God gave me.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Well and good. [Softly.] Your faith, at least, you shall let slip. [Calls.] Viliam!
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Softly.] The letter! The letter!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Not listening to him.] Viliam! [Viliam enters; the Bishop draws him close dow?i to him and whispers.] When I received the Extreme Unction, all my sins were forgiven me?
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 All your sins from your birth, till the moment you received the Unction.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 NO longer? Not until the very end?
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 You will not sin to-night, my lord’
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Who can tell — ? Take the golden goblet Bishop Absalon left me — give it to the Church — and say seven high masses more.
 

SIRA VILIAM.
 God will be gracious to you, my lord!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Seven more masses, I say — for sins I may commit to-night! Go, go! [Viliam goes; the Bishop turns to Skule.] Duke, if you should come to read Trond the Priest’s letter, and it should mayhap prove that Håkon is the rightful king — what would you do then?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 In God’s name — king he should remain.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Bethink you; much is at stake. Search every fold of your heart; answer as though you stood before your Judge! What will you do, if he be the rightful king?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Bow my head and serve him.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Mumbles.] So, so: then bide the issue. [To Skule.] Duke, I am weak and weary; a mild and charitable mood comes over me — 
 

DUKE SKULE.
 It is death! Trond the Priest’s letter! Where is it?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 First another matter; — I gave you the list of my enemies — 
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Impatiently.] Yes, yes; I will take full revenge upon them — 
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 No, my soul is filled with mildness; I will forgive, as the Scripture commands. As you would forgo might, I will forgo revenge. Burn the list!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Ay, ay; as you will.
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 Here, in the brazier; so that I may see it — 
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Throws the paper into the fire] There, then; see, it burns. And now, speak, speak. You risk thousands of lives if you speak not now!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[With sparkling eyes.] Thousands of lives. [Shrieks.] Light! Air!
 

HÅKON.

[Rushes to the door and cries] Help! The Bishop is dying!
Sira Viliam and several of the Bishop’s men enter.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Shakes the Bishop’s arm.] You risk Norway’s happiness through hundreds of years, mayhap its greatness to all eternity!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.
 To all eternity! [Triumphantly.] Perpetuum mobile!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 By our soul’s salvation, — where is Trond the Priest s letter?
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Calls.] Seven more masses, Viliam!
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Beside himself.] The letter! The letter!
 

BISHOP NICHOLAS.

[Smiling in his death-agony.]’Twas it you burned, good Duke! — [Falls back on the couch and dies.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[With an involuntary cry, starts backwards and covers his face with his hands.] Almighty God!
 

THE MONKS.

[Rushing in flight from the chapel.] Save you, all who can!
 

SOME VOICES.
 The powers of evil have broken loose!
 

OTHER VOICES.
 There rang a loud laugh from the corner! — A voice cried: “We have him!” — All the lights went out!
 

HÅKON.
 Bishop Nicholas is even now dead.
 

THE MONKS.

[Fleeing to the right.] Pater noster — Pater noster.
 

HÅKON.

[Approaches Skule, and says in a low voice.] Duke, I will not question what secret counsel you were hatching with the Bishop ere he died; — but from to-morrow must you give up your powers and dignities into my hands; I see clearly now that we two cannot go forward together.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Looks at him absently.] Go forward together — ?
 

HÅKON.
 To-morrow I hold an Assembly in the Palace; then must all things be made clear between us. [Goes out to the right.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 The Bishop dead and the letter burnt! A life full of doubt and strife and dread! Oh, could I but pray! — No — I must act; this evening must the stride be taken, once for all! [To Viliam.] Whither went the King?
 

SIRA VILIAM.

[Terrified.] Christ save me, — what would you with him?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Think you I would slay him to-night? [Goes out to the right.
 

SIRA VILIAM.

[Looks after him, shaking his head, while the housefolk bear the body out to the left.] Seven more masses,
the Bishop said; I think ‘twere safest we should say fourteen. — [Follows the others.
A room in the Palace. In the back is the entrance door; in each of the side walls a smaller door; infront, on the right, a window. Flung from the roof, a lamp is burning. Close to the door on the left stands a bench, and further back a cradle, in which the King-child is sleeping; Margrete is kneeling beside the child.
 

MARGRETE.

[Rocks the cradle and sings.]
 

Now roof and rafters blend with
 The starry vault on high;
 Now flieth little Hâkon
 On dream-wings through the sky.
 

There mounts a mighty stairway
 From earth to God’s own land;
 There Hâkon with the angels
 Goes climbing, hand in hand.
 

God’s angel-babes are watching
 Thy cot, the still night through;
 God bless thee, little Hâkon,
 Thy mother watcheth too.
 

A short pause. Duke Skule enters from the back. Margrete. [Starts up with a cry of joy and rushes to meet him.] My father! — Oh, how I have sighed and yearned for this meeting!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 God’s peace be with you, Margrete! Where is the King?
 

MARGRETE.
 With Bishop Nicholas.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Ha, — then must he soon be here.
 

MARGRETE.
 And you will talk together and be at one, be friends again, as in the old days?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 That would I gladly.
 

MARGRETE.
 ‘Twould rejoice Håkon no less; and I pray to God every day that so it may be. Oh, but come hither and see — [Takes his hand and leads him to the cradle.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Your child!
 

MARGRETE.
 Ay, that lovely babe is mine; — is it not marvellous? He is called Håkon, like the King! See, his eyes nay, you cannot see them now he is sleeping — but he as great blue eyes; and he can laugh, and reach forth his hands to take hold of me, — and he knows me already. [Smoothes out the bed-clothes tenderly.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Håkon will have sons, the Bishop foretold.
 

MARGRETE.
 To me this little child is a thousand times dearer than all Norway’s land — and to Håkon too. Meseems I cannot rightly believe my happiness; I have the cradle standing by my bedside; every night, as often as I waken, I look to see if it be there — I am fearful lest it should prove to be all a dream — 
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Listens and goes to the window.] Is not that the King?
 

MARGRETE.
 Ay; he is going up the other stair; I will bring him. [Takes her father’s hand and leads him playfully up to the cradle.] Duke Skule! Keep watch over the Kingchild the while — for he is a King-child too — though I can never remember it! Should he wake, then bow deeply before him, and hail him as men hail kings! Now will I bring Håkon. Oh, God, God! now at last come light and peace over our house. [Goes out to the right.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[After a short and gloomy silence.] Håkon has a son. His race shall live after him. If he die, he leaves an heir who stands nearer the throne than all others. All things thrive with Håkon. Mayhap he is not the rightful king; but his faith in himself stands firm as ever; the Bishop would have shaken it, but Death gave him not time, God gave him not leave. God watches over Håkon, and suffers him to keep the girdle of strength. Were I to tell him now? Were I to make oath to what the Bishop told me? What would it avail? None would believe me, neither Håkon nor the others. He would have believed the Bishop in the hour of death; the doubt would have rankled poisonously in him; but it was not to be. And deep-rooted as is Håkon’s faith, so is my doubt deep-rooted; what man on earth can weed it out? None, none. The ordeal has been endured, God has spoken, and still Håkon may not be the rightful king, while my life goes to waste. [Seats himself broodingly beside a table on the right.] And if, now, I won the kingdom, would not the doubt dwell with me none the less, gnawing and wearing and wasting me away, with its ceaseless icy drip, drip. — Aye; but ‘tis better to sit doubting on the throne than to stand down in the crowd, doubting of him who sits there in your stead. — There must be an end between me and Håkon! An end? But how? [Rises.] Almighty, thou who hast thus bestead me, thou must bear the guilt of the issue! [Goes to and fro, stops and reflects.] I must break down all bridges, hold only one, and there conquer or fall — as the Bishop said at the bridal-feast at Bergen. That is now nigh upon three years since, and through all that time have I split up and spilt my strength in trying to guard all the bridges. [With energy.] Now must I follow the Bishop’s counsel; now or never! Here are we both in Oslo; this time I have more men than Håkon; why not seize the advantage—’tis so seldom on my side. [Vacillating.] But to-night — ? At once — ? No, no! Not to-night! Ha-ha-ha — there again! — pondering, wavering! Håkon knows not what that means; he goes straight forward, and so he conquers! [Going up the room, stops suddenly beside the cradle.] The King-child! — How fair a brow! He is dreaming. [Smoothes out the bed-clothes, and looks long at the child.] Such an one as thou can save many things in a man’s soul. I have no son. [Bends over the cradle.] He is like Håkon — [Shrinks suddenly backwards.] The King-child, said the Queen! Bow low before him and hail him as men hail kings! Should Håkon die before me, this child will be raised to the throne; and I — I shall stand humbly before him, and bow low and hail him as king! [In rising agitation.] This child, Håkon’s son, shall sit on high, on the seat that should in right, mayhap, be mine — and I shall stand before his footstool, white-haired and bowed with age, and see my whole life-work lying undone — die without having been king! — I have more men than Håkon — there blows a storm to-night, and the wind sweeps down the fiord — ! If I took the King-child? I am safe with the Tronders.  What would Håkon dare attempt, were his child in my power? My men will follow me, fight for me and conquer. Their reward shall be kingly, and they know it. — So shall it be! I will take the stride; I will leap the abyss, for the first time! Could I but see if thou hast Sverre’s eyes — or Håkon Sverresson’s — ! He sleeps. I cannot see them. [A pause.] Sleep is as a shield. Sleep in peace, thou little Pretender! [Goes over to the table.] Håkon shall decide; once again will I speak with him.
 

MARGRETE.

[Enters, with the KING, from the room on the right.] The Bishop dead! Oh, trust me, all strife dies with him.
 

HÅKON.
 To bed, Margrete! You must be weary after the journey.
 

MARGRETE.
 Yes, yes. [To the Duke.] Father, be kind and yielding — Håkon has promised to be the like! A thousand good-nights, to both of you! [Makes a gesture of farewell at the door on the left, and goes out; two women carry out the cradle.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 King Håkon, this time we must not part as foes. All evil will follow; there will fall a time of dread upon the land.
 

HÅKON.
 The land has known nought else through many generations; but, see you, God is with me; every foeman falls that would stand against me. There are no more Baglers, no Slittungs, no Ribbungs; Earl Jon is slain, Guthorm Ingesson is dead, Sigurd Ribbung likewise — all claims that were put forth at the folkmote at Bergen have fallen powerless — from whom, then, should the time of dread come now?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Håkon, I fear me it might come from me!
 

HÅKON.
 When I came to the throne, I gave you the third part of the kingdom — 
 

DUKE SKULE.
 But kept two-thirds yourself
 

HÅKON.
 You ever thirsted after more; I eked out your share until now you hold half the kingdom.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 There lack ten ship-wards.
 

HÅKON.
 I made you Duke; that has no man been in Norway before you.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 But you are king! I must have no king over me! I was not born to serve you; I must rule in my own right!
 

HÅKON.

[Looks at him for a moment, and says coldly:] Heaven guard your understanding, my lord. Good night. [Going.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Blocking the way.] You shall not go from me thus! Beware, or I will forswear all faith with you; you can no longer be my overlord; we two must share!
 

HÅKON.
 You dare to say this to me!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 I have more men than you in Oslo, Håkon Håkonsson.
 

HÅKON.
 Mayhap you think to — 
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Hearken to me! Think of the Bishop’s words! Let us share; give me the ten ship-wards; let me hold my share as a free kingdom, without tax or tribute. Norway has ere this been parted into two kingdoms; — we will hold firmly together — 
 

HÅKON.
 Duke, you must be soul-sick, that you can crave such a thing.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Ay, I am soul-sick, and there is no other healing for me. We two must be equals; there must be no man over me!
 

HÅKON.
 Every treeless skerry is a stone in the building which Harald Hârfager and the sainted King Olaf reared; would you have me break in twain what they have mortised together? Never!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Well, then let us reign by turns; let each bear sway for three years! You have reigned long; now my turn has come. Depart from the land for three years; — I will be king the while; I will even out your paths for you against your home-coming; I will guide all things for the best; — it wears and blunts the senses to sit ever on the watch. Håkon, hear me — three years each; let us wear the crown by turns!
 

HÅKON.
 Think you my crown would fit well on your brow?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 No crown is too wide for me
 

HÅKON.
 It needs a God-sent right and a God-sent calling to wear the erown.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 And know you so surely that you have a God-sent right?
 

HÅKON.
 I have God’s own word for it.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Rest not too surely on that. Had the Bishop had time to speak — but that were bootless now; you would not believe me. Ay, truly you have mighty allies on high; but I defy you none the less! You will not reign by turns with me? Well — then must we try the last resort; — Håkon, let us two fight for it, man to man, with heavy weapons, for life or death!
 

HÅKON.
 Speak you in jest, my lord?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 I speak for my life-work and for my soul’s salvation!
 

HÅKON.
 Then is there small hope for the saving of your soul.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 You will not fight with me? You shall, you shall!
 

HÅKON.
 Oh blinded man! I cannot but pity you. You think ‘tis the Lord’s calling that draws you toward the throne; you see not that ‘tis nought but pride of heart. What is it that allures you? The royal circlet, the purple-bordered mantle, the right to be seated three steps above the floor; — pitiful, pitiful! Were that kingship, I would cast it into your hat, as I cast a groat to a beggar.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 You have known me since your childhood, and you judge me thus!
 

HÅKON.
 You have wisdom and courage and all noble gifts of the mind; you are born to stand nearest a king, but not to be a king yourself.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 That will we now put to the proof!
 

HÅKON.
 Name me a single king’s-task you achieved in all the years you were regent for me! Were the Baglers or the Ribbungs ever mightier than then? You were in ripe manhood, yet the land was harried by rebellious factions; did you quell a single one of them? I was young and untried when I came to the helm — look at me — all fell before me when I became king; there are no Baglers, no Ribbungs left!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Beware how you boast of that; for there lies the greatest danger. Party must stand against party, claim against claim, region against region, if the king is to have the might. Every village, every family, must either need him or fear him. If you strike at the root of faction, at the same stroke you kill your own power.
 

HÅKON.
 And you would be king — you, who think such thoughts! You had been well fitted for a chieftain’s part in Erling Skakke’s days; but the time has grown away from you, and you know it not. See you not, then, that Norway’s realm, as Harald and Olaf built it up, may be likened to a church that stands as yet unconsecrate? The walls soar aloft with mighty buttresses, the vaultings have a noble span, the spire points upward, like a fir-tree in the forest; but the life, the throbbing heart, the fresh blood-stream, is lacking to the work; God’s living spirit is not breathed into it; it stands unconsecratc. — I will bring consecration! Norway has been a kingdom, it shall become a people. The Tronder has stood against the man of Viken, the Agdeman against the Hordalander, the Halogalander against the Sogndalesman; all shall be one hereafter, and all shall feel and know that they are one! That is the task which God has laid on my shoulders; that is the work which now lies before the King of Norway. That life-work, Duke, I think you were best to leave untried, for truly it is beyond you.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Impressed] To unite — ? To unite the Tronders and the men of Viken, — all Norway — ? [Sceptically] ‘Tis impossible! Norway’s saga tells of no such thing!
 

HÅKON.
 For you ‘tis impossible, for you can but work out the old saga afresh; for me, ‘tis as easy as for the falcon to cleave the clouds.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[In uneasy agitation] To unite the whole people to awaken it so that it shall know itself one! Whence got you so strange a thought? It runs through me like ice and fire. [Vehemently] It comes from the devil, Håkon; it shall never be carried through while I have strength to buckle on my helm.
 

HÅKON.
 ‘Tis from God the thought comes to me, and never shall I let it slip while I bear St. Olaf’s circlet on my brow!
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Then must St. Olaf’s circlet fall from your brow!
 

HÅKON.
 Who will make it fall?
 

DUKE SKULE.
 I, if none other.
 

HÅKON.
 You, Skule, will be harmless after to-morrow’s Assembly.
 

DUKE SKULE.
 Håkon! Tempt not God! Drive me not out upon the last ledge of the deep!
 

HÅKON.

[Points to the door.] Go, my lord — and be it forgotten that we have spoken with sharp tongues this night.
 

DUKE SKULE.

[Looks hard at him for a moment, and says:] Next time, ‘twill be with sharper tongues we speak. [Goes to the back.
 

HÅKON.

[After a short pause.] He threatens! No, no, it cannot come to that. He must, he shall give way and do my will; I have need of that strong arm, that cunning brain. — Whatsoever courage and wisdom and strength there may be in this land, all gifts that God has endowed men withal, are but granted them to my uses. For my service did all noble gifts fall to Duke Skule’s share; to defy me is to defy Heaven; ‘tis my duty to punish whosoever shall set himself up against Heaven’s will — for Heaven has done so much for me.
 

DAGFINN THE PEASANT.

[Enters from the back.] Be on your guard to-night, my lord; the Duke has surely evil in his mind.
 

HÅKON.
 What say you?
 

DAGFINN.
 What may be his drift, I know not; but sure am I that something is brewing.
 

HÅKON.
 Can he think to fall upon us? Impossible, impossible!
 

DAGFINN.
 No, ‘tis something else. His ships lie clear for sailing; he has summoned an Assembly on board them.
 

HÅKON.
 You must mistake — ! Go, Dagfinn, and bring me sure tidings.
 

DAGFINN.
 Ay ay, trust to me. — [Goes.
 

HÅKON.
 No,—’tis not to be thought of! The Duke dare not rise against me. God will not suffer it — God, who has hitherto guided all things for me so marvellously. I must have peace now, for ‘tis now I must set about my work! — I have done so little yet; but I hear the unerring voice of the Lord calling to me: Thou shalt do a great king’s-work in Norway!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Enters from the back.] My lord and King!
 

HÅKON.
 Gregorius Jonsson! Come you hither?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 I offer myself for your service. Thus far have I followed the Duke; but now I dare follow him no further.
 

HÅKON.
 What has befallen?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 That which no man will believe, when ‘tis rumoured through the land.
 

HÅKON.
 Speak, speak!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 I — tremble to hear the sound of my own words; know then —— [He seizes the King’s arm and whispers.
 

HÅKON.

[Starts backwards with a cry.] Ha, are you distraught?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Would to God I were.
 

HÅKON.
 Unheard of! No, it cannot be true!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 By Christ’s dear blood, so is it!
 

HÅKON.
 Go, go; sound the trumpet-call for my guard; get all my men under arms. [Gregorius Jonsson goes.
 

HÅKON.

[Paces the room once or twice, then goes quickly up to the door of Margrete’s chamber, knocks at it, takes one or two more turns through the room, then goes again to the door, knocks, and calls.] Margrete! [Goes on pacing up and down.
 

MARGRETE.

[In the doorway, attired for the night, with her hair down; she has a red cloak round her shoulders, holding it close together over her breast.] Håkon! Is it you?
 

HÅKON.
 Yes, yes; come hither.
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh, but you must not look at me; I was in bed already.
 

HÅKON.
 I have other things to think of.
 

MARGRETE.
 What has befallen.
 

HÅKON.
 Give me a good counsel! I have even now received the worst tidings.
 

MARGRETE.

[Alarmed.] What tidings, Håkon?
 

HÅKON.
 That there are now two kings in Norway.
 

MARGRETE.
 Two kings in Norway! — Håkon, where is my father? Håkon. He has proclaimed himself king on board his ship; now he is sailing to Nidaros to be crowned.
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh God, thou almighty — ! [Sinks down on the bench, covers her face with her hands and weeps.]
 

HÅKON.
 Two kings in the land!
 

MARGRETE.
 My husband the one — my father the other!
 

HÅKON.

[Pacing restlessly up and down.] Give me a good counsel, Margrete! Should I cross the country by way of the Uplands, come first to Nidaros, and prevent the crowning? No, it may not be done; my men are too few; there in the north he is more powerful than I. — Give me counsel; how can I have the Duke slain, ere he come to Nidaros?
 

MARGRETE.

[Imploringly, with folded hands.] Håkon, Håkon!
 

HÅKON.
 Can you not hit upon a good device, I say, to have the Duke slain?
 

MARGRETE.

[Sinks down from the bench in agony and remains kneeling.] Oh, can you so utterly forget that he is my father?
 

HÅKON.
 Your father — ; ay, ay, it is true; I had forgotten. [Raises her up.] Sit, sit, Margrete; comfort you; do not weep; you have no fault in this. [Goes over to the window.] Duke Skule will be worse for me than all other foemen! God, God, — why hast thou stricken me so sorely, when I have in nowise sinned! A knock at the door in the back; he starts, listens, and cries:] Who knocks so late?
 

INGA’S VOICE.
 One who is a-cold, Håkon!
 

HÅKON.

[With a cry.] My mother!
 

MARGRETE.

[Springs up.] Inga!
 

HÅKON.

[Rushes to the door and opens it; Inga is sitting on the doorstep.] My mother! Sitting like a dog outside her son’s door! And I ask why God has stricken me!
 

INGA.

[Stretches out her arms towards him.] Håkon, my child! Blessings upon you!
 

HÅKON.

[Raising her up.] Come — come in; here are light and warmth!
 

INGA.
 May I come in to you?
 

HÅKON.
 Never shall we part again.
 

INGA.
 My son — my King — oh, but you are good and loving! I stood in a corner and saw you, as you came from the Bishop’s Palace; you looked so sorrowful; I could not part from you thus.
 

HÅKON.
 God be thanked for that! No one, truly, could have come to me more welcome than you! Margrete — my mother — I have sorely sinned; I have barred my heart against you two, who are so rich in love.
 

MARGRETE.

[Falls on his neck.] Oh, Håkon, my beloved husband; do I stand near you now?
 

HÅKON.
 Ay, near me, near me; not to give me cunning counsels, but to shed light over my path. Come what will, I feel the Lord’s strength within me!
 

DAGFINN THE PEASANT.

[Enters hastily from the back.] My lord, my lord! the worst has befallen!
 

HÅKON.

[Smiles confidently while he holds Margrete and Inga closely to him.] I know it; but there is nought to fear, good Dagfinn! If there be two kings in Norway, there is but one in Heaven — and He will set all straight!
 






  








ACT FOURTH
 

The great hall in Oslo Palace. King Skule is feasting with the Guard and his Chiefs. In front, on the left, stands the throne, where Skule sits, richly attired, with a purple mantle and the royal circlet on his head. The supper-table, by which the guests are seated, stretches from the throne towards the background. Opposite to Skule sit Paul Flida and Bård Bratte. Some of the humbler guests are standing, to the right. It is late evening; the hall is brightly lighted. The banquet is drawing to a close; the men are very merry, and some of them drunk; they drink to each other, laugh, and all talk together.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Rises and strikes the table.] Silence in the hall; Jatgeir Skald will say forth his song in honour of King Skule.
 

JATGEIR.

[Stands out in the middle of the floor.
 

Duke Skule he summoned the Orething 
 When ‘twas mass-time in Nidaros town; 
 And the hells rang and swords upon bucklers clashed bravely 
 When Duke Skule he donned the crown.
 

King Skule marched over the Dovrëfjeld,
 His host upon snow-shoes sped;
 The Gudbranddalesman he grovelled for grace,
 But his hoard must e’en ransom his head.
 

King Skule south over Miosen fared, — 
 The Uplander cursed at his banner;
 King Skule hasted through Raumarike
 To Lâka in Nannestad manor.
 

‘Twas all in the holy Shrove-tide week
 We met with the Birchleg horde;
 Earl Knut was their captain — the swords with loud tongue
 In the suit for the throne made award.
 

They say of a truth that since Svërre’s days
 Was never so hot a fight;
 Red-sprent, like warriors’ winding-sheets,
 Grew the upland that erst lay white.
 

They took to their heels did the Birchenlegs,
 Flinging from them both buckler and bill there;
 Many hundreds, though, took to their heels nevermore,
 For they lay and were icily chill there.
 

No man knows where King Håkon hideth; — 
 King Skule stands safe at the helm.
 All hail and long life to thee, lord, in thy state
 As King of all Norway’s realm!
 

SKULE’S MEN.

[Spring up with loud jubilation, hold goblets and beakers aloft, clash their weapons, and repeat: All hail and long life to thee, lord, in thy state As King of all Norway’s realm!
 

KING SKULE.
 Thanks for the song, Jatgeir Skald. ‘Tis as I best like it; for it gives my men no less praise than myself.
 

JATGEIR.
 The King is honoured when his men are praised.
 

KING SKULE.
 Take as guerdon this arm-ring, stay with me, and be of my household; I will have many skalds about me.
 

JATGEIR.
 ‘Twill need many, my lord, if all your great deeds are to be’ sung.
 

KING SKULE.
 I will be threefold more bountiful than Håkon; the skald’s song shall be honoured and rewarded like all other noble deeds, so long as I am king. Be seated; now you belong to my household; all you have need of shall be freely given you.
 

JATGEIR.

[Seats himself.] Ere long there will be a dearth of what I most need, my lord.
 

KING SKULE.
 What mean you? — 
 

JATGEIR.
 Foes to King Skule, whose flight and fall I can sing.
 

MANY OF THE MEN.

[Amid laughter and applause.] Well said, Icelander!
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[To Jatgeir.] The song was good; but ‘tis known there goes a spice of lying to every skaldwork, and yours was not without it.
 

JATGEIR.
 Lying, Sir Marshal?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Ay; you say no man knows where King Håkon is hiding; that is not true; we have certain tidings that Håkon is at Nidaros.
 

KING SKULE.

[Smiling.] He has claimed homage for the Kingchild, and given it the kingly title.
 

JATGEIR.
 That have I heard; but I knew not that any man could give away that which he himself does not possess.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Tis easiest to give what you yourself do not possess.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 But it can scarce be easy to beg your way in midwinter from Bergen to Nidaros.
 

JATGEIR.
 The fortunes of the Birchlegs move in a ring; they began hungry and frozen, and now they end in like case.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 ‘Tis rumoured in Bergen that Håkon has forsworn the Church and all that is holy; he heard not mass on New Year’s day.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 He could plead lawful hindrance, Paul; he stood all day cutting his silver goblets and dishes to pieces — he had naught else wherewith to pay his household. [Laughter and loud talk among the guests.
 

KING SKULE.

[Raises his goblet.] I drink to you, Bård Bratte, and thank you and all my new men. You fought manfully for me at Lâka, and bore a great part in the victory.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 It was the first time I fought under you, my lord; but I soon felt that ‘tis easy to conquer when such a chieftain as you rides at the head of the host. But I would we had not slain so many and chased them so far; for now I fear ‘twill be long ere they dare face us again.
 

KING SKULE.
 Wait till the spring: we shall meet them again, never fear. Earl Knut lies with the remnant at Tunsberg rock, and Arnbiorn Jonsson is gathering a force eastward in Viken; when they deem themselves strong enough, they will soon let us hear from them.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 They will never dare to, after the great slaughter at Laka.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then will we lure them forth with cunning.
 

MANY VOICES.
 Ay, ay — do so, lord King!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 You have good store of cunning, King Skule. Your foemen have never warning ere you fall upon them, and you are ever there where they least await you.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 ‘Tis therefore that the Birchlegs call us Varbælgs.
 

KING SKULE.
 Others say Vargbælgs; but this I swear, that when next we meet, the Birchlegs shall learn how hard it is to turn such Wolf-skins inside out.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 With their good will shall we never meet—’twill be a chase the whole country round.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, that it shall be. First we must purge Viken, and make sure of all these eastward parts; then will we get our ships together, and sail round the Naze and up the coast to Nidaros.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 And when you come in such wise to Nidaros, I scarce think the monks will deny to move St. Olaf’s shrine out to the mote-stead, as they did in the autumn, when we swore allegiance.
 

KING SKULE.
 The shrine shall out; I will bear my kingship in all ways lawfully.
 

JATGEIR.
 And I promise you to sing a great death-song, when you have slain the Sleeper. [An outburst of laughter among the men.
 

KING SKULE.
 The Sleeper?
 

JATGEIR.
 Know you not, my lord, that King Håkon is called “Håkon the Sleeper,” because he sits as though benumbed ever since you came to the throne? 
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 They say he lies ever with his eyes closed. Doubtless he dreams that he is still king.
 

KING SKULE.
 Let him dream; he shall never dream himself back into the kingship.
 

JATGEIR.
 Let his sleep be long and dreamless, then shall I have stuff for songs.
 

THE MEN.
 Ay, ay, do as the skald says!
 

KING SKULE.
 When so many good men counsel as one, the counsel must be good; yet will we not talk now of that matter. But one promise I will make: each of my men shall inherit the weapons and harness, and gold and silver, of whichever one of the enemy he slays; and each man shall succeed to the dignities of him he lays low. He who slays a baron shall himself be a baron; he who slays a thane, shall receive his thaneship; and all they who already hold such dignities and offices, shall be rewarded after other kingly sort.
 

THE MEN.

[Spring up in wild delight.] Hail, hail, King Skule! Lead us against the Birchlegs!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Now are you sure to conquer in all battles.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 I claim Dagfinn the Peasant for myself; he owns a good sword that I have long hankered after.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 I will have Bård Torsteinsson’s hauberk; it saved his life at Lâka, for it withstands both cut and thrust.
 

JATGEIR.
 Nay, but let me have it; ‘twill fit me better; you shall have five golden marks in exchange.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Where will you find five golden marks, Skald?
 

JATGEIR.
 I will take them from Gregorius Jonsson when we come northward.
 

THE MEN.

[All talking together.] And I will have — I will have — [The rest becomes indistinct in the hubbub.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Away! Every man to his quarters; bethink you that you are in the King’s hall.
 

THE MEN.
 Ay, ay, — hail to the King, hail to King Skule!
 

KING SKULE.
 To bed now, good fellows! We have sat long over the drinking-table to-night.
 

A MAN-AT-ARMS.
 [As the crowd is trooping — To-morrow we will cast lots for the Birchlegs’ goods.
 

ANOTHER.
 Rather leave it to luck!
 

SEVERAL.
 Nay, nay!
 

OTHERS.
 Ay, ay!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Now the Wolf-skins are fighting for the bear-fell.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 And they have yet to fell the bear. [All go out by the back.
 

KING SKULE.

[Waits till the men are gone; the tension of his features relaxes; he sinks upon a bench.] How weary I am, weary to death. To live in the midst of that swarm day out and day in, to look smilingly ahead as though I were so immovably assured of right and victory and fortune. To have no creature with whom I may speak of all that gnaws me so sorely. [Rises with a look of terror.] And the battle at Laka! That I should have conquered there! Håkon sent his host against me; God was to judge and award between the two kings and I conquered, conquered, as never any before has conquered the Birchlegs! Their shields stood upright in the snow, but there was none behind them — the Birchlegs took to the woods, and fled over upland and moor and lea as far as their legs would carry them. The unbelievable came to pass; Håkon lost and I won. There is a secret horror in that victory. Thou great God of Heaven! there rules, then, no certain law on high, that all things must obey? The right carries with it no conquering might? [With a change of tone, wildly.] I am sick, I am sick! — Wherefore should not the right be on my side? May I not deem that God himself would assure me of it, since he let me conquer? [Brooding.] The possibilities are even; — not a feather-weight more on the one side than on the other; and yet — [shakes his head] — yet the balance dips on Håkon’s part. I have hatred and hot desire to cast into my scale, yet the balance dips on Håkon’s part. When the thought of the kingly right comes over me unawares, ‘tis ever he, not I, that is the true king. When I would see myself as the true king, I must do it with forethought, I must build up a whole fabric of subtleties, a work of cunning; I must hold memories aloof, and take faith by storm. It was not so before. What has befallen to fill me so full of doubt? The burning of the letter? No — that made the uncertainty eternal, but did not add to it. Has Håkon done any great and kingly deed in these later days? No, his greatest deeds were done while I least believed in him.  [Seats himself on the right.]   What is it? Ha, strange! It comes and goes like a marsh-fire; it dances at the tip of my tongue, as when one has lost a word and cannot find it. [Springs up.] Ha! Now I have it! No — ! Yes, yes! Now I have it!—”Norway has been a kingdom, it shall become a people; all shall be one, and all shall feel and know that they are one!” Since Håkon spoke those madman’s words, he stands ever before me as the rightful king. [Whispers with fixed and apprehensive gaze.] What if God’s calling glimmered through these strange words? If God had garnered up the thought till now, and would now strew it forth — and had chosen Håkon for his sower?
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Enters from the back.] My lord King, I have tidings for you.
 

KING SKULE.
 Tidings?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 A man who comes from down the fiord brings news that the Birchlegs in Tunsberg have launched their ships, and that many men have gathered in the town in these last days.
 

KING SKULE.
 Good- we will go forth to meet them — to-morrow or the day after.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 It might chance, my lord King, that the Birchlegs had a mind to meet us first.
 

KING SKULE.
 They have not ships enough for that, nor men.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 But Arnbiôrn Jonsson is gathering both men and ships, all round in Viken.
 

KING SKULE.
 The better for us; we will crush them at one blow, as we did at Lâka.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 My lord, ‘tis not so easy to crush the Birchlegs twice following.
 

KING SKULE.
 And wherefore not?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Because Norway’s saga tells not that the like has ever befallen. Shall I send forth scouts to Hoved-isle?
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Tis needless; the night is dark, and there is a seafog to boot.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Well well, the King knows best; but bethink you, my lord, that all men are against you here in Viken. The townsfolk of Oslo hate you, and should the Birchlegs come, they will make common cause with them.
 

KING SKULE.

[With animation.] Paul Flida, were it not possible that I could win over the men of Viken to my side?
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Looks at him in astonishment, and shakes his head.] No, my lord, it is not possible.
 

KING SKULE.
 And wherefore not?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Why, for that you have the Tronders on your side.
 

KING SKULE.
 I will have both the Tronders and the men of Viken!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Nay, my lord, that cannot be!
 

KING SKULE.
 Not possible! cannot be! And wherefore — wherefore not?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Because the man of Viken is the man of Viken, the Tronder is the Tronder; because so it has always been, and no saga tells of a time when it was otherwise.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, ay — you are right. Go.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 And send forth no scouts?
 

KING SKULE.
 Wait till daybreak. [Paul Flida goes] Norway’s saga tells of no such thing; it has never been so vet; Paul Flida answers me as I answered Håkon. Are there, then, upward as well as downward steps? Stands Håkon as high over me as I over Paul Flida? Has Håkon an eye for unborn thoughts, that is lacking in me? Who stood so high as Harold Hârfager in the days when every headland had its king, and he said: Now they must fall — hereafter shall there be but one? He threw the old saga to the winds, and made a new saga. [A pause; he paces up and down lost in thought; then he stops.] Can one man take God’s calling from another, as he takes weapons and gold from his fallen foe? Can a Pretender clothe himself in a king’s lifetask, as he can put on the kingly mantle? The oak that is felled to be a ship’s timber, can it say: Nay, I will be the mast, I will take on me the task of the fir tree, point upwards, tall and shining, bear the golden vane at my top, spread bellying white sails to the sunshine, and meet the eyes of all men, from afar! — No, no, thou heavy gnarled oak-trunk, thy place is down in the keel; there shalt thou lie, and do thy work, unheard-of and unseen by those aloft in the daylight; it is thou that shalt hinder the ship from being whelmed in the storm; while the mast with the golden vane and the bellying sail shall bear it forward toward the new, toward the unknown, toward alien strands and the saga of the future! [Vehemently.] Since Håkon uttered his great king-thought, I can see no other thought in the world but that only. If I cannot take it and act it out, I see no other thought to fight for. [Brooding.] And can I not make it mine? If I cannot, whence comes my great love for Håkon’s thought?
 

JATGEIR.

[Enters from the back.] Forgive my coming, lord King — 
 

KING SKULE.
 You come to my wish, Skald!
 

JATGEIR.
 I overheard some townsfolk at my lodging talking darkly of — 
 

KING SKULE.
 Let that wait. Tell me, Skald: you who have fared far abroad in strange lands, have you ever seen a woman love another’s child? Not only have kindness for it—’tis not that I mean; but love it, love it with the warmest passion of her soul.
 

JATGEIR.
 That do only those women who have no child of their own to love.
 

KING SKULE.
 Only those women — ?
 

JATGEIR.
 And chiefly women who are barren.
 

KING SKULE.
 Chiefly the barren — ? They love the children of others with all their warmest passions?
 

JATGEIR.
 That will oftentimes befall.
 

KING SKULE.
 And does it not sometimes befall that such a barren woman will slay another’s child, because she herself has none?
 

JATGEIR.
 Ay, ay; but in that she does unwisely.
 

KING SKULE.
 Unwisely?
 

JATGEIR.
 Ay, for she gives the gift of sorrow to her whose child she slays.
 

KING SKULE.
 Think you the gift of sorrow is a great good?
 

JATGEIR.
 Yes, lord.
 

KING SKULE.

[Looks fixedly at him.] Methinks there are two men in you, Icelander. When you sit amid the household at the merry feast, you draw cloak and hood over all your thoughts; when one is alone with you, sometimes you seem to be of those among whom one were fain to choose his friend. How comes it?
 

JATGEIR.
 When you go to swim in the river, my lord, you would scarce strip you where the people pass by to church; you seek a sheltered privacy.
 

KING SKULE.
 True, true.
 

JATGEIR.
 My soul has the like shamefastness; therefore I do not strip me when there are many in the hall.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ha. [A short pause.] Tell me, Jatgeir, how come you to be a skald? Who taught you skaldcraft?
 

JATGEIR.
 Skaldcraft cannot be taught, my lord.
 

KING SKULE.
 Cannot be taught? How came it then?
 

JATGEIR.
 The gift of sorrow came to me, and I was a skald.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then ‘tis the gift of sorrow the skald has need of?
 

JATGEIR.

I needed sorrow; others there may be who need faith, or joy — or doubt — 
 

KING SKULE.
 Doubt as well?
 

JATGEIR.
 Ay; but then must the doubter be strong and sound.
 

KING SKULE.
 And whom call you the unsound doubter?
 

JATGEIR.
 He who doubts of his own doubt.
 

KING SKULE.

[Slowly.] That, methinks, were death.
 

JATGEIR.
 ‘Tis worse; ‘tis neither day nor night.
 

KING SKULE.

[Quickly, as if shaking off his thoughts.] Where are my weapons? I will fight and act — not think. What was it you would have told me when you came?
 

JATGEIR.
 ‘Twas what I noted in my lodging. The townsmen whisper together secretly, and laugh mockingly, and ask if we be well assured that King Håkon is in the westland; there is somewhat they are in glee over.
 

KING SKULK.
 They are men of Viken, and therefore against me.
 

JATGEIR.
 They scoff because King Olaf’s shrine could not be brought out to the mote-stead when you were chosen king; they say it boded ill.
 

KING SKULE.
 When next I come to Nidaros, the shrine shall out! It shall stand under the open sky, though I should have to tear down St. Olaf’s church and widen out the motestead over the spot where it stood.
 

JATGEIR.
 That were a strong deed; but I shall make a song of it, as strong as the deed itself.
 

KING SKULE.

 — Have you many unmade songs within you, Jatgeir?
 

JATGEIR.
 Nay, but many unborn; they are conceived one after the other, come to life, and are brought forth.
 

KING SKULE.
 And if I, who am King and have the might, if I were to have you slain, would all the unborn skald-thoughts you bear within you die along with you?
 

JATGEIR.
 My lord, it is a great sin to slay a fair thought.
 

KING SKULE.
 I ask not if it be a sin; I ask if it be possible!
 

JATGEIR.
 I know not.
 

KING SKULE.
 Have you never had another skald for your friend, and has he never unfolded to you a great and noble song he thought to make?
 

JATGEIR.
 Yes, lord.
 

KING SKULE.
 Did you not then wish that you could slay him, to take his thought and make the song yourself?
 

JATGEIR.
 My lord, I am not barren; I have children of my own; I need not to love those of other men. — [Goes.
 

KING SKULE.

[After a pause.] The Icelander is in very deed a skald. He speaks God’s deepest truth and knows it not — I am as a barren woman. Therefore I love Håkon’s kingly thought-child, love it with the warmest passion of my soul. Oh, that I could but adopt it! It would die in my hands. Which were best, that it should die in my hands, or wax great in his? Should I ever have peace of soul if that came to pass? Can I forego all? Can I stand by and see Håkon make himself famous for all time! How dead and empty is all within me — and around me. No friend — ; ah, the Icelander! [Goes to the door and calls:] Has the skald gone from the palace? A Guard. [Outside.] No, my lord; he stands in the outer hall talking with the watch.
 

KING SKULE.
 Bid him come hither. [Goes forward to the table; presently Jatgeir enters.] I cannot sleep, Jatgeir; ‘tis all my great kingly thoughts that keep me awake, you see.
 

JATGEIR.
 ‘Tis with the king’s thoughts as with the skald’s, I doubt not. They fly highest and grow quickest when there is night and stillness around.
 

KING SKULE.
 Is it so with the skald’s thoughts too?
 

JATGEIR.
 Ay, lord; no song is born by daylight; it may be written down in the sunshine; but it makes itself in the silent night.
 

KING SKULE.
 Who gave you the gift of sorrow, Jatgeir?
 

JATGEIR.
 She whom I loved.
 

KING SKULE.
 She died, then.
 

JATGEIR.
 No, she deceived me.
 

KING SKULE.
 And then you became a skald?
 

JATGEIR.
 Ay, then I became a skald.
 

KING SKULE.

[Seizes him by the arm.] What gift do I need to become a king?
 

JATGEIR.
 Not the gift of doubt; else would you not question so.
 

KING SKULE.
 What gift do I need?
 

JATGEIR.
 My lord, you are a king.
 

KING SKULE.
 Have you at all times full faith that you are a skald? Jatgeir. [Looks silently at him for a while, and asks.] Have you never loved?
 

KING SKULE.
 Yes, once — burningly, blissfully, and in sin.
 

JATGEIR.
 You have a wife. King Skule. Her I took to bear me sons.
 

JATGEIR.
 But you have a daughter, my lord — a gracious and noble daughter.
 

KING SKULE.
 Were my daughter a son, I would not ask you what gift I need. [Vehemently.] I must have some one by me who sinks his own will utterly in mine — who believes in me unflinchingly, who will cling close to me in good hap and ill, who lives only to shed light and warmth over my life, and must die if I fall. Give me counsel, Jatgeir Skald!
 

JATGEIR.
 Buy yourself a dog, my lord.
 

KING SKULE.
 Would no man suffice?
 

JATGEIR.
 You would have to search long for such a man.
 

KING SKULE.

[Suddenly.] Will you be that man to me, Jatgeir? Will you be a son to me? You shall have Norway’s crown to your heritage — the whole land shall be your?, if you will be a son to me, and live for my life-work, and believe in me.
 

JATGEIR.
 And what should be my warranty that I did not feign — ?
 

KING SKULE.
 Give up your calling in life; sing no more songs, and then will I believe you!
 

JATGEIR.
 No, lord — that were to buy the crown too dear.
 

KING SKULE.
 Bethink you well—’tis greater to be a king than a skald.
 

JATGEIR.
 Not always.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Tis but your unsung songs you must sacrifice!
 

JATGEIR.
 Songs unsung are ever the fairest.
 

KING SKULE.
 But I must — I must have one who can trust in me! Only one! I feel it — had I that one, I were saved!
 

JATGEIR.
 Trust in yourself and you will be saved!
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Enters hastily.] King Skule, look to yourself! Håkon Håkonsson lies off Elgjarness with all his fleet!
 

KING SKULE.
 Off Elgjarness — ! Then he is close at hand.
 

JATGEIR.
 Get we to arms then! If there be bloodshed to-night, I will gladly be the first to die for you!
 

KING SKULE.
 You, who would not live for me!
 

JATGEIR.
 A man can die for another’s life-work; but if he go on living, he must live for his own. — [Goes.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Impatiently.] Your commands, my lord! The Birchlegs may be in Oslo this very hour.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Twere best if we could fare to St. Thomas Beckett’s grave; he has helped so many a sorrowful and penitent soul.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[More forcibly.] My lord, speak not so wildly now; I tell you, the Birchlegs are upon us!
 

KING SKULE.
 Let all the churches be opened, that we may betake us thither and find grace.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 You can crush all your foemen at one stroke, and yet would betake you to the churches!
 

KING SKULE.
 Yes, yes, keep all the churches open!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Be sure Håkon will break sanctuary, when ‘tis Varbælgs he pursues.
 

KING SKULE.
 That will he not; God will shield him from such a sin; — God always shields Håkon.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[In deep and sorrowful wrath.] To hear you speak thus, a man could not but ask: Who is king in this land?
 

KING SKULE.

[Smiling mournfully.] Ay, Paul Flida, that is the great question: Who is king in this land?
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Imploringly.] You are soul-sick to-night, my lord; let me act for you.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, ay, do so.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Going.] First will I break down all the bridges.
 

KING SKULE.
 Madman! Stay! — Break down all the bridges! Know you what that means? I have assayed it; — beware of that!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 What would you then, my lord?
 

KING SKULE.
 I will talk with Håkon.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 He will answer you with a tongue of steel.
 

KING SKULE.
 Go, go; — you shall learn my will anon.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Every moment is precious! [Seizes his hand.] King Skule, let us break down all the bridges, fight like Wolves, and trust in Heaven!
 

KING SKULE.

[Softly.] Heaven trusts not in me; I dare not trust in Heaven.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Short has been the saga of the Varbaelgs. [Goes out by the back.
 

KING SKULE.
 A hundred cunning heads, a thousand mighty arms, are at my beck; but not a single loving, trusting heart. That is kingly beggary; no more, no less.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.

[From the back.] Two wayfarers from afar stand without, praying to have speech with you my lord.
 

KING SKULE.
 Who are they?
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 A woman and a priest. — 
 

KING SKULE.
 Let the woman and the priest approach. [Bård goes; King Skule seats himself, musing, on the right; presently there enters a black-robed woman; she wears a long cloak, a hood, and a thick veil, which conceals her face; a priest follows her, and remains standing by the door.
 

KING SKULE.
 Who are you?
 

THE WOMAN.
 One you have loved.
 

KING SKULE.

[Shaking his head.] There lives no one who remembers that I have loved. Who are you, I ask?
 

THE WOMAN.
 One who loves you.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then are you surely one of the dead.
 

THE WOMAN.

[Comes close to him and says softly and passionately.] Skule Bårdsson!
 

KING SKULE.

[Rises with a cry.] Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG.
 Do you know me now, Skule?
 

KING SKULE.
 Ingeborg, — Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG.
 Oh, let me look at you — look long at you, so long! [Seizes his hands; a pause.] You fair, you deeply loved, you faithless man!
 

KING SKULE.
 Take off that veil; look at me with the eyes that once were as clear and blue as the sky.
 

INGEBORG.
 These eves have been but a rain-clouded sky for twenty years; you would not know them again, and you shall never see them more.
 

KING SKULE.
 But your voice is fresh and soft and young as ever!
 

INGEBORG.
 I have used it only to whisper your name, to imprint your greatness in a young heart, and to pray to the sinners’ God for grace toward us twain, who have loved in sin.
 

KING SKULE.
 You have done that?
 

INGEBORG.
 I have been silent save to speak loving words of you; — therefore has my voice remained fresh and soft and young.
 

KING SKULE.
 There lies a life-time between. Every fair memory from those days have I wasted and let slip — 
 

INGEBORG.
 It was your right.
 

KING SKULE.
 And meantime you, Ingeborg, loving, faithful woman, have dwelt there in the north, guarding and treasuring your memories, in ice-cold loneliness!
 

INGEBORG.
 It was my happiness.
 

KING SKULE.
 And I could give you up to win might and riches! With you at my side, as my wife, I had found it easier to be a king.
 

INGEBORG.
 God has been good to me in willing it otherwise. A soul like mine had need of a great sin, to arouse it to remorse and expiation.
 

KING SKULE.
 And now you come-= — ?
 

INGEBORG.
 As Andres Skialdarband’s widow.
 

KING SKULE.
 Your husband is dead!
 

INGEBORG.
 On the way from Jerusalem.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then has he atoned for the slaying of Vegard.
 

INGEBORG.
 ‘Twas not therefore that my noble husband took the Cross.
 

KING SKULE.
 Not therefore?
 

INGEBORG.
 No; it was my sin he took upon his strong, loving shoulders; ‘twas that he went to wash away in Jordan stream; ‘twas for that he bled.
 

KING SKULE.

[Softly.] Then he knew all.
 

INGEBORG.
 From the first. And Bishop Nicholas knew it, for to him I confessed. And there was one other man that came to know it, though how I cannot guess.
 

KING SKULE.
 Who?
 

INGEBORG.
 Vegard Væradal.
 

KING SKULE.
 Vegard!
 

INGEBORG.
 He whispered a mocking word of me into my husband’s ear; and thereupon Andres Skialdarband drew his sword, and slew him on the spot.
 

KING SKULE.
 He kept ward over her whom I betrayed and forgot. — And wherefore seek you me now?
 

INGEBORG.
 To bring you the last sacrifice.
 

KING SKULE.
 What mean you?
 

INGEBORG.

[Points to the Priest who stands by the door.] Look at him! — Peter, my son, come hither!
 

KING SKULE.
 Your son — !
 

INGEBORG.
 And yours, King Skule!
 

KING SKULE.

[Half bewildered.] Ingeborg!
[Peter approaches in silent emotion, and throws himself before King Skule.
 

INGEBORG.
 Take him! For twenty years has he been the light and comfort of my life. — Now are you King of Norway; the King s son must enter on his heritage; I have no longer any right to him.
 

KING SKULE.

[Raises him up, in a storm of joy.] Here, to my heart, you whom I have yearned for so burningly! [Presses him in Jus arms, lets him, go, looks at him, and embraces him again.] My son! My son! I have a son! Ha-haha! who can stand against me now? [Goes over to Ingeborg and seizes her hand.] And you, you give him to me, Ingeborg! You take not back your word? You give him to me indeed?
 

INGEBORG.
 Heavy is the sacrifice, and scarce had I strength to make it, but that Bishop Nicholas sent him to me, bearing a letter with tidings of Andres Skialdarband’s death. Twas the Bishop that laid on me the heavy sacrifice, to atone for all my sin.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then is the sin blotted out, and henceforth he is mine alone; is it not so, mine alone?
 

INGEBORG.
 Yes; but one promise I crave of you.
 

KING SKULE.
 Heaven and earth, crave all you will!
 

INGEBORG.
 He is pure as a lamb of God, as I now give him into your hands. ‘Tis a perilous path that leads up to the throne; let him not take hurt to his soul. Hear you, King Skule: let not my child take hurt to his soul!
 

KING SKULE.
 That I promise and swear to you!
 

INGEBORG.

[Seizes his arm.] From the moment you mark that his soul suffers harm, let him rather die!
 

KING SKULE.
 Rather die! I promise and swear it!
 

INGEBORG.
 Then shall I be of good cheer as I go back to Halogaland.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, you may be of good cheer.
 

INGEBORG.
 There will I repent and pray, till the Lord calls me. And when we meet before God, he shall come back to me pure and blameless.
 

KING SKULE.
 Pure and blameless! [Turning to Peter.] Let me look at you! Ay, your mother’s features and mine; you are he for whom I have longed so sorely.
 

PETER.
 My father, my great, noble father! Let me live and fight for you! Let your cause be mine; and be your cause what it may — I know that I am fighting for the right!
 

KING SKULE.

[With a cry of joy.] You trust in me! You trust in me!
 

PETER.
 Immovably!
 

KING SKULE.
 Then all is well; then am I surely saved! Listen: you shall cast off the cowl; the Archbishop shall loose you from your vows; the King’s son shall wield the sword, shall go forward unwavering to might and honour.
 

PETER.
 Together with you, my noble father! We will go together!
 

KING SKULE.

[Drawing the youth close up to himself] Ay, together, we two alone!
 

INGEBORG.

[To herself.] To love, to sacrifice all and be forgotten, that is my saga. [Goes quietly out by the back.
 

KING SKULE.
 Now shall a great king’s-work be done in Norway! Listen, Peter, my son! We will awaken the whole people, and gather it into one; the man of Viken and the Tronder, the Halogalander and the Agdeman, the Uplander and the Sogndaleman, all shall be o n e great family! Then shall you see how the land will come to flourish!
 

PETER.
 What a great and dizzy thought ——  — 
 

KING SKULE.
 Do you grasp it?
 

PETER.
 Yes — yes! — Clearly — !
 

KING SKULE.
 And have you faith in it?
 

PETER.
 Yes, yes; for I have faith in you!
 

KING SKULE.

[Wildly.] Håkon Håkonsson must die.
 

PETER.
 If you will it, then it is right that he die.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Twill cost blood; but that we cannot heed!
 

PETER.
 The blood is not wasted that flows in your cause.
 

KING SKULE.
 All the might shall be yours when I have built up the kingdom. You shall sit on the throne with the circlet on your brow, with the purple mantle flowing wide over your shoulders; all men in the land shall bow before you — [The sounds of distant horns are heard.] Ha! what was that? [With a cry.] The Birchleg host! What was it Paul Flida said — ? [Rushes towards the back.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Enters and cries.] The hour is upon us, King Skule!
 

KING SKULE.

[Bewildered.] The Birchlegs! King Håkon’s host! Where are they?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 They are swarming in thousands down over the Ekeberg.
 

KING SKULE.
 Sound the call to arms! Sound, sound! Give counsel; where shall we meet them?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 All the churches stand open for us.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Tis of the Birchlegs I ask — ?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 For them all the bridges stand open.
 

KING SKULE.
 Unhappy man, what have you done!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Obeyed my King!
 

KING SKULE.
 My son! My son! Woe is me; I have lost your kingdom!
 

PETER.
 No, you will conquer! So great a king’s-thought cannot die!
 

KING SKULE.
 Peace, peace! [Horns and shouts are heard, nearer at hand.] To horse! To arms! More is here at stake than the life and death of men! [Rushes out by the back; the others follow him. A street in Oslo. On each side, low wooden houses, with porches. At the back, St. Hallvard’s churchyard, enclosed by a high wall with a gate. On the left, at the end of the wall, is seen the church, the chief portal of which stands open. It is still night; after a little, the day begins to dawn. The alarmbell is ringing: far away on the right are heard battle-shouts and confused noises.
 

KING SKULE’S HORNBLOWER.

[Enters from the right, blows his horn, and shouts.] To arms! To arms, all King Skule’s men! [Blows his horn again, and proceeds on his way; presently he is heard blowing and shouting in the next street.
 

A WOMAN.

[Appears at a house door on the right.] Great God of mercy, what is astir?
 

A TOWNSMAN.

[Who has come out, half dressed, from a house on the other side of the street.] The Birchlegs are in the town! Now will Skule have his reward for all his misdeeds.
 

ONE OF SKULE’S MEN.

[Enters with some others, bearing their cloaks and weapons on their arms, from a side street on the left.] Whore are the Birchlegs?
 

ANOTHER OF SKULE’S MEN.

[Coming from a house on the right.] I know not!
 

THE FIRST.
 Hist! Listen! — They must be down at the Geitebridge!
 

THE SECOND.
 Off to the Geite-bridge then! [They all rush out to the right; a townsman comes running in from the same side.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 Hey, neighbour, whence come you?
 

THE SECOND TOWNSMAN.
 From down at the Lo-river; there’s ugly work there.
 

THE WOMAN.
 St. Olaf and St. Hallvard! Is it the Birchlegs, or who is it?
 

THE SECOND TOWNSMAN.
 Who else but the Birchlegs! King Håkon is with them; the whole fleet is laying in to the wharves; but he himself landed with his best men out at Ekeberg.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 Then will he take revenge for the slaughter at Lâka!
 

THE SECOND TOWNSMAN.
 Ay, be sure of that.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 See, see! The Varbælgs are flying already! A troop of Skule’s men enter in full flight, from the right.
 

ONE OF THEM.
 Into the church! None can stand against the Birchlegs as they lay about them to-night. [The troop rushes into the church and bars the door on the inside.
 

THE SECOND TOWNSMAN.

[Looking out to the right.] I see a standard far down the street; it must be King Håkon’s.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 See, see, how the Varbælgs are running! A second troop enters from the right.
 

ONE OF THE FUGITIVES.
 Let us take to the church and pray for grace. [They rush at the door.
 

SEVERAL VARBÆLGS.
 ‘Tis barred! ‘tis barred!
 

THE FIRST.
 Up over Martestokke then!
 

ANOTHER.
 Where is King Skule?
 

THE FIRST.
 I know not. Away! yonder I see the Birchlegs’ standard! — [They flee past the church, out to the left. Håkon enters from the right with his Standard-bearer, Gregorius Jonsson, Dagfinn the Peasant, and several other men.
 

DAGFINN.
 Hark to the war-cry! Skule is gathering his men behind the churchyard.
 

AN OLD TOWNSMAN.

[Calls from his porch, to Håkon.] Take heed for yourself, dear my lord; the Varbælgs are fierce, now they are fighting for life.
 

HÅKON.
 Is it you, old Guthorm Erlendsson? You have fought both for my father and for my grandfather.
 

THE TOWNSMAN.
 Would to God I could fight for you as well.
 

HÅKON.
 For that you are too old, and there is no need; men pour in upon me from all sides.
 

DAGFINN.

[Pointing off over the wall to the right] There comes the Duke’s standard!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 The Duke himself! He rides his white war-horse.
 

DAGFINN.
 We must hinder his passage through the gate here!
 

HÅKON.
 Wind the horn, wind the horn! [The Hornblower does so.] You blew better, you whelp, when you blew for money on Bergen wharf. [The Hornblower winds another blast, louder than the first; many men come rushing in.
 

A VÂRBÆLG.

[From, the right, fleeing towards the church, pursued by a Birchleg.] Spare my life! Spare my life!
 

THE BIRCHLEG.
 Not though you sat on the altar! [Cuts him down.] ‘Tis a costly cloak you wear, methinks ‘twill fit me well. [Is about to take the cloak, but utters a cry and casts away his sword.] My lord King! Not another stroke will I strike for you
 

DAGFINN.
 You say that in such an hour as this?
 

THE BIRCHLEG.
 Not another stroke!
 

DAGFINN.

him down.] Well, you may e’en let it alone.
 

THE BIRCHLEG.

[Pointing to the dead Varbœlg.] Methought I had done enough when I slew my own brother. — [Dies.
 

HÅKON.
 His brother!
 

DAGFINN.
 What! — [Goes up to the Varbœla’s body.
 

HÅKON.
 Is it true?
 

DAGFINN.
 I fear me it is.
 

HÅKON.

[Shaken.] Here see we what a war we are waging. Brother against brother, father against son; — by God Almighty, this must have an end!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 There comes the Duke, in full fight with Earl Knut’s troop!
 

DAGFINN.
 Bar the gate against him, king’s men! On the other side of the wall, the combatants come in sight. The Varbælgs are forcing their way towards the left, driving the Birchlegs back, foot by foot. King Skule rides his white war-horse, with his sword drawn. Peter walks at his side, holding the horse’s bridle, and with his left hand uplifting a; crucifix. Paul Flida bears Skule’s standard, which is blue, with a golden lion rampant, without the axe.
 

KING SKULE.
 Cut them down! Spare no man! There is come a new heir to the throne of Norway!
 

THE BIRCHLEGS.
 A new heir, said he?
 

HÅKON.
 Skule Bårdsson, let us share the kingdom!
 

KING SKULE.
 All or nought!
 

HÅKON.
 Think of the Queen, your daughter!
 

KING SKULE.
 I have a son, I have a son! I think of none but him! Håkon. I too have a son; — if I fall the kingdom will be his! King Skule. Slay the King-child, wherever you find it! Slay it on the throne; slay it at the altar; slay it — slay it in the Queen’s arms!
 

HÅKON.
 There did you utter your own doom!
 

KING SKULE.

[Slashing about him.] Slay, slay without mercy! King Skule has a son! Slay, slay! [The fighting gradually passes away to the left.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 The Varbælgs are hewing their way through!
 

DAGFINN.
 Ay, but only to flee.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 Yes, by Heaven, — the other gate stands open; they are fleeing already!
 

DAGFINN.
 Up towards Martestokke. [Calls out.] After them, after them, Earl Knut! Take vengeance for the slaughter at Lâka!
 

HÅKON.
 You heard it: he proclaimed my child an outlaw — my innocent child, Norway’s chosen king after me!
 

THE KING’S MEN.
 Ay, ay, we heard it!
 

HÅKON.
 And what is the punishment for such a crime?
 

THE MEN.
 Death!
 

HÅKON.
 Then must he die! [Raises his hand to make oath.] Here I swear it: Skule Bårdsson shall die, wherever he be met on unconsecrated ground!
 

DAGFINN.
 ‘Tis every true man’s duty to slay him. A Birchleg. [From the left.] Duke Skule has taken to flight!
 

THE TOWNSFOLK.
 The Birchlegs have conquered!
 

HÅKON.
 What way?
 

THE BIRCHLEG.
 Past Martestokke, up towards Eidsvold; most of them had horses waiting up in the streets, else had not one escaped with his life.
 

HÅKON.
 Thanks be to God that has helped us yet again! Now may the Queen safely come ashore from the fleet.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Points off to the right.] She has already landed, my lord; there she comes!
 

HÅKON.

[To those nearest him.] The heaviest task is yet before me; she is a loving daughter; — listen — no word to her of the danger that threatens her child. Swear to me, one and all, to keep ward over your King’s son; but let her know nothing.
 

THE MEN.

[Softly.] We swear it.
 

MARGRETE.

[Enters, with ladies and attendants, from the right.] Håkon, my husband! Heaven has shielded you! you have conquered and are unhurt!
 

HÅKON.
 Yes, I have conquered. Where is the child?
 

MARGRETE.
 On board the King’s ship, in the hands of trusty men.
 

HÅKON.
 Go more of you thither. — [Some of the men go.
 

MARGRETE.
 Håkon, where is — Duke Skule?
 

HÅKON.
 He has made for the Uplands.
 

MARGRETE.
 He lives, then! — My husband, may I thank God that he lives?
 

HÅKON.

[In painful agitation.] Hear me, Margrete: you have been a faithful wife to me, you have followed me through good hap and ill, you have been unspeakably rich in love; — now must I cause you a heavy sorrow; I am loath to do it; but I am King, therefore must I — 
 

MARGRETE.

[In suspense.] Has it to do with — the Duke?
 

HÅKON.
 Yes. No bitterer lot could befall me than to live my life far from you; but if you think it must be so after what I now tell you — if you feel that you can no longer sit by my side, no longer look at me without turning pale — well, we must even part — live each alone — and I shall not blame you for it.
 

MARGRETE.
 Part from you! How can you think such a thought? Give me your hand — !
 

HÅKON.
 Touch it — It has even now been lifted in oath — 
 

MARGRETE.
 In oath?
 

HÅKON.
 An oath that set its sacred seal upon a death-warrant. Margrete. [With a shriek.] My father! Oh, my father! [Totters; two women rush forward to support her.
 

HÅKON.
 Yes, Margrete — his King has doomed your father to death.
 

MARGRETE.
 Then well I know he has committed a greater crime than when he took the kingly title.
 

HÅKON.
 That has he; — and now, if you feel that we must part, so let it be.
 

MARGRETE.

[Coming close to him, firmly.] We can never part! I am your wife, nought else in the world but your wife!
 

HÅKON.
 Are you strong enough? Did you hear and understand all? I have doomed your father.
 

MARGRETE.
 I heard and understood. You have doomed my father.
 

HÅKON.
 And you ask not to know what was his crime?
 

MARGRETE.
 ‘Tis enough that you know it.
 

HÅKON.
 But it was to death that I doomed him!
 

MARGRETE.

[Kneels before the King, and kisses his hand.] My husband and noble lord, your doom is just!
 






  








ACT FIFTH
 

A room in the palace at Nidaros. The entrance door is on the right; in front, on the same side, a window; to the left a smaller door. It is after night-fall. PAUL FLIDA, BÅRD BRATTE, and several of KING SKULE’S principal followers are standing at the window and looking upward.
 

A MAN-AT-ARMS.
 How red it glows!
 

A SECOND.
 It stretches over half the sky, like a flaming sword.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Holy King Olaf, what bodes such a sign of dread?
 

AN OLD VARBÆLG.
 Assuredly it bodes a great chief’s death.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Håkon’s death, my good Varbælgs. He is lying out in the fiord with his fleet; we may look for him in the town to-night. This time, ‘tis our turn to conquer!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Trust not to that; there is little heart in the host now.
 

THE OLD VARBÆLG.
 And reason enough, in sooth; ever since the flight from Oslo has King Skule shut himself in, and will neither see nor speak with his men.
 

THE FIRST MAN-AT-ARMS.
 There are those in the town who know not whether to believe him alive or dead.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 The King must out, however sick he may be. Speak to him, Bård Bratte — the safety of all is at stake.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 It avails not; I have spoken to him already.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Then must I try what I can do. [Goes to the door on the left, and knocks.] My lord King, you must take the helm in your own hands; things can no longer go on in this fashion.
 

KING SKULE.

[Within.] I am sick, Paul Flida.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 What else can you look for? You have eaten nought these two days; you must nourish and strengthen you — 
 

KING SKULE.





I AM SICK.





PAUL FLIDA.
 By the Almighty, ‘tis no time for sickness. King Håkon lies out in the fiord, and may at any time be upon us here in Nidaros.
 

KING SKULE.
 Strike him down for me! Slay him and the Kingchild.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 You must be with us, my lord!
 

KING SKULE.
 No, no, no, — you are surest of fortune and victory when I am not there.
 

PETER.

[Enters from the right; he is in armour.] The townsfolk are ill at ease; they flock together in great masses before the palace.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Unless the King speak to them, they will desert him in the hour of need.
 

PETER.
 Then must he speak to them. [At the door on the left.] Father! The Tronders, your trustiest subjects, will fall away from you if you give them not courage.
 

KING SKULE.
 What said the skald?
 

PETER.
 The skald?
 

KING SKULE.
 The skald who died for my sake at Oslo. A man cannot give what he himself does not possess, he said.
 

PETER.
 Then neither can you give away the kingdom; for it is mine after you!
 

KING SKULE.
 Now I will come!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 God be praised.
 

KING SKULE.

[Comes forward in the doorway; he is pale and haggard; his hair has grown very grey.] You shall not look at me! I will not have you look at me now that I am sick! [Goes up to Peter.] Take from you the kingdom, you say? Great God in heaven, what was I about to do!
 

PETER.
 Oh, forgive me; — I know that what you do is ever the right.
 

KING SKULE.
 No, no, not hitherto; but now I will be strong and sound — I will act!
 

LOUD SHOUTS.

[Without, on the right.] King Skule! King Skule!
 

KING SKULE.
 What is that?
 

BÅRD BRATTE.

[At the window.] The townsmen are flocking together; the whole courtyard is full of people; — you must speak to them.
 

KING SKULE.
 Do I look like a king? Can I speak now?
 

PETER.
 You must, my noble father!
 

KING SKULE.
 Well, be it so. [Goes to the window and draws the curtain aside, but lets it go quickly and starts back in terror.] There hangs the flaming sword over me again!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 It bodes that the sword of victory is drawn for you.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ah, were it but so! [Goes to the window and speaks Tronders, what would you? Here stands your King. A Townsman. [Without.] Leave the town! The Birchlegs will burn and slay if they find you here.
 

KING SKULE.
 We must all hold together. I have been a gracious King to you; I have craved but small war-tax — 
 

A MAN’S VOICE.

[Down in the crowd.] What call you all the blood, then, that flowed at Lâka and Oslo?
 

A WOMAN.
 Give me my betrothed again!
 

A BOY.
 Give me my father and my brother!
 

ANOTHER WOMAN.
 Give me my three sons, King Skule!
 

A MAN.
 He is no King; homage has not been done him on St. Olaf’s shrine!
 

MANY VOICES.
 No, no — no homage has been done him on St. Olaf’s shrine! He is no King!
 

KING SKULE.

[Shrinks behind the curtain.] No homage — ! No
king!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 ‘Twas a dire mischance that the shrine was not brought forth when you were chosen.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Should the townsfolk desert us, we cannot hold Nidaros if the Birchlegs come.
 

KING SKULE.
 And they will desert us, so long as homage has not been done to me on the Saint’s shrine.
 

PETER.
 Then let the shrine be brought forth, and take our homage now!
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Shaking his head.] How should that be possible?
 

PETER.
 Is aught impossible, where he is concerned? Sound the call for the folkmote, and bring forth the shrine!
 

SEVERAL OF THE MEN.

[Shrinking back.] Sacrilege!
 

PETER.
 No sacrilege! — Come, come! The monks are well disposed towards King Skule; they will agree — 
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 That they will not; they dare not, for the Archbishop.
 

PETER.
 Are you King’s men, and will not lend your aid when so great a cause is at stake! Good, there are others below of better will. My father and King, the monks shall give way; I will pray, I will beseech; sound the summons for the folkmote; you shall bear your kingship rightfully. — [Rushes out to the right.
 

KING SKULE.

[Beaming with joy.] Saw you him! Saw you my gallant son! How his eyes shone! Yes, we will all fight and conquer. How strong are the Birchlegs?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Not stronger than that we may master them, if but the townsfolk hold to us!
 

KING SKULE.
 They shall hold to us. We must all be at one now and put an end to this time of dread. See you not that ‘tis Heaven’s command that we should end it? Heaven is wroth with all Norway for the deeds that have so long been doing. A flaming sword glows night by night in the sky; women swoon and bear children in the churches; a frenzy creeps abroad among priests and monks, causing them to run through the streets and proclaim that the last day is come. Ay, by the Almighty, this shall be ended at one stroke!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 What are your commands?
 

KING SKULE.
 All the bridges shall be broken down!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Go, and let all the bridges be broken. [One of the Men-at-arms goes out to the right.
 

KING SKULE.
 Gather all our men upon the foreshore; not one Birchleg shall set foot in Nidaros.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Well spoken, King.
 

KING SKULE.
 When the shrine is borne forth, let the horn sound to the folkmote. The host and the townsfolk shall be called together.
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[To one of the men.] Go forth and bid the horn blower wind his horn in all the streets. — [The man goes.
 

KING SKULE.

[Addresses the people from the window.] Hold fast to me, all my sorrowing people. There shall come peace and light over the land once more, as in Håkon’s first glad days, when the fields yielded two harvests every summer. Hold fast to me; believe in me and trust to me; ‘tis that I need so unspeakably. I will watch over you and fight for you; I will bleed and die for you, if need be; but fail me not, and doubt not — ! [Loud cries, as though of terror, are heard among the people.] What is that? A Wild Voice. Atone! Atone!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.

[Looks out.]’Tis a priest possessed of the devil!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 He is tearing his cowl to shreds and scourging himself with a whip.
 

THE VOICE.
 Atone, atone! The last day is come.
 

MANY VOICES.
 Flee, flee! Woe upon Nidaros! A deed of sin!
 

KING SKULE.
 What has befallen?
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 All flee, all shrink away as though a wild beast were in their midst.
 

KING SKULE.
 Yes, all flee. [With a cry of joy.] Ha! it matters not. We are saved! See, see — King Olaf’s shrine stands in the middle of the courtyard.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 King Olaf’s shrine!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Ay, by Heaven — there it stands!
 

KING SKULE.
 The monks are true to me; so good a deed have they never done before!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Hark! the call to the folkmote!
 

KING SKULE.
 Now shall lawful homage be done to me.
 

PETER.

[Enters from the right.] Take on you the kingly mantle; now stands the shrine out yonder.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then you have saved the kingdom for me and for yourself; and tenfold will we thank the pious monks for yielding.
 

PETER.
 The monks, father — you have nought to thank them for.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Twas not they that helped you?
 

PETER.
 They laid the ban of the Church on whoever should dare to touch the holy thing.
 

KING SKULE.
 The Archbishop then! At last he gives way.
 

PETER.
 The Archbishop hurled forth direr curses than the monks.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ah, then I see that I still have trusty men. You here, who should have been the first to ser\ e me, stood terrified and shrank back — but down in the crowd have I friends who for my sake fear not to take so great a sin upon their souls.
 

PETER.
 You have not one trusty man who dared to take the sin upon him.
 

KING SKULE.
 Almighty God! has then a miracle come to pass? Who bore out the holy thing?
 

PETER.
 I, my father!
 

KING SKULE.

[With a shriek.] You!
 

THE MEN.

[Shrink back appalled.] Church-robber!
[Paul Flida, Bård Bratte, and one or two others go out.
 

PETER.
 The deed had to be done. No man’s faith is sure ere homage be lawfully done to you. I begged, I besought the monks; it availed not. Then I broke open the church door; none dared to follow me. I sprang up to the high altar, gripped the handle, and pressed hard with my knees; ‘twas as though an unseen power gave me more than human strength. The shrine came loose, I dragged it after me down the nave, while the ban moaned like a storm high up under the vaultings. I dragged it out of the church; all fled and shrank from me. When I came to the middle of the courtyard the handle broke; here it is! — [Holds it aloft.
 

KING SKULE.

[Quietly, appalled.] Church-robber.
 

PETER.
 For your sake; for the sake of your great king’s thought! You will wipe out the sin; all that is evil you will wipe away. Light and peace will follow you; a glorious day will dawn over the land what matter, then, if there went a storm-night before it?
 

KING SKULE.
 There was as ‘twere a halo round your head when your mother brought you to me; now I see in its stead the lightnings of the ban.
 

PETER.
 Father, father, think not of me; be not afraid for my woe or weal. Is it not your will I have fulfilled? — how can it be accounted to me for a crime?
 

KING SKULE.
 I hungered for your faith in me, and your faith has turned to sin.
 

PETER.

[Wildly.] For your sake, for your sake! Therefore God dare not deny to blot it out!
 

KING SKULE.
 “Pure and blameless,” I swore to Ingeborg — and he scoffs at heaven!
 

PAUL FLIDA.

[Entering.] All is in uproar! The impious deed has struck terror to your men; they flee into the churches.
 

KING SKULE.
 They shall out; they must out!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.

[Entering.] The townsfolk have risen against you; they are slaying the Varbælgs wherever they find them, on the streets or in the houses!
 

A MAN-AT-ARMS.

[Entering.] The Birchlegs are sailing up the river!
 

KING SKULE.
 Summon all my men together! None must fail me here!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 They will not come; they are benumbed with dread.
 

KING SKULE.

[Despairingly.] But I cannot fall now! My son must not die with a deadly sin upon his soul!
 

PETER.
 Think not of me; ‘tis you alone that are to be thought of. Let us make for Indherred; there all men are true to you!
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, to flight! Follow me, whoso would save his life! Bård Bratte. What way?
 

KING SKULE.
 Over the bridge!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 All bridges are broken down, my lord.
 

KING SKULE.
 Broken down — ! All the bridges broken, say you?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Had you broken them down at Oslo, you might have let them stand at Nidaros.
 

KING SKULE.
 We must over the river none the less; — we have our lives and our souls to save! To flight! To flight! [He and Peter rush out to the left.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Ay, better so than to fall at the hands of the townfolk and the Birchlegs.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 In God’s name, then, to flight! [All follow Skule. The room stands empty for a short time; a distant and confused noise is heard from the streets; then a troop of armed townsmen rushes in by the door on the right.
 

A TOWNSMAN.
 Here! He must be here!
 

ANOTHER.
 Slay him!
 

MANY.
 Slay the church-robber too!
 

A SINGLE ONE.
 Go carefully! They may yet bite!
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 No need; the Birchlegs are already coming up the street.
 

A TOWNSMAN.

[Entering.] Too late — King Skule has fled!
 

MANY.
 Whither? Whither?
 

THE NEW-COMER.
 Into one of the churches, methinks; they are full of the Varbælgs.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 Then let us seek for him; great thanks and reward will King Håkon give to the man who slays Skule.
 

ANOTHER.
 Here come the Birchlegs.
 

A THIRD.
 King Håkon himself!
 

MANY OF THE CROWD.

[Shout.] Hail to King Håkon Håkonsson!
 

HÅKON.

[Enters from the right, followed by Gregorius Jonsson, Dagfinn the Peasant, and many others.] Ay, now are you humble, you Tronders; you have stood against me long enough.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.

[Kneeling.] Mercy, my lord! Skule Bårdsson bore so hardly on us!
 

ANOTHER.

[Also kneeling.] He compelled us, else had we never followed him.
 

THE FIRST.
 He seized our goods and forced us to fight for his unrighteous cause.
 

THE SECOND.
 Alas, noble lord, he has been a scourge to his friends no less than to his foes.
 

MANY VOICES.
 Ay, ay, — Skule Bårdsson has been a scourge to the whole land.
 

DAGFINN.
 That, at least, is true enough.
 

HÅKON.
 Good; with you townsfolk I will speak later; ‘tis my purpose to punish sternly all transgressions; but first there are other things to be thought of. Knows any man where Skule Bårdsson is?
 

MANY.
 In one of the churches, lord!
 

HÅKON.
 Know you that for certain?
 

THE TOWNSMEN.
 Ay, there are all the Varbælgs.
 

HÅKON.

[Softly to Dagfinn.] He must be found; set a watch on all the churches in the town.
 

DAGFINN.
 And when he is found, he must straightway be slain.
 

HÅKON.

[Softly.] Slain? Dagfinn, Dagfinn, how heavy a deed it seems!
 

DAGFINN.
 My lord, you swore it solemnly at Oslo.
 

HÅKON.
 And all men in the land will call for his death. [Turns to Gregorius Jonsson and says, unheard by the others] Go; you were once his friend; seek him out and prevail on him to fly the land.
 

GREGORIUS.

[Joyfully.] You will suffer it, my lord!
 

HÅKON.
 For the sake of my gentle, well-beloved wife.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 But if he should not flee? If he will not or cannot?
 

HÅKON.
 Then, in God’s name, I may not spare him; then must my kingly word be fulfilled. Go!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.
 I go, and shall do my utmost. Heaven grant I may succeed. — [Goes out by the right.
 

HÅKON.
 You, Dagfinn, go with trusty men down to the King’s ship; you shall conduct the Queen and her child up to Elgesæter convent.
 

DAGFINN.
 My lord, think you she will be safe there?
 

HÅKON.
 Nowhere safer. The Vavbælgs have shut themselves up in the churches, and she has besought to be sent thither; her mother is at Elgesæter.
 

DAGFINN.
 Ay, ay, that I know.
 

HÅKON.
 Greet the Queen most lovingly from me; and greet Lady Ragnhild also. You may tell them that so soon as the Varbœlgs shall have made submission and been taken to grace, all the bells in Nidaros shall be rung, for a sign that there has come peace in the land once more. — You townsfolk shall reckon with me to-morrow, and punishment shall be meted to each according to his misdeeds. — [Goes with his men.
 

THE FIRST TOWNSMAN.
 Woe upon us to-morrow!
 

THE SECOND.
 We have a long reckoning to pay.
 

THE FIRST.
 We, who have stood against Håkon so long — who bore our part in acclaiming Skule when he took the kingly title.
 

THE SECOND.
 Who gave Skule both ships and war-tribute — who bought all the goods he seized from Håkon’s thanes.
 

THE FIRST.
 Ay, woe upon us to-morrow! A Townsman. [Rushes in from the left.] Where is Håkon? Where is the King?
 

THE FIRST.
 What would you with him?
 

THE NEW-COMER.
 Bring him great and weighty tidings.
 

MANY.
 What tidings?
 

THE NEW-COMER.
 I tell them to no other than the King himself.
 

MANY.
 Ay, tell us, tell us!
 

THE NEW-COMER.
 Skule Bårdsson is fleeing up toward Elgesæter.
 

THE FIRST.
 It cannot be! He is in one of the churches.
 

THE NEW-COMER.
 No, no; he and his son crossed over the river in a skiff.
 

THE FIRST.
 Ha, then we can save us from Håkon’s wrath!
 

THE SECOND.
 Ay, let us forthwith give him to know where Skule is.
 

THE FIRST.
 Nay, better than that; we will say nought, but ourselves go up to Elgesæter and slay Skule.
 

THE SECOND.
 Ay, ay — that will we!
 

A THIRD.
 But did not many Varbælgs go with him over the river?
 

THE NEW-COMER.
 No, there were but few men in the boat.
 

THE FIRST.
 We will arm us as best we can. Oh, now are we townsfolk safe enough! Let no man know what we are about; we are enough for the task! — And now, away to Elgesæter. ALL.

[Softly.] Ay, away to Elgesæter! [They go out to the left, rapidly but cautiously. A fir-wood on the hills above Nidaros. It is moonlight, but the night is misty, so that the background is seen indistinctly, and sometimes scarcely at all. Tree stumps and great boulders lie round about. KING SKULE, PETER, PAUL FLIDA, BÅRD BRATTE, and other VARBÆLGS come through the wood from the left.
 

PETER.
 Come hither and rest you, my father.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, let me rest, rest. [Sinks down beside a stone.
 

PETER.
 How goes it with you?
 

KING SKULE.
 I am hungry! I am sick, sick! I see dead men’s shadows!
 

PETER.

[Springing up.] Help here — bread for the King!
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Here is every man king; for life is at stake. Stand up, Skule Bårdsson, if you be king! Lie not there to rule the land.
 

PETER.
 If you scoff at my father, I will kill you.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 I shall be killed whatever betides; for me King Håkon will have no grace; for I was his thane, and deserted him for Skule’s sake. Think of somewhat that may save us. No deed so desperate but I will risk it now.
 

A VÂRBÆLG.
 Could we but get over to the convent at Holm?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Better to Elgesæter.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.

[With a sadden outburst.] Best of all to go down to Håkon’s ship and bear away the King-child.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Are you distraught?
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 No, no; ‘tis our one hope, and easy enough to do. The Birchlegs are ransacking every house, and keeping watch on all the churches; they think none of us can have taken flight, since all the bridges are broken. There can be but few men on board the ships; when once we have his heir in our power, Håkon must grant us peace, else will his child die with us. Who will go with me to save our lives?
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Not I, if they are to be saved in such wise.
 

SEVERAL.
 Not I! Not I!
 

PETER.
 Ha, but if it were to save my father — !
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 If you will go with me, come. First I go down to Hladehammer; there lies the troop we met at the bottom of the hill; they are the wildest daredevils of all the Varbælgs; they had swum the river, knowing that they would find no grace in the churches. They are the lads for a raid on the King’s ship! Which of you will follow me? Some. I! I!
 

PETER.
 Mayhap I too; but first must I see my father into safe shelter.
 

BÅRD BRATTE.
 Ere daybreak will we make speed up the river. Come, here goes a short way downwards towards Hlade. [He and some others go out to the right.
 

PETER.

[To Paul Flida.] Let not my father know aught of this; he is soul-sick to-night, we must act for him. There is safety in Bård Bratte’s deed; ere daybreak shall the King-child be in our hands.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 To be slain, most like. See you not that it is a sin — 
 

PETER.
 Nay, it cannot be a sin; for my father doomed the child in Oslo. Sooner or later it must die, for it blocks my father’s path; — my father has a great king’s-thought to carry through; it matters not who or how many fall for its sake.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Hapless for you was the day you came to know that you were King S’kule’s son. [Listening.] Hist! — east you flat to the ground; there come people this way. [All throw themselves down behind stones and stumps; a troop of people, some riding, some on foot, can be seen indistinctly through the mist and between the trees; they come from the left, and pass on to the right.
 

PETER.
 ‘Tis the Queen!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Ay; she is talking with Dagfinn the Peasant. Hush! Peter. They are making for Elgesæter. The King-child is with them!
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 And the Queen’s ladies.
 

PETER.
 But only four men! Up, up, King Skule — now is your kingdom saved!
 

KING SKULE.
 My kingdom. ‘Tis dark, my kingdom — like the angel’s that rose against God. A party of Monks comes from the right. A Monk. Who speaks there? Is it King Skule’s men.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 King Skule himself.
 

THE MONK.

[To Skule.] God he praised that we met you, dear lord! Some townsmen gave us to know that you had taken the upward path, and we are no less unsafe than you in Nidaros.
 

PETER.
 You have deserved death, you who denied to give forth St. Olaf’s shrine.
 

THE MONK.
 The Archbishop forbade it; but none the less we would fain serve King Skule; we have ever held to him. See, we have brought with us robes of our Order for you and your men; put them on, and then can you easily make your way into one convent or another, and can seek to gain grace of Håkon.
 

KING SKULE.
 Av, let me put on the robe; my son and I must stand on consecrated ground. I will to Elgesæter.
 

PETER.

[Softly, to Paul Flida.] See that my father comes safely thither.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Bethink you that there are Birchlegs at Elgesæter.
 

PETER.
 But four men; you may easily deal with them, and once inside the convent walls they will not dare to touch you. I will seek Bård Bratte.
 

PAUL FLIDA.
 Nay, do not so!
 

PETER.
 Not on the King’s ship, but at Elgesæter, must the outlaws save the kingdom for my father. [Goes quickly out to the right.
 

A VÂRBÆLG.

[Whispering to another.] Go you to Elgesæter with Skule?
 

THE OTHER.
 Hist; no; the Birchlegs are there!
 

THE FIRST.
 Neither will I go; but say nought to the rest.
 

THE MONK.
 And now away, two and two, — one spearman and one monk.
 

ANOTHER MONK.

[Sitting on a stump behind the rest.] I will guide King Skule.
 

KING SKULE.
 Know you the way?
 

THE MONK.
 The broad way.
 

THE FIRST MONK.
 Haste you; let us take different paths, and meet outside the convent gate. [They go out among the trees, to the right; the fog lifts and the comet shows itself, red and glowing, through the hazy air.
 

KING SKULE.
 Peter, my son — ! [Starts backwards.] Ha, there is the flaming sword in heaven!
 

THE MONK.

[Sitting behind him on the stump.] And here am I! King Skule.
Who are you?
 

THE MONK.
 An old acquaintance.
 

KING SKULE.
 Paler man have I never seen.
 

THE MONK.
 But you know me not?
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Tis you that are to lead me to Elgesæter.
 

THE MONK.
 ‘Tis I that will lead you to the throne.
 

KING SKULE.
 Can you do that?
 

THE MONK.
 I can, if you but will it.
 

KING SKULE.
 And by what means?
 

THE MONK.
 By the means I have used before; — I will take you up into a high mountain and show you all the glory of the world.
 

KING SKULE.
 All the glory of the world have I seen ere now, in dreams of temptation.
 

THE MONK.
 ‘Twas I that gave you those dreams.
 

KING SKULE.
 Who are you?
 

THE MONK.
 An envoy from the oldest Pretender in the world.
 

KING SKULE.
 From the oldest Pretender in the world?
 

THE MONK.
 From the first Earl, who rose against the greatest kingdom, and himself founded a kingdom that shall endure beyond doomsday.
 

KING SKULE.

[Shrieks.] Bishop Nicholas!
 

THE MONK.

[Rising.] Do you know me now? 
 We were friends of yore, 
 And ‘tis you that have brought me back; 
 Once the self-same galley our fortunes bore, 
 And we sailed on the self-same tack. 
 

At our parting I quailed, in the gloom and the blast; 
 For a hawk in his talons had gripped my soul fast; 
 I besought them to chant and to ply the bell, 
 And I bought me masses and prayers as well, — 
 They read fourteen, though I’d paid but for seven; 
 Yet they brought me no nearer the gates of heaven.
 

KING SKULE.
 And you come from down yonder — ?
 

THE MONK.
 Yes, from the kingdom down yonder I’m faring; The kingdom men always so much miscall. I vow ‘tis in nowise so bad after all, And the heat, to my thinking, is never past bearing.
 

KING SKULE.
 And it seems you have learnt skald-craft, old Baglerchieftain!
 

THE MONK.
 Not only skald-craft, but store of Latinity! Once my Latin was not over strong, you know; Now few can beat it for ease and flow. To take any station in yonder vicinity, Ay, even to pass at the gate, for credential A knowledge of Latin is well-nigh essential. You can’t but make progress with so many able And learned companions each day at the table, — Full fifty ex-popes by my side carouse, and Five hundred cardinals, skalds seven thousand.
 

KING SKULE.
 Greet your Master and give him my thanks for his friendship. Tell him he is the only king who sends help to Skule the First of Norway.
 

THE MONK.
 Hear now, King Skule, what brings me to you — My Master’s henchmen down there are legion, And each up here is allotted a region; They gave Norway to me, as the place I best knew. Håkon Håkonsson serves not my Master’s will; We hate him, for he is our foeman still — So he must fall, leaving you at the helm, The sole possessor of crown and realm.
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, give me the crown! When once I have that, I will rule so as to buy myself free again.
 

THE MONK.
 Ay, that we can always talk of later — We must seize the time if we’d win the fight. King Håkon’s child sleeps at Elgesæter; Could you once wrap him in the web of night, Then like storm-swept motes will your foes fly routed, Then your victory’s sure and your kingship undoubted!
 

KING SKULE.
 Think you so surely that the victory were mine?
 

THE MONK.
 All men in Norway are sighing for rest; The king with an heir is the king they love best — A son to succeed to the throne without wrangling; For the people are tired of this hundred-years’ jangling. Rouse you, King Skule! one great endeavour! The foe must perish to-night or never! See, to the northward how light it has grown, See how the fog lifts o’er fiord and o’er valley — There gather noiselessly galley on galley — Hark! men are marching with rumble and drone! One word of promise, and all is your own — Hundreds of glittering sails on the water, Thousands of warriors hurtling to slaughter.
 

KING SKULE.
 What word would you have?
 

THE MONK.
 For raising you highest, my one condition Is just that you follow your heart’s ambition; All Norway is yours, to the kingship I’ll speed you, If only you vow that your son shall succeed you!
 

KING SKULE.

[Raising his hand as if for an oath.] My son shall — [Stops suddenly, and breaks forth in terror.] The church robber! All the might to him! Ha! now I understand; — you seek for his soul’s perdition! Get thee behind me, get thee behind me! [Stretches out his arms to heaven.] Oh have mercy on me, thou to whom I now call for help in my sorest need! [He falls prone to the earth.
 

THE MONK.
 Accursed! He’s slipped through my fingers at last — And I thought of a surety I held him so fast! But the Light, it seems, had a trick in store That I knew not of — and the game is o’er. Well, well; what matters a little delay? Perpetuum mobile’s well under way;
My might is assured through the years and the ages, The haters of light shall be still in my wages; In Norway my empire for ever is founded, Though it be to my subjects a riddle unsounded. [Coming forward. While to their life-work Norsemen set out Will-lessly wavering, daunted with doubt, While hearts are shrunken, minds helplessly shivering, Weak as a willow-wand wind-swept and quivering, — While about one thing alone they’re united, Namely, that greatness be stoned and despited, — When they seek honour in fleeing and falling Under the banner of baseness unfurled, — Then Bishop Nicholas ‘tends to his calling, The Bagler-Bishop’s at work in the world! [Pie disappears in the fog among the trees.
 

KING SKULE.

[After a short pause, half rises and looks a round.] Where is he, my black comrade? [Springs up.] My guide, my guide, where are you? Gone! — No matter; now I myself know the way, both to Elgesæter and beyond. — [Goes out to the right.
The courtyard of Elgesæter Convent. To the left lies the chapel, with an entrance from the courtyard; the windows are lighted up. Along the opposite side of the space stretch some lower buildings; in the hack, the convent wall with a strong gate, which is locked. It is a clear moonlight night. Three Birchleg Chiefs stand by the gate; Margrete, Lady Ragnhild, and Dagfinn the Peasant come out from the chapel.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Half to herself.] King Skule had to flee into the church, you say! He, he, a fugitive! begging at the altar for peace — begging for his life mayhap — oh no, no, that could never be; but God will punish you who dared to let it come to this!
 

MARGRETE, My dear, dear mother, curb yourself; you know not what you say; ‘tis your grief that speaks.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Hear me, ye Birchlegs. ‘Tis Håkon Håkonsson that should lie before the altar, and beseech King Skule for life and peace. A Birchleg. It ill beseems loyal men to listen to such words.
 

MARGRETE.
 Bow your heads before a wife’s sorrow!
 

LADY RAGNIIILD.
 King Skule doomed! Look to yourselves, look to yourselves all of you, when he regains his power.
 

DAGFINN.
 That will never be, Lady Ragnhild.
 

MARGRETE.
 Hush, hush!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Think you Håkon Håkonsson dare let his doom be fulfilled if the King should fall into his hands?
 

DAGFINN.
 King Håkon himself best knows whether a king’s oath can be broken.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[To Margrete.] And this man of blood have you followed in faith and love! Are you your father’s child? May the wrath of heaven — ! Go from me, go from me!
 

MARGRETE.
 Blessed be your lips, although now they curse me.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 I must down to Nidaros and into the church to find King Skule. He sent me from him when he sat victorious on the throne; then, truly, he had no need of me — now will he not be wroth if I come to him. Open the gate for me; let me go to Nidaros!
 

MARGRETE.
 My mother, for God’s pity’s sake[A loud knocking at the convent gate.
 

DAGFINN.
 Who knocks?
 

KING SKULE.

[Without.] A king.
 

DAGFINN.
 Skule Bårdsson.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 King Skule.
 

MARGRETE.
 My father!
 

KING SKULE.
 Open, open!
 

DAGFINN.
 We open not here to outlaws.
 

KING SKULE.
 ‘Tis a king who knocks, I tell you; a king who has no roof over his head; a king whose life is forfeit if he reach not consecrated ground.
 

MARGRETE.
 Dagfinn, Dagfinn, ‘tis my father.
 

DAGFINN.

[Goes to the gate and opens a small shutter.] Come you with many men to the convent?
 

KING SKULE.
 With all the men that were true to me in my need
 

DAGFINN.
 And how many be they?
 

KING SKULE.
 Fewer than one.
 

MARGRETE.
 He is alone, Dagfinn.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Heaven’s wrath fall upon you if you deny him sanctuary!
 

DAGFINN.
 In God’s name, then! [He opens the gate; the Birchlegs respectfully uncover their heads. King Skule enters the courtyard.
 

MARGRETE.

[Throwing herself on his neck.] My father! My dear, unhappy father!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Interposing wildly between him and the Birchlegs.] Ye who feign reverence for him, ye will betray him, like Judas. Dare not to come near him! Ye shall not lay a finger on him while I live!
 

DAGFINN.
 Here he is safe, for he is on holy ground.
 

MARGRETE.
 And not one of all your men had the heart to follow you this night!
 

KING SKULE.
 Both monks and spearmen brought me on the way; but they slipped from me one by one, for they knew there were Birchlegs at Elgesæter. Paul Flida was the last to leave me; he came with me to the convent gate; there he gave me his last hand-grip, in memory of the time when there were Varbælgs in Norway.
 

DAGFINN.

[To the Birchlegs.] Get you in, chieftains, and set you as guards about the King-child; I must to Nidaros to acquaint the King that Skule Bårdsson is at Elgesæter; in so weighty a matter ‘tis for him to act.
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh, Dagfinn, Dagfinn, have you the heart for that?
 

DAGFINN.
 Else should I ill serve King and land. [To the men.] Lock the gates after me, watch over the child, and open to none until the King be come. [Softly to Skule.] Farewell, Skule Bårdsson — and God grant you a blessed end.[Goes out by the gate; the Birchlegs close it after him, and go into the chapel.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Ay let Håkon come; I will not loose you; I will hold you straitly and tenderly in my arms, as I never held you before.
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh, how pale you are — and aged; you are cold.
 

KING SKULE.
 I am not cold — but I am weary, weary.
 

MARGRETE.
 Come in then, and rest you — 
 

KING SKULE.
 Yes, yes; ‘twill soon be time to rest.
 

SIGRID.

[From the chapel.] You come at last, my brother! King Skule. Sigrid! you here?
 

SIGRID.
 I promised that we should meet when you were fain of me in your sorest need.
 

KING SKULE.
 Where is your child, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE.
 He sleeps, in the sacristy.
 

KING SKULE.
 Then is our whole house gathered at Elgesæter to-night. Sigrid. Ay, gathered after straying long and far.
 

KING SKULE.
 Håkon Håkonsson alone is wanting.
 

MARGRETE AND LADY RAGNHILD.

[Cling about him, in an outburst of sorrow.] My father! — My husband!
 

KING SKULE.

[Looking at them, much moved.] Have you loved me so deeply, you two? I sought after happiness abroad, and heeded not the home wherein I might have found it. I pursued after love through sin and guilt, little dreaming that ‘twas mine already, in right of God’s law and man’s. — And you, Ragnhild, my wife, you, against whom I have sinned so deeply, you take me to your warm, soft heart in the hour of my sorest need; you can tremble and be afraid for the life of the man who has never cast a ray of sunshine upon your path.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Have you sinned? Oh, Skule, speak not so; think you I should ever dare accuse you! From the first I was too mean a mate for you, my noble husband; there can rest no guilt on any deed of yours.
 

KING SKULE.
 Have you believed in me so surely, Ragnhild?
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 From the first day I saw you.
 

KING SKULE.

[With animation.] When Håkon comes, I will beg grace of him! You gentle, loving women, — oh, but it is fair to live!
 

SIGRID.

[With an expression of terror.] Skule, my brother! Woe to you if you stray from the path this night. [A loud noise without; immediately afterwards, a knocking at the gate.
 

MARGRETE.
 Hark, hark! Who comes in such haste?
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Who knocks at the gate?
 

VOICES.

[Without.] Townsfolk from Nidaros! Open! We know that Skule Bårdsson is within!
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, he is within; what would ye with him?
 

NOISY VOICES.

[Without.] Come out, come out! Death to the evil man!
 

MARGRETE.
 You townsfolk dare to threaten that? A Single Voice. King Håkon doomed him at Oslo.
 

ANOTHER.
 ‘Tis every man’s duty to slay him!
 

MARGRETE.
 I am the Queen; I command you to depart!
 

A VOICE.
 ‘Tis Skule Bårdsson’s daughter, and not the Queen, that speaks thus.
 

ANOTHER.
 You have no power over life and death; the King has doomed him!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Into the church, Skule! For God’s mercy’s sake, let not the bloodthirsty caitiffs approach you!
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, into the church; I would not fall at the hands of such as these. My wife, my daughter; meseems I have found peace and light; oh, I cannot lose them again so soon! — [Moves towards the chapel.
 

PETER.

[Without, on the right.] My father, my king! Now will you soon have the victory!
 

KING SKULE.

[With a shriek.] He! He! [Sinks down upon the church steps.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Who is it?
 

A TOWNSMAN.

[Without] See, see! the church-robber climbs over the convent roof!
 

OTHERS.
 Stone him! Stone him!
 

PETER.

[Appears on a roof to the right, and jumps down into the yard.] Well met again, my father!
 

KING SKULE.

[Looks at him aghast.] You — I had forgotten you — ! Whence come you?
 

PETER.

[Wildly.] Where is the King-child?
 

MARGRETE.
 The King-child!
 

KING SKULE.

[Starts up.] Whence come you, I ask?
 

PETER.
 From Hladehammer; I have given Bård Bratte and the Varbaelgs to know that the King-child lies at Elgesæter to-night.
 

MARGRETE.
 O — God!
 

KING SKULE.
 You have done that! And now — ?
 

PETER.
 He is gathering together his men, and they are hasting up to the convent. — Where is the King-child, woman?
 

MARGRETE.

 — [Who has placed herself before the church door.] He sleeps in the sacristy!
 

PETER.
 ‘Twere the same if he slept on the altar! I have dragged out St. Olaf’s shrine — I fear not to drag out the King-child as well.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Calls to Skule.] And he it is you have loved so deeply!
 

MARGRETE.
 Father, father! How could you forget us all for his sake?
 

KING SKULE.
 He was pure as a lamb of God when the penitent woman gave him to me;—’tis his faith in me has made him what he now is.
 

PETER.

[Without heeding him.] The child must out! Slay it, slay it in the Queen’s arms, — that was King Skule’s word in Oslo!
 

MARGRETE.
 Oh shame, oh shame!
 

PETER.
 A saint might do it unsinning, at my father’s command! My father is King; for the great king’s-thought is his’
 

TOWNSMEN.

[Knocking at the gate.] Open! Come out, you and the church-robber, else will we burn the convent down.
 

KING SKULE.

[As if seized by a strong resolution.] The great king’s thought. ‘Tis that has poisoned your young loving soul! Pure and blameless I was to give you back; ‘tis faith in me that drives you thus wildly from crime to crime, from deadly sin to deadly sin! Oh, but I can save you yet: I can save us all! [Calls toward the background.] Wait, wait, ye townsmen without there: I come!
 

MARGRETE.

[Seizing his hand in terror.] My father! what would you do?
 

LADY RAGNHILD.

[Clinging to him with a shriek.] Skule!
 

SIGRID.

[Tears them away from him, and calls with wild, radiant joy.] Loose him, loose him, women; — now his thought puts forth wings!
 

KING SKULE.

[Firmly and forcibly, to Peter.] You saw in me the heaven-chosen one, — him who should do the great king’s work in the land. Look at me better, misguided boy! The rags of kingship I have decked myself withal, they were borrowed and stolen — now I put them off me, one by one.
 

PETER.

[In dread.] My great, my noble father, speak not thus!
 

KING SKULE.
 The king’s-thought is Håkon’s, not mine; to him alone has the Lord granted the power that can act it out. You have believed in a lie; turn from me, and save your soul.
 

PETER.

[In a broken voice.] The king’s-thought is Håkon’s!
 

KING SKULE.
 I yearned to be the greatest in the land. My God! my God! behold, I abase myself before thee, and stand as the least of all men.
 

PETER.
 Take me from the earth, O Lord! Punish me for all my sin; but take me from the earth; for here am I homeless now! [Sinks down upon the church steps.
 

KING SKULE.
 I had a friend who bled for me at Oslo. He said: A man can die for another’s life-work; but if he is to go on living, he must live for his own. — I have no life-work to live for, neither can I live for Håkon’s, — but I can die for it.
 

MARGRETE.
 Nay, nay, that shall you never do!
 

KING SKULE.

[Takes her hand, and looks at her tenderly.] Do you love your husband, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE.
 Better than the whole world.
 

KING SKULE.
 You could endure that he should doom me; but could you also endure that he should let the doom be fulfilled?
 

MARGRETE.
 Lord of heaven, give me strength!
 

KING SKULE.
 Could you, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE.

[Softly and shuddering.] No, no — we should have to part, — I could never see him more!
 

KING SKULE.
 You would darken the fairest light of his life and of yours; — be at peace, Margrete, — it shall not be needful.
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Flee from the land, Skule; I will follow you whithersoever you will.
 

KING SKULE.

[Shaking his head.] With a mocking shade between us? — To-night have I found you for the first time; there must fall no shade between me and you, my silent, faithful wife; — therefore must we not seek to unite our lives on this earth.
 

SIGRID.
 My kingly brother! I see you need me not; — I see you know what path to take.
 

KING SKULE.
 There are men born to live, and men born to die. My desire was ever thitherward where God’s finger pointed not the way for me; therefore I never saw my path clear, till now. My peaceful home-life have I wrecked; I can never win it back again. My sins against Håkon I can atone by freeing him from a kingly duty which must have parted him from his dearest treasure. The townsfolk stand without; I will not wait for King Håkon! The Varbælgs are near; so long as I live they will not swerve from their purpose; if they find me here, I cannot save your child, Margrete. — See, look upwards! See how it wanes and pales, the flaming sword that has hung over my head! Yes, yes, — God has spoken and I have understood him, and his wrath is appeased. Not in the sanctuary of Elgesæter will I cast me down and beg for grace of an earthly king; I must into the mighty church roofed with the vault of stars and ‘tis the King of Kings I must implore for grace and mercy over all my life-work.
 

SIGRID.
 Withstand him not! Withstand not the call of God! The day dawns; it dawns in Norway and it dawns in his restless soul! Have not we trembling women cowered long enough in our secret rooms, terror-stricken and hidden in the darkest corners, listening to all the horror that was doing without, listening to the bloody pageant that stalked over the land from end to end! Have we not lain pale and stone-like in the churches, not daring to look forth, even as Christ’s disciples lay in Jerusalem on the Great Good Friday when the Lord was led by to Golgotha! Use thy wings, and woe to them who would bind thee now!
 

LADY RAGNHILD.
 Fare forth in peace, my husband; fare thither where no mocking shade shall stand between us, when we meet. [Hastens into the chapel. MAR’GRETE.
 My father, farewell, farewell, — a thousand times farewell! — [Follows Lady Ragnhild.
 

SIGRID.

[Opens the church door and calls in.] To your knees, all ye women! Assemble yourselves in prayer; send up a message in song to the Lord, and tell him that now Skule Bårdsson comes penitent home from his rebellious race on earth.
 

KING SKULE.
 Sigrid, my faithful sister, greet King Håkon from me; tell him that even in my last hour I know not whether he be king-born; but this I know of a surety: he it is whom God has chosen.
 

SIGRID.
 I will bear him your greeting.
 

KING SKULE.
 And yet another greeting must you bear. There dwells a penitent woman in the north, in Halogaland; tell her that her son has gone before; he went with me when there was great danger for his soul.
 

SIGRID.
 That will I.
 

KING SKULE.
 Tell her, it was not with the heart he sinned; pure and blameless shall she surely meet him again.
 

SIGRID.
 That will I. [Points towards the background.] Hark! they are breaking the lock!
 

KING SKULE.

[Points towards the chapel.] Hark! they are singing loud to God of salvation and peace!
 

SIGRID.
 Hark again! All the bells in Nidaros are ringing — !
 

KING SKULE.

[Smiles mournfully.] They are ringing a king to his grave.
 

SIGRID.
 Nay, nay, they ring for your true crowning! Farewell, my brother, let the purple robe of blood flow wide over your shoulders; under it may all sin be hidden. Go forth, go into the great church and take the crown of life. [Hastens into the chapel. Chanting and bell-ringing continue during what follows.
 

VOICES.

[Outside the gate.] The lock has burst! Force us not to break the peace of the church!
 

KING SKULE.
 I — come.
 

THE TOWNSMEN.
 And the church-robber must come too!
 

KING SKULE.
 Ay, the church-robber shall come too. [Goes over to Peter.] My son, are you ready?
 

PETER.
 Ay, father, I am ready.
 

KING SKULE.

[Looks upwards.] O God, I am a poor man, I have but my life to give; but take that, and keep watch over Håkon’s great king’s-thought. — See now, give me your hand.
 

PETER.
 Here is my hand, father.
 

KING SKULE.
 And fear not for that which is now to come.
 

PETER.
 Nay, father, I fear not, when I go with you.
 

KING SKULE.
 A safer way have we two never trodden together. [He opens the gate; the TOWNSMEN stand without with upraised weapons.] Here are we; we come of our own free will; — but strike him not in the face. [They pass out, hand in hand; the gate glides to.
 

A VOICE.
 Aim not, spare not; — strike them where ye can.
 

KING SKULE’S VOICE.
 ‘Tis base to deal thus with chieftains. [A short noise of weapons; then a heavy fall is heard; all is still for a moment.
 

A VOICE.
 They are dead, both of them! [The KING’S horn sounds.
 

ANOTHER VOICE.
 There comes King Håkon with all his guard!
 

THE CROWD.
 Hail Håkon Håkonsson; now have you no longer any foemen.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSON.

[Stops a little before the corpses.] So I have come too late! — [Enters the convent yard.
 

DAGFINN.
 It had been ill for Norway had you come sooner. [Calls out.] In here, King Håkon!
 

HÅKON.

[Stopping.] The body lies in my way!
 

DAGFINN.
 If Håkon Håkonsson would go forward, he must pass over Skule Bårdsson’s body!
 

HÅKON.
 In God’s name then! [Steps over the corpse and comes in.
 

DAGFINN.
 At last you can set about your king’s-work with free hands. In there are those you love; in Nidaros they are ringing in peace in the land; and yonder he lies who was your direst foe.
 

HÅKON.
 All men misjudged him, reading not his secret.
 

DAGFINN.
 His secret?
 

HÅKON.

[Seizes him by the arm, and, says softly.] Skule Bårdsson was God’s step-child on earth; that was the secret. [The song of the women is heard more loudly from the chapel; all the bells are still ringing in Nidaros.
 

THE END
 






  

BRAND


 

Translated by William Archer
 

In 1864 the war between Denmark and Germany over Slesvig-Holstein and the defeat of the Danish army at Dybbøl frustrated Ibsen, who felt Norway and Sweden should have helped the Danes. It was this conflict that later inspired Ibsen to write Brand.  At first it was composed in the form of an epic poem and the protagonist was not called Brand, but Koll. Ibsen worked on this poem until the summer of 1865, but was not satisfied and so put the manuscript aside. It would not leave his mind, however, and it eventually turned into a drama. The political satire was toned down in favour of motives drawn from the religious sphere and Koll became the clergyman Brand. The play was written in less than three months, with the last act being completed in the middle of October 1865. Ibsen sent the rest of the fair copy to his new publisher, Frederik Hegel in Copenhagen, in the middle of November.

The first edition consisted of 1275 copies. Hegel doubted the sales potential of the book, but his doubts proved to be unfounded. By the end of the year the book had been re-printed three times and its publication fused intellectual interest in Denmark and Norway. Therefore, Brand is now considered to be Ibsen’s breakthrough work, establishing his first call to fame as one of the greatest writers in Scandinavia literature.

As was the case with Ibsen’s next play, Peer Gynt, Brand was not written for the stage, but as a closet drama. Nevertheless, the fourth act of the play was performed as a part of Laura Gundersen’s Evening Entertainment at the Student Union Theatre in Christiania on 14 May 1867, just one year after the publication of the book. Laura Gundersen herself played the part of Agnes, while Brand was played by her husband, Sigvard Gundersen. On 26 June, 1867 the same production was included in the repertoire of the Christiania Theatre. Nineteen years would pass, however, before the play was staged in its entirety. 

Brand is a verse tragedy, about the eponymous priest, who wants to take the consequence of his choices and is therefore deeply bound to doing the “right thing”. He believes primarily in the will of man, and lives by the device “all or nothing”. To make compromises is therefore difficult, or by his moral standards questionable at best. His picture of God is clearly derived from the Old Testament. His beliefs render him lonely in the end, as people around him, when put to the test, as a rule can not or will not follow his example. Brand is arguably a young idealist with a main purpose: to save the world, or at least Man’s soul. His visions are great, but his judgement of others may seem harsh and unfair.






  








 

Frederik Vilhelm Hegel (1817–1887) was a Danish bookseller and publisher. . Under his leadership Gyldendal published many of the most important Norwegian writers, including Bjørnson, Ibsen, Kielland, Lie and Asbjørnsen.
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ACT FIRST.
 

High up in the mountain snowfields. The mist lies thick and close; it is raining, and nearly dark.
 

BRAND in black, with stick and wallet, is struggling on westward. A PEASANT AND HIS YOUNG SON, who have joined him, are a little way behind.
 

THE PEASANT. 

[Calling after BRAND.]

 Hullo, you stranger fellow, stay! 
 Where are you?
 

BRAND. 
 Here!
 

THE PEASANT. 
 You’ve got astray! 
 The fog’s so thick, my sight it passes 
 To see a staff’s-length ‘fore or back — 
 

THE SON. 
 Father, here’s clefts!
 

THE PEASANT. 
 And here crevasses!
 

BRAND. 
 And not a vestige of the track.
 

THE PEASANT. 

[Crying out.]

 Hold, man! God’s death — ! The very ground 
 Is but a shell! Don’t stamp the snow!
 

BRAND. 

[Listening.]

 I hear the roaring of a fall.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 A beck has gnawed its way below; 
 Here’s an abyss that none can sound; 
 ‘Twill open and engulf us all!
 

BRAND. 
 As I have said, I must go on.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 That’s past the power of any one. 
 I tell you-the ground’s a rotten crust — 
 Hold, hold, man! Death is where it’s trod!
 

BRAND. 
 A great one gave me charge; I m u s t.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 What is his name?
 

BRAND. 
 His name is God.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 And what might you be, pray?
 

BRAND. 
 A priest.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Maybe; but one thing’s clear at least; 
 Though you were dean and bishop too, 
 Death will haves laid his grip on you 
 Ere daybreak, if you dare to breast 
 The glacier’s cavern-cloven crest. 

[Approaching warily and insinuatingly.]

 Hark, priest; the wisest, learned’st man 
 Cannot do more than what he can. 
 Turn back; don’t be so stiff and stout! 
 A man has but a single life; — 
 What has he left if t h a t goes out? 
 The nearest farm is two leagues off, 
 And for the fog, it’s thick enough 
 To hack at with a hunting-knife.
 

BRAND. 
 If the fog’s thick, no glimmering ray 
 Of marsh-light lures our feet astray.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 All round lie ice-tarns in a ring, 
 And an ice-tarn’s an ugly thing.
 

BRAND. 
 We’ll walk across.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 On waves you’ll walk? 
 Your deeds will hardly match your talk.
 

BRAND. 
 Yet one has proved,-whose faith is sound 
 May walk dry-footed on the sea.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Yes, men of olden time, maybe. 
 But nowadays he’d just be drowned.
 

BRAND. 

[Going.]

 Farewell!
 

THE PEASANT. 
 You throw your life away!
 

BRAND. 
 If God should haply need its loss, — 
 Then welcome chasm, and flood, and foss.
 

THE PEASANT. 

[To himself.]

 Nay, but his wits are gone astray!
 

THE SON. 

[Half-crying.]

 Come away, Father! see how black 
 With coming tempest is the wrack!
 

BRAND. 

[Stopping and approaching again.]

 Hear, peasant; you at first profess’d, 
 Your daughter by the fjordside lying, 
 Had sent you word that she was dying, 
 But could not with a gladsome breast, 
 Until she saw you, go to lest?
 

THE PEASANT. 
 That’s certain, as I hope for bliss!
 

BRAND. 
 And as her last day mentioned — t h i s?
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Yes.
 

BRAND. 
 Not a later?
 

THE PEASANT. 
 No.
 

BRAND. 
 Then come!
 

THE PEASANT. 
 The thing’s impossible -turn home
 

BRAND. 

[Looking fixedly at him.]

 Listen! Would you give twenty pound 
 If she might have a blest release?
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Yes, parson!
 

BRAND. 
 Forty?
 

TILE PEASANT. 
 House and ground 
 I’d very gladly sign away 
 If so she might expire in peace!
 

BRAND. 
 But would you also give your l i f e?
 

THE PEASANT. 
 What? life? My good friend — !
 

BRAND. 
 Well?
 

THE PEASANT. 

[Scratching his head.]

 Nay, nay, 
 I draw the line somewhere or other — ! 
 In Jesus’ name, remember, pray, 
 At home I’ve children and a wife.
 

BRAND. 
 He whom you mention had a mother.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Ay, that was in the times of yore; — 
 Then marvels were of every day; 
 Such things don’t happen any more.
 

BRAND. 
 Go home. You travel in death’s track. 
 You know not God, God knows not you.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Hoo, you are stern!
 

THE SON. 

[Pulling him away.]

 Come back! come back!
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Ay, ay; but he must follow too!
 

BRAND. 
 Must I?
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Ay, if I let you bide 
 Up here in this accursed weather, 
 And rumour told, what we can’t hide, 
 That you and we set out together, 
 I’m haul’d some morning to the dock, — 
 And if you’re drown’d in flood and fen, 
 I’m sentenced to the bolt and lock — 
 

BRAND. 
 You suffer in God’s service, then
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Nor his nor yours is my affair; 
 My own is hard enough to bear. 
 Come then!
 

BRAND. 
 Farewell! 

[A hollow roar is heard in the distance.]
 

THE SON. 

[Shrieking.]

 An avalanche roar!
 

BRAND. 

[To the PEASANT who has seized his collar.]

 Off!
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Nay!
 

BRAND. 
 This instant!
 

THE SON. 
 Stay no more!
 

THE PEASANT. 

[Struggling with BRAND.]

 Nay, devil take me — !
 

BRAND. 

[Shakes him of and throws him down in the snow.]

 That, depend 
 On it, he will do in the end! 

[Goes.]
 

THE PEASANT. 

[Sitting and rubbing his arm.]

 Ow, ow; his arm’s an iron rod; 
 And that’s what he calls serving God! 

[Calling as he gets up.]
 Ho, priest!
 

THE SON. 
 He’s gone athwart the hill.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 Ay, but I see him glimmer still. 

[Calling again.]

 Hear me,-if you remember, say, 
 Where was it that we lost the way?
 

BRAND. 

[In the mist.]

 You need no cross to point you right; — 
 The broad and beaten track you tread.
 

THE PEASANT. 
 God grant it were but as he said, 
 And I’d sit snug at home to-night. 

[He and his Son retire eastwards.]
 

BRAND. 

[Reappears higher up, and listens in the direction in which the PEASANT went.]

 Homeward they grovel! Thou dull thrall, 
 If but thy feeble flesh were all, 
 If any spark of living will 
 Sprang in thee, I had help’d thee still. 
 With breaking back, and feet way-worn, 
 Lightly and swift I had thee borne; — 
 But help is idle for the man 
 Who nothing wills but what he can. 

[Goes further on.]

 Ah life! ah life! Why art thou then 
 So passing sweet to mortal men? 
 In every weakling’s estimation 
 His own life does as grossly weigh 
 As if the load of man’s salvation 
 Upon his puny shoulders lay. 
 For every burden lie’s prepared, 
 God help us,-so his life be spared! 

[Smiles as in recollection.]

 

Two thoughts in boyhood broke upon me, 
 And spasms of laughter in me woke, 
 And from our ancient school-dame won me 
 Many a just and bitter stroke. 
 An Owl I fancied, scared by night; 
 A Fish that had the water-fright; 
 I sought to banish them;-in vain, 
 They clung like leeches to my brain. 
 Whence rose that laughter in my mind? 
 Ah, from the gulf, dimly divined, 
 Between the living world we see 
 And the world as it ought to be, 
 Between enduring what we must, 
 And murmuring, it is unjust! 
 Ah, whole or sickly, great or small, 
 Such owls, such fishes, are we all. 
 Born to be tenants of the deep, 
 Born to be exiles from the sun, 
 This, even this, does us appal; 
 We dash against the beetling steep, 
 Our starry-vaulted home we shun, 
 And crying to heaven, bootless pray 
 For air and the glad flames of day! 

[Pauses a moment, starts, and listens.]

 

What do I hear? A sound of singing. 
 Ay, blended song and laughter ringing. 
 With now a cheer and now a hollo, 
 Another-and another-follow! 
 Lo, the sun rises; the mist lifts. 
 Already through the breaking rifts 
 The illimitable heights I see; 
 And now that joyous company 
 Stands out against the morning light 
 Upon the summit of the height. 
 Their shadows taper to the west, 
 Farewells are utter’d, hands are pressed. 
 And now they part. The others move 
 Eastward away, two westward wend, 
 And, waving hats and kerchiefs, send 
 Their farewell messages of love. 

[The sun gradually breaks through and disperses the mist. BRAND stands and looks down on the two as they approach.]

 

How the light glitters round these two! 
 It is as if the mist took flight, 
 And flowering heather clothed the height, 
 And heaven laugh’d round them where they go. 
 Brother and sister, hand in hand, 
 They spring along the hill together, 
 She scarcely stirs the dewy heather, 
 And he is lissome as a wand. 
 Now she darts back, he rushes after, 
 Now slips aside, eludes his aim, — 
 Out of their gambols grows a game — ! 
 And hark, a song out of their laughter! 

[EINAR and AGNES, in light summer dress, both of them warm and glowing, come playing across the level. The mist is gone; a bright summer morning lies on the mountains.]
 

EINAR. 
 Agnes, my beautiful butterfly, 
 Playfully shalt thou be caught! 
 I am weaving a net, and its meshes fine 
 Are all of my music wrought!
 

AGNES. 

[Dancing backwards and always eluding him.]

 And am I a butterfly, dainty and slight, 
 Let me sip of the heather-bell blue, 
 And art thou a boy, let me be thy sport, 
 But oh! not thy captive too!
 

EINAR. 
 Agnes, my beautiful butterfly, 
 I have woven my meshes so thin, 
 And never availeth thy fluttering flight, 
 Soon art thou my captive within.
 

AGNES. 
 And am I a butterfly young and bright, 
 Full joyously I can play, 
 But if in thy net I a captive lie 
 Oh, touch not my wings, I pray!
 

EINAR. 
 Nay, I will lift thee with tender hand, 
 And lock thee up in my breast, 
 And there thou shalt play thy whole life long 
 At the game thy heart loves best. 

[They have unwittingly approached a sheer precipice, and are now close to the edge.]
 

BRAND. 

[Calls down to them.]

 Hold! hold! You stand by an abyss!
 

EINAR. 
 Who calls us?
 

AGNES. 

[Pointing up.]
 See!
 

BRAND. 
 Heed where you go! 
 Your feet are on the hollow snow 
 That overhangs a precipice.
 

EINAR. 

[Clasping her, and laughing up to BRAND.]

 Needless for her and me your fears!
 

AGNES. 
 We have a whole life long to play!
 

EINAR. 
 In sunshine lies our destined way, 
 And ends but with a hundred years.
 

BRAND. 
 And then you perish? So!
 

AGNES. 

[Waving her veil.]

 No; then 
 We fly to heaven and play again!
 

EINAR. 
 A hundred years to revel given, 
 Each night the bridal lamps aflame, — 
 A century of glorious game — 
 

BRAND. 
 And then — ?
 

EINAR. 
 Then home again to heaven, — 
 

BRAND. 
 Aha! so that is whence you came?
 

EINAR. 
 Of course; how should we not come thence?
 

AGNES. 
 That is, our very latest flight 
 Is from the valley, eastward hence.
 

BRAND. 
 I think I saw you on the height.
 

EINAR. 
 Ay, it was there on those loved faces 
 Even but now we look’d our last, 
 And with clasp’d hands, kisses, embraces 
 Seal’d all our tender memories fast! 
 Come down to us, and I will tell 
 How God’s been good beyond compare — 
 And you shall all our gladness share 
 Pooh, stand not like an icicle! 
 Come, thaw now! There, I like you so. 
 First, I’m a painter, you must know, 
 And even this to me was sweet, — 
 To lend my fancy wings and feet, 
 In colours to bid life arise, 
 As He of grubs breeds butterflies. 
 But God surpass’d himself when He 
 My Agnes gave me for my bride! 
 I came from travels over sea, 
 My painter’s satchel at my side — 
 

AGNES. 

[Eagerly.]

 Glad as a king, and fresh, and free, — 
 And knew a thousand songs beside!
 

EINAR. 
 Just as the village I pass’d through, 
 She chanced to dwell an inmate there. 
 S h e longed to taste the upland air, 
 The scented woods, the sun, the dew; 
 M e God unto the mountains drew, — 
 My heart cried out: Seek Beauty’s might 
 In forests dim and rivers bright 
 And flying clouds beneath the blue. — 
 Then I achieved my height of art: 
 A rosy flush upon her cheek, 
 Two joyous eyes that seem’d to speak, 
 A smile whose music filled the heart — 
 

AGNES. 
 For you, though, all that art was vain, 
 You drank life’s beaker, blind and rapt, 
 And then, one sunny morn, again 
 Stood, staff in hand and baggage strapp’d — 
 

EINAR. 
 Then suddenly the thought oecurr’d: 
 “Why, friend, the wooing is forgot!” 
 Hurrah! I ask’d, she gave her word, 
 And all was settled on the spot. 
 Our good old doctor, like a boy, 
 Was all beside himself with joy; 
 So three whole days, and whole nights three, 
 Held revelry for her and me; 
 Mayor and constable, clerk and priest, — 
 All the grown youth was at the feast. 
 Last night we left, but not for that 
 The revel or the banquet ceased; 
 With banner’d pole and wreathed hat, 
 Up over bank, on over brae, 
 Our comrades brought us on our way.
 

AGNES. 
 The mountain-side we danced along, 
 In couples now, and now in groups, — 
 

EINAR. 
 Drank luscious wine from silver stoups, — 
 

AGNES. 
 Awoke the summer night with song, — 
 

EINAR. 
 And the thick mist before our feet 
 Beat an obsequious retreat.
 

BRAND. 
 And now your way lies — ?
 

EINAR. 
 To the town 
 Before us.
 

AGNES. 
 To my parents’ home.
 

EINAR. 
 First over yonder peak, then down 
 To the fjord haven in the west; 
 On Egir’s courser through the foam 
 Ride homeward to the bridal feast, — 
 So to the sunny south together 
 Like paired swans in their first flight — 
 

BRAND. 
 And there — ?
 

EINAR. 
 A life of summer weather, 
 A dream, a legend of delight. 
 For on this Sabbath morn have we, 
 High on the hills, without a priest, 
 From fear and sorrow been released 
 And consecrated to gaiety.
 

BRAND. 
 By whom?
 

EINAR. 
 By all the merry crowd. 
 With ringing glasses every cloud 
 Was banish’d that might dash the leaves 
 Too rudely at our cottage caves. 
 Out of our speech they put to flight 
 Each warning word of stormy showers, 
 And hail’d us, garlanded with flowers, 
 The true-born children of Delight.
 

BRAND. 

[Going.]

 Farewell, ye two.
 

EINAR. 

[Starting and looking more closely at him.]

 I pray you, hold! 
 Something familiar in your face — 
 

BRAND. 

[Coldly.]

 I am a stranger.
 

EINAR. 
 Yet a trace 
 Surely there lingers of an old 
 Friend of my school-days — 
 

BRAND. 
 School-friends, true; 
 But now I am no more a boy.
 

EINAR. 
 Can it be? 

[Cries out suddenly.]

 Brand! It is! O joy!
 

BRAND. 
 From the first moment I knew y o u.
 

EINAR. 
 Well met! a thousand times well met! 
 Look at me!-Ay, the old Brand yet, 
 Still centred on the things within, 
 Whom never any one could win 
 To join our gambols.
 

BRAND. 
 You forget 
 That I was homeless and alone. 
 Yet you at least I loved, I own. 
 You children of the southern land 
 Were fashion’d of another clay 
 Than I, born by a rocky strand 
 In shadow of a barren brae.
 

EINAR. 
 Your home is here, I think?
 

BRAND. 
 My way 
 Lies past it.
 

EINAR. 
 Past? What, further?
 

BRAND. 
 Far 
 Beyond, beyond my home.
 

EINAR. 
 You are 
 A priest?
 

BRAND. 

[Smiling.]

 A mission-preacher, say. 
 I wander like the woodland hare, 
 And where I am, my home is there.
 

EINAR. 
 And whither is your last resort?
 

BRAND. 

[Sternly and quickly.]

 Inquire not!
 

EINAR. 
 Wherefore?
 

BRAND. 

[Changing his tone.]

 Ah,-then know, 
 The ship that stays for you below 
 Shall bear me also from the port.
 

EINAR. 
 Hurrah! My bridal-courser true! 
 Think, Agnes, he is coming too!
 

BRAND. 
 But I am to a burial bound.
 

AGNES. 
 A burial.
 

EINAR. 
 You? Why, who is dead?
 

BRAND. 
 The God who was your God, you said. 
 

AGNES. 

[Shrinking back.]

 Come, Einar!
 

EINAR. 
 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 With cerements wound 
 The God of each mechanic slave, 
 Of each dull drudger, shall be laid 
 By broad day in his open grave. 
 End of the matter must be made; 
 And high time is it you should know 
 He aird a thousand years ago.
 

EINAR. 
 Brand, you are ill!
 

BRAND. 
 No, sound and fresh 
 As juniper and mountain-pine! 
 It is our age whose pining flesh 
 Craves burial at these hands of mine. 
 Ye will but laugh and love and play, 
 A little doctrine take on trust, 
 And all the bitter burden thrust 
 On One who came, ye have been told, 
 And from your shoulders took away 
 Your great transgressions manifold. 
 He bore for you the cross, the lance — 
 Ye therefore have full leave to dance; 
 Dance then,-but where your dancing ends 
 Is quite another thing, my friends!
 

EINAR. 
 Ah, I perceive, the latest cry, 
 That folks are so much taken by. 
 You come of the new brood, who hold 
 That life is only gilded mould, 
 And with God’s penal fires and flashes 
 Hound all the world to sack and ashes.
 

BRAND. 
 No, I am no “Evangelist,” 
 I speak not as the Church’s priest: 
 That I’m a Christian, even, I doubt; 
 That I’m a man, though. I know well, 
 And that I see the cancer fell 
 That eats our country’s marrow out.
 

EINAR. 

[Smiling.]

 I never heard, I must confess. 
 Our country taxed with being given 
 To worldly pleasure in excess!
 

BRAND. 
 No, by delight no breast is riven; — 
 Were it but so, the ill were less! 
 Be passion’s slave, be pleasure’s thrall, — 
 But be it utterly, all in all 
 Be not to-day, to-morrow, one, 
 Another when a year is gone; 
 Be what you arc with all your heart, 
 And not by pieces and in part. 
 The Bacchant’s clear, defined, complete, 
 The sot, his sordid counterfeit; 
 Silenus charms; but all his graces 
 The drunkard’s parody debases. 
 Traverse the land from beach to beach, 
 Try every man in heart and soul, 
 You’ll find he has no virtue whole, 
 But just a little grain of each. 
 A little pious in the pew, 
 A little grave,-his fathers’ way, — 
 Over the cup a little gay, — 
 It was his father’s fashion too! 
 A little warm when glasses clash, 
 And stormy cheer and song go round 
 For the small Folk, rock-will’d, rock-bound, 
 That never stood the scourge and lash. 
 A little free in promise-making; 
 And then, when vows in liquor will’d 
 Must be in mortal stress fulfill’d, 
 A little fine in promise-breaking. 
 Yet, as I say, all fragments still, 
 His faults, his merits, fragments all, 
 Partial in good, partial in ill, 
 Partial in great things and in small; — 
 But here’s the grief-that, worst or best, 
 Each fragment of him wrecks the rest!
 

EINAR. 
 Scoffing’s an easy task: it were 
 A nobler policy to spare
 

BRAND. 
 Perhaps, if it were wholesome too.
 

EINAR. 
 Well, well, the indictment I endorse 
 With all my heart; but can’t divine 
 What in the world it has to do 
 With Him, the God you count a corse, 
 Whom yet I still acknowledge mine.
 

BRAND. 
 My genial friend, your gift is Art; — 
 Show me the God you have averr’d. 
 Him you have painted, I have heard, 
 And touch’d the honest people’s heart. 
 Old is he haply; am I right?
 

EINAR. 
 Well, yes — 
 

BRAND. 
 Of course; and, doubtless, white? 
 Hairs straggling on a reverend head, 
 A beard of ice or silver-thread; 
 Kindly, yet stern enough to fright 
 A pack of children in the night. 
 I will not ask you, if your God 
 With fireside slippers you have shod; 
 But ‘twere a pity, without doubt, 
 To leave skull-cap and glasses out.
 

EINAR. 

[Angrily.]

 What do you mean?
 

BRAND. 
 I do not flout; 
 Just so he looks in form and face, 
 The household idol of our race. 
 As Catholics make of the Redeemer 
 A baby at the breast, so ye 
 Make God a dotard and a dreamer, 
 Verging on second infancy. 
 And as the Pope on Peter’s throne 
 Calls little but his keys his own, 
 So to the Church you would confine 
 The world-wide realm of the Divine; 
 ‘Twixt Life and Doctrine set a sea, 
 Nowise concern yourselves to b e ; 
 Bliss for your souls ye would receive, 
 Not utterly and wholly l i v e ; 
 Ye need, such feebleness to brook, 
 A God who’ll through his fingers look, 
 Who, like yourselves, is hoary grown, 
 And keeps a cap for his bald crown. 
 Mine is another kind of God! 
 Mine is a storm, where thine’s a lull, 
 Implacable where thine’s a clod, 
 All-loving there, where thine is dull; 
 And He is young like Hercules, 
 No hoary sipper of life’s lees! 
 His voice rang through the dazzled night 
 When He, within the burning wood, 
 By Moses upon Horeb’s height 
 As by a pigmy’s pigmy stood. 
 In Gibeon’s vale He stay’d the sun, 
 And wonders without end has done, 
 And wonders without end would do, 
 Were not the age grown sick,-like you!
 

EINAR. 

[Smiling faintly.]

 And now the age shall be made whole?
 

BRAND. 
 It shall, I say, and that as sure 
 As that I came to earth to cure 
 The sapping fester of its soul.
 

EINAR. 

[Shaking his head.]

 Ere yet the radiant torchlight blazes, 
 Throw not the taper to the ground! 
 Nor blot the antiquated phrases 
 Before the great new words be found!
 

BRAND. 
 Nothing that’s new do I demand; 
 For Everlasting Right I stand. 
 It is not for a Church I cry, 
 It is not dogmas I defend; 
 Day dawn’d on both, and, possibly, 
 Day may on both of them descend. 
 What’s made has “finis” for its brand; 
 Of moth and worm it feels the flaw, 
 And then, by nature and by law, 
 Is for an embryo thrust aside. 
 But there is one that shall abide; — 
 The Spirit, that was never born, 
 That in the world’s fresh gladsome Morn 
 Was rescued when it seem’d forlorn, 
 That built with valiant faith a road 
 Whereby from Flesh it climb’d to God. 
 Nov but in shreds and scraps is dealt 
 The Spirit we have faintly felt; 
 But from these scraps and from these shreds, 
 These headless hands and handless heads, 
 These torso-stumps of soul and thought, 
 A Man complete and whole shall grow, 
 And God His glorious child shall know, 
 His heir, the Adam that He wrought!
 

EINAR. 

[Breaking of]

 Farewell. I judge that it were best 
 We parted.
 

BRAND. 
 You are going west, I northward. 
 To the fjord from here 
 Two pathways lead,-both alike near. 
 Farewell!
 

EINAR. 
 Farewell.
 

BRAND. 

[Turning round again.]

 Light learn to part 
 From vapour.-know that 
 Life’s an art!
 

EINAR. 

[Waving him off]

 Go, turn the universe upside down; 
 Still in my ancient God I trust!
 

BRAND. 
 Good; paint his crutches and his crown, — 
 I go to lay him in the dust! 

[Disappears over the pass.]
 

[EINAR goes silently to the edge and looks after him.]
 

AGNES. 

[Stands a moment lost in thought; then starts, looks about her uneasily, and asks.]

 Is the sun set already?
 

EINAR. 
 Nay, 
 A shadowing cloud; and now ‘tis past.
 

AGNES. 
 The wind is cold!
 

EINAR. 
 Only a blast 
 That hurried by. Here lies our way.
 

AGNES. 
 Yon mountain southward, sure, till now, 
 Wore not that black and beetling brow.
 

EINAR. 
 Thou saw’st it not for game and glee 
 Ere with his cry lie startled thee. 
 Let him pursue his toilsome track, 
 And we will to our gambols back!
 

AGNES. 
 No, now I’m weary.
 

EINAR. 
 And indeed 
 I’m weary too, to tell the truth, — 
 And here our footing asks more heed 
 Than on you upland broad and smooth. 
 But once we’re on the level plain 
 We’ll dance defiantly once more, 
 Ay, in a tenfold wilder vein 
 And tenfold swifter than before. 
 See, Agnes, yon blue line that sparkles, 
 Fresh from the young sun’s morning kiss, 
 And now it dimples and now darkles, 
 Silver one moment, amber this; 
 It is the ocean glad and free 
 That in the distance thou dost see. 
 And seest thou the smoky track 
 In endless line to leeward spread? 
 And seest thou the point of black 
 Just rounding now the furthest head? 
 It is the steamer-thine and mine — 
 And now it speeds into the fjord, 
 Then out into the foaming brine 
 To-night with thee and me on board! — 
 The mists have veil’d the mountain brow — 
 Saw’st thou how vividly, but now, 
 Heaven’s image in the water woke!
 

AGNES. 

[Looking absently about her.]

 Oh, yes. But tell me-sawest thou
 

EINAR. 
 What?
 

AGNES. 

[In a hushed voiee, without looking at him.]

 How he tower’d as he spoke? 

[She goes down over the pass, EINAR follows.]
 

[A path along the crags, with a wild valley beyond to the right. Above, and beyond the mountain, are glimpses of greater heights, with peaks and snow.]
 

BRAND. 

[Comes up along the path, descends, stops half-way upon a jutting crag, and gazes into the valley.]

 Yes, I know myself once more! 
 Every boat-house by the shore, 
 Every home; the landslip-fall, 
 And the inlet’s fringe of birch, 
 And the ancient, mouldcr’d church, 
 And the river alders, all 
 From my boyhood I recall. 
 But methinks it all has grown 
 Grayer, smaller than I knew; 
 Yon snow-cornice hangs more prone 
 Than of old it used to do, 
 From that scanty heaven encloses 
 Yet another strip of blue, 
 Beetles, looms, immures, imposes — 
 Steals of light a larger due. 

[Sits down and gazes into the distance.]

 

And the fjord too. Crouch’d it then 
 In so drear and deep a den? 
 ‘Tis a squall. A square-rigg’d skiff 
 Scuds before it to the land. 
 Southward, shadow’d by the cliff, 
 I descry a wharf, a shed, 
 Then, a farm-house, painted red. — 
 ‘Tis the farm beside the strand! 
 ‘Tis the widow’s farm. The home 
 Of my childhood. Thronging come 
 Memories born of memories dead. 
 I, where yonder breakers roll, 
 Grew, a lonely infant-soul. 
 Like a nightmare on my heart 
 Weighs the burden of my birth, 
 Knit to one, who walks apart 
 With her spirit set to earth. 
 All the high emprise that stirr’d 
 In me, now is veil’d and blurr’d. 
 Force and valour from me fail, 
 Heart and soul grow faint and frail; 
 As I near my home, I change, 
 To my very self grow strange — 
 Wake, as baffled Samson woke, 
 Shorn and fetter’d, tamed and broke. 

[Looks again down into the valley.]

 

What is stirring clown below? 
 Out of every garth they flow, 
 Troops of children, wives and men, 
 And in long lines meet and mingle, 
 Now among the rocks and shingle 
 Vanish, now emerge again; — 
 To the ancient Church they go. 

[Rises.]

 Oh, I know you, through and through! 
 Sluggard spirits, souls of lead! 
 All the Lord’s Prayer, said by you, 
 Is not with such anguish sped, 
 By such passion borne on high, 
 That one tittle thrills the sky 
 As a ringing human cry, 
 Save the prayer for daily bread! 
 That’s this people’s battle-call, 
 That’s the blazon of them all! 
 From its context pluck’d apart, 
 Branded deep in every heart — 
 There it lies, the tempest-tost 
 Wreckage of the Faith you’ve lost 
 Forth! out of this stifling pit! 
 Vault-like is the air of it! Not a 
 Flag may float unfurl’d 
 In this dead and windless world! 

[He is going; a stone is thrown from above and rolls down the slope close by him.]
 

BRAND. 

[Calling upward.]

 Ha! who throws stones there?
 

GERD. 

[A girl of fifteen, running along the crest with stones in her apron.]

 Ho! Good aim! 
 He screams! 

[She throws again.]
 

BRAND. 
 Hullo, child, stop that game!
 

GERD. 
 Without a hurt he’s sitting now, 
 And swinging on a wind-swept bough! 

[She throws again and screams.]

 Now fierce as ever he’s making for me. 
 Help! Hoo! With claws he’ll rend and gore me.
 

BRAND. 
 In the Lord’s name — !
 

GERD. 
 Whist! who are you? 
 Hold still, hold still; he’s flying.
 

BRAND. 
 Who?
 

GERD. 
 Didn’t you see the falcon fly?
 

BRAND. 
 Here? No.
 

GERD. 
 The laidly fowl with crest 
 Thwart on its sloping brow depress’d, 
 And red-and-yellow-circled eye.
 

BRAND. 
 Which is your way?
 

GERD. 
 To church I go.
 

BRAND. 
 Then we can go along together.
 

GERD. 

[Pointing upward.]

 We? But the way I’m bound is thither.
 

BRAND. 

[Pointing downward.]

 But yonder is the church, you know!
 

GERD. 

[Pointing downward with a scornful smile.]

 That yonder?
 

BRAND. 
 Truly; come with me.
 

GERD. 
 No; yon is ugly.
 

BRAND. 
 Ugly? Why?
 

GERD. 
 Because it’s small.
 

BRAND. 
 Where did you see 
 A greater?
 

GERD. 
 I could tell you, I. 
 Farewell. 

[She turns away upwards.]
 

BRAND. 
 Lies t h e r e that church of yours? 
 Why, that way leads but to the moors.
 

GERD. 
 Come with me, you; I’ve got to show 
 A church that’s built of ice and snow!
 

BRAND. 
 Of ice and snow! I see the truth! 
 There, amid peak and precipice 
 As I remember from my youth, 
 There yawns a cavernous abyss; 
 “Ice-church” they call’d the place of old; 
 And of it many a talc was told; 
 A frozen tarn has paved the floor; 
 Aloft, in massy-piled blocks, 
 The gather’d snow-drifts slope and soar 
 Arch-like over the yawning rocks.
 

GERD. 
 It seems a mountain cleft,-ah, yes, 
 It is a church, though, none the less.
 

BRAND. 
 Never go there; a sudden gust 
 Has often crack’d that hollow crust; 
 A rifle shot, a scream, a whoop — 
 

GERD. 

[Without listening to him.]

 Just come and see a reindeer troop 
 Gulf’d in the fall, and never found 
 Till spring and the great thaw came round.
 

BRAND. 
 Yonder is danger; go not near it!
 

GERD. 

[Pointing down.]

 Yonder is foulness; thou must fear it!
 

BRAND. 
 God’s peace with you!
 

GERD. 
 Nay, this way pass! 
 Yonder the cataract’s singing Mass; 
 There on the crags the whistling weather 
 Preaches you hot and cold together. 
 Thither the hawk will ne’er steal in; 
 Down, down he sweeps from Svartetind, — 
 Yonder he sits, the ugly block, 
 Like my church-steeple’s weathercock.
 

BRAND. 
 Wild is thy way, and wild thy soul, — 
 A cittern with a shatter’d bowl. 
 Of dulness dulness is the brood, — 
 But evil’s lightly wou to good.
 

GERD. 
 With whirring wings I hear him come! 
 I’ll e’en make shift to get me home! 
 In yonder church I’m safe,-farewell; 
 He’s on me,-hoo, how fierce and fell! 

[She screams.]

 I’ll throw a stone. No nearer, now! 
 If thou bast talons, I’ve a bough! 

[She runs off up the mountain.]
 

BRAND. 

[After a pause.]

 This was a church-goer, like the rest. 
 Mountain- or Dale-church, which is best? 
 Which wildest reel, which blindest grope, 
 Which furthest roam from home and hope: — 
 Light-heart who, crown’d with leafage gay, 
 Loves by the dizziest verge to play, — 
 Faint-hear t, who marches slack and slow, 
 Because old Wont will have it so; — 
 Wild-hear t, who, borne on lawless wings, 
 Sees fairness in the foulest things? 
 War front and rear, war high and low, 
 With this fell triple-banded foe! 
 I see my Call! It gleams ahead 
 Like sunshine through a loop-hole shed! 
 I know my task; these demons slain, 
 The sick Earth shall grow sound again; — 
 Once let them to the grave be given, 
 The fever-fumes of Earth shall fly! 
 Up, Soul, array thee! Sword from thigh! 
 To battle for the heirs of heaven! 

[He descends to the hamlet.]
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

By the fjord-side, steep precipices all around. The ancient and tumble-down church stands on a little knoll hard by. A storm is coming on.
 

The country-folk,-men, women, and children,-are gathered in knots, some on the shore, some on the slopes. The MAYOR sits in the midst, on a stone; a CLERK is helping him; corn and provisions are being distributed. EINAR and AGNES stand surrounded by a crowd, a little apart. Some boats lie on the beach. BRAND comes forward, unnoticed, to the church-knoll.
 

A MAN. 

[Breaking through the crowd.]

 Out of the way!
 

A WOMAN. 
 I’m first!
 

THE MAN. 

[Thrusting her aside.]

 Get back! 

[Pushing towards the MAYOR.]

 Ho! look you, fill me up my sack!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 All in good time.
 

THE MAN. 
 I cannot stay; — 
 I’ve four-five-babes of bread bereft!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Facetiously.]

 You don’t know just how many, eh?
 

THE MAN. 
 One was e’en dying when I left.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Hold. You are enter’d, are you not? 

[Examines his papers.]

 No. Yes, you are though. Well for you. 

[To the CLERK.]

 Give Number Twenty-nine his lot. 
 Come, come, good folks, be patient, do! 
 Nils Snemyr?
 

A MAN. 
 Ay, ay!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 We must pare 
 A quarter off your former share. 
 You’re fewer now, you know.
 

THE MAN. 
 Yes, yes, — 
 My Ragnhild died yestreen.
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Making a note.]

 One less. 
 Saving is saving, howsoe’er. 

[To the MAN, who is retiring.]

 But look you, now, you needn’t run 
 And marry another on the spot!
 

CLERK. 

[Sniggering.]

 Hee, hee!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Sharply.]
 You laugh?
 

CLERK. 
 Your Worship’s fun 
 Is irresistible.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Have done! 
 This work’s no jesting; but the best 
 Method with mourners is a jest.
 

EINAR. 

[Coming out of the throng with AGNES.]

 Now my last pocket’s clean and bare, 
 Spent every stiver, every note; — 
 A very beggar I go afloat, 
 And pawn my watch to pay my fare!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Yes, in good time you came along. 
 What I’ve collected is a song, — 
 By no means answers to the call 
 When needy hand and mouth ill-fed 
 Must halve the sharing of shared bread 
 With those who’ve ne’er a bit at all. 

[He perceives BRAND, and points up to him.]

 One more! You’re welcome. If report 
 Of our drought-flood-and-famine curse 
 Has reach’d you, promptly loose your purse 
 (If yet unloosen’d). Every sort 
 Of contribution meets the case. 
 Our store’s nigh spent. Five fishes scant 
 In the wide wilderness of Want 
 Don’t make a square meal nowadays.
 

BRAND. 
 Myriads, idolatrously given, 
 Would lift the soul no nearer heaven.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 It was not words I bade you share: 
 They’re barren when the belly’s bare.
 

EINAR. 
 I can’t believe that you recall 
 What long and fierce calamities 
 They’ve suffered:-famine, drought, disease. 
 Men die, Brand — 
 

BRAND. 
 I perceive it all. 
 Each livid-circled eye makes clear 
 Who it is holds assizes here.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Yet there you stand, a very flint!
 

BRAND. 
 If life here ran its sluggish round 
 Of common toil and common stint, 
 Pity with me your pangs had found. 
 Who homeward crawls with earth-set eyes, 
 In him the sleeping beast will rise. 
 When days in drowsy calm go by, 
 Like funerals, at walking pace, 
 You well may fear that the Most High 
 Has struck you from His Book of Grace. 
 But unto you He was more good, 
 He scatter’d terror in your blood, 
 He scourged you with the rods that slay, 
 The gifts He gave, He took away — 
 

VOICES. 

[Fiercely interrupting him.]

 He mocks us in our bitter need!
 

TILE MAYOR. 
 He rails at us who tend and feed!
 

BRAND. 

[Shaking his head.]

 Oh, if the blood of all my heart 
 Could heal you from the hunger-smart, 
 In welling streams it should be shed, 
 Till every vein was a dry bed. 
 But here it were a sin to give! 
 God seeks to pluck you from your bane; — 
 Nations, though poor and sparse, that l i v e , 
 Suck might and marrow from their pain. 
 The purblind sight takes falcon-wings, 
 Sees clear into the heart of things, 
 The faltering will stands stout at bay, 
 And sees the triumph through the fray. 
 But men whom misery has not mann’d 
 Are worthless of the saving hand!
 

A WOMAN. 
 Yonder a storm breaks on the fjord, 
 As if awaken’d by his word!
 

ANOTHER WOMAN. 
 He tempts God! Mark what I foretell!
 

BRAND. 
 Your God ne’er wrought a miracle!
 

WOMEN. 
 See, see! the storm!
 

VOICES AMONG THE THRONG. 
 Stab, — stone him! chase 
 The flinty fellow from the place! 

[The Peasants close menacingly round BRAND. The MAYOR intervenes. A WOMAN, wild and dishevelled, comes hurriedly down the slopes.]
 

THE WOMAN. 

[Crying out towards the throng.]

 Oh, where is help, for Jesus’ grace!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 What do you need? Explain your case.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Nothing I need; no alms I seek, 
 But oh, the horror, horror
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Speak!
 

THE WOMAN. 
 I have no voice,-O comfort, aid! 
 Where is the priest?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Here there is none — 
 

THE WOMAN. 
 I am undone! I am undone! 
 Stern vast thou, God, when I was made!
 

BRAND. 

[Approaching.]

 Maybe, however, there is o n e.
 

THE WOMAN. 

[Seizing his arm.]

 Then let him come, and swiftly!
 

BRAND. 
 Tell 
 Your need, and he will surely come.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Across the fjord-my husband — 
 

BRAND. 
 Well?
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Three starving babes, and ne’er a crumb, — 
 Say no,-he is not sent to hell!
 

BRAND. 
 Your story first.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 My breast was dry; 
 Man sent no help, and God was dumb; 
 My babe was dying in agony; 
 Cut to the heart,-his child he slew! — 
 

BRAND. 
 He slew
 

THE THRONG. 

[Shuddering.]

 His child!
 

THE WOMAN. 
 At once he knew 
 The horror of his deed of blood! 
 His grief ran brimming like a flood; 
 He struck himself the death-wound too. 
 Come, save him, save him from perdition, 
 Spite of wild water and wild sky! 
 He cannot live, and dare not die! 
 There lies he, clasping the dead frame, 
 And shrieking on the Devil’s name!
 

BRAND. 

[Quietly.]

 Yes, here is need.
 

EINAR. 

[Pale.]

 Great God on high!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 He doesn’t live in my Division.
 

BRAND. 

[Curtly, to the Peasants.]

 Unmoor a boat and row me there!
 

A MAN.
 When such a storm is up? Who dare?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 A path goes round the fjord —— 
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Nay, nay, 
 There’s now no practicable way; 
 The footbridge as I came across 
 Was broken by the foaming foss.
 

BRAND. 
 Unmoor the boat.
 

A MAN. 
 It can’t be done; 
 O’er rock and reef the breakers run.
 

ANOTHER. 
 Down sweeps a blast! See, at a stroke 
 The whole fjord vanishes in smoke!
 

A THIRD. 
 With waves so wild and wind so rough. 
 The Dean would put the service off.
 

BRAND. 
 A sinful soul that nears its end 
 Waits not until the weather mend! 

[Goes down to a bout and looses the sail.]

 You’ll risk the boat?
 

THE OWNER. 
 I will; but stay!
 

BRAND. 
 Now, who will risk his l i f e, I say?
 

A MAN. 
 I’ll not go with him.
 

ANOTHER. 
 No, nor I.
 

SEVERAL. 
 It were just putting out to die!
 

BRAND. 
 Your God helps none across the fjord; 
 Remember, though, that mine’s on board!
 

THE WOMAN. 

[Wringing her hands.]

 He’ll die unsaved!
 

BRAND. 

[Calling from the boat.]

 O n e will avail 
 To bail the leakage, shift the sail; 
 Come, one of you that lately gave; 
 Give now to death and to the grave!
 

SEVERAL. 

[Shrinking back.]

 Never ask such-like of us!
 

ONE. 

[Menacingly.]

 Land! 
 ‘Tis overbold to tempt God’s hand!
 

SEVERAL VOICES. 
 See, the storm thickens!
 

OTHERS. 
 The ropes break!
 

BRAND. 

[Holding himself fast with the boat-hook, and calling to the strange WOMAN.]

 Good; come then you; but speedily!
 

THE WOMAN. 

[Shrinking back.]

 I! Where no others — !
 

BRAND. 
 Let them be!
 

THE WOMAN. 
 I cannot!
 

BRAND. 
 Cannot?
 

THE WOMAN 
 My babes’ sake — !
 

BRAND. 

[Scornfully laughing.]
 You build upon a quaking sand!
 

AGNES. 

[Turns with glowing cheeks to EINAR, lays her hand on his arm, and says:]

 Did you hear all?
 

EINAR. 
 A valiant heart.
 

AGNES. 
 Thank God, Einar, you see your part! 

[Calls to BRAND.]

 See,-here Is one man, brave and true, 
 To go the saving way with you!
 

BRAND. 
 Come on then!
 

EINAR. 

[Pale.]

 I!
 

AGNES. 
 I give you! Go! 
 Mine eyes are lifted, that were low!
 

EINAR. 
 Ere I found you, with willing feet 
 I would have follow’d where he led — 
 

AGNES. 

[Trembling.]

 But now — !
 

EINAR. 
 My life is new and sweet; — 
 I cannot go!
 

AGNES. 

[Starting back.]

 What have you said!
 

EINAR. 
 I dare not go!
 

AGNES. 

[With a cry.]

 Now roars a sea 
 Of sweeping flood and surging foam 
 World-wide, world-deep, ‘twilit you and me 

[To BRAND.]

 I will go with you!
 

BRAND. 
 Good; then come!
 

EINAR. 

[Clutching desperately after her.]

 Agnes!
 

THE WHOLE THRONG. 

[Hurrying towards her.]

 Come back! Come back!
 

WOMEN. 

[In terror as she springs into the boat.]

 Help, Lord!
 

BRAND. 
 Where does the house lie?
 

WOMEN. 

[Pointing.]

 By the fjord, 
 Behind yon black and jutting brink! 

[The boats put out.]
 

EINAR. 

[Calling after them.]

 Your home, your mother, Agnes! Think! 
 O save yourself!
 

AGNES. 
 We are three on board! 

[The boat sails. The people crowd together on the slopes, and watch in eager suspense.]
 

A MAN. 
 He clears the headland!
 

ANOTHER. 
 Nay!
 

THE FIRST. 
 Yes, see, — 
 Astern he has it, and in lee!
 

ANOTHER. 
 A squall! It’s caught them!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Look at that, — 
 The wind has swept away his hat!
 

A WOMAN. 
 Black as a rook’s wing, his wet hair 
 Streams backward on the angry air.
 

FIRST MAN. 
 All seethes and surges!
 

EINAR. 
 What a yell! 
 Rang through the storm!
 

A WOMAN. 
 ‘Twas from the fell.
 

ANOTHER. 

[Pointing up.]

 See, there stands Gerd upon the cliff, 
 Hallooing at the passing skiff!
 

FIRST WOMAN. 
 She’s flinging pebbles like witch-corn, 
 And blowing through a twisted horn.
 

SECOND WOMAN. 
 Now she has slung it like a wand, 
 And pipes upon her hollow’d hand.
 

A MAN. 
 Ay, pipe away, thou troll abhorr’d! 
 He has a Guide and Guard on board!
 

ANOTHER. 
 In a worse storm, with him to steer, 
 I’d put to sea and never fear.
 

FIRST MAN. 

[TO EINAR.]

 What is he?
 

EINAR. 
 A priest.
 

SECOND MAN. 
 What is he, nay — 
 That’s plain: he is a m a n, I say! 
 Strong will is in him, and bold deed.
 

FIRST MAN. 
 That were the very priest we need!
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Ay, ay, the very priest we need! 

[They disperse along the slopes.]
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Collecting his books and papers.]

 Well, ‘tis opposed to all routine 
 To labour in a strange vocation, 
 Intrusively to risk one’s skin 
 Without an adequate occasion. — 
 I do my duty with precision, — 
 But always in my own Division. 

[Goes.]
 

[Outside the but on the Ness. Late afternoon. The fjord is smooth and gleaming.
 

AGNES is sitting by the beach. Presently BRAND comes out of the hut.]
 

BRAND. 
 That was death. The horror-rifted 
 Bosom at its touch grew whole. 
 Now he looks a calm great soul, 
 All illumined and uplifted. 
 Has a false illusion might 
 Out of gloom to win such light? 
 Of his devil’s-deed he saw 
 Nothing but the outward flaw, — 
 That of it which tongue can tell 
 And to hands is palpable, — 
 That for which his name’s reviled, — 
 The brute slaying of his child. 
 But those two, that sat and gazed 
 With great frighten’d eyes, amazed, 
 Speechless, like two closely couching 
 Birdlets, in the ingle crouching, — 
 Who but look’d, and look’d, and ever 
 Look’d, unwitting upon what, — 
 In whose souls a poison-spot 
 Bit and sank, which they shall never 
 Even as old men bent and gray, 
 In Time’s turmoil wear away, — 
 They, whose tide of life proceeds 
 From this fountain of affright, 
 Who by dark and dreadful deeds 
 Must be nurtured into light, 
 Nor by any purging flames 
 May that carrion thought consume, — 
 This he saw not, being blind, 
 That the direst of the doom 
 Was the doom he left behind. 
 

And from them shall haply rise 
 Link’d offences one by one. 
 Wherefore? The abyss replies: 
 From the father sprang the son! 
 What shall be by Love erased? 
 What be quietly effaced? 
 Where, O where, does guilt begin 
 In our heritage of sin? 
 What Assizes, what Assessors, 
 When that Judgment is declared? 
 Who shall question, who be heard, 
 Where we’re all alike transgressors? 
 Who will venture then to plead 
 His foul-borrow’d title-deed? 
 Will the old answer profit yet: 
 “From my father dates my debt?” 
 O, abysmal as the night, 
 Riddle, who can read thee right! 
 But the people dance light-footed, 
 Heedless by the dizzy brink; 
 Where the soul should cry and shrink, 
 None has vision to perceive 
 What uptowering guilt is rooted 
 In that little word: We live. 

[Some men of the community come from behind the house and approach BRAND.]
 

A MAN. 
 We were to meet again, you see.
 

BRAND. 
 His need of human help has ceased.
 

THE MAN. 
 Yes; he is ransom’d and released; 
 But in the chamber still sit three.
 

BRAND. 
 And what then?
 

THE MAN. 
 Of the scraps we got 
 Together, a few crumbs we’ve brought — 
 

BRAND. 
 Though you give all, and life retain, 
 I tell you that your gift is vain.
 

THE MAN. 
 Had he to-day, who now lies dead, 
 By mortal peril been bested, 
 And i had heard his foundering cry, 
 I also would have dared to die.
 

BRAND. 
 But peril of the Soul you slight?
 

THE MAN. 
 Well, we’re but drudgers day by day.
 

BRAND. 
 Then from the downward-streaming light 
 Turn your eyes utterly away; 
 And cease to cast the left askance 
 At heaven, while with the right you glance 
 Down at the mould where, crouching low, 
 Self-harness’d in the yoke you go.
 

THE MAN. 
 I thought you’d say we ought to shake us 
 Free of the yoke we toil in?
 

BRAND. 
 Yea, 
 If you are able.
 

THE MAN. 
 You can make us!
 

BRAND. 
 Can I?
 

THE MAN. 
 Full many have been sent 
 Who told us truly of the way; 
 The path they pointed to, you w e n t.
 

BRAND. 
 You mean — ?
 

THE MAN. 
 A thousand speeches brand 
 Less deeply than one dint of deed. 
 Here in our fellows’ name we stand; — 
 We see, a man is what we need.
 

BRAND. 

[Uneasily.]

 What will you with me?
 

THE MAN. 
 Be our priest.
 

BRAND. 
 I? Here!
 

THE MAN. 
 You’ve maybe heard it told, 
 There is no pastor for this fold.
 

BRAND. 
 Yes; I recall
 

THE MAN. 
 The place of old 
 Was large, which now is of the least. 
 When evil seasons froze the field, 
 And blight on herd and herdsman fell, 
 When want struck down the Man, and seal’d 
 The Spirit with its drowsing spell, 
 When there was dearth of beef and brew, — 
 T h e n came a dearth of parsons too.
 

BRAND. 
 Aught else: but this ye must not ask! 
 I’m summoned to a greater task. 
 The great world’s open ear I seek; 
 Through Life’s vast organ I must speak. 
 What should I here? By mountains pent 
 The voice of man falls impotent.
 

THE MAN. 
 By mountains echoed, longer heard 
 Is each reverberating word.
 

BRAND. 
 Who in a cavern would be bound, 
 When broad meads beckon all around? 
 Who’ll sweat to plough the barren land 
 When there are fruitful fields at hand? 
 Who’ll rear his fruitage from the seed 
 When orchards ripen to the skies? 
 Who’ll struggle on with daily need 
 When vision gives him wings and eyes?
 

THE MAN. 

[Shaking his head.]

 Your deed I fathom’d,-not your word.
 

BRAND. 

[Going.]

 Question no more! On board! on board!
 

THE MAN. 

[Barring his way.]

 This calling that you must fulfil, 
 This work, whereon you’ve set your will, 
 Is it so precious to you, say?
 

BRAND. 
 It is my very life!
 

THE MAN. 
 Then stay! 

[Pointedly.]

 “Though you give all and life retain, 
 Remember, that your gift is vain.”
 

BRAND. 
 O n e thing is yours you may not spend, 
 Your very inmost Self of all. 
 You may not bind it, may not bend, 
 Nor stem the river of your call. 
 To make for ocean is its end.
 

THE MAN. 
 Though tarn and moorland held it fast, — 
 As dew ‘twould reach the sea at last.
 

BRAND. 

[Looking fixedly at him.]

 Who gave you power to answer thus?
 

THE MAN. 
 You, by your deed, y o u gave it us. 
 When wind and water raged and roar’d, 
 And you launch’d out through wind and wave, 
 When, a poor sinning soul to save, 
 You set your life upon a board, 
 Deep into many a heart it fell, 
 Like wind and sunshine, cold and hot, 
 Rang through them like a chiming bell, — 

[With lowered voice.]

 To-morrow, haply, all’s forgot, 
 And furl’d the kindling banner bright 
 You just now lifted in our sight.
 

BRAND. 
 Duty is not, where power is not. 

[Sternly.]

 If you cannot be what you ought, 
 Be in good earnest what you may; 
 Be heart and soul a man of clay.
 

THE MAN. 

[After gazing on him a moment.]

 Woe! you, who quench the lamp you lit; 
 And us, who had a glimpse of it! 

[He goes; the others silently follow.]
 

BRAND. 

[After long watching them.]

 Homewards, one by one, with flagging 
 Spirits, heavily and slow, 
 Foreheads bowed, and weary lagging 
 Footsteps, silently they go. 
 Each with sorrow in his eyes, 
 Walks as from a lifted rod, 
 Walks like Adam spurn’d by God 
 From the gates of Paradise, — 
 Walks like him, with sin-veil’d sight, — 
 Sees, like him, the gathering night, 
 All his gain of knowledge shares, 
 All his loss of blindness bears. 
 I have boldly dared to plan 
 The refashioning of Man, — 
 -There’s my work,-Sin’s image grown, 
 Whom God moulded in His own. — 
 Forth! to wider fields away! 
 Here’s no room for battle-play! 

[Going; but pauses as he sees AGNES by the beach.]

 See, she listens by the shore, 
 As to airy songs afloat. 
 So she listen’d in the boat 
 As the stormy surge it tore, — 
 Listening, to the thwart she clung, — 
 Listening still, the sea-foam hoar 
 From her open forehead flung. 
 ‘Tis as though her ear were changing 
 Function, and her eye were listening. 

[He approaches.]

 Maiden, is it o’er those glistening 
 Reaches that your eye is ranging?
 

AGNES. 

[Without turning round.]

 Neither those nor aught of earth; 
 Nothing of them I descry. 
 But a greater earth there gleams 
 Sharply outlined on the sky, 
 Foaming floods and spreading streams, 
 Mists and sunshine breaking forth. 
 Scarlet-shafted flames are playing 
 Over cloud-capp’d mountain heads, 
 And an endless desert spreads, 
 Whereupon great palms are swaying 
 In the bitter-breathing blast. 
 Swart the shadows that they cast. 
 Nowhere any living thing; 
 Like a new world at its birth; 
 And I hear strange accents ring, 
 And a Voice interpreting: 
 “Choose thy endless loss or gain, 
 Do thy work and bear thy pain; — 
 Thou shalt people this new earth!”
 

BRAND. 

[Carried away.]
 Say, what further!
 

AGNES. 

[Laying her hand on her breast.]

 In my soul 
 I can feel new powers awaking, 
 I can see a dayspring breaking, 
 I can feel full floods that roll, 
 And my heart grows larger, freer, 
 Clasps the world within its girth, 
 And a voice interprets: Here 
 Shalt thou people a new earth! 
 All the thoughts that men shall utter, 
 All the deeds men shall achieve, 
 Waken, whisper, quiver, mutter, 
 As if now they were to live; 
 And I rather feel than see 
 Him who sits enthroned above, 
 Feel that He looks down on me 
 Full of sadness and of love, 
 Tender-bright as morning’s breath, 
 And yet sorrowing unto death: 
 And I hear strange accents wake: 
 “Now thou must be made, and make; 
 Choose thy endless loss or gain! — 
 Do thy work and bear thy pain!”
 

BRAND. 
 Inwards! In! O word of might, 
 Now I see my way aright. 
 In ourselves is that young Earth, 
 Ripe for the divine new-birth; 
 Will, the fiend, must there be slain, 
 Adam there be born again. 
 Let the world then take its way, 
 Brutal toil or giddy play; 
 But if e’er we meet in fight, 
 If my work it seek to blight, 
 Then, by heaven, I’ll smite and slay! 
 Room within the wide world’s span, 
 Self completely to fulfil, — 
 That’s a valid right of Man, 
 And no more than that I will! 

[After pondering awhile in sil6nce.]

 To fulfil oneself! And yet, 
 With a heritage of debt? 

[Pauses and looks out.]

 Who is she, that, stooping deep, 
 Clambers hither up the steep, — 
 Crooked back and craning crop? 
 Now for breath she has to stop, 
 Clutches wildly lest she stumble, 
 And her skinny fingers fumble 
 Fierce for something that she drags 
 In those deep and roomy bags. 
 Skirt, like folds of feather’d skin, 
 Dangling down her shrivelled shin; 
 Hands, a pair of clenched hooks; 
 So the eagle’s carcass looks 
 Nail’d against the barn-door top. 

[In sudden anguish.]

 What chill memories upstart, — 
 O, what gusts from childhood dart 
 Frosty showers on her-and other 
 Fiercer frost upon my heart — ? 
 God of grace! It is my Mother!
 

BRAND’S MOTHER. 

[Comes up, stops when half seen above the slope, holds her hand up to shade her eyes, and looks round.]

 He’s here, they told me. 

[Coming nearer.]

 Drat the blaze, — 
 It nearly takes away my sight! 
 Son, is that you?
 

BRAND. 
 Yes.
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Rubbing her eyes.]

 Hoo, those rays, 
 They burn one’s very eyes outright; 
 I can’t tell priest from boor.
 

BRAND. 
 At home I never saw at allSun’s light 
 ‘Twixt fall of leaf and cuckoo’s call.
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Laughing quietly.]

 Ay, there ‘tis good. One’s gripped with frost 
 Like icicles o’er a plunging river, 
 Strong to dare anything whatever, — 
 And yet believe one is not lost.
 

BRAND. 
 Farewell. My leisure time is spent.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Ay, thou wast ever loth to stay. 
 As boy thou long’dst to be away — 
 

BRAND. 
 It was at your desire I went.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Ay, and good reason too, I say 
 ‘Twas needful thou shouldst be a priest. 

[Examines him more closely.]

 H’m, he is grown up strong and tall. 
 But heed t h i s word of mine, at least, — 
 Care for thy life, son!
 

BRAND. 
 Is that all?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Thy life? What’s dearer?
 

BRAND. 
 I would say: 
 Have you more counsels to convey?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 For others, use them as you may, 
 And welcome. But thy life, O save it 
 For my sake; it was I that gave it. 

[Angrily.]

 Your mad deed’s talked of far and near; 
 It scares and harrows me to hear. 
 On such a day to dare the fjord, 
 And squander what you’re bound to hoard! 
 You of our clan survive alone, 
 You are my son, my flesh and bone; 
 The roof-tree beam that copes and clinches 
 The house I’ve builded up by inches. 
 Stick fast; hold out; endure; survive! 
 Guard your life! Never let it go! 
 An heir is bound to keep alive, — 
 And you’ll be mine-one day-you know —— 
 

BRAND. 
 Indeed? And that was why you plann’d 
 With loaded purse to seek me here?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Son, are you raving? 

[Steps bade.]

 Don’t come near. 
 Stay where you are! You’ll feel my hand! 

[More calmly.]

 What were you meaning?-Just attend: 
 I’m getting older year by year; 
 Sooner or later comes the end; 
 Then you’ll inherit all I’ve treasured, 
 ‘Tis duly counted, weighed and measured — 
 Nay, nay, I’ve nothing on me now! — 
 It’s all at home. It is but scant; 
 But he that gets it will not want. 
 Stand back there! Don’t come near!-I vow 
 I’ll fling no stiver of my store 
 Down fissures, nor in spot unknown 
 Hide any, nor below a stone. 
 In wall, or underneath a floor; 
 All shall be yours, son, you shall be 
 My sole and single legatee.
 

BRAND. 
 And the conditions?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 One I make, 
 No more; don’t set your life at stake. 
 Keep up our family and name, 
 That’s all the gratitude I claim. 
 Then see that nothing go to waste, — 
 Naught be divided or displaced; — 
 Add much or little, as you will; 
 But O preserve, preserve it still!
 

BRAND. 

[After a short pause.]

 One thing needs clearing ‘twixt us two. 
 From childhood I have thwarted you; — 
 You’ve been no mother, I no son, 
 Till you are gray, my childhood gone.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 I do not ask to be caress’d. 
 Be what you please; I am not nice. 
 Be stern, be fierce, be cold as ice, 
 It will not cleave my armour’d breast; 
 Keep, though you hoard it, what was mine, 
 And never let it leave our line!
 

BRAND. 

[Going a step nearer.]

 And if I took it in any head 
 To strew it to the winds, instead?
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Reeling back.]

 Strew, what through all these years of care 
 Has bent my back and bleach’d my hair?
 

BRAND. 

[Nodding slowly.]

 To strew it.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Strew it! If you do, 
 It is my soul that you will strew!
 

BRAND. 
 And if I do it, even so? 
 If I one evening vigil keep 
 With lighted taper by your bed, 
 While you with clasped Psalter sleep 
 The first night’s slumber of the dead, — 
 If I then fumble round about, 
 Draw treasure after treasure out, 
 Take up the taper, hold it low
 

HIS MOTHER.

[Approaching excitedly.]

 Whence comes this fancy?
 

BRAND. 
 Would you know?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Ay.
 

BRAND. 
 From a childish scene that still 
 Lives in my mind, and ever will, 
 That scams my soul with foul device 
 Like an infestering cicatrice. 
 It was an autumn evening. Dead 
 Was father; you lay sick in bed. 
 I stole where he was laid by night, 
 All pallid in the silver light. 
 I stood and watch’d him from my nook, 
 Saw how his two hands clasp’d the Book; 
 I marvell’d why he slept so long, 
 Mark’d his thin wrists, and smelt the strong 
 Odour of linen newly dried; — 
 And then I heard a step outside; — 
 A woman enter’d, strode apace 
 Up to the bed, nor saw my face. 
 Then she began to grope and pry; 
 First put the corpse’s vesture by, 
 Drew forth a bundle, then a store, 
 Counted, and whisper’d: There is more! 
 Then, grubbing deeper in the ground, 
 Clutch’d a seal’d packet tightly bound, 
 With trembling fingers strove and tore, 
 Bit it in two, groped deeper, found, 
 Counted, and whisper’d: There is more! 
 She cried, she cursed, she wail’d, she wept, 
 She scented where the treasure lay, 
 And then with eager anguish swept 
 Down like a falcon on her prey. 
 When she had ransacked all the room, 
 She turn’d, like one who hears her doom, 
 Wrapp’d up her booty in a shawl, 
 And faintly groaned: So t h a t was all!
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 I needed much, I little won; 
 And very dearly was it bought.
 

BRAND. 
 Even more dearly than you thought; 
 Son’s-heart you shattered in your son.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Tut, tut. To barter hearts for gold 
 Was customary from of old. 
 Still dearer once I had to pay, — 
 I think I gave my life away. 
 Something I gave that now is not; — 
 I seem to see it flash in air 
 Like something foolish and yet fair; 
 I gave-I know not rightly what; — 
 “Love” was the name it used to bear. — 
 I know it was a bitter choice; 
 I know my father gave his voice; 
 “Forget the peasant-boy and wed 
 The other, ‘spite his frosty pate; 
 A fellow with a knowing head, 
 He’ll fairly double the estate?” 
 I took him, and he brought me shame. 
 The doubled gettings never came. 
 But I have drudged with streaming brow, 
 And there is little lacking now.
 

BRAND. 
 And do you, as you near your grave, 
 Know that it was your s o u l you gave?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 It’s clear that I knew t h a t, at least, 
 Giving my son to be a priest. 
 When the hour comes, a grateful heir 
 Of my salvation will take care; 
 I own the acres and the pence, 
 And you the deathbed eloquence.
 

BRAND. 
 With all your cunning you mistook; 
 You read me wrong in childhood’s book. 
 And many dwell by bank and brae 
 Who love their children in that way; — 
 A child’s a steward, you suppose, 
 Of the parental cast-off clothes; 
 A glimpse of the Eternal flits 
 At times across your wandering wits; 
 You snatch at it, and dream you spring 
 Into the essence of the thing 
 By grafting Riches upon Race; — 
 That Death with Life you can displace, 
 That years, if steadily amass’d, 
 Will yield Eternity at last.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Don’t rummage in your Mother’s mind, 
 But take what she will leave behind.
 

BRAND. 
 The debt as well?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 The debt? What debt? 
 There is none.
 

BRAND. 
 Very good; but yet 
 Suppose there were,-I should be bound 
 To settle every claim I found. 
 The son must satisfy each call 
 Before the mother’s burial. 
 Though but four empty walls I took, 
 I still should own your debit-book.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 No law commands it.
 

BRAND. 
 Not the kind 
 That ink on parchment ever writ; 
 But deep in every honest mind 
 Another law is burnt and bit, — 
 And that I execute. Thou blind! 
 Learn to have sight! Thou hast debased 
 The dwelling-place of God on earth, 
 The spirit He lent thee bast laid waste, 
 The image that thou bor’st at birth 
 With mould and filthiness defaced; 
 Thy Soul, that once had flight and song, 
 Thrust, clipp’d, among the common throng. 
 That is your debt. What will you do 
 When God demands His own of you?
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Confused.]

 What will I do? Do?
 

BRAND. 
 Never fear; 
 I take your debt upon me whole. 
 God’s image, blotted in your soul, 
 In mine, Will-cleansed, shall stand clear. 
 Go with good courage to your rest. 
 By debt you shall not sleep oppress’d.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 My debt and sin you’ll wipe away?
 

BRAND. 
 Your debt. Observe. The debt: no more 
 Your debt alone I can repay; 
 Your sin yourself must answer for. 
 The sum of native human worth 
 Crush’d in the brutish toil of earth 
 Can verily by human aid 
 To the last atom be repaid; 
 But in the losing of it lies 
 The sin, which who repents not-dies!
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Uneasily.]

 ‘Twere best I took my homeward way 
 To the deep valley, to the gloom; 
 Such rank and poisonous fancies bloom 
 In this insufferable ray; 
 I’m almost fainting at the fume.
 

BRAND. 
 Seek you the shadow; I abide. 
 And if you long for light and sky, 
 And fain would see me ere you die, 
 Call me, and I am by your side.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Yes, with a sermon on my doom!
 

BRAND. 
 No, tender both as priest and child 
 I’ll shield you from the wind of dread, 
 And singing low beside your bed 
 Lull to repose your anguish wild.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 And that with lifted hand you swear?
 

BRAND. 
 When you repent I will be there. 

[Approaching her.]

 But I too make conditions. Hear. 
 Whatever in this world is dear 
 Willingly you must from you rend, 
 And naked to the grave descend.
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Wildly repulsing him.]

 Bid fire be sever’d from its heat, 
 Snow from its cold, wave from its wet! 
 Ask less!
 

BRAND. 
 Toss a babe overboard, 
 And beg the blessing of the Lord.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 Ask something else: ask hunger, thirst, — 
 But not what all men deem the worst!
 

BRAND. 
 If just that worst is asked in vain, 
 No other can His grace obtain.
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 A. money-alms I will present you!
 

BRAND. 
 All?
 

HIS MOTHER. 
 All! Son, will not m u c li content you?
 

BRAND. 
 Your guilt you never shall put by 
 Till you, like Job, in ashes die. 

[Goes.]
 

HIS MOTHER. 

[Wringing her hands.]

 My life destroy’d, my soul denied, 
 My goods soon scatter’d far and wide! 
 Home then, and in these fond arms twine 
 All that I still can say is mine! 
 My treasure, child in anguish born, 
 For thee my bleeding breast was torn; — 
 Home then, and weep as mothers weep 
 Over their sickly babes asleep. — 
 Why did my soul in flesh take breath, 
 If love of flesh is the soul’s death? 
 Stay near me, priest!-I am not clear 
 How I shall feel when death is near. 
 “Naked into the grave descend,” — 
 I’ll wail, at least, until the end.
 

BRAND. 

[Gazing after her.]

 Yes, thy son shall still be near, 
 Call to him, and he shall hear. 
 Stretch thy hand, and, cold and perish’d, 
 At his heart it shall be cherish’d. 

[Goes down to AGNES.]

 As the Morn not so the Night. 
 Then my soul was set on fight, 
 Then I heard the war-drum rattle, 
 Yearn’d the sword of Wrath to swing, 
 Lies to trample, Trolls to fling, 
 Fill the world with clashing battle.
 

AGNES. 

[Has turned round to him, and looks radiantly up.]

 By the Night the Morn was pale. 
 Then I sought the joys that fail; 
 Sought to triumph by attaining 
 What in losing I am gaining.
 

BRAND. 
 Visions stirring, visions splendid 
 Like a flock of swans descended, 
 On their spreading wings upbore me, 
 And I saw my way before me; 
 Sin-subduer of the Age 
 Sternly stemming seas that rage. 
 Church-processions, banners streaming, 
 Anthems rolling, incense steaming, 
 Golden goblets, victor-songs, 
 Rapt applause of surging throngs, 
 Made a glory where I fought. 
 All in dazzling hues was wrought; — 
 Yet it was an empty dream, 
 A brief mountain-vision, caught 
 Half in glare and half in gleam. 
 No w I stand where twilight gray 
 Long forestalls the ebb of day, 
 ‘Twixt the water and the wild, 
 From the busy world exiled, 
 Just a strip of heaven’s blue dome 
 Visible;-but this is H o m e. 
 Now my Sabbath dream is dark; 
 To the stall my winged steed; 
 But I see a higher Mark. 
 Than to wield the knightly sabre, — 
 Daily duty, daily labor, 
 Hallow’d to a Sabbath-deed.
 

AGNES. 
 And that God, who was to fall?
 

BRAND. 
 He shall, none the less, be fell’d, — 
 But in secret, unbeheld, 
 Not before the eyes of all. 
 Now I see, I judged astray 
 Where the Folk’s salvation lay. 
 Not by high heroic charges 
 Can you make the People whole; 
 That which faculty enlarges 
 Does not heal the fissured soul. 
 It is Will alone that matters, 
 Will alone that mars or makes, 
 Will, that no distraction scatters, 
 And that no resistance breaks. — 

[Turns towards the hamlet, where the shades of night are beginning to fall.]

 Come then, Men, who downcast roam 
 The pent valley of my home; — 
 Close conversing we will try 
 Our own souls to purify, 
 Slackness curb and falsehood kill, 
 Rouse the lion’s cub of Will! 
 Manly, as the hands that smite, 
 Are the bands that hold the hoe; 
 There’s o n c end for all,-to grow 
 Tablets whereon God may write. 

[He is going. EINAR confronts hint.]
 

EINAR. 
 Stand, and what you took restore!
 

BRAND. 
 Is it she? You see her there.
 

EINAR. 

[To AGNES.]

 Choose between the sunny shore 
 And this savage den of care.
 

AGNES. 
 There I have no choice to make.
 

EINAR. 
 Agnes, Agnes, hear me yet! 
 The old saying you forget, 
 Light to lift and hard to bear.
 

AGNES. 
 Go with God, thou tempter fair; 
 I shall bear until I break.
 

EINAR. 
 For thy mother’s, sisters’ sake!
 

AGNES. 
 Bring my greetings to my Home; 
 I will write-if words should come.
 

EINAR. 
 Over ocean’s gleaming breast 
 White sails hurry from the strand; — 
 Like the sighs of dreaming brows, 
 Lofty, diamond-beaded prows 
 Speed them to their haven-rest 
 In a far-off vision’d land.
 

AGNES. 
 Sail to westward, sail to east; — 
 Think of me as one deceased.
 

EINAR. 
 As a sister come with me.
 

AGNES. 

[Shaking her head.]

 ‘Twixt us rolls a boundless sea.
 

EINAR. 
 O, then homeward to thy mother!
 

AGNES. 

[Softly.]

 Not from Master, Friend, and Brother.
 

BRAND. 

[Coming a step nearer.]

 Youthful maiden, weigh it well. 
 In this mountain-prison pent, 
 Oversoar’d by crag and fell, 
 In this dim and yawning rent, 
 Life henceforward shall be gray 
 As an ebbing autumn-day.
 

AGNES. 
 Gloom appals no more; afar 
 Through the cloud-wrack gleams a star.
 

BRAND. 
 Know, that I am stern to crave, 
 All or Not hing I will have; 
 If that call you disobey, 
 You have flung your life away. 
 No abatement in distress, 
 And for sin no tenderness, — 
 If life’s service God refuse, 
 Life you ‘joyfully must lose.
 

EINAR. 
 Fly this wild insensate play! 
 Spurn the sullen Doomer’s sway; 
 Live the life you know you may!
 

BRAND. 
 At the crossway standst thou:-choose. 

[Goes.]
 

EINAR. 
 Choose the stillness or the strife! 
 For the choice to g o or stay 
 Is a choice of calm or fray, 
 Is a choice of Night or Day, 
 Is a choice of Death or Life!
 

AGNES. 

[Rises, and then says slowly:]

 On through Death. On into Night. — 
 Dawn beyond glows rosy-bright. 

[She follows, where BRAND has gone. EINAR gazes a moment in bewilderment after her, then bows his head, and goes back to the fjord.]
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

Three years later. A little garden by the Parsonage. A great preeipice above, a stone wall round. The fjord, narrow and pent in, appears in the background. The lwuse-door opens upon the garden. Afternoon.
 

BRAND is standing on the steps outside the house. AGNES is sitting on the step at his feet.
 

AGNES. 
 My clearest husband, still your eye 
 Over the fjord roves anxiously — 
 

BRAND. 
 I wait a summons.
 

AGNES. 
 With brows bent!
 

BRAND. 
 My Mother’s summons. This three years 
 I’ve waited between hopes and fears 
 The summons that was never sent. 
 To-day ‘twas told me, past a doubt, 
 That her life’s span is almost out.
 

AGNES. 

[Softly and tenderly.]

 Brand, without summons you should go?
 

BRAND. 

[Shakes his head.]

 Till she of her offence repent 
 I have no comfort to bestow.
 

AGNES. 
 She is your mother!
 

BRAND. 
 It were sin 
 To worship idols in my kin.
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, you are stern!
 

BRAND. 
 To you?
 

AGNES. 
 Oh no!
 

BRAND. 
 I warn’d you that the way was steep.
 

AGNES. 

[Smiling.]

 It was not true; you did not keep 
 Your word.
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, here the ice-wind rives; 
 Your cheek has lost its youthful glow, 
 Your tender heart is touch’d with snow. 
 Our home is built where nothing thrives, 
 Amid a barren waste of stone.
 

AGNES. 
 It lies the safer, then! So prone 
 Beetles yon jutting mountain-wall, 
 That, when the leafy spring is near 
 The brimming avalanche vaults sheer 
 Over our heads, and we lie clear 
 As in the hollow of a fall.
 

BRAND. 
 The sun we never see at all.
 

AGNES. 
 Oh, yet he dances warm and bright 
 Atop you mountain that we face.’
 

BRAND. 
 For three weeks, true,-at summer’s height, — 
 But never struggles to its base!
 

AGNES. 

[Looks fixedly at him, rises and says:]

 Brand, there’s o n e thought at which you shrink.
 

BRAND. 
 No, y ou!
 

AGNES. 
 No, you!
 

BRAND. 
 Within you bear 
 A secret terror.
 

AGNES. 
 Which you share!
 

BRAND. 
 You reel as from a dizzy brink! 
 Out with it! speak it out!
 

AGNES. 
 ‘Tis true 
 I’ve trembled, whiles — 

[Hesitates.]
 

BRAND. 
 Trembled! At what?
 

AGNES. 
 For Alf.
 

BRAND. 
 For Alf?
 

AGNES. 
 And so have you!
 

BRAND. 
 At times. But no, God takes him not! 
 God’s merciful! My child shall grow 
 To be a strong man yet, I know. 
 Where is he now?
 

AGNES. 
 He’s sleeping.
 

BRAND. 

[Looks in through the door.]

 See; 
 Of pain and grief he dreams not, he; 
 The little hand is plump and round — 
 

AGNES. 
 Yet pale.
 

BRAND. 
 But that will pass.
 

AGNES. 
 How deep, 
 Restful and quickening is his sleep.
 

BRAND. 
 God bless thee; in thy sleep grow sound! 

[Shuts the door.]

 To all my labours you and he 
 Have brought light and tranquillity; 
 Each irksome task, each mournful care, 
 ‘Twas easy, in your midst, to bear; 
 You near, I never felt dismay, 
 Grew braver by his baby-play. 
 A martyrdom I held my Call, 
 But something has transform’d it all, — 
 Success still follows my footfall.
 

AGNES. 
 Yes, Brand; but you deserve success. 
 Oh, you have battled, in storm and stress; — 
 Toild on through woe and weariness; — 
 But tears of blood you wept, apart — 
 

BRAND. 
 And yet it seem’d so light a thing; 
 With you, love stole upon my heart 
 Like a glad sunny day in Spring. 
 In me Love never had been lit; 
 No parents’ hand had kindled it, 
 Rather they quench’d the fitful flashes 
 That gleam’d at moments in the ashes. 
 It was as though the tender Soul 
 That mute and darkling in me slept, 
 Had, closely garner’d, all been kept 
 To be my sweet Wife’s aureole.
 

AGNES. 
 Not mine alone: but whosoe’er 
 In our great Household has a share, 
 Each sorrowing son, each needy brother, 
 Each weeping child, each mourning mother, 
 Of quickening nurture have their part, 
 At the rich banquet of thy heart.
 

BRAND. 
 Only through you two. By your hand 
 That heavenly bridge of love was spann’d; 
 No single soul can all contain 
 Except it first have yearn’d for o n e . 
 I had to long and yearn in vain, 
 So my heart harden’d into stone.
 

AGNES. 
 And yet-your love is merciless; 
 You chasten whom you would caress.
 

BRAND. 
 You, Agnes?
 

AGNES. 
 Me? O nay, dear, nay! 
 On me a lightsome load you lay. 
 But many falter at the call 
 To offer Nothing or else all.
 

BRAND. 
 What the world calls by that name “Love,” 
 I know not and I reek not of. 
 God’s love I recognise alone, 
 Which melts not at the piteous plaint, 
 Which is not moved by dying groan, 
 And its caress i s chastisement. 
 What answer’d through the olive-trees 
 God, when the Son in anguish lay, 
 Praying, “O take this cup away!” 
 D i d He then take it? Nay, child, nay: 
 He made him drink it to the lees.
 

AGNES. 
 By such a measure meted, all 
 The souls of earth are forfeited.
 

BRAND. 
 None knows on whom the doom shall fall; 
 But God in flaming speech hath said: 
 “Be faithful through the hour of strife: 
 Haggling wins not the crown of life!” 
 Anguished repentance scales not heaven, 
 The martyr’s doom you must fulfil. 
 That you lack’d strength may be forgiven, — 
 But never that you wanted will.
 

AGNES. 
 Yes, it shall be as you have said; 
 O lift me to those heights you tread; 
 To your high heaven lead me forth, 
 My spirit is strong, my flesh is frail; 
 Oft, anguish-struck, I faint, I fail, — 
 My clogg’d foot drags upon the earth.
 

BRAND. 
 See, child; of all men God makes one 
 Demand: No coward compromise! 
 Whose work’s half done or falsely done, 
 Condemn’d with God his whole word lies. 
 We must give sanction to this teaching 
 By living it and not by preaching.
 

AGNES. 

[Throws herself on his neck.]

 Lead where you will; I follow you!
 

BRAND. 
 No precipice is too steep for t w o . 

[Enter the DOCTOR; he has come down the road, and stops outside the garden fence.]
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Ha! loving doves at their caresses 
 In these dark craggy wildernesses?
 

AGNES. 
 My dear old Doctor, here at last! 
 Come in, come in! 

[Runs down and opens the garden gate.]
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Ho, not so fast! 
 We’ve first to settle an old score. — 
 What! Tie yourself to this wild moor, 
 Where piercing winds of winter tear 
 Like ice, soul, body to the core
 

BRAND. 
 Not soul.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Not? Well, I must admit, 
 That seems about the truth of it. 
 Your hasty compact has an air 
 Of standing firm, unmoved, erect, 
 Though otherwise, one might expect, 
 By ancient usage, soon to fade 
 That which so suddenly was made.
 

AGNES. 
 A sunbeam’s kiss, a bell’s note, may 
 Awaken for a summer’s day.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 A patient waits for me. Farewell.
 

BRAND. 
 My mother?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Yes. You also go?
 

BRAND. 
 Not now.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Have been, I daresay?
 

BRAND. 
 No.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Priest, you are hard. Through mist and snow 
 I’ve trudged across the desolate fell, 
 Well knowing that she is of those 
 Who pay like paupers.
 

BRAND. 
 May God bless 
 Your skill and your unweariedness! 
 Ease, if you can, her bitter throes.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Bless my goodwill! I tarried not 
 A moment when I heard her state.
 

BRAND. 
 You she has summon’d: I’m forgot, — 
 And sick at heart, I wait, I wait.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Come without summons!
 

BRAND. 
 Till she calls, 
 I have no place within those walls.
 

THE DOCTOR. 

[To AGNES.]

 You hapless blossom, laid within 
 The pitiless grasp of such a lord!
 

BRAND. 
 I am not pitiless.
 

AGNES. 
 He had pour’d 
 His blood, to wash her soul from sin!
 

BRAND. 
 Unask’d, upon myself I took 
 The clearance of her debit-book.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Clear off your own!
 

BRAND. 
 O n e man may get 
 Hundreds acquitted, in God’s eyes.
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Ay; not a Beggar, though, who lies 
 Himself o’er head and ears in debt.
 

BRAND. 
 Beggar or rich,-with all my soul 
 I will ;-and that one thing’s the whole!
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Yes, in your ledger, truly, Will 
 Has enough entries and to spare: 
 But, priest, your L o v e-account is still 
 A virgin-chapter, blank and bare.

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 

[Follows him awhile with his eyes.]

 Never did word so sorely prove 
 The smirch of lies, as this word Love: 
 With devilish craft, where will is frail, 
 Men lay Love over, as a veil, 
 And cunningly conceal thereby 
 That all their life is coquetry. 
 Whose path’s the steep and perilous slope, 
 Let h i m but love ,-and he may shirk it; 
 If he prefer Sin’s easy circuit, 
 Let him but love ,-he still may hope; 
 If God he seeks, but fears the fray, 
 Let him but love ,-’tis straight his prey; 
 If with wide-open eyes he err, 
 Let him but love ,-there’s safety there!
 

AGNES. 
 Yes, it is false: yet still I fall 
 Questioning: Is it, after all? 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 
 O n e point’s omitted: First the Will 
 Law’s thirst for righteousness must still. 
 You must first will! Not only things 
 Attainable, in more or less, 
 Nor only where the action brings 
 Some hardship and some weariness; 
 No, you must will with flashing eyes 
 Your way through all earth’s agonies. 
 It is not martyrdom to toss 
 In anguish on the deadly cross: 
 But to have will’d to perish so, 
 To will it through each bodily throe, 
 To will it with still-tortured mind, 
 This, only this, redeems mankind.
 

AGNES. 

[Clinging closely to him.]

 If at the terrible call I cower, 
 Speak, strong-soul’d husband, in that hour!
 

BRAND. 
 If Will has conquer’d in that strife, 
 Then comes at length the hour of Love; 
 Then it descends like a white dove, 
 Bearing the olive-leaf of life: 
 But in this nerveless, slothful state, 
 The true, the sovereign Love is-Hate! 

[In horror.]

 Hate! Hate! O Titan’s toil, to will 
 That one brief easy syllable! 

[Goes hurriedly into the house.]
 

AGNES. 

[Looking through the open door.]

 He kneels beside his little son, 
 And heaves as if with bursts of tears; 
 He clutches close the bed, like one 
 That knows no refuge from his fears. — 
 O what a wealth of tender ruth 
 Lies hidden in this breast of steel! 
 Alf he dares love: the baby-heel 
 Has not yet felt Earth’s serpent-tooth. 

[Cries out in terror.]

 Ha! he leaps up with ashy brow! 
 Wringing his hands! what sees he now!
 

BRAND. 

[Coining out.]

 A summons came?
 

AGNES. 
 No summons, no!
 

BRAND. 

[Looking back into the house.]

 His parch’d skin burns in fever-glow; 
 His temples throb, his pulses race — ! 
 Oh fear not, Agnes!
 

AGNES. 
 God of grace — !
 

BRAND. 
 Nay, have no fear 

[Calls out over the road.]

 The summons, see!
 

A MAN. 

[Through the garden-gate.]

 You must come n o w, priest!
 

BRAND. 
 Instantly! 
 What message?
 

THE MAN. 
 A mysterious one. 
 Sitting in bed she forward bent, 
 And said: “Get the priest here: begone! 
 My half-goods for the sacrament.”
 

BRAND. 

[Starts back.]

 Her half -goods! No! Say no!
 

THE MAN. 
 My word 

[Shakes his head.]

 Would then not utter what I heard.
 

BRAND. 
 Half! H a l f! It was the whole she meant!
 

THE MAN.
 Maybe; but she spoke loud and high; 
 And I don’t easily forget.
 

BRAND. 

[Seizes his arm]

 Before God’s Judgment, will you yet 
 Dare to attest she spoke it?
 

THE MAN. 
 Ay.
 

BRAND. 

[Firmly.]

 Go, tell her, this reply was sent: 
 “Nor priest shall come, nor sacrament.”
 

THE MAN. 

[Looking at him doubtfully.]

 You surely have not understood: 
 It is your Mother that appeals.
 

BRAND. 
 I know no law that sternlier deals 
 With strangers than with kindred blood.
 

THE MAN. 
 A hard word, that.
 

BRAND. 
 She knows the call, — 
 To offer Nothing, or else a l l .
 

THE MAN. 
 Priest!
 

BRAND. 

[Goes.]

 Dock the gold-calf as she will, 
 Say, it remains an idol still.
 

THE MAN. 
 The scourge you send her I will lay 
 As gently on her as I may. 
 She has this comfort left her, too: 
 God is not quite so hard as you!
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, with that comfort’s carrion-breath 
 The world still sickens unto death; 
 Prompt, in its need, with shriek and song 
 To lubricate the Judge’s tongue. 
 Of course! The reasonable plan! 
 For from of old they know their man; — 
 Since all his works the assurance breathe: 
 “Yon gray-beard may be haggled with!” 

[THE MAN has met another man on the road; they come back together.]
 

BRAND. 
 A second message!
 

FIRST MAN. 
 Yes.
 

BRAND. 

[To the SECOND MAN.]

 Consent?
 

SECOND MAN. 
 Nine-tenths of it is now the word.
 

BRAND. 
 Not all?
 

SECOND MAN. 
 Not all
 

BRAND. 
 As you have heard: — 
 Nor priest shall come, nor sacrament.
 

SECOND MAN. 
 She bcgg’d it, bitterly distress’d — 
 

FIRST MAN. 
 Priest, once she bore you on her breast!
 

BRAND. 

[Clenching his hands.]

 I may not by two measures weigh 
 My kinsman and my enemy.
 

SECOND MAN. 
 Sore is her state and dire her need; 
 Come, or else send her a God-speed!
 

BRAND. 

[TO FIRST MAN.]

 Go; tell her still: God’s wine and bread 
 Must on a spotless board be spread. 

[The Men go.]
 

AGNES. 
 I tremble, Brand. You seem a Sword 
 Swung flaming by a wrathful Lord!
 

BRAND. 

[With tears in his voice.]

 Does not the world face me no less 
 With swordless sheath upon its thigh? 
 Am I not torn and baffled by 
 Its dull defiant stubbornness?
 

AGNES. 
 A hard condition you demand.
 

BRAND. 
 Dare you impose a lighter?
 

AGNES. 
 Lay 
 That stern demand on whom you may, 
 And see who, tested so, will stand.
 

BRAND. 
 Nay, you have reason for that fear. 
 So base, distorted, barren, sere, 
 The aspiring soul in men is grown. 
 ‘Tis thought a marvel,-by bequest 
 To give away one’s wealth unknown. 
 And be anonymously bless’d. 
 The hero, hid him blot his name, 
 Content him with the service wrought, 
 Kings, Kaisers, bid them do the same — 
 And see how many fields are fought! 
 The poet, bid him unbeholden 
 Loose his bright fledglings from the cage, 
 So that none dream h e gc.ve that golden 
 Plumage, and h e that vocal rage; 
 Try the green bough, or try the bare, 
 S a c r i f i c e is not anywhere. 
 Earth has enslaved all earthly things; — 
 Over Life’s precipices cast, 
 Each to its mouldering branches clings, 
 And, if they crumble, clutches fast 
 With tooth and nail to straws and bast.
 

AGNES. 
 And, while they helpless, hopeless fall, 
 You cry: Give nothing or give all!
 

BRAND. 
 He who would conquer still must fight, 
 Rise, fallen to the highest height. 

[A brief silence: his voice changes.]

 And yet, when with that stern demand 
 Before some living soul I stand, 
 I seem like one that floats afar 
 Storm-shatter’d on a broken spar. 
 With solitary anguish wrung 
 I’ve bitten this chastising tongue, 
 And thirsted, as I aim’d the blow, 
 To clasp the bosom of my foe. 
 Go, Agnes, watch the sleeping boy, 
 And sing him into dreams of joy. 
 An infant’s soul is like the sleep 
 Of still clear tarns in summer-light. 
 A mother over it may sweep 
 And hover, like the bird, whose flight 
 Is mirror’d in the deepest deep.
 

AGNES. 
 What does it mean, Brand? Wheresoe’er 
 You aim your thought-shafts-they fly t h e r e!
 

BRAND. 
 Oh, nothing. Softly watch the child.
 

AGNES. 
 Give me a watchword.
 

BRAND. 
 Stern?
 

AGNES. 
 No, mild.
 

BRAND. 

[Clasping her.]

 The blameless shall not taste the grave.
 

AGNES. 

[Looking brightly up at him.]

 Then o n c is ours God may not crave! 

[Goes into the house.]
 

BRAND. 

[Looking fixedly before him.]

 But if he m i g h t? What “Isaac’s Fear” 
 Once ventured, He may venture here. 

[Shakes off the thought.]

 No, no, my sacrifice is made, 
 The calling of my life gainsaid — 
 Like the Lord’s thunder to go forth 
 And rouse the sleepers of the earth. 
 Sacrifice! Liar! there was none! 
 I miss’d it when my Dream was done, 
 When Agnes woke me-and follow’d free 
 To labour in the gloom with me. 

[Looks along the road.]

 Why tarries still the dying call, 
 Her word, that she will offer all, 
 That she has won that which uproots 
 Sin’s deepest fibres, rankest shoots! 
 See there — ! No, it is but the Mayor, 
 Well-meaning, brisk, and debonnaire, 
 Both hands in pockets, round, remiss, 
 A bracketed parenthesis. 
 Enter MAYOR.
 THE MAYOR. 

[Through the garden-gate.]

 Good-day! Our meetings are but rare, 
 Perhaps my time is chosen amiss
 

BRAND. 
 Come in.[Pointing to house.]
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Thanks; here I’m quite content. 
 Should my proposal meet assent, 
 I’m very sure the upshot of it 
 Would issue in our common profit.
 

BRAND. 
 Name your desire.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Your mother’s state, 
 I understand, is desperate. I’m sorry.
 

BRAND. 
 That I do not doubt.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 I’m very sorry.
 

BRAND. 
 Pray, speak out.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 She’s old, however. Welladay, 
 We are all bound the selfsame way — 
 And, as I just drove by, occurr’d 
 The thought that, after all, “to leap 
 Is just as easy as to creep”: 
 Moreover, many have averr’d, 
 That she and you have been imbrued 
 For years in a domestic feud — 
 

BRAND. 
 Domestic feud?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 She’s out and out 
 Close-fisted, so they say, you know. 
 You think it goes too far, no doubt. 
 A man’s own claims he can’t forego. 
 She keeps exclusive occupation 
 Of all that was bcqueath’d to you.
 

BRAND. 
 Exclusive occupation, true.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 A ready cause of irritation 
 In families. Surmising thence 
 That you await with resignation 
 The moment of her going hence, 
 I hope I may without offence 
 Speak out, although I quite admit 
 The time I’ve chosen is unfit.
 

BRAND. 
 Or now or later, nought I care.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Well, to the point then, fair and square. 
 When once your mother’s dead and blest, 
 In the earth’s bosom laid to rest, 
 You’re rich!
 

BRAND. 
 You think so?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Think? Nay, man, 
 That’s sure. She’s land in every port, 
 Far as a telescope can scan. 
 You’re rich!
 

BRAND. 
 ‘Spite the Succession Court?
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Smiling.]

 What of it? That cuts matters short 
 When many fight for pelf and debt. 
 Here no man’s interest suffers let.
 

BRAND. 
 And what if some day, all the same, 
 Came a co-heir to debt and pelf 
 Crying: “I’m he!” and urged his claim?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 He’d have to be the devil himself! 
 Just look to me! None else has here 
 The smallest right to interfere. 
 I know my business: lean on me! 
 Well, then; you’ll now be well-to-do, 
 Rich even; you’ll no longer brook 
 Life in this God-forsaken nook; 
 The whole land’s open now to you.
 

BRAND. 
 Mayor, is not what you want to say, 
 Pithily put, just: “Go away”?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Pretty much that. All parties’ good 
 Were so best answered. If you would 
 But eye attentively the herd 
 TO whom you minister God’s word, 
 You’d find you’re no more of a piece 
 With them than foxes arc with geese. 
 Pray, understand me! You have gifts, 
 Good where the social field is wide, 
 But dangerous for folk whose pride 
 Is to be Lords of rocky rifts 
 And Freemen of the ravine-side.
 

BRAND. 
 To a man’s feet his native haunt 
 Is as unto the tree the root. 
 If there his labour fill no want 
 His deeds arc doomed, his music mute.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Success means just: Self-adaptation 
 To the requirements of the nation.
 

B RAND. 
 Which from the heights you best o’erlook, 
 Not from the crag-encompass’d nook.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 That talk is fit for citizens, 
 Not for poor peasants of the glens.
 

BRAND. 
 O, still your limitation vain 
 Between the mountain and the plain! 
 World-citizens you’d be of right, 
 While every civic claim you slight; 
 And think, like dastards, to go free 
 By whining: “We’re a small folk, we!”
 

THE MAYOR. 
 All has its time, each time its need, 
 Each age its proper work to do; 
 We also flung our mite into 
 The world’s great treasure of bold deed. 
 True, that’s long since; but, after all, 
 The mite was not so very small. 
 Now the land’s dwindled and decay’d, 
 But our renown still lives in story. 
 The days of our reported glory 
 Were when the great King Bel sway’d. 
 Many a tale is still related 
 About the brothers Wulf and Thor, 
 And gallant fellows by the score, 
 Went harrying to the British shore, 
 And plunder’d till their heart was sated. 
 The Southrons shriek’d with quivering lip, 
 “Lord, help us from these fierce men’s grip,” 
 And these “fierce men,” beyond all doubt, 
 Had from o u r harbours sallied out. 
 And how these rovers wreak’d their ire, 
 And dealt out death with sword and fire! 
 Nay, legend names a lion-hearted 
 Hero that took the cross; in verity, 
 It is not mention’d that he started — 
 

BRAND. 
 He left behind a large posterity, 
 This promise-maker?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Yes, indeed; 
 But how came you to —— ?
 

BRAND. 
 O, I read 
 His features clearly in the breed 
 Of promise-heroes of to-day, 
 Who take the Cross in just his way.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Yes, his descendants still remain. 
 But we were on King Bele’s reign! 
 So first abroad we battled. Then, 
 Visited our own countrymen 
 And kinsmen, with the axe and fire; 
 Trampled their harvests gaily down, 
 Scorch’d mansion-wall and village spire, 
 And wove ourselves the hero’s crown. — 
 Over the blood thus set a-flowing 
 There’s been perhaps excessive crowing; 
 But, after what I’ve said, I may, 
 I think, without a touch of vanity, 
 Point backward to the stir we made 
 In the great Age long since decay’d, 
 And hold that we indeed have paid 
 Our little mite of Fire and Fray 
 Towards the Progress of Humanity.
 

BRAND. 
 Yet do you not, in fact, eschew 
 The phrase, “Nobility’s a trust,” — 
 And drive hoc, plough, and harrow through 
 King Bele’s patrimonial dust?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 By no means. Only go and mark 
 Our parish on its gaudy-nights, 
 Where I with Constable and Clerk, 
 And Judge, preside as leading lights; 
 You’ll warrant, when the punch goes round, 
 King Bele’s memory is sound. 
 With toasts and clinking cups and song, 
 In speeches short and speeches long, 
 We drink his health and sound his fame. 
 I myself often feel inclined 
 The spinnings of my brain to wind 
 In flowery woof about his name, 
 And edify the local mind. 
 A little poetry pleases me, 
 And all our folks, in their degree; 
 But-moderation everywhere! 
 In life it never must have share, — 
 Except at night, when folks have leisure, 
 Between the hours of seven and ten, 
 When baths of elevating pleasure 
 May fit the mood of weary men. 
 Here’s where we differ, you and we, 
 That you desire with main and might 
 At the same time to plough and fight. 
 Your scheme, as far as I can see, 
 Is: Life and Faith in unity, — 
 God’s warfare and potato-dressing 
 Inseparably coalescing, 
 As coal, salt, sulphur, fusing fast, 
 Evolve just gunpowder at last.
 

BRAND. 
 Somewhat so.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 here you’ll scheme in vain! 
 Out in the great world that may stand; — 
 Go thither with your big demand, 
 And let us plough our moors and main.
 

BRAND. 
 Plough first your brag of old renown 
 Into the main, and plough it down! 
 The pigmy is not more the man 
 For being of Goliath’s clan.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Great memories bear the seed of growth.
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, memories that to I if e are bound; 
 But you, of memory’s empty mound, 
 Have made a stalking-horse for sloth.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 I said at first, and still I say: — 
 To leave us were the wisest way. 
 Your work here cannot come to good, 
 Nor your ideas be understood. 
 The little flights to purer air, 
 The lifting-up which, now and then, 
 Is doubtless well for working men, 
 Shall be m y unremitting care. 
 Many agreeable facts declare 
 My ceaseless energy as mayor, — 
 Through me the population’s grown 
 Double, nay, almost three to one, 
 Since for the district I have bred 
 Ever new ways of getting fed. 
 With stubborn nature still at strife 
 We’ve steam’d ahead: our forward march 
 Here hew’d a road, there flung an arch — 
 To lead from
 

BRAND. 
 Not from Faith to Life.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 To lead from fjordside to the hill.
 

BRAND. 
 But not from Doctrine unto Will.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 First of all, get a passage clear 
 From men to men, from place to place. 
 There were no two opinions here 
 On that, until you show’d your face. 
 Now you’ve made all confusion, dashing 
 Aurora-flames with lantern light; 
 With such cross-luminaries flashing, 
 Who can distinguish wrong from right, 
 Tell what will mar, and what will mend? 
 All diverse things you mix and blend, 
 And into hostile camps divide 
 Those who should triumph side by side.
 

BRAND. 
 Here, notwithstanding, I abide. 
 Man chooses not his labour’s sphere. 
 Who knows and follows out his call, 
 Has seen God’s writing on the wall, 
 In words of fire, “Your place is here!”
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Stay, then, but keep within your borders; 
 You’re free to purge the folk of crimes, 
 Vices, and other rifle disorders; 
 God knows, it’s needed oftentimes! 
 But don’t make every working-day 
 A Sabbath, and your flag display, 
 As if the Almighty were on board 
 Of every skiff that skims the fjord.
 

BRAND. 
 To use your counsel, I must change 
 My soul and all her vision’s range; 
 But we are called, ourselves to be, 
 Our own cause bear to victory; 
 And I will bear it, till the land 
 Is all illumined where I stand! 
 The people, your bureaucrat-crew 
 Have lull’d asleep, shall wake anew; 
 Too long you’ve eramp’d and caged apart 
 These remnants of the Mountain heart; 
 Out of your niggard hunger-cure 
 They pass dejected, dull, demure: 
 Their best, their bravest blood you tap, 
 Scoop out their marrow and their sap, 
 Pound into splinters every soul, 
 That should have stood a welded whole; — 
 But you may live to hear the roar 
 Of revolution thunder: W/ a r!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 War?
 

BRAND. 
 War!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Be sure, if you should call 
 To arms, you’ll be the first to fall.
 

BRAND. 
 The day will come when we shall know 
 That triumph’s height is Overthrow.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Consider, Brand, you have to choose! 
 Don’t stake your fortune on one card.
 

BRAND. 
 I do, however!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 If you lose, 
 Your life’s irreparably marr’d. 
 All this world’s bounties you possess, 
 You, a rich Mother’s only heir, 
 With wife and child to be your care, — 
 It was a kindly hand, confess, 
 That dealt your terms of happiness!
 

BRAND. 
 And what if I should, all the same, 
 Reject these terms? and must?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Your game 
 Is over, if you’ve once unfurl’d 
 In this last cranny of the world 
 The standard of your world-wide war. 
 Turn southward, to yon prosperous shore 
 Where a man dares lift up his head; 
 There you may perorate of right 
 And bid them bleed and bid them fight; 
 O u r bloodshed is the sweat we pour 
 In daily wringing rocks for bread.
 

BRAND. 
 Here I remain. My home is here, 
 And here the battle-flag I’ll rear!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Think what you lose, if overthrown, 
 And, chiefly, think of what you quit!
 

BRAND. 
 Myself I lose, if I submit.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Hopeless is he that fights alone.
 

BRAND. 

[Goes.]

 The best are with me.
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Smiling.]

 That may be, 
 But they’re the m o s t, who follow me.
 

BRAND. 

[Looking after hint.]

 A people’s champion thorough-bred! 
 Active, with fair and open hand, 
 Honest of heart and sound of head, 
 But yet a scourge upon the land! 
 No avalanche, no winter-blast, 
 No flood, nor frost, nor famine-fast 
 Leaves half the ruin in its rear 
 That such a man does, year by year. 
 Life only by a plague is reft; 
 But he! How many a thought is cleft, 
 How many an eager will made numb, 
 How many a valiant song struck dumb 
 By such a narrow soul as this! 
 What smiles on simple faces breaking, 
 What fires in lowly bosoms waking, 
 What pangs of joy and anger, seed 
 That might have ripened into deed, 
 Die by that bloodless blade of his! 

[Suddenly, in anxiety.]

 But O the summons! the summons! — 
 No! It is the Doctor! 

[Enter DOCTOR.]


[Hurries to meet him.]

 Say! say! How — ?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 She stands before her Maker now.
 

BRAND. 
 Dead!-But repentant?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Scarcely so; 
 She hugg’d Earth’s goods with all her heart 
 Till the Hour struck, and they must part.
 

BRAND. 

[Looking straight before him in deep emotion.]

 Is here an erring soul undone?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 She will be mildly judged, maybe; — 
 And Law temper’d with equity.
 

BRAND. 

[In a low tone.]

 What said she?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Low she mutter’d: H e 
 Is no hard dealer, like my son.
 

BRAND. 

[Sinking in anguish upon the bench.]

 Guilt-wrong or dying, still that lie 
 That every soul is ruin’d by! 

[Hides his face in his hands.]
 

THE DOCTOR. 

[Goes towards him, looks at him, and shakes his head.]

 You seek, a day that is no more, 
 In one and all things to restore. 
 You think, God’s venerable pact 
 With man is still a living fact; — 
 Each Age in its own way will walk; 
 Ours is not scared by nurses’ talk 
 Of hell-bound soul and burning brand; — 
 Humanity’s o u r first command!
 

BRAND. 

[Looking up.]

 Humanity!-That sluggard phrase 
 Is the world’s watchword nowadays. 
 With this each bungler hides the fact 
 That he dare not and will not act; 
 With this each weakling masks the lie, 
 That he’ll risk all for victory; 
 With this each dastard dares to cloak 
 Vows faintly rued and lightly broke; 
 Your puny spirits will turn Man 
 Himself Humanitarian! 
 Was God “humane” when Jesus died? 
 Had your God then his counsel given, 
 Christ at the cross for grace had cried — 
 And the Redemption signified 
 A diplomatic note from Heaven. 

[Hides his head, and sits in mute grief.]
 

THE DOCTOR. 

[Softly.]

 Rage, rage thy fill, thou soul storm-stress’d; — 
 Best were it for thee to find tears.
 

AGNES. 

[Comes out on to the steps: pale and terrified, she whispers to the DOCTOR.]

 In! Follow me!
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 You raise my fears! 
 What is it, child?
 

AGNES. 
 Into my breast 
 Creeps cold a serpent of affright — !
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 What is it?
 

AGNES. 

[Pulling him away.]

 Come!-Great God of Might! 

[They go into the house; BRAND does not notice.]
 

BRAND. 

[To himself.]

 Impenitent alive,-and dead! 
 This is the finger of the Lord! 
 Now through my means shall be restored 
 The treasure she has forfeited; 
 Else tenfold woe upon my head! 

[Rises.]

 Henceforth as by my sonship bound, 
 Unflinching, on my native ground 
 I’ll battle, a soldier of the Cross, 
 For Spirit’s gain by Body’s loss! 
 Me with His purging fire the Lord 
 Hath arm’d, and with His riving Word: 
 Mine is that Will and that strong Trust 
 That crumbles mountains into dust!
 

THE DOCTOR. 

[Followed by AGNES, comes hastily out, and cries.]

 Order your house and haste away!
 

BRAND. 
 Were there an earthquake I would stay!
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Then you have doom’d your child to death.
 

BRAND. 

[Wildly.]

 The child! Alf! Alf! What phantom wraith 
 Of fear is this! My child! 

[Is about to rush into the house.]
 

THE DOCTOR. 

[Holding him back.]

 Stay, stay. — 
 Here summer sunshine pierces not, 
 Here polar ice-blasts rive and rend, — 
 Here clank and stifling mists descend. 
 Another winter in this spot 
 Will shrivel the tender life away. 
 Go hence, you’ll save him! No delay! 
 To-morrow’s best.
 

BRAND. 
 To-night,-to-day! 
 Now, ere another hour is out! 
 O yet he shall grow strong and stout; — 
 No blast from mountain or from shore 
 Shall chill his baby-bosom more. 
 Come, Agnes, lift him gently in sleep! 
 Away along the winding deep! 
 O Agnes, Agnes, death has spun 
 His web about our little son!
 

AGNES. 
 Foreboding trembled in my heart, — 
 And yet I only knew a part.
 

BRAND. 

[To THE DOCTOR.]

 But flight will save him? That is sure?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 The life a father day and night 
 Watches, all perils can endure. 
 Be all to him! and healthy, bright, 
 You soon shall see him, be secure!
 

BRAND. 
 Thanks, thanks! 

[To AGNES.]

 In down enclose him well; 
 Chill sweeps the night-wind from the fell. 

[AGNES goes in.]


[The DOCTOR silently watches BRAND, who gazes fixedly through the door; then goes to him, and lays his hand on his shoulder.]
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 So tender to his own distress. 
 And to the world so merciless! 
 For them avails not more nor l e s s! 
 Only Law’s absolute Nought or A l l, 
 But now-no sooner sees he fall 
 The dooming lot,-his valour’s flown; — 
 The sacrificial lamb’s his own!
 

BRAND. 
 What mean you?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 In the dying ear 
 You thunder’d the decree of fear: 
 To perish, unless All she gave, 
 And went down naked to the grave! 
 And that cry rang again, again, 
 When need was direst among men! 
 Y o u ‘ re now the shipwreckt sailor, cleaving 
 To swamp’d boat through the storms of doom, 
 And from its upturn’d bottom heaving 
 To see your tracts on Wrath to Come, 
 To sea, to sea, the bulky tome 
 That struck your Brothers’ bosoms home; 
 Now you ask only wind and wave 
 To waft your infant from death’s reach. 
 Fly, only fly, by bay and beach, 
 Fly from your very mother’s grave, — 
 Fly from the souls you’re sent to save; — 
 “The Parson does not mean to preach!”
 

BRAND. 

[Wildly clutching his head as if to gather his thoughts.]

 Am I now blind? Or was I?
 

THE DOCTOR. 
 Nay, 
 A father has no other way; 
 Don’t fancy that your act I blame; 
 I hold you greater, clipt and tame, 
 Than in your giant strength secure. — 
 Farewell! I’ve held you up a glass; 
 Use it and sigh: “Alas, alas, 
 Is this a Titan’s portraiture?” 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 

[Gazing a while before him: then bursts out.]

 Before-or now,-when did I stray?
 [AGNES comes out with a cloak over her shoulders and the child in her arms; BRAND does not see her; she is about to speak, but stands petrified with terror at the look in his face. At the same moment A MAN comes in hastily through the garden-gate. The sun is setting.]
 

THE MAN. 
 Hark, priest, you have a foe!
 

BRAND. 

[Clenching his hand against his breast.]

 Yes, here!
 

THE MAN. 
 Watch well the Mayor. The seed you sow 
 Sprang ever bravely into ear, 
 Till blighting slanders laid it low. 
 With meaning hints he has implied 
 That by-and-by this house would lack 
 A tenant, and you’d turn your back, 
 The day your wealthy mother died.
 

BRAND. 
 And if it were so
 

THE MAN. 
 Priest, I know you; 
 Know, why these poisonous tales are rife; 
 You stood against him still at strife; 
 He could not bend your purpose;-lo, you, 
 That’s what these slanders signified — 
 

BRAND. 

[Hesitating.]

 Suppose the case-that he spoke true?
 

THE MAN. 
 Then to us all you’ve basely lied.
 

BRAND. 
 Have I — ?
 

THE MAN. 
 How oft you’ve told us, you, 
 That God has eall’d you to the strife, 
 That here you’ve made your home for life, 
 That here you’ll bear the battle through, 
 That none may shirk the call to serve, 
 That all must fight and never swerve, 
 You have the Call! How flames and flashes 
 In many a heart the fire you’ve fed!
 

BRAND. 
 This people’s heart is hard and dead! 
 Their ear is deaf, their fire is ashes!
 

THE MAN. 
 O, you know better;-radiant day 
 To many a heart has found its way.
 

BRAND. 
 In tenfold others all is night.
 

THE MAN. 
 You’re sent to be their beacon-light, 
 But be the numbers as you choose, 
 Here is no need to closely scan; 
 For here I stand, one only Man, 
 And bid you: Leave us, if you can! 
 I have a soul I would not lose, 
 Like others; books I cannot use, 
 You bore me from the depths below, — 
 Try if you now can let me go! 
 You cannot,-I so closely grip, 
 My soul were lost if I should slip 
 Farewell; I look to learn at last; 
 My priest by me-and God-stands fast. 

[Goes.]
 

AGNES. 

[Timidly.]

 Your lips are blanch’d, and white your cheek; 
 You seem to utter an inward shriek!
 

BRAND. 
 Each strong word flung at yonder rock 
 Thrills back with tenfold echo’s shock.
 

AGNES. 

[Advancing a step.]

 I’m ready!
 

BRAND. 
 Ready? Whereunto?
 

AGNES. 

[Vehemently.]

 For what a mother needs must do!
 

GERD. 

[Runs by outside and stops at the garden-gate; claps her hands and cries in wild joy.]

 Have you heard? The priest’s flown off. — 
 Up from hillocks, out of hones, 
 Swarm the demons and the Drows, 
 Black and ugly, big and little — 
 Ugh, how fierce they cut and cuff — ! 
 Half my eye away they whittle; 
 Half ray soul they’ve carried off; 
 With the stump I’ll e’en make shift, 
 It will serve me well enough!
 

BRAND. 
 Girl, your thoughts are all adrift; 
 See, I stand before you.
 

GERD. 
 You? 
 Ay, but not the parson! Swift 
 From the peak my falcon flew, 
 Fiercely down the fells he hied him, 
 He was bitted and saddled too, 
 Through the nightfall blast he hiss’d, 
 And a man was set astride him, 
 ‘Twas the parson, ‘twas the priest! 
 Now the valley church is bare, 
 Lock and bar are bolted there; 
 Ugly-church’s day is past; 
 Mine shall get its due at last. 
 There the priest stands, tall and strong; 
 Snowy surplice swathes his flank, 
 Woven of winter’s drip and dank, 
 If you’d see him, come along; 
 Parish-church is bare and blank; 
 M y priest has so brave a song, 
 That the whole earth rings to hear it.
 

BRAND. 
 Who has bidden thee, shatter’d spirit, 
 Lure me with this idol-lay?
 

GERD. 

[Coming into the garden.]

 Idols, idols? What are they? 
 Oho! That is what you mean: 
 Giant or pigmy, large or lean, 
 Always gilded, always gay. 
 Idols! Look you where she stands! 
 See you ‘neath her mantle stray 
 Baby-feet and baby-hands? 
 See you how those robes are gay, 
 That close-folded something keep 
 Like a little child asleep? 
 Back she shudders! Hides her son! 
 Idols?-Man, I show you one!
 

AGNES. 
 Have you tears, Brand? Can you pray? 
 Terror scorches mine away!
 

BRAND. 
 Woe’s me, Agnes-I forbode 
 In her words the voice of God.
 

GERD. 
 Hark; now all the bells are loud, 
 Clanging down the savage fells! 
 See, what moving masses crowd 
 Upwards to those bidding bells! 
 See the thousand trolls uprisen 
 From the ocean-caves, their prison; 
 See the thousand dwarfs up-leaping 
 From the graves where they were sleeping 
 With the priest’s seal on them set: 
 Grave and ocean cannot bind them, 
 Out they’re swarming, chill and wet; — 
 Troll-babes that but shammed to die, 
 Grinning roll the rocks behind them: 
 “Mother, father!” hark, they cry; 
 Goodman, Goodwife, make reply; 
 Then, as fathers among sons, 
 Move among their buried ones; 
 Women lay their risen dead 
 At their bosoms to be fed, 
 Strutted scarce with prouder front 
 When they bore them to the font. 
 Life begins! The parson’s fled!
 

BRAND. 
 Get thee from me! Direr still 
 Grows the vision
 

GERD. 
 Hark, he’s mocking! 
 He that sits by yon way-border, 
 Where it rears to scale the hill, 
 All their names as they go flocking 
 In his book he writes in order; — 
 Ho! he’s wellnigh all the pack; 
 For the parish-church is bare, 
 Lock and bar are bolted there, — 
 And parson’s off on falcon-back! 

[Leaps over the garden fence and is lost in the moraine. Stillness.]
 

AGNES. 

[Approaches, and says in a low voice.]

 Late we linger: let us go.
 

BRAND. 

[Looking fixedly at her.]

 Shall our way be — 

[Points first to the garden-gate, then to the house-door.]

 So?-or so?
 

AGNES. 

[Starts back shuddering.]

 Brand, your child,-your child!
 

BRAND. 

[Following her.]

 Say rather: 
 Was I priest ere I was father?
 

AGNES. 

[Drawing further back.]

 Though in thunder-crash it peal’d, 
 Unto that my lips are seal’d.
 

BRAND. 

[Following.]

 You are Mother: it is due 
 That the last word come from you.
 

AGNES. 
 I am Wife: I shall fulfil 
 All that you have heart to will.
 

BRAND. 

[Trying to grasp her arm.]

 Take the Cup of Choice from me!
 

AGNES. 

[Retreating behind the tree.]

 Mother then I should not be!
 

BRAND. 
 There a Judgment is let fall!
 

AGNES. 

[Vehemently.]

 Have you any choice at all!
 

BRAND. 
 Still the Judgment, gathering force!
 

AGNES. 
 Trust you wholly in God’s Call?
 

BRAND. 
 Yes! 

[Grasps her hand firmly.]

 And now ‘tis yours to give 
 Final sentence: Die or live!
 

AGNES. 
 Go where God has fix’d your course. 

[Pause.]
 

BRAND. 
 Late we linger; let us go.
 

AGNES. 

[Voiceless.]

 Shall our way be
 

BRAND. 

[Silent.]
 

AGNES. 

[Pointing to the garden-gate.]

 So?
 

BRAND. 

[Pointing to the house-door.]

 Nay,-so!
 

AGNES. 

[Raising the child aloft in her arms.]

 God! The gift Thou canst require 
 I can lift it to thy sight! 
 Guide me through life’s martyr-fire! 

[Goes in.]
 

BRAND. 

[Gazes a while before him, bursts into tears, clasps his hands over his head, throws himself down on the steps and cries:]

 Jesus, Jesus! give me light!
 






  








ACT FOURTH.
 

Christmas Eve in the Manse. The room is dark. Gardendoor in the background; a window on one side, a door on the other.
 

AGNES, in mourning, stands at the window and gazes out into the darkness.
 

AGNES. 
 Still he comes not! Comes not yet! — 
 Oh, how hard, with gloom beset, — 
 Still to wait and still to cry, — 
 Winning never a reply! — 
 Fast they fall, the softly sifted 
 Snowflakes; in a shroud-like woof 
 They have swathed the old church roof 

[Listens.]

 Hark! the garden-latch is lifted! 
 Steps! A man’s step, firm and fast! 

[Hurries to the door and opens it.]

 Is it thou? Come home! At last!

[BRAND comes in, snowy, in travefling dress, which he removes during what follows.]
 

AGNES. 

[Throwing her arms about him.]

 Oh, how long thou vast away! 
 Go not from me, go not from me; 
 All alone I cannot sway 
 The black clouds that overcome me; 
 What a night, what days have been 
 These two-and the night between!
 

BRAND. 
 I am with thee, child, once more. 

[He lights a single candle, which throws a pale radiance over the room.]

 Thou art pale.
 

AGNES. 
 And worn and sad. 
 I have watch’d and long’d so sore; 
 And this little leafy bough — 
 Little, it was all I had, 
 Saved from summer until now 
 To bedeck our Christmas-tree, — 
 I have hung it there, Brand, see! 
 H i s the bush was, so we said; 
 Ah, ‘t w as his-it crown’d him dead! 

[Bursts into tears.]

 Look, from the snow it peers 
 Yonder, his-O God — 
 

BRAND. 
 His grave.
 

AGNES. 
 O that word!
 

BRAND. 
 Have done with tears.
 

AGNES. 
 Yes-be patient-I’ll be brave! 
 But my soul is bleeding still, 
 And the wound is raw and new 
 Sapp’d is all my strength of will. 
 Oh, but better shall ensue! 
 Once these days are overworn, 
 Thou shalt never see me mourn!
 

BRAND. 
 Keep’st thou so God’s holy Night?
 

AGNES. 
 Ah! Too much thou must not crave! 
 Think-last year so sweet and bright, 
 This year carried from my sight; 
 Carried-carried —— 
 

BRAND. 

[Loudly.]

 To the grave!
 

AGNES.

[Shrieks.]

 Name it not!
 

BRAND. 
 ‘With lungs that crack, 
 Named it must be, if thou shrink — 
 Named, till echo rolls it back, 
 Like a billow from the brink.
 

AGNES. 
 Ah! The word gives thee, too, pain. 
 How-so passionless thou boast thee! 
 On thy brow I see the stain 
 Of the agony it cost thee!
 

BRAND. 
 On my brow the drops that lie 
 Are but sea-spray from the storm.
 

AGNES. 
 And that dewdrop in thine eye, 
 Has it fallen from the sky? 
 No, ah! no, it is too warm, 
 ‘Tis thy heart’s dew!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes, wife, 
 Let us bravely face the strife; 
 Stand together, never flinch, 
 Struggle onward, inch by inch. 
 Oh, I felt a man out there! 
 Surges o’er the reef were dashing; 
 Horror of the storm-lit air 
 Still’d the sea-gull; hail was thrashing 
 Down upon the boiling sea. 
 In my skiff, that mid-fjord quiver’d, 
 Mast and tackle creak’d and shiver’d, 
 Tatter’d sails blew far a-lee, 
 Scarce a shred of them remaining, 
 Every nail and stanchion straining! 
 From the beetling summits sunder’d. 
 Down the avalanches thunder’d; 
 Stiff and stark, with corpse-like faces 
 Sat the rowers in their places. 
 Then the soul in me wax’d high; 
 From the helm I ruled them all, 
 Knowing well that One thereby 
 Had baptized me to His call!
 

AGNES. 
 In the tempest to be strong, 
 Eager in the stress of fight, 
 That is easy, that is light; 
 Think of me, who, all day long, 
 Still must croon without relief 
 The low swallow-song of grief; 
 Think of me, who have no charm 
 For the tedious pain of life; 
 Me, who, far from war’s alarm, 
 Lack the fiery joys of strife: 
 Think, oh think, of me, who share not 
 Noble work, but brood and wait; 
 Me, who to remember dare not, 
 And who never can forget!
 

BRAND. 
 Thou no noble life-work! Thou! 
 Never was it great as now. 
 Listen, Agnes; thou shalt know 
 What to me our loss has brought. 
 Oftentimes my light is low, 
 Dim my reason, dull my thought, 
 And there seems a kind of gladness 
 In immeasurable sadness. 
 Agnes-in such hours I see 
 God, as at no other, near; 
 Oh, so near, it seems to me 
 I could speak, and He would hear. 
 Like a lost child then I long 
 To be folded to his breast, 
 And be gather’d. by His strong 
 Tender Father-arms to rest!
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, oh see Him so alway! 
 To thy supplication near — 
 God of love and not of fear!
 

BRAND. 
 No; I may not bar his way, 
 Nor run counter to my Call; 
 I must see Him vast, sublime 
 As the heavens,-a pigmy Time 
 Needs a giant God withal! 
 Oh, but t h o u mayst see Him near, 
 See Him as a Father dear, 
 Bow Thy head upon His breast, 
 There, when thou art weary, rest, 
 Then return, with face aglow 
 From His presence, fair and free, 
 Bear His glory down to me 
 Worn with battle-thrust and throe! 
 See, my Agnes; so to share 
 Is the soul of wedded life: 
 This, the turmoil and the strife, 
 Hers the healing and the care; 
 ‘This and this alone, the true 
 Wedlock, that makes one of two. 
 Since thou turnedst from the life 
 Of the world to be my wife, 
 Boldly east thy lot with me, 
 This the work appointed thee: 
 Mine the stir and stress of fight, 
 Battle in the burning sun, 
 Watching in the winter night; 
 But for thee, when all is done, 
 To my parching lips to hold 
 Love’s full wine-cup, and to fold 
 ‘Neath the breastplate’s iron stress 
 The soft robe of tenderness. 
 Surely that work is not light!
 

AGNES. 
 Every work that I have sought 
 Is too hard for my weak skill; 
 All the fibres of my will 
 Gather round a single thought. 
 Like a vision seems it still: 
 Let me have of tears my fill. 
 Help me so myself to see, — 
 What I am, and ought to he! 
 Brand,-last night, in stillest hush, 
 Open’d he my chamber door, 
 On his cheek a rosy flush, 
 And his little shirt he wore, — 
 Toddled so with childish tread 
 To the couch where I lay lonely, 
 “Mother!” call’d to me, and spread 
 Both his arms, and smiled, but only 
 As if praying: “Make Inc warm.” 
 Yea, I saw!-Oh, my heart bled
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes!
 

AGNES. 
 Ah, his little form 
 Was a-cold, Brand! Needs it must, 
 Pillow’d in the chilly dust.
 

BRAND. 
 That which lies beneath the sod 
 Is the c o r s e; the child’s with God.
 

AGNES. 

[Shrinking from him.]

 Oh, canst thou without remorse 
 Thus our bleeding anguish tear? 
 What thou sternly call’st the corse — 
 Ah, to me, my child is there! 
 Where is body, there is soul: 
 These apart I cannot keep, 
 Each is unto me the whole; 
 Alf beneath the snow asleep 
 Is my very Alf in heaven!
 

BRAND. 
 Many a raw wound must be riven 
 Ere thy deep disease give way.
 

AGNES. 
 Yet have patience with me, pray, 
 Let me follow, not he driven. 
 Give me thy strong hand and guide me 
 Oh, and gently, gently chide me! 
 Thou whose voice in thunder-tones 
 Vibrates in the hour of strife, 
 For the soul that still with groans 
 Fights a fight for very life, 
 Hast thou no soft, piteous lay, 
 To beguile its pangs away? 
 Ne’er a message to uplift, 
 Point me to the dawn-fired rift? 
 God, as thou wouldst have me view Him, 
 Is a monarch on His throne. 
 How dare I, then, turn unto Him 
 With my lowly mother’s moan?
 

BRAND. 
 Wouldst thou rather, haply, turn 
 To the God thou knew’st before?
 

AGNES. 
 Never, never, nevermore! 
 And yet oftentimes I yearn 
 Towards the daybreak, towards the light. 
 Towards the sunshine warm and golden. 
 Oh, the ancient saw is right: 
 “Lightly lifted, hardly holden.” 
 All too vast this realm of thine, 
 Too gigantic to be mine. 
 Thou, thy word, thy work, thy goal, 
 Will austere, and steadfast soul, 
 Overhead the beetling height, 
 And the barrier fjord below, 
 Grief and memory, toil and night, 
 All vast,-were the Church but so!
 

BRAND. 

[Starting.]

 What! the Church? Again that thought? 
 Is it bred an instinct blind 
 In the air?
 

AGNES. 

[Shaking her head sadly.]

 Oh ask me not 
 To find reasons for my thought. 
 Instinct steals upon the sense 
 Like a perfume,-to and fro, 
 Blowing whither? Blowing whence? 
 I perceive it, that is all; 
 And, unknowing, yet I know 
 That for me it is too small.
 

BRAND. 
 Truth may be from dreams divined. 
 In a hundred hearts I find 
 Self-begotten this one word; 
 Even in hers, whose frantic call 
 From the mountain-side I heard: 
 “It is ugly, for ‘tis small!” 
 So she said; and like the rest 
 Left her meaning half-express’d. 
 Then of women came a score, 
 “Yes, it is too small,” they cried; 
 They would have it spread and soar, 
 Like a palace in its pride. 
 Agnes-ah! I see it clear; 
 Thou the woman art whom God 
 Gave me for His angel-guide. 
 Safe alike from doubt and fear 
 Through the darkness thou bast trod, 
 Keeping still the even way, 
 Where I blindly went astray. 
 Thee no glamour captivated — 
 Once thy finger show’d the fated 
 Region where my life-work waited, 
 Check’d me, as I sought sublime, 
 To the vault of heaven to climb, 
 Turn’d my soaring glance within, 
 And that kingdom bade me win. 
 Now, a second time, thy word 
 Penetrates my soul like day, 
 Guides me where I vainly err’d, 
 Glorifies my weary way. 
 Small the Church is? Be it so: 
 Then a greater Church shall grow. 
 Never, never did I wot 
 All God gave me, giving thee; 
 Now that cry of thine’s for me: 
 Leave me not! Oh leave me not!
 

AGNES. 
 All my sorrow I will quell, 
 I will dry the tears that well, 
 Seal in still sepulchral sleep 
 Memory’s lone castle-keep; 
 Lay oblivion like a sea 
 Open between it and me, 
 I will blot the joyous gleams 
 From my little world of dreams, 
 Live, thy wife, alone for thee!
 

BRAND. 
 Steep the path is, high the goal.
 

AGNES. 
 Lead, nor sternly spur, my soul!
 

BRAND. 

[Going.]

 In a greater name I call.
 

AGNES. 
 One of whom thou saidst that still 
 He accepts the steadfast will, 
 Though the flesh be weak withal!
 

BRAND. 
 Whither, Agnes?
 

AGNES. 

[Smiles.]

 Ah, to-day 
 Home must have its feast array! 
 Thou my lavishness didst chide, 
 Mindest thou, last Christmastide? 
 All the chamber flash’d with lights, 
 From the Christmas-tree there hung 
 Toys and wreaths and quaint delights; 
 There was laughter, there was song. 
 Brand, for us this year also 
 Shall the Christmas-candles glow, 
 Here shall all be deek’d and light 
 For the great, still Feast to-night! 
 Here, if haply God should peep, 
 He of meek and lowly mind 
 Shall His stricken children find, 
 Babes, that humbly understand, 
 To have felt their Father’s hand 
 Gives them not a right to weep. — 
 Seest thou now of tears a sign?
 

BRAND. 

[Presses her to him a moment.]

 Child, make light: that work is thine.
 

AGNES. 

[Smiles sadly.]

 Thou thy greater Church shalt rear: 
 Oh-but end ere Spring is here! 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 
 Willing in her torments still, 
 Willing at the martyr’s stake; 
 Flesh may flag and spirit break, 
 But unbroken in her Will. 
 Lord, to her poor strength add Thine; — 
 Be the cruel task not mine 
 At Thy bidding to unchain 
 Angry vultures of the Law, 
 Swift to swoop with ravening maw, 
 And her heart’s warm blood to drain! 
 I have strength to stand the strain. 
 Twofold agony let me bear, — 
 But be merciful to her! 

[A knock at the outer door. THE MAYOR enters.]
 

THE MAYOR. 
 A beaten man, I seek your door.
 

BRAND. 
 A beaten man?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 As such I stand 
 Before you. When I open’d war, 
 And sought to drive you from the land, 
 The cnd I augur’d, I confess, 
 For you, was not just-well-success.
 

BRAND. 
 Indeed — ?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 But though my cause I boast 
 The better, I’ll contend no more.
 

BRAND. 
 And why?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Because you have the most.
 

BRAND. 
 Have I?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Oh, that you can’t ignore: 
 Folks flock to you by sea and shore; 
 And in the whole of my confine 
 A spirit has of late been rife, 
 Which, God’s my witness, is not mine; 
 Whence to conclude is only due, 
 That it originates with you. 
 Here is my hand: we’ll end the strife!
 

BRAND. 
 War such as we wage does not cease, 
 Howe’er the vanquish’d cry “No more!”
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Why, what should be the end of war 
 But reasonable terms of peace? 
 To kick at pricks is not my way, 
 I’m made of common human clay; 
 When at your breast the lance you feel 
 It is but reason to give place; — 
 With but a switch to parry steel, 
 ‘Tis just to make a volte-face; 
 Left of your cause the sole defender, 
 It is the wisest to surrender.
 

BRAND. 
 Two things are noticeable here. 
 First, that you call me strong. 
 Of men I have the larger part.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 That’s clear.
 

BRAND. 
 Now, possibly: but when shall rise 
 The great dread day of sacrifice, 
 Who will have more supporters then?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Of sacrifice? Why, goodness me, 
 That’s just the day we never see! 
 At least, the sacrifice no worse is 
 Than drafts upon good people’s purses; 
 The age is too humane to bring 
 Any more costly offering. 
 And what’s most vexing is, that I 
 Myself have all along been noted 
 Of those who the Humane promoted 
 And hinder’d sacrifice thereby. 
 So that it may be fairly said, 
 I’ve put the axe to my own head, 
 Or, at the least, laid rods in store 
 To baffle all I’ve struggled for.
 

BRAND. 
 You may be right. But, furthermore, 
 I hardly know how you can dare 
 Surrender your own cause as lost. 
 Be rods, or be they not, the cost, 
 Man’s work is what he’s fashion’d for, 
 And Paradise, for him, lies there. 
 ‘Twixt him and it though oceans swell, 
 And close at hand lie Satan’s quarter, 
 May he for that cry “Toil, farewell — 
 The way to hell’s distinctly shorter!”?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 To that I answer: Yes and No. 
 Some final haven man must win; — 
 If all our toil brings nothing in, 
 Who on a barren quest will go? 
 The fact stands thus: we want reward 
 For every labour, light or hard; 
 And if in arms we miss the prize, — 
 We gain our point by compromise.
 

BRAND. 
 But black will never turn to white!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Respected friend, the gain is slight 
 Of saying: “White as yonder brae,” 
 When the mob’s shouting: “Black as snow!”
 

BRAND. 
 You join them, possibly?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Why, no — 
 I rather shout, not black, but gray, 
 The time’s humane; asks apt compliance, 
 Not blunt and absolute defiance. 
 We stand on democratic ground, 
 Where what the people thinks is right; 
 Shall o n e against the mass propound 
 His special views on black and white? 
 In short, you, having a majority, 
 Arc best entitled to authority. 
 So I submit, as they submitted, 
 With you my humble lot I cast, 
 And may I by no soul be twitted 
 For not contending to the last! 
 Folks now consider, I perceive, 
 Petty and poor all I achieve; 
 They say there’s something of more worth 
 Than richer harvests wrung from earth; 
 They are not willing as they were, 
 The necessary mite to spare; 
 And the best cause, if will’s not in it, — 
 There’s very little hope to win it. 
 Believe me, ‘tis no easy thing 
 To drop one’s plans for roads and bridges, 
 For tapping meres and draining ridges, 
 And more besides that was in swing. 
 But, good Lord, what’s a man to say? 
 If he can’t win, he must give way; 
 Patiently trust that Time’s his friend, 
 And to the blast astutely bend. 
 Now,-the folks’ favour I’ve foregone 
 In just the way it first was won; 
 Ay, ay,-and by another track 
 I’ll get my old possession back.
 

BRAND. 
 So all your cunning, all your art, 
 Aim’d but to win the people’s heart?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 God help me, no! The common good 
 And profit of this neighbourhood 
 Has been my single, sole desire. 
 But, I admit, there did conspire 
 The worker’s hope of worthy hire 
 For day’s work honestly pursued. 
 The fact stands thus: a resolute 
 And able man, with sense to boot, 
 Demands to see his labour’s fruit, 
 And not to drudge and sweat and groan 
 To profit an Idea alone. 
 With the best will I can’t afford 
 To throw my interests overboard, 
 And give my brains without reward. 
 I’ve a large household to supply, 
 A wife, and of grown girls a store, 
 Who must be first provided for; — 
 Belly that’s empty, throat that’s dry, 
 The idea scarce will satisfy 
 Where mouths so many must be fill’d. 
 And any man who should demur, 
 For him I have but one reply, — 
 Iie’s an unworthy householder.
 

BRAND. 
 And now your object is — ?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 To build.
 

BRAND. 
 To build?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Why, yes,-the common state 
 To better, and my own to boot. 
 First I will build up the repute 
 I stood in till a recent date: — 
 The elections soon will be on foot: — 
 So I must set some scheme afloat, 
 Some booming enterprise promote; 
 Thus I regain my lost authority, 
 And check the wane of my majority. 
 Now, I’ve reflected, to compete 
 With wind and tide wins no man’s praises; 
 The folk want “lifting,” as the phrase is, 
 A work for which I’m all unmeet; 
 I can but set them on their feet; 
 Which can’t be done unless they please, — 
 And here all are my enemies! 
 Whence I’ve resolved since such the case is, 
 After ripe thought, to find a basis 
 For making war with poverty
 

BRAND. 
 You would uproot it?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 No, not I! 
 It is a necessary ill 
 In every state: we must endure it; 
 Yet may we, with a little skill, 
 In certain forms confine, secure it, 
 If only we begin in time. 
 He who would grow a bed of crime, 
 Let him with poverty manure it: 
 I’ll set a dam to this manure!
 

BRAND. 
 How?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Do you take me? I can cure 
 A want, of long and bitter proof, 
 By building, for the Town’s behoof, 
 A Pest-house for the afflicted Poor. 
 Pest-house I call a thing projected 
 To rid us of the crime-infected. 
 And, I reflected, to the Pest-house 
 Might well be added an Arrest-house, 
 The cause with its effect confined 
 The selfsame bars and bolts behind, 
 And nothing but a wall between. 
 And, while my hand is in, I mean 
 In the same block to build withal 
 A wing for balls and ballotings, 
 Social and business gatherings, 
 With platform and Assembly-Hall; 
 In short, a half-political, 
 Half-social, smart and festive Guest-house.
 

BRAND. 
 Sorely required; this most of all; 
 But yet there’s o n e thing needed more.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 You mean a Mad-house? Yes, indeed; 
 A very peremptory need; 
 That was my own idea before. 
 But now, by friendly counsel wrought, 
 I’ve utterly renounced the thought; 
 For who’s to furnish the supplies 
 For such a giant enterprise? 
 To put a Mad-house up would come, 
 Believe me, to a pretty sum, 
 H all whom need and merit fitted, 
 Should be within its walls admitted. 
 We must not build for our caprice, 
 But note Time’s current as it glides; — 
 The world moves on with giant strides, 
 Last year abundance, famine this; 
 You see to what a monstrous girth 
 The folks’ necessities have swell’d, 
 Talents for everything on earth, 
 Headlong by seven-league boots propell’d, 
 Are swarming madly to the birth. 
 Thus it would be too dear a jest 
 To build posterity a nest 
 And let self, wife, and children go; 
 This tooth, I say, we can’t afford: 
 Out with it, therefore, by the Lord!
 

BRAND. 
 And then, there’s the great Hall, you know, 
 For any madder than the rest.
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Delighted.]

 Yes, it would mostly be to spare! 
 Why, Brand, you’ve hit the nail-head there! 
 If fortunate our project’s fate is, 
 We get to boot-a Mad-house gratis; 
 Here, shelter’d by the selfsame roof, 
 And by the selfsame flag defended, 
 All the essential strands are blended 
 That tinge and tone our social woof. 
 Here in one haven disembogues 
 The flood of Paupers and of Rogues; 
 With Lunatics who roajn’d at large, 
 Subject to no man’s check or charge; 
 Here too our Freedom’s highest reach, 
 The election-strife, the storm of speech; 
 And here our Council-Hall, for framing 
 Measures to meet each public pest; 
 And here our Feast-Hall, for proclaiming 
 How well we’ll guard the Past’s bequest. 
 You see, then, if our project stand, 
 The Cragsman has at his command 
 All he in reason can demand, — 
 The right to live as he thinks best. 
 God knows, how slender our resources, 
 But once our enterprise in force is, 
 I trust we may be with impunity 
 Styled a well-organised community.
 

BRAND. 
 But then the means — ?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Ay, there’s the knot, 
 As in all other things, in this. 
 Hardly to contributions wrought 
 Is Will, and if your help I miss, 
 I furl my flag without a thought: 
 But with your eloquent alliance 
 I’ll bid all obstacles defiance, 
 And when all’s done, your kind compliance, 
 Believe me, shall not be forgot.
 

BRAND. 
 In short, you’d b u y me.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 For my aim 
 I should prefer another name: 
 I seek, with general good in view. 
 That gulf of difference to cross 
 Which you from me and me from you 
 Has sever’d, to our common loss.
 

BRAND. 
 In an ill-omen’d hour you came —— 
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Unfortunately yes, I own it : 
 Your recent loss,-I might have known it, 
 But your brave bearing re-assured me, 
 And need of public credit lured me.
 

BRAND. 
 In grievous or in gladsome season 
 I render help where need is plain; 
 But, for another weighty reason, 
 This time your mission is in vain.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 And which, pray — ?
 

BRAND. 
 I am building too.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 You building? You adopt my view?
 

BRAND. 
 Not altogether. 

[Pointing out of the window.]

 Do you see?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Yonder?
 

BRAND. 
 Yes.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 That great ugly stall? 
 Why, that’s the Parsonage granary.
 

BRAND. 
 No, not that;-but the ugly, small — 
 

THE MAYOR. 
 The Church?
 

BRAND. 
 I mean to build it great.
 

THE MAYOR.
 That, by the devil! you shall not! 
 No man shall alter it one jot! 
 My plan ‘twould utterly frustrate. 
 Mine’s urgent, only waits the word, 
 By yours I’m absolutely floor’d; 
 Two weapons can’t at once be wielded, 
 Yield therefore — !
 

BRAND. 
 I have never yielded.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 You must, man, here. Build my Arrest-house, 
 My Pest-house and my festive Guest-house, 
 Build all, the Mad-house comprehending, 
 And who’ll ask, where the Church wants mending? 
 And why condemn it now to fall? 
 ‘Twas well enough a while ago.
 

BRAND. 
 Possibly; n o w it is too small.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 I never saw it full, I know.
 

BRAND. 
 Even a single soul is scanted, 
 And has not room therein to soar.
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Shaking his head in amazement.]

 (Which single soul but proves the more 
 How sorely my Asylum’s wanted.) 

[Changing his tone.]

 Let the Church be, is my advice. 
 One may regard it, in some wise, 
 As a rich heirloom of our age; 
 In fact, a noble heritage, 
 Which we not lightly may remove. 
 Nay, if my building project crashes, 
 I, like a Phoenix from the ashes, 
 Will live again in public love, 
 As one chivalrously intent 
 To save our ancient monument! 
 Here stood a heathen fane of old, — 
 ‘Twas in King Belii’s reign, no doubt; 
 Then, later heroes more devout 
 Founded the Church with looted gold. 
 All-sacred in its antique dress, 
 Grand in its simple stateliness, 
 Till our own days it tower’d sublime —— 
 

BRAND. 
 But all these glories of old time 
 Lie long since buried deep in mould, 
 Of all surviving sign bereft.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Just so! They arc so very old 
 That not a trace of them is left. 
 But in my late grandfather’s day 
 A wall-hole still defied decay!
 

BRAND. 
 A wall-hole?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Fit to hold a tun!
 

BRAND. 
 But the wall’s self?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Oh, that was gone. 
 In plain terms then, I am compell’d 
 To say, your scheme is out of court: — 
 A barbarous and unparallel’d 
 Horrible sacrilege, in short. 
 And then the money,-do you dream 
 These folks are so profuse in spending, 
 That they’ll contrive new cost by lending 
 Existence to a half-hatch’d scheme? 
 When with a little deftness they 
 May so far patch the crumbling wall 
 That in o u r time it will not fall? 
 But just go out!-the field survey, — 
 You’ll find, I’m winner after all.
 

BRAND. 
 From no man will I wring a jot 
 To give my God house-harbourage: 
 With my own goods it shall be wrought; 
 In that one work my heritage 
 To the last penny shall be spent. — 
 Now, Mayor, are you still confident 
 That you can shake me from my thought?
 

THE MAYOR. 

[With, folded hands.]

 I stand-as from the clouds dropp’d down! 
 Such things are even in a Town 
 Scarce heard of,-and yet here, for us, 
 Who long to the necessitous 
 Have closed our purses and our doors, 
 You loose this flood of gifts unbounded 
 That ripples, flashes, foams and pours-. 
 -No, Brand, I’m utterly dumbfounded!
 

BRAND. 
 In thought I long ago resign’d My wealth — 
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Yes, whisper’d hints have flown 
 Pointing to something of the kind. 
 But I regarded them as wind. 
 How many men give all they own 
 Without a tangible return? 
 However, that’s your own concern. — 
 Go on! I’ll follow. You’re in feather, 
 You can act freely, work and sway. — 
 Brand, we will build the Church together!
 

BRAND. 
 What, you are willing to give way?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Dear God’s my witness, that I am! 
 And shall be while my wits are sound! 
 When o n e would fatten, pamper, cram, — 
 Another milk and shear and flay, — 
 Where, think you, will the flock be found? 
 Death and destruction, I’m your man! 
 I’m fire and fury for the plan! 
 Thrill’d, agitated, nay, affected! 
 Providence prompted the design 
 That led me to your door to-night, 
 For sure, without the hint of mine 
 Your plan had scarcely been projected, 
 Or, at the least, scarce seen the light! 
 And thus the Church, conceived aright, 
 Will by m y means have been erected!
 

BRAND. 
 But, don’t forget, we must lay low 
 That towering relic of the past!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Looking out.]

 Seen in the twofold glimmer cast 
 By the new moon and the fresh snow, 
 It seems a sort of-rubbish-heap.
 

BRAND. 
 What, Mayor!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 It is too old to keep! 
 I fail entirely to explain it, 
 Till now it never struck my eye, — 
 The weathercock stands all awry; 
 It would be monstrous to retain it. 
 And where are architecture, style, 
 Rightly regarded, in the pile? 
 What terms can give that arch its due? 
 An architect would call it vile ; — 
 And really I must share his view. 
 And then that roof with moss-tufts blowing, — 
 Bless me, they’re none of Bele’s growing. 
 No, we may overmuch assert 
 The reverence for ancient glories! 
 One fact, at least, there’s no o’erthrowing, 
 That this old rotten but no more is 
 But just a very heap of dirt!
 

BRAND. 
 But if the people’s voice should storm 
 At those who seek to lay it low — ?
 

THE MAYOR. 

I will it though they all cry No. 
 This Christmas with the least delay 
 I’ll put the thing in proper form, 
 And launch it smoothly on its way. 
 I’ll write, I’ll agitate, I’ll sway! 
 Ay, ay-you know the stuff I’m made of! 
 And if I cannot hire or hound 
 The foolish flock to help to end it, 
 With my own hands I’ll rive and rend it, 
 Timber by timber, to the ground. 
 Nay, though I had to call the aid of 
 My wife and all my girls as well, 
 Down it should come, by death and hell
 

BRAND. 
 This language has another sound 
 Than that which earlier from you fell.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 To be humane is to repress 
 All manner of One-sidedness. 
 And sure, if truth the poet utters, 
 Precisely what is to be sought 
 In thinking is “the winged thought,” — 
 That is to say-the thought that flutters. 
 Farewell. 

[Taking his hat.]

 I have to see the band.
 

BRAND. 
 The what?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Just think, within our land 
 This morning two of us laid hand 
 On a foul-favour’d gipsy horde, 
 So I got help with rope and cord, 
 And now they’re in your neighbour’s ward 
 Next to the North, but-devil clip me! — 
 If just a couple didn’t slip me — 
 

BRAND. 
 The bells arc ringing: Peace to Men.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Why came this hell-brood hither, then? 
 Yet in a sense, they are, ‘tis true, 
 Kin to this parish, — 

[Laughing.]

 Nay to you 
 Hark to a riddle: read it right, 
 If you have power and appetite. 
 There be, who in effect derive 
 From her, by whom you are alive, 
 But owe their actual origin 
 To coming of another kin.
 

BRAND. 

[Shaking his head.]

 O God, so many riddles rise 
 Before our baffled, helpless eyes!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 But this one’s very lightly guess’d. 
 You must have often, heretofore. 
 Heard -tell one story or another 
 Of that poor fellow here by West 
 Whose head four parsons’ learning bore; 
 He went a-wooing to your Mother.
 

BRAND. 
 What then?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Conceive,-a girl of gold! 
 She sent him to the right-about 
 Promptly, as might have been foretold. 
 And how d’ye think he took the flout? 
 Half mad with grief he wander’d out, 
 Mated at last another bride, 
 A gipsy,-and, before he died, 
 Enricled with issue this foul band 
 That sins and starves about the land. 
 Nay, on this parish he conferr’d 
 One bastard imp-as souvenir 
 Of his illustrious career.
 

BRAND. 
 Namely — ?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 The gipsy-urchin Gerd.
 

BRAND. 

[In muffled tones.]

 Ah-so!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Gaily.]

 Confess, the riddle’s good! 
 His issue in effect derive 
 From her by whom you are alive; 
 For the first cause of all the brood 
 Was, that he loved and she withstood.
 

BRAND. 
 Advise me, Mayor; can you tell 
 Some means of giving them relief?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Tut, clap them in a Bridewell cell. 
 They’re overhead in debt to hell; 
 To save them were to play the thief 
 With Satan, who will lose his trade 
 If earth restore not what he made.
 

BRAND. 
 You plann’d to build a house, to better 
 This naked misery and dearth
 

THE MAYOR. 
 That plan was, by its own begetter, 
 Slain in the moment of its birth.
 

BRAND. 
 If after all though-it were well
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Smiling.]

 This language has another sound 
 Than that which earlier from you fell. 

[Clapping him on the shoulder.]

 What’s buried, leave it in the ground! 
 Man must not dash his deed with doubt. 
 Farewell, farewell, I can’t remain, 
 I must be off and scour the fell, 
 To seek this nest of truants out. 
 A merry Yule! We’ll meet again! 
 My greetings to your wife. Farewell! 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 

[After a meditative silence.]

 O expiation without end! — 
 So wildly mingle, strangely blend 
 The threads that human fortune spin, — 
 Sin tangled with the fruit of sin, 
 Pouring its own pollution in, — 
 That he who eyes their mazy flight 
 Sees foulest Wrong grow one with Right. 

[Goo to the window, and after a long look out:]

 My little child, lamb without stain, 
 Thou for thy mother’s deed wast slain; 
 A shatter’d spirit bore His voice 
 Whose throne the crested heavens sustain, 
 And bade me cast the (lie of choice. 
 And this distracted soul had birth 
 Because my mother’s slave to earth. 
 Thus the Lord, sowing fruit of crime, 
 Reaps retribution in His time, 
 And, reaching down from His high dome, 
 Strikes the third generation home. 

[Starts back in horror from the window.]

 

Yes, God is above all things just, 
 And retribution is His goal; 
 Only by sacrifice the soul 
 Achieves redemption from the dust; 
 Hard truth, our age appall’d descries, 
 And, therefore, stubbornly denies. 

[Walks up and down the room.]

 To pray? Ah, pray-a word that slips 
 Easily over all men’s lips; 
 A coin by all men lightly paid. 
 What’s prayer? In storm and stress to shout 
 Unto the vague Unknown for aid. 
 Upon Christ’s shoulders beg a place, 
 And stretch both hands to Heaven for grace — 
 While knee-deep in the slough of doubt. 
 Ha! if there needed nothing more 
 I might like others dare to raise 
 My hand and batter at His door 
 Who still is “terrible in praise.” — 

[Pauses and reflects.]

 

And yet in uttermost despair, 
 In shuddering sorrow’s deepest deep, 
 When Alf at last had sunk to sleep, 
 And all his mother’s kisses vain 
 Won not the lost smile back again — 
 What felt I-if it was not prayer? 
 Whence came that trance, that ecstasy, 
 That rushing music, like a blast, 
 That sang afar and hurried past, 
 Bore me aloft and set me free? 
 Was it the ecstasy of prayer? 
 Did I with God hold converse there? 
 My anguish-did it reach his ears? 
 Did he look down and see my tears? 
 I know not. Bared is now the door, 
 The darkness deeper than before, 
 And nowhere, nowhere any light! 
 Yes, She-who, darkling, yet hath sight — 

[Calls in anguish.]

 Light, Agnes-light, if light thou hast! 

[Agnes opens the door and enters with the lighted Christmas candles; a bright glow falls over the room.]
 

BRAND. 
 Light!
 

AGNES. 
 See, the Yule light, Brand, at last!
 

BRAND. 

[Softly.]

 The Yule light! Ha!
 

AGNES. 

[Putting them on the table.]

 Have I been slow?
 

BRAND. 
 No, no.
 

AGNES. 
 Thou must be cold, Brand!
 

BRAND. 

[Loudly.]

 No.
 

AG NES. 

[Smiling, fills the stove.]

 How stern! It is thy pride of will, 
 That scorns the darkness and the chill.
 

BRAND. 

[Walking up and down.]

 H’in, Will!
 

AGNES. 

[To herself, as she decks the room.]

 Here must the candles stand. 
 Last year he stretch’d his tiny hand 
 After the glancing, dancing light: 
 He was so joyous and so bright; 
 He started from his little chair, 
 And ask’d me if a sun it were. 

[Moves the candles a little.]

 See! now the candle’s glow falls- there! 
 Now from his bed my boy can see 
 The window gleaming cheerily; 
 Now can he peer out of the gloom 
 Silently into our lit room — 
 But, ah! the glass is dim; stay, stay — 
 I’ll wipe the dew of tears away 
 And make it smile —— 

[Dries the pane.]
 

BRAND. 

[Softly as he watches her.]

 When in this breast 
 Will the wild waters sink to rest? 
 To rest they must!
 

AGNES. 

[To herself.]

 How bright the glow, 
 It seems as though the sundering wall 
 Had sunk; the low room grown a hall, 
 The murky world of ice and snow 
 Sudden become a shelter’d nest, 
 Where cosily my child may rest.
 

BRAND. 
 What dost thou, Agnes?
 

AGNES. 

[To herself.]

 Peace, I pray!
 

BRAND. 

[Nearer.]

 Why didst thou ope the curtain?
 

AGNES. 
 Nay, 
 I dreamt, and knew not what I did!
 

BRAND. 
 Snares in that dream of thine lie hid; 
 Close it again.
 

AGNES. 

[Pleading.]Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 Close, I say!
 

AGNES. 
 Oh, be not harsh, it is not right.
 

BRAND. 
 Close, close!
 

AGNES. 

[Drawing it.]

 Now all is close and tight; 
 Yet in my heart I scarce can deem 
 God injured if, at sorest need, 
 In the brief respite of a dream 
 I tasted comfort.
 

BRAND. 
 No, indeed! 
 He is a feeling Judge and kind, 
 And will indulgently forbear, 
 If in thy service He should find 
 Some idol-worship here and there.
 

AGNES. 

[Bursts into tears.]

 Oh, say, w h e n will He cease to crave? 
 My wings are weak-I faint and fall
 

BRAND. 
 He gives to the devouring wave 
 Who in his giving gives not all.
 

AGNES. 
 I ha v e given all; I have no more!
 

BRAND. 

[Shakes his head.]

 Yet other gifts remain behind.
 

AGNES. 

[Smiling.]

 Ask: I’ve the courage of the poor!
 

BRAND. 
 Give!
 

AGNES. 
 Take! All, Brand, thou’lt nothing find!
 

BRAND.
 Thy memories and thy moans thou hast, 
 Thy longings and thy sinful sighs — 
 

AGNES. 

[D e sp airing ly .]

 I have my heart of agonies! 
 Tear, tear it from me!
 

BRAND. 
 Thou hast cast 
 Thy offerings in the yawning deep 
 For nothing, if thou count them losses
 

AGNES. 

[Shudders.]

 Narrow is thy Lord’s way, and steep.
 

BRAND. 
 That way Will cannot choose but keep.
 

AGNES. 
 Arid Mercy’s is —— 
 

BRAND 

[Peremptorily.]
 Beset with crosses.
 

AGNES. 

[Gazes before her; then, trembling.]

 Now numifest and open lies, 
 Abysmal as the depths of space, 
 That mystic Word.
 

BRAND. 
 What word?
 

AGNES. 
 He dies 
 Who sees Jehovah face to face.
 

BRAND. 

[Throws his arms about her and clasps her close.]

 O look not on Him! Close thine eyes! 
 Bide thee, O hide thee!
 

AGNES. 
 Must I?
 

BRAND. 

[Lets her go.]

 No!
 

AGNES. 
 Thou sufferest, Brand.
 

BRAND. 
 Thou art so dear.
 

AGNES.
 Thou lov’st me, but thy love I fear. 
 ‘Tis stern.
 

BRAND. 
 Too stern?
 

AGNES. 
 Ask not; whereso 
 Thou goest, I will also go!
 

BRAND. 
 Think’st thou without design I won thee 
 Out of thy gladsome gay content, 
 Or, half in earnest, laid upon thee 
 The call to self-abandonment? 
 Woe to us both; too dear we paid, 
 Too vast a sacrifice we made; 
 Thou art my wife: I crave thee all 
 To live according to our call.
 

AGNES. 
 Crave; only leave me not.
 

BRAND. 
 Indeed 
 I must; for rest and peace I need. 
 Soon shall the great new Church arise!
 

AGNES. 
 My little Church a ruin lies.
 

BRAND. 
 It was a blessed wind that blew 
 And thy heart’s idol overthrew! 

[Clasps her as if in dread.]

 Peace be upon thee-and, through thee, 
 Peace also upon mine and me! 

[Goes towards the side-door.]
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, may I softly set ajar 
 One hateful window-barrier,-so? 
 Only a little? May I?
 

BRAND. 

[In the doorway.]

 No. 

[Goes into his room.]
 

AGNES. 
 Closed, all closed with bolt and bar! 
 Seals on every passion set! 
 Seal’d to sorrow and to sigh, 
 Seal’d the grave and seal’d the sky, 
 Seal’d to feel-and to forget! 
 I will out! I gasp for breath 
 In this lonely house of death. 
 Out? Oh, whither? Angry eyes 
 Glare upon me from the skies! 
 Can I, flying, high or low, 
 Bear my treasure where I go? 
 Can I from my breast unsphere 
 The mute vacancy of fear? — 

[Listens at BRAND’S door.]

 Loud he read’s, he cannot hear. 
 There’s no comfort. There’s no way. 
 God is busy: lists to-day 
 But to song and praise and blessing 
 Of the happy, child-possessing, 
 Richly-gifted of the earth. 
 Christmas is the feast of mirth. 
 Me He sees not, nor takes heed 
 Of a lonely mother’s need. — 

[Goes cautiously to the window.]

 

Shall I draw the curtain back, 
 Till the clear and kindly ray 
 Chase the horror of night away 
 From his chamber bare and black? 
 Nay, he is not there at all. 
 Yule’s the children’s festival, 
 He bath got him leave to rise, 
 Haply now he stands, and cries, 
 Stretches little arms in vain 
 To his mother’s darken’d pane. 
 Was not that a baby’s voice? 
 Alf, I’ve neither will nor choice! 
 All is bared and bolted here. 
 ‘Tis thy father’s bidding, dear! 
 Alf, I may not open now! 
 An obedient child art thou! 
 ‘We ne’cr grieved him, thou and I. 
 Oh, fly home then to the sky, 
 There is gladness, there is light, 
 There thy merry comrades stay 
 Till thou come to join their play. 
 Oh, but weep not in their sight, 
 Nor to any soul betray 
 That thy father bade me lock, 
 When thy little hand did knock. 
 Years bring sterner, sadder stress 
 Than a little child may guess. 
 Say, he sorrow’d, say, he sigh’d; 
 Say, he wove the garden’s pride 
 All into a wreath for thee. 
 ‘Tis his doing! Canst thou see? 

[Listens, starts, and shakes her head.]

 

Oh, I dream! Not bar and wall 
 Only from my love divide me. 
 When the purging fire hath tried me 
 In its anguish, then alone 
 Shall the parting barriers fall 
 And the mighty bolts be batter’d, 
 And the vaulted dungeons shatter’d, 
 And the prison hinges groan! 
 Much, oh, much is to be done 
 Ere we parted twain be one. 
 I with silent, toiling hands 
 Still will labour on, to fill 
 The abyss of his commands; 
 I shall nerve me, I shall will. 
 But it is tl-e Feast this eve — 
 Last year’s how unlike! And wait 
 We will honour it in state. 
 I will fetch my treasures forth. 
 Whereof the uncounted worth 
 Best a mother can conceive, 
 To whose spirit they express 
 All her life-lost happiness. 
 [She kneels down by the cupboard, and takes various things out of a drawer. At the same moment, BRAND opens the door, and is about to speak, when he observes her occupation, cheeks himself and remains standing. AGNES does not see him.]
 

BRAND. 

[Softly.]

 Haunting still the mortal mound, 
 Playing in Death’s garden-ground.
 

AGNES. 
 Lo, the robe, the veil that clad 
 At the font my little lad. 
 Under it his cloak I’ve laid — 

[Holds it up, gazes at it, and laughs.]

 Lord, how brave it looks and bright! 
 Ah, he was a bonny sight 
 In his festal robes array’d! 
 Here’s the scarf, the cape he wore 
 When the keen wind first he bore; 
 Longer was it than was meet 
 Then, but quickly grew too spare — 
 I will lay it with them there. 
 Gloves and stockings-(Oh, what feet!) 
 And his hood of silken fold 
 That had fenced him from the cold, 
 All unused and clean and sweet. 
 Oh, and there the wrappings warm 
 That should shield his little form 
 For the journey, from the storm 
 When again I laid them by, 
 Weary unto death was I!
 

BRAND. 

[Clasps his hands in anguish.]

 Mercy, God! I strive in vain! 
 Shatter her last idol-shrine 
 By some other hand than mine!
 

AGNES. 
 Did I weep? Behold, a stain! 
 Oh, my treasure! Jewell’d prize, 
 Bath’d in floods from aching eyes, 
 Lit with fires of tortured Will, 
 Holy Crowning-vesture, worn 
 By a child to Death’s font borne, 
 Oh, what riches have I still! 

[A sharp knock at the outer door; AGNES turns with a cry, and at the same moment sees BRAND. The door is burst open, and a WOMAN, raggedly dressed, enters hastily, with a child in her arms.]
 

THE WOMAN. 

[Looking at the child’s clothes, calls to AGNES.]

 Thou rich mother, share with me!
 

AGNES. 
 Thou art richer far!
 

THE WOMAN. 
 I see, 
 Thou art of the common breed, 
 Cramm’d with words, and void of deed.
 

BRAND. 

[Approaching her.]

 Tell me what thou scekest.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Thee, Troth, I do not seek, at least! 
 Rather to the wind and rain 
 Will I hurry out again. 
 Than be sermon’d by a priest; 
 Rather to the wild sea fly, 
 Drown and rot beneath the sky, 
 Than I’ll hear the black man tell 
 How I’m on my way to hell; 
 Can I help-the devil take me — 
 Being what God chose to make me?
 

BRAND. 

[To himself.]

 Voice and feature pierce me still 
 With a dim and icy dread.
 

AGNES. 
 Thou shalt warm thee, if thou’rt chill; 
 And thy hungry child be fed.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Where there’s warmth and where there’s light, 
 Brats of gipsies may not stay; 
 We must haunt the lone highway, 
 Hill and forest, heath and height; 
 We must wander, we must roam, 
 Leave to others house and home. 
 I must swiftly from this place. 
 Dogs of justice are behind me, 
 Mayor, bailiff, all in chase, 
 Hungering to catch and bind me!
 

BRAND. 
 Here thou shalt have shelter.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Here! 
 Roof’d above and wall’d about? 
 No! The winter night is clear, 
 And the breezes blithe without. 
 But a rag to wrap the child! 
 That were something! Sooth, its wild 
 Rascal brother fled, and bore 
 With him all the clouts it wore. 
 Look, it lies half naked-blue, 
 Stiff and stark and frozen through, 
 By the storm-wind’s icy breath.
 

BRAND. 
 Woman, on the road to death, 
 Free thy infant from thy doom; 
 Free him from thy grief and gloom; 
 Of his birth I’ll blot the brand.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Much, sooth, thou dost understand! 
 Such a wonder none on earth 
 Can, nor shall do, though he can! 
 War on you that set the ban, — 
 Wot ye where it was, that birth? 
 In a ditch-side, on the ground, 
 Gamblers drank and shouted round 
 Christen’d in the sleety slime, 
 Cross’d with charcoal-ashes grime, 
 Suckled with a spirit-flask; 
 When his mother bore him first 
 There were some stood by and cursed, 
 Who could they be, do you ask? 
 Bless you! Why, the baby’s father, 
 Or,-the baby’s fathers rather!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes?
 

AGNES. 
 Yes.
 

BRAND. 
 Thy duty’s clear.
 

AGNES. 

[Shuddering.]

 Never! never! Brand, to her!
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Give me, give me! Give me all! 
 Silk and broider’d jacket small! 
 Nought’s too good, and nought too bad, 
 If ‘twill warm my starving lad. 
 He’ll be going by-and-by. 
 Thaw his body ere he die!
 

BRAND. 

[To AGNES.]

 Choice is calling! Hear’st thou now?
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Store enough of clothes bast thou 
 For thy dead child: bast thou none 
 For my death-doom’d living one?
 

BRAND. 
 Is not this a warning cry 
 Importuning bodefully?
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Give!
 

AGNES. 
 ‘Tis sacrilege blood-red. 
 Desecration of the dead!
 

BRAND. 
 Vainly given to death he was 
 If thou at the threshold pause.
 

AGNES. 

[Crushed.]

 I obey. My heart’s quick root 
 I will trample under foot. 
 Woman, come thou and receive, 
 I will share it with thee.
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Give!
 

BRAND. 
 Share it, say’st thou? — 
 Agnes; share it?
 

AGNES. 

[Wildly.]

 I will rather die than spare it 
 All! See, inch by inch I’ve bent 
 To thy will; my force is spent! 
 Half’s enough; she needs no more!
 

BRAND. 
 Was the whole too much before, 
 When for t h y child it was meant?
 

AGNES. 

[Gives.]

 Woman, take; in this was clad 
 At the font my little lad. 
 Here the scarf, cloak, mantle, good 
 For the night-air, here the hood 
 Warm for winter; take this last
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Give me!
 

BRAND. 
 Is this all thou hast?
 

AGNES. 

[Gives again.]

 Take the crowning vesture worn, 
 By the child to Death’s Font borne!
 

THE WOMAN. 

[Goes.]

 So! I see there’s nothing more. 
 I’ll clear out without delay, 
 Dress my baby at the door — 
 Then with all my pack away!
 

AGNES. 

[In violent inner conflict; at length asks.]

 Is it reason, Brand, to lay 
 Further bidding on me?
 

BRAND. 
 Say, 
 Didst thou with a glad heart go. 
 To thy task of giving?
 

AGNES. 
 No.
 

BRAND. 
 Then thy gift is vainly will’d 
 And his bidding unfulfill’d. 

[Going.]
 

AGNES. 

[Remains silent until he is near the door, then calls.]

 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 What wilt thou?
 

AGNES. 
 I have lied — 
 See, I’m humbled, I am grieved. 
 Never knew’st thou nor believed, 
 Anything was left beside.
 

BRAND. 
 Well?
 

AGNES. 

[Takes a folded child’s cap from her bosom.]

 See, one I thought to hide — 
 One!
 

BRAND. 
 The cap?
 

AGNES. 
 Yes, tear-bewet, 
 Clammy with his mortal sweat. 
 There in my beating bosom set!
 

BRAND. 
 In thy idol-bonds abide. 

[Going.]
 

AGNES. 
 Hold!
 

BRAND. 
 What wilt thou?
 

AGNES. 
 Thou dost know. 

[Holds out the cap to him.]
 

BRAND. 

[Approaches and asks, without taking it.]

 Gladly given?
 

AGNES. 
 Gladly! 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 
 So. 
 At the door she lingers yet.
 

AGNES. 
 Shiver’d, shatter’d-pluck’d away — 
 All that bound me to the clay. 

[Stands a while motionless; by degrees her face assumes an expression of radiant gladness. BRAND returns; she flies joyously towards him, flings herself about his neck, and cries.]

 I am free, Brand, I am free!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes!
 

AGNES. 
 Night is fled from me! 
 All the terrors that oppress’d 
 Like an incubus my breast, 
 In the gulf arc sunk to rest! 
 Will hath conquer’d in the fray, 
 Cloud and mist arc swept away; 
 Through the night, athwart the Dead, 
 Streaks of morning glimmer red. 
 Graveyard! Graveyard! By the word 
 Now no more a tear is stirr’d; 
 By the name no wound is riven, 
 Risen is the child to heaven!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes! Thou hast conquered now
 

AGNES. 
 I indeed have conquer’d. Yes; 
 Conquer’d death and bitterness! 
 Oh, look up, look heavenward, thou! 
 See, before the throne he stands — 
 As in old days-radiant, glad, 
 To us stretching down his hands! 
 Though a thousand mouths I had, 
 Leave to ask, and to obtain, 
 Never one of them should pray 
 For his coming back again. 
 O how wond’rous is God’s way! 
 By that sacrifice, so grievous, 
 Won from bondage is my soul; 
 He was given us but to leave us, 
 Died to lure me to the goal. 
 Thanks be to thee that thy hand 
 Stoutly strove and firmly led — 
 Ah, I saw thine own heart bled. 
 Now it is for thee, instead, 
 In the vale of choice to stand, 
 Now for thee to hear the call 
 Of the awful Nought or All.
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes, this is darkly said: — 
 Vanquish’d, lo, our sorrow lies!
 

AGNES. 
 Thou forget’st the word of dread: 
 Whoso sees Jehovah dies!
 

BRAND. 

[Starts back.]

 Woe upon me! What a light 
 Thou hast kindled! Never! No! 
 I have stalwart hands for fight, 
 And I will not let thee go! 
 Tear all earthly tics from me, 
 All possessions I will lose, 
 Only never, never thee!
 

AGNES. 
 At the cross-way stand’st thou: choose! 
 Quench the kindled light I brought, 
 Fence the fountain of my thought, 
 Give me back my idol treasures 
 (Still she lingers by the door), 
 Give me back the earthly pleasures 
 Of the bright, blind days of yore; 
 Thrust me back into the pit 
 Where till now I lulled my sin, 
 Deeper, deeper thrust me in — 
 Thou canst lightly compass it; 
 Clip my wings and check my flight, 
 Load my feet, and drag me bound 
 Down, down from thy dizzy height 
 To my lowly native ground; 
 Let me lead the life I led 
 When the darkness yet was dread; 
 If thou darest thus to lose, 
 Then, as ever, I am thine; 
 At the cross-way stand’st thou: choose!
 

BRAND. 
 Woe, if such a choice were mine. 
 All, but in some place afar, 
 Where no bitter memories are, 
 Death and darkness thou shalt brave!
 

AGNES. 
 Hast thou here thy work forgotten, 
 Holy work-and holy grave? 
 And the thousands sin-besotten, 
 It is here thy task to save — 
 Those thou guidest for God’s sake 
 To the Fountain that renews? 
 At the cross-way stand’st thou: choose!
 

BRAND. 
 Then I have no choice to make.
 

AGNES. 

[Throws herself on his neck.]

 Thanks for that, and thanks for all! 
 Thou the weary one hast led; 
 Over me the dank mists fall, 
 Thou wilt watch beside my bed. 
 Good-night!
 

BRAND. 

[Goes.]

 Sleep! thy day’s work now is done.
 

AGNES. 
 Done, and now the lamp alight. 
 I have fought out all my might, 
 I am weary of the sun. 
 Oh, but praising God is best! 
 Brand, good-night!
 

BRAND. 
 Good-night!
 

AGNES. 
 Thanks for all. Now I will rest.
 

BRAND. 

[Clenches his hands against his breast.]

 Soul, be patient in thy pain! 
 Triumph in its bitter cost. 
 All to lose was all to gain; 
 Nought abideth but the Lost!
 






  








ACT FIFTH.
 

A year and a half later. The new Church stands complete, and adorned for consecration. The river runs close beside it. A misty morning, early.
 

The SEXTON is busy hanging garlands outside the Church; shortly after comes the SCHOOLMASTER.
 THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 At work already?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 None too soon. 
 Lcnd me a hand; I must festoon 
 The path, to keep the march in trim.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Before the Manse I see ascending 
 Something that rears a rounded rim — 
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Ay, surely, surely!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 What is pending?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Why, it is what they call a shield 
 With Parson’s name in a gold field.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 To-day the valley’s in high feather. 
 From far and wide they’re flocking hither, 
 The fjord with sails isagleam.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Yes; they’ve awaken’d from their dream. 
 In the late Pastor’s day, no breast 
 With bitterness and strife was cumber’d, 
 Each slumber’d as his neighbour slumber’d, 
 -I’m not quite certain which is best.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Life, Sexton, life!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Yet you and I 
 Pass this “life” unregarding by; How comes it?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Why, before, the folk 
 Sluniher’d, and nowise toil’d, as we did; 
 We fell asleep when they awoke, 
 Because we were no longer needed.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 But yet you said that life was best?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 By Dean and deacon that’s profess’d. 
 And I too say so, like the rest, — 
 Provided, mind, the “life” in view 
 Is that of the great Residue. 
 But we two serve another law 
 Than that which holds the mass in awe; 
 Set by the State to guard and guide, — 
 Look, w e must stand against the tide, 
 Cherish the Church and Education, 
 And keep aloof from agitation. 
 Briefly, in nothing take a side.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 But Parson’s in it, heart and soul.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER.
 And just in that forgets his role. 
 His own superiors, well I know, 
 Look with displeasure on his action, 
 And, dared they but offend his faction, 
 Had thrown him over long ago. 
 But he is fine; he smells a rat; 
 He’s got a recipe for that. 
 He builds the Church. Here you may glue 
 All eyes up, if you will but d o . 
 What’s done none has a thought to spare for; 
 The doing of it’s all they care for. 
 So they who follow, and we who lead, 
 All equally are men of deed.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Well, you have sat in the great Thing, 
 And ought to know the Land and Folk; 
 But one who travell’d through the glen 
 A little after we awoke 
 Said, we’d been sleeping folks till then, 
 But, having waked,-were promising.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Yes; we’re a promising folk, of course, — 
 And mighty promises we’re giving, — 
 So fast we stride, we’ll soon be living 
 Elucidations of their force.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 One thing I’ve ponder’d many a day; 
 You’ve studied,-what do folks intend 
 By that same “People’s Promise,” pray?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 A People’s Promise, my good friend? 
 That were a long investigation; 
 But ‘tis a thing that is pursued 
 By force of sheer anticipation; 
 A grand Idea they must make good 
 In f u t u r e, be it understood.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Thanks; I see that at any rate; 
 But there’s another point I’d fain 
 Beg of you briefly to explain.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Speak freely.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Tell me, at what date 
 Comes, what is call’d the future?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Why. 
 It never does come!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Never?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 No, 
 And only follows Nature so. 
 For when it comes, you see, ‘tis grown 
 The Present, and the Future’s flown.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Why, yes, to that there’s no reply; 
 That logic one must needs accept. 
 But-when then is the promise kept?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 A Promise is a future-dated 
 Pact, as I have already stated; 
 ‘Tis kept in Future.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 That is clear. 
 When will the Future, though, be here!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

[Aside.]

 You blessed Sexton! 

[Aloud.]

 Worthy friend, 
 Must I the argument recall? 
 The Future cannot come at all, 
 Because its coming is its end.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Thank you.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 In all conceptions lies 
 Something that looks like artifice, 
 But yet is quite direct and plain, — 
 That is to say, for any brain 
 Able to reckon up to ten. 
 To make a promise means, at last, 
 To break it,-spite of best intent; 
 Truth to one’s word has always pass ‘d 
 For hard; but you may just as well 
 Prove it purely impossible, — 
 If you’ve an eye for argument. — 
 There, let this Promise-question be! 
 Come tell me — !
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Hist!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 What is it?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Hark!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 I hear the organ play!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 ‘Tis he.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 The Pastor?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Even so.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Save the mark 
 But he is out betimes!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 I guess 
 He stirr’d no pillow yesternight.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 What do you say?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 All is not right. 
 He’s felt the pang of loneliness 
 Since first his widowhood began. 
 He hides his sorrow all he can; 
 But, whiles, it may not be controll’d; 
 His heart’s a jar that will not hold, 
 And overflows by base and brim; — 
 So then he plays. ‘Tis like a wild 
 Weeping for buried wife and child.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 It is as if they talk’d with him — 
 

THE SEXTON. 
 As if o n e suffer’d, o n e consoled
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Hm-if one dared to be affected!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Ah,-if one did not serve the State!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER.
 Ah,-if one bore no leaden weight Of forms that have to be respected!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Alf,-if one dared toss tape and seal 
 And ledger to the deuce for ever!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 And leave off striving to he clever; 
 And, Sexton, if one dared to f e e l!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 No one is near,-let’s feel, my friend!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 We cannot fitly condescend 
 To smirch ourselves in human slime. 
 Let no man, says the Parson, dare 
 To be two things at the same time; 
 And, with the best will, no one can 
 Be an official and a man; 
 Our part in all things is, to swear 
 By our great exemplar-the Mayor.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Why just by him?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Do you recall 
 The fire that wreek’d his house, and yet 
 The deeds were rescued, one and all?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 It was an evening
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Wild and wet, 
 And like ten toiling men toiled he; 
 But indoors stood the Devil in glee 
 Guffawing, and his wife shriek’d out: 
 “O save your soul, sweet husband! See, 
 Satan will have you!” Then a shout 
 Rang backward through the surging vapours: 
 “My soul may go to hell for me; 
 Just lend a hand to save the papers!” 
 Look, that’s a Mayor-without, within! 
 From top to toe, from core to skin; 
 He’ll win his way, I’m certain, yonder, 
 Where his life’s toil shall have its price.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 And where may that be?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Where, I wonder, 
 But in the good Mayors’ Paradise.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 My learned friend!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 What now?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 A token 
 Of our fermenting age I hear, 
 Methinks, in every word you’ve spoken; 
 For that it does ferment is clear. 
 Witness the reverence all refuse 
 To old-established Wont and Use.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 What moulders, in the mould’s its doom, 
 What rots must nourish what is fresh; 
 Their vitals canker and consume, 
 Let them cough up the imposthume, 
 Or to the grave with their dead flesh! 
 There’s ferment, yes; past fear or hope, 
 That’s plain without a telescope. 
 The day our ancient Church lay low, 
 Everything with it seem’d to go 
 Wherein our life struck root and found 
 Its home-soil and its native-ground.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Then on the throng a stillness came. 
 “Down with it! Down with it!” they cried 
 At first; but soon that clamour died, 
 And many felt their ears a-flame, 
 And stole shy glances of distrust, 
 When the ancestral House of Prayer 
 Was to be levell’d-then and there, — 
 By hands unhallow’d, in the dust.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER,. 
 But countless bonds, they fancied, knit 
 Them ever to the ghost of it, 
 So long as yonder Palace lack’d 
 The final seal of consecration; 
 And so in anguish’d expectation 
 They watch’d it growing into fact, 
 And blinked before the glorious End, 
 When the old tatter should descend 
 And the new colours flaunt the gale. 
 But ever as the spire upclomb 
 They grew more silent and more pale, 
 And now,-well, now the End is come.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Look at the throng. Both young and old 
 Swarm hither.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 And by thousands told.-How still they are!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 And yet they moan, 
 Like sea fore-feeling tempest’s fret.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 It is the People’s hearts that groan, 
 As if, with piercing doubts beset, 
 The great new age they (lid forebode, 
 Or were in solemn sessions met 
 To nominate another God. 
 Where, where’s the priest,-I stifle here. 
 Would heaven that I could disappear!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 I too, I WO!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 In hours like this 
 No man well knows how deep he is. 
 Each depth a deeper depth revealing, 
 We will, then will not, and then doubt — 
 

THE SEXTON. 
 My friend!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 My friend!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 H’m!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Speak it out!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 I think, in very truth, we’re feeling!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Feeling? Not I!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Nor I, take warning! 
 A single witness I defy!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 We’re men, not school-girls, you and I. 
 My youngsters wait for me. Good-morning. 

[Goes.]
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Just now I’d visions like a fool: 
 Now I’m again collected, cool, 
 And close as clasps! To work I’ll press! 
 Here’s no more scope for hand or tool, 
 And Satan’s couch is idleness. 

[Goes out at the other side.]


[The organ, which during what precedes has been heard in an undertone, suddenly peals forth, and ends with a discordant shriek. Shortly afterwards BRAND comes out.]
 

BRAND. 
 No, I vainly, vainly seek 
 To unlock the heart of sound; 
 All the song becomes a shriek. 
 Walls and arches, vault and ground, 
 Seem to stoop and crowd and throng, 
 Seem to clasp with iron force, 
 Seem to close around the song, 
 As the coffin round the corset 
 Vain my effort, vain my suit, 
 All the organ’s music’s mute, 
 Fain a prayer I would have spoken, 
 But my lifted voice fell broken, — 
 Like the muffled moan it fell 
 Of a riven and rusted bell. 
 ‘Twas as if the Lord were seated 
 In the chancel, and beheld, 
 And in wrath, while I entreated, 
 All my piteous prayer repell’d! — 
 Great shall be the House of God; 
 In my confidence I swore it; 
 Fearless, smote and wreck’d and tore it, 
 Swept it level with the sod. 
 Now the finish’d work stands fast. 
 

As the people throng before it, 
 Still they cry: “How vast! how vast!” 
 Is it they see true or I, 
 Who no vastness can descry? 
 Is it great? The thing I will’d, 
 Is it in this House fulfill’d? 
 Can the rushing fire of passion 
 That begot it, h ere be still’d? 
 Was the Temple of this fashion 
 That I dream’d should overspan 
 All the misery of Man? 
 Ah, had Agnes stay’d with me, 
 Not thus vainly had I striven! 
 Small things greatly she could see, 
 From doubt’s anguish set me free, 
 Clasp together Earth and Heaven 
 Like the green roof of the tree. 
 We observes the preparations for the festival.] 
 

All with wreaths and banners hung; 
 Children practising their song; 
 So the Manse they surge and throng, — 
 Festal greetings they would bring me; — 
 Yonder gleams my name in gold! — 
 Give me light, O God, or fling me 
 Fathom-deep beneath this mould! 
 In an hour begins the Feast. 
 Every thought and every tongue 
 Will be ringing with “the priest,” 
 All their thoughts I can discern; 
 All their words I feel them burn; 
 All their praise, on elf-wings sped, 
 Rives me like an icy blast! 
 Oh, to be enfolded fast 
 In oblivion, hide my head 
 In a wild beast’s hole at last!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Enters in full uniform, radiant with satisfaction, and greets him.]

 Here is the great day come at last, 
 The Sabbath to the toiling six; 
 Now we can strike our sail, and fix 
 Our Sunday pennon to the mast, 
 Glide softly with the gliding flood 
 And find that all is very good. 
 Bravo!-great, noble man, whose fame 
 Will soon be far and wide related. 
 Bravo!-I’m moved, yet all the same 
 Most inexpressibly elated! 
 But you appear
 

BRAND. 
 I’m suffocated.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Pooh, a mere momentary whim! 
 Preach you now, till it roars again! — 
 Fill the folks’ bushel to the brim. 
 Not one his wonder can contain, 
 The resonance is so full and plain.
 

BRAND. 
 Indeed?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 The Dean himself is warm 
 In admirition and delight. 
 And then, what elegance of form, 
 And what a grandeur, what a height 
 In every part — 
 

BRAND. 
 You’ve noted this?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 What noted?
 

BRAND. 
 It seems great to you?
 

THE ALAYOR. 
 Why, it not only seems, but i s, 
 No matter what the point of view.
 

BRAND. 
 It is great? Really? That is true — ?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Great?-yes, God bless me,-and to spare — 
 For folks so far to North. Elsewhere 
 They’ve higher standards, I’m aware? 
 But among us who captive dwell 
 Amid drear wastes and barren mounds, 
 On the scant verge of fjord and fell, 
 Its greatness ‘mazes and confounds.
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, that is so, and all we do 
 Is,-change an old lie for a new.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 What?
 

BRAND. 
 We have lured their hearts away 
 From the time-honour’d gloom and mould 
 To soaring spire and open day. 
 “How venerable!” they cried of old. 
 “Now vast!” in chorus now they roar — 
 “The like was never seen before!”
 

THE MAYOR. 
 My worthy friend, I needs must hold 
 His breeding scarcely qiiantum suff. 
 For whom it is not great enough.
 

BRAND. 
 But clear it shall be unto all 
 That, as it stands, the Church is small. 
 To keep that hidden were to lie.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Nay, listen,-let such whimsies fly! 
 What can it profit to dispraise 
 What you yourself have toil’d to raise? 
 You’ve satisfied their utmost dream; 
 It seems to them more rich and rare 
 Than aught they e’er saw anywhere: — 
 Let it continue so to seem! 
 Why should we vex their silly sight 
 With proffers of the flaming link, 
 When they’re indifferent to light? 
 The question’s only what they think. 
 It does not signify a jot 
 Though the Church were a pigeon-cot, 
 If in the faith they’re rooted fast, 
 That it is infinitely vast.
 

BRAND. 
 In every matter the same thought.
 

TITE MAYOR. 
 To-day, moreover, we hold fete: 
 The whole assembly is our guest; 
 It is a point of etiquette 
 That everything should look its best; 
 And for your own sake, most of all, 
 It were judicious to keep clear 
 Of that sore fact-that it is small.
 

BRAND. 
 How so?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Well, listen, you shall hear. 
 Firstly, the headmen of the town 
 Are giving you a piece of plate, 
 Whose graved inscription is frustrate 
 If the work’s size is whittled down; 
 And then the Ode, composed express, 
 And my inaugural address, — 
 You leave them helpless in the lurch, 
 Docking the greatness of the Church. 
 You see then, you must yield your doubt, 
 And boldly face the matter out.
 

BRAND. 
 I see, what oft has stung my eye, 
 A lying triumph crown the lie.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 But, in God’s name, my worthy friend, 
 Where do these strong expressions tend? 
 However, waiving points of taste, 
 Hear now my second reason,-gold, 
 As that was silver; for, behold, 
 You, like a chosen son, are graced 
 With favour in the royal sight; 
 In short,-you have been named a Knight! 
 This very day you’ll walk elate, 
 Cross upon breast, a titled man.
 

BRAND. 
 Another, heavier cross’s weight 
 I bear; take that from me who can.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 What’s this? You do not seem to shake 
 With agitation at such prize? 
 You mystery of mysteries! 
 But pray consider, for God’s sake — 
 

BRAND. 

[Stamping.]

 This is mere babble of vain speech: — 
 Nothing I learn and nothing teach; 
 You have not grasp’d the smallest shred 
 Of the true sense of what I said. 
 I meant not greatness men compute, 
 And measure by the inch and foot, 
 But that which, viewless, darts and streams, 
 Pierces the soul with frosts and fires, 
 That beckons to impassion’d dreams, 
 And like the starlit heaven inspires — 
 That-leave me! I am worn, oppress’d; — 
 Convince, teach, edify the rest. 

[Goes up towards the Church.]
 

THE MAYOR. 

[To himself.]

 In such a labyrinth who can stray 
 And find an issue? Greatness lay 
 In something that is “viewless,” “streams,” 
 “Not inchwise measured,” “lifts to dreams,” 
 And “starlit heaven?” It went so, surely? 
 Has he been lunching prematurely? 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 

[Comes down over the open ground.]

 So desolate on the upland drear 
 I never stood as I stand here; 
 My impotent questionings evoke 
 Echoes that cackle and that croak. 

[Looks towards the MAYOR.]

 For him, I would my heel might bruise 
 His head! Each time I make emprise 
 To loose him from the bond of lies, 
 With shameless wantonness he spews 
 His rotten soul before my eyes! — 
 O Agnes, why Avast thou so frail? 
 Would that this hollow game were done, 
 Where none give in, and none prevail; — 
 Yes, hopeless he that fights alone!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Coming up.]

 O, my beloved! O, my sheep — ! 
 Nay, I beg pardon,-would have said 
 My reverend brother!-cannot keep 
 My predication from my head; 
 I got it yesterday by rote, 
 The taste still lingers in my throat. 
 Enough of that.-To you I offer 
 My thanks, whose energy began, 
 Whose firmness carried through, the plan, 
 Despite the babbler and the scoffer; 
 Fell’d that which was about to fall, 
 And worthily restored it all!
 

BRAND. 
 Far from that yet.
 

THE DEAN. 
 How say you, friend? 
 Is Consecration not the end?
 

BRAND. 
 A House new-builded asks, as well, 
 A cleansed Soul, therein to dwell.
 

THE DEAN. 
 All that will come without our stir. 
 So gay, so elegant a roof 
 Will be an adequate reproof 
 To every unwash’d worshipper. 
 And that delightful sounding-board, 
 That doubles every pious word, 
 Will render without fail our flocks 
 Fivescore per cent. more orthodox. 
 Results so notable as these 
 The first-rate Nationalities 
 Themselves, ‘tis said, can hardly better. — 
 For this your Country is your debtor, 
 Yours only; let me then express 
 These heartfelt, brotherly thanks of mine, 
 To be re-echoed, as I guess, 
 In winged words across the wine, 
 By many a fiery young divine, 
 When at the festal board we crown 
 This the great day of your renown. — 
 But, my dear Brand, you look so faint — ?
 

BRAND. 
 My heart and hope have long been spent.
 

THE DEAN. 
 No wonder;-with so grave a care, 
 And all unaided and unfriended. 
 But now the worst of it is ended, 
 And all gives promise of a splendid 
 Day for our function. Don’t despair! 
 All will go well! Reflect! A throng 
 Has gather’d, many thousand strong, 
 From far-off parishes,-and who 
 Can vie in eloquence with you? 
 See where your reverend brethren stand, 
 To welcome you with heart and hand; 
 While all these lowly bosoms beat 
 With ardour for you, first to last! 
 And then, the work, so ably plann’d, 
 The decoration, so complete, — 
 The general theme-How great! How vast! 
 -And the unparallel’d repast! 
 Into the kitchen I was looking 
 Just now, and saw the calf a-cooking. 
 Nay, Brand, a pretty beast, I vow! 
 You must have had some trouble, now, 
 In these hard times, before you found 
 So fine a bit of flesh to cater, 
 With meat at half a crown a pound! 
 But that can be deferr’d till later. 
 I’m on another errand bound.
 

BRAND. 
 Speak freely; slash, stab, rive and rend!
 

TILE DEAN. 
 I have a milder way, my friend. 
 But briefly: for our duties press. 
 One little matter, I confess, 
 I’d have you from to-day set right; 
 A task that cannot but be light. 
 Nay, I imagine you can guess 
 Half what I’m hinting at, at least? 
 I mean, your duties as a priest. 
 Hitherto you have been a loose 
 Observer still, of Wont and Use; 
 But Use and Wont, if not the best 
 Of things, are yet the needfulest. 
 Well, well, I will not be severe; 
 You’re young, and but a novice here, 
 Town-bred, and scarcely understand 
 What country usages demand. 
 But no w, n ow it is urgent, friend, 
 The lack of judgment to amend. 
 You hitherto have too much heeded 
 What this man and what that man needed, 
 That error (in your private car) 
 Is grievous. Weigh them in the block; 
 Use the same comb for all the flock; 
 You won’t repent it, never fear.
 

BRAND. 
 Be more explicit.
 

THE DEAN. 
 The thing’s clear. 
 You for the Parish’s behoof 
 Have built a Church. That is the woof 
 That robes the spirit of Law and Peace; 
 For to the State, religion is 
 The power that lifts and purifies, 
 The stronghold where its safety lies, 
 The universal moral measure. 
 You see, the State is scant of treasure, 
 And wants full value for its pence. 
 “Good Christians” means “good citizens.” 
 Do you suppose it pays its pelf 
 To be for God and Man a tool, 
 And bring annoyance on itself? 
 No, faith, the State is not a fool; 
 And all our course would run amiss, 
 Did not the State, by strictest rule, 
 Look only to the life that is. 
 But the State’s object, my good friend, 
 Through its officials must be gain’d, 
 In this case through its priests — 
 

BRAND. 
 Each word 
 Is wisdom! Speak!
 

THE DEAN. 
 I’m near the end. 
 This Church, you see, you have conferr’d 
 Upon the State, for its sole profit; 
 And, therefore. all the uses of it 
 Must to the State’s advantage tend. 
 This is the meaning, note it well, 
 Of our forthcoming celebration, 
 This shall be meant by chiming bell, 
 And this by Gift-deed’s recitation. 
 A promise thus the Gift implies, 
 Whose force I’d have you scrutinise
 

BRAND. 
 By God, I never meant it so!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Yes; but it’s now too late, you know
 

BRAND. 
 Too late? Too late! That will be seen!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Be sensible! I can’t keep grave! 
 What is the tragedy therein? 
 You are not ask’d to promise sin? 
 Souls do not grow more hard to save 
 Because the Country profits too; 
 With due discretion and despatch 
 Two masters’ bidding you may do; 
 You were not made a priest, to snatch 
 Peter’s or Harry’s single soul 
 Out of the torments of the lake; 
 But that the Parish as a whole 
 Might of the shower of grace partake; 
 And, the whole Parish saved, it’s clear, 
 You save every Parishioner. 
 The State is (what you hardly dream) 
 Exactly half republican: 
 Liberty held in strictest ban, 
 Equality in high esteem. 
 Yet is Equality never won 
 But by destroying More and Less, — 
 And it is that you have not done! 
 Nay, you have striven to express 
 And emphasise unlikenesses 
 That slumber’d hitherto unknown. 
 Men, mere Church-members till of late, 
 To Personalities are grown. 
 That does no service to the State; 
 And thus it is, each Parish rate 
 Each offering to the common good, 
 Is from unwilling niggards bled; 
 The Church no longer is the hood 
 That fits alike on every head.
 

BRAND. 
 O, vistas infinite unfold!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Don’t be cast down; no gain in that; 
 Though I must own I shudder at 
 The dire confusion I behold. 
 But while there’s .:fe, there’s hope, and you 
 Arc by this gift baptized anew 
 To obligations yet more great 
 Of serving, by your Church, the State. 
 Men need a rule in all they do; 
 Or reckless forces, breaking loose, 
 Like colts undaunted by the curb, 
 Spurn gates and fences, and disturb 
 The thousand landmarks of old Use. 
 Each order’d mode of life proclaims 
 One Law, that goes by many names. 
 The Artist calls it School, and I’m 
 Mistaken if I have not heard 
 Our soldiers call it keeping time. 
 Ah yes, friend, that’s the very word! 
 That’s what the State desires at last! 
 Double-quick time gets on too fast, 
 And goose-step lags too far behind; 
 All men to step alike, and beat 
 The selfsame music with their feet, 
 That is the method to its mind!
 

BRAND . 
 Kennel the eagle;-and let loose 
 On empyrean flights the goose!
 

THE DEAN. 
 We, thank the Lord, arc not as these; — 
 But if we must use allegory, 
 We’ll turn to Scripture, if you please. 
 For every case it has a story, 
 From Genesis to Revelation 
 It swarms with stimulating Fable; 
 I will but hint, in illustration, 
 At that projected Tower of Babel, 
 How did the good folks prosper, pray? 
 And why? The answer’s clear as day; 
 Their ranks divided, sort by sort, 
 Each one his private language spoke, 
 They drew not in the common yoke, 
 Grew “Personalities,” in short. 
 That’s half the twofold core that lies 
 Embedded in this shell of fable; — 
 That all strength, sever’d, is unstable, 
 And death-doom’cl who the world defies. 
 When God desires a man to fall 
 He makes him an Original; 
 The Romans had it, ‘faith, that God 
 Made the man mad; but mad is odd, 
 And oddness singleness, you know; 
 Therefore who fights without a friend 
 Must look to suffer in the end 
 The fate that overtook the man 
 Whom David posted in the van.
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, very likely: but what though? 
 In Death I see not Overthrow. 
 And is your faith quite firm and fast 
 That had those builders spoken still 
 One speech, and acted with one will, 
 They would have piled the pinnacle 
 Of Babel up to heaven at last?
 

THE DEAN. 
 To heaven? No, that is where it lies: 
 No man gets quite to Paradise. 
 There, see, we have the second core, 
 Embedded in this shell of fable; — 
 That every building is unstable 
 Which to the starry heaven would soar!
 

BRAND. 
 Yet, Jacob’s ladder reach’d that goal. 
 Thither by longing soars the Soul.
 

THE DEAN. 
 In that way! Why, God bless me, yes 
 Further discussion’s needless there. 
 Heaven is the wage of faithfulness, 
 Of course, and moral life, and prayer. 
 But life and faith hold such dissent, 
 They only thrive, when kept apart; 
 Six days for toiling hands are meant, 
 The seventh, for stirring of the heart; 
 If all the week we preach’d and pray’d, 
 The Sabbath had in vain been made. 
 God’s incense, rightly to be used, 
 Must not be lavishly diffused; 
 Worship, like Art, was not created 
 To he in perfume dissipated. 
 The Ideal you may safely sound 
 From pulpit’s holy vantage-ground; 
 But with your surplice lay it by, 
 When you emerge beneath the sky. 
 All things, as I have said, are based 
 On laws that strictly must be traced, 
 And my sole end in speaking is 
 To give this fact due emphasis.
 

BRAND. 
 One thing I very clearly see: 
 No State Soul-case is fit for me.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 A perfect fit, I will engage, 
 My friend,-hut on a loftier stage: — 
 You must go up — 
 

BRAND. 
 Is that an end 
 I reach by plunging in the mire?
 

THE DEAN. 
 Whoso him humbleth shall go higher! 
 Hooks will not catch, unless they bend.
 

BRAND. 
 Man can’t be used, unless he perish!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Good God! How can you think I cherish 
 Any such purpose?
 

BRAND. 
 Ay, indeed, 
 That’s the condition! First to bleed! 
 Your bloodless spirit to put on 
 Man must be first a skeleton!
 

THE DEAN. 
 I would not put the lancet through 
 A very kitten-far less you; 
 But yet I thought no harm were done 
 In leaving just ajar the door 
 That opens, where I went before.
 

BRAND. 
 And do you know what you have sought? 
 This, that upon the State’s cock-cry 
 I that Ideal should deny 
 For which I until now have fought?
 

THE DEAN. 
 Deny, friend? Who makes such request? 
 Duty is all I bid you follow: 
 I ask you quietly to swallow 
 That which your people can’t digest. 
 Keep it intact, if you’re disposed, — 
 But yet hermetically closed; 
 At home, in God’s name, soar and swell, 
 Not as a public spectacle; 
 Trust me, the will that won’t be bent 
 Brings its unfailing punishment.
 

BRAND. 
 Ay, fear of torment, hope of gain, 
 Are on thy brow the brand of Cain, 
 Which cries that thou by worldly art 
 Hast slain the Abel in thy heart!
 

THE DEAN. 

[To himself.]

 Upon my word he calls me “Thou”; 
 That is too much! — 

[A loud.]

 I will not now 
 Prolong our strife, but, to conclude, 
 Would have it clearly understood, 
 That if you’d prosper, you must weigh 
 What land you live in, and ‘what day. 
 For no man wins the fight with fortune, 
 But in alliance with his time. 
 Which of the men who paint and rhyme 
 Dare fail when social claims importune? 
 Look at our soldiers! Why, the gleam 
 Of sabres is become a dream! 
 And wherefore? Since a law commands: 
 Postpone thy own need to the Land’s! 
 Let each his own excrescence pare, 
 Neither uplift him, nor protrude, 
 But vanish in the multitude. 
 “Humane the age is,” says the Mayor: 
 And if humanely it be met 
 Will bring you fame and fortune yet. 
 But all your angles must be rounded, 
 Your gnarls and bosses scraped and pounded; 
 You must grow sleek as others do, 
 All singularities eschew, 
 If you would labour without let.
 

B RAND. 
 Away! away!
 

THE DEAN. 
 I quite agree. 
 Men of your stamp must finally 
 Be summon’d to a higher seat; 
 But, in the greater as the less, 
 Only the regimental dress 
 Will make your happiness complete. 
 The corporal, staff in hand, must knock 
 The sense of Time into his flock; 
 For, to our mind, the best of all 
 Commanders is the corporal. 
 Just as the corporal leads his men 
 Into the church, battalion-wise, 

[Goes.]

 So must the priest lead his, again, 
 By parishes to Paradise. 
 It’s all so easy!-Faith, you say, 
 Broad-based upon authority; 
 Which, being upon learning stay’d, 
 May be implicitly obey’d: 
 While rules and ritual leave no doubt 
 How faith ought to be acted out. 
 Wherefore, my brother,-pluck up cheer! 
 Employ the time for meditation; 
 Reflect -upon your situation, 
 And don’t give way to futile fear! 
 I’ll see just now if I can pitch 
 My music to a higher note; 
 Though with an unaccustom’d throat, 
 A sounding-board’s so seldom here. 
 Farewell, farewell! I mean to preach 
 Of human nature’s sinful prime, 
 God’s image nigh obliterated. — 
 But now I’m thinking it is time 
 The inner mortal should be baited.
 

BRAND. 

[Stands for a moment as if petrified in thought.]

 All I have offer’d for my call, 
 God’s as I vainly held it,-all; 
 And now one trumpet-blast reveal’d 
 Before what idols I had kneel’d. 
 Not yet! not yet! I’m not their slave! 
 Yon churchyard has had blood to sup, 
 Light, life I’ve laid in yonder grave; — 
 My soul shall not be yielded up! 
 O horrible to stand alone, — 
 Amid a glimmering world of dead; 
 Horrible to receive a stone, 
 Howe’er I hunger after bread. — 
 How true, how deadly true, his strain, — 
 But yet how vacant and how vain. 
 Dim broods God’s dove of piercing eyes; 
 Alas, to me she never flies. — 
 O, had I but o n e faithful breast — 
 To give me strength, to give me rest. 

[EINAR, pale, emaciated, dressed in black, comes along the road and stops on perceiving BRAND.]
 

BRAND. 

[Cries out.]

 You, Einar?
 

EINAR. 
 By that name I’m known.
 

BRAND. 
 I was just thirsting for a breast 
 That was not made of wood or stone! 
 Come, to my heart of hearts be press’d!
 

EINAR. 
 My haven’s found, I am at rest.
 

BRAND. 
 You bear a grudge for the event 
 Of our last meeting —— 
 

EINAR. 
 In no wise; 
 I blame you not. You were but sent 
 To be the passive instrument 
 Wherewith God oped my erring eyes.
 

BRAND. 

[Starts back.]

 What tongue is this?
 

EINAR. 
 The tongue of peace — 
 The tongue they learn, who, timely torn 
 From Sleep of Sin, awake new-born.
 

BRAND. 
 Marvellous! I had heard of this, — 
 That you in quite another way 
 Were walking
 

EINAR. 
 I was led astray 
 By pride, in my own strength secure. 
 The idols the world holds divine, 
 The talent I was told was mine, 
 My singer’s voice, were all malign 
 Seductions unto Satan’s lure. 
 But God (I praise Him) for me wrought, 
 Left not His erring sheep unsought, 
 He hclp’d me in my hour of need.
 

BRAND. 
 Help’d you-in what way?
 

EINAR. 
 Yes, indeed: — 
 I fell.
 

BRAND. 
 Fell? How?
 

EINAR. 
 To dissipation. 
 With gambling tastes He me imbued — 
 

BRAND. 
 And that was God’s solicitude?
 

EINAR. 
 ‘Twas the first step to my salvation. 
 On that my health He undermined, 
 The talent from my fingers fled, 
 My love of revelry declined, 
 Then, to the hospital consign’d, 
 Long I lay sick, and round my bed 
 Flames seem’d to glare, and on each wall 
 Myriads of giant flies to crawl; — 
 Came out, and soon acquaintance made 
 With certain sisters, three in all, 
 Soldiers in God’s cause arm’d and paid. 
 And they, together with a priest, 
 Me from the yoke of Earth released; 
 Pluck’d me from Sin that held me fast, 
 And made me the Lord’s child at last.
 

BRAND. 
 Indeed?
 

EINAR. 
 Divergent paths we follow; 
 One seeks the height, and one the hollow.
 

BRAND. 
 But after?
 

EINAR. 
 True; I turn’d me thence, 
 To preach for Total Abstinence; 
 But since that Work for the unwary 
 Is strewn with perilous temptation, 
 I chose another occupation, 
 And travel now as Missionary — 
 

BRAND. 
 Where?
 

EINAR. 
 To the Caudate-nigger State 
 But now, I think, we’ll separate; 
 My time is precious
 

BRAND. 
 Won’t you stay? 
 You see here’s festival to-day.
 

EINAR. 
 Thanks, no; the swarthy Heathens wait. — 
 Farewell. 

[Going.]
 

BRAND. 
 And does no memory stir, 
 Bidding you ask — ?
 

EINAR. 
 Of what?
 

BRAND. 
 Of her 
 Who would have grieved at the abyss, 
 That parts another day from this.
 

EINAR. 
 I guess your meaning; you refer 
 To that young female, whose allure 
 Held me in pleasure’s net secure, 
 Till Faith’s ablution made me pure. 
 -Yes, and how is it then with her?
 

BRAND. 
 Next year I won her for my wife.
 

EINAR. 
 That unimportant, I prefer 
 To leave these trivial facts unknown. 
 What’s weighty I desire alone.
 

BRAND. 
 God richly bless’d our common life 
 With joy and sorrow: The child pined
 

EINAR. 
 . 
 That’s unimportant — 
 

BRAND. 
 So it is; 
 He was but given to be resign’d; 
 Our eyes one day shall look on his. 
 But afterwards she also died; 
 Their graves bloom yonder side by side.
 

EINAR. 
 That’s unimportant — 
 

BRAND. 
 That likewise?
 

EINAR. 
 Such things are trifles in my eyes, 
 How did she die, I want to know?
 

BRAND. 
 With Hope that yet a Dawn shall glow, 
 With all her heart’s rich treasure whole. 
 With Will that never lost control, 
 With thanks for all that life had lent 
 And life had taken away, she went.
 

EINAR. 
 Trumpery figments every one. 
 Say what the faith she died in was.
 

BRAND. 
 Unshaken.
 

EINAR. 
 In what?
 

BRAND. 
 In God.
 

EINAR. 
 Alas! 
 Only in Him? She is undone.
 

BRAND. 
 What say you?
 

EINAR. 
 Damn’d, to my regret.
 

BRAND. 

[Quietly.]

 Go, scoundrel!
 

EINAR. 
 Y o u shall feel as well 
 The clutches of the Lord of hell; — 
 For both, eternal torments wait.
 

BRAND. 
 You, wretch, dare sentence to the Fire! 
 Yourself late wallow’d in the mire
 

EINAR. 
 On me no spot is to be seen; 
 The tub of Faith hath wash’d me clean; 
 Each splash has vanish’d, scraped and scored 
 On Holiness’s washing-board; 
 In Vigilance’s mangle I 
 Have wrung my Adam’s-vesture dry; 
 And shine like snowy surplice fair, 
 Soap-lather’d with the suds of Prayer!
 

BRAND. 
 Hold!
 

EINAR. 
 Hold, yourself! Here’s sulphur fume, 
 I see the glints of Satan’s horn! 
 I am Salvation’s good wheat-corn, 
 And you the shovell’d chaff of Doom. 

[Goes.]
 

BRAND. 

[Looks a while after him; all at once his eyes flash and he breaks out.]

 That , that is the man I need! 
 Now all bonds are burst that bound me 
 Now my flag shall wave around me 
 Though none follow where I lead!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Comes hastily in.]

 Pray, dear Pastor, hasten, do! 
 The procession-people stand 
 Waiting only the command — 
 

BRAND. 
 Let them come then!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Wanting you! 
 Pray reflect, and hasten in! 
 All impatient to begin, 
 See, the whole mass throng and strain; 
 Like a torrent after storm 
 On the Manse they surge and swarm, 
 Shouting for the Priest. Again, 
 Hark you, for “the Priest” they shout, 
 Pray make haste! I much misdoubt, 
 They may scarcely prove humane!
 

BRAND. 
 Never will I hide my face 
 In the crowd that you command; 
 Let them seek me: here I stand.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Are you sane?
 

BRAND. 
 The path you pace 
 Is too narrow for my tread.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 And ‘twill still grow less and less 
 As the people push ahead. 
 Zounds! They spurn at rod and check! 
 Parsons, Dean, and Corporation 
 Jostled to the brimming beck — ! 
 Quickly, friend, make application 
 Of the scourge of your persuasion! 
 Ha, too late, they smash the line; 
 The procession is a wreck! 

[The multitude stream, in, and break in wild disorder through the procession to the church.]
 

VOICES. 
 Priest!
 

OTHERS. 

[Pointing up to the Church steps, where BRAND stands.]

 See yonder!
 

OTHERS AGAIN. 
 Give the sign!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Jostled in the throng.]Mayor, Mayor, control them, pray!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 All my words are thrown away!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

[TO BRAND.]

 Speak to them, and cast a gleam 
 On their spirits’ troubled stream! 
 What you suiumon’d us to see, 
 Was it Feast or foolery?
 

BRAND. 
 O, there stirs a current, then, 
 In these stagnant waters.-Men, 
 At the crossway stand ye: choose! 
 W h o l l y ye must will to lose 
 The old vesture of your lust, 
 Utterly anew be clad, 
 Ere our Temple from the dust 
 Rises, as it shall and must!
 

OFFICIALS. 
 He is raving!
 

CLERGY. 
 He is mad!
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, I was so, when I thought 
 Ye in some sense also wrought 
 For the God who hateth Lies! 
 When I dream’d that I could lure 
 To your hearts His Spirit pure 
 By a feat of compromise. 
 Small the Church was; logic thence 
 Palter’d to the inference: 
 Twice the size-that cannot fail; 
 Fivefold,-that must needs prevail! 
 O, I saw not that the call 
 Was for Nothing or else All. 
 Down that easy way I reel’d, 
 But to-day the Lord has spoken, 
 In this very hour has peal’d 
 Overhead the awful blast 
 Of His Judgment-trump at last, — 
 And I listen’d, in the wind 
 Of my anguish, baffled, broken, — 
 Even as David, having sinn’d-; 
 Now all hesitation dies. 
 Men! The Devil is compromise!
 

THE MULTITUDE. 

[With growing excitement.]

 Down with them that quench’d our light 
 Sapp’d the marrow of our might!
 

BRAND. 
 In your souls the demon dwells 
 That has bound you with his spells. 
 You have put your powers at mart, 
 You have cleft yourselves in twain; 
 Discord therefore numbs your brain, 
 Petrifies your hollow heart. 
 To the Church to-clay what drew you? 
 But the show, the show-nought else!! — 
 Roll of organ, clash of bells, — 
 And to feel the tingle through you 
 Of a speaking-furnace dart, 
 As it lisps and lilts and prattles, 
 As it rolls and roars and rattles, 
 By the strictest rules of Art!
 

THE DEAN . 

[To himself.]

 The Mayor’s chatter, he must mean!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Likewise.]

 That’s the twaddle of the Dean!
 

BRAND. 
 Nothing but the altar-glow 
 Of the Festival you know. 
 Get you home then to your sloth, 
 Get you home to toil and stress, 
 Soul as well as body clothe 
 In its common work-day dress, — 
 And the Bible slumber sound 
 Till the next Saint’s day comes round. 
 O, it was not to this end 
 That the Offering-cup I drain’d! 
 I the Greater Church ordain’d, 
 That its shadow might descend, 
 Not alone on Faith and Creed 
 But on everything in life 
 That by God’s leave lives indeed; — 
 On our daily strain and strife, 
 Midnight weeping, evening rest, 
 Youth’s impetuous delight, 
 All that harbours of good right, 
 Mean or precious, in the breast. 
 Yonder foss’s hidden thunder, 
 And the beck that sparkles under, 
 And the bellow of wild weather, 
 And the murmurous ocean’s tongue 
 Should have melted, soul-possess’d, 
 With the organ’s roll together, 
 And the gather’d people’s song. 
 Sweep this lying Labour hence! 
 Mighty only in pretence! 
 Stricken inly with decay 
 On its consecration day, — 
 Symbol of your impotence 
 All the germs of soul you aim 
 By divided toil to maim; 
 For the week’s six days ye drag 
 To the deepest deep God’s flag, 
 For one only of the seven, 
 Let it flutter forth to heaven!
 

VOICES FROM THE THRONG. 
 Lead us, lead us! Tempest lowers! 
 Lead us, and the day is ours!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Do not hear him! Nought he knows 
 Of the Faith a Christian owes!
 

BRAND. 
 Ay, thou nam’st the flaw whereby 
 Both the throng, and thou and I, 
 Are beset! To souls alone 
 Faith is possible,-show me o n e! 
 Show me one that his best treasure 
 Has not inly flung to waste 
 In his fumbling, or his haste! 
 First, the reeling plunge for pleasure 
 To the tabor’s juggling strain 
 Till the zest of pleasure’s slain; 
 Then, soul-ruins, eharr’d and stark, 
 Turn to dance before the Ark! 
 When the cup’s last liquor slips 
 Through the brain-worn cripple’s lips, 
 Ho! ‘tis time to pray and mend, 
 Sure of pardon in the end. 
 First God’s image you outwear, 
 Live the beast within you bare, 
 Then to Mercy cry your needs, 
 Seeking God-as invalids! 
 So. His Kingdom’s overthrown. 
 What should He with souls effete 
 Grovelling at His mercy-seat? 
 Said He not that then alone 
 When your lifeblood pulses tense 
 Through all veins of soul and sense, 
 Ye His kingdom shall inherit? 
 Children ye must be to share it; 
 No man hobbles through its gate. 
 Come then, ye whose cheek is rife 
 With the bloom of childhood yet 
 To the greater Church of Life!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Open it then!
 

THE MULTITUDE. 

[Crying out as in anguish.]

 No! Not this!
 

BRAND. 
 It has neither mark nor bound, 
 But its floor the green earth is, 
 Mead and mountain, sea and sound; 
 And the overarching sky 
 Is its only canopy. 
 There shall all thy work be wrought 
 As an anthem for God’s ear, 
 There thy week-day toil be sought 
 With no sacrilege to fear. 
 There the World be like a tree 
 Folded in its shielding bark; 
 Faith and Action blended be. 
 There shall daily labour fuse 
 With right Teaching and right Use, 
 Daily drudgery be one 
 With star-flights beyond the sun, 
 One with Yule-tide revelry 
 And the Dance before the Ark. 

[A stormy agitation passes over the multitude; some retire; most press close about BRAND.]
 

A THOUSAND VOICES. 
 Light is kindled in the dark; — 
 Li f e and serving God’s the same!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Woe on us! He wins them-hark! 
 Mayor, sexton, beadle, clerk!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Aside.]

 Do not scream so, o’ God’s name! 
 With a bull who wants a bout? 
 Let him roar his ravin out!
 

BRAND. 

[To the multitude.]

 Henee-away! God is afar! 
 Cannot be where such men are! 
 Fair His kingdom is and free! 

[Locks the church-door and takes the keys in his hand.]

 Here I will be priest no more. 
 I revoke my gift;-from me 
 No man shall receive the key 
 Of the yet unopen’d door! 

[Throws the keys into the river.]

 Wilt thou in, thou slave of clay, — 
 Through the crypt-hole worm thy way; 
 Lithe thy back is, creep and ply; 
 From that charnel let thy sigh 
 Roam the earth with venom’d breath, 
 Like the flagging gasp of death!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Aside with relief.]

 Ha, h i s hope of knighthood’s dim!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Similarly.]

 Well; no bishopric for h i m
 

BRAND. 
 Come thou, young man-fresh and free — 
 Let a life-breeze lighten thee 
 From this dim vault’s clinging dust. 
 Conquer with me! For thou must 
 One day waken, one day rise, 
 Nobly break with compromise; — 
 Up, and fly the evil days, 
 Fly the maze of middle ways, 
 Strike the foeman full and fair, 
 Battle to the death declare!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Hold! I’ll read the Riot Act!
 

BRAND. 
 Read! With you I break my pact.
 

THE MULTITUDE. 
 Show the way, and we will follow!
 

BRAND. 
 Over frozen height and hollow, 
 Over all the land we’ll fare, 
 Loose each soul-destroying snare 
 That this people holds in fee, 
 Lift and lighten, and set free, 
 Blot the vestige of the beast, 
 Each a Man and each a Priest, 
 Stamp anew the outworn brand, 
 Make a Temple of the land. 

[The multitude, including the SEXTON and SCHOOLMASTER, throng around him. BRAND is lifted on to their shoulders.]
 

MANY VOICES. 
 ‘Tis a great Time! Visions fair 
 Dazzle through the noontide glare. 

[The great mass of the assemblage streams away up the valley; a few remain.]
 

THE DEAN. 

[To the departing crowd.]

 O, ye blinded ones, what would you? 
 Lo! behind his seeming sooth 
 Satan scheming to delude you!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Ho there! Turn! Folks born to track 
 Safe home-waters still and smooth! 
 Stop!-ye go to ruin and wrack! — 
 (Dogs! And not a word comes back!)
 

THE DEAN. 
 Think of household and of home!
 

VOICES FROM THE MULTITUDE. 
 To a greater Home we come!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Think of meadow-plot and field; 
 Think of teeming stall and fold!
 

VOICES. 
 Heavenly dews did manna yield 
 When the chosen starved of old!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Hark! your women cry in chorus!
 

VOICES. 

[In the distance.]

 Ours they are not if they quail!
 

THE DEAN. 
 “Father’s gone!” your children wail.
 

THE WHOLE MULTITUDE. 
 Be against us, or be for us!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Gazes awhile with folded hands after them; then dejectedly.]

 By his faithless flock deserted 
 Stands the old shepherd, heavy-hearted, 
 Plunder’d to the very skin!
 

THE MAYOR.

[Shaking his fist at BRAND.]

 H i s the scandal; h i s the sin! 
 But we’ll shortly win the fight!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Almost breaking down.]

 Win? Of all our people cheated? — 
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Ay, but we are not defeated, 
 If I know my lambs aright!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Follows them.]

 Whither will he, in heaven’s name? 
 As I live, he’s after them! 

[They go.]

 Ha, my drooping courage rises, 
 I will also do and dare, — 
 Make assaults and capture prizes! 
 Bring my steed;-that is, prepare 
 A safe, steady mountain mare!
 

[By the highest farms in the valley. The land rises in the background and passes into great barren mountains. Rain.]


[BRAND, followed by the multitude-men, women, and children,-comes up the slopes.]
 

BRAND. 
 Look onward! Triumph flies ahead! 
 Your homes are hidden in the deep, 
 And over it, from steep to steep, 
 The storm his cloudy tent has spread. 
 Forget the pit of sloth ye trod, 
 Fly free aloft, ye sons of God!
 

A MAN. 
 Wait; my old father is dead beaten.
 

ANOTHER. 
 Since yesterday I’ve nothing eaten — 
 

SEVERAL. 
 Ay, still our hunger, slake our thirst!
 

BRAND. 
 On, on, across the mountain first!
 

SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Which way?
 

BRAND. 
 All ways alike are right 
 That reach the goal. This way pursue — 
 

A MAN. 
 Nay, it is steep, and ‘twill be night 
 Ere we are well upon the height.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 And that way lies the Ice-church too.
 

BRAND. 
 The steep way is the short way still.
 

A WOMAN. 
 My foot is sore!
 

ANOTHER. 
 My child is ill!
 

A THIRD. 
 Where shall I get a drop to drink?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Priest, feed the people;-see, they sink.
 

MANY VOICES. 
 A miracle! A miracle!
 

BRAND. 
 O, the slave-stamp has branded deep; 
 The toil you shirk, the hire you crave. 
 Up, and shake off this deadly sleep, — 
 Or else, get back into the grave!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Ay, he is right; first face the foe; 
 The hire comes afterwards, you know.
 

BRAND. 
 It shall, as sure as God looks forth 
 Over the breadth and depth of Earth!
 

MANY VOICES. 
 He’s prophesying! He’s prophesying!
 

SEVERAL. 
 Hark, priest, will it be warm, this fight?
 

OTHERS. 
 And bloody? And will it last till night?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

[Aside.]

 I trust there is no risk of dying?
 

A MAN. 
 Priest, must we really face the fire?
 

ANOTHER. 
 What is m y portion of the hire?
 

A WOMAN. 
 . 
 You’re sure I shall not lose my son?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 By Tuesday will the field be won?
 

BRAND. 

[Looking round in bewilderment on the throng.]

 What would you know? What’s your demand?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Firstly, how long we shall make war. 
 Then, of our total loss therein. 
 And finally,-how much we win?
 

BRAND. 
 This ye demand?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Yes, ‘faith; before 
 We did not rightly understand.
 

BRAND. 

[Deeply moved.]

 Then ye shall understand it now!
 

THE MULTITUDE. 

[Thronging closer.]

 Speak! Speak!
 

BRAND. 
 How long the war will last? 
 As long as life, till ye have cast 
 All ye possess before the Lord, 
 And slain the Spirit of Accord; 
 Until your stiff will bend and bow, 
 And every coward scruple fall 
 Before the bidding: Nought or All! 
 What you will lose? Your gods abhorr’d, 
 Your feasts to Mammon and the Lord, 
 The glittering bonds ye do not loathe, 
 And all the pillows of your sloth! 
 What you will gain? A will that’s whole, — 
 A soaring faith, a single soul, 
 The willingness to lose, that gave 
 Itself rejoicing to the grave; — 
 A crown of thorns on every brow; — 
 That is the wage you’re earning now!
 

THE MULTITUDE. 

[With a furious cry.]

 Betray’d! Betray’d! Deceived! Misled!
 

BRAND. 
 I say but what I always said!
 

SEVERAL. 
 You promised us the victor’s prize; 
 And now it turns to sacrifice!
 

BRAND. 
 I promised victory,-and to you 
 Victory shall indeed be due. 
 But every man who fights in front 
 Must perish in the battle’s brunt; 
 If that he dares not, let him lay 
 His arms down ere the battle-day. 
 The flag’s predestined to surrender 
 That has a timorous defender; 
 And he that shudders at the Cost, 
 Ere he is wounded, he is lost.
 

THE MULTITUDE. 
 He insolently bids us die 
 To serve unborn posterity!
 

BRAND. 
 Through thorny steeps of sacrifice, 
 The way unto our Canaan lies. 
 Triumph through death! I call you all, 
 As Champions of God to fall!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Well, we are in a pretty plight! 
 No mercy to expect below — 
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Nay, we have bade the dale good-night.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 And forward, forward, who will go?
 

SOME. 
 To death with him!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 ‘Twere pity, so! 
 We want a general, you know!
 

WOMEN. 

[Pointing in terror downwards.]

 The Dean! The Dean!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

[To the throng.]

 Nay, never fear!
 

THE DEAN. 

[Comes in, followed by some of those who remained behind.]

 O my beloved! O my sheep! 
 To the old shepherd’s voice give ear!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

[To the throng.]

 A home no more we have below; 
 Better we follow up the steep!
 

THE DEAN. 
 That ye could grieve my heart so sore, 
 And pierce me with a wound so deep!
 

BRAND. 
 Thou wast their soul’s scourge evermore!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Don’t heed him! He is stuffing you 
 With idle promises.
 

SEVERAL. 
 That’s true!
 

THE DEAN. 
 But we are gracious, and forgive 
 Where we true penitence perceive. 
 O, turn your eyes into your hearts 
 And mark the diabolic arts 
 With which he won you to his aid!
 

THE MULTITUDE. 
 Ay, sure enough; we were betray’d!
 

THE DEAN. 
 And then consider; what can ye, 
 A knot of scatter’d dalesmen, do? 
 Are high heroic deeds for you? 
 Can ye give bondsmen liberty? 
 You have your daily task; pursue it! 
 Whatever is beyond, eschew it! 
 What can your prowess brave or baulk? 
 Ye have your humble homes to keep. 
 What would you between eagle and hawk? 
 What would you between wolf and bear? 
 Ye fall but to the strongest’s share. 
 O my beloved! O my sheep!
 

THE MULTITUDE. 
 Ay, woe on us,-his words are true!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 And yet, when from the dale we drew, 
 Upon ourselves we locked the door; 
 We have no home there, as before.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 No, he has open’d all our eyes, 
 Laid bare sins, sicknesses, and lies; 
 The sleepy people sleeps no more; 
 And deadly to our waking seems 
 The life that satisfied our dreams.
 

THE DEAN. 
 Ah, trust me, that will soon pass over. 
 All will return to the old state, 
 If you will just be still and wait. 
 These folks, I’ll wage, will soon recover 
 The wonted calm they have foregone.
 

BRAND. 
 Choose, men and women!
 

SOME. 
 Home!
 

OTHERS. 
 Too late! 
 Too late! Along the height press on!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Enters in haste.]

 O lucky chance I caught you up!
 

WOMEN. 
 Ah, dear kind master, don’t be stern!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Not now; provided you return! 
 A better day, a brighter season 
 Dawns for us! If you’ll hark to reason, 
 You’ll all be rich men ere you sup!
 

SEVERAL. 
 How so
 

THE MAYOR. 
 There is a herring-horde 
 By millions swimming in the fjord!
 

TILE MULTITUDE. 
 What does he say?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Set all to rights! 
 Fly from these stormy uplands bare. 
 Till now the herrings swam elsewhere; 
 Now, friends, at last, our barren bights 
 Good fortune tardily requites.
 

BRAND. 
 Between God’s summons choose, and his!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Consult your own shrewd faculties!
 

THE DEAN. 
 A Miracle Divine is here! 
 A Providential Token clear! 
 How oft I dreamt that this befell! 
 I took it for a nightmare’s spell; 
 And now its meaning is revealed — 
 

BRAND. 
 Yourselves you ruin, if you yield!
 

MANY. 
 A herring-horde!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 By millions told!
 

THE DEAN. 
 For wife and children, bread and gold!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 You see, then, this is not an hour 
 To waste your forces in a fray, 
 And against energies whose power 
 Strikes in the very Dean dismay. 
 Now ye have other ends in view 
 Than idly pining for the sky. 
 Heaven, trust me, can your arms defy, 
 And God’s not easy to subdue. 
 Don’t mix yourselves in others’ strife, 
 But gather in the proffer’d fruit, 
 That is a practical pursuit, 
 That does not call for blood and knife; 
 That asks no sacrifice of life, 
 And gives you its good things to boot!
 

BRAND. 
 Just sacrifice is His demand, 
 Flame-writ in Heaven by His hand!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Ah, if you feel a call that way, 
 Just come to me next Sunday, say, 
 And on my word I’ll — 
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Interrupting.]

 Yes, yes, yes!
 

THE SEXTON. 

[Aside to the DEAN.]

 Shall I be suffer’d keep my place?
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

[Similarly.]

 Shall I be forced to leave my school?
 

THE DEAN. 

[Aside to them.]

 If these stiff necks you overrule 
 We will deal mildly with your case.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Away-away with you! time flies!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 To boat, to boat, whoever’s wise!
 

SOME. 
 Ay, but the priest?
 

THE SEXTON. 
 O, leave the fool!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 Here speaks the Lord as clearly, look, 
 As in an open printed book!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Leave him; that’s law and justice too; 
 With babbling tales he flouted you.
 

SEVERAL. 
 He lied to us!
 

THE DEAN. 
 His creed’s accursed; 
 And think, he never got a First!
 

SOME. 
 Never got what?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 A grain of sense.
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Nay, of that we have evidence!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Vainly his mother’s dying breath 
 For the last sacrament made suit!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 His child he almost did to death!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 His wife as well!
 

WOMEN. 
 O heartless brute!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Bad spouse, bad father, and bad son, — 
 Worse Christian surely there is none!
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Our ancient Church he overthrew!
 

OTHERS. 
 And shot the bolt upon the new!
 

OTHERS AGAIN. 
 He wreck’d us in a roaring stream!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 He pilfer’d my Asylum-scheme!
 

BRAND. 
 On every branded brow I see 
 This generation’s destiny.
 

THE WHOLE THRONG. 

[Roaring.]

 Hoo, never heed him! Stone and knife! 
 Send the fiend flying for his life! 

[BRAND is driven with stones out into the wild. His pursuers then return.]
 

THE DEAN. 
 O my beloved! O my sheep! 
 Back to your homes and hearths once more; 
 Your eyes in true repentance steep, 
 And see what blessings are in store. 
 God in His mercy is so good, 
 He asketh not the guiltless blood; — 
 And our authorities as well 
 Are singularly placable; 
 Mayor, magistrate, and sheriff too, 
 Will not be over hard on you; 
 And for myself, that large humanity 
 That marks our modern Christianity 
 Is mine; your rulers will descend 
 And dwell with you, as friend with friend.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 But should abuses be detected, 
 They must, past question, be corrected. 
 When we’ve a little time to move, 
 I’ll have appointed a commission, 
 To seek how best we may improve 
 Your intellectual condition. 
 Some clergymen it should include 
 Such as the Dean and I think good, — 
 And furthermore, if you prefer, 
 The Sexton and the Schoolmaster, 
 With others of a humbler sort, — 
 You’ll all be satisfied, in short.
 

THE DEAN. 
 Yes, we’ll relieve your burdens all, 
 As ye this day have brought relief 
 To your old shepherd in his grief. 
 Let each find comfort in the thought 
 That here a miracle was wrought. 
 Farewell! Good fortune to vour haul!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 Ah, there’s true charity, if you will!
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 So meek and unassuming still.
 

WOMEN. 
 So kindly, and so nice!
 

OTHER WOMEN. 
 And then 
 Such condescending gentlemen!
 

THE SEXTON. 
 They don’t demand the martyr’s throe.
 

THE SCHOOLMASTER. 
 The Lord’s Prayer is not all they know. 

[The throng passes on downwards.]
 

THE DEAN. 

[To the Mayor.]

 Ah, that has taken. It is plain 
 A great revulsion is in train; 
 For, by God’s blessed benefaction, 
 There is a thing men call Reaction.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 ‘Twas m y achievement, to control 
 The infant riot ere it grew.
 

THE DEAN. 
 Ah, to the miracle most was due.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 What miracle?
 

THE DEAN. 
 The herring-shoal!
 

THE MAYOR. 

[Whistling.]

 That was, I need not say, a lie.
 

THE DEAN. 
 Really, a lie?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 I just let loose 
 At the first fancy that came by; 
 Is it a sin such means to use 
 In such a cause?
 

THE DEAN. 
 God bless me, no 
 Need is an adequate excuse.
 

THE MAYOR. 
 And then, to-morrow, when the glow 
 Of agitation’s dead, or dying, 
 What will it matter if the end 
 Was gain’d by telling truth, or lying?
 

THE DEAN. 
 I am no formalist, my friend. 

[Looks up into the wild.]

 But is’t not Brand that yonder drags 
 His slow course upward?
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Ay, you’re right! 
 A lonely warrior off to fight!
 

THE DEAN. 
 Nay, there’s another too-that lags 
 Far in the rear!
 

THE MAYOR. 
 Why;-that is Gerd; 
 The herdsman’s worthy of the herd.
 

THE DEAN. 

[Facetiously.]

 When he has still’d his losing whim, 
 This is the epitaph for him: 
 “Here hall Brand; his tale’s a sad one; 
 O n e soul he saved,-and that a mad one!”
 

THE MAYOR. 

[With his finger to his nose.]

 But, on reflection, I have some 
 Misgivings that the folk’s decree 
 A little lack’cl humanity.
 

THE DEAN. 

[Shrugging his shoulders.]


Vox populi vox Dei. Come! 

[They go.]
 

[High up among the mountains. A storm is rising and chasing the clouds heavily over the snow-slopes; black peaks and summits appear here and there, and are veiled again by the mist.]
 

[BRAND comes, bleeding and broken, up the mountain.]
 

BRAND. 

[Stops and looks backward.]

 From the vale they follow’d thronging, 
 Never o n e has reached the height. 
 Through all bosoms thrill’d the longing 
 For a greater Day’s dawn-light; 
 Through all souls subduing strode 
 The alarum-call of God. 
 But the sacrifice they dread! 
 Will, the weakling, hides his head; — 
 O n e man died for them of yore, — 
 Cowardice is crime no more! 

[Sinks down on a stone, and looks with shrinking gaze around.]

 

Oft I shuddeed at their doom; 
 And I walk’d, with horror quivering, 
 As a little child walks shivering 
 Amid shrieking shapes that loom 
 In a dim and haunted room. 
 But I chcck’d my bosom’s quaking, 
 And bethought me, and consoled it: 
 Out of doors the day is breaking, 
 Not of night it is, this gloom, 
 But the shutters bared enfold it; 
 And I thought, the day inwelling, 
 Rich with summer’s golden bloom, 
 Shall anon prevail, expelling 
 All the darkness that is dwelling 
 In the dim and haunted room. 
 

O how bitter my dismay! 
 Pitchy darkness on me broke, — 
 And, without, a nerveless folk 
 Sat forlorn by fjord and bay, 
 Dim traditions treasuring 
 While their sotted souls decay. 
 Even as, year by year, the king 
 Treasured up his Snefrid dead, 
 Loosed the linen shroud o’erspread 
 By her mute heart listening low, 
 Still upon hope’s fragments fed, 
 Thinking, “Now the roses red 
 In her pallid ashes blow!” 
 None, like him, arose, and gave 
 The grave’s debt unto the grave; 
 None among them wise to know: 
 “Dreaming cannot kindle dust, 
 Down into the earth it must, 
 Dust is only made to breed 
 Nurture for the new-sown seed.” 
 Night, black night,-and night again 
 Over children, women, men! 
 O could I with levin-flame 
 Save them from the straw-death’s shame! 

[Leaps up.]

 

Gloomy visions I see sweep 
 Like the Wild Hunt through the night. 
 Lo, the Time is Tempest-dight, 
 Calls for heroes, death to dare, 
 Calls for naked steel to leap, 
 And for scabbards to hang bare; — 
 Kinsfolk, lo, to battle riding, 
 While their gentle brothers, hiding, 
 From the hat of darkness peep. 
 And yet more I do divine — 
 All the horror of their shame, — 
 Men that shriek and wives that whine, 
 Deaf to every cry and claim, 
 See them on their brows imprinting 
 “Poor folks sea-bound” for their name, 
 “Humble farthings of God’s minting!” 
 Pale they listen to the fray, 
 Willing-weakness for their shield. — 
 Rainbow o’er the mead of May, 
 Flag, where fliest thou now afield? 
 Where’s that tricolor to-day, 
 Which the wind of myriad song, 
 Beat and bellied from the mast 
 Till a zealot king at last 
 Split it into teeth and tongue? 
 

But you used the tongue to brag; 
 And what boots the toothed flag 
 If the dragon dares not bite? 
 Would the folk had spared those cheers, 
 And the zealot king those shears! 
 Four-square flag of peace suffices, 
 When a stranded craft capsizes, 
 To give warning of her plight! 
 Direr visions, worse foreboding, 
 Glare upon me through the gloom! 
 Britain’s smoke-cloud sinks corroding 
 On the land in noisome fume; 
 Smirches all its tender bloom, 
 All its gracious verdure dashes, 
 Sweeping low with breath of bane, 
 Stealing sunlight from the plain, 
 Showering down like rain of ashes 
 On the city of God’s doom. — 
 Fouler featured men are grown; — 
 Dropping water’s humming drone 
 Echoes through the mine’s recesses: 
 Bustling, smug, a pigmy pack 
 Plucks its prey from ore’s embraces, 
 Walks with crooked soul and back, 
 Glares like dwarfs with greedy eyes 
 For the golden glittering lies; 
 

Speechless souls with lips unsmiling, 
 Hearts thal fall of brothers rends not, 
 Nor their own to fury frets, 
 Hammer-wielding, coining, filing; 
 Light’s last gleam forlornly flies; 
 For this bastard folk forgets 
 That the need of willing ends not 
 When the power of willing dies! 
 Direr visions, direr doom, 
 Glare upon me through the gloom. 
 Craft, the wolf, with howl and yell, 
 Bays at Wisdom, sun of earth; 
 Cries of ruin ring to North, 
 Call to arms by fjord and fell; 
 And the pigmy, quaking, grim, 
 Hisses: “What is that to him?” 
 Let the other nations glow, 
 Let the mighty meet the foe, 
 We can ill afford to bleed, — 
 We arc weak, may fairly plead 
 From a giants’ war exemption, 
 Need not offer All as raced 
 For our fraction of Redemption 
 

Not for us the cup He drank, 
 Not for us the thorny wreath 
 In His temples drove its teeth, 
 Not for us the spear-shaft sank 
 In the Side whose life was still. 
 Not for us the burning thrill 
 Of the nails that clove and tore. 
 We, the weak, the least accounted, 
 Battle-summons may ignore! 
 Not for us the Cross He mounted! 
 Just the stirrup-slash’s stain, 
 Just the gash the cobbler scored 
 In the shoulder of the Lord, 
 Is our portion of His pain! 

[Throws himself down in the snow and covers his face; presently he looks up.]

 Was I dreaming! Dream I still? 
 Mist-enshrouded is the hill. 
 Were those visions but the vain 
 Phantoms of a fever’d brain? 
 Is the image clean outworn 
 Whereunto Man’s soul was born? 
 Is the Maker’s spirit fled 

[Listening.]

 Ha, what song breaks overhead?
 

INVISIBLE CHOIR. 

[In the sough of the storm.]

 Never shalt thou win His spirit; 
 Thou in mortal flesh was born: 
 Spurn his bidding or revere it; 
 Equally thou art forlorn.
 

BRAND. 

[Repeats the words, and says softly.]

 Woe’s me; I may well fear it! 
 Stood He not, and saw me pray, 
 Sternly smote my prayer away? 
 All I loved He has demanded, 
 All the ways of light seal’d fast, 
 Made me battle single-handed, 
 And be overthrown at last!
 

THE CHOIR. 

[Louder, above him.]

 Worm, thou mayst not win His spirit, — 
 For Death’s cup thou hast consumed; 
 Fear His Will, or do not fear it, 
 Equally thy work is doom’d.
 

BRAND. 

[Softly.]

 Agnes, Alf, the gladsome life 
 When unrest and pain I knew not — 
 I exchanged for tears and strife, 
 In my own heart plunged the knife, — 
 But the fiend of evil slew not.
 

THE CHOIR. 

[Tender and alluring.]

 Dreamer, thine is not His spirit, 
 Nought to Him thy gifts are worth; 
 Heaven thou never shalt inherit, 
 Earth-born creature, live for Earth!
 

BRAND. 

[Breaks into soft weeping.]

 Alf and Agnes, come unto me! 
 Lone I sit upon this peak! 
 Keen the north wind pierces through me, 
 Phantoms seize me, chill ones, meek — ! 

[He looks up; a glimmering space opens and clears in the mist; the APPARITION of a WOMAN stands in it, brightly clad, with a cloak over its shoulders. It is AGNES.]
 

THE PHANTOM. 

[Smiles, and spreads its arms towards him.]

 See, again, Brand, I have found thee!
 

BRAND. 

[Starting upin bewilderment.]

 Agnes! Agnes! What is this?
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Dearest, it is thy release 
 From the fever’d dreams that bound thee!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes! Agnes! 

[He is hurrying towards her.]
 

THE PHANTOM. 

[Screams.]

 Cross not! Deep 
 Rolls between us the abyss, 
 Where the mountain-torrents sweep! 

[Tenderly.]

 Thou Bost dream not, neither sleep, 
 Nor with phantoms wagest war; 
 Dear, by sickness thou vast wasted, — 
 Frenzy’s bitter cup hast tasted, 
 Dreamt, thy wife had fled afar.
 

BRAND. 
 Oh, thou livest! Blessed be
 

THE PHANTOM. 

[Hastily.]

 Peace! Of that no murmur now! 
 Follow fast, the moments press.
 

BRAND. 
 Oh, but Alf!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Alive, no less.
 

BRAND. 
 Lives!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 And with unfaded brow! 
 All thy sorrows did but seem! 
 All thy batles were a dream, 
 Alf is with thy mother; she 
 Vigorous yet, and stalwart he; 
 Still the old Church stands entire; 
 Pluck it down if thou desire; — 
 And the dalesmen still drudge on 
 As they did in good days gone.
 

BRAND. 
 “Good!”
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 For days of peace they were.
 

BRAND. 
 “Peace?”
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 O haste thee, Brand, O fly!
 

BRAND. 
 Woe, I dream!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Thy dream’s gone by, 
 But thou needest sheltering care
 

BRAND. 
 I am strong.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Ah me, not yet; 
 Still the fell dream lies in wait. 
 Once again from wife and child 
 It shall sweep thee, cloud-beguiled, 
 Once again thy soul obscure, — 
 If thou wilt not seek the cure.
 

BRAND. 
 Oh, vouchsafe it!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Thou availest, 
 Thou alone, that cure to reach.
 

BRAND. 
 Name it then!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 The aged leech, 
 Who has conn’d so many a page, — 
 The unfathomably sage, 
 He discovered where thou ailest. 
 All the phantoms of thy strife, 
 Three words conjured them to life. 
 Them thou boldly must recall, 
 From thy memory efface them, 
 From thy conscience blot, erase them; 
 At their bidding, lo, thou burnest 
 In this maddening blast of bane; — 
 O forget them, if thou yearnest 
 To make white thy soul again!
 

BRAND. 
 Say, what arc they?
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 “Nought or all.”
 

BRAND. 

[Reeling back.]

 Is it so?
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 So sure as I 
 Am alive, and thou wilt die.
 

BRAND. 
 Woe on us! The sword once more 
 Swings above us, as before!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Brand, be kind; my breast is warm; 
 Clasp me close in thy strong arm; — 
 Let us fly where summer’s sun
 

BRAND. 
 Never more that plague shall bind me
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Ah, Brand, all is not yet won.
 

BRAND. 

[Shaking his head.]

 I have flung that dream behind me. 
 Me no more that phantom-strife’s 
 Horror thrills;-but Life’s! but Life’s!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Life’s?
 

BRAND. 
 Come, Agnes, where I lead!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Brand, what is it thou wilt do?
 

BRAND. 
 What I must: the dream make true, — 
 Live the vision into deed.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Ha, thou canst not! Think but whither 
 That road led thee
 

BRAND. 
 Thither! Thither!
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 What thou dared’st, dream-beguiled, 
 Wilt thou, whole and waking, dare?
 

BRAND. 
 Whole and waking.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Lose the child?
 

BRAND. 
 Lose it.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 I must.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 And tear 
 Me all bleeding from the snare? 
 With the rods of sacrifice 
 Scourge me to the death?
 

BRAND. 
 I must.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Quench the glow of sunny skies, 
 Turn all bright things into dust, 
 Never pluck life’s fruitage fair, 
 Never be upborne by song? 
 Ah, so many memories throng!
 

BRAND. 
 Nought avails. Lose not thy prayer.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 Heed’st thou not thy martyr’s meed? 
 Baffled where thou sought’st to waken, 
 Stoned by all, by all forsaken?
 

BRAND. 
 Not for recompense I bleed; 
 Not for trophies do I fight.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 For a race that walks entomb’d!
 

BRAND. 
 One to many can give light.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 All their generation’s doom’d.
 

BRAND. 
 Much availeth one will’s might.
 

THE PHANTOM. 
 “One” with fiery sword of yore 
 Man of Paradise bereft! 
 At the gate a gulf he cleft; — 
 Over that thou mayst not soar!
 

BRAND. 
 But the path of yearning’s left!
 

THE PHANTOM. 

[Vanishes in a thunder-clap; the mist fills the place where it stood; and a piercing scream is heard, as of one flying .]

 Die! Earth cannot use thee more!
 

BRAND. 

[Stands a moment in bewilderment.]

 Out into the mist it leapt, — 
 Plumy wings of falcon beating, 
 Down along the moorland swept. 
 For a finger it was treating, 
 That the hand might be its prize — ! 
 Ha, the Spirit of Compromise!
 

GERD. 

[Comes with a rifle.]

 Hast thou seen the falcon?
 

BRAND. 
 Yea; 
 This time I have seen him.
 

GERD. 
 Say, 
 Quick, which way thou saw’st him fly; 
 We will chase him, thou and I.
 

BRAND. 
 Steel and bullet he defies; 
 Oftentimes you think he flies 
 Stricken by the mortal lead, — 
 But draw near to strike him dead 
 Up he starts again, secure 
 With the old cajoling lure.
 

GERD. 
 See, the hunter’s gun I’ve got, 
 Steel and silver is the shot; 
 ‘Trow, my wits are less astray 
 Than they reckon!
 

BRAND. 
 Have thy way! 

[Going.]
 

GERD. 
 Priest, thou walkest lame afoot.
 

BRAND. 
 I was hunted.
 

GERD. 
 Red thy brow 
 As the blood of thy heart’s root!
 

BRAND. 
 I was beaten.
 

GERD. 
 Musical 
 Was thy voice of old, that now 
 Rattles like the leaves of Fall.
 

BRAND. 
 I was
 

GERD. 
 What?
 

BRAND. 
 By one and all 
 Spurn’d.
 

GERD. 

[Looking at him with great eyes.]

 Aha,-I know thee now! 
 For the priest I took thee;-pest 
 Take the priest and all the rest! 
 The One, greatest Man art thou — 
 

BRAND. 
 So I madly dared to trust.
 

GERD. 
 Let me look upon thy hands!
 

BRAND. 
 On my hands?
 

GERD. 
 They’re pierced and torn! 
 In thy hair the blood-dew stands, 
 Riven by the fanged thorn 
 In thy forehead fiercely thrust, 
 Thou the crucifix didst span! 
 In my childhood Father told me 
 ‘Twas another, long ago, 
 Far away, that suffer’d so; — 
 Now I see he only fool’d me; — 
 Thou art the Redeeming man!
 

BRAND. 
 Get thee hence!
 

GERD. 
 Shall I not fall 
 Low before thy feet and pray?
 

BRAND. 
 Hence!
 

GERD. 
 Thou gayest the blood away 
 That bath might to save us all!
 

BRAND. 
 Oh, no saving plank I see, 
 In my own soul’s agony!
 

GERD. 
 Take the rifle! Shoot them dead — 
 

BRAND. 

[Shaking his head.]

 Man must struggle till he falls.
 

GERD. 
 Oh, not thou; thou art the head! 
 By the nails thy hands were gored; — 
 Thou art chosen; thou art Lord.
 

BRAND. 
 I’m the meanest worm that crawls.
 

GERD. 

[Looks up; the clouds are lifting.]

 Know’st thou where thou stand’st?
 

BRAND. 

[Gazing before him.]

 Below 
 The first step of the ascent; 
 It is rar, and I am faint.
 

GERD. 

[More fiercely.]

 Say! Where art thou, dost thou know?
 

BRAND. 
 Yes, now falls the misty shroud.
 

GERD. 
 Yes, it falls: without a cloud 
 Svartetind impales the blue!
 

BRAND. 

[Looking up.]

 Svartetind? The ice-church!
 

GERD. 
 Yea! 
 Here thou earnest churchward, too!
 

BRAND. 
 Hence! a thousand miles away! — 
 How I long to fly afar, 
 Where the sunlight and the balm 
 And the holy hush of calm, 
 And Life’s summer-kingdoms are! 

[Bursts into tears.]

 Jesus, I have cried and pleaded, — 
 From thy bosom still outcast; 
 Thou hast pass’d me by unheeded 
 As a well-worn word is passed; 
 Of salvation’s vesture, stain’d 
 With the wine of tears unfeign’d, 
 Let me clasp one fold at last!
 

GERD. 

[Pale.]

 What is this? Then weepest, thou, 
 Hot tears, till thy cheek is steaming, — 
 And the glacier’s death-shroud streaming 
 Silently from crag and crest, — 
 And my memory’s frozen tides 
 Melt to weeping in my breast, — 
 And the snowy surplice glides 
 Down the Ice-priest’s giant sides — 

[Trembling.]

 Man, why wept’st thou not till now?
 

BRAND. 

[Radiant, clear, and with an air of renewed youth.]

 Through the Law an ice-track lcd, — 
 Then broke summer overhead! 
 Till to-day I strove alone 
 To be God’s pure tablet-stone; — 
 From to-day my life shall stream 
 Lambent, glowing, as a dream. 
 The ice-fetters break away, 
 I can weep,-and kneel,-and pray! 

[Sinks upon his knees.]
 

GERD. 

[Looks askance upwards, and then, softly and timidly.]

 There he sits, the ugly sprite! 
 ‘Tis his shadow sweeps the land, 
 Where he flogs the mountain height 
 With his flapping vans in flight. 
 Now Redemption is at hand — 
 If the silver will but bite! 

[Puts the rifle to her cheek and shoots. A hollow roar, as of distant thunder, is heard far up the precipice.]
 

BRAND. 

[Starting up.]

 Ha, what dost thou?
 

GERD. 
 Down he slides! 
 I have hit him;-down he swings, — 
 Shrieking, till the echo rings; 
 Plumes in thousand from his sides 
 Flutter down the beetling brae; — 
 See how large he looms, how white — ! 
 Ha, he’s rolling down this way!
 

BRAND. 

[Sinking down.]

 Blood of children must be spilt 
 To atone the parent’s guilt!
 

GERD. 
 Tenfold vaster at his fall 
 Grew the tent of Heaven above! 
 See him tumble; see him sprawl — ! 
 Ah, I will not shudder more; 
 He is white, see, as a dove — ! 

[Shrieks in terror.]

 Hu, the horrible thunder-roar! 

[Throws herself down in the snow.]
 

BRAND. 

[Crouches under the descending avalanche, and, looking up, speaks.]

 God, I plunge into death’s night, — 
 Shall they wholly miss thy Light 
 Who unto man’s utmost might 
 Will’d — ? 

[The avalanche buries him; the whole valley is swallowed up.]
 

A VOICE. 

[Calls through the crashing thunder.]

 He is the God of Love.
 

THE END.










  

PEER GYNT


 

Translated by William and Charles Archer
 

Loosely based on the Norwegian fairy tale of Per Gynt, concerning a hunter from Kvam and has various adventures, this is the most widely performed Norwegian play in Ibsen’s homeland. His last play in poetic form, Peer Gynt was written in deliberate disregard of the limitations that the conventional stagecraft of the 19th century imposed on drama. Its forty scenes move uninhibitedly in time and space, blending folkloric fantasy and unsentimental realism. According to Klaus Van Den Berg, the “cinematic script blends poetry with social satire and realistic scenes with surreal ones”.

On 5 January 1867 Ibsen wrote to Frederik Hegel, his publisher, of his plan for the play, which would be “a long dramatic poem, having as its principal a part-legendary, part-fictional character from Norwegian folklore during recent times. It will bear no resemblance to Brand, and will contain no direct polemics or anything of that kind.” He began to write Peer Gynt on 14 January, employing a far greater variety of metres in its rhymed verse than he had used in his previous verse plays. The first two acts were completed in Rome and the third in Casamicciola on the north of the island of Ischia. In the composition of the play, Ibsen was generally inspired by Peter Christen Asbjørnsen’s collection of Norwegian Fairy Tales, published in 1845. Several of the characters are modelled after Ibsen’s own family, notably his parents Knud Ibsen and Marichen Altenburg.  

The play forms a satire of Norwegian egotism and narrowness, sparking widespread hostility from Hans Christian Andersen and other Scandinavian writers at the time of publication.  The first edition of 1,250 copies was published on 14 November, 1867 in Copenhagen and quickly sold out, demanding a further re-print of 2,000 copies. Peer Gynt was first performed in Christiania on 24 February 1876, with original music composed by Edvard Grieg, which in itself has since become a highly celebrated work of art.

The play introduces Peer Gynt, the son of the once highly regarded Jon Gynt, who spent all his money on feasting and living lavishly, and had to go from his farm as a wandering salesman, leaving his wife and son behind in debt. Åse, the mother, wished to raise her son to restore the lost fortune of his father, but Peer is soon to be considered useless. He is a poet and a braggart, not unlike the youngest son from Norwegian fairy tales, the “Ash Lad”, with whom he shares some characteristics. As the play opens, Peer provides an account of a reindeer hunt that went awry, a famous theatrical scene generally known as “the Buckride.” His mother scorns him for his vivid imagination, and taunts him because he spoiled his chances with Ingrid, the daughter of the richest farmer. Peer leaves for Ingrid’s wedding, scheduled for the following day, because he may still get a chance with the bride. His mother follows quickly to stop him from shaming himself completely.
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THE CHARACTERS
 

ÅSE, a peasant’s widow.

PEER GYNT, her son.

TWO OLD WOMEN with corn-sacks.

ASLAK, a smith.

WEDDING–GUESTS.

A MASTER–COOK, A FIDDLER, etc.

A MAN AND WIFE, newcomers to the district.

SOLVEIG and LITTLE HELGA, their daughters.

THE FARMER AT HEGSTAD.

INGRID, his daughter.

THE BRIDEGROOM and His PARENTS.

THREE SAETER–GIRLS.

A GREEN–CLAD WOMAN.

THE OLD MAN OF THE DOVRE.

A TROLL–COURTIER.

SEVERAL OTHERS.

TROLL–MAIDENS and TROLL–URCHINS.

A COUPLE OF WITCHES.

BROWNIES, NIXIES, GNOMES, etc.

AN UGLY BRAT.

A VOICE IN THE DARKNESS.

BIRD–CRIES.

KARI, a cottar’s wife.

Master COTTON, Monsieur BALLON, Herren VON EBERKOPF and TRUMPETERSTRALE, gentlemen on their travels.

A THIEF and A RECEIVER.

ANITRA, daughter of a Bedouin chief.

ARABS, FEMALE SLAVES, DANCING–GIRLS, etc.

THE MEMNON–STATUE (singing).

THE SPHINX AT GIZEH (muta persona).

PROFESSOR BEGRIFFENFELDT, Dr. Phil., director of the madhouse at Cairo.

HUHU, a language-reformer from the coast of Malabar.

HUSSEIN, an eastern Minister.

A FELLAH, with a royal mummy.

SEVERAL MADMEN, with their KEEPERS.

A NORWEGIAN SKIPPER and HIS CREW.

A STRANGE PASSENGER.

A PASTOR.

A FUNERAL–PARTY.

A PARISH–OFFICER.

A BUTTON–MOULDER.

A LEAN PERSON.
 

[The action, which opens in the beginning of the nineteenth century, and ends around the 1860’s, takes place partly in Gudbrandsdalen, and on the mountains around it, partly on the coast of Morocco, in the desert of Sahara, in a madhouse at Cairo, at sea, etc.]
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SCENE FIRST
 

[A wooded hillside near ÅSE’s farm. A river rushes down the slope. On the further side of it an old mill shed. It is a hot day in summer.]

[PEER GYNT, a strongly-built youth of twenty, comes down the pathway. His mother, ÅSE, a small, slightly built woman, follows him, scolding angrily.]
 

ÅSE

Peer, you’re lying!
 

PEER [without stopping]

No, I am not!
 

ÅSE

Well then, swear that it is true!
 

PEER

Swear? Why should I?
 

ÅSE

See, you dare not!

It’s a lie from first to last.
 

PEER [stopping]

It is true — each blessed word!
 

ÅSE [confronting him]

Don’t you blush before your mother?

First you skulk among the mountains

monthlong in the busiest season,

stalking reindeer in the snows;

home you come then, torn and tattered,

gun amissing, likewise game; — 

and at last, with open eyes,

think to get me to believe

all the wildest hunters’-lies! — 

Well, where did you find the buck, then?
 

PEER

West near Gendin.
 

ÅSE [laughing scornfully]

Ah! Indeed!
 

PEER

Keen the blast towards me swept;

hidden by an alder-clump,

he was scraping in the snow-crust

after lichen — 
 

ÅSE [as before]

Doubtless, yes!
 

PEER

Breathlessly I stood and listened,

heard the crunching of his hoof,

saw the branches of one antler.

Softly then among the boulders

I crept forward on my belly.

Crouched in the moraine I peered up; — 

such a buck, so sleek and fat,

you, I’m sure, have ne’er set eyes on.
 

ÅSE

No, of course not!
 

PEER

Bang! I fired!

Clean he dropped upon the hillside.

But the instant that he fell

I sat firm astride his back,

gripped him by the left ear tightly,

and had almost sunk my knife-blade

in his neck, behind his skull — 

when, behold! the brute screamed wildly,

sprang upon his feet like lightning,

with a back-cast of his head

from my fist made knife and sheath fly,

pinned me tightly by the thigh,

jammed his horns against my legs,

clenched me like a pair of tongs; — 

then forthwith away he flew

right along the Gendin-Edge!
 

ÅSE [involuntarily]

Jesus save us — !
 

PEER

Have you ever

chanced to see the Gendin-Edge?

Nigh on four miles long it stretches

sharp before you like a scythe.

Down o’er glaciers, landslips, scaurs,

down the toppling grey moraines,

you can see, both right and left,

straight into the tarns that slumber,

black and sluggish, more than seven

hundred fathoms deep below you.

Right along the Edge we two

clove our passage through the air.

Never rode I such a colt!

Straight before us as we rushed

‘twas as though there glittered suns.

Brown-backed eagles that were sailing

in the wide and dizzy void

half-way ‘twixt us and the tarns,

dropped behind, like motes in air.

Ice-floes on the shores broke crashing,

but no murmur reached my ears.

Only sprites of dizziness sprang,

dancing, round; — they sang, they swung,

circle-wise, past sight and hearing!
 

ÅSE [dizzy]

Oh, God save me!
 

PEER

All at once,

at a desperate, break-neck spot,

rose a great cock-ptarmigan,

flapping, cackling, terrified,

from the crack where he lay hidden

at the buck’s feet on the Edge.

Then the buck shied half around,

leapt sky-high, and down we plunged

both of us into the depths!

[ÅSE totters, and catches at the trunk of a tree.  PEER GYNT continues:]

Mountain walls behind us, black,

and below a void unfathomed!

First we clove through banks of mist,

then we clove a flock of sea-gulls,

so that they, in mid-air startled,

flew in all directions, screaming.

Downward rushed we, ever downward.

But beneath us something shimmered,

whitish, like a reindeer’s belly. — 

Mother, ‘twas our own reflection

in the glass-smooth mountain tarn,

shooting up towards the surface

with the same wild rush of speed

wherewith we were shooting downwards.
 

ÅSE [gasping for breath]

Peer! God help me — ! Quickly, tell — !
 


 

Aase on the Mill-house Roof
 

PEER

Buck from over, buck from under,

in a moment clashed together,

scattering foam-flecks all around.

There we lay then, floating, plashing, — 

But at last we made our way

somehow to the northern shore;

buck, he swam, I clung behind him: — 

I ran homewards — 
 

ÅSE

But the buck, dear?
 

PEER

He’s there still, for aught I know; — 

[Snaps his fingers, turns on his heel, and adds:]

catch him, and you’re welcome to him!
 

ÅSE

And your neck you haven’t broken?

Haven’t broken both your thighs?

and your backbone, too, is whole?

Oh, dear Lord — what thanks, what praise,

should be thine who helped my boy!

There’s a rent, though, in your breeches;

but it’s scarce worth talking of

when one thinks what dreadful things

might have come of such a leap — !

[Stops suddenly, looks at him open-mouthed and wide-eyed; cannot find words for some time, but at last bursts out:]

Oh, you devil’s story-teller,

Cross of Christ, how you can lie!

All this screed you foist upon me,

I remember now, I knew it

when I was a girl of twenty.

Gudbrand Glesne it befell,

never you, you — 
 

PEER

Me as well.

Such a thing can happen twice.
 

ÅSE [exasperated]

Yes, a lie, turned topsy-turvy,

can be prinked and tinselled out,

decked in plumage new and fine,

till none knows its lean old carcass.

That is just what you’ve been doing,

vamping up things, wild and grand,

garnishing with eagles’ backs

and with all the other horrors,

lying right and lying left,

filling me with speechless dread,

till at last I recognised not

what of old I’d heard and known!
 

PEER

If another talked like that

I’d half kill him for his pains.
 

ÅSE [weeping]

Oh, would God I lay a corpse;

would the black earth held me sleeping!

Prayers and tears don’t bite upon him. — 

Peer, you’re lost, and ever will be!
 

PEER

Darling, pretty little mother,

you are right in every word; — 

don’t be cross, be happy — 
 

ÅSE

Silence!

Could I, if I would, be happy,

with a pig like you for son?

Think how bitter I must find it,

I, a poor defenceless widow,

ever to be put to shame!

[Weeping again.]

How much have we now remaining

from your grandsire’s days of glory?

Where are now the sacks of coin

left behind by Rasmus Gynt?

Ah, your father lent them wings, — 

lavished them abroad like sand,

buying land in every parish,

driving round in gilded chariots.

Where is all the wealth he wasted

at the famous winter-banquet,

when each guest sent glass and bottle

shivering ‘gainst the wall behind him?
 

PEER

Where’s the snow of yester-year?
 

ÅSE

Silence, boy, before your mother!

See the farmhouse! Every second

window-pane is stopped with clouts.

Hedges, fences, all are down,

beasts exposed to wind and weather,

fields and meadows lying fallow,

every month a new distraint — 
 

PEER

Come now, stop this old-wife’s talk!

Many a time has luck seemed dropping,

and sprung up as high as ever!
 

ÅSE

Salt-strewn is the soil it grew from.

Lord, but you’re a rare one, you, — 

just as pert and jaunty still,

just as bold as when the pastor,

newly come from Copenhagen,

bade you tell your Christian name,

and declared that such a headpiece

many a prince down there might envy;

till the cob your father gave him,

with a sledge to boot, in thanks

for his pleasant, friendly talk. — 

Ah, but things went bravely then!

Provost, captain, all the rest,

dropped in daily, ate and drank,

swilling, till they well-nigh burst.

But ‘tis need that tests one’s neighbour.

Still it grew and empty here

from the day that “Gold-bag Jon”

started with his pack, a pedlar.

[Dries her eyes with her apron.]

Ah, you’re big and strong enough,

you should be a staff and pillar

for your mother’s frail old age, — 

you should keep the farm-work going,

guard the remnants of your gear; — 

[Crying again.]

oh, God help me, small’s the profit

you have been to me, you scamp!

Lounging by the hearth at home,

grubbing in the charcoal embers;

or, round all the country, frightening

girls away from merry-makings — 

shaming me in all directions,

fighting with the worst rapscallions — 
 

PEER [turning away from her]

Let me be.
 

ÅSE [following him]

Can you deny

that you were the foremost brawler

in the mighty battle royal

fought the other day at Lunde,

when you raged like mongrels mad?

Who was it but you that broke

Blacksmith Aslak’s arm for him, — 

or at any rate that wrenched one

of his fingers out of joint?
 

PEER

Who has filled you with such prate?
 

ÅSE [hotly]

Cottar Kari heard the yells!
 

PEER [rubbing his elbow]

Maybe, but ‘twas I that howled.
 

ÅSE

You?
 

PEER

Yes, mother, — I got beaten.
 

ÅSE

What d’you say?
 

PEER

He’s limber, he is.
 

ÅSE

Who?
 

PEER

Why Aslak, to be sure.
 

ÅSE

Shame — and shame; I spit upon you!

Such a worthless sot as that,

such a brawler, such a sodden

dram-sponge to have beaten you!

[Weeping again.]

Many a shame and slight I’ve suffered;

but that this should come to pass

is the worst disgrace of all.

What if he be ne’er so limber,

need you therefore be a weakling?
 

PEER

Though I hammer or am hammered, — 

still we must have lamentations.

[Laughing.]

Cheer up, mother — 
 

ÅSE

What? You’re lying now again?
 

PEER

Yes, just this once.

Come now, wipe your tears away; — 

[Clenching his left hand.]

see, — with this same pair of tongs,

thus I held the smith bent double,

while my sledge-hammer right fist — 
 

ÅSE

Oh, you brawler! You will bring me

with your doings to the grave!
 

PEER

No, you’re worth a better fate;

better twenty thousand times!

Little, ugly, dear old mother,

you may safely trust my word, — 

all the parish shall exalt you;

only wait till I have done

something — something really grand!
 

ÅSE [contemptuously]

You!
 

PEER

Who knows what may befall one!
 

ÅSE

Would you’d get so far in sense

one day as to do the darning

of your breeches for yourself!
 

PEER [hotly]

I will be a king, a kaiser!
 

ÅSE

Oh, God comfort me, he’s losing

all the wits that he had left!
 

PEER

Yes, I will! just give me time!
 

ÅSE

Give you time, you’ll be a prince,

so the saying goes, I think!
 

PEER

You shall see!
 

ÅSE

Oh, hold your tongue!

You’re as mad as mad can be. — 

Ah, and yet it’s true enough, — 

something might have come of you,

had you not been steeped for ever

in your lies and trash and moonshine.

Hegstad’s girl was fond of you.

Easily you could have won her

had you wooed her with a will — 
 

PEER

Could I?
 

ÅSE

The old man’s too feeble

not to give his child her way.

He is stiff-necked in a fashion

but at last ‘tis Ingrid rules;

and where she leads, step by step,

stumps the gaffer, grumbling, after.

[Begins to cry again.]

Ah, my Peer! — a golden girl — 

land entailed on her! just think,

had you set your mind upon it,

you’d be now a bridegroom brave, — 

you that stand here grimed and tattered!
 

PEER [briskly]

Come, we’ll go a-wooing, then!
 

ÅSE

Where?
 

PEER

At Hegstad!
 

ÅSE

Ah, poor boy;

Hegstad way is barred to wooers!
 

PEER

How is that?
 

ÅSE

Ah, I must sigh!

Lost the moment, lost the luck — 
 

PEER

Speak!
 

ÅSE [sobbing]

While in the Wester-hills

you in air were riding reindeer,

here Mads Moen’s won the girl!
 

PEER

What! That women’s-bugbear! He — !
 

ÅSE

Ay, she’s taking him for husband.
 

PEER

Wait you here till I have harnessed

horse and waggon — 

[Going.]
 

ÅSE

Spare your pains.

They are to be wed to-morrow — 
 

PEER

Pooh; this evening I’ll be there!
 

ÅSE

Fie now! Would you crown our miseries

with a load of all men’s scorn?
 

PEER

Never fear; ‘twill all go well.

[Shouting and laughing at the same time.]

Mother, jump! We’ll spare the waggon;

‘twould take time to fetch the mare up — 

[Lifts her up in his arms.]
 

ÅSE

Put me down!
 

PEER

No, in my arms

I will bear you to the wedding!

[Wades out into the stream.]
 

ÅSE

Help! The Lord have mercy on us!

Peer! We’re drowning — 
 

PEER

I was born

for a braver death — 
 

ÅSE

Ay, true;

sure enough you’ll hang at last!

[Tugging at his hair.]

Oh, you brute!
 

PEER

Keep quiet now;

here the bottom’s slippery-slimy.
 

ÅSE

Ass!
 

PEER

That’s right, don’t spare your tongue;

that does no one any harm.

Now it’s shelving up again — 
 

ÅSE

Don’t you drop me!
 

PEER

Heisan! Hop!

Now we’ll play at Peer and reindeer; — 

[Curvetting.]

I’m the reindeer, you are Peer!
 

ÅSE

Oh, I’m going clean distraught!
 

PEER

There see; now we’ve reached the shallows; — 

[Wades ashore.]

come, a kiss now, for the reindeer;

just to thank him for the ride — 
 

ÅSE [boxing his ears]

This is how I thank him!
 

PEER

Ow!

That’s a miserable fare!
 

ÅSE

Put me down!
 

PEER

First to the wedding.

Be my spokesman. You’re so clever;

talk to him, the old curmudgeon;

say Mads Moen’s good for nothing — 
 

ÅSE

Put me down!
 

PEER

And tell him then

what a rare lad is Peer Gynt.
 

ÅSE

Truly, you may swear to that!

Fine’s the character I’ll give you.

Through and through I’ll show you up;

all about your devil’s pranks

I will tell them straight and plain — 
 

PEER

Will you?
 

ÅSE [kicking with rage]

I won’t stay my tongue

till the old man sets his dog

at you, as you were a tramp!
 

PEER

Hm; then I must go alone.
 

ÅSE

Ay, but I’ll come after you!
 

PEER

Mother dear, you haven’t strength — 
 

ÅSE

Strength? When I’m in such a rage,

I could crush the rocks to powder!

Hu! I’d make a meal of flints!

Put me down!
 

PEER

You’ll promise then — 
 

ÅSE

Nothing! I’ll to Hegstad with you!

They shall know you, what you are!
 

PEER

Then you’ll even have to stay here.
 

ÅSE

Never! To the feast I’m coming!
 

PEER

That you shan’t.
 

ÅSE

What will you do?
 

PEER

Perch you on the mill-house roof.

[He puts her up on the roof. ÅSE screams.]
 

ÅSE

Lift me down!
 

PEER

Yes, if you’ll listen — 
 

ÅSE

Rubbish!
 

PEER

Dearest mother, pray — !
 

ÅSE [throwing a sod of grass at him]

Lift me down this moment, Peer!
 

PEER

If I dared, be sure I would.

[Coming nearer.]

Now remember, sit quite still.

Do not sprawl and kick about;

do not tug and tear the shingles, — 

else ‘twill be the worse for you;

you might topple down.
 

ÅSE

You beast!
 

PEER

Do not kick!
 

ÅSE

I’d have you blown,

like a changeling, into space!
 

PEER

Mother, fie!
 

ÅSE

Bah!
 

PEER

Rather give your

blessing on my undertaking.

Will you? Eh?
 

ÅSE

I’ll thrash you soundly,

hulking fellow though you be!
 

PEER

Well, good-bye then, mother dear!

Patience; I’ll be back ere long.

[Is going, but turns, holds up his finger warningly, and says:]

Careful now, don’t kick and sprawl!

[Goes.]
 

ÅSE

Peer! — God help me, now he’s off;

Reindeer-rider! Liar! Hei!

Will you listen! — No, he’s striding

o’er the meadow — ! [Shrieks.] Help! I’m

dizzy!

[TWO OLD WOMEN, with sacks on their backs, come down the path to the mill.]
 

FIRST WOMAN

Christ, who’s screaming?
 

ÅSE

It is I!
 

SECOND WOMAN

Åse! Well, you are exalted!
 

ÅSE

This won’t be the end of it; — 

soon, God help me, I’ll be heaven-high!
 

FIRST WOMAN

Bless your passing!
 

ÅSE

Fetch a ladder;

I must be down! That devil Peer — 
 

SECOND WOMAN

Peer! Your son?
 

ÅSE

Now you can say

you have seen how he behaves.
 

FIRST WOMAN

We’ll bear witness.
 

ÅSE

Only help me;

straight to Hegstad I will hasten — 
 

SECOND WOMAN

Is he there?
 

FIRST WOMAN

You’ll be revenged, then;

Aslak Smith will be there too.
 

ÅSE [wringing her hands]

Oh, God help me with my boy;

they will kill him ere they’re done!
 

FIRST WOMAN

Oh, that lot has oft been talked of;

comfort you: what must be must be!
 

SECOND WOMAN

She is utterly demented.

[Calls up the hill.]

Eivind, Anders! Hei! Come here!
 

A MAN’S VOICE

What’s amiss?
 

SECOND WOMAN

Peer Gynt has perched his

mother on the mill-house roof!
 






  







SCENE SECOND
 

[A hillock, covered with bushes and heather. The highroad runs behind it; a fence between.]

[PEER GYNT comes along a footpath, goes quickly up to the fence, stops, and looks out over the stretch of country below.]
 

PEER

There it lies, Hegstad. Soon I’ll have reached it.

[Puts one leg over the fence; then hesitates.]

Wonder if Ingrid’s alone in the house now?

[Shades his eyes with his hand, and looks out.]

No; to the farm guests are swarming like gnats. — 

Hm, to turn back now perhaps would be wisest.

[Draws back his leg.]

Still they must titter behind your back,

and whisper so that it burns right through you.

[Moves a few steps away from the fence, and begins absently plucking leaves.]

Ah, if I’d only a good strong dram now.

Or if I could pass to and fro unseen. — 

Or were I unknown. — Something proper and strong

were the best thing of all, for the laughter don’t bite then.

[Looks around suddenly as though afraid; then hides among the bushes. Some WEDDING-GUESTS pass by, going

downwards towards the farm.]
 

A MAN [in conversation as they pass]

His father was drunken, his mother is weak.
 

A WOMAN

Ay, then it’s no wonder the lad’s good for nought.

[They pass on. Presently PEER GYNT comes forward, his face flushed with shame. He peers after them.]
 

PEER [softly]

Was it me they were talking of?

[With a forced shrug.]

Oh, let them chatter!

After all, they can’t sneer the life out of my body.

[Casts himself down upon the heathery slope; lies for some time flat on his back with his hands under his head,

gazing up into the sky.]

What a strange sort of cloud! It is just like a horse.

There’s a man on it too — and saddle — and bridle. — 

And after it comes an old crone on a broomstick.

[Laughs quietly to himself.]

It is mother. She’s scolding and screaming: You beast!

Hei you, Peer Gynt — [His eyes gradually close.]

Ay, now she is frightened. — 

Peer Gynt he rides first, and there follow him many. — 

His steed it is gold-shod and crested with silver.

Himself he has gauntlets and sabre and scabbard.

His cloak it is long, and its lining is silken.

Full brave is the company riding behind him.

None of them, though, sits his charger so stoutly.

None of them glitters like him in the sunshine. — 

Down by the fence stand the people in clusters,

lifting their hats, and agape gazing upwards.

Women are curtseying. All the world knows him,

Kaiser Peer Gynt, and his thousands of henchmen.

Sixpenny pieces and glittering shillings

over the roadway he scatters like pebbles.

Rich as a lord grows each man in the parish.

High o’er the ocean Peer Gynt goes a-riding.

Engelland’s Prince on the seashore awaits him;

there too await him all Engelland’s maidens.

Engelland’s nobles and Engelland’s Kaiser,

see him come riding and rise from their banquet.

Raising his crown, hear the Kaiser address him — 
 

ASLAK THE SMITH [to some other young men, passing along the road]

Just look at Peer Gynt there, the drunken swine — !
 

PEER [starting half up]

What, Kaiser — !
 

THE SMITH [leaning against the fence and grinning]

Up with you, Peer, my lad!
 

PEER

What the devil? The smith? What do you want here?
 

THE SMITH [to the others]

He hasn’t got over the Lunde-spree yet.
 

PEER [jumping up]

You’d better be off!
 

THE SMITH

I am going, yes.

But tell us, where have you dropped from, man?

You’ve been gone six weeks. Were you troll-taken, eh?
 

PEER

I have been doing strange deeds, Aslak Smith!
 

THE SMITH [winking to the others]

Let us hear them, Peer!
 

PEER

They are nought to you.
 

THE SMITH [after a pause]

You’re going to Hegstad?
 

PEER

No.
 

THE SMITH

Time was

they said that the girl there was fond of you.
 

PEER

You grimy crow — !
 

THE SMITH [falling back a little]

Keep your temper, Peer!

Though Ingrid has jilted you, others are left; — 

think — son of Jon Gynt! Come on to the feast;

you’ll find there both lambkins and widows well on — 
 

PEER

To hell — !
 

THE SMITH

You will surely find one that will have you. — 

Good evening! I’ll give your respects to the bride. — 

[They go off, laughing and whispering.]
 

PEER [looks after them a while, then makes a defiant motion and turns half round]

For my part, may Ingrid of Hegstad go marry

whoever she pleases. It’s all one to me.

[Looks down at his clothes.]

My breeches are torn. I am ragged and grim. — 

If only I had something new to put on now.

[Stamps on the ground.]

If only I could, with a butcher-grip,

tear out the scorn from their very vitals!

[Looks round suddenly.]

What was that? Who was it that tittered behind there?

Hm, I certainly thought — No no, it was no one. — 

I’ll go home to mother.

[Begins to go upwards, but stops again and listens towards Hegstad.]

They’re playing a dance!

[Gazes and listens; moves downwards step by step, his eyes glisten; he rubs his hands down his thighs.]

How the lasses do swarm! Six or eight to a man!

Oh, galloping death, — I must join in the frolic! — 

But how about mother, perched up on the mill-house — 

[His eyes are drawn downwards again; he leaps and laughs.]

Hei, how the Halling flies over the green!

Ay, Guttorm, he can make his fiddle speak out!

It gurgles and booms like a foss o’er a scaur.

And then all that glittering bevy of girls! — 

Yes, galloping death, I must join in the frolic!

[Leaps over the fence and goes down the road.]
 






  







SCENE THIRD
 

[The farm-place at Hegstad. In the background, the dwelling-house. A THRONG OF GUESTS. A lively dance

in progress on the green. THE FIDDLER sits on a table. THE
 

MASTER-COOK is standing in the doorway. COOKMAIDS are going to and

fro between the different buildings Groups of ELDERLY PEOPLE sit

here and there, talking.]
 

A WOMAN [joins a group that is seated on some logs of wood]

The bride? Oh yes, she is crying a bit;

but that, you know, isn’t worth heeding.
 

THE MASTER-COOK [in another group]

Now then, good folk, you must empty the barrel.
 

A MAN

Thanks to you, friend; but you fill up too quick.
 

A LAD [to the FIDDLER as he flies past, holding A GIRL by the hand]

To it now, Guttorm, and don’t spare the fiddlestrings!
 

THE GIRL

Scrape till it echoes out over the meadows!
 

OTHER GIRLS [standing in a ring round a lad who is dancing]

That’s a rare fling!
 

A GIRL

He has legs that can lift him!
 

THE LAD [dancing]

The roof here is high, and the walls wide

asunder!
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [comes whimpering up to his FATHER, who is standing talking with some other men, and twitches his jacket]

Father, she will not; she is so proud!
 

HIS FATHER

What won’t she do?
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

She has locked herself in.
 

HIS FATHER

Well, you must manage to find the key.
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

I don’t know how.
 

HIS FATHER

You’re a nincompoop!

[Turns away to the others. The BRIDEGROOM drifts across the yard.]
 

A LAD [comes from behind the house]

Wait a bit, girls! Things’ll soon be lively!

Here comes Peer Gynt.
 

THE SMITH [who has just come up]

Who invited him?
 

THE MASTER-COOK

No one.

[Goes towards the house.]
 

THE SMITH [to the girls]

If he should speak to you, never take notice!
 

A GIRL [to the others]. No, we’ll pretend that we don’t even see him.
 

PEER GYNT [comes in heated and full of animation, stops right in front of the group, and claps his hands]

Which is the liveliest girl of the lot of you?
 

A GIRL [as he approaches her]

I am not.
 

ANOTHER [similarly]

I am not.
 

A THIRD

No; nor I either.
 

PEER [to a fourth]

You come along, then, for want of a better.
 

THE GIRL

Haven’t got time.
 

PEER [to a fifth]

Well then, you!
 

THE GIRL [going]

I’m for home.
 

PEER

To-night? are you utterly out of your senses?
 

THE SMITH [after a moment, in a low voice]

See, Peer, she’s taken a greybeard for partner.
 

PEER [turns sharply to an elderly man]

Where are the unbespoke girls?
 

THE MAN

Find them out.

[Goes away from him.]

[PEER GYNT has suddenly become subdued. He glances shyly and furtively at the group. All look at him, but no

one speaks. He approaches other groups. Wherever he goes there is

silence; when he moves away, they look after him and smile.]
 

PEER [to himself]

Mocking looks; needle-keen whispers and smiles.

They grate like a sawblade under the file!

[He slinks along close to the fence.  SOLVEIG, leading little HELGA by the hand, comes into the yard,

along with her PARENTS.]
 

A MAN [to another, close to PEER GYNT]

Look, here are the new folk.
 

THE OTHER

The ones from the west?
 

THE FIRST MAN

Ay, the people from Hedal.
 

THE OTHER

Ah yes, so they are.
 

PEER [places himself in the path of the new-comers, points to SOLVEIG,      and asks the FATHER:]

May I dance with your daughter?
 

THE FATHER [quietly]

You may so; but first we must go

to the farm-house and greet the good people.

[They go in.]
 

THE MASTER-COOK [to PEER GYNT, offering him drink]

Since you are here, you’d best take a pull at the liquor.
 

PEER [looking fixedly after the new-comers]

Thanks; I’m for dancing; I am not athirst.

[The MASTER-COOK goes away from him. PEER  GYNT gazes towards the house and laughs.]

How fair! Did ever you see the like?

Looked down at her shoes and her snow-white-apron — !

And then she held on to her mother’s skirt-folds,

and carried a psalm-book wrapped up in a kerchief — !

I must look at that girl.

[Going into the house.]
 

A LAD [coming out of the house, with several others]

Are you off so soon, Peer, from the dance?
 

PEER

No, no.
 

THE LAD

Then you’re heading amiss!

[Takes hold of his shoulder to turn him round.]
 

PEER

Let me pass!
 

THE LAD

I believe you’re afraid of the smith.
 

PEER

I afraid!
 

THE LAD

You remember what happened at Lunde?

[They go off, laughing, to the dancing-green.]
 

SOLVEIG [in the doorway of the house]

Are you not the lad that was wanting to dance?
 

PEER

Of course it was me; don’t you know me again?

[Takes her hand.]

Come, then!
 

SOLVEIG

We mustn’t go far, mother said.
 

PEER

Mother said! Mother said! Were you born yesterday?
 

SOLVEIG

Now you’re laughing — !
 

PEER

Why sure, you are almost a child.

Are you grown up?
 

SOLVEIG

I read with the pastor last spring.
 

PEER

Tell me your name, lass, and then we’ll talk easier.
 

SOLVEIG

My name is Solveig. And what are you called?
 

PEER

Peer Gynt.
 

SOLVEIG [withdrawing her hand]

Oh heaven!
 

PEER

Why, what is it now?
 

SOLVEIG

My garter is loose; I must tie it up tighter.

[Goes away from him.]
 


 

Peer among the Wedding Guests
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [pulling at his MOTHER’S gown]

Mother, she will not — !
 

HIS MOTHER

She will not? What?
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

She won’t, mother — 
 

HIS MOTHER

What?
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

Unlock the door.
 

HIS FATHER [angrily, below his breath]

Oh, you’re only fit to be tied in a stall!
 

HIS MOTHER

Don’t scold him. Poor dear, he’ll be all right yet.

[They move away.]
 

A LAD [coming with a whole crowd of others from the dancing-green]

Peer, have some brandy?
 

PEER

No.
 

THE LAD

Only a drain?
 

PEER [looking darkly at him]

Got any?
 

THE LAD

Well, I won’t say but I have.

[Pulls out a pocket-flask and drinks.]

Ah! How it stings your throat! — Well?
 

PEER [Drinks.]

Let me try it.
 

ANOTHER LAD

Now you must try mine as well, you know.
 

PEER

No!
 

THE LAD

Oh, nonsense; now don’t be a fool.

Take a pull, Peer!
 

PEER

Well then, give me a drop.

[Drinks again.]
 

A GIRL [half aloud]

Come, let’s be going.
 

PEER

Afraid of me, wench?
 

A THIRD LAD

Who isn’t afraid of you?
 

A FOURTH

At Lunde you showed us clearly what tricks you could play.
 

PEER

I can do more than that, when once I get started!
 

THE FIRST LAD [whispering]

Now he’s getting into swing!
 

SEVERAL OTHERS [forming a circle around him]

Tell away! Tell away!

What can you — ?
 

PEER

To-morrow — !
 

OTHERS

No, now, to-night!
 

A GIRL

Can you conjure, Peer?
 

PEER

I can call up the devil!
 

A MAN

My grandam could do that before I was born!
 

PEER

Liar! What I can do, that no one else can.

I one day conjured him into a nut.

It was worm-bored, you see!
 

SEVERAL [laughing]

Ay, that’s easily guessed!
 

PEER

He cursed, and he wept, and he wanted to bribe me with all sorts of things — 
 

ONE OF THE CROWD

But he had to go in?
 

PEER

Of course. I stopped up the hole with a peg.

Hei! If you’d heard him rumbling and grumbling!
 

A GIRL

Only think!
 

PEER

It was just like a humble-bee buzzing.
 

THE GIRL

Have you got him still in the nut?
 

PEER

Why, no; by this time that devil has flown on his way.

The grudge the smith bears me is all his doing.
 

A LAD

Indeed?
 

PEER

I went to the smithy, and begged

that he would crack that same nutshell for me.

He promised he would! — laid it down on his anvil;

but Aslak, you know, is so heavy of hand; — 

for ever swinging that great sledge-hammer — 
 

A VOICE FROM THE CROWD

Did he kill the foul fiend?
 

PEER

He laid on like a man.

But the devil showed fight, and tore off in a flame

through the roof, and shattered the wall asunder.
 

SEVERAL VOICES

And the smith — ?
 

PEER

Stood there with his hands all scorched.

And from that day onwards, we’ve never been friends.

[General laughter.]
 

SOME OF THE CROWD

That yarn is a good one.
 

OTHERS

About his best.
 

PEER

Do you think I am making it up?
 

A MAN

Oh no,

that you’re certainly not; for I’ve heard the most on’t

from my grandfather — 
 

PEER

Liar! It happened to me!
 

THE MAN

Yes, like everything else.
 

PEER [with a fling]

I can ride, I can,

clean through the air, on the bravest of steeds!

Oh, many’s the thing I can do, I tell you!

[Another roar of laughter.]
 

ONE OF THE GROUP

Peer, ride through the air a bit!
 

MANY

Do, dear Peer Gynt — !
 

PEER

You may spare you the trouble of begging so hard.

I will ride like a hurricane over you all!

Every man in the parish shall fall at my feet!
 

AN ELDERLY MAN

Now he is clean off his head.
 

ANOTHER

The dolt!
 

A THIRD

Braggart!
 

A FOURTH

Liar!
 

PEER [threatening them]

Ay, wait till you see!
 

A MAN [half drunk]

Ay, wait; you’ll soon get your jacket dusted!
 

OTHERS

Your back beaten tender! Your eyes painted blue!

[The crowd disperses, the elder men angry, the younger laughing and jeering.]
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [close to PEER GYNT]

Peer, is it true you can ride through the air?
 

PEER [shortly]

It’s all true, Mads! You must know I’m a rare one!
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

Then have you got the Invisible Cloak too?
 

PEER

The Invisible Hat, do you mean? Yes, I have.

[Turns away from him. SOLVEIG crosses the yard, leading little HELGA.]
 

PEER [goes towards them; his face lights up]

Solveig! Oh, it is well you have come!

[Takes hold of her wrist.]

Now will I swing you round fast and fine!
 

SOLVEIG

Loose me!
 

PEER

Wherefore?
 

SOLVEIG

You are so wild.
 

PEER

The reindeer is wild, too, when summer is dawning.

Come then, lass; do not be wayward now!
 

SOLVEIG [withdrawing her arm]

Dare not.
 

PEER

Wherefore?
 

SOLVEIG

No, you’ve been drinking.

[Moves off with HELGA.]
 

PEER

Oh, if I had but my knife-blade driven

clean through the heart of them, — one and all!
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [nudging him with his elbow]

Peer, can’t you help me to get at the bride?
 

PEER [absently]

The bride? Where is she?
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

In the store-house.
 

PEER

Ah.
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

Oh, dear Peer Gynt, you must try at least!
 

PEER

No, you must get on without my help.

[A thought strikes him; he says softly but sharply:]

Ingrid! The store-house!

[Goes Up to SOLVEIG.]

Have you thought better on’t?
 


 

Peer and Solveig at the Wedding
 

[SOLVEIG tries to go; he blocks her path.]

You’re ashamed to, because I’ve the look of a tramp.
 

SOLVEIG [hastily]

No, that you haven’t; that’s not true at all!
 

PEER

Yes! And I’ve taken a drop as well;

but that was to spite you, because you had hurt me.

Come then!
 

SOLVEIG

Even if I would now, I daren’t.
 

PEER

Who are you frightened of?
 

SOLVEIG

Father, most.
 

PEER

Father? Ay, ay; he is one of the quiet ones!

One of the godly, eh? — Answer, come!
 

SOLVEIG

What shall I say?
 

PEER

Is your father a psalm-singer?

And you and your mother as well, no doubt?

Come, will you speak?
 

SOLVEIG

Let me go in peace.
 

PEER

No!

[In a low but sharp and threatening tone.]

I can turn myself into a troll!

I’ll come to your bedside at midnight to-night.

If you should hear some one hissing and spitting,

you mustn’t imagine it’s only the cat.

It’s me, lass! I’ll drain out your blood in a cup,

and your little sister, I’ll eat her up;

ay, you must know I’m a werewolf at night; — 

I’ll bite you all over the loins and the back — 

[Suddenly changes his tone, and entreats, as if in dread:]

Dance with me, Solveig!
 

SOLVEIG [looking darkly at him]

Then you were grim.

[Goes into the house.]
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [comes sidling up again]

I’ll give you an ox if you’ll help me!
 

PEER

Then come!

[They go out behind the house. At the same moment a crowd of men come up from the dancing-green; most of them

are drunk. Noise and hubbub. SOLVEIG, HELGA, and their PARENTS

appear among a number of elderly people in the doorway.]
 

THE MASTER-COOK [to the SMITH, who is the foremost of the crowd]

Keep peace now!
 

THE SMITH [pulling off his jacket]

No, we must fight it out here.

Peer Gynt or I must be taught a lesson.
 

SOME VOICES

Ay, let them fight for it!
 

OTHERS

No, only wrangle!
 

THE SMITH

Fists must decide; for the case is past

words.
 

SOLVEIG’S FATHER

Control yourself, man!
 

HELGA

Will they beat him, mother?
 

A LAD

Let us rather tease him with all his lies!
 

ANOTHER

Kick him out of the company!
 

A THIRD

Spit in his eyes!
 

A FOURTH [to the SMITH]

You’re not backing out, smith?
 

THE SMITH [flinging away his jacket]

The jade shall be slaughtered!
 

SOLVEIG’S MOTHER [to SOLVEIG]

There, you can see how that windbag is thought of.
 

ÅSE [coming up with a stick in her hand]

Is that son of mine here? Now he’s in for a drubbing!

Oh! how heartily I will dang him!
 

THE SMITH [rolling up his shirt-sleeves]

That switch is too light for a carcass like his.

The smith will dang him!
 

OTHERS

Bang him!
 

THE SMITH [spits on his hands and nods to ÅSE]

Hang him!
 

ÅSE

What? Hang my Peer? Ay, just try if you dare; — 

Åse and I, we have teeth and claws! — 

Where is he? [Calls across the yard:]

Peer!
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [comes running up]

Oh, God’s death on the cross!

Come father, come mother, and — !
 

HIS FATHER

What is the matter?
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

Just fancy, Peer Gynt — !
 

ÅSE [screams]

Have they taken his life?
 

THE BRIDEGROOM

No, but Peer Gynt — ! Look, there on the

hillside — !
 

THE CROWD

With the bride!
 

ÅSE [lets her stick sink]

Oh, the beast!
 

THE SMITH [as if thunderstruck]

Where the slope rises sheerest

he’s clambering upwards, by God, like a goat!
 

THE BRIDEGROOM [crying]

He’s shouldered her, mother, as I might a pig!
 

ÅSE [shaking her fist up at him]

Would God you might fall, and — !

[Screams out in terror.]

Take care of your footing!
 

THE HEGSTAD FARMER [comes in, bare-headed and white with rage]

I’ll have his life for this bride-rape yet!
 

ÅSE

Oh no, God punish me if I let you!

* * * * *
 






  







ACT SECOND
 






  








SCENE FIRST
 

[A narrow path, high up in the mountains. Early morning.]

[PEER GYNT comes hastily and sullenly along the path. INGRID, Still wearing some of her bridal ornaments, is

trying to hold him back.]
 

PEER

Get you from me!
 

INGRID [weeping]

After this, Peer?

Whither?
 

PEER

Where you will for me.
 

INGRID [wringing her hands]

Oh, what falsehood!
 

PEER

Useless railing.

Each alone must go his way.
 

INGRID

Sin — and sin again unites us!
 

PEER

Devil take all recollections!

Devil take the tribe of women — 

all but one — !
 

INGRID

Who is that one, pray?
 

PEER

‘Tis not you.
 

INGRID

Who is it then?
 

PEER

Go! Go thither whence you came!

Off! To your father!
 

INGRID

Dearest, sweetest — 
 

PEER

Peace!
 

INGRID

You cannot mean it, surely,

what you’re saying?
 

PEER

Can and do.
 

INGRID

First to lure — and then forsake me!
 

PEER

And what terms have you to offer?
 

INGRID

Hegstad Farm, and more besides.
 

PEER

Is your psalm-book in your kerchief?

Where’s the gold-mane on your shoulders?

Do you glance adown your apron?

Do you hold your mother’s skirt-fold?

Speak!
 

INGRID

No, but — 
 

PEER

Went you to the pastor

this last spring-tide?
 

INGRID

No, but Peer — 
 

PEER

Is there shyness in your glances?

When I beg, can you deny?
 

INGRID

Heaven! I think his wits are going!
 

PEER

Does your presence sanctify?

Speak!
 

INGRID

No, but — 
 

PEER

What’s all the rest then?

[Going.]
 

INGRID [blocking his way]

Know you it will cost your neck

should you fail me?
 

PEER

What do I care?
 

INGRID

You may win both wealth and honour

if you take me — 
 

PEER

Can’t afford.
 

INGRID [bursting into tears]

Oh, you lured me — !
 

PEER

You were willing.
 

INGRID

I was desperate!
 

PEER

Frantic I.
 

INGRID [threatening]

Dearly shall you pay for this!
 

PEER

Dearest payment cheap I’ll reckon.
 

INGRID

Is your purpose set?
 

PEER

Like flint.
 

INGRID

Good! we’ll see, then, who’s the winner!

[Goes downwards.]
 

PEER [stands silent a moment, then cries:]

Devil take all recollections!

Devil take the tribe of women!
 

INGRID [turning her head, and calling mockingly upwards:]

All but one!
 

PEER

Yes, all but one.

[They go their several ways.]
 






  







SCENE SECOND
 

[Near a mountain tarn; the ground is soft and marshy round about. A storm is gathering.]

[ÅSE enters, calling and gazing around her despairingly, in every direction. SOLVEIG has difficulty in keeping

up with her. SOLVEIG’S FATHER and MOTHER, with HELGA, are some way behind.]
 

ÅSE [tossing about her arms, and tearing her hair]

All things are against me with wrathful might!

Heaven, and the waters, and the grisly mountains!

Fog-scuds from heaven roll down to bewilder him!

The treacherous waters are lurking to murder him!

The mountains would crush him with landslip and rift! — 

And the people too! They’re out after his life!

God knows they shan’t have it! I can’t bear to lose him!

Oh, the oaf! to think that the fiend should tempt him!

[Turning to SOLVEIG.]

Now isn’t it clean unbelievable this?

He, that did nought but romance and tell lies; — 

he, whose sole strength was the strength of his jaw;

he, that did never a stroke of true work; — 

he — ! Oh, a body could both cry and laugh! — 

Oh, we clung closely in sorrow and need.

Ay, you must know that my husband, he drank,

loafed round the parish to roister and prate,

wasted and trampled our gear under foot.

And meanwhile at home there sat Peerkin and I — 

the best we could do was to try to forget;

for ever I’ve found it so hard to bear up.

It’s a terrible thing to look fate in the eyes;

and of course one is glad to be quit of one’s cares,

and try all one can to keep thought far away.

Some take to brandy, and others to lies;

and we — why we took to fairy-tales

of princes and trolls and of all sorts of beasts;

and of bride-rapes as well. Ah, but who could have dreamt

that those devil’s yarns would have stuck in his head?

[In a fresh access of terror.]

Hu! What a scream! It’s the nixie or droug!

Peer! Peer! — Up there on that hillock — !

[She runs to the top of a little rise, and looks out over the tarn. SOLVEIG’S FATHER and MOTHER come up.]
 

ÅSE

Not a sign to be seen!
 

THE FATHER [quietly]

It is worst for him!
 

ÅSE [weeping]

Oh, my Peer! Oh, my own lost lamb!
 

THE FATHER [nods mildly]

You may well say lost.
 

ÅSE

Oh no, don’t talk like that!

He is so clever. There’s no one like him.
 

THE FATHER

You foolish woman!
 

ÅSE

Oh ay; oh ay;

foolish I am, but the boy’s all right!
 

THE FATHER [still softly and with mild eyes]

His heart is hardened, his soul is lost.
 

ÅSE [in terror]

No, no, he can’t be so hard, our Lord!
 

THE FATHER

Do you think he can sigh for his debt of sin?
 

ÅSE [eagerly]

No, but he can ride through the air on a buck,

though!
 

THE MOTHER

Christ, are you mad?
 

THE FATHER

Why, what do you mean?
 

ÅSE

Never a deed is too great for him.

You shall see, if only he lives so long — 
 

THE FATHER

Best if you saw him on the gallows hanging.
 

ÅSE [shrieks]

Oh, cross of Christ!
 

THE FATHER

In the hangman’s hands,

it may be his heart would be turned to repentance.
 

ÅSE [bewildered]

Oh, you’ll soon talk me out of my senses!

We must find him!
 

THE FATHER

To rescue his soul.
 

ÅSE

And his body!

If he’s stuck in the swamp, we must drag him out;

if he’s taken by trolls, we must ring the bells for him.
 

THE FATHER

Hm! — Here’s a sheep-path — 
 

ÅSE

The Lord will repay you

your guidance and help!
 

THE FATHER

It’s a Christian’s duty.
 

ÅSE

Then the others, fie! they are heathens all;

there wasn’t one that would go with us — 
 

THE FATHER

They knew him too well.
 

ÅSE

He was too good for them!

[Wrings her hands.]

And to think — and to think that his life is at stake!
 

THE FATHER

Here are tracks of a man.
 

ÅSE

Then it’s here we must search!
 

THE FATHER

We’ll scatter around on this side of our saeter.

[He and his wife go on ahead.]
 

SOLVEIG [to ÅSE]

Say on; tell me more.
 

ÅSE [drying her eyes]

Of my son, you mean?
 

SOLVEIG

Yes; — 

Tell everything!
 

ÅSE [smiles and tosses her head]

Everything? — Soon you’d be tired!
 

SOLVEIG

Sooner by far will you tire of the telling than I of the hearing.
 






  







SCENE THIRD
 

[Low, treeless heights, close under the mountain moorlands; peaks in the distance. The shadows are long; it is late in the day.]

[PEER GYNT comes running at full speed, and stops short on the hillside.]
 

PEER

The parish is all at my heels in a pack!

Every man of them armed or with gun or with club.

Foremost I hear the old Hegstad-churl howling. — 

Now it’s noised far and wide that Peer Gynt is abroad!

It is different, this, from a bout with a smith!

This is life! Every limb grows as strong as a bear’s.

[Strikes out with his arms and leaps in the air.]

To crush, overturn, stem the rush of the foss!

To strike! Wrench the fir-tree right up by the root!

This is life! This both hardens and lifts one high!

To hell then with all of the savourless lies!
 

THREE SAETER GIRLS [rush across the hillside, screaming and singing]

To crushTrond of the Valfjeld! Bard and Kare!

Troll-pack! To-night would you sleep in our arms?
 

PEER

To whom are you calling?
 

THE GIRLS

To the trolls! to the trolls!
 

FIRST GIRL

Trond, come with kindness!
 

SECOND GIRL

Bard, come with force!
 

THIRD GIRL

The cots in the saeter are all standing empty!
 

FIRST GIRL

Force is kindness!
 

SECOND GIRL

And kindness is force!
 

THIRD GIRL

If lads are awanting,

one plays with the trolls!
 

PEER

Why, where are the lads, then?
 

ALL THREE [with a horse-laugh]

They cannot come hither!
 

FIRST GIRL

Mine called me his sweetheart and called me his darling.

Now he has married a grey-headed widow.
 

SECOND GIRL

Mine met a gipsy-wench north on the upland.

Now they are tramping the country together.
 

THIRD GIRL

Mine put an end to our bastard brat.

Now his head’s grinning aloft on a stake.
 

ALL THREE

Trond of the Valfjeld! Bard and Kare!

Troll-pack! To-night would you sleep in our arms?
 

PEER [stands, with a sudden leap, in the midst of them]

I’m a three-headed troll, and the boy for three girls!
 

THE GIRLS

Are you such a lad, eh?
 

PEER

You shall judge for yourselves!
 

FIRST GIRL

To the hut! To the hut!
 

SECOND GIRL

We have mead!
 

PEER

Let it flow!
 

THIRD GIRL

No cot shall stand empty this Saturday night!
 

SECOND GIRL [kissing him]

He sparkles and glisters like white-heated iron.
 

THIRD GIRL [doing likewise]

Like a baby’s eyes from the blackest tarn.
 

PEER [dancing in the midst of them]

Heavy of heart and wanton of mind.

The eyes full of laughter, the throat of tears!
 

THE GIRLS [making mocking gestures towards the mountain-tops, screaming and singing]

Heavy of Trond of the Valfjeld! Bard and Kare!

Troll-pack! — To-night will you sleep in our arms?

[They dance away over the heights, with PEER GYNT in their midst.]
 






  







SCENE FOURTH
 

[Among the Ronde mountains. Sunset. Shining snowpeaks all around.]

[PEER GYNT enters, dizzy and bewildered.]
 

PEER

Tower over tower arises!

Hei, what a glittering gate!

Stand! Will you stand! It’s drifting

further and further away!

High on the vane the cock stands

lifting his wings for flight; — 

blue spread the rifts and bluer,

locked is the fell and barred. — 

What are those trunks and tree-roots,

that grow from the ridge’s clefts?

They are warriors heron-footed!

Now they, too, are fading away.

A shimmering like rainbow-streamers

goes shooting through eyes and brain.

What is it, that far-off chiming?

What’s weighing my eyebrows down?

Hu, how my forehead’s throbbing — 

a tightening red-hot ring — !

I cannot think who the devil

has bound it around my head!

[Sinks down.]

Flight o’er the Edge of Gendin — 

stuff and accursed lies!

Up o’er the steepest hill-wall

with the bride, — and a whole day drunk;

hunted by hawks and falcons,

threatened by trolls and such,

sporting with crazy wenches: — 

lies and accursed stuff!

[Gazes long upwards.]

Yonder sail two brown eagles.

Southward the wild geese fly.

And here I must splash and stumble

in quagmire and filth knee-deep!

[Springs up.]

I’ll fly too! I will wash myself clean in

the bath of the keenest winds!

I’ll fly high! I will plunge myself fair in

the glorious christening-font!

I will soar far over the saeter;

I will ride myself pure of soul;

I will forth o’er the salt sea waters,

and high over Engelland’s prince!

Ay, gaze as ye may, young maidens;

my ride is for none of you;

you’re wasting your time in waiting — !

Yet maybe I’ll swoop down, too. — 

What has come of the two brown eagles — ?

They’ve vanished, the devil knows where! — 

There’s the peak of a gable rising;

it’s soaring on every hand:

it’s growing from out the ruins; — 

see, the gateway is standing wide!

Ha-ha, yonder house, I know it;

it’s grandfather’s new-built farm!

Gone are the clouts from the windows;

the crazy old fence is gone.

The lights gleam from every casement;

there’s a feast in the hall to-night.

There, that was the provost clinking

the back of his knife on his glass; — 

there’s the captain flinging his bottle,

and shivering the mirror to bits. — 

Let them waste; let it all be squandered!

Peace, mother; what need we care!

‘Tis the rich Jon Gynt gives the banquet;

hurrah for the race of Gynt!

What’s all this bustle and hubbub?

Why do they shout and bawl?

The captain is calling the son in; — 

oh, the provost would drink my health.

In then, Peer Gynt, to the judgment;

it rings forth in song and shout:

Peer Gynt, thou art come of great things,

and great things shall come of thee!

[Leaps forward, but runs his head against a rock, falls, and remains stretched on the ground.]
 






  







SCENE FIFTH
 

[A hillside, wooded with great soughing trees. Stars are gleaming through the leaves; birds are singing in the tree-tops.]

[A GREEN-CLAD WOMAN is crossing the hillside; PEER GYNT follows her, with all sorts of lover-like antics.]
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE [stops and turns round]

Is it true?
 

PEER [drawing his finger across his throat]

As true as my name is Peer; — 

as true as that you are a lovely woman!

Will you have me? You’ll see what a fine man I’ll be;

you shall neither tread the loom nor turn the spindle.

You shall eat all you want, till you’re ready to burst.

I never will drag you about by the hair — 
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Nor beat me?
 

PEER

No, can you think I would?

We kings’ sons never beat women and such.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

You’re a king’s son?
 

PEER

Yes.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

I’m the Dovre-King’s daughter.
 

PEER

Are you? See there, now, how well that fits in!
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Deep in the Ronde has father his palace.
 

PEER

My mother’s is bigger, or much I’m mistaken.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Do you know my father? His name is King Brose.
 

PEER

Do you know my mother? Her name is Queen Åse.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

When my father is angry the mountains are riven.
 

PEER

They reel when my mother by chance falls a-scolding.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

My father can kick e’en the loftiest roof-tree.
 

PEER

My mother can ride through the rapidest river.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Have you other garments besides those rags?
 

PEER

Ho, you should just see my Sunday clothes!
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

My week-day gown is of gold and silk.
 

PEER

It looks to me liker tow and straws.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Ay, there is one thing you must remember: — 

this is the Ronde-folk’s use and wont:

all our possessions have twofold form.

When you shall come to my father’s hall,

it well may chance that you’re on the point

of thinking you stand in a dismal moraine.
 

PEER

Well now, with us it’s precisely the same.

Our gold will seem to you litter and trash!

And you’ll think, mayhap, every glittering pane

is nought but a bunch of old stockings and clouts.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Black it seems white, and ugly seems fair.
 

PEER

Big it seems little, and dirty seems clean.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE [falling on his neck]

Ay, Peer, now I see that we fit, you and I!
 

PEER

Like the leg and the trouser, the hair and the comb.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE [calls away over the hillside]

Bridal-steed! Bridal-steed! bridal-steed mine!

[A gigantic pig comes running in with a rope’s end for a bridle and an old sack for a saddle. PEER GYNT

vaults on its back, and seats the GREEN-CLAD ONE in front of him.]
 


 

Peer follows the Woman in Green
 

PEER

Hark-away! Through the Ronde-gate gallop we in!

Gee-up, gee-up, my courser fine!
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE [tenderly]

Ah, but lately I wandered and moped and pined — .

One never can tell what may happen to one!
 

PEER [thrashing the pig and trotting off]

You may know the great by their riding-gear!
 






  







SCENE SIXTH
 

[The Royal Hall of the King of the Dovre-Trolls. A great assembly of TROLL-COURTIERS, GNOMES, and  BROWNIES. THE OLD MAN OF THE DOVRE sits on the throne, crowned, and with his sceptre in his hand. His CHILDREN and NEAREST RELATIONS are ranged on both sides. PEER GYNT stands before him. Violent commotion in the hall.]
 

THE TROLL-COURTIERS

Slay him! a Christian-man’s son has deluded the Dovre-King’s loveliest maid!
 

A TROLL-IMP

May I hack him on the fingers?
 

ANOTHER

May I tug him by the hair?
 

A TROLL-MAIDEN

Hu, hei, let me bite him in the haunches!
 

A TROLL-WITCH [with a ladle]

Shall he be boiled into broth and bree?
 

ANOTHER TROLL-WITCH [with a chopper]

Shall he roast on a spit or be browned in a stewpan?
 

THE OLD MAN OF THE DOVRE

Ice to your blood, friends!

[Beckons his counsellors nearer around him.]

Don’t let us talk big.

We’ve been drifting astern in these latter years;

we can’t tell what’s going to stand or to fall,

and there’s no sense in turning recruits away.

Besides the lad’s body has scarce a blemish,

and he’s strongly-built too, if I see aright.

It’s true, he has only a single head;

but my daughter, too, has no more than one.

Three-headed trolls are going clean out of fashion;

one hardly sees even a two-header now,

and even those heads are but so-so ones.

[To PEER GYNT.]

It’s my daughter, then, you demand of me?
 

PEER

Your daughter and the realm to her dowry, yes.
 

THE OLD MAN

You shall have the half while I’m still alive,

and the other half when I come to die.
 

PEER

I’m content with that.
 

THE OLD MAN

Ay, but stop, my lad; — 

you also have some undertakings to give.

If you break even one, the whole pact’s at an end,

and you’ll never get away from here living.

First of all you must swear that you’ll never give heed

to aught that lies outside Ronde-hills’ bounds;

day you must shun, and deeds, and each sunlit spot.
 

PEER

Only call me king, and that’s easy to keep.
 

THE OLD MAN

And next — now for putting your wits to the test.

[Draws himself up in his seat.]
 

THE OLDEST TROLL-COURTIER [to PEER GYNT]

Let us see if you have a wisdom-tooth

that can crack the Dovre-King’s riddle-nut!
 

THE OLD MAN

What difference is there ‘twixt trolls and men?
 

PEER

No difference at all, as it seems to me.

Big trolls would roast you and small trolls would claw you; — 

with us it were likewise, if only they dared.
 

THE OLD MAN

True enough; in that and in more we’re alike.

Yet morning is morning, and even is even,

and there is a difference all the same. — 

Now let me tell you wherein it lies:

Out yonder, under the shining vault,

among men the saying goes: “Man, be thyself!”

At home here with us, ‘mid the tribe of the trolls,

the saying goes: “Troll, to thyself be — enough!”
 

THE TROLL-COURTIER [to PEER GYNT]

Can you fathom the depth?
 

PEER

It strikes me as misty.
 

THE OLD MAN

My son, that “Enough,” that most potent and sundering

word, must be graven upon your escutcheon.
 

PEER [scratching his head]

Well, but — 
 

THE OLD MAN

It must, if you here would be master!
 

PEER

Oh well, let it pass; after all, it’s no worse — 
 

THE OLD MAN

And next you must learn to appreciate

our homely, everyday way of life.

[He beckons; two TROLLS with pigs’-heads, white night-caps, and so forth, bring in food and drink.]

The cow gives cakes and the bullock mead;

ask not if its taste be sour or sweet;

the main matter is, and you mustn’t forget it,

it’s all of it home-brewed.
 

PEER [pushing the things away from him]

The devil fly off with your home-brewed drinks!

I’ll never get used to the ways of this land.
 

THE OLD MAN

The bowl’s given in, and it’s fashioned of gold.

Whoso owns the gold bowl, him my daughter holds dear.
 

PEER [pondering]

It is written: Thou shalt bridle the natural man; — 

and I daresay the drink may in time seem less sour.

So be it!

[Complies.]
 

THE OLD MAN

Ay, that was sagaciously said.

You spit?
 

PEER

One must trust to the force of habit.
 

THE OLD MAN

And next you must throw off your Christian-man’s garb;

for this you must know to our Dovre’s renown:

here all things are mountain-made, nought’s from the dale,

except the silk bow at the end of your tail.
 

PEER [indignant]

I haven’t a tail!
 

THE OLD MAN

Then of course you must get one.

See my Sunday-tail, Chamberlain, fastened to him.
 

PEER

I’ll be hanged if you do! Would you make me a fool!
 

THE OLD MAN

None comes courting my child with no tail at his rear.
 

PEER

Make a beast of a man!
 

THE OLD MAN

Nay, my son, you mistake;

I make you a mannerly wooer, no more.

A bright orange bow we’ll allow you to wear,

and that passes here for the highest of honours.
 

PEER [reflectively]

It’s true, as the saying goes: Man’s but a mote.

And it’s wisest to follow the fashion a bit.

Tie away!
 

THE OLD MAN

You’re a tractable fellow, I see.
 

THE COURTIER

just try with what grace you can waggle and whisk it!
 

PEER [peevishly]

Ha, would you force me to go still further?

Do you ask me to give up my Christian faith?
 

THE OLD MAN

No, that you are welcome to keep in peace.

Doctrine goes free; upon that there’s no duty;

it’s the outward cut one must tell a troll by.

If we’re only at one in our manners and dress,

you may hold as your faith what to us is a horror.
 

PEER

Why, in spite of your many conditions, you are

a more reasonable chap than one might have expected.
 

THE OLD MAN

We troll-folk, my son, are less black than we’re painted;

that’s another distinction between you and us. — 

But the serious part of the meeting is over;

now let us gladden our ears and our eyes.

Music-maid, forth! Set the Dovre-harp sounding!

Dancing-maid, forth! Tread the Dovre-hall’s floor!

[Music and a dance.]
 


 

The Dance of the Trolls
 

THE COURTIER

How like you it?
 

PEER

Like it? Hm — 
 

THE OLD MAN

Speak without fear!

What see you?
 

PEER

Why, something unspeakably grim:

a bell-cow with her hoof on a gut-harp strumming,

a sow in socklets a-trip to the tune.
 

THE COURTIERS

Eat him!
 

THE OLD MAN

His sense is but human, remember!
 

TROLL-MAIDENS

Hu, tear away both his ears and his eyes!
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE [weeping]

Hu-hu! And this we must hear and put up with,

when I and my sister make music and dance.
 

PEER

Oho, was it you? Well, a joke at the feast,

you must know, is never unkindly meant.
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

Can you swear it was so?
 

PEER

Both the dance and the music

were utterly charming, the cat claw me else.
 

THE OLD MAN

This same human nature’s a singular thing;

it sticks to people so strangely long.

If it gets a gash in the fight with us,

it heals up at once, though a scar may remain.

My son-in-law, now, is as pliant as any;

he’s willingly thrown off his Christian-man’s garb,

he’s willingly drunk from our chalice of mead,

he’s willingly tied on the tail to his back, — 

so willing, in short, did we find him in all things,

I thought to myself the old Adam, for certain,

had for good and all been kicked out of doors;

but lo! in two shakes he’s atop again!

Ay ay, my son, we must treat you, I see,

to cure this pestilent human nature.
 

PEER

What will you do?
 

THE OLD MAN

In your left eye, first,

I’ll scratch you a bit, till you see awry;

but all that you see will seem fine and brave.

And then I’ll just cut your right window-pane out — 
 

PEER

Are you drunk?
 

THE OLD MAN [lays a number of sharp instruments on the table]

See, here are the glazier’s tools.

Blinkers you’ll wear, like a raging bull.

Then you’ll recognise that your bride is lovely, — 

and ne’er will your vision be troubled, as now,

with bell-cows harping and sows that dance.
 

PEER

This is madman’s talk!
 

THE OLDEST COURTIER

It’s the Dovre-King speaking;

it’s he that is wise, and it’s you that are crazy!
 

THE OLD MAN

Just think how much worry and mortification

you’ll thus escape from, year out, year in.

You must remember, your eyes are the fountain

of the bitter and searing lye of tears.
 

PEER

That’s true; and it says in our sermon-book:

If thine eye offend thee, then pluck it out.

But tell me, when will my sight heal up

into human sight?
 

THE OLD MAN

Nevermore, my friend.
 

PEER

Indeed! In that case, I’ll take my leave.
 

THE OLD MAN

What would you without?
 

PEER

I would go my way.
 

THE OLD MAN

No, stop! It’s easy to slip in here,

but the Dovre-King’s gate doesn’t open outwards.
 

PEER

You wouldn’t detain me by force, I hope?
 

THE OLD MAN

Come now, just listen to reason, Prince Peer!

You have gifts for trolldom. He acts, does he not,

even now in a passably troll-like fashion?

And you’d fain be a troll?
 

PEER

Yes, I would, sure enough.

For a bride and a well-managed kingdom to boot,

I can put up with losing a good many things.

But there is a limit to all things on earth.

The tail I’ve accepted, it’s perfectly true;

but no doubt I can loose what the Chamberlain tied.

My breeches I’ve dropped; they were old and patched;

but no doubt I can button them on again.

And lightly enough I can slip my cable

from these your Dovrefied ways of life.

I am willing to swear that a cow is a maid;

an oath one can always eat up again: — 

but to know that one never can free oneself,

that one can’t even die like a decent soul;

to live as a hill-troll for all one’s days — 

to feel that one never can beat a retreat, — 

as the book has it, that’s what your heart is set on;

but that is a thing I can never agree to.
 

THE OLD MAN

Now, sure as I live, I shall soon lose my temper;

and then I am not to be trifled with.

You pasty-faced loon! Do you know who I am?

First with my daughter you make too free — 
 

PEER

There you lie in your throat!
 

THE OLD MAN

You must marry her.
 

PEER

Do you dare to accuse me — ?
 

THE OLD MAN

What? Can you deny that you lusted

for her in heart and eye?
 

PEER [with a snort of contempt]

No more? Who the deuce cares a straw for

that?
 

THE OLD MAN

It’s ever the same with this humankind.

The spirit you’re ready to own with your lips,

but in fact nothing counts that your fists cannot handle.

So you really think, then, that lust matters nought?

Wait; you shall soon have ocular proof of it — 
 

PEER

You don’t catch me with a bait of lies!
 

THE GREEN-CLAD ONE

My Peer, ere the year’s out, you’ll be a father.
 

PEER

Open doors! let me go!
 

THE OLD MAN

In a he-goat’s skin,

you shall have the brat after you.
 

PEER [mopping the sweat off his brow]

Would I could waken!
 

THE OLD MAN

Shall we send him to the palace?
 

PEER

You can send him to the parish!
 

THE OLD MAN

Well well, Prince Peer; that’s your own look-out.

But one thing’s certain, what’s done is done;

and your offspring, too, will be sure to grow;

such mongrels shoot up amazingly fast — 
 

PEER

Old man, don’t act like a headstrong ox!

Hear reason, maiden! Let’s come to terms.

You must know I’m neither a prince nor rich; — 

and whether you measure or whether you weigh me,

be sure you won’t gain much by making me yours.

[THE GREEN-CLAD ONE is taken ill, and is carried out by TROLL-MAIDS.]
 

THE OLD MAN [looks at him for a while in high disdain; then says:]

Dash him to shards on the rock-walls, children!
 

THE TROLL-IMPS

Oh dad, mayn’t we play owl-and-eagle first!

The wolf-game! Grey-mouse and glow-eyed cat!
 

THE OLD MAN

Yes, but quick. I am worried and sleepy.

Good-night!

[He goes.]
 

PEER [hunted by the TROLL-IMPS]

Let me be, devil’s imps!

[Tries to escape up the chimney.]
 

THE IMPS

Come brownies! Come nixies!

Bite him behind!
 

PEER

Ow!

[Tries to slip down the cellar trap-door.]
 

THE IMPS

Shut up all the crannies!
 

THE TROLL-COURTIER

Now the small-fry are happy!
 

PEER [struggling with a little imp that has bit himself fast to his ear]

Now the Let go, will you, beast!
 

THE COURTIER [hitting him across the fingers]

Gently, you scamp, with a scion of royalty!
 

PEER

A rat-hole — !

[Runs to it.]
 

THE IMPS

Be quick, Brother Nixie, and block it!
 

PEER

The old one was bad, but the youngsters are worse!
 

THE IMPS

Slash him!
 

PEER

Oh, would I were small as a mouse!

[Rushing around.]
 

THE IMPS [swarming round him]

Close the ring! Close the ring!
 

PEER [weeping]

Would that I were a louse!

[He falls.]
 

THE IMPS

Now into his eyes!
 

PEER [buried in a heap of imps]

Mother, help me, I die!

[Church-bells sound far away.]
 

THE IMPS

Bells in the mountain! The Black-Frock’s cows!

[THE TROLLS take to flight, amid a confused uproar of yells and shrieks. The palace collapses; everything disappears.]
 






  







SCENE SEVENTH
 

[Pitch darkness.]

[PEER GYNT is heard beating and slashing about him with a large bough.]
 

PEER

Answer! Who are you?
 

A VOICE IN THE DARKNESS

Myself.
 

PEER

Clear the way!
 

THE VOICE

Go roundabout, Peer! The hill’s roomy enough.
 

PEER [tries to force a passage at another place, but strikes against something]

Go roundaboutWho are you?
 

THE VOICE

Myself. Can you say the same?
 

PEER

I can say what I will; and my sword can smite!

Mind yourself! Hu, hei, now the blow falls crushing!

King Saul slew hundreds; Peer Gynt slew thousands!

[Cutting and slashing.]

Who are you?
 

THE VOICE

Myself.
 

PEER

That stupid reply you may spare;

it doesn’t clear up the matter.

What are you?
 

THE VOICE

The great Boyg.
 

PEER

Ah, indeed!

The riddle was black; now I’d call it grey.

Clear the way then, Boyg!
 

THE VOICE

Go roundabout, Peer!
 

PEER

No, through!

[Cuts and slashes.]

There he fell!

[Tries to advance, but strikes against something.]

Ho ho, are there more here?
 

THE VOICE

The Boyg, Peer Gynt! the one only one.

It’s the Boyg that’s unwounded, and the Boyg that was hurt,

it’s the Boyg that is dead, and the Boyg that’s alive.
 

PEER [throws away the branch]

The weapon is troll-smeared; but I have my fists!

[Fights his way forward.]
 

THE VOICE

Ay, trust to your fists, lad, trust to your body.

Hee-hee, Peer Gynt, so you’ll reach the summit.
 

PEER [falling back again]

Forward or back, and it’s just as far; — 

out or in, and it’s just as strait!

He is there! And there! And he’s round the bend!

No sooner I’m out than I’m back in the ring. — 

Name who you are! Let me see you! What are you?
 

THE VOICE

The Boyg.
 

PEER [groping around]

Not dead, not living; all slimy; misty.

Not so much as a shape! It’s as bad as to battle

in a cluster of snarling, half-wakened bears!

[Screams.]

Strike back at me, can’t you!
 

THE VOICE

The Boyg isn’t mad.
 

PEER

Strike!
 

THE VOICE

The Boyg strikes not.
 

PEER

Fight! You shall
 

THE VOICE

The great Boyg conquers, but does not fight.
 

PEER

Were there only a nixie here that could prick me!

Were there only as much as a year-old troll!

Only something to fight with. But here there is nothing. — 

Now he’s snoring! Boyg!
 

THE VOICE

What’s your will?
 

PEER

Use force!
 

THE VOICE

The great Boyg conquers in all things without it.
 

PEER [biting his own arms and hands]

Claws and ravening teeth in my flesh!

I must feel the drip of my own warm blood.

[A sound is heard like the wing-strokes of great birds.]
 

BIRD-CRIES

Comes he now, Boyg?
 

THE VOICE

Ay, step by step.
 

BIRD-CRIES

All our sisters far off! Gather here to the tryst!
 

PEER

If you’d save me now, lass, you must do it quick!

Gaze not adown so, lowly and bending. — 

Your clasp-book! Hurl it straight into his eyes!
 

BIRD-CRIES

He totters!
 

THE VOICE

We have him.
 

BIRD-CRIES

Sisters! Make haste!
 

PEER

Too dear the purchase one pays for life

in such a heart-wasting hour of strife.

[Sinks down.]
 

BIRD-CRIES

Boyg, there he’s fallen! Seize him! Seize him!

[A sound of bells and of psalm-singing is heard far away.]
 

THE BOYG [shrinks up to nothing, and says in a gasp:]

He was too strong. There were women behind him.
 






  







SCENE EIGHTH
 

[Sunrise. The mountain-side in front of ÅSE’s saeter. The door is shut; all is silent and deserted.]

[PEER GYNT is lying asleep by the wall of the saeter.]
 

PEER [wakens, and looks about him with dull and heavy eyes. He spits].

What wouldn’t I give for a pickled herring!

[Spits again, and at the same moment catches sight of HELGA, who appears carrying a basket of food.]

Ha, child, are you there? What is it you want?
 

HELGA

It is Solveig — 
 

PEER [jumping up]

Where is she?
 

HELGA

Behind the saeter.
 

SOLVEIG [unseen]

If you come nearer, I’ll run away!
 

PEER [stopping short]

Perhaps you’re afraid I might take you in my arms?
 

SOLVEIG

For shame!
 

PEER

Do you know where I was last night? — 

Like a horse-fly the Dovre-King’s daughter is after me.
 

SOLVEIG

Then it was well that the bells were set ringing.
 

PEER

Peer Gynt’s not the lad they can lure astray. — 

What do you say?
 

HELGA [crying]

Oh, she’s running away!

[Running after her.]

Wait!
 

PEER [catches her by the arm]

Look here, what I have in my pocket!

A silver button, child! You shall have it, — 

only speak for me!
 

HELGA

Let me be; let me go!
 

PEER

There you have it.
 

HELGA

Let go; there’s the basket of food.
 

PEER

God pity you if you don’t — !
 

HELGA

Uf, how you scare me!
 

PEER [gently; letting her go]

No, I only meant: beg her not to forget me!

[HELGA runs off.]

* * * * *
 






  







ACT THIRD
 






  








SCENE FIRST
 

[Deep in the pine-woods. Grey autumn weather. Snow is falling.]

[PEER GYNT stands in his shirt-sleeves, felling timber.]
 

PEER [hewing at a large fir-tree with twisted branches]

Oh ay, you are tough, you ancient churl;

but it’s all in vain, for you’ll soon be down.

[Hews at it again.]

I see well enough you’ve a chain-mail shirt,

but I’ll hew it through, were it never so stout. — 

Ay, ay, you’re shaking your twisted arms;

you’ve reason enough for your spite and rage;

but none the less you must bend the knee — !

[Breaks off suddenly.]

Lies! ‘Tis an old tree, and nothing more.

Lies! It was never a steel-clad churl;

it’s only a fir-tree with fissured bark. — 

It is heavy labour this hewing timber;

but the devil and all when you hew and dream too. — 

I’ll have done with it all — with this dwelling in mist,

and, broad-awake, dreaming your senses away. — 

You’re an outlaw, lad! You are banned to the woods.

[Hews for a while rapidly.]

Ay, an outlaw, ay. You’ve no mother now

to spread your table and bring your food.

If you’d eat, my lad, you must help yourself,

fetch your rations raw from the wood and stream,

split your own fir-roots and light your own fire,

bustle around, and arrange and prepare things.

Would you clothe yourself warmly, you must stalk your deer;

would you found you a house, you must quarry the stones;

would you build up its walls, you must fell the logs,

and shoulder them all to the building-place. — 

[His axe sinks down; he gazes straight in front of him.]

Brave shall the building be. Tower and vane

shall rise from the roof-tree, high and fair.

And then I will carve, for the knob on the gable,

a mermaid, shaped like a fish from the navel.

Brass shall there be on the vane and the door-locks.

Glass I must see and get hold of too.

Strangers, passing, shall ask amazed

what that is glittering far on the hillside.

[Laughs angrily.]

Devil’s own lies! There they come again.

You’re an outlaw, lad!

[Hewing vigorously.]

A bark-thatched hovel

is shelter enough both in rain and frost.

[Looks up at the tree.]

Now he stands wavering. There; only a kick,

and he topples and measures his length on the ground; — 

the thick-swarming undergrowth shudders around him!

[Begins lopping the branches from the trunk; suddenly he listens, and stands motionless with his axe in the air.]

There’s some one after me! — Ay, are you that sort,

old Hegstad-churl; — would you play me false?

[Crouches behind the tree, and peeps over it.]

A lad! One only. He seems afraid.

He peers all round him. What’s that he hides

‘neath his jacket? A sickle. He stops and looks around, — 

now he lays his hand on a fence-rail flat.

What’s this now? Why does he lean like that — ?

Ugh, ugh! Why, he’s chopped his finger off!

A whole finger off! — He bleeds like an ox. — 

Now he takes to his heels with his fist in a clout.

[Rises.]

What a devil of a lad! An unmendable finger!

Right off! And with no one compelling him to it!

Ho’, now I remember! It’s only thus

you can ‘scape from having to serve the King.

That’s it. They wanted to send him soldiering,

and of course the lad didn’t want to go. — 

But to chop off — ? To sever for good and all — ?

Ay, think of it — wish it done — will it to boot, — 

but do it — ! No, that’s past my understanding!

[Shakes his head a little; then goes on with his work.]
 






  







SCENE SECOND
 

[A room in ÅSE’s house. Everything in disorder; boxes standing open; wearing apparel strewn around. A cat

is lying on the bed.]

[ÅSE and the COTTAR’s WIFE are hard at work packing things together and putting them straight.]
 

ÅSE [running to one side]

Kari, come here!
 

KARI

What now?
 

ÅSE [on the other side]

Come here — !

Where is — ? Where shall I find — ? Tell me where — ?

What am I seeking? I’m out of my wits!

Where is the key of the chest?
 

KARI

In the key-hole.
 

ÅSE

What is that rumbling?
 

KARI

The last cart-load they’re driving to Hegstad.
 

ÅSE [weeping]

How glad I’d be

in the black chest myself to be driven away!

Oh, what must a mortal abide and live through!

God help me in mercy! The whole house is bare!

What the Hegstad-churl left now the bailiff has taken.

Not even the clothes on my back have they spared.

Fie! Shame on them all that have judged so hardly!

[Seats herself on the edge of the bed.]

Both the land and the farm-place are lost to our line;

the old man was hard, but the law was still harder; — 

there was no one to help me, and none would show mercy;

Peer was away; not a soul to give counsel.
 

KARI

But here, in this house, you may dwell till you die.
 

ÅSE

Ay, the cat and I live on charity.
 

KARI

God help you, mother; your Peer’s cost you dear.
 

ÅSE

Peer? Why, you’re out of your senses, sure!

Ingrid came home none the worse in the end.

The right thing had been to hold Satan to reckoning; — 

he was the sinner, ay, he and none other;

the ugly beast tempted my poor boy astray!
 

KARI

Had I not better send word to the parson?

Mayhap you’re worse than you think you are.
 

ÅSE

To the parson? Truly I almost think so.

[Starts up.]

But, oh God, I can’t! I’m the boy’s own mother;

and help him I must; it’s no more than my duty;

I must do what I can when the rest forsake him.

They’ve left him this coat; I must patch it up.

I wish I dared snap up the fur-rug as well!

What’s come of the hose?
 

KARI

They are there, ‘mid that rubbish.
 

ÅSE [rummaging about]

Why, what have we here? I declare it’s an old

casting-ladle, Kari! With this he would play

button-moulder, would melt, and then shape, and then stamp

them. One day — there was company — in the boy came,

and begged of his father a lump of tin.

“No tin,” says Jon, “but King Christian’s coin;

silver; to show you’re the son of Jon Gynt.”

God pardon him, Jon; he was drunk, you see,

and then he cared neither for tin nor for gold.

Here are the hose. Oh, they’re nothing but holes;

they want darning, Kari!
 

KARI

Indeed but they do.
 

ÅSE

When that is done, I must get to bed;

I feel so broken, and frail, and ill — 

[Joyfully.]

Two woollen-shirts, Kari; — they’ve passed them by!
 

KARI

So they have indeed.
 

ÅSE

It’s a bit of luck.

One of the two you may put aside;

or rather, I think we’ll e’en take them both; — 

the one he has on is so worn and thin.
 

KARI

But oh, Mother Åse, I fear it’s a sin!
 

ÅSE

Maybe; but remember, the priest holds out

pardon for this and our other sinnings.
 






  







SCENE THIRD
 

[In front of a settler’s newly-built hut in the forest. A reindeer’s horns over the door. The snow is lying

deep around. It is dusk.]

[PEER GYNT is standing outside the door, fastening a large wooden bar to it.]
 

PEER [laughing betweenwhiles]

Bars I must fix me; bars that can fasten

the door against troll-folk, and men, and women.

Bars I must fix me; bars that can shut out

all the cantankerous little hobgoblins. — 

They come with the darkness, they knock and they rattle:

Open, Peer Gynt, we’re as nimble as thoughts are!

‘Neath the bedstead we bustle, we rake in the ashes,

down the chimney we hustle like fiery-eyed dragons.

Hee-hee! Peer Gynt; think you staples and planks

can shut out cantankerous hobgoblin-thoughts?

[SOLVEIG comes on snow-shoes over the heath; she has a shawl over her head, and a bundle in her hand.]
 

SOLVEIG

God prosper your labour. You must not reject me.

You sent for me hither, and so you must take me.
 

PEER

Solveig! It cannot be — ! Ay, but it is!

And you’re not afraid to come near to me!
 

SOLVEIG

One message you sent me by little Helga;

others came after in storm and in stillness.

All that your mother told bore me a message,

that brought forth others when dreams sank upon me.

Nights full of heaviness, blank, empty days,

brought me the message that now I must come.

It seemed as though life had been quenched down there;

I could nor laugh nor weep from the depths of my heart.

I knew not for sure how you might be minded;

I knew but for sure what I should do and must do.
 

PEER

But your father?
 

SOLVEIG

In all of God’s wide earth

I have none I can call either father or mother.

I have loosed me from all of them.
 

PEER

Solveig, you fair one — 

and to come to me?
 

SOLVEIG

Ay, to you alone;

you must be all to me, friend and consoler.

[In tears.]

The worst was leaving my little sister; — 

but parting from father was worse, still worse;

and worst to leave her at whose breast I was borne; — 

oh no, God forgive me, the worst I must call

the sorrow of leaving them all, ay all!
 

PEER

And you know the doom that was passed in spring?

It forfeits my farm and my heritage.
 

SOLVEIG

Think you for heritage, goods, and gear,

I forsook the paths all my dear ones tread?
 

PEER

And know you the compact? Outside the forest

whoever may meet me may seize me at will.
 

SOLVEIG

I ran upon snow-shoes; I asked my way on;

they said “Whither go you?” I answered, “I go home.”
 

PEER

Away, away then with nails and planks!

No need now for bars against hobgoblin-thoughts.

If you dare dwell with the hunter here,

I know the hut will be blessed from ill.

Solveig! Let me look at you! Not too near!

Only look at you! Oh, but you are bright and pure!

Let me lift you! Oh, but you are fine and light!

Let me carry you, Solveig, and I’ll never be tired!

I will not soil you. With outstretched arms

I will hold you far out from me, lovely and warm one!

Oh, who would have thought I could draw you to me, — 

ah, but I have longed for you, daylong and nightlong.

Here you may see I’ve been hewing and building; — 

it must down again, dear; it is ugly and mean — 
 

SOLVEIG

Be it mean or brave, — here is all to my mind.

One so lightly draws breath in the teeth of the wind.

Down below it was airless; one felt as though choked;

that was partly what drove me in fear from the dale.

But here, with the fir-branches soughing o’erhead, — 

what a stillness and song! — I am here in my home.
 

PEER

And know you that surely? For all your days?
 

SOLVEIG

The path I have trodden leads back nevermore.
 

PEER

You are mine then! In! In the room let me see you!

Go in! I must go to fetch fir-roots for fuel.

Warm shall the fire be and bright shall it shine,

you shall sit softly and never be a-cold.

[He opens the door; SOLVEIG goes in. He stands still for a while, then laughs aloud with joy and leaps into the air.]
 

PEER

My king’s daughter! Now I have found her and won her!

Hei! Now the palace shall rise, deeply founded!

[He seizes his axe and moves away; at the same moment an OLD-LOOKING WOMAN, in a tattered green gown, comes

out from the wood; an UGLY BRAT, with an ale-flagon in his hand,

limps after, holding on to her skirt.]
 

THE WOMAN

Good evening, Peer Lightfoot!
 

PEER

What is it? Who’s there?
 

THE WOMAN

Old friends of yours, Peer Gynt! My home is near by.

We are neighbours.
 

PEER

Indeed? That is more than I know.
 

THE WOMAN

Even as your hut was builded, mine built itself too.
 

PEER [going]

I’m in haste — 
 

THE WOMAN

Yes, that you are always, my lad;

but I’ll trudge behind you and catch you at last.
 

PEER

You’re mistaken, good woman!
 

THE WOMAN

I was so before;

I was when you promised such mighty fine things.
 

PEER

I promised — ? What devil’s own nonsense is this?
 

THE WOMAN

You’ve forgotten the night when you drank with my sire?

You’ve forgot — ?
 

PEER

I’ve forgot what I never have known.

What’s this that you prate of? When last did we meet?
 

THE WOMAN

When last we met was when first we met.

[To THE BRAT.]

Give your father a drink; he is thirsty, I’m sure.
 

PEER

Father? You’re drunk, woman! Do you call him — ?
 

THE WOMAN

I should think you might well know the pig by its skin!

Why, where are your eyes? Can’t you see that he’s lame

in his shank, just as you too are lame in your soul?
 

PEER

Would you have me believe — ?
 

THE WOMAN

Would you wriggle away — ?
 

PEER

This long-legged urchin — !
 

THE WOMAN

He’s shot up apace.
 

PEER

Dare you, you troll-snout, father on me — ?
 

THE WOMAN

Come now, Peer Gynt, you’re as rude as an ox!

[Weeping.]

Is it my fault if no longer I’m fair,

as I was when you lured me on hillside and lea?

Last fall, in my labour, the Fiend held my back,

and so ‘twas no wonder I came out a fright.

But if you would see me as fair as before,

you have only to turn yonder girl out of doors,

drive her clean out of your sight and your mind; — 

do but this, dear my love, and I’ll soon lose my snout!
 

PEER

Begone from me, troll-witch!
 

THE WOMAN

Ay, see if I do!
 

PEER

I’ll split your skull open — !
 

THE WOMAN

Just try if you dare!

Ho-ho, Peer Gynt, I’ve no fear of blows!

Be sure I’ll return every day of the year.

I’ll set the door ajar and peep in at you both.

When you’re sitting with your girl on the fireside bench, — 

when you’re tender, Peer Gynt, — when you’d pet and caress her, — 

I’ll seat myself by you, and ask for my share.

She there and I — we will take you by turns.

Farewell, dear my lad, you can marry to-morrow!
 

PEER

You nightmare of hell!
 

THE WOMAN

By-the-bye, I forgot!

You must rear your own youngster, you light-footed scamp!

Little imp, will you go to your father?
 

THE BRAT [spits at him]

Faugh!

I’ll chop you with my hatchet; only wait, only wait!
 

THE WOMAN [kisses THE BRAT]

What a head he has got on his shoulders, the dear!

You’ll be father’s living image when once you’re a man!
 

PEER [stamping]

Oh, would you were as far — !
 

THE WOMAN

As we now are near?
 

PEER [clenching his hands]

And all this — !
 

THE WOMAN

For nothing but thoughts and desires!

It is hard on you, Peer!
 

PEER

It is worst for another! — 

Solveig, my fairest, my purest gold!
 

THE WOMAN

Oh ay, ‘tis the guiltless must smart, said the devil;

his mother boxed his ears when his father was drunk!

[She trudges off into the thicket with THE  BRAT, who throws the flagon at PEER GYNT.]
 


 

Peer and the Troll Witch
 

PEER [after a long silence]

The Boyg said, “Go roundabout!” — so one must here. — 

There fell my fine palace, with crash and clatter!

There’s a wall around her whom I stood so near,

of a sudden all’s ugly — my joy has grown old. — 

Roundabout, lad! There’s no way to be found

right through all this from where you stand to her.

Right through? Hm, surely there should be one.

There’s a text on repentance, unless I mistake.

But what? What is it? I haven’t the book,

I’ve forgotten it mostly, and here there is none

that can guide me aright in the pathless wood. — 

Repentance? And maybe ‘twould take whole years,

ere I fought my way through. ‘Twere a meagre life, that.

To shatter what’s radiant, and lovely, and pure,

and clinch it together in fragments and shards?

You can do it with a fiddle, but not with a bell.

Where you’d have the sward green, you must mind not to trample.

‘Twas nought but a lie though, that witch-snout business!

Now all that foulness is well out of sight. — 

Ay, out of sight maybe, not out of mind.

Thoughts will sneak stealthily in at my heel.

Ingrid! And the three, they that danced on the heights!

Will they too want to join us? With vixenish spite

will they claim to be folded, like her, to my breast,

to be tenderly lifted on outstretched arms?

Roundabout, lad; though my arms were as long

as the root of the fir, or the pine-tree’s stem, — 

I think even then I should hold her too near,

to set her down pure and untarnished again. — 

I must roundabout here, then, as best I may,

and see that it bring me nor gain nor loss.

One must put such things from one, and try to forget. — 

[Goes a few steps towards the hut, but stops again.]

Go in after this? So befouled and disgraced?

Go in with that troll-rabble after me still?

Speak, yet be silent; confess, yet conceal — ?

[Throws away his axe.]

It’s holy-day evening. For me to keep tryst,

such as now I am, would be sacrilege.
 

SOLVEIG [in the doorway]

Are you coming?
 

PEER [half aloud]

Roundabout!
 

SOLVEIG

What?
 

PEER

You must wait.

It is dark, and I’ve got something heavy to fetch.
 

SOLVEIG

Wait; I will help you; the burden we’ll share.
 

PEER

No, stay where you are! I must bear it alone.
 

SOLVEIG

But don’t go too far, dear!
 

PEER

Be patient, my girl;

be my way long or short — you must wait.
 

SOLVEIG [nodding to him as he goes]

Yes, I’ll Wait!

[PEER GYNT goes down the wood-path. SOLVEIG remains standing in the open half-door.]
 






  







SCENE FOURTH
 

[ÅSE’s room. Evening. The room is lighted by a wood fire on the open hearth. A cat is lying on a chair at the

foot of the bed.]

[ÅSE lies in the bed, fumbling about restlessly with her hands on the coverlet.]
 

ÅSE

Oh, Lord my God, isn’t he coming?

The time drags so drearily on.

I have no one to send with a message;

and I’ve much, oh so much, to say.

I haven’t a moment to lose now!

So quickly! Who could have foreseen!

Oh me, if I only were certain

I’d not been too strict with him!
 

PEER GYNT [enters]

Good evening!
 

ÅSE

The Lord give you gladness!

You’ve come then, my boy, my dear!

But how dare you show face in the valley?

You know your life’s forfeit here.
 

PEER

Oh, life must e’en go as it may go;

I felt that I must look in.
 

ÅSE

Ay, now Kari is put to silence,

and I can depart in peace!
 

PEER

Depart? Why, what are you saying?

Where is it you think to go?
 

ÅSE

Alas, Peer, the end is nearing;

I have but a short time left.
 

PEER [writhing, and walking towards the back of the room]

See there now! I’m fleeing from trouble;

I thought at least here I’d be free — !

Are your hands and your feet a-cold, then?
 

ÅSE

Ay, Peer; all will soon be o’er. — 

When you see that my eyes are glazing,

you must close them carefully.

And then you must see to my coffin;

and be sure it’s a fine one, dear.

Ah no, by-the-bye — 
 

PEER

Be quiet!

There’s time yet to think of that.
 

ÅSE

Ay, ay.

[Looks restlessly around the room.]

Here you see the little

they’ve left us! It’s like them, just.
 

PEER [with a writhe]

Again!

[Harshly.]

Well, I know it was my fault.

What’s the use of reminding me?
 

ÅSE

You! No, that accursed liquor,

from that all the mischief came!

Dear my boy, you know you’d been drinking;

and then no one knows what he does;

and besides, you’d been riding the reindeer;

no wonder your head was turned!
 

PEER

Ay, ay; of that yarn enough now.

Enough of the whole affair.

All that’s heavy we’ll let stand over

till after — some other day.

[Sits on the edge of the bed.]

Now, mother, we’ll chat together;

but only of this and that, — 

forget what’s awry and crooked,

and all that is sharp and sore. — 

Why see now, the same old pussy;

so she is alive then, still?
 

ÅSE

She makes such a noise o’ nights now;

you know what that bodes, my boy!
 


 

The Death of Aas
 

PEER [changing the subject]

What news is there here in the parish?
 

ÅSE [smiling]

There’s somewhere about, they say,

a girl who would fain to the uplands — 
 

PEER [hastily]

Mads Moen, is he content?
 

ÅSE

They say that she hears and heeds not

the old people’s prayers and tears.

You ought to look in and see them; — 

you, Peer, might perhaps bring help — 
 

PEER

The smith, what’s become of him now?
 

ÅSE

Don’t talk of that filthy smith.

Her name I would rather tell you,

the name of the girl, you know — 
 

PEER

No, now we will chat together,

but only of this and that, — 

forget what’s awry and crooked,

and all that is sharp and sore.

Are you thirsty? I’ll fetch you water.

Can you stretch you? The bed is short.

Let me see; — if I don’t believe, now,

It’s the bed that I had when a boy!

Do you mind, dear, how oft in the evenings

you sat at my bedside here,

and spread the fur-coverlet o’er me,

and sang many a lilt and lay?
 

ÅSE

Ay, mind you? And then we played sledges

when your father was far abroad.

The coverlet served for sledge-apron,

and the floor for an ice-bound fiord.
 

PEER

Ah, but the best of all, though, — 

mother, you mind that too? — 

the best was the fleet-foot horses — 
 

ÅSE

Ay, think you that I’ve forgot? — 

It was Kari’s cat that we borrowed;

it sat on the log-scooped chair — 
 

PEER

To the castle west of the moon, and

the castle east of the sun,

to Soria-Moria Castle

the road ran both high and low.

A stick that we found in the closet,

for a whip-shaft you made it serve.
 

ÅSE

Right proudly I perked on the box-seat — 
 

PEER

Ay, ay; you threw loose the reins,

and kept turning round as we travelled,

and asked me if I was cold.

God bless you, ugly old mother, — 

you were ever a kindly soul — !

What’s hurting you now?
 

ÅSE

My back aches,

because of the hard, bare boards.
 

PEER

Stretch yourself; I’ll support you.

There now, you’re lying soft.
 

ÅSE [uneasily]

No, Peer, I’d be moving!
 

PEER

Moving?
 

ÅSE

Ay, moving; ‘tis ever my wish.
 

PEER

Oh, nonsense! Spread o’er you the bed-fur.

Let me sit at your bedside here.

There; now we’ll shorten the evening

with many a lilt and lay.
 

ÅSE

Best bring from the closet the prayer-book:

I feel so uneasy of soul.
 

PEER

In Soria-Moria Castle

the King and the Prince give a feast.

On the sledge-cushions lie and rest you;

I’ll drive you there over the heath — 
 

ÅSE

But, Peer dear, am I invited?
 

PEER

Ay, that we are, both of us.

[He throws a string round the back of the chair on which the cat is lying, takes up a stick, and seats

himself at the foot of the bed.]

Gee-up! Will you stir yourself, Black-boy?

Mother, you’re not a-cold?

Ay, ay; by the pace one knows it,

when Grane begins to go!
 

ÅSE

Why, Peer, what is it that’s ringing — ?
 

PEER

The glittering sledge-bells, dear!
 

ÅSE

Oh, mercy, how hollow it’s rumbling!
 

PEER

We’re just driving over a fiord.
 

ÅSE

I’m afraid! What is that I hear rushing

and sighing so strange and wild?
 

PEER

It’s the sough of the pine-trees, mother,

on the heath. Do you but sit still.
 

ÅSE

There’s a sparkling and gleaming afar now;

whence comes all that blaze of light?
 

PEER

From the castle’s windows and doorways.

Don’t you hear, they are dancing?
 

ÅSE

Yes.
 

PEER

Outside the door stands Saint Peter,

and prays you to enter in.
 

ÅSE

Does he greet us?
 

PEER

He does, with honor,

and pours out the sweetest wine.
 

ÅSE

Wine! Has he cakes as well, Peer?
 

PEER

Cakes? Ay, a heaped-up dish.

And the dean’s wife is getting ready

your coffee and your dessert.
 

ÅSE

Oh, Christ; shall we two come together?
 

PEER

As freely as ever you will.
 

ÅSE

Oh, deary, Peer, what a frolic

you’re driving me to, poor soul!
 

PEER [cracking his whip]

Gee-up; will you stir yourself, Black-boy!
 

ÅSE

Peer, dear, you’re driving right?
 

PEER [cracking his whip again]

Ay, broad is the way.
 

ÅSE

This journey,

it makes me so weak and tired.
 

PEER

There’s the castle rising before us;

the drive will be over soon.
 

ÅSE

I will lie back and close my eyes then,

and trust me to you, my boy!
 

PEER

Come up with you, Grane, my trotter!

In the castle the throng is great;

they bustle and swarm to the gateway.

Peer Gynt and his mother are here!

What say you, Master Saint Peter?

Shall mother not enter in?

You may search a long time, I tell you,

ere you find such an honest old soul.

Myself I don’t want to speak of;

I can turn at the castle gate.

If you’ll treat me, I’ll take it kindly;

if not, I’ll go off just as pleased.

I have made up as many flim-flams

as the devil at the pulpit-desk,

and called my old mother a hen, too,

because she would cackle and crow.

But her you shall honour and reverence,

and make her at home indeed;

there comes not a soul to beat her

from the parishes nowadays. — 

Ho-ho; here comes God the Father!

Saint Peter! you’re in for it now!

[In a deep voice.]

“Have done with these jack-in-office airs, sir;

Mother Åse shall enter free!”

[Laughs loudly, and turns towards his mother.]

Ay, didn’t I know what would happen?

Now they dance to another tune!

[Uneasily.]

Why, what makes your eyes so glassy?

Mother! Have you gone out of your wits — ?

[Goes to the head of the bed.]

You mustn’t lie there and stare so — !

Speak, mother; it’s I, your boy!

[Feels her forehead and hands cautiously; then throws the string on the chair, and says softly:]

Ay, ay! — You can rest yourself, Grane;

for even now the journey’s done.

[Closes her eyes, and bends over her.]

For all of your days I thank you,

for beatings and lullabies! — 

But see, you must thank me back, now — 

[Presses his cheek against her mouth]

There; that was the driver’s fare.
 

THE COTTAR’S WIFE [entering]

What? Peer! Ah, then we are over

the worst of the sorrow and need!

Dear Lord, but she’s sleeping soundly — 

or can she be — ?
 

PEER

Hush; she is dead.

[KARI weeps beside the body; PEER GYNT walks up and down the room for some time; at last he stops beside the bed.]
 

PEER

See mother buried with honour.

I must try to fare forth from here.
 

KARI

Are you faring afar?
 

PEER

To seaward.
 

KARI

So far!
 

PEER

Ay, and further still.

[He goes.]

* * * * *
 






  







ACT FOURTH
 






  








SCENE FIRST
 

[On the south-west coast of Morocco. A palm-grove. Under an awning, on ground covered with matting, a

table spread for dinner. Further back in the grove hammocks are

slung. In the offing lies a steam-yacht, flying the Norwegian and

American colours. A jolly-boat drawn up on the beach. It is towards

sunset.]

[PEER GYNT, a handsome middle-aged gentleman, in an elegant travelling-dress, with a gold-rimmed double eyeglass hanging at his waistcoat, is doing the honours at

the head of the table. MR. COTTON, MONSIEUR BALLON, HERR VON
 

EBERKOPF, and HERR TRUMPETERSTRALE, are seated at the table

finishing dinner.]
 

PEER GYNT

Drink, gentlemen! If man is made

for pleasure, let him take his fill then.

You know ‘tis written: Lost is lost,

and gone is gone — . What may I hand you?
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

As host you’re princely, Brother Gynt!
 

PEER

I share the honour with my cash,

with cook and steward — 

MR. COTTON

Very well;

let’s pledge a toast to all the four!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Monsieur, you have a gout, a ton

that nowadays is seldom met with

among men living en garcon, — 

a certain — what’s the word — ?
 

VON EBERKOPF

A dash,

a tinge of free soul-contemplation,

and cosmopolitanisation,

an outlook through the cloudy rifts

by narrow prejudice unhemmed,

a stamp of high illumination,

an Ur-Natur, with lore of life,

to crown the trilogy, united.

Nicht wahr, Monsieur, ‘twas that you meant?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Yes, very possibly; not quite

so loftily it sounds in French.
 

VON EBERKOPF

Ei was! That language is so stiff. — 

But the phenomenon’s final cause

if we would seek — 
 

PEER

It’s found already.

The reason is that I’m unmarried.

Yes, gentlemen, completely clear

the matter is. What should a man be?

Himself, is my concise reply.

He should regard himself and his.

But can he, as a sumpter-mule

for others’ woe and others’ weal?
 

VON EBERKOPF

But this same in-and-for-yourself-ness,

I’ll answer for’t, has cost you strife — 
 

PEER

Ay yes, indeed; in former days;

but always I came off with honour.

Yet one time I ran very near

to being trapped against my will.

I was a brisk and handsome lad,

and she to whom my heart was given,

she was of royal family — 
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Of royal — ?
 

PEER [carelessly]

One of those old stocks,

you know the kind — 
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE [thumping the table]

Those noble-trolls!
 

PEER [shrugging his shoulders]

Old fossil Highnesses who make it

their pride to keep plebeian blots

excluded from their line’s escutcheon.

MR. COTTON

Then nothing came of the affair?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

The family opposed the marriage?
 

PEER

Far from it!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Ah!
 

PEER [with forbearance]

You understand

that certain circumstances made for

their marrying us without delay.

But, truth to tell, the whole affair

was, first to last, distasteful to me.

I’m finical in certain ways,

and like to stand on my own feet.

And when my father-in-law came out

with delicately veiled demands

that I should change my name and station,

and undergo ennoblement,

with much else that was most distasteful,

not to say quite inacceptable, — 

why then I gracefully withdrew,

point-blank declined his ultimatum — 

and so renounced my youthful bride.

[Drums on the table with a devout air.]

Yes, yes; there is a ruling Fate!

On that we mortals may rely;

and ‘tis a comfortable knowledge.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

And so the matter ended, eh?
 

PEER

Oh no, far otherwise I found it;

for busy-bodies mixed themselves,

with furious outcries, in the business.

The juniors of the clan were worst;

with seven of them I fought a duel.

That time I never shall forget,

though I came through it all in safety.

It cost me blood; but that same blood

attests the value of my person,

and points encouragingly towards

the wise control of Fate aforesaid.
 

VON EBERKOPF

Your outlook on the course of life

exalts you to the rank of thinker.

Whilst the mere commonplace empiric

sees separately the scattered scenes,

and to the last goes groping on,

you in one glance can focus all things.

One norm to all things you apply.

You point each random rule of life,

till one and all diverge like rays

from one full-orbed philosophy. — 

And you have never been to college?
 

PEER

I am, as I’ve already said,

exclusively a self-taught man.

Methodically naught I’ve learned;

but I have thought and speculated,

and done much desultory reading.

I started somewhat late in life,

and then, you know, it’s rather hard

to plough ahead through page on page,

and take in all of everything.

I’ve done my history piecemeal;

I never have had time for more.

And, as one needs in days of trial

some certainty to place one’s trust in,

I took religion intermittently.

That way it goes more smoothly down.

One should not read to swallow all,

but rather see what one has use for.

MR. COTTON

Ay, that is practical!
 

PEER [lights a cigar]

Dear friends,

just think of my career in general.

In what case came I to the West?

A poor young fellow, empty-handed.

I had to battle sore for bread;

trust me, I often found it hard.

But life, my friends, ah, life is dear,

and, as the phrase goes, death is bitter.

Well! Luck, you see, was kind to me;

old Fate, too, was accommodating.

I prospered; and, by versatility,

I prospered better still and better.

In ten years’ time I bore the name

of Croesus ‘mongst the Charleston shippers.

My fame flew wide from port to port,

and fortune sailed on board my vessels — 

MR. COTTON

What did you trade in?
 

PEER

I did most in Negro slaves for Carolina,

and idol-images for China.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Fi donc!
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

The devil, Uncle Gynt!
 

PEER

You think, no doubt, the business hovered

on the outer verge of the allowable?

Myself I felt the same thing keenly.

It struck me even as odious.

But, trust me, when you’ve once begun,

it’s hard to break away again.

At any rate it’s no light thing,

in such a vast trade-enterprise,

that keeps whole thousands in employ,

to break off wholly, once for all.

That “once for all” I can’t abide,

but own, upon the other side,

that I have always felt respect

for what are known as consequences;

and that to overstep the bounds

has ever somewhat daunted me.

Besides, I had begun to age,

was getting on towards the fifties; — 

my hair was slowly growing grizzled;

and, though my health was excellent,

yet painfully the thought beset me:

Who knows how soon the hour may strike,

the jury-verdict be delivered

that parts the sheep and goats asunder?

What could I do? To stop the trade

with China was impossible.

A plan I hit on — opened straightway

a new trade with the self-same land.

I shipped off idols every spring,

each autumn sent forth missionaries,

supplying them with all they needed,

as stockings, Bibles, rum, and rice — 

MR. COTTON

Yes, at a profit?
 

PEER

Why, of course.

It prospered. Dauntlessly they toiled.

For every idol that was sold

they got a coolie well baptised,

so that the effect was neutralised.

The mission-field lay never fallow,

for still the idol-propaganda

the missionaries held in check.

MR. COTTON

Well, but the African commodities?
 

PEER

There, too, my ethics won the day.

I saw the traffic was a wrong one

for people of a certain age.

One may drop off before one dreams of it.

And then there were the thousand pitfalls

laid by the philanthropic camp;

besides, of course, the hostile cruisers,

and all the wind-and-weather risks.

All this together won the day.

I thought: Now, Peter, reef your sails;

see to it you amend your faults!

So in the South I bought some land,

and kept the last meat-importation,

which chanced to be a superfine one.

They throve so, grew so fat and sleek,

that ‘twas a joy to me, and them too.

Yes, without boasting, I may say

I acted as a father to them, — 

and found my profit in so doing.

I built them schools, too, so that virtue

might uniformly be maintained at

a certain general niveau,

and kept strict watch that never its

thermometer should sink below it.

Now, furthermore, from all this business

I’ve beat a definite retreat; — 

I’ve sold the whole plantation, and

its tale of live-stock, hide and hair.

At parting, too, I served around,

to big and little, gratis grog,

so men and women all got drunk,

and widows got their snuff as well.

So that is why I trust, — provided

the saying is not idle breath:

Whoso does not do ill, does good, — 

my former errors are forgotten,

and I, much more than most, can hold

my misdeeds balanced by my virtues.
 

VON EBERKOPF [clinking glasses with him]

How strengthening it is to hear

a principle thus acted out,

freed from the night of theory,

unshaken by the outward ferment!
 

PEER [who has been drinking freely during the preceding passages]

We Northland men know how to carry

our battle through! The key to the art

of life’s affairs is simply this:

to keep one’s ear close shut against

the ingress of one dangerous viper.

MR. COTTON

What sort of viper, pray, dear friend?
 

PEER

A little one that slyly wiles you

to tempt the irretrievable.

[Drinking again.]

The essence of the art of daring,

the art of bravery in act,

is this: To stand with choice-free foot

amid the treacherous snares of life, — 

to know for sure that other days

remain beyond the day of battle, — 

to know that ever in the rear

a bridge for your retreat stands open.

This theory has borne me on,

has given my whole career its colour;

and this same theory I inherit,

a race-gift, from my childhood’s home.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

You are Norwegian?
 

PEER

Yes, by birth;

but cosmopolitan in spirit.

For fortune such as I’ve enjoyed

I have to thank America.

My amply-furnished library

I owe to Germany’s later schools.

From France, again, I get my waistcoats,

my manners, and my spice of wit, — 

from England an industrious hand,

and keen sense for my own advantage.

The Jew has taught me how to wait.

Some taste for dolce far niente

I have received from Italy, — 

and one time, in a perilous pass,

to eke the measure of my days,

I had recourse to Swedish steel.
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE [lifting up his glass]

Ay, Swedish steel — ?
 

VON EBERKOPF

The weapon’s wielder demands our homage first of all!

[They clink glasses and drink with him. The wine begins to go to his head.]

MR. COTTON

All this is very good indeed; — 

but, sir, I’m curious to know

what with your gold. you think of doing.
 

PEER [smiling]

Hm; doing? Eh?
 

ALL FOUR [coming closer]

Yes, let us hear!
 

PEER

Well, first of all, I want to travel.

You see, that’s why I shipped you four,

to keep me company, at Gibraltar.

I needed such a dancing-choir

of friends around my gold-calf-altar — 
 

VON EBERKOPF

Most witty!

MR. COTTON

Well, but no one hoists

his sails for nothing but the sailing.

Beyond all doubt, you have a goal;

and that is — ?
 

PEER

To be Emperor.
 

ALL FOUR

What?
 

PEER [nodding]

Emperor!
 

THE FOUR

Where?
 

PEER

O’er all the world.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

But how, friend — ?
 

PEER

By the might of gold!

That plan is not at all a new one;

it’s been the soul of my career.

Even as a boy, I swept in dreams

far o’er the ocean on a cloud.

I soared with train and golden scabbard, — 

and flopped down on all-fours again.

But still my goal, my friends, stood fast. — 

There is a text, or else a saying,

somewhere, I don’t remember where,

that if you gained the whole wide world,

but lost yourself, your gain were but

a garland on a cloven skull.

That is the text — or something like it;

and that remark is sober truth.
 

VON EBERKOPF

But what then is the Gyntish Self?
 

PEER

The world behind my forehead’s arch,

in force of which I’m no one else

than I, no more than God’s the Devil.
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

I understand now where you’re aiming!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Thinker sublime!
 

VON EBERKOPF

Exalted poet!
 

PEER [more and more elevated]

The Gyntish Self — it is the host

of wishes, appetites, desires, — 

the Gyntish Self, it is the sea

of fancies, exigencies, claims,

all that, in short, makes my breast heave,

and whereby I, as I, exist.

But as our Lord requires the clay

to constitute him God o’ the world,

so I, too, stand in need of gold,

if I as Emperor would figure.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

You have the gold, though!
 

PEER

Not enough.

Ay, maybe for a nine-days’ flourish,

as Emperor a la Lippe-Detmold.

But I must be myself en bloc,

must be the Gynt of all the planet,

Sir Gynt throughout, from top to toe!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON [enraptured]

Possess the earth’s most exquisite beauty!
 

VON EBERKOPF

All century-old Johannisberger!
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

And all the blades of Charles the Twelfth!

MR. COTTON

But first a profitable opening for business — 
 

PEER

That’s already found;

our anchoring here supplied me with it.

To-night we set off northward ho!

The papers I received on board

have brought me tidings of importance — !

[Rises with uplifted glass.]

It seems that Fortune ceaselessly

aids him who has the pluck to seize it — 
 

THE GUESTS

Well? Tell us — !
 

PEER

Greece is in revolt.
 

ALL FOUR [springing up]

What! Greece — ?
 

PEER

The Greeks have risen in Hellas.
 

THE FOUR

Hurrah!
 

PEER

And Turkey’s in a fix!

[Empties his glass.]
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

To Hellas! Glory’s gate stands open!

I’ll help them with the sword of France!
 

VON EBERKOPF

And I with war-whoops — from a distance!

MR. COTTON

And I as well — by taking contracts!
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

Lead on! I’ll find again in Bender

the world-renowned spur-strap-buckles!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON [falling on PEER GYNT’S neck]

Forgive me, friend, that I at first

misjudged you quite!
 

VON EBERKOPF [pressing his hands]

I, stupid hound,

took you for next door to a scoundrel!

MR. COTTON

Too strong that; only for a fool — 
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE [trying to kiss him]

I, Uncle, for a specimen

of Yankee riff-raff’s meanest spawn — !

Forgive me — !
 

VON EBERKOPF

We’ve been in the dark — 
 

PEER

What stuff is this?
 

VON EBERKOPF

We now see gathered

in glory all the Gyntish host

of wishes, appetites, and desires — !
 

MONSIEUR BALLON [admiringly]

So this is being Monsieur Gynt!
 

VON EBERKOPF [in the same tone]

This I call being Gynt with honour!
 

PEER

But tell me — ?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Don’t you understand?
 

PEER

May I be hanged if I begin to!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

What? Are you not upon your way

to join the Greeks, with ship and money — ?
 

PEER [contemptuously]

No, many thanks! I side with strength,

and lend my money to the Turks.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Impossible!
 

VON EBERKOPF

Witty, but a jest!
 

PEER [after a short silence, leaning on a chair and assuming a dignified mien]

Witty, Come, gentlemen, I think it best

we part before the last remains

of friendship melt away like smoke.

Who nothing owns will lightly risk it.

When in the world one scarce commands

the strip of earth one’s shadow covers,

one’s born to serve as food for powder.

But when a man stands safely landed,

as I do, then his stake is greater.

Go you to Hellas. I will put you

ashore, and arm you gratis too.

The more you eke the flames of strife,

the better will it serve my purpose.

Strike home for freedom and for right!

Fight! storm! make hell hot for the Turks; — 

and gloriously end your days

upon the Janissaries’ lances. — 

But I — excuse me — 

[Slaps his pocket.]

I have cash,

and am myself, Sir Peter Gynt.

[Puts up his sunshade, and goes into the grove, where the hammocks are partly visible.]
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

The swinish cur!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

No taste for glory — !

MR. COTTON

Oh, glory’s neither here nor there;

but think of the enormous profits

we’d reap if Greece should free herself.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

I saw myself a conqueror,

by lovely Grecian maids encircled.
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

Grasped in my Swedish hands, I saw

the great, heroic spur-strap-buckles!
 

VON EBERKOPF

I my gigantic Fatherland’s

culture saw spread o’er earth and sea — !

MR. COTTON

The worst’s the loss in solid cash.

God dam! I scarce can keep from weeping!

I saw me owner of Olympus.

If to its fame the mountain answers,

there must be veins of copper in it,

that could be opened up again.

And furthermore, that stream Castalia,

which people talk so much about,

with fall on fall, at lowest reckoning,

must mean a thousand horse-power good — !
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

Still I will go! My Swedish sword

is worth far more than Yankee gold!

MR. COTTON

Perhaps; but, jammed into the ranks,

amid the press we’d all be drowned;

and then where would the profit be?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

Accurst! So near to fortune’s summit,

and now stopped short beside its grave!

MR. COTTON [shakes his fist towards the yacht]

That long black chest holds coffered up

the nabob’s golden nigger-sweat — !
 

VON EBERKOPF

A royal notion! Quick! Away!

It’s all up with his empire now!

Hurrah!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

What would you?
 

VON EBERKOPF

Seize the power!

The crew can easily be bought.

On board then! I annex the yacht!

MR. COTTON

You — what — ?
 

VON EBERKOPF

I grab the whole concern!

[Goes down to the jolly-boat.]

MR. COTTON

Why then self-interest commands me to grab my share.

[Goes after him.]
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

What scoundrelism!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON

A scurvy business — but — enfin!

[Follows the others.]
 

TRUMPETERSTRALE

I’ll have to follow, I suppose, — 

but I protest to all the world — !

[Follows.]
 






  







SCENE SECOND
 

[Another part of the coast. Moonlight with drifting clouds. The yacht is seen far out, under full steam.]

[PEER GYNT comes running along the beach; now pinching his arms, now gazing out to sea.]
 

PEER

A nightmare! — Delusion! — I’ll soon be awake!

She’s standing to sea! And at furious speed! — 

Mere delusion! I’m sleeping! I’m dizzy and drunk!

[Clenches his hands.]

It’s not possible I should be going to die!

[Tearing his hair.]

A dream! I’m determined it shall be a dream!

Oh, horror! It’s only too real, worse luck!

My brute-beasts of friends — ! Do but hear me, oh Lord!

Since thou art so wise and so righteous — ! Oh judge — !

[With upstretched arms.]

It is I, Peter Gynt! Oh, Lord, give but heed!

Hold thy hand o’er me, Father; or else I must perish!

Make them back the machine! Make them lower the gig!

Stop the robbers! Make something go wrong with the rigging!

Hear me! Let other folks’ business lie over!

The world can take care of itself for the time!

I’m blessed if he hears me! He’s deaf as his wont is!

Here’s a nice thing! A God that is bankrupt of help!

[Beckons upwards.]

Hist! I’ve abandoned the nigger-plantation!

And missionaries I’ve exported to Asia!

Surely one good turn should be worth another!

Oh, help me on board — !

[A jet of fire shoots into the air from the yacht, followed by thick clouds of smoke; a hollow report is heard.
 

PEER GYNT utters a shriek, and sinks down on the sands. Gradually

the smoke clears away; the ship has disappeared.]
 

PEER [softly, with a pale face]

That’s the sword of wrath!

In a crack to the bottom, every soul, man and mouse!

Oh, for ever blest be the lucky chance — 

[With emotion.]

A chance? No, no, it was more than chance.

I was to be rescued and they to perish.

Oh, thanks and praise for that thou hast kept me,

hast cared for me, spite of all my sins! — 

[Draws a deep breath.]

What a marvellous feeling of safety and peace

it gives one to know oneself specially shielded!

But the desert! What about, food and drink?

Oh, something I’m sure to find. He’ll see to that.

There’s no cause for alarm; — 

[Loud and insinuatingly.]

He would never allow

a poor little sparrow like me to perish!

Be but lowly of spirit. And give him time.

Leave it all in the Lord’s hands; and don’t be cast down. — 

[With a start of terror.]

Can that be a lion that growled in the reeds — ?

[His teeth chattering.]

No, it wasn’t a lion.

[Mustering up courage.]

A lion, forsooth!

Those beasts, they’ll take care to keep out of the way.

They know it’s no joke to fall foul of their betters.

They have instinct to guide them; — they feel, what’s a fact,

that it’s dangerous playing with elephants. — 

But all the same — . I must find a tree.

There’s a grove of acacias and palms over there;

if I once can climb up, I’ll be sheltered and safe, — 

most of all if I knew but a psalm or two.

[Clambers up.]

Morning and evening are not alike;

that text has been oft enough weighed and pondered.

[Seats himself comfortably.]

How blissful to feel so uplifted in spirit.

To think nobly is more than to know oneself rich.

Only trust in Him. He knows well what share

of the chalice of need I can bear to drain.

He takes fatherly thought for my personal weal; — 

[Casts a glance over the sea, and whispers with a sigh:]

but economical — no, that he isn’t!
 






  







SCENE THIRD
 

[Night. An encampment of Moroccan troops on the edge of the desert. Watchfires, with SOLDIERS resting by them.]
 

A SLAVE [enters, tearing his hair]

Gone is the Emperor’s milk-white charger!
 

ANOTHER SLAVE [enters, rending his garments]

The Emperor’s sacred robes are stolen!
 

AN OFFICER [enters]

A hundred stripes upon the foot-soles

for all who fail to catch the robber!

[The troopers mount their horses, and gallop away in every direction.]
 






  







SCENE FOURTH
 

[Daybreak. The grove of acacias and palms.]

[PEER GYNT in his tree with a broken branch in his hand, trying to beat off a swarm of monkeys.]
 

PEER

Confound it! A most disagreeable night.

[Laying about him.]

Are you there again? This is most accursed!

Now they’re throwing fruit. No, it’s something else.

A loathsome beast is your Barbary ape!

The Scripture says: Thou shalt watch and fight.

But I’m blest if I can; I am heavy and tired.

[Is again attacked; impatiently:]

I must put a stopper upon this nuisance!

I must see and get hold of one of these scamps,

get him hung and skinned, and then dress myself up,

as best I may, in his shaggy hide,

that the others may take me for one of themselves. — 

What are we mortals? Motes, no more;

and it’s wisest to follow the fashion a bit. — 

Again a rabble! They throng and swarm.

Off with you! Shoo! They go on as though crazy.

If only I had a false tail to put on now, — 

only something to make me a bit like a beast. — 

What now? There’s a pattering over my head — !

[Looks up.]

It’s the grandfather ape, — with his fists full of

filth — !

[Huddles together apprehensively, and keeps still for a while. The ape makes a motion; PEER GYNT begins coaxing

and wheedling him, as he might a dog.]

Ay, — are you there, my good old Bus!

He’s a good beast, he is! He will listen to reason!

He wouldn’t throw; — I should think not, indeed!

It is me! Pip-pip! We are first-rate friends!

Ai-ai! Don’t you hear, I can talk your language?

Bus and I, we are kinsfolk, you see; — 

Bus shall have sugar to-morrow — ! The beast!

The whole cargo on top of me! Ugh, how disgusting! — 

Or perhaps it was food? ‘Twas in taste — indefinable;

and taste’s for the most part a matter of habit.

What thinker is it who somewhere says:

You must spit and trust to the force of habit? — 

Now here come the small-fry!

[Hits and slashes around him.]

It’s really too bad

that man, who by rights is the lord of creation,

should find himself forced to — ! O murder! murder!

the old one was bad, but the youngsters are worse!
 






  







SCENE FIFTH
 

[Early morning. A stony region, with a view out over the desert. On one side a cleft in the hill, and a cave.]

[A THIEF and a RECEIVER hidden in the cleft, with the Emperor’s horse and robes. The horse, richly caparisoned,

is tied to a stone. Horsemen are seen afar off.]
 

THE THIEF

The tongues of the lances

all flickering and flashing, — 

see, see!
 

THE RECEIVER

Already my head seems

to roll on the sand-plain!

Woe, woe!
 

THE THIEF [folds his arms over his breast]

My father he thieved;

so his son must be thieving.
 

THE RECEIVER

My father received;

so his son keeps receiving.
 

THE THIEF

Thy lot shalt thou bear still;

thyself shalt thou be still.
 

THE RECEIVER [listening]

Steps in the brushwood!

Flee, flee! But where?
 

THE THIEF

The cavern is deep,

and the Prophet great!

[They make off, leaving the booty behind them. The horsemen gradually disappear in the distance.]
 

PEER GYNT [enters, cutting a reed whistle]

What a delectable morning-tide! — 

The dung-beetle’s rolling his ball in the dust;

the snail creeps out of his dwelling-house.

The morning; ay, it has gold in its mouth. — 

It’s a wonderful power, when you think of it,

that Nature has given to the light of day.

One feels so secure, and so much more courageous, — 

one would gladly, at need, take a bull by the horns. — 

What a stillness all round! Ah, the joys of Nature, — 

strange enough I should never have prized them before.

Why go and imprison oneself in a city,

for no end but just to be bored by the mob. — 

just look how the lizards are whisking about,

snapping, and thinking of nothing at all.

What innocence ev’n in the life of the beasts!

Each fulfils the Creator’s behest unimpeachably,

preserving its own special stamp undefaced;

is itself, is itself, both in sport and in strife,

itself, as it was at his primal: Be!

[Puts on his eye-glasses.]

A toad. In the middle of a sandstone block.

Petrifaction all round him. His head alone peering.

There he’s sitting and gazing as though through a window

at the world, and is — to himself enough. — 

[Reflectively.]

Enough? To himself — ? Where is it that’s written?

I’ve read it, in youth, in some so-called classic.

In the family prayer-book? Or Solomon’s Proverbs?

Alas, I notice that, year by year,

my memory for dates and for places is fading.

[Seats himself in the shade.]

Here’s a cool spot to rest and to stretch out one’s feet.

Why, look, here are ferns growing-edible roots.

[Eats a little.]

‘Twould be fitter food for an animal — 

but the text says: Bridle the natural man!

Furthermore it is written: The proud shall be humbled,

and whoso abaseth himself, exalted.

[Uneasily.]

Exalted? Yes, that’s what will happen with me; — 

no other result can so much as be thought of.

Fate will assist me away from this place,

and arrange matters so that I get a fresh start.

This is only a trial; deliverance will follow, — 

if only the Lord lets me keep my health.

[Dismisses his misgivings, lights a cigar, stretches himself, and gazes out over the desert.]

What an enormous, limitless waste! — 

Far in the distance an ostrich is striding. — 

What can one fancy was really God’s

meaning in all of this voidness and deadness?

This desert, bereft of all sources of life;

this burnt-up cinder, that profits no one;

this patch of the world, that for ever lies fallow;

this corpse, that never, since earth’s creation,

has brought its Maker so much as thanks, — 

why was it created? — How spendthrift is Nature! — 

Is that sea in the east there, that dazzling expanse

all gleaming? It can’t be; ‘tis but a mirage.

The sea’s to the west; it lies piled up behind me,

dammed out from the desert by a sloping ridge.

[A thought flashes through his mind.]

Dammed out? Then I could — ? The ridge is narrow.

Dammed out? It wants but a gap, a canal, — 

like a flood of life would the waters rush

in through the channel, and fill the desert!

Soon would the whole of yon red-hot grave

spread forth, a breezy and rippling sea.

The oases would rise in the midst, like islands;

Atlas would tower in green cliffs on the north;

sailing-ships would, like stray birds on the wing,

skim to the south, on the caravans’ track.

Life-giving breezes would scatter the choking

vapours, and dew would distil from the clouds.

People would build themselves town on town,

and grass would grow green round the swaying palm-trees.

The southland, behind the Sahara’s wall,

would make a new seaboard for civilisation.

Steam would set Timbuctoo’s factories spinning;

Bornu would be colonised apace;

the naturalist would pass safely through Habes

in his railway-car to the Upper Nile.

In the midst of my sea, on a fat oasis,

I will replant the Norwegian race;

the Dalesman’s blood is next door to royal;

Arabic crossing will do the rest.

Skirting a bay, on a shelving strand,

I’ll build the chief city, Peeropolis.

The world is decrepit! Now comes the turn

of Gyntiana, my virgin land!

[Springs up.]

Had I but capital, soon ‘twould be done. — 

A gold key to open the gate of the sea!

A crusade against Death! The close-fisted old churl

shall open the sack he lies brooding upon.

Men rave about freedom in every land; — 

like the ass in the ark, I will send out a cry

o’er the world, and will baptise to liberty

the beautiful, thrall-bounden coasts that shall be.

I must on! To find capital, eastward or west!

My kingdom — well, half of it, say — for a horse!

[The horse in the cleft neighs.]

A horse! Ay, and robes! — jewels too, — and a sword!

[Goes closer.]

It can’t be! It is though — ! But how? I have read,

I don’t quite know where, that the will can move mountains; — 

but how about moving a horse as well — ?

Pooh! Here stands the horse, that’s a matter of fact;

for the rest, why, ab esse ad posse, et cetera.

[Puts on the dress and looks down at it.]

Sir Peter — a Turk, too, from top to toe!

Well, one never knows what may happen to one. — 

Gee-up, now, Grane, my trusty steed!

[Mounts the horse.]

Gold-slipper stirrups beneath my feet! — 

You may know the great by their riding-gear!

[Gallops off into the desert.]
 






  







SCENE SIXTH
 

[The tent of an Arab chief, standing alone on an oasis.]

[PEER GYNT, in his Eastern dress, resting on cushions. He is drinking coffee, and smoking a long pipe. ANITRA,

and a bevy of GIRLS, dancing and singing before him.]
 

CHORUS OF GIRLS

The Prophet is come!

The Prophet, the Lord, the All-Knowing One,

to us, to us is he come,

o’er the sand-ocean riding!

The Prophet, the Lord, the Unerring One,

to us, to us is he come,

o’er the sand-ocean sailing!

Wake the flute and the drum!

The Prophet, the Prophet is come!
 

ANITRA

His courser is white as the milk is

that streams in the rivers of Paradise.

Bend every knee! Bow every head!

His eyes are as bright-gleaming, mild-beaming stars.

Yet none earth-born endureth

the rays of those stars in their blinding splendour!

Through the desert he came.

Gold and pearl-drops sprang forth on his breast.

Where he rode there was light.

Behind him was darkness;

behind him raged drought and the simoom.

He, the glorious one, came!

Through the desert he came,

like a mortal apparelled.

Kaaba, Kaaba stands void; — 

he himself hath proclaimed it!
 

THE CHORUS OF GIRLS

Wake the flute and the drum!

The Prophet, the Prophet is come!

[They continue the dance, to soft music.]
 

PEER

I have read it in print — and the saying is true — 

that no one’s a prophet in his native land. — 

This position is very much more to my mind

than my life over there ‘mong the Charleston merchants.

There was something hollow in the whole affair,

something foreign at the bottom, something dubious behind it; — 

I was never at home in their company,

nor felt myself really one of the guild.

What tempted me into that galley at all?

To grub and grub in the bins of trade — 

as I think it all over, I can’t understand it; — 

it happened so; that’s the whole affair. — 

To be oneself on a basis of gold

is no better than founding one’s house on the sand.

For your watch, and your ring, and the rest of your trappings

the good people fawn on you, grovelling to earth;

they lift their hats to your jewelled breast-pin;

but your ring and your breast-pin are not your person. — 

A prophet; ay, that is a clearer position.

At least one knows on what footing one stands.

If you make a success, it’s yourself that receives

the ovation, and not your pounds-sterling and shillings.

One is what one is, and no nonsense about it;

one owes nothing to chance or to accident,

and needs neither licence nor patent to lean on. — 

A prophet; ay, that is the thing for me.

And I slipped so utterly unawares into it, — 

just by coming galloping over the desert,

and meeting these children of nature en route.

The Prophet had come to them; so much was clear.

It was really not my intent to deceive — 

there’s a difference ‘twixt lies and oracular answers;

and then I can always withdraw again.

I’m in no way bound; it’s a simple matter — ;

the whole thing is private, so to speak;

I can go as I came; there’s my horse ready saddled;

I am master, in short, of the situation.
 

ANITRA [approaching from the tent-door]

Prophet and Master!
 

PEER

What would my slave?
 

ANITRA

The sons of the desert await at thy tent-door;

they pray for the light of thy countenance — 
 

PEER

Stop!

Say in the distance I’d have them assemble;

say from the distance I hear all their prayers.

Add that I suffer no menfolk in here!

Men, my child, are a worthless crew, — 

inveterate rascals you well may call them!

Anitra, you can’t think how shamelessly

they have swind — I mean they have sinned, my child! — 

Well, enough now of that; you may dance for me, damsels!

The Prophet would banish the memories that gall him.
 

THE GIRLS [dancing]

The Prophet is good! The Prophet is grieving

for the ill that the sons of the dust have wrought!

The Prophet is mild; to his mildness be praises;

he opens to sinners his Paradise!
 

PEER [his eyes following ANITRA during the dance]

Legs as nimble as drumsticks flitting.

She’s a dainty morsel indeed, that wench!

It’s true she has somewhat extravagant contours, — 

not quite in accord with the norms of beauty.

But what is beauty? A mere convention, — 

a coin made current by time and place.

And just the extravagant seems most attractive

when one of the normal has drunk one’s fill.

In the law-bound one misses all intoxication.

Either plump to excess or excessively lean;

either parlously young or portentously old; — 

the medium is mawkish. — 

Her feet — they are not altogether clean;

no more are her arms; in especial one of them.

But that is at bottom no drawback at all.

I should rather call it a qualification — 

Anitra, come listen!
 


 

Anitra’s Dance
 

ANITRA [approaching]

Thy handmaiden hears!
 

PEER

You are tempting, my daughter! The Prophet is touched.

If you don’t believe me, then hear the proof; — 

I’ll make you a Houri in Paradise!
 

ANITRA

Impossible, Lord!
 

PEER

What? You think I am jesting?

I’m in sober earnest, as true as I live!
 

ANITRA

But I haven’t a soul.
 

PEER

Then of course you must get one!
 

ANITRA

How, Lord?
 

PEER

Just leave me alone for that; — 

I shall look after your education.

No soul? Why, truly you’re not over bright,

as the saying goes. I’ve observed it with pain.

But pooh! for a soul you can always find room.

Come here! let me measure your brain-pan, child. — 

There is room, there is room, I was sure there was.

It’s true you never will penetrate

very deep; to a large soul you’ll scarcely attain — 

but never you mind; it won’t matter a bit; — 

you’ll have plenty to carry you through with credit — 
 

ANITRA

The Prophet is gracious — 
 

PEER

You hesitate? Speak!
 

ANITRA

But I’d rather — 
 

PEER

Say on; don’t waste time about it!
 

ANITRA

I don’t care so much about having a soul; — 

give me rather — 
 

PEER

What, child?
 

ANITRA [pointing to his turban]

That lovely opal
 

PEER [enchanted, handing her the jewel]

Anitra! Anitra! true daughter of Eve!

I feel thee magnetic; for I am a man.

And, as a much-esteemed author has phrased it:

“Das Ewig-Weibliche ziehet uns an!”
 






  







SCENE SEVENTH
 

[A moonlight night. The palm-grove outside ANITRA’S tent.]

[PEER GYNT is sitting beneath a tree, with an Arabian lute in his hands. His beard and hair are clipped; he

looks considerably younger.]
 

PEER GYNT [plays and sings]

I double-locked my Paradise,

and took its key with me.

The north-wind bore me seaward ho!

while lovely women all forlorn

wept on the ocean strand.

Still southward, southward clove my keel

the salt sea-currents through.

Where palms were swaying proud and fair,

a garland round the ocean-bight,

I set my ship afire.

I climbed aboard the desert ship,

a ship on four stout legs.

It foamed beneath the lashing whip — 

oh, catch me; I’m a flitting bird; — 

I’m twittering on a bough!

Anitra, thou’rt the palm-tree’s must;

that know I now full well!

Ay, even the Angora goat-milk cheese

is scarcely half such dainty fare,

Anitra, ah, as thou!

[He hangs the lute over his shoulder, and comes forward.]

Stillness! Is the fair one listening?

Has she heard my little song?

Peeps she from behind the curtain,

veil and so forth cast aside? — 

Hush! A sound as though a cork

from a bottle burst amain!

Now once more! And yet again!

Love-sighs can it be? or songs? — 

No, it is distinctly snoring. — 

Dulcet strain! Anitra sleepeth!

Nightingale, thy warbling stay!

Every sort of woe betide thee,

if with gurgling trill thou darest — 

but, as says the text: Let be!

Nightingale, thou art a singer;

ah, even such an one am I.

He, like me, ensnares with music

tender, shrinking little hearts.

Balmy night is made for music;

music is our common sphere;

in the act of singing, we are

we, Peer Gynt and nightingale.

And the maiden’s very sleeping

is my passion’s crowning bliss; — 

for the lips protruded o’er the

beaker yet untasted quite — 

but she’s coming, I declare!

After all, it’s best she should.
 

ANITRA [from the tent]

Master, call’st thou in the night?
 

PEER

Yes indeed, the Prophet calls.

I was wakened by the cat

with a furious hunting-hubbub — 
 

ANITRA

Ah, not hunting-noises, Master;

it was something much, much worse.
 

PEER

What, then, was’t?
 

ANITRA

Oh, spare me!
 

PEER

Speak.
 

ANITRA

Oh, I blush to — 
 

PEER [approaching]

Was it, mayhap,

that which filled me so completely

when I let you have my opal?
 

ANITRA [horrified]

Liken thee, O earth’s great treasure,

to a horrible old cat!
 

PEER

Child, from passion’s standpoint viewed,

may a tom-cat and a prophet

come to very much the same.
 

ANITRA

Master, jest like honey floweth

from thy lips.
 

PEER

My little friend,

you, like other maidens, judge

great men by their outsides only.

I am full of jest at bottom,

most of all when we’re alone.

I am forced by my position

to assume a solemn mask.

Duties of the day constrain me;

all the reckonings and worry

that I have with one and all,

make me oft a cross-grained prophet;

but it’s only from the tongue out. — 

Fudge, avaunt! En tete-a-tete

I’m Peer — well, the man I am.

Hei, away now with the prophet;

me, myself, you have me here!

[Seats himself under a tree, and draws her to him.]

Come, Anitra, we will rest us

underneath the palm’s green fan-shade!

I’ll lie whispering, you’ll lie smiling;

afterwards our roles exchange we;

then shall your lips, fresh and balmy,

to my smiling, passion whisper!
 

ANITRA [lies down at his feet]

All thy words are sweet as singing,

though I understand but little.

Master, tell me, can thy daughter

catch a soul by listening?
 

PEER

Soul, and spirit’s light and knowledge,

all in good time you shall have them.

When in east, on rosy streamers

golden types print: Here is day, — 

then, my child, I’ll give you lessons;

you’ll be well brought-up, no fear.

But, ‘mid night’s delicious stillness,

it were stupid if I should,

with a threadbare wisdom’s remnants,

play the part of pedagogue. — 

And the soul, moreover, is not,

looked at properly, the main thing.

It’s the heart that really matters.
 

ANITRA

Speak, O Master! When thou speakest,

I see gleams, as though of opals!
 

PEER

Wisdom in extremes is folly;

coward blossoms into tyrant;

truth, when carried to excess,

ends in wisdom written backwards.

Ay, my daughter, I’m forsworn

as a dog if there are not

folk with o’erfed souls on earth

who shall scarce attain to clearness.

Once I met with such a fellow,

of the flock the very flower;

and even he mistook his goal,

losing sense in blatant sound. — 

See the waste round this oasis.

Were I but to swing my turban,

I could force the ocean-flood

to fill up the whole concern.

But I were a blockhead, truly,

seas and lands to go creating.

Know you what it is to live?
 

ANITRA

Teach me!
 

PEER

It is to be wafted

dry-shod down the stream of time,

wholly, solely as oneself.

Only in full manhood can I

be the man I am, dear child!

Aged eagle moults his plumage,

aged fogey lags declining,

aged dame has ne’er a tooth left,

aged churl gets withered hands, — 

one and all get souls.

Youth! Ah, youth! I mean to reign,

as a sultan, whole and fiery, — 

not on Gyntiana’s shores,

under trellised vines and palm-leaves, — 

but enthroned in the freshness

of a woman’s virgin thoughts. — 

See you now, my little maiden,

why I’ve graciously bewitched you, — 

why I have your heart selected,

and established, so to speak,

there my being’s Caliphate?

All your longings shall be mine.

I’m an autocrat in passion!

You shall live for me alone.

I’ll be he who shall enthrall

you like gold and precious stones.

Should we part, then life is over, — 

that is, your life, nota bene!

Every inch and fibre of you,

will-less, without yea or nay,

I must know filled full of me.

Midnight beauties of your tresses,

all that’s lovely to be named,

shall, like Babylonian gardens,

tempt your Sultan to his tryst.

After all, I don’t complain, then,

of your empty forehead-vault.

With a soul, one’s oft absorbed in

contemplation of oneself.

Listen, while we’re on the subject, — 

if you like it, faith, you shall

have a ring about your ankle: — 

‘twill be best for both of us.

I will be your soul by proxy;

for the rest — why, status quo.

[ANITRA snores.]

What! She sleeps! Then has it glided

bootless past her, all I’ve said? — 

No; it marks my influence o’er her

that she floats away in dreams

on my love-talk as it flows.

[Rises, and lays trinkets in her lap.]

Here are jewels! Here are more!

Sleep, Anitra! Dream of Peer — .

Sleep! In sleeping, you the crown have

placed upon your Emperor’s brow!

Victory on his Person’s basis

has Peer Gynt this night achieved.
 






  







SCENE EIGHTH
 

[A caravan route. The oasis is seen far off in the background.]

[PEER GYNT comes galloping across the desert on his white horse, with ANITRA before him on his saddle-bow.]
 

ANITRA

Let be, or I’ll bite you!
 

PEER

You little rogue!
 

ANITRA

What would you?
 

PEER

What would I? Play hawk and dove!

Run away with you! Frolic and frisk a bit!
 

ANITRA

For shame! An old prophet like you — !
 

PEER

Oh, stuff!

The prophet’s not old at all, you goose!

Do you think all this is a sign of age?
 

ANITRA

Let me go! I want to go home!
 

PEER

Coquette!

What, home! To father-in-law! That would be fine!

We madcap birds that have flown from the cage

must never come into his sight again.

Besides, my child, in the self-same place

it’s wisest never to stay too long;

for familiarity lessens respect; — 

most of all when one comes as a prophet or such.

One should show oneself glimpse-wise, and pass like a dream.

Faith, ‘twas time that the visit should come to an end.

They’re unstable of soul, are these sons of the desert; — 

both incense and prayers dwindled off towards the end.
 

ANITRA

Yes, but are you a prophet?
 

PEER

Your Emperor I am!

[Tries to kiss her.]

Why just see now how coy the wee woodpecker is!
 

ANITRA

Give me that ring that you have on your finger.
 

PEER

Take, sweet Anitra, the whole of the trash!
 

ANITRA

Thy words are as songs! Oh, how dulcet their sound!
 

PEER

How blessed to know oneself loved to this pitch!

I’ll dismount! Like your slave, I will lead your palfrey!

[Hands her his riding-whip, and dismounts.]

There now, my rosebud, my exquisite flower!

Here I’ll go trudging my way through the sand,

till a sunstroke o’ertakes me and finishes me.

I’m young, Anitra; bear that in mind!

You mustn’t be shocked at my escapades.

Frolics and high-jinks are youth’s sole criterion!

And so, if your intellect weren’t so dense,

you would see at a glance, oh my fair oleander, — 

your lover is frolicsome — ergo, he’s young!
 

ANITRA

Yes, you are young. Have you any more rings?
 

PEER

Am I not? There, grab! I can leap like a buck!

Were there vine-leaves around, I would garland my brow.

To be sure I am young! Hei, I’m going to dance!

[Dances and sings.]

I am a blissful game-cock!

Peck me, my little pullet!

Hop-sa-sa! Let me trip it; — 

I am a blissful game-cock!
 

ANITRA

You are sweating, my prophet; I fear you will melt; — 

hand me that heavy bag hung at your belt.
 

PEER

Tender solicitude! Bear the purse ever; — 

hearts that can love are content without gold!

[Dances and sings again.]

Young Peer Gynt is the maddest wag; — 

he knows not what foot he shall stand upon.

Pooh, says Peer; — pooh, never mind!

Young Peer Gynt is the maddest wag!
 

ANITRA

What joy when the Prophet steps forth in the dance!
 

PEER

Oh, bother the Prophet! — Suppose we change clothes!

Heisa! Strip off!
 

ANITRA

Your caftan were too long,

your girdle too wide, and your stockings too tight — 
 

PEER

Eh bien!

[Kneels down.]

But vouchsafe me a vehement sorrow, — 

to a heart full of love, it is sweet to suffer!

Listen; as soon as we’re home at my castle — 
 

ANITRA

In your Paradise; — have we far to ride?
 

PEER

Oh, a thousand miles or — 
 

ANITRA

Too far!
 

PEER

Oh, listen; — 

you shall have the soul that I promised you once — 
 

ANITRA

Oh, thank you; I’ll get on without the soul.

But you asked for a sorrow — 
 

PEER [rising]

Ay, curse me, I did!

A keen one, but short, — to last two or three days!
 

ANITRA

Anitra obeyeth the Prophet! — Farewell!

[Gives him a smart cut across the fingers, and dashes off, at a tearing gallop, back across the desert.]
 

PEER [stands for a long time thunderstruck]

Well now, may I be — !
 






  







SCENE NINTH
 

[The same place, an hour later.]

[PEER GYNT is stripping off his Turkish costume; soberly and thoughtfully, bit by bit. Last of all, he

takes his little travelling-cap out of his coat-pocket, puts it on,

and stands once more in European dress.]
 

PEER GYNT [throwing the turban far away from him]

There lies the Turk, then, and here stand I! — 

These heathenish doings are no sort of good.

It’s lucky ‘twas only a matter of clothes,

and not, as the saying goes, bred in the bone. — 

What tempted me into that galley at all?

It’s best, in the long run, to live as a Christian,

to put away peacock-like ostentation,

to base all one’s dealings on law and morality,

to be ever oneself, and to earn at the last

speech at one’s grave-side, and wreaths on one’s coffin.

[Walks a few steps.]

The hussy; — she was on the very verge

of turning my head clean topsy-turvy.

May I be a troll if I understand

what it was that dazed and bemused me so.

Well; it’s well that’s done: had the joke been carried

but one step on, I’d have looked absurd. — 

I have erred; — but at least it’s a consolation

that my error was due to the false situation.

It wasn’t my personal self that fell.

‘Twas in fact this prophetical way of life,

so utterly lacking the salt of activity,

that took its revenge in these qualms of bad taste.

It’s a sorry business this prophetising!

One’s office compels one to walk in a mist;

in playing the prophet, you throw up the game

the moment you act like a rational being.

In so far I’ve done what the occasion demanded,

in the mere fact of paying my court to that goose.

But, nevertheless — 

[Bursts out laughing.]

Hm, to think of it now!

To try to make time stop by jigging and dancing,

and to cope with the current by capering and prancing!

To thrum on the lute-strings, to fondle and sigh,

and end, like a rooster, — by getting well plucked!

Such conduct is truly prophetic frenzy. — 

Yes, plucked! — Phew! I’m plucked clean enough indeed.

Well, well, I’ve a trifle still left in reserve;

I’ve a little in America, a little in my pocket;

so I won’t be quite driven to beg my bread. — 

And at bottom this middle condition is best.

I’m no longer a slave to my coachman and horses;

I haven’t to fret about postchaise or baggage;

I am master, in short, of the situation. — 

What path should I choose? Many paths lie before me;

and a wise man is known from a fool by his choice.

My business life is a finished chapter;

my love-sports, too, are a cast-off garment.

I feel no desire to live back like a crab.

“Forward or back, and it’s just as far;

out or in, and it’s just as strait,” — 

so I seem to have read in some luminous work. — 

I’ll try something new, then; ennoble my course;

find a goal worth the labour and money it costs.

Shall I write my life without dissimulation, — 

a book for guidance and imitation?

Or stay — ! I have plenty of time at command; — 

what if, as a travelling scientist,

I should study past ages and time’s voracity?

Ay, sure enough; that is the thing for me!

Legends I read e’en in childhood’s days,

and since then I’ve kept up that branch of learning. — 

I will follow the path of the human race!

Like a feather I’ll float on the stream of history,

make it all live again, as in a dream, — 

see the heroes battling for truth and right,

as an onlooker only, in safety ensconced, — 

see thinkers perish and martyrs bleed,

see empires founded and vanish away, — 

see world-epochs grow from their trifling seeds;

in short, I will skim off the cream of history. — 

I must try to get hold of a volume of Becker,

and travel as far as I can by chronology. — 

It’s true-my grounding’s by no means thorough,

and history’s wheels within wheels are deceptive; — 

but pooh; the wilder the starting-point,

the result will oft be the more original. — 

How exalting it is, now, to choose a goal,

and drive straight for it, like flint and steel!

[With quiet emotion.]

To break off all round one, on every side,

the bonds that bind one to home and friends, — 

to blow into atoms one’s hoarded wealth, — 

to bid one’s love and its joys good-night, — 

all simply to find the arcana of truth, — 

[Wiping a tear from his eye.]

that is the test of the true man of science! — 

I feel myself happy beyond all measure.

Now I have fathomed my destiny’s riddle.

Now ‘tis but persevering through thick and thin!

It’s excusable, sure, if I hold up my head,

and feel my worth, as the man, Peer Gynt,

also called Human — life’s Emperor. — 

I will own the sum-total of bygone days;

I’ll nevermore tread in the paths of the living.

The present is not worth so much as a shoe-sole;

all faithless and marrowless the doings of men;

their soul has no wings and their deeds no weight;

[Shrugs his shoulders.]

and women, — ah, they are a worthless crew!

[Goes off.]
 






  







SCENE TENTH
 

[A summer day. Far up in the North. A hut in the forest. The door, with a large wooden bar, stands open.

Reindeer-horns over it. A flock of goats by the wall of the hut.]

[A MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN, fair-haired and comely, sits spinning outside in the sunshine.]
 

THE WOMAN [glances down the path, and sings]

Maybe both the winter and spring will pass by,

and the next summer too, and the whole of the year; — 

but thou wilt come one day, that know I full well;

and I will await thee, as I promised of old.

[Calls the goats, and sings again.]

God strengthen thee, whereso thou goest in the world!

God gladden thee, if at his footstool thou stand!

Here will I await thee till thou comest again;

and if thou wait up yonder, then there we’ll meet, my friend!
 






  







SCENE ELEVENTH
 

[In Egypt. Daybreak. MEMNON’S STATUE amid the sands.]

[PEER GYNT enters on foot, and looks around him for a while.]
 

PEER GYNT

Here I might fittingly start on my wanderings. — 

So now, for a change, I’ve become an Egyptian;

but Egyptian on the basis of the Gyntish I.

To Assyria next I will bend my steps.

To begin right back at the world’s creation

would lead to nought but bewilderment.

I will go round about all the Bible history;

its secular traces I’ll always be coming on;

and to look, as the saying goes, into its seams,

lies entirely outside both my plan and my powers.

[Sits upon a stone.]

Now I will rest me, and patiently wait

till the statue has sung its habitual dawn-song.

When breakfast is over, I’ll climb up the pyramid;

if I’ve time, I’ll look through its interior afterwards.

Then I’ll go round the head of the Red Sea by land;

perhaps I may hit on King Potiphar’s grave. — 

Next I’ll turn Asiatic. In Babylon I’ll seek for

the far-renowned harlots and hanging gardens, — 

that’s to say, the chief traces of civilisation.

Then at one bound to the ramparts of Troy.

From Troy there’s a fareway by sea direct

across to the glorious ancient Athens; — 

there on the spot will I, stone by stone,

survey the Pass that Leonidas guarded.

I will get up the works of the better philosophers,

find the prison where Socrates suffered, a martyr — ;

oh no, by-the-bye-there’s a war there at present — !

Well then, my Hellenism must even stand over.

[Looks at his watch.]

It’s really too bad, such an age as it takes

for the sun to rise. I am pressed for time.

Well then, from Troy — it was there I left off — 

[Rises and listens.]

What is that strange sort of murmur that’s rushing — ?

[Sunrise.]
 


 

Peer and the Statue of Memnon
 

MEMNON’S STATUE [sings]

From the demigod’s ashes there soar,

youth-renewing,

birds ever singing.

Zeus the Omniscient

shaped them contending

Owls of wisdom,

my birds, where do they slumber?

Thou must die if thou rede not

the song’s enigma!
 

PEER

How strange now, — I really fancied there came

from the statue a sound. Music, this, of the Past.

I heard the stone — accents now rising, now sinking. — 

I will register it, for the learned to ponder.

[Notes in his pocket-book.]

“The statue did sing. I heard the sound plainly,

but didn’t quite follow the text of the song.

The whole thing, of course, was hallucination. — 

Nothing else of importance observed to-day.”

[Proceeds on his way.]
 






  







SCENE TWELFTH
 

[Near the village of Gizeh. The great SPHINX carved out of the rock. In the distance the spires and minarets of Cairo.]

[PEER GYNT enters; he examines the SPHINX attentively, now through his eyeglass, now through his hollowed hand.]
 

PEER GYNT

Now, where in the world have I met before

something half forgotten that’s like this hobgoblin?

For met it I have, in the north or the south.

Was it a person? And, if so, who?

That Memnon, it afterwards crossed my mind,

was like the Old Men of the Dovre, so called,

just as he sat there, stiff and stark,

planted on end on the stumps of pillars. — 

But this most curious mongrel here,

this changeling, a lion and woman in one, — 

does he come to me, too, from a fairy-tale,

or from a remembrance of something real?

From a fairy-tale? Ho, I remember the fellow!

Why, of course it’s the Boyg, that I smote on the skull, — 

that is, I dreamt it, — I lay in fever. — 

[Going closer.]

The self-same eyes, and the self-same lips; — 

not quite so lumpish; a little more cunning;

but the same, for the rest, in all essentials. — 

Ay, so that’s it, Boyg; so you’re like a lion

when one sees you from behind and meets you in the daytime!

Are you still good at riddling? Come, let us try.

Now we shall see if you answer as last time!

[Calls out towards the SPHINX.]

Hei, Boyg, who are you?
 

A VOICE [behind the SPHINX]

Ach, Sphinx, wer bist du?
 

PEER

What! Echo answers in German! How strange!
 

THE VOICE

Wer bist du?
 

PEER

It speaks it quite fluently too!

That observation is new, and my own.

[Notes in his book.]

“Echo in German. Dialect, Berlin.”

[BEGRIFFENFELDT COMES OUT from behind the SPHINX.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

A man!
 

PEER

Oh, then it was he that was chattering.

[Notes again.]

“Arrived in the sequel at other results.”
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [with all sorts of restless antics]

Excuse me, mein Herr — ! Eine Lebensfrage — !

What brings you to this place precisely to-day?
 

PEER

A visit. I’m greeting a friend of my youth.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

What? The Sphinx — ?
 

PEER [nods]

Yes, I knew him in days gone by.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Famos! — And that after such a night!

My temples are hammering as though they would burst!

You know him, man! Answer! Say on! Can you tell

what he is?
 

PEER

What he is? Yes, that’s easy enough.

He’s himself.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [with a bound]

Ha, the riddle of life lightened forth

in a flash to my vision! — It’s certain he is himself?
 

PEER

Yes, he says so, at any rate.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Himself! Revolution! thine hour is at hand!

[Takes off his hat.]

Your name, pray, mein Herr?
 

PEER

I was christened Peer Gynt.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [in rapt admiration]

Peer Gynt! Allegoric! I might have foreseen it. — 

Peer Gynt? That must clearly imply: The Unknown, — 

the Comer whose coming was foretold to me — 
 

PEER

What, really? And now you are here to meet — ?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Peer Gynt! Profound! Enigmatic! Incisive!

Each word, as it were, an abysmal lesson!

What are you?
 

PEER [modestly]

I’ve always endeavoured to be

myself. For the rest, here’s my passport, you see.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Again that mysterious word at the bottom.

[Seizes him by the wrist.]

To Cairo! The Interpreters’ Kaiser is found!
 

PEER

Kaiser?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Come on!
 

PEER

Am I really known — ?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [dragging him away]

The Interpreters’ Kaiser — on the basis of Self!
 






  







SCENE THIRTEENTH
 

[In Cairo. A large courtyard, surrounded by high walls and buildings. Barred windows; iron cages.]

[THREE KEEPERS in the courtyard. A FOURTH comes in.]
 

THE NEW-COMER

Schafmann, say, where’s the director gone?
 

A KEEPER

He drove out this morning some time before dawn.
 

THE FIRST

I think something must have occurred to annoy him;

for last night — 
 

ANOTHER

Hush, be quiet; he’s there at the door!

[BEGRIFFENFELDT leads PEER GYNT in, locks the gate, and puts the key in his pocket.]
 

PEER [to himself]

Indeed an exceedingly gifted man;

almost all that he says is beyond comprehension.

[Looks around.]

So this is the Club of the Savants, eh?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Here you will find them, every man jack of them; — 

the group of Interpreters threescore and ten;

it’s been lately increased by a hundred and sixty — 

[Shouts to the KEEPERS.]

Mikkel, Schlingelberg, Schafmann, Fuchs, — 

into the cages with you at once!
 

THE KEEPERS

We!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Who else, pray? Get in, get in!

When the world twirls around, we must twirl with it too.

[Forces them into a cage.]

He’s arrived this morning, the mighty Peer; — 

the rest you can guess, — I need say no more.

[Locks the cage door, and throws the key into a well.]
 

PEER

But, my dear Herr Doctor and Director, pray — ?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Neither one nor the other! I was before — 

Herr Peer, are you secret? I must ease my heart — 
 

PEER [with increasing uneasiness]

What is it?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Promise you will not tremble.
 

PEER

I will do my best, but — 
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [draws him into a corner, and whispers]

The Absolute Reason departed this life at eleven last night.
 

PEER

God help me — !
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Why, yes, it’s extremely deplorable.

And as I’m placed, you see, it is doubly unpleasant;

for this institution has passed up to now

for what’s called a madhouse.
 

PEER

A madhouse, ha!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Not now, understand!
 

PEER [softly, pale with fear]

Now I see what the place is!

And the man is mad; — and there’s none that knows it!

[Tries to steal away.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [following him]

However, I hope you don’t misunderstand me?

When I said he was dead, I was talking stuff.

He’s beside himself. Started clean out of his skin, — 

just like my compatriot Munchausen’s fox.
 

PEER

Excuse me a moment — 
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [holding him back]

I meant like an eel; — 

it was not like a fox. A needle through his eye; — 

and he writhed on the wall — 
 

PEER

Where can rescue be found!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

A snick round his neck, and whip! out of his skin!
 

PEER

He’s raving! He’s utterly out of his wits!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Now it’s patent, and can’t be dissimulated,

that this from-himself-going must have for result

a complete revolution by sea and land.

The persons one hitherto reckoned as mad,

you see, became normal last night at eleven,

accordant with Reason in its newest phase.

And more, if the matter be rightly regarded,

it’s patent that, at the aforementioned hour,

the sane folks, so called, began forthwith to rave.
 

PEER

You mentioned the hour, sir, my time is but scant — 
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Your time, did you say? There you jog my remembrance!

[Opens a door and calls out.]

Come forth all! The time that shall be is proclaimed!

Reason is dead and gone; long live Peer Gynt!
 

PEER

Now, my dear good fellow — !

[The LUNATICS come one by one, and at intervals, into the courtyard.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Good morning! Come forth,

and hail the dawn of emancipation!

Your Kaiser has come to you!
 

PEER

Kaiser?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Of course!
 

PEER

But the honour’s so great, so entirely excessive — 
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Oh, do not let any false modesty sway you

at an hour such as this.
 

PEER

But at least give me time — !

No, indeed, I’m not fit; I’m completely dumbfounded!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

A man who has fathomed the Sphinx’s meaning!

A man who’s himself!
 

PEER

Ay, but that’s just the rub.

It’s true that in everything I am myself;

but here the point is, if I follow your meaning,

to be, so to phrase it, outside oneself.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Outside? No, there you are strangely mistaken!

It’s here, sir, that one is oneself with a vengeance;

oneself, and nothing whatever besides.

We go, full sail, as our very selves.

Each one shuts himself up in the barrel of self,

in the self-fermentation he dives to the bottom, — 

with the self-bung he seals it hermetically,

and seasons the staves in the well of self.

No one has tears for the other’s woes;

no one has mind for the other’s ideas.

We’re our very selves, both in thought and tone,

ourselves to the spring-board’s uttermost verge, — 

and so, if a Kaiser’s to fill the throne,

it is clear that you are the very man.
 

PEER

O would that the devil — !
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Come, don’t be cast down;

almost all things in nature are new at the first.

“Oneself;” — come, here you shall see an example;

I’ll choose you at random the first man that comes

[To a gloomy figure.]

Good-day, Huhu! Well, my boy, wandering round

for ever with misery’s impress upon you?
 

HUHU

Can I help it, when the people,

race by race, dies untranslated?

[To PEER GYNT.]

You’re a stranger; will you listen?
 

PEER [bowing]

Oh, by all means!
 

HUHU

Lend your ear then. — 

Eastward far, like brow-borne garlands,

lie the Malabarish seaboards.

Hollanders and Portugueses

compass all the land with culture.

There, moreover, swarms are dwelling

of the pure-bred Malabaris.

These have muddled up the language,

they now lord it in the country. — 

But in long-departed ages

there the orang-outang was ruler.

He, the forest’s lord and master,

freely fought and snarled in freedom.

As the hand of nature shaped him,

just so grinned he, just so gaped he.

He could shriek unreprehended;

he was ruler in his kingdom. — 

Ah, but then the foreign yoke came,

marred the forest-tongue primeval.

Twice two hundred years of darkness

brooded o’er the race of monkeys;

and, you know, nights so protracted

bring a people to a standstill. — 

Mute are now the wood-notes primal;

grunts and growls are heard no longer; — 

if we’d utter our ideas,

it must be by means of language.

What constraint on all and sundry!

Hollanders and Portugueses,

half-caste race and Malabaris,

all alike must suffer by it. — 

I have tried to fight the battle

of our real, primal wood-speech, — 

tried to bring to life its carcass, — 

proved the people’s right of shrieking, — 

shrieked myself, and shown the need of

shrieks in poems for the people. — 

Scantly, though, my work is valued. — 

Now I think you grasp my sorrow.

Thanks for lending me a hearing; — 

have you counsel, let me hear it!
 

PEER [softly]

It is written: Best be howling

with the wolves that are about you.

[Aloud.]

Friend, if I remember rightly,

there are bushes in Morocco,

where orang-outangs in plenty

live with neither bard nor spokesman; — 

their speech sounded Malabarish; — 

it was classical and pleasing.

Why don’t you, like other worthies,

emigrate to serve your country?
 

HUHU

Thanks for lending me a hearing; — 

I will do as you advise me.

[With a large gesture.]

East! thou hast disowned thy singer!

West! thou hast orang-outangs still!

[Goes.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Well, was he himself? I should rather think

so.

He’s filled with his own affairs, simply and solely.

He’s himself in all that comes out of him, — 

himself, just because he’s beside himself.

Come here! Now I’ll show you another one,

who’s no less, since last evening, accordant with Reason.

[To a FELLAH, with a mummy on his back.]

King Apis, how goes it, my mighty lord?
 

THE FELLAH [wildly, to PEER GYNT]

Am I King Apis?
 

PEER [getting behind the DOCTOR]

I’m sorry to say

I’m not quite at home in the situation;

but I certainly gather, to judge by your tone — 
 

THE FELLAH

Now you too are lying.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Your Highness should state

how the whole matter stands.
 

THE FELLAH

Yes, I’ll tell him my tale.

[Turns to PEER GYNT.]

Do you see whom I bear on my shoulders?

His name was King Apis of old.

Now he goes by the title of mummy,

and withal he’s completely dead.

All the pyramids yonder he builded,

and hewed out the mighty Sphinx,

and fought, as the Doctor puts it,

with the Turks, both to rechts and links.

And therefore the whole of Egypt

exalted him as a god,

and set up his image in temples,

in the outward shape of a bull. — 

But I am this very King Apis,

I see that as clear as day;

and if you don’t understand it,

you shall understand it soon.

King Apis, you see, was out hunting,

and got off his horse awhile,

and withdrew himself unattended

to a part of my ancestor’s land.

But the field that King Apis manured

has nourished me with its corn,

and if further proofs are demanded,

know, I have invisible horns.

Now, isn’t it most accursed

that no one will own my might!

By birth I am Apis of Egypt,

but a fellah in other men’s sight.

Can you tell me what course to follow? — 

then counsel me honestly. — 

The problem is how to make me

resemble King Apis the Great.
 

PEER

Build pyramids then, your highness,

and carve out a greater Sphinx,

and fight, as the Doctor puts it,

with the Turks, both to rechts and links.
 

THE FELLAH

Ay, that is all mighty fine talking!

A fellah! A hungry louse!

I, who scarcely can keep my hovel

clear even of rats and mice.

Quick, man, — think of something better,

that’ll make me both great and safe,

and further, exactly like to

King Apis that’s on my back!
 

PEER

What if your highness hanged you,

and then, in the lap of earth,

‘twixt the coffin’s natural frontiers,

kept still and completely dead.
 

THE FELLAH

I’ll do it! My life for a halter!

To the gallows with hide and hair! — 

At first there will be some difference,

but that time will smooth away.

[Goes off and prepares to hang himself.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

There’s a personality for you, Herr Peer, — 

a man of method — 
 

PEER

Yes, yes; I see — ;

but he’ll really hang himself! God grant us grace!

I’ll be ill; — I can scarcely command my thoughts!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

A state of transition; it won’t last long.
 

PEER

Transition? To what? With your leave — I must go — 
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [holding him]

Are you crazy?
 

PEER

Not yet — . Crazy? Heaven forbid!

[A commotion. The Minister HUSSEIN forces his way through the crowd.]
 

HUSSEIN

They tell me a Kaiser has come to-day.

[To PEER GYNT.]

It is you?
 

PEER [in desperation]

Yes, that is a settled thing!
 

HUSSEIN

Good. — Then no doubt there are notes to be answered?
 

PEER [tearing his hair]

Come on! Right you are, sir; — the madder the better!
 

HUSSEIN

Will you do me the honour of taking a dip?

[Bowing deeply.]

I am a pen.
 

PEER [bowing still deeper]

Why then I am quite clearly

a rubbishy piece of imperial parchment.
 

HUSSEIN

My story, my lord, is concisely this:

they take me for a sand-box, and I am a pen.
 

PEER

My story, Sir Pen, is, to put it briefly:

I’m a blank sheet of paper that no one will write on.
 

HUSSEIN

No man understands in the least what I’m good for;

they all want to use me for scattering sand with!
 

PEER

I was in a woman’s keeping a silver-clasped book; — 

it’s one and the same misprint to be either mad or sane!
 

HUSSEIN [with high leap]

Just fancy, what an exhausting life:

to be a pen and never taste the edge of a knife!
 

PEER

Just fancy, for a reindeer to leap from on high — 

to fall and fall — and never feel the ground beneath your hoofs!
 

HUSSEIN

A knife! I am blunt; — quick, mend me and slit me!

The world will go to ruin if they don’t mend my point for me!

!
 

PEER

A pity for the world which, like other self-made things,

was reckoned by the Lord to be so excellently good.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT

Here’s a knife!
 

HUSSEIN [seizing it]

Ah, how I shall lick up the ink now!

Oh, what rapture to cut oneself!

[Cuts his throat.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [stepping aside]

Pray do not sputter.
 

PEER [in increasing terror]

Hold him!
 

HUSSEIN

Ay, hold me! That is the word!

Hold! Hold the pen! On the desk with the paper — !

[Falls.]

I’m outworn. The postscript — remember it, pray:

He lived and he died as a fate-guided pen!
 

PEER [dizzily]

What shall I — ! What am I? Thou mighty — , hold fast!

I am all that thou wilt, — I’m a Turk, I’m a sinner — 

a hill-troll — ; but help; — there was something that burst — !

[Shrieks.]

I cannot just hit on thy name at the moment; — 

oh, come to my aid, thou — all madmen’s protector!

[Sinks down insensible.]
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT [with a wreath of straw in his hand, gives a bound and sits astride of him]

I cannot Ha! See him in the mire enthroned; — 

beside himself — ! To crown him now!

Long life, long life to Self-hood’s Kaiser!
 

SCHAFMANN [in the cage]

Es lebe hoch der grosse Peer!
 






  







ACT FIFTH
 

* * * * *
 






  







SCENE FIRST
 

[On board a ship on the North Sea, off the Norwegian coast. Sunset. Stormy weather.]

[PEER GYNT, a vigorous old man, with grizzled hair and beard, is standing aft on the poop. He is dressed

half sailor-fashion, with a pea-jacket and long boots. His clothing

is rather the worse for wear; he himself is weather-beaten, and has

a somewhat harder expression. The CAPTAIN is standing beside the

steersman at the wheel. The crew are forward.]
 

PEER GYNT [leans with his arms on the bulwark, and gazes towards the land]

Look at Hallingskarv in his winter furs; — 

he’s ruffling it, old one, in the evening glow.

The Jokel, his brother, stands behind him askew;

he’s got his green ice-mantle still on his back.

The Flogefann, now, she is mighty fine, — 

lying there like a maiden in spotless white.

Don’t you be madcaps, old boys that you are!

Stand where you stand; you’re but granite knobs.
 

THE CAPTAIN [shouts forward]

Two hands to the wheel, and the lantern aloft!
 

PEER

It’s blowing up stiff — 
 

THE CAPTAIN

 — for a gale to-night.
 

PEER

Can one see the Ronde Hills from the sea?
 

THE CAPTAIN

No, how should you? They lie at the back of the snow-fields.
 

PEER

Or Blaho?
 

THE CAPTAIN

No; but from up in the rigging,

you’ve a glimpse, in clear weather, of Galdhopiggen.
 

PEER

Where does Harteig lie?
 

THE CAPTAIN [pointing]

About over there.
 

PEER

I thought so.
 

THE CAPTAIN

You know where you are, it appears.
 

PEER

When I left the country, I sailed by here;

And the dregs, says the proverb, hang in to the last.

[Spits, and gazes at the coast.]

In there, where the scaurs and the clefts lie blue, — 

where the valleys, like trenches, gloom narrow and black,

and underneath, skirting the open fiords, — 

it’s in places like these human beings abide.

[Looks at the CAPTAIN.]

They build far apart in this country.
 

THE CAPTAIN

Ay;

few are the dwellings and far between.
 

PEER

Shall we get in by day-break?
 

THE CAPTAIN

Thereabouts;

if we don’t have too dirty a night altogether.
 

PEER

It grows thick in the west.
 

THE CAPTAIN

It does so.
 

PEER

Stop a bit!

You might put me in mind when we make up accounts — 

I’m inclined, as the phrase goes, to do a good turn

to the crew — 
 

THE CAPTAIN

I thank you.
 

PEER

It won’t be much.

I have dug for gold, and lost what I found; — 

we are quite at loggerheads, Fate and I.

You know what I’ve got in safe keeping on board — 

that’s all I have left; — the rest’s gone to the devil.
 

THE CAPTAIN

It’s more than enough, though, to make you of weight

among people at home here.
 

PEER

I’ve no relations.

There’s no one awaiting the rich old curmudgeon. — 

Well; that saves you, at least, any scenes on the pier!
 

THE CAPTAIN

Here comes the storm.
 

PEER

Well, remember then — 

If any of your crew are in real need,

I won’t look too closely after the money — 
 

THE CAPTAIN

That’s kind. They are most of them ill enough off;

they have all got their wives and their children at home.

With their wages alone they can scarce make ends meet;

but if they come home with some cash to the good,

it will be a return not forgot in a hurry.
 

PEER

What do you say? Have they wives and children?

Are they married?
 

THE CAPTAIN

Married? Ay, every man of them.

But the one that is worst off of all is the cook;

black famine is ever at home in his house.
 

PEER

Married? They’ve folks that await them at home?

Folks to be glad when they come? Eh?
 

THE CAPTAIN

Of course,

in poor people’s fashion.
 

PEER

And come they one evening,

what then?
 

THE CAPTAIN

Why, I daresay the goodwife will fetch

something good for a treat — 
 

PEER

And a light in the sconce?
 

THE CAPTAIN

Ay, ay, may be two; and a dram to their supper.
 

PEER

And there they sit snug! There’s a fire on the hearth!

They’ve their children about them! The room’s full of chatter;

not one hears another right out to an end,

for the joy that is on them — !
 

THE CAPTAIN

It’s likely enough.

So it’s really kind, as you promised just now,

to help eke things out.
 

PEER [thumping the bulwark]

I’ll be damned if I do!

Do you think I am mad? Would you have me fork out

for the sake of a parcel of other folks’ brats?

I’ve slaved much too sorely in earning my cash!

There’s nobody waiting for old Peer Gynt.
 

THE CAPTAIN

Well well; as you please then; your money’s your own.
 

PEER

Right! Mine it is, and no one else’s.

We’ll reckon as soon as your anchor is down!

Take my fare, in the cabin, from Panama here.

Then brandy all round to the crew. Nothing more.

If I give a doit more, slap my jaw for me, Captain.
 

THE CAPTAIN

I owe you a quittance, and not a thrashing; — 

but excuse me, the wind’s blowing up to a gale.

[He goes forward. It has fallen dark; lights are lit in the cabin. The sea increases. Fog and thick clouds.]
 

PEER

To have a whole bevy of youngsters at home; — 

still to dwell in their minds as a coming delight; — 

to have others’ thoughts follow you still on your path! — 

There’s never a soul gives a thought to me. — 

Lights in the sconces! I’ll put out those lights.

I will hit upon something! — I’ll make them all drunk; — 

not one of the devils shall go sober ashore.

They shall all come home drunk to their children and wives!

They shall curse; bang the table till it rings again, — 

they shall scare those that wait for them out of their wits!

The goodwife shall scream and rush forth from the house, — 

clutch her children along! All their joy gone to ruin!

[The ship gives a heavy lurch; he staggers and keeps his balance with difficulty.]

Why, that was a buffet and no mistake.

The sea’s hard at labour, as though it were paid for it; — 

it’s still itself here on the coasts of the north; — 

a cross-sea, as wry and wrong-headed as ever — 

[Listens.]

Why, what can those screams be?
 

THE LOOK-OUT [forward]

A wreck a-lee!
 

THE CAPTAIN [on the main deck, shouts]

Helm hard a-starboard! Bring her up to the

wind!
 

THE MATE

Are there men on the wreck?
 

THE LOOK-OUT

I can just see three!
 

PEER

Quick! lower the stern boat — 
 

THE CAPTAIN

She’d fill ere she floated.

[Goes forward.]
 

PEER

Who can think of that now?

[To some of the crew.]

If you’re men, to the rescue!

What the devil, if you should get a bit of a ducking!
 

THE BOATSWAIN

It’s out of the question in such a sea.
 

PEER

They are screaming again! There’s a lull in the wind. — 

Cook, will you risk it? Quick! I will pay — 
 

THE COOK

No, not if you offered me twenty

pounds-sterling — 
 

PEER

You hounds! You chicken-hearts! Can you forget

these are men that have goodwives and children at home?

There they’re sitting and waiting — 
 

THE BOATSWAIN

Well, patience is wholesome.
 

THE CAPTAIN

Bear away from that sea!
 

THE MATE

There the wreck turned over!
 

PEER

All is silent of a sudden — !
 

THE BOATSWAIN

Were they married, as you think,

there are three new-baked widows even now in the world.

[The storm increases. PEER GYNT moves away aft.]
 

PEER

There is no faith left among men any more, — 

no Christianity, — well may they say it and write it; — 

their good deeds are few and their prayers are still fewer,

and they pay no respect to the Powers above them. — 

In a storm like to-night’s, he’s a terror, the Lord is.

These beasts should be careful, and think, what’s the truth,

that it’s dangerous playing with elephants; — 

and yet they must openly brave his displeasure!

I am no whit to blame; for the sacrifice

I can prove I stood ready, my money in hand.

But how does it profit me? — What says the proverb?

A conscience at ease is a pillow of down.

Oh ay, that is all very well on dry land,

but I’m blest if it matters a snuff on board ship,

when a decent man’s out on the seas with such riff-raff.

At sea one never can be one’s self;

one must go with the others from deck to keel;

if for boatswain and cook the hour of vengeance should strike,

I shall no doubt be swept to the deuce with the rest; — 

one’s personal welfare is clean set aside; — 

one counts but as a sausage in slaughtering-time. — 

My mistake is this: I have been too meek;

and I’ve had no thanks for it after all.

Were I younger, I. think I would shift the saddle,

and try how it answered to lord it awhile.

There is time enough yet! They shall know in the parish

that Peer has come sailing aloft o’er the seas!

I’ll get back the farmstead by fair means or foul; — 

I will build it anew; it shall shine like a palace.

But none shall be suffered to enter the hall!

They shall stand at the gateway, all twirling their caps; — 

they shall beg and beseech — that they freely may do;

but none gets so much as a farthing of mine.

If I’ve had to howl ‘neath the lashes of fate,

trust me to find folks I can lash in my turn — 
 

THE STRANGE PASSENGER [stands in the darkness at PEER GYNT’s side, and salutes him in friendly fashion]

Good evening Good evening!
 

PEER

Good evening! What — ? Who are you?
 

THE PASSENGER

Your fellow-passenger, at your service.
 

PEER

Indeed? I thought I was the only one.
 

THE PASSENGER

A mistaken impression, which now is set right.
 

PEER

But it’s singular that, for the first time to-night,

I should see you — 
 

THE PASSENGER

I never come out in the day-time.
 

PEER

Perhaps you are ill? You’re as white as a sheet — 
 

THE PASSENGER

No, thank you — my health is uncommonly good.
 

PEER

What a raging storm!
 

THE PASSENGER

Ay, a blessed one, man!
 

PEER

A blessed one?
 

THE PASSENGER

The sea’s running high as houses.

Ah, one can feel one’s mouth watering!

just think of the wrecks that to-night will be shattered; — 

and think, too, what corpses will drive ashore!
 

PEER

Lord save us!
 

THE PASSENGER

Have ever you seen a man strangled,

or hanged, — or drowned?
 

PEER

This is going too far — !
 

THE PASSENGER

The corpses all laugh. But their laughter is forced;

and the most part are found to have bitten their tongues.
 

PEER

Hold off from me — !
 

THE PASSENGER

Only one question pray!

If we, for example, should strike on a rock,

and sink in the darkness — 
 

PEER

You think there is danger?
 

THE PASSENGER

I really don’t know what I ought to say.

But suppose, now, I float and you go to the bottom — 
 

PEER

Oh, rubbish — 
 

THE PASSENGER

It’s just a hypothesis.

But when one is placed with one foot in the grave,

one grows soft-hearted and open-handed — 
 

PEER [puts his hand in his pocket]

Ho, money!
 

THE PASSENGER

No, no; but perhaps you would kindly

make me a gift of your much-esteemed carcass — ?
 

PEER

This is too much!
 

THE PASSENGER

No more than your body, you know!

To help my researches in science — 
 

PEER

Begone!
 

THE PASSENGER

But think, my dear sir — the advantage is yours!

I’ll have you laid open and brought to the light.

What I specially seek is the centre of dreams, — 

and with critical care I’ll look into your seams — 
 

PEER

Away with you!
 

THE PASSENGER

Why, my dear sir — a drowned corpse — !
 

PEER

Blasphemer! You’re goading the rage of the storm!

I call it too bad! Here it’s raining and blowing,

a terrible sea on, and all sorts of signs

of something that’s likely to shorten our days; — 

And you carry on so as to make it come quicker!
 

THE PASSENGER

You’re in no mood, I see, to negotiate further;

but time, you know, brings with it many a change — 

[Nods in a friendly fashion.]

We’ll meet when you’re sinking, if not before;

perhaps I may then find you more in the humour.

[Goes into the cabin.]
 

PEER

Unpleasant companions these scientists are!

With their freethinking ways — 

[To the BOATSWAIN, who is passing.]

Hark, a word with you, friend!

That passenger? What crazy creature is he?
 

THE BOATSWAIN

I know of no passenger here but yourself.
 

PEER

No others? This thing’s getting worse and worse.

[To the SHIP’S BOY, who comes out of the cabin.]

Who went down the companion just now?
 

THE BOY

The ship’s dog, sir!

[Passes on.]
 

THE LOOK-OUT [shouts]

Land close ahead!
 

PEER

Where’s my box? Where’s my trunk?

All the baggage on deck!
 

THE BOATSWAIN

We have more to attend to!
 

PEER

It was nonsense, captain! ‘Twas only my joke; — 

as sure as I’m here I will help the cook — 
 

THE CAPTAIN

The jib’s blown away!
 

THE MATE

And there went the foresail!
 

THE BOATSWAIN [shrieks from forward]

Breakers under the bow!
 

THE CAPTAIN

She will go to shivers!

[The ship strikes. Noise and confusion.]
 






  







SCENE SECOND
 

[Close under the land, among sunken rocks and surf. The ship sinks. The jolly-boat, with two men in her, is

seen for a moment through the scud. A sea strikes her; she fills

and upsets. A shriek is heard; then all is silent for a while.

Shortly afterwards the boat appears floating bottom

upwards.]

[PEER GYNT comes to the surface near the boat.]
 

PEER

Help! Help! A boat! Help! I’ll be drowned!

Save me, oh Lord — as saith the text!

[Clutches hold of the boat’s keel.]
 

THE COOK [comes up on the other side]

Oh, Lord God — for my children’s sake,

have mercy! Let me reach the land!

[Seizes hold of the keel.]
 

PEER

Let go!
 

THE COOK

Let go!
 

PEER

I’ll strike!
 

THE COOK

So’ll I!
 

PEER

I’ll crush you down with kicks and blows!

Let go your hold! She won’t float two!
 

THE COOK

I know it! Yield!
 

PEER

Yield you!
 

THE COOK

Oh yes!

[They fight; one of the COOKS hands is disabled; he clings on with the other.]
 

PEER

Off with that hand!
 

THE COOK

Oh, kind sir — spare!

Think of my little ones at home!
 

PEER

I need my life far more than you,

for I am lone and childless still.
 

THE COOK

Let go! You’ve lived, and I am young!
 

PEER

Quick; haste you; sink; — you drag us down.
 

THE COOK

Have mercy! Yield in heaven’s name!

There’s none to miss and mourn for you — 

[His hand slips; he screams:]

I’m drowning!
 

PEER [seizing him]

By this wisp of hair

I’ll hold you; say your Lord’s Prayer, quick!
 

THE COOK

I can’t remember; all turns black — 
 

PEER

Come, the essentials in a word — !
 

THE COOK

Give us this day — !
 

PEER

Skip that part, Cook;

you’ll get all you need, safe enough.
 

THE COOK

Give us this day — 
 

PEER

The same old song!

One sees you were a cook in life — 

[The COOK slips from his grasp.]
 

THE COOK [sinking]

Give us this day our — 

[Disappears.]
 

PEER

Amen, lad!

to the last gasp you were yourself. — 

[Draws himself up on to the bottom of the boat.]

So long as there is life there’s hope — 
 

THE STRANGE PASSENGER [catches hold of the boat]

Good morning!
 

PEER

Hoy!
 

THE PASSENGER

I heard you shout. — 

It’s pleasant finding you again.

Well? So my prophecy came true!
 

PEER

Let go! Let go! ‘Twill scarce float one!
 

THE PASSENGER

I’m striking out with my left leg.

I’ll float, if only with their tips

my fingers rest upon this ledge.

But apropos: your body — 
 

PEER

Hush!
 

THE PASSENGER

The rest, of course, is done for, clean — 
 

PEER

No more!
 

THE PASSENGER

Exactly as you please.

[Silence.]
 

PEER

Well?
 

THE PASSENGER

I am silent.
 

PEER

Satan’s tricks! — 

What now?
 

THE PASSENGER

I’m waiting.
 

PEER [tearing his hair]

I’ll go mad! — 

What are you?
 

THE PASSENGER [nods]

Friendly.
 

PEER

What else? Speak!
 

THE PASSENGER

What think you? Do you know none other

that’s like me?
 

PEER

Do I know the devil — ?
 

THE PASSENGER [in a low voice]

Is it his way to light a lantern

for life’s night-pilgrimage through fear?
 

PEER

Ah, come! When once the thing’s cleared up,

you’d seem a messenger of light?
 

THE PASSENGER

Friend, — have you once in each half-year

felt all the earnestness of dread?
 

PEER

Why, one’s afraid when danger threatens; — 

but all your words have double meanings.
 

THE PASSENGER

Ay, have you gained but once in life

the victory that is given in dread?
 

PEER [looks at him]

Came you to ope for me a door,

‘twas stupid not to come before.

What sort of sense is there in choosing

your time when seas gape to devour one?
 

THE PASSENGER

Were, then, the victory more likely

beside your hearth-stone, snug and quiet?
 

PEER

Perhaps not; but your talk befooled me.

How could you fancy it awakening?
 

THE PASSENGER

Where I come from, there smiles are prized

as highly as pathetic style.
 

PEER

All has its time; what fits the taxman,

so says the text, would damn the bishop.
 

THE PASSENGER

The host whose dust inurned has slumbered

treads not on week-days the cothurnus.
 

PEER

Avaunt thee, bugbear! Man, begone!

I will not die! I must ashore!
 

THE PASSENGER

Oh, as for that, be reassured; — 

one dies not midmost of Act Five.

[Glides away.]
 

PEER

Ah, there he let it out at last; — 

he was a sorry moralist.
 






  







SCENE THIRD
 

[Churchyard in a high-lying mountain parish.]

[A funeral is going on. By the grave, the  PRIEST and a gathering of people. The last verse of the psalm is

being sung. PEER GYNT passes by on the road.]
 

PEER [at the gate]

Here’s a countryman going the way of all flesh.

God be thanked that it isn’t me.

[Enters the churchyard.]
 

THE PRIEST [speaking beside the grave]

Now, when the soul has gone to meet its doom,

and here the dust lies, like an empty pod, — 

now, my dear friends, we’ll speak a word or two

about this dead man’s pilgrimage on earth.

He was not wealthy, neither was he wise,

his voice was weak, his bearing was unmanly,

he spoke his mind abashed and faltering,

he scarce was master at his own fireside;

he sidled into church, as though appealing

for leave, like other men, to take his place.

It was from Gudbrandsdale, you know, he came.

When here he settled he was but a lad; — 

and you remember how, to the very last,

he kept his right hand hidden in his pocket.

That right hand in the pocket was the feature

that chiefly stamped his image on the mind, — 

and therewithal his writhing, his abashed

shrinking from notice wheresoe’er he went.

But, though he still pursued a path aloof,

and ever seemed a stranger in our midst,

you all know what he strove so hard to hide, — 

the hand he muffled had four fingers only. — 

I well remember, many years ago,

one morning; there were sessions held at Lunde.

‘Twas war-time, and the talk in every mouth

turned on the country’s sufferings and its fate.

I stood there watching. At the table sat

the Captain, ‘twixt the bailiff and the sergeants;

lad after lad was measured up and down,

passed, and enrolled, and taken for a soldier.

The room was full, and from the green outside,

where thronged the young folks, loud the laughter rang.

A name was called, and forth another stepped,

one pale as snow upon the glacier’s edge.

They bade the youth advance; he reached the table;

we saw his right hand swaddled in a clout; — 

he gasped, he swallowed, battling after words, — 

but, though the Captain urged him, found no voice.

Ah yes, at last! Then with his cheek aflame,

his tongue now failing him, now stammering fast,

he mumbled something of a scythe that slipped

by chance, and shore his finger to the skin.

Straightway a silence fell upon the room.

Men bandied meaning glances; they made mouths;

they stoned the boy with looks of silent scorn.

He felt the hail-storm, but he saw it not.

Then up the Captain stood, the grey old man;

he spat, and pointed forth, and thundered “Go!”

And the lad went. On both sides men fell back,

till through their midst he had to run the gauntlet.

He reached the door; from there he took to flight; — 

up, up he went, — through wood and over hillside,

up through the stone-slips, rough, precipitous.

He had his home up there among the mountains. — 

It was some six months later he came here,

with mother, and betrothed, and little child.

He leased some ground upon the high hillside,

there where the waste lands trend away towards Lomb.

He married the first moment that he could;

he built a house; he broke the stubborn soil;

he throve, as many a cultivated patch

bore witness, bravely clad in waving gold.

At church he kept his right hand in his pocket, — 

but sure I am at home his fingers nine

toiled every bit as hard as others’ ten. — 

One spring the torrent washed it all away.

Their lives were spared. Ruined and stripped of all,

he set to work to make another clearing;

and, ere the autumn, smoke again arose

from a new, better-sheltered, mountain farm-house.

Sheltered? From torrent — not from avalanche;

two years, and all beneath the snow lay buried.

But still the avalanche could not daunt his spirit.

He dug, and raked, and carted — cleared the ground — 

and the next winter, ere the snow-blasts came,

a third time was his little homestead reared.

Three sons he had, three bright and stirring boys;

they must to school, and school was far away; — 

and they must clamber where the hill-track failed,

by narrow ledges through the headlong scaur.

What did he do? The eldest had to manage

as best he might, and, where the path was worst,

his father cast a rope round him to stay him; — 

the others on his back and arms he bore.

Thus he toiled, year by year, till they were men.

Now might he well have looked for some return.

In the New World, three prosperous gentlemen

their school-going and their father have forgotten.

He was short-sighted. Out beyond the circle

of those most near to him he nothing saw.

To him seemed meaningless as cymbals’ tinkling

those words that to the heart should ring like steel.

His race, his fatherland, all things high and shining,

stood ever, to his vision, veiled in mist.

But he was humble, humble, was this man;

and since that sessions-day his doom oppressed him,

as surely as his cheeks were flushed with shame,

and his four fingers hidden in his pocket. — 

Offender ‘gainst his country’s laws? Ay, true!

But there is one thing that the law outshineth

sure as the snow-white tent of Glittertind

has clouds, like higher rows of peaks, above it.

No patriot was he. Both for church and state

a fruitless tree. But there, on the upland ridge,

in the small circle where he saw his calling,

there he was great, because he was himself.

His inborn note rang true unto the end.

His days were as a lute with muted strings.

And therefore, peace be with thee, silent warrior,

that fought the peasant’s little fight, and fell!

It is not ours to search the heart and reins; — 

that is no task for dust, but for its ruler; — 

yet dare I freely, firmly, speak my hope:

he scarce stands crippled now before his God!

[The gathering disperses. PEER GYNT remains behind, alone.]
 

PEER

Now that is what I call Christianity!

Nothing to seize on one’s mind unpleasantly. — 

And the topic — immovably being oneself, — 

that the pastor’s homily turned upon, — 

is full, in its essence, of edification.

[Looks down upon the grave.]

Was it he, I wonder, that hacked through his knuckle

that day I was out hewing logs in the forest?

Who knows? If I weren’t standing here with my staff

by the side of the grave of this kinsman in spirit,

I could almost believe it was I that slept,

and heard in a vision my panegyric. — 

It’s a seemly and Christianlike custom indeed

this casting a so-called memorial glance

in charity over the life that is ended.

I shouldn’t at all mind accepting my verdict

at the hands of this excellent parish priest.

Ah well, I dare say I have some time left

ere the gravedigger comes to invite me to stay with him; — 

and as Scripture has it: What’s best is best, — 

and: Enough for the day is the evil thereof, — 

and further: Discount not thy funeral. — 

Ah, the church, after all, is the true consoler.

I’ve hitherto scarcely appreciated it; — 

but now I feel clearly how blessed it is

to be well assured upon sound authority:

Even as thou sowest thou shalt one day reap. — 

One must be oneself; for oneself and one’s own

one must do one’s best, both in great and in small things.

If the luck goes against you, at least you’ve the honour

of a life carried through in accordance with principle. — 

Now homewards! Though narrow and steep the path,

though Fate to the end may be never so biting — 

still old Peer Gynt will pursue his own way,

and remain what he is: poor, but virtuous ever.

[Goes out.]
 






  







SCENE FOURTH
 

[A hillside seamed by the dry bed of a torrent. A ruined mill-house beside the stream. The ground is torn

up, and the whole place waste. Further up the hill, a large

farm-house.]

[An auction is going on in front of the farm-house. There is a great gathering of people, who are drinking,

with much noise. PEER GYNT is sitting on a rubbish-heap beside the

mill.]
 

PEER

Forward and back, and it’s just as far;

out and in, and it’s just as strait. — 

Time wears away and the river gnaws on.

Go roundabout, the Boyg said; — and here one must.
 

A MAN DRESSED IN MOURNING

Now there is only rubbish left over.

[Catches sight of PEER GYNT.]

Are there strangers here too! God be with you,

good friend!
 

PEER

Well met! You have lively times here to-day.

Is’t a christening junket or a wedding feast?
 

THE MAN IN MOURNING

I’d rather call it a house-warming treat; — 

the bride is laid in a wormy bed.
 

PEER

And the worms are squabbling for rags and clouts.
 

THE MAN IN MOURNING

That’s the end of the ditty; it’s over and done.
 

PEER

All the ditties end just alike;

and they’re all old together; I knew ‘em as a boy.
 

A LAD OF TWENTY [with a casting-ladle]

Just look what a rare thing I’ve been buying!

In this Peer Gynt cast his silver buttons.
 

ANOTHER

Look at mine, though! The money-bag bought for a halfpenny.
 

A THIRD

No more, eh? Twopence for the pedlar’s pack!
 

PEER

Peer Gynt? Who was he?
 

THE MAN IN MOURNING

All I know is this:

he was kinsman to Death and to Aslak the Smith.
 

A MAN IN GREY

You’re forgetting me, man! Are you mad or drunk?
 

THE MAN IN MOURNING

You forget that at Hegstad was a storehouse door.
 

THE MAN IN GREY

Ay, true; but we know you were never dainty.
 

THE MAN IN MOURNING

If only she doesn’t give Death the slip — 
 

THE MAN IN GREY

Come, kinsman! A dram, for our kinship’s sake!
 

THE MAN IN MOURNING

To the deuce with your kinship! You’re maundering in drink — 
 

THE MAN IN GREY

Oh, rubbish; blood’s never so thin as all that;

one cannot but feel one’s akin to Peer Gynt.

[Goes off with him.]
 

PEER [to himself]

One meets with acquaintances.
 

A LAD [calls after the MAN IN MOURNING]

Mother that’s dead will be after you,

Aslak, if you wet your whistle.
 

PEER [rises]

The agriculturists’ saying seems scarce to hold here:

The deeper one harrows the better it smells.
 

A LAD [with a bear’s skin]

Look, the cat of the Dovre! Well, only his fell.

It was he chased the trolls out on Christmas Eve.
 

ANOTHER [with a reindeer-skull]

Here is the wonderful reindeer that bore,

at Gendin, Peer Gynt over edge and scaur.
 

A THIRD [with a hammer, calls out to the MAN IN MOURNING]

Hei, Aslak, this sledge-hammer, say, do you know it?

Was it this that you used when the devil clove the wall?
 

A FOURTH [empty-handed]

Mads Moen, here’s the invisible cloak

Peer Gynt and Ingrid flew off through the air with.
 

PEER

Brandy here, boys! I feel I’m grown old; — 

I must put up to auction my rubbish and lumber!
 

A LAD

What have you to sell, then?
 

PEER

A palace I have — 

it lies in the Ronde; it’s solidly built.
 

THE LAD

A button is bid!
 

PEER

You must run to a dram.

‘Twere a sin and a shame to bid anything less.
 

ANOTHER

He’s a jolly old boy this!

[The bystanders crowd round him.]
 

PEER [shouts]

Grane, my steed; who bids?
 

ONE OF THE CROWD

Where’s he running?
 

PEER

Why, far in the west!

Near the sunset, my lads! Ah, that courser can fly

as fast, ay, as fast as Peer Gynt could lie.
 

VOICES

What more have you got?
 

PEER

I’ve both rubbish and gold!

I bought it with ruin; I’ll sell it at a loss.
 

A LAD

Put it up!
 

PEER

A dream of a silver-clasped book!

That you can have for an old hook and eye.
 

THE LAD

To the devil with dreams!
 

PEER

Here’s my Kaiserdom!

I throw it in the midst of you; scramble for it!
 

THE LAD

Is the crown given in?
 

PEER

Of the loveliest straw.

It will fit whoever first puts it on.

Hei, there is more yet! An addled egg!

A madman’s grey hair! And the Prophet’s beard!

All these shall be his that will show on the hillside

a post that has writ on it: Here lies your path!
 

THE BAILIFF [who has come up]

You’re carrying on, my good man, so that almost

I think that your path will lead straight to the lock-up.
 

PEER [hat in hand]

Quite likely. But, tell me, who was Peer Gynt?
 

THE BAILIFF

Oh, nonsense — 
 

PEER

Your pardon! Most humbly I beg — !
 

THE BAILIFF

Oh, he’s said to have been an abominable liar — 
 

PEER

A liar — ?
 

THE BAILIFF

Yes — all that was strong and great

he made believe always that he had done it.

But, excuse me, friend — I have other duties — 

[Goes.]
 

PEER

And where is he now, this remarkable man?
 

AN ELDERLY MAN

He fared over seas to a foreign land;

it went ill with him there, as one well might foresee; — 

it’s many a year now since he was hanged.
 

PEER

Hanged! Ay, ay! Why, I thought as much;

our lamented Peer Gynt was himself to the last.

[Bows.]

Good-bye, — and best thanks for to-day’s merry meeting.

[Goes a few steps, but stops again.]

You joyous youngsters, you comely lasses, — 

shall I pay my shot with a traveller’s tale?
 

SEVERAL VOICES

Yes; do you know any?
 

PEER

Nothing more easy. — 

[He comes nearer; a look of strangeness comes over him.]

I was gold-digging once in San Francisco.

There were mountebanks swarming all over the town.

One with his toes could perform on the fiddle;

another could dance a Spanish halling on his knees;

a third, I was told, kept on making verses

while his brain-pan was having a hole bored right through it.

To the mountebank-meeting came also the devil; — 

thought he’d try his luck with the rest of them.

His talent was this: in a manner convincing,

he was able to grunt like a flesh-and-blood pig.

He was not recognised, yet his manners attracted.

The house was well filled; expectation ran high.

He stepped forth in a cloak with an ample cape to it;

man muss sich drappiren, as the Germans say.

But under the mantle — what none suspected — 

he’d managed to smuggle a real live pig.

And now he opened the representation;

the devil he pinched, and the pig gave voice.

The whole thing purported to be a fantasia

on the porcine existence, both free and in bonds;

and all ended up with a slaughter-house squeal — 

whereupon the performer bowed low and retired. — 

The critics discussed and appraised the affair;

the tone of the whole was attacked and defended.

Some fancied the vocal expression too thin,

while some thought the death-shriek too carefully studied;

but all were agreed as to one thing: qua grunt,

the performance was grossly exaggerated. — 

Now that, you see, came of the devil’s stupidity

in not taking the measure of his public first.

[He bows and goes off. A puzzled silence comes over the crowd.]
 






  







SCENE FIFTH
 

[Whitsun Eve. — In the depths of the forest. To the back, in a clearing, is a hut with a pair of reindeer horns

over the porch-gable.]

[PEER GYNT is creeping among the undergrowth, gathering wild onions.]
 

PEER

Well, this is one standpoint. Where is the next?

One should try all things and choose the best.

Well, I have done so, — beginning from Caesar,

and downwards as far as to Nebuchadnezzar.

So I had, after all, to go through Bible history; — 

the old boy’s had to take to his mother again.

After all it is written: Of the earth art thou come. — 

The main thing in life is to fill one’s belly.

Fill it with onions? That’s not much good; — 

I must take to cunning, and set out snares.

There’s water in the beck here; I shan’t suffer thirst;

and I count as the first ‘mong the beasts after all.

When my time comes to die — as most likely it will, — 

I shall crawl in under a wind-fallen tree;

like the bear, I will heap up a leaf-mound above me,

and I’ll scratch in big print on the bark of the tree:

Here rests Peer Gynt, that decent soul,

Kaiser o’er all of the other beasts. — 

Kaiser?

[Laughs inwardly.]

Why, you old soothsayer-humbug!

no Kaiser are you; you are nought but an onion.

I’m going to peel you now, my good Peer!

You won’t escape either by begging or howling.

[Takes an onion and pulls off layer after layer.]

There lies the outermost layer, all torn;

that’s the shipwrecked man on the jolly-boat’s keel.

Here’s the passenger layer, scanty and thin; — 

and yet in its taste there’s a tang of Peer Gynt.

Next underneath is the gold-digger ego;

the juice is all gone — if it ever had any.

This coarse-grained layer with the hardened skin

is the peltry-hunter by Hudson’s Bay.

The next one looks like a crown; — oh, thanks!

we’ll throw it away without more ado.

Here’s the archaeologist, short but sturdy;

and here is the Prophet, juicy and fresh.

He stinks, as the Scripture has it, of lies,

enough to bring the water to an honest man’s eyes.

This layer that rolls itself softly together

is the gentleman, living in ease and good cheer.

The next one seems sick. There are black streaks upon it; — 

black symbolises both parsons and niggers.

[Pulls off several layers at once.]

What an enormous number of swathings!

Isn’t the kernel soon coming to light?

[Pulls the whole onion to pieces.]

I’m blest if it is! To the innermost centre,

it’s nothing but swathings — each smaller and smaller. — 

Nature is witty!

[Throws the fragments away.]

The devil take brooding!

If one goes about thinking, one’s apt to stumble.

Well, I can at any rate laugh at that danger;

for here on all fours I am firmly planted.

[Scratches his head.]

A queer enough business, the whole concern!

Life, as they say, plays with cards up its sleeve;

but when one snatches at them, they’ve disappeared,

and one grips something else, — or else nothing at all.

[He has come near to the hut; he catches sight of it and starts.]

This hut? On the heath — ! Ha!

[Rubs his eyes.]

It seems exactly

as though I had known this same building before. — 

The reindeer-horns jutting above the gable! — 

A mermaid, shaped like a fish from the navel! — 

Lies! there’s no mermaid! But nails — and planks, — 

bars too, to shut out hobgoblin thoughts! — 
 

SOLVEIG [singing in the hut]

Now all is ready for Whitsun Eve.

Dearest boy of mine, far away,

comest thou soon?

Is thy burden heavy,

take time, take time; — 

I will await thee;

I promised of old.
 

PEER [rises, quiet and deadly pale]

One that’s remembered, — and one that’s forgot.

One that has squandered, — and one that has saved. — 

Oh, earnest! — and never can the game be played o’er!

Oh, dread! — here was my Kaiserdom!

[Hurries off along the wood path.]
 






  







SCENE SIXTH
 

[Night. A heath, with fir-trees. A forest fire has been raging; charred tree-trunks are seen stretching for

miles. White mists here and there clinging to the earth.]

[PEER GYNT comes running over the heath.]
 

PEER

Ashes, fog-scuds, dust wind-driven, — 

here’s enough for building with!

Stench and rottenness within it;

all a whited sepulchre.

Figments, dreams, and still-born knowledge

lay the pyramid’s foundation;

o’er them shall the work mount upwards,

with its step on step of falsehood.

Earnest shunned, repentance dreaded,

flaunt at the apex like a scutcheon,

fill the trump of judgment with their:

Petrus Gyntus Caesar fecit!

[Listens.]

What is this, like children’s weeping?

Weeping, but half-way to song. — 

Thread-balls at my feet are rolling! — 

[Kicking at them.]

Off with you! You block my path!
 

THE THREAD-BALLS [on the ground]

We are thoughts;

thou shouldst have thought us; — 

feet to run on

thou shouldst have given us!
 

PEER [going round about]

I have given life to one; — 

‘twas a bungled, crook-legged thing!
 

THE THREAD-BALLS

We should have soared up

like clangorous voices, — 

and here we must trundle

as grey-yarn thread-balls.
 

PEER [stumbling]

Thread-clue! You accursed scamp!

Would you trip your father’s heels?

[Flees.]
 


 

Peer and the Threadballs
 

WITHERED LEAVES [flying before the wind]

We are a watchword;

thou shouldst have proclaimed us!

See how thy dozing

has wofully riddled us.

The worm has gnawed us

in every crevice;

we have never twined us

like wreaths round fruitage.
 

PEER

Not in vain your birth, however; — 

lie but still and serve as manure.
 

A SIGHING IN THE AIR

We are songs;

thou shouldst have sung us! — 

a thousand times over

hast thou cowed us and smothered us.

Down in thy heart’s pit

we have lain and waited; — 

we were never called forth.

In thy gorge be poison!
 

PEER

Poison thee, thou foolish stave!

Had I time for verse and stuff?

[Attempts a short cut.]
 

DEWDROPS [dripping from the branches]

We are tears

unshed for ever.

Ice-spears, sharp-wounding,

we could have melted.

Now the barb rankles

in the shaggy bosom; — 

the wound is closed over;

our power is ended.
 

PEER

Thanks; — I wept in Ronde-cloisters, — 

none the less they tied the tail on!
 

BROKEN STRAWS

We are deeds;

thou shouldst have achieved us!

Doubt, the throttler,

has crippled and riven us.

On the Day of Judgment

we’ll come a-flock,

and tell the story, — 

then woe to you!
 

PEER

Rascal-tricks! How dare you debit

what is negative against me?

[Hastens away.]
 

ÅSE’S VOICE [far away]

Fie, what a post-boy!

Hu, you’ve upset me!

Snow’s newly fallen here; — 

sadly it’s smirched me. — 

You’ve driven me the wrong way.

Peer, where’s the castle?

The Fiend has misled you

with the switch from the cupboard!
 

PEER

Better haste away, poor fellow!

With the devil’s sins upon you,

soon you’ll faint upon the hillside; — 

hard enough to bear one’s own sins.

[Runs off.]
 






  







SCENE SEVENTH
 

[Another part of the heath.]
 

PEER GYNT [sings]

A sexton! A sexton! where are you, hounds?

A song from braying precentor-mouths;

around your hat-brim a mourning band; — 

my dead are many; I must follow their biers!

[THE BUTTON-MOULDER, with a box of tools, and a large casting-ladle, comes from a side-path.]
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Well met, old gaffer!
 

PEER

Good evening, friend.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

The man’s in a hurry. Why, where is he going?
 

PEER

To a grave-feast.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Indeed? My sight’s not very good; — 

excuse me, — your name doesn’t chance to be Peer?
 

PEER

Peer Gynt, as the saying is.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

That I call luck!

It’s precisely Peer Gynt I am sent for to-night.
 

PEER

You’re sent for? What do you want?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Why, see here;

I’m a button-moulder. You’re to go into my ladle.
 

PEER

And what to do there?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

To be melted up.
 

PEER

To be melted?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Here it is, empty and scoured.

Your grave is dug ready, your coffin bespoke.

The worms in your body will live at their ease; — 

but I have orders, without delay,

on Master’s behalf to fetch in your soul.
 

PEER

It can’t be! Like this, without any warning — !
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

It’s an old tradition at burials and births

to appoint in secret the day of the feast,

with no warning at all to the guest of honour.
 

PEER

Ay, ay, that’s true. All my brain’s awhirl.

You are — ?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Why, I told you — a button-moulder.
 

PEER

I see! A pet child has many nicknames.

So that’s it, Peer; it is there you’re to harbour!

But these, my good man, are most unfair proceedings!

I’m sure I deserve better treatment than this; — 

I’m not nearly so bad as perhaps you think, — 

I’ve done a good deal of good in the world; — 

at worst you may call me a sort of a bungler, — 

but certainly not an exceptional sinner.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Why that is precisely the rub, my man;

you’re no sinner at all in the higher sense;

that’s why you’re excused all the torture-pangs,

and land, like others, in the casting-ladle.
 

PEER

Give it what name you please — call it ladle or pool;

spruce ale and swipes, they are both of them beer.

Avaunt from me, Satan!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

You can’t be so rude

as to take my foot for a horse’s hoof?
 

PEER

On horse’s hoof or on fox’s claws — 

be off; and be careful what you’re about!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

My friend, you’re making a great mistake.

We’re both in a hurry, and so, to save time,

I’ll explain the reason of the whole affair.

You are, with your own lips you told me so,

no sinner on the so-called heroic scale, — 

scarce middling even — 
 

PEER

Ah, now you’re beginning

to talk common sense
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Just have patience a bit — 

but to call you virtuous would be going too far. — 
 

PEER

Well, you know I have never laid claim to that.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

You’re nor one thing nor t’other then, only so-so.

A sinner of really grandiose style

is nowadays not to be met on the highways.

It wants much more than merely to wallow in mire;

for both vigour and earnestness go to a sin.
 

PEER

Ay, it’s very true, that remark of yours;

one has to lay on, like the old Berserkers.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

You, friend, on the other hand, took your sin lightly.
 

PEER

Only outwardly, friend, like a splash of mud.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Ah, we’ll soon be at one now. The sulphur pool

is no place for you, who but plashed in the mire.
 

PEER

And in consequence, friend, I can go as I came?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

No, in consequence, friend, I must melt you up.
 

PEER

What tricks are these that you’ve hit upon

at home here, while I’ve been in foreign parts?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

The custom’s as old as the Snake’s creation;

it’s designed to prevent loss of good material.

You’ve worked at the craft — you must know that often

a casting turns out, to speak plainly, mere dross;

the buttons, for instance, have sometimes no loop to them.

What did you do, then?
 

PEER

Flung the rubbish away.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Ah, yes; Jon Gynt was well known for a waster,

so long as he’d aught left in wallet or purse.

But Master, you see, he is thrifty, he is;

and that is why he’s so well-to-do.

He flings nothing away as entirely worthless

that can be made use of as raw material.

Now, you were designed for a shining button

on the vest of the world; but your loop gave way;

so into the waste-box you needs must go,

and then, as they phrase it, be merged in the mass.
 

PEER

You’re surely not meaning to melt me up,

with Dick, Tom, and Harry, into something new?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

That’s just what I do mean, and nothing else.

We’ve done it already to plenty of folks.

At Kongsberg they do just the same with money

that’s been current so long that its stamp’s worn away.
 

PEER

But this is the wretchedest miserliness!

My dear good friend, let me get off free; — 

a loopless button, a worn out farthing, — 

what is that to a man in your Master’s position?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Oh, so long, and inasmuch as, the spirit’s in one,

one always has value as so much metal.
 

PEER

No, I say! No! With both teeth and claws

I’ll fight against this! Sooner anything else!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

But what else? Come now, be reasonable.

You know you’re not airy enough for heaven — 
 

PEER

I’m not hard to content; I don’t aim so high; — 

but I won’t be deprived of one doit of my Self.

Have me judged by the law in the old-fashioned way!

For a certain time place me with Him of the Hoof; — 

say a hundred years, come the worst to the worst;

that, now, is a thing that one surely can bear;

for they say the torment is only moral,

so it can’t after all be so pyramidal.

It is, as ‘tis written, a mere transition;

and as the fox said: One waits; there comes

an hour of deliverance; one lives in seclusion,

and hopes in the meantime for happier days. — 

But this other notion — to have to be merged,

like a mote, in the carcass of some outsider, — 

this casting-ladle business, this Gynt-cessation, — 

it stirs up my innermost soul in revolt!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Bless me, my dear Peer, there is surely no need

to get so wrought up about trifles like this.

Yourself you never have been at all; — 

then what does it matter, your dying right out?
 

PEER

Have I not been — ? I could almost laugh!

Peer Gynt, then, has been something else, I suppose!

No, Button-moulder, you judge in the dark.

If you could but look into my very reins,

you’d find only Peer there, and Peer all through, — 

nothing else in the world, no, nor anything more.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

It’s impossible. Here I have got my orders.

Look, here it is written: Peer Gynt shalt thou summon.

He has set at defiance his life’s design;

clap him into the ladle with other spoilt goods.
 

PEER

What nonsense! They must mean some other person.

Is it really Peer? It’s not Rasmus, or Jon?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

It is many a day since I melted them.

So come quietly now, and don’t waste my time.
 

PEER

I’ll be damned if I do! Ay, ‘twould be a fine thing

if it turned out to-morrow some one else was meant.

You’d better take care what you’re at, my good man!

think of the onus you’re taking upon you — 
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

I have it in writing — 
 

PEER

At least give me time!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

What good would that do you?
 

PEER

I’ll use it to prove

that I’ve been myself all the days of my life;

and that’s the question that’s in dispute.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

You’ll prove it? And how?
 

PEER

Why, by vouchers and witnesses.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

I’m sadly afraid Master will not accept them.
 

PEER

Impossible! However, enough for the day — !

My dear man, allow me a loan of myself;

I’ll be back again shortly. One is born only once,

and one’s self, as created, one fain would stick to.

Come, are we agreed?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Very well then, so be it.

But remember, we meet at the next cross-roads.

[PEER GYNT runs off.]
 






  







SCENE EIGHTH
 

[A further point on the heath.]
 

PEER [running hard]

Time is money, as the scripture says.

If I only knew where the cross-roads are; — 

they may be near and they may be far.

The earth burns beneath me like red-hot iron.

A witness! A witness! Oh, where shall I find one?

It’s almost unthinkable here in the forest.

The world is a bungle! A wretched arrangement,

when a man must prove a right that’s as patent as day!

[AN OLD MAN, bent with age, with a staff in his hand and a bag on his back, is trudging in front of him.]
 

THE OLD MAN [stops]

Dear, kind sir — a trifle to a houseless soul!
 

PEER

Excuse me; I’ve got no small change in my

pocket — 
 

THE OLD MAN

Prince Peer! Oh, to think we should meet again — !
 

PEER

Who are you?
 

THE OLD MAN

You forget the Old Man in the Ronde?
 

PEER

Why, you’re never — ?
 

THE OLD MAN

The King of the Dovre, my boy!
 

PEER

The Dovre-King? Really? The Dovre-king?

Speak!
 

THE OLD MAN

Oh, I’ve come terribly down in the world — !
 

PEER

Ruined?
 

THE OLD MAN

Ay, plundered of every stiver.

Here am I tramping it, starved as a wolf.
 

PEER

Hurrah! Such a witness doesn’t grow on the trees!
 

THE OLD MAN

My Lord Prince, too, has grizzled a bit since we met.
 

PEER

My dear father-in-law, the years gnaw and wear one. — 

Well well, a truce to all private affairs, — 

and pray, above all things, no family jars.

I was then a sad madcap — 
 

THE OLD MAN

Oh yes; oh yes; — 

His Highness was young; and what won’t one do then?

But his Highness was wise in rejecting his bride;

he saved himself thereby both worry and shame;

for since then she’s utterly gone to the bad — 
 

PEER

Indeed!
 

THE OLD MAN

She has led a deplorable life;

and, just think, — she and Trond are now living together.
 

PEER

Which Trond?
 

THE OLD MAN

Of the Valfjeld.
 

PEER

It’s he? Aha;

it was he I cut out with the saeter-girls.
 

THE OLD MAN

But my grandson has flourished — grown both stout and great,

and has strapping children all over the country — 
 

PEER

Now, my dear man, spare us this flow of words; — 

I’ve something quite different troubling my mind. — 

I’ve got into rather a ticklish position,

and am greatly in need of a witness or voucher; — 

that’s how you could help me best, father-in-law,

and I’ll find you a trifle to drink my health with.
 

THE OLD MAN

You don’t say so; can I be of use to his Highness?

You’ll give me a character, then, in return?
 

PEER

Most gladly. I’m somewhat hard pressed for cash,

and must cut down expenses in every direction.

Now hear what’s the matter. No doubt you remember

that night when I came to the Ronde a-wooing — 
 

THE OLD MAN

Why, of course, my Lord Prince!
 

PEER

Oh, no more of the Prince!

But no matter. You wanted, by sheer brute force,

to bias my sight, with a slit in the lens,

and to change me about from Peer Gynt to a troll.

What did I do then? I stood out against it, — 

swore I would stand on no feet but my own;

love, power, and glory at once I renounced,

and all for the sake of remaining myself.

Now this fact, you see, you must swear to in Court — 
 

THE OLD MAN

No, I’m blest if I can.
 

PEER

Why, what nonsense is this?
 

THE OLD MAN

You surely don’t want to compel me to lie?

You pulled on the troll-breeches, don’t you remember,

and tasted the mead — 
 

PEER

Ay, you lured me seductively; — 

but I flatly declined the decisive test,

and that is the thing you must judge your man by.

It’s the end of the ditty that all depends on.
 

THE OLD MAN

But it ended, Peer, just in the opposite way.
 

PEER

What rubbish is this?
 

THE OLD MAN

When you left the Ronde,

you inscribed my motto upon your ‘scutcheon.
 

PEER

What motto?
 

THE OLD MAN

The potent and sundering word.
 

PEER

The word?
 

THE OLD MAN

That which severs the whole race of men

from the troll-folk. Troll! To thyself be enough!
 

PEER [falls back a step]

Enough!
 

THE OLD MAN

And with every nerve in your body,

you’ve being living up to it ever since.
 

PEER

What, I? Peer Gynt?
 

THE OLD MAN [weeps]

It’s ungrateful of you!

You’ve lived as a troll, but have still kept it secret.

The word I taught you has shown you the way

to swing yourself up as a man of substance; — 

and now you must needs come and turn up your nose

at me and the word you’ve to thank for it all.
 

PEER

Enough! A hill-troll! An egoist!

This must be all rubbish; that’s perfectly certain!
 

THE OLD MAN [pulls out a bundle of old newspapers]

I daresay you think that we’ve no newspapers?

Wait; here I’ll show you in red and black,

how the Bloksberg Post eulogises you;

and the Heklefield Journal has done the same

ever since the winter you left the country. — 

Do you care to read them? You’re welcome, Peer.

Here’s an article, look you, signed “Stallionhoof.”

And here too is one: “On Troll-Nationalism.”

The writer points out and lays stress on the truth

that horns and a tail are of little importance,

so long as one has but a strip of the hide.

“Our enough,” he concludes, “gives the hall-mark of trolldom

to man,” — and proceeds to cite you as an instance.
 

PEER

A hill-troll? I?
 

THE OLD MAN

Yes, that’s perfectly clear.
 

PEER

Might as well have stayed quietly where I

was?

Might have stopped in the Ronde in comfort and peace?

Saved my trouble and toil and no end of shoe-leather?

Peer Gynt — a troll? Why it’s rubbish! It’s stuff!

Good-bye! There’s a halfpenny to buy you tobacco.
 

THE OLD MAN

Nay, my good Prince Peer!
 

PEER

Let me go! You’re mad,

or else doting. Off to the hospital with you!
 

THE OLD MAN

Oh, that is exactly what I’m in search of.

But, as I told you, my grandson’s offspring

have become overwhelmingly strong in the land,

and they say that I only exist in books.

The saw says: One’s kin are unkindest of all;

I’ve found to my cost that that saying is true.

It’s cruel to count as mere figment and fable
 

PEER

My dear man, there are others who share the same fate.
 

THE OLD MAN

And ourselves we’ve no Mutual Aid Society,

no alms-box or Penny Savings Bank; — 

in the Ronde, of course, they’d be out of place.
 

PEER

No, that cursed: To thyself be enough was the word there!
 

THE OLD MAN

Oh, come now, the Prince can’t complain of the word.

And if he could manage by hook or by crook — 
 

PEER

My man, you have got on the wrong scent entirely;

I’m myself, as the saying goes, fairly cleaned out — 
 

THE OLD MAN

You surely can’t mean it? His Highness a beggar?
 

PEER

Completely. His Highness’s ego’s in pawn.

And it’s all your fault, you accursed trolls!

That’s what comes of keeping bad company.
 

THE OLD MAN

So there came my hope toppling down from its perch again!

Good-bye! I had best struggle on to the town — 
 

PEER

What would you do there?
 

THE OLD MAN

I will go to the theatre.

The papers are clamouring for national talents — 
 

PEER

Good luck on your journey; and greet them from me.

If I can but get free, I will go the same way.

A farce I will write them, a mad and profound one;

its name shall be: “Sic transit gloria mundi.”

[He runs off along the road; the OLD MAN shouts after him.]
 






  







SCENE NINTH
 

[At a cross-road.]
 

PEER GYNT

Now comes the pinch, Peer, as never before!

This Dovrish Enough has passed judgment upon you.

The vessel’s a wreck; one must float with the spars.

All else; only not to the spoilt-goods heap!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER [at the cross-road]

Well now, Peer Gynt, have you found your voucher?
 

PEER

Have we reached the cross-road? Well, that’s short work!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

I can see on your face, as it were on a signboard,

the gist of the paper before I’ve read it.
 

PEER

I got tired of the hunt; — One might lose one’s way — 
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Yes; and what does it lead to, after all?
 

PEER

True enough; in the wood, and by night as well — 
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

There’s an old man, though, trudging. Shall we call him here?
 

PEER

No let him go. He is drunk, my dear fellow!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

But perhaps he might — 
 

PEER

Hush; no — let him be!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Well, shall we turn to then?
 

PEER

One question only:

What is it, at bottom, this “being oneself”?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

A singular question, most odd in the mouth

of a man who just now — 
 

PEER

Come, a straightforward answer.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

To be oneself is: to slay oneself.

But on you that answer is doubtless lost;

and therefore we’ll say: to stand forth everywhere

with Master’s intention displayed like a signboard.
 

PEER

But suppose a man never has come to know

what Master meant with him?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

He must divine it.
 

PEER

But how oft are divinings beside the mark, — 

then one’s carried ad undas in middle career.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

That is certain, Peer Gynt; in default of divining

the cloven-hoofed gentleman finds his best hook.
 

PEER

This matter’s excessively complicated. — 

See here! I no longer plead being myself; — 

it might not be easy to get it proven.

That part of my case I must look on as lost.

But just now, as I wandered alone o’er the heath,

I felt my conscience-shoe pinching me;

I said to myself: After all, you’re a sinner — 
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

You seem bent on beginning all over again — 
 

PEER

No, very far from it; a great one I mean;

not only in deeds, but in words and desires.

I’ve lived a most damnable life abroad — 
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Perhaps; I must ask you to show me the schedule!
 

PEER

Well well, give me time; I will find out a parson,

confess with all speed, and then bring you his voucher.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Ay, if you can bring me that, then it is clear

you escape this business of the casting-ladle.

But Peer, I’d my orders — 
 

PEER

The paper is old;

it dates no doubt from a long past period; — 

at one time I lived with disgusting slackness,

went playing the prophet, and trusted in Fate.

Well, may I try?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

But — !
 

PEER

My dear fellow,

I’m sure you can’t have so much to do.

Here, in this district, the air is so bracing,

it adds an ell to the people’s ages.

Recollect what the Justedal parson wrote:

“It’s seldom that any one dies in this valley.”
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

To the next cross-roads then; but not a step further.
 

PEER

A priest I must catch, if it be with the tongs.

[He starts running.]
 






  







SCENE TENTH
 

[A heather-clad hillside with a path following the windings of the ridge.]
 

PEER

This may come in useful in many ways,

said Esben as he picked up a magpie’s wing.

Who could have thought one’s account of sins

would come to one’s aid on the last night of all?

Well, whether or no, it’s a ticklish business;

a move from the frying-pan into the fire; — 

but then there’s a proverb of well-tried validity

which says that as long as there’s life, there’s hope.

[A LEAN PERSON, in a priest’s cassock, kilted-up high, and with a birding net over his shoulder, comes

hurrying along the ridge.]
 

PEER

Who goes there? A priest with a fowling-net!

Hei, hop! I’m the spoilt child of fortune indeed!

Good evening, Herr Pastor! the path is bad — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

Ah yes; but what wouldn’t one do for a soul?
 

PEER

Aha! then there’s some one bound heavenwards?
 

THE LEAN ONE

No; I hope he is taking a different road.
 

PEER

May I walk with Herr Pastor a bit of the way?
 

THE LEAN ONE

With pleasure; I’m partial to company.
 

PEER

I should like to consult you — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

Heraus! Go ahead!
 


 

The Thin Person
 

PEER

You see here before you a good sort of man.

The laws of the state I have strictly observed,

have made no acquaintance with fetters or bolts; — 

but it happens at times that one misses one’s footing

and stumbles — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

Ah yes; that occurs to the best of us.
 

PEER

Now these trifles you see — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

Only trifles?
 

PEER

Yes; from sinning en gros I have ever refrained.
 

THE LEAN ONE

Oh then, my dear fellow, pray leave me in peace; — 

I’m not the person you seem to think me. — 

You look at my fingers? What see you in them?
 

PEER

A nail-system somewhat extremely developed.
 

THE LEAN ONE

And now? You are casting a glance at my feet?
 

PEER [pointing]

That’s a natural hoof?
 

THE LEAN ONE

So I flatter myself.
 

PEER [raises his hat]

I’d have taken my oath you were simply a parson;

and I find I’ve the honour — . Well, best is best; — 

when the hall door stands wide, — shun the kitchen way;

when the king’s to be met with, — avoid the lackey.
 

THE LEAN ONE

Your hand! You appear to be free from prejudice.

Say on then, my — friend; in what way can I serve you?

Now you mustn’t ask me for wealth or power;

I couldn’t supply them although I should hang for it.

You can’t think how slack the whole business is; — 

transactions have dwindled most pitiably.

Nothing doing in souls; only now and again

a stray one — 
 

PEER

The race has improved so remarkably?
 

THE LEAN ONE

No, just the reverse; it’s sunk shamefully low; — 

the majority end in a casting-ladle.
 

PEER

Ah yes — I have heard that ladle mentioned;

in fact, ‘twas the cause of my coming to you.
 

THE LEAN ONE

Speak out!
 

PEER

If it were not too much to ask,

I should like — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

A harbour of refuge? eh?
 

PEER

You’ve guessed my petition before I have asked.

You tell me the business is going awry;

so I daresay you will not be over-particular.
 

THE LEAN ONE

But, my dear — 
 

PEER

My demands are in no way excessive.

I shouldn’t insist on a salary;

but treatment as friendly as things will permit.
 

THE LEAN ONE

A fire in your room?
 

PEER

Not too much fire; — and chiefly

the power of departing in safety and peace, — 

the right, as the phrase goes, of freely withdrawing

should an opening offer for happier days.
 

THE LEAN ONE

My dear friend, I vow I’m sincerely distressed;

but you cannot imagine how many petitions

of similar purport good people send in

when they’re quitting the scene of their earthly activity.
 

PEER

But now that I think of my past career,

I feel I’ve an absolute claim to admission — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

‘Twas but trifles, you said — 
 

PEER

In a certain sense; — 

but, now I remember, I’ve trafficked in slaves — 
 

THE LEAN ONE

There are men that have trafficked in wills and souls,

but who bungled it so that they failed to get in.
 

PEER

I’ve shipped Bramah-figures in plenty to China.
 

THE LEAN ONE

Mere fustian again! Why, we laugh at such things.

There are people that ship off far gruesomer figures

in sermons, in art, and in literature — 

yet have to stay out in the cold — 
 

PEER

Ah, but then,

do you know — I once went and set up as prophet!
 

THE LEAN ONE

In foreign parts? Humbug! Why, most people’s sehen

ins Blaue ends in the casting-ladle.

If you’ve no more than that to rely upon,

with the best of goodwill, I can’t possibly house you.
 

PEER

But hear this: In a shipwreck — I clung to a boat’s keel, — 

and it’s written: A drowning man grasps at a straw, — 

furthermore it is written: You’re nearest yourself, — 

so I half-way divested a cook of his life.
 

THE LEAN ONE

It were all one to me if a kitchen-maid

you had half-way divested of something else.

What sort of stuff is this half-way jargon,

saving your presence? Who, think you, would care

to throw away dearly-bought fuel in times

like these on such spiritless rubbish as this?

There now, don’t be enraged; ‘twas your sins that scoffed at;

and excuse my speaking my mind so bluntly. — 

Come, my dearest friend, banish this stuff from your head,

and get used to the thought of the casting-ladle.

What would you gain if I lodged you and boarded you?

Consider; I know you’re a sensible man.

Well, you’d keep your memory; that’s so far true; — 

but the retrospect o’er recollection’s domain

would be, both for heart and for intellect,

what the Swedes call “Mighty poor sport” indeed.

You have nothing either to howl or to smile about,

no cause for rejoicing nor yet for despair,

nothing to make you feel hot or cold;

only a sort of a something to fret over.
 

PEER

It is written: It’s never so easy to know

where the shoe is tight that one isn’t wearing.
 

THE LEAN ONE

Very true; I have — praise be to so-and-so! — 

no occasion for more than a single odd shoe.

But it’s lucky we happened to speak of shoes;

it reminds me that I must be hurrying on; — 

I’m after a roast that I hope will prove fat;

so I really mustn’t stand gossiping here. — 
 

PEER

And may one inquire, then, what sort of sin-diet

the man has been fattened on?
 

THE LEAN ONE

I understand

he has been himself both by night and by day,

and that, after all, is the principal point.
 

PEER

Himself? Then do such folks belong to your parish?
 

THE LEAN ONE

That depends; the door, at least, stands ajar for them.

Remember, in two ways a man can be

himself — there’s a right and wrong side to the jacket.

You know they have lately discovered in Paris

a way to take portraits by help of the sun.

One can either produce a straightforward picture,

or else what is known as a negative one.

In the latter the lights and the shades are reversed,

and they’re apt to seem ugly to commonplace eyes;

but for all that the likeness is latent in them,

and all you require is to bring it out.

If, then, a soul shall have pictured itself

in the course of its life by the negative method,

the plate is not therefore entirely cashiered, — 

but without more ado they consign it to me.

I take it in hand, then, for further treatment,

and by suitable methods effect its development.

I steam it, I dip it, I burn it, I scour it,

with sulphur and other ingredients like that,

till the image appears which the plate was designed for, — 

that, namely, which people call positive.

But if one, like you, has smudged himself out,

neither sulphur nor potash avails in the least.
 

PEER

I see; one must come to you black as a raven

to turn out a white ptarmigan? Pray what’s the name

inscribed ‘neath the negative counterfeit

that you’re now to transfer to the positive side?
 

THE LEAN ONE

The name’s Peter Gynt.
 

PEER

Peter Gynt! Indeed?

Is Herr Gynt himself?
 

THE LEAN ONE

Yes, he vows he is.
 

PEER

Well, he’s one to be trusted, that same Herr Peter.
 

THE LEAN ONE

You know him, perhaps?
 

PEER

Oh yes, after a fashion; — 

one knows all sorts of people.
 

THE LEAN ONE

I’m pressed for time;

where saw you him last?
 

PEER

It was down at the Cape.
 

THE LEAN ONE

Di Buona Speranza?
 

PEER

Just so; but he sails

very shortly again, if I’m not mistaken.
 

THE LEAN ONE

I must hurry off then without delay.

I only hope I may catch him in time!

That Cape of Good Hope — I could never abide it; — 

it’s ruined by missionaries from Stavanger.

[He rushes off southwards.]
 

PEER

The stupid hound! There he takes to his heels

with his tongue lolling out. He’ll be finely sold.

It delights me to humbug an ass like that.

He to give himself airs, and to lord it forsooth!

He’s a mighty lot, truly, to swagger about!

He’ll scarcely grow fat at his present trade; — 

he’ll soon drop from his perch with his whole apparatus. — 

Hm, I’m not over-safe in the saddle either;

[A shooting star is seen; he nods after it.]

I’m expelled, one may say, from self-owning nobility.

Bear all hail from Peer Gynt, Brother Starry-Flash!

To flash forth, to go out, and be naught at a gulp — 

[Pulls himself together as though in terror, and goes deeper in among the mists; stillness for awhile; then he cries:]

Is there no one, no one in all the turmoil, — 

in the void no one, no one in heaven — !

[He comes forward again further down, throws his hat upon the ground, and tears at his hair. By degrees a

stillness comes over him.]

So unspeakably poor, then, a soul can go

back to nothingness, into the grey of the mist.

Thou beautiful earth, be not angry with me

that I trampled thy grasses to no avail.

Thou beautiful sun, thou hast squandered away

thy glory of light in an empty hut.

There was no one within it to hearten and warm; — 

the owner, they tell me, was never at home.

Beautiful sun and beautiful earth,

you were foolish to bear and give light to my mother.

The spirit is niggard and nature lavish;

and dearly one pays for one’s birth with one’s life. — 

I will clamber up high, to the dizziest peak;

I will look once more on the rising sun,

gaze till I’m tired o’er the promised land;

then try to get snowdrifts piled up over me.

They can write above them: “Here No One lies buried;”

and afterwards, — then — ! Let things go as they can.
 

CHURCH-GOERS [singing on the forest path]

Oh, morning thrice blessed,

when the tongues of God’s kingdom

struck the earth like to flaming steel!

from the earth to His dwelling

now the heirs’ song ascendeth

in the tongue of the kingdom of God.
 

PEER [crouches as in terror]

Never look there! there all’s desert and waste. — 

I fear I was dead long before I died.

[Tries to slink in among the bushes, but comes upon the cross-roads.]
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Good morning, Peer Gynt! Where’s the list of your sins?
 

PEER

Do you think that I haven’t been whistling and shouting as hard as I could?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

And met no one at all?
 

PEER

Not a soul but a tramping photographer.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Well, the respite is over.
 

PEER

Ay, everything’s over.

The owl smells the daylight. just list to the hooting!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

It’s the matin-bell ringing — 
 

PEER [pointing]

What’s that shining yonder?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Only light from a hut.
 

PEER

And that wailing sound — ?
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

But a woman singing.
 

PEER

Ay, there — there I’ll find

the list of my sins — 
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER [seizing him]

Set your house in order!

[They have come out of the underwood, and are standing near the hut. Day is dawning.]
 

PEER

Set my house in order? It’s there! Away!

Get you gone! Though your ladle were huge as a coffin,

it were too small, I tell you, for me and my sins!
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER

Well, to the third cross-road, Peer; but then — !

[Turns aside and goes.]
 

PEER [approaches the hut]

Forward and back, and it’s just as far.

Out and in, and it’s just as strait.

[Stops.]

No! — like a wild, an unending lament,

is the thought: to come back, to go in, to go home.

[Takes a few steps on, but stops again.]

Roundabout, said the Boyg!

[Hears singing in the hut.]

Ah, no; this time at least

right through, though the path may be never so strait!

[He runs towards the hut; at the same moment  SOLVEIG appears in the doorway, dressed for church, with psalm-book

wrapped in a kerchief, and a staff in her hand. She stands there

erect and mild.]
 

PEER [flings himself down on the threshold]

Hast thou doom for a sinner, then speak it forth!
 

SOLVEIG

He is here! He is here! Oh, to God be the praise!

[Stretches out her arms as though groping for him.]
 

PEER

Cry out all my sins and my trespasses!
 

SOLVEIG

In nought hast thou sinned, oh my own only

boy.

[Gropes for him again, and finds him.]
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER [behind the house]

The sin-list, Peer Gynt?
 

PEER

Cry aloud my crime!
 

SOLVEIG [sitsdown beside him]

Thou hast made all my life as a beautiful song.

Blessed be thou that at last thou hast come!

Blessed, thrice blessed our Whitsun-morn meeting!
 

PEER

Then I am lost!
 

SOLVEIG

There is one that rules all things.
 

PEER [laughs]

Lost! Unless thou canst answer riddles.
 

SOLVEIG

Tell me them.
 

PEER

Tell them! Come on! To be sure!

Canst thou tell where Peer Gynt has been since we parted?
 

SOLVEIG

Been?
 

PEER

With his destiny’s seal on his brow;

been, as in God’s thought he first sprang forth!

Canst thou tell me? If not, I must get me home, — 

go down to the mist-shrouded regions.
 

SOLVEIG [smiling]

Oh, that riddle is easy.
 

PEER

Then tell what thou knowest!

Where was I, as myself, as the whole man, the true man?

where was I, with God’s sigil upon my brow?
 

SOLVEIG

In my faith, in my hope, and in my love.
 

PEER [starts back]

What sayest thou — ? Peace! These are juggling words.

Thou art mother thyself to the man that’s there.
 

SOLVEIG

Ay, that I am; but who is his father?

Surely he that forgives at the mother’s prayer.
 

PEER [a light shines in his face; he cries:]

My mother; my wife; oh, thou innocent woman! — 

in thy love — oh, there hide me, hide me!

[Clings to her and hides his face in her lap. A long silence. The sun rises.]
 

SOLVEIG [sings softly]

Sleep thou, dearest boy of mine!

I will cradle thee, I will watch thee — 

The boy has been sitting on his mother’s lap.

They two have been playing all the life-day long.

The boy has been resting at his mother’s breast

all the life-day long. God’s blessing on my joy!

The boy has been lying close in to my heart

all the life-day long. He is weary now.

Sleep thou, dearest boy of mine!

I will cradle thee, I will watch thee.
 

THE BUTTON-MOULDER’S VOICE [behind the house]

We’ll meet at the last cross-road again, Peer;

and then we’ll see whether — ; I say no more.
 

SOLVEIG [sings louder in the full daylight]

I will cradle thee, I will watch thee;

Sleep and dream thou, dear my boy!
 

THE END
 






  

THE LEAGUE OF YOUTH


 

Translated by William Archer
 

Completed in early May 1869, The League of Youth was Ibsen’s first play in colloquial prose, designating a turning point in his style towards realism and away from verse. In the spring of 1868 Ibsen left Rome and settled in Berchtesgaden in the Bavarian Alps, and it was here that he laid the plans for The League of Youth. He started actually writing the play in Dresden, where the family moved to at the beginning of October the same year.

The first draft was begun on October 21st. At this point the title was “The League of Youth or Our Lord & Co.”, but Frederik Hegel, his publisher, persuaded him to drop the sub-title, fearing allegations of blasphemy. Ibsen wrote three drafts of the play before he was satisfied. The final draft was finished on February 28, 1869, after which he spent nine weeks writing the fair copy.

Widely considered as one of Ibsen’s most popular plays in nineteenth-century Norway, the drama is rooted in controversial events of the time, exhibiting witty dialogue and cynical humour. It introduces the character Stensgaard, who poses as a political idealist and gathers a new party around him, the ‘League of Youth’, aiming to eliminate corruption among the old guard and bring his new young group to power. In scheming to be elected, he immerses himself in social and sexual intrigue, culminating in so much confusion that at the end of the play all the women he has planned to marry reject him, his plans for election fail and he is run out of town.

The initial performance received loud applause and glowing reviews by critics in the newspapers. However, by the second performance, Conservatives felt it was an attack on their party and Liberals also believed it was an attack on their party. When both sides showed up for the second performance, a loud ruckus forced the manager to plead for calm and there were continual interruptions. When the play finished, the gas lights were turned off to force the disgruntled mob out of the theatre, with violence continuing into the streets.

It was thought at the time that Ibsen may have modelled his character Stensgaard on the rival dramatist and Liberal party leader Bjornstjerne Bjornson, though Ibsen denied any connection and wrote a letter of apology to Bjornson; still, it would be eleven years before their former friendship would be resumed.






  








 

Bjornstjerne Bjornson (1832–1910) was a Norwegian writer and the 1903 Nobel Prize in Literature winner. Bjornson’s friendship with Ibsen was sorely tested when reports claimed that the foolish figure of Stensgaard was based on the former.
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CHARACTERS.
 

CHAMBERLAIN BRATSBERG, owner of the iron-works.
 ERIK BRATSBERG, his son, a merchant.
 THORA, his daughter.
 SELMA, Erik’s wife.
 DOCTOR FIELDBO, physician at the Chamberlain’s works.
 STENSGÅRD, a lawyer.
 MONS MONSEN, of Stonelee. 
 BASTIAN MONSEN, his son.
 RAGNA, his daughter.
 HELLE, student of theology, tutor at Stonelee.
 RINGDAL, manager of the iron-works.
 ANDERS LUNDESTAD, landowner.
 DANIEL HEIRE. 
 MADAM RUNDHOLMEN, widow of a storekeeper and publican.
 ASLAKSEN, a printer
 A MAID-SERVANT AT THE CHAMBERLAIN’S.
 A WAITER.
 A WAITRESS AT MADAM RUNDHOLMEN’S.
 Townspeople, Guests at the Chamberlain’s, etc. etc.
 

The action takes place in the neighborhood of the iron-works, not far from a market town in Southern Norway.
 






  








ACT FIRST.
 

[The Seventeenth of May. A Popular fete in the Chamberlain’s grounds. Music and dancing in the background. Coloured lights among the trees. In the middle, somewhat towards the back, a rostrum. To the right, the entrance to a large refreshment-tent; before it, a table with benches. In the foreground on the left, another table, decorated with flowers and surrounded with lounging-chairs.]

[A Crowd of People. LUNDESTAD, with a committee-badge at his button-hole, stands on the rostrum. RINGDAL, also with a committee-badge, at the table on the left.]
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 . . . Therefore, friends and fellow citizens,I drink to our freedom! As we have inherited it from our fathers, so will we preserve it for ourselves and for our children! Three cheers for the day! Three cheers for the Seventeenth of May!
 

THE CROWD. 
 Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!
 

RINGDAL 

[as LUNDESTAD descends from the rostrum.]

 And one cheer more for old Lundestad!
 

SOME OF THE CROWD 

[hissing.]

 Ss! Ss!
 

MANY VOICES 

[drowning the others.]

 Hurrah for Lundestad! Long live old Lundestad! Hurrah! 

[The CROWD gradually disperses. MONSEN, his son BASTIAN, STENSGARD, and ASLAKSEN make their way forward, through the throng.]
 

MONSEN. 
 ‘Pon my soul, it’s time he was laid on the shelf!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 It was the local situation he was talking about! Ho-ho!
 

MONSEN. 
 He has made the same speech year after year as long as I can remember. Come over here.
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, no, not that way, Mr. Monsen. We are quite deserting your daughter.
 

MONSEN. 
 Oh, Ragna will find us again.
 

BASTIAN. 
 She’s all right; young Helle is with her.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Helle?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, Helle. But [nudging STENSGARD familiarly] you have me here, you see, and the rest of us. Come on! Here we shall be out of the crowd, and can discuss more fully what — 

[Has meanwhile taken a seat beside the table on the left.]
 

RINGDAL 

[approaching.]

 Excuse me, Mr. Monsen — that table is reserved — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Reserved? For whom?
 

RINGDAL 
 For the Chamberlain’s party.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, confound the Chamberlain’s party! There’s none of them here.
 

RINGDAL 
 No, but we expect them every minute.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then let them sit somewhere else. 

[Takes a chair.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[laying his hand on the chair.]

 No, the table is reserved, and there’s an end of it.
 

MONSEN 

[rising.]

 Come, Mr. Stensgard; there are just as good seats over there. [Crosses to the right.] Waiter! Ha, no waiters either. The Committee should have seen to that in time. Oh, Aslaksen, just go in and get us four bottles of champagne. Order the dearest; tell them to put it down to Monsen! 

[ASLAKSEN goes into the tent; the three others seat themselves.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[goes quietly over to them and addresses STENSGARD.]

 I hope you won’t take it ill — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Take it ill! Good gracious, no! Not in the least.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[Still to STENSGARD.]

 It’s not my doing; it’s the Committee that decided — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Of course. The Committee orders, and we must obey.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[as before.]

 You see, we are on the Chamberlain’s own ground here. He has been so kind as to throw open his park and garden for this evening; so we thought — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 We’re extremely comfortable here, Mr. Lundestad — if only people would leave us in peace — the crowd, I mean.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[unruffled.]

 Very well; then it’s all right. 

[Goes towards the back.]
 

ASLAKSEN 

[entering from the tent.]

 The waiter is just coming with the wine. 

[Sits.]
 

MONSEN. 
 A table apart, under special care of the Committee! And on our Independence Day of all others! There you have a specimen of the way things go.
 

STENSGARD. 
 But why on earth do you put up with all this, you good people?
 

MONSEN. 
 The habit of generations, you see.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 You’re new to the district, Mr. Stensgard. If only you knew a little of the local situation — 
 

A WAITER 

[brings champagne.]

 Was it you that ordered — ?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, certainly; open the bottle.
 

THE WAITER 

[pouring out the wine.]

 It goes to your account, Mr. Monsen?
 

MONSEN. 
 The whole thing; don’t be afraid. 

[The WAITER goes.]
 

MONSEN 

[clinks glasses with STENSGARD.]

 Here’s welcome among us, Mr. Stensgard! It gives me great pleasure to have made your acquaintance; I cannot but call it an honour to the district that such a man should settle here. The newspapers have made us familiar with your name, on all sorts of public occasions. You have great gifts of oratory, Mr. Stensgard, and a warm heart for the public weal. I trust you will enter with life and vigour into the — h’m, into the — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 The local situation.
 

MONSEN. 
 Oh yes, the local situation. I drink to that. 

[They drink.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Whatever I do, I shall certainly put life and vigour into it.
 

MONSEN. 
 Bravo! Hear, hear! Another glass in honour of that promise.
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, stop; I’ve already — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Oh, nonsense! Another glass, I say — to seal the bond! They clink glasses and drink. During what follows BASTIAN keeps on filling the glasses as soon as they are empty.
 

MONSEN. 
 However — since we have got upon the subject — I must tell you that it’s not the Chamberlain himself that keeps everything under his thumb. No, sir — old Lundestad is the man that stands behind and drives the sledge.
 

STENSGARD. 
 So I am told in many quarters. I can’t understand how a Liberal like him — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Lundestad? Do you call Anders Lundestad a Liberal? To be sure, he professed Liberalism in his young days, when he was still at the foot of the ladder. And then he inherited his seat in Parliament from his father. Good Lord! everything runs in families here.
 

STENSGARD. 
 But there must be some means of putting a stop to all these abuses.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, damn it all, Mr. Stensgard — see if you can’t put a stop to them!
 

STENSGARD. 
 I don’t say that I — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, you! You are just the man. You have the gift of gab, as the saying goes; and what’s more: you have the pen of a ready writer. My paper’s at your disposal, you know.
 

MONSEN. 
 If anything is to be done, it must be done quickly. The preliminary election comes on in three days now.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And if you were elected, your private affairs would not prevent your accepting the charge?
 

MONSEN. 
 My private affairs would suffer, of course; but if it appeared that the good of the community demanded the sacrifice, I should have to put aside all personal considerations.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Good; that’s good. And you have a party already: that I can see clearly.
 

MONSEN. 
 I flatter myself the majority of the younger, go-ahead generation — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 H’m, h’m! ‘ware spies! 

[DANIEL HEIRE enters from the tent; he peers about shortsightedly, and approaches.]
 

HEIRE. 
 May I beg for the loan of a spare seat; I want to sit over there.
 

MONSEN. 
 The benches are fastened here, you see; but won’t you take a place at this table?
 

HEIRE. 
 Here? At this table? Oh, yes, with pleasure. [Sits.] Dear, dear! Champagne, I believe.
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes; won’t you join us in a glass?
 

HEIRE. 
 No, thank you! Madam Rundholmen’s champagne — Well, well, just half a glass to keep you company. If only one had a glass, now.
 

MONSEN. 
 Bastian, go and get one.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Oh, Aslaksen, just go and fetch a glass. 

[ASLAKSEN goes into the tent. A pause.]
 

HEIRE. 
 Don’t let me interrupt you, gentlemen. I wouldn’t for the world — ! Thanks, Aslaksen. [Bows to STENSGARD.] A strange face — a recent arrival! Have I the pleasure of addressing our new legal luminary, Mr. Stensgard?
 

MONSEN. 
 Quite right. [Introducing them.] Mr. Stensgard, Mr. Daniel Heire — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Capitalist.
 

HEIRE. 
 Ex-capitalist, you should rather say. It’s all gone now; slipped through my fingers, so to speak. Not that I’m bankrupt — for goodness’ sake don’t think that.
 

MONSEN. 
 Drink, drink, while the froth is on it.
 

HEIRE. 
 But rascality, you understand — sharp practice and so forth — I say no more. Well, well, I am confident it is only temporary. When I get my outstanding law-suits and some other little matters off my hands, I shall soon be on the track of our aristocratic old Reynard the Fox. Let us drink to that — You won’t, eh?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I should like to know first who your aristocratic old Reynard the Fox may be.
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee; you needn’t look so uncomfortable, man. You don’t suppose I’m alluding to Mr. Monsen. No one can accuse Mr. Monsen of being aristocratic. No; it’s Chamberlain Bratsberg, my dear young friend.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What! In money matters the Chamberlain is surely above reproach.
 

HEIRE. 
 You think so, young man? H’m; I say no more. [Draws nearer.] Twenty years ago I was worth no end of money. My father left me a great fortune. You’ve heard of my father, I daresay? No? Old Hans Heire? They called him Gold Hans. He was a shipowner: made heaps of money in the blockade time; had his window-frames and door-posts gilded; he could afford it — I say no more; so they called him Gold Hans.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Didn’t he gild his chimney-pots too?
 

HEIRE. 
 No; that was only a penny-a-liner’s lie; invented long before your time, however. But he made the money fly; and so did I in my time. My visit to London, for instance — haven’t you heard of my visit to London? I took a prince’s retinue with me. Have you really not heard of it, eh? And the sums I have lavished on art and science! And on bringing rising talent to the front!
 

ASLAKSEN 

[rises.]

 Well, good-bye, gentlemen.
 

MONSEN. 
 What? Are you leaving us?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes; I want to stretch my legs a bit. 

[Goes.]
 

HEIRE 

[speaking low.]

 He was one of them — just as grateful as the rest, hee-hee! Do you know, I kept him a whole year at college?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Indeed? Has Aslaksen been to college?
 

HEIRE. 
 Like young Monsen. He made nothing of it; also like — I say no more. Had to give him up, you see; he had already developed his unhappy taste for spirits — 
 

MONSEN. 
 But you’ve forgotten what you were going to tell Mr. Stensgard about the Chamberlain.
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, it’s a complicated business. When my father was in his glory, things were going downhill with the old Chamberlain — this one’s father, you understand; he was a Chamberlain too.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Of course; everything runs in families here.
 

HEIRE. 
 Including the social graces — I say no more. The conversion of the currency, rash speculations, extravagances he launched out into, in the year 1816 or thereabouts, forced him to sell some of his land.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And your father bought it?
 

HEIRE. 
 Bought and paid for it. Well, what then? I come into my property; I make improvements by the thousand — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Of course.
 

HEIRE. 
 Your health, my young friend! — Improvements by the thousand, I say — thinning the woods, and so forth. Years pass; and then comes Master Reynard — the present one, I mean — and repudiates the bargain!
 

STENSGARD. 
 But, my dear Mr. Heire, you could surely have snapped your fingers at him.
 

HEIRE. 
 Not so easily! Some small formalities had been overlooked, he declared. Besides, I happened then to be in temporary difficulties, which afterwards became permanent. And what can a man do nowadays without capital?
 

MONSEN. 
 You’re right there, by God! And in many ways you can’t do very much with capital either. That I know to my cost. Why, even my innocent children — 
 

BASTIAN 

[thumps the table.]

 Ugh, father! if I only had certain people here!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Your children, you say?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes; take Bastian, for example. Perhaps I haven’t given him a good education?
 

HEIRE. 
 A threefold education! First for the University; then for painting; and then for — what is it? — it’s a civil engineer he is now, isn’t it?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Yes, that I am, by the Lord!
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, that he is; I can produce his bills and his certificates to prove it! But who gets the town business? Who has got the local road-making — especially these last two years? Foreigners, or at any rate strangers — in short, people no one knows anything about!
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes; it’s shameful the way things go on. Only last New Year, when the managership of the Savings Bank fell vacant, what must they do but give Monsen the go-by, and choose an individual that knew — [Coughs] — that knew how to keep his purse-strings drawn — which our princely host obviously does not. Whenever there’s a post of confidence going, it’s always the same! Never Monsen — always some one that enjoys the confidence — of the people in power. Well, well; commune suffragium, as the Roman Law puts it; that means shipwreck in the Common Council, sir. It’s a shame! Your health!
 

MONSEN. 
 Thanks! But, to change the subject — how are all your law-suits getting on?
 

HEIRE. 
 They are still pending; I can say no more for the present. What endless annoyance they do give me! Next week I shall have to summon the whole Town Council before the Arbitration Commission.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Is it true that you once summoned yourself before the Arbitration Commission?
 

HEIRE. 
 Myself? Yes; but I didn’t put in an appearance.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ha, ha! You didn’t, eh?
 

HEIRE. 
 I had a sufficient excuse: had to cross the river, and it was unfortunately the very year of Bastian’s bridgeplump! down it went, you know — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Why, confound it all — !
 

HEIRE. 
 Take it coolly, young man! You are not the first that has bent the bow till it breaks. Everything runs in families, you know — I say no more.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ho ho ho! You say no more, eh? Well, drink, then, and say no more! [To STENSGARD.] You see, Mr. Heire’s tongue is licensed to wag as it pleases.
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes, freedom of speech is the only civic right I really value.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What a pity the law should restrict it.
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! Our legal friend’s mouth is watering for a nice action for slander, eh? Make your mind easy, my dear sir! I’m an old hand, let me tell you!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Especially at slander?
 

HEIRE. 
 Your pardon, young man! That outburst of indignation does honour to your heart. I beg you to forget an old man’s untimely frankness about your absent friends.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Absent friends?
 

HEIRE. 
 I have nothing to say against the son, of course — nor against the daughter. And if I happened to cast a passing slur upon the Chamberlain’s character — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 The Chamberlain’s? Is it the Chamberlain’s family you call my friends?
 

HEIRE. 
 Well, you don’t pay visits to your enemies, I presume?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Visits?
 

MONSEN. 
 What?
 

HEIRE. 
 Ow, ow, ow! Here am I letting cats out of bags!
 

MONSEN. 
 Have you been paying visits at the Chamberlain’s?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Nonsense! A misunderstanding — 
 

HEIRE. 
 A most unhappy slip on my part. But how was I to know it was a secret? [To MONSEN.] Besides, you mustn’t take my expressions too literally. When I say a visit, I mean only a sort of formal call; a frock-coat and yellow gloves affair — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 I tell you I haven’t exchanged a single word with any of that family!
 

HEIRE. 
 Is it possible? Were you not received the second time either? I know they were “not at home” the first time.
 

STENSGARD 

[to MONSEN.]

 I had a letter to deliver from a friend in Christiania — that was all.
 

HEIRE 

[rising.]

 I’ll be hanged if it isn’t positively revolting! Here is a young man at the outset of his career; full of simple-minded confidence, he seeks out the experienced man-of-the-world and knocks at his door; turns to him, who has brought his ship to port, to beg for — I say no more! The man-of-the-world shuts the door in his face; is not at home; never is at home when it’s his duty to be — I say no more! [With indignation.] Was there ever such shameful insolence!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, never mind that stupid business.
 

HEIRE. 
 Not at home! He, who goes about professing that he is always at home to reputable people!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Does he say that?
 

HEIRE. 
 A mere empty phrase. He’s not at home to Mr. Monsen either. But I can’t think what has made him hate you so much. Yes, hate you, I say; for what do you think I heard yesterday?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I don’t want to know what you heard yesterday.
 

HEIRE. 
 Then I say no more. Besides, the expressions didn’t surprise me — coming from the Chamberlain, I mean. Only I can’t understand why he should have added “demagogue.”
 

STENSGARD. 
 Demagogue!
 

HEIRE. 
 Well, since you insist upon it, I must confess that the Chamberlain called you an adventurer and demagogue.
 

STENSGARD 

[jumps up.]

 What!
 

HEIRE. 
 Adventurer and demagogue — or demagogue and adventurer; I won’t answer for the order.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And you heard that?
 

HEIRE. 
 I? If I had been present, Mr. Stensgard, you may be sure I should have stood up for you as you deserve.
 

MONSEN. 
 There, you see what comes of — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 How dare the old scoundrel — ?
 

HEIRE. 
 Come, come, come! Keep your temper. Very likely it was a mere figure of speech — a harmless little joke, I have no doubt. You can demand an explanation tomorrow; for I suppose you are going to the great dinner- party, eh?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I am not going to any dinner-party.
 

HEIRE. 
 Two calls and no invitation — !
 

STENSGARD. 
 Demagogue and adventurer! What can he be thinking of?
 

MONSEN. 
 Look there! Talk of the devil — ! Come, Bastian. 

[Goes off with BASTIAN.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 What did he mean by it, Mr. Heire?
 

HEIRE. 
 Haven’t the ghost of an idea. — It pains you? Your hand, young man! Pardon me if my frankness has wounded you. Believe me, you have yet many bitter lessons to learn in this life. You are young; you are confiding; you are trustful. It is beautiful; it is even touching; but — but — trustfulness is silver, experience is gold: that’s a proverb of my own invention, sir! God bless you! 

[Goes. CHAMBERLAIN BRATSBERG, his daughter THORA, and DOCTOR FIELDBO enter from the left.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[strikes the bell on the rostrum.]

 Silence for Mr. Ringdal’s speech!
 

STENSGARD 

[shouts.]

 Mr. Lundestad, I demand to be heard.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Afterwards.
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, now! at once!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 You can’t speak just now. Silence for Mr. Ringdal!
 

RINGDAL 

[on the rostrum.]

 Ladies and gentlemen! We have at this moment the honour of seeing in our midst the man with the warm heart and the open hand — the man we have an looked up to for many a year, as to a father — the man who is always ready to help us, both in word and deed — the man whose door is never closed to any reputable citizen — the man who — who — ladies and gentlemen, our honoured guest is no lover of long speeches; so, without more words, I call for three cheers for Chamberlain Bratsberg and his family! Long life to them! Hurrah!
 

THE CROWD. 
 Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! 

[Great enthusiasm; people press around the CHAMBERLAIN, who thanks them and shakes hands with those nearest him.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Now may I speak?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 By all means. The platform is at your service.
 

STENSGARD 

[jumps upon the table.]

 I shall choose my own platform!
 

THE YOUNG MEN 

[crowding around him.]

 Hurrah!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[to the DOCTOR.]

 Who is this obstreperous personage?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Mr. Stensgard.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, it’s he, is it?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Listen to me, my glad-hearted brothers and sisters! Hear me, all you who have in your souls — though it may not reach your lips — the exultant song of the day, the day of our freedom! I am a stranger among you — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 No!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks for that “No!” I take it as the utterance of a longing, an aspiration. A stranger I am, however; but this I swear, that I come among you with a great and open-hearted sympathy for your sorrows and your joys, your victories and defeats. If it lay in my power — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 It does, it does!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No interruptions! You have no right to speak.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You still less! I abolish the Committee! Freedom on the day of freedom, boys!
 

THE YOUNG MEN. 
 Hurrah for freedom!
 

STENSGARD. 
 They deny you the right of speech! You hear it — they want to gag you! Away with this tyranny! I won’t stand here declaiming to a flock of dumb animals. I will talk; but you shall talk, too. We will talk to each other, from the heart!
 

THE CROWD 

[with growing enthusiasm.]

 Hurrah!
 

STENSGARD. 
 We will have no more of these barren, white- chokered festivities! A golden harvest of deeds shall hereafter shoot up from each Seventeenth of May. May! Is it not the season of bud and blossom, the blushing maiden- month of the year? On the first of June I shall have been just two months among you; and in that time what greatness and littleness, what beauty and deformity, have I not seen?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What on earth is he talking about, Doctor?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Aslaksen says it’s the local situation.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I have seen great and brilliant possibilities among the masses; but I have seen, too, a spirit of corruption brooding over the germs of promise and bringing them to nought. I have seen ardent and trustful youth rush yearning forth — and I have seen the door shut in its face.
 

THORA. 
 Oh, Heaven!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What does he mean by that?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, my brothers and sisters in rejoicing! There hovers in the air an Influence, a Spectre from the dead and rotten past, which spreads darkness and oppression where there should be nothing but buoyancy and light. We must lay that Spectre; down with it!
 

THE CROWD. 
 Hurrah! Hurrah for the Seventeenth of May!
 

THORA. 
 Come away, father — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What the deuce does he mean by a spectre? Who is he talking about, Doctor?
 

FIELDBO 

[quickly.]

 Oh, it’s about — 

[Whispers a word or two.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Aha! So that’s it!
 

THORA 

[softly to FIELDBO.]

 Thanks!
 

STENSGARD. 
 If no one else will crush the dragon, I will! But we must hold together, boys!
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Yes! yes!
 

STENSGARD. 
 We are young! The time belongs to us; but we also belong to the time. Our right is our duty! Elbowroom for faculty, for will, for power! Listen to me! We must form a League. The money-bag has ceased to rule among us!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Bravo! [To the DOCTOR]. He said the money-bag; so no doubt you’re right — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, boys; we, we are the wealth of the country, if only there’s metal in us. Our will is the ringing gold that shall pass from man to man. War to the knife against whoever shall deny its currency!
 

THE CROWD. 
 Hurrah!
 

STENSGARD. 
 A scornful “bravo” has been flung in my teeth — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No, no!
 

STENSGARD. 
 What care I! Thanks and threats alike are powerless over the perfect will. — And now, God be with us! For we are going about His work, with youth and faith to help us. Come, then, into the refreshment-tent — our League shall be baptised this very hour.
 

THE CROWD. 
 Hurrah! Carry him! Shoulder high with him! 

[He is lifted shoulder high.]
 

VOICES. 
 Speak on! More! More!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Let us hold together, I say! Providence is on the side of the League of Youth. It lies with us to rule the world — here in the district! 

[He is carried into the tent amid wild enthusiasm.]
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[wiping her eyes.]

 Oh, Lord, how beautifully he does speak! Don’t you feel as if you could kiss him, Mr. Heire?
 

HEIRE. 
 Thank you, I’d rather not.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, you! I daresay not.
 

HEIRE. 
 Perhaps you would like to kiss him, Madam Rundholmen.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ugh, how horrid you are! 

[She goes into the tent; HEIRE follows her.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Spectre — and dragon — and money- bag! It was horribly rude — but well deserved!
 

LUNDESTAD 

[approaching.]

 I’m heartily sorry, Chamberlain — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, where was your knowledge of character, Lundestad? Well, well; we are none of us infallible. Good-night, and thanks for a pleasant evening. [Turns to THORA and the DOCTOR.] But bless me, I’ve been positively rude to that fine young fellow!]
 

FIELDBO. 
 How so?
 

THORA. 
 His call, you mean — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He called twice. It’s really Lundestad’s fault. He told me he was an adventurer and — and I forget what else. Fortunately I can make up for it.
 

THORA. 
 How?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Come, Thora; let us see to it at once — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, do you think it’s worth while, Chamberlain — ?
 

THORA 

[softly.]

 How?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 When one has done an injustice one should lose no time in undoing it; that’s a plain matter of duty. Good-night, Doctor. After all, I’ve spent an amusing hour; and that’s more than I have to thank you for to-day.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Me, Chamberlain?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, yes, yes — you and others.
 

FIELDBO. 
 May I ask what I — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Don’t be curious, Doctor. I am never curious. Come, come — no offence — good-night! 

[THE CHAMBERLAIN and THORA go out to the left; FIELDBO gazes thoughtfully after them.]
 

ASLAKSEN 

[from the tent.]

 Hei, waiter! Pen and ink! Things are getting lively, Doctor!
 

FIELDBO. 
 What things?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 He’s founding the League. It’s nearly founded.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[who has quietly drawn near.]

 Are many putting down their names?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 We’ve enrolled about seven-and-thirty, not counting widows and so forth. Pen and ink; I say! No waiters to be found! — that’s the fault of the local situation. 

[Goes off behind the tent.]
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Puh! It has been hot to-day.
 

FIELDBO. 
 I’m afraid we have hotter days to come.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Do you think the Chamberlain was very angry?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, not in the least; you could see that, couldn’t you? But what do you say to the new League?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 H’m; I say nothing. What is there to be said?
 

FIELDBO. 
 It’s the beginning of a struggle for power here in the district.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Well, well — ; no harm in a fight. He has great gifts, that Stensgard.
 

FIELDBO. 
 He is determined to make his way.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Youth is always determined to make its way. I was, when I was young; no one can object to that. But mightn’t we look in and see — 
 

HEIRE 

[from the tent.]

 Well, Mr. Lundestad, are you going to move the previous question, eh? To head the opposition? Hee-hee! You must make haste!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, I daresay I shall be in time.
 

HEIRE. 
 Too late, sir! Unless you want to stand godfather. [Cheering from the tent.] There, they’re chanting Amen; the baptism is over.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I suppose one may be permitted to listen; I shall keep quiet. 

[Enters the tent.]
 

HEIRE. 
 There goes one of the falling trees! There will be a rare uprooting, I can tell you! The place will soon look like a wood after a tornado. Won’t I chuckle over it!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Tell me, Mr. Heire, what interest have you in the matter?
 

HEIRE. 
 Interest? I am entirely disinterested, Doctor! If I chuckle, it is on behalf of my fellow citizens. There will be life, spirit, go, in things. For my own part — good Lord, it’s all the same to me; I say, as the Grand Turk said of the Emperor of Austria and the King of France — I don’t care whether the pig eats the dog or the dog the pig. 

[Goes toward the back on the right.]
 

THE CROWD 

[in the tent.]

 Long live Stensgard! Hurrah! Hurrah for the League of Youth! Wine! Punch! Hei, hei! Beer! Hurrah!
 

BASTIAN 

[comes from the tent.]

 God bless you and every one. [With tears in his voice.] Oh, Doctor, I feel so strong this evening; I must do something.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Don’t mind me. What would you like to do?
 

BASTIAN. 
 I think I’ll go down to the dancing-room and fight one or two fellows. 

[Goes out behind the tent.]
 

STENSGARD 

[comes from the tent without his hat, and greatly excited.]

 My dear Fieldbo, is that you?
 

FIELDBO. 
 At your service, Tribune of the People! For I suppose you’ve been elected — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Of course; but — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 And what is to come of it all? What nice little post are you to have? The management of the Bank? Or perhaps — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, don’t talk to me like that! I know you don’t mean it. You are not so empty and wooden as you like to appear.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Empty and wooden, eh?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Fieldbo! Be my friend as you used to be! We have not understood each other of late. You have wounded and repelled me with your ridicule and irony. Believe me, it was wrong of you. [Embraces him.] Oh, my great God! how happy I am!
 

FIELDBO. 
 You too? So am I, so am I!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I should be the meanest hound on earth if all heaven’s bounty didn’t make me good and true. How have I deserved it, Fieldbo? What have I, sinner that I am, done to be so richly blessed?
 

FIELDBO. 
 There is my hand! This evening I am your friend indeed!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks! Be faithful and true, as I shall be! — Oh, isn’t it an unspeakable joy to carry all that multitude away and along with you? How can you help becoming good from mere thankfulness? And how it makes you love all your fellow creatures! I feel as if I could clasp them all in one embrace, and weep, and beg their forgiveness because God has been so partial as to give me more than them.
 

FIELDBO 

[quietly.]

 Yes, treasures without price may fall to one man’s lot. This evening I would not crush an insect, not a green leaf upon my path.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Never mind. That’s apart from the question. I only mean that I understand you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What a lovely night! Listen to the music and merriment floating out over the meadows. And how still it is in the valley! I tell you the man whose life is not reconsecrated in such an hour, does not deserve to live on God’s earth!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes; but tell me now: what do you mean to build up out of it-to-morrow, and through the working-days to come?
 

STENSGARD. 
 To build up? We have to tear down first. — Fieldbo, I had once a dream — or did I see it? No; it was a dream, but such a vivid one! I thought the Day of judgment was come upon the world. I could see the whole curve of the hemisphere. There was no sun, only a livid storm- light. A tempest arose; it came rushing from the west and swept everything before it: first withered leaves, then men; but they kept on their feet all the time, and their garments clung fast to them, so that they seemed to be hurried along sitting. At first they looked like townspeople running after their hats in a wind; but when they came nearer they were emperors and kings; and it was their crowns and orbs they were chasing and catching at, and seemed always on the point of grasping, but never grasped. Oh, there were hundreds and hundreds of them, and none of them understood in the least what was happening; but many bewailed themselves, and asked: “Whence can it come, this terrible storm?” Then there came the answer: “One Voice spoke, and the storm is the echo of that one Voice.”
 

FIELDBO. 
 When did you dream that?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, I don’t remember when; several years ago.
 

FIELDBO. 
 There were probably disturbances somewhere in Europe, and you had been reading the newspapers after a heavy supper.
 

STENSGARD. 
 The same shiver, the same thrill, that then ran down my back, I felt again to-night. Yes, I will give my whole soul utterance. I will be the Voice — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Come, my dear Stensgard, pause and reflect. You will be the Voice, you say. Good! But where will you be the Voice? Here in the parish? Or at most here in the county! And who will echo you and raise the storm? Why, people like Monsen and Aslaksen, and that fat-headed genius, Mr. Bastian. And instead of the flying emperors and kings, we shall see old Lundestad rushing about after his lost seat in Parliament. Then what will it all amount to? Just what you at first saw in your dream — townsfolk in a wind.
 

STENSGARD. 
 In the beginning, yes. But who knows how far the storm may sweep?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Fiddlesticks with you and your storm! And the first thing you go and do, hoodwinked and blinded and gulled as you are, is to turn your weapons precisely against all that is worthy and capable among us — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 That is not true.
 

FIELDBO. 
 It is true! Monsen and the Stonelee gang got hold of you the moment you came here; and if you don’t shake him off it will be your ruin. Chamberlain Bratsberg is a man of honour; that you may rely on. Do you know why the great Monsen hates him? Why, because — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not a word more! I won’t hear a word against my friends!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Look into yourself, Stensgard! Is Mr. Mons Monsen really your friend?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Mr. Monsen has most kindly opened his doors to me — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 To people of the better sort he opens his doors in vain.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, whom do you call the better sort? A few stuck-up officials! I know all about it. As for me, I have been received at Stonelee with so much cordiality and appreciation — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Appreciation? Yes, unfortunately — there we are at the root of the matter.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not at all! I can see with unprejudiced eyes. Mr. Monsen has abilities, he has reading, he has a keen sense for public affairs.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Abilities? Oh, yes, in a way. Reading, too: he takes in the papers, and has read your speeches and articles. And his sense for public affairs he has, of course, proved by applauding the said articles and speeches.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Now, Fieldbo, up come the dregs of your nature again. Can you never shake off that polluting habit of thought? Why must you always assume mean or ridiculous motives for everything? Oh, you are not serious! Now you look good and true again. I’ll tell you the real root of the matter. Do you know Ragna?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Ragna Monsen? Oh, after a fashion — at second hand.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I know she is sometimes at the Chamberlain’s.
 

FIELDBO. 
 In a quiet way, yes. She and Miss Bratsberg are old schoolfellows.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And what do you think of her?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, from all I have heard she seems to be a very good girl.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, you should see her in her home! She thinks of nothing but her two little sisters. And how devotedly she must have nursed her mother! You know the mother was out of her mind for some years before she died.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, I was their doctor at one time. But surely, my dear fellow, you don’t mean that — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, Fieldbo, I love her truly; to you I can confess it. Oh, I know what you are surprised at. You think it strange that so soon after — of course you know that I was engaged to Christiania?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, so I was told.
 

STENSGARD. 
 The whole thing was a disappointment. I had to break it off — it was best for all parties. Oh, how I suffered in that affair! The torture, the sense of oppression I endured — ! Now, thank heaven, I am out of it all. That was my reason for leaving town.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And with regard to Ragna Monsen, are you quite sure of yourself?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I am, indeed. There’s no mistake possible in this case.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, then, in heaven’s name, go in and win! It means your life’s happiness! Oh, there’s so much I could say to you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Really? Has she said anything? Has she confided in Miss Bratsberg?
 

FIELDBO. 
 No; that’s not what I mean. But how can you, in the midst of your happiness, go and fuddle yourself in these political orgies? How can town tattle take any hold upon a mind that is — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Why not? Man is a complex machine — I am, at any rate. Besides, my way to her lies through these very party turmoils.
 

FIELDBO. 
 A terribly prosaic way.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Fieldbo, I am ambitious; you know I am. I must make my way in the world. When I remember that I’m thirty, and am still on the first round of the ladder, I feel my conscience gnawing at me.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Not with its wisdom teeth.
 

STENSGARD. 
 It’s of no use talking to you. You have never felt the spur of ambition. You have dawdled and drifted all your days — first at college, then abroad, now here.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Perhaps; but at least it has been delightful. And no reaction follows, like what you feel when you get down from the table after — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Stop that! I can bear anything but that. You are doing a bad action — you are damping my ardour.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, come! If your ardour is so easily damped — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Stop, I say! What right have you to break in upon my happiness? Do you think I am not sincere?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, I am sure you are.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, then, why go and make me feel empty, and disgusted, and suspicious of myself? [Shouts and cheers from the tent.] There — listen! They are drinking my health. An idea that can take such hold upon people — by God, it must have truth in it! 
 [THORA BRATSBERG, RAGNA MONSEN, and MR. HELLE enter from the left and cross, half-way back.
 

HELLE. 
 Look, Miss Bratsberg; there is Mr. Stensgard.
 

THORA. 
 Then I won’t go any further. Good-night, Ragna dear.
 

HELLE 
 and Miss Monsen. Good-night, good-night. 

[They go out to the right.]
 

THORA 

[advancing.]

 I am Miss Bratsberg. I have a letter for you, from my father.
 

STENSGARD. 
 For me?
 

THORA. 
 Yes; here it is. 

[Going.]
 

FIELDBO. 
 May I not see you home?
 

THORA. 
 No, thank you. I can go alone. Good-night. 

[Goes out to the left.]
 

STENSGARD 

[reading the letter by a Chinese lantern.]

 What is this!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well — what has the Chamberlain to say to you?
 

STENSGARD 

[bursts into loud laughter.]

 I must say I didn’t expect this!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Tell me — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Chamberlain Bratsberg is a pitiful creature.
 

FIELDBO. 
 You dare to — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Pitiful! Pitiful. Tell any one you please that I said so. Or rather, say nothing about it — [Puts the letter in his pocket.] Don’t mention this to any one! 

[The COMPANY come out from the tent.]
 

MONSEN. 
 Mr. President! Where is Mr. Stensgard?
 

THE CROWD. 
 There be is! Hurrah!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Mr. President has forgotten his hat. 

[Hands it to him.]
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Here; have some punch! Here’s a whole bowlful!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks, no more.
 

MONSEN. 
 And the members of the League will recollect that we meet to-morrow at Stonelee — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 To-morrow? It wasn’t to-morrow, was it — ?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, certainly; to draw up the manifesto
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, I really can’t to-morrow — I shall see about it the day after to-morrow, or the day after that. Well, good-night, gentlemen; hearty thanks all round, and hurrah for the future!
 

THE CROWD. 
 Hurrah! Let’s take him home in triumph!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks, thanks! But you really mustn’t — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 We’ll all go with you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Very well, come along. Good-night, Fieldbo; you’re not coming with us?
 

FIELDBO. 
 No; but let me tell you, what you said about Chamberlain Bratsberg — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Hush, hush! It was an exaggeration — I withdraw it! Well, my friends, if you’re coming, come; I’ll take the lead.
 

MONSEN. 
 Your arm, Stensgard!
 

BASTIAN. 
 A song! Strike up! Something thoroughly patriotic!
 

THE CROWD. 
 A song! A song! Music! 

[A popular air is played and sung. The procession marches out by the back to the right.]
 

FIELDBO 

[to LUNDESTAD, who remains behind.]

 A gallant procession.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes — and with a gallant leader.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And where are you going, Mr. Lundestad?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I? I’m going home to bed. 

[He nods and goes off. DOCTOR FIELDBO remains behind alone.]
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

[A garden-room at the Chamberlain’s, elegantly furnished with a piano, flowers, and rare plants. Entrance door at the back. On the left, a door leading to the diningroom; on the right, several glass doors lead out to the garden.]

[ASLAKSEN stands at the entrance door. A MAID-SERVANT is carrying some dishes of fruit into the dining-room.]
 

THE MAID. 
 Yes, but I tell you they’re still at table; you must call again.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I’d rather wait, if I may.
 

THE MAID. 
 Oh, yes, if you like. You can sit there for the present. 

[She goes into the dining-room. ASLAKSEN takes a seat near the door. Pause. DR. FIELDBO enters from the back.]
 

FIELDBO. 
 Ah, good evening, Aslaksen: are you here?
 

THE MAID 

[returning.]

 You’re late this evening, sir.
 

FIELDBO. 
 I was called to see a patient.
 

THE MAID. 
 The Chamberlain and Miss Bratsberg have both been inquiring about you.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Indeed?
 

THE MAID. 
 Yes. Won’t you go in at once, sir; or shall I say that — ?
 

FIELDBO. 
 No, no; never mind. I can have a snack afterwards; I shall wait here in the meantime.
 

THE MAID. 
 Dinner will soon be over. 

[She goes out by the back.]
 

ASLAKSEN 

[after a pause.]

 How can you resist such a dinner, Doctor — with dessert, and fine wines, and all sorts of good things?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, man, it seems to me we get too many good things hereabouts, rather than too few.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 There I can’t agree with you.
 

FIELDBO. 
 H’m. I suppose you are waiting for some one.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, I am.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And are things going tolerably at home? Your wife — ?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 In bed, as usual; coughing and wasting away.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And your second child?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, he’s a cripple for the rest of his days; you know that. That’s our luck, you see; what the devil’s the use of talking about it?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Let me look at you, Aslaksen!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Well; what do you want to see?
 

FIELDBO. 
 You’ve been drinking to-day.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, and yesterday, too.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, yesterday there was some excuse for it; but to-day — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 What about your friends in there, then? Aren’t they drinking, too?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, my dear Aslaksen; that’s a fair retort; but circumstances differ so in this world.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I didn’t choose my circumstances.
 

FIELDBO. 
 No; God chose them for you.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 No, he didn’t — men chose them. Daniel Heire chose, when he took me from the printing-house and sent me to college. And Chamberlain Bratsberg chose, when he ruined Daniel Heire and sent me back to the printing- house.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Now you know that’s not true. The Chamberlain did not ruin Daniel Heire; Daniel Heire ruined himself.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Perhaps! But how dared Daniel Heire ruin himself, in the face of his responsibilities towards me? God’s partly to blame, too, of course. Why should he give me talent and ability? Well, of course, I could have turned them to account as a respectable handicraftsman; but then comes that tattling old fool — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 It’s base of you to say that. Daniel Heire acted with the best intentions.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 What good do his “best intentions” do me? You hear them in there, clinking glasses and drinking healths? Well, I, too, have sat at that table in my day, dressed in purple and fine linen, like the best of them — ! That was just the thing for me, that was — for me, that has read so much and had thirsted so long to have my share in all the good things of life. Well, well; how long was Jeppe in Paradise? Smash, crash! down you go — and my fine fortunes fell to pi, as we printers say.
 

FIELDBO. 
 But, after all, you were not so badly off; you had your trade to fall back upon.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 That’s easily said. After getting out of your class you can’t get into it again. They took the ground from under my feet, and shoved me out on the slippery ice — and then they abuse me because I stumble.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, far be it from me to judge you harshly — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 No; you have no right to. — What a queer jumble it is! Daniel Heire, and Providence, and the Chamberlain, and Destiny, and Circumstance — and I myself in the middle of it! I’ve often thought of unravelling it all and writing a book about it; but it’s so cursedly entangled that — [Glances towards the door on the left.] Ah! They’re rising from table. 
 [The party, ladies and gentlemen, pass from the dining-room into the garden, in lively conversation. Among the guests is STENSGARD, with THORA on his left arm and SELMA on his right. FIELDBO and ASLAKSEN stand beside the door at the back.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 I don’t know my way here yet; you must tell me where I am to take you, ladies.
 

SELMA. 
 Out into the air; you must see the garden.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, that will be delightful. They go out by the foremost glass door on the right.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, by all that’s wonderful, there’s Stensgard!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 It’s him I want to speak to. I’ve had a fine chase after him; fortunately I met Daniel Heire — DANIEL HEIRE and ERIK BRATSBERG enter from the dining-room.
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! Excellent sherry, upon my word. I’ve tasted nothing like it since I was in London.
 

ERIK. 
 Yes, it’s good, isn’t it? It puts life into you.
 

HEIRE. 
 Well, well — it’s a real pleasure to see one’s money so well spent.
 

ERIK. 
 How so? [Laughing.] Oh, yes; I see, I see. 

[They go into the garden.]
 

FIELDBO. 
 You want to speak to Stensgard, you say?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes.
 

FIELDBO. 
 On business?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Of course; the report of the fete — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, then, you must wait out there in the meantime.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 In the passage?
 

FIELDBO. 
 In the anteroom. This is scarcely the time or place — but the moment I see Stensgard alone, I’ll tell him — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Very well; I’ll bide my time. 

[Goes out by the back. CHAMBERLAIN BRATSBERG, LUNDESTAD, RINGDAL, and one or two other gentlemen come out of the dining-room.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[conversing with LUNDESTAD.]

 Violent, you say? Well, perhaps the form wasn’t all that could be desired; but there were real gems in the speech, I can assure you.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Well, if you are satisfied, Chamberlain, I have no right to complain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Why should you? Ah, here’s the Doctor! Starving, I’ll be bound.
 

FIELDBO. 
 It doesn’t matter, Chamberlain. The servants will attend to me. I feel myself almost at home here, you know.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, you do, do you? I wouldn’t be in too great a hurry.
 

FIELDBO. 
 What? Am I taking too great a liberty? You yourself permitted me to — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What I permitted, I permitted. Well, well, make yourself at home, and forage for something to eat. [Slaps him lightly on the shoulder and turns to LUNDESTAD.] Now, here’s one you may call an adventurer and — and the other thing I can’t remember.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, Chamberlain — !
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No, I assure you — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No arguments after dinner; it’s bad for the digestion. They’ll serve the coffee outside presently. 

[Goes with the guests into the garden.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[to FIELDBO.]

 Did you ever see the Chamberlain so strange as he is to-day?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I noticed it yesterday evening.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He will have it that I called Mr. Stensgard an adventurer and something else of that sort.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, well, Mr. Lundestad, what if you did? Excuse me; I must go and talk to the ladies. 

[Goes out to the right.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[to RINGDAL, who is arranging a card table.]

 How do you account for Mr. Stensgard’s appearance here to-day?
 

RINGDAL 
 Yes, how? He wasn’t on the original list.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 An afterthought, then? After his attack on the Chamberlain yesterday — ?
 

RINGDAL 
 Yes, can you understand it?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Understand it? Oh, yes, I suppose I can.
 

RINGDAL 

[more softly.]

 You think the Chamberlain is afraid of him?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I think he is prudent — that’s what I think. 

[They go up to the back conversing, and so out into the garden. At the same time SELMA and STENSGARD enter by the foremost door on the right.]
 

SELMA. 
 Yes, just look — over the tops of the trees you can see the church tower and all the upper part of the town.
 

STENSGARD. 
 So you can; I shouldn’t have thought so.
 

SELMA. 
 Don’t you think it’s a beautiful view?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Everything is beautiful here: the garden, and the view, and the sunshine, and the people! Great heaven, how beautiful it all is! And you live here all the summer?
 

SELMA. 
 No, not my husband and I; we come and go. We have a big, showy house in town, much finer than this; you’ll see it soon.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Perhaps your family live in town?
 

SELMA. 
 My family? Who are my family?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, I didn’t know — 
 

SELMA. 
 We fairy princesses have no family.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Fairy princesses?
 

SELMA. 
 At most we have a stepmother — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 A witch, yes! So you are a princess!
 

SELMA. 
 Princess of all the sunken palaces, whence you hear the soft music on midsummer nights. Doctor Fieldbo thinks it must be pleasant to be a princess; but I must tell you — 
 

ERIK 
 Bratsberg [coming from the garden]. Ah, at last I find the little lady!
 

SELMA. 
 The little lady is telling Mr. Stensgard the story of her life.
 

ERIK. 
 Oh, indeed. And what part does the husband play in the little lady’s story?
 

SELMA. 
 The Prince, of course. [To STENSGARD.] You know the prince always comes and breaks the spell, and then all ends happily, and every one calls and congratulates, and the fairy-tale is over.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, it’s too short.
 

SELMA. 
 Perhaps — in a way.
 

ERIK 

[putting his arm round her waist.]

 But a new fairy-tale grows out of the old one, and in it the Princess becomes a Queen!
 

SELMA. 
 On the same conditions as real Princesses?
 

ERIK. 
 What condition?
 

SELMA. 
 They must go into exile — to a foreign kingdom.
 

ERIK. 
 A cigar, Mr. Stensgard?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thank you, not just now. DOCTOR FIELDBO and THORA enter from the garden.
 

SELMA 

[Going toward them.]

 Is that you, Thora dear? I hope you’re not ill?
 

THORA. 
 I? No.
 

SELMA. 
 Oh, but I’m sure you must be; you seem to be always consulting the doctor of late.
 

THORA. 
 No, I assure you — 
 

SELMA. 
 Nonsense; let me feel your pulse! You are burning. My dear Doctor, don’t you think the fever will pass over?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Everything has its time.
 

THORA. 
 Would you rather have me freezing — ?
 

SELMA. 
 No, a medium temperature is the best — ask my husband.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[enters from the garden.]

 The whole family gathered in secret conclave? That’s not very polite to the guests.
 

THORA. 
 I am just going, father dear — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Aha, it is you the ladies are paying court to, Mr. Stensgard! I must look to this.
 

THORA 

[softly to FIELDBO.]

 Remain here! 

[She goes into the garden.]
 

ERIK 

[offers SELMA his arm.]

 Has Madame any objection — ?
 

SELMA. 
 Come! 

[They go out to the right.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[looking after them.]

 It’s impossible to get these two separated.
 

FIELDBO. 
 It would be sinful to try.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Fools that we are! How Providence blesses us in spite of ourselves. [Calls out.] Thora, Thora, do look after Selma! Get a shawl for her, and don’t let her run about so: she’ll catch cold! How short-sighted we mortals are, Doctor! Do you know any cure for that disease?
 

FIELDBO. 
 The spectacles of experience; through them you will see more clearly a second time.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You don’t say so! Thanks for the advice. But since you feel yourself at home here, you must really pay a little attention to your guests.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Certainly; come, Stensgard, shall we — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, no, no — there’s my old friend Heire out there — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 He thinks himself at home here, too.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ha, ha, ha! So he does.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, we two will join forces, and do our best. 

[Goes into the garden.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 You were speaking of Daniel Heire, Chamberlain. I must say I was rather surprised to see him here.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Were you? Mr. Heire and I are old school and college friends. Besides, we have had a good deal to do with each other in many ways since — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, Mr. Heire was good enough to give his own account of some of these transactions, yesterday evening.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 H’m!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Had it not been for him, I certainly should not have let myself boil over as I did. But he has a way of speaking of people and things, that — in short, he has a vile tongue in his head.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 My dear young friend — Mr. Heire is my guest; you must not forget that. My house is liberty hall, with only one reservation: my guests must not be discussed to their disadvantage.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I beg your pardon, I’m sure — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, never mind; you belong to the younger generation, that’s not so punctilious. As for Mr. Heire, I don’t think you really know him. I, at any rate, owe Mr. Heire a great deal.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, he gave one to understand; but I didn’t think — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I owe him the best part of our domestic happiness, Mr. Stensgard! I owe him my daughter-in- law. Yes, that is really so. Daniel Heire was kind to her in her childhood. She was a youthful prodigy; she gave concerts when she was only ten years old. I daresay you have heard her spoken of — Selma Sjoblom.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Sjoblom? Yes, of course; her father was Swedish?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, a music-teacher. He came here many years ago. Musicians, you know, are seldom millionaires; and their habits are not always calculated to — ; in short, Mr. Heire has always had an eye for talent; he was struck with the child, and had her sent to Berlin; and then, when her father was dead and Heire’s fortunes were on the wane, she returned to Christiania, where she was, of course, taken up by the best people. That was how my son happened to fall in with her.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then in that way old Daniel Heire has indeed been an instrument for good — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 That is how one thing leads to another in this life, you see. We are all instruments, Mr. Stensgard; you, like the rest of us; an instrument of wrath, I suppose — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, don’t speak of it, Chamberlain. I am utterly ashamed — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ashamed?
 

STENSGARD. 
 It was most unbecoming — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The form was perhaps open to criticism, but the intention was excellent. And now I want to ask you, in future, when you are contemplating any move of the sort, just to come to me and tell me of it openly, and without reserve. You know we all want to act for the best; and it is my duty — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 You will permit me to speak frankly to you?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Of course I will. Do you think I haven’t long realised that matters here have in some ways taken a most undesirable turn? But what was I to do? In the late King’s time I lived for the most part in Stockholm. I am old now; and besides, it is not in my nature to take the lead in reforms, or to throw myself personally into the turmoil of public affairs. You, on the other hand, Mr. Stensgard, have every qualification for them; so let us hold together.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks, Chamberlain; many, many thanks! RINGDAL and DANIEL HEIRE enter from the garden.
 

RINGDAL 
 And I tell you it must be a misunderstanding.
 

HEIRE. 
 Indeed? I like that! How should I misunderstand my own ears?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Anything new, Heire?
 

HEIRE. 
 Only that Anders Lundestad is going over to the Stonelee party.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, you’re joking!
 

HEIRE. 
 I beg your pardon, my dear sir; I have it from his own lips. Mr. Lundestad intends, on account of failing health, to retire from political life; you can draw your own conclusions from that.
 

STENSGARD. 
 He told you so himself?
 

HEIRE. 
 Of course he did. He made the momentous announcement to an awe-struck circle down in the garden; hee-hee!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Why, my dear Ringdal, what can be the meaning of this?
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, it’s not difficult to guess.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Indeed it is, though. This is a most important affair for the district. Come along, Ringdal; we must find the man himself. 

[He and RINGDAL go down the garden.]
 

FIELDBO 

[entering by the furthest back garden-door.]

 Has the Chamberlain gone out?
 

HEIRE. 
 Sh! The sages are deliberating! Great news Doctor! Lundestad is going to resign.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, impossible!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Can you understand it?
 

HEIRE. 
 Ah, now we may look out for real sport. It’s the League of Youth that’s beginning to work, Mr. Stensgard. Do you know what you should call your League? I’ll tell you some other time.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Do you think it’s really our League — ?
 

HEIRE. 
 Not the least doubt about it. So we’re to have the pleasure of sending our respected friend Mr. Mons Monsen to Parliament! I wish he were off already; — I’d give him a lift with pleasure — I say no more; hee-hee! 

[Goes into the garden.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Tell me, Fieldbo — how do you explain all this?
 

FIELDBO. 
 There are other things still more difficult to explain. How come you to be here?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I? Like the rest, of course — by invitation.
 

FIELDBO. 
 I hear you were invited yesterday evening — after your speech — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 What then?
 

FIELDBO. 
 How could you accept the invitation?
 

STENSGARD. 
 What the deuce was I to do? I couldn’t insult these good people.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Indeed! You couldn’t? What about your speech then?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Nonsense! It was principles I attacked in my speech, not persons.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And how do you account for the Chamberlain’s invitation?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Why, my dear friend, there can only be one way of accounting for it.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Namely, that the Chamberlain is afraid of you?
 

STENSGARD. 
 By heaven, he shall have no reason to be! He is a gentleman.
 

FIELDBO. 
 That he is.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Isn’t it touching the way the old man has taken this affair? And how lovely Miss Bratsberg looked when she brought me the letter!
 

FIELDBO. 
 But look here — they haven’t mentioned the scene of yesterday, have they?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not a word; they have far too much tact for that. But I am filled with remorse; I must find an opportunity of apologising — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 I strongly advise you not to! You don’t know the Chamberlain — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Very well; then my acts shall speak for me.
 

FIELDBO. 
 You won’t break with the Stonelee party?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I shall bring about a reconciliation. I have my League; it’s a power already, you see.
 

FIELDBO. 
 By-the-bye, while I remember — we were speaking of Miss Monsen — I advised you to go in and win — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, there’s no hurry — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 But listen; I have been thinking it over: you had better put all that out of your head.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I believe you are right. If you marry into an underbred family, you marry the whole tribe of them.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, and there are other reasons — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Monsen is an underbred fellow; I see that now.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, polish is not his strong point.
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, indeed it’s not! He goes and speaks ill of his guests; that’s ungentlemanly. His rooms all reek of stale tobacco — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 My dear fellow, how is it you haven’t noticed the stale tobacco before?
 

STENSGARD. 
 It’s the contrast that does it. I made a false start when I settled here. I fell into the clutches of a clique, and they bewildered me with their clamour. But there shall be an end to that! I won’t go and wear my life out as a tool in the hands of self-interest or coarse stupidity.
 

FIELDBO. 
 But what will you do with your League?
 

STENSGARD. 
 The League shall remain as it is; it’s founded on a pretty broad basis. Its purpose is to counteract noxious influences; and I am just beginning to realise what side the noxious influences come from.
 

FIELDBO. 
 But do you think the “Youth” will see it in the same light?
 

STENSGARD. 
 They shall! I have surely a right to expect fellows like that to bow before my superior insight.
 

FIELDBO. 
 But if they won’t?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then they can go their own way. I have done with them. You don’t suppose I am going to let my life slip into a wrong groove, and never reach the goal, for the sake of mere blind, pig-headed consistency!
 

FIELDBO. 
 What do you call the goal?
 

STENSGARD. 
 A career that gives scope for my talents, and fulfills my aspirations.
 

FIELDBO. 
 No vague phrases! What do you mean by your goal?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, to you I can make a clean breast of it. My goal is this: in the course of time to get into Parliament, perhaps into the Ministry, and to marry happily into a family of means and position.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, indeed! And by help of the Chamberlain’s social connections you intend to — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I intend to reach the goal by my own exertions! I must and will reach it; and without help from any one. It will take time, I daresay; but never mind! Meanwhile I shall enjoy life here, drinking in beauty and sunshine — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Here?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, here! Here there are fine manners; life moves gracefully here; the very floors seem laid to be trodden only by lacquered shoes. Here the arm-chairs are deep and the ladies sink exquisitely into them. Here conversation moves lightly and elegantly, like a game at battledore; here no blunders come plumping in to make an awkward silence. Oh, Fieldbo — here I feel for the first time what distinction means! Yes, we have indeed an aristocracy of our own; a little circle; an aristocracy of culture; and to it I will belong. Don’t you yourself feel the refining influence of this place? Don’t you feel that wealth here loses its grossness? When I think of Monsen’s money, I seem to see piles of fetid bank-notes and greasy mortgages — but here! here it is shimmering silver! And the people are the same. Look at the Chamberlain — what a fine high-bred old fellow!
 

FIELDBO. 
 He is, indeed.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And the son — alert, straightforward, capable!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Certainly.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And then the daughter-in-law! Isn’t she a pearl? Good God, what a rich, what a fascinating nature!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Thora — Miss Bratsberg has that, too.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, yes; but she is less remarkable.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, you don’t know her. You don’t know how deep, and steadfast, and true her nature is.
 

STENSGARD. 
 But, oh, the daughter-in-law! So frank, almost reckless; and yet so appreciative, so irresistible
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, I really believe you’re in love with her.
 

STENSGARD. 
 With a married woman? Are you crazy? What good would that do me? No, but I am falling in love — I can feel that plainly. Yes, she is indeed deep, and steadfast, and true.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Who?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Miss Bratsberg, of course.
 

FIELDBO. 
 What? You’re never thinking of — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, by heaven I am!
 

FIELDBO. 
 I assure you it’s quite out of the question.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ho-ho! Will rules the world, my dear fellow! We shall see if it doesn’t.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, this is the merest extravagance! Yesterday it was Miss Monsen — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, I was too hasty about that; besides, you yourself advised me not to — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 I advise you most emphatically to dismiss all thought of either of them.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Indeed! Perhaps you yourself think of throwing the handkerchief to one of them?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I? No, I assure you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, it wouldn’t have mattered if you had. If people stand in my way and want to balk me of my future, why, I stick at nothing.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Take care I don’t say the same!
 

STENSGARD. 
 You! What right have you to pose as guardian and protector to Chamberlain Bratsberg’s family?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I have at least the right of a friend.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Pooh! that sort of talk won’t do with me. Your motive is mere self-interest! It gratifies your petty vanity to imagine yourself cock-of-the-walk in this house; and so I am to be kept outside the pale.
 

FIELDBO. 
 That is the best thing that could happen to you. Here you are standing on hollow ground.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Am I indeed? Many thanks. I shall manage to prop it up.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Try; but I warn you, it will fall through with you first.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ho-ho! So you are intriguing against me, are you? I’m glad I have found it out. I know you now; you are my enemy, the only one I have here.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Indeed I am not.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Indeed you are! You have always been so, ever since our school-days. Just look around here and see how every one appreciates me, stranger as I am. You, on the other hand, you who know me, have never appreciated me. That is the radical weakness of your character — you can never appreciate any one. What did you do in Christiania but go about from tea-party to tea-party, spreading yourself out in little witticisms? That sort of thing brings its own punishment! You dull your sense for all that makes life worth living, for all that is ennobling and inspiring; and presently you get left behind, fit for nothing.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Am I fit for nothing?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Have you ever been fit to appreciate me?
 

FIELDBO. 
 What was I to appreciate in you?
 

STENSGARD. 
 My will, if nothing else. Every one else appreciates it — the crowd at the fete yesterday — Chamberlain Bratsberg and his family — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Mr. Mons Monsen and his ditto — ! And by- the-bye, that reminds me — there’s some one out here waiting for you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Who?
 

FIELDBO 

[going towards the back.]

 One who appreciates you. [Opens the door and calls.] Aslaksen, come in!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Aslaksen?
 

ASLAKSEN 

[entering.]

 Ah, at last!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Good-bye for the present; I won’t intrude upon friends in council. 

[Goes into the garden.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 What in the devil’s name do you want here?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I must speak to you. You promised me yesterday an account of the founding of the League, and — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 I can’t give it you; it must wait till another time.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Impossible, Mr. Stensgard; the paper appears to-morrow morning.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Nonsense! It has all to be altered. The matter has entered on a new phase; new forces have come into play. What I said about Chamberlain Bratsberg must be entirely recast before it can appear.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, that about the Chamberlain, that’s in type already.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then it must come out of type again.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Not go in?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I won’t have it published in that form. Why do you stare at me? Do you think I don’t know how to manage the affairs of the League?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, certainly; but you must let me tell you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not arguing, Aslaksen; that I can’t stand and won’t stand!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Do you know, Mr. Stensgard, that you are doing your best to take the bread out of my mouth? Do you know that?
 

STENSGARD. 
 No; I know nothing of the sort.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 But you are. Last winter, before you came here, my paper was looking up. I edited it myself, I must tell you, and I edited it on a principle.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, I! — I said to myself: it’s the great public that supports a paper; now the great public is the bad public — that comes of the local situation; and the bad public will have a bad paper. So you see I edited it — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Badly! Yes, that’s undeniable.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Well, and I prospered by it. But then you came and brought ideas into the district. The paper took on a colour, and then Lundestad’s supporters all fell away. The subscribers that are left won’t pay their subscriptions — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ah, but the paper has become a good one.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I can’t live on a good paper. You were to make things lively; you were to grapple with abuses, as you promised yesterday. The bigwigs were to be pilloried; the paper was to be filled with things people were bound to read — and now, you leave me in the lurch — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ho-ho! You think I am going to keep you supplied with libels! No, thank you, my good sir!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Mr. Stensgard, you mustn’t drive me to desperation, or you’ll repent it.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What do you mean?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I mean that I must make the paper pay in another way. Heaven knows I should be sorry to do it. Before you came I made an honest living out of accidents and suicides and other harmless things, that often hadn’t even happened. But now you have turned everything topsy- turvy; people now want very different fare — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Just let me tell you this: if you break loose in any way, if you go a single step beyond my orders, and try to exploit the movement in your own dirty interests, I’ll go to the opposition printer and start a new paper. We have money, you must know! We can bring your rag to ruin in a fortnight.
 

ASLAKSEN 

[pale.]

 You wouldn’t do that!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I would; and you’ll see I can edit a paper so as to appeal to the great public.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Then I’ll go this instant to Chamberlain Bratsberg — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 You? What have you to do with him?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 What have you to do with him? Do you think I don’t know why you are invited here? It’s because he is afraid of you, and of what you may do; and you are making capital of that. But if he’s afraid of what you may do, he’ll be no less afraid of what I may print; and I will make capital of that!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Would you dare to? A wretched creature like you — !
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I’ll soon show you. If your speech is to be kept out of the paper, the Chamberlain shall pay me for keeping it out.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Try it; just try it! You’re drunk, fellow — !
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Only in moderation. But I’ll fight like a lion if you try to take my poor crust out of my mouth. Little you know what sort of a home mine is: a bedridden wife, a crippled child — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Off with you! Do you think I want to be soiled with your squalor? What are your bedridden wives and deformed brats to me? If you stand in my way, if you dare so much as to obstruct a single one of my prospects, you shall be on the parish before the year’s out!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I’ll wait one day — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ah, you’re coming to your senses.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I shall announce to the subscribers in a hand- bill that in consequence of an indisposition contracted at the fete, the editor — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, do so; I daresay, later on, we shall come to an understanding.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I trust we may. — Remember this, Mr. Stensgard: that paper is my one ewe lamb. 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[at the foremost garden door.]

 Ah, Mr. Stensgard!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ah, Mr. Lundestad!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 You here alone? If you have no objection, I should like to have a little talk with you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 With pleasure.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 In the first place, let me say that if any one has told you that I have said anything to your disadvantage, you mustn’t believe it.
 

STENSGARD. 
 To my disadvantage? What do you mean?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, nothing; nothing, I assure you. You see, there are so many busybodies here, that go about doing nothing but setting people by the ears.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, on the whole — I’m afraid our relations are a little strained.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 They are quite natural relations, Mr. Stensgard: the relation of the old to the new; it is always so.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, come, Mr. Lundestad, you are not so old as all that.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, indeed, I’m getting old. I have held my seat ever since 1839. It’s time I should be relieved.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Relieved?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Times change, you see. New problems arise, and for their solution we want new forces.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Now, frankly, Mr. Lundestad — are you really going to give up your seat to Monsen?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 To Monsen? No, certainly not to Monsen.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then I don’t understand — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Suppose, now, I did retire in Monsen’s favour: do you think he would be elected?
 

STENSGARD. 
 It’s hard to say. As the preliminary election comes on the day after to-morrow, there may scarcely be time to prepare the public mind; but — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I don’t believe he would manage it. The Chamberlain’s party, my party, would not vote for him. Of course “my party” is a figure of speech; I mean the men of property, the old families, who are settled on their own land and belong to it. They won’t have anything to do with Monsen. Monsen is a newcomer; no one really knows anything about Monsen and his affairs. And then he has had to cut down so much to clear a place for himself — to fell both trees and men, you may say.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, then, if you think he has no chance — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 H’m! You are a man of rare gifts, Mr. Stensgard. Providence has dealt lavishly with you. But it has made one little oversight: it ought to have given you one thing more.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And what might that be?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Tell me — why do you never think of yourself? Why have you no ambition?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ambition? I?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Why do you waste all your strength on other people? In one word — why not go into Parliament yourself?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I? You are not serious?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Why not? You have qualified, I hear. And if you don’t seize this opportunity, then some one else will come in; and when once he is firm in the saddle, it may not be so easy to unseat him.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Great heavens, Mr. Lundestad! do you really mean what you say?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, I don’t want to commit you; if you don’t care about it — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not care about it! Well, I must confess I’m not so utterly devoid of ambition as you suppose. But do you really think it possible?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, there’s nothing impossible about it. I should do my best, and so, no doubt, would the Chamberlain; he knows your oratorical gifts. You have the young men on your side — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Mr. Lundestad, by heaven, you are my true friend!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, you don’t mean much by that. If you really looked upon me as a friend, you would relieve me of this burden. You have young shoulders; you could bear it so easily.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I place myself entirely at your disposal; I will not fail you.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Then you are really not disinclined to — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Here’s my hand on it!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Thanks! Believe me, Mr. Stensgard, you will not regret it. But now we must go warily to work. We must both of us take care to be on the electoral college — I to propose you as my successor, and put you through your facings before the rest; and you to give an account of your views — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 If we once get so far, we are safe. In the electoral college you are omnipotent.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 There is a limit to omnipotence. You must of course bring your oratory into play; you must take care to explain away anything that might seem really awkward or objectionable — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 You don’t mean that I am to break with my party?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Now just look at the thing reasonably. What do we mean when we talk of two parties? We have, on the one hand, certain men or families who are in possession of the common civic advantages — I mean property, independence, and power. That is the party I belong to. On the other hand, we have the mass of our younger fellow citizens who want to share in these advantages. That is your party. But that party you will quite naturally and properly pass out of when you get into power — to say nothing of taking up a solid position as a man of property — for, of course, that is essential, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I believe it is. But the time is short; and such a position is not to be attained in a day.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 That’s true; but perhaps the prospect of such a position would be enough — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 The prospect — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Have you any rooted objection to a good marriage, Mr. Stensgard? There are heiresses in the country-side. A man like you, with a future before him — a man who can reckon on attaining the highest offices — believe me, you needn’t fear a repulse if you play your cards neatly.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then, for heaven’s sake, help me in the game! You open wide vistas to me — great visions! All that I have hoped and longed for, and that seemed so dreamlike and far away, stands suddenly before me in living reality — to lead the people forward towards emancipation, to — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, we must keep our eyes open, Mr. Stensgard. I see your ambition is already on the alert. That’s well. The rest will come of itself. — In the meantime, thanks! I shall never forget your readiness to take the burden of office from my shoulders. 

[The whole party gradually enters from the garden. Two maid-servants bring in candles and hand round refreshments during the following scene.]
 

SELMA 

[goes towards the piano at the back, left.]

 Mr. Stensgard, you must join us; we are going to have a game of forfeits.
 

STENSGARD. 
 With pleasure; I am just in the mood. 

[Follows her towards the back, makes arrangements with her, places chairs, etc., etc.]
 

ERIK 
 Bratsberg [in an undertone]. What the deuce is this my father is saying, Mr. Heire? What speech has Mr. Stensgard been making yesterday?
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! Don’t you know about it?
 

ERIK. 
 No; we townspeople had our dinner and ball at the Club. My father declares Mr. Stensgard has entirely broken with the Stonelee gang — that he was frightfully rude to Monsen — 
 

HEIRE. 
 To Monsen! No, you must have misunderstood him, my dear sir.
 

ERIK. 
 Well, there were a whole lot of people about, so that I couldn’t quite follow what he said; but I certainly heard — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Wait till to-morrow — I say no more. You’ll have the whole story with your coffee, in Aslaksen’s paper. 

[They separate.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well, my dear Lundestad, are you sticking to those crotchets of yours?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 They are no crotchets, Chamberlain; rather than be ousted, one should give way gracefully.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Nonsense; who is dreaming of ousting you?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 H’m; I’m an old weather-prophet. There has been a change in the wind. Besides, I have my successor ready. Mr. Stensgard is willing — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Mr. Stensgard?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Wasn’t that what you meant? I took it for a hint when you said he was a man we must make friends with and support.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I meant in his onslaught upon all the corruption and swindling that goes on at Stonelee.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 But how could you count so confidently upon his breaking with that crew?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He did it openly enough last evening, my dear fellow.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Last evening?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, when he spoke of Monsen’s deplorable influence in the district.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[open-mouthed.]

 Of Monsen’s — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Of course; that time on the table — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 On the table? Yes?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He was frightfully rude; called him a money-bag, and a griffin or a basilisk, or something, Ha-ha! — it was great sport to hear him.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Great sport, was it?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, I own I’m not sorry to see these people a little roughly handled. But now we must back him up; for after such a savage attack — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 As that of yesterday, you mean?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Of course.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Upon the table?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, upon the table.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Against Monsen?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, against Monsen and his set. Of course they’ll try to have their revenge; you can’t blame them — 
 

LUNDESTAD 

[decidedly.]

 Mr. Stensgard must be supported — that is clear.
 

THORA. 
 Father dear, you must join in the game.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, nonsense, child — 
 

THORA. 
 Yes, indeed you must; Selma insists upon it.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Very well, I suppose I must give in. [In an undertone as they go towards the back.] I’m quite distressed about Lundestad; he is really failing; fancy, he didn’t in the least understand what Stensgard — 
 

THORA. 
 Oh, come, come; they’ve begun the game. 

[She drags him into the circle of young people where the game is in full swing.]
 

ERIK 

[calls from his place.]

 Mr. Heire, you are appointed forfeit-judge.
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! It’s the first appointment I ever had.
 

STENSGARD 

[also in the circle.]

 On account of your legal experience, Mr. Heire.
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, my amiable young friends, I should be delighted to sentence you all — I say no more!
 

STENSGARD 

[slips up to LUNDESTAD, who stands in front on the left.]

 You were speaking to the Chamberlain. What about? Was it about me?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Unfortunately it was — about that affair of yesterday evening — 
 

STENSGARD 

[writhing.]

 Oh, confound it all!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He said you had been frightfully rude.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Do you think it isn’t a torture to me?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Now is your chance to atone for it.
 

ERIK 

[calls.]

 Mr. Stensgard, it’s your turn.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Coming. [Quickly to LUNDESTAD.] What do you mean?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Find an opportunity and apologise to the Chamberlain.
 

STENSGARD. 
 By heaven, I will!
 

SELMA. 
 Make haste, make haste!
 

STENSGARD. 
 I’m coming! Here I am! 

[The game goes on with noise and laughter. Some elderly gentlemen play cards on the right. LUNDESTAD takes a seat on the left; DANIEL HEIRE near him.]
 

HEIRE. 
 That whelp twits me with my legal experience, does he?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He’s rather free with his tongue, that’s certain.
 

HEIRE. 
 And so the whole family goes and fawns upon him. Hee-hee! They’re pitifully afraid of him.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No, there you are wrong, Mr. Heire; the Chamberlain is not afraid of him.
 

HEIRE. 
 Not afraid? Do you think I’m blind, my good sir?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No, but — I can trust you to keep the secret? Well, I’ll tell you all about it. The Chamberlain thinks it was Monsen he was attacking.
 

HEIRE. 
 Monsen? Oh, absurd!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Fact, Mr. Heire! Ringdal or Miss Thora must have got him persuaded that — 
 

HEIRE. 
 And so he goes and asks him to a state dinner- party! Deuce take me, if that isn’t the best thing I’ve heard for long! No, really now, I can’t keep that bottled up.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Sh, sh! Remember your promise. The Chamberlain’s your old school-fellow; and even if he has been a little hard upon you — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! I’ll pay him back with interest!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Take care! The Chamberlain is powerful. Don’t play tricks in the lion’s den!
 

HEIRE. 
 Bratsberg a lion? Pooh, he’s a blockhead, sir, and I am not. Oh, won’t I get a rare crop of taunts, and jibes, and innuendoes out of this, when once our great suit comes on!
 

SELMA 

[calls from the circle.]

 Learned judge, what shall the owner of this forfeit do?
 

ERIK 

[unnoticed, to HEIRE.]

 It’s Stensgard’s! Think of something amusing.
 

HEIRE. 
 That forfeit? Hee-hee, let me see; he might, for example — yes, — he shall make a speech!
 

SELMA. 
 It’s Mr. Stensgard’s forfeit.
 

ERIK. 
 Mr. Stensgard is to make a speech.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh no, spare me that; I came off badly enough last night.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Excellently, Mr. Stensgard; I know something of public speaking.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[to HEIRE.]

 If only he doesn’t put his foot in it now.
 

HEIRE. 
 Put his foot in it? Hee-hee! You’re a sharp one! That’s an inspiration! [In an undertone to STENSGARD.] If you came off badly last night, why not put yourself right again to-night?
 

STENSGARD 

[seized with a sudden idea.]

 Lundestad, here is the opportunity!
 

LUNDESTAD 

[evasively.]

 Play your cards neatly. 

[Looks for his hat and slips quietly towards the door.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I will make a speech!
 

THE YOUNG LADIES. 
 Bravo! Bravo!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Fill your glasses, ladies and gentlemen! I am going to make a speech which shall begin with a fable; for here I seem to breathe the finer air of fable-land.
 

ERIK 

[to the LADIES.]

 Hush! Listen! 

[The CHAMBERLAIN takes his glass from the cardtable on the right, beside which he remains standing. RINGDAL, FIELDBO, and one or two other gentlemen come in from the garden.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 It was in the spring time. There came a young cuckoo flying over the uplands. Now the cuckoo is an adventurer. There was a great Bird-Parliament on the meadow beneath him, and both wild and tame fowl flocked to it. They came tripping out of the hen-yards; they waddled up from the goose-ponds; down from Stonelee hulked a fat capercailzie, flying low and noisily; he settled down, and ruffled his feathers and flapped his wings, and made himself even broader than he was; and every now and then he crowed, “Krak, krak, krak!” as much as to say: I’m the game-cock from Stonelee, I am!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Capital! Hear, hear!
 

STENSGARD. 
 And then there was an old woodpecker. He bustled up and down the tree-trunks, pecking with his pointed beak, and gorging himself with grubs and everything that turns to gall. To right and left you heard him going: prik, prik, prik! And that was the woodpecker.
 

ERIK. 
 Excuse me, wasn’t it a stork, or a — ?
 

HEIRE. 
 Say no more!
 

STENSGARD. 
 That was the old woodpecker. But now there came life into the crew; for they found something to cackle evil about. And they flustered together, and cackled in chorus, until at last the young cuckoo began to join in the cackling — 
 

FIELDBO 

[unnoticed.]

 For God’s sake, man, be quiet!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Now it was an eagle they cackled about — an eagle who dwelt in lonely dignity upon a beetling cliff. They were all agreed about him. “He’s a bugbear to the neighbourhood,” croaked a hoarse raven. But the eagle swooped down into their midst, seized the cuckoo, and bore him aloft to his eyrie. — Heart conquered heart! From that clear summit the adventurer-cuckoo looked far and wide over the lowlands; there he found sunshine and peace; and there he learned to judge aright the swarm from the hen-yards and the clearings — 
 

FIELDBO 

[loudly.]

 Bravo, bravo! And now some music.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Hush! Don’t interrupt him.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Chamberlain Bratsberg — here my fable ends; and here I stand before you, in the presence of every one, to beg your forgiveness for last night.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[falls a step backwards.]

 Mine — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I thank you for the magnanimous vengeance you have taken for my senseless words. In me you have henceforth a faithful champion. And now, ladies and gentlemen, I drink the health of the eagle on the mountain-top — the health of Chamberlain Bratsberg.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[clutching at the table.]

 Thank you, Mr. — Mr. Stensgard.
 

THE GUESTS 

[for the most part in painful embarrassment.]

 The Chamberlain! Chamberlain Bratsberg!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ladies! Gentlemen! [Softly.] Thora!
 

THORA. 
 Father!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, Doctor, Doctor, what have you done — ?
 

STENSGARD 

[with his glass in his hand, radiant with self- satisfaction.]

 Now to our places again! Hullo, Fieldbo! Come, join in — join in the League of Youth! The game’s going merrily!
 

HEIRE 

[in front, on the left.]

 Yes, on my soul, the game’s going merrily! 

[LUNDESTAD slips out by the door in the back.]
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

[An elegant morning-room, with entrance-door in the back. On the left, the door of the CHAMBERLAIN’s Study; further back, a door leading to the drawing-room. On the right, a door leading to RINGDAL’S offices; further forward, a window.]

[THORA is seated on the sofa, left, weeping. The CHAMBERLAIN paces angrily up and down.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, now we have the epilogue — tears and lamentations — 
 

THORA. 
 Oh, that we had never seen that man!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What man?
 

THORA. 
 That wretched Mr. Stensgard, of course.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You should rather say: Oh, that we had never seen that wretched Doctor.
 

THORA. 
 Doctor Fieldbo?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, Fieldbo, Fieldbo! Wasn’t it he that palmed off a parcel of lies upon me — ?
 

THORA. 
 No, my dear father, it was I.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You? Well, then, both of you! You were his accomplice — behind my back. A nice state of affairs!
 

THORA. 
 Oh, father, if you only knew — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, I know enough; more than enough; much more! DR. FIELDBO enters from the back.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Good morning, Chamberlain! Good morning, Miss Bratsberg!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[still pacing the room.]

 So you are there, are you — bird of evil omen!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, it was a very unpleasant affair.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[looking out at the window.]

 Oh, you think so?
 

FIELDBO. 
 You must have noticed how I kept my eye upon Stensgard all the evening. Unfortunately, when I heard there was to be a game of forfeits, I thought there was no danger — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[stamping on the floor.]

 To be made a laughing-stock by such a windbag! What must my guests have thought of me? That I was mean enough to want to buy this creature, this — this — as Lundestad calls him!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, but — 
 

THORA 

[unnoticed by her father.]

 Don’t speak.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[after a short pause, turns to FIELDBO.]

 Tell me frankly, Doctor: — Am I really denser than the general run of people?
 

FIELDBO. 
 How can you ask such a question, Chamberlain?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Then how did it happen that I was probably the only person there who didn’t understand that that confounded speech was meant for me?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Shall I tell you why?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Certainly.
 

FIELDBO. 
 It is because you yourself regard your position in the district differently from other people.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I regard my position as my father before me regarded his. No one would ever have ventured to treat him so.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Your father died about the year 1830.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, yes; many a barrier has broken down since that time. But, after all, it’s my own fault. I have mixed myself up too much with these good people. So now I must be content to have my name coupled with Anders Lundestad’s!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, frankly, I see no disgrace in that.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, you know quite well what I mean. Of course I don’t plume myself on rank, or titles, or anything of that sort. But what I hold in honour, and expect others to hold in honour, is the integrity handed down in our family from generation to generation. What I mean is that when a man like Lundestad goes into public life, he cannot keep his character and his conduct entirely free from stain. In the general mud-throwing, he is sure to find himself bespattered. But they might leave me in peace; I stand outside their parties.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Not so entirely, Chamberlain; at least you were delighted so long as you thought it was Monsen that was attacked.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Don’t mention that fellow! — It is he that has relaxed the moral sense of the district. And now he has gone and turned my son’s head, confound him!
 

THORA. 
 Erik’s?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Your son’s?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes; what tempted him to go and set up in business? It leads to nothing.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, my dear Chamberlain, he must live and — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, with economy he could quite well live on the money that came to him from his mother.
 

FIELDBO. 
 He might perhaps live on it; but what could he live for?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 For? Well, if he absolutely must have something to live for, hasn’t he qualified as a lawyer? He might live for his profession.
 

FIELDBO. 
 No, that he couldn’t do; it is against his nature. Then there was no official appointment he could well hope for; you have kept the management of your property in your own hands; and your son has no children to educate. Under these circumstances, when he sees tempting examples around him — people who have started from nothing and are worth their half million — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Their half million! Oh, come now, let us keep to the hundred thousands. But neither the half million nor the hundred thousands can be scraped together with perfectly clean hands: — I don’t mean in the eyes of the world; Heaven knows it is easy enough to keep within the law; but in respect to one’s own conscience. Of course my son cannot descend to anything questionable; so you may be quite sure Mr. Erik Bratsberg’s financial operations won’t bring in any half millions. SELMA, in walking dress, enters from the back.
 

SELMA. 
 Good-morning! Is Erik not here?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Good-morning, child! Are you looking for your husband?
 

SELMA. 
 Yes, he said he was coming here. Mr. Monsen called upon him early this morning, and then — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Monsen? Does Monsen come to your house?
 

SELMA. 
 Now and then; generally on business. Why, my dear Thora, what’s the matter? Have you been crying?
 

THORA. 
 Oh, it’s nothing.
 

SELMA. 
 No, it’s not nothing! At home Erik was out of humour, and here — I can see it in your looks: there is something wrong. What is it?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Nothing you need trouble about, at any rate. You are too dainty to carry burdens, my little Selma. Go into the drawing-room for the present. If Erik said he was coming, he will be here soon, no doubt.
 

SELMA. 
 Come, Thora — and be sure you don’t let me sit in a draught! [Embracing her.] Oh, I could hug the life out of you, my sweet Thora! 

[The two ladies go off to the left.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 So they are hand in glove, are they, the two speculators! They should go into partnership. Monsen and Bratsberg — how nice it would sound! [A knock at the door in the back.] Come in! 

[STENSGARD enters.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[recoiling a step.]

 What is this?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, here I am again, Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 So I see.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Are you mad, Stensgard?
 

STENSGARD. 
 You retired early yesterday evening. When Fieldbo had explained to me how matters stood, you had already — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Excuse me — all explanations are superfluous — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 I understand that; therefore I have not come to make any.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, indeed?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I know I have insulted you.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I know that too; and before I have you turned out, perhaps you will be good enough to tell me why you are here.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Because I love your daughter, Chamberlain.
 

FIELDBO. 
 What — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What does he say, Doctor?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ah, you can’t grasp the idea, Chamberlain. You are an old man; you have nothing to fight for — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And you presume to — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I am here to ask for your daughter’s hand, Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You — you — ? Won’t you sit down?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks, I prefer to stand.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What do you say to this, Doctor?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, Fieldbo is on my side; he is my friend; the only true friend I have.
 

FIELDBO. 
 No, no, man! Never in this world, if you — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Perhaps it was with this view that Doctor Fieldbo secured his friend’s introduction into my house?
 

STENSGARD. 
 You know me only by my exploits of yesterday and the day before. That is not enough. Besides, I am not the same man to-day that I was then. My intercourse with you and yours has fallen like spring showers upon my spirit, making it put forth new blossoms in a single night! You must not hurl me back into my sordid past. Till now, I have never been at home with the beautiful in life; it has always been beyond my reach — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 But my daughter — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, I shall win her.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Indeed? H’m!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, for I have will on my side. Remember what you told me yesterday. You were opposed to your son’s marriage — and see how it has turned out! You must put on the glasses of experience, as Fieldbo said — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ah, that was what you meant?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Not in the least! My dear Chamberlain, let me speak to him alone
 

STENSGARD. 
 Nonsense; I have nothing to speak to you about. Now, pray be reasonable, Chamberlain! A family like yours needs new alliances, or its brains stagnate — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, this is too much!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Now, now, don’t be angry! These high-and- mighty airs are unworthy of you — of course you know they are all nonsense at bottom. You shall see how much you’ll value me when you come to know me. Yes, yes; you shall value me — both you and your daughter! I will make her — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What do you think of this, Doctor?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I think it’s madness.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, it would be in you; but I, you see — I have a mission to fulfil on God’s beautiful earth; — I am not to be deterred by nonsensical prejudices — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Mr. Stensgard, there is the door.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You show me — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The door!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Don’t do that!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Out with you! You are an adventurer, an a — a — confound my memory! You’re a — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 What am I?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You are — that other thing — it’s on the tip of my tongue — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Beware how you block my career!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Beware? Of what?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I will attack you in the papers, persecute you, libel you, do all I can to undermine your reputation. You shall shriek under the lash. You shall seem to see spirits in the air raining blows upon you. You shall huddle together in dread, and crouch with your arms bent over your head to ward off the strokes — you shall try to creep into shelter — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Creep into shelter yourself — in a mad-house; that is the proper place for you!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ha-ha; that is a cheap retort; but you know no better, Mr. Bratsberg! I tell you the wrath of the Lord is in me. It is His will you are opposing. He has destined me for the light — beware how you cast a shadow! — Well, I see I shall make no way with you to-day; but that matters nothing. I only ask you to speak to your daughter — to prepare her — to give her the opportunity of choosing! Reflect, and look around you. Where can you expect to find a son-in-law among these plodding dunces? Fieldbo says she is deep and steadfast and true. So now you know just how matters stand. Good-bye, Chamberlain — I leave you to choose between my friendship and my enmity. Good-bye! 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 So it has come to this! This is how they dare to treat me in my own house!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Stensgard dares; no one else would.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He to-day; others to-morrow.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Let them come; I shall keep them off; I would go through fire and water for you — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, you who have caused all the mischief! — H’m; that Stensgard is the most impudent scoundrel I have ever known! And yet, after all — deuce take me if there isn’t something I like about him.
 

FIELDBO. 
 He has possibilities
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He has openness, Dr. Fieldbo! He doesn’t go playing his own game behind one’s back, like so many other people; he — he — !
 

FIELDBO. 
 It’s not worth disputing about. Only be firm, Chamberlain; no, and no again, to Stensgard — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, keep your advice to yourself! You may rely upon it that neither he nor anyone else — 
 

RINGDAL 

[enters by the door on the right.]

 Excuse me, Chamberlain; one word — 

[Whispers.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What? In your room?
 

RINGDAL 
 He came in by the back way, and begs you to see him.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 H’m. — Oh, Doctor, just go into the drawing-room for a moment; there’s some one here who — But don’t say a word to Selma of Mr. Stensgard and his visit. She must be kept outside all this business. As for my daughter, I should prefer that you should say nothing to her either; but — Oh, what’s the use — ? Please go now. 

[FIELDBO goes into the drawing-room. RINGDAL has, in the meantime, gone back to his office, whence MONSEN presently enters.]
 

MONSEN 

[at the door.]

 I beg ten thousand pardons, sir — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, come in, come in!
 

MONSEN. 
 I trust your family is in good health?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Thank you. Is there anything you want?
 

MONSEN. 
 I can’t quite put it that way. Thank heaven, I’m one of those that have got pretty nearly all they can want.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, indeed? That is a good deal to say.
 

MONSEN. 
 But I’ve had to work for it, Chamberlain. Oh, I know you regard my work with no very friendly eye.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I cannot suppose that your work is in any way affected by my way of regarding it.
 

MONSEN. 
 Who knows? At any rate, I’m thinking of gradually withdrawing from business.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Really?
 

MONSEN. 
 The luck has been on my side, I may tell you. I’ve gone ahead as far as I care to; so now I think it’s about time to slack off a little — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well, I congratulate both you — and other people.
 

MONSEN. 
 And if I could at the same time do you a service, Chamberlain — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Me?
 

MONSEN. 
 When the Langerud woods were put up to auction five years ago, you made a bid for them — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, but you outbade me, and they were knocked down to you.
 

MONSEN. 
 You can have them now, with the saw-mills and all appurtenances — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 After all your sinful cutting and hacking — !
 

MONSEN. 
 Oh, they’re worth a good deal still; and with your method of working, in a few years — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Thank you; unfortunately I must decline the proposal.
 

MONSEN. 
 There’s a great deal of money in it, Chamberlain. As for me, — I may tell you I have a great speculation on hand; the stakes are large; I mean there’s a big haul to be made — a hundred thousand or so — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 A hundred thousand? That is certainly no trifle.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ha ha ha! A nice round sum to add to the pile. But when you’re going into a great battle you need reserve forces, as the saying goes. There’s not much ready money about; the names that are worth anything are rather used up — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, certain people have taken care of that.
 

MONSEN. 
 It’s a case of you scratch me, I scratch you. Well, Chamberlain, is it to be a bargain? You shall have the woods at your own figure — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I will not have them at any figure, Mr. Monsen.
 

MONSEN. 
 Well, one good offer deserves another. Will you help me, sir?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What do you mean?
 

MONSEN. 
 Of course I’ll give good security. I have plenty of property. Look here — these papers — just let me explain my position to you.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[waving the papers aside.]

 Is it pecuniary aid you want?
 

MONSEN. 
 Not ready money; oh, no! But your support, Chamberlain. Of course I’ll pay for it — and give security, and — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And you come to me with such a proposal as this?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, precisely to you. I know you’ve often let bygones be bygones when a man was in real straits.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well, in a way, I must thank you for your good opinion — especially at a time like this; but nevertheless — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Won’t you tell me, Chamberlain, what sets you against me?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, what would be the use?
 

MONSEN. 
 It might lead to a better understanding between us. I’ve never stood in your way that I know of.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You think not? Then let me tell you of one case in which you have stood in my way. I founded the Iron-works Savings Bank for the benefit of my employees and others. But then you must needs set up as a banker; people take their savings to you — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Naturally, sir, for I give higher interest.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, but you charge higher interest on loans.
 

MONSEN. 
 But I don’t make so many difficulties about security and so forth.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 That is just the mischief of it; for now we have people making bargains to the tune of ten or twenty thousand dollars, though neither of the parties has so much as a brass farthing. That is what sets me against you, Mr. Monsen. And there is another thing too that touches me still more nearly. Do you think it was with my good will that my son flung himself into all these wild speculations?
 

MONSEN. 
 But how can I help that?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 It was your example that infected him, as it did the others. Why could you not stick to your last?
 

MONSEN. 
 Remain a lumberman, like my father?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Was it a disgrace to be in my employment? Your father made his bread honourably, and was respected in his own class.
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, until he’d almost worked his life out, and at last went over the waterfall with his raft. Do you know anything of life in that class, Chamberlain? Have you ever realised what the men have to endure who toil for you deep in the forests, and along the river-reaches, while you sit comfortably at home and fatten on the profits? Can you blame such a man for struggling to rise in the world? I had had a little more schooling than my father; perhaps I had rather more brains too — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Very likely. But by what means have you risen in the world? You began by selling brandy. Then you bought up doubtful debts, and enforced them mercilessly; — and so you got on and on. How many people have you not ruined to push yourself forward!
 

MONSEN. 
 That’s the course of business; one up, another down.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 But there are different methods of business. I know of respectable families whom you have brought to the workhouse.
 

MONSEN. 
 Daniel Heire is not very far from the work-house.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I understand you; but I can justify my conduct before God and man! When the country was in distress, after the separation from Denmark, my father made sacrifices beyond his means. Thus part of our property came into the hands of the Heire family. What was the result? The people who lived upon the property suffered under Daniel Heire’s incompetent management. He cut down timber to the injury, I may even say to the ruin, of the district. Was it not my obvious duty to put a stop to it if I was able? And it happened that I was able; I had the law on my side; I was well within my rights when I re-entered upon my family property.
 

MONSEN. 
 I, too, have always had the law on my side.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 But what about your sense of right, your conscience, if you have such a thing? And how you have broken down all social order! How you have impaired the respect that should attach to wealth! People never think of asking nowadays how such and such a fortune was made, or how long it has been in such and such a family; they only ask: how much is so-and-so worth? — and they esteem him accordingly. Now I suffer by all this; I find myself regarded as a sort of associate of yours; people speak of us in one breath, because we are the two largest proprietors in the neighbourhood. This state of things I cannot endure! I tell you once for all: that is why I am set against you.
 

MONSEN. 
 This state of things shall come to an end, sir; I will give up business, and make way for you at every point; but I beg you, I implore you, to help me!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I will not.
 

MONSEN. 
 I’m willing to pay you what you like — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 To pay! And you dare to — !
 

MONSEN. 
 If not for my sake, then for your son’s!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 My son’s!
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, he’s in it. I reckon he stands to win some twenty thousand dollars.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Stands to win?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Then, good God, who stands to lose all this money?
 

MONSEN. 
 How do you mean?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 If my son wins, some one or other must lose!
 

MONSEN. 
 It’s a good stroke of business; I’m not in a position to say more. But I need a solid name; only just your endorsement — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Endorsement! On a bill — ?
 

MONSEN. 
 Only for ten or fifteen thousand dollars.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Do you suppose for a moment that — ? My name! In such an affair! My name? As surety, no doubt?
 

MONSEN. 
 A mere matter of form — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 A matter of swindling! My name! Not upon any consideration. I have never put my name on other men’s paper.
 

MONSEN. 
 Never? That’s an exaggeration, Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 It is the literal truth.
 

MONSEN. 
 No, not literal; I’ve seen it with my own eyes.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What have you seen?
 

MONSEN. 
 Your name — on one bill at least.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 It is false, I tell you! You have never seen it!
 

MONSEN. 
 I have! On a bill for two thousand dollars. Think again!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Neither for two thousand nor for ten thousand! On my sacred word of honour, never!
 

MONSEN. 
 Then it’s a forgery.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Forgery?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, a forgery — for I have seen it.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Forgery? Forgery! Where did you see it? In whose hands?
 

MONSEN. 
 That I won’t tell you.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ha-ha! We shall soon find that out — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Listen to me — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Silence! It has come to this then! Forgery. They must mix me up in their abominations! No wonder, then, that people bracket me with the rest of you. But it is my turn now!
 

MONSEN. 
 Chamberlain — for your own sake and for the sake of others — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Off with you! Out of my sight! It is you that are at the root of it all! — Yes you are! Woe unto him from whom offences come. Your home-life is scandalous. What sort of society do you get about you? Persons from Christiania and elsewhere, who think only of eating and drinking, and do not care in what company they gorge themselves. Silence! I have seen with my own eyes your distinguished guests tearing along the roads at Christmas-time like a pack of howling wolves. And there is worse behind. You have had scandals with your own maid- servants. You drove your wife out of her mind by your ill-treatment and debauchery.
 

MONSEN. 
 Come, this is going too far! You shall pay for these words!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, to the deuce with your threats! What harm can you do to me? Me? You asked what I had to say against you. Well, I have said it. Now you know why I have kept you out of decent society.
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, and now I’ll drag your decent society down — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 That way!
 

MONSEN. 
 I know my way, Chamberlain! 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[opens the door on the right and calls.]

 Ringdal, Ringdal — come here!
 

RINGDAL 
 What is it, sir?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[calls into the drawing-room.]

 Doctor, please come this way! — Now, Ringdal, now you shall see my prophecies fulfilled.
 

FIELDBO 

[entering.]

 What can I do for you, Chamberlain?
 

RINGDAL 
 What prophecies, sir?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What do you say to this, Doctor? You have always accused me of exaggerating when I said that Monsen was corrupting the neighbourhood.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, what then?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 We are getting on, I can tell you! What do you think? There are forgeries going about.
 

RINGDAL 
 Forgeries?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, forgeries! And whose name do you think they have forged? Why, mine!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Who in the world can have done it?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 How can I tell? I don’t know all the scoundrels in the district. But we shall soon find out. — Doctor, do me a service. The papers must have come into the hands either of the Savings Bank or the Iron-works Bank. Drive up to Lundestad; he is the director who knows most about things. Find out whether there is any such paper — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Certainly; at once.
 

RINGDAL 
 Lundestad is here at the works, to-day; there’s a meeting of the school committee.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 So much the better. Find him; bring him here.
 

FIELDBO. 
 I’ll go at once. 

[Goes out at the back.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And you, Ringdal, make inquiries at the Iron-works. As soon as we have got to the bottom of the matter, we’ll lay an information. No mercy to the scoundrels!
 

RINGDAL 
 Very good, sir. Bless me, who’d have thought of such a thing? 

[Goes out to the right. 
 [The CHAMBERLAIN paces the room once or twice, and is then about to go into his study. At that instant ERIK BRATSBERG enters from the back.]
 

ERIK. 
 My dear father — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, are you there?
 

ERIK. 
 I want so much to speak to you.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 H’m; I’m not much in the humour for speaking to any one. What do you want?
 

ERIK. 
 You know I have never mixed you up in my affairs, father.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No; that is an honour I should certainly have declined.
 

ERIK. 
 But now I am forced to — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What are you forced to do?
 

ERIK. 
 Father, you must help me!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 With money! You may be very sure that — 
 

ERIK. 
 Only this once! I swear I’ll never again — The fact is, I am under certain engagements to Monsen of Stonelee — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I know that. You have a brilliant speculation on hand.
 

ERIK. 
 A speculation? We? No! Who told you so?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Monsen himself.
 

ERIK. 
 Has Monsen been here?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He has just gone. I showed him the door.
 

ERIK. 
 If you don’t help me, father, I am ruined.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You?
 

ERIK. 
 Yes. Monsen has advanced me money. I had to pay terribly dear for it; and now the bills have fallen due — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 There we have it! What did I tell you — ?
 

ERIK. 
 Yes, yes; it’s too late now — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ruined! In two years! But how could you expect anything else? What had you to do among these charlatans that go about dazzling people’s eyes with wealth that never existed! They were no company for you. Among people of that sort you must meet cunning with cunning, or you’ll go to the wall; you have learnt that now.
 

ERIK. 
 Father, will you save me or will you not?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No; for the last time, no. I will not.
 

ERIK. 
 My honour is at stake — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, let us have no big phrases! There’s no honour involved in commercial success nowadays; quite the opposite, I had almost said. Go home and make up your accounts; pay every man his due, and have done with it, the sooner the better.
 

ERIK. 
 Oh, you don’t know — SELMA and THORA enter from the drawing-room.
 

SELMA. 
 Is that Erik’s voice? — Good heavens, what is the matter?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Nothing. Go into the drawing-room again.
 

SELMA. 
 No, I won’t go. I will know. Erik, what is it? Tell me!
 

ERIK. 
 It’s only that I am ruined!
 

THORA. 
 Ruined!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 There, you see!
 

SELMA. 
 What is ruined?
 

ERIK. 
 Everything.
 

SELMA. 
 Do you mean you have lost your money?
 

ERIK. 
 Money, house, inheritance — everything!
 

SELMA. 
 Is that what you call everything?
 

ERIK. 
 Come, let us go, Selma. You are all I have left me. We must bear the blow together.
 

SELMA. 
 The blow? Bear it together? [With a cry.] Do you think I am fit for that, now?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 For heaven’s sake — !
 

ERIK. 
 What do you mean?
 

THORA. 
 Oh, Selma, take care!
 

SELMA. 
 No, I won’t take care! I cannot go on lying and shamming any longer! I must speak the truth. I will not “bear” anything!
 

ERIK. 
 Selma!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Child, what are you saying?
 

SELMA. 
 Oh, how cruel you have been to me! Shamefully — all of you! It was my part always to accept — never to give. I have been like a pauper among you. You never came and demanded a sacrifice of me; I was not fit to bear anything. I hate you! I loathe you!
 

ERIK. 
 What can this mean?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 She is ill; she is out of her mind!
 

SELMA. 
 How I have thirsted for a single drop of your troubles, your anxieties! But when I begged for it you only laughed me off. You have dressed me up like a doll; you have played with me as you would play with a child. Oh, what a joy it would have been to me to take my share in your burdens! How I longed, how I yearned, for a large, and high, and strenuous part in life! Now you come to me, Erik, now that you have nothing else left. But I will not be treated simply as a last resource. I will have nothing to do with your troubles now. I won’t stay with you! I will rather play and sing in the streets — ! Let me be! Let me be! 

[She rushes out by the back.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Thora, was there any meaning in all that, or — 
 

THORA. 
 Oh, yes, there was meaning in it; if only I had seen it sooner. 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

ERIK. 
 No! All else I can lose, but not her! Selma, Selma! 

[Follows THORA and SELMA.]
 

RINGDAL 

[enters from the right.]

 Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well, what is it?
 

RINGDAL 
 I have been to the Bank — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The Bank? Oh, yes, about the bill — 
 

RINGDAL 
 It’s all right; they have never had any bill endorsed by you — 

[FIELDBO and LUNDESTAD enter by the back.]
 

FIELDBO. 
 False alarm, Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Indeed? Not at the Savings Bank either?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Certainly not. During all the years I’ve been a director I have never once seen your name; except, of course, on your son’s bill.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 My son’s bill?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, the bill you accepted for him early this spring.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 My son? My son? Do you dare to tell me — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Why, bless me, just think a moment; the bill for two thousand dollars drawn by your son — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[groping for a chair.]

 Oh, my God — !
 

FIELDBO. 
 For heaven’s sake — !
 

RINGDAL 
 It’s not possible that — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[who has sunk down on a chair.]

 Quietly, quietly! Drawn by my son, you say? Accepted by me? For two thousand dollars?
 

FIELDBO 

[to LUNDESTAD.]

 And this bill is in the Savings Bank?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Not now; it was redeemed last week by Monsen — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 By Monsen — ?
 

RINGDAL 
 Monsen may still be at the works; I’ll go — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Stop here! 

[DANIEL HEIRE enters by the back.]
 

HEIRE. 
 Good-morning, gentlemen! Good-morning, Chamberlain! Thank you so much for the delightful evening we spent yesterday. What do you think I’ve just heard — ?
 

RINGDAL 
 Excuse me; we are busy — 
 

HEIRE. 
 So are other people, I can tell you; our friend from Stonelee, for example
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Monsen?
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee; it’s a pretty story! The electioneering intrigues are in full swing. And what do you think is the last idea? They are going to bribe you, Chamberlain!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 To bribe — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 They judge the tree by its fruit.
 

HEIRE. 
 Deuce take me if it isn’t the most impudent thing I ever heard of! I just looked in at Madam Rundholmen’s to have a glass of bitters. There sat Messrs. Monsen and Stensgard drinking port — filthy stuff! wouldn’t touch it; but they might have had the decency to offer me a glass, all the same. However, Monsen turned to me and said, “What do you bet that Chamberlain Bratsberg won’t go with our party at the preliminary election tomorrow?” “Indeed,” said I, “how’s that to be managed?” “Oh,” he said, “this bill will persuade him—”
 

FIELDBO. 
 Bill — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 At the election — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well? What then?
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, I know no more. They said something about two thousand dollars. That’s the figure they rate a gentleman’s conscience at! Oh, it’s abominable, I say!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 A bill for two thousand dollars?
 

RINGDAL 
 And Monsen has it?
 

HEIRE. 
 No, he handed it over to Stensgard.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Indeed!
 

FIELDBO. 
 To Stensgard?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Are you sure of that?
 

HEIRE. 
 Quite certain. “You can make what use you please of it,” he said. But I don’t understand — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I want to speak to you, Mr. Heire — and you too, Ringdal. 

[The three converse in a whisper at the back.]
 

FIELDBO. 
 Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Your son’s bill is genuine, of course — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 One would suppose so.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Of course. But now if the forged bill were to turn up — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I will lay no information.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Naturally not; — but you must do more.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[rising.]

 I can do no more.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, for heaven’s sake, you can and must. You must save the poor fellow — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 In what way?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Quite simply: by acknowledging the signature.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Then you think, Doctor, that we stick at nothing in our family?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I am trying to think for the best, Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And do you believe for a moment that I can tell a lie? — that I can play into the hands of forgers?
 

FIELDBO. 
 And do you realise what will be the consequences if you do not?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The offender must settle that with the law. 

[He goes out to the left.]
 






  








ACT FOURTH.
 

[A public room in MADAM RUNDHOLMEN’S hotel. Entrance door in the back; a smaller door on either side. A window on the right; before it, a table with writing materials; further back, in the middle of the room, another table.]
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[within, on the left, heard talking loudly.]

 Oh, let them go about their business! Tell them they’ve come here to vote and not to drink. If they won’t wait, they can do the other thing.
 

STENSGARD 

[enters by the back.]

 Good-morning! H’m, h’m, Madam Rundholmen! [Goes to the door on the left and knocks.] Good-morning, Madam Rundholmen!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[within.]

 Oh! Who’s there?
 

STENSGARD. 
 It is I — Stensgard. May I come in?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 No, indeed, you mustn’t! No! I’m not dress’d.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What? Are you so late to-day?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, I can tell you I’ve been up since all hours; but one must look a little decent, you know. [Peeps out, with a kerchief over her head.] Well, what is it? No, you really mustn’t look at me, Mr. Stensgard. — Oh, there’s some one else! 

[Disappears, slamming the door to.]
 

ASLAKSEN 

[enters from the back with a bundle of papers.]

 Good-morning, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, is it in?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, here it is. Look—”The Independence Day Celebrations — From our Special Correspondent.” Here’s the founding of the League on the other side, and your speech up here. I’ve leaded all the abuse.
 

STENSGARD. 
 It seems to me it’s all leaded.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Pretty nearly.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And the extra number was of course distributed yesterday?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Of course; all over the district, both to subscribers and others. Would you like to see it? 

[Hands him a copy.]
 

STENSGARD 

[running his eye over the paper.]

 “Our respected member, Mr. Lundestad, proposes to resign . . . long and faithful service . . . in the words of the poet: ‘Rest, patriot, it is thy due!’” H’m! “The association founded on Independence Day!: the League of Youth...... Mr. Stensgard, the guiding intelligence of the League..... timely reforms, credit on easier terms.” Ah, that’s very good. Has the polling begun?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 It’s in full swing. The whole League is on the spot — both voters and others.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, deuce take the others — between ourselves, of course. Well, you go down and talk to the waverers.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 All right.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You can tell them that I am pretty much at one with Lundestad — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Trust to me; I know the local situation.
 

STENSGARD. 
 One thing more; just to oblige me, Aslaksen, don’t drink to-day.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, what do you mean — !
 

STENSGARD. 
 We’ll have a jolly evening when it’s all over; but remember what you, as well as I, have at stake; your paper — Come, now, my good fellow, let me see that you can — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 There, that’s enough now; I’m old enough to look after myself. 

[Goes out to the right.]
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[enters from the left, elaborately dressed.]

 Now, Mr. Stensgard, I’m at your service. Is it anything of importance — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, only that I want you to be good enough to let me know when Mr. Monsen comes.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 He won’t be here to-day.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not to-day?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 No; he drove past here at four this morning; he’s always driving about nowadays. What’s more, he came in and roused me out of bed — he wanted to borrow money, you must know.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Monsen did?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Yes. He’s a tremendous man to get through money is Monsen. I hope things may turn out all right for him. And I say the same to you; for I hear you’re going into Parliament.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I? Nonsense. Who told you so?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, some of Mr. Lundestad’s people.
 

DANIEL HEIRE 

[enters from the back.]

 Hee-hee! Good-morning! I’m not in the way, am I?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Gracious, no!
 

HEIRE. 
 Good God, how resplendent! Can it be for me that you’ve got yourself up like this?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Of course. It’s for you bachelors we get ourselves up, isn’t it?
 

HEIRE. 
 For marrying men, Madam Rundholmen; for marrying men! Unfortunately, my law-suits take up all my time — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, nonsense; you’ve always plenty of time to get married.
 

HEIRE. 
 No; deuce take me if I have! Marriage is a thing you’ve got to give your whole mind to. Well, well — if you can’t have me, you must put up with somebody else. For you ought to marry again.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Now, do you know, I’m sometimes of the same opinion.
 

HEIRE. 
 Naturally; when once one has tasted the joys of matrimony — Of course, poor Rundholmen was one in a thousand — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Well, I won’t go so far as that; he was a bit rough, and rather too fond of his glass; but a husband’s always a husband.
 

HEIRE. 
 Very true, Madam Rundholmen; a husband’s a husband, and a widow’s a widow — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 And business is business. Oh, when I think of all I’ve got to attend to, I don’t know whether I’m on my heels or my head. Every one wants to buy; but when it comes to paying, I’ve got to go in for summonses and executions, and Lord knows what. Upon my word, I’ll soon have to engage a lawyer all to myself.
 

HEIRE. 
 I’ll tell you what, Madam Rundholmen, you should retain Mr. Stensgard; he’s a bachelor.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, how you do talk! I won’t listen to a word more. 

[Goes out to the right.]
 

HEIRE. 
 A substantial woman, sir! Comfortable and well-preserved; no children up to date; money well invested. Education too; she’s widely read, sir.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Widely read, eh?
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee; she ought to be; she had charge of Alm’s circulating library for a couple of years. But your head’s full of other things to-day, I daresay.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not at all; I don’t even know that I shall vote. Who are you going to vote for, Mr. Heire?
 

HEIRE. 
 Haven’t got a vote, sir. There was only one kennel that would qualify in the market, and that you bought.
 

STENSGARD. 
 If you’re at a loss for a lodging, I’ll give it up to you.
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee, you’re joking. Ah, youth, youth! What a pleasant humour it has! But now I must be off and have a look at the menagerie. I’m told your whole League is afoot. [Sees FIELDBO, who enters from the back.] Here’s the Doctor, too! I suppose you have come on a scientific mission?
 

FIELDBO. 
 A scientific mission?
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes, to study the epidemic; you’ve heard of the virulent rabies agitatoria that has broken out? God be with you, my dear young friends? 

[Goes out to the right.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Tel me quickly — have you seen the Chamberlain to-day?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And what did he say?
 

FIELDBO. 
 What did he say?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes; you know I have written to him.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Have you? What did you write?
 

STENSGARD. 
 That I am still of the same mind about his daughter; that I want to talk the matter over with him; and that I propose to call on him to-morrow.
 

FIELDBO. 
 If I were you, I should at least defer my visit. It is the Chamberlain’s birthday to-morrow; a crowd of people will be there — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 That’s all right; the more the better. I hold big cards in my hand, let me tell you.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And perhaps you have bluffed a little with your big cards?
 

STENSGARD. 
 How do you mean?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I mean you have perhaps embellished your declaration of love with a few little threats or so?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Fieldbo, you have seen the letter!
 

FIELDBO. 
 No, I assure you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, then, frankly — I have threatened him.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Ah! Then I have, in a way, an answer to your letter.
 

STENSGARD. 
 An answer? Out with it, man!
 

FIELDBO 

[shows him a sealed paper.]

 Look here — the Chamberlain’s proxy.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And who does he vote for?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Not for you, at any rate.
 

STENSGARD. 
 For whom then? For whom?
 

FIELDBO. 
 For the Sheriff and the Provost.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What! Not even for Lundestad?
 

FIELDBO. 
 No. And do you know why? Because Lundestad is going to propose you as his successor.
 

STENSGARD. 
 He dares to do this!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, he does. And he added: “If you see Stensgard, you can tell him how I am voting; it will show him on what footing we stand.”
 

STENSGARD. 
 Good; since he will have it so!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Take care; it’s dangerous to tug at an old tower — it may come down on your head.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, I have learnt wisdom in these two days.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Indeed? You’re not so wise but that you let old Lundestad lead you by the nose.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Do you think I haven’t seen through Lundestad? Do you think I don’t understand that he took me up because he thought I had won over the Chamberlain, and because he wanted to break up our League and keep Monsen out?
 

FIELDBO. 
 But now that he knows you haven’t won over the Chamberlain — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 He has gone too far to draw back; and I’ve made good use of the time, and scattered announcements broadcast. Most of his supporters will abstain from voting; mine are all here — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 It’s a big stride from the preliminary election to the final election.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Lundestad knows very well that if he fails me in the College of Electors, I’ll soon agitate him out of the town Council.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Not a bad calculation. And, to succeed in all this, you feel that you must strike root here more firmly than you have as yet done?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, these people always demand material guarantees, community of interests — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Just so; and therefore Miss Bratsberg is to be sacrificed?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Sacrificed? If that were so, I should be no better than a scoundrel. But it will be for her happiness, that I’m convinced. What now? Fieldbo, why do you look like that? You have some underhand scheme of your own — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 I?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, you have! You are intriguing against me, behind my back. Why do you do that? Be open with me — will you?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Frankly, I won’t. You are so dangerous, so unscrupulous — well, so reckless at any rate, that one dare not be open with you. Whatever you know, you make use of without hesitation. But this I say to you as a friend: put Miss Bratsberg out of your head.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I cannot. I must extricate myself from these sordid surroundings. I can’t go on living in this hugger- mugger way. Here have I got to be hail-fellow-well-met with Dick, Tom, and Harry; to whisper in corners with them, to hobnob with them, to laugh at their beery witticisms; to be hand in glove with hobbledehoys and unlicked cubs. How can I keep my love of the People untarnished in the midst of all this? I feel as if all the electricity went out of my words. I have no elbow-room, no fresh air to breathe. Oh, a longing comes over me at times for exquisite women! I want something that brings beauty with it! I lie here in a sort of turbid eddy, while out there the clear blue current sweeps past me — But what can you understand of all this!
 

LUNDESTAD 

[[enters from the back]] 
 Ah, here we are. Good-morning, gentlemen.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I have news for you, Mr. Lundestad! Do you know who the Chamberlain is voting for?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Silence! It’s dishonourable of you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What do I care? He is voting for the Sheriff and the Provost.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, that was to be expected. You went and ruined your chances with him — though I implored you to play your cards neatly.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I shall play them neatly enough — in future.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Take care — two can play at that game. 

[Goes out to the right.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 That fellow has something up his sleeve. Have you any idea what it can be?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No, I haven’t. But, by-the-bye, I see you are flourishing in the paper to-day.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, with a nice little epitaph on me.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, that’s that beast Aslaksen, of course — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Your attack on the Chamberlain is in too.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I don’t know anything about that. If it’s to be war between the Chamberlain and me, I have sharper weapons.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Indeed!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Have you ever seen this bill? Look at it. Is it good?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Good, you say? This bill here?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes; look closely at it.
 

HEIRE 

[enters from the right.]

 Why, what the deuce can be the meaning of — Ah, how interesting! Do remain as you are, gentlemen, I beg! Do you know what you irresistibly remind me of? Of a summer night in the Far North.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 That’s a curious simile.
 

HEIRE. 
 A very obvious one — the setting and the rising sun together. Delightful, delightful! But, talking of that, what the deuce is the matter outside there? Your fellow citizens are scuttling about like frightened fowls, cackling and crowing and not knowing what perch to settle on.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, it’s an occasion of great importance.
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, you and your importance! No, it’s something quite different, my dear friends. There are whispers of a great failure; a bankruptcy — oh, not political, Mr. Lundestad; I don’t mean that!
 

STENSGARD. 
 A bankruptcy?
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! That puts life into our legal friend. Yes, a bankruptcy; some one is on his last legs; the axe is laid to the root of the tree — I say no more! Two strange gentlemen have been seen driving past; but where to? To whose address? Do you know anything, Mr. Lundestad?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I know how to hold my tongue, Mr. Heire.
 

HEIRE. 
 Of course; you are a statesman, a diplomatist. But I must be off and find out all I can about it. It’s such sport with these heroes of finance: they are like beads on a string — when one slips off, all the rest follow. 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Is there any truth in all this gossip?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 You showed me a bill; I thought I saw young Mr. Bratsberg’s name upon it?
 

STENSGARD. 
 The Chamberlain’s too.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 And you asked me if it was good?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes; just look at it.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 It’s perhaps not so good as it might be.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You see it then?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 What?
 

STENSGARD. 
 That it is a forgery.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 A forgery? Forged bills are often the safest; people redeem them first.
 

STENSGARD. 
 But what do you think? Isn’t it a forgery?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I don’t much like the look of it.
 

STENSGARD. 
 How so?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I’m afraid there are too many of these about, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What! It’s not possible that — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 If young Mr. Bratsberg slips off the string, those nearest him are only too likely to follow.
 

STENSGARD 

[seizes his arm.]

 What do you mean by those nearest him?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Who can be nearer than father and son?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Why, good God — !
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Remember, I say nothing! It was Daniel Heire that was talking of failure and bankruptcy and — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 This is a thunderbolt to me.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, many a man that seemed solid enough has gone to the wall before now. Perhaps he’s too good- natured; goes and backs bills; ready money isn’t always to be had; property has to be sold for an old song — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 And of course this falls on — falls on the children as well.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, I’m heartily grieved for Miss Bratsberg. She didn’t get much from her mother; and heaven knows if even the little she has is secured.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, now I understand Fieldbo’s advice! He’s a true friend, after all.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 What did Doctor Fieldbo say?
 

STENSGARD. 
 He was too loyal to say anything, but I understand him all the same. And now I understand you too, Mr. Lundestad.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Have you not understood me before?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not thoroughly. I forget the proverb about the rats and the sinking ship.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 That’s not a very nice way to put it. But what’s the matter with you? You look quite ill. Good God, I haven’t gone and blasted your hopes, have I?
 

STENSGARD. 

 — How do you mean?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, yes — I see it all. Old fool that I am! My dear Mr. Stensgard, if you really love the girl, what does it matter whether she is rich or poor?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Matter? No, of course — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Good Lord, we all know happiness isn’t a matter of money.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Of course not.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 And with industry and determination you’ll soon be on your feet again. Don’t let poverty frighten you. I know what love is; I went into all that in my young days, A happy home; a faithful woman — ! My dear young friend, beware how you take any step that may involve you in life-long self-reproach.
 

STENSGARD. 
 But what will become of your plans?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, they must go as best they can. I couldn’t think of demanding the sacrifice of your heart!
 

STENSGARD. 
 But I will make the sacrifice. Yes, I will show you that I have the strength for it. Think of the longing multitude out there: they claim me with a sort of voiceless pathos. I cannot, I dare not, fail them!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, but the stake in the district — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I shall take measures to fulfil the demands of my fellow citizens in that respect, Mr. Lundestad. I see a way, a new way; and I will follow it up. I renounce the happiness of toiling in obscurity for the woman I love. I say to my fellow countrymen: “Here I am — take me!”
 

LUNDESTAD 

[looks at him in quiet admiration and presses his hand.]

 You are indeed a man of rare gifts, Mr. Stensgard. 

[Goes out to the right.]


[STENSGARD paces the room several times, now stopping for a moment at the window, now running his fingers through his hair. Presently BASTIAN MONSEN enters from the back.]
 

BASTIAN. 
 Here I am, my dear friend.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Where have you come from?
 

BASTIAN. 
 From the Nation.
 

STENSGARD. 
 The Nation? What does that mean?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Don’t you know what the Nation means? It means the People; the common people; those who have nothing, and are nothing; those who lie chained — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 What monkey-tricks are these, I should like to know?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Monkey-tricks?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I have noticed lately that you go about mimicking me; you imitate even my clothes and my hand- writing. Be kind enough to stop that.
 

BASTIAN. 
 What do you mean? Don’t we belong to the same party?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, but I won’t put up with this — you make yourself ridiculous — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 By being like you?
 

STENSGARD. 
 By aping me. Be sensible now, Monsen, and give it up. It’s quite disgusting. But look here — can you tell me when your father is coming back?
 

BASTIAN. 
 I have no idea. I believe he’s gone to Christiania; he may not be back for a week or so.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Indeed? I’m sorry for that. He has a big stroke of business on hand, I hear.
 

BASTIAN. 
 I have a big stroke of business on hand too. Look here, Stensgard, you must do me a service.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Willingly. What is it?
 

BASTIAN. 
 I feel so full of energy. I have to thank you for that; you have stimulated me. I feel I must do something, Stensgard: — I want to get married.
 

STENSGARD. 
 To get married? To whom?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Sh! Some one in this house.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Madam Rundholmen?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Sh! Yes, it’s her. Put in a good word for me, do! This sort of thing is just the thing for me. She’s in the swim, you know; she’s on the best of terms with the Chamberlain’s people, ever since her sister was housekeeper there. If I get her, perhaps I shall get the town-contracts too. So that on the whole — damn it, I love her!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, love, love! Have done with that sickening hypocrisy.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hypocrisy!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes; you are lying to yourself, at any rate. You talk in one breath of town-contracts and of love. Why not call a spade a spade? There’s something sordid about all this; I will have nothing to do with it.
 

BASTIAN. 
 But listen — !
 

STENSGARD. 
 Do your dirty work yourself, I say! [To FIELDBO, who enters from the right.] Well, how goes the election?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Excellently for you, it appears. I saw Lundestad just now; he said you were getting all the votes.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Am I indeed?
 

FIELDBO. 
 But what good will they do you? Since you’re not a man of property — 
 

STENSGARD 

[between his teeth.]

 Isn’t it confounded!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, you can’t do two things at once. If you win on the one side, you must be content to lose on the other. Good-bye! 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

BASTIAN. 
 What did he mean by winning and losing?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I’ll tell you afterwards. But now, my dear Monsen — to return to what we were talking about — I promised to put in a good word for you — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 You promised? On the contrary, I thought you said — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, nonsense; you didn’t let me explain myself fully. What I meant was that there is something sordid in mixing up your love with town-contracts and so forth; it is an offence against all that is noblest in your nature. So, my dear friend, if you really love the girl — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 The widow — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, yes; it’s all the same. I mean when one really loves a woman, that in itself should be a conclusive reason — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Yes, that’s just what I think. So you’ll speak for me, will you?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, with great pleasure — but on one condition.
 

BASTIAN. 
 What’s that?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Tit for tat, my dear Bastian — you must put in a word for me too.
 

BASTIAN. 
 I? With whom?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Have you really not noticed anything? Yet it’s before your very nose.
 

BASTIAN. 
 You surely don’t mean — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Your sister Ragna? Yes, it is she. Oh, you don’t know how I have been moved by the sight of her quiet, self-sacrificing devotion to her home — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Do you really mean to say so?
 

STENSGARD. 
 And you, with your penetrating eye, have suspected nothing?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Yes, at one time I did think — ; but now people are talking of your hanging about the Chamberlain’s — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, the Chamberlain’s! Well, Monsen, I’ll tell you frankly that for a moment I did hesitate; but, thank goodness, that is over; now I see my way quite clear before me.
 

BASTIAN. 
 There’s my hand. I’ll back you up, you may be sure. And as for Ragna — why, she daren’t do anything but what I and father wish.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, but your father — that’s just what I wanted to say — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Sh! There — I hear Madam Rundholmen. Now’s your chance to speak for me, if she’s not too busy; for then she’s apt to be snappish. You do your best, my dear fellow, and leave the rest to me. Do you happen to have seen Aslaksen?
 

STENSGARD. 
 He’s probably at the polling-booth. 

[BASTIAN goes out by the back, as MADAM RUNDHOLMEN enters from the right.]
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Things are going as smooth as possible, Mr. Stensgard; every one is voting for you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 That’s very odd.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Goodness knows what Monsen of Stonelee will say.
 

STENSGARD. 
 I want a word with you, Madam Rundholmen.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Well, what is it?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Will you listen to me?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Lord yes, that I will.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well then: you were talking just now about being alone in the world — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, it was that horrid old Heire — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 You were saying how hard it is for an unprotected widow — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Yes, indeed; you should just try it, Mr. Stensgard!
 

STENSGARD. 
 But now if there came a fine young man — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 A fine young man?
 

STENSGARD. 
 One who had long loved you in secret — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, come now, Mr. Stensgard, I won’t hear any more of your nonsense.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You must! A young man who, like yourself, finds it hard to be alone in the world — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Well, what then? I don’t understand you at all.
 

STENSGARD. 
 If you could make two people happy, Madam Rundholmen — yourself and — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 And a fine young man?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Just so; now, answer me — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Mr. Stensgard, you can’t be in earnest?
 

STENSGARD. 
 You don’t suppose I would jest on such a subject? Should you be disposed — ?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Yes, that I am, the Lord knows! Oh, you dear, sweet — 
 

STENSGARD 

[recoiling a step.]

 What is this?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Bother, here comes some one! RAGNA MONSEN enters hastily, and in evident disquietude, from the back.
 

RAGNA. 
 I beg your pardon — isn’t my father here?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Your father? Yes; no; — I — I don’t know — excuse me — 
 

RAGNA. 
 Where is he?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Your father? Oh, he drove past here — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Towards Christiania.
 

RAGNA. 
 No; it’s impossible
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Yes, I know for certain he drove down the road. Oh, my dear Miss Monsen, you can’t think how happy I am! Wait a moment — I’ll just run to the cellar, and fetch up a bottle of the real thing. 

[Goes out to the left.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Tell me, Miss Monsen — is it really your father you are looking for?
 

RAGNA. 
 Yes, of course it is.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And you didn’t know that he had gone away?
 

RAGNA. 
 Oh, how should I know? They tell me nothing. But to Christiania — ? That’s impossible; they would have met him. Good-bye!
 

STENSGARD 

[intercepts her.]

 Ragna! Tell me! Why are you so changed towards me?
 

RAGNA. 
 I? Let me pass! Let me go!
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, you shall not go! I believe Providence guided you here at this moment. Oh, why do you shrink from me? You used not to.
 

RAGNA. 
 Ah, that is all over, thank God!
 

STENSGARD. 
 But why?
 

RAGNA. 
 I have learnt to know you better; it is well that I learned in time.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, that is it? People have been lying about me? Perhaps I am to blame too; I have been lost in a maze of perplexities. But that is past now. Oh, the very sight of you makes a better man of me. It is you I care for, deeply and truly; it is you I love, Ragna — you and no other!
 

RAGNA. 
 Let me pass! I am afraid of you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, but to-morrow, Ragna — may I come and speak to you to-morrow?
 

RAGNA. 
 Yes, yes, if you must; only for heaven’s sake not to-day.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Only not to-day! Hurrah! I have won; now I am happy!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[enters from the left with cake and wine.]

 Come now, we must drink a glass for luck.
 

STENSGARD. 
 For luck in love! Here’s to love and happiness! Hurrah for to-morrow! 

[He drinks.]
 

HELLE 

[entering, from the right, to RAGNA.]

 Have you found him?
 

RAGNA. 
 No, he is not here. Come, come!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Heaven help us, what’s the matter?
 

HELLE. 
 Nothing; only some visitors have arrived at Stonelee — 
 

RAGNA. 
 Thanks for all your kindness, Madam Rundholmen — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Oh, have you got visitors on your hands again?
 

RAGNA. 
 Yes, yes; excuse me; I must go home. Goodbye!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Good-bye — till to-morrow! 

[RAGNA and HELLE go out by the back. DANIEL HEIRE enters from the right.]
 

HEIRE. 
 Ha-ha! It’s going like a house on fire! They’re all cackling Stensgard, Stensgard, Stensgard! They’re all plumping for you. Now you should plump for him too, Madam Rundholmen!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hey, that’s an idea! Are they all voting for him?
 

HEIRE. 
 Unanimously — Mr. Stensgard enjoys the confidence of the constituency, as the saying is. Old Lundestad is going about with a face like a pickled cucumber. Oh, it’s a pleasure to see it all.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 They shan’t regret having voted for him. If I can’t vote, I can stand treat. 

[Goes out to the left.]
 

HEIRE. 
 Ah, you are the man for the widows, Mr. Stensgard! I’ll tell you what — if you can only get hold of her, you’re a made man, sir!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Get hold of Madam Rundholmen?
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes, why not? She’s a substantial woman in every sense of the word. She’ll be mistress of the situation as soon as the Stonelee card-castle has come to grief.
 

STENSGARD. 
 There’s nothing wrong at Stonelee, is there?
 

HEIRE. 
 Isn’t there? You have a short memory, my dear sir. Didn’t I tell you there were rumours of failure, and bankruptcy, and — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, what then?
 

HEIRE. 
 What then? That’s just what we want to know. There’s a hue and cry after Monsen; two men have come to Stonelee — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I know — a couple of visitors — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Uninvited visitors, my dear young friend; there are whispers of the police and infuriated creditors — there’s something queer about the accounts, you must know! Talking of that — what paper was that Monsen gave you yesterday?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, just a paper — Something queer about the accounts, you say? Look here! you know Chamberlain Bratsberg’s signature?
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! I should rather think I did.
 

STENSGARD 

[produces the bill.]

 Well, look at this.
 

HEIRE. 
 Give it here — I’m rather short-sighted, you know. [After examining it.] That, my dear sir? That’s not the Chamberlain’s hand.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not? Then it is — ?
 

HEIRE. 
 And it’s drawn by Monsen?
 

STENSGARD. 
 No, by young Mr. Bratsberg.
 

HEIRE. 
 Nonsense! Let me see. [Looks at the paper and hands it back again.] You can light your cigar with this.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What! The drawer’s name too — ?
 

HEIRE. 
 A forgery, young man; a forgery, as sure as my name’s Daniel. You have only to look at it with the keen eye of suspicion — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 But how can that be? Monsen can’t have known — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Monsen? No, he knows nothing about either his own paper or other people’s. But I’m glad it has come to an end, Mr. Stensgard! — It’s a satisfaction to one’s moral sense. Ah, I have often glowed with a noble indignation, if I may say so, at having to stand by and see — I say no more! But the best of it all is that now Monsen is down he’ll drag young Bratsberg after him; and the son will bring the father down — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, so Lundestad said.
 

HEIRE. 
 But of course there’s method even in bankruptcy. You’ll see; I am an old hand at prophecy. Monsen will go to prison; young Bratsberg will compound with his creditors; and the Chamberlain will be placed under trustees; that’s to say, his creditors will present him with an annuity of a couple of thousand dollars. That’s how things go, Mr. Stensgard; I know it, I know it! What says the classic? Fiat justitia, pereat mundus; which means: Fie on what’s called justice in this wicked world, sir!
 

STENSGARD 

[pacing the room.]

 One after the other! Both ways barred!
 

HEIRE. 
 What the deuce — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 And now too! Just at this moment!
 

ASLAKSEN 

[enters from the right.]

 I congratulate you, chosen of the people!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Elected!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Elected by 117 votes, and Lundestad by 53. The rest all nowhere.
 

HEIRE. 
 Your first step on the path of glory, Mr. Stensgard.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 And it shall cost you a bowl of punch — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Well, it’s the first step that costs, they say.
 

ASLAKSEN 

[goes off to the left, shouting.]

 Punch, Madam Rundholmen! A bowl of punch! The chosen of the people stands treat! LUNDESTAD, and after him several ELECTORS, enter from the right.
 

HEIRE 

[in a tone of condolence to LUNDESTAD.]

 Fifty-three! That’s the grey-haired patriot’s reward!
 

LUNDESTAD 

[whispers to STENSGARD.]

 Are you firm in your resolve?
 

STENSGARD. 
 What’s the use of being firm when everything is tumbling about your ears?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Do you think the game is lost?
 

ASLAKSEN 

[returning by the left.]

 Madam Rundholmen stands treat herself. She says she has the best right to.
 

STENSGARD 

[struck by an idea.]

 Madam Rundholmen! — has the best right to — !
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 What?
 

STENSGARD. 
 The game is not lost, Mr. Lundestad! 

[Sits at the right-hand table and writes.]
 

LUNDESTAD 

[in a low voice.]

 Oh, Aslaksen — can you get something into your next paper for me?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Of course I can. Is it libellous?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No, certainly not!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Well, never mind; Ill take it all the same.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 It is my political last will and testament; I shall write it to-night.
 

A MAID-SERVANT 

[enters from the left.]

 The punch, with Madam Rundholmen’s compliments.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Hurrah! Now there’s some life in the local situation. 

[He places the punch-bowl on the middle table, serves the others, and drinks freely himself during the following scene. BASTIAN MONSEN has meanwhile entered from the right.]
 

BASTIAN 

[softly.]

 You won’t forget my letter?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Don’t be afraid. [Taps his breast pocket.] I have it here.
 

BASTIAN. 
 You’ll deliver it as soon as you can — when you see she’s disengaged, you understand.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I understand. [Calls.] Come, now, the glasses are filled.
 

BASTIAN. 
 You shan’t do it for nothing, I promise you.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 All right, all right. [To the servant.] A lemon, Karen — quick as the wind! 

[BASTIAN retires.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 A word, Aslaksen; shall you be passing here to-morrow evening?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 To-morrow evening? I can, if you like.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then you might look in and give Madam Rundholmen this letter.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 From you?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes. Put it in your pocket. There now. To-morrow evening, then?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 All right; trust to me. 

[The servant brings the lemon; STENSGARD goes towards the window.]
 

BASTIAN. 
 Well — have you spoken to Madam Rundholmen?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Spoken? Oh yes, I said a word or two — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 And what do you think?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh — well — we were interrupted. I can’t say anything definite.
 

BASTIAN. 
 I’ll take my chance all the same; she’s always complaining of her loneliness. My fate shall be sealed within an hour.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Within an hour?
 

BASTIAN 

[sees MADAM RUNDHOLMEN, who enters from the left.]

 Sh! Not a word to any one! 

[Goes towards the back.]
 

STENSGARD 

[whispers to ASLAKSEN.]

 Give me back the letter.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Do you want it back?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, at once; I shall deliver it myself.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Very well; here it is. STENSGARD thrusts the letter into his pocket, and mixes with the rest.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[to BASTIAN.]

 What do you say to the election, Mr. Bastian?
 

BASTIAN. 
 I’m delighted. Stensgard and I are bosom friends, you know. I shouldn’t be surprised if he got into Parliament.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 But your father wouldn’t much like that.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Oh, father has so many irons in the fire. Besides, if Stensgard’s elected, it will still be all in the family, I daresay.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 How so?
 

BASTIAN. 
 He wants to marry — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Lord! Has he said anything?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Yes; and I’ve promised to put in a word for him. It’ll be all right. I’m sure Ragna likes him.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ragna!
 

LUNDESTAD 

[approaching.]

 What is interesting you so deeply, Madam Rundholmen?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 What do you think he says? Why, that Mr. Stensgard’s making up to — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, but he won’t find the Chamberlain so easy to deal with.
 

BASTIAN. 
 The Chamberlain?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He probably thinks her too good a match for a mere lawyer — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Who? Who?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Why, his daughter, Miss Bratsberg, of course.
 

BASTIAN. 
 He’s surely not making love to Miss Bratsberg?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, indeed he is.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 You are quite sure of that?
 

BASTIAN. 
 And he told me — ! Oh, I want to say a word to you! 

[LUNDESTAD and BASTIAN go towards the back.]
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[approaching STENSGARD.]

 You must be on your guard, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Against whom?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Against malicious people who are slandering you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Why, let them — so long as one person doesn’t believe their slanders.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 And who may that one person be?
 

STENSGARD 

[slips the letter into her hand.]

 Take this; read it when you are alone.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ah, I knew it! 

[Goes off to the left.]
 

RINGDAL 

[enters from the right.]

 Well, I hear you have won a brilliant victory, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, I have, Mr. Ringdal, in spite of your noble chief’s endeavours.
 

RINGDAL 
 His endeavours? What to do?
 

STENSGARD. 
 To keep me out.
 

RINGDAL 
 Like other people, he has a right to vote as he pleases.
 

STENSGARD. 
 It’s a pity he is not likely to retain that right for long.
 

RINGDAL 
 What do you mean?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I mean, since his affairs are not so straight as they might be — 
 

RINGDAL 
 His affairs! What affairs! What have you got into your head?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, you needn’t pretend ignorance. Isn’t there a storm brewing? — a great crash impending?
 

RINGDAL 
 Yes, so I hear on all sides.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And aren’t both the Bratsbergs involved in it?
 

RINGDAL 
 My dear sir, are you crazy?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, you naturally want to keep it dark.
 

RINGDAL 
 What good would that be? That sort of thing can’t be kept dark.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Is it not true then?
 

RINGDAL 
 Not a word of it, so far as the Chamberlain is concerned. How could you believe such nonsense? Who has been humbugging you?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I won’t tell you just yet.
 

RINGDAL 
 Well, you needn’t; but whoever it was must have had a motive.
 

STENSGARD. 
 A motive — !
 

RINGDAL 
 Yes, just think: is there no one who has an interest in keeping you and the Chamberlain apart?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, on my soul, but there is though!
 

RINGDAL 
 The Chamberlain in reality thinks very highly of you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Does he?
 

RINGDAL 
 Yes, and that’s why people want to make mischief between you. They reckon on your ignorance of the situation, on your impulsiveness and your confiding disposition — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, the vipers! And Madam Rundholmen has my letter!
 

RINGDAL 
 What letter?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, nothing. But it’s not too late! My dear Mr. Ringdal, shall you see the Chamberlain this evening?
 

RINGDAL 
 In all probability.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then tell him to think no more of those threats — he will understand; tell him I shall call to-morrow and explain everything.
 

RINGDAL 
 You’ll call?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, to prove to him — Ah, a proof! Look here, Mr. Ringdal; will you give the Chamberlain this bill from me?
 

RINGDAL 
 This bill — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes; it’s a matter I can’t explain to you; but just you give it to him — 
 

RINGDAL 
 Upon my word, Mr. Stensgard — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 And just add these words from me: This is how I treat those who vote against me!
 

RINGDAL 
 I shan’t forget. 

[Goes out at the back.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 I say, Mr. Heire — how could you go and palm off that story about the Chamberlain upon me?
 

HEIRE. 
 How could I palm it off on you — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes — it’s a lie from beginning to end.
 

HEIRE. 
 No! Is it indeed? I’m delighted to hear it. Do you hear, Mr. Lundestad? It’s all a lie about the Chamberlain.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Sh! We were on a false scent; it’s nearer at hand.
 

STENSGARD. 
 How nearer at hand?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I know nothing for certain; but they talk of Madam Rundholmen — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 What!
 

HEIRE. 
 Haven’t I prophesied it! She has been too much mixed up with our friend at Stonelee — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He drove off this morning before daylight — 
 

HEIRE. 
 And his family is out hunting for him — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 And the son has been doing all he knows to get his sister provided for — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Provided for! “To-morrow” she said; and then her anxiety about her father — !
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee! You’ll see he’s gone and hanged himself, sir!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Has any one hanged himself?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Mr. Heire says Monsen of Stonelee — 
 

MONSEN 

[enters from the back.]

 A dozen of champagne!
 

ASLAKSEN 
 and Others. Monsen!
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, Monsen! Champagne-Monsen! Money- Monsen! Let’s have the wine, confound it all!
 

HEIRE. 
 But, my dear sir — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Why, where have you dropped from?
 

MONSEN. 
 I’ve been doing a stroke of business, sir! Cleared a hundred thousand! Hei! To-morrow I’ll give a thundering dinner at Stonelee. I invite you all. Champagne, I say! I congratulate you, Stensgard! I hear you’re elected.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes; I must explain to you — 
 

MONSEN. 
 Pooh; what does it matter to me? Wine, I say! Where is Madam Rundholmen? 

[Makes a motion to go out to the left.]
 

THE MAID- 
 servant [who has just entered, intercepts him]. No one can see the mistress just now; she’s got a letter — 
 

BASTIAN. 
 Oh, damn it all! 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Is she reading it?
 

SERVANT. 
 Yes; and it seems quite to have upset her.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Good-bye, Mr. Monsen; dinner at Stonelee to-morrow — ?
 

MONSEN. 
 Yes, to-morrow. Good-bye!
 

STENSGARD 

[whispers.]

 Mr. Heire, will you do me a service?
 

HEIRE. 
 Certainly, certainly.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then just run me down a little to Madam Rundholmen; indulge in an innuendo or two at my expense. You are so good at that sort of thing.
 

HEIRE. 
 What the deuce is the meaning of this?
 

STENSGARD. 
 I have my reasons. It’s a joke, you know — a wager with — with some one you have a grudge against.
 

HEIRE. 
 Aha, I understand. I say no more!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Don’t go too far, you know. Just place me in a more or less equivocal light — make her a little suspicious of me, for the moment.
 

HEIRE. 
 Rely upon me; it will be a real pleasure to me.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Thanks, thanks in advance. [Goes towards the table.] Mr. Lundestad, we shall meet to-morrow forenoon at the Chamberlain’s.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Have you hopes?
 

STENSGARD. 
 A three-fold hope.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Threefold? I don’t understand — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 You needn’t. Henceforth, I will be my own counsellor. 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

MONSEN 

[at the punch-bowl.]

 Another glass, Aslaksen! Where’s Bastian?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 He’s just gone out. But I have a letter to deliver for him.
 

MONSEN. 
 Have you?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 To Madam Rundholmen.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ah, at last!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 But not till to-morrow evening, he said; tomorrow evening, neither sooner nor later. Here’s to you!
 

HEIRE 

[to LUNDESTAD.]

 What the deuce is all this business between Stensgard and Madam Rundholmen?
 

LUNDESTAD 

[whispers.]

 He’s courting her.
 

HEIRE. 
 I suspected as much! But he asked me to run him down a bit — to cast a slur on his character — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 And you said you would?
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes, of course.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I believe he says of you that your word is as good as your bond — and no better.
 

HEIRE. 
 Hee-hee — the dear fellow! He shall find out his mistake this time.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[with an open letter in her hand, at the door on the left.]

 Where is Mr. Stensgard?
 

HEIRE. 
 He kissed your chambermaid and went, Madam Rundholmen!
 






  








ACT FIFTH.
 

[Large reception-room at the CHAMBERLAIN’S. Entrance door at the back. Doors right and left.]

[RINGDAL stands at a table looking through some papers. A knock.]
 

RINGDAL 
 Come in.
 

FIELDBO 

[from the back.]

 Good-morning.
 

RINGDAL 
 Good-morning, Doctor.
 

FIELDBO. 
 All well, eh?
 

RINGDAL 
 Oh, yes, well enough; but — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 What?
 

RINGDAL 
 Of course you’ve heard the great news?
 

FIELDBO. 
 No. What is it?
 

RINGDAL 
 Do you mean to say you haven’t heard what has happened at Stonelee?
 

FIELDBO. 
 No.
 

RINGDAL 
 Monsen has absconded.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Absconded! Monsen?
 

RINGDAL 
 Absconded.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Great heavens — !
 

RINGDAL 
 There were ugly rumours yesterday; but then Monsen turned up again; he managed to throw dust in people’s eyes — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 But the reason? The reason?
 

RINGDAL 
 Enormous losses in timber, they say. Several houses in Christiania have stopped payment, and so — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 And so he has gone off!
 

RINGDAL 
 To Sweden, probably. The authorities took possession at Stonelee this morning. Things are being inventoried and sealed up — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 And the unfortunate children — ?
 

RINGDAL 
 The son seems to have kept clear of the business; at least I hear he puts a bold face on it.
 

FIELDBO. 
 But the daughter?
 

RINGDAL 
 Sh! The daughter is here.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Here?
 

RINGDAL 
 The tutor brought her and the two little ones here this morning. Miss Bratsberg is looking after them, quietly you know.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And how does she bear it?
 

RINGDAL 
 Oh, pretty well, I fancy. You may guess, after the treatment she has met with at home — And, besides, I may tell you she is — Ah, here’s the Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[from the left.]

 So you are there, my dear Doctor?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, I am pretty early astir. Let me wish you many happy returns of the day, Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, as for happiness, — ! But thank you, all the same; I know you mean it kindly.
 

FIELDBO. 
 And may I ask, Chamberlain — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 One word: be good enough to drop that title.
 

FIELDBO. 
 What do you mean?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I am an ironmaster, and nothing more.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, what strange notion is this?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I have renounced my post and my title. I am sending in my resignation to-day.
 

FIELDBO. 
 You should sleep upon that.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 When his Majesty was graciously pleased to assign me a place in his immediate circle, he did so because of the unblemished honour of my family through long generations.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, what then?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 My family is disgraced, just as much as Mr. Monsen’s. Of course, you have heard about Monsen?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, I have.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[to RINGDAL.]

 Any further news about him?
 

RINGDAL 
 Only that he brings down with him a good many of the younger men.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And my son?
 

RINGDAL 
 Your son has sent me his balance-sheet. He will be able to pay in full; but there will be nothing over.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 H’m. Then will you get my resignation copied?
 

RINGDAL 
 I’ll see to it. 

[Goes out by the foremost door on the right.]
 

FIELDBO. 
 Have you reflected what you are doing? Things can be arranged without any one being a bit the wiser.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Indeed! Can I make myself ignorant of what has happened?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, after all, what has happened? Has not he written to you, acknowledged his fault, and begged for your forgiveness? This is the only time he has done anything of the sort; why not simply blot it out?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Would you do what my son has done?
 

FIELDBO. 
 He won’t repeat it; that is the main point.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 How do you know he will not repeat it?
 

FIELDBO. 
 If for no other reason, because of what you yourself told me — the scene with your daughter-in-law. Whatever else comes of it, that will steady him.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[pacing the room.]

 My poor Selma! Our peace and happiness gone!
 

FIELDBO. 
 There are higher things than peace and happiness. Your happiness has been an illusion. Yes, I must speak frankly to you: in that, as in many other things, you have built on a hollow foundation. You have been short-sighted and overweening, Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[stops short.]

 I?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, you! You have plumed yourself on your family honour; but when has that honour been tried? Are you sure it would have stood the test?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You can spare your sermons, Doctor. Do you think I have not learnt a lesson from the events of these days?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I daresay you have; but prove it, by showing greater tolerance and clearer insight. You reproach your son; but what have you done for him? You have taken care to develop his faculties, but not to form his character. You have lectured him on what he owed to the honour of his family; but you have not guided and moulded him so that honour became to him an irresistible instinct.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Do you think so?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I not only think, I know it. But that is generally the way here: people are bent on learning, not on living. And you see what comes of it; you see hundreds of men with great gifts, who never seem to be more than half ripe; who are one thing in their ideas and feelings, and something quite different in their habits and acts. Just look at Stensgard — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ah, Stensgard now! What do you make of Stensgard?
 

FIELDBO. 
 A patchwork. I have known him from childhood. His father was a mere rag of a man, a withered weed, a nobody. He kept a little huckster’s shop, and eked things out with pawnbroking; or rather his wife did for him. She was a coarse-grained woman, the most unwomanly I ever knew. She had her husband declared incapable; she had not an ounce of heart in her. And in that home Stensgard passed his childhood. Then he went to the grammar-school. “He shall go to college,” said his mother; “I’ll make a smart solicitor of him.” Squalor at home, high-pressure at school; soul, temperament, will, talents, all pulling in different ways — what could it lead to but disintegration of character?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What could it lead to, eh? I should like to know what is good enough for you. We are to expect nothing of Stensgard; nothing of my son; but we may look to you, I suppose — to you — ?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Yes, to me — precisely. Oh, you needn’t laugh; I take no credit to myself; but my lot has been one that begets equilibrium and firmness of character. I was brought up amid the peace and harmony of a modest middle-class home. My mother is a woman of the finest type; in our home we had no desires that outstripped our opportunities, no cravings that were wrecked on the rocks of circumstance; and death did not break in upon our circle, leaving emptiness and longing behind it. We were brought up in the love of beauty, but it informed our whole view of life, instead of being a side-interest, a thing apart. We were taught to shun excesses, whether of the intellect or of the feelings — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Bless me! So that accounts for your being the pink of perfection?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I am far from thinking so. I only say that fate had been infinitely kind to me, and that I regard its favours in the light of obligations.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Very well; but if Stensgard is under no such obligations, it is all the more to his credit that he — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 What? What is to his credit?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You have misjudged him, my good Doctor. Look here. What do you say to this?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Your son’s bill!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes; he has sent it to me.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Of his own accord?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Of his own accord, and unconditionally. It is fine; it is noble. From this day forth, my house is open to him.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Think again! For your own sake, for your daughter’s — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, let me alone! He is better than you in many ways. At any rate he is straightforward, while you are underhand in your dealings.
 

FIELDBO. 
 I?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, you! You have made yourself the master of this house; you come and go as you please; I consult you about everything — and yet — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well? — And yet?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And yet there’s always something confoundedly close about you; yes, and something — something uppish that I cannot endure!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Please explain yourself!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I? No, it is you that ought to explain yourself! But now you must take the consequences.
 

FIELDBO. 
 We don’t understand each other, Chamberlain. I have no bill to give up to you; yet, who knows but I may be making a greater sacrifice for your sake?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Indeed! How so?
 

FIELDBO. 
 By holding my tongue.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Holding your tongue, indeed! Shall I tell you what I am tempted to do? To forget my manners, use bad language, and join the League of Youth. You are a stiff-necked Pharisee, my good Doctor; and that sort of thing is out of place in our free society. Look at Stensgard; he is not like that; so he shall come here whenever he likes; he shall — he shall — ! Oh, what’s the use of talking — ! You must take the consequences; as you make your bed, so you must lie.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[enters from the back.]

 My congratulations, Chamberlain! May you long enjoy the respect and — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, go to the devil — I’m almost inclined to say! That’s all humbug, my dear Lundestad. There’s nothing but humbug in this world.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 That is what Mr. Monsen’s creditors are saying.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Ah, about Monsen — didn’t it come upon you like a thunderbolt?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, you have often prophesied it, Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 H’m, h’m; — yes, to be sure I have. I prophesied it only the day before yesterday; he came here trying to get money out of me — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 It might have saved him.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Impossible; he was too deep in the mire; and whatever is, is for the best.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 That is your opinion? Was it for the best, then, that you were beaten at the poll yesterday?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I wasn’t beaten; everything went just as I wanted. Stensgard is not a man to make an enemy of; he has got what we others have to whistle for.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I don’t quite understand what you mean — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He has the power of carrying people away with him. And then he has the luck to be unhampered by either character, or conviction, or social position; so that Liberalism is the easiest thing in the world to him.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well, really, I should have thought we were all Liberals.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, of course we are Liberals, Chamberlain; not a doubt of it. But the thing is that we are Liberal only on our own behalf, whereas Stensgard’s Liberalism extends to other people. That’s the novelty of the thing.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And you are going over to these subversive ideas?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I’ve read in old story-books about people who could summon up spirits, but could not lay them again.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Why, my dear Lundestad, how can a man of your enlightenment — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I know it’s mere popish superstition, Chamberlain. But new ideas are like those spirits: it’s not so easy to lay them; the best plan is to compromise with them as best you can.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 But now that Monsen has fallen, and no doubt his crew of agitators with him — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 If Monsen’s fall had come two or three days ago, things would have been very different.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, unfortunately. You have been too hasty.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Partly out of consideration for you, Chamberlain.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 For me?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Our party must keep up its reputation in the eyes of the people. We represent the old, deep-rooted Norse sense of honour. If I had deserted Stensgard, you know he holds a paper — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Not now.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 What?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Here it is.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He has given it up to you?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes. Personally, he is a gentleman; so much I must say for him.
 

LUNDESTAD 

[thoughtfully.]

 Mr. Stensgard has rare abilities.
 

STENSGARD 

[at the back, standing in the doorway.]

 May I come in?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[going to meet him.]

 I am delighted to see you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 And you will accept my congratulations?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 With all my heart.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Then with all my heart I wish you happiness! And you must forget all the stupid things I have written.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I go by deeds, not words, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 How good of you to say so!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And henceforth — since you wish it — you must consider yourself at home here.
 

STENSGARD. 
 May I? May I really? 

[A knock at the door.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Come in. Several LEADING MEN of the neighbourhood, TOWN COUNCILLORS, etc., enter. THE CHAMBERLAIN goes to receive them, accepts their congratulations, and converses with them.
 

THORA 

[who has meantime entered by the second door on the left.]

 Mr. Stensgard, let me thank you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 You, Miss Bratsberg!
 

THORA. 
 My father has told me how nobly you have acted.
 

STENSGARD. 
 But — ?
 

THORA. 
 Oh, how we have misjudged you!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Have you — ?
 

THORA. 
 It was your own fault — No, no; it was ours. Oh, what would I not do to atone for our error.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Would you? You yourself? Would you really — ?
 

THORA. 
 All of us would; if we only knew — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Refreshments for these gentlemen, my child.
 

THORA. 
 They are just coming. 

[She retires towards the door again, where a SERVANT at the same moment appears with cake and wine, which are handed round.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, my dear Lundestad! I feel like a conquering god.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 So you must have felt yesterday, I suppose.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Pooh! This is something quite different; the final triumph; the crown of all! There is a glory, a halo, over my life.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oho; dreams of love!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Not dreams! Realities, glorious realities!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 So brother Bastian has brought you the answer?
 

STENSGARD. 
 Bastian — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, he gave me a hint yesterday; he had promised to plead your cause with a certain young lady.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Oh, what nonsense — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Why make a mystery of it? If you haven’t heard already, I can give you the news. You have won the day, Mr. Stensgard; I have it from Ringdal.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What have you from Ringdal?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Miss Monsen has accepted you.
 

STENSGARD. 
 What!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Accepted you, I say,
 

STENSGARD. 
 Accepted me! And the father has bolted!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 But the daughter hasn’t.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Accepted me! In the midst of all this family trouble! How unwomanly! How repellant to any man with the least delicacy of feeling! But the whole thing is a misunderstanding. I never commissioned Bastian — How could that idiot — ? However, it doesn’t matter to me; he must answer for his follies himself.
 

DANIEL HEIRE 

[enters from the back.]

 Hee-hee! Quite a gathering! Of course, of course! We are paying our respects, propitiating the powers that be, as the saying goes. May I, too — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Thanks, thanks, old friend!
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, I protest, my dear sir? That is too much condescension. [New GUESTS arrive.] Ah, here we have the myrmidons of justice — the executive — I say no more. [Goes over to STENSGARD.] Ah, my dear fortunate youth, are you there? Your hand! Accept the assurance of an old man’s unfeigned rejoicing.
 

STENSGARD. 
 At what?
 

HEIRE. 
 You asked me yesterday to run you down a little to her — you know — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, yes; what then?
 

HEIRE. 
 It was a heartfelt pleasure to me to oblige you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well — and what happened then? How did she take it?
 

HEIRE. 
 Like a loving woman, of course — burst into tears; locked herself into her room; would neither answer nor show herself — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Ah, thank goodness!
 

HEIRE. 
 It’s barbarous to subject a widow’s heart to such cruel tests, to go and gloat over her jealous agonies! But love has cat’s eyes — I say no more! For to-day, as I drove past, there stood Madam Rundholmen, brisk and buxom, at her open window, combing her hair. She looked like a mermaid, if you’ll allow me to say so. Oh, she’s a fine woman!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Well, and then?
 

HEIRE. 
 Why, she laughed like one possessed, sir, and waved a letter in the air, and called out “A proposal, Mr. Heire! I’m engaged to be married.”
 

STENSGARD. 
 What! Engaged?
 

HEIRE. 
 My hearty congratulations, young man; I’m inexpressibly pleased to be the first to announce to you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 It’s all rubbish! It’s nonsense!
 

HEIRE. 
 What is nonsense?
 

STENSGARD. 
 You have misunderstood her; or else she has misunderstood — Engaged! Preposterous! Now that Monsen’s down, she’ll probably — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Not at all, sir, not at all! Madam Rundholmen has solid legs to stand on.
 

STENSGARD. 
 No matter! I have quite other intentions. All that about the letter was only a joke — a wager, as I told you. My dear Mr. Heire, do oblige me by not saying a word to any one of this silly affair.
 

HEIRE. 
 I see, I see! It’s to be kept secret; it’s to be a romance. Ah, youth, youth! it’s nothing if not poetical.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Yes, yes; mum’s the word. You shan’t regret it — I’ll take up your cases — Sh! I rely upon you. 

[He retires.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[who has meanwhile been talking to LUNDESTAD.]

 No, Lundestad — that I really cannot believe!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I assure you, Chamberlain — Daniel Heire told me so himself.
 

HEIRE. 
 What did I tell you, may I inquire?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Did Mr. Stensgard show you a bill yesterday?
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes, by-the-bye — ! What on earth was the meaning of all that?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I’ll tell you afterwards. And you told him — 
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 You persuaded him it was a forgery?
 

HEIRE. 
 Pooh, a mere innocent jest, to bewilder him a little in the hour of triumph.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 And you told him both signatures were forged?
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh, yes; why not both while I was about it?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 So that was it!
 

LUNDESTAD 

[to the CHAMBERLAIN.]

 And when he heard that — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He gave the bill to Ringdal!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 The bill that was useless as a weapon of offence.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 He shams magnanimity! Makes a fool of me a second time! Gains admission to my house, and makes me welcome him and thank him — this — this — ! And this is the fellow — 
 

HEIRE. 
 Why, what are you going on about, my dear sir?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I’ll tell you all about it afterwards. [Takes LUNDESTAD apart.] And this is the fellow you protect, push forward, help to rise!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Well, he took you in, too!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, I should like to — !
 

LUNDESTAD 

[pointing to STENSGARD, who is speaking to THORA.]

 Look there! What will people be fancying!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I shall soon put a stop to these fancies.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Too late, Chamberlain; he’ll worm himself forward by dint of promises and general plausibility — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I, too, can manoeuvre, Mr. Lundestad.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 What will you do?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Just watch. [Goes over to FIELDBO.] Doctor Fieldbo, will you do me a service?
 

FIELDBO. 
 With pleasure.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Then turn that fellow out of my house.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Stensgard?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, the adventurer; I hate his very name; turn him out!
 

FIELDBO. 
 But how can I — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 This is your affair; I give you a free hand.
 

FIELDBO. 
 A free hand! Do you mean it? Entirely free?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, yes, by all means.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Your hand on it, Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Here it is.
 

FIELDBO. 
 So be it, then; now or never! [Loudly.] May I request the attention of the company for a moment?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Silence for Doctor Fieldbo!
 

FIELDBO. 
 With Chamberlain Bratsberg’s consent, I have the pleasure of announcing my engagement to his daughter. 

[An outburst of astonishment. THORA utters a slight scream. THE CHAMBERLAIN is on the point of speaking, but refrains. Loud talk and congratulations.]
 

STENSGARD. 
 Engagement! Your engagement — 
 

HEIRE. 
 With the Chamberlain’s — ? With your — What does it mean?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Is the Doctor out of his mind?
 

STENSGARD. 
 But, Chamberlain — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What can I do? I am a Liberal. I join the League of Youth!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Thanks, thanks — and forgive me!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Associations are the order of the day, Mr. Stensgard. There is nothing like free competition!
 

THORA. 
 Oh, my dear father!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes, and engagements are the order of the day. I have another to announce.
 

STENSGARD. 
 A mere invention!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 No, not a bit of it; Miss Monsen is engaged to — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 False, false, I say!
 

THORA. 
 No, father, it’s true; they are both here.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Who? Where?
 

THORA. 
 Ragna and Mr. Helle. They are in here — 

[Goes towards the second door on the right.]
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Mr. Helle! Then it’s he — !
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Here? In my house? [Goes towards the door.] Come in, my dear child.
 

RAGNA 

[shrinking back shyly.]

 Oh, no, no; there are so many people.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Don’t be bashful; you couldn’t help what has happened.
 

HELLE. 
 She is homeless now, Chamberlain.
 

RAGNA. 
 Oh, you must help us!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I will, indeed; and thank you for giving me the opportunity.
 

HEIRE. 
 You may well say engagements are the order of the day. I have one to add to the list.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What? You? At your age? — How rash of you!
 

HEIRE. 
 Oh — ! I say no more.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 The game is up, Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Indeed? [Loudly.] I have one to add to the list, Mr. Heire! An announcement, gentlemen: I, too, have cast anchor for life.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What?
 

STENSGARD. 
 One is now and then forced to play a double game, to conceal one’s true intentions. I regard this as permissible when the general weal is at stake. My life- work lies clear before me, and is all in all to me. I consecrate my whole energies to this district; I find here a ferment of ideas which I must strive to clarify. But this task cannot be accomplished by a mere adventurer. The men of the district must gather round one of themselves. Therefore I have determined to unite my interests indissolubly with yours — to unite them by a bond of affection. If I have awakened any false hopes, I must plead for forgiveness. I too am engaged.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Engaged?
 

HEIRE. 
 I can bear witness.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 But how — ?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Engaged? To whom?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 It surely can’t be — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 It is a union both of the heart and of the understanding. Yes, my fellow citizens, I am engaged to Madam Rundholmen.
 

FIELDBO. 
 To Madam Rundholmen!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The storekeeper’s widow!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 H’m. Indeed!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Why, my head’s going round! How could you — ?
 

STENSGARD. 
 A manoeuvre, Mr. Bratsberg!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 He has rare abilities!
 

ASLAKSEN 

[looks in at the door, back.]

 I humbly beg pardon — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Oh, come in, Aslaksen! A visit of congratulation, eh?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, not at all; I wouldn’t presume — But I have something very important to say to Mr. Stensgard.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Another time; you can wait outside.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 No, confound it; I must tell you — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 Hold your tongue! What intrusiveness is this? — Yes, gentlemen, strange are the ways of destiny. The district and I required a bond that should bind us firmly together; and I found on my path a woman of ripened character who could make a home for me. I have put off the adventurer, gentlemen, and here I stand in your midst, as one of yourselves. Take me; I am ready to stand or fall in any post your confidence may assign me.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 You have won.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Well, really, I must say — [To the MAID, who has entered from the back.] Well, what is it? What are you giggling about?
 

THE SERVANT. 
 Madam Rundholmen — ?
 

THE COMPANY. 
 Madam Rundholmen?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 What about her?
 

THE SERVANT. 
 Madam Rundholmen is waiting outside with her young man — 
 

THE COMPANY. 

[to each other.]

 Her young man? Madam Rundholmen! How’s this?
 

STENSGARD. 
 What nonsense!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes, I was just telling you — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[at the door.]

 Come along, come along! BASTIAN MONSEN, with MADAM RUNDHOLMEN on his arm, enters from the back. A general movement.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 I hope I’m not intruding, sir — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Not at all, not at all.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 But I couldn’t resist bringing up my young man to show him to you and Miss Bratsberg.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, I hear you are engaged; but — 
 

THORA. 
 We didn’t know — 
 

STENSGARD 

[to ASLAKSEN.]

 How is all this — ?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I had so much in my head yesterday; so much to think about, I mean — 
 

STENSGARD. 
 But I gave her my letter, and — 
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 No, you gave her Bastian Monsen’s; here is yours.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Bastian’s? And here — ? [Glances at the address, crumples the letter together, and crams it into his pocket.] Oh, curse you for a blunderer!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Of course I was willing enough. There’s no trusting the men-folk, I know; but when you have it in black and white that their intentions are honourable — Why, there’s Mr. Stensgard, I declare. Well, Mr.Stensgard, won’t you congratulate me?
 

HEIRE 

[to LUNDESTAD.]

 How hungrily she glares at him.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Of course he will, Madam Rundholmen; but won’t you congratulate your sister-in-law to be?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Who?
 

THORA. 
 Ragna; she is engaged, too.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Are you, Ragna?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Indeed? Yes, Bastian told me there was something in the wind. I wish you both joy; and welcome into the family, Mr. Stensgard!
 

FIELDBO. 
 No, no; not Stensgard!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No, it’s Mr. Helle; an excellent choice. And, by-the-bye, you may congratulate my daughter, too.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Miss Bratsberg! Ah, so Lundestad was right, after all. I congratulate you, Miss Thora; and you, too, Mr. Stensgard.
 

FIELDBO. 
 You mean Doctor Fieldbo.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 What?
 

FIELDBO. 
 I am the happy man.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Well, now, I don’t in the least know where I am.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And we have just found out where we are.
 

STENSGARD. 
 Excuse me; I have an appointment — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[aside.]

 Lundestad, what was the other word?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 What other?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Not adventurer, but the other — ?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Demagogue.
 

STENSGARD. 

 — I take my leave.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 One word — only one word, Mr. Stensgard — a word which has long been on the tip of my tongue.
 

STENSGARD 

[at the door.]

 Excuse me; I’m in a hurry.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[following him.]

 Demagogue!
 

STENSGARD. 
 Good-bye; good-bye! 

[Goes out by the back.]
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[coming forward again.]

 Now the air is pure again, my friends.
 

BASTIAN. 
 I hope you don’t blame me, sir, for what has happened at home?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Every one must bear his own burden.
 

BASTIAN. 
 I had really no part in it.
 

SELMA 

[who, during the preceding scene, has been listening at the second door on the right.]

 Father! Now you are happy; — may he come now?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Selma! You! You plead for him? After what happened two days ago — 
 

SELMA. 
 Oh, two days are a long time. All is well now. I know now that he can go astray — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 And that pleases you?
 

SELMA. 
 Yes, that he can; but in future I won’t let him.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Bring him in then. 

[SELMA goes out again to the right.]
 

RINGDAL 

[enters by the foremost door on the right.]

 Here is your resignation.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Thanks; but you can tear it up.
 

RINGDAL 
 Tear it up?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, Ringdal; I have found another way. I can make atonement without that; I shall set to work in earnest — 
 

ERIK 

[enters with SELMA from the right.]

 Can you forgive me?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[hands him the bill.]

 I cannot be less merciful than fate.
 

ERIK. 
 Father! I shall retire this very day from the business you dislike so much.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No, indeed; you must stick to it. No cowardice! No running away from temptation! But I will stand at your side. [Loudly.] News for you, gentlemen! I have entered into partnership with my son.
 

SEVERAL GENTLEMEN. 
 What? You, Chamberlain?
 

HEIRE. 
 You, my dear sir?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes; it is a useful and honourable calling; or at any rate it can be made so. And now I have no reason to hold aloof any longer.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Well, I’ll tell you what, Chamberlain — since you are going to set to work for the good of the district, it would be a shame and disgrace if an old soldier like me were to sulk in his tent.
 

ERIK. 
 Ah, what is this?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 I cannot, in fact. After the disappointments in love that have befallen Mr. Stensgard to-day, Heaven forbid we should force the poor fellow into the political mill. He must rest and recover; a change of air is what he wants, and I shall see that he gets it. So if my constituents want me, why, they can have me.
 

THE GENTLEMEN 

[shaking hands with him enthusiastically.]

 Thanks, Lundestad! That’s a good fellow! You won’t fail us!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Now, this is as it should be; things are settling down again. But whom have we to thank for all this?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Come, Aslaksen, you can explain — ?
 

ASLAKSEN 

[alarmed.]

 I, Doctor? I’m as innocent as the babe unborn!
 

FIELDBO. 
 What about that letter, then — ?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 It wasn’t my fault, I tell you! It was the election and Bastian Monsen, and chance, and destiny, and Madam Rundholmen’s punch — there was no lemon in it — and there was I, with the whole responsibility of the press upon me — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN 

[approaching.]

 What? What’s that?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 The press, sir?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The press! That’s just it! Haven’t I always said that the press has marvellous influence these days?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, Chamberlain — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 No false modesty, Mr. Aslaksen! I haven’t hitherto been in the habit of reading your paper, but henceforth I will. I shall subscribe for ten copies.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Oh, you can have twenty, Chamberlain!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Very well, then; let me have twenty. And if you need money, come to me; I mean to support the press; but I tell you once for all — I won’t write for it.
 

RINGDAL 
 What’s this I hear? Your daughter engaged?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes; what do you say to that?
 

RINGDAL 
 I am delighted! But when was it arranged?
 

FIELDBO 

[quickly.]

 I’ll tell you afterwards — 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Why, it was arranged on the Seventeenth of May.
 

FIELDBO. 
 What?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 The day little Miss Ragna was here.
 

THORA. 
 Father, father; did you know — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, my dear; I have known all along.
 

FIELDBO. 
 Oh, Chamberlain — !
 

THORA. 
 Who can have — ?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Another time, I should advise you young ladies not to talk so loud when I am taking my siesta in the bay window.
 

THORA. 
 Oh! so you were behind the curtains?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Now I understand!
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Yes, you are the one to keep your own counsel — 
 

FIELDBO. 
 Would it have been of any use for me to speak earlier?
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 You are right, Fieldbo. These days have taught me a lesson.
 

THORA 

[aside to FIELDBO.]

 Yes, you can keep your own counsel. All this about Mr. Stensgard — why did you tell me nothing?
 

FIELDBO. 
 When a hawk is hovering over the dove-cote, one watches and shields his little dove — one does not alarm her. 

[They are interrupted by MADAM RUNDHOLMEN,]
 

HEIRE 

[to the CHAMBERLAIN.]

 I’m sorry to tell you, Chamberlain, that the settlement of our little legal differences will have to be adjourned indefinitely.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Indeed; Why so?
 

HEIRE. 
 You must know I’ve accepted a post as society reporter on Aslaksen’s paper.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I am glad to hear it.
 

HEIRE. 
 And of course you’ll understand — with so much business on hand — 
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

[to THORA.]

 Yes, I can tell you he’s cost me many a tear, that bad man. But now I thank the Lord for Bastian. The other was false as the sea-foam; and then he’s a terrible smoker, Miss Bratsberg, and frightfully particular about his meals. I found him a regular gourmand.
 

A SERVANT 

[enters from the left.]

 Dinner is on the table.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 Come along, then, all of you. Mr. Lundestad, you shall sit beside me; and you too, Mr. Aslaksen.
 

RINGDAL 
 We shall have a lot of toasts to drink after dinner!
 

HEIRE. 
 Yes; and perhaps an old man may be allowed to put in a claim for the toast of “Absent Friends.”
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 One absent friend will return, Mr. Heire.
 

HEIRE. 
 Stensgard?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Yes; you’ll see, gentlemen! In ten or fifteen years, Stensgard will either be in Parliament or in the Ministry — perhaps in both at once. 
 

FIELDBO. 
 In ten or fifteen years? Perhaps; but then he can scarcely stand at the head of the League of Youth.
 

HEIRE. 
 Why not?
 

FIELDBO. 
 Why, because by that time his youth will be — questionable.
 

HEIRE. 
 Then he can stand at the head of the Questionable League, sir. That’s what Lundestad means. He says like Napoleon—”It’s the questionable people that make politicians”; hee-hee!
 

FIELDBO. 
 Well, after all is said and done, our League shall last through young days and questionable days as well; and it shall continue to be the League of Youth. When Stensgard founded his League, and was carried shoulder-high amid all the enthusiasm of Independence Day, he said—”Providence is on the side of the League of Youth.” I think even Mr. Helle, theologian as he is, will let us apply that saying to ourselves.
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN. 
 I think so too, my friends; for truly we have been groping and stumbling in darkness; but good angels guided us.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oh, for that matter, I think the angels were only middling.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Yes; that comes of the local situation, Mr. Lundestad.
 

THE END
 






  

EMPEROR AND GALILEAN


 

Translated by William Archer
 

Although now mostly neglected, Ibsen often considered Emperor and Galilean to be his major work, which was written in two complementary parts, with five acts in each part, making it his longest play. The drama concerns the Roman Emperor Julian the Apostate, covering the years 351–363 AD. Julian was the last non-Christian ruler of the Roman Empire, who aspired to bring the Empire back to its ancient Roman values and greatness. Ibsen conceived the drama in 1864, during his four year sojourn in Rome, where he actively collected historical material, before starting to write the play itself in 1871. It was completed and published in 1873. 

Ibsen called the play a “world drama in two parts”, addressing the world order, the state of faith and what constitutes an ideal government, intertwining these three issues together with each other, with Julian’s personality and with an artistic reconstruction of that historical era. It originates the idea of a “Third Empire”, put into the mouth of the philosopher Maximus, as a moral and political ideal formed by a kind of synthesis between the realm of the flesh in paganism and the realm of the spirit in Christianity. The author wrote that the future had to be marked by such a synthesis, seeing that future as a community of noble, harmonious development and freedom, producing a society in which no person can oppress another and that that future had to be reached by a revolution in the spirit and an internal rebirth. However, the real life he presents in the play suggests that these ideas are just idealistic dreams and that the clash of paganism and Christianity creates only suffering.

A closet drama boasting of ten acts, set amid the splendours of the Roman Empire in the Fourth Century AD, it was never intended to be performed on a stage. Nevertheless, various adaptations of the play have found their way on to the stage. The first performance of the play was on December 5th 1896 at Leipzig Stadttheater in Germany. The adaptation consisted of six acts and was the work of Leopold Adler. The performance lasted for four hours, and was said to have made a very strong impression, although the critics detected many weaknesses in it.






  








 

Julian the Apostate was Roman Emperor from 361 to 363 and a noted philosopher and Greek writer.






  








 

‘Julian the Apostate presiding at a conference of sectarians’ by Edward Armitage, 1875
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INTRODUCTION.
 

In a speech delivered at Copenhagen in 1898, Ibsen said: “It is now thirty-four years since I journeyed southward by way of Germany and Austria, and passed through the Alps on May 9. Over the mountains the clouds hung like a great dark curtain. We plunged in under it, steamed through the tunnel, and suddenly found ourselves at Miramare, where the beauty of the South, a strange luminosity, shining like white marble, suddenly revealed itself to me, and left its mark on my whole subsequent production, even though it may not all have taken the form of beauty.” Whatever else may have had its origin in this memorable moment of revelation, Emperor and Galilean certainly sprang from it. The poet felt an irresistible impulse to let his imagination loose in the Mediterranean world of sunshine and marble that had suddenly burst upon him. Antiquity sprang to life before his mental vision, and he felt that he must capture and perpetuate the shining pageant in the medium of his art. We see throughout the play how constantly the element of external picturesqueness was present to his mind.

Though it has only once or twice found its way to the stage, it is nevertheless — for good and for ill — a great piece of scene-painting.

It did not take him long to decide upon the central figure for his picture. What moved him, as it must move every one who brings to Home the smallest scintilla of imagination, was the spectacle of a superb civilisation, a polity of giant strength and radiant beauty, obliterated, save for a few pathetic fragments, and overlaid by forms of life in many ways so retrograde and inferior. The Rome of the sixties, even more than the Rome of to-day, was a standing monument to the triumph of mediævalism over antiquity.

The poet who would give dramatic utterance to the emotions engendered by this spectacle must almost inevitably pitch upon the decisive moment in the transition — and Ibsen found that moment in the reaction of Julian. He attributed to it more “world-historic” import than the sober historian is disposed to allow it. Gaetano Negri shows very clearly (what, indeed, is plain enough in Gibbon) that Julian’s action had not the critical importance which Ibsen assigns to it. His brief reign produced, as nearly as possible, no effect at all upon the evolution of Christianity.

None the less is it true that Julian made a spiritual struggle of what had been, to his predecessors, a mere question of politics, one might almost say of police.

Never until his day did the opposing forces confront each other in full consciousness of what was at stake; and never after his day had they even the semblance of equality requisite to give the struggle dramatic interest. As a dramatist, then — whatever the historian may say — Ibsen chose his protagonist with unerring instinct. Julian was the last, and not the least, of the heroes of antiquity.

Ibsen had been in Rome only two or three months when he wrote to Bjôrnson (September 16, 1864):

“I am busied with a long poem, and have in preparation a tragedy, Julianus Apostata, a piece of work which I set about with intense gusto, and in which I believe I shall succeed. I hope to have both finished next spring, or, at any rate, in the course of the summer.” As regards Julianus Apostata, this hope was very far astray, for nine years elapsed before the play was finished.! Not till May 4, 1866, is the project again mentioned, when Ibsen writes to his friend, Michael Birkeland, that, though the Danish poet, Hauch, has in the meantime produced a play on the same theme, he does not intend to abandon it.

On May 21, 1866, he writes to his publisher, Hegel, that, now that Brand is out of hand, he is still undecided what subject to tackle next. “I feel more and more disposed,” he says, “to set to work in earnest at Kejser Julian, which I have had in mind for two years.” He feels sure that Hauch’s conception of the subject must be entirely different from his; and he does not intend to read Hauch’s play. On July 22, 1866, he writes from Frascati to Paul Botten-Hansen that he is “wrestling with a subject and knows that he will soon get the upper hand of the brute.”

His German editors take this to refer to Emperor and Galilean, and they are probably right; but it is not quite certain. The work he actually produced was Peer Gynt; and we know that he had a third subject in mind at the time. We hear no more of Julian until October 28, 1870, when, in his autobiographic letter to Peter Hansen, he writes from Dresden:

“... Here I live in a tediously well-ordered community. What will become of me when at last I actually reach home! I must seek salvation in remoteness of subject, and think of attacking Kejser Julian.”

This was, in fact, to be his next work; but two years and a half were still to pass before he finally “got the upper hand of the brute.” On January 18, 1871, he writes to Hegel: “Your supposition that Julian is so far advanced that it may go to the printers next month arises from a misunderstanding.

The first part is finished; I am working at the second part; but the third part is not even begun. This third part will, however, go comparatively quickly and I confidently hope to place the whole in your hands by the month of June.” This is the first mention we have of the division into three parts, which he ultimately abandoned. If Hegel looked for the manuscript in June, he looked in vain. On July 12

Ibsen wrote to him: “Now for the reason of my long silence: I am hard at work on Kejser Julian. This book will be my chief work, and it is engrossing all my thoughts and all my time. That positive view of the world which the critics have so long been demanding of me, they will find here.” Then he asks Hegel to procure for him three articles on Julian by Pastor Listov, which had appeared in the Danish paper, Fœdrelandet, and inquires whether there is in Danish any other statement of the facts of Julian’s career. “I have Neander’s German works on the subject; also D. Strauss’s; but the latter’s book contains nothing but argumentative figments, and that sort of thing I can do myself. It is facts that I require.” His demand for more facts, even at this stage of the proceedings, shows that his work must still have been in a pretty fluid state.

Two months later (September 24, 1871) Ibsen wrote to Brandes, who had apparently been urging him to “hang out a banner” or nail his colours to the mast: “While I have been busied upon Julian, I have become, in a way, a fatalist; and yet this play will be a sort of a banner. Do not be afraid, however, of any tendency-nonsense: I look at the characters, at the conflicting designs, at history, and do not concern myself with the ‘moral’ of it all. Of course, you will not confound the moral of history with its philosophy; for that must inevitably shine forth as the final verdict on the conflicting and conquering forces.” On December 27 (still from Dresden) he writes to Hegel:

“My new work goes steadily forward. The first part, Julian and the Philosophers, in three acts, is already copied out.... I am busily at work upon the second part, which will go quicker and be considerably shorter; the third part, on the other hand, will be somewhat longer.” To the same correspondent, on April 24,1872, he reports the second part almost finished. “The third and last part,” he says, “will be mere child’s play. The spring has now come, and the warm season is my best time for working.” To Brandes, on May 31, he writes, “I go on wrestling with Julian”; and on July 23 (from Berchtesgaden) “That monster Julian has still such a grip of me that I cannot shake him off.” On August 8 he announces to Hegel that he has “completed the second part of the trilogy.

The first part, Julian and the Philosophers, a play in three acts, will make about a hundred printed pages.

The second part, Julian’s Apostasy, a play in three acts, of which I am now making a fair copy, will be of about equal length. The third play, Julian on the Imperial Throne, will run to five acts, and my preparations for it are so far advanced that I shall get it out of hand very much quicker than the others. What I have done forms a whole in itself, and could quite well be published separately; but for the sake of the complete impression I think it most advisable that all three plays should appear together.”

Two months later (October 14) the poet is back in Dresden, and writes as follows to a new and much-valued friend, Mr. Edmund Gosse: “1 am working daily at Julianus Apostata, and... hope that it may meet with your approval. I am putting into this book a part of my own spiritual life; what I depict, I have, under other forms, myself gone through, and the historic theme I have chosen has also a much closer relation to the movements of our own time than one might at first suppose. I believe such a relation to be indispensable to every modern treatment of so remote a subject, if it is, as a poem, to arouse interest.” In a somewhat later letter to Mr. Gosse he says: “I have kept strictly to history... And yet I have put much self-anatomy into this book.”

In February 1873 the play was finished. On the 4th of that month Ibsen writes to his old friend Ludvig Daae that he is on the point of beginning his fair copy of what he can confidently say will be his “Hauptwerk,” and wants some guidance as to the proper way of spelling Greek names. Oddly enough, he is still in search of facts, and asks for information as to the Vita Maximi of Eunapius, which has not been accessible to him. Two days later (February 6) he writes to Hegel: “I have the great pleasure of being able to inform you that my long work is finished — and more to my satisfaction than any of my earlier works. The book is entitled Emperor and Galilean, a World-Drama in Two Parts. It contains: Part First, Caesars Apostasy; play in five acts (170 pp.); Part Second, The Emperor Julian, play in five acts (252 pp.)

... Owing to the growth of the idea during the process of composition, I shall have to make another fair copy of the first play. But it will not become longer in the process; on the contrary, I hope to reduce it by about twenty pages.... This play has been to me a labour of Hercules — not the actual composition: that has been easy — but the effort it has cost me to live myself into a fresh and visual realisation of so remote and so unfamiliar an age.” On February 23, he writes to Ludvig Daae, discussing further the orthography of the Greek names, and adding: “My play deals with a struggle between two irreconcilable powers in the life of the world — a struggle which will always repeat itself. Because of this universality, I call the book ‘a world-historic drama.’ For the rest, there is in the character of Julian, as in most that I have written during my riper years, more of my own spiritual experience than I care to acknowledge to the public. But it is at the same time an entirely realistic piece of work. The figures stood solidly before my eyes in the light of their time — and I hope they will so stand before the readers’ eyes.”

The book was not published until the autumn (October 16, 1873). On September 8, Ibsen wrote to Brandes that he was daily expecting its appearance.

“I hear from Norway,” he went on, “that Bjôrnson, though he cannot know anything about the book, has declared it to be ‘Atheism,’ adding that it was inevitable it should come to that with me. What the book is or is not I won’t attempt to decide; I only know that I have energetically seen a fragment of the history of humanity, and what I saw I have tried to reproduce.” On the very day of the book’s appearance, he again writes to Brandes from Dresden: “The direction public affairs have taken in these parts gives this poem an actuality I myself had not foreseen.”

A second edition of Emperor and Galilean appeared in December 1873. In the following January Ibsen writes to Mr. Gosse, who had expressed some regret at his abandonment of verse: “The illusion I wished to produce was that of reality. I wished to leave on the reader’s mind the impression that what he had read had actually happened. By employing verse I should have counteracted my own intention.... The many everyday, insignificant characters, whom I have intentionally introduced, would have become indistinct and mixed up with each other had I made them all speak in rhythmic measure. We no longer live in the days of Shakespeare.... The style ought to conform to the degree of ideality imparted to the whole presentment. My play is no tragedy in the ancient acceptation. My desire was to depict human beings and therefore I would not make them speak the language of the gods.” A year later (January 30, 1875) he thus answers a criticism by George Brandes: “I cannot but find an inconsistency between your disapproval of the doctrine of necessity contained in my book, and your approval of something very similar in Paul Heyse’s Kinder der Welt. For in my opinion it comes to much the same thing whether, in writing of a person’s character, I say ‘It runs in his blood’ or ‘ He is free — under necessity.’”

An expression in the same letter throws light on the idea which may be called the keystone of the arch of thought erected in this play. “Only entire nations,”

Ibsen writes, “can join in great intellectual movements.

A change of front in our conception of life and of the world is no parochial matter; and we Scandinavians, as compared with other European nations, have not yet got beyond the parish-council standpoint. But nowhere do you find a parish-council anticipating and furthering ‘the third empire.’” To the like effect runs a passage in a speech delivered at Stockholm, September 24, 1887: “I have sometimes been called a pessimist: and indeed I am one, inasmuch as I do not believe in the eternity of human ideals. But I am also an optimist, inasmuch as I fully and confidently believe in the ideals’ power of propagation and of development. Especially and definitely do I believe that the ideals of our time, as they pass away, are tending towards that which, in my drama of Emperor and Galilean, I have designated as ‘ the third empire.’

Let me therefore drain my glass to the growing, the coming time.”

The latest (so far as I know) of Ibsen’s references to this play is perhaps the most significant of all. It occurs in a letter to the Danish-German scholar Julius Hoffory, written from Munich, February 26, 1888:

“Emperor and Galilean is not the first work I wrote in Germany, but doubtless the first that I wrote under the influence of German spiritual life. When, in the autumn of 1868, I came from Italy to Dresden, I brought with me the plan of The League of Youth, and wrote that play in the following winter. During my four years’ stay in Rome, I had merely made various historical studies, and taken sundry notes, for Emperor and Galilean; I had not sketched out any definite plan, much less written any of it. My view of life was still, at that time, National-Scandinavian, wherefore I could not master the foreign material.

Then, in Germany, I lived through the great time, the year of the war, and the development which followed it. This brought with it for me, at many points, an impulse of transformation. My conception of world-history and of human life had hitherto been a national one. It now widened into a racial conception; and then I could write Emperor and Galilean.”

I have now brought together those utterances of Ibsen’s which relate the external history of the great double-drama, and give us some insight into the spiritual influences which inspired and shaped it. We have seen that, at the time of its completion, he confidently regarded it as his masterpiece. It is the habit of many artists always to think their last work their best; but there is nothing to show that this was one of Ibsen’s foibles. Moreover, even towards the end of his life, when the poet was asked by Professor Schofield, of Harvard, what work he considered his greatest, he replied, Emperor and Galilean. If this was his deliberate and lasting opinion, we have here another curious instance of the tendency, so frequent among authors, to capricious over-valuation of one or another of their less successful efforts.

Certainly we should be very sorry to miss this splendid fresco of the decadent Empire from the list of Ibsen’s works; but neither technically nor intellectually — unless I am very much mistaken — can it rank among his masterpieces.

Of all historical plays it is perhaps the most strictly historical. Apart from some unimportant chronological rearrangements, the main lines of Julian’s career are reproduced with extraordinary fidelity. The individual occurrences of the first play are for the most part invented, and the dialogue freely composed; but the second play is a mere mosaic of historical or legendary incidents, while a large part of the dialogue is taken, almost word for word, either from Julian’s own writings, or from other historical or quasi-historical documents. I will try to distinguish briefly between the elements of history and fiction in the first play: in the second there is practically no fiction, save the fictions of Gregory and the ecclesiastical historians.

The details of the first act have no historical foundation. Gallus was not appointed Caesar on any such occasion as Ibsen describes; and there seems to be no hint of any intrigue between him and Helena. The character of Agathon is fictitious, though all that is related of Julian’s life in Cappadocia is historical. The meeting with Libanius is an invention; and it was to Nicomedia, not to Pergamus, that Julian was sent shortly after the elevation of his brother to the second place in the Empire.

The chronological order of the events on which the second and third acts are founded is reversed by Ibsen.

Julian fell under the influence of Maximus before ever he went to Athens. Eunapius relates his saying, “I go where torches light themselves, and where statues smile,” or words to that effect; but they were spoken at Pergamus to Chrysantius, a Neo-Platonist, who, while deprecating the thaumaturgic methods of Maximus, averred that he himself had witnessed this marvel.

For the details of the symposium at Ephesus there is no foundation, though Gregory and others relate weird legends of supernatural experiences which Julian underwent at the instance of Maximus. Not till after the disgrace and death of Gallus did Julian proceed to Athens, where he did not study under Libanius. Indeed, I cannot discover that he ever personally encountered Libanius before his accession to the throne. It is true that Gregory and Basil were his fellow students at Athens; but the tender friendship which Ibsen represents as existing between them is certainly imaginary.

All the military events at Paris, and the story of Julian’s victory over Knodomar, are strictly historical.

Helena, however, did not die at Paris, but at Vienne, after her husband had assumed the purple. Her death was said to have been indirectly due to a jealous machination of the Empress Eusebia; but the incident of the poisoned fruit is quite fictitious, and equally so are the vague enormities revealed in the dying woman’s delirium. From the fact that Julian is strangely silent about his wife, we may conjecture that their marriage was not a happy one; but this is all the foundation Ibsen had to build upon.

For the scene in the Catacombs at Vienne there is nothing that can fairly be called a historic basis. It is true that, after assuming the purple, Julian did at one time endanger his position by shutting himself away from his soldiery; it is true, or at least it is related, that Julian “brought from Greece into Gaul the high priest of the mysteries — the Hierophant, as he was called [not Maximus] — and did not decide to rebel until he had, with the greatest secrecy, accomplished the prescribed sacred rites.” There is also a vague, and probably mythical, report of his having gone through some barbarous ceremony of purification, in order to wipe out the stain of his baptism. On such slight suggestions did Ibsen build up the elaborate fabric of his fifth act. The character of Sallust, like that of Oribases, is historical: but of any approach to double-dealing on the part of the excellent Sallust there is no hint. As there is no foundation for the infidelity of the living Helena, so there is no foundation for the part played by Helena dead in determining Julian’s apostasy.

While Ibsen invents, however, he does not falsify; it is when he ceases to invent (paradoxically enough) that falsification sets in. In all essentials, this first play of the divine from Nature, leaving it inanimate and chilly.

Fourthly, like the earlier Emperors, he deemed Christianity anti-social, and the Christian potentially and probably, if not actually, a bad citizen of the Empire. Fifthly, he hated the aggressive intolerance of Christianity, its inability to live and let live, its polemical paroxysms, and iconoclastic frenzies....

These were the main elements in his anti-Christianity; and yet they are not, taken together, quite sufficient to account for the measureless scorn with which he invariably speaks of ‘Galileans.’

One cannot but feel that Christianity must have done him some personal injury, not clearly known to us. Was he simply humiliated by the hypocrisy he had had to practise in his boyhood and youth? Or was Ibsen right in divining some painful mystery behind his certainly unsatisfactory relations with his Christian consort, Helena?” is a representation of the youth of Julian as just as it is vivid. His character is very truly portrayed — his intellectual and moral earnestness, his superstition, his vanity, his bravery, his military genius. The individual scenes are full of poetic and dramatic inspiration. There may be some question, indeed, as to the artistic legitimacy of the employment of the supernatural in the third act; but of its imaginative power there can be no doubt. The drama progresses in an ever-ascending scale of interest, from the idyllic-spectacular opening, through the philosophic second act, the mystic third act, the stirring and terrible fourth act, up to the magnificent poetic melodrama of the fifth. In a slightly old-fashioned, romantic style, the play is as impressive to the imagination as it is, in all essentials, faithful to historic fact.

When Julian has ascended the throne, a wholly different method of treatment sets in. We could almost guess from internal evidence, what Ibsen’s letters prove to be the fact — that he underwent a decisive change of mental attitude during the process of composition. The original first part, we see (that is to say the three-act play which was to have been called Julian and the Philosophers), was finished some time before January 18,1871, on which date he tells Hegel that he is already at work on the second part. But January 18, 1871, was the very day on which, at Versailles, the King of Prussia was proclaimed German Emperor; so that the first part must have been written before the Imperialisation of Germany was even to be foreseen. While the poet was engaged upon the second part of the “trilogy” he then designed, he was doubtless brooding over the great event of January 18, and gradually realising its nature and consequences. That change in his mental attitude was taking place, which in his letter to Hoffory (p xvi.) he described as the transition from a national to a racial standpoint. While in January he “confidently hopes” to have the whole play finished in June, July finds him, to all appearance, no further advanced, and (very significantly) asking for “facts,” documents of detail, whereof, in writing the first play, he had felt no need. At the same time he tells Hegel that the critics will find in the play that positive view of the world for which they have long been clamouring — a Weltanschauung, we may fairly conjecture, at which he has arrived during the six months’ interval since his last letter.

What, then, was that “positive view”? It can have been nothing else than the theory of the “third empire,” which is to absorb both Paganism and Christianity, and is to mark, as it were, the maturity of the race, in contrast to its Pagan childhood and its Christian adolescence. (Compare the scene between Julian and Maximus at the end of Part II. Act III.)

The analogy between this theory and the Nietzschean conception of the “Overman” need not here be emphasised. It is sufficient to note that Ibsen had come to conceive world-history as moving, under the guidance of a Will which works through blinded, erring, and sacrificed human instruments, towards a “third empire,” in which the jarring elements of flesh and spirit shall be reconciled.

It may seem like a play on the word “empire” to connect this concept with the establishment in January 1871 of a political confederation of petty States, compared with which even Julian’s “orbis terrarum” was a world-empire indeed. But there is ample proof that in Ibsen’s mind political unification, the formation of large aggregates inspired by a common idea, figured as a preliminary to the coming of the “third empire.”

In no other sense can we read the letters to Hoffory and Brandes cited above (p xv.); and I give in a footnote  a reference to other passages of similar tenor.

“But Julian,” it may be said, “represented precisely the ideal of political cohesion which was revived in the unification of Germany; why, then, should Ibsen, in writing the second play, have (so to speak) turned against his hero?” The reason, I think, was that Ibsen had come to feel that a loose political unity could be of little avail without the spiritual fusion implied in a world-religion; and this fusion it was Julian’s tragic error to oppose. He was a political imperialist by inheritance and as a matter of course; but what he really cared for, the point on which he bent his will, was the restoration of polytheism with all its local cults. And here Ibsen parted company with him. He sympathised to the full with Julian’s rebellion against certain phases of Christianity — against book-worship, death-worship, other-worldliness, hypocrisy, intolerance. He had himself gone through this phase of feeling. During his first years in Rome, he had seen the ruins of the ancient world of light and glory sicklied o’er with the pale cast of mediaevalism; and he had ardently sympathised with Julian’s passionate resentment against the creed which had defamed and defaced the old beauty in the name of a truth that was so radically corrupted as to be no longer true. In this mood he had conceived and in great measure executed the First Part, as we now possess it. But further study of detail, in the light of that new political conception which had arisen out of the events of 1870-71, had shown him that the secret of Julian’s failure lay in the hopeless inferiority of the religion he championed to the religion he attacked. That religion, with all its corruptions, came to seem a necessary stage in the evolution of humanity; and the poet asked himself, perhaps, whether he, any more than Julian, had even now a more practical substitute to offer in its place.

In this sense, I take it, we must road his repeated assertion that he had put into the play much of his own “spiritual experience.” In the concept of the “third empire” he found, I repeat, the keystone to his arch of thought, to which everything else must be brought into due relation. He re-wrote (it seems probable) the scene of the symposium (Part I. Act III.) in order to emphasise this idea; and it entirely dominated and conditioned the whole of the second play.

But what was the effect of the concept? It was to make Julian a plaything in the hands of some power, some implicitly-postulated World-Will working slowly, deviously, but relentlessly, towards a far-off, dimly-divined consummation. Christianity, no doubt, was also an instrument of this power; but it was an instrument predestined (for the moment) to honourable uses, while its opponent was fated to dishonour.

Thus the process of the second part is a gradual sapping of Julian’s intelligence and power of moral discrimination; while the World-Wili, acting always on the side of Christianity, becomes indistinguishable from the mechanical Providence of the vulgar melodramatist.

Whatever we may think of the historical or philosophical value of the theory of the “third empire,” there can be little doubt that its effect upon the play has been artistically disastrous. It has led Ibsen to cog the dice against Julian in a way from which even a Father of the Church might have shrunk. He has not only accepted uncritically all the invectives of Gregory, and the other Christian assailants of “Antichrist,” but he has given to many historic events a fictitious twist, and always to Julian’s disadvantage.

It would need a volume to apply to each incident of the Second Part the test of critical examination. I must be content with a rough outline of the distorting effect of the poet’s preoccupation with his “world-historic” idea.

In the first place, he makes Julian much more of a persecutor than even his enemies allege him to have been. Nothing is more certain than that Julian was sincerely convinced of the inefficacy of violence as a means of conversion, and keenly alive to the impolicy of conferring upon his opponents the distinction of martyrdom. Tried by the standards of his age, he was a marvellously humane man. Compared with his uncle, Constantine, his cousin Constantius, his brother Gallus — to go no further back among wearers of the purple — he seems like a being of another race. It is quite true, as his enemies allege, that his clemency was politic as well as humane; but, whatever its motives, it was real and consistent. Gregory, while trying to make him out a monster, explicitly and repeatedly complains that he denied to Christians the crown of martyrdom. Saint Jerome speaks of his “blanda persecutio” — persecution by methods of mildness. The worst that can be alleged against him is a lack of diligence in punishing popular outrages upon the Christians (generally of the nature of reprisals) which occurred here and there under his rule. That he incited to such riots is nowhere alleged; and it is difficult to judge whether his failure to repress them was due to malicious inertia or to actual lack of power. The policing of the empire cannot have been an easy matter, and Julian was occupied, during the whole of his brief reign, in concentrating his forces for the Persian expedition. It cannot be pretended that his tolerance rose to the pitch of impartiality.

He favoured Pagans, and he more or less oppressed Christians; though a considerable part of his alleged oppression lay in the withdrawal of extravagant privileges conferred on them by his predecessors. In his attempt to undo some of the injustices that Christians had committed during their forty years of predominance — such as the seizure of temple glebes and so forth — he was doubtless guilty, on his own account, of more than one injustice. Wrong breeds wrong, and, in a time of religious dissolution and reconstruction, equity is always at the mercy of passion, resentment and greed. There was even, in some of Julian’s proceedings, a sort of perfidy and insolence that must have been peculiarly galling to the Christians. It would not be altogether unjust to accuse him of having instituted against the new religion a campaign of chicanery; but that is something wholly different from a campaign of blood. The alleged “martyrdoms.” of his reign are few in number, are recounted by late and prejudiced authorities, are accompanied by all the manifestly fabulous details characteristic of such stories, and are none of them, with the smallest show of credibility, laid to the account of Julian himself.

But what is the impression we receive from Ibsen?

We are given to understand that Julian drifted into a campaign of sanguinary atrocity, full of horrors as great as those recorded or imagined of the persecutions under Decius or Diocletian. It is made to seem, moreover, that he was personally concerned in some of the worst of these horrors. We are asked to conceive his life as being passed with the mingled shrieks and psalms of his victims ringing in his ears. He is made to gloat in imagination over their physical agonies.

(“Where are the Galileans now? Some under the executioner’s hands, others flying through the narrow streets, ashy pale with terror, their eyes starting from their heads,” &c. &c.; p. 314). He is haunted in his last hours by ghastly visions of whole troops of martyrs. Moreover, his persecutions are made particularly hateful by the fact that they either fall upon or threaten his personal friends. The companion of his childhood, Agathon (a fictitious personage), is goaded by remorseless cruelty to that madness which eventually makes him the assassin of Antichrist.

Gregory of Nazianzus is first made (what he never was)

Julian’s most cherished comrade, and is then shown as doing what he never did — playing a noble and heroic part in personally defying the tyrant. Mad and monstrous designs are attributed to Julian, such as that of searching out (with the aid of tortures) and destroying all the writings of the Christians. This trait appears to be suggested by a letter from Julian to the Prefect of Egypt enjoining him to collect and preserve all the books which had belonged to George, Bishop of Alexandria: “He had many of them concerning philosophy and rhetoric, and many of them that contained the doctrines of the impious Galileans.

I would willingly see the last named all destroyed, if I did not fear that some good and useful books might, at the same time, be destroyed by mistake.

Make, therefore, the most minute search concerning them. In this search the secretary of George may be of great help to you.... But if he try to deceive you in this affair, submit him immediately to the torture.” It is needless to remark upon the difference between a rhetorical wish that all the Christian books in a particular library n light be destroyed, and an actual attempt to annihilate all the Christian writings in the world. Thus not only are the dearest evidences of Julian’s abstention from violence disregarded, but all sorts of minor incidents are misrepresented to his disadvantage.

A particularly grave injustice to his character meets us almost on the threshold of the Second Part.

The execution of the Treasurer, Ursulus, by the military tribunal which Julian appointed on coming to the throne, is condemned by all historians and was regretted by Julian himself. No doubt he was culpably remiss in not preventing it; but Ibsen, without the slightest warrant, gives his conduct a peculiarly odious character in making it appear that he deliberately sacrificed the old man to his resentment of a blow administered to his vanity in the matter of the Eastern Ambassadors. There is nothing whatever to connect Ursulus with this incident.

The failure of Julian’s effort to rebuild the Temple of Jerusalem is a matter of unquestioned history. It is impossible now to determine, though it is easy to conjecture, what natural accidents were magnified by fanaticism into supernatural intervention. But what does Ibsen do? He is not even content with the comparatively rational account of the matter given by Gregory within a few months of its occurrence. He adopts Ammian’s later and much exaggerated account; he makes Jovian, who had nothing to do with the affair, avouch it with the authority of an eye-witness; and, to give the miracle a still more purposeful significance, he represents it as the instrument of the conversion of Jovian, who was to be Julian’s successor, and the undoer of his work. Under ordinary circumstances, this would be a quite admissible re-arrangement of history, designed to save the introduction of another character. But the very fact that the poet is, throughout the play, so obviously sacrificing dramatic economy and concentration to historic accuracy, renders this heightening of the alleged miracle something very like a falsification of evidence. It arises, of course, from no desire to be unjust to Julian, for whom Ibsen’s sympathy remains unmistakable, but from a determination to make him the tragic victim of a World-Wili pitilessly using him as an instrument to its far-off ends.

But this conception of a vague external power interfering at all sorts of critical moments to baffle designs of which, for one reason or another, it disapproves, belongs to the very essence of melodrama.

Therefore the incident of the Temple of Jerusalem brings with it painful associations of The Sign of the Cross; and still more suggestive of that masterpiece is the downfall of the Temple of Apollo at Daphne which brings the second act of the Second Part to a close. Here the poet deliberately departs from history for the sake of a theatrical effect. The temple of Apollo was not destroyed by an earthquake, nor in any way that even suggested a miracle. It was simply burnt to the ground; and though there was no evidence to show how the conflagration arose, the suspicion that it was the work of Christians cannot be regarded as wholly unreasonable.

An incident of which Ibsen quite uncritically accepts the accounts of Julian’s enemies is his edict imposing what we should now call a test on the teachers in public (municipal) schools. This was probably an impolitic act; but an act of frantic tyranny it certainly was not. Homer and Hesiod were in Julian’s eyes sacred books. They were the Scriptures of his religion; and he decreed that they should not be expounded to children, at the public expense, by “atheists” who (unless they were hypocrites as well) were bound to cast ridicule and contempt on them as religious documents. It is not as though Christians of that age could possibly have been expected to treat the Olympian divinities with the decent reverence with which even an agnostic teacher of to-day will speak of the Gospel story. Such tolerance was foreign to the whole spirit of fourth-century Christianity. It was nothing if not intolerant; and the teacher would have been no good Christian who did not make his lessons the vehicle of proselytism. There is something a little paradoxical in the idea that tolerance should go the length of endowing the propagation of intolerance.

It is quite false to represent Julian’s measure as an attempt to deprive Christians of all instruction, and hurl them back into illiterate barbarism. He explicitly states that Christian children are as welcome as ever to attend the schools.

As the drama draws to a close, Ibsen shows his hero at every step more pitifully hoodwinked and led astray by the remorseless World-Wili. He regains, towards the end, a certain tragic dignity, but it is at the or the Byzantine Kingdom. But it would be no less impossible to say, in the Lord’s Prayer, “Thine is the empire and the power and the glory.” In the scene with Maximus in Ephesus, and in several other passages, I have used the word “empire” where “kingdom,” in its Biblical sense, would have been preferable, were it not necessary to keep the analogy or contrast between the temporal and the spiritual “empire” clearly before the reader’s mind. But at the end of the fifth act of Caesar’s Apostasy, where the Lord’s Prayer is interwoven with the dialogue, I have been forced to fall back on “kingdom.” The reader, then, will please remember that these two words stand for one word — Riget — in the original.

The verse from Homer quoted by Julian in the third act of the second play occurs in the twentieth book of the Odyssey (line 18). Ibsen prints the sentence which follows it as a second hexameter line; but either he or one of his authorities has apparently misread the passage in the treatise, Against the, Cynic Heraelius, on which this scene is founded. No such line occurs in Homer; and in the attack on Heraclius, the phrase about the mad dog appears as part of the author’s text, not as a quotation. I have ventured, therefore, to “render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s,” and print the phrase as Julian’s own.

 






  








PART I. CAESAR’S APOSTASY
 






  








CHARACTERS.
 

THE EMPEROR CONSTANTIUS.

THE EMPRESS EUSEBIA.

THE PRINCESS HELENA, the Emperor’s sister.

PRINCE GALLUS, the Emperor’s cousin.

PRINCE JULIAN, Gallus’ younger half-brother.

Memnon, an Ethiopian, the Emperor’s body-slave.

POTAMON, a goldsmith.

PHOCION, a dyer.

EUNAPIUS, a hairdresser.

A Fruit-seller.

A Captain of the Watch.

A Soldier.

A Painted Woman.

A Paralytic Man.

A Blind Beggar.

AGATHON, son of a Coppadocian vine-grower.

LlBANIUS, a Philosopher.

GREGORY of Nazianzus.

BASIL of Caesarea.

SALLUST OF PERUSIA.

HEKEBOLIUS, a Theologian.

MAXIMUS THE MYSTIC.

EUTHERIUS, Julian’s chamberlain.

LEONTES, a Quaestor.

MYRRHA, a slave.

DECENTIUS, a Tribune.

SlNTULA, Julian’s Master of the Horse.

FLORENTIUS and SEVERUS,  Generals.

ORIBASES, a Physician.

VARRO

MAURUS, a Standard bearer.

Soldiers, church-goers, heathen onlookers, courtiers, priests, students, dancing girls, servants, the Quaestor’s retinue, Gallic warriors. Visions and voices.






  








ACT FIRST.
 

Easter night in Constantinople. The scene is an open place, with trees, bushes, and overthrown statues, in the vicinity of the Imperial Palace. In the background, fully illuminated, stands the Imperial Chapel. To the right a marble balustrade from which a staircase leads down to the water. Between the pines and cypresses appear glimpses of the Bosphorus and the Asiatic coast. Service in the church. Soldiers of the Imperial Guard stand on the church steps. Great crowds of worshippers stream in. Beggars, cripples, and blind men at the doors. Heathen onlookers, fruit sellers, and water-carriers Jill up the place.  
 

HYMN OF PRAISE. 

[Inside the church.]


Never-ending adoration 

To the Cross of our salvation! 

The Serpent is hurled 

To the deepest abyss; 

The Lamb rules the world; 

All is peace, all is bliss. 

POTAMON THE GOLDSMITH. 

[Carrying a paper lantern, enters from the left, taps one of the soldiers on the shoulder, and asks:] Hist, good friend — when comes the Emperor?

 

THE SOLDIER. 

I cannot tell. 
 

PHOCION THE DYER. 

[In the crowd, turning his head. | The Emperor? Did not some one ask about the Emperor? The Emperor will come a little before midnight — just before. I had it from Memnon himself. 
 

EUNAPIUS THE BARBER. 

[Rushes in hastily and pushes a Fruit-seller aside.] Out of the way, heathen!

 

THE FRUIT-SELLER. Softly, sir! 
 

POTAMON. 
 The swine grumbles! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Dog, dog! 
 

PHOCION. 
 Grumbling at a well-dressed Christian — at a man of the Emperor’s own faith! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

[Knocks the Fruit-seller down.] Into the gutter with you!

 

POTAMON. 

That’s right. Wallow there, along with your gods! 
 

PHOCION. 
 [Beating him, with his stick.] Take that — and that — and that! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

[Kicking him.] And this — and this! I’ll baste your god-detested skin for you! [The Fruit-seller hastens away. 
 

PHOCION. 

[With the evident intention of being heard by the Captain of the Guard.] It is much to be desired that some one should bring this scene to our blessed Emperor’s ears. The Emperor has lately expressed his displeasure at the way in which we Christian citizens consort with the heathen, just as if no gulf divided us — 
 

POTAMON. 
 You refer to that placard in the market-places? I too have read it. And I hold that, as there is both true and false gold in the world — 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

 — we ought not to clip every one with the same shears; that is my way of thinking. There are still zealous souls among us, praise be to God! 
 

PHOCION. 
 We are far from being zealous enough, dear brethren! See how boldly these scoffers hold up their heads. How many of this rabble, think you, bear the sign of the cross or of the fish on their arms? 
 

POTAMON. 
 Not many — and yet they actually swarm in front of the Imperial Chapel — 
 

PHOCION. 

 — on such a thrice-sacred night as this — 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

 — blocking the way for true sons of the Church — A Painted Woman. [In the crowd. | Are Donatists true sons of the Church? 
 

PHOCION. 
 What? A Donatist? Are you a Donatist? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 What then? Are not you one? 
 

PHOCION. 
 I? I? May the lightning blast your tongue! Potamon. [Making the sign of the cross.] May plague and boils — ! 
 

PHOCION. 
 A Donatist! You carrion! You rotten tree! Potamon. Right, right! 
 

PHOCION. 
 You brand for Satan’s furnace! 
 

POTAMON. 
 Right! Give it him; give it him, dear brother 
 

PHOCION. 

[Pushing the Goldsmith away.] Hold your tongue get you behind me. I know you now; — you are Potamon the Manichæan! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 A Manichæan? A stinking heretic! Faugh, faugh! 
 

POTAMON. 

[Holding up his paper lantern.] Heyday! Why, you are Phocion the Dyer, of Antioch! The Cainite 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Woe is me, I have held communion with falsehood! 
 

PHOCION. 
 Woe is me, I have helped a son of Satan! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

[Boxing his ear.] Take that for your help! 
 

PHOCION. 
 [Returning the blow.] Oh, you abandoned hound 
 

POTAMON. 
 Accursed, accursed be ye both! [A general fight; laughter and derision among the onlookers. 
 

THE CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD. 
 [Calls to the soldiers.] The Emperor comes! [The combatants are parted and carried with the stream of other worshippers into the church.  
 

HYMN OF PRAISE. 

[From the high altar.] 

The Serpent is hurled 
 To the deepest abyss; — 
 The Lamb rules the world, — 
 All is peace, all is bliss!
 

The Court enters in stately procession from the left. Priests with censers go before; after them menatarms and torch-bearers, courtiers and bodyguards. In their midst the Emperor Constantius, a man of thirty-four, of distinguished appearance, beardless, with brown curly hair; his eyes have a dark, distrustful expression; his gait and whole deportment betray uneasiness and debility. Beside him, un his left, walks the Empress Eusebia, a pale, delicate woman, the same age as the Emperor. Behind the imperial pair follows Prince Julian, a not yet fully developed youth of nineteen. He has black hair and the beginnings of a beard, sparkling brown eyes with a rapid glance; his court-dress sits badly upon him; hut manners are notably awkward and abrupt. The Emperor’s sister, the Princess Helena, a voluptuous beauty of twenty-five, follows, accompanied by maidens and older women. Courtiers and men-at-arms close the procession. The Emperor s body-slave, Memnon, a heavily-built, magnificently-dressed Ethiopian, is among them.

 

THE EMPEROR. 

[Stops suddenly, turns round to Prince Julian, and asks sharply.] Where is Gallus?

 

JULIAN. 

[Turning pale.] Gallus? What would you with Gallus? 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 There, I caught you! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Sire — ! 
 

THE EMPRESS. 

[Seizing the Emperor’s hand.] Come; come!

 

THE EMPEROR. 

Conscience cried aloud. What are you two plotting? 
 

JULIAN. 
 We? 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 You and he! 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 Oh, come; come, Constantius! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 So black a deed! What did the oracle answer? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The oracle! By my Holy Redeemer — 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 If any one maligns you, he shall pay for it at the stake. [Draws the Prince aside.] Oh, let us hold together, Julian! Dear kinsman, let us hold together! — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Everything lies in your hands, my beloved lord! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 My hands — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, stretch them in mercy over us 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 My hands? What was in your mind as to my hands? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Grasps his hands and kisses them.] The Emperor’s hands are white and cool. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 What else should they be? What was in your mind? There I caught you again! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Kisses them again.] They are like rose-leaves in this moonlight night. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Well, well, well, Julian! 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 Forward; it is time. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 To go in before the presence of the Lord! I — I! Oh, pray for me Julian! They will offer me the consecrated wine. I see it! It glitters in the golden chalice like serpents’ eyes — [Shrieks.] Bloody eyes — ! Oh, Jesus Christ, pray for me! 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 The Emperor is ill — ! 
 

THE PRINCESS HELENA. 
 Where is Caesarius? The physician, the physician — summon him! 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 [Beckons.] Memnon, good Memnon! speaks in a low voice to the slave. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Softly.] Sire, have pity, and send me far from here. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Where would you go? 
 

JULIAN. 
 To Egypt. I would fain go to Egypt, if you think fit. So many go thither — into the great solitude. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Into the great solitude? Ha! In solitude one broods. I forbid you to brood. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will not brood, if only you will let me. Here my anguish of soul increases day by day. Evil thoughts flock around me. For nine days I have worn a hair shirt, and it has not protected me; for nine nights I have lashed myself with thongs, but scourging does not banish them. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 We must be steadfast, Julian! Satan is very busy in all of us. Speak with Hekebolius — 
 

THE SLAVE MEMNON. 

[To the Emperor.] It is time now — 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 No, no, I will not — 
 

MEMNON. 

[Seizing him by the wrist.] Come, gracious lord; — come, I say. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 

[Draws himself up, and says with dignity.] Forward to the house of the Lord!

 

MEMNON. 
 [Softly.] The other matter afterwards — 
 

THE EMPEROR. 

[To Julian.] I must see Gallus. [Julian folds his hands in supplication to the Empress behind the Emperor’s back. 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 [Hastily and softly.] Fear nothing!

 

THE EMPEROR. 

Remain without. Come not into the church with those thoughts in your mind. When you pray before the altar, it is to call down evil upon me. — Oh, lay not that sin upon your soul, my beloved kinsman! [The procession moves forward towards the church. On the steps, beggars, cripples, and blind men crowd round the Emperor.
A Paralytic. Oh, mightiest ruler on earth, let me touch the hem of thy garment, that I may become whole. A Blind Man. Pray for me, anointed of the Lord, that my sight may be restored! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Be of good cheer, my son! — Memnon, scatter silver among them. In, in! [The Court moves forward into the church, the doors of which are closed; the crowd gradually disperses, Prince Julian remaining behind in one of the avenues. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Looking towards the church.] What would he with Gallus? On this sacred night he cannot think to — ! Oh, if I did but know — [He turns
and jostles against the blind man, who is departing.] Look where you go, friend!

 

THE BLIND MAN. 

I am blind, my lord! 
 

JULIAN Still blind! Can you not yet see so much as yonder glittering star? Fie! man of little faith! Did not God’s anointed promise to pray for your sight? 
 

THE BLIND MAN. 
 Who are you that mock at a blind brother? 
 

JULIAN. 
 A brother in unbelief and blindness. [He is about to go off to the left. A Voice. [Softly, among the bushes behind him.] Julian, Julian!

 

JULIAN. 

[With a cry.] Ah!

 

THE VOICE. 
 [Nearer.] Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Stand, stand; — I am armed. Beware a Young Man. [Poorly clad, and with a traveller’s staff, appears among the trees.] Hush! It is I — 
 

JULIAN. 

Stand where you are! Do not come near me, fellow! 
 

THE YOUNG MAN. 
 Oh, do you not remember Agathon — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Agathon! What say you? Agathon was a boy — : — 
 

AGATHON. 
 Six years ago. — I knew you at once. [Coming nearer. 
 

JULIAN. 

Agathon; — by the holy cross, but I believe it is! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Look at me; look well — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Embracing and kissing him.] Friend of my childhood! Playmate! Dearest of them all! And you are here? How wonderful! You have come all the long way over the mountains, and then across the sea, — the whole long way from Cappadocia? 
 

AGATHON. 
 I came two days ago, by ship, from Ephesus. Oh, how I have sought in vain for you these two days. At the palace gates the guards would not let me pass, and — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Did you speak my name to any one? or say that you were in search of me? 
 

AGATHON. 
 No, I dared not, because — 
 

JULIAN. 
 There you did right; never let any one know more than you needs must — . Come hither, Agathon; out into the full moonlight, that I may see you. — How you have grown, Agathon; — how strong you look. 
 

AGATHON. 
 And you are paler. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I cannot thrive in the air of the palace. I think it is unwholesome here.—’Tis far otherwise at Makellon. Makellon lies high. No other town in Cappadocia lies so high; ah, how the fresh snowwinds from the Taurus sweep over it — ! Are you weary, Agathon? 
 

AGATHON. 
 Oh, in no wise. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let us sit down nevertheless. It is so quiet and lonely here. Close together; so! [Draws him down upon a seat beside the balustrade.]—” Can any good thing come out of Cappadocia,” they say. Yes — friends can come. Can anything be better? [Looks long at him. How was it possible that I did not know you at once? Oh, my beloved treasure, is it not just as when we were boys — ? 
 

AGATHON. 
 [Sinking down before him.] I at your feet, as of old. 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, no, no — ! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Oh, let me kneel thus! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, Agathon, it is a sin and a mockery to kneel to me. If you but knew how sinful I have become. Hekebolius, my beloved teacher, is sorely concerned about me, Agathon. He could tell you — How thick and moist your hair has grown; and how it curls. — But Mardonius — how goes it with him? His hair must be almost white now? 
 

AGATHON. 
 It is snow-white. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How well Mardonius could interpret Homer! I am sure my old Mardonius has not his like at that. — Heroes embattled against heroes — and the gods above fanning the flames. I saw it all, as with my eyes. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Then your mind was set on being a great and victorious warrior. 
 

JULIAN. 
 They were happy times, those six years in Cappadocia. Were the years longer then than now? It seems so, when I think of all they contained — Yes, they were happy years. We at our books, and Gallus on his Persian horse. He swept over the plain like the shadow of a cloud. — Oh, but one thing you must tell me. The church — ? 
 

AGATHON. 
 The church? Over the Holy Mamas’s grave? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Smiling faintly.] Which Gallus and I built. Gallus finished his aisle; but I — ; mine never fully prospered. — How has it gone on since? 
 

AGATHON. 
 Not at all. The builders said it was impossible as you had planned it. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Thoughtfully.] No doubt, no doubt. I wronged them in thinking them incapable. Now I know why it was not to be. I must tell you, Agathon: — Mamas was a false saint. 
 

AGATHON. 
 The Holy Mamas? 
 

JULIAN. 
 That Mamas was never a martyr. His whole legend was a strange delusion. Hekebolius has, with infinite research, arrived at the real truth, and I myself have lately composed a slight treatise on the subject — a treatise, my Agathon, which certain philosophers are said, strangely enough, to have mentioned with praise in the lecturerooms — The Lord keep my heart free from vanity! The evil tempter has countless wiles; one can never know — . That Gallus should succeed and I fail! Ah, my Agathon, when I think of that church-building, I see Cain’s altar — 
 

AGATHON. 
 Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 God will have none of me, Agathon! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Ah, do not speak so! Was not God strong in you when you led me out of the darkness of heathendom, and gave me light over all my days — child though you then were! 
 

JULIAN. 
 All that is like a dream to me. 
 

AGATHON. 
 And yet so blessed a truth. 
 

JULIAN. 
 If only it were so now! — Where did I find the words of fire? The air seemed full of hymns of praise — a ladder from earth to heaven — [Gazes straight before him.] Did you see it? 
 

AGATHON. 
 What? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The star that fell; there, behind the two cypresses. [Is silent a moment, then suddenly changes his tone.] Have I told you what my mother dreamed the night before I was born? 
 

AGATHON. 
 I do not recall it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, no, I remember — I heard of it after we parted. 
 

AGATHON. 
 What, did she dream? 
 

JULIAN. 
 My mother dreamed that she gave birth to Achilles. 
 

AGATHON. 

[Eagerly.] Is your faith in dreams as strong as ever? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why do you ask? 
 

AGATHON. 
 You shall hear; it concerns what has driven me to cross the sea — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You have a special errand here? I had quite forgotten to ask you — 
 

AGATHON. 
 A. strange errand; so strange that I am lost in doubt and disquietude. There is so much I should like to know first — about life in the city — about yourself — and the Emperor — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Looks hard at him.] Tell me the truth, Agathon — with whom have you spoken before meeting me? 
 

AGATHON. 
 With no one. 
 

JULIAN. 
 When did you arrive? 
 

AGATHON. 
 I have told you — two days ago. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And already you want to know — ? What would you know about the Emperor? Has any one set you on to — ? [Embraces him.] Oh, forgive me, Agathon, my friend! 
 

AGATHON. 
 What? Why? 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Rises and listens.] Hush! — No, it was nothing — only a bird in the bushes — I am very happy here. Wherefore should you doubt it? Have I not all my family gathered here? at least — all over whom a gracious Saviour has held his hand. 
 

AGATHON. 
 And the Emperor is as a father to you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor is beyond measure wise and good. 
 

AGATHON. [Who has also risen.] Julian, is the rumour true that you are one day to be the Emperor’s successor? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Hastily.] Speak not of such dangerous matters. I know not what foolish rumours are abroad. — Why do you question me so much? Not a word will I answer till you nave told me what brings you to Constantinople. 
 

AGATHON. 
 I come at the bidding of the Lord God. 
 

JULIAN. 
 If you love your Saviour or your salvation, get you home again. [Leans over the balustrade and
listens.] Speak softy; a boat is coming in — [Leads him over towards the other side. What would you here? Kiss the splinter of the holy cross? — Get you home again, I say! Know you what Constantinople has become in these last fifteen months? A Babylon of blasphemy. — Have you not heard — do you not know that Libanius is here? 
 

AGATIION. 
 Ah, Julian, I know not Libanius. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Secluded Cappadocian! Happy region, where his voice and his teaching have found no echo. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Ah, he is one of those heathen teachers of falsehood — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 This most dangerous of them all. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Surely not more dangerous than Aedesius of Pergamus? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aedesius! — who now thinks of Aedesius of Pergamus? Aedesius is in his dotage —— 
 

AGATHON. 
 Is he more dangerous than even that mysterious Maximus? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus? Do not speak of that mountebank. Who knows anything certain of Maximus? 
 

AGATHON. 
 He avers that he has slept three years in a cave beyond Jordan. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hekebolius holds him an impostor, and doubtless he is not far wrong — No, no, Agathon — Libanius is the most dangerous. Our sinful earth has writhed, as it were, under this scourge. Portents foretold his coming. A pestilential sickness slew men by thousands in the city. And then, when it was over, in the month of November, fire rained from heaven night by night. Nay, do not doubt it, Agathon! I have myself seen the stars break from their spheres, plunge down towards earth, and burn out on the way. Since then he has lectured here, the philosopher, the orator. All proclaim him the king of eloquence; and well they may. I tell you he is terrible. Youths and men flock around him; he binds their souls in bonds, so that they must follow him; denial flows seductively from his lips, like songs of the Trojans and the Greeks — 
 

AGATHON. 

[In terror.] Oh, you too have sought him Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Shrinking back.] I! — God preserve me from such a sin. Should any rumours come to your ears, believe them not. ‘Tis not true that I have sought out Libanius by night, in disguise. All contact with him would be a horror to me. Besides, the Emperor has forbidden it, and Hekebolius still more strictly. — All believers who approach that subtle man fall away and turn to scoffers. And not they alone. His words are borne from mouth to mouth, even into the Emperor’s palace. His airy mockery, his incontrovertible arguments, his very lampoons seem to blend with my prayers; — they are to me like those monsters in the shape of birds who befouled all the food of a pious wandering hero of yore. I sometimes feel with horror that my gorge rises at the true meat of the Word — [With an irrepressible outburst.] Were the empire mine, I would send you the head of Libunius on a charger! 
 

AGATHON. 
 But how can the Emperor tolerate this? How can our pious, Christian Emperor — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor? Praised be the Emperor’s faith and piety! But the Emperor has no thoughts for anything but this luckless Persian war. All minds are full of it. No one heeds the war that is being waged here, against the Prince of Golgotha. Ah, my Agathon, it is not now as it was two years ago. Then the two brothers of the Mystic Maximus had to pay for their heresies with their lives. You do not know what mighty allies Libanius has. One or other of the lesser philosophers is now and then driven from the city; on him no one dares lay a finger. I have begged, I have implored both Hekebolius and the Empress to procure his banishment. But no, no! — What avails it to drive away the others? This one man poisons the air for all of us. Oh, thou my Saviour, if I could but flee from all this abomination of heathendom! To live here is to live in the lion’s den — 
 

AGATHON. 
 [Eagerly.] Julian — what was that you said? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; only a miracle can save us? 
 

AGATHON. 
 Oh, then listen! That miracle has happened. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you? 
 

AGATHON. 
 You shall hear, Julian; for now I can no longer doubt that it is you it concerns. What sent me to Constantinople was a vision — 
 

JULIAN. 
 A vision, you say! 
 

AGATHON. 
 A heavenly revelation — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, for God’s pity’s sake, speak! — Hush, do not speak. Wait — some one is coming. Stand here, quite carelessly; — look unconcerned. Both remain standing beside the balustrade. A tall handsome, middle-aged man, dressed, according to the fashion of the philosophers, in a short cloak, enters by the avenue on the left. A troop of youths accompanies him, all in girt-up garments, with wreaths of ivy in their hair, and carrying books, papers, and parchments. Laughter and loud talk among them as they approach. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 

Let nothing fall into the water, my joyous Gregory! Remember, what you carry is more precious than gold. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Standing close beside him.] Your pardon, — is aught that a man may carry more precious than gold? — 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Can you buy back the fruits of your life for gold? 
 

JULIAN. 
 True; true. But why, then, do you entrust them to the treacherous waters? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 The favour of man is more treacherous still. 
 

JULIAN. 
 That word was wisdom. And whither do you sail with your treasures? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 To Athens. [He is about to pass on. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With suppressed laughter.] To Atheus! Then, oh man of wealth, you do not own your own riches. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 [Stops.] How so? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is it the part of a wise man to take owls to Athens? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 My owls cannot endure the church-lights here in the imperial city. [To one of the young men.] Give me your hand, Sallust. [Is about to descend the steps. 
 

SALLUST. 
 [Half — way down the steps, whispers.] By the gods, it is he!

 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 

He — ? 
 

SALLUST. 
 On my life, ‘tis he! I know him; — I have seen him with Hekebolius. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Ah! [He looks at Julian with furtive intentness; then goes a step towards him and says: You smiled just now. At what did you smile? 
 

JULIAN. 
 When you complained of the church-lights, I wondered whether it were not rather the imperial light of the lecture-halls that shone too bright in your eyes. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Envy cannot hide under the short cloak. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What cannot hide shows forth. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 You have a sharp tongue, noble Galilean. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why Galilean? What proclaims me a Galilean? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Your court apparel. 
 

JULIAN. 
 There is a philosopher beneath it; for I wear a very coarse shirt. — But tell me, what do you seek in Athens? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 What did Pontius Pilate seek? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nay, nay! Is not truth here, where Libanius is? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 

[Looking hard at him.] H’m! — Libanius? Libanius will soon be silent. Libanius is weary of the strife, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Weary? He — the invulnerable, the ever victorious — ? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 He is weary of waiting for his peer. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Now you jest, stranger! Where can Libanius hope to find his peer? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 His peer exists. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who? Where? Name him? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 It might be dangerous. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Are you not a courtier? 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what then? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 

[In a lower voice.] Would you be foolhardy enough to praise the Emperor’s successor? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Deeply shaken.] Ah!

 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 [Hastily.] If you betray me, I shall deny all! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I betray no man; never fear, never fear! — The Emperor’s successor, you say? I cannot tell whom you mean; the Emperor has chosen no successor. — But why this jesting? Why did you speak of Libanius’s peer? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Yes or no — is there at the imperial court a youth who, by force and strict commandment, by prayers and persuasions, is held aloof from the light of the lecture-halls? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Hastily.] That is done to keep his faith pure. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 [Smiling.] Has this young man so scant faith in his faith? What can he know about his faith? What does a soldier know of his shield until he has proved it in battle? 
 

JULIAN. 
 True, true; — but they are loving kinsmen and teachers, I tell you — 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Phrases, my lord! Let me tell you this: it is for the Emperor’s sake that his young kinsman is held aloof from the philosophers. The Emperor has not the divine gift of eloquence. Doubtless the Emperor is great; but he cannot endure that his successor should shine forth over the empire — 
 

JULIAN. 
 [In confusion.] And you dare to — ! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Ay, ay, you are wroth on your master’s account; but — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Far from it; on the contrary — that is to say — Listen; my place is somewhat near that young prince. I would gladly learn —— 
 

[Turns.] Go apart, Agathon; I must speak alone with this man. [Withdraws a few steps along with the stranger. You said “shine forth”? “Shine forth over the empire?” What do you know, what can any of you know, of Prince Julian? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Can Sirius be hidden by a cloud? Will not the restless wind tear a rift in it here or there, so that — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak plainly, I beg you. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 The palace and the church are as a double cage wherein the prince is mewed up. But the cage is not close enough. Now and then he lets fall an enigmatic word; the court vermin — forgive me, sir — the courtiers spread it abroad in scorn; its deep meaning does not exist for these gentlefolk — your pardon, sir — for most of them it does not exist. 
 

JULIAN. 
 For none. You may safely say for none. 
 

THE Philosopher. Yet surely for you; and at any rate for us. — Yes, he could indeed shine forth over the empire! Are there not legends of his childhood in Cappadocia, when, in disputation with his brother Gallus, he took the part of the gods, and defended them against the Galilean? 
 

JULIAN. 
 That was in jest, mere practice in rhetoric — 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 What has not Mardonius recorded of him? And afterwards Hekebolius! What art was there not even in his boyish utterances — what beauty, what grace in the light play of his thoughts! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You think so? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Yes, in him we might indeed find an adversary to fear and yet to long for. What should hinder him from reaching so honourable an eminence? He lacks nothing but to pass through the same school through which Paul passed, and passed so unscathed that, when he afterwards joined the Galileans, he shed more light than all the other apostles together, because he possessed knowledge arid eloquence! Hekebolius fears for his pupil’s faith. Oh, I know it well; the fear is his. Does he forget then, in his exceeding tenderness of conscience, that he himself, in his youth, has drunk of those very springs from which he would now have his pupil debarred? Or think you it was not from us that he learned to use the weapons of speech which he now wields against us with such renowned dexterity? 
 

JULIAN. 
 True, true; undeniably true! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 And what gifts has this Hekebolius in comparison with the gifts which declared themselves so marvellously in that princely boy, who, it is said, in Cappadocia, upon the graves of the slain Galileans, proclaimed a doctrine which I hold to be erroneous, and by so much the more difficult to instil, but which he nevertheless proclaimed with such fervour of spirit that — if I may believe a very widespread rumour — a multitude of children of his own age were carried away by him, and followed him as his disciples! Ah, Hekebolius is like the rest of you — more jealous than zealous; that is why Libanius has waited in vain. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [seizes him by the arm.] What has Libanius said? Tell me, I conjure you, in the name of God? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 He has said all that you have just heard. And he has said still more. He has said: “ Behold yon princely Galilean; he is an Achilles of the spirit.” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Achilles! [Softly.] My mother’s dream! The PHILOSOPHER. There, in the open lecture-halls, lies the field of battle. Light and gladness encompass the fighters and the fray. Javelins of speech hurtle through the air; keen swords of wit clash in the combat; the blessed gods sit smiling in the clouds — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, away from me with your heathendom — 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 

 — and the heroes go home to their tents, their arms entwined, their hearts untouched by rancour, their cheeks aglow, the blood coursing swiftly through every vein, admired, applauded, and with laurels on their brows. Ah, where is Achilles? I cannot see him. Achilles is wroth — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Achilles is unhappy! — But can I believe it! Oh, tell me — my brain is dizzy — has Libanius said all this? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 What brought Libanius to Constantinople? Had he any other end than to achieve the illustrious friendship of a certain youth? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak the truth! No, no; this cannot be true. How reconcile it with the scoffs and jibes that — ? Who scoffs at one whose friendship he would seek? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Wiles of the Galileans to build up a wall of wrath and hate between the two champions. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yet you will not deny that it was Libanius — ? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 I will deny everything to the uttermost. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The lampoons were not his? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Not one of them. They have all been hatched in the palace, and spread abroad under his name — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, what do you tell me — ? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 What I will avouch before all the world. You have a sharp tongue. — who knows but that you yourself — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I — ! But can I believe this? Libanius did not write them? Not one of them? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 No, no! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not even those infamous lines about Atlas with the crooked shoulders? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 No, no, I tell you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nor that foolish and ribald verse about the ape in court dress? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Ha, ha; that came from the church, not from the lecture-hall. You disbelieve it? I tell you it was Hekebolius — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hekebolius! — 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Yes, Hekebolius, Hekebolius himself, to breed hatred between his enemy and his pupil — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Clenching his fists.] Ah, if it were so! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 If that blinded and deceived young man had known us philosophers, he would not have dealt so hardly with us. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Of what are you speaking? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 It is too late now. Farewell, my lord! [Going. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Seizes his hand.] Friend and brother, who are you? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 One who sorrows to see the God-born go to ruin. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What do you call the God-born? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 The Uncreated in the Ever-changing. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Still I am in the dark. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 There is a whole glorious world to which you Galileans are blind. In it our life is one long festival, amid statues and choral songs, foaming goblets in our hands, and our locks entwined with roses. Airy bridges span the gulfs between spirit and spirit, stretching away to the farthest orbs in space — I know one who might be king of all that vast and sunlit realm. 
 

JULIAN. 

[In dread.] Ay, at the cost of his salvation! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 What is salvation? Reunion with the primal deeps. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, in conscious life. Reunion for me, as the being I am! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Reunion like that of the raindrop with the sea, like that of the crumbling leaf with the earth that bore it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, had I but learning! Had I but the weapons to use against you! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 
 Take to yourself weapons, young man! The lecture-hall is the armoury of intellect and talent — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Recoiling.] Ah!

 

THE PHILOSOPHER. 

Look at those joyous youths yonder. There are Galileans among them. Errors in things divine cause no discord among us. Farewell! You Galileans have sent truth into exile. See, now, how we bear the buffets of fate. See, we hold high our wreath-crowned heads. So we depart — shortening the night with song, and awaiting Helios. [He descends the steps where his disciples have waited for him; then the boat is heard rowing away with them.]
 

JULIAN. 
 [Gazes long over the water.] Who was he, that mysterious man? 
 

AGATHON. 

[Approaching.] Listen to me, Julian — ? 
 

JULIAN. 

[In lively excitement.] He understood me! And Libanius himself, the great, incomparable Libanius — ! Only think, Agathon, Libanius has said —— Oh, how keen must the heathen eye not be! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Trust me, this meeting was a work of the Tempter! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Not heeding him. I can no longer endure to live among these people. It was they, then, who wrote those abominable lampoons! They make a mockery of me here; they laugh behind my back; not one of them believes in the power that dwells in me. They ape my gait; they distort my manners and my speech; Hekebolius himself — ! Oh, I feel it — Christ is deserting me; I glow evil here. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Oh, though you know it not — you, even you, stand under special grace. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Walks up and down beside the balustrade.] I am he with whom Libanius longs to measure swords. How strange a wish! Libanius accounts me his peer. It is me he awaits — AGATHON. Hear and obey: Christ awaits you! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you, friend? 
 

AGATHON. 
 The vision that sent me to Constantinople — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes, the vision; I had almost forgotten it. A revelation, you said? Oh, speak, speak! 
 

AGATHON. 
 It was at home in Cappadocia, a month ago or a little more. There went a rumour abroad that the heathens had again begun to hold secret meetings by night in the temple of Cybele — 
 

JULIAN. 
 How foolhardy! Are they not strictly forbidden — 
 

AGATHON. 
 Therefore all we believers arose in wrath. The magistrates ordered the temple to be pulled down, and we broke in pieces the abominable idols. The more zealous among us were impelled by the Spirit of the Lord to go still further. With singing of psalms, and with sacred banners at our head, we marched through the town and fell upon the godless like messengers of wrath; we took from them their treasures; many houses were set on fire and heathens not a few perished in the flames; still more we slew in the streets as they fled. Oh, it was a marvellous time for the glory of God! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And then? The vision, my Agathon! 
 

AGATHON. 
 For three whole nights and days the Lord of Vengeance was strong in us. But at last the weak flesh could no longer keep pace with the willing spirit, and we desisted from the pursuit ——  — I lay upon my bed; I could neither wake nor sleep. I felt, as it were, an inward hollowness, as though the spirit had departed out of me. I lay in burning heat; I tore my hair, I wept, I prayed, I sang; — I cannot tell what came over me ——  — Then, on a sudden, I saw before me by the wall a white and shining light, and in the radiance stood a man in a long cloak. A glory encircled his head; he held a reed in his hand, and fixed his gaze mildly upon me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You saw that! 
 

AGATHON. 
 I saw it. And then he spoke and said: “Agathon; arise, seek him out who shall inherit the empire; bid him enter the lion’s den and do battle with the lions.” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do battle with the lions! Oh, strange, strange! — Ah, if it were — ! The meeting with that philosopher — A revelation; a message to me — ; am I the chosen one? 
 

AGATHON. 
 Assuredly you are! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do battle with the lions! — Yes, I see it; — so it must be, my Agathon! It is God’s will that I should seek out Libanius — 
 

AGATHON. 
 No, no; hear me out! 
 

JULIAN. 

 — worm from him all his arts and his learning — smite the unbelievers with their own weapons — fight, fight like Paul — conquer like Paul, in the cause of the Lord! 
 

AGATHON. 
 No, no! that was not the intent. 
 

JULIAN. — Can you doubt it? Libanius — is he not strong as the mountain lion, and is not the lecture hall — ? 
 

AGATHON. 
 I tell you it is not so; for the vision added: “Proclaim to the chosen one that he shall shake the dust of the imperial city from his feet, and never more enter its gates.” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Are you sure of that, Agathon? 
 

AGATHON. 
 Absolutely sure. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not here, then! Do battle with the lions? Where, where? Oh, where shall I find light? Prince Gallus, a handsome, strongly-built man of five-and-twenty, with light curly hair, and fully armed, enters by the avenue on the left. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Rushing up to him.] Gallus.

 

GALLUS. 

What now? [Points to Agathon.] Who is that man? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Agathon. 
 

GALLUS. 
 What Agathon? You have so many strange companions ——  —— Ah, by heaven, it is the Cappadocian Î You have grown quite a man — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you know, Gallus — the Emperor has asked for you. 
 

GALLUS. 

[Anxiously.] Just now? To-night? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; he wanted to speak with you. H seemed greatly angered. 
 

GALLUS. 
 How know you that? What did he say? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I did not understand it. He asked what some oracle had answered. 
 

GALLUS. 
 Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hide nothing from me. What is the matter? 
 

GALLUS. 
 Death or banishment is the matter. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Gracious Saviour! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I feared as much! But no, the Empress spoke hopefully. Oh, say on, say on! 
 

GALLUS. 
 What shall I say? How should I know more than you? If the Emperor spoke of an oracle, a certain messenger must have been intercepted, or some one must have betrayed me — 
 

JULIAN. 
 A messenger? — Gallus, what have you dared to do? 
 

GALLUS. 
 How could I live any longer this life of doubt and dread? Let him do with me as he pleases; anything is better than this — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Softly, leading him some paces aside.] Have a care, Gallus! What is this about a messenger? 
 

GALLUS. 
 I have addressed a question to the priests of Osiris in Abydus — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, the oracle! The heathen oracle — ! 
 

GALLUS. 
 The heathenism might be forgiven me; but — well, why should you not know it? — I have inquired as to the issue of the Persian war — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What madness! — Gallus — I see it in your face: you have asked other questions! 
 

GALLUS. 
 No more; I have not asked — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; you have inquired as to a mighty man’s life or death! 
 

GALLUS. 
 And if I had? What can be of more moment to both of us? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Throwing his arms round him.] Be silent, madman!

 

GALLUS. 

Away from me! You may cringe before him like a cur; but I have no mind to endure it longer. I will cry it aloud in all the market-places — [Calls to Agathon.] Have you seen him, Cappadocian? Have you seen the murderer? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Gallus! Brother! 
 

AGATHON. 
 The murderer! 
 

GALLUS. 
 The murderer in the purple robe; my father’s murderer, my step-mother’s, my eldest brother’s — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, you are calling down destruction upon us! 
 

GALLUS. 
 Eleven heads in one single night; eleven bodies; our whole house. — Ah, but be sure conscience is torturing him; it shivers through the marrow of his bones like a swarm of serpents. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do not listen to him! Away, away! 
 

GALLUS. 

[Seizes Julian by the shoulder.] Stay; — you look pale and disordered; is it you that have betrayed me? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I! Your own brother —— ! 
 

GALLUS. 
 What matter for that! Brotherhood protects no one in our family. Confess that you have secretly spied upon my doings! Who else should it be? Think you I do not know what people are whispering? The Emperor designs to make you his successor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Never! I swear to you, my beloved Gallus, it shall never be! I will not. One mightier than he has chosen me. — Oh, trust me, Gallus: my path is marked out for me. I will not go thither, I tell you. Oh, God of Hosts — I on the imperial throne! No, no, no! 
 

GALLUS. 
 Ha-ha; well acted, mummer! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ay, you may scoff, since you know not what has happened. Myself, I scarcely know. Oh, Agathon — if this head were to be anointed! Would it not be an apostasy — a deadly sin? Would not the Lord’s holy oil burn me like molten lead? 
 

GALLUS. 
 Were that so, then were our august kinsman balder than Julius Caesar. — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Beware how you speak! Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s — 
 

GALLUS. 
 My father’s blood — your father’s and your mother’s — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, what know we of those horrors? We were children then. The soldiers were chiefly to blame; it was the rebels — evil counsellors —— 
 

GALLUS. 

[Laughing.] The Emperor’s successor rehearses his part! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Weeping. | Oh, Gallus, would I might die or be banished in your stead! I am wrecking my soul here. I ought to forgive — and I cannot. Evil grows in me; hate and revenge whisper in my ear — 
 

GALLUS. 
 [Rapidly, looking towards the church.] There he comes!

 

JULIAN. 

Be prudent, my beloved brother — Ah, Hekebolius! The church door has meanwhile been opened. The congregation streams forth; some pass away, others remain standing to see the Court pass. Among those who come out is Hekebolius; he wears priestly dress. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 [On the point of passing out to the left.] Is that you, my Julian? Ah, I have again passed a heavy hour for your sake. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Alas! I fear that happens too often. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Christ is wroth against you, my son! It is your froward spirit that angers him; it is your unloving thoughts, and all this worldly vanity — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know it my Hekebolius! You so often tell me so. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Even now I lifted up my soul in prayer for your amendment. Oh, it seemed as though our otherwise so gracious Saviour repulsed my prayer, — as though he would not listen to me; he suffered my thoughts to wander upon trifling things. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You prayed for me? Oh, loving Hekebolius, you pray even for us dumb animals — at least when we wear court dress! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 What mean you, my son? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hekebolius, how could you write those shameful verses? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 I? I swear by all that is high and holy — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I see in your eyes that you are lying! I have full assurance that you wrote them. How could you do it, I ask — and under the name of Libanius, too? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Well, well, my dearly beloved, since you know it, I — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Hekebolius! Deceit, and lies, and treachery — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Behold, my precious friend, how deep is my love for you! I dare all to save the soul of that man who shall one day be the Lord’s anointed. If, in my zeal for you, I have had recourse to deceit and lies, I know that a gracious God has found my course well pleasing in his sight, and has stretched forth his hand to sanction it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How blind have I been! Let me press these perjured fingers —— 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 The Emperor! [The Emperor Constantius, with his whole retinue, comes from the church. Agathon has already, during the foregoing, withdrawn among the bushes on the right. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 

Oh, blessed peace of heaven in my heart. 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 Do you feel yourself strengthened, my Constantius? 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Yes, yes! I saw the living Dove hovering over me. It took away the burden of all my sin. — Now I dare venture much, Memnon! 
 

MEMNON. 

[Softly.] Lose not a moment, sire! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 There they both stand. [He goes towards the brothers. 
 

GALLUS. 
 [Mechanically feels for his sword, and cries in terror.] Do me no ill!

 

THE EMPEROR. 

[With outstretched arms.] Gallus! Kinsman! 
 

[He embraces and kisses him.] Lo, in the light of the Easter stars, I choose the man who lies nearest my heart. — Bow all to the earth. Hail Gallus Caesar! [General astonishment among the Court; a few involuntary shouts are raised. 
 

THE EMPRESS. 

[With a shriek.] Constantius! 
 

GALLUS. 

[Amazed.] Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! [He tries lo seize the Emperor’s hands, as if in joy. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 

[Waving him aside.] Away from me! What would you? Is not Gallus the elder? What hopes have you been cherishing? What rumours have you, in your blind presumption — ? Away; away! 
 

GALLUS. 
 I — ! Caesar! The EMPEROR. My heir and my successor. In three days you will set out for the army in Asia. I know the Persian war is much on your mind — 
 

GALLUS. 
 Oh, my most gracious sire — ! The EMPEROR. Thank me in deeds, my beloved Gallus! King Sapor lies west of the Euphrates. I know how solicitous you are for my life; be it your task, then, to crush him. [He turns, takes Julian’s head between his hands, and kisses him. And you, Julian, my pious friend and brother — so it needs must be. 
 

JULIAN. 
 All blessings on the Emperor’s will! The EMPEROR. Call down no blessings! Yet listen — I have thought of you too. Know, Julian, that now you can breathe freely in Constantinople — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, praise be to Christ and the Emperor! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 You know it already? Who has told you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What, sire? 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 That Libanius is banished? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Libanius — banished! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 I have banished him to Athens. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Yonder lies his ship; he sails to-night. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Aside.] He himself; he himself! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 You have long wished it. I have not hitherto been able to fulfil your desire; but now — ; let this be a slight requital to you, my Julian — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Quickly seizing his hand.] Sire, do me one grace more. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Ask what you will. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let me go to Pergamus. You know the old Aedesius teaches there — 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 A very strange wish. You, among the heathens — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aedesius is not dangerous; he is a high-minded old man, drawing towards the grave — 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 And what would you with him, brother? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I would learn to do battle with the lions. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 I understand your pious thought. And you are not afraid — ; you think yourself strong enough — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Lord God has called me with a loud voice. Like Daniel, I go fearless and joyful into the lions’ den. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 To-night, without knowing it, you have yourself been his instrument. Oh, let me go forth to purge the world! 
 

GALLUS. 

[Softly to the Emperor.] Humour him, sire; it will prevent his brooding on higher things. 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 I implore you, Constantius — set no bar to this vehement longing. Hekebolius Great Emperor, let him go to Pergamus. I fear I am losing hold of him here, and now ‘tis no longer of such moment. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 How could I deny you anything in such an hour? Go with God, Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Kissing his hands.] Oh, thanks — thanks! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 And now to a banquet of rejoicing! My Capuan cook has invented some new fast-dishes, carp-necks in Chios wine, and — Forward; — your place is next to me, Gallus Caesar! 
 

[The procession begins to advance.]

 

GALLUS. 
 [Softly.] Helena, what a marvellous change of fortune! 
 

HELENA. 
 Oh, Gallus, dawn is breaking over our hopes. Gallus. I can scarce believe it! Who has brought it about? 
 

HELENA. 
 Hush! 
 

GALLUS. 
 You, my beloved? Or who — who? 
 

HELENA. 
 Memnon’s Spartan dog. 
 

GALLUS. 
 What do you mean? 
 

HELENA. 
 Memnon’s dog. Julian kicked it; this is Memnon’s revenge. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Why so silent, Eusebia? 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 [Softly, in tears.] Oh, Constantius — how could you make such a choice! 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 Eleven ghosts demanded it. 
 

THE EMPRESS. 
 Woe upon us; this will not appease the ghosts. 
 

THE EMPEROR. 
 [Calls loudly.] Flute-players! Why are the rascals silent? Play, play! [All, except Prince Julian, go out to the left. Agathon comes forward among the trees. 
 

JULIAN. 

Gallus his successor; and I — free, free, free! Agathon. Marvellously are the counsels of the Lord revealed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Heard you what passed? — 
 

AGATHON. 
 Yes, everything. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And to-morrow, ray Agathon, to-morrow to Athens! 
 

AGATHON. 
 To Athens. ‘Tis to Pergamus you go. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hush! You do not know — ; we must be cunning as serpents. First to Pergamus — and then to Athens! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Farewell, my lord and friend! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Will you go with me, Agathon? 
 

AGATHON. 
 . I cannot. I must go home; I have my little brother to care for. 
 

JULIAN. 

[At the balustrade.] There they are weighing anchor. — A fair wind to you, winged lion; Achilles follows in your wake. 
 

[Exclaims softly.]
Ah! 
 

AGATHON. — What was that? — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yonder fell a star. 
 






  







ACT SECOND
 

In Athens. An open place surrounded by colonnades. In the square, statues and a fountain. A narrow street debouches in the left-hand corner. Sunset, Basil op Caesarea, a delicately-built young man, sits reading beside a pillar. Gregory of Nazianzus and other scholars of the University stroll in scattered groups up and dorm the colonnades. A larger band runs shouting across the square, and out to the right; noise in the distance. 
 

BASIL. 
 [Looks up from his book.] What mean these wild cries? 
 

GREGORY. 
 A ship has come in from Ephesus. 
 

BASIL. 
 With new scholars? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Yes. 
 

BASIL. 
 Then we shall have a night of tumult. Come, Gregory; let us not witness all this unseemliness. 
 

GREGORY. 

[Points to the left.] Look yonder. Is that a pleasanter sight? 
 

BASIL. 
 Prince Julian — ; with roses in his hair, his face aflame — 
 

GREGORY. 
 Ay, and after him that reeling, glassy-eyed crew. Hear how the halting tongues babble with wine! They have sat the whole day in Lykon’s tavern. — 
 

BASIL. 
 And many of them are our own brethren, Gregory; they are Christian youths — 
 

GREGORY.. So they call themselves. Did not Lampon call himself a Christian — he who betrayed the oil-seller Zeno’s daughter? And Hilarion of Agrigentum, and the two others, who did what I shudder to name — 
 

PRINCE JULIAN. 

[Is heard calling without on the left.] Aha! See, see — the Cappadocian Castor and Pollux. 
 

BASIL. 
 He has caught sight of us. I will go; I cannot endure to see him in this mood. 
 

GREGORY. 
 I will remain; he needs a friend. Basil goes cut to the right. At the same moment, Prince Julian, followed by a crowd of young men, enters from the narrow street. His hair is dishevelled, and he is clad in a short cloak like the rest. Among the scholars is Sallust of Pfrusia.

 

MANY IN THE CROWD. 

Long live the light of Athens! Long live the lover of wisdom and eloquence! 
 

JULIAN. 
 All your flattery is wasted. Not another verse shall you have to-day. 
 

SALLUST. 
 When our leader is silent, life seems empty, as on the morning after a night’s carouse. 
 

JULIAN. 
 If we must needs do something, let it be something new. Let us hold a mock trial. 
 

THE WHOLE CROWD. 
 Yes, yes, yes; Prince Julian on the judgment seat! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Have done with the Prince, friends — 
 

SALLUST. 
 Ascend the judgment-seat, incomparable one! . JULIAN. How could I presume — ? There stands the man. Who is so learned in the law as Gregory of Nazianzus? 
 

SALLUST. 
 That is true! 
 

JULIAN. 
 To the judgment-seat, ray wise Gregory; I am the prisoner at the bar. 
 

GREGORY. 
 I beg you, friend, let me stand out. 
 

JULIAN. 
 To the judgment-seat, I say! To the judgment seat. [To the others,] What is my transgression? 
 

SOME VOICES. 
 Yes, what shall it be? Choose yourself! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Let it be something Galilean, as we of the ungodly say. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Right; something Galilean. I have it. I have refused to pay tribute to the Emperor — 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Ha-ha; well bethought! Excellent! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Here am I, dragged forward by the nape of the neck, with my hands pinioned — 
 

SALLUST. 
 [To Gregory.] Blind judge — I mean since Justice is blind — behold this desperate wretch; he has denied to pay tribute to the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let me throw one word into the scales of judgment. I am a Greek citizen. How much does a Greek citizen owe the Emperor? 
 

GREGORY. 
 What the Emperor demands. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Good; but how much — answer now as though the Emperor himself were in court — how much has the Emperor a right to demand? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Everything. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Answered as though the Emperor were present indeed! But now comes the knotty point; for it is written: Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s — and unto God the things that are God’s. 
 

GREGORY. 
 And what then? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then tell me, oh sagacious judge — how much of what is mine belongs to God? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Everything. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And how much of God’s property may I give to the Emperor? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Dear friends, no more of this sport. 
 

THE SCHOLARS. 

[Amid laughter and noise.] Yes, yes; answer him. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How much of God’s property has the Emperor a right to demand? 
 

GREGORY. 
 I will not answer. This is unseemly both towards God and the Emperor. Let me go. 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Make a ring round him! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hold him fast! What, you most luckless of judges, you have bungled the Emperor’s cause, and now you seek to escape? You would flee? Whither, whither? To the Scythians? Bring him before me! Tell me you servants that-are-to-be of the Emperor and of wisdom — has he not attempted to elude the Emperor’s power? 
 

THE SCHOLARS. 
 Yes, yes. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what punishment do you award to such a misdeed? 
 

VOICES. 
 Death! Death in a wine-jar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let us reflect. Let us answer as though the Emperor himself were present. What limit is there to the Emperor’s power? 
 

SOME OF THE CROWD. 
 The Emperor’s power has no limits. 
 

JULIAN. 
 So I should think. But to want to escape from the infinite, my friends, is not that madness? 
 

THE SCHOLARS. 
 Yes, yes; the Cappadocian is mad! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what, then, is madness? How did our forefathers conceive of it? What was the doctrine of the Egyptian priests? And what says Maximus the Mystic and the other philosophers of the East? They say that the divine enigma reveals itself in the brainsick. Our Gregory — in setting himself up against the Emperor — is thus in special league with Heaven. — Make libations of wine to the Cappadocian; sing songs to our Gregory’s praise; — a statue of honour for Gregory of Nazianzus! 
 

THE SCHOLARS. 

[Amid laughter and glee.] Praise to the Cappadocian! Praise to the Cappadocian’s judge! The Philosopher Libanius, surrounded by disciples, comes across the square. 
 

LIBANIUS. 

Ah, see — is not my brother Julian dispensing wisdom in the open market-place? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Say folly, dear friend; wisdom has departed the city. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Has wisdom departed the city? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Or is on the point of departing; for are not you also bound for the Piraeus? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 I, my brother? What should I want at the Piraeus? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Our Libanius, then, is the only teacher who does not know that a ship has just arrived from Ephesus. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Why, ray friend, what have I to do with that ship? 
 

JULIAN. 
 It is loaded to the water’s edge with embryo philosophers — 
 

LIBANIUS. 

[Scornfully.] They come from Ephesus! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is not gold equally weighty whencesoever it may come? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Gold? Ha-ha! The golden ones Maximus keeps to himself; he does not let them go. What sort of scholars is Ephesus wont to send us? Shopkeepers’ sons, the first-born of mechanics. Gold say you, my Julian? I call it lack of gold. But I will turn this lack of gold to account, and out of it I will mint for you young men a coin of true and weighty metal. For may not a precious lesson in life, set forth in ingenious and attractive form, be compared to a piece of full-weighted golden currency? — Hear then, if you have a mind to. Was it not said that certain men had rushed eagerly down to the Piraeus? Who are they, these eager ones? Far be it from me to mention names; they call themselves lovers and teachers of wisdom. Let us betake ourselves in thought to the Piraeus. What is passing there at this moment, even as I stand here in this circle of kindly listeners? I will tell you what is passing. Those men who give themselves out as lovers and dispensers of wisdom, are crowding upon the gangway, jostling, wrangling, biting, forgetting all decorum, and throwing dignity to the winds. And why? To be the first in the field, — to pounce upon the best dressed youths, to lead them home, to entertain them, hoping in the end to make profit out of them in all possible ways. What a shamefaced, empty awakening, as after a debauch, if it should presently appear — ha-ha-ha! — that these youths have scarcely brought with them the wherewithal to pay for their supper of welcome! Learn from this, young men, how ill it becomes a lover of wisdom, and how little it profits him, to run after good things other than the truth. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, my Libanius, when I listen to you with closed eyes, I seem lapped in the sweet dream that Diogenes has once more arisen in our midst 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Your lips are princely spendthrifts of praise, beloved of my soul! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Far from it. And yet I had almost interrupted your homily; for in this case, one of your colleagues will scarce find himself disappointed. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 My friend is jesting. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Your friend assures you that the two sons of the governor, Milo, are on board. 
 

LIBANIUS. 

[Grasping his arm.] What do you say? 
 

JULIAN. 
 That the new Diogenes who secures them as his pupils will scarce need to drink out of the hollow of his hand for poverty. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 The sons of the Governor Milo! That noble Milo, who sent the Emperor seven Persian horses, with saddles embroidered with pearls — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Many thought that too mean a gift for Milo. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Very true. Milo ought to have sent a poem, or perhaps a well-polished speech, or a letter. Milo is a nobly-endowed man; all Milo’s family are nobly-endowed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Especially the two young men. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 No doubt, no doubt. For the sake of their beneficent and generous father, I pray the gods that they may fall into good hands. After all, then, you were right, my Julian; the ship brought real gold from Ephesus. For are not intellectual gifts the purest of gold? But I cannot rest; these young men’s welfare is, in truth, a weighty matter; so much depends on who first gains control of them. My young friends, if you think as I do, we will hold out a guiding hand to these two strangers, help them to make the wisest choice of teacher and abode, and — 
 

SALLUST. 
 I will go with you! 
 

THE SCHOLARS. 
 To the Piraeus! To the Piraeus! 
 

SALLUST. 
 We will fight like wild boars for Milo’s sons! [They all go out, with Libanius, to the right; only Prince Julian and Gregory of Nazianzus remain behind in the colonnade. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Following them with his eyes.] See how they go leaping like a troop of fauns. How they lick their lips at the thought of the feast that awaits them this evening. [He turns to Gregory.] If there is one thing they would sigh to God for at this moment, it is that he would empty their stomachs of their breakfasts. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Julian — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Look at me; I am sober. 
 

GREGORY. 
 I know that. You are temperate in all things. And yet you share this life of theirs. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why not? Do you know, or do I, when the thunderbolt will fall? Then why not make the most of the bright and sunlit day? Do you forget that I dragged out my childhood and the first years of my youth in gilded slavery? It had become a habit, I might almost say a necessity to me, to live under a weight of dread. And now? This stillness as of the grave on the Emperor’s part; — this sinister silence! I left Pergamus without the Emperor’s permission; the Emperor said nothing. I went of my own will to Nicomedia; I lived there, and studied with Nikokles and others; the Emperor gave no sign. I came to Athens, and sought out Libanius, whom the Emperor had forbidden me to see; — the Emperor has said nothing to this day. How am I to interpret this? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Interpret it in charity, Julian, 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, you do not know — ! I hate this power without me, terrible in action, more terrible when at rest. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Be frank, my friend, and tell me whether it is this alone that has led you into all these strange ways? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you by strange ways? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Is the rumour true, that you pass your nights in searching out the heathen mysteries in Eleusis? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, pooh! I assure you there is little to be learnt from those riddle-mongering dreamers. Let us talk no more about them. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Then it is true! Oh, Julian, how could you seek such shameful intercourse? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I must live, Gregory, — and this life at the university is no life at all. This Libanius! I shall never forgive him the great love I once bore him! At my first coming, how humbly and with what tremors of joy did I not enter the presence of this man, bowing myself before him, kissing him, and calling him my great brother 
 

GREGORY. 
 Yes, we Christians all thought that you went too far. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And yet I came here in exaltation of spirit. I saw, in my fancy, a mighty contest between us two, — the world’s truth in pitched battle against God’s truth. — What has it all come to? Libanius never seriously desired that contest. He never desired any contest whatever; he cares only for his own interest. I tell you, Gregory — Libanius is not a great man, 
 

GREGORY. 
 Yet all enlightened Greece proclaims him great. 
 

JULIAN. 
 A great man he is not, I tell you. Once only have I seen Libanius great: that night in Constantinople. Then he was great, because he had suffered a great wrong, and because he was filled with a noble wrath. But here! Oh, what have I not seen here? Libanius has great learning, but he is no great man. Libanius is greedy; he is vain; he is eaten up with envy. See you not how he has writhed under the fame which I — largely, no doubt, owing to the indulgence of my friends — have been so fortunate as to acquire? Go to Libanius, and he will expound to you the inward essence and the outward signs of all the virtues. He has them ready to hand, just as he has the books in his library. But does he exercise these virtues? Is his life at one with his teaching? He a successor of Socrates and of Plato — ha-ha! Did he not flatter the Emperor, up to the time of his banishment? Did he not flatter me at our meeting in Constantinople, that meeting which he has since attempted, most unsuccessfully, to present in a ludicrous light! And what am I to him now? Now he writes letters to Gallus, to Gallus Caesar, to the Emperor’s heir, congratulating him on his successes against the Persians, although these successes have as yet been meagre enough, and Gallus Caesar is not distinguished either for learning or for any considerable eloquence. — And this Libanius the Greeks persist in calling the king of the philosophers! Ah, I will not deny that it stirs my indignation. I should have thought, to tell the truth, that the Greeks might have made a better choice, if they had noted a little more closely the cultivators of wisdom and eloquence, who of late years — 
 

BASIL OF CAESAREA. 

[Entering from the right.] Letters! Letters from Cappadocia! 
 

GREGORY. 
 For me too? 
 

BASIL. 
 Yes, here; from your mother. 
 

GREGORY. 
 My pious mother! [He opens the paper and reads. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [To Basil.] Is it your sister who writes to you? 
 

BASIL. 

[Who has entered with his own letter open.] Yes, it is Makrina. Her news is both sad and strange. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What is it? Tell me. 
 

BASIL. 
 First of your noble brother Gallus. He rules sternly in Antioch. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, Gallus is hard. — Does Makrina write “sternly.” 
 

BASIL. 

[Looking at him.] Makrina writes “bloodily” — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, I thought as much! Why did the Emperor marry him to that dissolute widow, that Constantina? 
 

GREGORY. 

[Reading.] Oh, what unheard-of infamy! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What is it, friend? 
 

GREGORY. 

[To Basil.] Does Makrina say nothing of what is happening in Antioch? 
 

BASIL. 
 Nothing definite. What is it? You are pale — 
 

GREGORY. 
 You knew the noble Clemazius, the Alexandrian? 
 

BASIL. 
 Yes, yes; what of him? 
 

GREGORY. 
 He is murdered, Basil! 
 

BASIL. 
 What do you say? Murdered? 
 

GREGORY. 
 I call it murdered; — they have executed him without law or judgment. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who? Who has executed him? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Yes, who? How can I say who? My mother tells the story thus: Clemazius’s mother-in-law was inflamed with an impure love for her daughter’s husband; but as she could not move him to wrong, she gained some back-stairs access to the palace — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What palace? 
 

GREGORY. 
 My mother writes only “the palace.” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Well? And then — ? 
 

GREGORY. 
 It is only known that she presented a very costly jewel to a great and powerful lady to procure a death-warrant — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, but they did not get it! 
 

GREGORY. 
 They got it, Julian. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, Jesus! 
 

BASIL. 
 Horrible! And Clemazius — ? 
 

GREGORY. 
 The death-warrant was sent to the governor, Honoratus. That weak man dared not disobey so high a command. Clemazius was thrown into prison and executed early next morning, without being suffered, my mother writes, to open his lips in his own defence. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pale, in a low voice.] Burn these dangerous letters; they might bring us all to ruin. 
 

BASIL. 
 Such open violence in the midst of a great city! Where are we; where are we? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aye, you may well ask where we are! A Christian murderer, a Christian adulteress, a Christian — ! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Denunciations will not mend this matter. What do you intend to do? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I? I will go no more to Eleusis; I will break off all dealings with the heathen, and thank the Lord my God that he spared me the temptations of power. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Good; but then? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I do not understand you — 
 

GREGORY. 
 Then listen. The murder of Clemazius is not all, believe me. This unheard-of infamy has descended like a plague on Antioch. All evil things have awakened, and are swarming forth from their lairs. My mother writes that it seems as though some pestilent abyss had opened. Wives denounce their husbands, sons their fathers, priests the members of their own flock — 
 

JULIAN. 
 This will spread yet further. The abomination will corrupt us all. — Oh, Gregory, would I could fly to the world’s end — ! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Your place is at the world’s navel, Prince Julian. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What would you have me do? 
 

GREGORY. 
 You are this bloody Caesar’s brother. Stand forth before him — he calls himself a Christian — and cast his crime in his teeth; smite him to the earth in terror and remorse — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Recoiling.] Madman, of what are you thinking? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Is your brother dear to you? Would you save him? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I once loved Gallus above all others. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Once — ? — . 
 

JULIAN. 
 So long as he was only my brother. But now — ; is he not Caesar? Gregory, — Basil, — oh, my beloved friends, — I tremble for my life, I draw every breath in fear, because of Gallus Caesar. And you ask me to defy him to his face, me, whose very existence is a danger to him? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Why came you to Athens? You gave out loudly in all quarters that Prince Julian was setting forth from Constantinople to do battle with philosophy, falsely so called — to champion Christian truth against heathen falsehood. What have you done of all this? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, ‘twas not here that the battle was to be. 
 

GREGORY. 
 No, it was not here, — not with phrase against phrase, not with book against book, not with the idle word-fencing of the lecture-room! No, Julian, you must go forth into life itself, with your own life in your hands — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I see it; I see it! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Yes, as Libanius sees it! You mocked at him. You said he knew the essence and the outward signs of all the virtues, but his doctrine was only a doctrine to him. How much of you belongs to God? How much may the Emperor demand? 
 

JULIAN. 
 You said yourself it was unseemly — 
 

GREGORY. 
 Towards whom? Towards God or the Emperor? Julian. [Quickly.] Well then: shall we go together? Gregory. [Evasively.] I have my little circle; I have my family to watch over. I have neither the strength nor the gifts for a larger task. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Is about to answer; suddenly he listens towards the right, and calls out.] To the bacchanal!

 

BASIL. 

Julian 
 

JULIAN. 
 To the bacchanal, friends! [Gregory of Nazianzus looks at him a moment; then he goes off through the colonnade to the left. A large troop of scholars, with the newcomers among them, rushes into the square, amid shouts and noise. 
 

BASIL. 
 [Coming nearer.] Julian, will you listen to me’ Julian. See, see! They have taken their new friends to the bath, and anointed their hair. See how they swing their cudgels; how they yell and thump the pavement! What say you, Pericles? Methinks I can hear your wrathful shade — 
 

BASIL. 
 Come, come! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, look at the man they are driving naked among them. Now come the dancing-girls. Ah, do you see what — ! 
 

BASIL. 
 Fie! Fie! — turn your eyes away! [Evening has fallen. The whole troop nettles down in the square beside the fountain. Wine and fruits are brought. Painted damsels dance by torchlight. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [After a short silence.] Tell me, Basil, why was the heathen sin so beautiful? 
 

BASIL. 
 You are mistaken, friend; beautiful things have been said and sung of this heathen sin; but it was not beautiful. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, how can you say so? Was not Alcibiades beautiful when, flushed with wine, he stormed at night like a young god through the streets of Athens? Was he not beautiful in his very audacity when he insulted Hermes and battered at the citizens’ doors, — when he summoned their wives and daughters forth, while within the women trembled, and, in breathless, panting silence, wished for nothing better than to — ? 
 

BASIL. 
 Oh listen to me, I beg and entreat you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Was not Socrates beautiful in the symposium? And Plato, and all the joyous revellers? Yet they did such things, as, but to be accused of them, would make those Christian swine out there call down upon themselves the curse of God. Think of Oedipus, Medea, Leda — 
 

BASIL. 
 Poetry, poetry; you confound fancies with facts. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Are not mind and will in poetry subject to the same laws as in fact? And then look at our holy scriptures, both the old and new. Was sin beautiful in Sodom and Gomorrah? Did not Jehovah’s fire avenge what Socrates shrank not from? — Oh, as I live this life of revel and riot, I often wonder whether truth is indeed the enemy of beauty! 
 

BASIL. 
 And in such an hour can you sigh after beauty? Can you so easily forget what you have just heard — ? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Stopping his ears.] Not a word more of those horrors! We will shake off all thoughts of Antioch — Tell me, what does Makrina write further? There was something more; I remember, you said — ; what was it you called the rest of her news? 
 

BASIL. 
 Strange. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; — what was it? 
 

BASIL. 
 She writes of Maximus in Ephesus — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Eagerly.] The Mystic? 
 

BASIL. 
 Yes; that inscrutable man. He has appeared once more; this time in Ephesus. All the region around is in a ferment. Maximus is on all lips. Either he is a juggler or he has made a baleful compact with certain spirits. Even Christians are strangely allured by his impious signs and wonders. 
 

JULIAN. 
 More, more; I entreat you! 
 

BASIL. 
 There is no more about him. Makrina only writes that she sees in the coming again of Maximus a proof that we are under the wrath of the Lord. She believes that great afflictions are in store for us, by reason of our sins. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes, yes! — Tell me, Basil: your sister is surely a remarkable woman. 
 

BASIL. 
 She is, indeed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 When you repeat to me passages from her letters, I seem to be listening to something full and perfect, such as I have long sighed for. Tell me, is she still bent on renouncing this world, and living in the wilderness? 
 

BASIL. 
 That is her steadfast intent. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is it possible? She on whom all gifts seem to have been lavished? She who, ‘tis known, is both young and beautiful; she, who has riches in prospect, and in possession such learning as is very rare in a woman! Do you know, Basil, I long to see her? What has she to do in the wilderness? 
 

BASIL. 
 I have told you how her affianced lover died. She regards him as her expectant bridegroom, to whom she owes her every thought, and whom she is pledged to meet unsullied. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Strange, how many feel the attraction of solitude in these times. — When you write to Makrina, you may tell her that I too — 
 

BASIL. — She knows that, Julian; but she does not believe it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why not? What does she write? 
 

BASIL. 
 I pray you, friend, spare me — 
 

JULIAN. 
 If you love me, do not hide from me one word she writes. 
 

BASIL. 

[Giving him the letter.] Read, if you must — it begins there. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Reads.] “Whenever you write of the Emperor’s young kinsman, who is your friend, my soul is filled with a great and radiant joy—” O Basil! lend me your eyes; read for me. 
 

BASIL. 

[Reading.] “Your account of the fearless confidence wherewith he came to Athens was to me as a picture from the ancient chronicles. Yes, I see in him David born again, to smite the champions of the heathen. God’s spirit watch over him in the strife, now and for ever.” 
 

JULIAN. 

[Grasping his arm.] Enough of that! She too? What is it that you all, us with one mouth, demand of me? Have I scaled you a bond to do battle with the lions of power — ? 
 

BASIL. 
 How comes it that all believers look towards you in breathless expectation? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Paces once or twice up and down the colonnade, then slops and stretches out his hand for the letter.] Give it to me; let me see. [Reading.] “God’s spirit watch over him in the strife, now and for ever.” — Oh, Basil, if I could — ! But I feel like Daedalus, between sky and sea. An appalling height and an abysmal depth. — What sense is there in these voices calling to me, from cast and west, that I must save Christendom? Where is it, this Christendom that I am to save? With the Emperor or with Caesar? I think their deeds cry out, “No, no!” Among the powerful and high-born; — among those sensual and effeminate courtiers who fold their hands over their full bellies, and quaver: “Was the Son of God created out of nothing?” Or among the men of enlightenment, those who, like you and me, have drunk in beauty and learning from the heathen fountains? Do not most of our fellows lean to the Arian heresy, which the Emperor himself so greatly favours? — And then the whole ragged rabble of the Empire, who rage against the temples, who massacre heathens and the children of heathens! Is it for Christ’s sake? Ha-ha! see how they fall to fighting among themselves for the spoils of the slain. — Ask Makrina if Christendom is to be sought in the wilderness, — on the pillar where the stylite-saint stands on one leg? Or is it in the cities? Perhaps among those bakers in Constantinople who lately took to their fists to decide whether the Trinity consists of three individuals or of three hypostases! — Which of all these would Christ acknowledge if he came down to earth again? — Out with your Diogenes-lantern, Basil! Enlighten this pitchy darkness. — Where is Christendom? 
 

BASIL. 
 Seek the answer where it is ever to be found in evil days. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hold me not aloof from the well of your wisdom! Slake my thirst, if you can. Where shall I seek and find? 
 

BASIL. 
 In the writings of holy men. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The same despairing answer. Books, — always books! When I came to Libanius, it was: books, books! I come to you, — books, books, books! Stones for bread! I cannot live on books; — it is life I hunger for, — face-to-face communion with the spirit. Was it a book that made Saul a seer? Was it not a flood of light that enveloped him, a vision, a voice — ? 
 

BASIL. 
 Do you forget the vision and the voice which that Agathon of Makellon — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 An enigmatic message; an oracle I cannot interpret. Was I the chosen one? The “heir to the empire,” it said. And what empire — ? That matter is beset with a thousand uncertainties. Only this I know: Athens is not the lion’s den. But where, where? Oh, I grope like Saul in the darkness. If Christ would have aught of me, he must speak plainly. Let me touch the nail wound — 
 

BASIL. 
 And yet it is written — 
 

JULIAN. 

[With a gesture of impatience.] I know all that is written. This “it is written” is not the living truth. Do you not feel disgust and nausea, as on board ship in a windless swell, heaving to and fro between life, and written doctrine, and heathen wisdom and beauty? There must come a new revelation. Or a revelation of something new. It must come, I say; — the time is ripe. — Ah, a revelation! Oh, Basil, could your prayers call down that upon me! A martyr’s death, if need be — ! A martyr’s death — ah, it makes me dizzy with its sweetness; the crown of thorns on my brow — ! [He clasps his head with hath hands, feels the wreath of roses, which he tears off, bethinks himself long, and says softly:] That! I had forgotten that! [Casting the wreath away.] One thing alone have I learnt in. Athens.

 

BASIL. 

What, Julian? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The old beauty is no longer beautiful, and the new truth is no longer true. Libanius enters hastily through the colonnade on the right. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 [Still in the distance.] Now we have him; now we have him! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Him? I thought you would have had them both. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Both of whom? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Milo’s sons. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Ah, yes, I have them too. But we have him, my Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Whom, dear brother? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 He has caught himself in his own net! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha — a philosopher then? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 The enemy of all wisdom. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who, who, I ask? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Do you really not know? Have you not heard the news about Maximus? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus? Oh, pray tell me — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Who could fail to see whither that restless visionary was tending, — step by step towards madness — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 In other words, towards the highest wisdom. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Ah, that is a figure of speech. But now is the time to act, to seize the opportunity. You, our dearly-prized Julian, you are the man. You are the Emperor’s near kinsman. The hopes of all true friends of wisdom are fixed upon you, both here and in Nikomedia — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Listen, oh excellent Libanius, — seeing I am not omniscient — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Know, then, that Maximus has lately made open avowal of what lies at the bottom of his teaching. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And do you blame him for that? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 He has averred that he has power over spirits and shades of the dead. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Grasping his cloak.] Libanius!

 

LIBANIUS, All on board the ship were full of the most marvellous stories, and here — [He shows a
letter], here, my colleague, Eusebius, writes at length on the subject. 
 

JULIAN, Spirits and shades — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 At Ephesus lately, in a large assembly both of his partisans and his opponents, Maximus applied forbidden arts to the statue of Hecate. It took place in the goddess’s temple. Eusebius writes that he himself was present, and saw everything from first to last. All was in pitch-black darkness. Maximus uttered strange incantations; then he chanted a hymn, which no one understood. Then the marble torch in the statue’s hand burst into flame — 
 

BASIL. 
 Impious doings! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Breathlessly.] And then — ?

 

LIBANIUS. 

In the strong bluish light, they all saw the statue’s face come to life and smile at them. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What more? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Terror seized on the minds of most. All rushed towards the doors. Many have lain sick or raving ever since. But he himself — would you believe it, Julian? — in spite of the fate that befell his two brothers in Constantinople, he goes boldly forward on his reckless and scandalous way. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Scandalous? Call you that way scandalous? Is not this the end of all wisdom. Communion between spirit and spirit — 
 

BASIL. 
 Oh, dear, misguided friend — ! 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 More than scandalous, I call it! What is Hecate? What are the gods, as a whole, in the eyes of enlightened humanity? We have happily left far behind us the blind old singer’s days. Maximus ought to know better than that. Has not Plato — and we others after him — shed the light of interpretation over the whole? Is it not scandalous now, in our own days, to seek to enshroud afresh in riddles and misty dreams this admirable, palpable, and, let me add, this laboriously constructed edifice of ideas and interpretations which we, as lovers of wisdom, as a school, as — 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Wildly.] Basil, farewell! I see a light on my path! 
 

BASIL. 

[Flinging his arms around him.] I will not let you go; I will hold you fast! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Extricating himself from his grasp.] No one shall withhold me; — kick not against the pricks — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 What frenzy is this? Friend, brother, colleague, whither would you go? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Thither, thither, where torches light themselves and where statues smile! 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 And you can do this! You, Julian, our pride, our light, our hope, — you can think of rushing to bewildered Ephesus, to give yourself into a juggler’s power! Know that in the hour you so deeply debase yourself, in that same hour you throw away all that bright renown for learning and eloquence which, during these years in Pergamos and Nikomedia, and especially here in the great school of Athens — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, the school, the school! Do you pore over your books; — you have pointed my way to the man for whom I have been seeking. [He goes off hastily through the colonnade to the left. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 [Looking after him awhile.] This princely youth is a menace to enlightenment. 
 

BASIL. 

[Half to himself.] Prince Julian is a menace to more than that. 
 






  







ACT THIRD
 

In Ephesus. A brightly lighted hall in Prince Julian’s dwelling. The entrance from the vestibule is on the right side; further back, a smaller door, covered by a curtain. On the left, a door, which leads to the inner part of the house. The nail in the back is pierced with an archway, through which a small enclosed court is visible, decked with small statues. Servants prepare a festal supper, and lay cushions round the table. The Chamberlain, Eutherius, stands at the entrance, and, with much ceremony, half forces Gregory of Nazianzus and Basil of Caesarea to enter. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 

Yes, yes; I assure you it is as I say. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Impossible! Do not make sport of us. 
 

BASIL. 
 You are jesting, friend! How can your master expect us? Not a creature knew of our leaving Athens; nothing has detained us on our way; we have kept pace with the clouds and the wild cranes. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Look around; see yonder table. His daily fare is herbs and bread. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Ay, truly; all our senses bear you witness; — wine-flagons, wreathed with flowers and leaves; lamps and fruits; incense filling the hall with its odour; flute-players before the door — 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Early this morning he sent for me. He seemed unwontedly happy, for he paced the room to and fro, rubbing his hands. “Prepare a rich banquet,” said he, “for before evening I look for two friends from Athens—” [He glances towards the door on the left, is suddenly silent, and draws back respectfully. 
 

BASIL. 

Is he there? [Eutherius nods in answer; then gives a sign to the servants to withdraw; they go out by the larger door on the right; he follows.
Prince Julian shortly afterwards enters from the left. He is dressed in long, Oriental garb; his whole demeanour is vivacious, and betrays strong inward excitement. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Going towards them, and greeting them with great warmth] I see you! I have you! Thanks, thanks, for sending your spirits to herald your bodies! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Julian! 
 

BASIL. 
 My friend and brother! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have been like a lover, languishing for the pressure of your hands. The court vermin, eager for certain persons’ applause, called me an ape; — oh, would I had an ape’s four hands, to squeeze yours all at once! 
 

GREGORY. 
 But explain — ; your servants meet us with flutes before the door, want to lead us to the bath, to anoint our hair and deck us with roses — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I saw you last night. The moon was full, you see, — and then is the spirit always strangely alert within me. I sat at the table in my library, and had fallen asleep, weary, oh! so weary, my friends, with research and writing. Of a sudden it seemed as though a storm-wind filled the house; the curtain was swept flapping aloft, and I looked out into the night, far over the sea. I heard sweet singing; and the singers were two large birds, with women’s faces. They flew slanting towards the shore; there they dropped gently earthwards; the bird-forms melted away like a white mist, and, in a soft, glimmering light, I saw you two. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Are you sure of all this? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Were you thinking of me? Were you speaking of me last night? 
 

BASIL. 
 Yes, yes — forward in the prow — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What time of the night was it? 
 

GREGORY. 
 What was the time of your vision? 
 

JULIAN. 
 An hour after midnight. 
 

GREGORY. 
 [With a look at Basil.] Strange!

 

JULIAN. 

[Rubbing his hands, and walking up and down the room.] You see! Ha-ha; you see?

 

BASIL. 
 [Following him with his eyes.] Ah, then it is true — 
 

JULIAN. 

What? What is true? 
 

BASIL. 
 The rumour of the mysterious arts you practise here. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, what will not rumour exaggerate? — But tell me, what has rumour found to say? I am told there are many reports afloat concerning me. If I could believe some people’s assurances, it would seem that there are few men in the empire so much talked about as I. 
 

GREGORY. 
 That you may safely believe. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what says Libanius to all this? He could never endure that the multitude should be busied with any one but himself. And what say all my never-to-be-forgotten friends in Athens? They know I am in disgrace with the Emperor and the whole court? 
 

GREGORY. 
 You? I have frequent intelligence from the court; but my brother Caesarius makes no mention of that. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I cannot interpret it otherwise, good Gregory! From all sides they think it needful to watch me. The other day, Gallus Caesar sent his chaplain Aetius hither, to find out whether! Hold fast to the orthodox faith. 
 

BASIL. 
 Well —— ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am seldom absent from matins in the church. Moreover, I reckon the martyrs among the noblest of men; for truly it is no light matter to endure so great torments, ay, and death itself, for the sake of one’s creed. On the whole, I believe Aëtius departed well content with me. 
 

BASIL. 

[Grasping his hand.] Julian, — for the sake of our true friendship, — open your heart fully to us. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am the happiest man on earth, dear friends! And Maximus — ay, he is rightly named — Maximus is the greatest man that has ever lived. 
 

GREGORY. 

[Preparing to depart.] We only wished to see you, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Can this estrange brother from brother? You shrink in affright from the inexplicable. Oh, I do not wonder. So I, too, shrank before my eyes were opened, and I divined that which is the kernel of life. 
 

BASIL. 
 What do you call the kernel of life? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus knows it. In him is the new revelation. 
 

BASIL. 
 And it has been imparted to you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Almost. I am on the eve of learning it. This very night Maximus has promised me —— 
 

GREGORY. 
 Maximus is a visionary, or else he is deceiving you — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 How dare you judge of these hidden things? They are beyond your learning, my Gregory! Fearful is the way into the glory of glories. Those dreamers in Eleusis were near the right track; Maximus found it, and I after him — by his help. I have wandered through chasms of darkness. A dead swampy water lay on my left — I believe it was a stream that had forgotten to flow. Piercing voices shrilled through the night confusedly, suddenly, and, as it were, without cause. Now and then I saw a bluish light; dreadful shapes floated past me; — I went on and on in deathly fear; but I endured the trial to the end. — Since then — oh, beloved ones — with this my body transformed to spirit, I have passed far into the land of paradise; I have heard the angels chant their hymns of praise; I have gazed at the midmost light — 
 

GREGORY. 
 Woe to this ungodly Maximus! Woe to this devil-devoted heathen juggler! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Blindness, blindness! Maximus pays homage to his precursor and brother — to both his great brothers, the law-giver of Sinai and the seer of Nazareth. — Would you know how the spirit of realisation filled me? — It happened on a night of prayer and fasting. I perceived that I was wafted far — far out into space, and beyond time; for there was broad and sun-shimmering day around me, and I stood alone on a ship, with drooping sails, in the midst of the glassy, gleaming Aegean sea. Islands towered aloft in the distance, like dim, still banks of clouds, and the ship lay heavily, as though sleeping, upon the wine-blue plain. — Then behold! the plain became more and more transparent, lighter, thinner; at last, it was no longer there, and my ship hung over a fearful, empty abyss. No verdure down there, no sunlight, — only the dead, black, slimy bottom of the sea, in all its ghastly nakedness. — But above, in the boundless dome, which before had seemed to me empty, — there was life; there invisibility clothed itself in form, and silence became sound. — Then I grasped the great redeeming realisation. 
 

GREGORY. 
 What realisation do, you mean? 
 

JULIAN. 
 That which is, is not; and that which is not, is. 
 

BASIL. 
 Oh, you are going to wreck and ruin in this maze of mists and gleams! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I? Do not miracles happen? Do not both omens and certain strange appearances among the stars declare that the divine will destines me to issues yet unrevealed? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Do not believe such signs; you cannot know whose work they are. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Am I not to believe in fortunate omens which events have already borne out? | He draws them nearer to him, and says softly. Know, my friends, that a great revolution is at hand. Gallus Caesar and I shall ere long share the dominion of the earth — he as Emperor, and I as — what shall I call it? the unborn cannot be called by a name, for it has none. So no more of this till the time be fulfilled. But of Caesar I dare speak. — Have you heard of the vision for’ which Apollinaris, a citizen of Sidon, has been imprisoned and put to the torture? 
 

BASIL. 
 No, no; how can we know — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Apollinaris declared that he heard some one knocking many times at his door by night. He arose, and went out from his house; and lo! there he saw an apparition — whether man or woman, he could not tell. And the apparition spoke to him, and bade him make ready a purple robe, such as newly-chosen rulers wear. But when Apollinaris, in affright, would have declined so dangerous a task, the apparition vanished, and only a voice cried: “Go, go, Apollinaris, and speedily prepare the purple robe.” 
 

GREGORY. 
 Was this the sign that you said events had borne out? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Nodding slowly.] Seven days later Caesar’s wife died in Bithynia. Constantina has always been his bad angel; therefore she had to be removed, in accordance with the change in the divine will. Three weeks after Constantina’s death, the Emperor’s emissary, the tribune Scudilo, came with a great retinue to Antioch, greeted Gallus Caesar with imperial honours, and invited him, in the Emperor’s name, to visit the imperial camp at Rome. — Caesar’s journey from province to province is now like a conqueror’s progress. In Constantinople he has held races in the hippodrome, and the multitude loudly acclaimed him when he, though as yet but Caesar by title, stood forth after the manner of the earlier Emperors, and gave the crown to Corax, the winner in the race. Thus marvellously does God again exalt our house, which had sunk under sin and persecution. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Strange! In Athens other reports were abroad. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have certain information. The purple robe will soon be needed, Gregory! How, then, can I doubt as to the things which Maximus has foretold as near at hand for me? To-night the last veil falls. Here shall the great enigma be made manifest. Oh, stay with me, my brothers — stay with me through this night of anxiety and expectation! When Maximus comes you shall witness ——  ——  — 
 

BASIL. 
 Never! 
 

GREGORY. 
 It cannot be; we are on our way home to Cappadocia. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what has driven you in such haste from Greece? 
 

BASIL. 
 My mother is a widow, Julian! 
 

GREGORY. 
 My father is feeble, both in body and mind; he needs my support. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, at least remain at the hostelry; only until to-morrow — ! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Impossible; our travelling companions start at daybreak. 
 

JULIAN. 
 At daybreak? Before midnight the day might dawn for you. 
 

BASIL. 
 Julian, let me not set forth in too great sorrow of soul. Tell me, — when Maximus has interpreted all riddles for you, — what then? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you remember that river whereof Strabo writes — that river which rises in the Lybian mountains? It grows, and grows in its course; but when it is at its greatest, it oozes into the desert sands, and buries itself in the entrails of the earth, whence it arose. 
 

BASIL. 
 Say not that you long for death, Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What you slavishly hope for after death, ‘tis the aim of the great mystery to win for all the initiated, here in our earthly life. ‘Tis regeneration that Maximus and his disciples seek,—’tis our lost likeness to the godhead. Wherefore so full of doubt, my brothers?. Why do you stand there as though before something insurmountable?, I know what I know. In each successive generation there has been one soul wherein the pure Adam has been born again; he was strong in Moses the lawgiver; in the Macedonian Alexander he had power to subdue the world; he was well-nigh perfect in Jesus of Nazareth. But see, Basil — [He grasps him by the arm I — all of them lacked what is promised to me — the pure woman! 
 

BASIL. 

[Freeing himself.] Julian, Julian!

 

GREGORY. 

Blasphemer — to this has your pride of heart brought you! 
 

BASIL. 
 Oh, Gregory, he is sick and beside himself! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why all this scornful doubt? Is it my small stature that witnesses against me? Ha, ha; I tell you this gross, and fleshly generation shall pass away. That which is to come shall be conceived rather in the soul than in the body. In the first Adam, soul and body were equally balanced, as in those statues of the god Apollo. Since then the balance has been lost. Was not Moses tongue-tied? Had not his arms to be supported when he held them up in imprecation, there by the Red Sea? Did not the Macedonian need ever to be fired by strong drinks and other artificial aids? And Jesus of Nazareth, too? Was he not feeble in body? Did he riot fall asleep in the ship, whilst the others kept awake? Did he not faint under the cross, that cross which the Jew Simon carried with ease? The two thieves did not faint. — You call yourselves believers, and yet have so little faith in miraculous revelation. Wait, wait — you shall see; the Bride shall surely be given me; and then — hand in hand will we go forth to the east, where some say that Helios is born, — we will hide ourselves in the solitudes, as the godhead hides itself, seek out the grove on the banks of Euphrates, find it, and there — oh glory of glories! — thence shall a new race, perfect in beauty and in balance, go forth over the earth; there, ye book-worshipping doubters, there shall the empire of the spirit be founded! 
 

BASIL. 
 Oh, well may I wring my hands in sorrow for your sake. Are you the same Julian who, three years ago, came out of Constantinople? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then I was blind, as you are now; I knew only the way that stops short at doctrine. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Know you where your present way ends? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Where the path and the goal are one. — For the last time, Gregory, Basil — I implore you to stay with me. The vision I had last night, — that and many other things, point to a mysterious bond between us. To you, my Basil, I had so much to say. You are the head of your house; and who knows whether all the blessings that are promised me — may not come through you and yours — 
 

BASIL. 
 Never! No one with my good will shall ever be led away by your frenzies and your wild dreams. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, why talk of will? I see a hand writing on the wall; soon I shall interpret the writing. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Come, Basil. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With outstretched arms.] Oh, my friends, my friends! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Between us there is a gulf from this day forward. [He drags Basil with him; hath go out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

[looking after them.] Ay, go! Go, go! — What do you two learned men know? What bring you from the city of wisdom? You, my strong, masterful Gregory, — and you, Basil, more girl than man — you know only two streets in Athens, the street to the schools, and the street to the church; of the third street toward Eleusis and further, you know naught; and still less — . Ah! The curtain on the right is drawn aside. Two servants in eastern costume bring in a tall, veiled object, which they place in the corner, behind the table. Shortly after, Maximus the Mystic enters by the same door. He is a lean man of middle height, with a bronzed, hawk-like face; his hair and beard are much grizzled, but his thick eyebrows and moustache still retain their pitch-black colour. He wears a pointed cap and a long black robe; in his hand he carries a white wand. Maximus goes, without heeding Julian, up to the veiled object, stops, and makes a sign to the servants; they retire noiselessly. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Softly.] At last! [Maximus draws the veil away, revealing a bronze lamp on a high tripod; then he takes out a little silver pitcher, and pours oil into the lamp-bowl. The lamp lights of itself, and burns with a strong reddish glare. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [In eager expectancy.] Is the time come? 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Without looking at him.] Art thou pure in soul and body? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have fasted and anointed myself. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Then may the night’s high festival begin! [He gives a sign; dancing-girls and flute players appear in the outer court. Music and dancing continue during what follows. 
 

JULIAN. 

Maximus, — what is this? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Roses in the hair! Sparkling wine! See, see the lovely limbs at play! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And amid this whirl of the senses you would — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Sin lies only in thy sense of sinfulness. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Roses in the hair! Sparkling wine! [He casts himself down on one of the couches beside the table, drains a full goblet, puts it hastily from him, and asks.] Ah! What was in the wine?

 

MAXIMUS. — A spark of that fire which Prometheus stole. [He reclines at the opposite side of the table. 
 

JULIAN. 

My senses exchange their functions; I hear brightness and I see music. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Wine is the soul of the grape. The freed and yet willing captive. Logos in Pan! 
 

THE DANCING-GIRLS. 
 

[Singing in the court.]

 

Would’st thou know liberty? 
 

Drain Bacchus’ blood; — 
 

Rock on the rhythm-sea, 
 

Float with its flood! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Drinking.] Yes, yes; there is freedom in intoxication. Canst thou interpret this rapture? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 This intoxication is thy marriage with the soul of nature. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Sweet riddle; tempting, alluring — ! What was that? Why didst thou laugh? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I? 
 

JULIAN. 
 There is whispering on my left hand! The silk cushions rustle — [Springing half up with a pale face.] Maximus, we are not alone! 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Loudly.] We are five at table! Julian. Symposium with the spirits! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 With the shades. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Name my guests! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Not now. Hark, hark! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What is that? There is a rushing, as of a storm, through the house — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Shrieks.] Julian! Julian! Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak, speak! What is befalling us? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The hour of annunciation is upon thee! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Springing up and shrinking jar back from the table.] Ah! [The table lamps seem on the point of extinction; over the great bronze lamp rises a bluish circle of light. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Casting himself wholly down.] Thine eye toward the light!

 

JULIAN. 

Yonder? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Yes, yes 
 

THE GIRLS’ SONG. Low, from the court. Night spreads her snares for thee, All-seeing night; Laughing-eyed Luxury Lures to delight. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Staring at the radiance Maximus! Maximus!

 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Softly.] Seest thou aught? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 What seest thou? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I see a shining countenance in the light. Maximus. Man, or woman? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know not. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Speak to it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Dare I? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Speak! speak! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Advancing.] Why was I born? A Voice in the Light. To serve the spirit. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Does it answer? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Ask further. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What is my mission? 
 

THE VOICE, To establish the empire. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What empire? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 The empire. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And by what way? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 By the way of freedom. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak clearly! What is the way of freedom? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 The way of necessity. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And by what power? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 By willing. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What shall I will? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 What thou must. 
 

JULIAN. 
 It pales; it vanishes — ! [Coming closer.] Speak, speak! What must I will? 
 

THE VOICE. 

[Wailing.] Julian! [The circle of light passes away; the table lamps burn as before. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Looking up.] Gone?

 

JULIAN. 

Gone. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Dost thou now see clearly? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Now less than ever. I hang in the void over the yawning deep — midway between light and darkness. [He lies down again.] What is the empire? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 There are three empires. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Three? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 First that empire which was founded on the tree of knowledge; then that which was founded on the tree of the cross — 
 

JULIAN. 
 And the third? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The third is the empire of the great mystery; that empire which shall be founded on the tree of knowledge and the tree of the cross together, because it hates and loves them both, and because it has its living sources under Adam’s grove and under Golgotha. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And this empire shall come — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 It stands on the threshold. I have counted and counted — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Breaking off sharply.] The whispering again! Who are my guests? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The three corner-stones under the wrath of necessity. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who, who? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The three great helpers in denial. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Name them 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I cannot; I know them not; — but I could show them to thee — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then show me them! At once, Maximus — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Beware — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 At once; at once! I will see them; I will speak with them, one by one. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The guilt be on thy head. [He waves his wand and calls. Take shape and come to sight, thou first-elected lamb of sacrifice! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [With veiled face.] What seest thou? 
 

JULIAN. 

[In a low voice.] There he lies; just by the corner. — He is great as Hercules, and beautiful, — yet no, not — [Hesitatingly. Speak to me if thou canst! A Voice. What wouldst thou know? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What was thy task in life? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 My sin. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why didst thou sin? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Why was I not my brother? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Palter not with me. Why didst thou sin? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Why was I myself? 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what didst thou will, being thyself? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 What I must. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And wherefore must thou? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 I was myself. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Thou art sparing of words. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Without looking up] In vino verilas. 
 

JULIAN. 

Thou hast hit it, Maximus? [He pours forth a full goblet in front of the empty seat. Bathe thee in the fumes of wine, my pallid guest! Refresh thee. Feel, feel — it mounts aloft like the smoke of sacrifice. 
 

THE VOICE. 
 The smoke of sacrifice does not always mount. Julian. Why does that scar redden on thy brow? Nay, nay, — draw not the hair over it. What is it? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 The mark. 
 

JULIAN. 
 H’m; no more of that. And what fruit has thy sin borne? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 The most glorious. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What callest thou the most glorious? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Life. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And the ground of life? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Death. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And of death? 
 

THE VOICE. 

[Losing itself as in a sigh.] Ah, that is the riddle!

 

JULIAN. 

Gone! 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Looking up.] Gone?

 

JULIAN. 

Yes. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Didst thou know him? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Who was it? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Cain. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 By that way, then! Ask no more! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With an impatient gesture.] The second, Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 No, no, no; I will not! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The second, I say! Thou hast sworn that I should fathom the meaning of certain things. The second, Maximus. I will see him; I will know my guests! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Thou hast willed it, not I. [He waves his wand. Arise and come to light, thou willing slave, thou who didst help at the world’s next great turning point. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Gazes for a moment into the empty space; suddenly he makes a gesture of repulsion towards the seat at his side, and says in a low voice:] No nearer!

 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Who has turned his back.] Dost thou see him?

 

JULIAN. 

Yes. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 How dost thou see him? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I see him as a red-bearded man. His garments are rent, and he has a rope round his neck — Speak to him, Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 ‘Tis thou must speak. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What wast thou in life? A Voice. [Close beside him.] The twelfth wheel of the world-chariot. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The twelfth? The fifth is reckoned useless. 
 

THE VOICE. 
 But for me, whither had the chariot rolled? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Whither did it roll by means of thee? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Into the glory of glories. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why didst thou help? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Because I willed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What didst thou will? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 What I must. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who chose thee? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 The master. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Did the master foreknow when he chose thee? The Voice. — Ah, that is the riddle! [A short silence. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

Thou art silent. 
 

JULIAN. 
 He is no longer here. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Looking up.] Didst thou know him? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 How was he called in life? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Judas Iscariot. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Springing up!] The abyss blossoms; the night betrays itself! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Shrieks to him.] Forth with the third! Maximus. He shall come! [He waves the wand. Come forth, thou third corner-stone! Come forth, thou third great freed-man under necessity! [He casts himself down again on the couch, and turns his face away. What seest thou? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I see nothing. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 And yet he is here. [He waves the wand again. By Solomon’s seal, by the eye in the triangle — I conjure thee — come to sight! — What seest thou now? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nothing, nothing! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Waving his wand once more.] Come forth,
thou — ! [He stops suddenly, utters a shriek, and springs up from the table. Ah! lightning in the night! I see it; — all art is in vain. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Rising] Why? Speak, speak! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The third is not yet among the shades. 
 

JULIAN. 
 He lives? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Yes, he lives. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And here, sayest thou — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Here, or there, or among the unborn; — I know not — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Rushing at him.] Thou liest! Thou art deceiving me! Here, here thou saidst — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Let go my cloak! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then it is thou, or I! But which of us? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Let go my cloak, Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Which of us? Which? All hangs on that! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Thou knowest more than I. What said the voice in the light? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The voice in the light — ! [With a cry.] The empire! The empire? To found the empire — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The third empire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 No; a thousand times no! Away, corrupter! I renounce thee and all thy works — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 And necessity? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I defy necessity! I will not serve it! I am free, free, free! [A noise outside; the dancing girls and flute-players take to flight. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Listening towards the right.] What is this alarm and shrieking — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Strange men are forcing their way into the house — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 They are maltreating your servants; they will murder us! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Fear not; us no one can hurt. 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN EUTHERIUS. 
 [Comes hastily across the court.] My lord, my lord!

 

JULIAN. 

What is that noise without? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Strange men have surrounded the house; they have set a watch at all the doors; they are making their way in — almost by force. Here they come, my lord! Here they are! The Quaestor Leontes, with a large and richly attired retinue, enters from the right. 
 

LEONTES. 

Pardon, a thousand pardons, most gracious lord — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Recoiling a step.] What do I see!

 

LEONTES. 

Your servants would have hindered me from entering; and as my errand was of the utmost moment — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You here, in Ephesus, my excellent Leontes! 
 

LEONTES. 
 I have travelled night and day, as the Emperor’s envoy. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Turning pale.] To me? What would the Emperor with me? I swear I am unwitting of any crime. I am sick, Leontes! This man — [Pointing to Maximus] — attends me as my physician. 
 

LEONTES. 
 Permit me, my gracious lord — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why do you force your way into my house? What is the Emperor’s will? 
 

LEONTES. 
 His will is to gladden you, my lord, by a great and weighty announcement. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I pray you, let me know what announcement you bring. 
 

LEONTES. 

[Kneels.] My most noble lord, — with praise to your good fortune and my own, I hail you Caesar. 
 

THE QUAESTOR’S FOLLOWERS. Long live Julian Caesar! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Retreating, with an exclamation. Caesar! Stand up, Leontes! What mad words are these! 
 

LEONTES. 
 I do but deliver the Emperor’s commands. Julian. I — ! Caesar. — Ah, where is Gallus? Leontes Oh, do not ask me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Where is Gallus? Tell me, I conjure you, — where is Gallus? 
 

LEONTES. 

[Standing up.] Gallus Caesar is with his beloved wife. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Dead? 
 

LEONTER. 
 In bliss, with his wife. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Dead! dead! Gallus dead! Dead in the midst of his triumphal progress! But when, — and where? 
 

LEONTES. 
 Oh, my dear lord, spare me — 
 

GREGORY OK NAZIANZUS. 

[Struggling with the guards at the door.] I must go to him! Aside, I say! — Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Gregory, brother, — after all, you come again? 
 

GREGORY. 
 IS it true, what rumour is scattering like a storm of arrows over the city? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am myself transfixed by one of its arrows. Dare I believe in this blending of good hap and of ill? 
 

GREGORY. 
 For Christ’s sake, bid the tempter avaunt! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor’s commands, Gregory! 
 

GREGORY. 
 You will trample on your brother’s bloody corpse — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Bloody — ? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Know you it not? Gallus Caesar was murdered. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Clasping his hands.] Murdered?

 

LEONTES. 

Ah, who is this audacious — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Murdered? Murdered? [To Leontes.] Tell me he lies! 
 

LEONTES. 
 Gallus Caesar has fallen through his own misdeeds. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Murdered! — Who murdered him? 
 

LEONTES. 
 What has occurred was inevitable, my noble lord! Gallus Caesar madly misused his power here in the East. He was no longer content with his rank as Caesar. His conduct, both in Constantinople and elsewhere on his progress, showed clearly what was in his mind. 
 

JULIAN. 
 ‘Tis not his crime I would know, but the rest. 
 

LEONTES. 
 Oh, let me spare a brother’s ears. 
 

JULIAN. 
 A brother’s ears can bear w hat a son’s ears have borne. Who killed him? 
 

LEONTES. 
 The tribune Scudilo, who escorted him, thought it advisable to have him executed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Where? Not in Rome? 
 

LEONTES. 
 No, my lord; it happened on the journey thither, — in the city of Pola, in Illyria. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Boning himself.] The Emperor is great and righteous. — The last of the race, Gregory! — The Emperor Constantius is great. 
 

LEONTES. 

[Taking a purple robe from one of his attendants.] Noble Caesar, deign to array yourself — 
 

JULIAN. 

Red! Away with it! Was it this he wore at Pola — ? 
 

LEONTES. 
 This comes fresh from Sidon. 
 

JULIAN. 

[With a look at Maximus.] From Sidon! The purple robe — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Apollinaris’s vision! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Julian! Julian! 
 

LEONTES. 
 See, this is sent to you by your kinsman, the Emperor. He bids me tell you that, childless as he is, he looks to you to heal this the deepest wound of his life. He wishes to see you in Rome. Afterwards, it is his will that you should go, as Caesar, to Gaul. The border tribes of the Alemanni have passed the Rhine, and made a dangerous inroad into the empire. He builds securely on the success of your campaign against the barbarians. Certain things have been revealed to him in dreams, and his last word to me at my departure was that he was assured you would succeed in establishing the empire. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Establish the empire! The voice in the light, Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Sign against sign. 
 

LEONTES. 
 How, noble Caesar? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I also have been forewarned of certain things; but this — 
 

GREGORY. 
 Say no, Julian. ‘Tis the wings of destruction they would fasten on your shoulders. 
 

LEONTES. 
 Who are you, that defy the Emperor? 
 

GREGORY. 
 My name is Gregory; I am the son of the Bishop of Nazianzus; — do with me what you will. 
 

JULIAN. 
 He is my friend and brother; let no one touch him! [A great crowd has meanwhile filled the outer court. 
 

BASIL OF CAESAREA. 
 [Making his way through the crowd.] Take not the purple, Julian!

 

JULIAN. 

You, too, my faithful Basil. 
 

BASIL. 
 Take it not! For the Lord God’s sake — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What terrifies you so in this? 
 

BASIL. 
 The horrors that will follow. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Through me shall the empire be established. 
 

BASIL, Christ’s empire? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor’s great and beautiful empire. 
 

BASIL. 
 Was that the empire which shone before your eyes when, as a child, you preached the word beside the Cappadocian martyrs’ graves? Was that the empire you set forth from Constantinople to establish on earth? Was that the empire — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Mists, mists; — all that lies behind me like a wild dream. 
 

BASIL. 
 ‘Twere better you yourself should be at the bottom of the sea, with a mill-stone about your neck, than that that dream should lie behind you. — See you not the work of the tempter? All the glory of the world is laid at your feet. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Sign against sign, Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 One word, Leontes! [Seizing his hand and drawing him aside. Whither do you lead me? 
 

LEONTES. 
 To Rome, my lord. 
 

JULIAN. 
 That is not what I ask. Whither do you lead me: to fortune and power, — or to the shambles? 
 

LEONTES. 
 Oh, my lord, so odious a suspicion — 
 

JULIAN. 
 My brother’s body can scarce have mouldered yet. 
 

LEONTES. 
 I can silence all doubt. [Taking out a paper.] This letter from the Emperor, which I had thought to hand you in private — 
 

JULIAN. 
 A letter? What lines he write? — [He opens the paper and reads. Ah, Helena! Oh, Leontes! Helena, — Helena to me! 
 

LEONTES. 
 The Emperor gives her to you, my lord! He gives you his beloved sister, for whom Gallus Caesar begged in vain. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena to me! The unattainable attained! — But she, Leontes — ? 
 

LEONTES. 
 At my departure he took the Princess by the hand and led her to me. A flush of maiden blood swept over her lovely cheeks, she cast down her eyes, and said: “Greet my dear kinsman, and let him know that he has ever been the man whom—” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go on, Leontes! 
 

LEONTES. 
 These words were all she spoke, the modest and pure woman. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The pure woman! — How marvellously is all fulfilled! [He calls loudly. Robe me in the purple! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 You have chosen? 
 

JULIAN. — Chosen, Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. — Chosen, in spite of sign against sign? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Here is no sign against sign, Maximus, Maximus, seer though you be, you have been blind. Robe me in the purple! [The Quaestor Leontes attires him in the mantle. 
 

BASIL. 

It is done! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Murmurs to himself with upstretched hands.] Light and victory be to him who wills!

 

LEONTES. 

And now to the Governor’s palace; the people would fain greet Caesar. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Caesar, in his exaltation, remains what he was, — the poor lover of wisdom, who owes all to the Emperor’s grace. — To the Governor’s palace, my friends! 
 

VOICES AMONG THE QUAESTOR’S RETINUE. Room, room for Julian Caesar! [All go out through the court, amid the acclamations of the crowd; only Gregory and. Basil remain behind. 
 

BASIL. 

Gregory? Whatever comes of this — let us hold together. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Here is my hand. 
 






  







ACT FOURTH
 

At Lutetia, in Gaul. A hall in Caesar’s palace, “The Warm Baths,” outside the city. Entrance door in the back; to the right, another smaller door; in front, on the left, is a window with curtains. The Princess Helena, richly attired,
with pearls in her hair, sits in an arm-chair, and looks out of the window. Her slave, Myrrha, stands apposite her, and holds the curtain aside. 
 

THE PRINCESS HELENA. 

What a multitude! The whole city streams out to meet them. — Hark! Myrrha, — do you not hear flutes and drums? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Yes, I think I can hear — 
 

HELENA. 
 You lie! The noise is too great; you can hear nothing. [Springing up] Oh, this torturing uncertainty! Not to know whether he comes as a conqueror or as a fugitive. 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Fear not, my noble mistress; Caesar has always returned a conqueror, 
 

HELENA. 
 Ay, hitherto; after all his lesser encounters. But this time, Myrrha! This great, fearful battle. All these conflicting rumours. If Caesar were victorious, why should he have sent that letter to the city magistrates, forbidding them to meet him with shows of honour outside the gates? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Oh, you know well, my lady, how little your noble husband cares for such things. 
 

HELENA. 
 Yes, yes, that is true. And had he been defeated — they must have known it in Rome — would the Emperor have sent us this envoy who is to arrive to-day, and whose courier has brought me all these rich ornaments and gifts? Ah, Eutherius! Well? Well? 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN EUTHERIUS. 

[From the back.] My Princess, it is impossible to obtain any trustworthy tidings — 
 

HELENA. 
 Impossible? You are deceiving me! The soldiers themselves must surely know — 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 They are only barbarian auxiliaries who are coming in — Batavians and others — and they know nothing. 
 

HELENA. 

[Wringing her hands,] Oh, have I deserved this torture? Sweet, holy Christ, have I not called upon Thee day and night — [She listens and screams out. Ah, my Julian! I hear him! — Julian; my beloved! 
 

JULIAN CAESAR. 

[In dusty armour, enters hastily by the back.] Helena!

 

EUTHERIUS. 

My noble Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Vehemently embracing the Princess.] Helena! — Bar all the doors, Eutherius! 
 

HELENA. 
 Defeated! Pursued! 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 My lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Double guards at all the doors; let no one pass! Tell me: has any emissary arrived from the Emperor? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 No, my lord; but one is expected. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go, go! [To the Slave.] Away with you. [Eutherius and Myrrha go out by the back. 
 

HELENA. 
 [Sinking into the arm-chair.] Then all is over with us?

 

JULIAN. 
 [Drawing the curtains together. | Who knows? If we are cautious, the storm may yet — 
 

HELENA. 
 After such a defeat — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Defeat? What are you talking of, my beloved? 
 

HELENA. 
 Have not the Alemanni defeated you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 If they had, you would not have seen me alive. 
 

HELENA. 

[Springing up.] Then, Lord of Heaven, what has happened? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Softly.] The worst, Helena; — a stupendous victory. 
 

HELENA. 
 Victory, you say! A stupendous victory? You have conquered, and yet — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 You know not how I stand. You see only the gilded outside of all a Caesar’s misery. 
 

HELENA. 
 Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Can you blame me for having hidden it from you? Did not both duty and shame constrain me — ? Ah, what is this? What a change — ! 
 

HELENA. 
 What? What? 
 

JULIAN. 
 How these months have changed you! Helena, you have been ill? 
 

HELENA. 
 No, no; but tell me — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, you have been ill! You must be ill now; — your fever-flushed temples, the blue rings round your eyes — 
 

HELENA. 
 Oh, ‘tis nothing, my beloved! Do not look at me, Julian. ‘Tis only anxiety and wakeful nights on your account; ardent prayers to the Blessed One on the cross — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Spare yourself, my treasure; it is more than doubtful whether such zeal is of any avail. 
 

HELENA. 
 Fie; you speak impiously. — But tell me of your own affairs, Julian! I implore you, hide nothing from me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nothing can now be hidden. Since the Empress’s death, I have taken no single step here in Gaul that has not been evilly interpreted at court. If I went cautiously to work with the Alemanni, I was called timorous or inert. They laughed at the philosopher, ill at ease in his coat of mail. If I gained an advantage over the barbarians, I was told that I ought to have done more. 
 

HELENA. 
 But all your friends in the army — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who, think you, are my friends in the army? I have not one, my beloved Helena! Yes, one single man — the knight Sallust, of Perusia, to whom, during our marriage feast at Milan, I had to refuse a slight request. He magnanimously came to me in the camp, appealed to our old friendship in Athens, and begged leave to stand at my side in all dangers. But what does Sallust count for at the imperial court? He is one of those whom they call heathens. He can be of no help to me. — And the others! Arbetio, the tribune, who left me in the lurch when I was blockaded by the Senones! Old Severus, burdened with the sense of his own impotence, yet unable to reconcile himself to my new strategy! Or think you I can depend on Florentius, the captain of the Praetorians? I tell you, that turbulent man is filled with the most unbridled ambitious. 
 

HELENA. 
 Ah, Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pacing up and down, j If I could but come to the bottom of their intrigues! Every week secret letters pass between the camp and Rome. Everything I do is set down and distorted. No slave in the empire is so fettered as Caesar. Would you believe it, Helena, even my cook has to abide by a bill of fare sent to him by the Emperor; I may not alter it, either by adding or countermanding a single dish! 
 

HELENA. 
 And all this you have borne in secrecy — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 All know it, except you. All mock at Caesar’s powerlessness. I will bear it no longer! I will not bear it! 
 

HELENA. 
 But the great battle — ? Tell me, — has rumour exaggerated — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Rumour could not exaggerate. — Hush; what was that? [Listening towards the door.] No, no; I only thought — I may say that in these months I have done all that mortal man could do. Step by step, and in spite of all hindrances in my own camp, I drove the barbarians back towards the eastern frontier. Before Argentoratum, with the Rhine at his back, King Knodomar gathered all his forces together. He was joined by five kings and ten lesser princes. But before he had collected the necessary boats for his retreat in case of need, I led my army to the attack. 
 

HELENA. 
 My hero, my Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Lupicinus, with the spearmen and the light armed troops, outflanked the enemy on the north; the old legions, under Severus, drove the barbarians more and more to the eastward, towards the river; our allies, the Batavians, under the faithful Bainabaudes, stood gallantly by the legions; and when Knodomar saw that his case was desperate, he tried to make off southwards, in order to reach the islands. But before he could escape, I sent Florentius to intercept him with the Praetorian guards and the cavalry. Helena, I dare not say it aloud, but certain it is that treachery or envy had nearly robbed me of the fruits of victory. The Roman cavalry recoiled time after time before the barbarians, who threw themselves down on the ground and stabbed the horses in the belly. Defeat stared us in the face — 
 

HELENA. 
 But the God of Battles was with you! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I seized a standard, fired the Imperial Guards by my shouts, made them a hasty address, which was, perhaps, not quite unworthy of a more enlightened audience, and then, rewarded by the soldiers’ acclamations, I plunged headlong into the thickest of the fight. 
 

HELENA. 
 Julian! Oh, you do not love me! 
 

JULIAN. 
 At that moment you were not in my thoughts. I wished to die; for I despaired of victory. But it came, my love! It seemed as though lightnings of terror flashed from our lance-points. I saw Knodomar, that redoutable warrior — ah, you have seen him too — I saw him fleeing on foot from the battlefield, and with him his brother Vestralp, and the kings Hortar and Suomar, and all who had not fallen by our swords. 
 

HELENA. 
 Oh, I can see it; I can see it! Blessed Saviour, ‘twas thou that didst again send forth the destroying angels of the Milvian Bridge! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Never have I heard such shrieks of despair; never seen such gaping wounds as those we trampled on, as we waded through the slain. The river did the rest; the drowning men struggled among themselves until they rolled over, and went to the bottom. Most of the princes fell living into our hands; Knodomar himself had sought refuge in a bed of reeds; one of his attendants betrayed him, and our bowmen sent a shower of arrows into his hiding-place, but without hitting him. Then, of his own accord, he gave himself up. 
 

HELENA. 
 And after such a victory do you not feel secure? 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Hesitatingly.] On the very evening of the victory an accident occurred, a trifle — 
 

HELENA. 
 An accident? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I prefer to call it so. In Athens we used to speculate much upon Nemesis. — My victory was so overwhelming, Helena; my position had, as it were, got out of balance; I do not know’ — 
 

HELENA. 
 Oh, speak, speak; you put me on the rack! 
 

JULIAN. 
 It was a trifle, I tell you. I ordered the captive Knodomar to be brought before me, in the presence of the army. Before the battle, he had threatened that I should be flayed alive when I fell into his hands. Now he came towards me with faltering steps, trembling in every limb. Crushed by disaster, as the barbarians are apt to be, he cast himself down before me, embraced my knees, shed tears, and begged for his life. 
 

HELENA. 
 His mighty frame quivering with dread — I can see the prostrate Knodomar. — Did you kill him, my beloved? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I could not kill that man. I granted him his life, and promised to send him as a prisoner to Rome. 
 

HELENA. 
 Without torturing him? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Prudence bade me deal mercifully with him. But then — I cannot tell how it happened — with a cry of overflowing gladness, the barbarian sprang up, stretched his pinioned hands into the air, and, half ignorant as he is of our language, shouted with a loud voice: “ Praise be to thee, Julian, thou mighty Emperor!” 
 

HELENA. 
 Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 My attendants were inclined to laugh; but the barbarian’s shout flew like a lightning-flash through the surrounding soldiery, kindling as it went. “Long live the Emperor Julian,” those who stood nearest repeated; and the cry spread around in wider and ever wider circles to the furthest distance. ‘Twas as though some Titan had hurled a mighty rock far out into the ocean; — oh, my beloved, forgive me the heathen similitude, but — 
 

HELENA. 
 Emperor Julian! He said Emperor Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What did the rude Aleman know of Constantius, whom he had never seen? I, his conqueror, was in his eyes the greatest — 
 

HELENA. 
 Yes, yes; but the soldiers — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I rebuked them sternly; for I saw at a glance how Florentius, Severus, and certain others stood silently by, white with fear and wrath. 
 

HELENA. 
 Yes, yes, they — but not the soldiers. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Before a single night had passed my secret foes had distorted the affair. “Caesar has induced Knodomar to proclaim him Emperor,” the story went, “and in requital he has granted the barbarian his life.” And, thus inverted, the news has travelled to Rome. 
 

HELENA. 
 Are you sure of that? And through whom? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, through whom? through whom? I myself wrote at once to the Emperor and told him everything, but — 
 

HELENA. 
 Well — and how did he answer? 
 

JULIAN. 
 As usual. You know his ominous silence when he means to strike a blow. 
 

HELENA. 
 I believe you misinterpret all this. It must be so. You will see that his envoy will soon assure you of — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am assured, Helena! Here, in my bosom, I have some intercepted letters, which — 
 

HELENA. 
 Oh, Lord my God, let me see! 
 

JULIAN. 
 By-and-by. [He walks up and down.
And all this after the services I have rendered him! I have put a stop to the inroads of the Alemanni for years to come, whilst he himself has suffered defeat after defeat on the Danube, and the army in Asia seems to make no way against the Persians. Shame and disaster on all sides, except here, where he placed a reluctant philosopher at the head of affairs. Yet none the less am I the scorn of the court. Even after the last great victory, they have lampooned me, and called me Victorinus. This must come to an end. 
 

HELENA. 
 So I, too, think. 
 

JULIAN. 
 On such terms, what is the title of Caesar worth? 
 

HELENA. 
 No; you are right, Julian; things cannot go on thus! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Stopping. Helena, could you follow me? 
 

HELENA. 

[Softly.] Have no fear for me; I will not fail you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then away from all this thankless toil; away to the solitude I have sighed for so long — ! 
 

HELENA. 
 What do you say? Solitude! 
 

JULIAN. 
 With you, ray beloved; and with my dear books, that I have so seldom been able to open here, save only on my sleepless nights. 
 

HELEN ( looking him down from head to foot.] Ah, that is what you mean!

 

JULIAN. 

What else? 
 

HELENA. 

Ay, truly; what else? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes — I ask, what else? 
 

HELENA. 

[Corning nearer.] Julian — how did the barbarian king hail you? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Shrinking.] Helena!

 

HELENA. 
 [Still nearer.] What was the name that echoed through the ranks of the legions? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Rash woman; there may be an eavesdropper at every door! 
 

HELENA. 
 Why should you fear eavesdroppers? Is not God’s grace upon you? Have you not been victorious in every encounter? — I see the Saviour calling upon you; I see the angel with the flaming sword, who cleared the way for my father when he drove Maxentius into the Tiber! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Shall I rebel against the ruler of the empire? 
 

HELENA. 
 Only against those who stand between you. Oh, go, go; smite them with the lightning of your wrath; put an end to this harassing, joyless life! Gaul is an outer wilderness. I am so cold here, Julian! I pine for home, for the sunshine of Rome and Greece. 
 

JULIAN. 
 For home and your brother? 
 

HELENA. 

[Softly.] Constantius is but a wreck. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena! 
 

HELENA. 
 I can bear it no longer, I tell you. Time is flying. Eusebia is gone; her empty seat invites me to honour and greatness, while I am ageing — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You are not ageing; you are young and fair! 
 

HELENA. 
 No, no, no! Time speeds; I cannot bear this patiently; life slips away from me! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Gazing at her.] How temptingly beautiful, how divine you are! 
 

HELENA. 

[Clinging to him j Am I so indeed, Julian? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Embracing her.] You are the only woman I have loved, — the only one who has loved me. 
 

HELENA. 
 I am older than you. I will not age still more. When all is over, then —— 
 

JULIAN. 

[Tearing himself away.] Hush! I will hear no more. 
 

HELENA. 

[Following him.] Constantius is dying by inches; he hangs by a hair over the grave. Oh, my beloved Julian, you have the soldiers on your side — 
 

JULIAN. 
 No more, no more! 
 

HELENA. 
 He can bear no agitation. What is there, then, to recoil from? I mean nothing bloody. Fie, how can you think so? The terror will be enough; it will fold him in its embrace and gently end his sufferings. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you forget the invisible bodyguard around the Lord’s anointed? 
 

HELENA. 
 Christ is good. Oh, be pious, Julian, and He will forgive much. I will help. Prayers shall go up for you. Praised be the saints! Praised be the martyrs! Trust me, we will atone for everything later. Give me the Alemanni to convert; I will send out priests among them; they shall bow under the mercy of the cross. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Alemanni will not bow. 
 

HELENA. 
 Then they shall die! Like sweet incense shall their blood rise up to Him, the blessed One. We will magnify His glory; His praise shall be made manifest in us. I myself will do my part. The women of the Alemanni shall be my care. If they will not bow, they shall be sacrificed! And then, my Julian — when next you see me — ; young, young once more! Give me the women of the Alemanni, my beloved! Blood—’twould be no murder, and the remedy is a sovereign one — a bath of young virgins’ blood — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena, the thought is crime! 
 

HELENA. 
 Is it crime to commit crime for your sake? 
 

JULIAN. 
 You beautiful, you peerless one! 
 

HELENA. 
 [Bowing herself down over his hands.] My lord before God and men! — Draw not back this time, Julian! My hero, my Emperor! I see heaven open. Priests shall sing praises to Christ; my women shall assemble in prayer. [With upraised arms.] Oh, thou blessed One! Oh, thou God of Hosts, — thou, in whose hand lie grace and victory — 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With a look towards the door, exclaims:] Helena!

 

HELENA. 

Ah! 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN EUTHERIUS. 
 [From the back.] My lord, the Emperor s emissary — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is he come? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Yes, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 His name? Who is he? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 The tribune Decentius. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Indeed? The pious Decentius! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Has he talked with any one? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 With no one, my lord; he has this moment arrived. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will see him at once. And listen; one thing more. Summon the captains and officers to me here. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 It is well, most gracious lord. [He goes out by the back.

 

JULIAN. 

Now, my Helena, now we shall see — 
 

HELENA. 

[Softly.] Whatever happens, forget not that you can trust in the soldiers. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, trust, trust — ; I am not sure that I can trust in any one. The Tribune Decentius enters from the back. 
 

HELENA. 
 Meeting him.] Welcome, noble Decentius! A Roman face, — and, above all, this face, — oh! it sheds genial sunlight over our inclement Gaul. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The Emperor meets your longing and your hope half-way, noble Princess! We may hope that Gaul will not much longer hold you in its chains. 
 

HELENA. 
 Say you so, messenger of gladness? So the Emperor still thinks lovingly of me? How is it with his health? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go, go, my beloved Helena! 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The Emperor’s health is certainly no worse. 
 

HELENA. 
 No, surely not? I thought as much. All those alarming rumours — ; God be praised that they were but rumours! Thank him most lovingly, good Decentius! And let me thank you too. What splendid gifts have heralded your coming! Imperial — no, let me say brotherly gifts indeed! Two shining black Nubians, — you should see them, my Julian! — and pearls! See, I am wearing them already. And fruits, — sweet, luscious fruits! Ah, peaches from Damascus, peaches in chalices of gold! How they will refresh me; — fruit, fruit; I am pining away here in Gaul. 
 

JULIAN. 
 A feast shall end the day; but business first. Go, my precious wife! 
 

HELENA. 
 I go to the church, — to pray for my brother and for all good hopes. [She goes out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [After an instant’s pause.] A message, or letters?

 

DECENTIUS. 

Letters. — [He hands him a roll of paper. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Reads, represses a smile, and holds out his hand.] More!

 

DECENTIUS. 

Noble Caesar, that is well-nigh all. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Truly? Has the Emperor sent his friend all this long way only to — ? [He bursts into a short laugh, and then walks up and down. Had Knodomar, the King of the Alemanni, arrived in Rome ere you left? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Yes, noble Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And how fares he in the strange land, ignorant as he is of our tongue! For he knows nought of it, Decentius! He was positively a laughingstock to my soldiers. Only think, he mixed up two such common words as Emperor and Caesar. 
 

DECENTIUS. 

[Shrugging his shoulders.] A barbarian. What can one expect? 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, what can one expect? But the Emperor has received him graciously? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Knodomar is dead, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Stopping suddenly.] Knodomar dead! 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Dead, in the foreigners’ quarters, on the Coelian hill. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Dead? Indeed! — Ah, the Roman air is unwholesome. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The King of the Alemanni died of home-sickness, my lord! The longing for kindred and freedom — 
 

JULIAN. 

 — wastes a man away, Decentius; yes, yes, I know that. — I should not have sent him living to Rome. I should have had him killed here. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Caesar’s heart is merciful. 
 

JULIAN. 
 H’m — ! Home-sickness? Indeed! To the Master of the Horse, Sintuh, who enters by the back. Are you there, old faun? Tempt me no more. [To Decentius.] Since the battle at Argentoratum, he is for ever talking to me of the triumphal chariot and the white horses. [To Sintula.] ‘Twould be like Phaeton’s career with the Lybian sun-horses. How did that end? Have you forgotten — have you forgotten your heathendom, I had almost said? — Pardon me, Decentius, for wounding your pious ear. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Caesar delights his servant’s ear; he cannot wound it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; bear with Caesar’s jesting. In truth I know not how else to take the matter. — Here they are. Severus and Florentius, together with other captains and gentlemen of Caesar s court, enter from the back. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Advancing to receive them.] Greeting to you, brothers in arms and friends. Blame me not overmuch for summoning you hither, straight from the dust and toil of the march; truly, I should not have grudged you some hours’ rest; but — 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 Has aught of moment happened, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aye, truly. Can you tell me — what was lacking to complete Caesar’s happiness? 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 What should be lacking to complete Caesar’s happiness? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Now, nothing. [To Decentius.] The army has demanded that I should enter the city in triumph. They would have had me pass through the gates of Lutetia at the head of the legions. Captive barbarian princes, with pinioned hands, were to march beside my chariot-wheels; women and slaves from twenty conquered peoples were to follow, crowded closely together, head against head — [Breaking off suddenly.] Rejoice, my
valiant fellow soldiers; here you see the Tribune Decentius, the Emperor’s trusted friend and councillor. He has arrived this morning with gifts and greetings from Rome. 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 Ah, then indeed naught can be lacking to complete Caesar’s happiness. 
 

SEVERUS. 

[Softly to Florentius.] Incomprehensible! Then he is in the Emperor’s grace again! 
 

FLORENTIUS. 

[Softly.] Oh, this unstable Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You seem all to be struck dumb with astonishment. — They think the Emperor has done too much, good Decentius! 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 How can Caesar think such a thought? 
 

SEVERUS. 
 Too much, noble Caesar? By no means. Who doubts that the Emperor knows how to set due bounds to his favour? 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 This is in truth a rare and remarkable distinction — 
 

SEVERUS. 
 I should even call it beyond measure rare and remarkable — 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 And especially does it afford a striking proof that our august Emperor’s mind is free from all jealousy — 
 

SEVERUS. 
 An unexampled proof, I venture to call it. 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 But then, what has not Caesar achieved in these few years in Gaul? 
 

JULIAN. 
 A year-long dream, dear friends! I have achieved nothing. Nothing, nothing! 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 All this your modesty counts as nothing? What was the army when you took command? A disorderly rabble — 
 

SEVERUS. 

 — without coherence, without discipline, without direction — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You exaggerate, Severus! 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 And was it not with this undisciplined rabble that you took the field against the Alemanni? Did you not win battle after battle with these levies, till your victories transformed them into an invincible host? Did you not retake Colonia Agrippina — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Come come, you see with the eye of friendship, my Florentius! — Or is it really so? Is it a fact, that I drove the barbarians out of the islands of the Rhine! That I placed the ruined Tres Tabernae in a posture of defence, making it a bulwark of the empire? Is it really so? 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 What, my lord! Can you be in doubt as to so great deeds? 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, I cannot but think — And the battle of Argentoratum? Was I not there? I cannot but fancy that I defeated Knodomar. And after the victory — ; Florentius, have I dreamt it, or did I rebuild Trajan’s fortress, when we marched into German territory? 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 Noble Caesar, is there any man so mad as to deny you the honour of these exploits? 
 

SEVF.RUS. [To Decentius.] I praise the destiny that has vouchsafed to my old age so victorious a leader. 
 

FLORENTIUS. 

[Also to the Tribune.] I dare scarcely think what turn this inroad of the Alemanni might have taken, but for Caesar’s courage and conduct. — 
 

MANY COURTIERS. 

[Pressing forward.] Yes, yes; Caesar is great! 
 

OTHERS. 

[Clapping their hands.] Caesar is peerless!

 

JULIAN. 
 [Looks for a time alternately at Decentius and the others; thereupon breaks gut into a loud, short laugh.] So blind is friendship, Decentius! So blind, so blind! [He turns to the rest, and taps the roll of paper in his hand. Here I read far other tidings! Listen and drink in the refreshing dew of knowledge. This is the Emperor’s despatch to all the proconsuls of the empire; — our excellent Decentius has brought me a copy of it. Here we learn that I have accomplished nothing in Gaul. It was, as I told you, a dream. Here we have the Emperor’s own words: it was under the Emperor’s happy auspices that the imminent danger to the empire was averted. 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 All the affairs of the empire flourish under the Emperor’s auspices. 
 

JULIAN. 
 More, more. It is here set forth that it was the Emperor who fought and conquered on the Rhine; it was the Emperor who raised up the King of the Alemanni, as he lay grovelling before him. My name is not fortunate enough to find any place in this document, — nor yours, Florentius, nor yours, Severus! And here, in the description of the battle of Argentoratum — where was it? Yes, here it stands! — it was the Emperor who determined the order of battle; it was the Emperor himself who, at peril of his life, fought till his sword was blunted, in the forefront of the battle: it was the Emperor who, by the terror of his presence, put the barbarians to headlong flight — ; read, read, I tell you! 
 

SEVERUS. 
 Noble Caesar, your word suffices. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you, then, by your deluding speeches, my friends? Would you, in your too great love for me, make me a parasite, to be fed with the leavings you have pilfered from my kinsman’s table? — What think you, Decentius? What say you to this? You see, in my own camp, I have to keep an eye on adherents who, in their blind zeal, are sometimes in danger of straying over the border-line of revolt. 
 

FLORENTIUS. 

[Hastily, to the Tribune.) I assure you, my words have been sadly misconstrued if — 
 

SEVERUS. 

[Also to the Tribune.] It could never enter my mind to — 
 

JULIAN. 
 That is right, my brothers in arms; let us all agree to swallow our vainglory. I asked what was lacking to complete Caesar’s happiness. Now you know it. ‘Twas the recognition of the truth that was lacking in Caesar’s happiness. Your silver helmet will never be dimmed with the dust of the triumph, Florentius! The Emperor has already triumphed for us, in Rome. He therefore declares all festivities here to be superfluous. Go, Sintula, and see that the intended procession is countermanded. The Emperor wishes to give his soldiers a much-needed rest. ‘Tis his will that they remain in the camp outside the walls. [The Master of the Horse, Sintula, goes out by the back. 
 

JULIAN. 

Was I not once a philosopher? They said so, at least, both in Athens and Ephesus. So weak is human nature in the hours of success; I had almost been false to philosophy. The Emperor has brought me to my senses. Thank him most humbly, Decentius. Have you more to say? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 One thing more. From all the Emperor has learnt, and especially from the letter you wrote him from Argentoratum, it appears that the great work of pacification in Gaul is happily accomplished. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Most certainly; the Emperor, partly by his valour, partly by his magnanimous clemency — 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The Rhine frontier of the empire has been placed in security. 
 

JULIAN. 
 By the Emperor, by the Emperor. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 In the Danubian provinces, on the contrary, affairs are going ill; and still worse in Asia — King Sapor makes constant progress. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What audacity! Rumour has it that not even in this summer’s campaign has the Emperor been pleased to let his generals crush him. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The Emperor intends to do so himself in the spring. [Producing a roll of papers.] Here he makes known his will, noble Caesar. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let us see, let us see! [Reading.] Ah! [He reads again for a long time, with signs of deep inward emotion: then he looks up and says; Then, ‘tis the Emperor’s will that —— ? Good, good, noble Decentius; the Emperor’s will shall be done. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 It must be done, this very day. 
 

JULIAN. 
 This very day; of course. Come hither, Sintula! Where is he? — Ah, I remember! — Call Sintula back! [A courtier goes out by the back; Julian retires to the window, and reads the papers through once more. 
 

FLORENTIUS. 
 [In a low voice, to the Tribune.] I implore you not to misinterpret what I said. When I gave Caesar the credit, of course I did mean to ——  — 
 

SEVERÜS. 

[In a low voice.] It could never occur to me to doubt that it was the Emperor’s supreme and wise direction that —— A Courtier. [On the other side of the Tribune.] I beg you, noble sir, — put in a word for me at court, and release me from this painful position in the household of a Caesar who — ; well, he is the Emperor’s exalted kinsman, but —— 
 

ANOTHER COURTIER. 
 I could tell you, alas! of things that indicate not only boundless vanity, but overweening ambition — Julian; This very day! Let me say one word, Decentius! It has long been my dearest wish to lay down this burden of responsibility. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 It shall be conveyed to the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I call heaven to witness that I never — ; Ah, here is Sintula; now we can — [To the Tribune.] You are going? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 I have affairs to transact with the generals, noble Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Without my intervention? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The Emperor commands me to spare his beloved kinsman. [He goes out by the back, followed by the others, except Sintula, who remains standing at the door. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Looking at him awhile.] Sintula!

 

SINTULA. 

Yes, noble master! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Come nearer — Yes, by my faith, you look honest. Pardon me; I never thought you could be so attached to me. 
 

SINTULA. 
 How know you that I am attached to you, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pointing to the roll of paper.] I can read it here, in this; it is written that you are to desert me. 
 

SINTULA. I, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor disbands the army of Gaul, Sintula!
 

SINTULA. Disbands — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, what is it but a disbanding? The Emperor needs reinforcements, both on the Danube, and against the Persians. Our Batavian and Herulian auxiliaries are to depart with all speed, in order to reach Asia in the spring. SlNTULA. But the thing is impossible, my lord. You have solemnly sworn to these very allies that they shall in no case be called upon to serve beyond the Alps. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Just so, Sintula! The Emperor writes that I gave that promise over hastily, and without his consent. This is quite a new light to me; but here it stands. I am to be forced to break my word, dishonour myself in the eyes of the army, turn against me the unbridled rage of the barbarians, perhaps their murderous weapons. 
 

SINTULA. 
 They cannot hurt you, my lord! The Roman legions will make their breasts your shield. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Roman legions. H’m; — my simple-minded friend! From every Roman legion three hundred men are to be drafted off, and are likewise to join the Emperor by the shortest route. SlNTULA. Ah! This is — ? 
 

JULIAN. — Well planned, is it hot? Every branch of the army is to be set against me, that I may the more easily be disarmed. 
 

SINTULA. 
 And I tell you, my lord, that not one of your generals will lend himself to such a design. 
 

JULIAN. 
 My generals are not to be led into temptation. You are the man. SlNTULA. I, my Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Here it is written. The Emperor commissions you to take all necessary measures and then to lead the chosen detachments to Rome. SlNTULA. This task assigned to me? With men here like Florentius and old Severus — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You have no victories to your discredit, Sintula! Sintula. No, that is true. I have never been allowed an opportunity Of showing —— 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have been unjust to you. Thanks for your fidelity. 
 

SINTULA. 
 So great an imperial honour! My lord, may I see — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What would you see? You surely would not lend yourself to such a design. 
 

SINTULA. 
 God forbid that I should disobey the Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Sintula, — would you disarm your Caesar? 
 

SINTULA. 
 Caesar has ever undervalued me. Caesar has never forgiven me the fact of his having to endure about his person a Master of the Horse chosen by the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor is great and wise; he chooses well. 
 

SINTULA. 
 My lord, — I long to set about my duty; may I beg to see the Emperor’s commission? Julian. Handing him one of the papers.] Here is the Emperor’s commission. Go, and do your duty. 
 

MYRRHA. 
 [Entering hastily from the right.] Oh merciful Redeemer!

 

JULIAN. 

Myrrha! What is the matter? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Oh kind heaven, my mistress — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Your mistress, — what of her? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Sickness or frenzy — ; help, help! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena sick! The physician! Oribases must come, Sintula! Summon him! [Sintula goes out by the back. Julian is hastening out to the right, when at the door he meets the Princess Helena, surrounded by female slaves. Her countenance is mid and distorted, her hair and clothes are in disorder. 
 

HELENA. 

Loosen the comb! Loosen the comb, I say! It is red hot. My hair is on fire; I burn, I burn! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena! For God’s pity’s sake — ! 
 

HELENA. 
 Will no one help me? They are killing me with needle-pricks! 
 

JULIAN. 
 My Helena! What has befallen you? 
 

HELENA. 
 Myrrha, Myrrha! Save me from the women, Myrrha! 
 

THE PHYSICIAN ORIBASES. 
 [Entering from the back.] What horror do I hear — ? Is it true? Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena! My love, light of my life — ! 
 

HELENA. 
 Away from me! Oh sweet Jesus, help! [She half swoons among the slave-girls. 
 

JULIAN. 

She is raving. What can it be, Oribases? — See — see her eyes, how large — ! 
 

ORIBASES. 

[To MYRRHA.] What has the Princess taken? What has she been eating or drinking? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, you think — ? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Answer, women; what have you given the Princess? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 We? Oh nothing, I swear; she herself — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Well? Well? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Some fruits; they were peaches, I think; — oh I know not 
 

JULIAN. 
 Fruits! Peaches? Some of those which — ? 
 

MYRRHA. 
 Yes — no — yes; I do not know, my lord; it was two Nubians — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Help, help, Oribases! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Alas, I fear — JULIAN. No, no, no! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Hush, gracious lord; she is coming to herself. Helena; [Whispering.] Why did the sun go down? Oh holy mysterious darkness! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Helena! Listen; collect your thoughts — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 My noble Princess — 
 

JULIAN. 
 It is the physician, Helena! [He takes her hand.] No, here, where I stand. 
 

HELENA. 

[Tearing her hand away.] Faugh! there he was again! 
 

JULIAN. 
 She does not see me. Here, here, Helena! Helena. The loathsome creature; — he is always about me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What does she mean? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Stand apart, gracious lord — ! 
 

HELENA. 
 Sweet stillness! He does not dream: ——
; oh my Gallus! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Gallus! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Go, noble Caesar; it is not meet — ! 
 

HELENA. 
 How boldly your close-curling hair curves over your neck! Oh that short, thick neck — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Abyss of all abysses — ! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 The delirium is increasing — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I see, I see. We must take note, Oribases! 
 

HELENA. 

[Laughing softly.] Now he would be taking notes again. — Ink on his fingers; book-dust in his hair — unwashed; faugh, faugh, how he stinks. 
 

MYRRHA. 
 My lord, shall I not — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Away with you, woman! 
 

HELENA. 
 How could you let yourself be conquered by him, you great-limbed, bronzed barbarian? He cannot conquer women. How I loathe this impotent virtue. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Stand apart, all of you! Not so near, Oribases! I myself will watch the Princess. 
 

HELENA. 
 Art thou wroth with me, thou glorious one? Gallus is dead. Beheaded. What a blow that must have been! Be not jealous, oh my first and last? Bum Gallus in hell fire; — it was none but thou, thou, thou — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 No nearer, Oribases! 
 

HELENA. 
 Kill the priest, too! I will not see him after this. Thou knowest our sweet secret. Oh thou, my days’ desire, my nights’ delight! It was thou thyself — in the form of thy servant — in the oratory; yes, yes, thou wast there; it was thou — in the darkness, in the heavy air, in the shrouding incense-clouds, that night, when the Caesar growing beneath my heart — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Recoiling with a cry.] Ah!

 

HELENA. 

[With outstretched arms.] My lover and my lord! Mine, mine — ! [She falls swooning on the floor; the slave girls hasten forward and crowd round her. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Stands for a moment immovable; then shakes his clenched fist in the air, and cries.] Galilean! [The slave-girls carry the Princess out on the right; at the same moment the Knight Sallust comes hastily in by the door in the back. 
 

SALLUST. 

The Princess in a swoon! Oh, then it is true! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Grasps the Physician by the arm, and leads him aside.] Tell me the truth. Did you know before
to-day that — ; you understand me; have you known aught of — the Princess’s condition? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 I, like every one else, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And you said naught to me, Oribases! 
 

ORIBASKS. 
 Of what, my Caesar? 
 

JULIAN. 
 How dared you conceal it from me? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 My lord, there was one thing we none of us knew. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And that was? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 That Caesar knew nothing. [He is going.]

 

JULIAN. 
 Where are you going? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 To try the remedies my art prescribes — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I believe your art will prove powerless. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 My lord, it is yet possible that — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Powerless, Ï tell you! 
 

ORIBASES. 

[Retiring a step!] Noble Caesar, it is my duty to disobey you in this. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What think you I mean? Go, go; try what your art — ; save the Emperor’s sister; the Emperor will be inconsolable if his thoughtful affection should bring any disaster in its train. Of course you know that those fruits were a gift from the Emperor? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go, go, man, — try what your art — 
 

ORIBASES. 

[Bowing reverently.] I believe my art will prove powerless, my lord! [He goes out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

Ah, is it you, Sallust? What think you? The waves of fate are once more beginning to sweep over my race. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Oh, but rescue is at hand. Oribases will —— 
 

JULIAN. 

[Shortly and decisively.] The Princess will die. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Oh, if I dared speak! If I dared trace out the secret threads in this web of destruction! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Be of good cheer, friend; all the threads shall be brought to light, and then 
 

DECENTIUS. 

[Entering from the back.] How shall I look Caesar in the face! How inscrutable are the ways of God! Crushed to earth — ; oh that you could but read my heart! That I should be the harbinger of sorrow and disaster — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, that you may say twice over, noble Decentius! And how shall I find soft and specious enough terms to bring this in any endurable guise to the ears of her imperial brother! 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Alas that such a thing should happen so close upon the coming of my mission! And just at this moment! Oh, what a thunderbolt from a cloudless sky of hope! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, this towering and devouring tempest, just as the ship seemed running into the long-desired haven! Oh, this — this — ! Sorrow makes us eloquent, Decentius, — you as well as me. But first to business. The two Nubians must be seized and examined. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The Nubians, my lord? Could you dream that my indignant zeal would for another instant suffer the two negligent servants to — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What! Surely you have not already — ? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Call me hasty, if you will, noble Caesar; but my love to the Emperor and to his sorrow-stricken house would in truth be less than it is if, in such an hour, I were capable of calm reflection. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Have you killed both the slaves? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Had not their negligence deserved a sevenfold death? They were two heathen savages, my lord! Their testimony would have been worthless; it was impossible to wring anything out of them, save that they had left their precious charge standing for some time unwatched in the antechamber, accessible to every one — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha! Had they indeed, Decentius? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 I accuse no one. But oh, beloved Caesar, I bid you beware; for you are surrounded by faithless servants. Your court — by an unhappy misunderstanding! — fancies that some sort of disfavour — or what should I call it? — is implied in the measures which the Emperor has found it necessary to adopt; in short — 
 

SINTULA. 

[Entering from the back.] My lord, you have imposed on me a charge I can in no way fulfil. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor imposed it, good Sintula! 
 

SINTULA. 
 Relieve me of it, my lord; it is utterly beyond me. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 What has happened? 
 

SINTULA. 
 The camp is in wild revolt. The legions and the allies are banding together — 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Rebelling against the Emperor’s will!
 

SINTULA.
 The soldiers are shouting that they appeal to Caesar’s promises. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hark! hark! that roar outside — ! 
 

SINTULA. 
 The rioters are rushing hither — 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Let no one enter! 
 

SALLUST. 

[At the window.] Too late; the whole courtyard is filled with angry soldiers. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Caesar’s precious life is in danger! Where is Florentius? 
 

SINTULA. 
 Fled. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The blustering coward! And Severus? SlNTULA. Severus feigns sickness; he has driven out to his farm. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I myself will speak to the madmen. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Not a step, noble Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What now? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 ‘Tis my duty, gracious lord; the Emperor’s command — ; his beloved kinsman’s life — ; Caesar is my prisoner. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 So it has come at last! 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 The household guard, Sintula! You must conduct Caesar in safety to Rome. 
 

JULIAN. 
 To Rome! SlNTULA. What say you, my lord? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 To Rome, I say! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Like Gallus! [He shouts through the window.]Help, help!

 

SALLUST. 

Fly, my Caesar! Fly, fly! Wild cries are heard without. Soldiers of the Roman legions, Batavian auxiliaries, and other allies, climb in through the window. At the same time, others swarm in by the door at the hack. Amongst the foremost is the Standard-Bearer Maurus; women, some with children in their arms, follow the intruders. 
 

CRIES AMONG THE SOLDIERS. 

Caesar, Caesar! 
 

OTHER VOICES. 
 Caesar, why have you betrayed us? 
 

AGAIN OTHERS. 
 Down with the faithless Caesar. 
 

JULIAN. 

himself with outstretched arms into the midst of the soldiers, crying:] Fellow-soldiers, brothers in arms, — save me from my enemies!

 

DECENTIUS. 

Ah, what is this — ? 
 

WILD CRIES. 
 Down with Caesar! Strike him down! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Close round me in a circle; draw your swords! 
 

MAURUS. 
 They are drawn already! 
 

WOMEN. 
 Strike him, cut him down! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I thank you for coming! Maurus! Honest Maurus! Yes, yes; you I can trust. 
 

A BATAVIAN SOLDIER. 
 How dare you send us to the ends of the earth? Was that what you swore to us? 
 

OTHER ALLIES. 
 Not over the Alps! We are not bound to go! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not to Rome! I will not go; they would murder me, as they murdered my brother Gallus! 
 

MAURUS. 
 What say you, my lord? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Do not believe him! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Lay no finger on the noble Decentius; the fault is not his. 
 

LAIPSO. 

[A Subaltern.] That is true; the fault is Caesar’s. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, is that you, Laipso! My gallant friend, is that you? You fought well at Argentoratum. 
 

LAIPSO. 
 Caesar has not forgotten that? 
 

VARRO. 

[A Subaltern.] But he forgets his promises! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Was not that the voice of the undaunted Varro? Ah, there he is! Your wound is healed, I see. Oh, well-deserving soldier, — why would they not let me make you captain? 
 

VARRO. 
 Was it indeed your wish? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Blame not the Emperor for refusing my request. The Emperor knows none of you as I know you. 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Soldiers, hear me — ! 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 We have nothing to do with the Emperor! 
 

OTHERS. 

[Pressing forward menacingly.] It is Caesar we call to account! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What power has your hapless Caesar, my friends? They would take me to Rome. They deny even the control of my private affairs. They seize upon my share of the spoils of war. I thought to give every soldier five gold pieces and a pound of silver, but — 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 What does he say? 
 

JULIAN. 
 ‘Tis not the Emperor who forbids it, but bad and envious councillors. The Emperor is good, my dear friends! But oh, the Emperor is sick; he can do nothing — 
 

MANY SOLDIERS. 
 Five gold pieces and a pound of silver! 
 

OTHER SOLDIERS. 
 And that they deny us! 
 

OTHERS AGAIN. 
 Who dares deny Caesar anything? 
 

MAURUS. 
 Is it thus they treat Caesar, the soldiers’ father? 
 

LAIPSO. 
 Caesar, who has been rather our friend than our master? Is it not true? 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Yes, yes, it is! 
 

VARRO. 
 Should not Caesar, the victorious general, be suffered to choose his captains as he pleases? 
 

MAURUS Should he not have free control over the spoils that fall to his share? 
 

LOUD SHOUTS. 
 Yes, yes, yes! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Alas, what would it profit you? What need you care for worldly goods, you, who are to be led forth to the most distant lands, to meet a doubtful fate — ? 
 

SOLDIERS. 
 We will not go! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Look not at me; I am ashamed; I can scarce help weeping when I think that, within a few months, you will be a prey to pestilence, famine, and the weapons of a bloodthirsty foe. 
 

MANY SOLDIERS. 

[Pressing round him j Caesar! Kind Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And your defenceless wives and children, whom you must leave behind in your scattered homes! Who shall protect them in their pitiable plight, soon to be widowed and fatherless, and exposed to the vengeful onslaughts of the Alemanni? 
 

THE WOMEN. 

[Weeping] Caesar, Caesar, protect us! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Weeping likewise.] What is Caesar? What can the fallen Caesar do? 
 

LAIPSO. 
 Write to the Emperor, and let him know — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, what is the Emperor? The Emperor is sick in mind and body; he is broken down by his care for the empire’s weal. Is it not so, Decentius? 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Yes, doubtless; but — 
 

JULIAN. 
 How it cut me to the heart when I heard — [Pressing the hands of those around him. Pray for his soul, you who worship the good Christ! Offer sacrifices for his recovery, you who have remained faithful to the gods of your fathers! — Know you that the Emperor has held a triumphal entry into Rome? 
 

MAURUS. 
 The Emperor! 
 

VARRO. 
 What? As he returned, beaten, from the Danube? 
 

JULIAN. 
 As he returned from the Danube, he held a triumph for our victories — 
 

DECENTIUS. 

[Threateningly.] Noble Caesar, reflect — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, the Tribune says well; reflect how our Emperor’s mind must be clouded, when he can do such things! Oh, my sorely afflicted kinsman! When he rode into Rome through the mighty arch of Constantine, he fancied himself so tall that he bent his back and bowed his head down to his saddle-bow. 
 

MAURUS. 
 Like a cock in a doorway. [Laughter among the soldiers. 
 

SOME VOICES. 

Is that an Emperor? 
 

VARRO. 
 Shall we obey him? 
 

LAIPSO. 
 Away with him! 
 

MAURUS. 
 Caesar, do you take take the helm! 
 

DECENTIUS. 
 Rebellion — ! 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Seize the throne; seize the throne, Caesar! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Madmen! Is this language for Romans? Would you imitate the barbarous Alemanni? What was it Knodomar cried at Argentoratum? Answer me, good Maurus, — what did he cry out? 
 

MAURUS. 
 He cried, “Long live the Emperor Julian!” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, hush, hush! What are you saying? 
 

MAURUS. 
 Long live the Emperor Julian! 
 

THOSE BEHIND. 
 What is afoot? 
 

VARRO. 
 They are proclaiming Julian Emperor! 
 

LOUD CRIES. 
 Long live the Emperor! Long live the Emperor Julian! [The cry spreads in wider and wider circles without; all talk together; JULIAN cannot make himself heard for some time. 
 

JULIAN. 

Oh, I entreat you — ! Soldiers, friends, brothers in arms, — see, I stretch out my trembling arms to you — ! Be not alarmed, my Decentius! — Oh that I should live to see this! I do not blame you, my faithful friends; it is despair that has driven you to this. You will have it? Good; I submit to the will of the army. — Sintula, call the generals together. — You, Tribune, can bear witness to Constantius that ‘twas only on compulsion that I — [He turns to Varro.] GO, captain, and make known throughout the camp this unlooked-for turn of events. I will write without delay to Rome — 
 

SALLUST. 
 My lord, the soldiers clamour to see you. 
 

MAURUS. 
 A circlet of gold on your head, Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have never possessed such a gaud. 
 

MAURUS. 
 This will serve. [He takes off his gold chain, and winds it several times round Caesar’s brow. 
 

SHOUTS OUTSIDE. 

The Emperor, the Emperor! We will see the Emperor! 
 

SOLDIERS. 
 On the shield with him! Up, up! [The bystanders raise Julian aloft on a shield, and show him to the multitude, amid long-continued acclamations. 
 

JULIAN. 

The will of the army be clone! I bow before the inevitable, and renew all my promises — 
 

LEGIONARIES. 
 Five gold pieces and a pound of silver! 
 

BATAVIANS. 
 Not over the Alps! 
 

JULIAN. 
 We will occupy Vienna. ‘Tis the strongest city in Gaul, and well supplied with provisions of every sort. There I intend to wait until we see whether my afflicted kinsman sanctions what we have here determined, for the empire’s weal — 
 

SALLUST. 
 That he will never do, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With upstretched hands.] Divine wisdom enlighten his darkened soul, and guide him for the best! Be thou with me, Fortune, who hast never yet deserted me! 
 

MYRRHA AND THE WOMEN. 

[Lamenting outside on the right.] Dead, dead, dead!

 






  







ACT FIFTH.
 

At Vienna [in Gaul]. A vaulted space in the catacombs. To the left a winding passage running upwards. In the background, a flight of steps is hewn in the rock, leading up to a closed door. In front, to the right, a number of stops lead down to the lower passages. The space is feebly lighted by a hanging-lamp, Julian Caesar, unshaven, and in dirty clothes, stands bending over the opening to the right, A subdued sound of psalm-singing comes through the door from the church beyond it, built on to the catacomb. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Speaking downwards.] Still no sign?
A Voice. [Far below.] None.

 

JULIAN. 

Neither yes nor no? Neither for nor against? 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Both. 
 

JULIAN. 
 That is the same as nothing. 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Wait, wait. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have waited five days; you asked for only three. I tell you — I have no mind to — [He
listens towards the entrance, and calls down.] Do not speak!

 

SALLUST. 
 [Entering by the passage on the left.] My lord, my lord!

 

JULIAN. 

Is it you, Sallust? What would you down here? 
 

SALLUST. 
 This thick darkness — ; ah! now I see you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What do you want? 
 

SALLUST. 
 To serve you, if I can, — to lead you out to the living again. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What news from the world above? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The soldiers are restless; there are signs on all hands that their patience will soon be exhausted. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is the sun shining up there? 
 

SALLUST. 
 Yes, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The vault of heaven is like a sea of glittering light. Perhaps it is high noon. It is warm; the air quivers along the walls of the houses; the river, half-shrunken in its bed, ripples over the white flints. — Beautiful life! Beautiful earth! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Oh come, my lord, come! This stay in the catacombs is construed to your hurt. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How is it construed? 
 

SALLUST. 
 Dare I tell you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 You dare, and you must. How is it construed? 
 

SALLUST. 
 Many believe that it is remorse rather than sorrow that has driven you underground in this strange fashion. 
 

JULIAN. 
 They think I killed her? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The mystery of the case may excuse them, 
 

JULIAN. 
 No one killed her, Sallust! She was too pure for this sinful world; therefore an angel from heaven descended every night into her secret chamber, and called upon her. You doubt it? Know you not that this is how the priests in Lutetia accounted for her death? And the priests ought to know. Has not the transport of her body hither been like a triumphal progress through the land? Did not all the women of Vienna stream forth beyond the gates to meet her coffin, hailing her with green boughs in their hands, spreading draperies on the road, and singing songs of praise to the bride of heaven, who was being brought home to the bridegroom’s house? — Why do you laugh? 
 

SALLUST. 
 I, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ever since, I have heard bridal songs night and day. Listen, listen; they are wafting her up to glory. Ay, she was indeed a true Christian woman. She observed the commandment strictly; — she gave to Caesar what was Caesar’s, and to the other she gave — ; but ‘twas not of that you came to speak; you are not initiated in the secrets of the faith, Sallust! — What news, I ask? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The weightiest news is that on learning of the events at Lutetia, the Emperor fled hastily to Antioch. 
 

JULIAN. 
 That news I know No doubt Constantius already saw us in imagination before the gates of Rome. 
 

SALLUST. 
 The friends who boldly cast in their lot with you in this dangerous business, saw in imagination the same thing. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The time is not auspicious, Sallust! Know you not that in the martial games, before we left Lutetia, my shield broke in pieces, so that only the handle remained in my grasp? And know you not that, when I was mounting my horse, the groom stumbled as I swung myself up from his folded hands? 
 

SALLUST. 
 Yet you gained the saddle, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 But the man fell. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Better men will fall if Caesar loiters. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor is at death’s door. 
 

SALLUST. 
 The Emperor still lives. The letters you wrote him as to your election — 
 

JULIAN. 
 My enforced election. They constrained me; I had no choice. 
 

SALLUST. 
 The Emperor does not hold that explanation valid. He designs, as soon as he has mustered an army in the eastern provinces, to march into Gaul. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How know you that ——  — ? 
 

SALLUST. 
 By an accident, my lord! Believe me, I entreat you — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Good, good; when that happens, I will go to meet Constantius — not sword in hand — 
 

SALLUST. 
 Not? How, then, do you think to meet him? 
 

JULIAN, I will render to the Emperor what is the Emperor’s. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Mean you that you will abdicate? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor is at death’s door. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Oh that vain hope! [He casts himself on his knees.] Then take my life, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What now? 
 

SALLUST. 
 Caesar, take my life; I would rather die by your will than by the Emperor’s. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Rise, friend! 
 

SALLUST. 
 No, let me lie at my Caesar’s feet, and confess all. Oh, beloved master, — to have to tell you this! — When I sought you out in the camp on the Rhine, — when I recalled to you the old friendship of our Athenian days, — when I begged to share with you the dangers of war, — then, oh Caesar, I came as a secret spy, in the Emperor’s pay — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You — ! 
 

SALLUST. 
 My mind had for some time been inflamed against you. You remember that little variance in Milan — yet no little one for me, who had hoped that Caesar would help to restore my waning fortunes. Of all this they took advantage in Rome; they regarded me as the very man to spy out your doings. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And you could sell yourself so basely? To so black a treachery! 
 

SALLUST. 
 I was ruined, my lord; and I thought Caesar had forsaken me. Yes, my Caesar, I betrayed you — , during the first few months; but not afterwards. Your friendliness, your magnanimity, all the favour you showed me — ; I became, what I had professed to be, your faithful adherent; and in my secret letters to Rome I put my employers on false scents. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Those letters were from you? — Oh, Sallust) 
 

SALLUST. 
 They contained nothing to injure you, my lord! What others may have written, I know not; I only know that I often enough groaned in anguish under my enforced and hated silence. I ventured as far as I by any means dared. That letter written to an unnamed man in your camp, which contained an account of the Emperor’s triumphal entry in Rome, and which you found one morning on the march to Lutetia pushed under your tent flap — ; you did find it, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes — ? 
 

SALLUST. 
 That was directed to me, and chance favoured me in bringing it into your hands. I dared not speak. I longed to, but I could not; I put off from day to day the confession of my shame. Oh, punish me, my lord; see, here I lie! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Stand up; you are dearer to me thus, — conquered without my will and against your own. Stand up, friend of my soul; no one shall touch a hair of your head. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Rather take the life which you will not long have power to shield. You say the Emperor is at death’s door. [He rises.] My Caesar, what I have sworn to conceal, I now reveal to you. There is no hope for you in the Emperor’s decay. The Emperor is taking a new wife. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, what madness! How can you think — ? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The Emperor is taking a new wife, my lord! [He hands him some papers.] Read, read, noble Caesar; these letters will leave you no room for doubt. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Seizing the papers, and reading.] Yes, by the light and might of Helios — ! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Oh that I had dared to speak sooner! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Still reading.] He take a woman to wife! Constantius, — that dwindling shadow of a man — ! Faustina, — what is this? — young, scarcely nineteen, — a daughter of —— ah! a daughter of that insolent tribe. Therefore, of course, a zealous Christian woman. [He folds the papers together.] You are right, Sallust; his decay gives no room for hope. What though he be decrepit, dying, — what of that? Is not Faustina pious. An annunciating angel will appear; or even — ; ha-ha! — in short, — by some means or other, — a young Caesar will be forthcoming, and thus — 
 

SALLUST. 
 Delay means ruin. 
 

JULIAN. 
 This move has long been planned in all secrecy, Sallust! Ah, now all the riddles are solved. Helena — , ‘twas not, as I conceived, her heedless tongue that destroyed her — 
 

SALLUST. 
 No, my lord! 
 

JULIAN. 

 — they thought, — they believed that — ! oh inscrutable, even-handed retribution! that was why she had to die. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Yes, that was the reason. I was the man they first pitched upon in Rome. Oh, my lord, you cannot doubt that I refused to do it? I pleaded the impossibility of finding an occasion; they assured me that the abominable design was abandoned, and then — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 They will not stop at — at the double corpse in the sarcophagus up yonder. Constantius takes another wife. That is why I was to be disarmed in Lutetia. 
 

SALLUST. 
 One thing alone can save you, my Caesar: you must act before the Emperor has recruited his forces. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What if, of my own free will, I withdrew into solitude, devoting myself to that wisdom which I have here been forced to neglect? Would the new men in power leave me undisturbed? Would not the very fact of my existence be like a sword hanging over their heads? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The kinsmen of the Empress that is to be are the men who surrounded Gallus Caesar in his last hours. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The tribune Scudilo. Trust me, friend, — I have not forgotten that. And am I to yield and fall before this bloodthirsty Emperor! Am I to spare him who for long years has stumbled about among the corpses of my nearest kin! 
 

SALLUST. 
 If you spare him, in less than three months he will be stumbling among the corpses of your adherents. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; there you are right. It is almost my imperative duty to stand up against him. If I do, ‘twill not be for my own sake. Do not the weal and woe of thousands hang in the balance? Arts not thousands of lives at stake? Or could I have averted this extremity? You are more to blame than I, Sallust! Why did you not speak before? 
 

SALLUST. 
 In Home they made me swear a solemn oath of secrecy. 
 

JULIAN. 
 An oath? Indeed! By the gods of your forefathers? 
 

SALLUST. 
 Yes, my lord — by Zeus and by Apollo. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And yet you break your oath? 
 

SALLUST. 
 I wish to live. 
 

JULIAN. 
 But the gods? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The gods — they are far away. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, your gods are far away; they hamper no one; they are a burden to no one; they leave a man elbow-room for action. Oh, that Greek happiness, that sense of freedom — ! You said that the Emperor, vengeful as he is, will pour out the blood of my friends. Yes, who can doubt that? Was Knodomar spared? Did not that harmless captive pay with his life for an error of language? For — I know it, Sallust — they killed him; that tale about the barbarian’s homesickness was a lie. Then what may not we expect? In what a hateful light must not Decentius nave represented matters in Rome? Sallust. That you may best understand from the hasty flight of the court to Antioch. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And am I not my army’s father, Sallust? 
 

SALLUST. 
 The soldiers’ father; their wives’ and children’s buckler and defence. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what will be the fate of the empire should I waver now? A decrepit Emperor, and after him a helpless child, upon the throne; faction and revolt; every man’s hand against his neighbour, in the struggle for power. — Not many nights ago I saw a vision. A figure appeared before me, with a halo round its head; it looked wrathfully upon me, and said: “Choose!” With that it vanished away, like morning mist. Hitherto I had interpreted it as referring to something far different; but now that I know of the Emperor’s approaching marriage — Yes, indeed, it is time to choose, ere misfortune overwhelms the empire. I am not thinking of my own interest; but dare I shirk the choice, Sallust? Is it not my duty to the Emperor to defend my life? Have I a right to stand with folded arms and await the murderers whom he, in his mad panic, is bribing to hew me down? Have I a right to give this unhappy Constantius an opportunity of heaping fresh blood-guiltiness upon his sinful head? Were it not better for him — as the Scriptures say — that he should suffer wrong rather than do wrong? If, therefore, this that I do to my kinsman can be called a wrong, I hold that the wrong is wiped out by the fact that it hinders my kinsman from inflicting a wrong on me. I think that both Plato and Marcus Aurelius, that crowned bridegroom of wisdom, would support me in that. At any rate, it would be no unworthy problem for the philosophers, my dear Sallust! — Oh that I had Libanius here! 
 

SALLUST. 
 My lord, you are yourself so far advanced in philosophy, that — 
 

JULIAN. 
 True, true; yet I would fain hear the views of certain others. Not that I am vacillating. Do not think that! Nor do I see any reason to doubt a favourable issue. For those omens should by no means discourage us. The fact that I retained the handle, when my shield broke during the games, may with ample reason, I think, be taken to mean that I shall succeed in holding what my hand has grasped. And if, in vaulting upon my horse, I overthrew the man who helped me to mount, may not this portend a sudden fall to Constantius, to whom I owe my rise? Be this as it may, my Sallust, I look forward to composing a treatise which shall most clearly justify — 
 

SALLUST. 
 Very good, my gracious lord; but the soldiers are impatient; they would fain see you, and learn their fate from your own lips. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go, go and pacify them; — tell them that Caesar will presently show himself. 
 

SALLUST. 
 My lord, ‘tis not Caesar, it is the Emperor himself they want to see. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor is coming. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Then he comes — though empty-handed — yet with the lives of thousands in his hands! 
 

JULIAN. 
 A barter, Sallust; the lives of thousands against the death of thousands. 
 

SALLUST. 
 Have your enemies the right to live? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Happy you, whose gods are afar off. Oh, to possess this hardihood of will — ! A Voice. [Calling from deep in the galleries below.] Julian, Julian!

 

SALLUST. 

Ah! What is that? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Leave me, dear friend; go quickly! 
 

THE VOICE. 
 Silence the psalm-singing, Julian! 
 

SALLUST. 
 It calls again. Oh, then it is true! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What is true? — 
 

SALLUST. 
 That you abide down here with a mysterious stranger, a soothsayer or a magician, who came to you by night. 
 

JULIAN, Ha-ha; do they say that? Go, go! 
 

SALLUST. 
 I conjure you, my lord, — have done with these noxious dreams. Come with me; come up to the light of day! 
 

THE VOICE. 
 [Nearer, underneath.] All my labour is vain. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Speaking down the passage to the right.] No sign, my brother?

 

THE VOICE. 

Desolation and emptiness. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, Maximus! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Maximus! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go, I tell you! If I leave this house of corruption, it will be as Emperor. 
 

SALLUST. 
 I implore you — ; what seek you here in the darkness? — . 
 

JULIAN. 
 Light. Go, go! 
 

SALLUST. 
 If Caesar loiters, I fear he will find the way barred against him. [He goes by the passage on the left. A little while afterwards, Maximus the Mystic ascends the steps; he wears a white sacrificial fillet round his brow; in his hand is a long, bloody knife. 
 

JULIAN. 

Speak, my Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 All my labour is vain, I tell you. Why could you not silence the psalm-singing? It strangled all the omens; they would have spoken, but could utter nothing. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Silence, darkness; — and I can wait no longer! What do you counsel me to do? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Go forward blindly, Emperor Julian. The light will seek you out. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes, yes; that I, too, believe. I need not, after all, have sent for you all this long way. Know you what I have just heard — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I will not know what you have heard. Take your fate into your own hands. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pacing restlessly up and down.] After all, what is he, this Constantius — this Fury-haunted sinner, this mouldering ruin of what was once a man? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Be that his epitaph, Emperor Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 In his whole treatment of me, has he not been like a rudderless wreck, — now drifting to the left on the current of suspicion, now hurled to the right by the storm-gust of remorse? Did he not stagger, terror-stricken, up to the imperial throne, his purple mantle dripping with my father’s blood? perhaps with my mother’s too? — Had not all my kin to perish that he might sit secure? No, not all; Gallus was spared, and I; — a couple of lives must be left wherewith to buy himself a little pardon. Then he drifted into the current of suspicion again. Remorse wrung from him the title of Caesar for Gallus; then suspicion wrung from him Caesar’s death-warrant. And I? Do I owe him thanks for the life he has hitherto vouchsafed me? One after the other; first Gallus, and then — ; every night I have sweated with terror lest the next day should be my last. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Were Constantius and death your worst terrors? Think? 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, you are right. The priests — ! My whole youth has been one long dread of the Emperor and of Christ. Oh, he is terrible, that mysterious — that merciless god-man! At every turn, wheresoever I wished to go, he met me, stark and stern, with his unconditional, inexorable commands. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 And those commands — were they within you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Always without. Always “Thou shalt.” If my soul gathered itself up in one gnawing and consuming hate towards the murderer of my kin, what said the commandment: “Love thine enemy!” If my mind, athirst for beauty, longed for scenes and rites from the bygone world of Greece, Christianity swooped down on me with its “Seek the one thing needful!” If I felt the sweet lusts of the flesh towards this or that, the Prince of Renunciation terrified me with his: “Kill the body that the soul may live!” — All that is human has become unlawful since the day when the seer of Galilee became ruler of the world. Through him, life has become death. Love and hatred, both are sins. Has he, then, transformed man’s flesh and blood? Has not earth-bound man remained what he ever was? Our inmost, healthy soul rebels against it all; — and yet we are to will in the very teeth of our own will! Thou shalt, shalt, shalt! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 And you have advanced no further than that! Shame on you! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Yes, you, the man of Athens and of Ephesus. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, those times, Maximus. ‘Twas easy to choose then. What were we really working at? A philosophic system; neither more nor less. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Is it not written somewhere in your Scriptures! Either with us or against us”? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Did not Libanius remain the man he was, whether he took the affirmative in a disputation, or the negative? This lies deeper. Here it is action that must be faced. “Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s.” In Athens I once made a game of that; — but it is no game. You cannot grasp it, you, who have never been under the power of the god-man. It is more than a doctrine he has spread over the world; it is an enchantment, that binds the soul in chains. He who has once been under it, — I believe he can never quite shake it off. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Because you do not wholly will. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How can I will the impossible? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Is it worth while to will what is possible? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Word-froth from the lecture-halls! You can no longer cram my mind with that. And yet — oh no, no, Maximus! But you cannot understand how it is with us. We are like vines transplanted into a new, strange soil; transplant us back again, and we die; yet in the new soil we cannot thrive. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 We? Whom do you call we? 
 

JULIAN. 
 All who are under the terror of the revelation. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 A terror of shadows! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Be that as it may. But do you not see that this paralysing terror has curdled and coiled itself up into a wall around the Emperor? Ah, I see very well why the great Constantine promoted such a will-binding doctrine to power and authority in the empire. No bodyguard with spears and shields could form such a bulwark round the throne as this benumbing creed, for ever pointing beyond our earthly life. Have you looked closely at these Christians? Hollow-eyed, pale-cheeked, flat-breasted, all; they are like the linen-weavers of Byssus; they brood their lives away unspurred by ambition; the sun shines for them, and they do not see it; the earth offers them its fulness, and they desire it not; — all their desire is to renounce and suffer, that they may come to die. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Then use them as they are; but you yourself must stand without. Emperor or Galilean; — that is the alternative. Be a thrall under the terror, or monarch in the land of sunshine and gladness! You cannot will contradictions; and yet that is what you would fain do. You try to unite what cannot be united, — to reconcile two irreconcilables; therefore it is that you lie here rotting in the darkness. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Show me light if you can! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Are you that Achilles, whom your mother dreamed that she should give to the world? A tender heel alone makes no man an Achilles. Arise, my lord! Confident of victory, like a knight on his fiery steed, you must trample on the Galilean, if you would reach the imperial throne — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 My beloved Julian, look at the world around you! Those death-desiring Christians you speak of are fewest of the few. And how is it with all the others? Are not their minds falling away from the Master, one by one? Answer me, — what has become of this strange gospel of love? Does not sect rage against sect? And the bishops, those gold-bedecked magnates, who call themselves the chief shepherds of the church! Do they yield even to the great men of the court in greed and ambition and sycophancy — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 They are not all like that; think of the great Athanasius of Alexandria — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Athanasius stood alone. And where is Athanasius now? Did they not drive him out, because he would not sell himself to serve the Emperor’s will? Was he not forced to take refuge in the Libyan desert, where he was devoured by lions? And can you name me one other like Athanasius? Think of Maris, the bishop of Chalcedon, who has now changed sides three times in the Arian controversy. Think of old Bishop Marcus, of Arethusa; him you know from your boyhood. Has he not lately, in the teeth of both law and justice, taken all municipal property from the citizens, and transferred it to the church? And remember the feeble, vacillating Bishop of Nazianzus, who is the laughing-stock of his own community, because he answers yes and no in the same cause, in the hope to please both parties. 
 

JULIAN. 
 True, true, true! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 These are your brothers in arms, my Julian; you will find none better among them. Or perhaps you count upon those two great Galilean lights that were to be, in Cappadocia? Ha-ha; Gregory, the bishop’s son, pleads causes in his native town, and Basil, on his estate in the far east, is buried in the writings of secular philosophers. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, I know it well. On all sides they fall away! Hekebolius, my former teacher, has grown rich through his zeal for the faith, and his expositions of it; and since then — ! Maximus — it has come to this, that I stand almost alone in earnestness. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 You stand quite alone. Your whole army is either in headlong flight, or lying slain around you. Sound the battle-call, — and none will hear you; advance, — and none will follow you! Dream not that you can do anything for a cause which has despaired of itself. You will be beaten, I tell you! And where will you turn then? Disowned by Constantius, you will be disowned by all other powers on earth, — and over the earth. Or will you flee to the Galilean’s bosom? How stands the account between you and him? Did you not own, a moment ago, that you are under the terror? Have you his commands within you? Do you love your enemy, Constantius, even if you do not smite him? Do you hate the lusts of the flesh or the alluring joys of this world, even if you do not, like a heated swimmer, plunge into their depths? Do you renounce the world, because you have not courage to make it your own? And are you so very sure that — if you die here — you shall live yonder? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pacing to and fro.] What has he done for me, he who exacts so much? If he hold the reins of the world-chariot in his hands, it must have been within his power to — [The psalm-singing in the church becomes louder. Listen, listen! They call that serving him. And he accepts it as a sweet-smelling sacrifice. Praise of himself, — and praise of her in the coffin! If he be omniscient, how then can he — ? 
 

THE CHAMBERLAIN EUTHERIUS. 

[Coming hastily down through the passage on the left.] My Caesar! My lord, my lord; where are you?

 

JULIAN. 

Here, Eutherius? What would you with me? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 You must come up, my lord; — you must see it with your own eyes; — the Princess’s body is working miracles. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You lie I 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 I do not lie, my lord! I am no believer in this foreign doctrine; but what I have seen I cannot doubt 
 

JULIAN, What have you seen? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 The whole town is in a frenzy They are bearing the sick and crippled to the Princess’s bier; the priests let them touch it, and they go away healed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And this you yourself have seen? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Yes, my lord; I saw an epileptic woman go forth from the church healed, praising the Galileans’ God. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Maximus, Maximus! 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Hark, how the Christians exult; — some fresh miracle must have happened. 
 

THE PHYSICIAN ORIBASES. 
 [Calling out in the passage to the left.] Eutherius, — have you found him? Eutherius, Eutherius, where is Caesar? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Meeting him.] Here, here; — is it true, Oribases? 
 

ORIBASES. 

[Coming forward.] Incredible, inexplicable, — and yet true; they touch the bier, the priests read and pray over them, and they are healed; from time to time a voice proclaims: “Holy, holy, is the pure woman!” 
 

JULIAN. 
 A voice proclaims — ? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 The voice of one invisible, my Caesar; a voice high up under the vaultings of the church — ; no man knows whence it comes. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Stands a moment immovable, then turns suddenly to Maximus, and cries;] Life or the lie!

 

MAXIMUS. 

Choose! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Come, come, my lord; the awe-stricken soldiers threaten you — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let them threaten. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 They accuse you and me of the Princess’s death —— 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will come; I will satisfy them — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 There is only one way: you must turn their thoughts in another direction, my lord; — they are wild with despair over the fate awaiting them if you delay any longer. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Now go to heaven, thou fool; now die for thy Lord and Master! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Grasping him by the arm.] The Emperor’s empire for me! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Achilles! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What looses the covenant? 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Handing him the sacrificial knife.] This.

 

JULIAN. 

What washes the water away? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The blood of the sacrifice. [He tears off the fillet from his own brow, and fastens it round Caesar’s, 
 

ORIBASES. 
 [Drawing nearer.] What is your purpose, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ask not. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Hark to the clamour! Up, up, my Caesar! Julian. First down, — then up. [To Maximus.] The sanctuary, my beloved brother — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Straight below, in the second vault. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Caesar, Caesar, — whither are you going? Maximus. To freedom. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Through darkness to light. Ah — ! [He descends into the lower galleries. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Softly, looking after him.] So it has come at last! Eutherius.
Speak, speak; what mean these hidden arts? Oribases. And now, when every instant is precious — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Whispering uneasily, as he shifts his place.] These gliding, clammy shadows! Faugh! The slimy things crawling underfoot — ! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 [Listening.] The turmoil waxes, Eutherius! It is the soldiers; listen, listen! 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 It is the song in the church — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 No, ‘tis the soldiers! — here they come! The Knight Sallust appears tip in the gallery, surrounded by a great crowd of excited soldiers. The Standard-Bearer Maurus is amongst them. 
 

SALLUST. 

Be reasonable, I entreat you — ! 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 Caesar has betrayed us! Caesar shall die! 
 

SALLUST. 
 And what then, madmen! 
 

MAURUS. 
 What then? With Caesar’s head we will buy forgiveness — 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 Come forth, come forth, Caesar! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Caesar, — my Caesar, where are you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Calling out, in the vault underneath.] Helios! Helios!

 

MAXIMUS. 

Free! 
 

THE CHOIR IN THE CHURCH ABOVE. 
 Our Father which art in heaven! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Where is he? Eutherius, Oribases, — what is here afoot? 
 

THE CHOIR. 

[In the church.] Hallowed be Thy name! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Comes up the steps; he has blood on his forehead, on his breast, and on his hands.] It is finished 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 Caesar! 
 

SALLUST. 
 Blood-stained — ! What have you done? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Cloven the mists of terror. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Creation lies in your hand. 
 

THE CHOIR. 

[In the church.] Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven! [The chant continues during what follows.

 

JULIAN. 

Now Constantius has no longer a bodyguard. 
 

MAURUS. 
 What say you, my lord? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! My faithful ones! Up into the daylight to Rome, and to Greece! 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 Long live the Emperor Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 We will not look back; all ways lie open before us. Up into the daylight! Through the church! The liars shall be silenced — ! [He rushes up the steps in the background. The army mine, the treasure mine, the throne mine! 
 

THE CHOIR. 

[In the church.] Lead us not into temptation; but deliver us from evil! [JULIAN THROWS wide the doors, revealing the brightly-lighted interior of the church. The priests stand before the high altar; crowds of worshippers kneel below, around the Princess’s bier. 
 

JULIAN. 

Free, free! Mine is the kingdom! 
 

SALLUST. 

[Calls to him.] And the power and the glory! The Choir. [In the church.] Thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory —— 
 

JULIAN. 

[Dazzled by the light.] Ah!

 

MAXIMUS. 

Victory! 
 

THE CHOIR. 

[In the church.] — For ever and ever, amen!
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ACT FIRST.
 






  








SCENE FIRST.

 

 The port of Constantinople. In the foreground to the right, a richly-decorated, landing-stage, spread with carpets. On the elevated quay, at a little distance from the landing-stage, is seen a veiled stone, surrounded by a guard. Far out on the Bosphorus lies the imperial fleet, hung with flags of mourning. A countless multitude, in boats and on the beach. Near the end of the landing-stage stands the Emperor Julian, robed in purple and decked with golden ornaments. He is surrounded by Courtiers and High Officers of State. Among those standing nearest to him are Nevita, the commander of the forces, and the court physician, Caesarius, together with the orators, Themistius and Mamertinus.

 

JULIAN. 
 [Looking out over the water What a meeting! The dead Emperor and the living. — Alas that he should have drawn his last breath in such distant regions! Alas that, in spite of all ray haste, I should not have had the sweet consolation of embracing my kinsman for the last time! A bitter lot for both of us! — Where is the ship with the body? 
 

NEVITA. 
 There it comes. 
 

JULIAN. 
 That long boat? 
 

NEVITA. 
 Yes, most gracious Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 My poor kinsman! So great in life; and now to have to content you with so low a roof! Now you will not strike your forehead against the coffin lid, you who bowed your head in riding through the Arch of Constantine. 
 

A CITIZEN AMONG THE SPECTATORS. 

[To the Goldsmith Potamon.] How young he looks, our new Emperor! 
 

POTAMON. 
 But he has grown more stalwart. When I last saw him he was a lean stripling; that is now nine or ten years ago. 
 

ANOTHER CITIZEN. 
 Ay, he has done great things in those years. 
 

A WOMAN. 
 And all the dangers he has passed through, ever since his childhood! A Priest. Marvellously has he been shielded from them ail; the hand of heaven is over him. 
 

POTAMON. 
 Rumour says that in Gaul he placed himself in very different hands. 
 

THE PRIEST. 
 Lies, lies; you may depend upon it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Now he comes. The Sun, whom I invoke, and the great thunder-wielding God, know that I never desired Constantius’s death. That was far indeed from being my wish. I have offered up prayers for his life. — Tell me, Caesarius, — you must know best, — have they shown all due honour, on the journey, to the imperial corpse? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 The funeral procession was like a conqueror’s triumph through the whole of Asia Minor. In every town we traversed, believers thronged the streets; through whole nights the churches echoed with prayers and hymns; thousands of burning tapers transformed the darkness into high noon — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Good, good, good! — I am seized with an unspeakable misgiving at the thought of taking the helm of state after so great and virtuous and well beloved an Emperor. Why was it not my lot to live in peaceful retirement? 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 And who could have sufficed to this high and difficult calling so completely as you, incomparable lord? I call fearlessly to all those others who have aspired to the empire: Come, then, and take the helm of government; but take it as Julian takes it. Be on the alert night and day for the common welfare. Be masters in name, and yet servants to civic freedom. Choose the foremost places in battle, and not at the feasts. Take nothing for yourselves, but lavish gifts upon all. Let your justice be equally remote from laxity and from inhumanity. Live so that no virgin on earth shall wring her hands because of you. Bid defiance — both to impenetrable Gaul, and inhospitable Germany. What would they answer? Appalled by such stern conditions, they would stop their effeminate ears, and cry: “Only a Julian is equal to such a task!” 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Omnipotent grant that such high hopes may not be disappointed. But how great are my shortcomings! A shudder comes over me. To affront comparison with Alexander, Marcus Aurelius, and so many other illustrious princes! Has not Plato said that only a god can rule over men? Oh pray with me that I may escape the snares of ambition and the temptations of power. Athens, Athens! Thither my longings turn! I was as a man taking reasonable exercise for the sake of his health; — and now, they come and say to me, “Go forth into the arena, and conquer in the Olympian games. The eyes of all Greece are upon you!” May I not well be panic-stricken even before the contest begins? 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Panic-stricken, oh Emperor? Have you not already the applause of Greece? Are you not come to reinstate all exiled virtues in their ancient rights? Do we not find concentred in you all the victorious genius of Herakles, of Dionysus, of Solon, of — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hush! Only the praise of the dead shall be heard to-day. The boat has reached the wharf. Take my crown and my chains; I will not wear the insignia of empire at such a time as this. [He hands the ornaments to one of the bystanders. The funeral procession advances along the landing-stage, with great pomp. Priests with lighted candles walk at its head; the coffin is drawn on a low wheeled carriage; church banners are borne before and after the carriage; choristers swing censers; crowds of Christian citizens follow after. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Laying his hand on the coffin, and sighing audibly.] Ah! — A Spectator. Did he cross himself? 
 

ANOTHER IN THE CROWD. 
 No. 
 

THE FIRST. 
 You see; you see! A Third Spectator. And he did not bow before the sacred image. 
 

THE FIRST. 

[To the second.] You see! What did I tell you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Pass onward to thy home, amid pomp and honour, soulless body of my kinsman! I make not this dust answerable for the wrongs thy spirit did me. What do I say? Was it thy spirit that dealt so hardly with my house, that I alone am left? Was it thy spirit that caused my childhood to be darkened with a thousand terrors? Was it thy spirit that bade fall that noble Caesar’s head? Was it thou who didst allot to me, an untried stripling, so difficult a post in inhospitable Gaul, and afterwards, when disaffection and mischance had failed to crush me, didst seek to rob me of the honour of my victories? Oh Constantius, my kinsman, — not from thy great heart did all this spring. Wherefore didst thou writhe in remorse and anguish; why didst thou see gory shades around thee, on thy last bed of pain? Evil councillors embittered thy life and thy death. I know them, these councillors; they were men who took hurt from living in the ceaseless sunshine of thy favour. I know them, these men, who so obsequiously clothed themselves in that garb of faith, which was most in favour at court. 
 

HEATHEN CITIZENS. 

[Among the spectators.] Long live the Emperor Julian! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Most gracious lord, the procession waits — 
 

JULIAN. 

[To the priests.] Stay not your pious hymns on my account. Forward, my friends! [The procession passes slowly out to the left. Follow whoso will, and remain whoso will. But this you shall all know to-day, that my place is here. [Uneasiness and movement in the crowd. What am I? The Emperor. But in saying that, have I said all? Is there not one imperial office, which seems to have been shamefully wiped out of remembrance in these later years? What was that crowned philosopher, Marcus Aurelius? Emperor? Only Emperor? I could almost ask: was he not something more than Emperor? Was he not also the Supreme Pontiff? 
 

VOICES IN THE CROWD. 
 What says the Emperor? What was that? What did he say? 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Oh sire, is it indeed your purpose ——  —— ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not even my uncle Constantine the Great dared to renounce this dignity. Even after he had conceded to a certain new doctrine such very extraordinary privileges, he was still called the Chief Priest by all who held fast to the ancient divinities of the Grecian race. I will not here enlarge upon the melancholy disuse into which this office has fallen of late years, but will merely remark that none of my exalted predecessors, not even he to whom, with tear-stained faces, we to-day bid our last farewell, has dared to reject it. Should I presume to take any step which so wise and just emperors did not deem right or expedient? Far be it from me! 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Oh great Emperor, mean you by this — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I mean by this, that there shall be perfect freedom for all citizens. Cling to the Christians’ God, you who find it conduce to your souls’ repose. As for me, I dare not build my hopes on a god who has hitherto been my foe in all my undertakings. I know by infallible signs and tokens that the victories I won on the Gallic frontier I owe to those other divinities who favoured Alexander in a somewhat similar way. Under watch and ward of these divinities, I passed unscathed through all dangers; and, in especial, it was they who furthered my journey hither with such marvellous speed and success that, as I gathered from cries in the streets, some people have come to look upon me as a divine being, — which is a great exaggeration, my friends! But certain it is, that I dare not show myself ungrateful for such untiring proofs of favour. 
 

VOICES IN THE CROWD. 

[Subdued.] What is he going to do? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Therefore, I restore to their pristine rights the venerable Gods of our forefathers. But no injury shall be done to the God of the Galileans, nor to the God of the Jews. The temples, which pious rulers of old erected with such admirable art, shall rise again in rejuvenated splendour, with altars and statues, each for its especial God, so that seemly worship may once more be offered them. But I will by no means tolerate any vengeful assaults upon the churches of the Christians; neither shall their graveyards be molested, nor any other places which a strange delusion leads them to regard as sacred. We will bear with the errors of others; I myself have laboured under illusions; — but over that I cast a veil. What I have thought upon things divine since my one and-twentieth year, I will not now dwell upon; I will only say that I congratulate those who follow my example, — that I smile at those who will not tread in my footsteps, — that I will doubtless try to persuade, but will not coerce any one. [He stops a moment expectantly; feeble applause is heard here and there among the crowd. He continues with more warmth. I had reckoned, not unreasonably, on grateful acclamations, where I find only wondering curiosity. Yet I ought to have known it; — there reigns a deplorable indifference among those who profess to hold fast to our ancient faith. Oppression and mockery have caused us to forget the venerable rites of our forefathers. I have inquired high and low, but scarcely a single person have I found who could speak with authority as to the ceremonies to be observed in sacrificing to Apollo or Fortuna. I must take the lead in this, as in other matters. It has cost me many sleepless nights to search out in the ancient records what tradition prescribes in such cases; but I do not complain when I remember how much we owe to these very divinities; nor am I ashamed to do everything with my own hands — Whither away, Caesarius? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 To the church, most gracious Emperor; I would pray for the soul of my departed master. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go, go! In these matters every one is free. [Caesarius, with several of the older courtiers and officers of state, goes out to the left. But the freedom I concede to the meanest citizen, I claim for myself as well. ——  — Be it known, therefore, to you all, Greeks and Romans, that I return with my whole heart to the beliefs and rites which our forefathers held sacred, — that they may be freely propagated and exercised, no less than all new and foreign opinions; — and as I am a son of this city, and therefore hold it pre-eminently dear, this I proclaim in the name of its guardian deities. [Julian gives a sign; some of the attendants withdraw the veil from the stone: an altar is seen, and, at its base, a flagon of wine, a cruse of oil, a little heap of wood, and other appurtenances. Strong but speechless emotion in the multitude, as Julian goes up to the altar, and prepares for the offering. 
 

THEMISTIUS. 

Oh well may I, as a Greek, melt into tears at the sight of so much humility and pious zeal! 
 

A CITIZEN. 
 See, he breaks the fuel himself! 
 

ANOTHER. 
 Over his left thigh. Is that how it ought to be broken? 
 

THE FIRST CITIZEN. 
 Doubtless, doubtless. 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 In the light of the fire you there kindle, oh, great Emperor, shall research and learning shine forth, ay, and rise rejuvenated, like that miraculous bird — 
 

NEVITA. 
 That fire will temper the weapons of Greece. I know little of the Galilean figments; but this I have noted, that all who believe in them are spiritless and unfit for greater things. 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 In this fire, oh incomparable one, I see wisdom purged of all scandal and reproach. The wine of your libation is like purple, wherewith you deck the truth, and set her on a royal throne. Now, as you lift up your hands — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 Now, as you lift up your hands, it is as though you glorified the brow of knowledge with a golden wreath; and the tears you shed — 
 

THEMISTIUS. 

[Pressing nearer.] Yes, yes, the tears I see you shed are like costly pearls, wherewith eloquence shall once more be rewarded in kingly wise. Once again, then, the Greeks are suffered to raise their eyes to heaven, and follow the eternal stars in their courses! How long it is since that was vouchsafed us! Have we not been forced, for fear of spies, to tremble and bow our faces to the earth, like the brutes? Which of us dared so much as to watch the rising or the setting of the sun? [He turns to the crowd. Even you husbandmen, who have to-day flocked hither in such numbers, even you did not venture to note the position of the heavenly bodies, although by them you should have regulated your labours — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 And you seamen, — have either you or your fathers dared to utter the names of the constellations by which you steered? Now you may do so; now all are free to — 
 

THEMISTIUS, Now no Greek need live on land or sea without consulting the immutable laws of the heavens; he need no longer let himself be tossed about like a plaything, by chance and circumstance; he — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 Oh, how great is this Emperor, to whom we owe such blessings! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Before the altar, with uplifted arm.] Thus have I openly and in all humility made libations of oil and wine to you, ye beneficent deities, who have so long been denied these seemly observances. I have sent up my thanksgiving to thee, oh Apollo, whom some of the sages — especially those of the East — call by the name of the Sun-King, because thou bringest and renewest that light, wherein life has its source and its fountain-head. — To thee, too, I have made offering, oh Dionysus, god of ecstasy, who dost lift up the souls of mortals out of abasement, and exaltest them to an ennobling communion with higher spirits. — And, although I name thee last, I have not been least mindful of thee, oh Fortuna! Without thine aid, should I have stood here? I know indeed that thou dost no longer visibly manifest thyself, as in the golden age, of which the peerless blind singer has told us. But this I know, too, — and herein all other philosophers are at one with me — that it is thou who hast the decisive share in the choice of the guardian spirit, good or evil, that is to accompany every man on his path through life. I have no cause to chide thee, oh Fortuna! Rather have I the strongest reason to yield thee all thanks and praise. This duty, precious to my heart, have I this day fulfilled. I have not shrunk from even the humblest office. Here I stand in open day; the eyes of all Greece are upon me; I expect the voice of all Greece to unite with mine in acclaiming you, oh ye immortal gods! [During the sacrificial service, most of the Christian onlookers have gradually stolen away; only a little knot remains behind. When Julian ceases speaking, there arise only faint sounds of approval mingled with subdued laughter, and whispers of astonishment. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Looking round.] What is this? What has become of them all? Are they slinking away? 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Yes, red with shame at the ingratitude of so many years. 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 Nay, ‘twas the flush of joy. They have gone to spread the great tidings throughout the city. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Leaving the altar.] The ignorant multitude is ever perplexed by what is unaccustomed. My task will be arduous; but no labour shall daunt me. What better befits a philosopher than to root out error? In this mission I count on your aid, enlightened friends! But our thoughts must turn elsewhere, for a little time. Follow me; I go to other duties. [He departs hastily, without returning the citizens’ greetings; the courtiers, and his other attendants, follow him. 
 






  







SCENE SECOND.
 

A great hall in the Imperial Palace. Doors on both sides, and in the back; in front, to the left, on a dais by the wall, stands the imperial throne. The Emperor Julian, surrounded by his court and high officials, among whom is Ursulus, the Treasurer, with the orators Themistius and Mamertinus.

 

JULIAN. 

So far have the gods aided us. Now the work will roll onwards, like the waves of a spring flood. The sullen ill-will which I can trace in certain quarters where I least expected it, shall not disturb my equanimity. Is it not precisely the distinguishing mark of true wisdom, that it begets patience! We all know that by suitable remedies bodily ills may be allayed; — but can fire and sword annihilate delusions as to things divine? And what avails it though your hands make offerings, if your souls condemn the action of your hands? Thus will we live in concord with each other. My court shall be open to all men of mark, whatever their opinions. Let us show the world the rare and august spectacle of a court without hypocrisy — assuredly the only one of its kind — a court in which flatterers are counted the most dangerous of enemies. We will censure and expostulate with one another, when it is needful, yet without loving one another the less. [To Nevita, who enters by the back. Your face is radiant, Nevita; — what good tidings do you bring? 
 

NEVITA. 
 The best and happiest indeed. A great company of envoys from princes in furthest India have come to bring you gifts, and to entreat your friendship. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, tell me, — to what peoples do they belong? 
 

NEVITA. 
 To the Armenians, and other races beyond the Tigris. Indeed, some of the strangers aver they come from the islands of Diu and Serandib. 
 

JULIAN. 
 From the uttermost verge of the earth my friends! 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Even so far has rumour carried your name and your glory! 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 Even in those unknown regions is your sword a terror to princes and peoples! 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Diu and Serandib! Far east in the Indian sea — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 I do not hesitate to say: beyond the orb of the world — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Bid the barber come! [A courtier goes out to the right. I will receive the envoys in seemly guise, — yet without display or adornment. So would the august Marcus Aurelius have received them; and him I make my pattern, rather than the Emperor whose death we have lately had to mourn. No more parade of transitory mundane things! Even the barbarians shall see that wisdom — in the person, truly, of her meanest servant — has resumed her place upon the throne. [The courtier returns with Eunapius, the barber, who is magnificently attired, 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Looks at him in astonishment, then goes to meet him, and greets him.] What seek you here, my lord?

 

EUNAPIUS. 

Gracious Emperor, you have commanded my attendance — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You mistake, friend; I have not sent for any of my councillors. 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Most gracious Emperor — 
 

URSULUS. 
 Pardon me, sire; this man is the imperial barber. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What do I hear? Can it be? This man — oh, you jest — this man, in silken raiment, with gold embroidered shoes, is — ? Ah, indeed! So you are the barber! [He bows before him] Never shall I presume to let myself be served by such delicate hands. 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Most gracious Emperor, — I pray you, for God and my Saviour’s sake — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ho-ho! A Galilean! Did I not think so! Is this the self-denial you boast of? But I know you well! What temple of what godhead have you plundered, or how many dips have you made into the Emperor’s coffers, to attain such magnificence as this? — You may go; I have no occasion for you. [Eunapius goes out to the right. Tell me, Ursulus, what is that man’s wage? 
 

URSULUS. 
 Gracious Emperor, by your august predecessor’s command, the daily maintenance of twenty men is assigned him — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha! No more than that? 
 

URSULUS. 
 Yes, sire; latterly he has had free stabling in the imperial stables, together with a certain yearly allowance of money, and a gold piece for every time he — 
 

JULIAN. 
 And all this for a barber! What, then, must the others — ? This shall not last a day longer. — Admit the foreign envoys! [Nevita goes out by the back. I will receive them with uncut hair. Better so; for although I know well that it is not the unkempt hair, nor the tattered cloak, that makes the true philosopher, yet surely the example given by both Antisthenes and Diogenes may well be respected by one who — even on the throne — desires to follow in such great teachers’ footsteps. He ascends the dais on which stands the throne. The court ranges itself below. The Envoys, introduced by Nevita and the Chamberlain Eutherius, enter in magnificent procession, accompanied by slaves, who bear gifts of all sorts. 
 

NEVITA. 

Most gracious Lord and Emperor! Not being possessed of the noble idiom which so many eloquent men, and you yourself not the least, have perfected beyond all other tongues, — and therewith fearful of letting barbarous sounds offend your ear, — these envoys from the princes of the East have deputed me to be their spokesman. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Sitting on the throne.] I am ready to hear you. 
 

NEVITA. 
 First, the King of Armenia lays at your feet this suit of mail, begging you to wear it in battle against the foes of the empire, although he knows that you, invincible hero, stand under the protecting eye of the gods, who will suffer no weapon of mortal man to wound you. — Here are priceless carpets, tents, and saddle-housings from the princes beyond the Tigris. They thereby acknowledge that, if the gods have granted those lands exceeding riches, it was with the design that these riches should be at the service of their favourite. — The King of Serandib, and likewise the King of Diu, send you these weapons, sword, spear, and shield, with bows and arrows; for, they say, “We esteem it wisest to stand unarmed before the victorious lord who, like a divinity, has shown himself so mighty as to overwhelm all opposition.” — In return, all pray for the supreme favour of your friendship, and especially beg that if, as report says, you propose next spring to annihilate the audacious Persian king, you will spare their territories from hostile invasion. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Such an embassy cannot come quite as a surprise to me. The gifts shall be deposited in my treasury, and through you I apprise your masters that it is my will to maintain friendship with all nations who do not — whether by force or guile — thwart my designs. — As to your being led, in your distant lands, to regard me as a divinity on account of my fortunate victories, I will not enter further into the matter. I reverence the gods too highly to arrogate to myself an unmerited place in their midst, although I know that frequently, and chiefly in the days of old, there have lived heroes and rulers who have been so greatly distinguished by the favour and grace of the gods, that it has been difficult to determine whether they should rightly be reckoned among mortals or immortals. Of such things, however, it is rash to judge, even for us Greeks. How much more, then, for you? Therefore, enough of that. — Eutherius conduct the strangers to repose, and see that they lack nothing. [The Envoys and their train leave the hall, conducted by Eutherius. Julian descends from the dais; the courtiers and orators surround him with admiring congratulations. 
 

THEMISTIUS. 

So young, — and already so highly honoured above all other Emperors! 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 I ask: will not Fame lack lungs to proclaim your renown, if the gods, as I confidently hope, grant you a long life? 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 The yell of fear, uttered by the flying Alemanni on the furthest shores of the Rhine, has swept eastward until it dashed against Taurus and Caucasus — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 

 — and now rolls, like the echoes of thunder, over the whole of Asia. 
 

NEVITA. 
 What has so overawed the Indians is the likeness between our Greek Julian and the Macedonian Alexander — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 Oh where is the likeness? Had King Alexander secret enemies in his own camp? Had he to struggle against an envious and backbiting imperial court? 
 

NEVITA. 
 True, true; and there were no incapable generals to clog Alexander’s progress. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ursulus, it is my will that the coming of these envoys shall be made known both in the city and through all regions of the empire. Everything shall be exactly set forth, — the places whence they came, and the gifts they brought with them. I will withhold from my citizens nothing that concerns my government. You may also allude in passing to the strange belief among the Indians, that Alexander has returned to earth. 
 

URSULUS. 

[Hesitatingly.] Pardon me, most gracious Emperor, but — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Well? 
 

URSULUS. 
 You have yourself said that in this court no flattery is to be tolerated — 
 

JULIAN. 
 True, my friend! 
 

URSULUS. 
 Then let me honestly tell you that these envoys came to seek your predecessor, not you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What do you dare to tell me? 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Pooh, what preposterous nonsense! 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 What a fable! 
 

URSULUS. 
 It is the truth. I have long known that these men were on their way, — long before the Emperor Constantius closed his eyes. Oh, my most gracious lord, let not a false vanity find its way into your young mind — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Enough, enough! Then you mean to say that — 
 

URSULUS. 
 Think for yourself. How could your victories in Gaul, glorious as they have been, reach the ears of such distant nations with such rapidity? When the envoys spoke of the Emperor’s heroic deeds, they had in mind the war against the King of Persia — 
 

NEVITA. 
 I did not know that the war against King Sapor had been so conducted as to spread terror to the ends of the earth. 
 

URSULUS. 
 True; fortune has been against our arms in those regions. Bat ‘twas the rumour of the great armament which the Emperor Constantius was preparing for the spring that alarmed the Armenians and the other nations. — Oh, reckon out the time, sire, count the days if yon will, and say if it can possibly be otherwise. Your march hither from Gaul was marvellously rapid; but the journey of these men from the Indian isles — ; it would be tenfold more marvellous if — ; ask them, and you will hear — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pale with anger.] Why do you say all this to me? 
 

URSULUS. 
 Because it is the truth, and because I cannot bear to see your fresh and fair renown darkened by borrowed trappings. 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 What audacity! Mamertinus. What brazen audacity! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You cannot bear, forsooth! You cannot bear! Oh, I know you better. I know all you old courtiers. It is the gods whose glory you would disparage. For is it not to the glory of the gods that through a man they can compass such great things! But you hate them, these gods, whose temples you have thrown down, whose statues you have broken to pieces, and whose treasures you have rifled. You have scarcely even tolerated these our most beneficent deities. You have scarcely suffered the pious to cherish them secretly in their hearts. And now you would also break down the temple of gratitude which I have dedicated to them in my heart; you would rob me of the grateful belief that I am indebted to the immortals for a new and much-to-be-coveted benefaction; — for may not renown be so termed? 
 

URSULUS. 
 The one God of heaven is ray witness that — 
 

JULIAN. 
 The one God! There we have it again! So are you always. What intolerance! Contrast yourselves with us. Do we say that our gods are the only ones? Do we not esteem both the gods of the Egyptians and that Jewish Jehovah, who has certainly done great things among his people? But you, on the contrary, — and a man like you, too, Ursulus — ! Are you a Roman born of Grecian race? The one God! What barbarous effrontery! 
 

URSULUS. 
 You have promised to hate no man for his convictions’ sake. 
 

JULIAN. — That I have promised; but neither will I suffer you to treat us too insolently. These envoys have not come to ——  —— ? That is to say, in other words, that the great and divine Dionysus, whose especial gift it is to reveal what is hidden, — that he is not as powerful now as in bygone ages. Ought I to suffer this? Is it not overweening audacity? Am I not forced to call you to account? 
 

URSULUS. 
 Then all Christians will say that it is their faith you are persecuting. 
 

JULIAN. 
 No one shall be persecuted by reason of his faith. But have I the right to overlook whatever faults you may commit, simply because you are Christians? Shall your delusions shield your misdeeds? What have not your audacious crew for long been doing, both here at court and elsewhere? Have you not flattered all vices, and bowed before all caprices? Ay, what have not you yourself, Ursulus, connived at? I am thinking of that shameless, bedizened barber, that salve-stinking fool, who just now filled me with loathing. Are not you treasurer? How could you give way to his impudent demands? 
 

URSULUS. 
 Is it a crime to have done my master’s bidding? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will have nothing to do with such luxurious servants. All those insolent eunuchs shall be hunted out of the palace; and all cooks, and jugglers, and dancers after them. A becoming frugality shall once more be enforced. [To Themistius and Mamertinus. You, my friends, shall aid me in this, — And you, Nevita, on whom, as a mark of special distinction, I bestow the title of general-in-chief, — you I depute to investigate how the offices of state have been administered under my predecessor, especially of late years. You may call in the aid of competent men, at your own choice, to decide with you in these affairs. [To the older courtiers and councillors. Of you I have no need. When my lamented kinsman, on his death-bed, appointed me his successor, he also bequeathed to me that justice which his long illness had prevented him from administering. Go home; and when you have given an account of yourselves, you may go whither you please. 
 

URSULUS. 
 The Lord God uphold and shield you, my Emperor! [He bows, and goes out by the back, together with the older men. Nevita, Themistius, and Mamertinus, with all the younger men, gather round the Emperor. 
 

NEVITA. 

My august master, how can I sufficiently thank you for the mark of favour which you — 
 

JULIAN. 
 No thanks. In these few days I have learnt to value your fidelity and judgment. I also commission you to draw up the despatch concerning the eastern envoys. Word it so that the beneficent gods may find in it no reason for resentment against any of us. 
 

NEVITA. 
 In both matters I will carry out my Emperor’s will. [He goes out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

And now, ray faithful friends, now let us praise the immortal powers, who have shown us the right way. 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 The immortals, and their more than mortal favourite! What joy there will be throughout the empire, when it is known that you have dismissed those violent and rapacious men! 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 With what anxiety and impatient hope will the choice of their successors be awaited! 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 All the Greeks will exclaim with one voice: “Plato himself has taken the helm of state!” 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 No, no, worthy friend; all the Greeks will exclaim: “Plato’s ideal is realised—’ Only a god can rule over men!’” 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 I can but trust that the goodwill of the beneficent powers may follow Nevita. He has received a great and difficult charge; I know little of him; but we must all hope that he may prove himself to be the right — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 Undoubtedly; although there might perhaps be other men who — 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Not that I would for a moment imply that your choice, oh peerless Emperor — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 No, no; far from it! 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 But if it be an error to burn with zeal to serve a beloved master — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 

 — then, in truth, you have more than one erring friend — 
 

THEMISTIUS. 

 — even if you do not honour them, as you have honoured the thrice-fortunate Nevita — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 

 — even if they have to be content without any visible token of your favour — 
 

JULIAN. 
 We will leave no capable men unemployed or unrewarded. As regards you, Themistius, I appoint you chief magistrate of this city of Constantinople; and you, Mamertinus, prepare to betake yourself to Rome during the coming year, to enter upon one of the vacant consulships. 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 My Emperor! I am dizzy with so much honour — 
 

MAMERTINUS. 
 So high a distinction! Consul! Was ever consul so honoured as I? Was Lucius? Was Brutus? Was Publius Valerius? What were their honours to mine? They were chosen by the people, I by Julian! 
 

A COURTIER. 
 Praise be to the Emperor, who makes justice his guide! 
 

ANOTHER COURTIER. 
 Praise be to him, whose very name strikes terror to the barbarians! 
 

THEMISTIUS. 
 Praise be to all the exalted gods, who have united in casting their enamoured eyes on one single man, so that when the day comes — distant may it be! — when he shall for the first time inflict pain on us by departing hence, this one man may be said to have cast Socrates, Marcus Aurelius, and Alexander into the shade! 
 

JULIAN. 
 There you touch the kernel of the matter, my Themistius. ‘Tis to the gods that we must uplift our hands and hearts. I say this, not as instructing you, but merely to remind you of what has so long been forgotten at this court. By no means would I seek to coerce any one. But can I be blamed because I would fain have others share in the sweet rapture which possesses me when I feel myself uplifted into communion with the immortals? Praise, praise to thee, vine-clad Dionysus! For it is chiefly thou who dost bring about such great and mysterious things. Depart now each to his task. I, for my part, have ordered a festal procession through the streets of the city. It shall be no mere revel for my courtiers, nor a banquet within four walls. The citizens shall be free to join me or to hold aloof; I will discern the pure from the impure, the pious from the misguided. Oh Sun-King, shed light and beauty over the day! Oh Dionysus, let thy glory descend in floods upon our minds; fill our souls with thy sacred storm-wind; fill them till all trammels are burst asunder, and ecstasy enfranchised draws breath in dance and song! — Life, life, life in beauty! [He goes out hastily to the light. The courtiers break up into whispering groups, and gradually disperse. 
 






  







SCENE THIRD.
 

A narrow street in Constantinople. A great concourse of people, all looking in one direction down the street. Noise, singing, and the music of flutes and drums is heard at some distance. A Shoemaker. [At his house-door, calls across the street.] What is afoot, dear neighbour?
A Shopkeeper. [In the house opposite.] They say ‘tis some Syrian jugglers that have come to town. A Fruit seller. [in the street.] No, no, ‘tis a band of Egyptians going around with apes and dromedaries. 
 

EUNAPIUS THE BARBER. 

[Poorly clad, trying in vain to slip through the crowd.] Make room, you fools! How the devil can any one chatter and play the fool on such a day of misfortune? A Woman. [At a small window.] Hist, hist, Eunapius! My comely master! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 How dare you speak to me in the open street, you procuress? 
 

THE WOMAN. 
 Slip in by the back way, sweet friend! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Fie upon you! Am I in the humour for folly — 
 

THE WOMAN. 
 You shall soon be in the humour. Come, fair Eunapius; I had a consignment of fresh doves the day before yesterday — 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Oh sinful world! [Tries to pass.] Make room, there, in Satan’s name; let me pass! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

[Clad for a journey, and followed by a couple of laden slaves, comes from, a side-street.] Has the town turned into a madhouse? Every one seeks to out bellow his neighbour, and no one can tell me what is astir. Aha, — Eunapius, my pious brother! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 All hail to you, reverend sir! So you have come back to town? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 This very moment; — I have consecrated the warm autumn months to quiet devotion, on my estate in Crete. And now pray tell me what is afoot here? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Confusion and disaster. The new Emperor — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Yes, yes, I have heard strange rumours — 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 The truth is ten times worse. All faithful servants are hunted out of the palace. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 IS it possible? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Alackaday; I myself was the first 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Terrible! Then, perhaps, I too — ? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Most certainly. All accounts are to be examined, all gifts resumed, all irregular perquisites — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

[Turning pale.] God have mercy on us! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 The Lord be praised, I have a good conscience! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 I too, I too; but nevertheless — . Then no doubt it is true that the Emperor has sacrificed to Apollo and Fortuna? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Certainly; but who cares for such trifles? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS, Trifles? See you not, my short-sighted friend, that it is our faith, as good Christians, that he is persecuting? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 What do you say? God’s cross, is it possible? Women. [In the crowd.] There they come! A Man. On a housetop.] I can see him! 
 

OTHER VOICES. 
 Who comes? Who, who? 
 

THE MAN QN THE HOUSETOP. 
 The Emperor Julian. He has vine-leaves in his hair. 
 

PEOPLE IN THE STREET. 
 The Emperor! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 The Emperor! 
 

HEKEBQLIUS. 
 Come, come, my godly brother! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Let me go, sir. I am in no wise godly. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Not godly — ? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Who dares accuse me of — ? Do you want to ruin me? Godly? When was I godly? I once belonged to the sect of the Donatists; that was years and years ago. Devil take the Donatists! [He knocks at the window.] Hi, Barbara, Barbara; open the door, old she-cat! [The door is opened and he slips in. 
 

THE MULTITUDE. 

There he is! There he comes! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 All irregular perquisites — ! Accounts examined! Oh thunderbolt of disaster! [He slips away, followed by his two slaves. The procession of Dionysus comes down the street. Flute-players go foremost; drunken men, some of them dressed as fauns and satyrs, dance to the measure. In the middle of the procession comes the Emperor Julian, riding on an ass which is covered with a panther-skin; he is dressed as the god Dionysus, with a panther-skin over his shoulders, a wreath of vine-leaves round his head, in his hands a staff wreathed with green, and with a pine-cone fastened on its upper end. Half naked, painted women and youths, dancers and jugglers, surround him; some carry wine-flagons and goblets, others beat tambourines, and move forward with wild leaps and antics. 
 

THE DANCERS. 
 [Singing.] Potions of fire drain from goblets o’erflowing! Potions of fire! Lips deeply sipping, Locks unguent-dripping, Goat-haunches tripping, Wine-God, we hail thee in rapturous quire! 
 

THE WOMEN. 

[Singing.] Come, Bacchanalians, while noontide is glowing — Come, do not flee us — Plunge we in love-sports night blushes at knowing! There rides Lyaeus, Pardborne, delivering! Come, do not flee us; Know, we are passionate; feel, we are quivering! Leaping all, playing all, Staggering and swaying all — Come, do not flee us! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Make room! Stand aside, citizens! Reverently make way; not for us, but for him to whom we do honour! 
 

A VOICE IN THE CROWD. 
 The Emperor in the company of mummers and harlots! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The shame is yours, that I must content myself with such as these. Do you not blush to find more piety and zeal among these than among yourselves? An Old Man. Christ enlighten you, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha, you are a Galilean! And you must put in your word? Did not your great Master sit at meat with sinners? Did he riot frequent houses that were held less than reputable? Answer me that. 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

[Surrounded by girls; in the doorway of BARBARA’S house.] Yes, answer, answer if you can, you fool! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What, — are not you that barber whom — ? 
 

EUNAPIUS: A new made freeman, gracious Emperor! Make way, Bacchanalians; room for a brother! [He and the girls dance into the ranks of the Bacchanalians. 
 

JULIAN. 

I like this well. Take example by this Greek, if you have a spark of your fathers’ spirit left in you. And this is sorely needed, you citizens; for no divinity has been so much misunderstood — ay, even rendered ridiculous — as this ecstatic Dionysus, whom the Romans also call Bacchus. Think you he is the god of sots? Oh ignorant creatures, I pity you, if that is your thought. Who but he inspires poets and prophets with their miraculous gifts? I know that some attribute this function to Apollo, and certainly not without a show of reason; but in that case the whole matter must be regarded in quite another aspect, — as I could prove by many authorities. But this I will not debate with you in the open streets. This is neither the place nor the time. Ay, mock away! Make the sign of the cross! I see it! You would fain whistle with your fingers; you would stone me, if you dared. — Oh, how I blush for this city, so sunk in barbarism that it knows no better than to cling to an ignorant Jew’s deluded fantasies! — Forward! Stand aside, — do not block the way! 
 

THE DANCERS. 
 There rides Lyaeus, Pardborne, delivering! 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 Know, we are passionate; feel, we are quivering; Come, do not flee us! [During the singing of the refrain the procession turns into a side-street; the crowd looks on in dumb astonishment. 
 






  









SCENE IV.

 

The Emperor s library in the Palace. Entrance door on the left; a lesser doorway with a curtain before it, on the right. The Chamberlain Eutherius enters from the left, followed by two servants, bearing carpets. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 [Calling out to the right.] Agilo, Agilo, warm rose-water! A bath for the Emperor. [He goes out to the right, with both servants. The Emperor Julian enters hastily from the lift. He still wears the panther-skin and the vineleaves; in his hand is the green-wreathed staff. He paces the room once or twice, then flings the staff into a corner. 
 

JULIAN. 

Was there beauty in this — ? Where were the white bearded elders? Where the pure maidens, with the fillets on their brows, modest, and of seemly bearing, even in the rapture of the dance? Out upon you, harlots! [He tears off the panther-skin, and casts it aside. Whither has beauty fled? When the Emperor bids her come forth again, will she not obey? Out upon this stinking ribaldry! — What faces! All the vices crying aloud in their distorted features. Ulcers on soul and body — Faugh, faugh! A bath, Agilo! The stench chokes me. 
 

THE BATH-SERVANT AGILO. [In the doorway to the right.] The bath is prepared, gracious sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The bath? Nay, let that be. What is the filth of the body compared with all the rest? Go! [Agilo goes out again. The Emperor stands some time in thought. The seer of Nazareth sat at meat among publicans and sinners. — Where lies the gulf between that and this? — [Hekebolius enters from the left, and stops apprehensively at the door. 
 

JULIAN. 

What would you, man? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

[Kneeling.] Sire!

 

JULIAN. 

Ah, what do I see? Hekebolius; — is it indeed you? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 The same, and yet another. 
 

JULIAN. 
 My old teacher. What would you have? Stand up! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 No, no, let me lie. And take it not ill that I presume on my former right of entrance to your presence. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Coldly.] I asked you what you would have? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

“My old teacher,” you said. Oh that I could cast the veil of oblivion over those times! 
 

JULIAN. 

[As before.] I understand. You mean that — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Oh that I could sink into the earth, and hide the shame I feel! See, see, — here I lie at your feet, a man whose hair is growing grey — a man who has pored and pondered all his days, and has to confess at last that he has gone astray, and led his beloved pupil into error! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What would you have me understand by that? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 You called me your old teacher. See, here I lie in the dust before you, looking up to you with wonder and calling you my new teacher. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Rise, Hekebolius! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 [Rising.] You shall hear everything, sire, and judge me according to your righteousness. — When you were gone, life at your august predecessor’s court became almost intolerable to me. I know not whether you have heard that I was promoted to be the Empress’s reader and almoner. But ah, could posts of honour console me for the loss of my Julian! I could scarce endure to see how men who made, great show of outward virtue accepted gifts and bribes of every kind. I grew to hate this daily intercourse with greedy sycophants, whose advocacy was at the beck of any one who could pay down sounding gold for sounding words. Oh my Emperor, you do not know what went on here — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know, I know. 
 

HEREBOLIUS A frugal life in retirement allured me. As often as I might I withdrew to Crete, to my modest Tusculum — my little country house. — where virtue did not seem to have utterly forsaken the world. There I have been living this summer as well; meditating upon human life and heavenly truths. Julian. Happy Hekebolius! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Then the rumour of all your marvellous exploits reached Crete — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 I asked myself: Is he more than mortal, this peerless youth? Under whose protection does he stand? Is it thus that the God of the Christians is wont to manifest his power —— ? 
 

JULIAN. 

[In rapt attention.] Well; well!

 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

I set myself to search once more the writings of the ancients. Light after light dawned upon me — ; oh, to have to confess this! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak out — I beseech you! 
 

HEKEB0LIUS. [Falling on his knees.] Punish me according to your righteousness, sire; but renounce your youthful errors on things divine! Yes, most gracious Emperor, you are entangled in error, and I — oh, I marvel that the shame does not kill me — I, I have helped to lead you astray.” 
 

JULIAN. 

[With outstretched arms.] Come to my closest embrace! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Oh, I entreat you, show gratitude to the immortal gods, whose darling you are! And if you cannot, then punish me because I do it in your stead — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Come, come to my open arms, I tell you! [He lifts him up, presses him in his arms, and kisses him. My Hekebolius! What a great and unlooked-for joy! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Sire, how am I to understand this? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, then you do not know? When came you to the city? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 I landed an hour ago. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And hurried hither at once? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 On the wings of anxiety and remorse, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And you have spoken to no one? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 No, no, I have spoken to no one; but — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, then you cannot have heard — [He embraces him again. My Hekebolius, listen and know! I too, like you, have cast off the yoke of error. The immortal Sun-King, to whom we mortals owe so much, I have restored to his ancient state; Fortuna has received her offering from my humble hands; and if, at this moment, you find me weary and somewhat unstrung, it is because I have but now been celebrating a festival in honour of the divine Dionysus. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 I hear, and am amazed! 
 

JULIAN. 
 See, — the garland is still in my hair. Amid the joyous acclaim of the multitude — yes, I may call it a multitude — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 And I did not even dream of such great things! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Now we will gather around us all friends of truth, and lovers of wisdom, all seemly and reverent worshippers of the gods; — there are already some — not very many — The physician Caesarius, accompanied by several officials and notables of the former court, enters from the left. 
 

JULIAN. 

Ah, here we have the good Caesarius, — numerously accompanied, and with a face that betokens urgent business. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Most gracious Emperor, will you permit your servant to ask a question, in his own name, and that of these much disquieted men? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ask, my dearest Caesarius! Are you not my beloved Gregory’s brother? Ask, ask! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Tell me, then, sire — [He observes |Hekebolius.] What do I see! Hekebolius here? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Newly returned ——  — 
 

CAESARIUS. 

[Trying to draw back.] Then I beg leave to defer — 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, no, my Caesarius; this friend may hear everything. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Friend, say you? Oh my Emperor, then you have not ordered these imprisonments? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Do you not know? Nevita — the general-in chief, as he now calls himself — is instituting prosecutions under pretext of your authority, against all the trusted servants of your predecessor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Investigations, highly necessary investigations, my Caesarius! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Oh sire, forbid him to go about it so harshly. The book-keeper Pentadius is being hunted down by soldiers; and likewise a certain captain of Praetorians, whose name you have forbidden us to mention; you know whom I mean, sire — that unhappy man who is already, with his whole household, in hiding for fear of you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You do not know this man. In Gaul, he cherished the most audacious designs. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 That may be; but now he is harmless. And not he alone is threatened with destruction; the treasurer, Ursulus, is imprisoned — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Ursulus? So that has been found needful. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Needful? Could that be needful, sire. Think of Ursulus, that stainless old man — that man before whose word high and low bend in reverence —— 
 

JULIAN. 
 A man utterly devoid of judgment, I tell you! Ursulus is a prodigal, who, without any demur, has gorged the rapacity of the court servants. And besides, he is useless in affairs of state. I have found that to my cost. I could never trust him to receive the emissaries of foreign princes. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 And yet we beg you, sire — all who are here present — to be magnanimous, both to Ursulus and to the others. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who are the others? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Too many, I fear. I will only name the under treasurer, Evagrius, the late chamberlain, Saturninus, the supreme judge, Cyrenus, and — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why do you stop? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 [With hesitation.] Sire — the late Empress’s reader, Hekebolius, is also among the accused. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 I? Impossible! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Accused of having accepted bribes from unworthy office-seekers — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hekebolius accused of that — ? A man like Hekebolius — ? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 What shameful slander! Oh Christ — I mean to say — oh heavenly divinities! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 [Coldly.] Nothing, most gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Caesarius! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Yes, my august master! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not master; call me your friend. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Dare a Christian call you so? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I pray you banish such thoughts, Caesarius! You must not believe that of me. How can I help all these accused men being Christians? Does it not merely show that the Christians have contrived to seize all the lucrative posts? And can the Emperor suffer the most important offices of the state to be badly administered? [To the others. You surely do not think that it is your creed which has kindled my wrath against dishonest officials? I call all the gods to witness that I will permit no proceedings against you Christians that are not consonant with law and justice, nor will I suffer any one to do you wrong. You, or at any rate many of you, are pious in your way, since you too adore that Lord who is all-powerful, and who rules over the whole visible world. — Oh, my Caesarius, is it not he whom I also adore, though under other names? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Suffer me, gracious Emperor — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Moreover, it is my intention to show clemency wherever it is fit that I should do so. As to Hekebolius, his secret enemies must not imagine that they will be suffered to injure him by tale bearing or any other sort of paltry intrigue. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 My Emperor! My shield and my defence! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nor is it my will that all the minor court servants should be unmercifully deprived of their subsistence. I have specially in mind that barber whom I dismissed. I am sorry for it. The man may remain. He seemed to me one who understood his business thoroughly. All honour to such people! So far I can go, my Caesarius, but no further. I cannot interfere on behalf of Ursulus. I must act so that the blind, and yet so keen-eyed, Goddess of Justice may have no reason to knit her brows over a mortal to whom she has confided so great a responsibility. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 After this, I have not a word more to say for those unfortunates. I only crave permission to leave the court and city. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Would you leave me? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Yes, most gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You are stiff-necked, like your brother. 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 The new order of things gives me much to reflect upon. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I had great designs for you Caesarius! It would be a great joy to me, if you could renounce your errors. Can you not? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 God knows what I might have done a month ago; — now I cannot. 
 

JULIAN. 
 A marriage into one of the most powerful families should stand open to you. Will you not bethink you? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 No, most gracious lord. 
 

JULIAN. 
 A man like you could quickly mount from step to step. Caesarius, is it not possible that you can give me your aid in furthering the new order of things? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 No, most gracious lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I do not mean here, but in other places. It is my intention to depart from here. Constantinople is very unpleasing to me; you Galileans have spoiled it for me in every way. I shall go to Antioch; there I shall find better soil to work upon. I thought you would accompany me. Will you not, Caesarius? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Most gracious lord, I too am bound for the east; but I will go alone. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what will you do there? 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Visit my old father; help Gregory to strengthen him for the coming struggle. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go! 
 

CAESARIUS. 
 Farewell, my Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Happy father, with such unhappy sons! [He makes a gesture with his hand; Caesarius and those with him bow low, and go out to the left. 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

What reckless and most unseemly defiance! 
 

JULIAN. 
 My heart is wounded to the quick by this and many other things. You, my Hekebolius, shall accompany me. The ground burns beneath my feet in this poisoned Galilean city! I will write to those philosophers, Kytron and Priscus, who have won so great fame of late years. Maximus I expect every day; he shall go with us. — I tell you there are joyful days of victory awaiting us, Hekebolius! In Antioch, my friend, — there we shall meet the incomparable Libanius, — and there we are nearer Helios at his rising. Oh, this irresistible yearning towards the Sun-King — ! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Yes, yes, yes — ! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Embracing him.] My Hekebolius! — Wisdom; light; beauty! 
 






  







ACT SECOND.
 






  








SCENE FIRST.

 

 A spacious vestibule in the Emperor’s Palace, at Antioch. An open entrance in the background; on the left is a door, leading into the inner rooms. On a raised seat in the foreground, to the right, sits the Emperor Julian, surrounded by his court. Judges, Orators, Poets, and Teachers, among them Hekebolius, sit on lower seats around him. Leaning against the wall near the entrance stands A Man, dressed as a Christian Priest; he hides his face in his hands, and seems rapt in prayer. A great gathering of citizens fills the hall. Guards at the entrance, and at the door on the left. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Addressing the assemblage.] So great success have the gods vouchsafed me. Hardly a single city have I approached on my journey, whence whole troops of Galileans have not streamed forth to meet me on the road, lamenting their errors, and placing themselves under the protection of the divine powers. Compared with this, what signifies the senseless behaviour of the scoffers? May not the scoffers be likened to dogs, who in their ignorance yelp at the moon? Yet I will not deny that I have learned with indignation that some inhabitants of this city have spoken scornfully of the rule of life which I have enjoined on the priests of Cybele, the good goddess. Ought not reverence for so exalted a divinity to protect her servants from mockery? I say to those foolhardy men: Are ye barbarians, since ye know not who Cybele is? Must I solemnly remind you how, when the power of Rome was so gravely threatened by that Punic commander, whose grave I saw not long since in Libyssa, the Cumaean Sybil counselled that the statue of Cybele should be taken from the temple in Pessinus, and brought to Rome? As to the priests’ way of life, some have wondered that they should be forbidden to eat roots, and everything that grows along the earth, while they are allowed to partake of upward-growing herbs and fruits. Oh, how dense is your ignorance — I pity you if you cannot understand this! Can the spirit of man find nourishment in that which creeps along the ground? Does not the soul live by all that yearns upward, towards heaven and the sun? I will not enter more largely into these matters to-day. What remains to be said you shall learn from a treatise I am composing during my sleepless nights, which I hope will shortly be recited both in the lecture-halls and on the market-places. [He rises. And with this, my friends, if no one has anything further to bring forward — A Citizen. [Pressing to the front.] Oh most gracious Emperor, let me not go unheard! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Sitting down again.] Surely not, my friend. Who are you? 
 

THE CITIZEN. 
 I am Medon, the corn-merchant. Oh, if my love for you, exalted and divine Emperor — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Come to your case, man! 
 

MEDON. 
 I have a neighbour, Alites, who for many years has done me every imaginable injury; for he, too, is a dealer in com, and takes the bread out of my mouth in the most shameful way — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha, my good Medon; yet you look not ill-fed. 
 

MEDON. 
 Nor is that the matter, most gracious Emperor! Oh, by the august gods, whom every day I learn to love and praise more highly — his affronts to me I could overlook; but what I cannot suffer — 
 

JULIAN. 
 He surely does not insult the gods? 
 

MEDON. 
 He does what is worse, — or at least equally shameless; he — oh, I scarce know whether my indignation will permit me to utter it, — he insults you yourself, most gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Indeed? In what words? 
 

MEDON. 
 Not in words, but worse — in act. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then in what act? 
 

MEDON. 
 He wears a purple robe — 
 

JULIAN. 
 A purple robe? Oho, that is bold. 
 

MEDON. 
 Oh, great wing-footed Mercury, when I think how he would have paid for that robe in your predecessor’s time! And this garment of vainglory I have daily before my eyes — 
 

JULIAN. 
 This garment, bought with money that might have been yours — 
 

MEDON. 
 Oh most gracious Emperor, — punish his audacity; let him be expelled the city; my love for our great and august ruler will not suffer me to remain a witness of such shameless arrogance. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Tell me, good Medon, what manner of clothes does Alites wear, besides the purple cloak? 
 

MEDON. 
 Truly I cannot call to mind, sire; ordinary clothes, I think; I have only remarked the purple cloak. — 
 

JULIAN. 
 A purple cloak, then, and untanned sandals — ? 
 

MEDON. 
 Yes, sire; it looks as ludicrous as it is audacious. 
 

JULIAN. 
 We must remedy this, Medon! 
 

MEDON. 

[Joyfully.] Ah, most gracious Emperor — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Come early to morrow to the palace — 
 

MEDON. 

[Still more delighted.] I will come very early, most gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Give your name to my Chamberlain — 
 

MEDON. 
 Yes, yes, my most gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You will receive from him a pair of purple shoes, embroidered with gold — 
 

MEDON. 
 Ah, my most generous lord and Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 These shoes you will take to Alites, place them on his feet, and say that henceforth he must not fail to put them on, whenever he would walk abroad by daylight in his purple cloak — 
 

MEDON. 
 Oh! 
 

JULIAN. 

 — and, that done, you may tell him from me, that he is a fool if he thinks himself honoured by a purple robe, having not the power of the purple. — Go; and come for the shoes to-morrow! [The Corn Merchant slinks away, amid the laughter of the citizens; the Courtiers, Orators, Poets, and the rest clap their hands, with loud exclamations of approval. 
 

ANOTHER CITIZEN. 
 [Stepping forward from the crowd.] Praised be the Emperor’s justice! Oh how richly this envious corn-miser deserves his punishment! Oh hear me, and let your favour — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha; methinks I know that face. Were not you one of those who shouted before my chariot as I drove into the city? 
 

THE CITIZEN. 
 None shouted louder than I, incomparable Emperor! I am Malchus, the tax-gatherer. Ah, grant me your aid! I am engaged in a law-suit with an evil and grasping man — JULIAN. And therefore you come to me? Are there not judges — ? 
 

MALCHUS. 
 The affair is somewhat involved, noble Emperor! It concerns a field, which I leased to this bad man, having bought it seven years since, when part of the domain belonging to the Apostles’ Church was sold. 
 

JULIAN. 
 So, so; church property, then? 
 

MALCHUS. 
 Honestly purchased; but now this man denies either to pay me rent, or to give up the property, under pretext that this field once belonged to the temple of Apollo, and, as he declares, was unlawfully confiscated many years ago. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Tell me, Malchus, — you seem to be a follower of the Galilean? 
 

MALCHUS. 
 Most gracious Emperor, ‘tis an old tradition in our family to acknowledge Christ. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And this you say openly, without fear? 
 

MALCHUS. 
 My adversary is bolder than I, sire! He goes in and out, as before; he fled not the city when he heard of your approach. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Fled not? And why should he flee, this man who stands out for the rights of the gods? 
 

MALCHUS. 
 Most gracious Emperor, you have doubtless heard of the book-keeper, Thalassius? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What! That Thalassius who, to ingratiate himself with my predecessor, whilst I was being slandered and menaced in Gaul, proposed, here in Antioch, in the open market-place, that the citizens should petition the Emperor to send them Julian Caesar’s head! 
 

MALCHUS. 
 Sire, it is this, your deadly foe, who is wronging me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Truly, Malchus, I have as great ground of complaint against this man as you have. 
 

MALCHUS. 
 Tenfold greater, my gracious Emperor? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What think you? Shall we two combine our quarrels, and prosecute him together? 
 

MAYLCHUS. 
 Oh, what exceeding grace! Oh tenfold happiness! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh tenfold foolishness! Thalassius goes in and out as before, you say? He has not fled the city at my approach. Thalassius know’s me better than you. Away with you, man! When I indict Thalassius for my head, you may indict him for your field. 
 

MALCHUS. 
 [Wringing his hands.] Oh tenfold misery! [He goes out by the back; the assembly again applauds the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 

That is well, ray friends; rejoice that I have succeeded in making a not altogether unworthy beginning to this day, which is specially dedicate to the feast of the radiant Apollo. For is it not worthy of a philosopher to overlook affronts against himself, whilst he sternly chastises wrongs done to the immortal gods? I do not recall whether that crowned cultivator of learning, Marcus Aurelius, was ever in like case; but if he was, we must hope that he did not act quite unlike me, who hold it an honour to follow humbly in his footsteps. Let this serve as a clue for your future guidance. In the palace, in the market-place, even in the theatre — did I not loathe to enter such a place of folly — it is fit that you should greet me with acclamation and joyful applause. Such homage, I know, was well received both by the Macedonian Alexander and by Julius Caesar, men who were also permitted by the Goddess of Fortune to outshine other mortals in glory. But when you see me entering a temple, that is another affair. Then I desire you to be silent, or direct your plaudits to the gods, and not to me, as I advance with bent head and downcast eyes. And above all, I trust you will be heedful of this today, when I am to sacrifice to so transcendent and mighty a divinity as he whom we know by the name of the Sun-King, and who seems even greater in our eyes when we reflect that he is the same whom certain oriental peoples call Mithra. And with this — if no one has more to say — 
 

THE PRIEST AT THE DOOR. 

[Draws himself up.] In the name of the Lord God! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who speaks? 
 

THE PRIEST. 
 A servant of God and of the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Approach. What would you? 
 

THE PRIEST. 
 I would speak to your heart and to your conscience. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Springing up.] What voice was that! What do I see! In spite of beard and habit — ! Gregory! 
 

THE PRIEST. 
 Yes, my august master! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Gregory! Gregory of Nazianzus! 
 

GREGORY, Yes, gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Has descended and grasped his hands; he now looks long at him.] A little older; browner; broader. No; ‘twas only at the first glance; now you are the same as ever. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Oh that it were so with you, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Athens. That night in the portico. No man has lain so near my heart as you. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Your heart? Ah, Emperor, you have tom out of your heart a better friend than I. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You mean Basil? 
 

GREGORY. 
 I mean a greater than Basil. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Glooming.] Ah! So that is what you come to tell me? And in that habit — 
 

GREGORY. 
 I did not choose this habit, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not you? Who then? 
 

GREGORY. 
 He who is greater than the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know your Galilean phrases. For the sake of our friendship, spare me them. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Let me, then, begin by telling you how it is that you see me here, ordained a priest of the church you are persecuting. 
 

JULIAN. 

[With a sharp look.] Persecuting! [He ascends the dais again and sits down. Now speak on.

 

GREGORY. 

You know what were my thoughts of things divine, during our happy comradeship in Athens. But then it was far from my purpose to renounce the joys of life. Neither ambition nor the thirst for riches, I can truly say, has ever tempted me; yet I should scarce tell the truth if I denied that my eye and my mind dwelt wonderingly on all the glories which the old learning and art of Greece revealed to me. The wranglings and petty schisms in our church afflicted me deeply; but I took no part in them; I served my countrymen in temporal things; nothing more — Then came tidings from Constantinople. It was said that Constantius had died of terror at your proceedings, and had declared you his heir. Heralded by the renown of your victories, and received as a superhuman being, you, the hero of Gaul and Germany, had ascended the throne of Constantine without striking a blow. The earth lay at your feet. Then came further tidings. The lord of earth was girding himself up to war against the Lord of heaven — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Gregory, what do you presume—’ 
 

GREGORY. 
 The lord of the body was girding himself up to war against the Lord of the soul. I stand here before you in bodily fear and trembling; but I dare not lie. Will you hear the truth, or shall I be silent? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Say on, Gregory! 
 

GREGORY. 
 What have not my fellow Christians already suffered during these few months? How many sentences of death have been passed, and executed in the cruellest fashion? Gaudentius, the state secretary; Artemius, the former governor of Egypt; the two tribunes, Roman us and Vincentius — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You know not what you speak of, I tell you, the Goddess of Justice would have wept had those traitors escaped with their lives. 
 

GREGORY. 
 That may be, my Emperor; but I tell you that one sentence of death has been passed which the God of Justice can never forgive you. Ursulus! The man who stood your friend in times of need! Ursulus who, at the risk of his own life, supplied you with money in Gaul! Ursulus, whose sole crime was his Christian faith and his sincerity — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, this you have from your brother, Caesarius! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Punish me, sire; but spare my brother. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You well know that you risk nothing, Gregory! Besides,! Mill grant you that Nevita acted too harshly. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Ay, that barbarian, who tries in vain to hide his origin under a Greek veneer — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nevita is zealous in his duty, and I cannot myself be everywhere. For Ursulus I have mourned sincerely, and I deeply deplore that neither time nor circumstances allowed me to examine into his case myself. I should certainly have spared him, Gregory! I have thought, too, of restoring to his heirs any property he has left behind. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Great Emperor, you owe me no reckoning for your acts. I only wished to tell you that all these tidings fell like thunderbolts in Caesarea and Nazianzus, and the other Cappadocian cities. How shall I describe their effect! Our internal wranglings were silenced by the common danger. Many rotten branches of the Church fell away; but in many indifferent hearts the light of the Lord was kindled with a fervour before undreamt-of. Meanwhile oppression overtook God’s people. The heathen — I mean, my Emperor, those whom I call heathen — began to threaten, to injure, to persecute us — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Retaliation, — retaliation, Gregory! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Far be it from me to justify all that my fellow Christians may have done in their excessive zeal for the cause of the Church. But you, who are so enlightened, and have power over all alike, cannot permit the living to suffer for the faults of the dead. Yet so it has been in Cappadocia. The enemies of the Christians, few in number, but thirsting after gain, and burning with eagerness to ingratiate themselves with the new officials, have awakened fear and perturbation among the people both in town and country. I am not thinking chiefly of the insults we have had to suffer, nor of the infringements of our just rights of property, to which we have been constantly exposed of late. What most grieves me and all my earnest brethren, is the peril to souls. Many are not firm-rooted in the faith, and cannot quite shake off the care for earthly goods. The harsh treatment which has now to be endured by all who bear the name of Christian has already led to more than one apostasy. Sire, this is soul robbery from God’s kingdom. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, my wise Gregory, — how can you talk so? I wonder at you? Should you not rather, as a good Galilean, rejoice that your community is rid of such men? 
 

GREGORY. 
 Gracious Emperor, I am not of that opinion. I have myself been indifferent in the faith, and I look upon all such as sick men, who are not past cure, so long as they remain in the bosom of the Church. So, too, thought our little congregation at Nazianzus. Brethren and sisters, in deep distress, assembled to take counsel against the perils of the time. They were joined by delegates from Caesarea and other cities. My father is infirm, and — as he owns with sorrow — does not possess the steadfast, immovable will which, in these troublous times, is needful for him who sits in the bishop’s chair. The assembly determined that a younger man should be chosen as his helper, to hold the Lord’s flock together. The choice fell on me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! 
 

GREGORY. 
 I was then away on a journey. But in my absence, and without consulting me, my father ordained me a priest and sent me the priestly habit. These tidings reached me in Tiberina, at my country house, where I was passing some days with my brother and with the friend of my youth, Basil of Caesarea. Sire — had my sentence of death been read to me, it could not have appalled me more than this. I a priest! I wished it, and I wished it not. I felt it must be — and yet my courage failed. I wrestled with God the Lord, as the patriarch wrestled with him in the days of the old covenant. What passed in my soul during the night which followed, I cannot tell. But this I know that, ere the cock crew, I talked face to face with the Crucified One. — Then I was his. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Folly, folly; I know those dreams. 
 

GREGORY. 
 On my homeward journey I passed through Caesarea. Oh, what misery met me there! I found the town full of fugitive country people, who had forsaken house and home because the drought had burnt up their crops, and laid all the vineyards and olive-gardens desolate. To escape starvation they had fled to the starving. There they lay — men, women, and children — in heaps along the walls of the houses; fever shook them, famine gnawed their entrails. What had Caesarea to offer them — that impoverished, unhappy town, as yet but half rebuilt after the great earthquake of two years ago? And in the midst of this, amid scorching heat and frequent earthquake-shocks, we had to see ungodly festivals going on day and night. The ruined altars were hastily rebuilt; the blood of sacrifices ran in streams; mummers and harlots paraded the streets with dance and song. Sire — can you wonder that my much-tried brethren thought they saw in the visitation that had come upon them a judgment of heaven because they had so long tolerated heathenism and its scandalous symbols in their midst? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What symbols do you mean? 
 

GREGORY. 
 The cry of the terror-stricken and fevered multitude rose ever higher; they demanded that the rulers of the city should give a palpable witness for Christ by ordering the destruction of what still remains of the former glory of heathendom in Caesarea. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You cannot mean to say that — ? 
 

GREGORY. 
 The magistrates of the city called a meeting, where I too was present. You know, most gracious Emperor, that all temples are the property of the city; so that the citizens have the right to dispose of them at their own free will. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Well, well; what if it were so? 
 

GREGORY. 
 In that terrible earthquake that ravaged Caesarea two years ago, all the temples but one were destroyed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; the temple of Fortuna. 
 

GREGORY. 
 At the meeting whereof I speak, the congregation determined to complete God’s work of judgment, in testimony that they would trust wholly and solely to him, and no longer tolerate the abomination in their midst. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Hoarsely. J Gregory, — once my friend — do you hold your life dear? 
 

GREGORY. 
 This resolution I did not myself approve, but almost all voices were in favour of it. But as we feared that the matter might be represented to you falsely, and might, perhaps, incense you against the city, it was determined to send a man hither to announce to you what we have resolved, and what will presently happen. Great ruler, — no one else was found willing to undertake the task. It fell perforce to me. Therefore it is, sire, that I stand here before you in all humility, to announce that we Christians in Caesarea have resolved that the temple where the heathen in bygone days worshipped a false deity, under the name of Fortuna, shall be pulled down and levelled with the ground. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Springing up.] And I must listen to this with my own ears! One single man dares to tell me such unheard-of things! 
 

COURTIERS, ORATORS, AND POETS. O pious Emperor, do not suffer it! Punish this audacious man! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 He is distraught, sire! Let him go. See, — the frenzy glitters in his eyes. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ay, it may well be called madness. But ‘tis more than madness. To dream of pulling down that excellent temple, dedicated to a no less excellent divinity! Is it not to the favour of this very goddess that I ascribe my achievements, the fame of which has reached the remotest nations? Were I to suffer this, how could I ever again hope for victory or prosperity? — Gregory, I command you to return to Caesarea and give the citizens to understand that I forbid this outrage. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Impossible, sire! The matter has come to such a pass that we have to choose between the fear of man and obedience to God. We cannot draw back. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then you shall feel how far the Emperor’s arm can stretch! 
 

GREGORY. 
 The Emperor’s arm is mighty in earthly things; and I, like others, tremble under it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Show it, then, in deeds! Ah, you Galileans, you reckon upon my long-suffering. Do not trust to it; for truly — A noise at the entrance. The barber, Eunapius, followed by several citizens, rushes in. 
 

JULIAN. 

What is this? Eunapius, what has befallen you? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Oh that my eyes should see such a sight! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What sight have you seen? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Behold, most gracious Emperor, I come bleeding and bruised, yet happy to be the first to call down your wrath — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak, man; — who has beaten you? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Permit me, sire, to lay my complaint before you. I went forth from the town this morning to visit the little temple of Venus which you have lately restored. When I came thither, the music of flutes and singing greeted my ears. Women were dancing gracefully in the outer court, and within I found the whole space filled with a rapturous crowd, while at the altar priests were offering up the sacrifices you have ordained. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; and then — ? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Scarcely had I had time to turn my thoughts in devotion toward that enchanting goddess, whom I especially revere and worship, — when a great crowd of young men forced their way into the temple — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not Galileans? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Yes, sire, — Galileans. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! 
 

ËUNAPIUS. 
 What a scene followed! Weeping under the assailants’ insults and blows, the dancing-girls fled from the outer court to us within. The Galileans fell upon us all, belaboured us and affronted us in the most shameful manner. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Descending from his throne.] Wait, wait!

 

EUNAPIUS. 

Alas, would that their violence had fallen on us alone! But the madmen went further. Yes, gracious Emperor — in one word, the altar is overthrown, the statue of the goddess dashed to pieces, the entrails of the sacrifices cast out to the dogs — 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pacing up and down.] Wait, wait, wait! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Sire, this one man’s word is not enough — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Be silent! [To Eunapius.] Did you know any of the sacrilegious crew? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Not I, sire; but these citizens knew many of them. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Take a guard with you. Seize as many of the wretches as you can. Cast them into prison. The prisoners shall give up the names of the rest; and when I have them all in my power — 
 

GREGORY. 
 What then, sire? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ask the executioner. Both you and the citizens of Caesarea shall be taught what you have to expect if, in your Galilean obstinacy, you should abide by your resolve. [The Emperor goes out in great wrath, to the left; Eunapius and his witnesses retire with the watch; the others disperse. 
 






  







SCENE SECOND.
 

A market-place in Antioch. In front, on the right, a street debouches into the market; to the left, at the back, there is a view into a narrow and crooked street. A great concourse of people fills the market. Hucksters cry their wares. In several places the townspeople have gathered into clusters, talking eagerly. 
 

A CITIZEN. 

Good God of heaven, when did this misfortune happen? 
 

ANOTHER CITIZEN. 
 This morning, I tell you; quite early this morning. 
 

PHOCION THE DYER. 

[Who has entered from the street on the right.] My good man, do you think it is fitting to call this a misfortune? I call it a crime, and a most audacious crime to boot. 
 

THE SECOND CITIZEN. 
 Yes, yes; that is quite true; it was a most audacious thing to do. 
 

PHOCION. 
 Only think — of course it is the outrage on the temple of Venus you are talking of? Only think of their choosing a time when the Emperor was in the city — ! And this day, too, of all others — a day — A Third Citizen. [Drawing near.] Tell me, good friend, what is the matter — ? 
 

PHOCION. 
 This day of all others, I say, when our august ruler is himself to officiate at the feast of Apollo. 
 

THE THIRD CITIZEN. 
 Yes, I know that; but why are they taking these Christians to prison? 
 

PHOCION. 
 What? Are they taking them to prison? Have they really caught them? [Loud shrieks are heard. Hush; what is that? Yes, by the gods, I believe they have them! [An Old Woman, much agitated, and with dishevelled hair, makes her way through the crowd; she is beset by other women, who in vain seek to restrain her. 
 

THE OLD WOMAN. 

I will not be held back! He is my only son, the child of my old age! Let me go; let me go! Can no one tell me where I can find the Emperor? 
 

PHOCION. 
 What would you with the Emperor, old mother? 
 

THE OLD WOMAN. 
 I would have my son again. Help me! My son! Hilarion! Oh, they have taken him from me! They burst into our house — and then they took him away! 
 

ONE OF THE CITIZENS. 

[To Phocion.] Who is this woman? 
 

Holon. What? Know you not the widow Publia, — the psalm-singer? 
 

CITIZEN. 
 Ah, yes, yes, yes! 
 

PUBLIA. 
 Hilarion! my child! What will they do to him? Ah, Phocion, — are you there? God be praised for sending me a Christian brother — ! 
 

PHOCION. 
 Hush, hush, be quiet; do not scream so loud; the Emperor is coming. 
 

PUBLIA. 
 Oh, this ungodly Emperor! The Lord of Wrath is visiting his sins upon us; famine ravages the land; the earth trembles beneath our feet! [A detachment of soldiers enters by the street on the right. 
 

THE COMMANDER OF THE DETACHMENT. 

Stand aside; make room here! 
 

PUBLIA. 
 Oh come, good Phocion; — help me, for our friendship’s and our fellowship’s sake — 
 

PHOCION. 
 Are you mad, woman? I do not know you. 
 

PUBLIA. 
 What? You do not know me? Are you not Phocion the dyer? Are you not the son of — ? 
 

PHOCION, I am not the son of anybody. Get you gone, woman! You are mad! I do not know you; I have never seen you. [He hastens in among the crowd. A Subaltern. [With soldiers, from the right.] Clear the way here! [The soldiers force the multitude back towards the houses. Old Publia faints in the arms of the women on the left. All gaze expectantly down the street. 
 

PHOCION. 
 [In a knot of people behind the guard, to the right.] Yes, by the Sun-God, there he comes, the blessed Emperor! A Soldier. Do not push so, behind there! 
 

PHOCION. 
 Can you see him? The man with the white fillet round his brow, that is the Emperor. A Citizen. The man all in white? 
 

PHOCION. 
 Yes, yes, that is he. 
 

THE CITIZEN. 
 Why is he dressed in white? 
 

PHOCION. 
 Doubtless because of the heat; or, — no, stop, — I think it is as the sacrificing priest that he — A Second Citizen. Will the Emperor himself offer the sacrifice? 
 

PHOCION. 
 Yes, the Emperor Julian does everything himself. A Third Citizen. He does not look so powerful as the Emperor Constantius. 
 

PHOCION. 
 I think he does. He is not so tall as the late Emperor; but his arms are longer. And then his glance — oh my friends — ! You cannot see it just now; his eyes are modestly lowered as he walks. Yes, modest he is, I can tell you. He has no eye for women. I dare swear that since his wife’s death he has but seldom — ; you see, he writes the whole night. That is why his fingers are often as black as a dyer’s; just like mine; for I am a dyer. I can tell you I know the Emperor better than most people. I was born here in Antioch; but I have lived fifteen years in Constantinople, until very lately —— A Citizen. Is there aught, think you, in the rumour that the Emperor is minded to settle here for good? 
 

PHOCION. 
 I know the Emperors barber, and he reports it so. Let us trust these shameful disturbances may not incense him too much. 
 

A CITIZEN. 
 Alas, alas, that were a pity indeed! A Second Citizen. If the Emperor lived here, ‘twould bring something in to all of us. 
 

PHOCION. 
 ‘Twas on that reckoning that I returned here. So now we must do our best, friends; when the Emperor comes past, we must shout lustily both for him and for Apollo. A Citizen. [To another.] Who is this Apollo, that people begin to talk so much about? 
 

THE OTHER CITIZEN. 
 Why, ‘tis the priest of Corinth, — he who watered what the holy Paul had planted. 
 

THE FIRST CITIZEN. 
 Ay, ay; to be sure; I think I remember now. 
 

PHOCION. 
 No, no, no, ‘tis not that Apollo; ‘tis another one entirely; — this is the Sun-King — the great lyre-playing Apollo. 
 

THE OTHER CITIZEN. 
 Ah indeed; that Apollo! Is he better? 
 

PHOCION. 
 I should think so, indeed. — Look, look, there he comes. Oh, our most blessed Emperor! The Emperor Julian, robed as a high priest, enters, surrounded by priests and servants of the temple. Courtiers and learned men, among whom is Hekebolius, have joined the procession; likewise citizens. Before the Emperor go flute players and harpers. Soldiers and men of the city guard, with long staves, clear the way before the procession and on either side. 
 

THE MULTITUDE. 
 [Clapping their hands.] Praise to the Emperor! Praise to Julian, hero and benefactor! 
 

PHOCION. 
 All hail to Julian and to the Sun-King! Long live Apollo! 
 

THE CITIZENS. 

[In the foreground, on the right.] Emperor, Emperor, stay long among us! [Julian wakes a sign for the procession to stop. 
 

JULIAN. 

Citizens of Antioch! It were hard for me to name anything that could more rejoice my heart than these inspiriting acclamations. And my heart stands sorely in need of this refreshment. It was with a downcast spirit that I set forth on this procession, which should be one of joy and exaltation. Nay, more; I will not hide from you that I was this morning on the verge of losing that equanimity which it behoves a lover of wisdom to preserve under all trials. But can any one chide me for it? I would have you all remember what outrages are threatened elsewhere, and have already been committed here. 
 

PUBLIA. 
 My lord, my lord! 
 

PHOCION. 
 Oh pious and righteous Emperor, punish these desperate men! 
 

PUBLIA. 
 My lord, give me back my Hilarion! 
 

PHOCION. 
 All good citizens implore your favour towards this city. 
 

JULIAN, Seek to win the favour of the gods, and of mine you need have no doubt. And surely it is fitting that Antioch should lead the way. Does it not seem as though the Sun-God’s eye had dwelt with especial complacency on this city? Ask of travellers, and you shall hear to what melancholy extremes fanaticism has elsewhere proceeded in laying waste our holy places. What is left? A remnant here and there; and nothing of the best. But with you, citizens of Antioch! Oh, my eyes filled with tears of joy when first I saw that incomparable sanctuary, the very house of Apollo, which seems scarcely to be the work of human hands. Does not the image of the Glorious One stand within it, in unviolated beauty? Not a corner of his altar has broken or crumbled away, not a crack is to be seen in the stately columns. Oh, when I think of this, — when I feel the fillet round my brow — when I look down upon these garments, dearer to me than the purple robe of empire, then I feel, with a sacred tremor, the presence of the god. See, see, the sunlight quivers around us in its glory! Feel, feel, the air is teeming with the perfume of fresh-woven garlands! Beautiful earth! The home of light and life, the home of joy, the home of happiness and beauty; — what thou wast shalt thou again become! — In the embrace of the Sun-King! Mithra, Mithra! Forward on our victorious way! [The procession moves on again, amid the plaudits of the crowd; those in front come to a stop at the mouth of the narrow street, through which another procession enters the market-place. 
 

JULIAN. 

What hinders us? 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Gracious lord, there is something amiss in the other street. 
 

SONG. 

[Far off. Blissful our pangs, be they never so cruel; Blissful our rising, the death-struggle o’er. 
 

PHOCION. 
 The Galileans, sire! They have them! 
 

PUBLIA. 
 Hilarion! 
 

PHOCION. 
 They have them! I hear the fetters — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Pass them by — ! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 [Hastening through the press.] We have succeeded marvellously, sire. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who are they, these ruffians? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Some of them belong to this city; but most, it seems, are peasants fleeing from Cappadocia. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will not see them. Forward, as I commanded! 
 

THE PRISONERS’ SONG. [Nearer. Blissful our crowning with martyrdom’s jewel; Blissful our meeting with saints gone before. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The madmen. Not so near to me! My guard, my guard! [The two processions have meanwhile encountered each other in the crush. The procession of Apollo has to stand still while the other, with the prisoners — men in chains, surrounded by soldiers, and accompanied by a great concourse of people — passes on. 
 

PUBLIA. 

My child! Hilarion! 
 

HILARION. 

[Among the prisoners.] Rejoice, my mother!

 

JULIAN. 

Poor deluded creatures! When I hear madness thus speaking in you, I almost doubt whether I have the right to punish you. 
 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

[Among the prisoners.] Stand aside; take not from us our crown of thorns. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Night and horror, — what voice is that? 
 

THE LEADER OF THE GUARD. 
 ‘Twas this one, sire, who spoke. [He pushes one of the prisoners forward, a young man, who leads a half-grown lad by the hand. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With a cry.] Agathon! [THE PRISONER looks at him, and is silent. Agathon, Agathon! Answer me; are you not Agathon? 
 

THE PRISONER. 
 I am. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You among these? Speak to me? 
 

AGATHON. 
 I know you not! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You do not know me? You know not who I am? 
 

AGATHON. 
 I know you are the lord of the earth; therefore you are not my lord. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And the boy — ? Is he your young brother? [To the leader of the guard. This man must be innocent.

 

EUNAPIUS. 

My lord, this man is the very ringleader. He has confessed it; he even glories in his deed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 So strangely can hunger, and sickness, and misfortune disorder a man’s mind. —— [To the prisoners. If you will but say, in one word, that you repent, none of you shall suffer. 
 

PUBLIA. 

[Shrieks.] Say it not, Hilarion! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Be strong, dear brother! 
 

PUBLIA. 
 Go, go to what awaits you, my only one! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hear and bethink you, you others — 
 

AGATHON. 

[To the prisoners.] Choose between Christ and the Emperor! 
 

THE PRISONERS. 
 Glory to God in the highest! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Terrible is the Galilean’s power of delusion. It must be broken. Pass them by, the abominable crew! They cloud our gladness; they darken the day with their brooding death-hunger! — Flute players — men, women — why are you silent? A song — a song in praise of life, and light, and happiness. 
 

THE PROCESSION OF APOLLO. 

[Sings. Gladsome with roses our locks to entwine; Gladsome to bathe in the sunlight divine! 
 

THE PROCESSION OF PRISONERS. 
 Blissful to sleep ‘neath the blood-reeking sod; Blissful to wake in the gardens of God. 
 

THE PROCESSION OF APOLLO. 
 Gladsome ‘mid incense-clouds still to draw breath. 
 

THE PROCESSION OF PRISONERS. 
 Blissful in blood-streams to strangle to death. 
 

THE PROCESSION OF APOLLO. 
 Ever for him who his godhead adoreth Deep draughts of rapture Apollo outpoureth. 
 

THE PROCESSION OF PRISONERS. 
 Bones racked and riven, flesh seared to a coal, He shall make whole! 
 

THE PROCESSION OF APOLLO. 
 Gladsome to bask in the light-sea that laves us! 
 

THE PROCESSION OF PRISONERS. 
 Blissful to writhe in the blood-death that saves us! [The processions pass each other during the singing. The crowd in the market-place looks on in dull silence. 
 






  









SCENE THIRD.

 

The sacred grove around the temple of Apollo. The portico, supported by columns, and approached by a broad flight of steps, is seen among the trees in the background, on the left. A number of people are rushing about in the grove with loud cries of terror. Far away is heard the music of the procession. 
 

WOMEN. 

Mercy! The earth is quaking again! 
 

A MAN IN FLIGHT. 
 Oh horror! Thunder beneath our feet — ! 
 

ANOTHER MAN. 
 Was it indeed so? Was it the earth that shook? A Woman. Did you not feel it? That tree there swayed so that the branches whistled through the air. 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 Hark, hark, hark! 
 

SOME. 
 ‘Tis the roll of chariots on the pavements. 
 

OTHERS. 
 ‘Tis the sound of drums. Hark to the music — ; the Emperor is coming! [The procession of Apollo advances from the right through the grove, and stations itself, amid music of flutes and harps, in a semicircle in front of the temple. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Turning towards the temple, with upstretched hands.] I accept the omen! — Never have I felt myself in such close communion with the immortal gods. The Bow-Wielder is among us. The earth thunders beneath his tread, as when of old he stamped in wrath upon the Trojan shore. But ‘tis not on us he frowns. ‘Tis on those unhappy wretches who hate him and his sunlit realm. Yes, — as surely as good or evil fortune affords the true measure of the gods’ favour towards mortals, — so surely is the difference here made manifest between them and us. Where are the Galileans now? Some under the executioner’s hands, others flying through the narrow streets, ashy pale with terror, their eyes starting from their heads — a shriek between their half-clenched teeth — their hair stiffening with dread, or torn out in despair. And where are we? Here in Daphne’s pleasant grove, where the dryads’ balmy breath cools our brows, — here, before the glorious temple of the glorious god, lapped in the melodies of flute and lyre, — here, in light, in happiness, in safety, the god himself made manifest among us. Where is the God of the Galileans? Where is the Jew, the carpenter’s crucified son? Let him manifest himself. Nay, not he! ‘Tis fitting, then, that we should throng the sanctuary. There, with my own hands, I will perform the services which are so far from appearing to me mean and unbecoming, that I, on the contrary, esteem them above all others. [He advances at the head of the procession, through the multitude, towards the temple. A Voice. [Calling out in the throng.] Stay, ungodly one!

 

JULIAN. 

A Galilean among us? 
 

THE SAME VOICE. 
 No further, blasphemer! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who is he that speaks? 
 

OTHER VOICES IN THE CROWD. 
 A Galilean priest. A blind old man. Here he stands. 
 

OTHERS AGAIN. 
 Away, away, with the shameless wretch! [A blind OLD MAN, in priestly garments, and supported by two younger men, also dressed as priests, is pushed forward till he stands at the foot of the temple steps, facing the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 

Ah, what do I see? Tell me, old man, are not you Bishop Maris, of Chalcedon? 
 

THE OLD MAN. 
 Yes, I am that unworthiest servant of the Church. 
 

JULIAN. 
 “Unworthiest,” you call yourself; and I think you are not far wrong. If I mistake not, you have been one of the foremost in stirring up internal strife among the Galileans. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 I have done that which weighs me still deeper down in penitence. When you seized the empire, and rumour told of your bent of mind, my heart was beleagured with unspeakable dread. Blind and enfeebled by age, I could not conceive the thought of setting myself up against the mighty monarch of the world. Yes, — God have mercy on me — I forsook the flock I was appointed to guard, shrank timidly from all the perils that gathered frowning around the Lord’s people, and sought shelter here, in my Syrian villa — 
 

JULIAN. 
 In truth a strange story! And you, timid as you say you are, you, who formerly prized the Emperor’s favour so highly, now step forth before me and fling insults in my very face! 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Now I fear you no longer; for now has Christ fully possessed my heart. In the Church’s hour of need, her light and glory burst upon me. All the blood you shed, — all the violence and wrong you do — cry out to heaven, and, re-echoing mightily, ring in my deaf ears, and show me, in my night of blindness, the way I have to go. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Get you home, old man! 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Not till you have sworn to renounce your devilish courses. What would you do? Would dust rise up against the spirit? Would the lord of earth cast down the Lord of heaven? See you not that the day of wrath is upon us by reason of your sins? The fountains are parched like eyes that have wept themselves dry. The clouds, which ought to pour the manna of fruitfulness upon us, sweep over our heads, and shed no moisture. This earth, which has been cursed since the morning of time, quakes and trembles under the Emperor’s bloodguiltiness. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What favour do you expect of your God for such excess of zeal, foolish old man? Do you hope that, as of old, your Galilean master will work a miracle, and give you back your sight? 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 I have all the sight I desire; and I thank the Lord that he quenched my bodily vision, so that I — am spared from seeing the man who walks in a darkness more terrible than mine. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let me pass! 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Whither? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Into the Sun-King’s house. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 You shall not pass. I forbid you in the name of the only God! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Frantic old man! — Away with him! 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Ay, lay hands upon me! But he who dares to do so, his hand shall wither. The God of Wrath shall manifest himself in his might — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Your God is no mighty God. I will show you that the Emperor is stronger than he — 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Lost creature! — Then must I call down the ban upon thee, thou recreant son of the church! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 

[Pale.] My lord and Emperor, let not this thing be! 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 

[In a loud voice.] Cursed be thou, Julianus Apostata! Cursed be thou, Emperor Julian! God the Lord hath spat thee forth out of his mouth! Cursed be thine eyes and thy hands! Cursed be thy head and all thy doings! Woe, woe, woe to the apostate! Woe, woe, woe — [A hollow rumbling noise is heard. The roof and columns of the temple totter, and, are seen to collapse with a thundering crash, white the whole building is wrapped in a cloud of dust. The multitude utter shrieks of terror; many fee, others fall to the ground. There is breathless stillness for a while. Little by little the cloud of dust settles, and the temple of Apollo is seen in ruins. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 [Whose two conductors have fled, stands alone, and says softly.] God has spoken.

 

JULIAN. 
 [Pale, and in a low voice.] Apollo has spoken. His temple was polluted: therefore he crushed it. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 And I tell you it was that Lord who laid the temple of Jerusalem in ruins. 
 

JULIAN. 
 If it be so, then the churches of the Galilean shall be closed, and his priests shall be driven with scourges to raise up that temple anew. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Try, impotent mail! Who has had power to restore the temple of Jerusalem since the Prince of Golgotha called down destruction upon it? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have the power! The Emperor has the power! Your God shall be made a liar. Stone by stone will I rebuild the temple of Jerusalem in all its glory, as it was in the days of Solomon. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Not one stone shall you add to another; for it is accursed of the Lord. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Wait, wait; you shall see — if you could see — you who stand there forsaken and helpless, groping in the darkness, not knowing where you next may place your foot. 
 

BISHOP MARIS. 
 Yet I see the glare of the lightning that shall one day fall upon you and yours. [He gropes his way out. Julian remains behind, surrounded by a handful of pale and terrified attendants. 
 






  







ACT THIRD.
 






  








SCENE FIRST.

 

 In Antioch. An open colonnade, with statues and a fountain in front of it. To the left, under the colonnade, a flight of steps leads up to the Imperial Palace. A company of Courtiers, Teachers, Poets, and Orators — among them the court-physician, ORIBASES, and the poet, HERACLIUS — are assembled, some in the colonnade, some around the fountain; most of them are dressed in ragged cloaks, with matted hair and beards. 
 

HERACLIUS. 

I can endure this life no longer. To rise with the sun, plunge into a cold bath, run or fence oneself weary — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 ‘Tis all very wholesome. 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 Is it wholesome to eat seaweed and raw fish? 
 

A COURTIER. 
 Is it wholesome to have to devour meat in great lumps, all bloody, as it comes from the butcher? 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 ‘Tis little enough meat I have seen for the past week. Most of it goes to the altars. Ere long, methinks, we shall be able to say that the ever venerable gods are the only meat-eaters in Antioch. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Still the same old mocker, Heraclius. 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 Why, of what are you thinking, friend? Far be it from me to mock at the Emperor’s wise decrees. Blessed be the Emperor Julian! Does he not follow in the footsteps of the immortals? For, tell me, does not a certain frugality seem nowadays to reign, even in the heavenly housekeeping? 
 

A COURTIER. 
 Ha-ha-ha! there you are not far wrong. 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 Look at Cybele, formerly so bounteous a goddess, whose statue the Emperor lately found in an ash-pit — 
 

ANOTHER COURTIER. 
 It was in a dunghill — 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 Like enough; fertilising is Cybele’s business. But look at this goddess, I say; — in spite of her hundred breasts, she flows neither with milk nor honey. [A circle of laughing hearers has gathered round him. While he is speaking, the Emperor Julian has come forward on the steps in the colonnade, unnoticed by those below. He wears a tattered cloak, with a girdle of rope; his hair and beard are unkempt, his fingers stained with ink; in both hands, under his arms, and stuck in his belt, he holds bundles of parchment rolls and papers. He stops and listens to Heraclius with every sign of exasperation. 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 [Continuing.] It seems as though this wet-nurse of the world had become barren. We might almost think that she had passed the age when women — A Courtier. [Observing Julian.] Fie, fie, Heraclius, — shame on you! [Julian signs to the courtier to be silent. 
 

HERACLIUS. 

[Continuing.] Well, enough of her. But is Ceres in the same case? Does she not display a most melancholy — I had almost said an imperial — parsimony? Yes, believe me, if we had a little more intercourse with high Olympus nowadays, we should hear much to the same tune. I dare swear that nectar and ambrosia are measured out as sparingly as possible. Oh Zeus, how gaunt must thou have grown! Oh roguish Dionysus, how much is there left of the fulness of thy loins? Oh wanton, quick-flushing Venus, — oh Mars, inauspicious to married men — 
 

JULIAN. 

[In great wrath.] Oh most shameless Heraclius. Oh scurvy, gall-spitting, venom-mouth — 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 Ah, my gracious Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh ribald scoffer at all sacred things! And this must I endure — to hear your croaking tongue the instant I leave my library to breathe the fresh morning air! [He comes nearer. Know you what I hold under my left arm? No, you do not know. ‘Tis a polemic against you, blasphemous and foolish Heraclius! 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 What, my Emperor, — against me? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, a treatise against you. A treatise with which my indignation has this very night inspired me. Think you I could be other than wroth at your most unseemly behaviour yesterday? How strange was the licence you allowed yourself in the lecture-hall, in my hearing, and that of many other earnest men? Had we not to listen for hours together to the shameful fables about the gods which you must needs retail? How dared you repeat such fictions? Were they not lies, from first to last? 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 Ah, my Emperor, if you call that lying, then both Ovid and Lucian were liars. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What else? Oh, I cannot express the indignation that seized me when I understood whither your impudent address was tending. “Man, let nothing surprise you,” I was tempted to say with the comic poet, when I heard you, like an ill-conditioned cur, barking forth, not expressions of gratitude, but a string of irrational nursery-tales, and ill-written to boot. For your verses were bad, Heraclius; — that I have proved in my treatise. How I longed to arise and leave the hall when I saw you, as in a theatre, making a spectacle both of Dionysus and of the great immortal after whom you are named! If I constrained myself to keep my seat, I can assure you ‘twas more out of respect to the players — if I dare call them so — than to the poet. But ‘twas most of all for my own sake. I feared it might seem as though I were fleeing like a frightened dove. Therefore I made no sign, but quietly repeated to myself that verse of Homer: “Bear it, my heart, for a time; heavier things hast thou suffered.” Endure, as before, to hear a mad dog yelp at the eternal gods. Yes, I see we must stomach this and more. We are fallen on evil days. Show me the happy man who has been suffered to keep his eyes and ears uncontaminated in this iron age! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 I pray you, my noble master, be not so deeply moved. Let it comfort you that we all listened with displeasure to this man’s folly. 
 

JULIAN. 
 That is in nowise the truth! I read in the countenances of most of you something far different from displeasure while this shameless mountebank was babbling forth his ribaldries, and then looking round the circle with a greasy smile, just as though he had done something to be proud of. 
 

HERACLIUS. — Alas, my Emperor, I am most unhappy — 
 

JULIAN. 
 That you may well be; for this is, in truth, no trifling matter. Think you the legends of the gods have not a serious and weighty purpose? Are they not destined to lead the human spirit, by an easy and pleasant path, up to the mystic abodes where reigns the highest god, — and thereby to make our souls capable of union with him? How can it be otherwise? Was it not with that view that the old poets invented such legends, and that Plato and others repeated them, and even added to their number? Apart from this purpose, I tell you, these stories would be fit only for children or barbarians, — and scarcely for them. But was it children and barbarians, pray, that you had before you yesterday? Where do you find the audacity to address me as if I were a child? Do you think yourself a sage, and entitled to a sage’s freedom of speech, because you wear a ragged cloak, and carry a beggar’s staff in your hand? A Courtier. How true, my Emperor! No, no, it needs more than that. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ay? Does it indeed? And what? To let your hair grow, perhaps, and never clean your nails? Oh hypocritical Cleon! I know you, one and all. Here, in this treatise, I have given you a name which — ; you shall hear — He searches through the bundles of papers. At that moment Libanius enters from the right, richly, clad, and with a haughty mien. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 [In a low tone.] Ah, you come in the nick of time, most honoured Libanius! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Continuing his search.] Where can it be — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 [To Oribases.] What mean you, friend? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 The Emperor is much enraged; your coming will pacify him. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, here I have it — [With annoyance. What does that man want? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Sire, this is — 
 

JULIAN. 
 No matter, no matter! Now you shall hear whether I know you or not. There are among the wretched Galileans a number of madmen who call themselves penitents. These renounce all earthly possessions, and yet demand great gifts of the fools who treat them as holy men and almost as objects of worship. Behold, you are like these penitents, except that I shall give you nothing. For I am not so foolish as those others. Yes, yes, were I not firm on that point, you would soon overrun the whole court with your shamelessness. Nay, do you not already do so? Are there not many among you who would come again, even if I drove them away? Oh my dear friends, what can this lead to? Are you lovers of wisdom? Are you followers of Diogenes, whose garb and habits you ape? In truth, you do not haunt the schools nearly so much as you besiege my treasurer. What a pitiful and despicable thing has not wisdom become because of you! Oh, hypocrites and babblers without understanding! Oh you — But what is yonder fat man seeking? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Sire, it is the chief magistrate of the city — 
 

JULIAN. 
 The chief magistrate must wait. The matters we have in hand must take precedence of all meaner affairs. How now? Why this air of impatience? Is your business so weighty — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 By no means, sire; I can come another day. [He is going. 
 

ORIBASES. 

Sire, do you not recognise this distinguished man? This is the rhetorician Libanius. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What? Libanius? Impossible. Libanius here — the incomparable Libanius! I cannot believe it. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 I thought the Emperor knew that the citizens of Antioch had chosen me as their chief magistrate. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Assuredly I knew it. But when I made my entrance into the city, and the magistrates came forth to greet me with an oration, I looked in vain for Libanius. Libanius was not among them. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 The Emperor had uttered no wish to hear Libanius speak on that occasion. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The orator Libanius ought to have known what were the Emperor’s wishes in that respect. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Libanius knew not what changes time and absence might have wrought. Libanius therefore judged it more becoming to take his place among the multitude. He chose, indeed, a sufficiently conspicuous position; but the Emperor deigned not to let his eyes fall on him. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I thought you received my letter the day after — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Your new friend Priscus brought it to me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And none the less — perhaps all the more — you held aloof — ? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Headache and weighty business — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Libanius, in bygone days you were not so chary of your presence. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 I come where I am bidden. Ought I to be intrusive? Would you have me stand in the way of the Emperor’s much-honoured Maximus? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus never appears at court. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 And for good reason. Maximus holds a court of his own. The Emperor has conceded him a whole palace. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh my Libanius, have I not conceded you my heart? How can you envy Maximus his palace? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 I envy no man. I do not even envy my colleagues Themistius and Mamertinus, although you have conferred on them such signal proofs of your favour. Nor do I envy Hekebolius, whose wealth you have increased by such princely presents. I even rejoice to be the only man to whom you have given nothing. For I well know the reason of the exception. You wish the cities of your empire to abound in everything, and most of all in oratory, knowing that it is that distinction which marks us off from the barbarians. Now you feared that I, like certain others, might, if you gave me riches, become lukewarm in my art. The Emperor has therefore preferred to let the teacher of his youth remain poor, in order to hold him the closer to his craft. Thus do I interpret a course of action which has astonished some whom I forbear to name. ‘Tis for the honour and well-being of the state that you have given me nothing. I am to lack riches that I may abound in eloquence. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And I, my Libanius, have also understood the reason why the teacher of my youth has let me pass many months here in Antioch without presenting himself. Libanius doubtless deemed that any services his former pupil may have rendered to the gods, to the state, or to learning, were not great enough to deserve celebration by the man who is called the king of eloquence. Libanius no doubt thought that meaner orators were better fitted to deal with such trivial things. Moreover, Libanius has remained silent out of care for the balance of my mind. You feared, doubtless, to see the Emperor intoxicated with arrogance, reeling like one who in his thirst has drunk too deeply of the leaf crowned wine-bowl, had you lavished on him any of that art which is the marvel of Greece, and raised him, so to speak, to the level of the gods, by pouring out before him so precious a libation. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Ah, my Emperor, if I could believe that my oratory possessed such power — 
 

JULIAN. 
 And why should you not believe it, incomparable friend? Oh, leave me. I am wroth with you, Libanius. But it is the lover’s anger against the one he loves. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Is it indeed so? Oh my crowned brother, let me then tell you that not a day has passed since your coming hither on which I have not cursed the steadfastness that would not let me make the first advance. My friends assured me — not without some show of reason — that you had undertaken this long journey chiefly in order to see me and hear me speak. But Julian himself gave no sign. What was I to do? Should I flatter as Emperor him whom I loved as a man? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Embracing and kissing him.] My Libanius!

 

LIBANIUS. 
 [Kissing the Emperor in return.] My friend and brother!

 

ORIBASES. 

How honourable to both! 
 

COURTIERS AND TEACHERS. 

[Clapping their hands. | How beautiful! How sublime! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Libanius, cruel friend, — how could you find it in your heart to balk me so long of this happy moment? During the weeks and months I have waited for you, my countenance has been veiled in Scythian darkness. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Alas, you were in better case than I; for you had those to whom you could speak about your absent friend. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Say not so. I had only the hapless lover’s comfort: that of sorrowfully repeating your name, and crying out: “Libanius, Libanius!” 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Ah, whilst you spoke thus to empty air, I spoke to the four walls of my chamber. Most of the day I passed in bed, picturing to myself who was then with you — now this one, now that. “Once it was otherwise,” I said to myself,—”then it was I who possessed Julian’s ear.” 
 

JULIAN. 
 And meanwhile you let me pine away with longing. Look at me. Have I not grown a century older? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Oh, have I not suffered as great a change? You did not recognise me. 
 

JULIAN. 
 This meeting has been to both of us as a bath, from which we go forth healed. [They embrace and kiss again And now, beloved friend, now tell me what has brought you hither to-day; for I cannot doubt that you have some special errand. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 To say nothing of my longing — so it is. Would that another had been sent in my stead! But the post of honour to which the confidence of the citizens has summoned me makes it my duty to perform all missions alike. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak, my Libanius, and tell me how I can serve you. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Let me begin by saying that the inhabitants of this city are sunk in sorrow because you have withdrawn your favour from them. 
 

JULIAN. 
 H’m — !
 

LIBANIUS. And this sorrow has been coupled with anxiety and disquiet since Alexander, the new governor, assumed office. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha; indeed! 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 The exaltation of such a man could not but take us by surprise. Alexander has hitherto filled only trifling offices, and that in a manner little calculated to earn him either the respect or the affection of the citizens. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know that well, Libanius! 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Alexander is violent in all his dealings, and justice is of little moment in his eyes — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know it; I know all you tell me. Alexander is a rough man, without morals and without eloquence. Alexander has in no way deserved so great advancement. But you may tell the citizens of Antioch that they have deserved Alexander. Ay, they have, if possible, deserved a still worse ruler, covetous and intractable as they are ——  ——  — 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 It is, then, as we feared; this is a punishment — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Hear me, Libanius! How did I come hither? With full confidence in the people of this city. Antioch, chosen by the Sun-King for his especial seat, was to help me to repair all the wrong and ingratitude which had so long been shown to the immortals. But how have you met me? Some with defiance, others with lukewarmness. What have I not to endure here? Does not that Cappadocian, Gregory of Nazianzus, still wander about the city, stirring up the ignorant Galileans by his audacious speeches? Has not a poet arisen among them — a certain Apollinaris — who, with his wild songs, inflames their fanaticism to the point of madness? And what do I not learn from other places? In Caesarea, have they not carried out their threat, and wrecked the temple of Fortuna! Oh shame and infamy! Where were the goddess’s worshippers the while? Did they prevent it? No, they did not lift a finger, Libanius, though they should have laid down life itself to preserve the sanctuary. But wait, wait! The Galileans of Caesarea shall atone with their blood, and the whole city shall go up in flames as soon as I have time at my disposal. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 My lord and friend, — if you would permit me — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Permit me, first. Say yourself whether I ought to tolerate such things? Say whether my zeal can bear with such insults to the divinities who hover over and shield me? But what can I do? Have I not laboured through many a long night to disprove these unhappy delusions, — writing, Libanius, till my eyes were red, and my fingers black with ink? And what good, think you, has it done? I have reaped scorn instead of thanks, not only from the fanatics themselves, but even from men who pretend to share my opinions. And now, to crown all these mortifications, I find you acting as spokesman for the complaints of a handful of citizens against Alexander, who at least does his best to keep the Galileans in check. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Oh, my august friend, — that is precisely our ground of complaint. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you tell me this? 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 ‘Tis not with my own good will that I do the city’s errands. I urged upon the council that they ought to choose for this task the most distinguished man in the town, thereby implying that I did not wish to be chosen. Despite this hint, the choice fell on me, who am certainly not — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Well, well, well! But oh, Libanius, that I must hear from your mouth — ! 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 I beg my crowned brother to remember that I speak in the name of the city! For myself, I prize the immortal gods as highly as any one. Where would the art of oratory be without the legends which the poets of bygone days have left to us? May not these legends be likened to a rich vein of ore, whence an accomplished orator can forge himself both weapons and ornaments, if only he understands how to work the metal skilfully? How flat and insipid would not the maxims of wisdom seem, expressed without images or comparisons borrowed from the supernatural? But think, oh my friend — can you expect the multitude to take this view, especially in such an age as ours? I assure you that in Antioch, at any rate, ‘tis not to be hoped for. The citizens — both Galileans and the more enlightened — have of late years lived at peace without greatly concerning themselves as to these matters. There is scarce a household in the city wherein people are of one mind upon things divine. But, until lately, domestic peace has nevertheless prevailed. Now the case is altered. People have begun to weigh creed against creed. Discord has broken out between the nearest kinsmen. For example, a citizen, whose name I forbear to mention, has lately disinherited his son because the young man separated himself from the Galilean community. Commerce and social life suffer from all this, especially now, when scarcity reigns and famine stands at the door. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Enough, enough, — more than enough, Libanius! You complain of scarcity. But tell me, has luxury ever been more rampant than now? Is the amphitheatre ever empty when it is reported that a new lion has arrived from Africa? Last week, when there was a talk of turning all idlers and vagabonds out of the city because of the dearth, did not the citizens loudly demand that the gladiators and dancing-girls should be exempted; for they felt they could not exist without them! Ah, well may the gods desert you in wrath over your folly! There are plenty of teachers of wisdom in this city, but where is wisdom? Why do so few tread in my footsteps? Why stop at Socrates? Why not go a few steps further, and follow Diogenes, or — if I dare say so — me, since we lead you to happiness? For is not happiness the goal of all philosophy? And what is happiness but harmony with oneself? Does the eagle want golden feathers? Or the lion claws of silver? Or does the pomegranate-tree long to bear fruits of sparkling stone? I tell you no man has a right to enjoy until he has steeled himself to forbear. Ay, he ought not to touch enjoyment with his finger-tips until he has learnt to trample it under foot. Ah truly, we are far from that! But for that end will I work with all my might. For the sake of these things I will give up others which are also important. The Persian king — alarmed at my approach — has offered me terms of peace. I think of accepting them, that I may have my hands free to enlighten and improve you, intractable generation! As to the other matter, it must remain as it is. You shall keep Alexander. Make the best you can of him. Yet, my Libanius, it shall not be said that I have sent you from me in disfavour — 
 

LIBANIUS, Ah, my Emperor — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You mentioned with a certain bitterness that I had given much to Themistius and Mamertinus. But did I not also take something from them? Did I not take from them my daily companionship? ‘Tis my intent to give you more than I gave them. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Ah, what do you tell me, my august brother? 
 

JULIAN. 
 ‘Tis not my intent to give you gold or silver. That folly prevailed with me only at first, until I saw how people flocked round me, like thirsty harvesters round a fountain, elbowing and jostling one another, and each stretching out a hollow hand to have it filled first, and filled to the brim. I have grown wiser since. I think it may be said in particular that the Goddess of Wisdom has not withdrawn her countenance from me in the measures I have taken for the good of this city. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Doubtless, doubtless! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Therefore I commission you, oh my Libanius, to compose a panegyric on me. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Ah, what an honour — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You must lay special stress on the benefits for which the citizens of Antioch owe me gratitude. I hope you will produce an oration that shall do honour both to the orator and to his subject. This task, my Libanius, shall be my gift to you. I know of nothing more fitting to offer to a man like you. 
 

LIBANIUS. 
 Oh, my crowned friend, what a transcendent favour! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And now to the fencing-hall. Then, my friends, we will walk through the streets, to give these insolent townsfolk a profitable example of sobriety in dress and simplicity in manners. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Through the streets, sire? In this midday heat — A Courtier. Pray, sire, let me be excused; I feel extremely unwell — 
 

HERACLIUS. 
 I too, most gracious lord! All this morning I have been struggling against a feeling of nausea — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then take an emetic, and see if you cannot throw up your folly at the same time. Oh Diogenes, — how degenerate are your successors! They are ashamed to wear your cloak in the open street. [He goes out angrily through the colonnade. 
 






  









SCENE SECOND.

 

A mean street in the outskirts of the city. In the row of houses to the left stands a small church. A great multitude of lamenting Christians is assembled. The psalm-writer Apollinaris and the teacher Cyrillus are among them. Women with children in their arms utter loud cries. Gregory of Nazianzus passes along the street. 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 [Rushing up to him and taking hold of his garments.] Ah, Gregory, Gregory — speak to us! Comfort us in this anguish! 
 

GREGORY, Only One can give comfort here. Hold fast by Him. Cling to the Lord our Shepherd. 
 

A WOMAN. 
 Know you this, oh mama of God, — the Emperor has commanded that all our sacred scriptures shall be burnt! 
 

GREGORY. 
 I have heard it; but I cannot believe that his folly is so great. 
 

APOLLINARIS. 
 It is true. Alexander, the new governor, has sent out soldiers to search the houses of the brethren. Even women and children are whipped till they bleed, if they are suspected of hiding books. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 The Emperor’s decree applies not to Antioch only, nor even to Syria; it applies to the empire and the whole world. Every smallest word that is written concerning Christ is to be wiped out of existence, and out of the memory of believers. 
 

APOLLINARIS. 
 Oh ye mothers, weep for yourselves and for your children! The day will come when ye shall dispute with those ye now carry in your arms, as to what was in truth written in the lost Word of God. The day will come when your children’s children shall mock at you, and shall not know who or what Christ was. The day will come when no heart shall remember that once on a time the Saviour of the world suffered and died. The last believer shall go in darkness to his grave, and from that hour shall Golgotha vanish away from the earth, like the place where the Garden of Eden lay. Woe, woe, to the new Pilate! He is not content, like the first, to slay the Saviour’s body. He murders the word and the faith! 
 

THE WOMEN. 

[Tearing: their hair and rending their garments.] Woe, woe, woe!

 

GREGORY. 

And I say unto you, be of good cheer! God does not die. ‘Tis not from Julian that the danger comes. The danger was there long ere he arose, in the weakness and contentiousness of our hearts. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 Oh, Gregory, how can you ask us to remain steadfast amid these horrors? — Brethren and sisters — know you what has happened in Arethusa? The unbelievers have maltreated the old bishop Marcus, dragged him by the hair through the streets, cast him into the sewers, dragged him up again, bleeding and befouled, smeared him over with honey and set him in a tree, a prey to wasps and poisonous flies. 
 

GREGORY. 
 And has not God’s power been gloriously manifested in this very Marcus? What was Marcus before? A man of doubtful faith. When the troubles broke out in Arethusa, he even fled from the city. But behold — no sooner had he heard in his hiding-place that the raging crew were avenging the bishop’s flight on innocent brethren, than he returned of his own free will. And how did he bear the torments which so appalled even his executioners, that in order to withdraw with some show of credit, they offered to release him if he would pay a very trifling fine? Was not his answer: No — and no, and again no? The Lord God was with him. He neither died nor yielded. His countenance showed neither terror nor impatience. In the tree wherein he hung, he thanked God for being lifted a few steps nearer heaven, while the others, as he said, crawled about on the flat earth. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 A miracle must have happened to the resolute old man. If you had heard, as I did, the shrieks from the prison, that day in the summer when Hilarion and the others were tortured — ! They were like no other shrieks — agonised, rasping, mixed with hissing sounds every time the white-hot iron buried itself in the raw flesh. 
 

APOLLINARIS. 
 Oh, Cyrillus, have you forgotten how the shrieks passed over into song? Did not Hilarion sing even in death? Did not that heroic Cappadocian boy sing until he gave up the ghost under the hands of the torturers? Did not Agathon, that boy’s brother, sing until he swooned away, and then woke up in madness? Verily I say unto you, so long as song rings out above our sorrows, Satan shall never conquer! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Be of good cheer. Love one another and suffer one for another, as Serapion in Doristora lately suffered for his brothers, for love of whom he let himself be scourged, and cast alive into the furnace! See, see, — has not the Lord’s avenging hand already been raised against the ungodly? Have you not heard the tidings from Heliopolis under Lebanon? 
 

APOLLINARIS. 
 I know it. In the midst of the ribald feast of Aphrodite, the heathen broke into the house of our holy sisters, violated them, murdered them amid tortures unspeakable — 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 Woe, woe! 
 

APOLLINARIS. 

 — ay, some of the wretches even tore open the bodies of the martyrs, dragged forth the entrails and ate the liver raw! 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 Woe, woe, woe! 
 

GREGORY. 
 The God of Wrath seasoned the meal. How have they thriven on it? Go to Heliopolis, and you shall see those men with a putrefying poison in all their veins, their eyes and teeth dropping out, bereft of speech and understanding. Horror has fallen on the city. Many heathens have been converted since that night. Therefore I fear not this pestilent monster who has risen up against the church; I fear not this crowned hireling of hell, who is bent upon finishing the work of the enemy of mankind. Let him fall upon us with fire, with sword, with the wild beasts of the amphitheatre! Should his madness even drive him further than he has yet gone — what does it matter? For all this there is a remedy, and the path lies open to victory. 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 Christ, Christ! 
 

OTHER VOICES. 
 There he is! There he comes! 
 

SOME. 
 Who? 
 

OTHERS. 
 The Emperor! The murderer! The enemy of God! 
 

GREGORY. 
 Be still! Let him pass by in silence. [A detachment of the Imperial Guard comes along the street. Julian follows, accompanied by courtiers and philosophers, all surrounded by guards. Another division of the Household Guard, led by Fromentinus, closes the procession. 
 

A WOMAN [Softly to the others.] See, see, he has wrapped himself in rags, like a beggar. 
 

ANOTHER WOMAN. 
 He must be out of his senses. 
 

A THIRD WOMAN. 
 God has already stricken him. 
 

A FOURTH WOMAN. 
 Hide your little ones against your breasts. Let not their eyes behold the monster. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha, are not these all Galileans? What do you here in the sunshine, in the open street, you spawn of darkness? 
 

GREGORY. 
 You have closed our churches; therefore we stand without and praise the Lord our God. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, is that you, Gregory? So you still linger here. But beware; my patience will not last for ever. 
 

GREGORY. 
 I seek not a martyr’s death; I do not even desire it; but if it be allotted me, I shall glory in dying for Christ. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Your phrases weary me. I will not have you here. Why cannot you keep to your stinking dens? Go home, I tell you! 
 

A WOMAN. 
 Oh, Emperor, where is our home? 
 

ANOTHER WOMAN. 
 Where are our houses? The heathen have plundered them and driven us out. 
 

A VOICE IN THE THRONG. 
 Your soldiers have taken from us all our goods. 
 

OTHER VOICES. 
 Oh Emperor, Emperor, why have you seized upon our possessions? 
 

JULIAN. 

You ask that? I will tell you, ignorant creatures! If your riches are taken from you, ‘tis out of care for your souls’ weal. Has not the Galilean said that you shall possess neither silver nor gold? Has not your Master promised that you shall one day ascend to heaven? Ought you not, then, to thank me for making your rising as easy as possible? 
 

THE PHILOSOPHERS. 
 Oh, incomparably answered! 
 

APOLLINARIS. 
 Sire, you have robbed us of what is more precious than gold and silver. You have robbed us of God’s own word. You have robbed us of our sacred scriptures. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know you, hollow-eyed psalm-singer! Are not you Apollinaris? I believe if I take away your senseless books, you are capable of making up others, just as senseless, in their stead. But you are a pitiful bungler, let me tell you, both in prose and verse! By Apollo! no true Greek would suffer a line of yours to pass his lips. The pamphlet you sent me the other day, which you had the effrontery to entitle “The Truth,” I have read, understood, and condemned. 
 

APOLLINARIS. 
 ‘Tis possible you may have read it; but understood it you have not; for if you had, you would not have condemned it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ha-ha! the rejoinder I am preparing will prove that I understood it. — But as to those books whose loss you lament and howl over, I may tell you that you will presently hold them cheaper when it is proved that Jesus of Nazareth was a liar and deceiver. 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 Woe to us; woe to us! 
 

CYRILLUS. 

[Stepping forward.] Emperor — what mean you by that? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Did not the crucified Jew prophesy that the Temple of Jerusalem should lie in ruins till the end of time? 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 So shall it be! — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh fools! At this moment my general, Jovian, with two thousand workmen, is at Jerusalem, rebuilding the temple in all its glory. Wait, wait, you stiff-necked doubters — you shall learn who is the mightier, the Emperor or the Galilean. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 Sire, that you yourself shall learn to your dismay. I held my peace till you blasphemed the Highest, and called him a liar; but now I tell you that you have not a feather-weight of power against the Crucified One! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Constraining himself.] Who are you, and what do you call yourself? 
 

CYRILLUS. 

[Coming forward. I will tell you. First and foremost I call myself a Christian, and that is a most honourable name; for it shall never be wiped away from the earth. Furthermore, I bear the name of Cyrillus, and am known by that name among my brethren and sisters. But if I keep the former name unspotted, I shall reap eternal life as a reward. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You are mistaken, Cyrillus! You know I am not unversed in the mysteries of your creed. Believe me — he in whom you put your trust is not the being you imagine. He died, in very truth, at the time when the Roman, Pontius Pilate, was governor in Judea. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 I am not mistaken. ‘Tis you, oh Emperor, who err in this. ‘Tis you, who repudiated Christ at the moment when he gave you dominion over the world. Therefore I tell you, in his name, that he will quickly take from you both your dominion and your life; and then shall you recognise, too late, how mighty is he whom in your blindness you despise. Yea, as you have forgotten his benefits, he will not remember his loving-kindness, when he shall rise up to punish you. You have cast down his altars; he shall cast you down from your throne. You have taken delight in trampling his law under foot, that very law which you yourself once proclaimed to believers. In like manner shall the Lord trample you under his heel. Your body shall be scattered to the wild winds, and your soul shall descend to a place of greater torments than you can devise for me and mine! [The women flock around Cyrillus, with cries and lamentations. 
 

JULIAN. 

I would fain have spared you, Cyrillus! The gods are my witnesses that I hate you not for your faith’s sake. But you have mocked at my imperial power and authority, and that I must punish. [To the Captain of the Guard. Fromentinus, lead this man to prison, and let the executioner Typhon give him as many lashes with the scourge as are needful to make him confess that the Emperor, and not the Galilean, has all power upon earth. 
 

GREGORY. 
 Be strong, Cyrillus, my brother! 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 [With upraised hands.] How blessed am I, to suffer for the glory of God! [The soldiers seize and drag him out. 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 [With tears and sobs.] Woe to us! Woe, woe, to the apostate! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Disperse these maniacs! Let them be driven out of the city as rebels. I will no longer endure this defiance and scandal. [The guard drives the lamenting crowd into the side streets. Only the Emperor and his suite remain behind. A man who has hitherto been hidden is now seen lying at the church door; he is in torn garments, and has ashes strewn on his head. A Soldier. [Stirring him with a lance-shaft.] Up, up; be off!

 

THE MAN. 
 [Looking up.]Tread under foot this salt without savour, rejected of the Lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh everlasting gods! — Hekebolius — ! 
 

THE COURTIERS. 
 Ah, so it is, — Hekebolius! 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 That is no longer my name! I am nameless. I have denied the baptism that gave me my name! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Arise, friend? Your mind is distempered — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Judas’s brother is pestiferous. Away from me — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh feeble-hearted man — 
 

HEKEBOLIUS. 
 Avaunt, tempter! Take back your thirty pieces of silver! Is it not written, “Thou shalt forsake wife and children for the Lord’s sake”? And I — ? For the sake of wife and children have I betrayed the Lord my God! Woe, woe, woe! [He casts himself down again on his face. 
 

JULIAN. 

Such flames of madness do these writings kindle over the earth! And do I not well to burn them? Wait! Ere a year has passed the Temple of the Jews shall stand again on Zion hill, — the splendour of its golden dome shining over the world, and testifying: Liar, liar, liar! [He goes hastily away, followed by the philosophers. 
 






  







SCENE THIRD.
 

A road outside the city. To the left, by the wayside, stands a statue of Cybele amid the stumps of hewn-down trees. At a little distance to the left is a fountain, with a stone basin. It is towards sunset. On a step at the foot of the goddess’s statue sits an old priest, with a covered basket in his lap. A number of men and women carry water from the fountain. Passers-by are seen on the road. From the left enters the dyer Phocion, meanly clad, with a great bundle on his head. He meets Eunapius the barber, who comes from the city. 
 

PHOCION. 

Aha! — my friend Eunapius in full court dress! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Shame on you for mocking a poor man. 
 

PHOCION. 
 Call you that mockery? I thought it was the highest distinction. 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 You may say so indeed. ‘Tis now the height of distinction to go in rags, especially if they have lain long enough in the gutter. 
 

PHOCION. 
 How will all this end, think you? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 What should I care? I know how it has ended with me, and that is enough. 
 

PHOCION. 
 Are you no longer in the Emperor s service? 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 What should the Emperor Julian want with a barber? Think you he has his hair cut, or his beard trimmed? He does not even comb them. But how goes it with you? You do not look much better off. 
 

PHOCION. 
 Alas, Eunapius, purple-dyeing has had its day. 
 

EUNAPIUS. 
 Right, right; now we dye only the backs of the Christians. But what is that you are toiling with? 
 

PHOCION. 
 A bundle of willow bark. I am to dye fools’ cloaks for the philosophers. [A detachment of soldiers enters from the right; they range themselves beside the statue of Cybele. 
 

PHOCION. 
 [To one of the men beside the stone basin.] What does this mean?

 

THE MAN. 

The statue is to be fed once more. 
 

PHOCION. 
 Will the Emperor sacrifice here this evening? 
 

ANOTHER MAN. 
 Does he not sacrifice both morning and evening — sometimes here, sometimes there? 
 

A WOMAN. 
 ‘Tis hard on us poor folk that the new Emperor is so much in love with the gods. 
 

ANOTHER WOMAN. 
 Nay, Dione, say hot so. Ought we not all to love the gods? 
 

THE FIRST WOMAN. 
 Maybe, maybe; but ‘tis hard on us none the less — 
 

ONE OF THE MEN. 

[Points to the right.] Look — there he comes. The Emperor Julian advances in priestly attire, with a sacrificial knife. Many philosophers, priests, and servants surround him, along with his guard. After them comes a crowd of people, some mocking, some indignant. 
 

ONE OF THE NEWCOMERS. 

There stands the goddess. Now you shall see sport. 
 

AN Older MAN. Do you call that sport? How many hungry mouths could be fed with what is wasted here? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Approaching the statue.] Oh, this sight! It fills my heart with rapture and my eyes with tears of sorrow. Yes, I must indeed weep, when I remember that this awe-inspiring goddess’s statue, overthrown by impious and audacious hands, has lain so long as if in a sleep of oblivion — and that, moreover, in a place I loathe to mention. [Suppressed laughter among the listeners. Julian turns angrily. But I feel no less rapture when I remember that to me it was vouchsafed to rescue the Divine Mother from so unworthy a situation. May I not well be enraptured by this thought? — Men say of me, that I have won a few victories over the barbarians, and praise me for them. For my part, I set more value on what I am doing for the gods; for to them we owe all our strength and all our care. [To those by the stone basin. It pleases me, however, to find that there are some in this stiff-necked city who are not deaf to my exhortations, but have come forth with seemly piety — and, I doubt not, have brought with them suitable offerings. [He goes up to the Old Priest.
What do I see? One solitary old man! Where are your brethren of the temple? 
 

THE OLD PRIEST. 
 Sire, they are all dead but I. 
 

JULIAN. 
 All dead! The road laid irreverently close to the sanctuary. The venerable grove hewn down — Old man — where are the sacrificial offerings? 
 

THE OLD PRIEST. 

[Pointing to the basket.] Here, sire!

 

JULIAN. 

Yes, yes; but the rest? 
 

THE OLD PRIEST. 
 This is all. [He opens the basket. 
 

JULIAN. 

A goose! And this goose is all? 
 

THE OLD PRIEST. 
 Yes, sire! 
 

JULIAN, And what pious man have we to thank for so generous an offering? 
 

THE OLD PRIEST. 
 I brought it with me myself. Oh, sire, be not wroth; this one was all I had. [Laughter and mutterings among the bystanders. Suppressed VOICES. ‘Tis enough. A goose is more than enough. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh Antioch — you put my patience to a hard test! 
 

A MAN IN THE CROWD. 
 Bread first, offerings afterwards! 
 

PHOCION. 

[Nudging him in the side.] Well said; well said!

 

ANOTHER MAN. 

Give the citizens food; the gods may do as best they can. 
 

A THIRD Man. We were better off under Chi and Kappa! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh you shameless brawlers, with your Chi and Kappa! Think you I do not know whom you mean by Chi and Kappa? Ho-ho, I know very well. ‘Tis a by-word among you. You mean Christ and Constantius. But their dominion is past, and I shall soon find means of subduing the frowardness and ingratitude you display both towards the gods and towards me. You are offended because I allot the gods their due offerings. You mock at my modest attire and my untrimmed beard. This beard is a very thorn in your eyes! You call it, irreverently, a goat’s beard. But I tell you, oh fools, it is a wise man’s beard. I am not ashamed to let you know that this beard harbours vermin, as willow copses harbour game — and yet this despised beard is more honourable to me than your smooth-shaven chins to you! 
 

EUNAPIUS. 

[Half aloud. | What foolishness; most unreasonable! 
 

JULIAN. 
 But think you I will leave your mockeries unanswered? No, no, you will find yourselves mistaken. Only wait; you shall hear from me sooner than you think. I am at this moment preparing a treatise, entitled “The Beard-Hater.” And would you know against whom it is directed? It is directed against you, citizens of Antioch — against you, whom I describe in it as “those ignorant hounds.” You will find in it my reasons for many things that now seem strange to you in my behaviour. 
 

FROMENTINUS. 

[Entering from the right.] Great Emperor, I bring you good news. Cyrillus has already given way — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, I thought so. 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Typhon did his work bravely. The prisoner was stripped, tied by the wrists, and slung to the rafters, so that the tips of his toes barely touched the floor; then Typhon scourged him from behind with a lash of ox sinews that circled his body round to the breast. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh how wicked to force us to use such means! 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Lest he should die under our hands, we had at last to release the obstinate wretch. He remained for a time quite still, and seemed to reflect; then suddenly he demanded to be brought before the Emperor. — 
 

JULIAN. 
 This pleases me. And you are having him brought hither? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Yes, sire — here they come with him. A detachment of soldiers enters, conducting Cyrillus.

 

JULIAN. 

Ah, my good Cyrillus, — you are not quite so overweening as you were, I see. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 Have you read in the entrails of some beast or bird what I have to say to you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Methinks there needs no divination to foresee that you have come to your senses, that you renounce your delusions concerning the Galilean’s power, and that you acknowledge both the Emperor and our gods to be greater than he. 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 Imagine no such thing. Your gods are powerless; and if you cling to these graven images, that can neither hear nor see, you yourself will soon be as powerless as they. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Cyrillus — is this what you have to say? 
 

CYRILLUS. 
 No; I come to thank you. Hitherto I have dreaded you and your tortures. But in the hour of agony I won the victory of the spirit over all that is corruptible. Yes, Emperor, while your hirelings thought I was hanging in torment from the prison roof, — I lay, happy as a child, in my Saviour’s arms; and when your executioners seemed to be flaying my body with stripes, the Lord passed his healing hand over the wounds, took away the crown of thorns, and placed on my brow the crown of life. Therefore I thank you; no mortal has ever done me so great a service as you. And lest you should think I fear you for the future, see ——  — [He throw’s back his cloak, tears open his wounds and casts pieces of flesh at the Emperor s feet — see — see — gorge yourself with the blood you thirst after! But as for me, know that I thirst after Jesus Christ alone. [Shrieks of horror are heard among the crowd.

 

MANY VOICES. 
 This will bring disaster on us all! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Who has recoiled.] Hold the madman, lest he lay hands on us! The soldiers surround Cyrillus and drag him to the water basin; at the same moment the voices of singing women are heard to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

Look there, Fromentinus — what strange company is that-; — ? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 My gracious Emperor, ‘tis the psalm singers —— 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, that band of raving women — 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 The governor Alexander has taken from them some writings which they hold sacred. They are going out of the city to weep at the graves of the Christians. 
 

JULIAN. 

With clenched hands.] Defiance; defiance — from men and women alike! [Old Publia, and many other women, come along the road. 
 

PUBLIA. 
 [Sings. Their gods are of marble, and silver and gold. They shall crumble to mould. 
 

CHORUS OF WOMEN. 
 To mould; to mould! 
 

PUBLIA. 
 They murder our brothers; our children they smite. Soar up, doves of song, and pray God to requite! 
 

CHORUS OF WOMEN. 
 Pray God to requite! 
 

PUBLIA. 

[Catching sight of Julian.] There he stands! Woe to the miscreant who has burnt the word of the Lord! Think you you can burn the word of the Lord with fire? I will tell you where it burns. [She wrests a knife from one of the sacrificing priests, cuts open her breast and probes into the wound. Here the word burns. You may burn our books; but the word shall burn in the hearts of men until the uttermost end of time! [She casts the knife from her. 
 

THE WOMEN. 
 [Sing with growing ecstasy. Let writings be burnt, and let bodies be slain; The word shall remain — The word shall remain! [They take Publia into their midst and go out towards the country. 
 

THE PEOPLE BY THE FOUNTAIN. 

Woe to us; the Galileans’ God is the strongest! 
 

OTHER VOICES. 
 What avail all our gods against this one? 
 

OTHERS AGAIN. 
 No offering! No worship! ‘Twill incense the terrible one against us. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh fools! You fear to incense a man long dead, — a false prophet — you shall have proof of it. He is a liar, I say! Wait but a little longer. Every day, every hour, may bring tidings from Jerusalem — Jovian, much travel-stained, enters hastily, with a few followers, from the right. 
 

JOVIAN. 

Most gracious Emperor, pardon your servant for seeking you here. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With a cry of joy.] Jovian! Oh welcome news bearer! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 I come direct from Judea. I learned at the palace that you were here — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, ever-praiseworthy gods, — yon setting sun shall not go down upon the lie. How far have you progressed? Speak, my Jovian! 
 

JOVIAN. 

[With a glance at the crowd.] Sire, shall I tell all?

 

JULIAN. 

All, all — from first to last! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 I arrived at Jerusalem with the architects and soldiers, and the two thousand workmen. We went to work at once to clear the ground. Mighty remnants of the walls remained. They fell before our pickaxes and crowbars so easily that it seemed as though some unseen power were helping us to efface them — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You see! What did I tell you! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 In the meantime immense heaps of mortar were being brought together for the new building. Then, without any warning, there arose a whirlwind, which spread the lime like a cloud over the whole region. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go on; go on! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 The same night the earth shook repeatedly. 
 

VOICES IN THE CROWD. 
 Hear that! The earth shook. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Go on, I say! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 We were nothing daunted by this strange event. But when we had dug so deep into the ground as to open the subterranean vaults, and the stone hewers went down to work by torchlight — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Jovian, — what then? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Sire, a terrible, a monstrous stream of fire burst out of the caverns. A thundering noise shook the whole city. The vaults burst asunder; hundreds of workmen were killed in them, and the few who escaped fled with lacerated limbs. 
 

WHISPERING VOICES. 
 The Galileans’ God! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Can I believe all this? Did you see it? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 With my own eyes. We began anew. Sire, in the presence of many thousands — awestruck, kneeling, exulting, praying — the same Wonder was twice repeated. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Pale and trembling] And then — ? In
one word, — what has the Emperor achieved in Jerusalem? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 The Emperor has fulfilled the Galilean’s prophecy. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Fulfilled — ? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Through you is the saying accomplished: “Not one stone shall remain upon another.” 
 

MEN AND WOMEN. 
 The Galilean has overcome the Emperor! The Galilean is greater than Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [To the priest of Cybele.] You may go home, old man! And take your goose with yon. We will have no sacrifice this evening. [He turns to the crowd. I heard some say the Galilean had conquered. It may appear so; but I tell you it is a delusion. Oh senseless clods; oh contemptible dolts, — believe me, it will not be long before the tables are turned! I will — ; I will — ! Ah, only wait! I am already collecting material for a treatise against the Galilean. It is to be in seven chapters; and when his followers have read that, — and when “The Beard-Hater,” too — Give me your arm, Fromentinus! This defiance has wearied me. [To the guard, as he passes the fountain. Set Cyrillus free! [He returns with his retinue to the city, 
 

THE CROWD AT THE FOUNTAIN. 
 [Shouting after him with scornful laughter] There goes the altar-butcher! — There goes the ragged bear! — There goes the ape with the long arms! 
 






  







SCENE FOURTH
 

Moonlight. Among the ruins of the temple of Apollo. The Emperor Julian and Maximus the Mystic, both in robes, appear among the overthrown columns. 
 

MAMMUS. 

Whither, my brother? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Where it is loneliest. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 But here — in this desolation? Among these rubbish-heaps — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is not the whole earth a rubbish-heap? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Yet you have shown that what has fallen can be restored. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Mocker! In Athens I saw how a cobbler had made himself a little workshop in the temple of Theseus. In Rome, I hear, a corner of the Basilica Julia is used for a bullock-stable. Call you that restoration? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Why not? Does not everything happen little by little? What is a whole but the sum of all the parts? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Foolish wisdom! [He points to the overturned, statue of Apollo. See this noseless face. See this splintered elbow, — these shattered loins. Does the sum of all these deformities restore to us the divine perfection of bygone beauty? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 How know you that that bygone beauty was beautiful — in itself — apart from the spectator’s idea? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Maximus, that is just the question. What exists in itself? After to-day I know of nothing. [He kicks the head of Apollo. Have you ever been mightier, in yourself? Strange, Maximus, that there should dwell such strength in delusion. Look at those Galileans. And look at me in the old days, when I thought it possible to build up again the fallen world of beauty. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Friend — if delusion be a necessity to you, return to the Galileans. They will receive you with open arms. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You know well that that is impossible. Emperor and Galilean! How reconcile that contradiction? Yes, this Jesus Christ is the greatest rebel that ever lived. What was Brutus — what was Cassius, compared with him? They murdered only the man Julius Caesar; but he murders all that is called Caesar or Augustus. Is peace conceivable between the Galilean and the Emperor? Is there room for the two of them together upon the earth? For he lives on the earth, Maximus, — the Galilean lives, I say, however thoroughly both Jews and Romans imagined that they had killed him; he lives in the rebellious minds of men; he lives in their scorn and defiance of all visible authority. “Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, — and to God the things that are God’s!” Never has mouth of man uttered a craftier saying than that. What lies behind it? What, and how much, belongs to the Emperor? That saying is nothing but a bludgeon wherewith to strike the crown from off the Emperor’s head. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Yet the great Constantine knew how to compound matters with the Galilean — and your predecessor too. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, could one only be as easily satisfied as they! But call you that ruling the empire of the world? Constantine widened the boundaries of his dominion, but did he not fix narrow boundaries to his spirit and his will? You rate that man too high when you call him “the great.” Of my predecessor I will not speak; he was more slave than Emperor, and I cannot be contented with the name alone. No, no, a truce is not to be thought of in this contest. And yet — to have to give way! Oh, Maximus, after these defeats I cannot retain the crown — yet neither can I renounce it. You, Maximus, who can interpret omens whose mystic meaning is hidden from all others — you who can read the volume of the eternal stars, — can you foretell the issue of this struggle? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Yes, my brother, I can foretell the issue. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Can you? Then tell me — ! Who shall conquer? The Emperor or the Galilean? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Both the Emperor and the Galilean shall succumb. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Succumb — ? Both — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Both. Whether in our times or in hundreds of years, I know not; but so it shall be when the right man comes. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And who is the right man? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 He who shall swallow up both Emperor and Galilean. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You solve the riddle by a still darker riddle. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Hear me, brother and friend of truth! I say you shall both succumb — but not that you shall perish. Does not the child succumb in the youth, and the youth in the man? Yet neither child nor youth perishes. Oh, my best-loved pupil — have you forgotten all our discourse in Ephesus about the three empires? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah Maximus, years have passed since then. Speak! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 You know I have never approved the course you have taken as Emperor. You have striven to make the youth a child again. The empire of the flesh is swallowed up in the empire of the spirit. But the empire of the spirit is not final, any more than the youth is. You have striven to hinder the growth of the youth, — to hinder him from becoming a man. Oh fool, who have drawn your sword against that which is to be — against the third empire, in which the twin-natured shall reign! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And he — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The Jews have a name for him. They call him Messiah, and they await him. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Slowly and thoughtfully.] Messiah? — Neither Emperor nor Redeemer? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Both in one, and one in both. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Emperor-God — God-Emperor. Emperor in the kingdom of the spirit, — and God in that of the flesh. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 That is the third empire, Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, Maximus, that is the third empire. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 In that empire shall the present watchword of revolt be realised. 
 

JULIAN. 

“Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, — and to God the things that are God’s.” Yes, yes, then the Emperor is in God, and God in the Emperor. — Ah, dreams, dreams, — who shall break the Galilean’s power? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Wherein lies the Galilean’s power? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I have brooded over that question in vain. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Is it not somewhere written: “Thou shalt have none other gods but me”? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes — yes — yes! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The Seer of Nazareth did not preach this god or that; he said: “God is I; — I am God.” 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ay, this thing without me — ! ‘Tis that which makes the Emperor powerless. The third empire? The Messiah? Not the Jews’ Messiah, but the Messiah of the two empires, the spirit and the world — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The God-Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Emperor-God. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Logos in Pan — Pan in Logos. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus, — how comes he into being? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 He comes into being in the man who wills himself. 
 

JULIAN. 
 My beloved teacher, — I must leave you. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Whither are you going? 
 

JULIAN. 
 To the city. The Persian king has made overtures of peace, which I too hastily accepted. My envoys are already on the way. They must be overtaken and recalled. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 You will reopen the war against King Sapor? Julian. I will do what Cyrus dreamed of, and Alexander attempted — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will possess the world. — Good-night, my Maximus! [He makes a gesture of farewell, and goes hastily away. Maximus looks thoughtfully after him. 
 

THE CHORUS OF THE PSALM-SINGERS. [Far away, beside the grave’s of the martyrs. Ye gods of the nations, of silver and gold,
Ye shall crumble to mould! 
 






  







ACT FOURTH
 






  








SCENE FIRST.

 

The eastern frontier of the empire. A wild mountain landscape. A deep valley separates the high foreground from the mountains behind. The Emperor Julian, in military dress, stands on the edge of a rocky promontory, and looks into the depths. A little way from him, to the left, stand Nevitta, the Persian prince Hormisdas, Jovian, and several other generals. To the right, beside a roughly-built stone altar, crouch the soothsayer, Numa, and two other Etruscan soothsayers, examining the entrails of the sacrifices for omens. Further forward sits Maximus the Mystic on a stone, surrounded by Priscus, Kytron, and other philosophers. Small detachments of light-armed men now and then pass over the height from left to right. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Pointing downwards] See, see — the legions wind like a scaly serpent through the ravine. 
 

NEVITA. 
 Those just below us, in sheepskin doublets, are the Scythians. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What piercing howls — ! 
 

NEVITA. 
 That is the Scythians’ customary song, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 More howl than song. 
 

NEVITA. 
 Now come the Armenians. Arsaces himself is leading them. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Roman legions must already be out on the plains. All the neighbouring tribes are hastening to make their submission. [He turns to the officers. The twelve hundred ships, containing all our stores and munitions, lie assembled on the Euphrates. I am now fully assured that the fleet can cross over to the Tigris by the ancient canal. The whole army will pass the river by means of the ships. Then we will advance along by the eastern bank as rapidly as the current will suffer the ships to follow us. Tell me, Hormisdas, what think you of this plan? 
 

HORMISDAS. 
 Invincible general, I know that under your victorious protection it will be vouchsafed me to tread once more the soil of my fatherland. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What a relief to be rid of those narrow-breasted citizens! What terror was in their eyes when they pressed round my chariot as I left the city! “Come again quickly,” they cried, “and be more gracious to us than now.” I will never revisit Antioch. I will never again set eyes on that ungrateful city! When I have conquered I will return by way of Tarsus. [He goes up to the soothsayers. Numa, — what omens for our campaign do you find this morning? 
 

NUMA. 
 The omens warn you not to pass the frontier of your empire this year. 
 

JULIAN. 
 H’m! How read you this omen, Maximus? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I read it thus: the omen counsels you to subdue all the regions you traverse; thus you will never pass the frontier of your empire. 
 

JULIAN. 
 So is it. We must look closely into such supernatural signs; for there is wont to be a double meaning in them. It even seems at times as if mysterious powers took a delight in leading men astray, especially in great undertakings. Were there not some who held it an evil omen that the colonnade in Hierapolis fell in and buried half a hundred soldiers, just as we marched through the city? But I say that that is a presage of a twofold good. In the first place it foreshows the downfall of Persia, and in the second place the doom of the unhappy Galileans. For what soldiers were they who were killed? Why, Galilean convict-Soldiers, who went most unwillingly to the war; and therefore fate decreed them that sudden and inglorious end. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Most gracious Emperor, here comes a captain from the vanguard. 
 

AMMIAN. 

[Entering from, the right.] Sire, you commanded me to inform you should anything strange befall during our advance. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Well? Has anything happened this morning? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Yes, sire, two portents. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Quick, Ammian, — speak on! 
 

AMMIAN. 
 First, sire, it happened that when we had gone a little way beyond the village of Zaita, a lion of monstrous size burst from a thicket and rushed straight at our soldiers, who killed it with many arrows. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah! 
 

THE PHILOSOPHERS. 
 What a fortunate omen! 
 

HORMISDAS. 
 King Sapor calls himself the lion of the nations. 
 

NUMA. 

[Busied at the altar.] Turn back; turn back, Emperor Julian! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Go fearlessly forward, chosen son of victory! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Turn back after this? As the lion fell at Zaita, so shall the lion of the nations fall before our arrows. Does not history warrant me in interpreting this omen to our advantage? Need I remind such learned men that when the Emperor Maximian conquered the Persian king, Narses, a lion, and a huge wild boar besides, were, in like manner, slain in front of the Roman ranks? [To Ammian. But now the other — ? You spoke of two signs. 
 

AMMIAN. 
 The other is more doubtful, sire! Your charger, Babylonius, was led forth, as you commanded, fully equipped, to await your descent on the other side of the mountain. But just at that time a detachment of Galilean convict-soldiers happened to pass. Heavily laden as they were, and by no means over willing, they had to be driven with scourges. Nevertheless they lifted up their arms as in rejoicing, and burst forth into a loud hymn in praise of their deity. Babylonius was startled by the sudden noise, reared in his fright, and fell backwards; and as he sprawled upon the ground, all his golden trappings were soiled and bespattered with mud. 
 

NUMA. 

[At the altar.] Emperor Julian, — turn back, turn back! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Galileans must have done this out of malice, — and yet, in spite of themselves, they have brought to pass a portent which I hail with delight. Yes, as Babylonius fell, so shall Babylon fall, stripped of all the splendour of its adornments. 
 

PRISCUS. 
 What wisdom in interpretation! 
 

KYTRON. 
 By the gods, it must be so! 
 

THE OTHER PHILOSOPHERS. 
 So, and not otherwise! 
 

JULIAN. 

[To Nevita.] The army shall continue to advance. Nevertheless, for still greater security, I will sacrifice this evening and see what the omens indicate. As for you Etruscan jugglers, whom I have brought hither at so great a cost, I will no longer suffer you in the camp, where you serve only to damp the soldiers’ spirits. You know nothing of the difficult calling you profess. What effrontery! What measureless presumption! Away with them! I will not set eyes on them again. [Some of the guards drive the Soothsayers out to the left. Babylonius fell. The lion succumbed before my soldiers. Yet these things do not tell us what invisible help we have to depend upon. The gods, whose essence is as yet by no means duly ascertained, seem sometimes — if I may say so — to slumber, or, on the whole, to concern themselves very little with human affairs. We, my dear friends, are so unfortunate as to live in such an age. We have even seen how certain divinities have neglected to support well-meant endeavours, tending to their own honour and glory. Yet must we not judge rashly in this matter. It is conceivable that the immortals, who guide and uphold the universe, may sometimes depute their power to mortal hands, — not thereby, assuredly, lessening their own glory; for is it not thanks to them that so highly-favoured a mortal — if he exist — has been born into this world? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Oh matchless Emperor, do not your own achievements afford proof of this? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know not, Priscus, whether I dare rate my own achievements so highly. I say nothing of the fact that the Galileans believe the Jew, Jesus of Nazareth, to have been thus elected; for these men err — as I shall conclusively establish in my treatise against them. But I will remind you of Prometheus in ancient days. Did not that preeminent hero procure for mankind still greater blessings than the gods seemed to vouchsafe — wherefore he had to suffer much, both pain and despiteful usage, till he was at last exalted to the communion of the gods — to which, in truth, he had all the while belonged? And may not the same be said both of Herakles and of Achilles, and, finally, of the Macedonian Alexander, with whom some have compared me, partly on account of what I achieved in Gaul, partly, and especially, on account of my designs in the present campaign? 
 

NEVITA. 
 My Emperor — the rear-guard is now beneath us — it is perhaps time — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Presently, Nevita! First I must tell you of a strange dream I had last night. I dreamed that I saw a child pursued by a rich man who owned countless flocks, but despised the worship of the gods. This wicked man exterminated all the child’s kindred. But Zeus took pity on the child itself, and held his hand over it. Then I saw this child grow up into a youth, under the care of Minerva and Apollo. Further, I dreamed that the youth fell asleep upon a stone beneath the open sky. Then Hermes descended to him, in the likeness of a young man, and said: “Come; I will show thee the way to the abode of the highest god!” So he led the youth to the foot of a very steep mountain. There he left him. Then the youth burst out into tears and lamentations, and called with a loud voice upon Zeus. Lo, then, Minerva and the Sun-King who rules the earth descended to his side, bore him aloft to the peak of the mountain, and showed him the whole inheritance of his race. But this inheritance was the orb of the earth from ocean to ocean, and beyond the ocean. Then they told the youth that all this should belong to him. And therewith they gave him three warnings: he should not sleep, as his race had done; he should not hearken to the counsel of hypocrites; and, lastly, he should honour as gods those who resemble the gods. “Forget not,” they said, on leaving him, “that thou hast an immortal soul, and that this thy soul is of divine origin. And if thou follow our counsel thou shalt see our father and become a god, even as we.” 
 

PRISCUS. 
 What are signs and omens to this! 
 

KYTRON. 
 It can scarcely be rash to anticipate that the Fates will think twice ere they suffer their counsels to clash with yours. 
 

JULIAN. 
 We dare not build with certainty on such an exception. But assuredly I cannot but find this dream significant, although my brother Maximus, by his silence — against all reasonable expectation — seems to approve neither of the dream itself, nor of my relation of it. — But that we must bear with! [He takes out a roll of paper. See, Jovian; before I arose this morning, I noted down what I had dreamt. Take this paper, let numerous copies of it be made, and read to the various divisions of the army. I hold it of the utmost moment, on so hazardous an expedition, that, amid all dangers and difficulties, the soldiers may leave their fate securely in their leader’s hands, considering him infallible in all that concerns the issue of the war. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 I pray you, my Emperor, let me be excused from this. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What do you mean? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 That I cannot lend my aid to anything that is against the truth. — Oh, hear me, my august Emperor and master! Is there a single one of your soldiers who doubts that he is safe in your hands? Have you not, on the Gallic frontier, in spite of overwhelming numbers and difficulties of all kinds, gained greater victories than any other living commander can boast of? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Well, well! What startling news! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 All know how marvellously fortune has hitherto followed you. In learning you excel all other mortals, and in the glorious art of eloquence you bear the palm among the greatest. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And yet — ? In spite of all this — ? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 In spite of all this, my Emperor, you are but mortal. By publishing this dream through the army you would seek to make men deem you a god, — and in that I dare not assist you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What say you, my friends, to this speech? 
 

KYTRON. 
 It assuredly shows no less effrontery than ignorance. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You seem to forget, oh truth-loving Jovian, that the Emperor Antoninus, surnamed the Pious, has been worshipped in a special temple on the Roman forum as an immortal god. And not he alone, but also his wife, Faustina, and other Emperors before and after him. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 I know it, sire, — but it was not given to our forefathers to live in the light of truth. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With a long look at him.] Ah, Jovian! — Tell me, — last evening, when I was taking the omens for the coming night, you brought me a message just as I was laving the blood from my hands in the water of purification — 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Yes, my Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. — In my haste, I chanced to sprinkle a few drops of the water on your cloak. You shrank sharply backward and shook the water off, as if your cloak had been defiled. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 My Emperor, — so that did not escape you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Did you think it would have escaped me? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Yes, sire; for it was a matter between me and the one true God. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Galilean! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Sire, you yourself sent me to Jerusalem, and I was witness to all that happened there. I have pondered much since then; I have read the scriptures of the Christians, have spoken with many of them, — and now I am convinced that in their teaching lies the truth of God. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is this possible? Can it be possible? Thus does this infectious frenzy spread! Even those nearest me — my own generals desert me — 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Place me in the van against your foes, sire, — and you shall see how gladly I render to Caesar the things that are Caesar’s. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How much — ? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 My blood, my life. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Blood and life are not enough. He who is to rule must rule over the minds, over the wills of men. It is in this that your Jesus of Nazareth bars my way and contests nay power. Think not that I will punish you, Jovian! You Galileans covet punishment as a benefaction. And after it you are called martyrs. Have they not thus exalted those whom I have been obliged to chastise for their obduracy? Go to the vanguard! I will not willingly see your face again. — Oh, this treachery to me, which you veil in phrases about double duty and a double empire! This shall be altered. Other kings besides the Persian shall feel my foot on their necks. To the vanguard, Jovian! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 I shall do my duty, sire! [He goes out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

We will not have this morning darkened, which rose amid so many happy omens. This, and more, will we bear with an even mind. But my dream shall none the less be published through the army. You, Kytron, and you, my Priscus, and my other friends, will see that this is done in a becoming manner. 
 

THE PHILOSOPHERS. 
 With joy, with unspeakable joy, sire! [They take the roll and go out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

I beg you, Hormisdas, not to doubt my power, although it may seem as though stubbornness met me on every hand. Go; and you too, Nevita, and all the rest, each to his post; — I will follow when the troops are all gathered out on the plains. [All except the Emperor and Maximus go out to the right. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [After a time, rises from the stone where he has been seated and goes up to the Emperor.] My sick brother!

 

JULIAN. 

Rather wounded than sick. The deer that is pierced by the hunter’s shaft seeks the thicket where its fellows cannot see it. I could no longer endure to be seen in the streets of Antioch; — and now I shrink from showing myself to the army. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 No one sees you, friend; for they grope in blindness. But you shall be as a physician to restore their sight, and then they shall behold you in your glory. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Gazing down into the ravine.] How far beneath us! How tiny they seem, as they wind their way forward, amid thicket and brushwood, along the rocky river-bed! When we stood at the mouth of this defile, all the leaders, as one man, made for the pass. It meant an hour’s way shortened, a little trouble spared, — on the road to death. And the legions were so eager to follow. No thought of taking the upward path, no longing for the free air up here, where the bosom expands with each deep draught of breath. There they march, and march, and march, and see not that the heaven is straitened above them, — and know not there are heights where it is wider. — Seems it not, Maximus, as though men lived but to die? The spirit of the Galilean is in this. If it be true, as they say, that his father made the world, then the son contemns his father’s work. And it is just for this presumptuous frenzy that he is so highly revered! How great was Socrates compared with him! Did not Socrates love pleasure, and happiness, and beauty? And yet he renounced them. — Is there not a bottomless abyss between not desiring, on the one hand, and, on the other, desiring, yet renouncing? Oh, this treasure of lost wisdom I would fain have restored to men. Like Dionysus of old, I went forth to meet them, young and joyous, a garland on my brow, and the fullness of the vine in my arms. But they reject my gifts, and I am scorned, and hated, and derided, by friends and foes alike. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Why? I -will tell you why. Hard by a certain town where once I lived, there was a vineyard, renowned far and wide for its grapes; and when the citizens wished to have the finest fruits on their tables, they sent their servants out to bring clusters from this vineyard. Many years after I came again to that city; but no one now knew aught of the grapes that were once so renowned. Then I sought the owner of the vineyard and said to him, “Tell me, friend, arc your vines dead, since no one now knows aught of your grapes?” “No,” he answered, “but let me tell you, young vines yield good grapes but poor wine; old vines, on the contrary, bad grapes but good wine. Therefore, stranger,” he added, “I still gladden the hearts of my fellow citizens with the abundance of my vineyard, only in another form — as wine, not as grapes.” 
 

JULIAN. 

[Thoughtfully.] Yes, yes, yes! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 You have not given heed to this. The vine of the world has grown old, and yet you think that you can still offer the raw grapes to those who thirst for the new wine. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Alas, my Maximus, who thirsts? Name me a single man, outside our brotherhood, who is moved by a spiritual craving. — Unhappy I, to be born into this iron age! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Do not reproach the age. Had the age been greater, you would have been less. The world soul is like a rich man with innumerable sons. If he share his riches equally, all are well to do, but none rich. But if he disinherit all but one, and give everything to him, then that one stands as a rich man amid a circle of paupers. 
 

JULIAN. 
 No similitude could be less apt than this. — Am I like your single heir? Is not that very thing divided among many which the ruler of the world should possess in fuller measure than all besides — nay, which he alone should possess? Oh how is not power divided? Has not Libanius the power of eloquence in such fullness that men call him the king of orators? Have not you, my Maximus, the power of mystic wisdom? Has not that madman Apollinaris of Antioch the power of ecstatic song in a measure I needs must envy him? And then Gregory the Cappadocian! Has he not the power of indomitable will in such excess, that many have applied to him the epithet, unbecoming for a subject, of “the Great”? And — what is stranger still — the same epithet has been applied to Gregory’s friend, Basil, the soft-natured man with girlish eyes. And yet he plays no active part in the world; he lives here, this Basil — here in this remote region, wearing the habit of an anchorite, and holding converse with none but his disciples, his sister Makrina, and other women who are called pious and holy. What influence do they not exert, both he and his sister, through the epistles they send forth from time to time. Everything, even renunciation and seclusion, becomes a power to oppose my power. But the crucified Jew is still the worst of all. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Then make an end of all these scattered powers! But dream not that you can crush the rebels, by attacking them in the name of a monarch whom they do not know. In your own name you must act, Julian! Did Jesus of Nazareth come as the emissary of another? Did he not proclaim himself to be one with him that sent him? Truly in you is the time fulfilled, and you see it not. Do not all signs and omens point, with unerring finger, to you? Must I remind you of your mother’s dream — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 She dreamed that she brought forth Achilles. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Must I remind you how fortune has borne you, as on mighty pinions, through an agitated and perilous life? Who are you, sire? Are you Alexander born again, not, as before, in immaturity, but perfectly equipped for the fulfilment of the task? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 There is One who ever reappears, at certain intervals, in the course of human history. He is like a rider taming a wild horse in the arena. Again and yet again it throws him. A moment, and he is in the saddle again, each time more secure and more expert; but off he has had to go, in all his varying incarnations, until this day. Off he had to go as the god-created man in Eden’s grove; off he had to go as the founder of the world empire; — off he must go as the prince of the empire of God. Who knows how often he has wandered among us when none have recognised him? How know you, Julian, that you were not in him whom you now persecute? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Looking far away.] Oh unfathomable riddle — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Must I remind you of the old prophecy now set afloat again? It has been foretold that so many years as the year has days should the empire of the Galilean endure. Two years more, and ‘twill be three hundred and sixty-five years since that man was born in Bethlehem. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you believe this prophecy? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I believe in him who is to come. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Always riddles! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I believe in the free necessity. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Still darker riddles. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Behold, Julian, — when Chaos seethed in the fearful void abyss, and Jehovah was alone, — that day when he, according to the old Jewish scriptures, stretched forth his hand and divided light from darkness, sea from land, — that day the great creating God stood on the summit of his power. But with man arose will upon the earth. And men, and beasts, and trees, and herbs re-created themselves, each in its own image, according to eternal laws; and by eternal laws the stars roll through the heavenly spaces. Did Jehovah repent? The ancient traditions of all races tell of a repentant Creator. He had established the law of perpetuation in the universe. Too late to repent! The created will perpetuate itself — and is perpetuated. But the two one-sided empires war one against the other. Where, where is he, the king of peace, the twin-sided one, who shall reconcile them? 
 

JULIAN. 

[To himself.] Two years? All the gods inactive. No capricious power behind, which might bethink itself to cross my plans — Two years? In two years I can bring the earth under my sway. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 You spoke, my Julian; — what said you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am young and strong and healthy. Maximus — it is my will to live long. [He goes out to the right. Maximus follows him. 
 






  









SCENE SECOND.
 

A hilly wooded region with a brook among the trees. On an elevation a little farm. It is towards sunset. Columns of soldiers pass from left to right at the foot of the slope. Basil of Caesarea, and his sister Makrina, both in the dress of hermits, stand by the wayside and offer water and fruits to the weary soldiers. 

MAKRINA. 

Oh, Basil, see — each paler and more haggard than the last! 
 

BASIL. 
 And countless multitudes of our Christian brethren among them! Woe to the Emperor Julian! This is a cruelty more cunningly contrived than all the horrors of the torture-chamber. Against whom is he leading his hosts? Less against the Persian king than against Christ. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Do you believe this dreadful thing of him? 
 

BASIL. 
 Yes, Makrina, it becomes more and more clear to me that ‘tis against us the blow is aimed. All the defeats he has suffered in Antioch, all the resistance he has met with, all the disappointments and humiliations he has had to endure on his ungodly path, he hopes to bury in oblivion by means of a victorious campaign. And he will succeed. A great victory will blot out everything. Men are fashioned so; they see right in success, and before might most of them will bend. 
 

MAKRINA. 

[Pointing out to the left.] Fresh multitudes!
Innumerable, unceasing — [A company of soldiers passes by; a young man in the ranks sinks down on the road from weariness. A Subaltern. [Beating him with a stick.] Up with you, lazy hound! 
 

MAKRINA. 

[Hastening up.] Oh, do not strike him! 
 

THE SOLDIER. 
 Let them strike me; — I am so glad to suffer. 
 

AMMIAN. 

[Entering.] Again a stoppage! — Oh, it is he. Can he really go no further? 
 

THE SUBALTERN. 
 I do not know what to say, sir; he falls at every step. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Oh, be patient! Who is this unhappy man? — See, suck the juice of these fruits. — Who is he, sir? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 A Cappadocian, — one of the fanatics who took part in the desecration of the temple of Venus at Antioch. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Oh, one of those martyrs — ! 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Try to rise, Agathon! I am sorry for this fellow. They chastised him more severely than he could bear. He has been out of his mind ever since. 
 

AGATHON. 
 [Rising.] I can bear it very well, and I am in my right mind, sir! Strike, strike, strike; — I rejoice to suffer. 
 

AMMIAN. 

[To the Subaltern.] Forward; we have no time to waste. 
 

THE SUBALTERN. 

[To the soldiers.] Forward, forward! 
 

AGATHON. 
 Babylonius fell; — soon shall the Babylonian whoremonger fall likewise The lion of Zaita was slain — the crowned lion of the earth is doomed! [The soldiers are driven out to the right. 
 

AMMIAN. 
 [To Basil and Makrina.] You strange people; — you go astray and yet you do good. Thanks for your refreshment to the weary; and would that my duty to the Emperor permitted me to treat your brethren as forbearingly as I should desire. [He goes off to the right. 
 

BASIL. 

God be with you, noble heathen! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Who may that man be? 
 

BASIL. 
 I know him not. [He points to the left. Oh see, see — there he is himself! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 The Emperor? Is that the Emperor? 
 

BASIL. 
 Yes, that is he. The Emperor Julian with several of his principal officers, escorted by a detachment of guards, with their captain Anatolus, enters from the left. 
 

JULIAN. 

[To his retinue.] Why talk of fatigue? Should the fall of a horse bring me to a standstill? Or is it less becoming to go on foot than to bestride an inferior animal? Fatigue! My ancestor said that it befits an Emperor to die standing. I say that it befits an Emperor, not only in the hour of death, but throughout his whole life, to set an example of endurance; I say — Ah, by the great light of heaven! do I not see Basil of Caesarea before my eyes? 
 

BASIL. 

[Bowing deeply.] Your meanest servant, oh most mighty lord! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, I know what that means! Truly you serve me well, Basil! [Approaching. So this is the villa that has become so renowned by reason of the epistles that go forth from it. This house is more talked of throughout the provinces than all the lecture-halls together, although I have spared neither care nor pains to restore their glory. Tell me — is not this woman your sister, Makrina? 
 

BASIL. 
 She is, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 You are a fair woman, and still young. And yet, as I hear, you have renounced life. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Sire, I have renounced life in order truly to live. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, I know your delusions very well. You sigh for that which lies beyond, of which you have no certain knowledge; you mortify your flesh; you repress all human desires. And yet I tell you this may be a vanity, like the rest. 
 

BASIL. 
 Think not, sire, that I am blind to the danger that lurks in renunciation. I know that my friend Gregory says well when he writes that he holds himself a hermit in heart, though not in the body. And I know that this coarse clothing is of small profit to my soul if I take merit to myself for wearing it. But that is not my case. This secluded life fills me with unspeakable happiness; that is all. The wild convulsions through which, in these days, the world is passing, do not here force themselves, in all their hideousness, upon my eyes. Here I feel my body uplifted in prayer, and my soul purified by a frugal life. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh my modest Basil, I fear you are ambitious of more than this. If what I hear be true, your sister has gathered round her a band of young women whom she is training up in her own likeness. And you yourself, like your Galilean master, have chosen twelve disciples. What is your purpose with them? 
 

BASIL. 
 To send them forth into all lands, that they may strengthen our brethren in the fight. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Truly! Equipped with all the weapons of eloquence, you send your army against me. And whence did you obtain this eloquence, this glorious Greek art? From our schools of learning. What right have you to it? You have stolen like a spy into our camp, to find out where you can most safely strike at us. And this knowledge you are now applying to our greatest hurt! Let me tell you, Basil, that I have no mind to suffer this scandal any longer. I will strike this weapon out of your hands. Keep to your Matthew and Luke, and other such unpolished babblers. But henceforth you shall not be permitted to interpret our ancient poets and philosophers; for I hold it unreasonable to let you suck knowledge and skill from sources in the truth of which you do not believe. In like manner shall all Galilean scholars be forbidden our lecture-halls; for what is their business there? To steal our weapons and use them against us. 
 

BASIL. 
 Sire, I have already heard of this strange determination. And I agree with Gregory in maintaining that you have no exclusive right either to Grecian learning or to Grecian eloquence. I agree with him when he points out that you use the alphabet which was invented by the Egyptians, and that you clothe yourself in purple, although it first came into use among the people of Tyre. Ay, sire — and more than that. You subdue nations, and make yourself ruler over peoples, whose tongues are unknown and whose manners are strange to you. And you have a right to do so. But by the same right whereby you rule the visible world, he whom you call the Galilean rules the invisible — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Enough of that! I will no longer listen to such talk. You speak as though there were two rulers of the world, and on that plea you cry halt to me at every turn. Oh fools! You set up a dead man against a living one. But you shall soon be convinced of your error. Do not suppose that amid the cares of war I have laid aside the treatise I have long been preparing against you. Perhaps you think I spend my nights in sleep? You are mistaken! For “The Beard-Hater” I reaped nothing but scorn, — and that from the very people who had most reason to lay certain truths to heart. But that shall in nowise deter me. Should a man with a cudgel in his hand shrink from a pack of yelping dogs? — Why did you smile, woman? At what did you laugh? 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Why, sire, do you rage so furiously against one who, you say, is dead? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, I understand! You mean to say that he is alive. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 I mean to say, oh mighty Emperor, that in your heart you feel of a surety that he lives. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I? What next! I feel — ! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 What is it that you hate and persecute? Not him but your belief in him. And does he not live in your hate and persecution, no less than in our love? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know your tortuous tricks of speech. You Galileans say one thing and mean another. And that you call rhetoric! Oh mediocre minds! What folly! I feel that the crucified Jew is alive! Oh what a degenerate age, to find satisfaction in such sophistries! But such is the latter-day world. Madness passes for wisdom. How many sleepless nights have I not spent in searching out the true foundation of things? But where are my followers? Many praise my eloquence, but few, or none, are convinced by it. But truly the end is not yet. A great astonishment will come upon you. You shall see how all the scattered forces are converging into one. You shall see how, from all that you now despise, glory shall issue forth — and out of the cross on which you hang your hopes I will fashion a ladder for One whom you know not of. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 And I tell you, Emperor Julian, that you are nought but a scourge in the hand of God — a scourge foredoomed to chasten us by reason of our sins. Woe to us that it must be so! Woe to us for the discords and the lovelessness that have caused us to swerve from the true path! There was no longer a king in Israel. Therefore has the Lord stricken you with madness, that you might chastise us. What a spirit has he not darkened, that it should rage against us! What a blossoming tree has he not stripped to make rods for our sin-laden shoulders! Portents warned you, and you heeded them not. Voices called you, and you heard them not. Hands wrote in letters of fire upon the wall, and you rubbed out the writing ere you had deciphered it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Basil — I would I had known this woman before to-day. 
 

BASIL. 
 Come, Makrina! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Woe is me that ever I saw those shining eyes! Angel and serpent in one; the apostate’s longing wedded to the tempter’s guile! Oh, how have our brethren and sisters borne their hope of victory so high, in the face of such an instrument of wrath? In him dwells a greater than he. Do you not see it, Basil — in him will the Lord God smite us even to death. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You have said it! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Not I! 
 

JULIAN. 
 First-won soul! 
 

MAKRIKA. 
 Avaunt from me! 
 

BASIL. 
 Come — come! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Stay here! — Anatolus, set a guard about them!—’Tis my will that you shall follow the army — both you and your disciples, — youths and women. 
 

BASIL. 
 Sire, you cannot desire this! 
 

JULIAN. 
 ‘Tis not wise to leave fortresses in our rear. See, I stretch forth my hand and quench the burning shower of arrows which you have sent forth from yonder villa. 
 

BASIL. 
 Nay, nay, sire — this deed of violence — 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Alas, Basil — here or elsewhere — all is over. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Is it not written “Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s”? I require all aid in this campaign. You can tend my sick and wounded. In that you will be serving the Galilean as well; and if you still think that a duty, I counsel you to make good use of your time. His end is near! [Some soldiers have surrounded Basil and Makrina, others hasten through the thicket towards the house. 
 

MAKRINA. 

Sunset over our home; sunset of hope and of light in the world! Oh Basil! that we should live to see the night! 
 

BASIL. 
 The light is. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The light shall be. Turn your backs to the sunset, Galileans! Your faces to the east, to the east, where Helios lies dreaming. Verily I say unto you, you shall see the Sun-King of the world. [He goes out to the right; all follow him. 
 






  









SCENE THIRD.

 

Beyond the Euphrates and Tigris. A wide plain, with the imperial camp. Copses, to the left and in the background, hide the windings of the Tigris. Masts of ships rise over the thickets in long rows, stretching into the far distance. A cloudy evening. Soldiers and men-at-arms of all sorts are busy pitching their tents on the plain. All kinds of stores are being brought from the ships. Watchfires far away. Nevita, Jovian, and other officers come from the fleet. 
 

NEVITA. 

See, now, how rightly the Emperor has chosen! Here we stand, without a stroke, on the enemy’s territory; no one has opposed our passage of the river; not even a single Persian horseman is to be seen. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 NO, sir, by this route, the enemy certainly did not expect us. 
 

NEVITA. 
 You speak as if you still thought this route unwisely chosen. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Yes, sir, it is still ray opinion that we should rather have taken a more northerly direction. Then our left wing would have rested on Armenia, which is friendly towards us, and all our supplies might have come from that fruitful province. But here? Hampered in our progress by the heavy freight-ships, surrounded by a barren plain, almost a desert — Ah! the Emperor is coming. I will go; I am not in his good graces at present. He goes out to the right. At the same time Julian enters with his retinue from, the ships. Oribases, the physician, the philosophers Priscus and Kytron, with several others, appear from, among the tents on the right, and advance to meet the Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 

Thus does the empire grow. Every step I take towards the east shifts the frontier of my dominion. [He stamps on the earth. This earth is mine! I am in the empire, not beyond it. — Well, Priscus — ? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Incomparable Emperor, your command has been executed. Your marvellous dream has been read to every division of the army. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Good, good. And how did my dream seem to affect the soldiers? 
 

KYTRON. 
 Some praised you with joyful voices, and hailed you as divine; others on the contrary — 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Those others were Galileans, Kytron! 
 

KYTRON. 
 Yes, yes, most of them were Galileans; and these smote upon their breasts and uttered loud lamentations. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will not let the matter rest here. The busts of myself, which I have provided for erection in the towns I am to conquer, shall be set up round the camp, over all the paymasters’ tables. Lamps shall be lighted beside the busts; braziers, with sweet-smelling incense, shall burn before them; and every soldier, as he comes forward to receive his pay, shall cast some grains of incense on the fire. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Most gracious Emperor, forgive me, but — is that expedient? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Why not? I marvel at you, my Oribases! 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Ah, sire, you may well marvel? Not expedient to — ? 
 

KYTRON. 
 Should not a Julian dare what less god-like men have dared? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I, too, think that the more daring course would now be to disguise the counsels of the mystic powers. If it be the case that the divinities have deputed their sovereignty into earthly hands — as many signs justify us in concluding — it would indeed be most ungrateful to conceal the fact. In such hazardous circumstances as these, ‘tis no trifling matter that the soldiers should pay their devotions in a quite different quarter from that in which they are due. I tell you, Oribases, and all of you, — if, indeed, there be present any one else who would set limits to the Emperor’s power, — that this would be the very essence of impiety, and that I should therefore be forced to take strong measures against it. Has not Plato long ago enunciated the truth that only a god can rule over men? What meant he by that saying? Answer me — what did he mean? Far be it from me to assert that Plato — incomparable sage though he was — had any individual, even the greatest, in his prophetic eye. But I think we have all seen what disorders result from the parcelling out, as it were, of the supreme power into several hands. Enough of that. I have already commanded that the imperial busts shall be displayed about the camp. Ah! what seek you in such haste, Eutherius? 
 

The Chamberlain Eutherius comes from the ships, accompanied by a man in girt-up garments. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 

Exalted Emperor, — this man of Antioch is sent by the governor, Alexander, and brings you a letter which, he says, is of great importance. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, let me see! Light here! [A torch is brought; the Emperor opens and reads the letter. 
 

JULIAN. 

Can this be possible! More light! Yes, here it is written — and here — ; what next? — Truly this exceeds all I could have conceived! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Bad news from the west, sire? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nevita, tell me, how long will it take us to reach Ctesiphon? 
 

NEVITA. 
 It cannot be done in less than thirty days. 
 

JULIAN. 
 It must be done in less! Thirty days! A whole month! And while we are creeping forward here, I must let those madmen — 
 

NEVITA. 
 You know yourself, sire, that, on account of the ships, we must follow all the windings of the river. The current is rapid, and the bed, too, shallow and stony. I hold it impossible to proceed more quickly. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Thirty clays! And then there is the city to be taken, — the Persian army to be routed, — peace to be concluded. What a time all this will take! Yet there were some among you foolish enough to urge upon me an even more roundabout route. Ha-ha; they would compass my ruin! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Never fear, sire; the expedition shall advance with all possible speed. 
 

JULIAN. 
 It must indeed. Can you imagine what Alexander tells me? The frenzy of the Galileans has passed all bounds since my departure. And it increases day by day. They understand that my victory in Persia will bring their extirpation in its train; and with that shameless Gregory as their leader, they now stand like a hostile army in my rear; in the Phrygian regions secret things are preparing, no one knows to what end — 
 

NEVITA. 
 What does this mean, sire? What are they doing? 
 

JULIAN. 
 What are they doing? Praying, preaching, singing, prophesying the end of the world. And would that that were all! — but they carry our adherents away, and entice them into their rebellious conspiracies. In Caesarea the congregation has chosen the judge Eusebius to be their bishop, — Eusebius, an unbaptised man — and he has been so misguided as to accept their call, which, moreover, the canon of their own church declares invalid. But that is far from being the worst; worse, worse, ten times worse is it, that Athanasius has returned to Alexandria. 
 

NEVITA. 
 Athanasius! 
 

PRISCUS. 
 That mysterious bishop who, six years ago, vanished into the desert. 
 

JULIAN. 
 A council of the church expelled him on account of his unseemly zeal. The Galileans were tractable under my predecessor. Yes, just think of it — this raging fanatic has returned to Alexandria. His entrance was like a king’s; the road was strewn with carpets and green palm-branches. And what followed? What do you think? The same night a riot broke out among the Galileans. George, their lawful bishop, that right-minded and well-disposed man, whom they accused of lukewarmness in the faith, was murdered — torn to pieces in the streets of the city. 
 

NEVITA. 
 But, sire, how were things suffered to go so far? Where was the governor, Artemius? 
 

JULIAN. 
 You may well ask where Artemius was. I will tell you. Artemius has gone over to the Galileans! Artemius himself has broken by force of arms into the Serapeion, that most glorious of earthly temples, — has shattered the statues — has plundered the altars, and destroyed that vast treasury of books, which was of such inestimable value precisely in this age of error and ignorance. I could weep for them as for a friend bereft me by death, were not my wrath too great for tears. 
 

KYTRON. 
 Truly, this surpasses belief! 
 

JULIAN. 
 And not to be within reach of these miserable beings to punish them! To be doomed to look idly on while such atrocities spread wider and wider around! — Thirty days, you say! Why are we loitering? Why are we pitching our tents? Why should we sleep? Do my generals not know what is at stake? We must hold a council of war. When I remember what the Macedonian Alexander achieved in thirty days — Jovian, accompanied by a man in Persian garb, unarmed, enters from the camp. 
 

JOVIAN. 

Forgive me, sire, for appearing before you: but this stranger — 
 

JULIAN. 
 A Persian warrior! 
 

THE PERSIAN. 

[Prostrating himself to the earth.] No warrior, oh mighty Emperor! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 He came riding over the plains unarmed, and surrendered at the outposts — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then your countrymen are at hand? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 No, no! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Whence come you then? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 

Throws open his garments.] Look at these arms, oh ruler of the world, — bleeding from rusty fetters. Feel this flayed back, — sore upon sore. I come from the torture chamber, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah — a fugitive from King Sapor? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Yes, mighty Emperor, to whom all things are known! I stood high in King Sapor’s favour until, impelled by the terror of your approach, I dared to prophesy that this war would end in his destruction. Would you know, sire, how he has rewarded me? My wife he gave as a prey to his archers from the mountains; my children he sold as slaves; all my possessions he divided among his servants; myself he tortured for nine days. Then he bade me ride forth and die like a beast in the desert. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what would you with me? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 What would I after such treatment? I would help you to destroy my persecutor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, poor tortured wretch, — how can you help? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 I can lend wings to your soldiers’ feet. 
 

JULIAN. 
 What mean you by that? Rise and explain yourself. 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 [Rising.] No one in Ctesiphon expected you to choose this route — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know that. 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Now ‘tis no longer a secret. 
 

JULIAN. 
 You lie, fellow! You Persians know nought of my designs. 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 You, sire, whose wisdom is born of the sun and of fire, know well that my countrymen are now acquainted with your designs. You have crossed the rivers by means of your ships; these ships, more than a thousand in number, and laden with all the supplies of the army, are to be towed up the Tigris, and the troops are to advance abreast of the ships. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Incredible — ! 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 When the ships have approached as near Ctesiphon as possible — that is to say, within two days’ march — you will make straight for the city, beleaguer it, and compel King Sapor to surrender. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Looking round.] Who has betrayed us? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 This plan is now no longer practicable. My countrymen have hastily constructed stone dams in the bed of the river, on which your ships will run aground. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Man, do you know what it will cost you if you deceive me? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 My body is in your power, mighty Emperor! If I speak not the truth, you are free to burn me alive. 
 

JULIAN. 

[To Nevita.] The river dammed! It will take weeks to make it navigable again. 
 

NEVITA. 
 If it can be done at all, sire! We have not the implements — 
 

JULIAN. 
 And that this should come upon us now — just when so much depends on a speedy victory. 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Oh ruler of the world, I have said that I can lend your army wings. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak! Do you know of a shorter way? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 If you will promise me that after your victory you will restore the possessions of which I have been robbed, and give me a new wife of noble birth, I will — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I promise everything; only speak, — speak! 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Strike straight across the plains, and in four days you will be under the walls of Ctesiphon. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you forget the mountain chain on the other side of the plains? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Sire, have you never heard of that strange defile among the mountains? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes, a chasm; “Ahriman’s Street” it is called. Is it true that it exists? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 I rode through “Ahriman’s Street” two days ago. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nevita! 
 

NEVITA. 
 In truth sire, if it be so — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Miraculous help in the hour of need —— ! 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 But if you would pass that way, oh mighty one, there is not a moment to be lost. The Persian army which had been assembled in the northern provinces, is now recalled to block the mountain passes. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Know you that for certain? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Delay, and you will discover it for yourself. 
 

JULIAN. 
 How many days will it take your countrymen to get there? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Four days, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nevita, in three days we must be beyond the defiles! 
 

NEVITA. 

[To the Persian.] IS it possible to reach the defiles in three days? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Yes, great warrior, it is possible, if you make use of this night as well. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let the camp be broken up! No time now for sleep, for rest! In four days — or five at the utmost — I must stand before Ctesiplion. — What are you thinking about! Ah, I know. 
 

NEVITA. 
 The fleet, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes, yes, the fleet! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Should the Persian army reach the defiles a day later than we, they will — if they cannot injure you in any other way — turn westward against your ships — 
 

JULIAN. 
 And seize a vast amount of booty, wherewith to continue the war — 
 

NEVITA. 
 If we could leave twenty thousand men with the ships, they would be safe — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What are you thinking of! Twenty thousand? Well nigh a third of our fighting strength. Where would be the force with which I must strike the great blow? Divided, dispersed, frittered away. Not one man will I detach for such a purpose. No, no, Nevita; but there may be a middle course — 
 

NEVITA. 

[Recoiling. | My great Emperor — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The fleet must neither fall into the hands of the Persians, nor yet cost us men. There is a middle course, I tell you! Why do you falter? Why not speak it out? 
 

NEVITA. 

[To the Persian.] Do you know whether the citizens of Ctesiphon have stores of corn and oil? 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Ctesiphon overflows with supplies of all sorts. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And when we have once taken the city, the whole rich country lies open to us. 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 The citizens will open their gates to you, sire! I am not the only one who hates King Sapor. They will rise against him and straightway submit to you, if you come upon them, unprepared and panic-stricken, with your whole united force. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes; yes. 
 

THE PERSIAN. 
 Bum the ships, sire! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Ah 
 

JULIAN. 
 His hate has eyes where your fidelity is blind, Nevita! 
 

NEVITA. 
 My fidelity saw, sire; but it shrank from what it saw. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Are not these ships like fetters on our feet? We have provisions for four full days in the camp. It is well that the soldiers should not be too heavily laden. Of what use, then, are the ships? We have no more rivers to pass — 
 

NEVITA. 
 Sire, if it be indeed your will — 
 

JULIAN. 
 My will, — my will? Oh, on an evening like this, — so angry and tempestuous, — why cannot a flash of lightning descend and — 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Entering hastily from the left.] Oh chosen son of Helios — hear me, hear me! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not now, my Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Nothing can be more pressing than this. You must hear me! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Then in the name of fortune and wisdom, speak, my brother! 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Draws him apart, and says in a low voice.] You know how I have striven to search and spell out, both in books and through auguries, the issue of this campaign? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I know that you have been unable to foretell anything. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The omens spoke and the writings confirmed them. But the answer which always came was so strange that I could not but think myself mistaken. 
 

JULIAN. 
 But now — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 When we departed from Antioch, I wrote to Rome to consult the Sibylline Books — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes — ! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 This very moment the answer has arrived; a courier from the governor of Antioch brought it. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Maximus, — and its purport — ? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The same as that of the omens and the books; and now I dare interpret it. Rejoice, my brother, — in this war you are invulnerable. — 
 

JULIAN. 
 The oracle, — the oracle? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The Sibylline Books say: “Julian must beware of the Phrygian regions.” 
 

JULIAN. 

[Recoiling.] The Phrygian — ? Ah, Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Why so pale, my brother? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Tell me, dear teacher — how do you interpret this answer? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Is more than one interpretation possible? The Phrygian regions? What have you to do in Phrygia? In Phrygia — a remote province lying far behind you, where you need never set your foot. No danger threatens you, fortunate man — that is the interpretation. 
 

JULIAN, This oracle has a twofold meaning. No danger threatens me in this war, — but from that distant region — Nevita, Nevita 
 

NEVITA. 
 Sire — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 In Phrygia? Alexander writes of secret things preparing in Phrygia. It has been foretold that the Galilean is to come again — Burn the ships, Nevita! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Sire, is this your firm and irrevocable will — ? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Burn them! No delay! Lurking dangers threaten us in the rear. — [To one of the captains. Give close heed to this stranger. He is to be our guide. Refresh him with food and drink, and jet him have thorough rest. 
 

JOVIAN. 
 My Emperor, I implore you — build not too securely on the reports of a deserter like this. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha — you seem perturbed, my Galilean councillor! All this is not quite to your mind. Perhaps you know more than you care to tell. Go, Nevita, — and bum the ships! [Nevita bows and goes out to the left. The captain leads the Persian away among the tents. 
 

JULIAN. 

Traitors in my own camp! Wait, wait, — I shall get to the bottom of these machinations. The camp shall break up! Go, Jovian, see that the vanguard is afoot within an hour. The Persian knows the way. Go! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 As you command, my august Emperor! [He goes out to the right. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

You would burn the fleet? Then surely you have great things in your mind. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Tell me, would the Macedonian Alexander have ventured this? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Did Alexander know where the danger threatened? 
 

JULIAN. 
 True, true! I know it. All the powers of victory are in league with me. Omens and signs yield up their mystic secrets to advance my empire. Is it not said of the Galilean, that spirits came and ministered unto him? — To whom do the spirits now minister? What would the Galilean say, were he present unseen among us? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 He would say: the third empire is at hand. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The third empire is here, Maximus! I feel that the Messiah of the earth lives in me. The spirit has become flesh and the flesh spirit. All creation lies within my will and my power. See, see, — there are the first sparks drifting aloft. The flames are licking up the cordage and the clustered masts. [He shouts in the direction of the fire. Spread; spread! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The wind anticipates your will. ‘Tis rising to serve you. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Commanding with clenched hand.] Swell into a storm! More westerly! I command it! 
 

FROMENTINUS. 

[Enters from the right.] Most gracious Emperor, — suffer me to warn you. A dangerous disturbance has broken out in the camp. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will have no more disturbances. The army shall advance. 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Yes, my Emperor, — but the refractory Galileans — 
 

JULIAN. 
 The Galileans? What of them? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Before the tables where the paymasters were distributing the soldiers’ pay, your august image had been set up — 
 

JULIAN. 
 It is always to be so for the future. 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Every man was ordered, as he came forward, to cast a grain of incense into the braziers — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes — well, well? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Many of the Galilean soldiers did so unthinkingly, but others refused — 
 

JULIAN. 
 What! they refused? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 At first, sire; but when the paymasters told them that ‘twas an old custom revived, in no wise pertaining to things divine — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Aha! what then? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 

 — they yielded and did as they were bidden. 
 

JULIAN. 
 There you see; they yielded! 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 But afterward, sire, our own men laughed and mocked at them, and said, unthinkingly, that now they had best efface the sign of the cross and the fish which they are wont to imprint upon their arms; for now they had worshipped the divine Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes! And the Galileans? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 They broke out into loud lamentations — ; listen, listen, sire! It is impossible to bring them to reason. [Wild cries arc heard without, among the tents. 
 

JULIAN. 

The madmen! Rebellious to the last. They know not that their master’s power is broken. [Christian soldiers come rushing in Some beat their breasts; others tear their garments, with loud cries and weeping. 
 

A SOLDIER. 

Christ died for me, and I forsook him! 
 

ANOTHER SOLDIER. 
 Smite me, oh wrathful Lord in heaven; for I have worshipped false gods! 
 

THE SOLDIER AGATHON. 
 The devil on the throne has slain my soul! Woe, woe, woe! 
 

OTHER SOLDIERS. 

[Tearing off the leaden seals which they wear round their necks.] We will not serve idols!

 

OTHERS AGAIN. 

The Apostate is not our ruler! We will go home! home! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Fromentinus, seize these madmen! Hew them down! [Fromentinus and many of the bystanders are on the point of falling upon the Christian soldiers. At that moment a vivid glare spreads over the sky, and flames burst from the ships. 
 

OFFICERS AND SOLDIERS. 
 [Terror-stricken.] The fleet is burning! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, the fleet is burning! And more than the fleet is burning. In that blazing, swirling pyre the crucified Galilean is burning to ashes; and the earthly Emperor is burning with the Galilean. But from the ashes shall arise — like that marvellous bird — the God of earth and the Emperor of the spirit in one, in one, in one! 
 

SEVERAL VOICES. 
 Madness has seized him! 
 

NEVITA. 

[Entering from the left.] It is done.

 

JOVIAN. 
 [Approaching hastily from the camp.] Quench the fire! Out, out with it! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Let it burn! Let it burn! 
 

AMMIAN. 

[From the camp.] Sire, you are betrayed. That Persian fugitive was a traitor — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Man, you lie! Where is he? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Fled! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Vanished like a shadow — 
 

NEVITA. 
 Fled! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 His guards protest that he disappeared almost under their very eyes. 
 

AMMIAN. 
 His horse, too, is gone from its pen; the Persian must have fled over the plains. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Quench the fire, Nevita! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Impossible, my Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Put it out, I say. It shall be possible! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Nothing could be more impossible. All the cables are cut; the rest of the ships are all drifting down upon the burning wrecks. 
 

PRINCE HORMISDAS. 

[Coming from among the tents.] Curses upon my countrymen! Oh sire, how could you give ear to that deceiver? 
 

CRIES FROM THE CAMP. 
 The fleet on fire! Cut off from home! Death before us! 
 

THE SOLDIER AGATHON. 
 False god, false god, — bid the storm to cease! bid the flames die down! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 The storm increases. The fire is like a rolling sea — . — 
 

MAXIMUS. 

Whispers.] Beware of the Phrygian regions. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Shouts to the army.] Let the fleet burn! Within seven days you shall burn Ctesiphon. 
 






  







ACT FIFTH.
 






  








SCENE FIRST.

 

A barren, stony desert, without trees or grass. To the right, the Emperor s tent. Afternoon. Exhausted soldiers lie in knots on the plain. Detachments now and again pass by from left to right. Outside the tent are the philosophers Priscus and Kytron, with several others of the Emperor s suite, waiting in restless anxiety. The captain of the bodyguard, Anatolus, stands with soldiers before the opening of the tent. 
 

KYTRON. 

Is it not incredible that this council of war should last so long? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Ay, truly; one would think there were only two courses to choose between: to advance or to retire. 
 

KYTRON. 
 ‘Tis utterly incomprehensible — Tell me, good Anatolus, why, in the name of the gods, do we not advance? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Yes, why alarm us by halting here in the middle of the desert? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 See you the quivering air on the horizon, to the north, east, and south? 
 

KYTRON. 
 Of course, of course; that is the heat — 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 It is the desert burning. 
 

PRISCUS. 
 What say you? The desert burning? 
 

KYTRON. 
 Do not jest so unpleasantly, good Anatolus! Tell us, — what is it? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 The desert burning, I tell you. Out yonder, where the sand ceases, the Persians have set the grass on fire. We can make no progress till the ground cools. 
 

KYTRON. 
 Oh is not this appalling! What barbarians! To have recourse to such means — ! 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Then there is no choice left us. Without provisions, without water — ; why do we not retreat? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Over the Tigris and Euphrates? 
 

KYTRON. 
 And the fleet burnt! What way is this to conduct the war? Oh, why does not the Emperor think more of his friends! How shall I get home again? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Like the rest of us, friend! 
 

KYTRON. 
 Like the rest? Like the rest! That is a fine way to talk. With you it is quite another matter. You are soldiers. ‘Tis your calling to endure certain hardships to which I am not at all accustomed. I did not join the Emperor’s suite to go through all this. Here am 1 tortured with gnats and poisonous flies; —— look at my hands 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Most certainly we did not come for this. We consented to accompany the army in order to compose panegyrics on the victories the Emperor intended to win. What has come of these victories? What has been achieved during the six toilsome weeks since the fleet was burnt? We have destroyed a few deserted towns of the sorriest kind. A few prisoners have been exhibited in the camp, whom the advance-guard are said to have taken — truly I know not in what battles! The prisoners, methought, looked more like poor kidnapped shepherds and peasants — 
 

KYTRON. 
 And to think of burning the fleet! Said I not from the first that it would be a source of disaster? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 I did not hear you say so. 
 

KYTRON. 
 What? Did I not say so? Oh Priscus, did you not hear me say it? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Truly, I do not know, friend; but I know that I myself in vain denounced that luckless measure. Indeed I may say that I opposed the whole campaign at this time of year. What rash haste! Where were the Emperor’s eyes? Is this the same hero who fought with such marvellous success upon the Rhine? One would think he had been struck with blindness or some spiritual disease. 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Hush, hush; — what talk is this? 
 

KYTRON. 
 ‘Twas indeed no fitting way for our Priscus to express himself. Yet I, too, cannot deny that I observe a deplorable lack of wisdom in many of the crowned philosopher’s recent proceedings. How precipitate to set up his busts in the camp, and claim worship as if he were a god! How imprudent so openly to scoff at that strange teacher from Nazareth, who undeniably possesses a peculiar power, which might have stood us in good stead in these perilous conjunctures. Ah! here comes Nevita himself. Now we shall hear — [Nevita comes out of the tent. In the opening he turns and makes a sign to some one within. The physician Oribases immediately comes out. 
 

NEVITA. 
 [Drawing him aside.] Tell me openly, Oribases, — is there anything amiss with the Emperor’s mind? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 What should make you think that, sir? 
 

NEVITA. 
 How else can I interpret his conduct? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Oh my beloved Emperor — ! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Oribases, you must hide nothing from me. 
 

KYTRON. 

[Drawing near.] Oh valiant general, if it be not indiscreet —— 
 

NEVITA. 
 Presently, presently! 
 

ORIBASES. 

[To NEVITA.]Do not fear, sir! No misfortune shall happen. Eutherius and I have promised each other to keep an eye upon him. 
 

NEVITA. 
 Ah, you do not mean to say that — ? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Last night he had well nigh shortened his life. Fortunately Eutherius was at hand — ; oh speak of it to no one! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Do not lose sight of him. 
 

PRISCUS. 

[Drawing near.] It would greatly relieve our minds to hear what the council of war — ? 
 

NEVITA. 
 Pardon me; I have weighty matters to attend to. [He goes out behind the tent. At the same moment JOVIAN enters from the opening. 
 

JOVIAN.


[Speaking into the tent.] It shall be done, my gracious Emperor! 
 

KYTRON. 
 Ah, most excellent Jovian! Well? Is the retreat decided on? 
 

JOVIAN. 
 I would not counsel any one to call it a retreat. [He goes out behind the tent. 
 

KYTRON. 

Oh these soldiers! A philosopher’s peace of mind is nothing to them. Ah! [The EMPEROR JULIAN comes out of the tent; he is pale and haggard. With him come the Chamberlain EUTHERIUS and several officers; the latter go off over the plain to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [To the philosophers.] Rejoice, my friends! All will soon be well now. 
 

KYTRON. 
 Ah, gracious Emperor, have you discovered an expedient? 
 

JULIAN. 
 There are expedients enough, Kytron; the only difficulty is to choose the best. We will slightly alter the line of advance — 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Oh, praise be to your wisdom! 
 

JULIAN. 
 This eastward march — it leads to nothing. 
 

KYTRON. 
 NO, no, that is certain! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Now we will turn northward, Kytron! 
 

KYTRON. 
 What, sire, — northward? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Not westward? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Not westward. Not by any means westward. That might be difficult on account of the rivers. And Ctesiphon we must leave till another time. Without ships we cannot think of taking the city. It was the Galileans who brought about the burning of the fleet; I have noted one thing and another. Who dares call this northward movement a retreat? What know you of my plans? The Persian army is somewhere in the north; of that we are now pretty well assured. When I have crushed Sapor — one battle will finish the matter — we shall find abundant supplies in the Persian camp, When I lead the Persian king as my captive through Antioch and the other cities, I would fain see whether the Citizens will not fall at my feet. 
 

CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS. 
 [Pass singing over the plain. Doomed is the world’s proud cedar-tree, The axe shall its roots dissever; The palm He planted on Calvary, Blood-watered, shall bloom for ever. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Following them with his eyes.] The Galileans are always singing. Songs about death and wounds and pain. Those women whom I brought with me to tend the sick — they have done us more harm than good. They have taught the soldiers strange songs, such as I have never heard before. But hereafter I will punish no one for such things. It does but lead them deeper into error. Know you, Priscus, what happened of late, in the case of those mutineers who refused to show due reverence to the imperial busts? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Of late, sire? 
 

JULIAN. 
 When, wishing to beget a wholesome dread in their companions in error, I ordered some of these men to be executed, the oldest of them stepped forward with loud cries of joy, and begged to be the first to die. — Look you, Priscus — when I heard that yesterday — 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Yesterday? Oh, sire, you are mistaken. That happened forty days ago. 
 

JULIAN. 
 So long? Yes, yes, yes! The Hebrews had to wander forty years in the wilderness. All the older generation had to die out. A new generation had to spring up; but they — mark that! — they entered into the promised land. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 ‘Tis late in the day, sire; will you not eat? 
 

JULIAN. — Not yet, my Eutherius. ‘Tis good for all men to mortify the flesh. Yes, I tell you, we must make haste to become a new generation. I can do nothing with you as you are. If you would escape from the desert, you must lead a pure life. Look at the Galileans. We might learn more than one lesson from these men. There are none poverty-stricken and helpless among them; they live together as brethren and sisters, — and most of all now, when their obstinacy has forced me to chastise them. These Galileans, you must know, have something in their hearts which I could greatly desire that you should emulate. You call yourselves followers of Socrates, of Plato, of Diogenes. Is there one of you who would face death with ecstasy for Plato’s sake? Would our Priscus sacrifice his left hand for Socrates? Would Kytron, for Diogenes’ sake, let his ear be cut off? No, truly! I know you, whited sepulchres! Begone out of my sight; — I can do nothing with you! [The philosophers slink away; the others also disperse, whispering anxiously. Only 
 

ORIBASES and EUTHERIUS remain behind with the Emperor. ANATOLUS, the officer of the guard, still stands with his soldiers outside the lent. 
 

JULIAN. 

How strange! Is it not inconceivable unfathomable? Oribases, — can you rede me this riddle? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 What riddle do you mean, my Emperor? 
 

JULIAN. 
 With twelve poor ignorant fishermen, he founded all this. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Oh sire, these thoughts exhaust you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And who has held it together until this day? Women and ignorant people, for the most part — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Yes, yes, sire; but now the campaign will soon take a happy turn — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Very true, Oribases; as soon as fortune has taken a turn, all will be well. The dominion of the carpenter’s son is drawing to its close; we know that. His reign is to last as many years as the year has days; and now we have — 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 My beloved master, would not a bath refresh you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you think so? — You may go, Eutherius! Go, go! I have something to say to Oribases. [EUTHERIUS goes off behind the tent. The Emperor draws ORIBASES over to the other side. 
 

JULIAN. 

Has Eutherius told you aught this morning? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 No, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Has he told you nothing about last night — ? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 No, my Emperor — nothing at all. Eutherius is very silent. 
 

JULIAN. 
 If he should tell you anything, do not believe it. The thing did not happen at all as he pretends. ‘Tis he who is seeking my life. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 He, — your old and faithful servant! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I shall keep an eye on him. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 I too. 
 

JULIAN. 
 We will both keep an eye on him. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Sire, I fear you had but little sleep last night. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Very little. [Oribases is on the point of saying something, but changes his mind. 
 

JULIAN. 

Know you what kept me from sleeping? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 No, my Emperor. 
 

JULIAN. 
 The victor of the Milvian Bridge was with me. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 The great Constantine? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes. For some nights past his shade has given me no rest. He comes a little after midnight, and does not depart until the dawn is at hand. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 The moon is full, sire; that has always had a strange effect on your mind. 
 

JULIAN. 
 According to the ancients, such apparitions are wont — What can have become of Maximus? But their opinions are by no means to be relied on. We see how greatly they erred in many things. Even what they tell us of the gods we cannot believe without reserve. Nor what they report as to the shades, and the powers, as a whole, which rule the destinies of men. What know we of these powers? We know nothing, Oribases, except their capriciousness and inconstancy, of which characteristics we have evidence enough. I wish Maximus would come — [To himself. Here. ‘Tis not here that the menacing storm is drawing up. ‘Twas said to be in the Phrygian regions — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 What regions, sire, — and what storm? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh nothing — nothing. 
 

NEVITA. 

[Enters from the plain on the right.] My Emperor, the army is now on the march. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Northwards? 
 

NEVITA. 
 [Starts.] Of course, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 We ought to have waited till Maximus — 
 

NEVITA. 
 What mean you, my Emperor? There is nothing to wait for. We are without supplies; scattered bands of the enemy’s horsemen are already appearing both in the east and in the south — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes, we must advance, — northwards. Maximus must soon be here. I have sent to the rear for the Etruscan soothsayers; they shall try once more — I have also discovered some Magians, who say they are well versed in the Chaldean mysteries. Our own priests are taking the omens in nine different places — 
 

NEVITA. 
 Sire, whatever the omens may say, I tell you we must go hence. The soldiers are no longer to be depended on; they see clearly that our only hope lies in reaching the Armenian mountains. 
 

JULIAN. 
 We will do so, Nevita, — whatever the omens say. Nevertheless it gives one a great feeling of security to know that one is acting, as it were, in concert with those unfathomable powers who, if they will, can so potently influence our destinies. 
 

NEVITA. 
 [Goes from him, and says shortly and decisively.] Anatolus, strike the Emperor’s tent! [He whispers some words to the Captain of the Guard, and goes out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

All auguries for these forty days have been inauspicious; and that proves that we may place trust in them; for in all that time our affairs have made but scant headway. But now, you see, my Oribases, — now that I have a fresh enterprise in view — Ah! Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Entering from the plain.] The army is already on the march, sire; get to horse! 
 

JULIAN. 
 The auguries — the auguries? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Oh — the auguries! Ask not about the auguries. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Speak! I demand to know what they say. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 All auguries are silent. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Silent? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I went to the priests; the entrails of the sacrifices gave no sign. I went to the Etruscan jugglers; the flight and cries of the birds said nothing. I went also to the Magians; their writings had no answer to give. And I myself — 
 

JULIAN. 
 You yourself, my Maximus? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Now I can tell you. Last night I studied the aspect of the stars. They told me nothing, Julian. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nothing. — Silence — silence, as though in an eclipse. Alone! No longer any bridge between me and the spirits. Where are you now, oh white-sailed fleet, that sped to and fro in the sunlight and carried tidings between earth and heaven? The fleet is burnt. That fleet too is burnt. Oh all my shining ships. Tell me, Maximus — what do you believe as to this? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I believe in you. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes — believe! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The world-will has resigned its power into your hands; therefore it is silent. 
 

JULIAN. 
 So will we read it. And we must act accordingly, — although we might have preferred that — This silence! To stand so utterly alone. But there are others who may also be said to stand almost alone. The Galileans. They have but one god; and one god is next thing to no god. How is it, then, that we daily see these men —— ? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 [Who has meanwhile had the tent struck.] My Emperor, now must you get to horse; I dare not let you remain here longer. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, now I will mount. Where is my good Babylonius? See now; sword in hand — Come, my dear friends! [All go out to the right. 
 






  









SCENE SECOND.

 

A marshy, wooded country. A dark, still lake among the trees. Watch-fires in the distance. Moonlight, with driving clouds. Several soldiers on guard in the foreground. 
 

MAKRINA AND THE WOMEN. 
 [Singing without, on the left. Woe to us! Woe!
Upon us all God’s wrath will fall! Death we shall know! 
 

ONE of the Soldiers. [Listening.] Hark! Do you hear? The Galilean women are singing over yonder. 
 

ANOTHER SOLDIER. 
 They sing like owls and night ravens. 
 

A THIRD SOLDIER. 
 Yet would I willingly be with them. ‘Tis safer with the Galileans than with us. The God of the Galileans is stronger than our gods. 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 The thing is that the Emperor has angered the gods. How could he think of setting himself up in their place? 
 

THE THIRD SOLDIER. 
 What is worse is that he has angered the Galileans’ God. Have you not heard, they say positively that, a few nights since, he and his magician ripped open a pregnant woman, to read omens in her entrails? 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 Ay, but I do not believe it. At any rate, I am sure ‘twas not a Greek woman; it must have been a barbarian. 
 

THE THIRD SOLDIER. 
 They say the Galileans’ God cares for the barbarians too; and if so, ‘twill be the worse for us. 
 

THE SECOND SOLDIER. 
 Oh, pooh — the Emperor is a great soldier. 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 They say King Sapor is a great soldier too. 
 

THE SECOND SOLDIER. 
 Think you we have the whole Persian army before us? 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 Some say ‘tis only the advance-guard; no one knows for certain. 
 

THE THIRD SOLDIER. 
 I would I were among the Galileans. 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 Are you going over to them, too? 
 

THE THIRD SOLDIER. 
 So many are going over. In the last few days — 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 

[Calling out into the darkness.] Halt — halt! Who goes there?

 

A VOICE. 

Friends from the outposts! [Several soldiers come from among the trees, frith AGATHON the Cappadocian in their midst. 
 

THE SECOND SOLDIER. 

Ho-ho; a deserter. 
 

ONE OF THE NEW-COMERS. No; he has gone out of his mind. 
 

AGATHON. 
 I have not gone out of my mind. Oh, for God’s great mercy’s sake, — let me go! 
 

THE SOLDIER FROM THE OUTPOSTS. 
 He says he wants to slay a beast with seven heads. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Yes, yes, yes, I will, I will. Oh, let me go! See you this spear? Know you what spear it is? With this spear will I slay the beast with seven heads, and then I shall get back my soul again. Christ himself has promised me that. He was with me to-night. 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 Hunger and weariness have turned his brain. 
 

ONE OF THE NEW-COMERS. To the camp with him; there he can sleep his weariness away. 
 

AGATHON. 
 Let me go! Oh, if you but knew what spear this is! [The soldiers lead him off by the front, to the right. 
 

THE THIRD SOLDIER. 

What could he mean by that beast? 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 That is one of the Galilean secrets. They have many such secrets among them. [EUTHERIUS and ORIBASES enter hastily from the right, looking anxiously about. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 

Do you not see him? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 No. — Ah, soldiers! — Tell me, good friends, has any one passed by here? 
 

THE FIRST SOLDIER. 
 Yes, a detachment of spearmen. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Good, good! But nobody else? No great person? None of the generals? 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 NO, none. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Not here then! Oh, Eutherius, how could you — ? 
 

EUTHERIUS, Could I help — ? Could I help it — ? I have not closed my old eyes for three nights — 
 

ORIBASES. 

[To the soldiers.] You must help us to search. I demand it in the name of the general-in-chief. Spread yourselves among the trees; and should you find any great person, report it at the watchfire yonder. 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 
 We will not fail, sir! [They all go out by different ways, to the left. Soon after, the EMPEROR emerges from behind a tree on the right. He listens, looks round, and beckons to some one behind him. 
 

JULIAN, Hist! Come forward, Maximus! They did not see us. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[From the same side.] Oribases was one of them. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; both he and Eutherius keep watch on me. They imagine that — Has neither of them told you aught? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 No, my Julian! But why have you awakened me? What would you here in the darkness? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I would be alone with you for the last time, my beloved teacher! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Not for the last time, Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 See that dark water. Think you — if I utterly vanished from the earth, and my body was never found, and none knew what had become of me, — think you the report would spread abroad that Hermes had come for me, and carried me away, and that I had been exalted to the fellowship of the gods? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The time is at hand when men will not need to die, in order to live as gods on the earth. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am pining with home-sickness, Maximus, — with home-sick longing for the light and the sun and all the stars. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Oh, I beseech you — think not of sorrowful things. The Persian army is before you. Tomorrow will come the battle. You will conquer — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I — conquer? You do not know who was with me an hour ago. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Who was with you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I had fallen asleep on my couch in the tent. Suddenly I was awakened by a strong red glare, that seemed to burn through my closed eye-lids. I looked up and beheld a figure standing in the tent. Over its head was a long drapery, falling on both sides, so as to leave the face free. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Knew you this figure? 
 

JULIAN. 
 It was the same face which I saw in the light that night at Ephesus, many years ago, — that night when we held symposium with the two others. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The spirit of the empire. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Since then it has appeared to me once in Gaul, — on an occasion I would fain forget. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Did it speak? 
 

JULIAN. 
 No. It seemed as though it wished to speak; but it did not. It stood motionless, looking at me. Its face was pale and distorted. Suddenly, with both arms, it drew the drapery together over its head, hid its face, and went straight out through the tent-wall. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 The decisive hour is at hand. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ay, truly, ‘tis at hand. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Courage, Julian! He who wills, conquers. 
 

JULIAN. 
 And what does the conqueror win? Is it worth while to conquer? What has the Macedonian Alexander, what has Julius Caesar won? Greeks and Romans talk of their renown with cold admiration, — while the other, the Galilean, the carpenter’s son, sits throned as the king of love in the warm, believing hearts of men. Where is he now? — Has he been at work elsewhere since that happened at Golgotha? I dreamed of him lately. I dreamed that I had subdued the whole world. I ordained that the memory of the Galilean should be rooted out on earth; and it was rooted out. — Then the spirits came and ministered to me, and bound wings on my shoulders, and I soared aloft into infinite space, till my feet rested on another world. It was another world than mine. Its curve was vaster, its light more golden, and many moons circled around it. Then I looked down at my own earth — the Emperor’s earth, which I had made Galileanless — and I thought that all that I had done was very good. But behold, my Maximus, — there came a procession by me, on the strange earth where I stood. There were soldiers, and judges, and executioners at the head of it, and weeping women followed. And lo! — in the midst of the slowmoving array, was the Galilean, alive, and bearing a cross on his back. Then I called to him, and said, “Whither away, Galilean?” But he turned his face toward me, smiled, nodded slowly, and said: “To the place of the skull.” Where is he now’? What if that at Golgotha, near Jerusalem, was but a wayside matter, a thing done, as it were, in passing, in a leisure hour? What if he goes on and on, and suffers, and dies, and conquers, again and again, from world to world? Oh that I could lay waste the world! Maximus, — is there no poison, no consuming fire, that could lay creation desolate, as it was on that day when the spirit moved alone over the face of the waters? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 I hear a noise from the outposts. Come, Julian — 
 

JULIAN. 
 To think that century shall follow century, and that in them all shall live men, knowing that ‘twas I who was vanquished, and he who conquered! I will not be vanquished! I am young; I am invulnerable, — the third empire is at hand —— [With a great cry. There he stands! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Who? Where? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you see him? There, among the tree-stems — in a crown and a purple robe — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 ‘Tis the moon glimmering on the water. Come — come, my Julian! 
 

JULIAN. 
 [Going threateningly towards the vision.] Avaunt! Thou art dead! Thy empire is past. Off with the juggler’s cloak, carpenter’s son! What dost thou there? At what art thou hammering? — Ah! 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 [From the left.] All gods be praised! — Oribases, — here, here: 
 

JULIAN. 
 What has become of him? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 [From the left.] Is he here?

 

EUTHERIUS. 

Yes. — Oh my beloved Emperor! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who was it that said, “ I am hammering the Emperor’s coffin”? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 What mean you, sire? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Who spoke, I ask? Who was it that said, “I am hammering the Emperor’s coffin”? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Come with me to your tent, I implore you! and cries are heard far away. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

War-cries! The Persians are upon us — 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 There is already fierce fighting at the outposts. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 The enemy is in the camp! Ah, sire, you are unarmed — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will sacrifice to the gods. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 To what gods, oh fool? Where are they — and what are they? 
 

JULIAN. 
 I will sacrifice to this god and to that. I will sacrifice to many. One or another must surely hear me. I must call upon something without me and above me — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 There is not a moment to be lost — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah — saw you the burning torch behind the cloud? It flashed forth and went out in the same instant. A message from the spirits! A shining ship between heaven and earth! — My shield! My sword! [He rushes out to the right. ORIBASES and 
 

EUTHERIUS follow him. 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 [Calling after him.] Emperor, Emperor — do not fight to-night! [He goes off to the right. 
 






  









SCENE THIRD.

 

An open plain, with a village far away. Daybreak and cloudy weather. A noise of battle. Cries and the clashing of weapons out on the plain. In the foreground Roman spearmen, under AMMIAN’S command, fighting with Persian archers. The latter are driven back by degrees towards the left. 
 

AMMIAN. 

Right, right! Close with them! Thrust them down! Give them no time to shoot! 
 

NEVITA. 
 [With followers from the right.] Well fought, Ammian!

 

AMMIAN. 

Oh sir, why come not the cavalry to our help? 
 

NEVITA. 
 They cannot. The Persians have elephants in their front rank. The very smell strikes terror to the horses. Thrust — thrust! Upwards, men, — under their breastplates? 
 

KYTRON. 

[In night-clothes, laden with books and rolls of paper, enters from the right.] Oh that I should be in the midst of such horrors!

 

NEVITA. 

Have you seen the Emperor, friend? 
 

KYTRON. 
 Yes, but he heeds me not. Oh, I humbly beg for a detachment of soldiers to protect me! 
 

NEVITA. 

[To his followers.] They are giving ground! The shield-bearers forward! 
 

KYTRON. 
 You do not listen to me, sir! My safety is of the utmost importance; my book, “On Equanimity in Affliction,” is not finished — 
 

NEVITA. 

[As before.] The Persians have been reinforced on the right. They are pressing forward again! 
 

KYTRON. 
 Pressing forward again? Oh this bloodthirsty ferocity! An arrow! It almost struck me! How recklessly they shoot; no care for life or limb! [He takes to flight by the foreground on the left. 
 

NEVITA. 

The battle hangs in the balance. Neither side gains ground. [To FROMENTIUS, who comes with a fresh troop from, the right. Ho, captain, — have you seen the Emperor? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 Yes, sir; he is fighting at the head of the white horsemen. 
 

NEVITA. 
 Not wounded? 
 

FROMENTINUS. 
 He seems invulnerable. Arrows and javelins swerve aside wherever he shows himself. 
 

AMMIAN. 

[Calling out from the thick of the fight.] Help, help; we can hold out no longer! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Forward, my bold Fromentinus! 
 

FROMENTINUS. 

[To the soldiers.] Shoulder to shoulder, and at them, Greeks! [He hastens to the help of AMMIAN; the mellay rolls backwards a little. 
 

ANATOLUS, the Captain of the Guard, enters with followers from the right. 
 

ANATOLUS, Is not the Emperor here? 
 

NEVITA. 
 The Emperor! Is it not your business to answer for him? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 His horse was shot under him, — a terrible tumult arose; it was impossible to get near him — 
 

NEVITA. 
 Think you he has come to any harm? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 No, I think not. There was a cry that he was unhurt, but — 
 

MANY OF NEVITA’S FOLLOWERS. There he is! There he is! The EMPEROR JULIAN, without helmet or armour, with only a sword and shield, escorted by soldiers of the Imperial Guard, enters from the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

‘Tis well I have found you, Nevita! 
 

NEVITA. 
 Ah, sire — without armour; how imprudent — ! 
 

JULIAN. 
 In these regions no weapon can touch me. But go, Nevita; take the supreme command; my horse was shot under me, and — 
 

NEVITA. 
 My Emperor, then after all you are hurt? 
 

JULIAN. 
 No; only a blow on the head; a little dizzy. Go, go — What is this? So many strange multitudes thronging in among us! 
 

NEVITA, [In a low voice.] Anatolus, you must answer for the Emperor. 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Never fear, sir! [NEVITA goes off with his followers to the right. The EMPEROR JULIAN, ANATOLUS, and some of the Imperial Guard remain behind. The flight on the plain rolls further and further back, 
 

JULIAN. 

HOW many of our men think you have fallen, Anatolus? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Certainly not a few, sire; but I am sure the Persians have lost more than we. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Yes, yes; but many have fallen, both Greeks and Romans. Do you not think so? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Surely you are unwell, my Emperor. Your face is so pale — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Look at those lying there, — some on their backs, others on their faces, with outstretched arms. They must all be dead? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Yes, sire, beyond a doubt. 
 

JULIAN. 
 They are dead, yes! They know nought, then, either of the defeat at Jerusalem or the other defeats. — Think you many more Greeks will fall in the battle, Anatolus? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Sire, let us hope the bloodiest work is over. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Many, many more will fall, I tell you! But not enough. Of what use is it that many should fall? None the less will posterity learn — Tell me, Anatolus, how think you the Emperor Caligula pictured to himself that sword? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 What sword, sire? 
 

JULIAN. 
 You know he wished for a sword wherewith he might at one blow —— 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Hark to the shouts, sire! Now I am sure the Persians are retreating. 
 

JULIAN. 

[Listening.] What song is that in the air? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Sire, let me summon Oribases; or still better, — come, — come; you are sick! 
 

JULIAN. 
 There is singing in the air. Can you not hear it? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 If it be so, it must be the Galileans — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ay, be sure ‘tis the Galileans. Ha-ha.-ha, they fight in our ranks, and see not who stands on the other side. Oh fools, all of you! Where is Nevita? Why should he attack the Persians? Can he not see that ‘tis not the Persians who are most dangerous? — You betray me, all of you. 
 

ANATOLUS. 

[Softly to one of the soldiers.] Hasten to the camp; bring hither the Emperor’s physician? [The soldier goes out to the right. 
 

JULIAN. 

What innumerable hosts! Think you they have caught sight of us, Anatolus? 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 Who, sire? Where? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do you not see them — yonder — high up and far away! You lie! You see them well enough! “ANATOLUS. By the immortal gods, they are only the morning clouds,—’tis the day dawning. 
 

JULIAN. 
 ‘Tis the hosts of the Galilean, I tell you! Look — those in the red-edged garments are the martyrs who died in blood. Singing women surround them, and weave bowstrings of the long hair tom from their heads. Children are with them, twining slings from their unravelled entrails. Burning torches — ! Thousandfold — multitudinous! They are hastening hitherward! They are all looking at me; all rushing straight upon me! 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 ‘Tis the Persians, sire! Our ranks are giving way — 
 

JULIAN, They shall not give way) — You shall not! Stand fast, Greeks! Stand, stand, Romans! Today we will free the world! [The battle has in the meantime swept forward over the plain again. JULIAN hurls himself with drawn sword into the thickest of the fight. General confusion. 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 [Calling out to the right.] Help, help! The Emperor is in deadly peril! 
 

JULIAN. 

[Among the combatants.] I see him; I see him! A longer sword! Who has a longer sword to lend me? 
 

SOLDIERS. 

[Streaming in from the right.] With Christ for the Emperor! 
 

AGATHON. 

[Among the new-comers.] With Christ for Christ! [He throws his spear; it grazes the Emperor’s arm and plunges into his side. Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 

[He grasps the spear-head to draw it out, but gashes his hand, utters a loud cry, and falls.

 

AGATHON. 
 [Calls out in the tumult.] The Roman’s spear from Golgotha! [He casts himself weaponless among the Persians, and is seen to be cut down. 
 

CONFUSED CRIES. 

The Emperor! Is the Emperor wounded? 
 

JULIAN. 

[Attempts to rise, but falls back again, and cries;] Thou hast conquered, Galilean 
 

MANY VOICES. 
 The Emperor has fallen! 
 

ANATOLUS. 
 The Emperor is wounded! Shield him — ;shield him, in the name of the gods! [He casts himself despairingly against the Advancing Persians. The Emperor is carried away senseless. At that moment, 
 

JOVIAN Comes forward upon the plain with fresh troops. 
 

JOVIAN. 

On — on, believing brethren; give Caesar what is Caesar’s! 
 

RETREATING SOLDIERS. 

[Calling to him.] He has fallen! The Emperor has fallen! 
 

JOVIAN. 
 Fallen! Oh mighty God of vengeance! On, on; ‘tis God’s will that his people shall live! I see heaven open; I see the angels with flaming swords — 
 

THE SOLDIERS. 

[Hurtling forward.] Christ is among us! 
 

AMMIAN’S TROOPS. The Galileans’ God is among us! Close round him! He is the strongest! [A wild tumult of battle. JOVIAN hews his way into the enemy’s ranks. Sunrise. The Persians flee in all directions. 
 






  







SCENE FOURTH.
 

The Emperor s tent, with a curtained entrance in the background. Daylight. The EMPEROR JULIAN lies unconscious on his couch. The wounds in his right side, arm, and hand are bound up. Close to him stand ORIBASES and 
 

MAKRINA, With EUTHERIUS. Further back BASIL 
 

OF CAESAREA, and PRISCUS. At the foot of the bed stands MAXIMUS THE MYSTIC.

 

MAKRINA. 

He bleeds again. I must bind the bandage tighter. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Thanks to you, tender woman; your heedful hands do us good service here. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Is it possible that he still lives? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Certainly he lives. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 But he does not breathe. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Yes, he breathes. 
 

AMMIAN enters softly, with the Emperor s sword and shield, which he lays down, and remains standing beside the curtain. 
 

PRISCUS. — Ah, good captain, how go affairs without? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Better than here. Is he already — ? 
 

PRISCUS. 
 No, no, not yet. But is it certain that we have defeated the Persians? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Completely. It was Jovian who put them to flight. Three noblemen have even now arrived as envoys from King Sapor, to beg for a truce. 
 

PRISCUS. 
 And think you Nevita will accede to it? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Nevita has yielded up the command to Jovian. All flock around him. All see in him our one hope of safety — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Speak low; he moves. 
 

AMMIAN. 
 He moves. Mayhap he is awakening to consciousness. Oh, if he should live to see this! 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 What, Ammian? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Both soldiers and leaders are taking counsel as to the choice of the new Emperor. 
 

PRISCUS. 
 What say you? 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Oh, what shameful haste! 
 

AMMIAN. 
 The perilous situation of the army partly excuses it; and yet — 
 

MAKRINA. 
 He is waking; — he opens his eyes[Julian lies for a time quite still, looking kindly at the bystanders. 
 

ORIBASES. 

Sire, do you know me? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Very well, my Oribases. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Only lie quiet. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Lie quiet? You remind me! I must be up! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Impossible, sire; I implore you — 
 

JULIAN. 
 I must up, I say. How can I lie quiet now? I must utterly Vanquish Sapor. 
 

EUTHERIUS. 
 Sapor is vanquished, sire! Me has sent envoys to the camp to beg for a truce. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Has he, indeed? That is good news. So him, at least, I have conquered; But no truce. I will crush him to the earth. — Ah, where is my shield? Have I lost my shield? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 No, my Emperor, — here are both your shield and your sword. 
 

JULIAN. 
 I am Very glad of that. My good shield. I should grieve to think of it in the hands of the barbarians. Give it me, on my arm — MAKRINA. Oh, sire, ‘tis too heavy for you now! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, you? You are right, pious Makrina; ‘tis a little too heavy for me. — Lay it before me, that I may see it. What? Is that you, Ammian? Are you on guard here? Where is Anatolus? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Sire, he is now in bliss. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Fallen? My trusty Anatolus fallen for my sake! — In bliss, you say? Ha — One friend the less. Ah, my Maximus! — I will not receive the Persian king’s envoys to-day. Their design is merely to waste my time. But I will grant no terms. I will follow up the victory to the utmost. The army shall turn against Ctesiphon again. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Impossible, sire; think of your wounds. 
 

JULIAN. 
 My wounds will soon be healed Will they not. Oribases — do you not promise me — ? 
 

ORIBASIS. 
 Above all things rest, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What a most untimely chance! Just at this moment, when so many weighty matters are crowding in upon me. I cannot leave these things in Nevita’s hands. In such matters I can trust neither him nor others; I must do all myself.—’Tis true, I feel somewhat weary. How unfortunate! — Tell me, Ammian, what is the name of that ill-omened place? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 What place, my gracious Emperor? 
 

JULIAN. 
 The spot where the Persian javelin struck me? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 ‘Tis called after the village of Phrygia — 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Ah! 
 

JULIAN. 
 What is it called — ? What say you the region is called? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 ‘Tis called from the village over yonder, the Phrygian region. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Ah, Maximus — Maximus! 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 Betrayed! [He hides his face, and sinks down at the foot of the bed. 
 

ORIBASES. 

My Emperor, what alarms you? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nothing — nothing —— Phrygia? Is it so? Nevita and the others will have to take the command after all. Go, tell them — 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Sire, they have already, on your behalf — 
 

JULIAN. 
 Have they? Yes, yes, that is well. The world will has laid an ambush for me, Maximus! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Your wound bleeds afresh, sire! 
 

JULIAN. 
 Oh, Oribases, why did you seek to hide it from me? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 What did I seek to hide, my Emperor? 
 

JULIAN. 
 That I must die. Why not have told me before. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Oh, my Emperor! 
 

BASIL. 
 Julian — Julian! [He casts himself down, weeping, beside the bed. 
 

JULIAN. 

Basil, — friend, brother — we two have lived beautiful days together —— You must hot weep because I depart from you so young. ‘Tis not always a sign of the Fates’ displeasure when they call a man away in his prime. What, after all; is death. ‘Tis nought but paying our debt to the ever-changing empire of the dust. No lamentations! Do we not all love wisdom? And does not wisdom teach us that the highest bliss lies ill the life of the soul, not in that of the body? So far the Galileans are righty although — ; but we will not speak of that. Had the powers of life and death suffered me to finish a certain treatise, I think I should Have succeeded in — 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Oh my Emperor, does it hot weary you to talk so much? 
 

JULIAN. 
 No, no, no. I feel very light and free. 
 

BASIL. 
 Julian, my beloved brother, — is there nought you would recall? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Truly I know not what it should be. 
 

BASIL. 
 Nothing to repent of, Julian? 
 

JULIAN. 
 Nothing. That power which circumstances placed in my hands, and which is an emanation of divinity, I am conscious of having used to the best of my skill. I have never wittingly wronged any one: For this campaign there were good and sufficient reasons; and if some should think that I have not fulfilled all expectations, they ought in justice to reflect that there is a mysterious power without us, which in a great measure governs the issue of human undertakings. 
 

MAKRINA. 

[Softly to ORIBASES.] Oh listen — listen how heavily he breathes. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 His voice will soon fail him. 
 

JULIAN. 
 AS to the choice of my successor, I presume not to give any advice. — You, Eutherius, will divide my possessions among those who have stood nearest to me. I do not leave much; for I have always held that a true philosopher — What is this? Is the sun already setting? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Not so, my Emperor; ‘tis still broad day. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Strange! It seemed to me to turn quite dark — Ah, wisdom — wisdom. Hold fast to wisdom, good Priscus! But be always armed against an unfathomable something without us, which — Is Maximus gone? 
 

MAXIMUS. 
 No, my brother! 
 

JULIAN. 
 My throat is burning. Can you not cool it? 
 

MAKRINA. 
 A draught of water, sire? [She holds a cup to his lips. 
 

ORIBASES. 

[Whispers to MAKRINA.] His wound bleeds inwardly. 
 

JULIAN. 
 Do not weep. Let no Greek weep for me; I am ascending to the stars — Beautiful temples — Pictures — But so far away. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Of what is he talking? 
 

ORIBASES. 
 I know not; I think his mind is wandering. 
 

JULIAN. 
 [With closed eyes.]’Twas given to Alexander to enter in triumph — into Babylon. — I too will — Beautiful wreath - crown’d youths — dancing maidens, — but so far away. Beautiful earth, — beautiful life — [He opens his eyes wide. Oh, Helios, Helios — why didst thou betray me? [He dies. 
 

ORIBASES. 
 [After a pause.] That was death. 
 

THE BYSTANDERS. 
 Dead — dead! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Yes, now he is dead. [BASIL and MAKRINA kneel in prayer. 
 

EUTIIERIUS veils his head. A sound of drums and trumpets is heard in the distance. 
 

SHOUTS FROM THE CAMP. 

Long live the Emperor Jovian! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Oh, heard you that shout? 
 

AMMIAN. 
 Jovian is proclaimed Emperor. 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Laughing.] The Galilean Jovian! Yes — yes — yes! 
 

ORIBASES. 
 Shameful haste! Before they knew that — 
 

PRISCUS. 
 Jovian, — the victorious hero who has saved us all! The Emperor Jovian assuredly deserves a panegyric. I trust that crafty Kytron has not already —— [He hastens out. 
 

BASIL. 

Forgotten, ere your hand is cold. And for this pitiful splendour you sold your immortal soul! 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Rising.] The world-will shall answer for Julian’s soul! 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Blaspheme not; though surely you have loved this dead man — 
 

MAXIMUS. 

[Approaching the body.] Loved, and led him astray — Nay, not I! Led astray like Cain. Led astray like Judas. Your God is a spendthrift God, Galileans! He wears out many souls. Wast thou not then, this time either, the chosen one — thou victim on the altar of necessity? What is it worth to live? All is sport and mockery. — To will is to have to will. Oh my beloved — all signs deceived me, all auguries spoke with a double tongue, so that I saw in thee the mediator between the two empires. The third empire shall come! The spirit of man shall re-enter on its heritage — and then shall offerings of atonement be made to thee, and to thy two guests in the symposium. [He goes out, 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Rising, pale.] Basil — did you understand the heathen’s speech? 
 

BASIL. 
 No, — but it dawns on me like a great and radiant light, that here lies a noble, shattered instrument of God. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Ay, truly, a dear and dear-bought instrument. Basil. — Christ, Christ — how came it that thy people saw not thy manifest design? The Emperor Julian was a rod of chastisement, — not unto death, but unto resurrection. 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Terrible is the mystery of election. How know we — ? 
 

BASIL. 
 IS it not written: “Some vessels are fashioned to honour, and some to dishonour”? 
 

MAKRINA. 
 Oh brother, Jet us not seek to fathom that abyss. [She bends over the body and covers the face. Erring soul of man — if thou wast indeed forced to err, it shall surely be accounted to thee for good on that great day when the Mighty One shall descend in the clouds to judge the living dead and the dead who are yet alive! — 
 

THE END
 






  

PILLARS OF SOCIETY


 

Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp
 

Being the first of Ibsen’s contemporary prose dramas, Pillars of Society underwent a long creative process. In a letter dated December 14, 1869, Ibsen revealed to Frederik Hegel that he was planning a “new, serious, contemporary drama in three acts”. However, five years passed before Ibsen worked on the idea in earnest. He and his family had then moved from Dresden to Munich. In November 1875, the first act was finished in a fair copy, but had to be re-worked several times. For the next eighteen months the play was constantly re-worked. In a letter to Frederik Hegel dated June 24, 1877, Ibsen was finally able to announce that the play was finished and that he was making a fair copy. The final manuscript was then sent to Hegel in five parts between July 29th and August 20th.

Pillars of Society was first published on 11 October of that year in Copenhagen, with the first staging following on 14 November at the Odense Teater and on 18 November at the Royal Danish Theatre in Copenhagen. The first performance in Norway was at Den Nationale Scene in Bergen on 30 November. By this date, the play had been translated into German, in which it was immediately well received. In December 1880 it became the first of any of Ibsen’s plays to be performed in English in London, under the title Quicksands.

The narrative introduces Karsten Bernick, a dominant businessman in a small coastal town in Norway, with interests in shipping and shipbuilding in a long-established family firm. In the beginning of the play he is planning his most ambitious project yet, backing a railway that will connect the town to the main line and open a fertile valley, which he has been secretly buying up. However, when his wife’s younger brother, who had mysteriously run away fifteen years ago, suddenly returns to the town, Bernick’s life is thrown into turmoil.






  








 

Odense Teater in Denmark, where ‘Pillars of Society’ was first performed
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
 

Karsten Bernick, a shipbuilder.
 Mrs. Bernick, his wife.
 Olaf, their son, thirteen years old.
 Martha Bernick, Karsten Bernick’s sister.
 Johan Tonnesen, Mrs. Bernick’s younger brother.
 Lona Hessel, Mrs. Bernick’s elder half-sister.
 Hilmar Tonnesen, Mrs. Bernick’s cousin.
 Dina Dorf, a young girl living with the Bernicks.
 Rorlund, a schoolmaster.
 Rummel, a merchant.
 Vigeland and Sandstad, tradesman
 Krap, Bernick’s confidential clerk.
 Aune, foreman of Bernick’s shipbuilding yard.
 Mrs. Rummel.
 Hilda Rummel, her daughter.
 Mrs. Holt.
 Netta Holt, her daughter.
 Mrs. Lynge.
 

Townsfolk and visitors, foreign sailors, steamboat passengers, etc., etc.
 

(The action takes place at the Bernicks’ house in one of the smaller coast towns in Norway)
 






  








ACT I.
 

(SCENE. — A spacious garden-room in the BERNICKS’ house. In the foreground on the left is a door leading to BERNICK’S business room; farther back in the same wall, a similar door. In the middle of the opposite wall is a large entrance-door, which leads to the street. The wall in the background is almost wholly composed of plate-glass; a door in it opens upon a broad flight of steps which lead down to the garden; a sun-awning is stretched over the steps. Below the steps a part of the garden is visible, bordered by a fence with a small gate in it. On the other side of the fence runs a street, the opposite side of which is occupied by small wooden houses painted in bright colours. It is summer, and the sun is shining warmly. People are seen, every now and then, passing along the street and stopping to talk to one another; others going in and out of a shop at the corner, etc.
 

In the room a gathering of ladies is seated round a table. MRS. BERNICK is presiding; on her left side are MRS. HOLT and her daughter NETTA, and next to them MRS. RUMMEL and HILDA RUMMEL. On MRS. BERNICK’S right are MRS. LYNGE, MARTHA BERNICK and DINA DORF. All the ladies are busy working. On the table lie great piles of linen garments and other articles of clothing, some half finished, and some merely cut out. Farther back, at a small table on which two pots of flowers and a glass of sugared water are standing, RORLUND is sitting, reading aloud from a book with gilt edges, but only loud enough for the spectators to catch a word now and then. Out in the garden OLAF BERNICK is running about and shooting at a target with a toy crossbow.
 

After a moment AUNE comes in quietly through the door on the right. There is a slight interruption in the reading. MRS. BERNICK nods to him and points to the door on the left. AUNE goes quietly across, knocks softly at the door of BERNICK’S room, and after a moment’s pause, knocks again. KRAP comes out of the room, with his hat in his hand and some papers under his arm.)
 

Krap: Oh, it was you knocking?
 

Aune: Mr. Bernick sent for me.
 

Krap: He did — but he cannot see you. He has deputed me to tell you — 
 

Aune: Deputed you? All the same, I would much rather — 
 

Krap: — deputed me to tell you what he wanted to say to you. You must give up these Saturday lectures of yours to the men.
 

Aune: Indeed? I supposed I might use my own time — 
 

Krap: You must not use your own time in making the men useless in working hours. Last Saturday you were talking to them of the harm that would be done to the workmen by our new machines and the new working methods at the yard. What makes you do that?
 

Aune: I do it for the good of the community.
 

Krap: That’s curious, because Mr. Bernick says it is disorganising the community.
 

Aune: My community is not Mr. Bernick’s, Mr. Krap! As President of the Industrial Association, I must — 
 

Krap: You are, first and foremost, President of Mr. Bernick’s shipbuilding yard; and, before everything else, you have to do your duty to the community known as the firm of Bernick & Co.; that is what every one of us lives for. Well, now you know what Mr. Bernick had to say to you.
 

Aune: Mr. Bernick would not have put it that way, Mr. Krap! But I know well enough whom I have to thank for this. It is that damned American boat. Those fellows expect to get work done here the way they are accustomed to it over there, and that — 
 

Krap: Yes, yes, but I can’t go into all these details. You know now what Mr. Bernick means, and that is sufficient. Be so good as to go back to the yard; probably you are needed there. I shall be down myself in a little while. — Excuse me, ladies! (Bows to the ladies and goes out through the garden and down the street. AUNE goes quietly out to the right. RORLUND, who has continued his reading during the foregoing conversation, which has been carried on in low tones, has now come to the end of the book, and shuts it with a bang.)
 

Rorlund: There, my dear ladies, that is the end of it.
 

Mrs. Rummel: What an instructive tale!
 

Mrs. Holt: And such a good moral!
 

Mrs. Bernick: A book like that really gives one something to think about.
 

Rorlund: Quite so; it presents a salutary contrast to what, unfortunately, meets our eyes every day in the newspapers and magazines. Look at the gilded and painted exterior displayed by any large community, and think what it really conceals! — emptiness and rottenness, if I may say so; no foundation of morality beneath it. In a word, these large communities of ours now-a-days are whited sepulchres.
 

Mrs. Holt: How true! How true!
 

Mrs. Rummel: And for an example of it, we need look no farther than at the crew of the American ship that is lying here just now.
 

Rorlund: Oh, I would rather not speak of such offscourings of humanity as that. But even in higher circles — what is the case there? A spirit of doubt and unrest on all sides; minds never at peace, and instability characterising all their behaviour. Look how completely family life is undermined over there! Look at their shameless love of casting doubt on even the most serious truths!
 

Dina (without looking up from her work): But are there not many big things done there too?
 

Rorlund: Big things done — ? I do not understand — .
 

Mrs. Holt (in amazement): Good gracious, Dina — !
 

Mrs. Rummel (in the same breath): Dina, how can you — ?
 

Rorlund: I think it would scarcely be a good thing for us if such “big things” became the rule here. No, indeed, we ought to be only too thankful that things are as they are in this country. It is true enough that tares grow up amongst our wheat here too, alas; but we do our best conscientiously to weed them out as well as we are able. The important thing is to keep society pure, ladies — to ward off all the hazardous experiments that a restless age seeks to force upon us.
 

Mrs. Holt: And there are more than enough of them in the wind, unhappily.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, you know last year we only by a hair’s breadth escaped the project of having a railway here.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Ah, my husband prevented that.
 

Rorlund: Providence, Mrs. Bernick. You may be certain that your husband was the instrument of a higher Power when he refused to have anything to do with the scheme.
 

Mrs. Bernick: And yet they said such horrible things about him in the newspapers! But we have quite forgotten to thank you, Mr. Rorlund. It is really more than friendly of you to sacrifice so much of your time to us.
 

Rorlund: Not at all. This is holiday time, and — 
 

Mrs. Bernick: Yes, but it is a sacrifice all the same, Mr. Rorlund.
 

Rorlund (drawing his chair nearer): Don’t speak of it, my dear lady. Are you not all of you making some sacrifice in a good cause? — and that willingly and gladly? These poor fallen creatures for whose rescue we are working may be compared to soldiers wounded on the field of battle; you, ladies, are the kind-hearted sisters of mercy who prepare the lint for these stricken ones, lay the bandages softly on their wounds, heal them and cure them.
 

Mrs. Bernick: It must be a wonderful gift to be able to see everything in such a beautiful light.
 

Rorlund: A good deal of it is inborn in one — but it can be to a great extent acquired, too. All that is needful is to see things in the light of a serious mission in life. (To MARTHA:) What do you say, Miss Bernick? Have you not felt as if you were standing on firmer ground since you gave yourself up to your school work?
 

Martha: I really do not know what to say. There are times, when I am in the schoolroom down there, that I wish I were far away out on the stormy seas.
 

Rorlund: That is merely temptation, dear Miss Bernick. You ought to shut the doors of your mind upon such disturbing guests as that. By the “stormy seas” — for of course you do not intend me to take your words literally — you mean the restless tide of the great outer world, where so many are shipwrecked. Do you really set such store on the life you hear rushing by outside? Only look out into the street. There they go, walking about in the heat of the sun, perspiring and tumbling about over their little affairs. No, we undoubtedly have the best of it, who are able to sit here in the cool and turn our backs on the quarter from which disturbance comes.
 

Martha: Yes, I have no doubt you are perfectly right.
 

Rorlund: And in a house like this, in a good and pure home, where family life shows in its fairest colours — where peace and harmony rule — (To MRS. BERNICK:) What are you listening to, Mrs. Bernick?
 

Mrs. Bernick (who has turned towards the door of BERNICK’S room): They are talking very loud in there.
 

Rorlund: Is there anything particular going on?
 

Mrs. Bernick: I don’t know. I can hear that there is somebody with my husband.
 

(HILMAR TONNESEN, smoking a cigar, appears in the doorway on the right, but stops short at the sight of the company of ladies.)
 

Hilmar: Oh, excuse me — (Turns to go back.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: No, Hilmar, come along in; you are not disturbing us. Do you want something?
 

Hilmar: No, I only wanted to look in here — Good morning, ladies. (To MRS. BERNICK:) Well, what is the result?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Of what?
 

Hilmar: Karsten has summoned a meeting, you know.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Has he? What about?
 

Hilmar: Oh, it is this railway nonsense over again.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Is it possible?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Poor Karsten, is he to have more annoyance over that?
 

Rorlund: But how do you explain that, Mr. Tonnesen? You know that last year Mr. Bernick made it perfectly clear that he would not have a railway here.
 

Hilmar: Yes, that is what I thought, too; but I met Krap, his confidential clerk, and he told me that the railway project had been taken up again, and that Mr. Bernick was in consultation with three of our local capitalists.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Ah, I was right in thinking I heard my husband’s voice.
 

Hilmar: Of course Mr. Rummel is in it, and so are Sandstad and Michael Vigeland, “Saint Michael”, as they call him.
 

Rorlund: Ahem!
 

Hilmar: I beg your pardon, Mr. Rorlund?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Just when everything was so nice and peaceful.
 

Hilmar: Well, as far as I am concerned, I have not the slightest objection to their beginning their squabbling again. It will be a little diversion, any way.
 

Rorlund: I think we can dispense with that sort of diversion.
 

Hilmar: It depends how you are constituted. Certain natures feel the lust of battle now and then. But unfortunately life in a country town does not offer much in that way, and it isn’t given to every one to (turns the leaves of the book RORLUND has been reading). “Woman as the Handmaid of Society.” What sort of drivel is this?
 

Mrs. Bernick: My dear Hilmar, you must not say that. You certainly have not read the book.
 

Hilmar: No, and I have no intention of reading it, either.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Surely you are not feeling quite well today.
 

Hilmar: No, I am not.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Perhaps you did not sleep well last night?
 

Hilmar: No, I slept very badly. I went for a walk yesterday evening for my health’s sake; and I finished up at the club and read a book about a Polar expedition. There is something bracing in following the adventures of men who are battling with the elements.
 

Mrs. Rummel: But it does not appear to have done you much good, Mr. Tonnesen.
 

Hilmar: No, it certainly did not. I lay all night tossing about, only half asleep, and dreamt that I was being chased by a hideous walrus.
 

Olaf (who meanwhile has come up the steps from the garden): Have you been chased by a walrus, uncle?
 

Hilmar: I dreamt it, you duffer! Do you mean to say you are still playing about with that ridiculous bow? Why don’t you get hold of a real gun?
 

Olaf: I should like to, but — 
 

Hilmar: There is some sense in a thing like that; it is always an excitement every time you fire it off.
 

Olaf: And then I could shoot bears, uncle. But daddy won’t let me.
 

Mrs. Bernick: You really mustn’t put such ideas into his head, Hilmar.
 

Hilmar: Hm! It’s a nice breed we are educating up now-a-days, isn’t it! We talk a great deal about manly sports, goodness knows — but we only play with the question, all the same; there is never any serious inclination for the bracing discipline that lies in facing danger manfully. Don’t stand pointing your crossbow at me, blockhead — it might go off!
 

Olaf: No, uncle, there is no arrow in it.
 

Hilmar: You don’t know that there isn’t — there may be, all the same. Take it away, I tell you! — Why on earth have you never gone over to America on one of your father’s ships? You might have seen a buffalo hunt then, or a fight with Red Indians.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Oh, Hilmar — !
 

Olaf: I should like that awfully, uncle; and then perhaps I might meet Uncle Johan and Aunt Lona.
 

Hilmar: Hm! — Rubbish.
 

Mrs. Bernick: You can go down into the garden again now, Olaf.
 

Olaf: Mother, may I go out into the street too?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Yes, but not too far, mind.
 

(OLAF runs down into the garden and out through the gate in the fence.)
 

Rorlund: You ought not to put such fancies into the child’s head, Mr. Tonnesen.
 

Hilmar: No, of course he is destined to be a miserable stay-at-home, like so many others.
 

Rorlund: But why do you not take a trip over there yourself?
 

Hilmar: I? With my wretched health? Of course I get no consideration on that account. But putting that out of the question, you forget that one has certain obligations to perform towards the community of which one forms a part. There must be some one here to hold aloft the banner of the Ideal. — Ugh, there he is shouting again!
 

The Ladies: Who is shouting?
 

Hilmar: I am sure I don’t know. They are raising their voices so loud in there that it gets on my nerves.
 

Mrs. Bernick: I expect it is my husband, Mr. Tonnesen. But you must remember he is so accustomed to addressing large audiences.
 

Rorlund: I should not call the others low-voiced, either.
 

Hilmar: Good Lord, no! — not on any question that touches their pockets. Everything here ends in these petty material considerations. Ugh!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Anyway, that is a better state of things than it used to be when everything ended in mere frivolity.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Things really used to be as bad as that here?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Indeed they were, Mrs. Lynge. You may think yourself lucky that you did not live here then.
 

Mrs. Holt: Yes, times have changed, and no mistake, when I look back to the days when I was a girl.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Oh, you need not look back more than fourteen or fifteen years. God forgive us, what a life we led! There used to be a Dancing Society and a Musical Society — 
 

Mrs. Bernick: And the Dramatic Club. I remember it very well.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, that was where your play was performed, Mr. Tonnesen.
 

Hilmar (from the back of the room): What, what?
 

Rorlund: A play by Mr. Tonnesen?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, it was long before you came here, Mr. Rorlund. And it was only performed once.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Was that not the play in which you told me you took the part of a young man’s sweetheart, Mrs. Rummel?
 

Mrs. Rummel (glancing towards RORLUND): I? I really cannot remember, Mrs. Lynge. But I remember well all the riotous gaiety that used to go on.
 

Mrs. Holt: Yes, there were houses I could name in which two large dinner-parties were given in one week.
 

Mrs. Lynge: And surely I have heard that a touring theatrical company came here, too?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, that was the worst thing of the lot.
 

Mrs. Holt (uneasily): Ahem!
 

Mrs. Rummel: Did you say a theatrical company? No, I don’t remember that at all.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Oh yes, and I have been told they played all sorts of mad pranks. What is really the truth of those stories?
 

Mrs. Rummel: There is practically no truth in them, Mrs. Lynge.
 

Mrs. Holt: Dina, my love, will you give me that linen?
 

Mrs. Bernick (at the same time): Dina, dear, will you go and ask Katrine to bring us our coffee?
 

Martha: I will go with you, Dina. (DINA and MARTHA go out by the farther door on, the left.)
 

Mrs. Bernick (getting up): Will you excuse me for a few minutes? I think we will have our coffee outside. (She goes out to the verandah and sets to work to lay a table. RORLUND stands in the doorway talking to her. HILMAR sits outside, smoking.)
 

Mrs. Rummel (in a low voice): My goodness, Mrs. Lynge, how you frightened me!
 

Mrs. Lynge: I?
 

Mrs. Holt: Yes, but you know it was you that began it, Mrs. Rummel.
 

Mrs. Rummel: I? How can you say such a thing, Mrs. Holt? Not a syllable passed my lips!
 

Mrs. Lynge: But what does it all mean?
 

Mrs. Rummel: What made you begin to talk about — ? Think — did you not see that Dina was in the room?
 

Mrs. Lynge: Dina? Good gracious, is there anything wrong with — ?
 

Mrs. Holt: And in this house, too! Did you not know it was Mrs. Bernick’s brother — ?
 

Mrs. Lynge: What about him? I know nothing about it at all; I am quite new to the place, you know.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Have you not heard that — ? Ahem! (To her daughter) Hilda, dear, you can go for a little stroll in the garden?
 

Mrs. Holt: You go too, Netta. And be very kind to poor Dina when she comes back. (HILDA and NETTA go out into the garden.)
 

Mrs. Lynge: Well, what about Mrs. Bernick’s brother?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Don’t you know the dreadful scandal about him?
 

Mrs. Lynge: A dreadful scandal about Mr. Tonnesen?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Good Heavens, no. Mr. Tonnesen is her cousin, of course, Mrs. Lynge. I am speaking of her brother — 
 

Mrs. Holt: The wicked Mr. Tonnesen — 
 

Mrs. Rummel: His name was Johan. He ran away to America.
 

Mrs. Holt: Had to run away, you must understand.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Then it is he the scandal is about?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes; there was something — how shall I put it? — there was something of some kind between him and Dina’s mother. I remember it all as if it were yesterday. Johan Tonnesen was in old Mrs. Bernick’s office then; Karsten Bernick had just come back from Paris — he had not yet become engaged — 
 

Mrs. Lynge: Yes, but what was the scandal?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Well, you must know that Moller’s company were acting in the town that winter — 
 

Mrs. Holt: And Dorf, the actor, and his wife were in the company. All the young men in the town were infatuated with her.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, goodness knows how they could think her pretty. Well, Dorf came home late one evening — 
 

Mrs. Holt: Quite unexpectedly.
 

Mrs. Rummel: And found his — No, really it isn’t a thing one can talk about.
 

Mrs. Holt: After all, Mrs. Rummel, he didn’t find anything, because the door was locked on the inside.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, that is just what I was going to say — he found the door locked. And — just think of it — the man that was in the house had to jump out of the window.
 

Mrs. Holt: Right down from an attic window.
 

Mrs. Lynge: And that was Mrs. Bernick’s brother?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, it was he.
 

Mrs. Lynge: And that was why he ran away to America?
 

Mrs. Holt: Yes, he had to run away, you may be sure.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Because something was discovered afterwards that was nearly as bad; just think — he had been making free with the cash-box...
 

Mrs. Holt: But, you know, no one was certain of that, Mrs. Rummel; perhaps there was no truth in the rumour.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Well, I must say — ! Wasn’t it known all over the town? Did not old Mrs. Bernick nearly go bankrupt as the result of it? However, God forbid I should be the one to spread such reports.
 

Mrs. Holt: Well, anyway, Mrs. Dorf didn’t get the money, because she — 
 

Mrs. Lynge: Yes, what happened to Dina’s parents afterwards?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Well, Dorf deserted both his wife and his child. But madam was impudent enough to stay here a whole year. Of course she had not the face to appear at the theatre any more, but she kept herself by taking in washing and sewing — 
 

Mrs. Holt: And then she tried to set up a dancing school.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Naturally that was no good. What parents would trust their children to such a woman? But it did not last very long. The fine madam was not accustomed to work; she got something wrong with her lungs and died of it.
 

Mrs. Lynge: What a horrible scandal!
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, you can imagine how hard it was upon the Bernicks. It is the dark spot among the sunshine of their good fortune, as Rummel once put it. So never speak about it in this house, Mrs. Lynge.
 

Mrs. Holt: And for heaven’s sake never mention the stepsister, either!
 

Mrs. Lynge: Oh, so Mrs. Bernick has a step-sister, too?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Had, luckily — for the relationship between them is all over now. She was an extraordinary person too! Would you believe it, she cut her hair short, and used to go about in men’s boots in bad weather!
 

Mrs. Holt: And when her step-brother, the black sheep, had gone away, and the whole town naturally was talking about him — what do you think she did? She went out to America to him!
 

Mr. Rummel: Yes, but remember the scandal she caused before she went, Mrs. Holt.
 

Mrs. Holt: Hush, don’t speak of it.
 

Mrs. Lynge: My goodness, did she create a scandal too?
 

Mrs. Rummel: I think you ought to hear it, Mrs. Lynge. Mr. Bernick had just got engaged to Betty Tonnesen, and the two of them went arm in arm into her aunt’s room to tell her the news — 
 

Mrs. Holt: The Tonnesens’ parents were dead, you know — 
 

Mrs. Rummel: When, suddenly, up got Lona Hessel from her chair and gave our refined and well-bred Karsten Bernick such a box on the ear that his head swam.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Well, I am sure I never — 
 

Mrs. Holt: It is absolutely true.
 

Mrs. Rummel: And then she packed her box and went away to America.
 

Mrs. Lynge: I suppose she had had her eye on him for herself.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Of course she had. She imagined that he and she would make a match of it when he came back from Paris.
 

Mrs. Holt: The idea of her thinking such a thing! Karsten Bernick — a man of the world and the pink of courtesy, a perfect gentleman, the darling of all the ladies...
 

Mrs. Rummel: And, with it all, such an excellent young man, Mrs. Holt — so moral.
 

Mrs. Lynge: But what has this Miss Hessel made of herself in America?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Well, you see, over that (as my husband once put it) has been drawn a veil which one should hesitate to lift.
 

Mrs. Lynge: What do you mean?
 

Mrs. Rummel: She no longer has any connection with the family, as you may suppose; but this much the whole town knows, that she has sung for money in drinking saloons over there — 
 

Mrs. Holt: And has given lectures in public — 
 

Mrs. Rummel: And has published some mad kind of book.
 

Mrs. Lynge: You don’t say so!
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, it is true enough that Lona Hessel is one of the spots on the sun of the Bernick family’s good fortune. Well, now you know the whole story, Mrs. Lynge. I am sure I would never have spoken about it except to put you on your guard.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Oh, you may be sure I shall be most careful. But that poor child Dina Dorf! I am truly sorry for her.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Well, really it was a stroke of good luck for her. Think what it would have meant if she had been brought up by such parents! Of course we did our best for her, every one of us, and gave her all the good advice we could. Eventually Miss Bernick got her taken into this house.
 

Mrs. Holt: But she has always been a difficult child to deal with. It is only natural — with all the bad examples she had had before her. A girl of that sort is not like one of our own; one must be lenient with her.
 

Mrs. Rummel: Hush — here she comes. (In a louder voice.) Yes, Dina is really a clever girl. Oh, is that you, Dina? We are just putting away the things.
 

Mrs. Holt: How delicious your coffee smells, my dear Dina. A nice cup of coffee like that — 
 

Mrs. Bernick (calling in from the verandah): Will you come out here? (Meanwhile MARTHA and DINA have helped the Maid to bring out the coffee. All the ladies seat themselves on the verandah, and talk with a great show of kindness to DINA. In a few moments DINA comes back into the room and looks for her sewing.)
 

Mrs. Bernick (from the coffee table): Dina, won’t you — ?
 

Dina: No, thank you. (Sits down to her sewing. MRS. BERNICK and RORLUND exchange a few words; a moment afterwards he comes back into the room, makes a pretext for going up to the table, and begins speaking to DINA in low tones.)
 

Rorlund: Dina.
 

Dina: Yes?
 

Rorlund: Why don’t you want to sit with the others?
 

Dina: When I came in with the coffee, I could see from the strange lady’s face that they had been talking about me.
 

Rorlund: But did you not see as well how agreeable she was to you out there?
 

Dina: That is just what I will not stand
 

Rorlund: You are very self-willed, Dina.
 

Dina: Yes.
 

Rorlund: But why?
 

Dina: Because it is my nature.
 

Rorlund: Could you not try to alter your nature?
 

Dina: No.
 

Rorlund: Why not?
 

Dina (looking at him): Because I am one of the “poor fallen creatures”, you know.
 

Rorlund: For shame, Dina.
 

Dina: So was my mother.
 

Rorlund: Who has spoken to you about such things?
 

Dina: No one; they never do. Why don’t they? They all handle me in such a gingerly fashion, as if they thought I should go to pieces if they — . Oh, how I hate all this kind-heartedness.
 

Rorlund: My dear Dina, I can quite understand that you feel repressed here, but — 
 

Dina: Yes; if only I could get right away from here. I could make my own way quite well, if only I did not live amongst people who are so — so — 
 

Rorlund: So what?
 

Dina: So proper and so moral.
 

Rorlund: Oh but, Dina, you don’t mean that.
 

Dina: You know quite well in what sense I mean it. Hilda and Netta come here every day, to be exhibited to me as good examples. I can never be so beautifully behaved as they; I don’t want to be. If only I were right away from it all, I should grow to be worth something.
 

Rorlund: But you are worth a great deal, Dina dear.
 

Dina: What good does that do me here?
 

Rorlund: Get right away, you say? Do you mean it seriously?
 

Dina: I would not stay here a day longer, if it were not for you.
 

Rorlund: Tell me, Dina — why is it that you are fond of being with me?
 

Dina: Because you teach me so much that is beautiful.
 

Rorlund: Beautiful? Do you call the little I can teach you, beautiful?
 

Dina: Yes. Or perhaps, to be accurate, it is not that you teach me anything; but when I listen to you talking I see beautiful visions.
 

Rorlund: What do you mean exactly when you call a thing beautiful?
 

Dina: I have never thought it out.
 

Rorlund: Think it out now, then. What do you understand by a beautiful thing?
 

Dina: A beautiful thing is something that is great — and far off.
 

Rorlund: Hm! — Dina, I am so deeply concerned about you, my dear.
 

Dina: Only that?
 

Rorlund: You know perfectly well that you are dearer to me than I can say.
 

Dina: If I were Hilda or Netta, you would not be afraid to let people see it.
 

Rorlund: Ah, Dina, you can have no idea of the number of things I am forced to take into consideration. When it is a man’s lot to be a moral pillar of the community he lives in, he cannot be too circumspect. If only I could be certain that people would interpret my motives properly. But no matter for that; you must, and shall be, helped to raise yourself. Dina, is it a bargain between us that when I come — when circumstances allow me to come — to you and say: “Here is my hand,” you will take it and be my wife? Will you promise me that, Dina?
 

Dina: Yes.
 

Rorlund: Thank you, thank you! Because for my part, too — oh, Dina, I love you so dearly. Hush! Some one is coming. Dina — for my sake — go out to the others.(She goes out to the coffee table. At the same moment RUMMEL, SANDSTAD and VIGELAND come out of BERNICK’S room, followed by Bernick, who has a bundle of papers in his hand.)
 

Bernick: Well, then, the matter is settled.
 

Vigeland: Yes, I hope to goodness it is.
 

Rummel: It is settled, Bernick. A Norseman’s word stands as firm as the rocks on Dovrefjeld, you know!
 

Bernick: And no one must falter, no one give way, no matter what opposition we meet with.
 

Rummel: We will stand or fall together, Bernick.
 

Hilmar (coming in from the verandah): Fall? If I may ask, isn’t it the railway scheme that is going to fall?
 

Bernick: No, on the contrary, it is going to proceed — 
 

Rummel: Full steam, Mr. Tonnesen.
 

Hilmar (coming nearer): Really?
 

Rorlund: How is that?
 

Mrs. Bernick (at the verandah door): Karsten, dear, what is it that — ?
 

Bernick: My dear Betty, how can it interest you? (To the three men.) We must get out lists of subscribers, and the sooner the better. Obviously our four names must head the list. The positions we occupy in the community makes it our duty to make ourselves as prominent as possible in the affair.
 

Sandstad: Obviously, Mr. Bernick.
 

Rummel: The thing shall go through, Bernick; I swear it shall!
 

Bernick: Oh, I have not the least anticipation of failure. We must see that we work, each one among the circle of his own acquaintances; and if we can point to the fact that the scheme is exciting a lively interest in all ranks of society, then it stands to reason that our Municipal Corporation will have to contribute its share.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Karsten, you really must come out here and tell us — 
 

Bernick: My dear Betty, it is an affair that does not concern ladies at all.
 

Hilmar: Then you are really going to support this railway scheme after all?
 

Bernick: Yes, naturally.
 

Rorlund: But last year, Mr. Bernick — 
 

Bernick: Last year it was quite another thing. At that time it was a question of a line along the coast — 
 

Vigeland: Which would have been quite superfluous, Mr. Rorlund; because, of course, we have our steamboat service — 
 

Sandstad: And would have been quite unreasonably costly — 
 

Rummel: Yes, and would have absolutely ruined certain important interests in the town.
 

Bernick: The main point was that it would not have been to the advantage of the community as a whole. That is why I opposed it, with the result that the inland line was resolved upon.
 

Hilmar: Yes, but surely that will not touch the towns about here.
 

Bernick: It will eventually touch our town, my dear Hilmar, because we are going to build a branch line here.
 

Hilmar: Aha — a new scheme, then?
 

Rummel: Yes, isn’t it a capital scheme? What?
 

Rorlund: Hm! — 
 

Vigeland: There is no denying that it looks as though Providence had just planned the configuration of the country to suit a branch line.
 

Rorlund: Do you really mean it, Mr. Vigeland?
 

Bernick: Yes, I must confess it seems to me as if it had been the hand of Providence that caused me to take a journey on business this spring, in the course of which I happened to traverse a valley through which I had never been before. It came across my mind like a flash of lightning that this was where we could carry a branch line down to our town. I got an engineer to survey the neighbourhood, and have here the provisional calculations and estimate; so there is nothing to hinder us.
 

Mrs. Bernick (who is still with the other ladies at the verandah door): But, my dear Karsten, to think that you should have kept it all a secret from us!
 

Bernick: Ah, my dear Betty, I knew you would not have been able to grasp the exact situation. Besides, I have not mentioned it to a living soul until today. But now the decisive moment has come, and we must work openly and with all our might. Yes, even if I have to risk all I have for its sake, I mean to push the matter through.
 

Rummel: And we will back you up, Bernick; you may rely upon that.
 

Rorlund: Do you really promise us so much, then, from this undertaking, gentlemen?
 

Bernick: Yes, undoubtedly. Think what a lever it will be to raise the status of our whole community. Just think of the immense tracts of forest-land that it will make accessible; think of all the rich deposits of minerals we shall be able to work; think of the river with one waterfall above another! Think of the possibilities that open out in the way of manufactories!
 

Rorlund: And are you not afraid that an easier intercourse with the depravity of the outer world — ?
 

Bernick: No, you may make your mind quite easy on that score, Mr. Rorlund. Our little hive of industry rests now-a-days, God be thanked, on such a sound moral basis; we have all of us helped to drain it, if I may use the expression; and that we will continue to do, each in his degree. You, Mr. Rorlund, will continue your richly blessed activity in our schools and our homes. We, the practical men of business, will be the support of the community by extending its welfare within as wide a radius as possible; and our women — yes, come nearer ladies — you will like to hear it — our women, I say, our wives and daughters — you, ladies — will work on undisturbed in the service of charity, and moreover will be a help and a comfort to your nearest and dearest, as my dear Betty and Martha are to me and Olaf.(Looks around him.) Where is Olaf today?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Oh, in the holidays it is impossible to keep him at home.
 

Bernick: I have no doubt he is down at the shore again. You will see he will end by coming to some harm there.
 

Hilmar: Bah! A little sport with the forces of nature
 

Mrs. Rummel: Your family affection is beautiful, Mr. Bernick!
 

Bernick: Well, the family is the kernel of society. A good home, honoured and trusty friends, a little snug family circle where no disturbing elements can cast their shadow — (KRAP comes in from the right, bringing letters and papers.)
 

Krap: The foreign mail, Mr. Bernick — and a telegram from New York.
 

Bernick (taking the telegram): Ah — from the owners of the “Indian Girl”.
 

Rummel: Is the mail in? Oh, then you must excuse me.
 

Vigeland: And me too.
 

Sandstad: Good day, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Good day, good day, gentlemen. And remember, we have a meeting this afternoon at five o’clock.
 

The Three Men: Yes — quite so — of course. (They go out to the right.)
 

Bernick (who has read the telegram): This is thoroughly American! Absolutely shocking!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Good gracious, Karsten, what is it?
 

Bernick: Look at this, Krap! Read it!
 

Krap (reading): “Do the least repairs possible. Send over ‘Indian Girl’ as soon as she is ready to sail; good time of year; at a pinch her cargo will keep her afloat.” Well, I must say — 
 

Rorlund: You see the state of things in these vaunted great communities!
 

Bernick: You are quite right; not a moment’s consideration for human life, when it is a question of making a profit. (To KRAP:) Can the “Indian Girl” go to sea in four — or five — days?
 

Krap: Yes, if Mr. Vigeland will agree to our stopping work on the “Palm Tree” meanwhile.
 

Bernick: Hm — he won’t. Well, be so good as to look through the letters. And look here, did you see Olaf down at the quay?
 

Krap: No, Mr. Bernick. (Goes into BERNICK’S room.)
 

Bernick (looking at the telegram again): These gentlemen think nothing of risking eight men’s lives — 
 

Hilmar: Well, it is a sailor’s calling to brave the elements; it must be a fine tonic to the nerves to be like that, with only a thin plank between one and the abyss — 
 

Bernick: I should like to see the ship-owner amongst us who would condescend to such a thing! There is not one that would do it — not a single one! (Sees OLAF coming up to the house.) Ah, thank Heaven, here he is, safe and sound. (OLAF, with a fishing-line in his hand, comes running up the garden and in through the verandah.)
 

Olaf: Uncle Hilmar, I have been down and seen the steamer.
 

Bernick: Have you been down to the quay again?
 

Olaf: No, I have only been out in a boat. But just think, Uncle Hilmar, a whole circus company has come on shore, with horses and animals; and there were such lots of passengers.
 

Mrs. Rummel: No, are we really to have a circus?
 

Rorlund: We? I certainly have no desire to see it.
 

Mrs. Rummel: No, of course I don’t mean we, but — 
 

Dina: I should like to see a circus very much.
 

Olaf: So should I.
 

Hilmar: You are a duffer. Is that anything to see? Mere tricks. No, it would be something quite different to see the Gaucho careering over the Pampas on his snorting mustang. But, Heaven help us, in these wretched little towns of ours.
 

Olaf (pulling at MARTHA’S dress): Look, Aunt Martha! Look, there they come!
 

Mrs. Holt: Good Lord, yes — here they come.
 

Mrs. Lynge: Ugh, what horrid people!
 

(A number of passengers and a whole crowd of townsfolk, are seen coming up the street.)
 

Mrs. Rummel: They are a set of mountebanks, certainly. Just look at that woman in the grey dress, Mrs. Holt — the one with a knapsack over her shoulder.
 

Mrs. Holt: Yes — look — she has slung it on the handle of her parasol. The manager’s wife, I expect.
 

Mrs. Rummel: And there is the manager himself, no doubt. He looks a regular pirate. Don’t look at him, Hilda!
 

Mrs. Holt: Nor you, Netta!
 

Olaf: Mother, the manager is bowing to us.
 

Bernick: What?
 

Mrs. Bernick: What are you saying, child?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Yes, and — good Heavens — the woman is bowing to us too.
 

Bernick: That is a little too cool — 
 

Martha (exclaims involuntarily): Ah — !
 

Mrs. Bernick: What is it, Martha?
 

Martha: Nothing, nothing. I thought for a moment — 
 

Olaf (shrieking with delight): Look, look, there are the rest of them, with the horses and animals! And there are the Americans, too! All the sailors from the “Indian Girl”! (The strains of “Yankee Doodle,” played on a clarinet and a drum, are heard.)
 

Hilmar (stopping his ears): Ugh, ugh, ugh!
 

Rorlund: I think we ought to withdraw ourselves from sight a little, ladies; we have nothing to do with such goings on. Let us go to our work again.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Do you think we had better draw the curtains?
 

Rorlund: Yes, that was exactly what I meant.
 

(The ladies resume their places at the work-table; RORLUND shuts the verandah door, and draws the curtains over it and over the windows, so that the room becomes half dark.)
 

Olaf (peeping out through the curtains): Mother, the manager’s wife is standing by the fountain now, washing her face.
 

Mrs. Bernick: What? In the middle of the marketplace?
 

Mrs. Rummel: And in broad daylight, too!
 

Hilmar: Well, I must say if I were travelling across a desert waste and found myself beside a well, I am sure I should not stop to think whether — . Ugh, that frightful clarinet!
 

Rorlund: It is really high time the police interfered.
 

Bernick: Oh no; we must not be too hard on foreigners. Of course these folk have none of the deep-seated instincts of decency which restrain us within proper bounds. Suppose they do behave outrageously, what does it concern us? Fortunately this spirit of disorder, that flies in the face of all that is customary and right, is absolutely a stranger to our community, if I may say so — . What is this! (LONA HESSEL walks briskly in from the door on the right.)
 

The Ladies (in low, frightened tones): The circus woman! The manager’s wife!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Heavens, what does this mean?
 

Martha (jumping up): Ah — !
 

Lona: How do you do, Betty dear! How do you do, Martha! How do you do, brother-in-law!
 

Mrs. Bernick (with a cry): Lona — !
 

Bernick (stumbling backwards): As sure as I am alive — !
 

Mrs. Holt: Mercy on us — !
 

Mrs. Rummel: It cannot possibly be — !
 

Hilmar: Well! Ugh!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Lona — ! Is it really — ?
 

Lona: Really me? Yes, indeed it is; you may fall on my neck if you like.
 

Hilmar: Ugh, ugh!
 

Mrs. Bernick: And coming back here as — ?
 

Mrs. Bernick: And actually mean to appear in — ?
 

Lona: Appear? Appear in what?
 

Bernick: Well, I mean — in the circus — 
 

Lona: Ha, ha, ha! Are you mad, brother-in-law? Do you think I belong to the circus troupe? No, certainly I have turned my hand to a good many things and made a fool of myself in a good many ways — 
 

Mrs. Rummel: Hm!
 

Lona: But I have never tried circus riding.
 

Bernick: Then you are not — ?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Thank Heaven!
 

Lona: No, we travelled like other respectable folk, second-class, certainly, but we are accustomed to that.
 

Mrs. Bernick: We, did you say?
 

Bernick (taking a step for-ward): Whom do you mean by “we”?
 

Lona: I and the child, of course.
 

The Ladies (with a cry): The child!
 

Hilmar: What?
 

Rorlund: I really must say — !
 

Mrs. Bernick: But what do you mean, Lona?
 

Lona: I mean John, of course; I have no other child, as far as I know, but John, or Johan as you used to call him.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Johan — 
 

Mrs. Rummel (in an undertone to MRS. LYNGE): The scapegrace brother!
 

Bernick (hesitatingly): Is Johan with you?
 

Lona: Of course he is; I certainly would not come without him. Why do you look so tragical? And why are you sitting here in the gloom, sewing white things? There has not been a death in the family, has there?
 

Rorlund: Madam, you find yourself in the Society for Fallen Women.
 

Lona (half to herself): What? Can these nice, quiet-looking ladies possibly be — ?
 

Mrs. Rummel: Well, really — !
 

Lona: Oh, I understand! But, bless my soul, that is surely Mrs. Rummel? And Mrs. Holt sitting there too! Well, we three have not grown younger since the last time we met. But listen now, good people; let the Fallen Women wait for a day — they will be none the worse for that. A joyful occasion like this — 
 

Rorlund: A home-coming is not always a joyful occasion.
 

Lona: Indeed? How do you read your Bible, Mr. Parson?
 

Rorlund: I am not a parson.
 

Lona: Oh, you will grow into one, then. But — faugh! — this moral linen of yours smells tainted, just like a winding-sheet. I am accustomed to the air of the prairies, let me tell you.
 

Bernick (wiping his forehead): Yes, it certainly is rather close in here.
 

Lona: Wait a moment; we will resurrect ourselves from this vault. (Pulls the curtains to one side) We must have broad daylight in here when the boy comes. Ah, you will see a boy then that has washed himself.
 

Hilmar: Ugh!
 

Lona (opening the verandah door and window): I should say, when he has washed himself, up at the hotel — for on the boat he got piggishly dirty.
 

Hilmar: Ugh, ugh!
 

Lona: Ugh? Why, surely isn’t that — ? (Points at HILDAR and asks the others): Is he still loafing about here saying “Ugh”?
 

Hilmar: I do not loaf; it is the state of my health that keeps me here.
 

Rorlund: Ahem! Ladies, I do not think — 
 

Lona (who has noticed OLAF): Is he yours, Betty? Give me a paw, my boy! Or are you afraid of your ugly old aunt?
 

Rorlund (putting his book under his arm): Ladies, I do not think any of us is in the mood for any more work today. I suppose we are to meet again tomorrow?
 

Lona (while the others are getting up and taking their leave): Yes, let us. I shall be on the spot.
 

Rorlund: You? Pardon me, Miss Hessel, but what do you propose to do in our Society?
 

Lona: I will let some fresh air into it, Mr. Parson.
 






  








ACT II
 

(SCENE. — The same room. MRS. BERNICK is sitting alone at the work-table, sewing. BERNICK comes in from the right, wearing his hat and gloves and carrying a stick.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: Home already, Karsten?
 

Bernick: Yes, I have made an appointment with a man.
 

Mrs. Bernick (with a sigh): Oh yes, I suppose Johan is coming up here again.
 

Bernick: With a man, I said. (Lays down his hat.) What has become of all the ladies today?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Mrs. Rummel and Hilda hadn’t time to come.
 

Bernick: Oh! — did they send any excuse?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Yes, they had so much to do at home.
 

Bernick: Naturally. And of course the others are not coming either?
 

Mrs. Bernick: No, something has prevented them today, too.
 

Bernick: I could have told you that, beforehand. Where is Olaf?
 

Mrs. Bernick: I let him go out a little with Dina.
 

Bernick: Hm — she is a giddy little baggage. Did you see how she at once started making a fuss of Johan yesterday?
 

Mrs. Bernick: But, my dear Karsten, you know Dina knows nothing whatever of — 
 

Bernick: No, but in any case Johan ought to have had sufficient tact not to pay her any attention. I saw quite well, from his face, what Vigeland thought of it.
 

Mrs. Bernick (laying her sewing down on her lap): Karsten, can you imagine what his objective is in coming here?
 

Bernick: Well — I know he has a farm over there, and I fancy he is not doing particularly well with it; she called attention yesterday to the fact that they were obliged to travel second class — 
 

Mrs. Bernick: Yes, I am afraid it must be something of that sort. But to think of her coming with him! She! After the deadly insult she offered you!
 

Bernick: Oh, don’t think about that ancient history.
 

Mrs. Bernick: How can I help thinking of it just now? After all, he is my brother — still, it is not on his account that I am distressed, but because of all the unpleasantness it would mean for you. Karsten, I am so dreadfully afraid!
 

Bernick: Afraid of what?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Isn’t it possible that they may send him to prison for stealing that money from your mother?
 

Bernick: What rubbish! Who can prove that the money was stolen?
 

Mrs. Bernick: The whole town knows it, unfortunately; and you know you said yourself.
 

Bernick: I said nothing. The town knows nothing whatever about the affair; the whole thing was no more than idle rumour.
 

Mrs. Bernick: How magnanimous you are, Karsten!
 

Bernick: Do not let us have any more of these reminiscences, please! You don’t know how you torture me by raking all that up. (Walks up and down; then flings his stick away from him.) And to think of their coming home now — just now, when it is particularly necessary for me that I should stand well in every respect with the town and with the Press. Our newspaper men will be sending paragraphs to the papers in the other towns about here. Whether I receive them well, or whether I receive them ill, it will all be discussed and talked over. They will rake up all those old stories — as you do. In a community like ours — (Throws his gloves down on the table.) And I have not a soul here to whom I can talk about it and to whom I can go for support.
 

Mrs. Bernick: No one at all, Karsten?
 

Bernick: No — who is there? And to have them on my shoulders just at this moment! Without a doubt they will create a scandal in some way or another — she, in particular. It is simply a calamity to be connected with such folk in any way!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Well, I can’t help their — 
 

Bernick: What can’t you help? Their being your relations? No, that is quite true.
 

Mrs. Bernick: And I did not ask them to come home.
 

Bernick: That’s it — go on! “I did not ask them to come home; I did not write to them; I did not drag them home by the hair of their heads!” Oh, I know the whole rigmarole by heart.
 

Mrs. Bernick (bursting into tears): You need not be so unkind — 
 

Bernick: Yes, that’s right — begin to cry, so that our neighbours may have that to gossip about too. Do stop being so foolish, Betty. Go and sit outside; some one may come in here. I don’t suppose you want people to see the lady of the house with red eyes? It would be a nice thing, wouldn’t it, if the story got out about that — . There, I hear some one in the passage. (A knock is heard at the door.) Come in! (MRS. BERNICK takes her sewing and goes out down the garden steps. AUNE comes in from the right.)
 

Aune: Good morning, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Good morning. Well, I suppose you can guess what I want you for?
 

Aune: Mr. Krap told me yesterday that you were not pleased with — 
 

Bernick: I am displeased with the whole management of the yard, Aune. The work does not get on as quickly as it ought. The “Palm Tree” ought to have been under sail long ago. Mr. Vigeland comes here every day to complain about it; he is a difficult man to have with one as part owner.
 

Aune: The “Palm Tree” can go to sea the day after tomorrow.
 

Bernick: At last. But what about the American ship, the “Indian Girl,” which has been laid up here for five weeks and — 
 

Aune: The American ship? I understood that, before everything else, we were to work our hardest to get your own ship ready.
 

Bernick: I gave you no reason to think so. You ought to have pushed on as fast as possible with the work on the American ship also; but you have not.
 

Aune: Her bottom is completely rotten, Mr. Bernick; the more we patch it, the worse it gets.
 

Bernick: That is not the reason. Krap has told me the whole truth. You do not understand how to work the new machines I have provided — or rather, you will not try to work them.
 

Aune: Mr. Bernick, I am well on in the fifties; and ever since I was a boy I have been accustomed to the old way of working — 
 

Bernick: We cannot work that way now-a-days. You must not imagine, Aune, that it is for the sake of making profit; I do not need that, fortunately; but I owe consideration to the community I live in, and to the business I am at the head of. I must take the lead in progress, or there would never be any.
 

Aune: I welcome progress too, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Yes, for your own limited circle — for the working class. Oh, I know what a busy agitator you are; you make speeches, you stir people up; but when some concrete instance of progress presents itself — as now, in the case of our machines — you do not want to have anything to do with it; you are afraid.
 

Aune: Yes, I really am afraid, Mr. Bernick. I am afraid for the number of men who will have the bread taken out of their mouths by these machines. You are very fond, sir, of talking about the consideration we owe to the community; it seems to me, however, that the community has its duties too. Why should science and capital venture to introduce these new discoveries into labour, before the community has had time to educate a generation up to using them?
 

Bernick: You read and think too much, Aune; it does you no good, and that is what makes you dissatisfied with your lot.
 

Aune: It is not, Mr. Bernick; but I cannot bear to see one good workman dismissed after another, to starve because of these machines.
 

Bernick: Hm! When the art of printing was discovered, many a quill-driver was reduced to starvation.
 

Aune: Would you have admired the art so greatly if you had been a quill-driver in those days, sir?
 

Bernick: I did not send for you to argue with you. I sent for you to tell you that the “Indian Girl” must be ready to put to sea the day after tomorrow.
 

Aune: But, Mr. Bernick — 
 

Bernick: The day after tomorrow, do you hear? — at the same time as our own ship, not an hour later. I have good reasons for hurrying on the work. Have you seen today’s paper? Well, then you know the pranks these American sailors have been up to again. The rascally pack are turning the whole town upside down. Not a night passes without some brawling in the taverns or the streets — not to speak of other abominations.
 

Aune: Yes, they certainly are a bad lot.
 

Bernick: And who is it that has to bear the blame for all this disorder? It is I! Yes, it is I who have to suffer for it. These newspaper fellows are making all sorts of covert insinuations because we are devoting all our energies to the “Palm Tree.” I, whose task in life it is to influence my fellow-citizens by the force of example, have to endure this sort of thing cast in my face. I am not going to stand that. I have no fancy for having my good name smirched in that way.
 

Aune: Your name stands high enough to endure that and a great deal more, sir.
 

Bernick: Not just now. At this particular moment I have need of all the respect and goodwill my fellow-citizens can give me. I have a big undertaking on, the stocks, as you probably have heard; but, if it should happen that evil-disposed persons succeeded in shaking the absolute confidence I enjoy, it might land me in the greatest difficulties. That is why I want, at any price, to avoid these shameful innuendoes in the papers, and that is why I name the day after tomorrow as the limit of the time I can give you.
 

Aune: Mr. Bernick, you might just as well name this afternoon as the limit.
 

Bernick: You mean that I am asking an impossibility?
 

Aune: Yes, with the hands we have now at the yard.
 

Bernick: Very good; then we must look about elsewhere.
 

Aune: Do you really mean, sir, to discharge still more of your old workmen?
 

Bernick: No, I am not thinking of that.
 

Aune: Because I think it would cause bad blood against you both among the townsfolk and in the papers, if you did that.
 

Bernick: Very probably; therefore, we will not do it. But, if the “Indian Girl” is not ready to sail the day after tomorrow, I shall discharge you.
 

Aune (with a start): Me! (He laughs.) You are joking, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: I should not be so sure of that, if I were you.
 

Aune: Do you mean that you can contemplate discharging me? — Me, whose father and grandfather worked in your yard all their lives, as I have done myself — ?
 

Bernick: Who is it that is forcing me to do it?
 

Aune: You are asking what is impossible, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Oh, where there’s a will there’s a way. Yes or no; give me a decisive answer, or consider yourself discharged on the spot.
 

Aune (coming a step nearer to him): Mr. Bernick, have you ever realised what discharging an old workman means? You think he can look about for another job? Oh, yes, he can do that; but does that dispose of the matter? You should just be there once, in the house of a workman who has been discharged, the evening he comes home bringing all his tools with him.
 

Bernick: Do you think I am discharging you with a light heart? Have I not always been a good master to you?
 

Aune: So much the worse, Mr. Bernick. Just for that very reason those at home will not blame you; they will say nothing to me, because they dare not; but they will look at me when I am not noticing, and think that I must have deserved it. You see, sir, that is — that is what I cannot bear. I am a mere nobody, I know; but I have always been accustomed to stand first in my own home. My humble home is a little community too, Mr. Bernick — a little community which I have been able to support and maintain because my wife has believed in me and because my children have believed in me. And now it is all to fall to pieces.
 

Bernick: Still, if there is nothing else for it, the lesser must go down before the greater; the individual must be sacrificed to the general welfare. I can give you no other answer; and that, and no other, is the way of the world. You are an obstinate man, Aune! You are opposing me, not because you cannot do otherwise, but because you will not exhibit ‘the superiority of machinery over manual labour’.
 

Aune: And you will not be moved, Mr. Bernick, because you know that if you drive me away you will at all events have given the newspapers proof of your good will.
 

Bernick: And suppose that were so? I have told you what it means for me — either bringing the Press down on my back, or making them well-disposed to me at a moment when I am working for an objective which will mean the advancement of the general welfare. Well, then, can I do otherwise than as I am doing? The question, let me tell you, turns upon this — whether your home is to be supported, as you put it, or whether hundreds of new homes are to be prevented from existing — hundreds of homes that will never be built, never have a fire lighted on their hearth, unless I succeed in carrying through the scheme I am working for now. That is the reason why I have given you your choice.
 

Aune: Well, if that is the way things stand, I have nothing more to say.
 

Bernick: Hm — my dear Aune, I am extremely grieved to think that we are to part.
 

Aune: We are not going to part, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: How is that?
 

Aune: Even a common man like myself has something he is bound to maintain.
 

Bernick: Quite so, quite so — then I presume you think you may promise — ?
 

Aune: The “Indian Girl” shall be ready to sail the day after tomorrow. (Bows and goes out to the right.)
 

Bernick: Ah, I have got the better of that obstinate fellow! I take it as a good omen. (HILMAR comes in through the garden door, smoking a cigar.)
 

Hilmar (as he comes up the steps to the verandah): Good morning, Betty! Good morning, Karsten!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Good morning.
 

Hilmar: Ah, I see you have been crying, so I suppose you know all about it too?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Know all about what?
 

Hilmar: That the scandal is in full swing. Ugh!
 

Bernick: What do you mean?
 

Hilmar (coming into the room): Why, that our two friends from America are displaying themselves about the streets in the company of Dina Dorf.
 

Mrs. Bernick (coming in after him): Hilmar, is it possible?
 

Hilmar: Yes, unfortunately, it is quite true. Lona was even so wanting in tact as to call after me, but of course I appeared not to have heard her.
 

Bernick: And no doubt all this has not been unnoticed.
 

Hilmar: You may well say that. People stood still and looked at them. It spread like wildfire through the town — just like a prairie fire out West. In every house people were at the windows waiting for the procession to pass, cheek by jowl behind the curtains — ugh! Oh, you must excuse me, Betty, for saying “ugh” — this has got on my nerves. If it is going on, I shall be forced to think about getting right away from here.
 

Mrs. Bernick: But you should have spoken to him and represented to him that — 
 

Hilmar: In the open street? No, excuse me, I could not do that. To think that the fellow should dare to show himself in the town at all! Well, we shall see if the Press doesn’t put a stopper on him; yes — forgive me, Betty, but — 
 

Bernick: The Press, do you say? Have you heard a hint of anything of the sort?
 

Hilmar: There are such things flying about. When I left here yesterday evening I looked in at the club, because I did not feel well. I saw at once, from the sudden silence that fell when I went in, that our American couple had been the subject of conversation. Then that impudent newspaper fellow, Hammer, came in and congratulated me at the top of his voice on the return of my rich cousin.
 

Bernick: Rich?
 

Hilmar: Those were his words. Naturally I looked him up and down in the manner he deserved, and gave him to understand that I knew nothing about Johan Tonnesen’s being rich. “Really,” he said, “that is very remarkable. People usually get on in America when they have something to start with, and I believe your cousin did not go over there quite empty-handed.”
 

Bernick: Hm — now will you oblige me by — 
 

Mrs. Bernick (distressed): There, you see, Karsten!
 

Hilmar: Anyhow, I have spent a sleepless night because of them. And here he is, walking about the streets as if nothing were the matter. Why couldn’t he disappear for good and all? It really is insufferable how hard some people are to kill.
 

Mrs. Bernick: My dear Hilmar, what are you saying P
 

Hilmar: Oh, nothing. But here this fellow escapes with a whole skin from railway accidents and fights with California grizzlies and Blackfoot Indians — has not even been scalped — . Ugh, here they come!
 

Bernick (looking down the street): Olaf is with them too!
 

Hilmar: Of course! They want to remind everybody that they belong to the best family in the town. Look there! — look at the crowd of loafers that have come out of the chemist’s to stare at them and make remarks. My nerves really won’t stand it; how a man is to be expected to keep the banner of the Ideal flying under such circumstances, I — 
 

Bernick: They are coming here. Listen, Betty; it is my particular wish that you should receive them in the friendliest possible way.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Oh, may I, Karsten.
 

Bernick: Certainly, certainly — and you too, Hilmar. It is to be hoped they will not stay here very long; and when we are quite by ourselves — no allusions to the past; we must not hurt their feelings in any way.
 

Mrs. Bernick: How magnanimous you are, Karsten!
 

Bernick: Oh, don’t speak of that.
 

Mrs. Bernick: But you must let me thank you; and you must forgive me for being so hasty. I am sure you had every reason to — 
 

Bernick: Don’t talk about it, please.
 

Hilmar: Ugh!
 

(JOHAN TONNESEN and DINA come up through the garden, followed by LONA and OLAF.)
 

Lona: Good morning, dear people!
 

Johan: We have been out having a look round the old place, Karsten.
 

Bernick: So I hear. Greatly altered, is it not?
 

Lona: Mr. Bernick’s great and good works everywhere. We have been up into the Recreation Ground you have presented to the town.
 

Bernick: Have you been there?
 

Lona: “The gift of Karsten Bernick,” as it says over the gateway. You seem to be responsible for the whole place here.
 

Johan: Splendid ships you have got, too. I met my old schoolfellow, the captain of the “Palm Tree.”
 

Lona: And you have built a new school-house too; and I hear that the town has to thank you for both the gas supply and the water supply.
 

Bernick: Well, one ought to work for the good of the community one lives in.
 

Lona: That is an excellent sentiment, brother-in-law, but it is a pleasure, all the same, to see how people appreciate you. I am not vain, I hope; but I could not resist reminding one or two of the people we talked to that we were relations of yours.
 

Hilmar: Ugh!
 

Lona: Do you say “ugh” to that?
 

Hilmar: No, I said “ahem.”
 

Lona: Oh, poor chap, you may say that if you like. But are you all by yourselves today?
 

Bernick: Yes, we are by ourselves today.
 

Lona: Ah, yes, we met a couple of members of your Morality Society up at the market; they made out they were very busy. You and I have never had an opportunity for a good talk yet. Yesterday you had your three pioneers here, as well as the parson.
 

Hilmar: The schoolmaster.
 

Lona: I call him the parson. But now tell me what you think of my work during these fifteen years? Hasn’t he grown a fine fellow? Who would recognise the madcap that ran away from home?
 

Hilmar: Hm!
 

Johan: Now, Lona, don’t brag too much about me.
 

Lona: Well, I can tell you I am precious proud of him. Goodness knows it is about the only thing I have done in my life; but it does give me a sort of right to exist. When I think, Johan, how we two began over there with nothing but our four bare fists.
 

Hilmar: Hands.
 

Lona: I say fists; and they were dirty fists.
 

Hilmar: Ugh!
 

Lona: And empty, too.
 

Hilmar: Empty? Well, I must say — 
 

Lona: What must you say?
 

Bernick: Ahem!
 

Hilmar: I must say — ugh! (Goes out through the garden.)
 

Lona: What is the matter with the man?
 

Bernick: Oh, do not take any notice of him; his nerves are rather upset just now. Would you not like to take a look at the garden? You have not been down there yet, and I have got an hour to spare.
 

Lona: With pleasure. I can tell you my thoughts have been with you in this garden many and many a time.
 

Mrs. Bernick: We have made a great many alterations there too, as you will see. (BERNICK, MRS. BERNICK, and LONA go down to the garden, where they are visible every now and then during the following scene.)
 

Olaf (coming to the verandah door): Uncle Hilmar, do you know what uncle Johan asked me? He asked me if I would go to America with him.
 

Hilmar: You, you duffer, who are tied to your mother’s apron strings — !
 

Olaf: Ah, but I won’t be that any longer. You will see, when I grow big.
 

Hilmar: Oh, fiddlesticks! You have no really serious bent towards the strength of character necessary to — .
 

(They go down to the garden. DINA meanwhile has taken off her hat and is standing at the door on the right, shaking the dust off her dress.)
 

Johan (to DINA): The walk has made you pretty warm.
 

Dina: Yes, it was a splendid walk. I have never had such a splendid walk before.
 

Johan: Do you not often go for a walk in the morning?
 

Dina: Oh, yes — but only with Olaf.
 

Johan: I see. — Would you rather go down into the garden than stay here?
 

Dina: No, I would rather stay here.
 

Johan: So would I. Then shall we consider it a bargain that we are to go for a walk like this together every morning?
 

Dina: No, Mr. Tonnesen, you mustn’t do that.
 

Johan: What mustn’t I do? You promised, you know.
 

Dina: Yes, but — on second thought — you mustn’t go out with me.
 

Johan: But why not?
 

Dina: Of course, you are a stranger — you cannot understand; but I must tell you — 
 

Johan: Well?
 

Dina: No, I would rather not talk about it.
 

Johan: Oh, but you must; you can talk to me about whatever you like.
 

Dina: Well, I must tell you that I am not like the other young girls here. There is something — something or other about me. That is why you mustn’t.
 

Johan: But I do not understand anything about it. You have not done anything wrong?
 

Dina: No, not I, but — no, I am not going to talk any more about it now. You will hear about it from the others, sure enough.
 

Johan: Hm!
 

Dina: But there is something else I want very much to ask you.
 

Johan: What is that?
 

Dina: I suppose it is easy to make a position for oneself over in America?
 

Johan: No, it is not always easy; at first you often have to rough it and work very hard.
 

Dina: I should be quite ready to do that.
 

Johan: You?
 

Dina: I can work now; I am strong and healthy; and Aunt Martha taught me a lot.
 

Johan: Well, hang it, come back with us!
 

Dina: Ah, now you are only making fun of me; you said that to Olaf too. But what I wanted to know is if people are so very — so very moral over there?
 

Johan: Moral?
 

Dina: Yes; I mean are they as — as proper and as well-behaved as they are here?
 

Johan: Well, at all events they are not so bad as people here make out. You need not be afraid on that score.
 

Dina: You don’t understand me. What I want to hear is just that they are not so proper and so moral.
 

Johan: Not? What would you wish them to be, then?
 

Dina: I would wish them to be natural.
 

Johan: Well, I believe that is just what they are.
 

Dina: Because in that case I should get on if I went there.
 

Johan: You would, for certain! — and that is why you must come back with us.
 

Dina: No, I don’t want to go with you; I must go alone. Oh, I would make something of my life; I would get on — 
 

Bernick (speaking to LONA and his wife at the foot of the garden steps): Wait a moment — I will fetch it, Betty dear; you might so easily catch cold. (Comes into the room and looks for his wife’s shawl.)
 

Mrs. Bernick (from outside): You must come out too, Johan; we are going down to the grotto.
 

Bernick: No, I want Johan to stay here. Look here, Dina; you take my wife’s shawl and go with them. Johan is going to stay here with me, Betty dear. I want to hear how he is getting on over there.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Very well — then you will follow us; you know where you will find us. (MRS. BERNICK, LONA and DINA go out through the garden, to the left. BERNICK looks after them for a moment, then goes to the farther door on the left and locks it, after which he goes up to JOHAN, grasps both his hands, and shakes them warmly.)
 

Bernick: Johan, now that we are alone, you must let me thank you.
 

Johan: Oh, nonsense!
 

Bernick: My home and all the happiness that it means to me — my position here as a citizen — all these I owe to you.
 

Johan: Well, I am glad of it, Karsten; some good came of that mad story after all, then.
 

Bernick (grasping his hands again): But still you must let me thank you! Not one in ten thousand would have done what you did for me.
 

Johan: Rubbish! Weren’t we, both of us, young and thoughtless? One of us had to take the blame, you know.
 

Bernick: But surely the guilty one was the proper one to do that?
 

Johan: Stop! At the moment the innocent one happened to be the proper one to do it. Remember, I had no ties — I was an orphan; it was a lucky chance to get free from the drudgery of the office. You, on the other hand, had your old mother still alive; and, besides that, you had just become secretly engaged to Betty, who was devoted to you. What would have happened between you and her if it had come to her ears?
 

Bernick: That is true enough, but still — 
 

Johan: And wasn’t it just for Betty’s sake that you broke off your acquaintance with Mrs. Dorf? Why, it was merely in order to put an end to the whole thing that you were up there with her that evening.
 

Bernick: Yes, that unfortunate evening when that drunken creature came home! Yes, Johan, it was for Betty’s sake; but, all the same, it was splendid of you to let all the appearances go against you, and to go away.
 

Johan: Put your scruples to rest, my dear Karsten. We agreed that it should be so; you had to be saved, and you were my friend. I can tell you, I was uncommonly proud of that friendship. Here was I, drudging away like a miserable stick-in-the-mud, when you came back from your grand tour abroad, a great swell who had been to London and to Paris; and you chose me for your chum, although I was four years younger than you — it is true it was because you were courting Betty, I understand that now — but I was proud of it! Who would not have been? Who would not willingly have sacrificed himself for you? — especially as it only meant a month’s talk in the town, and enabled me to get away into the wide world.
 

Bernick: Ah, my dear Johan, I must be candid and tell you that the story is not so completely forgotten yet.
 

Johan: Isn’t it? Well, what does that matter to me, once I am back over there on my farm again?
 

Bernick: Then you mean to go back?
 

Johan: Of course.
 

Bernick: But not immediately, I hope?
 

Johan: As soon as possible. It was only to humour Lona that I came over with her, you know.
 

Bernick: Really? How so?
 

Johan: Well, you see, Lona is no longer young, and lately she began to be obsessed with home-sickness; but she never would admit it. (Smiles.) How could she venture to risk leaving such a flighty fellow as me alone, who before I was nineteen had been mixed up in...
 

Bernick: Well, what then?
 

Johan: Well, Karsten, now I am coming to a confession that I am ashamed to make.
 

Bernick: You surely haven’t confided the truth to her?
 

Johan: Yes. It was wrong of me, but I could not do otherwise. You can have no conception what Lona has been to me. You never could put up with her; but she has been like a mother to me. The first year we were out there, when things went so badly with us, you have no idea how she worked! And when I was ill for a long time, and could earn nothing and could not prevent her, she took to singing ballads in taverns, and gave lectures that people laughed at; and then she wrote a book that she has both laughed and cried over since then — all to keep the life in me. Could I look on when in the winter she, who had toiled and drudged for me, began to pine away? No, Karsten, I couldn’t. And so I said, “You go home for a trip, Lona; don’t be afraid for me, I am not so flighty as you think.” And so — the end of it was that she had to know.
 

Bernick: And how did she take it?
 

Johan: Well, she thought, as was true, that as I knew I was innocent nothing need prevent me from taking a trip over here with her. But make your mind easy; Lona will let nothing out, and I shall keep my mouth shut as I did before.
 

Bernick: Yes, yes I rely on that.
 

Johan: Here is my hand on it. And now we will say no more about that old story; luckily it is the only mad prank either of us has been guilty of, I am sure. I want thoroughly to enjoy the few days I shall stay here. You cannot think what a delightful walk we had this morning. Who would have believed that that little imp, who used to run about here and play angels’ parts on the stage — ! But tell me, my dear fellow, what became of her parents afterwards?
 

Bernick: Oh, my boy, I can tell you no more than I wrote to you immediately after you went away. I suppose you got my two letters?
 

Johan: Yes, yes, I have them both. So that drunken fellow deserted her?
 

Bernick: And drank himself to death afterwards.
 

Johan: And she died soon afterwards, too?
 

Bernick: She was proud; she betrayed nothing, and would accept nothing.
 

Johan: Well, at all events you did the right thing by taking Dina into your house.
 

Bernick: I suppose so. As a matter of fact it was Martha that brought that about.
 

Johan: So it was Martha? By the way, where is she today?
 

Bernick: She? Oh, when she hasn’t her school to look after, she has her sick people to see to.
 

Johan: So it was Martha who interested herself in her.
 

Bernick: Yes, you know Martha has always had a certain liking for teaching; so she took a post in the boarding-school. It was very ridiculous of her.
 

Johan: I thought she looked very worn yesterday; I should be afraid her health was not good enough for it.
 

Bernick: Oh, as far as her health goes, it is all right enough. But it is unpleasant for me; it looks as though I, her brother, were not willing to support her.
 

Johan: Support her? I thought she had means enough of her own.
 

Bernick: Not a penny. Surely you remember how badly off our mother was when you went away? She carried things on for a time with my assistance, but naturally I could not put up with that state of affairs permanently. I made her take me into the firm, but even then things did not go well. So I had to take over the whole business myself, and when we made up our balance-sheet, it became evident that there was practically nothing left as my mother’s share. And when mother died soon afterwards, of course Martha was left penniless.
 

Johan: Poor Martha!
 

Bernick: Poor! Why? You surely do not suppose I let her want for anything? No, I venture to say I am a good brother. Of course she has a home here with us; her salary as a teacher is more than enough for her to dress on; what more could she want?
 

Johan: Hm — that is not our idea of things in America.
 

Bernick: No, I dare say not — in such a revolutionary state of society as you find there. But in our small circle — in which, thank God, depravity has not gained a footing, up to now at all events — women are content to occupy a seemly, as well as modest, position. Moreover, it is Martha’s own fault; I mean, she might have been provided for long ago, if she had wished.
 

Johan: You mean she might have married?
 

Bernick: Yes, and married very well, too. She has had several good offers — curiously enough, when you think that she is a poor girl, no longer young, and, besides, quite an insignificant person.
 

Johan: Insignificant?
 

Bernick: Oh, I am not blaming her for that. I most certainly would not wish her otherwise. I can tell you it is always a good thing to have a steady-going person like that in a big house like this — some one you can rely on in any contingency.
 

Johan: Yes, but what does she — ?
 

Bernick: She? How? Oh well, of course she has plenty to interest herself in; she has Betty and Olaf and me. People should not think first of themselves — women least of all. We have all got some community, great or small, to work for. That is my principle, at all events. (Points to KRAP, who has come in from the right.) Ah, here is an example of it, ready to hand. Do you suppose that it is my own affairs that are absorbing me just now? By no means. (Eagerly to KRAP.) Well?
 

Krap (in an undertone, showing him a bundle of papers): Here are all the sale contracts, completed.
 

Bernick: Capital! Splendid! — Well, Johan, you must really excuse me for the present. (In a low voice, grasping his hand.) Thanks, Johan, thanks! And rest assured that anything I can do for you — Well, of course you understand. Come along, Krap. (They go into BERNICK’S room.)
 

Johan (looking after them for a moment): Hm! — (Turns to go down to the garden. At the same moment MARTHA comes in from the right, with a little basket over her arm.) Martha!
 

Martha: Ah, Johan — is it you?
 

Johan: Out so early?
 

Martha: Yes. Wait a moment; the others are just coming. (Moves towards the door on the left.)
 

Johan: Martha, are you always in such a hurry?
 

Martha: I?
 

Johan: Yesterday you seemed to avoid me, so that I never managed to have a word with you — we two old playfellows.
 

Martha: Ah, Johan; that is many, many years ago.
 

Johan: Good Lord — why, it is only fifteen years ago, no more and no less. Do you think I have changed so much?
 

Martha: You? Oh yes, you have changed too, although — 
 

Johan: What do you mean?
 

Martha: Oh, nothing.
 

Johan: You do not seem to be very glad to see me again.
 

Martha: I have waited so long, Johan — too long.
 

Johan: Waited? For me to come?
 

Martha: Yes.
 

Johan. And why did you think I would come?
 

Martha: To atone for the wrong you had done.
 

Johan: I?
 

Martha: Have you forgotten that it was through you that a woman died in need and in shame? Have you forgotten that it was through you that the best years of a young girl’s life were embittered?
 

Johan: And you can say such things to me? Martha, has your brother never — ?
 

Martha: Never what?
 

Johan: Has he never — oh, of course, I mean has he never so much as said a word in my defence?
 

Martha: Ah, Johan, you know Karsten’s high principles.
 

Johan: Hm — ! Oh, of course; I know my old friend Karsten’s high principles! But really this is — . Well, well. I was having a talk with him just now. He seems to me to have altered considerably.
 

Martha: How can you say that? I am sure Karsten has always been an excellent man.
 

Johan: Yes, that was not exactly what I meant — but never mind. Hm! Now I understand the light you have seen me in; it was the return of the prodigal that you were waiting for.
 

Martha: Johan, I will tell you what light I have seen you in. (Points down to the garden.) Do you see that girl playing on the grass down there with Olaf? That is Dina. Do you remember that incoherent letter you wrote me when you went away? You asked me to believe in you. I have believed in you, Johan. All the horrible things that were rumoured about you after you had gone must have been done through being led astray — from thoughtlessness, without premeditation.
 

Johan: What do you mean?
 

Martha: Oh! you understand me well enough — not a word more of that. But of course you had to go away and begin afresh — a new life. Your duties here which you never remembered to undertake — or never were able to undertake — I have undertaken for you. I tell you this, so that you shall not have that also to reproach yourself with. I have been a mother to that much-wronged child; I have brought her up as well as I was able.
 

Johan: And have wasted your whole life for that reason.
 

Martha: It has not been wasted. But you have come late, Johan.
 

Johan: Martha — if only I could tell you — . Well, at all events let me thank you for your loyal friendship.
 

Martha (with a sad smile): Hm. — Well, we have had it out now, Johan. Hush, some one is coming. Goodbye, I can’t stay now. (Goes out through the farther door on the left. LONA comes in from the garden, followed by MRS. BERNICK.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: But good gracious, Lona — what are you thinking of?
 

Lona: Let me be, I tell you! I must and will speak to him.
 

Mrs. Bernick: But it would be a scandal of the worst sort! Ah, Johan — still here?
 

Lona: Out with you, my boy; don’t stay here in doors; go down into the garden and have a chat with Dina.
 

Johan: I was just thinking of doing so.
 

Mrs. Bernick: But — 
 

Lona: Look here, Johan — have you had a good look at Dina?
 

Johan: I should think so!
 

Lona: Well, look at her to some purpose, my boy. That would be somebody for you!
 

Mrs. Bernick: But, Lona!
 

Johan: Somebody for me?
 

Lona: Yes, to look at, I mean. Be off with you!
 

Johan: Oh, I don’t need any pressing. (Goes down into the garden.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: Lona, you astound me! You cannot possibly be serious about it?
 

Lona: Indeed I am. Isn’t she sweet and healthy and honest? She is exactly the wife for Johan. She is just what he needs over there; it will be a change from an old step-sister.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Dina? Dina Dorf? But think — 
 

Lona: I think first and foremost of the boy’s happiness. Because, help him I must; he has not much idea of that sort of thing; he has never had much of an eye for girls or women.
 

Mrs. Bernick: He? Johan? Indeed I think we have had only too sad proofs that — 
 

Lona: Oh, devil take all those stupid stories! Where is Karsten? I mean to speak to him.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Lona, you must not do it, I tell you.
 

Lona: I am going to. If the boy takes a fancy to her — and she to him — then they shall make a match of it. Karsten is such a clever man, he must find some way to bring it about.
 

Mrs. Bernick: And do you think these American indecencies will be permitted here?
 

Lona: Bosh, Betty!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Do you think a man like Karsten, with his strictly moral way of thinking — 
 

Lona: Pooh! he is not so terribly moral.
 

Mrs. Bernick: What have you the audacity to say?
 

Lona: I have the audacity to say that Karsten is not any more particularly moral than anybody else.
 

Mrs. Bernick: So you still hate him as deeply as that! But what are you doing here, if you have never been able to forget that? I cannot understand how you, dare look him in the face after the shameful insult you put upon him in the old days.
 

Lona: Yes, Betty, that time I did forget myself badly.
 

Mrs. Bernick: And to think how magnanimously he has forgiven you — he, who had never done any wrong! It was not his fault that you encouraged yourself with hopes. But since then you have always hated me too. (Bursts into tears.) You have always begrudged me my good fortune. And now you come here to heap all this on my head — to let the whole town know what sort of a family I have brought Karsten into. Yes, it is me that it all falls upon, and that is what you want. Oh, it is abominable of you! (Goes out by the door on the left, in tears.)
 

Lona (looking after her): Poor Betty! (BERNICK comes in from his room. He stops at the door to speak to KRAP.)
 

Bernick: Yes, that is excellent, Krap — capital! Send twenty pounds to the fund for dinners to the poor. (Turns round.) Lona! (Comes forward.) Are you alone? Is Betty not coming in?
 

Lona: No. Would you like me to call her?
 

Bernick: No, no — not at all. Oh, Lona, you don’t know how anxious I have been to speak openly to you — after having begged for your forgiveness.
 

Lona: Look here, Karsten — do not let us be sentimental; it doesn’t suit us.
 

Bernick: You must listen to me, Lona. I know only too well how much appearances are against me, as you have learnt all about that affair with Dina’s mother. But I swear to you that it was only a temporary infatuation; I was really, truly and honestly, in love with you once.
 

Lona: Why do you think I have come home?
 

Bernick: Whatever you have in your mind, I entreat, you to do nothing until I have exculpated myself. I can do that, Lona; at all events I can excuse myself.
 

Lona: Now you are frightened. You once were in love with me, you say. Yes, you told me that often enough in your letters; and perhaps it was true, too — in a way — as long as you were living out in the great, free world which gave you the courage to think freely and greatly. Perhaps you found in me a little more character and strength of will and independence than in most of the folk at home here. And then we kept it secret between us; nobody could make fun of your bad taste.
 

Bernick: Lona, how can you think — ?
 

Lona: But when you came back — when you heard the gibes that were made at me on all sides — when you noticed how people laughed at what they called my absurdities...
 

Bernick: You were regardless of people’s opinion at that time.
 

Lona: Chiefly to annoy the petticoated and trousered prudes that one met at every turn in the town. And then, when you met that seductive young actress — 
 

Bernick: It was a boyish escapade — nothing more; I swear to you that there was no truth in a tenth part of the rumours and gossip that went about.
 

Lona: Maybe. But then, when Betty came home — a pretty young girl, idolised by every one — and it became known that she would inherit all her aunt’s money and that I would have nothing!
 

Bernick: That is just the point, Lona; and now you shall have the truth without any beating about the bush. I did not love Betty then; I did not break off my engagement with you because of any new attachment. It was entirely for the sake of the money. I needed it; I had to make sure of it.
 

Lona: And you have the face to tell me that?
 

Bernick: Yes, I have. Listen, Lona.
 

Lona: And yet you wrote to me that an unconquerable passion for Betty had overcome you — invoked my magnanimity — begged me, for Betty’s sake, to hold my tongue about all that had been between us.
 

Bernick: I had to, I tell you.
 

Lona: Now, by Heaven, I don’t regret that I forgot myself as I did that time — 
 

Bernick: Let me tell you the plain truth of how things stood with me then. My mother, as you remember, was at the head of the business, but she was absolutely without any business ability whatever. I was hurriedly summoned home from Paris; times were critical, and they relied on me to set things straight. What did I find? I found — and you must keep this a profound secret — a house on the brink of ruin. Yes — as good as on the brink of ruin, this old respected house which had seen three generations of us. What else could I — the son, the only son — do than look about for some means of saving it?
 

Lona: And so you saved the house of Bernick at the cost of a woman.
 

Bernick: You know quite well that Betty was in love with me.
 

Lona: But what about me?
 

Bernick: Believe me, Lona, you would never have been happy with me.
 

Lona: Was it out of consideration for my happiness that you sacrificed me?
 

Bernick: Do you suppose I acted as I did from selfish motives? If I had stood alone then, I would have begun all over again with cheerful courage. But you do not understand how the life of a man of business, with his tremendous responsibilities, is bound up with that of the business which falls to his inheritance. Do you realise that the prosperity or the ruin of hundreds — of thousands — depends on him? Can you not take into consideration the fact that the whole community in which both you and I were born would have been affected to the most dangerous extent if the house of Bernick had gone to smash?
 

Lon: Then is it for the sake of the community that you have maintained your position these fifteen years upon a lie?
 

Bernick: Upon a lie?
 

Lona: What does Betty know of all this...that underlies her union with you?
 

Bernick: Do you suppose that I would hurt her feelings to no purpose by disclosing the truth?
 

Lona: To no purpose, you say? Well, well — You are a man of business; you ought to understand what is to the purpose. But listen to me, Karsten — I am going to speak the plain truth now. Tell me, are you really happy?
 

Bernick: In my family life, do you mean?
 

Lona: Yes.
 

Bernick: I am, Lona. You have not been a self-sacrificing friend to me in vain. I can honestly say that I have grown happier every year. Betty is good and willing; and if I were to tell you how, in the course of years, she has learned to model her character on the lines of my own — 
 

Lona: Hm!
 

Bernick: At first, of course, she had a whole lot of romantic notions about love; she could not reconcile herself to the idea that, little by little, it must change into a quiet comradeship.
 

Lona: But now she is quite reconciled to that?
 

Bernick: Absolutely. As you can imagine, daily intercourse with me has had no small share in developing her character. Every one, in their degree, has to learn to lower their own pretensions, if they are to live worthily of the community to which they belong. And Betty, in her turn, has gradually learned to understand this; and that is why our home is now a model to our fellow citizens.
 

Lona: But your fellow citizens know nothing about the lie?
 

Bernick: The lie?
 

Lona: Yes — the lie you have persisted in for these fifteen years.
 

Bernick: Do you mean to say that you call that — ?
 

Lona: I call it a lie — a threefold lie: first of all, there is the lie towards me; then, the lie towards Betty; and then, the lie towards Johan.
 

Bernick: Betty has never asked me to speak.
 

Lona: Because she has known nothing.
 

Bernick: And you will not demand it — out of consideration for her.
 

Lona: Oh, no — I shall manage to put up with their gibes well enough; I have broad shoulders.
 

Bernick: And Johan will not demand it either; he has promised me that.
 

Lona: But you yourself, Karsten? Do you feel within yourself no impulse urging you to shake yourself free of this lie?
 

Bernick: Do you suppose that of my own free will I would sacrifice my family happiness and my position in the world?
 

Lona: What right have you to the position you hold?
 

Bernick: Every day during these fifteen years I have earned some little right to it — by my conduct, and by what I have achieved by my work.
 

Lona: True, you have achieved a great deal by your work, for yourself as well as for others. You are the richest and most influential man in the town; nobody in it dares do otherwise than defer to your will, because you are looked upon as a man without spot or blemish; your home is regarded as a model home, and your conduct as a model of conduct. But all this grandeur, and you with it, is founded on a treacherous morass. A moment may come and a word may be spoken, when you and all your grandeur will be engulfed in the morass, if you do not save yourself in time.
 

Bernick: Lona — what is your object in coming here?
 

Lona: I want to help you to get firm ground under your feet, Karsten.
 

Bernick: Revenge! — you want to revenge yourself! I suspected it. But you won’t succeed! There is only one person here that can speak with authority, and he will be silent.
 

Lona: You mean Johan?
 

Bernick: Yes, Johan. If any one else accuses me, I shall deny everything. If any one tries to crush me, I shall fight for my life. But you will never succeed in that, let me tell you! The one who could strike me down will say nothing — and is going away.
 

(RUMMEL and VIGELAND come in from the right.)
 

Rummel: Good morning, my dear Bernick, good morning. You must come up with us to the Commercial Association. There is a meeting about the railway scheme, you know.
 

Bernick: I cannot. It is impossible just now.
 

Vigeland: You really must, Mr. Bernick.
 

Rummel: Bernick, you must. There is an opposition to us on foot. Hammer, and the rest of those who believe in a line along the coast, are declaring that private interests are at the back of the new proposals.
 

Bernick: Well then, explain to them — 
 

Vigeland: Our explanations have no effect, Mr. Bernick.
 

Rummel: No, no, you must come yourself. Naturally, no one would dare to suspect you of such duplicity.
 

Lona: I should think not.
 

Bernick: I cannot, I tell you; I am not well. Or, at all events, wait — let me pull myself together. (RORLUND comes in from the right.)
 

Rorlund: Excuse me, Mr. Bernick, but I am terribly upset.
 

Bernick: Why, what is the matter with you?
 

Rorlund. I must put a question to you, Mr. Bernick. Is it with your consent that the young girl who has found a shelter under your roof shows herself in the open street in the company of a person who — 
 

Lona: What person, Mr. Parson?
 

Rorlund: With the person from whom, of all others in the world, she ought to be kept farthest apart!
 

Lona: Ha! ha!
 

Rorlund: Is it with your consent, Mr. Bernick?
 

Bernick (looking for his hat and gloves). I know nothing about it. You must excuse me; I am in a great hurry. I am due at the Commercial Association.
 

(HILMAR comes up from the garden and goes over to the farther door on the left.)
 

Hilmar: Betty — Betty, I want to speak to you.
 

Mrs. Bernick (coming to the door): What is it?
 

Hilmar: You ought to go down into the garden and put a stop to the flirtation that is going on between a certain person and Dina Dorf! It has quite got on my nerves to listen to them.
 

Lona: Indeed! And what has the certain person been saying?
 

Hilmar: Oh, only that he wishes she would go off to America with him. Ugh!
 

Rorlund: Is it possible?
 

Mrs. Bernick: What do you say?
 

Lona: But that would be perfectly splendid!
 

Bernick: Impossible! You cannot have heard right.
 

Hilmar: Ask him yourself, then. Here comes the pair of them. Only, leave me out of it, please.
 

Bernick (to RUMMEL and VIGELAND): I will follow you — in a moment. (RUMMEL and VIGELAND go out to the right. JOHAN and DINA come up from the garden.)
 

Johan: Hurrah, Lona, she is going with us!
 

Mrs. Bernick: But, Johan — are you out of your senses?
 

Rorlund: Can I believe my ears! Such an atrocious scandal! By what arts of seduction have you — ?
 

Johan: Come, come, sir — what are you saying?
 

Rorlund: Answer me, Dina; do you mean to do this — entirely of your own free will?
 

Dina: I must get away from here.
 

Rorlund: But with him! — with him!
 

Dina: Can you tell me of any one else here who would have the courage to take me with him?
 

Rorlund: Very well, then — you shall learn who he is.
 

Johan: Do not speak!
 

Bernick: Not a word more!
 

Rorlund: If I did not, I should be unworthy to serve a community of whose morals I have been appointed a guardian, and should be acting most unjustifiably towards this young girl, in whose upbringing I have taken a material part, and who is to me — 
 

Johan: Take care what you are doing!
 

Rorlund: She shall know! Dina, this is the man who was the cause of all your mother’s misery and shame.
 

Bernick: Mr. Rorlund — ?
 

Dina: He! (TO JOHAN.) Is this true?
 

Johan: Karsten, you answer.
 

Bernick: Not a word more! Do not let us say another word about it today.
 

Dina: Then it is true.
 

Rorlund: Yes, it is true. And more than that, this fellow — whom you were going to trust — did not run away from home empty-handed; ask him about old Mrs. Bernick’s cash-box.... Mr. Bernick can bear witness to that!
 

Lona: Liar
 

Bernick: Ah!
 

Mrs. Bernick: My God! my God!
 

Johan (rushing at RORLUND with uplifted arm): And you dare to — 
 

Lona (restraining him): Do not strike him, Johan!
 

Rorlund: That is right, assault me! But the truth will out; and it is the truth — Mr. Bernick has admitted it — and the whole town knows it. Now, Dina, you know him. (A short silence.)
 

Johan (softly, grasping BERNICK by the arm): Karsten, Karsten, what have you done?
 

Mrs. Bernick (in tears): Oh, Karsten, to think that I should have mixed you up in all this disgrace!
 

Sandstad (coming in hurriedly from the right, and calling out, with his hand still on the door-handle): You positively must come now, Mr. Bernick. The fate of the whole railway is hanging by a thread.
 

Bernick (abstractedly): What is it? What have I to — 
 

Lona (earnestly and with emphasis): You have to go and be a pillar of society, brother-in-law.
 

Sandstad: Yes, come along; we need the full weight of your moral excellence on our side.
 

Johan (aside, to BERNICK): Karsten, we will have a talk about this tomorrow. (Goes out through the garden. BERNICK, looking half dazed, goes out to the right with SANDSTAD.)
 






  








ACT III
 

(SCENE — The same room. BERNICK, with a cane in his hand and evidently in a great rage, comes out of the farther room on the left, leaving the door half-open behind him.)
 

Bernick (speaking to his wife, who is in the other room): There! I have given it him in earnest now; I don’t think he will forget that thrashing! What do you say? — And I say that you are an injudicious mother! You make excuses for him, and countenance any sort of rascality on his part — Not rascality? What do you call it, then? Slipping out of the house at night, going out in a fishing boat, staying away till well on in the day, and giving me such a horrible fright when I have so much to worry me! And then the young scamp has the audacity to threaten that he will run away! Just let him try it! — You? No, very likely; you don’t trouble yourself much about what happens to him. I really believe that if he were to get killed — ! Oh, really? Well, I have work to leave behind me in the world; I have no fancy for being left childless — Now, do not raise objections, Betty; it shall be as I say — he is confined to the house. (Listens.) Hush; do not let any one notice anything. (KRAP comes in from the right.)
 

Krap: Can you spare me a moment, Mr. Bernick?
 

Bernick (throwing away the cane): Certainly, certainly. Have you come from the yard?
 

Krap: Yes. Ahem — !
 

Bernick: Well? Nothing wrong with the “Palm Tree,” I hope?
 

Krap: The “Palm Tree” can sail tomorrow, but
 

Bernick: It is the “Indian Girl,” then? I had a suspicion that that obstinate fellow — 
 

Krap: The “Indian Girl” can sail tomorrow, too; but I am sure she will not get very far.
 

Bernick: What do you mean?
 

Krap: Excuse me, sir; that door is standing ajar, and I think there is some one in the other room — 
 

Bernick (shutting the door): There, then! But what is this that no one else must hear?
 

Krap: Just this — that I believe Aune intends to let the “Indian Girl” go to the bottom with every mother’s son on board.
 

Bernick: Good God! — what makes you think that?
 

Krap: I cannot account for it any other way, sir.
 

Bernick: Well, tell me as briefly as you can
 

Krap: I will. You know yourself how slowly the work has gone on in the yard since we got the new machines and the new inexperienced hands?
 

Bernick: Yes, yes.
 

Krap: But this morning, when I went down there, I noticed that the repairs to the American boat had made extraordinary progress; the great hole in the bottom — the rotten patch, you know — 
 

Bernick: Yes, yes — what about it?
 

Krap: Was completely repaired — to all appearance at any rate, covered up — looked as good as new. I heard that Aune himself had been working at it by lantern light the whole night.
 

Bernick: Yes, yes — well?
 

Krap: I turned it over in my head for a bit; the hands were away at their breakfast, so I found an opportunity to have a look around the boat, both outside and in, without anyone seeing me. I had a job to get down to the bottom through the cargo, but I learned the truth. There is something very suspicious going on, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: I cannot believe it, Krap. I cannot and will not believe such a thing of Aune.
 

Krap: I am very sorry — but it is the simple truth. Something very suspicious is going on. No new timbers put in, as far as I could see, only stopped up and tinkered at, and covered over with sailcloth and tarpaulins and that sort of thing — an absolute fraud. The “Indian Girl” will never get to New York; she will go to the bottom like a cracked pot.
 

Bernick: This is most horrible! But what can be his object, do you suppose?
 

Krap: Probably he wants to bring the machines into discredit — wants to take his revenge — wants to force you to take the old hands on again.
 

Bernick: And to do this he is willing to sacrifice the lives of all on board.
 

Krap: He said the other day that there were no men on board the “Indian Girl” — only wild beasts.
 

Bernick: Yes, but — apart from that — has he no regard for the great loss of capital it would mean?
 

Krap: Aune does not look upon capital with a very friendly eye, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: That is perfectly true; he is an agitator and a fomenter of discontent; but such an unscrupulous thing as this — Look here, Krap; you must look into the matter once more. Not a word of it to any one. The blame will fall on our yard if any one hears anything of it.
 

Krap: Of course, but — 
 

Bernick: When the hands are away at their dinner you must manage to get down there again; I must have absolute certainty about it.
 

Krap: You shall, sir; but, excuse me, what do you propose to do?
 

Bernick: Report the affair, naturally. We cannot, of course, let ourselves become accomplices in such a crime. I could not have such a thing on my conscience. Moreover, it will make a good impression, both on the press and on the public in general, if it is seen that I set all personal interests aside and let justice take its course.
 

Krap: Quite true, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: But first of all I must be absolutely certain. And meanwhile, do not breathe a word of it.
 

Krap: Not a word, sir. And you shall have your certainty. (Goes out through the garden and down the street.)
 

Bernick (half aloud): Shocking! — But no, it is impossible! Inconceivable!
 

(As he turns to go into his room, HILMAR comes in from the right.)
 

Hilmar: Good morning, Karsten. Let me congratulate you on your triumph at the Commercial Association yesterday.
 

Bernick: Thank you.
 

Hilmar: It was a brilliant triumph, I hear; the triumph of intelligent public spirit over selfishness and prejudice — something like a raid of French troops on the Kabyles. It is astonishing that after that unpleasant scene here, you could — 
 

Bernick: Yes, yes — quite so.
 

Hilmar: But the decisive battle has not been fought yet.
 

Bernick: In the matter of the railway, do you mean?
 

Hilmar: Yes; I suppose you know the trouble that Hammer is brewing?
 

Bernick (anxiously): No, what is that?
 

Hilmar: Oh, he is greatly taken up with the rumour that is going around, and is preparing to dish up an article about it.
 

Bernick: What rumour?
 

Hilmar: About the extensive purchase of property along the branch line, of course.
 

Bernick: What? Is there such a rumour as that going about?
 

Hilmar: It is all over the town. I heard it at the club when I looked in there. They say that one of our lawyers has quietly bought up, on commission, all the forest land, all the mining land, all the waterfalls — 
 

Bernick: Don’t they say whom it was for?
 

Hilmar: At the club they thought it must be for some company, not connected with this town, that has got a hint of the scheme you have in hand, and has made haste to buy before the price of these properties went up. Isn’t it villainous? — ugh!
 

Bernick: Villainous?
 

Hilmar: Yes, to have strangers putting their fingers into our pie — and one of our own local lawyers lending himself to such a thing! And now it will be outsiders that will get all the profits!
 

Bernick: But, after all, it is only an idle rumour.
 

Hilmar: Meanwhile people are believing it, and tomorrow or the next day, I have no doubt Hammer will nail it to the counter as a fact. There is a general sense of exasperation in the town already. I heard several people say that if the rumour were confirmed they would take their names off the subscription lists.
 

Bernick: Impossible!
 

Hilmar: Is it? Why do you suppose these mercenary-minded creatures were so willing to go into the undertaking with you? Don’t you suppose they have scented profit for themselves — 
 

Bernick: It is impossible, I am sure; there is so much public spirit in our little community — 
 

Hilmar: In our community? Of course you are a confirmed optimist, and so you judge others by yourself. But I, who am a tolerably experienced observer — ! There isn’t a single soul in the place — excepting ourselves, of course — not a single soul in the place who holds up the banner of the Ideal. (Goes towards the verandah.) Ugh, I can see them there — 
 

Bernick: See whom?
 

Hilmar: Our two friends from America. (Looks out to the right.) And who is that they are walking with? As I am alive, if it is not the captain of the “Indian Girl.” Ugh!
 

Bernick: What can they want with him?
 

Hilmar. Oh, he is just the right company for them. He looks as if he had been a slave-dealer or a pirate; and who knows what the other two may have been doing all these years.
 

Bernick: Let me tell you that it is grossly unjust to think such things about them.
 

Hilmar: Yes — you are an optimist. But here they are, bearing down upon us again; so I will get away while there is time. (Goes towards the door on the left. LONA comes in from the right.)
 

Lona: Oh, Hilmar, am I driving you away?
 

Hilmar: Not at all; I am in rather a hurry; I want to have a word with Betty. (Goes into the farthest room on the left.)
 

Bernick (after a moment’s silence): Well, Lona?
 

Lona: Yes?
 

Bernick: What do you think of me today?
 

Lona: The same as I did yesterday. A lie more or less — 
 

Bernick: I must enlighten you about it. Where has Johan gone?
 

Lona: He is coming; he had to see a man first.
 

Bernick: After what you heard yesterday, you will understand that my whole life will be ruined if the truth comes to light.
 

Lona: I can understand that.
 

Bernick: Of course, it stands to reason that I was not guilty of the crime there was so much talk about here.
 

Lona: That stands to reason. But who was the thief?
 

Bernick: There was no thief. There was no money stolen — not a penny.
 

Lona: How is that?
 

Bernick: Not a penny, I tell you.
 

Lona: But those rumours? How did that shameful rumour get about that Johan — 
 

Bernick: Lona, I think I can speak to you as I could to no one else. I will conceal nothing from you. I was partly to blame for spreading the rumour.
 

Lona: You? You could act in that way towards a man who for your sake — !
 

Bernick: Do not condemn me without bearing in mind how things stood at that time. I told you about it yesterday. I came home and found my mother involved in a mesh of injudicious undertakings; we had all manner of bad luck — it seemed as if misfortunes were raining upon us, and our house was on the verge of ruin. I was half reckless and half in despair. Lona, I believe it was mainly to deaden my thoughts that I let myself drift into that entanglement that ended in Johan’s going away.
 

Lona: Hm — 
 

Bernick: You can well imagine how every kind of rumour was set on foot after you and he had gone. People began to say that it was not his first piece of folly — that Dorf had received a large sum of money to hold his tongue and go away; other people said that she had received it. At the same time it was obvious that our house was finding it difficult to meet its obligations. What was more natural than that scandal-mongers should find some connection between these two rumours? And as the woman remained here, living in poverty, people declared that he had taken the money with him to America; and every time rumour mentioned the sum, it grew larger.
 

Lona: And you, Karsten — ?
 

Bernick: I grasped at the rumour like a drowning man at a straw.
 

Lona: You helped to spread it?
 

Bernick: I did not contradict it. Our creditors had begun to be pressing, and I had the task of keeping them quiet. The result was the dissipating of any suspicion as to the stability of the firm; people said that we had been hit by a temporary piece of ill-luck — that all that was necessary was that they should not press us — only give us time and every creditor would be paid in full.
 

Lona: And every creditor was paid in full?
 

Bernick: Yes, Lona, that rumour saved our house and made me the man I now am.
 

Lona: That is to say, a lie has made you the man you now are.
 

Bernick: Whom did it injure at the time? It was Johan’s intention never to come back.
 

Lona: You ask whom it injured. Look into your own heart, and tell me if it has not injured you.
 

Bernick: Look into any man’s heart you please, and you will always find, in every one, at least one black spot which he has to keep concealed.
 

Lona: And you call yourselves pillars of society!
 

Bernick: Society has none better.
 

Lona: And of what consequence is it whether such a society be propped up or not? What does it all consist of? Show and lies — and nothing else. Here are you, the first man in the town, living in grandeur and luxury, powerful and respected — you, who have branded an innocent man as a criminal.
 

Bernick: Do you suppose I am not deeply conscious of the wrong I have done him? And do you suppose I am not ready to make amends to him for it?
 

Lona: How? By speaking out?
 

Bernick: Would you have the heart to insist on that?
 

Lona: What else can make amends for such a wrong?
 

Bernick: I am rich, Lona; Johan can demand any sum he pleases.
 

Lona: Yes, offer him money, and you will hear what he will say.
 

Bernick: Do you know what he intends to do?
 

Lona: No; since yesterday he has been dumb. He looks as if this had made a grown man of him all at once.
 

Bernick: I must talk to him.
 

Lona: Here he comes. (JOHAN comes in from the right.)
 

Bernick (going towards hint): Johan — !
 

Johan (motioning him away): Listen to me first. Yesterday morning I gave you my word that I would hold my tongue.
 

Bernick: You did.
 

Johan: But then I did not know — 
 

Bernick: Johan, only let me say a word or two to explain the circumstances — 
 

Johan: It is unnecessary; I understand the circumstances perfectly. The firm was in a dangerous position at the time; I had gone off, and you had my defenceless name and reputation at your mercy. Well, I do not blame you so very much for what you did; we were young and thoughtless in those days. But now I have need of the truth, and now you must speak.
 

Bernick: And just now I have need of all my reputation for morality, and therefore I cannot speak.
 

Johan: I don’t take much account of the false reports you spread about me; it is the other thing that you must take the blame of. I shall make Dina my wife, and here — here in your town — I mean to settle down and live with her.
 

Lona: Is that what you mean to do?
 

Bernick: With Dina? Dina as your wife? — in this town?
 

Johan: Yes, here and nowhere else. I mean to stay here to defy all these liars and slanderers. But before I can win her, you must exonerate me.
 

Bernick: Have you considered that, if I confess to the one thing, it will inevitably mean making myself responsible for the other as well? You will say that I can show by our books that nothing dishonest happened? But I cannot; our books were not so accurately kept in those days. And even if I could, what good would it do? Should I not in any case be pointed at as the man who had once saved himself by an untruth, and for fifteen years had allowed that untruth and all its consequences to stand without having raised a finger to demolish it? You do not know our community very much, or you would realise that it would ruin me utterly.
 

Johan: I can only tell you that I mean to make Mrs. Dorf’s daughter my wife, and live with her in this town.
 

Bernick (wiping the perspiration from his forehead): Listen to me, Johan — and you too, Lona. The circumstances I am in just now are quite exceptional. I am situated in such a way that if you aim this blow at me you will not only destroy me, but will also destroy a great future, rich in blessings, that lies before the community which, after all, was the home of your childhood.
 

Johan: And if I do not aim this blow at you, I shall be destroying all my future happiness with my own hand.
 

Lona: Go on, Karsten.
 

Bernick: I will tell you, then. It is mixed up with the railway project, and the whole thing is not quite so simple as you think. I suppose you have heard that last year there was some talk of a railway line along the coast? Many influential people backed up the idea — people in the town and the suburbs, and especially the press; but I managed to get the proposal quashed, on the ground that it would have injured our steamboat trade along the coast.
 

Lona: Have you any interest in the steamboat trade?
 

Bernick: Yes. But no one ventured to suspect me on that account; my honoured name fully protected me from that. For the matter of that, I could have stood the loss; but the place could not have stood it. So the inland line was decided upon. As soon as that was done, I assured myself — without saying anything about it — that a branch line could be laid to the town.
 

Lona: Why did you say nothing about it, Karsten?
 

Bernick: Have you heard the rumours of extensive buying up of forest lands, mines and waterfalls — ?
 

Johan: Yes, apparently it is some company from another part of the country.
 

Bernick: As these properties are situated at present, they are as good as valueless to their owners, who are scattered about the neighbourhood; they have therefore been sold comparatively cheap. If the purchaser had waited till the branch line began to be talked of, the proprietors would have asked exorbitant prices.
 

Lona: Well — what then?
 

Bernick: Now I am going to tell you something that can be construed in different ways — a thing to which, in our community, a man could only confess provided he had an untarnished and honoured name to take his stand upon.
 

Lona: Well?
 

Bernick: It is I that have bought up the whole of them.
 

Lona: You?
 

Johan: On your own account?
 

Bernick: On my own account. If the branch line becomes an accomplished fact, I am a millionaire; if it does not, I am ruined.
 

Lona: It is a big risk, Karsten.
 

Bernick: I have risked my whole fortune on it.
 

Lona: I am not thinking of your fortune; but if it comes to light that — 
 

Bernick. Yes, that is the critical part of it. With the unblemished and honoured name I have hitherto borne, I can take the whole thing upon my shoulders, carry it through, and say to my fellow-citizens: “See, I have taken this risk for the good of the community.”
 

Lona: Of the community?
 

Bernick: Yes; and not a soul will doubt my motives.
 

Lona: Then some of those concerned in it have acted more openly — without any secret motives or considerations.
 

Bernick: Who?
 

Lona: Why, of course, Rummel and Sandstad and Vigeland.
 

Bernick: To get them on my side I was obliged to let them into the secret.
 

Lona: And they?
 

Bernick: They have stipulated for a fifth part of the profits as their share.
 

Lona: Oh, these pillars of society.
 

Bernick: And isn’t it society itself that forces us to use these underhanded means? What would have happened if I had not acted secretly? Everybody would have wanted to have a hand in the undertaking; the whole thing would have been divided up, mismanaged and bungled. There is not a single man in the town except myself who is capable of directing so big an affair as this will be. In this country, almost without exception, it is only foreigners who have settled here who have the aptitude for big business schemes. That is the reason why my conscience acquits me in the matter. It is only in my hands that these properties can become a real blessing to the many who have to make their daily bread.
 

Lona: I believe you are right there, Karsten.
 

Johan: But I have no concern with the many, and my life’s happiness is at stake.
 

Bernick: The welfare of your native place is also at stake. If things come out which cast reflections on my earlier conduct, then all my opponents will fall upon me with united vigour. A youthful folly is never allowed to be forgotten in our community. They would go through the whole of my previous life, bring up a thousand little incidents in it, interpret and explain them in the light of what has been revealed; they would crush me under the weight of rumours and slanders. I should be obliged to abandon the railway scheme; and, if I take my hand off that, it will come to nothing, and I shall be ruined and my life as a citizen will be over.
 

Lona: Johan, after what we have just heard, you must go away from here and hold your tongue.
 

Bernick: Yes, yes, Johan — you must!
 

Johan: Yes, I will go away, and I will hold my tongue; but I shall come back, and then I shall speak.
 

Bernick: Stay over there, Johan; hold your tongue, and I am willing to share with you — 
 

Johan: Keep your money, but give me back my name and reputation.
 

Bernick: And sacrifice my own!
 

Johan: You and your community must get out of that the best way you can. I must and shall win Dina for my wife. And therefore, I am going to sail tomorrow in the “Indian Girl” — 
 

Bernick: In the “Indian Girl”?
 

Johan: Yes. The captain has promised to take me. I shall go over to America, as I say; I shall sell my farm, and set my affairs in order. In two months I shall be back.
 

Bernick: And then you will speak?
 

Johan: Then the guilty man must take his guilt on himself.
 

Bernick: Have you forgotten that, if I do that, I must also take on myself guilt that is not mine?
 

Johan: Who is it that for the last fifteen years has benefited by that shameful rumour?
 

Bernick: You will drive me to desperation! Well, if you speak, I shall deny everything! I shall say it is a plot against me — that you have come here to blackmail me!
 

Lona: For shame, Karsten!
 

Bernick: I am a desperate man, I tell you, and I shall fight for my life. I shall deny everything — everything!
 

Johan: I have your two letters. I found them in my box among my other papers. This morning I read them again; they are plain enough.
 

Bernick: And will you make them public?
 

Johan: If it becomes necessary.
 

Bernick: And you will be back here in two months?
 

Johan: I hope so. The wind is fair. In three weeks I shall be in New York — if the “Indian Girl” does not go to the bottom.
 

Bernick (with a start): Go to the bottom? Why should the “Indian Girl” go to the bottom?
 

Johan: Quite so — why should she?
 

Bernick (scarcely audibly): Go to the bottom?
 

Johan: Well, Karsten, now you know what is before you. You must find your own way out. Good-bye! You can say good-bye to Betty for me, although she has not treated me like a sister. But I must see Martha. She shall tell Dina — ; she shall promise me — (Goes out through the farther door on the left.)
 

Bernick (to himself): The “Indian Girl” — ? (Quickly.) Lona, you must prevent that!
 

Lona: You see for yourself, Karsten — I have no influence over him any longer. (Follows JOHAN into the other room.)
 

Bernick (a prey to uneasy thoughts): Go to the bottom — ?
 

(AUNE comes in from the right.)
 

Aune: Excuse me, sir, but if it is convenient — 
 

Bernick (turning round angrily): What do you want?
 

Aune: To know if I may ask you a question, sir.
 

Bernick: Be quick about it, then. What is it?
 

Aune: I wanted to ask if I am to consider it as certain — absolutely certain — that I should be dismissed from the yard if the “Indian Girl” were not ready to sail tomorrow?
 

Bernick: What do you mean? The ship is ready to sail?
 

Aune: Yes — it is. But suppose it were not, should I be discharged?
 

Bernick: What is the use of asking such idle questions?
 

Aune: Only that I should like to know, sir. Will you answer me that? — should I be discharged?
 

Bernick: Am I in the habit of keeping my word or not?
 

Aune: Then tomorrow I should have lost the position I hold in my house and among those near and dear to me — lost my influence over men of my own class — lost all opportunity of doing anything for the cause of the poorer and needier members of the community?
 

Bernick: Aune, we have discussed all that before.
 

Aune: Quite so — then the “Indian Girl” will sail.
 

(A short silence.)
 

Bernick: Look here — it is impossible for me to have my eyes everywhere — I cannot be answerable for everything. You can give me your assurance, I suppose, that the repairs have been satisfactorily carried out?
 

Aune: You gave me very short grace, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: But I understand you to warrant the repairs?
 

Aune: The weather is fine, and it is summer.
 

(Another pause.)
 

Bernick: Have you anything else to say to me?
 

Aune: I think not, sir.
 

Bernick: Then — the “Indian Girl” will sail...
 

Aune: Tomorrow?
 

Bernick: Yes.
 

Aune: Very good. (Bows and goes out. BERNICK stands for a moment irresolute; then walks quickly towards the door, as if to call AUNE back; but stops, hesitatingly, with his hand on the door-handle. At that moment the door is opened from without, and KRAP comes in.)
 

Krap (in a low voice): Aha, he has been here. Has he confessed?
 

Bernick: Hm — ; have you discovered anything?
 

Krap: What need of that, sir? Could you not see the evil conscience looking out of the man’s eyes?
 

Bernick: Nonsense — such things don’t show. Have you discovered anything, I want to know?
 

Krap: I could not manage it; I was too late. They had already begun hauling the ship out of the dock. But their very haste in doing that plainly shows that — 
 

Bernick: It shows nothing. Has the inspection taken place, then?
 

Krap: Of course; but — 
 

Bernick: There, you see! And of course they found nothing to complain of?
 

Krap: Mr. Bernick, you know very well how much this inspection means, especially in a yard that has such a good name as ours has.
 

Bernick: No matter — it takes all responsibility off us.
 

Krap: But, sir, could you really not tell from Aune’s manner that — ?
 

Bernick: Aune has completely reassured me, let me tell you.
 

Krap: And let me tell you, sir, that I am morally certain that — 
 

Bernick: What does this mean, Krap? I see plainly enough that you want to get your knife into this man; but if you want to attack him, you must find some other occasion. You know how important it is to me — or, I should say, to the owners — that the “Indian Girl” should sail to-morrow.
 

Krap: Very well — so be it; but if ever we hear of that ship again — hm!
 

(VIGELAND comes in from the right.)
 

Vigeland: I wish you a very good morning, Mr. Bernick. Have you a moment to spare?
 

Bernick: At your service, Mr. Vigeland.
 

Vigeland: I only want to know if you are also of opinion that the “Palm Tree” should sail tomorrow?
 

Bernick: Certainly; I thought that was quite settled.
 

Vigeland: Well, the captain came to me just now and told me that storm signals have been hoisted.
 

Bernick: Oh! Are we to expect a storm?
 

Vigeland: A stiff breeze, at all events; but not a contrary wind — just the opposite.
 

Bernick: Hm — well, what do you say?
 

Vigeland: I say, as I said to the captain, that the “Palm Tree” is in the hands of Providence. Besides, they are only going across the North Sea at first; and in England, freights are running tolerably high just now, so that — 
 

Bernick: Yes, it would probably mean a loss for us if we waited.
 

Vigeland: Besides, she is a stout ship, and fully insured as well. It is more risky, now, for the “Indian Girl” — 
 

Bernick: What do you mean?
 

Vigeland: She sails tomorrow, too.
 

Bernick: Yes, the owners have been in such a hurry, and, besides — 
 

Vigeland: Well, if that old hulk can venture out — and with such a crew, into the bargain — it would be a disgrace to us if we — 
 

Bernick: Quite so. I presume you have the ship’s papers with you.
 

Vigeland: Yes, here they are.
 

Bernick: Good; then will you go in with Mr. Krap?
 

Krap: Will you come in here, sir, and we will dispose of them at once.
 

Vigeland: Thank you. — And the issue we leave in the hands of the Almighty, Mr. Bernick. (Goes with KRAP into BERNICK’S room. RORLUND comes up from the garden.)
 

Rorlund: At home at this time of day, Mr. Bernick?
 

Bernick (lost in thought): As you see.
 

Rorlund: It was really on your wife’s account I came. I thought she might be in need of a word of comfort.
 

Bernick: Very likely she is. But I want to have a little talk with you, too.
 

Rorlund: With the greatest of pleasure, Mr. Bernick. But what is the matter with you? You look quite pale and upset.
 

Bernick: Really? Do I? Well, what else could you expect — a man so loaded with responsibilities as I am? There is all my own big business — and now the planning of this railway. — But tell me something, Mr. Rorlund, let me put a question to you.
 

Rorlund: With pleasure, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: It is about a thought that has occurred to me. Suppose a man is face to face with an undertaking which will concern the welfare of thousands, and suppose it should be necessary to make a sacrifice of one — ?
 

Rorlund: What do you mean?
 

Bernick: For example, suppose a man were thinking of starting a large factory. He knows for certain — because all his experience has taught him so — that sooner or later a toll of human life will be exacted in the working of that factory.
 

Rorlund: Yes, that is only too probable.
 

Bernick: Or, say a man embarks on a mining enterprise. He takes into his service fathers of families and young men in the first flush of their youth. Is it not quite safe to predict that all of them will not come out of it alive?
 

Rorlund: Yes, unhappily that is quite true.
 

Bernick: Well — a man in that position will know beforehand that the undertaking he proposes to start must undoubtedly, at some time or other, mean a loss of human life. But the undertaking itself is for the public good; for every man’s life that it costs, it will undoubtedly promote the welfare of many hundreds.
 

Rorlund: Ah, you are thinking of the railway — of all the dangerous excavating and blasting, and that sort of thing — 
 

Bernick: Yes — quite so — I am thinking of the railway. And, besides, the coming of the railway will mean the starting of factories and mines. But do not think, nevertheless — 
 

Rorlund: My dear Mr. Bernick, you are almost over-conscientious. What I think is that, if you place the affair in the hands of Providence — 
 

Bernick: Yes — exactly; Providence — 
 

Rorlund: You are blameless in the matter. Go on and build your railway hopefully.
 

Bernick: Yes, but now I will put a special instance to you. Suppose a charge of blasting-powder had to be exploded in a dangerous place, and that unless it were exploded the line could not be constructed? Suppose the engineer knew that it would cost the life of the workman who lit the fuse, but that it had to be lit, and that it was the engineer’s duty to send a workman to do it?
 

Rorlund: Hm — 
 

Bernick: I know what you will say. It would be a splendid thing if the engineer took the match himself and went and lit the fuse. But that is out of the question, so he must sacrifice a workman.
 

Rorlund: That is a thing no engineer here would ever do.
 

Bernick: No engineer in the bigger countries would think twice about doing it.
 

Rorlund: In the bigger countries? No, I can quite believe it. In those depraved and unprincipled communities.
 

Bernick: Oh, there is a good deal to be said for those communities.
 

Rorlund: Can you say that? — you, who yourself — 
 

Bernick: In the bigger communities a man finds space to carry out a valuable project — finds the courage to make some sacrifice in a great cause; but here, a man is cramped by all kinds of petty considerations and scruples.
 

Rorlund: Is human life a petty consideration?
 

Bernick: When that human life threatens the welfare of thousands.
 

Rorlund: But you are suggesting cases that are quite inconceivable, Mr. Bernick! I do not understand you at all today. And you quote the bigger countries — well, what do they think of human life there? They look upon it simply as part of the capital they have to use. But we look at things from a somewhat different moral standpoint, I should hope. Look at our respected shipping industry! Can you name a single one of our ship-owners who would sacrifice a human life for the sake of paltry gain? And then think of those scoundrels in the bigger countries, who for the sake of profit send out freights in one unseaworthy ship after another — 
 

Bernick: I am not talking of unseaworthy ships!
 

Rorlund: But I am, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Yes, but to what purpose? They have nothing to do with the question — Oh, these small, timid considerations! If a General from this country were to take his men under fire and some of them were shot, I suppose he would have sleepless nights after it! It is not so in other countries. You should bear what that fellow in there says — 
 

Rorlund: He? Who? The American — ?
 

Bernick: Yes. You should hear how in America — 
 

Rorlund: He, in there? And you did not tell me? I shall at once — 
 

Bernick: It is no use; you won’t be able to do anything with him.
 

Rorlund: We shall see. Ah, here he comes. (JOHAN comes in from the other room.)
 

Johan (talking back through the open door): Yes, yes, Dina — as you please; but I do not mean to give you up, all the same. I shall come back, and then everything will come right between us.
 

Rorlund: Excuse me, but what did you mean by that? What is it you propose to do?
 

Johan: I propose that that young girl, before whom you blackened my character yesterday, shall become my wife.
 

Rorlund: Your wife? And can you really suppose that — ?
 

Johan: I mean to marry her.
 

Rorlund: Well, then you shall know the truth. (Goes to the half-open door.) Mrs. Bernick, will you be so kind as to come and be a witness — and you too, Miss Martha. And let Dina come. (Sees LONA at the door.) Ah, you here too?
 

Lona: Shall I come too?
 

Rorlund: As many as you please — the more the better.
 

Bernick: What are you going to do? (LONA, MRS. BERNICK, MARTHA, DINA and HILMAR come in from the other room.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: Mr. Rorlund, I have tried my hardest, but I cannot prevent him...
 

Rorlund: I shall prevent him, Mrs. Bernick. Dina, you are a thoughtless girl, but I do not blame you so greatly. You have too long lacked the necessary moral support that should have sustained you. I blame myself for not having afforded you that support.
 

Dina: You mustn’t speak now!
 

Mrs. Bernick: What is it?
 

Rorlund: It is now that I must speak, Dina, although your conduct yesterday and today has made it ten times more difficult for me. But all other considerations must give way to the necessity for saving you. You remember that I gave you my word; you remember what you promised you would answer when I judged that the right time had come. Now I dare not hesitate any longer, and therefore — . (Turns to JOHAN.) This young girl, whom you are persecuting, is my betrothed.
 

Mrs. Bernick: What?
 

Bernick: Dina!
 

Johan: She? Your — ?
 

Martha: No, no, Dina!
 

Lona: It is a lie!
 

Johan: Dina — is this man speaking the truth?
 

Dina (after a short pause): Yes.
 

Rorlund: I hope this has rendered all your arts of seduction powerless. The step I have determined to take for Dina’s good, I now wish openly proclaimed to every one. I cherish the certain hope that it will not be misinterpreted. And now, Mrs. Bernick, I think it will be best for us to take her away from here, and try to bring back peace and tranquillity to her mind.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Yes, come with me. Oh, Dina — what a lucky girl you are! (Takes DINA Out to the left; RORLUND follows them.)
 

Martha: Good-bye, Johan! (Goes out.)
 

Hilmar (at the verandah door): Hm — I really must say...
 

Lona (who has followed DINA with her eyes, to JOHAN): Don’t be downhearted, my boy! I shall stay here and keep my eye on the parson. (Goes out to the right.)
 

Bernick: Johan, you won’t sail in the “Indian Girl” now?
 

Johan: Indeed I shall.
 

Bernick: But you won’t come back?
 

Johan: I am coming back.
 

Bernick: After this? What have you to do here after this?
 

Johan: Revenge myself on you all; crush as many of you as I can. (Goes out to the right. VIGELAND and KRAP come in from BERNICK’S room.)
 

Vigeland: There, now the papers are in order, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Good, good.
 

Krap (in a low voice): And I suppose it is settled that the “Indian Girl” is to sail tomorrow?
 

Bernick: Yes. (Goes into his room. VIGELAND and KRAP go out to the right. HILMAR is just going after them, when OLAF puts his head carefully out of the door on the left.)
 

Olaf: Uncle! Uncle Hilmar!
 

Hilmar: Ugh, is it you? Why don’t you stay upstairs? You know you are confined to the house.
 

Olaf (coming a step or two nearer): Hush! Uncle Hilmar, have you heard the news?
 

Hilmar: Yes, I have heard that you got a thrashing today.
 

Olaf (looking threateningly towards his father’s room): He shan’t thrash me any more. But have you heard that Uncle Johan is going to sail tomorrow with the Americans?
 

Hilmar: What has that got to do with you? You had better run upstairs again.
 

Olaf: Perhaps I shall be going for a buffalo hunt, too, one of these days, uncle.
 

Hilmar: Rubbish! A coward like you — 
 

Olaf: Yes — just you wait! You will learn something tomorrow!
 

Hilmar: Duffer! (Goes out through the garden. OLAF runs into the room again and shuts the door, as he sees KRAP coming in from the right.)
 

Krap (going to the door of BERNICK’S room and opening it slightly): Excuse my bothering you again, Mr. Bernick; but there is a tremendous storm blowing up. (Waits a moment, but there is no answer.) Is the “Indian Girl” to sail, for all that? (After a short pause, the following answer is heard.)
 

Bernick (from his room): The “Indian Girl” is to sail, for all that.
 

(KRAP Shuts the door and goes out again to the right.)
 






  








ACT IV
 

(SCENE — The same room. The work-table has been taken away. It is a stormy evening and already dusk. Darkness sets in as the following scene is in progress. A man-servant is lighting the chandelier; two maids bring in pots of flowers, lamps and candles, which they place on tables and stands along the walls. RUMMEL, in dress clothes, with gloves and a white tie, is standing in the room giving instructions to the servants.)
 

Rummel: Only every other candle, Jacob. It must not look as if it were arranged for the occasion — it has to come as a surprise, you know. And all these flowers — ? Oh, well, let them be; it will probably look as if they stood there everyday. (BERNICK comes out of his room.)
 

Bernick (stopping at the door): What does this mean?
 

Rummel: Oh dear, is it you? (To the servants.) Yes, you might leave us for the present. (The servants go out.)
 

Bernick: But, Rummel, what is the meaning of this?
 

Rummel: It means that the proudest moment of your life has come. A procession of his fellow citizens is coming to do honour to the first man of the town.
 

Bernick: What!
 

Rummel: In procession — with banners and a band! We ought to have had torches too; but we did not like to risk that in this stormy weather. There will be illuminations — and that always sounds well in the newspapers.
 

Bernick: Listen, Rummel — I won’t have anything to do with this.
 

Rummel: But it is too late now; they will be here in half-an-hour.
 

Bernick: But why did you not tell me about this before?
 

Rummel: Just because I was afraid you would raise objections to it. But I consulted your wife; she allowed me to take charge of the arrangements, while she looks after the refreshments.
 

Bernick (listening): What is that noise? Are they coming already? I fancy I hear singing.
 

Rummel (going to the verandah door): Singing? Oh, that is only the Americans. The “Indian Girl” is being towed out.
 

Bernick: Towed out? Oh, yes. No, Rummel, I cannot this evening; I am not well.
 

Rummel: You certainly do look bad. But you must pull yourself together; devil take it — you must! Sandstad and Vigeland and I all attach the greatest importance to carrying this thing through. We have got to crush our opponents under the weight of as complete an expression of public opinion as possible. Rumours are getting about the town; our announcement about the purchase of the property cannot be withheld any longer. It is imperative that this very evening — after songs and speeches, amidst the clink of glasses — in a word, in an ebullient atmosphere of festivity — you should inform them of the risk you have incurred for the good of the community. In such an ebullient atmosphere of festivity — as I just now described it — you can do an astonishing lot with the people here. But you must have that atmosphere, or the thing won’t go.
 

Bernick: Yes, yes.
 

Rummel: And especially when so delicate and ticklish a point has to be negotiated. Well, thank goodness, you have a name that will be a tower of strength, Bernick. But listen now; we must make our arrangements, to some extent. Mr. Hilmar Tonnesen has written an ode to you. It begins very charmingly with the words: “Raise the Ideal’s banner high!” And Mr. Rorlund has undertaken the task of making the speech of the evening. Of course you must reply to that.
 

Bernick: I cannot tonight, Rummel. Couldn’t you — ?
 

Rummel: It is impossible, however willing I might be; because, as you can imagine, his speech will be especially addressed to you. Of course it is possible he may say a word or two about the rest of us; I have spoken to Vigeland and Sandstad about it. Our idea is that, in replying, you should propose the toast of “Prosperity to our Community”; Sandstad will say a few words on the subject of harmonious relations between the different strata of society; then Vigeland will express the hope that this new undertaking may not disturb the sound moral basis upon which our community stands; and I propose, in a few suitable words, to refer to the ladies, whose work for the community, though more inconspicuous, is far from being without its importance. But you are not listening to me.
 

Bernick: Yes — indeed I am. But, tell me, do you think there is a very heavy sea running outside?
 

Rummel: Why, are you nervous about the “Palm Tree”? She is fully insured, you know.
 

Bernick: Yes, she is insured; but — 
 

Rummel: And in good repair — and that is the main thing.
 

Bernick: Hm — . Supposing anything does happen to a ship, it doesn’t follow that human life will be in danger, does it? The ship and the cargo may be lost — and one might lose one’s boxes and papers — 
 

Rummel: Good Lord — boxes and papers are not of much consequence.
 

Bernick: Not of much consequence! No, no; I only meant — . Hush — I hear voices again.
 

Rummel: It is on board the “Palm Tree.”
 

(VIGELAND comes in from the right.)
 

Vigeland: Yes, they are just towing the “Palm Tree” out. Good evening, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: And you, as a seafaring man, are still of opinion that — 
 

Vigeland: I put my trust in Providence, Mr. Bernick. Moreover, I have been on board myself and distributed a few small tracts which I hope may carry a blessing with them.
 

(SANDSTAD and KRAP come in from the right.)
 

Sandstad (to some one at the door): Well, if that gets through all right, anything will. (Comes in.) Ah, good evening, good evening!
 

Bernick: Is anything the matter, Krap?
 

Krap: I say nothing, Mr. Bernick.
 

Sandstad: The entire crew of the “Indian Girl” are drunk; I will stake my reputation on it that they won’t come out of it alive. (LONA comes in from the right.)
 

Lona: Ah, now I can say his good-byes for him.
 

Bernick: Is he on board already?
 

Lona: He will be directly, at any rate. We parted outside the hotel.
 

Bernick: And he persists in his intention?
 

Lona: As firm as a rock.
 

Rummel (who is fumbling at the window): Confound these new-fangled contrivances; I cannot get the curtains drawn.
 

Lona: Do you want them drawn? I thought, on the contrary — 
 

Rummel: Yes, drawn at first, Miss Hessel. You know what is in the wind, I suppose?
 

Lona: Yes. Let me help you. (Takes hold of the cords.) I will draw down the curtains on my brother-in-law — though I would much rather draw them up.
 

Rummel: You can do that too, later on. When the garden is filled with a surging crowd, then the curtains shall be drawn back, and they will be able to look in upon a surprised and happy family. Citizens’ lives should be such that they can live in glass houses! (BERNICK opens his mouth, as though he were going to say something; but he turns hurriedly away and goes into his room.)
 

Rummel: Come along, let us have a final consultation. Come in, too, Mr. Krap; you must assist us with information on one or two points of detail. (All the men go into BERNICK’S room. LONA has drawn the curtains over the windows, and is just going to do the same over the open glass door, when OLAF jumps down from the room above on to the garden steps; he has a wrap over his shoulders and a bundle in his hand.)
 

Lona: Bless me, child, how you frightened me!
 

Olaf (hiding his bundle): Hush, aunt!
 

Lona: Did you jump out of the window? Where are you going?
 

Olaf: Hush! — don’t say anything. I want to go to Uncle Johan — only on to the quay, you know — only to say goodbye to him. Good-night, aunt! (Runs out through the garden.)
 

Lona: No — stop! Olaf — Olaf!
 

(JOHAN, dressed for his journey, with a bag over his shoulder, comes warily in by the door on the right.)
 

Johan: Lona!
 

Lona (turning round): What! Back again?
 

Johan: I have still a few minutes. I must see her once more; we cannot part like this. (The farther door on the left opens, and MARTHA and DINA, both with cloaks on, and the latter carrying a small travelling bag in her hand, come in.)
 

Dina: Let me go to him! Let me go to him!
 

Martha: Yes, you shall go to him, Dina!
 

Dina: There he is!
 

Johan: Dina!
 

Dina: Take me with you!
 

Johan: What — !
 

Lona: You mean it?
 

Dina: Yes, take me with you. The other has written to me that he means to announce to everyone this evening.
 

Johan: Dina — you do not love him?
 

Dina: I have never loved the man! I would rather drown myself in the fjord than be engaged to him! Oh, how he humiliated me yesterday with his condescending manner! How clear he made it that he felt he was lifting up a poor despised creature to his own level! I do not mean to be despised any longer. I mean to go away. May I go with you?
 

Johan: Yes, yes — a thousand times, yes!
 

Dina: I will not be a burden to you long. Only help me to get over there; help me to go the right way about things at first.
 

Johan: Hurrah, it is all right after all, Dina!
 

Lona (pointing to BERNICK’S door): Hush! — gently, gently!
 

Johan: Dina, I shall look after you.
 

Dina: I am not going to let you do that. I mean to look after myself; over there, I am sure I can do that. Only let me get away from here. Oh, these women! — you don’t know — they have written to me today, too — exhorting me to realise my good fortune — impressing on me how magnanimous he has been. Tomorrow, and every day afterwards, they would be watching me to see if I were making myself worthy of it all. I am sick and tired of all this goodness!
 

Johan: Tell me, Dina — is that the only reason you are coming away? Am I nothing to you?
 

Dina: Yes, Johan, you are more to me than any one else in the world.
 

Johan: Oh, Dina — !
 

Dina: Every one here tells me I ought to hate and detest you — that it is my duty; but I cannot see that it is my duty, and shall never be able to.
 

Lona: No more you shall, my dear!
 

Martha: No, indeed you shall not; and that is why you shall go with him as his wife.
 

Johan: Yes, yes!
 

Lona: What? Give me a kiss, Martha. I never expected that from you!
 

Martha: No, I dare say not; I would not have expected it myself. But I was bound to break out some time! Ah, what we suffer under the tyranny of habit and custom! Make a stand against that, Dina. Be his wife. Let me see you defy all this convention.
 

Johan: What is your answer, Dina?
 

Dina: Yes, I will be your wife.
 

Johan: Dina!
 

Dina: But first of all I want to work — to make something of myself — as you have done. I am not going to be merely a thing that is taken.
 

Lona: Quite right — that is the way.
 

Johan: Very well; I shall wait and hope — 
 

Lona: And win, my boy! But now you must get on board!
 

Johan: Yes, on board! Ah, Lona, my dear sister, just one word with you. Look here — (He takes her into the background and talks hurriedly to her.)
 

Martha: Dina, you lucky girl, let me look at you, and kiss you once more — for the last time.
 

Dina: Not for the last time; no, my darling aunt, we shall meet again.
 

Martha: Never! Promise me, Dina, never to come back! (Grasps her hands and looks at her.) Now go to your happiness, my dear child — across the sea. How often, in my schoolroom, I have yearned to be over there! It must be beautiful; the skies are loftier than here — a freer air plays about your head — 
 

Dina: Oh, Aunt Martha, some day you will follow us.
 

Martha: I? Never — never. I have my little vocation here, and now I really believe I can live to the full the life that I ought.
 

Dina: I cannot imagine being parted from you.
 

Martha: Ah, one can part from much, Dina. (Kisses her.) But I hope you may never experience that, my sweet child. Promise me to make him happy.
 

Dina: I will promise nothing; I hate promises; things must happen as they will.
 

Martha: Yes, yes, that is true; only remain what you are — true and faithful to yourself.
 

Dina: I will, aunt.
 

Lona (putting into her pocket some papers that JOHAN has given her): Splendid, splendid, my dear boy. But now you must be off.
 

Johan: Yes, we have no time to waste now. Goodbye, Lona, and thank you for all your love. Goodbye, Martha, and thank you, too, for your loyal friendship.
 

Martha: Goodbye, Johan! Goodbye, Dina! And may you be happy all your lives! (She and LONA hurry them to the door at the back. JOHAN and DINA go quickly down the steps and through the garden. LONA shuts the door and draws the curtains over it.)
 

Lona: Now we are alone, Martha. You have lost her and I him.
 

Martha: You — lost him?
 

Lona: Oh, I had already half lost him over there. The boy was longing to stand on his own feet; that was why I pretended to be suffering from homesickness.
 

Martha: So that was it? Ah, then I understand why you came. But he will want you back, Lona.
 

Lona: An old step-sister — what use will he have for her now? Men break many very dear ties to win their happiness.
 

Martha: That sometimes is so.
 

Lona: But we two will stick together, Martha.
 

Martha: Can I be anything to you?
 

Lona: Who more so? We two foster-sisters — haven’t we both lost our children? Now we are alone.
 

Martha: Yes, alone. And therefore, you ought to know this too — I loved him more than anything in the world.
 

Lona: Martha! (Grasps her by the arm.) Is that true?
 

Martha: All my existence lies in those words. I have loved him and waited for him. Every summer I waited for him to come. And then he came — but he had no eyes for me.
 

Lona: You loved him! And it was you yourself that put his happiness into his hands.
 

Martha: Ought I not to be the one to put his happiness into his hands, since I loved him? Yes, I have loved him. All my life has been for him, ever since he went away. What reason had I to hope, you mean? Oh, I think I had some reason, all the same. But when he came back — then it seemed as if everything had been wiped out of his memory. He had no eyes for me.
 

Lona: It was Dina that overshadowed you, Martha?
 

Martha: And it is a good thing she did. At the time he went away, we were of the same age; but when I saw him again — oh, that dreadful moment! — I realised that now I was ten years older than he. He had gone out into the bright sparkling sunshine, and breathed in youth and health with every breath; and here I sat meanwhile, spinning and spinning — 
 

Lona: Spinning the thread of his happiness, Martha.
 

Martha: Yes, it was a golden thread I spun. No bitterness! We have been two good sisters to him, haven’t we, Lona?
 

Lona (throwing her arms round her): Martha!
 

(BERNICK comes in from his room.)
 

Bernick (to the other men, who are in his room): Yes, yes, arrange it any way you please. When the time comes, I shall be able to — . (Shuts the door.) Ah, you are here. Look here, Martha — I think you had better change your dress; and tell Betty to do the same. I don’t want anything elaborate, of course — something homely, but neat. But you must make haste.
 

Lona: And a bright, cheerful face, Martha; your eyes must look happy.
 

Bernick: Olaf is to come downstairs too; I will have him beside me.
 

Lona: Hm! Olaf.
 

Martha: I will give Betty your message. (Goes out by the farther door on the left.)
 

Lona: Well, the great and solemn moment is at hand.
 

Bernick (walking uneasily up and down): Yes, it is.
 

Lona: At such a moment I should think a man would feel proud and happy.
 

Bernick (looking at her): Hm!
 

Lona: I hear the whole town is to be illuminated.
 

Bernick: Yes, they have some idea of that sort.
 

Lona: All the different clubs will assemble with their banners — your name will blaze out in letters of fire — tonight the telegraph will flash the news to every part of the country: “In the bosom of his happy family, Mr. Bernick received the homage of his fellow citizens, as one of the pillars of society.”
 

Bernick: That is so; and they will begin to cheer outside, and the crowd will shout in front of my house until I shall be obliged to go out and bow to them and thank them.
 

Lona: Obliged to?
 

Bernick. Do you suppose I shall feel happy at that moment?
 

Lona: No, I don’t suppose you will feel so very happy.
 

Bernick: Lona, you despise me.
 

Lona: Not yet.
 

Bernick: And you have no right to; no right to despise me! Lona, you can have no idea how utterly alone I stand in this cramped and stunted community — where I have had, year after year, to stifle my ambition for a fuller life. My work may seem many-sided, but what have I really accomplished? Odds and ends — scraps. They would not stand anything else here. If I were to go a step in advance of the opinions and views that are current at the moment, I should lose all my influence. Do you know what we are — we who are looked upon as pillars of society? We are nothing more, nor less, than the tools of society.
 

Lona: Why have you only begun to realise that now?
 

Bernick: Because I have been thinking a great deal lately — since you came back — and this evening I have thought more seriously than ever before. Oh, Lona, why did not I really know you then — in the old days, I mean?
 

Lona: And if you had?
 

Bernick: I should never have let you go; and, if I had had you, I should not be in the position I am in tonight.
 

Lona: And do you never consider what she might have been to you — she whom you chose in my place?
 

Bernick: I know, at all events, that she has been nothing to me of what I needed.
 

Lona: Because you have never shared your interests with her; because you have never allowed her full and frank exchange of thoughts with you; because you have allowed her to be borne under by self-reproach for the shame you cast upon one who was dear to her.
 

Bernick: Yes, yes; it all comes from lying and deceit.
 

Lona: Then why not break with all this lying and deceit?
 

Bernick: Now? It is too late now, Lona.
 

Lona: Karsten, tell me — what gratification does all this show and deception bring you?
 

Bernick: It brings me none. I must disappear someday, and all this community of bunglers with me. But a generation is growing up that will follow us; it is my son that I work for — I am providing a career for him. There will come a time when truth will enter into the life of the community, and on that foundation he shall build up a happier existence than his father.
 

Lona: With a lie at the bottom of it all? Consider what sort of an inheritance it is that you are leaving to your son.
 

Bernick (in tones of suppressed despair): It is a thousand times worse than you think. But surely some day the curse must be lifted; and yet — nevertheless — . (Vehemently.) How could I bring all this upon my own head! Still, it is done now; I must go on with it now. You shall not succeed in crushing me! (HILMAR comes in hurriedly and agitatedly from the right, with an open letter in his hand.)
 

Hilmar: But this is — Betty, Betty.
 

Bernick: What is the matter? Are they coming already?
 

Hilmar: No, no — but I must speak to some one immediately. (Goes out through the farther door on the left.)
 

Lona: Karsten, you talk about our having come here to crush you. So let me tell you what sort of stuff this prodigal son, whom your moral community shuns as if he had the plague, is made of. He can do without any of you — for he is away now.
 

Bernick: But he said he meant to come back
 

Lona: Johan will never come back. He is gone for good, and Dina with him.
 

Bernick: Never come back? — and Dina with him?
 

Lona: Yes, to be his wife. That is how these two strike your virtuous community in the face, just as I did once — but never mind that.
 

Bernick: Gone — and she too — in the “Indian Girl” — 
 

Lona: No; he would not trust so precious a freight to that rascally crew. Johan and Dina are on the “Palm Tree.”
 

Bernick: Ah! Then it is all in vain — (Goes hurriedly to the door of his room, opens it and calls in.) Krap, stop the “Indian Girl” — she must not sail tonight!
 

Krap (from within): The “Indian Girl” is already standing out to sea, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick (shutting the door and speaking faintly): Too late — and all to no purpose — 
 

Lona: What do you mean?
 

Bernick: Nothing, nothing. Leave me alone!
 

Lona: Hm! — look here, Karsten. Johan was good enough to say that he entrusted to me the good name and reputation that he once lent to you, and also the good name that you stole from him while he was away. Johan will hold his tongue; and I can act just as I please in the matter. See, I have two letters in my hand.
 

Bernick: You have got them! And you mean now — this very evening-perhaps when the procession comes — 
 

Lona: I did not come back here to betray you, but to stir your conscience so that you should speak of your own free will. I did not succeed in doing that — so you must remain as you are, with your life founded upon a lie. Look, I am tearing your two letters in pieces. Take the wretched things — there you are. Now there is no evidence against you, Karsten. You are safe now; be happy, too — if you can.
 

Bernick (much moved): Lona — why did you not do that sooner! Now it is too late; life no longer seems good to me; I cannot live on after today.
 

Lona: What has happened?
 

Bernick: Do not ask me — But I must live on, nevertheless! I will live — for Olaf’s sake. He shall make amends for everything — expiate everything.
 

Lona: Karsten — ! (HILMAR comes hurriedly back.)
 

Hilmar: I cannot find anyone; they are all out — even Betty!
 

Bernick: What is the matter with you?
 

Hilmar: I daren’t tell you.
 

Bernick: What is it? You must tell me!
 

Hilmar: Very well — Olaf has run away, on board the “Indian Girl.”
 

Bernick (stumbling back): Olaf — on board the “Indian Girl”! No, no!
 

Lona: Yes, he is! Now I understand — I saw him jump out of the window.
 

Bernick (calls in through the door of his room in a despairing voice): Krap, stop the “Indian Girl” at any cost!
 

Krap: It is impossible, sir. How can you suppose — ?
 

Bernick: We must stop her; Olaf is on board!
 

Krap: What!
 

Rummel (coming out of BERNICK’S room): Olaf, run away? Impossible!
 

Sandstad (following him): He will be sent back with the pilot, Mr. Bernick.
 

Hilmar: No, no; he has written to me. (Shows the letter.) He says he means to hide among the cargo till they are in the open sea.
 

Bernick: I shall never see him again!
 

Rummel: What nonsense! — a good strong ship, newly repaired...
 

Vigeland (who has followed the others out of BERNICK’S room): And in your own yard, Mr. Bernick!
 

Bernick: I shall never see him again, I tell you. I have lost him, Lona; and — I see it now — he never was really mine. (Listens.) What is that?
 

Rummel: Music. The procession must be coming.
 

Bernick. I cannot take any part in it — I will not.
 

Rummel: What are you thinking of! That is impossible.
 

Sandstad: Impossible, Mr. Bernick; think what you have at stake.
 

Bernick: What does it all matter to me now? What have I to work for now?
 

Rummel: Can you ask? You have us and the community.
 

Vigeland: Quite true.
 

Sandstad: And surely, Mr. Bernick, you have not forgotten that we — .(MARTHA comes in through the farther door to the left. Music is heard in the distance, down the street.)
 

Martha: The procession is just coming, but Betty is not in the house. I don’t understand where she — 
 

Bernick: Not in the house! There, you see, Lona — no support to me, either in gladness or in sorrow.
 

Rummel: Draw back the curtains! Come and help me, Mr. Krap — and you, Mr. Sandstad. It is a thousand pities that the family should not be united just now; it is quite contrary to the program. (They draw back all the curtains. The whole street is seen to be illuminated. Opposite the house is a large transparency, bearing the words: “Long live Karsten Bernick, Pillar of our Society “)
 

Bernick (shrinking back): Take all that away! I don’t want to see it! Put it out, put it out!
 

Rummel: Excuse me, Mr. Bernick, but are you not well?
 

Martha: What is the matter with him, Lona?
 

Lona: Hush! (Whispers to her.)
 

Bernick: Take away those mocking words, I tell you! Can’t you see that all these lights are grinning at us?
 

Rummel: Well, really, I must confess — 
 

Bernick: Oh, how could you understand — ! But I, I — ! It is all like candles in a dead-room!
 

Rummel: Well, let me tell you that you are taking the thing a great deal too seriously.
 

Sandstad: The boy will enjoy a trip across the Atlantic, and then you will have him back.
 

Vigeland: Only put your trust in the Almighty, Mr. Bernick.
 

Rummel: And in the vessel, Bernick; it is not likely to sink, I know.
 

Krap: Hm — 
 

Rummel: Now if it were one of those floating coffins that one hears are sent out by men in the bigger countries — 
 

Bernick: I am sure my hair must be turning grey — 
 

(MRS. BERNICK comes in from the garden, with a shawl thrown over her head.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: Karsten, Karsten, do you know — ?
 

Bernick: Yes. I know; but you — you, who see nothing that is going on — you, who have no mother’s eyes for your son — !
 

Mrs. Bernick: Listen to me, do!
 

Bernick: Why did you not look after him? Now I have lost him. Give him back to me, if you can.
 

Mrs. Bernick: I can! I have got him.
 

Bernick: You have got him!
 

The Men: Ah!
 

Hilmar: Yes, I thought so.
 

Martha: You have got him back, Karsten.
 

Lona: Yes — make him your own, now.
 

Bernick: You have got him! Is that true? Where is he?
 

Mrs. Bernick: I shall not tell you, till you have forgiven him.
 

Bernick: Forgiven! But how did you know — ?
 

Mrs. Bernick: Do you not think a mother sees? I was in mortal fear of your getting to know anything about it. Some words he let fall yesterday — and then his room was empty, and his knapsack and clothes missing...
 

Bernick: Yes, yes?
 

Mrs. Bernick: I ran, and got hold of Aune; we went out in his boat; the American ship was on the point of sailing. Thank God, we were in time — got on board — searched the hold — found him! Oh, Karsten, you must not punish him!
 

Bernick: Betty!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Nor Aune, either!
 

Bernick: Aune? What do you know about him? Is the “Indian Girl” under sail again?
 

Mrs. Bernick: No, that is just it.
 

Bernick: Speak, speak!
 

Mrs. Bernick: Aune was just as agitated as I was; the search took us some time; it had grown dark, and the pilot made objections; and so Aune took upon himself — in your name — 
 

Bernick: Well?
 

Mrs. Bernick: To stop the ship’s sailing till tomorrow.
 

Krap: Hm — 
 

Bernick: Oh, how glad I am!
 

Mrs. Bernick: You are not angry?
 

Bernick: I cannot tell you how glad I am, Betty
 

Rummel: You really take things far too seriously.
 

Hilmar: Oh yes, as soon as it is a question of a little struggle with the elements — ugh!
 

Krap (going to the window): The procession is just coming through your garden gate, Mr. Bernick.
 

Bernick: Yes, they can come now.
 

Rummel: The whole garden is full of people.
 

Sandstad: The whole street is crammed.
 

Rummel: The whole town is afoot, Bernick. It really is a moment that makes one proud.
 

Vigeland: Let us take it in a humble spirit, Mr. Rummel.
 

Rummel: All the banners are out! What a procession! Here comes the committee with Mr. Rorlund at their head.
 

Bernick: Yes, let them come in!
 

Rummel: But, Bernick — in your present agitated frame of mind — 
 

Bernick: Well, what?
 

Rummel: I am quite willing to speak instead of you, if you like.
 

Bernick: No, thank you; I will speak for myself tonight.
 

Rummel: But are you sure you know what to say?
 

Bernick: Yes, make your mind easy, Rummel — I know now what to say.
 

(The music grows louder. The verandah door is opened. RORLUND comes in, at the head of the Committee, escorted by a couple of hired waiters, who carry a covered basket. They are followed by townspeople of all classes, as many as can get into the room. An apparently endless crowd of people, waving banners and flags, are visible in the garden and the street.)
 

Rorlund: Mr. Bernick! I see, from the surprise depicted upon your face, that it is as unexpected guests that we are intruding upon your happy family circle and your peaceful fireside, where we find you surrounded by honoured and energetic fellow citizens and friends. But it is our hearts that have bidden us come to offer you our homage — not for the first time, it is true, but for the first time on such a comprehensive scale. We have on many occasions given you our thanks for the broad moral foundation upon which you have, so to speak, reared the edifice of our community. On this occasion we offer our homage especially to the clear-sighted, indefatigable, unselfish — nay, self-sacrificing citizen who has taken the initiative in an undertaking which, we are assured on all sides, will give a powerful impetus to the temporal prosperity and welfare of our community.
 

Voices: Bravo, bravo!
 

Rorlund: You, sir, have for many years been a shining example in our midst. This is not the place for me to speak of your family life, which has been a model to us all; still less to enlarge upon your unblemished personal character. Such topics belong to the stillness of a man’s own chamber, not to a festal occasion such as this! I am here to speak of your public life as a citizen, as it lies open to all men’s eyes. Well-equipped vessels sail away from your shipyard and carry our flag far and wide over the seas. A numerous and happy band of workmen look up to you as to a father. By calling new branches of industry into existence, you have laid the foundations of the welfare of hundreds of families. In a word — you are, in the fullest sense of the term, the mainstay of our community.
 

Voices: Hear, hear! Bravo!
 

Rorlund: And, sir, it is just that disinterestedness, which colours all your conduct, that is so beneficial to our community — more so than words can express — and especially at the present moment. You are now on the point of procuring for us what I have no hesitation in calling bluntly by its prosaic name — a railway!
 

Voices: Bravo, bravo!
 

Rorlund: But it would seem as though the undertaking were beset by certain difficulties, the outcome of narrow and selfish considerations.
 

Voices: Hear, hear!
 

Rorlund: For the fact has come to light that certain individuals, who do not belong to our community, have stolen a march upon the hard-working citizens of this place, and have laid hands on certain sources of profit which by rights should have fallen to the share of our town.
 

Voices: That’s right! Hear, hear!
 

Rorlund: This regrettable fact has naturally come to your knowledge also, Mr. Bernick. But it has not had the slightest effect in deterring you from proceeding steadily with your project, well knowing that a patriotic man should not solely take local interests into consideration.
 

Voices: Oh! — No, no! — Yes, yes!
 

Rorlund: It is to such a man — to the patriot citizen, whose character we all should emulate — that we bring our homage this evening. May your undertaking grow to be a real and lasting source of good fortune to this community! It is true enough that a railway may be the means of our exposing ourselves to the incursion of pernicious influences from without; but it gives us also the means of quickly expelling them from within. For even we, at the present time, cannot boast of being entirely free from the danger of such outside influences; but as we have, on this very evening — if rumour is to be believed — fortunately got rid of certain elements of that nature, sooner than was to be expected — 
 

Voices: Order, order!
 

Rorlund: — I regard the occurrence as a happy omen for our undertaking. My alluding to such a thing at such a moment only emphasises the fact that the house in which we are now standing is one where the claims of morality are esteemed even above ties of family.
 

Voices: Hear, hear! Bravo!
 

Bernick (at the same moment): Allow me — 
 

Rorlund: I have only a few more words to say, Mr. Bernick. What you have done for your native place we all know has not been done with any underlying idea of its bringing tangible profit to yourself. But, nevertheless, you must not refuse to accept a slight token of grateful appreciation at the hands of your fellow-citizens — least of all at this important moment when, according to the assurances of practical men, we are standing on the threshold of a new era.
 

Voices: Bravo! Hear, hear!
 

(RORLUND signs to the servants, who bring forward the basket. During the following speech, members of the Committee take out and present the various objects mentioned.)
 

Rorlund: And so, Mr. Bernick, we have the pleasure of presenting you with this silver coffee-service. Let it grace your board when in the future, as so often in the past, we have the happiness of being assembled under your hospitable roof. You, too, gentlemen, who have so generously seconded the leader of our community, we ask to accept a small souvenir. This silver goblet is for you, Mr. Rummel. Many a time have you, amidst the clink of glasses, defended the interests of your fellow-citizens in well-chosen words; may you often find similar worthy opportunities to raise and empty this goblet in some patriotic toast! To you, Mr. Sandstad, I present this album containing photographs of your fellow-citizens. Your well-known and conspicuous liberality has put you in the pleasant position of being able to number your friends amongst all classes of society. And to you, Mr. Vigeland, I have to offer this book of Family Devotions, printed on vellum and handsomely bound, to grace your study table. The mellowing influence of time has led you to take an earnest view of life; your zeal in carrying out your daily duties has, for a long period of years, been purified and enobled by thoughts of higher and holier things. (Turns to the crowd.) And now, friends, three cheers for Mr. Bernick and his fellow-workers! Three cheers for the Pillars of our Society!
 

The whole crowd: Bernick! Pillars of Society! Hurrah-hurrah-hurrah!
 

Lona: I congratulate you, brother-in-law.
 

(An expectant hush follows.)
 

Bernick (speaking seriously and slowly): Fellow citizens — your spokesman said just now that tonight we are standing on the threshold of a new era. I hope that will prove to be the case. But before that can come to pass, we must lay fast hold of truth — truth which, till tonight, has been altogether and in all circumstances a stranger to this community of ours. (Astonishment among the audience.) To that end, I must begin by deprecating the praises with which you, Mr. Rorlund, according to custom on such occasions, have overwhelmed me. I do not deserve them; because, until today, my actions have by no means been disinterested. Even though I may not always have aimed at pecuniary profit, I at all events recognise now that a craving for power, influence and position has been the moving spirit of most of my actions.
 

Rummel (half aloud): What next!
 

Bernick: Standing before my fellow citizens, I do not reproach myself for that; because I still think I am entitled to a place in the front rank of our capable men of affairs.
 

Voices: Yes, yes, yes!
 

Bernick: But what I charge myself with is that I have so often been weak enough to resort to deceitfulness, because I knew and feared the tendency of the community to espy unclean motives behind everything a prominent man here undertakes. And now I am coming to a point which will illustrate that.
 

Rummel (uneasily): Hm-hm!
 

Bernick: There have been rumours of extensive purchases of property outside the town. These purchases have been made by me — by me alone, and by no one else. (Murmurs are heard: “What does he say? — He? — Bernick?”) The properties are, for the time being, in my hands. Naturally I have confided in my fellow-workers, Mr. Rummel, Mr. Vigeland and Mr. Sandstad, and we are all agreed that — 
 

Rummel: It is not true! Prove it — prove it!
 

Vigeland: We are not all agreed about anything!
 

Sandstad: Well, really I must say — !
 

Bernick: That is quite true — we are not yet agreed upon the matter I was going to mention. But I confidently hope that these three gentlemen will agree with me when I announce to you that I have tonight come to the decision that these properties shall be exploited as a company of which the shares shall be offered for public subscription; any one that wishes can take shares.
 

Voices: Hurrah! Three cheers for Bernick!
 

Rummel (in a low voice, to BERNICK): This is the basest treachery — !
 

Sandstad (also in an undertone): So you have been fooling us!
 

Vigeland: Well, then, devil take — ! Good Lord, what am I saying?
 

(Cheers are heard without.)
 

Bernick: Silence, gentlemen. I have no right to this homage you offer me; because the decision I have just come to does not represent what was my first intention. My intention was to keep the whole thing for myself; and, even now, I am of opinion that these properties would be worked to best advantage if they remained in one man’s hands. But you are at liberty to choose. If you wish it, I am willing to administer them to the best of my abilities.
 

Voices: Yes, yes, yes!
 

Bernick: But, first of all, my fellow townsmen must know me thoroughly. And let each man seek to know himself thoroughly, too; and so let it really come to pass that tonight we begin a new era. The old era — with its affectation, its hypocrisy and its emptiness, its pretence of virtue and its miserable fear of public opinion — shall be for us like a museum, open for purposes of instruction; and to that museum we will present — shall we not, gentlemen? — the coffee service, and the goblet, and the album, and the Family Devotions printed on vellum, and handsomely bound.
 

Rummel: Oh, of course.
 

Vigeland (muttering): If you have taken everything else, then — 
 

Sandstad: By all means.
 

Bernick: And now for the principal reckoning I have to make with the community. Mr. Rorlund said that certain pernicious elements had left us this evening. I can add what you do not yet know. The man referred to did not go away alone; with him, to become his wife, went — 
 

Lona (loudly): Dina Dorf!
 

Rorlund: What?
 

Mrs. Bernick: What? (Great commotion.)
 

Rorlund: Fled? Run away — with him! Impossible!
 

Bernick: To become his wife, Mr. Rorlund. And I will add more. (In a low voice, to his wife.) Betty, be strong to bear what is coming. (Aloud.) This is what I have to say: hats off to that man, for he has nobly taken another’s guilt upon his shoulders. My friends, I want to have done with falsehood; it has very nearly poisoned every fibre of my being. You shall know all. Fifteen years ago, I was the guilty man.
 

Mrs. Bernick (softly and tremblingly): Karsten!
 

Martha (similarly): Ah, Johan — !
 

Lona: Now at last you have found yourself!
 

(Speechless consternation among the audience.)
 

Bernick: Yes, friends, I was the guilty one, and he went away. The vile and lying rumours that were spread abroad afterwards, it is beyond human power to refute now; but I have no right to complain of that. For fifteen years I have climbed up the ladder of success by the help of those rumours; whether now they are to cast me down again, or not, each of you must decide in his own mind.
 

Rorlund: What a thunderbolt! Our leading citizen — ! (In a low voice, to BETTY.) How sorry I am for you, Mrs. Bernick!
 

Hilmar: What a confession! Well, I must say — !
 

Bernick: But come to no decision tonight. I entreat every one to go home — to collect his thoughts — to look into his own heart. When once more you can think calmly, then it will be seen whether I have lost or won by speaking out. Goodbye! I have still much — very much — to repent of; but that concerns my own conscience only. Good night! Take away all these signs of rejoicing. We must all feel that they are out of place here.
 

Rorlund: That they certainly are. (In an undertone to MRS. BERNICK.) Run away! So then she was completely unworthy of me. (Louder, to the Committee.) Yes, gentlemen, after this I think we had better disperse as quietly as possible.
 

Hilmar: How, after this, any one is to manage to hold the Ideal’s banner high — Ugh!
 

(Meantime the news has been whispered from mouth to mouth. The crowd gradually disperses from the garden. RUMMEL, SANDSTAD and VIGELAND go out, arguing eagerly but in a low voice. HILMAR slinks away to the right. When silence is restored, there only remain in the room BERNICK, MRS. BERNICK, MARTHA, LONA and KRAP.)
 

Bernick: Betty, can you forgive me?
 

Mrs. Bernick (looking at him with a smile): Do you know, Karsten, that you have opened out for me the happiest prospect I have had for many a year?
 

Bernick: How?
 

Mrs. Bernick: For many years, I have felt that once you were mine and that I had lost you. Now I know that you never have been mine yet; but I shall win you.
 

Bernick (folding her in his arms): Oh, Betty, you have won me. It was through Lona that I first learned really to know you. But now let Olaf come to me.
 

Mrs. Bernick: Yes, you shall have him now. Mr. Krap — ! (Talks softly to KRAP in the background. He goes out by the garden door. During what follows, the illuminations and lights in the houses are gradually extinguished.)
 

Bernick (in a low voice): Thank you, Lona — you have saved what was best in me — and for me.
 

Lona: Do you suppose I wanted to do anything else?
 

Bernick: Yes, was that so — or not? I cannot quite make you out.
 

Lona: Hm — 
 

Bernick: Then it was not hatred? Not revenge? Why did you come back, then?
 

Lona: Old friendship does not rust.
 

Bernick: Lona!
 

Lona: When Johan told me about the lie, I swore to myself that the hero of my youth should stand free and true.
 

Bernick: What a wretch I am! — and how little I have deserved it of you!
 

Lona. Oh, if we women always looked for what we deserve, Karsten — !
 

(AUNE comes in with OLAF from the garden.)
 

Bernick (going to meet them): Olaf!
 

Olaf: Father, I promise I will never do it again — 
 

Bernick: Never run away?
 

Olaf: Yes, yes, I promise you, father.
 

Bernick: And I promise you, you shall never have reason to. For the future you shall be allowed to grow up, not as the heir to my life’s work, but as one who has his own life’s work before him.
 

Olaf: And shall I be allowed to be what I like, when I grow up?
 

Bernick: Yes.
 

Olaf. Oh, thank you! Then I won’t be a pillar of society.
 

Bernick: No? Why not?
 

Olaf: No — I think it must be so dull.
 

Bernick: You shall be yourself, Olaf; the rest may take care of itself — And you, Aune...
 

Aune: I know, Mr. Bernick; I am dismissed.
 

Bernick: We remain together, Aune; and forgive me.
 

Aune: What? The ship has not sailed tonight.
 

Bernick: Nor will it sail tomorrow, either. I gave you too short grace. It must be looked to more thoroughly.
 

Aune: It shall, Mr. Bernick — and with the new machines!
 

Bernick: By all means — but thoroughly and conscientiously. There are many among us who need thorough and conscientious repairs, Aune. Well, good night.
 

Aune: Good-night, sir — and thank you, thank you. (Goes out.)
 

Mrs. Bernick: Now they are all gone.
 

Bernick: And we are alone. My name is not shining in letters of fire any longer; all the lights in the windows are out.
 

Lona: Would you wish them lit again?
 

Bernick: Not for anything in the world. Where have I been! You would be
 

horrified if you knew. I feel now as if I had come back to my right senses, after being poisoned. But I feel this that I can be young and healthy again. Oh, come nearer — come closer round me. Come, Betty! Come, Olaf, my boy! And you, Martha — it seems to me as if I had never seen you all these years.
 

Lona: No, I can believe that. Your community is a community of bachelor souls; you do not see women.
 

Bernick: That is quite true; and for that very reason — this is a bargain, Lona — you must not leave Betty and me.
 

Mrs. Bernick: No, Lona, you must not.
 

Lona: No, how could I have the heart to go away and leave you young people who are just setting up housekeeping? Am I not your foster-mother? You and I, Martha, the two old aunts — What are you looking at?
 

Martha: Look how the sky is clearing, and how light it is over the sea. The “Palm Tree” is going to be lucky.
 

Lona: It carries its good luck on board.
 

Bernick: And we — we have a long earnest day of work ahead of us; I most of all. But let it come; only keep close round me you true, loyal women. I have learned this too, in these last few days; it is you women that are the pillars of society.
 

Lona: You have learned a poor sort of wisdom, then, brother-in-law. (Lays her hand firmly upon his shoulder.) No, my friend; the spirit of truth and the spirit of freedom — they are the pillars of society.
 

 
 






  

A DOLL’S HOUSE


 

Translated by William Archer
 

One of the most widely performed dramas in theatres across the world, A Doll’s House was an extremely controversial work when first published.  It premiered at the Royal Theatre in Copenhagen, Denmark, on 21 December 1879, having been published earlier that month. The play has been designated as a champion of women’s rights in nineteenth century literature, as it fiercely criticised the treatment of wives in a patriarchal society.  In a speech given to the Norwegian Association for Women’s Rights in 1898, Ibsen insisted that he “must disclaim the honour of having consciously worked for the women’s rights movement,” since he wrote “without any conscious thought of making propaganda,” his task having been “the description of humanity.”

Ibsen began conceiving the play’s content in 1878, although he did not begin its first draft until a year later, having reflected on the themes and characters in the intervening period . He outlined his conception of the play as a “modern tragedy” in a note written in Rome on 19 October, 1878. “A woman cannot be herself in modern society,” he argues, since it is “an exclusively male society, with laws made by men and with prosecutors and judges who assess feminine conduct from a masculine standpoint.” Ibsen sent a fair copy of the completed play to his publisher on 15 September, 1879 and it was first published in Copenhagen on 4 December, 1879 in an edition of 8,000 copies that sold out within a month.

The play opens on Christmas time as Nora, Torvald’s wife, returns home, satisfied and happy with her life and surroundings. An old friend of hers, Mrs. Linde, arrives at her home seeking employment. At the same time, Torvald has just received news of his most recent job promotion and when Nora learns of her husband’s good fortune, she excitedly employs Mrs. Linde. However, as Nora continues in her role as the ordinary housewife, she becomes unhappy with her husband and his actions.

A Doll’s House was based on the life of Laura Kieler, who was a good friend of Ibsen. Much that happened between Nora and Torvald happened to Laura and her husband, Victor, with the most important exception being the forged signature that was the basis of Nora’s loan. In real life, when Victor found out about Laura’s secret loan, he divorced her and had her committed to an asylum. Two years later, she returned to her husband and children at his urging and she went on to become a well-known Danish author, living to the age of 83. In the play, Nora left Torvald with her head held high, though facing an uncertain future given the limitations women faced in the society of the time. Ibsen wrote the play at the point when Laura Kieler had been committed to the asylum and the fate of this friend of the family troubled him deeply, perhaps also because Laura had asked him to intervene at a crucial point in the scandal, which he did not feel able or willing to do. Instead, he turned this life situation into a successful drama. Kieler eventually rebounded from the shame of the scandal and had her own successful writing career, while remaining discontented with the sole recognition as being “Ibsen’s Nora” for years afterwards.

It was felt by Ibsen’s German agent that the original ending would not play well in German theatres; therefore, for the play’s German debut, Ibsen was forced to write an alternative ending for it to be considered acceptable. In this ending, Nora is led to her children after having argued with Torvald. Seeing them, she collapses, and the curtain is brought down. Ibsen later called the ending a disgrace to the original play and referred to it as a ‘barbaric outrage’.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
 

Torvald Helmer.

Nora, his wife.

Doctor Rank.

Mrs. Linde.

Nils Krogstad.

Helmer’s three young children.

Anne, their nurse.

A Housemaid.

A Porter.

 

SCENE: The action takes place in Helmer’s house.






  








ACT I
 

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

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

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

Porter. Sixpence.
 

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

Helmer (calls out from his room). Is that my little lark twittering out there?
 

Nora (busy opening some of the parcels). Yes, it is!
 

Helmer. Is it my little squirrel bustling about?
 

Nora. Yes!
 

Helmer. When did my squirrel come home?
 

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

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

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

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

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

Helmer. Yes, after the New Year; but then it will be a whole quarter before the salary is due.
 

Nora. Pooh! we can borrow till then.
 

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

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

Helmer. Still, suppose that happened, — what then?
 

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

Helmer. Yes, but what about the people who had lent it?
 

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

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

Nora (moving towards the stove). As you please, Torvald.
 

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

Nora (turning round quickly). Money!
 

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

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

Helmer. Indeed it must.
 

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

Helmer. And what is in this parcel?
 

Nora (crying out). No, no! you mustn’t see that till this evening.
 

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

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

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

Nora. No, I really can’t think of anything — unless, Torvald — 
 

Helmer. Well?
 

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

Helmer. Well, out with it!
 

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

Helmer. But, Nora — 
 

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

Helmer. What are little people called that are always wasting money?
 

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

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

Nora. Oh but, Torvald — 
 

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

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

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

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

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

Nora. Ah, I wish I had inherited many of papa’s qualities.
 

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

Nora. Do I?
 

Helmer. You do, really. Look straight at me.
 

Nora (looks at him). Well?
 

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

Nora. No; what makes you think that?
 

Helmer. Hasn’t she paid a visit to the confectioner’s?
 

Nora. No, I assure you, Torvald — 
 

Helmer. Not been nibbling sweets?
 

Nora. No, certainly not.
 

Helmer. Not even taken a bite at a macaroon or two?
 

Nora. No, Torvald, I assure you really — 
 

Helmer. There, there, of course I was only joking.
 

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

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

Nora. Did you remember to invite Doctor Rank?
 

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

Nora. So am I! And how the children will enjoy themselves, Torvald!
 

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

Nora. It’s wonderful!
 

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

Nora. I didn’t find it dull.
 

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

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

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

Nora. Yes, it is really wonderful.
 

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

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

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

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

Nora. Ask her to come in.
 

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

Helmer. Did he go straight into my room?
 

Maid. Yes, sir.
 

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

Mrs Linde (in a dejected and timid voice). How do you do, Nora?
 

Nora (doubtfully). How do you do — 
 

Mrs. Linde. You don’t recognize me, I suppose.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes, it is I.
 

Nora. Christine! To think of my not recognising you! And yet how could I — (In a gentle voice.) How you have altered, Christine!
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, I have indeed. In nine, ten long years — 
 

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

Mrs. Linde. I arrived by steamer this morning.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. And much, much older, Nora.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. What do you mean, Nora?
 

Nora (gently). Poor Christine, you are a widow.
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes; it is three years ago now.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. I quite understand, dear.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. No.
 

Nora. And no children?
 

Mrs. Linde. No.
 

Nora. Nothing at all, then?
 

Mrs. Linde. Not even any sorrow or grief to live upon.
 

Nora (looking incredulously at her). But, Christine, is that possible?
 

Mrs. Linde (smiles sadly and strokes her hair). It sometimes happens, Nora.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. No, no; I want to hear about you.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. No, what is it?
 

Nora. Just fancy, my husband has been made manager of the Bank!
 

Mrs. Linde. Your husband? What good luck!
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes, anyhow I think it would be delightful to have what one needs.
 

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

Mrs. Linde (smiling). Nora, Nora, haven’t you learnt sense yet? In our schooldays you were a great spendthrift.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. You too?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. You spent a whole year in Italy, didn’t you?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. So I should think.
 

Nora. It cost about two hundred and fifty pounds. That’s a lot, isn’t it?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, and in emergencies like that it is lucky to have the money.
 

Nora. I ought to tell you that we had it from papa.
 

Mrs. Linde. Oh, I see. It was just about that time that he died, wasn’t it?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. I know how fond you were of him. And then you went off to Italy?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. And your husband came back quite well?
 

Nora. As sound as a bell!
 

Mrs Linde. But — the doctor?
 

Nora. What doctor?
 

Mrs Linde. I thought your maid said the gentleman who arrived here just as I did, was the doctor?
 

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

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

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

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

Nora. And then? — 
 

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

Nora. What a relief you must feel it — 
 

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

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

Mrs. Linde (walking to the window). I have no father to give me money for a journey, Nora.
 

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

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

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes, that was what I was thinking of.
 

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

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

Nora. I — ? I know so little of them?
 

Mrs Linde (smiling). My dear! Small household cares and that sort of thing! — You are a child, Nora.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. No?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Come, come — 
 

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

Mrs. Linde. But, my dear Nora, you have just told me all your troubles.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. The important thing? What do you mean?
 

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

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

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

Mrs. Linde. I think I have the right to be.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. I have no doubt you have. But what do you refer to?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. But what is it?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. “Saved”? How?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes, but your father gave you the necessary funds.
 

Nora (smiling). Yes, that is what Torvald and all the others think, but — 
 

Mrs. Linde. But. — 
 

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

Mrs. Linde. You? All that large sum?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. But, Nora, how could you possibly do it? Did you win a prize in the Lottery?
 

Nora (contemptuously). In the Lottery? There would have been no credit in that.
 

Mrs. Linde. But where did you get it from, then?
 

Nora (humming and smiling with an air of mystery). Hm, hu! Aha!
 

Mrs. Linde. Because you couldn’t have borrowed it.
 

Nora. Couldn’t I? Why not?
 

Mrs. Linde. No, a wife cannot borrow without her husband’s consent.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. I don’t understand it at all, Nora.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. You are a mad creature.
 

Nora. Now, you know you’re full of curiosity, Christine.
 

Mrs. Linde. Listen to me, Nora dear. Haven’t you been a little bit imprudent?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. It seems to me imprudent, without his knowledge, to — 
 

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

Mrs. Linde. And did your husband never get to know from your father that the money had not come from him?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. And since then have you never told your secret to your husband?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Do you mean never to tell him about it?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. So it has all had to come out of your own necessaries of life, poor Nora?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Quite so.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. How much have you been able to pay off in that way?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. What! Who was it?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. But, my dear Nora — who could the man be?
 

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

Mrs. Linde (rising). There is the bell; perhaps I had better go.
 

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

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

Nora. Who is it?
 

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

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

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

Nora. Then it is — 
 

Krogstad. Nothing but dry business matters, Mrs. Helmers; absolutely nothing else.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Nora — who was that man?
 

Nora. A lawyer, of the name of Krogstad.
 

Mrs. Linde. Then it really was he.
 

Nora. Do you know the man?
 

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

Nora. Yes, he was.
 

Mrs. Linde. He is greatly altered.
 

Nora. He made a very unhappy marriage.
 

Mrs. Linde. He is a widower now, isn’t he?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. They say he carries on various kinds of business.
 

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

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

Nora. No, not at all. (Introducing him.) Doctor Rank, Mrs. Linde.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes, I go up very slowly; I can’t manage stairs well.
 

Rank. Ah! some slight internal weakness?
 

Mrs. Linde. No, the fact is I have been overworking myself.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. I have come to look for work.
 

Rank. Is that a good cure for overwork?
 

Mrs. Linde. One must live, Doctor Rank.
 

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

Nora. Look here, Doctor Rank — you know you want to live.
 

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

Mrs. Linde (sadly). Ah!
 

Nora. Whom do you mean?
 

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

Nora. Did he? What did he want to speak to Torvald about?
 

Rank. I have no idea; I only heard that it was something about the Bank.
 

Nora. I didn’t know this — what’s his name — Krogstad had anything to do with the Bank.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Still I think the sick are those who most need taking care of.
 

Rank (shrugging his shoulders). Yes, there you are. That is the sentiment that is turning Society into a sick-house.
 

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

Rank. Why do you laugh at that? Have you any notion what Society really is?
 

Nora. What do I care about tiresome Society? I am laughing at something quite different, something extremely amusing. Tell me, Doctor Rank, are all the people who are employed in the Bank dependent on Torvald now?
 

Rank. Is that what you find so extremely amusing?
 

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

Rank. What, macaroons? I thought they were forbidden here.
 

Nora. Yes, but these are some Christine gave me.
 

Mrs. Linde. What! I? — 
 

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

Rank. Well, what is that?
 

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

Rank. Well, why can’t you say it?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Shocking?
 

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

Nora. I should just love to say — Well, I’m damned!
 

Rank. Are you mad?
 

Mrs. Linde. Nora, dear — !
 

Rank. Say it, here he is!
 

Nora (hiding the packet). Hush! Hush! Hush! (HELMER comes out of his room, with his coat over his arm and his hat in his hand.)
 

Nora. Well, Torvald dear, have you got rid of him?
 

Helmer. Yes, he has just gone.
 

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

Helmer. Christine — ? Excuse me, but I don’t know — 
 

Nora. Mrs. Linde, dear; Christine Linde.
 

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes, we have known each other since then.
 

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

Helmer. What do you mean?
 

Mrs. Linde. No, really, I — 
 

Nora. Christine is tremendously clever at book-keeping, and she is frightfully anxious to work under some clever man, so as to perfect herself — 
 

Helmer. Very sensible, Mrs. Linde.
 

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

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

Mrs. Linde. Yes.
 

Helmer. And have had some experience of bookkeeping?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, a fair amount.
 

Helmer. Ah! well it’s very likely I may be able to find something for you — 
 

Nora (clapping her hands). What did I tell you? What did I tell you?
 

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

Mrs. Linde. How am I to thank you?
 

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

Rank. Wait a minute; I will come with you. (Brings his fur coat from the hall and warms it at the fire.)
 

Nora. Don’t be long away, Torvald dear.
 

Helmer. About an hour, not more.
 

Nora. Are you going too, Christine?
 

Mrs. Linde (putting on her cloak). Yes, I must go and look for a room.
 

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

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

Mrs. Linde. Please don’t think of it! Good-bye, Nora dear, and many thanks.
 

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

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

Rank. Don’t let us stand here in the draught.
 

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

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

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

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

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

Krogstad. Excuse me, Mrs. Helmer.
 

Nora (with a stifled cry, turns round and gets up on to her knees). Ah! what do you want?
 

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

Nora (rising). My husband is out, Mr. Krogstad.
 

Krogstad. I know that.
 

Nora. What do you want here, then?
 

Krogstad. A word with you.
 

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

Krogstad. Yes, I do.
 

Nora. Today? It is not the first of the month yet.
 

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

Nora. What do you want? Today it is absolutely impossible for me — 
 

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

Nora. Yes — yes, I can — although — 
 

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

Nora. Yes?
 

Krogstad. With a lady.
 

Nora. What then?
 

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

Nora. It was.
 

Krogstad. Just arrived in town?
 

Nora. Yes, today.
 

Krogstad. She is a great friend of yours, isn’t she?
 

Nora: She is. But I don’t see — 
 

Krogstad. I knew her too, once upon a time.
 

Nora. I am aware of that.
 

Krogstad. Are you? So you know all about it; I thought as much. Then I can ask you, without beating about the bush — is Mrs. Linde to have an appointment in the Bank?
 

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

Krogstad. I was right in what I thought, then.
 

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

Krogstad. Who has influence?
 

Nora. Exactly.
 

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

Nora. What? What do you mean?
 

Krogstad. You will be so kind as to see that I am allowed to keep my subordinate position in the Bank.
 

Nora. What do you mean by that? Who proposes to take your post away from you?
 

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

Nora. But I assure you — 
 

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

Nora. But, Mr. Krogstad, I have no influence.
 

Krogstad. Haven’t you? I thought you said yourself just now — 
 

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

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

Nora. If you speak slightly of my husband, I shall turn you out of the house.
 

Krogstad. You are bold, Mrs. Helmer.
 

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

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

Nora. So it seems.
 

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

Nora. I think I have heard something of the kind.
 

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

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

Krogstad. Then it is because you haven’t the will; but I have means to compel you.
 

Nora. You don’t mean that you will tell my husband that I owe you money?
 

Krogstad. Hm! — suppose I were to tell him?
 

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

Krogstad. Only disagreeable?
 

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

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

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

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

Nora. What do you mean?
 

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

Nora. I didn’t know any one else to go to.
 

Krogstad. I promised to get you that amount — 
 

Nora. Yes, and you did so.
 

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

Nora. Yes, and which I signed.
 

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

Nora. Should? He did sign them.
 

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

Nora. Yes, I think I remember — 
 

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

Nora. Yes.
 

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

Nora. Well, haven’t I been paying it off regularly?
 

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

Nora. It was, indeed.
 

Krogstad. Your father was very ill, wasn’t he?
 

Nora. He was very near his end.
 

Krogstad. And died soon afterwards?
 

Nora. Yes.
 

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

Nora. Papa died on the 29th of September.
 

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

Nora. What discrepancy? I don’t know — 
 

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

Nora. What do you mean? I don’t understand — 
 

Krogstad. Your father died on the 29th of September. But, look here; your father dated his signature the 2nd of October. It is a discrepancy, isn’t it? (NORA is silent.) Can you explain it to me? (NORA is still silent.) It is a remarkable thing, too, that the words “2nd of October,” as well as the year, are not written in your father’s handwriting but in one that I think I know. Well, of course it can be explained; your father may have forgotten to date his signature, and someone else may have dated it haphazard before they knew of his death. There is no harm in that. It all depends on the signature of the name; and that is genuine, I suppose, Mrs. Helmer? It was your father himself who signed his name here?
 

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

Krogstad. Are you aware that is a dangerous confession?
 

Nora. In what way? You shall have your money soon.
 

Krogstad. Let me ask you a question; why did you not send the paper to your father?
 

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

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

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

Krogstad. But did it never occur to you that you were committing a fraud on me?
 

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

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

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

Krogstad. The law cares nothing about motives.
 

Nora. Then it must be a very foolish law.
 

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

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

Krogstad. Maybe. But matters of business — such business as you and I have had together — do you think I don’t understand that? Very well. Do as you please. But let me tell you this — if I lose my position a second time, you shall lose yours with me. (He bows, and goes out through the hall.)
 

Nora (appears buried in thought for a short time, then tosses her head). Nonsense! Trying to frighten me like that! — I am not so silly as he thinks. (Begins to busy herself putting the children’s things in order.) And yet — ? No, it’s impossible! I did it for love’s sake.
 

The Children (in the doorway on the left.) Mother, the stranger man has gone out through the gate.
 

Nora. Yes, dears, I know. But, don’t tell anyone about the stranger man. Do you hear? Not even papa.
 

Children. No, mother; but will you come and play again?
 

Nora. No no, — not now.
 

Children. But, mother, you promised us.
 

Nora. Yes, but I can’t now. Run away in; I have such a lot to do. Run away in, sweet little darlings. (She gets them into the room by degrees and shuts the door on them; then sits down on the sofa, takes up a piece of needlework and sews a few stitches, but soon stops.) No! (Throws down the work, gets up, goes to the hall door and calls out.) Helen, bring the Tree in. (Goes to the table on the left, opens a drawer, and stops again.) No, no! it is quite impossible!
 

Maid (coming in with the Tree). Where shall I put it, ma’am?
 

Nora. Here, in the middle of the floor.
 

Maid. Shall I get you anything else?
 

Nora. No, thank you. I have all I want.
 

[Exit MAID
 

Nora (begins dressing the tree). A candle here — and flowers here — . The horrible man! It’s all nonsense — there’s nothing wrong. The Tree shall be splendid! I will do everything I can think of to please you, Torvald! — I will sing for you, dance for you — (HELMER comes in with some papers under his arm.) Oh! are you back already?
 

Helmer. Yes. Has anyone been here?
 

Nora. Here? No.
 

Helmer. That is strange. I saw Krogstad going out of the gate.
 

Nora. Did you? Oh yes, I forgot Krogstad was here for a moment.
 

Helmer. Nora, I can see from your manner that he has been here begging you to say a good word for him.
 

Nora. Yes.
 

Helmer. And you were to appear to do it of your own accord; you were to conceal from me the fact of his having been here; didn’t he beg that of you too?
 

Nora. Yes, Torvald, but — 
 

Helmer. Nora, Nora, and you would be a party to that sort of thing? To have any talk with a man like that, and give him any sort of promise? And to tell me a lie into the bargain?
 

Nora. A lie — ?
 

Helmer. Didn’t you tell me no one had been here? (Shakes his finger at her.) My little song-bird must never do that again. A song-bird must have a clean beak to chirp with — no false notes! (Puts his arm round her waist.) That is so, isn’t it? Yes, I am sure it is. (Lets her go.) We will say no more about it. (Sits down by the stove.) How warm and snug it is here! (Turns over his papers.)
 

Nora (after a short pause, during which she busies herself with the Christmas Tree). Torvald!
 

Helmer. Yes.
 

Nora: I am looking forward tremendously to the fancy dress ball at the Stensborgs’ the day after tomorrow.
 

Helmer. And I am tremendously curious to see what you are going to surprise me with.
 

Nora. It was very silly of me to want to do that.
 

Helmer. What do you mean?
 

Nora. I can’t hit upon anything that will do; everything I think of seems so silly and insignificant.
 

Helmer. Does my little Nora acknowledge that at last?
 

Nora (standing behind his chair with her arms on the back of it). Are you very busy, Torvald?
 

Helmer. Well — 
 

Nora. What are all those papers?
 

Helmer. Bank business.
 

Nora. Already?
 

Helmer. I have got authority from the retiring manager to undertake the necessary changes in the staff and in the rearrangement of the work; and I must make use of the Christmas week for that, so as to have everything in order for the new year.
 

Nora. Then that was why this poor Krogstad — 
 

Helmer. Hm!
 

Nora (leans against the back of his chair and strokes his hair). If you hadn’t been so busy I should have asked you a tremendously big favour, Torvald.
 

Helmer. What is that? Tell me.
 

Nora. There is no one has such good taste as you. And I do so want to look nice at the fancy-dress ball. Torvald, couldn’t you take me in hand and decide what I shall go as, and what sort of a dress I shall wear?
 

Helmer. Aha! so my obstinate little woman is obliged to get someone to come to her rescue?
 

Nora. Yes, Torvald, I can’t get along a bit without your help.
 

Helmer Very well, I will think it over, we shall manage to hit upon something.
 

Nora. That is nice of you. (Goes to the Christmas Tree. A short pause.) How pretty the red flowers look — . But, tell me, was it really something very bad that this Krogstad was guilty of?
 

Helmer. He forged someone’s name. Have you any idea what that means?
 

Nora. Isn’t it possible that he was driven to do it by necessity?
 

Helmer. Yes; or, as in so many cases, by imprudence. I am not so heartless as to condemn a man altogether because of a single false step of that kind.
 

Nora. No you wouldn’t, would you, Torvald?
 

Helmer. Many a man has been able to retrieve his character, if he has openly confessed his fault and taken his punishment.
 

Nora. Punishment — ?
 

Helmer. But Krogstad did nothing of that sort; he got himself out of it by a cunning trick, and that is why he has gone under altogether.
 

Nora. But do you think it would — ?
 

Helmer. Just think how a guilty man like that has to lie and play the hypocrite with everyone, how he has to wear a mask in the presence of those near and dear to him, even before his own wife and children. And about the children — that is the most terrible part of it all, Nora.
 

Nora. How?
 

Helmer. Because such an atmosphere of lies infects and poisons the whole life of a home. Each breath the children take in such a house is full of the germs of evil.
 

Nora (coming nearer him). Are you sure of that?
 

Helmer. My dear, I have often seen it in the course of my life as a lawyer. Almost everyone who has gone to the bad early in life has had a deceitful mother.
 

Nora. Why do you only say — mother?
 

Helmer. It seems most commonly to be the mother’s influence, though naturally a bad father’s would have the same result. Every lawyer is familiar with the fact. This Krogstad, now, has been persistently poisoning his own children with lies and dissimulation; that is why I say he has lost all moral character. (Holds out his hands to her.) That is why my sweet little Nora must promise me not to plead his cause. Give me your hand on it. Come, come, what is this? Give me your hand. There now, that’s settled. I assure you it would be quite impossible for me to work with him; I literally feel physically ill when I am in the company of such people.
 

Nora (takes her hand out of his and goes to the opposite side of the Christmas Tree). How hot it is in here; and I have such a lot to do.
 

Helmer (getting up and putting his papers in order). Yes, and I must try and read through some of these before dinner; and I must think about your costume, too. And it is just possible I may have something ready in gold paper to hang up on the Tree. (Puts his hand on her head.) My precious little singing-bird! (He goes into his room and shuts the door after him.)
 

Nora (after a pause, whispers). No, no — it isn’t true. It’s impossible; it must be impossible.
 

(The NURSE opens the door on the left.)
 

Nurse. The little ones are begging so hard to be allowed to come in to mamma.
 

Nora. No, no, no! Don’t let them come in to me! You stay with them, Anne.
 

Nurse. Very well, ma’am. (Shuts the door.)
 

Nora (pale with terror). Deprave my little children? Poison my home? (A short pause. Then she tosses her head.) It’s not true. It can’t possibly be true.
 






  








ACT II
 

(THE SAME SCENE — The Christmas Tree is in the corner by the piano, stripped of its ornaments and with burnt-down candle-ends on its dishevelled branches. NORA’S cloak and hat are lying on the sofa. She is alone in the room, walking about uneasily. She stops by the sofa and takes up her cloak.)
 

Nora (drops the cloak). Someone is coming now! (Goes to the door and listens.) No — it is no one. Of course, no one will come today, Christmas Day — nor tomorrow either. But, perhaps — (opens the door and looks out.) No, nothing in the letter-box; it is quite empty. (Comes forward.) What rubbish! of course he can’t be in earnest about it. Such a thing couldn’t happen; it is impossible — I have three little children.
 

(Enter the NURSE from the room on the left, carrying a big cardboard box.)
 

Nurse. At last I have found the box with the fancy dress.
 

Nora. Thanks; put it on the table.
 

Nurse (doing so). But it is very much in want of mending.
 

Nora. I should like to tear it into a hundred thousand pieces.
 

Nurse. What an idea! It can easily be put in order — just a little patience.
 

Nora. Yes, I will go and get Mrs. Linde to come and help me with it.
 

Nurse. What, out again? In this horrible weather? You will catch cold, ma’am, and make yourself ill.
 

Nora. Well, worse than that might happen. How are the children?
 

Nurse. The poor little souls are playing with their Christmas presents, but — 
 

Nora. Do they ask much for me?
 

Nurse. You see, they are so accustomed to have their mamma with them.
 

Nora. Yes, but, nurse, I shall not be able to be so much with them now as I was before.
 

Nurse. Oh well, young children easily get accustomed to anything.
 

Nora. Do you think so? Do you think they would forget their mother if she went away altogether?
 

Nurse. Good heavens! — went away altogether?
 

Nora. Nurse, I want you to tell me something I have often wondered about — how could you have the heart to put your own child out among strangers?
 

Nurse. I was obliged to, if I wanted to be little Nora’s nurse.
 

Nora. Yes, but how could you be willing to do it?
 

Nurse. What, when I was going to get such a good place by it? A poor girl who has got into trouble should be glad to. Besides, that wicked man didn’t do a single thing for me.
 

Nora. But I suppose your daughter has quite forgotten you.
 

Nurse. No, indeed she hasn’t. She wrote to me when she was confirmed, and when she was married.
 

Nora (putting her arms round her neck). Dear old Anne, you were a good mother to me when I was little.
 

Nurse. Little Nora, poor dear, had no other mother but me.
 

Nora. And if my little ones had no other mother, I am sure you would — What nonsense I am talking! (Opens the box.) Go in to them. Now I must — . You will see tomorrow how charming I shall look.
 

Nurse. I am sure there will be no one at the ball so charming as you, ma’am. (Goes into the room on the left.)
 

Nora (begins to unpack the box, but soon pushes it away from her). If only I dared go out. If only no one would come. If only I could be sure nothing would happen here in the meantime. Stuff and nonsense! No one will come. Only I mustn’t think about it. I will brush my muff. What lovely, lovely gloves! Out of my thoughts, out of my thoughts! One, two, three, four, five, six — (Screams.) Ah! there is someone coming — . (Makes a movement towards the door, but stands irresolute.)
 

(Enter MRS. LINDE from the hall, where she has taken off her cloak and hat.)
 

Nora. Oh, it’s you, Christine. There is no one else out there, is there? How good of you to come!
 

Mrs. Linde. I heard you were up asking for me.
 

Nora. Yes, I was passing by. As a matter of fact, it is something you could help me with. Let us sit down here on the sofa. Look here. Tomorrow evening there is to be a fancy-dress ball at the Stenborgs’, who live above us; and Torvald wants me to go as a Neapolitan fisher-girl, and dance the Tarantella that I learnt at Capri.
 

Mrs. Linde. I see; you are going to keep up the character.
 

Nora. Yes, Torvald wants me to. Look, here is the dress; Torvald had it made for me there, but now it is all so torn, and I haven’t any idea — 
 

Mrs. Linde. We will easily put that right. It is only some of the trimming come unsewn here and there. Needle and thread? Now then, that’s all we want.
 

Nora. It is nice of you.
 

Mrs. Linde (sewing). So you are going to be dressed up tomorrow, Nora. I will tell you what — I shall come in for a moment and see you in your fine feathers. But I have completely forgotten to thank you for a delightful evening yesterday.
 

Nora (gets up, and crosses the stage). Well I don’t think yesterday was as pleasant as usual. You ought to have come to town a little earlier, Christine. Certainly Torvald does understand how to make a house dainty and attractive.
 

Mrs. Linde. And so do you, it seems to me; you are not your father’s daughter for nothing. But tell me, is Doctor Rank always as depressed as he was yesterday?
 

Nora. No; yesterday it was very noticeable. I must tell you that he suffers from a very dangerous disease. He has consumption of the spine, poor creature. His father was a horrible man who committed all sorts of excesses; and that is why his son was sickly from childhood, do you understand?
 

Mrs. Linde (dropping her sewing). But, my dearest Nora, how do you know anything about such things?
 

Nora (walking about). Pooh! When you have three children, you get visits now and then from — from married women, who know something of medical matters, and they talk about one thing and another.
 

Mrs. Linde (goes on sewing. A short silence). Does Doctor Rank come here every day?
 

Nora. Every day regularly. He is Torvald’s most intimate friend, and a great friend of mine too. He is just like one of the family.
 

Mrs. Linde. But tell me this — is he perfectly sincere? I mean, isn’t he the kind of a man that is very anxious to make himself agreeable?
 

Nora. Not in the least. What makes you think that?
 

Mrs. Linde. When you introduced him to me yesterday, he declared he had often heard my name mentioned in this house; but afterwards I noticed that your husband hadn’t the slightest idea who I was. So how could Doctor Rank — ?
 

Nora. That is quite right, Christine. Torvald is so absurdly fond of me that he wants me absolutely to himself, as he says. At first he used to seem almost jealous if I mentioned any of the dear folk at home, so naturally I gave up doing so. But I often talk about such things with Doctor Rank, because he likes hearing about them.
 

Mrs. Linde. Listen to me, Nora. You are still very like a child in many ways, and I am older than you in many ways and have a little more experience. Let me tell you this — you ought to make an end of it with Doctor Rank.
 

Nora. What ought I to make an end of?
 

Mrs. Linde. Of two things, I think. Yesterday you talked some nonsense about a rich admirer who was to leave you money — 
 

Nora. An admirer who doesn’t exist, unfortunately! But what then?
 

Mrs. Linde. Is Doctor Rank a man of means?
 

Nora. Yes, he is.
 

Mrs. Linde. And has no one to provide for?
 

Nora. No, no one; but — 
 

Mrs. Linde. And comes here every day?
 

Nora. Yes, I told you so.
 

Mrs. Linde. But how can this well-bred man be so tactless?
 

Nora. I don’t understand you at all.
 

Mrs. Linde. Don’t prevaricate, Nora. Do you suppose I don’t guess who lent you the two hundred and fifty pounds.
 

Nora. Are you out of your senses? How can you think of such a thing! A friend of ours, who comes here every day! Do you realise what a horribly painful position that would be?
 

Mrs. Linde. Then it really isn’t he?
 

Nora. No, certainly not. It would never have entered into my head for a moment. Besides, he had no money to lend then; he came into his money afterwards.
 

Mrs. Linde. Well, I think that was lucky for you, my dear Nora.
 

Nora. No, it would never have come into my head to ask Doctor Rank. Although I am quite sure that if I had asked him — 
 

Mrs. Linde. But of course you won’t.
 

Nora. Of course not. I have no reason to think it could possibly be necessary. But I am quite sure that if I told Doctor Rank — 
 

Mrs. Linde. Behind your husband’s back?
 

Nora. I must make an end of it with the other one, and that will be behind his back too. I must make an end of it with him.
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, that is what I told you yesterday, but — 
 

Nora (walking up and down). A man can put a thing like that straight much easier than a woman — 
 

Mrs. Linde. One’s husband, yes.
 

Nora. Nonsense! (Standing still.) When you pay off a debt you get your bond back, don’t you?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, as a matter of course.
 

Nora. And can tear it into a hundred thousand pieces, and burn it up — the nasty, dirty paper!
 

Mrs. Linde (looks hard at her, lays down her sewing and gets up slowly). Nora, you are concealing something from me.
 

Nora. Do I look as if I were?
 

Mrs. Linde. Something has happened to you since yesterday morning. Nora, what is it?
 

Nora (going nearer to her). Christine! (Listens.) Hush! there’s Torvald come home. Do you mind going in to the children for the present? Torvald can’t bear to see dressmaking going on. Let Anne help you.
 

Mrs. Linde (gathering some of the things together). Certainly — but I am not going away from here till we have had it out with one another. (She goes into the room, on the left, as Helmer comes in from, the hall.)
 

Nora (going up to HELMAR). I have wanted you so much, Torvald dear.
 

Helmer. Was that the dressmaker?
 

Nora. No, it was Christine; she is helping me to put my dress in order. You will see I shall look quite smart.
 

Helmer. Wasn’t that a happy thought of mine, now?
 

Nora. Splendid! But don’t you think it is nice of me, too, to do as you wish?
 

Helmer. Nice? — because you do as your husband wishes? Well, well, you little rogue, I am sure you did not mean it in that way. But I am not going to disturb you; you will want to be trying on your dress, I expect.
 

Nora. I suppose you are going to work.
 

Helmer. Yes. (Shows her a bundle of papers.) Look at that. I have just been into the bank. (Turns to go into his room.)
 

Nora. Torvald.
 

Helmer. Yes.
 

Nora. If your little squirrel were to ask you for something very, very prettily — ?
 

Helmer. What then?
 

Nora. Would you do it?
 

Helmer. I should like to hear what it is, first.
 

Nora. Your squirrel would run about and do all her tricks if you would be nice, and do what she wants.
 

Helmer. Speak plainly.
 

Nora. Your skylark would chirp about in every room, with her song rising and falling — 
 

Helmer. Well, my skylark does that anyhow.
 

Nora. I would play the fairy and dance for you in the moonlight, Torvald.
 

Helmer. Nora — you surely don’t mean that request you made of me this morning?
 

Nora (going near him). Yes, Torvald, I beg you so earnestly — 
 

Helmer. Have you really the courage to open up that question again?
 

Nora. Yes, dear, you must do as I ask; you must let Krogstad keep his post in the bank.
 

Helmer. My dear Nora, it is his post that I have arranged Mrs. Linde shall have.
 

Nora. Yes, you have been awfully kind about that; but you could just as well dismiss some other clerk instead of Krogstad.
 

Helmer. This is simply incredible obstinacy! Because you chose to give him a thoughtless promise that you would speak for him, I am expected to — 
 

Nora. That isn’t the reason, Torvald. It is for your own sake. This fellow writes in the most scurrilous newspapers; you have told me so yourself. He can do you an unspeakable amount of harm. I am frightened to death of him — 
 

Helmer. Ah, I understand; it is recollections of the past that scare you.
 

Nora. What do you mean?
 

Helmer. Naturally you are thinking of your father.
 

Nora. Yes — yes, of course. Just recall to your mind what these malicious creatures wrote in the papers about papa, and how horribly they slandered him. I believe they would have procured his dismissal if the Department had not sent you over to inquire into it, and if you had not been so kindly disposed and helpful to him.
 

Helmer. My little Nora, there is an important difference between your father and me. Your father’s reputation as a public official was not above suspicion. Mine is, and I hope it will continue to be so, as long as I hold my office.
 

Nora. You never can tell what mischief these men may contrive. We ought to be so well off, so snug and happy here in our peaceful home, and have no cares — you and I and the children, Torvald! That is why I beg you so earnestly — 
 

Helmer. And it is just by interceding for him that you make it impossible for me to keep him. It is already known at the Bank that I mean to dismiss Krogstad. Is it to get about now that the new manager has changed his mind at his wife’s bidding — 
 

Nora. And what if it did?
 

Helmer. Of course! — if only this obstinate little person can get her way! Do you suppose I am going to make myself ridiculous before my whole staff, to let people think that I am a man to be swayed by all sorts of outside influence? I should very soon feel the consequences of it, I can tell you. And besides, there is one thing that makes it quite impossible for me to have Krogstad in the bank as long as I am manager.
 

Nora. Whatever is that?
 

Helmer. His moral failings I might perhaps have overlooked, if necessary — 
 

Nora. Yes, you could — couldn’t you?
 

Helmer. And, I hear he is a good worker, too. But I knew him when we were boys. It was one of those rash friendships that so often prove an incubus in after life. I may as well tell you plainly, we were once on very intimate terms with one another. But this tactless fellow lays no restraint upon himself when other people are present. On the contrary, he thinks it gives him the right to adopt a familiar tone with me, and every minute it is “I say, Helmer, old fellow!” and that sort of thing. I assure you it is extremely painful to me. He would make my position in the bank intolerable.
 

Nora. Torvald, I don’t believe you mean that.
 

Helmer. Don’t you? Why not?
 

Nora. Because it is such a narrow-minded way of looking at things.
 

Helmer. What are you saying? Narrow-minded? Do you think I am narrow-minded?
 

Nora. No, just the opposite, dear — and it is exactly for that reason.
 

Helmer. It’s the same thing. You say my point of view is narrow-minded, so I must be so, too. Narrow-minded! Very well — I must put an end to this. (Goes to the hall door and calls.) Helen!
 

Nora. What are you going to do?
 

Helmer (looking among his papers). Settle it. (Enter MAID.) Look here; take this letter and go downstairs with it at once. Find a messenger and tell him to deliver it, and be quick. The address is on it, and here is the money.
 

Maid. Very well, sir. (Exit with the letter.)
 

Helmer (putting his papers together). Now, then, little Miss Obstinate.
 

Nora (breathlessly). Torvald — what was that letter?
 

Helmer. Krogstad’s dismissal.
 

Nora. Call her back, Torvald! There is still time. Oh Torvald, call her back! Do it for my sake — for your own sake, for the children’s sake! Do you hear me, Torvald? Call her back! You don’t know what that letter can bring upon us.
 

Helmer. It’s too late.
 

Nora. Yes, it’s too late.
 

Helmer. My dear Nora, I can forgive the anxiety you are in, although really it is an insult to me. It is, indeed. Isn’t it an insult to think that I should be afraid of a starving quill-driver’s vengeance? But I forgive you, nevertheless, because it is such eloquent witness to your great love for me. (Takes her in his arms.) And that is as it should be, my own darling Nora. Come what will, you may be sure I shall have both courage and strength if they be needed. You will see I am man enough to take everything upon myself.
 

Nora (in a horror-stricken voice). What do you mean by that?
 

Helmer. Everything I say — 
 

Nora (recovering herself). You will never have to do that.
 

Helmer. That’s right. Well, we will share it, Nora, as man and wife should. That is how it shall be. (Caressing her.) Are you content now? There! There! — not these frightened dove’s eyes! The whole thing is only the wildest fancy! — Now, you must go and play through the Tarantella and practice with your tambourine. I shall go into the inner office and shut the door, and I shall hear nothing; you can make as much noise as you please. (Turns back at the door.) And when Rank comes, tell him where he will find me. (Nods to her, takes his papers and goes into his room, and shuts the door after him.)
 

Nora (bewildered with anxiety, stands as if rooted to the spot, and whispers). He was capable of doing it. He will do it. He will do it in spite of everything. — No, not that! Never, never! Anything rather than that! Oh, for some help, some way out of it. (The door-bell rings.) Doctor Rank! Anything rather than that — anything, whatever it is! (She puts her hands over her face, pulls herself together, goes to the door and opens it. RANK is standing without, hanging up his coat. During the following dialogue it begins to grow dark.)
 

Nora. Good-day, Doctor Rank. I knew your ring. But you mustn’t go into Torvald now; I think he is busy with something.
 

Rank. And you?
 

Nora (brings him in and shuts the door after him). Oh, you know very well I always have time for you.
 

Rank. Thank you. I shall make use of as much of it as I can.
 

Nora. What do you mean by that? As much of it as you can.
 

Rank. Well, does that alarm you?
 

Nora. It was such a strange way of putting it. Is anything likely to happen?
 

Rank. Nothing but what I have long been prepared for. But I certainly didn’t expect it to happen so soon.
 

Nora (gripping him by the arm). What have you found out? Doctor Rank, you must tell me.
 

Rank (sitting down by the stove). It is all up with me. And it can’t be helped.
 

Nora (with a sigh of relief). Is it about yourself?
 

Rank. Who else? It is no use lying to one’s self. I am the most wretched of all my patients, Mrs. Helmer. Lately I have been taking stock of my internal economy. Bankrupt! Probably within a month I shall lie rotting in the church-yard.
 

Nora. What an ugly thing to say!
 

Rank. The thing itself is cursedly ugly, and the worst of it is that I shall have to face so much more that is ugly before that. I shall only make one more examination of myself; when I have done that, I shall know pretty certainly when it will be that the horrors of dissolution will begin. There is something I want to tell you. Helmer’s refined nature gives him an unconquerable disgust of everything that is ugly; I won’t have him in my sick-room.
 

Nora. Oh, but, Doctor Rank — 
 

Rank. I won’t have him there. Not on any account. I bar my door to him. As soon as I am quite certain that the worst has come, I shall send you my card with a black cross on it, and then you will know that the loathsome end has begun.
 

Nora. You are quite absurd to-day. And I wanted you so much to be in a really good humour.
 

Rank. With death stalking beside me? — To have to pay this penalty for another man’s sin! Is there any justice in that? And in every single family, in one way or another, some such inexorable retribution is being exacted — 
 

Nora (putting her hands over her ears). Rubbish! Do talk of something cheerful.
 

Rank. Oh, it’s a mere laughing matter, the whole thing. My poor innocent spine has to suffer for my father’s youthful amusements.
 

Nora (sitting at the table on the left). I suppose you mean that he was too partial to asparagus and pate de foie gras, don’t you?
 

Rank. Yes, and to truffles.
 

Nora. Truffles, yes. And oysters too, I suppose?
 

Rank. Oysters, of course, that goes without saying.
 

Nora. And heaps of port and champagne. It is sad that all these nice things should take their revenge on our bones.
 

Rank. Especially that they should revenge themselves on the unlucky bones of those who have not had the satisfaction of enjoying them.
 

Nora. Yes, that’s the saddest part of it all.
 

Rank (with a searching look at her). Hm! — 
 

Nora (after a short pause). Why did you smile?
 

Rand. No, it was you that laughed.
 

Nora. No, it was you that smiled, Doctor Rank!
 

Rank (rising). You are a greater rascal than I thought.
 

Nora. I am in a silly mood today.
 

Rank. So it seems.
 

Nora (putting her hands on his shoulders). Dear, dear Doctor Rank, death mustn’t take you away from Torvald and me.
 

Rank. It is a loss you would easily recover from. Those who are gone are soon forgotten.
 

Nora (looking at him anxiously). Do you believe that?
 

Rank. People form new ties, and then — 
 

Nora. Who will form new ties?
 

Rank. Both you and Helmer, when I am gone. You yourself are already on the high road to it, I think. What did that Mrs. Linde want here last night?
 

Nora. Oho! — you don’t mean to say you are jealous of poor Christine?
 

Rank. Yes, I am. She will be my successor in this house. When I am done for, this woman will — 
 

Nora. Hush! don’t speak so loud. She is in that room.
 

Rank. To-day again. There, you see.
 

Nora. She has only come to sew my dress for me. Bless my soul, how unreasonable you are! (Sits down on the sofa.) Be nice now, Doctor Rank, and to-morrow you will see how beautifully I shall dance, and you can imagine I am doing it all for you — and for Torvald too, of course. (Takes various things out of the box.) Doctor Rank, come and sit down here, and I will show you something.
 

Rank (sitting down). What is it?
 

Nora. Just look at those.
 

Rank. Silk stockings.
 

Nora. Flesh-coloured. Aren’t they lovely? It is so dark here now, but to-morrow — . No, no, no! you must only look at the feet. Oh, well, you may have leave to look at the legs too.
 

Rank. Hm! — 
 

Nora. Why are you looking so critical? Don’t you think they will fit me?
 

Rank. I have no means of forming an opinion about that.
 

Nora (looks at him for a moment). For shame! (Hits him lightly on the ear with the stockings.) That’s to punish you. (Folds them up again.)
 

Rank. And what other nice things am I to be allowed to see?
 

Nora. Not a single thing more, for being so naughty. (She looks among the things, humming to herself.)
 

Rank (after a short silence). When I am sitting here, talking to you as intimately as this, I cannot imagine for a moment what would have become of me if I had never come into this house.
 

Nora (smiling). I believe you do feel thoroughly at home with us.
 

Rank (in a lower voice, looking straight in front of him). And to be obliged to leave it all — 
 

Nora. Nonsense, you are not going to leave it.
 

Rank (as before). And not be able to leave behind one the slightest token of one’s gratitude, scarcely even a fleeting regret — nothing but an empty place which the first comer can fill as well as any other.
 

Nora. And if I asked you now for a — ? No!
 

Rank. For what?
 

Nora. For a big proof of your friendship — 
 

Rank. Yes, yes.
 

Nora. I mean a tremendously big favour — 
 

Rank. Would you really make me so happy for once?
 

Nora. Ah, but you don’t know what it is yet.
 

Rank. No — but tell me.
 

Nora. I really can’t, Doctor Rank. It is something out of all reason; it means advice, and help, and a favour — 
 

Rank. The bigger a thing it is the better. I can’t conceive what it is you mean. Do tell me. Haven’t I your confidence?
 

Nora. More than anyone else. I know you are my truest and best friend, and so I will tell you what it is. Well, Doctor Rank, it is something you must help me to prevent. You know how devotedly, how inexpressibly deeply Torvald loves me; he would never for a moment hesitate to give his life for me.
 

Rank (leaning toward her). Nora — do you think he is the only one — ?
 

Nora (with a slight start). The only one — ?
 

Rank. The only one who would gladly give his life for your sake.
 

Nora (sadly). Is that it?
 

Rank. I was determined you should know it before I went away, and there will never be a better opportunity than this. Now you know it, Nora. And now you know, too, that you can trust me as you would trust no one else.
 

Nora (rises deliberately and quietly). Let me pass.
 

Rank (makes room for her to pass him, but sits still). Nora!
 

Nora (at the hall door). Helen, bring in the lamp. (Goes over to the stove.) Dear Doctor Rank, that was really horrid of you.
 

Rank. To have loved you as much as anyone else does? Was that horrid?
 

Nora. No, but to go and tell me so. There was really no need — 
 

Rank. What do you mean? Did you know — ? (MAID enters with lamp, puts it down on the table, and goes out.) Nora — Mrs. Helmer — tell me, had you any idea of this?
 

Nora. Oh, how do I know whether I had or whether I hadn’t. I really can’t tell you — To think you could be so clumsy, Doctor Rank! We were getting on so nicely.
 

Bank. Well, at all events you know now that you can command me, body and soul. So won’t you speak out?
 

Nora (looking at him). After what happened?
 

Rank. I beg you to let me know what it is.
 

Nora. I can’t tell you anything now.
 

Rank. Yes, yes. You mustn’t punish me in that way. Let me have permission to do for you whatever a man may do.
 

Nora. You can do nothing for me now. Besides, I really don’t need any help at all. You will find that the whole thing is merely fancy on my part. It really is so — of course it is! (Sits down in the rocking-chair, and looks at him with a smile.) You are a nice sort of man, Doctor Rank! — don’t you feel ashamed of yourself, now the lamp has come?
 

Rank. Not a bit. But perhaps I had better go — forever?
 

Nora. No, indeed, you shall not. Of course you must come here just as before. You know very well Torvald can’t do without you.
 

Rank. Yes, but you?
 

Nora. Oh, I am always tremendously pleased when you come.
 

Rank. It is just that, that put me on the wrong track. You are a riddle to me. I have often thought that you would almost as soon be in my company as in Helmer’s.
 

Nora. Yes — you see there are some people one loves best, and others whom one would almost always rather have as companions.
 

Rank. Yes, there is something in that.
 

Nora. When I was at home, of course I loved papa best. But I always thought it tremendous fun if I could steal down into the maids’ room, because they never moralized at all, and talked to each other about such entertaining things.
 

Rank. I see — it is their place I have taken.
 

Nora (jumping-up and going to him). Oh, dear, nice Doctor Rank, I never meant that at all. But surely you can understand that being with Torvald is a little like being with papa — (Enter MAID from the hall.)
 

Maid. If you please, ma’am. (Whispers and hands her a card.)
 

Nora (glancing at the card). Oh! (Puts it in her pocket.)
 

Rank. Is there anything wrong?
 

Nora. No, no, not in the least. It is only something — It is my new dress — 
 

Rank. What? Your dress is lying there.
 

Nora. Oh, yes, that one; but this is another. I ordered it. Torvald mustn’t know about it — 
 

Rank. Oho! Then that was the great secret.
 

Nora. Of course. Just go in to him; he is sitting in the inner room. Keep him as long as — 
 

Rank. Make your mind easy; I won’t let him escape. (Goes into HELMER’S room.)
 

Nora (to the MAID). And he is standing waiting in the kitchen?
 

Maid. Yes; he came up the back stairs.
 

Nora. But didn’t you tell him no one was in?
 

Maid. Yes, but it was no good.
 

Nora. He won’t go away?
 

Maid. No; he says he won’t until he has seen you, ma’am.
 

Nora. Well, let him come in — but quietly. Helen, you mustn’t say anything about it to any one. It is a surprise for my husband.
 

Maid. Yes, ma’am, I quite understand. (Exit.)
 

Nora. This dreadful thing is going to happen. It will happen in spite of me! No, no, no, it can’t happen — it shan’t happen! (She bolts the door of HELMER’S room. The MAID opens the hall door for KROGSTAD and shuts it after him. He is wearing a fur coat, high boots and a fur cap.)
 

Nora (advancing towards him). Speak low — my husband is at home.
 

Krogstad. No matter about that.
 

Nora. What do you want of me?
 

Krogstad. An explanation of something.
 

Nora. Make haste then. What is it?
 

Krogstad. You know, I suppose, that I have got my dismissal.
 

Nora. I couldn’t prevent it, Mr. Krogstad. I fought as hard as I could on your side, but it was no good.
 

Krogstad. Does your husband love you so little, then? He knows what I can expose you to, and yet he ventures — 
 

Nora. How can you suppose that he has any knowledge of the sort?
 

Krogstad. I didn’t suppose so at all. It would not be the least like our dear Torvald Helmer to show so much courage — 
 

Nora. Mr. Krogstad, a little respect for my husband, please.
 

Krogstad. Certainly — all the respect he deserves. But since you have kept the matter so carefully to yourself, I make bold to suppose that you have a little clearer idea than you had yesterday, of what it actually is that you have done?
 

Nora. More than you could ever teach me.
 

Krogstad. Yes, such a bad lawyer as I am.
 

Nora. What is it you want of me?
 

Krogstad. Only to see how you were, Mrs. Helmer. I have been thinking about you all day long. A mere cashier — a quill-driver, a — well, a man like me — even he has a little of what is called feeling, you know.
 

Nora. Show it, then; think of my little children.
 

Krogstad. Have you and your husband thought of mine? But never mind about that. I only wanted to tell you that you need not take this matter too seriously. In the first place there will be no accusation made on my part.
 

Nora. No, of course not; I was sure of that.
 

Krogstad. The whole thing can be arranged amicably; there is no reason why anyone should know anything about it. It will remain a secret between us three.
 

Nora. My husband must never get to know anything about it.
 

Krogstad. How will you be able to prevent it? Am I to understand that you can pay the balance that is owing?
 

Nora. No, not just at present.
 

Krogstad. Or perhaps that you have some expedient for raising the money soon?
 

Nora. No expedient that I mean to make use of.
 

Krogstad. Well, in any case, it would have been of no use to you now. If you stood there with ever so much money in your hand, I would never part with your bond.
 

Nora. Tell me what purpose you mean to put it to.
 

Krogstad. I shall only preserve it — keep it in my possession. No one who is not concerned in the matter shall have the slightest hint of it. So that if the thought of it has driven you to any desperate resolution — 
 

Nora. It has.
 

Krogstad. If you had it in your mind to run away from your home — 
 

Nora. I had.
 

Krogstad. Or even something worse — 
 

Nora. How could you know that?
 

Krogstad. Give up the idea.
 

Nora. How did you know I had thought of that?
 

Krogstad. Most of us think of that at first. I did, too — but I hadn’t the courage.
 

Nora (faintly). No more had I.
 

Krogstad (in a tone of relief). No, that’s it, isn’t it — you hadn’t the courage either?
 

Nora. No, I haven’t — I haven’t.
 

Krogstad. Besides, it would have been a great piece of folly. Once the first storm at home is over — . I have a letter for your husband in my pocket.
 

Nora. Telling him everything?
 

Krogstad. In as lenient a manner as I possibly could.
 

Nora (quickly). He mustn’t get the letter. Tear it up. I will find some means of getting money.
 

Krogstad. Excuse me, Mrs. Helmer, but I think I told you just how — 
 

Nora. I am not speaking of what I owe you. Tell me what sum you are asking my husband for, and I will get the money.
 

Krogstad. I am not asking your husband for a penny.
 

Nora. What do you want, then?
 

Krogstad. I will tell you. I want to rehabilitate myself, Mrs. Helmer; I want to get on; and in that your husband must help me. For the last year and a half I have not had a hand in anything dishonourable, and all that time I have been struggling in most restricted circumstances. I was content to work my way up step by step. Now I am turned out, and I am not going to be satisfied with merely being taken into favour again. I want to get on, I tell you. I want to get into the Bank again, in a higher position. Your husband must make a place for me — 
 

Nora. That he will never do!
 

Krogstad. He will; I know him; he dare not protest. And as soon as I am in there again with him, then you will see! Within a year I shall be the manager’s right hand. It will be Nils Krogstad and not Torvald Helmer who manages the Bank.
 

Nora. That’s a thing you will never see!
 

Krogstad. Do you mean that you will — ?
 

Nora. I have courage enough for it now.
 

Krogstad. Oh, you can’t frighten me. A fine, spoilt lady like you — 
 

Nora. You will see, you will see.
 

Krogstad. Under the ice, perhaps? Down into the cold, coal-black water? And then, in the spring, to float up to the surface, all horrible and unrecognizable, with your hair fallen out — 
 

Nora. You can’t frighten me.
 

Krogstad. Nor you me. People don’t do such things, Mrs. Helmer. Besides, what use would it be? I should have him completely in my power all the same.
 

Nora. Afterwards? When I am no longer — 
 

Krogstad. Have you forgot that it is I who have the keeping of your reputation? (Nora stands speechlessly looking at him.) Well, now, I have warned you. Do not do anything foolish. When Helmer has had my letter, I shall expect a message from him. And be sure you remember that it is your husband himself who has forced me into such ways as this again. I will never forgive him for that. Good-bye, Mrs. Helmer. (Exit through the hall.)
 

Nora (goes to the hall door, opens it slightly and listens). He is going. He is not putting the letter in the box. Oh, no, no, that’s impossible! (Opens the door by degrees.) What is that? He is standing outside. He is not going downstairs. Is he hesitating? Can he — ? (A letter drops into the box; then KROGSTAD’S footsteps are heard, till they die away as he goes downstairs. NORA utters a stifled cry, and runs across the room to the table by the sofa. A short pause.)
 

Nora. In the letter-box. (Steals across to the hall-door.) There it lies — Torvald, Torvald, there is no hope for us now!
 

(MRS. LINDE comes in from the room on the left, carrying the dress.)
 

Mrs. Linde. There, I can’t see anything more to mend now. Would you like to try it on — ?
 

Nora (in a hoarse whisper). Christine, come here.
 

Mrs. Linde (throwing the dress down on the sofa). What is the matter with you? You look so agitated!
 

Nora. Come here. Do you see that letter? There, look — you can see it through the glass in the letter-box.
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, I see it.
 

Nora. That letter is from Krogstad.
 

Mrs. Linde. Nora — it was Krogstad who lent you the money!
 

Nora. Yes, and now Torvald will know all about it.
 

Mrs. Linde. Believe me, Nora, that’s the best thing for both of you.
 

Nora. You don’t know all. I forged a name.
 

Mrs. Linde. Good heavens — !
 

Nora. I only want to say this to you, Christine — you must be my witness.
 

Mrs. Linde. Your witness! What do you mean? What am I to — ?
 

Nora. If I should go out of my mind — and it might easily happen — 
 

Mrs. Linde. Nora!
 

Nora. Or if anything else should happen to me — anything, for instance, that might prevent my being here — 
 

Mrs. Linde. Nora! Nora! you are quite out of your mind.
 

Nora. And if it should happen that there were someone who wanted to take all the responsibility, all the blame, you understand — 
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, yes — but how can you suppose — ?
 

Nora. Then you must be my witness, that it is not true, Christine. I am not out of my mind at all; I am in my right senses now, and I tell you no one else has known anything about it; I and I alone, did the whole thing. Remember that.
 

Mrs. Linde. I will, indeed. But I don’t understand all this.
 

Nora. How should you understand it? A wonderful thing is going to happen.
 

Mrs. Linde. A wonderful thing?
 

Nora. Yes, a wonderful thing! — But it is so terrible, Christine; it mustn’t happen, not for all the world.
 

Mrs. Linde. I will go at once and see Krogstad.
 

Nora. Don’t go to him; he will do you some harm.
 

Mrs. Linde. There was a time when he would gladly do anything for my sake.
 

Nora. He?
 

Mrs. Linde. Where does he live?
 

Nora. How should I know — ? Yes (feeling in her pocket) here is his card. But the letter, the letter — !
 

Helmer (calls from his room, knocking at the door). Nora.
 

Nora (cries out anxiously). Oh, what’s that? What do you want?
 

Helmer. Don’t be so frightened. We are not coming in; you have locked the door. Are you trying on your dress?
 

Nora. Yes, that’s it. I look so nice, Torvald.
 

Mrs. Linde (who has read the card) I see he lives at the corner here.
 

Nora. Yes, but it’s no use. It is hopeless. The letter is lying there in the box.
 

Mrs. Linde. And your husband keeps the key?
 

Nora. Yes, always.
 

Mrs. Linde. Krogstad must ask for his letter back unread, he must find some pretence — 
 

Nora. But it is just at this time that Torvald generally — 
 

Mrs. Linde. You must delay him. Go in to him in the meantime. I will come back as soon as I can. (She goes out hurriedly through the hall door.)
 

Nora (goes to HELMER’S door, opens it and peeps in). Torvald!
 

Helmer (from the inner room). Well? May I venture at last to come into my own room again? Come along, Rank, now you will see — ( Halting in the doorway.) But what is this?
 

Nora. What is what, dear?
 

Helmer. Rank led me to expect a splendid transformation.
 

Rank (in the doorway). I understood so, but evidently I was mistaken.
 

Nora. Yes, nobody is to have the chance of admiring me in my dress until to-morrow.
 

Helmer. But, my dear Nora, you look so worn out. Have you been practising too much?
 

Nora. No, I have not practised at all.
 

Helmer. But you will need to — 
 

Nora. Yes, indeed I shall, Torvald. But I can’t get on a bit without you to help me; I have absolutely forgotten the whole thing.
 

Helmer. Oh, we will soon work it up again.
 

Nora. Yes, help me, Torvald. Promise that you will! I am so nervous about it — all the people — . You must give yourself up to me entirely this evening. Not the tiniest bit of business — you mustn’t even take a pen in your hand. Will you promise, Torvald dear?
 

Helmer. I promise. This evening I will be wholly and absolutely at your service, you helpless little mortal. Ah, by the way, first of all I will just — (Goes toward the hall-door.)
 

Nora. What are you going to do there?
 

Helmer. Only see if any letters have come.
 

Nora. No, no! don’t do that, Torvald!
 

Helmer. Why not?
 

Nora. Torvald, please don’t. There is nothing there.
 

Helmer. Well, let me look. (Turns to go to the letter-box. NORA, at the piano, plays the first bars of the Tarantella. HELMER stops in the doorway.) Aha!
 

Nora. I can’t dance to-morrow if I don’t practise with you.
 

Helmer (going up to her). Are you really so afraid of it, dear?
 

Nora. Yes, so dreadfully afraid of it. Let me practise at once; there is time now, before we go to dinner. Sit down and play for me, Torvald dear; criticise me, and correct me as you play.
 

Helmer. With great pleasure, if you wish me to. (Sits down at the piano.)
 

Nora (takes out of the box a tambourine and a long variegated shawl. She hastily drapes the shawl round her. Then she springs to the front of the stage and calls out). Now play for me! I am going to dance!
 

(HELMER plays and NORA dances. RANK stands by the piano behind HELMER, and looks on.)
 

Helmer (as he plays). Slower, slower!
 

Nora. I can’t do it any other way.
 

Helmer. Not so violently, Nora!
 

Nora. This is the way.
 

Helmer (stops playing). No, no — that is not a bit right.
 

Nora (laughing and swinging the tambourine). Didn’t I tell you so?
 

Rank. Let me play for her.
 

Helmer (getting up). Yes, do. I can correct her better then.
 

(RANK sits down at the piano and plays. Nora dances more and more wildly. HELMER has taken up a position beside the stove, and during her dance gives her frequent instructions. She does not seem to hear him; her hair comes down and falls over her shoulders; she pays no attention to it, but goes on dancing. Enter MRS. LINDE.)
 

Mrs. Linde (standing as if spell-bound in the doorway). Oh! — 
 

Nora (as she dances). Such fun, Christine!
 

Helmer. My dear darling Nora, you are dancing as if your life depended on it.
 

Nora. So it does.
 

Helmer. Stop, Rank; this is sheer madness. Stop, I tell you. (RANK stops playing, and, NORA suddenly stands still. HELMER goes up to her.) I could never have believed it. You have forgotten everything I taught you.
 

Nora (throwing away the tambourine). There, you see.
 

Helmer. You will want a lot of coaching.
 

Nora. Yes, you see how much I need it. You must coach me up to the last minute. Promise me that, Torvald!
 

Helmer. You can depend on me.
 

Nora. You must not think of anything but me, either to-day or to-morrow; you mustn’t open a single letter — not even open the letter-box — 
 

Helmer. Ah, you are still afraid of that fellow —— 
 

Nora. Yes, indeed I am.
 

Helmer. Nora, I can tell from your looks that there is a letter from him lying there.
 

Nora. I don’t know; I think there is; but you must not read anything of that kind now. Nothing horrid must come between us till this is all over.
 

Rank (whispers to HELMER). You mustn’t contradict her.
 

Helmer (taking her in his arms). The child shall have her way. But to-morrow night, after you have danced — 
 

Nora. Then you will be free. (The MAID appears in the doorway to the right.)
 

Maid. Dinner is served, ma’am.
 

Nora. We will have champagne, Helen.
 

Maid. Very good, ma’am.
 

Helmer. Hullo! — are we going to have a banquet? (Exit.)
 

Nora. Yes, a champagne banquet till the small hours. (Calls out.) And a few macaroons, Helen — lots, just for once!
 

Helmer. Come, come, don’t be so wild and nervous. Be my own little skylark, as you used.
 

Nora. Yes, dear, I will. But go in now and you too, Doctor Rank. Christine, you must, help me to do up my hair.
 

Rank (whispers to HELMER as they go out). I suppose there is nothing — she is not expecting anything?
 

Helmer. Far from it, my dear fellow; it is simply nothing more than this childish nervousness I was telling you of. (They go into the right-hand room.)
 

Nora. Well!
 

Mrs. Linde. Gone out of town.
 

Nora. I could tell from your face.
 

Mrs. Linde. He is coming home tomorrow evening. I wrote a note for him.
 

Nora. You should have let it alone; you must prevent nothing. After all, it is splendid to be waiting for a wonderful thing to happen.
 

Mrs. Linde. What is it that you are waiting for?
 

Nora, Oh, you wouldn’t understand. Go in to them. I will come in a moment. (MRS. LINDE goes into the dining-room. NORA stands still for a little while, as if to compose herself. Then she looks at her watch.) Five o’clock. Seven hours till midnight; and then four-and-twenty hours till the next midnight. Then the Tarantella will be over. Twenty-four and seven? Thirty-one hours to live.
 

Helmer (from the doorway on the right). Where’s my little skylark?
 

Nora (going to him with her arms out-stretched). Here she is!
 






  








ACT III
 

(THE SAME SCENE — The table has been placed in the middle of the stage, with chairs around it. A lamp is burning on the table. The door into the hall stands open. Dance music is heard in the room above. MRS. LINDE is sitting at the table idly turning over the leaves of a book; she tries to read, but does not seem able to collect her thoughts. Every now and then she listens intently for a sound at the outer door.)
 

Mrs. Linde (looking at her watch). Not yet — and the time is nearly up. If only he does not — . (Listens again.) Ah, there he is. (Goes into the hall and opens the outer door carefully. Light footsteps are heard on the stairs. She whispers.) Come in. There is no one here.
 

Krogstad (in the doorway). I found a note from you at home. What does this mean?
 

Mrs. Linde. It is absolutely necessary that I should have a talk with you.
 

Krogstad. Really? And is it absolutely necessary that it should be here?
 

Mrs. Linde. It is impossible where I live; there is no private entrance to my rooms. Come in; we are quite alone. The maid is asleep, and the Helmers are at the dance upstairs.
 

Krogstad (coming into the room). Are the Helmers really at a dance tonight?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, why not?
 

Krogstad. Certainly — why not?
 

Mrs. Linde. Now, Nils, let us have a talk.
 

Krogstad. Can we two have anything to talk about?
 

Mrs. Linde. We have a great deal to talk about.
 

Krogstad. I shouldn’t have thought so.
 

Mrs. Linde. No, you have never properly understood me.
 

Krogstad. Was there anything else to understand except what was obvious to all the world — a heartless woman jilts a man when a more lucrative chance turns up.
 

Mrs. Linde. Do you believe I am as absolutely heartless as all that? And do you believe that I did it with a light heart?
 

Krogstad. Didn’t you?
 

Mrs. Linde. Nils, did you really think that?
 

Krogstad. If it were as you say, why did you write to me as you did at the time?
 

Mrs. Linde. I could do nothing else. As I had to break with you, it was my duty also to put an end to all that you felt for me.
 

Krogstad (wringing his hands). So that was it. And all this — only for the sake of money.
 

Mrs. Linde. You must not forget that I had a helpless mother and two little brothers. We couldn’t wait for you, Nils; your prospects seemed hopeless then.
 

Krogstad. That may be so, but you had no right to throw me over for any one else’s sake.
 

Mrs. Linde. Indeed I don’t know. Many a time did I ask myself if I had a right to do it.
 

Krogstad (more gently). When I lost you, it was as if all the solid ground went from under my feet. Look at me now — I am a shipwrecked man clinging to a bit of wreckage.
 

Mrs. Linde. But help may be near.
 

Krogstad. It was near; but then you came and stood in my way.
 

Mrs. Linde. Unintentionally, Nils. It was only today that I learnt it was your place I was going to take in the bank.
 

Krogstad. I believe you, if you say so. But now that you know it, are you not going to give it up to me?
 

Mrs. Linde. No, because that would not benefit you in the least.
 

Krogstad. Oh, benefit, benefit — I would have done it whether or no.
 

Mrs. Linde. I have learnt to act prudently. Life, and hard, bitter necessity have taught me that.
 

Krogstad. And life has taught me not to believe in fine speeches.
 

Mrs. Linde. Then life has taught you something very reasonable. But deeds you must believe in?
 

Krogstad. What do you mean by that?
 

Mrs. Linde. You said you were like a shipwrecked man clinging to some wreckage.
 

Krogstad. I had good reason to say so.
 

Mrs. Linde. Well, I am like a shipwrecked woman clinging to some wreckage — no one to mourn for, no one to care for.
 

Krogstad. It was your own choice.
 

Mrs. Linde. There was no other choice, then.
 

Krogstad. Well, what now?
 

Mrs. Linde. Nils, how would it be if we two shipwrecked people could join forces?
 

Krogstad. What are you saying?
 

Mrs. Linde. Two on the same piece of wreckage would stand a better chance than each on their own.
 

Krogstad. Christine!
 

Mrs. Linde. What do you suppose brought me to town?
 

Krogstad. Do you mean that you gave me a thought?
 

Mrs. Linde. I could not endure life without work. All my life, as long as I can remember, I have worked, and it has been my greatest and only pleasure. But now I am quite alone in the world — my life is so dreadfully empty and I feel so forsaken. There is not the least pleasure in working for one’s self. Nils, give me someone and something to work for.
 

Krogstad. I don’t trust that. It is nothing but a woman’s overstrained sense of generosity that prompts you to make such an offer of your self.
 

Mrs. Linde. Have you ever noticed anything of the sort in me?
 

Krogstad. Could you really do it? Tell me — do you know all about my past life?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes.
 

Krogstad. And do you know what they think of me here?
 

Mrs. Linde. You seemed to me to imply that with me you might have been quite another man.
 

Krogstad. I am certain of it.
 

Mrs. Linde. Is it too late now?
 

Krogstad. Christine, are you saying this deliberately? Yes, I am sure you are. I see it in your face. Have you really the courage, then — ?
 

Mrs. Linde. I want to be a mother to someone, and your children need a mother. We two need each other. Nils, I have faith in your real character — I can dare anything together with you.
 

Krogstad (grasps her hands). Thanks, thanks, Christine! Now I shall find a way to clear myself in the eyes of the world. Ah, but I forgot — 
 

Mrs. Linde (listening). Hush! The Tarantella! Go, go!
 

Krogstad. Why? What is it?
 

Mrs. Linde. Do you hear them up there? When that is over, we may expect them back.
 

Krogstad. Yes, yes — I will go. But it is all no use. Of course you are not aware what steps I have taken in the matter of the Helmers.
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, I know all about that.
 

Krogstad. And in spite of that have you the courage to — ?
 

Mrs. Linde. I understand very well to what lengths a man like you might be driven by despair.
 

Krogstad. If I could only undo what I have done!
 

Mrs. Linde. You cannot. Your letter is lying in the letter-box now.
 

Krogstad. Are you sure of that?
 

Mrs. Linde. Quite sure, but — 
 

Krogstad (with a searching look at her). Is that what it all means? — that you want to save your friend at any cost? Tell me frankly. Is that it?
 

Mrs. Linde. Nils, a woman who has once sold herself for another’s sake, doesn’t do it a second time.
 

Krogstad. I will ask for my letter back.
 

Mrs. Linde. No, no.
 

Krogstad. Yes, of course I will. I will wait here till Helmer comes; I will tell him he must give me my letter back — that it only concerns my dismissal — that he is not to read it — 
 

Mrs. Linde. No, Nils, you must not recall your letter.
 

Krogstad. But, tell me, wasn’t it for that very purpose that you asked me to meet you here?
 

Mrs. Linde. In my first moment of fright, it was. But twenty-four hours have elapsed since then, and in that time I have witnessed incredible things in this house. Helmer must know all about it. This unhappy secret must be enclosed; they must have a complete understanding between them, which is impossible with all this concealment and falsehood going on.
 

Krogstad. Very well, if you will take the responsibility. But there is one thing I can do in any case, and I shall do it at once.
 

Mrs. Linde (listening). You must be quick and go! The dance is over; we are not safe a moment longer.
 

Krogstad. I will wait for you below.
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, do. You must see me back to my door.
 

Krogstad. I have never had such an amazing piece of good fortune in my life! (Goes out through the outer door. The door between the room and the hall remains open.)
 

Mrs. Linde (tidying up the room and laying her hat and cloak ready). What a difference! What a difference! Someone to work for and live for — a home to bring comfort into. That I will do, indeed. I wish they would be quick and come. (Listens.) Ah, there they are now. I must put on my things. (Takes up her hat and cloak. HELMER’S and NORA’S voices are heard outside; a key is turned, and HELMER brings NORA almost by force into the hall. She is in an Italian costume with a large black shawl round her; he is in evening dress, and a black domino which is flying open.)
 

Nora (hanging back in the doorway, and struggling with him). No, no, no! — don’t take me in. I want to go upstairs again; I don’t want to leave so early.
 

Helmer. But, my dearest Nora — 
 

Nora. Please, Torvald dear — please, please — only an hour more.
 

Helmer. Not a single minute, my sweet Nora. You know that was our agreement. Come along into the room; you are catching cold standing there. (He brings her gently into the room, in spite of her resistance.)
 

Mrs. Linde. Good evening.
 

Nora. Christine!
 

Helmer. You here, so late, Mrs. Linde?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, you must excuse me; I was so anxious to see Nora in her dress.
 

Nora. Have you been sitting here waiting for me?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, unfortunately I came too late, you had already gone upstairs; and I thought I couldn’t go away again without having seen you.
 

Helmer (taking off NORA’S shawl). Yes, take a good look at her. I think she is worth looking at. Isn’t she charming, Mrs. Linde?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, indeed she is.
 

Helmer. Doesn’t she look remarkably pretty? Everyone thought so at the dance. But she is terribly self-willed, this sweet little person. What are we to do with her? You will hardly believe that I had almost to bring her away by force.
 

Nora. Torvald, you will repent not having let me stay, even if it were only for half an hour.
 

Helmer. Listen to her, Mrs. Linde! She had danced her Tarantella, and it had been a tremendous success, as it deserved — although possibly the performance was a trifle too realistic — little more so, I mean, than was strictly compatible with the limitations of art. But never mind about that! The chief thing is, she had made a success — she had made a tremendous success. Do you think I was going to let her remain there after that, and spoil the effect? No, indeed! I took my charming little Capri maiden — my capricious little Capri maiden, I should say — on my arm; took one quick turn round the room; a curtsey on either side, and, as they say in novels, the beautiful apparition disappeared. An exit ought always to be effective, Mrs. Linde; but that is what I cannot make Nora understand. Pooh! this room is hot. (Throws his domino on a chair, and opens the door of his room.) Hullo! it’s all dark in here. Oh, of course — excuse me — . (He goes in, and lights some candles.)
 

Nora (in a hurried and breathless whisper). Well?
 

Mrs. Linde. (in a low voice). I have had a talk with him.
 

Nora. Yes, and — 
 

Mrs. Linde. Nora, you must tell your husband all about it.
 

Nora (in an expressionless voice). I knew it.
 

Mrs. Linde. You have nothing to be afraid of as far as Krogstad is concerned; but you must tell him.
 

Nora. I won’t tell him.
 

Mrs. Linde. Then the letter will.
 

Nora. Thank you, Christine. Now I know what I must do. Hush — !
 

Helmer (coming in again). Well, Mrs. Linde, have you admired her?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, and now I will say good-night.
 

Helmer. What, already? Is this yours, this knitting?
 

Mrs. Linde (taking it). Yes, thank you, I had very nearly forgotten it.
 

Helmer. So you knit?
 

Mrs. Linde. Of course.
 

Helmer. Do you know, you ought to embroider?
 

Mrs. Linde. Really? Why?
 

Helmer. Yes, it’s far more becoming. Let me show you. You hold the embroidery thus in your left hand, and use the needle with the right — like this — with a long, easy sweep. Do you see?
 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, perhaps — 
 

Helmer. But in the case of knitting — that can never be anything but ungraceful; look here — the arms close together, the knitting-needles going up and down — it has a sort of Chinese effect — . That was really excellent champagne they gave us.
 

Mrs. Linde. Well, — good-night, Nora, and don’t be self-willed any more.
 

Helmer. That’s right, Mrs. Linde.
 

Mrs. Linde. Good-night, Mr. Helmer.
 

Helmer (accompanying her to the door). Good-night, good-night. I hope you will get home all right. I should be very happy to — but you haven’t any great distance to go. Good-night, good-night. (She goes out; he shuts the door after her and comes in again.) Ah! — at last we have got rid of her. She is a frightful bore, that woman.
 

Nora. Aren’t you very tired, Torvald?
 

Helmer. No, not in the least.
 

Nora. Nor sleepy?
 

Helmer. Not a bit. On the contrary, I feel extraordinarily lively. And you? — you really look both tired and sleepy.
 

Nora. Yes, I am very tired. I want to go to sleep at once.
 

Helmer. There, you see it was quite right of me not to let you stay there any longer.
 

Nora. Everything you do is quite right, Torvald.
 

Helmer (kissing her on the forehead). Now my little skylark is speaking reasonably. Did you notice what good spirits Rank was in this evening?
 

Nora. Really? Was he? I didn’t speak to him at all.
 

Helmer. And I very little, but I have not for a long time seen him in such good form. (Looks for a while at her and then goes nearer to her.) It is delightful to be at home by ourselves again, to be all alone with you — you fascinating, charming little darling!
 

Nora. Don’t look at me like that, Torvald.
 

Helmer. Why shouldn’t I look at my dearest treasure? — at all the beauty that is mine, all my very own?
 

Nora (going to the other side of the table). You mustn’t say things like that to me tonight.
 

Helmer (following her). You have still got the Tarantella in your blood, I see. And it makes you more captivating than ever. Listen — the guests are beginning to go now. (In a lower voice.) Nora — soon the whole house will be quiet.
 

Nora. Yes, I hope so.
 

Helmer. Yes, my own darling Nora. Do you know, when I am out at a party with you like this, why I speak so little to you, keep away from you, and only send a stolen glance in your direction now and then? — do you know why I do that? It is because I make believe to myself that we are secretly in love, and you are my secretly promised bride, and that no one suspects there is anything between us.
 

Nora. Yes, yes — I know very well your thoughts are with me all the time.
 

Helmer. And when we are leaving, and I am putting the shawl over your beautiful young shoulders — on your lovely neck — then I imagine that you are my young bride and that we have just come from the wedding, and I am bringing you for the first time into our home — to be alone with you for the first time — quite alone with my shy little darling! All this evening I have longed for nothing but you. When I watched the seductive figures of the Tarantella, my blood was on fire; I could endure it no longer, and that was why I brought you down so early — 
 

Nora. Go away, Torvald! You must let me go. I won’t — 
 

Helmer. What’s that? You’re joking, my little Nora! You won’t — you won’t? Am I not your husband — ? (A knock is heard at the outer door.)
 

Nora (starting). Did you hear — ?
 

Helmer (going into the hall). Who is it?
 

Rank (outside). It is I. May I come in for a moment?
 

Helmer (in a fretful whisper). Oh, what does he want now? (Aloud.) Wait a minute? (Unlocks the door.) Come, that’s kind of you not to pass by our door.
 

Rank. I thought I heard your voice, and felt as if I should like to look in. (With a swift glance round.) Ah, yes! — these dear familiar rooms. You are very happy and cosy in here, you two.
 

Helmer. It seems to me that you looked after yourself pretty well upstairs too.
 

Rank. Excellently. Why shouldn’t I? Why shouldn’t one enjoy everything in this world? — at any rate as much as one can, and as long as one can. The wine was capital — 
 

Helmer. Especially the champagne.
 

Rank. So you noticed that too? It is almost incredible how much I managed to put away!
 

Nora. Torvald drank a great deal of champagne tonight, too.
 

Rank. Did he?
 

Nora. Yes, and he is always in such good spirits afterwards.
 

Rank. Well, why should one not enjoy a merry evening after a well-spent day?
 

Helmer. Well spent? I am afraid I can’t take credit for that.
 

Rank (clapping him on the back). But I can, you know!
 

Nora. Doctor Rank, you must have been occupied with some scientific investigation today.
 

Rank. Exactly.
 

Helmer. Just listen! — little Nora talking about scientific investigations!
 

Nora. And may I congratulate you on the result?
 

Rank. Indeed you may.
 

Nora. Was it favourable, then.
 

Rank. The best possible, for both doctor and patient — certainty.
 

Nora (quickly and searchingly). Certainty?
 

Rank. Absolute certainty. So wasn’t I entitled to make a merry evening of it after that?
 

Nora. Yes, you certainly were, Doctor Rank.
 

Helmer. I think so too, so long as you don’t have to pay for it in the morning.
 

Rank. Oh well, one can’t have anything in this life without paying for it.
 

Nora. Doctor Rank — are you fond of fancy-dress balls?
 

Rank. Yes, if there is a fine lot of pretty costumes.
 

Nora. Tell me — what shall we two wear at the next?
 

Helmer. Little featherbrain! — are you thinking of the next already?
 

Rank. We two? Yes, I can tell you. You shall go as a good fairy — 
 

Helmer. Yes, but what do you suggest as an appropriate costume for that?
 

Rank. Let your wife go dressed just as she is in every-day life.
 

Helmer. That was really very prettily turned. But can’t you tell us what you will be?
 

Rank. Yes, my dear friend, I have quite made up my mind about that.
 

Helmer. Well?
 

Rank. At the next fancy-dress ball I shall be invisible.
 

Helmer That’s a good joke!
 

Rank. There is a big black hat — have you never heard of hats that make you invisible? If you put one on, no one can see you.
 

Helmer (suppressing a smile). Yes, you are quite right.
 

Rank. But I am clean forgetting what I came for. Helmer, give me a cigar — one of the dark Havanas.
 

Helmer. With the greatest pleasure. (Offers him his case.)
 

Rank (takes a cigar and cuts off the end). Thanks.
 

Nora (striking a match). Let me give you a light.
 

Rank. Thank you. (She holds the match for him to light his cigar.) And now good-bye!
 

Helmer. Good-bye, good-bye, dear old man!
 

Nora. Sleep well, Doctor Rank.
 

Rank. Thank you for that wish.
 

Nora. Wish me the same.
 

Rank. You? Well, if you want me to sleep well! And thanks for the light. (He nods to them both and goes out.)
 

Helmer (in a subdued voice). He has drunk more than he ought.
 

Nora (absently). Maybe. (HELMER takes a bunch of keys out of his pocket and goes into the hall.) Torvald! what are you going to do there?
 

Helmer. Empty the letter-box; it is quite full; there will be no room to put the newspaper in to-morrow morning.
 

Nora. Are you going to work to-night?
 

Helmer. You know quite well I’m not. What is this? Some one has been at the lock.
 

Nora. At the lock?
 

Helmer. Yes, someone has. What can it mean? I should never have thought the maid — . Here is a broken hairpin. Nora, it is one of yours.
 

Nora (quickly). Then it must have been the children — 
 

Helmer. Then you must get them out of those ways. There, at last I have got it open. (Takes out the contents of the letter-box, and calls to the kitchen.) Helen! — Helen, put out the light over the front door. (Goes back into the room and shuts the door into the hall. He holds out his hand full of letters.) Look at that — look what a heap of them there are. (Turning them over.) What on earth is that?
 

Nora (at the window). The letter — No! Torvald, no!
 

Helmer. Two cards — of Rank’s.
 

Nora. Of Doctor Rank’s?
 

Helmer (looking at them). Doctor Rank. They were on the top. He must have put them in when he went out.
 

Nora. Is there anything written on them?
 

Helmer. There is a black cross over the name. Look there — what an uncomfortable idea! It looks as If he were announcing his own death.
 

Nora. It is just what he is doing.
 

Helmer. What? Do you know anything about it? Has he said anything to you?
 

Nora. Yes. He told me that when the cards came it would be his leave-taking from us. He means to shut himself up and die.
 

Helmer. My poor old friend. Certainly I knew we should not have him very long with us. But so soon! And so he hides himself away like a wounded animal.
 

Nora. If it has to happen, it is best it should be without a word — don’t you think so, Torvald?
 

Helmer (walking up and down). He has so grown into our lives. I can’t think of him as having gone out of them. He, with his sufferings and his loneliness, was like a cloudy background to our sunlit happiness. Well, perhaps it is best so. For him, anyway. (Standing still.) And perhaps for us too, Nora. We two are thrown quite upon each other now. (Puts his arms around her.) My darling wife, I don’t feel as if I could hold you tight enough. Do you know, Nora, I have often wished that you might be threatened by some great danger, so that I might risk my life’s blood, and everything, for your sake.
 

Nora (disengages herself, and says firmly and decidedly). Now you must read your letters, Torvald.
 

Helmer. No, no; not tonight. I want to be with you, my darling wife.
 

Nora. With the thought of your friend’s death — 
 

Helmer. You are right, it has affected us both. Something ugly has come between us — the thought of the horrors of death. We must try and rid our minds of that. Until then — we will each go to our own room.
 

Nora (hanging on his neck). Good-night, Torvald — Good-night!
 

Helmer (kissing her on the forehead). Good-night, my little singing-bird. Sleep sound, Nora. Now I will read my letters through. (He takes his letters and goes into his room, shutting the door after him.)
 

Nora (gropes distractedly about, seizes HELMER’S domino, throws it round her, while she says in quick, hoarse, spasmodic whispers). Never to see him again. Never! Never! (Puts her shawl over her head.) Never to see my children again either — never again. Never! Never! — Ah! the icy, black water — the unfathomable depths — If only it were over! He has got it now — now he is reading it. Good-bye, Torvald and my children! (She is about to rush out through the hall, when HELMER opens his door hurriedly and stands with an open letter in his hand.)
 

Helmer. Nora!
 

Nora. Ah! — 
 

Helmer. What is this? Do you know what is in this letter?
 

Nora. Yes, I know. Let me go! Let me get out!
 

Helmer (holding her back). Where are you going?
 

Nora (trying to get free). You shan’t save me, Torvald!
 

Helmer (reeling). True? Is this true, that I read here? Horrible! No, no — it is impossible that it can be true.
 

Nora. It is true. I have loved you above everything else in the world.
 

Helmer. Oh, don’t let us have any silly excuses.
 

Nora (taking a step towards him). Torvald — !
 

Helmer. Miserable creature — what have you done?
 

Nora. Let me go. You shall not suffer for my sake. You shall not take it upon yourself.
 

Helmer. No tragedy airs, please. (Locks the hall door.) Here you shall stay and give me an explanation. Do you understand what you have done? Answer me? Do you understand what you have done?
 

Nora (looks steadily at him and says with a growing look of coldness in her face). Yes, now I am beginning to understand thoroughly.
 

Helmer (walking about the room). What a horrible awakening! All these eight years — she who was my joy and pride — a hypocrite, a liar — worse, worse — a criminal! The unutterable ugliness of it all! — For shame! For shame! (NORA is silent and looks steadily at him. He stops in front of her.) I ought to have suspected that something of the sort would happen. I ought to have foreseen it. All your father’s want of principle — be silent! — all your father’s want of principle has come out in you. No religion, no morality, no sense of duty — How I am punished for having winked at what he did! I did it for your sake, and this is how you repay me.
 

Nora. Yes, that’s just it.
 

Helmer. Now you have destroyed all my happiness. You have ruined all my future. It is horrible to think of! I am in the power of an unscrupulous man; he can do what he likes with me, ask anything he likes of me, give me any orders he pleases — I dare not refuse. And I must sink to such miserable depths because of a thoughtless woman!
 

Nora. When I am out of the way, you will be free.
 

Helmer. No fine speeches, please. Your father had always plenty of those ready, too. What good would it be to me if you were out of the way, as you say? Not the slightest. He can make the affair known everywhere; and if he does, I may be falsely suspected of having been a party to your criminal action. Very likely people will think I was behind it all — that it was I who prompted you! And I have to thank you for all this — you whom I have cherished during the whole of our married life. Do you understand now what it is you have done for me?
 

Nora (coldly and quietly). Yes.
 

Helmer. It is so incredible that I can’t take it in. But we must come to some understanding. Take off that shawl. Take it off, I tell you. I must try and appease him some way or another. The matter must be hushed up at any cost. And as for you and me, it must appear as if everything between us were as before — but naturally only in the eyes of the world. You will still remain in my house, that is a matter of course. But I shall not allow you to bring up the children; I dare not trust them to you. To think that I should be obliged to say so to one whom I have loved so dearly, and whom I still — . No, that is all over. From this moment happiness is not the question; all that concerns us is to save the remains, the fragments, the appearance — 
 

(A ring is heard at the front-door bell.)
 

Helmer (with a start). What is that? So late! Can the worst — ? Can he — ? Hide yourself, Nora. Say you are ill.
 

(NORA stands motionless. HELMER goes and unlocks the hall door.)
 

Maid (half-dressed, comes to the door). A letter for the mistress.
 

Helmer. Give it to me. (Takes the letter, and shuts the door.) Yes, it is from him. You shall not have it; I will read it myself.
 

Nora. Yes, read it.
 

Helmer (standing by the lamp). I scarcely have the courage to do it. It may mean ruin for both of us. No, I must know. (Tears open the letter, runs his eye over a few lines, looks at a paper enclosed, and gives a shout of joy.) Nora! (She looks at him, questioningly.) Nora! No, I must read it once again — . Yes, it is true! I am saved! Nora, I am saved!
 

Nora. And I?
 

Helmer. You too, of course; we are both saved, both saved, both you and I. Look, he sends you your bond back. He says he regrets and repents — that a happy change in his life — never mind what he says! We are saved, Nora! No one can do anything to you. Oh, Nora, Nora! — no, first I must destroy these hateful things. Let me see — . (Takes a look at the bond.) No, no, I won’t look at it. The whole thing shall be nothing but a bad dream to me. (Tears up the bond and both letters, throws them all into the stove, and watches them burn.) There — now it doesn’t exist any longer. He says that since Christmas Eve you — . These must have been three dreadful days for you, Nora.
 

Nora. I have fought a hard fight these three days.
 

Helmer. And suffered agonies, and seen no way out but — . No, we won’t call any of the horrors to mind. We will only shout with joy, and keep saying, “It’s all over! It’s all over!” Listen to me, Nora. You don’t seem to realise that it is all over. What is this? — such a cold, set face! My poor little Nora, I quite understand; you don’t feel as if you could believe that I have forgiven you. But it is true, Nora, I swear it; I have forgiven you everything. I know that what you did, you did out of love for me.
 

Nora. That is true.
 

Helmer. You have loved me as a wife ought to love her husband. Only you had not sufficient knowledge to judge of the means you used. But do you suppose you are any the less dear to me, because you don’t understand how to act on your own responsibility? No, no; only lean on me; I will advise you and direct you. I should not be a man if this womanly helplessness did not just give you a double attractiveness in my eyes. You must not think any more about the hard things I said in my first moment of consternation, when I thought everything was going to overwhelm me. I have forgiven you, Nora; I swear to you I have forgiven you.
 

Nora. Thank you for your forgiveness. (She goes out through the door to the right.)
 

Helmer. No, don’t go — . (Looks in.) What are you doing in there?
 

Nora (from within). Taking off my fancy dress.
 

Helmer (standing at the open door). Yes, do. Try and calm yourself, and make your mind easy again, my frightened little singing-bird. Be at rest, and feel secure; I have broad wings to shelter you under. (Walks up and down by the door.) How warm and cosy our home is, Nora. Here is shelter for you; here I will protect you like a hunted dove that I have saved from a hawk’s claws; I will bring peace to your poor beating heart. It will come, little by little, Nora, believe me. To-morrow morning you will look upon it all quite differently; soon everything will be just as it was before. Very soon you won’t need me to assure you that I have forgiven you; you will yourself feel the certainty that I have done so. Can you suppose I should ever think of such a thing as repudiating you, or even reproaching you? You have no idea what a true man’s heart is like, Nora. There is something so indescribably sweet and satisfying, to a man, in the knowledge that he has forgiven his wife — forgiven her freely, and with all his heart. It seems as if that had made her, as it were, doubly his own; he has given her a new life, so to speak; and she is in a way become both wife and child to him. So you shall be for me after this, my little scared, helpless darling. Have no anxiety about anything, Nora; only be frank and open with me, and I will serve as will and conscience both to you — . What is this? Not gone to bed? Have you changed your things?
 

Nora (in everyday dress). Yes, Torvald, I have changed my things now.
 

Helmer. But what for? — so late as this.
 

Nora. I shall not sleep tonight.
 

Helmer. But, my dear Nora — 
 

Nora (looking at her watch). It is not so very late. Sit down here, Torvald. You and I have much to say to one another. (She sits down at one side of the table.)
 

Helmer. Nora — what is this? — this cold, set face?
 

Nora. Sit down. It will take some time; I have a lot to talk over with you.
 

Helmer (sits down at the opposite side of the table). You alarm me, Nora! — and I don’t understand you.
 

Nora. No, that is just it. You don’t understand me, and I have never understood you either — before tonight. No, you mustn’t interrupt me. You must simply listen to what I say. Torvald, this is a settling of accounts.
 

Helmer. What do you mean by that?
 

Nora (after a short silence). Isn’t there one thing that strikes you as strange in our sitting here like this?
 

Helmer. What is that?
 

Nora. We have been married now eight years. Does it not occur to you that this is the first time we two, you and I, husband and wife, have had a serious conversation?
 

Helmer. What do you mean by serious?
 

Nora. In all these eight years — longer than that — from the very beginning of our acquaintance, we have never exchanged a word on any serious subject.
 

Helmer. Was it likely that I would be continually and forever telling you about worries that you could not help me to bear?
 

Nora. I am not speaking about business matters. I say that we have never sat down in earnest together to try and get at the bottom of anything.
 

Helmer. But, dearest Nora, would it have been any good to you?
 

Nora. That is just it; you have never understood me. I have been greatly wronged, Torvald — first by papa and then by you.
 

Helmer. What! By us two — by us two, who have loved you better than anyone else in in the world?
 

Nora (shaking her head). You have never loved me. You have only thought it pleasant to be in love with me.
 

Helmer. Nora, what do I hear you saying?
 

Nora. It is perfectly true, Torvald. When I was at home with papa, he told me his opinion about everything, and so I had the same opinions; and if I differed from him I concealed the fact, because he would not have liked it. He called me his doll-child, and he played with me just as I used to play with my dolls. And when I came to live with you — 
 

Helmer. What sort of an expression is that to use about our marriage?
 

Nora (undisturbed). I mean that I was simply transferred from papa’s hands into yours. You arranged everything according to your own taste, and so I got the same tastes as you — or else I pretended to, I am really not quite sure which — I think sometimes the one and sometimes the other. When I look back on it, it seems to me as if I had been living here like a poor woman — just from hand to mouth. I have existed merely to perform tricks for you, Torvald. But you would have it so. You and papa have committed a great sin against me. It is your fault that I have made nothing of my life.
 

Helmer. How unreasonable and how ungrateful you are, Nora! Have you not been happy here?
 

Nora. No, I have never been happy. I thought I was, but it has never really been so.
 

Helmer. Not — not happy!
 

Nora. No, only merry. And you have always been so kind to me. But our home has been nothing but a playroom. I have been your doll-wife, just as at home I was papa’s doll-child; and here the children have been my dolls. I thought it great fun when you played with me, just as they thought it great fun when I played with them. That is what our marriage has been, Torvald.
 

Helmer. There is some truth in what you say — exaggerated and strained as your view of it is. But for the future it shall be different. Playtime shall be over, and lesson-time shall begin.
 

Nora. Whose lessons? Mine, or the children’s?
 

Helmer. Both yours and the children’s, my darling Nora.
 

Nora. Alas, Torvald, you are not the man to educate me into being a proper wife for you.
 

Helmer. And you can say that!
 

Nora. And I — how am I fitted to bring up the children?
 

Helmer. Nora!
 

Nora. Didn’t you say so yourself a little while ago — that you dare not trust me to bring them up?
 

Helmer. In a moment of anger! Why do you pay any heed to that?
 

Nora. Indeed, you were perfectly right. I am not fit for the task. There is another task I must undertake first. I must try and educate myself — you are not the man to help me in that. I must do that for myself. And that is why I am going to leave you now.
 

Helmer (springing up). What do you say?
 

Nora. I must stand quite alone, if I am to understand myself and everything about me. It is for that reason that I cannot remain with you any longer.
 

Helmer. Nora, Nora!
 

Nora. I am going away from here now, at once. I am sure Christine will take me in for the night — 
 

Helmer. You are out of your mind! I won’t allow it! I forbid you!
 

Nora. It is no use forbidding me anything any longer. I will take with me what belongs to myself. I will take nothing from you, either now or later.
 

Helmer. What sort of madness is this!
 

Nora. Tomorrow I shall go home — I mean to my old home. It will be easiest for me to find something to do there.
 

Helmer. You blind, foolish woman!
 

Nora. I must try and get some sense, Torvald.
 

Helmer. To desert your home, your husband and your children! And you don’t consider what people will say!
 

Nora. I cannot consider that at all. I only know that it is necessary for me.
 

Helmer. It’s shocking. This is how you would neglect your most sacred duties.
 

Nora. What do you consider my most sacred duties?
 

Helmer. Do I need to tell you that? Are they not your duties to your husband and your children?
 

Nora. I have other duties just as sacred.
 

Helmer. That you have not. What duties could those be?
 

Nora. Duties to myself.
 

Helmer. Before all else, you are a wife and mother.
 

Nora. I don’t believe that any longer. I believe that before all else I am a reasonable human being, just as you are — or, at all events, that I must try and become one. I know quite well, Torvald, that most people would think you right, and that views of that kind are to be found in books; but I can no longer content myself with what most people say, or with what is found in books. I must think over things for myself and get to understand them.
 

Helmer. Can you not understand your place in your own home? Have you not a reliable guide in such matters as that? — have you no religion?
 

Nora. I am afraid, Torvald, I do not exactly know what religion is.
 

Helmer. What are you saying?
 

Nora. I know nothing but what the clergyman said, when I went to be confirmed. He told us that religion was this, and that, and the other. When I am away from all this, and am alone, I will look into that matter too. I will see if what the clergyman said is true, or at all events if it is true for me.
 

Helmer. This is unheard of in a girl of your age! But if religion cannot lead you aright, let me try and awaken your conscience. I suppose you have some moral sense? Or — answer me — am I to think you have none?
 

Nora. I assure you, Torvald, that is not an easy question to answer. I really don’t know. The thing perplexes me altogether. I only know that you and I look at it in quite a different light. I am learning, too, that the law is quite another thing from what I supposed; but I find it impossible to convince myself that the law is right. According to it a woman has no right to spare her old dying father, or to save her husband’s life. I can’t believe that.
 

Helmer. You talk like a child. You don’t understand the conditions of the world in which you live.
 

Nora. No, I don’t. But now I am going to try. I am going to see if I can make out who is right, the world or I.
 

Helmer. You are ill, Nora; you are delirious; I almost think you are out of your mind.
 

Nora. I have never felt my mind so clear and certain as to-night.
 

Helmer. And is it with a clear and certain mind that you forsake your husband and your children?
 

Nora. Yes, it is.
 

Helmer. Then there is only one possible explanation.
 

Nora. What is that?
 

Helmer. You do not love me any more.
 

Nora. No, that is just it.
 

Helmer. Nora! — and you can say that?
 

Nora. It gives me great pain, Torvald, for you have always been so kind to me, but I cannot help it. I do not love you any more.
 

Helmer (regaining his composure). Is that a clear and certain conviction too?
 

Nora. Yes, absolutely clear and certain. That is the reason why I will not stay here any longer.
 

Helmer. And can you tell me what I have done to forfeit your love?
 

Nora. Yes, indeed I can. It was to-night, when the wonderful thing did not happen; then I saw you were not the man I had thought you.
 

Helmer. Explain yourself better — I don’t understand you.
 

Nora. I have waited so patiently for eight years; for, goodness knows, I knew very well that wonderful things don’t happen every day. Then this horrible misfortune came upon me; and then I felt quite certain that the wonderful thing was going to happen at last. When Krogstad’s letter was lying out there, never for a moment did I imagine that you would consent to accept this man’s conditions. I was so absolutely certain that you would say to him: Publish the thing to the whole world. And when that was done — 
 

Helmer. Yes, what then? — when I had exposed my wife to shame and disgrace?
 

Nora. When that was done, I was so absolutely certain, you would come forward and take everything upon yourself, and say: I am the guilty one.
 

Helmer. Nora — !
 

Nora. You mean that I would never have accepted such a sacrifice on your part? No, of course not. But what would my assurances have been worth against yours? That was the wonderful thing which I hoped for and feared; and it was to prevent that, that I wanted to kill myself.
 

Helmer. I would gladly work night and day for you, Nora — bear sorrow and want for your sake. But no man would sacrifice his honour for the one he loves.
 

Nora. It is a thing hundreds of thousands of women have done.
 

Helmer. Oh, you think and talk like a heedless child.
 

Nora. Maybe. But you neither think nor talk like the man I could bind myself to. As soon as your fear was over — and it was not fear for what threatened me, but for what might happen to you — when the whole thing was past, as far as you were concerned it was exactly as if nothing at all had happened. Exactly as before, I was your little skylark, your doll, which you would in future treat with doubly gentle care, because it was so brittle and fragile. (Getting up.) Torvald — it was then it dawned upon me that for eight years I had been living here with a strange man, and had borne him three children — . Oh! I can’t bear to think of it! I could tear myself into little bits!
 

Helmer (sadly). I see, I see. An abyss has opened between us — there is no denying it. But, Nora, would it not be possible to fill it up?
 

Nora. As I am now, I am no wife for you.
 

Helmer. I have it in me to become a different man.
 

Nora. Perhaps — if your doll is taken away from you.
 

Helmer. But to part! — to part from you! No, no, Nora, I can’t understand that idea.
 

Nora (going out to the right). That makes it all the more certain that it must be done. (She comes back with her cloak and hat and a small bag which she puts on a chair by the table.)
 

Helmer. Nora, Nora, not now! Wait till tomorrow.
 

Nora (putting on her cloak). I cannot spend the night in a strange man’s room.
 

Helmer. But can’t we live here like brother and sister — ?
 

Nora (putting on her hat). You know very well that would not last long. (Puts the shawl round her.) Good-bye, Torvald. I won’t see the little ones. I know they are in better hands than mine. As I am now, I can be of no use to them.
 

Helmer. But some day, Nora — some day?
 

Nora. How can I tell? I have no idea what is going to become of me.
 

Helmer. But you are my wife, whatever becomes of you.
 

Nora. Listen, Torvald. I have heard that when a wife deserts her husband’s house, as I am doing now, he is legally freed from all obligations towards her. In any case I set you free from all your obligations. You are not to feel yourself bound in the slightest way, any more than I shall. There must be perfect freedom on both sides. See, here is your ring back. Give me mine.
 

Helmer. That too?
 

Nora. That too.
 

Helmer. Here it is.
 

Nora. That’s right. Now it is all over. I have put the keys here. The maids know all about everything in the house — better than I do. Tomorrow, after I have left her, Christine will come here and pack up my own things that I brought with me from home. I will have them sent after me.
 

Helmer. All over! All over! — Nora, shall you never think of me again?
 

Nora. I know I shall often think of you and the children and this house.
 

Helmer. May I write to you, Nora?
 

Nora. No — never. You must not do that.
 

Helmer. But at least let me send you — 
 

Nora. Nothing — nothing — 
 

Helmer. Let me help you if you are in want.
 

Nora. No. I can receive nothing from a stranger.
 

Helmer. Nora — can I never be anything more than a stranger to you?
 

Nora (taking her bag). Ah, Torvald, the most wonderful thing of all would have to happen.
 

Helmer. Tell me what that would be!
 

Nora. Both you and I would have to be so changed that — . Oh, Torvald, I don’t believe any longer in wonderful things happening.
 

Helmer. But I will believe in it. Tell me? So changed that — ?
 

Nora. That our life together would be a real wedlock. Good-bye. (She goes out through the hall.)
 

Helmer (sinks down on a chair at the door and buries his face in his hands). Nora! Nora! (Looks round, and rises.) Empty. She is gone. (A hope flashes across his mind.) The most wonderful thing of all — ?
 

(The sound of a door shutting is heard from below.)
 






  

GHOSTS


 

Translated by William Archer
 

First staged in 1882, Ghosts was written in 1881 and once more presents a scathing commentary on 19th-century morality.  Originally written in Danish, with the title “Gengangere” that literally translates as “again walkers”, the title can also refer to people that frequently appear in the same places. As early as November 1880, whilst still living in Rome, Ibsen was meditating on a new play to follow the sensation caused by A Doll’s House. When visiting Sorrento in the summer of 1881, the playwright was hard at work upon this new drama, which was finished by the end of November and published in Copenhagen on 13 December. Its world stage première was on 20 May 1882 in Chicago.

The play involves Helen Alving, who is about to dedicate an orphanage she has built in the memory of her dead husband, Captain Alving. She reveals to Pastor Manders, her spiritual advisor, that she has ‘hidden the evils of her marriage’ and has built the orphanage to deplete her husband’s wealth so that their son, Oswald, might not inherit anything from him. Pastor Manders had previously advised her to return to her husband despite his philandering and she had followed his advice in the belief that her love for her husband would eventually reform him. However, her husband’s wicked ways continued until his death and Mrs. Alving was unable to leave him for fear of being shunned by the community. During the action of the play she discovers that her son Oswald, whom she had sent away so that he would not be corrupted by his father, is suffering from inherited syphilis and has fallen in love with Regina Engstrand, Mrs. Alving’s maid. Tragedy further strikes when it is also revealed that Regina is the illegitimate daughter of Captain Alving and therefore Oswald’s own half-sister.

In many ways Ghosts forms a sequel of sorts to A Doll’s House. Instead of the general query, “Did Nora return to her children?”, Ibsen puts the stress on the problem of what would have happened to Nora’s children had she and Helmer persisted in living the life of lies they were accustomed to. The moral corruption of Oswald Alving, his degenerate relationship with the serving maid, who proves to be in the end his half-sister, are the direct product of the moral unsavoriness of Captain Alving, whose past life has been covered through the moral smugness of his wife, acting under the advice of the conventional minister, Pastor Manders. If Dr. Rank, in A Doll’s House, was suffering from the sins of his fathers, Oswald Alving is the product of the moral degeneracy of his father and the moral weakness of his mother. Thus, Ibsen’s Ghosts becomes an answer to the question whether Nora had a right to leave her children when she did.

Much like its predecessor, Ghosts was deliberately sensational, offending many critics with what was regarded at the time as shocking indecency, due to the handling of themes such as infidelity, venereal disease and, worst of all, incest. One English critic later described the play as “a dirty deed done in public”, whilst another newspaper critic labelled the work as, “Revoltingly suggestive and blasphemous ... Characters either contradictory in themselves, uninteresting or abhorrent”. Meanwhile, Ghosts also scandalised the Norwegian society of the day and Ibsen was strongly criticised. In 1898 when the playwright was presented to King Oscar II of Sweden and Norway, at a dinner in Ibsen’s honour, the King told Ibsen that Ghosts was not a good play. After a pause, Ibsen exploded, “Your Majesty, I had to write Ghosts!”
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‘Ghosts’ was not performed in the theatre until May 1882, when a Danish touring company produced it in the Aurora Turner Hall in Chicago. The hall was later converted into a bowling alley.
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INTRODUCTION.
 

The winter of 1879-80 Ibsen spent in Munich, and the greater part of the summer of 1880 at Berchtesgaden. November 1880 saw him back in Rome, and he passed the summer of 1881 at Sorrento. There, fourteen years earlier, he had written the last acts of Peer Gynt; there he now wrote, or at any rate completed, Gengangere. It was published in December 1881, after he had returned to Rome. On December 22 he wrote to Ludwig Passarge, one of his German translators, “My new play has now appeared, and has occasioned a terrible uproar in the Scandinavian press; every day I receive letters and newspaper articles decrying or praising it.... I consider it utterly impossible that any German theatre will accept the play at present. I hardly believe that they will dare to play it in the Scandinavian countries for some time to come.” How rightly he judged we shall see anon.

In the newspapers there was far more obloquy than praise. Two men, however, stood by him from the first: Björnson, from whom he had been practically estranged ever since The League of Youth, and Georg Brandes. The latter published an article in which he declared (I quote from memory) that the play might or might not be Ibsen’s greatest work, but that it was certainly his noblest deed. It was, doubtless, in acknowledgment of this article that Ibsen wrote to Brandes on January 3, 1882: “Yesterday I had the great pleasure of receiving your brilliantly clear and so warmly appreciative review of Ghosts.... All who read your article must, it seems to me, have their eyes opened to what I meant by my new book — assuming, that is, that they have any wish to see. For I cannot get rid of the impression that a very large number of the false interpretations which have appeared in the newspapers are the work of people who know better. In Norway, however, I am willing to believe that the stultification has in most cases been unintentional; and the reason is not far to seek. In that country a great many of the critics are theologians, more or less disguised; and these gentlemen are, as a rule, quite unable to write rationally about creative literature. That enfeeblement of judgment which, at least in the case of the average man, is an inevitable consequence of prolonged occupation with theological studies, betrays itself more especially in the judging of human character, human actions, and human motives. Practical business judgment, on the other hand, does not suffer so much from studies of this order. Therefore the reverend gentlemen are very often excellent members of local boards; but they are unquestionably our worst critics.” This passage is interesting as showing clearly the point of view from which Ibsen conceived the character of Manders. In the next paragraph of the same letter he discusses the attitude of “the so-called Liberal press”; but as the paragraph contains the germ of An Enemy of the People, it may most fittingly be quoted in the introduction to that play.

Three days later (January 6) Ibsen wrote to Schandorph, the Danish novelist: “I was quite prepared for the hubbub. If certain of our Scandinavian reviewers have no talent for anything else, they have an unquestionable talent for thoroughly misunderstanding and misinterpreting those authors whose books they undertake to judge.... They endeavour to make me responsible for the opinions which certain of the personages of my drama express. And yet there is not in the whole book a single opinion, a single utterance, which can be laid to the account of the author. I took good care to avoid this. The very method, the order of technique which imposes its form upon the play, forbids the author to appear in the speeches of his characters. My object was to make the reader feel that he was going through a piece of real experience; and nothing could more effectually prevent such an impression than the intrusion of the author’s private opinions into the dialogue. Do they imagine at home that I am so inexpert in the theory of drama as not to know this? Of course I know it, and act accordingly. In no other play that I have written is the author so external to the action, so entirely absent from it, as in this last one.”

“They say,” he continued, “that the book preaches Nihilism. Not at all. It is not concerned to preach anything whatsoever. It merely points to the ferment of Nihilism going on under the surface, at home as elsewhere. A Pastor Manders will always goad one or other Mrs. Alving to revolt. And just because she is a woman, she will, when once she has begun, go to the utmost extremes.”

Towards the end of January Ibsen wrote from Rome to Olaf Skavlan: “These last weeks have brought me a wealth of experiences, lessons, and discoveries. I, of course, foresaw that my new play would call forth a howl from the camp of the stagnationists; and for; this I care no more than for the barking of a pack of chained dogs. But the pusillanimity which I have observed among the so-called Liberals has given me cause for reflection. The very day after my play was published the Dagblad rushed out a hurriedly-written article, evidently designed to purge itself of all suspicion of complicity in my work. This was entirely unnecessary. I myself am responsible for what I write, I and no one else. I cannot possibly embarrass any party, for to no party do I belong. I stand like a solitary franc-tireur at the outposts, and fight for my own hand. The only man in Norway who has stood up freely, frankly, and courageously for me is Björnson. It is just like him. He has in truth a great, kingly soul, and I shall never forget his action in this matter.”

One more quotation completes the history of these stirring January days, as written by Ibsen himself. It occurs in a letter to a Danish journalist, Otto Borchsenius. “It may well be,” the poet writes, “that the play is in several respects rather daring. But it seemed to me that the time had come for moving some boundary-posts. And this was an undertaking for which a man of the older generation, like myself, was better fitted than the many younger authors who might desire to do something of the kind. I was prepared for a storm; but such storms one must not shrink from encountering. That would be cowardice.”

It happened that, just in these days, the present writer had frequent opportunities of conversing with Ibsen, and of hearing from his own lips almost all the views expressed in the above extracts. He was especially emphatic, I remember, in protesting against the notion that the opinions expressed by Mrs. Alving or Oswald were to be attributed to himself. He insisted, on the contrary, that Mrs. Alving’s views were merely typical of the moral chaos inevitably produced by re-action from the narrow conventionalism represented by Manders.

With one consent, the leading theatres of the three Scandinavian capitals declined to have anything to do with the play. It was more than eighteen months old before it found its way to the stage at all. In August 1883 it was acted for the first time at Helsingborg, Sweden, by a travelling company under the direction of an eminent Swedish actor, August Lindberg, who himself played Oswald. He took it on tour round the principal cities of Scandinavia, playing it, among the rest, at a minor theatre in Christiania. It happened that the boards of the Christiania Theatre were at the same time occupied by a French farce; and public demonstrations of protest were made against the managerial policy which gave Tête de Linotte the preference over Gengangere. Gradually the prejudice against the play broke down. Already in the autumn of 1883 it was produced at the Royal (Dramatiska) Theatre in Stockholm. When the new National Theatre was opened in Christiania in 1899, Gengangere found an early place in its repertory; and even the Royal Theatre in Copenhagen has since opened its doors to the tragedy.

Not until April 1886 was Gespenster acted in Germany, and then only at a private performance, at the Stadttheater, Augsburg, the poet himself being present. In the following winter it was acted at the famous Court Theatre at Meiningen, again in the presence of the poet. The first (private) performance in Berlin took place on January 9, 1887, at the Residenz Theater; and when the Freie Bühne, founded on the model of the Paris Theatre Libre, began its operations two years later (September 29, 1889), Gespenster was the first play that it produced. The Freie Bühne gave the initial impulse to the whole modern movement which has given Germany a new dramatic literature; and the leaders of the movement, whether authors or critics, were one and all ardent disciples of Ibsen, who regarded Gespenster as his typical masterpiece. In Germany, then, the play certainly did, in Ibsen’s own words, “move some boundary-posts.” The Prussian censorship presently withdrew its veto, and on, November 27, 1894, the two leading literary theatres of Berlin, the Deutsches Theater and the Lessing Theater, gave simultaneous performances of the tragedy. Everywhere in Germany and Austria it is now freely performed; but it is naturally one of the least popular of Ibsen’s plays.

It was with Les Revenants that Ibsen made his first appearance on the French stage. The play was produced by the Théâtre Libre (at the Théâtre des Menus-Plaisirs) on May 29, 1890. Here, again, it became the watchword of the new school of authors and critics, and aroused a good deal of opposition among the old school. But the most hostile French criticisms were moderation itself compared with the torrents of abuse which were poured upon Ghosts by the journalists of London when, on March 13, 1891, the Independent Theatre, under the direction of Mr. J. T. Grein, gave a private performance of the play at the Royalty Theatre, Soho. I have elsewhere [Note: See “The Mausoleum of Ibsen,” Fortnightly Review, August 1893. See also Mr. Bernard Shaw’s Quintessence of Ibsenism, p. 89, and my introduction to Ghosts in the single-volume edition.] placed upon record some of the amazing feats of vituperation achieved of the critics, and will not here recall them. It is sufficient to say that if the play had been a tenth part as nauseous as the epithets hurled at it and its author, the Censor’s veto would have been amply justified. That veto is still (1906) in force. England enjoys the proud distinction of being the one country in the world where Ghosts may not be publicly acted. In the United States, the first performance of the play in English took place at the Berkeley Lyceum, New York City, on January 5, 1894. The production was described by Mr. W. D. Howells as “a great theatrical event — the very greatest I have ever known.” Other leading men of letters were equally impressed by it. Five years later, a second production took place at the Carnegie Lyceum; and an adventurous manager has even taken the play on tour in the United States. The Italian version of the tragedy, Gli Spettri, has ever since 1892 taken a prominent place in the repertory of the great actors Zaccone and Novelli, who have acted it, not only throughout Italy, but in Austria, Germany, Russia, Spain, and South America.

In an interview, published immediately after Ibsen’s death, Björnstjerne Björnson, questioned as to what he held to be his brother-poet’s greatest work, replied, without a moment’s hesitation, Gengangere. This dictum can scarcely, I think, be accepted without some qualification. Even confining our attention to the modern plays, and leaving out of comparison The Pretenders, Brand, and Peer Gynt, we can scarcely call Ghosts Ibsen’s richest or most human play, and certainly not his profoundest or most poetical. If some omnipotent Censorship decreed the annihilation of all his works save one, few people, I imagine, would vote that that one should be Ghosts. Even if half a dozen works were to be saved from the wreck, I doubt whether I, for my part, would include Ghosts in the list. It is, in my judgment, a little bare, hard, austere. It is the first work in which Ibsen applies his new technical method — evolved, as I have suggested, during the composition of A Doll’s House — and he applies it with something of fanaticism. He is under the sway of a prosaic ideal — confessed in the phrase, “My object was to make the reader feel that he was going through a piece of real experience” — and he is putting some constraint upon the poet within him. The action moves a little stiffly, and all in one rhythm. It lacks variety and suppleness. Moreover, the play affords some slight excuse for the criticism which persists in regarding Ibsen as a preacher rather than as a creator — an author who cares more for ideas and doctrines than for human beings. Though Mrs. Alving, Engstrand and Regina are rounded and breathing characters, it cannot be denied that Manders strikes one as a clerical type rather than an individual, while even Oswald might not quite unfairly be described as simply and solely his father’s son, an object-lesson in heredity. We cannot be said to know him, individually and intimately, as we know Helmer or Stockmann, Hialmar Ekdal or Gregors Werle. Then, again, there are one or two curious flaws in the play. The question whether Oswald’s “case” is one which actually presents itself in the medical books seems to me of very trifling moment. It is typically true, even if it be not true in detail. The suddenness of the catastrophe may possibly be exaggerated, its premonitions and even its essential nature may be misdescribed. On the other hand, I conceive it, probable that the poet had documents to found upon, which may be unknown to his critics. I have never taken any pains to satisfy myself upon the point, which seems to me quite immaterial. There is not the slightest doubt that the life-history of a Captain Alving may, and often does, entail upon posterity consequences quite as tragic as those which ensue in Oswald’s case, and far more wide-spreading. That being so, the artistic justification of the poet’s presentment of the case is certainly not dependent on its absolute scientific accuracy. The flaws above alluded to are of another nature. One of them is the prominence given to the fact that the Asylum is uninsured. No doubt there is some symbolical purport in the circumstance; but I cannot think that it is either sufficiently clear or sufficiently important to justify the emphasis thrown upon it at the end of the second act. Another dubious point is Oswald’s argument in the first act as to the expensiveness of marriage as compared with free union. Since the parties to free union, as he describes it, accept all the responsibilities of marriage, and only pretermit the ceremony, the difference of expense, one would suppose, must be neither more nor less than the actual marriage fee. I have never seen this remark of Oswald’s adequately explained, either as a matter of economic fact, or as a trait of character. Another blemish, of somewhat greater moment, is the inconceivable facility with which, in the third act, Manders suffers himself to be victimised by Engstrand. All these little things, taken together, detract, as it seems to me, from the artistic completeness of the play, and impair its claim to rank as the poet’s masterpiece. Even in prose drama, his greatest and most consummate achievements were yet to come.

Must we, then, wholly dissent from Björnson’s judgment? I think not. In a historical, if not in an aesthetic, sense, Ghosts may well rank as Ibsen’s greatest work. It was the play which first gave the full measure of his technical and spiritual originality and daring. It has done far more than any other of his plays to “move boundary-posts.” It has advanced the frontiers of dramatic art and implanted new ideals, both technical and intellectual, in the minds of a whole generation of playwrights. It ranks with Hernani and La Dame aux Camélias among the epoch-making plays of the nineteenth century, while in point of essential originality it towers above them. We cannot, I think, get nearer to the truth than Georg Brandes did in the above-quoted phrase from his first notice of the play, describing it as not, perhaps, the poet’s greatest work, but certainly his noblest deed. In another essay, Brandes has pointed to it, with equal justice, as marking Ibsen’s final breach with his early-one might almost say his hereditary romanticism. He here becomes, at last, “the most modern of the moderns.” “This, I am convinced,” says the Danish critic, “is his imperishable glory, and will give lasting life to his works.”






  








CHARACTERS.
 

MRS. HELEN ALVING, widow of Captain Alving, late Chamberlain to  the King. [Note: Chamberlain (Kammerherre) is the only title of  honour now existing in Norway. It is a distinction conferred by the  King on men of wealth and position, and is not hereditary.]

OSWALD ALVING, her son, a painter.

PASTOR MANDERS.

JACOB ENGSTRAND, a carpenter.

REGINA ENGSTRAND, Mrs. Alving’s maid.

 

The action takes place at Mrs. Alving’s country house, beside one of the large fjords in Western Norway.






  








ACT FIRST.
 

[A spacious garden-room, with one door to the left, and two doors to the right. In the middle of the room a round table, with chairs about it. On the table lie books, periodicals, and newspapers. In the foreground to the left a window, and by it a small sofa, with a worktable in front of it. In the background, the room is continued into a somewhat narrower conservatory, the walls of which are formed by large panes of glass. In the right-hand wall of the conservatory is a door leading down into the garden. Through the glass wall a gloomy fjord landscape is faintly visible, veiled by steady rain.]
 

[ENGSTRAND, the carpenter, stands by the garden door. His left leg is somewhat bent; he has a clump of wood under the sole of his boot. REGINA, with an empty garden syringe in her hand, hinders him from advancing.]
 

REGINA. [In a low voice.] What do you want? Stop where you are. You’re positively dripping.
 

ENGSTRAND. It’s the Lord’s own rain, my girl.
 

REGINA. It’s the devil’s rain, I say.
 

ENGSTRAND. Lord, how you talk, Regina. [Limps a step or two forward into the room.] It’s just this as I wanted to say — 
 

REGINA. Don’t clatter so with that foot of yours, I tell you! The young master’s asleep upstairs.
 

ENGSTRAND. Asleep? In the middle of the day?
 

REGINA. It’s no business of yours.
 

ENGSTRAND. I was out on the loose last night — 
 

REGINA. I can quite believe that.
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, we’re weak vessels, we poor mortals, my girl — 
 

REGINA. So it seems.
 

ENGSTRAND. — and temptations are manifold in this world, you see. But all the same, I was hard at work, God knows, at half-past five this morning.
 

REGINA. Very well; only be off now. I won’t stop here and have rendezvous’s
[Note: This and other French words by Regina are in that language in the original] with you.
 

ENGSTRAND. What do you say you won’t have?
 

REGINA. I won’t have any one find you here; so just you go about your business.
 

ENGSTRAND. [Advances a step or two.] Blest if I go before I’ve had a talk with you. This afternoon I shall have finished my work at the school house, and then I shall take to-night’s boat and be off home to the town.
 

REGINA. [Mutters.] Pleasant journey to you!
 

ENGSTRAND. Thank you, my child. To-morrow the Orphanage is to be opened, and then there’ll be fine doings, no doubt, and plenty of intoxicating drink going, you know. And nobody shall say of Jacob Engstrand that he can’t keep out of temptation’s way.
 

REGINA. Oh!
 

ENGSTRAND. You see, there’s to be heaps of grand folks here to-morrow. Pastor Manders is expected from town, too.
 

REGINA. He’s coming to-day.
 

ENGSTRAND. There, you see! And I should be cursedly sorry if he found out anything against me, don’t you understand?
 

REGINA. Oho! is that your game?
 

ENGSTRAND. Is what my game?
 

REGINA. [Looking hard at him.] What are you going to fool Pastor Manders into doing, this time?
 

ENGSTRAND. Sh! sh! Are you crazy? Do I want to fool Pastor Manders? Oh no! Pastor Manders has been far too good a friend to me for that. But I just wanted to say, you know — that I mean to be off home again to-night.
 

REGINA. The sooner the better, say I.
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, but I want you with me, Regina.
 

REGINA. [Open-mouthed.] You want me — ? What are you talking about?
 

ENGSTRAND. I want you to come home with me, I say.
 

REGINA. [Scornfully.] Never in this world shall you get me home with you.
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, we’ll see about that.
 

REGINA. Yes, you may be sure we’ll see about it! Me, that have been brought up by a lady like Mrs Alving! Me, that am treated almost as a daughter here! Is it me you want to go home with you? — to a house like yours? For shame!
 

ENGSTRAND. What the devil do you mean? Do you set yourself up against your father, you hussy?
 

REGINA. [Mutters without looking at him.] You’ve sail often enough I was no concern of yours.
 

ENGSTRAND. Pooh! Why should you bother about that — 
 

REGINA. Haven’t you many a time sworn at me and called me a — ? Fi donc!
 

ENGSTRAND. Curse me, now, if ever I used such an ugly word.
 

REGINA. Oh, I remember very well what word you used.
 

ENGSTRAND. Well, but that was only when I was a bit on, don’t you know? Temptations are manifold in this world, Regina.
 

REGINA. Ugh!
 

ENGSTRAND. And besides, it was when your mother was that aggravating — I had to find something to twit her with, my child. She was always setting up for a fine lady. [Mimics.] “Let me go, Engstrand; let me be. Remember I was three years in Chamberlain Alving’s family at Rosenvold.” [Laughs.] Mercy on us! She could never forget that the Captain was made a Chamberlain while she was in service here.
 

REGINA. Poor mother! you very soon tormented her into her grave.
 

ENGSTRAND. [With a twist of his shoulders.] Oh, of course! I’m to have the blame for everything.
 

REGINA. [Turns away; half aloud.] Ugh — ! And that leg too!
 

ENGSTRAND. What do you say, my child?
 

REGINA. Pied de mouton.
 

ENGSTRAND. Is that English, eh?
 

REGINA. Yes.
 

ENGSTRAND. Ay, ay; you’ve picked up some learning out here; and that may come in useful now, Regina.
 

REGINA. [After a short silence.] What do you want with me in town?
 

ENGSTRAND. Can you ask what a father wants with his only child? A’n’t I a lonely, forlorn widower?
 

REGINA. Oh, don’t try on any nonsense like that with me! Why do you want me?
 

ENGSTRAND. Well, let me tell you, I’ve been thinking of setting up in a new line of business.
 

REGINA. [Contemptuously.] You’ve tried that often enough, and much good you’ve done with it.
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, but this time you shall see, Regina! Devil take me — 
 

REGINA. [Stamps.] Stop your swearing!
 

ENGSTRAND. Hush, hush; you’re right enough there, my girl. What I wanted to say was just this — I’ve laid by a very tidy pile from this Orphanage job.
 

REGINA. Have you? That’s a good thing for you.
 

ENGSTRAND. What can a man spend his ha’pence on here in this country hole?
 

REGINA. Well, what then?
 

ENGSTRAND. Why, you see, I thought of putting the money into some paying speculation. I thought of a sort of a sailor’s tavern — 
 

REGINA. Pah!
 

ENGSTRAND. A regular high-class affair, of course; not any sort of pig-sty for common sailors. No! damn it! it would be for captains and mates, and — and — regular swells, you know.
 

REGINA. And I was to — ?
 

ENGSTRAND. You were to help, to be sure. Only for the look of the thing, you understand. Devil a bit of hard work shall you have, my girl. You shall do exactly what you like.
 

REGINA. Oh, indeed!
 

ENGSTRAND. But there must be a petticoat in the house; that’s as clear as daylight. For I want to have it a bit lively like in the evenings, with singing and dancing, and so on. You must remember they’re weary wanderers on the ocean of life. [Nearer.] Now don’t be a fool and stand in your own light, Regina. What’s to become of you out here? Your mistress has given you a lot of learning; but what good is that to you? You’re to look after the children at the new Orphanage, I hear. Is that the sort of thing for you, eh? Are you so dead set on wearing your life out for a pack of dirty brats?
 

REGINA. No; if things go as I want them to — Well there’s no saying — there’s no saying.
 

ENGSTRAND. What do you mean by “there’s no saying”?
 

REGINA. Never you mind. — How much money have you saved?
 

ENGSTRAND. What with one thing and another, a matter of seven or eight hundred crowns. [A “krone” is equal to one shilling and three-halfpence.]
 

REGINA. That’s not so bad.
 

ENGSTRAND. It’s enough to make a start with, my girl.
 

REGINA. Aren’t you thinking of giving me any?
 

ENGSTRAND. No, I’m blest if I am!
 

REGINA. Not even of sending me a scrap of stuff for a new dress?
 

ENGSTRAND. Come to town with me, my lass, and you’ll soon get dresses enough.
 

REGINA. Pooh! I can do that on my own account, if I want to.
 

ENGSTRAND. No, a father’s guiding hand is what you want, Regina. Now, I’ve got my eye on a capital house in Little Harbour Street. They don’t want much ready-money; and it could be a sort of a Sailors’ Home, you know.
 

REGINA. But I will not live with you! I have nothing whatever to do with you. Be off!
 

ENGSTRAND. You wouldn’t stop long with me, my girl. No such luck! If you knew how to play your cards, such a fine figure of a girl as you’ve grown in the last year or two — 
 

REGINA. Well?
 

ENGSTRAND. You’d soon get hold of some mate — or maybe even a captain — 
 

REGINA. I won’t marry any one of that sort. Sailors have no savoir vivre.
 

ENGSTRAND. What’s that they haven’t got?
 

REGINA. I know what sailors are, I tell you. They’re not the sort of people to marry.
 

ENGSTRAND. Then never mind about marrying them. You can make it pay all the same. [More confidentially.] He — the Englishman — the man with the yacht — he came down with three hundred dollars, he did; and she wasn’t a bit handsomer than you.
 

REGINA. [Making for him.] Out you go!
 

ENGSTRAND. [Falling back.] Come, come! You’re not going to hit me, I hope.
 

REGINA. Yes, if you begin talking about mother I shall hit you. Get away with you, I say! [Drives him back towards the garden door.] And don’t slam the doors. Young Mr. Alving — 
 

ENGSTRAND. He’s asleep; I know. You’re mightily taken up about young Mr. Alving — [More softly.] Oho! you don’t mean to say it’s him as — ?
 

REGINA. Be off this minute! You’re crazy, I tell you! No, not that way. There comes Pastor Manders. Down the kitchen stairs with you.
 

ENGSTRAND. [Towards the right.] Yes, yes, I’m going. But just you talk to him as is coming there. He’s the man to tell you what a child owes its father. For I am your father all the same, you know. I can prove it from the church register.
 

[He goes out through the second door to the right, which REGINA has opened, and closes again after him. REGINA glances hastily at herself in the mirror, dusts herself with her pocket handkerchief; and settles her necktie; then she busies herself with the flowers.]
 

[PASTOR MANDERS, wearing an overcoat, carrying an umbrella, and with a small travelling-bag on a strap over his shoulder, comes through the garden door into the conservatory.]
 

MANDERS. Good-morning, Miss Engstrand.
 

REGINA. [Turning round, surprised and pleased.] No, really! Good morning, Pastor Manders. Is the steamer in already?
 

MANDERS. It is just in. [Enters the sitting-room.] Terrible weather we have been having lately.
 

REGINA. [Follows him.] It’s such blessed weather for the country, sir.
 

MANDERS. No doubt; you are quite right. We townspeople give too little thought to that. [He begins to take of his overcoat.]
 

REGINA. Oh, mayn’t I help you? — There! Why, how wet it is? I’ll just hang it up in the hall. And your umbrella, too — I’ll open it and let it dry.
 

[She goes out with the things through the second door on the right. PASTOR MANDERS takes off his travelling bag and lays it and his hat on a chair. Meanwhile REGINA comes in again.]
 

MANDERS. Ah, it’s a comfort to get safe under cover. I hope everything is going on well here?
 

REGINA. Yes, thank you, sir.
 

MANDERS. You have your hands full, I suppose, in preparation for to-morrow?
 

REGINA. Yes, there’s plenty to do, of course.
 

MANDERS. And Mrs. Alving is at home, I trust?
 

REGINA. Oh dear, yes. She’s just upstairs, looking after the young master’s chocolate.
 

MANDERS. Yes, by-the-bye — I heard down at the pier that Oswald had arrived.
 

REGINA. Yes, he came the day before yesterday. We didn’t expect him before to-day.
 

MANDERS. Quite strong and well, I hope?
 

REGINA. Yes, thank you, quite; but dreadfully tired with the journey. He has made one rush right through from Paris — the whole way in one train, I believe. He’s sleeping a little now, I think; so perhaps we’d better talk a little quietly.
 

MANDERS. Sh! — as quietly as you please.
 

REGINA. [Arranging an arm-chair beside the table.] Now, do sit down, Pastor Manders, and make yourself comfortable. [He sits down; she places a footstool under his feet.] There! Are you comfortable now, sir?
 

MANDERS. Thanks, thanks, extremely so. [Looks at her.] Do you know, Miss Engstrand, I positively believe you have grown since I last saw you.
 

REGINA. Do you think so, Sir? Mrs. Alving says I’ve filled out too.
 

MANDERS. Filled out? Well, perhaps a little; just enough.
 

[Short pause.]
 

REGINA. Shall I tell Mrs. Alving you are here?
 

MANDERS. Thanks, thanks, there is no hurry, my dear child. — By-the-bye, Regina, my good girl, tell me: how is your father getting on out here?
 

REGINA. Oh, thank you, sir, he’s getting on well enough.
 

MANDERS. He called upon me last time he was in town.
 

REGINA. Did he, indeed? He’s always so glad of a chance of talking to you, sir.
 

MANDERS. And you often look in upon him at his work, I daresay?
 

REGINA. I? Oh, of course, when I have time, I — 
 

MANDERS. Your father is not a man of strong character, Miss Engstrand. He stands terribly in need of a guiding hand.
 

REGINA. Oh, yes; I daresay he does.
 

MANDERS. He requires some one near him whom he cares for, and whose judgment he respects. He frankly admitted as much when he last came to see me.
 

REGINA. Yes, he mentioned something of the sort to me. But I don’t know whether Mrs. Alving can spare me; especially now that we’ve got the new Orphanage to attend to. And then I should be so sorry to leave Mrs. Alving; she has always been so kind to me.
 

MANDERS. But a daughter’s duty, my good girl — Of course, we should first have to get your mistress’s consent.
 

REGINA. But I don’t know whether it would be quite proper for me, at my age, to keep house for a single man.
 

MANDERS. What! My dear Miss Engstrand! When the man is your own father!
 

REGINA. Yes, that may be; but all the same — Now, if it were in a thoroughly nice house, and with a real gentleman — 
 

MANDERS. Why, my dear Regina — 
 

REGINA. — one I could love and respect, and be a daughter to — 
 

MANDERS. Yes, but my dear, good child — 
 

REGINA. Then I should be glad to go to town. It’s very lonely out here; you know yourself, sir, what it is to be alone in the world. And I can assure you I’m both quick and willing. Don’t you know of any such place for me, sir?
 

MANDERS. I? No, certainly not.
 

REGINA. But, dear, dear Sir, do remember me if — 
 

MANDERS. [Rising.] Yes, yes, certainly, Miss Engstrand.
 

REGINA. For if I — 
 

MANDERS. Will you be so good as to tell your mistress I am here?
 

REGINA. I will, at once, sir. [She goes out to the left.]
 

MANDERS. [Paces the room two or three times, stands a moment in the background with his hands behind his back, and looks out over the garden. Then he returns to the table, takes up a book, and looks at the title-page; starts, and looks at several books.] Ha — indeed!
 

[MRS. ALVING enters by the door on the left; she is followed by REGINA, who immediately goes out by the first door on the right.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Holds out her hand.] Welcome, my dear Pastor.
 

MANDERS. How do you do, Mrs. Alving? Here I am as I promised.
 

MRS. ALVING. Always punctual to the minute.
 

MANDERS. You may believe it was not so easy for me to get away. With all the Boards and Committees I belong to — 
 

MRS. ALVING. That makes it all the kinder of you to come so early. Now we can get through our business before dinner. But where is your portmanteau?
 

MANDERS. [Quickly.] I left it down at the inn. I shall sleep there to-night.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Suppressing a smile.] Are you really not to be persuaded, even now, to pass the night under my roof?
 

MANDERS. No, no, Mrs. Alving; many thanks. I shall stay at the inn, as usual. It is so conveniently near the landing-stage.
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, you must have your own way. But I really should have thought we two old people — 
 

MANDERS. Now you are making fun of me. Ah, you’re naturally in great spirits to-day — what with to-morrow’s festival and Oswald’s return.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; you can think what a delight it is to me! It’s more than two years since he was home last. And now he has promised to stay with me all the winter.
 

MANDERS. Has he really? That is very nice and dutiful of him. For I can well believe that life in Rome and Paris has very different attractions from any we can offer here.
 

MRS. ALVING. Ah, but here he has his mother, you see. My own darling boy — he hasn’t forgotten his old mother!
 

MANDERS. It would be grievous indeed, if absence and absorption in art and that sort of thing were to blunt his natural feelings.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, you may well say so. But there’s nothing of that sort to fear with him. I’m quite curious to see whether you know him again. He’ll be down presently; he’s upstairs just now, resting a little on the sofa. But do sit down, my dear Pastor.
 

MANDERS. Thank you. Are you quite at liberty — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Certainly. [She sits by the table.]
 

MANDERS. Very well. Then let me show you — [He goes to the chair where his travelling-bag lies, takes out a packet of papers, sits down on the opposite side of the table, and tries to find a clear space for the papers.] Now, to begin with, here is — [Breaking off.] Tell me, Mrs. Alving, how do these books come to be here?
 

MRS. ALVING. These books? They are books I am reading.
 

MANDERS. Do you read this sort of literature?
 

MRS. ALVING. Certainly I do.
 

MANDERS. Do you feel better or happier for such reading?
 

MRS. ALVING. I feel, so to speak, more secure.
 

MANDERS. That is strange. How do you mean?
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, I seem to find explanation and confirmation of all sorts of things I myself have been thinking. For that is the wonderful part of it, Pastor Manders — there is really nothing new in these books, nothing but what most people think and believe. Only most people either don’t formulate it to themselves, or else keep quiet about it.
 

MANDERS. Great heavens! Do you really believe that most people — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. I do, indeed.
 

MANDERS. But surely not in this country? Not here among us?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, certainly; here as elsewhere.
 

MANDERS. Well, I really must say — !
 

MRS. ALVING. For the rest, what do you object to in these books?
 

MANDERS. Object to in them? You surely do not suppose that I have nothing better to do than to study such publications as these?
 

MRS. ALVING. That is to say, you know nothing of what you are condemning?
 

MANDERS. I have read enough about these writings to disapprove of them.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; but your own judgment — 
 

MANDERS. My dear Mrs. Alving, there are many occasions in life when one must rely upon others. Things are so ordered in this world; and it is well that they are. Otherwise, what would become of society?
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, well, I daresay you’re right there.
 

MANDERS. Besides, I of course do not deny that there may be much that is attractive in such books. Nor can I blame you for wishing to keep up with the intellectual movements that are said to be going on in the great world-where you have let your son pass so much of his life. But — 
 

MRS. ALVING. But?
 

MANDERS. [Lowering his voice.] But one should not talk about it, Mrs. Alving. One is certainly not bound to account to everybody for what one reads and thinks within one’s own four walls.
 

MRS. ALVING. Of course not; I quite agree with you.
 

MANDERS. Only think, now, how you are bound to consider the interests of this Orphanage, which you decided on founding at a time when — if I understand you rightly — you thought very differently on spiritual matters.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, yes; I quite admit that. But it was about the Orphanage — 
 

MANDERS. It was about the Orphanage we were to speak; yes. All I say is: prudence, my dear lady! And now let us get to business. [Opens the packet, and takes out a number of papers.] Do you see these?
 

MRS. ALVING. The documents?
 

MANDERS. All — and in perfect order. I can tell you it was hard work to get them in time. I had to put on strong pressure. The authorities are almost morbidly scrupulous when there is any decisive step to be taken. But here they are at last. [Looks through the bundle.] See! here is the formal deed of gift of the parcel of ground known as Solvik in the Manor of Rosenvold, with all the newly constructed buildings, schoolrooms, master’s house, and chapel. And here is the legal fiat for the endowment and for the Bye-laws of the Institution. Will you look at them? [Reads.] “Bye-laws for the Children’s Home to be known as ‘Captain Alving’s Foundation.’”
 

MRS. ALVING. (Looks long at the paper.) So there it is.
 

MANDERS. I have chosen the designation “Captain” rather than “Chamberlain.” “Captain” looks less pretentious.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, yes; just as you think best.
 

MANDERS. And here you have the Bank Account of the capital lying at interest to cover the current expenses of the Orphanage.
 

MRS. ALVING. Thank you; but please keep it — it will be more convenient.
 

MANDERS. With pleasure. I think we will leave the money in the Bank for the present. The interest is certainly not what we could wish — four per cent. and six months’ notice of withdrawal. If a good mortgage could be found later on — of course it must be a first mortgage and an unimpeachable security — then we could consider the matter.
 

MRS. ALVING. Certainly, my dear Pastor Manders. You are the best judge in these things.
 

MANDERS. I will keep my eyes open at any rate. — But now there is one thing more which I have several times been intending to ask you.
 

MRS. ALVING. And what is that?
 

MANDERS. Shall the Orphanage buildings be insured or not?
 

MRS. ALVING. Of course they must be insured.
 

MANDERS. Well, wait a moment, Mrs. Alving. Let us look into the matter a little more closely.
 

MRS. ALVING. I have everything insured; buildings and movables and stock and crops.
 

MANDERS. Of course you have — on your own estate. And so have I — of course. But here, you see, it is quite another matter. The Orphanage is to be consecrated, as it were, to a higher purpose.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, but that’s no reason — 
 

MANDERS. For my own part, I should certainly not see the smallest impropriety in guarding against all contingencies — 
 

MRS. ALVING. No, I should think not.
 

MANDERS. But what is the general feeling in the neighbourhood? You, of course, know better than I.
 

MRS. ALVING. Well — the general feeling — 
 

MANDERS. Is there any considerable number of people — really responsible people — who might be scandalised?
 

MRS. ALVING. What do you mean by “really responsible people”?
 

MANDERS. Well, I mean people in such independent and influential positions that one cannot help attaching some weight to their opinions.
 

MRS. ALVING. There are several people of that sort here, who would very likely be shocked if — 
 

MANDERS. There, you see! In town we have many such people. Think of all my colleague’s adherents! People would be only too ready to interpret our action as a sign that neither you nor I had the right faith in a Higher Providence.
 

MRS. ALVING. But for your own part, my dear Pastor, you can at least tell yourself that — 
 

MANDERS. Yes, I know — I know; my conscience would be quite easy, that is true enough. But nevertheless we should not escape grave misinterpretation; and that might very likely react unfavourably upon the Orphanage.
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, in that case — 
 

MANDERS. Nor can I entirely lose sight of the difficult — I may even say painful — position in which I might perhaps be placed. In the leading circles of the town, people take a lively interest in this Orphanage. It is, of course, founded partly for the benefit of the town, as well; and it is to be hoped it will, to a considerable extent, result in lightening our Poor Rates. Now, as I have been your adviser, and have had the business arrangements in my hands, I cannot but fear that I may have to bear the brunt of fanaticism — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, you mustn’t run the risk of that.
 

MANDERS. To say nothing of the attacks that would assuredly be made upon me in certain papers and periodicals, which — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Enough, my dear Pastor Manders. That consideration is quite decisive.
 

MANDERS. Then you do not wish the Orphanage to be insured?
 

MRS. ALVING. No. We will let it alone.
 

MANDERS. [Leaning hack in his chair.] But if, now, a disaster were to happen? One can never tell — Should you be able to make good the damage?
 

MRS. ALVING. No; I tell you plainly I should do nothing of the kind.
 

MANDERS. Then I must tell you, Mrs. Alving — we are taking no small responsibility upon ourselves.
 

MRS. ALVING. Do you think we can do otherwise?
 

MANDERS. No, that is just the point; we really cannot do otherwise. We ought not to expose ourselves to misinterpretation; and we have no right whatever to give offence to the weaker brethren.
 

MRS. ALVING. You, as a clergyman, certainly should not.
 

MANDERS. I really think, too, we may trust that such an institution has fortune on its side; in fact, that it stands under a special providence.
 

MRS. ALVING. Let us hope so, Pastor Manders.
 

MANDERS. Then we will let it take its chance?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, certainly.
 

MANDERS. Very well. So be it. [Makes a note.] Then — no insurance.
 

MRS. ALVING. It’s odd that you should just happen to mention the matter to-day — 
 

MANDERS. I have often thought of asking you about it — 
 

MRS. ALVING. — for we very nearly had a fire down there yesterday.
 

MANDERS. You don’t say so!
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, it was a trifling matter. A heap of shavings had caught fire in the carpenter’s workshop.
 

MANDERS. Where Engstrand works?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes. They say he’s often very careless with matches.
 

MANDERS. He has so much on his mind, that man — so many things to fight against. Thank God, he is now striving to lead a decent life, I hear.
 

MRS. ALVING. Indeed! Who says so?
 

MANDERS. He himself assures me of it. And he is certainly a capital workman.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, yes; so long as he’s sober — 
 

MANDERS. Ah, that melancholy weakness! But, a is often driven to it by his injured leg, lie says,’ Last time he was in town I was really touched by him. He came and thanked me so warmly for having got him work here, so that he might be near Regina.
 

MRS. ALVING. He doesn’t see much of her.
 

MANDERS. Oh, yes; he has a talk with her every day. He told me so himself.
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, it may be so.
 

MANDERS. He feels so acutely that he needs some one to keep a firm hold on him when temptation comes. That is what I cannot help liking about Jacob Engstrand: he comes to you so helplessly, accusing himself and confessing his own weakness. The last time he was talking to me — Believe me, Mrs. Alving, supposing it were a real necessity for him to have Regina home again — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Rising hastily.] Regina!
 

MANDERS. — you must not set yourself against it.
 

MRS. ALVING. Indeed I shall set myself against it. And besides — Regina is to have a position in the Orphanage.
 

MANDERS. But, after all, remember he is her father — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, I know very well what sort of a father he has been to her. No! She shall never go to him with my goodwill.
 

MANDERS. [Rising.] My dear lady, don’t take the matter so warmly. You sadly misjudge poor Engstrand. You seem to be quite terrified — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [More quietly.] It makes no difference. I have taken Regina into my house, and there she shall stay. [Listens.] Hush, my dear Mr. Manders; say no more about it. [Her face lights up with gladness.] Listen! there is Oswald coming downstairs. Now we’ll think of no one but him.
 

[OSWALD ALVING, in a light overcoat, hat in hand, and smoking a large meerschaum, enters by the door on the left; he stops in the doorway.]
 

OSWALD. Oh, I beg your pardon; I thought you were in the study. [Comes forward.] Good-morning, Pastor Manders.
 

MANDERS. [Staring.] Ah — ! How strange — !
 

MRS. ALVING. Well now, what do you think of him, Mr. Manders?
 

MANDERS. I — I — can it really be — ?
 

OSWALD. Yes, it’s really the Prodigal Son, sir.
 

MANDERS. [Protesting.] My dear young friend — 
 

OSWALD. Well, then, the Lost Sheep Found.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald is thinking of the time when you were so much opposed to his becoming a painter.
 

MANDERS. To our human eyes many a step seems dubious, which afterwards proves — [Wrings his hand.] But first of all, welcome, welcome home! Do not think, my dear Oswald — I suppose I may call you by your Christian name?
 

OSWALD. What else should you call me?
 

MANDERS. Very good. What I wanted to say was this, my dear Oswald you must not think that I utterly condemn the artist’s calling. I have no doubt there are many who can keep their inner self unharmed in that profession, as in any other.
 

OSWALD. Let us hope so.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Beaming with delight.] I know one who has kept both his inner and his outer self unharmed. Just look at him, Mr. Manders.
 

OSWALD. [Moves restlessly about the room.] Yes, yes, my dear mother; let’s say no more about it.
 

MANDERS. Why, certainly — that is undeniable. And you have begun to make a name for yourself already. The newspapers have often spoken of you, most favourably. Just lately, by-the-bye, I fancy I haven’t seen your name quite so often.
 

OSWALD. [Up in the conservatory.] I haven’t been able to paint so much lately.
 

MRS. ALVING. Even a painter needs a little rest now and then.
 

MANDERS. No doubt, no doubt. And meanwhile he can be preparing himself and mustering his forces for some great work.
 

OSWALD. Yes. — Mother, will dinner soon be ready?
 

MRS. ALVING. In less than half an hour. He has a capital appetite, thank God.
 

MANDERS. And a taste for tobacco, too.
 

OSWALD. I found my father’s pipe in my room — 
 

MANDERS. Aha — then that accounts for it!
 

MRS. ALVING. For what?
 

MANDERS. When Oswald appeared there, in the doorway, with the pipe in his mouth, I could have sworn I saw his father, large as life.
 

OSWALD. No, really?
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, how can you say so? Oswald takes after me.
 

MANDERS. Yes, but there is an expression about the corners of the mouth — something about the lips — that reminds one exactly of Alving: at any rate, now that he is smoking.
 

MRS. ALVING. Not in the least. Oswald has rather a clerical curve about his mouth, I think.
 

MANDERS. Yes, yes; some of my colleagues have much the same expression.
 

MRS. ALVING. But put your pipe away, my dear boy; I won’t have smoking in here.
 

OSWALD. [Does so.] By all means. I only wanted to try it; for I once smoked it when I was a child.
 

MRS. ALVING. You?
 

OSWALD. Yes. I was quite small at the time. I recollect I came up to father’s room one evening when he was in great spirits.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, you can’t recollect anything of those times.
 

OSWALD. Yes, I recollect it distinctly. He took me on his knee, and gave me the pipe. “Smoke, boy,” he said; “smoke away, boy!” And I smoked as hard as I could, until I felt I was growing quite pale, and the perspiration stood in great drops on my forehead. Then he burst out laughing heartily — 
 

MANDERS. That was most extraordinary.
 

MRS. ALVING. My dear friend, it’s only something Oswald has dreamt.
 

OSWALD. No, mother, I assure you I didn’t dream it. For — don’t you remember this? — you came and carried me out into the nursery. Then I was sick, and I saw that you were crying. — Did father often play such practical jokes?
 

MANDERS. In his youth he overflowed with the joy of life — 
 

OSWALD. And yet he managed to do so much in the world; so much that was good and useful; although he died so early.
 

MANDERS. Yes, you have inherited the name of an energetic and admirable man, my dear Oswald Alving. No doubt it will be an incentive to you — 
 

OSWALD. It ought to, indeed.
 

MANDERS. It was good of you to come home for the ceremony in his honour.
 

OSWALD. I could do no less for my father.
 

MRS. ALVING. And I am to keep him so long! That is the best of all.
 

MANDERS. You are going to pass the winter at home, I hear.
 

OSWALD. My stay is indefinite, sir.-But, ah! it is good to be at home!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Beaming.] Yes, isn’t it, dear?
 

MANDERS. [Looking sympathetically at him.] You went out into the world early, my dear Oswald.
 

OSWALD. I did. I sometimes wonder whether it wasn’t too early.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, not at all. A healthy lad is all the better for it; especially when he’s an only child. He oughtn’t to hang on at home with his mother and father, and get spoilt.
 

MANDERS. That is a very disputable point, Mrs. Alving. A child’s proper place is, and must be, the home of his fathers.
 

OSWALD. There I quite agree with you, Pastor Manders.
 

MANDERS. Only look at your own son — there is no reason why we should not say it in his presence — what has the consequence been for him? He is six or seven and twenty, and has never had the opportunity of learning what a well-ordered home really is.
 

OSWALD. I beg your pardon, Pastor; there you’re quite mistaken.
 

MANDERS. Indeed? I thought you had lived almost exclusively in artistic circles.
 

OSWALD. So I have.
 

MANDERS. And chiefly among the younger artists?
 

OSWALD. Yes, certainly.
 

MANDERS. But I thought few of those young fellows could afford to set up house and support a family.
 

OSWALD. There are many who cannot afford to marry, sir.
 

MANDERS. Yes, that is just what I say.
 

OSWALD. But they may have a home for all that. And several of them have, as a matter of fact; and very pleasant, well-ordered homes they are, too.
 

[MRS. ALVING follows with breathless interest; nods, but says nothing.]
 

MANDERS. But I’m not talking of bachelors’ quarters. By a “home” I understand the home of a family, where a man lives with his wife and children.
 

OSWALD. Yes; or with his children and his children’s mother.
 

MANDERS. [Starts; clasps his hands.] But, good heavens — 
 

OSWALD. Well?
 

MANDERS. Lives with — his children’s mother!
 

OSWALD. Yes. Would you have him turn his children’s mother out of doors?
 

MANDERS. Then it is illicit relations you are talking of! Irregular marriages, as people call them!
 

OSWALD. I have never noticed anything particularly irregular about the life these people lead.
 

MANDERS. But how is it possible that a — a young man or young woman with any decency of feeling can endure to live in that way? — in the eyes of all the world!
 

OSWALD. What are they to do? A poor young artist — a poor girl — marriage costs a great deal. What are they to do?
 

MANDERS. What are they to do? Let me tell you, Mr. Alving, what they ought to do. They ought to exercise self-restraint from the first; that is what they ought to do.
 

OSWALD. That doctrine will scarcely go down with warm-blooded young people who love each other.
 

MRS. ALVING. No, scarcely!
 

MANDERS. [Continuing.] How can the authorities tolerate such things! Allow them to go on in the light of day! [Confronting MRS. ALVING.] Had I not cause to be deeply concerned about your son? In circles where open immorality prevails, and has even a sort of recognised position — !
 

OSWALD. Let me tell you, sir, that I have been in the habit of spending nearly all my Sundays in one or two such irregular homes — 
 

MANDERS. Sunday of all days!
 

OSWALD. Isn’t that the day to enjoy one’s self? Well, never have I heard an offensive word, and still less have I witnessed anything that could be called immoral. No; do you know when and where I have come across immorality in artistic circles?
 

MANDERS. No, thank heaven, I don’t!
 

OSWALD. Well, then, allow me to inform you. I have met with it when one or other of our pattern husbands and fathers has come to Paris to have a look round on his own account, and has done the artists the honour of visiting their humble haunts. They knew what was what. These gentlemen could tell us all about places and things we had never dreamt of.
 

MANDERS. What! Do you mean to say that respectable men from home here would — ?
 

OSWALD. Have you never heard these respectable men, when they got home again, talking about the way in which immorality runs rampant abroad?
 

MANDERS. Yes, no doubt — 
 

MRS. ALVING. I have too.
 

OSWALD. Well, you may take their word for it. They know what they are talking about! [Presses has hands to his head.] Oh! that that great, free, glorious life out there should be defiled in such a way!
 

MRS. ALVING. You mustn’t get excited, Oswald. It’s not good for you.
 

OSWALD. Yes; you’re quite right, mother. It’s bad for me, I know. You see, I’m wretchedly worn out. I shall go for a little turn before dinner. Excuse me, Pastor: I know you can’t take my point of view; but I couldn’t help speaking out. [He goes out by the second door to the right.]
 

MRS. ALVING. My poor boy!
 

MANDERS. You may well say so. Then this is what he has come to!
 

[MRS. ALVING looks at him silently.]
 

MANDERS. [Walking up and down.] He called himself the Prodigal Son. Alas! alas!
 

[MRS. ALVING continues looking at him.]
 

MANDERS. And what do you say to all this?
 

MRS. ALVING. I say that Oswald was right in every word.
 

MANDERS. [Stands still.] Right? Right! In such principles?
 

MRS. ALVING. Here, in my loneliness, I have come to the same way of thinking, Pastor Manders. But I have never dared to say anything. Well! now my boy shall speak for me.
 

MANDERS. You are greatly to be pitied, Mrs. Alving. But now I must speak seriously to you. And now it is no longer your business manager and adviser, your own and your husband’s early friend, who stands before you. It is the priest — the priest who stood before you in the moment of your life when you had gone farthest astray.
 

MRS. ALVING. And what has the priest to say to me?
 

MANDERS. I will first stir up your memory a little. The moment is well chosen. To-morrow will be the tenth anniversary of your husband’s death. To-morrow the memorial in his honour will be unveiled. To-morrow I shall have to speak to the whole assembled multitude. But to-day I will speak to you alone.
 

MRS. ALVING. Very well, Pastor Manders. Speak.
 

MANDERS. Do you remember that after less than a year of married life you stood on the verge of an abyss? That you forsook your house and home? That you fled from your husband? Yes, Mrs. Alving — fled, fled, and refused to return to him, however much he begged and prayed you?
 

MRS. ALVING. Have you forgotten how infinitely miserable I was in that first year?
 

MANDERS. It is the very mark of the spirit of rebellion to crave for happiness in this life. What right have we human beings to happiness? We have simply to do our duty, Mrs. Alving! And your duty was to hold firmly to the man you had once chosen, and to whom you were bound by the holiest ties.
 

MRS. ALVING. You know very well what sort of life Alving was leading — what excesses he was guilty of.
 

MANDERS. I know very well what rumours there were about him; and I am the last to approve the life he led in his young days, if report did not wrong him. But a wife is not appointed to be her husband’s judge. It was your duty to bear with humility the cross which a Higher Power had, in its wisdom, laid upon you. But instead of that you rebelliously throw away the cross, desert the backslider whom you should have supported, go and risk your good name and reputation, and — nearly succeed in ruining other people’s reputation into the bargain.
 

MRS. ALVING. Other people’s? One other person’s, you mean.
 

MANDERS. It was incredibly reckless of you to seek refuge with me.
 

MRS. ALVING. With our clergyman? With our intimate friend?
 

MANDERS. Just on that account. Yes, you may thank God that I possessed the necessary firmness; that I succeeded in dissuading you from your wild designs; and that it was vouchsafed me to lead you back to the path of duty, and home to your lawful husband.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, Pastor Manders, that was certainly your work.
 

MANDERS. I was but a poor instrument in a Higher Hand. And what a blessing has it not proved to you, all the days of your life, that I induced you to resume the yoke of duty and obedience! Did not everything happen as I foretold? Did not Alving turn his back on his errors, as a man should? Did he not live with you from that time, lovingly and blamelessly, all his days? Did he not become a benefactor to the whole district? And did he not help you to rise to his own level, so that you, little by little, became his assistant in all his undertakings? And a capital assistant, too — oh, I know, Mrs. Alving, that praise is due to you. — But now I come to the next great error in your life.
 

MRS. ALVING. What do you mean?
 

MANDERS. Just as you once disowned a wife’s duty, so you have since disowned a mother’s.
 

MRS. ALVING. Ah — !
 

MANDERS. You have been all your life under the dominion of a pestilent spirit of self-will. The whole bias of your mind has been towards insubordination and lawlessness. You have never known how to endure any bond. Everything that has weighed upon you in life you have cast away without care or conscience, like a burden you were free to throw off at will. It did not please you to be a wife any longer, and you left your husband. You found it troublesome to be a mother, and you sent your child forth among strangers.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, that is true. I did so.
 

MANDERS. And thus you have become a stranger to him.
 

MRS. ALVING. No! no! I am not.
 

MANDERS. Yes, you are; you must be. And in what state of mind has he returned to you? Bethink yourself well, Mrs. Alving. You sinned greatly against your husband; — that you recognise by raising yonder memorial to him. Recognise now, also, how you have sinned against your son — there may yet be time to lead him back from the paths of error. Turn back yourself, and save what may yet be saved in him. For [With uplifted forefinger] verily, Mrs. Alving, you are a guilt-laden mother! This I have thought it my duty to say to you.
 

[Silence.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Slowly and with self-control.] You have now spoken out, Pastor Manders; and to-morrow you are to speak publicly in memory of my husband. I shall not speak to-morrow. But now I will speak frankly to you, as you have spoken to me.
 

MANDERS. To be sure; you will plead excuses for your conduct — 
 

MRS. ALVING. No. I will only tell you a story.
 

MANDERS. Well — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. All that you have just said about my husband and me, and our life after you had brought me back to the path of duty — as you called it — about all that you know nothing from personal observation. From that moment you, who had been our intimate friend, never set foot in our house gain.
 

MANDERS. You and your husband left the town immediately after.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; and in my husband’s lifetime you never came to see us. It was business that forced you to visit me when you undertook the affairs of the Orphanage.
 

MANDERS. [Softly and hesitatingly.] Helen — if that is meant as a reproach, I would beg you to bear in mind — 
 

MRS. ALVING. — the regard you owed to your position, yes; and that I was a runaway wife. One can never be too cautious with such unprincipled creatures.
 

MANDERS. My dear — Mrs. Alving, you know that is an absurd exaggeration — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Well well, suppose it is. My point is that your judgment as to my married life is founded upon nothing but common knowledge and report.
 

MANDERS. I admit that. What then?
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, then, Pastor Manders — I will tell you the truth. I have sworn to myself that one day you should know it — you alone!
 

MANDERS. What is the truth, then?
 

MRS. ALVING. The truth is that my husband died just as dissolute as he had lived all his days.
 

MANDERS. [Feeling after a chair.] What do you say?
 

MRS. ALVING. After nineteen years of marriage, as dissolute — in his desires at any rate — as he was before you married us.
 

MANDERS. And those-those wild oats — those irregularities — those excesses, if you like — you call “a dissolute life”?
 

MRS. ALVING. Our doctor used the expression.
 

MANDERS. I do not understand you.
 

MRS. ALVING. You need not.
 

MANDERS. It almost makes me dizzy. Your whole married life, the seeming union of all these years, was nothing more than a hidden abyss!
 

MRS. ALVING. Neither more nor less. Now you know it.
 

MANDERS. This is — this is inconceivable to me. I cannot grasp it! I cannot realise it! But how was it possible to — ? How could such a state of things be kept secret?
 

MRS. ALVING. That has been my ceaseless struggle, day after day. After Oswald’s birth, I thought Alving seemed to be a little better. But it did not last long. And then I had to struggle twice as hard, fighting as though for life or death, so that nobody should know what sort of man my child’s father was. And you know what power Alving had of winning people’s hearts. Nobody seemed able to believe anything but good of him. He was one of those people whose life does not bite upon their reputation. But at last, Mr. Manders — for you must know the whole story — the most repulsive thing of all happened.
 

MANDERS. More repulsive than what you have told me?
 

MRS. ALVING. I had gone on bearing with him, although I knew very well the secrets of his life out of doors. But when he brought the scandal within our own walls — 
 

MANDERS. Impossible! Here!
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; here in our own home. It was there [Pointing towards the first door on the right], in the dining-room, that I first came to know of it. I was busy with something in there, and the door was standing ajar. I heard our housemaid come up from the garden, with water for those flowers.
 

MANDERS. Well — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Soon after, I heard Alving come in too. I heard him say something softly to her. And then I heard — [With a short laugh] — oh! it still sounds in my ears, so hateful and yet so ludicrous — I heard my own servant-maid whisper, “Let me go, Mr. Alving! Let me be!”
 

MANDERS. What unseemly levity on his part’! But it cannot have been more than levity, Mrs. Alving; believe me, it cannot.
 

MRS. ALVING. I soon knew what to believe. Mr. Alving had his way with the girl; and that connection had consequences, Mr. Manders.
 

MANDERS. [As though petrified.] Such things in this house — in this house!
 

MRS. ALVING. I had borne a great deal in this house. To keep him at home in the evenings, and at night, I had to make myself his boon companion in his secret orgies up in his room. There I have had to sit alone with him, to clink glasses and drink with him, and to listen to his ribald, silly talk. I have had to fight with him to get him dragged to bed — 
 

MANDERS. [Moved.] And you were able to bear all this!
 

MRS. ALVING. I had to bear it for my little boy’s sake. But when the last insult was added; when my own servant-maid — ; then I swore to myself: This shall come to an end! And so I took the reins into my own hand — the whole control — over him and everything else. For now I had a weapon against him, you see; he dared not oppose me. It was then I sent Oswald away from home. He was nearly seven years old, and was beginning to observe and ask questions, as children do. That I could not bear. It seemed to me the child must be poisoned by merely breathing the air of this polluted home. That was why I sent him away. And now you can see, too, why he was never allowed to set foot inside his home so long as his father lived. No one knows what that cost me.
 

MANDERS. You have indeed had a life of trial.
 

MRS. ALVING. I could never have borne it if I had not had my work. For I may truly say that I have worked! All the additions to the estate — all the improvements — all the labour-saving appliances, that Alving was so much praised for having introduced — do you suppose he had energy for anything of the sort? — he, who lay all day on the sofa, reading an old Court Guide! No; but I may tell you this too: when he had his better intervals, it was I who urged him on; it was I who had to drag the whole load when he relapsed into his evil ways, or sank into querulous wretchedness.
 

MANDERS. And it is to this man that you raise a memorial?
 

MRS. ALVING. There you see the power of an evil conscience.
 

MANDERS. Evil — ? What do you mean?
 

MRS. ALVING. It always seemed to me impossible but that the truth must come out and be believed. So the Orphanage was to deaden all rumours and set every doubt at rest.
 

MANDERS. In that you have certainly not missed your aim, Mrs. Alving.
 

MRS. ALVING. And besides, I had one other reason. I was determined that Oswald, my own boy, should inherit nothing whatever from his father.
 

MANDERS. Then it is Alving’s fortune that — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes. The sums I have spent upon the Orphanage, year by year, make up the amount — I have reckoned it up precisely — the amount which made Lieutenant Alving “a good match” in his day.
 

MANDERS. I don’t understand — 
 

MRS. ALVING. It was my purchase-money. I do not choose that that money should pass into Oswald’s hands. My son shall have everything from me — everything.
 

[OSWALD ALVING enters through the second door to the right; he has taken of his hat and overcoat in the hall.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Going towards him.] Are you back again already? My dear, dear boy!
 

OSWALD. Yes. What can a fellow do out of doors in this eternal rain? But I hear dinner is ready. That’s capital!
 

REGINA. [With a parcel, from the dining-room.] A parcel has come for you, Mrs. Alving. [Hands it to her.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [With a glance at MR. MANDERS.] No doubt copies of the ode for to-morrow’s ceremony.
 

MANDERS. H’m — 
 

REGINA. And dinner is ready.
 

MRS. ALVING. Very well. We will come directly. I will just — [Begins to open the parcel.]
 

REGINA. [To OSWALD.] Would Mr. Alving like red or white wine?
 

OSWALD. Both, if you please.
 

REGINA. Bien. Very well, sir. [She goes into the dining-room.]
 

OSWALD. I may as well help to uncork it. [He also goes into the dining room, the door of which swings half open behind him.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Who has opened the parcel.] Yes, I thought so. Here is the Ceremonial Ode, Pastor Manders.
 

MANDERS. [With folded hands.] With what countenance I am to deliver my discourse to-morrow — !
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, you will get through it somehow.
 

MANDERS. [Softly, so as not to be heard in the dining-room.] Yes; it would not do to provoke scandal.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Under her breath, but firmly.] No. But then this long, hateful comedy will be ended. From the day after to-morrow, I shall act in every way as though he who is dead had never lived in this house. There shall be no one here but my boy and his mother.
 

[From the dining-room comes the noise of a chair overturned, and at the same moment is heard:]
 

REGINA. [Sharply, but in a whisper.] Oswald! take care! are you mad? Let me go!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Starts in terror.] Ah — !
 

[She stares wildly towards the half-open door. OSWALD is heard laughing and humming. A bottle is uncorked.]
 

MANDERS. [Agitated.] What can be the matter? What is it, Mrs. Alving?
 

MRS. ALVING. [Hoarsely.] Ghosts! The couple from the conservatory — risen again!
 

MANDERS. Is it possible! Regina — ? Is she — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes. Come. Not a word — !
 

[She seizes PASTOR MANDERS by the arm, and walks unsteadily towards the dining-room.]
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

[The same room. The mist still lies heavy over the landscape.]
 

[MANDERS and MRS. ALVING enter from the dining-room.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Still in the doorway.]
Velbekomme
[Note: A phrase equivalent to the German Prosit die Mahlzeit — May good digestion wait on appetite.], Mr. Manders. [Turns back towards the dining-room.] Aren’t you coming too, Oswald?
 

OSWALD. [From within.] No, thank you. I think I shall go out a little.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, do. The weather seems a little brighter now. [She shuts the dining-room door, goes to the hall door, and calls:] Regina!
 

REGINA. [Outside.] Yes, Mrs. Alving?
 

MRS. ALVING. Go down to the laundry, and help with the garlands.
 

REGINA. Yes, Mrs. Alving.
 

[MRS. ALVING assures herself that REGINA goes; then shuts the door.]
 

MANDERS. I suppose he cannot overhear us in there?
 

MRS. ALVING. Not when the door is shut. Besides, he’s just going out.
 

MANDERS. I am still quite upset. I don’t know how I could swallow a morsel of dinner.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Controlling her nervousness, walks up and down.] Nor I. But what is to be done now?
 

MANDERS. Yes; what is to be done? I am really quite at a loss. I am so utterly without experience in matters of this sort.
 

MRS. ALVING. I feel sure that, so far, no mischief has been done.
 

MANDERS. No; heaven forbid! But it is an unseemly state of things, nevertheless.
 

MRS. ALVING. It is only an idle fancy on Oswald’s part; you may be sure of that.
 

MANDERS. Well, as I say, I am not accustomed to affairs of the kind. But I should certainly think — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Out of the house she must go, and that immediately. That is as clear as daylight — 
 

MANDERS. Yes, of course she must.
 

MRS. ALVING. But where to? It would not be right to — 
 

MANDERS. Where to? Home to her father, of course.
 

MRS. ALVING. To whom did you say?
 

MANDERS. To her — But then, Engstrand is not — ? Good God, Mrs. Alving, it’s impossible! You must be mistaken after all.
 

MRS. ALVING. Unfortunately there is no possibility of mistake. Johanna confessed everything to me; and Alving could not deny it. So there was nothing to be done but to get the matter hushed up.
 

MANDERS. No, you could do nothing else.
 

MRS. ALVING. The girl left our service at once, and got a good sum of money to hold her tongue for the time. The rest she managed for herself when she got to town. She renewed her old acquaintance with Engstrand, no doubt let him see that she had money in her purse, and told him some tale about a foreigner who put in here with a yacht that summer. So she and Engstrand got married in hot haste. Why, you married them yourself.
 

MANDERS. But then how to account for — ? I recollect distinctly Engstrand coming to give notice of the marriage. He was quite overwhelmed with contrition, and bitterly reproached himself for the misbehaviour he and his sweetheart had been guilty of.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; of course he had to take the blame upon himself.
 

MANDERS. But such a piece of duplicity on his part! And towards me too! I never could have believed it of Jacob Engstrand. I shall not fail to take him seriously to task; he may be sure of that. — And then the immorality of such a connection! For money — ! How much did the girl receive?
 

MRS. ALVING. Three hundred dollars.
 

MANDERS. Just think of it — for a miserable three hundred dollars, to go and marry a fallen woman!
 

MRS. ALVING. Then what have you to say of me? I went and married a fallen man.
 

MANDERS. Why — good heavens! — what are you talking about! A fallen man!
 

MRS. ALVING. Do you think Alving was any purer when I went with him to the altar than Johanna was when Engstrand married her?
 

MANDERS. Well, but there is a world of difference between the two cases — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Not so much difference after all — except in the price: — a miserable three hundred dollars and a whole fortune.
 

MANDERS. How can you compare such absolutely dissimilar cases? You had taken counsel with your own heart and with your natural advisers.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Without looking at him.] I thought you understood where what you call my heart had strayed to at the time.
 

MANDERS. [Distantly.] Had I understood anything of the kind, I should not have been a daily guest in your husband’s house.
 

MRS. ALVING. At any rate, the fact remains that with myself I took no counsel whatever.
 

MANDERS. Well then, with your nearest relatives — as your duty bade you — with your mother and your two aunts.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, that is true. Those three cast up the account for me. Oh, it’s marvellous how clearly they made out that it would be downright madness to refuse such an offer. If mother could only see me now, and know what all that grandeur has come to!
 

MANDERS. Nobody can be held responsible for the result. This, at least, remains clear: your marriage was in full accordance with law and order.
 

MRS. ALVING. [At the window.] Oh, that perpetual law and order! I often think that is what does all the mischief in this world of ours.
 

MANDERS. Mrs. Alving, that is a sinful way of talking.
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, I can’t help it; I must have done with all this constraint and insincerity. I can endure it no longer. I must work my way out to freedom.
 

MANDERS. What do you mean by that?
 

MRS. ALVING. [Drumming on the window frame.] I ought never to have concealed the facts of Alving’s life. But at that time I dared not do anything else-I was afraid, partly on my own account. I was such a coward.
 

MANDERS. A coward?
 

MRS. ALVING. If people had come to know anything, they would have said—”Poor man! with a runaway wife, no wonder he kicks over the traces.”
 

MANDERS. Such remarks might have been made with a certain show of right.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Looking steadily at him.] If I were what I ought to be, I should go to Oswald and say, “Listen, my boy: your father led a vicious life—”
 

MANDERS. Merciful heavens — !
 

MRS. ALVING. — and then I should tell him all I have told you — every word of it.
 

MANDERS. You shock me unspeakably, Mrs. Alving.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; I know that. I know that very well. I myself am shocked at the idea. [Goes away from the window.] I am such a coward.
 

MANDERS. You call it “cowardice” to do your plain duty? Have you forgotten that a son ought to love and honour his father and mother?
 

MRS. ALVING. Do not let us talk in such general terms. Let us ask: Ought Oswald to love and honour Chamberlain Alving?
 

MANDERS. Is there no voice in your mother’s heart that forbids you to destroy your son’s ideals?
 

MRS. ALVING. But what about the truth?
 

MANDERS. But what about the ideals?
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh — ideals, ideals! If only I were not such a coward!
 

MANDERS. Do not despise ideals, Mrs. Alving; they will avenge themselves cruelly. Take Oswald’s case: he, unfortunately, seems to have few enough ideals as it is; but I can see that his father stands before him as an ideal.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, that is true.
 

MANDERS. And this habit of mind you have yourself implanted and fostered by your letters.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; in my superstitious awe for duty and the proprieties, I lied to my boy, year after year. Oh, what a coward — what a coward I have been!
 

MANDERS. You have established a happy illusion in your son’s heart, Mrs. Alving; and assuredly you ought not to undervalue it.
 

MRS. ALVING. H’m; who knows whether it is so happy after all — ? But, at any rate, I will not have any tampering wide Regina. He shall not go and wreck the poor girl’s life.
 

MANDERS. No; good God — that would be terrible!
 

MRS. ALVING. If I knew he was in earnest, and that it would be for his happiness — 
 

MANDERS. What? What then?
 

MRS. ALVING. But it couldn’t be; for unfortunately Regina is not the right sort of woman.
 

MANDERS. Well, what then? What do you mean?
 

MRS. ALVING. If I weren’t such a pitiful coward, I should say to him, “Marry her, or make what arrangement you please, only let us have nothing underhand about it.”
 

MANDERS. Merciful heavens, would you let them marry! Anything so dreadful — ! so unheard of — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Do you really mean “unheard of”? Frankly, Pastor Manders, do you suppose that throughout the country there are not plenty of married couples as closely akin as they?
 

MANDERS. I don’t in the least understand you.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh yes, indeed you do.
 

MANDERS. Ah, you are thinking of the possibility that — Alas! yes, family life is certainly not always so pure as it ought to be. But in such a case as you point to, one can never know — at least with any certainty. Here, on the other hand — that you, a mother, can think of letting your son — 
 

MRS. ALVING. But I cannot — I wouldn’t for anything in the world; that is precisely what I am saying.
 

MANDERS. No, because you are a “coward,” as you put it. But if you were not a “coward,” then — ? Good God! a connection so shocking!
 

MRS. ALVING. So far as that goes, they say we are all sprung from connections of that sort. And who is it that arranged the world so, Pastor Manders?
 

MANDERS. Questions of that kind I must decline to discuss with you, Mrs. Alving; you are far from being in the right frame of mind for them. But that you dare to call your scruples “cowardly” — !
 

MRS. ALVING. Let me tell you what I mean. I am timid and faint-hearted because of the ghosts that hang about me, and that I can never quite shake off.
 

MANDERS. What do you say hangs about you?
 

MRS. ALVING. Ghosts! When I heard Regina and Oswald in there, it was as though ghosts rose up before me. But I almost think we are all of us ghosts, Pastor Manders. It is not only what we have inherited from our father and mother that “walks” in us. It is all sorts of dead ideas, and lifeless old beliefs, and so forth. They have no vitality, but they cling to us all the same, and we cannot shake them off. Whenever I take up a newspaper, I seem to see ghosts gliding between the lines. There must be ghosts all the country over, as thick as the sands of the sea. And then we are, one and all, so pitifully afraid of the light.
 

MANDERS. Aha — here we have the fruits of your reading. And pretty fruits they are, upon my word! Oh, those horrible, revolutionary, free-thinking books!
 

MRS. ALVING. You are mistaken, my dear Pastor. It was you yourself who set me thinking; and I thank you for it with all my heart.
 

MANDERS. I!
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes — when you forced me under the yoke of what you called duty and obligation; when you lauded as right and proper what my whole soul rebelled against as something loathsome. It was then that I began to look into the seams of your doctrines. I wanted only to pick at a single knot; but when I had got that undone, the whole thing ravelled out. And then I understood that it was all machine-sewn.
 

MANDERS. [Softly, with emotion.] And was that the upshot of my life’s hardest battle?
 

MRS. ALVING. Call it rather your most pitiful defeat.
 

MANDERS. It was my greatest victory, Helen — the victory over myself.
 

MRS. ALVING. It was a crime against us both.
 

MANDERS. When you went astray, and came to me crying, “Here I am; take me!” I commanded you, saying, “Woman, go home to your lawful husband.” Was that a crime?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, I think so.
 

MANDERS. We two do not understand each other.
 

MRS. ALVING. Not now, at any rate.
 

MANDERS. Never — never in my most secret thoughts have I regarded you otherwise than as another’s wife.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh — indeed?
 

MANDERS. Helen — !
 

MRS. ALVING. People so easily forget their past selves.
 

MANDERS. I do not. I am what I always was.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Changing the subject.] Well well well; don’t let us talk of old times any longer. You are now over head and ears in Boards and Committees, and I am fighting my battle with ghosts, both within me and without.
 

MANDERS. Those without I shall help you to lay. After all the terrible things I have heard from you today, I cannot in conscience permit an unprotected girl to remain in your house.
 

MRS. ALVING. Don’t you think the best plan would be to get her provided for? — I mean, by a good marriage.
 

MANDERS. No doubt. I think it would be desirable for her in every respect. Regina is now at the age when — Of course I don’t know much about these things, but — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Regina matured very early.
 

MANDERS. Yes, I thought so. I have an impression that she was remarkably well developed, physically, when I prepared her for confirmation. But in the meantime, she ought to be at home, under her father’s eye — Ah! but Engstrand is not — That he — that he — could so hide the truth from me! [A knock at the door into the hall.]
 

MRS. ALVING. Who can this be? Come in!
 

ENGSTRAND. [In his Sunday clothes, in the doorway.] I humbly beg your pardon, but — 
 

MANDERS. Aha! H’m — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Is that you, Engstrand?
 

ENGSTRAND. — there was none of the servants about, so I took the great liberty of just knocking.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, very well. Come in. Do you want to speak to me?
 

ENGSTRAND. [Comes in.] No, I’m obliged to you, ma’am; it was with his Reverence I wanted to have a word or two.
 

MANDERS. [Walking up and down the room.] Ah — indeed! You want to speak to me, do you?
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, I’d like so terrible much to — 
 

MANDERS. [Stops in front of him.] Well; may I ask what you want?
 

ENGSTRAND. Well, it was just this, your Reverence: we’ve been paid off down yonder — my grateful thanks to you, ma’am, — and now everything’s finished, I’ve been thinking it would be but right and proper if we, that have been working so honestly together all this time — well, I was thinking we ought to end up with a little prayer-meeting to-night.
 

MANDERS. A prayer-meeting? Down at the Orphanage?
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, if your Reverence doesn’t think it proper — 
 

MANDERS. Oh yes, I do; but — h’m — 
 

ENGSTRAND. I’ve been in the habit of offering up a little prayer in the evenings, myself — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Have you?
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, every now and then just a little edification, in a manner of speaking. But I’m a poor, common man, and have little enough gift, God help me! — and so I thought, as the Reverend Mr. Manders happened to be here, I’d — 
 

MANDERS. Well, you see, Engstrand, I have a question to put to you first. Are you in the right frame of mind for such a meeting! Do you feel your conscience clear and at ease?
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, God help us, your Reverence! we’d better not talk about conscience.
 

MANDERS. Yes, that is just what we must talk about. What have you to answer?
 

ENGSTRAND. Why — a man’s conscience — it can be bad enough now and then.
 

MANDERS. Ah, you admit that. Then perhaps you will make a clean breast of it, and tell me — the real truth about Regina?
 

MRS. ALVING. [Quickly.] Mr. Manders!
 

MANDERS. [Reassuringly.] Please allow me — 
 

ENGSTRAND. About Regina! Lord, what a turn you gave me! [Looks at MRS. ALVING.] There’s nothing wrong about Regina, is there?
 

MANDERS. We will hope not. But I mean, what is the truth about you and Regina? You pass for her father, eh!
 

ENGSTRAND. [Uncertain.] Well — h’m — your Reverence knows all about me and poor Johanna.
 

MANDERS. Come now, no more prevarication! Your wife told Mrs. Alving the whole story before quitting her service.
 

ENGSTRAND. Well, then, may — ! Now, did she really?
 

MANDERS. You see we know you now, Engstrand.
 

ENGSTRAND. And she swore and took her Bible oath — 
 

MANDERS. Did she take her Bible oath?
 

ENGSTRAND. No; she only swore; but she did it that solemn-like.
 

MANDERS. And you have hidden the truth from me all these years? Hidden it from me, who have trusted you without reserve, in everything.
 

ENGSTRAND. Well, I can’t deny it.
 

MANDERS. Have I deserved this of you, Engstrand? Have I not always been ready to help you in word and deed, so far as it lay in my power? Answer me. Have I not?
 

ENGSTRAND. It would have been a poor look-out for me many a time but for the Reverend Mr. Manders.
 

MANDERS. And this is how you reward me! You cause me to enter falsehoods in the Church Register, and you withhold from me, year after year, the explanations you owed alike to me and to the truth. Your conduct has been wholly inexcusable, Engstrand; and from this time forward I have done with you!
 

ENGSTRAND. [With a sigh.] Yes! I suppose there’s no help for it.
 

MANDERS. How can you possibly justify yourself?
 

ENGSTRAND. Who could ever have thought she’d have gone and made bad worse by talking about it? Will your Reverence just fancy yourself in the same trouble as poor Johanna — 
 

MANDERS. I!
 

ENGSTRAND. Lord bless you, I don’t mean just exactly the same. But I mean, if your Reverence had anything to be ashamed of in the eyes of the world, as the saying goes. We menfolk oughtn’t to judge a poor woman too hardly, your Reverence.
 

MANDERS. I am not doing so. It is you I am reproaching.
 

ENGSTRAND. Might I make so bold as to ask your Reverence a bit of a question?
 

MANDERS. Yes, if you want to.
 

ENGSTRAND. Isn’t it right and proper for a man to raise up the fallen?
 

MANDERS. Most certainly it is.
 

ENGSTRAND. And isn’t a man bound to keep his sacred word?
 

MANDERS. Why, of course he is; but — 
 

ENGSTRAND. When Johanna had got into trouble through that Englishman — or it might have been an American or a Russian, as they call them — well, you see, she came down into the town. Poor thing, she’d sent me about my business once or twice before: for she couldn’t bear the sight of anything as wasn’t handsome; and I’d got this damaged leg of mine. Your Reverence recollects how I ventured up into a dancing saloon, where seafaring men was carrying on with drink and devilry, as the saying goes. And then, when I was for giving them a bit of an admonition to lead a new life — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [At the window.] H’m — 
 

MANDERS. I know all about that, Engstrand; the ruffians threw you downstairs. You have told me of the affair already. Your infirmity is an honour to you.
 

ENGSTRAND. I’m not puffed up about it, your Reverence. But what I wanted to say was, that when she cane and confessed all to me, with weeping and gnashing of teeth, I can tell your Reverence I was sore at heart to hear it.
 

MANDERS. Were you indeed, Engstrand? Well, go on.
 

ENGSTRAND. So I says to her, “The American, he’s sailing about on the boundless sea. And as for you, Johanna,” says I, “you’ve committed a grievous sin, and you’re a fallen creature. But Jacob Engstrand,” says I, “he’s got two good legs to stand upon, he has—” You see, your Reverence, I was speaking figurative-like.
 

MANDERS. I understand quite well. Go on.
 

ENGSTRAND. Well, that was how I raised her up and made an honest woman of her, so as folks shouldn’t get to know how as she’d gone astray with foreigners.
 

MANDERS. In all that you acted very well. Only I cannot approve of your stooping to take money — 
 

ENGSTRAND. Money? I? Not a farthing!
 

MANDERS. [Inquiringly to MRS. ALVING.] But — 
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, wait a minute! — now I recollect. Johanna did have a trifle of money. But I would have nothing to do with that. “No,” says I, “that’s mammon; that’s the wages of sin. This dirty gold — or notes, or whatever it was — we’ll just flint, that back in the American’s face,” says I. But he was off and away, over the stormy sea, your Reverence.
 

MANDERS. Was he really, my good fellow?
 

ENGSTRAND. He was indeed, sir. So Johanna and I, we agreed that the money should go to the child’s education; and so it did, and I can account for every blessed farthing of it.
 

MANDERS. Why, this alters the case considerably.
 

ENGSTRAND. That’s just how it stands, your Reverence. And I make so bold as to say as I’ve been an honest father to Regina, so far as my poor strength went; for I’m but a weak vessel, worse luck!
 

MANDERS. Well, well, my good fellow — 
 

ENGSTRAND. All the same, I bear myself witness as I’ve brought up the child, and lived kindly with poor Johanna, and ruled over my own house, as the Scripture has it. But it couldn’t never enter my head to go to your Reverence and puff myself up and boast because even the likes of me had done some good in the world. No, sir; when anything of that sort happens to Jacob Engstrand, he holds his tongue about it. It don’t happen so terrible often, I daresay. And when I do come to see your Reverence, I find a mortal deal that’s wicked and weak to talk about. For I said it before, and I says it again — a man’s conscience isn’t always as clean as it might be.
 

MANDERS. Give me your hand, Jacob Engstrand.
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, Lord! your Reverence — 
 

MANDERS. Come, no nonsense [wrings his hand]. There we are!
 

ENGSTRAND. And if I might humbly beg your Reverence’s pardon — 
 

MANDERS. You? On the contrary, it is I who ought to beg your pardon — 
 

ENGSTRAND. Lord, no, Sir!
 

MANDERS. Yes, assuredly. And I do it with all my heart. Forgive me for misunderstanding you. I only wish I could give you some proof of my hearty regret, and of my good-will towards you — 
 

ENGSTRAND. Would your Reverence do it?
 

MANDERS. With the greatest pleasure.
 

ENGSTRAND. Well then, here’s the very chance. With the bit of money I’ve saved here, I was thinking I might set up a Sailors’ Home down in the town.
 

MRS. ALVING. You?
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes; it might be a sort of Orphanage, too, in a manner of speaking. There’s such a many temptations for seafaring folk ashore. But in this Home of mine, a man might feel like as he was under a father’s eye, I was thinking.
 

MANDERS. What do you say to this, Mrs. Alving?
 

ENGSTRAND. It isn’t much as I’ve got to start with, Lord help me! But if I could only find a helping hand, why — 
 

MANDERS. Yes, yes; we will look into the matter more closely. I entirely approve of your plan. But now, go before me and make everything ready, and get the candles lighted, so as to give the place an air of festivity. And then we will pass an edifying hour together, my good fellow; for now I quite believe you are in the right frame of mind.
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, I trust I am. And so I’ll say good-bye, ma’am, and thank you kindly; and take good care of Regina for me — [Wipes a tear from his eye] — poor Johanna’s child. Well, it’s a queer thing, now; but it’s just like as if she’d growd into the very apple of my eye. It is, indeed. [He bows and goes out through the hall.]
 

MANDERS. Well, what do you say of that man now, Mrs. Alving? That was a very different account of matters, was it not?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, it certainly was.
 

MANDERS. It only shows how excessively careful one ought to be in judging one’s fellow creatures. But what a heartfelt joy it is to ascertain that one has been mistaken! Don’t you think so?
 

MRS. ALVING. I think you are, and will always be, a great baby, Manders.
 

MANDERS. I?
 

MRS. ALVING. [Laying her two hands upon his shoulders.] And I say that I have half a mind to put my arms round your neck, and kiss you.
 

MANDERS. [Stepping hastily back.] No, no! God bless me! What an idea!
 

MRS. ALVING. [With a smile.] Oh, you needn’t be afraid of me.
 

MANDERS. [By the table.] You have sometimes such an exaggerated way of expressing yourself. Now, let me just collect all the documents, and put them in my bag. [He does so.] There, that’s all right. And now, good-bye for the present. Keep your eyes open when Oswald comes back. I shall look in again later. [He takes his hat and goes out through the hall door.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Sighs, looks for a moment out of the window, sets the room in order a little, and is about to go into the dining-room, but stops at the door with a half-suppressed cry.] Oswald, are you still at table?
 

OSWALD. [In the dining room.] I’m only finishing my cigar.
 

MRS. ALVING. I thought you had gone for a little walk.
 

OSWALD. In such weather as this?
 

[A glass clinks. MRS. ALVING leaves the door open, and sits down with her knitting on the sofa by the window.]
 

OSWALD. Wasn’t that Pastor Manders that went out just now?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; he went down to the Orphanage.
 

OSWALD. H’m. [The glass and decanter clink again.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [With a troubled glance.] Dear Oswald, you should take care of that liqueur. It is strong.
 

OSWALD. It keeps out the damp.
 

MRS. ALVING. Wouldn’t you rather come in here, to me?
 

OSWALD. I mayn’t smoke in there.
 

MRS. ALVING. You know quite well you may smoke cigars.
 

OSWALD. Oh, all right then; I’ll come in. Just a tiny drop more first. There! [He comes into the room with his cigar, and shuts the door after him. A short silence.] Where has the pastor gone to?
 

MRS. ALVING. I have just told you; he went down to the Orphanage.
 

OSWALD. Oh, yes; so you did.
 

MRS. ALVING. You shouldn’t sit so long at table, Oswald.
 

OSWALD. [Holding his cigar behind him.] But I find it so pleasant, mother. [Strokes and caresses her.] Just think what it is for me to come home and sit at mother’s own table, in mother’s room, and eat mother’s delicious dishes.
 

MRS. ALVING. My dear, dear boy!
 

OSWALD. [Somewhat impatiently, walks about and smokes.] And what else can I do with myself here? I can’t set to work at anything.
 

MRS. ALVING. Why can’t you?
 

OSWALD. In such weather as this? Without a single ray of sunshine the whole day? [Walks up the room.] Oh, not to be able to work — !
 

MRS. ALVING. Perhaps it was not quite wise of you to come home?
 

OSWALD. Oh, yes, mother; I had to.
 

MRS. ALVING. You know I would ten times rather forgo the joy of having you here, than let you — 
 

OSWALD. [Stops beside the table.] Now just tell me, mother: does it really make you so very happy to have me home again?
 

MRS. ALVING. Does it make me happy!
 

OSWALD. [Crumpling up a newspaper.] I should have thought it must be pretty much the same to you whether I was in existence or not.
 

MRS. ALVING. Have you the heart to say that to your mother, Oswald?
 

OSWALD. But you’ve got on very well without me all this time.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; I have got on without you. That is true.
 

[A silence. Twilight slowly begins to fall. OSWALD paces to and fro across the room. He has laid his cigar down.]
 

OSWALD. [Stops beside MRS. ALVING.] Mother, may I sit on the sofa beside you?
 

MRS. ALVING. [Makes room for him.] Yes, do, my dear boy.
 

OSWALD. [Sits down.] There is something I must tell you, mother.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Anxiously.] Well?
 

OSWALD. [Looks fixedly before him.] For I can’t go on hiding it any longer.
 

MRS. ALVING. Hiding what? What is it?
 

OSWALD. [As before.] I could never bring myself to write to you about it; and since I’ve come home — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Seizes him by the arm.] Oswald, what is the matter?
 

OSWALD. Both yesterday and to-day I have tried to put the thoughts away from me — to cast them off; but it’s no use.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Rising.] Now you must tell me everything, Oswald!
 

OSWALD. [Draws her down to the sofa again.] Sit still; and then I will try to tell you. — I complained of fatigue after my journey — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Well? What then?
 

OSWALD. But it isn’t that that is the matter with me; not any ordinary fatigue — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Tries to jump up.] You are not ill, Oswald?
 

OSWALD. [Draws her down again.] Sit still, mother. Do take it quietly. I’m not downright ill, either; not what is commonly called “ill.” [Clasps his hands above his head.] Mother, my mind is broken down — ruined — I shall never be able to work again! [With his hands before his face, he buries his head in her lap, and breaks into bitter sobbing.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [White and trembling.] Oswald! Look at me! No, no; it’s not true.
 

OSWALD. [Looks up with despair in his eyes.] Never to be able to work again! Never! — never! A living death! Mother, can you imagine anything so horrible?
 

MRS. ALVING. My poor boy! How has this horrible thing come upon you?
 

OSWALD. [Sitting upright again.] That’s just what I cannot possibly grasp or understand. I have never led a dissipated life never, in any respect. You mustn’t believe that of me, mother! I’ve never done that.
 

MRS. ALVING. I am sure you haven’t, Oswald.
 

OSWALD. And yet this has come upon me just the same — this awful misfortune!
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, but it will pass over, my dear, blessed boy. It’s nothing but over-work. Trust me, I am right.
 

OSWALD. [Sadly.] I thought so too, at first; but it isn’t so.
 

MRS. ALVING. Tell me everything, from beginning to end.
 

OSWALD. Yes, I will.
 

MRS. ALVING. When did you first notice it?
 

OSWALD. It was directly after I had been home last time, and had got back to Paris again. I began to feel the most violent pains in my head — chiefly in the back of my head, they seemed to come. It was as though a tight iron ring was being screwed round my neck and upwards.
 

MRS. ALVING. Well, and then?
 

OSWALD. At first I thought it was nothing but the ordinary headache I had been so plagued with while I was growing up — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, yes — 
 

OSWALD. But it wasn’t that. I soon found that out. I couldn’t work any more. I wanted to begin upon a big new picture, but my powers seemed to fail me; all my strength was crippled; I could form no definite images; everything swam before me — whirling round and round. Oh, it was an awful state! At last I sent for a doctor — and from him I learned the truth.
 

MRS. ALVING. How do you mean?
 

OSWALD. He was one of the first doctors in Paris. I told him my symptoms; and then he set to work asking me a string of questions which I thought had nothing to do with the matter. I couldn’t imagine what the man was after — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Well?
 

OSWALD. At last he said: “There has been something worm-eaten in you from your birth.” He used that very word — vermoulu.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Breathlessly.] What did he mean by that?
 

OSWALD. I didn’t understand either, and begged him to explain himself more clearly. And then the old cynic said — [Clenching his fist] Oh — !
 

MRS. ALVING. What did he say?
 

OSWALD. He said, “The sins of the fathers are visited upon the children.”
 

MRS. ALVING. [Rising slowly.] The sins of the fathers — !
 

OSWALD. I very nearly struck him in the face — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Walks away across the room.] The sins of the fathers — 
 

OSWALD. [Smiles sadly.] Yes; what do you think of that? Of course I assured him that such a thing was out of the question. But do you think he gave in? No, he stuck to it; and it was only when I produced your letters and translated the passages relating to father — 
 

MRS. ALVING. But then — ?
 

OSWALD. Then of course he had to admit that he was on the wrong track; and so I learned the truth — the incomprehensible truth! I ought not to have taken part with my comrades in that lighthearted, glorious life of theirs. It had been too much for my strength. So I had brought it upon myself!
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald! No, no; do not believe it!
 

OSWALD. No other explanation was possible, he said. That’s the awful part of it. Incurably ruined for life — by my own heedlessness! All that I meant to have done in the world — I never dare think of it again — I’m not able to think of it. Oh! if I could only live over again, and undo all I have done! [He buries his face in the sofa.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Wrings her hands and walks, in silent struggle, backwards and forwards.]
 

OSWALD. [After a while, looks up and remains resting upon his elbow.] If it had only been something inherited — something one wasn’t responsible for! But this! To have thrown away so shamefully, thoughtlessly, recklessly, one’s own happiness, one’s own health, everything in the world — one’s future, one’s very life — !
 

MRS. ALVING. No, no, my dear, darling boy; this is impossible! [Bends over him.] Things are not so desperate as you think.
 

OSWALD. Oh, you don’t know — [Springs up.] And then, mother, to cause you all this sorrow! Many a time I have almost wished and hoped that at bottom you didn’t care so very much about me.
 

MRS. ALVING. I, Oswald? My only boy! You are all I have in the world! The only thing I care about!
 

OSWALD. [Seizes both her hands and kisses them.] Yes, yes, I see it. When I’m at home, I see it, of course; and that’s almost the hardest part for me. — But now you know the whole story and now we won’t talk any more about it to-day. I daren’t think of it for long together. [Goes up the room.] Get me something to drink, mother.
 

MRS. ALVING. To drink? What do you want to drink now?
 

OSWALD. Oh, anything you like. You have some cold punch in the house.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, but my dear Oswald — 
 

OSWALD. Don’t refuse me, mother. Do be kind, now! I must have something to wash down all these gnawing thoughts. [Goes into the conservatory.] And then — it’s so dark here! [MRS. ALVING pulls a bell-rope on the right.] And this ceaseless rain! It may go on week after week, for months together. Never to get a glimpse of the sun! I can’t recollect ever having seen the sun shine all the times I’ve been at home.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald — you are thinking of going away from me.
 

OSWALD. H’m — [Drawing a heavy breath.] — I’m not thinking of anything. I cannot think of anything! [In a low voice.] I let thinking alone.
 

REGINA. [From the dining-room.] Did you ring, ma’am?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes; let us have the lamp in.
 

REGINA. Yes, ma’am. It’s ready lighted. [Goes out.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Goes across to OSWALD.] Oswald, be frank with me.
 

OSWALD. Well, so I am, mother. [Goes to the table.] I think I have told you enough.
 

[REGINA brings the lamp and sets it upon the table.]
 

MRS. ALVING. Regina, you may bring us a small bottle of champagne.
 

REGINA. Very well, ma’am. [Goes out.]
 

OSWALD. [Puts his arm round MRS. ALVING’s neck.] That’s just what I wanted. I knew mother wouldn’t let her boy go thirsty.
 

MRS. ALVING. My own, poor, darling Oswald; how could I deny you anything now?
 

OSWALD. [Eagerly.] Is that true, mother? Do you mean it?
 

MRS. ALVING. How? What?
 

OSWALD. That you couldn’t deny me anything.
 

MRS. ALVING. My dear Oswald — 
 

OSWALD. Hush!
 

REGINA. [Brings a tray with a half-bottle of champagne and two glasses, which she sets on the table.] Shall I open it?
 

OSWALD. No, thanks. I will do it myself.
 

[REGINA goes out again.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Sits down by the table.] What was it you meant — that I musn’t deny you?
 

OSWALD. [Busy opening the bottle.] First let us have a glass — or two.
 

[The cork pops; he pours wine into one glass, and is about to pour it into the other.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Holding her hand over it.] Thanks; not for me.
 

OSWALD. Oh! won’t you? Then I will!
 

[He empties the glass, fells, and empties it again; then he sits down by the table.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [In expectancy.] Well?
 

OSWALD. [Without looking at her.] Tell me — I thought you and Pastor Manders seemed so odd — so quiet — at dinner to-day.
 

MRS. ALVING. Did you notice it?
 

OSWALD. Yes. H’m — [After a short silence.] Tell me: what do you think of Regina?
 

MRS. ALVING. What do I think?
 

OSWALD. Yes; isn’t she splendid?
 

MRS. ALVING. My dear Oswald, you don’t know her as I do — 
 

OSWALD. Well?
 

MRS. ALVING. Regina, unfortunately, was allowed to stay at home too long. I ought to have taken her earlier into my house.
 

OSWALD. Yes, but isn’t she splendid to look at, mother? [He fills his glass.]
 

MRS. ALVING. Regina has many serious faults — 
 

OSWALD. Oh, what does that matter? [He drinks again.]
 

MRS. ALVING. But I am fond of her, nevertheless, and I am responsible for her. I wouldn’t for all the world have any harm happen to her.
 

OSWALD. [Springs up.] Mother, Regina is my only salvation!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Rising.] What do you mean by that?
 

OSWALD. I cannot go on bearing all this anguish of soul alone.
 

MRS. ALVING. Have you not your mother to share it with you?
 

OSWALD. Yes; that’s what I thought; and so I came home to you. But that will not do. I see it won’t do. I cannot endure my life here.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald!
 

OSWALD. I must live differently, mother. That is why I must leave you. I will not have you looking on at it.
 

MRS. ALVING. My unhappy boy! But, Oswald, while you are so ill as this — 
 

OSWALD. If it were only the illness, I should stay with you, mother, you may be sure; for you are the best friend I have in the world.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, indeed I am, Oswald; am I not?
 

OSWALD. [Wanders restlessly about.] But it’s all the torment, the gnawing remorse — and then, the great, killing dread. Oh — that awful dread!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Walking after him.] Dread? What dread? What do you mean?
 

OSWALD. Oh, you mustn’t ask me any more. I don’t know. I can’t describe it.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Goes over to the right and pulls the bell.]
 

OSWALD. What is it you want?
 

MRS. ALVING. I want my boy to be happy — that is what I want. He sha’n’t go on brooding over things [To REGINA, who appears at the door:] More champagne — a large bottle. [REGINA goes.]
 

OSWALD. Mother!
 

MRS. ALVING. Do you think we don’t know how to live here at home?
 

OSWALD. Isn’t she splendid to look at? How beautifully she’s built! And so thoroughly healthy!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Sits by the table.] Sit down, Oswald; let us talk quietly together.
 

OSWALD. [Sits.] I daresay you don’t know, mother, that I owe Regina some reparation.
 

MRS. ALVING. You!
 

OSWALD. For a bit of thoughtlessness, or whatever you like to call it — very innocent, at any rate. When I was home last time — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Well?
 

OSWALD. She used often to ask me about Paris, and I used to tell her one thing and another. Then I recollect I happened to say to her one day, “Shouldn’t you like to go there yourself?”
 

MRS. ALVING. Well?
 

OSWALD. I saw her face flush, and then she said, “Yes, I should like it of all things.” “Ah, well,” I replied, “it might perhaps be managed” — or something like that.
 

MRS. ALVING. And then?
 

OSWALD. Of course I had forgotten all about it; but the day before yesterday I happened to ask her whether she was glad I was to stay at home so long — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes?
 

OSWALD. And then she gave me such a strange look, and asked, “But what’s to become of my trip to Paris?”
 

MRS. ALVING. Her trip!
 

OSWALD. And so it came out that she had taken the thing seriously; that she had been thinking of me the whole time, and had set to work to learn French — 
 

MRS. ALVING. So that was why — !
 

OSWALD. Mother — when I saw that fresh, lovely, splendid girl standing there before me — till then I had hardly noticed her — but when she stood there as though with open arms ready to receive me — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald!
 

OSWALD. — then it flashed upon me that in her lay my salvation; for I saw that she was full of the joy of life.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Starts.] The joy of life? Can there be salvation in that?
 

REGINA. [From the dining room, with a bottle of champagne.] I’m sorry to have been so long, but I had to go to the cellar. [Places the bottle on the table.]
 

OSWALD. And now bring another glass.
 

REGINA. [Looks at him in surprise.] There is Mrs. Alving’s glass, Mr. Alving.
 

OSWALD. Yes, but bring one for yourself, Regina. [REGINA starts and gives a lightning-like side glance at MRS. ALVING.] Why do you wait?
 

REGINA. [Softly and hesitatingly.] Is it Mrs. Alving’s wish?
 

MRS. ALVING. Bring the glass, Regina.
 

[REGINA goes out into the dining-room.]
 

OSWALD. [Follows her with his eyes.] Have you noticed how she walks? — so firmly and lightly!
 

MRS. ALVING. This can never be, Oswald!
 

OSWALD. It’s a settled thing. Can’t you see that? It’s no use saying anything against it.
 

[REGINA enters with an empty glass, which she keeps in her hand.]
 

OSWALD. Sit down, Regina.
 

[REGINA looks inquiringly at MRS. ALVING.]
 

MRS. ALVING. Sit down. [REGINA sits on a chair by the dining room door, still holding the empty glass in her hand.] Oswald — what were you saying about the joy of life?
 

OSWALD. Ah, the joy of life, mother — that’s a thing you don’t know much about in these parts. I have never felt it here.
 

MRS. ALVING. Not when you are with me?
 

OSWALD. Not when I’m at home. But you don’t understand that.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, yes; I think I almost understand it — now.
 

OSWALD. And then, too, the joy of work! At bottom, it’s the same thing. But that, too, you know nothing about.
 

MRS. ALVING. Perhaps you are right. Tell me more about it, Oswald.
 

OSWALD. I only mean that here people are brought up to believe that work is a curse and a punishment for sin, and that life is something miserable, something; it would be best to have done with, the sooner the better.
 

MRS. ALVING. “A vale of tears,” yes; and we certainly do our best to make it one.
 

OSWALD. But in the great world people won’t hear of such things. There, nobody really believes such doctrines any longer. There, you feel it a positive bliss and ecstasy merely to draw the breath of life. Mother, have you noticed that everything I have painted has turned upon the joy of life? — always, always upon the joy of life? — light and sunshine and glorious air-and faces radiant with happiness. That is why I’m afraid of remaining at home with you.
 

MRS. ALVING. Afraid? What are you afraid of here, with me?
 

OSWALD. I’m afraid lest all my instincts should be warped into ugliness.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Looks steadily at him.] Do you think that is what would happen?
 

OSWALD. I know it. You may live the same life here as there, and yet it won’t be the same life.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Who has been listening eagerly, rises, her eyes big with thought, and says:] Now I see the sequence of things.
 

OSWALD. What is it you see?
 

MRS. ALVING. I see it now for the first time. And now I can speak.
 

OSWALD. [Rising.] Mother, I don’t understand you.
 

REGINA. [Who has also risen.] Perhaps I ought to go?
 

MRS. ALVING. No. Stay here. Now I can speak. Now, my boy, you shall know the whole truth. And then you can choose. Oswald! Regina!
 

OSWALD. Hush! The Pastor — 
 

MANDERS. [Enters by the hall door.] There! We have had a most edifying time down there.
 

OSWALD. So have we.
 

MANDERS. We must stand by Engstrand and his Sailors’ Home. Regina must go to him and help him — 
 

REGINA. No thank you, sir.
 

MANDERS. [Noticing her for the first tine.] What — ? You here? And with a glass in your hand!
 

REGINA. [Hastily putting the glass down.] Pardon!
 

OSWALD. Regina is going with me, Mr. Manders.
 

MANDERS. Going! With you!
 

OSWALD. Yes; as my wife — if she wishes it.
 

MANDERS. But, merciful God — !
 

REGINA. I can’t help it, sir.
 

OSWALD. Or she’ll stay here, if I stay.
 

REGINA. [Involuntarily.] Here!
 

MANDERS. I am thunderstruck at your conduct, Mrs. Alving.
 

MRS. ALVING. They will do neither one thing nor the other; for now I can speak out plainly.
 

MANDERS. You surely will not do that! No, no, no!
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, I can speak and I will. And no ideals shall suffer after all.
 

OSWALD. Mother — what is it you are hiding from me?
 

REGINA. [Listening.] Oh, ma’am, listen! Don’t you hear shouts outside. [She goes into the conservatory and looks out.]
 

OSWALD. [At the window on the left.] What’s going on? Where does that light come from?
 

REGINA. [Cries out.] The Orphanage is on fire!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Rushing to the window.] On fire!
 

MANDERS. On fire! Impossible! I’ve just come from there.
 

OSWALD. Where’s my hat? Oh, never mind it — Father’s Orphanage — ! [He rushes out through the garden door.]
 

MRS. ALVING. My shawl, Regina! The whole place is in a blaze!
 

MANDERS. Terrible! Mrs. Alving, it is a judgment upon this abode of lawlessness.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, of course. Come, Regina. [She and REGINA hasten out through the hall.]
 

MANDERS. [Clasps his hands together.] And we left it uninsured! [He goes out the same way.]
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

[The room as before. All the doors stand open. The lamp is still burning on the table. It is dark out of doors; there is only a faint glow from the conflagration in the background to the left.]
 

[MRS. ALVING, with a shawl over her head, stands in the conservatory, looking out. REGINA, also with a shawl on, stands a little behind her.]
 

MRS. ALVING. The whole thing burnt! — burnt to the ground!
 

REGINA. The basement is still burning.
 

MRS. ALVING. How is it Oswald doesn’t come home? There’s nothing to be saved.
 

REGINA. Should you like me to take down his hat to him?
 

MRS. ALVING. Has he not even got his hat on?
 

REGINA. [Pointing to the hall.] No; there it hangs.
 

MRS. ALVING. Let it be. He must come up now. I shall go and look for him myself. [She goes out through the garden door.]
 

MANDERS. [Comes in from the hall.] Is not Mrs. Alving here?
 

REGINA. She has just gone down the garden.
 

MANDERS. This is the most terrible night I ever went through.
 

REGINA. Yes; isn’t it a dreadful misfortune, sir?
 

MANDERS. Oh, don’t talk about it! I can hardly bear to think of it.
 

REGINA. How can it have happened — ?
 

MANDERS. Don’t ask me, Miss Engstrand! How should I know? Do you, too — ? Is it not enough that your father — ?
 

REGINA. What about him?
 

MANDERS. Oh, he has driven me distracted — 
 

ENGSTRAND. [Enters through the hall.] Your Reverence — 
 

MANDERS. [Turns round in terror.] Are you after me here, too?
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes, strike me dead, but I must — ! Oh, Lord! what am I saying? But this is a terrible ugly business, your Reverence.
 

MANDERS. [Walks to and fro.] Alas! alas!
 

REGINA. What’s the matter?
 

ENGSTRAND. Why, it all came of this here prayer-meeting, you see. [Softly.] The bird’s limed, my girl. [Aloud.] And to think it should be my doing that such a thing should be his Reverence’s doing!
 

MANDERS. But I assure you, Engstrand — 
 

ENGSTRAND. There wasn’t another soul except your Reverence as ever laid a finger on the candles down there.
 

MANDERS. [Stops.] So you declare. But I certainly cannot recollect that I ever had a candle in my hand.
 

ENGSTRAND. And I saw as clear as daylight how your Reverence took the candle and snuffed it with your fingers, and threw away the snuff among the shavings.
 

MANDERS. And you stood and looked on?
 

ENGSTRAND. Yes; I saw it as plain as a pike-staff, I did.
 

MANDERS. It’s quite beyond my comprehension. Besides, it has never been my habit to snuff candles with my fingers.
 

ENGSTRAND. And terrible risky it looked, too, that it did! But is there such a deal of harm done after all, your Reverence?
 

MANDERS. [Walks restlessly to and fro.] Oh, don’t ask me!
 

ENGSTRAND. [Walks with him.] And your Reverence hadn’t insured it, neither?
 

MANDERS. [Continuing to walk up and down.] No, no, no; I have told you so.
 

ENGSTRAND. [Following him.] Not insured! And then to go straight away down and set light to the whole thing! Lord, Lord, what a misfortune!
 

MANDERS. [Wipes the sweat from his forehead.] Ay, you may well say that, Engstrand.
 

ENGSTRAND. And to think that such a thing should happen to a benevolent Institution, that was to have been a blessing both to town and country, as the saying goes! The newspapers won’t be for handling your Reverence very gently, I expect.
 

MANDERS. No; that is just what I am thinking of. That is almost the worst of the whole matter. All the malignant attacks and imputations — ! Oh, it makes me shudder to think of it!
 

MRS. ALVING. [Comes in from the garden.] He is not to be persuaded to leave the fire.
 

MANDERS. Ah, there you are, Mrs. Alving.
 

MRS. ALVING. So you have escaped your Inaugural Address, Pastor Manders.
 

MANDERS. Oh, I should so gladly — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [In an undertone.] It is all for the best. That Orphanage would have done no one any good.
 

MANDERS. Do you think not?
 

MRS. ALVING. Do you think it would?
 

MANDERS. It is a terrible misfortune, all the same.
 

MRS. ALVING. Let us speak of it plainly, as a matter of business. — Are you waiting for Mr. Manders, Engstrand?
 

ENGSTRAND. [At the hall door.] That’s just what I’m a-doing of, ma’am.
 

MRS. ALVING. Then sit down meanwhile.
 

ENGSTRAND. Thank you, ma’am; I’d as soon stand.
 

MRS. ALVING. [To MANDERS.] I suppose you are going by the steamer?
 

MANDERS. Yes; it starts in an hour.
 

MRS. ALVING. Then be so good as to take all the papers with you. I won’t hear another word about this affair. I have other things to think of — 
 

MANDERS. Mrs. Alving — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Later on I shall send you a Power of Attorney to settle everything as you please.
 

MANDERS. That I will very readily undertake. The original destination of the endowment must now be completely changed, alas!
 

MRS. ALVING. Of course it must.
 

MANDERS. I think, first of all, I shall arrange that the Solvik property shall pass to the parish. The land is by no means without value. It can always be turned to account for some purpose or other. And the interest of the money in the Bank I could, perhaps, best apply for the benefit of some undertaking of acknowledged value to the town.
 

MRS. ALVING. Do just as you please. The whole matter is now completely indifferent to me.
 

ENGSTRAND. Give a thought to my Sailors’ Home, your Reverence.
 

MANDERS. Upon my word, that is not a bad suggestion. That must be considered.
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, devil take considering — Lord forgive me!
 

MANDERS. [With a sigh.] And unfortunately I cannot tell how long I shall be able to retain control of these things — whether public opinion may not compel me to retire. It entirely depends upon the result of the official inquiry into the fire — 
 

MRS. ALVING. What are you talking about?
 

MANDERS. And the result can by no means be foretold.
 

ENGSTRAND. [Comes close to him.] Ay, but it can though. For here stands old Jacob Engstrand.
 

MANDERS. Well well, but — ?
 

ENGSTRAND. [More softy.] And Jacob Engstrand isn’t the man to desert a noble benefactor in the hour of need, as the saying goes.
 

MANDERS. Yes, but my good fellow — how — ?
 

ENGSTRAND. Jacob Engstrand may be likened to a sort of a guardian angel, he may, your Reverence.
 

MANDERS. No, no; I really cannot accept that.
 

ENGSTRAND. Oh, that’ll be the way of it, all the same. I know a man as has taken others’ sins upon himself before now, I do.
 

MANDERS. Jacob! [Wrings his hand.] Yours is a rare nature. Well, you shall be helped with your Sailors’ Home. That you may rely upon. [ENGSTRAND tries to thank him, but cannot for emotion.]
 

MANDERS. [Hangs his travelling-bag over his shoulder.] And now let us set out. We two will go together.
 

ENGSTRAND. [At the dining-room door, softly to REGINA.] You come along too, my lass. You shall live as snug as the yolk in an egg.
 

REGINA. [Tosses her head.]
Merci! [She goes out into the hall and fetches MANDERS’ overcoat.]
 

MANDERS. Good-bye, Mrs. Alving! and may the spirit of Law and Order descend upon this house, and that quickly.
 

MRS. ALVING. Good-bye, Pastor Manders. [She goes up towards the conservatory, as she sees OSWALD coming in through the garden door.]
 

ENGSTRAND. [While he and REGINA help MANGERS to get his coat on.] Good-bye, my child. And if any trouble should come to you, you know where Jacob Engstrand is to be found. [Softly.] Little Harbour Street, h’m — ! [To MRS. ALVING and OSWALD.] And the refuge for wandering mariners shall be called “Chamberlain Alving’s Home,” that it shall! And if so be as I’m spared to carry on that house in my own way, I make so bold as to promise that it shall be worthy of the Chamberlain’s memory.
 

MANDERS. [In the doorway.] H’m — h’m! — Come along, my dear Enstrand. Good-bye! Good-bye! [He and ENGSTRAND go out through the hall.]
 

OSWALD. [Goes towards the table.] What house was he talking about?
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, a kind of Home that he and Pastor Manders want to set up.
 

OSWALD. It will burn down like the other.
 

MRS. ALVING. What makes you think so?
 

OSWALD. Everything will burn. All that recalls father’s memory is doomed. Here am I, too, burning down. [REGINA starts and looks at him.]
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald! You oughtn’t to have remained so long down there, my poor boy.
 

OSWALD. [Sits down by the table.] I almost think you are right.
 

MRS. ALVING. Let me dry your face, Oswald; you are quite wet. [She dries his face with her pocket-handkerchief.]
 

OSWALD. [Stares indifferently in front of him.] Thanks, mother.
 

MRS. ALVING. Are you not tired, Oswald? Should you like to sleep?
 

OSWALD. [Nervously.] No, no — not to sleep! I never sleep. I only pretend to. [Sadly.] That will come soon enough.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Looking sorrowfully at him.] Yes, you really are ill, my blessed boy.
 

REGINA. [Eagerly.] Is Mr. Alving ill?
 

OSWALD. [Impatiently.] Oh, do shut all the doors! This killing dread — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Close the doors, Regina.
 

[REGINA shuts them and remains standing by the hall door. MRS. ALVING takes her shawl off: REGINA does the same. MRS. ALVING draws a chair across to OSWALD’S, and sits by him.]
 

MRS. ALVING. There now! I am going to sit beside you — 
 

OSWALD. Yes, do. And Regina shall stay here too. Regina shall be with me always. You will come to the rescue, Regina, won’t you?
 

REGINA. I don’t understand — 
 

MRS. ALVING. To the rescue?
 

OSWALD. Yes — when the need comes.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oswald, have you not your mother to come to the rescue?
 

OSWALD. You? [Smiles.] No, mother; that rescue you will never bring me. [Laughs sadly.] You! ha ha! [Looks earnestly at her.] Though, after all, who ought to do it if not you? [Impetuously.] Why can’t you say “thou” to me, Regina? [Note: “Sige du” = Fr. tutoyer] Why do’n’t you call me “Oswald”?
 

REGINA. [Softly.] I don’t think Mrs. Alving would like it.
 

MRS. ALVING. You shall have leave to, presently. And meanwhile sit over here beside us.
 

[REGINA seats herself demurely and hesitatingly at the other side of the table.]
 

MRS. ALVING. And now, my poor suffering boy, I am going to take the burden off your mind — 
 

OSWALD. You, mother?
 

MRS. ALVING. — all the gnawing remorse and self-reproach you speak of.
 

OSWALD. And you think you can do that?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, now I can, Oswald. A little while ago you spoke of the joy of life; and at that word a new light burst for me over my life and everything connected with it.
 

OSWALD. [Shakes his head.] I don’t understand you.
 

MRS. ALVING. You ought to have known your father when he was a young lieutenant. He was brimming over with the joy of life!
 

OSWALD. Yes, I know he was.
 

MRS. ALVING. It was like a breezy day only to look at him. And what exuberant strength and vitality there was in him!
 

OSWALD. Well — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Well then, child of joy as he was — for he was like a child in those days — he had to live at home here in a half-grown town, which had no joys to offer him — only dissipations. He had no object in life — only an official position. He had no work into which he could throw himself heart and soul; he had only business. He had not a single comrade that could realise what the joy of life meant — only loungers and boon-companions — 
 

OSWALD. Mother — !
 

MRS. ALVING. So the inevitable happened.
 

OSWALD. The inevitable?
 

MRS. ALVING. You told me yourself, this evening, what would become of you if you stayed at home.
 

OSWALD. Do you mean to say that father — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Your poor father found no outlet for the overpowering joy of life that was in him. And I brought no brightness into his home.
 

OSWALD. Not even you?
 

MRS. ALVING. They had taught me a great deal about duties and so forth, which I went on obstinately believing in. Everything was marked out into duties — into my duties, and his duties, and — I am afraid I made his home intolerable for your poor father, Oswald.
 

OSWALD. Why have you never spoken of this in writing to me?
 

MRS. ALVING. I have never before seen it in such a light that I could speak of it to you, his son.
 

OSWALD. In what light did you see it, then?
 

MRS. ALVING. [Slowly.] I saw only this one thing: that your father was a broken-down man before you were born.
 

OSWALD. [Softly.] Ah — ! [He rises and walks away to the window.]
 

MRS. ALVING. And then; day after day, I dwelt on the one thought that by rights Regina should be at home in this house — just like my own boy.
 

OSWALD. [Turning round quickly.] Regina — !
 

REGINA. [Springs up and asks, with bated breath.] I — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, now you know it, both of you.
 

OSWALD. Regina!
 

REGINA. [To herself.] So mother was that kind of woman.
 

MRS. ALVING. Your mother had many good qualities, Regina.
 

REGINA. Yes, but she was one of that sort, all the same. Oh, I’ve often suspected it; but — And now, if you please, ma’am, may I be allowed to go away at once?
 

MRS. ALVING. Do you really wish it, Regina?
 

REGINA. Yes, indeed I do.
 

MRS. ALVING. Of course you can do as you like; but — 
 

OSWALD. [Goes towards REGINA.] Go away now? Your place is here.
 

REGINA. Merci, Mr. Alving! — or now, I suppose, I may say Oswald. But I can tell you this wasn’t at all what I expected.
 

MRS. ALVING. Regina, I have not been frank with you — 
 

REGINA. No, that you haven’t indeed. If I’d known that Oswald was an invalid, why — And now, too, that it can never come to anything serious between us — I really can’t stop out here in the country and wear myself out nursing sick people.
 

OSWALD. Not even one who is so near to you?
 

REGINA. No, that I can’t. A poor girl must make the best of her young days, or she’ll be left out in the cold before she knows where she is. And I, too, have the joy of life in me, Mrs. Alving!
 

MRS. ALVING. Unfortunately, you leave. But don’t throw yourself away, Regina.
 

REGINA. Oh, what must be, must be. If Oswald takes after his father, I take after my mother, I daresay. — May I ask, ma’am, if Pastor Manders knows all this about me?
 

MRS. ALVING. Pastor Manders knows all about it.
 

REGINA. [Busied in putting on her shawl.] Well then, I’d better make haste and get away by this steamer. The Pastor is such a nice man to deal with; and I certainly think I’ve as much right to a little of that money as he has — that brute of a carpenter.
 

MRS. ALVING. You are heartily welcome to it, Regina.
 

REGINA. [Looks hard at her.] I think you might have brought me up as a gentleman’s daughter, ma’am; it would have suited me better. [Tosses her head.] But pooh — what does it matter! [With a bitter side glance at the corked bottle.] I may come to drink champagne with gentlefolks yet.
 

MRS. ALVING. And if you ever need a home, Regina, come to me.
 

REGINA. No, thank you, ma’am. Pastor Manders will look after me, I know. And if the worst comes to the worst, I know of one house where I’ve every right to a place.
 

MRS. ALVING. Where is that?
 

REGINA. “Chamberlain Alving’s Home.”
 

MRS. ALVING. Regina — now I see it — you are going to your ruin.
 

REGINA. Oh, stuff! Good-bye. [She nods and goes out through the hall.]
 

OSWALD. [Stands at the window and looks out.] Is she gone?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes.
 

OSWALD. [Murmuring aside to himself.] I think it was a mistake, this.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Goes up behind him and lays her hands on his shoulders.] Oswald, my dear boy — has it shaken you very much?
 

OSWALD. [Turns his face towards her.] All that about father, do you mean?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, about your unhappy father. I am so afraid it may have been too much for you.
 

OSWALD. Why should you fancy that? Of course it came upon me as a great surprise; but it can make no real difference to me.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Draws her hands away.] No difference! That your father was so infinitely unhappy!
 

OSWALD. Of course I can pity him, as I would anybody else; but — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Nothing more! Your own father!
 

OSWALD. [Impatiently.]Oh, “father,”—”father”! I never knew anything of father. I remember nothing about him, except that he once made me sick.
 

MRS. ALVING. This is terrible to think of! Ought not a son to love his father, whatever happens?
 

OSWALD. When a son has nothing to thank his father for? has never known him? Do you really cling to that old superstition? — you who are so enlightened in other ways?
 

MRS. ALVING. Can it be only a superstition — ?
 

OSWALD. Yes; surely you can see that, mother. It’s one of those notions that are current in the world, and so — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Deeply moved.] Ghosts!
 

OSWALD. [Crossing the room.] Yes; you may call them ghosts.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Wildly.] Oswald — then you don’t love me, either!
 

OSWALD. You I know, at any rate — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, you know me; but is that all!
 

OSWALD. And, of course, I know how fond you are of me, and I can’t but be grateful to you. And then you can be so useful to me, now that I am ill.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, cannot I, Oswald? Oh, I could almost bless the illness that has driven you home to me. For I see very plainly that you are not mine: I have to win you.
 

OSWALD. [Impatiently.] Yes yes yes; all these are just so many phrases. You must remember that I am a sick man, mother. I can’t be much taken up with other people; I have enough to do thinking about myself.
 

MRS. ALVING. [In a low voice.] I shall be patient and easily satisfied.
 

OSWALD. And cheerful too, mother!
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, my dear boy, you are quite right. [Goes towards him.] Have I relieved you of all remorse and self-reproach now?
 

OSWALD. Yes, you have. But now who will relieve me of the dread?
 

MRS. ALVING. The dread?
 

OSWALD. [Walks across the room.] Regina could have been got to do it.
 

MRS. ALVING. I don’t understand you. What is this about dread — and Regina?
 

OSWALD. Is it very late, mother?
 

MRS. ALVING. It is early morning. [She looks out through the conservatory.] The day is dawning over the mountains. And the weather is clearing, Oswald. In a little while you shall see the sun.
 

OSWALD. I’m glad of that. Oh, I may still have much to rejoice in and live for — 
 

MRS. ALVING. I should think so, indeed!
 

OSWALD. Even if I can’t work — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, you’ll soon be able to work again, my dear boy — now that you haven’t got all those gnawing and depressing thoughts to brood over any longer.
 

OSWALD. Yes, I’m glad you were able to rid me of all those fancies. And when I’ve got over this one thing more — [Sits on the sofa.] Now we will have a little talk, mother — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, let us. [She pushes an arm-chair towards the sofa, and sits down close to him.]
 

OSWALD. And meantime the sun will be rising. And then you will know all. And then I shall not feel this dread any longer.
 

MRS. ALVING. What is it that I am to know?
 

OSWALD. [Not listening to her.] Mother, did you not say a little while ago, that there was nothing in the world you would not do for me, if I asked you?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, indeed I said so!
 

OSWALD. And you’ll stick to it, mother?
 

MRS. ALVING. You may rely on that, my dear and only boy! I have nothing in the world to live for but you alone.
 

OSWALD. Very well, then; now you shall hear — Mother, you have a strong, steadfast mind, I know. Now you’re to sit quite still when you hear it.
 

MRS. ALVING. What dreadful thing can it be — ?
 

OSWALD. You’re not to scream out. Do you hear? Do you promise me that? We will sit and talk about it quietly. Do you promise me, mother?
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, yes; I promise. Only speak!
 

OSWALD. Well, you must know that all this fatigue — and my inability to think of work — all that is not the illness itself — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Then what is the illness itself?
 

OSWALD. The disease I have as my birthright — [He points to his forehead and adds very softly] — is seated here.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Almost voiceless.] Oswald! No — no!
 

OSWALD. Don’t scream. I can’t bear it. Yes, mother, it is seated here waiting. And it may break out any day — at any moment.
 

MRS. ALVING. Oh, what horror — !
 

OSWALD. Now, quiet, quiet. That is how it stands with me — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Springs up.] It’s not true, Oswald! It’s impossible! It cannot be so!
 

OSWALD. I have had one attack down there already. It was soon over. But when I came to know the state I had been in, then the dread descended upon me, raging and ravening; and so I set off home to you as fast as I could.
 

MRS. ALVING. Then this is the dread — !
 

OSWALD. Yes — it’s so indescribably loathsome, you know. Oh, if it had only been an ordinary mortal disease — ! For I’m not so afraid of death — though I should like to live as long as I can.
 

MRS. ALVING. Yes, yes, Oswald, you must!
 

OSWALD. But this is so unutterably loathsome. To become a little baby again! To hive to be fed! To have to — Oh, it’s not to be spoken of!
 

MRS. ALVING. The child has his mother to nurse him.
 

OSWALD. [Springs up.] No, never that! That is just what I will not have. I can’t endure to think that perhaps I should lie in that state for many years — and get old and grey. And in the meantime you might die and leave me. [Sits in MRS. ALVING’S chair.] For the doctor said it wouldn’t necessarily prove fatal at once. He called it a sort of softening of the brain — or something like that. [Smiles sadly.] I think that expression sounds so nice. It always sets me thinking of cherry-coloured velvet — something soft and delicate to stroke.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Shrieks.] Oswald!
 

OSWALD. [Springs up and paces the room.] And now you have taken Regina from me. If I could only have had her! She would have come to the rescue, I know.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Goes to him.] What do you mean by that, my darling boy? Is there any help in the world that I would not give you?
 

OSWALD. When I got over my attack in Paris, the doctor told me that when it comes again — and it will come — there will be no more hope.
 

MRS. ALVING. He was heartless enough to — 
 

OSWALD. I demanded it of him. I told him I had preparations to make — [He smiles cunningly.] And so I had. [He takes a little box from his inner breast pocket and opens it.] Mother, do you see this?
 

MRS. ALVING. What is it?
 

OSWALD. Morphia.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Looks at him horror-struck.] Oswald — my boy!
 

OSWALD. I’ve scraped together twelve pilules — 
 

MRS. ALVING. [Snatches at it.] Give me the box, Oswald.
 

OSWALD. Not yet, mother. [He hides the box again in his pocket.]
 

MRS. ALVING. I shall never survive this!
 

OSWALD. It must be survived. Now if I’d had Regina here, I should have told her how things stood with me — and begged her to come to the rescue at the last. She would have done it. I know she would.
 

MRS. ALVING. Never!
 

OSWALD. When the horror had come upon me, and she saw me lying there helpless, like a little new-born baby, impotent, lost, hopeless — past all saving — 
 

MRS. ALVING. Never in all the world would Regina have done this!
 

OSWALD. Regina would have done it. Regina was so splendidly light-hearted. And she would soon have wearied of nursing an invalid like me.
 

MRS. ALVING. Then heaven be praised that Regina is not here.
 

OSWALD. Well then, it is you that must come to the rescue, mother.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Shrieks aloud.] I!
 

OSWALD. Who should do it if not you?
 

MRS. ALVING. I! your mother!
 

OSWALD. For that very reason.
 

MRS. ALVING. I, who gave you life!
 

OSWALD. I never asked you for life. And what sort of a life have you given me? I will not have it! You shall take it back again!
 

MRS. ALVING. Help! Help! [She runs out into the hall.]
 

OSWALD. [Going after her.] Do not leave me! Where are you going?
 

MRS. ALVING. [In the hall.] To fetch the doctor, Oswald! Let me pass!
 

OSWALD. [Also outside.] You shall not go out. And no one shall come in. [The locking of a door is heard.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Comes in again.] Oswald! Oswald — my child!
 

OSWALD. [Follows her.] Have you a mother’s heart for me — and yet can see me suffer from this unutterable dread?
 

MRS. ALVING. [After a moment’s silence, commands herself, and says:] Here is my hand upon it.
 

OSWALD. Will you — ?
 

MRS. ALVING. If it should ever be necessary. But it will never be necessary. No, no; it is impossible.
 

OSWALD. Well, let us hope so. And let us live together as long as we can. Thank you, mother. [He seats himself in the arm-chair which MRS. ALVING has moved to the sofa. Day is breaking. The lamp is still burning on the table.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Drawing near cautiously.] Do you feel calm now?
 

OSWALD. Yes.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Bending over him.] It has been a dreadful fancy of yours, Oswald — nothing but a fancy. All this excitement has been too much for you. But now you shall have along rest; at home with your mother, my own blessëd boy. Everything you point to you shall have, just as when you were a little child. — There now. The crisis is over. You see how easily it passed! Oh, I was sure it would. — And do you see, Oswald, what a lovely day we are going to have? Brilliant sunshine! Now you can really see your home. [She goes to the table and puts out the lamp. Sunrise. The glacier and the snow-peaks in the background glow in the morning light.]
 

OSWALD. [Sits in the arm-chair with his back towards the landscape, without moving. Suddenly he says:] Mother, give me the sun.
 

MRS. ALVING. [By the table, starts and looks at him.] What do you say?
 

OSWALD. [Repeats, in a dull, toneless voice.] The sun. The sun.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Goes to him.] Oswald, what is the matter with you?
 

OSWALD. [Seems to shrink together to the chair; all his muscles relax; his face is expressionless, his eyes have a glassy stare.]
 

MRS. ALVING. [Quivering with terror.] What is this? [Shrieks.] Oswald! what is the matter with you? [Falls on her knees beside him and shakes him.] Oswald! Oswald! look at me! Don’t you know me?
 

OSWALD. [Tonelessly as before.] The sun. — The sun.
 

MRS. ALVING. [Springs up in despair, entwines her hands in her hair and shrieks.] I cannot bear it! [Whispers, as though petrified]; I cannot bear it! Never! [Suddenly.] Where has he got them? [Fumbles hastily in his breast.] Here! [Shrinks back a few steps and screams:] No! No; no! — Yes! — No; no!
 

[She stands a few steps away from him with her hands twisted in her hair, and stares at him in speechless horror.]
 

OSWALD. [Sits motionless as before and says.] The sun. — The sun.
 

THE END
 






  

AN ENEMY OF THE PEOPLE


 

Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp
 

This 1882 play was written it in response to the public outcry against Ghosts, which at the time was considered scandalous. Having challenged the hypocrisy of Victorian morality, Ghosts was deemed indecent for its thinly veiled references to syphilis and incest. An Enemy of the People addresses the irrational tendencies of the masses and the hypocritical and morally corrupt nature of the political system that they support. The play presents the story of one brave man’s struggle to do the right thing and speak the truth in the face of extreme social intolerance. The protagonist, Dr Stockmann, represents the Ibsen’s own voice and views on society. 

An Enemy of the People was published on November 28, 1882 by Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen in an edition of 10,000 copies, though the book had a mixed reception. Contrary to the previous play, Ghosts, the Scandinavian theatre owners practically queued up for the opportunity of staging An Enemy of the People. The very first performance was at Christiania Theatre on January 13, 1883. The play was directed by Johannes Brun, with Arnoldus Reimers as Dr. Stockmann.

In the plot, Dr. Thomas Stockmann is a popular citizen of a small Norwegian coastal town, which has recently invested a large amount of public and private money towards the development of baths - a project led by Dr. Stockmann and his brother, Peter Stockmann, the Mayor. The town is expecting a surge in tourism and prosperity from the new baths, said to be of great medicinal value, and as such, the baths are a source of great local pride. However, just as the baths are proving successful, Dr. Stockmann discovers that waste products from the town’s tannery are contaminating the waters, causing serious illness amongst the tourists. He expects this important discovery to be his greatest achievement, and promptly sends a detailed report to the Mayor, which includes a proposed solution which would come at a considerable cost to the town.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
 

Dr. Thomas Stockmann, Medical Officer of the Municipal Baths.
 Mrs. Stockmann, his wife.
 Petra (their daughter) a teacher.
 Ejlif & Morten (their sons, aged 13 and 10 respectively).
 Peter Stockmann (the Doctor’s elder brother), Mayor of the
 Town and Chief Constable, Chairman of the Baths’ Committee, etc.
 Morten Kiil, a tanner (Mrs. Stockmann’s adoptive father).
 Hovstad, editor of the “People’s Messenger.”
 Billing, sub-editor.
 Captain Horster.
 Aslaksen, a printer.
 

Men of various conditions and occupations, a few women, and a troop of schoolboys — the audience at a public meeting.
 

SCENE: the action takes place in a coastal town in southern Norway.
 






  








ACT I
 

(SCENE. — DR. STOCKMANN’S sitting-room. It is evening. The room is plainly but neatly appointed and furnished. In the right-hand wall are two doors; the farther leads out to the hall, the nearer to the doctor’s study. In the left-hand wall, opposite the door leading to the hall, is a door leading to the other rooms occupied by the family. In the middle of the same wall stands the stove, and, further forward, a couch with a looking-glass hanging over it and an oval table in front of it. On the table, a lighted lamp, with a lampshade. At the back of the room, an open door leads to the dining-room. BILLING is seen sitting at the dining table, on which a lamp is burning. He has a napkin tucked under his chin, and MRS. STOCKMANN is standing by the table handing him a large plate-full of roast beef. The other places at the table are empty, and the table somewhat in disorder, evidently a meal having recently been finished.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You see, if you come an hour late, Mr. Billing, you have to put up with cold meat.
 

Billing (as he eats). It is uncommonly good, thank you — remarkably good.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. My husband makes such a point of having his meals punctually, you know.
 

Billing. That doesn’t affect me a bit. Indeed, I almost think I enjoy a meal all the better when I can sit down and eat all by myself, and undisturbed.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh well, as long as you are enjoying it — . (Turns to the hall door, listening.) I expect that is Mr. Hovstad coming too.
 

Billing. Very likely.
 

(PETER STOCKMANN comes in. He wears an overcoat and his official hat, and carries a stick.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Good evening, Katherine.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coming forward into the sitting-room). Ah, good evening — is it you? How good of you to come up and see us!
 

Peter Stockmann. I happened to be passing, and so — (looks into the dining-room). But you have company with you, I see.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (a little embarrassed). Oh, no — it was quite by chance he came in. (Hurriedly.) Won’t you come in and have something, too?
 

Peter Stockmann. I! No, thank you. Good gracious — hot meat at night! Not with my digestion.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh, but just once in a way — 
 

Peter Stockmann. No, no, my dear lady; I stick to my tea and bread and butter. It is much more wholesome in the long run — and a little more economical, too.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (smiling). Now you mustn’t think that Thomas and I are spendthrifts.
 

Peter Stockmann. Not you, my dear; I would never think that of you. (Points to the Doctor’s study.) Is he not at home?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. No, he went out for a little turn after supper — he and the boys.
 

Peter Stockmann. I doubt if that is a wise thing to do. (Listens.) I fancy I hear him coming now.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. No, I don’t think it is he. (A knock is heard at the door.) Come in! (HOVSTAD comes in from the hall.) Oh, it is you, Mr. Hovstad!
 

Hovstad. Yes, I hope you will forgive me, but I was delayed at the printers. Good evening, Mr. Mayor.
 

Peter Stockmann (bowing a little distantly). Good evening. You have come on business, no doubt.
 

Hovstad. Partly. It’s about an article for the paper.
 

Peter Stockmann. So I imagined. I hear my brother has become a prolific contributor to the “People’s Messenger.”
 

Hovstad. Yes, he is good enough to write in the “People’s Messenger” when he has any home truths to tell.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (to HOVSTAD). But won’t you — ? (Points to the dining-room.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Quite so, quite so. I don’t blame him in the least, as a writer, for addressing himself to the quarters where he will find the readiest sympathy. And, besides that, I personally have no reason to bear any ill will to your paper, Mr. Hovstad.
 

Hovstad. I quite agree with you.
 

Peter Stockmann. Taking one thing with another, there is an excellent spirit of toleration in the town — an admirable municipal spirit. And it all springs from the fact of our having a great common interest to unite us — an interest that is in an equally high degree the concern of every right-minded citizen.
 

Hovstad. The Baths, yes.
 

Peter Stockmann. Exactly — our fine, new, handsome Baths. Mark my words, Mr. Hovstad — the Baths will become the focus of our municipal life! Not a doubt of it!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. That is just what Thomas says.
 

Peter Stockmann. Think how extraordinarily the place has developed within the last year or two! Money has been flowing in, and there is some life and some business doing in the town. Houses and landed property are rising in value every day.
 

Hovstad. And unemployment is diminishing,
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, that is another thing. The burden on the poor rates has been lightened, to the great relief of the propertied classes; and that relief will be even greater if only we get a really good summer this year, and lots of visitors — plenty of invalids, who will make the Baths talked about.
 

Hovstad. And there is a good prospect of that, I hear.
 

Peter Stockmann. It looks very promising. Inquiries about apartments and that sort of thing are reaching us, every day.
 

Hovstad. Well, the doctor’s article will come in very suitably.
 

Peter Stockmann. Has he been writing something just lately?
 

Hovstad. This is something he wrote in the winter; a recommendation of the Baths — an account of the excellent sanitary conditions here. But I held the article over, temporarily.
 

Peter Stockmann. Ah, — some little difficulty about it, I suppose?
 

Hovstad. No, not at all; I thought it would be better to wait until the spring, because it is just at this time that people begin to think seriously about their summer quarters.
 

Peter Stockmann. Quite right; you were perfectly right, Mr. Hovstad.
 

Hovstad. Yes, Thomas is really indefatigable when it is a question of the Baths.
 

Peter Stockmann. Well remember, he is the Medical Officer to the Baths.
 

Hovstad. Yes, and what is more, they owe their existence to him.
 

Peter Stockmann. To him? Indeed! It is true I have heard from time to time that some people are of that opinion. At the same time I must say I imagined that I took a modest part in the enterprise.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, that is what Thomas is always saying.
 

Hovstad. But who denies it, Mr. Stockmann? You set the thing going and made a practical concern of it; we all know that. I only meant that the idea of it came first from the doctor.
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, ideas yes! My brother has had plenty of them in his time — unfortunately. But when it is a question of putting an idea into practical shape, you have to apply to a man of different mettle. Mr. Hovstad. And I certainly should have thought that in this house at least...
 

Mrs. Stockmann. My dear Peter — 
 

Hovstad. How can you think that — ?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Won’t you go in and have something, Mr. Hovstad? My husband is sure to be back directly.
 

Hovstad. Thank you, perhaps just a morsel. (Goes into the dining-room.)
 

Peter Stockmann (lowering his voice a little). It is a curious thing that these farmers’ sons never seem to lose their want of tact.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Surely it is not worth bothering about! Cannot you and Thomas share the credit as brothers?
 

Peter Stockmann. I should have thought so; but apparently some people are not satisfied with a share.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. What nonsense! You and Thomas get on so capitally together. (Listens.) There he is at last, I think. (Goes out and opens the door leading to the hall.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (laughing and talking outside). Look here — here is another guest for you, Katherine. Isn’t that jolly! Come in, Captain Horster; hang your coat up on this peg. Ah, you don’t wear an overcoat. Just think, Katherine; I met him in the street and could hardly persuade him to come up! (CAPTAIN HORSTER comes into the room and greets MRS. STOCKMANN. He is followed by DR. STOCKMANN.) Come along in, boys. They are ravenously hungry again, you know. Come along, Captain Horster; you must have a slice of beef. (Pushes HORSTER into the dining-room. EJLIF and MORTEN go in after them.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, Thomas, don’t you see — ?
 

Dr. Stockmann (turning in the doorway). Oh, is it you, Peter? (Shakes hands with him.) Now that is very delightful.
 

Peter Stockmann. Unfortunately I must go in a moment — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Rubbish! There is some toddy just coming in. You haven’t forgotten the toddy, Katherine?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Of course not; the water is boiling now. (Goes into the dining-room.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Toddy too!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, sit down and we will have it comfortably.
 

Peter Stockmann. Thanks, I never care about an evening’s drinking.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But this isn’t an evening’s drinking.
 

Peter Stockmann. It seems to me — . (Looks towards the dining-room.) It is extraordinary how they can put away all that food.
 

Dr. Stockmann (rubbing his hands). Yes, isn’t it splendid to see young people eat? They have always got an appetite, you know! That’s as it should be. Lots of food — to build up their strength! They are the people who are going to stir up the fermenting forces of the future, Peter.
 

Peter Stockmann. May I ask what they will find here to “stir up,” as you put it?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, you must ask the young people that — when the times comes. We shan’t be able to see it, of course. That stands to reason — two old fogies, like us.
 

Peter Stockmann. Really, really! I must say that is an extremely odd expression to — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, you mustn’t take me too literally, Peter. I am so heartily happy and contented, you know. I think it is such an extraordinary piece of good fortune to be in the middle of all this growing, germinating life. It is a splendid time to live in! It is as if a whole new world were being created around one.
 

Peter Stockmann. Do you really think so?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, naturally you can’t appreciate it as keenly as I. You have lived all your life in these surroundings, and your impressions have been blunted. But I, who have been buried all these years in my little corner up north, almost without ever seeing a stranger who might bring new ideas with him — well, in my case it has just the same effect as if I had been transported into the middle of a crowded city.
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, a city — !
 

Dr. Stockmann. I know, I know; it is all cramped enough here, compared with many other places. But there is life here — there is promise — there are innumerable things to work for and fight for; and that is the main thing. (Calls.) Katherine, hasn’t the postman been here?
 

Mrs. Stockmann (from the dining-room). No.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And then to be comfortably off, Peter! That is something one learns to value, when one has been on the brink of starvation, as we have.
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, surely — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Indeed I can assure you we have often been very hard put to it, up there. And now to be able to live like a lord! Today, for instance, we had roast beef for dinner — and, what is more, for supper too. Won’t you come and have a little bit? Or let me show it you, at any rate? Come here — 
 

Peter Stockmann. No, no — not for worlds!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, but just come here then. Do you see, we have got a table-cover?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, I noticed it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And we have got a lamp-shade too. Do you see? All out of Katherine’s savings! It makes the room so cosy. Don’t you think so? Just stand here for a moment — no, no, not there — just here, that’s it! Look now, when you get the light on it altogether. I really think it looks very nice, doesn’t it?
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, if you can afford luxuries of this kind — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, I can afford it now. Katherine tells me I earn almost as much as we spend.
 

Peter Stockmann. Almost — yes!
 

Dr. Stockmann. But a scientific man must live in a little bit of style. I am quite sure an ordinary civil servant spends more in a year than I do.
 

Peter Stockmann. I daresay. A civil servant — a man in a well-paid position...
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, any ordinary merchant, then! A man in that position spends two or three times as much as — 
 

Peter Stockmann. It just depends on circumstances.
 

Dr. Stockmann. At all events I assure you I don’t waste money unprofitably. But I can’t find it in my heart to deny myself the pleasure of entertaining my friends. I need that sort of thing, you know. I have lived for so long shut out of it all, that it is a necessity of life to me to mix with young, eager, ambitious men, men of liberal and active minds; and that describes every one of those fellows who are enjoying their supper in there. I wish you knew more of Hovstad.
 

Peter Stockmann. By the way, Hovstad was telling me he was going to print another article of yours.
 

Dr. Stockmann. An article of mine?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, about the Baths. An article you wrote in the winter.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, that one! No, I don’t intend that to appear just for the present.
 

Peter Stockmann. Why not? It seems to me that this would be the most opportune moment.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, very likely — under normal conditions. (Crosses the room.)
 

Peter Stockmann (following him with his eyes). Is there anything abnormal about the present conditions?
 

Dr. Stockmann (standing still). To tell you the truth, Peter, I can’t say just at this moment — at all events not tonight. There may be much that is very abnormal about the present conditions — and it is possible there may be nothing abnormal about them at all. It is quite possible it may be merely my imagination.
 

Peter Stockmann. I must say it all sounds most mysterious. Is there something going on that I am to be kept in ignorance of? I should have imagined that I, as Chairman of the governing body of the Baths — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. And I should have imagined that I — . Oh, come, don’t let us fly out at one another, Peter.
 

Peter Stockmann. Heaven forbid! I am not in the habit of flying out at people, as you call it. But I am entitled to request most emphatically that all arrangements shall be made in a businesslike manner, through the proper channels, and shall be dealt with by the legally constituted authorities. I can allow no going behind our backs by any roundabout means.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Have I ever at any time tried to go behind your backs?
 

Peter Stockmann. You have an ingrained tendency to take your own way, at all events; and, that is almost equally inadmissible in a well ordered community, The individual ought undoubtedly to acquiesce in subordinating himself to the community — or, to speak more accurately, to the authorities who have the care of the community’s welfare.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Very likely. But what the deuce has all this got to do with me?
 

Peter Stockmann. That is exactly what you never appear to be willing to learn, my dear Thomas. But, mark my words, some day you will have to suffer for it — sooner or later. Now I have told you. Good-bye.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Have you taken leave of your senses? You are on the wrong scent altogether.
 

Peter Stockmann. I am not usually that. You must excuse me now if I — (calls into the dining-room). Good night, Katherine. Good night, gentlemen. (Goes out.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coming from the dining-room). Has he gone?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and in such a bad temper.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, dear Thomas, what have you been doing to him again?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Nothing at all. And, anyhow, he can’t oblige me to make my report before the proper time.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. What have you got to make a report to him about?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Hm! Leave that to me, Katherine. It is an extraordinary thing that the postman doesn’t come.
 

(HOVSTAD, BILLING and HORSTER have got up from the table and come into the sitting-room. EJLIF and MORTEN come in after them.)
 

Billing (stretching himself). Ah! — one feels a new man after a meal like that.
 

Hovstad. The mayor wasn’t in a very sweet temper tonight, then.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is his stomach; he has wretched digestion.
 

Hovstad. I rather think it was us two of the “People’s Messenger” that he couldn’t digest.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I thought you came out of it pretty well with him.
 

Hovstad. Oh yes; but it isn’t anything more than a sort of truce.
 

Billing. That is just what it is! That word sums up the situation.
 

Dr. Stockmann. We must remember that Peter is a lonely man, poor chap. He has no home comforts of any kind; nothing but everlasting business. And all that infernal weak tea wash that he pours into himself! Now then, my boys, bring chairs up to the table. Aren’t we going to have that toddy, Katherine?
 

Mrs. Stockmann (going into the dining-room). I am just getting it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Sit down here on the couch beside me, Captain Horster. We so seldom see you. Please sit down, my friends. (They sit down at the table. MRS. STOCKMANN brings a tray, with a spirit-lamp, glasses, bottles, etc., upon it.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. There you are! This is arrack, and this is rum, and this one is the brandy. Now every one must help themselves.
 

Dr. Stockmann (taking a glass). We will. (They all mix themselves some toddy.) And let us have the cigars. Ejlif, you know where the box is. And you, Morten, can fetch my pipe. (The two boys go into the room on the right.) I have a suspicion that Ejlif pockets a cigar now and then! — but I take no notice of it. (Calls out.) And my smoking-cap too, Morten. Katherine, you can tell him where I left it. Ah, he has got it. (The boys bring the various things.) Now, my friends. I stick to my pipe, you know. This one has seen plenty of bad weather with me up north. (Touches glasses with them.) Your good health! Ah, it is good to be sitting snug and warm here.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (who sits knitting). Do you sail soon, Captain Horster?
 

Horster. I expect to be ready to sail next week.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I suppose you are going to America?
 

Horster. Yes, that is the plan.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Then you won’t be able to take part in the coming election?
 

Horster. Is there going to be an election?
 

Billing. Didn’t you know?
 

Horster. No, I don’t mix myself up with those things.
 

Billing. But do you not take an interest in public affairs?
 

Horster. No, I don’t know anything about politics.
 

Billing. All the same, one ought to vote, at any rate.
 

Horster. Even if one doesn’t know anything about what is going on?
 

Billing. Doesn’t know! What do you mean by that? A community is like a ship; everyone ought to be prepared to take the helm.
 

Horster. Maybe that is all very well on shore; but on board ship it wouldn’t work.
 

Hovstad. It is astonishing how little most sailors care about what goes on on shore.
 

Billing. Very extraordinary.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Sailors are like birds of passage; they feel equally at home in any latitude. And that is only an additional reason for our being all the more keen, Hovstad. Is there to be anything of public interest in tomorrow’s “Messenger”?
 

Hovstad. Nothing about municipal affairs. But the day after tomorrow I was thinking of printing your article — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, devil take it — my article! Look here, that must wait a bit.
 

Hovstad. Really? We had just got convenient space for it, and I thought it was just the opportune moment — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, yes, very likely you are right; but it must wait all the same. I will explain to you later. (PETRA comes in from the hall, in hat and cloak and with a bundle of exercise books under her arm.)
 

Petra. Good evening.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Good evening, Petra; come along.
 

(Mutual greetings; PETRA takes off her things and puts them down on a chair by the door.)
 

Petra. And you have all been sitting here enjoying yourselves, while I have been out slaving!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, come and enjoy yourself too!
 

Billing. May I mix a glass for you?
 

Petra (coming to the table). Thanks, I would rather do it; you always mix it too strong. But I forgot, father — I have a letter for you. (Goes to the chair where she has laid her things.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. A letter? From whom?
 

Petra (looking in her coat pocket). The postman gave it to me just as I was going out.
 

Dr. Stockmann (getting up and going to her). And you only give to me now!
 

Petra. I really had not time to run up again. There it is!
 

Dr. Stockmann (seizing the letter). Let’s see, let’s see, child! (Looks at the address.) Yes, that’s all right!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Is it the one you have been expecting go anxiously, Thomas?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, it is. I must go to my room now and — Where shall I get a light, Katherine? Is there no lamp in my room again?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, your lamp is already lit on your desk.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Good, good. Excuse me for a moment — , (Goes into his study.)
 

Petra. What do you suppose it is, mother?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I don’t know; for the last day or two he has always been asking if the postman has not been.
 

Billing. Probably some country patient.
 

Petra. Poor old dad! — he will overwork himself soon. (Mixes a glass for herself.) There, that will taste good!
 

Hovstad. Have you been teaching in the evening school again today?
 

Petra (sipping from her glass). Two hours.
 

Billing. And four hours of school in the morning?
 

Petra. Five hours.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. And you have still got exercises to correct, I see.
 

Petra. A whole heap, yes.
 

Horster. You are pretty full up with work too, it seems to me.
 

Petra. Yes — but that is good. One is so delightfully tired after it.
 

Billing. Do you like that?
 

Petra. Yes, because one sleeps so well then.
 

Morten. You must be dreadfully wicked, Petra.
 

Petra. Wicked?
 

Morten. Yes, because you work so much. Mr. Rorlund says work is a punishment for our sins.
 

Ejlif. Pooh, what a duffer, you are, to believe a thing like that!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Come, come, Ejlif!
 

Billing (laughing). That’s capital!
 

Hovstad. Don’t you want to work as hard as that, Morten?
 

Morten. No, indeed I don’t.
 

Hovstad. What do you want to be, then?
 

Morten. I should like best to be a Viking,
 

Ejlif. You would have to be a pagan then.
 

Morten. Well, I could become a pagan, couldn’t I?
 

Billing. I agree with you, Morten! My sentiments, exactly.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (signalling to him). I am sure that is not true, Mr. Billing.
 

Billing. Yes, I swear it is! I am a pagan, and I am proud of it. Believe me, before long we shall all be pagans.
 

Morten. And then shall be allowed to do anything we like?
 

Billing. Well, you’ll see, Morten.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You must go to your room now, boys; I am sure you have some lessons to learn for tomorrow.
 

Ejlif. I should like so much to stay a little longer — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. No, no; away you go, both of you, (The boys say good night and go into the room on the left.)
 

Hovstad. Do you really think it can do the boys any harm to hear such things?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I don’t know; but I don’t like it.
 

Petra. But you know, mother, I think you really are wrong about it.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Maybe, but I don’t like it — not in our own home.
 

Petra. There is so much falsehood both at home and at school. At home one must not speak, and at school we have to stand and tell lies to the children.
 

Horster. Tell lies?
 

Petra. Yes, don’t you suppose we have to teach them all sorts of things that we don’t believe?
 

Billing. That is perfectly true.
 

Petra. If only I had the means, I would start a school of my own; and it would be conducted on very different lines.
 

Billing. Oh, bother the means — !
 

Horster. Well if you are thinking of that, Miss Stockmann, I shall be delighted to provide you with a schoolroom. The great big old house my father left me is standing almost empty; there is an immense dining-room downstairs — 
 

Petra (laughing). Thank you very much; but I am afraid nothing will come of it.
 

Hovstad. No, Miss Petra is much more likely to take to journalism, I expect. By the way, have you had time to do anything with that English story you promised to translate for us?
 

Petra. No, not yet, but you shall have it in good time.
 

(DR. STOCKMANN comes in from his room with an open letter in his hand.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (waving the letter). Well, now the town will have something new to talk about, I can tell you!
 

Billing. Something new?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. What is this?
 

Dr. Stockmann. A great discovery, Katherine.
 

Hovstad. Really?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. A discovery of yours?
 

Dr. Stockmann. A discovery of mine. (Walks up and down.) Just let them come saying, as usual, that it is all fancy and a crazy man’s imagination! But they will be careful what they say this time, I can tell you!
 

Petra. But, father, tell us what it is.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, yes — only give me time, and you shall know all about it. If only I had Peter here now! It just shows how we men can go about forming our judgments, when in reality we are as blind as any moles — 
 

Hovstad. What are you driving at, Doctor?
 

Dr. Stockmann (standing still by the table). Isn’t it the universal opinion that our town is a healthy spot?
 

Hovstad. Certainly.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Quite an unusually healthy spot, in fact — a place that deserves to be recommended in the warmest possible manner either for invalids or for people who are well — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, but my dear Thomas — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. And we have been recommending it and praising it — I have written and written, both in the “Messenger” and in pamphlets...
 

Hovstad. Well, what then?
 

Dr. Stockmann. And the Baths — we have called them the “main artery of the town’s life-blood,” the “nerve-centre of our town,” and the devil knows what else — 
 

Billing. “The town’s pulsating heart” was the expression I once used on an important occasion.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Quite so. Well, do you know what they really are, these great, splendid, much praised Baths, that have cost so much money — do you know what they are?
 

Hovstad. No, what are they?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, what are they?
 

Dr. Stockmann. The whole place is a pest-house!
 

Petra. The Baths, father?
 

Mrs. Stockmann (at the same time), Our Baths?
 

Hovstad. But, Doctor — 
 

Billing. Absolutely incredible!
 

Dr. Stockmann. The whole Bath establishment is a whited, poisoned sepulchre, I tell you — the gravest possible danger to the public health! All the nastiness up at Molledal, all that stinking filth, is infecting the water in the conduit-pipes leading to the reservoir; and the same cursed, filthy poison oozes out on the shore too — 
 

Horster. Where the bathing-place is?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Just there.
 

Hovstad. How do you come to be so certain of all this, Doctor?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I have investigated the matter most conscientiously. For a long time past I have suspected something of the kind. Last year we had some very strange cases of illness among the visitors — typhoid cases, and cases of gastric fever — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, that is quite true.
 

Dr. Stockmann. At the time, we supposed the visitors had been infected before they came; but later on, in the winter, I began to have a different opinion; and so I set myself to examine the water, as well as I could.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Then that is what you have been so busy with?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Indeed I have been busy, Katherine. But here I had none of the necessary scientific apparatus; so I sent samples, both of the drinking-water and of the sea-water, up to the University, to have an accurate analysis made by a chemist.
 

Hovstad. And have you got that?
 

Dr. Stockmann (showing him the letter). Here it is! It proves the presence of decomposing organic matter in the water — it is full of infusoria. The water is absolutely dangerous to use, either internally or externally.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. What a mercy you discovered it in time.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You may well say so.
 

Hovstad. And what do you propose to do now, Doctor?
 

Dr. Stockmann. To see the matter put right, naturally.
 

Hovstad. Can that be done?
 

Dr. Stockmann. It must be done. Otherwise the Baths will be absolutely useless and wasted. But we need not anticipate that; I have a very clear idea what we shall have to do.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But why have you kept this all so secret, dear?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Do you suppose I was going to run about the town gossiping about it, before I had absolute proof? No, thank you. I am not such a fool.
 

Petra. Still, you might have told us — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Not a living soul. But tomorrow you may run around to the old Badger — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh, Thomas! Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, to your grandfather, then. The old boy will have something to be astonished at! I know he thinks I am cracked — and there are lots of other people who think so too, I have noticed. But now these good folks shall see — they shall just see! (Walks about, rubbing his hands.) There will be a nice upset in the town, Katherine; you can’t imagine what it will be. All the conduit-pipes will have to be relaid.
 

Hovstad (getting up). All the conduit-pipes — ?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, of course. The intake is too low down; it will have to be lifted to a position much higher up.
 

Petra. Then you were right after all.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, you remember, Petra — I wrote opposing the plans before the work was begun. But at that time no one would listen to me. Well, I am going to let them have it now. Of course I have prepared a report for the Baths Committee; I have had it ready for a week, and was only waiting for this to come. (Shows the letter.) Now it shall go off at once. (Goes into his room and comes back with some papers.) Look at that! Four closely written sheets! — and the letter shall go with them. Give me a bit of paper, Katherine — something to wrap them up in. That will do! Now give it to-to-(stamps his foot) — what the deuce is her name? — give it to the maid, and tell her to take it at once to the Mayor.
 

(Mrs. Stockmann takes the packet and goes out through the dining-room.)
 

Petra. What do you think Uncle Peter will say, father?
 

Dr. Stockmann. What is there for him to say? I should think he would be very glad that such an important truth has been brought to light.
 

Hovstad. Will you let me print a short note about your discovery in the “Messenger?”
 

Dr. Stockmann. I shall be very much obliged if you will.
 

Hovstad. It is very desirable that the public should be informed of it without delay.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coming back). She has just gone with it.
 

Billing. Upon my soul, Doctor, you are going to be the foremost man in the town!
 

Dr. Stockmann (walking about happily). Nonsense! As a matter of
 fact I have done nothing more than my duty. I have only made a lucky find — that’s all. Still, all the same...
 

Billing. Hovstad, don’t you think the town ought to give Dr. Stockmann some sort of testimonial?
 

Hovstad. I will suggest it, anyway.
 

Billing. And I will speak to Aslaksen about it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, my good friends, don’t let us have any of that nonsense. I won’t hear anything of the kind. And if the Baths Committee should think of voting me an increase of salary, I will not accept it. Do you hear, Katherine? — I won’t accept it.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You are quite right, Thomas.
 

Petra (lifting her glass). Your health, father!
 

Hovstad and Billing. Your health, Doctor! Good health!
 

Horster (touches glasses with DR. STOCKMANN). I hope it will bring you nothing but good luck.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Thank you, thank you, my dear fellows! I feel tremendously happy! It is a splendid thing for a man to be able to feel that he has done a service to his native town and to his fellow-citizens. Hurrah, Katherine! (He puts his arms round her and whirls her round and round, while she protests with laughing cries. They all laugh, clap their hands, and cheer the DOCTOR. The boys put their heads in at the door to see what is going on.)
 






  








ACT II
 

(SCENE. — The same. The door into the dining room is shut. It is morning. MRS. STOCKMANN, with a sealed letter in her hand, comes in from the dining room, goes to the door of the DOCTOR’S study, and peeps in.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Are you in, Thomas?
 

Dr. Stockmann (from within his room). Yes, I have just come in. (Comes into the room.) What is it?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. A letter from your brother.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Aha, let us see! (Opens the letter and reads:) “I return herewith the manuscript you sent me” (reads on in a low murmur) H’m! — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. What does he say?
 

Dr. Stockmann (putting the papers in his pocket). Oh, he only writes that he will come up here himself about midday.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Well, try and remember to be at home this time.
 

Dr. Stockmann. That will be all right; I have got through all my morning visits.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I am extremely curious to know how he takes it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You will see he won’t like it’s having been I, and not he, that made the discovery.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Aren’t you a little nervous about that?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, he really will be pleased enough, you know. But, at the same time, Peter is so confoundedly afraid of anyone’s doing any service to the town except himself.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I will tell you what, Thomas — you should be good natured, and share the credit of this with him. Couldn’t you make out that it was he who set you on the scent of this discovery?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I am quite willing. If only I can get the thing set right. I — 
 

(MORTEN KIIL puts his head in through the door leading from the hall, looks around in an enquiring manner, and chuckles.)
 

Morten Kiil (slyly). Is it — is it true?
 

Mrs. Stockmann (going to the door). Father! — is it you?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, Mr. Kiil — good morning, good morning!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But come along in.
 

Morten Kiil. If it is true, I will; if not, I am off.
 

Dr. Stockmann. If what is true?
 

Morten Kiil. This tale about the water supply, is it true?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly it is true, but how did you come to hear it?
 

Morten Kid (coming in). Petra ran in on her way to the school — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Did she?
 

Morten Kiil. Yes; and she declares that — I thought she was only making a fool of me — but it isn’t like Petra to do that.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Of course not. How could you imagine such a thing!
 

Morten Kiil. Oh well, it is better never to trust anybody; you may find you have been made a fool of before you know where you are. But it is really true, all the same?
 

Dr. Stockmann. You can depend upon it that it is true. Won’t you sit down? (Settles him on the couch.) Isn’t it a real bit of luck for the town — 
 

Morten Kiil (suppressing his laughter). A bit of luck for the town?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, that I made the discovery in good time.
 

Morten Kiil (as before). Yes, yes, Yes! — But I should never have thought you the sort of man to pull your own brother’s leg like this!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Pull his leg!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Really, father dear — 
 

Morten Kiil (resting his hands and his chin on the handle of his stick and winking slyly at the DOCTOR). Let me see, what was the story? Some kind of beast that had got into the water-pipes, wasn’t it?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Infusoria — yes.
 

Morten Kiil. And a lot of these beasts had got in, according to Petra — a tremendous lot.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly; hundreds of thousands of them, probably.
 

Morten Kiil. But no one can see them — isn’t that so?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes; you can’t see them,
 

Morten Kiil (with a quiet chuckle). Damn — it’s the finest story I have ever heard!
 

Dr. Stockmann. What do you mean?
 

Morten Kiil. But you will never get the Mayor to believe a thing like that.
 

Dr. Stockmann. We shall see.
 

Morten Kiil. Do you think he will be fool enough to — ?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I hope the whole town will be fools enough.
 

Morten Kiil. The whole town! Well, it wouldn’t be a bad thing. It would just serve them right, and teach them a lesson. They think themselves so much cleverer than we old fellows. They hounded me out of the council; they did, I tell you — they hounded me out. Now they shall pay for it. You pull their legs too, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Really, I — 
 

Morten Kiil. You pull their legs! (Gets up.) If you can work it so that the Mayor and his friends all swallow the same bait, I will give ten pounds to a charity — like a shot!
 

Dr. Stockmann. That is very kind of you.
 

Morten Kiil. Yes, I haven’t got much money to throw away, I can tell you; but, if you can work this, I will give five pounds to a charity at Christmas.
 

(HOVSTAD comes in by the hall door.)
 

Hovstad. Good morning! (Stops.) Oh, I beg your pardon
 

Dr. Stockmann. Not at all; come in.
 

Morten Kiil (with another chuckle). Oho! — is he in this too?
 

Hovstad. What do you mean?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly he is.
 

Morten Kiil. I might have known it! It must get into the papers. You know how to do it, Thomas! Set your wits to work. Now I must go.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Won’t you stay a little while?
 

Morten Kiil. No, I must be off now. You keep up this game for all it is worth; you won’t repent it, I’m damned if you will!
 

(He goes out; MRS. STOCKMANN follows him into the hall.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (laughing). Just imagine — the old chap doesn’t believe a word of all this about the water supply.
 

Hovstad. Oh that was it, then?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, that was what we were talking about. Perhaps it is the same thing that brings you here?
 

Hovstad. Yes, it is, Can you spare me a few minutes, Doctor?
 

Dr. Stockmann. As long as you like, my dear fellow.
 

Hovstad. Have you heard from the Mayor yet?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Not yet. He is coming here later.
 

Hovstad. I have given the matter a great deal of thought since last night.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well?
 

Hovstad. From your point of view, as a doctor and a man of science, this affair of the water supply is an isolated matter. I mean, you do not realise that it involves a great many other things.
 

Dr. Stockmann. How, do you mean? — Let us sit down, my dear fellow. No, sit here on the couch. (HOVSTAD Sits down on the couch, DR. STOCKMANN On a chair on the other side of the table.) Now then. You mean that — ?
 

Hovstad. You said yesterday that the pollution of the water was due to impurities in the soil.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, unquestionably it is due to that poisonous morass up at Molledal.
 

Hovstad. Begging your pardon, Doctor, I fancy it is due to quite another morass altogether.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What morass?
 

Hovstad. The morass that the whole life of our town is built on and is rotting in.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What the deuce are you driving at, Hovstad?
 

Hovstad. The whole of the town’s interests have, little by little, got into the hands of a pack of officials.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, come! — they are not all officials.
 

Hovstad. No, but those that are not officials are at any rate the officials’ friends and adherents; it is the wealthy folk, the old families in the town, that have got us entirely in their hands.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, but after all they are men of ability and knowledge.
 

Hovstad. Did they show any ability or knowledge when they laid the conduit pipes where they are now?
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, of course that was a great piece of stupidity on their part. But that is going to be set right now.
 

Hovstad. Do you think that will be all such plain sailing?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Plain sailing or no, it has got to be done, anyway.
 

Hovstad. Yes, provided the press takes up the question.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I don’t think that will be necessary, my dear fellow, I am certain my brother — 
 

Hovstad. Excuse me, doctor; I feel bound to tell you I am inclined to take the matter up.
 

Dr. Stockmann. In the paper?
 

Hovstad. Yes. When I took over the “People’s Messenger” my idea was to break up this ring of self-opinionated old fossils who had got hold of all the influence.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But you know you told me yourself what the result had been; you nearly ruined your paper.
 

Hovstad. Yes, at the time we were obliged to climb down a peg or two, it is quite true — because there was a danger of the whole project of the Baths coming to nothing if they failed us. But now the scheme has been carried through, and we can dispense with these grand gentlemen.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Dispense with them, yes; but, we owe them a great debt of gratitude.
 

Hovstad. That shall be recognised ungrudgingly, But a journalist of my democratic tendencies cannot let such an opportunity as this slip. The bubble of official infallibility must be pricked. This superstition must be destroyed, like any other.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I am whole-heartedly with you in that, Mr. Hovstad; if it is a superstition, away with it!
 

Hovstad. I should be very reluctant to bring the Mayor into it, because he is your brother. But I am sure you will agree with me that truth should be the first consideration.
 

Dr. Stockmann. That goes without saying. (With sudden emphasis.) Yes, but — but — 
 

Hovstad. You must not misjudge me. I am neither more self-interested nor more ambitious than most men.
 

Dr. Stockmann. My dear fellow — who suggests anything of the kind?
 

Hovstad. I am of humble origin, as you know; and that has given me opportunities of knowing what is the most crying need in the humbler ranks of life. It is that they should be allowed some part in the direction of public affairs, Doctor. That is what will develop their faculties and intelligence and self respect — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. I quite appreciate that.
 

Hovstad. Yes — and in my opinion a journalist incurs a heavy responsibility if he neglects a favourable opportunity of emancipating the masses — the humble and oppressed. I know well enough that in exalted circles I shall be called an agitator, and all that sort of thing; but they may call what they like. If only my conscience doesn’t reproach me, then — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Quite right! Quite right, Mr. Hovstad. But all the same — devil take it! (A knock is heard at the door.) Come in!
 

(ASLAKSEN appears at the door. He is poorly but decently dressed, in black, with a slightly crumpled white neckcloth; he wears gloves and has a felt hat in his hand.)
 

Aslaksen (bowing). Excuse my taking the liberty, Doctor — 
 

Dr. Stockmann (getting up). Ah, it is you, Aslaksen!
 

Aslaksen. Yes, Doctor.
 

Hovstad (standing up). Is it me you want, Aslaksen?
 

Aslaksen. No; I didn’t know I should find you here. No, it was the Doctor I — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. I am quite at your service. What is it?
 

Aslaksen. Is what I heard from Mr. Billing true, sir — that you mean to improve our water supply?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, for the Baths.
 

Aslaksen. Quite so, I understand. Well, I have come to say that I will back that up by every means in my power.
 

Hovstad (to the DOCTOR). You see!
 

Dr. Stockmann. I shall be very grateful to you, but — 
 

Aslaksen. Because it may be no bad thing to have us small tradesmen at your back. We form, as it were, a compact majority in the town — if we choose. And it is always a good thing to have the majority with you, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. That is undeniably true; but I confess I don’t see why such unusual precautions should be necessary in this case. It seems to me that such a plain, straightforward thing.
 

Aslaksen. Oh, it may be very desirable, all the same. I know our local authorities so well; officials are not generally very ready to act on proposals that come from other people. That is why I think it would not be at all amiss if we made a little demonstration.
 

Hovstad. That’s right.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Demonstration, did you say? What on earth are you going to make a demonstration about?
 

Aslaksen. We shall proceed with the greatest moderation, Doctor. Moderation is always my aim; it is the greatest virtue in a citizen — at least, I think so.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is well known to be a characteristic of yours, Mr. Aslaksen.
 

Aslaksen. Yes, I think I may pride myself on that. And this matter of the water supply is of the greatest importance to us small tradesmen. The Baths promise to be a regular gold-mine for the town. We shall all make our living out of them, especially those of us who are householders. That is why we will back up the project as strongly as possible. And as I am at present Chairman of the Householders’ Association.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes — ?
 

Aslaksen. And, what is more, local secretary of the Temperance Society — you know, sir, I suppose, that I am a worker in the temperance cause?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Of course, of course.
 

Aslaksen. Well, you can understand that I come into contact with a great many people. And as I have the reputation of a temperate and law-abiding citizen — like yourself, Doctor — I have a certain influence in the town, a little bit of power, if I may be allowed to say so.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I know that quite well, Mr. Aslaksen.
 

Aslaksen. So you see it would be an easy matter for me to set on foot some testimonial, if necessary.
 

Dr. Stockmann. A testimonial?
 

Aslaksen. Yes, some kind of an address of thanks from the townsmen for your share in a matter of such importance to the community. I need scarcely say that it would have to be drawn up with the greatest regard to moderation, so as not to offend the authorities — who, after all, have the reins in their hands. If we pay strict attention to that, no one can take it amiss, I should think!
 

Hovstad. Well, and even supposing they didn’t like it — 
 

Aslaksen. No, no, no; there must be no discourtesy to the authorities, Mr. Hovstad. It is no use falling foul of those upon whom our welfare so closely depends. I have done that in my time, and no good ever comes of it. But no one can take exception to a reasonable and frank expression of a citizen’s views.
 

Dr. Stockmann (shaking him by the hand). I can’t tell you, dear Mr. Aslaksen, how extremely pleased I am to find such hearty support among my fellow-citizens. I am delighted — delighted! Now, you will take a small glass of sherry, eh?
 

Aslaksen. No, thank you; I never drink alcohol of that kind.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, what do you say to a glass of beer, then?
 

Aslaksen. Nor that either, thank you, Doctor. I never drink anything as early as this. I am going into town now to talk this over with one or two householders, and prepare the ground.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is tremendously kind of you, Mr. Aslaksen; but I really cannot understand the necessity for all these precautions. It seems to me that the thing should go of itself.
 

Aslaksen. The authorities are somewhat slow to move, Doctor. Far be it from me to seem to blame them — 
 

Hovstad. We are going to stir them up in the paper tomorrow, Aslaksen.
 

Aslaksen. But not violently, I trust, Mr. Hovstad. Proceed with moderation, or you will do nothing with them. You may take my advice; I have gathered my experience in the school of life. Well, I must say goodbye, Doctor. You know now that we small tradesmen are at your back at all events, like a solid wall. You have the compact majority on your side Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I am very much obliged, dear Mr. Aslaksen, (Shakes hands with him.) Goodbye, goodbye.
 

Aslaksen. Are you going my way, towards the printing-office. Mr. Hovstad?
 

Hovstad, I will come later; I have something to settle up first.
 

Aslaksen. Very well. (Bows and goes out; STOCKMANN follows him into the hall.)
 

Hovstad (as STOCKMANN comes in again). Well, what do you think of that, Doctor? Don’t you think it is high time we stirred a little life into all this slackness and vacillation and cowardice?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Are you referring to Aslaksen?
 

Hovstad, Yes, I am. He is one of those who are floundering in a bog — decent enough fellow though he may be, otherwise. And most of the people here are in just the same case — see-sawing and edging first to one side and then to the other, so overcome with caution and scruple that they never dare to take any decided step.
 

Dr. Stockmann, Yes, but Aslaksen seemed to me so thoroughly well-intentioned.
 

Hovstad. There is one thing I esteem higher than that; and that is for a man to be self-reliant and sure of himself.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I think you are perfectly right there.
 

Hovstad. That is why I want to seize this opportunity, and try if I cannot manage to put a little virility into these well-intentioned people for once. The idol of Authority must be shattered in this town. This gross and inexcusable blunder about the water supply must be brought home to the mind of every municipal voter.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Very well; if you are of opinion that it is for the good of the community, so be it. But not until I have had a talk with my brother.
 

Hovstad. Anyway, I will get a leading article ready; and if the Mayor refuses to take the matter up — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. How can you suppose such a thing possible!
 

Hovstad. It is conceivable. And in that case — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. In that case I promise you — . Look here, in that case you may print my report — every word of it.
 

Hovstad. May I? Have I your word for it?
 

Dr. Stockmann (giving him the MS.). Here it is; take it with you. It can do no harm for you to read it through, and you can give it me back later on.
 

Hovstad. Good, good! That is what I will do. And now goodbye, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Goodbye, goodbye. You will see everything will run quite smoothly, Mr. Hovstad — quite smoothly.
 

Hovstad. Hm! — we shall see. (Bows and goes out.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (opens the dining-room door and looks in). Katherine! Oh, you are back, Petra?
 

Petra (coming in). Yes, I have just come from the school.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coming in). Has he not been here yet?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Peter? No, but I have had a long talk with Hovstad. He is quite excited about my discovery, I find it has a much wider bearing than I at first imagined. And he has put his paper at my disposal if necessity should arise.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Do you think it will?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Not for a moment. But at all events it makes me feel proud to know that I have the liberal-minded independent press on my side. Yes, and just imagine — I have had a visit from the Chairman of the Householders’ Association!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh! What did he want?
 

Dr. Stockmann. To offer me his support too. They will support me in a body if it should be necessary. Katherine — do you know what I have got behind me?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Behind you? No, what have you got behind you?
 

Dr. Stockmann. The compact majority.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Really? Is that a good thing for you Thomas?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I should think it was a good thing. (Walks up and down rubbing his hands.) By Jove, it’s a fine thing to feel this bond of brotherhood between oneself and one’s fellow citizens!
 

Petra. And to be able to do so much that is good and useful, father!
 

Dr. Stockmann. And for one’s own native town into the bargain, my child!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. That was a ring at the bell.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It must be he, then. (A knock is heard at the door.) Come in!
 

Peter Stockmann (comes in from the hall). Good morning.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Glad to see you, Peter!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Good morning, Peter, How are you?
 

Peter Stockmann. So so, thank you. (To DR. STOCKMANN.) I received from you yesterday, after office hours, a report dealing with the condition of the water at the Baths.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes. Have you read it?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, I have,
 

Dr. Stockmann. And what have you to say to it?
 

Peter Stockmann (with a sidelong glance). Hm! — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Come along, Petra. (She and PETRA go into the room on the left.)
 

Peter Stockmann (after a pause). Was it necessary to make all these investigations behind my back?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, because until I was absolutely certain about it — 
 

Peter Stockmann. Then you mean that you are absolutely certain now?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Surely you are convinced of that.
 

Peter Stockmann. Is it your intention to bring this document before the Baths Committee as a sort of official communication?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly. Something must be done in the matter — and that quickly.
 

Peter Stockmann. As usual, you employ violent expressions in your report. You say, amongst other things, that what we offer visitors in our Baths is a permanent supply of poison.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, can you describe it any other way, Peter? Just think — water that is poisonous, whether you drink it or bathe in it! And this we offer to the poor sick folk who come to us trustfully and pay us at an exorbitant rate to be made well again!
 

Peter Stockmann. And your reasoning leads you to this conclusion, that we must build a sewer to draw off the alleged impurities from Molledal and must relay the water conduits.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes. Do you see any other way out of it? I don’t.
 

Peter Stockmann. I made a pretext this morning to go and see the town engineer, and, as if only half seriously, broached the subject of these proposals as a thing we might perhaps have to take under consideration some time later on.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Some time later on!
 

Peter Stockmann. He smiled at what he considered to be my extravagance, naturally. Have you taken the trouble to consider what your proposed alterations would cost? According to the information I obtained, the expenses would probably mount up to fifteen or twenty thousand pounds.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Would it cost so much?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes; and the worst part of it would be that the work would take at least two years.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Two years? Two whole years?
 

Peter Stockmann. At least. And what are we to do with the Baths in the meantime? Close them? Indeed we should be obliged to. And do you suppose anyone would come near the place after it had got out that the water was dangerous?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes but, Peter, that is what it is.
 

Peter Stockmann. And all this at this juncture — just as the Baths are beginning to be known. There are other towns in the neighbourhood with qualifications to attract visitors for bathing purposes. Don’t you suppose they would immediately strain every nerve to divert the entire stream of strangers to themselves? Unquestionably they would; and then where should we be? We should probably have to abandon the whole thing, which has cost us so much money-and then you would have ruined your native town.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I — should have ruined — !
 

Peter Stockmann. It is simply and solely through the Baths that the town has before it any future worth mentioning. You know that just as well as I.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But what do you think ought to be done, then?
 

Peter Stockmann. Your report has not convinced me that the condition of the water at the Baths is as bad as you represent it to be.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I tell you it is even worse! — or at all events it will be in summer, when the warm weather comes.
 

Peter Stockmann. As I said, I believe you exaggerate the matter considerably. A capable physician ought to know what measures to take — he ought to be capable of preventing injurious influences or of remedying them if they become obviously persistent.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well? What more?
 

Peter Stockmann. The water supply for the Baths is now an established fact, and in consequence must be treated as such. But probably the Committee, at its discretion, will not be disinclined to consider the question of how far it might be possible to introduce certain improvements consistently with a reasonable expenditure.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And do you suppose that I will have anything to do with such a piece of trickery as that?
 

Peter Stockmann. Trickery!!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, it would be a trick — a fraud, a lie, a downright crime towards the public, towards the whole community!
 

Peter Stockmann. I have not, as I remarked before, been able to convince myself that there is actually any imminent danger.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You have! It is impossible that you should not be convinced. I know I have represented the facts absolutely truthfully and fairly. And you know it very well, Peter, only you won’t acknowledge it. It was owing to your action that both the Baths and the water conduits were built where they are; and that is what you won’t acknowledge — that damnable blunder of yours. Pooh! — do you suppose I don’t see through you?
 

Peter Stockmann. And even if that were true? If I perhaps guard my reputation somewhat anxiously, it is in the interests of the town. Without moral authority I am powerless to direct public affairs as seems, to my judgment, to be best for the common good. And on that account — and for various other reasons too — it appears to me to be a matter of importance that your report should not be delivered to the Committee. In the interests of the public, you must withhold it. Then, later on, I will raise the question and we will do our best, privately; but, nothing of this unfortunate affair not a single word of it — must come to the ears of the public.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I am afraid you will not be able to prevent that now, my dear Peter.
 

Peter Stockmann. It must and shall be prevented.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is no use, I tell you. There are too many people that know about it.
 

Peter Stockmann. That know about it? Who? Surely you don’t mean those fellows on the “People’s Messenger”?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, they know. The liberal-minded independent press is going to see that you do your duty.
 

Peter Stockmann (after a short pause). You are an extraordinarily independent man, Thomas. Have you given no thought to the consequences this may have for yourself?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Consequences? — for me?
 

Peter Stockmann. For you and yours, yes.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What the deuce do you mean?
 

Peter Stockmann. I believe I have always behaved in a brotherly way to you — haven’t I always been ready to oblige or to help you?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, you have, and I am grateful to you for it.
 

Peter Stockmann. There is no need. Indeed, to some extent I was forced to do so — for my own sake. I always hoped that, if I helped to improve your financial position, I should be able to keep some check on you.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What! Then it was only for your own sake — !
 

Peter Stockmann. Up to a certain point, yes. It is painful for a man in an official position to have his nearest relative compromising himself time after time.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And do you consider that I do that?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, unfortunately, you do, without even being aware of it. You have a restless, pugnacious, rebellious disposition. And then there is that disastrous propensity of yours to want to write about every sort of possible and impossible thing. The moment an idea comes into your head, you must needs go and write a newspaper article or a whole pamphlet about it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, but is it not the duty of a citizen to let the public share in any new ideas he may have?
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, the public doesn’t require any new ideas. The public is best served by the good, old established ideas it already has.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And that is your honest opinion?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, and for once I must talk frankly to you. Hitherto I have tried to avoid doing so, because I know how irritable you are; but now I must tell you the truth, Thomas. You have no conception what an amount of harm you do yourself by your impetuosity. You complain of the authorities, you even complain of the government — you are always pulling them to pieces; you insist that you have been neglected and persecuted. But what else can such a cantankerous man as you expect?
 

Dr. Stockmann. What next! Cantankerous, am I?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, Thomas, you are an extremely cantankerous man to work with — I know that to my cost. You disregard everything that you ought to have consideration for. You seem completely to forget that it is me you have to thank for your appointment here as medical officer to the Baths.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I was entitled to it as a matter of course! — I and nobody else! I was the first person to see that the town could be made into a flourishing watering-place, and I was the only one who saw it at that time. I had to fight single-handed in support of the idea for many years; and I wrote and wrote — 
 

Peter Stockmann. Undoubtedly. But things were not ripe for the scheme then — though, of course, you could not judge of that in your out-of-the-way corner up north. But as soon as the opportune moment came I — and the others — took the matter into our hands.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and made this mess of all my beautiful plan. It is pretty obvious now what clever fellows you were!
 

Peter Stockmann. To my mind the whole thing only seems to mean that you are seeking another outlet for your combativeness. You want to pick a quarrel with your superiors — an old habit of yours. You cannot put up with any authority over you. You look askance at anyone who occupies a superior official position; you regard him as a personal enemy, and then any stick is good enough to beat him with. But now I have called your attention to the fact that the town’s interests are at stake — and, incidentally, my own too. And therefore, I must tell you, Thomas, that you will find me inexorable with regard to what I am about to require you to do.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And what is that?
 

Peter Stockmann. As you have been so indiscreet as to speak of this delicate matter to outsiders, despite the fact that you ought to have treated it as entirely official and confidential, it is obviously impossible to hush it up now. All sorts of rumours will get about directly, and everybody who has a grudge against us will take care to embellish these rumours. So it will be necessary for you to refute them publicly.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I! How? I don’t understand.
 

Peter Stockmann. What we shall expect is that, after making further investigations, you will come to the conclusion that the matter is not by any means as dangerous or as critical as you imagined in the first instance.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oho! — so that is what you expect!
 

Peter Stockmann. And, what is more, we shall expect you to make public profession of your confidence in the Committee and in their readiness to consider fully and conscientiously what steps may be necessary to remedy any possible defects.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But you will never be able to do that by patching and tinkering at it — never! Take my word for it, Peter; I mean what I say, as deliberately and emphatically as possible.
 

Peter Stockmann. As an officer under the Committee, you have no right to any individual opinion.
 

Dr. Stockmann (amazed). No right?
 

Peter Stockmann. In your official capacity, no. As a private person, it is quite another matter. But as a subordinate member of the staff of the Baths, you have no right to express any opinion which runs contrary to that of your superiors.
 

Dr. Stockmann. This is too much! I, a doctor, a man of science, have no right to — !
 

Peter Stockmann. The matter in hand is not simply a scientific one. It is a complicated matter, and has its economic as well as its technical side.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I don’t care what it is! I intend to be free to express my opinion on any subject under the sun.
 

Peter Stockmann. As you please — but not on any subject concerning the Baths. That we forbid.
 

Dr. Stockmann (shouting). You forbid — ! You! A pack of — 
 

Peter Stockmann. I forbid it — I, your chief; and if I forbid it, you have to obey.
 

Dr. Stockmann (controlling himself). Peter — if you were not my brother — 
 

Petra (throwing open the door). Father, you shan’t stand this!
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coming in after her). Petra, Petra!
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, so you have been eavesdropping.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You were talking so loud, we couldn’t help it!
 

Petra. Yes, I was listening.
 

Peter Stockmann. Well, after all, I am very glad — 
 

Dr. Stockmann (going up to him). You were saying something about forbidding and obeying?
 

Peter Stockmann. You obliged me to take that tone with you.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And so I am to give myself the lie, publicly?
 

Peter Stockmann. We consider it absolutely necessary that you should make some such public statement as I have asked for.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And if I do not — obey?
 

Peter Stockmann. Then we shall publish a statement ourselves to reassure the public.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Very well; but in that case I shall use my pen against you. I stick to what I have said; I will show that I am right and that you are wrong. And what will you do then?
 

Peter Stockmann. Then I shall not be able to prevent your being dismissed.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What — ?
 

Petra. Father — dismissed!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Dismissed!
 

Peter Stockmann. Dismissed from the staff of the Baths. I shall be obliged to propose that you shall immediately be given notice, and shall not be allowed any further participation in the Baths’ affairs.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You would dare to do that!
 

Peter Stockmann. It is you that are playing the daring game.
 

Petra. Uncle, that is a shameful way to treat a man like father!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Do hold your tongue, Petra!
 

Peter Stockmann (looking at PETRA). Oh, so we volunteer our opinions already, do we? Of course. (To MRS. STOCKMANN.) Katherine, I imagine you are the most sensible person in this house. Use any influence you may have over your husband, and make him see what this will entail for his family as well as — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. My family is my own concern and nobody else’s!
 

Peter Stockmann. — for his own family, as I was saying, as well as for the town he lives in.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is I who have the real good of the town at heart! I want to lay bare the defects that sooner or later must come to the light of day. I will show whether I love my native town.
 

Peter Stockmann. You, who in your blind obstinacy want to cut off the most important source of the town’s welfare?
 

Dr. Stockmann. The source is poisoned, man! Are you mad? We are making our living by retailing filth and corruption! The whole of our flourishing municipal life derives its sustenance from a lie!
 

Peter Stockmann. All imagination — or something even worse. The man who can throw out such offensive insinuations about his native town must be an enemy to our community.
 

Dr. Stockmann (going up to him). Do you dare to — !
 

Mrs. Stockmann (throwing herself between them). Thomas!
 

Petra (catching her father by the arm). Don’t lose your temper, father!
 

Peter Stockmann. I will not expose myself to violence. Now you have had a warning; so reflect on what you owe to yourself and your family. Goodbye. (Goes out.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (walking up and down). Am I to put up with such treatment as this? In my own house, Katherine! What do you think of that!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Indeed it is both shameful and absurd, Thomas — 
 

Petra. If only I could give uncle a piece of my mind — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is my own fault. I ought to have flown out at him long ago! — shown my teeth! — bitten! To hear him call me an enemy to our community! Me! I shall not take that lying down, upon my soul!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, dear Thomas, your brother has power on his side.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, but I have right on mine, I tell you.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh yes, right — right. What is the use of having right on your side if you have not got might?
 

Petra. Oh, mother! — how can you say such a thing!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Do you imagine that in a free country it is no use having right on your side? You are absurd, Katherine. Besides, haven’t I got the liberal-minded, independent press to lead the way, and the compact majority behind me? That is might enough, I should think!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, good heavens, Thomas, you don’t mean to?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Don’t mean to what?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. To set yourself up in opposition to your brother.
 

Dr. Stockmann. In God’s name, what else do you suppose I should do but take my stand on right and truth?
 

Petra. Yes, I was just going to say that.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But it won’t do you any earthly good. If they won’t do it, they won’t.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oho, Katherine! Just give me time, and you will see how I will carry the war into their camp.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, you carry the war into their camp, and you get your dismissal — that is what you will do.
 

Dr. Stockmann. In any case I shall have done my duty towards the public — towards the community, I, who am called its enemy!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But towards your family, Thomas? Towards your own home! Do you think that is doing your duty towards those you have to provide for?
 

Petra. Ah, don’t think always first of us, mother.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh, it is easy for you to talk; you are able to shift for yourself, if need be. But remember the boys, Thomas; and think a little of yourself too, and of me — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. I think you are out of your senses, Katherine! If I were to be such a miserable coward as to go on my knees to Peter and his damned crew, do you suppose I should ever know an hour’s peace of mind all my life afterwards?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I don’t know anything about that; but God preserve us from the peace of mind we shall have, all the same, if you go on defying him! You will find yourself again without the means of subsistence, with no income to count upon. I should think we had had enough of that in the old days. Remember that, Thomas; think what that means.
 

Dr. Stockmann (collecting himself with a struggle and clenching his fists). And this is what this slavery can bring upon a free, honourable man! Isn’t it horrible, Katherine?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, it is sinful to treat you so, it is perfectly true. But, good heavens, one has to put up with so much injustice in this world. There are the boys, Thomas! Look at them! What is to become of them? Oh, no, no, you can never have the heart — . (EJLIF and MORTEN have come in, while she was speaking, with their school books in their hands.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. The boys — I (Recovers himself suddenly.) No, even if the whole world goes to pieces, I will never bow my neck to this yokel (Goes towards his room.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann (following him). Thomas — what are you going to do!
 

Dr. Stockmann (at his door). I mean to have the right to look my sons in the face when they are grown men. (Goes into his room.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann (bursting into tears). God help us all!
 

Petra. Father is splendid! He will not give in.
 

(The boys look on in amazement; PETRA signs to them not to speak.)
 






  








ACT III
 

(SCENE. — The editorial office of the “People’s Messenger.” The entrance door is on the left-hand side of the back wall; on the right-hand side is another door with glass panels through which the printing room can be seen. Another door in the right-hand wall. In the middle of the room is a large table covered with papers, newspapers and books. In the foreground on the left a window, before which stands a desk and a high stool. There are a couple of easy chairs by the table, and other chairs standing along the wall. The room is dingy and uncomfortable; the furniture is old, the chairs stained and torn. In the printing room the compositors are seen at work, and a printer is working a handpress. HOVSTAD is sitting at the desk, writing. BILLING comes in from the right with DR. STOCKMANN’S manuscript in his hand.)
 

Billing. Well, I must say!
 

Hovstad (still writing). Have you read it through?
 

Billing (laying the MS. on the desk). Yes, indeed I have.
 

Hovstad. Don’t you think the Doctor hits them pretty hard?
 

Billing. Hard? Bless my soul, he’s crushing! Every word falls like — how shall I put it? — like the blow of a sledgehammer.
 

Hovstad. Yes, but they are not the people to throw up the sponge at the first blow.
 

Billing. That is true; and for that reason we must strike blow upon blow until the whole of this aristocracy tumbles to pieces. As I sat in there reading this, I almost seemed to see a revolution in being.
 

Hovstad (turning round). Hush! — Speak so that Aslaksen cannot hear you.
 

Billing (lowering his voice). Aslaksen is a chicken-hearted chap, a coward; there is nothing of the man in him. But this time you will insist on your own way, won’t you? You will put the Doctor’s article in?
 

Hovstad. Yes, and if the Mayor doesn’t like it — 
 

Billing. That will be the devil of a nuisance.
 

Hovstad. Well, fortunately we can turn the situation to good account, whatever happens. If the Mayor will not fall in with the Doctor’s project, he will have all the small tradesmen down on him — the whole of the Householders’ Association and the rest of them. And if he does fall in with it, he will fall out with the whole crowd of large shareholders in the Baths, who up to now have been his most valuable supporters — 
 

Billing. Yes, because they will certainly have to fork out a pretty penny — 
 

Hovstad. Yes, you may be sure they will. And in this way the ring will be broken up, you see, and then in every issue of the paper we will enlighten the public on the Mayor’s incapability on one point and another, and make it clear that all the positions of trust in the town, the whole control of municipal affairs, ought to be put in the hands of the Liberals.
 

Billing. That is perfectly true! I see it coming — I see it coming; we are on the threshold of a revolution!
 

(A knock is heard at the door.)
 

Hovstad. Hush! (Calls out.) Come in! (DR. STOCKMANN comes in by the street door. HOVSTAD goes to meet him.) Ah, it is you, Doctor! Well?
 

Dr. Stockmann. You may set to work and print it, Mr. Hovstad!
 

Hovstad. Has it come to that, then?
 

Billing. Hurrah!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, print away. Undoubtedly it has come to that. Now they must take what they get. There is going to be a fight in the town, Mr. Billing!
 

Billing. War to the knife, I hope! We will get our knives to their throats, Doctor!
 

Dr. Stockmann. This article is only a beginning. I have already got four or five more sketched out in my head. Where is Aslaksen?
 

Billing (calls into the printing-room). Aslaksen, just come here for a minute!
 

Hovstad. Four or five more articles, did you say? On the same subject?
 

Dr. Stockmann. No — far from it, my dear fellow. No, they are about quite another matter. But they all spring from the question of the water supply and the drainage. One thing leads to another, you know. It is like beginning to pull down an old house, exactly.
 

Billing. Upon my soul, it’s true; you find you are not done till you have pulled all the old rubbish down.
 

Aslaksen (coming in). Pulled down? You are not thinking of pulling down the Baths surely, Doctor?
 

Hovstad. Far from it, don’t be afraid.
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, we meant something quite different. Well, what do you think of my article, Mr. Hovstad?
 

Hovstad. I think it is simply a masterpiece.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Do you really think so? Well, I am very pleased, very pleased.
 

Hovstad. It is so clear and intelligible. One need have no special knowledge to understand the bearing of it. You will have every enlightened man on your side.
 

Aslaksen. And every prudent man too, I hope?
 

Billing. The prudent and the imprudent — almost the whole town.
 

Aslaksen. In that case we may venture to print it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I should think so!
 

Hovstad. We will put it in tomorrow morning.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Of course — you must not lose a single day. What I wanted to ask you, Mr. Aslaksen, was if you would supervise the printing of it yourself.
 

Aslaksen. With pleasure.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Take care of it as if it were a treasure! No misprints — every word is important. I will look in again a little later; perhaps you will be able to let me see a proof. I can’t tell you how eager I am to see it in print, and see it burst upon the public — 
 

Billing. Burst upon them — yes, like a flash of lightning!
 

Dr. Stockmann. — and to have it submitted to the judgment of my intelligent fellow townsmen. You cannot imagine what I have gone through today. I have been threatened first with one thing and then with another; they have tried to rob me of my most elementary rights as a man — 
 

Billing. What! Your rights as a man!
 

Dr. Stockmann. — they have tried to degrade me, to make a coward of me, to force me to put personal interests before my most sacred convictions.
 

Billing. That is too much — I’m damned if it isn’t.
 

Hovstad. Oh, you mustn’t be surprised at anything from that quarter.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, they will get the worst of it with me; they may assure themselves of that. I shall consider the “People’s Messenger” my sheet-anchor now, and every single day I will bombard them with one article after another, like bombshells — 
 

Aslaksen. Yes, but
 

Billing. Hurrah! — it is war, it is war!
 

Dr. Stockmann. I shall smite them to the ground — I shall crush them — I shall break down all their defenses, before the eyes of the honest public! That is what I shall do!
 

Aslaksen, Yes, but in moderation, Doctor — proceed with moderation.
 

Billing. Not a bit of it, not a bit of it! Don’t spare the dynamite!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Because it is not merely a question of water-supply and drains now, you know. No — it is the whole of our social life that we have got to purify and disinfect — 
 

Billing. Spoken like a deliverer!
 

Dr. Stockmann. All the incapables must be turned out, you understand — and that in every walk of life! Endless vistas have opened themselves to my mind’s eye today. I cannot see it all quite clearly yet, but I shall in time. Young and vigorous standard-bearers — those are what we need and must seek, my friends; we must have new men in command at all our outposts.
 

Billing. Hear hear!
 

Dr. Stockmann. We only need to stand by one another, and it will all be perfectly easy. The revolution will be launched like a ship that runs smoothly off the stocks. Don’t you think so?
 

Hovstad. For my part I think we have now a prospect of getting the municipal authority into the hands where it should lie.
 

Aslaksen. And if only we proceed with moderation, I cannot imagine that there will be any risk.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Who the devil cares whether there is any risk or not! What I am doing, I am doing in the name of truth and for the sake of my conscience.
 

Hovstad. You are a man who deserves to be supported, Doctor.
 

Aslaksen. Yes, there is no denying that the Doctor is a true friend to the town — a real friend to the community, that he is.
 

Billing. Take my word for it, Aslaksen, Dr. Stockmann is a friend of the people.
 

Aslaksen. I fancy the Householders’ Association will make use of that expression before long.
 

Dr. Stockmann (affected, grasps their hands). Thank you, thank you, my dear staunch friends. It is very refreshing to me to hear you say that; my brother called me something quite different. By Jove, he shall have it back, with interest! But now I must be off to see a poor devil — I will come back, as I said. Keep a very careful eye on the manuscript, Aslaksen, and don’t for worlds leave out any of my notes of exclamation! Rather put one or two more in! Capital, capital! Well, good-bye for the present — goodbye, goodbye! (They show him to the door, and bow him out.)
 

Hovstad. He may prove an invaluably useful man to us.
 

Aslaksen. Yes, so long as he confines himself to this matter of the Baths. But if he goes farther afield, I don’t think it would be advisable to follow him.
 

Hovstad. Hm! — that all depends — 
 

Billing. You are so infernally timid, Aslaksen!
 

Aslaksen. Timid? Yes, when it is a question of the local authorities, I am timid, Mr. Billing; it is a lesson I have learned in the school of experience, let me tell you. But try me in higher politics, in matters that concern the government itself, and then see if I am timid.
 

Billing. No, you aren’t, I admit. But this is simply contradicting yourself.
 

Aslaksen. I am a man with a conscience, and that is the whole matter. If you attack the government, you don’t do the community any harm, anyway; those fellows pay no attention to attacks, you see — they go on just as they are, in spite of them. But local authorities are different; they can be turned out, and then perhaps you may get an ignorant lot into office who may do irreparable harm to the householders and everybody else.
 

Hovstad. But what of the education of citizens by self government — don’t you attach any importance to that?
 

Aslaksen. When a man has interests of his own to protect, he cannot think of everything, Mr. Hovstad.
 

Hovstad. Then I hope I shall never have interests of my own to protect!
 

Billing. Hear, hear!
 

Aslaksen (with a smile). Hm! (Points to the desk.) Mr. Sheriff Stensgaard was your predecessor at that editorial desk.
 

Billing (spitting). Bah! That turncoat.
 

Hovstad. I am not a weathercock — and never will be.
 

Aslaksen. A politician should never be too certain of anything, Mr. Hovstad. And as for you, Mr. Billing, I should think it is time for you to be taking in a reef or two in your sails, seeing that you are applying for the post of secretary to the Bench.
 

Billing. I — !
 

Hovstad. Are you, Billing?
 

Billing. Well, yes — but you must clearly understand I am only doing it to annoy the bigwigs.
 

Aslaksen. Anyhow, it is no business of mine. But if I am to be accused of timidity and of inconsistency in my principles, this is what I want to point out: my political past is an open book. I have never changed, except perhaps to become a little more moderate, you see. My heart is still with the people; but I don’t deny that my reason has a certain bias towards the authorities — the local ones, I mean. (Goes into the printing room.)
 

Billing. Oughtn’t we to try and get rid of him, Hovstad?
 

Hovstad. Do you know anyone else who will advance the money for our paper and printing bill?
 

Billing. It is an infernal nuisance that we don’t possess some capital to trade on.
 

Hovstad (sitting down at his desk). Yes, if we only had that, then — 
 

Billing. Suppose you were to apply to Dr. Stockmann?
 

Hovstad (turning over some papers). What is the use? He has got nothing.
 

Billing. No, but he has got a warm man in the background, old Morten Kiil—”the Badger,” as they call him.
 

Hovstad (writing). Are you so sure he has got anything?
 

Billing. Good Lord, of course he has! And some of it must come to the Stockmanns. Most probably he will do something for the children, at all events.
 

Hovstad (turning half round). Are you counting on that?
 

Billing. Counting on it? Of course I am not counting on anything.
 

Hovstad. That is right. And I should not count on the secretaryship to the Bench either, if I were you; for I can assure you — you won’t get it.
 

Billing. Do you think I am not quite aware of that? My object is precisely not to get it. A slight of that kind stimulates a man’s fighting power — it is like getting a supply of fresh bile — and I am sure one needs that badly enough in a hole-and-corner place like this, where it is so seldom anything happens to stir one up.
 

Hovstad (writing). Quite so, quite so.
 

Billing. Ah, I shall be heard of yet! — Now I shall go and write the appeal to the Householders’ Association. (Goes into the room on the right.)
 

Hovstad (sitting al his desk, biting his penholder, says slowly). Hm! — that’s it, is it. (A knock is heard.) Come in! (PETRA comes in by the outer door. HOVSTAD gets up.) What, you! — here?
 

Petra. Yes, you must forgive me — 
 

Hovstad (pulling a chair forward). Won’t you sit down?
 

Petra. No, thank you; I must go again in a moment.
 

Hovstad. Have you come with a message from your father, by any chance?
 

Petra. No, I have come on my own account. (Takes a book out of her coat pocket.) Here is the English story.
 

Hovstad. Why have you brought it back?
 

Petra. Because I am not going to translate it.
 

Hovstad. But you promised me faithfully.
 

Petra. Yes, but then I had not read it, I don’t suppose you have read it either?
 

Hovstad. No, you know quite well I don’t understand English; but — 
 

Petra. Quite so. That is why I wanted to tell you that you must find something else. (Lays the book on the table.) You can’t use this for the “People’s Messenger.”
 

Hovstad. Why not?
 

Petra. Because it conflicts with all your opinions.
 

Hovstad. Oh, for that matter — 
 

Petra. You don’t understand me. The burden of this story is that there is a supernatural power that looks after the so-called good people in this world and makes everything happen for the best in their case — while all the so-called bad people are punished.
 

Hovstad. Well, but that is all right. That is just what our readers want.
 

Petra. And are you going to be the one to give it to them? For myself, I do not believe a word of it. You know quite well that things do not happen so in reality.
 

Hovstad. You are perfectly right; but an editor cannot always act as he would prefer. He is often obliged to bow to the wishes of the public in unimportant matters. Politics are the most important thing in life — for a newspaper, anyway; and if I want to carry my public with me on the path that leads to liberty and progress, I must not frighten them away. If they find a moral tale of this sort in the serial at the bottom of the page, they will be all the more ready to read what is printed above it; they feel more secure, as it were.
 

Petra. For shame! You would never go and set a snare like that for your readers; you are not a spider!
 

Hovstad (smiling). Thank you for having such a good opinion of me. No; as a matter of fact that is Billing’s idea and not mine.
 

Petra. Billing’s!
 

Hovstad. Yes; anyway, he propounded that theory here one day. And it is Billing who is so anxious to have that story in the paper; I don’t know anything about the book.
 

Petra. But how can Billing, with his emancipated views — 
 

Hovstad. Oh, Billing is a many-sided man. He is applying for the post of secretary to the Bench, too, I hear.
 

Petra. I don’t believe it, Mr. Hovstad. How could he possibly bring himself to do such a thing?
 

Hovstad. Ah, you must ask him that.
 

Petra. I should never have thought it of him.
 

Hovstad (looking more closely at her). No? Does it really surprise you so much?
 

Petra. Yes. Or perhaps not altogether. Really, I don’t quite know
 

Hovstad. We journalists are not much worth, Miss Stockmann.
 

Petra. Do you really mean that?
 

Hovstad. I think so sometimes.
 

Petra. Yes, in the ordinary affairs of everyday life, perhaps; I can understand that. But now, when you have taken a weighty matter in hand — 
 

Hovstad. This matter of your father’s, you mean?
 

Petra. Exactly. It seems to me that now you must feel you are a man worth more than most.
 

Hovstad. Yes, today I do feel something of that sort.
 

Petra. Of course you do, don’t you? It is a splendid vocation you have chosen — to smooth the way for the march of unappreciated truths, and new and courageous lines of thought. If it were nothing more than because you stand fearlessly in the open and take up the cause of an injured man — 
 

Hovstad. Especially when that injured man is — ahem! — I don’t rightly know how to — 
 

Petra. When that man is so upright and so honest, you mean?
 

Hovstad (more gently). Especially when he is your father I meant.
 

Petra (suddenly checked). That?
 

Hovstad. Yes, Petra — Miss Petra.
 

Petra. Is it that, that is first and foremost with you? Not the matter itself? Not the truth? — not my father’s big generous heart?
 

Hovstad. Certainly — of course — that too.
 

Petra. No, thank you; you have betrayed yourself, Mr. Hovstad, and now I shall never trust you again in anything.
 

Hovstad. Can you really take it so amiss in me that it is mostly for your sake — ?
 

Petra. What I am angry with you for, is for not having been honest with my father. You talked to him as if the truth and the good of the community were what lay nearest to your heart. You have made fools of both my father and me. You are not the man you made yourself out to be. And that I shall never forgive you-never!
 

Hovstad. You ought not to speak so bitterly, Miss Petra — least of all now.
 

Petra. Why not now, especially?
 

Hovstad. Because your father cannot do without my help.
 

Petra (looking him up and down). Are you that sort of man too? For shame!
 

Hovstad. No, no, I am not. This came upon me so unexpectedly — you must believe that.
 

Petra. I know what to believe. Goodbye.
 

Aslaksen (coming from the printing room, hurriedly and with an air of mystery). Damnation, Hovstad! — (Sees PETRA.) Oh, this is awkward — 
 

Petra. There is the book; you must give it to some one else. (Goes towards the door.)
 

Hovstad (following her). But, Miss Stockmann — 
 

Petra. Goodbye. (Goes out.)
 

Aslaksen. I say — Mr. Hovstad — 
 

Hovstad. Well well! — what is it?
 

Aslaksen. The Mayor is outside in the printing room.
 

Hovstad. The Mayor, did you say?
 

Aslaksen. Yes he wants to speak to you. He came in by the back door — didn’t want to be seen, you understand.
 

Hovstad. What can he want? Wait a bit — I will go myself. (Goes to the door of the printing room, opens it, bows and invites PETER STOCKMANN in.) Just see, Aslaksen, that no one — 
 

Aslaksen. Quite so. (Goes into the printing-room.)
 

Peter Stockmann. You did not expect to see me here, Mr. Hovstad?
 

Hovstad. No, I confess I did not.
 

Peter Stockmann (looking round). You are very snug in here — very nice indeed.
 

Hovstad. Oh — 
 

Peter Stockmann. And here I come, without any notice, to take up your time!
 

Hovstad. By all means, Mr. Mayor. I am at your service. But let me relieve you of your — (takes STOCKMANN’s hat and stick and puts them on a chair). Won’t you sit down?
 

Peter Stockmann (sitting down by the table). Thank you. (HOVSTAD sits down.) I have had an extremely annoying experience to-day, Mr. Hovstad.
 

Hovstad. Really? Ah well, I expect with all the various business you have to attend to — 
 

Peter Stockmann. The Medical Officer of the Baths is responsible for what happened today.
 

Hovstad. Indeed? The Doctor?
 

Peter Stockmann. He has addressed a kind of report to the Baths Committee on the subject of certain supposed defects in the Baths.
 

Hovstad. Has he indeed?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes — has he not told you? I thought he said — 
 

Hovstad. Ah, yes — it is true he did mention something about — 
 

Aslaksen (coming from the printing-room). I ought to have that copy.
 

Hovstad (angrily). Ahem! — there it is on the desk.
 

Aslaksen (taking it). Right.
 

Peter Stockmann. But look there — that is the thing I was speaking of!
 

Aslaksen. Yes, that is the Doctor’s article, Mr. Mayor.
 

Hovstad. Oh, is THAT what you were speaking about?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, that is it. What do you think of it?
 

Hovstad. Oh, I am only a layman — and I have only taken a very cursory glance at it.
 

Peter Stockmann. But you are going to print it?
 

Hovstad. I cannot very well refuse a distinguished man.
 

Aslaksen. I have nothing to do with editing the paper, Mr. Mayor — 
 

Peter Stockmann. I understand.
 

Aslaksen. I merely print what is put into my hands.
 

Peter Stockmann. Quite so.
 

Aslaksen. And so I must — (moves off towards the printing-room).
 

Peter Stockmann. No, but wait a moment, Mr. Aslaksen. You will allow me, Mr. Hovstad?
 

Hovstad. If you please, Mr. Mayor.
 

Peter Stockmann. You are a discreet and thoughtful man, Mr. Aslaksen.
 

Aslaksen. I am delighted to hear you think so, sir.
 

Peter Stockmann. And a man of very considerable influence.
 

Aslaksen. Chiefly among the small tradesmen, sir.
 

Peter Stockmann. The small tax-payers are the majority — here as everywhere else.
 

Aslaksen. That is true.
 

Peter Stockmann. And I have no doubt you know the general trend of opinion among them, don’t you?
 

Aslaksen. Yes I think I may say I do, Mr. Mayor.
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes. Well, since there is such a praiseworthy spirit of self-sacrifice among the less wealthy citizens of our town — 
 

Aslaksen. What?
 

Hovstad. Self-sacrifice?
 

Peter Stockmann. It is pleasing evidence of a public-spirited feeling, extremely pleasing evidence. I might almost say I hardly expected it. But you have a closer knowledge of public opinion than I.
 

Aslaksen. But, Mr. Mayor — 
 

Peter Stockmann. And indeed it is no small sacrifice that the town is going to make.
 

Hovstad. The town?
 

Aslaksen. But I don’t understand. Is it the Baths — ?
 

Peter Stockmann. At a provisional estimate, the alterations that the Medical Officer asserts to be desirable will cost somewhere about twenty thousand pounds.
 

Aslaksen. That is a lot of money, but — 
 

Peter Stockmann. Of course it will be necessary to raise a municipal loan.
 

Hovstad (getting up). Surely you never mean that the town must pay — ?
 

Aslaksen. Do you mean that it must come out of the municipal funds? — out of the ill-filled pockets of the small tradesmen?
 

Peter Stockmann. Well, my dear Mr. Aslaksen, where else is the money to come from?
 

Aslaksen. The gentlemen who own the Baths ought to provide that.
 

Peter Stockmann. The proprietors of the Baths are not in a position to incur any further expense.
 

Aslaksen. Is that absolutely certain, Mr. Mayor?
 

Peter Stockmann. I have satisfied myself that it is so. If the town wants these very extensive alterations, it will have to pay for them.
 

Aslaksen. But, damn it all — I beg your pardon — this is quite another matter, Mr. Hovstad!
 

Hovstad. It is, indeed.
 

Peter Stockmann. The most fatal part of it is that we shall be obliged to shut the Baths for a couple of years.
 

Hovstad. Shut them? Shut them altogether?
 

Aslaksen. For two years?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, the work will take as long as that — at least.
 

Aslaksen. I’m damned if we will stand that, Mr. Mayor! What are we householders to live upon in the meantime?
 

Peter Stockmann. Unfortunately, that is an extremely difficult question to answer, Mr. Aslaksen. But what would you have us do? Do you suppose we shall have a single visitor in the town, if we go about proclaiming that our water is polluted, that we are living over a plague spot, that the entire town — 
 

Aslaksen. And the whole thing is merely imagination?
 

Peter Stockmann. With the best will in the world, I have not been able to come to any other conclusion.
 

Aslaksen. Well then I must say it is absolutely unjustifiable of Dr. Stockmann — I beg your pardon, Mr. Mayor.
 

Peter Stockmann. What you say is lamentably true, Mr. Aslaksen. My brother has unfortunately always been a headstrong man.
 

Aslaksen. After this, do you mean to give him your support, Mr. Hovstad?
 

Hovstad. Can you suppose for a moment that I — ?
 

Peter Stockmann. I have drawn up a short resume of the situation as it appears from a reasonable man’s point of view. In it I have indicated how certain possible defects might suitably be remedied without outrunning the resources of the Baths Committee.
 

Hovstad. Have you got it with you, Mr. Mayor?
 

Peter Stockmann (fumbling in his pocket). Yes, I brought it with me in case you should — 
 

Aslaksen. Good Lord, there he is!
 

Peter Stockmann. Who? My brother?
 

Hovstad. Where? Where?
 

Aslaksen. He has just gone through the printing room.
 

Peter Stockmann. How unlucky! I don’t want to meet him here, and I had still several things to speak to you about.
 

Hovstad (pointing to the door on the right). Go in there for the present.
 

Peter Stockmann. But — ?
 

Hovstad. You will only find Billing in there.
 

Aslaksen. Quick, quick, Mr. Mayor — he is just coming.
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, very well; but see that you get rid of him quickly. (Goes out through the door on the right, which ASLAKSEN opens for him and shuts after him.)
 

Hovstad. Pretend to be doing something, Aslaksen. (Sits down and writes. ASLAKSEN begins foraging among a heap of newspapers that are lying on a chair.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (coming in from the printing room). Here I am again. (Puts down his hat and stick.)
 

Hovstad (writing). Already, Doctor? Hurry up with what we were speaking about, Aslaksen. We are very pressed for time today.
 

Dr. Stockmann (to ASLAKSEN). No proof for me to see yet, I hear.
 

Aslaksen (without turning round). You couldn’t expect it yet, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, no; but I am impatient, as you can understand. I shall not know a moment’s peace of mind until I see it in print.
 

Hovstad. Hm! — It will take a good while yet, won’t it, Aslaksen?
 

Aslaksen. Yes, I am almost afraid it will.
 

Dr. Stockmann. All right, my dear friends; I will come back. I do not mind coming back twice if necessary. A matter of such great importance — the welfare of the town at stake — it is no time to shirk trouble, (is just going, but stops and comes back.) Look here — there is one thing more I want to speak to you about.
 

Hovstad. Excuse me, but could it not wait till some other time?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I can tell you in half a dozen words. It is only this. When my article is read tomorrow and it is realised that I have been quietly working the whole winter for the welfare of the town — 
 

Hovstad. Yes but, Doctor — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. I know what you are going to say. You don’t see how on earth it was any more than my duty — my obvious duty as a citizen. Of course it wasn’t; I know that as well as you. But my fellow citizens, you know — ! Good Lord, think of all the good souls who think so highly of me — !
 

Aslaksen. Yes, our townsfolk have had a very high opinion of you so far, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and that is just why I am afraid they — . Well, this is the point; when this reaches them, especially the poorer classes, and sounds in their ears like a summons to take the town’s affairs into their own hands for the future...
 

Hovstad (getting up). Ahem I Doctor, I won’t conceal from you the fact — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah I — I knew there was something in the wind! But I won’t hear a word of it. If anything of that sort is being set on foot — 
 

Hovstad. Of what sort?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, whatever it is — whether it is a demonstration in my honour, or a banquet, or a subscription list for some presentation to me — whatever it is, you most promise me solemnly and faithfully to put a stop to it. You too, Mr. Aslaksen; do you understand?
 

Hovstad. You must forgive me, Doctor, but sooner or later we must tell you the plain truth — 
 

(He is interrupted by the entrance Of MRS. STOCKMANN, who comes in from the street door.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann (seeing her husband). Just as I thought!
 

Hovstad (going towards her). You too, Mrs. Stockmann?
 

Dr. Stockmann. What on earth do you want here, Katherine?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. I should think you know very well what I want.
 

Hovstad, Won’t you sit down? Or perhaps — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. No, thank you; don’t trouble. And you must not be offended at my coming to fetch my husband; I am the mother of three children, you know.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Nonsense! — we know all about that.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Well, one would not give you credit for much thought for your wife and children today; if you had had that, you would not have gone and dragged us all into misfortune.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Are you out of your senses, Katherine! Because a man has a wife and children, is he not to be allowed to proclaim the truth-is he not to be allowed to be an actively useful citizen — is he not to be allowed to do a service to his native town!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, Thomas — in reason.
 

Aslaksen. Just what I say. Moderation in everything.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. And that is why you wrong us, Mr. Hovstad, in enticing my husband away from his home and making a dupe of him in all this.
 

Hovstad. I certainly am making a dupe of no one — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Making a dupe of me! Do you suppose I should allow myself to be duped!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. It is just what you do. I know quite well you have more brains than anyone in the town, but you are extremely easily duped, Thomas. (To Hovstad.) Please do realise that he loses his post at the Baths if you print what he has written.
 

Aslaksen. What!
 

Hovstad. Look here, Doctor!
 

Dr. Stockmann (laughing). Ha-ha! — just let them try! No, no — they will take good care not to. I have got the compact majority behind me, let me tell you!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, that is just the worst of it — your having any such horrid thing behind you.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Rubbish, Katherine! — Go home and look after your house and leave me to look after the community. How can you be so afraid, when I am so confident and happy? (Walks up and down, rubbing his hands.) Truth and the People will win the fight, you may be certain! I see the whole of the broad-minded middle class marching like a victorious army — ! (Stops beside a chair.) What the deuce is that lying there?
 

Aslaksen Good Lord!
 

Hovstad. Ahem!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Here we have the topmost pinnacle of authority! (Takes the Mayor’s official hat carefully between his finger-tips and holds it up in the air.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. The Mayor’s hat!
 

Dr. Stockmann. And here is the staff of office too. How in the name of all that’s wonderful — ?
 

Hovstad. Well, you see — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, I understand. He has been here trying to talk you over. Ha-ha! — he made rather a mistake there! And as soon as he caught sight of me in the printing room. (Bursts out laughing.) Did he run away, Mr. Aslaksen?
 

Aslaksen (hurriedly). Yes, he ran away, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ran away without his stick or his — . Fiddlesticks! Peter doesn’t run away and leave his belongings behind him. But what the deuce have you done with him? Ah! — in there, of course. Now you shall see, Katherine!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Thomas — please don’t — !
 

Aslaksen. Don’t be rash, Doctor.
 

(DR. STOCKMANN has put on the Mayor’s hat and taken his stick in his hand. He goes up to the door, opens it, and stands with his hand to his hat at the salute. PETER STOCKMANN comes in, red with anger. BILLING follows him.)
 

Peter Stockmann. What does this tomfoolery mean?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Be respectful, my good Peter. I am the chief authority in the town now. (Walks up and down.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann (almost in tears). Really, Thomas!
 

Peter Stockmann (following him about). Give me my hat and stick.
 

Dr. Stockmann (in the same tone as before). If you are chief constable, let me tell you that I am the Mayor — I am the master of the whole town, please understand!
 

Peter Stockmann. Take off my hat, I tell you. Remember it is part of an official uniform.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Pooh! Do you think the newly awakened lionhearted people are going to be frightened by an official hat? There is going to be a revolution in the town tomorrow, let me tell you. You thought you could turn me out; but now I shall turn you out — turn you out of all your various offices. Do you think I cannot? Listen to me. I have triumphant social forces behind me. Hovstad and Billing will thunder in the “People’s Messenger,” and Aslaksen will take the field at the head of the whole Householders’ Association — 
 

Aslaksen. That I won’t, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Of course you will — 
 

Peter Stockmann. Ah! — may I ask then if Mr. Hovstad intends to join this agitation?
 

Hovstad. No, Mr. Mayor.
 

Aslaksen. No, Mr. Hovstad is not such a fool as to go and ruin his paper and himself for the sake of an imaginary grievance.
 

Dr. Stockmann (looking round him). What does this mean?
 

Hovstad. You have represented your case in a false light, Doctor, and therefore I am unable to give you my support.
 

Billing. And after what the Mayor was so kind as to tell me just now, I — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. A false light! Leave that part of it to me. Only print my article; I am quite capable of defending it.
 

Hovstad. I am not going to print it. I cannot and will not and dare not print it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You dare not? What nonsense! — you are the editor; and an editor controls his paper, I suppose!
 

Aslaksen. No, it is the subscribers, Doctor.
 

Peter Stockmann. Fortunately, yes.
 

Aslaksen. It is public opinion — the enlightened public — householders and people of that kind; they control the newspapers.
 

Dr. Stockmann (composedly). And I have all these influences against me?
 

Aslaksen. Yes, you have. It would mean the absolute ruin of the community if your article were to appear.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Indeed.
 

Peter Stockmann. My hat and stick, if you please. (DR. STOCKMANN takes off the hat and lays it on the table with the stick. PETER STOCKMANN takes them up.) Your authority as mayor has come to an untimely end.
 

Dr. Stockmann. We have not got to the end yet. (To HOVSTAD.) Then it is quite impossible for you to print my article in the “People’s Messenger”?
 

Hovstad. Quite impossible — out of regard for your family as well.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You need not concern yourself about his family, thank you, Mr. Hovstad.
 

Peter Stockmann (taking a paper from his pocket). It will be sufficient, for the guidance of the public, if this appears. It is an official statement. May I trouble you?
 

Hovstad (taking the paper). Certainly; I will see that it is printed.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But not mine. Do you imagine that you can silence me and stifle the truth! You will not find it so easy as you suppose. Mr. Aslaksen, kindly take my manuscript at once and print it as a pamphlet — at my expense. I will have four hundred copies — no, five or six hundred.
 

Aslaksen. If you offered me its weight in gold, I could not lend my press for any such purpose, Doctor. It would be flying in the face of public opinion. You will not get it printed anywhere in the town.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Then give it me back.
 

Hovstad (giving him the MS.). Here it is.
 

Dr. Stockmann (taking his hat and stick). It shall be made public all the same. I will read it out at a mass meeting of the townspeople. All my fellow-citizens shall hear the voice of truth!
 

Peter Stockmann. You will not find any public body in the town that will give you the use of their hall for such a purpose.
 

Aslaksen. Not a single one, I am certain.
 

Billing. No, I’m damned if you will find one.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But this is too shameful! Why should every one turn against you like that?
 

Dr. Stockmann (angrily). I will tell you why. It is because all the men in this town are old women — like you; they all think of nothing but their families, and never of the community.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (putting her arm into his). Then I will show them that an old woman can be a man for once. I am going to stand by you, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Bravely said, Katherine! It shall be made public — as I am a living soul! If I can’t hire a hall, I shall hire a drum, and parade the town with it and read it at every street-corner.
 

Peter Stockmann. You are surely not such an errant fool as that!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, I am.
 

Aslaksen. You won’t find a single man in the whole town to go with you.
 

Billing. No, I’m damned if you will.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Don’t give in, Thomas. I will tell the boys to go with you.
 

Dr. Stockmann. That is a splendid idea!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Morten will be delighted; and Ejlif will do whatever he does.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and Petra! — and you too, Katherine!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. No, I won’t do that; but I will stand at the window and watch you, that’s what I will do.
 

Dr. Stockmann (puts his arms round her and kisses her). Thank you, my dear! Now you and I are going to try a fall, my fine gentlemen! I am going to see whether a pack of cowards can succeed in gagging a patriot who wants to purify society! (He and his wife go out by the street door.)
 

Peter Stockmann (shaking his head seriously). Now he has sent her out of her senses, too.
 






  








ACT IV
 

(SCENE. — A big old-fashioned room in CAPTAIN HORSTER’S house. At the back folding-doors, which are standing open, lead to an ante-room. Three windows in the left-hand wall. In the middle of the opposite wall a platform has been erected. On this is a small table with two candles, a water-bottle and glass, and a bell. The room is lit by lamps placed between the windows. In the foreground on the left there is a table with candles and a chair. To the right is a door and some chairs standing near it. The room is nearly filled with a crowd of townspeople of all sorts, a few women and schoolboys being amongst them. People are still streaming in from the back, and the room is soon filled.)
 

1st Citizen (meeting another). Hullo, Lamstad! You here too?
 

2nd Citizen. I go to every public meeting, I do.
 

3rd Citizen. Brought your whistle too, I expect!
 

2nd Citizen. I should think so. Haven’t you?
 

3rd Citizen. Rather! And old Evensen said he was going to bring a cow-horn, he did.
 

2nd Citizen. Good old Evensen! (Laughter among the crowd.)
 

4th Citizen (coming up to them). I say, tell me what is going on here tonight?
 

2nd Citizen. Dr. Stockmann is going to deliver an address attacking the Mayor.
 

4th Citizen. But the Mayor is his brother.
 

1st Citizen. That doesn’t matter; Dr. Stockmann’s not the chap to be afraid.
 

Peter Stockmann. For various reasons, which you will easily understand, I must beg to be excused. But fortunately we have amongst us a man who I think will be acceptable to you all. I refer to the President of the Householders’ Association, Mr. Aslaksen.
 

Several voices. Yes — Aslaksen! Bravo Aslaksen!
 

(DR. STOCKMANN takes up his MS. and walks up and down the platform.)
 

Aslaksen. Since my fellow-citizens choose to entrust me with this duty, I cannot refuse.
 

(Loud applause. ASLAKSEN mounts the platform.)
 

Billing (writing), “Mr. Aslaksen was elected with enthusiasm.”
 

Aslaksen. And now, as I am in this position, I should like to say a few brief words. I am a quiet and peaceable man, who believes in discreet moderation, and — and — in moderate discretion. All my friends can bear witness to that.
 

Several Voices. That’s right! That’s right, Aslaksen!
 

Aslaksen. I have learned in the school of life and experience that moderation is the most valuable virtue a citizen can possess — 
 

Peter Stockmann. Hear, hear!
 

Aslaksen. — And moreover, that discretion and moderation are what enable a man to be of most service to the community. I would therefore suggest to our esteemed fellow-citizen, who has called this meeting, that he should strive to keep strictly within the bounds of moderation.
 

A Man by the door. Three cheers for the Moderation Society!
 

A Voice. Shame!
 

Several Voices. Sh!-Sh!
 

Aslaksen. No interruptions, gentlemen, please! Does anyone wish to make any remarks?
 

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman.
 

Aslaksen. The Mayor will address the meeting.
 

Peter Stockmann. In consideration of the close relationship in which, as you all know, I stand to the present Medical Officer of the Baths, I should have preferred not to speak this evening. But my official position with regard to the Baths and my solicitude for the vital interests of the town compel me to bring forward a motion. I venture to presume that there is not a single one of our citizens present who considers it desirable that unreliable and exaggerated accounts of the sanitary condition of the Baths and the town should be spread abroad.
 

Several Voices. No, no! Certainly not! We protest against it!
 

Peter Stockmann. Therefore, I should like to propose that the meeting should not permit the Medical Officer either to read or to comment on his proposed lecture.
 

Dr. Stockmann (impatiently). Not permit — ! What the devil — !
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coughing). Ahem!-ahem!
 

Dr. Stockmann (collecting himself). Very well, Go ahead!
 

Peter Stockmann. In my communication to the “People’s Messenger,” I have put the essential facts before the public in such a way that every fair-minded citizen can easily form his own opinion. From it you will see that the main result of the Medical Officer’s proposals — apart from their constituting a vote of censure on the leading men of the town — would be to saddle the ratepayers with an unnecessary expenditure of at least some thousands of pounds.
 

(Sounds of disapproval among the audience, and some cat-calls.)
 

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). Silence, please, gentlemen! I beg to support the Mayor’s motion. I quite agree with him that there is something behind this agitation started by the Doctor. He talks about the Baths; but it is a revolution he is aiming at — he wants to get the administration of the town put into new hands. No one doubts the honesty of the Doctor’s intentions — no one will suggest that there can be any two opinions as to that, I myself am a believer in self-government for the people, provided it does not fall too heavily on the ratepayers. But that would be the case here; and that is why I will see Dr. Stockmann damned — I beg your pardon — before I go with him in the matter. You can pay too dearly for a thing sometimes; that is my opinion.
 

(Loud applause on all sides.)
 

Hovstad. I, too, feel called upon to explain my position. Dr. Stockmann’s agitation appeared to be gaining a certain amount of sympathy at first, so I supported it as impartially as I could. But presently we had reason to suspect that we had allowed ourselves to be misled by misrepresentation of the state of affairs — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Misrepresentation — !
 

Hovstad. Well, let us say a not entirely trustworthy representation. The Mayor’s statement has proved that. I hope no one here has any doubt as to my liberal principles; the attitude of the “People’s Messenger” towards important political questions is well known to everyone. But the advice of experienced and thoughtful men has convinced me that in purely local matters a newspaper ought to proceed with a certain caution.
 

Aslaksen. I entirely agree with the speaker.
 

Hovstad. And, in the matter before us, it is now an undoubted fact that Dr. Stockmann has public opinion against him. Now, what is an editor’s first and most obvious duty, gentlemen? Is it not to work in harmony with his readers? Has he not received a sort of tacit mandate to work persistently and assiduously for the welfare of those whose opinions he represents? Or is it possible I am mistaken in that?
 

Voices from the crowd. No, no! You are quite right!
 

Hovstad. It has cost me a severe struggle to break with a man in whose house I have been lately a frequent guest — a man who till today has been able to pride himself on the undivided goodwill of his fellow-citizens — a man whose only, or at all events whose essential, failing is that he is swayed by his heart rather than his head.
 

A few scattered voices. That is true! Bravo, Stockmann!
 

Hovstad. But my duty to the community obliged me to break with him. And there is another consideration that impels me to oppose him, and, as far as possible, to arrest him on the perilous course he has adopted; that is, consideration for his family — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Please stick to the water-supply and drainage!
 

Hovstad. — consideration, I repeat, for his wife and his children for whom he has made no provision.
 

Morten. Is that us, mother?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Hush!
 

Aslaksen. I will now put the Mayor’s proposition to the vote.
 

Dr. Stockmann. There is no necessity! Tonight I have no intention of dealing with all that filth down at the Baths. No; I have something quite different to say to you.
 

Peter Stockmann (aside). What is coming now?
 

A Drunken Man (by the entrance door). I am a ratepayer! And therefore, I have a right to speak too! And my entire — firm — inconceivable opinion is — 
 

A number of voices. Be quiet, at the back there!
 

Others. He is drunk! Turn him out! (They turn him out.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. Am I allowed to speak?
 

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). Dr. Stockmann will address the meeting.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I should like to have seen anyone, a few days ago, dare to attempt to silence me as has been done tonight! I would have defended my sacred rights as a man, like a lion! But now it is all one to me; I have something of even weightier importance to say to you. (The crowd presses nearer to him, MORTEN Kiil conspicuous among them.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (continuing). I have thought and pondered a great deal, these last few days — pondered over such a variety of things that in the end my head seemed too full to hold them — 
 

Peter Stockmann (with a cough). Ahem!
 

Dr. Stockmann. — but I got them clear in my mind at last, and then I saw the whole situation lucidly. And that is why I am standing here to-night. I have a great revelation to make to you, my fellow-citizens! I will impart to you a discovery of a far wider scope than the trifling matter that our water supply is poisoned and our medicinal Baths are standing on pestiferous soil.
 

A number of voices (shouting). Don’t talk about the Baths! We won’t hear you! None of that!
 

Dr. Stockmann. I have already told you that what I want to speak about is the great discovery I have made lately — the discovery that all the sources of our moral life are poisoned and that the whole fabric of our civic community is founded on the pestiferous soil of falsehood.
 

Voices of disconcerted Citizens. What is that he says?
 

Peter Stockmann. Such an insinuation — !
 

Aslaksen (with his hand on his bell). I call upon the speaker to moderate his language.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I have always loved my native town as a man only can love the home of his youthful days. I was not old when I went away from here; and exile, longing and memories cast as it were an additional halo over both the town and its inhabitants. (Some clapping and applause.) And there I stayed, for many years, in a horrible hole far away up north. When I came into contact with some of the people that lived scattered about among the rocks, I often thought it would of been more service to the poor half-starved creatures if a veterinary doctor had been sent up there, instead of a man like me. (Murmurs among the crowd.)
 

Billing (laying down his pen). I’m damned if I have ever heard — !
 

Hovstad. It is an insult to a respectable population!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Wait a bit! I do not think anyone will charge me with having forgotten my native town up there. I was like one of the cider-ducks brooding on its nest, and what I hatched was the plans for these Baths. (Applause and protests.) And then when fate at last decreed for me the great happiness of coming home again — I assure you, gentlemen, I thought I had nothing more in the world to wish for. Or rather, there was one thing I wished for — eagerly, untiringly, ardently — and that was to be able to be of service to my native town and the good of the community.
 

Peter Stockmann (looking at the ceiling). You chose a strange way of doing it — ahem!
 

Dr. Stockmann. And so, with my eyes blinded to the real facts, I revelled in happiness. But yesterday morning — no, to be precise, it was yesterday afternoon — the eyes of my mind were opened wide, and the first thing I realised was the colossal stupidity of the authorities — . (Uproar, shouts and laughter, MRS. STOCKMANN coughs persistently.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman!
 

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). By virtue of my authority — !
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is a petty thing to catch me up on a word, Mr. Aslaksen. What I mean is only that I got scent of the unbelievable piggishness our leading men had been responsible for down at the Baths. I can’t stand leading men at any price! — I have had enough of such people in my time. They are like billy-goats on a young plantation; they do mischief everywhere. They stand in a free man’s way, whichever way he turns, and what I should like best would be to see them exterminated like any other vermin — . (Uproar.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman, can we allow such expressions to pass?
 

Aslaksen (with his hand on his bell). Doctor — !
 

Dr. Stockmann. I cannot understand how it is that I have only now acquired a clear conception of what these gentry are, when I had almost daily before my eyes in this town such an excellent specimen of them — my brother Peter — slow-witted and hide-bound in prejudice — . (Laughter, uproar and hisses. MRS. STOCKMANN Sits coughing assiduously. ASLAKSEN rings his bell violently.)
 

The Drunken Man (who has got in again). Is it me he is talking about? My name’s Petersen, all right — but devil take me if I — 
 

Angry Voices. Turn out that drunken man! Turn him out. (He is turned out again.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Who was that person?
 

1st Citizen. I don’t know who he is, Mr. Mayor.
 

2nd Citizen. He doesn’t belong here.
 

3rd Citizen. I expect he is a navvy from over at — (the rest is inaudible).
 

Aslaksen. He had obviously had too much beer. Proceed, Doctor; but please strive to be moderate in your language.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Very well, gentlemen, I will say no more about our leading men. And if anyone imagines, from what I have just said, that my object is to attack these people this evening, he is wrong — absolutely wide of the mark. For I cherish the comforting conviction that these parasites — all these venerable relics of a dying school of thought — are most admirably paving the way for their own extinction; they need no doctor’s help to hasten their end. Nor is it folk of that kind who constitute the most pressing danger to the community. It is not they who are most instrumental in poisoning the sources of our moral life and infecting the ground on which we stand. It is not they who are the most dangerous enemies of truth and freedom amongst us.
 

Shouts from all sides. Who then? Who is it? Name! Name!
 

Dr. Stockmann. You may depend upon it — I shall name them! That is precisely the great discovery I made yesterday. (Raises his voice.) The most dangerous enemy of truth and freedom amongst us is the compact majority — yes, the damned compact Liberal majority — that is it! Now you know! (Tremendous uproar. Most of the crowd are shouting, stamping and hissing. Some of the older men among them exchange stolen glances and seem to be enjoying themselves. MRS. STOCKMANN gets up, looking anxious. EJLIF and MORTEN advance threateningly upon some schoolboys who are playing pranks. ASLAKSEN rings his bell and begs for silence. HOVSTAD and BILLING both talk at once, but are inaudible. At last quiet is restored.)
 

Aslaksen. As Chairman, I call upon the speaker to withdraw the ill-considered expressions he has just used.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Never, Mr. Aslaksen! It is the majority in our community that denies me my freedom and seeks to prevent my speaking the truth.
 

Hovstad. The majority always has right on its side.
 

Billing. And truth too, by God!
 

Dr. Stockmann. The majority never has right on its side. Never, I say! That is one of these social lies against which an independent, intelligent man must wage war. Who is it that constitute the majority of the population in a country? Is it the clever folk, or the stupid? I don’t imagine you will dispute the fact that at present the stupid people are in an absolutely overwhelming majority all the world over. But, good Lord! — you can never pretend that it is right that the stupid folk should govern the clever ones I (Uproar and cries.) Oh, yes — you can shout me down, I know! But you cannot answer me. The majority has might on its side — unfortunately; but right it has not. I am in the right — I and a few other scattered individuals. The minority is always in the right. (Renewed uproar.)
 

Hovstad. Aha! — so Dr. Stockmann has become an aristocrat since the day before yesterday!
 

Dr. Stockmann. I have already said that I don’t intend to waste a word on the puny, narrow-chested, short-winded crew whom we are leaving astern. Pulsating life no longer concerns itself with them. I am thinking of the few, the scattered few amongst us, who have absorbed new and vigorous truths. Such men stand, as it were, at the outposts, so far ahead that the compact majority has not yet been able to come up with them; and there they are fighting for truths that are too newly-born into the world of consciousness to have any considerable number of people on their side as yet.
 

Hovstad. So the Doctor is a revolutionary now!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Good heavens — of course I am, Mr. Hovstad! I propose to raise a revolution against the lie that the majority has the monopoly of the truth. What sort of truths are they that the majority usually supports? They are truths that are of such advanced age that they are beginning to break up. And if a truth is as old as that, it is also in a fair way to become a lie, gentlemen. (Laughter and mocking cries.) Yes, believe me or not, as you like; but truths are by no means as long-lived at Methuselah — as some folk imagine. A normally constituted truth lives, let us say, as a rule seventeen or eighteen, or at most twenty years — seldom longer. But truths as aged as that are always worn frightfully thin, and nevertheless it is only then that the majority recognises them and recommends them to the community as wholesome moral nourishment. There is no great nutritive value in that sort of fare, I can assure you; and, as a doctor, I ought to know. These “majority truths” are like last year’s cured meat — like rancid, tainted ham; and they are the origin of the moral scurvy that is rampant in our communities.
 

Aslaksen. It appears to me that the speaker is wandering a long way from his subject.
 

Peter Stockmann. I quite agree with the Chairman.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Have you gone clean out of your senses, Peter? I am sticking as closely to my subject as I can; for my subject is precisely this, that it is the masses, the majority — this infernal compact majority — that poisons the sources of our moral life and infects the ground we stand on.
 

Hovstad. And all this because the great, broadminded majority of the people is prudent enough to show deference only to well-ascertained and well-approved truths?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Ah, my good Mr. Hovstad, don’t talk nonsense about well-ascertained truths! The truths of which the masses now approve are the very truths that the fighters at the outposts held to in the days of our grandfathers. We fighters at the outposts nowadays no longer approve of them; and I do not believe there is any other well-ascertained truth except this, that no community can live a healthy life if it is nourished only on such old marrowless truths.
 

Hovstad. But, instead of standing there using vague generalities, it would be interesting if you would tell us what these old marrowless truths are, that we are nourished on.
 

(Applause from many quarters.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, I could give you a whole string of such abominations; but to begin with I will confine myself to one well-approved truth, which at bottom is a foul lie, but upon which nevertheless Mr. Hovstad and the “People’s Messenger” and all the “Messenger’s” supporters are nourished.
 

Hovstad. And that is — ?
 

Dr. Stockmann. That is, the doctrine you have inherited from your forefathers and proclaim thoughtlessly far and wide — the doctrine that the public, the crowd, the masses, are the essential part of the population — that they constitute the People — that the common folk, the ignorant and incomplete element in the community, have the same right to pronounce judgment and to, approve, to direct and to govern, as the isolated, intellectually superior personalities in it.
 

Billing. Well, damn me if ever I — 
 

Hovstad (at the same time, shouting out). Fellow-citizens, take good note of that!
 

A number of voices (angrily). Oho! — we are not the People! Only the superior folk are to govern, are they!
 

A Workman. Turn the fellow out for talking such rubbish!
 

Another. Out with him!
 

Another (calling out). Blow your horn, Evensen!
 

(A horn is blown loudly, amidst hisses and an angry uproar.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (when the noise has somewhat abated). Be reasonable! Can’t you stand hearing the voice of truth for once? I don’t in the least expect you to agree with me all at once; but I must say I did expect Mr. Hovstad to admit I was right, when he had recovered his composure a little. He claims to be a freethinker — 
 

Voices (in murmurs of astonishment). Freethinker, did he say? Is Hovstad a freethinker?
 

Hovstad (shouting). Prove it, Dr. Stockmann! When have I said so in print?
 

Dr. Stockmann (reflecting). No, confound it, you are right! — you have never had the courage to. Well, I won’t put you in a hole, Mr. Hovstad. Let us say it is I that am the freethinker, then. I am going to prove to you, scientifically, that the “People’s Messenger” leads you by the nose in a shameful manner when it tells you that you — that the common people, the crowd, the masses, are the real essence of the People. That is only a newspaper lie, I tell you! The common people are nothing more than the raw material of which a People is made. (Groans, laughter and uproar.) Well, isn’t that the case? Isn’t there an enormous difference between a well-bred and an ill-bred strain of animals? Take, for instance, a common barn-door hen. What sort of eating do you get from a shrivelled up old scrag of a fowl like that? Not much, do you! And what sort of eggs does it lay? A fairly good crow or a raven can lay pretty nearly as good an egg. But take a well-bred Spanish or Japanese hen, or a good pheasant or a turkey — then you will see the difference. Or take the case of dogs, with whom we humans are on such intimate terms. Think first of an ordinary common cur — I mean one of the horrible, coarse-haired, low-bred curs that do nothing but run about the streets and befoul the walls of the houses. Compare one of these curs with a poodle whose sires for many generations have been bred in a gentleman’s house, where they have had the best of food and had the opportunity of hearing soft voices and music. Do you not think that the poodle’s brain is developed to quite a different degree from that of the cur? Of course it is. It is puppies of well-bred poodles like that, that showmen train to do incredibly clever tricks — things that a common cur could never learn to do even if it stood on its head. (Uproar and mocking cries.)
 

A Citizen (calls out). Are you going to make out we are dogs, now?
 

Another Citizen. We are not animals, Doctor!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes but, bless my soul, we are, my friend! It is true we are the finest animals anyone could wish for; but, even among us, exceptionally fine animals are rare. There is a tremendous difference between poodle-men and cur-men. And the amusing part of it is, that Mr. Hovstad quite agrees with me as long as it is a question of four-footed animals — 
 

Hovstad. Yes, it is true enough as far as they are concerned.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Very well. But as soon as I extend the principle and apply it to two-legged animals, Mr. Hovstad stops short. He no longer dares to think independently, or to pursue his ideas to their logical conclusion; so, he turns the whole theory upside down and proclaims in the “People’s Messenger” that it is the barn-door hens and street curs that are the finest specimens in the menagerie. But that is always the way, as long as a man retains the traces of common origin and has not worked his way up to intellectual distinction.
 

Hovstad. I lay no claim to any sort of distinction, I am the son of humble country-folk, and I am proud that the stock I come from is rooted deep among the common people he insults.
 

Voices. Bravo, Hovstad! Bravo! Bravo!
 

Dr. Stockmann. The kind of common people I mean are not only to be found low down in the social scale; they crawl and swarm all around us — even in the highest social positions. You have only to look at your own fine, distinguished Mayor! My brother Peter is every bit as plebeian as anyone that walks in two shoes — (laughter and hisses)
 

Peter Stockmann. I protest against personal allusions of this kind.
 

Dr. Stockmann (imperturbably). — and that, not because he is like myself, descended from some old rascal of a pirate from Pomerania or thereabouts — because that is who we are descended from — 
 

Peter Stockmann. An absurd legend. I deny it!
 

Dr. Stockmann. — but because he thinks what his superiors think, and holds the same opinions as they, People who do that are, intellectually speaking, common people; and, that is why my magnificent brother Peter is in reality so very far from any distinction — and consequently also so far from being liberal-minded.
 

Peter Stockmann. Mr. Chairman — !
 

Hovstad. So it is only the distinguished men that are liberal-minded in this country? We are learning something quite new! (Laughter.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, that is part of my new discovery too. And another part of it is that broad-mindedness is almost precisely the same thing as morality. That is why I maintain that it is absolutely inexcusable in the “People’s Messenger” to proclaim, day in and day out, the false doctrine that it is the masses, the crowd, the compact majority, that have the monopoly of broad-mindedness and morality — and that vice and corruption and every kind of intellectual depravity are the result of culture, just as all the filth that is draining into our Baths is the result of the tanneries up at Molledal! (Uproar and interruptions. DR. STOCKMANN is undisturbed, and goes on, carried away by his ardour, with a smile.) And yet this same “People’s Messenger” can go on preaching that the masses ought to be elevated to higher conditions of life! But, bless my soul, if the “Messenger’s” teaching is to be depended upon, this very raising up the masses would mean nothing more or less than setting them straightway upon the paths of depravity! Happily the theory that culture demoralises is only an old falsehood that our forefathers believed in and we have inherited. No, it is ignorance, poverty, ugly conditions of life, that do the devil’s work! In a house which does not get aired and swept every day — my wife Katherine maintains that the floor ought to be scrubbed as well, but that is a debatable question — in such a house, let me tell you, people will lose within two or three years the power of thinking or acting in a moral manner. Lack of oxygen weakens the conscience. And there must be a plentiful lack of oxygen in very many houses in this town, I should think, judging from the fact that the whole compact majority can be unconscientious enough to wish to build the town’s prosperity on a quagmire of falsehood and deceit.
 

Aslaksen. We cannot allow such a grave accusation to be flung at a citizen community.
 

A Citizen. I move that the Chairman direct the speaker to sit down.
 

Voices (angrily). Hear, hear! Quite right! Make him sit down!
 

Dr. Stockmann (losing his self-control). Then I will go and shout the truth at every street corner! I will write it in other towns’ newspapers! The whole country shall know what is going on here!
 

Hovstad. It almost seems as if Dr. Stockmann’s intention were to ruin the town.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, my native town is so dear to me that I would rather ruin it than see it flourishing upon a lie.
 

Aslaksen. This is really serious. (Uproar and cat-calls MRS. STOCKMANN coughs, but to no purpose; her husband does not listen to her any longer.)
 

Hovstad (shouting above the din). A man must be a public enemy to wish to ruin a whole community!
 

Dr. Stockmann (with growing fervor). What does the destruction of a community matter, if it lives on lies? It ought to be razed to the ground. I tell you — All who live by lies ought to be exterminated like vermin! You will end by infecting the whole country; you will bring about such a state of things that the whole country will deserve to be ruined. And if things come to that pass, I shall say from the bottom of my heart: Let the whole country perish, let all these people be exterminated!
 

Voices from the crowd. That is talking like an out-and-out enemy of the people!
 

Billing. There sounded the voice of the people, by all that’s holy!
 

The whole crowd (shouting). Yes, yes! He is an enemy of the people! He hates his country! He hates his own people!
 

Aslaksen. Both as a citizen and as an individual, I am profoundly disturbed by what we have had to listen to. Dr. Stockmann has shown himself in a light I should never have dreamed of. I am unhappily obliged to subscribe to the opinion which I have just heard my estimable fellow-citizens utter; and I propose that we should give expression to that opinion in a resolution. I propose a resolution as follows: “This meeting declares that it considers Dr. Thomas Stockmann, Medical Officer of the Baths, to be an enemy of the people.” (A storm of cheers and applause. A number of men surround the DOCTOR and hiss him. MRS. STOCKMANN and PETRA have got up from their seats. MORTEN and EJLIF are fighting the other schoolboys for hissing; some of their elders separate them.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (to the men who are hissing him). Oh, you fools! I tell you that — 
 

Aslaksen (ringing his bell). We cannot hear you now, Doctor. A formal vote is about to be taken; but, out of regard for personal feelings, it shall be by ballot and not verbal. Have you any clean paper, Mr. Billing?
 

Billing. I have both blue and white here.
 

Aslaksen (going to him). That will do nicely; we shall get on more quickly that way. Cut it up into small strips — yes, that’s it. (To the meeting.) Blue means no; white means yes. I will come round myself and collect votes. (PETER STOCKMANN leaves the hall. ASLAKSEN and one or two others go round the room with the slips of paper in their hats.)
 

1st Citizen (to HOVSTAD). I say, what has come to the Doctor? What are we to think of it?
 

Hovstad. Oh, you know how headstrong he is.
 

2nd Citizen (to BILLING). Billing, you go to their house — have you ever noticed if the fellow drinks?
 

Billing. Well I’m hanged if I know what to say. There are always spirits on the table when you go.
 

3rd Citizen. I rather think he goes quite off his head sometimes.
 

1st Citizen. I wonder if there is any madness in his family?
 

Billing. I shouldn’t wonder if there were.
 

4th Citizen. No, it is nothing more than sheer malice; he wants to get even with somebody for something or other.
 

Billing. Well certainly he suggested a rise in his salary on one occasion lately, and did not get it.
 

The Citizens (together). Ah! — then it is easy to understand how it is!
 

The Drunken Man (who has got among the audience again). I want a blue one, I do! And I want a white one too!
 

Voices. It’s that drunken chap again! Turn him out!
 

Morten Kiil. (going up to DR. STOCKMANN). Well, Stockmann, do you see what these monkey tricks of yours lead to?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I have done my duty.
 

Morten Kiil. What was that you said about the tanneries at Molledal?
 

Dr. Stockmann. You heard well enough. I said they were the source of all the filth.
 

Morten Kiil. My tannery too?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Unfortunately your tannery is by far the worst.
 

Morten Kiil. Are you going to put that in the papers?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I shall conceal nothing.
 

Morten Kiil. That may cost you dearly, Stockmann. (Goes out.)
 

A Stout Man (going UP to CAPTAIN HORSTER, Without taking any notice of the ladies). Well, Captain, so you lend your house to enemies of the people?
 

Horster. I imagine I can do what I like with my own possessions, Mr. Vik.
 

The Stout Man. Then you can have no objection to my doing the same with mine.
 

Horster. What do you mean, sir?
 

The Stout Man. You shall hear from me in the morning. (Turns his back on him and moves off.)
 

Petra. Was that not your owner, Captain Horster?
 

Horster. Yes, that was Mr. Vik the shipowner.
 

Aslaksen (with the voting-papers in his hands, gets up on to the platform and rings his bell). Gentlemen, allow me to announce the result. By the votes of every one here except one person — 
 

A Young Man. That is the drunk chap!
 

Aslaksen. By the votes of everyone here except a tipsy man, this meeting of citizens declares Dr. Thomas Stockmann to be an enemy of the people. (Shouts and applause.) Three cheers for our ancient and honourable citizen community! (Renewed applause.) Three cheers for our able and energetic Mayor, who has so loyally suppressed the promptings of family feeling! (Cheers.) The meeting is dissolved. (Gets down.)
 

Billing. Three cheers for the Chairman!
 

The whole crowd. Three cheers for Aslaksen! Hurrah!
 

Dr. Stockmann. My hat and coat, Petra! Captain, have you room on your ship for passengers to the New World?
 

Horster. For you and yours we will make room, Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann (as PETRA helps him into his coat), Good. Come, Katherine! Come, boys!
 

Mrs. Stockmann (in an undertone). Thomas, dear, let us go out by the back way.
 

Dr. Stockmann. No back ways for me, Katherine, (Raising his voice.) You will hear more of this enemy of the people, before he shakes the dust off his shoes upon you! I am not so forgiving as a certain Person; I do not say: “I forgive you, for ye know not what ye do.”
 

Aslaksen (shouting). That is a blasphemous comparison, Dr. Stockmann!
 

Billing. It is, by God! It’s dreadful for an earnest man to listen to.
 

A Coarse Voice. Threatens us now, does he!
 

Other Voices (excitedly). Let’s go and break his windows! Duck him in the fjord!
 

Another Voice. Blow your horn, Evensen! Pip, pip!
 

(Horn-blowing, hisses, and wild cries. DR. STOCKMANN goes out through the hall with his family, HORSTER elbowing a way for them.)
 

The Whole Crowd (howling after them as they go). Enemy of the People! Enemy of the People!
 

Billing (as he puts his papers together). Well, I’m damned if I go and drink toddy with the Stockmanns tonight!
 

(The crowd press towards the exit. The uproar continues outside; shouts of “Enemy of the People!” are heard from without.)
 






  








ACT V
 

(SCENE. — DR. STOCKMANN’S study. Bookcases and cabinets containing specimens, line the walls. At the back is a door leading to the hall; in the foreground on the left, a door leading to the sitting-room. In the righthand wall are two windows, of which all the panes are broken. The DOCTOR’S desk, littered with books and papers, stands in the middle of the room, which is in disorder. It is morning. DR. STOCKMANN in dressing-gown, slippers and a smoking-cap, is bending down and raking with an umbrella under one of the cabinets. After a little while he rakes out a stone.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (calling through the open sitting-room door). Katherine, I have found another one.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (from the sitting-room). Oh, you will find a lot more yet, I expect.
 

Dr. Stockmann (adding the stone to a heap of others on the table). I shall treasure these stones as relies. Ejlif and Morten shall look at them everyday, and when they are grown up they shall inherit them as heirlooms. (Rakes about under a bookcase.) Hasn’t — what the deuce is her name? — the girl, you know — hasn’t she been to fetch the glazier yet?
 

Mrs. Stockmann (coming in). Yes, but he said he didn’t know if he would be able to come today.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You will see he won’t dare to come.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Well, that is just what Randine thought — that he didn’t dare to, on account of the neighbours. (Calls into the sitting-room.) What is it you want, Randine? Give it to me. (Goes in, and comes out again directly.) Here is a letter for you, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Let me see it. (Opens and reads it.) Ah! — of course.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Who is it from?
 

Dr. Stockmann. From the landlord. Notice to quit.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Is it possible? Such a nice man
 

Dr. Stockmann (looking at the letter). Does not dare do otherwise, he says. Doesn’t like doing it, but dare not do otherwise — on account of his fellow-citizens — out of regard for public opinion. Is in a dependent position — dares not offend certain influential men.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. There, you see, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, yes, I see well enough; the whole lot of them in the town are cowards; not a man among them dares do anything for fear of the others. (Throws the letter on to the table.) But it doesn’t matter to us, Katherine. We are going to sail away to the New World, and — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, Thomas, are you sure we are well advised to take this step?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Are you suggesting that I should stay here, where they have pilloried me as an enemy of the people — branded me — broken my windows! And just look here, Katherine — they have torn a great rent in my black trousers too!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Oh, dear! — and they are the best pair you have got!
 

Dr. Stockmann. You should never wear your best trousers when you go out to fight for freedom and truth. It is not that I care so much about the trousers, you know; you can always sew them up again for me. But that the common herd should dare to make this attack on me, as if they were my equals — that is what I cannot, for the life of me, swallow!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. There is no doubt they have behaved very ill toward you, Thomas; but is that sufficient reason for our leaving our native country for good and all?
 

Dr. Stockmann. If we went to another town, do you suppose we should not find the common people just as insolent as they are here? Depend upon it, there is not much to choose between them. Oh, well, let the curs snap — that is not the worst part of it. The worst is that, from one end of this country to the other, every man is the slave of his Party. Although, as far as that goes, I daresay it is not much better in the free West either; the compact majority, and liberal public opinion, and all that infernal old bag of tricks are probably rampant there too. But there things are done on a larger scale, you see. They may kill you, but they won’t put you to death by slow torture. They don’t squeeze a free man’s soul in a vice, as they do here. And, if need be, one can live in solitude. (Walks up and down.) If only I knew where there was a virgin forest or a small South Sea island for sale, cheap — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But think of the boys, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann (standing still). What a strange woman you are, Katherine! Would you prefer to have the boys grow up in a society like this? You saw for yourself last night that half the population are out of their minds; and if the other half have not lost their senses, it is because they are mere brutes, with no sense to lose.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, Thomas dear, the imprudent things you said had something to do with it, you know.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, isn’t what I said perfectly true? Don’t they turn every idea topsy-turvy? Don’t they make a regular hotchpotch of right and wrong? Don’t they say that the things I know are true, are lies? The craziest part of it all is the fact of these “liberals,” men of full age, going about in crowds imagining that they are the broad-minded party! Did you ever hear anything like it, Katherine!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, yes, it’s mad enough of them, certainly; but — (PETRA comes in from the silting-room). Back from school already?
 

Petra. Yes. I have been given notice of dismissal.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Dismissal?
 

Dr. Stockmann. You too?
 

Petra. Mrs. Busk gave me my notice; so I thought it was best to go at once.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You were perfectly right, too!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Who would have thought Mrs. Busk was a woman like that!
 

Petra. Mrs. Busk isn’t a bit like that, mother; I saw quite plainly how it hurt her to do it. But she didn’t dare do otherwise, she said; and so I got my notice.
 

Dr. Stockmann (laughing and rubbing his hands). She didn’t dare do otherwise, either! It’s delicious!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Well, after the dreadful scenes last night — 
 

Petra. It was not only that. Just listen to this, father!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well?
 

Petra. Mrs. Busk showed me no less than three letters she received this morning — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Anonymous, I suppose?
 

Petra. Yes.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, because they didn’t dare to risk signing their names, Katherine!
 

Petra. And two of them were to the effect that a man, who has been our guest here, was declaring last night at the Club that my views on various subjects are extremely emancipated — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. You did not deny that, I hope?
 

Petra. No, you know I wouldn’t. Mrs. Busk’s own views are tolerably emancipated, when we are alone together; but now that this report about me is being spread, she dare not keep me on any longer.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. And someone who had been a guest of ours! That shows you the return you get for your hospitality, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann. We won’t live in such a disgusting hole any longer. Pack up as quickly as you can, Katherine; the sooner we can get away, the better.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Be quiet — I think I hear someone in the hall. See who it is, Petra.
 

Petra (opening the door). Oh, it’s you, Captain Horster! Do come in.
 

Horster (coming in). Good morning. I thought I would just come in and see how you were.
 

Dr. Stockmann (shaking his hand). Thanks — that is really kind of you.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. And thank you, too, for helping us through the crowd, Captain Horster.
 

Petra. How did you manage to get home again?
 

Horster. Oh, somehow or other. I am fairly strong, and there is more sound than fury about these folk.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, isn’t their swinish cowardice astonishing? Look here, I will show you something! There are all the stones they have thrown through my windows. Just look at them! I’m hanged if there are more than two decently large bits of hard stone in the whole heap; the rest are nothing but gravel — wretched little things. And yet they stood out there bawling and swearing that they would do me some violence; but as for doing anything — you don’t see much of that in this town.
 

Horster. Just as well for you this time, doctor!
 

Dr. Stockmann. True enough. But it makes one angry all the same; because if some day it should be a question of a national fight in real earnest, you will see that public opinion will be in favour of taking to one’s heels, and the compact majority will turn tail like a flock of sheep, Captain Horster. That is what is so mournful to think of; it gives me so much concern, that — . No, devil take it, it is ridiculous to care about it! They have called me an enemy of the people, so an enemy of the people let me be!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You will never be that, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Don’t swear to that, Katherine. To be called an ugly name may have the same effect as a pin-scratch in the lung. And that hateful name — I can’t get quit of it. It is sticking here in the pit of my stomach, eating into me like a corrosive acid. And no magnesia will remove it.
 

Petra. Bah! — you should only laugh at them, father,
 

Horster. They will change their minds some day, Doctor.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, Thomas, as sure as you are standing here.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Perhaps, when it is too late. Much good may it do them! They may wallow in their filth then and rue the day when they drove a patriot into exile. When do you sail, Captain Horster?
 

Horster. Hm! — that was just what I had come to speak about — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Why, has anything gone wrong with the ship?
 

Horster. No; but what has happened is that I am not to sail in it.
 

Petra. Do you mean that you have been dismissed from your command?
 

Horster (smiling). Yes, that’s just it.
 

Petra. You too.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. There, you see, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann. And that for the truth’s sake! Oh, if I had thought such a thing possible — 
 

Horster. You mustn’t take it to heart; I shall be sure to find a job with some ship-owner or other, elsewhere.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And that is this man Vik — a wealthy man, independent of everyone and everything — ! Shame on him!
 

Horster. He is quite an excellent fellow otherwise; he told me himself he would willingly have kept me on, if only he had dared — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. But he didn’t dare? No, of course not.
 

Horster. It is not such an easy matter, he said, for a party man — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. The worthy man spoke the truth. A party is like a sausage machine; it mashes up all sorts of heads together into the same mincemeat — fatheads and blockheads, all in one mash!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Come, come, Thomas dear!
 

Petra (to HORSTER). If only you had not come home with us, things might not have come to this pass.
 

Horster. I do not regret it.
 

Petra (holding out her hand to him). Thank you for that!
 

Horster (to DR. STOCKMANN). And so what I came to say was that if you are determined to go away, I have thought of another plan — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. That’s splendid! — if only we can get away at once.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Hush! — wasn’t that some one knocking?
 

Petra. That is uncle, surely.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Aha! (Calls out.) Come in!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Dear Thomas, promise me definitely — . (PETER STOCKMANN comes in from the hall.)
 

Peter Stockmann. Oh, you are engaged. In that case, I will — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, no, come in.
 

Peter Stockmann. But I wanted to speak to you alone.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. We will go into the sitting-room in the meanwhile.
 

Horster. And I will look in again later.
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, go in there with them, Captain Horster; I want to hear more about — .
 

Horster. Very well, I will wait, then. (He follows MRS. STOCKMANN and PETRA into the sitting-room.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. I daresay you find it rather draughty here today. Put your hat on.
 

Peter Stockmann. Thank you, if I may. (Does so.) I think I caught cold last night; I stood and shivered — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Really? I found it warm enough.
 

Peter Stockmann. I regret that it was not in my power to prevent those excesses last night.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Have you anything in particular to say to me besides that?
 

Peter Stockmann (taking a big letter from his pocket). I have this document for you, from the Baths Committee.
 

Dr. Stockmann. My dismissal?
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, dating from today. (Lays the letter on the table.) It gives us pain to do it; but, to speak frankly, we dared not do otherwise on account of public opinion.
 

Dr. Stockmann (smiling). Dared not? I seem to have heard that word before, today.
 

Peter Stockmann. I must beg you to understand your position clearly. For the future you must not count on any practice whatever in the town.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Devil take the practice! But why are you so sure of that?
 

Peter Stockmann. The Householders’ Association is circulating a list from house to house. All right-minded citizens are being called upon to give up employing you; and I can assure you that not a single head of a family will risk refusing his signature. They simply dare not.
 

Dr. Stockmann. No, no; I don’t doubt it. But what then?
 

Peter Stockmann. If I might advise you, it would be best to leave the place for a little while — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, the propriety of leaving the place has occurred to me.
 

Peter Stockmann. Good. And then, when you have had six months to think things over, if, after mature consideration, you can persuade yourself to write a few words of regret, acknowledging your error — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. I might have my appointment restored to me, do you mean?
 

Peter Stockmann. Perhaps. It is not at all impossible.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But what about public opinion, then? Surely you would not dare to do it on account of public feeling...
 

Peter Stockmann. Public opinion is an extremely mutable thing. And, to be quite candid with you, it is a matter of great importance to us to have some admission of that sort from you in writing.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, that’s what you are after, is it! I will just trouble you to remember what I said to you lately about foxy tricks of that sort!
 

Peter Stockmann. Your position was quite different then. At that time you had reason to suppose you had the whole town at your back — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and now I feel I have the whole town ON my back — (flaring up). I would not do it if I had the devil and his dam on my back — ! Never — never, I tell you!
 

Peter Stockmann. A man with a family has no right to behave as you do. You have no right to do it, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I have no right! There is only one single thing in the world a free man has no right to do. Do you know what that is?
 

Peter Stockmann. No.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Of course you don’t, but I will tell you. A free man has no right to soil himself with filth; he has no right to behave in a way that would justify his spitting in his own face.
 

Peter Stockmann. This sort of thing sounds extremely plausible, of course; and if there were no other explanation for your obstinacy — . But as it happens that there is.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What do you mean?
 

Peter Stockmann. You understand, very well what I mean. But, as your brother and as a man of discretion, I advise you not to build too much upon expectations and prospects that may so very easily fail you.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What in the world is all this about?
 

Peter Stockmann. Do you really ask me to believe that you are ignorant of the terms of Mr. Kiil’s will?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I know that the small amount he possesses is to go to an institution for indigent old workpeople. How does that concern me?
 

Peter Stockmann. In the first place, it is by no means a small amount that is in question. Mr. Kiil is a fairly wealthy man.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I had no notion of that!
 

Peter Stockmann. Hm! — hadn’t you really? Then I suppose you had no notion, either, that a considerable portion of his wealth will come to your children, you and your wife having a life-rent of the capital. Has he never told you so?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Never, on my honour! Quite the reverse; he has consistently done nothing but fume at being so unconscionably heavily taxed. But are you perfectly certain of this, Peter?
 

Peter Stockmann. I have it from an absolutely reliable source.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Then, thank God, Katherine is provided for — and the children too! I must tell her this at once — (calls out) Katherine, Katherine!
 

Peter Stockmann (restraining him). Hush, don’t say a word yet!
 

Mrs. Stockmann (opening the door). What is the matter?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, nothing, nothing; you can go back. (She shuts the door. DR. STOCKMANN walks up and down in his excitement.) Provided for! — Just think of it, we are all provided for! And for life! What a blessed feeling it is to know one is provided for!
 

Peter Stockmann. Yes, but that is just exactly what you are not. Mr. Kiil can alter his will any day he likes.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But he won’t do that, my dear Peter. The “Badger” is much too delighted at my attack on you and your wise friends.
 

Peter Stockmann (starts and looks intently at him). Ali, that throws a light on various things.
 

Dr. Stockmann. What things?
 

Peter Stockmann. I see that the whole thing was a combined manoeuvre on your part and his. These violent, reckless attacks that you have made against the leading men of the town, under the pretence that it was in the name of truth — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. What about them?
 

Peter Stockmann. I see that they were nothing else than the stipulated price for that vindictive old man’s will.
 

Dr. Stockmann (almost speechless). Peter — you are the most disgusting plebeian I have ever met in all my life.
 

Peter Stockmann. All is over between us. Your dismissal is irrevocable — we have a weapon against you now. (Goes out.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. For shame! For shame! (Calls out.) Katherine, you must have the floor scrubbed after him! Let — what’s her name — devil take it, the girl who has always got soot on her nose — 
 

Mrs. Stockmann. (in the sitting-room). Hush, Thomas, be quiet!
 

Petra (coming to the door). Father, grandfather is here, asking if he may speak to you alone.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Certainly he may. (Going to the door.) Come in, Mr. Kiil. (MORTEN KIIL comes in. DR. STOCKMANN shuts the door after him.) What can I do for you? Won’t you sit down?
 

Morten Kiil. I won’t sit. (Looks around.) You look very comfortable here today, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, don’t we!
 

Morten Kiil. Very comfortable — plenty of fresh air. I should think you have got enough to-day of that oxygen you were talking about yesterday. Your conscience must be in splendid order to-day, I should think.
 

Dr. Stockmann. It is.
 

Morten Kiil. So I should think. (Taps his chest.) Do you know what I have got here?
 

Dr. Stockmann. A good conscience, too, I hope.
 

Morten Kiil. Bah! — No, it is something better than that. (He takes a thick pocket-book from his breast-pocket, opens it, and displays a packet of papers.)
 

Dr. Stockmann (looking at him in astonishment). Shares in the Baths?
 

Morten Kiil. They were not difficult to get today.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And you have been buying — ?
 

Morten Kiil. As many as I could pay for.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But, my dear Mr. Kiil — consider the state of the Baths’ affairs!
 

Morten Kiil. If you behave like a reasonable man, you can soon set the Baths on their feet again.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, you can see for yourself that I have done all I can, but — . They are all mad in this town!
 

Morten Kiil. You said yesterday that the worst of this pollution came from my tannery. If that is true, then my grandfather and my father before me, and I myself, for many years past, have been poisoning the town like three destroying angels. Do you think I am going to sit quiet under that reproach?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Unfortunately I am afraid you will have to.
 

Morten Kiil. No, thank you. I am jealous of my name and reputation. They call me “the Badger,” I am told. A badger is a kind of pig, I believe; but I am not going to give them the right to call me that. I mean to live and die a clean man.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And how are you going to set about it?
 

Morten Kiil. You shall cleanse me, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I!
 

Morten Kiil. Do you know what money I have bought these shares with? No, of course you can’t know — but I will tell you. It is the money that Katherine and Petra and the boys will have when I am gone. Because I have been able to save a little bit after all, you know.
 

Dr. Stockmann (flaring up). And you have gone and taken Katherine’s money for this!
 

Morten Kiil. Yes, the whole of the money is invested in the Baths now. And now I just want to see whether you are quite stark, staring mad, Thomas! If you still make out that these animals and other nasty things of that sort come from my tannery, it will be exactly as if you were to flay broad strips of skin from Katherine’s body, and Petra’s, and the boys’; and no decent man would do that — unless he were mad.
 

Dr. Stockmann (walking up and down). Yes, but I am mad; I am mad!
 

Morten Kiil. You cannot be so absurdly mad as all that, when it is a question of your wife and children.
 

Dr. Stockmann (standing still in front of him). Why couldn’t you consult me about it, before you went and bought all that trash?
 

Morten Kiil. What is done cannot be undone.
 

Dr. Stockmann (walks about uneasily). If only I were not so certain about it — ! But I am absolutely convinced that I am right.
 

Morten Kiil (weighing the pocket-book in his hand). If you stick to your mad idea, this won’t be worth much, you know. (Puts the pocket-book in his pocket.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. But, hang it all! It might be possible for science to discover some prophylactic, I should think — or some antidote of some kind — 
 

Morten Kiil. To kill these animals, do you mean?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, or to make them innocuous.
 

Morten Kiil. Couldn’t you try some rat’s-bane?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Don’t talk nonsense! They all say it is only imagination, you know. Well, let it go at that! Let them have their own way about it! Haven’t the ignorant, narrow-minded curs reviled me as an enemy of the people? — and haven’t they been ready to tear the clothes off my back too?
 

Morten Kiil. And broken all your windows to pieces!
 

Dr. Stockmann. And then there is my duty to my family. I must talk it over with Katherine; she is great on those things.
 

Morten Kiil. That is right; be guided by a reasonable woman’s advice.
 

Dr. Stockmann (advancing towards him). To think you could do such a preposterous thing! Risking Katherine’s money in this way, and putting me in such a horribly painful dilemma! When I look at you, I think I see the devil himself — .
 

Morten Kiil. Then I had better go. But I must have an answer from you before two o’clock — yes or no. If it is no, the shares go to a charity, and that this very day.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And what does Katherine get?
 

Morten Kiil. Not a halfpenny. (The door leading to the hall opens, and HOVSTAD and ASLAKSEN make their appearance.) Look at those two!
 

Dr. Stockmann (staring at them). What the devil! — have YOU actually the face to come into my house?
 

Hovstad. Certainly.
 

Aslaksen. We have something to say to you, you see.
 

Morten Kiil (in a whisper). Yes or no — before two o’clock.
 

Aslaksen (glancing at HOVSTAD). Aha! (MORTEN KIIL goes out.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, what do you want with me? Be brief.
 

Hovstad. I can quite understand that you are annoyed with us for our attitude at the meeting yesterday.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Attitude, do you call it? Yes, it was a charming attitude! I call it weak, womanish — damnably shameful!
 

Hovstad. Call it what you like, we could not do otherwise.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You DARED not do otherwise — isn’t that it?
 

Hovstad. Well, if you like to put it that way.
 

Aslaksen. But why did you not let us have word of it beforehand? — just a hint to Mr. Hovstad or to me?
 

Dr. Stockmann. A hint? Of what?
 

Aslaksen. Of what was behind it all.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I don’t understand you in the least — 
 

Aslaksen (with a confidential nod). Oh yes, you do, Dr. Stockmann.
 

Hovstad. It is no good making a mystery of it any longer.
 

Dr. Stockmann (looking first at one of them and then at the other). What the devil do you both mean?
 

Aslaksen. May I ask if your father-in-law is not going round the town buying up all the shares in the Baths?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, he has been buying Baths shares today; but — 
 

Aslaksen. It would have been more prudent to get someone else to do it — someone less nearly related to you.
 

Hovstad. And you should not have let your name appear in the affair. There was no need for anyone to know that the attack on the Baths came from you. You ought to have consulted me, Dr. Stockmann.
 

Dr. Stockmann (looks in front of him; then a light seems to dawn on him and he says in amazement.) Are such things conceivable? Are such things possible?
 

Aslaksen (with a smile). Evidently they are. But it is better to use a little finesse, you know.
 

Hovstad. And it is much better to have several persons in a thing of that sort; because the responsibility of each individual is lessened, when there are others with him.
 

Dr. Stockmann (composedly). Come to the point, gentlemen. What do you want?
 

Aslaksen. Perhaps Mr. Hovstad had better — 
 

Hovstad. No, you tell him, Aslaksen.
 

Aslaksen. Well, the fact is that, now we know the bearings of the whole affair, we think we might venture to put the “People’s Messenger” at your disposal.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Do you dare do that now? What about public opinion? Are you not afraid of a storm breaking upon our heads?
 

Hovstad. We will try to weather it.
 

Aslaksen. And you must be ready to go off quickly on a new tack, Doctor. As soon as your invective has done its work — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Do you mean, as soon as my father-in-law and I have got hold of the shares at a low figure?
 

Hovstad. Your reasons for wishing to get the control of the Baths are mainly scientific, I take it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Of course; it was for scientific reasons that I persuaded the old “Badger” to stand in with me in the matter. So we will tinker at the conduit-pipes a little, and dig up a little bit of the shore, and it shan’t cost the town a sixpence. That will be all right — eh?
 

Hovstad. I think so — if you have the “People’s Messenger” behind you.
 

Aslaksen. The Press is a power in a free community. Doctor.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Quite so. And so is public opinion. And you, Mr. Aslaksen — I suppose you will be answerable for the Householders’ Association?
 

Aslaksen. Yes, and for the Temperance Society. You may rely on that.
 

Dr. Stockmann. But, gentlemen — I really am ashamed to ask the question — but, what return do you — ?
 

Hovstad. We should prefer to help you without any return whatever, believe me. But the “People’s Messenger” is in rather a shaky condition; it doesn’t go really well; and I should be very unwilling to suspend the paper now, when there is so much work to do here in the political way.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Quite so; that would be a great trial to such a friend of the people as you are. (Flares up.) But I am an enemy of the people, remember! (Walks about the room.) Where have I put my stick? Where the devil is my stick?
 

Hovstad. What’s that?
 

Aslaksen. Surely you never mean — 
 

Dr. Stockmann (standing still.) And suppose I don’t give you a single penny of all I get out of it? Money is not very easy to get out of us rich folk, please to remember!
 

Hovstad. And you please to remember that this affair of the shares can be represented in two ways!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and you are just the man to do it. If I don’t come to the rescue of the “People’s Messenger,” you will certainly take an evil view of the affair; you will hunt me down, I can well imagine — pursue me — try to throttle me as a dog does a hare.
 

Hovstad. It is a natural law; every animal must fight for its own livelihood.
 

Aslaksen. And get its food where it can, you know.
 

Dr. Stockmann (walking about the room). Then you go and look for yours in the gutter; because I am going to show you which is the strongest animal of us three! (Finds an umbrella and brandishes it above his head.) Ah, now — !
 

Hovstad. You are surely not going to use violence!
 

Aslaksen. Take care what you are doing with that umbrella.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Out of the window with you, Mr. Hovstad!
 

Hovstad (edging to the door). Are you quite mad!
 

Dr. Stockmann. Out of the window, Mr. Aslaksen! Jump, I tell you! You will have to do it, sooner or later.
 

Aslaksen (running round the writing-table). Moderation, Doctor — I am a delicate man — I can stand so little — (calls out) help, help!
 

(MRS. STOCKMANN, PETRA and HORSTER come in from the sitting-room.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Good gracious, Thomas! What is happening?
 

Dr. Stockmann (brandishing the umbrella). Jump out, I tell you! Out into the gutter!
 

Hovstad. An assault on an unoffending man! I call you to witness, Captain Horster. (Hurries out through the hall.)
 

Aslaksen (irresolutely). If only I knew the way about here — . (Steals out through the sitting-room.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann (holding her husband back). Control yourself, Thomas!
 

Dr. Stockmann (throwing down the umbrella). Upon my soul, they have escaped after all.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. What did they want you to do?
 

Dr. Stockmann. I will tell you later on; I have something else to think about now. (Goes to the table and writes something on a calling-card.) Look there, Katherine; what is written there?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Three big Noes; what does that mean.
 

Dr. Stockmann. I will tell you that too, later on. (Holds out the card to PETRA.) There, Petra; tell sooty-face to run over to the “Badger’s” with that, as quick as she can. Hurry up! (PETRA takes the card and goes out to the hall.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, I think I have had a visit from every one of the devil’s messengers to-day! But now I am going to sharpen my pen till they can feel its point; I shall dip it in venom and gall; I shall hurl my inkpot at their heads!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, but we are going away, you know, Thomas.
 

(PETRA comes back.)
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well?
 

Petra. She has gone with it.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Good. — Going away, did you say? No, I’ll be hanged if we are going away! We are going to stay where we are, Katherine!
 

Petra. Stay here?
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Here, in the town?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, here. This is the field of battle — this is where the fight will be. This is where I shall triumph! As soon as I have had my trousers sewn up I shall go out and look for another house. We must have a roof over our heads for the winter.
 

Horster. That you shall have in my house.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Can I?
 

Horsier. Yes, quite well. I have plenty of room, and I am almost never at home.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. How good of you, Captain Horster!
 

Petra. Thank you!
 

Dr. Stockmann (grasping his hand). Thank you, thank you! That is one trouble over! Now I can set to work in earnest at once. There is an endless amount of things to look through here, Katherine! Luckily I shall have all my time at my disposal; because I have been dismissed from the Baths, you know.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (with a sigh). Oh yes, I expected that.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And they want to take my practice away from me too. Let them! I have got the poor people to fall back upon, anyway — those that don’t pay anything; and, after all, they need me most, too. But, by Jove, they will have to listen to me; I shall preach to them in season and out of season, as it says somewhere.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, dear Thomas, I should have thought events had showed you what use it is to preach.
 

Dr. Stockmann. You are really ridiculous, Katherine. Do you want me to let myself be beaten off the field by public opinion and the compact majority and all that devilry? No, thank you! And what I want to do is so simple and clear and straightforward. I only want to drum into the heads of these curs the fact that the liberals are the most insidious enemies of freedom — that party programmes strangle every young and vigorous truth — that considerations of expediency turn morality and justice upside down — and that they will end by making life here unbearable. Don’t you think, Captain Horster, that I ought to be able to make people understand that?
 

Horster. Very likely; I don’t know much about such things myself.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Well, look here — I will explain! It is the party leaders that must be exterminated. A party leader is like a wolf, you see — like a voracious wolf. He requires a certain number of smaller victims to prey upon every year, if he is to live. Just look at Hovstad and Aslaksen! How many smaller victims have they not put an end to — or at any rate maimed and mangled until they are fit for nothing except to be householders or subscribers to the “People’s Messenger”! (Sits down on the edge of the table.) Come here, Katherine — look how beautifully the sun shines to-day! And this lovely spring air I am drinking in!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Yes, if only we could live on sunshine and spring air, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Oh, you will have to pinch and save a bit — then we shall get along. That gives me very little concern. What is much worse is, that I know of no one who is liberal-minded and high-minded enough to venture to take up my work after me.
 

Petra. Don’t think about that, father; you have plenty of time before you. — Hello, here are the boys already!
 

(EJLIF and MORTEN come in from the sitting-room.)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Have you got a holiday?
 

Morten. No; but we were fighting with the other boys between lessons — 
 

Ejlif. That isn’t true; it was the other boys were fighting with us.
 

Morten. Well, and then Mr. Rorlund said we had better stay at home for a day or two.
 

Dr. Stockmann (snapping his fingers and getting up from the table). I have it! I have it, by Jove! You shall never set foot in the school again!
 

The Boys. No more school!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. But, Thomas — 
 

Dr. Stockmann. Never, I say. I will educate you myself; that is to say, you shan’t learn a blessed thing — 
 

Morten. Hooray!
 

Dr. Stockmann. — but I will make liberal-minded and high-minded men of you. You must help me with that, Petra.
 

Petra, Yes, father, you may be sure I will.
 

Dr. Stockmann. And my school shall be in the room where they insulted me and called me an enemy of the people. But we are too few as we are; I must have at least twelve boys to begin with.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. You will certainly never get them in this town.
 

Dr. Stockmann. We shall. (To the boys.) Don’t you know any street urchins — regular ragamuffins — ?
 

Morten. Yes, father, I know lots!
 

Dr. Stockmann. That’s capital! Bring me some specimens of them. I am going to experiment with curs, just for once; there may be some exceptional heads among them.
 

Morten. And what are we going to do, when you have made liberal-minded and high-minded men of us?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Then you shall drive all the wolves out of the country, my boys!
 

(EJLIF looks rather doubtful about it; MORTEN jumps about crying “Hurrah!”)
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Let us hope it won’t be the wolves that will drive you out of the country, Thomas.
 

Dr. Stockmann. Are you out of your mind, Katherine? Drive me out! Now — when I am the strongest man in the town!
 

Mrs. Stockmann. The strongest — now?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes, and I will go so far as to say that now I am the strongest man in the whole world.
 

Morten. I say!
 

Dr. Stockmann (lowering his voice). Hush! You mustn’t say anything about it yet; but I have made a great discovery.
 

Mrs. Stockmann. Another one?
 

Dr. Stockmann. Yes. (Gathers them round him, and says confidentially:) It is this, let me tell you — that the strongest man in the world is he who stands most alone.
 

Mrs. Stockmann (smiling and shaking her head). Oh, Thomas, Thomas!
 

Petra (encouragingly, as she grasps her father’s hands). Father!
 






  

THE WILD DUCK


 

Translated by William Archer
 

Ibsen began working on this play in 1884 and in one of his notes at the time he writes, “The metaphor of the wild duck: when they are wounded they sink straight to the bottom, the stubborn devils, and hold on with their beaks”. This metaphor was inspired by Welhaven’s poem The Sea Bird. On April 20, 1884 Ibsen started on the first act, taking eight days, whilst the second act was started on May 2nd, but broken off midway. The first and second acts were then rewritten up to May 24th. The third and fourth acts were written in the period between May 25th and June 8th, while the fifth act was done between the 9th and 13th of June. The following day Ibsen wrote to his Danish publisher Frederik Hegel: “This play does not deal with political or social or public issues at all. It has entirely to do with family life. It will doubtless cause some discussion, but it will not offend anyone.”

At the end of June, Ibsen left Rome for Gossensass, where he spent the next four months mostly alone, while Suzannah and Sigurd were staying in Norway. He started the work of writing the fair copy several times, but it wasn’t until September the final version was ready and Ibsen sent the fair copy of the manuscript to Hegel.

The Wild Duck was published on November 11, 1884 at Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen and Christiania in an edition of 8,000 copies. Both reviewers and readers were somewhat puzzled by the play, compared to the previous two ‘bombshell’ works. The Wild Duck introduces what has since become known as the symbolic phase in Ibsen’s writing and it is the use of symbols in the play that seemed strange and confusing to its first readers.

The play had its first performance on January 9, 1885 at Den nationale Scene in Bergen. The production was a success, largely owing to its director, Gunnar Heiberg. Two days later the play had its first night at Christiania Theatre and was received well.

The first act opens with a dinner party hosted by Håkon Werle, a wealthy merchant and industrialist. The gathering is attended by his son, Gregers Werle, who has just returned to his father’s home following a self-imposed exile. There, he learns the fate of a former classmate, Hjalmar Ekdal. Hjalmar married Gina, a young servant in the Werle household. The elder Werle had arranged the match by providing Hjalmar with a home and profession as a photographer. Gregers, whose mother died believing that Gina and her husband had carried on an affair, becomes enraged at the thought that his old friend is living a life built on a lie.
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CHARACTERS.
 

WERLE, a merchant, manufacturer, etc.
 GREGERS WERLE, his son.
 OLD EKDAL.
 HIALMAR EKDAL, his son, a photographer.
 GINA EKDAL, Hjalmar’s wife.
 HEDVIG, their daughter, a girl of fourteen.
 MRS. SORBY, Werle’s housekeeper.
 RELLING, a doctor.
 MOLVIK, student of theology.
 GRABERG, Werle’s bookkeeper.
 PETTERSEN, Werle’s servant.
 JENSEN, a hired waiter.
 A FLABBY GENTLEMAN.
 A THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN.
 A SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN.
 SIX OTHER GENTLEMEN, guests at Werle’s dinner-party.
 SEVERAL HIRED WAITERS.
 The first act passes in WERLE’S house, the remaining acts at HJALMAR EKDAL’S.
 






  








ACT FIRST.
 

[At WERLE’S house. A richly and comfortably furnished study; bookcases and upholstered furniture; a writing-table, with papers and documents, in the centre of the room; lighted lamps with green shades, giving a subdued light. At the back, open folding-doors with curtains drawn back. Within is seen a large and handsome room, brilliantly lighted with lamps and branching candle-sticks. In front, on the right (in the study), a small baize door leads into WERLE’S Office. On the left, in front, a fireplace with a glowing coal fire, and farther back a double door leading into the dining-room.]
 

[WERLE’S servant, PETTERSEN, in livery, and JENSEN, the hired waiter, in black, are putting the study in order. In the large room, two or three other hired waiters are moving about, arranging things and lighting more candles. From the dining-room, the hum of conversation and laughter of many voices are heard; a glass is tapped with a knife; silence follows, and a toast is proposed; shouts of “Bravo!” and then again a buzz of conversation.]
 

PETTERSEN. 

[lights a lamp on the chimney-place and places a shade over it.]

 Hark to them, Jensen! now the old man’s on his legs holding a long palaver about Mrs. Sorby.
 

JENSEN 

[pushing forward an arm-chair.]

 Is it true, what folks say, that they’re — very good friends, eh?
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Lord knows.
 

JENSEN. 
 I’ve heard tell as he’s been a lively customer in his day.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 May be.
 

JENSEN. 
 And he’s giving this spread in honour of his son, they say.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Yes. His son came home yesterday.
 

JENSEN. 
 This is the first time I ever heard as Mr. Werle had a son.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Oh yes, he has a son, right enough. But he’s a fixture, as you might say, up at the Hoidal works. He’s never once come to town all the years I’ve been in service here.
 

A WAITER 

[in the doorway of the other room.]

 Pettersen, here’s an old fellow wanting — 
 

PETTERSEN 

[mutters.]

 The devil — who’s this now?

[OLD EKDAL appears from the right, in the inner room. He is dressed in a threadbare overcoat with a high collar; he wears woollen mittens, and carries in his hand a stick and a fur cap. Under his arm, a brown paper parcel. Dirty red-brown wig and small grey moustache.]
 

PETTERSEN 

[goes towards him.]

 Good Lord — what do you want here?
 

EKDAL 

[in the doorway.]

 Must get into the office, Pettersen.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 The office was closed an hour ago, and — 
 

EKDAL. 
 So they told me at the front door. But Graberg’s in there still. Let me slip in this way, Pettersen; there’s a good fellow. [Points towards the baize door.] It’s not the first time I’ve come this way.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Well, you may pass. [Opens the door.] But mind you go out again the proper way, for we’ve got company.
 

EKDAL. 
 I know, I know — h’m! Thanks, Pettersen, good old friend! Thanks! [Mutters softly.] Ass!

[He goes into the Office; PETTERSEN shuts the door after him.]
 

JENSEN. 
 Is he one of the office people?
 

PETTERSEN. 
 No he’s only an outside hand that does odd jobs of copying. But he’s been a tip-topper in his day, has old Ekdal.
 

JENSEN. 
 You can see he’s been through a lot.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Yes; he was an army officer, you know.
 

JENSEN. 
 You don’t say so?
 

PETTERSEN. 
 No mistake about it. But then he went into the timber trade or something of the sort. They say he once played Mr. Werle a very nasty trick. They were partners in the Hoidal works at the time. Oh, I know old Ekdal well, I do. Many a nip of bitters and bottle of ale we two have drunk at Madam Eriksen’s.
 

JENSEN. 
 He don’t look as if held much to stand treat with.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Why, bless you, Jensen, it’s me that stands treat. I always think there’s no harm in being a bit civil to folks that have seen better days.
 

JENSEN. 
 Did he go bankrupt then?
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Worse than that. He went to prison.
 

JENSEN. 
 To prison!
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Or perhaps it was the Penitentiary. [Listens.] Sh! They’re leaving the table.
 [The dining-room door is thrown open from within, by a couple of waiters. MRS. SORBY comes out conversing with two gentlemen. Gradually the whole company follows, amongst them WERLE. Last come HIALMAR EKDAL and GREGERS WERLE.]
 

MRS. SORBY 

[in passing, to the servant.] Tell them to serve the coffee in the music-room, Pettersen.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Very well, Madam.

[She goes with the two Gentlemen into the inner room, and thence out to the right. PETTERSEN and JENSEN go out the same way.]
 

A FLABBY GENTLEMAN 

[to a THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN.]

 Whew! What a dinner! — It was no joke to do it justice!
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 Oh, with a little good-will one can get through a lot in three hours.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Yes, but afterwards, afterwards, my dear Chamberlain!
 

A THIRD GENTLEMAN. 
 I hear the coffee and maraschino are to be served in the music-room.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Bravo! Then perhaps Mrs. Sorby will play us something.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN 

[in a low voice.]

 I hope Mrs. Sorby mayn’t play us a tune we don’t like, one of these days!
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Oh no, not she! Bertha will never turn against her old friends.

[They laugh and pass into the inner room.]
 

WERLE 

[in a low voice, dejectedly.]

 I don’t think anybody noticed it, Gregers.
 

GREGERS 

[looks at him.]

 Noticed what?
 

WERLE. 
 Did you not notice it either?
 

GREGERS. 
 What do you mean?
 

WERLE. 
 We were thirteen at table.
 

GREGERS. 
 Indeed? Were there thirteen of us?
 

WERLE 

[glances towards HIALMAR EKDAL.]

 Our usual party is twelve. [To the others.] This way, gentlemen!

[WERLE and the others, all except HIALMAR and GREGERS, go out by the back, to the right.]
 

HIALMAR 

[who has overheard the conversation.]

 You ought not to have invited me, Gregers.
 

GREGERS. 
 What! Not ask my best and only friend to a party supposed to be in my honour — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 But I don’t think your father likes it. You see I am quite outside his circle.
 

GREGERS. 
 So I hear. But I wanted to see you and have a talk with you, and I certainly shan’t be staying long. — Ah, we two old schoolfellows have drifted far apart from each other. It must be sixteen or seventeen years since we met.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Is it so long?
 

GREGERS. 
 It is indeed. Well, how goes it with you? You look well. You have put on flesh, and grown almost stout.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, “stout” is scarcely the word; but I daresay I look a little more of a man than I used to.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, you do; your outer man is in first-rate condition.
 

HIALMAR 

[in a tone of gloom.]

 Ah, but the inner man! That is a very different matter, I can tell you! Of course you know of the terrible catastrophe that has befallen me and mine since last we met.
 

GREGERS 

[more softly.]

 How are things going with your father now?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Don’t let us talk of it, old fellow. Of course my poor unhappy father lives with me. He hasn’t another soul in the world to care for him. But you can understand that this is a miserable subject for me. — Tell me, rather, how you have been getting on up at the works.
 

GREGERS. 
 I have had a delightfully lonely time of it — plenty of leisure to think and think about things. Come over here; we may as well make ourselves comfortable.

[He seats himself in an arm-chair by the fire and draws HIALMAR down into another alongside of it.]
 

HIALMAR 

[sentimentally.]

 After all, Gregers, I thank you for inviting me to your father’s table; for I take it as a sign that you have got over your feeling against me.
 

GREGERS 

[surprised.]

 How could you imagine I had any feeling against you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 You had at first, you know.
 

GREGERS. 
 How at first?
 

HIALMAR. 
 After the great misfortune. It was natural enough that you should. Your father was within an ace of being drawn into that — well, that terrible business.
 

GREGERS. 
 Why should that give me any feeling against you? Who can have put that into your head?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I know it did, Gregers; your father told me so himself.
 

GREGERS 

[starts.]

 My father! Oh indeed. H’m. — Was that why you never let me hear from you? — not a single word.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes.
 

GREGERS. 
 Not even when you made up your mind to become a photographer?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Your father said I had better not write to you at all, about anything.
 

GREGERS 

[looking straight before him.]

 Well well, perhaps he was right. — But tell me now, Hialmar: are you pretty well satisfied with your present position?
 

HIALMAR 

[with a little sigh.]

 Oh yes, I am; I have really no cause to complain. At first, as you may guess, I felt it a little strange. It was such a totally new state of things for me. But of course my whole circumstances were totally changed. Father’s utter, irretrievable ruin, — the shame and disgrace of it, Gregers
 

GREGERS 

[affected.]

 Yes, yes; I understand.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I couldn’t think of remaining at college; there wasn’t a shilling to spare; on the contrary, there were debts — mainly to your father I believe — 
 

GREGERS. 
 H’m — -
 

HIALMAR. 
 In short, I thought it best to break, once for all, with my old surroundings and associations. It was your father that specially urged me to it; and since he interested himself so much in me
 

GREGERS. 
 My father did?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, you surely knew that, didn’t you? Where do you suppose I found the money to learn photography, and to furnish a studio and make a start? All that costs a pretty penny, I can tell you.
 

GREGERS. 
 And my father provided the money?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, my dear fellow, didn’t you know? I understood him to say he had written to you about it.
 

GREGERS. 
 Not a word about his part in the business. He must have forgotten it. Our correspondence has always been purely a business one. So it was my father that — !
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, certainly. He didn’t wish it to be generally known; but he it was. And of course it was he, too, that put me in a position to marry. Don’t you — don’t you know about that either?
 

GREGERS. 
 No, I haven’t heard a word of it. [Shakes him by the arm.] But, my dear Hialmar, I can’t tell you what pleasure all this gives me — pleasure, and self-reproach. I have perhaps done my father injustice after all — in some things. This proves that he has a heart. It shows a sort of compunction — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Compunction — ?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, yes — whatever you like to call it. Oh, I can’t tell you how glad I am to hear this of father. — So you are a married man, Hialmar! That is further than I shall ever get. Well, I hope you are happy in your married life?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, thoroughly happy. She is as good and capable a wife as any man could wish for. And she is by no means without culture.
 

GREGERS 

[rather surprised.]

 No, of course not.
 

HIALMAR. 
 You see, life is itself an education. Her daily intercourse with me — And then we know one or two rather remarkable men, who come a good deal about us. I assure you, you would hardly know Gina again.
 

GREGERS. 
 Gina?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; had you forgotten that her name was Gina?
 

GREGERS. 
 Whose name? I haven’t the slightest idea — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Don’t you remember that she used to be in service here?
 

GREGERS 

[looks at him.]

 Is it Gina Hansen — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, of course it is Gina Hansen.
 

GREGERS. 

 — -who kept house for us during the last year of my mother’s illness?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, exactly. But, my dear friend, I’m quite sure your father told you that I was married.
 

GREGERS 

[who has risen.]

 Oh yes, he mentioned it; but not that — [Walking about the room.] Stay — perhaps he did — now that I think of it. My father always writes such short letters. [Half seats himself on the arm of the chair.] Now, tell me, Hialmar — this is interesting — how did you come to know Gina — your wife?
 

HIALMAR. 
 The simplest thing in the world. You know Gina did not stay here long, everything was so much upset at that time, owing to your mother’s illness and so forth, that Gina was not equal to it all; so she gave notice and left. That was the year before your mother died — or it may have been the same year.
 

GREGERS. 
 It was the same year. I was up at the works then. But afterwards — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, Gina lived at home with her mother, Madam Hansen, an excellent hard-working woman, who kept a little eating-house. She had a room to let too; a very nice comfortable room.
 

GREGERS. 
 And I suppose you were lucky enough to secure it?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; in fact, it was your father that recommended it to me. So it was there, you see, that I really came to know Gina.
 

GREGERS. 
 And then you got engaged?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes. It doesn’t take young people long to fall in love — ; h’m — 
 

GREGERS 

[rises and moves about a little.]

 Tell me: was it after your engagement — was it then that my father — I mean was it then that you began to take up photography?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, precisely. I wanted to make a start, and to set up house as soon as possible; and your father and I agreed that this photography business was the readiest way. Gina thought so too. Oh, and there was another thing in its favour, by-the-bye: it happened, luckily, that Gina had learnt to retouch.
 

GREGERS. 
 That chimed in marvellously.
 

HIALMAR 

[pleased, rises.]

 Yes, didn’t it? Don’t you think it was a marvellous piece of luck?
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, unquestionably. My father seems to have been almost a kind of providence for you.
 

HIALMAR 

[with emotion.]

 He did not forsake his old friend’s son in the hour of his need. For he has a heart. you see.
 

MRS. SORBY 

[enters, arm-in-arm with WERLE.] Nonsense, my dear Mr. Werle; you mustn’t stop there any longer staring at all the lights. It’s very bad for you.
 

WERLE 

[lets go her arm and passes his hand over his eyes.]

 I daresay you are right.

[PETTERSEN and JENSEN carry round refreshment trays.]
 

MRS. SORBY 

[to the Guests in the other room.] This way, if you please, gentlemen. Whoever wants a glass of punch must be so good as to come in here.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN 

[comes up to MRS. SORBY.]

 Surely, it isn’t possible that you have suspended our cherished right to smoke?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes. No smoking here, in Mr. Werle’s sanctum, Chamberlain.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 When did you enact these stringent amendments on the cigar law, Mrs. Sorby?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 After the last dinner, Chamberlain, when certain persons permitted themselves to overstep the mark.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 And may one never overstep the mark a little bit, Madame Bertha? Not the least little bit?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Not in any respect whatsoever, Mr. Balle.

[Most of the Guests have assembled in the study; servants hand round glasses of Punch.]
 

WERLE 

[to HIALMAR, who is standing beside a table.]

 What are you studying so intently, Ekdal?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Only an album, Mr. Werle.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN 

[who is wandering about.]

 Ah, photographs! They are quite in your line of course.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN 

[in an arm-chair.]

 Haven’t you brought any of your own with you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, I haven’t.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 You ought to have; it’s very good for the digestion to sit and look at pictures.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 And it contributes to the entertainment, you know.
 

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN. 
 And all contributions are thankfully received.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 The Chamberlains think that when one is invited out to dinner, one ought to exert oneself a little in return, Mr. Ekdal.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Where one dines so well, that duty becomes a pleasure.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 And when it’s a case of the struggle for existence, you know — 
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 I quite agree with you!

[They continue the conversation, with laughter and joking.]
 

GREGERS 

[softly.]

 You must join in, Hialmar.
 

HIALMAR 

[writhing.]

 What am I to talk about?
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Don’t you think, Mr. Werle, that Tokay may be considered one of the more wholesome sorts of wine?
 

WERLE 

[by the fire.]

 I can answer for the Tokay you had to-day, at any rate; it’s one of the very finest seasons. Of course you would notice that.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Yes, it had a remarkably delicate flavour.
 

HIALMAR 

[shyly.]

 Is there any difference between the seasons?
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN 

[laughs.]

 Come! That’s good!
 

WERLE 

[smiles.]

 It really doesn’t pay to set fine wine before you.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 Tokay is like photographs, Mr. Ekdal: they both need sunshine. Am I not right?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, light is important no doubt.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 And it’s exactly the same with Chamberlains — they, too, depend very much on sunshine, as the saying is.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 Oh fie! That’s a very threadbare sarcasm!
 

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN. 
 Mrs. Sorby is coming out — 
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 

 — and at our expense, too. [Holds up his finger reprovingly.] Oh, Madame Bertha, Madame Bertha!
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, and there’s not the least doubt that the seasons differ greatly. The old vintages are the finest.
 

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN. 
 Do you reckon me among the old vintages?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Oh, far from it.
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN. 
 There now! But me, dear Mrs. Sorby — ?
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Yes, and me? What vintage should you say that we belong to?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Why, to the sweet vintages, gentlemen.

[She sips a glass of punch. The gentlemen laugh and flirt with her.]
 

WERLE. 
 Mrs. Sorby can always find a loop-hole — when she wants to. Fill your glasses, gentlemen! Pettersen, will you see to it — ! Gregers, suppose we have a glass together. [Gregers does not move.] Won’t you join us, Ekdal? I found no opportunity of drinking with you at table.

[GRABERG, the Bookkeeper, looks in at the baize door.]
 

GRABERG. 
 Excuse me, sir, but I can’t get out.
 

WERLE. 
 Have you been locked in again?
 

GRABERG. 
 Yes, and Flakstad has carried off the keys.
 

WERLE. 
 Well, you can pass out this way.
 

GRABERG. 
 But there’s some one else — 
 

WERLE. 
 All right; come through, both of you. Don’t be afraid.

[GRABERG and OLD EKDAL come out of the office.]
 

WERLE 

[involuntarily.]

 Ugh!

[The laughter and talk among the Guests cease. HIALMAR starts at the sight of his father, puts down his glass, and turns towards the fireplace.]
 

EKDAL 

[does not look up, but makes little bows to both sides as he passes, murmuring.]

 Beg pardon, come the wrong way. Door locked — door locked. Beg pardon.

[He and GRABERG go out by the back, to the right.]
 

WERLE 

[between his teeth.]

 That idiot Graberg.
 

GREGERS 

[open-mouthed and staring, to HIALMAR.]

 Why surely that wasn’t — !
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 What’s the matter? Who was it?
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, nobody, only the bookkeeper and some one with him.
 

THE SHORT-SIGHTED GENTLEMAN 

[to HIALMAR.]

 Did you know that man?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I don’t know — I didn’t notice — 
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 What the deuce has come over every one?

[He joins another group who are talking softly.]
 

MRS. SORBY 

[whispers to the Servant.] Give him something to take with him; — something good, mind.
 

PETTERSEN 

[nods.]

 I’ll see to it.

[Goes out.]
 

GREGERS 

[softly and with emotion, to HIALMAR.]

 So that was really he!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes.
 

GREGERS. 
 And you could stand there and deny that you knew him!
 

HIALMAR 

[whispers vehemently.]

 But how could I — !
 

GREGERS. 

 — acknowledge your own father?
 

HIALMAR 

[with pain.]

 Oh, if you were in my place — 

[The conversation amongst the Guests, which has been carried on in a low tone, now swells into constrained joviality.]
 

THE THIN-HAIRED GENTLEMAN 

[approaching HIALMAR and GREGERS in a friendly manner.]

 Aha! Reviving old college memories, eh? Don’t you smoke, Mr. Ekdal? May I give you a light? Oh, by-the-bye, we mustn’t — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, thank you, I won’t — 
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Haven’t you a nice little poem you could recite to us, Mr. Ekdal? You used to recite so charmingly.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I am sorry I can’t remember anything.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN. 
 Oh, that’s a pity. Well, what shall we do, Balle?

[Both Gentlemen move away and pass into the other room.]
 

HIALMAR 

[gloomily.]

 Gregers — I am going! When a man has felt the crushing hand of Fate, you see — Say good-bye to your father for me.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, yes. Are you going straight home?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes. Why?
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, because I may perhaps look in on you later.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, you mustn’t do that. You must not come to my home. Mine is a melancholy abode, Gregers; especially after a splendid banquet like this. We can always arrange to meet somewhere in the town.
 

MRS. SORBY 

[who has quietly approached.] Are you going, Ekdal?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Remember me to Gina.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Thanks.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 And say I am coming up to see her one of these days.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, thank you. [To GREGERS.] Stay here; I will slip out unobserved.

[He saunters away, then into the other room, and so out to the right.]
 

MRS. SORBY 

[softly to the Servant, who has come back.] Well, did you give the old man something?
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Yes; I sent him off with a bottle of cognac.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Oh, you might have thought of something better than that.
 

PETTERSEN. 
 Oh no, Mrs. Sorby; cognac is what he likes best in the world.
 

THE FLABBY GENTLEMAN 

[in the doorway with a sheet of music in his hand.]

 Shall we play a duet, Mrs. Sorby?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, suppose we do.
 

THE GUESTS. 
 Bravo, bravo!
 [She goes with all the Guests through the back room, out to the right. GREGERS remains standing by the fire. WERLE is looking for Something on the writing-table, and appears to wish that GREGERS would go; as GREGERS does not move, WERLE goes towards the door.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Father, won’t you stay a moment?
 

WERLE 

[stops.]

 What is it?
 

GREGERS. 
 I must have a word with you.
 

WERLE. 
 Can it not wait till we are alone?
 

GREGERS. 
 No, it cannot; for perhaps we shall never be alone together.
 

WERLE 

[drawing nearer.]

 What do you mean by that?

[During what follows, the pianoforte is faintly heard from the distant music-room.]
 

GREGERS. 
 How has that family been allowed to go so miserably to the wall?
 

WERLE. 
 You mean the Ekdals, I suppose.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, I mean the Ekdals. Lieutenant Ekdal was once so closely associated with you.
 

WERLE. 
 Much too closely; I have felt that to my cost for many a year. It is thanks to him that I — yes I — have had a kind of slur cast upon my reputation.
 

GREGERS 

[softly.]

 Are you sure that he alone was to blame?
 

WERLE. 
 Who else do you suppose — ?
 

GREGERS. 
 You and he acted together in that affair of the forests — 
 

WERLE. 
 But was it not Ekdal that drew the map of the tracts we had bought — that fraudulent map! It was he who felled all that timber illegally on Government ground. In fact, the whole management was in his hands. I was quite in the dark as to what Lieutenant Ekdal was doing.
 

GREGERS. 
 Lieutenant Ekdal himself seems to have been very much in the dark as to what he was doing.
 

WERLE. 
 That may be. But the fact remains that he was found guilty and I acquitted.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, I know that nothing was proved against you.
 

WERLE. 
 Acquittal is acquittal. Why do you rake up these old miseries that turned my hair grey before its time? Is that the sort of thing you have been brooding over up there, all these years? I can assure you, Gregers, here in the town the whole story has been forgotten long ago — so far as I am concerned.
 

GREGERS. 
 But that unhappy Ekdal family — 
 

WERLE. 
 What would you have had me do for the people? When Ekdal came out of prison he was a broken-down being, past all help. There are people in the world who dive to the bottom the moment they get a couple of slugs in their body, and never come to the surface again. You may take my word for it, Gregers, I have done all I could without positively laying myself open to all sorts of suspicion and gossip — 
 

GREGERS. 
 Suspicion — ? Oh, I see.
 

WERLE. 
 I have given Ekdal copying to do for the office, and I pay him far, far more for it than his work is worth — 
 

GREGERS 

[without looking at him.]

 H’m; that I don’t doubt.
 

WERLE. 
 You laugh? Do you think I am not telling you the truth? Well, I certainly can’t refer you to my books, for I never enter payments of that sort.
 

GREGERS 

[smiles coldly.]

 No, there are certain payments it is best to keep no account of.
 

WERLE 

[taken aback.]

 What do you mean by that?
 

GREGERS 

[mustering up courage.]

 Have you entered what it cost you to have Hialmar Ekdal taught photography?
 

WERLE. 
 I? How “entered” it?
 

GREGERS. 
 I have learnt that it was you who paid for his training. And I have learnt, too, that it was you who enabled him to set up house so comfortably.
 

WERLE. 
 Well, and yet you talk as though I had done nothing for the Ekdals! I can assure you these people have cost me enough in all conscience.
 

GREGERS. 
 Have you entered any of these expenses in your books?
 

WERLE. 
 Why do you ask?
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, I have my reasons. Now tell me: when you interested yourself so warmly in your old friend’s son — it was just before his marriage, was it not?
 

WERLE. 
 Why, deuce take it — after all these years, how can I — ?
 

GREGERS. 
 You wrote me a letter about that time — a business letter, of course; and in a postscript you mentioned — quite briefly — that Hialmar Ekdal had married a Miss Hansen.
 

WERLE. 
 Yes, that was quite right. That was her name.
 

GREGERS. 
 But you did not mention that this Miss Hansen was Gina Hansen — our former housekeeper.
 

WERLE 

[with a forced laugh of derision.]

 No; to tell the truth, it didn’t occur to me that you were so particularly interested in our former housekeeper.
 

GREGERS. 
 No more I was. But [lowers his voice] there were others in this house who were particularly interested in her.
 

WERLE. 
 What do you mean by that? [Flaring up.] You are not alluding to me, I hope?
 

GREGERS 

[softly but firmly.]

 Yes, I am alluding to you.
 

WERLE. 
 And you dare — ! You presume to — ! How can that ungrateful hound — that photographer fellow — how dare he go making such insinuations!
 

GREGERS. 
 Hialmar has never breathed a word about this. I don’t believe he has the faintest suspicion of such a thing.
 

WERLE. 
 Then where have you got it from? Who can have put such notions in your head?
 

GREGERS. 
 My poor unhappy mother told me; and that the very last time I saw her.
 

WERLE. 
 Your mother! I might have known as much! You and she — you always held together. It was she who turned you against me, from the first.
 

GREGERS. 
 No, it was all that she had to suffer and submit to, until she broke down and came to such a pitiful end.
 

WERLE. 
 Oh, she had nothing to suffer or submit to; not more than most people, at all events. But there’s no getting on with morbid, overstrained creatures — that I have learnt to my cost. — And you could go on nursing such a suspicion — burrowing into all sorts of old rumours and slanders against your own father! I must say, Gregers, I really think that at your age you might find something more useful to do.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, it is high time.
 

WERLE. 
 Then perhaps your mind would be easier than it seems to be now. What can be your object in remaining up at the works, year out and year in, drudging away like a common clerk, and not drawing a farthing more than the ordinary monthly wage? It is downright folly.
 

GREGERS. 
 Ah, if I were only sure of that.
 

WERLE. 
 I understand you well enough. You want to be independent; you won’t be beholden to me for anything. Well, now there happens to be an opportunity for you to become independent, your own master in everything.
 

GREGERS. 
 Indeed? In what way — ?
 

WERLE. 
 When I wrote you insisting on your coming to town at once — h’m — 
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, what is it you really want of me? I have been waiting all day to know.
 

WERLE. 
 I want to propose that you should enter the firm, as partner.
 

GREGERS. 
 I! Join your firm? As partner?
 

WERLE. 
 Yes. It would not involve our being constantly together. You could take over the business here in town, and I should move up to the works.
 

GREGERS. 
 You would?
 

WERLE. 
 The fact is, I am not so fit for work as I once was. I am obliged to spare my eyes, Gregers; they have begun to trouble me.
 

GREGERS. 
 They have always been weak.
 

WERLE. 
 Not as they are now. And, besides, circumstances might possibly make it desirable for me to live up there — for a time, at any rate.
 

GREGERS. 
 That is certainly quite a new idea to me.
 

WERLE. 
 Listen, Gregers: there are many things that stand between us; but we are father and son after all. We ought surely to be able to come to some sort of understanding with each other.
 

GREGERS. 
 Outwardly, you mean, of course?
 

WERLE. 
 Well, even that would be something. Think it over, Gregers. Don’t you think it ought to be possible? Eh?
 

GREGERS 

[looking at him coldly.]

 There is something behind all this.
 

WERLE. 
 How so?
 

GREGERS. 
 You want to make use of me in some way.
 

WERLE. 
 In such a close relationship as ours, the one can always be useful to the other.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, so people say.
 

WERLE. 
 I want very much to have you at home with me for a time. I am a lonely man, Gregers; I have always felt lonely, all my life through; but most of all now that I am getting up in years. I feel the need of some one about me — 
 

GREGERS. 
 You have Mrs. Sorby.
 

WERLE. 
 Yes, I have her; and she has become, I may say, almost indispensable to me. She is lively and even-tempered; she brightens up the house; and that is a very great thing for me.
 

GREGERS. 
 Well then, you have everything just as you wish it.
 

WERLE. 
 Yes, but I am afraid it can’t last. A woman so situated may easily find herself in a false position, in the eyes of the world. For that matter it does a man no good, either.
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, when a man gives such dinners as you give, he can risk a great deal.
 

WERLE. 
 Yes, but how about the woman, Gregers? I fear she won’t accept the situation much longer; and even if she did — even if, out of attachment to me, she were to take her chance of gossip and scandal and all that — ? Do you think, Gregers — you with your strong sense of justice — 
 

GREGERS 

[interrupts him.]

 Tell me in one word: are you thinking of marrying her?
 

WERLE. 
 Suppose I were thinking of it? What then?
 

GREGERS. 
 That’s what I say: what then?
 

WERLE. 
 Should you be inflexibly opposed to it!
 

GREGERS. 

 — Not at all. Not by any means.
 

WERLE. 
 I was not sure whether your devotion to your mother’s memory — 
 

GREGERS. 
 I am not overstrained.
 

WERLE. 
 Well, whatever you may or may not be, at all events you have lifted a great weight from my mind. I am extremely pleased that I can reckon on your concurrence in this matter.
 

GREGERS 

[looking intently at him.]

 Now I see the use you want to put me to.
 

WERLE. 
 Use to put you to? What an expression!
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, don’t let us be nice in our choice of words — not when we are alone together, at any rate. [With a short laugh.] Well well. So this is what made it absolutely essential that I should come to town in person. For the sake of Mrs. Sorby, we are to get up a pretence at family life in the house — a tableau of filial affection! That will be something new indeed.
 

WERLE. 
 How dare you speak in that tone!
 

GREGERS. 
 Was there ever any family life here? Never since I can remember. But now, forsooth, your plans demand something of the sort. No doubt it will have an excellent effect when it is reported that the son has hastened home, on the wings of filial piety, to the grey-haired father’s wedding-feast. What will then remain of all the rumours as to the wrongs the poor dead mother had to submit to? Not a vestige. Her son annihilates them at one stroke.
 

WERLE. 
 Gregers — I believe there is no one in the world you detest as you do me.
 

GREGERS 

[softly.]

 I have seen you at too close quarters.
 

WERLE. 
 You have seen me with your mother’s eyes. [Lowers his voice a little.] But you should remember that her eyes were — clouded now and then.
 

GREGERS 

[quivering.]

 I see what you are hinting at. But who was to blame for mother’s unfortunate weakness? Why you, and all those — ! The last of them was this woman that you palmed off upon Hialmar Ekdal, when you were — Ugh!
 

WERLE 

[shrugs his shoulders.]

 Word for word as if it were your mother speaking!
 

GREGERS 

[without heeding.]

 And there he is now, with his great, confiding, childlike mind, compassed about with all this treachery — living under the same roof with such a creature, and never dreaming that what he calls his home is built upon a lie! [Comes a step nearer.] When I look back upon your past, I seem to see a battle-field with shattered lives on every hand.
 

WERLE. 
 I begin to think the chasm that divides us is too wide.
 

GREGERS 

[bowing, with self-command.]

 So I have observed; and therefore I take my hat and go.
 

WERLE. 
 You are going! Out of the house?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes. For at last I see my mission in life.
 

WERLE. 
 What mission?
 

GREGERS. 
 You would only laugh if I told you.
 

WERLE. 
 A lonely man doesn’t laugh so easily, Gregers.
 

GREGERS 

[pointing towards the background.]

 Look, father, — the Chamberlains are playing blind-man’s-buff with Mrs. Sorby. — Good-night and good-bye. 

[He goes out by the back to the right. Sounds of laughter and merriment from the Company, who are now visible in the outer room.]
 

WERLE 

[muttering contemptuously after GREGERS.]

 Ha — ! Poor wretch — and he says he is not overstrained!
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

[HIALMAR EKDAL’S studion, a good-sized room, evidently in the top storey of the building. On the right, a sloping roof of large panes of glass, half-covered by a blue curtain. In the right-hand corner, at the back, the entrance door; farther forward, on the same side, a door leading to the sitting-room. Two doors on the opposite side, and between them an iron stove. At the back, a wide double sliding-door. The studio is plainly but comfortably fitted up and furnished. Between the doors on the right, standing out a little from the wall, a sofa with a table and some chairs; on the table a lighted lamp with a shade; beside the stove an old arm-chair. Photographic instruments and apparatus of different kinds lying about the room. Against the back wall, to the left of the double door, stands a bookcase containing a few books, boxes, and bottles of chemicals, instruments, tools, and other objects. Photographs and small articles, such as camel’s-hair pencils, paper, and so forth, lie on the table.]
 

[GINA EKDAL sits on a chair by the table, sewing. HEDVIG is sitting on the sofa, with her hands shading her eyes and her thumbs in her ears, reading a book.]
 

GINA 

[glances once or twice at HEDVIG, as if with secret anxiety; then says:]

 Hedvig!
 

[Hedvig does not hear.]
 

GINA 

[repeats more loudly.]

 Hedvig!
 

HEDVIG 

[takes away her hands and looks up.]

 Yes, mother?
 

GINA. 
 Hedvig dear, you mustn’t sit reading any longer now.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh mother, mayn’t I read a little more? Just a little bit?
 

GINA. 
 No, no, you must put away your book now. Father doesn’t like it; he never reads hisself in the evening.
 

HEDVIG 

[shuts the book.]

 No, father doesn’t care much about reading.
 

GINA 

[puts aside her sewing and takes up a lead pencil and a little account-book from the table.]

 Can you remember how much we paid for the butter to-day?
 

HEDVIG. 
 It was one crown sixty-five.
 

GINA. 
 That’s right. [Puts it down.] It’s terrible what a lot of butter we get through in this house. Then there was the smoked sausage, and the cheese — let me see — [Writes] — and the ham — [Adds up.] Yes, that makes just — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 And then the beer.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, to be sure. [Writes.] How it do mount up! But we can’t manage with no less.
 

HEDVIG. 
 And then you and I didn’t need anything hot for dinner, as father was out.
 

GINA. 
 No; that was so much to the good. And then I took eight crowns fifty for the photographs.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Really! So much as that?
 

GINA. 
 Exactly eight crowns fifty.

[Silence. GINA takes up her sewing again, HEDVIG takes paper and pencil and begins to draw, shading her eyes with her left hand.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 Isn’t it jolly to think that father is at Mr. Werle’s big dinner-party?
 

GINA. 
 You know he’s not really Mr. Werle’s guest. It was the son invited him. [After a pause.] We have nothing to do with that Mr. Werle.
 

HEDVIG. 
 I’m longing for father to come home. He promised to ask Mrs. Sorby for something nice for me.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, there’s plenty of good things going in that house, I can tell you.
 

HEDVIG 

[goes on drawing.]

 And I believe I’m a little hungry too.

[OLD EKDAL, with the paper parcel under his arm and another parcel in his coat pocket, comes in by the entrance door.]
 

GINA. 
 How late you are to-day, grandfather!
 

EKDAL. 
 They had locked the office door. Had to wait in Graberg’s room. And then they let me through — h’m.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Did you get some more copying to do, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 This whole packet. Just look.
 

GINA. 
 That’s capital.
 

HEDVIG. 
 And you have another parcel in your pocket.
 

EKDAL. 
 Eh? Oh never mind, that’s nothing. [Puts his stick away in a corner.] This work will keep me going a long time, Gina. [Opens one of the sliding-doors in the back wall a little.] Hush! [Peeps into the room for a moment, then pushes the door carefully to again.] Hee-hee! They’re fast asleep, all the lot of them. And she’s gone into the basket herself. Hee-hee!
 

HEDVIG. 
 Are you sure she isn’t cold in that basket, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 Not a bit of it! Cold? With all that straw? [Goes towards the farther door on the left.] There are matches in here, I suppose.
 

GINA. 
 The matches is on the drawers.

[EKDAL goes into his room.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 It’s nice that grandfather has got all that copying.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, poor old father; it means a bit of pocket-money for him.
 

HEDVIG. 
 And he won’t be able to sit the whole forenoon down at that horrid Madam Eriksen’s.
 

GINA. 
 No more he won’t.

[Short silence.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 Do you suppose they are still at the dinner-table?
 

GINA. 
 Goodness knows; as like as not.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Think of all the delicious things father is having to eat! I’m certain he’ll be in splendid spirits when he comes. Don’t you think so, mother?
 

GINA. 
 Yes; and if only we could tell him that we’d got the room let — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 But we don’t need that this evening.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, we’d be none the worst of it, I can tell you. It’s no use to us as it is.
 

HEDVIG. 
 I mean we don’t need it this evening, for father will be in a good humour at any rate. It is best to keep the letting of the room for another time.
 

GINA 

[looks across at her.]

 You like having some good news to tell father when he comes home in the evening?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes; for then things are pleasanter somehow.
 

GINA 

[thinking to herself.]

 Yes, yes, there’s something in that.

[OLD EKDAL comes in again and is going out by the foremost door to the left.]
 

GINA 

[half turning in her chair.]

 Do you want something out of the kitchen, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, yes, I do. Don’t you trouble.

[Goes out.]
 

GINA. 
 He’s not poking away at the fire, is he? [Waits a moment.] Hedvig, go and see what he’s about.

[EKDAL comes in again with a small jug of steaming hot water.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 Have you been getting some hot water, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, hot water. Want it for something. Want to write, and the ink has got as thick as porridge — h’m.
 

GINA. 
 But you’d best have your supper, first, grandfather. It’s laid in there.
 

EKDAL. 
 Can’t be bothered with supper, Gina. Very busy, I tell you. No one’s to come to my room. No one — h’m.

[He goes into his room; GINA and HEDVIG look at each other.]
 

GINA 

[softly.]

 Can you imagine where he’s got money from?
 

HEDVIG. 
 From Graberg, perhaps.
 

GINA. 
 Not a bit of it. Graberg always sends the money to me.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Then he must have got a bottle on credit somewhere.
 

GINA. 
 Poor grandfather, who’d give him credit?

[HIALMAR EKDAL, in an overcoat and grey felt hat, comes in from the right.]
 

GINA 

[throws down her sewing and rises.]

 Why, Ekdal, Is that you already?
 

HEDVIG 

[at the same time jumping up.]

 Fancy your coming so soon, father!
 

HIALMAR 

[taking off his hat.]

 Yes, most of the people were coming away.
 

HEDVIG. 
 So early?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, it was a dinner-party, you know.

[Is taking off his overcoat.]
 

GINA. 
 Let me help you.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Me too.

[They draw off his coat; GINA hangs it up on the back wall.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 Were there many people there, father?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh no, not many. We were about twelve or fourteen at table.
 

GINA. 
 And you had some talk with them all?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh yes, a little; but Gregers took me up most of the time.
 

GINA. 
 Is Gregers as ugly as ever?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, he’s not very much to look at. Hasn’t the old man come home?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, grandfather is in his room, writing.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Did he say anything?
 

GINA. 
 No, what should he say?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Didn’t he say anything about — ? I heard something about his having been with Graberg. I’ll go in and see him for a moment.
 

GINA. 
 No, no, better not.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why not? Did he say he didn’t want me to go in?
 

GINA. 
 I don’t think he wants to see nobody this evening — 
 

HEDVIG 

[making signs.]

 H’m — h’m!
 

GINA 

[not noticing.]


 — he has been in to fetch hot water — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Aha! Then he’s — 
 

GINA. 
 Yes, I suppose so.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh God! my poor old white-haired father! — Well, well; there let him sit and get all the enjoyment he can.

[OLD EKDAL, in an indoor coat and with a lighted pipe, comes from his room.]
 

EKDAL. 
 Got home? Thought it was you I heard talking.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, I have just come.
 

EKDAL. 
 You didn’t see me, did you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, but they told me you had passed through — so I thought I would follow you.
 

EKDAL. 
 H’m, good of you, Hialmar. — Who were they, all those fellows?
 

HIALMAR. 

 — Oh, all sorts of people. There was Chamberlain Flor, and Chamberlain Balle, and Chamberlain Kaspersen, and Chamberlain — this, that, and the other — I don’t know who all — 
 

EKDAL 

[nodding.]

 Hear that, Gina! Chamberlains every one of them!
 

GINA. 
 Yes, I hear as they’re terrible genteel in that house nowadays.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Did the Chamberlains sing, father? Or did they read aloud?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, they only talked nonsense. They wanted me to recite something for them; but I knew better than that.
 

EKDAL. 
 You weren’t to be persuaded, eh?
 

GINA. 
 Oh, you might have done it.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No; one mustn’t be at everybody’s beck and call. [Walks about the room.] That’s not my way, at any rate.
 

EKDAL. 
 No, no; Hialmar’s not to be had for the asking, he isn’t.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I don’t see why I should bother myself to entertain people on the rare occasions when I go into society. Let the others exert themselves. These fellows go from one great dinner-table to the next and gorge and guzzle day out and day in. It’s for them to bestir themselves and do something in return for all the good feeding they get.
 

GINA. 
 But you didn’t say that?
 

HIALMAR 

[humming.]

 Ho-ho-ho — ; faith, I gave them a bit of my mind.
 

EKDAL. 
 Not the Chamberlains?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, why not? [Lightly.] After that, we had a little discussion about Tokay.
 

EKDAL. 
 Tokay! There’s a fine wine for you!
 

HIALMAR 

[comes to a standstill.]

 It may be a fine wine. But of course you know the vintages differ; it all depends on how much sunshine the grapes have had.
 

GINA. 
 Why, you know everything, Ekdal.
 

EKDAL. 
 And did they dispute that?
 

HIALMAR. 
 They tried to; but they were requested to observe that it was just the same with Chamberlains — that with them, too, different batches were of different qualities.
 

GINA. 
 What things you do think of!
 

EKDAL. 
 Hee-hee! So they got that in their pipes too?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Right in their teeth.
 

EKDAL. 
 Do you hear that, Gina? He said it right in the very teeth of all the Chamberlains.
 

GINA. 
 Fancy — ! Right in their teeth!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, but I don’t want it talked about. One doesn’t speak of such things. The whole affair passed off quite amicably of course. They were nice, genial fellows; I didn’t want to wound them — not I!
 

EKDAL. 
 Right in their teeth, though — !
 

HEDVIG 

[caressingly.]

 How nice it is to see you in a dress-coat! It suits you so well, father.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, don’t you think so? And this one really sits to perfection. It fits almost as if it had been made for me; — a little tight in the arm-holes perhaps; — help me, Hedvig [takes off the coat.] I think I’ll put on my jacket. Where is my jacket, Gina?
 

GINA. 
 Here it is. [Brings the jacket and helps him.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 That’s it! Don’t forget to send the coat back to Molvik first thing to-morrow morning.
 

GINA 

[laying it away.]

 I’ll be sure and see to it.
 

HIALMAR 

[stretching himself.]

 After all, there’s a more homely feeling about this. A free-and-easy indoor costume suits my whole personality better. Don’t you think so, Hedvig?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, father.
 

HIALMAR. 
 When I loosen my necktie into a pair of flowing ends — like this?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, that goes so well with your moustache and the sweep of your curls.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I should not call them curls exactly; I should rather say locks.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, they are too big for curls.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Locks describes them better.
 

HEDVIG 

[after a pause, twitching his jacket.]

 Father!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, what is it?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, you know very well.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, really I don’t — 
 

HEDVIG 

[half laughing, half whispering.]

 Oh, yes, father; now don’t tease me any longer!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why, what do you mean?
 

HEDVIG 

[shaking him.]

 Oh what nonsense; come, where are they, father? All the good things you promised me, you know?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh — if I haven’t forgotten all about them!
 

HEDVIG. 
 Now you’re only teasing me, father! Oh, it’s too bad of you! Where have you put them?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, I positively forgot to get anything. But wait a little! I have something else for you, Hedvig.

[Goes and searches in the pockets of the coat.]
 

HEDVIG 

[skipping and clapping her hands.]

 Oh mother, mother!
 

GINA. 
 There, you see; if you only give him time — 
 

HIALMAR 

[with a paper.]

 Look, here it is.
 

HEDVIG. 
 That? Why, that’s only a paper.
 

HIALMAR. 
 That is the bill of fare, my dear; the whole bill of fare. Here you see: “Menu” — that means bill of fare.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Haven’t you anything else?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I forgot the other things, I tell you. But you may take my word for it, these dainties are very unsatisfying. Sit down at the table and read the bill of fare, and then I’ll describe to you how the dishes taste. Here you are, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG 

[gulping down her tears.]

 Thank you. 

[She seats herself, but does not read; GINA makes signs to her; HIALMAR notices it.]
 

HIALMAR 

[pacing up and down the room.]

 It’s monstrous what absurd things the father of a family is expected to think of; and if he forgets the smallest trifle, he is treated to sour faces at once. Well, well, one gets used to that too. [Stops near the stove, by the old man’s chair.] Have you peeped in there this evening, father?
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, to be sure I have. She’s gone into the basket.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Ah, she has gone into the basket. Then she’s beginning to get used to it.
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes; just as I prophesied. But you know there are still a few little things — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 A few improvements, yes.
 

EKDAL. 
 They’ve got to be made, you know.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, let us have a talk about the improvements, father. Come, let us sit on the sofa.
 

EKDAL. 
 All right. H’m — think I’ll just fill my pipe first. Must clean it out, too. H’m.

[He goes into his room.]
 

GINA 

[smiling to HIALMAR.]

 His pipe!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh yes yes, Gina; let him alone — the poor shipwrecked old man. — Yes, these improvements — we had better get them out of hand to-morrow.
 

GINA. 
 You’ll hardly have time to-morrow, Ekdal.
 

HEDVIG 

[interposing.]

 Oh yes he will, mother!
 

GINA. 

 — for remember them prints that has to be retouched; they’ve sent for them time after time.
 

HIALMAR. 
 There now! those prints again! I shall get them finished all right! Have any new orders come in?
 

GINA. 
 No, worse luck; to-morrow I have nothing but those two sittings, you know.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Nothing else? Oh no, if people won’t set about things with a will — 
 

GINA. 
 But what more can I do? Don’t I advertise in the papers as much as we can afford?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, the papers, the papers; you see how much good they do. And I suppose no one has been to look at the room either?
 

GINA. 
 No, not yet.
 

HIALMAR. 
 That was only to be expected. If people won’t keep their eyes open — . Nothing can be done without a real effort, Gina!
 

HEDVIG 

[going towards him.]

 Shall I fetch you the flute, father?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No; no flute for me; I want no pleasures in this world. [Pacing about.] Yes, indeed I will work to-morrow; you shall see if I don’t. You may be sure I shall work as long as my strength holds out.
 

GINA. 
 But my dear good Ekdal, I didn’t mean it in that way.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Father, mayn’t I bring in a bottle of beer?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, certainly not. I require nothing, nothing — [Comes to a standstill.] Beer? Was it beer you were talking about?
 

HEDVIG 

[cheerfully.]

 Yes, father; beautiful fresh beer.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well — since you insist upon it, you may bring in a bottle.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, do; and we’ll be nice and cosy.

[HEDVIG runs towards the kitchen door.]
 

HIALMAR 

[by the stove, stops her, looks at her, puts his arm round her neck and presses her to him.]

 Hedvig, Hedvig!
 

HEDVIG 

[with tears of joy.]

 My dear, kind father!
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, don’t call me that. Here have I been feasting at the rich man’s table, — battening at the groaning board — ! And I couldn’t even — !
 

GINA 

[sitting at the table.]

 Oh, nonsense, nonsense, Ekdal.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It’s not nonsense! And yet you mustn’t be too hard upon me. You know that I love you for all that.
 

HEDVIG 

[throwing her arms round him.]

 And we love you, oh, so dearly, father!
 

HIALMAR. 
 And if I am unreasonable once in a while, — why then — you must remember that I am a man beset by a host of cares. There, there! [Dries his eyes.] No beer at such a moment as this. Give me the flute.

[HEDVIG runs to the bookcase and fetches it.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Thanks! That’s right. With my flute in my hand and you two at my side — ah — !
 [HEDVIG seats herself at the table near GINA; HIALMAR paces backwards and forwards, pipes up vigorously, and plays a Bohemian peasant-dance, but in a slow plaintive tempo, and with sentimental expression.]
 

HIALMAR 

[breaking off the melody, holds out his left hand to GINA, and says with emotion:]

 Our roof may be poor and humble, Gina; but it is home. And with all my heart I say: here dwells my happiness.

[He begins to play again; almost immediately after, a knocking is heard at the entrance door.]
 

GINA 

[rising.]

 Hush, Ekdal, — I think there’s some one at the door.
 

HIALMAR 

[laying the flute on the bookcase.]

 There! Again!

[GINA goes and opens the door.]
 

GREGERS WERLE 

[in the passage.]

 Excuse me — 
 

GINA 

[starting back slightly.]

 Oh!
 

GREGERS. 

 — does not Mr. Ekdal, the photographer, live here?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, he does.
 

HIALMAR 

[going towards the door.]

 Gregers! You here after all? Well, come in then.
 

GREGERS 

[coming in.]

 I told you I would come and look you up.
 

HIALMAR. 
 But this evening — ? Have you left the party?
 

GREGERS. 
 I have left both the party and my father’s house. — Good evening, Mrs. Ekdal. I don’t know whether you recognise me?
 

GINA. 
 Oh yes; it’s not difficult to know young Mr. Werle again.
 

GREGERS. 
 No, I am like my mother; and no doubt you remember her.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Left your father’s house, did you say?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, I have gone to a hotel.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Indeed. Well, since you’re here, take off your coat and sit down.
 

GREGERS. 
 Thanks.

[He takes off his overcoat. He is now dressed in a plain grey suit of a countrified cut.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Here, on the sofa. Make yourself comfortable.

[GREGERS seats himself on the sofa; HIALMAR takes a chair at the table.]
 

GREGERS 

[looking around him.]

 So these are your quarters, Hialmar — this is your home.
 

HIALMAR. 
 This is the studio, as you see — 
 

GINA. 
 But it’s the largest of our rooms, so we generally sit here.
 

HIALMAR. 
 We used to live in a better place; but this flat has one great advantage: there are such capital outer rooms
 

GINA. 
 And we have a room on the other side of the passage that we can let.
 

GREGERS 

[to HIALMAR.]

 Ah — so you have lodgers too?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, not yet. They’re not so easy to find, you see; you have to keep your eyes open. [To HEDVIG.] What about that beer, eh?
 

[HEDVIG nods and goes out into the kitchen.]
 

GREGERS. 
 So that is your daughter?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, that is Hedvig.
 

GREGERS. 
 And she is your only child?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, the only one. She is the joy of our lives, and — [lowering his voice] — at the same time our deepest sorrow, Gregers.
 

GREGERS. 
 What do you mean?
 

HIALMAR. 
 She is in serious danger of losing her eyesight.
 

GREGERS. 
 Becoming blind?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes. Only the first symptoms have appeared as yet, and she may not feel it much for some time. But the doctor has warned us. It is coming, inexorably.
 

GREGERS. 
 What a terrible misfortune! How do you account for it?
 

HIALMAR 

[sighs.]

 Hereditary, no doubt.
 

GREGERS 

[starting.]

 Hereditary?
 

GINA. 
 Ekdal’s mother had weak eyes.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, so my father says; I can’t remember her.
 

GREGERS. 
 Poor child! And how does she take it?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, you can imagine we haven’t the heart to tell her of it. She dreams of no danger. Gay and careless and chirping like a little bird, she flutters onward into a life of endless night. [Overcome.] Oh, it is cruelly hard on me, Gregers.

[HEDVIG brings a tray with beer and glasses, which she sets upon the table.]
 

HIALMAR 

[stroking her hair.]

 Thanks, thanks, Hedvig.
 

[HEDVIG puts her arm round his neck and whispers in his ear.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, no bread and butter just now. [Looks up.] But perhaps you would like some, Gregers.
 

GREGERS 

[with a gesture of refusal.]

 No, no thank you.
 

HIALMAR 

[still melancholy.]

 Well, you can bring in a little all the same. If you have a crust, that is all I want. And plenty of butter on it, mind.
 

[HEDVIG nods gaily and goes out into the kitchen again.]
 

GREGERS 

[who has been following her with his eyes.]

 She seems quite strong and healthy otherwise.
 

GINA. 
 Yes. In other ways there’s nothing amiss with her, thank goodness.
 

GREGERS. 
 She promises to be very like you, Mrs. Ekdal. How old is she now?
 

GINA. 
 Hedvig is close on fourteen; her birthday is the day after to-morrow.
 

GREGERS. 
 She is pretty tall for her age, then.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, she’s shot up wonderful this last year.
 

GREGERS. 
 It makes one realise one’s own age to see these young people growing up. — How long is it now since you were married?
 

GINA. 
 We’ve been married — let me see — just on fifteen years.
 

GREGERS. 
 Is it so long as that?
 

GINA 

[becomes attentive; looks at him.]

 Yes, it is indeed.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, so it is. Fifteen years all but a few months. [Changing his tone.] They must have been long years for you, up at the works, Gregers.
 

GREGERS. 
 They seemed long — while I was living them; now they are over, I hardly know how the time has gone.

[OLD EKDAL comes from his room without his pipe, but with his old-fashioned uniform cap on his head; his gait is somewhat unsteady.]
 

EKDAL. 
 Come now, Hialmar, let’s sit down and have a good talk about this — h’m — what was it again?
 

HIALMAR 

[going towards him.]

 Father, we have a visitor here — Gregers Werle. — I don’t know if you remember him.
 

EKDAL 

[looking at GREGERS, who has risen.]

 Werle? Is that the son? What does he want with me?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Nothing; it’s me he has come to see.
 

EKDAL. 
 Oh! Then there’s nothing wrong?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, no, of course not.
 

EKDAL 

[with a large gesture.]

 Not that I’m afraid, you know; but — 
 

GREGERS 

[goes over to him.]

 I bring you a greeting from your old hunting-grounds, Lieutenant Ekdal.
 

EKDAL. 
 Hunting-grounds?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, up in Hoidal, about the works, you know.
 

EKDAL. 
 Oh, up there. Yes, I knew all those places well in the old days.
 

GREGERS. 
 You were a great sportsman then.
 

EKDAL. 
 So I was, I don’t deny it. You’re looking at my uniform cap. I don’t ask anybody’s leave to wear it in the house. So long as I don’t go out in the streets with it — 

[HEDVIG brings a plate of bread and butter, which she puts upon the table.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Sit down, father, and have a glass of beer. Help yourself, Gregers.
 [EKDAL mutters and stumbles over to the sofa. GREGERS seats himself on the chair nearest to him, HIALMAR on the other side of GREGERS. GINA sits a little way from the table, sewing; HEDVIG stands beside her father.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Can you remember, Lieutenant Ekdal, how Hialmar and I used to come up and visit you in the summer and at Christmas?
 

EKDAL. 
 Did you? No, no, no; I don’t remember it. But sure enough I’ve been a tidy bit of a sportsman in my day. I’ve shot bears too. I’ve shot nine of ‘em, no less.
 

GREGERS 

[looking sympathetically at him.]

 And now you never get any shooting?
 

EKDAL. 
 Can’t just say that, sir. Get a shot now and then perhaps. Of course not in the old way. For the woods you see — the woods, the woods — ! [Drinks.] Are the woods fine up there now?
 

GREGERS. 
 Not so fine as in your time. They have been thinned a good deal.
 

EKDAL. 
 Thinned? [More softly, and as if afraid.] It’s dangerous work that. Bad things come of it. The woods revenge themselves.
 

HIALMAR 

[filling up his glass.]

 Come — a little more, father.
 

GREGERS. 
 How can a man like you — such a man for the open air — live in the midst of a stuffy town, boxed within four walls?
 

EKDAL 

[laughs quietly and glances at HIALMAR.]

 Oh, it’s not so bad here. Not at all so bad.
 

GREGERS. 
 But don’t you miss all the things that used to be a part of your very being — the cool sweeping breezes, the free life in the woods and on the uplands, among beasts and birds — ?
 

EKDAL 

[smiling.]

 Hialmar, shall we let him see it?
 

HIALMAR 

[hastily and a little embarrassed.]

 Oh, no no, father; not this evening.
 

GREGERS. 
 What does he want to show me?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, it’s only something — you can see it another time.
 

GREGERS 

[continues, to the old man.]

 You see I have been thinking, Lieutenant Ekdal, that you should come up with me to the works; I am sure to be going back soon. No doubt you could get some copying there too. And here, you have nothing on earth to interest you — nothing to liven you up.
 

EKDAL 

[stares in astonishment at him.]

 Have I nothing on earth to — !
 

GREGERS. 
 Of course you have Hialmar; but then he has his own family. And a man like you, who has always had such a passion for what is free and wild — 
 

EKDAL 

[thumps the table.]

 Hialmar, he shall see it!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, do you think it’s worth while, father? It’s all dark.
 

EKDAL. 
 Nonsense; it’s moonlight. [Rises.] He shall see it, I tell you. Let me pass! Come and help me, Hialmar.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh yes, do, father!
 

HIALMAR 

[rising.]

 Very well then.
 

GREGERS 

[to GINA.]

 What is it?
 

GINA. 
 Oh, nothing so very wonderful, after all.
 [EKDAL and HIALMAR have gone to the back wall and are each pushing back a side of the sliding door; HEDVIG helps the old man; GREGERS remains standing by the sofa; GINA sits still and sews. Through the open doorway a large, deep irregular garret is seen with odd nooks and corners; a couple of stove-pipes running through it, from rooms below. There are skylights through which clear moonbeams shine in on some parts of the great room; others lie in deep shadow.]
 

EKDAL 

[to GREGERS.]

 You may come close up if you like.
 

GREGERS 

[going over to them.]

 Why, what is it?
 

EKDAL. 
 Look for yourself. H’m.
 

HIALMAR 

[somewhat embarrassed.]

 This belongs to father, you understand.
 

GREGERS 

[at the door, looks into the garret.]

 Why, you keep poultry, Lieutenant Ekdal.
 

EKDAL. 
 Should think we did keep poultry. They’ve gone to roost now. But you should just see our fowls by daylight, sir!
 

HEDVIG. 
 And there’s a — 
 

EKDAL. 
 Sh — sh! don’t say anything about it yet.
 

GREGERS. 
 And you have pigeons too, I see.
 

EKDAL. 
 Oh yes, haven’t we just got pigeons! They have their nest-boxes up there under the roof-tree; for pigeons like to roost high, you see.
 

HIALMAR. 
 They aren’t all common pigeons.
 

EKDAL. 
 Common! Should think not indeed! We have tumblers, and a pair of pouters, too. But come here! Can you see that hutch down there by the wall?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes; what do you use it for?
 

EKDAL. 
 That’s where the rabbits sleep, sir.
 

GREGERS. 
 Dear me; so you have rabbits too?
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, you may take my word for it, we have rabbits! He wants to know if we have rabbits, Hialmar! H’m! But now comes the thing, let me tell you! Here we have it! Move away, Hedvig. Stand here; that’s right, — and now look down there. — Don’t you see a basket with straw in it?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes. And I can see a fowl lying in the basket.
 

EKDAL. 
 H’m—”a fowl”
 

GREGERS. 
 Isn’t it a duck?
 

EKDAL 

[hurt.]

 Why, of course it’s a duck.
 

HIALMAR. 
 But what kind of duck, do you think?
 

HEDVIG. 
 It’s not just a common duck — 
 

EKDAL. 
 Sh!
 

GREGERS. 
 And it’s not a Muscovy duck either.
 

EKDAL. 
 No, Mr. — Werle; it’s not a Muscovy duck; for it’s a wild duck!
 

GREGERS. 
 Is it really? A wild duck?
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, that’s what it is. That “fowl” as you call it — is the wild duck. It’s our wild duck, sir.
 

HEDVIG. 
 My wild duck. It belongs to me.
 

GREGERS. 
 And can it live up here in the garret? Does it thrive?
 

EKDAL. 
 Of course it has a trough of water to splash about in, you know.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Fresh water every other day.
 

GINA 

[turning towards HIALMAR.]

 But my dear Ekdal, it’s getting icy cold here.
 

EKDAL. 
 H’m, we had better shut up then. It’s as well not to disturb their night’s rest, too. Close up, Hedvig.

[HIALMAR and HEDVIG push the garret doors together.]
 

EKDAL. 
 Another time you shall see her properly. [Seats himself in the arm-chair by the stove.] Oh, they’re curious things, these wild ducks, I can tell you.
 

GREGERS. 
 How did you manage to catch it, Lieutenant Ekdal?
 

EKDAL. 
 I didn’t catch it. There’s a certain man in this town whom we have to thank for it.
 

GREGERS 

[starts slightly.]

 That man was not my father, was he?
 

EKDAL. 
 You’ve hit it. Your father and no one else. H’m.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Strange that you should guess that, Gregers.
 

GREGERS. 
 You were telling me that you owed so many things to my father; and so I thought perhaps — 
 

GINA. 
 But we didn’t get the duck from Mr. Werle himself — 
 

EKDAL. 
 It’s Hakon Werle we have to thank for her, all the same, Gina. [To GREGERS.] He was shooting from a boat, you see, and he brought her down. But your father’s sight is not very good now. H’m; she was only wounded.
 

GREGERS. 
 Ah! She got a couple of slugs in her body, I suppose.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, two or three.
 

HEDVIG. 
 She was hit under the wing, so that she couldn’t fly.
 

GREGERS. 
 And I suppose she dived to the bottom, eh?
 

EKDAL 

[sleepily, in a thick voice.]

 Of course. Always do that, wild ducks do. They shoot to the bottom as deep as they can get, sir — and bite themselves fast in the tangle and seaweed — and all the devil’s own mess that grows down there. And they never come up again.
 

GREGERS. 
 But your wild duck came up again, Lieutenant Ekdal.
 

EKDAL. 
 He had such an amazingly clever dog, your father had. And that dog — he dived in after the duck and fetched her up again.
 

GREGERS 

[who has turned to HIALMAR.]

 And then she was sent to you here?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Not at once; at first your father took her home. But she wouldn’t thrive there; so Pettersen was told to put an end to her — 
 

EKDAL 

[half asleep.]

 H’m — yes — Pettersen — that ass — 
 

HIALMAR 

[speaking more softly.]

 That was how we got her, you see; for father knows Pettersen a little; and when he heard about the wild duck he got him to hand her over to us.
 

GREGERS. 
 And now she thrives as well as possible in the garret there?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, wonderfully well. She has got fat. You see, she has lived in there so long now that she has forgotten her natural wild life; and it all depends on that.
 

GREGERS. 
 You are right there, Hialmar. Be sure you never let her get a glimpse of the sky and the sea — . But I mustn’t stay any longer; I think your father is asleep.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, as for that — 
 

GREGERS. 
 But, by-the-bye — you said you had a room to let — a spare room?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; what then? Do you know of anybody — ?
 

GREGERS. 
 Can I have that room?
 

HIALMAR. 
 You?
 

GINA. 
 Oh no, Mr. Werle, you — 
 

GREGERS. 
 May I have the room? If so, I’ll take possession first thing to-morrow morning.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, with the greatest pleasure — 
 

GINA. 
 But, Mr. Werle, I’m sure it’s not at all the sort of room for you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why, Gina! how can you say that?
 

GINA. 
 Why, because the room’s neither large enough nor light enough, and — 
 

GREGERS. 
 That really doesn’t matter, Mrs. Ekdal.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I call it quite a nice room, and not at all badly furnished either.
 

GINA. 
 But remember the pair of them underneath.
 

GREGERS. 
 What pair?
 

GINA. 
 Well, there’s one as has been a tutor — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 That’s Molvik — Mr. Molvik, B.A.
 

GINA. 
 And then there’s a doctor, by the name of Relling.
 

GREGERS. 
 Relling? I know him a little; he practised for a time up in Hoidal.
 

GINA. 
 They’re a regular rackety pair, they are. As often as not, they’re out on the loose in the evenings; and then they come home at all hours, and they’re not always just — 
 

GREGERS. 
 One soon gets used to that sort of thing. I daresay I shall be like the wild duck — 
 

GINA. 
 H’m; I think you ought to sleep upon it first, anyway.
 

GREGERS. 
 You seem very unwilling to have me in the house, Mrs. Ekdal.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, no! What makes you think that?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, you really behave strangely about it, Gina. [To GREGERS.] Then I suppose you intend to remain in the town for the present?
 

GREGERS 

[putting on his overcoat.]

 Yes, now I intend to remain here.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And yet not at your father’s? What do you propose to do, then?
 

GREGERS. 
 Ah, if I only knew that, Hialmar, I shouldn’t be so badly off! But when one has the misfortune to be called Gregers — ! “Gregers” — and then “Werle” after it; did you ever hear anything so hideous?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, I don’t think so at all.
 

GREGERS. 
 Ugh! Bah! I feel I should like to spit upon the fellow that answers to such a name. But when a man is once for all doomed to be Gregers — Werle in this world, as I am — 
 

HIALMAR 

[laughs.]

 Ha, ha! If you weren’t Gregers Werle, what would you like to be?
 

GREGERS. 
 If I should choose, I should like best to be a clever dog.
 

GINA. 
 A dog!
 

HEDVIG 

[involuntarily.]

 Oh, no!
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, an amazingly clever dog; one that goes to the bottom after wild ducks when they dive and bite themselves fast in tangle and sea-weed, down among the ooze.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Upon my word now, Gregers — I don’t in the least know what you’re driving at.
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, well, you might not be much the wiser if you did. It’s understood, then, that I move in early to-morrow morning. [To GINA.] I won’t give you any trouble; I do everything for myself. [To HIALMAR.] We can talk about the rest to-morrow. — Good-night, Mrs. Ekdal. [Nods to HEDVIG.] Good-night.
 

GINA. 
 Good-night, Mr. Werle.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Good-night.
 

HIALMAR 

[who has lighted a candle.]

 Wait a moment, I must show you a light; the stairs are sure to be dark.

[GREGERS and HIALMAR go out by the passage door.]
 

GINA 

[looking straight before her, with her sewing in her lap.]

 Wasn’t that queer-like talk about wanting to be a dog?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Do you know, mother — I believe he meant something quite different by that.
 

GINA. 
 Why, what should he mean?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, I don’t know; but it seemed to me he meant something different from what he said — all the time.
 

GINA. 
 Do you think so? Yes, it was sort of queer.
 

HIALMAR 

[comes back.]

 The lamp was still burning. [Puts out the candle and sets it down.] Ah, now one can get a mouthful of food at last. [Begins to eat the bread and butter.] Well, you see, Gina — if only you keep your eyes open — 
 

GINA. 
 How, keep your eyes open — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why, haven’t we at last had the luck to get the room let? And just think — to a person like Gregers — a good old friend.
 

GINA. 
 Well, I don’t know what to say about it.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, mother, you’ll see; it’ll be such fun!
 

HIALMAR. 
 You’re very strange. You were so bent upon getting the room let before; and now you don’t like it.
 

GINA. 
 Yes I do, Ekdal; if it had only been to some one else — But what do you suppose Mr. Werle will say?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Old Werle? It doesn’t concern him.
 

GINA. 
 But surely you can see that there’s something amiss between them again, or the young man wouldn’t be leaving home. You know very well those two can’t get on with each other.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Very likely not, but — 
 

GINA. 
 And now Mr. Werle may fancy it’s you that has egged him on — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Let him fancy so, then! Mr. Werle has done a great deal for me; far be it from me to deny it. But that doesn’t make me everlastingly dependent upon him.
 

GINA. 
 But, my dear Ekdal, maybe grandfather’ll suffer for it. He may lose the little bit of work he gets from Graberg.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I could almost say: so much the better! Is it not humiliating for a man like me to see his grey-haired father treated as a pariah? But now I believe the fulness of time is at hand. [Takes a fresh piece of bread and butter.] As sure as I have a mission in life, I mean to fulfil it now!
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, yes, father, do!
 

GINA. 
 Hush! Don’t wake him!
 

HIALMAR 

[more softly.]

 I will fulfil it, I say. The day shall come when — And that is why I say it’s a good thing we have let the room; for that makes me more independent, The man who has a mission in life must be independent. [By the arm-chair, with emotion.] Poor old white-haired father! Rely on your Hialmar. He has broad shoulders — strong shoulders, at any rate. You shall yet wake up some fine day and — [To GINA.] Do you not believe it?
 

GINA 

[rising.]

 Yes, of course I do; but in the meantime suppose we see about getting him to bed.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, come.

[They take hold of the old man carefully.]
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

[HIALMAR EKDAL’S studio. It is morning: the daylight shines through the large window in the slanting roof; the curtain is drawn back.]
 

[HIALMAR is sitting at the table, busy retouching a photograph; several others lie before him. Presently GINA, wearing her hat and cloak, enters by the passage door; she has a covered basket on her arm.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Back already, Gina?
 

GINA. 
 Oh, yes, one can’t let the grass grow under one’s feet.

[Sets her basket on a chair, and takes off her things.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Did you look in at Gregers’ room?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, that I did. It’s a rare sight, I can tell you; he’s made a pretty mess to start off with.
 

HIALMAR. 
 How so?
 

GINA. 
 He was determined to do everything for himself, he said; so he sets to work to light the stove, and what must he do but screw down the damper till the whole room is full of smoke. Ugh! There was a smell fit to — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, really!
 

GINA. 
 But that’s not the worst of it; for then he thinks he’ll put out the fire, and goes and empties his water-jug into the stove, and so makes the whole floor one filthy puddle.
 

HIALMAR. 
 How annoying!
 

GINA. 
 I’ve got the porter’s wife to clear up after him, pig that he is! But the room won’t be fit to live in till the afternoon.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What’s he doing with himself in the meantime?
 

GINA. 
 He said he was going out for a little while.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I looked in upon him, too, for a moment — after you had gone.
 

GINA. 
 So I heard. You’ve asked him to lunch.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Just to a little bit of early lunch, you know. It’s his first day — we can hardly do less. You’ve got something in the house, I suppose?
 

GINA. 
 I shall have to find something or other.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And don’t cut it too fine, for I fancy Relling and Molvik are coming up, too. I just happened to meet Relling on the stairs, you see; so I had to — 
 

GINA. 
 Oh, are we to have those two as well?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Good Lord — a couple more or less can’t make any difference.
 

OLD EKDAL 

[opens his door and looks in]. 
 I say, Hialmar — [Sees GINA.] Oh!
 

GINA. 
 Do you want anything, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 Oh, no, it doesn’t matter. H’m!

[Retires again.]
 

GINA 

[takes up the basket.]

 Be sure you see that he doesn’t go out.
 

HIALMAR. 
 All right, all right. And, Gina, a little herring-salad wouldn’t be a bad idea; Relling and Molvik were out on the loose again last night.
 

GINA. 
 If only they don’t come before I’m ready for them — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, of course they won’t; take your own time.
 

GINA. 
 Very well; and meanwhile you can be working a bit.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, I am working! I am working as hard as I can!
 

GINA. 
 Then you’ll have that job off your hands, you see.
 [She goes out to the kitchen with her basket.
 

HIALMAR sits for a time pencilling away at the photograph, in an indolent and listless manner.]
 

EKDAL 

[peeps in, looks round the studio, and says softly:]

 Are you busy?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, I’m toiling at these wretched pictures — 
 

EKDAL. 
 Well, well, never mind, — since you’re so busy — h’m!

[He goes out again; the door stands open.]
 

HIALMAR 

[continues for some time in silence then he lays down his brush and goes over to the door.]

 Are you busy, father?
 

EKDAL 

[in a grumbling tone, within.]

 If you’re busy, I’m busy, too. H’m!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, very well, then.

[Goes to his work again.]
 

EKDAL 

[presently, coming to the door again.]

 H’m; I say, Hialmar, I’m not so very busy, you know.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I thought you were writing.
 

EKDAL. 
 Oh, devil take it! can’t Graberg wait a day or two? After all, it’s not a matter of life and death.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No; and you’re not his slave either.
 

EKDAL. 
 And about that other business in there — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Just what I was thinking of. Do you want to go in? Shall I open the door for you?
 

EKDAL. 
 Well, it wouldn’t be a bad notion.
 

HIALMAR 

[rises.]

 Then we’d have that off our hands.
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, exactly. It’s got to be ready first thing to-morrow. It is to-morrow, isn’t it? H’m?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, of course it’s to-morrow.
 [HIALMAR and EKDAL push aside each his half of the sliding door. The morning sun is shining in through the skylights; some doves are flying about; others sit cooing, upon the perches; the hens are heard clucking now and then, further back in the garret.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 There; now you can get to work, father.
 

EKDAL 

[goes in.]

 Aren’t you coming, too?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, really, do you know — ; I almost think — [Sees GINA at the kitchen door.] I? No; I haven’t time; I must work. — But now for our new contrivance — 

[He pulls a cord, a curtain slips down inside, the lower part consisting of a piece of old sailcloth, the upper part of a stretched fishing net. The floor of the garret is thus no longer visible.]
 

HIALMAR 

[goes to the table.]

 So! Now, perhaps I can sit in peace for a little while.
 

GINA. 
 Is he rampaging in there again?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Would you rather have had him slip down to Madam Eriksen’s? [Seats himself.] Do you want anything? You know you said — 
 

GINA. 
 I only wanted to ask if you think we can lay the table for lunch here?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; we have no early appointment, I suppose?
 

GINA. 
 No, I expect no one to-day except those two sweethearts that are to be taken together.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why the deuce couldn’t they be taken together another day!
 

GINA. 
 Don’t you know, I told them to come in the afternoon, when you are having your nap.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, that’s capital. Very well, let us have lunch here then.
 

GINA. 
 All right; but there’s no hurry about laying the cloth; you can have the table for a good while yet.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Do you think I am not sticking at my work? I’m at it as hard as I can!
 

GINA. 
 Then you’ll be free later on, you know.

[Goes out into the kitchen again. Short pause.]
 

EKDAL 

[in the garret doorway, behind the net.]

 Hialmar!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well?
 

EKDAL. 
 Afraid we shall have to move the water-trough, after all.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What else have I been saying all along?
 

EKDAL. 
 H’m — h’m — h’m.
 [Goes away from the door again.
 

HIALMAR goes on working a little; glances towards the garret and half rises. HEDVIG comes in from the kitchen.]
 

HIALMAR 

[sits down again hurriedly.]

 What do you want?
 

HEDVIG. 
 I only wanted to come in beside you, father.
 

HIALMAR 

[after a pause]. What makes you go prying around like that? Perhaps you are told off to watch me?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, no.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What is your mother doing out there?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, mother’s in the middle of making the herring-salad. [Goes to the table]. Isn’t there any little thing I could help you with, father?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, no. It is right that I should bear the whole burden — so long as my strength holds out. Set your mind at rest, Hedvig; if only your father keeps his health — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, no, father! You mustn’t talk in that horrid way.

[She wanders about a little, stops by the doorway and looks into the garret.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Tell me, what is he doing?
 

HEDVIG. 
 I think he’s making a new path to the water-trough.
 

HIALMAR. 
 He can never manage that by himself! And here am I doomed to sit — !
 

HEDVIG 

[goes to him.]

 Let me take the brush, father; I can do it, quite well.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, nonsense; you will only hurt your eyes.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Not a bit. Give me the brush.
 

HIALMAR 

[rising.]

 Well, it won’t take more than a minute or two.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Pooh, what harm can it do then? [Takes the brush.] There! [Seats herself.] I can begin upon this one.
 

HIALMAR. 
 But mind you don’t hurt your eyes! Do you hear? I won’t be answerable; you do it on your own responsibility — understand that.
 

HEDVIG 

[retouching.]

 Yes, yes, I understand.
 

HIALMAR. 
 You are quite clever at it, Hedvig. Only a minute or two, you know.

[He slips through by the edge of the curtain into the garret. HEDVIG sits at her work. HIALMAR and EKDAL are heard disputing inside.]
 

HIALMAR 

[appears behind the net.]

 I say, Hedvig — give me those pincers that are lying on the shelf. And the chisel. [Turns away inside.] Now you shall see, father. Just let me show you first what I mean!
 

[HEDVIG has fetched the required tools from the shelf, and hands them to him through the net.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Ah, thanks. I didn’t come a moment too soon.
 [Goes back from the curtain again; they are heard carpentering and talking inside.
 

HEDVIG stands looking in at them. A moment later there is a knock at the passage door; she does not notice it.]
 

GREGERS WERLE 

[bareheaded, in indoor dress, enters and stops near the door.]

 H’m — !
 

HEDVIG 

[turns and goes towards him.]

 Good morning. Please come in.
 

GREGERS. 
 Thank you. [Looking towards the garret.] You seem to have workpeople in the house.
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, it is only father and grandfather. I’ll tell them you are here.
 

GREGERS. 
 No, no, don’t do that; I would rather wait a little.

[Seats himself on the sofa.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 It looks so untidy here — 

[Begins to clear away the photographs.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, don’t take them away. Are those prints that have to be finished off?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, they are a few I was helping father with.
 

GREGERS. 
 Please don’t let me disturb you.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, no.

[She gathers the things to her and sits down to work; GREGERS looks at her, meanwhile, in silence.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Did the wild duck sleep well last night?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, I think so, thanks.
 

GREGERS 

[turning towards the garret.]

 It looks quite different by day from what it did last night in the moonlight.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, it changes ever so much. It looks different in the morning and in the afternoon; and it’s different on rainy days from what it is in fine weather.
 

GREGERS. 
 Have you noticed that?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, how could I help it?
 

GREGERS. 
 Are you, too, fond of being in there with the wild duck?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, when I can manage it — 
 

GREGERS. 
 But I suppose you haven’t much spare time; you go to school, no doubt.
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, not now; father is afraid of my hurting my eyes.
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh; then he reads with you himself?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Father has promised to read with me; but he has never had time yet.
 

GREGERS. 
 Then is there nobody else to give you a little help?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, there is Mr. Molvik; but he is not always exactly — quite — 
 

GREGERS. 
 Sober?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, I suppose that’s it!
 

GREGERS. 
 Why, then you must have any amount of time on your hands. And in there I suppose it is a sort world by itself?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, yes, quite. And there are such lots of wonderful things.
 

GREGERS. 
 Indeed?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, there are big cupboards full of books; and a great many of the books have pictures in them.
 

GREGERS. 
 Aha!
 

HEDVIG. 
 And there’s an old bureau with drawers and flaps, and a big clock with figures that go out and in. But the clock isn’t going now.
 

GREGERS. 
 So time has come to a standstill in there — in the wild duck’s domain.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes. And then there’s an old paint-box and things of that sort; and all the books.
 

GREGERS. 
 And you read the books, I suppose?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, yes, when I get the chance. Most of them are English though, and I don’t understand English. But then I look at the pictures. — There is one great big book called “Harrison’s History of London.” It must be a hundred years old; and there are such heaps of pictures in it. At the beginning there is Death with an hour-glass and a woman. I think that is horrid. But then there are all the other pictures of churches, and castles, and streets, and great ships sailing on the sea.
 

GREGERS. 
 But tell me, where did all those wonderful things come from?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, an old sea captain once lived here, and he brought them home with him. They used to call him “The Flying Dutchman.” That was curious, because he wasn’t a Dutchman at all.
 

GREGERS. 
 Was he not?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No. But at last he was drowned at sea; and so he left all those things behind him.
 

GREGERS. 
 Tell me now — when you are sitting in there looking at the pictures, don’t you wish you could travel and see the real world for yourself?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, no! I mean always to stay at home and help father and mother.
 

GREGERS. 
 To retouch photographs?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, not only that. I should love above everything to learn to engrave pictures like those in the English books.
 

GREGERS. 
 H’m. What does your father say to that?
 

HEDVIG. 
 I don’t think father likes it; father is strange about such things. Only think, he talks of my learning basket-making, and straw-plaiting! But I don’t think that would be much good.
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, no, I don’t think so either.
 

HEDVIG. 
 But father was right in saying that if I had learnt basket-making I could have made the new basket for the wild duck.
 

GREGERS. 
 So you could; and it was you that ought to have done it, wasn’t it?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, for it’s my wild duck.
 

GREGERS. 
 Of course it is.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, it belongs to me. But I lend it to father and grandfather as often as they please.
 

GREGERS. 
 Indeed? What do they do with it?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, they look after it, and build places for it, and so on.
 

GREGERS. 
 I see; for no doubt the wild duck is by far the most distinguished inhabitant of the garret?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, indeed she is; for she is a real wild fowl, you know. And then she is so much to be pitied; she has no one to care for, poor thing.
 

GREGERS. 
 She has no family, as the rabbits have — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 No. The hens too, many of them, were chickens together; but she has been taken right away from all her friends. And then there is so much that is strange about the wild duck. Nobody knows her, and nobody knows where she came from either.
 

GREGERS. 
 And she has been down in the depths of the sea.
 

HEDVIG 

[with a quick glance at him, represses a smile and asks:]

 Why do you say “depths of the sea”?
 

GREGERS. 
 What else should I say?
 

HEDVIG. 
 You could say “the bottom of the sea.”
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, mayn’t I just as well say the depths of the sea?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes; but it sounds so strange to me when other people speak of the depths of the sea.
 

GREGERS. 
 Why so? Tell me why?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, I won’t; it’s so stupid.
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, no, I am sure it’s not. Do tell me why you smiled.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Well, this is the reason: whenever I come to realise suddenly — in a flash — what is in there, it always seems to me that the whole room and everything in it should be called “the depths of the sea.” But that is so stupid.
 

GREGERS. 
 You mustn’t say that.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, yes, for you know it is only a garret.
 

GREGERS 

[looks fixedly at her.]

 Are you so sure of that?
 

HEDVIG 

[astonished.]

 That it’s a garret?
 

GREGERS. 
 Are you quite certain of it?
 

[HEDVIG is silent, and looks at him open-mouthed. GINA comes in from the kitchen with the table things.]
 

GREGERS 

[rising.]

 I have come in upon you too early.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, you must be somewhere; and we’re nearly ready now, any way. Clear the table, Hedvig.

[HEDVIG clears away her things; she and GINA lay the cloth during what follows. GREGERS seats himself in the arm-chair, and turns over an album.]
 

GREGERS. 
 I hear you can retouch, Mrs. Ekdal.
 

GINA 

[with a side glance.]

 Yes, I can.
 

GREGERS. 
 That was exceedingly lucky.
 

GINA. 
 How — lucky?
 

GREGERS. 
 Since Ekdal took to photography, I mean.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Mother can take photographs, too.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, yes; I was bound to learn that.
 

GREGERS. 
 So it is really you that carry on the business, I suppose?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, when Ekdal hasn’t time himself — 
 

GREGERS. 
 He is a great deal taken up with his old father, I daresay.
 

GINA. 
 Yes; and then you can’t expect a man like Ekdal to do nothing but take car-de-visits of Dick, Tom and Harry.
 

GREGERS. 
 I quite agree with you; but having once gone in for the thing — 
 

GINA. 
 You can surely understand, Mr. Werle, that Ekdal’s not like one of your common photographers.
 

GREGERS. 
 Of course not; but still — 

[A shot is fired within the garret.]
 

GREGERS 

[starting up.]

 What’s that?
 

GINA. 
 Ugh! now they’re firing again!
 

GREGERS. 
 Have they firearms in there?
 

HEDVIG. 
 They are out shooting.
 

GREGERS. 
 What! [At the door of the garret.] Are you shooting, Hialmar?
 

HIALMAR 

[inside the net.]

 Are you there? I didn’t know; I was so taken up — [To HEDVIG.] Why did you not let us know? [Comes into the studio.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Do you go shooting in the garret?
 

HIALMAR 

[showing a double-barrelled pistol.]

 Oh, only with this thing.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, you and grandfather will do yourselves a mischief some day with that there pigstol.
 

HIALMAR 

[with irritation.]

 I believe I have told you that this kind of firearm is called a pistol.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, that doesn’t make it much better, that I can see.
 

GREGERS. 
 So you have become a sportsman, too, Hialmar?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Only a little rabbit-shooting now and then. Mostly to please father, you understand.
 

GINA. 
 Men are strange beings; they must always have something to pervert theirselves with.
 

HIALMAR 

[snappishly.]

 Just so; we must always have something to divert ourselves with.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, that’s just what I say.
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m. [To GREGERS.] You see the garret is fortunately so situated that no one can hear us shooting. [Lays the pistol on the top shelf of the bookcase.] Don’t touch the pistol, Hedvig! One of the barrels is loaded; remember that.
 

GREGERS 

[looking through the net.]

 You have a fowling-piece too, I see.
 

HIALMAR. 
 That is father’s old gun. It’s of no use now; something has gone wrong with the lock. But it’s fun to have it all the same; for we can take it to pieces now and then, and clean and grease it, and screw it together again. — Of course, it’s mostly father that fiddle-faddles with all that sort of thing.
 

HEDVIG 

[beside GREGERS.]

 Now you can see the wild duck properly.
 

GREGERS. 
 I was just looking at her. One of her wings seems to me to droop a bit.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Well, no wonder; her wing was broken, you know.
 

GREGERS. 
 And she trails one foot a little. Isn’t that so?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Perhaps a very little bit.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, it was by that foot the dog took hold of her.
 

HIALMAR. 
 But otherwise she hasn’t the least thing the matter with her; and that is simply marvellous for a creature that has a charge of shot in her body, and has been between a dog’s teeth — 
 

GREGERS 

[with a glance at HEDVIG]


 — and that has lain in the depths of the sea — so long.
 

HEDVIG 

[smiling.]

 Yes.
 

GINA 

[laying the table.]

 That blessed wild duck! What a lot of fuss you do make over her.
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m; — will lunch soon be ready?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, directly. Hedvig, you must come and help me now.

[GINA and HEDVIG go out into the kitchen.]
 

HIALMAR 

[in a low voice.]

 I think you had better not stand there looking in at father; he doesn’t like it.
 

[GREGERS moves away from the garret door.]
 

Besides, I may as well shut up before the others come. [Claps his hands to drive the fowls back.] Shh — shh, in with you! [Draws up the curtain and pulls the doors together.] All the contrivances are my own invention. It’s really quite amusing to have things of this sort to potter with, and to put to rights when they get out of order. And it’s absolutely necessary, too; for Gina objects to having rabbits and fowls in the studio.
 

GREGERS. 
 To be sure; and I suppose the studio is your wife’s special department?
 

HIALMAR. 
 As a rule, I leave the everyday details of business to her; for then I can take refuge in the parlour and give my mind to more important things.
 

GREGERS. 
 What things may they be, Hialmar?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I wonder you have not asked that question sooner. But perhaps you haven’t heard of the invention?
 

GREGERS. 
 The invention? No.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Really? Have you not? Oh, no, out there in the wilds — 
 

GREGERS. 
 So you have invented something, have you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 It is not quite completed yet; but I am working at it. You can easily imagine that when I resolved to devote myself to photography, it wasn’t simply with the idea of taking likenesses of all sorts of commonplace people.
 

GREGERS. 
 No; your wife was saying the same thing just now.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I swore that if I consecrated my powers to this handicraft, I would so exalt it that it should become both an art and a science. And to that end I determined to make this great invention.
 

GREGERS. 
 And what is the nature of the invention? What purpose does it serve?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, my dear fellow, you mustn’t ask for details yet. It takes time, you see. And you must not think that my motive is vanity. It is not for my own sake that I am working. Oh, no; it is my life’s mission that stands before me night and day.
 

GREGERS. 
 What is your life’s mission?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Do you forget the old man with the silver hair?
 

GREGERS. 
 Your poor father? Well, but what can you do for him?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I can raise up his self-respect from the dead, by restoring the name of Ekdal to honour and dignity.
 

GREGERS. 
 Then that is your life’s mission?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes. I will rescue the shipwrecked man. For shipwrecked he was, by the very first blast of the storm. Even while those terrible investigations were going on, he was no longer himself. That pistol there — the one we use to shoot rabbits with — has played its part in the tragedy of the house of Ekdal.
 

GREGERS. 
 The pistol? Indeed?
 

HIALMAR. 
 When the sentence of imprisonment was passed — he had the pistol in his hand — 
 

GREGERS. 
 Had he — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; but he dared not use it. His courage failed him. So broken, so demoralised was he even then! Oh, can you understand it? He, a soldier; he, who had shot nine bears, and who was descended from two lieutenant-colonels — one after the other, of course. Can you understand it, Gregers?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, I understand it well enough.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I cannot. And once more the pistol played a part in the history of our house. When he had put on the grey clothes and was under lock and key — oh, that was a terrible time for me, I can tell you. I kept the blinds drawn down over both my windows. When I peeped out, I saw the sun shining as if nothing had happened. I could not understand it. I saw people going along the street, laughing and talking about indifferent things. I could not understand it. It seemed to me that the whole of existence must be at a standstill — as if under an eclipse.
 

GREGERS. 
 I felt that, too, when my mother died.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It was in such an hour that Hialmar Ekdal pointed the pistol at his own breast.
 

GREGERS. 
 You, too, thought of — !
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes.
 

GREGERS. 
 But you did not fire?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No. At the decisive moment I won the victory over myself. I remained in life. But I can assure you it takes some courage to choose life under circumstances like those.
 

GREGERS. 
 Well, that depends on how you look at it.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, indeed, it takes courage. But I am glad I was firm: for now I shall soon perfect my invention; and Dr. Relling thinks, as I do myself, that father may be allowed to wear his uniform again. I will demand that as my sole reward.
 

GREGERS. 
 So that is what he meant about his uniform — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, that is what he most yearns for. You can’t think how my heart bleeds for him. Every time we celebrate any little family festival — Gina’s and my wedding-day, or whatever it may be — in comes the old man in the lieutenant’s uniform of happier days. But if he only hears a knock at the door — for he daren’t show himself to strangers, you know — he hurries back to his room again as fast as his old legs can carry him. Oh, it’s heart-rending for a son to see such things!
 

GREGERS. 
 How long do you think it will take you to finish your invention?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Come now, you mustn’t expect me to enter into particulars like that. An invention is not a thing completely under one’s own control. It depends largely on inspiration — on intuition — and it is almost impossible to predict when the inspiration may come.
 

GREGERS. 
 But it’s advancing?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, certainly, it is advancing. I turn it over in my mind every day; I am full of it. Every afternoon, when I have had my dinner, I shut myself up in the parlour, where I can ponder undisturbed. But I can’t be goaded to it; it’s not a bit of good; Relling says so, too.
 

GREGERS. 
 And you don’t think that all that business in the garret draws you off and distracts you too much?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, no, no; quite the contrary. You mustn’t say that. I cannot be everlastingly absorbed in the same laborious train of thought. I must have something alongside of it to fill up the time of waiting. The inspiration, the intuition, you see — when it comes, it comes, and there’s an end of it.
 

GREGERS. 
 My dear Hialmar, I almost think you have something of the wild duck in you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Something of the wild duck? How do you mean?
 

GREGERS. 
 You have dived down and bitten yourself fast in the undergrowth.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Are you alluding to the well-nigh fatal shot that has broken my father’s wing — and mine, too?
 

GREGERS. 
 Not exactly to that. I don’t say that your wing has been broken; but you have strayed into a poisonous marsh, Hialmar; an insidious disease has taken hold of you, and you have sunk down to die in the dark.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I? To die in the dark? Look here, Gregers, you must really leave off talking such nonsense.
 

GREGERS. 
 Don’t be afraid; I shall find a way to help you up again. I, too, have a mission in life now; I found it yesterday.
 

HIALMAR. 
 That’s all very well; but you will please leave me out of it. I can assure you that — apart from my very natural melancholy, of course — I am as contented as any one can wish to be.
 

GREGERS. 
 Your contentment is an effect of the marsh poison.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Now, my dear Gregers, pray do not go on about disease and poison; I am not used to that sort of talk. In my house nobody ever speaks to me about unpleasant things.
 

GREGERS. 
 Ah, that I can easily believe.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It’s not good for me, you see. And there are no marsh poisons here, as you express it. The poor photographer’s roof is lowly, I know — and my circumstances are narrow. But I am an inventor, and I am the bread-winner of a family. That exalts me above my mean surroundings. — Ah, here comes lunch! 
 [GINA and HEDVIG bring bottles of ale, a decanter of brandy, glasses, etc. At the same time, RELLING and MOLVIK enter from the passage; they are both without hat or overcoat. MOLVIK is dressed in black.]
 

GINA 

[placing the things upon the table.]

 Ah, you two have come in the nick of time.
 

RELLING. 
 Molvik got it into his head that he could smell herring-salad, and then there was no holding him. — Good morning again, Ekdal.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Gregers, let me introduce you to Mr. Molvik. Doctor — Oh, you know Relling, don’t you?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, slightly.
 

RELLING. 
 Oh, Mr. Werle, junior! Yes, we two have had one or two little skirmishes up at the Hoidal works. You’ve just moved in?
 

GREGERS. 
 I moved in this morning.
 

RELLING. 
 Molvik and I live right under you; so you haven’t far to go for the doctor and the clergyman, if you should need anything in that line.
 

GREGERS. 
 Thanks, it’s not quite unlikely; for yesterday we were thirteen at table.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, come now, don’t let us get upon unpleasant subjects again!
 

RELLING. 
 You may make your mind easy, Ekdal; I’ll be hanged if the finger of fate points to you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I should hope not, for the sake of my family. But let us sit down now, and eat and drink and be merry.
 

GREGERS. 
 Shall we not wait for your father?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, his lunch will be taken in to him later. Come along!

[The men seat themselves at table, and eat and drink. GINA and HEDVIG go in and out and wait upon them.]
 

RELLING. 
 Molvik was frightfully screwed yesterday, Mrs. Ekdal.
 

GINA. 
 Really? Yesterday again?
 

RELLING. 
 Didn’t you hear him when I brought him home last night?
 

GINA. 
 No, I can’t say I did.
 

RELLING. 
 That was a good thing, for Molvik was disgusting last night.
 

GINA. 
 Is that true, Molvik?
 

MOLVIK. 
 Let us draw a veil over last night’s proceedings. That sort of thing is totally foreign to my better self.
 

RELLING 

[to GREGERS.]

 It comes over him like a sort of possession, and then I have to go out on the loose with him. Mr. Molvik is daemonic, you see.
 

GREGERS. 
 Daemonic?
 

RELLING. 
 Molvik is daemonic, yes.
 

GREGERS. 
 H’m.
 

RELLING. 
 And daemonic natures are not made to walk straight through the world; they must meander a little now and then. — Well, so you still stick up there at those horrible grimy works?
 

GREGERS. 
 I have stuck there until now.
 

RELLING. 
 And did you ever manage to collect that claim you went about presenting?
 

GREGERS. 
 Claim? [Understands him.] Ah, I see.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Have you been presenting claims, Gregers?
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, nonsense.
 

RELLING. 
 Faith, but he has, though! He went round to all the cotters’ cabins presenting something he called “the claim of the ideal.”
 

GREGERS. 
 I was young then.
 

RELLING. 
 You’re right; you were very young. And as for the claim of the ideal — you never got it honoured while I was up there.
 

GREGERS. 
 Nor since either.
 

RELLING. 
 Ah, then you’ve learnt to knock a little discount off, I expect.
 

GREGERS. 
 Never, when I have a true man to deal with.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, I should think not, indeed. A little butter, Gina.
 

RELLING. 
 And a slice of bacon for Molvik.
 

MOLVIK. 
 Ugh; not bacon!

[A knock at the garret door.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Open the door, Hedvig; father wants to come out.

[HEDVIG goes over and opens the door a little way; EKDAL enters with a fresh rabbit-skin; she closes the door after him.]
 

EKDAL. 
 Good morning, gentlemen! Good sport to-day. Shot a big one.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And you’ve gone and skinned it without waiting for me — !
 

EKDAL. 
 Salted it, too. It’s good tender meat, is rabbit; it’s sweet; it tastes like sugar. Good appetite to you, gentlemen!

[Goes into his room.]
 

MOLVIK 

[rising.]

 Excuse me — ; I can’t — ; I must get downstairs immediately — 
 

RELLING. 
 Drink some soda water, man!
 

MOLVIK 

[hurrying away.]

 Ugh — ugh!

[Goes out by the passage door.]
 

RELLING 

[to HIALMAR.]

 Let us drain a glass to the old hunter.
 

HIALMAR 

[clinks glasses with him.]

 To the undaunted sportsman who has looked death in the face!
 

RELLING. 
 To the grey-haired — [Drinks.] By-the-bye, is his hair grey or white?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Something between the two, I fancy; for that matter, he has very few hairs left of any colour.
 

RELLING. 
 Well, well, one can get through the world with a wig. After all, you are a happy man, Ekdal; you have your noble mission to labour for — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 And I do labour, I can tell you.
 

RELLING. 
 And then you have your excellent wife, shuffling quietly in and out in her felt slippers, with that see-saw walk of hers, and making everything cosy and comfortable about you — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, Gina — [nods to her] — you were a good helpmate on the path of life.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, don’t sit there cricketising me.
 

RELLING. 
 And your Hedvig, too, Ekdal!
 

HIALMAR 

[affected.]

 The child, yes! The child before everything! Hedvig, come here to me. [Strokes her hair.] What day is it to-morrow, eh?
 

HEDVIG 

[shaking him.]

 Oh, no, you’re not to say anything, father.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It cuts me to the heart when I think what a poor affair it will be; only a little festivity in the garret — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, but that’s just what I like!
 

RELLING. 
 Just you wait till the wonderful invention sees the light, Hedvig!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, indeed — then you shall see — ! Hedvig, I have resolved to make your future secure. You shall live in comfort all your days. I will demand — something or other — on your behalf. That shall be the poor inventor’s sole reward.
 

HEDVIG 

[whispering, with her arms round his neck.]

 Oh, you dear, kind father!
 

RELLING 

[to GREGERS.]

 Come now, don’t you find it pleasant, for once in a way, to sit at a well-spread table in a happy family circle?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Ah, yes, I really prize these social hours.
 

GREGERS. 
 For my part, I don’t thrive in marsh vapours.
 

RELLING. 
 Marsh vapours?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, don’t begin with that stuff again!
 

GINA. 
 Goodness knows there’s no vapours in this house, Mr. Werle; I give the place a good airing every blessed day.
 

GREGERS 

[leaves the table.]

 No airing you can give will drive out the taint I mean.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Taint!
 

GINA. 
 Yes, what do you say to that, Ekdal!
 

RELLING. 
 Excuse me — may it not be you yourself that have brought the taint from those mines up there?
 

GREGERS. 
 It is like you to call what I bring into this house a taint.
 

RELLING 

[goes up to him.]

 Look here, Mr. Werle, junior: I have a strong suspicion that you are still carrying about that “claim of the ideal” large as life, in your coat-tail pocket.
 

GREGERS. 
 I carry it in my breast.
 

RELLING. 
 Well, wherever you carry it, I advise you not to come dunning us with it here, so long as I am on the premises.
 

GREGERS. 
 And if I do so none the less?
 

RELLING. 
 Then you’ll go head-foremost down the stairs; now I’ve warned you.
 

HIALMAR 

[rising.]

 Oh, but Relling — !
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, you may turn me out — 
 

GINA 

[interposing between them.]

 We can’t have that, Relling. But I must say, Mr. Werle, it ill becomes you to talk about vapours and taints, after all the mess you made with your stove.

[A knock at the passage door.]
 

HEDVIG. 
 Mother, there’s somebody knocking.
 

HIALMAR. 
 There now, we’re going to have a whole lot of people!
 

GINA. 
 I’ll go [Goes over and opens the door, starts, and draws back.] Oh — oh, dear!

[WERLE, in a fur coat, advances one step into the room.]
 

WERLE. 
 Excuse me; but I think my son is staying here.
 

GINA 

[with a gulp.]

 Yes.
 

HIALMAR 

[approaching him.]

 Won’t you do us the honour to — ?
 

WERLE. 
 Thank you, I merely wish to speak to my son.
 

GREGERS. 
 What is it? Here I am.
 

WERLE. 
 I want a few words with you, in your room.
 

GREGERS. 
 In my room? Very well — 

[About to go.]
 

GINA. 
 No, no, your room’s not in a fit state — 
 

WERLE. 
 Well then, out in the passage here; I want to have a few words with you alone.
 

HIALMAR. 
 You can have them here, sir. Come into the parlour, Relling. 

[HIALMAR and RELLING go off to the right. GINA takes HEDVIG with her into the kitchen.]
 

GREGERS 

[after a short pause.]

 Well, now we are alone.
 

WERLE. 
 From something you let fall last evening, and from your coming to lodge with the Ekdals, I can’t help inferring that you intend to make yourself unpleasant to me, in one way or another.
 

GREGERS. 
 I intend to open Hialmar Ekdal’s eyes. He shall see his position as it really is — that is all.
 

WERLE. 
 Is that the mission in life you spoke of yesterday?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes. You have left me no other.
 

WERLE. 
 Is it I, then, that have crippled your mind, Gregers?
 

GREGERS. 
 You have crippled my whole life. I am not thinking of all that about mother — But it’s thanks to you that I am continually haunted and harassed by a guilty conscience.
 

WERLE. 
 Indeed! It is your conscience that troubles you, is it?
 

GREGERS. 
 I ought to have taken a stand against you when the trap was set for Lieutenant Ekdal. I ought to have cautioned him; for I had a misgiving as to what was in the wind.
 

WERLE. 
 Yes, that was the time to have spoken.
 

GREGERS. 
 I did not dare to, I was so cowed and spiritless. I was mortally afraid of you — not only then, but long afterwards.
 

WERLE. 
 You have got over that fear now, it appears.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, fortunately. The wrong done to old Ekdal, both by me and by — others, can never be undone; but Hialmar I can rescue from all the falsehood and deception that are bringing him to ruin.
 

WERLE. 
 Do you think that will be doing him a kindness?
 

GREGERS. 
 I have not the least doubt of it.
 

WERLE. 
 You think our worthy photographer is the sort of man to appreciate such friendly offices?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, I do.
 

WERLE. 
 H’m — we shall see.
 

GREGERS. 
 Besides, if I am to go on living, I must try to find some cure for my sick conscience.
 

WERLE. 
 It will never be sound. Your conscience has been sickly from childhood. That is a legacy from your mother, Gregers — the only one she left you.
 

GREGERS 

[with a scornful half-smile.]

 Have you not yet forgiven her for the mistake you made in supposing she would bring you a fortune?
 

WERLE. 
 Don’t let us wander from the point. — Then you hold to your purpose of setting young Ekdal upon what you imagine to be the right scent?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, that is my fixed resolve.
 

WERLE. 
 Well, in that case I might have spared myself this visit; for, of course, it is useless to ask whether you will return home with me?
 

GREGERS. 
 Quite useless.
 

WERLE. 
 And I suppose you won’t enter the firm either?
 

GREGERS. 
 No.
 

WERLE. 
 Very good. But as I am thinking of marrying again, your share in the property will fall to you at once.
 

GREGERS 

[quickly.]

 No, I do not want that.
 

WERLE. 
 You don’t want it?
 

GREGERS. 
 No, I dare not take it, for conscience’ sake.
 

WERLE 

[after a pause.]

 Are you going up to the works again?
 

GREGERS. 
 No; I consider myself released from your service.
 

WERLE. 
 But what are you going to do?
 

GREGERS. 
 Only to fulfil my mission; nothing more.
 

WERLE. 
 Well but afterwards? What are you going to live upon?
 

GREGERS. 
 I have laid by a little out of my salary.
 

WERLE. 
 How long will that last?
 

GREGERS. 
 I think it will last my time.
 

WERLE. 
 What do you mean?
 

GREGERS. 
 I shall answer no more questions.
 

WERLE. 
 Good-bye then, Gregers.
 

GREGERS. 
 Good-bye.

[WERLE goes.]
 

HIALMAR 

[peeping in.]

 He’s gone, isn’t he?
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes. 

[HIALMAR and RELLING enter; also GINA and HEDVIG from the kitchen.]
 

RELLING. 
 That luncheon-party was a failure.
 

GREGERS. 
 Put on your coat, Hialmar; I want you to come for a long walk with me.
 

HIALMAR. 
 With pleasure. What was it your father wanted? Had it anything to do with me?
 

GREGERS. 
 Come along. We must have a talk. I’ll go and put on my overcoat.

[Goes out by the passage door.]
 

GINA. 
 You shouldn’t go out with him, Ekdal.
 

RELLING. 
 No, don’t you do it. Stay where you are.
 

HIALMAR 

[gets his hat and overcoat.]

 Oh, nonsense! When a friend of my youth feels impelled to open his mind to me in private — 
 

RELLING. 
 But devil take it — don’t you see that the fellow’s mad, cracked, demented!
 

GINA. 
 There, what did I tell you! His mother before him had crazy fits like that sometimes.
 

HIALMAR. 
 The more need for a friend’s watchful eye. [To GINA.] Be sure you have dinner ready in good time. Good-bye for the present.

[Goes out by the passage door.]
 

RELLING. 
 It’s a thousand pities the fellow didn’t go to hell through one of the Hoidal mines.
 

GINA. 
 Good Lord! what makes you say that?
 

RELLING 

[muttering.]

 Oh, I have my own reasons.
 

GINA. 
 Do you think young Werle is really mad?
 

RELLING. 
 No, worse luck; he’s no madder than most other people. But one disease he has certainly got in his system.
 

GINA. 
 What is it that’s the matter with him?
 

RELLING. 
 Well, I’ll tell you, Mrs. Ekdal. He is suffering from an acute attack of integrity.
 

GINA. 
 Integrity?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Is that a kind of disease?
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, it’s a national disease; but it only appears sporadically. [Nods to GINA.] Thanks for your hospitality.

[He goes out by the passage door.]
 

GINA 

[moving restlessly to and fro.]

 Ugh, that Gregers Werle — he was always a wretched creature.
 

HEDVIG 

[standing by the table, and looking searchingly at her.]

 I think all this is very strange.
 






  








ACT FOURTH.
 

[HIALMAR EKDAL’S studio. A photograph has just been taken; a camera with the cloth over it, a pedestal, two chairs, a folding table, etc., are standing out in the room. Afternoon light; the sun is going down; a little later it begins to grow dusk.]
 

[GINA stands in the passage doorway, with a little box and a wet glass plate in her hand, and is speaking to somebody outside.]
 

GINA. 
 Yes, certainly. When I make a promise I keep it. The first dozen shall be ready on Monday. Good afternoon.

[Someone is heard going downstairs. GINA shuts the door, slips the plate into the box, and puts it into the covered camera.]
 

HEDVIG 

[comes in from the kitchen.]

 Are they gone?
 

GINA 

[tidying up.]

 Yes, thank goodness, I’ve got rid of them at last.
 

HEDVIG. 
 But can you imagine why father hasn’t come home yet?
 

GINA. 
 Are you sure he’s not down in Relling’s room?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, he’s not; I ran down the kitchen stair just now and asked.
 

GINA. 
 And his dinner standing and getting cold, too.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, I can’t understand it. Father’s always so careful to be home to dinner!
 

GINA. 
 Oh, he’ll be here directly, you’ll see.
 

HEDVIG. 
 I wish he would come; everything seems so queer to-day.
 

GINA 

[calls out.]

 Here he is!

[HIALMAR EKDAL comes in at the passage door.]
 

HEDVIG 

[going to him.]

 Father! Oh, what a time we’ve been waiting for you!
 

GINA 

[glancing sidelong at him.]

 You’ve been out a long time, Ekdal.
 

HIALMAR 

[without looking at her.]

 Rather long, yes.

[He takes off his overcoat; GINA and HEDVIG go to help him; he motions them away.]
 

GINA. 
 Perhaps you’ve had dinner with Werle?
 

HIALMAR 

[hanging up his coat.]

 No.
 

GINA 

[going towards the kitchen door.]

 Then I’ll bring some in for you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No; let the dinner alone. I want nothing to eat.
 

HEDVIG 

[going nearer to him.]

 Are you not well, father?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well? Oh, yes, well enough. We have had a tiring walk, Gregers and I.
 

GINA. 
 You didn’t ought to have gone so far, Ekdal; you’re not used to it.
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m; there’s many a thing a man must get used to in this world. [Wanders about the room.] Has any one been here whilst I was out?
 

GINA. 
 Nobody but the two sweethearts.
 

HIALMAR. 
 No new orders?
 

GINA. 
 No, not to-day.
 

HEDVIG. 
 There will be some to-morrow, father, you’ll see.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I hope there will; for to-morrow I am going to set to work in real earnest.
 

HEDVIG. 
 To-morrow! Don’t you remember what day it is to-morrow?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, yes, by-the-bye — . Well, the day after, then. Henceforth I mean to do everything myself; I shall take all the work into my own hands.
 

GINA. 
 Why, what can be the good of that, Ekdal? It’ll only make your life a burden to you. I can manage the photography all right; and you can go on working at your invention.
 

HEDVIG. 
 And think of the wild duck, father, — and all the hens and rabbits and — !
 

HIALMAR. 
 Don’t talk to me of all that trash! From to-morrow I will never set foot in the garret again.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, but father, you promised that we should have a little party — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m, true. Well, then, from the day after to-morrow. I should almost like to wring that cursed wild duck’s neck!
 

HEDVIG 

[shrieks.]

 The wild duck!
 

GINA. 
 Well I never!
 

HEDVIG 

[shaking him.]

 Oh, no, father; you know it’s my wild duck!
 

HIALMAR. 
 That is why I don’t do it. I haven’t the heart to — for your sake, Hedvig. But in my inmost soul I feel that I ought to do it. I ought not to tolerate under my roof a creature that has been through those hands.
 

GINA. 
 Why, good gracious, even if grandfather did get it from that poor creature, Pettersen — 
 

HIALMAR 

[wandering about.]

 There are certain claims — what shall I call them? — let me say claims of the ideal — certain obligations, which a man cannot disregard without injury to his soul.
 

HEDVIG 

[going after him.]

 But think of the wild duck, — the poor wild duck!
 

HIALMAR 

[stops.]

 I tell you I will spare it — for your sake. Not a hair of its head shall be — I mean, it shall be spared. There are greater problems than that to be dealt with. But you should go out a little now, Hedvig, as usual; it is getting dusk enough for you now.
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, I don’t care about going out now.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, do; it seems to me your eyes are blinking a great deal; all these vapours in here are bad for you. The air is heavy under this roof.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Very well, then, I’ll run down the kitchen stair and go for a little walk. My cloak and hat? — oh, they’re in my own room. Father — be sure you don’t do the wild duck any harm whilst I’m out.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Not a feather of its head shall be touched. [Draws her to him.] You and I, Hedvig — we two — ! Well, go along.

[HEDVIG nods to her parents and goes out through the kitchen.]
 

HIALMAR 

[walks about without looking up.]

 Gina.
 

GINA. 
 Yes?
 

HIALMAR. 
 From to-morrow — or, say, from the day after to-morrow — I should like to keep the household account-book myself.
 

GINA. 
 Do you want to keep the accounts too, now?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; or to check the receipts at any rate.
 

GINA. 
 Lord help us! that’s soon done.
 

HIALMAR. 
 One would hardly think so; at any rate you seem to make the money go a very long way. [Stops and looks at her.] How do you manage it?
 

GINA. 
 It’s because me and Hedvig, we need so little.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Is it the case that father is very liberally paid for the copying he does for Mr. Werle?
 

GINA. 
 I don’t know as he gets anything out of the way. I don’t know the rates for that sort of work.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, what does he get, about? Let me hear!
 

GINA. 
 Oh, it varies; I daresay it’ll come to about as much as he costs us, with a little pocket-money over.
 

HIALMAR. 
 As much as he costs us! And you have never told me this before!
 

GINA. 
 No, how could I tell you? It pleased you so much to think he got everything from you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And he gets it from Mr. Werle.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, well, he has plenty and to spare, he has.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Light the lamp for me, please!
 

GINA 

[lighting the lamp.]

 And, of course, we don’t know as it’s Mr. Werle himself; it may be Graberg — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why attempt such an evasion?
 

GINA. 
 I don’t know; I only thought — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m!
 

GINA. 
 It wasn’t me that got grandfather that copying. It was Bertha, when she used to come about us.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It seems to me your voice is trembling.
 

GINA 

[putting the lamp-shade on.]

 Is it?
 

HIALMAR. 
 And your hands are shaking, are they not?
 

GINA 

[firmly.]

 Come right out with it, Ekdal. What has he been saying about me?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Is it true — can it be true that — that there was an — an understanding between you and Mr. Werle, while you were in service there?
 

GINA. 
 That’s not true. Not at that time. Mr. Werle did come after me, that’s a fact. And his wife thought there was something in it, and then she made such a hocus-pocus and hurly-burly, and she hustled me and bustled me about so that I left her service.
 

HIALMAR. 
 But afterwards, then?
 

GINA. 
 Well, then I went home. And mother — well, she wasn’t the woman you took her for, Ekdal; she kept on worrying and worrying at me about one thing and another — for Mr. Werle was a widower by that time.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, and then?
 

GINA. 
 I suppose you’ve got to know it. He gave me no peace until he’d had his way.
 

HIALMAR 

[striking his hands together.]

 And this is the mother of my child! How could you hide this from me?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, it was wrong of me; I ought certainly to have told you long ago.
 

HIALMAR. 
 You should have told me at the very first; — then I should have known the sort of woman you were.
 

GINA. 
 But would you have married me all the same?
 

HIALMAR. 
 How can you dream that I would?
 

GINA. 
 That’s just why I didn’t dare tell you anything, then. For I’d come to care for you so much, you see; and I couldn’t go and make myself utterly miserable — 
 

HIALMAR 

[walks about.]

 And this is my Hedvig’s mother. And to know that all I see before me — [kicks at a chair] — all that I call my home — I owe to a favoured predecessor! Oh, that scoundrel Werle!
 

GINA. 
 Do you repent of the fourteen — the fifteen years we’ve lived together?
 

HIALMAR 

[placing himself in front of her.]

 Have you not every day, every hour, repented of the spider’s-web of deceit you have spun around me? Answer me that! How could you help writhing with penitence and remorse?
 

GINA. 
 Oh, my dear Ekdal, I’ve had all I could do to look after the house and get through the day’s work — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Then you never think of reviewing your past?
 

GINA. 
 No; Heaven knows I’d almost forgotten those old stories.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, this dull, callous contentment! To me there is something revolting about it. Think of it — never so much as a twinge of remorse!
 

GINA. 
 But tell me, Ekdal — what would have become of you if you hadn’t had a wife like me?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Like you — !
 

GINA. 
 Yes; for you know I’ve always been a bit more practical and wide-awake than you. Of course I’m a year or two older.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What would have become of me!
 

GINA. 
 You’d got into all sorts of bad ways when first you met me; that you can’t deny.
 

HIALMAR. 
 “Bad ways” do you call them? Little do you know what a man goes through when he is in grief and despair — especially a man of my fiery temperament.
 

GINA. 
 Well, well, that may be so. And I’ve no reason to crow over you, neither; for you turned a moral of a husband, that you did, as soon as ever you had a house and home of your own. — And now we’d got everything so nice and cosy about us; and me and Hedvig was just thinking we’d soon be able to let ourselves go a bit, in the way of both food and clothes.
 

HIALMAR. 
 In the swamp of deceit, yes.
 

GINA. 
 I wish to goodness that detestable thing had never set his foot inside our doors!
 

HIALMAR. 
 And I, too, thought my home such a pleasant one. That was a delusion. Where shall I now find the elasticity of spirit to bring my invention into the world of reality? Perhaps it will die with me; and then it will be your past, Gina, that will have killed it.
 

GINA 

[nearly crying.]

 You mustn’t say such things, Ekdal. Me, that has only wanted to do the best I could for you, all my days!
 

HIALMAR. 
 I ask you, what becomes of the breadwinner’s dream? When I used to lie in there on the sofa and brood over my invention, I had a clear enough presentiment that it would sap my vitality to the last drop. I felt even then that the day when I held the patent in my hand — that day — would bring my — release. And then it was my dream that you should live on after me, the dead inventor’s well-to-do widow.
 

GINA 

[drying her tears.]

 No, you mustn’t talk like that, Ekdal. May the Lord never let me see the day I am left a widow!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, the whole dream has vanished. It is all over now. All over! 

[GREGERS WERLE opens the passage door cautiously and looks in.]
 

GREGERS. 
 May I come in?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, come in.
 

GREGERS 

[comes forward, his face beaming with satisfaction, and holds out both his hands to them.]

 Well, dear friends — ! [Looks from one to the other, and whispers to HIALMAR.] Have you not done it yet?
 

HIALMAR 

[aloud.]

 It is done.
 

GREGERS. 
 It is?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I have passed through the bitterest moments of my life.
 

GREGERS. 
 But also, I trust, the most ennobling.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, at any rate, we have got through it for the present.
 

GINA. 
 God forgive you, Mr. Werle.
 

GREGERS 

[in great surprise.]

 But I don’t understand this.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What don’t you understand?
 

GREGERS. 
 After so great a crisis — a crisis that is to be the starting-point of an entirely new life — of a communion founded on truth, and free from all taint of deception — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, yes, I know; I know that quite well.
 

GREGERS. 
 I confidently expected, when I entered the room, to find the light of transfiguration shining upon me from both husband and wife. And now I see nothing but dulness, oppression, gloom — 
 

GINA. 
 Oh, is that it?

[Takes off the lamp-shade.]
 

GREGERS. 
 You will not understand me, Mrs. Ekdal. Ah, well, you, I suppose, need time to — . But you, Hialmar? Surely you feel a new consecration after the great crisis.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, of course I do. That is — in a sort of way.
 

GREGERS. 
 For surely nothing in the world can compare with the joy of forgiving one who has erred, and raising her up to oneself in love.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Do you think a man can so easily throw off the bitter cup I have drained?
 

GREGERS. 
 No, not a common man, perhaps. But a man like you — !
 

HIALMAR. 
 Good God! I know that well enough. But you must keep me up to it, Gregers. It takes time, you know.
 

GREGERS. 
 You have much of the wild duck in you, Hialmar.

[RELLING has come in at the passage door.]
 

RELLING. 
 Oho! is the wild duck to the fore again?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes; Mr. Werle’s wing-broken victim.
 

RELLING. 
 Mr. Werle’s — ? So it’s him you are talking about?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Him and — ourselves.
 

RELLING 

[in an undertone to GREGERS.]

 May the devil fly away with you!
 

HIALMAR. 
 What is that you are saying?
 

RELLING. 
 Only uttering a heartfelt wish that this quacksalver would take himself off. If he stays here, he is quite equal to making an utter mess of life, for both of you.
 

GREGERS. 
 These two will not make a mess of life, Mr. Relling. Of course I won’t speak of Hialmar — him we know. But she, too, in her innermost heart, has certainly something loyal and sincere — 
 

GINA 

[almost crying.]

 You might have let me alone for what I was, then.
 

RELLING 

[to GREGERS.]

 Is it rude to ask what you really want in this house?
 

GREGERS. 
 To lay the foundations of a true marriage.
 

RELLING. 
 So you don’t think Ekdal’s marriage is good enough as it is?
 

GREGERS. 
 No doubt it is as good a marriage as most others, worse luck. But a true marriage it has yet to become.
 

HIALMAR. 
 You have never had eyes for the claims of the ideal, Relling.
 

RELLING. 
 Rubbish, my boy! — but excuse me, Mr. Werle: how many — in round numbers — how many true marriages have you seen in the course of your life?
 

GREGERS. 
 Scarcely a single one.
 

RELLING. 
 Nor I either.
 

GREGERS. 
 But I have seen innumerable marriages of the opposite kind. And it has been my fate to see at close quarters what ruin such a marriage can work in two human souls.
 

HIALMAR. 
 A man’s whole moral basis may give away beneath his feet; that is the terrible part of it.
 

RELLING. 
 Well, I can’t say I’ve ever been exactly married, so I don’t pretend to speak with authority. But this I know, that the child enters into the marriage problem. And you must leave the child in peace.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh — Hedvig! my poor Hedvig!
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, you must be good enough to keep Hedvig outside of all this. You two are grown-up people; you are free, in God’s name, to make what mess and muddle you please of your life. But you must deal cautiously with Hedvig, I tell you; else you may do her a great injury.
 

HIALMAR. 
 An injury!
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, or she may do herself an injury — and perhaps others, too.
 

GINA. 
 How can you know that, Relling?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Her sight is in no immediate danger, is it?
 

RELLING. 
 I am not talking about her sight. Hedvig is at a critical age. She may be getting all sorts of mischief into her head.
 

GINA. 
 That’s true — I’ve noticed it already! She’s taken to carrying on with the fire, out in the kitchen. She calls it playing at house-on-fire. I’m often scared for fear she really sets fire to the house.
 

RELLING. 
 You see; I thought as much.
 

GREGERS 

[to RELLING.]

 But how do you account for that?
 

RELLING 

[sullenly.]

 Her constitution’s changing, sir.
 

HIALMAR. 
 So long as the child has me — ! So long as I am above ground — !

[A knock at the door.]
 

GINA. 
 Hush, Ekdal; there’s some one in the passage. [Calls out.] Come in!

[MRS. SORBY, in walking dress, comes in.]
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Good evening.
 

GINA 

[going towards her.]

 Is it really you, Bertha?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, of course it is. But I’m disturbing you, I’m afraid?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No, not at all; an emissary from that house — 
 

MRS. SORBY 

[to GINA.] To tell the truth, I hoped your men-folk would be out at this time. I just ran up to have a little chat with you, and to say good-bye.
 

GINA. 
 Good-bye? Are you going away, then?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, to-morrow morning, — up to Hoidal. Mr. Werle started this afternoon. [Lightly to GREGERS.] He asked me to say good-bye for him.
 

GINA. 
 Only fancy — !
 

HIALMAR. 
 So Mr. Werle has gone? And now you are going after him?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, what do you say to that, Ekdal?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I say: beware!
 

GREGERS. 
 I must explain the situation. My father and Mrs. Sorby are going to be married.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Going to be married!
 

GINA. 
 Oh, Bertha! So it’s come to that at last!
 

RELLING 

[his voice quivering a little.]

 This is surely not true?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, my dear Relling, it’s true enough.
 

RELLING. 
 You are going to marry again?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, it looks like it. Werle has got a special licence, and we are going to be married quite quietly, up at the works.
 

GREGERS. 
 Then I must wish you all happiness, like a dutiful stepson.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Thank you very much — if you mean what you say. I certainly hope it will lead to happiness, both for Werle and for me.
 

RELLING. 
 You have every reason to hope that. Mr. Werle never gets drunk — so far as I know; and I don’t suppose he’s in the habit of thrashing his wives, like the late lamented horse-doctor.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Come now, let Sorby rest in peace. He had his good points, too.
 

RELLING. 
 Mr. Werle has better ones, I have no doubt.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 He hasn’t frittered away all that was good in him, at any rate. The man who does that must take the consequences.
 

RELLING. 
 I shall go out with Molvik this evening.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 You mustn’t do that, Relling. Don’t do it — for my sake.
 

RELLING. 
 There’s nothing else for it. [To HIALMAR.] If you’re going with us, come along.
 

GINA. 
 No, thank you. Ekdal doesn’t go in for that sort of dissertation.
 

HIALMAR 

[half aloud, in vexation.]

 Oh, do hold your tongue!
 

RELLING. 
 Good-bye, Mrs. — Werle.

[Goes out through the passage door.]
 

GREGERS 

[to MRS. SORBY.]

 You seem to know Dr. Relling pretty intimately.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Yes, we have known each other for many years. At one time it seemed as if things might have gone further between us.
 

GREGERS. 
 It was surely lucky for you that they did not.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 You may well say that. But I have always been wary of acting on impulse. A woman can’t afford absolutely to throw herself away.
 

GREGERS. 
 Are you not in the least afraid that I may let my father know about this old friendship?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Why, of course, I have told him all about it myself.
 

GREGERS. 
 Indeed?
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Your father knows every single thing that can, with any truth, be said about me. I have told him all; it was the first thing I did when I saw what was in his mind.
 

GREGERS. 
 Then you have been franker than most people, I think.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 I have always been frank. We women find that the best policy.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What do you say to that, Gina?
 

GINA. 
 Oh, we’re not all alike, us women aren’t. Some are made one way, some another.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Well, for my part, Gina, I believe it’s wisest to do as I’ve done. And Werle has no secrets either, on his side. That’s really the great bond between us, you see. Now he can talk to me as openly as a child. He has never had the chance to do that before. Fancy a man like him, full of health and vigour, passing his whole youth and the best years of his life in listening to nothing but penitential sermons! And very often the sermons had for their text the most imaginary offences — at least so I understand.
 

GINA. 
 That’s true enough.
 

GREGERS. 
 If you ladies are going to follow up this topic, I had better withdraw.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 You can stay as far as that’s concerned. I shan’t say a word more. But I wanted you to know that I had done nothing secretly or in an underhand way. I may seem to have come in for a great piece of luck; and so I have, in a sense. But after all, I don’t think I am getting any more than I am giving. I shall stand by him always, and I can tend and care for him as no one else can, now that he is getting helpless.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Getting helpless?
 

GREGERS 

[to MRS. SORBY.]

 Hush, don’t speak of that here.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 There is no disguising it any longer, however much he would like to. He is going blind.
 

HIALMAR 

[starts.]

 Going blind? That’s strange. He, too, going blind!
 

GINA. 
 Lots of people do.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 And you can imagine what that means to a business man. Well, I shall try as well as I can to make my eyes take the place of his. But I mustn’t stay any longer; I have heaps of things to do. — Oh, by-the-bye, Ekdal, I was to tell you that if there is anything Werle can do for you, you must just apply to Graberg.
 

GREGERS. 
 That offer I am sure Hialmar Ekdal will decline with thanks.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Indeed? I don’t think he used to be so — 
 

GINA. 
 No, Bertha, Ekdal doesn’t need anything from Mr. Werle now.
 

HIALMAR 

[slowly, and with emphasis.]

 Will you present my compliments to your future husband, and say that I intend very shortly to call upon Mr. Graberg — 
 

GREGERS. 
 What! You don’t really mean that?
 

HIALMAR. 
 To call upon Mr. Graberg, I say, and obtain an account of the sum I owe his principal. I will pay that debt of honour — ha ha ha! a debt of honour, let us call it! In any case, I will pay the whole with five per cent. interest.
 

GINA. 
 But, my dear Ekdal, God knows we haven’t got the money to do it.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Be good enough to tell your future husband that I am working assiduously at my invention. Please tell him that what sustains me in this laborious task is the wish to free myself from a torturing burden of debt. That is my reason for proceeding with the invention. The entire profits shall be devoted to releasing me from my pecuniary obligations to your future husband.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Something has happened here.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, you are right.
 

MRS. SORBY. 
 Well, good-bye. I had something else to speak to you about, Gina; but it must keep till another time. Good-bye.

[HIALMAR and GREGERS bow silently. GINA follows MRS. SORBY to the door.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Not beyond the threshold, Gina!

[MRS. SORBY goes; GINA shuts the door after her.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 There now, Gregers; I have got that burden of debt off my mind.
 

GREGERS. 
 You soon will, at all events.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I think my attitude may be called correct.
 

GREGERS. 
 You are the man I have always taken you for.
 

HIALMAR. 
 In certain cases, it is impossible to disregard the claim of the ideal. Yet, as the breadwinner of a family, I cannot but writhe and groan under it. I can tell you it is no joke for a man without capital to attempt the repayment of a long-standing obligation, over which, so to speak, the dust of oblivion had gathered. But it cannot be helped: the Man in me demands his rights.
 

GREGERS 

[laying his hand on HIALMAR’S shoulder.]

 My dear Hialmar — was it not a good thing I came?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes.
 

GREGERS. 
 Are you not glad to have had your true position made clear to you?
 

HIALMAR 

[somewhat impatiently.]

 Yes, of course I am. But there is one thing that is revolting to my sense of justice.
 

GREGERS. 
 And what is that?
 

HIALMAR. 
 It is that — but I don’t know, whether I ought to express myself so unreservedly about your father.
 

GREGERS. 
 Say what you please, so far as I am concerned.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, then, is it not exasperating to think that it is not I, but he, who will realise the true marriage?
 

GREGERS. 
 How can you say such a thing?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Because it is clearly the case. Isn’t the marriage between your father and Mrs. Sorby founded upon complete confidence, upon entire and unreserved candour on both sides? They hide nothing from each other, they keep no secrets in the background; their relation is based, if I may put it so, on mutual confession and absolution.
 

GREGERS. 
 Well, what then?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, is not that the whole thing? Did you not yourself say that this was precisely the difficulty that had to be overcome in order to found a true marriage?
 

GREGERS. 
 But this is a totally different matter, Hialmar. You surely don’t compare either yourself or your wife with those two — ? Oh, you understand me well enough.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Say what you like, there is something in all this that hurts and offends my sense of justice. It really looks as if there were no just providence to rule the world.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, no, Ekdal; for God’s sake don’t say such things.
 

GREGERS. 
 H’m; don’t let us get upon those questions.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And yet, after all, I cannot but recognise the guiding finger of fate. He is going blind.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, you can’t be sure of that.
 

HIALMAR. 
 There is no doubt about it. At all events there ought not to be; for in that very fact lies the righteous retribution. He has hoodwinked a confiding fellow creature in days gone by — 
 

GREGERS. 
 I fear he has hoodwinked many.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And now comes inexorable, mysterious Fate, and demands Werle’s own eyes.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, how dare you say such dreadful things! You make me quite scared.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It is profitable, now and then, to plunge deep into the night side of existence. 

[HEDVIG, in her hat and cloak, comes in by the passage door. She is pleasurably excited and out of breath.]
 

GINA. 
 Are you back already?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, I didn’t care to go any farther. It was a good thing, too; for I’ve just met some one at the door.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It must have been that Mrs. Sorby.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes.
 

HIALMAR 

[walks up and down.]

 I hope you have seen her for the last time.

[Silence. HEDVIG, discouraged, looks first at one and then at the other, trying to divine their frame of mind.]
 

HEDVIG 

[approaching, coaxingly.]

 Father.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well — what is it, Hedvig?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Mrs. Sorby had something with her for me,
 

HIALMAR 

[stops.]

 For you?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes. Something for to-morrow.
 

GINA. 
 Bertha has always given you some little thing on your birthday.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What is it?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, you mustn’t see it now. Mother is to give it to me to-morrow morning before I’m up.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What is all this hocus-pocus that I am to be in the dark about!
 

HEDVIG 

[quickly.]

 Oh, no, you may see it if you like. It’s a big letter.

[Takes the letter out of her cloak pocket.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 A letter, too?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, it is only a letter. The rest will come afterwards, I suppose. But fancy — a letter! I’ve never had a letter before. And there’s “Miss” written upon it. [Reads.] “Miss Hedvig Ekdal.” Only fancy — that’s me!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Let me see that letter.
 

HEDVIG 

[hands it to him.]

 There it is.
 

HIALMAR. 
 That is Mr. Werle’s hand.
 

GINA. 
 Are you sure of that, Ekdal?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Look for yourself.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, what do I know about such-like things?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Hedvig, may I open the letter — and read it?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, of course you may, if you want to.
 

GINA. 
 No, not to-night, Ekdal; it’s to be kept till to-morrow.
 

HEDVIG 

[softly.]

 Oh, can’t you let him read it! It’s sure to be something good; and then father will be glad, and everything will be nice again.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I may open it then?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, do, father. I’m so anxious to know what it is.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well and good. [Opens the letter, takes out a paper, reads it through, and appears bewildered.] What is this — !
 

GINA. 
 What does it say?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, yes, father — tell us!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Be quiet. [Reads it through again; he has turned pale, but says with self-control:] It is a deed of gift, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Is it? What sort of gift am I to have?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Read for yourself.
 

[HEDVIG goes over and reads for a time by the lamp.]
 

HIALMAR 

[half-aloud, clenching his hands.]

 The eyes! The eyes — and then that letter!
 

HEDVIG 

[leaves off reading.]

 Yes, but it seems to me that it’s grandfather that’s to have it.
 

HIALMAR 

[takes letter from her.]

 Gina — can you understand this?
 

GINA. 
 I know nothing whatever about it; tell me what’s the matter.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Mr. Werle writes to Hedvig that her old grandfather need not trouble himself any longer with the copying, but that he can henceforth draw on the office for a hundred crowns a month
 

GREGERS. 
 Aha!
 

HEDVIG. 
 A hundred crowns, mother! I read that.
 

GINA. 
 What a good thing for grandfather!
 

HIALMAR. 

 — a hundred crowns a month so long as he needs it — that means, of course, so long as he lives.
 

GINA. 
 Well, so he’s provided for, poor dear.
 

HIALMAR. 
 But there is more to come. You didn’t read that, Hedvig. Afterwards this gift is to pass on to you.
 

HEDVIG. 
 To me! The whole of it?
 

HIALMAR. 
 He says that the same amount is assured to you for the whole of your life. Do you hear that, Gina?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, I hear.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Fancy — all that money for me! [Shakes him.] Father, father, aren’t you glad — ?
 

HIALMAR 

[eluding her.]

 Glad! [Walks about.] Oh what vistas — what perspectives open up before me! It is Hedvig, Hedvig that he showers these benefactions upon!
 

GINA. 
 Yes, because it’s Hedvig’s birthday — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 And you’ll get it all the same, father! You know quite well I shall give all the money to you and mother.
 

HIALMAR. 
 To mother, yes! There we have it.
 

GREGERS. 
 Hialmar, this is a trap he is setting for you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Do you think it’s another trap?
 

GREGERS. 
 When he was here this morning he said: Hialmar Ekdal is not the man you imagine him to be.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Not the man — !
 

GREGERS. 
 That you shall see, he said.
 

HIALMAR. 
 He meant you should see that I would let myself be bought off — !
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh mother, what does all this mean?
 

GINA. 
 Go and take off your things.

[HEDVIG goes out by the kitchen door, half-crying.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, Hialmar — now is the time to show who was right, he or I.
 

HIALMAR 

[slowly tears the paper across, lays both pieces on the table, and says:]

 Here is my answer.
 

GREGERS. 
 Just what I expected.
 

HIALMAR 

[goes over to GINA, who stands by the stove, and says in a low voice:]

 Now please make a clean breast of it. If the connection between you and him was quite over when you — came to care for me, as you call it — why did he place us in a position to marry?
 

GINA. 
 I suppose he thought as he could come and go in our house.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Only that? Was not he afraid of a possible contingency?
 

GINA. 
 I don’t know what you mean.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I want to know whether — your child has the right to live under my roof.
 

GINA 

[draws herself up; her eyes flash.]

 You ask that!
 

HIALMAR. 
 You shall answer me this one question: Does Hedvig belong to me — or — ? Well!
 

GINA 

[looking at him with cold defiance.]

 I don’t know.
 

HIALMAR 

[quivering a little.]

 You don’t know!
 

GINA. 
 How should I know. A creature like me — 
 

HIALMAR 

[quietly turning away from her.]

 Then I have nothing more to do in this house.
 

GREGERS. 
 Take care, Hialmar! Think what you are doing!
 

HIALMAR 

[puts on his overcoat.]

 In this case, there is nothing for a man like me to think twice about.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes indeed, there are endless things to be considered. You three must be together if you are to attain the true frame of mind for self-sacrifice and forgiveness.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I don’t want to attain it. Never, never! My hat! [Takes his hat.] My home has fallen in ruins about me. [Bursts into tears.] Gregers, I have no child!
 

HEDVIG 

[who has opened the kitchen door.]

 What is that you’re saying? [Coming to him.] Father, father!
 

GINA. 
 There, you see!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Don’t come near me, Hedvig! Keep far away. I cannot bear to see you. Oh! those eyes — ! Good-bye.

[Makes for the door.]
 

HEDVIG 

[clinging close to him and screaming loudly.]

 No! no! Don’t leave me!
 

GINA 

[cries out.]

 Look at the child, Ekdal! Look at the child!
 

HIALMAR. 
 I will not! I cannot! I must get out — away from all this!

[He tears himself away from HEDVIG, and goes out by the passage door.]
 

HEDVIG 

[with despairing eyes.]

 He is going away from us, mother! He is going away from us! He will never come back again!
 

GINA. 
 Don’t cry, Hedvig. Father’s sure to come back again.
 

HEDVIG 

[throws herself sobbing on the sofa.]

 No, no, he’ll never come home to us any more.
 

GREGERS. 
 Do you believe I meant all for the best, Mrs. Ekdal?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, I daresay you did; but God forgive you, all the same.
 

HEDVIG 

[lying on the sofa.]

 Oh, this will kill me! What have I done to him? Mother, you must fetch him home again!
 

GINA. 
 Yes yes yes; only be quiet, and I’ll go out and look for him. [Puts on her outdoor things.] Perhaps he’s gone in to Relling’s. But you mustn’t lie there and cry. Promise me!
 

HEDVIG 

[weeping convulsively.]

 Yes, I’ll stop, I’ll stop; if only father comes back!
 

GREGERS 

[to GINA, who is going.]

 After all, had you not better leave him to fight out his bitter fight to the end?
 

GINA. 
 Oh, he can do that afterwards. First of all, we must get the child quieted.

[Goes out by the passage door.]
 

HEDVIG 

[sits up and dries her tears.]

 Now you must tell me what all this means. Why doesn’t father want me any more?
 

GREGERS. 
 You mustn’t ask that till you are a big girl — quite grown-up.
 

HEDVIG 

[sobs.]

 But I can’t go on being as miserable as this till I’m grown-up. — I think I know what it is. — Perhaps I’m not really father’s child.
 

GREGERS 

[uneasily.]

 How could that be?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Mother might have found me. And perhaps father has just got to know it; I’ve read of such things.
 

GREGERS. 
 Well, but if it were so — 
 

HEDVIG. 
 I think he might be just as fond of me for all that. Yes, fonder almost. We got the wild duck in a present, you know, and I love it so dearly all the same.
 

GREGERS 

[turning the conversation.]

 Ah, the wild duck, by-the-bye! Let us talk about the wild duck a little, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG. 
 The poor wild duck! He doesn’t want to see it any more either. Only think, he wanted to wring its neck!
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, he won’t do that.
 

HEDVIG. 
 No; but he said he would like to. And I think it was horrid of father to say it; for I pray for the wild duck every night, and ask that it may be preserved from death and all that is evil.
 

GREGERS 

[looking at her.]

 Do you say your prayers every night?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes.
 

GREGERS. 
 Who taught you to do that?
 

HEDVIG. 
 I myself; one time when father was very ill, and had leeches on his neck, and said that death was staring him in the face.
 

GREGERS. 
 Well?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Then I prayed for him as I lay in bed; and since then I have always kept it up.
 

GREGERS. 
 And now you pray for the wild duck too?
 

HEDVIG. 
 I thought it was best to bring in the wild duck; for she was so weakly at first.
 

GREGERS. 
 Do you pray in the morning, too?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, of course not.
 

GREGERS. 
 Why not in the morning as well?
 

HEDVIG. 
 In the morning it’s light, you know, and there’s nothing in particular to be afraid of.
 

GREGERS. 
 And your father was going to wring the neck of the wild duck that you love so dearly?
 

HEDVIG. 
 No; he said he ought to wring its neck, but he would spare it for my sake; and that was kind of father.
 

GREGERS 

[coming a little nearer.]

 But suppose you were to sacrifice the wild duck of your own free will for his sake.
 

HEDVIG 

[rising.]

 The wild duck!
 

GREGERS. 
 Suppose you were to make a free-will offering, for his sake, of the dearest treasure you have in the world!
 

HEDVIG. 
 Do you think that would do any good?
 

GREGERS. 
 Try it, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG 

[softly, with flashing eyes.]

 Yes, I will try it.
 

GREGERS. 
 Have you really the courage for it, do you think?
 

HEDVIG. 
 I’ll ask grandfather to shoot the wild duck for me.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, do. — But not a word to your mother about it.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Why not?
 

GREGERS. 
 She doesn’t understand us.
 

HEDVIG. 
 The wild duck! I’ll try it to-morrow morning.

[GINA comes in by the passage door.]
 

HEDVIG 

[going towards her.]

 Did you find him, mother?
 

GINA. 
 No, but I heard as he had called and taken Relling with him.
 

GREGERS. 
 Are you sure of that?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, the porter’s wife said so. Molvik went with them,too, she said.
 

GREGERS. 
 This evening, when his mind so sorely needs to wrestle in solitude — !
 

GINA 

[takes off her things.]

 Yes, men are strange creatures, so they are. The Lord only knows where Relling has dragged him to! I ran over to Madam Eriksen’s, but they weren’t there.
 

HEDVIG 

[struggling to keep back her tears.]

 Oh, if he should never come home any more!
 

GREGERS. 
 He will come home again. I shall have news to give him to-morrow; and then you shall see how he comes home. You may rely upon that, Hedvig, and sleep in peace. Good-night.

[He goes out by the passage door.]
 

HEDVIG 

[throws herself sobbing on GINA’S neck.]

 Mother, mother!
 

GINA 

[pats her shoulder and sighs.]

 Ah yes; Relling was right, he was. That’s what comes of it when crazy creatures go about presenting the claims of the — what-you-may-call-it.
 






  








ACT FIFTH.
 

[HIALMAR EKDAL’S studio. Cold, grey morning light. Wet snow lies upon the large panes of the sloping roof-window.]
 

[GINA comes from the kitchen with an apron and bib on, and carrying a dusting-brush and a duster; she goes towards the sitting-room door. At the same moment HEDVIG comes hurriedly in from the passage.]
 

GINA 

[stops.]

 Well?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Oh, mother, I almost think he’s down at Relling’s — 
 

GINA. 
 There, you see!
 

HEDVIG. 

 — because the porter’s wife says she could hear that Relling had two people with him when he came home last night.
 

GINA. 
 That’s just what I thought.
 

HEDVIG. 
 But it’s no use his being there, if he won’t come up to us.
 

GINA. 
 I’ll go down and speak to him at all events. 

[OLD EKDAL, in dressing-gown and slippers, and with a lighted pipe, appears at the door of his room.]
 

EKDAL. 
 Hialmar — Isn’t Hialmar at home?
 

GINA. 
 No, he’s gone out.
 

EKDAL. 
 So early? And in such a tearing snowstorm? Well well; just as he pleases; I can take my morning walk alone.

[He slides the garret door aside; HEDVIG helps him; he goes in; she closes it after him.]
 

HEDVIG 

[in an undertone.]

 Only think, mother, when poor grandfather hears that father is going to leave us.
 

GINA. 
 Oh, nonsense; grandfather mustn’t hear anything about it. It was a heaven’s mercy he wasn’t at home yesterday in all that hurly-burly.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, but — 

[GREGERS comes in by the passage door.]
 

GREGERS. 
 Well, have you any news of him?
 

GINA. 
 They say he’s down at Relling’s.
 

GREGERS. 
 At Relling’s! Has he really been out with those creatures?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, like enough.
 

GREGERS. 
 When he ought to have been yearning for solitude, to collect and clear his thoughts — 
 

GINA. 
 Yes, you may well say so.

[RELLING enters from the passage.]
 

HEDVIG 

[going to him.]

 Is father in your room?
 

GINA 

[at the same time.]

 Is he there?
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, to be sure he is.
 

HEDVIG. 
 And you never let us know!
 

RELLING. 
 Yes; I’m a brute. But in the first place I had to look after the other brute; I mean our daemonic friend, of course; and then I fell so dead asleep that — 
 

GINA. 
 What does Ekdal say to-day?
 

RELLING. 
 He says nothing whatever.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Doesn’t he speak?
 

RELLING. 
 Not a blessed word.
 

GREGERS. 
 No no,; I can understand that very well.
 

GINA. 
 But what’s he doing then?
 

RELLING. 
 He’s lying on the sofa, snoring.
 

GINA. 
 Oh is he? Yes, Ekdal’s a rare one to snore.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Asleep? Can he sleep?
 

RELLING. 
 Well, it certainly looks like it.
 

GREGERS. 
 No wonder, after the spiritual conflict that has rent him — 
 

GINA. 
 And then he’s never been used to gadding about out of doors at night.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Perhaps it’s a good thing that he’s getting sleep, mother.
 

GINA. 
 Of course it is; and we must take care we don’t wake him up too early. Thank you, Relling. I must get the house cleaned up a bit now, and then — Come and help me, Hedvig.

[GINA and HEDVIG go into the sitting-room.]
 

GREGERS 

[turning to RELLING.]

 What is your explanation of the spiritual tumult that is now going on in Hialmar Ekdal?
 

RELLING. 
 Devil a bit of a spiritual tumult have I noticed in him.
 

GREGERS. 
 What! Not at such a crisis, when his whole life has been placed on a new foundation — ? How can you think that such an individuality as Hialmar’s — ?
 

RELLING. 
 Oh, individuality — he! If he ever had any tendency to the abnormal developments you call individuality, I can assure you it was rooted out of him while he was still in his teens.
 

GREGERS. 
 That would be strange indeed, — considering the loving care with which he was brought up.
 

RELLING. 
 By those two high-flown, hysterical maiden aunts, you mean?
 

GREGERS. 
 Let me tell you that they were women who never forgot the claim of the ideal — but of course you will only jeer at me again.
 

RELLING. 
 No, I’m in no humour for that. I know all about those ladies; for he has ladled out no end of rhetoric on the subject of his “two soul-mothers.” But I don’t think he has much to thank them for. Ekdal’s misfortune is that in his own circle he has always been looked upon as a shining light — 
 

GREGERS. 
 Not without reason, surely. Look at the depth of his mind!
 

RELLING. 
 I have never discovered it. That his father believed in it I don’t so much wonder; the old lieutenant has been an ass all his days.
 

GREGERS. 
 He has had a child-like mind all his days; that is what you cannot understand.
 

RELLING. 
 Well, so be it. But then, when our dear, sweet Hialmar went to college, he at once passed for the great light of the future amongst his comrades too. He was handsome, the rascal — red and white — a shop-girl’s dream of manly beauty; and with his superficially emotional temperament, and his sympathetic voice, and his talent for declaiming other people’s verses and other people’s thoughts — 
 

GREGERS 

[indignantly.]

 Is it Hialmar Ekdal you are talking about in this strain?
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, with your permission; I am simply giving you an inside view of the idol you are grovelling before.
 

GREGERS. 
 I should hardly have thought I was quite stone blind.
 

RELLING. 
 Yes you are — or not far from it. You are a sick man, too, you see.
 

GREGERS. 
 You are right there.
 

RELLING. 
 Yes. Yours is a complicated case. First of all, there is that plaguy integrity-fever; and then — what’s worse — you are always in a delirium of hero-worship; you must always have something to adore, outside yourself.
 

GREGERS. 
 Yes, I must certainly seek it outside myself.
 

RELLING. 
 But you make such shocking mistakes about every new phoenix you think you have discovered. Here again you have come to a cotter’s cabin with your claim of the ideal; and the people of the house are insolvent.
 

GREGERS. 
 If you don’t think better than that of Hialmar Ekdal, what pleasure can you find in being everlastingly with him?
 

RELLING. 
 Well, you see, I’m supposed to be a sort of a doctor — save the mark! I can’t but give a hand to the poor sick folk who live under the same roof with me.
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, indeed! Hialmar Ekdal is sick too, is he!
 

RELLING. 
 Most people are, worse luck.
 

GREGERS. 
 And what remedy are you applying in Hialmar’s case?
 

RELLING. 
 My usual one. I am cultivating the life-illusion in him.
 

GREGERS. 
 Life-illusion? I didn’t catch what you said.
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, I said illusion. For illusion, you know, is the stimulating principle.
 

GREGERS. 
 May I ask with what illusion Hialmar is inoculated?
 

RELLING. 
 No, thank you; I don’t betray professional secrets to quacksalvers. You would probably go and muddle his case still more than you have already. But my method is infallible. I have applied it to Molvik as well. I have made him “daemonic.” That’s the blister I have to put on his neck.
 

GREGERS. 
 Is he not really daemonic then?
 

RELLING. 
 What the devil do you mean by daemonic! It’s only a piece of gibberish I’ve invented to keep up a spark of life in him. But for that, the poor harmless creature would have succumbed to self-contempt and despair many a long year ago. And then the old lieutenant! But he has hit upon his own cure, you see.
 

GREGERS. 
 Lieutenant Ekdal? What of him?
 

RELLING. 
 Just think of the old bear-hunter shutting himself up in that dark garret to shoot rabbits! I tell you there is not a happier sportsman in the world than that old man pottering about in there among all that rubbish. The four or five withered Christmas-trees he has saved up are the same to him as the whole great fresh Hoidal forest; the cock and the hens are big game-birds in the fir-tops; and the rabbits that flop about the garret floor are the bears he has to battle with — the mighty hunter of the mountains!
 

GREGERS. 
 Poor unfortunate old man! Yes; he has indeed had to narrow the ideals of his youth.
 

RELLING. 
 While I think of it, Mr. Werle, junior — don’t use that foreign word: ideals. We have the excellent native word: lies.
 

GREGERS. 
 Do you think the two things are related?
 

RELLING. 
 Yes, just about as closely as typhus and putrid fever.
 

GREGERS. 
 Dr. Relling, I shall not give up the struggle until I have rescued Hialmar from your clutches!
 

RELLING. 
 So much the worse for him. Rob the average man of his life-illusion, and you rob him of his happiness at the same stroke. [To HEDVIG, who comes in from the sitting-room.] Well, little wild-duck-mother, I’m just going down to see whether papa is still lying meditating upon that wonderful invention of his.

[Goes out by passage door.]
 

GREGERS 

[approaches HEDVIG.]

 I can see by your face that you have not yet done it.
 

HEDVIG. 
 What? Oh, that about the wild duck! No.
 

GREGERS. 
 I suppose your courage failed when the time came.
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, that wasn’t it. But when I awoke this morning and remembered what we had been talking about, it seemed so strange.
 

GREGERS. 
 Strange?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, I don’t know — Yesterday evening, at the moment, I thought there was something so delightful about it; but since I have slept and thought of it again, it somehow doesn’t seem worth while.
 

GREGERS. 
 Ah, I thought you could not have grown up quite unharmed in this house.
 

HEDVIG. 
 I don’t care about that, if only father would come up — 
 

GREGERS. 
 Oh, if only your eyes had been opened to that which gives life its value — if you possessed the true, joyous, fearless spirit of sacrifice, you would soon see how he would come up to you. — But I believe in you still, Hedvig. [
 [He goes out by the passage door. HEDVIG wanders about the room for a time; she is on the point of going into the kitchen when a knock is heard at the garret door. HEDVIG goes over and opens it a little; old EKDAL comes out; she pushes the door to again.]
 

EKDAL. 
 H’m, it’s not much fun to take one’s morning walk alone.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Wouldn’t you like to go shooting, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 It’s not the weather for it to-day. It’s so dark there, you can scarcely see where you’re going.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Do you never want to shoot anything besides the rabbits?
 

EKDAL. 
 Do you think the rabbits aren’t good enough?
 

HEDVIG. 
 Yes, but what about the wild duck?
 

EKDAL. 
 Ho-ho! are you afraid I shall shoot your wild duck? Never in the world. Never.
 

HEDVIG. 
 No, I suppose you couldn’t; they say it’s very difficult to shoot wild ducks.
 

EKDAL. 
 Couldn’t! Should rather think I could.
 

HEDVIG. 
 How would you set about it, grandfather? — I don’t mean with my wild duck, but with others?
 

EKDAL. 
 I should take care to shoot them in the breast, you know; that’s the surest place. And then you must shoot against the feathers, you see — not the way of the feathers.
 

HEDVIG. 
 Do they die then, grandfather?
 

EKDAL. 
 Yes, they die right enough — when you shoot properly. — Well, I must go and brush up a bit. H’m — understand — h’m.

[Goes into his room.]
 

[HEDVIG waits a little, glances towards the sitting-room door, goes over to the book-case, stands on tip-toe, takes the double-barrelled pistol down from the shelf, and looks at it. GINA, with brush and duster, comes from the sitting-room.
 

HEDVIG hastily lays down the pistol, unobserved.]
 

GINA. 
 Don’t stand raking amongst father’s things, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG 

[goes away from the bookcase.]

 I was only going to tidy up a little.
 

GINA. 
 You’d better go into the kitchen, and see if the coffee’s keeping hot; I’ll take his breakfast on a tray, when I go down to him.
 [HEDVIG goes out. GINA begins to sweep and clean up the studio. Presently the passage door is opened with hesitation, and HIALMAR EKDAL looks in. He has on his overcoat, but not his hat; he is unwashed, and his hair is dishevelled and unkempt. His eyes are dull and heavy.]
 

GINA 

[standing with the brush in her hand, and looking at him.]

 Oh, there now, Ekdal — so you’ve come after all?
 

HIALMAR 

[comes in and answers in a toneless voice.]

 I come only to depart again immediately.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, yes, I suppose so. But, Lord help us! what a sight you are!
 

HIALMAR. 
 A sight?
 

GINA. 
 And your nice winter coat too! Well, that’s done for.
 

HEDVIG 

[at the kitchen door.]

 Mother, hadn’t I better — ? [Sees HIALMAR, gives a loud scream of joy, and runs to him.] Oh, father, father!
 

HIALMAR 

[turns away and makes a gesture of repulsion]. Away, away, away! [To GINA.] Keep her away from me, I say!
 

GINA 

[in a low tone.]

 Go into the sitting-room, Hedvig.

[HEDVIG does so without a word.]
 

HIALMAR 

[fussily pulls out the table-drawer.]

 I must have my books with me. Where are my books?
 

GINA. 
 Which books?
 

HIALMAR. 
 My scientific books, of course; the technical magazines I require for my invention.
 

GINA 

[searches in the bookcase.]

 Is it these here paper-covered ones?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, of course.
 

GINA 

[lays a heap of magazines on the table.]

 Shan’t I get Hedvig to cut them for you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I don’t require to have them cut for me.

[Short silence.]
 

GINA. 
 Then you’re still set on leaving us, Ekdal?
 

HIALMAR 

[rummaging amongst the books.]

 Yes, that is a matter of course, I should think.
 

GINA. 
 Well, well.
 

HIALMAR 

[vehemently.]

 How can I live here, to be stabbed to the heart every hour of the day?
 

GINA. 
 God forgive you for thinking such vile things of me.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Prove — !
 

GINA. 
 I think it’s you as has got to prove.
 

HIALMAR. 
 After a past like yours? There are certain claims — I may almost call them claims of the ideal — 
 

GINA. 
 But what about grandfather? What’s to become of him, poor dear?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I know my duty; my helpless father will come with me. I am going out into the town to make arrangements — H’m — [hesitatingly] — has any one found my hat on the stairs?
 

GINA. 
 No. Have you lost your hat?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Of course I had it on when I came in last night; there’s no doubt about that; but I couldn’t find it this morning.
 

GINA. 
 Lord help us! where have you been to with those two ne’er-do-weels?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, don’t bother me about trifles. Do you suppose I am in the mood to remember details?
 

GINA. 
 If only you haven’t caught cold, Ekdal —— 

[Goes out into the kitchen.]
 

HIALMAR 

[talks to himself in a low tone of irritation, whilst he empties the table-drawer.]

 You’re a scoundrel, Relling! — You’re a low fellow! — Ah, you shameless tempter! — I wish I could get some one to stick a knife into you!

[He lays some old letters on one side, finds the torn document of yesterday, takes it up and looks at the pieces; puts it down hurriedly as GINA enters.]
 

GINA 

[sets a tray with coffee, etc., on the table.]

 Here’s a drop of something hot, if you’d fancy it. And there’s some bread and butter and a snack of salt meat.
 

HIALMAR 

[glancing at the tray.]

 Salt meat? Never under this roof! It’s true I have not had a mouthful of solid food for nearly twenty-four hours; but no matter. — My memoranda! The commencement of my autobiography! What has become of my diary, and all my important papers? [Opens the sitting-room door but draws back.] She is there too!
 

GINA. 
 Good Lord! the child must be somewhere!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Come out.

[He makes room, HEDVIG comes, scared, into the studio.]
 

HIALMAR 

[With his hand upon the door-handle, says to GINA:]

 In these, the last moments I spend in my former home, I wish to be spared from interlopers —— 

[Goes into the room.]
 

HEDVIG 

[with a bound towards her mother, asks softly, trembling.]

 Does that mean me?
 

GINA. 
 Stay out in the kitchen, Hedvig; or, no — you’d best go into your own room. [Speaks to HIALMAR as she goes in to him.] Wait a bit, Ekdal; don’t rummage so in the drawers; I know where everything is.
 

HEDVIG 

[stands a moment immovable, in terror and perplexity, biting her lips to keep back the tears; then she clenches her hands convulsively, and says softly:]

 The wild duck.

[She steals over and takes the pistol from the shelf, opens the garret door a little way, creeps in, and draws the door to after her. HIALMAR and GINA can be heard disputing in the sitting-room.]
 

HIALMAR 

[comes in with some manuscript books and old loose papers, which he lays upon the table.]

 That portmanteau is of no use! There are a thousand and one things I must drag with me.
 

GINA 

[following with the portmanteau.]

 Why not leave all the rest for the present, and only take a shirt and a pair of woollen drawers with you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Whew! — all these exhausting preparations — !

[Pulls off his overcoat and throws it upon the sofa.]
 

GINA. 
 And there’s the coffee getting cold.
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m.

[Drinks a mouthful without thinking of it, and then another.]
 

GINA 

[dusting the backs of the chairs.]

 A nice job you’ll have to find such another big garret for the rabbits.
 

HIALMAR. 
 What! Am I to drag all those rabbits with me too?
 

GINA. 
 You don’t suppose grandfather can get on without his rabbits.
 

HIALMAR. 
 He must just get used to doing without them. Have not I to sacrifice very much greater things than rabbits!
 

GINA 

[dusting the bookcase.]

 Shall I put the flute in the portmanteau for you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 No. No flute for me. But give me the pistol!
 

GINA. 
 Do you want to take the pigstol with you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes. My loaded pistol.
 

GINA 

[searching for it.]

 It’s gone. He must have taken it in with him.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Is he in the garret?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, of course he’s in the garret.
 

HIALMAR. 
 H’m — poor lonely old man.

[He takes a piece of bread and butter, eats it, and finishes his cup of coffee.]
 

GINA. 
 If we hadn’t have let that room, you could have moved in there.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And continued to live under the same roof with — ! Never, — never!
 

GINA. 
 But couldn’t you put up with the sitting-room for a day or two? You could have it all to yourself.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Never within these walls!
 

GINA. 
 Well then, down with Relling and Molvik.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Don’t mention those wretches’ names to me! The very thought of them almost takes away my appetite. — Oh no, I must go out into the storm and the snow-drift, — go from house to house and seek shelter for my father and myself.
 

GINA. 
 But you’ve got no hat, Ekdal! You’ve been and lost your hat, you know.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh those two brutes, those slaves of all the vices! A hat must be procured. [Takes another piece of bread and butter.] Some arrangements must be made. For I have no mind to throw away my life, either.

[Looks for something on the tray.]
 

GINA. 
 What are you looking for?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Butter.
 

GINA. 
 I’ll get some at once.

[Goes out into the kitchen.]
 

HIALMAR 

[calls after her.]

 Oh it doesn’t matter; dry bread is good enough for me.
 

GINA 

[brings a dish of butter.]

 Look here; this is fresh churned.

[She pours out another cup of coffee for him; he seats himself on the sofa, spreads more butter on the already buttered bread, and eats and drinks awhile in silence.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Could I, without being subject to intrusion — intrusion of any sort — could I live in the sitting-room there for a day or two?
 

GINA. 
 Yes, to be sure you could, if you only would.
 

HIALMAR. 
 For I see no possibility of getting all father’s things out in such a hurry.
 

GINA. 
 And, besides, you’ve surely got to tell him first as you don’t mean to live with us others no more.
 

HIALMAR 

[pushes away his coffee cup.]

 Yes, there is that too; I shall have to lay bare the whole tangled story to him — I must turn matters over; I must have breathing-time; I cannot take all these burdens on my shoulders in a single day.
 

GINA. 
 No, especially in such horrible weather as it is outside.
 

HIALMAR 

[touching WERLE’S letter.]

 I see that paper is still lying about here.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, I haven’t touched it.
 

HIALMAR. 
 So far as I am concerned it is mere waste paper — 
 

GINA. 
 Well, I have certainly no notion of making any use of it.
 

HIALMAR. 

 — but we had better not let it get lost all the same; — in all the upset when I move, it might easily — 
 

GINA. 
 I’ll take good care of it, Ekdal.
 

HIALMAR. 
 The donation is in the first instance made to father, and it rests with him to accept or decline it.
 

GINA 

[sighs.]

 Yes, poor old father — 
 

HIALMAR. 
 To make quite safe — Where shall I find some gum?
 

GINA 

[goes to the bookcase.]

 Here’s the gum-pot.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And a brush?
 

GINA. 
 The brush is here too.

[Brings him the things.]
 

HIALMAR 

[takes a pair of scissors.]

 Just a strip of paper at the back — [Clips and gums.] Far be it from me to lay hands upon what it not my own — and least of all upon what belongs to a destitute old man — and to — the other as well. — There now. Let it lie there for a time; and when it is dry, take it away. I wish never to see that document again. Never! [GREGERS WERLE enters from the passage.]
 

GREGERS 

[somewhat surprised.]

 What, — are you sitting here, Hialmar?
 

HIALMAR 

[rises hurriedly.]

 I had sunk down from fatigue.
 

GREGERS. 
 You have been having breakfast, I see.
 

HIALMAR. 
 The body sometimes makes its claims felt too.
 

GREGERS. 
 What have you decided to do?
 

HIALMAR. 
 For a man like me, there is only one course possible. I am just putting my most important things together. But it takes time, you know.
 

GINA 

[with a touch of impatience.]

 Am I to get the room ready for you, or am I to pack your portmanteau?
 

HIALMAR 

[after a glance of annoyance at GREGERS.]

 Pack — and get the room ready!
 

GINA 

[takes the portmanteau.]

 Very well; then I’ll put in the shirt and the other things.

[Goes into the sitting-room and draws the door to after her.]
 

GREGERS 

[after a short silence.]

 I never dreamed that this would be the end of it. Do you really feel it a necessity to leave house and home?
 

HIALMAR 

[wanders about restlessly.]

 What would you have me do? — I am not fitted to bear unhappiness, Gregers. I must feel secure and at peace in my surroundings.
 

GREGERS. 
 But can you not feel that here? Just try it. I should have thought you had firm ground to build upon now — if only you start afresh. And, remember, you have your invention to live for.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh don’t talk about my invention. It’s perhaps still in the dim distance.
 

GREGERS. 
 Indeed!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Why, great heavens, what would you have me invent? Other people have invented almost everything already. It becomes more and more difficult every day — 
 

GREGERS. 
 And you have devoted so much labour to it.
 

HIALMAR. 
 It was that blackguard Relling that urged me to it.
 

GREGERS. 
 Relling?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, it was he that first made me realise my aptitude for making some notable discovery in photography.
 

GREGERS. 
 Aha — it was Relling!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, I have been so truly happy over it! Not so much for the sake of the invention itself, as because Hedvig believed in it — believed in it with a child’s whole eagerness of faith. — At least, I have been fool enough to go and imagine that she believed in it.
 

GREGERS. 
 Can you really think Hedvig has been false towards you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I can think anything now. It is Hedvig that stands in my way. She will blot out the sunlight from my whole life.
 

GREGERS. 
 Hedvig! Is it Hedvig you are talking of? How should she blot out your sunlight?
 

HIALMAR 

[without answering.]

 How unutterably I have loved that child! How unutterably happy I have felt every time I came home to my humble room, and she flew to meet me, with her sweet little blinking eyes. Oh, confiding fool that I have been! I loved her unutterably; — and I yielded myself up to the dream, the delusion, that she loved me unutterably in return.
 

GREGERS. 
 Do you call that a delusion?
 

HIALMAR. 
 How should I know? I can get nothing out of Gina; and besides, she is totally blind to the ideal side of these complications. But to you I feel impelled to open my mind, Gregers. I cannot shake off this frightful doubt — perhaps Hedvig has never really and honestly loved me.
 

GREGERS. 
 What would you say if she were to give you a proof of her love? [Listens.] What’s that? I thought I heard the wild duck — ?
 

HIALMAR. 
 It’s the wild duck quacking. Father’s in the garret.
 

GREGERS. 
 Is he? [His face lights up with joy.] I say you may yet have proof that your poor misunderstood Hedvig loves you!
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, what proof can she give me? I dare not believe in any assurance from that quarter.
 

GREGERS. 
 Hedvig does not know what deceit means.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh Gregers, that is just what I cannot be sure of. Who knows what Gina and that Mrs. Sorby may many a time have sat here whispering and tattling about? And Hedvig usually has her ears open, I can tell you. Perhaps the deed of gift was not such a surprise to her, after all. In fact, I’m not sure but that I noticed something of the sort.
 

GREGERS. 
 What spirit is this that has taken possession of you?
 

HIALMAR. 
 I have had my eyes opened. Just you notice; — you’ll see, the deed of gift is only a beginning. Mrs. Sorby has always been a good deal taken up with Hedvig; and now she has the power to do whatever she likes for the child. They can take her from me whenever they please.
 

GREGERS. 
 Hedvig will never, never leave you.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Don’t be so sure of that. If only they beckon to her and throw out a golden bait — ! And oh! I have loved her so unspeakably! I would have counted it my highest happiness to take her tenderly by the hand and lead her, as one leads a timid child through a great dark empty room! — I am cruelly certain now that the poor photographer in his humble attic has never really and truly been anything to her. She has only cunningly contrived to keep on a good footing with him until the time came.
 

GREGERS. 
 You don’t believe that yourself, Hialmar.
 

HIALMAR. 
 That is just the terrible part of it — I don’t know what to believe, — I never can know it. But can you really doubt that it must be as I say? Ho-ho, you have far too much faith in the claim of the ideal, my good Gregers! If those others came, with the glamour of wealth about them, and called to the child:—”Leave him: come to us: here life awaits you — !”
 

GREGERS 

[quickly.]

 Well, what then?
 

HIALMAR. 
 If I then asked her: Hedvig, are you willing to renounce that life for me? [Laughs scornfully.] No thank you! You would soon hear what answer I should get.

[A pistol shot is heard from within the garret.]
 

GREGERS 

[loudly and joyfully.]

 Hialmar!
 

HIALMAR. 
 There now; he must needs go shooting too.
 

GINA 

[comes in.]

 Oh Ekdal, I can hear grandfather blazing away in the garret by himself.
 

HIALMAR. 
 I’ll look in — 
 

GREGERS 

[eagerly, with emotion.]

 Wait a moment! Do you know what that was?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, of course I know.
 

GREGERS. 
 No you don’t know. But I do. That was the proof!
 

HIALMAR. 
 What proof?
 

GREGERS. 
 It was a child’s free-will offering. She has got your father to shoot the wild duck.
 

HIALMAR. 
 To shoot the wild duck!
 

GINA. 
 Oh, think of that — !
 

HIALMAR. 
 What was that for?
 

GREGERS. 
 She wanted to sacrifice to you her most cherished possession; for then she thought you would surely come to love her again.
 

HIALMAR 

[tenderly, with emotion.]

 Oh, poor child!
 

GINA. 
 What things she does think of!
 

GREGERS. 
 She only wanted your love again, Hialmar. She could not live without it.
 

GINA 

[struggling with her tears.]

 There, you can see for yourself, Ekdal.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Gina, where is she?
 

GINA 

[sniffs.]

 Poor dear, she’s sitting out in the kitchen, I dare say.
 

HIALMAR 

[goes over, tears open the kitchen door, and says:]

 Hedvig, come, come in to me! [Looks around.] No, she’s not here.
 

GINA. 
 Then she must be in her own little room.
 

HIALMAR 

[without.]

 No, she’s not here either. [Comes in.] She must have gone out.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, you wouldn’t have her anywheres in the house.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, if she would only come home quickly, so that I can tell her — Everything will come right now, Gregers; now I believe we can begin life afresh.
 

GREGERS 

[quietly.]

 I knew it; I knew the child would make amends. 

[OLD EKDAL appears at the door of his room; he is in full uniform, and is busy buckling on his sword.]
 

HIALMAR 

[astonished.]

 Father! Are you there?
 

GINA. 
 Have you been firing in your room?
 

EKDAL 

[resentfully, approaching.]

 So you go shooting alone, do you, Hialmar?
 

HIALMAR 

[excited and confused.]

 Then it wasn’t you that fired that shot in the garret?
 

EKDAL. 
 Me that fired? H’m.
 

GREGERS 

[calls out to HIALMAR.]

 She has shot the wild duck herself!
 

HIALMAR. 
 What can it mean? [Hastens to the garret door, tears it aside, looks in and calls loudly:] Hedvig!
 

GINA 

[runs to the door.]

 Good God, what’s that!
 

HIALMAR 

[goes in.]

 She’s lying on the floor!
 

GREGERS. 
 Hedvig! lying on the floor!

[Goes in to HIALMAR]
 

GINA 

[at the same time.]

 Hedvig! [Inside the garret] No, no, no!
 

EKDAL. 
 Ho-ho! does she go shooting, too, now?

[HIALMAR, GINA and GREGERS carry HEDVIG into the studio; in her dangling right hand she holds the pistol fast clasped in her fingers.]
 

HIALMAR 

[distracted.]

 The pistol has gone off. She has wounded herself. Call for help! Help!
 

GINA 

[runs into the passage and calls down.]

 Relling! Relling! Doctor Relling; come up as quick as you can!

[HIALMAR and GREGERS lay HEDVIG down on the sofa.]
 

EKDAL 

[quietly.]

 The woods avenge themselves.
 

HIALMAR 

[on his knees beside HEDVIG.]

 She’ll soon come to now. She’s coming to — ; yes, yes, yes.
 

GINA 

[who has come in again.]

 Where has she hurt herself? I can’t see anything — 

[RELLING comes hurriedly, and immediately after him MOLVIK; the latter without his waistcoat and necktie, and with his coat open.]
 

RELLING. 
 What’s the matter here?
 

GINA. 
 They say Hedvig has shot herself.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Come and help us!
 

RELLING. 
 Shot herself!

[He pushes the table aside and begins to examine her.]
 

HIALMAR 

[kneeling and looking anxiously up at him.]

 It can’t be dangerous? Speak, Relling! She is scarcely bleeding at all. It can’t be dangerous?
 

RELLING. 
 How did it happen?
 

HIALMAR. 
 Oh, we don’t know — 
 

GINA. 
 She wanted to shoot the wild duck.
 

RELLING. 
 The wild duck?
 

HIALMAR. 
 The pistol must have gone off.
 

RELLING. 
 H’m. Indeed.
 

EKDAL. 
 The woods avenge themselves. But I’m not afraid, all the same.

[Goes into the garret and closes the door after him.]
 

HIALMAR. 
 Well, Relling, — why don’t you say something?
 

RELLING. 
 The ball has entered the breast.
 

HIALMAR. 
 Yes, but she’s coming to!
 

RELLING. 
 Surely you can see that Hedvig is dead.
 

GINA 

[bursts into tears.]

 Oh my child, my child — 
 

GREGERS 

[huskily.]

 In the depths of the sea — 
 

HIALMAR 

[jumps up.]

 No, no, she must live! Oh, for God’s sake, Relling — only a moment — only just till I can tell her how unspeakably I loved her all the time!
 

RELLING. 
 The bullet has gone through her heart. Internal hemorrhage. Death must have been instantaneous.
 

HIALMAR. 
 And I! I hunted her from me like an animal! And she crept terrified into the garret and died for love of me! [Sobbing.] I can never atone to her! I can never tell her — ! [Clenches his hands and cries, upwards.] O thou above — ! If thou be indeed! Why hast thou done this thing to me?
 

GINA. 
 Hush, hush, you mustn’t go on that awful way. We had no right to keep her, I suppose.
 

MOLVIK. 
 The child is not dead, but sleepeth.
 

RELLING. 
 Bosh.
 

HIALMAR 

[becomes calm, goes over to the sofa, folds his arms, and looks at HEDVIG.]

 There she lies so stiff and still.
 

RELLING 

[tries to loosen the pistol.]

 She’s holding it so tight, so tight.
 

GINA. 
 No, no, Relling, don’t break her fingers; let the pigstol be.
 

HIALMAR. 
 She shall take it with her.
 

GINA. 
 Yes, let her. But the child mustn’t lie here for a show. She shall go to her own room, so she shall. Help me, Ekdal.

[HIALMAR and GINA take HEDVIG between them.]
 

HIALMAR 

[as they are carrying her.]

 Oh, Gina, Gina, can you survive this!
 

GINA. 
 We must help each other to bear it. For now at least she belongs to both of us.
 

MOLVIK 

[stretches out his arms and mumbles.]

 Blessed be the Lord; to earth thou shalt return; to earth thou shalt return — 
 

RELLING 

[whispers.]

 Hold your tongue, you fool; you’re drunk.

[HIALMAR and GINA carry the body out through the kitchen door. RELLING shuts it after them. MOLVIK slinks out into the passage.]
 

RELLING 

[goes over to GREGERS and says:]

 No one shall ever convince me that the pistol went off by accident.
 

GREGERS 

[who has stood terrified, with convulsive twitchings.]

 Who can say how the dreadful thing happened?
 

RELLING. 
 The powder has burnt the body of her dress. She must have pressed the pistol right against her breast and fired.
 

GREGERS. 
 Hedvig has not died in vain. Did you not see how sorrow set free what is noble in him?
 

RELLING. 
 Most people are ennobled by the actual presence of death. But how long do you suppose this nobility will last in him?
 

GREGERS. 
 Why should it not endure and increase throughout his life?
 

RELLING. 
 Before a year is over, little Hedvig will be nothing to him but a pretty theme for declamation.
 

GREGERS. 
 How dare you say that of Hialmar Ekdal?
 

RELLING. 
 We will talk of this again, when the grass has first withered on her grave. Then you’ll hear him spouting about “the child too early torn from her father’s heart;” then you’ll see him steep himself in a syrup of sentiment and self-admiration and self-pity. Just you wait!
 

GREGERS. 
 If you are right and I am wrong, then life is not worth living.
 

RELLING. 
 Oh, life would be quite tolerable, after all, if only we could be rid of the confounded duns that keep on pestering us, in our poverty, with the claim of the ideal.
 

GREGERS 

[looking straight before him.]

 In that case, I am glad that my destiny is what is.
 

RELLING. 
 May I inquire, — what is your destiny?
 

GREGERS 

[going.]

 To be the thirteenth at table.
 

RELLING. 
 The devil it is.
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ROSMERSHOLM


 

Translated by R. Farquharson Sharp
 

Written in 1886, this play is considered to be one Ibsen’s greatest dramatic achievements. Rosmersholm explores themes of social and political change, in which the traditional ruling classes relinquish their right to impose their ideals on the rest of society.  The action is entirely personal, resting on the conduct of the ‘immoral’ and free thinking heroine, Rebecca, who sets herself to undermine Rosmer’s religious and political beliefs, because of his influential position in the community. Rebecca has abandoned not only Christianity but, unlike Rosmer, she has abandoned the whole ethical system of Christianity as well. Possibly she may be taken as Ibsen’s answer to the question of whether or not Christian ethics can be expected to survive the death of the Christian religion.

From the beginning of June until the end of September 1885, Ibsen was in Norway for the first time in eleven years. His experiences and impressions of seeing his mother-country again were of great importance in shaping Rosmersholm. In a letter to Carl Snoilsky, the Swedish poet and friend, with whom Ibsen had spent several days in Molde, he wrote: “I am also fully occupied with a new play, which I have been thinking about for some time and in which connection I carried out some close studies during my stay in Norway last summer.” Ibsen regarded Snoilsky as a truly “noble person” and he was to become the chief model for the play’s protagonist Johannes Rosmer.

On August 6th Ibsen began to write the fair copy, but many revisions were made, and it was not until September 27, 1886 that the manuscript was completed. Rosmersholm was published on November 23, 1886 by Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen and Christiania. The first edition was composed of 8,000 copies. Many reviewers were even more confused by Rosmersholm than they had been by The Wild Duck two years before. In Norway the reviews were almost entirely negative, while in Sweden and Denmark they were slightly better. The lukewarm reviews affected sales, which were poor and the play was not reprinted until Ibsen’s collected works were published in 1898-1900.

Rosmersholm had its very first performance on January 17, 1887 at Den nationale Scene in Bergen. Gunnar Heiberg directed. The play, while Didi Heiberg and Nicolai Halvorsen played the parts of Rebekka West and Johannes Rosmer. Like the publication of the play, the audience received the production coolly.

The play opens one year after the suicide of Rosmer’s wife, Beata. Rebecca had previously moved into the family home, Rosmersholm, as a friend of Beata, where she lives still. It becomes plain that she and Rosmer are in love, but he insists throughout the play that their relationship is completely platonic. A highly respected member of his community, Rosmer intends to support the newly elected government and its reformist, if not revolutionary, agenda. However, when he announces this to his friend and brother-in-law Kroll, the local schoolmaster, the latter becomes enraged at what he sees as his friend’s betrayal of his ruling-class roots. Kroll begins to sabotage Rosmer’s plans, confronting him about his relationship with Rebecca and denouncing the pair, initially in guarded terms, in the local newspaper. Rosmer becomes consumed by his guilt, now believing he, rather than mental illness, caused his wife’s suicide. He attempts to escape the guilt by erasing the memory of his wife and proposing marriage to Rebecca. But she rejects him outright. Kroll accuses her of using Rosmer as a tool to work her own political agenda. She admits that it was she who drove Mrs. Rosmer to deeper depths of despair and in a way even encouraged her suicide — initially to increase her power over Rosmer, but later because she actually fell in love with him. 

The central image of the play is the White Horse of Rosmersholm, the “family ghost” in Rebecca’s wording. It is rumoured to be seen by the characters after the suicide of Beata. The horse symbolises the past that revolves around Rosmer’s dead wife, and haunts the survivors. The presence of the horse at their death represents their incapacity to “deal with” the memories that haunt them. The white horse is similar to the “ghosts” that Mrs. Alving refers to in Ibsen’s 1881 tragedy Ghosts.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
 

John Rosmer, of Rosmersholm, an ex-clergyman.
 Rebecca West, one of his household, originally engaged as
          companion to the late Mrs. Rosmer.
 Kroll, headmaster of the local grammar school, Rosmer’s
          brother-in-law.
 Ulrik Brendel.
 Peter Mortensgaard.
 Mrs. Helseth, Rosmer’s housekeeper.
 

(The action takes place at Rosmersholm, an old manor-house in the neighbourhood of a small town on a fjord in western Norway.)
 






  








ACT 1
 

(SCENE — The sitting-room at Rosmersholm; a spacious room, comfortably furnished in old-fashioned style. In the foreground, against the right-hand wall, is a stove decorated with sprigs of fresh birch and wild flowers. Farther back, a door. In the back wall folding doors leading into the entrance hall. In the left-hand wall a window, in front of which is a stand filled with flowers and plants. Near the stove stand a table, a couch and an easy-chair. The walls are hung round with portraits, dating from various periods, of clergymen, military officers and other officials in uniform. The window is open, and so are the doors into the lobby and the outer door. Through the latter is seen an avenue of old trees leading to a courtyard. It is a summer evening, after sunset. REBECCA WEST is sitting by the window crocheting a large white woollen shawl, which is nearly completed. From time to time she peeps out of window through the flowers. MRS. HELSETH comes in from the right.)
 

Mrs. Helseth. Hadn’t I better begin and lay the table for supper, miss?
 

Rebecca. Yes, do. Mr. Rosmer ought to be in directly.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Isn’t there a draught where you are sitting, miss?
 

Rebecca. There is a little. Will you shut up, please? (MRS. HELSETH goes to the hall door and shuts it. Then she goes to the window, to shut it, and looks out.)
 

Mrs. Helseth. Isn’t that Mr. Rosmer coming there?
 

Rebecca. Where? (Gets up.) Yes, it is he. (Stands behind the window-curtain.) Stand on one side. Don’t let him catch sight of us.
 

Mrs. Helseth (stepping back). Look, miss — he is beginning to use the mill path again.
 

Rebecca. He came by the mill path the day before yesterday too. (Peeps out between the curtain and the window-frame). Now we shall see whether — 
 

Mrs. Helseth. Is he going over the wooden bridge?
 

Rebecca. That is just what I want to see. (After a moment.) No. He has turned aside. He is coming the other way round to-day too. (Comes away from the window.) It is a long way round.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, of course. One can well understand his shrinking from going over that bridge. The spot where such a thing has happened is — 
 

Rebecca (folding up her work). They cling to their dead a long time at Rosmersholm.
 

Mrs. Helseth. If you ask me, miss, I should say it is the dead that cling to Rosmersholm a long time.
 

Rebecca (looking at her). The dead?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, one might almost say that they don’t seem to be able to tear themselves away from those they have left behind.
 

Rebecca. What puts that idea into your head?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Well, otherwise I know the White Horses would not be seen here.
 

Rebecca. Tell me, Mrs. Helseth — what is this superstition about the White Horses?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Oh, it is not worth talking about. I am sure you don’t believe in such things, either.
 

Rebecca. Do you believe in them?
 

Mrs. Helseth (goes to the window and shuts it). Oh, I am not going to give you a chance of laughing at me, miss. (Looks out.) See — is that not Mr. Rosmer out on the mill path again?
 

Rebecca (looking out). That man out there? (Goes to the window.) Why, that is Mr. Kroll, of course!
 

Mrs. Helseth. So it is, to be sure.
 

Rebecca. That is delightful, because he is certain to be coming here.
 

Mrs. Helseth. He actually comes straight over the wooden bridge, he does for all that she was his own sister. Well, I will go in and get the supper laid, miss. (Goes out to the right. REBECCA stands still for a moment, then waves her hand out of the window, nodding and smiling. Darkness is beginning to fall.)
 

Rebecca (going to the door on the right and calling through it). Mrs. Helseth, I am sure you won’t mind preparing something extra nice for supper? You know what dishes Mr. Kroll is especially fond of.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Certainly, miss. I will.
 

Rebecca (opening the door into the lobby). At last, Mr. Kroll! I am so glad to see you!
 

Kroll (coming into the lobby and putting down his stick). Thank you. Are you sure I am not disturbing you?
 

Rebecca. You? How can you say such a thing?
 

Kroll (coming into the room). You are always so kind. (Looks round the room.) Is John up in his room?
 

Rebecca. No, he has gone out for a walk. He is later than usual of coming in, but he is sure to be back directly. (Points to the sofa.) Do sit down and wait for him.
 

Kroll (putting down his hat). Thank you. (Sits down and looks about him.) How charmingly pretty you have made the old room look! Flowers everywhere!
 

Rebecca. Mr. Rosmer is so fond of having fresh flowers about him.
 

Kroll. And so are you, I should say.
 

Rebecca. Yes, I am. I think their scent has such a delicious effect on one — and till lately we had to deny ourselves that pleasure, you know.
 

Kroll (nodding slowly). Poor Beata could not stand the scent of them.
 

Rebecca. Nor their colours either. They made her feel dazed.
 

Kroll. Yes, I remember. (Continues in a more cheerful tone of voice). Well, and how are things going here?
 

Rebecca. Oh, everything goes on in the same quiet, placid way. One day is exactly like another. And how are things with you? Is your wife — ?
 

Kroll. Oh, my dear Miss West, don’t let us talk about my affairs. In a family there is always something or other going awry — especially in such times as we live in now.
 

Rebecca (after a short pause, sitting down in an easy-chair near the sofa). Why have you never once been near us during the whole of your holidays?
 

Kroll. Oh, it doesn’t do to be importunate, you know.
 

Rebecca. If you only knew how we have missed you.
 

Kroll. And, besides, I have been away, you know.
 

Rebecca. Yes, for a fortnight or so. I suppose you have been going the round of the public meetings?
 

Kroll (nods). Yes, what do you say to that? Would you ever have thought I would become a political agitator in my old age — eh?
 

Rebecca (smilingly). You have always been a little bit of an agitator, Mr. Kroll.
 

Kroll. Oh, yes; just for my own amusement. But for the future it is going to be in real earnest. Do you ever read the Radical newspapers?
 

Rebecca. Yes, I won’t deny that!
 

Kroll. My dear Miss West, there is no objection to that — not as far as you are concerned.
 

Rebecca. No, that is just what I think. I must follow the course of events — keep up with what is happening.
 

Kroll. Well, under any circumstances, I should never expect you, as a woman, to side actively with either party in the civic dispute — indeed one might more properly call it the civil war — that is raging here. I dare say you have read, then, the abuse these “nature’s gentlemen” are pleased to shower upon me, and the scandalous coarseness they consider they are entitled to make use of?
 

Rebecca. Yes, but I think you have held your own pretty forcibly.
 

Kroll. That I have — though I say it. I have tasted blood now, and I will make them realise that I am not the sort of man to take it lying down — . (Checks himself.) No, no, do not let us get upon that sad and distressing topic this evening.
 

Rebecca. No, my dear Mr. Kroll, certainly not.
 

Kroll. Tell me, instead, how you find you get on at Rosmersholm, now that you are alone here — I mean, since our poor Beata — 
 

Rebecca. Oh, thanks — I get on very well here. Her death has made a great gap in the house in many ways, of course — and one misses her and grieves for her, naturally. But in other respects — 
 

Kroll. Do you think you will remain here? — permanently, I mean?
 

Rebecca. Dear Mr. Kroll, I really never think about it at all. The fact is that I have become so thoroughly domesticated here that I almost feel as if I belonged to the place too.
 

Kroll. You? I should think you did!
 

Rebecca. And as long as Mr. Rosmer finds I can be any comfort or any use to him, I will gladly remain here, undoubtedly.
 

Kroll (looking at her, with some emotion). You know, there is something splendid about a woman’s sacrificing the whole of her youth for others.
 

Rebecca. What else have I had to live for?
 

Kroll. At first when you came here there was your perpetual worry with that unreasonable cripple of a foster-father of yours — 
 

Rebecca. You mustn’t think that Dr. West was as unreasonable as that when we lived in Finmark. It was the trying journeys by sea that broke him up. But it is quite true that after we had moved here there were one or two hard years before his sufferings were over.
 

Kroll. Were not the years that followed even harder for you?
 

Rebecca. No; how can you say such a thing! I, who was so genuinely fond of Beata — ! And she, poor soul was so sadly in need of care and sympathetic companionship.
 

Kroll. You deserve to be thanked and rewarded for the forbearance with which you speak of her.
 

Rebecca (moving a little nearer to him). Dear Mr. Kroll, you say that so kindly and so sincerely that I feel sure you really bear me no ill-will.
 

Kroll. Ill-will? What do you mean?
 

Rebecca. Well, it would not be so very surprising if it were rather painful for you to see me, a stranger, doing just as I like here at Rosmersholm.
 

Kroll. How in the world could you think — !
 

Rebecca. Then it is not so? (Holds out her hand to, him.) Thank you, Mr. Kroll; thank you for that.
 

Kroll. But what on earth could make you take such an idea into your head?
 

Rebecca. I began to be afraid it might be so, as you have so seldom been out here to see us lately.
 

Kroll. I can assure you, you have been on the wrong scent entirely, Miss West. And, in any case, the situation of affairs is unchanged in any essential point; because during the last sad years of poor Beata’s life it was you and you alone, even then, that looked after everything here.
 

Rebecca. But it was more like a kind of regency in the wife’s name.
 

Kroll. Whatever it was, I — . I will tell you what, Miss West; as far as I am concerned I should have nothing whatever to say against it if you. But it doesn’t do to say such things.
 

Rebecca. What things?
 

Kroll. Well, if it so happened that you were to step into the empty place — 
 

Rebecca. I have the place I want, already, Mr. Kroll.
 

Kroll. Yes, as far as material benefits go; but not — 
 

Rebecca (interrupting him, in a serious voice). For shame, Mr. Kroll! How can you sit there and jest about such things!
 

Kroll. Oh, well, I dare say our good John Rosmer thinks he has had more than enough of married life. But, all the same — 
 

Rebecca. Really, you almost make me feel inclined to laugh at you.
 

Kroll. All the same — Tell me, Miss West, if I may be allowed the question, how old are you?
 

Rebecca. I am ashamed to say I was twenty-nine on my last birthday, Mr. Kroll. I am nearly thirty.
 

Kroll. Quite so. And Rosmer — how old is he? Let me see. He is five years younger than me, so he must be just about forty-three. It seems to me it would be very suitable.
 

Rebecca. No doubt, no doubt. It would be remarkably suitable — Will you stop and have supper with us?
 

Kroll. Thank you. I had meant to pay you a good long visit, because there is a matter I want to talk over with our excellent friend — Well, then, Miss West, to prevent your taking foolish ideas into your head again, I will come out here again from time to time, as in the old days.
 

Rebecca. Yes, please do. (Holds out her hand to, him.) Thank you, thank you! You are really uncommonly good-natured.
 

Kroll (with a little grumble). Am I? I can tell you that is more than they say at home. (ROSMER comes in by the door on the right.)
 

Rebecca. Mr. Rosmer, do you see who is sitting here?
 

Rosmer. Mrs. Helseth told me. (KROLL gets up.) I am so glad to see you here again, my dear fellow. (Puts his hands on KROLL’S shoulders and looks him in the face.) Dear old friend! I knew that one day we should be on our old footing again.
 

Kroll. My dear fellow, have you that insane idea in your head too, that any thing could come between us?
 

Rebecca (to ROSMER). Isn’t it delightful to think it was all our imagination!
 

Rosmer. Is that really true, Kroll? But why have you kept so obstinately away from us?
 

Kroll (seriously, and in, a subdued voice). Because I did not want to come here like a living reminder of the unhappy time that is past — and of her who met her death in the mill-race.
 

Rosmer. It was a very kind thought on your part. You are always so considerate. But it was altogether unnecessary to keep away from us on that account. Come along, let us sit down on the sofa. (They sit down.) I can assure you it is not in the least painful for me to think about Beata. We talk about her every day. She seems to us to have a part in the house still.
 

Kroll. Does she really?
 

Rebecca (lighting the lamp). Yes, it is really quite true.
 

Rosmer. She really does. We both think so affectionately of her. And both Rebecca — both Miss West and I know in our hearts that we did all that lay in our power for the poor afflicted creature. We have nothing to reproach ourselves with. That is why I feel there is something sweet and peaceful in the way we can think of Beata now.
 

Kroll. You dear good people! In future I am coming out to see you every day.
 

Rebecca (sitting down in an arm-chair). Yes, let us see that you keep your word.
 

Rosmer (with a slight hesitation). I assure you, my dear fellow, my dearest wish would be that our intimacy should never suffer in any way. You know, you have seemed to be my natural adviser as long as we have known one another, even from my student days.
 

Kroll. I know, and I am very proud of the privilege. Is there by any chance anything in particular just now — ?
 

Rosmer. There are a great many things that I want very much to talk over with you frankly — things that lie very near my heart.
 

Rebecca. I feel that is so, too, Mr. Rosmer. It seems to me it would be such a good thing if you two old friends — 
 

Kroll. Well, I can assure you I have even more to talk over with you — because I have become an active politician, as I dare say you know.
 

Rosmer. Yes, I know you have. How did that come about?
 

Kroll. I had to, you see, whether I liked it or not. It became impossible for me to remain an idle spectator any longer. Now that the Radicals have become so distressingly powerful, it was high time. And that is also why I have induced our little circle of friends in the town to bind themselves more definitely together. It was high time, I can tell you!
 

Rebecca (with a slight smile). As a matter of fact, isn’t it really rather late now?
 

Kroll. There is no denying it would have been more fortunate if we had succeeded in checking the stream at an earlier point. But who could really foresee what was coming? I am sure I could not. (Gets up and walks up and down.) Anyway, my eyes are completely opened now; for the spirit of revolt has spread even into my school.
 

Rosmer. Into the school? Surely not into your school?
 

Kroll. Indeed it has. Into my own school. What do you think of this? I have got wind of the fact that the boys in the top class — or rather, a part of the boys in it — have formed themselves into a secret society and have been taking in Mortensgaard’s paper!
 

Rebecca. Ah, the “Searchlight”.
 

Kroll. Yes, don’t you think that is a nice sort of intellectual pabulum for future public servants? But the saddest part of it is that it is all the most promising boys in the class that have conspired together and hatched this plot against me. It is only the duffers and dunces that have held aloof from it.
 

Rebecca. Do you take it so much to heart, Mr. Kroll?
 

Kroll. Do I take it to heart, to find myself so hampered and thwarted in my life’s work? (Speaking more gently.) I might find it in my heart to say that I could even take that for what it is worth; but I have not told you the worst of it yet. (Looks round the room.) I suppose nobody is likely to be listening at the doors?
 

Rebecca. Oh, certainly not.
 

Kroll. Then let me tell you that the revolt and dissension has spread into my own home — into my own peaceful home — and has disturbed the peace of my family life.
 

Rosmer (getting up). Do you mean it? In your own home?
 

Rebecca (going up to Kroll). Dear Mr. Kroll, what has happened?
 

Kroll. Would you believe it that my own children — . To make a long story short, my boy Laurits is the moving spirit of the conspiracy at the school. And Hilda has embroidered a red portfolio to keep the numbers of the “Searchlight” in.
 

Rosmer. I should never have dreamed of such a thing; in your family — in your own house!
 

Kroll. No, who would ever have dreamed of such a thing? In my house, where obedience and order have always ruled — where hitherto there has never been anything but one unanimous will — 
 

Rebecca. How does your wife take it?
 

Kroll. Ah, that is the most incredible part of the whole thing. She, who all her days — in great things and small — has concurred in my opinions and approved of all my views, has actually not refrained from throwing her weight on the children’s side on many points. And now she considers I am to blame for what has happened. She says I try to coerce the young people too much. Just as if it were not necessary to — . Well, those are the sort of dissensions I have going on at home. But naturally I talk as little about it as possible; it is better to be silent about such things. (Walks across the floor.) Oh, yes. — Oh, yes. (Stands by the window, with his hands behind his back, and looks out.)
 

Rebecca (goes up to ROSMER, and speaks in low, hurried tones, unheard by KROLL). Do it!
 

Rosmer (in the same tone). Not to-night.
 

Rebecca (as before). Yes, this night of all others. (Goes away from him and adjusts the lamp.)
 

Kroll (coming back). Yes, my dear John, so now you know the sort of spirit of the age that has cast its shadow both over my home life and my official work. Ought I not to oppose this appalling, destructive, disorganising tendency with all the weapons I can lay my hands upon? Of course it is certainly my duty — and that both with my pen and my tongue.
 

Rosmer. But have you any hope that you can produce any effect in that way?
 

Kroll. At all events I mean to take my share in the fight as a citizen. And I consider that it is the duty of every patriotic man, every man who is concerned about what is right, to do the same. And, I may as well tell you, that is really the reason why I have come here to see you to-night.
 

Rosmer. My dear fellow, what do you mean? What can I — ?
 

Kroll. You are going to help your old friends, and do as we are doing — take your share in it to the best of your ability.
 

Rebecca. But, Mr. Kroll, you know how little taste Mr. Rosmer has for that sort of thing.
 

Kroll. Then he has got to overcome that distaste now. You do not keep abreast of the times, John. You sit here and bury yourself in your historical researches. Goodness knows, I have the greatest respect for family pedigrees and all that they imply. But this is not the time for such occupations, unhappily. You have no conception of the state of affairs that is going on all over the country. Every single idea is turned upside down, or very nearly so. It will be a hard fight to get all the errors straightened out again.
 

Rosmer. I can quite believe it. But that sort of a fight is not in my line at all.
 

Rebecca. Besides, I rather fancy that Mr. Rosmer has come to look at the affairs of life with wider opened eyes than before.
 

Kroll (with a start). Wider opened eyes?
 

Rebecca. Yes, or with an opener mind — with less prejudice.
 

Kroll. What do you mean by that? John — surely you could never be so weak as to allow yourself to be deluded by the accidental circumstance that the demagogues have scored a temporary success!
 

Rosmer. My dear fellow, you know very well that I am no judge of politics; but it certainly seems to me that of late years individual thought has become somewhat more independent.
 

Kroll. Quite so — but do you consider that as a matter of course to be a good thing? In any case you are vastly mistaken, my friend. Just inquire a little into the opinions that are current amongst the Radicals, both out here in the country and in town. You will find them to be nothing else than the words of wisdom that appear in the “Searchlight”.
 

Rebecca. Yes, Mortensgaard has a great deal of influence over the people about here.
 

Kroll. Yes, just think of it — a man with as dirty a record as his! A fellow that was turned out of his place as a schoolmaster because of his immoral conduct! This is the sort of man that poses as a leader of the people! And successfully, too! — actually successfully! I hear that he means to enlarge his paper now. I know, on reliable authority, that he is looking for a competent assistant.
 

Rebecca. It seems to me surprising that you and your friends do not start an opposition paper.
 

Kroll. That is exactly what we intend to do. This very day we have bought the “County News.” There was no difficulty about the financial side of the matter; but — (Turns towards ROSMER) Now we have come to the real purport of my visit. It is the Management of it — the editorial management — that is the difficulty, you see. Look here, Rosmer — don’t you feel called upon to undertake it, for the sake of the good cause?
 

Rosmer (in a tone of consternation). I!
 

Rebecca. How can you think of such a thing!
 

Kroll. I can quite understand your having a horror of public meetings and being unwilling to expose yourself to the mercies of the rabble that frequents them. But an editor’s work, which is carried on in much greater privacy, or rather — 
 

Rosmer. No, no, my dear fellow, you must not ask that of me.
 

Kroll. It would give me the greatest pleasure to have a try at work of that sort myself — only it would be quite out of the question for me; I am already saddled with such an endless number of duties. You, on the other hand, who are no longer hampered by any official duties, might — . Of course the rest of us would give you all the help in our power.
 

Rosmer. I cannot do it, Kroll. I am not fitted for it.
 

Kroll. Not fitted for it? That was just what you said when your father got you your living.
 

Rosmer. I was quite right; and that was why I resigned it, too.
 

Kroll. Well, if you only make as good an editor as you did a parson, we shall be quite satisfied.
 

Rosmer. My dear Kroll — once for all — I cannot do it.
 

Kroll. Well, then, I suppose you will give us the use of your name, at all events?
 

Rosmer. My name?
 

Kroll. Yes, the mere fact of John Rosmer’s name being connected with it will be a great advantage to the paper. We others are looked upon as pronounced partisans. I myself even have the reputation of being a wicked fanatic, I am told. Therefore we cannot count upon our own names to give us any particular help in making the paper known to the misguided masses. But you, on the contrary, have always held aloof from this kind of fighting. Your gentle and upright disposition, your polished mind, your unimpeachable honour, are known to and appreciated by every one about here. And then there is the deference and respect that your former position as a clergyman ensures for you — and, besides that, there is the veneration in which your family, name is held!
 

Rosmer. Oh, my family name.
 

Kroll (pointing to the portraits). Rosmers of Rosmersholm — clergymen, soldiers, men who have filled high places in the state — men of scrupulous honour, every one of them — a family that has been rooted here, the most influential in the place, for nearly two centuries. (Lays his hand on ROSMER’S shoulder.) John, you owe it to yourself and to the traditions of your race to join us in defence of all that has hitherto been held sacred in our community. (Turning to REBECCA.) What do you say, Miss West?
 

Rebecca (with a quiet little laugh). my dear Mr. Kroll — it all sounds so absurdly ludicrous to me.
 

Kroll. What! Ludicrous?
 

Rebecca. Yes, because it is time you were told plainly — 
 

Rosmer (hurriedly). No, no — don’t! Not now!
 

Kroll (looking from one to the other). But, my dear friends, what on earth — ? (Breaks off, as MRS. HELSETH comes in, by the door on the right.) Ahem!
 

Mrs. Helseth. There is a man at the kitchen door, sir. He says he wants to see you.
 

Rosmer (in a relieved voice). Is there? Well, ask him to come in.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Shall I show him in here, sir?
 

Rosmer. Certainly.
 

Mrs. Helseth. But he doesn’t look the sort of man one ought to allow in here.
 

Rebecca. What does he look like, Mrs. Helseth?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Oh, he is not much to look at, Miss.
 

Rosmer. Did he not give you his name?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, I think he said it was Hekman, or something like that.
 

Rosmer. I do not know any one of that name.
 

Mrs. Helseth. And he said his Christian name was Ulrik.
 

Rosmer (with a start of surprise). Ulrik Hetman! Was that it?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, sir, it was Hetman.
 

Kroll. I am certain I have heard that name before.
 

Rebecca. Surely it was the name that strange creature used to write under — 
 

Rosmer (to Kroll). It is Ulrik Brendel’s pseudonym, you know.
 

Kroll. That scamp Ulrik Brendel. You are quite right.
 

Rebecca. So he is alive still.
 

Rosmer. I thought he was travelling with a theatrical company.
 

Kroll. The last I heard of him was that he was in the workhouse.
 

Rosmer. Ask him to come in, Mrs. Helseth.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, sir. (Goes out.)
 

Kroll. Do you really mean to allow this fellow into your house?
 

Rosmer. Oh, well, you know he was my tutor once.
 

Kroll. I know that what he did was to stuff your head with revolutionary ideas, and that in consequence your father turned him out of the house with a horsewhip.
 

Rosmer (a little bitterly). Yes, my father was always the commanding officer — even at home.
 

Kroll. Be grateful to his memory for that, my dear John. Ah!
 

(MRS. HELSETH shows ULRIK BRENDEL in at the door, then goes out and shuts the door after her. BRENDEL is a good-looking man with grey hair and beard; somewhat emaciated, but active and alert; he is dressed like a common tramp, in a threadbare frock coat, shoes with holes in them, and no visible linen at his neck or wrists. He wears a pair of old black gloves, carries a dirty soft hat under his arm, and has a walking-stick in his hand. He looks puzzled at first, then goes quickly up to KROLL and holds out his hand to him.)
 

Brendel. Good-evening, John!
 

Kroll. Excuse me
 

Brendel. Did you ever expect to see me again? And inside these hated walls, too?
 

Kroll. Excuse me. (Points to ROSMER.) Over there.
 

Brendel (turning round). Quite right. There he is. John — my boy — my favourite pupil!
 

Rosmer (shaking hands with him). My old tutor!
 

Brendel. In spite of certain recollections, I could not pass by Rosmersholm without paying you a flying visit.
 

Rosmer. You are very welcome here now. Be sure of that.
 

Brendel. And this charming lady — ? (Bows to Rebecca.) Your wife, of course.
 

Rosmer. Miss West.
 

Brendel. A near relation, I presume. And our stranger friend here? A colleague, I can see.
 

Rosmer. Mr. Kroll, master of the grammar school here.
 

Brendel. Kroll? Kroll? Wait a moment. Did you take the Philology course in your student days?
 

Kroll. Certainly I did.
 

Brendel. By Jove, I used to know you, then
 

Kroll. Excuse me — 
 

Brendel. Were you not — 
 

Kroll. Excuse me — 
 

Brendel. — one of those champions of all the virtues that got me turned out of the Debating Society?
 

Kroll. Very possibly. But I disclaim any other acquaintance with you.
 

Brendel. All right, all right! Nach Belieben, Mr. Kroll. I dare say I shall get over it. Ulrik Brendel will still be himself in spite of it.
 

Rebecca. Are you on your way to the town, Mr. Brendel?
 

Brendel. You have hit the nail on the head, ma’am. At certain intervals I am obliged to do something for my living. I do not do it willingly — but, enfin — when needs must — 
 

Rosmer. My dear Mr. Brendel, will you not let me be of assistance to you? In some way or another, I mean — 
 

Brendel. Ah, what a proposal to come from you! Could you wish to soil the tie that binds us together? Never, John — never!
 

Rosmer. But what do you propose to do in the town, then? I assure you, you won’t find it so easy — 
 

Brendel. Leave that to me, my boy. The die is cast. The unworthy individual who stands before you is started on an extensive campaign — more extensive than all his former excursions put together. (To KROLL.) May I venture to ask you, Professor — unter uns — are there in your esteemed town any fairly decent, respectable and spacious assembly-rooms?
 

Kroll. The most spacious is the hall belonging to the Working Men’s Association.
 

Brendel. May I ask, sir, if you have any special influence with that no doubt most useful Association?
 

Kroll. I have nothing whatever to do with it.
 

Rebecca (to BRENDEL). You ought to apply to Peter Mortensgaard.
 

Brendel. Pardon, madame — what sort of an idiot is he?
 

Rosmer. Why do you make up your mind he is an idiot?
 

Brendel. Do you suppose I can’t tell, from the sound of the name, that it belongs to a plebeian?
 

Kroll. I did not expect that answer.
 

Brendel. But I will conquer my prejudices. There is nothing else for it. When a man stands at a turning-point in his life — as I do — . That is settled. I shall, put myself into communication with this person — commence direct negotiations.
 

Rosmer. Are you in earnest when you say you are standing at a turning-point in your life?
 

Brendel. Does my own boy not know that wherever Ulrik Brendel stands he is always in earnest about it? Look here, I mean to become a new man now — to emerge from the cloak of reserve in which I have hitherto shrouded myself.
 

Rosmer. In what way?
 

Brendel. I mean to take an active part in life — to step forward — to look higher. The atmosphere we breathe is heavy with storms. I want now to offer my mite upon the altar of emancipation.
 

Kroll. You too?
 

Brendel (to them all). Has your public here any intimate acquaintance with my scattered writings?
 

Kroll. No, I must candidly confess that — 
 

Rebecca. I have read several of them. My foster-father had them.
 

Brendel. My dear lady, then you have wasted your time. They are simply trash, allow me to tell you.
 

Rebecca. Really?
 

Brendel. Those you have read, yes. My really important works no man or woman knows anything about. No one — except myself.
 

Rebecca. How is that?
 

Brendel. Because they are not yet written.
 

Rosmer. But, my dear Mr. Brendel — 
 

Brendel. You know, my dear John, that I am a bit of a sybarite — a gourmet. I have always been so. I have a taste for solitary enjoyment, because in that way my enjoyment is twice — ten times — as keen. It is, like this. When I have been wrapped in a haze of golden dreams that have descended on me — when new, intoxicating, momentous thoughts have had their birth in my mind, and I have been fanned by the beat of their wings as they bore me aloft — at such moments I have transformed them into poetry, into visions, into pictures. In general outlines, that is to say.
 

Rosmer. Quite so.
 

Brendel. You cannot imagine the luxury of enjoyment I have experienced! The mysterious rapture of creation! — in, general outlines, as I said. Applause, gratitude, eulogies, crowns of laurel! — all these I have culled with full hands trembling with joy. In my secret ecstasies I have steeped myself in a happiness so, intoxicating — 
 

Kroll. Ahem!
 

Rosmer. But you have never written anything of it down?
 

Brendel. Not a word. The thought of the dull clerk’s work that it would mean has always moved me to a nauseating sense of disgust. Besides, why should I profane my own ideals when I could enjoy them, in all their purity, by myself? But now they shall be sacrificed. Honestly, I feel as a mother must do when she entrusts her young daughter to the arms of a husband. But I am going to, sacrifice them nevertheless — sacrifice them on the altar of emancipation. A series of carefully thought-out lectures, to be delivered all over the country!
 

Rebecca (impetuously). That is splendid of you, Mr. Brendel! You are giving up the most precious thing you possess.
 

Rosmer. The only thing.
 

Rebecca (looking meaningly at ROSMER). I wonder how many there are who would do as much — who dare do it?
 

Rosmer (returning her look). Who knows?
 

Brendel. My audience is moved. That refreshes my heart and strengthens my will — and now I shall proceed upon my task forthwith. There is one other point, though. (To KROLL.) Can you inform me, sir, whether there is an Abstainers’ Society in the town? A Total Abstainers’ Society? I feel sure there must be.
 

Kroll. There is one, at your service. I am the president.
 

Brendel. I could tell that as soon as I saw you! Well, it is not at all impossible that I may come to you and become a member for a week.
 

Kroll. Excuse me — we do not accept weekly members.
 

Brendel. A la bonne heure, my good sir. Ulrik Brendel has never been in the habit of forcing himself upon societies of that kind. (Turns to go) But I must not prolong my stay in this house, rich as it is in memories. I must go into the town and find some suitable lodging. I shall find a decent hotel of some kind there, I hope?
 

Rebecca. Will you not have something hot to drink before you go?
 

Brendel. Of what nature, dear lady?
 

Rebecca. A cup of tea, or — 
 

Brendel. A thousand thanks to the most generous of hostesses! — but I do not like trespassing on private hospitality. (Waves his hand.) Good-bye to you all! (Goes to the door, but turns back.) Oh, by the way — John — Mr. Rosmer — will you do your former tutor a service for old friendship’s sake?
 

Rosmer. With the greatest of pleasure.
 

Brendel. Good. Well, then, lend me — just for a day or two — a starched shirt.
 

Rosmer. Nothing more than that!
 

Brendel. Because, you see, I am travelling on foot — on this occasion. My trunk is being sent after me.
 

Rosmer. Quite so. But, in that case, isn’t there anything else?
 

Brendel. Well, I will tell you what — perhaps you have an old, worn-out summer coat that you could spare?
 

Rosmer. Certainly I have.
 

Brendel. And if there happened to be a pair of presentable shoes that would go with the coat.
 

Rosmer. I am sure we can manage that, too. As soon as you let us know your address, we will send the things to you.
 

Brendel. Please don’t think of it! No one must be put to any inconvenience on my account! I will take the trifles with me.
 

Rosmer. Very well. Will you come upstairs with me, then?
 

Rebecca. Let me go. Mrs. Helseth and I will see about it.
 

Brendel. I could never think of allowing this charming lady — 
 

Rebecca. Nonsense! Come along, Mr. Brendel. (She goes out by the door on the right.)
 

Rosmer (holding BRENDEL back). Tell me — is there no other way I can be of service to you?
 

Brendel. I am sure I do not know of any. Yes, perdition seize it! — now that I come to think of it — John, do you happen to have seven or eight shillings on you?
 

Rosmer. I will see. (Opens his purse.) I have two half-sovereigns here.
 

Brendel. Oh, well, never mind. I may as well take them. I can always get change in town. Thanks, in the meantime. Remember that it was two half-sovereigns I had. Good-night, my own dear boy! Good-night to you, sir! (Goes out by the door on the right, where ROSMER takes leave of him and shuts the door after him.)
 

Kroll. Good heavens — and that is the Ulrik Brendel of whom people once thought that he would do great things!
 

Rosmer. At all events he has had the courage to live his life in his own way. I do not think that is such a small thing, after all.
 

Kroll. What? A life like his? I almost believe he would have the power, even now, to disturb all your ideas.
 

Rosmer. No, indeed. I have come to a clear understanding with myself now, upon all points.
 

Kroll. I wish I could believe it, my dear Rosmer. You are so dreadfully susceptible to impressions from without.
 

Rosmer. Let us sit down. I want to have a talk with you.
 

Kroll. By all means. (They sit down on the couch.)
 

Rosmer (after a short pause). Don’t you think everything here looks very pleasant and comfortable?
 

Kroll. Yes, it looks very pleasant and comfortable now — and peaceful. You have made yourself a real home, Rosmer. And I have lost mine.
 

Rosmer. My dear fellow, do not say that. There may seem to be a rift just now, but it will heal again.
 

Kroll. Never, never. The sting will always remain. Things can never be as they were before.
 

Rosmer. I want to ask you something, Kroll. You and I have been the closest of friends now for so many years — does it seem to you conceivable that anything could destroy our friendship?
 

Kroll. I cannot imagine anything that could cause a breach between us. What has put that into your head?
 

Rosmer. Well — your attaching such tremendous importance to similarity of opinions and views.
 

Kroll. Certainly I do; but then we two hold pretty similar opinions at all events on the most essential points.
 

Rosmer (gently). No. Not any longer.
 

Kroll (trying to jump up from his seat). What is this?
 

Rosmer (restraining him). No, you must sit still. Please, Kroll.
 

Kroll. What does it all mean? I do not understand you. Tell me, straight out!
 

Rosmer. A new summer has blossomed in my heart — my eyes have regained the clearness of youth. And, accordingly, I am now standing where — 
 

Kroll. Where? Where are you standing?
 

Rosmer. Where your children are standing.
 

Kroll. You? You! The thing is impossible! Where do you say you are standing?
 

Rosmer. On the same side as Laurits and Hilda.
 

Kroll (letting his head drop). An apostate. John Rosmer an apostate.
 

Rosmer. What you are calling apostasy ought to have made me feel sincerely happy and fortunate; but for all that I have suffered keenly, because I knew quite well it would cause you bitter sorrow.
 

Kroll. Rosmer, Rosmer, I shall never get over this. (Looks at him sadly.) To think that you, too, could bring yourself to sympathise with and join in the work of disorder and ruin that is playing havoc with our unhappy country.
 

Rosmer. It is the work of emancipation that I sympathise with.
 

Kroll. Oh yes, I know all about that. That is what it is called, by both those who are leading the people astray and by their misguided victims. But, be sure of this — you need expect no emancipation to be the result of the spirit that relies on the poisoning of the whole of our social life.
 

Rosmer. I do not give my allegiance to the spirit that is directing this, nor to any of those who are leading the fight. I want to try to bring men of all shades of opinion together — as many as I can reach — and bind them as closely together as I can. I want to live for and devote all the strength that is in me to one end only — to create a real public opinion in the country.
 

Kroll. So you do not consider that we have sufficient public opinion! I, for my part, consider that the whole lot of us are on the high road to be dragged down into the mire where otherwise only the common people would be wallowing.
 

Rosmer. It is just for that reason that I have made up my mind as to what should be the real task of public opinion.
 

Kroll. What task?
 

Rosmer. The task of making all our fellow-countrymen into men of nobility.
 

Kroll. All our fellow-countrymen — !
 

Rosmer. As many as possible, at all events.
 

Kroll. By what means?
 

Rosmer. By emancipating their ideas and purifying their aspirations, it seems to me.
 

Kroll. You are a dreamer, Rosmer. Are you going to emancipate them? Are you going to purify them?
 

Rosmer. No, my dear fellow — I can only try to awake the desire for it in them. The doing of it rests with themselves.
 

Kroll. And do you think they are capable of it?
 

Rosmer. Yes.
 

Kroll. Of their own power?
 

Rosmer. Yes, of their own power. There is no other that can do it.
 

Kroll (getting up). Is that speaking as befits a clergyman?
 

Rosmer. I am a clergyman no longer.
 

Kroll. Yes, but — what of the faith you were brought up in?
 

Rosmer. I have it no longer.
 

Kroll. You have it no longer?
 

Rosmer (getting up). I have given it up. I had to give it up, Kroll.
 

Kroll (controlling his emotion). I see. Yes, yes. The one thing implies the other. Was that the reason, then, why you left the service of the Church?
 

Rosmer. Yes. When my mind was clearly made up — when I felt the certainty that it Was not merely a transitory temptation, but that it was something that I would neither have the power nor the desire to dismiss from my mind — then I took that step.
 

Kroll. So it has been fermenting in your mind as long as that. And we — your friends — have never been allowed to know anything of it. Rosmer, Rosmer — how could you hide the sorrowful truth from us!
 

Rosmer. Because I considered it was a matter that only concerned myself; and therefore I did not wish to cause you and my other friends any unnecessary pain. I thought I should be able to live my life here as I have done hitherto — peacefully and happily. I wanted to read, and absorb myself in all the works that so far had been sealed books to me — to familiarise myself thoroughly with the great world of truth and freedom that has been disclosed to me now.
 

Kroll. An apostate. Every word you say bears witness to that. But, for all that, why have you made this confession of your secret apostasy? Or why just at the present moment?
 

Rosmer. You yourself have compelled me to it, Kroll.
 

Kroll. I? I have compelled you?
 

Rosmer. When I heard of your violent behaviour at public meetings — when I read the reports of all the vehement speeches you made there of all your bitter attacks upon those that were on the other side — your scornful censure of your opponents — oh, Kroll, to think that you — you — could be the man to do that! — then my eyes were opened to my imperative duty. Mankind is suffering from the strife that is going on now, and we ought to bring peace and happiness and a spirit of reconciliation into their souls. That is why I step forward now and confess myself openly for what I am — and, besides, I want to put my powers to the test, as well as others. Could not you — from your side — go with me in that, Kroll?
 

Kroll. Never, as long as I live, will I make any alliance with the forces of disorder in the community.
 

Rosmer. Well, let us at least fight with honourable weapons, since it seems we must fight.
 

Kroll. I can have nothing more to do with any one who does not think with me on matters of vital importance, and I owe such a man no consideration.
 

Rosmer. Does that apply even to me?
 

Kroll. You yourself have broken with me, Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. But does this really mean a breach between us?
 

Kroll. Between us! It is a breach with all those who have hitherto stood shoulder to shoulder with you. And now you must take the consequences.
 

(REBECCA comes in from the room on the right and opens the door wide.)
 

Rebecca. Well, that is done! We have started him off on the road to his great sacrifice, and now we can go in to supper. Will you come in, Mr. Kroll?
 

Kroll (taking his hat). Good-night, Miss West. This is no longer any place for me.
 

Rebecca (excitedly). What do you mean? (Shuts the door and comes nearer to the two men.) Have you told him — ?
 

Rosmer. He knows now.
 

Kroll. We shall not let you slip out of our hands, Rosmer. We shall compel you to come back to us again.
 

Rosmer. I shall never find myself there any more.
 

Kroll. We shall see. You are not the man to endure standing alone.
 

Rosmer. I am not so entirely alone, even now. There are two of us to bear the solitude together here.
 

Kroll. Ah! (A suspicion appears to cross his mind.) That too! Beata’s words!
 

Rosmer. Beata’s?
 

Kroll (dismissing the thought from his mind). No, no — that was odious of me. Forgive me.
 

Rosmer. What? What do you mean?
 

Kroll. Think no more about it. I am ashamed of it. Forgive me — and good-bye. (Goes out by the door to the hall.)
 

Rosmer (following him). Kroll! We cannot end everything between us like this. I will come and see you to-morrow.
 

Kroll (turning round in the hall). You shall not set your foot in my house. (Takes his stick and goes.)
 

(ROSMER stands for a while at the open door; then shuts it and comes back into the room.)
 

Rosmer. That does not matter, Rebecca. We shall be able to go through with it, for all that — we two trusty friends — you and I.
 

Rebecca. What do you suppose he meant just now when he said he was ashamed of himself?
 

Rosmer. My dear girl, don’t bother your head about that. He didn’t even believe what he meant, himself. But I will go and see him tomorrow. Goodnight!
 

Rebecca. Are you going up so early to-night — after this?
 

Rosmer. As early to-night as I usually do. I feel such a sense of relief now that it is over. You see, my dear Rebecca, I am perfectly calm — so you take it calmly, too. Good-night.
 

Rebecca. Good-night, dear friend — and sleep well! (ROSMER goes out by the door to the lobby; then his footsteps are heard as he goes upstairs. REBECCA goes to the wall and rings a bell, which is answered by MRS. HELSETH.) You can clear the table again, Mrs. Helseth. Mr. Rosmer does not want anything, and Mr. Kroll has gone home.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Gone home? What was wrong with him, miss?
 

Rebecca (taking up her crochet-work). He prophesied that there was a heavy storm brewing — 
 

Mrs. Helseth. That is very strange, miss, because there isn’t a scrap of cloud in the sky.
 

Rebecca. Let us hope he doesn’t meet the White Horse. Because I am afraid it will not be long before we hear something of the family ghost.
 

Mrs. Helseth. God forgive you, miss — don’t talk of such a dreadful thing!
 

Rebecca. Oh, come, come!
 

Mrs. Helseth (lowering her voice). Do you really think, miss, that some one here is to go soon?
 

Rebecca. Not a bit of it. But there are so many sorts of white horses in this world, Mrs. Helseth — Well, good-night. I shall go to my room now.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Good-night, miss. (Rebecca takes her work and goes out to the right. MRS. HELSETH shakes her head, as she turns down the lamp, and mutters to herself): Lord — Lord! — how queer Miss West does talk sometimes!
 






  








ACT II
 

(SCENE. ROSMER’S study. The door into it is in the left-hand wall. At the back of the room is a doorway with a curtain drawn back from it, leading to his bedroom. On the right, a window, in front of which is a writing-table strewn with books and papers. Bookshelves and cupboards on the walls. Homely furniture. On the left, an old-fashioned sofa with a table in front of it. ROSMER, wearing a smoking-jacket, is sitting at the writing-table on a high-backed chair. He is cutting and turning over the leaves of a magazine, and dipping into it here and there. A knock is heard at the door on the left.)
 

Rosmer (without turning round). Come in.
 

(REBECCA comes in, wearing a morning wrapper.)
 

Rebecca. Good morning.
 

Rosmer (still turning over the leaves of his book). Good morning, dear. Do you want anything?
 

Rebecca. Only to ask if you have slept well?
 

Rosmer. I went to sleep feeling so secure and happy. I did not even dream. (Turns round.) And you?
 

Rebecca. Thanks, I got to sleep in the early morning.
 

Rosmer. I do not think I have felt so light-hearted for a long time as I do to-day. I am so glad that I had the opportunity to say what I did.
 

Rebecca. Yes, you should not have been silent so long, John.
 

Rosmer. I cannot understand how I came to be such a coward.
 

Rebecca. I am sure it was not really from cowardice.
 

Rosmer. Yes, indeed. I can see that at bottom there was some cowardice about it.
 

Rebecca. So much the braver of you to face it as you did. (Sits down beside him on a chair by the writing-table.) But now I want to confess something that I have done — something that you must not be vexed with me about.
 

Rosmer. Vexed? My dear girl, how can you think — ?
 

Rebecca. Yes, because I dare say it was a little presumptuous of me, but — 
 

Rosmer. Well, let me hear what it was.
 

Rebecca. Last night, when that Ulrick Brendel was going, I wrote him a line or two to take to Mortensgaard.
 

Rosmer (a little doubtfully). But, my dear Rebecca — What did you write, then?
 

Rebecca. I wrote that he would be doing you a service if he would interest himself a little in that unfortunate man, and help him in any way he could.
 

Rosmer. My dear, you should not have done that. You have only done Brendel harm by doing so. And besides, Mortensgaard is a man I particularly wish to have nothing to do with. You know I have been at loggerheads once with him already.
 

Rebecca. But do you not think that now it might be a very good thing if you got on to good terms with him again?
 

Rosmer. I? With Mortensgaard? For what reason, do you mean?
 

Rebecca. Well, because you cannot feel altogether secure now — since this has come between you and your friends.
 

Rosmer (looking at her and shaking his head). Is it possible that you think either Kroll or any of the others would take a revenge on me — that they could be capable of — 
 

Rebecca. In their first heat of indignation dear. No one can be certain of that. I think, after the way Mr. Kroll took it — 
 

Rosmer. Oh, you ought to know him better than that. Kroll is an honourable man, through and through. I will go into town this afternoon, and have a talk with him. I will have a talk with them all. Oh, you will see how smoothly everything will go. (MRS. HELSETH comes in by the door on the left.)
 

Rebecca (getting up). What is it, Mrs. Helseth?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Mr. Kroll is downstairs in the hall, miss.
 

Rosmer (getting up quickly). Kroll!
 

Rebecca. Mr. Kroll! What a surprise!
 

Mrs. Helseth. He asks if he may come up and speak to Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer (to REBECCA). What did I say! (To MRS. HELSETH). Of course he may. (Goes to the door and calls down the stairs.) Come up, my dear fellow! I am delighted to see you! (He stands holding the door open. MRS. HELSETH goes out. REBECCA draws the curtain over the doorway at the back, and then begins to tidy the room. KROLL comes in with his hat in his hand.)
 

Rosmer (quietly, and with some emotion). I knew quite well it would not be the last time — 
 

Kroll. To-day I see the matter in quite a different light from yesterday.
 

Rosmer. Of course you do, Kroll! Of course you do! You have been thinking things over — 
 

Kroll. You misunderstand me altogether. (Puts his hat down on the table.) It is important that I should speak to you alone.
 

Rosmer. Why may not Miss West — ?
 

Rebecca. No, no, Mr. Rosmer. I will go.
 

Kroll (looking meaningly at her). And I see I ought to apologise to you, Miss West, for coming here so early in the morning. I see I have taken you by surprise, before you have had time to — 
 

Rebecca (with a start). Why so? Do you find anything out of place in the fact of my wearing a morning wrapper at home here?
 

Kroll. By no means! Besides, I have no knowledge of what customs may have grown up at Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. Kroll, you are not the least like yourself to-day.
 

Rebecca. I will wish you good morning, Mr. Kroll. (Goes out to the left.)
 

Kroll. If. you will allow me — (Sits down on the couch.)
 

Rosmer. Yes, my dear fellow, let us make ourselves comfortable and have a confidential talk. (Sits down on a chair facing KROLL.)
 

Kroll. I have not been able to close an eye since yesterday. I lay all night, thinking and thinking.
 

Rosmer. And what have you got to say to-day?
 

Kroll. It will take me some time, Rosmer. Let me begin with a sort of introduction. I can give you some news of Ulrick Brendel.
 

Rosmer. Has he been to see you?
 

Kroll. No. He took up his quarters in a low-class tavern — in the lowest kind of company, of course; drank, and stood drinks to others, as long as he had any money left; and then began to abuse the whole lot of them as a contemptible rabble — and, indeed, as far as that goes he was quite right. But the result was, that he got a thrashing and was thrown out into the gutter.
 

Rosmer. I see he is altogether incorrigible.
 

Kroll. He had pawned the coat you gave him, too, but that is going to be redeemed for him. Can you guess by whom?
 

Rosmer. By yourself, perhaps?
 

Kroll. No. By our noble friend Mr. Mortensgaard.
 

Rosmer. Is that so?
 

Kroll. I am informed that Mr. Brendel’s first visit was paid to the “idiot” and “plebeian”.
 

Rosmer. Well, it was very lucky for him — 
 

Kroll. Indeed it was. (Leans over the table, towards ROSMER.) Now I am coming to a matter of which, for the sake of our old — our former — friendship, it is my duty to warn you.
 

Rosmer. My dear fellow, what is that?
 

Kroll. It is this; that certain games are going on behind your back in this house.
 

Rosmer. How can you think that? Is it Rebec — is it Miss West you are alluding to?
 

Kroll. Precisely. And I can quite understand it on her part; she has been accustomed, for such a long time now, to do as she likes here. But nevertheless — 
 

Rosmer. My dear Kroll, you are absolutely mistaken. She and I have no secrets from one another about anything whatever.
 

Kroll. Then has she confessed to you that she has been corresponding with the editor of the “Searchlight”?
 

Rosmer. Oh, you mean the couple of lines she wrote to him on Ulrik Brendel’s behalf?
 

Kroll. You have found that out, then? And do you approve of her being on terms of this sort with that scurrilous hack, who almost every week tries to pillory me for my attitude in my school and out of it?
 

Rosmer. My dear fellow, I don’t suppose that side of the question has ever occurred to her. And in any case, of course she has entire freedom of action, just as I have myself.
 

Kroll. Indeed? Well, I suppose that is quite in accordance with the new turn your views have taken — because I suppose Miss West looks at things from the same standpoint as you?
 

Rosmer. She does. We two have worked our way forward in complete companionship.
 

Kroll (looking at him and shaking his head slowly). Oh, you blind, deluded man!
 

Rosmer. I? What makes you say that?
 

Kroll. Because I dare not — I WILL not — think the worst. No, no, let me finish what I want to say. Am I to believe that you really prize my friendship, Rosmer? And my respect, too? Do you?
 

Rosmer. Surely I need not answer that question.
 

Kroll. Well, but there are other things that require answering — that require full explanation on your part. Will you submit to it if I hold a sort of inquiry — ?
 

Rosmer. An inquiry?
 

Kroll. Yes, if I ask you questions about one or two things that it may be painful for you to recall to mind. For instance, the matter of your apostasy — well, your emancipation, if you choose to call it so — is bound up with so much else for which, for your own sake, you ought to account to me.
 

Rosmer. My dear fellow, ask me about anything you please. I have nothing to conceal.
 

Kroll. Well, then, tell me this — what do you yourself believe was the real reason of Beata’s making away with herself?
 

Rosmer. Can you have any doubt? Or perhaps I should rather say, need one look for reasons for what an unhappy sick woman, who is unaccountable for her actions, may do?
 

Kroll. Are you certain that Beata was so entirely unaccountable for her actions? The doctors, at all events, did not consider that so absolutely certain.
 

Rosmer. If the doctors had ever seen her in the state in which I have so often seen her, both night and day, they would have had no doubt about it.
 

Kroll. I did not doubt it either, at the time.
 

Rosmer. Of course not. It was impossible to doubt it, unfortunately. You remember what I told you of her ungovernable, wild fits of passion — which she expected me to reciprocate. She terrified me! And think how she tortured herself with baseless self-reproaches in the last years of her life!
 

Kroll. Yes, when she knew that she would always be childless.
 

Rosmer. Well, think what it meant — to be perpetually in the clutches of such — agony of mind over a thing that she was not in the slightest degree responsible for — ! Are you going to suggest that she was accountable for her actions?
 

Kroll. Hm! — Do you remember whether at that time you had, in the house any books dealing with the purport of marriage — according to the advanced views of to-day?
 

Rosmer. I remember Miss West’s lending me a work of the kind. She inherited Dr. West’s library, you know. But, my dear Kroll, you surely do not suppose that we were so imprudent as to let the poor sick creature get wind of any such ideas? I can solemnly swear that we were in no way to blame. It was the overwrought nerves of her own brain that were responsible for these frantic aberrations.
 

Kroll. There is one thing, at any rate, that I can tell you now, and that is that your poor tortured and overwrought Beata put an end to her own life in order that yours might be happy — and that you might be free to live as you pleased.
 

Rosmer (starting half up from his chair). What do you mean by that?
 

Kroll. You must listen to me quietly, Rosmer — because now I can speak of it. During the last year of her life she came twice to see me, to tell me what she suffered from her fears and her despair.
 

Rosmer. On that point?
 

Kroll. No. The first time she came she declared that you were on the high road to apostasy — that you were going to desert the faith that your father had taught you.
 

Rosmer (eagerly). What you say is impossible, Kroll! — absolutely impossible! You must be wrong about that.
 

Kroll. Why?
 

Rosmer. Because as long as Beata lived I was still doubting and fighting with myself. And I fought out that fight alone and in the completest secrecy. I do not imagine that even Rebecca — 
 

Kroll. Rebecca?
 

Rosmer. Oh, well — Miss West. I call her Rebecca for the sake of convenience.
 

Kroll. So I have observed.
 

Rosmer. That is why it is so incomprehensible to me that Beata should have had any suspicion of it. Why did she never speak to me about it? — for she never did, by a single word.
 

Kroll. Poor soul — she begged and implored me to speak to you.
 

Rosmer. Then why did you never do so?
 

Kroll. Do you think I had a moment’s doubt, at that time, that her mind was unhinged? Such an accusation as that, against a man like you! Well, she came to see me again, about a month later. She seemed calmer then; but, as she was going away, she said: “They may expect to see the White Horse soon at Rosmersholm.”
 

Rosmer. Yes, I know — the White Horse. She often used to talk about that.
 

Kroll. And then, when I tried to distract her from such unhappy thoughts, she only answered: “I have not much time left; for John must marry Rebecca immediately now.”
 

Rosmer (almost speechless). What are you saying! I marry — !
 

Kroll. That was on a Thursday afternoon. On the Saturday evening she threw herself from the footbridge into the millrace.
 

Rosmer. And you never warned us!
 

Kroll. Well, you know yourself how constantly she used to say that she was sure she would die before long.
 

Rosmer. Yes, I know. But, all the same, you ought to have warned us!
 

Kroll. I did think of doing so. But then it was too late.
 

Rosmer. But since then, why have you not — ? Why have you kept all this to yourself?
 

Kroll. What good would it have done for me to come here and add to your pain and distress? Of course I thought the whole thing was merely wild, empty fancy — until yesterday evening.
 

Rosmer. Then you do not think so any longer?
 

Kroll. Did not Beata see clearly enough, when she saw that you were going to fall away from your childhood’s faith?
 

Rosmer (staring in front of him). Yes, I cannot understand that. It is the most incomprehensible thing in the world to me.
 

Kroll. Incomprehensible or not, the thing is true. And now I ask you, Rosmer, how much truth is there in her other accusation? — the last one, I mean.
 

Rosmer. Accusation? Was that an accusation, then?
 

Kroll. Perhaps you did not notice how it was worded. She said she meant to stand out of the way. Why? Well?
 

Rosmer. In order that I might marry Rebecca, apparently.
 

Kroll. That was not quite how it was worded. Beata expressed herself differently. She said “I have not much time left; for John must marry Rebecca IMMEDIATELY now.”
 

Rosmer (looks at him for a moment; then gets up). Now I understand you, Kroll.
 

Kroll. And if you do? What answer have you to make?
 

Rosmer (in an even voice, controlling himself). To such an unheard-of — ? The only fitting answer would be to point to the door.
 

Kroll (getting up). Very good.
 

Rosmer (standing face to face with him). Listen to me. For considerably more than a year to be precise, since Beata’s death — Rebecca West and I have lived here alone at Rosmersholm. All that time you have known of the charge Beata made against us; but I have never for one moment seen you appear the least scandalised at our living together here.
 

Kroll. I never knew, till yesterday evening, that it was a case of an apostate man and an “emancipated” woman living together.
 

Rosmer. Ah! So then you do not believe in any purity of life among apostates or emancipated folk? You do not believe that they may have the instinct of morality ingrained in their natures?
 

Kroll. I have no particular confidence in the kind of morality that is not rooted in the Church’s faith.
 

Rosmer. And you mean that to apply to Rebecca and myself? — to my relations with Rebecca?
 

Kroll. I cannot make any departure, in favour of you two, from my opinion that there is certainly no very wide gulf between free thinking and — ahem!
 

Rosmer. And what?
 

Kroll. And free love, since you force me to say it.
 

Rosmer (gently). And you are not ashamed to say that to me! — you, who have known me ever since I was a boy.
 

Kroll. It is just for that reason. I know how easily you allow yourself to be influenced by those you associate with. And as for your Rebecca — well, your Miss West, then — to tell the truth, we know very little about her. To cut the matter short, Rosmer — I am not going to give you up. And you, on your part, ought to try and save yourself in time.
 

Rosmer. Save myself? How — ? (MRS. HELSETH looks in through the door on the left.) What do you want?
 

Mrs. Helseth. I wanted to ask Miss West to come down, sir.
 

Rosmer. Miss West is not up here.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Indeed, sir? (Looks round the room.) That is very strange. (Goes out.)
 

Rosmer. You were saying — ?
 

Kroll. Listen to me. As to what may have gone on here in secret while Beata was alive, and as to what may be still going on here, I have no wish to inquire more closely. You were, of course, extremely unhappy in your marriage — and to some extent that may be urged in your excuse — 
 

Rosmer. Oh, how little you really know me!
 

Kroll. Do not interrupt me. What I want to say is this. If you definitely must continue living with Miss West, it is absolutely necessary that you should conceal the revolution of opinion — I mean the distressing apostasy — that she has beguiled you into. Let me speak! Let me speak! I say that, if you are determined to go on with this folly, for heaven’s sake hold any variety of ideas or opinions or beliefs you like — but keep your opinions to yourself. It is a purely personal matter, and there is not the slightest necessity to go proclaiming it all over the countryside.
 

Rosmer. It is a necessity for me to abandon a false and equivocal position.
 

Kroll. But you have a duty towards the traditions of your family, Rosmer! Remember that! From time immemorial Rosmersholm has been a stronghold of discipline and order, of respect and esteem for all that the best people in our community have upheld and sanctioned. The whole neighbourhood has taken its tone from Rosmersholm. If the report gets about that you yourself have broken with what I may call the Rosmer family tradition, it will evoke an irreparable state of unrest.
 

Rosmer. My dear Kroll, I cannot see the matter in that light. It seems to me that it is my imperative duty to bring a little light and happiness into the place where the race of Rosmers has spread darkness and oppression for all these long years.
 

Kroll (looking severely at him). Yes, that would be a worthy action for the man with whom the race will disappear. Let such things alone, my friend. It is no suitable task for you. You were meant to lead the peaceful life of a student.
 

Rosmer. Yes, that may be so. But nevertheless I want to try and play my humble part in the struggles of life.
 

Kroll. The struggles of life! Do you know what that will mean for you? It will mean war to the death with all your friends.
 

Rosmer (quietly). I do not imagine they are all such fanatics as you.
 

Kroll. You are a simple-minded creature, Rosmer — an inexperienced creature. You have no suspicion of the violence of the storm that will burst upon you. (MRS. HELSETH slightly opens the door on the left.)
 

Mrs. Helseth. Miss West wishes me to ask you, sir
 

Rosmer. What is it?
 

Mrs. Helseth. There is some one downstairs that wishes to speak to you for a minute, sir.
 

Rosmer. Is it the gentleman that was here yesterday afternoon, by any chance?
 

Mrs. Helseth. No, it is that Mr. Mortensgaard.
 

Rosmer. Mortensgaard?
 

Kroll. Aha! So matters have got as far as that already, have they!
 

Rosmer. What does he want with me? Why did you not send him away?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Miss West told me to ask you if he might come up.
 

Rosmer. Tell him I am engaged, and — 
 

Kroll (to MRS. HELSETH). No; show him up, please. (MRS. HELSETH goes out. KROLL takes up his hat.) I quit the field — temporarily. But we have not fought the decisive action yet.
 

Rosmer. As truly as I stand here, Kroll, I have absolutely nothing to do with Mortensgaard.
 

Kroll. I do not believe you any longer on any point. Under no circumstances shall I have any faith in you after this. It is war to the knife now. We shall try if we cannot make you powerless to do any harm.
 

Rosmer. Oh, Kroll — how you have sunk! How low you have sunk!
 

Kroll. I? And a man like you has the face to say so? Remember Beata!
 

Rosmer. Are you harking back to that again!
 

Kroll. No. You must solve the riddle of the millrace as your conscience will allow you — if you have any conscience still left. (PETER MORTENSGAARD comes in softly and quietly, by the door on the left. He is a short, slightly built man with sparse reddish hair and beard. KROLL gives him a look of hatred.) The “Searchlight” too, I see. Lighted at Rosmersholm! (Buttons up his coat.) That leaves me no doubt as to the course I should steer.
 

Mortensgaard (quietly). The “Searchlight” will always be ready burning to light Mr. Kroll home.
 

Kroll. Yes, you have shown me your goodwill for a long time. To be sure there is a Commandment that forbids us to bear false witness against our neighbour — 
 

Mortensgaard. Mr. Kroll has no need to instruct me in the Commandments.
 

Kroll. Not even in the sixth?
 

Rosmer. Kroll — !
 

Mortensgaard. If I needed such instruction, Mr. Rosmer is the most suitable person to give it me.
 

Kroll (with scarcely concealed scorn). Mr. Rosmer? Oh yes, the Reverend Mr. Rosmer is undoubtedly the most suitable man for that! I hope you will enjoy yourselves, gentlemen. (Goes out and slams the door after him.)
 

Rosmer (stands looking at the door, and says to himself). Yes, yes — it had to be so. (Turns round.) Will you tell me, Mr. Mortensgaard, what has brought you out here to see me?
 

Mortensgaard. It was really Miss West I wanted to see. I thought I ought to thank her for the kind letter I received from her yesterday.
 

Rosmer. I know she has written to you. Have you had a talk with her?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes, a little. (Smiles slightly.) I hear that there has been a change of views in certain respects at Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. My views have changed to a very considerable extent; I might almost say entirely.
 

Mortensgaard. That is what Miss West said. And that was why she thought I ought to come up and have a little chat with you about this.
 

Rosmer. About what, Mr. Mortensgaard?
 

Mortensgaard. May I have your permission to announce in the “Searchlight” that you have altered your opinions, and are going to devote yourself to the cause of free thought and progress?
 

Rosmer. By all means. I will go so far as to ask you to make the announcement.
 

Mortensgaard. Then it shall appear to-morrow. It will be a great and weighty piece of news that the Reverend Mr. Rosmer of Rosmersholm has made up his mind to join the forces of light in that direction too.
 

Rosmer. I do not quite understand you.
 

Mortensgaard. What I mean is that it implies the gain of strong moral support for our party every time we win over an earnest, Christian-minded adherent.
 

Rosmer (with some astonishment). Then you don’t know — ? Did Miss West not tell you that as well?
 

Mortensgaard. What, Mr. Rosmer? Miss West was in a considerable hurry. She told me to come up, and that I would hear the rest of it from yourself.
 

Rosmer. Very well, then; let me tell you that I have cut myself free entirely — on every side. I have now, no connection of any kind with the tenets of the Church. For the future such matters have not the smallest signification for me.
 

Mortensgaard (looking at him in perplexity). Well, if the moon had fallen down from the sky, I could not be more — ! To think that I should ever hear you yourself renounce — !
 

Rosmer. Yes, I stand now where you have stood for a long time. You can announce that in the “Searchlight” to-morrow too.
 

Mortensgaard. That, too? No, my dear Mr. Rosmer — you must excuse me — but it is not worth touching on that side of the matter.
 

Rosmer. Not touch on it?
 

Mortensgaard. Not at first, I think.
 

Rosmer. But I do not understand — 
 

Mortensgaard. Well, it is like this, Mr. Rosmer. You are not as familiar with all the circumstances of the case as I am, I expect. But if you, too, have joined the forces of freedom — and if you, as Miss West says you do, mean to take part in the movement — I conclude you do so with the desire to be as useful to the movement as you possibly can, in practice as well as, in theory.
 

Rosmer. Yes, that is my most sincere wish.
 

Mortensgaard. Very well. But I must impress on you, Mr. Rosmer, that if you come forward openly with this news about your defection from the Church, you will tie your own hands immediately.
 

Rosmer. Do you think so?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes, you may be certain that there is not much that you would be able to do hereabouts. And besides, Mr. Rosmer, we have quite enough freethinkers already — indeed, I was going to say we have too many of those gentry. What the party needs is a Christian element — something that every one must respect. That is what we want badly. And for that reason it is most advisable that you should hold your tongue about any matters that do not concern the public. That is my opinion.
 

Rosmer. I see. Then you would not risk having anything to do with me if I were to confess my apostasy openly?
 

Mortensgaard (shaking his head). I should not like to, Mr. Rosmer. Lately I have made it a rule never to support anybody or anything that is opposed to the interests of the Church.
 

Rosmer. Have you, then, entered the fold of the Church again lately?
 

Mortensgaard. That is another matter altogether.
 

Rosmer. Oh, that is how it is. Yes, I understand you now.
 

Mortensgaard. Mr. Rosmer — you ought to remember that I, of all people, have not absolute freedom of action.
 

Rosmer. What hampers you?
 

Mortensgaard. What hampers me is that I am a marked man.
 

Rosmer. Ah — of course.
 

Mortensgaard. A marked man, Mr. Rosmer. And you, of all people, ought to remember that — because you were responsible, more than any one else, for my being branded.
 

Rosmer. If I had stood then where I stand now, I should have handled the affair more judiciously.
 

Mortensgaard. I think so too. But it is too late now; you have branded me, once for all — branded me for life. I do not suppose you can fully realise what such a thing means. But it is possible that you may soon feel the smart of it yourself now, Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. I?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes. You surely do not suppose that Mr. Kroll and his gang will be inclined to forgive a rupture such as yours? And the “County News” is going to be pretty bloodthirsty, I hear. It may very well come to pass that you will be a marked man, too.
 

Rosmer. On personal grounds, Mr. Mortensgaard, I feel myself to be invulnerable. My conduct does not offer any point of attack.
 

Mortensgaard (with a quiet smile). That is saying a good deal, Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. Perhaps it is. But I have the right to say as much.
 

Mortensgaard. Even if you were inclined to overhaul your conduct as thoroughly as you once overhauled mine?
 

Rosmer. You say that very strangely. What are you driving at? — is it anything definite?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes, there is one definite thing — no more than a single one. But it might be quite awkward enough if malicious opponents got a hint of it.
 

Rosmer. Will you have the kindness to tell me what on earth it is?
 

Mortensgaard. Can you not guess, Mr. Rosmer?
 

Rosmer. No, not for a moment.
 

Mortensgaard. All right. I must come out with it, then. I have in my possession a remarkable letter, that was written here at Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. Miss West’s letter, you mean? Is it so remarkable?
 

Mortensgaard. No, that letter is not remarkable. But I received a letter from this house on another occasion.
 

Rosmer. From Miss West?
 

Mortensgaard. No, Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. Well, from whom, then? From whom?
 

Mortensgaard. From your late wife.
 

Rosmer. From my wife? You had a letter from my wife?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes, I did.
 

Rosmer. When?
 

Mortensgaard. It was during the poor lady’s last days. It must be about a year and a half ago now. And that is the letter that is so remarkable.
 

Rosmer. Surely you know that my wife’s mind was affected at that time?
 

Mortensgaard. I know there were a great many people who thought so. But, in my opinion, no one would have imagined anything of the kind from the letter. When I say the letter is a remarkable one, I mean remarkable in quite another way.
 

Rosmer. And what in the world did my poor wife find to write to you about?
 

Mortensgaard. I have the letter at home. It begins more or less to the effect that she is living in perpetual terror and dread, because of the fact that there are so many evilly disposed people about her whose only desire is to do you harm and mischief.
 

Rosmer. Me?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes, so she says. And then follows the most remarkable part of it all. Shall I tell you, Mr. Rosmer?
 

Rosmer. Of course! Tell me everything, without any reserve.
 

Mortensgaard. The poor lady begs and entreats me to be magnanimous. She says that she knows it was you, who got me dismissed from my post as schoolmaster, and implores me most earnestly not to revenge myself upon you.
 

Rosmer. What way did she think you could revenge yourself, then?
 

Mortensgaard. The letter goes on to say that if I should hear that anything sinful was going on at Rosmersholm, I was not to believe a word of it; that it would be only the work of wicked folk who were spreading the rumours on purpose to do you harm.
 

Rosmer. Does the letter say that?
 

Mortensgaard. You may read it at your convenience, Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. But I cannot understand — ? What did she imagine there could be any wicked rumours about?
 

Mortensgaard. In the first place, that you had broken away from the faith of your childhood. Mrs. Rosmer denied that absolutely — at that time. And, in the next place — ahem!
 

Rosmer. In the next place?
 

Mortensgaard. Well, in the next place she writes — though rather confusedly — that she has no knowledge of any sinful relations existing at Rosmersholm; that she has never been wronged in any way; and that if any rumours of that sort should get about, she entreats me not to allude to them in the “Searchlight”.
 

Rosmer. Does she mention any names?
 

Mortensgaard. No.
 

Rosmer. Who brought you the letter?
 

Mortensgaard. I promised not to tell that. It was brought to me one evening after dark.
 

Rosmer. If you had made inquiries at the time, you would have learnt that my poor unhappy wife was not fully accountable for her actions.
 

Mortensgaard. I did make inquiries, Mr. Rosmer; but I must say I did not get exactly that impression.
 

Rosmer. Not? — But why have you chosen this moment to enlighten me as to the existence of this old crazy letter?
 

Mortensgaard. With the object of advising you to be extremely cautious, Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. As to my way of life, do you mean?
 

Mortensgaard. Yes. You must remember that for the future you will not be unassailable.
 

Rosmer. So you persist in thinking that I have something to conceal here?
 

Mortensgaard. I do not see any reason why a man of emancipated ideas should refrain from living his life as fully as possible. Only, as I have already said, you should be cautious in future. If rumours should get about of anything that offends people’s prejudices, you may be quite certain that the whole cause of freedom of thought will suffer for it. Good-bye, Mr. Rosmer.
 

Rosmer. Good-bye.
 

Mortensgaard. I shall go straight to the printing-office now and have the great piece of news inserted in the “Searchlight”.
 

Rosmer. Put it all in.
 

Mortensgaard. I will put in as much as there is any need for the public to know. (Bows, and goes out. ROSMER stands at the door, while MORTENSGAARD goes downstairs. The front door is heard shutting.)
 

Rosmer (still standing in the doorway, calls softly). Rebecca! Reb — ahem! (Calls loudly.) Mrs. Helseth — is Miss West downstairs?
 

Mrs. Helseth (from below). No, sir, she is not here.
 

(The curtain at the end of the room is drawn back, disclosing REBECCA standing in the doorway.)
 

Rebecca. John!
 

Rosmer (turning round). What! Were you in there, in my bedroom! My dear, what were you doing there?
 

Rebecca (going up to him). I have been listening.
 

Rosmer. Rebecca! Could you do a thing like that?
 

Rebecca. Indeed I could. It was so horrid the way he said that — about my morning wrapper.
 

Rosmer. Ah, so you were in there too when Kroll — ?
 

Rebecca. Yes. I wanted to know what was at the bottom of his mind.
 

Rosmer. You know I would have told you.
 

Rebecca. I scarcely think you would have told me everything — certainly not in his own words.
 

Rosmer. Did you hear everything, then?
 

Rebecca. Most of it, I think. I had to go down for a moment when Mortensgaard came.
 

Rosmer. And then came up again?
 

Rebecca. Do not take it ill of me, dear friend.
 

Rosmer. Do anything that you think right and proper. You have full freedom of action. — But what do you say to it all, Rebecca? Ah, I do not think I have ever stood so much in need of you as I do to-day.
 

Rebecca. Surely both you and I have been prepared for what would happen some day.
 

Rosmer. No, no — not for this.
 

Rebecca. Not for this?
 

Rosmer. It is true that I used to think that sooner or later our beautiful pure friendship would come to be attacked by calumny and suspicion — not on Kroll’s part, for I never would have believed such a thing of him — but on the part of the coarse-minded and ignoble-eyed crowd. Yes, indeed; I had good reason enough for so jealously drawing a veil of concealment over our compact. It was a dangerous secret.
 

Rebecca. Why should we pay any heed to what all these other people think? You and I know that we have nothing to reproach ourselves with.
 

Rosmer. I? Nothing to reproach myself with? It is true enough that I thought so until to-day. But now, now, Rebecca — 
 

Rebecca. Yes? Now?
 

Rosmer. How am I to account to myself for Beata’s horrible accusation?
 

Rebecca (impetuously). Oh, don’t talk about Beata! Don’t think about Beata any more! She is dead, and you seemed at last to have been able to get away from the thought of her.
 

Rosmer. Since I have learnt of this, it seems just as if she had come to life again in some uncanny fashion.
 

Rebecca. Oh no — you must not say that, John! You must not!
 

Rosmer. I tell you it is so. We must try and get to the bottom of it. How can she have strayed into such a woeful misunderstanding of me?
 

Rebecca. Surely you too are not beginning to doubt that she was very nearly insane?
 

Rosmer. Well, I cannot deny it is just of that fact that I feel I cannot be so altogether certain any longer. And besides if it were so — 
 

Rebecca. If it were so? What then?
 

Rosmer. What I mean is — where are we to look for the actual cause of her sick woman’s fancies turning into insanity?
 

Rebecca. What good can it possibly do for you to indulge in such speculations!
 

Rosmer. I cannot do otherwise, Rebecca. I cannot let this doubt go on gnawing at my heart, however unwilling I may be to face it.
 

Rebecca. But it may become a real danger to you to be perpetually dwelling on this one lugubrious topic.
 

Rosmer (walking about restlessly and absorbed in the idea). I must have betrayed myself in some way or other. She must have noticed how happy I began to feel from the day you came to us.
 

Rebecca. Yes; but dear, even if that were so — 
 

Rosmer. You may be sure she did not fail to notice that we read the same books; that we sought one another’s company, and discussed every new topic together. But I cannot understand it — because I was always so careful to spare her. When I look back, it seems to me that I did everything I could to keep her apart from our lives. Or did I not, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca. Yes, yes — undoubtedly you did.
 

Rosmer. And so did you, too. And notwithstanding that — ! Oh, it is horrible to think of! To think that here she was — with her affection all distorted by illness — never saying a word — watching us — noticing everything and — and — misconstruing everything.
 

Rebecca (wringing her hands). Oh, I never ought to have come to Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. Just think what she must have suffered in silence! Think of all the horrible things her poor diseased brain must have led her to believe about us and store up in her mind about us! Did she never speak to you of anything that could give you any kind of clue?
 

Rebecca (as if startled). To me! Do you suppose I should have remained here a day longer, if she had?
 

Rosmer. No, no — that is obvious. What a fight she must have fought — and fought alone, Rebecca! In despair, and all alone. And then, in the end, the poignant misery of her victory — which was also her accusation of us — in the mill-race! (Throws himself into a chair, rests his elbows on the table, and hides his face in his hands.)
 

Rebecca (coming quietly up behind him). Listen to me, John. If it were in your power to call Beata back — to you — to Rosmersholm — would you do it?
 

Rosmer. How can I tell what I would do or what I would not do! I have no thoughts for anything but the one thing which is irrevocable.
 

Rebecca. You ought to be beginning to live now, John. You were beginning. You had freed yourself completely on all sides. You were feeling so happy and so light-hearted
 

Rosmer. I know — that is true enough. And then comes this overwhelming blow.
 

Rebecca (standing behind him, with her arms on the back of his chair). How beautiful it was when we used to sit there downstairs in the dusk — and helped each other to plan our lives out afresh. You wanted to catch hold of actual life — the actual life of the day, as you used to say. You wanted to pass from house to house like a guest who brought emancipation with him — to win over men’s thoughts and wills to your own — to fashion noble men all around you, in a wider and wider circle — noble men!
 

Rosmer. Noble men and happy men.
 

Rebecca. Yes, happy men.
 

Rosmer. Because it is happiness that gives the soul nobility, Rebecca.
 

Rebecca. Do you not think suffering too? The deepest suffering?
 

Rosmer. Yes, if one can win through it — conquer it — conquer it completely.
 

Rebecca. That is what you must do.
 

Rosmer (shaking his head sadly). I shall never conquer this completely. There will always be a doubt confronting me — a question. I shall never again be able to lose myself in the enjoyment of what makes life so wonderfully beautiful.
 

Rebecca (speaking over the back of his chair, softly). What do you mean, John?
 

Rosmer (looking up at her). Calm and happy innocence.
 

Rebecca (taking a step backwards). Of course. Innocence. (A short silence.)
 

Rosmer (resting his head on his hands with his elbows on the table, and looking straight in front of him). How ingeniously — how systematically — she must have put one thing together with another! First of all she begins to have a suspicion as to my orthodoxy. How on earth did she get that idea in her mind? Any way, she did; and the idea grew into a certainty. And then — then, of course, it was easy for her to think everything else possible. (Sits up in his chair and, runs his hands through his hair.) The wild fancies I am haunted with! I shall never get quit of them. I am certain of that — certain. They will always be starting up before me to remind me of the dead.
 

Rebecca. Like the White Horse of Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. Yes, like that. Rushing at me out of the dark — out of the silence.
 

Rebecca. And, because of this morbid fancy of yours, you are going to give up the hold you had just gained upon real life?
 

Rosmer. You are right, it seems hard — hard, Rebecca. But I have no power of choice in the matter. How do you think I could ever get the mastery over it?
 

Rebecca (standing behind his chair). By making new ties for yourself.
 

Rosmer (starts, and looks up). New ties?
 

Rebecca. Yes, new ties with the outside world. Live, work, do something! Do not sit here musing and brooding over insoluble conundrums.
 

Rosmer (getting up). New ties! (Walks across the room, turns at the door and comes back again.) A question occurs to my mind. Has it not occurred to you too, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca (catching her breath). Let me hear what it is.
 

Rosmer. What do you suppose will become of the tie between us, after to-day?
 

Rebecca. I think surely our friendship can endure, come what may.
 

Rosmer. Yes, but that is not exactly what I meant. I was thinking of what brought us together from the first, what links us so closely to one another — our common belief in the possibility of a man and a woman living together in chastity.
 

Rebecca. Yes, yes — what of it?
 

Rosmer. What I mean is — does not such a tie as that — such a tie as ours — seem to belong properly to a life lived in quiet, happy peacefulness?
 

Rebecca. Well?
 

Rosmer. But now I see stretching before me a life of strife and unrest and violent emotions. For I mean to live my life, Rebecca! I am not going to let myself be beaten to the ground by the dread of what may happen. I am not going to have my course of life prescribed for me, either by any living soul or by another.
 

Rebecca. No, no — do not! Be a free man in everything, John!
 

Rosmer. Do you understand what is in my Mind, then? Do you not know? Do you not see how I could best win my freedom from all these harrowing memories from the whole sad past?
 

Rebecca. Tell me!
 

Rosmer. By setting up, in opposition to them, a new and living reality.
 

Rebecca (feeling for the back of the chair). A living — ? What do you mean?
 

Rosmer (coming closer to her). Rebecca — suppose I asked you now — will you be my second wife?
 

Rebecca (is speechless for a moment, then gives a cry of joy). Your wife! Yours — ! I!
 

Rosmer. Yes — let us try what that will do. We two shall be one. There must no longer be any empty place left by the dead in this house.
 

Rebecca. I — in Beata’s place — ?
 

Rosmer. And then that chapter of my life will be closed — completely closed, never to be reopened.
 

Rebecca (in a low, trembling voice). Do you think so, John?
 

Rosmer. It must be so! It must! I cannot — I will not — go through life with a dead body on my back. Help me to throw it off, Rebecca; and then let us stifle all memories in our sense of freedom, in joy, in passion. You shall be to me the only wife I have ever had.
 

Rebecca (controlling herself). Never speak of this, again. I will never be your wife.
 

Rosmer. What! Never? Do you think, then, that you could not learn to love me? Is not our friendship already tinged with love?
 

Rebecca (stopping her ears, as if in fear). Don’t speak like that, John! Don’t say such things!
 

Rosmer (catching her by the arm). It is true! There is a growing possibility in the tie that is between us. I can see that you feel that, as well as I — do you not, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca (controlling herself completely). Listen. Let me tell you this — if you persist in this, I shall leave Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. Leave Rosmersholm! You! You cannot do that. It is impossible.
 

Rebecca. It is still more impossible for me to become your wife. Never, as long as I live, can I be that.
 

Rosmer (looks at her in surprise). You say “can” — and you say it so strangely. Why can you not?
 

Rebecca (taking both his hands in hers). Dear friend — for your own sake, as well as for mine, do not ask me why. (Lets go of his hands.) So, John. (Goes towards the door on the left.)
 

Rosmer. For the future the world will hold only one question for me — why?
 

Rebecca (turns and looks at him). In that case everything is at an end.
 

Rosmer. Between you and me?
 

Rebecca. Yes.
 

Rosmer. Things can never be at an end between us two. You shall never leave Rosmersholm.
 

Rebecca (with her hand on the door-handle). No, I dare say I shall not. But, all the same, if you question me again, it will mean the end of everything.
 

Rosmer. The end of everything, all the same? How — ?
 

Rebecca. Because then I shall go the way Beata went. Now you know, John.
 

Rosmer. Rebecca — !
 

Rebecca (stops at the door and nods: slowly). Now you know. (Goes out.)
 

Rosmer (stares in bewilderment at the shut door, and says to himself): What can it mean?
 






  








ACT III
 

(SCENE. The sitting-room at Rosmersholm. The window and the hall-door are open. The morning sun is seen shining outside. REBECCA, dressed as in ACT I., is standing by the window, watering and arranging the flowers. Her work is lying on the armchair. MRS. HELSETH is going round the room with a feather brush, dusting the furniture.)
 

Rebecca (after a short pause). I wonder why Mr. Rosmer is so late in coming down to-day?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Oh, he is often as late as this, miss. He is sure to be down directly.
 

Rebecca. Have you seen anything of him?
 

Mrs. Helseth. No, miss, except that as I took his coffee into his study he went into his bedroom to finish dressing.
 

Rebecca. The reason I ask is that he was not very well yesterday.
 

Mrs. Helseth. No, he did not look well. It made me wonder whether something had gone amiss between him and his brother-in-law.
 

Rebecca. What do you suppose could go amiss between them?
 

Mrs. Helseth. I can’t say, miss. Perhaps it was that fellow Mortensgaard set them at loggerheads.
 

Rebecca. It is quite possible. Do you know anything of this Peter Mortensgaard?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Not I! How could you think so, miss — a man like that!
 

Rebecca. Because of that horrid paper he edits, you mean?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Not only because of that, miss. I suppose you have heard that a certain married woman, whose husband had deserted her, had a child by him?
 

Rebecca. I have heard it; but of course that was long before I came here.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Bless me, yes — he was quite a young man then. But she might have had more sense than he had. He wanted to marry her, too, but that could not be done; and so he had to pay heavily for it. But since then — my word! — Mortensgaard has risen in the world. There are lots of people who run after him now.
 

Rebecca. I believe most of the poor people turn to him first when they are in any trouble.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Oh, not only the poor people, miss — 
 

Rebecca (glancing at her unobserved). Indeed?
 

Mrs. Helseth (standing at the sofa, dusting vigorously). People you would least expect, sometimes, miss.
 

Rebecca (arranging the flowers). Yes, but that is only an idea of yours, Mrs. Helseth. You cannot know that for certain.
 

Mrs. Helseth. You think I don’t know anything about that for certain, do you, miss? Indeed I do. Because — if I must let out the secret at last — I carried a letter to Mortensgaard myself once.
 

Rebecca (turns round). No — did you!
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, that I did. And that letter, let me tell you, was written here — at Rosmersholm.
 

Rebecca. Really, Mrs. Helseth?
 

Mrs. Helseth. I give you my word it was, miss. And it was written on good note-paper — and sealed with beautiful red sealing-wax.
 

Rebecca. And you were entrusted with the delivery of it? Dear Mrs. Helseth, it is not very difficult to guess whom it was from.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Who, then?
 

Rebecca. Naturally, it was something that poor Mrs. Rosmer in her invalid state — 
 

Mrs. Helseth. Well, you have mentioned her name, miss — not I.
 

Rebecca. But what was in the letter? — No, of course, you cannot know that.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Hm! — it is just possible I may know, all the same.
 

Rebecca. Did she tell you what she was writing about, then?
 

Mrs. Helseth. No, she did not do that. But when Mortensgaard had read it, he set to work and cross-questioned me, so that I got a very good idea of what was in it.
 

Rebecca. What do you think was in it, then? Oh, dear, good Mrs. Helseth, do tell me!
 

Mrs. Helseth. Certainly not, miss. Not for worlds.
 

Rebecca. Oh, you can tell me. You and I are such friends, you know.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Heaven forbid I should tell you anything about that, miss. I shall not tell you anything, except that it was some dreadful idea that they had gone and put into my poor sick mistress’s head.
 

Rebecca. Who had put it into her head?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Wicked people, miss. Wicked people.
 

Rebecca. Wicked — ?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, I say it again — very wicked people, they must have been.
 

Rebecca. And what do you think it could be?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Oh, I know what I think — but, please Heaven, I’ll keep my mouth shut. At the same time, there is a certain lady in the town — hm!
 

Rebecca. I can see you mean Mrs. Kroll.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, she is a queer one, she is. She has always been very much on the high horse with me. And she has never looked with any friendly eye on you, either, miss.
 

Rebecca. Do you think Mrs. Rosmer was quite in her right mind when she wrote that letter to Mortensgaard?
 

Mrs. Helseth. It is so difficult to tell, miss. I certainly don’t think she was quite out of her mind.
 

Rebecca. But you know she seemed to go quite distracted when she learnt that she would never be able to have a child. That was when her madness first showed itself.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, that had a terrible effect on her, poor lady.
 

Rebecca (taking up her work, and sitting down on a chair by the window). But, in other respects, do you not think that was really a good thing for Mr. Rosmer, Mrs. Helseth?
 

Mrs. Helseth. What, miss?
 

Rebecca. That there were no children?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Hm! — I really do not know what to say to that.
 

Rebecca. Believe me, it was best for him. Mr. Rosmer was never meant to be surrounded by crying children.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Little children do not cry at Rosmersholm, Miss West.
 

Rebecca (looking at her). Not cry?
 

Mrs. Helseth. No. In this house, little children have never been known to cry, as long as any one can remember.
 

Rebecca. That is very strange.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, isn’t it, miss? But it runs in the family. And there is another thing that is just as strange; when they grow up they never laugh — never laugh, all their lives.
 

Rebecca. But that would be extraordinary
 

Mrs. Helseth. Have you ever once heard or seen Mr. Rosmer laugh, miss?
 

Rebecca. No — now that I think of it, I almost believe you are right. But I fancy most of the folk hereabouts laugh very little.
 

Mrs. Helseth. That is quite true. People say it began at Rosmersholm, and I expect it spread like a sort of infection.
 

Rebecca. You are a sagacious woman, Mrs. Helseth!
 

Mrs. Helseth. Oh, you mustn’t sit there and make game of me, miss. (Listens.) Hush, hush — Mr. Rosmer is coming down. He doesn’t like to see brooms about. (Goes out by the door on the right. ROSMER, with his stick and hat in his hand, comes in from the lobby.)
 

Rosmer. Good-morning, Rebecca.
 

Rebecca. Good-morning, dear. (She goes on working for a little while in silence.) Are you going out?
 

Rosmer. Yes.
 

Rebecca. It is such a lovely day.
 

Rosmer. You did not come up to see me this morning.
 

Rebecca. No — I didn’t. Not to-day.
 

Rosmer. Don’t you mean to do so in future, either? Rebecca. I cannot say yet, dear.
 

Rosmer. Has anything come for me?
 

Rebecca. The “County News” has come.
 

Rosmer. The “County News”!
 

Rebecca. There it is, on the table.
 

Rosmer (putting down his hat and stick). Is there anything — ?
 

Rebecca. Yes.
 

Rosmer. And you did not send it up to me
 

Rebecca. You will read it quite soon enough.
 

Rosmer. Well, let us see. (Takes up the paper and stands by the table reading it.) What!—”cannot pronounce too emphatic a warning against unprincipled deserters.” (Looks at her.) They call me a deserter, Rebecca.
 

Rebecca. They mention no names at all.
 

Rosmer. It comes to the same thing. (Goes on reading.) “Secret traitors to the good cause.”—”Judas-like creatures, who shamelessly confess their apostasy as soon as they think the most opportune and most profitable moment has arrived.”—”A reckless outrage on the fair fame of honoured ancestors”—”in the expectation that those who are enjoying a brief spell of authority will not disappoint them of a suitable reward.” (Lays the paper down on the table.) And they write that of me — these men who have known me so long and so intimately — write a thing that they do not even believe themselves! They know there is not a single word of truth in it — and yet they write it.
 

Rebecca. There is more of it yet.
 

Rosmer (taking up the paper again). “Make some allowance for inexperience and want of judgment”—”a pernicious influence which, very possibly, has extended even to matters which for the present we will refrain from publicly discussing or condemning.” (Looks at her.) What does that mean?
 

Rebecca. That is a hit at me, obviously.
 

Rosmer (laying down the paper). Rebecca, this is the conduct of dishonourable men.
 

Rebecca. Yes, it seems to me they have no right to talk about Mortensgaard.
 

Rosmer (walking up and down the room). They must be saved from this sort of thing. All the good that is in men is destroyed, if it is allowed to go on. But it shall not be so! How happy — how happy I should feel if I could succeed in bringing a little light into all this murky ugliness.
 

Rebecca (getting up). I am sure of it. There is something great, something splendid, for you to live for!
 

Rosmer. Just think of it — if I could wake them to a real knowledge of themselves — bring them to be angry with and ashamed of themselves — induce them to be at one with each other in toleration, in love, Rebecca!
 

Rebecca. Yes! Give yourself up entirely to that task, and you will see that you will succeed.
 

Rosmer. I think it might be done. What happiness it would be to live one’s life, then! No more hateful strife — only emulation; every eye fixed on the same goal; every man’s will, every man’s thoughts moving forward-upward — each in its own inevitable path Happiness for all — and through the efforts of all! (Looks out of the window as he speaks, then gives a start and says gloomily:) Ah! not through me.
 

Rebecca. Not — not through you?
 

Rosmer. Nor for me, either.
 

Rebecca. Oh, John, have no such doubts.
 

Rosmer. Happiness, dear Rebecca, means first and foremost the calm, joyous sense of innocence.
 

Rebecca (staring in front of her). Ah, innocence — 
 

Rosmer. You need fear nothing on that score. But I — 
 

Rebecca. You least of all men!
 

Rosmer (pointing out of the window). The mill-race.
 

Rebecca. Oh, John! — (MRS. HELSETH looks in in through the door on the left.)
 

Mrs. Helseth. Miss West!
 

Rebecca. Presently, presently. Not now.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Just a word, miss! (REBECCA goes to the door. MRS. HELSETH tells her something, and they whisper together for a moment; then MRS. HELSETH nods and goes away.)
 

Rosmer (uneasily). Was it anything for me?
 

Rebecca. No, only something about the housekeeping. You ought to go out into the open air now, John dear. You should go for a good long walk.
 

Rosmer (taking up his hat). Yes, come along; we will go together.
 

Rebecca. No, dear, I can’t just now. You must go by yourself. But shake off all these gloomy thoughts — promise me that!
 

Rosmer. I shall never be able to shake them quite off, I am afraid.
 

Rebecca. Oh, but how can you let such groundless fancies take such a hold on you!
 

Rosmer. Unfortunately they are not so groundless as you think, dear. I have lain, thinking them over, all night. Perhaps Beata saw things truly after all.
 

Rebecca. In what way do you mean?
 

Rosmer. Saw things truly when she believed I loved you, Rebecca.
 

Rebecca. Truly in THAT respect?
 

Rosmer (laying his hat down on the table). This is the question I have been wrestling with — whether we two have deluded ourselves the whole time, when we have been calling the tie between us merely friendship.
 

Rebecca. Do you mean, then, that the right name for it would have been — ?
 

Rosmer. Love. Yes, dear, that is what I mean. Even while Beata was alive, it was you that I gave all my thoughts to. It was you alone I yearned for. It was with you that I experienced peaceful, joyful, passionless happiness. When we consider it rightly, Rebecca, our life together began like the sweet, mysterious love of two children for one another — free from desire or any thought of anything more. Did you not feel it in that way too? Tell me.
 

Rebecca (struggling with herself). Oh, I do not know what to answer.
 

Rosmer. And it was this life of intimacy, with one another and for one another, that we took to be friendship. No, dear — the tie between us has been a spiritual marriage — perhaps from the very first day. That is why I am guilty. I had no right to it — no right to it for Beata’s sake.
 

Rebecca. No right to a happy life? Do you believe that, John?
 

Rosmer. She looked at the relations between us through the eyes of HER love — judged them after the nature of HER love. And it was only natural. She could not have judged them otherwise than she did.
 

Rebecca. But how can you so accuse yourself for Beata’s delusions?
 

Rosmer. It was for love of me — in her own way that — she threw herself into the mill-race. That fact is certain, Rebecca. I can never get beyond that.
 

Rebecca. Oh, do not think of anything else but the great, splendid task that you are going to devote your life to!
 

Rosmer (shaking his head). It can never be carried through. Not by me. Not after what I know now.
 

Rebecca. Why not by you?
 

Rosmer. Because no cause can ever triumph which has its beginnings in guilt.
 

Rebecca (impetuously). Oh, these are nothing but prejudices you have inherited — these doubts, these fears, these scruples! You have a legend here that your dead return to haunt you in the form of white horses. This seems to me to be something of that sort.
 

Rosmer. Be that as it may, what difference does it make if I cannot shake it off? Believe me, Rebecca, it is as I say — any cause which is to win a lasting victory must be championed by a man who is joyous and innocent.
 

Rebecca. But is joy so absolutely indispensable to you, John?
 

Rosmer. Joy? Yes, indeed it is.
 

Rebecca. To you, who never laugh?
 

Rosmer. Yes, in spite of that. Believe me, I have a great capacity for joy.
 

Rebecca. Now you really must go out, dear — for a long walk — a really long one, do you hear? There is your hat, and there is your stick.
 

Rosmer (taking them from her). Thank you. And you won’t come too?
 

Rebecca. No, no, I can’t come now.
 

Rosmer. Very well. You are none the less always with me now. (Goes out by the entrance hall. After a moment REBECCA peeps out from behind the door which he has left open. Then she goes to the door on the right, which she opens.)
 

Rebecca (in a whisper). Now, Mrs. Helseth. You can let him come in now. (Crosses to the window. A moment later, KROLL comes in from the right. He bows to her silently and formally and keeps his hat in his hand.)
 

Kroll. Has he gone, then?
 

Rebecca. Yes.
 

Kroll. Does he generally stay out long?
 

Rebecca. Yes. But to-day he is in a very uncertain mood — so, if you do not want to meet him — 
 

Kroll. Certainly not. It is you I wish to speak to — and quite alone.
 

Rebecca. Then we had better make the best of our time. Please sit down. (She sits down in an easy-chair by the window. KROLL takes a chair beside her.)
 

Kroll. Miss West, you can scarcely have any idea how deeply pained and unhappy I am over this revolution that has taken place in John Rosmer’s ideas.
 

Rebecca. We were prepared for that being so — at first.
 

Kroll. Only at first?
 

Rosmer. Mr. Rosmer hoped confidently that sooner or later you would take your place beside him.
 

Kroll. I?
 

Rebecca. You and all his other friends.
 

Kroll. That should convince you how feeble his judgment is on any matter concerning his fellow-creatures and the affairs of real life.
 

Rebecca. In any case, now that he feels the absolute necessity of cutting himself free on all sides — 
 

Kroll. Yes; but, let me tell you, that is exactly what I do not believe.
 

Rebecca. What do you believe, then?
 

Kroll. I believe it is you that are at the bottom of the whole thing.
 

Rebecca. Your wife put that into your head, Mr. Kroll.
 

Kroll. It does not matter who put it into my head. The point is this, that I feel grave doubts — exceedingly grave doubts — when I recall and think over the whole of your behaviour since you came here.
 

Rebecca (looking at him). I have a notion that there was a time when you had an exceedingly strong BELIEF in me, dear Mr. Kroll — I might almost say, a warm belief.
 

Kroll (in a subdued voice). I believe you could bewitch any one — if you set yourself to do it.
 

Rebecca. And you say I set myself to do it!
 

Kroll. Yes, you did. I am no longer such a simpleton as to suppose that sentiment entered into your little game at all. You simply wanted to secure yourself admission to Rosmersholm — to establish yourself here. That was what I was to help you to. I see it now.
 

Rebecca. Then you have completely forgotten that it was Beata that begged and entreated me to come and live here.
 

Kroll. Yes, because you had bewitched her too. Are you going to pretend that friendship is the name for what she came to feel towards you? It was idolatry — adoration. It degenerated into a — what shall I call, it? — a sort of desperate passion. Yes, that is just the word for it.
 

Rebecca. Have the goodness to remember the condition your sister was in. As far as I am concerned I do not think I can be said to be particularly emotional in any way.
 

Kroll. No, you certainly are not. But that makes you all the more dangerous to those whom you wish to get into your power. It comes easy to you to act with deliberation and careful calculation, just because you have a cold heart.
 

Rebecca. Cold? Are you so sure of that?
 

Kroll. I am certain of it now. Otherwise you could not have pursued your object here so unswervingly, year after year. Yes, yes — you have gained what you wanted. You have got him and everything else here into your power. But, to carry out your schemes, you have not scrupled to make him unhappy.
 

Rebecca. That is not true. It is not I; it is you yourself that have made him unhappy.
 

Kroll. I!
 

Rebecca. Yes, by leading him to imagine that he was responsible for the terrible end that overtook Beata.
 

Kroll. Did that affect him so deeply, then?
 

Rebecca. Of course. A man of such gentle disposition as he — 
 

Kroll. I imagined that one of your so-called “emancipated” men would know how to overcome any scruples. But there it is! Oh, yes — as a matter of fact it turned out just as I expected. The descendant of the men who are looking at us from these walls need not think he can break loose from what has been handed down as an inviolable inheritance from generation to generation.
 

Rebecca (looking thoughtfully in front of her). John Rosmer’s nature is deeply rooted in his ancestors. That is certainly very true.
 

Kroll. Yes, and you ought to have taken that into consideration, if you had had any sympathy for him. But I dare say you were incapable of that sort of consideration. Your starting-point is so very widely-removed from his, you see.
 

Rebecca. What do you mean by my starting-point?
 

Kroll. I mean the starting-point of origin — of parentage, Miss West.
 

Rebecca. I see. Yes, it is quite true that my origin is very humble. But nevertheless — 
 

Kroll. I am not alluding to rank or position. I am thinking of the moral aspect of your origin.
 

Rebecca. Of my origin? In what respect?
 

Kroll. In respect of your birth generally.
 

Rebecca. What are you saying!
 

Kroll. I am only saying it because it explains the whole of your conduct.
 

Rebecca. I do not understand. Be so good as to tell me exactly what you mean.
 

Kroll. I really thought you did not need telling. Otherwise it would seem a very strange thing that you let yourself be adopted by Dr. West.
 

Rebecca (getting up). Oh, that is it! Now I understand.
 

Kroll. And took his name. Your mother’s name was Gamvik.
 

Rebecca (crossing the room). My father’s name was Gamvik, Mr. Kroll.
 

Kroll. Your mother’s occupation must, of course, have brought her continually into contact with the district physician.
 

Rebecca. You are quite right.
 

Kroll. And then he takes you to live with him, immediately upon your mother’s death. He treats you harshly, and yet you stay with him. You know that he will not leave you a single penny — as a matter of fact you only got a box of books — and yet you endure living with him, put up with his behaviour, and nurse him to the end.
 

Rebecca (comes to the table and looks at him scornfully). And my doing all that makes it clear to you that there was something immoral — something criminal about my birth!
 

Kroll. What you did for him, I attributed to an unconscious filial instinct. And, as far as the rest of it goes, I consider that the whole of your conduct has been the outcome of your origin.
 

Rebecca (hotly). But there is not a single word of truth in what you say! And I can prove it! Dr. West had not come to Finmark when I was born.
 

Kroll. Excuse me, Miss West. He went there a year before you were born. I have ascertained that.
 

Rebecca. You are mistaken, I tell you! You are absolutely mistaken!
 

Kroll. You said here, the day before yesterday, that you were twenty-nine — going on for thirty.
 

Rebecca. Really? Did I say that?
 

Kroll. Yes, you did. And from that I can calculate — 
 

Rebecca. Stop! That will not help you to calculate. For, I may as well tell you at once, I am a year older than I give myself out to be.
 

Kroll (smiling incredulously). Really? That is something new. How is that?
 

Rebecca. When I had passed my twenty-fifth birthday, I thought I was getting altogether too old for an unmarried girl, so I resolved to tell a lie and take a year off my age.
 

Kroll. You — an emancipated woman — cherishing prejudices as to the marriageable age!
 

Rebecca. I know it was a silly thing to do — and ridiculous, too. But every one has some prejudice or another that they cannot get quite rid of. We are like that.
 

Kroll. Maybe. But my calculation may be quite correct, all the same; because Dr. West was up in Finmark for a flying visit the year before he was appointed.
 

Rebecca (impetuously). That is not true
 

Kroll. Isn’t it?
 

Rebecca. No. My mother never mentioned it.
 

Kroll. Didn’t she, really!
 

Rebecca. No, never. Nor Dr. West, either. Never a word of it.
 

Kroll. Might that not be because they both had good reason to jump over a year? — @just as you have done yourself, Miss West? Perhaps it is a family failing.
 

Rebecca (walking about, wringing her hands). It is impossible. It is only something you want to make me believe. Nothing in the world will make me believe it. It cannot be true! Nothing in the world — 
 

Kroll (getting up). But, my dear Miss West, why in Heaven’s name do you take it in this way? You quite alarm me! What am I to believe and think?
 

Rebecca. Nothing. Neither believe nor think anything.
 

Kroll. Then you really must give me some explanation of your taking this matter — this possibility — so much to heart.
 

Rebecca (controlling herself). It is quite obvious, I should think, Mr. Kroll. I have no desire for people here to think me an illegitimate child.
 

Kroll. Quite so. Well, well, let us be content with your explanation, for the present. But you see that is another point on which you have cherished a certain prejudice.
 

Rebecca. Yes, that is quite true.
 

Kroll. And it seems to me that very much the same applies to most of this “emancipation” of yours, as you call it. Your reading has introduced you to a hotch-potch of new ideas and opinions; you have made a certain acquaintance with researches that are going on in various directions — researches that seem to you to upset a good many ideas that people have hitherto considered incontrovertible and unassailable. But all this has never gone any further than knowledge in your case, Miss West — a mere matter of the intellect. It has not got into your blood.
 

Rebecca (thoughtfully). Perhaps you are right.
 

Kroll. Yes, only test yourself, and you will see! And if it is true in your case, it is easy to recognise how true it must be in John Rosmer’s. Of course it is madness, pure and simple. He will be running headlong to his ruin if he persists in coming openly forward and proclaiming himself an apostate! Just think of it — he, with his shy disposition! Think of HIM disowned — hounded out of the circle to which he has always belonged — exposed to the uncompromising attacks of all the best people in the place. Nothing would ever make him the man to endure that.
 

Rebecca. He MUST endure it! It is too late now for him to draw back.
 

Kroll. Not a bit too late — not by any means too late. What has happened can be hushed up — or at any rate can be explained away as a purely temporary, though regrettable, aberration. But — there is one step that it is absolutely essential he should take.
 

Rebecca. And that is?
 

Kroll. You must get him to legalise his position, Miss West.
 

Rebecca. The position in which he stands to me?
 

Kroll. Yes. You must see that you get him to do that.
 

Rebecca. Then you can’t rid yourself of the conviction that the relations between us need “legalising,” as you say?
 

Kroll. I do not wish to go any more precisely into the question. But I certainly have observed that the conditions under which it always seems easiest for people to abandon all their so-called prejudices are when — ahem!
 

Rebecca. When it is a question of the relations between a man and a woman, I suppose you mean?
 

Kroll. Yes — to speak candidly — that is what I mean.
 

Rebecca (walks across the room and looks out of the window). I was on the point of saying that I wish you had been right, Mr. Kroll.
 

Kroll. What do you mean by that? You say it so strangely!
 

Rebecca. Oh, nothing! Do not let us talk any more about it. Ah, there he is!
 

Kroll. Already! I will go, then.
 

Rebecca (turning to him). No — stay here, and you will hear something.
 

Kroll. Not now. I do not think I could bear to see him.
 

Rebecca. I beg you to stay. Please do, or you will regret it later. It is the last time I shall ever ask you to do anything.
 

Kroll (looks at her in surprise, and lays his hat down). Very well, Miss West. It shall be as you wish. (A short pause. Then ROSMER comes in from the hall.)
 

Rosmer (stops at the door, as he sees KROLL). What! you here?
 

Rebecca. He wanted to avoid meeting you, John.
 

Kroll (involuntarily). “John?”
 

Rebecca. Yes, Mr. Kroll. John and I call each other by our Christian names. That is a natural consequence of the relations between us.
 

Kroll. Was that what I was to hear if I stayed?
 

Rebecca. Yes, that and something else.
 

Rosmer (coming into the room). What is the object of your visit here to-day?
 

Kroll. I wanted to make one more effort to stop you, and win you back.
 

Rosmer (pointing to the newspaper). After that?
 

Kroll. I did not write it.
 

Rosmer. Did you take any steps to prevent its appearing?
 

Kroll. That would have been acting unjustifiably towards the cause I serve. And, besides that, I had no power to prevent it.
 

Rebecca (tears the newspaper into pieces, which she crumples up and throws into the back of the stove). There! Now it is out of sight; let it be out of mind too. Because there will be no more of that sort of thing, John.
 

Kroll. Indeed, I wish you could ensure that.
 

Rebecca. Come, and let us sit down, dear — all three of us. Then I will tell you all about it.
 

Rosmer (sitting down involuntarily). What has come over you, Rebecca? You are so unnaturally calm — What is it?
 

Rebecca. The calmness of determination. (Sits down.) Please sit down too, Mr. Kroll. (He takes a seat on the couch.)
 

Rosmer. Determination, you say. Determination to do what?
 

Rebecca. I want to give you back what you need in order to live your life. You shall have your happy innocence back, dear friend.
 

Rosmer. But what do you mean?
 

Rebecca. I will just tell you what happened. That is all that is necessary.
 

Rosmer. Well?
 

Rebecca. When I came down here from Finmark with Dr. West, it seemed to me that a new, great, wide world was opened to me. Dr. West had given me an erratic sort of education — had taught me all the odds and ends that I knew about life then. (Has an evident struggle with herself, and speaks in barely audible tones.) And then — 
 

Kroll. And then?
 

Rosmer. But, Rebecca — I know all this.
 

Rebecca (collecting herself). Yes — that is true enough. You know it only too well.
 

Kroll (looking fixedly at her). Perhaps it would be better if I left you.
 

Rebecca. No, stay where you are, dear Mr. Kroll. (To ROSMER.) Well, this was how it was. I wanted to play my part in the new day that was dawning — to have a share in all the new ideas. Mr. Kroll told me one day that Ulrik Brendel had had a great influence over you once, when you were a boy. I thought it might be possible for me to resume that influence here.
 

Rosmer. Did you come here with a covert design?
 

Rebecca. What I wanted was that we two should go forward together on the road towards freedom — always forward, and further forward! But there was that gloomy, insurmountable barrier between you and a full, complete emancipation.
 

Rosmer. What barrier do you mean?
 

Rebecca. I mean, John, that you could never have attained freedom except in the full glory of the sunshine. And, instead of that, here you were — ailing and languishing in the gloom of such a marriage as yours.
 

Rosmer. You have never spoken to me of my marriage in that way, before to-day.
 

Rebecca. No, I did not dare, for fear of frightening you.
 

Kroll (nodding to ROSMER). You hear that!
 

Rebecca (resuming). But I saw quite well where your salvation lay — your only salvation. And so I acted.
 

Rosmer. How do you mean — you acted?
 

Kroll. Do you mean that?
 

Rebecca. Yes, John. (Gets up.) No, do not get up. Nor you either, Mr. Kroll. But we must let in the daylight now. It was not you, John. You are innocent. It was I that lured — that ended by luring — Beata into the tortuous path — 
 

Rosmer (springing up). Rebecca!
 

Kroll (getting up). Into the tortuous path!
 

Rebecca. Into the path that — led to the mill-race. Now you know it, both of you.
 

Rosmer (as if stunned). But I do not understand — What is she standing there saying? I do not understand a word — 
 

Kroll. Yes, yes. I begin to understand.
 

Rosmer. But what did you do? What did you find to tell her? Because there was nothing — absolutely nothing!
 

Rebecca. She got to know that you were determined to emancipate yourself from all your old prejudices.
 

Rosmer. Yes, but at that time I had come to no decision.
 

Rebecca. I knew that you soon would come to one.
 

Kroll (nodding to ROSMER). Aha!
 

Rosmer. Well — and what more? I want to know everything now.
 

Rebecca. Some time afterwards, I begged and implored her to let me leave Rosmersholm.
 

Rosmer. Why did you want to leave here — then?
 

Rebecca. I did not want to. I wanted to remain where I was. But I told her that it would be best for us all if I went away in time. I let her infer that if I remained here any longer I could not tell what-what-might happen.
 

Rosmer. That is what you said and did, then?
 

Rebecca. Yes, John.
 

Rosmer. That is what you referred to when you said that you “acted”?
 

Rebecca (in a broken voice). Yes, that was it.
 

Rosmer (after a pause). Have you confessed everything now, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca. Yes.
 

Kroll. Not everything.
 

Rebecca (looking at him in terror). What else can there be?
 

Kroll. Did you not eventually lead Beata to believe that it was necessary — not merely that it should be best — but that it was necessary, both for your own sake and for John’s, that you should go away somewhere else as soon as possible? — Well?
 

Rebecca (speaking low and indistinctly). Perhaps I did say something of the sort.
 

Rosmer (sinking into a chair by the window). And she, poor sick creature, believed in this tissue of lies and deceit! Believed in it so completely — so absolutely! (Looks up at REBECCA.) And she never came to me about it — never said a word! Ah, Rebecca — I see it in your face — YOU dissuaded her from doing so.
 

Rebecca. You know she had taken it into her head that she, a childless wife, had no right to be here. And so she persuaded herself that her duty to you was to give place to another.
 

Rosmer. And you — you did nothing to rid her mind of such an idea?
 

Rebecca. No.
 

Kroll. Perhaps you encouraged her in the idea? Answer! Did you not do so?
 

Rebecca. That was how she understood me, I believe.
 

Rosmer. Yes, yes — and she bowed to your will in everything. And so she gave place. (Springs up.) How could you — how could you go on with this terrible tragedy!
 

Rebecca. I thought there were two lives here to choose between, John.
 

Kroll (severely and with authority). You had no right to make any such choice.
 

Rebecca (impetuously). Surely you do not think I acted with cold and calculating composure! I am a different woman now, when I am telling you this, from what I was then. And I believe two different kinds of will can exist at the same time in one person. I wanted Beata away — in one way or the other; but I never thought it would happen, all the same. At every step I ventured and risked, I seemed to hear a voice in me crying: “No further! Not a step further!” And yet, at the same time, I COULD not stop. I HAD to venture a little bit further — just one step. And then another — and always another — and at last it happened. That is how such things go of themselves. (A short silence.)
 

Rosmer (to REBECCA). And how do you think it will go with YOU in the future? — after this?
 

Rebecca. Things must go with me as they can. It is of very little consequence.
 

Kroll. Not a word suggestive of remorse! Perhaps you feel none?
 

Rebecca (dismissing his remark coldly). Excuse me, Mr. Kroll, that is a matter that is no concern of any one else’s. That is an account I must settle with myself.
 

Kroll (to ROSMER). And this is the woman you have been living under the same roof with — in relations of the completest confidence. (Looks up at the portraits on the walls.) If only those that are gone could look down now!
 

Rosmer. Are you going into the town?
 

Kroll (taking up his hat). Yes. The sooner the better.
 

Rosmer (taking his hat also). Then I will go with you.
 

Kroll. You will! Ah, I thought we had not quite lost you.
 

Rosmer. Come, then, Kroll. Come! (They both go out into the hall without looking at REBECCA. After a minute REBECCA goes cautiously to the window and peeps out between the flowers.)
 

Rebecca (speaking to herself, half aloud). Not over the bridge to-day either. He is going round. Never over the millrace — never. (Comes away from the window.) As I thought! (She goes over to the bell, and rings it. Soon afterwards MRS. HELSETH comes in from the right.)
 

Mrs. Helseth. What is it, miss?
 

Rebecca. Mrs. Helseth, will you be so good as to fetch my travelling trunk down from the loft?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Your trunk?
 

Rebecca. Yes, the brown hair-trunk, you know.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Certainly, miss. But, bless my soul, are you going away on a journey, miss?
 

Rebecca. Yes — I am going away on a journey, Mrs. Helseth.
 

Mrs. Helseth. And immediately!
 

Rebecca. As soon as I have packed.
 

Mrs. Helseth. I never heard of such a thing! But you are coming back again soon, I suppose, miss?
 

Rebecca. I am never coming back again.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Never! But, my goodness, what is to become of us at Rosmersholm if Miss West is not here any longer? Just as everything was making poor Mr. Rosmer so happy and comfortable!
 

Rebecca. Yes, but to-day I have had a fright, Mrs. Helseth.
 

Mrs. Helseth. A fright! Good heavens-how?
 

Rebecca. I fancy I have had a glimpse of the White Horse.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Of the White Horse! In broad daylight!
 

Rebecca. Ah! they are out both early and late, the White Horses of Rosmersholm. (Crosses the room.) Well — we were speaking of my trunk, Mrs. Helseth.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, miss. Your trunk.
 

(They both go out to the right.)
 






  








ACT IV
 

(SCENE. — The same room in the late evening. The lamp, with a shade on it, is burning on the table. REBECCA is standing by the table, packing some small articles in a travelling-bag. Her cloak, hat, and the white crochetted shawl are hanging on the back of the couch. MRS. HELSETH comes in from the right.)
 

Mrs. Helseth (speaking in low tones and with a reserved manner). Yes, all your things have been taken down, miss. They are in the kitchen passage.
 

Rebecca. Thank you. You have ordered the carriage?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, miss. The coachman wants to know what time he shall bring it round.
 

Rebecca. I think at about eleven o’clock. The boat goes at midnight.
 

Mrs. Helseth (with a little hesitation). But what about Mr. Rosmer? Suppose he is not back by that time?
 

Rebecca. I shall start, all the same. If I should not see him, you can tell him I will write to him — a long letter, say that.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, I dare say it will be all right to write. But, poor dear, I really think that you ought to try and have a talk with him once more.
 

Rebecca. Perhaps I ought — Or perhaps not, after all.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Dear, dear! I never thought I should, live to see such a thing as this!
 

Rebecca. What did you think, then, Mrs. Helseth?
 

Mrs. Helseth. To tell the truth, miss, I thought Mr. Rosmer was an honester man than that.
 

Rebecca. Honester?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Yes, miss, that is the truth.
 

Rebecca. But, my dear Mrs. Helseth, what do you mean by that?
 

Mrs. Helseth. I mean what is true and right, miss. He should not get out of it in this way — that he shouldn’t.
 

Rebecca (looking at her). Now look here, Mrs. Helseth. Tell me, honestly and frankly, why you think I am going away.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Good Lord, miss — because it is necessary, I suppose. Well, well! — Still, I certainly do not think Mr. Rosmer has behaved well. There was some excuse in Mortensgaard’s case, because the woman’s husband was still alive; so that it was impossible for them to marry, however much they wished it. But Mr. Rosmer, he could — ahem!
 

Rebecca (with a faint smile). Is it possible that you could think such things about me and Mr. Rosmer?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Not for a moment — until to-day, I mean.
 

Rebecca. But why to-day?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Well, after all the horrible things they tell me one may see in the papers about Mr. Rosmer — 
 

Rebecca. Ah!
 

Mrs. Helseth. What I mean is this — if a man can go over to Mortensgaard’s religion, you may believe him capable of anything. And that’s the truth.
 

Rebecca. Yes, very likely. But about me? What have you got to say about me?
 

Mrs. Helseth. Well, I am sure, miss — I do not think you are so greatly to be blamed. It is not always so easy for a lone woman to resist, I dare say. We are all human after all, Miss West.
 

Rebecca. That is very true, Mrs. Helseth. We are all human, after all. — What are you listening to?
 

Mrs. Helseth (in a low voice). Good Lord! — I believe that is him coming now.
 

Rebecca (with a start). In spite of everything, then — ! (Speaks with determination.) Very well. So be it. (ROSMER comes in from the hall. He sees the luggage, and turns to REBECCA.)
 

Rosmer. What does this mean?
 

Rebecca. I am going away.
 

Rosmer. At once?
 

Rebecca. Yes. (To MRS. HELSETH.) Eleven o’clock, then.
 

Mrs. Helseth. Very well, miss. (Goes out to the right.)
 

Rosmer (after a short pause). Where are you going, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca. I am taking the boat for the north.
 

Rosmer. North? What are you going there for?
 

Rebecca. It is where I came from.
 

Rosmer. But you have no more ties there now.
 

Rebecca. I have none here, either.
 

Rosmer. What do you propose to do?
 

Rebecca. I do not know. I only want to make an end of it.
 

Rosmer. Make an end of what?
 

Rebecca. Rosmersholm has broken me.
 

Rosmer (more attentively). What is that?
 

Rebecca. Broken me utterly. I had a will of my own, and some courage, when I came here. Now I am crushed under the law of strangers. I do not think I shall have the courage to begin anything else in the world after this.
 

Rosmer. Why not? What do you mean by being crushed under a law — ?
 

Rebecca. Dear friend, do not let us talk about that now — Tell me what passed between you and Mr. Kroll.
 

Rosmer. We have made our peace.
 

Rebecca. Quite so. So it came to that.
 

Rosmer. He got together all our old circle of friends at his house. They convinced me that the work of ennobling men’s souls was not in my line at all. Besides, it is such a hopeless task, any way. I shall let it alone.
 

Rebecca. Well, perhaps it is better so.
 

Rosmer. Do you say THAT now? Is that what your opinion is now?
 

Rebecca. I have come to that opinion — in the last day or two.
 

Rosmer. You are lying, Rebecca.
 

Rebecca. Lying — ?
 

Rosmer. Yes, lying. You have never believed in me. You have never believed me to be the man to lead the cause to victory.
 

Rebecca. I have believed that we two together would be equal to it.
 

Rosmer. That is not true. You have believed that you could accomplish something big in life yourself — that you could use me to further your plans — that I might be useful to you in the pursuit of your object. That is what you have believed.
 

Rebecca. Listen to me, John
 

Rosmer (sitting down wearily on the couch). Oh, let me be! I see the whole thing clearly now. I have been like a glove in your hands.
 

Rebecca. Listen to me, John. Let us talk this thing over. It will be for the last time. (Sits down in a chair by the couch.) I had intended to write to you about it all — when I had gone back north. But it is much better that you should hear it at once.
 

Rosmer. Have you something more to tell, then?
 

Rebecca. The most important part of it all.
 

Rosmer. What do you mean?
 

Rebecca. Something that you have never suspected. Something that puts all the rest in its true light.
 

Rosmer (shaking his head). I do not understand, at all.
 

Rebecca. It is quite true that at one time I did play my cards so as to secure admission to Rosmersholm. My idea was that I should succeed in doing well for myself here — either in one way or in another, you understand.
 

Rosmer. Well, you succeeded in carrying your scheme through, too.
 

Rebecca. I believe I could have carried anything through — at that time. For then I still had the courage of a free will. I had no one else to consider, nothing to turn me from my path. But then began what has broken down my will and filled the whole of my life with dread and wretchedness.
 

Rosmer. What — began? Speak so that I can understand you.
 

Rebecca. There came over me — a wild, uncontrollable passion — Oh, John — !
 

Rosmer. Passion? You — ! For what?
 

Rebecca. For you.
 

Rosmer (getting up). What does this mean!
 

Rebecca (preventing him). Sit still, dear. I will tell you more about it.
 

Rosmer. And you mean to say — that you have loved me — in that way!
 

Rebecca. I thought I might call it loving you — then. I thought it was love. But it was not. It was what I have said — a wild, uncontrollable passion.
 

Rosmer (speaking with difficulty). Rebecca — is it really you — you — who are sitting here telling me this?
 

Rebecca. Yes, indeed it is, John.
 

Rosmer. Then it was as the outcome of this — and under the influence of this — that you “acted,” as you called it.
 

Rebecca. It swept over me like a storm over the sea — like one of the storms we have in winter in the north. They catch you up and rush you along with them, you know, until their fury is expended. There is no withstanding them.
 

Rosmer. So it swept poor unhappy Beata into the mill-race.
 

Rebecca. Yes — it was like a fight for life between Beata and me at that time.
 

Rosmer. You proved the strongest of us all at Rosmersholm — stronger than both Beata and me put together.
 

Rebecca. I knew you well enough to know that I could not get at you in any way until you were set free — both in actual circumstances and in your soul.
 

Rosmer. But I do not understand you, Rebecca. You — you yourself and your whole conduct — are an insoluble riddle to me. I am free now — both in my soul and my circumstances. You are absolutely in touch with the goal you set before yourself from the beginning. And nevertheless — 
 

Rebecca. I have never stood farther from my goal than I do now.
 

Rosmer. And nevertheless, I say, when yesterday I asked you — urged you — to become my wife, you cried out that it never could be.
 

Rebecca. I cried out in despair, John.
 

Rosmer. Why?
 

Rebecca. Because Rosmersholm has unnerved me. All the courage has been sapped out of my will here — crushed out! The time has gone for me to dare risk anything whatever. I have lost all power of action, John.
 

Rosmer. Tell me how that has come about.
 

Rebecca. It has come about through my living with you.
 

Rosmer. But how? How?
 

Rebecca. When I was alone with you here — and you had really found yourself — 
 

Rosmer. Yes, yes?
 

Rebecca. For you never really found yourself as long as Beata was Alive — 
 

Rosmer. Alas, you are right in that.
 

Rebecca. When it came about that I was living together with you here, in peace and solitude — when you exchanged all your thoughts with me unreservedly — your every mood, however tender or intimate — then the great change happened in me. Little by little, you understand. Almost imperceptibly — but overwhelmingly in the end, till it reached the uttermost depths of my soul.
 

Rosmer. What does this mean, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca. All the other feeling — all that horrible passion that had drowned my better self — left me entirely. All the violent emotions that had been roused in me were quelled and silenced. A peace stole over my soul — a quiet like that of one of our mountain peaks up under the midnight sun.
 

Rosmer. Tell me more of it — all that you can.
 

Rebecca. There is not much more to tell. Only that this was how love grew up in my heart — a great, self-denying love — content with such a union of hearts as there has been between us two.
 

Rosmer. Oh, if only I had had the slightest suspicion of all this!
 

Rebecca. It is best as it is. Yesterday, when you asked me if I would be your wife, I gave a cry of joy — 
 

Rosmer. Yes, it was that, Rebecca, was it not! I thought that was what it meant.
 

Rebecca. For a moment, yes-I forgot myself for a moment. It was my dauntless will of the old days that was struggling to be free again. But now it has no more strength — it has lost it for ever.
 

Rosmer. How do you explain what has taken place in you?
 

Rebecca. It is the Rosmer attitude towards life-or your attitude towards life, at any rate — that has infected my will.
 

Rosmer. Infected?
 

Rebecca. Yes, and made it sickly — bound it captive under laws that formerly had no meaning for me. You — my life together with you — have ennobled my soul — 
 

Rosmer. Ah, if I dared believe that to be true!
 

Rebecca. You may believe it confidently. The Rosmer attitude towards life ennobles. But-(shakes her head)-but-but — 
 

Rosmer. But? Well?
 

Rebecca. But it kills joy, you know.
 

Rosmer. Do you say that, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca. For me, at all events.
 

Rosmer. Yes, but are you so sure of that? If I asked you again now — ? Implored you — ?
 

Rebecca. Oh, my dear — never go back to that again! It is impossible. Yes, impossible — because I must tell you this, John. I have a — past behind me.
 

Rosmer. Something more than you have told me?
 

Rebecca. Yes, something more and something different.
 

Rosmer (with a faint smile). It is very strange, Rebecca, but — do you know — the idea of such a thing has occurred to me more than once.
 

Rebecca. It has? And yet — notwithstanding that, you — ?
 

Rosmer. I never believed in it. I only played with the idea-nothing more.
 

Rebecca. If you wish, I will tell you all about it at once.
 

Rosmer (stopping her). No, no! I do not want to hear a word about it. Whatever it is, it shall be forgotten, as far as I am concerned.
 

Rebecca. But I cannot forget it.
 

Rosmer. Oh, Rebecca — !
 

Rebecca. Yes, dear — that is just the dreadful part of it-that now, when all the happiness of life is freely and fully offered to me, all I can feel is that I am barred out from it by my past.
 

Rosmer. Your past is dead, Rebecca. It has no longer any hold on you — has nothing to do with you — as you are now.
 

Rebecca. Ah, my dear, those are mere words, you know. What about innocence, then? Where am I to get that from?
 

Rosmer (gloomily). Ah, yes — innocence.
 

Rebecca. Yes, innocence — which is at the root of all joy and happiness. That was the teaching, you know, that you wanted to see realised by all the men you were going to raise up to nobility and happiness.
 

Rosmer. Ah, do not remind me of that. It was nothing but a half-dreamt dream, Rebecca — a rash suggestion that I have no longer any faith in. Human nature cannot be ennobled by outside influences, believe me.
 

Rebecca (gently). Not by a tranquil love, do you think?
 

Rosmer (thoughtfully). Yes, that would be a splendid thing — almost the most glorious thing in life, I think if it were so. (Moves restlessly.) But how am I ever to clear up the question? — how am I to get to the bottom of it?
 

Rebecca. Do you not believe in me, John?
 

Rosmer. Ah, Rebecca, how can I believe you entirely — you whose life here has been nothing but continual concealment and secrecy! — And now you have this new tale to tell. If it is cloaking some design of yours, tell me so — openly. Perhaps there is something or other that you hope to gain by that means? I will gladly do anything that I can for you.
 

Rebecca (wringing her hands). Oh, this killing doubt! John, John — !
 

Rosmer. Yes, I know, dear — it is horrible — but I cannot help it. I shall never be able to free myself from it — never be able to feel certain that your love for me is genuine and pure.
 

Rebecca. But is there nothing in your own heart that bears witness to the transformation that has taken place in me — and taken place through your influence, and yours alone!
 

Rosmer. Ah, my dear, I do not believe any longer in my power to transform people. I have no belief in myself left at all. I do not believe either in myself or in you.
 

Rebecca (looking darkly at him). How are you going to live out your life, then?
 

Rosmer. That is just what I do not know — and cannot imagine. I do not believe I can live it out. And, moreover, I do not know anything in the world that would be worth living for.
 

Rebecca. Life carries a perpetual rebirth with it. Let us hold fast to it, dear. We shall be finished with it quite soon enough.
 

Rosmer (getting up restlessly). Then give me my faith back again! — my faith in you, Rebecca — my faith in your love! Give me a proof of it! I must have some proof!
 

Rebecca. Proof? How can I give you a proof — !
 

Rosmer. You must! (Crosses the room.) I cannot bear this desolate, horrible loneliness — this-this — . (A knock is heard at the hall door.)
 

Rebecca (getting up from her chair). Did you hear that?
 

(The door opens, and ULRIK BRENDEL comes in. Except that he wears a white shirt, a black coat and, a good pair of high boots, he is dressed as in the first act. He looks troubled.)
 

Rosmer. Ah, it is you, Mr. Brendel!
 

Brendel. John, my boy, I have come to say good-bye to you!
 

Rosmer. Where are you going, so late as this?
 

Brendel. Downhill.
 

Rosmer. How — ?
 

Brendel. I am on my way home, my beloved pupil. I am homesick for the great Nothingness.
 

Rosmer. Something has happened to you, Mr. Brendel! What is it?
 

Brendel. Ah, you notice the transformation, then? Well, it is evident enough. The last time I entered your doors I stood before you a man of substance, slapping a well-filled pocket.
 

Rosmer. Really? I don’t quite understand — 
 

Brendel. And now, as you see me to-night, I am a deposed monarch standing over the ashes of my burnt-out palace.
 

Rosmer. If there is any way I can help you
 

Brendel. You have preserved your childlike heart, John — can you let me have a loan?
 

Rosmer. Yes, most willingly!
 

Brendel. Can you spare me an ideal or two?
 

Rosmer. What do you say?
 

Brendel. One or two cast-off ideals? You will be doing a good deed. I am cleaned out, my dear boy, absolutely and entirely.
 

Rebecca. Did you not succeed in giving your lecture?
 

Brendel. No, fair lady. What do you think? — just as I was standing ready to pour out the contents of my horn in plenty, I made the painful discovery that I was bankrupt.
 

Rebecca. But what of all your unwritten works, then?
 

Brendel. For five and twenty years I have been like a miser sitting on his locked money-chest. And then to-day, when I opened it to take out my treasure — there was nothing there! The mills of time had ground it into dust. There was not a blessed thing left of the whole lot.
 

Rosmer. But are you certain of that?
 

Brendel. There is no room for doubt, my dear boy. The President has convinced me of that.
 

Rosmer. The President?
 

Brendel. Oh, well — His Excellency, then. Ganz nach Belieben.
 

Rosmer. But whom do you mean?
 

Brendel. Peter Mortensgaard, of course.
 

Rosmer. What!
 

Brendel (mysteriously). Hush, hush, hush! Peter Mortensgaard is Lord and Chieftain of the Future. I have never stood in a more august presence. Peter Mortensgaard has the power of omnipotence in him. He can do whatever he wants.
 

Rosmer. Oh, come — don’t you believe that!
 

Brendel. It is true, my boy — because Peter Mortensgaard never wants to do more than he can. Peter Mortensgaard is capable of living his life without ideals. And that, believe me, is precisely the great secret of success in life. It sums up all the wisdom of the world. Basta!
 

Rosmer (in a low voice). Now I see that you are going away from here poorer than you came.
 

Brendel. Bien! Then take an example from your old tutor. Erase from your mind everything that he imprinted there. Do not build your castle upon the shifting sand. And look well ahead, and be sure of your ground, before you build upon the charming creature who is sweetening your life here.
 

Rebecca. Do you mean me?
 

Brendel. Yes, most attractive mermaid!
 

Rebecca. Why am I not fit to build upon?
 

Brendel (taking a step nearer to her). I understood that my former pupil had a cause which it was his life’s work to lead to victory.
 

Rebecca. And if he has — ?
 

Brendel. He is certain of victory — but, be it distinctly understood, on one unalterable condition.
 

Rebecca. What is that?
 

Brendel (taking her gently by the wrist). That the woman who loves him shall gladly go out into the kitchen and chop off her dainty, pink and white little finger — here, just at the middle joint. Furthermore, that the aforesaid loving woman shall — also gladly — clip off her incomparably moulded left ear. (Lets her go, and turns to ROSMER.) Good-bye, John the Victorious!
 

Rosmer. Must you go now — in this dark night?
 

Brendel. The dark night is best. Peace be with you! (He goes out. Silence in the room for a short time.)
 

Rebecca (breathing heavily). How close and sultry it is in here! (Goes to the window, opens it and stands by it.)
 

Rosmer (sitting down on a chair by the stove). There is nothing else for it after all, Rebecca — I can see that. You must go away.
 

Rebecca. Yes, I do not see that I have any choice.
 

Rosmer. Let us make use of our last hour together. Come over here and sit beside me.
 

Rebecca (goes and sits down on the couch). What do you want, John?
 

Rosmer. In the first place I want to tell you that you need have no anxiety about your future.
 

Rebecca (with a smile). Hm! My future!
 

Rosmer. I have foreseen all contingencies — long ago. Whatever may happen, you are provided for.
 

Rebecca. Have you even done that for me, dear?
 

Rosmer. You might have known that I should.
 

Rebecca. It is many a long day since I thought about anything of the kind.
 

Rosmer. Yes, of course. Naturally, you thought things could never be otherwise between us than as they were.
 

Rebecca. Yes, that was what I thought.
 

Rosmer. So did I. But if anything were to happen to me now — 
 

Rebecca. Oh, John, you will live longer than I shall.
 

Rosmer. I can dispose of my miserable existence as I please, you know.
 

Rebecca. What do you mean? You surely are never thinking of — !
 

Rosmer. Do you think it would be so surprising? After the pitiful, lamentable defeat I have suffered? I, who was to have made it my life’s work to lead my cause to victory — ! And here I am, a deserter before the fight has even really begun!
 

Rebecca. Take up the fight again, John! Only try — and you will see that you will conquer. You will ennoble hundreds — thousands — of souls. Only try!
 

Rosmer. I, Rebecca, who no longer believe even in my having a mission in life?
 

Rebecca. But your mission has stood the test. You have at all events ennobled one of your fellow-creatures for the rest of her life — I mean myself.
 

Rosmer. Yes — if I dared believe you about that.
 

Rebecca (wringing her hands). But, John, do you know of nothing — nothing — that would make you believe that?
 

Rosmer (starts, as if with fear). Don’t venture on that subject! No further, Rebecca! Not a single word more!
 

Rebecca. Indeed, that is just the subject we must venture upon. Do you know of anything that would stifle your doubts? For I know of nothing in the world.
 

Rosmer. It is best for you not to know. Best for us both.
 

Rebecca. No, no, no — I have no patience with that sort of thing! If you know of anything that would acquit me in your eyes, I claim it as my right that you should name it.
 

Rosmer (as if impelled against his will). Well, let us see. You say that you have great love in your heart; that your soul has been ennobled through me. Is that so? Have you counted the cost? Shall we try and balance our accounts? Tell me.
 

Rebecca. I am quite ready.
 

Rosmer. Then when shall it be?
 

Rebecca. Whenever you like. The sooner the better.
 

Rosmer. Then let me see, Rebecca, whether you — for my sake-this very night — . (Breaks off.) Oh, no, no!
 

Rebecca. Yes, John! Yes, yes! Say it, and you shall see.
 

Rosmer. Have you the courage — are you willing — gladly, as Ulrik Brendel said — for my sake, to-night — gladly — to go the same way — that Beata went!
 

Rebecca (gets up slowly from the couch, and says almost inaudibly): John — !
 

Rosmer. Yes, dear — that is the question I shall never be able to rid my thoughts of, when you have gone away. Every hour of the day I shall come back to it. Ah, I seem to see you bodily before me — standing out on the foot-bridge-right out in the middle. Now you lean out over the railing! You grow dizzy as you feel drawn down towards the mill-race! No — you recoil. You dare not do — what she dared.
 

Rebecca. But if I had the courage? — and willingly and gladly? What then?
 

Rosmer. Then I would believe in you. Then I should get back my faith in my mission in life — my faith in my power to ennoble my fellow men — my faith in mankind’s power to be ennobled.
 

Rebecca (takes up her shawl slowly, throws it over her head, and says, controlling herself): You shall have your faith back.
 

Rosmer. Have you the courage and the strength of will for that, Rebecca?
 

Rebecca. Of that you must judge in the morning — or later — when they take up my body.
 

Rosmer (burying his head in his hands). There is a horrible temptation in this — !
 

Rebecca. Because I should not like to be left lying there — any longer than need be. You must take care that they find me.
 

Rosmer (springing up). But all this is madness, you know. Go away, or stay! I will believe you on your bare word this time too.
 

Rebecca. Those are mere words, John. No more cowardice or evasion! How can you believe me on my bare word after today?
 

Rosmer. But I do not want to see your defeat, Rebecca.
 

Rebecca. There will be no defeat.
 

Rosmer. There will. You will never have the heart to go Beata’s way.
 

Rebecca. Do you believe that?
 

Rosmer. Never. You are not like Beata. You are not under the influence of a distorted view of life.
 

Rebecca. But I am under the influence of the Rosmersholm view of Life — now. Whatever my offences are — it is right that I should expiate them.
 

Rosmer (looking at her fixedly). Have you come to that decision?
 

Rebecca. Yes.
 

Rosmer. Very well. Then I too am under the influence of our unfettered view of life, Rebecca. There is no one that can judge us. And therefore we must be our own judges.
 

Rebecca (misunderstanding his meaning). That too. That too. My leaving you will save the best that is in you.
 

Rosmer. Ah, there is nothing left to save in me.
 

Rebecca. There is. But I — after this I should only be like some sea-sprite hanging on to the barque you are striving to sail forward in, and, hampering its progress. I must go overboard. Do you think I could go through the world bearing the burden of a spoiled life — brooding for ever over the happiness which I have forfeited by my past? I must throw up the game, John.
 

Rosmer. If you go — then I go with you.
 

Rebecca (looks at him with an almost imperceptible smile, and says more gently): Yes, come with me, dear — and be witness — 
 

Rosmer. I go with you, I said.
 

Rebecca. As far as the bridge — yes. You never dare go out on to it, you know.
 

Rosmer. Have you noticed that?
 

Rebecca (in sad and broken tones). Yes. That was what made my love hopeless.
 

Rosmer. Rebecca — now I lay my hand on your head. (Does as he says.) And I take you for my true and lawful wife.
 

Rebecca (taking both his hands in hers, and bowing her head on to his breast). Thank you, John. (Lets him go.) And now I am going — gladly.
 

Rosmer. Man and wife should go together.
 

Rebecca. Only as far as the bridge, John.
 

Rosmer. And out on to it, too. As far as you go — so far I go with you. I dare do it now.
 

Rebecca. Are you absolutely certain that way is the best for you?
 

Rosmer. I know it is the only way.
 

Rebecca. But suppose you are only deceiving yourself? Suppose it were only a delusion — one of these White Horses of Rosmersholm?
 

Rosmer. It may be so. We can never escape from them — we of my race.
 

Rebecca. Then stay, John!
 

Rosmer. The man shall cleave to his wife, as the wife to her husband.
 

Rebecca. Yes, but first tell me this — is it you that go with me, or I that go with you?
 

Rosmer. We shall never get to the bottom of that.
 

Rebecca. Yet I should dearly like to know.
 

Rosmer. We two go with each other, Rebecca. I with you, and you with me.
 

Rebecca. I almost believe that is true.
 

Rosmer. For now we two are one.
 

Rebecca. Yes. We are one now. Come! We can go gladly now. (They go out, hand in hand, through the hall, and are seen to turn to the left. The door stands open after them. The room is empty for a little while. Then MRS. HELSETH opens the door on the right.)
 

Mrs. Helseth. The carriage, miss, is — . (Looks round the room.) Not here? Out together at this time of night? Well, well — I must say — ! Hm! (Goes out into the hall, looks round and comes in again.) Not sitting on the bench — ah, well! (Goes to the window and looks out.) Good heavens! What is that white thing — ! As I am a living soul, they are both out on the foot-bridge! God forgive the sinful creatures — if they are not in each other’s arms! (Gives a wild scream.) Ah! — they are over — both of them! Over into the mill-race! Help! help! (Her knees tremble, she holds on shakily to the back of a chair and can scarcely get her words out.) No. No help here. The dead woman has taken them.
 






  

THE LADY FROM THE SEA


 

Translated by Eleanor Marx-Aveling
 

This play was written in Munich in 1888, with the earliest draft dated June 5, 1888, but as usual Ibsen had been considering the subject for some time. A number of elements in the drama derive from his stay in Molde in the summer of 1885. It is assumed that Ibsen used Molde as his model for the little town by a fjord, in the northern part of Norway, where the action takes place.  The playwright also heard two legends there that made an impression on him and which he used in the play. One of them told of a Norwegian of Finnish stock whose magically compelling eyes lured a parson’s wife away from her husband and home; whilst the other tale told of a seaman who had been away from home so long that he was thought to be dead, until he suddenly appeared and found his wife married to another man.

The sea was intended to be the central motif of the play right from the beginning. In 1887 Ibsen was in North Jutland, Denmark, where he spent six weeks from mid-July until the end of August in Sæby, on the east coast of the peninsula. It was there that he collected material and found inspiration for this play, while enjoying being near the open sea. He wrote at the time, “The lure of the sea. Longing for the sea. People’s affinity to the sea. Tied to the sea. Dependent on the sea. Compulsion to return to it. A species of fish forming a prototype in the development of species. Are there still rudiments of this in the human mind? In the mind of some individuals?”

The Lady from the Sea was released in book format on November 28, 1888 at Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen and Christiania in an edition of 10,000 copies. On December 27th 1887 Ibsen’s friend and publisher for 22 years, Frederik Hegel, had died. His son Jacob Hegel was ready to take over and so was the publisher of The Lady from the Sea. The book received a mixed reception. In general the reviewers were more positive than in the case of Rosmersholm, most likely due to the play’s optimistic ending. 

The drama was first performed on February 12, 1889 in both Hoftheater in Weimar and at Christiania Theatre. The latter production was directed by Bjørn Bjørnson, and the parts of Dr. Wangel and Ellida were played by Sigvard and Laura Gundersen. According to a congratulatory telegram received by Ibsen, this production was received with very great acclaim and it had 26 performances in less than two years.

It is a symbolic work, centred upon Ellida, the daughter of a lighthouse-keeper, who was raised in a blissful childhood, where the fjord meets the open sea. She is married to Doctor Wangel, a doctor in a small town in West Norway, who has two daughters, Bolette and Hilde, by his previous wife. Heand Ellida had a son who died as a baby, causing strains on the marriage. Fearing for Ellida’s mental health, Wangel has invited Arnholm, Bolette’s former tutor and now the headmaster of a school, in the hope that he can help Ellida. 






  








 

Molde, Norway — the town that inspired the setting of ‘The Lady from the Sea’
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
 

Doctor Wangel.

Ellida Wangel, his second wife.

Bolette,

Hilde (not yet grown up), his daughters by his first wife.

Arnholm (second master at a college).

Lyngstrand.

Ballested.

A Stranger.

Young People of the Town.

Tourists.

Visitors.

(The action takes place in small fjord town, Northern Norway.)
 






  








ACT I
 

(SCENE. — DOCTOR WANGEL’S house, with a large verandah garden in front of and around the house. Under the verandah a flagstaff. In the garden an arbour, with table and chairs. Hedge, with small gate at the back. Beyond, a road along the seashore. An avenue of trees along the road. Between the trees are seen the fjord, high mountain ranges and peaks. A warm and brilliantly clear summer morning.
 

BALLESTED, middle-aged, wearing an old velvet jacket, and a broad-brimmed artist’s hat, stands under the flagstaff, arranging the ropes. The flag is lying on the ground. A little way from him is an easel, with an outspread canvas. By the easel on a camp-stool, brushes, a palette, and box of colours.
 

BOLETTE WANGEL comes from the room opening on the verandah. She carries a large vase with flowers, which she puts down on the table.)
 

Bolette. Well, Ballested, does it work smoothly?
 

Ballested. Certainly, Miss Bolette, that’s easy enough. May I ask — do you expect any visitors today?
 

Bolette. Yes, we’re expecting Mr. Arnholm this morning. He got to town in the night.
 

Ballested. Arnholm? Wait a minute — wasn’t Arnholm the man who was tutor here several years ago?
 

Bolette. Yes, it is he.
 

Ballested. Oh, really! Is he coming into these parts again?
 

Bolette. That’s why we want to have the flag up.
 

Ballested. Well, that’s reasonable enough.
 

(BOLETTE goes into the room again. A little after LYNGSTRAND enters from the road and stands still, interested by the easel and painting gear. He is a slender youth, poorly but carefully dressed, and looks delicate.)
 

Lyngstrand (on the other side of the hedge). Good-morning.
 

Ballested (turning round). Hallo! Good-morning. (Hoists up flag). That’s it! Up goes the balloon. (Fastens the ropes, and then busies himself about the easel.) Good-morning, my dear sir. I really don’t think I’ve the pleasure of — Lyngstrand. I’m sure you’re a painter.
 

Ballested. Of course I am. Why shouldn’t I be?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I can see you are. May I take the liberty of coming in a moment?
 

Ballested. Would you like to come in and see?
 

Lyngstrand. I should like to immensely.
 

Ballested. Oh! there’s nothing much to see yet. But come in. Come a little closer.
 

Lyngstrand. Many thanks. (Comes in through the garden gate.)
 

Ballested (painting). It’s the fjord there between the islands I’m working at.
 

Lyngstrand. So I see.
 

Ballested. But the figure is still wanting. There’s not a model to be got in this town.
 

Lyngstrand. Is there to be a figure, too?
 

Ballested. Yes. Here by the rocks in the foreground a mermaid is to lie, half-dead.
 

Lyngstrand. Why is she to be half-dead?
 

Ballested. She has wandered hither from the sea, and can’t find her way out again. And so, you see, she lies there dying in the brackish water.
 

Lyngstrand. Ah, I see.
 

Ballested. The mistress of this house put it into my head to do something of the kind.
 

Lyngstrand. What shall you call the picture when it’s finished?
 

Ballested. I think of calling it “The Mermaid’s End.”
 

Lyngstrand. That’s capital! You’re sure to make something fine of it.
 

Ballested (looking at him). In the profession too, perhaps?
 

Lyngstrand. Do you mean a painter?
 

Ballested. Yes.
 

Lyngstrand. No, I’m not that; but I’m going to be a sculptor. My name is Hans Lyngstrand.
 

Ballested. So you’re to be a sculptor? Yes, yes; the art of sculpture is a nice, pretty art in its way. I fancy I’ve seen you in the street once or twice. Have you been staying here long?
 

Lyngstrand. No; I’ve only been here a fortnight. But I shall try to stop till the end of the summer.
 

Ballested. For the bathing?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I wanted to see if I could get a little stronger.
 

Ballested. Not delicate, surely?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, perhaps I am a little delicate; but it’s nothing dangerous. Just a little tightness on the chest.
 

Ballested. Tush! — a bagatelle! You should consult a good doctor.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I thought of speaking to Doctor Wangel one of these times.
 

Ballested. You should. (Looks out to the left.) There’s another steamer, crowded with passengers. It’s really marvellous how travelling has increased here of late years.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, there’s a good deal of traffic here, I think.
 

Ballested. And lots of summer visitors come here too. I often hear our good town will lose its individuality with all these foreign goings on.
 

Lyngstrand. Were you born in the town?
 

Ballested. No; but I have accla — acclimatised myself. I feel united to the place by the bonds of time and habit.
 

Lyngstrand. Then you’ve lived here a long time?
 

Ballested. Well — about seventeen or eighteen years. I came here with Skive’s Dramatic Company. But then we got into difficulties, and so the company broke up and dispersed in all directions.
 

Lyngstrand. But you yourself remained here?
 

Ballested. I remained, and I’ve done very well. I was then working chiefly as decorative artist, don’t you know.
 

(BOLETTE comes out with a rocking-chair, which she places on the verandah.)
 

Bolette (speaking into the room). Hilde, see if you can find the embroidered footstool for father.
 

Lyngstrand (going up to the verandah, bows). Good-morning, Miss Wangel.
 

Bolette (by the balustrade). What! Is it you, Mr. Lyngstrand? Good-morning. Excuse me one moment, I’m only — (Goes into room.)
 

Ballested. Do you know the family?
 

Lyngstrand. Not well. I’ve only met the young ladies now and again in company; and I had a chat with Mrs. Wangel the last time we had music up at the “View.” She said I might come and see them.
 

Ballested. Now, do you know, you ought to cultivate their acquaintance.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I’d been thinking of paying a visit. Just a sort of call. If only I could find some excuse — 
 

Ballested. Excuse! Nonsense! (Looking out to the left.) Damn it! (Gathering his things.) The steamer’s by the pier already. I must get off to the hotel. Perhaps some of the new arrivals may want me. For I’m a hairdresser, too, don’t you know.
 

Lyngstrand. You are certainly very many-sided, sir.
 

Ballested. In small towns one has to try to acclam — acclimatise Oneself in various branches. If you should require anything in the hair line — a little pomatum or such like — you’ve only to ask for Dancing-master Ballested.
 

Lyngstrand. Dancing master!
 

Ballested. President of the “Wind Band Society,” by your leave. We’ve a concert on this evening up at the “View.” Goodbye, goodbye!
 

(He goes out with his painting gear through the garden gate.
 

HILDE comes out with the footstool. BOLETTE brings more flowers. LYNGSTRAND bows to HILDE from the garden below.)
 

Hilde (by the balustrade, not returning his bow). Bolette said you had ventured in today.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I took the liberty of coming in for a moment.
 

Hilde. Have you been out for a morning walk?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh, no! nothing came of the walk this morning.
 

Hilde. Have you been bathing, then?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I’ve been in the water a little while. I saw your mother down there. She was going into her bathing-machine.
 

Hilde. Who was?
 

Lyngstrand. Your mother.
 

Hilde. Oh! I see. (She puts the stool in front of the rocking-chair.)
 

Bolette (interrupting). Didn’t you see anything of father’s boat out on the fjord?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I thought I saw a sailing-boat that was steering inland.
 

Bolette. I’m sure that was father. He’s been to visit patients on the islands. (She is arranging things on the table.)
 

Lyngstrand (taking a step up the stairs to the verandah). Why, how everything’s decorated here with flowers!
 

Bolette. Yes; doesn’t it look nice?
 

Lyngstrand. It looks lovely! It looks as if it were some festival day in the house.
 

Hilde. That’s exactly what it is.
 

Lyngstrand. I might have guessed it! I’m sure it’s your father’s birthday.
 

Bolette (warningly to HILDE). Hm — hm!
 

Hilde (taking no notice of her). No, mother’s.
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! Your mother’s!
 

Bolette (in low voice, angrily). Really, Hilde!
 

Hilde (the same). Let me be! (To LYNGSTRAND.) I suppose you’re going home to breakfast now?
 

Lyngstrand (going down steps). Yes, I suppose I must go and get something to eat.
 

Hilde. I’m sure you find the living very good at the hotel!
 

Lyngstrand. I’m not staying at the hotel now. It was too expensive for me.
 

Hilde. Where are you staying, then?
 

Lyngstrand. I’m staying up at Mrs. Jensen’s.
 

Hilde. What Mrs. Jensen’s?
 

Lyngstrand. The midwife.
 

Hilde. Excuse me, Mr. Lyngstrand, but I really have other matters to attend to Lyngstrand. Oh! I’m sure I ought not to have said that.
 

Hilde. Said what?
 

Lyngstrand. What I said.
 

Hilde (looking contemptuously at him). I don’t understand you in the least.
 

Lyngstrand. No, no. But I must say goodbye for the present.
 

Bolette (comes forward to the steps). Good-bye, good-bye, Mr. Lyngstrand. You must excuse us now. But another day — when you’ve plenty of time — and inclination — you really must come in and see father and the rest of us.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; thanks, very much. I shall be delighted. (Bows, and goes out through the garden gate. As he goes along the road he bows again towards the verandah.)
 

Hilde (in low voice). Adieu, Monsieur! Please remember me to Mother Jensen.
 

Bolette (in a low voice, shaking her arm). Hilde! You naughty child! Are you quite crazy? He might have heard you.
 

Hilde. Pshaw! Do you think I care about that?
 

Bolette (looking out to the right). Here’s father!
 

(WANGEL, in travelling dress and carrying a small bag, comes from the footpath.)
 

Wangel. See! I’m back again, little girls! (He enters through the garden gate.)
 

Bolette (going towards him at the bottom of the garden). Oh! It is delightful that you’ve come!
 

Hilde (also going up to him). Now have you got off for the whole day, father?
 

Wangel. Oh! no. I must go down to the office for a little while presently. I say — do you know if Arnholm has come?
 

Bolette. Yes; he arrived in the night. We sent to the hotel to enquire.
 

Wangel. Then you’ve not seen him yet?
 

Bolette. No; but he’s sure to come here this morning.
 

Wangel. Yes; he’s sure to do that.
 

Hilde (pulling him). Father, now you must look round.
 

Wangel (looking towards the verandah). Yes, I see well enough, child. It’s quite festive.
 

Bolette. Now, don’t you think we’ve arranged it nicely?
 

Wangel. I must say you have. Are — are we alone at home now?
 

Hilde. Yes; she’s gone to — 
 

Bolette (interrupting quickly). Mother has gone to bathe.
 

Wangel (looks lovingly at BOLETTE, and pats her head. Then he says, hesitating). Look here, little ones. Do you want to keep this up all day? And the flag hoisted, too?
 

Hilde. Surely you understand that, father!
 

Wangel. Hm! Yes; but you see — 
 

Bolette (looks at him and nods). Surely you can understand we’ve been doing all this in honour of Mr. Arnholm. When such a good friend comes to see you for the first time — 
 

Hilde (smiling, and shaking him). Think! he who used to be Bolette’s tutor, father!
 

Wangel (with a half-smile). You’re a pair of sly minxes. Well — good heavens — after all, it’s but natural we should remember her who is no more with us. Here, Hilde (Gives her his bag), take that down to the office. No, children. I don’t like this — the way, I mean. This habit of every year — well — what can one say? I suppose it can’t be managed any other way.
 

Hilde (about to go out of garden, and, with the bag, stops short, turns, and points out). Look at that gentleman coming up here. I’m sure it’s your tutor.
 

Bolette (looks in that direction). He? (Laughs.) That is good! Do you think that middle-aged fellow is Arnholm?
 

Wangel. Wait a moment, child. Why, by Jove, I do believe it is he. Yes, it certainly is.
 

Bolette (staring at him in quiet amazement). Yes; I almost think — 
 

(ARNHOLM, in elegant morning dress, with gold spectacles, and a thin cane, comes along the road. He looks overworked. He looks in at the garden, bows in friendly fashion, and enters by the garden gate.)
 

Wangel (going to meet him). Welcome, dear Arnholm! Heartily welcome back to your old quarters again!
 

Arnholm. Thanks, thanks, Doctor Wangel. A thousand thanks. (They shake hands and walk up the garden together.) And there are the children! (Holds out his hands and looks at them.) I should hardly have known these two again.
 

Wangel. No, I believe you.
 

Arnholm. And yet — perhaps Bolette — yes, I should have known Bolette again.
 

Wangel. Hardly, I think. Why, it is eight — nine years since you saw her. Ah, yes! Many a thing has changed here meanwhile.
 

Arnholm (looking round). I really don’t see it; except that the trees have grown remarkably, and that you’ve set up that arbour.
 

Wangel. Oh! no — outwardly.
 

Arnholm (smiling). And then, of course, you’ve two grown-up daughters here now.
 

Wangel. Grown up! Well, there’s only one grown up.
 

Hilde (aside). Just listen to father!
 

Wangel. But now let’s sit down up there on the verandah. It’s cooler than here. Won’t you?
 

Arnholm. Thanks, thanks, dear doctor.
 

(They go up. WANGEL motions him to the rocking-chair.)
 

Wangel. That’s right! Now make yourself comfortable, and rest, for you seem rather tired after your journey.
 

Arnholm. Oh, that’s nothing. Here, amid these surroundings Bolette (to WANGEL). Hadn’t we better have some soda and syrup in the sitting-room? It’s sure to be too hot out here soon.
 

Wangel. Yes, girls. Let’s have some soda and syrup, and perhaps a drop of Cognac, too.
 

Bolette. Cognac, too!
 

Wangel. Just a little, in case anyone should like some.
 

Bolette. All right. Hilde, go down to the office with the bag.
 

(BOLETTE goes into the room, and closes the door after her.
 

HILDE takes the bag, and goes through the garden to the back of the house.)
 

Arnholm (who has followed BOLETTE with his eyes). What a splendid — . They are both splendid girls, who’ve grown up here for you.
 

Wangel (sitting down). Yes; you think so, too?
 

Arnholm. Why, it’s simply amazing, how Bolette! — and Hilde, too! But now, you yourself, dear doctor. Do you think of staying here all your life?
 

Wangel. Yes; I suppose so. Why, I’ve been born and bred here, so to say. I lived here so very happily with — her who left us so early — she whom you knew when you were here before, Arnholm.
 

Arnholm. Yes, yes!
 

Wangel. And now I live here so happily with her who has taken her place. Ah! On the whole, fate has been very good to me.
 

Arnholm. You have no children by your second marriage? Wangel. We had a little boy, two — two and a half years ago. But he didn’t stay long. He died when he was four — five months old.
 

Arnholm. Isn’t your wife at home today?
 

Wangel. Oh, yes. She’s sure to be here soon. She’s down there bathing. She does so every blessed day no matter what the weather.
 

Arnholm. Is she ill, then?
 

Wangel. Not exactly ill, although she has been extremely nervous for the last few years — that is to say, she is now and then. I can’t make out what really ails her. But to plunge into the sea is her joy and delight.
 

Arnholm. Yes; I remember that of old.
 

Wangel (with an almost imperceptible smile). To be sure! You knew Ellida when you were teacher out there at Skjoldviken.
 

Arnholm. Certainly. She used often to visit at the Parsonage. But I mostly met her when I went to the lighthouse to see her father.
 

Wangel. Those times out there, you may believe me, have set deep marks upon her. The people in the town here can’t understand her at all. They call her the “Lady from the Sea.”
 

Arnholm. Do they?
 

Wangel. Yes. And so — now, you see, speak to her of the old days, dear Arnholm, it will do her good.
 

Arnholm (looks at him in doubt). Have you any reason for thinking so?
 

Wangel. Assuredly I have.
 

Ellida (her voice is heard outside the garden). Are you there, Wangel?
 

Wangel (rising). Yes, dear.
 

(Mrs. ELLIDA WANGEL, in a large, light wrap, and with wet hair hanging loose over her shoulders, comes from between the trees of the arbour. ARNHOLM rises.)
 

Wangel (smiling, and holding out his hands to her). Ah! So now we have our Mermaid!
 

Ellida (goes quickly up the verandah, and seizes his hands). Thank God that I see you again! When did you come?
 

Wangel. Just now; a little while since. (Pointing to ARNHOLM.) But won’t you greet an old acquaintance?
 

Ellida (holding out her hand to ARNHOLM). So here you are! Welcome! And forgive me for not being at home — 
 

Arnholm. Don’t mention it — don’t stand on any ceremony.
 

Wangel. Was the water nice and fresh today?
 

Ellida. Fresh! Oh! The water here never is fresh. It is so tepid and lifeless. Ugh! The water in the fjord here is sick.
 

Arnholm. Sick?
 

Ellida. Yes, sick. And I believe it makes one sick, too.
 

Wangel (smiling). You’re giving our bathing resort a good name!
 

Arnholm. I should rather believe, Mrs. Wangel, that you have a peculiar relation to the sea, and to all that belongs to it.
 

Ellida. Perhaps; I almost think so myself. But do you see how festively the girls have arranged everything in your honour?
 

Wangel (embarrassed). Hm! (Looks at his watch.) Well, I suppose I must be quick and — 
 

Arnholm. Is it really for me?
 

Ellida. Yes. You may be sure we don’t decorate like this every day. Ugh! How suffocatingly hot it is under this roof. (Goes down into the garden.) Come over here. Here at least there is a little air. (Sits down in arbour.)
 

Arnholm (going thither). I think the air quite fresh here.
 

Ellida. Yes, you — who are used to the stifling air of the town! It’s terrible there in the summer, I hear.
 

Wangel (who has also gone into the garden). Hm, dear Ellida, you must just entertain our friend alone for a little while.
 

Ellida. Are you busy?
 

Wangel. Yes, I must go down to the office. And then I must change. But I won’t be long.
 

Arnholm (sitting down in arbour). Now, don’t hurry, dear doctor. Your wife and I will manage to kill the time.
 

Wangel (nodding). Oh, yes! I’m sure you will. Well, goodbye for the present. (He goes out through the garden.)
 

Ellida (after a short pause). Don’t you think it’s pleasant sitting out here?
 

Arnholm. I think I’ve a pleasant seat now.
 

Ellida. They call this my arbour, because I had it fitted up, or rather Wangel did, for me.
 

Arnholm. And you usually sit here?
 

Ellida. Yes, I pass most of the day here.
 

Arnholm. With the girls, I suppose?
 

Ellida. No, the girls — usually sit on the verandah.
 

Arnholm. And Wangel himself?
 

Ellida. Oh! Wangel goes to and fro — now he comes to me, and then he goes to his children.
 

Arnholm. And is it you who wish this?
 

Ellida. I think all parties feel most comfortable in this way. You know we can talk across to one another — if we happen to find there is anything to say.
 

Arnholm (after thinking awhile). When I last crossed your path — out at Skjoldviken, I mean — Hm! That is long ago now.
 

Ellida. It’s quite ten years since you were there with us.
 

Arnholm. Yes, about that. But when I think of you out there in the lighthouse! The heathen, as the old clergyman called you, because your father had named you, as he said, after an old ship, and hadn’t given you a name fit for a Christian.
 

Ellida. Well, what then?
 

Arnholm. The last thing I should then have believed was that I should see you again down here as the wife of Wangel.
 

Ellida. No; at that time Wangel wasn’t — at that time the girls’ first mother was still living. Their real mother, so Arnholm. Of course, of course! But even if that had not been-even if he had been free — still, I could never have believed this would come about.
 

Ellida. Nor I. Never on earth — then.
 

Arnholm. Wangel is such a good fellow. So honourable. So thoroughly good and kind to all men.
 

Ellida (warmly and heartily). Yes, he is indeed.
 

Arnholm. But he must be so absolutely different from you, I fancy.
 

Ellida. You are right there. So he is.
 

Arnholm. Well, but how did it happen? How did it come about?
 

Ellida. Ah! dear Arnholm, you mustn’t ask me about that. I couldn’t explain it to you, and even if I could, you would never be able to understand, in the least.
 

Arnholm. Hm! (In lower tone.) Have you ever confided anything about me to your husband? Of course, I meant about the useless step — I allowed myself to be moved to.
 

Ellida. No. You may be sure of that. I’ve not said a word to him about — about what you speak of.
 

Arnholm. I am glad. I felt rather awkward at the thought that — 
 

Ellida. There was no need. I have only told him what is true — that I liked you very much, and that you were the truest and best friend I had out there.
 

Arnholm. Thanks for that. But tell me — why did you never write to me after I had gone away?
 

Ellida. I thought that perhaps it would pain you to hear from one who — who could not respond as you desired. It seemed like re-opening a painful subject.
 

Arnholm. Hm. Yes, yes, perhaps you were right.
 

Ellida. But why didn’t you write?
 

Arnholm (looks at her and smiles, half reproachfully). I make the first advance? Perhaps expose myself to the suspicion of wanting to begin all over again? After such a repulse as I had had?
 

Ellida. Oh no! I understand very well. Have you never since thought of forming any other tie?
 

Arnholm. Never! I have been faithful to my first memories.
 

Ellida (half jestingly). Nonsense! Let the sad old memories alone. You’d better think of becoming a happy husband, I should say.
 

Arnholm. I should have to be quick about it, then, Mrs. Wangel. Remember, I’m already — I’m ashamed to say — I’m past thirty-seven.
 

Ellida. Well, all the more reason for being quick. (She is silent for a moment, and then says, earnestly, in a low voice.) But listen, dear Arnholm; now I am going to tell you something that I could not have told you then, to save my life.
 

Arnholm. What is it?
 

Ellida. When you took the — the useless step you were just speaking of — I could not answer you otherwise than I did.
 

Arnholm. I know that you had nothing but friendship to give me; I know that well enough.
 

Ellida. But you did not know that all my mind and soul were then given elsewhere.
 

Arnholm. At that time!
 

Ellida. Yes.
 

Arnholm. But it is impossible. You are mistaken about the time. I hardly think you knew Wangel then.
 

Ellida. It is not Wangel of whom I speak.
 

Arnholm. Not Wangel? But at that time, out there at Skjoldviken — I can’t remember a single person whom I can imagine the possibility of your caring for.
 

Ellida. No, no, I quite believe that; for it was all such bewildering madness — all of it.
 

Arnholm. But tell me more of this.
 

Ellida. Oh! it’s enough if you know I was bound then; and you know it now.
 

Arnholm. And if you had not been bound?
 

Ellida. Well?
 

Arnholm. Would your answer to my letter have been different?
 

Ellida. How can I tell? When Wangel came the answer was different.
 

Arnholm. What is your object, then, in telling me that you were bound?
 

Ellida (getting up, as if in fear and unrest). Because I must have someone in whom to confide. No, no; sit still.
 

Arnholm. Then your husband knows nothing about this?
 

Ellida. I confessed to him from the first that my thoughts had once been elsewhere. He never asked to know more, and we have never touched upon it since. Besides, at bottom it was simply madness. And then it was over directly — that is to a certain extent.
 

Arnholm (rising). Only to a certain extent? Not quite?
 

Ellida. Yes, yes, it is! Oh, good heavens! Dear Arnholm, it is not what you think. It is something so absolutely incomprehensible, I don’t know how I could tell it you. You would only think I was ill, or quite mad.
 

Arnholm. My dearest lady! Now you really must tell me all about it.
 

Ellida. Well, then, I’ll try to. How will you, as a sensible man, explain to yourself that — (Looks round, and breaks off.) Wait a moment. Here’s a visitor.
 

(LYNGSTRAND comes along the road, and enters the garden. He has a flower in his button-hole, and carries a large, handsome bouquet done up in paper and silk ribbons. He stands somewhat hesitatingly and undecidedly by the verandah.)
 

Ellida (from the arbour). Have you come to see the girls, Mr. Lyngstrand?
 

Lyngstrand (turning round). Ah, madam, are you there? (Bows, and comes nearer.) No, it’s not that. It’s not the young ladies. It’s you yourself, Mrs. Wangel. You know you gave me permission to come and see you Ellida. Of course I did. You are always welcome here.
 

Lyngstrand. Thanks; and as it falls out so luckily that it’s a festival here today — 
 

Ellida. Oh! Do you know about that?
 

Lyngstrand. Rather! And so I should like to take the liberty of presenting this to Mrs. Wangel. (Bows, and offers her the bouquet.)
 

Ellida (smiling). But, my dear Mr. Lyngstrand, oughtn’t you to give these lovely flowers to Mr. Arnholm himself? For you know it’s really he Lyngstrand (looking uncertainly at both of them). Excuse me, but I don’t know this gentleman. It’s only — I’ve only come about the birthday, Mrs. Wangel.
 

Ellida. Birthday? You’ve made a mistake, Mr. Lyngstrand. There’s no birthday here today.
 

Lyngstrand (smiling slyly). Oh! I know all about that! But I didn’t think it was to be kept so dark.
 

Ellida. What do you know?
 

Lyngstrand. That it is Madam’s birthday.
 

Ellida. Mine?
 

Arnholm (looks questioningly at her). Today? Surely not.
 

Ellida (to LYNGSTRAND). Whatever made you think that?
 

Lyngstrand. It was Miss Hilde who let it out. I just looked in here a little while ago, and I asked the young ladies why they were decorating the place like this, with flowers and flags.
 

Ellida. Well?
 

Lyngstrand. And so Miss Hilde said, “Why, today is mother’s birthday.”
 

Ellida. Mother’s! — I see.
 

Arnholm. Aha! (He and ELLIDA exchange a meaning look.) Well, now that the young man knows about it — 
 

Ellida (to LYNGSTRAND). Well, now that you know — 
 

Lyngstrand (offering her the bouquet again). May I take the liberty of congratulating you?
 

Ellida (taking the flowers). My best thanks. Won’t you sit down a moment, Mr. Lyngstrand? (ELLIDA, ARNHOLM, and LYNGSTRAND sit down in the arbour.) This — birthday business — was to have been kept secret, Mr. Arnholm.
 

Arnholm. So I see. It wasn’t for us uninitiated folk!
 

Ellida (putting down the bouquet). Just so. Not for the uninitiated.
 

Lyngstrand. ‘Pon my word, I won’t tell a living soul about it.
 

Ellida. Oh, it wasn’t meant like that. But how are you getting on? I think you look better than you did.
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! I think I’m getting on famously. And by next year, if I can go south — 
 

Ellida. And you are going south, the girls tell me.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, for I’ve a benefactor and friend at Bergen, who looks after me, and has promised to help me next year.
 

Ellida. How did you get such a friend?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, it all happened so very luckily. I once went to sea in one of his ships.
 

Ellida. Did you? So you wanted to go to sea?
 

Lyngstrand. No, not at all. But when mother died, father wouldn’t have me knocking about at home any longer, and so he sent me to sea. Then we were wrecked in the English Channel on our way home; and that was very fortunate for me.
 

Arnholm. What do you mean?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, for it was in the shipwreck that I got this little weakness — of my chest. I was so long in the ice-cold water before they picked me up; and so I had to give up the sea. Yes, that was very fortunate.
 

Arnholm. Indeed! Do you think so?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, for the weakness isn’t dangerous; and now I can be a sculptor, as I so dearly want to be. Just think; to model in that delicious clay, that yields so caressingly to your fingers!
 

Ellida. And what are you going to model? Is it to be mermen and mermaids? Or is it to be old Vikings?
 

Lyngstrand. No, not that. As soon as I can set about it, I am going to try if I can produce a great work — a group, as they call it.
 

Ellida. Yes; but what’s the group to be?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! something I’ve experienced myself.
 

Arnholm. Yes, yes; always stick to that.
 

Ellida. But what’s it to be?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, I thought it should be the young wife of a sailor, who lies sleeping in strange unrest, and she is dreaming. I fancy I shall do it so that you will see she is dreaming.
 

Arnholm. Is there anything else?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, there’s to be another figure — a sort of apparition, as they say. It’s her husband, to whom she has been faithless while he was away, and he is drowned at sea.
 

Arnholm. What?
 

Ellida. Drowned?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, he was drowned on a sea voyage. But that’s the wonderful part of it — he comes home all the same. It is night-time. And he is standing by her bed looking at her. He is to stand there dripping wet, like one drawn from the sea.
 

Ellida (leaning back in her chair). What an extraordinary idea! (Shutting her eyes.) Oh! I can see it so clearly, living before me!
 

Arnholm. But how on earth, Mr. — Mr. — I thought you said it was to be something you had experienced.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes. I did experience that — that is to say, to a certain extent.
 

Arnholm. You saw a dead man?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, I don’t mean I’ve actually seen this — experienced it in the flesh. But still — 
 

Ellida (quickly, intently). Oh! tell me all you can about it! I must understand about all this.
 

Arnholm (smiling). Yes, that’ll be quite in your line. Something that has to do with sea fancies.
 

Ellida. What was it, Mr. Lyngstrand?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, it was like this. At the time when we were to sail home in the brig from a town they called Halifax, we had to leave the boatswain behind in the hospital. So we had to engage an American instead. This new boatswain Ellida. The American?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, one day he got the captain to lend him a lot of old newspapers and he was always reading them. For he wanted to teach himself Norwegian, he said.
 

Ellida. Well, and then?
 

Lyngstrand. It was one evening in rough weather. All hands were on deck — except the boatswain and myself. For he had sprained his foot and couldn’t walk, and I was feeling rather low, and was lying in my berth. Well, he was sitting there in the forecastle, reading one of those old papers again.
 

Ellida. Well, well!
 

Lyngstrand. But just as he was sitting there quietly reading, I heard him utter a sort of yell. And when I looked at him, I saw his face was as white as chalk. And then he began to crush and crumple the paper, and to tear it into a thousand shreds. But he did it so quietly, quietly.
 

Ellida. Didn’t he say anything? Didn’t he speak?
 

Lyngstrand. Not directly; but a little after he said to himself, as it were: “Married — to another man. While I was away.”
 

Ellida (closes her eyes, and says, half to herself). He said that?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes. And think — he said it in perfect Norwegian. That man must have learnt foreign languages very easily — 
 

Ellida. And what then? What else happened?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, now the remarkable part is coming — that I shall never forget as long as I live. For he added, and that quite quietly, too: “But she is mine, and mine she shall remain. And she shall follow me, if I should come home and fetch her, as a drowned man from the dark sea.”
 

Ellida (pouring herself out a glass of water. Her hand trembles). Ah! How close it is here today.
 

Lyngstrand. And he said this with such strength of will that I thought he must be the man to do it.
 

Ellida. Don’t you know anything about — what became of the man?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! madam, he’s certainly not living now.
 

Ellida (quickly). Why do you think that?
 

Lyngstrand. Why? Because we were shipwrecked afterwards in the Channel. I had got into the longboat with the captain and five others. The mate got into the stern-boat; and the American was in that too, and another man.
 

Ellida. And nothing has been heard of them since?
 

Lyngstrand. Not a word. The friend who looks after me said so quite recently in a letter. But it’s just because of this I was so anxious to make it into a work of art. I see the faithless sailor-wife so life-like before me, and the avenger who is drowned, and who nevertheless comes home from the sea. I can see them both so distinctly.
 

Ellida. I, too. (Rises.) Come; let us go in — or, rather, go down to Wangel. I think it is so suffocatingly hot. (She goes out of the arbour.)
 

Lyngstrand (who has also risen). I, for my part, must ask you to excuse me. This was only to be a short visit because of the birthday.
 

Ellida. As you wish. (Holds out her hand to him.) Goodbye, and thank you for the flowers.
 

(LYNGSTRAND bows, and goes off through the garden gate.)
 

Arnholm (rises, and goes up to ELLIDA). I see well enough that this has gone to your heart, Mrs. Wangel.
 

Ellida. Yes; you may well say so. Although Arnholm. But still — after all, it’s no more than you were bound to expect.
 

Ellida (looks at him surprised). Expect!
 

Arnholm. Well, so it seems to me.
 

Ellida. Expect that anyone should come back again! — come to life again like that!
 

Arnholm. But what on earth! — is it that mad sculptor’s sea story, then?
 

Ellida. Oh, dear Arnholm, perhaps it isn’t so mad after all!
 

Arnholm. Is it that nonsense about the dead man that has moved you so? And I who thought that — 
 

Ellida. What did you think?
 

Arnholm. I naturally thought that was only a make-believe of yours. And that you were sitting here grieving because you had found out a family feast was being kept secret; because your husband and his children live a life of remembrances in which you have no part.
 

Ellida. Oh! no, no! That may be as it may. I have no right to claim my husband wholly and solely for myself.
 

Arnholm. I should say you had.
 

Ellida. Yes. Yet, all the same, I have not. That is it. Why, I, too, live in something from which they are shut out.
 

Arnholm. You! (In lower tone.) Do you mean? — you, you do not really love your husband!
 

Ellida. Oh! yes, yes! I have learnt to love him with all my heart! And that’s why it is so terrible-so inexplicable — so absolutely inconceivable!
 

Arnholm. Now you must and shall confide all your troubles to me. Will you, Mrs. Wangel?
 

Ellida. I cannot, dear friend. Not now, in any case. Later, perhaps.
 

(BOLETTE comes out into the verandah, and goes down into the garden.)
 

Bolette. Father’s coming up from the office. Hadn’t we better all of us go into the sitting-room?
 

Ellida. Yes, let us.
 

(WANGEL, in other clothes, comes with HILDE from behind the house.)
 

Wangel. Now, then, here I am at your service. And now we shall enjoy a good glass of something cool.
 

Ellida. Wait a moment. (She goes into the arbour and fetches the bouquet.)
 

Hilde. I say! All those lovely flowers! Where did you get them?
 

Ellida. From the sculptor, Lyngstrand, my dear Hilde.
 

Hilde (starts). From Lyngstrand?
 

Bolette (uneasily). Has Lyngstrand been here again?
 

Ellida (with a half-smile). Yes. He came here with these. Because of the birthday, you understand.
 

Bolette (looks at HILDE). Oh!
 

Hilde (mutters). The idiot!
 

Wangel (in painful confusion to ELLIDA). Hm! — yes, well you see-I must tell you, my dear, good, beloved Ellida — 
 

Ellida (interrupting). Come, girls! Let us go and put my flowers in the water together with the others. (Goes up to the verandah.)
 

Bolette (to HILDE). Oh! After all she is good at heart.
 

Hilde (in a low tone with angry look). Fiddlesticks! She only does it to take in father.
 

Wangel (on the verandah, presses ELLIDA’S hand). Thanks-thanks! My heartfelt thanks for that, dear Ellida.
 

Ellida (arranging the flowers). Nonsense! Should not I, too, be in it, and take part in — in mother’s birthday?
 

Arnholm. Hm!
 

(He goes up to WANGEL, and ELLIDA, BOLETTE, and HILDE remain in the garden below.)
 






  








ACT II
 

(SCENE. — At the “View,” a shrub-covered hill behind the town. A little in the background, a beacon and a vane. Great stones arranged as seats around the beacon, and in the foreground. Farther back the outer fjord is seen, with islands and outstanding headlands. The open sea is not visible. It is a summer’s evening, and twilight. A golden-red shimmer is in the air and over the mountain-tops in the far distance. A quartette is faintly heard singing below in the background. Young townsfolk, ladies and gentlemen, come up in pairs, from the right, and, talking familiarly, pass out beyond the beacon. A little after, BALLESTED enters, as guide to a party of foreign tourists with their ladies. He is laden with shawls and travelling bags.)
 

Ballested (pointing upwards with a stick). Sehen Sie, meine Herrschaften, dort, out there, liegt eine andere mountain, That wollen wir also besteigen, and so herunter. (He goes on with the conversation in French, and leads the party off to the left. HILDE comes quickly along the uphill path, stands still, and looks back. Soon after BOLETTE comes up the same way.)
 

Bolette. But, dear, why should we run away from Lyngstrand?
 

Hilde. Because I can’t bear going uphill so slowly. Look — look at him crawling up!
 

Bolette. Ah! But you know how delicate he is.
 

Hilde. Do you think it’s very — dangerous?
 

Bolette. I certainly do.
 

Hilde. He went to consult father this afternoon. I should like to know what father thinks about him.
 

Bolette. Father told me it was a thickening of the lungs, or something of the sort. He won’t live to be old, father says.
 

Hilde. No! Did he say it? Fancy — that’s exactly what I thought.
 

Bolette. For heaven’s sake don’t show it!
 

Hilde. How can you imagine such a thing? (In an undertone.) Look, here comes Hans crawling up. Don’t you think you can see by the look of him that he’s called Hans?
 

Bolette (whispering). Now do behave! You’d better!
 

(LYNGSTRAND comes in from the right, a parasol in his hand.)
 

Lyngstrand. I must beg the young ladies to excuse me for not getting along as quickly as they did.
 

Hilde. Have you got a parasol too, now?
 

Lyngstrand. It’s your mother’s. She said I was to use it as a stick. I hadn’t mine with me.
 

Bolette. Are they down there still — father and the others?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; your father looked in at the restaurant for a moment, and the others are sitting out there listening to the music. But they were coming up here presently, your mother said.
 

Hilde (stands looking at him). I suppose you’re thoroughly tired out now?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I almost think I’m a little tired now. I really believe I shall have to sit down a moment. (He sits on one of the stones in the foreground.)
 

Hilde (standing in front of him). Do you know there’s to be dancing down there on the parade?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I heard there was some talk about it.
 

Hilde. I suppose you think dancing’s great fun?
 

Bolette (who begins gathering small flowers among the heather). Oh, Hilde! Now do let Mr. Lyngstrand get his breath.
 

Lyngstrand (to HILDE). Yes, Miss Hilde; I should very much like to dance — if only I could.
 

Hilde. Oh, I see! Haven’t you ever learnt?
 

Lyngstrand. No, I’ve not. But it wasn’t that I meant. I meant I couldn’t because of my chest.
 

Hilde. Because of that weakness you said you suffered from?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; because of that.
 

Hilde. Aren’t you very sorry you’ve that — weakness?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh, no! I can’t say I am (smiling), for I think it’s because of it that everyone is so good, and friendly, and kind to me.
 

Hilde. Yes. And then, besides, it’s not dangerous.
 

Lyngstrand. No; it’s not at all dangerous. So I gathered from what your father said to me.
 

Hilde. And then it will pass away as soon as ever you begin travelling.
 

Lyngstrand. Of course it will pass away.
 

Bolette (with flowers). Look here, Mr. Lyngstrand, you are to put this in your button-hole.
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! A thousand thanks, Miss Wangel. It’s really too good of you.
 

Hilde (looking down the path). There they are, coming along the road.
 

Bolette (also looking down). If only they know where to turn off. No; now they’re going wrong.
 

Lyngstrand (rising). I’ll run down to the turning and call out to them.
 

Hilde. You’ll have to call out pretty loud.
 

Bolette. No; it’s not worth while. You’ll only tire yourself again.
 

Lyngstrand. Oh, it’s so easy going downhill. (Goes off to the right.)
 

Hilde. Down-hill — yes. (Looking after him.) Why, he’s actually jumping! And he never remembers he’ll have to come up again.
 

Bolette. Poor fellow!
 

Hilde. If Lyngstrand were to propose, would you accept him?
 

Bolette. Are you quite mad?
 

Hilde. Of course, I mean if he weren’t troubled with that “weakness.” And if he weren’t to die so soon, would you have him then?
 

Bolette. I think you’d better have him yourself!
 

Hilde. No, that I wouldn’t! Why, he hasn’t a farthing. He hasn’t enough even to keep himself.
 

Bolette. Then why are you always going about with him?
 

Hilde. Oh, I only do that because of the weakness.
 

Bolette. I’ve never noticed that you in the least pity him for it!
 

Hilde. No, I don’t. But I think it so interesting.
 

Bolette. What is?
 

Hilde. To look at him and make him tell you it isn’t dangerous; and that he’s going abroad, and is to be an artist. He really believes it all, and is so thoroughly happy about it. And yet nothing will ever come of it; nothing whatever. For he won’t live long enough. I feel that’s so fascinating to think of.
 

Bolette. Fascinating!
 

Hilde. Yes, I think it’s most fascinating. I take that liberty.
 

Bolette. Hilde, you really are a dreadful child!
 

Hilde. That’s just what I want to be — out of spite. (Looking down.) At last! I shouldn’t think Arnholm liked coming up-hill. (Turns round.) By the way, do you know what I noticed about Arnholm at dinner?
 

Bolette. Well?
 

Hilde. Just think — his hair’s beginning to come off — right on the top of his head.
 

Bolette. Nonsense! I’m sure that’s not true.
 

Hilde. It is! And then he has wrinkles round both his eyes. Good gracious, Bolette, how could you be so much in love with him when he used to read with you?
 

Bolette (smiling). Yes. Can you believe it? I remember I once shed bitter tears because he thought Bolette was an ugly name.
 

Hilde. Only to think! (Looking down.) No! I say, do just look down here! There’s the “Mermaid” walking along and chatting with him. Not with father. I wonder if those two aren’t making eyes at one another.
 

Bolette. You ought to be ashamed of yourself! How can you stand there and say such a thing of her? Now, when everything was beginning to be so pleasant between us.
 

Hilde. Of course — just try and persuade yourself of that, my child! Oh, no! It will never be pleasant between us and her. For she doesn’t belong to us at all. And we don’t belong to her either. Goodness knows what father dragged her into the house for! I shouldn’t wonder if some fine day she went mad under our very eyes.
 

Bolette. Mad! How can you think such a thing?
 

Hilde. Oh! it wouldn’t be so extraordinary. Her mother went mad, too. She died mad — I know that.
 

Bolette. Yes, heaven only knows what you don’t poke your nose into. But now don’t go chattering about this. Do be good — for father’s sake. Do you hear, Hilde?
 

(WANGEL, ELLIDA, ARNHOLM and LYNGSTRAND come up from the right.)
 

Ellida (pointing to the background). Out there it lies.
 

Arnholm. Quite right. It must be in that direction.
 

Ellida. Out there is the sea.
 

Bolette (to ARNHOLM). Don’t you think it is delightful up here?
 

Arnholm. It’s magnificent, I think. Glorious view!
 

Wangel. I suppose you never used to come up here?
 

Arnholm. No, never. In my time I think it was hardly accessible; there wasn’t any path even.
 

Wangel. And no grounds. All this has been done during the last few years.
 

Bolette. And there, at the “Pilot’s Mount,” it’s even grander than here.
 

Wangel. Shall we go there, Ellida?
 

Ellida (sitting down on one of the stones). Thanks, not I; but you others can. I’ll sit here meanwhile.
 

Wangel. Then I’ll stay with you. The girls can show Arnholm about.
 

Bolette. Would you like to go with us, Mr. Arnholm?
 

Arnholm. I should like to, very much. Does a path lead up there too?
 

Bolette. Oh yes. There’s a nice broad path.
 

Hilde. The path is so broad that two people can walk along it comfortably, arm in arm.
 

Arnholm (jestingly). Is that really so, little Missie? (To BOLETTE.) Shall we two see if she is right?
 

Bolette (suppressing a smile). Very well, let’s go. (They go out to the left, arm in arm.)
 

Hilde (to LYNGSTRAND). Shall we go too?
 

Lyngstrand. Arm in arm?
 

Hilde. Oh, why not? For aught I care!
 

Lyngstrand (taking her arm, laughing contentedly). This is a jolly lark.
 

Hilde. Lark?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; because it looks exactly as if we were engaged.
 

Hilde. I’m sure you’ve never walked out arm in arm with a lady before, Mr. Lyngstrand. (They go off.)
 

Wangel (who is standing beside the beacon). Dear Ellida, now we have a moment to ourselves.
 

Ellida. Yes; come and sit down here, by me.
 

Wangel (sitting down). It is so free and quiet. Now we can have a little talk together.
 

Ellida. What about?
 

Wangel. About yourself, and then about us both. Ellida, I see very well that it can’t go on like this.
 

Ellida. What do you propose instead?
 

Wangel. Perfect confidence, dear. A true life together — as before.
 

Ellida. Oh, if that could be! But it is so absolutely impossible!
 

Wangel. I think I understand you, from certain things you have let fall now and again.
 

Ellida (passionately). Oh, you do not! Don’t say you understand!
 

Wangel. Yes. Yours is an honest nature, Ellida — yours is a faithful mind.
 

Ellida. It is.
 

Wangel. Any position in which you could feel safe and happy must be a completely true and real one.
 

Ellida (looking eagerly at him). Well, and then?
 

Wangel. You are not suited to be a man’s second wife.
 

Ellida. What makes you think that?
 

Wangel. It has often flashed across me like a foreboding. Today it was clear to me. The children’s memorial feast — you saw in me a kind of accomplice. Well, yes; a man’s memories, after all, cannot be wiped out — not so mine, anyhow. It isn’t in me.
 

Ellida. I know that. Oh! I know that so well.
 

Wangel. But you are mistaken all the same. To you it is almost as if the children’s mother were still living — as if she were still here invisible amongst us. You think my heart is equally divided between you and her. It is this thought that shocks you. You see something immoral in our relation, and that is why you no longer can or will live with me as my wife.
 

Ellida (rising). Have you seen all that, Wangel — seen into all this?
 

Wangel. Yes; today I have at last seen to the very heart of it — to its utmost depths.
 

Ellida. To its very heart, you say? Oh, do not think that!
 

Wangel (rising). I see very well that there is more than this, dear Ellida.
 

Ellida (anxiously). You know there is more?
 

Wangel. Yes. You cannot bear your surroundings here. The mountains crush you, and weigh upon your heart. Nothing is open enough for you here. The heavens above you are not spacious enough. The air is not strong and bracing enough.
 

Ellida. You are right. Night and day, winter and summer, it weighs upon me — this irresistible home-sickness for the sea.
 

Wangel. I know it well, dear Ellida (laying his hands upon her head). And that is why the poor sick child shall go home to her own again.
 

Ellida. What do you mean?
 

Wangel. Something quite simple. We are going away.
 

Ellida. Going away?
 

Wangel. Yes. Somewhere by the open sea — a place where you can find a true home, after your own heart.
 

Ellida. Oh, dear, do not think of that! That is quite impossible. You can live happily nowhere on earth but here!
 

Wangel. That must be as it may. And, besides, do you think I can live happily here — without you?
 

Ellida. But I am here. And I will stay here. You have me.
 

Wangel. Have I, Ellida?
 

Ellida. Oh! don’t speak of all this. Why, here you have all that you love and strive for. All your life’s work lies here.
 

Wangel. That must be as it may, I tell you. We are going away from here — are going somewhere — out there. That is quite settled now, dear Ellida.
 

Ellida. What do you think we should gain by that?
 

Wangel. You would regain your health and peace of mind.
 

Ellida. Hardly. And then you, yourself! Think of yourself, too! What of you?
 

Wangel. I would win you back again, my dearest.
 

Ellida. But you cannot do that! No, no, you can’t do that, Wangel! That is the terrible part of it — heart-breaking to think of.
 

Wangel. That remains to be proved. If you are harbouring such thoughts, truly there is no other salvation for you than to go hence. And the sooner the better. Now this is irrevocably settled, do you hear?
 

Ellida. No! Then in heaven’s name I had better tell you everything straight out. Everything just as it is.
 

Wangel. Yes, yes! Do.
 

Ellida. For you shall not ruin your happiness for my sake, especially as it can’t help us in any way.
 

Wangel. I have your word now that you will tell me everything just as it is.
 

Ellida. I’ll tell you everything as well as I can, and as far as I understand it. Come here and sit by me. (They sit down on the stones.)
 

Wangel. Well, Ellida, so — 
 

Ellida. That day when you came out there and asked me if I would be yours, you spoke so frankly and honestly to me about your first marriage. It had been so happy, you said.
 

Wangel. And so it was.
 

Ellida. Yes, yes! I am sure of that, dear! It is not for that I am referring to it now. I only want to remind you that I, on my side, was frank with you. I told you quite openly that once in my life I had cared for another. That there had been a — a kind of engagement between us.
 

Wangel. A kind of — 
 

Ellida. Yes, something of the sort. Well, it only lasted such a very short time. He went away; and after that I put an end to it. I told you all that.
 

Wangel. Why rake up all this now? It really didn’t concern me; nor have I once asked you who he was!
 

Ellida. No, you have not. You are always so thoughtful for me.
 

Wangel (smiling). Oh, in this case I could guess the name well enough for myself.
 

Ellida. The name?
 

Wangel. Out in Skjoldviken and thereabouts there weren’t many to choose from; or, rather, there was only a single one.
 

Ellida. You believe it was Arnholm!
 

Wangel. Well, wasn’t it?
 

Ellida. No!
 

Wangel. Not he? Then I don’t in the least understand.
 

Ellida. Can you remember that late in the autumn a large American ship once put into Skjoldviken for repairs?
 

Wangel. Yes, I remember it very well. It was on board that ship that the captain was found one morning in his cabin — murdered. I myself went out to make the post-mortem.
 

Ellida. Yes, it was you.
 

Wangel. It was the second mate who had murdered him.
 

Ellida. No one can say that. For it was never proved.
 

Wangel. There was enough against him anyhow, or why should he have drowned himself as he did?
 

Ellida. He did not drown himself. He sailed in a ship to the north.
 

Wangel (startled). How do you know?
 

Ellida (with an effort). Well, Wangel — it was this second mate to whom I was — betrothed.
 

Wangel (springing up). What! Is it possible!
 

Ellida. Yes, it is so. It was to him!
 

Wangel. But how on earth, Ellida! How did you come to betroth yourself to such a man? To an absolute stranger! What is his name?
 

Ellida. At that time he called himself Friman. Later, in his letters he signed himself Alfred Johnston.
 

Wangel. And where did he come from?
 

Ellida. From Finmark, he said. For the rest, he was born in Finland, had come to Norway there as a child with his father, I think.
 

Wangel. A Finlander, then?
 

Ellida. Yes, so he called himself.
 

Wangel. What else do you know about him?
 

Ellida. Only that he went to sea very young. And that he had been on long voyages.
 

Wangel. Nothing more?
 

Ellida. No. We never spoke of such things.
 

Wangel. Of what did you speak, then?
 

Ellida. We spoke mostly about the sea.
 

Wangel. Ah! About the sea — 
 

Ellida. About storms and calm. Of dark nights at sea. And of the sea in the glittering sunshiny days we spoke also. But we spoke most of the whales, and the dolphins, and the seals who lie out there on the rocks in the midday sun. And then we spoke of the gulls, and the eagles, and all the other sea birds. I think — isn’t it wonderful? — when we talked of such things it seemed to me as if both the sea beasts and sea birds were one with him.
 

Wangel. And with you?
 

Ellida. Yes; I almost thought I belonged to them all, too.
 

Wangel. Well, well! And so it was that you betrothed yourself to him?
 

Ellida. Yes. He said I must.
 

Wangel. You must? Had you no will of your own, then?
 

Ellida. Not when he was near. Ah! afterwards I thought it all so inexplicable.
 

Wangel. Were you often together?
 

Ellida. No; not very often. One day he came out to our place, and looked over the lighthouse. After that I got to know him, and we met now and again. But then that happened about the captain, and so he had to go away.
 

Wangel. Yes, yes. Tell me more about that.
 

Ellida. It was just daybreak when I had a note from him. He said in it I was to go out to him at the Bratthammer. You know the headland there between the lighthouse and Skjoldviken?
 

Wangel. I know, I know!
 

Ellida. I was to go out there at once, he wrote, because he wanted to speak to me.
 

Wangel. And you went?
 

Ellida. Yes. I could not do otherwise. Well, then he told me he had stabbed the captain in the night.
 

Wangel. He said that himself! Actually said so!
 

Ellida. Yes. But he had only acted rightly and justly, he said.
 

Wangel. Rightly and justly! Why did he stab him then?
 

Ellida. He wouldn’t speak out about that. He said it was not fit for me to hear.
 

Wangel. And you believed his naked, bare word?
 

Ellida. Yes. It never occurred to me to do otherwise. Well, anyhow, he had to go away. But now, when he was to bid me farewell — . No; you never could imagine what he thought of — 
 

Wangel. Well? Tell me.
 

Ellida. He took from his pocket a key-ring — and drew a ring that he always wore from his finger, and he took a small ring I had. These two he put on the key-ring. And then he said we should wed ourselves to the sea.
 

Wangel. Wed?
 

Ellida. Yes, so he said. And with that he threw the key-ring, and our rings, with all his might, as far as he could into the deep.
 

Wangel. And you, Ellida, you did all this?
 

Ellida. Yes — only think — it then seemed to me as if it must be so. But, thank God I — he went away.
 

Wangel. And when he was gone?
 

Ellida. Oh! You can surely understand that I soon came to my senses again — that I saw how absolutely mad and meaningless it had all been.
 

Wangel. But you spoke just now of letters. So you have heard from him since?
 

Ellida. Yes, I have heard from him. First I had a few short lines from Archangel. He only wrote he was going to America. And then he told me where to send an answer.
 

Wangel. And did you?
 

Ellida. At once. I wrote him, of course, that all must be at an end between us; and that he must no longer think of me, just as I should no longer think of him.
 

Wangel. But did he write again?
 

Ellida. Yes, he wrote again.
 

Wangel. And what was his answer to your communication?
 

Ellida. He took no notice of it. It was exactly as if I had never broken with him. He wrote quite composedly and calmly that I must wait for him. When he could have me he would let me know, and then I was to go to him at once.
 

Wangel. So he would not release you?
 

Ellida. No. Then I wrote again, almost word for word as I had before; or perhaps more firmly.
 

Wangel. And he gave in?
 

Ellida. Oh, no! Don’t think that! He wrote quietly, as before — not a word of my having broken with him. Then I knew it was useless, and so I never wrote to him again.
 

Wangel. And you never heard from him?
 

Ellida. Oh, yes! I have had three letters since then. Once he wrote to me from California, and a second time from China. The last letter I had from him was from Australia. He wrote he was going to the gold-mines; but since then he has made no sign.
 

Wangel. This man has had a strange power over you, Ellida.
 

Ellida. Yes, yes! The terrible man!
 

Wangel. But you mustn’t think of that any more. Never again — never! Promise me that, my dear, beloved Ellida. Now we must try another treatment for you. Fresher air than here within the fjords. The salt, fresh air of the sea! Dear, what say you to that?
 

Ellida. Oh! don’t speak of it! Don’t think of it! There is no help in this for me. I feel that so well. I can’t shake it off — not even there.
 

Wangel. What, dear? — What do you really mean?
 

Ellida. I mean the horror of it, this incomprehensible power over the mind.
 

Wangel. But you have shaken it off — long since — when you broke with him. Why, all this is long past now.
 

Ellida (springing up). No; that it is not — it is not!
 

Wangel. Not past?
 

Ellida. No, Wangel, it is not past; and I fear it never will be — never, in all our life.
 

Wangel (in a pained voice). Do you mean to say that in your innermost heart you have never been able to forget this strange man?
 

Ellida. I had forgotten him; but then it was as if he had suddenly come back again.
 

Wangel. How long ago is that?
 

Ellida. It’s about three years ago, now, or a little longer. It was just when I expected the child.
 

Wangel. Ah! at that time? Yes, Ellida — now I begin to understand many things.
 

Ellida. You are mistaken, dear. What has come to me? Oh! I believe nothing on earth will ever make it clear.
 

Wangel (looking sadly at her). Only to think that all these three years you have cared for another man. Cared for another. Not for me — but for another!
 

Ellida. Oh! you are so utterly mistaken! I care for no one but you.
 

Wangel (in a subdued voice). Why, then, in all this time have you not lived with me as my wife?
 

Ellida. Because of the horror that comes from the strange man.
 

Wangel. The horror?
 

Ellida. Yes, the horror. A horror so terrible — such as only the sea could hold. For now you shall hear, Wangel.
 

(The young townsfolk come back, bow, and pass out to the right. Together with them come ARNHOLM, BOLETTE, HILDE, and LYNGSTRAND.)
 

Bolette (as she passes by). Well, are you still walking about up here?
 

Ellida. Yes, it is so cool and pleasant up here on the heights.
 

Arnholm. We, for our part, are going down for a dance.
 

Wangel. All right. We’ll soon come down — we also.
 

Hilde. Goodbye, for the present!
 

Ellida. Mr. Lyngstrand, will you wait one moment? (LYNGSTRAND Stops. ARNHOLM, BOLETTE and HILDE go out. To LYNGSTRAND.) Are you going to dance too?
 

Lyngstrand. No, Mrs. Wangel. I don’t think I dare.
 

Ellida. No, you should be careful, you know — your chest. You’re not quite well yet, you see.
 

Lyngstrand. Not quite.
 

Ellida (with some hesitation). How long may it be now since you went on that voyage?
 

Lyngstrand. That time when I contracted this weakness?
 

Ellida. Yes, that voyage you told me about this morning?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! it’s about — wait a moment — yes, it’s a good three years now.
 

Ellida. Three years, then.
 

Lyngstrand. Perhaps a little more. We left America in February, and we were wrecked in March. It was the equinoctial gales we came in for.
 

Ellida (looking at WANGEL). So it was at that time — 
 

Wangel. But, dear Ellida — 
 

Ellida. Well, don’t let me detain you, Mr. Lyngstrand. Now go down, but don’t dance.
 

Lyngstrand. No, I’ll only look on. (He goes out.)
 

Ellida. Johnston was on board too, I am quite certain of it.
 

Wangel. What makes you think so?
 

Ellida (without answering). He learnt on board that I had married another while he was away. And so that very hour this came over me.
 

Wangel. The horror?
 

Ellida. Yes, all of a sudden I see him alive right in front of me; or, rather a little in profile. He never looks at me, only he is there.
 

Wangel. How do you think he looks?
 

Ellida. Exactly as when I saw him last.
 

Wangel. Ten years ago?
 

Ellida. Yes; out there at Bratthammeren. Most distinctly of all I see his breastpin, with a large bluish-white pearl in it. The pearl is like a dead fish’s eye, and it seems to glare at me.
 

Wangel. Good God! You are more ill than I thought. More ill than you yourself know, Ellida.
 

Ellida. Yes, yes! Help me if you can, for I feel how it is drawing closer and more close.
 

Wangel. And you have gone about in this state three whole years, bearing for yourself this secret suffering, without confiding in me.
 

Ellida. But I could not; not till it became necessary for your own sake. If I had confided in you I should also have had to confide to you the unutterable.
 

Wangel. Unutterable?
 

Ellida. No, no, no! Do not ask. Only one thing, nothing more. Wangel, when shall we understand that mystery of the boy’s eyes?
 

Wangel. My dear love, Ellida, I assure you it was only your own fancy. The child had exactly the same eyes as other normal children have.
 

Ellida. No, he had not. And you could not see it! The child’s eyes changed colour with the sea. When the fjord lay bathed in sunshine, so were his eyes. And so in storm. Oh, I saw it, if you did not!
 

Wangel (humouring her). Maybe. But even if it were true, what then?
 

Ellida (in lower voice, and coming nearer). I have seen such eyes before.
 

Wangel. Well? Where?
 

Ellida. Out at Bratthammeren, ten years ago.
 

Wangel (stepping back). What does it mean?
 

Ellida (whispers, trembling). The child had the strange man’s eyes.
 

Wangel (cries out reluctantly). Ellida!
 

Ellida (clasps her hands despairingly about her head). Now you understand why I would not, why I dared not, live with you as your wife. (She turns suddenly and rushes off over the heights.)
 

Wangel (hurrying after her and calling). Ellida, Ellida! My poor unhappy Ellida!
 






  








ACT III
 

(SCENE. — A more remote part of DOCTOR WANGEL’S garden. It is boggy and overshadowed by large old trees. To the right is seen the margin of a dank pond. A low, open fence separates the garden from the footpath, and the fjord in the background. Beyond is the range of mountains, with its peaks. It is afternoon, almost evening. BOLETTE sits on a stone seat, and on the seat lie some books and a work-basket. HILDE and LYNGSTRAND, both with fishing-tackle, walk along the bank of the pond.)
 

Hilde (making a sign to LYNGSTRAND). I can see a large one.
 

Lyngstrand (looking). Where?
 

Hilde (pointing). Can’t you see? He’s down there. Good gracious! There’s another! (Looks through the trees.) Out there. Now he’s coming to frighten him away!
 

Bolette (looking up). Who’s coming?
 

Hilde. Your tutor, Miss!
 

Bolette. Mine?
 

Hilde. Yes. Goodness knows he never was mine.
 

(ARNHOLM enters from between the trees.)
 

Arnholm. Are there fish in the pond now?
 

Hilde. There are some very ancient carp.
 

Arnholm. No! Are the old carp still alive?
 

Hilde. Yes; they’re pretty tough. But now we’re going to try and get rid of some of them.
 

Arnholm. You’d better try out there at the fjord.
 

Lyngstrand. No; the pond is — well — so to say — more mysterious.
 

Hilde. Yes; it’s fascinating here. Have you been in the sea?
 

Arnholm. Yes; I’ve come straight from the baths.
 

Hilde. I suppose you kept in the enclosure?
 

Arnholm. Yes; I’m not much of a swimmer.
 

Hilde. Can you swim on your back?
 

Arnholm. No.
 

Hilde. I can. (To LYNGSTRAND.) Let’s try out there on the other side. (They go off along the pond.)
 

Arnholm (coming closer to BOLETTE). Are you sitting all alone here, Bolette?
 

Bolette. Yes; I generally do.
 

Arnholm. Isn’t your mother down here in the garden?
 

Bolette. No — she’s sure to be out with father.
 

Arnholm. How is she this afternoon?
 

Bolette. I don’t quite know. I forgot to ask.
 

Arnholm. What books have you there?
 

Bolette. The one’s something about botany. And the other’s a geography.
 

Arnholm. Do you care about such things?
 

Bolette. Yes, if only I had time for it. But, first of all, I’ve to look after the housekeeping.
 

Arnholm. Doesn’t your mother help you — your stepmother — doesn’t she help with that?
 

Bolette. No, that’s my business. Why, I saw to that during the two years father was alone. And so it has been since.
 

Arnholm. But you’re as fond as ever of reading.
 

Bolette. Yes, I read all the useful books I can get hold of. One wants to know something about the world. For here we live so completely outside of all that’s going on — or almost.
 

Arnholm. Now don’t say that, dear Bolette.
 

Bolette. Yes! I think we live very much as the carp down there in the pond. They have the fjord so near them, where the shoals of wild fishes pass in and out. But the poor, tame house-fishes know nothing, and they can take no part in that.
 

Arnholm. I don’t think it would fare very well with them if they could get out there.
 

Bolette. Oh! it would be much the same, I expect.
 

Arnholm. Moreover, you can’t say that one is so completely out of the world here — not in the summer anyhow. Why, nowadays this is quite a rendezvous for the busy world — almost a terminus for the time being.
 

Bolette. Ah, yes! you who yourself are only here for the time being — it is easy for you to make fun of us.
 

Arnholm. I make fun? How can you think that?
 

Bolette. Well, all that about this being a rendezvous, and a terminus for the busy world — that’s something you’ve heard the townsfolk here saying. Yes — they’re in the habit of saying that sort of thing.
 

Arnholm. Well, frankly, I’ve noticed that, too.
 

Bolette. But really there’s not an atom of truth in it. Not for us who always live here. What good is it to us that the great strange world comes hither for a time on its way North to see the midnight sun? We ourselves have no part in that; we see nothing of the midnight sun. No! We’ve got to be good, and live our lives here in our carp pond.
 

Arnholm (sitting down by her). Now tell me, dear Bolette, isn’t there something or other — something definite you are longing for?
 

Bolette. Perhaps.
 

Arnholm. What is it, really? What is it you are longing for?
 

Bolette. Chiefly to get away.
 

Arnholm. That above all, then?
 

Bolette. Yes; and then to learn more. To really know something about everything.
 

Arnholm. When I used to teach you, your father often said he would let you go to college.
 

Bolette. Yes, poor father! He says so many things. But when it comes to the point he — there’s no real stamina in father.
 

Arnholm. No, unfortunately you’re right there. He has not exactly stamina. But have you ever spoken to him about it — spoken really earnestly and seriously?
 

Bolette. No, I’ve not quite done that.
 

Arnholm. But really you ought to. Before it is too late, Bolette, why don’t you?
 

Bolette. Oh! I suppose it’s because there’s no real stamina in me either. I certainly take after father in that.
 

Arnholm. Hm — don’t you think you’re unjust to yourself there?
 

Bolette. No, unfortunately. Besides, father has so little time for thinking of me and my future, and not much desire to either. He prefers to put such things away from him whenever he can. He is so completely taken up with Ellida.
 

Arnholm. With whom? What?
 

Bolette. I mean that he and my stepmother — (breaks off). Father and mother suffice one another, as you see.
 

Arnholm. Well, so much the better if you were to get away from here.
 

Bolette. Yes; but I don’t think I’ve a right to; not to forsake father.
 

Arnholm. But, dear Bolette, you’ll have to do that sometime, anyhow. So it seems to me the sooner the better.
 

Bolette. I suppose there is nothing else for it. After all, I must think of myself, too. I must try and get occupation of some sort. When once father’s gone, I have no one to hold to. But, poor father! I dread leaving him.
 

Arnholm. Dread?
 

Bolette. Yes, for father’s sake.
 

Arnholm. But, good heavens! Your stepmother? She is left to him.
 

Bolette. That’s true. But she’s not in the least fit to do all that mother did so well. There is so much she doesn’t see, or that she won’t see, or that she doesn’t care about. I don’t know which it is.
 

Arnholm. Um, I think I understand what you mean.
 

Bolette. Poor father! He is weak in some things. Perhaps you’ve noticed that yourself? He hasn’t enough occupation, either, to fill up his time. And then she is so thoroughly incapable of helping him; however, that’s to some extent his own fault.
 

Arnholm. In what way?
 

Bolette. Oh! father always likes to see happy faces about him. There must be sunshine and joy in the house, he says. And so I’m afraid he often gives her medicine which will do her little good in the long run.
 

Arnholm. Do you really think that?
 

Bolette. Yes; I can’t get rid of the thought. She is so odd at times. (Passionately.) But isn’t it unjust that I should have to stay at home here? Really it’s not of any earthly use to father. Besides, I have a duty towards myself, too, I think.
 

Arnholm. Do you know what, Bolette? We two must talk these matters over more carefully.
 

Bolette. Oh! That won’t be much use. I suppose I was created to stay here in the carp pond.
 

Arnholm. Not a bit of it. It depends entirely upon yourself.
 

Bolette (quickly). Do you think so?
 

Arnholm. Yes, believe me, it lies wholly and solely in your own hands.
 

Bolette. If only that were true! Will you perhaps put in a good word for me with father?
 

Arnholm. Certainly. But first of all I must speak frankly and freely with you yourself, dear.
 

Bolette (looks out to the left). Hush! don’t let them notice anything. We’ll speak of this later.
 

(ELLIDA enters from the left. She has no hat on, but a large shawl is thrown over her head and shoulders.)
 

Ellida (with restless animation). How pleasant it is here! How delightful it is here!
 

Arnholm (rising). Have you been for a walk?
 

Ellida. Yes, a long, long lovely walk up there with Wangel. And now we’re going for a sail.
 

Bolette. Won’t you sit down?
 

Ellida. No, thanks; I won’t sit down.
 

Bolette (making room on seat). Here’s a pleasant seat.
 

Ellida (walking about). No, no, no! I’ll not sit down — not sit down!
 

Arnholm. I’m sure your walk has done you good. You look quite refreshed.
 

Ellida. Oh, I feel so thoroughly well — I feel so unspeakably happy. So safe, so safe! (Looking out to the left.) What great steamer is that coming along there?
 

Bolette (rising, and also looking out). It must be the large English ship.
 

Arnholm. It’s passing the buoy. Does it usually stop here?
 

Bolette. Only for half an hour. It goes farther up the fjord.
 

Ellida. And then sails away again tomorrow — away over the great open sea — right over the sea. Only think! to be with them. If one could. If only one could!
 

Arnholm. Have you never been any long sea voyage, Mrs. Wangel?
 

Ellida. Never; only those little trips in the fjord here.
 

Bolette (with a sigh). Ah, no! I suppose we must put up with the dry land.
 

Arnholm. Well, after all, that really is our home.
 

Ellida. No; I don’t think it is.
 

Arnholm. Not the land?
 

Ellida. No; I don’t believe so. I think that if only men had from the beginning accustomed themselves to live on the sea, or in the sea perhaps, we should be more perfect than we are — both better and happier.
 

Arnholm. You really think that?
 

Ellida. Yes. I should like to know if we should not. I’ve often spoken to Wangel about it.
 

Arnholm. Well, and he?
 

Ellida. He thinks it might be so.
 

Arnholm (jestingly). Well, perhaps! But it can’t be helped. We’ve once for all entered upon the wrong path, and have become land beasts instead of sea beasts. Anyhow, I suppose it’s too late to make good the mistake now.
 

Ellida. Yes, you’ve spoken a sad truth. And I think men instinctively feel something of this themselves. And they bear it about with them as a secret regret and sorrow. Believe me — herein lies the deepest cause for the sadness of men. Yes, believe me, in this.
 

Arnholm. But, my dearest Mrs. Wangel, I have not observed that men are so extremely sad. It seems to me, on the contrary, that most of them take life easily and pleasantly — and with a great, quiet, unconscious joy.
 

Ellida. Oh! no, it is not so. The joy is, I suppose, something like our joy at the long pleasant summer days — it has the presentiment of the dark days coming. And it is this presentiment that casts its shadows over the joy of men, just as the driving clouds cast their shadow over the fjords. It lies there so bright and blue — and of a sudden.
 

Arnholm. You shouldn’t give way to such sad thoughts. Just now you were so glad and so bright.
 

Ellida. Yes, yes, so I was. Oh, this — this is so stupid of me. (Looking about her uneasily.) If only Wangel would come! He promised me so faithfully he would. And yet he does not come. Dear Mr. Arnholm, won’t you try and find him for me?
 

Arnholm. Gladly!
 

Ellida. Tell him he must come here directly now. For now I can’t see him.
 

Arnholm. Not see him?
 

Ellida. Oh! you don’t understand. When he is not by me I often can’t remember how he looks. And then it is as if I had quite lost him. That is so terribly painful. But do go, please. (She paces round the pond.)
 

Bolette (to ARNHOLM). I will go with you — you don’t know the way.
 

Arnholm. Nonsense, I shall be all right.
 

Bolette (aside). No, no, no. I am anxious. I’m afraid he is on board the steamer.
 

Arnholm. Afraid?
 

Bolette. Yes. He usually goes to see if there are any acquaintances of his. And there’s a restaurant on board.
 

Arnholm. Ah! Come then.
 

(He and BOLETTE go off. ELLIDA stands still awhile, staring down at the pond. Now and again she speaks to herself in a low voice, and breaks off. Along the footpath beyond the garden fence a STRANGER in travelling dress comes from the left. His hair and beard are bushy and red. He has a Scotch cap on, and a travelling bag with strap across his shoulders.)
 

The Stranger (goes slowly along by the fence and peeps into the garden. When he catches sight of ELLIDA he stands still, looks at her fixedly and searchingly, and speaks in a low voice). Good-evening, Ellida!
 

Ellida (turns round with a cry). Oh dear! have you come at last!
 

The Stranger. Yes, at last.
 

Ellida (looking at him astonished and frightened). Who are you? Do you seek anyone here?
 

The Stranger. You surely know that well enough, Ellida.
 

Ellida (starting). What is this! How do you address me? Whom are you looking for?
 

The Stranger. Well, I suppose I’m looking for you.
 

Ellida (shuddering). Oh! (She stares at him, totters back, uttering a half-suffocating cry.) The eyes! — the eyes!
 

The Stranger. Are you beginning to recognise me at last? I knew you at once, Ellida.
 

Ellida. The eyes! Don’t look at me like that! I shall cry for help!
 

The Stranger. Hush, hush! Do not fear. I shan’t hurt you.
 

Ellida (covering her eyes with her hands). Do not look at me like that, I say!
 

The Stranger (leaning with his arms on the garden fence). I came with the English steamer.
 

Ellida (stealing a frightened look at him). What do you want with me?
 

The Stranger. I promised you to come as soon as I could — 
 

Ellida. Go — go away! Never, never come here again! I wrote to you that everything must be over between us — everything! Oh! you know that!
 

The Stranger (imperturbably, and not answering her). I would gladly have come to you sooner; but I could not. Now, at last I am able to, and I am here, Ellida.
 

Ellida. What is it you want with me? What do you mean? Why have you come here?
 

The Stranger. Surely you know I’ve come to fetch you.
 

Ellida (recoils in terror). To fetch me! Is that what you mean?
 

The Stranger. Of course.
 

Ellida. But surely you know that I am married?
 

The Stranger. Yes, I know.
 

Ellida. And yet — and yet you have come to — to fetch me!
 

The Stranger. Certainly I have.
 

Ellida (seizing her head with both her hands). Oh! this misery — this horror! This horror!
 

The Stranger. Perhaps you don’t want to come?
 

Ellida (bewildered). Don’t look at me like that.
 

The Stranger. I was asking you if you didn’t want to come.
 

Ellida. No, no, no! Never in all eternity! I will not, I tell you. I neither can nor will. (In lower tone.) I dare not.
 

The Stranger (climbs over the fence, and comes into the garden). Well, Ellida, let me tell you one thing before I go.
 

Ellida (wishes to fly, but cannot. She stands as one paralysed with terror, and leans for support against the trunk of a tree by the pond). Don’t touch me! Don’t come near me! No nearer! Don’t touch me, I say!
 

The Stranger (cautiously coming a few steps nearer). You need not be so afraid of me, Ellida.
 

Ellida (covering her eyes with her hands). Don’t look at me like that.
 

The Stranger. Do not be afraid — not afraid.
 

(WANGEL comes through the garden, from the left.)
 

Wangel (still half-way between the trees). Well, you’ve had to wait for me a long while.
 

Ellida (rushes towards him, clings fast to his arm, and cries out). Oh! Wangel! Save me! You save me — if you can!
 

Wangel. Ellida! What in heaven’s name!
 

Ellida. Save me, Wangel! Don’t you see him there? Why, he is standing there!
 

Wangel (looking thither). That man? (Coming nearer.) May I ask you who you are, and what you have come into this garden for?
 

The Stranger (motions with a nod towards ELLIDA). I want to talk to her.
 

Wangel. Oh! indeed. So I suppose it was you. (To ELLIDA.) I hear a stranger has been to the house and asked for you?
 

The Stranger. Yes, it was I.
 

Wangel. And what do you want with my wife? (Turning round.) Do you know him, Ellida?
 

Ellida (in a low voice and wringing her hands). Do I know him! Yes, yes, yes!
 

Wangel (quickly). Well!
 

Ellida. Why, it is he, Wangel! — he himself! He who you know!
 

Wangel. What! What is it you say? (Turning.) Are you the Johnston who once...
 

The Stranger. You may call me Johnston for aught I care! However, that’s not my name.
 

Wangel. It is not?
 

The Stranger. It is — no longer. No!
 

Wangel. And what may you want with my wife? For I suppose you know the lighthouse-keeper’s daughter has been married this long time, and whom she married, you of course also know.
 

The Stranger. I’ve known it over three years.
 

Ellida (eagerly). How did you come to know it?
 

The Stranger. I was on my way home to you, Ellida. I came across an old newspaper. It was a paper from these parts, and in it there was that about the marriage.
 

Ellida (looking straight in front of her). The marriage! So it was that!
 

The Stranger. It seemed so wonderful to me. For the rings — why that, too, was a marriage, Ellida.
 

Ellida (covering her face with her hands). Oh! — Wangel. How dare you?
 

The Stranger. Have you forgotten that?
 

Ellida (feeling his look, suddenly cries out). Don’t stand there and look at me like that!
 

Wangel (goes up to him). You must deal with me, and not with her. In short — now that you know the circumstances — what is it you really want here? Why do you seek my wife?
 

The Stranger. I promised Ellida to come to her as soon as I could.
 

Wangel. Ellida, again — !
 

The Stranger. And Ellida promised faithfully she would wait for me until I came.
 

Wangel. I notice you call my wife by her first name. This kind of familiarity is not customary with us here.
 

The Stranger. I know that perfectly. But as she first, and above all, belongs to me — 
 

Wangel. To you, still — 
 

Ellida (draws back behind WANGEL). Oh! he will never release me!
 

Wangel. To you? You say she belongs to you?
 

The Stranger. Has she told you anything about the two rings — my ring and Ellida’s?
 

Wangel. Certainly. And what then? She put an end to that long ago. You have had her letters, so you know this yourself.
 

The Stranger. Both Ellida and I agreed that what we did should have all the strength and authority of a real and full marriage.
 

Ellida. But you hear, I will not! Never on earth do I wish to know anything more of you. Do not look at me like that. I will not, I tell you!
 

Wangel. You must be mad to think you can come here, and base any claim upon such childish nonsense.
 

The Stranger. That’s true. A claim, in your sense, I certainly have not.
 

Wangel. What do you mean to do, then? You surely do not imagine you can take her from me by force, against her own will?
 

The Stranger. No. What would be the good of that? If Ellida wishes to be with me she must come freely.
 

Ellida (starts, crying out). Freely!
 

Wangel. And you actually believe that — 
 

Ellida (to herself). Freely!
 

Wangel. You must have taken leave of your senses! Go your ways. We have nothing more to do with you.
 

The Stranger (looking at his watch). It is almost time for me to go on board again. (Coming nearer.) Yes, yes, Ellida, now I have done my duty. (Coming still nearer.) I have kept the word I gave you.
 

Ellida (beseechingly drawing away). Oh! don’t touch me!
 

The Stranger. And so now you must think it over till tomorrow night — 
 

Wangel. There is nothing to think over here. See that you get away.
 

The Stranger (still to ELLIDA). Now I’m going with the steamer up the fjord. Tomorrow night I will come again, and then I shall look for you here. You must wait for me here in the garden, for I prefer settling the matter with you alone; you understand?
 

Ellida (in low, trembling tone). Do you hear that, Wangel?
 

Wangel. Only keep calm. We shall know how to prevent this visit.
 

The Stranger. Goodbye for the present, Ellida. So tomorrow night — 
 

Ellida (imploringly). Oh! no, no! Do not come tomorrow night! Never come here again!
 

The Stranger. And should you then have a mind to follow me over the seas — 
 

Ellida. Oh, don’t look at me like that!
 

The Stranger. I only mean that you must then be ready to set out.
 

Wangel. Go up to the house, Ellida.
 

Ellida. I cannot! Oh, help me! Save me, Wangel!
 

The Stranger. For you must remember that if you do not go with me tomorrow, all is at an end.
 

Ellida (looks tremblingly at him). Then all is at an end? Forever?
 

The Stranger (nodding). Nothing can change it then, Ellida. I shall never again come to this land. You will never see me again, nor hear from me either. Then I shall be as one dead and gone from you forever.
 

Ellida (breathing with difficulty). Oh!
 

The Stranger. So think carefully what you do. Goodbye! (He goes to the fence and climbs over it, stands still, and says.) Yes, Ellida; be ready for the journey tomorrow night. For then I shall come and fetch you. (He goes slowly and calmly down the footpath to the right.)
 

Ellida (looking after him for a time). Freely, he said; think — he said that I must go with him freely!
 

Wangel. Only keep calm. Why, he’s gone now, and you’ll never see him again.
 

Ellida. Oh! how can you say that? He’s coming again tomorrow night!
 

Wangel. Let him come. He shall not meet you again in any case.
 

Ellida (shaking her head). Ah, Wangel! Do not believe you can prevent him.
 

Wangel. I can, dearest; only trust me.
 

Ellida (pondering, and not listening to him). Now when he’s been here tomorrow night — and then when he has gone over seas in the steamer — 
 

Wangel. Yes; what then?
 

Ellida. I should like to know if he will never, never come back again.
 

Wangel. No, dear Ellida. You may be quite sure of that. What should he do here after this? Now that he has learnt from your own lips that you will have nothing more to do with him. With that the whole thing is over.
 

Ellida (to herself). Tomorrow, then, or never!
 

Wangel. And should it ever occur to him to come here again — 
 

Ellida. Well?
 

Wangel. Why, then, it is in our power to make him harmless.
 

Ellida. Oh! do not think that!
 

Wangel. It is in our power, I tell you. If you can get rid of him in no other way, he must expiate the murder of the captain.
 

Ellida (passionately). No, no, no! Never that! We know nothing about the murder of the captain! Nothing whatever!
 

Wangel. Know nothing? Why, he himself confessed it to you!
 

Ellida. No, nothing of that. If you say anything of it I shall deny it. He shall not be imprisoned. He belongs out there — to the open sea. He belongs out there!
 

Wangel (looks at her and says slowly). Ah! Ellida — Ellida!
 

Ellida (clinging passionately to him). Oh! dear, faithful one — save me from this man!
 

Wangel (disengaging himself gently). Come, come with me! (LYNGSTRAND and HILDE, both with fishing tackle, come in from the right, along the pond.)
 

Lyngstrand (going quickly up to ELLIDA). Now, Mrs. Wangel, you must hear something wonderful.
 

Wangel. What is it?
 

Lyngstrand. Fancy! We’ve seen the American!
 

Wangel. The American?
 

Hilde. Yes, I saw him, too.
 

Lyngstrand. He was going round the back of the garden, and thence on board the great English steamer.
 

Wangel. How do you know the man?
 

Lyngstrand. Why, I went to sea with him once. I felt so certain he’d been drowned — and now he’s very much alive!
 

Wangel. Do you know anything more about him?
 

Lyngstrand. No. But I’m sure he’s come to revenge himself upon his faithless sailor-wife.
 

Wangel. What do you mean?
 

Hilde. Lyngstrand’s going to use him for a work of art.
 

Wangel. I don’t understand one word.
 

Ellida. You shall hear afterwards.
 

(ARNHOLM and BOLETTE come from the left along the footpath outside the garden.)
 

Bolette (to those in the garden). Do come and see! The great English steamer’s just going up the fjord.
 

(A large steamer glides slowly past in the distance.)
 

Lyngstrand (to HILDE behind the garden fence). Tonight he’s sure to come to her.
 

Hilde (nods). To the faithless sailor-wife — yes.
 

Lyngstrand. Fancy, at midnight!
 

Hilde. That must be so fascinating.
 

Ellida (looking after the ship). Tomorrow, then!
 

Wangel. And then never again.
 

Ellida (in a low, imploring tone). Oh! Wangel, save me from myself!
 

Wangel (looks anxiously at her). Ellida — I feel there is something behind this — 
 

Ellida. There is — the temptation!
 

Wangel. Temptation?
 

Ellida. The man is like the sea!
 

(She goes slowly and thoughtfully through the garden, and out to the left. WANGEL walks uneasily by her side, watching her closely.)
 






  








ACT IV
 

(SCENE. — DOCTOR WANGEL’S garden-room. Doors right and left. In the background, between the windows, an open glass door leading out on to the verandah. Below this, a portion of the garden is visible. A sofa and table down left. To the right a piano, and farther back a large flower-stand. In the middle of the room a round table, with chairs. On the table is a rose-tree in bloom, and other plants around it. Morning.
 

In the room, by the table, BOLETTE is sitting on the sofa, busy with some embroidery. LYNGSTRAND is seated on a chair at the upper end of the table. In the garden below BALLESTED sits painting. HILDE stands by watching him.)
 

Lyngstrand (with his arms on the table, sits silent awhile, looking at BOLETTE’S work). It must be awfully difficult to do a border like that, Miss Wangel?
 

Bolette. Oh, no! It’s not very difficult, if only you take care to count right.
 

Lyngstrand. To count? Must you count, too?
 

Bolette. Yes, the stitches. See!
 

Lyngstrand. So you do! Just fancy! Why, it’s almost a kind of art. Can you design, too?
 

Bolette. Oh, yes! When I’ve a copy.
 

Lyngstrand. Not unless?
 

Bolette. No.
 

Lyngstrand. Well, then, after all, it’s not a real art?
 

Bolette. No; it is rather only a sort of — handicraft.
 

Lyngstrand. But still, I think that perhaps you could learn art.
 

Bolette. If I haven’t any talent?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; if you could always be with a real true artist — 
 

Bolette. Do you think, then, I could learn it from him?
 

Lyngstrand. Not exactly learn in the ordinary sense; but I think it would grow upon you little by little — by a kind of miracle as it were, Miss Wangel.
 

Bolette. That would be wonderful.
 

Lyngstrand (after a pause). Have you ever thought about — I mean, have you ever thought deeply and earnestly about marriage, Miss Wangel?
 

Bolette (looking quickly at him). About — no!
 

Lyngstrand. I have.
 

Bolette. Really? Have you?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh yes! I often think about things of that sort, especially about marriage; and, besides, I’ve read several books about it. I think marriage must be counted a sort of miracle — that a woman should gradually change until she is like her husband.
 

Bolette. You mean has like interests?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, that’s it.
 

Bolette. Well, but his abilities — his talents — and his skill?
 

Lyngstrand. Hm — well — I should like to know if all that too — 
 

Bolette. Then, perhaps, you also believe that everything a man has read for himself, and thought out for himself, that this, too, can grow upon his wife?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I think it can. Little by little; as by a sort of miracle. But, of course, I know such things can only happen in a marriage that is faithful, and loving, and really happy.
 

Bolette. Has it never occurred to you that a man, too, might, perhaps, be thus drawn over to his wife? Grow like her, I mean.
 

Lyngstrand. A man? No, I never thought of that.
 

Bolette. But why not one as well as the other?
 

Lyngstrand. No; for a man has a calling that he lives for; and that’s what makes a man so strong and firm, Miss Wangel. He has a calling in life.
 

Bolette. Has every man?
 

Lyngstrand. Oh no! I am thinking more especially of artists.
 

Bolette. Do you think it right of an artist to get married?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I think so. If he can find one he can heartily love, I — 
 

Bolette. Still, I think he should rather live for his art alone.
 

Lyngstrand. Of course he must; but he can do that just as well, even if he marries.
 

Bolette. But how about her?
 

Lyngstrand. Her? Who?
 

Bolette. She whom he marries. What is she to live for?
 

Lyngstrand. She, too, is to live for his art. It seems to me a woman must feel so thoroughly happy in that.
 

Bolette. Hm, I don’t exactly know — 
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, Miss Wangel, you may be sure of that. It is not merely all the honour and respect she enjoys through him; for that seems almost the least important to me. But it is this — that she can help him to create, that she can lighten his work for him, be about him and see to his comfort, and tend him well, and make his life thoroughly pleasant. I should think that must be perfectly delightful to a woman.
 

Bolette. Ah! You don’t yourself know how selfish you are!
 

Lyngstrand. I, selfish! Good heavens! Oh, if only you knew me a little better than you do! (Bending closer to her.) Miss Wangel, when once I am gone — and that will be very soon now — 
 

Bolette (looks pityingly at him). Oh, don’t think of anything so sad!
 

Lyngstrand. But, really, I don’t think it is so very sad.
 

Bolette. What do you mean?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, you know that I set out in a month. First from here, and then, of course, I’m going south.
 

Bolette. Oh, I see! Of course.
 

Lyngstrand. Will you think of me sometimes, then, Miss Wangel?
 

Bolette. Yes, gladly.
 

Lyngstrand (pleased). No, promise!
 

Bolette. I promise.
 

Lyngstrand. By all that is sacred, Miss Bolette?
 

Bolette. By all that is sacred. (In a changed manner.) Oh, but what can come of it all? Nothing on earth can come of it!
 

Lyngstrand. How can you say that! It would be so delightful for me to know you were at home here thinking of me!
 

Bolette. Well, and what else?
 

Lyngstrand. I don’t exactly know of anything else.
 

Bolette. Nor I either. There are so many things in the way. Everything stands in the way, I think.
 

Lyngstrand. Oh, another miracle might come about. Some happy dispensation of fortune, or something of the sort; for I really believe I shall be lucky now.
 

Bolette (eagerly). Really? You do believe that?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I believe it thoroughly. And so — after a few years — when I come home again as a celebrated sculptor, and well off, and in perfect health!
 

Bolette. Yes, yes! Of course, we will hope so.
 

Lyngstrand. You may be perfectly certain about it. Only think faithfully and kindly of me when I am down there in the south; and now I have your word that you will.
 

Bolette. You have (shaking her head). But, all the same, nothing will surely come of it.
 

Lyngstrand. Oh! yes, Miss Bolette. At least this will come of it. I shall get on so much more easily and quickly with my art work.
 

Bolette. Do you believe that, too?
 

Lyngstrand. I have an inner conviction of it. And I fancy it will be so cheering for you, too — here in this out-of-the-way place-to know within yourself that you are, so to say, helping me to create.
 

Bolette (looking at him). Well; but you on your side?
 

Lyngstrand. I?
 

Bolette (looking out into the garden). Hush! Let us speak of something else. Here’s Mr. Arnholm.
 

(ARNHOLM is seen in the garden below. He stops and talks to HILDE and BALLESTED.)
 

Lyngstrand. Are you fond of your old teacher, Miss Bolette?
 

Bolette. Fond of him?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I mean do you care for him?
 

Bolette. Yes, indeed I do, for he is a true friend — and adviser, too — and then he is always so ready to help when he can.
 

Lyngstrand. Isn’t it extraordinary that he hasn’t married!
 

Bolette. Do you think it is extraordinary?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, for you say he’s well-to-do.
 

Bolette. He is certainly said to be so. But probably it wasn’t so easy to find anyone who’d have him.
 

Lyngstrand. Why?
 

Bolette. Oh! He’s been the teacher of nearly all the young girls that he knows. He says that himself.
 

Lyngstrand. But what does that matter?
 

Bolette. Why, good heavens! One doesn’t marry a man who’s been your teacher!
 

Lyngstrand. Don’t you think a young girl might love her teacher?
 

Bolette. Not after she’s really grown up.
 

Lyngstrand. No — fancy that!
 

Bolette (cautioning him). Sh! sh!
 

(Meanwhile BALLESTED has been gathering together his things, and carries them out from the garden to the right. HILDE helps him. ARNHOLM goes up the verandah, and comes into the room.)
 

Arnholm. Good-morning, my dear Bolette. Good-morning, Mr. — Mr. — hm — (He looks displeased, and nods coldly to LYNGSTRAND, who rises.)
 

Bolette (rising up and going up to ARNHOLM). Good-morning, Mr. Arnholm.
 

Arnholm. Everything all right here today?
 

Bolette. Yes, thanks, quite.
 

Arnholm. Has your stepmother gone to bathe again today?
 

Bolette. No. She is upstairs in her room.
 

Arnholm. Not very bright?
 

Bolette. I don’t know, for she has locked herself in.
 

Arnholm. Hm — has she?
 

Lyngstrand. I suppose Mrs. Wangel was very much frightened about that American yesterday?
 

Arnholm. What do you know about that?
 

Lyngstrand. I told Mrs. Wangel that I had seen him in the flesh behind the garden.
 

Arnholm. Oh! I see.
 

Bolette (to ARNHOLM). No doubt you and father sat up very late last night, talking?
 

Arnholm. Yes, rather late. We were talking over serious matters.
 

Bolette. Did you put in a word for me, and my affairs, too?
 

Arnholm. No, dear Bolette, I couldn’t manage it. He was so completely taken up with something else.
 

Bolette (sighs). Ah! yes; he always is.
 

Arnholm (looks at her meaningly). But later on today we’ll talk more fully about — the matter. Where’s your father now? Not at home?
 

Bolette. Yes, he is. He must be down in the office. I’ll fetch him.
 

Arnholm. No, thanks. Don’t do that. I’d rather go down to him.
 

Bolette (listening). Wait one moment, Mr. Arnholm; I believe that’s father on the stairs. Yes, I suppose he’s been up to look after her.
 

(WANGEL comes in from the door on the left.)
 

Wangel (shaking ARNHOLM’S hand). What, dear friend, are you here already? It was good of you to come so early, for I should like to talk a little further with you.
 

Bolette (to LYNGSTRAND). Hadn’t we better go down to Hilde in the garden?
 

Lyngstrand. I shall be delighted, Miss Wangel.
 

(He and BOLETTE go down into the garden, and pass out between the trees in the background.)
 

Arnholm (following them with his eyes, turns to WANGEL). Do you know anything about that young man?
 

Wangel. No, nothing at all.
 

Arnholm. But do you think it right he should knock about so much with the girls?
 

Wangel. Does he? I really hadn’t noticed it.
 

Arnholm. You ought to see to it, I think.
 

Wangel. Yes, I suppose you’re right. But, good Lord! What’s a man to do? The girls are so accustomed to look after themselves now. They won’t listen to me, nor to Ellida.
 

Arnholm. Not to her either?
 

Wangel. No; and besides I really cannot expect Ellida to trouble about such things. She’s not fit for that (breaking off). But it wasn’t that which we were to talk of. Now tell me, have you thought the matter over — thought over all I told you of?
 

Arnholm. I have thought of nothing else ever since we parted last night.
 

Wangel. And what do you think should be done?
 

Arnholm. Dear Wangel, I think you, as a doctor, must know that better than I.
 

Wangel. Oh! if you only knew how difficult it is for a doctor to judge rightly about a patient who is so dear to him! Besides, this is no ordinary illness. No ordinary doctor and no ordinary medicines can help her.
 

Arnholm. How is she today?
 

Wangel. I was upstairs with her just now, and then she seemed to me quite calm; but behind all her moods something lies hidden which it is impossible for me to fathom; and then she is so changeable, so capricious — she varies so suddenly.
 

Arnholm. No doubt that is the result of her morbid state of mind.
 

Wangel. Not altogether. When you go down to the bedrock, it was born in her. Ellida belongs to the sea-folk. That is the matter.
 

Arnholm. What do you really mean, my dear doctor?
 

Wangel. Haven’t you noticed that the people from out there by the open sea are, in a way, a people apart? It is almost as if they themselves lived the life of the sea. There is the rush of waves, and ebb and flow too, both in their thoughts and in their feelings, and so they can never bear transplanting. Oh! I ought to have remembered that. It was a sin against Ellida to take her away from there, and bring her here.
 

Arnholm. You have come to that opinion?
 

Wangel. Yes, more and more. But I ought to have told myself this beforehand. Oh! I knew it well enough at bottom! But I put it from me. For, you see, I loved her so! Therefore, I thought of myself first of all. I was inexcusably selfish at that time!
 

Arnholm. Hm. I suppose every man is a little selfish under such circumstances. Moreover, I’ve never noticed that vice in you, Doctor Wangel.
 

Wangel (walks uneasily about the room). Oh, yes! And I have been since then, too. Why, I am so much, much older than she is. I ought to have been at once as a father to her and a guide. I ought to have done my best to develop and enlighten her mind. Unfortunately nothing ever came of that. You see, I hadn’t stamina enough, for I preferred her just as she was. So things went worse and worse with her, and then I didn’t know what to do. (In a lower voice.) That was why I wrote to you in my trouble, and asked you to come here.
 

Arnholm (looks at him in astonishment). What, was it for this you wrote?
 

Wangel. Yes; but don’t let anyone notice anything.
 

Arnholm. How on earth, dear doctor — what good did you expect me to be? I don’t understand it.
 

Wangel. No, naturally. For I was on an altogether false track. I thought Ellida’s heart had at one time gone out to you, and that she still secretly cared for you a little — that perhaps it would do her good to see you again, and talk of her home and the old days.
 

Arnholm. So it was your wife you meant when you wrote that she expected me, and — and perhaps longed for me.
 

Wangel. Yes, who else?
 

Arnholm (hurriedly). No, no. You’re right. But I didn’t understand.
 

Wangel. Naturally, as I said, for I was on an absolutely wrong track.
 

Arnholm. And you call yourself selfish!
 

Wangel. Ah! but I had such a great sin to atone for. I felt I dared not neglect any means that might give the slightest relief to her mind.
 

Arnholm. How do you really explain the power this stranger exercises over her?
 

Wangel. Hm — dear friend — there may be sides to the matter that cannot be explained.
 

Arnholm. Do you mean anything inexplicable in itself — absolutely inexplicable?
 

Wangel. In any case not explicable as far as we know.
 

Arnholm. Do you believe there is something in it, then?
 

Wangel. I neither believe nor deny; I simply don’t know. That’s why I leave it alone.
 

Arnholm. Yes. But just one thing: her extraordinary, weird assertion about the child’s eyes — 
 

Wangel (eagerly). I don’t believe a word about the eyes. I will not believe such a thing. It must be purely fancy on her part, nothing else.
 

Arnholm. Did you notice the man’s eyes when you saw him yesterday?
 

Wangel. Of course I did.
 

Arnholm. And you saw no sort of resemblance?
 

Wangel (evasively). Hm — good heavens! What shall I say? It wasn’t quite light when I saw him; and, besides, Ellida had been saying so much about this resemblance, I really don’t know if I was capable of observing quite impartially.
 

Arnholm. Well, well, may be. But that other matter? All this terror and unrest coming upon her at the very time, as it seems, this strange man was on his way home.
 

Wangel. That — oh! that’s something she must have persuaded and dreamed herself into since it happened. She was not seized with this so suddenly — all at once — as she now maintains. But since she heard from young Lyngstrand that Johnston — or Friman, or whatever his name is — was on his way hither, three years ago, in the month of March, she now evidently believes her unrest of mind came upon her at that very time.
 

Arnholm. It was not so, then?
 

Wangel. By no means. There were signs and symptoms of it before this time, though it did happen, by chance, that in that month of March, three years ago, she had a rather severe attack.
 

Arnholm. After all, then — ?
 

Wangel. Yes, but that is easily accounted for by the circumstances — the condition she happened to be in at the time.
 

Arnholm. So, symptom for symptom, then.
 

Wangel (wringing his hands). And not to be able to help her! Not to know how to counsel her! To see no way!
 

Arnholm. Now if you could make up your mind to leave this place, to go somewhere else, so that she could live amid surroundings that would seem more homelike to her?
 

Wangel. Ah, dear friend! Do you think I haven’t offered her that, too? I suggested moving out to Skjoldviken, but she will not.
 

Arnholm. Not that either?
 

Wangel. No, for she doesn’t think it would be any good; and perhaps she’s right.
 

Arnholm. Hm. Do you say that?
 

Wangel. Moreover, when I think it all over carefully, I really don’t know how I could manage it. I don’t think I should be justified, for the sake of the girls, in going away to such a desolate place. After all, they must live where there is at least a prospect of their being provided for someday.
 

Arnholm. Provided for! Are you thinking about that already?
 

Wangel. Heaven knows, I must think of that too! But then, on the other hand, again, my poor sick Ellida! Oh, dear Arnholm! in many respects I seem to be standing between fire and water!
 

Arnholm. Perhaps you’ve no need to worry on Bolette’s account. (Breaking off.) I should like to know where she — where they have gone. (Goes up to the open door and looks out.)
 

Wangel. Oh, I would so gladly make any sacrifice for all three of them, if only I knew what!
 

(ELLIDA enters from the door on the left.)
 

Ellida (quickly to WANGEL). Be sure you don’t go out this morning.
 

Wangel. No, no! of course not. I will stay at home with you. (Pointing to ARNHOLM, who is coming towards them.) But won’t you speak to our friend?
 

Ellida (turning). Oh, are you here, Mr. Arnholm? (Holding out her hand to him.) Good-morning.
 

Arnholm. Good-morning, Mrs. Wangel. So you’ve not been bathing as usual today?
 

Ellida. No, no, no! That is out of the question today. But won’t you sit down a moment?
 

Arnholm. No, thanks, not now. (Looks at WANGEL.) I promised the girls to go down to them in the garden.
 

Ellida. Goodness knows if you’ll find them there. I never know where they may be rambling.
 

Wangel. They’re sure to be down by the pond.
 

Arnholm. Oh! I shall find them right enough. (Nods, and goes out across the verandah into the garden.)
 

Ellida. What time is it, Wangel?
 

Wangel (looking at his watch). A little past eleven.
 

Ellida. A little past. And at eleven o’clock, or half-past eleven tonight, the steamer is coming. If only that were over!
 

Wangel (going nearer to her). Dear Ellida, there is one thing I should like to ask you.
 

Ellida. What is it?
 

Wangel. The evening before last — up at the “View” — you said that during the last three years you had so often seen him bodily before you.
 

Ellida. And so I have. You may believe that.
 

Wangel. But, how did you see him?
 

Ellida. How did I see him?
 

Wangel. I mean, how did he look when you thought you saw him?
 

Ellida. But, dear Wangel, why, you now know yourself how he looks.
 

Wangel. Did he look exactly like that in your imagination?
 

Ellida. He did.
 

Wangel. Exactly the same as you saw him in reality yesterday evening?
 

Ellida. Yes, exactly.
 

Wangel. Then how was it you did not at once recognise him?
 

Ellida. Did I not?
 

Wangel. No; you said yourself afterwards that at first you did not at all know who the strange man was.
 

Ellida (perplexed). I really believe you are right. Don’t you think that strange, Wangel? Fancy my not knowing him at once!
 

Wangel. It was only the eyes, you said.
 

Ellida. Oh, yes! The eyes — the eyes.
 

Wangel. Well, but at the “View” you said that he always appeared to you exactly as he was when you parted out there — ten years ago.
 

Ellida. Did I?
 

Wangel. Yes.
 

Ellida. Then, I suppose he did look much as he does now.
 

Wangel. No. On our way home, the day before yesterday, you gave quite another description of him. Ten years ago he had no beard, you said. His dress, too, was quite different. And that breast-pin with the pearl? That man yesterday wore nothing of the sort.
 

Ellida. No, he did not.
 

Wangel (looks searchingly at her). Now just think a little, dear Ellida. Or perhaps you can’t quite remember how he looked when he stood by you at Bratthammer?
 

Ellida (thoughtfully closing her eyes for a moment). Not quite distinctly. No, today I can’t. Is it not strange?
 

Wangel. Not so very strange after all. You have now been confronted by a new and real image, and that overshadows the old one, so that you can no longer see it.
 

Ellida. Do you believe that, Wangel?
 

Wangel. Yes. And it overshadows your sick imaginings, too. That is why it is good a reality has come.
 

Ellida. Good? Do you think it good?
 

Wangel. Yes. That it has come. It may restore you to health.
 

Ellida (sitting down on sofa). Wangel, come and sit down by me. I must tell you all my thoughts.
 

Wangel. Yes, do, dear Ellida.
 

(He sits down on a chair on the other side of the table.)
 

Ellida. It was really a great misfortune — for us both — that we two of all people should have come together.
 

Wangel (amazed). What are you saying?
 

Ellida. Oh, yes, it was. And it’s so natural. It could bring nothing but unhappiness, after the way in which we came together.
 

Wangel. What was there in that way?
 

Ellida. Listen, Wangel; it’s no use going on, lying to ourselves and to one another.
 

Wangel. Are we doing so? Lying, you say?
 

Ellida. Yes, we are; or, at least, we suppress the truth. For the truth — the pure and simple truth is — that you came out there and bought me.
 

Wangel. Bought — you say bought!
 

Ellida. Oh! I wasn’t a bit better than you. I accepted the bargain. Sold myself to you!
 

Wangel (looks at her full of pain). Ellida, have you really the heart to call it that?
 

Ellida. But is there any other name for it? You could no longer bear the emptiness of your house. You were on the look-out for a new wife.
 

Wangel. And a new mother for the children, Ellida.
 

Ellida. That too, perhaps, by the way; although you didn’t in the least know if I were fit for the position. Why, you had only seen me and spoken to me a few times. Then you wanted me, and so — 
 

Wangel. Yes, you may call it as you will.
 

Ellida. And I, on my side — why, I was so helpless and bewildered, and so absolutely alone. Oh! it was so natural I should accept the bargain, when you came and proposed to provide for me all my life.
 

Wangel. Assuredly it did not seem to me a providing for you, dear Ellida. I asked you honestly if you would share with me and the children the little I could call my own.
 

Ellida. Yes, you did; but all the same, I should never have accepted! Never have accepted that at any price! Not sold myself! Better the meanest work — better the poorest life — after one’s own choice.
 

Wangel (rising). Then have the five — six years that we have lived together been so utterly worthless to you?
 

Ellida. Oh! Don’t think that, Wangel. I have been as well cared for here as human being could desire. But I did not enter your house freely. That is the thing.
 

Wangel (looking at her). Not freely!
 

Ellida. No. It was not freely that I went with you.
 

Wangel (in subdued tone). Ah! I remember your words of yesterday.
 

Ellida. It all lies in those words. They have enlightened me; and so I see it all now.
 

Wangel. What do you see?
 

Ellida. I see that the life we two live together — is really no marriage.
 

Wangel (bitterly). You have spoken truly there. The life we now live is not a marriage.
 

Ellida. Nor was it formerly. Never — not from the very first (looks straight in front of her). The first — that might have been a complete and real marriage.
 

Wangel. The first — what do you mean?
 

Ellida. Mine — with him.
 

Wangel (looks at her in astonishment). I do not in the least understand you.
 

Ellida. Ah! dear Wangel, let us not lie to one another, nor to ourselves.
 

Wangel. Well — what more?
 

Ellida. You see — we can never get away from that one thing — that a freely given promise is fully as binding as a marriage.
 

Wangel. But what on earth — 
 

Ellida (rising impetuously). Set me free, Wangel!
 

Wangel. Ellida! Ellida!
 

Ellida. Yes, yes! Oh! grant me that! Believe me, it will come to that all the same — after the way we two came together.
 

Wangel (conquering his pain). It has come to this, then?
 

Ellida. It has come to this. It could not be otherwise.
 

Wangel (looking gloomily at her). So I have not won you by our living together. Never, never possessed you quite.
 

Ellida. Ah! Wangel — if only I could love you, how gladly I would — as dearly as you deserve. But I feel it so well — that will never be.
 

Wangel. Divorce, then? It is a divorce, a complete, legal divorce that you want?
 

Ellida. Dear, you understand me so little! I care nothing for such formalities. Such outer things matter nothing, I think. What I want is that we should, of our own free will, release each other.
 

Wangel (bitterly, nods slowly). To cry off the bargain again — yes.
 

Ellida (quickly). Exactly. To cry off the bargain.
 

Wangel. And then, Ellida? Afterwards? Have you reflected what life would be to both of us? What life would be to both you and me?
 

Ellida. No matter. Things must turn out afterwards as they may. What I beg and implore of you, Wangel, is the most important. Only set me free! Give me back my complete freedom!
 

Wangel. Ellida, it is a fearful thing you ask of me. At least give me time to collect myself before I come to a decision. Let us talk it over more carefully. And you yourself — take time to consider what you are doing.
 

Ellida. But we have no time to lose with such matters. I must have my freedom again today.
 

Wangel. Why today?
 

Ellida. Because he is coming tonight.
 

Wangel (starts). Coming! He! What has this stranger to do with it?
 

Ellida. I want to face him in perfect freedom.
 

Wangel. And what — what else do you intend to do?
 

Ellida. I will not hide behind the fact that I am the wife of another man; nor make the excuse that I have no choice, for then it would be no decision.
 

Wangel, You speak of a choice. Choice, Ellida! A choice in such a matter!
 

Ellida. Yes, I must be free to choose — to choose for either side. I must be able to let him go away — alone, or to go with him.
 

Wangel. Do you know what you are saying? Go with him — give your whole life into his hands!
 

Ellida. Didn’t I give my life into your hands, and without any ado?
 

Wangel. Maybe. But he! He! an absolute stranger! A man of whom you know so little!
 

Ellida. Ah! but after all I knew you even less; and yet I went with you.
 

Wangel. Then you knew to some extent what life lay before you. But now? Think! What do you know? You know absolutely nothing. Not even who or what he is.
 

Ellida (looking in front of her). That is true; but that is the terror.
 

Wangel. Yes, indeed, it is terrible!
 

Ellida. That is why I feel I must plunge into it.
 

Wangel (looking at her). Because it seems terrible?
 

Ellida. Yes; because of that.
 

Wangel (coming closer). Listen, Ellida. What do you really mean by terrible?
 

Ellida (reflectively). The terrible is that which repels and attracts.
 

Wangel. Attracts, you say?
 

Ellida. Attracts most of all, I think.
 

Wangel (slowly). You are one with the sea.
 

Ellida. That, too, is a terror.
 

Wangel. And that terror is in you. You both repel and attract.
 

Ellida. Do you think so, Wangel?
 

Wangel. After all, I have never really known you — never really. Now I am beginning to understand.
 

Ellida. And that is why you must set me free! Free me from every bond to you — and yours. I am not what you took me for. Now you see it yourself. Now we can part as friends — and freely.
 

Wangel (sadly). Perhaps it would be better for us both if we parted — And yet, I cannot! You are the terror to me, Ellida; the attraction is what is strongest in you.
 

Ellida. Do you say that?
 

Wangel. Let us try and live through this day wisely — in perfect quiet of mind. I dare not set you free, and release you today. I have no right to. No right for your own sake, Ellida. I exercise my right and my duty to protect you.
 

Ellida. Protect? What is there to protect me from? I am not threatened by any outward power. The terror lies deeper, Wangel. The terror is — the attraction in my own mind. And what can you do against that?
 

Wangel. I can strengthen and urge you to fight against it.
 

Ellida. Yes; if I wished to fight against it.
 

Wangel. Then you do not wish to?
 

Ellida. Oh! I don’t know myself.
 

Wangel. Tonight all will be decided, dear Ellida — Ellida (bursting out). Yes, think! The decision so near — the decision for one’s whole life!
 

Wangel. And then tomorrow — Ellida. Tomorrow! Perhaps my real future will have been ruined.
 

Wangel. Your real — Ellida. The whole, full life of freedom lost — lost for me, and perhaps for him also.
 

Wangel (in a lower tone, seizing her wrist). Ellida, do you love this stranger?
 

Ellida. Do I? Oh, how can I tell! I only know that to me he is a terror, and that — 
 

Wangel. And that — 
 

Ellida (tearing herself away). And that it is to him I think I belong.
 

Wangel (bowing his head). I begin to understand better.
 

Ellida. And what remedy have you for that? What advice to give me?
 

Wangel (looking sadly at her). Tomorrow he will be gone, then the misfortune will be averted from your head; and then I will consent to set you free. We will cry off the bargain tomorrow, Ellida.
 

Ellida. Ah, Wangel, tomorrow! That is too late.
 

Wangel (looking towards garden). The children — the children! Let us spare them, at least for the present.
 

(ARNHOLM, BOLETTE, HILDE, and LYNGSTRAND come into the garden. LYNGSTRAND says goodbye in the garden, and goes out. The rest come into the room.)
 

Arnholm. You must know we have been making plans.
 

Hilde. We’re going out to the fjord tonight and — 
 

Bolette. No; you mustn’t tell.
 

Wangel. We two, also, have been making plans.
 

Arnholm. Ah! — really?
 

Wangel. Tomorrow Ellida is going away to Skjoldviken for a time.
 

Bolette. Going away?
 

Arnholm. Now, look here, that’s very sensible, Mrs. Wangel.
 

Wangel. Ellida wants to go home again — home to the sea.
 

Hilde (springing towards ELLIDA). You are going away — away from us?
 

Ellida (frightened). Hilde! What is the matter?
 

Hilde (controlling herself). Oh, it’s nothing. (In a low voice, turning from her.) Are only you going?
 

Bolette (anxiously). Father — I see it — you, too, are going — to Skjoldviken!
 

Wangel. No, no! Perhaps I shall run out there every now and again.
 

Bolette. And come here to us?
 

Wangel. I will — Bolette. Every now and again!
 

Wangel. Dear child, it must be. (He crosses the room.)
 

Arnholm (whispers). We will talk it over later, Bolette. (He crosses to WANGEL. They speak in low tones up stage by the door.)
 

Ellida (aside to BOLETTE). What was the matter with Hilde? She looked quite scared.
 

Bolette. Have you never noticed what Hilde goes about here, day in, day out, hungering for?
 

Ellida. Hungering for?
 

Bolette. Ever since you came into the house?
 

Ellida. No, no. What is it?
 

Bolette. One loving word from you.
 

Ellida. Oh! If there should be something for me to do here!
 

(She clasps her hands together over her head, and looks fixedly in front of her, as if torn by contending thoughts and emotions. WANGEL and ARNHOLM come across the room whispering. BOLETTE goes to the side room, and looks in. Then she throws open the door.)
 

Bolette. Father, dear — the table is laid — if you — 
 

Wangel (with forced composure). Is it, child? That’s well. Come, Arnholm! We’ll go in and drink a farewell cup — with the “Lady from the Sea.” (They go out through the right.)
 






  








ACT V
 

(SCENE. — The distant part of DOCTOR WANGEL’S garden, and the carp pond. The summer night gradually darkens.
 

ARNHOLM, BOLETTE, LYNGSTRAND and HILDE are in a boat, punting along the shore to the left.)
 

Hilde. See! We can jump ashore easily here.
 

Arnholm. No, no; don’t!
 

Lyngstrand. I can’t jump, Miss Hilde.
 

Hilde. Can’t you jump either, Arnholm?
 

Arnholm. I’d rather not try.
 

Bolette. Then let’s land down there, by the bathing steps.
 

(They push off. At the same moment BALLESTED comes along the footpath, carrying music-books and a French horn. He bows to those in the boat, turns and speaks to them. The answers are heard farther and farther away.)
 

Ballested. What do you say? Yes, of course it’s on account of the English steamer; for this is her last visit here this year. But if you want to enjoy the pleasures of melody, you mustn’t wait too long. (Calling out.) What? (Shaking his head.) Can’t hear what you say!
 

(ELLIDA, with a shawl over her head, enters, followed by DOCTOR WANGEL.)
 

Wangel. But, dear Ellida, I assure you there’s plenty of time.
 

Ellida. No, no, there is not! He may come any moment.
 

Ballested (outside the fence). Hallo! Good-evening, doctor. Good-evening, Mrs. Wangel.
 

Wangel (noticing him). Oh! is it you? Is there to be music tonight?
 

Ballested. Yes; the Wind Band Society thought of making themselves heard. We’ve no dearth of festive occasions nowadays. Tonight it’s in honour of the English ship.
 

Ellida. The English ship! Is she in sight already?
 

Ballested. Not yet. But you know she comes from between the islands. You can’t see anything of her, and then she’s alongside of you.
 

Ellida. Yes, that is so.
 

Wangel (half to ELLIDA). Tonight is the last voyage, then she will not come again.
 

Ballested. A sad thought, doctor, and that’s why we’re going to give them an ovation, as the saying is. Ah! Yes — ah! yes. The glad summertime will soon be over now. Soon all ways will be barred, as they say in the tragedy.
 

Ellida. All ways barred — yes!
 

Ballested. It’s sad to think of. We have been the joyous children of summer for weeks and months now. It’s hard to reconcile yourself to the dark days — just at first, I mean. For men can accli — a — acclimatise themselves, Mrs. Wangel. Ay, indeed they can. (Bows, and goes off to the left.)
 

Ellida (looking out at the fjord). Oh, this terrible suspense! This torturing last half-hour before the decision!
 

Wangel. You are determined, then, to speak to him yourself?
 

Ellida. I must speak to him myself; for it is freely that I must make my choice.
 

Wangel. You have no choice, Ellida. You have no right to choose — no right without my permission.
 

Ellida. You can never prevent the choice, neither you nor anyone. You can forbid me to go away with him — to follow him — in case I should choose to do that. You can keep me here by force — against my will. That you can do. But that I should choose, choose from my very soul — choose him, and not you — in case I would and did choose thus — this you cannot prevent.
 

Wangel. No; you are right. I cannot prevent that.
 

Ellida. And so I have nothing to help me to resist. Here, at home, there is no single thing that attracts me and binds me. I am so absolutely rootless in your house, Wangel. The children are not mine — their hearts, I mean — never have been. When I go, if I do go, either with him tonight, or to Skjoldviken tomorrow, I haven’t a key to give up, an order to give about anything whatsoever. I am absolutely rootless in your house — I have been absolutely outside everything from the very first.
 

Wangel. You yourself wished it.
 

Ellida. No, no, I did not. I neither wished nor did not wish it. I simply left things just as I found them the day I came here. It is you, and no one else, who wished it.
 

Wangel. I thought to do all for the best for you.
 

Ellida. Yes, Wangel, I know it so well! But there is retribution in that, a something that avenges itself. For now I find no binding power here-nothing to strengthen me — nothing to help me — nothing to draw me towards what should have been the strongest possession of us both.
 

Wangel. I see it, Ellida. And that is why from t-morrow you shall have back your freedom. Henceforth, you shall live your own life.
 

Ellida. And you call that my own life! No! My own true life lost its bearings when I agreed to live with you. (Clenches her hand in fear and unrest.) And now — tonight — in half an hour, he whom I forsook is coming — he to whom I should have cleaved forever, even as he has cleaved to me! Now he is coming to offer me — for the last and only time — the chance of living my life over again, of living my own true life — the life that terrifies and attracts — and I can not forgo that — not freely.
 

Wangel. That is why it is necessary your husband — and your doctor — should take the power of acting from you, and act on your behalf.
 

Ellida. Yes, Wangel, I quite understand. Believe me, there are times when I think it would be peace and deliverance if with all my soul I could be bound to you — and try to brave all that terrifies — and attracts. But I cannot! No, no, I cannot do that!
 

Wangel. Come, Ellida, let us walk up and down together for awhile.
 

Ellida. I would gladly — but I dare not. For he said I was to wait for him here.
 

Wangel. Come! There is time enough.
 

Ellida. Do you think so?
 

Wangel. Plenty of time, I tell you.
 

Ellida. Then let us go, for a little while.
 

(They pass out in the foreground. At the same time ARNHOLM and BOLETTE appear by the upper bank of the pond.)
 

Bolette (noticing the two as they go out). See there — 
 

Arnholm (in low voice). Hush! Let them go. Bolette. Can you understand what has been going on between them these last few days?
 

Arnholm. Have you noticed anything?
 

Bolette. Have I not!
 

Arnholm. Anything peculiar?
 

Bolette. Yes, one thing and another. Haven’t you?
 

Arnholm. Well — I don’t exactly know.
 

Bolette. Yes, you have; only you won’t speak out about it.
 

Arnholm. I think it will do your stepmother good to go on this little journey.
 

Bolette. Do you think so?
 

Arnholm. I should say it would be well for all parties that she should get away every now and then.
 

Bolette. If she does go home to Skjoldviken tomorrow, she will never come back here again!
 

Arnholm. My dear Bolette, whatever makes you think that?
 

Bolette. I am quite convinced of it. Just you wait; you’ll see that she’ll not come back again; not anyhow as long as I and Hilde are in the house here.
 

Arnholm. Hilde, too?
 

Bolette. Well, it might perhaps be all right with Hilde. For she is scarcely more than a child. And I believe that at bottom she worships Ellida. But, you see, it’s different with me — a stepmother who isn’t so very much older than oneself!
 

Arnholm. Dear Bolette, perhaps it might, after all, not be so very long before you left.
 

Bolette (eagerly). Really! Have you spoken to father about it?
 

Arnholm. Yes, I have.
 

Bolette. Well, what does he say?
 

Arnholm. Hm! Well, your father’s so thoroughly taken up with other matters just now — 
 

Bolette. Yes, yes! that’s how I knew it would be.
 

Arnholm. But I got this much out of him. You mustn’t reckon upon any help from him.
 

Bolette. No?
 

Arnholm. He explained his circumstances to me clearly; he thought that such a thing was absolutely out of the question, impossible for him.
 

Bolette (reproachfully). And you had the heart to come and mock me?
 

Arnholm. I’ve certainly not done that, dear Bolette. It depends wholly and solely upon yourself whether you go away or not.
 

Bolette. What depends upon me?
 

Arnholm. Whether you are to go out into the world — learn all you most care for — take part in all you are hungering after here at home — live your life under brighter conditions, Bolette.
 

Bolette (clasping her hands together). Good God! But it’s impossible! If father neither can nor will — and I have no one else on earth to whom I could turn — Arnholm. Couldn’t you make up your mind to accept a little help from your old — from your former teacher?
 

Bolette. From you, Mr. Arnholm! Would you be willing to — 
 

Arnholm. Stand by you! Yes — with all my heart. Both with word and in deed. You may count upon it. Then you accept? Well? Do you agree?
 

Bolette. Do I agree! To get away — to see the world — to learn something thoroughly! All that seemed to be a great, beautiful impossibility!
 

Arnholm. All that may now become a reality to you, if only you yourself wish it.
 

Bolette. And to all this unspeakable happiness you will help me! Oh, no! Tell me, can I accept such an offer from a stranger?
 

Arnholm. You can from me, Bolette. From me you can accept anything.
 

Bolette (seizing his hands). Yes, I almost think I can! I don’t know how it is, but — (bursting out) Oh! I could both laugh and cry for joy, for happiness! Then I should know life really after all. I began to be so afraid life would pass me by.
 

Arnholm. You need not fear that, Bolette. But now you must tell me quite frankly — if there is anything — anything you are bound to here.
 

Bolette. Bound to? Nothing.
 

Arnholm. Nothing whatever?
 

Bolette. No, nothing at all. That is — I am bound to father to some extent. And to Hilde, too. But — 
 

Arnholm. Well, you’ll have to leave your father sooner or later. And some time Hilde also will go her own way in life. That is only a question of time. Nothing more. And so there is nothing else that binds you, Bolette? Not any kind of connection?
 

Bolette. Nothing whatever. As far as that goes, I could leave at any moment.
 

Arnholm. Well, if that is so, dear Bolette, you shall go away with me!
 

Bolette (clapping her hands). Oh God! What joy to think of it!
 

Arnholm. For I hope you trust me fully?
 

Bolette. Indeed, I do!
 

Arnholm. And you dare to trust yourself and your future fully and confidently into my hands, Bolette? Is that true? You will dare to do this?
 

Bolette. Of course; how could I not do so? Could you believe anything else? You, who have been my old teacher — my teacher in the old days, I mean.
 

Arnholm. Not because of that. I will not consider that side of the matter; but — well, so you are free, Bolette! There is nothing that binds you, and so I ask you, if you could — if you could — bind yourself to me for life?
 

Bolette (steps back frightened). What are you saying?
 

Arnholm. For all your life, Bolette. Will you be my wife?
 

Bolette (half to herself). No, no, no! That is impossible, utterly impossible!
 

Arnholm. It is really so absolutely impossible for you to — 
 

Bolette. But, surely, you cannot mean what you are saying, Mr. Arnholm! (Looking at him.) Or — yet — was that what you meant when you offered to do so much for me?
 

Arnholm. You must listen to me one moment, Bolette. I suppose I have greatly surprised you!
 

Bolette. Oh! how could such a thing from you — how could it but — but surprise me!
 

Arnholm. Perhaps you are right. Of course, you didn’t — you could not know it was for your sake I made this journey.
 

Bolette. Did you come here for — for my sake?
 

Arnholm. I did, Bolette. In the spring I received a letter from your father, and in it there was a passage that made me think — hm — that you held your former teacher in — in a little more than friendly remembrance.
 

Bolette. How could father write such a thing?
 

Arnholm. He did not mean it so. But I worked myself into the belief that here was a young girl longing for me to come again — No, you mustn’t interrupt me, dear Bolette! And — you see, when a man like myself, who is no longer quite young, has such a belief — or fancy, it makes an overwhelming impression. There grew within me a living, a grateful affection for you; I thought I must come to you, see you again, and tell you I shared the feelings that I fancied you had for me.
 

Bolette. And now you know it is not so! — that it was a mistake!
 

Arnholm. It can’t be helped, Bolette. Your image, as I bear it within myself, will always be coloured and stamped with the impression that this mistake gave me. Perhaps you cannot understand this; but still it is so.
 

Bolette. I never thought such a thing possible.
 

Arnholm. But now you have seen that it is possible, what do you say now, Bolette? Couldn’t you make up your mind to be — yes — to be my wife?
 

Bolette. Oh! it seems so utterly impossible, Mr. Arnholm. You, who have been my teacher! I can’t imagine ever standing in any other relation towards you.
 

Arnholm. Well, well, if you think you really cannot — Then our old relations remain unchanged, dear Bolette.
 

Bolette. What do you mean?
 

Arnholm. Of course, to keep my promise all the same. I will take care you get out into the world and see something of it. Learn some things you really want to know; live safe and independent. Your future I shall provide for also, Bolette. For in me you will always have a good, faithful, trustworthy friend. Be sure of that.
 

Bolette. Good heavens! Mr. Arnholm, all that is so utterly impossible now.
 

Arnholm. Is that impossible too?
 

Bolette. Surely you can see that! After what you have just said to me, and after my answer — Oh! you yourself must see that it is impossible for me now to accept so very much from you. I can accept nothing from you — nothing after this.
 

Arnholm. So you would rather stay at home here, and let life pass you by?
 

Bolette. Oh! it is such dreadful misery to think of that.
 

Arnholm. Will you renounce knowing something of the outer world? Renounce bearing your part in all that you yourself say you are hungering for? To know there is so infinitely much, and yet never really to understand anything of it? Think carefully, Bolette.
 

Bolette. Yes, yes! You are right, Mr. Arnholm.
 

Arnholm. And then, when one day your father is no longer here, then perhaps to be left helpless and alone in the world; or live to give yourself to another man — whom you, perhaps, will also feel no affection for — 
 

Bolette. Oh, yes! I see how true all you say is. But still — and yet perhaps — 
 

Arnholm (quickly). Well?
 

Bolette (looking at him hesitatingly). Perhaps it might not be so impossible after all.
 

Arnholm. What, Bolette?
 

Bolette. Perhaps it might be possible — to accept — what you proposed to me.
 

Arnholm. Do you mean that, after all, you might be willing to — that at all events you could give me the happiness of helping you as a steadfast friend?
 

Bolette. No, no, no! Never that, for that would be utterly impossible now. No — Mr. Arnholm — rather take me.
 

Arnholm. Bolette! You will?
 

Bolette. Yes, I believe I will.
 

Arnholm. And after all you will be my wife?
 

Bolette. Yes; if you still think that — that you will have me.
 

Arnholm. Think! (Seizing her hand.) Oh, thanks, thanks, Bolette. All else that you said — your former doubts — these do not frighten me. If I do not yet possess your whole heart, I shall know how to conquer it. Oh, Bolette, I will wait upon you hand and foot!
 

Bolette. And then I shall see something of the world? Shall live! You have promised me that?
 

Arnholm. And will keep my promise.
 

Bolette. And I may learn everything I want to?
 

Arnholm. I, myself, will be your teacher as formerly, Bolette. Do you remember the last school year?
 

Bolette (quietly and absently). To think — to know — one’s self free, and to get out into the strange world, and then, not to need to be anxious for the future — not to be harassed about one’s stupid livelihood!
 

Arnholm. No, you will never need to waste a thought upon such matters. And that’s a good thing, too, in its way, dear Bolette, isn’t it? Eh?
 

Bolette. Indeed it is. That is certain.
 

Arnholm (putting his arms about her). Oh, you will see how comfortably and easily we shall settle down together! And how well and safely and trustfully we two shall get on with one another, Bolette.
 

Bolette. Yes. I also begin to — I believe really — it will answer. (Looks out to the right, and hurriedly frees herself.) Oh, don’t say anything about this.
 

Arnholm. What is it, dear?
 

Bolette. Oh! it’s that poor (pointing} — see out there.
 

Arnholm. Is it your father?
 

Bolette. No. It’s the young sculptor. He’s down there with Hilde.
 

Arnholm. Oh, Lyngstrand! What’s really the matter with him?
 

Bolette. Why, you know how weak and delicate he is.
 

Arnholm. Yes. Unless it’s simply imaginary.
 

Bolette. No, it’s real enough! He’ll not last long. But perhaps that’s best for him.
 

Arnholm. Dear, why should that be best?
 

Bolette. Because — because — nothing would come of his art anyhow. Let’s go before they come.
 

Arnholm. Gladly, my dear Bolette.
 

(HILDE and LYNGSTRAND appear by the pond.)
 

Hilde. Hi, hi! Won’t your honours wait for us?
 

Arnholm. Bolette and I would rather go on a little in advance. (He and BOLETTE go out to the Left.)
 

Lyngstrand (laughs quietly). It’s very delightful here now. Everybody goes about in pairs — always two and two together.
 

Hilde (looking after them). I could almost swear he’s proposing to her.
 

Lyngstrand. Really? Have you noticed anything?
 

Hilde. Yes. It’s not very difficult — if you keep your eyes open.
 

Lyngstrand. But Miss Bolette won’t have him. I’m certain of that.
 

Hilde. No. For she thinks he’s got so dreadfully old-looking, and she thinks he’ll soon get bald.
 

Lyngstrand. It’s not only because of that. She’d not have him anyhow.
 

Hilde. How can you know?
 

Lyngstrand. Well, because there’s someone else she’s promised to think of.
 

Hilde. Only to think of?
 

Lyngstrand. While he is away, yes.
 

Hilde. Oh! then I suppose it’s you she’s to think of.
 

Lyngstrand. Perhaps it might be.
 

Hilde. She promised you that?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes — think — she promised me that! But mind you don’t tell her you know.
 

Hilde. Oh! I’ll be mum! I’m as secret as the grave.
 

Lyngstrand. I think it’s awfully kind of her.
 

Hilde. And when you come home again — are you going to be engaged to her, and then marry her?
 

Lyngstrand. No, that wouldn’t very well do. For I daren’t think of such a thing during the first years. And when I shall be able to, she’ll be rather too old for me, I fancy.
 

Hilde. And yet you wish her to think of you?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; that’s so useful to me. You see, I’m an artist. And she can very well do it, because she herself has no real calling. But all the same, it’s kind of her.
 

Hilde. Do you think you’ll be able to get on more quickly with your work if you know that Bolette is here thinking of you?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I fancy so. To know there is a spot on earth where a young, gentle, reserved woman is quietly dreaming about you — I fancy it must be so — so-well, I really don’t exactly know what to call it.
 

Hilde. Perhaps you mean — fascinating?
 

Lyngstrand. Fascinating! Oh, yes! Fascinating was what I meant, or something like it. (Looks at her for a moment.) You are so clever, Miss Hilde. Really you are very clever. When I come home again you’ll be about the same age as your sister is now. Perhaps, too, you’ll look like your sister looks now. And perhaps, too, you’ll be of the same mind she is now. Then, perhaps, you’ll be both yourself and your sister — in one form, so to say.
 

Hilde. Would you like that?
 

Lyngstrand. I hardly know. Yes; I almost think I should. But now, for this summer, I would rather you were like yourself alone, and exactly as you are.
 

Hilde. Do you like me best as I am?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, I like you immensely as you are.
 

Hilde. Hm. Tell me, you who are an artist, do you think I’m right always to wear bright-coloured summer dresses?
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; I think you’re quite right!
 

Hilde. You think bright colours suit me, then?
 

Lyngstrand. They suit you charmingly — to my taste.
 

Hilde. But tell me, as an artist, how do you think I should look in black?
 

Lyngstrand. In black, Miss Hilde?
 

Hilde. Yes, all in black. Do you think I should look well?
 

Lyngstrand. Black’s hardly suitable for the summer. However, you’d probably look remarkably well in black, especially with your appearance.
 

Hilde (looking straight in front of her). All in black, up to the throat; black frilling round that, black gloves, and a long black veil hanging down behind.
 

Lyngstrand. If you were dressed so, Miss Hilde, I should wish I were a painter, and I’d paint you as a young, beautiful, sorrowing widow!
 

Hilde. Or as a young, sorrowing, betrothed girl!
 

Lyngstrand. Yes, that would be better still. But you can’t wish to be dressed like that?
 

Hilde. I hardly know; but I think it’s fascinating.
 

Lyngstrand. Fascinating?
 

Hilde. Fascinating to think of, yes. (Suddenly pointing to the left.) Oh, just look there!
 

Lyngstrand (looking). The great English steamer; and right by the pier!
 

(WANGEL and ELLIDA come in past the pond.)
 

Wangel. No; I assure you, dear Ellida, you are mistaken. (Seeing the others.) What, are you two here? It’s not in sight yet; is it, Mr. Lyngstrand?
 

Lyngstrand. The great English ship?
 

Wangel. Yes.
 

Lyngstrand (pointing). There she is already, doctor.
 

Ellida. I knew it.
 

Wangel. Come!
 

Lyngstrand. Come like a thief in the night, as one might say, so quietly and noiselessly.
 

Wangel. You must go to the pier with Hilde. Be quick! I’m sure she wants to hear the music.
 

Lyngstrand. Yes; we were just going there, doctor.
 

Wangel. Perhaps we’ll follow you. We’ll come directly.
 

Hilde (whispering to LYNGSTRAND). They’re hunting in couples, too!
 

(HILDE and LYNGSTRAND go out through the garden. Music is heard in the distance out at the fiord during the following.)
 

Ellida. Come! He is here! Yes, yes — I feel it.
 

Wangel. You’d better go in, Ellida. Let me talk with him alone.
 

Ellida. Oh! that’s impossible — impossible, I say. (With a cry.) Ah! do you see him, Wangel?
 

(The STRANGER enters from the left, and remains on the pathway outside the fence.)
 

The Stranger (bowing). Good-evening. You see I am here again, Ellida.
 

Ellida. Yes, yes. The time has come now.
 

The Stranger. And are you ready to start, or not?
 

Wangel. You can see for yourself that she is not.
 

The Stranger. I’m not asking about a travelling dress, or anything of that kind, nor about packed trunks. All that is needed for a journey I have with me on board. I’ve also secured a cabin for her. (To ELLIDA.) So I ask you if you are ready to go with me, to go with me — freely?
 

Ellida. Oh! do not ask me! Do not tempt me!
 

(A ship’s bell is heard in the distance.)
 

The Stranger. That is the first bell for going on board. Now you must say “Yes” or “No.”
 

Ellida (wringing her hands). To decide — decide for one’s whole life! Never to be able to undo it again!
 

The Stranger. Never. In half an hour it will be too late.
 

Ellida (looking shyly and searchingly at him). Why is it you hold to me so resolutely?
 

The Stranger. Don’t you feel, as I do, that we two belong together?
 

Ellida. Do you mean because of the vow?
 

The Stranger. Vows bind no one, neither man nor woman. If I hold so steadfastly to you, it is because I cannot do otherwise.
 

Ellida (in a low, trembling voice). Why didn’t you come before?
 

Wangel. Ellida!
 

Ellida (bursting out). Ah! All that attracts, and tempts, and lures into the unknown! All the strength of the sea concentrated in this one thing!
 

(The STRANGER climbs over the fence.)
 

Ellida (stepping back to WANGEL). What is it? What do you want?
 

The Stranger. I see it and I hear it in you, Ellida. After all, you will choose me in the end.
 

Wangel (going towards him). My wife has no choice here, I am here both to choose for her and to defend her. Yes, defend! If you do not go away from here — away from this land — and never come back again — Do you know to what you are exposing yourself?
 

Ellida. No, no, Wangel, not that!
 

The Stranger. What will you do to me?
 

Wangel. I will have you arrested as a criminal, at once, before you go on board; for I know all about the murder at Skjoldviken.
 

Ellida. Ah! Wangel, how can you?
 

The Stranger. I was prepared for that, and so — (takes a revolver from his breast pocket) — I provided myself with this.
 

Ellida (throwing herself in front of him). No, no; do not kill him! Better kill me!
 

The Stranger. Neither you nor him, don’t fear that. This is for myself, for I will live and die a free man.
 

Ellida (with growing excitement). Wangel, let me tell you this — tell it you so that he may hear it. You can indeed keep me here! You have the means and the power to do it. And you intend to do it. But my mind — all my thoughts, all the longings and desires of my soul — these you cannot bind! These will rush and press out into the unknown that I was created for, and that you have kept from me!
 

Wangel (in quiet sorrow). I see it, Ellida. Step by step you are slipping from me. The craving for the boundless, the infinite, the unattainable will drive your soul into the darkness of night at last.
 

Ellida. Yes! I feel it hovering over me like black noiseless wings.
 

Wangel. It shall not come to that. No other deliverance is possible for you. I at least can see no other. And so — so I cry off our bargain at once. Now you can choose your own path in perfect — perfect freedom.
 

Ellida (stares at him a while as if stricken dumb). Is it true — true what you say? Do you mean that — mean it with all your heart?
 

Wangel. Yes — with all my sorrowing heart — I mean it.
 

Ellida. And can you do it? Can you let it be so?
 

Wangel. Yes, I can. Because I love you so dearly.
 

Ellida (in a low, trembling voice). And have I come so near — so close to you?
 

Wangel. The years and the living together have done that.
 

Ellida (clasping her hands together). And I — who so little understood this!
 

Wangel. Your thoughts went elsewhere. And now — now you are completely free of me and mine — and — and mine. Now your own true life may resume its real bent again, for now you can choose in freedom, and on your own responsibility, Ellida.
 

Ellida (clasps her head with her hands, and stares at WANGEL). In freedom, and on my own responsibility! Responsibility, too? That changes everything.
 

(The ship bell rings again.)
 

The Stranger. Do you hear, Ellida? It has rung now for the last time. Come.
 

Ellida (turns towards him, looks firmly at him, and speaks in a resolute voice). I shall never go with you after this!
 

The Stranger. You will not!
 

Ellida (clinging to WANGEL). I shall never go away from you after this.
 

The Stranger. So it is over?
 

Ellida. Yes. Over for all time.
 

The Stranger. I see. There is something here stronger than my will.
 

Ellida. Your will has not a shadow of power over me any longer. To me you are as one dead — who has come home from the sea, and who returns to it again. I no longer dread you. And I am no longer drawn to you.
 

The Stranger. Goodbye, Mrs. Wangel! (He swings himself over the fence.) Henceforth, you are nothing but a shipwreck in my life that I have tided over. (He goes out.)
 

Wangel (looks at her for a while). Ellida, your mind is like the sea — it has ebb and flow. Whence came the change?
 

Ellida. Ah! don’t you understand that the change came — was bound to come when I could choose in freedom?
 

Wangel. And the unknown? — It no longer lures you?
 

Ellida. Neither lures nor frightens me. I could have seen it — gone out into it, if only I myself had willed it. I could have chosen it. And that is why I could also renounce it.
 

Wangel. I begin to understand little by little. You think and conceive in pictures — in visible figures. Your longing and aching for the sea, your attraction towards this strange man, these were the expression of an awakening and growing desire for freedom; nothing else.
 

Ellida. I don’t know about that. But you have been a good physician for me. You found, and you dared to use the right remedy — the only one that could help me.
 

Wangel. Yes, in utmost need and danger we doctors dare much. And now you are coming back to me again, Ellida?
 

Ellida. Yes, dear, faithful Wangel — now I am coming back to you again. Now I can. For now I come to you freely, and on my own responsibility.
 

Wangel (looks lovingly at her). Ellida! Ellida! To think that now we can live wholly for one another — 
 

Ellida. And with common memories. Yours, as well as mine.
 

Wangel. Yes, indeed, dear.
 

Ellida. And for our children, Wangel?
 

Wangel. You call them ours!
 

Ellida. They who are not mine yet, but whom I shall win.
 

Wangel. Ours! (Gladly and quickly kisses her hands.) I cannot speak my thanks for those words!
 

(HILDE, BALLESTED, LYNGSTRAND, ARNHOLM, and BOLETTE come into the garden. At the same time a number of young townspeople and visitors pass along the footpath.)
 

Hilde (aside to LYNGSTRAND). See! Why, she and father look exactly as if they were a betrothed couple!
 

Ballested (who has overheard). It is summertime, little Missie.
 

Arnholm (looking at WANGEL and ELLIDA). The English steamer is putting off.
 

Bolette (going to the fence). You can see her best from here.
 

Lyngstrand. The last voyage this year.
 

Ballested. Soon all the sea-highways will be closed, as the poet says. It is sad, Mrs. Wangel. And now we’re to lose you also for a time. Tomorrow you’re off to Skjoldviken, I hear.
 

Wangel. No; nothing will come of that. We two have changed our mind — tonight.
 

Arnholm (looking from one to the other). Oh! — really!
 

Bolette (coming forward). Father, is that true?
 

Hilde (going towards ELLIDA). Are you going to stay with us after all?
 

Ellida. Yes, dear Hilde, if you’ll have me.
 

Hilde (struggling between tears and laughter). Fancy! Have you!
 

Arnholm (to ELLIDA). But this is quite a surprise — !
 

Ellida (smiling earnestly). Well, you see, Mr. Arnholm — Do you remember we talked about it yesterday? When you have once become a land-creature you can no longer find your way back again to the sea, nor to the sea-life either.
 

Ballested. Why, that’s exactly the case with my mermaid.
 

Ellida. Something like — yes.
 

Ballested. Only with this difference — that the mermaid dies of it, it, while human beings can acclam — acclimatise themselves. Yes yes. I assure you, Mrs. Wangel, they can ac-climatise themselves.
 

Ellida. In freedom they can, Mr. Ballested.
 

Wangel. And when they act on their own responsibility, dear Ellida.
 

Ellida (quickly holding out her hand to him). Exactly. (The great steamer glides noiselessly out beyond the fjord. The music is heard nearer land.)
 






  

HEDDA GABLER


 

Translated by Edmund Gosse and William Archer
 

First published in 1890, this famous play premiered in 1891 in Germany, receiving negative reviews, though it has subsequently gained recognition as being one of the greatest works of realism in nineteenth century theatre. The character of Hedda is considered by critics as one of the greatest female roles in theatre. Depending on the interpretation, Hedda may be portrayed as an idealistic heroine fighting society, a victim of circumstance, a prototypical feminist or a manipulative villain, offering much scope for any ambitious actress.

It is uncertain when Ibsen first conceived the idea that resulted in Hedda Gabler. In the summer of 1889 he was in Gossensass, a small Alpine village in the Tyrol. It was here that he made the acquaintance of 27-year-old Emilie Bardach from Vienna. His relationship with her culminated in his falling in love with her in spite of the great difference between their ages. After Emilie Bardach’s return to Vienna and Ibsen’s to Munich, they wrote a number of letters to each other. It is widely considered that Bardach served as the inspiration of the character Hedda Gabler.

The play was published by Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen and Christiania on December 16th 1890 in an edition of 10,000 copies. The reaction to the book was almost wholly negative. The critics found Hedda an enigmatic and incomprehensible female character. They complained there was no suggestion of social reform, nothing edifying, no obvious symbolism. The critics vied to outdo each other in condemning the chief character. 

The play was first performed in Munich at the Königliches Residenz-Theater on 31 January 1891, with Clara Heese as Hedda. Ibsen was present at the first night and is said to have been discontented with the actress Heese. He felt that her acting was too declamatory; the critics were reserved in their judgement. The play’s reception by the audience was mixed, with both applause and booing. Those applauding seem to have been in the majority, but this may have been due more to Ibsen’s presence than to the performance itself. The first British performance was at the Vaudeville Theatre, London, on 20 April the same year, starring Elizabeth Robins, who directed it with Marion Lea playing Thea. Robins also played Hedda in the first American production, which opened on March 30, 1898 at the Fifth Avenue Theatre, New York City.

The protagonist’s married name is Hedda Tesman and Gabler is her maiden name. On the subject of the title, Ibsen wrote: “My intention in giving it this name was to indicate that Hedda as a personality is to be regarded rather as her father’s daughter than her husband’s wife.” In the drama, Hedda Gabler, daughter of an aristocratic general, has just returned to her villa in Kristiania from her honeymoon. Her husband is Jørgen Tesman, an aspiring, reliable, though not brilliant academic, who has combined research with their honeymoon. It becomes clear in the course of the play that she has never loved him, but has married him for reasons pertaining to the tedious nature of her life. It is also suggested that she may be pregnant. The appearance of Tesman’s academic rival, Ejlert Løvborg, throws their lives into disarray. Løvborg, a writer, is also a recovered alcoholic who has wasted his talent until now. Due to a relationship with Hedda’s old schoolmate, Thea Elvsted, who has left her husband for him, Løvborg shows signs of rehabilitation and has just completed a literary work in the same field as Tesman. When Hedda and Ejlert talk privately together, it becomes apparent that they are former lovers and the critical success of his recently published work transforms Løvborg into a threat to Tesman.






  








 

National Theatre Munich, formerly the Königliches Residenz-Theater, where this ‘Hedda Gabler’ was first performed
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Introduction
 

From Munich, on June 29, 1890, Ibsen wrote to the Swedish poet, Count Carl Soilsky: “Our intention has all along been to spend the summer in the Tyrol again. But circumstances are against our doing so. I am at present engaged upon a new dramatic work, which for several reasons has made very slow progress, and I do not leave Munich until I can take with me the completed first draft. There is little or no prospect of my being able to complete it in July.” Ibsen did not leave Munich at all that season. On October 30 he wrote: “At present I am utterly engrossed in a new play. Not one leisure hour have I had for several months.” Three weeks later (November 20) he wrote to his French translator, Count Prozor: “My new play is finished; the manuscript went off to Copenhagen the day before yesterday.... It produces a curious feeling of emptiness to be thus suddenly separated from a work which has occupied one’s time and thoughts for several months, to the exclusion of all else. But it is a good thing, too, to have done with it. The constant intercourse with the fictitious personages was beginning to make me quite nervous.” To the same correspondent he wrote on December 4: “The title of the play is Hedda Gabler. My intention in giving it this name was to indicate that Hedda, as a personality, is to be regarded rather as her father’s daughter than as her husband’s wife. It was not my desire to deal in this play with so-called problems. What I principally wanted to do was to depict human beings, human emotions, and human destinies, upon a groundwork of certain of the social conditions and principles of the present day.”

So far we read the history of the play in the official “Correspondence.”(A) Some interesting glimpses into the poet’s moods during the period between the completion of The Lady from the Sea and the publication of Hedda Gabler are to be found in the series of letters to Fraulein Emilie Bardach, of Vienna, published by Dr. George Brandes.(B) This young lady Ibsen met at Gossensass in the Tyrol in the autumn of 1889. The record of their brief friendship belongs to the history of The Master Builder rather than to that of Hedda Gabler, but the allusions to his work in his letters to her during the winter of 1889 demand some examination.

So early as October 7, 1889, he writes to her: “A new poem begins to dawn in me. I will execute it this winter, and try to transfer to it the bright atmosphere of the summer. But I feel that it will end in sadness — such is my nature.” Was this “dawning” poem Hedda Gabler? Or was it rather The Master Builder that was germinating in his mind? Who shall say? The latter hypothesis seems the more probable, for it is hard to believe that at any stage in the incubation of Hedda Gabler he can have conceived it as even beginning in gaiety. A week later, however, he appears to have made up his mind that the time had not come for the poetic utilisation of his recent experiences. He writes on October 15: “Here I sit as usual at my writing-table. Now I would fain work, but am unable to. My fancy, indeed, is very active. But it always wanders away ours. I cannot repress my summer memories — nor do I wish to. I live through my experience again and again and yet again. To transmute it all into a poem, I find, in the meantime, impossible.” Clearly, then, he felt that his imagination ought to have been engaged on some theme having no relation to his summer experiences — the theme, no doubt, of Hedda Gabler. In his next letter, dated October 29, he writes: “Do not be troubled because I cannot, in the meantime, create (dichten). In reality I am for ever creating, or, at any rate, dreaming of something which, when in the fulness of time it ripens, will reveal itself as a creation (Dichtung).” On November 19 he says: “I am very busily occupied with preparations for my new poem. I sit almost the whole day at my writing-table. Go out only in the evening for a little while.” The five following letters contain no allusion to the play; but on September 18, 1890, he wrote: “My wife and son are at present at Riva, on the Lake of Garda, and will probably remain there until the middle of October, or even longer. Thus I am quite alone here, and cannot get away. The new play on which I am at present engaged will probably not be ready until November, though I sit at my writing-table daily, and almost the whole day long.”

Here ends the history of Hedda Gabler, so far as the poet’s letters carry us. Its hard clear outlines, and perhaps somewhat bleak atmosphere, seem to have resulted from a sort of reaction against the sentimental “dreamery” begotten of his Gossensass experiences. He sought refuge in the chill materialism of Hedda from the ardent transcendentalism of Hilda, whom he already heard knocking at the door. He was not yet in the mood to deal with her on the plane of poetry.(C)

Hedda Gabler was published in Copenhagen on December 16, 1890. This was the first of Ibsen’s plays to be translated from proof-sheets and published in England and America almost simultaneously with its first appearance in Scandinavia. The earliest theatrical performance took place at the Residenz Theater, Munich, on the last day of January 1891, in the presence of the poet, Frau Conrad-Ramlo playing the title-part. The Lessing Theater, Berlin, followed suit on February 10. Not till February 25 was the play seen in Copenhagen, with Fru Hennings as Hedda. On the following night it was given for the first time in Christiania, the Norwegian Hedda being Froken Constance Bruun. It was this production which the poet saw when he visited the Christiania Theatre for the first time after his return to Norway, August 28, 1891. It would take pages to give even the baldest list of the productions and revivals of Hedda Gabler in Scandinavia and Germany, where it has always ranked among Ibsen’s most popular works. The admirable production of the play by Miss Elizabeth Robins and Miss Marion Lea, at the Vaudeville Theatre, London, April 20, 1891, may rank as the second great step towards the popularisation of Ibsen in England, the first being the Charrington-Achurch production of A Doll’s House in 1889. Miss Robins afterwards repeated her fine performance of Hedda many times, in London, in the English provinces, and in New York. The character has also been acted in London by Eleonora Duse, and as I write (March, 5, 1907) by Mrs. Patrick Campbell, at the Court Theatre. In Australia and America, Hedda has frequently been acted by Miss Nance O’Neill and other actresses — quite recently by a Russian actress, Madame Alla Nazimova, who (playing in English) seems to have made a notable success both in this part and in Nora. The first French Hedda Gabler was Mlle. Marthe Brandes, who played the part at the Vaudeville Theatre, Paris, on December 17, 1891, the performance being introduced by a lecture by M. Jules Lemaitre. In Holland, in Italy, in Russia, the play has been acted times without number. In short (as might easily have been foretold) it has rivalled A Doll’s House in world-wide popularity.

It has been suggested,(D) I think without sufficient ground, that Ibsen deliberately conceived Hedda Gabler as an “international” play, and that the scene is really the “west end” of any European city. To me it seems quite clear that Ibsen had Christiania in mind, and the Christiania of a somewhat earlier period than the ‘nineties. The electric cars, telephones, and other conspicuous factors in the life of a modern capital are notably absent from the play. There is no electric light in Secretary Falk’s villa. It is still the habit for ladies to return on foot from evening parties, with gallant swains escorting them. This “suburbanism,” which so distressed the London critics of 1891, was characteristic of the Christiania Ibsen himself had known in the ‘sixties — the Christiania of Love’s Comedy — rather than of the greatly extended and modernised city of the end of the century. Moreover Lovborg’s allusions to the fiord, and the suggested picture of Sheriff Elvsted, his family and his avocations are all distinctively Norwegian. The truth seems to be very simple — the environment and the subsidiary personages are all thoroughly national, but Hedda herself is an “international” type, a product of civilisation by no means peculiar to Norway.

We cannot point to any individual model or models who “sat to” Ibsen for the character of Hedda.(E) The late Grant Allen declared that Hedda was “nothing more nor less than the girl we take down to dinner in London nineteen times out of twenty”; in which case Ibsen must have suffered from a superfluidity of models, rather than from any difficulty in finding one. But the fact is that in this, as in all other instances, the word “model” must be taken in a very different sense from that in which it is commonly used in painting. Ibsen undoubtedly used models for this trait and that, but never for a whole figure. If his characters can be called portraits at all, they are composite portraits. Even when it seems pretty clear that the initial impulse towards the creation of a particular character came from some individual, the original figure is entirely transmuted in the process of harmonisation with the dramatic scheme. We need not, therefore, look for a definite prototype of Hedda; but Dr. Brandes shows that two of that lady’s exploits were probably suggested by the anecdotic history of the day.

Ibsen had no doubt heard how the wife of a well-known Norwegian composer, in a fit of raging jealousy excited by her husband’s prolonged absence from home, burnt the manuscript of a symphony which he had just finished. The circumstances under which Hedda burns Lovborg’s manuscript are, of course, entirely different and infinitely more dramatic; but here we have merely another instance of the dramatisation or “poetisation” of the raw material of life. Again, a still more painful incident probably came to his knowledge about the same time. A beautiful and very intellectual woman was married to a well-known man who had been addicted to drink, but had entirely conquered the vice. One day a mad whim seized her to put his self-mastery and her power over him to the test. As it happened to be his birthday, she rolled into his study a small keg of brandy, and then withdrew. She returned some time after wards to find that he had broached the keg, and lay insensible on the floor. In this anecdote we cannot but recognise the germ, not only of Hedda’s temptation of Lovborg, but of a large part of her character.

“Thus,” says Dr. Brandes, “out of small and scattered traits of reality Ibsen fashioned his close-knit and profoundly thought-out works of art.”

For the character of Eilert Lovborg, again, Ibsen seem unquestionably to have borrowed several traits from a definite original. A young Danish man of letters, whom Dr. Brandes calls Holm, was an enthusiastic admirer of Ibsen, and came to be on very friendly terms with him. One day Ibsen was astonished to receive, in Munich, a parcel addressed from Berlin by this young man, containing, without a word of explanation, a packet of his (Ibsen’s) letters, and a photograph which he had presented to Holm. Ibsen brooded and brooded over the incident, and at last came to the conclusion that the young man had intended to return her letters and photograph to a young lady to whom he was known to be attached, and had in a fit of aberration mixed up the two objects of his worship. Some time after, Holm appeared at Ibsen’s rooms. He talked quite rationally, but professed to have no knowledge whatever of the letter-incident, though he admitted the truth of Ibsen’s conjecture that the “belle dame sans merci” had demanded the return of her letters and portrait. Ibsen was determined to get at the root of the mystery; and a little inquiry into his young friend’s habits revealed the fact that he broke his fast on a bottle of port wine, consumed a bottle of Rhine wine at lunch, of Burgundy at dinner, and finished off the evening with one or two more bottles of port. Then he heard, too, how, in the course of a night’s carouse, Holm had lost the manuscript of a book; and in these traits he saw the outline of the figure of Eilert Lovborg.

Some time elapsed, and again Ibsen received a postal packet from Holm. This one contained his will, in which Ibsen figured as his residuary legatee. But many other legatees were mentioned in the instrument — all of them ladies, such as Fraulein Alma Rothbart, of Bremen, and Fraulein Elise Kraushaar, of Berlin. The bequests to these meritorious spinsters were so generous that their sum considerably exceeded the amount of the testator’s property. Ibsen gently but firmly declined the proffered inheritance; but Holm’s will no doubt suggested to him the figure of that red-haired “Mademoiselle Diana,” who is heard of but not seen in Hedda Gabler, and enabled him to add some further traits to the portraiture of Lovborg. When the play appeared, Holm recognised himself with glee in the character of the bibulous man of letters, and thereafter adopted “Eilert Lovborg” as his pseudonym. I do not, therefore, see why Dr. Brandes should suppress his real name; but I willingly imitate him in erring on the side of discretion. The poor fellow died several years ago.

Some critics have been greatly troubled as to the precise meaning of Hedda’s fantastic vision of Lovborg “with vine-leaves in his hair.” Surely this is a very obvious image or symbol of the beautiful, the ideal, aspect of bacchic elation and revelry. Antique art, or I am much mistaken, shows us many figures of Dionysus himself and his followers with vine-leaves entwined their hair. To Ibsen’s mind, at any rate, the image had long been familiar. In Peer Gynt
(Act iv. sc. 8), when Peer, having carried off Anitra, finds himself in a particularly festive mood, he cries: “Were there vine-leaves around, I would garland my brow.” Again, in Emperor and Galilean
(Pt. ii. Act 1) where Julian, in the procession of Dionysus, impersonates the god himself, it is directed that he shall wear a wreath of vine-leaves. Professor Dietrichson relates that among the young artists whose society Ibsen frequented during his first years in Rome, it was customary, at their little festivals, for the revellers to deck themselves in this fashion. But the image is so obvious that there is no need to trace it to any personal experience. The attempt to place Hedda’s vine-leaves among Ibsen’s obscurities is an example of the firm resolution not to understand which animated the criticism of the ‘nineties.

Dr. Brandes has dealt very severely with the character of Eilert Lovborg, alleging that we cannot believe in the genius attributed to him. But where is he described as a genius? The poet represents him as a very able student of sociology; but that is quite a different thing from attributing to him such genius as must necessarily shine forth in every word he utters. Dr. Brandes, indeed, declines to believe even in his ability as a sociologist, on the ground that it is idle to write about the social development of the future. “To our prosaic minds,” he says, “it may seem as if the most sensible utterance on the subject is that of the fool of the play: ‘The future! Good heavens, we know nothing of the future.’” The best retort to this criticism is that which Eilert himself makes: “There’s a thing or two to be said about it all the same.” The intelligent forecasting of the future (as Mr. H. G. Wells has shown) is not only clearly distinguishable from fantastic Utopianism, but is indispensable to any large statesmanship or enlightened social activity. With very real and very great respect for Dr. Brandes, I cannot think that he has been fortunate in his treatment of Lovborg’s character. It has been represented as an absurdity that he would think of reading abstracts from his new book to a man like Tesman, whom he despises. But though Tesman is a ninny, he is, as Hedda says, a “specialist” — he is a competent, plodding student of his subject. Lovborg may quite naturally wish to see how his new method, or his excursion into a new field, strikes the average scholar of the Tesman type. He is, in fact, “trying it on the dog” — neither an unreasonable nor an unusual proceeding. There is, no doubt, a certain improbability in the way in which Lovborg is represented as carrying his manuscript around, and especially in Mrs. Elvsted’s production of his rough draft from her pocket; but these are mechanical trifles, on which only a niggling criticism would dream of laying stress.

Of all Ibsen’s works, Hedda Gabler is the most detached, the most objective — a character-study pure and simple. It is impossible — or so it seems to me — to extract any sort of general idea from it. One cannot even call it a satire, unless one is prepared to apply that term to the record of a “case” in a work of criminology. Reverting to Dumas’s dictum that a play should contain “a painting, a judgment, an ideal,” we may say the Hedda Gabler fulfils only the first of these requirements. The poet does not even pass judgment on his heroine: he simply paints her full-length portrait with scientific impassivity. But what a portrait! How searching in insight, how brilliant in colouring, how rich in detail! Grant Allen’s remark, above quoted, was, of course, a whimsical exaggeration; the Hedda type is not so common as all that, else the world would quickly come to an end. But particular traits and tendencies of the Hedda type are very common in modern life, and not only among women. Hyperaesthesia lies at the root of her tragedy. With a keenly critical, relentlessly solvent intelligence, she combines a morbid shrinking from all the gross and prosaic detail of the sensual life. She has nothing to take her out of herself — not a single intellectual interest or moral enthusiasm. She cherishes, in a languid way, a petty social ambition; and even that she finds obstructed and baffled. At the same time she learns that another woman has had the courage to love and venture all, where she, in her cowardice, only hankered and refrained. Her malign egoism rises up uncontrolled, and calls to its aid her quick and subtle intellect. She ruins the other woman’s happiness, but in doing so incurs a danger from which her sense of personal dignity revolts. Life has no such charm for her that she cares to purchase it at the cost of squalid humiliation and self-contempt. The good and the bad in her alike impel her to have done with it all; and a pistol-shot ends what is surely one of the most poignant character-tragedies in literature. Ibsen’s brain never worked at higher pressure than in the conception and adjustment of those “crowded hours” in which Hedda, tangled in the web of Will and Circumstance, struggles on till she is too weary to struggle any more.

It may not be superfluous to note that the “a” in “Gabler” should be sounded long and full, like the “a” in “Garden” — NOT like the “a” in “gable” or in “gabble.”

W. A.






  








Characters
 

George Tesman.*

Hedda Tesman, his wife.

Miss Juliana Tesman, his aunt.

Mrs. Elvsted.

Judge** Brack.

Eilert Lovborg.

Berta, servant at the Tesmans.

The scene of the action is Tesman’s villa, in the west end of Christiania.
 

* Tesman, whose Christian name in the original is “Jorgen,” is described as “stipendiat i kulturhistorie” — that is to say, the holder of a scholarship for purposes of research into the History of Civilisation.
 

** In the original “Assessor.”
 






  







Act First
 

A spacious, handsome, and tastefully furnished drawing room, decorated in dark colours. In the back, a wide doorway with curtains drawn back, leading into a smaller room decorated in the same style as the drawing-room. In the right-hand wall of the front room, a folding door leading out to the hall. In the opposite wall, on the left, a glass door, also with curtains drawn back. Through the panes can be seen part of a verandah outside, and trees covered with autumn foliage. An oval table, with a cover on it, and surrounded by chairs, stands well forward. In front, by the wall on the right, a wide stove of dark porcelain, a high-backed arm-chair, a cushioned foot-rest, and two footstools. A settee, with a small round table in front of it, fills the upper right-hand corner. In front, on the left, a little way from the wall, a sofa. Further back than the glass door, a piano. On either side of the doorway at the back a whatnot with terra-cotta and majolica ornaments. — Against the back wall of the inner room a sofa, with a table, and one or two chairs. Over the sofa hangs the portrait of a handsome elderly man in a General’s uniform. Over the table a hanging lamp, with an opal glass shade. — A number of bouquets are arranged about the drawing-room, in vases and glasses. Others lie upon the tables. The floors in both rooms are covered with thick carpets. — Morning light. The sun shines in through the glass door.
 

Miss Juliana Tesman, with her bonnet on carrying a parasol, comes in from the hall, followed by Berta, who carries a bouquet wrapped in paper. Miss Tesman is a comely and pleasant-looking lady of about sixty-five. She is nicely but simply dressed in a grey walking-costume. Berta is a middle-aged woman of plain and rather countrified appearance.
 

Miss Tesman.
[Stops close to the door, listens, and says softly:] Upon my word, I don’t believe they are stirring yet!
 

Berta.
[Also softly.] I told you so, Miss. Remember how late the steamboat got in last night. And then, when they got home! — good Lord, what a lot the young mistress had to unpack before she could get to bed.
 

Miss Tesman. Well well — let them have their sleep out. But let us see that they get a good breath of the fresh morning air when they do appear.
 

She goes to the glass door and throws it open.
 

Berta.
[Beside the table, at a loss what to do with the bouquet in her hand.] I declare there isn’t a bit of room left. I think I’ll put it down here, Miss. [She places it on the piano.
 

Miss Tesman. So you’ve got a new mistress now, my dear Berta. Heaven knows it was a wrench to me to part with you.
 

Berta.
[On the point of weeping.] And do you think it wasn’t hard for me, too, Miss? After all the blessed years I’ve been with you and Miss Rina.
 

Miss Tesman. We must make the best of it, Berta. There was nothing else to be done. George can’t do without you, you see-he absolutely can’t. He has had you to look after him ever since he was a little boy.
 

Berta. Ah but, Miss Julia, I can’t help thinking of Miss Rina lying helpless at home there, poor thing. And with only that new girl too! She’ll never learn to take proper care of an invalid.
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, I shall manage to train her. And of course, you know, I shall take most of it upon myself. You needn’t be uneasy about my poor sister, my dear Berta.
 

Berta. Well, but there’s another thing, Miss. I’m so mortally afraid I shan’t be able to suit the young mistress.
 

Miss Tesman. Oh well — just at first there may be one or two things — 
 

Berta. Most like she’ll be terrible grand in her ways.
 

Miss Tesman. Well, you can’t wonder at that — General Gabler’s daughter! Think of the sort of life she was accustomed to in her father’s time. Don’t you remember how we used to see her riding down the road along with the General? In that long black habit — and with feathers in her hat?
 

Berta. Yes, indeed — I remember well enough! — But, good Lord, I should never have dreamt in those days that she and Master George would make a match of it.
 

Miss Tesman. Nor I. — But by-the-bye, Berta — while I think of it: in future you mustn’t say Master George. You must say Dr. Tesman.
 

Berta. Yes, the young mistress spoke of that too — last night — the moment they set foot in the house. Is it true then, Miss?
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, indeed it is. Only think, Berta — some foreign university has made him a doctor — while he has been abroad, you understand. I hadn’t heard a word about it, until he told me himself upon the pier.
 

Berta. Well well, he’s clever enough for anything, he is. But I didn’t think he’d have gone in for doctoring people.
 

Miss Tesman. No no, it’s not that sort of doctor he is. [Nods significantly.] But let me tell you, we may have to call him something still grander before long.
 

Berta. You don’t day so! What can that be, Miss?
 

Miss Tesman.
[Smiling.] H’m — wouldn’t you like to know! [With emotion.] Ah, dear dear — if my poor brother could only look up from his grave now, and see what his little boy has grown into! [Looks around.] But bless me, Berta — why have you done this? Taken the chintz covers off all the furniture.
 

Berta. The mistress told me to. She can’t abide covers on the chairs, she says.
 

Miss Tesman. Are they going to make this their everyday sitting-room then?
 

Berta. Yes, that’s what I understood — from the mistress. Master George — the doctor — he said nothing.
 

George Tesman comes from the right into the inner room, humming to himself, and carrying an unstrapped empty portmanteau. He is a middle-sized, young-looking man of thirty-three, rather stout, with a round, open, cheerful face, fair hair and beard. He wears spectacles, and is somewhat carelessly dressed in comfortable indoor clothes.
 

Miss Tesman. Good morning, good morning, George.
 

Tesman.
[In the doorway between the rooms.] Aunt Julia! Dear Aunt Julia! [Goes up to her and shakes hands warmly.] Come all this way — so early! Eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Why, of course I had to come and see how you were getting on.
 

Tesman. In spite of your having had no proper night’s rest?
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, that makes no difference to me.
 

Tesman. Well, I suppose you got home all right from the pier? Eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, quite safely, thank goodness. Judge Brack was good enough to see me right to my door.
 

Tesman. We were so sorry we couldn’t give you a seat in the carriage. But you saw what a pile of boxes Hedda had to bring with her.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, she had certainly plenty of boxes.
 

Berta.
[To Tesman.] Shall I go in and see if there’s anything I can do for the mistress?
 

Tesman. No thank you, Berta — you needn’t. She said she would ring if she wanted anything.
 

Berta.
[Going towards the right.] Very well.
 

Tesman. But look here — take this portmanteau with you.
 

Berta.
[Taking it.] I’ll put it in the attic.
 

She goes out by the hall door.
 

Tesman. Fancy, Auntie — I had the whole of that portmanteau chock full of copies of the documents. You wouldn’t believe how much I have picked up from all the archives I have been examining — curious old details that no one has had any idea of — 
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, you don’t seem to have wasted you time on your wedding trip, George.
 

Tesman. No, that I haven’t. But do take off your bonnet, Auntie. Look here! Let me untie the strings — eh?
 

Miss Tesman.
[While he does so.] Well well — this is just as if you were still at home with us.
 

Tesman.
[With the bonnet in his hand, looks at it from all sides.] Why, what a gorgeous bonnet you’ve been investing in!
 

Miss Tesman. I bought it on Hedda’s account.
 

Tesman. On Hedda’s account? Eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, so that Hedda needn’t be ashamed of me if we happened to go out together.
 

Tesman.
[Patting her cheek.] You always think of everything, Aunt Julia. [Lays the bonnet on a chair beside the table.] And now, look here — suppose we sit comfortably on the sofa and have a little chat, till Hedda comes.
 

They seat themselves. She places her parasol in the corner of the sofa.
 

Miss Tesman.
[Takes both his hands and looks at him.] What a delight it is to have you again, as large as life, before my very eyes, George! My George — my poor brother’s own boy!
 

Tesman. And it’s a delight for me, too, to see you again, Aunt Julia! You, who have been father and mother in one to me.
 

Miss Tesman. Oh yes, I know you will always keep a place in your heart for your old aunts.
 

Tesman. And what about Aunt Rina? No improvement — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, no — we can scarcely look for any improvement in her case, poor thing. There she lies, helpless, as she has lain for all these years. But heaven grant I may not lose her yet awhile! For if I did, I don’t know what I should make of my life, George — especially now that I haven’t you to look after any more.
 

Tesman.
[Patting her back.] There there there — !
 

Miss Tesman.
[Suddenly changing her tone.] And to think that here are you a married man, George! — And that you should be the one to carry off Hedda Gabler — the beautiful Hedda Gabler! Only think of it — she, that was so beset with admirers!
 

Tesman.
[Hums a little and smiles complacently.] Yes, I fancy I have several good friends about town who would like to stand in my shoes — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. And then this fine long wedding-tour you have had! More than five — nearly six months — 
 

Tesman. Well, for me it has been a sort of tour of research as well. I have had to do so much grubbing among old records — and to read no end of books too, Auntie.
 

Miss Tesman. Oh yes, I suppose so. [More confidentially, and lowering her voice a little.] But listen now, George, — have you nothing — nothing special to tell me?
 

Tesman. As to our journey?
 

Miss Tesman. Yes.
 

Tesman. No, I don’t know of anything except what I have told you in my letters. I had a doctor’s degree conferred on me — but that I told you yesterday.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, yes, you did. But what I mean is — haven’t you any — any — expectations — ?
 

Tesman. Expectations?
 

Miss Tesman. Why you know, George — I’m your old auntie!
 

Tesman. Why, of course I have expectations.
 

Miss Tesman. Ah!
 

Tesman. I have every expectation of being a professor one of these days.
 

Miss Tesman. Oh yes, a professor — 
 

Tesman. Indeed, I may say I am certain of it. But my dear Auntie — you know all about that already!
 

Miss Tesman.
[Laughing to herself.] Yes, of course I do. You are quite right there. [Changing the subject.] But we were talking about your journey. It must have cost a great deal of money, George?
 

Tesman.
 

Well, you see — my handsome travelling-scholarship went a good way.
 

Miss Tesman. But I can’t understand how you can have made it go far enough for two.
 

Tesman. No, that’s not easy to understand — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. And especially travelling with a lady — they tell me that makes it ever so much more expensive.
 

Tesman. Yes, of course — it makes it a little more expensive. But Hedda had to have this trip, Auntie! She really had to. Nothing else would have done.
 

Miss Tesman. No no, I suppose not. A wedding-tour seems to be quite indispensable nowadays. — But tell me now — have you gone thoroughly over the house yet?
 

Tesman. Yes, you may be sure I have. I have been afoot ever since daylight.
 

Miss Tesman. And what do you think of it all?
 

Tesman. I’m delighted! Quite delighted! Only I can’t think what we are to do with the two empty rooms between this inner parlour and Hedda’s bedroom.
 

Miss Tesman.
[Laughing.] Oh my dear George, I daresay you may find some use for them — in the course of time.
 

Tesman. Why of course you are quite right, Aunt Julia! You mean as my library increases — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, quite so, my dear boy. It was your library I was thinking of.
 

Tesman. I am specially pleased on Hedda’s account. Often and often, before we were engaged, she said that she would never care to live anywhere but in Secretary Falk’s villa.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, it was lucky that this very house should come into the market, just after you had started.
 

Tesman. Yes, Aunt Julia, the luck was on our side, wasn’t it — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. But the expense, my dear George! You will find it very expensive, all this.
 

Tesman.
[Looks at her, a little cast down.] Yes, I suppose I shall, Aunt!
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, frightfully!
 

Tesman. How much do you think? In round numbers? — Eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, I can’t even guess until all the accounts come in.
 

Tesman. Well, fortunately, Judge Brack has secured the most favourable terms for me, so he said in a letter to Hedda.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, don’t be uneasy, my dear boy. — Besides, I have given security for the furniture and all the carpets.
 

Tesman. Security? You? My dear Aunt Julia — what sort of security could you give?
 

Miss Tesman. I have given a mortgage on our annuity.
 

Tesman.
[Jumps up.] What! On your — and Aunt Rina’s annuity!
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, I knew of no other plan, you see.
 

Tesman.
[Placing himself before her.] Have you gone out of your senses, Auntie? Your annuity — it’s all that you and Aunt Rina have to live upon.
 

Miss Tesman. Well well — don’t get so excited about it. It’s only a matter of form you know — Judge Brack assured me of that. It was he that was kind enough to arrange the whole affair for me. A mere matter of form, he said.
 

Tesman. Yes, that may be all very well. But nevertheless — 
 

Miss Tesman. You will have your own salary to depend upon now. And, good heavens, even if we did have to pay up a little — ! To eke things out a bit at the start — ! Why, it would be nothing but a pleasure to us.
 

Tesman. Oh Auntie — will you never be tired of making sacrifices for me!
 

Miss Tesman.
[Rises and lays her hand on his shoulders.] Have I any other happiness in this world except to smooth your way for you, my dear boy. You, who have had neither father nor mother to depend on. And now we have reached the goal, George! Things have looked black enough for us, sometimes; but, thank heaven, now you have nothing to fear.
 

Tesman. Yes, it is really marvellous how every thing has turned out for the best.
 

Miss Tesman. And the people who opposed you — who wanted to bar the way for you — now you have them at your feet. They have fallen, George. Your most dangerous rival — his fall was the worst. — And now he has to lie on the bed he has made for himself — poor misguided creature.
 

Tesman. Have you heard anything of Eilert? Since I went away, I mean.
 

Miss Tesman. Only that he is said to have published a new book.
 

Tesman. What! Eilert Lovborg! Recently — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, so they say. Heaven knows whether it can be worth anything! Ah, when your new book appears — that will be another story, George! What is it to be about?
 

Tesman. It will deal with the domestic industries of Brabant during the Middle Ages.
 

Miss Tesman. Fancy — to be able to write on such a subject as that!
 

Tesman. However, it may be some time before the book is ready. I have all these collections to arrange first, you see.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, collecting and arranging — no one can beat you at that. There you are my poor brother’s own son.
 

Tesman. I am looking forward eagerly to setting to work at it; especially now that I have my own delightful home to work in.
 

Miss Tesman. And, most of all, now that you have got the wife of your heart, my dear George.
 

Tesman.
[Embracing her.] Oh yes, yes, Aunt Julia! Hedda — she is the best part of it all! I believe I hear her coming — eh?
 

Hedda enters from the left through the inner room. Her face and figure show refinement and distinction. Her complexion is pale and opaque. Her steel-grey eyes express a cold, unruffled repose. Her hair is of an agreeable brown, but not particularly abundant. She is dressed in a tasteful, somewhat loose-fitting morning gown.
 

Miss Tesman.
[Going to meet Hedda.] Good morning, my dear Hedda! Good morning, and a hearty welcome!
 

Hedda.
[Holds out her hand.] Good morning, dear Miss Tesman! So early a call! That is kind of you.
 

Miss Tesman.
[With some embarrassment.] Well — has the bride slept well in her new home?
 

Hedda. Oh yes, thanks. Passably.
 

Tesman.
[Laughing.] Passably! Come, that’s good, Hedda! You were sleeping like a stone when I got up.
 

Hedda. Fortunately. Of course one has always to accustom one’s self to new surroundings, Miss Tesman — little by little. [Looking towards the left.] Oh, there the servant has gone and opened the veranda door, and let in a whole flood of sunshine.
 

Miss Tesman.
[Going towards the door.] Well, then we will shut it.
 

Hedda. No no, not that! Tesman, please draw the curtains. That will give a softer light.
 

Tesman.
[At the door.] All right — all right. — There now, Hedda, now you have both shade and fresh air.
 

Hedda. Yes, fresh air we certainly must have, with all these stacks of flowers — . But — won’t you sit down, Miss Tesman?
 

Miss Tesman. No, thank you. Now that I have seen that everything is all right here — thank heaven! — I must be getting home again. My sister is lying longing for me, poor thing.
 

Tesman. Give her my very best love, Auntie; and say I shall look in and see her later in the day.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, yes, I’ll be sure to tell her. But by-the-bye, George — [Feeling in her dress pocket] — I had almost forgotten — I have something for you here.
 

Tesman. What is it, Auntie? Eh?
 

Miss Tesman.
[Produces a flat parcel wrapped in newspaper and hands it to him.] Look here, my dear boy.
 

Tesman.
[Opening the parcel.] Well, I declare! — Have you really saved them for me, Aunt Julia! Hedda! isn’t this touching — eh?
 

Hedda.
[Beside the whatnot on the right.] Well, what is it?
 

Tesman. My old morning-shoes! My slippers.
 

Hedda. Indeed. I remember you often spoke of them while we were abroad.
 

Tesman. Yes, I missed them terribly. [Goes up to her.] Now you shall see them, Hedda!
 

Hedda.
[Going towards the stove.] Thanks, I really don’t care about it.
 

Tesman.
[Following her.] Only think — ill as she was, Aunt Rina embroidered these for me. Oh you can’t think how many associations cling to them.
 

Hedda.
[At the table.] Scarcely for me.
 

Miss Tesman. Of course not for Hedda, George.
 

Tesman. Well, but now that she belongs to the family, I thought — 
 

Hedda.
[Interrupting.] We shall never get on with this servant, Tesman.
 

Miss Tesman. Not get on with Berta?
 

Tesman. Why, dear, what puts that in your head? Eh?
 

Hedda.
[Pointing.] Look there! She has left her old bonnet lying about on a chair.
 

Tesman.
[In consternation, drops the slippers on the floor.] Why, Hedda — 
 

Hedda. Just fancy, if any one should come in and see it!
 

Tesman. But Hedda — that’s Aunt Julia’s bonnet.
 

Hedda. Is it!
 

Miss Tesman.
[Taking up the bonnet.] Yes, indeed it’s mine. And, what’s more, it’s not old, Madam Hedda.
 

Hedda. I really did not look closely at it, Miss Tesman.
 

Miss Tesman.
[Trying on the bonnet.] Let me tell you it’s the first time I have worn it — the very first time.
 

Tesman. And a very nice bonnet it is too — quite a beauty!
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, it’s no such great things, George. [Looks around her.] My parasol — ? Ah, here. [Takes it.] For this is mine too — [mutters] — not Berta’s.
 

Tesman. A new bonnet and a new parasol! Only think, Hedda.
 

Hedda. Very handsome indeed.
 

Tesman. Yes, isn’t it? Eh? But Auntie, take a good look at Hedda before you go! See how handsome she is!
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, my dear boy, there’s nothing new in that. Hedda was always lovely.
 

She nods and goes toward the right.
 

Tesman.
[Following.] Yes, but have you noticed what splendid condition she is in? How she has filled out on the journey?
 

Hedda.
[Crossing the room.] Oh, do be quiet — !
 

Miss Tesman.
[Who has stopped and turned.] Filled out?
 

Tesman. Of course you don’t notice it so much now that she has that dress on. But I, who can see — 
 

Hedda.
[At the glass door, impatiently.] Oh, you can’t see anything.
 

Tesman. It must be the mountain air in the Tyrol — 
 

Hedda.
[Curtly, interrupting.] I am exactly as I was when I started.
 

Tesman. So you insist; but I’m quite certain you are not. Don’t you agree with me, Auntie?
 

Miss Tesman.
[Who has been gazing at her with folded hands.] Hedda is lovely — lovely — lovely. [Goes up to her, takes her head between both hands, draws it downwards, and kisses her hair.] God bless and preserve Hedda Tesman — for George’s sake.
 

Hedda.
[Gently freeing herself.] Oh — ! Let me go.
 

Miss Tesman.
[In quiet emotion.] I shall not let a day pass without coming to see you.
 

Tesman. No you won’t, will you, Auntie? Eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Good-bye — good-bye!
 

She goes out by the hall door. Tesman accompanies her. The door remains half open. Tesman can be heard repeating his message to Aunt Rina and his thanks for the slippers.
 

In the meantime, Hedda walks about the room, raising her arms and clenching her hands as if in desperation. Then she flings back the curtains from the glass door, and stands there looking out.
 

Presently, Tesman returns and closes the door behind him.
 

Tesman.
[Picks up the slippers from the floor.] What are you looking at, Hedda?
 

Hedda.
[Once more calm and mistress of herself.] I am only looking at the leaves. They are so yellow — so withered.
 

Tesman.
[Wraps up the slippers and lays them on the table.] Well, you see, we are well into September now.
 

Hedda.
[Again restless.] Yes, to think of it! — already in-in September.
 

Tesman. Don’t you think Aunt Julia’s manner was strange, dear? Almost solemn? Can you imagine what was the matter with her? Eh?
 

Hedda. I scarcely know her, you see. Is she not often like that?
 

Tesman. No, not as she was today.
 

Hedda.
[Leaving the glass door.] Do you think she was annoyed about the bonnet?
 

Tesman. Oh, scarcely at all. Perhaps a little, just at the moment — 
 

Hedda. But what an idea, to pitch her bonnet about in the drawing-room! No one does that sort of thing.
 

Tesman. Well you may be sure Aunt Julia won’t do it again.
 

Hedda. In any case, I shall manage to make my peace with her.
 

Tesman. Yes, my dear, good Hedda, if you only would.
 

Hedda. When you call this afternoon, you might invite her to spend the evening here.
 

Tesman. Yes, that I will. And there’s one thing more you could do that would delight her heart.
 

Hedda. What is it?
 

Tesman. If you could only prevail on yourself to say du to her. For my sake, Hedda? Eh?
 

Hedda. No, no, Tesman — you really mustn’t ask that of me. I have told you so already. I shall try to call her “Aunt”; and you must be satisfied with that.
 

Tesman. Well well. Only I think now that you belong to the family, you — 
 

Hedda. H’m — I can’t in the least see why — 
 

She goes up towards the middle doorway.
 

Tesman.
[After a pause.] Is there anything the matter with you, Hedda? Eh?
 

Hedda. I’m only looking at my old piano. It doesn’t go at all well with all the other things.
 

Tesman. The first time I draw my salary, we’ll see about exchanging it.
 

Hedda. No, no — no exchanging. I don’t want to part with it. Suppose we put it there in the inner room, and then get another here in its place. When it’s convenient, I mean.
 

Tesman.
[A little taken aback.] Yes — of course we could do that.
 

Hedda.
[Takes up the bouquet from the piano.] These flowers were not here last night when we arrived.
 

Tesman. Aunt Julia must have brought them for you.
 

Hedda.
[Examining the bouquet.] A visiting-card. [Takes it out and reads:] “Shall return later in the day.” Can you guess whose card it is?
 

Tesman. No. Whose? Eh?
 

Hedda. The name is “Mrs. Elvsted.”
 

Tesman. Is it really? Sheriff Elvsted’s wife? Miss Rysing that was.
 

Hedda. Exactly. The girl with the irritating hair, that she was always showing off. An old flame of yours I’ve been told.
 

Tesman.
[Laughing.] Oh, that didn’t last long; and it was before I met you, Hedda. But fancy her being in town!
 

Hedda. It’s odd that she should call upon us. I have scarcely seen her since we left school.
 

Tesman. I haven’t see her either for — heaven knows how long. I wonder how she can endure to live in such an out-of-the way hole — eh?
 

Hedda.
[After a moment’s thought, says suddenly.] Tell me, Tesman — isn’t it somewhere near there that he — that — Eilert Lovborg is living?
 

Tesman. Yes, he is somewhere in that part of the country.
 

Berta enters by the hall door.
 

Berta. That lady, ma’am, that brought some flowers a little while ago, is here again. [Pointing.] The flowers you have in your hand, ma’am.
 

Hedda. Ah, is she? Well, please show her in.
 

Berta opens the door for Mrs. Elvsted, and goes out herself. — Mrs. Elvsted is a woman of fragile figure, with pretty, soft features. Her eyes are light blue, large, round, and somewhat prominent, with a startled, inquiring expression. Her hair is remarkably light, almost flaxen, and unusually abundant and wavy. She is a couple of years younger than Hedda. She wears a dark visiting dress, tasteful, but not quite in the latest fashion.
 

Hedda.
[Receives her warmly.] How do you do, my dear Mrs. Elvsted? It’s delightful to see you again.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Nervously, struggling for self-control.] Yes, it’s a very long time since we met.
 

Tesman.
[Gives her his hand.] And we too — eh?
 

Hedda. Thanks for your lovely flowers — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, not at all — . I would have come straight here yesterday afternoon; but I heard that you were away — 
 

Tesman. Have you just come to town? Eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I arrived yesterday, about midday. Oh, I was quite in despair when I heard that you were not at home.
 

Hedda. In despair! How so?
 

Tesman. Why, my dear Mrs. Rysing — I mean Mrs. Elvsted — 
 

Hedda. I hope that you are not in any trouble?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, I am. And I don’t know another living creature here that I can turn to.
 

Hedda.
[Laying the bouquet on the table.] Come — let us sit here on the sofa — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, I am too restless to sit down.
 

Hedda. Oh no, you’re not. Come here.
 

She draws Mrs. Elvsted down upon the sofa and sits at her side.
 

Tesman. Well? What is it, Mrs. Elvsted — ?
 

Hedda. Has anything particular happened to you at home?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes — and no. Oh — I am so anxious you should not misunderstand me — 
 

Hedda. Then your best plan is to tell us the whole story, Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Tesman. I suppose that’s what you have come for — eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, yes — of course it is. Well then, I must tell you — if you don’t already know — that Eilert Lovborg is in town, too.
 

Hedda. Lovborg — !
 

Tesman. What! Has Eilert Lovborg come back? Fancy that, Hedda!
 

Hedda. Well well — I hear it.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. He has been here a week already. Just fancy — a whole week! In this terrible town, alone! With so many temptations on all sides.
 

Hedda. But, my dear Mrs. Elvsted — how does he concern you so much?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Looks at her with a startled air, and says rapidly.] He was the children’s tutor.
 

Hedda. Your children’s?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. My husband’s. I have none.
 

Hedda. Your step-children’s, then?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes.
 

Tesman.
[Somewhat hesitatingly.] Then was he — I don’t know how to express it — was he — regular enough in his habits to be fit for the post? Eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. For the last two years his conduct has been irreproachable.
 

Tesman. Has it indeed? Fancy that, Hedda!
 

Hedda. I hear it.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Perfectly irreproachable, I assure you! In every respect. But all the same — now that I know he is here — in this great town — and with a large sum of money in his hands — I can’t help being in mortal fear for him.
 

Tesman. Why did he not remain where he was? With you and your husband? Eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. After his book was published he was too restless and unsettled to remain with us.
 

Tesman. Yes, by-the-bye, Aunt Julia told me he had published a new book.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, a big book, dealing with the march of civilisation — in broad outline, as it were. It came out about a fortnight ago. And since it has sold so well, and been so much read — and made such a sensation — 
 

Tesman. Has it indeed? It must be something he has had lying by since his better days.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Long ago, you mean?
 

Tesman. Yes.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, he has written it all since he has been with us — within the last year.
 

Tesman. Isn’t that good news, Hedda? Think of that.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Ah yes, if only it would last!
 

Hedda. Have you seen him here in town?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, not yet. I have had the greatest difficulty in finding out his address. But this morning I discovered it at last.
 

Hedda.
[Looks searchingly at her.] Do you know, it seems to me a little odd of your husband — h’m — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Starting nervously.] Of my husband! What?
 

Hedda. That he should send you to town on such an errand — that he does not come himself and look after his friend.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh no, no — my husband has no time. And besides, i — i had some shopping to do.
 

Hedda.
[With a slight smile.] Ah, that is a different matter.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Rising quickly and uneasily.] And now I beg and implore you, Mr. Tesman — receive Eilert Lovborg kindly if he comes to you! And that he is sure to do. You see you were such great friends in the old days. And then you are interested in the same studies — the same branch of science — so far as I can understand.
 

Tesman. We used to be at any rate.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. That is why I beg so earnestly that you — you too — will keep a sharp eye upon him. Oh, you will promise me that, Mr. Tesman — won’t you?
 

Tesman. With the greatest of pleasure, Mrs. Rysing — 
 

Hedda. Elvsted.
 

Tesman. I assure you I shall do all I possibly can for Eilert. You may rely upon me.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, how very, very kind of you! [Presses his hands.] Thanks, thanks, thanks! [Frightened.] You see, my husband is so very fond of him!
 

Hedda.
[Rising.] You ought to write to him, Tesman. Perhaps he may not care to come to you of his own accord.
 

Tesman. Well, perhaps it would be the right thing to do, Hedda? Eh?
 

Hedda. And the sooner the better. Why not at once?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Imploringly.] Oh, if you only would!
 

Tesman. I’ll write this moment. Have you his address, Mrs. — Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes. [Takes a slip of paper from her pocket, and hands it to him.] Here it is.
 

Tesman. Good, good. Then I’ll go in — [Looks about him.] By-the-bye, — my slippers? Oh, here. [Takes the packet and is about to go.
 

Hedda. Be sure you write him a cordial, friendly letter. And a good long one too.
 

Tesman. Yes, I will.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. But please, please don’t say a word to show that I have suggested it.
 

Tesman. No, how could you think I would? Eh?
 

He goes out to the right, through the inner room.
 

Hedda.
[Goes up to Mrs. Elvsted, smiles, and says in a low voice.] There! We have killed two birds with one stone.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. What do you mean?
 

Hedda. Could you not see that I wanted him to go?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, to write the letter — 
 

Hedda. And that I might speak to you alone.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Confused.] About the same thing?
 

Hedda. Precisely.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Apprehensively.] But there is nothing more, Mrs. Tesman! Absolutely nothing!
 

Hedda. Oh yes, but there is. There is a great deal more — I can see that. Sit here — and we’ll have a cosy, confidential chat.
 

She forces Mrs. Elvsted to sit in the easy-chair beside the stove, and seats herself on one of the footstools.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Anxiously, looking at her watch.] But, my dear Mrs. Tesman — I was really on the point of going.
 

Hedda. Oh, you can’t be in such a hurry. — Well? Now tell me something about your life at home.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, that is just what I care least to speak about.
 

Hedda. But to me, dear — ? Why, weren’t we schoolfellows?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, but you were in the class above me. Oh, how dreadfully afraid of you I was then!
 

Hedda. Afraid of me?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, dreadfully. For when we met on the stairs you used always to pull my hair.
 

Hedda. Did I, really?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, and once you said you would burn it off my head.
 

Hedda. Oh that was all nonsense, of course.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, but I was so silly in those days. — And since then, too — we have drifted so far — far apart from each other. Our circles have been so entirely different.
 

Hedda. Well then, we must try to drift together again. Now listen. At school we said du to each other; and we called each other by our Christian names — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, I am sure you must be mistaken.
 

Hedda. No, not at all! I can remember quite distinctly. So now we are going to renew our old friendship. [Draws the footstool closer to Mrs. Elvsted.] There now! [Kisses her cheek.] You must say du to me and call me Hedda.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Presses and pats her hands.] Oh, how good and kind you are! I am not used to such kindness.
 

Hedda. There, there, there! And I shall say du to you, as in the old days, and call you my dear Thora.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. My name is Thea.
 

Hedda. Why, of course! I meant Thea. [Looks at her compassionately.] So you are not accustomed to goodness and kindness, Thea? Not in your own home?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, if I only had a home! But I haven’t any; I have never had a home.
 

Hedda.
[Looks at her for a moment.] I almost suspected as much.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Gazing helplessly before her.] Yes — yes — yes.
 

Hedda. I don’t quite remember — was it not as housekeeper that you first went to Mr. Elvsted’s?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I really went as governess. But his wife — his late wife — was an invalid, — and rarely left her room. So I had to look after the housekeeping as well.
 

Hedda. And then — at last — you became mistress of the house.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Sadly.] Yes, I did.
 

Hedda. Let me see — about how long ago was that?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. My marriage?
 

Hedda. Yes.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Five years ago.
 

Hedda. To be sure; it must be that.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh those five years — ! Or at all events the last two or three of them! Oh, if you could only imagine — 
 

Hedda.
[Giving her a little slap on the hand.] De? Fie, Thea!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, yes, I will try — . Well, if — you could only imagine and understand — 
 

Hedda.
[Lightly.] Eilert Lovborg has been in your neighbourhood about three years, hasn’t he?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Looks at here doubtfully.] Eilert Lovborg? Yes — he has.
 

Hedda. Had you known him before, in town here?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Scarcely at all. I mean — I knew him by name of course.
 

Hedda. But you saw a good deal of him in the country?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, he came to us every day. You see, he gave the children lessons; for in the long run I couldn’t manage it all myself.
 

Hedda. No, that’s clear. — And your husband — ? I suppose he is often away from home?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes. Being sheriff, you know, he has to travel about a good deal in his district.
 

Hedda.
[Leaning against the arm of the chair.] Thea — my poor, sweet Thea — now you must tell me everything — exactly as it stands.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Well, then you must question me.
 

Hedda. What sort of a man is your husband, Thea? I mean — you know — in everyday life. Is he kind to you?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Evasively.] I am sure he means well in everything.
 

Hedda. I should think he must be altogether too old for you. There is at least twenty years’ difference between you, is there not?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Irritably.] Yes, that is true, too. Everything about him is repellent to me! We have not a thought in common. We have no single point of sympathy — he and I.
 

Hedda. But is he not fond of you all the same? In his own way?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh I really don’t know. I think he regards me simply as a useful property. And then it doesn’t cost much to keep me. I am not expensive.
 

Hedda. That is stupid of you.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Shakes her head.] It cannot be otherwise — not with him. I don’t think he really cares for any one but himself — and perhaps a little for the children.
 

Hedda. And for Eilert Lovborg, Thea?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Looking at her.] For Eilert Lovborg? What puts that into your head?
 

Hedda. Well, my dear — I should say, when he sends you after him all the way to town —— [Smiling almost imperceptibly.] And besides, you said so yourself, to Tesman.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [With a little nervous twitch.] Did I? Yes, I suppose I did. [Vehemently, but not loudly.] No — I may just as well make a clean breast of it at once! For it must all come out in any case.
 

Hedda. Why, my dear Thea — ?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Well, to make a long story short: My husband did not know that I was coming.
 

Hedda. What! Your husband didn’t know it!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, of course not. For that matter, he was away from home himself — he was travelling. Oh, I could bear it no longer, Hedda! I couldn’t indeed — so utterly alone as I should have been in future.
 

Hedda. Well? And then?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. So I put together some of my things — what I needed most — as quietly as possible. And then I left the house.
 

Hedda. Without a word?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes — and took the train to town.
 

Hedda. Why, my dear, good Thea — to think of you daring to do it!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Rises and moves about the room.] What else could I possibly do?
 

Hedda. But what do you think your husband will say when you go home again?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [At the table, looks at her.] Back to him?
 

Hedda. Of course.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I shall never go back to him again.
 

Hedda.
[Rising and going towards her.] Then you have left your home — for good and all?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes. There was nothing else to be done.
 

Hedda. But then — to take flight so openly.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, it’s impossible to keep things of that sort secret.
 

Hedda. But what do you think people will say of you, Thea?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. They may say what they like, for aught I care. [Seats herself wearily and sadly on the sofa.] I have done nothing but what I had to do.
 

Hedda.
[After a short silence.] And what are your plans now? What do you think of doing.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I don’t know yet. I only know this, that I must live here, where Eilert Lovborg is — if I am to live at all.
 

Hedda.
[Takes a chair from the table, seats herself beside her, and strokes her hands.] My dear Thea — how did this — this friendship — between you and Eilert Lovborg come about?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh it grew up gradually. I gained a sort of influence over him.
 

Hedda. Indeed?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. He gave up his old habits. Not because I asked him to, for I never dared do that. But of course he saw how repulsive they were to me; and so he dropped them.
 

Hedda.
[Concealing an involuntary smile of scorn.] Then you have reclaimed him — as the saying goes — my little Thea.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. So he says himself, at any rate. And he, on his side, has made a real human being of me — taught me to think, and to understand so many things.
 

Hedda. Did he give you lessons too, then?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, not exactly lessons. But he talked to me — talked about such an infinity of things. And then came the lovely, happy time when I began to share in his work — when he allowed me to help him!
 

Hedda. Oh he did, did he?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes! He never wrote anything without my assistance.
 

Hedda. You were two good comrades, in fact?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Eagerly.] Comrades! Yes, fancy, Hedda — that is the very word he used! — Oh, I ought to feel perfectly happy; and yet I cannot; for I don’t know how long it will last.
 

Hedda. Are you no surer of him than that?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Gloomily.] A woman’s shadow stands between Eilert Lovborg and me.
 

Hedda.
[Looks at her anxiously.] Who can that be?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I don’t know. Some one he knew in his — in his past. Some one he has never been able wholly to forget.
 

Hedda. What has he told you — about this?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. He has only once — quite vaguely — alluded to it.
 

Hedda. Well! And what did he say?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. He said that when they parted, she threatened to shoot him with a pistol.
 

Hedda.
[With cold composure.] Oh nonsense! No one does that sort of thing here.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No. And that is why I think it must have been that red-haired singing-woman whom he once — 
 

Hedda. Yes, very likely.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. For I remember they used to say of her that she carried loaded firearms.
 

Hedda. Oh — then of course it must have been she.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Wringing her hands.] And now just fancy, Hedda — I hear that this singing-woman — that she is in town again! Oh, I don’t know what to do — 
 

Hedda.
[Glancing towards the inner room.] Hush! Here comes Tesman. [Rises and whispers.] Thea — all this must remain between you and me.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Springing up.] Oh yes — yes! For heaven’s sake — !
 

George Tesman, with a letter in his hand, comes from the right through the inner room.
 

Tesman. There now — the epistle is finished.
 

Hedda. That’s right. And now Mrs. Elvsted is just going. Wait a moment — I’ll go with you to the garden gate.
 

Tesman. Do you think Berta could post the letter, Hedda dear?
 

Hedda.
[Takes it.] I will tell her to.
 

Berta enters from the hall.
 

Berta. Judge Brack wishes to know if Mrs. Tesman will receive him.
 

Hedda. Yes, ask Judge Brack to come in. And look here — put this letter in the post.
 

Berta.
[Taking the letter.] Yes, ma’am.
 

She opens the door for Judge Brack and goes out herself. Brack is a main of forty-five; thick set, but well-built and elastic in his movements. His face is roundish with an aristocratic profile. His hair is short, still almost black, and carefully dressed. His eyebrows thick. His moustaches are also thick, with short-cut ends. He wears a well-cut walking-suit, a little too youthful for his age. He uses an eye-glass, which he now and then lets drop.
 

Judge Brack.
[With his hat in his hand, bowing.] May one venture to call so early in the day?
 

Hedda. Of course one may.
 

Tesman.
[Presses his hand.] You are welcome at any time. [Introducing him.] Judge Brack — Miss Rysing — 
 

Hedda. Oh — !
 

Brack.
[Bowing.] Ah — delighted — 
 

Hedda.
[Looks at him and laughs.] It’s nice to have a look at you by daylight, Judge!
 

Brack. So you find me — altered?
 

Hedda. A little younger, I think.
 

Brack. Thank you so much.
 

Tesman. But what do you think of Hedda — eh? Doesn’t she look flourishing? She has actually — 
 

Hedda. Oh, do leave me alone. You haven’t thanked Judge Brack for all the trouble he has taken — 
 

Brack. Oh, nonsense — it was a pleasure to me — 
 

Hedda. Yes, you are a friend indeed. But here stands Thea all impatience to be off — so au revoir Judge. I shall be back again presently.
 

Mutual salutations.
Mrs. Elvsted and Hedda go out by the hall door.
 

Brack. Well, — is your wife tolerably satisfied — 
 

Tesman. Yes, we can’t thank you sufficiently. Of course she talks of a little re-arrangement here and there; and one or two things are still wanting. We shall have to buy some additional trifles.
 

Brack. Indeed!
 

Tesman. But we won’t trouble you about these things. Hedda say she herself will look after what is wanting. — Shan’t we sit down? Eh?
 

Brack. Thanks, for a moment. [Seats himself beside the table.] There is something I wanted to speak to about, my dear Tesman.
 

Tesman. Indeed? Ah, I understand! [Seating himself.] I suppose it’s the serious part of the frolic that is coming now. Eh?
 

Brack. Oh, the money question is not so very pressing; though, for that matter, I wish we had gone a little more economically to work.
 

Tesman. But that would never have done, you know! Think of Hedda, my dear fellow! You, who know her so well — ! I couldn’t possibly ask her to put up with a shabby style of living!
 

Brack. No, no — that is just the difficulty.
 

Tesman. And then — fortunately — it can’t be long before I receive my appointment.
 

Brack. Well, you see — such things are often apt to hang fire for a long time.
 

Tesman. Have you heard anything definite? Eh?
 

Brack. Nothing exactly definite — . [Interrupting himself.] But by-the-bye — I have one piece of news for you.
 

Tesman. Well?
 

Brack. Your old friend, Eilert Lovborg, has returned to town.
 

Tesman. I know that already.
 

Brack. Indeed! How did you learn it?
 

Tesman. From that lady who went out with Hedda.
 

Brack. Really? What was her name? I didn’t quite catch it.
 

Tesman. Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Brack. Aha — Sheriff Elvsted’s wife? Of course — he has been living up in their regions.
 

Tesman. And fancy — I’m delighted to hear that he is quite a reformed character.
 

Brack. So they say.
 

Tesman. And then he has published a new book — eh?
 

Brack. Yes, indeed he has.
 

Tesman. And I hear it has made some sensation!
 

Brack. Quite an unusual sensation.
 

Tesman. Fancy — isn’t that good news! A man of such extraordinary talents — . I felt so grieved to think that he had gone irretrievably to ruin.
 

Brack. That was what everybody thought.
 

Tesman. But I cannot imagine what he will take to now! How in the world will he be able to make his living? Eh?
 

During the last words, Hedda has entered by the hall door.
 

Hedda.
[To Brack, laughing with a touch of scorn.] Tesman is for ever worrying about how people are to make their living.
 

Tesman. Well you see, dear — we were talking about poor Eilert Lovborg.
 

Hedda.
[Glancing at him rapidly.] Oh, indeed? [Sets herself in the arm-chair beside the stove and asks indifferently:] What is the matter with him?
 

Tesman. Well — no doubt he has run through all his property long ago; and he can scarcely write a new book every year — eh? So I really can’t see what is to become of him.
 

Brack. Perhaps I can give you some information on that point.
 

Tesman. Indeed!
 

Brack. You must remember that his relations have a good deal of influence.
 

Tesman. Oh, his relations, unfortunately, have entirely washed their hands of him.
 

Brack. At one time they called him the hope of the family.
 

Tesman. At one time, yes! But he has put an end to all that.
 

Hedda. Who knows? [With a slight smile.] I hear they have reclaimed him up at Sheriff Elvsted’s — 
 

Brack. And then this book that he has published — 
 

Tesman. Well well, I hope to goodness they may find something for him to do. I have just written to him. I asked him to come and see us this evening, Hedda dear.
 

Brack. But my dear fellow, you are booked for my bachelor’s party this evening. You promised on the pier last night.
 

Hedda. Had you forgotten, Tesman?
 

Tesman. Yes, I had utterly forgotten.
 

Brack. But it doesn’t matter, for you may be sure he won’t come.
 

Tesman. What makes you think that? Eh?
 

Brack.
[With a little hesitation, rising and resting his hands on the back of his chair.] My dear Tesman — and you too, Mrs. Tesman — I think I ought not to keep you in the dark about something that — that — 
 

Tesman. That concerns Eilert — ?
 

Brack. Both you and him.
 

Tesman. Well, my dear Judge, out with it.
 

Brack. You must be prepared to find your appointment deferred longer than you desired or expected.
 

Tesman.
[Jumping up uneasily.] Is there some hitch about it? Eh?
 

Brack. The nomination may perhaps be made conditional on the result of a competition — 
 

Tesman. Competition! Think of that, Hedda!
 

Hedda.
[Leans further back in the chair.] Aha — aha!
 

Tesman. But who can my competitor be? Surely not — ?
 

Brack. Yes, precisely — Eilert Lovborg.
 

Tesman.
[Clasping his hands.] No, no — it’s quite impossible! Eh?
 

Brack. H’m — that is what it may come to, all the same.
 

Tesman. Well but, Judge Brack — it would show the most incredible lack of consideration for me. [Gesticulates with his arms.] For — just think — I’m a married man! We have married on the strength of these prospects, Hedda and I; and run deep into debt; and borrowed money from Aunt Julia too. Good heavens, they had as good as promised me the appointment. Eh?
 

Brack. Well, well, well — no doubt you will get it in the end; only after a contest.
 

Hedda.
[Immovable in her arm-chair.] Fancy, Tesman, there will be a sort of sporting interest in that.
 

Tesman. Why, my dearest Hedda, how can you be so indifferent about it?
 

Hedda.
[As before.] I am not at all indifferent. I am most eager to see who wins.
 

Brack. In any case, Mrs. Tesman, it is best that you should know how matters stand. I mean — before you set about the little purchases I hear you are threatening.
 

Hedda. This can make no difference.
 

Brack. Indeed! Then I have no more to say. Good-bye! [To Tesman.] I shall look in on my way back from my afternoon walk, and take you home with me.
 

Tesman. Oh yes, yes — your news has quite upset me.
 

Hedda.
[Reclining, holds out her hand.] Good-bye, Judge; and be sure you call in the afternoon.
 

Brack. Many thanks. Good-bye, good-bye!
 

Tesman.
[Accompanying him to the door.] Good-bye my dear Judge! You must really excuse me —— [Judge Brack goes out by the hall door.
 

Tesman.
[Crosses the room.] Oh Hedda — one should never rush into adventures. Eh?
 

Hedda.
[Looks at him, smiling.] Do you do that?
 

Tesman. Yes, dear — there is no denying — it was adventurous to go and marry and set up house upon mere expectations.
 

Hedda. Perhaps you are right there.
 

Tesman. Well — at all events, we have our delightful home, Hedda! Fancy, the home we both dreamed of — the home we were in love with, I may almost say. Eh?
 

Hedda.
[Rising slowly and wearily.] It was part of our compact that we were to go into society — to keep open house.
 

Tesman. Yes, if you only knew how I had been looking forward to it! Fancy — to see you as hostess — in a select circle! Eh? Well, well, well — for the present we shall have to get on without society, Hedda — only to invite Aunt Julia now and then. — Oh, I intended you to lead such an utterly different life, dear — !
 

Hedda. Of course I cannot have my man in livery just yet.
 

Tesman. Oh, no, unfortunately. It would be out of the question for us to keep a footman, you know.
 

Hedda. And the saddle-horse I was to have had — 
 

Tesman.
[Aghast.] The saddle-horse!
 

Hedda. — I suppose I must not think of that now.
 

Tesman. Good heavens, no! — that’s as clear as daylight!
 

Hedda.
[Goes up the room.] Well, I shall have one thing at least to kill time with in the meanwhile.
 

Tesman.
[Beaming.] Oh thank heaven for that! What is it, Hedda. Eh?
 

Hedda.
[In the middle doorway, looks at him with covert scorn.] My pistols, George.
 

Tesman.
[In alarm.] Your pistols!
 

Hedda.
[With cold eyes.] General Gabler’s pistols.
 

She goes out through the inner room, to the left.
 

Tesman.
[Rushes up to the middle doorway and calls after her:] No, for heaven’s sake, Hedda darling — don’t touch those dangerous things! For my sake Hedda! Eh?
 






  







Act Second
 

The room at the Tesmans’ as in the first Act, except that the piano has been removed, and an elegant little writing-table with the book-shelves put in its place. A smaller table stands near the sofa on the left. Most of the bouquets have been taken away. Mrs. Elvsted’s bouquet is upon the large table in front. — It is afternoon.
 

Hedda, dressed to receive callers, is alone in the room. She stands by the open glass door, loading a revolver. The fellow to it lies in an open pistol-case on the writing-table.
 

Hedda.
[Looks down the garden, and calls:] So you are here again, Judge!
 

Brack.
[Is heard calling from a distance.] As you see, Mrs. Tesman!
 

Hedda.
[Raises the pistol and points.] Now I’ll shoot you, Judge Brack!
 

Brack.
[Calling unseen.] No, no, no! Don’t stand aiming at me!
 

Hedda. This is what comes of sneaking in by the back way. [She fires.
 

Brack.
[Nearer.] Are you out of your senses — !
 

Hedda. Dear me — did I happen to hit you?
 

Brack.
[Still outside.] I wish you would let these pranks alone!
 

Hedda. Come in then, Judge.
 

Judge Brack, dressed as though for a men’s party, enters by the glass door. He carries a light overcoat over his arm.
 

Brack. What the deuce — haven’t you tired of that sport, yet? What are you shooting at?
 

Hedda. Oh, I am only firing in the air.
 

Brack.
[Gently takes the pistol out of her hand.] Allow me, madam! [Looks at it.] Ah — I know this pistol well! [Looks around.] Where is the case? Ah, here it is. [Lays the pistol in it, and shuts it.] Now we won’t play at that game any more today.
 

Hedda. Then what in heaven’s name would you have me do with myself?
 

Brack. Have you had no visitors?
 

Hedda.
[Closing the glass door.] Not one. I suppose all our set are still out of town.
 

Brack. And is Tesman not at home either?
 

Hedda.
[At the writing-table, putting the pistol-case in a drawer which she shuts.] No. He rushed off to his aunt’s directly after lunch; he didn’t expect you so early.
 

Brack. H’m — how stupid of me not to have thought of that!
 

Hedda.
[Turning her head to look at him.] Why stupid?
 

Brack. Because if I had thought of it I should have come a little — earlier.
 

Hedda.
[Crossing the room.] Then you would have found no one to receive you; for I have been in my room changing my dress ever since lunch.
 

Brack. And is there no sort of little chink that we could hold a parley through?
 

Hedda. You have forgotten to arrange one.
 

Brack. That was another piece of stupidity.
 

Hedda. Well, we must just settle down here — and wait. Tesman is not likely to be back for some time yet.
 

Brack. Never mind; I shall not be impatient.
 

Hedda seats herself in the corner of the sofa. Brack lays his overcoat over the back of the nearest chair, and sits down, but keeps his hat in his hand. A short silence. They look at each other.
 

Hedda. Well?
 

Brack.
[In the same tone.] Well?
 

Hedda. I spoke first.
 

Brack.
[Bending a little forward.] Come, let us have a cosy little chat, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda.
[Leaning further back in the sofa.] Does it not seem like a whole eternity since our last talk? Of course I don’t count those few words yesterday evening and this morning.
 

Brack. You mean since out last confidential talk? Our last tete-a-tete?
 

Hedda. Well yes — since you put it so.
 

Brack. Not a day passed but I have wished that you were home again.
 

Hedda. And I have done nothing but wish the same thing.
 

Brack. You? Really, Mrs. Hedda? And I thought you had been enjoying your tour so much!
 

Hedda. Oh yes, you may be sure of that!
 

Brack. But Tesman’s letters spoke of nothing but happiness.
 

Hedda. Oh, Tesman! You see, he thinks nothing is so delightful as grubbing in libraries and making copies of old parchments, or whatever you call them.
 

Brack.
[With a smile of malice.] Well, that is his vocation in life — or part of it at any rate.
 

Hedda. Yes, of course; and no doubt when it’s your vocation — . But I! Oh, my dear Mr. Brack, how mortally bored I have been.
 

Brack.
[Sympathetically.] Do you really say so? In downright earnest?
 

Hedda. Yes, you can surely understand it — ! To go for six whole months without meeting a soul that knew anything of our circle, or could talk about things we were interested in.
 

Brack. Yes, yes — I too should feel that a deprivation.
 

Hedda. And then, what I found most intolerable of all — 
 

Brack. Well?
 

Hedda. — was being everlastingly in the company of — one and the same person — 
 

Brack.
[With a nod of assent.] Morning, noon, and night, yes — at all possible times and seasons.
 

Hedda. I said “everlastingly.”
 

Brack. Just so. But I should have thought, with our excellent Tesman, one could — 
 

Hedda. Tesman is — a specialist, my dear Judge.
 

Brack. Undeniable.
 

Hedda. And specialists are not at all amusing to travel with. Not in the long run at any rate.
 

Brack. Not even — the specialist one happens to love?
 

Hedda. Faugh — don’t use that sickening word!
 

Brack.
[Taken aback.] What do you say, Mrs. Hedda?
 

Hedda.
[Half laughing, half irritated.] You should just try it! To hear of nothing but the history of civilisation, morning, noon, and night — 
 

Brack. Everlastingly.
 

Hedda. Yes yes yes! And then all this about the domestic industry of the middle ages — ! That’s the most disgusting part of it!
 

Brack.
[Looks searchingly at her.] But tell me — in that case, how am I to understand your — ? H’m — 
 

Hedda. My accepting George Tesman, you mean?
 

Brack. Well, let us put it so.
 

Hedda. Good heavens, do you see anything so wonderful in that?
 

Brack. Yes and no — Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda. I had positively danced myself tired, my dear Judge. My day was done —— [With a slight shudder.] Oh no — I won’t say that; nor think it either!
 

Brack. You have assuredly no reason to.
 

Hedda. Oh, reasons —— [Watching him closely.] And George Tesman — after all, you must admit that he is correctness itself.
 

Brack. His correctness and respectability are beyond all question.
 

Hedda. And I don’t see anything absolutely ridiculous about him. — Do you?
 

Brack. Ridiculous? N — no — I shouldn’t exactly say so — 
 

Hedda. Well — and his powers of research, at all events, are untiring. — I see no reason why he should not one day come to the front, after all.
 

Brack.
[Looks at her hesitatingly.] I thought that you, like every one else, expected him to attain the highest distinction.
 

Hedda.
[With an expression of fatigue.] Yes, so I did. — And then, since he was bent, at all hazards, on being allowed to provide for me — I really don’t know why I should not have accepted his offer?
 

Brack. No — if you look at it in that light — 
 

Hedda. It was more than my other adorers were prepared to do for me, my dear Judge.
 

Brack.
[Laughing.] Well, I can’t answer for all the rest; but as for myself, you know quite well that I have always entertained a — a certain respect for the marriage tie — for marriage as an institution, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda.
[Jestingly.] Oh, I assure you I have never cherished any hopes with respect to you.
 

Brack. All I require is a pleasant and intimate interior, where I can make myself useful in every way, and am free to come and go as — as a trusted friend — 
 

Hedda. Of the master of the house, do you mean?
 

Brack.
[Bowing.] Frankly — of the mistress first of all; but of course of the master too, in the second place. Such a triangular friendship — if I may call it so — is really a great convenience for all the parties, let me tell you.
 

Hedda. Yes, I have many a time longed for some one to make a third on our travels. Oh — those railway-carriage tete-a-tetes — !
 

Brack. Fortunately your wedding journey is over now.
 

Hedda.
[Shaking her head.] Not by a long — long way. I have only arrived at a station on the line.
 

Brack. Well, then the passengers jump out and move about a little, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda. I never jump out.
 

Brack. Really?
 

Hedda. No — because there is always some one standing by to — 
 

Brack.
[Laughing.] To look at your ankles, do you mean?
 

Hedda. Precisely.
 

Brack. Well but, dear me — 
 

Hedda.
[With a gesture of repulsion.] I won’t have it. I would rather keep my seat where I happen to be — and continue the tete-a-tete.
 

Brack. But suppose a third person were to jump in and join the couple.
 

Hedda. Ah — that is quite another matter!
 

Brack. A trusted, sympathetic friend — 
 

Hedda. — with a fund of conversation on all sorts of lively topics — 
 

Brack. — and not the least bit of a specialist!
 

Hedda.
[With an audible sigh.] Yes, that would be a relief indeed.
 

Brack.
[Hears the front door open, and glances in that direction.] The triangle is completed.
 

Hedda.
[Half aloud.] And on goes the train.
 

George Tesman, in a grey walking-suit, with a soft felt hat, enters from the hall. He has a number of unbound books under his arm and in his pockets.
 

Tesman.
[Goes up to the table beside the corner settee.] Ouf — what a load for a warm day — all these books. [Lays them on the table.] I’m positively perspiring, Hedda. Hallo — are you there already, my dear Judge? Eh? Berta didn’t tell me.
 

Brack.
[Rising.] I came in through the garden.
 

Hedda. What books have you got there?
 

Tesman.
[Stands looking them through.] Some new books on my special subjects — quite indispensable to me.
 

Hedda. Your special subjects?
 

Brack. Yes, books on his special subjects, Mrs. Tesman.
 

Brack and Hedda exchange a confidential smile.
 

Hedda. Do you need still more books on your special subjects?
 

Tesman. Yes, my dear Hedda, one can never have too many of them. Of course one must keep up with all that is written and published.
 

Hedda. Yes, I suppose one must.
 

Tesman.
[Searching among his books.] And look here — I have got hold of Eilert Lovborg’s new book too. [Offering it to her.] Perhaps you would like to glance through it, Hedda? Eh?
 

Hedda. No, thank you. Or rather — afterwards perhaps.
 

Tesman. I looked into it a little on the way home.
 

Brack. Well, what do you think of it — as a specialist?
 

Tesman. I think it shows quite remarkable soundness of judgment. He never wrote like that before. [Putting the books together.] Now I shall take all these into my study. I’m longing to cut the leaves — ! And then I must change my clothes. [To Brack.] I suppose we needn’t start just yet? Eh?
 

Brack. Oh, dear no — there is not the slightest hurry.
 

Tesman. Well then, I will take my time. [Is going with his books, but stops in the doorway and turns.] By-the-bye, Hedda — Aunt Julia is not coming this evening.
 

Hedda. Not coming? Is it that affair of the bonnet that keeps her away?
 

Tesman. Oh, not at all. How could you think such a thing of Aunt Julia? Just fancy — ! The fact is, Aunt Rina is very ill.
 

Hedda. She always is.
 

Tesman. Yes, but today she is much worse than usual, poor dear.
 

Hedda. Oh, then it’s only natural that her sister should remain with her. I must bear my disappointment.
 

Tesman. And you can’t imagine, dear, how delighted Aunt Julia seemed to be — because you had come home looking so flourishing!
 

Hedda.
[Half aloud, rising.] Oh, those everlasting Aunts!
 

Tesman. What?
 

Hedda.
[Going to the glass door.] Nothing.
 

Tesman. Oh, all right. [He goes through the inner room, out to the right.
 

Brack. What bonnet were you talking about?
 

Hedda. Oh, it was a little episode with Miss Tesman this morning. She had laid down her bonnet on the chair there — [Looks at him and smiles.] — and I pretended to think it was the servant’s.
 

Brack.
[Shaking his head.] Now my dear Mrs. Hedda, how could you do such a thing? To the excellent old lady, too!
 

Hedda.
[Nervously crossing the room.] Well, you see — these impulses come over me all of a sudden; and I cannot resist them. [Throws herself down in the easy-chair by the stove.] Oh, I don’t know how to explain it.
 

Brack.
[Behind the easy-chair.] You are not really happy — that is at the bottom of it.
 

Hedda.
[Looking straight before her.] I know of no reason why I should be — happy. Perhaps you can give me one?
 

Brack. Well-amongst other things, because you have got exactly the home you had set your heart on.
 

Hedda.
[Looks up at him and laughs.] Do you too believe in that legend?
 

Brack. Is there nothing in it, then?
 

Hedda. Oh yes, there is something in it.
 

Brack. Well?
 

Hedda. There is this in it, that I made use of Tesman to see me home from evening parties last summer — 
 

Brack. I, unfortunately, had to go quite a different way.
 

Hedda. That’s true. I know you were going a different way last summer.
 

Brack.
[Laughing.] Oh fie, Mrs. Hedda! Well, then — you and Tesman — ?
 

Hedda. Well, we happened to pass here one evening; Tesman, poor fellow, was writhing in the agony of having to find conversation; so I took pity on the learned man — 
 

Brack.
[Smiles doubtfully.] You took pity? H’m — 
 

Hedda. Yes, I really did. And so — to help him out of his torment — I happened to say, in pure thoughtlessness, that I should like to live in this villa.
 

Brack. No more than that?
 

Hedda. Not that evening.
 

Brack. But afterwards?
 

Hedda. Yes, my thoughtlessness had consequences, my dear Judge.
 

Brack. Unfortunately that too often happens, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda. Thanks! So you see it was this enthusiasm for Secretary Falk’s villa that first constituted a bond of sympathy between George Tesman and me. From that came our engagement and our marriage, and our wedding journey, and all the rest of it. Well, well, my dear Judge — as you make your bed so you must lie, I could almost say.
 

Brack. This is exquisite! And you really cared not a rap about it all the time?
 

Hedda. No, heaven knows I didn’t.
 

Brack. But now? Now that we have made it so homelike for you?
 

Hedda. Uh — the rooms all seem to smell of lavender and dried rose-leaves. — But perhaps it’s Aunt Julia that has brought that scent with her.
 

Brack.
[Laughing.] No, I think it must be a legacy from the late Mrs. Secretary Falk.
 

Hedda. Yes, there is an odour of mortality about it. It reminds me of a bouquet — the day after the ball. [Clasps her hands behind her head, leans back in her chair and looks at him.] Oh, my dear Judge — you cannot imagine how horribly I shall bore myself here.
 

Brack. Why should not you, too, find some sort of vocation in life, Mrs. Hedda?
 

Hedda. A vocation — that should attract me?
 

Brack. If possible, of course.
 

Hedda. Heaven knows what sort of a vocation that could be. I often wonder whether —— [Breaking off.] But that would never do either.
 

Brack. Who can tell? Let me hear what it is.
 

Hedda. Whether I might not get Tesman to go into politics, I mean.
 

Brack.
[Laughing.] Tesman? No really now, political life is not the thing for him — not at all in his line.
 

Hedda. No, I daresay not. — But if I could get him into it all the same?
 

Brack. Why — what satisfaction could you find in that? If he is not fitted for that sort of thing, why should you want to drive him into it?
 

Hedda. Because I am bored, I tell you! [After a pause.] So you think it quite out of the question that Tesman should ever get into the ministry?
 

Brack. H’m — you see, my dear Mrs. Hedda — to get into the ministry, he would have to be a tolerably rich man.
 

Hedda.
[Rising impatiently.] Yes, there we have it! It is this genteel poverty I have managed to drop into — ! [Crosses the room.] That is what makes life so pitiable! So utterly ludicrous! — For that’s what it is.
 

Brack. Now I should say the fault lay elsewhere.
 

Hedda. Where, then?
 

Brack. You have never gone through any really stimulating experience.
 

Hedda. Anything serious, you mean?
 

Brack. Yes, you may call it so. But now you may perhaps have one in store.
 

Hedda.
[Tossing her head.] Oh, you’re thinking of the annoyances about this wretched professorship! But that must be Tesman’s own affair. I assure you I shall not waste a thought upon it.
 

Brack. No, no, I daresay not. But suppose now that what people call — in elegant language — a solemn responsibility were to come upon you? [Smiling.] A new responsibility, Mrs. Hedda?
 

Hedda.
[Angrily.] Be quiet! Nothing of that sort will ever happen!
 

Brack.
[Warily.] We will speak of this again a year hence — at the very outside.
 

Hedda.
[Curtly.] I have no turn for anything of the sort, Judge Brack. No responsibilities for me!
 

Brack. Are you so unlike the generality of women as to have no turn for duties which — ?
 

Hedda.
[Beside the glass door.] Oh, be quiet, I tell you! — I often think there is only one thing in the world I have any turn for.
 

Brack.
[Drawing near to her.] And what is that, if I may ask?
 

Hedda.
[Stands looking out.] Boring myself to death. Now you know it. [Turns, looks towards the inner room, and laughs.] Yes, as I thought! Here comes the Professor.
 

Brack.
[Softly, in a tone of warning.] Come, come, come, Mrs. Hedda!
 

George Tesman, dressed for the party, with his gloves and hat in his hand, enters from the right through the inner room.
 

Tesman. Hedda, has no message come from Eilert Lovborg? Eh?
 

Hedda. No.
 

Tesman. Then you’ll see he’ll be here presently.
 

Brack. Do you really think he will come?
 

Tesman. Yes, I am almost sure of it. For what you were telling us this morning must have been a mere floating rumour.
 

Brack. You think so?
 

Tesman. At any rate, Aunt Julia said she did not believe for a moment that he would ever stand in my way again. Fancy that!
 

Brack. Well then, that’s all right.
 

Tesman.
[Placing his hat and gloves on a chair on the right.] Yes, but you must really let me wait for him as long as possible.
 

Brack. We have plenty of time yet. None of my guests will arrive before seven or half-past.
 

Tesman. Then meanwhile we can keep Hedda company, and see what happens. Eh?
 

Hedda.
[Placing Brack’s hat and overcoat upon the corner settee.] And at the worst Mr. Lovborg can remain here with me.
 

Brack.
[Offering to take his things.] Oh, allow me, Mrs. Tesman! — What do you mean by “At the worst”?
 

Hedda. If he won’t go with you and Tesman.
 

Tesman.
[Looks dubiously at her.] But, Hedda dear — do you think it would quite do for him to remain here with you? Eh? Remember, Aunt Julia can’t come.
 

Hedda. No, but Mrs. Elvsted is coming. We three can have a cup of tea together.
 

Tesman. Oh yes, that will be all right.
 

Brack.
[Smiling.] And that would perhaps be the safest plan for him.
 

Hedda. Why so?
 

Brack. Well, you know, Mrs. Tesman, how you used to gird at my little bachelor parties. You declared they were adapted only for men of the strictest principles.
 

Hedda. But no doubt Mr. Lovborg’s principles are strict enough now. A converted sinner —— [Berta appears at the hall door.
 

Berta. There’s a gentleman asking if you are at home, ma’am — 
 

Hedda. Well, show him in.
 

Tesman.
[Softly.] I’m sure it is he! Fancy that!
 

Eilert Lovborg enters from the hall. He is slim and lean; of the same age as Tesman, but looks older and somewhat worn-out. His hair and beard are of a blackish brown, his face long and pale, but with patches of colour on the cheeks. He is dressed in a well-cut black visiting suit, quite new. He has dark gloves and a silk hat. He stops near the door, and makes a rapid bow, seeming somewhat embarrassed.
 

Tesman.
[Goes up to him and shakes him warmly by the hand.] Well, my dear Eilert — so at last we meet again!
 

Eilert Lovborg.
[Speaks in a subdued voice.] Thanks for your letter, Tesman. [Approaching Hedda.] Will you too shake hands with me, Mrs. Tesman?
 

Hedda.
[Taking his hand.] I am glad to see you, Mr. Lovborg. [With a motion of her hand.] I don’t know whether you two gentlemen — ?
 

Lovborg.
[Bowing slightly.] Judge Brack, I think.
 

Brack.
[Doing likewise.] Oh yes, — in the old days — 
 

Tesman.
[To Lovborg, with his hands on his shoulders.] And now you must make yourself entirely at home, Eilert! Mustn’t he, Hedda? — For I hear you are going to settle in town again? Eh?
 

Lovborg. Yes, I am.
 

Tesman. Quite right, quite right. Let me tell you, I have got hold of your new book; but I haven’t had time to read it yet.
 

Lovborg. You may spare yourself the trouble.
 

Tesman. Why so?
 

Lovborg. Because there is very little in it.
 

Tesman. Just fancy — how can you say so?
 

Brack. But it has been very much praised, I hear.
 

Lovborg. That was what I wanted; so I put nothing into the book but what every one would agree with.
 

Brack. Very wise of you.
 

Tesman. Well but, my dear Eilert — !
 

Lovborg. For now I mean to win myself a position again — to make a fresh start.
 

Tesman.
[A little embarrassed.] Ah, that is what you wish to do? Eh?
 

Lovborg.
[Smiling, lays down his hat, and draws a packet wrapped in paper, from his coat pocket.] But when this one appears, George Tesman, you will have to read it. For this is the real book — the book I have put my true self into.
 

Tesman. Indeed? And what is it?
 

Lovborg. It is the continuation.
 

Tesman. The continuation? Of what?
 

Lovborg. Of the book.
 

Tesman. Of the new book?
 

Lovborg. Of course.
 

Tesman. Why, my dear Eilert — does it not come down to our own days?
 

Lovborg. Yes, it does; and this one deals with the future.
 

Tesman. With the future! But, good heavens, we know nothing of the future!
 

Lovborg. No; but there is a thing or two to be said about it all the same. [Opens the packet.] Look here — 
 

Tesman. Why, that’s not your handwriting.
 

Lovborg. I dictated it. [Turning over the pages.] It falls into two sections. The first deals with the civilising forces of the future. And here is the second — [running through the pages towards the end] — forecasting the probable line of development.
 

Tesman. How odd now! I should never have thought of writing anything of that sort.
 

Hedda.
[At the glass door, drumming on the pane.] H’m — . I daresay not.
 

Lovborg.
[Replacing the manuscript in its paper and laying the packet on the table.] I brought it, thinking I might read you a little of it this evening.
 

Tesman. That was very good of you, Eilert. But this evening — ? [Looking back at Brack.] I don’t see how we can manage it — 
 

Lovborg. Well then, some other time. There is no hurry.
 

Brack. I must tell you, Mr. Lovborg — there is a little gathering at my house this evening — mainly in honour of Tesman, you know — 
 

Lovborg.
[Looking for his hat.] Oh — then I won’t detain you — 
 

Brack. No, but listen — will you not do me the favour of joining us?
 

Lovborg.
[Curtly and decidedly.] No, I can’t — thank you very much.
 

Brack. Oh, nonsense — do! We shall be quite a select little circle. And I assure you we shall have a “lively time,” as Mrs. Hed — as Mrs. Tesman says.
 

Lovborg. I have no doubt of it. But nevertheless — 
 

Brack. And then you might bring your manuscript with you, and read it to Tesman at my house. I could give you a room to yourselves.
 

Tesman. Yes, think of that, Eilert, — why shouldn’t you? Eh?
 

Hedda.
[Interposing.] But, Tesman, if Mr. Lovborg would really rather not! I am sure Mr. Lovborg is much more inclined to remain here and have supper with me.
 

Lovborg.
[Looking at her.] With you, Mrs. Tesman?
 

Hedda. And with Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Lovborg. Ah —— [Lightly.] I saw her for a moment this morning.
 

Hedda. Did you? Well, she is coming this evening. So you see you are almost bound to remain, Mr. Lovborg, or she will have no one to see her home.
 

Lovborg. That’s true. Many thanks, Mrs. Tesman — in that case I will remain.
 

Hedda. Then I have one or two orders to give the servant — 
 

She goes to the hall door and rings. Berta enters. Hedda talks to her in a whisper, and points towards the inner room. Berta nods and goes out again.
 

Tesman.
[At the same time, to Lovborg.] Tell me, Eilert — is it this new subject — the future — that you are going to lecture about?
 

Lovborg. Yes.
 

Tesman. They told me at the bookseller’s that you are going to deliver a course of lectures this autumn.
 

Lovborg. That is my intention. I hope you won’t take it ill, Tesman.
 

Tesman. Oh no, not in the least! But — ?
 

Lovborg. I can quite understand that it must be very disagreeable to you.
 

Tesman.
[Cast down.] Oh, I can’t expect you, out of consideration for me, to — 
 

Lovborg. But I shall wait till you have received your appointment.
 

Tesman. Will you wait? Yes but — yes but — are you not going to compete with me? Eh?
 

Lovborg. No; it is only the moral victory I care for.
 

Tesman. Why, bless me — then Aunt Julia was right after all! Oh yes — I knew it! Hedda! Just fancy — Eilert Lovborg is not going to stand in our way!
 

Hedda.
[Curtly.] Our way? Pray leave me out of the question.
 

She goes up towards the inner room, where Berta is placing a tray with decanters and glasses on the table. Hedda nods approval, and comes forward again. Berta goes out.
 

Tesman.
[At the same time.] And you, Judge Brack — what do you say to this? Eh?
 

Brack. Well, I say that a moral victory — h’m — may be all very fine — 
 

Tesman. Yes, certainly. But all the same — 
 

Hedda.
[Looking at Tesman with a cold smile.] You stand there looking as if you were thunderstruck — 
 

Tesman. Yes — so I am — I almost think — 
 

Brack. Don’t you see, Mrs. Tesman, a thunderstorm has just passed over?
 

Hedda.
[Pointing towards the room.] Will you not take a glass of cold punch, gentlemen?
 

Brack.
[Looking at his watch.] A stirrup-cup? Yes, it wouldn’t come amiss.
 

Tesman. A capital idea, Hedda! Just the thing! Now that the weight has been taken off my mind — 
 

Hedda. Will you not join them, Mr. Lovborg?
 

Lovborg.
[With a gesture of refusal.] No, thank you. Nothing for me.
 

Brack. Why bless me — cold punch is surely not poison.
 

Lovborg. Perhaps not for everyone.
 

Hedda. I will deep Mr. Lovborg company in the meantime.
 

Tesman. Yes, yes, Hedda dear, do.
 

He and Brack go into the inner room, seat themselves, drink punch, smoke cigarettes, and carry on a lively conversation during what follows. Eilert Lovborg remains standing beside the stove. Hedda goes to the writing-table.
 

Hedda.
[Raising he voice a little.] Do you care to look at some photographs, Mr. Lovborg? You know Tesman and I made a tour in they Tyrol on our way home?
 

She takes up an album, and places it on the table beside the sofa, in the further corner of which she seats herself. Eilert
Lovborg approaches, stops, and looks at her. Then he takes a chair and seats himself to her left.
 

Hedda.
[Opening the album.] Do you see this range of mountains, Mr. Lovborg? It’s the Ortler group. Tesman has written the name underneath. Here it is: “The Ortler group near Meran.”
 

Lovborg.
[Who has never taken his eyes off her, says softly and slowly:] Hedda — Gabler!
 

Hedda.
[Glancing hastily at him.] Ah! Hush!
 

Lovborg.
[Repeats softly.] Hedda Gabler!
 

Hedda.
[Looking at the album.] That was my name in the old days — when we two knew each other.
 

Lovborg. And I must teach myself never to say Hedda Gabler again — never, as long as I live.
 

Hedda.
[Still turning over the pages.] Yes, you must. And I think you ought to practise in time. The sooner the better, I should say.
 

Lovborg.
[In a tone of indignation.] Hedda Gabler married? And married to — George Tesman!
 

Hedda. Yes — so the world goes.
 

Lovborg. Oh, Hedda, Hedda — how could you throw yourself away!
 

Hedda.
[Looks sharply at him.] What? I can’t allow this!
 

Lovborg. What do you mean?
 

Tesman comes into the room and goes towards the sofa.
 

Hedda.
[Hears him coming and says in an indifferent tone.] And this is a view from the Val d’Ampezzo, Mr. Lovborg. Just look at these peaks! [Looks affectionately up at Tesman.] What’s the name of these curious peaks, dear?
 

Tesman. Let me see. Oh, those are the Dolomites.
 

Hedda. Yes, that’s it! — Those are the Dolomites, Mr. Lovborg.
 

Tesman. Hedda, dear, — I only wanted to ask whether I shouldn’t bring you a little punch after all? For yourself at any rate — eh?
 

Hedda. Yes, do, please; and perhaps a few biscuits.
 

Tesman. No cigarettes?
 

Hedda. No.
 

Tesman. Very well.
 

He goes into the inner room and out to the right. Brack sits in the inner room, and keeps an eye from time to time on Hedda and Lovborg.
 

Lovborg.
[Softly, as before.] Answer me, Hedda — how could you go and do this?
 

Hedda.
[Apparently absorbed in the album.] If you continue to say du to me I won’t talk to you.
 

Lovborg. May I not say du even when we are alone?
 

Hedda. No. You may think it; but you mustn’t say it.
 

Lovborg. Ah, I understand. It is an offence against George Tesman, whom you — love.
 

Hedda.
[Glances at him and smiles.] Love? What an idea!
 

Lovborg. You don’t love him then!
 

Hedda. But I won’t hear of any sort of unfaithfulness! Remember that.
 

Lovborg. Hedda — answer me one thing — 
 

Hedda. Hush! [Tesman enters with a small tray from the inner room.
 

Tesman. Here you are! Isn’t this tempting? [He puts the tray on the table.
 

Hedda. Why do you bring it yourself?
 

Tesman.
[Filling the glasses.] Because I think it’s such fun to wait upon you, Hedda.
 

Hedda. But you have poured out two glasses. Mr. Lovborg said he wouldn’t have any — 
 

Tesman. No, but Mrs. Elvsted will soon be here, won’t she?
 

Hedda. Yes, by-the-bye — Mrs. Elvsted — 
 

Tesman. Had you forgotten her? Eh?
 

Hedda. We were so absorbed in these photographs. [Shows him a picture.] Do you remember this little village?
 

Tesman. Oh, it’s that one just below the Brenner Pass. It was there we passed the night — 
 

Hedda. — and met that lively party of tourists.
 

Tesman. Yes, that was the place. Fancy — if we could only have had you with us, Eilert! Eh?
 

He returns to the inner room and sits beside Brack.
 

Lovborg. Answer me one thing, Hedda — 
 

Hedda. Well?
 

Lovborg. Was there no love in your friendship for me either? Not a spark — not a tinge of love in it?
 

Hedda. I wonder if there was? To me it seems as though we were two good comrades — two thoroughly intimate friends. [Smilingly.] You especially were frankness itself.
 

Lovborg. It was you that made me so.
 

Hedda. As I look back upon it all, I think there was really something beautiful, something fascinating — something daring — in-in that secret intimacy — that comradeship which no living creature so much as dreamed of.
 

Lovborg. Yes, yes, Hedda! Was there not? — When I used to come to your father’s in the afternoon — and the General sat over at the window reading his papers — with his back towards us — 
 

Hedda. And we two on the corner sofa — 
 

Lovborg. Always with the same illustrated paper before us — 
 

Hedda. For want of an album, yes.
 

Lovborg. Yes, Hedda, and when I made my confessions to you — told you about myself, things that at that time no one else knew! There I would sit and tell you of my escapades — my days and nights of devilment. Oh, Hedda — what was the power in you that forced me to confess these things?
 

Hedda. Do you think it was any power in me?
 

Lovborg. How else can I explain it? And all those — those roundabout questions you used to put to me — 
 

Hedda. Which you understood so particularly well — 
 

Lovborg. How could you sit and question me like that? Question me quite frankly — 
 

Hedda. In roundabout terms, please observe.
 

Lovborg. Yes, but frankly nevertheless. Cross-question me about — all that sort of thing?
 

Hedda. And how could you answer, Mr. Lovborg?
 

Lovborg. Yes, that is just what I can’t understand — in looking back upon it. But tell me now, Hedda — was there not love at the bottom of our friendship? On your side, did you not feel as though you might purge my stains away — if I made you my confessor? Was it not so?
 

Hedda. No, not quite.
 

Lovborg. What was you motive, then?
 

Hedda. Do think it quite incomprehensible that a young girl — when it can be done — without any one knowing — 
 

Lovborg. Well?
 

Hedda. — should be glad to have a peep, now and then, into a world which — ?
 

Lovborg. Which — ?
 

Hedda. — which she is forbidden to know anything about?
 

Lovborg. So that was it?
 

Hedda. Partly. Partly — I almost think.
 

Lovborg. Comradeship in the thirst for life. But why should not that, at any rate, have continued?
 

Hedda. The fault was yours.
 

Lovborg. It was you that broke with me.
 

Hedda. Yes, when our friendship threatened to develop into something more serious. Shame upon you, Eilert Lovborg! How could you think of wronging your — your frank comrade.
 

Lovborg.
[Clenches his hands.] Oh, why did you not carry out your threat? Why did you not shoot me down?
 

Hedda. Because I have such a dread of scandal.
 

Lovborg. Yes, Hedda, you are a coward at heart.
 

Hedda. A terrible coward. [Changing her tone.] But it was a lucky thing for you. And now you have found ample consolation at the Elvsteds’.
 

Lovborg. I know what Thea has confided to you.
 

Hedda. And perhaps you have confided to her something about us?
 

Lovborg. Not a word. She is too stupid to understand anything of that sort.
 

Hedda. Stupid?
 

Lovborg. She is stupid about matters of that sort.
 

Hedda. And I am cowardly. [Bends over towards him, without looking him in the face, and says more softly:] But now I will confide something to you.
 

Lovborg.
[Eagerly.] Well?
 

Hedda. The fact that I dared not shoot you down — 
 

Lovborg. Yes!
 

Hedda. — that was not my arrant cowardice — that evening.
 

Lovborg.
[Looks at her a moment, understands, and whispers passionately.] Oh, Hedda! Hedda Gabler! Now I begin to see a hidden reason beneath our comradeship! You and I — ! After all, then, it was your craving for life — 
 

Hedda.
[Softly, with a sharp glance.] Take care! Believe nothing of the sort!
 

Twilight has begun to fall. The hall door is opened from without by Berta.
 

Hedda.
[Closes the album with a bang and calls smilingly:] Ah, at last! My darling Thea, — come along!
 

Mrs. Elvsted enters from the hall. She is in evening dress. The door is closed behind her.
 

Hedda.
[On the sofa, stretches out her arms towards her.] My sweet Thea — you can’t think how I have been longing for you!
 

Mrs. Elvsted, in passing, exchanges slight salutations with the gentlemen in the inner room, then goes up to the table and gives Hedda her hand. Eilert Lovborg has risen. He and Mrs. Elvsted greet each other with a silent nod.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Ought I to go in and talk to your husband for a moment?
 

Hedda. Oh, not at all. Leave those two alone. They will soon be going.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Are they going out?
 

Hedda. Yes, to a supper-party.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Quickly, to Lovborg.] Not you?
 

Lovborg. No.
 

Hedda. Mr. Lovborg remains with us.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Takes a chair and is about to seat herself at his side.] Oh, how nice it is here!
 

Hedda. No, thank you, my little Thea! Not there! You’ll be good enough to come over here to me. I will sit between you.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, just as you please.
 

She goes round the table and seats herself on the sofa on Hedda’s right. Lovborg re-seats himself on his chair.
 

Lovborg.
[After a short pause, to Hedda.] Is not she lovely to look at?
 

Hedda.
[Lightly stroking her hair.] Only to look at!
 

Lovborg. Yes. For we two — she and I — we are two real comrades. We have absolute faith in each other; so we can sit and talk with perfect frankness — 
 

Hedda. Not round about, Mr. Lovborg?
 

Lovborg. Well — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Softly clinging close to Hedda.] Oh, how happy I am, Hedda! For only think, he says I have inspired him too.
 

Hedda.
[Looks at her with a smile.] Ah! Does he say that, dear?
 

Lovborg. And then she is so brave, Mrs. Tesman!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Good heavens — am I brave?
 

Lovborg. Exceedingly — where your comrade is concerned.
 

Hedda. Exceedingly — where your comrade is concerned.
 

Hedda. Ah, yes — courage! If one only had that!
 

Lovborg. What then? What do you mean?
 

Hedda. Then life would perhaps be liveable, after all. [With a sudden change of tone.] But now, my dearest Thea, you really must have a glass of cold punch.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, thanks — I never take anything of that kind.
 

Hedda. Well then, you, Mr. Lovborg.
 

Lovborg. Nor I, thank you.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, he doesn’t either.
 

Hedda.
[Looks fixedly at him.] But if I say you shall?
 

Lovborg. It would be of no use.
 

Hedda.
[Laughing.] Then I, poor creature, have no sort of power over you?
 

Lovborg. Not in that respect.
 

Hedda. But seriously, I think you ought to — for your own sake.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Why, Hedda — !
 

Lovborg. How so?
 

Hedda. Or rather on account of other people.
 

Lovborg. Indeed?
 

Hedda. Otherwise people might be apt to suspect that — in your heart of hearts — you did not feel quite secure — quite confident in yourself.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Softly.] Oh please, Hedda — !
 

Lovborg. People may suspect what they like — for the present.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Joyfully.] Yes, let them!
 

Hedda. I saw it plainly in Judge Brack’s face a moment ago.
 

Lovborg. What did you see?
 

Hedda. His contemptuous smile, when you dared not go with them into the inner room.
 

Lovborg. Dared not? Of course I preferred to stop here and talk to you.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. What could be more natural, Hedda?
 

Hedda. But the Judge could not guess that. And I say, too, the way he smiled and glanced at Tesman when you dared not accept his invitation to this wretched little supper-party of his.
 

Lovborg. Dared not! Do you say I dared not?
 

Hedda. I don’t say so. But that was how Judge Brack understood it.
 

Lovborg. Well, let him.
 

Hedda. Then you are not going with them?
 

Lovborg. I will stay here with you and Thea.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, Hedda — how can you doubt that?
 

Hedda.
[Smiles and nods approvingly to Lovborg.] Firm as a rock! Faithful to your principles, now and for ever! Ah, that is how a man should be! [Turns to Mrs. Elvsted and caresses her.] Well now, what did I tell you, when you came to us this morning in such a state of distraction — 
 

Lovborg.
[Surprised.] Distraction!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Terrified.] Hedda — oh Hedda — !
 

Hedda. You can see for yourself! You haven’t the slightest reason to be in such mortal terror —— [Interrupting herself.] There! Now we can all three enjoy ourselves!
 

Lovborg.
[Who has given a start.] Ah — what is all this, Mrs. Tesman?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh my God, Hedda! What are you saying? What are you doing?
 

Hedda. Don’t get excited! That horrid Judge Brack is sitting watching you.
 

Lovborg. So she was in mortal terror! On my account!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Softly and piteously.] Oh, Hedda — now you have ruined everything!
 

Lovborg.
[Looks fixedly at her for a moment. His face is distorted.] So that was my comrade’s frank confidence in me?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Imploringly.] Oh, my dearest friend — only let me tell you — 
 

Lovborg.
[Takes one of the glasses of punch, raises it to his lips, and says in a low, husky voice.] Your health, Thea!
 

He empties the glass, puts it down, and takes the second.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Softly.] Oh, Hedda, Hedda — how could you do this?
 

Hedda. I do it? I? Are you crazy?
 

Lovborg. Here’s to your health too, Mrs. Tesman. Thanks for the truth. Hurrah for the truth!
 

He empties the glass and is about to re-fill it.
 

Hedda.
[Lays her hand on his arm.] Come, come — no more for the present. Remember you are going out to supper.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, no, no!
 

Hedda. Hush! They are sitting watching you.
 

Lovborg.
[Putting down the glass.] Now, Thea — tell me the truth — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes.
 

Lovborg. Did your husband know that you had come after me?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Wringing her hands.] Oh, Hedda — do you hear what his is asking?
 

Lovborg. Was it arranged between you and him that you were to come to town and look after me? Perhaps it was the Sheriff himself that urged you to come? Aha, my dear — no doubt he wanted my help in his office! Or was it at the card-table that he missed me?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Softly, in agony.] Oh, Lovborg, Lovborg — !
 

Lovborg.
[Seizes a glass and is on the point of filling it.] Here’s a glass for the old Sheriff too!
 

Hedda.
[Preventing him.] No more just now. Remember, you have to read your manuscript to Tesman.
 

Lovborg.
[Calmly, putting down the glass.] It was stupid of me all this. Thea — to take it in this way, I mean. Don’t be angry with me, my dear, dear comrade. You shall see — both you and the others — that if I was fallen once — now I have risen again! Thanks to you, Thea.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Radiant with joy.] Oh, heaven be praised — !
 

Brack has in the meantime looked at his watch. He and Tesman rise and come into the drawing-room.
 

Brack.
[Takes his hat and overcoat.] Well, Mrs. Tesman, our time has come.
 

Hedda. I suppose it has.
 

Lovborg.
[Rising.] Mine too, Judge Brack.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Softly and imploringly.] Oh, Lovborg, don’t do it!
 

Hedda.
[Pinching her arm.] They can hear you!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [With a suppressed shriek.] Ow!
 

Lovborg.
[To Brack.] You were good enough to invite me.
 

Judge Brack. Well, are you coming after all?
 

Lovborg. Yes, many thanks.
 

Brack. I’m delighted — 
 

Lovborg.
[To Tesman, putting the parcel of MS. in his pocket.] I should like to show you one or two things before I send it to the printers.
 

Tesman. Fancy — that will be delightful. But, Hedda dear, how is Mrs. Elvsted to get home? Eh?
 

Hedda. Oh, that can be managed somehow.
 

Lovborg.
[Looking towards the ladies.] Mrs. Elvsted? Of course, I’ll come again and fetch her. [Approaching.] At ten or thereabouts, Mrs. Tesman? Will that do?
 

Hedda. Certainly. That will do capitally.
 

Tesman. Well, then, that’s all right. But you must not expect me so early, Hedda.
 

Hedda. Oh, you may stop as long — as long as every you please.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Trying to conceal her anxiety.] Well then, Mr. Lovborg — I shall remain here until you come.
 

Lovborg.
[With his hat in his hand.] Pray do, Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Brack. And now off goes the excursion train, gentlemen! I hope we shall have a lively time, as a certain fair lady puts it.
 

Hedda. Ah, if only the fair lady could be present unseen — !
 

Brack. Why unseen?
 

Hedda. In order to hear a little of your liveliness at first hand, Judge Brack.
 

Brack.
[Laughing.] I should not advise the fair lady to try it.
 

Tesman.
[Also laughing.] Come, you’re a nice one Hedda! Fancy that!
 

Brack. Well, good-bye, good-bye, ladies.
 

Lovborg.
[Bowing.] About ten o’clock, then,
 

Brack, Lovborg, and Tesman go out by the hall door. At the same time, Berta enters from the inner room with a lighted lamp, which she places on the drawing-room table; she goes out by the way she came.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Who has risen and is wandering restlessly about the room.] Hedda — Hedda — what will come of all this?
 

Hedda. At ten o’clock — he will be here. I can see him already — with vine-leaves in his hair — flushed and fearless — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, I hope he may.
 

Hedda. And then, you see — then he will have regained control over himself. Then he will be a free man for all his days.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh God! — if he would only come as you see him now!
 

Hedda. He will come as I see him — so, and not otherwise! [Rises and approaches thea.] You may doubt him as long as you please; I believe in him. And now we will try — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. You have some hidden motive in this, Hedda!
 

Hedda. Yes, I have. I want for once in my life to have power to mould a human destiny.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Have you not the power?
 

Hedda. I have not — and have never had it.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Not your husband’s?
 

Hedda. Do you think that is worth the trouble? Oh, if you could only understand how poor I am. And fate has made you so rich! [Clasps her passionately in her arms.] I think I must burn your hair off after all.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Let me go! Let me go! I am afraid of you, Hedda!
 

Berta.
[In the middle doorway.] Tea is laid in the dining-room, ma’am.
 

Hedda. Very well. We are coming
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, no, no! I would rather go home alone! At once!
 

Hedda. Nonsense! First you shall have a cup of tea, you little stupid. And then — at ten o’clock — Eilert Lovborg will be here — with vine-leaves in his hair.
 

She drags Mrs. Elvsted almost by force to the middle doorway.
 






  







Act Third
 

The room at the Tesmans’. The curtains are drawn over the middle doorway, and also over the glass door. The lamp, half turned down, and with a shade over it, is burning on the table. In the stove, the door of which stands open, there has been a fire, which is now nearly burnt out.
 

Mrs. Elvsted, wrapped in a large shawl, and with her feet upon a foot-rest, sits close to the stove, sunk back in the arm-chair. Hedda, fully dressed, lies sleeping upon the sofa, with a sofa-blanket over her.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [After a pause, suddenly sits up in her chair, and listens eagerly. Then she sinks back again wearily, moaning to herself.] Not yet! — Oh God — oh God — not yet!
 

Berta slips cautiously in by the hall door. She has a letter in her hand.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Turns and whispers eagerly.] Well — has any one come?
 

Berta.
[Softly.] Yes, a girl has just brought this letter.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Quickly, holding out her hand.] A letter! Give it to me!
 

Berta. No, it’s for Dr. Tesman, ma’am.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, indeed.
 

Berta. It was Miss Tesman’s servant that brought it. I’ll lay it here on the table.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, do.
 

Berta.
[Laying down the letter.] I think I had better put out the lamp. It’s smoking.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, put it out. It must soon be daylight now.
 

Berta.
[Putting out the lamp.] It is daylight already, ma’am.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, broad day! And no one come back yet — !
 

Berta. Lord bless you, ma’am — I guessed how it would be.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. You guessed?
 

Berta. Yes, when I saw that a certain person had come back to town — and that he went off with them. For we’ve heard enough about that gentleman before now.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Don’t speak so loud. You will waken Mrs. Tesman.
 

Berta.
[Looks towards the sofa and sighs.] No, no — let her sleep, poor thing. Shan’t I put some wood on the fire?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Thanks, not for me.
 

Berta. Oh, very well. [She goes softly out by the hall door.
 

Hedda.
[Is wakened by the shutting of the door, and looks up.] What’s that — ?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. It was only the servant.
 

Hedda.
[Looking about her.] Oh, we’re here — ! Yes, now I remember. [Sits erect upon the sofa, stretches herself, and rubs her eyes.] What o’clock is it, Thea?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Looks at her watch.] It’s past seven.
 

Hedda. When did Tesman come home?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. He has not come.
 

Hedda. Not come home yet?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Rising.] No one has come.
 

Hedda. Think of our watching and waiting here till four in the morning — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Wringing her hands.] And how I watched and waited for him!
 

Hedda.
[Yawns, and says with her hand before her mouth.] Well well — we might have spared ourselves the trouble.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Did you get a little sleep?
 

Hedda. Oh yes; I believe I have slept pretty well. Have you not?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Not for a moment. I couldn’t, Hedda! — not to save my life.
 

Hedda.
[Rises and goes towards her.] There there there! There’s nothing to be so alarmed about. I understand quite well what has happened.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Well, what do you think? Won’t you tell me?
 

Hedda. Why, of course it has been a very late affair at Judge Brack’s — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, yes — that is clear enough. But all the same — 
 

Hedda. And then, you see, Tesman hasn’t cared to come home and ring us up in the middle of the night. [Laughing.] Perhaps he wasn’t inclined to show himself either — immediately after a jollification.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. But in that case — where can he have gone?
 

Hedda. Of course he has gone to his Aunts’ and slept there. They have his old room ready for him.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, he can’t be with them for a letter has just come for him from Miss Tesman. There it lies.
 

Hedda. Indeed? [Looks at the address.] Why yes, it’s addressed in Aunt Julia’s hand. Well then, he has remained at Judge Brack’s. And as for Eilert Lovborg — he is sitting, with vine leaves in his hair, reading his manuscript.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, Hedda, you are just saying things you don’t believe a bit.
 

Hedda. You really are a little blockhead, Thea.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh yes, I suppose I am.
 

Hedda. And how mortally tired you look.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, I am mortally tired.
 

Hedda. Well then, you must do as I tell you. You must go into my room and lie down for a little while.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh no, no — I shouldn’t be able to sleep.
 

Hedda. I am sure you would.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Well, but you husband is certain to come soon now; and then I want to know at once — 
 

Hedda. I shall take care to let you know when he comes.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Do you promise me, Hedda?
 

Hedda. Yes, rely upon me. Just you go in and have a sleep in the meantime.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Thanks; then I’ll try. [She goes off to the inner room.
 

Hedda goes up to the glass door and draws back the curtains. The broad daylight streams into the room. Then she takes a little hand-glass from the writing-table, looks at herself in it, and arranges her hair. Next she goes to the hall door and presses the bell-button.
 

Berta presently appears at the hall door.
 

Berta. Did you want anything, ma’am?
 

Hedda. Yes; you must put some more wood in the stove. I am shivering.
 

Berta. Bless me — I’ll make up the fire at once. [She rakes the embers together and lays a piece of wood upon them; then stops and listens.] That was a ring at the front door, ma’am.
 

Hedda. Then go to the door. I will look after the fire.
 

Berta. It’ll soon burn up. [She goes out by the hall door.
 

Hedda kneels on the foot-rest and lays some more pieces of wood in the stove.
 

After a short pause, George Tesman enters from the hall. He steals on tiptoe towards the middle doorway and is about to slip through the curtains.
 

Hedda.
[At the stove, without looking up.] Good morning.
 

Tesman.
[Turns.] Hedda! [Approaching her.] Good heavens — are you up so early? Eh?
 

Hedda. Yes, I am up very early this morning.
 

Tesman. And I never doubted you were still sound asleep! Fancy that, Hedda!
 

Hedda. Don’t speak so loud. Mrs. Elvsted is resting in my room.
 

Tesman. Has Mrs. Elvsted been here all night?
 

Hedda. Yes, since no one came to fetch her.
 

Tesman. Ah, to be sure.
 

Hedda.
[Closes the door of the stove and rises.] Well, did you enjoy yourselves at Judge Brack’s?
 

Tesman. Have you been anxious about me? Eh?
 

Hedda. No, I should never think of being anxious. But I asked if you had enjoyed yourself.
 

Tesman. Oh yes, — for once in a way. Especially the beginning of the evening; for then Eilert read me part of his book. We arrived more than an hour too early — fancy that! And Brack had all sorts of arrangements to make — so Eilert read to me.
 

Hedda.
[Seating herself by the table on the right.] Well? Tell me then — 
 

Tesman.
[Sitting on a footstool near the stove.] Oh, Hedda, you can’t conceive what a book that is going to be! I believe it is one of the most remarkable things that have ever been written. Fancy that!
 

Hedda. Yes yes; I don’t care about that — 
 

Tesman. I must make a confession to you, Hedda. When he had finished reading — a horrid feeling came over me.
 

Hedda. A horrid feeling?
 

Tesman. I felt jealous of Eilert for having had it in him to write such a book. Only think, Hedda!
 

Hedda. Yes, yes, I am thinking!
 

Tesman. And then how pitiful to think that he — with all his gifts — should be irreclaimable, after all.
 

Hedda. I suppose you mean that he has more courage than the rest?
 

Tesman. No, not at all — I mean that he is incapable of taking his pleasure in moderation.
 

Hedda. And what came of it all — in the end?
 

Tesman. Well, to tell the truth, I think it might best be described as an orgie, Hedda.
 

Hedda. Had he vine-leaves in his hair?
 

Tesman. Vine-leaves? No, I saw nothing of the sort. But he made a long, rambling speech in honour of the woman who had inspired him in his work — that was the phrase he used.
 

Hedda. Did he name her?
 

Tesman. No, he didn’t; but I can’t help thinking he meant Mrs. Elvsted. You may be sure he did.
 

Hedda. Well — where did you part from him?
 

Tesman. On the way to town. We broke up — the last of us at any rate — all together; and Brack came with us to get a breath of fresh air. And then, you see, we agreed to take Eilert home; for he had had far more than was good for him.
 

Hedda. I daresay.
 

Tesman. But now comes the strange part of it, Hedda; or, I should rather say, the melancholy part of it. I declare I am almost ashamed — on Eilert’s account — to tell you — 
 

Hedda. Oh, go on — !
 

Tesman. Well, as we were getting near town, you see, I happened to drop a little behind the others. Only for a minute or two — fancy that!
 

Hedda. Yes yes yes, but — ?
 

Tesman. And then, as I hurried after them — what do you think I found by the wayside? Eh?
 

Hedda. Oh, how should I know!
 

Tesman. You mustn’t speak of it to a soul, Hedda! Do you hear! Promise me, for Eilert’s sake. [Draws a parcel, wrapped in paper, from his coat pocket.] Fancy, dear — I found this.
 

Hedda. Is not that the parcel he had with him yesterday?
 

Tesman. Yes, it is the whole of his precious, irreplaceable manuscript! And he had gone and lost it, and knew nothing about it. Only fancy, Hedda! So deplorably — 
 

Hedda. But why did you not give him back the parcel at once?
 

Tesman. I didn’t dare to — in the state he was then in — 
 

Hedda. Did you not tell any of the others that you had found it?
 

Tesman. Oh, far from it! You can surely understand that, for Eilert’s sake, I wouldn’t do that.
 

Hedda. So no one knows that Eilert Lovborg’s manuscript is in your possession?
 

Tesman. No. And no one must know it.
 

Hedda. Then what did you say to him afterwards?
 

Tesman. I didn’t talk to him again at all; for when we got in among the streets, he and two or three of the others gave us the slip and disappeared. Fancy that!
 

Hedda. Indeed! They must have taken him home then.
 

Tesman. Yes, so it would appear. And Brack, too, left us.
 

Hedda. And what have you been doing with yourself since?
 

Tesman. Well, I and some of the others went home with one of the party, a jolly fellow, and took our morning coffee with him; or perhaps I should rather call it our night coffee — eh? But now, when I have rested a little, and given Eilert, poor fellow, time to have his sleep out, I must take this back to him.
 

Hedda.
[Holds out her hand for the packet.] No — don’t give it to him! Not in such a hurry, I mean. Let me read it first.
 

Tesman. No, my dearest Hedda, I mustn’t, I really mustn’t.
 

Hedda. You must not?
 

Tesman. No — for you can imagine what a state of despair he will be in when he wakens and misses the manuscript. He has no copy of it, you must know! He told me so.
 

Hedda.
[Looking searchingly at him.] Can such a thing not be reproduced? Written over again?
 

Tesman. No, I don’t think that would be possible. For the inspiration, you see — 
 

Hedda. Yes, yes — I suppose it depends on that — [Lightly.] But, by-the-bye — here is a letter for you.
 

Tesman. Fancy — !
 

Hedda.
[Handing it to him.] It came early this morning.
 

Tesman. It’s from Aunt Julia! What can it be? [He lays the packet on the other footstool, opens the letter, runs his eye through it, and jumps up.] Oh, Hedda — she says that poor Aunt Rina is dying!
 

Hedda. Well, we were prepared for that.
 

Tesman. And that if I want to see her again, I must make haste. I’ll run in to them at once.
 

Hedda.
[Suppressing a smile.] Will you run?
 

Tesman. Oh, my dearest Hedda — if you could only make up your mind to come with me! Just think!
 

Hedda.
[Rises and says wearily, repelling the idea.] No, no don’t ask me. I will not look upon sickness and death. I loathe all sorts of ugliness.
 

Tesman. Well, well, then — ! [Bustling around.] My hat — ? My overcoat — ? Oh, in the hall — . I do hope I mayn’t come too late, Hedda! Eh?
 

Hedda. Oh, if you run —— [Berta appears at the hall door.
 

Berta. Judge Brack is at the door, and wishes to know if he may come in.
 

Tesman. At this time! No, I can’t possibly see him.
 

Hedda. But I can. [To Berta.] Ask Judge Brack to come in. [Berta goes out.
 

Hedda.
[Quickly, whispering.] The parcel, Tesman!
 

She snatches it up from the stool.
 

Tesman. Yes, give it to me!
 

Hedda. No, no, I will keep it till you come back.
 

She goes to the writing-table and places it in the bookcase. Tesman stands in a flurry of haste, and cannot get his gloves on.
 

Judge Brack enters from the hall.
 

Hedda.
[Nodding to him.] You are an early bird, I must say.
 

Brack. Yes, don’t you think so! [To Tesman.] Are you on the move, too?
 

Tesman. Yes, I must rush of to my aunts’. Fancy — the invalid one is lying at death’s door, poor creature.
 

Brack. Dear me, is she indeed? Then on no account let me detain you. At such a critical moment — 
 

Tesman. Yes, I must really rush —— Good-bye! Good-bye!
 

He hastens out by the hall door.
 

Hedda.
[Approaching.] You seem to have made a particularly lively night of it at your rooms, Judge Brack.
 

Brack. I assure you I have not had my clothes off, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda. Not you, either?
 

Brack. No, as you may see. But what has Tesman been telling you of the night’s adventures?
 

Hedda. Oh, some tiresome story. Only that they went and had coffee somewhere or other.
 

Brack. I have heard about that coffee-party already. Eilert Lovborg was not with them, I fancy?
 

Hedda. No, they had taken him home before that.
 

Brack. Tesman too?
 

Hedda. No, but some of the others, he said.
 

Brack.
[Smiling.] George Tesman is really an ingenuous creature, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda. Yes, heaven knows he is. Then is there something behind all this?
 

Brack. Yes, perhaps there may be.
 

Hedda. Well then, sit down, my dear Judge, and tell your story in comfort.
 

She seats herself to the left of the table. Brack sits near her, at the long side of the table.
 

Hedda. Now then?
 

Brack. I had special reasons for keeping track of my guests — last night.
 

Hedda. Of Eilert Lovborg among the rest, perhaps?
 

Brack. Frankly, yes.
 

Hedda. Now you make me really curious — 
 

Brack. Do you know where he and one or two of the others finished the night, Mrs. Hedda?
 

Hedda. If it is not quite unmentionable, tell me.
 

Brack. Oh no, it’s not at all unmentionable. Well, they put in an appearance at a particularly animated soiree.
 

Hedda. Of the lively kind?
 

Brack. Of the very liveliest — 
 

Hedda. Tell me more of this, Judge Brack — 
 

Brack. Lovborg, as well as the others, had been invited in advance. I knew all about it. But he had declined the invitation; for now, as you know, he has become a new man.
 

Hedda. Up at the Elvsteds’, yes. But he went after all, then?
 

Brack. Well, you see, Mrs. Hedda — unhappily the spirit moved him at my rooms last evening — 
 

Hedda. Yes, I hear he found inspiration.
 

Brack. Pretty violent inspiration. Well, I fancy that altered his purpose; for we menfolk are unfortunately not always so firm in our principles as we ought to be.
 

Hedda. Oh, I am sure you are an exception, Judge Brack. But as to Lovborg — ?
 

Brack. To make a long story short — he landed at last in Mademoiselle Diana’s rooms.
 

Hedda. Mademoiselle Diana’s?
 

Brack. It was Mademoiselle Diana that was giving the soiree, to a select circle of her admirers and her lady friends.
 

Hedda. Is she a red-haired woman?
 

Brack. Precisely.
 

Hedda. A sort of a — singer?
 

Brack. Oh yes — in her leisure moments. And moreover a mighty huntress — of men — Mrs. Hedda. You have no doubt heard of her. Eilert Lovborg was one of her most enthusiastic protectors — in the days of his glory.
 

Hedda. And how did all this end?
 

Brack. Far from amicably, it appears. After a most tender meeting, they seem to have come to blows — 
 

Hedda. Lovborg and she?
 

Brack. Yes. He accused her or her friends of having robbed him. He declared that his pocket-book had disappeared — and other things as well. In short, he seems to have made a furious disturbance.
 

Hedda. And what came of it all?
 

Brack. It came to a general scrimmage, in which the ladies as well as the gentlemen took part. Fortunately the police at last appeared on the scene.
 

Hedda. The police too?
 

Brack. Yes. I fancy it will prove a costly frolic for Eilert Lovborg, crazy being that he is.
 

Hedda. How so?
 

Brack. He seems to have made a violent resistance — to have hit one of the constables on the head and torn the coat off his back. So they had to march him off to the police-station with the rest.
 

Hedda. How have you learnt all this?
 

Brack. From the police themselves.
 

Hedda.
[Gazing straight before her.] So that is what happened. Then he had no vine-leaves in his hair.
 

Brack. Vine-leaves, Mrs. Hedda?
 

Hedda.
[Changing her tone.] But tell me now, Judge — what is your real reason for tracking out Eilert Lovborg’s movements so carefully?
 

Brack. In the first place, it could not be entirely indifferent to me if it should appear in the police-court that he came straight from my house.
 

Hedda. Will the matter come into court then?
 

Brack. Of course. However, I should scarcely have troubled so much about that. But I thought that, as a friend of the family, it was my duty to supply you and Tesman with a full account of his nocturnal exploits.
 

Hedda. Why so, Judge Brack?
 

Brack. Why, because I have a shrewd suspicion that he intends to use you as a sort of blind.
 

Hedda. Oh, how can you think such a thing!
 

Brack. Good heavens, Mrs. Hedda — we have eyes in our head. Mark my words! This Mrs. Elvsted will be in no hurry to leave town again.
 

Hedda. Well, even if there should be anything between them, I suppose there are plenty of other places where they could meet.
 

Brack. Not a single home. Henceforth, as before, every respectable house will be closed against Eilert Lovborg.
 

Hedda. And so ought mine to be, you mean?
 

Brack. Yes. I confess it would be more than painful to me if this personage were to be made free of your house. How superfluous, how intrusive, he would be, if he were to force his way into — 
 

Hedda. — into the triangle?
 

Brack. Precisely. It would simply mean that I should find myself homeless.
 

Hedda.
[Looks at him with a smile.] So you want to be the one cock in the basket — that is your aim.
 

Brack.
[Nods slowly and lowers his voice.] Yes, that is my aim. And for that I will fight — with every weapon I can command.
 

Hedda.
[Her smile vanishing.] I see you are a dangerous person — when it comes to the point.
 

Brack. Do you think so?
 

Hedda. I am beginning to think so. And I am exceedingly glad to think — that you have no sort of hold over me.
 

Brack.
[Laughing equivocally.] Well well, Mrs. Hedda — perhaps you are right there. If I had, who knows what I might be capable of?
 

Hedda. Come come now, Judge Brack! That sounds almost like a threat.
 

Brack.
[Rising.] Oh, not at all! The triangle, you know, ought, if possible, to be spontaneously constructed.
 

Hedda. There I agree with you.
 

Brack. Well, now I have said all I had to say; and I had better be getting back to town. Good-bye, Mrs. Hedda. [He goes towards the glass door.
 

Hedda.
[Rising.] Are you going through the garden?
 

Brack. Yes, it’s a short cut for me.
 

Hedda. And then it is a back way, too.
 

Brack. Quite so. I have no objection to back ways. They may be piquant enough at times.
 

Hedda. When there is ball practice going on, you mean?
 

Brack.
[In the doorway, laughing to her.] Oh, people don’t shoot their tame poultry, I fancy.
 

Hedda.
[Also laughing.] Oh no, when there is only one cock in the basket — 
 

They exchange laughing nods of farewell. He goes. She closes the door behind him.
 

Hedda, who has become quite serious, stands for a moment looking out. Presently she goes and peeps through the curtain over the middle doorway. Then she goes to the writing-table, takes Lovborg’s packet out of the bookcase, and is on the point of looking through its contents. Berta is heard speaking loudly in the hall. Hedda turns and listens. Then she hastily locks up the packet in the drawer, and lays the key on the inkstand.
 

Eilert Lovborg, with his greatcoat on and his hat in his hand, tears open the hall door. He looks somewhat confused and irritated.
 

Lovborg.
[Looking towards the hall.] and I tell you I must and will come in! There!
 

He closes the door, turns, sees Hedda, at once regains his self-control, and bows.
 

Hedda.
[At the writing-table.] Well, Mr Lovborg, this is rather a late hour to call for Thea.
 

Lovborg. You mean rather an early hour to call on you. Pray pardon me.
 

Hedda. How do you know that she is still here?
 

Lovborg. They told me at her lodgings that she had been out all night.
 

Hedda.
[Going to the oval table.] Did you notice anything about the people of the house when they said that?
 

Lovborg.
[Looks inquiringly at her.] Notice anything about them?
 

Hedda. I mean, did they seem to think it odd?
 

Lovborg.
[Suddenly understanding.] Oh yes, of course! I am dragging her down with me! However, I didn’t notice anything. — I suppose Tesman is not up yet.
 

Hedda. No — I think not — 
 

Lovborg. When did he come home?
 

Hedda. Very late.
 

Lovborg. Did he tell you anything?
 

Hedda. Yes, I gathered that you had had an exceedingly jolly evening at Judge Brack’s.
 

Lovborg. Nothing more?
 

Hedda. I don’t think so. However, I was so dreadfully sleepy — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted enters through the curtains of the middle doorway.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Going towards him.] Ah, Lovborg! At last — !
 

Lovborg. Yes, at last. And too late!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Looks anxiously at him.] What is too late?
 

Lovborg. Everything is too late now. It is all over with me.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh no, no — don’t say that!
 

Lovborg. You will say the same when you hear — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I won’t hear anything!
 

Hedda. Perhaps you would prefer to talk to her alone? If so, I will leave you.
 

Lovborg. No, stay — you too. I beg you to stay.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, but I won’t hear anything, I tell you.
 

Lovborg. It is not last night’s adventures that I want to talk about.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. What is it then — ?
 

Lovborg. I want to say that now our ways must part.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Part!
 

Hedda.
[Involuntarily.] I knew it!
 

Lovborg. You can be of no more service to me, Thea.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. How can you stand there and say that! No more service to you! Am I not to help you now, as before? Are we not to go on working together?
 

Lovborg. Henceforward I shall do no work.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Despairingly.] Then what am I to do with my life?
 

Lovborg. You must try to live your life as if you had never know me.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. But you know I cannot do that!
 

Lovborg. Try if you cannot, Thea. You must go home again — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [In vehement protest.] Never in this world! Where you are, there will I be also! I will not let myself be driven away like this! I will remain here! I will be with you when the book appears.
 

Hedda.
[Half aloud, in suspense.] Ah yes — the book!
 

Lovborg.
[Looks at her.] My book and Thea’s; for that is what it is.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, I feel that it is. And that is why I have a right to be with you when it appears! I will see with my own eyes how respect and honour pour in upon you afresh. And the happiness — the happiness — oh, I must share it with you!
 

Lovborg. Thea — our book will never appear.
 

Hedda. Ah!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Never appear!
 

Lovborg. Can never appear.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [In agonised foreboding.] Lovborg — what have you done with the manuscript?
 

Hedda.
[Looks anxiously at him.] Yes, the manuscript — ?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Where is it?
 

Lovborg. The manuscript — . Well then — I have torn the manuscript into a thousand pieces.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Shrieks.] Oh no, no — !
 

Hedda.
[Involuntarily.] But that’s not — 
 

Lovborg.
[Looks at her.] Not true, you think?
 

Hedda.
[Collecting herself.] Oh well, of course — since you say so. But it sounded so improbable — 
 

Lovborg. It is true, all the same.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Wringing her hands.] Oh God — oh God, Hedda — torn his own work to pieces!
 

Lovborg. I have torn my own life to pieces. So why should I not tear my life-work too — ?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. And you did this last night?
 

Lovborg. Yes, I tell you! Tore it into a thousand pieces — and scattered them on the fiord — far out. There there is cool sea-water at any rate — let them drift upon it — drift with the current and the wind. And then presently they will sink — deeper and deeper — as I shall, Thea.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Do you know, Lovborg, that what you have done with the book — I shall think of it to my dying day as though you had killed a little child.
 

Lovborg. Yes, you are right. It is a sort of child-murder.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. How could you, then — ! Did not the child belong to me too?
 

Hedda.
[Almost inaudibly.] Ah, the child — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Breathing heavily.] It is all over then. Well well, now I will go, Hedda.
 

Hedda. But you are not going away from town?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, I don’t know what I shall do. I see nothing but darkness before me. [She goes out by the hall door.
 

Hedda.
[Stands waiting for a moment.] So you are not going to see her home, Mr. Lovborg?
 

Lovborg. I? Through the streets? Would you have people see her walking with me?
 

Hedda. Of course I don’t know what else may have happened last night. But is it so utterly irretrievable?
 

Lovborg. It will not end with last night — I know that perfectly well. And the thing is that now I have no taste for that sort of life either. I won’t begin it anew. She has broken my courage and my power of braving life out.
 

Hedda.
[Looking straight before her.] So that pretty little fool has had her fingers in a man’s destiny. [Looks at him.] But all the same, how could you treat her so heartlessly.
 

Lovborg. Oh, don’t say that I was heartless!
 

Hedda. To go and destroy what has filled her whole soul for months and years! You do not call that heartless!
 

Lovborg. To you I can tell the truth, Hedda.
 

Hedda. The truth?
 

Lovborg. First promise me — give me your word — that what I now confide in you Thea shall never know.
 

Hedda. I give you my word.
 

Lovborg. Good. Then let me tell you that what I said just now was untrue.
 

Hedda. About the manuscript?
 

Lovborg. Yes. I have not torn it to pieces — nor thrown it into the fiord.
 

Hedda. No, no — . But — where is it then?
 

Lovborg. I have destroyed it none the less — utterly destroyed it, Hedda!
 

Hedda. I don’t understand.
 

Lovborg. Thea said that what I had done seemed to her like a child-murder.
 

Hedda. Yes, so she said.
 

Lovborg. But to kill his child — that is not the worst thing a father can do to it.
 

Hedda. Not the worst?
 

Lovborg. Suppose now, Hedda, that a man — in the small hours of the morning — came home to his child’s mother after a night of riot and debauchery, and said: “Listen — I have been here and there — in this place and in that. And I have taken our child with — to this place and to that. And I have lost the child — utterly lost it. The devil knows into what hands it may have fallen — who may have had their clutches on it.”
 

Hedda. Well — but when all is said and done, you know — this was only a book — 
 

Lovborg. Thea’s pure soul was in that book.
 

Hedda. Yes, so I understand.
 

Lovborg. And you can understand, too, that for her and me together no future is possible.
 

Hedda. What path do you mean to take then?
 

Lovborg. None. I will only try to make an end of it all — the sooner the better.
 

Hedda.
[A step nearer him.] Eilert Lovborg — listen to me. — Will you not try to — to do it beautifully?
 

Lovborg. Beautifully? [Smiling.] With vine-leaves in my hair, as you used to dream in the old days — ?
 

Hedda. No, no. I have lost my faith in the vine-leaves. But beautifully nevertheless! For once in a way! — Good-bye! You must go now — and do not come here any more.
 

Lovborg. Good-bye, Mrs. Tesman. And give George Tesman my love.
 

He is on the point of going.
 

Hedda. No, wait! I must give you a memento to take with you.
 

She goes to the writing-table and opens the drawer and the pistol-case; then returns to Lovborg with one of the pistols.
 

Lovborg.
[Looks at her.] This? Is this the memento?
 

Hedda.
[Nodding slowly.] Do you recognise it? It was aimed at you once.
 

Lovborg. You should have used it then.
 

Hedda. Take it — and do you use it now.
 

Lovborg.
[Puts the pistol in his breast pocket.] Thanks!
 

Hedda. And beautifully, Eilert Lovborg. Promise me that!
 

Lovborg. Good-bye, Hedda Gabler. [He goes out by the hall door.
 

Hedda listens for a moment at the door. Then she goes up to the writing-table, takes out the packet of manuscript, peeps under the cover, draws a few of the sheets half out, and looks at them. Next she goes over and seats herself in the arm-chair beside the stove, with the packet in her lap. Presently she opens the stove door, and then the packet.
 

Hedda.
[Throws one of the quires into the fire and whispers to herself.] Now I am burning your child, Thea! — Burning it, curly-locks! [Throwing one or two more quires into the stove.] Your child and Eilert Lovborg’s. [Throws the rest in.] I am burning — I am burning your child.
 






  







Act Fourth
 

The same rooms at the Tesmans’. It is evening. The drawing-room is in darkness. The back room is light by the hanging lamp over the table. The curtains over the glass door are drawn close.
 

Hedda, dressed in black, walks to and fro in the dark room. Then she goes into the back room and disappears for a moment to the left. She is heard to strike a few chords on the piano. Presently she comes in sight again, and returns to the drawing-room.
 

Berta enters from the right, through the inner room, with a lighted lamp, which she places on the table in front of the corner settee in the drawing-room. Her eyes are red with weeping, and she has black ribbons in her cap. She goes quietly and circumspectly out to the right. Hedda goes up to the glass door, lifts the curtain a little aside, and looks out into the darkness.
 

Shortly afterwards, Miss Tesman, in mourning, with a bonnet and veil on, comes in from the hall. Hedda goes towards her and holds out her hand.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, Hedda, here I am, in mourning and forlorn; for now my poor sister has at last found peace.
 

Hedda. I have heard the news already, as you see. Tesman sent me a card.
 

Miss Tesman. Yes, he promised me he would. But nevertheless I thought that to Hedda — here in the house of life — I ought myself to bring the tidings of death.
 

Hedda. That was very kind of you.
 

Miss Tesman. Ah, Rina ought not to have left us just now. This is not the time for Hedda’s house to be a house of mourning.
 

Hedda.
[Changing the subject.] She died quite peacefully, did she not, Miss Tesman?
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, her end was so calm, so beautiful. And then she had the unspeakable happiness of seeing George once more — and bidding him good-bye. — Has he not come home yet?
 

Hedda. No. He wrote that he might be detained. But won’t you sit down?
 

Miss Tesman. No thank you, my dear, dear Hedda. I should like to, but I have so much to do. I must prepare my dear one for her rest as well as I can. She shall go to her grave looking her best.
 

Hedda. Can I not help you in any way?
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, you must not think of it! Hedda Tesman must have no hand in such mournful work. Nor let her thought dwell on it either — not at this time.
 

Hedda. One is not always mistress of one’s thoughts — 
 

Miss Tesman.
[Continuing.] Ah yes, it is the way of the world. At home we shall be sewing a shroud; and here there will soon be sewing too, I suppose — but of another sort, thank God!
 

George Tesman enters by the hall door.
 

Hedda. Ah, you have come at last!
 

Tesman. You here, Aunt Julia? With Hedda? Fancy that!
 

Miss Tesman. I was just going, my dear boy. Well, have you done all you promised?
 

Tesman. No; I’m really afraid I have forgotten half of it. I must come to you again tomorrow. To-day my brain is all in a whirl. I can’t keep my thoughts together.
 

Miss Tesman. Why, my dear George, you mustn’t take it in this way.
 

Tesman. Mustn’t — ? How do you mean?
 

Miss Tesman. Even in your sorrow you must rejoice, as I do — rejoice that she is at rest.
 

Tesman. Oh yes, yes — you are thinking of Aunt Rina.
 

Hedda. You will feel lonely now, Miss Tesman.
 

Miss Tesman. Just at first, yes. But that will not last very long, I hope. I daresay I shall soon find an occupant for Rina’s little room.
 

Tesman. Indeed? Who do you think will take it? Eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, there’s always some poor invalid or other in want of nursing, unfortunately.
 

Hedda. Would you really take such a burden upon you again?
 

Miss Tesman. A burden! Heaven forgive you, child — it has been no burden to me.
 

Hedda. But suppose you had a total stranger on your hands — 
 

Miss Tesman. Oh, one soon makes friends with sick folk; and it’s such an absolute necessity for me to have some one to live for. Well, heaven be praised, there may soon be something in this house, too, to keep an old aunt busy.
 

Hedda. Oh, don’t trouble about anything here.
 

Tesman. Yes, just fancy what a nice time we three might have together, if — ?
 

Hedda. If — ?
 

Tesman.
[Uneasily.] Oh nothing. It will all come right. Let us hope so — eh?
 

Miss Tesman. Well well, I daresay you two want to talk to each other. [Smiling.] And perhaps Hedda may have something to tell you too, George. Good-bye! I must go home to Rina. [Turning at the door.] How strange it is to think that now Rina is with me and with my poor brother as well!
 

Tesman. Yes, fancy that, Aunt Julia! Eh?
 

Miss Tesman goes out by the hall door.
 

Hedda.
[Follows Tesman coldly and searchingly with her eyes.] I almost believe your Aunt Rina’s death affects you more than it does your Aunt Julia.
 

Tesman. Oh, it’s not that alone. It’s Eilert I am so terribly uneasy about.
 

Hedda.
[Quickly.] Is there anything new about him?
 

Tesman. I looked in at his rooms this afternoon, intending to tell him the manuscript was in safe keeping.
 

Hedda. Well, did you find him?
 

Tesman. No. He wasn’t at home. But afterwards I met Mrs. Elvsted, and she told me that he had been here early this morning.
 

Hedda. Yes, directly after you had gone.
 

Tesman. And he said that he had torn his manuscript to pieces — eh?
 

Hedda. Yes, so he declared.
 

Tesman. Why, good heavens, he must have been completely out of his mind! And I suppose you thought it best not to give it back to him, Hedda?
 

Hedda. No, he did not get it.
 

Tesman. But of course you told him that we had it?
 

Hedda. No. [Quickly.] Did you tell Mrs. Elvsted?
 

Tesman. No; I thought I had better not. But you ought to have told him. Fancy, if, in desperation, he should go and do himself some injury! Let me have the manuscript, Hedda! I will take it to him at once. Where is it?
 

Hedda.
[Cold and immovable, leaning on the arm-chair.] I have not got it.
 

Tesman. Have not got it? What in the world do you mean?
 

Hedda. I have burnt it — every line of it.
 

Tesman.
[With a violent movement of terror.] Burnt! Burnt Eilert’s manuscript!
 

Hedda. Don’t scream so. The servant might hear you.
 

Tesman. Burnt! Why, good God — ! No, no, no! It’s impossible!
 

Hedda. It is so, nevertheless.
 

Tesman. Do you know what you have done, Hedda? It’s unlawful appropriation of lost property. Fancy that! Just ask Judge Brack, and he’ll tell you what it is.
 

Hedda. I advise you not to speak of it — either to Judge Brack or to anyone else.
 

Tesman. But how could you do anything so unheard-of? What put it into your head? What possessed you? Answer me that — eh?
 

Hedda.
[Suppressing an almost imperceptible smile.] I did it for your sake, George.
 

Tesman. For my sake!
 

Hedda. This morning, when you told me about what he had read to you — 
 

Tesman. Yes yes — what then?
 

Hedda. You acknowledged that you envied him his work.
 

Tesman. Oh, of course I didn’t mean that literally.
 

Hedda. No matter — I could not bear the idea that any one should throw you into the shade.
 

Tesman.
[In an outburst of mingled doubt and joy.] Hedda! Oh, is this true? But — but — I never knew you show your love like that before. Fancy that!
 

Hedda. Well, I may as well tell you that — just at this time —— [Impatiently breaking off.] No, no; you can ask Aunt Julia. She well tell you, fast enough.
 

Tesman. Oh, I almost think I understand you, Hedda! [Clasps his hands together.] Great heavens! do you really mean it! Eh?
 

Hedda. Don’t shout so. The servant might hear.
 

Tesman.
[Laughing in irrepressible glee.] The servant! Why, how absurd you are, Hedda. It’s only my old Berta! Why, I’ll tell Berta myself.
 

Hedda.
[Clenching her hands together in desperation.] Oh, it is killing me, — it is killing me, all this!
 

Tesman. What is, Hedda? Eh?
 

Hedda.
[Coldly, controlling herself.] All this — absurdity — George.
 

Tesman. Absurdity! Do you see anything absurd in my being overjoyed at the news! But after all — perhaps I had better not say anything to Berta.
 

Hedda. Oh — why not that too?
 

Tesman. No, no, not yet! But I must certainly tell Aunt Julia. And then that you have begun to call me George too! Fancy that! Oh, Aunt Julia will be so happy — so happy!
 

Hedda. When she hears that I have burnt Eilert Lovborg’s manuscript — for your sake?
 

Tesman. No, by-the-bye — that affair of the manuscript — of course nobody must know about that. But that you love me so much, Hedda — Aunt Julia must really share my joy in that! I wonder, now, whether this sort of thing is usual in young wives? Eh?
 

Hedda. I think you had better ask Aunt Julia that question too.
 

Tesman. I will indeed, some time or other. [Looks uneasy and downcast again.] And yet the manuscript — the manuscript! Good God! it is terrible to think what will become of poor Eilert now.
 

Mrs. Elvsted, dressed as in the first Act, with hat and cloak, enters by the hall door.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Greets them hurriedly, and says in evident agitation.] Oh, dear Hedda, forgive my coming again.
 

Hedda. What is the matter with you, Thea?
 

Tesman. Something about Eilert Lovborg again — eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes! I am dreadfully afraid some misfortune has happened to him.
 

Hedda.
[Seized her arm.] Ah, — do you think so?
 

Tesman. Why, good Lord — what makes you think that, Mrs. Elvsted?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. I heard them talking of him at my boarding-house — just as I came in. Oh, the most incredible rumours are afloat about him today.
 

Tesman. Yes, fancy, so I heard too! And I can bear witness that he went straight home to bed last night. Fancy that!
 

Hedda. Well, what did they say at the boarding-house?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, I couldn’t make out anything clearly. Either they knew nothing definite, or else — . They stopped talking when the saw me; and I did not dare to ask.
 

Tesman.
[Moving about uneasily.] We must hope — we must hope that you misunderstood them, Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, no; I am sure it was of him they were talking. And I heard something about the hospital or — 
 

Tesman. The hospital?
 

Hedda. No — surely that cannot be!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, I was in such mortal terror! I went to his lodgings and asked for him there.
 

Hedda. You could make up your mind to that, Thea!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. What else could I do? I really could bear the suspense no longer.
 

Tesman. But you didn’t find him either — eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No. And the people knew nothing about him. He hadn’t been home since yesterday afternoon, they said.
 

Tesman. Yesterday! Fancy, how could they say that?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, I am sure something terrible must have happened to him.
 

Tesman. Hedda dear — how would it be if I were to go and make inquiries — ?
 

Hedda. No, no — don’t you mix yourself up in this affair.
 

Judge Brack, with his hat in his hand, enters by the hall door, which Berta opens, and closes behind him. He looks grave and bows in silence.
 

Tesman. Oh, is that you, my dear Judge? Eh?
 

Brack. Yes. It was imperative I should see you this evening.
 

Tesman. I can see you have heard the news about Aunt Rina?
 

Brack. Yes, that among other things.
 

Tesman. Isn’t it sad — eh?
 

Brack. Well, my dear Tesman, that depends on how you look at it.
 

Tesman.
[Looks doubtfully at him.] Has anything else happened?
 

Brack. Yes.
 

Hedda.
[In suspense.] Anything sad, Judge Brack?
 

Brack. That, too, depends on how you look at it, Mrs. Tesman.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Unable to restrain her anxiety.] Oh! it is something about Eilert Lovborg!
 

Brack.
[With a glance at her.] What makes you think that, Madam? Perhaps you have already heard something — ?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [In confusion.] No, nothing at all, but — 
 

Tesman. Oh, for heaven’s sake, tell us!
 

Brack.
[Shrugging his shoulders.] Well, I regret to say Eilert Lovborg has been taken to the hospital. He is lying at the point of death.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Shrieks.] Oh God! oh God — !
 

Tesman. To the hospital! And at the point of death!
 

Hedda.
[Involuntarily.] So soon then — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Wailing.] And we parted in anger, Hedda!
 

Hedda.
[Whispers.] Thea — Thea — be careful!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Not heeding her.] I must go to him! I must see him alive!
 

Brack. It is useless, Madam. No one will be admitted.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, at least tell me what has happened to him? What is it?
 

Tesman. You don’t mean to say that he has himself —— Eh?
 

Hedda. Yes, I am sure he has.
 

Brack.
[Keeping his eyes fixed upon her.] Unfortunately you have guessed quite correctly, Mrs. Tesman.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, how horrible!
 

Tesman. Himself, then! Fancy that!
 

Hedda. Shot himself!
 

Brack. Rightly guessed again, Mrs. Tesman.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [With an effort at self-control.] When did it happen, Mr. Brack?
 

Brack. This afternoon — between three and four.
 

Tesman. But, good Lord, where did he do it? Eh?
 

Brack.
[With some hesitation.] Where? Well — I suppose at his lodgings.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, that cannot be; for I was there between six and seven.
 

Brack. Well then, somewhere else. I don’t know exactly. I only know that he was found — . He had shot himself — in the breast.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, how terrible! That he should die like that!
 

Hedda.
[To Brack.] Was it in the breast?
 

Brack. Yes — as I told you.
 

Hedda. Not in the temple?
 

Brack. In the breast, Mrs. Tesman.
 

Hedda. Well, well — the breast is a good place, too.
 

Brack. How do you mean, Mrs. Tesman?
 

Hedda.
[Evasively.] Oh, nothing — nothing.
 

Tesman. And the wound is dangerous, you say — eh?
 

Brack. Absolutely mortal. The end has probably come by this time.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, yes, I feel it. The end! The end! Oh, Hedda — !
 

Tesman. But tell me, how have you learnt all this?
 

Brack.
[Curtly.] Through one of the police. A man I had some business with.
 

Hedda.
[In a clear voice.] At last a deed worth doing!
 

Tesman.
[Terrified.] Good heavens, Hedda! what are you saying?
 

Hedda. I say there is beauty in this.
 

Brack. H’m, Mrs. Tesman — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, Hedda, how can you talk of beauty in such an act!
 

Hedda. Eilert Lovborg has himself made up his account with life. He has had the courage to do — the one right thing.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. No, you must never think that was how it happened! It must have been in delirium that he did it.
 

Tesman. In despair!
 

Hedda. That he did not. I am certain of that.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, yes! In delirium! Just as when he tore up our manuscript.
 

Brack.
[Starting.] The manuscript? Has he torn that up?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, last night.
 

Tesman.
[Whispers softly.] Oh, Hedda, we shall never get over this.
 

Brack. H’m, very extraordinary.
 

Tesman.
[Moving about the room.] To think of Eilert going out of the world in this way! And not leaving behind him the book that would have immortalised his name — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, if only it could be put together again!
 

Tesman. Yes, if it only could! I don’t know what I would not give — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Perhaps it can, Mr. Tesman.
 

Tesman. What do you mean?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Searches in the pocket of her dress.] Look here. I have kept all the loose notes he used to dictate from.
 

Hedda.
[A step forward.] Ah — !
 

Tesman. You have kept them, Mrs. Elvsted! Eh?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, I have them here. I put them in my pocket when I left home. Here they still are — 
 

Tesman. Oh, do let me see them!
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Hands him a bundle of papers.] But they are in such disorder — all mixed up.
 

Tesman. Fancy, if we could make something out of them, after all! Perhaps if we two put our heads together — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh yes, at least let us try — 
 

Tesman. We will manage it! We must! I will dedicate my life to this task.
 

Hedda. You, George? Your life?
 

Tesman. Yes, or rather all the time I can spare. My own collections must wait in the meantime. Hedda — you understand, eh? I owe this to Eilert’s memory.
 

Hedda. Perhaps.
 

Tesman. And so, my dear Mrs. Elvsted, we will give our whole minds to it. There is no use in brooding over what can’t be undone — eh? We must try to control our grief as much as possible, and — 
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Yes, yes, Mr. Tesman, I will do the best I can.
 

Tesman. Well then, come here. I can’t rest until we have looked through the notes. Where shall we sit? Here? No, in there, in the back room. Excuse me, my dear Judge. Come with me, Mrs. Elvsted.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Oh, if only it were possible!
 

Tesman and Mrs. Elvsted go into the back room. She takes off her hat and cloak. They both sit at the table under the hanging lamp, and are soon deep in an eager examination of the papers. Hedda crosses to the stove and sits in the arm-chair. Presently Brack goes up to her.
 

Hedda.
[In a low voice.] Oh, what a sense of freedom it gives one, this act of Eilert Lovborg’s.
 

Brack. Freedom, Mrs. Hedda? Well, of course, it is a release for him — 
 

Hedda. I mean for me. It gives me a sense of freedom to know that a deed of deliberate courage is still possible in this world, — a deed of spontaneous beauty.
 

Brack.
[Smiling.] H’m — my dear Mrs. Hedda — 
 

Hedda. Oh, I know what you are going to say. For you are a kind of specialist too, like — you know!
 

Brack.
[Looking hard at her.] Eilert Lovborg was more to you than perhaps you are willing to admit to yourself. Am I wrong?
 

Hedda. I don’t answer such questions. I only know that Eilert Lovborg has had the courage to live his life after his own fashion. And then — the last great act, with its beauty! Ah! that he should have the will and the strength to turn away from the banquet of life — so early.
 

Brack. I am sorry, Mrs. Hedda, — but I fear I must dispel an amiable illusion.
 

Hedda. Illusion?
 

Brack. Which could not have lasted long in any case.
 

Hedda. What do you mean?
 

Brack. Eilert Lovborg did not shoot himself — voluntarily.
 

Hedda. Not voluntarily?
 

Brack. No. The thing did not happen exactly as I told it.
 

Hedda.
[In suspense.] Have you concealed something? What is it?
 

Brack. For poor Mrs. Elvsted’s sake I idealised the facts a little.
 

Hedda. What are the facts?
 

Brack. First, that he is already dead.
 

Hedda. At the hospital?
 

Brack. Yes — without regaining consciousness.
 

Hedda. What more have you concealed?
 

Brack. This — the event did not happen at his lodgings.
 

Hedda. Oh, that can make no difference.
 

Brack. Perhaps it may. For I must tell you — Eilert Lovborg was found shot in-in Mademoiselle Diana’s boudoir.
 

Hedda.
[Makes a motion as if to rise, but sinks back again.] That is impossible, Judge Brack! He cannot have been there again today.
 

Brack. He was there this afternoon. He went there, he said, to demand the return of something which they had taken from him. Talked wildly about a lost child — 
 

Hedda. Ah — so that is why — 
 

Brack. I thought probably he meant his manuscript; but now I hear he destroyed that himself. So I suppose it must have been his pocket-book.
 

Hedda. Yes, no doubt. And there — there he was found?
 

Brack. Yes, there. With a pistol in his breast-pocket, discharged. The ball had lodged in a vital part.
 

Hedda. In the breast — yes?
 

Brack. No — in the bowels.
 

Hedda.
[Looks up at him with an expression of loathing.] That too! Oh, what curse is it that makes everything I touch turn ludicrous and mean?
 

Brack. There is one point more, Mrs. Hedda — another disagreeable feature in the affair.
 

Hedda. And what is that?
 

Brack. The pistol he carried — 
 

Hedda.
[Breathless.] Well? What of it?
 

Brack. He must have stolen it.
 

Hedda.
[Leaps up.] Stolen it! That is not true! He did not steal it!
 

Brack. No other explanation is possible. He must have stolen it — . Hush!
 

Tesman and Mrs. Elvsted have risen from the table in the back-room, and come into the drawing-room.
 

Tesman.
[With the papers in both his hands.] Hedda, dear, it is almost impossible to see under that lamp. Think of that!
 

Hedda. Yes, I am thinking.
 

Tesman. Would you mind our sitting at you writing-table — eh?
 

Hedda. If you like. [Quickly.] No, wait! Let me clear it first!
 

Tesman. Oh, you needn’t trouble, Hedda. There is plenty of room.
 

Hedda. No no, let me clear it, I say! I will take these things in and put them on the piano. There!
 

She has drawn out an object, covered with sheet music, from under the bookcase, places several other pieces of music upon it, and carries the whole into the inner room, to the left. Tesman lays the scraps of paper on the writing-table, and moves the lamp there from the corner table. He and Mrs. Elvsted sit down and proceed with their work. Hedda returns.
 

Hedda.
[Behind Mrs. Elvsted’s chair, gently ruffling her hair.] Well, my sweet Thea, — how goes it with Eilert Lovborg’s monument?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Looks dispiritedly up at her.] Oh, it will be terribly hard to put in order.
 

Tesman. We must manage it. I am determined. And arranging other people’s papers is just the work for me.
 

Hedda goes over to the stove, and seats herself on one of the footstools. Brack stands over her, leaning on the arm-chair.
 

Hedda.
[Whispers.] What did you say about the pistol?
 

Brack.
[Softly.] That he must have stolen it.
 

Hedda. Why stolen it?
 

Brack. Because every other explanation ought to be impossible, Mrs. Hedda.
 

Hedda. Indeed?
 

Brack.
[Glances at her.] Of course Eilert Lovborg was here this morning. Was he not?
 

Hedda. Yes.
 

Brack. Were you alone with him?
 

Hedda. Part of the time.
 

Brack. Did you not leave the room whilst he was here?
 

Hedda. No.
 

Brack. Try to recollect. Were you not out of the room a moment?
 

Hedda. Yes, perhaps just a moment — out in the hall.
 

Brack. And where was you pistol-case during that time?
 

Hedda. I had it locked up in — 
 

Brack. Well, Mrs. Hedda?
 

Hedda. The case stood there on the writing-table.
 

Brack. Have you looked since, to see whether both the pistols are there?
 

Hedda. No.
 

Brack. Well, you need not. I saw the pistol found in Lovborg’s pocket, and I knew it at once as the one I had seen yesterday — and before, too.
 

Hedda. Have you it with you?
 

Brack. No; the police have it.
 

Hedda. What will the police do with it?
 

Brack. Search till they find the owner.
 

Hedda. Do you think they will succeed?
 

Brack.
[Bends over her and whispers.] No, Hedda Gabler — not so long as I say nothing.
 

Hedda.
[Looks frightened at him.] And if you do not say nothing, — what then?
 

Brack.
[Shrugs his shoulders.] There is always the possibility that the pistol was stolen.
 

Hedda.
[Firmly.] Death rather than that.
 

Brack.
[Smiling.] People say such things — but they don’t do them.
 

Hedda.
[Without replying.] And supposing the pistol was not stolen, and the owner is discovered? What then?
 

Brack. Well, Hedda — then comes the scandal!
 

Hedda. The scandal!
 

Brack. Yes, the scandal — of which you are so mortally afraid. You will, of course, be brought before the court — both you and Mademoiselle Diana. She will have to explain how the thing happened — whether it was an accidental shot or murder. Did the pistol go off as he was trying to take it out of his pocket, to threaten her with? Or did she tear the pistol out of his hand, shoot him, and push it back into his pocket? That would be quite like her; for she is an able-bodied young person, this same Mademoiselle Diana.
 

Hedda. But I have nothing to do with all this repulsive business.
 

Brack. No. But you will have to answer the question: Why did you give Eilert the pistol? And what conclusions will people draw from the fact that you did give it to him?
 

Hedda.
[Lets her head sink.] That is true. I did not think of that.
 

Brack. Well, fortunately, there is no danger, so long as I say nothing.
 

Hedda.
[Looks up at him.] So I am in your power, Judge Brack. You have me at your beck and call, from this time forward.
 

Brack.
[Whispers softly.] Dearest Hedda — believe me — I shall not abuse my advantage.
 

Hedda. I am in your power none the less. Subject to your will and your demands. A slave, a slave then! [Rises impetuously.] No, I cannot endure the thought of that! Never!
 

Brack.
[Looks half-mockingly at her.] People generally get used to the inevitable.
 

Hedda.
[Returns his look.] Yes, perhaps. [She crosses to the writing-table. Suppressing an involuntary smile, she imitates Tesman’s intonations.] Well? Are you getting on, George? Eh?
 

Tesman. Heaven knows, dear. In any case it will be the work of months.
 

Hedda.
[As before.] Fancy that! [Passes her hands softly through Mrs. Elvsted’s hair.] Doesn’t it seem strange to you, Thea? Here are you sitting with Tesman — just as you used to sit with Eilert Lovborg?
 

Mrs. Elvsted. Ah, if I could only inspire your husband in the same way!
 

Hedda. Oh, that will come too — in time.
 

Tesman. Yes, do you know, Hedda — I really think I begin to feel something of the sort. But won’t you go and sit with Brack again?
 

Hedda. Is there nothing I can do to help you two?
 

Tesman. No, nothing in the world. [Turning his head.] I trust to you to keep Hedda company, my dear Brack.
 

Brack.
[With a glance at Hedda.] With the very greatest of pleasure.
 

Hedda. Thanks. But I am tired this evening. I will go in and lie down a little on the sofa.
 

Tesman. Yes, do dear — eh?
 

Hedda goes into the back room and draws the curtains. A short pause. Suddenly she is heard playing a wild dance on the piano.
 

Mrs. Elvsted. [Starts from her chair.] Oh — what is that?
 

Tesman.
[Runs to the doorway.] Why, my dearest Hedda — don’t play dance-music to-night! Just think of Aunt Rina! And of Eilert too!
 

Hedda.
[Puts her head out between the curtains.] And of Aunt Julia. And of all the rest of them. — After this, I will be quiet. [Closes the curtains again.]
 

Tesman.
[At the writing-table.] It’s not good for her to see us at this distressing work. I’ll tell you what, Mrs. Elvsted, — you shall take the empty room at Aunt Julia’s, and then I will come over in the evenings, and we can sit and work there — eh?
 

Hedda.
[In the inner room.] I hear what you are saying, Tesman. But how am
 

I to get through the evenings out here? Tesman.
 

[Turning over the papers.] Oh, I daresay Judge Brack will be so kind as to look in now and then, even though I am out.
 

Brack.
[In the arm-chair, calls out gaily.] Every blessed evening, with all the pleasure in life, Mrs. Tesman! We shall get on capitally together, we two!
 

Hedda.
[Speaking loud and clear.] Yes, don’t you flatter yourself we will, Judge Brack? Now that you are the one cock in the basket — 
 

A shot is heard within. Tesman, mrs. Elvsted, and Brack leap to their feet.
 

Tesman. Oh, now she is playing with those pistols again.
 

He throws back the curtains and runs in, followed by Mrs. Elvsted. Hedda lies stretched on the sofa, lifeless. Confusion and cries. Berta enters in alarm from the right.
 

Tesman.
[Shrieks to Brack.] Shot herself! Shot herself in the temple! Fancy that!
 

Brack.
[Half-fainting in the arm-chair.] Good God! — people don’t do such things.
 

 
 






  

THE MASTER BUILDER


 

Translated by Edmund Gosse and William Archer
 

In July 1891, Ibsen returned to Christiania after 27 years abroad and The Master Builder was written the following year, though he was influenced by his previous experiences with 18-year-old Emilie Bardach. Bardach inspired the character Hilde Wangel, though she is presented as far more calculating and coquettishly in the play than she was most likely to have acted towards Ibsen. A friend of the playwright once wrote of Ibsen’s encounter with Bardach: “Ibsen related how he had met in the Tyrol, where she was staying with her mother, a Viennese girl of very remarkable character, who had at once made him her confidant. The gist of it was that she was not interested in the idea of marrying some decently brought-up young man; most likely she would never marry. What tempted, fascinated and delighted her was to lure other women’s husbands away from them. She was a demonic little wrecker; she often seemed to him like a little bird of prey, who would gladly have included him among her victims. He had studied her very, very closely.”

On August 9, 1892 Ibsen began work on what was to be the final version of the play, published by Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Christiania on December 12th and in Copenhagen on December 14th 1892 in an edition of 10,000 copies. The play had a mixed reception, though it received on the whole a more positive response than with the preceding plays. The first public performance of The Master Builder was a reading in Norwegian at the Theatre Royal in the Haymarket in London on December 7th 1892, five days before the play was even published, as part of William Heinemann’s strategy to secure the copyright for himself. The first professional staging of the play was on January 19, 1893 at the Lessing-Theater in Berlin, with the director Emanuel Reicher playing the title role.

The action concerns Halvard Solness, the master builder of the title, who has become the most successful builder in his home town by a fortunate series of coincidences. He had previously conceived these events and wished for them to come to pass, but never actually did anything about them. By the time his wife’s ancestral home was destroyed by a fire in a clothes cupboard, he had already imagined how he could cause such an accident and then profit from it by dividing the land on which the house stood into plots and covering it with homes for sale. Between this fortuitous occurrence and some chance misfortunes of his competitors Solness comes to believe that he has only to wish for something to happen in order for it to come about. He rationalises this as a particular gift from God, bestowed so that, through his unnatural success, he can carry out His ordained work of church building. The plot also concerns the destructive outcome of a middle-aged, professional man’s infatuation with a young and flirtatious woman.
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INTRODUCTION
 

With The Master Builder — or Master Builder Solness, as the title runs in the original — we enter upon the final stage in Ibsen’s career. “You are essentially right,” the poet wrote to Count Prozor in March 1900, “when you say that the series which closes with the Epilogue (When We Dead Awaken) began with Master Builder Solness.”

“Ibsen,” says Dr. Brahm, “wrote in Christiania all the four works which he thus seems to bracket together — Solness, Eyolf, Borkman, and When We Dead Awaken. He returned to Norway in July 1891, for a stay of indefinite length; but the restless wanderer over Europe was destined to leave his home no more.... He had not returned, however, to throw himself, as of old, into the battle of the passing day. Polemics are entirely absent from the poetry of his old age. He leaves the State and Society at peace. He who had departed as the creator of Falk [in Love’s Comedy] now, on his return, gazes into the secret places of human nature and the wonder of his own soul.”

Dr. Brahm, however, seems to be mistaken in thinking that Ibsen returned to Norway with no definite intention of settling down. Dr. Julius Elias (an excellent authority) reports that shortly before Ibsen left Munich in 1891, he remarked one day, “I must get back to the North!” “Is that a sudden impulse?” asked Elias. “Oh no,” was the reply; “I want to be a good head of a household and have my affairs in order. To that end I must consolidate may property, lay it down in good securities, and get it under control — and that one can best do where one has rights of citizenship.” Some critics will no doubt be shocked to find the poet whom they have written down an “anarchist” confessing such bourgeois motives.

After his return to Norway, Ibsen’s correspondence became very scant, and we have no letters dating from the period when he was at work on The Master Builder. On the other hand, we possess a curious lyrical prelude to the play, which he put on paper on March 16, 1892. It is said to have been his habit, before setting to work on a play, to “crystallise in a poem the mood which then possessed him;” but the following is the only one of these keynote poems which has been published. I give it in the original language, with a literal translation:

 

DE SAD DER, DE TO — 

 

De sad der, de to, i saa lunt et hus

ved host og i venterdage,

Saa braendte huset.  Alt ligger i grus.

De to faar i asken rage.

 

For nede id en er et smykke gemt, — 

et smykke, som aldrig kan braende.

Og leder de trofast, haender det nemt

at det findes af ham eller hende.

 

Men finder de end, brandlidte to,

det dyre, ildfaste smykke, — 

aldrig han finder sin braendte tro,

han aldrig sin braendte lykke.

 

THEY SAT THERE, THE TWO — 

They sat there, the two, in so cosy a house, through autumn

and winter days.  Then the house burned down.  Everything

lies in ruins.  The two must grope among the ashes.

 

For among them is hidden a jewel — a jewel that never can burn.

And if they search faithfully, it may easily happen that he

or she may find it.

 

But even should they find it, the burnt-out two — find this

precious unburnable jewel — never will she find her burnt faith,

he never his burnt happiness.

 

This is the latest piece of Ibsen’s verse that has been given to the world; but one of his earliest poems — first printed in 1858 — was also, in some sort, a prelude to The Master Builder. Of this a literal translation may suffice. It is called,

 

BUILDING-PLANS

I remember as clearly as if it had been to-day the evening

when, in the paper, I saw my first poem in print.  There I

sat in my den, and, with long-drawn puffs, I smoked and I

dreamed in blissful self-complacency.

 

“I will build a cloud-castle.  It shall shine all over the

North.  It shall have two wings: one little and one great.

The great wing shall shelter a deathless poet; the little

wing shall serve as a young girl’s bower.”

 

The plan seemed to me nobly harmonious; but as time went on

it fell into confusion.  When the master grew reasonable, the

castle turned utterly crazy; the great wing became too little,

the little wing fell to ruin.

 

Thus we see that, thirty-five years before the date of The Master Builder, Ibsen’s imagination was preoccupied with a symbol of a master building a castle in the air, and a young girl in one of its towers.

There has been some competition among the poet’s young lady friends for the honour of having served as his model for Hilda. Several, no doubt, are entitled to some share in it. One is not surprised to learn that among the papers he left behind were sheaves upon sheaves of letters from women. “All these ladies,” says Dr. Julius Elias, “demanded something of him — some cure for their agonies of soul, or for the incomprehension from which they suffered; some solution of the riddle of their nature. Almost every one of them regarded herself as a problem to which Ibsen could not but have the time and the interest to apply himself. They all thought they had a claim on the creator of Nora.... Of this chapter of his experience, Fru Ibsen spoke with ironic humour. ‘Ibsen (I have often said to him), Ibsen, keep these swarms of over-strained womenfolk at arm’s length.’ ‘Oh no (he would reply), let them alone. I want to observe them more closely.’ His observations would take a longer or shorter time as the case might be, and would always contribute to some work of art.”

The principal model for Hilda was doubtless Fraulein Emilie Bardach, of Vienna, whom he met at Gossensass in the autumn of 1889. He was then sixty-one years of age; she is said to have been seventeen. As the lady herself handed his letters to Dr. Brandes for publication, there can be no indiscretion in speaking of them freely. Some passages from them I have quoted in the introduction to Hedda Gabler — passages which show that at first the poet deliberately put aside his Gossensass impressions for use when he should stand at a greater distance from them, and meanwhile devoted himself to work in a totally different key. On October 15, 1889, he writes, in his second letter to Fraulein Bardach: “I cannot repress my summer memories, nor do I want to. I live through my experiences again and again. To transmute it all into a poem I find, in the meantime, impossible. In the meantime? Shall I succeed in doing so some time in the future? And do I really wish to succeed? In the meantime, at any rate, I do not.... And yet it must come in time.” The letters number twelve in all, and are couched in a tone of sentimental regret for the brief, bright summer days of their acquaintanceship. The keynote is struck in the inscription on the back of a photograph which he gave her before they parted: An die Maisonne eines Septemberlebens — in Tirol,(1) 27/9/89. In her album he had written the words:

Hohes, schmerzliches Gluck — 

um das Unerreichbare zu ringen!(2)

in which we may, if we like, see a foreshadowing of the Solness frame of mind. In the fifth letter of the series he refers to her as “an enigmatic Princess”; in the sixth he twice calls her “my dear Princess”; but this is the only point at which the letters quite definitely and unmistakably point forward to The Master Builder. In the ninth letter (February 6, 1890) he says: “I feel it a matter of conscience to end, or at any rate, to restrict, our correspondence.” The tenth letter, six months later, is one of kindly condolence on the death of the young lady’s father. In the eleventh (very short) note, dated December 30, 1890, he acknowledges some small gift, but says: “Please, for the present, do not write me again.... I will soon send you my new play [Hedda Gabler]. Receive it in friendship, but in silence!” This injunction she apparently obeyed. When The Master Builder appeared, it would seem that Ibsen did not even send her a copy of the play; and we gather that he was rather annoyed when she sent him a photograph signed “Princess of Orangia.” On his seventieth birthday, however, she telegraphed her congratulations, to which he returned a very cordial reply. And here their relations ended.

That she was right, however, in regarding herself as his principal model for Hilda appears from an anecdote related by Dr. Elias.(3) It is not an altogether pleasing anecdote, but Dr. Elias is an unexceptionable witness, and it can by no means be omitted from an examination into the origins of The Master Builder. Ibsen had come to Berlin in February 1891 for the first performance of Hedda Gabler. Such experiences were always a trial to him, and he felt greatly relieved when they were over. Packing, too, he detested; and Elias having helped him through this terrible ordeal, the two sat down to lunch together, while awaiting the train. An expansive mood descended upon Ibsen, and chuckling over his champagne glass, he said: “Do you know, my next play is already hovering before me — of course in vague outline. But of one thing I have got firm hold. An experience: a woman’s figure. Very interesting, very interesting indeed. Again a spice of the devilry in it.” Then he related how he had met in the Tyrol a Viennese girl of very remarkable character. She had at once made him her confidant. The gist of her confessions was that she did not care a bit about one day marrying a well brought-up young man — most likely she would never marry. What tempted and charmed and delighted her was to lure other women’s husbands away from them. She was a little daemonic wrecker; she often appeared to him like a little bird of prey, that would fain have made him, too, her booty. He had studied her very, very closely. For the rest, she had had no great success with him. “She did not get hold of me, but I got hold of her — for my play. Then I fancy” (here he chuckled again) “she consoled herself with some one else.” Love seemed to mean for her only a sort of morbid imagination. This, however, was only one side of her nature. His little model had had a great deal of heart and of womanly understanding; and thanks to the spontaneous power she could gain over him, every woman might, if she wished it, guide some man towards the good. “Thus Ibsen spoke,” says Elias, “calmly and coolly, gazing as it were into the far distance, like an artist taking an objective view of some experience — like Lubek speaking of his soul-thefts. He had stolen a soul, and put it to a double employment. Thea Elvsted and Hilda Wangel are intimately related — are, indeed only different expressions of the same nature.” If Ibsen actually declared Thea and Hilda to be drawn from one model, we must of course take his word for it; but the relationship is hard to discern.

There can be no reasonable doubt, then, that the Gossensass episode gave the primary impulse to The Master Builder. But it seems pretty well established, too, that another lady, whom he met in Christiania after his return in 1891, also contributed largely to the character of Hilda. This may have been the reason why he resented Fraulein Bardach’s appropriating to herself the title of “Princess of Orangia.”

The play was published in the middle of December 1892. It was acted both in Germany and England before it was seen in the Scandinavian capitals. Its first performance took place at the Lessing Theatre, Berlin, January 19, 1893, with Emanuel Reicher as Solness and Frl. Reisenhofer as Hilda. In London it was first performed at the Trafalgar Square Theatre (now the Duke of York’s) on February 20, 1893, under the direction of Mr. Herbert Waring and Miss Elizabeth Robins, who played Solness and Hilda. This was one of the most brilliant and successful of English Ibsen productions. Miss Robins was almost an ideal Hilda, and Mr. Waring’s Solness was exceedingly able. Some thirty performances were give in all, and the play was reproduced at the Opera Comique later in the season, with Mr. Lewis Waller as Solness. In the following year Miss Robins acted Hilda in Manchester. In Christiania and Copenhagen the play was produced on the same evening, March 8, 1893; the Copenhagen Solness and Hilda were Emil Poulsen and Fru Hennings. A Swedish production, by Lindberg, soon followed, both in Stockholm and Gothenburg. In Paris Solness le constructeur was not seen until April 3, 1894, when it was produced by “L’OEuvre” with M. Lugne-Poe as Solness. The company, sometimes with Mme. Suzanne Despres and sometimes with Mme. Berthe Bady as Hilda, in 1894 and 1895 presented the play in London, Brussels, Amsterdam, Milan, and other cities. In October 1894 they visited Christiania, where Ibsen was present at one of their performances, and is reported by Herman Bang to have been so enraptured with it that he exclaimed, “This is the resurrection of my play!” On this occasion Mme. Bady was the Hilda. The first performance of the play in America took place at the Carnegie Lyceum, New York, on January 16, 1900, with Mr. William H. Pascoe as Solness and Miss Florence Kahn as Hilda. The performance was repeated in the course of the same month, both at Washington and Boston.

In England, and probably elsewhere as well, The Master Builder produced a curious double effect. It alienated many of the poet’s staunchest admirers, and it powerfully attracted many people who had hitherto been hostile to him. Looking back, it is easy to see why this should have been so; for here was certainly a new thing in drama, which could not but set up many novel reactions. A greater contrast could scarcely be imagined than that between the hard, cold, precise outlines of Hedda Gabler and the vague mysterious atmosphere of The Master Builder, in which, though the dialogue is sternly restrained within the limits of prose, the art of drama seems for ever on the point of floating away to blend with the art of music. Substantially, the play is one long dialogue between Solness and Hilda; and it would be quite possible to analyse this dialogue in terms of music, noting (for example) the announcement first of this theme and then of that, the resumption and reinforcement of a theme which seemed to have been dropped, the contrapuntal interweaving of two or more motives, a scherzo here, a fugal passage there. Leaving this exercise to some one more skilled in music (or less unskilled) than myself, I may note that in The Master Builder Ibsen resumes his favourite retrospective method, from which in Hedda Gabler he had in great measure departed. But the retrospect with which we are here concerned is purely psychological. The external events involved in it are few and simple in comparison with the external events which are successively unveiled in retrospective passages of The Wild Duck or Rosmersholm. The matter of the play is the soul-history of Halvard Solness, recounted to an impassioned listener — so impassioned, indeed, that the soul-changes it begets in her form an absorbing and thrilling drama. The graduations, retardations, accelerations of Solness’s self-revealment are managed with the subtlest art, so as to keep the interest of the spectator ever on the stretch. The technical method was not new; it was simply that which Ibsen had been perfecting from Pillars of Society onward; but it was applied to a subject of a nature not only new to him, but new to literature.

That the play is full of symbolism it would be futile to deny; and the symbolism is mainly autobiographic. The churches which Solness sets out building doubtless represent Ibsen’s early romantic plays, the “homes for human beings” his social drama; while the houses with high towers, merging into “castles in the air,” stand for those spiritual dramas, with a wide outlook over the metaphysical environment of humanity, on which he was henceforth to be engaged. Perhaps it is not altogether fanciful to read a personal reference into Solness’s refusal to call himself an architect, on the ground that his training has not been systematic — that he is a self-taught man. Ibsen too was in all essentials self-taught; his philosophy was entirely unsystematic; and, like Solness, he was no student of books. There may be an introspective note also in that dread of the younger generation to which Solness confesses. It is certain that the old Master-Builder was not lavish of his certificates of competence to young aspirants, though there is nothing to show that his reticence ever depressed or quenched any rising genius.

On the whole, then, it cannot be doubted that several symbolic motives are inwoven into the iridescent fabric of the play. But it is a great mistake to regard it as essentially and inseparably a piece of symbolism. Essentially it is a history of a sickly conscience, worked out in terms of pure psychology. Or rather, it is a study of a sickly and a robust conscience side by side. “The conscience is very conservative,” Ibsen has somewhere said; and here Solness’s conservatism is contrasted with Hilda’s radicalism — or rather would-be radicalism, for we are led to suspect, towards the close, that the radical too is a conservative in spite or herself. The fact that Solness cannot climb as high as he builds implies, I take it, that he cannot act as freely as he thinks, or as Hilda would goad him into thinking. At such an altitude his conscience would turn dizzy, and life would become impossible to him. But here I am straying back to the interpretation of symbols. My present purpose is to insist that there is nothing in the play which has no meaning on the natural-psychological plane, and absolutely requires a symbolic interpretation to make it comprehensible. The symbols are harmonic undertones; the psychological melody is clear and consistent without any reference to them.(4) It is true that, in order to accept the action on what we may call the realistic level, we must suppose Solness to possess and to exercise, sometimes unconsciously, a considerable measure of hypnotic power. But time is surely past when we could reckon hypnotism among “supernatural” phenomena. Whether the particular forms of hypnotic influence attributed to Solness do actually exist is a question we need not determine. The poet does not demand our absolute credence, as though he were giving evidence in the witness-box. What he requires is our imaginative acceptance of certain incidents which he purposely leaves hovering on the border between the natural and the preternatural, the explained and the unexplained. In this play, as in The Lady from the Sea and Little Eyolf, he shows a delicacy of art in his dalliance with the occult which irresistibly recalls the exquisite genius of Nathaniel Hawthorne.(5)

The critics who insist on finding nothing but symbolism in the play have fastened on Mrs. Solness’s “nine lovely dolls,” and provided the most amazing interpretations for them. A letter which I contributed in 1893 to the Westminster Gazette records an incident which throws a curious light on the subject and may be worth preserving. “At a recent first night,” I wrote, “I happened to be seated just behind a well-known critic. He turned round to me and said, ‘I want you to tell me what is YOUR theory of those “nine lovely dolls.” Of course one can see that they are entirely symbolical.’ ‘I am not so sure of that,’ I replied, remembering a Norwegian cousin of my own who treasured a favourite doll until she was nearer thirty than twenty. ‘They of course symbolise the unsatisfied passion of motherhood in Mrs. Solness’s heart, but I have very little doubt that Ibsen makes use of this “symbol” because he has observed a similar case, or cases, in real life.’ ‘What!’ cried the critic. ‘He has seen a grown-up, a middle-aged woman continuing to “live with” her dolls!’ I was about to say that it did not seem to me so very improbable, when a lady who was seated next me, a total stranger to both of us, leant forward and said, ‘Excuse my interrupting you, but it may perhaps interest you to know that I HAVE THREE DOLLS TO WHICH I AM DEEPLY ATTACHED!’ I will not be so rude as to conjecture this lady’s age, but we may be sure that a very young woman would not have had the courage to make such an avowal. Does it not seem that Ibsen knows a thing or two about human nature — English as well as Norwegian — which we dramatic critics, though bound by our calling to be subtle psychologists, have not yet fathomed?” In the course of the correspondence which followed, one very apposite anecdote was quoted from an American paper, the Argonaut: “An old Virginia lady said to a friend, on finding a treasured old cup cracked by a careless maid, ‘I know of nothing to compare with the affliction of losing a handsome piece of old china.’ ‘Surely,’ said the friend, ‘it is not so bad as losing one’s children.’ ‘Yes, it is,’ replied the old lady, ‘for when your children die, you do have the consolations of religion, you know.’”

It would be a paradox to call The Master Builder Ibsen’s greatest work, but one of his three or four greatest it assuredly is. Of all his writings, it is probably the most original, the most individual, the most unlike any other drama by any other writer. The form of Brand and Peer Gynt was doubtless suggested by other dramatic poems — notably by Faust. In The Wild Duck, in Rosmersholm, in Hedda Gabler, even in Little Eyolf and John Gabriel Borkman, there remain faint traces of the French leaven which is so strong in the earlier plays. But The Master Builder had no model and has no parallel. It shows no slightest vestige of outside influence. It is Ibsen, and nothing but Ibsen.






  








CHARACTERS.
 

HALVARD SOLNESS, Master Builder.

ALINE SOLNESS, his wife.

DOCTOR HERDAL, physician.

KNUT BROVIK, formerly an architect, now in SOLNESS’S employment.

RAGNAR BROVIK, his son, draughtsman.

KAIA BROVIK, his niece, book-keeper.

MISS HILDA WANGEL.

Some Ladies.

A Crowd in the street.

 

SCENE: The action passes in and about SOLNESS’S house.






  








ACT FIRST.
 

A plainly-furnished work-room in the house of HALVARD SOLNESS. Folding doors on the left lead out to the hall.  On the right is the door leading to the inner rooms of the house.  At the back is an open door into the draughtsmen’s office.  In front, on the left, a desk with books, papers and writing materials. Further back than the folding door, a stove.  In the right- hand corner, a sofa, a table, and one or two chairs.  On the table a water-bottle and glass.  A smaller table, with a rocking-chair and arm-chair, in front on the right.  Lighted lamps, with shades, on the table in the draughtmen’s office, on the table in the corner, and on the desk.
 

In the draughtsmen’s office sit KNUT BROVIK and his son RAGNAR, occupied with plans and calculations.  At the desk in the outer office stands KAIA FOSLI, writing in the ledger.  KNUT BROVICK is a spare old man with white hair and beard.  He wears a rather threadbare but well-brushed black coat, with spectacles, and a somewhat discoloured white neckcloth.  RAGNAR BROVIK is a well-dressed, light-haired man in his thirties, with a slight stoop.  KAIA FOSLI is a slightly built girl, a little over twenty, carefully dressed, and delicate-looking.  She has a green shade over her eyes. — All three go on working for some time in silence.
 

KNUT BROVIK. [Rises suddenly, as if in distress, from the table; breathes heavily and laboriously as he comes forward into the doorway.] No, I can’t bear it much longer!
 

KAIA. [Going up to him.] You are feeling very ill this evening, are you not, Uncle?
 

BROVIK. Oh, I seem to get worse every day.
 

RAGNAR. [Has risen and advances.] You ought to go home, father. Try to get a little sleep — 
 

BROVIK. [Impatiently.] Go to bed, I suppose? Would you have me stifled outright?
 

KAIA. Then take a little walk.
 

RAGNAR. Yes, do. I will come with you.
 

BROVIK. [With warmth.] I will not go till he comes! I and determined to have it out this evening with — [in a tone of suppressed bitterness] — with him — with the chief.
 

KAIA. [Anxiously.] Oh no, uncle, — do wait awhile before doing that!
 

RAGNAR. Yes, better wait, father!
 

BROVIK. [Draws is breath laboriously.] Ha — ha — ! I haven’t much time for waiting.
 

KAIA. [Listening.] Hush! I hear him on the stairs.
 

[All three go back to their work.  A short silence. HALVARD SOLNESS comes in through the hall door.  He is a man no longer young, but healthy and vigorous, with close-cut curly hair, dark moustache and dark thick eyebrows.  He wears a greyish-green buttoned jacket with an upstanding collar and broad lapels.  On his head he wears a soft grey felt hat, and he has one or two light portfolios under his arm.
 

SOLNESS. [Near the door, points towards the draughtsmen’s office, and asks in a whisper:] Are they gone?
 

KAIA. [Softly, shaking her] No.
 

[She takes the shade off her eyes.  SOLNESS crosses the room, throws his hat on a chair, places the portfolios on the table by the sofa, and approaches the desk again.  KAIA goes on writing without intermission, but seems nervous and uneasy.
 

SOLNESS. [Aloud.] What is that you are entering, Miss Fosli?
 

KAIA. [Starts.] Oh, it is only something that — 
 

SOLNESS. Let me look at it, Miss Fosli. [Bends over her, pretends to be looking into the ledger, and whispers:] Kaia!
 

KAIA. [Softly, still writing.] Well?
 

SOLNESS. Why do you always take that shade off when I come?
 

KAIA. [As before.] I look so ugly with it on.
 

SOLNESS. [Smiling.] Then you don’t like to look ugly, Kaia?
 

KAIA. [Half glancing up at him.] Not for all the world. Not in your eyes.
 

SOLNESS. [Strokes her hair gently.] Poor, poor little Kaia — 
 

KAIA. [Bending her head.] Hush — they can hear you!
 

[SOLNESS strolls across the room to the right, turns and pauses at the door of the draughtsmen’s office.
 

SOLNESS. Has any one been here for me?
 

RAGNAR. [Rising.] Yes, the young couple who want a villa built, out at Lovstrand.
 

SOLNESS. [Growling.] Oh, those two! They must wait. I am not quite clear about the plans yet.
 

RAGNAR. [Advancing, with some hesitation.] They were very anxious to have the drawings at once.
 

SOLNESS. [As before.] Yes, of course — so they all are.
 

BROVIK. [Looks up.] They say they are longing so to get into a house of their own.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, yes — we know all that! And so they are content to take whatever is offered them. They get a — a roof over their heads — an address — but nothing to call a home. No thank you! In that case, let them apply to somebody else. Tell them that, the next time they call.
 

BROVIK. [Pushes his glasses up on to his forehead and looks in astonishment at him.] To somebody else? Are you prepared to give up the commission?
 

SOLNESS. [Impatiently.] Yes, yes, yes, devil take it! If that is to be the way of it — . Rather that, than build away at random. [Vehemently.] Besides, I know very little about these people as yet.
 

BROVIK. The people are safe enough. Ragnar knows them. He is a friend of the family.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, safe — safe enough! That is not at all what I mean. Good lord — don’t you understand me either? [Angrily.] I won’t have anything to do with these strangers. They may apply to whom they please, so far as I am concerned.
 

BROVIK. [Rising.] Do you really mean that?
 

SOLNESS. [Sulkily.] Yes I do. — For once in a way. [He comes forward.
 

[BROVIK exchanges a glance with RAGNAR, who makes a warning gesture.  Then BROVIK comes into the front room.
 

BROVIK. May I have a few words with you?
 

SOLNESS. Certainly.
 

BROVIK. [To KAIA.] Just go in there for moment, Kaia.
 

KAIA. [Uneasily.] Oh, but uncle — 
 

BROVIK. Do as I say, child. And shut the door after you.
 

[KAIA goes reluctantly into the draughtsmen’s office, glances anxiously and imploringly at SOLNESS, and shuts the door.
 

BROVIK. [Lowering his voice a little.] I don’t want the poor children to know how I am.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you have been looking very poorly of late.
 

BROVIK. It will soon be all over with me. My strength is ebbing — from day to day.
 

SOLNESS. Won’t you sit down?
 

BROVIK. Thanks — may I?
 

SOLNESS. [Placing the arm-chair more conveniently.] Here — take this chair. — And now?
 

BROVIK. [Has seated himself with difficulty.] Well, you see, it’s about Ragnar. That is what weighs most upon me. What is to become of him?
 

SOLNESS. Of course your son will stay with me as long as ever he likes.
 

BROVIK. But that is just what he does not like. He feels that he cannot stay here any longer.
 

SOLNESS. Why, I should say he was very well off here. But if he wants more money, I should not mind — 
 

BROVIK. No, no! It is not that. [Impatiently.] But sooner or later he, too, must have a chance of doing something on his own account.
 

SOLNESS. [Without looking at him.] Do you think that Ragnar has quite talent enough to stand alone?
 

BROVIK. No, that is just the heartbreaking part of it — I have begun to have my doubts about the boy. For you have never said so much as — as one encouraging word about him. And yet I cannot but think there must be something in him — he can’t be without talent.
 

SOLNESS. Well, but he has learnt nothing — nothing thoroughly, I mean. Except, of course, to draw.
 

BROVIK. [Looks at him with covert hatred, and says hoarsely.] You had learned little enough of the business when you were in my employment. But that did not prevent you from setting to work — [breathing with difficulty] — and pushing your way up, and taking the wind out of my sails — mine, and so may other people’s.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you see — circumstances favoured me.
 

BROVIK. You are right there. Everything favoured you. But then how can you have the heart to let me go to my grave — without having seen what Ragnar is fit for? And of course I am anxious to see them married, too — before I go.
 

SOLNESS. [Sharply.] Is it she who wishes it?
 

BROVIK. Not Kaia so much as Ragnar — he talks about it every day. [Appealingly.] You must help him to get some independent work now! I must see something that the lad has done. Do you hear?
 

SOLNESS. [Peevishly.] Hang it, man, you can’t expect me to drag commissions down from the moon for him!
 

BROVIK. He has the chance of a capital commission at this very moment. A big bit of work.
 

SOLNESS. [Uneasily, startled.] Has he?
 

BROVIK. I you would give your consent.
 

SOLNESS. What sort of work do you mean?
 

BROVIK. [With some hesitation.] He can have the building of that villa out at Lovstrand.
 

SOLNESS. That! Why I am going to build that myself.
 

BROVIK. Oh you don’t much care about doing it.
 

SOLNESS. [Flaring up.] Don’t care! Who dares to say that?
 

BROVIK. You said so yourself just now.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, never mind what I say. — Would they give Ragnar the building of that villa?
 

BROVIK. Yes. You see, he knows the family. And then — just for the fun of the thing — he has made drawings and estimates and so forth — 
 

SOLNESS. Are they pleased with the drawings? The people who will have to live in the house?
 

BROVIK. Yes. If you would only look through them and approve of them — 
 

SOLNESS. Then they would let Ragnar build their home for them?
 

BROVIK. They were immensely pleased with his idea. They thought it exceedingly original, they said.
 

SOLNESS. Oho! Original! Not the old-fashioned stuff that I am in the habit of turning out!
 

BROVIK. It seemed to them different.
 

SOLNESS. [With suppressed irritation.] So it was to see Ragnar that they came here — whilst I was out!
 

BROVIK. They came to call upon you — and at the same time to ask whether you would mind retiring — 
 

SOLNESS. [Angrily.] Retire? I?
 

BROVIK. In case you thought that Ragnar’s drawings — 
 

SOLNESS. I! Retire in favour of your son!
 

BROVIK. Retire from the agreement, they meant.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, it comes to the same thing. [Laughs angrily.] So that is it, is it? Halvard Solness is to see about retiring now! To make room for younger men! For the very youngest, perhaps! He must make room! Room! Room!
 

BROVIK. Why, good heavens! there is surely room for more than one single man — 
 

SOLNESS. Oh, there’s not so very much room to spare either. But, be that as it may — I will never retire! I will never give way to anybody! Never of my own free will. Never in this world will I do that!
 

BROVIK. [Rise with difficulty.] Then I am to pass out of life without any certainty? Without a gleam of happiness? Without any faith or trust in Ragnar? Without having seen a single piece of work of his doing? Is that to be the way of it?
 

SOLNESS. [Turns half aside, and mutters.] H’m — don’t ask more just now.
 

BROVIK. I must have an answer to this one question. Am I to pass out of life in such utter poverty?
 

SOLNESS. [Seems to struggle with himself; finally he says, in a low but firm voice:] You must pass out of life as best you can.
 

BROVIK. Then be it so. [He goes up the room.
 

SOLNESS. [Following him, half is desperation.] Don’t you understand that I cannot help it? I am what I am, and I cannot change my nature!
 

BROVIK. No; I suppose that you can’t. [Reels and supports himself against the sofa-table.] May I have a glass of water?
 

SOLNESS. By all means. [Fills a glass and hands it to him.
 

BROVIK. Thanks. [Drinks and puts the glass down again.
 

[SOLNESS goes up and opens the door of the draughtsmen’s office.
 

SOLNESS. Ragnar — you must come and take your father home. Ragnar rises quickly.  He and KAIA come into the work-room.
 

RAGNAR. What is the matter, father?
 

BROVIK. Give me your arm. Now let us go.
 

RAGNAR. Very well. You had better put your things on, too, Kaia.
 

SOLNESS. Miss Fosli must stay — just for a moment. There is a letter I want written.
 

BROVIK. [Looks at SOLNESS.] Good night. Sleep well — if you can.
 

SOLNESS. Good night.
 

[BROVIK and RAGNAR go out by the hall-door.  KAIA goes to the desk.  SOLNESS stands with bent head, to the right, by the arm-chair.
 

KAIA. [Dubiously.] Is there any letter?
 

SOLNESS. [Curtly.] No, of course not. [Looks sternly at her.] Kaia!
 

KAIA. [Anxiously, in a low voice.] Yes!
 

SOLNESS. [Points imperatively to a spot on the floor.] Come here! At once!
 

KAIA. [Hesitatingly.] Yes.
 

SOLNESS. [As before.] Nearer!
 

KAIA. [Obeying.] What do you want with me?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks at her for a while.] Is it you I have to thank for all this?
 

KAIA. No, no, don’t think that!
 

SOLNESS. But confess now — you want to get married!
 

KAIA. [Softly.] Ragnar and I have been engaged for four or five years, and so — 
 

SOLNESS. And so you think it time there were an end of it. Is not that so?
 

KAIA. Ragnar and Uncle say I must. So I suppose I shall have to give in.
 

SOLNESS. [More gently.] Kaia, don’t you really care a little bit for Ragnar, too?
 

KAIA. I cared very much for Ragnar once — before I came here to you.
 

SOLNESS. But you don’t now? Not in the least?
 

KAIA. [Passionately, clasping hands and holding them out towards him.] Oh, you know very well there is only one person I care for now! I shall never care for any one else.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you say that. And yet you go away from me — leave me alone here with everything on my hands.
 

KAIA. But could I not stay with you, even if Ragnar — ?
 

SOLNESS. [Repudiating the idea.] No, no, that is quite impossible. If Ragnar leaves me and starts work on his own account, then of course he will need you himself.
 

KAIA. [Wringing her hands.] Oh, I feel as if I could not be separated from you! It’s quite, quite impossible!
 

SOLNESS. Then be sure you get those foolish notions out of Ragnar’s head. Marry him as much as you please — [Alters his tone.] I mean — don’t let him throw up his good situation with me. For then I can keep you too, my dear Kaia.
 

KAIA. Oh yes, how lovely that would be, if it could only be managed!
 

SOLNESS. [Clasps her head with his two hands and whispers.] For I cannot get on without you, you see. I must have you with me every single day.
 

KAIA. [In nervous exaltation.] My God! My God!
 

SOLNESS. [Kisses her hair.] Kaia — Kaia!
 

KAIA. [Sinks down before him.] Oh, how good you are to me! How unspeakably good you are!
 

SOLNESS. [Vehemently.] Get up! For goodness’ sake get up! I think I hear some one.
 

[He helps her to rise.  She staggers over to the desk. MRS. SOLNESS enters by the door on the right.  She looks thin and wasted with grief, but shows traces of bygone beauty. Blonde ringlets.  Dressed with good taste, wholly in black. Speaks some-what slowly and in a plaintive voice.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [In the doorway.] Halvard!
 

SOLNESS. [Turns.] Oh, are you there, my dear — ?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [With a glance at KAIA.] I am afraid I am disturbing you.
 

SOLNESS. Not in the least. Miss Fosli has only a short letter to write.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, so I see.
 

SOLNESS. What do you want with me, Aline?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I merely wanted to tell you that Dr. Herdal is in the drawing-room. Won’t you come and see him, Halvard?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks suspiciously at her.]. H’m — is the doctor so very anxious to see me?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Well, not exactly anxious. He really came to see me; but he would like to say how-do-you-do to you at the same time.
 

SOLNESS. [Laughs to himself.] Yes, I daresay. Well, you must ask him to wait a little.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Then you will come in presently?
 

SOLNESS. Perhaps I will. Presently, presently, dear. In a little while.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Glancing again at KAIA.] Well now, don’t forget, Halvard.
 

[Withdraws and closes the door behind her.
 

KAIA. [Softly.] Oh dear, oh dear — I am sure Mrs. Solness thinks ill of me in some way!
 

SOLNESS. Oh, not in the least. Not more than usual at any rate. But all the same, you had better go now, Kaia.
 

KAIA. Yes, yes, now I must go.
 

SOLNESS. [Severely.] And mind you get that matter settled for me. Do you hear?
 

KAIA. Oh, if it only depended on me — 
 

SOLNESS. I will have it settled, I say! And to-morrow too — not a day later!
 

KAIA. [Terrified.] If there’s nothing else for it, I am quite willing to break off the engagement.
 

SOLNESS. [Angrily.] Break it off. Are you mad? Would you think of breaking it off?
 

KAIA. [Distracted.] Yes, if necessary. For I must — I must stay here with you! I can’t leave you! That is utterly — utterly impossible!
 

SOLNESS. [With a sudden outburst.] But deuce take it — how about Ragnar then! It’s Ragnar that I — 
 

KAIA. [Looks at him with terrified eyes.] It is chiefly on Ragnar’s account, that — that you — ?
 

SOLNESS. [Collecting himself.] No, no, of course not! You don’t understand me either. [Gently and softly.] Of course it is you I want to keep. — you above everything, Kaia. But for that very reason, you must prevent Ragnar, too, from throwing up his situation. There, there, — now go home.
 

KAIA. Yes, yes — good-night, then.
 

SOLNESS. Good night. [As she is going.] Oh, stop a moment! Are Ragnar’s drawings in there?
 

KAIA. I did not see him take them with him.
 

SOLNESS. Then just go and find them for me. I might perhaps glance over them, after all.
 

KAIA. [Happy.] Oh yes, please do!
 

SOLNESS. For your sake, Kaia dear. Now, let me have them at once, please.
 

[KAIA hurries into the draughtsmen’s office, searches anxiously in the table-drawer, finds a portfolio and brings it with her.
 

KAIA. Here are all the drawings.
 

SOLNESS. Good. Put them down there on the table.
 

KAIA. [Putting down the portfolio.] Good night, then. [Beseechingly.] And please, please think kindly of me.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, that I always do. Good-night, my dear little Kaia. [Glances to the right.] Go, go now! MRS. SOLNESS and DR. HERDAL enter by the door on the right. He is a stoutish, elderly man, with a round, good-humoured face, clean shaven, with thin, light hair, and gold spectacles.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Still in the doorway.] Halvard, I cannot keep the doctor any longer.
 

SOLNESS. Well then, come in here.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [To KAIA, who is turning down the desk-lamp.] Have you finished the letter already, Miss Fosli?
 

KAIA. [In confusion.] The letter — ?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, it was quite a short one.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. It must have been very short.
 

SOLNESS. You may go now, Miss Fosli. And please come in good time to-morrow morning.
 

KAIA. I will be sure to. Good-night, Mrs. Solness.
 

[She goes out by the hall door.
 

SOLNESS. Are you in a hurry, doctor?
 

DR. HERDAL. No, not at all.
 

SOLNESS. May I have a little chat with you?
 

DR. HERDAL. With the greatest of pleasure.
 

SOLNESS. Then let us sit down. [He motions the doctor to take the rocking-chair, and sits down himself in the arm-chair. Looks searchingly at him.] Tell me — did you notice anything odd about Aline?
 

DR. HERDAL. Do you mean just now, when she was here?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, in her manner to me. Did you notice anything?
 

DR. HERDAL. [Smiling.] Well, I admit — one couldn’t well avoid noticing that your wife — h’m — 
 

DR. HERDAL. — that your wife is not particularly fond of this Miss Fosli.
 

SOLNESS. Is that all? I have noticed that myself.
 

DR. HERDAL. And I must say I am scarcely surprised at it.
 

SOLNESS. At what?
 

DR. HERDAL. That she should not exactly approve of your seeing so much of another woman, all day and every day.
 

SOLNESS. No, no, I suppose you are right there — and Aline too. But it’s impossible to make any change.
 

DR. HERDAL. Could you not engage a clerk?
 

SOLNESS. The first man that came to hand? No, thank you — that would never do for me.
 

DR. HERDAL. But now, if your wife — ? Suppose, with her delicate health, all this tries her too much?
 

SOLNESS. Even then — I might almost say — it can make no difference. I must keep Kaia Fosli. No one else could fill her place.
 

DR. HERDAL. No one else?
 

SOLNESS. [Curtly.] No, no one.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Drawing his chair closer.] Now listen to me, my dear Mr. Solness. May I ask you a question, quite between ourselves?
 

SOLNESS. By all means.
 

DR. HERDAL. Women, you see — in certain matters, they have a deucedly keen intuition — 
 

SOLNESS. They have, indeed. There is not the least doubt of that. But — ?
 

DR. HERDAL. Well, tell me now — if your wife can’t endure this Kaia Fosli — ?
 

SOLNESS. Well, what then?
 

DR. HERDAL. — may she not have just — just the least little bit of reason for this instinctive dislike?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks at him and rises.] Oho!
 

DR. HERDAL. Now don’t be offended — but hasn’t she?
 

SOLNESS. [With curt decision.] No.
 

DR. HERDAL. No reason of any sort?
 

SOLNESS. No other than her own suspicious nature.
 

DR. HERDAL. I know you have known a good many women in your time.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I have.
 

DR. HERDAL. And have been a good deal taken with some of them, too.
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes, I don’t deny it.
 

DR. HERDAL. But as regards Miss Fosli, then? There is nothing of that sort in this case?
 

SOLNESS. No; nothing at all — on my side.
 

DR. HERDAL. But on her side?
 

SOLNESS. I don’t think you have any right to ask that question, doctor.
 

DR. HERDAL. Well, you know, we were discussing your wife’s intuition.
 

SOLNESS. So we were. And for that matter — [lowers his voice] — Aline’s intuition, as you call it — in a certain sense, it has not been so far astray.
 

DR. HERDAL. Aha! there we have it!
 

SOLNESS. [Sits down.] Doctor Herdal — I am going to tell you a strange story — if you care to listen to it.
 

DR. HERDAL. I like listening to strange stories.
 

SOLNESS. Very well then. I daresay you recollect that I took Knut Brovik and his son into my employment — after the old man’s business had gone to the dogs.
 

DR. HERDAL. Yes, so I have understood.
 

SOLNESS. You see, they really are clever fellows, these two. Each of them has talent in his own way. But then the son took it into his head to get engaged; and the next thing, of course, was that he wanted to get married — and begin to build on his own account. That is the way with all these young people.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Laughing.] Yes, they have a bad habit of wanting to marry.
 

SOLNESS. Just so. But of course that did not suit my plans; for I needed Ragnar myself — and the old man too. He is exceedingly good at calculating bearing strains and cubic contents — and all that sort of devilry, you know.
 

DR. HERDAL. Oh yes, no doubt that’s indispensable.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, it is. But Ragnar was absolutely bent on setting to work for himself. He would hear of nothing else.
 

DR. HERDAL. But he has stayed with you all the same.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I’ll tell you how that came about. One day this girl, Kaia Fosli, came to see them on some errand or other. She had never been here before. And when I saw how utterly infatuated they were with each other, the thought occurred to me: if I cold only get her into the office here, then perhaps Ragnar too would stay where he is.
 

DR. HERDAL. That was not at all a bad idea.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, but at the time I did not breathe a word of what was in my mind. I merely stood and looked at her — and kept on wishing intently that I could have her here. Then I talked to her a little, in a friendly way — about one thing and another. And then she went away.
 

DR. HERDAL. Well?
 

SOLNESS. Well then, next day, pretty late in the evening, when old Brovik and Ragnar had gone home, she came here again, and behaved as if I had made an arrangement with her.
 

DR. HERDAL. An arrangement? What about?
 

SOLNESS. About the very thing my mind had been fixed on. But I hadn’t said one single word about it.
 

DR. HERDAL. That was most extraordinary.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, was it not? And now she wanted to know what she was to do here — whether she could begin the very next morning, and so forth.
 

DR. HERDAL. Don’t you think she did it in order to be with her sweetheart?
 

SOLNESS. That was what occurred to me at first. But no, that was not it. She seemed to drift quite away from him — when once she had come here to me.
 

DR. HERDAL. She drifted over to you, then?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, entirely. If I happen to look at her when her back is turned, I can tell that she feels it. She quivers and trembles the moment I come near her. What do you think of that?
 

DR. HERDAL. H’m — that’s not very hard to explain.
 

SOLNESS. Well, but what about the other thing? That she believed I had said to her what I had only wished and willed — silently — inwardly — to myself? What do you say to that? Can you explain that, Dr. Herdal?
 

DR. HERDAL. No, I won’t undertake to do that.
 

SOLNESS. I felt sure you would not; and so I have never cared to talk about it till now. — But it’s a cursed nuisance to me in the long run, you understand. Here have I got to go on day after day, pretending — . And it’s a shame to treat her so, too, poor girl. [Vehemently.] But I cannot do anything else. For if she runs away from me — then Ragnar will be off too.
 

DR. HERDAL. And you have not told your wife the rights of the story?
 

SOLNESS. No.
 

DR. HERDAL. The why on earth don’t you?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks fixedly at him, and says in a low voice:] Because I seem to find a sort of — of salutary self-torture in allowing Aline to do me an injustice.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Shakes his head.] I don’t in the least understand what you mean.
 

SOLNESS. Well, you see — it is like paying off a little bit of a huge, immeasurable debt — 
 

DR. HERDAL. To your wife?
 

SOLNESS. Yes; and that always helps to relieve one’s mind a little. One can breathe more freely for a while, you understand.
 

DR. HERDAL. No, goodness knows, I don’t understand at all — 
 

SOLNESS. [Breaking off, rises again.] Well, well, well — then we won’t talk any more about it. [He saunters across the room, returns, and stops beside the table. Looks at the doctor with a sly smile.] I suppose you think you have drawn me out nicely now, doctor?
 

DR. HERDAL. [With some irritation.] Drawn you out? Again I have not the faintest notion of what you mean, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. Oh come, out with it; I have seen it quite clearly, you know.
 

DR. HERDAL. What have you seen?
 

SOLNESS. [In a low voice, slowly.] That you have been quietly keeping an eye upon me.
 

DR. HERDAL. That I have! And why in all the world should I do that?
 

SOLNESS. Because you think that I —— [Passionately.] Well devil take it — you think the same of me as Aline does.
 

DR. HERDAL. And what does she think about you?
 

SOLNESS. [Having recovered his self-control.] She has begun to think that I am — that I am — ill.
 

DR. HERDAL. Ill! You! She has never hinted such a thing to me. Why, what can she think is the matter with you?
 

SOLNESS. [Leans over the back of the chair and whispers.] Aline has made up her mind that I am mad. That is what she thinks.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Rising.] Why, my dear fellow — !
 

SOLNESS. Yes, on my soul she does! I tell you it is so. And she has got you to think the same! Oh, I can assure you, doctor, I see it in your face as clearly as possible. You don’t take me in so easily, I can tell you.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Looks at him in amazement.] Never, Mr. Solness — never has such a thought entered my mind.
 

SOLNESS. [With and incredulous smile.] Really? Has it not?
 

DR. HERDAL. No, never! Nor your wife’s mind either, I am convinced. I could almost swear to that.
 

SOLNESS. Well, I wouldn’t advise you to. For, in a certain sense, you see, perhaps — perhaps she is not so far wrong in thinking something of the kind.
 

DR. HERDAL. Come now, I really must say — 
 

SOLNESS. [Interrupting, with a sweep of his hand.] Well, well, my dear doctor — don’t let us discuss this any further. We had better agree to differ. [Changes to a tone of quiet amusement.] But look here now, doctor — h’m — 
 

DR. HERDAL. Well?
 

SOLNESS. Since you don’t believe that I am — ill — and crazy — and mad, and so forth — 
 

DR. HERDAL. What then?
 

SOLNESS. Then I daresay you fancy that I am an extremely happy man.
 

DR. HERDAL. Is that mere fancy?
 

SOLNESS. [Laughs.] No, no — of course not! Heaven forbid! Only think — to be Solness the master builder! Halvard Solness! What could be more delightful?
 

DR. HERDAL. Yes, I must say it seems to me you have had the luck on your side to an astounding degree.
 

SOLNESS. [Suppresses a gloomy smile.] So I have. I can’t complain on that score.
 

DR. HERDAL. First of all that grim old robbers’ castle was burnt down for you. And that was certainly a great piece of luck.
 

SOLNESS. [Seriously.] It was the home of Aline’s family. Remember that.
 

DR. HERDAL. Yes, it must have been a great grief to her.
 

SOLNESS. She has not got over it to this day — not in all these twelve or thirteen years.
 

DR. HERDAL. But you — yourself — you rose upon the ruins. You began as a poor boy from a country village — and now you are at the head of your profession. Ah, yes, Mr. Solness, you have undoubtedly had the luck on your side.
 

SOLNESS. [Looking at him with embarrassment.] Yes, but that is just what makes me so horribly afraid.
 

DR. HERDAL. Afraid? Because you have the luck on your side!
 

SOLNESS. It terrifies me — terrifies me every hour of the day. For sooner or later the luck must turn, you see.
 

DR. HERDAL. Oh nonsense! What should make the luck turn?
 

SOLNESS. [With firm assurance.] The younger generation!
 

DR. HERDAL. Pooh! The younger generation! You are not laid on the shelf yet, I should hope. Oh no — your position here is probably firmer now than it has ever been.
 

SOLNESS. The luck will turn. I know it — I feel the day approaching. Some one or other will take it into his head to say: Give me a chance! And then all the rest will come clamouring after him, and shake their fists at me and shout: Make room — make room — ! Yes, just you see, doctor — presently the younger generation will come knocking at my door — 
 

DR. HERDAL. [Laughing.] Well, and what if they do?
 

SOLNESS. What if they do? Then there’s an end of Halvard Solness.
 

[There is a knock at the door on the left.
 

SOLNESS. [Starts.] What’s that? Did you not hear something?
 

DR. HERDAL. Some one is knocking at the door.
 

SOLNESS. [Loudly.] Come in. HILDA WANGEL enters by the hall door.  She is of middle height, supple, and delicately built.  Somewhat sunburnt.  Dressed in a tourist costume, with skirt caught up for walking, a sailor’s collar open at the throat, and a small sailor hat on her head. Knapsack on back, plaid in strap, and alpenstock.
 

HILDA. [Goes straight up to SOLNESS, her eyes sparkling with happiness.] Good evening!
 

SOLNESS. [Looks doubtfully at her.] Good evening — 
 

HILDA. [Laughs.] I almost believe you don’t recognise me!
 

SOLNESS. No — I must admit that — just for the moment — 
 

DR. HERDAL. [Approaching.] But I recognise you, my dear young lady — 
 

HILDA. [Pleased.] Oh, is it you that — 
 

DR. HERDAL. Of course it is. [To SOLNESS.] We met at one of the mountain stations this summer. [To HILDA.] What became of the other ladies?
 

HILDA. Oh, they went westward.
 

DR. HERDAL. They didn’t much like all the fun we used to have in the evenings.
 

HILDA. No, I believe they didn’t.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Holds up his finger at her.] And I am afraid it can’t be denied that you flirted a little with us.
 

HILDA. Well, that was better fun than to sit there knitting stockings with all those old women.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Laughs.] There I entirely agree with you!
 

SOLNESS. Have you come to town this evening?
 

HILDA. Yes, I have just arrived.
 

DR. HERDAL. Quite alone, Miss Wangel?
 

HILDA. Oh yes!
 

SOLNESS. Wangel? Is your name Wangel?
 

HILDA. [Looks in amused surprise at him.] Yes, of course it is.
 

SOLNESS. Then you must be a daughter of the district doctor up at Lysanger?
 

HILDA. [As before.] Yes, who else’s daughter should I be?
 

SOLNESS. Oh, then I suppose we met up there, that summer when I was building a tower on the old church.
 

HILDA. [More seriously.] Yes, of course it was then we met.
 

SOLNESS. Well, that is a long time ago.
 

HILDA. [Looks hard at him.] It is exactly ten years.
 

SOLNESS. You must have been a mere child then, I should think.
 

HILDA. [Carelessly.] Well, I was twelve or thirteen.
 

DR. HERDAL. Is this the first time you have ever been up to town, Miss Wangel?
 

HILDA. Yes, it is indeed.
 

SOLNESS. And don’t you know any one here?
 

HILDA. Nobody but you. And of course, your wife.
 

SOLNESS. So you know her, too?
 

HILDA. Only a little. We spent a few days together at the sanatorium.
 

SOLNESS. Ah, up there?
 

HILDA. She said I might come and pay her a visit if ever I came up to town. [Smiles.] Not that that was necessary.
 

SOLNESS. Odd that she should never have mentioned it.
 

[HILDA puts her stick down by the stove, takes off the knapsack and lays it and the plaid on the sofa.  DR. HERDAL offers to help her.  SOLNESS stands and gazes at her.
 

HILDA. [Going towards him.] Well, now I must ask you to let me stay the night here.
 

SOLNESS. I am sure there will be no difficulty about that.
 

HILDA. For I have no other clothes than those I stand in, except a change of linen in my knapsack. And that has to go to the wash, for it’s very dirty.
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes, that can be managed. Now I’ll just let my wife know — 
 

DR. HERDAL. Meanwhile I will go and see my patient.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, do; and come again later on.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Playfully, with a glance at HILDA.] Oh that I will, you may be very certain! [Laughs.] So your prediction has come true, Mr. Solness!
 

SOLNESS. How so?
 

DR. HERDAL. The younger generation did come knocking at your door.
 

SOLNESS. [Cheerfully.] Yes, but in a very different way from what I meant.
 

DR. HERDAL. Very different, yes. That’s undeniable.
 

[He goes out by the hall-door.  SOLNESS opens the door on the right and speaks into the side room.
 

SOLNESS. Aline! Will you come in here, please. Here is a friend of yours — Miss Wangel.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Appears in the doorway.] Who do you say it is? [Sees HILDA.]. Oh, is it you, Miss Wangel?
 

SOLNESS. Miss Wangel has this moment arrived; and she would like to stay the night here.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Here with us? Oh yes, certainly.
 

SOLNESS. Till she can get her things a little in order, you know.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I will do the best I can for you. It’s no more than my duty. I suppose your trunk is coming on later?
 

HILDA. I have no trunk.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Well, it will be all right, I daresay. In the meantime, you must excuse my leaving you here with my husband, until I can get a room made a little more comfortable for you.
 

SOLNESS. Can we not give her one of the nurseries? They are all ready as it is.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes. There we have room and to spare. [To HILDA.] Sit down now, and rest a little. [She goes out to the right.
 

[HILDA, with her hands behind her back, strolls about the room and looks at various objects.  SOLNESS stands in front, beside the table, also with his hands behind his back, and follows her with his eyes.
 

HILDA. [Stops and looks at him.] Have you several nurseries?
 

SOLNESS. There are three nurseries in the house.
 

HILDA. That’s a lot. Then I suppose you have a great many children?
 

SOLNESS. No. We have no child. But now you can be the child here, for the time being.
 

HILDA. For to-night, yes. I shall not cry. I mean to sleep as sound as a stone.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you must be very tired, I should think.
 

HILDA. Oh no! But all the same — . It’s so delicious to lie and dream.
 

SOLNESS. Do you dream much of nights?
 

HILDA. Oh yes! Almost always.
 

SOLNESS. What do you dream about most?
 

HILDA. I sha’n’t tell you to-night. Another time perhaps.
 

[She again strolls about the room, stops at the desk and turns over the books and papers a little.
 

SOLNESS. [Approaching.] Are you searching for anything?
 

HILDA. No, I am merely looking at all these things. [Turns.] Perhaps I mustn’t?
 

SOLNESS. Oh, by all means.
 

HILDA. Is it you that writes in this great ledger?
 

SOLNESS. No, it’s my book-keeper.
 

HILDA. Is it a woman?
 

SOLNESS. [Smiles.] Yes.
 

HILDA. One you employ here, in your office?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

HILDA. Is she married?
 

SOLNESS. No, she is single.
 

HILDA. Oh, indeed!
 

SOLNESS. But I believe she is soon going to be married.
 

HILDA. That’s a good thing for her.
 

SOLNESS. But not such a good thing for me. For then I shall have nobody to help me.
 

HILDA. Can’t you get hold of some one else who will do just as well?
 

SOLNESS. Perhaps you would stay here and — and write in the ledger?
 

HILDA. [Measures him with a glance.] Yes, I daresay! No, thank you — nothing of that sort for me.
 

[She again strolls across the room, and sits down on the rocking-chair.  SOLNESS too goes to the table.
 

HILDA. [Continuing.] For there must surely be plenty of other thing to be done here. [Looks smilingly at him.] Don’t you think so, too?
 

SOLNESS. Of course. First of all, I suppose, you want to make a round of the shops, and get yourself up in the height of fashion.
 

HILDA. [Amused.] No, I think I shall let that alone!
 

SOLNESS. Indeed?
 

HILDA. For you must know I have run through all my money.
 

SOLNESS. [Laughs.] Neither trunk nor money, then?
 

HILDA. Neither one nor the other. But never mind — it doesn’t matter now.
 

SOLNESS. Come now, I like you for that.
 

HILDA. Only for that?
 

SOLNESS. For that among other things. [Sits in the arm-chair.] Is your father alive still?
 

HILDA. Yes, father’s alive.
 

SOLNESS. Perhaps you are thinking of studying here?
 

HILDA. No, that hadn’t occurred to me.
 

SOLNESS. But I suppose you will be staying for some time?
 

HILDA. That must depend upon circumstances.
 

[She sits awhile rocking herself and looking at him, half seriously, half with a suppressed smile.  Then she takes off her hat and puts it on the table in front of her.
 

HILDA. Mr. Solness!
 

SOLNESS. Well?
 

HILDA. Have you a very bad memory?
 

SOLNESS. A bad memory? No, not that I am aware of.
 

HILDA. Then have you nothing to say to me about what happened up there?
 

SOLNESS. [In momentary surprise.] Up at Lysanger? [Indifferently.] Why, it was nothing much to talk about it seems to me.
 

HILDA. [Looks reproachfully at him.] How can you sit there and say such things?
 

SOLNESS. Well, then, you talk to me about it.
 

HILDA. When the tower was finished, we had grand doings in the town.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I shall not easily forget that day.
 

HILDA. [Smiles.] Will you not? That comes well from you.
 

SOLNESS. Comes well?
 

HILDA. There was music in the churchyard — and many, many hundreds of people. We school-girls were dressed in white; and we all carried flags.
 

SOLNESS. Ah yes, those flags — I can tell you I remember them!
 

HILDA. Then you climbed right up the scaffolding, straight to the very top; and you had a great wreath with you; and you hung that wreath right away up on the weather-vane.
 

SOLNESS. [Curtly interrupting.] I always did that in those days. It is an old custom.
 

HILDA. It was so wonderfully thrilling to stand below and look up at you. Fancy, if he should fall over! He — the master builder himself!
 

SOLNESS. [As if to divert her from the subject.] Yes, yes, yes, that might very will have happened, too. For one of those white-frocked little devils, — she went on in such a way, and screamed up at me so — 
 

HILDA. [Sparkling with pleasure.] “Hurrah for Master Builder Solness!” Yes!
 

SOLNESS. — and waved and flourished with her flag, so that I — so that it almost made me giddy to look at it.
 

HILDA. [In a lower voice, seriously.] That little devil — that was I.
 

SOLNESS. [Fixes his eyes steadily upon her.] I am sure of that now. It must have been you.
 

HILDA. [Lively again.] Oh, it was so gloriously thrilling! I could not have believed there was a builder in the whole world that could build such a tremendously high tower. And then, that you yourself should stand at the very top of it, as large as life! And that you should not be the least bit dizzy! It was that above everything that made one — made one dizzy to think of.
 

SOLNESS. How could you be so certain that I was not?
 

HILDA. [Scouting the idea.] No indeed! Oh no! I knew that instinctively. For if you had been, you could never have stood up there and sung.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks at her in astonishment.] Sung? Did I sing?
 

HILDA. Yes, I should think you did.
 

SOLNESS. [Shakes his head.] I have never sung a note in my life.
 

HILDA. Yes, indeed, you sang then. It sounded like harps in the air.
 

SOLNESS. [Thoughtfully.] This is very strange — all this.
 

HILDA. [Is silent awhile, looks at him and says in a low voice:] But then, — it was after that — that the real thing happened.
 

SOLNESS. The real thing?
 

HILDA. [Sparking with vivacity.] Yes, I surely don’t need to remind you of that?
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes do remind me a little of that, too.
 

HILDA. Don’t you remember that a great dinner was given in your honour at the Club?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, to be sure. It must have been the same afternoon, for I left the place next morning.
 

HILDA. And from the Club you were invited to come round to our house to supper.
 

SOLNESS. Quite right, Miss Wangel. It is wonderful how all these trifles have impressed themselves on your mind.
 

HILDA. Trifles! I like that! Perhaps it was a trifle, too, that I was alone in the room when you came in?
 

SOLNESS. Were you alone?
 

HILDA. [Without answering him.] You didn’t call me a little devil then?
 

SOLNESS. No, I suppose I did not.
 

HILDA. You said I was lovely in my white dress, and that I looked like a little princess.
 

SOLNESS. I have no doubt you did, Miss Wangel. — And besides — I was feeling so buoyant and free that day — 
 

HILDA. And then you said that when I grew up I should be your princess.
 

SOLNESS. [Laughing a little.] Dear, dear — did I say that too?
 

HILDA. Yes, you did. And when I asked how long I should have to wait, you said that you would come again in ten years — like a troll — and carry me off — to Spain or some such place. And you promised you would buy me a kingdom there.
 

SOLNESS. [As before.] Yes, after a good dinner one doesn’t haggle about the halfpence. But did I really say all that?
 

HILDA. [Laughs to herself.] Yes. And you told me, too, what the kingdom was to be called.
 

SOLNESS. Well, what was it?
 

HILDA. It was to be called the kingdom of Orangia,* you said. *In the original “Appelsinia,” “appelsin” meaning “orange.”
 

SOLNESS. Well, that was an appetising name.
 

HILDA. No, I didn’t like it a bit; for it seemed as though you wanted to make game of me.
 

SOLNESS. I am sure that cannot have been my intention.
 

HILDA. No, I should hope not — considering what you did next — 
 

SOLNESS. What in the world did I do next?
 

HILDA. Well, that’s the finishing touch, if you have forgotten that too. I should have thought no one could help remembering such a thing as that.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, yes, just give me a hint, and then perhaps —— Well?
 

HILDA. [Looks fixedly at him.] You came and kissed me, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. [Open-mouthed.]
I did!
 

HILDA. Yes, indeed you did. You took me in both your arms, and bent my head back, and kissed me — many times.
 

SOLNESS. Now really, my dear Miss Wangel — !
 

HILDA. [Rises.] You surely cannot mean to deny it?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I do. I deny it altogether!
 

HILDA. [Looks scornfully at him.] Oh, indeed!
 

[She turns and goes slowly up to the stove, where she remains standing motionless, her face averted from him, her hands behind her back.  Short pause.
 

SOLNESS. [Goes cautiously up behind her.] Miss Wangel — !
 

HILDA. [Is silent and does not move.]
 

SOLNESS. Don’t stand there like a statue. You must have dreamt all this. [Lays his hand on her arm.] Now just listen — 
 

HILDA. [Makes an impatient movement with her arm.]
 

SOLNESS. [As a thought flashes upon him.] Or — ! Wait a moment! There is something under all this, you may depend!
 

HILDA. [Does not move.]
 

SOLNESS. [In a low voice, but with emphasis.] I must have thought all that. I must have wished it — have willed it — have longed to do it. And then — . May not that be the explanation.
 

HILDA. [Is still silent.]
 

SOLNESS. [Impatiently.] Oh very well, deuce take it all — then I did do it, I suppose.
 

HILDA. [Turns her head a little, but without looking at him.] Then you admit it now?
 

SOLNESS. Yes — whatever you like.
 

HILDA. You came and put your arms round me?
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes!
 

HILDA. And bent my head back?
 

SOLNESS. Very far back.
 

HILDA. And kissed me?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I did.
 

HILDA. Many times?
 

SOLNESS. As many as ever you like.
 

HILDA. [Turns quickly toward him and has once more the sparkling expression of gladness in her eyes.] Well, you see, I got it out of you at last!
 

SOLNESS. [With a slight smile.] Yes — just think of my forgetting such a thing as that.
 

HILDA. [Again a little sulky, retreats from him.] Oh, you have kissed so many people in your time, I suppose.
 

SOLNESS. No, you mustn’t think that of me. [HILDA seats herself in the arm-chair. SOLNESS stands and leans against the rocking-chair. Looks observantly at her.] Miss Wangel!
 

HILDA. Yes!
 

SOLNESS. How was it now? What came of all this — between us two.
 

HILDA. Why, nothing more came of it. You know that quite well. For then the other guests came in, and then — bah!
 

SOLNESS. Quite so! The others came in. To think of my forgetting that too!
 

HILDA. Oh, you haven’t really forgotten anything: you are only a little ashamed of it all. I am sure one doesn’t forget things of that kind.
 

SOLNESS. No, one would suppose not.
 

HILDA. [Lively again, looks at him.] Perhaps you have even forgotten what day it was?
 

SOLNESS. What day — ?
 

HILDA. Yes, on what day did you hang the wreath on the tower? Well? Tell me at once!
 

SOLNESS. H’m — I confess I have forgotten the particular day. I only know it was ten years ago. Some time in autumn.
 

HILDA. [Nods her head slowly several times.] It was ten years ago — on the 19th of September.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, it must have been about that time. Fancy your remembering that too! [Stops.] But wait a moment — ! Yes — it’s the 19th of September today.
 

HILDA. Yes, it is; and the ten years are gone. And you didn’t come — as you had promised me.
 

SOLNESS. Promised you? Threatened, I suppose you mean?
 

HILDA. I don’t think there was any sort of threat in that.
 

SOLNESS. Well then, a little bit of fun.
 

HILDA. Was that all you wanted? To make fun of me?
 

SOLNESS. Well, or to have a little joke with you. Upon my soul, I don’t recollect. But it must have been something of that kind; for you were a mere child then.
 

HILDA. Oh, perhaps I wasn’t quite such a child either. Not such a mere chit as you imagine.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks searchingly at her.] Did you really and seriously expect me to come again?
 

HILDA. [Conceals a half-teasing smile.] Yes, indeed! I did expect that of you.
 

SOLNESS. That I should come back to your home, and take you away with me?
 

HILDA. Just like a troll — yes.
 

SOLNESS. And make a princess of you?
 

HILDA. That’s what you promised.
 

SOLNESS. And give you a kingdom as well?
 

HILDA. [Looks up at the ceiling.] Why not? Of course it need not have been an actual, every-day sort of a kingdom.
 

SOLNESS. But something else just as good?
 

HILDA. Yes, at least as good. [Looks at him a moment.] I thought, if you could build the highest church-towers in the world, you could surely manage to raise a kingdom of one sort or another as well.
 

SOLNESS. [Shakes his head.] I can’t quite make you out, Miss Wangel.
 

HILDA. Can you not? To me it seems all so simple.
 

SOLNESS. No, I can’t make up my mind whether you mean all you say, or are simply having a joke with me.
 

HILDA. [Smiles.] Making fun of you, perhaps? I, too?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, exactly. Making fun — of both of us. [Looks at her.] Is it long since you found out that I was married?
 

HILDA. I have know it all along. Why do you ask me that?
 

SOLNESS. [Lightly.] Oh, well, it just occurred to me. [Looks earnestly at her, and says in a low voice.] What have you come for?
 

HILDA. I want my kingdom. The time is up.
 

SOLNESS. [Laughs involuntarily.] What a girl you are!
 

HILDA. [Gaily.] Out with my kingdom, Mr. Solness! [Raps with her fingers.] The kingdom on the table!
 

SOLNESS. [Pushing the rocking-chair nearer and sitting down.] Now, seriously speaking — what have you come for? What do you really want to do here?
 

HILDA. Oh, first of all, I want to go round and look at all the things that you have built.
 

SOLNESS. That will give you plenty of exercise.
 

HILDA. Yes, I know you have built a tremendous lot.
 

SOLNESS. I have indeed — especially of late years.
 

HILDA. Many church-towers among the rest? Immensely high ones?
 

SOLNESS. No. I build no more church-towers now. Nor churches either.
 

HILDA. What do you build then?
 

SOLNESS. Homes for human beings.
 

HILDA. [Reflectively.] Couldn’t you build a little — a little bit of a church-tower over these homes as well?
 

SOLNESS. [Starting.] What do you mean by that?
 

HILDA. I mean — something that points — points up into the free air. With the vane at a dizzy height.
 

SOLNESS. [Pondering a little.] Strange that you should say that — for that is just what I am most anxious to do.
 

HILDA. [Impatiently.] Why don’t you do it, then?
 

SOLNESS. [Shakes his head.] No, the people will not have it.
 

HILDA. Fancy their not wanting it!
 

SOLNESS. [More lightly.] But now I am building a new home for myself — just opposite here.
 

HILDA. For yourself?
 

SOLNESS. Yes. It is almost finished. And on that there is a tower.
 

HILDA. A high tower?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

HILDA. Very high?
 

SOLNESS. No doubt people will say it is too high — too high for a dwelling-house.
 

HILDA. I’ll go out to look at that tower first thing to-morrow morning.
 

SOLNESS. [Sits resting his cheek on his hand, and gazes at her.] Tell me, Miss Wangel — what is your name? Your Christian name, I mean.
 

HILDA. Why, Hilda, of course.
 

SOLNESS. [As before.] Hilda? Indeed?
 

HILDA. Don’t you remember that? You called me Hilda yourself — that day when you misbehaved.
 

SOLNESS. Did I really.
 

HILDA. But then you said “little Hilda”; and I didn’t like that.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, you didn’t like that, Miss Hilda?
 

HILDA. No, not at such a time as that. But—”Princess Hilda” — that will sound very well, I think.
 

SOLNESS. Very well indeed. Princess Hilda of — of — what was to be the name of the kingdom?
 

HILDA. Pooh! I won’t have anything to do with that stupid kingdom. I have set my heart upon quite a different one!
 

SOLNESS. [Has leaned back in the chair, still gazing at her.] Isn’t it strange — ? The more I think of it now, the more it seems to me as though I had gone about all these years torturing myself with — h’m — 
 

HILDA. With what?
 

SOLNESS. With the effort to recover something — some experience, which I seemed to have forgotten. But I never had the least inkling of what it could be.
 

HILDA. You should have tied a knot in your pocket-handkerchief, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. In that case, I should simply have had to go racking my brains to discover what the knot could mean.
 

HILDA. Oh yes, I suppose there are trolls of that kind in the world, too.
 

SOLNESS. [Rises slowly.] What a good thing it is that you have come to me now.
 

HILDA. [Looks deeply into his eyes.] Is it a good thing!
 

SOLNESS. For I have been so lonely here. I have been gazing so helplessly at it all. [In a lower voice.] I must tell you — I have begun to be afraid of the younger generation.
 

HILDA. [With a little snort of contempt.] Pooh — is the younger generation something to be afraid of?
 

SOLNESS. It is indeed. And that is why I have locked and barred myself in. [Mysteriously.] I tell you the younger generation will one day come and thunder at my door! They will break in upon me!
 

HILDA. Then I should say you ought to go out and open the door to the younger generation.
 

SOLNESS. Open the door?
 

HILDA. Yes. Let them come in to you on friendly terms, as it were.
 

SOLNESS. No, no, no! The younger generation — it means retribution, you see. It comes, as if under a new banner, heralding the turn of fortune.
 

HILDA. [Rises, looks at him, and says with a quivering twitch of her lips.] Can I be of any use to you, Mr. Solness?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you can indeed! For you, too, come — under a new banner it seems to me. You marshalled against youth — ! DR. HERDAL comes in by the hall-door.
 

DR. HERDAL. What — you and Miss Wangel here still?
 

SOLNESS. Yes. We have had no end of things to talk about.
 

HILDA. Both old and new.
 

DR. HERDAL. Have you really?
 

HILDA. Oh, it has been the greatest fun. For Mr. Solness — he has such a miraculous memory. All the least little details he remembers instantly. MRS. SOLNESS enters by the door on the right.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Well, Miss Wangel, your room is quite ready for you now.
 

HILDA. Oh, how kind you are to me!
 

SOLNESS. [To MRS. SOLNESS.] The nursery?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, the middle one. But first let us go in to supper.
 

SOLNESS. [Nods to HILDA.] Hilda shall sleep in the nursery, she shall.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Looks at him.] Hilda?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, Miss Wangel’s name is Hilda. I knew her when she was a child.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Did you really, Halvard? Well, shall we go?
 

[She takes DR. HERDAL’s arm and goes out with him to the right.  HILDA has meanwhile been collecting her travelling things.
 

HILDA. [Softly and rapidly to SOLNESS.] Is it true, what you said? Can I be of use to you?
 

SOLNESS. [Takes the things from her.] You are the very being I have needed most.
 

HILDA. [Looks at him with happy, wondering eyes and clasps her hands.] But then, great heavens — !
 

SOLNESS. [Eagerly.] What — ?
 

HILDA. Then I have my kingdom!
 

SOLNESS. [Involuntarily.] Hilda — !
 

HILDA. [Again with the quivering twitch of her lips.] Almost — I was going to say.
 

[She goes out to the right, SOLNESS follows her.
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

A prettily furnished small drawing-room in SOLNESS’S house. In the back, a glass-door leading out to the verandah and garden.  The right-hand corner is cut off transversely by a large bay-window, in which are flower-stands.  The left- hand corner is similarly cut off by a transverse wall, in which is a small door papered like the wall.  On each side, an ordinary door.  In front, on the right, a console table with a large mirror over it.  Well-filled stands of plants and flowers.  In front, on the left, a sofa with a table and chairs.  Further back, a bookcase.  Well forward in the room, before the bay window, a small table and some chairs. It is early in the day.
 

SOLNESS sits by the little table with RAGNAR BROVIK’S portfolio open in front of him.  He is turning the drawings over and closely examining some of them.  MRS. SOLNESS moves about noiselessly with a small watering-pot, attending to her flowers.  She is dressed in black as before.  Her hat, cloak and parasol lie on a chair near the mirror.  Unobserved by her, SOLNESS now and again follows her with his eyes.  Neither of them speaks.
 

KAIA FOSLI enters quietly by the door on the left.
 

SOLNESS. [Turns his head, and says in an off-hand tone of indifference:] Well, is that you?
 

KAIA. I merely wished to let you know that I have come.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, yes, that’s all right. Hasn’t Ragnar come too?
 

KAIA. No, not yet. He had to wait a little while to see the doctor. But he is coming presently to hear — 
 

SOLNESS. How is the old man to-day?
 

KAIA. Not well. He begs you to excuse him; he is obliged to keep his bed to-day.
 

SOLNESS. Why, of course; by all means let him rest. But now, get to your work.
 

KAIA. Yes. [Pauses at the door.] Do you wish to speak to Ragnar when he comes?
 

SOLNESS. No — I don’t know that I have anything particular to say to him.
 

[KAIA goes out again to the left.  SOLNESS remains seated, turning over the drawings.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Over beside the plants.] I wonder if he isn’t going to die now, as well?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks up at her.] As well as who?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Without answering.] Yes, yes — depend upon it, Halvard, old Brovik is going to die too. You’ll see that he will.
 

SOLNESS. My dear Aline, ought you not to go out for a little walk?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, I suppose I ought to.
 

[She continues to attend the flowers.
 

SOLNESS. [Bending over the drawings.] Is she still asleep?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Looking at him.] Is it Miss Wangel you are sitting there thinking about?
 

SOLNESS. [Indifferently.] I just happened to recollect her.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Miss Wangle was up long ago.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, was she?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. When I went in to see her, she was busy putting her things in order.
 

[She goes in front of the mirror and slowly begins to put on her hat.
 

SOLNESS. [After a short pause.] So we have found a use for one our nurseries after all, Aline.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, we have.
 

SOLNESS. That seems to me better than to have them all standing empty.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. That emptiness is dreadful; you are right there.
 

SOLNESS. [Closes the portfolio, rises and approaches her.] You will find that we shall get on far better after this, Aline. Things will be more comfortable. Life will be easier — especially for you.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Looks at him.] After this?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, believe me, Aline — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Do you mean — because she has come here?
 

SOLNESS. [Checking himself.] I mean, of course — when once we have moved into the new home.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Takes her cloak.] Ah, do you think so, Halvard? Will it be better then?
 

SOLNESS. I can’t think otherwise. And surely you think so too?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I think nothing at all about the new house.
 

SOLNESS. [Cast down.] It’s hard for me to hear you say that; for you know it is mainly for your sake that I have built it.
 

[He offers to help her on with her cloak.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Evades him.] The fact is, you do far too much for my sake.
 

SOLNESS. [With a certain vehemence.] No, no, you really mustn’t say that, Aline! I cannot bear to hear you say such things!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Very well, then I won’t say it, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. But I stick to what I said. You’ll see that things will be easier for you in the new place.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, heavens — easier for me — !
 

SOLNESS. [Eagerly.] Yes, indeed they will! You may be quite sure of that! For you see — there will be so very, very much there that will remind you of your own home — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. The home that used to be father’s and mother’s — and that was burnt to the ground — 
 

SOLNESS. [In a low voice.] Yes, yes, my poor Aline. That was a terrible blow for you.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Breaking out in lamentation.] You may build as much as ever you like, Halvard — you can never build up again a real home for me!
 

SOLNESS. [Crosses the room.] Well, in Heaven’s name, let us talk no more about it then.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. We are not in the habit of talking about it. For you always put the thought away from you — 
 

SOLNESS. [Stops suddenly and looks at her.] Do I? And why should I do that? Put the thought away from me?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes, Halvard, I understand you very well. You are so anxious to spare me — and to find excuses for me too — as much as ever you can.
 

SOLNESS. [With astonishment in his eyes.] You! Is it you — yourself, that your are talking about, Aline?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, who else should it be but myself?
 

SOLNESS. [Involuntarily to himself.] That too!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. As for the old house, I wouldn’t mind so much about that. When once misfortune was in the air — why — 
 

SOLNESS. Ah, you are right there. Misfortune will have its way — as the saying goes.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. But it’s what came of the fire — the dreadful thing that followed — ! That is the thing! That, that, that!
 

SOLNESS. [Vehemently.] Don’t think about that, Aline!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Ah, that is exactly what I cannot help thinking about. And now, at last, I must speak about it, too; for I don’t seem to be able to bear it any longer. And then never to be able to forgive myself — 
 

SOLNESS. [Exclaiming.] Yourself — !
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, for I had duties on both sides — both towards you and towards the little ones. I ought to have hardened myself — not to have let the horror take such hold upon me — nor the grief for the burning of my home. [Wrings her hands.] Oh, Halvard, if I had only had the strength!
 

SOLNESS. [Softly, much moved, comes closer.] Aline — you must promise me never to think these thoughts any more. — Promise me that, dear!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, promise, promise! One can promise anything.
 

SOLNESS. [Clenches his hands and crosses the room.] Oh, but this is hopeless, hopeless! Never a ray of sunlight! Not so much as a gleam of brightness to light up our home!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. This is no home, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. Oh no, you may well say that. [Gloomily.] And God knows whether you are not right in saying that it will be no better for us in the new house, either.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. It will never be any better. Just as empty — just as desolate — there as here.
 

SOLNESS. [Vehemently.] Why in all the world have we built it then? Can you tell me that?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. No; you must answer that question for yourself.
 

SOLNESS. [Glances suspiciously at her.] What do you mean by that, Aline?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. What do I mean?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, in the devil’s name! You said it so strangely — as if you had some hidden meaning in it.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. No, indeed, I assure you — 
 

SOLNESS. [Comes closer.] Oh, come now — I know what I know. I have both my eyes and my ears about me, Aline — you may depend upon that!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Why, what are you talking about? What is it?
 

SOLNESS. [Places himself in front of her.] Do you mean to say you don’t find a kind of lurking, hidden meaning in the most innocent word I happen to say?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I do you say? I do that?
 

SOLNESS. [Laughs.] Ho-ho-ho! It’s natural enough, Aline! When you have a sick man on your hands — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Anxiously.] Sick? Are you ill, Halvard?
 

SOLNESS. [Violently.] A half-mad man then! A crazy man! Call me what you will.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Feels blindly for a chair and sits down.] Halvard — for God’s sake — 
 

SOLNESS. But you are wrong, both you and the doctor. I am not in the state that you imagine.
 

[He walks up and down the room.  MRS. SOLNESS follows him anxiously with her eyes.  Finally he goes up to her.
 

SOLNESS. [Calmly.] In reality there is nothing whatever the matter with me.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. No, there isn’t, is there? But then what is it that troubles you so?
 

SOLNESS. Why this, that I often feel ready to sink under this terrible burden of debt — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Debt, do you say? But you owe no one anything, Halvard!
 

SOLNESS. [Softly, with emotion.] I owe a boundless debt to you — to you — to you, Aline.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Rises slowly.] What is behind all this? You may just as well tell me at once.
 

SOLNESS. But there is nothing behind it! I have never done you any wrong — not wittingly and willfully, at any rate. And yet — and yet it seems as though a crushing debt rested upon me and weighed me down.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. A debt to me?
 

SOLNESS. Chiefly to you.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Then you are — ill after all, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. [Gloomily.] I suppose I must be — or not far from it. [Looks towards the door to the right, which is opened at this moment.] Ah! now it grows light. HILDA WANGEL comes in.  She has made some alteration in her dress, and let down her skirt.
 

HILDA. Good morning, Mr. Solness!
 

SOLNESS. [Nods.] Slept well?
 

HILDA. Quite deliciously! Like a child in a cradle. Oh — I lay and stretched myself like — like a princess!
 

SOLNESS. [Smiles a little.] You were thoroughly comfortable then?
 

HILDA. I should think so.
 

SOLNESS. And no doubt you dreamed, too.
 

HILDA. Yes, I did. But that was horrid.
 

SOLNESS. Was it?
 

HILDA. Yes, for I dreamed I was falling over a frightfully high, sheer precipice. Do you never have that kind of dream?
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes — now and then — 
 

HILDA. It’s tremendously thrilling — when you fall and fall — 
 

SOLNESS. It seems to make one’s blood run cold.
 

HILDA. Do you draw your legs up under you while you are falling?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, as high as ever I can.
 

HILDA. So do I.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Takes her parasol.] I must go into town now, Halvard. [To HILDA.] And I’ll try to get one or two things that you may require.
 

HILDA. [Making a motion to throw her arms round her neck.] Oh, you dear, Mrs. Solness! You are really much too kind to me! Frightfully kind — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Deprecatingly, freeing herself.] Oh, not at all. It’s only my duty, so I am very glad to do it.
 

HILDA. [Offended, pouts.] But really, I think I am quite fit to be seen in the streets — now that I’ve put my dress to rights. Or do you think I am not?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. To tell you the truth, I think people would stare at you a little.
 

HILDA. [Contemptuously.] Pooh! Is that all? That only amuses me.
 

SOLNESS. [With suppressed ill-humour.] Yes, but people might take it into their heads that you were mad too, you see.
 

HILDA. Mad? Are there so many mad people here in town, then?
 

SOLNESS. [Points to his own forehead.] Here you see one at all events.
 

HILDA. You — Mr. Solness!
 

SOLNESS. Have you not noticed that yet?
 

HILDA. No, I certainly have not. [Reflects and laughs a little.] And yet — perhaps in one single thing.
 

SOLNESS. Ah, do you hear that, Aline?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. What is that one single thing, Miss Wangel?
 

HILDA. No, I won’t say.
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes, do!
 

HILDA. No thank you — I am not so mad as that.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. When you and Miss Wangel are alone, I daresay she will tell you, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. Ah — you think she will?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes, certainly. For you have known her so well in the past. Ever since she was a child — you tell me.
 

[She goes out by the door on the left.
 

HILDA. [After a little while.] Does your wife dislike me very much?
 

SOLNESS. Did you think you noticed anything of the kind?
 

HILDA. Did you notice it yourself?
 

SOLNESS. [Evasively.] Aline has become exceedingly shy with strangers of late years.
 

HILDA. Has she really?
 

SOLNESS. But if only you could get to know her thoroughly — ! Ah, she is so good — so kind — so excellent a creature — 
 

HILDA. [Impatiently.] But if she is all that — what made her say that about her duty?
 

SOLNESS. Her duty?
 

HILDA. She said that she would go out and buy something for me, because it was her duty. Oh, I can’t bear that ugly, horrid word!
 

SOLNESS. Why not?
 

HILDA. It sounds so could and sharp, and stinging. Duty — duty — duty. Don’t you think so, too? Doesn’t it seem to sting you?
 

SOLNESS. H’m — haven’t thought much about it.
 

HILDA. Yes, it does. And if she is so good — as you say she is — why should she talk in that way?
 

SOLNESS. But, good Lord, what would you have had her say, then?
 

HILDA. She might have said she would do it because she had taken a tremendous fancy to me. She might have said something like that — something really warm and cordial, you understand.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks at her.] Is that how you would like to have it?
 

HILDA. Yes, precisely. [She wanders about the room, stops at the bookcase and looks at the books.] What a lot of books you have.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I have got together a good many.
 

HILDA. Do you read them all, too?
 

SOLNESS. I used to try to. Do you read much?
 

HILDA. No, never! I have given it up. For it all seems so irrelevant.
 

SOLNESS. That is just my feeling.
 

[HILDA wanders about a little, stops at the small table, opens the portfolio and turns over the contents.
 

HILDA. Are all these your drawings yours?
 

SOLNESS. No, they are drawn by a young man whom I employ to help me.
 

HILDA. Some one you have taught?
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes, no doubt he has learnt something from me, too.
 

HILDA. [Sits down.] Then I suppose he is very clever. [Looks at a drawing.] Isn’t he?
 

SOLNESS. Oh, he might be worse. For my purpose — 
 

HILDA. Oh yes — I’m sure he is frightfully clever.
 

SOLNESS. Do you think you can see that in the drawings?
 

HILDA. Pooh — these scrawlings! But if he has been learning from you — 
 

SOLNESS. Oh, so far as that goes — there are plenty of people here that have learnt from me, and have come to little enough for all that.
 

HILDA. [Looks at him and shakes her head.] No, I can’t for the life of me understand how you can be so stupid.
 

SOLNESS. Stupid? Do you think I am so very stupid?
 

HILDA. Yes, I do indeed. If you are content to go about here teaching all these people — 
 

SOLNESS. [With a slight start.] Well, and why not?
 

HILDA. [Rises, half serious, half laughing.] No indeed, Mr. Solness! What can be the good of that? No one but you should be allowed to build. You should stand quite alone — do it all yourself. Now you know it.
 

SOLNESS. [Involuntarily.] Hilda — !
 

HILDA. Well!
 

SOLNESS. How in the world did that come into your head?
 

HILDA. Do you think I am so very far wrong then?
 

SOLNESS. No, that’s not what I mean. But now I’ll tell you something.
 

HILDA. Well?
 

SOLNESS. I keep on — incessantly — in silence and alone — brooding on that very thought.
 

HILDA. Yes, that seems to me perfectly natural.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks somewhat searchingly at her.] Perhaps you have noticed it already?
 

HILDA. No, indeed I haven’t.
 

SOLNESS. But just now — when you said you thought I was — off my balance? In one thing, you said — 
 

HILDA. Oh, I was thinking of something quite different.
 

SOLNESS. What was it?
 

HILDA. I am not going to tell you.
 

SOLNESS. [Crosses the room.] Well, well — as you please. [Stops at the bow-window.] Come here, and I will show you something.
 

HILDA. [Approaching.] What is it?
 

SOLNESS. Do you see over here in the garden — ?
 

HILDA. Yes?
 

SOLNESS. [Points.] Right above the great quarry — ?
 

HILDA. That new house, you mean?
 

SOLNESS. The one that is being built, yes. Almost finished.
 

HILDA. It seems to have a very high tower.
 

SOLNESS. The scaffolding is still up.
 

HILDA. Is that your new house?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

HILDA. The house you are soon going to move into?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

HILDA. [Looks at him.] Are there nurseries in that house, too?
 

SOLNESS. Three, as there are here.
 

HILDA. And no child.
 

SOLNESS. And there never will be one.
 

HILDA. [With a half-smile.] Well, isn’t it just as I said — ?
 

SOLNESS. That — ?
 

HILDA. That you are a little — a little mad after all.
 

SOLNESS. Was that what you were thinking of?
 

HILDA. Yes, of all the empty nurseries I slept in.
 

SOLNESS. [Lowers his voice.] We have had children — Aline and I.
 

HILDA. [Looks eagerly at him.] Have you — ?
 

SOLNESS. Two little boys. They were of the same age.
 

HILDA. Twins, then.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, twins. It’s eleven or twelve years ago now.
 

HILDA. [Cautiously.] And so both of them — ? You have lost both the twins, then?
 

SOLNESS. [With quiet emotion.] We kept them only about three weeks. Or scarcely so much. [Bursts forth.] Oh, Hilda, I can’t tell you what a good thing it is for me that you have come! For now at last I have some one to talk to!
 

HILDA. Can you not talk to — her, too?
 

SOLNESS. Not about this. Not as I want to talk and must talk. [Gloomily.] And not about so many other things, either.
 

HILDA. [In a subdued voice.] Was that all you meant when you said you need me?
 

SOLNESS. That was mainly what I meant — at all events, yesterday. For to-day I am not so sure — [Breaking off.] Come here and let us sit down, Hilda. Sit there on the sofa — so that you can look into the garden. [HILDA seats herself in the corner of the sofa. SOLNESS brings a chair closer.] Should you like to hear about it?
 

HILDA. Yes, I shall love to sit and listen to you.
 

SOLNESS. [Sits down.] Then I will tell you all about it.
 

HILDA. Now I can see both the garden and you, Mr. Solness. So now, tell away! Begin!
 

SOLNESS. [Points towards the bow-window.] Out there on the rising ground — where you see the new house — 
 

HILDA. Yes?
 

SOLNESS. Aline and I lived there in the first years of our married life. There was an old house up there that had belonged to her mother; and we inherited it, and the whole of the great garden with it.
 

HILDA. Was there a tower on that house, too?
 

SOLNESS. No, nothing of the kind. From the outside it looked like a great, dark, ugly wooden box; but all the same, it was snug and comfortable enough inside.
 

HILDA. Then did you pull down the ramshackle old place?
 

SOLNESS. No, it was burnt down.
 

HILDA. The whole of it?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

HILDA. Was that a great misfortune for you?
 

SOLNESS. That depends on how you look at it. As a builder, the fire was the making of me — 
 

HILDA. Well, but — 
 

SOLNESS. It was just after the birth of the two little boys — 
 

HILDA. The poor little twins, yes.
 

SOLNESS. They came healthy and bonny into the world. And they were growing too — you could see the difference day to day.
 

HILDA. Little children do grow quickly at first.
 

SOLNESS. It was the prettiest sight in the world to see Aline lying with the two of them in her arms. — But then came the night of the fire — 
 

HILDA. [Excitedly.] What happened? Do tell me! Was any one burnt?
 

SOLNESS. No, not that. Every one got safe and sound out of the house — 
 

HILDA. Well, and what then — ?
 

SOLNESS. The fright had shaken Aline terribly. The alarm — the escape — the break-neck hurry — and then the ice-cold night air — for they had to be carried out just as they lay — both she and the little ones.
 

HILDA. Was it too much for them?
 

SOLNESS. Oh no, they stood it well enough. But Aline fell into a fever, and it affected her milk. She would insist on nursing them herself; because it was her duty, she said. And both our little boys, they — [Clenching his hands.] — they — oh!
 

HILDA. They did not get over that?
 

SOLNESS. No, that they did not get over. That was how we lost them.
 

HILDA. It must have been terribly hard for you.
 

SOLNESS. Hard enough for me; but ten time harder for Aline. [Clenching his hands in suppressed fury.] Oh, that such things should be allowed to happen here the world! [Shortly and firmly.] From the day I lost them, I had no heart for building churches.
 

HILDA. Did you not like building the church-tower in our town?
 

SOLNESS. I didn’t like it. I know how free and happy I felt when that tower was finished.
 

HILDA. I know that, too.
 

SOLNESS. And now I shall never — never build anything of that sort again! Neither churches nor church-towers.
 

HILDA. [Nods slowly.] Nothing but houses for people to live in.
 

SOLNESS. Homes for human beings, Hilda.
 

HILDA. But homes with high towers and pinnacles upon them.
 

SOLNESS. If possible. [Adopts a lighter tone.] But, as I said before, that fire was the making of me — as a builder, I mean.
 

HILDA. Why don’t you call yourself an architect, like the others?
 

SOLNESS. I have not been systematically enough taught for that. Most of what I know I have found out for myself.
 

HILDA. But you succeeded all the same.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, thanks to the fire. I laid out almost the whole of the garden in villa lots; and there I was able to build after my own heart. So I came to the front with a rush.
 

HILDA. [Looks keenly at him.] You must surely be a very happy man, as matters stand with you.
 

SOLNESS. [Gloomily.] Happy? Do you say that, too — like all the rest of them?
 

HILDA. Yes, I should say you must be. If you could only cease thing about the two little children — 
 

SOLNESS. [Slowly.] The two little children — they are not so easy to forget, Hilda.
 

HILDA. [Somewhat uncertainly.] Do you still feel their loss so much — after all these years?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks fixedly at her, without replying.] A happy man you said — 
 

HILDA. Well, now, are you not happy — in other respects?
 

SOLNESS. [Continues to look at her.] When I told you all this about the fire — h’m — 
 

HILDA. Well?
 

SOLNESS. Was there not one special thought that you — that you seized upon?
 

HILDA. [Reflects in vain.] No. What thought should that be?
 

SOLNESS. [With subdued emphasis.] It was simply and solely by that fire that I was enabled to build homes for human beings. Cosy, comfortable, bright homes, where father and mother and the whole troop of children can live in safety and gladness, feeling what a happy thing it is to be alive in the world — and most of all to belong to each other — in great things and in small.
 

HILDA. [Ardently.] Well, and is it not a great happiness for you to be able to build such beautiful homes?
 

SOLNESS. The price, Hilda! The terrible price I had to pay for the opportunity!
 

HILDA. But can you never get over that?
 

SOLNESS. No. That I might build homes for others, I had to forego — to forego for all time — the home that might have been my own. I mean a home for a troop of children — and for father and mother, too.
 

HILDA. [Cautiously.] But need you have done that? For all time, you say?
 

SOLNESS. [Nods slowly.] That was the price of this happiness that people talk about. [Breathes heavily.] This happiness — h’m — this happiness was not to be bought any cheaper, Hilda.
 

HILDA. [As before.] But may it not come right even yet?
 

SOLNESS. Never in this world — never. That is another consequence of the fire — and of Aline’s illness afterwards.
 

HILDA. [Looks at him with an indefinable expression.] And yet you build all these nurseries.
 

SOLNESS. [Seriously.] Have you never noticed, Hilda, how the impossible — how it seems to beckon and cry aloud to one?
 

HILDA. [Reflecting.] The impossible? [With animation.] Yes, indeed! Is that how you feel too?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I do.
 

HILDA. Then there must be — a little of the troll in you too.
 

SOLNESS. Why of the troll?
 

HILDA. What would you call it, then?
 

SOLNESS. [Rises.] Well, well, perhaps you are right. [Vehemently.] But how can I help turning into a troll, when this is how it always goes with me in everything — in everything!
 

HILDA. How do you mean?
 

SOLNESS. [Speaking low, with inward emotion.] Mark what I say to you, Hilda. All that I have succeeded in doing, building, creating — all the beauty, security, cheerful comfort — ay, and magnificence too — [Clenches his hands.] Oh, is it not terrible even to think of — ?
 

HILDA. What is so terrible?
 

SOLNESS. That all this I have to make up for, to pay for — not in money, but in human happiness. And not with my own happiness only, but with other people’s too. Yes, yes, do you see that, Hilda? That is the price which my position as an artist has cost me — and others. And every single day I have to look on while the price is paid for me anew. Over again, and over again — and over again for ever!
 

HILDA. [Rises and looks steadily at him.] Now I can see that you are thinking of — of her.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, mainly of Aline. For Aline — she, too, had her vocation in life, just as much as I had mine. [His voice quivers.] But her vocation has had to be stunted, and crushed, and shattered — in order that mine might force its way to — to a sort of great victory. For you must know that Aline — she, too, had a talent for building.
 

HILDA. She! For building?
 

SOLNESS. [Shakes his head.] Not houses and towers, and spires — not such things as I work away at — 
 

HILDA. Well, but what then?
 

SOLNESS. [Softly, with emotion.] For building up the souls of little children, Hilda. For building up children’s souls in perfect balance, and in noble and beautiful forms. For enabling them to soar up into erect and full-grown human souls. That was Aline’s talent. And there it all lies now — unused and unusable for ever — of no earthly service to any one — just like the ruins left by a fire.
 

HILDA. Yes, but even if this were so — ?
 

SOLNESS. It is so! It is so! I know it!
 

HILDA. Well, but in any case it is not your fault.
 

SOLNESS. [Fixes his eyes on her, and nods slowly.] Ah, that is the great, the terrible question. That is the doubt that is gnawing me — night and day.
 

HILDA. That?
 

SOLNESS. Yes. Suppose the fault was mine — in a certain sense.
 

HILDA. Your fault! The fire!
 

SOLNESS. All of it; the whole thing. And yet, perhaps — I may not have had anything to do with it.
 

HILDA. [Looks at him with a troubled expression.] Oh, Mr. Solness — if you can talk like that, I am afraid you must be — ill after all.
 

SOLNESS. H’m — I don’t think I shall ever be of quite sound mind on that point. RAGNAR BROVIK cautiously opens the little door in the left- hand corner.  HILDA comes forward.
 

RAGNAR. [When he sees Hilda.] Oh. I beg pardon, Mr. Solness —— [He makes a movement to withdraw.
 

SOLNESS. No, no, don’t go. Let us get it over.
 

RAGNAR. Oh, yes — if only we could.
 

SOLNESS. I hear your father is no better?
 

RAGNAR. Father is fast growing weaker — and therefore I beg and implore you to write a few kind words for me on one of the plans! Something for father to read before he — 
 

SOLNESS. [Vehemently.] I won’t hear anything more about those drawings of yours!
 

RAGNAR. Have you looked at them?
 

SOLNESS. Yes — I have.
 

RAGNAR. And they are good for nothing? And I am good for nothing, too?
 

SOLNESS. [Evasively.] Stay here with me, Ragnar. You shall have everything your own way. And then you can marry Kaia, and live at your ease — and happily too, who knows? Only don’t think of building on your own account.
 

RAGNAR. Well, well, then I must go home and tell father what you say — I promised I would. — Is this what I am to tell father — before he dies?
 

SOLNESS. [With a groan.] Oh tell him — tell him what you will, for me. Best to say nothing at all to him! [With a sudden outburst.] I cannot do anything else, Ragnar!
 

RAGNAR. May I have the drawings to take with me?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, take them — take them by all means! They are lying there on the table.
 

RAGNAR. [Goes to the table.] Thanks.
 

HILDA. [Puts her hand on the portfolio.] No, no; leave them here.
 

SOLNESS. Why?
 

HILDA. Because I want to look at them, too.
 

SOLNESS. But you have been —— [To RAGNAR.] Well, leave them here, then.
 

RAGNAR. Very well.
 

SOLNESS. And go home at once to your father.
 

RAGNAR. Yes, I suppose I must.
 

SOLNESS. [As if in desperation.] Ragnar — you must not ask me to do what is beyond my power! Do you hear, Ragnar? You must not!
 

RAGNAR. No, no. I beg you pardon — 
 

[He bows, and goes out by the corner door.  HILDA goes over and sits down on a chair near the mirror.
 

HILDA. [Looks angrily at SOLNESS.] That was a very ugly thing to do.
 

SOLNESS. Do you think so, too?
 

HILDA. Yes, it was horribly ugly — and hard and bad and cruel as well.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, you don’t understand my position.
 

HILDA. No matter — . I say you ought not to be like that.
 

SOLNESS. You said yourself, only just now, that no one but I ought to be allowed to build.
 

HILDA. I may say such things — but you must not.
 

SOLNESS. I most of all, surely, who have paid so dear for my position.
 

HILDA. Oh yes — with what you call domestic comfort — and that sort of thing.
 

SOLNESS. And with my peace of soul into the bargain.
 

HILDA. [Rising.] Peace of soul! [With feeling.] Yes, yes, you are right in that! Poor Mr. Solness — you fancy that — 
 

SOLNESS. [With a quiet, chuckling laugh.] Just sit down again, Hilda, and I’ll tell you something funny.
 

HILDA. [Sits down; with intent interest.] Well?
 

SOLNESS. It sounds such a ludicrous little thing; for, you see, the whole story turns upon nothing but a crack in the chimney.
 

HILDA. No more than that?
 

SOLNESS. No, not to begin with.
 

[He moves a chair nearer to HILDA and sits down.
 

HILDA. [Impatiently, taps on her knee.] Well, now for the crack in the chimney!
 

SOLNESS. I had noticed the split in the flue long, long before the fire. Every time I went up into the attic, I looked to see if it was still there.
 

HILDA. And it was?
 

SOLNESS. Yes; for no one else knew about it.
 

HILDA. And you said nothing?
 

SOLNESS. Nothing.
 

HILDA. And did not think of repairing the flue either?
 

SOLNESS. Oh yes, I thought about it — but never got any further. Every time I intended to set to work, it seemed just as if a hand held me back. Not to-day, I thought — to-morrow; and nothing ever came of it.
 

HILDA. But why did you keep putting it off like that?
 

SOLNESS. Because I was revolving something in my mind. [Slowly, and in a low voice.] Through that little black crack in the chimney, I might, perhaps, force my way upwards — as a builder.
 

HILDA. [Looking straight in front of her.] That must have been thrilling.
 

SOLNESS. Almost irresistible — quite irresistible. For at that time it appeared to me a perfectly simple and straightforward matter. I would have had it happen in the winter-time — a little before midday. I was to be out driving Aline in the sleigh. The servants at home would have made huge fires in the stoves.
 

HILDA. For, of course, it was to be bitterly cold that day?
 

SOLNESS. Rather biting, yes — and they would want Aline to find it thoroughly snug and warm when she came home.
 

HILDA. I suppose she is very chilly by nature?
 

SOLNESS. She is. And as we drove home, we were to see the smoke.
 

HILDA. Only the smoke?
 

SOLNESS. The smoke first. But when we came up to the garden gate, the whole of the old timber-box was to be a rolling mass of flames. — That is how I wanted it to be, you see.
 

HILDA. Oh, why, why could it not have happened so!
 

SOLNESS. You may well say that, Hilda.
 

HILDA. Well, but now listen, Mr. Solness. Are you perfectly certain that the fire was caused by that little crack in the chimney!
 

SOLNESS. No, on the contrary — I am perfectly certain that the crack in the chimney had nothing whatever to do with the fire.
 

HILDA. What!
 

SOLNESS. It has been clearly ascertained that the fire broke out in a clothes-cupboard — in a totally different part of the house.
 

HILDA. Then what is all this nonsense you are talking about the crack in the chimney!
 

SOLNESS. May I go on talking to you a little, Hilda?
 

HILDA. Yes, if you’ll only talk sensibly — 
 

SOLNESS. I will try to. [He moves his chair nearer.
 

HILDA. Out with it, then, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. [Confidentially.] Don’t you agree with me, Hilda, that there exist special, chosen people who have been endowed with the power and faculty if desiring a thing, craving for a thing, willing a thing — so persistently and so — so inexorably — that at last it has to happen? Don’t you believe that?
 

HILDA. [With an indefinable expression in her eyes.] If that is so, we shall see, one of these days, whether I am one of the chosen.
 

SOLNESS. It is not one’s self alone that can do such great things. Oh, no — the helpers and the servers — they must do their part too, if it is to be of any good. But they never come of themselves. One has to call upon them very persistently — inwardly, you understand.
 

HILDA. What are these helpers and servers?
 

SOLNESS. Oh, we can talk about that some other time. For the present, let us keep to this business of the fire.
 

HILDA. Don’t you think that fire would have happened all the same — even without your wishing for it?
 

SOLNESS. If the house had been old Knut Brovik’s, it would never have burnt down so conveniently for him. I am sure of that; for he does not know how to call for the helpers — no, nor for the servers, either. [Rises in unrest.] So you see, Hilda — it is my fault, after all, that the lives of the two little boys had to be sacrificed. And do you think it is not my fault, too, that Aline has never been the woman she should and might have been — and that she most longed to be?
 

HILDA. Yes, but if it is all the work of these helpers and servers — ?
 

SOLNESS. Who called for the helpers and servers? It was I! And they came and obeyed my will. [In increasing excitement.] That is what people call having the luck on your side; but I must tell you what this sort of luck feels like! It feels like a great raw place here on my breast. And the helpers and servers keep on flaying pieces of skin off other people in order to close my sore! — But still the sore is not healed — never, never! Oh, if you knew how it can sometimes gnaw and burn!
 

HILDA. [Looks attentively at him.] You are ill, Mr. Solness. Very ill, I almost think.
 

SOLNESS. Say mad; for that is what you mean.
 

HILDA. No, I don’t think there is much amiss with your intellect.
 

SOLNESS. With what then? Out with it!
 

HILDA. I wonder whether you were not sent into the world with a sickly conscience.
 

SOLNESS. A sickly conscience? What devilry is that?
 

HILDA. I mean that your conscience is feeble — too delicately built, as it were — hasn’t strength to take a grip of things — to lift and bear what is heavy.
 

SOLNESS. [Growls.] H’m! May I ask, then, what sort of a conscience one ought to have?
 

HILDA. I should like your conscience to be — to be thoroughly robust.
 

SOLNESS. Indeed? Robust, eh? Is your own conscience robust, may I ask?
 

HILDA. Yes, I think it is. I have never noticed that it wasn’t.
 

SOLNESS. It has not been put very severely to the test, I should think.
 

HILDA. [With a quivering of the lips.] Oh, it was no such simple matter to leave father — I am so awfully fond of him.
 

SOLNESS. Dear me! for a month or two — 
 

HILDA. I think I shall never go home again.
 

SOLNESS. Never? Then why did you leave him?
 

HILDA. [Half-seriously, half-banteringly.] Have you forgotten again that the ten year are up?
 

SOLNESS. Oh nonsense. Was anything wrong at home? Eh?
 

HILDA. [Quite seriously.] It was this impulse within me that urged and goaded me to come — and lured and drew me on, as well.
 

SOLNESS. [Eagerly.] There we have it! There we have it, Hilda! There is the troll in you too, as in me. For it’s the troll in one, you see — it is that that calls to the powers outside us. And then you must give in — whether you will or no.
 

HILDA. I almost think you are right, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. [Walks about the room.] Oh, there are devils innumerable abroad in the world, Hilda, that one never sees.
 

HILDA. Devils, too?
 

SOLNESS. [Stops.] Good devils and bad devils; light-haired devils and black-haired devils. If only you could always tell whether it is the light or dark ones that have got hold of you! [Paces about.] Ho-ho! Then it would be simple enough!
 

HILDA. [Follows him with her eyes.] Or if one had a really vigorous, radiantly healthy conscience — so that one dared to do what one would.
 

SOLNESS. [Stops beside the console table.] I believe, now, that most people are just as puny creatures as I am in that respect.
 

HILDA. I shouldn’t wonder.
 

SOLNESS. [Leaning against the table.] In the sagas — . Have you read any of the old sagas?
 

HILDA. Oh yes! When I used to read books, I — 
 

SOLNESS. In the sagas you read about vikings, who sailed to foreign lands, and plundered and burned and killed men — 
 

HILDA. And carried off women — 
 

SOLNESS. — and kept them in captivity — 
 

HILDA. — took them home in their ships — 
 

SOLNESS. — and behaved to them like — like the very worst of trolls.
 

HILDA. [Looks straight before her, with a half-veiled look.] I think that must have been thrilling.
 

SOLNESS. [With a short, deep laugh.] To carry off women, eh?
 

HILDA. To be carried off.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks at her a moment.] Oh, indeed.
 

HILDA. [As if breaking the thread of the conversation.] But what made you speak of these vikings, Mr. Solness?
 

SOLNESS. Why, those fellows must have had robust consciences, if you like! When they got home again, they could eat and drink, and be as happy as children. And the women, too! They often would not leave them on any account. Can you understand that, Hilda?
 

HILDA. Those women I can understand exceedingly well.
 

SOLNESS. Oho! Perhaps you could do the same yourself?
 

HILDA. Why not?
 

SOLNESS. Live — of your own free will — with a ruffian like that?
 

HILDA. If it was a ruffian I had come to love — 
 

SOLNESS. Could you come to love a man like that?
 

HILDA. Good heavens, you know very well one can’t choose whom one is going to love.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks meditatively at her.] Oh no, I suppose it is the troll within one that’s responsible for that.
 

HILDA. [Half-laughing.] And all those blessed devils, that you know so well — both the light-haired and the dark-haired ones.
 

SOLNESS. [Quietly and warmly.] Then I hope with all my heart that the devils will choose carefully for you, Hilda.
 

HILDA. For me they have chosen already — once and for all.
 

SOLNESS. [Looks earnestly at her.] Hilda — you are like a wild bird of the woods.
 

HILDA. Far from it. I don’t hide myself away under the bushes.
 

SOLNESS. No, no. There is rather something of the bird of prey in you.
 

HILDA. That is nearer it — perhaps. [Very vehemently.] And why not a bird of prey? Why should not I go a-hunting — I, as well as the rest? Carry off the prey I want — if only I can get my claws into it, and do with it as I will.
 

SOLNESS. Hilda — do you know what you are?
 

HILDA. Yes, I suppose I am a strange sort of bird.
 

SOLNESS. No. You are like a dawning day. When I look at you — I seem to be looking towards the sunrise.
 

HILDA. Tell me, Mr. Solness — are you certain that you have never called me to you? Inwardly, you know?
 

SOLNESS. [Softly and slowly.] I almost think I must have.
 

HILDA. What did you want with me?
 

SOLNESS. You are the younger generation, Hilda.
 

HILDA. [Smiles.] That younger generation that you are so afraid of?
 

SOLNESS. [Nods slowly.] And which, in my heart, I yearn towards so deeply.
 

[HILDA rises, goes to the little table, and fetches RAGNAR BROVIK’S portfolio.
 

HILDA. [Holds out the portfolio to him.] We were talking of these drawings — 
 

SOLNESS. [Shortly, waving them away.] Put those things away! I have seen enough of them.
 

HILDA. Yes, but you have to write your approval on them.
 

SOLNESS. Write my approval on them? Never!
 

HILDA. But the poor old man is lying at death’s door! Can’t you give him and his son this pleasure before they are parted? And perhaps he might get the commission to carry them out, too.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, that is just what he would get. He has made sure of that — has my fine gentleman!
 

HILDA. Then, good heavens — if that is so — can’t you tell the least little bit of a lie for once in a way?
 

SOLNESS. A lie? [Raging.] Hilda — take those devil’s drawings out of my sight!
 

HILDA. [Draws the portfolio a little nearer to herself.] Well, well, well — don’t bite me. — You talk of trolls — but I think you go on like a troll yourself. [Looks round.] Where do you keep your pen and ink?
 

SOLNESS. There is nothing of the sort in here.
 

HILDA. [Goes towards the door.] But in the office where that young lady is — 
 

SOLNESS. Stay where you are, Hilda! — I ought to tell a lie, you say. Oh yes, for the sake of his old father I might well do that — for in my time I have crushed him, trodden him under foot — 
 

HILDA. Him, too?
 

SOLNESS. I needed room for myself. But this Ragnar — he must on no account be allowed to come to the front.
 

HILDA. Poor fellow, there is surely no fear of that. If he has nothing in him — 
 

SOLNESS. [Comes closer, looks at her, and whispers.] If Ragnar Brovik gets his chance, he will strike me to the earth. Crush me — as I crushed his father.
 

HILDA. Crush you? Has he the ability for that?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you may depend upon it he has the ability! He is the younger generation that stands ready to knock at my door — to make an end of Halvard Solness.
 

HILDA. [Looks at him with quiet reproach.] And yet you would bar him out. Fie, Mr. Solness!
 

SOLNESS. The fight I have been fighting has cost heart’s blood enough. — And I am afraid, too, that the helpers and servers will not obey me any longer.
 

HILDA. Then you must go ahead without them. There is nothing else for it.
 

SOLNESS. It is hopeless, Hilda. The luck is bound to turn. A little sooner or a little later. Retribution is inexorable.
 

HILDA. [In distress, putting her hands over her ears.] Don’t talk like that! Do you want to kill me? To take from me what is more than my life?
 

SOLNESS. And what is that?
 

HILDA. The longing to see you great. To see you, with a wreath in your hand, high, high up upon a church-tower. [Calm again.] Come, out with your pencil now. You must have a pencil about you?
 

SOLNESS. [Takes out his pocket-book.] I have one here.
 

HILDA. [Lays the portfolio on the sofa-table.] Very well. Now let us two sit down here, Mr. Solness. [SOLNESS seats himself at the table. HILDA stands behind him, leaning over the back of the chair.] And now we well write on the drawings. We must write very, very nicely and cordially — for this horrid Ruar — or whatever his name is.
 

SOLNESS. [Writes a few words, turns his head and looks at her.] Tell me one thing, Hilda.
 

HILDA. Yes!
 

SOLNESS. If you have been waiting for me all these ten years — 
 

HILDA. What then?
 

SOLNESS. Why have you never written to me? Then I could have answered you.
 

HILDA. [Hastily.] No, no, no! That was just what I did not want.
 

SOLNESS. Why not?
 

HILDA. I was afraid the whole thing might fall to pieces. — But we were going to write on the drawings, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. So we were.
 

HILDA. [Bends forward and looks over his shoulder while he writes.] Mind now, kindly and cordially! Oh how I hate — how I hate this Ruald — 
 

SOLNESS. [Writing.] Have you never really cared for any one, Hilda?
 

HILDA. For any one else, I suppose you mean?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks up at her.] For any one else, yes. Have you never? In all these ten years? Never?
 

HILDA. Oh yes, now and then. When I was perfectly furious with you for not coming.
 

SOLNESS. Then you did take an interest in other people, too?
 

HILDA. A little bit — for a week or so. Good heavens, Mr. Solness, you surely know how such things come about.
 

SOLNESS. Hilda — what is it you have come for?
 

HILDA. Don’t waste time talking. The poor old man might go and die in the meantime.
 

SOLNESS. Answer me, Hilda. What do you want of me?
 

HILDA. I want my kingdom.
 

SOLNESS. H’m — He gives a rapid glance toward the door on the left, and then goes on writing on the drawings.  At the same moment MRS. SOLNESS enters.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Here are a few things I have got for you, Miss Wangel. The large parcels will be sent later on.
 

HILDA. Oh, how very, very kind of you!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Only my simple duty. Nothing more than that.
 

SOLNESS. [Reading over what he has written.] Aline!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes?
 

SOLNESS. Did you notice whether the — the book-keeper was out there?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, of course, she was there.
 

SOLNESS. [Puts the drawings in the portfolio.] H’m — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. She was standing at the desk, as she always is — when I go through the room.
 

SOLNESS. [Rises.] Then I’ll give this to her and tell her that — 
 

HILDA. [Takes the portfolio from him.] Oh, no, let me have the pleasure of doing that! [Goes to the door, but turns.] What is her name?
 

SOLNESS. Her name is Miss Fosli.
 

HILDA. Pooh, that sounds so cold! Her Christian name, I mean?
 

SOLNESS. Kaia — I believe.
 

HILDA. [Opens the door and calls out.] Kaia, come in here! Make haste! Mr. Solness wants to speak to you. KAIA FOSLI appears at the door.
 

KAIA. [Looking at him in alarm.] Here I am — ?
 

HILDA. [Handing her the portfolio.] See her, Kaia! You can take this home; Mr. Solness was written on them now.
 

KAIA. Oh, at last!
 

SOLNESS. Give them to the old man as soon as you can.
 

KAIA. I will go straight home with them.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, do. Now Ragnar will have a chance of building for himself.
 

KAIA. Oh, may he come and thank you for all — ?
 

SOLNESS. [Harshly.] I won’t have any thanks! Tell him that from me.
 

KAIA. Yes, I will — 
 

SOLNESS. And tell him at the same time that henceforward I do not require his services — nor yours either.
 

KAIA. [Softly and quiveringly.] Not mine either?
 

SOLNESS. You will have other things to think of now, and to attend to; and that is a very good thing for you. Well, go home with the drawings now, Miss Fosli. At once! Do you hear?
 

KAIA. [As before.] Yes, Mr. Solness. [She goes out.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Heavens! what deceitful eyes she has.
 

SOLNESS. She? That poor little creature?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh — I can see what I can see, Halvard. —— Are you really dismissing them?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Her as well?
 

SOLNESS. Was not that what you wished?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. But how can you get on without her — ? Oh well, no doubt you have some one else in reserve, Halvard.
 

HILDA. [Playfully.] Well, I for one am not the person to stand at a desk.
 

SOLNESS. Never mind, never mind — it will be all right, Aline. Now all you have to do is think about moving into our new home — as quickly as you can. This evening we will hang up the wreath — [Turns to HILDA.] What do you say to that, Miss Hilda?
 

HILDA. [Looks at him with sparkling eyes.] It will be splendid to see you so high up once more.
 

SOLNESS. Me!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. For Heaven’s sake, Miss Wangel, don’t imagine such a thing! My husband! — when he always gets so dizzy!
 

HILDA. He get dizzy! No, I know quite well he does not!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes, indeed he does.
 

HILDA. But I have seen him with my own eyes right up at the top of a high church-tower!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, I hear people talk of that; but it is utterly impossible — 
 

SOLNESS. [Vehemently.] Impossible — impossible, yes! But there I stood all the same!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. O, how can you say so, Halvard? Why, you can’t even bear to go out on the second-storey balcony here. You have always been like that.
 

SOLNESS. You may perhaps see something different this evening.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [In alarm.] No, no, no! Please God I shall never see that. I will write at once to the doctor — and I am sure he won’t let you do it.
 

SOLNESS. Why, Aline — !
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, you know you’re ill, Halvard. This proves it! Oh God — Oh God!
 

[She goes hastily out to the right.
 

HILDA. [Looks intently at him.] Is it so, or is it not?
 

SOLNESS. That I turn dizzy?
 

HILDA. That my master builder dares not — cannot — climb as high as he builds?
 

SOLNESS. Is that the way you look at it?
 

HILDA. Yes.
 

SOLNESS. I believe there is scarcely a corner in me that is safe from you.
 

HILDA. [Looks towards the bow-window.] Up there, then. Right up there — 
 

SOLNESS. [Approaches her.] You might have the topmost room in the tower, Hilda — there you might live like a princess.
 

HILDA. [Indefinably, between earnest and jest.] Yes, that is what you promised me.
 

SOLNESS. Did I really?
 

HILDA. Fie, Mr. Solness! You said I should be a princess, and that you would give me a kingdom. And then you went and — Well!
 

SOLNESS. [Cautiously.] Are you quite certain that this is not a dream — a fancy, that has fixed itself in your mind?
 

HILDA. [Sharply.] Do you mean that you did not do it?
 

SOLNESS. I scarcely know myself. [More softly.] But now I know so much for certain, that I — 
 

HILDA. That you — ? Say it at once!
 

SOLNESS. — that I ought to have done it.
 

HILDA. [Exclaims with animation.] Don’t tell me you can ever be dizzy!
 

SOLNESS. This evening, then, we will hang up the wreath — Princess Hilda.
 

HILDA. [With a bitter curve of the lips.] Over your new home, yes.
 

SOLNESS. Over the new house, which will never be a home for me.
 

[He goes out through the garden door.
 

HILDA. [Looks straight in front of her with a far-away expression, and whispers to herself. The only words audible are:] — frightfully thrilling — 
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

The large broad verandah of SOLNESS’S dwelling-house.  Part of the house, with outer door leading to the verandah, is seen to the left.  A railing along the verandah to the right. At the back, from the end of the verandah, a flight of steps leads down to the garden below.  Tall old trees in the garden spread their branches over the verandah and towards the house.  Far to the right, in among the trees, a glimpse is caught of the lower part of the new villa, with scaffolding round so much as is seen of the tower.  In the background the garden is bounded by an old wooden fence.  Outside the fence, a street with low, tumble-down cottages.
 

Evening sky with sun-lit clouds.
 

On the verandah, a garden bench stands along the wall of the house, and in front of the bench a long table.  On the other side of the table, an arm-chair and some stools.  All the furniture is of wicker-work.
 

MRS. SOLNESS, wrapped in a large white crepe shawl, sits resting in the arm-chair and gazes over to the right. Shortly after, HILDA WANGEL comes up the flight of steps from the garden.  She is dressed as in the last act, and wears her hat.  She has in her bodice a little nosegay of small common flowers.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Turning her head a little.] Have you been round the garden, Miss Wangel?
 

HILDA. Yes, I have been taking a look at it.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. And found some flowers too, I see.
 

HILDA. Yes, indeed! There are such heaps of them in among the bushes.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Are there, really? Still? You see I scarcely ever go there.
 

HILDA. [Closer.] What! Don’t you take a run down into the garden every day, then?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [With a faint smile.] I don’t “run” anywhere, nowadays.
 

HILDA. Well, but do you not go down now and then to look at all the lovely things there?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. It has all become so strange to me. I am almost afraid to see it again.
 

HILDA. Your own garden!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I don’t feel that it is mine any longer.
 

HILDA. What do you mean — ?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. No, no, it is not — not as it was in my mother’s and father’s time. They have taken away so much — so much of the garden, Miss Wangel. Fancy — they have parcelled it out — and built houses for strangers — people that I don’t know. And they can sit and look in upon me from their windows.
 

HILDA. [With a bright expression.] Mrs. Solness!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes?
 

HILDA. May I stay here with you a little?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, by all means, if you care to.
 

[HILDA moves a stool close to the arm-chair and sits down.
 

HILDA. Ah — here one can sit and sun oneself like a cat.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Lays her hand softly on HILDA’S neck.] It is nice of you to be willing to sit with me. I thought you wanted to go in to my husband.
 

HILDA. What should I want with him?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. To help him, I thought.
 

HILDA. No, thank you. And besides, he is not in. He is over there with his workmen. But he looked so fierce that I did not dare to talk to him.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. He is so kind and gentle in reality.
 

HILDA. He!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. You do not really know him yet, Miss Wangel.
 

HILDA. [Looks affectionately at her.] Are you pleased at the thought of moving over to the new house?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I ought to be pleased; for it is what Halvard wants — 
 

HILDA. Oh, not just on that account, surely?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, yes, Miss Wangel; for it is only my duty to submit myself to him. But very often it is dreadfully difficult to force one’s mind to obedience.
 

HILDA. Yes, that must be difficult indeed.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I can tell you it is — when one has so many faults as I have — 
 

HILDA. When one has gone through so much trouble as you have — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. How do you know about that?
 

HILDA. Your husband told me.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. To me he very seldom mentions these things. — Yes, I can tell you I have gone through more than enough trouble in my life, Miss Wangel.
 

HILDA. [Looks sympathetically at her and nods slowly.] Poor Mrs. Solness. First of all there was the fire — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [With a sigh.] Yes, everything that was mine was burnt.
 

HILDA. And then came what was worse.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Looking inquiringly at her.] Worse?
 

HILDA. The worst of all.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. What do you mean?
 

HILDA. [Softly.] You lost the two little boys.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, yes, the boys. But, you see, that was a thing apart. That was a dispensation of Providence; and in such things one can only bow in submission — yes, and be thankful, too.
 

HILDA. Then you are so?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Not always, I am sorry to say. I know well enough that it is my duty — but all the same I cannot.
 

HILDA. No, no, I think that is only natural.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. And often and often I have to remind myself that it was a righteous punishment for me — 
 

HILDA. Why?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Because I had not fortitude enough in misfortune.
 

HILDA. But I don’t see that — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, no, no, Miss Wangel — do not talk to me any more about the two little boys. We ought to feel nothing but joy in thinking of them; for they are so happy — so happy now. No, it is the small losses in life that cut one to the heart — the loss of all that other people look upon as almost nothing.
 

HILDA. [Lays her arms on MRS. SOLNESS’S knees, and looks up at her affectionately.] Dear Mrs. Solness — tell me what things you mean!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. As I say, only little things. All the old portraits were burnt on the walls. And all the old silk dresses were burnt, what had belonged to the family for generations and generations. And all mother’s and grandmother’s lace — that was burnt, too. And only think — the jewels, too! [Sadly.] And then all the dolls.
 

HILDA. The dolls?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Choking with tears.] I had nine lovely dolls.
 

HILDA. And they were burnt too?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. All of them. Oh, it was hard — so hard for me.
 

HILDA. Had you put by all these dolls, then? Ever since you were little?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I had not put them by. The dolls and I had gone on living together.
 

HILDA. After you were grown up?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, long after that.
 

HILDA. After you were married, too?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes, indeed. So long as he did not see it — . But they were all burnt up, poor things. No one thought of saving them. Oh, it is so miserable to think of. You mustn’t laugh at me, Miss Wangel.
 

HILDA. I am not laughing in the least.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. For you see, in a certain sense, there was life in them, too. I carried them under my heart — like little unborn children. DR. HERDAL, with his hat in his hand, comes out through the door, and observes MRS. SOLNESS. and HILDA. DR. HERDAL. Well, Mrs. Solness, so you are sitting out here catching cold?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. I find it so pleasant and warm here to-day.
 

DR. HERDAL. Yes, yes. But is there anything going on here? I got a note from you.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Rises.] Yes, there is something I must talk to you about.
 

DR. HERDAL. Very well; then perhaps we better go in. [To HILDA.] Still in your mountaineering dress, Miss Wangel?
 

HILDA. [Gaily, rising.] Yes — in full uniform! But to-day I am not going climbing and breaking my neck. We two will stop quietly below and look on, doctor.
 

DR. HERDAL. What are we to look on at?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Softly, in alarm, to HILDA.] Hush, hush — for God’s sake! He is coming! Try to get that idea out of his head. And let us be friends, Miss Wangel. Don’t you think we can?
 

HILDA. [Throws her arms impetuously round MRS. SOLNESS’S neck.] Oh, if we only could!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Gently disengages herself.] There, there, there! There he comes, doctor. Let me have a word with you.
 

DR. HERDAL. Is it about him?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, to be sure it’s about him. Do come in. She and the doctor enter the house.  Next moment SOLNESS comes up from the garden by the flight of steps.  A serious look comes over HILDA’S face.
 

SOLNESS. [Glances at the house-door, which is closed cautiously from within.] Have you noticed, Hilda, that as soon as I come, she goes?
 

HILDA. I have noticed that as soon as you come, you make her go.
 

SOLNESS. Perhaps so. But I cannot help it. [Looks observantly at her.] Are you cold, Hilda? I think you look cold.
 

HILDA. I have just come up out of a tomb.
 

SOLNESS. What do you mean by that?
 

HILDA. That I have got chilled through and through, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. [Slowly.] I believe I understand — 
 

HILDA. What brings you up here just now?
 

SOLNESS. I caught sight of you from over there.
 

HILDA. But then you must have seen her too?
 

SOLNESS. I knew she would go at once if I came.
 

HILDA. Is it very painful for you that she should avoid you in this way?
 

SOLNESS. In one sense, it’s a relief as well.
 

HILDA. Not to have her before your eyes?
 

SOLNESS. Yes.
 

HILDA. Not to be always seeing how heavily the loss of the little boys weighs upon her?
 

SOLNESS. Yes. Chiefly that.
 

[HILDA drifts across the verandah with her hands behind her back, stops at the railing and looks out over the garden.
 

SOLNESS. [After a short pause.] Did you have a long talk with her?
 

[HILDA stands motionless and does not answer.
 

SOLNESS. Had you a long talk, I asked? [HILDA is silent as before.
 

SOLNESS. What was she talking about, Hilda? [HILDA continues silent.
 

SOLNESS. Poor Aline! I suppose it was about the little boys.
 

HILDA. [A nervous shudder runs through her; then she nods hurriedly once or twice.
 

SOLNESS. She will never get over it — never in this world. [Approaches her.] Now you are standing there again like a statue; just as you stood last night.
 

HILDA. [Turns and looks at him, with great serious eyes.] I am going away.
 

SOLNESS. [Sharply.] Going away!
 

HILDA. Yes.
 

SOLNESS. But I won’t allow you to!
 

HILDA. What am I to do here now?
 

SOLNESS. Simply to be here, Hilda!
 

HILDA. [Measures him with a look.] Oh, thank you. You know it wouldn’t end there.
 

SOLNESS. [Heedlessly.] So much the better!
 

HILDA. [Vehemently.] I cannot do any harm to one whom I know! I can’t take away anything that belongs to her.
 

SOLNESS. Who wants you to do that?
 

HILDA. [Continuing.] A stranger, yes! for that is quite a different thing! A person I have never set eyes on. But one that I have come into close contact with — ! Oh no! Oh no! Ugh!
 

SOLNESS. Yes, but I never proposed you should.
 

HILDA. Oh, Mr. Solness, you know quite well what the end of it would be. And that is why I am going away.
 

SOLNESS. And what is to become of me when you are gone? What shall I have to live for then? — After that?
 

HILDA. [With the indefinable look in her eyes.] It is surely not so hard for you. You have your duties to her. Live for those duties.
 

SOLNESS. Too late. These powers — these — these — 
 

HILDA. — devils — 
 

SOLNESS. Yes, these devils! And the troll within me as well — they have drawn all the life-blood out of her. [Laughs in desperation.] They did it for my happiness! Yes, yes! [Sadly.] And now she is dead — for my sake. And I am chained alive to a dead woman. [In wild anguish.]
I — I who cannot live without joy in life!
 

[HILDA moves round the table and seats herself on the bench, with her elbows on the table, and her head supported by her hands.
 

HILDA. [Sits and looks at him awhile.] What will you build next?
 

SOLNESS. [Shakes his head.] I don’t believe I shall build much more.
 

HILDA. Not those cosy, happy homes for mother and father, and for the troop of children?
 

SOLNESS. I wonder whether there will be any use for such homes in the coming time.
 

HILDA. Poor Mr. Solness! And you have gone all these ten years — and staked your whole life — on that alone.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, you may well say so, Hilda.
 

HILDA. [With an outburst.] Oh, it all seems to me so foolish — so foolish!
 

SOLNESS. All what?
 

HILDA. Not to be able to grasp at your own happiness — at your own life! Merely because some one you know happens to stand in the way!
 

SOLNESS. One whom you have no right to set aside.
 

HILDA. I wonder whether one really has not the right! And yet, and yet — . Oh! if one could only sleep the whole thing away!
 

[She lays her arms flat don on the table, rests the left side of her head on her hands, and shuts her eyes.
 

SOLNESS. [Turns the arm-chair and sits down at the table.] Had you a cosy, happy home — up there with your father, Hilda?
 

HILDA. [Without stirring, answers as if half asleep.] I had only a cage.
 

SOLNESS. And you are determined not to go back to it?
 

HILDA. [As before.] The wild bird never wants to go back to the cage.
 

SOLNESS. Rather range through the free air — 
 

HILDA. [Still as before.] The bird of prey loves to range — 
 

SOLNESS. [Lets his eyes rest on her.] If only one had the viking-spirit in life — 
 

HILDA. [In her usual voice; opens her eyes but does not move.] And the other thing? Say what that was!
 

SOLNESS. A robust conscience.
 

[HILDA sits erect on the bench, with animation.  Her eyes have once more the sparkling expression of gladness.
 

HILDA. [Nods to him.]
I know what you are going to build next!
 

SOLNESS. Then you know more than I do, Hilda.
 

HILDA. Yes, builders are such stupid people.
 

SOLNESS. What is it to be then?
 

HILDA. [Nods again.] The castle.
 

SOLNESS. What castle?
 

HILDA. My castle, of course.
 

SOLNESS. Do you want a castle now?
 

HILDA. Don’t you owe me a kingdom, I should like to know?
 

SOLNESS. You say I do.
 

HILDA. Well — you admit you owe me this kingdom. And you can’t have a kingdom without a royal castle, I should think.
 

SOLNESS. [More and more animated.] Yes, they usually go together.
 

HILDA. Good! Then build it for me! This moment!
 

SOLNESS. [Laughing.] Must you have that on the instant, too?
 

HILDA. Yes, to be sure! For the ten years are up now, and I am not going to wait any longer. So — out with the castle, Mr. Solness!
 

SOLNESS. It’s no light matter to owe you anything, Hilda.
 

HILDA. You should have thought of that before. It is too late now. So — [tapping the table] — the castle on the table! It is my castle! I will have it at once!
 

SOLNESS. [More seriously, leans over towards her, with his arms on the table.] What sort of castle have you imagined, Hilda?
 

[Her expression becomes more and more veiled.  She seems gazing inwards at herself.
 

HILDA. [Slowly.] My castle shall stand on a height — on a very great height — with a clear outlook on all sides, so that I can see far — far around.
 

SOLNESS. And no doubt it is to have a high tower!
 

HILDA. A tremendously high tower. And at the very top of the tower there shall be a balcony. And I will stand out upon it — 
 

SOLNESS. [Involuntarily clutches at his forehead.] How can you like to stand at such a dizzy height — ?
 

HILDA. Yes, I will! Right up there will I stand and look down on the other people — on those that are building churches, and homes for mother and father and the troop of children. And you may come up and look on at it, too.
 

SOLNESS. [In a low tone.] Is the builder to be allowed to come up beside the princess?
 

HILDA. If the builder will.
 

SOLNESS. [More softly.] Then I think the builder will come.
 

HILDA. [Nods.] The builder — he will come.
 

SOLNESS. But he will never be able to build any more. Poor builder!
 

HILDA. [Animated.] Oh, yes, he will! We two will set to work together. And then we will build the loveliest — the very loveliest — thing in all the world.
 

SOLNESS. [Intently.] Hilda — tell me what that is!
 

HILDA. [Looks smilingly at him, shakes her head a little, pouts, and speaks as if to a child.] Builders — they are such very — very stupid people.
 

SOLNESS. Yes, no doubt they are stupid. But now tell me what it is — the loveliest thing in the world — that we two are to build together?
 

HILDA. [Is silent a little while, then says with an indefinable expression in her eyes.] Castles in the air.
 

SOLNESS. Castles in the air?
 

HILDA. [Nods.] Castles in the air, yes! Do you know what sort of thing a castle in the air is?
 

SOLNESS. It is the loveliest thing in the world, you say.
 

HILDA. [Rises with vehemence, and makes a gesture of repulsion with her hand.] Yes, to be sure it is! Castles in the air — they are so easy to build, too — [looks scornfully at him] — especially for the builders who have a — a dizzy conscience.
 

SOLNESS. [Rises.] After this day we two will build together, Hilda.
 

HILDA. [With a half-dubious smile.] A real castle in the air?
 

SOLNESS. Yes. One with a firm foundation under it. RAGNAR BROVIK comes out from the house.  He is carrying a large green wreath with flowers and silk ribbons.
 

HILDA. [With an outburst of pleasure.] The wreath! Oh, that will be glorious!
 

SOLNESS. [In surprise.] Have you brought the wreath Ragnar?
 

RAGNAR. I promised the foreman I would.
 

SOLNESS. [Relieved.] Ah, then I suppose you father is better?
 

RAGNAR. No.
 

SOLNESS. Was he not cheered by what I wrote?
 

RAGNAR. It came too late.
 

SOLNESS. Too late!
 

RAGNAR. When she came with it he was unconscious. He had had a stroke.
 

SOLNESS. Why, then, you must go home to him! You must attend to your father!
 

RAGNAR. He does not need me any more.
 

SOLNESS. But surely you ought to be with him.
 

RAGNAR. She is sitting by his bed.
 

SOLNESS. [Rather uncertainly.] Kaia?
 

RAGNAR. [Looking darkly at him.] Yes — Kaia.
 

SOLNESS. Go home, Ragnar — both to him and to her. Give me the wreath.
 

RAGNAR. [Suppresses a mocking smile.] You don’t mean that you yourself — ?
 

SOLNESS. I will take it down to them myself [Takes the wreath from him.] And now you go home; we don’t require you to-day.
 

RAGNAR. I know you do not require me any more; but to-day I shall remain.
 

SOLNESS. Well, remain then, since you are bent upon it.
 

HILDA. [At the railing.] Mr. Solness, I will stand here and look on at you.
 

SOLNESS. At me!
 

HILDA. It will be fearfully thrilling.
 

SOLNESS. [In a low tone.] We will talk about that presently, Hilda.
 

[He goes down the flight of steps with the wreath, and away through the garden.
 

HILDA. [Looks after him, then turns to RAGNAR.] I think you might at least have thanked him
 

RAGNAR. Thanked him? Ought I to have thanked him?
 

HILDA. Yes, of course you ought!
 

RAGNAR. I think it is rather you I ought to thank.
 

HILDA. How can you say such a thing?
 

RAGNAR. [Without answering her.] But I advise you to take care, Miss Wangel! For you don’t know him rightly yet.
 

HILDA. [Ardently.] Oh, no one knows him as I do!
 

RAGNAR. [Laughs in exasperation.] Thank him, when he has held me down year after year! When he made father disbelieve in me — made me disbelieve in myself! And all merely that he might — !
 

HILDA. [As if divining something.] That he might — ? Tell me at once!
 

RAGNAR. That he might keep her with him.
 

HILDA. [With a start towards him.] The girl at the desk.
 

RAGNAR. Yes.
 

HILDA. [Threateningly, clenching her hands.] That is not true! You are telling falsehoods about him!
 

RAGNAR. I would not believe it either until to-day — when she said so herself.
 

HILDA. [As if beside herself.] What did she say? I will know! At once! at once!
 

RAGNAR. She said that he had taken possession of her mind — her whole mind — centred all her thoughts upon himself alone. She says that she can never leave him — that she will remain here, where he is — 
 

HILDA. [With flashing eyes.] She will not be allowed to!
 

RAGNAR. [As if feeling his way.] Who will not allow her?
 

HILDA. [Rapidly.] He will not either!
 

RAGNAR. Oh no — I understand the whole thing now. After this, she would merely be — in the way.
 

HILDA. You understand nothing — since you can talk like that! No, I will tell you why he kept hold of her.
 

RAGNAR. Well then, why?
 

HILDA. In order to keep hold of you.
 

RAGNAR. Has he told you so?
 

HILDA. No, but it is so. It must be so! [Wildly.] I will — I will have it so!
 

RAGNAR. And at the very moment when you came — he let her go.
 

HILDA. It was you — you that he let go! What do you suppose he cares about strange women like her?
 

RAGNAR. [Reflects.] Is it possible that all this time he has been afraid of me?
 

HILDA. He afraid! I would not be so conceited if I were you.
 

RAGNAR. Oh, he must have seen long ago that I had something in me, too. Besides — cowardly — that is just what he is, you see.
 

HILDA. He! Oh yes, I am likely to believe that!
 

RAGNAR. In a certain sense he is cowardly — he, the great master builder. He is not afraid of robbing others of their happiness — as he has done both for my father and me. But when it comes to climbing up a paltry bit of scaffolding — he will do anything rather than that.
 

HILDA. Oh, you should just have seen him high, high up — at the dizzy height where I once saw him.
 

RAGNAR. Did you see that?
 

HILDA. Yes, indeed I did. How free and great he looked as he stood and fastened the wreath to the church vane!
 

RAGNAR. I know that he ventured that, once in his life — one solitary time. It is a legend among us younger men. But no power on earth would induce him to do it again.
 

HILDA. To-day he will do it again!
 

RAGNAR. [Scornfully.] Yes, I daresay!
 

HILDA. We shall see it!
 

RAGNAR. That neither you nor I will see.
 

HILDA. [With uncontrollable vehemence.] I will se it! I will and I must see it!
 

RAGNAR. But he will not do it. He simply dare not do it. For you see he cannot get over this infirmity — master builder though he be. MRS. SOLNESS comes from the house on to the verandah.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Looks around.] Is he not here? Where has he gone to?
 

RAGNAR. Mr. Solness is down with the men.
 

HILDA. He took the wreath with him.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Terrified.] Took the wreath with him! Oh God! oh God! Brovik — you must go down to him! Get him to come back here!
 

RAGNAR. Shall I say you want to speak to him, Mrs. Solness?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes, do! — No, no — don’t say that I want anything! You can say that somebody is here, and that he must come at once.
 

RAGNAR. Good. I will do so, Mrs. Solness.
 

[He goes down the flight of steps and away through the garden.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, Miss Wangel, you can’t think how anxious I feel about him.
 

HILDA. Is there anything in this to be terribly frightened about?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh yes; surely you can understand. Just think, if he were really to do it! If he should take it into his head to climb up the scaffolding!
 

HILDA. [Eagerly.] Do you think he will?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, one can never tell what he might take into his head. I am afraid there is nothing he mightn’t think of doing.
 

HILDA. Aha! Perhaps you too think he is — well — ?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, I don’t know what to think about him now. The doctor has been telling me all sorts of things; and putting it all together with several things I have heard him say — DR. HERDAL looks out, at the door.
 

DR. HERDAL. Is he not coming soon?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, I think so. I have sent for him at any rate.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Advancing.] I am afraid you will have to go in, my dear lady — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh no! Oh no! I shall stay out here and wait for Halvard.
 

DR. HERDAL. But some ladies have just come to call on you — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Good heavens, that too! And just at this moment!
 

DR. HERDAL. They say they positively must see the ceremony.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Well, well, I suppose I must go to them after all. It is my duty.
 

HILDA. Can’t you ask the ladies to go away?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. No, that would never do. Now that they are here, it is my duty to see them. But do you stay out here in the meantime — and receive him when he comes.
 

DR. HERDAL. And try to occupy his attention as long as possible — 
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, do, dear Miss Wangel. Keep as firm hold of him as ever you can.
 

HILDA. Would it not be best for you to do that?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes; God knows that is my duty. But when one has duties in so many directions — 
 

DR. HERDAL. [Looks towards the garden.] There he is coming.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. And I have to go in!
 

DR. HERDAL. [To HILDA.] Don’t say anything about my being here.
 

HILDA. Oh no! I daresay I shall find something else to talk to Mr. Solness about.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. And be sure you keep firm hold of him. I believe you can do it best.
 

[MRS. SOLNESS and DR. HERDAL go into the house.  HILDA remains standing on the verandah.  SOLNESS comes from the garden, up the flight of steps.
 

SOLNESS. Somebody wants me, I hear.
 

HILDA. Yes; it is I, Mr. Solness.
 

SOLNESS. Oh, is it you, Hilda? I was afraid it might be Aline or the Doctor.
 

HILDA. You are very easily frightened, it seems!
 

SOLNESS. Do you think so?
 

HILDA. Yes; people say that you are afraid to climb about — on the scaffoldings, you know.
 

SOLNESS. Well, that is quite a special thing.
 

HILDA. Then it is true that you are afraid to do it?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, I am.
 

HILDA. Afraid of falling down and killing yourself?
 

SOLNESS. No, not of that.
 

HILDA. Of what, then?
 

SOLNESS. I am afraid of retribution, Hilda.
 

HILDA. Of retribution? [Shakes her head.] I don’t understand that.
 

SOLNESS. Sit down, and I will tell you something.
 

HILDA. Yes, do! At once!
 

[She sits on a stool by the railing, and looks expectantly at him.
 

SOLNESS. [Throws his hat on the table.] You know that I began by building churches.
 

HILDA. [Nods.] I know that well.
 

SOLNESS. For, you see, I came as a boy from a pious home in the country; and so it seemed to me that this church-building was the noblest task I could set myself.
 

HILDA. Yes, yes.
 

SOLNESS. And I venture to say that I built those poor little churches with such honest and warm and heartfelt devotion that — that — 
 

HILDA. That — ? Well?
 

SOLNESS. Well, that I think that he ought to have been pleased with me.
 

HILDA. He? What he?
 

SOLNESS. He who was to have the churches, of course! He to whose honour and glory they were dedicated.
 

HILDA. Oh, indeed! But are you certain, then, that — that he was not — pleased with you?
 

SOLNESS. [Scornfully.] He pleased with me! How can you talk so, Hilda? He who gave the troll in me leave to lord it just as it pleased. He who bade them be at hand to serve me, both day and might — all these — all these — 
 

HILDA. Devils — 
 

SOLNESS. Yes, of both kinds. Oh no, he made me feel clearly enough that he was not pleased with me. [Mysteriously.] You see, that was really the reason why he made the old house burn down.
 

HILDA. Was that why?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, don’t you understand? He wanted to give me the chance of becoming an accomplished master in my own sphere — so that I might build all the more glorious churches for him. At first I did not understand what he was driving at; but all of a sudden it flashed upon me.
 

HILDA. When was that?
 

SOLNESS. It was when I was building the church-tower up at Lysanger.
 

HILDA. I thought so.
 

SOLNESS. For you see, Hilda — up there, amidst those new surroundings, I used to go about musing and pondering within myself. Then I saw plainly why he had taken my little children from me. It was that I should have nothing else to attach myself to. No such thing as love and happiness, you understand. I was to be only a master builder — nothing else, and all my life long I was to go on building for him. [Laughs.] But I can tell you nothing came of that!
 

HILDA. What did you do then?
 

SOLNESS. First of all, I searched and tried my own heart — 
 

HILDA. And then?
 

SOLNESS. The I did the impossible — I, no less than he.
 

HILDA. The impossible?
 

SOLNESS. I had never before been able to climb up to a great, free height. But that day I did it.
 

HILDA. [Leaping up.] Yes, yes, you did!
 

SOLNESS. And when I stood there, high over everything, and was hanging the wreath over the vane, I said to him: Hear me now, thou Mighty One! From this day forward I will be a free builder — I too, in my sphere — just as thou in thine. I will never more build churches for thee — only homes for human beings.
 

HILDA. [With great sparkling eyes.] That was the song that I heard through the air!
 

SOLNESS. But afterwards his turn came.
 

HILDA. What do you mean by that?
 

SOLNESS. [Looks despondently at her.] Building homes for human beings — is not worth a rap, Hilda.
 

HILDA. Do you say that now?
 

SOLNESS. Yes, for now I see it. Men have no use for these homes of theirs — to be happy in. And I should not have had any use for such a home, if I had had one. [With a quiet, bitter laugh.] See, that is the upshot of the whole affair, however far back I look. Nothing really built; nor anything sacrificed for the chance of building. Nothing, nothing! the whole is nothing!
 

HILDA. Then you will never build anything more?
 

SOLNESS. [With animation.] On the contrary, I am just going to begin!
 

HILDA. What, then? What will you build? Tell me at once!
 

SOLNESS. I believe there is only one possible dwelling-place for human happiness — and that is what I am going to build now.
 

HILDA. [Looks fixedly at him.] Mr. Solness — you mean our castles in the air.
 

SOLNESS. The castles in the air — yes.
 

HILDA. I am afraid you would turn dizzy before we got half-way up.
 

SOLNESS. Not if I can mount hand in hand with you, Hilda.
 

HILDA. [With an expression of suppressed resentment.] Only with me? Will there be no others of the party?
 

SOLNESS. Who else should there be?
 

HILDA. Oh — that girl — that Kaia at the desk. Poor thing — don’t you want to take her with you too?
 

SOLNESS. Oho! Was it about her that Aline was talking to you?
 

HILDA. Is it so — or is it not?
 

SOLNESS. [Vehemently.] I will not answer such a question. You must believe in me, wholly and entirely!
 

HILDA. All these ten years I have believed in you so utterly — so utterly.
 

SOLNESS. You must go on believing in me!
 

HILDA. Then let me see you stand free and high up!
 

SOLNESS. [Sadly.] Oh Hilda — it is not every day that I can do that.
 

HILDA. [Passionately.] I will have you do it! I will have it! [Imploringly.] Just once more, Mr. Solness! Do the impossible once again!
 

SOLNESS. [Stands and looks deep into her eyes.] If I try it, Hilda, I will stand up there and talk to him as I did that time before.
 

HILDA. [In rising excitement.] What will you say to him?
 

SOLNESS. I will say to him: Hear me, Mighty Lord — thou may’st judge me as seems best to thee. But hereafter I will build nothing but the loveliest thing in the world — 
 

HILDA. [Carried away.] Yes — yes — yes!
 

SOLNESS. — build it together with a princess, whom I love — 
 

HILDA. Yes, tell him that! Tell him that!
 

SOLNESS. Yes. And then I will say to him: Now I shall go down and throw my arms round her and kiss her — 
 

HILDA. — many times! Say that!
 

SOLNESS. — many, many times, I will say it!
 

HILDA. And then — ?
 

SOLNESS. Then I will wave my hat — and come down to the earth — and do as I said to him.
 

HILDA. [With outstretched arms.] Now I see you again as I did when there was song in the air!
 

SOLNESS. [Looks at here with his head bowed.] How have you become what you are, Hilda?
 

HILDA. How have you made me what I am?
 

SOLNESS. [Shortly and firmly.] The princess shall have her castle.
 

HILDA. [Jubilant, clapping her hands.] Oh, Mr. Solness — ! My lovely, lovely castle. Our castle in the air!
 

SOLNESS. On a firm foundation.
 

[In the street a crowd of people has assembled, vaguely seen through the trees.  Music of wind-instruments is heard far away behind the new house. MRS. SOLNESS, with a fur collar round her neck, DOCTOR HERDAL with her white shawl on his arm, and some ladies, come out on the verandah.  RAGNAR BROVIK comes at the same time up from the garden.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [To RAGNAR.] Are we to have music, too?
 

RAGNAR. Yes. It’s the band of the Mason’s Union. [To SOLNESS.] The foreman asked me to tell you that he is ready now to go up with the wreath.
 

SOLNESS. [Takes his hat.] Good. I will go down to him myself.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Anxiously.] What have you to do down there, Halvard?
 

SOLNESS. [Curtly.] I must be down below with the men.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Yes, down below — only down below.
 

SOLNESS. That is where I always stand — on everyday occasions.
 

[He goes down the flight of steps and away through the garden.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Calls after him over the railing.] But do beg the man to be careful when he goes up! Promise me that, Halvard!
 

DR. HERDAL. [To MRS. SOLNESS.] Don’t you see that I was right? He has given up all thought of that folly.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, what a relief! Twice workmen have fallen, and each time they were killed on the spot. [Turns to HILDA.] Thank you, Miss Wangel, for having kept such a firm hold upon him. I should never have been able to manage him.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Playfully.] Yes, yes, Miss Wangel, you know how to keep firm hold on a man, when you give your mind to it.
 

[MRS. SOLNESS and DR. HERDAL go up to the ladies, who are standing nearer to the steps and looking over the garden. HILDA remains standing beside the railing in the foreground. RAGNAR goes up to her.
 

RAGNAR. [With suppressed laughter, half whispering.] Miss Wangel — do you see all those young fellows down in the street?
 

HILDA. Yes.
 

RAGNAR. They are my fellow students, come to look at the master.
 

HILDA. What do they want to look at him for?
 

RAGNAR. They want to see how he daren’t climb to the top of his own house.
 

HILDA. Oh, that is what those boys want, is it?
 

RAGNAR. [Spitefully and scornfully.] He has kept us down so long — now we are going to see him keep quietly down below himself.
 

HILDA. You will not see that — not this time.
 

RAGNAR. [Smiles.] Indeed! Then where shall we see him?
 

HILDA. High — high up by the vane! That is where you will see him!
 

RAGNAR. [Laughs.] Him! Oh yes, I daresay!
 

HILDA. His will is to reach the top — so at the top you shall see him.
 

RAGNAR. His will, yes; that I can easily believe. But he simply cannot do it. His head would swim round, long, long before he got half-way. He would have to crawl down again on his hands and knees.
 

DR. HERDAL. [Points across.] Look! There goes the foreman up the ladders.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. And of course he has the wreath to carry too. Oh, I do hope he will be careful!
 

RAGNAR. [Stares incredulously and shouts.] Why, but it’s — 
 

HILDA. [Breaking out in jubilation.] It is the master builder himself?
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Screams with terror.] Yes, it is Halvard! Oh my great God — ! Halvard! Halvard!
 

DR. HERDAL. Hush! Don’t shout to him!
 

MRS. SOLNESS. [Half beside herself.] I must go to him! I must get him to come down again!
 

DR. HERDAL. [Holds her.] Don’t move, any of you! Not a sound!
 

HILDA. [Immovable, follows SOLNESS with her eyes.] He climbs and climbs. Higher and higher! Higher and higher! Look! Just look!
 

RAGNAR. [Breathless.] He must turn now. He can’t possibly help it.
 

HILDA. He climbs and climbs. He will soon be at the top now.
 

MRS. SOLNESS. Oh, I shall die of terror. I cannot bear to see it.
 

DR. HERDAL. Then don’t look up at him.
 

HILDA. There he is standing on the topmost planks! Right at the top!
 

DR. HERDAL. Nobody must move! Do you dear?
 

HILDA. [Exulting, with quiet intensity.] At last! At last! Now I see him great and free again!
 

RAGNAR. [Almost voiceless.] But this is im — 
 

HILDA. So I have seen him all through these ten years. How secure he stands! Frightfully thrilling all the same. Look at him! Now he is hanging the wreath round the vane!
 

RAGNAR. I feel as if I were looking at something utterly impossible.
 

HILDA. Yes, it is the impossible that he is doing now! [With the indefinable expression in her eyes.] Can you see any one else up there with him?
 

RAGNAR. There is no one else.
 

HILDA. Yes, there is one he is striving with.
 

RAGNAR. You are mistaken.
 

HILDA. Then do you hear no song in the air, either?
 

RAGNAR. It must be the wind in the tree-tops.
 

HILDA. I hear a song — a mighty song! [Shouts in wild jubilation and glee.] Look, look! Now he is waving his hat! He is waving it to us down here! Oh, wave, wave back to him! For now it is finished! [Snatches the white shawl from the Doctor, waves it, and shouts up to SOLNESS.] Hurrah for Master Builder Solness!
 

DR. HERDAL. Stop! Stop! For God’s sake — !
 

[The ladies on the verandah wave their pocket-handkerchiefs, and the shouts of “Hurrah” are taken up in the street.  Then they are suddenly silenced, and the crowd bursts out into a shriek of horror.  A human body, with planks and fragments of wood, is vaguely perceived crashing down behind the trees.
 

MRS. SOLNESS AND THE LADIES. [At the same time.] He is falling! He is falling!
 

[MRS. SOLNESS totters, falls backwards, swooning, and is caught, amid cries and confusion, by the ladies.  The crowd in the street breaks down the fence and storms into the garden.  At the same time DR. HERDAL, too, rushes down thither.  A short pause.
 

HILDA. [Stares fixedly upwards and says, as if petrified.] My Master Builder.
 

RAGNAR. [Supports himself, trembling, against the railing.] He must be dashed to pieces — killed on the spot.
 

ONE OF THE LADIES. [Whilst MRS. SOLNESS is carried into the house.] Run down for the doctor — 
 

RAGNAR. I can’t stir a root — 
 

ANOTHER LADY. Then call to some one!
 

RAGNAR. [Tries to call out.] How is it? Is he alive?
 

A VOICE. [Below, in the garden.] Mr. Solness is dead!
 

OTHER VOICES. [Nearer.] The head is all crushed. — he fell right into the quarry.
 

HILDA. [Turns to RAGNAR, and says quietly.] I can’t see him up there now.
 

RAGNAR. This is terrible. So, after all, he could not do it.
 

HILDA. [As if in quiet spell-bound triumph.] But he mounted right to the top. And I heard harps in the air. [Waves her shawl in the air, and shrieks with wild intensity.] My — my Master Builder!
 






  

LITTLE EYOLF


 

Translated by William Archer
 

Little Eyolf was written in 1894, while Ibsen was living in an apartment on Victoria Terrasse in Christiania. At the time Ibsen wrote: “I have now begun to plan a new drama, which I intend to complete during the coming summer. I find it easy to work here, and it is very pleasant having one’s own independent home”. Ibsen made a large number of corrections and changes in the first draft, before making a fair copy, which was sent to the publisher on October 13, 1894. Little Eyolf was published by Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen and Christiania on December 11, 1894 in 10,000 copies, which were extremely popular and were soon sold out. Only ten days later, on December 21st another 2,000 copies were published and a further 1,250 on January 20, 1895. The play’s reception by the Scandinavian press was almost exclusively positive.

As with Hedda Gabler and The Master Builder, the English publisher William Heinemann published Little Eyolf in a “mini-edition” of 12 copies in Norwegian in London, in order to secure the copyright. This took place on the same day as the Gyldendal edition, December 11, 1894.

The first performance was at the Deutsches Theater in Berlin on January 12, 1895 and the production was directed by Otto Brahm, who had recently been appointed director of the theatre. The parts of Alfred and Rita were played by Emanuel Reicher and Agnes Sorma. The production played to full houses and received a great deal of attention, though its reception was mixed among audiences and critics.

Little Eyolf tells the story of the Allmer family. At the start of the play, the father, Alfred, has just returned from a visit to the mountains. While there, he resolved to focus foremost on raising his son Eyolf, rather than continue work on his book, Human Responsibility. Eyolf, though described as having “beautiful, intelligent eyes”, is paralyzed in one of his legs and thus his life is a sheltered one. He craves more than anything else to live the life of a normal boy, but his father knows that this is not possible. As such, Alfred wants to turn Eyolf towards loftier and more intellectual pursuits.






  








 

The Deutsches Theater in Berlin, where this play was first performed
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INTRODUCTION.
 

Little Eyolf was written in Christiania during 1894, and published in Copenhagen on December 11 in that year. By this time Ibsen’s correspondence has become so scanty as to afford us no clue to what may be called the biographical antecedents of the play. Even of anecdotic history very little attaches to it. For only one of the characters has a definite model been suggested. Ibsen himself told his French translator, Count Prozor, that the original of the Rat-Wife was “a little old woman who came to kill rats at the school where he was educated. She carried a little dog in a bag, and it was said that children had been drowned through following her.” This means that Ibsen did not himself adapt to his uses the legend so familiar to us in Browning’s Pied Piper of Hamelin, but found it ready adapted by the popular imagination of his native place, Skien. “This idea,” Ibsen continued to Count Prozor, “was just what I wanted for bringing about the disappearance of Little Eyolf, in whom the infatuation [Note: The French word used by Count Prozor is “infatuation.” I can think of no other rendering for it; but I do not quite know what it means as applied to Allmers and Eyolf.] and the feebleness of his father reproduced, but concentrated, exaggerated, as one often sees them in the son of such a father.” Dr. Elias tells us that a well-known lady-artist, who in middle life suggested to him the figure of Lona Hessel, was in later years the model for the Rat-Wife. There is no inconsistency between these two accounts of the matter. The idea was doubtless suggested by his recollection of the rat-catcher of Skien, while traits of manner and physiognomy might be borrowed from the lady in question.

The verse quoted on pp. 52 and 53 [Transcriber’s Note: “There stood the champagne,” etc., in ACT I] is the last line of a very well-known poem by Johan Sebastian Welhaven, entitled Republikanerne, written in 1839. An unknown guest in a Paris restaurant has been challenged by a noisy party of young Frenchmen to join them in drinking a health to Poland. He refuses; they denounce him as a craven and a slave; he bares his breast and shows the scars of wounds received in fighting for the country whose lost cause has become a subject for conventional enthusiasm and windy rhetoric.

“De saae pas hverandre. Han vandred sin vei.

De havde champagne, men rörte den ei.”

“They looked at each other. He went on his way. There stood their champagne, but they did not touch it.” The champagne incident leads me to wonder whether the relation between Rita and Allmers may not have been partly suggested to Ibsen by the relation between Charlotte Stieglitz and her weakling of a husband. Their story must have been known to him through George Brandes’s Young Germany, if not more directly. “From time to time,” says Dr. Brandes, “there came over her what she calls her champagne-mood; she grieves that this is no longer the case with him.” [Note: Main Currents of Nineteenth Century Literature, vol. vi. p. 299] Did the germ of the incident lie in these words?

The first performance of the play in Norway took place at the Christiania Theatre on January 15, 1895, Fru Wettergren playing Rita And Fru Dybwad, Asta. In Copenhagen (March 13, 1895) Fru Oda Nielsen and Fru Hennings played Rita and Asta respectively, while Emil Poulsen played Allmers. The first German Rita (Deutsches Theater, Berlin, January 12, 1895) was Frau Agnes Sorma, with Reicher as Allmers. Six weeks later Frl. Sandrock played Rita at the Burgtheater, Vienna. In May 1895 the play was acted by M. Lugné-Poë’s company in Paris. The first performance in English took place at the Avenue Theatre, London, on the afternoon of November 23, 1896, with Miss Janet Achurch as Rita, Miss Elizabeth Robins as Asta, and Mrs. Patrick Campbell as the Rat-Wife. Miss Achurch’s Rita made a profound impression. Mrs. Patrick Campbell afterwards played the part in a short series of evening performances. In the spring of 1895 the play was acted in Chicago by a company of Scandinavian amateurs, presumably in Norwegian. Fru Oda Nielsen has recently (I understand) given some performances of it in New York, and Madame Alla Nazimova has announced it for production during the coming season (1907-1908).

As the external history of Little Eyolf is so short. I am tempted to depart from my usual practice, and say a few words as to its matter and meaning.

George Brandes, writing of this play, has rightly observed that “a kind of dualism has always been perceptible in Ibsen; he pleads the cause of Nature, and he castigates Nature with mystic morality; only sometimes Nature is allowed the first voice, sometimes morality. In The Master Builder and in Ghosts the lover of Nature in Ibsen was predominant; here, as in Brand and The Wild Duck, the castigator is in the ascendant.” So clearly is this the case in Little Eyolf that Ibsen seems almost to fall into line with Mr. Thomas Hardy. To say nothing of analogies of detail between Little Eyolf and Jude the Obscure, there is this radical analogy, that they are both utterances of a profound pessimism, both indictments of Nature.

But while Mr. Hardy’s pessimism is plaintive and passive, Ibsen’s is stoical and almost bracing. It is true that in this play he is no longer the mere “indignation pessimist” whom Dr. Brandes quite justly recognised in his earlier works. His analysis has gone deeper into the heart of things, and he has put off the satirist and the iconoclast. But there is in his thought an incompressible energy of revolt. A pessimist in contemplation, he remains a meliorist in action. He is not, like Mr. Hardy, content to let the flag droop half-mast high; his protagonist still runs it up to the mast-head, and looks forward steadily to the “heavy day of work” before him. But although the note of the conclusion is resolute, almost serene, the play remains none the less an indictment of Nature, or at least of that egoism of passion which is one of her most potent subtleties. In this view, Allmers becomes a type of what we may roughly call the “free moral agent”; Eyolf, a type of humanity conceived as passive and suffering, thrust will-less into existence, with boundless aspirations and cruelly limited powers; Rita, a type of the egoistic instinct which is “a consuming fire”; and Asta, a type of the beneficent love which is possible only so long as it is exempt from “the law of change.” Allmers, then, is self-conscious egoism, egoism which can now and then break its chains, look in its own visage, realise and shrink from itself; while Rita, until she has passed through the awful crisis which forms the matter of the play, is unconscious, reckless, and ruthless egoism, exigent and jealous, “holding to its rights,” and incapable even of rising into the secondary stage of maternal love. The offspring and the victim of these egoisms is Eyolf, “little wounded warrior,” who longs to scale the heights and dive into the depths, but must remain for ever chained to the crutch of human infirmity. For years Allmers has been a restless and half-reluctant slave to Rita’s imperious temperament. He has dreamed and theorised about “responsibility,” and has kept Eyolf poring over his books, in the hope that, despite his misfortune, he may one day minister to parental vanity. Finally he breaks away from Rita, for the first time “in all these ten years,” goes up “into the infinite solitudes,” looks Death in the face, and returns shrinking from passion, yearning towards selfless love, and filled with a profound and remorseful pity for the lot of poor maimed humanity. He will “help Eyolf to bring his desires into harmony with what lies attainable before him.” He will “create a conscious happiness in his mind.” And here the drama opens.

Before the Rat-Wife enters, let me pause for a moment to point out that here again Ibsen adopts that characteristic method which, in writing of The Lady from the Sea and The Master Builder, I have compared to the method of Hawthorne. The story he tells is not really, or rather not inevitably, supernatural. Everything is explicable within this limits of nature; but supernatural agency is also vaguely suggested, and the reader’s imagination is stimulated, without any absolute violence to his sense of reality. On the plane of everyday life, then, the Rat-Wife is a crazy and uncanny old woman, fabled by the peasants to be a were-wolf in her leisure moments, who goes about the country killing vermin. Coming across an impressionable child, she tells him a preposterous tale, adapted from the old “Pied Piper” legends, of her method of fascinating her victims. The child, whose imagination has long dwelt on this personage, is in fact hypnotised by her, follows her down to the sea, and, watching her row away, turns dizzy, falls in, and is drowned. There is nothing impossible, nothing even improbable, in this. At the same time, there cannot be the least doubt, I think, that in the poet’s mind the Rat-Wife is the symbol of Death, of the “still, soft darkness” that is at once so fearful and so fascinating to humanity. This is clear not only in the text of her single scene, but in the fact that Allmers, in the last act, treats her and his “fellow-traveller” of that night among the mountains, not precisely as identical, but as interchangeable, ideas. To tell the truth, I have even my own suspicions as to who is meant by “her sweetheart,” whom she “lured” long ago, and who is now “down where all the rats are.” This theory I shall keep to myself; it may be purely fantastic, and is at best inessential. What is certain is that death carries off Little Eyolf, and that, of all he was, only the crutch is left, mute witness to his hapless lot.

He is gone; there was so little to bind him to life that he made not even a moment’s struggle against the allurement of the “long, sweet sleep.” Then, for the first time, the depth of the egoism which had created and conditioned his little life bursts upon his parents’ horror-stricken gaze. Like accomplices in crime, they turn upon and accuse each other—”sorrow makes them wicked and hateful.” Allmers, as the one whose eyes were already half opened, is the first to carry war into the enemy’s country; but Rita is not slow to retort, and presently they both have to admit that their recriminations are only a vain attempt to drown the voice of self-reproach. In a sort of fierce frenzy they tear away veil after veil from their souls, until they realise that Eyolf never existed at all, so to speak, for his own sake, but only for the sake of their passions and vanities. “Isn’t it curious,” says Rita, summing up the matter, “that we should grieve like this over a little stranger boy?”

In blind self-absorption they have played with life and death, and now “the great open eyes” of the stranger boy will be for ever upon them. Allmers would fain take refuge in a love untainted by the egoism, and unexposed to the revulsions, of passion. But not only is Asta’s pity for Rita too strong to let her countenance this desertion: she has discovered that her relation to Allmers is not “exempt from the law of change,” and she “takes flight from him — and from herself.” Meanwhile it appears that the agony which Allmers and Rita have endured in probing their wounds has been, as Halvard Solness would say, “salutary self-torture.” The consuming fire of passion is now quenched, but “it, has left an empty place within them,” and they feel it common need “to fill it up with something that is a little like love.” They come to remember that there are other children in the world on whom reckless instinct has thrust the gift, of life — neglected children, stunted and maimed in mind if not in body. And now that her egoism is seared to the quick, the mother-instinct asserts itself in Rita. She will take these children to her — these children to whom her hand and her heart have hitherto been closed. They shall be outwardly in Eyolf’s place, and perhaps in time they may fill the place in her heart that should have been Eyolf’s. Thus she will try to “make her peace with the great open eyes.” For now, at last, she has divined the secret of the unwritten book on “human responsibility” and has realised that motherhood means — atonement.

So I read this terrible and beautiful work of art. This, I think, is a meaning inherent in it — not perhaps the meaning, and still less all the meanings. Indeed, its peculiar fascination for me, among all Ibsen’s works, lies in the fact that it seems to touch life at so many different points. But I must not be understood as implying that Ibsen constructed the play with any such definitely allegoric design as is here set forth. I do not believe that this creator of men and women ever started from an abstract conception. He did not first compose his philosophic tune and then set his puppets dancing to it. The germ in his mind was dramatic, not ethical; it was only as the drama developed that its meanings dawned upon him; and he left them implicit and fragmentary, like the symbolism of life itself, seldom formulated, never worked out with schematic precision. He simply took a cutting from the tree of life, and, planting it in the rich soil of his imagination, let it ramify and burgeon as it would.

Even if one did not know the date of Little Eyolf, one could confidently assign it to the latest period of Ibsen’s career, on noting a certain difference of scale between its foundations and its superstructure. In his earlier plays, down to and including Hedda Gabler, we feel his invention at work to the very last moment, often with more intensity in the last act than in the first; in his later plays he seems to be in haste to pass as early as possible from invention to pure analysis. In this play, after the death of Eyolf (surely one of the most inspired “situations” in all drama) there is practically no external action whatsoever. Nothing happens save in the souls of the characters; there is no further invention, but rather what one may perhaps call inquisition. This does not prevent the second act from being quite the most poignant or the third act from being one of the most moving that Ibsen ever wrote. Far from wishing to depreciate the play, I rate it more highly, perhaps, than most critics — among the very greatest of Ibsen’s achievements. I merely note as a characteristic of the poet’s latest manner this disparity of scale between the work foreshadowed, so to speak, and the work completed. We shall find it still more evident in the case of John Gabriel Borkman.






  








CHARACTERS
 

ALFRED ALLMERS, landed proprietor and man of letters formerly a tutor.

MRS. RITA ALLMERS, his wife.

EYOLF, their child, nine years old.

MISS ASTA ALLMERS, Alfred’s younger half-sister.

ENGINEER BORGHEIM.

THE RAT-WIFE.

 

SCENE: The action takes place on ALLMERS’S property, bordering on the fjord, twelve or fourteen miles from Christiania.






  








ACT FIRST
 

[A pretty and richly-decorated garden-room, full of furniture, flowers, and plants. At the back, open glass doors, leading out to a verandah. An extensive view over the fiord. In the distance, wooded hillsides. A door in each of the side walls, the one on the right a folding door, placed far back. In front on the right, a sofa, with cushions and rugs. Beside the sofa, a small table, and chairs. In front, on the left, a larger table, with arm-chairs around it. On the table stands an open hand-bag. It is an early summer morning, with warm sunshine.]
 

[Mrs. RITA ALLMERS stands beside the table, facing towards the left, engaged in unpacking the bag. She is a handsome, rather tall, well-developed blonde, about thirty years of age, dressed in a light-coloured morning-gown.]
 

[Shortly after, Miss ASTA ALLMERS enters by the door on the right, wearing a light brown summer dress, with hat, jacket, and parasol. Under her arm she carries a locked portfolio of considerable size. She is slim, of middle height, with dark hair, and deep, earnest eyes. Twenty-five years old.]
 

ASTA. [As she enters.] Good-morning, my dear Rita.
 

RITA. [Turns her head, and nods to her.] What! is that you, Asta? Come all the way from town so early?
 

ASTA. [Takes of her things, and lays them on a chair beside the door.] Yes, such a restless feeling came over me. I felt I must come out to-day, and see how little Eyolf was getting on — and you too. [Lays the portfolio on the table beside the sofa.] So I took the steamer, and here I am.
 

RITA. [Smiling to her.] And I daresay you met one or other of your friends on board? Quite by chance, of course.
 

ASTA. [Quietly.] No, I did not meet a soul I knew. [Sees the bag.] Why, Rita, what have you got there?
 

RITA. [Still unpacking.] Alfred’s travelling-bag. Don’t you recognise it?
 

ASTA. [Joyfully, approaching her.] What! Has Alfred come home?
 

RITA. Yes, only think — he came quite unexpectedly by the late train last night.
 

ASTA. Oh, then that was what my feeling meant! It was that that drew me out here! And he hadn’t written a line to let you know? Not even a post-card?
 

RITA. Not a single word.
 

ASTA. Did he not even telegraph?
 

RITA. Yes, an hour before he arrived — quite curtly and coldly. [Laughs.] Don’t you think that was like him, Asta?
 

ASTA. Yes; he goes so quietly about everything.
 

RITA. But that made it all the more delightful to have him again.
 

ASTA. Yes, I am sure it would.
 

RITA. A whole fortnight before I expected him!
 

ASTA. And is he quite well? Not in low spirits?
 

RITA. [Closes the bag with a snap, and smiles at her.] He looked quite transfigured as he stood in the doorway.
 

ASTA. And was he not the least bit tired either?
 

RITA. Oh, yes, he seemed to be tired enough — very tired, in fact. But, poor fellow, he had come on foot the greater part of the way.
 

ASTA. And then perhaps the high mountain air may have been rather too keen for him.
 

RITA. Oh, no; I don’t think so at all. I haven’t heard him cough once.
 

ASTA. Ah, there you see now! It was a good thing, after all, that the doctor talked him into taking this tour.
 

RITA. Yes, now that it is safely over. — But I can tell you it has been a terrible time for me, Asta. I have never cared to talk about it — and you so seldom came out to see me, too — 
 

ASTA. Yes, I daresay that wasn’t very nice of me — but — 
 

RITA. Well, well, well, of course you had your school to attend to in town. [Smiling.] And then our road-maker friend — of course he was away too.
 

ASTA. Oh, don’t talk like that, Rita.
 

RITA. Very well, then; we will leave the road-maker out of the question. — You can’t think how I have been longing for Alfred! How empty the place seemed! How desolate! Ugh, it felt as if there had been a funeral in the house!
 

ASTA. Why, dear me, only six or seven weeks — 
 

RITA. Yes; but you must remember that Alfred has never been away from me before — never so much as twenty-four hours. Not once in all these ten years.
 

ASTA. No; but that is just why I really think it was high time he should have a little outing this year. He ought to have gone for a tramp in the mountains every summer — he really ought.
 

RITA. [Half smiling.] Oh yes, it’s all very well fair you to talk. If I were as — as reasonable its you, I suppose I should have let him go before — perhaps. But I positively could not, Asta! It seemed to me I should never get him back again. Surely you can understand that?
 

ASTA. No. But I daresay that is because I have no one to lose.
 

RITA. [With a teasing smile.] Really? No one at all?
 

ASTA. Not that I know of. [Changing the subject.] But tell me, Rita, where is Alfred? Is he still asleep?
 

RITA. Oh, not at all. He got up as early as ever to-day.
 

ASTA. Then he can’t have been so very tired after all.
 

RITA. Yes, he was last night — when he arrived. But now he has had little Eyolf with him in his room for a whole hour and more.
 

ASTA. Poor little white-faced boy! Has he to be for ever at his lessons again?
 

RITA. [With a slight shrug.] Alfred will have it so, you know.
 

ASTA. Yes; but I think you ought to put down your foot about it, Rita.
 

RITA. [Somewhat impatiently.] Oh no; come now, I really cannot meddle with that. Alfred knows so much better about these things than I do. And what would you have Eyolf do? He can’t run about and play, you see — like other children.
 

ASTA. [With decision.] I will talk to Alfred about this.
 

RITA. Yes, do; I wish you would. — Oh! here he is.
 

[ALFRED ALLMERS, dressed in light summer clothes, enters by the door on the left, leading EYOLF by the hand. He is a slim, lightly-built man of about thirty-six or thirty-seven, with gentle eyes, and thin brown hair and beard. His expression is serious and thoughtful. EYOLF wears a suit cut like a uniform, with gold braid and gilt military buttons. He is lame, and walks with a crutch under his left arm. His leg is shrunken. He is undersized, and looks delicate, but has beautiful intelligent eyes.]
 

ALLMERS. [Drops EYOLF’s hand, goes up to ASTA with an expression of marked pleasure, and holds out both his hands to her.] Asta! My dearest Asta! To think of your coming! To think of my seeing you so soon!
 

ASTA. I felt I must — . Welcome home again!
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking her hands.] Thank you for coming.
 

RITA. Doesn’t he look well?
 

ASTA. [Gazes fixedly at him.] Splendid! Quite splendid! His eyes are so much brighter! And I suppose you have done a great deal of writing on your travels? [With an outburst of joy.] I shouldn’t wonder if you had finished the whole book, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Shrugging his shoulders.] The book? Oh, the book — 
 

ASTA. Yes, I was sure you would find it go so easily when once you got away.
 

ALLMERS. So I thought too. But, do you know, I didn’t find it so at all. The truth is, I have not written a line of the book.
 

ASTA. Not a line?
 

RITA. Oho! I wondered when I found all the paper lying untouched in your bag.
 

ASTA. But, my dear Alfred, what have you been doing all this time?
 

ALLMERS. [Smiling.] Only thinking and thinking and thinking.
 

RITA. [Putting her arm round his neck.] And thinking a little, too, of those you had left at home?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, you may be sure of that. I have thought a great deal of you — every single day.
 

RITA. [Taking her arm away.] Ah, that is all I care about.
 

ASTA. But you haven’t even touched the book! And yet you can look so happy and contented! That is not what you generally do — I mean when your work is going badly.
 

ALLMERS. You are right there. You see, I have been such a fool hitherto. All the best that is in you goes into thinking. What you put on paper is worth very little.
 

ASTA. [Exclaiming.] Worth very little!
 

RITA. [Laughing.] What an absurd thing to say, Alfred.
 

EYOLF. [Looks confidingly up at him.] Oh yes, Papa, what you write is worth a great deal!
 

ALLMERS. [Smiling and stroking his hair.] Well, well, since you say so. — But I can tell you, some one is coming after me who will do it better.
 

EYOLF. Who can that be? Oh, tell me!
 

ALLMERS. Only wait — you may be sure he will come, and let us hear of him.
 

EYOLF. And what will you do then?
 

ALLMERS. [Seriously.] Then I will go to the mountains again — 
 

RITA. Fie, Alfred! For shame!
 

ALLMERS. — up to the peaks and the great waste places.
 

EYOLF. Papa, don’t you think I shall soon be well enough for you to take me with you?
 

ALLMERS. [With painful emotion.] Oh, yes, perhaps, my little boy.
 

EYOLF. It would be so splendid, you know, if I could climb the mountains, like you.
 

ASTA. [Changing the subject.] Why, how beautifully you are dressed to-day, Eyolf!
 

EYOLF. Yes, don’t you think so, Auntie?
 

ASTA. Yes, indeed. Is it in honour of Papa that you have got your new clothes on?
 

EYOLF. Yes, I asked Mama to let me. I wanted so to let Papa see me in them.
 

ALLMERS. [In a low voice, to RITA.] You shouldn’t have given him clothes like that.
 

RITA. [In a low voice.] Oh, he has teased me so long about them — he had set his heart on them. He gave me no peace.
 

EYOLF. And I forgot to tell you, Papa — Borgheim has bought me a new bow. And he has taught me how to shoot with it too.
 

ALLMERS. Ah, there now — that’s just the sort of thing for you, Eyolf.
 

EYOLF. And next time he comes, I shall ask him to teach me to swim, too.
 

ALLMERS. To swim! Oh, what makes you want to learn swimming?
 

EYOLF. Well, you know, all the boys down at the beach can swim. I am the only one that can’t.
 

ALLMERS. [With emotion, taking him in his arms.] You shall learn whatever you like — everything you really want to.
 

EYOLF. Then do you know what I want most of all, Papa?
 

ALLMERS. No; tell me.
 

EYOLF. I want most of all to be a soldier.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, little Eyolf, there are many, many other things that are better than that.
 

EYOLF. Ah, but when I grow big, then I shall have to be a soldier. You know that, don’t you?
 

ALLMERS. [Clenching his hands together.] Well, well, well: we shall see — 
 

ASTA. [Seating herself at the table on the left.] Eyolf! Come here to me, and I will tell you something.
 

EYOLF. [Goes up to her.] What is it, Auntie?
 

ASTA. What do you think, Eyolf — I have seen the Rat-Wife.
 

EYOLF. What! Seen the Rat-Wife! Oh, you’re only making a fool of me!
 

ASTA. No; it’s quite true. I saw her yesterday.
 

EYOLF. Where did you see her?
 

ASTA. I saw her on the road, outside the town.
 

ALLMERS. I saw her, too, somewhere up in the country.
 

RITA. [Who is sitting on the sofa.] Perhaps it will be out turn to see her next, Eyolf.
 

EYOLF. Auntie, isn’t it strange that she should be called the Rat-Wife?
 

ASTA. Oh, people just give her that name because she wanders round the country driving away all the rats.
 

ALLMERS. I have heard that her real name is Varg.
 

EYOLF. Varg! That means a wolf, doesn’t it?
 

ALLMERS. [Patting him on the head.] So you know that, do you?
 

EYOLF. [Cautiously.] Then perhaps it may be true, after all, that she is a were-wolf at night. Do you believe that, Papa?
 

ALLMERS. Oh, no; I don’t believe it. Now you ought to go and play a little in the garden.
 

EYOLF. Should I not take some books with me?
 

ALLMERS. No, no books after this. You had better go down to the beach to the other boys.
 

EYOLF. [Shyly.] No, Papa, I won’t go down to the boys to-day.
 

ALLMERS. Why not?
 

EYOLF. Oh, because I have these clothes on.
 

ALLMERS. [Knitting his brows.] Do you mean that they make fun of — of your pretty clothes?
 

EYOLF. [Evasively.] No, they daren’t — for then I would thrash them.
 

ALLMERS. Aha! — then why — ?
 

EYOLF. You see, they are so naughty, these boys. And then they say I can never be a soldier.
 

ALLMERS. [With suppressed indignation.] Why do they say that, do you think?
 

EYOLF. I suppose they are jealous of me. For you know, Papa, they are so poor, they have to go about barefoot.
 

ALLMERS. [Softly, with choking voice.] Oh, Rita — how it wrings my heart!
 

RITA. [Soothingly, rising.] There, there, there!
 

ALLMERS. [Threateningly.] But these rascals shall soon find out who is the master down at the beach!
 

ASTA. [Listening.] There is some one knocking.
 

EYOLF. Oh, I’m sure it’s Borgheim!
 

RITA. Come in.
 

[The RAT-WIFE comes softly and noiselessly in by the door on the right. She is a thin little shrunken figure, old and grey-haired, with keen, piercing eyes, dressed in an old-fashioned flowered gown, with a black hood and cloak. She has in her hand a large red umbrella, and carries a black bag by a loop over her arm.]
 

EYOLF. [Softly, taking hold of ASTA’s dress.] Auntie! That must surely be her!
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Curtseying at the door.] I humbly beg pardon — but are your worships troubled with any gnawing things in the house?
 

ALLMERS. Here? No, I don’t think so.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. For it would be such a pleasure to me to rid your worships’ house of them.
 

RITA. Yes, yes; we understand. But we have nothing of the sort here.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. That’s very unlucky, that is; for I just happened to be on my rounds now, and goodness knows when I may be in these parts again. — Oh, how tired I am!
 

ALLMERS. [Pointing to a chair.] Yes, you look tired.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. I know one ought never to get tired of doing good to the poor little things that are hated and persecuted so cruelly. But it takes your strength out of you, it does.
 

RITA. Won’t you sit down and rest a little?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. I thank your ladyship with all my heart. [Seats herself on a chair between the door and the sofa.] I have been out all night at my work.
 

ALLMERS. Have you indeed?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Yes, over on the islands. [With a chuckling laugh.] The people sent for me, I can assure you. They didn’t like it a bit; but there was nothing else to be done. They had to put a good face on it, and bite the sour apple. [Looks at EYOLF, and nods.] The sour apple, little master, the sour apple.
 

EYOLF. [Involuntarily, a little timidly.] Why did they have to — ?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. What?
 

EYOLF. To bite it?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Why, because they couldn’t keep body and soul together on account of the rats and all the little rat-children, you see, young master.
 

RITA. Ugh! Poor people! Have they so many of them?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Yes, it was all alive and swarming with them. [Laughs with quiet glee.] They came creepy-crawly up into the beds all night long. They plumped into the milk-cans, and they went pittering and pattering all over the floor, backwards and forwards, and up and down.
 

EYOLF. [Softly, to ASTA.] I shall never go there, Auntie.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. But then I came — I, and another along with me. And we took them with us, every one — the sweet little creatures! We made an end of every one of them.
 

EYOLF. [With a shriek.] Papa — look! look!
 

RITA. Good Heavens, Eyolf!
 

ALLMERS. What’s the matter?
 

EYOLF. [Pointing.] There’s something wriggling in the bag!
 

RITA. [At the extreme left, shrieks.] Ugh! Send her away, Alfred.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Laughing.] Oh, dearest lady, you needn’t be frightened of such a little mannikin.
 

ALLMERS. But what is the thing?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Why, it’s only little Mopsëman. [Loosening the string of the bag.] Come up out of the dark, my own little darling friend.
 

[A little dog with a broad black snout pokes its head out of the bag.]
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Nodding and beckoning to EYOLF.] Come along, don’t be afraid, my little wounded warrior! He won’t bite. Come here! Come here!
 

EYOLF. [Clinging to ASTA.] No, I dare not.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Don’t you think he has a gentle, lovable countenance, my young master?
 

EYOLF. [Astonished, pointing.] That thing there?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Yes, this thing here.
 

EYOLF. [Almost under his breath, staring fixedly at the dog.] I think he has the horriblest — countenance I ever saw.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Closing the bag.] Oh, it will come — it will come, right enough.
 

EYOLF. [Involuntarily drawing nearer, at last goes right up to her, and strokes the bag.] But he is lovely — lovely all the same.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [In a tone of caution.] But now he is so tired and weary, poor thing. He’s utterly tired out, he is. [Looks at ALLMERS.] For it takes the strength out of you, that sort of game, I can tell you, sir.
 

ALLMERS. What sort of game do you mean?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. The luring game.
 

ALLMERS. Do you mean that it is the dog that lures the rats?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Nodding.] Mopsëman and I — we two do it together. And it goes so smoothly — for all you can see, at any rate. I just slip a string through his collar, and then I lead him three times round the house, and play on my Pan’s-pipes. When they hear that, they have got to come up from the cellars, and down from the garrets, and out of flour boles, all the blessed little creatures.
 

EYOLF. And does he bite them to death then?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Oh, not at all! No, we go down to the boat, he and I do — and then they follow after us, both the big ones and the little ratikins.
 

EYOLF. [Eagerly.] And what then — tell me!
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Then we push out from the land, and I scull with one oar, and play on my Pan’s-pipes. And Mopsëman, he swims behind. [With glittering eyes.] And all the creepers and crawlers, they follow and follow us out into the deep, deep waters. Ay, for they have to.
 

EYOLF. Why do they have to?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Just because they want not to — just because they are so deadly afraid of the water. That is why they have got to plunge into it.
 

EYOLF. Are they drowned, then?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Every blessed one. [More softly.] And there it is all as still, and soft, and dark as their hearts can desire, the lovely little things. Down there they sleep a long, sweet sleep, with no one to hate them or persecute them any more. [Rises.] In the old days, I can tell you, I didn’t need any Mopsëman. Then I did the luring myself — I alone.
 

EYOLF. And what did you lure then?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Men. One most of all.
 

EYOLF. [With eagerness.] Oh, who was that one? Tell me!
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Laughing.] It was my own sweetheart, it was, little heart-breaker!
 

EYOLF. And where is he now, then?
 

THE RAT-WIFE. [Harshly.] Down where all the rats are. [Resuming her milder tone.] But now I must be off and get to business again. Always on the move. [To RITA.] So your ladyship has no sort of use for me to-day? I could finish it all off while I am about it.
 

RITA. No, thank you; I don’t think we require anything.
 

THE RAT-WIFE. Well, well, your sweet ladyship, you can never tell. If your ladyship should find that there is anything lure that keeps nibbling and gnawing, and creeping and crawling, then just see and get hold of me and Mopsëman. — Good-bye, good-bye, a kind good-bye to you all. [She goes out by the door on the right.]
 

EYOLF. [Softly and triumphantly, to ASTA.] Only think, Auntie, now I have seen the Rat-Wife too!
 

[RITA goes out upon the verandah, and fans herself with her pocket-handkerchief. Shortly afterwards, EYOLF slips cautiously and unnoticed out to the right.]
 

ALLMERS. [Takes up the portfolio from the table by the sofa.] Is this your portfolio, Asta?
 

ASTA. Yes. I have some of the old letters in it.
 

ALLMERS. Ah, the family letters — 
 

ASTA. You know you asked me to arrange them for you while you were away.
 

ALLMERS. [Pats her on the head.] And you have actually found time to do that, dear?
 

ASTA. Oh, yes. I have done it partly out here and partly at my own rooms in town.
 

ALLMERS. Thanks, dear. Did you find anything particular in them?
 

ASTA. [Lightly.] Oh, you know you always find something or other in such old papers. [Speaking lower and seriously.] It is the letters to mother that are in this portfolio.
 

ALLMERS. Those, of course, you must keep yourself.
 

ASTA. [With an effort.] No; I am determined that you shall look through them, too, Alfred. Some time — later on in life. I haven’t the key of the portfolio with me just now.
 

ALLMERS. It doesn’t matter, my dear Asta, for I shall never read your mother’s letters in any case.
 

ASTA. [Fixing her eyes on him.] Then some time or other — some quiet evening — I will tell you a little of what is in them.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, that will be much better. But do you keep your mother’s letters — you haven’t so many mementos of her.
 

[He hands ASTA the portfolio. She takes it, and lays it on the chair under her outdoor things. RITA comes into the room again.]
 

RITA. Ugh! I feel as if that horrible old woman had brought a sort of graveyard smell with her.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, she was rather horrible.
 

RITA. I felt almost sick while she was in the room.
 

ALLMERS. However, I can very well understand the sort of spellbound fascination that she talked about. The loneliness of the mountain-peaks and of the great waste places has something of the same magic about it.
 

ASTA. [Looks attentively at him.] What is it that has happened to you, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Smiling.] To me?
 

ASTA. Yes, something has happened — something seems almost to have transformed you. Rita noticed it too.
 

RITA. Yes, I saw it the moment you came. A change for the better, I hope, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. It ought to be for the better. And it must and shall come to good.
 

RITA. [With an outburst.] You have had some adventure on your journey! Don’t deny it! I can see it in your face!
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] No adventure in the world — outwardly at least. But — 
 

RITA. [Eagerly.] But — ?
 

ALLMERS. It is true that within me there has been something of a revolution.
 

RITA. Oh Heavens — !
 

ALLMERS. [Soothingly, patting her hand.] Only for the better, my dear Rita. You may be perfectly certain of that.
 

RITA. [Seats herself on the sofa.] You must tell us all about it, at once — tell us everything!
 

ALLMERS. [Turning to ASTA.] Yes, let us sit down, too, Asta. Then I will try to tell you as well as I can.
 

[He seats himself on the sofa at RITA’s side. ASTA moves a chair forward, and places herself near him.]
 

RITA. [Looking at him expectantly.] Well — ?
 

ALLMERS. [Gazing straight before him.] When I look back over my life — and my fortunes — for the last ten or eleven years, it seems to me almost like a fairy-tale or a dream. Don’t you think so too, Asta?
 

ASTA. Yes, in many ways I think so.
 

ALLMERS. [Continuing.] When I remember what we two used to be, Asta — we two poor orphan children — 
 

RITA. [Impatiently.] Oh, that is such an old, old story.
 

ALLMERS. [Not listening to her.] And now here I am in comfort and luxury. I have been able to follow my vocation. I have been able to work and study — just as I had always longed to. [Holds out his hand.] And all this great — this fabulous good fortune we owe to you, my dearest Rita.
 

RITA. [Half playfully, half angrily, slaps his hand.] Oh, I do wish you would stop talking like that.
 

ALLMERS. I speak of it only as a sort of introduction.
 

RITA. Then do skip the introduction!
 

ALLMERS. Rita, — you must not think it was the doctor’s advice that drove me up to the mountains.
 

ASTA. Was it not, Alfred?
 

RITA. What was it, then?
 

ALLMERS. It was this: I found there was no more peace for me, there in my study.
 

RITA. No peace! Why, who disturbed you?
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] No one from without. But I felt as though I were positively abusing — or, say rather, wasting — my best powers — frittering away the time.
 

ASTA. [With wide eyes.] When you were writing at your book?
 

ALLMERS. [Nodding.] For I cannot think that my powers are confined to that alone. I must surely have it in me to do one or two other things as well.
 

RITA. Was that what you sat there brooding over?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, mainly that.
 

RITA. And so that is what has made you so discontented with yourself of late; and with the rest of us as well. For you know you were discontented, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. [Gazing straight before him.] There I sat bent over my table, day after day, and often half the night too — writing and writing at the great thick book on “Human Responsibility.” H’m!
 

ASTA. [Laying her hand upon his arm.] But, Alfred — that book is to be your life-work.
 

RITA. Yes, you have said so often enough.
 

ALLMERS. I thought so. Ever since I grew up, I have thought so. [With an affectionate expression in his eyes.] And it was you that enabled me to devote myself to it, my dear Rita — 
 

RITA. Oh, nonsense!
 

ALLMERS. [Smiling to her.] — you, with your gold, and your green forests — 
 

RITA. [Half laughing, half vexed.] If you begin all that rubbish again, I shall beat you.
 

ASTA. [Looking sorrowfully at him.] But the book, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. It began, as it were, to drift away from me. But I was more and more beset by the thought of the higher duties that laid their claims upon me.
 

RITA. [Beaming, seizes his hand.] Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. The thought of Eyolf, my dear Rita.
 

RITA. [Disappointed, drops his hand.] Ah — of Eyolf!
 

ALLMERS. Poor little Eyolf has taken deeper and deeper hold of me. After that unlucky fall from the table — and especially since we have been assured that the injury is incurable — 
 

RITA. [Insistently.] But you take all the care you possibly can of him, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. As a schoolmaster, yes; but not as a father. And it is a father that I want henceforth to be to Eyolf.
 

RITA. [Looking at him and shaking her head.] I don’t think I quite understand you.
 

ALLMERS. I mean that I will try with all my might to make his misfortune as painless and easy to him as it can possibly be.
 

RITA. Oh, but, dear — thank Heaven, I don’t think he feels it so deeply.
 

ASTA. [With emotion.] Yes, Rita, he does.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, you may be sure he feels it deeply.
 

RITA. [Impatiently.] But, Alfred, what more can you do for him?
 

ALLMERS. I will try to perfect all the rich possibilities that are dawning in his childish soul. I will foster all the germs of good in his nature — make them blossom and bear fruit. [With more and more warmth, rising.] And I will do more than that! I will help him to bring his desires into harmony with what lies attainable before him. That is just what at present they are not. All his longings are for things that must for ever remain unattainable to him. But I will create a conscious happiness in his mind. [He goes once or twice up and down the room. ASTA and RITA follow him with their eyes.]
 

RITA. You should take these things more quietly, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. [Stops beside the table on the left, and looks at them.] Eyolf shall carry on my life-work — if he wants to. Or he shall choose one that is altogether his own. Perhaps that would be best. At all events, I shall let mine rest as it is.
 

RITA. [Rising.] But, Alfred dear, can you not work both for yourself and for Eyolf?
 

ALLMERS. No, I cannot. It is impossible! I cannot divide myself in this matter — and therefore I efface myself. Eyolf shall be the complete man of our race. And it shall be my new life-work to make him the complete man.
 

ASTA. [Has risen and now goes up to him.] This must have cost you a terribly hard struggle, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, it has. At home here, I should never have conquered myself, never brought myself to the point of renunciation. Never at home!
 

RITA. Then that was why you went away this summer?
 

ALLMERS. [With shining eyes.] Yes! I went up into the infinite solitudes. I saw the sunrise gleaming on the mountain peaks. I felt myself nearer the stars — I seemed almost to be in sympathy and communion with them. And then I found the strength for it.
 

ASTA. [Looking sadly at him.] But you will never write any more of your book on “Human Responsibility”?
 

ALLMERS. No, never, Asta. I tell you I cannot split up my life between two vocations. But I will act out my “human responsibility” — in my own life.
 

RITA. [With a smile.] Do you think you can live up to such high resolves at home here?
 

ALLMERS. [Taking her hand.] With you to help me, I can. [Holds out the other hand.] And with you too, Asta.
 

RITA. [Drawing her hand away.] Ah — with both of us! So, after all, you can divide yourself.
 

ALLMERS. Why, my dearest Rita — !
 

[RITA moves away from him and stands in the garden doorway. A light and rapid knock is heard at the door on the right. Engineer BORGHEIM enters quickly. He is a young man of a little over thirty. His expression is bright and cheerful, and he holds himself erect.]
 

BORGHEIM. Good morning, Mrs. Allmers. [Stops with an expression of pleasure on seeing ALLMERS.] Why, what’s this? Home again already, Mr. Allmers?
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking hands with him.] Yes, I arrived list night.
 

RITA. [Gaily.] His leave was up, Mr. Borgheim.
 

ALLMERS. No, you know it wasn’t, Rita — 
 

RITA. [Approaching.] Oh yes, but it was, though. His furlough had run out.
 

BORGHEIM. I see you hold your husband well in hand, Mrs. Allmers.
 

RITA. I hold to my rights. And besides, everything must have an end.
 

BORGHEIM. Oh, not everything — I hope. Good morning, Miss Allmers!
 

ASTA. [Holding aloof from him.] Good morning.
 

RITA. [Looking at BORGHEIM.] Not everything, you say?
 

BORGHEIM. Oh, I am firmly convinced that there are some things in the world that will never come to an end.
 

RITA. I suppose you are thinking of love — and that sort of thing.
 

BORGHEIM. [Warmly.] I am thinking of all that is lovely!
 

RITA. And that never comes to an end. Yes, let us think of that, hope for that, all of us.
 

ALLMERS. [Coming up to them.] I suppose you will soon have finished your road-work out here?
 

BORGHEIM. I have finished it already — finished it yesterday. It has been a long business, but, thank Heaven, that has come to an end.
 

RITA. And you are beaming with joy over that?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes, I am indeed!
 

RITA. Well, I must say — 
 

BORGHEIM. What, Mrs. Allmers?
 

RITA. I don’t think it is particularly nice of you, Mr. Borgheim.
 

BORGHEIM. Indeed! Why not?
 

RITA. Well, I suppose we sha’n’t often see you in these parts after this.
 

BORGHEIM. No, that is true. I hadn’t thought of that.
 

RITA. Oh well, I suppose you will be able to look in upon us now and then all the same.
 

BORGHEIM. No, unfortunately that will be out of my power for a very long time.
 

ALLMERS. Indeed! How so?
 

BORGHEIM. The fact is, I have got a big piece of new work that I must set about at once.
 

ALLMERS. Have you indeed? — [Pressing his hand.] — I am heartily glad to hear it.
 

RITA. I congratulate you, Mr. Borgheim!
 

BORGHEIM. Hush, hush — I really ought not to talk openly of it as yet! But I can’t help coming out with it! It is a great piece of road-making — up in the north — with mountain ranges to cross, and the most tremendous difficulties to overcome! — [With an outburst of gladness.] — Oh, what a glorious world this is — and what a joy it is to be a road-maker in it!
 

RITA. [Smiling, and looking teasingly at him.] Is it road-making business that has brought you out here to-day in such wild spirits?
 

BORGHEIM. No, not that alone. I am thinking of all the bright and hopeful prospects that are opening out before me.
 

RITA. Aha, then perhaps you have something still more exquisite in reserve!
 

BORGHEIM. [Glancing towards ASTA.] Who knows! When once happiness comes to us, it is apt to come like it spring flood. [Turns to ASTA.] Miss Allmers, would you not like to take a little walk with me? As we used to?
 

ASTA. [Quickly.] No — no, thank you. Not now. Not to-day.
 

BORGHEIM. Oh, do come! Only a little bit of a walk! I have so much I want to talk to you about before I go.
 

RITA. Something else, perhaps, that you must not talk openly about as yet?
 

BORGHEIM. H’m, that depends — 
 

RITA. But there is nothing to prevent your whispering, you know. [Half aside.] Asta, you must really go with him.
 

ASTA. But, my dear Rita — 
 

BORGHEIM. [Imploringly.] Miss Asta — remember it is to be a farewell walk — the last for many a day.
 

ASTA. [Takes her hat and parasol.] Very well, suppose we take a stroll in the garden, then.
 

BORGHEIM. Oh, thank you, thank you!
 

ALLMERS. And while you are there you can see what Eyolf is doing.
 

BORGHEIM. Ah, Eyolf, by the bye! Where is Eyolf to-day? I’ve got something for him.
 

ALLMERS. He is out playing somewhere.
 

BORGHEIM. Is he really! Then he has begun to play now? He used always to be sitting indoors over his books.
 

ALLMERS. There is to be an end of that now. I am going to make a regular open-air boy of him.
 

BORGHEIM. Ah, now, that’s right! Out into the open air with him, poor little fellow! Good Lord, what can we possibly do better than play in this blessed world? For my part, I think all life is one long playtime! — Come, Miss Asta!
 

[BORGHEIM and ASTA go out on the verandah and down through the garden.]
 

ALLMERS. [Stands looking after them.] Rita — do you think there is anything between those two?
 

RITA. I don’t know what to say. I used to think there was. But Asta has grown so strange to me — so utterly incomprehensible of late.
 

ALLMERS. Indeed! Has she? While I have been away?
 

RITA. Yes, within the last week or two.
 

ALLMERS. And you think she doesn’t care very much about him now?
 

RITA. Not, seriously; not utterly and entirely; not unreservedly — I am sure she doesn’t. [Looks searchingly at him.] Would it displease you if she did?
 

ALLMERS. It would not exactly displease me. But it would certainly be a disquieting thought — 
 

RITA. Disquieting?
 

ALLMERS. Yes; you must remember that I am responsible for Asta — for her life’s happiness.
 

RITA. Oh, come — responsible! Surely Asta has come to years of discretion? I should say she was capable of choosing for herself.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, we must hope so, Rita.
 

RITA. For my part, I don’t think at all ill of Borgheim.
 

ALLMERS. No, dear — no more do I — quite the contrary. But all the same — 
 

RITA. [Continuing.] And I should be very glad indeed if he and Asta were to make a match of it.
 

ALLMERS. [Annoyed.] Oh, why should you be?
 

RITA. [With increasing excitement.] Why, for then she would have to go far, far away with him! Anal she could never come out here to us, as she does now.
 

ALLMERS. [Stares at her in astonishment.] What! Can you really wish Asta to go away?
 

RITA. Yes, yes, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. Why in all the world — ?
 

RITA. [Throwing her arms passionately round his neck.] For then, at last, I should have you to myself alone! And yet — not even then! Not wholly to myself! [Bursts into convulsive weeping.] Oh, Alfred, Alfred — I cannot give you up!
 

ALLMERS. [Gently releasing himself.] My dearest Rita, do be reasonable!
 

RITA. I don’t care a bit about being reasonable! I care only for you! Only for you in all the world! [Again throwing her arms round his neck.] For you, for you, for you!
 

ALLMERS. Let me go, let me go — you are strangling me!
 

RITA. [Letting him go.] How I wish I could! [Looking at him with flashing eyes.] Oh, if you knew how I have hated you — !
 

ALLMERS. Hated me — !
 

RITA. Yes — when you shut yourself up in your room and brooded over your work — till long, long into the night. [Plaintively.] So long, so late, Alfred. Oh, how I hated your work!
 

ALLMERS. But now I have done with that.
 

RITA. [With a cutting laugh.] Oh yes! Now you have given yourself up to something worse.
 

ALLMERS. [Shocked.] Worse! Do you call our child something worse?
 

RITA. [Vehemently.] Yes, I do. As he comes between you and me, I call him so. For the book — the book was not a living being, as the child is. [With increasing impetuosity.] But I won’t endure it, Alfred! I will not endure it — I tell you so plainly!
 

ALLMERS. [Looks steadily at her, and says in a low voice.] I am often almost afraid of you, Rita.
 

RITA. [Gloomily.] I am often afraid of myself. And for that very reason you must not awake the evil in me.
 

ALLMERS. Why, good Heavens, do I do that?
 

RITA. Yes, you do — when you tear to shreds the holiest bonds between us.
 

ALLMERS. [Urgently.] Think what you’re saying, Rita. It is your own child — our only child, that you are speaking of.
 

RITA. The child is only half mine. [With another outburst.] But you shall be mine alone! You shall be wholly mine! That I have a right to demand of you!
 

ALLMERS. [Shrugging his shoulders.] Oh, my dear Rita, it is of no use demanding anything. Everything must be freely given.
 

RITA. [Looks anxiously at him.] And that you cannot do henceforth?
 

ALLMERS. No, I cannot. I must divide myself between Eyolf and you.
 

RITA. But if Eyolf had never been born? What then?
 

ALLMERS. [Evasively.] Oh, that would be another matter. Then I should have only you to care for.
 

RITA. [Softly, her voice quivering.] Then I wish he had never been born.
 

ALLMERS. [Flashing out.] Rita! You don’t know what you are saying!
 

RITA. [Trembling with emotion.] It was in pain unspeakable that I brought him into the world. But I bore it all with joy and rapture for your sake.
 

ALLMERS. [Warmly.] Oh yes, I know, I know.
 

RITA. [With decision.] But there it must end. I will live my life — together with you — wholly with you. I cannot go on being only Eyolf’s mother — only his mother and nothing more. I will not, I tell you! I cannot! I will be all in all to you! To you, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. But that is just what you are, Rita. Through our child — 
 

RITA. Oh — vapid, nauseous phrases — nothing else! No, Alfred, I am not to be put off like that. I was fitted to become the child’s mother, but not to be a mother to him. You must take me as I am, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. And yet you used to be so fond of Eyolf.
 

RITA. I was so sorry for him — because you troubled yourself so little about him. You kept him reading and grinding at books. You scarcely even saw him.
 

ALLMERS. [Nodding slowly.] No; I was blind. The time had not yet come for me — 
 

RITA. [Looking in his face.] But now, I suppose, it has come?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, at, last. Now I see that the highest task I can have in the world is to be a true father to Eyolf.
 

RITA. And to me? — what will you be to me?
 

ALLMERS. [Gently.] I will always go on caring for you — with calm, deep tenderness. [ He tries to take her hands.]
 

RITA. [Evading him.] I don’t care a bit for your calm, deep tenderness. I want you utterly and entirely — and alone! Just as I had you in the first rich, beautiful days. [Vehemently and harshly.] Never, never will I consent to be put off with scraps and leavings, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. [In a conciliatory tone.] I should have thought there was happiness in plenty for all three of us, Rita.
 

RITA. [Scornfully.] Then you are easy to please. [Seats herself at the table on the left.] Now listen to me.
 

ALLMERS. [Approaching.] Well, what is it?
 

RITA. [Looking up at him with a veiled glow in her eyes.] When I got your telegram yesterday evening — 
 

ALLMERS. Yes? What then?
 

RITA. — then I dressed myself in white — 
 

ALLMERS. Yes, I noticed you were in white when I arrived.
 

RITA. I had let down my hair — 
 

ALLMERS. Your sweet masses of hair — 
 

RITA. — so that it flowed down my neck and shoulders — 
 

ALLMERS. I saw it, I saw it. Oh, how lovely you were, Rita!
 

RITA. There were rose-tinted shades over both the lamps. And we were alone, we two — the only waking beings in the whole house. And there was champagne on the table.
 

ALLMERS. I did not drink any of it.
 

RITA. [Looking bitterly at him.] No, that is true. [Laughs harshly.] “There stood the champagne, but you tasted it not” — as the poet says.
 

[She rises from the armchair, goes with an air of weariness over to the sofa, and seats herself, half reclining, upon it.]
 

ALLMERS. [Crosses the room and stands before her.] I was so taken up with serious thoughts. I had made up my mind to talk to you of our future, Rita — and first and foremost of Eyolf.
 

RITA. [Smiling.] And so you did — 
 

ALLMERS. No, I had not time to — for you began to undress.
 

RITA. Yes, and meanwhile you talked about Eyolf. Don’t you remember? You wanted to know all about little Eyolf’s digestion.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking reproachfully at her.] Rita — !
 

RITA. And then you got into your bed, and slept the sleep of the just.
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] Rita — Rita!
 

RITA. [Lying at full length and looking up at him.] Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. Yes?
 

RITA. “There stood your champagne, but you tasted it not.”
 

ALLMERS. [Almost harshly.] No. I did not taste it.
 

[He goes away from her and stands in the garden doorway. RITA lies for some time motionless, with closed eyes.]
 

RITA. [Suddenly springing up.] But let me tell you one thing, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. [Turning in the doorway.] Well?
 

RITA. You ought not to feel quite so secure as you do!
 

ALLMERS. Not secure?
 

RITA. No, you ought not to be so indifferent! Not certain of your property in me!
 

ALLMERS. [Drawing nearer.] What do you mean by that?
 

RITA. [With trembling lips.] Never in a single thought have I been untrue to you, Alfred! Never for an instant.
 

ALLMERS. No, Rita, I know that — I, who know you so well.
 

RITA. [With sparkling eyes.] But if you disdain me — !
 

ALLMERS. Disdain! I don’t understand what you mean!
 

RITA. Oh, you don’t know all that might rise up within me, if — 
 

ALLMERS. If?
 

RITA. If I should ever see that you did not care for me — that you did not love me as you used to.
 

ALLMERS. But, my dearest Rita — years bring a certain change with them — and that must one day occur even in us — as in every one else.
 

RITA. Never in me! And I will not hear of any change in you either — I could not bear it, Alfred. I want to keep you to myself alone.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking at her with concern.] You have a terribly jealous nature — 
 

RITA. I can’t make myself different from what I am. [Threateningly.] If you go and divide yourself between me and any one else — 
 

ALLMERS. What then — ?
 

RITA. Then I will take my revenge on you, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. How “take your revenge”?
 

RITA. I don’t know how. — Oh yes, I do know, well enough!
 

ALLMERS. Well?
 

RITA. I will go and throw myself away — 
 

ALLMERS. Throw yourself away, do you say?
 

RITA. Yes, that I will. I’ll throw myself straight into the arms of of the first man that comes in my way — 
 

ALLMERS. [Looking tenderly at her and shaking his head.] That you will never do — my loyal, proud, true-hearted Rita!
 

RITA. [Putting her arms round his neck.] Oh, you don’t know what I might come to be if you — if you did not love me any more.
 

ALLMERS. Did not love you, Rita? How can you say such a thing!
 

RITA. [Half laughing, lets him go.] Why should I not spread my nets for that — that road-maker man that hangs about here?
 

ALLMERS. [Relieved.] Oh, thank goodness — you are only joking.
 

RITA. Not at all. He would do as well as any one else.
 

ALLMERS. Ah, but I suspect he is more or less taken up already.
 

RITA. So much the better! For then I should take him away from some one else; and that is just what Eyolf has done to me.
 

ALLMERS. Can you say that our little Eyolf has done that?
 

RITA. [Pointing with her forefinger.] There, you see! You see! The moment you mention Eyolf’s name, you grow tender and your voice quivers! [Threateningly, clenching her hands.] Oh, you almost tempt we to wish — 
 

ALLMERS. [Looking at her anxiously.] What do I tempt you to wish, Rita? — 
 

RITA. [Vehemently, going away from him.] No, no, no — I won’t tell you that! Never!
 

ALLMERS. [Drawing nearer to her.] Rita! I implore you — for my sake and for your own — do not let yourself he tempted into evil.
 

[BORGHEIM and ASTA come up from the garden. They both show signs of restrained emotion. They look serious and dejected. ASTA remains out on the verandah. BORGHEIM comes into the room.]
 

BORGHEIM. So that is over — Miss Allmers and I have had our last walk together.
 

RITA. [Looks at him with surprise.] Ah! And there is no longer journey to follow the walk?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes, for me.
 

RITA. For you alone?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes, for me alone.
 

RITA. [Glances darkly at ALLMERS.] Do you hear that? [Turns to BORGHEIM.] I’ll wager it is some one with the evil eye that has played you this trick.
 

BORGHEIM. [Looks at her.] The evil eye?
 

RITA. [Nodding.] Yes, the evil eye.
 

BORGHEIM. Do you believe in the evil eye, Mrs. Allmers?
 

RITA. Yes. I have begun to believe in the evil eye. Especially in a child’s evil eye.
 

ALLMERS. [Shocked, whispers.] Rita — how can you — ?
 

RITA. [Speaking low.] It is you that make me so wicked and hateful, Alfred.
 

[Confused cries and shrieks are heard in the distance, from the direction of the fiord.]
 

BORGHEIM. [Going to the glass door.] What noise is that?
 

ASTA. [In the doorway.] Look at all those people running down to the pier!
 

ALLMERS. What can it be? [Looks out for a moment.] No doubt it’s those street urchins at some mischief again.
 

BORGHEIM. [Calls, leaning over the verandah railings.] I say, you boys down there! What’s the matter?
 

[Several voices are heard answering indistinctly and confusedly.]
 

RITA. What do they say?
 

BORGHEIM. They say it’s a child that’s drowned.
 

ALLMERS. A child drowned?
 

ASTA. [Uneasily.] A little boy, they say.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, they can all swim, every one of them.
 

RITA. [Shrieks in terror.] Where is Eyolf?
 

ALLMERS. Keep quiet — quiet. Eyolf is down in the garden, playing.
 

ASTA. No, he wasn’t in the garden.
 

RITA. [With upstretched arms.] Oh, if only it isn’t he!
 

BORGHEIM. [Listens, and calls down.] Whose child is it, do you say?
 

[Indistinct voices are heard. BORGHEIM and ASTA utter a suppressed cry, and rush out through the garden.]
 

ALLMERS. [In an agony of dread.] It isn’t Eyolf! It isn’t Eyolf, Rita!
 

RITA. [On the verandah, listening.] Hush! Be quiet! Let me hear what they are saying!
 

[RITA rushes back with a piercing shriek, into the room.]
 

ALLMERS. [Following her.] What did they say?
 

RITA. [Sinking down beside the armchair on the left.] They said: “The crutch is floating!”
 

ALLMERS. [Almost paralysed.] No! No! No!
 

RITA. [Hoarsely.] Eyolf! Eyolf! Oh, but they must save him!
 

ALLMERS. [Half distracted.] They must, they must! So precious a life!
 

[He rushes down through the garden.]
 

 
 






  








ACT SECOND
 

[A little narrow glen by the side of the fiord, on ALLMERS’S property. On the left, lofty old trees overarch the spot. Down the slope in the background a brook comes leaping, and loses itself among the stones on the margin of the wood. A path winds along by the brook-side. To the right there are only a few single trees, between which the fiord is visible. In front is seen the corner of a boat-shed with a boat drawn up. Under the old trees on the left stands a table with a bench and one or two chairs, all made of thin birch-staves. It is a heavy, damp day, with driving mist wreaths.]
 

[ALFRED ALLMERS, dressed as before, sits on the bench, leaning his arms on the table. His hat lies before him. He gazes absently and immovably out over the water.]
 

[Presently ASTA ALLMERS comes down the woodpath. She is carrying an open umbrella.]
 

ASTA. [Goes quietly and cautiously up to him.] You ought not to sit down here in this gloomy weather, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. [Nods slowly without answering.]
 

ASTA. [Closing her umbrella.] I have been searching for you such a long time.
 

ALLMERS. [Without expression.] Thank you.
 

ASTA. [Moves a chair and seats herself close to him.] Have you been sitting here long? All the time?
 

ALLMERS. [Does not answer at first. Presently he says.] No, I cannot grasp it. It seems so utterly impossible.
 

ASTA. [Laying her hand compassionately on his arm.] Poor Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. [Gazing at her.] Is it really true then, Asta? Or have I gone mad? Or am I only dreaming? Oh, if it were only a dream! Just think, if I were to waken now!
 

ASTA. Oh, if I could only waken you!
 

ALLMERS. [Looking out over the water.] How pitiless the fiord looks to-day, lying so heavy and drowsy — leaden-grey — with splashes of yellow — and reflecting the rain-clouds.
 

ASTA. [Imploringly.] Oh, Alfred, don’t sit staring out over the fiord!
 

ALLMERS. [Not heeding her.] Over the surface, yes. But in the depths — there sweeps the rushing undertow — 
 

ASTA. [In terror.] Oh, for God’s sake don’t think of the depths!
 

ALLMERS. [Looking gently at her.] I suppose you think he is lying close outside here? But he is not, Asta. You must not think that. You must remember how fiercely the current sweeps gut here straight to the open sea.
 

ASTA. [Throws herself forward against the table, and, sobbing, buries her face in her hands.] Oh, God! Oh, God!
 

ALLMERS. [Heavily.] So you see, little Eyolf has passed so far — far away from us now.
 

ASTA. [Looks imploringly up at him.] Oh, Alfred, don’t say such things!
 

ALLMERS. Why, you can reckon it out for yourself — you that are so clever. In eight-and-twenty hours — nine-and-twenty hours — Let me see — ! Let me see — !
 

ASTA. [Shrieking and stopping her ears.] Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. [Clenching his hand firmly upon the table.] Can you conceive the meaning of a thing like this?
 

ASTA. [Looks at him.] Of what?
 

ALLMERS. Of this that has been done to Rita and me.
 

ASTA. The meaning of it?
 

ALLMERS. [Impatiently.] Yes, the meaning, I say. For, after all, there must be a meaning in it. Life, existence — destiny, cannot be so utterly meaningless.
 

ASTA. Oh, who can say anything with certainty about these things, my dear Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Laughs bitterly.] No, no; I believe you are right there. Perhaps the whole thing goes simply by hap-hazard — taking its own course, like a drifting wreck without a rudder. I daresay that is how it is. At least, it seems very like it.
 

ASTA. [Thoughtfully.] What if it only seems — ?
 

ALLMERS. [Vehemently.] Ah? Perhaps you can unravel the mystery for me? I certainly cannot. [More gently.] Here is Eyolf, just entering upon conscious life: full of such infinite possibilities — splendid possibilities perhaps: he would have filled my life with pride and gladness. And then a crazy old woman has only to come this way — and show a cur in a bag — 
 

ASTA. But we don’t in the least know how it really happened.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, we do. The boys saw her row out over the fiord. They saw Eyolf standing alone at the very end of the pier. They saw him gazing after her — and then he seemed to turn giddy. [Quivering.] And that was how he fell over — and disappeared.
 

ASTA. Yes, yes. But all the same — 
 

ALLMERS. She has drawn him down into the depths — that you may be sure of, dear.
 

ASTA. But, Alfred, why should she?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, that is just the question! Why should she? There is no retribution behind it all — no atonement, I mean. Eyolf never did her any harm. He never called names after her; he never threw stones at her dog. Why, he had never set eyes either on her or her dog till yesterday. So there is no retribution; the whole thing is utterly groundless and meaningless, Asta. — And yet the order of the world requires it.
 

ASTA. Have you spoken to Rita of these things?
 

ALLMERS. [Shakes his head.] I feel as if I can talk better to you about them. [Drawing a deep breath.] And about everything else as well.
 

[ASTA takes serving-materials and a little paper parcel out of her pocket. ALLMERS sits looking on absently.]
 

ALLMERS. What leave you got there, Asta?
 

ASTA. [Taking his hat.] Some black crap.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, whet is the use of that?
 

ASTA. Rita asked me to put it on. May I?
 

ALLMERS. Oh, yes; as far as I’m concerned — [She sews the crape on his hat.]
 

ALLMERS. [Sitting and looking at her.] Where is Rita?
 

ASTA. She is walking about the garden a little, I think. Borgheim is with her.
 

ALLMERS. [Slightly surprised.] Indeed! Is Borgheim out here to-day again?
 

ASTA. Yes. He came out by the mid-day train.
 

ALLMERS. I didn’t expect that.
 

ASTA. [Serving.] He was so fond of Eyolf.
 

ALLMERS. Borgheim is a faithful soul, Asta.
 

ASTA. [With quiet warmth.] Yes, faithful he is, indeed. That is certain.
 

ALLMERS. [Fixing his eyes upon her.] You are really fond of him?
 

ASTA. Yes, I am.
 

ALLMERS. And yet you cannot make up your mind to — ?
 

ASTA. [Interrupting.] Oh, my dear Alfred, don’t talk of that!
 

ALLMERS. Yes, yes; tell me why you cannot?
 

ASTA. Oh, no! Please! You really must not ask me. You see, it’s so painful for me. — There now! The hat is done.
 

ALLMERS. Thank you.
 

ASTA. And now for the left arm.
 

ALLMERS. Am I to have crape on it too?
 

ASTA. Yes, that is the custom.
 

ALLMERS. Well — as you please.
 

[She moves close up to him and begins to sew.]
 

ASTA. Keep your arm still — then I won’t prick you.
 

ALLMERS. [With a half-smile.] This is like the old days.
 

ASTA. Yes, don’t you think so?
 

ALLMERS. When you were a little girl you used to sit just like this, mending my clothes. The first thing you ever sewed for me — that was black crape, too.
 

ASTA. Was it?
 

ALLMERS. Round my student’s cap — at the time of father’s death.
 

ASTA. Could I sew then? Fancy, I have forgotten it.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, you were such a little thing then.
 

ASTA. Yes, I was little then.
 

ALLMERS. And then, two years afterwards — when we lost your mother — then again you sewed a big crape band on my sleeve.
 

ASTA. I thought it was the right thing to do.
 

ALLMERS. [Patting her hand.] Yes, yes, it was the right thing to do, Asta. And then when we were left alone in the world, we two — . Are you done already?
 

ASTA. Yes. [Putting together her sewing-materials.] It was really a beautiful time for us, Alfred. We two alone.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, it was — though we had to toil so hard.
 

ASTA. You toiled.
 

ALLMERS. [With more life.] Oh, you toiled too, in your way, I can assure you — [smiling] — my dear, faithful — Eyolf.
 

ASTA. Oh — you mustn’t remind me of that stupid nonsense about the name.
 

ALLMERS. Well, if you had been a boy, you would have been called Eyolf.
 

ASTA. Yes, if! But when you began to go to college — . [Smiling involuntarily.] I wonder how you could be so childish.
 

ALLMERS. Was it I that was childish?
 

ASTA. Yes, indeed, I think it was, as I look back upon it all. You were ashamed of having no brother — only a sister.
 

ALLMERS. No, no, it was you, dear — you were ashamed.
 

ASTA. Oh yes, I too, perhaps — a little. And somehow or other I was sorry for you — 
 

ALLMERS. Yes, I believe you were. And then you hunted up some of my old boy’s clothes — 
 

ASTA. Your fine Sunday clothes — yes. Do you remember the blue blouse and knickerbockers?
 

ALLMERS. [His eyes dwelling upon her.] I remember so well how you looked when you used to wear them.
 

ASTA. Only when we were at home, alone, though.
 

ALLMERS. And how serious we were, dear, and how mightily pleased with ourselves. I always called you Eyolf.
 

ASTA. Oh, Alfred, I hope you have never told Rita this?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, I believe I did once tell her.
 

ASTA. Oh, Alfred, how could you do that?
 

ALLMERS. Well, you see — one tells one’s wife everything — very nearly.
 

ASTA. Yes, I suppose one does.
 

ALLMERS. [As if awakening, clutches at his forehead and starts up.] Oh, how can I sit here and — 
 

ASTA. [Rising, looks sorrowfully at him.] What is the matter?
 

ALLMERS. He had almost passed away from me. He had passed quite away.
 

ASTA. Eyolf!
 

ALLMERS. Here I sat, living in these recollections — and he had no part in them.
 

ASTA. Yes, Alfred — little Eyolf was behind it all.
 

ALLMERS. No, he was not. He slipped out of my memory — out of my thoughts. I did not see him for a moment as we sat here talking. I utterly forgot him all that time.
 

ASTA. But surely you must take some rest in your sorrow.
 

ALLMERS. No, no, no; that is just what I will not do! I must not — I have no right — and no heart for it, either. [Going in great excitement towards the right.] All my thoughts must be out there, where he lies drifting in the depths!
 

ASTA. [Following him and holding him back.] Alfred — Alfred! Don’t go to the fiord.
 

ALLMERS. I must go out to him! Let me go, Asta! I will take the boat.
 

ASTA. [In terror.] Don’t go to the fiord, I say!
 

ALLMERS. [Yielding.] No, no — I will not. Only let me alone.
 

ASTA. [Leading him back to the table.] You must rest from your thoughts, Alfred. Come here and sit down.
 

ALLMERS. [Making as if to seat himself on the bench.] Well, well — as you please.
 

ASTA. No, I won’t let you sit there.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, let me.
 

ASTA. No, don’t. For then you will only sit looking out — [Forces him down upon a chair, with his back to the right.] There now. Now that’s right. [Seats herself upon the bench.] And now we can talk a little again.
 

ALLMERS. [Drawing a deep breath audibly.] It was good to deaden the sorrow and heartache for a moment.
 

ASTA. You insist do so, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. But don’t you think it is terribly weak and unfeeling of me — to be able to do so?
 

ASTA. Oh, no — I am sure it is impossible to keep circling for ever round one fixed thought.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, for me it is impossible. Before you came to me, here I sat, torturing myself unspeakably with this crushing, gnawing sorrow — 
 

ASTA. Yes?
 

ALLMERS. And would you believe it, Asta — ? H’m — 
 

ASTA. Well?
 

ALLMERS. In the midst of all the agony, I found myself speculating what we should have for dinner to-day.
 

ASTA. [Soothingly.] Well, well, if only it rests you to — 
 

ALLMERS. Yes, just fancy, dear — it seemed as if it did give me rest. [Holds out, his hand to her across the table.] How good it is, Asta, that I have you with me. I am so glad of that. Glad, glad — even in my sorrow.
 

ASTA. [Looking earnestly at him.] You ought most of all to be glad that you have Rita.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, of course I should. But Rita is no kin to me — it isn’t like having a sister.
 

ASTA. [Eagerly.] Do you say that, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. Yes, our family is a thing apart. [Half jestingly.] We have always had vowels for our initials. Don’t you remember how often we used to speak of that? And all our relations — all equally poor. And we have all the same colour of eyes.
 

ASTA. Do you think I have — ?
 

ALLMERS. No, you take entirely after your mother. You are not in the least like the rest of us — not even like father. But all the same — 
 

ASTA. All the same — ?
 

ALLMERS. Well, I believe that living together has, as it were, stamped us in each other’s image — mentally, I mean.
 

ASTA. [With warm emotion.] Oh, you must never say that, Alfred. It is only I that have taken my stamp from you; and it is to you that I owe everything — every good thing in the world.
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] You owe me nothing, Asta. On the contrary — 
 

ASTA. I owe you everything! You must never doubt that. No sacrifice has been too great for you — 
 

ALLMERS. [Interrupting.] Oh, nonsense — sacrifice! Don’t talk of such a thing. — I have only loved you, Asta, ever since you were a little child. [After a short pause.] And then it always seemed to me that I had so much injustice to make up to you for.
 

ASTA. [Astonished.] Injustice? You?
 

ALLMERS. Not precisely on my own account. But — 
 

ASTA. [Eagerly.] But — ?
 

ALLMERS. On father’s.
 

ASTA. [Half rising from the bench.] On — father’s! [Sitting down again.] What do you mean by that, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. Father was never really kind to you.
 

ASTA. [Vehemently.] Oh, don’t say that!
 

ALLMERS. Yes, it is true. He did not love you — not as he ought to have.
 

ASTA. [Evasively.] No, perhaps not as he loved you. That was only natural.
 

ALLMERS. [Continuing.] And he was often hard to your mother, too — at least in the last years.
 

ASTA. [Softly.] Mother was so much, much younger than he — remember that.
 

ALLMERS. Do you think they were not quite suited to each other?
 

ASTA. Perhaps not.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, but still — . Father, who in other ways was so gentle and warm-hearted — so kindly towards every one — 
 

ASTA. [Quietly.] Mother, too, was not always as she ought to have been.
 

ALLMERS. Your mother was not!
 

ASTA. Perhaps not always.
 

ALLMERS. Towards father, do you mean?
 

ASTA. Yes.
 

ALLMERS. I never noticed that.
 

ASTA. [Struggling with her tears, rises.] Oh, my dear Alfred — let them rest — those who are gone. [She goes towards the right.]
 

ALLMERS. [Rising.] Yes, let them rest. [Wringing his hands.] But those who are gone — it is they that won’t let us rest, Asta. Neither day nor night.
 

ASTA. [Looks warmly at him.] Time will make it all seem easier, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking helplessly at her.] Yes, don’t you think it will? — But how I am to get over these terrible first days [Hoarsely.] — that is what I cannot imagine.
 

ASTA. [Imploringly, laying her hands on his shoulders.] Go up to Rita. Oh, please do — 
 

ALLMERS. [Vehemently, withdrawing from her.] No, no, no — don’t talk to me of that! I cannot, I tell you. [More calmly.] Let me remain here, with you.
 

ASTA. Well, I will not leave you.
 

ALLMERS. [Seizing her hand and holding it fast.] Thank you for that! [Looks out for a time over the fiord.] Where is my little Eyolf now? [Smiling sadly to her.] Can you tell me that my big, wise Eyolf? [Shaking his head.] No one in all the world can tell me that. I know only this one terrible thing — that he is gone from me.
 

ASTA. [Looking up to the left, and withdrawing her hand.] Here they are coming.
 

[MRS. ALLMERS and Engineer BORGHEIM come down by the wood-path, she leading the way. She wears a dark dress and a black veil over her head. He has an umbrella under his arm.]
 

ALLMERS. [Going to meet her.] How is it with you, Rita?
 

RITA. [Passing him.] Oh, don’t ask.
 

ALLMERS. Why do you come here?
 

RITA. Only to look for you. What are you doing?
 

ALLMERS. Nothing. Asta came down to me.
 

RITA. Yes, but before Asta came? You have been away from me all the morning.
 

ALLMERS. I have been sitting here looking out over the water.
 

RITA. Ugh, — how can you?
 

ALLMERS. [Impatiently.] I like best to be alone now.
 

RITA. [Moving restlessly about.] And then to sit still! To stay in one place!
 

ALLMERS. I have nothing in the world to move for.
 

RITA. I cannot bear to be anywhere long. Least of all here — with the fiord at my very feet.
 

ALLMERS. It is just the nearness of the fiord — 
 

RITA. [To BORGHEIM.] Don’t you think he should come back with the rest of us?
 

BORGHEIM. [To ALLMERS.] I believe it would be better for you.
 

ALLMERS. No, no; let me stay where I am.
 

RITA. Then I will stay with you, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. Very well; do so, then. You remain too, Asta.
 

ASTA. [Whispers to BORGHEIM.] Let us leave them alone!
 

BORGHEIM. [With a glance of comprehension.] Miss Allmers, shall we go a little further — along the shore? For the very last time?
 

ASTA. [Taking her umbrella.] Yes, come. Let us go a little further.
 

[ASTA and BORGHEIM go out together behind the boat-shed. ALLMERS wanders about for a little. Then he seats himself on a stone under the trees on the left.]
 

RITA. [Comes up and stands before him, her hands folded and hanging down.] Can you think the thought, Alfred — that we have lost Eyolf?
 

ALLMERS. [Looking sadly at the ground.] We must accustom ourselves to think it.
 

RITA. I cannot. I cannot. And then that horrible sight that will haunt me all my life long.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking up.] What sight? What have you seen?
 

RITA. I have seen nothing myself. I have only heard it told. Oh — !
 

ALLMERS. You may as well tell me at once.
 

RITA. I got Borgheim to go down with me to the pier — 
 

ALLMERS. What did you want there?
 

RITA. To question the boys as to how it happened.
 

ALLMERS. But we know that.
 

RITA. We got to know more.
 

ALLMERS. Well?
 

RITA. It is not true that he disappeared all at once.
 

ALLMERS. Do they say that now?
 

RITA. Yes. They say they saw him lying down on the bottom. Deep down in the clear water.
 

ALLMERS. [Grinding his teeth.] And they didn’t save him!
 

RITA. I suppose they could not.
 

ALLMERS. They could swim — every one of them. Did they tell you how he was lying whilst they could see him?
 

RITA. Yes. They said he was lying on his back. And with great, open eyes.
 

ALLMERS. Open eyes. But quite still?
 

RITA. Yes, quite still. And then something came and swept him away. They called it the undertow.
 

ALLMERS. [Nodding slowly.] So that was the last they saw of him.
 

RITA. [Suffocated with tears.] Yes.
 

ALLMERS. [In a dull voice.] And never — never will any one see him again.
 

RITA. [Wailing.] I shall see him day and night, as he lay down there.
 

ALLMERS. With great, open eyes.
 

RITA. [Shuddering.] Yes, with great, open eyes. I see them! I see them now!
 

ALLMERS. [Rises slowly and looks with quiet menace at her.] Were they evil, those eyes, Rita?
 

RITA. [Turning pale.] Evil — !
 

ALLMERS. [Going close up to her.] Were they evil eyes that stared up? Up from the depths?
 

RITA. [Shrinking from him.] Alfred — !
 

ALLMERS. [Following her.] Answer me! Were they a child’s evil eyes?
 

RITA. [Shrieks.] Alfred! Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. Now things have come about — just as you wished, Rita.
 

RITA. I! What did I wish?
 

ALLMERS. That Eyolf were not here.
 

RITA. Never for a moment have I wished that! That Eyolf should not stand between us — that was what I wished.
 

ALLMERS. Well, well — he does not stand between us any more.
 

RITA. [Softly, gazing straight before her.] Perhaps now more than ever. [With a sudden shudder.] Oh, that horrible sight!
 

ALLMERS. [Nods.] The child’s evil eyes.
 

RITA. [In dread, recoiling from him.] Let me be, Alfred! I am afraid of you. I have never seen you like this before.
 

ALLMERS. [Looks harshly and coldly at her.] Sorrow makes us wicked and hateful.
 

RITA. [Terrified, and yet defiant.] That is what I feel, too.
 

[ALLMERS goes towards the right and looks out over the fiord. RITA seats herself at the table. A short pause.]
 

ALLMERS. [Turning his head towards her.] You never really and truly loved him — never!
 

RITA. [With cold self-control.] Eyolf would never let me take him really and truly to my heart.
 

ALLMERS. Because you did not want to.
 

RITA. Oh yes, I did. I did want to. But some one stood in the way — even from the first.
 

ALLMERS. [Turning right round.] Do you mean that I stood in the way?
 

RITA. Oh, no — not at first.
 

ALLMERS. [Coming nearer her.] Who, then?
 

RITA. His aunt.
 

ALLMERS. Asta?
 

RITA. Yes. Asta stood and barred the way for me.
 

ALLMERS. Can you say that, Rita?
 

RITA. Yes. Asta — she took him to her heart — from the moment that happened — that miserable fall.
 

ALLMERS. If she did so, she did it in love.
 

RITA. [Vehemently.] That is just it! I cannot endure to share anything with any one! Not in love.
 

ALLMERS. We two should have shared him between us in love.
 

RITA. [Looking scornfully at him.] We? Oh, the truth is you have never had any real love for him either.
 

ALLMERS. [Looks at her in astonishment.]
I have not — !
 

RITA. No, you have not. At first you were so utterly taken up by that book of yours — about Responsibility.
 

ALLMERS. [Forcibly.] Yes, I was. But my very book — I sacrificed for Eyolf’s sake.
 

RITA. Not out of love for him.
 

ALLMERS. Why then, do you suppose?
 

RITA. Because you were consumed with mistrust of yourself. Because you had begun to doubt whether you had any great vocation to live for in the world.
 

ALLMERS. [Observing her closely.] Could you see that in me?
 

RITA. Oh, yes — little by little. And then you needed something new to fill up your life. — It seems I was not enough for you any longer.
 

ALLMERS. That is the law of change, Rita.
 

RITA. And that was why you wanted to make a prodigy of poor little Eyolf.
 

ALLMERS. That was not what I wanted. I wanted to make a happy human being of him. — That, and nothing more.
 

RITA. But not out of love for him. Look into yourself! [With a certain shyness of expression.] Search out all that lies under — and behind your action.
 

ALLMERS. [Avoiding her eyes.] There is something you shrink from saying.
 

RITA. And you too.
 

ALLMERS. [Looks thoughtfully at her.] If it is as you say, then we two have never really possessed our own child.
 

RITA. No. Not in perfect love.
 

ALLMERS. And yet we are sorrowing so bitterly for him.
 

RITA. [With sarcasm.] Yes, isn’t it curious that we should grieve like this over a little stranger boy?
 

ALLMERS. [With an outburst.] Oh, don’t call him a stranger!
 

RITA. [Sadly shaking her head.] We never won the boy, Alfred. Not I — nor you either.
 

ALLMERS. [Wringing his hands.] And now it is too late! Too late!
 

RITA. And no consolation anywhere — in anything.
 

ALLMERS. [With sudden passion.] You are the guilty one in this!
 

RITA. [Rising.] I!
 

ALLMERS. Yes, you! It was your fault that he became — what he was! It was your fault that he could not save himself when he fell into the water.
 

RITA. [With a gesture of repulsion.] Alfred — you shall not throw the blame upon me!
 

ALLMERS. [More and more beside himself.] Yes, yes, I do! It was you that left the helpless child unwatched upon the table.
 

RITA. He was lying so comfortably among the cushions, and sleeping so soundly. And you had promised to look after him.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, I had. [Lowering his voice.] But then you came — you, you, you — and lured me to you.
 

RITA. [Looking defiantly at him.] Oh, better own at once that you forgot the child and everything else.
 

ALLMERS. [In suppressed desperation.] Yes, that is true. [Lower.] I forgot the child — in your arms!
 

RITA. [Exasperated.] Alfred! Alfred — this is intolerable of you!
 

ALLMERS. [In a low voice, clenching his fists before her face.] In that hour you condemned little Eyolf to death.
 

RITA. [Wildly.] You, too! You, too — if it is as you say!
 

ALLMERS. Oh yes — call me to account, too — if you will. We have sinned, both of us. And so, after all, there was retribution in Eyolf’s death.
 

RITA. Retribution?
 

ALLMERS. [With more self-control.] Yes. Judgment upon you and me. Now, as we stand here, we have our deserts. While he lived, we let ourselves shrink away from him in secret, abject remorse. We could not bear to see it — the thing he had to drag with him — 
 

RITA. [Whispers.] The crutch.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, that. And now, what we now call sorrow and heartache — is really the gnawing of conscience, Rita. Nothing else.
 

RITA. [Gazing helplessly at him.] I feel as if all this must end in despair — in madness for both of us. For we can never — never make it good again.
 

ALLMERS. [Passing into a calmer mood.] I dreamed about Eyolf last night. I thought I saw him coming up from the pier. He could run like other boys. So nothing had happened to him — neither the one thing nor the other. And the torturing reality was nothing but a dream, I thought. Oh, how I thanked and blessed — [Checking himself.] H’m!
 

RITA. [Looking at him.] Whom?
 

ALLMERS. [Evasively.] Whom — ?
 

RITA. Yes; whom did you thank and bless?
 

ALLMERS. [Putting aside the question.] I was only dreaming, you know — 
 

RITA. One whom you yourself do not believe in?
 

ALLMERS. That was how I felt, all the same. Of course, I was sleeping — 
 

RITA. [Reproachfully.] You should not have taught me to doubt, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. Would it leave been right of me to let you go through life with your mind full of empty fictions?
 

RITA. It would have been better for me; for then I should have had something to take refuge in. Now I am utterly at sea.
 

ALLMERS. [Observing her closely.] If you had the choice now — . If you could follow Eyolf to where he is — ?
 

RITA. Yes? What then?
 

ALLMERS. If you were fully assured that you would find him again — know him — understand him — ?
 

RITA. Yes, yes; what then?
 

ALLMERS. Would you, of your own free will, take the leap over to him? Of your own free will leave everything behind you? Renounce your whole earthly life? Would you, Rita?
 

RITA. [Softly.] Now, at once?
 

ALLMERS. Yes; to-day. This very hour. Answer me — would you?
 

RITA. [Hesitating.] Oh, I don’t know, Alfred. No! I think I should have to stay here with you, a little while.
 

ALLMERS. For my sake?
 

RITA. Yes. Only for your sake.
 

ALLMERS. And afterwards? Would you then — ? Answer!
 

RITA. Oh, what can I answer? I could not go away from you. Never! Never!
 

ALLMERS. But suppose now I went to Eyolf? And you had the fullest assurance that you would meet both him and me there. Then would you come over to us?
 

RITA. I should want to — so much! so much! But — 
 

ALLMERS. Well? I I?
 

RITA. [Moaning softly.] I could not — I feel it. No, no, I never could! Not for all the glory of heaven!
 

ALLMERS. Nor I.
 

RITA. No, you feel it so, too, don’t you, Alfred! You could not either, could you?
 

ALLMERS. No. For it is here, in the life of earth, that we living beings are at home.
 

RITA. Yes, here lies the kind of happiness that we can understand.
 

ALLMERS. [Darkly.] Oh, happiness — happiness — 
 

RITA. You mean that happiness — that we can never find it again? [Looks inquiringly at him.] But if — ? [Vehemently.] No, no; I dare not say it! Nor even think it!
 

ALLMERS. Yes, say it — say it, Rita.
 

RITA. [Hesitatingly.] Could we not try to — ? Would it not be possible to forget him?
 

ALLMERS. Forget Eyolf?
 

RITA. Forget the anguish and remorse, I mean.
 

ALLMERS. Can you wish it?
 

RITA. Yes, — if it were possible. [With an outburst.] For this — I cannot bear this for ever! Oh, can we not think of something that will bring its forgetfulness!
 

ALLMERS. [Shakes his head.] What could that be?
 

RITA. Could we not see what travelling would do — far away from here?
 

ALLMERS. From home? When you know you are never really well anywhere but here.
 

RITA. Well, then, let us have crowds of people about us! Keep open house! Plunge into something that can deaden and dull our thoughts!
 

ALLMERS. Such it life would be impossible for me. — No, — rather than that, I would try to take up my work again.
 

RITA. [Bitingly.] Your work — the work that has always stood like a dead wall between us!
 

ALLMERS. [Slowly, looking fixedly at her.] There must always be a dead wall between us two, from this time forth.
 

RITA. Why must there — ?
 

ALLMERS. Who knows but that a child’s great, open eyes are watching us day and night.
 

RITA. [Softly, shuddering.] Alfred — how terrible to think of!
 

ALLMERS. Our love has been like a consuming fire. Now it must be quenched — 
 

RITA. [With a movement towards him.] Quenched!
 

ALLMERS. [Hardly.] It is quenched — in one of us.
 

RITA. [As if petrified.] And you dare say that to me!
 

ALLMERS. [More gently.] It is dead, Rita. But in what I now feel for you — in our common guilt and need of atonement — I seem to foresee a sort of resurrection — 
 

RITA. [Vehemently.] I don’t care a bit about any resurrection!
 

ALLMERS. Rita!
 

RITA. I am a warm-blooded being! I don’t go drowsing about — with fishes’ blood in my veins. [Wringing her hands.] And now to be imprisoned for life — in anguish and remorse! Imprisoned with one who is no longer mine, mine, mine!
 

ALLMERS. It must have ended so, sometime, Rita.
 

RITA. Must have ended so! The love that in the beginning rushed forth so eagerly to meet with love!
 

ALLMERS. My love did not rush forth to you in the beginning.
 

RITA. What did you feel for me, first of all?
 

ALLMERS. Dread.
 

RITA. That I can understand. How was it, then, that I won you after all?
 

ALLMERS. [In a low voice.] You were so entrancingly beautiful, Rita.
 

RITA. [Looks searchingly at him.] Then that was the only reason? Say it, Alfred! The only reason?
 

ALLMERS. [Conquering himself.] No, there was another as well.
 

RITA. [With an outburst.] I can guess what that was! It was “my gold, and my green forests,” as you call it. Was it not so, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. Yes.
 

RITA. [Looks at him with deep reproach.] How could you — how could you!
 

ALLMERS. I had Asta to think of.
 

RITA. [Angrily.] Yes, Asta! [Bitterly.] Then it was really Asta that brought us two together?
 

ALLMERS. She knew nothing about it. She has no suspicion of it, even to this day.
 

RITA. [Rejecting the plea.] It was Asta, nevertheless! [Smiling, with a sidelong glance of scorn. ] Or, no — it was little Eyolf. Little Eyolf, my dear!
 

ALLMERS. Eyolf — ?
 

RITA. Yes, you used to call her Eyolf, did you not? I seem to remember your telling me so — once, in a moment of confidence. [Coming up to him.] Do you remember it — that entrancingly beautiful hour, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Recoiling, as if in horror.] I remember nothing! I will not remember!
 

RITA. [Following him.] It was in that hour — when your other little Eyolf was crippled for life!
 

ALLMERS. [In a hollow voice, supporting himself against the table.] Retribution!
 

RITA. [Menacingly.] Yes, retribution!
 

[ASTA and BORGHEIM return by way of the boat-shed. She is carrying some water-lilies in her hand.]
 

RITA. [With self-control.] Well, Asta, have you and Mr. Borgheim talked things thoroughly over?
 

ASTA. Oh, yes — pretty well.
 

[She puts down her umbrella and lays the flowers upon a chair.]
 

BORGHEIM. Miss Allmers has been very silent during our walk.
 

RITA. Indeed, has she? Well, Alfred and I have talked things out thoroughly enough — 
 

ASTA. [Looking eagerly at both of them.] What is this — ?
 

RITA. Enough to last all our lifetime, I say. [Breaking off.] Come now, let us go up to the house, all four of us. We must have company about us in future. It will never do for Alfred and me to be alone.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, do you go ahead, you two. [Turning.] I must speak a word to you before we go, Asta.
 

RITA. [Looking at him.] Indeed? Well then, you come with me, Mr. Borgheim.
 

[RITA and BORGHEIM go up the wood-path.]
 

ASTA. [Anxiously.] Alfred, what is the matter?
 

ALLMERS. [Darkly.] Only that I cannot endure to be here any more.
 

ASTA. Here! With Rita, do you mean?
 

ALLMERS. Yes. Rita and I cannot go on living together.
 

ASTA. [Seizes his arm and shakes it.] Oh, Alfred — don’t say anything so terrible!
 

ALLMERS. It is the truth. I am telling you. We are making each other wicked and hateful.
 

ASTA. [With painful emotion.] I had never — never dreamt of anything like this!
 

ALLMERS. I did not realise it either, till to-day.
 

ASTA. And now you want to — ! What is it you really want, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. I want to get away from everything here — far, far away from it all.
 

ASTA. And to stand quite alone in the world?
 

ALLMERS. [Nods.] As I used to, before, yes.
 

ASTA. But you are not fitted for living alone!
 

ALLMERS. Oh, yes. I was so in the old days, at any rate.
 

ASTA. In the old days, yes; for then you had me with you.
 

ALLMERS. [Trying to take her hand.] Yes. And it is to you, Asta, that I now want to come home again.
 

ASTA. [Eluding him.] To me! No, no, Alfred! That is quite impossible.
 

ALLMERS. [Looks sadly at her.] Then Borgheim stands in the way after all?
 

ASTA. [Earnestly.] No, no; he does not! That is quite a mistake!
 

ALLMERS. Good. Then I will come to you — my dear, dear sister. I must come to you again — home to you, to be purified and ennobled after my life with — 
 

ASTA. [Shocked.] Alfred, — you are doing Rita a great wrong!
 

ALLMERS. I have done her a great wrong. But not in this. Oh, think of it, Asta — think of our life together, yours and mine. Was it not like one long holy-day from first to last?
 

ASTA. Yes, it was, Alfred. But we can never live it over again.
 

ALLMERS. [Bitterly.] Do you mean that marriage has so irreparably ruined me?
 

ASTA. [Quietly.] No, that is not what I mean.
 

ALLMERS. Well, then we two will live our old life over again.
 

ASTA. [With decision.] We cannot, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, we can. For the love of a brother and sister — 
 

ASTA. [Eagerly.] What of it?
 

ALLMERS. That is the only relation in life that is not subject to the law of change.
 

ASTA. [Softly and tremblingly.] But if that relation were not — 
 

ALLMERS. Not — ?
 

ASTA. — not our relation?
 

ALLMERS. [Stares at her in astonishment.] Not ours? Why, what can you mean by that?
 

ASTA. It is best I should tell you at once, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, yes; tell me!
 

ASTA. The letters to mother — . Those in my portfolio — 
 

ALLMERS. Well?
 

ASTA. You must read them — when I am gone.
 

ALLMERS. Why must I?
 

ASTA. [Struggling with herself.] For then you will see that — 
 

ALLMERS. Well?
 

ASTA. — that I have no right to bear your father’s name.
 

ALLMERS. [Staggering backwards.] Asta! What is this you say!
 

ASTA. Read the letters. Then you will see — and understand. And perhaps have some forgiveness — for mother, too.
 

ALLMERS. [Clutching at his forehead.] I cannot grasp this — I cannot realise the thought. You, Asta — you are not — 
 

ASTA. You are not my brother, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. [Quickly, half defiantly, looking at her.] Well, but what difference does that really make in our relation? Practically none at all.
 

ASTA. [Shaking her head.] It makes all the difference, Alfred. Our relation is not that of brother and sister.
 

ALLMERS. No, no. But it is none the less sacred for that — it will always be equally sacred.
 

ASTA. Do not forget — that it is subject to the law of change, as you said just now.
 

ALLMERS. [Looks inquiringly at her.] Do you mean that — 
 

ASTA. [Quietly, but with rearm emotion.] Not a word more — my dear, dear Alfred. [Takes up the flowers from the chair.] Do you see these water-lilies?
 

ALLMERS. [Nodding slowly.] They are the sort that shoot up — from the very depth.
 

ASTA. I pulled them in the tarn — where it flows out into the fiord. [Holds them out to him.] Will you take them, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Taking them.] Thanks.
 

ASTA. [With tears in her eyes.] They are a last greeting to you, from — from little Eyolf.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking at her.] From Eyolf out yonder? Or from you?
 

ASTA. [Softly.] From both of us. [Taking up her umbrella.] Now come with me to Rita.
 

[She goes up the wood-path.]
 

ALLMERS. [Takes up his hat from the table, and whispers sadly.] Asta. Eyolf. Little Eyolf — !
 

[He follows her up the path.]
 

 
 






  








ACT THIRD
 

[An elevation, overgrown with shrubs, in ALLMERS’S garden. At the back a sheer cliff, with a railing along its edge, and with steps on the left leading downwards. An extensive view over the fiord, which lies deep below. A flagstaff with lines, but no flag, stands by the railing. In front, on the right, a summer-house, covered with creepers and wild vines. Outside it, a bench. It is a late summer evening, with clear sky. Deepening twilight.]
 

[ASTA is sitting on the bench, with her hands in her lap. She is wearing her outdoor dress and a hat, has her parasol at her side, and a little travelling-bag on a strap over her shoulder.]
 

[BORGHEIM comes up from the back on the left. He, too, has a travelling-bag over his shoulder. He is carrying a rolled-up flag.]
 

BORGHEIM. [Catching sight of ASTA.] Oh, so you are up here!
 

ASTA. Yes, I am taking my last look out over the fiord.
 

BORGHEIM. Then I am glad I happened to come up.
 

ASTA. Have you been searching for me?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes, I have. I wanted to say good-bye to you for the present. Not for good and all, I hope.
 

ASTA. [With a faint smile.] You are persevering.
 

BORGHEIM. A road-maker has got to be.
 

ASTA. Have you seen anything of Alfred? Or of Rita?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes, I saw them both.
 

ASTA. Together?
 

BORGHEIM. No — apart.
 

ASTA. What are you going to do with that flag?
 

BORGHEIM. Mrs. Allmers asked me to come up and hoist it.
 

ASTA. Hoist a flag just now?
 

BORGHEIM. Half-mast high. She wants it to fly both night and day, she says.
 

ASTA. [Sighing.] Poor Rita! And poor Alfred!
 

BORGHEIM. [Busied with the flag.] Have you the heart to leave them? I ask, because I see you are in travelling-dress.
 

ASTA. [In a low voice.] I must go.
 

BORGHEIM. Well, if you must, then — 
 

ASTA. And you are going, too, to-night?
 

BORGHEIM. I must, too. I am going by the train. Are you going that way?
 

ASTA. No. I shall take the steamer.
 

BORGHEIM. [Glancing at her.] We each take our own way, then?
 

ASTA. Yes.
 

[She sits and looks on while he hoists the flag half-mast high. When he has done he goes up to her.]
 

BORGHEIM. Miss Asta — you can’t think how grieved I am about little Eyolf.
 

ASTA. [Looks up at him.] Yes, I am sure you feel it deeply.
 

BORGHEIM. And the feeling tortures me. For the fact is, grief is not much in my way.
 

ASTA. [Raising her eyes to the flag.] It will pass over in time — all of it. All our sorrow.
 

BORGHEIM. All? Do you believe that?
 

ASTA. Like a squall at sea. When once you have got far away from here, then — 
 

BORGHEIM. It will have to be very far away indeed.
 

ASTA. And then you have this great new road-work, too.
 

BORGHEIM. But no one to help me in it.
 

ASTA. Oh yes, surely you have.
 

BORGHEIM. [Shaking his head.] No one. No one to share the gladness with. For it is gladness that most needs sharing.
 

ASTA. Not the labour and trouble?
 

BORGHEIM. Pooh — that sort of thing one can always get through alone.
 

ASTA. But the gladness — that must be shared with some one, you think?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes; for if not, where would be the pleasure in being glad?
 

ASTA. Ah yes — perhaps there is something in that.
 

BORGHEIM. Oh, of course, for a certain time you can go on feeling glad in your own heart. But it won’t do in the long run. No, it takes two to be glad.
 

ASTA. Always two? Never more? Never many?
 

BORGHEIM. Well, you see — then it becomes a quite different matter. Miss Asta — are you sure you can never make up your mind to share gladness and success and — and labour and trouble, with one — with one alone in all the world?
 

ASTA. I have tried it — once.
 

BORGHEIM. Have you?
 

ASTA. Yes, all the time that my brother — that Alfred and I lived together.
 

BORGHEIM. Oh, with your brother, yes. But that is altogether different. That ought rather to be called peace than happiness, I should say.
 

ASTA. It was delightful, all the same.
 

BORGHEIM. There now — you see even that seemed to you delightful. But just think now — if he had not been your brother!
 

ASTA. [Makes a movement to rise, but remains sitting.] Then we should never have been together. For I was a child then — and he wasn’t much more.
 

BORGHEIM. [After a pause.] Was it so delightful — that time?
 

ASTA. Oh yes, indeed it was.
 

BORGHEIM. Was there much that was really bright and happy in your life then?
 

ASTA. Oh yes, so much. You cannot think how much.
 

BORGHEIM. Tell me a little about it, Miss Asta.
 

ASTA. Oh, there are only trifles to tell.
 

BORGHEIM. Such as — ? Well?
 

ASTA. Such as the time when Alfred had passed his examination — and had distinguished himself. And then, from time, to time, when he got a post in some school or other. Or when he would sit at home working at an article — and would read it aloud to me. And then when it would appear in some magazine.
 

BORGHEIM. Yes, I can quite see that it must have been a peaceful, delightful life — a brother and sister sharing all their joys. [Shaking his head.] What I cannot understand is that your brother could ever give you up, Asta.
 

ASTA. [With suppressed emotion.] Alfred married, you know.
 

BORGHEIM. Was not that very hard for you?
 

ASTA. Yes, at first. It seemed as though I had utterly lost him all at once.
 

BORGHEIM. Well, luckily it was not so bad as that.
 

ASTA. No.
 

BORGHEIM. But, all the same — how could he! Go and marry, I mean — when he could have kept you with him, alone!
 

ASTA. [Looking straight in front of her.] He was subject to the law of change, I suppose.
 

BORGHEIM. The law of change?
 

ASTA. So Alfred calls it.
 

BORGHEIM. Pooh — what a stupid law that must be! I don’t believe a bit in that law.
 

ASTA. [Rising.] You may come to believe in it, in time.
 

BORGHEIM. Never in all my life! [Insistently.] But listen now, Miss Asta! Do be reasonable for once in a way — in this matter, I mean — 
 

ASTA. [Interrupting him.] Oh, no, no — don’t let us begin upon that again!
 

BORGHEIM. [Continuing as before.] Yes, Asta — I can’t possibly give you up so easily. Now your brother has everything as he wishes it. He can live his life quite contentedly without you. He doesn’t require you at all. Then this — this — that at one blow has changed your whole position here — 
 

ASTA. [With a start.] What do you mean by that?
 

BORGHEIM. The loss of the child. What else should I mean?
 

ASTA. [Recovering her self-control.] Little Eyolf is gone, yes.
 

BORGHEIM. And what more does that leave you to do here? You have not the poor little boy to take care of now. You have no duties — no claims upon you of any sort.
 

ASTA. Oh, please, Mr. Borgheim — don’t make it so hard for me.
 

BORGHEIM. I must; I should be mad if I did not try my uttermost. I shall be leaving town before very long, rind perhaps I shall have no opportunity of meeting you there. Perhaps I shall not see you again for a long, long time. And who knows what may happen in the meanwhile?
 

ASTA. [With a grave smile.] So you are afraid of the law of change, after all?
 

BORGHEIM. No, not in the least. [Laughing bitterly.] And there is nothing to be changed, either — not in you. I mean. For I can see you don’t care much about me.
 

ASTA. You know very well that I do.
 

BORGHEIM. Perhaps, but not nearly enough. Not as I want you to. [More forcibly.] By Heaven, Asta — Miss Asta — I cannot tell you how strongly I feel that you are wrong in this! A little onward, perhaps, from to-day and to-morrow, all life’s happiness may be awaiting us. And we must needs pass it by! Do you think we will not come to repent of it, Asta?
 

ASTA. [Quietly.] I don’t know. I only know that they are not for us — all these bright possibilities.
 

BORGHEIM. [Looks at her with self-control.] Then I must make my roads alone?
 

ASTA. [Warmly.] Oh, how I wish I could stand by you in it all! Help you in the labour — share the gladness with you — 
 

BORGHEIM. Would you — if you could?
 

ASTA. Yes, that I would.
 

BORGHEIM. But you cannot?
 

ASTA. [Looking down.] Would you be content to have only half of me?
 

BORGHEIM. No. You must be utterly and entirely mine.
 

ASTA. [Looks at him, and says quietly.] Then I cannot.
 

BORGHEIM. Good-bye then, Miss Asta.
 

[He is on the point of going. ALLMERS comes up from the left at the back. BORGHEIM stops.]
 

ALLMERS. [The moment he has reached the top of the steps, points, and says in a low voice.] Is Rita in there — in the summer-house?
 

BORGHEIM. No; there is no one here but Miss Asta.
 

[ALLMERS comes forward.]
 

ASTA. [Going towards him.] Shall I go down and look for her? Shall I get her to come up here?
 

ALLMERS. [With a negative gesture.] No, no, no — let it alone. [To BORGHEIM.] Is it you that have hoisted the flag?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes. Mrs. Allmers asked me to. That was what brought me up here.
 

ALLMERS. And you are going to start to-night?
 

BORGHEIM. Yes. To-night I go away in good earnest.
 

ALLMERS. [With a glance at ASTA.] And you have made sure of pleasant company, I daresay.
 

BORGHEIM. [Shaking his head.] I am going alone.
 

ALLMERS. [With surprise.] Alone!
 

BORGHEIM. Utterly alone.
 

ALLMERS. [Absently.] Indeed?
 

BORGHEIM. And I shall have to remain alone, too.
 

ALLMERS. There is something horrible in being alone. The thought of it runs like ice through my blood — 
 

ASTA. Oh, but, Alfred, you are not alone.
 

ALLMERS. There may be something horrible in that too, Asta.
 

ASTA. [Oppressed.] Oh, don’t talk like that! Don’t think like that!
 

ALLMERS. [Not listening to her.] But since you are not going with him — ? Since there is nothing to bind you — ? Why will you not remain out here with me — and with Rita?
 

ASTA. [Uneasily.] No, no, I cannot. I must go back to town now.
 

ALLMERS. But only in to town, Asta. Do you hear!
 

ASTA. Yes.
 

ALLMERS. And you must promise me that you will soon come out again.
 

ASTA. [Quickly.] No, no, I dare not promise you that, for the present.
 

ALLMERS. Well as you will. We shall soon meet in town, then.
 

ASTA. [Imploringly.] But, Alfred, you must stay at home here with Rita now.
 

ALLMERS. [Without answering, turns to BORGHEIM.] You may find it a good thing, after all, that you have to take your journey alone.
 

BORGHEIM. [Annoyed.] Oh, how can you say such a thing?
 

ALLMERS. You see, you can never tell whom you might happen to meet afterwards — on the way.
 

ASTA. [Involuntarily.] Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. The right fellow-traveller — when it is too late — too late.
 

ASTA. [Softly, quivering.] Alfred! Alfred!
 

BORGHEIM. [Looking front one to the other.] What is the meaning of this? I don’t understand — 
 

[RITA comes up from the left at the back.]
 

RITA. [Plaintively.] Oh, don’t go away from me, all of you!
 

ASTA. [Going towards her.] You said you preferred to be alone.
 

RITA. Yes, but I dare not. It is getting so horribly dark. I seem to see great, open eyes fixed upon me!
 

ASTA. [Tenderly and sympathetically.] What if it were so, Rita? You ought not to be afraid of those eyes.
 

RITA. How can you say so! Not afraid!
 

ALLMERS. [Insistently.] Asta, I beg you — for Heaven’s sake — remain here with Rita!
 

RITA. Yes! And with Alfred, too. Do! Do, Asta!
 

ASTA. [Struggling with herself.] Oh, I want to so much — 
 

RITA. Well, then, do it! For Alfred and I cannot go alone through the sorrow and heartache.
 

ALLMERS. [Darkly.] Say, rather — through the ranklings of remorse.
 

RITA. Oh, whatever you like to call it — we cannot bear it alone, we two. Oh, Asta, I beg and implore you! Stay here and help us! Take Eyolf’s place for us — 
 

ASTA. [Shrinking.] Eyolf’s — 
 

RITA. Yes, would you not have it so, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. If she can and will.
 

RITA. You used to call her your little Eyolf. [Seizes her hand.] Henceforth you shall be our Eyolf, Asta! Eyolf, as you were before.
 

ALLMERS. [With concealed emotion.] Remain — and share our life with us, Asta. With Rita. With me. With me — your brother!
 

ASTA. [With decision, snatches her hand away.] No. I cannot. [Turning.] Mr. Borgheim — what time does the steamer start?
 

BORGHEIM. Now — at once.
 

ASTA. Then I must go on board. Will you go with me?
 

BORGHEIM. [With a suppressed outburst of joy.] Will I? Yes, yes!
 

ASTA. Then come!
 

RITA. [Slowly.] Ah! That is how it is. Well, then, you cannot stay with us.
 

ASTA. [Throwing her arms round her neck.] Thanks for everything, Rita! (Goes up to ALLMERS and grasps his hand.) Alfred-good-bye! A thousand times, good-bye!
 

ALLMERS. [Softly and eagerly.] What is this, Asta? It seems as though you were taking flight.
 

ASTA. [In subdued anguish.] Yes, Alfred — I am taking flight.
 

ALLMERS. Flight — from me!
 

ASTA. [Whispering.] From you — and from myself.
 

ALLMERS. [Shrinking back.] Ah — !
 

[ASTA rushes down the steps at the back. BORGHEIM waves his hat and follows her. RITA leans against the entrance to the summer-house. ALLMERS goes, in strong inward emotion, up to the railing, and stands there gazing downwards. A pause.]
 

ALLMERS. [Turns, and says with hard-won composure.] There comes the steamer. Look, Rita.
 

RITA. I dare not look at it.
 

ALLMERS. You dare not?
 

RITA. No. For it has a red eye — and a green one, too. Great, glowing eyes.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, those are only the lights, you know.
 

RITA. Henceforth they are eyes — for me. They stare and stare out of the darkness — and into the darkness.
 

ALLMERS. Now she is putting in to shore.
 

RITA. Where are they mooring her this evening, then?
 

ALLMERS. [Coming forward.] At the pier, as usual — 
 

RITA. [Drawing herself up.] How can they moor her there!
 

ALLMERS. They must.
 

RITA. But it was there that Eyolf — ! How can they moor her there!
 

ALLMERS. Yes, life is pitiless, Rita.
 

RITA. Men are heartless. They take no thought — whether for the living or for the dead.
 

ALLMERS. There you are right. Life goes its own way — just as if nothing in the world had happened.
 

RITA. [Gazing straight before her.] And nothing has happened, either. Not to others. Only to us two.
 

ALLMERS. [The pain re-awakening.] Yes, Rita — so it was to no purpose that you bore him in sorrow and anguish. For now he is gone again — and has left no trace behind him.
 

RITA. Only the crutch was saved.
 

ALLMERS. [Angrily.] Be silent! Do not let me hear that word!
 

RITA. [Plaintively.] Oh, I cannot bear the thought that he is gone from us.
 

ALLMERS. [Coldly and bitterly.] You could very well do without him while he was with us. Half the day would often pass without your setting eyes on him.
 

RITA. Yes, for I knew that I could see him whenever I wanted to.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, that is how we have gone and squandered the short time we had with Little Eyolf.
 

RITA. [Listening, in dread.] Do you hear, Alfred! Now it is ringing again!
 

ALLMERS. [Looking over the fiord.] It is the steamer’s bell that is ringing. She is just starting.
 

RITA. Oh, it’s not that bell I mean. All day I have heard it ringing in my ears. — Now it is ringing again!
 

ALLMERS. [Going up to her.] You are mistaken, Rita.
 

RITA. No, I hear it so plainly. It sounds like a knell. Slow. Slow. And always the same words.
 

ALLMERS. Words? What words?
 

RITA. [Nodding her head in the rhythm.] “The crútch is — flóating. The crútch is — flóating.” Oh, surely you must hear it, too!
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] I hear nothing. And there is nothing to hear.
 

RITA. Oh, you may say what you will — I hear it so plainly.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking out over the railing.] Now they are on board, Rita. Now the steamer is on her way to the town.
 

RITA. Is it possible you do not hear it? “The crútch is — flóating. The crútch is —— —”
 

ALLMERS. [Coming forward.] You shall not stand there listening to a sound that does not exist. I tell You, Asta and Borgheim are on board. They have started already. Asta is gone.
 

RITA. [Looks timidly at him.] Then I suppose you will soon be gone, too, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Quickly.] What do you mean by that?
 

RITA. That you will follow your sister.
 

ALLMERS. Has Asta told you anything?
 

RITA. No. But you said yourself it was for Asta’s sake that — that we came together.
 

ALLMERS. Yes, but you, you yourself, have bound me to you — by our life together.
 

RITA. Oh, in your eyes I am not — I am not — entrancingly beautiful any more.
 

ALLMERS. The law of change may perhaps keep us together, none the less.
 

RITA. [Nodding slowly.] There is a change in me now — I feel the anguish of it.
 

ALLMERS. Anguish?
 

RITA. Yes, for change, too, is a sort of birth.
 

ALLMERS. It is — or a resurrection. Transition to a higher life.
 

RITA. [Gazing sadly before her.] Yes — with the loss of all, all life’s happiness.
 

ALLMERS. That loss is just the gain.
 

RITA. [Vehemently.] Oh, phrases! Good God, we are creatures of earth after all.
 

ALLMERS. But something akin to the sea and the heavens too, Rita.
 

RITA. You perhaps. Not I.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, yes — you too, more than you yourself suspect.
 

RITA. [Advancing a pace towards him.] Tell me, Alfred — could you think of taking up your work again?
 

ALLMERS. The work that you have hated so?
 

RITA. I am easier to please now. I am willing to share you with the book.
 

ALLMERS. Why?
 

RITA. Only to keep you here with me — to have you near me.
 

ALLMERS. Oh, it is so little I can do to help you, Rita.
 

RITA. But perhaps I could help you.
 

ALLMERS. With my book, do you mean?
 

RITA. No; but to live your life.
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] I seem to have no life to live.
 

RITA. Well then, to endure your life.
 

ALLMERS. [Darkly, looking away from her.] I think it would be best for both of us that we should part.
 

RITA. [Looking curiously at him.] Then where would you go? Perhaps to Asta, after all?
 

ALLMERS. No — never again to Asta.
 

RITA. Where then?
 

ALLMERS. Up into the solitudes.
 

RITA. Up among the mountains? Is that what you mean?
 

ALLMERS. Yes.
 

RITA. But all that is mere dreaming, Alfred! You could not live up there.
 

ALLMERS. And yet I feel myself drawn to them.
 

RITA. Why? Tell me!
 

ALLMERS. Sit down — and I will tell you something.
 

RITA. Something that happened to you up there?
 

ALLMERS. Yes.
 

RITA. And that you never told Asta and me?
 

ALLMERS. Yes.
 

RITA. Oh, you are so silent about everything. You ought not to be.
 

ALLMERS. Sit down there — and I will tell you about it.
 

RITA. Yes, yes — tell me!
 

[She sits on the bench beside the summer-house.]
 

ALLMERS. I was alone up there, in the heart of the great mountains. I came to a wide, dreary mountain lake; and that lake I had to cross. But I could not — for there was neither a boat nor any one there.
 

RITA. Well? And then?
 

ALLMERS. Then I went without any guidance into a side valley. I thought that by that way I could push on over the heights and between the peaks — and then down again on the other side of the lake.
 

RITA. Oh, and you lost yourself, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS. Yes; I mistook the direction — for there was no path or track. And all day I went on — and all the next night. And at last I thought I should never see the face of man again.
 

RITA. Not come home to us? Oh, then, I am sure your thoughts were with us here.
 

ALLMERS. No — they were not.
 

RITA. Not?
 

ALLMERS. No. It was so strange. Both you and Eyolf seemed to have drifted far, far away from me — and Asta, too.
 

RITA. Then what did you think of?
 

ALLMERS. I did not think. I dragged myself along among the precipices — and revelled in the peace and luxury of death.
 

RITA. [Springing up.] Oh, don’t speak in that way of that horror!
 

ALLMERS. I did not feel it so. I had no fear. Here went death and I, it seemed to me, like two good fellow-travellers. It all seemed so natural — so simple, I thought. In my family, we don’t live to be old — 
 

RITA. Oh, don’t say such things, Alfred! You see you came safely out of it, after all.
 

ALLMERS. Yes; all of a sudden, I found myself where I wanted to be — on the other side of the lake.
 

RITA. It must have been a night of terror for you, Alfred. But now that it is over, you will not admit it to yourself.
 

ALLMERS. That night sealed my resolution. And it was then that I turned about and came straight homewards. To Eyolf.
 

RITA. [Softly.] Too late.
 

ALLMERS. Yes. And then when — my fellow-traveller came and took him — then I felt the horror of it; of it all; of all that, in spite of everything, we dare not tear ourselves away from. So earthbound are we, both of us, Rita.
 

RITA. [With a gleam of joy.] Yes, you are, too, are you not! [Coming close to him.] Oh, let us live our life together as long as we can!
 

ALLMERS. [Shrugging his shoulders.] Live our life, yes! And have nothing to fill life with. An empty void on all sides — wherever I look.
 

RITA. [In fear.] Oh, sooner or later you will go away from me, Alfred! I feel it! I can see it in your face! You will go away from me.
 

ALLMERS. With my fellow-traveller, do you mean?
 

RITA. No, I mean worse than that. Of your own free will — you will leave me — for you think it’s only here, with me, that you have nothing to live for. Is not that what is in your thoughts?
 

ALLMERS. [Looking steadfastly at her.] What if it were — ?
 

[A disturbance, and the noise of angry, quarrelling voices is heard from down below, in the distance. ALLMERS goes to the railing.]
 

RITA. What is that? [With an outburst.] Oh, you’ll see, they have found him!
 

ALLMERS. He will never be found.
 

RITA. But what is it then?
 

ALLMERS. [Coming forward.] Only fighting — as usual.
 

RITA. Down on the beach?
 

ALLMERS. Yes. The whole village down there ought to be swept away. Now the men have come home — drunk, as they always are. They are beating the children — do you hear the boys crying! The women are shrieking for help for them — 
 

RITA. Should we not get some one to go down and help them?
 

ALLMERS. [Harshly and angrily.] Help them, who did not help Eyolf! Let them go — as they let Eyolf go.
 

RITA. Oh, you must not talk like that, Alfred! Nor think like that!
 

ALLMERS. I cannot think otherwise. All the old hovels ought to be torn down.
 

RITA. And then what is to become of all the poor people?
 

ALLMERS. They must go somewhere else.
 

RITA. And the children, too?
 

ALLMERS. Does it make much difference where they go to the dogs?
 

RITA. [Quietly and reproachfully.] You are forcing yourself into this harshness, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS. [Vehemently.] I have a right to be harsh now! It is my duty.
 

RITA. Your duty?
 

ALLMERS. My duty to Eyolf. He must not lie unavenged. Once for all, Rita — it is as I tell you! Think it over! Have the whole place down there razed to the ground — when I am gone.
 

RITA. [Looks intently at him.] When you are gone?
 

ALLMERS. Yes. For that will at least give you something to fill your life with — and something you must have.
 

RITA. [Firmly and decidedly.] There you are right — I must. But can you guess what I will set about — when you are gone?
 

ALLMERS. Well, what?
 

RITA. [Slowly and with resolution.] As soon as you are gone from me, I will go down to the beach, and bring all the poor neglected children home with me. All the mischievous boys — 
 

ALLMERS. What will you do with them here?
 

RITA. I will take them to my heart.
 

ALLMERS. You!
 

RITA. Yes, I will. From the day you leave me, they shall all be here, all of them, as if they were mine.
 

ALLMERS. [Shocked.] In our little Eyolf’s place!
 

RITA. Yes, in our little Eyolf’s place. They shall live in Eyolf’s rooms. They shall read his books. They shall play with his toys. They shall take it in turns to sit in his chair at table.
 

ALLMERS. But this is sheer madness in you! I do not know a creature in the world that is less fitted than you for anything of that sort.
 

RITA. Then I shall have to educate myself for it; to train myself; to discipline myself.
 

ALLMERS. If you are really in earnest about this — about all you say — then there must indeed be a change in you.
 

RITA. Yes, there is, Alfred — and for that I have you to thank. You have made an empty place within me; and I must try to fill it up with something — with something that is a little like love.
 

ALLMERS. [Stands for a moment lost in thought; then looks at her.] The truth is, we have not done much for the poor people down there.
 

RITA. We have done nothing for them.
 

ALLMERS. Scarcely even thought of them.
 

RITA. Never thought of them in sympathy.
 

ALLMERS. We, who had “the gold, and the green forests” — 
 

RITA. Our hands were closed to them. And our hearts too.
 

ALLMERS. [Nods.] Then it was perhaps natural enough, after all, that they should not risk their lives to save little Eyolf.
 

RITA. [Softly.] Think, Alfred! Are you so certain that — that we would have risked ours?
 

ALLMERS. [With an uneasy gesture of repulsion.] You must never doubt that.
 

RITA. Oh, we are children of earth.
 

ALLMERS. What do you really think you can do with all these neglected children?
 

RITA. I suppose I must try if I cannot lighten and — and ennoble their lot in life.
 

ALLMERS. If you can do that — then Eyolf was not born in vain.
 

RITA. Nor taken from us in vain, either.
 

ALLMERS. [Looking steadfastly at her.] Be quite clear about one thing, Rita — it is not love that is driving you to this.
 

RITA. No, it is not — at any rate, not yet.
 

ALLMERS. Well, then what is it?
 

RITA. [Half-evasively.] You have so often talked to Asta of human responsibility — 
 

ALLMERS. Of the book that you hated.
 

RITA. I hate that book still. But I used to sit and listen to what you told her. And now I will try to continue it — in my own way.
 

ALLMERS. [Shaking his head.] It is not for the sake of that unfinished book — 
 

RITA. No, I have another reason as well.
 

ALLMERS. What is that?
 

RITA. [Softly, with a melancholy smile.] I want to make my peace with the great, open eyes, you see.
 

ALLMERS. [Struck, fixing his eyes upon her.] Perhaps, I could join you in that? And help you, Rita?
 

RITA. Would you?
 

ALLMERS. Yes — if I were only sure I could.
 

RITA. [Hesitatingly.] But then you would have to remain here.
 

ALLMERS. [Softly.] Let us try if it could not be so.
 

RITA. [Almost inaudibly.] Yes, let us, Alfred.
 

[Both are silent. Then ALLMERS goes up to the flagstaff and hoists the flag to the top. RITA stands beside the summer-house and looks at him in silence.]
 

ALLMERS. [Coming forward again.] We have a heavy day of work before us, Rita.
 

RITA. You will see — that now and then a Sabbath peace will descend on us.
 

ALLMERS. [Quietly, with emotion.] Then, perhaps, we shall know that the spirits are with us.
 

RITA. [Whispering.] The spirits?
 

ALLMERS. [As before.] Yes, they will perhaps be around us — those whom we have lost.
 

RITA. [Nods slowly.] Our little Eyolf. And your big Eyolf, too.
 

ALLMERS. [Gazing straight before him.] Now and then, perhaps, we may still — on the way through life — have a little, passing glimpse of them.
 

RITA. When, shall we look for them, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS. [Fixing his eyes upon her.] Upwards.
 

RITA. [Nods in approval.] Yes, yes — upwards.
 

ALLMERS. Upwards — towards the peaks. Towards the stars. And towards the great silence.
 

RITA. [Giving him her hand.] Thanks!
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Ibsen was also inspired by Georg Brandes’ monumental work on Shakespeare, of which he read at least parts in the summer of 1896. Brandes’ view on Shakespeare was strongly influenced by some of Nietzsche’s ideas. Two central concepts in his philosophy, those of the superman and the will to achieve power, play a large part in Ibsen’s second last play. 

On October 20th, Ibsen sent the final copy of the manuscript to his publisher, Jacob Hegel and the play was published on December 15, 1896, at Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag in Copenhagen, Christiania and Stockholm, consisting of 12,000 copies - the largest run of any of Ibsen’s works to date. This was not enough, however, and on account of a large number of advance orders, the book had to be reprinted in a further 3,000 copies, even before it was on sale. Therefore the first and the second issues were released simultaneously. The play was generally well received by critics.

The first public performances of John Gabriel Borkman were in the form of readings. The first one took place at the Avenue Theatre in London on December 14, 1896, and was arranged by William Heinemann in order to secure his copyright in England. The following day, December 15, 1896, there is said to have been a reading at the Copenhagen Municipal Teachers’ Association, led by the theatre director P. A. Rosenberg. The first professional performances of John Gabriel Borkman took place in Helsinki on January 10, 1897 at two theatres: Svenska Teatern and Suomalainen Teaatteri (the Finnish theatre). Both these productions seem to have been well received by their audiences and the critics.

The plot relates how the Borkman family fortunes have been brought low by the imprisonment of John Gabriel, who used his position as a bank manager to illegally speculate with his investors’ money. The action of the play takes place eight years after Borkman’s release, when John Gabriel Borkman, Mrs. Borkman and her twin sister, Ella Rentheim, battle over the future of young Erhart Borkman. Though the play continues the line of naturalism and social commentary that marks Ibsen’s middle period, the final act suggests a new symbolic phase for the playwright, which he brought to fruition in his final play When We Dead Awaken.
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INTRODUCTION.
 

The anecdotic history of John Gabriel Borkman is even scantier than that of Little Eyolf. It is true that two mentions of it occur in Ibsen’s letters, but they throw no light whatever upon its spiritual antecedents. Writing to George Brandes from Christiania, on April 24, 1896, Ibsen says: “In your last letter you make the suggestion that I should visit London. If I knew enough English, I might perhaps go. But as I unfortunately do not, I must give up the idea altogether. Besides, I am engaged in preparing for a big new work, and I do not wish to put off the writing of it longer than necessary. It might so easily happen that a roof-tile fell on my head before I had ‘found time to make the last verse.’ And what then?” On October 3 of the same year, writing to the same correspondent, he again alludes to his work as “a new long play, which must be completed as soon as possible.” It was, as a matter of fact, completed with very little delay, for it appeared in Copenhagen on December 15, 1896.

The irresponsible gossip of the time made out that Bjornson discerned in the play some personal allusions to himself; but this Bjornson emphatically denied. I am not aware that any attempt has been made to identify the original of the various characters. It need scarcely be pointed out that in the sisters Gunhild and Ella we have the pair of women, one strong and masterful, the other tender and devoted, who run through so many of Ibsen’s plays, from The Feast at Solhoug onwards — nay, even from Catalina. In my Introduction to The Lady from the Sea (p. xxii) it is pointed out that Ibsen had the character of Foldal clearly in his mind when, in March 1880, he made the first draft of that play. The character there appears as: “The old married clerk. Has written a play in his youth which was only once acted. Is for ever touching it up, and lives in the illusion that it will be published and will make a great success. Takes no steps, however, to bring this about. Nevertheless accounts himself one of the ‘literary’ class. His wife and children believe blindly in the play.” By the time Foldal actually came to life, the faith of his wife and children had sadly dwindled away.

There was scarcely a theatre in Scandinavia or Finland at which John Gabriel Borkman was not acted in the course of January 1897. Helsingors led the way with performances both at the Swedish and the Finnish Theatres on January 10. Christiania and Stockholm followed on January 25, Copenhagen on January 31; and meanwhile the piece had been presented at many provincial theatres as well. In Christiania, Borkman, Gunhild, and Ella were played by Garmann, Fru Gundersen, and Froken Reimers respectively; in Copenhagen, by Emil Pousen, Fru Eckhardt, and Fru Hennings. In the course of 1897 it spread all over Germany, beginning with Frankfort on Main, where, oddly enough, it was somewhat maltreated by the Censorship. In London, an organization calling itself the New Century Theatre presented John Gabriel Borkman at the Strand Theatre on the afternoon of May 3, 1897, with Mr. W. H. Vernon as Borkman, Miss Genevieve Ward as Gunhild, Miss Elizabeth Robins as Ella Rentheim, Mr. Martin Harvey as Erhart, Mr. James Welch as Foldal, and Mrs. Beerbohm Tree as Mrs. Wilton. The first performance in America was given by the Criterion Independent Theatre of New York on November 18, 1897, Mr. E. J. Henley playing Borkman, Mr. John Blair Erhart, Miss Maude Banks Gunhild, and Miss Ann Warrington Ella. For some reason, which I can only conjecture to be the weakness of the the third act, the play seems nowhere to have taken a very firm hold on the stage.

Dr. Brahm has drawn attention to the great similarity between the theme of John Gabriel Borkman and that of Pillars of Society. “In both,” he says, “we have a business man of great ability who is guilty of a crime; in both this man is placed between two sisters; and in both he renounces a marriage of inclination for the sake of a marriage that shall further his business interests.” The likeness is undeniable; and yet how utterly unlike are the two plays! and how immeasurably superior the later one! It may seem, on a superficial view, that in John Gabriel Borkman Ibsen has returned to prose and the common earth after his excursion into poetry and the possibly supernatural, if I may so call it, in The Master Builder and Little Eyolf. But this is a very superficial view indeed. We have only to compare the whole invention of John Gabriel Borkman with the invention of Pillars of Society, to realise the difference between the poetry and the prose of drama. The quality of imagination which conceived the story of the House of Bernick is utterly unlike that which conceived the tragedy of the House of Borkman. The difference is not greater between (say) The Merchant of Venice and King Lear.

The technical feat which Ibsen here achieves of carrying through without a single break the whole action of a four-act play has been much commented on and admired. The imaginary time of the drama is actually shorter than the real time of representation, since the poet does not even leave intervals for the changing of the scenes. This feat, however, is more curious than important. Nothing particular is gained by such a literal observance of the unity of time. For the rest, we feel definitely in John Gabriel Borkman what we already felt vaguely in Little Eyolf — that the poet’s technical staying-power is beginning to fail him. We feel that the initial design was larger and more detailed than the finished work. If the last acts of The Wild Duck and Hedda Gabler be compared with the last acts of Little Eyolf and Borkman, it will be seen that in the earlier plays it relaxes towards the close, to make room for pure imagination and lyric beauty. The actual drama is over long before the curtain falls on either play, and in the one case we have Rita and Allmers, in the other Ella and Borkman, looking back over their shattered lives and playing chorus to their own tragedy. For my part, I set the highest value on these choral odes, these mournful antiphones, in which the poet definitely triumphs over the mere playwright. They seem to me noble and beautiful in themselves, and as truly artistic, if not as theatrical, as any abrupter catastrophe could be. But I am not quite sure that they are exactly the conclusions the poet originally projected, and still less am I satisfied that they are reached by precisely the paths which he at first designed to pursue.

The traces of a change of scheme in John Gabriel Borkman seem to me almost unmistakable. The first two acts laid the foundation for a larger and more complex superstructure than is ultimately erected. Ibsen seems to have designed that Hinkel, the man who “betrayed” Borkman in the past, should play some efficient part in the alienation of Erhart from his family and home. Otherwise, why this insistence on a “party” at the Hinkels’, which is apparently to serve as a sort of “send-off” for Erhart and Mrs. Wilton? It appears in the third act that the “party” was imaginary. “Erhart and I were the whole party,” says Mrs. Wilton, “and little Frida, of course.” We might, then, suppose it to have been a mere blind to enable Erhart to escape from home; but, in the first place, as Erhart does not live at home, there is no need for any such pretext; in the second place, it appears that the trio do actually go to the Hinkels’ house (since Mrs. Borkman’s servant finds them there), and do actually make it their starting-point. Erhart comes and goes with the utmost freedom in Mrs. Wilton’s own house; what possible reason can they have for not setting out from there? No reason is shown or hinted. We cannot even imagine that the Hinkels have been instrumental in bringing Erhart and Mrs. Wilton together; it is expressly stated that Erhart made her acquaintance and saw a great deal of her in town, before she moved out to the country. The whole conception of the party at the Hinkels’ is, as it stands, mysterious and a little cumbersome. We are forced to conclude, I think, that something more was at one time intended to come of it, and that, when the poet abandoned the idea, he did not think it worth while to remove the scaffolding. To this change of plan, too, we may possibly trace what I take to be the one serious flaw in the the play — the comparative weakness of the second half of the third act. The scene of Erhart’s rebellion against the claims of the mother, aunt, and father strikes one as the symmetrical working out of a problem rather than a passage of living drama.

All this means, of course, that there is a certain looseness of fibre in John Gabriel Borkman which we do not find in the best of Ibsen’s earlier works. But in point of intellectual power and poetic beauty it yields to none of its predecessors. The conception of the three leading figures is one of the great things of literature; the second act, with the exquisite humour of the Foldal scene, and the dramatic intensity of the encounter between Borkman and Ella, is perhaps the finest single act Ibsen ever wrote, in prose at all events; and the last scene is a thing of rare and exalted beauty. One could wish that the poet’s last words to us had been those haunting lines with which Gunhild and Ella join hands over Borkman’s body:

  We twin sisters — over him we both have loved.
    We two shadows — over the dead man.
 

Among many verbal difficulties which this play presents, the greatest, perhaps, has been to find an equivalent for the word “opreisning,” which occurs again and again in the first and second acts. No one English word that I could discover would fit in all the different contexts; so I have had to employ three: “redemption,” “restoration,” and in one place “rehabilitation.” The reader may bear in mind that these three terms represent one idea in the original.

Borkman in Act II. uses a very odd expression—”overskurkens moral,” which I have rendered “the morals of the higher rascality.” I cannot but suspect (though for this I have no authority) that in the word “overskurk,” which might be represented in German by “Ueberschurke,” Borkman is parodying the expression “Uebermensch,” of which so much has been heard of late. When I once suggested this to Ibsen, he neither affirmed nor denied it. I understood him to say, however, that in speaking of “overskurken” he had a particular man in view. Somewhat pusillanimously, perhaps, I pursued my inquiries no further.

*Copyright, 1907, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.






  








PERSONS.
 

JOHN GABRIEL BORKMAN, formerly Managing Director of a Bank.
 MRS. GUNHILD BORKMAN, his wife.
 ERHART BORKMAN, their son, a student.
 MISS ELLA RENTHEIM, Mrs. Borkman’s twin sister.
 MRS. FANNY WILTON.
 VILHELM FOLDAL, subordinate clerk in a Government office.
 FRIDA FOLDAL, his daughter.
 MRS. BORKMAN’S MAID.
 

The action passes one winter evening, at the Manorhouse of the Rentheim family, in the neighbourhood of Christiania.
 






  








ACT FIRST
 

MRS. BORKMAN’s drawing-room, furnished with old-fashioned, faded splendour. At the back, an open sliding-door leads into a garden-room, with windows and a glass door. Through it a view over the garden; twilight with driving snow. On the right, a door leading from the hall. Further forward, a large old-fashioned iron stove, with the fire lighted. On the left, towards the back, a single smaller door. In front, on the same side, a window, covered with thick curtains. Between the window and the door a horsehair sofa, with a table in front of it covered with a cloth. On the table, a lighted lamp with a shade. Beside the stove a high-backed armchair.
 

MRS. GUNHILD BORKMAN sits on the sofa, crocheting. She is an elderly lady, of cold, distinguished appearance, with stiff carriage and immobile features. Her abundant hair is very grey. Delicate transparent hands. Dressed in a gown of heavy dark silk, which has originally been handsome, but is now somewhat worn and shabby. A woollen shawl over her shoulders.
 

She sits for a time erect and immovable at her crochet. Then the bells of a passing sledge are heard.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Listens; her eyes sparkle with gladness and she involuntarily whispers]. Erhart! At last!
 

[She rises and draws the curtain a little aside to look out. Appears disappointed, and sits down to her work again, on the sofa. Presently THE MAID enters from the hall with a visiting card on a small tray.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Quickly.] Has Mr. Erhart come after all?
 

THE MAID.
 No, ma’am. But there’s a lady —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Laying aside her crochet.] Oh, Mrs. Wilton, I suppose —— 
 

THE MAID.

[Approaching.] No, it’s a strange lady —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Taking the card.] Let me see —— [Reads it; rises hastily and looks intently at the girl.] Are you sure this is for me?
 

THE MAID.
 Yes, I understand it was for you, ma’am.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Did she say she wanted to see Mrs. Borkman?
 

THE MAID.
 Yes, she did.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Shortly, resolutely.] Good. Then say I am at home.
 

[THE MAID opens the door for the strange lady and goes out. MISS ELLA RENTHEIM enters. She resembles her sister; but her face has rather a suffering than a hard expression. It still shows signs of great beauty, combined with strong character. She has a great deal of hair, which is drawn back from the forehead in natural ripples, and is snow-white. She is dressed in black velvet, with a hat and a fur-lined cloak of the same material.
 

 [The two sisters stand silent for a time, and look searchingly
       at each other. Each is evidently waiting for the other to
       speak first.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Who has remained near the door.] You are surprised to see me,
 Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Standing erect and immovable between the sofa and the table, resting her finger-tips upon the cloth.] Have you not made a mistake? The bailiff lives in the side wing, you know.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 It is not the bailiff I want to see to-day.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Is it me you want, then?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes. I have a few words to say to you.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Coming forward into the middle of the room.] Well — then sit down.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Thank you. I can quite well stand for the present.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Just as you please. But at least loosen your cloak.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Unbuttoning her cloak.] Yes, it is very warm here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I am always cold.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Stands looking at her for a time with her arms resting on the back of the armchair.] Well, Gunhild, it is nearly eight years now since we saw each other last.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Coldly.] Since last we spoke to each other at any rate.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. True, since we spoke to each other. I daresay you have seen me now and again — when I came on my yearly visit to the bailiff.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Once or twice, I have.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. I have caught one or two glimpses of you, too — there, at the window.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. You must have seen me through the curtains then. You have good eyes. [Harshly and cuttingly.] But the last time we spoke to each other — it was here in this room —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Trying to stop her.] Yes, yes; I know, Gunhild!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

 — the week before he — before he was let out.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Moving towards the back.] O, don’t speak about that.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Firmly, but in a low voice.] It was the week before he — was set at liberty.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Coming down.] Oh yes, yes, yes! I shall never forget that time! But it is too terrible to think of! Only to recall it for the moment — oh!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Gloomily.] And yet one’s thoughts can never get away from it. [Vehemently; clenching her hands together.] No, I can’t understand how such a thing — how anything so horrible can come upon one single family! And then — that it should be our family! So old a family as ours! Think of its choosing us out!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Oh, Gunhild — there were many, many families besides ours that that blow fell upon.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Oh yes; but those others don’t trouble me very much. For in their case it was only a matter of a little money — or some papers. But for us —— ! For me! And then for Erhart! My little boy — as he then was! [In rising excitement.] The shame that fell upon us two innocent ones! The dishonour! The hateful, terrible dishonour! And then the utter ruin too!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Cautiously.] Tell me, Gunhild, how does he bear it?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Erhart, do you mean?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No — he himself. How does he bear it?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Scornfully.] Do you think I ever ask about that?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ask? Surely you do not require to ask —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looks at her in surprise.] You don’t suppose I ever have anything to do with him? That I ever meet him? That I see anything of him?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Not even that!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [As before.] The man was in gaol, in gaol for five years! [Covers her face with her hands.] Oh, the crushing shame of it! [With increased vehemence.] And then to think of all that the name of John Gabriel Borkman used to mean! No, no, no — I can never see him again! Never!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looks at her for a while.] You have a hard heart, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Towards him, yes.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 After all, he is your husband.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Did he not say in court that it was I who began his ruin? That
 I spent money so recklessly?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Tentatively.] But is there not some truth in that?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Why, it was he himself that made me do it! He insisted on our living in such an absurdly lavish style —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, I know. But that is just where you should have restrained him; and apparently you didn’t.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. How was I to know that it was not his own money he gave me to squander? And that he himself used to squander, too — ten times more than I did!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Quietly.] Well, I daresay his position forced him to do that — to some extent at any rate.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Scornfully.] Yes, it was always the same story — we were to “cut a figure.” And he did “cut a figure” to some purpose! He used to drive about with a four-in-hand as if he were a king. And he had people bowing and scraping to him just as to a king. [With a laugh.] And they always called him by his Christian names — all the country over — as if he had been the king himself. “John Gabriel,” “John Gabriel,” “John Gabriel.” Every one knew what a great man “John Gabriel” was!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Warmly and emphatically.] He was a great man then.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, to all appearance. But he never breathed a single word to me as to his real position — never gave a hint as to where he got his means from.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No, no; and other people did not dream of it either.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. I don’t care about the other people. But it was his duty to tell me the truth. And that he never did! He kept on lying to me — lying abominably —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Interrupting.] Surely not, Gunhild. He kept things back perhaps, but I am sure he did not lie.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Well, well; call it what you please; it makes no difference.
 And then it all fell to pieces — the whole thing.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [To herself.] Yes, everything fell to pieces — for him — and for others.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Drawing herself up menacingly.] But I tell you this, Ella,
 I do not give in yet! I shall redeem myself yet — you may make
 up your mind to that!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Eagerly.] Redeem yourself! What do you mean by that?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Redeem my name, and honour, and fortune! Redeem my ruined life — that is what I mean! I have some one in reserve, let me tell you — one who will wash away every stain that he has left.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Gunhild! Gunhild!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With rising excitement.] There is an avenger living, I tell you! One who will make up to me for all his father’s sins!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart you mean.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, Erhart, my own boy! He will redeem the family, the house, the name. All that can be redeemed. — And perhaps more besides.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And how do you think that is to be done?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. It must be done as best it can; I don’t know how. But I know that it must and shall be done. [Looks searchingly at her.] Come now, Ella; isn’t that really what you have had in mind too, ever since he was a child?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No, I can’t exactly say that.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. No? Then why did you take charge of him when the storm broke upon — upon this house?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 You could not look after him yourself at that time, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. No, no, I could not. And his father — he had a valid enough excuse — while he was there — in safe keeping —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Indignant.] Oh, how can you say such things! — You!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a venomous expression.] And how could you make up your mind to take charge of the child of a — a John Gabriel! Just as if he had been your own? To take the child away from me — home with you — and keep him there year after year, until the boy was nearly grown up. [Looking suspiciously at her.] What was your real reason, Ella? Why did you keep him with you?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I came to love him so dearly —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 More than I — his mother?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Evasively.] I don’t know about that. And then, you know,
 Erhart was rather delicate as a child —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Erhart — delicate!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, I thought so — at that time at any rate. And you know the air of the west coast is so much milder than here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Smiling bitterly.] H’m — is it indeed? [Breaking off.] Yes, it is true you have done a great deal for Erhart. [With a change of tone.] Well, of course, you could afford it. [Smiling.] You were so lucky, Ella; you managed to save all your money.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Hurt.] I did not manage anything about it, I assure you. I had no idea — until long, long afterwards — that the securities belonging to me — that they had been left untouched.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Well, well; I don’t understand anything about these things! I only say you were lucky. [Looking inquiringly at her.] But when you, of your own accord, undertook to educate Erhart for me — what was your motive in that?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at her.] My motive?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, some motive you must have had. What did you want to do with him? To make of him, I mean?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Slowly.] I wanted to smooth the way for Erhart to happiness in life.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Contemptuously.] Pooh — people situated as we are have something else than happiness to think of.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 What, then?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking steadily and earnestly at her.] Erhart has in the first place to make so brilliant a position for himself, that no trace shall be left of the shadow his father has cast upon my name — and my son’s.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Searchingly.] Tell me, Gunhild, is this what Erhart himself demands of his life?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Slightly taken aback.] Yes, I should hope so!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Is it not rather what you demand of him?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Curtly.] Erhart and I always make the same demands upon ourselves.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Sadly and slowly.] You are so very certain of your boy, then,
 Gunhild?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With veiled triumph.] Yes, that I am — thank Heaven. You may be sure of that!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Then I should think in reality you must be happy after all; in spite of all the rest.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. So I am — so far as that goes. But then, every moment, all the rest comes rushing in upon me like a storm.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a change of tone.] Tell me — you may as well tell me at once — for that is really what I have come for —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 What?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Something I felt I must talk to you about. — Tell me — Erhart does not live out here with — with you others?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Harshly.] Erhart cannot live out here with me. He has to live in town —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 So he wrote to me.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He must, for the sake of his studies. But he comes out to me for a little while every evening.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Well, may I see him then? May I speak to him at once?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 He has not come yet; but I expect him every moment.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Why, Gunhild, surely he must have come. I can hear his footsteps overhead.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With a rapid upward glance.] Up in the long gallery?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes. I have heard him walking up and down there ever since
 I came.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Looking away from her.] That is not Erhart, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Surprised.] Not Erhart? [Divining.] Who is it then?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 It is he.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Softly, with suppressed pain.] Borkman? John Gabriel Borkman?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He walks up and down like that — backwards and forwards — from morning to night — day out and day in.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I have heard something of this —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I daresay. People find plenty to say about us, no doubt.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Erhart has spoken of it in his letters. He said that his father generally remained by himself — up there — and you alone down here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes; that is how it has been, Ella, ever since they let him out, and sent him home to me. All these long eight years.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I never believed it could really be so. It seemed impossible!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Nods.] It is so; and it can never be otherwise.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at her.] This must be a terrible life, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Worse than terrible — almost unendurable.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, it must be.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Always to hear his footsteps up there — from early morning till far into the night. And everything sounds so clear in this house!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, it is strange how clear the sound is.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I often feel as if I had a sick wolf pacing his cage up there in
 the gallery, right over my head. [Listens and whispers.] Hark!
 Do you hear! Backwards and forwards, up and down, goes the wolf.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Tentatively.] Is no change possible, Gunhild?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a gesture of repulsion.] He has never made any movement towards a change.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Could you not make the first movement, then?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Indignantly.] I! After all the wrong he has done me! No thank you! Rather let the wolf go on prowling up there.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. This room is too hot for me. You must let me take off my things after all.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, I asked you to.
 

 [ELLA RENTHEIM takes off her hat and cloak and lays them on a
       chair beside the door leading to the hall.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Do you never happen to meet him, away from home?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With a bitter laugh.] In society, do you mean?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I mean, when he goes out walking. In the woods, or —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 He never goes out.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Not even in the twilight?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Never.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[With emotion.] He cannot bring himself to go out?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. I suppose not. He has his great cloak and his hat hanging in the cupboard — the cupboard in the hall, you know —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [To herself.] The cupboard we used to hide in when we were little.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Nods.] And now and then — late in the evening — I can hear him come down as though to go out. But he always stops when he is halfway downstairs, and turns back — straight back to the gallery.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Quietly.] Do none of his old friends ever come up to see him?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 He has no old friends.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 He had so many — once.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. H’m! He took the best possible way to get rid of them. He was a dear friend to his friends, was John Gabriel.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, yes, that is true, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Vehemently.] All the same, I call it mean, petty, base, contemptible of them, to think so much of the paltry losses they may have suffered through him. They were only money losses, nothing more.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Not answering her.] So he lives up there quite alone.
 Absolutely by himself.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, practically so. They tell me an old clerk or copyist or something comes out to see him now and then.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Ah, indeed; no doubt it is a man called Foldal. I know they were friends as young men.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, I believe they were. But I know nothing about him. He was quite outside our circle — when we had a circle —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 So he comes out to see Borkman now?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, he condescends to. But of course he only comes when it is dark.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. This Foldal — he was one of those that suffered when the bank failed?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Carelessly.] Yes, I believe I heard he had lost some money.
 But no doubt it was something quite trifling.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[With slight emphasis.] It was all he possessed.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Smiling.] Oh, well; what he possessed must have been little enough — nothing to speak of.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. And he did not speak of it — Foldal I mean — during the investigation.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. At all events, I can assure you Erhart has made ample amends for any little loss he may have suffered.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[With surprise.] Erhart! How can Erhart have done that?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He has taken an interest in Foldal’s youngest daughter. He has taught her things, and put her in the way of getting employment, and some day providing for herself. I am sure that is a great deal more than her father could ever have done for her.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, I daresay her father can’t afford to do much.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And then Erhart has arranged for her to have lessons in music.
 She has made such progress already that she can come up to — to
 him in the gallery, and play to him.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 So he is still fond of music?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Oh yes, I suppose he is. Of course he has the piano you sent out here — when he was expected back —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And she plays to him on it?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, now and then — in the evenings. That is Erhart’s doing, too.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Has the poor girl to come all the long way out here, and then back to town again?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. No, she doesn’t need to. Erhart has arranged for her to stay with a lady who lives near us — a Mrs. Wilton —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[With interest.] Mrs. Wilton?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 A very rich woman. You don’t know her.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I have heard her name. Mrs. Fanny Wilton, is it not —— ?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, quite right.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Erhart has mentioned her several times. Does she live out here now?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, she has taken a villa here; she moved out from town some time ago.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a slight hesitation.] They say she is divorced from her husband.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Her husband has been dead for several years.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, but they were divorced. He got a divorce.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He deserted her, that is what he did. I am sure the fault wasn’t hers.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Do you know her at all intimately, Gunhild?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Oh yes, pretty well. She lives close by here; and she looks in every now and then.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And do you like her?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 She is unusually intelligent; remarkably clear in her judgments.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 In her judgments of people, do you mean?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, principally of people. She has made quite a study of
 Erhart; looked deep into his character — into his soul. And
 the result is she idolises him, as she could not help doing.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a touch of finesse.] Then perhaps she knows Erhart still better than she knows you?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, Erhart saw a good deal of her in town, before she came out here.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Without thinking.] And in spite of that she moved out of town?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Taken aback, looking keenly at her.] In spite of that! What do you mean?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Evasively.] Oh, nothing particular.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 You said it strangely — you did mean something by it, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking her straight in the eyes.] Yes, that is true, Gunhild!
 I did mean something by it.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Well, then, say it right out.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 First let me tell you, I think I too have a certain claim upon
 Erhart. Do you think I haven’t?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Glancing round the room.] No doubt — after all the money you have spent upon him.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, not on that account, Gunhild. But because I love him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Smiling scornfully.] Love my son? Is it possible? You? In spite of everything?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, it is possible — in spite of everything. And it is true.
 I love Erhart — as much as I can love any one — now — at my time of
 life.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Well, well, suppose you do: what then?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Why, then, I am troubled as soon as I see anything threatening him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Threatening Erhart! Why, what should threaten him? Or who?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 You in the first place — in your way.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Vehemently.] I!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And then this Mrs. Wilton, too, I am afraid.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looks at her for a moment in speechless surprise.] And you think such things of Erhart! Of my own boy! He, who has his great mission to fulfil!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Lightly.] Oh, his mission!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Indignantly.] How dare you say that so scornfully?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Do you think a young man of Erhart’s age, full of health and spirits — do you think he is going to sacrifice himself for — for such a thing as a “mission”?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Firmly and emphatically.] Erhart will! I know he will.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Shaking her head.] You neither know it nor believe it, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I don’t believe it!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. It is only a dream that you cherish. For if you hadn’t that to cling to, you feel that you would utterly despair.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, indeed I should despair. [Vehemently.] And I daresay that is what you would like to see, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With head erect.] Yes, I would rather see that than see you “redeem” yourself at Erhart’s expense.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Threateningly.] You want to come between us? Between mother and son? You?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I want to free him from your power — your will — your despotism.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Triumphantly.] You are too late! You had him in your nets all these years — until he was fifteen. But now I have won him again, you see!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Then I will win him back from you! [Hoarsely, half whispering.]
 We two have fought a life-and-death battle before, Gunhild — for a
 man’s soul!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Looking at her in triumph.] Yes, and I won the victory.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a smile of scorn.] Do you still think that victory was worth the winning?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Darkly.] No; Heaven knows you are right there.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 You need look for no victory worth the winning this time either.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Not when I am fighting to preserve a mother’s power over my son!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No; for it is only power over him that you want.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And you?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Warmly.] I want his affection — his soul — his whole heart!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With an outburst.] That you shall never have in this world!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at her.] You have seen to that?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Smiling.] Yes, I have taken that liberty. Could you not see that in his letters?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Nods slowly.] Yes. I could see you — the whole of you — in his letters of late.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Gallingly.] I have made the best use of these eight years. I have had him under my own eye, you see.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Controlling herself.] What have you said to Erhart about me?
 Is it the sort of thing you can tell me?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Oh yes, I can tell you well enough.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Then please do.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I have only told him the truth.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Well?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. I have impressed upon him, every day of his life, that he must never forget that it is you we have to thank for being able to live as we do — for being able to live at all.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Is that all?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Oh, that is the sort of thing that rankles; I feel that in my own heart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 But that is very much what Erhart knew already.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. When he came home to me, he imagined that you did it all out of goodness of heart. [Looks malignly at her.] Now he does not believe that any longer, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Then what does he believe now?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He believes what is the truth. I asked him how he accounted for the fact that Aunt Ella never came here to visit us —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Interrupting.] He knew my reasons already!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He knows them better now. You had got him to believe that it was to spare me and — and him up there in gallery —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And so it was.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Erhart does not believe that for a moment, now.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 What have you put in his head?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. He thinks, what is the truth, that you are ashamed of us — that you despise us. And do you pretend that you don’t? Were you not once planning to take him quite away from me? Think, Ella; you cannot have forgotten.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a gesture of negation.] That was at the height of the scandal — when the case was before the courts. I have no such designs now.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. And it would not matter if you had. For in that case what would become of his mission? No, thank you. It is me that Erhart needs — not you. And therefore he is as good as dead to you — and you to him.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Coldly, with resolution.] We shall see. For now I shall remain out here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Stares at her.] Here? In this house?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Here — with us? Remain all night?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I shall remain here all the rest of my days if need be.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Collecting herself.] Very well, Ella; the house is yours —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, nonsense —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Everything is yours. The chair I am sitting in is yours. The bed I lie and toss in at night belongs to you. The food we eat comes to us from you.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. It can’t be arranged otherwise, you know. Borkman can hold no property of his own; for some one would at once come and take it from him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, I know. We must be content to live upon your pity and charity.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Coldly.] I cannot prevent you from looking at it in that light, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No, you cannot. When do you want us to move out?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at her.] Move out?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [In great excitement.] Yes; you don’t imagine that I will go on living under the same roof with you! I tell you, I would rather go to the workhouse or tramp the roads!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Good. Then let me take Erhart with me —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Erhart? My own son? My child?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes; for then I would go straight home again.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [After reflecting a moment, firmly.] Erhart himself shall choose between us.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Looking doubtfully and hesitatingly at her.] He choose? Dare you risk that, Gunhild?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a hard laugh.] Dare I? Let my boy choose between his mother and you? Yes, indeed I dare!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Listening.] Is there some one coming? I thought I heard —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Then it must be Erhart.
 

[There is a sharp knock at the door leading in from the hall, which is immediately opened. MRS. WILTON enters, in evening dress, and with outer wraps. She is followed by THE MAID, who has not had time to announce her, and looks bewildered. The door remains half open. MRS. WILTON is a strikingly handsome, well-developed woman in the thirties. Broad, red, smiling lips, sparkling eyes. Luxuriant dark hair.
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Good evening, my dearest Mrs. Borkman!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Rather drily.] Good evening, Mrs. Wilton. [To THE MAID, pointing toward the garden-room.] Take the lamp that is in there and light it.
 

[THE MAID takes the lamp and goes out with it.
 

MRS. WILTON. [Observing ELLA RENTHEIM.] Oh, I beg your pardon — you have a visitor.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Only my sister, who has just arrived from —— 
 

 [ERHART BORKMAN flings the half-open door wide open and rushes
       in. He is a young man with bright cheerful eyes. He is
       well dressed; his moustache is beginning to grow.
 

ERHART.

[Radiant with joy; on the threshold.] What is this! Is Aunt
 Ella here? [Rushing up to her and seizing her hands.] Aunt,
 aunt! Is it possible? Are you here?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Throws her arms round his neck.] Erhart! My dear, dear boy!
 Why, how big you have grown! Oh, how good it is to see you again!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Sharply.] What does this mean, Erhart? Were you hiding out in the hallway?
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Quickly.] Erhart — Mr. Borkman came in with me.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking hard at him.] Indeed, Erhart! You don’t come to your mother first?
 

ERHART. I had just to look in at Mrs. Wilton’s for a moment — to call for little Frida.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Is that Miss Foldal with you too?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Yes, we have left her in the hall.
 

ERHART. [Addressing some one through the open door.] You can go right upstairs, Frida.
 

[Pause. ELLA RENTHEIM observes ERHART. He seems embarrassed and a little impatient; his face has assumed a nervous and colder expression.
 

[THE MAID brings the lighted lamp into the garden-room, goes out again and closes the door behind her.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With forced politeness.] Well, Mrs. Wilton, if you will give us the pleasure of your company this evening, won’t you —— 
 

MRS. WILTON. Many thanks, my dear lady, but I really can’t. We have another invitation. We’re going down to the Hinkels’.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Looking at her.] We? Whom do you mean by we?
 

MRS. WILTON. [Laughing.] Oh, I ought really to have said I. But I was commissioned by the ladies of the house to bring Mr. Borkman with me — if I happened to see him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And you did happen to see him, it appears.
 

MRS. WILTON. Yes, fortunately. He was good enough to look in at my house — to call for Frida.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Drily.] But, Erhart, I did not know that you knew that family — those Hinkels?
 

ERHART.

[Irritated.] No, I don’t exactly know them. [Adds rather
 impatiently.] You know better than anybody, mother, what people
 I know and don’t know.
 

MRS. WILTON. Oh, it doesn’t matter! They soon put you at your ease in that house! They are such cheerful, hospitable people — the house swarms with young ladies.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With emphasis.] If I know my son rightly, Mrs. Wilton, they are no fit company for him.
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Why, good gracious, dear lady, he is young, too, you know!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, fortunately he’s young. He would need to be young.
 

ERHART.

[Concealing his impatience.] Well, well, well, mother, it’s
 quite clear I can’t got to the Hinkels’ this evening. Of course
 I shall remain here with you and Aunt Ella.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I knew you would, my dear Erhart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No, Erhart, you must not stop at home on my account —— 
 

ERHART. Yes, indeed, my dear Aunt; I can’t think of going. [Looking doubtfully at MRS. WILTON.] But how shall we manage? Can I get out of it? You have said “Yes” for me, haven’t you?
 

MRS. WILTON. [Gaily.] What nonsense! Not get out of it! When I make my entrance into the festive halls — just imagine it! — deserted and forlorn — then I must simply say “No” for you.
 

ERHART. [Hesitatingly.] Well, if you really think I can get out of it —— 
 

MRS. WILTON. [Putting the matter lightly aside.] I am quite used to saying both yes and no — on my own account. And you can’t possibly think of leaving your aunt the moment she has arrived! For shame, Monsieur Erhart! Would that be behaving like a good son?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Annoyed.] Son?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Well, adopted son then, Mrs. Borkman.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, you may well add that.
 

MRS. WILTON. Oh, it seems to me we have often more cause to be grateful to a foster-mother than to our own mother.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Has that been your experience?
 

MRS. WILTON. I knew very little of my own mother, I am sorry to say. But if I had had a good foster-mother, perhaps I shouldn’t have been so — so naughty, as people say I am. [Turning towards ERHART.] Well, then we stop peaceably at home like a good boy, and drink tea with mamma and auntie! [To the ladies.] Good-bye, good-bye Mrs. Borkman! Good-bye Miss Rentheim.
 

[The ladies bow silently. She goes toward the door.
 

ERHART.

[Following her.] Shan’t I go a little bit of the way with you?
 

MRS. WILTON. [In the doorway, motioning him back.] You shan’t go a step with me. I am quite accustomed to taking my walks alone. [Stops on the threshold, looks at him and nods.] But now beware, Mr. Borkman — I warn you!
 

ERHART.
 What am I to beware of?
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Gaily.] Why, as I go down the road — deserted and forlorn, as
 I said before — I shall try if I can’t cast a spell upon you.
 

ERHART.

[Laughing.] Oh, indeed! Are you going to try that again?
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Half seriously.] Yes, just you beware! As I go down the road,
 I will say in my own mind — right from the very centre of my will — 
 I will say: “Mr. Erhart Borkman, take your hat at once!”
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And you think he will take it?
 

MRS. WILTON. [Laughing.] Good heavens, yes, he’ll snatch up his hat instantly. And then I will say: “Now put on your overcoat, like a good boy, Erhart Borkman! And your goloshes! Be sure you don’t forget the goloshes! And then follow me! Do as I bid you, as I bid you, as I bid you!”
 

ERHART.

[With forced gaiety.] Oh, you may rely on that.
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Raising her forefinger.] As I bid you! As I bid you!
 Good-night!
 

 [She laughs and nods to the ladies, and closes the door
       behind her.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Does she really play tricks of that sort?
 

ERHART. Oh, not at all. How can you think so! She only says it in fun. [Breaking off.] But don’t let us talk about Mrs. Wilton. [He forces ELLA RENTHEIM to seat herself at the armchair beside the stove, then stands and looks at her.] To think of your having taken all this long journey, Aunt Ella! And in winter too!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I found I had to, Erhart.
 

ERHART.
 Indeed? Why so?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I had to come to town after all, to consult the doctors.
 

ERHART.
 Oh, I’m glad of that!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Smiling.] Are you glad of that?
 

ERHART.
 I mean I am glad you made up your mind to it at last.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[On the sofa, coldly.] Are you ill, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking hardly at her.] You know quite well that I am ill.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I knew you were not strong, and hadn’t been for years.
 

ERHART.
 I told you before I left you that you ought to consult a doctor.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. There is no one in my neighbourhood that I have any real confidence in. And, besides, I did not feel it so much at that time.
 

ERHART.
 Are you worse, then, Aunt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, my dear boy; I am worse now.
 

ERHART.
 But there’s nothing dangerous?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, that depends how you look at it.
 

ERHART. [Emphatically.] Well, then, I tell you what it is, Aunt Ella; you mustn’t think of going home again for the present.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No, I am not thinking of it.
 

ERHART. You must remain in town; for here you can have your choice of all the best doctors.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 That was what I thought when I left home.
 

ERHART. And then you must be sure and find a really nice place to live — quiet, comfortable rooms.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I went this morning to the old ones, where I used to stay before.
 

ERHART.
 Oh, well, you were comfortable enough there.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, but I shall not be staying there after all.
 

ERHART.
 Indeed? Why not?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I changed my mind after coming out here.
 

ERHART.

[Surprised.] Really? Changed you mind?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Crocheting; without looking up.] Your aunt will live here, in her own house, Erhart.
 

ERHART. [Looking from one to the other alternately.] Here, with us? Is this true, Aunt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, that is what I made up my mind to do.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[As before.] Everything here belongs to your aunt, you know.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I intend to remain here, Erhart — just now — for the present.
 I shall set up a little establishment of my own, over in the
 bailiff’s wing.
 

ERHART. Ah, that’s a good idea. There are plenty of rooms there. [With sudden vivacity.] But, by-the-bye, Aunt — aren’t you very tired after your journey?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh yes, rather tired.
 

ERHART.
 Well, then, I think you ought to go quite early to bed.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looks at him smilingly.] I mean to.
 

ERHART. [Eagerly.] And then we could have a good long talk to-morrow — or some other day, of course — about this and that — about things in general — you and mother and I. Wouldn’t that be much the best plan, Aunt Ella?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With an outburst, rising from the sofa.] Erhart, I can see you are going to leave me!
 

ERHART.

[Starts.] What do you mean by that?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 You are going down to — to the Hinkels’?
 

ERHART.

[Involuntarily.] Oh, that! [Collecting himself.] Well, you
 wouldn’t have me sit here and keep Aunt Ella up half the night?
 Remember, she’s an invalid, mother.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 You are going to the Hinkels’, Erhart!
 

ERHART. [Impatiently.] Well, really, mother, I don’t think I can well get out of it. What do you say, Aunt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I should like you to feel quite free, Erhart.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Goes up to her menacingly.] You want to take him away from me!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Rising.] Yes, if only I could, Gunhild!
   [Music is heard from above.
 

ERHART. [Writhing as if in pain.] Oh, I can’t endure this! [Looking round.] What have I done with my hat? [To ELLA RENTHEIM.] Do you know the air that she is playing up there?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No. What is it?
 

ERHART. It’s the Danse Macabre — the Dance of Death! Don’t you know the Dance of Death, Aunt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Smiling sadly.] Not yet, Erhart.
 

ERHART.

[To MRS. BORKMAN.] Mother — I beg and implore you — let me go!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looks hardly at him.] Away from your mother? So that is what you want to do?
 

ERHART.
 Of course I’ll come out again — to-morrow perhaps.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With passionate emotion.] You want to go away from me! To be with those strange people! With — with — no, I will not even think of it!
 

ERHART. There are bright lights down there, and young, happy faces; and there’s music there, mother!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Pointing upwards.] There is music here, too, Erhart.
 

ERHART.
 Yes, it’s just that music that drives me out of the house.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Do you grudge your father a moment of self-forgetfulness?
 

ERHART. No, I don’t. I’m very, very glad that he should have it — if only I don’t have to listen.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking solemnly at him.] Be strong, Erhart! Be strong, my son! Do not forget that you have your great mission.
 

ERHART.
 Oh, mother — do spare me these phrases! I wasn’t born to be
 a “missionary.” — Good-night, aunt dear! Good-night, mother.
   [He goes hastily out through the hall.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [After a short silence.] It has not taken you long to recapture him, Ella, after all.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I wish I could believe it.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 But you shall see you won’t be allowed to keep him long.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Allowed? By you, do you mean?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 By me or — by her, the other one —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Then rather she than you.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Nodding slowly.] That I understand. I say the same. Rather she than you.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Whatever should become of him in the end —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 It wouldn’t greatly matter, I should say.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Taking her outdoor things upon her arm.] For the first time in our lives, we twin sisters are of one mind. Good-night, Gunhild.
 

[She goes out by the hall. The music sounds louder from above.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Stands still for a moment, starts, shrinks together, and whispers involuntarily.] The wolf is whining again — the sick wolf. [She stands still for a moment, then flings herself down on the floor, writhing in agony and whispering:] Erhart! Erhart! — be true to me! Oh, come home and help your mother! For I can bear this life no longer!
 






  








ACT SECOND
 

The great gallery on the first floor of the Rentheim House. The walls are covered with old tapestries, representing hunting-scenes, shepherds and shepherdesses, all in faded colours. A folding-door to the left, and further forward a piano. In the left-hand corner, at the back, a door, cut in the tapestry, and covered with tapestry, without any frame. Against the middle of the right wall, a large writing-table of carved oak, with many books and papers. Further forward on the same side, a sofa with a table and chairs in front of it. The furniture is all of a stiff Empire style. Lighted lamps on both tables.
 

JOHN GABRIEL BORKMAN stands with his hands behind his back, beside the piano, listening to FRIDA FOLDAL, who is playing the last bars of the “Danse Macabre.”
 

BORKMAN is of middle height, a well-knit, powerfully-built man, well on in the sixties. His appearance is distinguished, his profile finely cut, his eyes piercing, his hair and beard curly and greyish-white. He is dressed in a slightly old-fashioned black coat, and wears a white necktie. FRIDA FOLDAL is a pretty, pale girl of fifteen, with a somewhat weary and overstrained expression. She is cheaply dressed in light colours.
 

BORKMAN.
 Can you guess where I first heard tones like these?
 

FRIDA.

[Looking up at him.] No, Mr. Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 It was down in the mines.
 

FRIDA.

[Not understanding.] Indeed? Down in the mines?
 

BORKMAN.
 I am a miner’s son, you know. Or perhaps you did not know?
 

FRIDA.
 No, Mr. Borkman.
 

BORKMAN. A miner’s son. And my father used sometimes to take me with him into the mines. The metal sings down there.
 

FRIDA.
 Really? Sings?
 

BORKMAN. [Nodding.] When it is loosened. The hammer-strokes that loosen it are the midnight bell clanging to set it free; and that is why the metal sings — in its own way — for gladness.
 

FRIDA.
 Why does it do that, Mr. Borkman?
 

BORKMAN.
 It wants to come up into the light of day and serve mankind.
    [He paces up and down the gallery, always with his hands
       behind his back.
 

FRIDA.

[Sits waiting a little, then looks at her watch and rises.]
 I beg your pardon, Mr. Borkman; but I am afraid I must go.
 

BORKMAN.

[Stopping before her.] Are you going already?
 

FRIDA. [Putting her music in its case.] I really must. [Visibly embarrassed.] I have an engagement this evening.
 

BORKMAN.
 For a party?
 

FRIDA.
 Yes.
 

BORKMAN.
 And you are to play before the company?
 

FRIDA.

[Biting her lip.] No; at least I am only to play for dancing.
 

BORKMAN.
 Only for dancing?
 

FRIDA.
 Yes; there is to be a dance after supper.
 

BORKMAN.

[Stands and looks at her.] Do you like playing dance music?
 At parties, I mean?
 

FRIDA. [Putting on her outdoor things.] Yes, when I can get an engagement. I can always earn a little in that way.
 

BORKMAN. [With interest.] Is that the principal thing in your mind as you sit playing for the dancers?
 

FRIDA. No; I’m generally thinking how hard it is that I mayn’t join in the dance myself.
 

BORKMAN. [Nodding.] That is just what I wanted to know. [Moving restlessly about the room.] Yes, yes, yes. That you must not join in the dance, that is the hardest thing of all. [Stopping.] But there is one thing that should make up to you for that, Frida.
 

FRIDA.

[Looking inquiringly at him.] What is that, Mr. Borkman?
 

BORKMAN. The knowledge that you have ten times more music in you than all the dancers together.
 

FRIDA.

[Smiling evasively.] Oh, that’s not at all so certain.
 

BORKMAN. [Holding up his fore-finger warningly.] You must never be so mad as to have doubts of yourself!
 

FRIDA.
 But since no one knows it —— 
 

BORKMAN. So long as you know it yourself, that is enough. Where is it you are going to play this evening?
 

FRIDA.
 Over at the Hinkel’s.
 

BORKMAN.

[With a swift, keen glance at her.] Hinkel’s, you say!
 

FRIDA.
 Yes.
 

BORKMAN. [With a cutting smile.] Does that man give parties? Can he get people to visit him?
 

FRIDA.
 Yes, they have a great many people about them, Mrs. Wilton says.
 

BORKMAN.

[Vehemently.] But what sort of people? Can you tell me that?
 

FRIDA.

[A little nervously.] No, I really don’t know. Yes, by-the-bye,
 I know that young Mr. Borkman is to be there this evening.
 

BORKMAN.

[Taken aback.] Erhart? My son?
 

FRIDA.
 Yes, he is going there.
 

BORKMAN.
 How do you know that?
 

FRIDA.
 He said so himself — an hour ago.
 

BORKMAN.
 Is he out here to-day?
 

FRIDA.
 Yes, he has been at Mrs. Wilton’s all the afternoon.
 

BORKMAN. [Inquiringly.] Do you know if he called here too? I mean, did he see any one downstairs?
 

FRIDA.
 Yes, he looked in to see Mrs. Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.

[Bitterly.] Aha — I might have known it.
 

FRIDA.
 There was a strange lady calling upon her, I think.
 

BORKMAN. Indeed? Was there? Oh yes, I suppose people do come now and then to see Mrs. Borkman.
 

FRIDA. If I meet young Mr. Borkman this evening, shall I ask him to come up and see you too?
 

BORKMAN. [Harshly.] You shall do nothing of the sort! I won’t have it on any account. The people who want to see me can come of their own accord.
 

FRIDA.
 Oh, very well; I shan’t say anything then. Good-night, Mr.
 Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.

[Pacing up and down and growling.] Good-night.
 

FRIDA. Do you mind if I run down by the winding stair? It’s the shortest way.
 

BORKMAN. Oh, by all means; take whatever stair you please, so far as I am concerned. Good-night to you!
 

FRIDA.
 Good-night, Mr. Borkman.
 

 [She goes out by the little tapestry door in the back on
       the left.
 

[BORKMAN, lost in thought, goes up to the piano, and is about to close it, but changes his mind. Looks round the great empty room, and sets to pacing up and down it from the corner at the back on the right — pacing backward and forward uneasily and incessantly. At last he goes up to the writing-table, listens in the direction of the folding door, hastily snatches up a hand-glass, looks at himself in it, and straightens his necktie.
 

[A knock at the folding door. BORKMAN hears it, looks rapidly towards the door, but says nothing.
 

[In a little there comes another knock, this time louder.
 

BORKMAN. [Standing beside the writing-table with his left hand resting upon it, and his right thrust in the breast of his coat.] Come in!
 

[VILHELM FOLDAL comes softly into the room. He is a bent and worn man with mild blue eyes and long, thin grey hair straggling down over his coat collar. He has a portfolio under his arm, a soft felt hat, and large horn spectacles, which he pushes up over his forehead.
 

BORKMAN. [Changes his attitude and looks at FOLDAL with a half disappointed, half pleased expression.] Oh, is it only you?
 

FOLDAL.
 Good evening, John Gabriel. Yes, you see it is me.
 

BORKMAN.

[With a stern glance.] I must say you are rather a late visitor.
 

FOLDAL. Well, you know, it’s a good bit of a way, especially when you have to trudge it on foot.
 

BORKMAN. But why do you always walk, Vilhelm? The tramway passes your door.
 

FOLDAL.
 It’s better for you to walk — and then you always save twopence.
 Well, has Frida been playing to you lately?
 

BORKMAN.
 She has just this moment gone. Did you not meet her outside?
 

FOLDAL. No, I have seen nothing of her for a long time; not since she went to live with this Mrs. Wilton.
 

BORKMAN.

[Seating himself on the sofa and waving his hand toward a chair.]
 You may sit down, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL. [Seating himself on the edge of a chair.] Many thanks. [Looks mournfully at him.] You can’t think how lonely I feel since Frida left home.
 

BORKMAN.
 Oh, come — you have plenty left.
 

FOLDAL. Yes, God knows I have — five of them. But Frida was the only one who at all understood me. [Shaking his head sadly.] The others don’t understand me a bit.
 

BORKMAN. [Gloomily, gazing straight before him, and drumming on the table with his fingers.] No, that’s just it. That is the curse we exceptional, chosen people have to bear. The common herd — the average man and woman — they do not understand us, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL. [With resignation.] If it were only the lack of understanding — with a little patience, one could manage to wait for that awhile yet. [His voice choked with tears.] But there is something still bitterer.
 

BORKMAN.

[Vehemently.] There is nothing bitterer than that.
 

FOLDAL. Yes, there is, John Gabriel. I have gone through a domestic scene to-night — just before I started.
 

BORKMAN.
 Indeed? What about?
 

FOLDAL.

[With an outburst.] My people at home — they despise me.
 

BORKMAN.

[Indignantly.] Despise —— ?
 

FOLDAL. [Wiping his eyes.] I have long known it; but to-day it came out unmistakably.
 

BORKMAN. [After a short silence.] You made an unwise choice, I fear, when you married.
 

FOLDAL.
 I had practically no choice in the matter. And, you see, one
 feels a need for companionship as one begins to get on in years.
 And so crushed as I then was — so utterly broken down —— 
 

BORKMAN.

[Jumping up in anger.] Is this meant for me? A reproach —— !
 

FOLDAL.

[Alarmed.] No, no, for Heaven’s sake, John Gabriel —— !
 

BORKMAN. Yes, you are thinking of the disaster to the bank, I can see you are.
 

FOLDAL.

[Soothingly.] But I don’t blame you for that! Heaven forbid!
 

BORKMAN. [Growling, resumes his seat.] Well, that is a good thing, at any rate.
 

FOLDAL. Besides, you mustn’t think it is my wife that I complain of. It is true she has not much polish, poor thing; but she is a good sort of woman all the same. No, it’s the children.
 

BORKMAN.
 I thought as much.
 

FOLDAL. For the children — well, they have more culture and therefore they expect more of life.
 

BORKMAN. [Looking at him sympathetically.] And so your children despise you, Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL. [Shrugging his shoulders.] I haven’t made much of a career, you see — there is no denying that.
 

BORKMAN. [Moving nearer to him, and laying his hand upon his arm.] Do they not know, then, that in your young days you wrote a tragedy?
 

FOLDAL. Yes, of course they know that. But it doesn’t seem to make much impression on them.
 

BORKMAN. Then they don’t understand these things. For your tragedy is good. I am firmly convinced of that.
 

FOLDAL. [Brightening up.] Yes, don’t you think there are some good things in it, John Gabriel? Good God, if I could only manage to get it placed —— ! [Opens his portfolio, and begins eagerly turning over the contents.] Look here! Just let me show you one or two alterations I have made.
 

BORKMAN.
 Have you it with you?
 

FOLDAL. Yes, I thought I would bring it. It’s so long now since I have read it to you. And I thought perhaps it might amuse you to hear an act or two.
 

BORKMAN. [Rising, with a negative gesture.] No, no, we will keep that for another time.
 

FOLDAL.
 Well, well, as you please.
 

 [BORKMAN paces up and down the room. FOLDAL puts the
       manuscript up again.
 

BORKMAN. [Stopping in front of him.] You are quite right in what you said just now — you have not made any career. But I promise you this, Vilhelm, that when once the hour of my restoration strikes —— 
 

FOLDAL.

[Making a movement to rise.] Oh, thanks, thanks!
 

BORKMAN. [Waving his hand.] No, please be seated. [With rising excitement.] When the hour of my restoration strikes — when they see that they cannot get on without me — when they come to me, here in the gallery, and crawl to my feet, and beseech me to take the reins of the bank again —— ! The new bank, that they have founded and can’t carry on —— [Placing himself beside the writing-table in the same attitude as before, and striking his breast.] Here I shall stand, and receive them! And it shall be known far and wide, all the country over, what conditions John Gabriel Borkman imposes before he will —— [Stopping suddenly and staring at FOLDAL.] You’re looking so doubtfully at me! Perhaps you do not believe that they will come? That they must, must, must come to me some day? Do you not believe it?
 

FOLDAL.
 Yes, Heaven knows I do, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN. [Seating himself again on the sofa.] I firmly believe it. I am immovably convinced — I know that they will come. If I had not been certain of that I would have put a bullet through my head long ago.
 

FOLDAL.

[Anxiously.] Oh no, for Heaven’s sake —— !
 

BORKMAN.

[Exultantly.] But they will come! They will come sure enough!
 You shall see! I expect them any day, any moment. And you see,
 I hold myself in readiness to receive them.
 

FOLDAL.

[With a sigh.] If only they would come quickly.
 

BORKMAN.

[Restlessly.] Yes, time flies: the years slip away; life —— 
 Ah, no — I dare not think of it! [Looking at him.] Do you know
 what I sometimes feel like?
 

FOLDAL.
 What?
 

BORKMAN.
 I feel like a Napoleon who has been maimed in his first battle.
 

FOLDAL.

[Placing his hand upon his portfolio.] I have that feeling too.
 

BORKMAN.
 Oh, well, that is on a smaller scale, of course.
 

FOLDAL.

[Quietly.] My little world of poetry is very precious to me,
 John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN. [Vehemently.] Yes, but think of me, who could have created millions! All the mines I should have controlled! New veins innumerable! And the water-falls! And the quarries! And the trade routes, and the steamship-lines all the wide world over! I would have organised it all — I alone!
 

FOLDAL. Yes, I know, I know. There was nothing in the world you would have shrunk from.
 

BORKMAN. [Clenching his hands together.] And now I have to sit here, like a wounded eagle, and look on while others pass me in the race, and take everything away from me, piece by piece!
 

FOLDAL.
 That is my fate too.
 

BORKMAN. [Not noticing him.] Only to think of it; so near to the goal as I was! If I had only had another week to look about me! All the deposits would have been covered. All the securities I had dealt with so daringly should have been in their places again as before. Vast companies were within a hair’s-breadth of being floated. Not a soul should have lost a half-penny.
 

FOLDAL.
 Yes, yes; you were on the very verge of success.
 

BORKMAN. [With suppressed fury.] And then treachery overtook me! Just at the critical moment! [Looking at him.] Do you know what I hold to be the most infamous crime a man can be guilty of?
 

FOLDAL.
 No, tell me.
 

BORKMAN. It is not murder. It is not robbery or house-breaking. It is not even perjury. For all these things people do to those they hate, or who are indifferent to them, and do not matter.
 

FOLDAL.
 What is the worst of all then, John Gabriel?
 

BORKMAN. [With emphasis.] The most infamous of crimes is a friend’s betrayal of his friend’s confidence.
 

FOLDAL.

[Somewhat doubtfully.] Yes, but you know —— 
 

BORKMAN. [Firing up.] What are you going to say? I see it in your face. But it is of no use. The people who had their securities in the bank should have got them all back again — every farthing. No; I tell you the most infamous crime a man can commit is to misuse a friend’s letters; to publish to all the world what has been confided to him alone, in the closest secrecy, like a whisper in an empty, dark, double-locked room. The man who can do such things is infected and poisoned in every fibre with the morals of the higher rascality. And such a friend was mine — and it was he who crushed me.
 

FOLDAL.
 I can guess whom you mean.
 

BORKMAN. There was not a nook or cranny of my life that I hesitated to lay open to him. And then, when the moment came, he turned against me the weapons I myself had placed in his hands.
 

FOLDAL. I have never been able to understand why he —— Of course, there were whispers of all sorts at the time.
 

BORKMAN.
 What were the whispers? Tell me. You see I know nothing.
 For I had to go straight into — into isolation. What did people
 whisper, Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL.
 You were to have gone into the Cabinet, they said.
 

BORKMAN.
 I was offered a portfolio, but I refused it.
 

FOLDAL.
 Then it wasn’t there you stood in his way?
 

BORKMAN.
 Oh, no; that was not the reason he betrayed me.
 

FOLDAL.
 Then I really can’t understand —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 I may as well tell you, Vilhelm —— 
 

FOLDAL.
 Well?
 

BORKMAN.
 There was — in fact, there was a woman in the case.
 

FOLDAL.
 A woman in the case? Well but, John Gabriel —— 
 

BORKMAN. [Interrupting.] Well, well — let us say no more of these stupid old stories. After all, neither of us got into the Cabinet, neither he nor I.
 

FOLDAL.
 But he rose high in the world.
 

BORKMAN.
 And I fell into the abyss.
 

FOLDAL.
 Oh, it’s a terrible tragedy —— 
 

BORKMAN.

[Nodding to him.] Almost as terrible as yours, I fancy, when
 I come to think of it.
 

FOLDAL.

[Naively.] Yes, at least as terrible.
 

BORKMAN. [Laughing quietly.] But looked at from another point of view, it is really a sort of comedy as well.
 

FOLDAL.
 A comedy? The story of your life?
 

BORKMAN. Yes, it seems to be taking a turn in that direction. For let me tell you —— 
 

FOLDAL.
 What?
 

BORKMAN.
 You say you did not meet Frida as you came in?
 

FOLDAL.
 No.
 

BORKMAN. At this moment, as we sit here, she is playing waltzes for the guests of the man who betrayed and ruined me.
 

FOLDAL.
 I hadn’t the least idea of that.
 

BORKMAN. Yes, she took her music, and went straight from me to — to the great house.
 

FOLDAL.

[Apologetically.] Well, you see, poor child —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 And can you guess for whom she is playing — among the rest?
 

FOLDAL.
 No.
 

BORKMAN.
 For my son.
 

FOLDAL.
 What?
 

BORKMAN. What do you think of that, Vilhelm? My son is down there in the whirl of the dance this evening. Am I not right in calling it a comedy?
 

FOLDAL.
 But in that case you may be sure he knows nothing about it.
 

BORKMAN.
 What does he know?
 

FOLDAL.
 You may be sure he doesn’t know how he — that man —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 Do not shrink from his name. I can quite well bear it now.
 

FOLDAL.
 I’m certain your son doesn’t know the circumstances, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN. [Gloomily, sitting and beating the table.] Yes, he knows, as surely as I am sitting here.
 

FOLDAL.
 Then how can he possibly be a guest in that house?
 

BORKMAN. [Shaking his head.] My son probably does not see things with my eyes. I’ll take my oath he is on my enemies’ side! No doubt he thinks, as they do, that Hinkel only did his confounded duty when he went and betrayed me.
 

FOLDAL. But, my dear friend, who can have got him to see things in that light?
 

BORKMAN. Who? Do you forget who has brought him up? First his aunt, from the time he was six or seven years old; and now, of late years, his mother!
 

FOLDAL.
 I believe you are doing them an injustice.
 

BORKMAN. [Firing up.] I never do any one injustice! Both of them have gone and poisoned his mind against me, I tell you!
 

FOLDAL.

[Soothingly.] Well, well, well, I suppose they have.
 

BORKMAN. [Indignantly.] Oh these women! They wreck and ruin life for us! Play the devil with our whole destiny — our triumphal progress.
 

FOLDAL.
 Not all of them!
 

BORKMAN. Indeed? Can you tell me of a single one that is good for anything?
 

FOLDAL. No, that is the trouble. The few that I know are good for nothing.
 

BORKMAN.

[With a snort of scorn.] Well then, what is the good of it?
 What is the good of such women existing — if you never know them?
 

FOLDAL.

[Warmly.] Yes, John Gabriel, there is good in it, I assure you.
 It is such a blessed, beneficial thought that here or there in the
 world, somewhere, far away — the true woman exists after all.
 

BORKMAN. [Moving impatiently on the sofa.] Oh, do spare me that poetical nonsense.
 

FOLDAL. [Looks at him, deeply wounded.] Do you call my holiest faith poetical nonsense?
 

BORKMAN. [Harshly.] Yes I do! That is what has always prevented you from getting on in the world. If you would get all that out of your head, I could still help you on in life — help you to rise.
 

FOLDAL.

[Boiling inwardly.] Oh, you can’t do that.
 

BORKMAN.
 I can when once I come into power again.
 

FOLDAL.
 That won’t be for many a day.
 

BORKMAN.

[Vehemently.] Perhaps you think that day will never come?
 Answer me!
 

FOLDAL.
 I don’t know what to answer.
 

BORKMAN. [Rising, cold and dignified, and waving his hand towards the door.] Then I no longer have any use for you.
 

FOLDAL.

[Starting up.] No use —— !
 

BORKMAN.
 Since you do not believe that the tide will turn for me —— 
 

FOLDAL. How can I believe in the teeth of all reason? You would have to be legally rehabilitated —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 Go on! go on!
 

FOLDAL. It’s true I never passed my examination; but I have read enough law to know that —— 
 

BORKMAN.

[Quickly.] It is impossible, you mean?
 

FOLDAL.
 There is no precedent for such a thing.
 

BORKMAN.
 Exceptional men are above precedents.
 

FOLDAL.
 The law knows nothing of such distinctions.
 

BORKMAN.

[Harshly and decisively.] You are no poet, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL. [Unconsciously folding his hands.] Do you say that in sober earnest?
 

BORKMAN. [Dismissing the subject, without answering.] We are only wasting each other’s time. You had better not come here again.
 

FOLDAL.
 Then you really want me to leave you?
 

BORKMAN.

[Without looking at him.] I have no longer any use for you.
 

FOLDAL.

[Softly, taking his portfolio.] No, no, no; I daresay not.
 

BORKMAN.
 Here you have been lying to me all the time.
 

FOLDAL.

[Shaking his head.] Never lying, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN. Have you not sat here feeding me with hope, and trust, and confidence — that was all a lie?
 

FOLDAL. It wasn’t a lie so long as you believed in my vocation. So long as you believed in me, I believed in you.
 

BORKMAN. Then we have been all the time deceiving each other. And perhaps deceiving ourselves — both of us.
 

FOLDAL.
 But isn’t that just the essence of friendship, John Gabriel?
 

BORKMAN. [Smiling bitterly.] Yes, you are right there. Friendship means — deception. I have learnt that once before.
 

FOLDAL. [Looking at him.] I have no poetic vocation! And you could actually say it to me so bluntly.
 

BORKMAN. [In a gentler tone.] Well, you know, I don’t pretend to know much about these matters.
 

FOLDAL.
 Perhaps you know more than you think.
 

BORKMAN. I?

FOLDAL. [Softly.] Yes, you. For I myself have had my doubts, now and then, I may tell you. The horrible doubt that I may have bungled my life for the sake of a delusion.
 

BORKMAN. If you have no faith in yourself, you are on the downward path indeed.
 

FOLDAL. That was why I found such comfort in coming here to lean upon your faith in me. [Taking his hat.] But now you have become a stranger to me.
 

BORKMAN.
 And you to me.
 

FOLDAL.
 Good night, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN.
 Good night, Vilhelm.
   [Foldal goes out to the left.
 

[BORKMAN stands for a moment gazing at the closed door; makes a movement as though to call FOLDAL back, but changes his mind, and begins to pace the floor with his hands behind his back. Then he stops at the table beside the sofa and puts out the lamp. The room becomes half dark. After a short pause, there comes a knock at the tapestry door.
 

BORKMAN.

[At the table, starts, turns, and asks in a loud voice:] Who is
 that knocking?
   [No answer, another knock.
 

BORKMAN.

[Without moving.] Who is it? Come in!
 

 [ELLA RENTHEIM, with a lighted candle in her hand, appears in
       the doorway. She wears her black dress, as before, with
       her cloak thrown loosely round her shoulders.
 

BORKMAN.

[Staring at her.] Who are you? What do you want with me?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Closes the door and advances.] It is I, Borkman.
 

  [She puts down the candle on the piano and remains standing
        beside it.
 

BORKMAN. [Stands as though thunderstruck, stares fixedly at her, and says in a half-whisper.] Is it — is it Ella? Is it Ella Rentheim?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, it’s “your” Ella, as you used to call me in the old days; many, many years ago.
 

BORKMAN.

[As before.] Yes, it is you Ella, I can see you now.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Can you recognise me?
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes, now I begin to —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 The years have told on me, and brought winter with them, Borkman.
 Do you not think so?
 

BORKMAN. [In a forced voice.] You are a good deal changed — just at first glance.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. There are no dark curls on my neck now — the curls you once loved to twist round your fingers.
 

BORKMAN. [Quickly.] True! I can see now, Ella, you have done your hair differently.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a sad smile.] Precisely; it is the way I do my hair that makes the difference.
 

BORKMAN. [Changing the subject.] I had no idea that you were in this part of the world.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I have only just arrived.
 

BORKMAN.
 Why have you come all this way now, in winter?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 That you shall hear.
 

BORKMAN.
 Is it me you have come to see?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. You among others. But if I am to tell you my errand, I must begin far back.
 

BORKMAN.
 You look tired.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, I am tired.
 

BORKMAN.
 Won’t you sit down? There on the sofa.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, thank you; I need rest.
 

[She crosses to the right and seats herself in the furthest forward corner of the sofa. BORKMAN stands beside the table with his hands behind his back looking at her. A short silence.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 It seems an endless time since we two met, Borkman, face to face.
 

BORKMAN. [Gloomily.] It is a long, long time. And terrible things have passed since then.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 A whole lifetime has passed — a wasted lifetime.
 

BORKMAN.

[Looking keenly at her.] Wasted!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, I say wasted — for both of us.
 

BORKMAN. [In a cold business tone.] I cannot regard my life as wasted yet.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And what about mine?
 

BORKMAN.
 There you have yourself to blame, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[With a start.] And you can say that?
 

BORKMAN.
 You could quite well have been happy without me.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Do you believe that?
 

BORKMAN.
 If you had made up your mind to.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Bitterly.] Oh, yes, I know well enough there was some one else ready to marry me.
 

BORKMAN.
 But you rejected him.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, I did.
 

BORKMAN.
 Time after time you rejected him. Year after year —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Scornfully.] Year after year I rejected happiness, I suppose you think?
 

BORKMAN. You might perfectly well have been happy with him. And then I should have been saved.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 You?
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes, you would have saved me, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 How do you mean?
 

BORKMAN. He thought I was at the bottom of your obstinacy — of your perpetual refusals. And then he took his revenge. It was so easy for him; he had all my frank, confiding letters in his keeping. He made his own use of them; and then it was all over with me — for the time, that is to say. So you see it is all your doing, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Oh indeed, Borkman. If we look into the matter, it appears that it is I who owe you reparation.
 

BORKMAN. It depends how you look at it. I know quite well all that you have done for us. You bought in this house, and the whole property, at the auction. You placed the house entirely at my disposal — and your sister too. You took charge of Erhart, and cared for him in every way —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 As long as I was allowed to —— 
 

BORKMAN. By your sister, you mean. I have never mixed myself up in these domestic affairs. As I was saying, I know all the sacrifices you have made for me and for your sister. But you were in a position to do so, Ella; and you must not forget that it was I who placed you in that position.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Indignantly.] There you make a great mistake, Borkman! It was the love of my inmost heart for Erhart — and for you too — that made me do it!
 

BORKMAN. [Interrupting.] My dear Ella, do not let us get upon questions of sentiment and that sort of thing. I mean, of course, that if you acted generously, it was I that put it in your power to do so.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Smiling.] H’m! In my power —— 
 

BORKMAN. [Warmly.] Yes, put it in your power, I say! On the eve of the great decisive battle — when I could not afford to spare either kith or kin — when I had to grasp at — when I did grasp at the millions that were entrusted to me — then I spared all that was yours, every farthing, although I could have taken it, and made use of it, as I did of all the rest!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Coldly and quietly.] That is quite true, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN. Yes it is. And that was why, when they came and took me, they found all your securities untouched in the strong-room of the bank.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Looking at him.] I have often and often wondered what was your real reason for sparing all my property? That, and that alone.
 

BORKMAN.
 My reason?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, your reason. Tell me.
 

BORKMAN. [Harshly and scornfully.] Perhaps you think it was that I might have something to fall back upon, if things went wrong?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh no, I am sure you did not think of that in those days.
 

BORKMAN.
 Never! I was so absolutely certain of victory.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Well then, why was it that —— ?
 

BORKMAN. [Shrugging his shoulders.] Upon my soul, Ella, it is not so easy to remember one’s motives of twenty years ago. I only know that when I used to grapple, silently and alone, with all the great projects I had in my mind, I had something like the feeling of a man who is starting on a balloon voyage. All through my sleepless nights I was inflating my giant balloon, and preparing to soar away into perilous, unknown regions.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Smiling.] You, who never had the least doubt of victory?
 

BORKMAN. [Impatiently.] Men are made so, Ella. They both doubt and believe at the same time. [Looking straight before him.] And I suppose that was why I would not take you and yours with me in the balloon.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Eagerly.] Why, I ask you? Tell me why!
 

BORKMAN. [Without looking at her.] One shrinks from risking what one holds dearest on such a voyage.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. You had risked what was dearest to you on that voyage. Your whole future life —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 Life is not always what one holds dearest.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Breathlessly.] Was that how you felt at that time?
 

BORKMAN.
 I fancy it was.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I was the dearest thing in the world to you?
 

BORKMAN.
 I seem to remember something of the sort.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. And yet years had passed since you had deserted me — and married — married another!
 

BORKMAN.
 Deserted you, you say? You must know very well that it was
 higher motives — well then, other motives that compelled me.
 Without his support I could not have done anything.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Controlling herself.] So you deserted me from — higher motives.
 

BORKMAN. I could not get on without his help. And he made you the price of helping me.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And you paid the price. Paid it in full — without haggling.
 

BORKMAN.
 I had no choice. I had to conquer or fall.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [In a trembling voice, looking at him.] Can what you tell me be true — that I was then the dearest thing in the world to you?
 

BORKMAN.
 Both then and afterwards — long, long, after.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. But you bartered me away none the less; drove a bargain with another man for your love. Sold my love for a — for a directorship.
 

BORKMAN. [Gloomily and bowed down.] I was driven by inexorable necessity, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Rises from the sofa, quivering with passion.] Criminal!
 

BORKMAN.

[Starts, but controls himself.] I have heard that word before.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Oh, don’t imagine I’m thinking of anything you may have done against the law of the land! The use you made of all those vouchers and securities, or whatever you call them — do you think I care a straw about that! If I could have stood at your side when the crash came —— 
 

BORKMAN.

[Eagerly.] What then, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Trust me, I should have borne it all so gladly along with you.
 The shame, the ruin — I would have helped you to bear it all — all!
 

BORKMAN.
 Would you have had the will — the strength?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Both the will and the strength. For then I did not know of your great, your terrible crime.
 

BORKMAN.
 What crime? What are you speaking of?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I am speaking of that crime for which there is no forgiveness.
 

BORKMAN.

[Staring at her.] You must be out of your mind.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Approaching him.] You are a murderer! You have committed the one mortal sin!
 

BORKMAN.

[Falling back towards the piano.] You are raving, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. You have killed the love-life in me. [Still nearer him.] Do you understand what that means? The Bible speaks of a mysterious sin for which there is no forgiveness. I have never understood what it could be; but now I understand. The great, unpardonable sin is to murder the love-life in a human soul.
 

BORKMAN.
 And you say I have done that?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. You have done that. I have never rightly understood until this evening what had really happened to me. That you deserted me and turned to Gunhild instead — I took that to be mere common fickleness on your part, and the result of heartless scheming on hers. I almost think I despised you a little, in spite of everything. But now I see it! You deserted the woman you loved! Me, me, me! What you held dearest in the world you were ready to barter away for gain. That is the double murder you have committed! The murder of your own soul and of mine!
 

BORKMAN. [With cold self-control.] How well I recognise your passionate, ungovernable spirit, Ella. No doubt it is natural enough that you should look at the thing in this light. Of course, you are a woman, and therefore it would seem that your own heart is the one thing you know or care about in this world.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, yes it is.
 

BORKMAN.
 Your own heart is the only thing that exists for you.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 The only thing! The only thing! You are right there.
 

BORKMAN. But you must remember that I am a man. As a woman, you were the dearest thing in the world to me. But if the worst comes to the worst, one woman can always take the place of another.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Looks at him with a smile.] Was that your experience when you had made Gunhild your wife?
 

BORKMAN. No. But the great aims I had in life helped me to bear even that. I wanted to have at my command all the sources of power in this country. All the wealth that lay hidden in the soil, and the rocks, and the forests, and the sea — I wanted to gather it all into my hands to make myself master of it all, and so to promote the well-being of many, many thousands.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Lost in recollection.] I know it. Think of all the evenings we spent in talking over your projects.
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes, I could talk to you, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. I jested with your plans, and asked whether you wanted to awaken all the sleeping spirits of the mine.
 

BORKMAN. [Nodding.] I remember that phrase. [Slowly.] All the sleeping spirits of the mine.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. But you did not take it as a jest. You said: “Yes, yes, Ella, that is just what I want to do.”
 

BORKMAN.
 And so it was. If only I could get my foot in the stirrup —— 
 And that depended on that one man. He could and would secure me
 the control of the bank — if I on my side —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, just so! If you on your side would renounce the woman you loved — and who loved you beyond words in return.
 

BORKMAN. I knew his consuming passion for you. I knew that on no other condition would he —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And so you struck the bargain.
 

BORKMAN. [Vehemently.] Yes, I did, Ella! For the love of power is uncontrollable in me, you see! So I struck the bargain; I had to. And he helped me half-way up towards the beckoning heights that I was bent on reaching. And I mounted and mounted; year by year I mounted —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And I was as though wiped out of your life.
 

BORKMAN. And after all he hurled me into the abyss again. On account of you, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [After a short thoughtful silence.] Borkman, does it not seem to you as if there had been a sort of curse on our whole relation?
 

BORKMAN.

[Looking at her.] A curse?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes. Don’t you think so?
 

BORKMAN.

[Uneasily.] Yes. But why is it? [With an outburst.] Oh Ella,
 I begin to wonder which is in the right — you or I!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. It is you who have sinned. You have done to death all the gladness of my life in me.
 

BORKMAN.

[Anxiously.] Do not say that, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. All a woman’s gladness at any rate. From the day when your image began to dwindle in my mind, I have lived my life as though under an eclipse. During all these years it has grown harder and harder for me — and at last utterly impossible — to love any living creature. Human beings, animals, plants: I shrank from all — from all but one —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 What one?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart, of course.
 

BORKMAN.
 Erhart?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart — your son, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Has he really been so close to your heart?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Why else should I have taken him to me, and kept him as long as ever I could? Why?
 

BORKMAN.
 I thought it was out of pity, like all the rest that you did.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [In strong inward emotion.] Pity! Ha, ha! I have never known pity, since you deserted me. I was incapable of feeling it. If a poor starved child came into my kitchen, shivering, and crying, and begging for a morsel of food, I let the servants look to it. I never felt any desire to take the child to myself, to warm it at my own hearth, to have the pleasure of seeing it eat and be satisfied. And yet I was not like that when I was young; that I remember clearly! It is you that have created an empty, barren desert within me — and without me too!
 

BORKMAN.
 Except only for Erhart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, except for your son. But I am hardened to every other living thing. You have cheated me of a mother’s joy and happiness in life — and of a mother’s sorrows and tears as well. And perhaps that is the heaviest part of the loss to me.
 

BORKMAN.
 Do you say that, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Who knows? It may be that a mother’s sorrows and tears were what I needed most. [With still deeper emotion.] But at that time I could not resign myself to my loss; and that was why I took Erhart to me. I won him entirely. Won his whole, warm, trustful childish heart — until —— Oh!
 

BORKMAN.
 Until what?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Until his mother — his mother in the flesh, I mean — took him from me again.
 

BORKMAN.
 He had to leave you in any case; he had to come to town.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Wringing her hands.] Yes, but I cannot bear the solitude — the emptiness! I cannot bear the loss of your son’s heart!
 

BORKMAN. [With an evil expression in his eyes.] H’m — I doubt whether you have lost it, Ella. Hearts are not so easily lost to a certain person — in the room below.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. I have lost Erhart here, and she has won him back again. Or if not she, some one else. That is plain enough in the letters he writes me from time to time.
 

BORKMAN.
 Then it is to take him back with you that you have come here?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, if only it were possible —— !
 

BORKMAN. It is possible enough, if you have set your heart upon it. For you have the first and strongest claims upon him.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, claims, claims! What is the use of claims? If he is not
 mine of his own free will, he is not mine at all. And have him
 I must! I must have my boy’s heart, whole and undivided — now!
 

BORKMAN. You must remember that Erhart is well into his twenties. You could scarcely reckon on keeping his heart very long undivided, as you express it.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a melancholy smile.] It would not need to be for so very long.
 

BORKMAN. Indeed? I should have thought that when you want a thing, you want it to the end of your days.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 So I do. But that need not mean for very long.
 

BORKMAN.

[Taken aback.] What do you mean by that?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I suppose you know I have been in bad health for many years past?
 

BORKMAN.
 Have you?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Do you not know that?
 

BORKMAN.
 No, I cannot say I did —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at him in surprise.] Has Erhart not told you so?
 

BORKMAN.
 I really don’t remember at the moment.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Perhaps he has not spoken of me at all?
 

BORKMAN. Oh, yes, I believe he has spoken of you. But the fact is, I so seldom see anything of him — scarcely ever. There is a certain person below that keeps him away from me. Keeps him away, you understand?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Are you quite sure of that, Borkman?
 

BORKMAN. Yes, absolutely sure. [Changing his tone.] And so you have been in bad health, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, I have. And this autumn I grew so much worse that I had to come to town and take better medical advice.
 

BORKMAN.
 And you have seen the doctors already?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, this morning.
 

BORKMAN.
 And what did they say to you?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 They gave me full assurance of what I had long suspected.
 

BORKMAN.
 Well?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Calmly and quietly.] My illness will never be cured, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Oh, you must not believe that, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. It is a disease that there is no help or cure for. The doctors can do nothing with it. They must just let it take its course. They cannot possibly check it; at most, they can allay the suffering. And that is always something.
 

BORKMAN. Oh, but it will take a long time to run its course. I am sure it will.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I may perhaps last out the winter, they told me.
 

BORKMAN.

[Without thinking.] Oh, well, the winter is long.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Quietly.] Long enough for me, at any rate.
 

BORKMAN. [Eagerly, changing the subject.] But what in all the world can have brought on this illness? You, who have always lived such a healthy and regular life? What can have brought it on?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Looking at him.] The doctors thought that perhaps at one time in my life I had had to go through some great stress of emotion.
 

BORKMAN. [Firing up.] Emotion! Aha, I understand! You mean that it is my fault?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With increasing inward agitation.] It is too late to go into that matter now! But I must have my heart’s own child again before I go! It is so unspeakably sad for me to think that I must go away from all that is called life — away from sun, and light, and air — and not leave behind me one single human being who will think of me — who will remember me lovingly and mournfully — as a son remembers and thinks of the mother he has lost.
 

BORKMAN.

[After a short pause.] Take him, Ella, if you can win him.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[With animation.] Do you give your consent? Can you?
 

BORKMAN. [Gloomily.] Yes. And it is no great sacrifice either. For in any case he is not mine.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Thank you, thank you all the same for the sacrifice! But I have one thing more to beg of you — a great thing for me, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Well, what is it?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. I daresay you will think it childish of me — you will not understand —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 Go on — tell me what it is.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. When I die — as I must soon — I shall have a fair amount to leave behind me.
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes, I suppose so.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And I intend to leave it all to Erhart.
 

BORKMAN.
 Well, you have really no one nearer to you than he.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Warmly.] No, indeed, I have no one nearer me than he.
 

BORKMAN.
 No one of your own family. You are the last.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Nodding slowly.] Yes, that is just it. When I die, the name of Rentheim dies with me. And that is such a torturing thought to me. To be wiped out of existence — even to your very name —— 
 

BORKMAN.

[Firing up.] Ah, I see what you are driving at!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Passionately.] Do not let this be my forte. Let Erhart bear my name after me!
 

BORKMAN. I understand you well enough. You want to save my son from having to bear his father’s name. That is your meaning.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. No, no, not that! I myself would have borne it proudly and gladly along with you! But a mother who is at the point of death —— There is more binding force in a name than you think or believe, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN. [Coldly and proudly.] Well and good, Ella. I am man enough to bear my own name alone.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Seizing and pressing his hand.] Thank you, thank you! Now there has been a full settlement between us! Yes, yes, let it be so! You have made all the atonement in your power. For when I have gone from the world, I shall leave Erhart Rentheim behind me!
 

[The tapestry door is thrown open. MRS. BORKMAN, with the large shawl over her head, stands in the doorway.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [In violent agitation.] Never to his dying day shall Erhart be called by that name!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Shrinking back.] Gunhild!
 

BORKMAN. [Harshly and threateningly.] I allow no one to come up to my room!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Advancing a step.] I do not ask your permission.
 

BORKMAN.

[Going towards her.] What do you want with me?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. I will fight with all my might for you. I will protect you from the powers of evil.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 The worst “powers of evil” are in yourself, Gunhild!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Harshly.] So be it then. [Menacingly, with upstretched arm.] But this I tell you — he shall bear his father’s name! And bear it aloft in honour again! My son’s heart shall be mine — mine and no other’s.
 

[She goes out by the tapestry door and shuts it behind her.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Shaken and shattered.] Borkman, Erhart’s life will be wrecked
 in this storm. There must be an understanding between you and
 Gunhild. We must go down to her at once.
 

BORKMAN.

[Looking at her.] We? I too, do you mean?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Both you and I.
 

BORKMAN.

[Shaking his head.] She is hard, I tell you. Hard as the metal
 I once dreamed of hewing out of the rocks.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Then try it now!
 

[BORKMAN does not answer, but stands looking doubtfully at her.
 






  








ACT THIRD
 

MRS. BORKMAN’s drawing room. The lamp is still burning on the table beside the sofa in front. The garden-room at the back is quite dark.
 

MRS. BORKMAN, with the shawl still over her head, enters, in violent agitation, by the hall door, goes up to the window, draws the curtain a little aside, and looks out; then she seats herself beside the stove, but immediately springs up again, goes to the bell-pull and rings. Stands beside the sofa, and waits a moment. No one comes. Then she rings again, this time more violently.
 

THE MAID presently enters from the hall. She looks sleepy and out of temper, and appears to have dressed in great haste.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Impatiently.] What has become of you, Malena? I have rung for you twice!
 

THE MAID.
 Yes, ma’am, I heard you.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And yet you didn’t come?
 

THE MAID.

[Sulkily.] I had to put some clothes on first, I suppose.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, you must dress yourself properly, and then you must run and fetch my son.
 

THE MAID.

[Looking at her in astonishment.] You want me to fetch Mr.
 Erhart?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes; tell him he must come home to me at once; I want to speak to him.
 

THE MAID. [Grumbling.] Then I’d better go to the bailiff’s and call up the coachman.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Why?
 

THE MAID.
 To get him to harness the sledge. The snow’s dreadful to-night.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Oh, that doesn’t matter; only make haste and go. It’s just round the corner.
 

THE MAID.
 Why, ma’am you can’t call that just round the corner!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Of course it is. Don’t you know Mr. Hinkel’s villa?
 

THE MAID. [With malice.] Oh, indeed! It’s there Mr. Erhart is this evening?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Taken aback.] Why, where else should he be?
 

THE MAID. [With a slight smile.] Well, I only thought he might be where he usually is.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Where do you mean?
 

THE MAID.
 At Mrs. Wilton’s, as they call her.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Mrs. Wilton’s? My son isn’t so often there.
 

THE MAID. [Half muttering.] I’ve heard say as he’s there every day of his life.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. That’s all nonsense, Malena. Go straight to Mr. Hinkel’s and try to to get hold of him.
 

THE MAID.

[With a toss of her head.] Oh, very well; I’m going.
 

 [She is on the point of going out by the hall, but just at
       that moment the hall door is opened, and ELLA RENTHEIM
       and BORKMAN appear on the threshold.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Staggers a step backwards.] What does this mean?
 

THE MAID.

[Terrified, instinctively folding her hands.] Lord save us!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Whispers to THE MAID.] Tell him he must come this instant.
 

THE MAID.

[Softly.] Yes, ma’am.
 

 [ELLA RENTHEIM and, after her, BORKMAN enter the room. THE
       MAID sidles behind them to the door, goes out, and closes
       it after her.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Having recovered her self-control, turns to ELLA.] What does he want down here in my room?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 He wants to come to an understanding with you, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 He has never tried that before.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 He is going to, this evening.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 The last time we stood face to face — it was in the Court, when
 I was summoned to give an account —— 
 

BORKMAN. [Approaching.] And this evening it is I who will give an account of myself.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Looking at him.] You?
 

BORKMAN.
 Not of what I have done amiss. All the world knows that.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a bitter sigh.] Yes, that is true; all the world knows that.
 

BORKMAN. But it does not know why I did it; why I had to do it. People do not understand that I had to, because I was myself — because I was John Gabriel Borkman — myself, and not another. And that is what I will try to explain to you.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Shaking her head.] It is of no use. Temptations and promptings acquit no one.
 

BORKMAN.
 They may acquit one in one’s own eyes.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a gesture of repulsion.] Oh, let all that alone! I have thought over that black business of yours enough and to spare.
 

BORKMAN. I too. During those five endless years in my cell — and elsewhere — I had time to think it over. And during the eight years up there in the gallery I have had still more ample time. I have re-tried the whole case — by myself. Time after time I have re-tried it. I have been my own accuser, my own defender, and my own judge. I have been more impartial than any one else could be — that I venture to say. I have paced up and down the gallery there, turning every one of my actions upside down and inside out. I have examined them from all sides as unsparingly, as pitilessly, as any lawyer of them all. And the final judgment I have always come to is this: the one person I have sinned against is — myself.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And what about me? What about your son?
 

BORKMAN.
 You and he are included in what I mean when I say myself.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. And what about the hundreds of others, then — the people you are said to have ruined?
 

BORKMAN. [More vehemently.] I had power in my hands! And then I felt the irresistible vocation within me! The prisoned millions lay all over the country, deep in the bowels of the earth, calling aloud to me! They shrieked to me to free them! But no one else heard their cry — I alone had ears for it.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, to the branding of the name of Borkman.
 

BORKMAN. If the others had had the power, do you think they would not have acted exactly as I did?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No one, no one but you would have done it!
 

BORKMAN. Perhaps not. But that would have been because they had not my brains. And if they had done it, it would not have been with my aims in view. The act would have been a different act. In short, I have acquitted myself.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Softly and appealingly.] Oh, can you say that so confidently,
 Borkman?
 

BORKMAN. [Nodding.] Acquitted myself on that score. But then comes the great, crushing self-accusation.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 What is that?
 

BORKMAN. I have skulked up there and wasted eight precious years of my life! The very day I was set free, I should have gone forth into the world — out into the steel-hard, dreamless world of reality! I should have begun at the bottom and swung myself up to the heights anew — higher than ever before — in spite of all that lay between.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Oh, it would have been the same thing over again; take my word for that.
 

BORKMAN. [Shakes his head, and looks at her with a sententious air.] It is true that nothing new happens; but what has happened does not repeat itself either. It is the eye that transforms the action. The eye, born anew, transforms the old action. [Breaking off.] But you do not understand this.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Curtly.] No, I do not understand it.
 

BORKMAN. Ah, that is just the curse — I have never found one single soul to understand me.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at him.] Never, Borkman?
 

BORKMAN. Except one — perhaps. Long, long ago. In the days when I did not think I needed understanding. Since then, at any rate, no one has understood me! There has been no one alive enough to my needs to be afoot and rouse me — to ring the morning bell for me — to call me up to manful work anew. And to impress upon me that I had done nothing inexpiable.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a scornful laugh.] So, after all, you require to have that impressed on you from without?
 

BORKMAN. [With increasing indignation.] Yes, when the whole world hisses in chorus that I have sunk never to rise again, there come moments when I almost believe it myself. [Raising his head.] But then my inmost assurance rises again triumphant; and that acquits me.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking harshly at him.] Why have you never come and asked me for what you call understanding?
 

BORKMAN.
 What use would it have been to come to you?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a gesture of repulsion.] You have never loved anything outside yourself; that is the secret of the whole matter.
 

BORKMAN.

[Proudly.] I have loved power.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, power!
 

BORKMAN. The power to create human happiness in wide, wide circles around me!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. You had once the power to make me happy. Have you used it to that end?
 

BORKMAN. [Without looking at her.] Some one must generally go down in a shipwreck.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. And your own son! Have you used your power — have you lived and laboured — to make him happy?
 

BORKMAN.
 I do not know him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No, that is true. You do not even know him.
 

BORKMAN.

[Harshly.] You, his mother, have taken care of that!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking at him with a lofty air.] Oh, you do not know what I have taken care of!
 

BORKMAN.
 You?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, I. I alone.
 

BORKMAN.
 Then tell me.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 I have taken care of your memory.
 

BORKMAN. [With a short dry laugh.] My memory? Oh, indeed! It sounds almost as if I were dead already.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With emphasis.] And so you are.
 

BORKMAN. [Slowly.] Yes, perhaps you are right. [Firing up.] But no, no! Not yet! I have been close to the verge of death. But now I have awakened. I have come to myself. A whole life lies before me yet. I can see it awaiting me, radiant and quickening. And you — you shall see it too.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Raising her hand.] Never dream of life again! Lie quiet where you are.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Shocked.] Gunhild! Gunhild, how can you —— !
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Not listening to her.] I will raise the monument over your grave.
 

BORKMAN.
 The pillar of shame, I suppose you mean?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With increasing excitement.] Oh, no, it shall be no pillar of metal or stone. And no one shall be suffered to carve any scornful legend on the monument I shall raise. There shall be, as it were, a quickset hedge of trees and bushes, close, close around your tomb. They shall hide away all the darkness that has been. The eyes of men and the thoughts of men shall no longer dwell on John Gabriel Borkman!
 

BORKMAN. [Hoarsely and cuttingly.] And this labour of love you will perform?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Not by my own strength. I cannot think of that. But I have brought up one to help me, who shall live for this alone. His life shall be so pure and high and bright, that your burrowing in the dark shall be as though it had never been!
 

BORKMAN. [Darkly and threateningly.] If it is Erhart you mean, say so at once!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking him straight in the eyes.] Yes, it is Erhart; my son; he whom you are ready to renounce in atonement for your own acts.
 

BORKMAN.

[With a look towards ELLA.] In atonement for my blackest sin.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Repelling the idea.] A sin towards a stranger only. Remember the sin towards me! [Looking triumphantly at them both.] But he will not obey you! When I cry out to him in my need, he will come to me! It is with me that he will remain! With me, and never with any one else. [Suddenly listens, and cries.] I hear him! He is here, he is here! Erhart!
 

[ERHART BORKMAN hastily tears open the hall door, and enters the room. He is wearing an overcoat and has his hat on.
 

ERHART. [Pale and anxious.] Mother! What in Heaven’s name —— ! [Seeing BORKMAN, who is standing beside the doorway leading into the garden-room, he starts and takes off his hat. After a moment’s silence, he asks:] What do you want with me, mother? What has happened?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Stretching her arms towards him.] I want to see you, Erhart!
 I want to have you with me, always!
 

ERHART.

[Stammering.] Have me —— ? Always? What do you mean by that?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. I will have you, I say! There is some one who wants to take you away from me!
 

ERHART.

[Recoiling a step.] Ah — so you know?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes. Do you know it, too?
 

ERHART.

[Surprised, looking at her.] Do I know it? Yes, of course.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Aha, so you have planned it all out! Behind my back! Erhart!
 Erhart!
 

ERHART.

[Quickly.] Mother, tell me what it is you know!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. I know everything. I know that your aunt has come here to take you from me.
 

ERHART.
 Aunt Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, listen to me a moment, Erhart!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Continuing.] She wants me to give you up to her. She wants to stand in your mother’s place to you, Erhart! She wants you to be her son, and not mine, from this time forward. She wants you to inherit everything from her; to renounce your own name and take hers instead!
 

ERHART.
 Aunt Ella, is this true?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, it is true.
 

ERHART. I knew nothing of this. Why do you want to have me with you again?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Because I feel that I am losing you here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Hardly.] You are losing him to me — yes. And that is just as it should be.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Looking beseechingly at him.] Erhart, I cannot afford to lose you. For, I must tell you I am a lonely — dying woman.
 

ERHART.
 Dying —— ?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, dying. Will you came and be with me to the end? Attach yourself wholly to me? Be to me, as though you were my own child —— ?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Interrupting.] And forsake your mother, and perhaps your mission in life as well? Will you, Erhart?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I am condemned to death. Answer me, Erhart.
 

ERHART. [Warmly, with emotion.] Aunt Ella, you have been unspeakably good to me. With you I grew up in as perfect happiness as any boy can ever have known —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Erhart, Erhart!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, how glad I am that you can still say that!
 

ERHART. But I cannot sacrifice myself to you now. It is not possible for me to devote myself wholly to taking a son’s place towards you.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Triumphing.] Ah, I knew it! You shall not have him! You shall not have him, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Sadly.] I see it. You have won him back.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, yes! Mine he is, and mine he shall remain! Erhart, say it is so, dear; we two have still a long way to go together, have we not?
 

ERHART. [Struggling with himself.] Mother, I may as well tell you plainly —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Eagerly.] What?
 

ERHART. I am afraid it is only a very little way you and I can go together.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Stands as though thunderstruck.] What do yo mean by that?
 

ERHART. [Plucking up spirit.] Good heavens, mother, I am young, after all! I feel as if the close air of this room must stifle me in the end.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Close air? Here — with me?
 

ERHART.
 Yes, here with you, mother.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Then come with me, Erhart.
 

ERHART. Oh, Aunt Ella, it’s not a whit better with you. It’s different, but no better — no better for me. It smells of rose-leaves and lavender there too; it is as airless there as here.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Shaken, but having recovered her composure with an effort.]
 Airless in your mother’s room, you say!
 

ERHART. [In growing impatience.] Yes, I don’t know how else to express it. All this morbid watchfulness and — and idolisation, or whatever you like to call it —— I can’t endure it any longer!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking at him with deep solemnity.] Have you forgotten what you have consecrated your life to, Erhart?
 

ERHART. [With an outburst.] Oh, say rather what you have consecrated my life to. You, you have been my will. You have never given me leave to have any of my own. But now I cannot bear this yoke any longer. I am young; remember that, mother. [With a polite, considerate glance towards BORKMAN.] I cannot consecrate my life to making atonement for another — whoever that other may be.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Seized with growing anxiety.] Who is it that has transformed you, Erhart?
 

ERHART.

[Struck.] Who? Can you not conceive that it is I myself?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. No, no, no! You have come under some strange power. You are not in your mother’s power any longer; nor in your — your foster-mother’s either.
 

ERHART. [With laboured defiance.] I am in my own power, mother! And working my own will!
 

BORKMAN. [Advancing towards ERHART.] Then perhaps my hour has come at last.
 

ERHART. [Distantly and with measured politeness.] How so! How do you mean, sir?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Scornfully.] Yes, you may well ask that.
 

BORKMAN. [Continuing undisturbed.] Listen, Erhart — will you not cast in your lot with your father? It is not through any other man’s life that a man who has fallen can be raised up again. These are only empty fables that have been told to you down here in the airless room. If you were to set yourself to live your life like all the saints together, it would be of no use whatever to me.
 

ERHART.

[With measured respectfulness.] That is very true indeed.
 

BORKMAN. Yes, it is. And it would be of no use either if I should resign myself to wither away in abject penitence. I have tried to feed myself upon hopes and dreams, all through these years. But I am not the man to be content with that; and now I mean to have done with dreaming.
 

ERHART.

[With a slight bow.] And what will — what will you do, sir?
 

BORKMAN. I will work out my own redemption, that is what I will do. I will begin at the bottom again. It is only through his present and his future that a man can atone for his past. Through work, indefatigable work, for all that, in my youth, seemed to give life its meaning — and that now seems a thousand times greater than it did then. Erhart, will you join with me and help me in this new life?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Raising her hand warningly.] Do not do it, Erhart!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Warmly.] Yes, yes do it! Oh, help him, Erhart!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And you advise him to do that? You, the lonely dying woman.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I don’t care about myself.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No, so long as it is not I that take him from you.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Precisely so, Gunhild.
 

BORKMAN.
 Will you, Erhart?
 

ERHART. [Wrung with pain.] Father, I cannot now. It is utterly impossible!
 

BORKMAN.
 What do you want to do then?
 

ERHART. [With a sudden glow.] I am young! I want to live, for once in a way, as well as other people! I want to live my own life!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. You cannot give up two or three little months to brighten the close of a poor waning life?
 

ERHART.
 I cannot, Aunt, however much I may wish to.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Not for the sake of one who loves you so dearly?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking sharply at him.] And your mother has no power over you either, any more?
 

ERHART. I will always love you, mother; but I cannot go on living for you alone. This is no life for me.
 

BORKMAN. Then come and join with me, after all! For life, life means work, Erhart. Come, we two will go forth into life and work together!
 

ERHART. [Passionately.] Yes, but I don’t want to work now! For I am young! That’s what I never realised before; but now the knowledge is tingling through every vein in my body. I will not work! I will only live, live, live!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With a cry of divination.] Erhart, what will you live for?
 

ERHART.

[With sparkling eyes.] For happiness, mother!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And where do you think you can find that?
 

ERHART.
 I have found it, already!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Shrieks.] Erhart! [ERHART goes quickly to the hall door and throws it open.]
 

ERHART.

[Calls out.] Fanny, you can come in now!
 

[MRS. WILTON, in outdoor wraps, appears on the threshold.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With uplifted hands.] Mrs. Wilton!
 

MRS. WILTON. [Hesitating a little, with an enquiring glance at ERHART.] Do you want me to —— ?
 

ERHART.
 Yes, now you can come in. I have told them everything.
 

[MRS. WILTON comes forward into the room. ERHART closes the door behind her. She bows formally to BORKMAN, who returns her bow in silence. A short pause.
 

MRS. WILTON. [In a subdued but firm voice.] So the word has been spoken — and I suppose you all think I have brought a great calamity upon this house?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Slowly, looking hard at her.] You have crushed the last remnant of interest in life for me. [With an outburst.] But all of this — all this is utterly impossible!
 

MRS. WILTON.
 I can quite understand that it must appear impossible to you,
 Mrs. Borkman.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, you can surely see for yourself that it is impossible.
 Or what —— ?
 

MRS. WILTON. I should rather say that it seems highly improbable. But it’s so, none the less.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Turning.] Are you really in earnest about this, Erhart?
 

ERHART. This means happiness for me, mother — all the beauty and happiness of life. That is all I can say to you.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Clenching her hands together; to MRS. WILTON.] Oh, how you have cajoled and deluded my unhappy son!
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Raising her head proudly.] I have done nothing of the sort.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 You have not, say you!
 

MRS. WILTON. No. I have neither cajoled nor deluded him. Erhart came to me of his own free will. And of my own free will I went out half-way to meet him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Measuring her scornfully with her eye.] Yes, indeed! That I can easily believe.
 

MRS. WILTON. [With self-control.] Mrs. Borkman, there are forces in human life that you seem to know very little about.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 What forces, may I ask?
 

MRS. WILTON. The forces which ordain that two people shall join their lives together, indissolubly — and fearlessly.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a smile.] I thought you were already indissolubly bound — to another.
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Shortly.] That other has deserted me.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 But he is still living, they say.
 

MRS. WILTON.
 He is dead to me.
 

ERHART. [Insistently.] Yes, mother, he is dead to Fanny. And besides, this other makes no difference to me!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Looking sternly at him.] So you know all this — about the other.
 

ERHART.
 Yes, mother, I know quite well — all about it!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And yet you can say that it makes no difference to you?
 

ERHART. [With defiant petulance.] I can only tell you that it is happiness I must have! I am young! I want to live, live, live!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Yes, you are young, Erhart. Too young for this.
 

MRS. WILTON. [Firmly and earnestly.] You must not think, Mrs. Borkman, that I haven’t said the same to him. I have laid my whole life before him. Again and again I have reminded him that I am seven years older than he —— 
 

ERHART.

[Interrupting.] Oh, nonsense, Fanny — I knew that all the time.
 

MRS. WILTON.
 But nothing — nothing was of any use.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Indeed? Nothing? Then why did you not dismiss him without more ado? Close your door to him? You should have done that, and done it in time!
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Looks at her, and says in a low voice.] I could not do that,
 Mrs. Borkman.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Why could you not?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Because for me too this meant happiness.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Scornfully.] H’m, happiness, happiness —— 
 

MRS. WILTON. I have never before known happiness in life. And I cannot possibly drive happiness away from me, merely because it comes so late.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And how long do you think this happiness will last?
 

ERHART. [Interrupting.] Whether it lasts or does not last, mother, it doesn’t matter now!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [In anger.] Blind boy that you are! Do you not see where all this is leading you?
 

ERHART. I don’t want to look into the future. I don’t want to look around me in any direction; I am only determined to live my own life — at last!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With deep pain.] And you call this life, Erhart!
 

ERHART.
 Don’t you see how lovely she is!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Wringing her hands.] And I have to bear this load of shame as well!
 

BORKMAN. [At the back, harshly and cuttingly.] Ho — you are used to bearing things of that sort, Gunhild!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Imploringly.] Borkman!
 

ERHART.

[Similarly.] Father!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Day after day I shall have to see my own son linked to a — a —— 
 

ERHART. [Interrupting her harshly.] You shall see nothing of the kind, mother! You may make your mind easy on that point. I shall not remain here.
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Quickly and with decision.] We are going away, Mrs. Borkman.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Turning pale.] Are you going away, too? Together, no doubt?
 

MRS. WILTON. [Nodding.] Yes, I am going abroad, to the south. I am taking a young girl with me. And Erhart is going along with us.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 With you — and a young girl?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Yes. It is little Frida Foldal, whom I have had living with me.
 I want her to go abroad and get more instruction in music.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 So you are taking her with you?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Yes; I can’t well send her out into the world alone.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Suppressing a smile.] What do you say to this, Erhart?
 

ERHART. [With some embarrassment, shrugging his shoulders.] Well, mother, since Fanny will have it so —— 
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Coldly.] And when does this distinguished party set out, if one may ask?
 

MRS. WILTON. We are going at once — to-night. My covered sledge is waiting on the road, outside the Hinkels’.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looking her from head to foot.] Aha! so that was what the party meant?
 

MRS. WILTON.

[Smiling.] Yes, Erhart and I were the whole party. And little
 Frida, of course.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 And where is she now?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 She is sitting in the sledge waiting for us.
 

ERHART.

[In painful embarrassment.] Mother, surely you can understand?
 I would have spared you all this — you and every one.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Looks at him, deeply pained.] You would have gone away from me without saying a good-bye?
 

ERHART. Yes, I thought that would be best; best for all of us. Our boxes were packed and everything settled. But of course when you sent for me, I —— [Holding out his hands to her.] Good-bye, mother.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With a gesture of repulsion.] Don’t touch me!
 

ERHART.

[Gently.] Is that your last word?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Sternly.] Yes.
 

ERHART.

[Turning.] Good-bye to you, then, Aunt Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Pressing his hands.] Good-bye, Erhart! And live your life — and be as happy — as happy as ever you can.
 

ERHART. Thanks, Aunt. [Bowing to BORKMAN.] Good-bye, father. [Whispers to MRS. WILTON.] Let us get away, the sooner the better.
 

MRS. WILTON.

[In a low voice.] Yes, let us.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a malignant smile.] Mrs. Wilton, do you think you are acting quite wisely in taking that girl with you?
 

MRS. WILTON. [Returning the smile, half ironically, half seriously.] Men are so unstable, Mrs. Borkman. And women too. When Erhart is done with me — and I with him — then it will be well for us both that he, poor fellow, should have some one to fall back upon.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 But you yourself?
 

MRS. WILTON.
 Oh, I shall know what to do, I assure you. Good-bye to you all!
 

 [She bows and goes out by the hall door. ERHART stands for a
        moment as though wavering; then he turns and follows her.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Dropping her folded hands.] Childless.
 

BORKMAN.

[As though awakening to a resolution.] Then out into the storm
 alone! My hat! My cloak!
   [He goes hastily towards the door.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[In terror, stopping him.] John Gabriel, where are you going?
 

BORKMAN.
 Out into the storm of life, I tell you. Let me go, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Holding him back.] No, no, I won’t let you out! You are ill.
 I can see it in your face!
 

BORKMAN.
 Let me go, I tell you!
 

[He tears himself away from her, and goes out by the hall.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[In the doorway.] Help me to hold him, Gunhild!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Coldly and sharply, standing in the middle of the room.] I will not try to hold any one in all the world. Let them go away from me — both the one and the other! As far — as far as ever they please. [Suddenly, with a piercing shriek.] Erhart, don’t leave me!
 

 [She rushes with outstretched arms towards the door. ELLA
       RENTHEIM stops her.
 






  








ACT FOURTH
 

An open space outside the main building, which lies to the right. A projecting corner of it is visible, with a door approached by a flight of low stone steps. The background consists of steep fir-clad slopes, quite close at hand. On the left are small scattered trees, forming the margin of a wood. The snowstorm has ceased; but the newly fallen snow lies deep around. The fir-branches droop under heavy loads of snow. The night is dark, with drifting clouds. Now and then the moon gleams out faintly. Only a dim light is reflected from the snow.
 

BORKMAN, MRS. BORKMAN and ELLA RENTHEIM are standing upon the steps, BORKMAN leaning wearily against the wall of the house. He has an old-fashioned cape thrown over his shoulders, holds a soft grey felt hat in one hand and a thick knotted stick in the other. ELLA RENTHEIM carries her cloak over her arm. MRS. BORKMAN’s great shawl has slipped down over her shoulders, so that her hair is uncovered.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Barring the way for MRS. BORKMAN.] Don’t go after him, Gunhild!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [In fear and agitation.] Let me pass, I say! He must not go away from me!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 It is utterly useless, I tell you! You will never overtake him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Let me go, Ella! I will cry aloud after him all down the road.
 And he must hear his mother’s cry!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 He cannot hear you. You may be sure he is in the sledge already.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No, no; he can’t be in the sledge yet!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 The doors are closed upon him long ago, believe me.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [In despair.] If he is in the sledge, then he is there with her, with her — her!
 

BORKMAN. [Laughing gloomily.] Then he probably won’t hear his mother’s cry.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No, he will not hear it. [Listening.] Hark! what is that?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Also listening.] It sounds like sledge-bells.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[With a suppressed scream.] It is her sledge!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Perhaps it’s another.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. No, no, it is Mrs. Wilton’s covered sledge! I know the silver bells! Hark! Now they are driving right past here, at the foot of the hill!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Quickly.] Gunhild, if you want to cry out to him, now is the time! Perhaps after all —— ! [The tinkle of the bells sounds close at hand, in the wood.] Make haste, Gunhild! Now they are right under us!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Stands for a moment undecided, then she stiffens and says
 sternly and coldly.] No. I will not cry out to him. Let Erhart
 Borkman pass away from me — far, far away — to what he calls life
 and happiness.
   [The sound dies away in the distance.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[After a moment.] Now the bells are out of hearing.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 They sounded like funeral bells.
 

BORKMAN. [With a dry suppressed laugh.] Oho — it is not for me they are ringing to-night!
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 No, but for me — and for him who has gone from me.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Nodding thoughtfully.] Who knows if, after all, they may not be ringing in life and happiness for him, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With sudden animation, looking hard at her.] Life and happiness, you say!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 For a little while at any rate.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Could you endure to let him know life and happiness, with her?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With warmth and feeling.] Indeed, I could, with all my heart and soul!
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Coldly.] Then you must be richer than I am in the power of love.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Looking far away.] Perhaps it is the lack of love that keeps the power alive.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Fixing her eyes on her.] If that is so, then I shall soon be
 as rich as you, Ella.
   [She turns and goes into the house.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Stands for a time looking with a troubled expression at BORKMAN; then lays her hand cautiously on his shoulder.] Come, John — you must come in, too.
 

BORKMAN.

[As if wakening.] I?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Yes, this winter air is too keen for you; I can see that, John.
 So come — come in with me — into the house, into the warmth.
 

BORKMAN.

[Angrily.] Up to the gallery again, I suppose.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No, rather into the room below.
 

BORKMAN. [His anger flaming forth.] Never will I set foot under that roof again!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Where will you go then? So late, and in the dark, John?
 

BORKMAN. [Putting on his hat.] First of all, I will go out and see to all my buried treasures.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking anxiously at him.] John — I don’t understand you.
 

BORKMAN. [With laughter, interrupted by coughing.] Oh, it is not hidden plunder I mean; don’t be afraid of that, Ella. [Stopping, and pointing outwards.] Do you see that man there? Who is it?
 

[VILHELM FOLDAL, in an old cape, covered with snow, with his hat-brim turned down, and a large umbrella in his hand, advances towards the corner of the house, laboriously stumbling through the snow. He is noticeably lame in his left foot.
 

BORKMAN.
 Vilhelm! What do you want with me again?
 

FOLDAL.

[Looking up.] Good heavens, are you out on the steps, John
 Gabriel? [Bowing.] And Mrs. Borkman, too, I see.
 

BORKMAN.

[Shortly.] This is not Mrs. Borkman.
 

FOLDAL. Oh, I beg pardon. You see, I have lost my spectacles in the snow. But how is it that you, who never put your foot out of doors —— ?
 

BORKMAN. [Carelessly and gaily.] It is high time I should come out into the open air again, don’t you see? Nearly three years in detention — five years in prison — eight years in the gallery up there —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Distressed.] Borkman, I beg you —— 
 

FOLDAL.
 Ah yes, yes, yes!
 

BORKMAN.
 But I want to know what has brought you here.
 

FOLDAL.

[Still standing at the foot of the steps.] I wanted to come up
 to you, John Gabriel. I felt I must come to you, in the gallery.
 Ah me, that gallery —— !
 

BORKMAN.
 Did you want to come up to me after I had shown you the door?
 

FOLDAL.
 Oh, I couldn’t let that stand in the way.
 

BORKMAN.
 What have you done to your foot? I see you are limping?
 

FOLDAL.
 Yes, what do you think — I have been run over.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Run over!
 

FOLDAL.
 Yes, by a covered sledge.
 

BORKMAN.
 Oho!
 

FOLDAL.
 With two horses. They came down the hill at a tearing gallop.
 I couldn’t get out of the way quick enough; and so —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 And so they ran over you?
 

FOLDAL. They came right down upon me, madam — or miss. They came right upon me and sent me rolling over and over in the snow — so that I lost my spectacles and got my umbrella broken. [Rubbing his leg.] And my ankle a little hurt too.
 

BORKMAN.

[Laughing inwardly.] Do you know who were in that sledge,
 Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL. No, how could I see? It was a covered sledge, and the curtains were down. And the driver didn’t stop a moment after he had sent me spinning. But it doesn’t matter a bit, for —— [With an outburst.] Oh, I am so happy, so happy!
 

BORKMAN.
 Happy?
 

FOLDAL. Well, I don’t exactly know what to call it. But I think happy is the nearest word. For something wonderful has happened! And that is why I couldn’t help — I had to come out and share my happiness with you, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN.

[Harshly.] Well, share away then!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, but first take your friend indoors with you, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.

[Sternly.] I have told you I will not go into the house.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 But don’t you hear, he has been run over!
 

BORKMAN. Oh, we are all of us run over, sometime or other in life. The thing is to jump up again, and let no one see you are hurt.
 

FOLDAL. That is a profound saying, John Gabriel. But I can easily tell you my story out here, in a few words.
 

BORKMAN.

[More mildly.] Yes, please do, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL.
 Well, now you shall hear! Only think, when I got home this
 evening after I had been with you, what did I find but a letter.
 Can you guess who it was from?
 

BORKMAN.
 Possibly from your little Frida?
 

FOLDAL. Precisely! Think of your hitting on it at once! Yes, it was a long letter from Frida. A footman had brought it. And can you imagine what was in it?
 

BORKMAN.
 Perhaps it was to say good-bye to her mother and you?
 

FOLDAL. Exactly! How good you are at guessing, John Gabriel! Yes, she tells me that Mrs. Wilton has taken such a fancy to her, and she is to go abroad with her and study music. And Mrs. Wilton has engaged a first-rate teacher who is to accompany them on the journey — and to read with Frida. For unfortunately she has been a good deal neglected in some branches, you see.
 

BORKMAN. [Shaken with inward laughter.] Of course, of course — I see it all quite clearly, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL. [Eagerly continuing.] And only think, she knew nothing about the arrangement until this evening; at that party, you know, h’m! And yet she found time to write to me. And the letter is such a beautiful one — so warm and affectionate, I assure you. There is not a trace of contempt for her father in it. And then what a delicate thought it was to say good-bye to us by letter — before she started. [Laughing.] But of course I can’t let her go like that.
 

BORKMAN.

[Looks inquiringly at him.] How so?
 

FOLDAL. She tells me that they start early to-morrow morning; quite early.
 

BORKMAN.
 Oh indeed — to-morrow? Does she tell you that?
 

FOLDAL. [Laughing and rubbing his hands.] Yes; but I know a trick worth two of that, you see! I am going straight up to Mrs. Wilton’s —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 This evening?
 

FOLDAL.
 Oh, it’s not so very late yet. And even if the house is shut
 up, I shall ring; without hesitation. For I must and will see
 Frida before she starts. Good-night, good-night!
   [Makes a movement to go.
 

BORKMAN. Stop a moment, my poor Vilhelm; you may spare yourself that heavy bit of road.
 

FOLDAL.
 Oh, you are thinking of my ankle —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes; and in any case you won’t get in at Mrs. Wilton’s.
 

FOLDAL. Yes, indeed I will. I’ll go on ringing and knocking till some one comes and lets me in. For I must and will see Frida.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Your daughter has gone already, Mr. Foldal.
 

FOLDAL. [Stands as though thunderstruck.] Has Frida gone already! Are you quite sure? Who told you?
 

BORKMAN.
 We had it from her future teacher.
 

FOLDAL.
 Indeed? And who is he?
 

BORKMAN.
 A certain Mr. Erhart Borkman.
 

FOLDAL. [Beaming with joy.] Your son, John Gabriel? Is he going with them?
 

BORKMAN. Yes; it is he that is to help Mrs. Wilton with little Frida’s education.
 

FOLDAL.
 Oh, Heaven be praised! Then the child is in the best of hands.
 But is it quite certain that they have started with her already?
 

BORKMAN.
 They took her away in that sledge which ran you over in the road.
 

FOLDAL. [Clasping his hands.] To think that my little Frida was in that magnificent sledge!
 

BORKMAN. [Nodding.] Yes, yes, Vilhelm, your daughter has come to drive in her carriage. And Master Erhart, too. Tell me, did you notice the silver bells?
 

FOLDAL. Yes, indeed. Silver bells did you say? Were they silver? Real, genuine silver bells?
 

BORKMAN. You may be quite sure of that. Everything was genuine — both outside and in.
 

FOLDAL. [In quiet emotion.] Isn’t it strange how fortune can sometimes befriend one? It is my — my little gift of song that has transmuted itself into music in Frida. So after all, it is not for nothing that I was born a poet. For now she is going forth into the great wide world, that I once yearned so passionately to see. Little Frida sets out in a splendid covered sledge with silver bells on the harness —— 
 

BORKMAN.
 And runs over her father.
 

FOLDAL. [Happily.] Oh, pooh! What does it matter about me, if only the child —— ! Well, so I am too late, then, after all. I must go home again and comfort her mother. I left her crying in the kitchen.
 

BORKMAN.
 Crying?
 

FOLDAL. [Smiling.] Yes, would you believe it, she was crying her eyes out when I came away.
 

BORKMAN.
 And you are laughing, Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL. Yes, I am, of course. But she, poor thing, she doesn’t know any better, you see. Well, good-bye! It’s a good thing I have the tramway so handy. Good-bye, good-bye, John Gabriel. Good-bye, Madam.
 

[He bows and limps laboriously out by the way he came.
 

BORKMAN.

[Stands silent for a moment, gazing before him.] Good-bye,
 Vilhelm! It is not the first time in your life that you’ve
 been run over, old friend.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Looking at him with suppressed anxiety.] You are so pale,
 John, so very pale.
 

BORKMAN.
 That is the effect of the prison air up yonder.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I have never seen you like this before.
 

BORKMAN.
 No, for I suppose you have never seen an escaped convict before.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, do come into the house with me, John!
 

BORKMAN.
 It is no use trying to lure me in. I have told you —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 But when I beg and implore you —— ? For your own sake —— 
 

[THE MAID opens the door, and stands in the doorway.
 

THE MAID. I beg your pardon. Mrs. Borkman told me to lock the front door now.
 

BORKMAN. [In a low voice, to ELLA.] You see, they want to lock me up again!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [To THE MAID.] Mr. Borkman is not quite well. He wants to have a little fresh air before coming in.
 

THE MAID.
 But Mrs. Borkman told me to —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I shall lock the door. Just leave the key in the lock.
 

THE MAID.
 Oh, very well; I’ll leave it.
   [She goes into the house again.
 

BORKMAN. [Stands silent for a moment, and listens; then goes hastily down the steps and out into the open space.] Now I am outside the walls, Ella! Now they will never get hold of me again!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Who has gone down to him.] But you are a free man in there, too, John. You can come and go just as you please.
 

BORKMAN. [Softly, as though in terror.] Never under a roof again! It is so good to be out here in the night. If I went up into the gallery now, ceiling and walls would shrink together and crush me — crush me flat as a fly.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 But where will you go, then?
 

BORKMAN. I will simply go on, and on, and on. I will try if I cannot make my way to freedom, and life, and human beings again. Will you go with me, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I? Now?
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes, at once!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 But how far?
 

BORKMAN.
 As far as ever I can.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Oh, but think what you are doing! Out in this raw, cold winter night —— 
 

BORKMAN. [Speaking very hoarsely.] Oho — my lady is concerned about her health? Yes, yes — I know it is delicate.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 It is your health I am concerned about.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hohoho! A dead man’s health! I can’t help laughing at you,
 Ella! [He moves onwards.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Following him: holding him back.] What did you call yourself?
 

BORKMAN. A dead man, I said. Don’t you remember, Gunhild told me to lie quiet where I was?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With resolution, throwing her cloak around her.] I will go with you, John.
 

BORKMAN.
 Yes, we two belong to each other, Ella. [Advancing.] So come!
 

 [They have gradually passed into the low wood on the left.
       It conceals them little by little, until they are quite
       lost to sight. The house and the open space disappear.
       The landscape, consisting of wooded slopes and ridges,
       slowly changes and grows wilder and wilder.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM’s VOICE.

[Is heard in the wood to the right.] Where are we going, John?
 I don’t recognise this place.
 

BORKMAN’s VOICE.

[Higher up.] Just follow my footprints in the snow!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM’s VOICE.
 But why need we climb so high?
 

BORKMAN’s VOICE.

[Nearer at hand.] We must go up the winding path.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Still hidden.] Oh, but I can’t go much further.
 

BORKMAN. [On the verge of the wood to the right.] Come, come! We are not far from the view now. There used to be a seat there.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Appearing among the trees.] Do you remember it?
 

BORKMAN.
 You can rest there.
 

[They have emerged upon a small high-lying, open plateau in the wood. The mountain rises abruptly behind them. To the left, far below, an extensive fiord landscape, with high ranges in the distance, towering one above the other. On the plateau, to the left, a dead fir-tree with a bench under it. The snow lies deep upon the plateau.
 

 [BORKMAN and, after him, ELLA RENTHEIM enter from the right
       and wade with difficulty through the snow.
 

BORKMAN.

[Stopping at the verge of the steep declivity on the left.]
 Come here, Ella, and you shall see.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Coming up to him.] What do you want to show me, John?
 

BORKMAN. [Pointing outwards.] Do you see how free and open the country lies before us — away to the far horizon?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. We have often sat on this bench before, and looked out into a much, much further distance.
 

BORKMAN.
 It was a dreamland we then looked out over.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Nodding sadly.] It was the dreamland of our life, yes. And now that land is buried in snow. And the old tree is dead.
 

BORKMAN. [Not listening to her.] Can you see the smoke of the great steamships out on the fiord?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No.
 

BORKMAN. I can. They come and they go. They weave a network of fellowship all round the world. They shed light and warmth over the souls of men in many thousands of homes. That was what I dreamed of doing.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Softly.] And it remained a dream.
 

BORKMAN. It remained a dream, yes. [Listening.] And hark, down by the river, dear! The factories are working! My factories! All those that I would have created! Listen! Do you hear them humming? The night shift is on — so they are working night and day. Hark! hark! the wheels are whirling and the bands are flashing — round and round and round. Can’t you hear, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No.
 

BORKMAN.
 I can hear it.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Anxiously.] I think you are mistaken, John.
 

BORKMAN. [More and more fired up.] Oh, but all these — they are only like the outworks around the kingdom, I tell you!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 The kingdom, you say? What kingdom?
 

BORKMAN. My kingdom, of course! The kingdom I was on the point of conquering when I — when I died.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Shaken, in a low voice.] Oh, John, John!
 

BORKMAN. And now there it lies — defenceless, masterless — exposed to all the robbers and plunderers. Ella, do you see the mountain chains there — far away? They soar, they tower aloft, one behind the other! That is my vast, my infinite, inexhaustible kingdom!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Oh, but there comes an icy blast from that kingdom, John!
 

BORKMAN. That blast is the breath of life to me. That blast comes to me like a greeting from subject spirits. I seem to touch them, the prisoned millions; I can see the veins of metal stretch out their winding, branching, luring arms to me. I saw them before my eyes like living shapes, that night when I stood in the strong-room with the candle in my hand. You begged to be liberated, and I tried to free you. But my strength failed me; and the treasure sank back into the deep again. [With outstretched hands.] But I will whisper it to you here in the stillness of the night: I love you, as you lie there spellbound in the deeps and the darkness! I love you, unborn treasures, yearning for the light! I love you, with all your shining train of power and glory! I love you, love you, love you!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [In suppressed but rising agitation.] Yes, your love is still down there, John. It has always been rooted there. But here, in the light of day, here there was a living, warm, human heart that throbbed and glowed for you. And this heart you crushed. Oh worse than that! Ten times worse! You sold it for — for —— 
 

BORKMAN. [Trembles; a cold shudder seems to go through him.] For the kingdom — and the power — and the glory — you mean?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. Yes, that is what I mean. I have said it once before to-night: you have murdered the love-life in the woman who loved you. And whom you loved in return, so far as you could love any one. [With uplifted arm.] And therefore I prophesy to you, John Gabriel Borkman — you will never touch the price you demanded for the murder. You will never enter in triumph into your cold, dark kingdom!
 

BORKMAN. [Staggers to the bench and seats himself heavily.] I almost fear your prophecy will come true, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Going up to him.] You must not fear it, John. That is the best thing that can happen to you.
 

BORKMAN.

[With a shriek; clutching at his breast.] Ah —— ! [Feebly.]
 Now it let me go again.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Shaking him.] What was it, John?
 

BORKMAN. [Sinking down against the back of the seat.] It was a hand of ice that clutched at my heart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 John! Did you feel the ice-hand again!
 

BORKMAN.

[Murmurs.] No. No ice-hand. It was a metal hand.
   [He sinks right down upon the bench.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Tears off her cloak and throws it over him.] Lie still where you are! I will go and bring help for you.
 

 [She goes a step or two towards the right; then she stops,
       returns, and carefully feels his pulse and touches his
       face.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [Softly and firmly.] No. It is best so, John Borkman. Best for you.
 

 [She spreads the cloak closer around him, and sinks down in
       the snow in front of the bench. A short silence.
 

 [MRS. BORKMAN, wrapped in a mantle, comes through the wood
       on the right. THE MAID goes before her carrying a lantern.
 

THE MAID. [Throwing the light upon the snow.] Yes, yes, ma’am, here are their tracks.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Peering around.] Yes, here they are! They are sitting there on the bench. [Calls.] Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Rising.] Are you looking for us?
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Sternly.] Yes, you see I have to.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Pointing.] Look, there he lies, Gunhild.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 Sleeping?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 A long, deep sleep, I think.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With an outburst.] Ella! [Controls herself and asks in a low voice.] Did he do it — of his own accord?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Relieved.] Not by his own hand then?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 No. It was an ice-cold metal hand that gripped him by the heart.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [To THE MAID.] Go for help. Get the men to come up from the farm.
 

THE MAID.
 Yes, I will, ma’am. [To herself.] Lord save us!
   [She goes out through the wood to the right.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

[Standing behind the bench.] So the night air has killed him —— 
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 So it appears.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.

 —— strong man that he was.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Coming in front of the bench.] Will you not look at him,
 Gunhild?
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [With a gesture of repulsion.] No, no, no. [Lowering her voice.] He was a miner’s son, John Gabriel Borkman. He could not live in the fresh air.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 It was rather the cold that killed him.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. [Shakes her head.] The cold, you say? The cold — that had killed him long ago.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.

[Nodding to her.] Yes — and changed us two into shadows.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 You are right there.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM. [With a painful smile.] A dead man and two shadows — that is what the cold has made of us.
 

MRS. BORKMAN. Yes, the coldness of heart. — And now I think we two may hold out our hands to each other, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I think we may, now.
 

MRS. BORKMAN.
 We twin sisters — over him we have both loved.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 We two shadows — over the dead man.
 

 [MRS. BORKMAN behind the bench, and ELLA RENTHEIM in front
       of it, take each other’s hand.
 

FINIS
 






  

WHEN WE DEAD AWAKEN


 

A DRAMATIC EPILOGUE IN THREE ACTS.
 

Translated by William Archer
 

Ibsen’s last play was written in Christiania in 1899. There were many factors that distracted him from writing When We Dead Awaken. At the time he was involved in planning the first two collected editions of his works, including a German edition, published in nine volumes by the historians of literature Julius Elias and Paul Schlenther from 1898-1903, and the Norwegian edition, published by Danish Gyldendal in nine volumes from 1898 to 1900. Also, in the spring of 1898 Ibsen celebrated his seventieth birthday, with large-scale festivities held for him in Christiania, Copenhagen and Stockholm. He made speeches, gave interviews and received frequent visits in Christiania, further impeding the writing process of When We Dead Awaken until the beginning of 1899.

The title of the play was changed twice during the writing of the fair copy, first to ‘The Day of Resurrection’, then to ‘When The Dead Awaken’ and then finally to ‘When We Dead Awaken’. The fair copy of the manuscript was sent to the publisher the same day as it was completed, November 21, 1899. The full title of the play, When We Dead Awaken. A Dramatic Epilogue in Three Acts, was advertised before the book was for sale by the Danish newspaper Politiken, claiming that ‘epilogue’ signified that “the writer has spoken his last words in this play and has thus concluded his dramatic works”. Nevertheless, this claim was denied by Ibsen himself in an interview in the newspaper Verdens Gang on December 12, 1899.

When We Dead Awaken was published by Gyldendalske Boghandels Forlag on December 22nd 1899 in Copenhagen, Christiania, Stockholm and Berlin, and consisted of 12,000 copies. A second issue of 2,000 copies had to be printed even before the book was on sale, on account of the large number of advance orders. Consequently, 14,000 copies altogether were released simultaneously. The book was received with positive regard.

The first full staging of the play was at the Hoftheater in Stuttgart on January 26, 1900, followed shortly afterwards by productions in Copenhagen, Helsingfors, Christiania, Stockholm and Berlin. It proved difficult to make the play function satisfactorily on the stage, as Edvard Brandes wrote in connection with his production, “The actors were too small”.

The first act is set outside a spa overlooking a fjord, where we are introduced to the sculptor Arnold Rubek and his wife Maia, who are reading newspapers and drinking champagne. They marvel at how quiet the spa is. Their conversation is light-hearted, but Arnold hints at a general unhappiness with his life and Maia also hints at disappointment. Arnold had promised to take her to a mountaintop to see the whole world as it is, but they have never done so.

The hotel manager passes by with some guests and inquires if the Rubeks need anything. During their encounter, a mysterious woman dressed in white passes by, followed closely by a nun in black. Arnold is drawn to her for some reason. The manager does not know much about her, and he tries to excuse himself before Squire Ulfheim can spot him. Unable to do so, Ulfheim corners him and requests breakfast for his hunting dogs. Spotting the Rubeks, he introduces himself and mocks their plans to take a cruise, insisting that the water is too contaminated by other people. He is stopping at the spa on his way to a mountain hunt for bears, and he insists that the couple should join him, as the mountains are unpolluted by people.

The play is dominated by images of stone and petrification — the process by which organic material is converted into stone through the replacement of the original material. Ibsen’s final play is a despairing work, full of probing questions as to what it is to have truly lived a life and not to have wasted it.






  








 

Ibsen, at the time of writing his last play, in Christiania, 1899
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Auguste Rodin (1840–1917) and his lover Camille Claudel. Some critics argue that the play is based on their relationship.






  








 

The Hardangervidda mountain plateau in central southern Norway is the setting of the last two acts.






  








INTRODUCTION.
 

From Pillars of Society to John Gabriel Borkman, Ibsen’s plays had followed each other at regular intervals of two years, save when his indignation over the abuse heaped upon Ghosts reduced to a single year the interval between that play and An Enemy of the People. John Gabriel Borkman having appeared in 1896, its successor was expected in 1898; but Christmas came and brought no rumour of a new play. In a man now over seventy, this breach of a long-established habit seemed ominous. The new National Theatre in Christiania was opened in September of the following year; and when I then met Ibsen (for the last time) he told me that he was actually at work on a new play, which he thought of calling a “Dramatic Epilogue.” “He wrote When We Dead Awaken,” says Dr. Elias, “with such labour and such passionate agitation, so spasmodically and so feverishly, that those around him were almost alarmed. He must get on with it, he must get on! He seemed to hear the beating of dark pinions over his head. He seemed to feel the grim Visitant, who had accompanied Alfred Allmers on the mountain paths, already standing behind him with uplifted hand. His relatives are firmly convinced that he knew quite clearly that this would be his last play, that he was to write no more. And soon the blow fell.”

When We Dead Awaken was published very shortly before Christmas 1899. He had still a year of comparative health before him. We find him in March 1900, writing to Count Prozor: “I cannot say yet whether or not I shall write another drama; but if I continue to retain the vigour of body and mind which I at present enjoy, I do not imagine that I shall be able to keep permanently away from the old battlefields. However, if I were to make my appearance again, it would be with new weapons and in new armour.” Was he hinting at the desire, which he had long ago confessed to Professor Herford, that his last work should be a drama in verse? Whatever his dream, it was not to be realised. His last letter (defending his attitude of philosophic impartiality with regard to the South African war) is dated December 9, 1900. With the dawn of the new century, the curtain descended upon the mind of the great dramatic poet of the age which had passed away.

When We Dead Awaken was acted during 1900 at most of the leading theatres in Scandinavia and Germany. In some German cities (notably in Frankfort on Main) it even attained a considerable number of representatives. I cannot learn, however, that it has anywhere held the stage. It was produced in London, by the State Society, at the Imperial Theatre, on January 25 and 26, 1903. Mr. G. S. Titheradge played Rubek, Miss Henrietta Watson Irene, Miss Mabel Hackney Maia, and Mr. Laurence Irving Ulfheim. I find no record of any American performance.

In the above-mentioned letter to Count Prozor, Ibsen confirmed that critic’s conjecture that “the series which ends with the Epilogue really began with The Master Builder.” As the last confession, so to speak, of a great artist, the Epilogue will always be read with interest. It contains, moreover, many flashes of the old genius, many strokes of the old incommunicable magic. One may say with perfect sincerity that there is more fascination in the dregs of Ibsen’s mind than in the “first sprightly running” of more common-place talents. But to his sane admirers the interest of the play must always be melancholy, because it is purely pathological. To deny this is, in my opinion, to cast a slur over all the poet’s previous work, and in great measure to justify the criticisms of his most violent detractors. For When We Dead Awaken is very like the sort of play that haunted the “anti-Ibsenite” imagination in the year 1893 or thereabouts. It is a piece of self-caricature, a series of echoes from all the earlier plays, an exaggeration of manner to the pitch of mannerism. Moreover, in his treatment of his symbolic motives, Ibsen did exactly what he had hitherto, with perfect justice, plumed himself upon never doing: he sacrificed the surface reality to the underlying meaning. Take, for instance, the history of Rubek’s statue and its development into a group. In actual sculpture this development is a grotesque impossibility. In conceiving it we are deserting the domain of reality, and plunging into some fourth dimension where the properties of matter are other than those we know. This is an abandonment of the fundamental principle which Ibsen over and over again emphatically expressed — namely, that any symbolism his work might be found to contain was entirely incidental, and subordinate to the truth and consistency of his picture of life. Even when he dallied with the supernatural, as in The Master Builder and Little Eyolf, he was always careful, as I have tried to show, not to overstep decisively the boundaries of the natural. Here, on the other hand, without any suggestion of the supernatural, we are confronted with the wholly impossible, the inconceivable. How remote is this alike from his principles of art and from the consistent, unvarying practice of his better years! So great is the chasm between John Gabriel Borkman and When We Dead Awaken that one could almost suppose his mental breakdown to have preceded instead of followed the writing of the latter play. Certainly it is one of the premonitions of the coming end. It is Ibsen’s Count Robert of Paris. To pretend to rank it with his masterpieces is to show a very imperfect sense of the nature of their mastery.






  








CHARACTERS.
 

PROFESSOR ARNOLD RUBEK, a sculptor.

MRS. MAIA RUBEK, his wife.

THE INSPECTOR at the Baths.

ULFHEIM, a landed proprietor.

A STRANGER LADY.
 A SISTER OF MERCY.
 Servants, Visitors to the Baths, and Children.

SCENE: The First Act passes at a bathing establishment on the coast; the Second and Third Acts in the neighbourhood of a health resort, high in the mountains.
 






  








ACT FIRST.
 

[Outside the Bath Hotel. A portion of the main building can be seen to the right.
 

An open, park-like place with a fountain, groups of fine old trees, and shrubbery. To the left, a little pavilion almost covered with ivy and Virginia creeper. A table and chair outside it. At the back a view over the fjord, right out to sea, with headlands and small islands in the distance. It is a calm, warm and sunny summer morning.
 

[PROFESSOR RUBEK and MRS. MAIA RUBEK are sitting in basket chairs beside a covered table on the lawn outside the hotel, having just breakfasted. They have champagne and seltzer water on the table, and each has a newspaper. PROFESSOR RUBEK is an elderly man of distinguished appearance, wearing a black velvet jacket, and otherwise in light summer attire. MAIA is quite young, with a vivacious expression and lively, mocking eyes, yet with a suggestion of fatigue. She wears an elegant travelling dress.
 

MAIA.

[Sits for some time as though waiting for the PROFESSOR to say something, then lets her paper drop with a deep sigh.] Oh dear, dear, dear — !
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks up from his paper.] Well, Maia? What is the matter with you?
 

MAIA.
 Just listen how silent it is here.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Smiles indulgently.] And you can hear that?
 

MAIA.
 What?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 The silence?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, indeed I can.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well, perhaps you are right, mein Kind. One can really hear the silence.
 

MAIA.
 Heaven knows you can — when it’s so absolutely overpowering as it is here — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Here at the Baths, you mean?
 

MAIA.
 Wherever you go at home here, it seems to me. Of course there was noise and bustle enough in the town. But I don’t know how it is — even the noise and bustle seemed to have something dead about it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With a searching glance.] You don’t seem particularly glad to be at home again, Maia?
 

MAIA.

[Looks at him.] Are you glad?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Evasively.] I — ?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, you, who have been so much, much further away than I. Are you entirely happy, now that you are at home again?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 No — to be quite candid — perhaps not entirely happy — 
 

MAIA.

[With animation.] There, you see! Didn’t I know it!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I have been too long abroad. I have drifted quite away from all this — this home life.
 

MAIA.

[Eagerly, drawing her chair nearer him.] There, you see, Rubek! We had much better get away again! As quickly as ever we can.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Somewhat impatiently.] Well, well, that is what we intend to do, my dear Maia. You know that.
 

MAIA.
 But why not now — at once? Only think how cozy and comfortable we could be down there, in our lovely new house — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Smiles indulgently.] We ought by rights to say: our lovely new home.
 

MAIA.

[Shortly.] I prefer to say house — let us keep to that.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[His eyes dwelling on her.] You are really a strange little person.
 

MAIA.
 Am I so strange?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, I think so.
 

MAIA.
 But why, pray? Perhaps because I’m not desperately in love with mooning about up here — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Which of us was it that was absolutely bent on our coming north this summer?
 

MAIA.
 I admit, it was I.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 It was certainly not I, at any rate.
 

MAIA.
 But good heavens, who could have dreamt that everything would have altered so terribly at home here? And in so short a time, too! Why, it is only just four years since I went away — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Since you were married, yes.
 

MAIA.
 Married? What has that to do with the matter?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Continuing.] — since you became the Frau Professor, and found yourself mistress of a charming home — I beg your pardon — a very handsome house, I ought to say. And a villa on the Lake of Taunitz, just at the point that has become most fashionable, too — . In fact it is all very handsome and distinguished, Maia, there’s no denying that. And spacious too. We need not always be getting in each other’s way — 
 

MAIA.

[Lightly.] No, no, no — there’s certainly no lack of house-room, and that sort of thing — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Remember, too, that you have been living in altogether more spacious and distinguished surroundings — in more polished society than you were accustomed to at home.
 

MAIA.

[Looking at him.] Ah, so you think it is I that have changed?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Indeed I do, Maia.
 

MAIA.
 I alone? Not the people here?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh yes, they too — a little, perhaps. And not at all in the direction of amiability. That I readily admit.
 

MAIA.
 I should think you must admit it, indeed.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Changing the subject.] Do you know how it affects me when I look at the life of the people around us here?
 

MAIA.
 No. Tell me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 It makes me think of that night we spent in the train, when we were coming up here — 
 

MAIA.
 Why, you were sound asleep all the time.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Not quite. I noticed how silent it became at all the little roadside stations. I heard the silence — like you, Maia — 
 

MAIA.
 H’m, — like me, yes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK. — and that assured me that we had crossed the frontier — that we were really at home. For the train stopped at all the little stations — although there was nothing doing at all.
 

MAIA.
 Then why did it stop — though there was nothing to be done?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Can’t say. No one got out or in; but all the same the train stopped a long, endless time. And at every station I could make out that there were two railway men walking up and down the platform — one with a lantern in his hand — and they said things to each other in the night, low, and toneless, and meaningless.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, that is quite true. There are always two men walking up and down, and talking — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK. — of nothing. [Changing to a livelier tone.] But just wait till to-morrow. Then we shall have the great luxurious steamer lying in the harbour. We’ll go on board her, and sail all round the coast — northward ho! — right to the polar sea.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, but then you will see nothing of the country — and of the people. And that was what you particularly wanted.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shortly and snappishly.] I have seen more than enough.
 

MAIA.
 Do you think a sea voyage will be better for you?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 It is always a change.
 

MAIA.
 Well, well, if only it is the right thing for you — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For me? The right thing? There is nothing in the world the matter with me.
 

MAIA.

[Rises and goes to him.] Yes, there is, Rubek. I am sure you must feel it yourself.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Why my dearest Maia — what should be amiss with me?
 

MAIA.

[Behind him, bending over the back of his chair.] That you must tell me. You have begun to wander about without a moment’s peace. You cannot rest anywhere — neither at home nor abroad. You have become quite misanthropic of late.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With a touch of sarcasm.] Dear me — have you noticed that?
 

MAIA.
 No one that knows you can help noticing it. And then it seems to me so sad that you have lost all pleasure in your work.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 That too, eh?
 

MAIA.
 You that used to be so indefatigable — working from morning to night!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Gloomily.] Used to be, yes — 
 

MAIA.
 But ever since you got your great masterpiece out of hand — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods thoughtfully.] “The Resurrection Day” — 
 

MAIA. — the masterpiece that has gone round the whole world, and made you so famous — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Perhaps that is just the misfortune, Maia.
 

MAIA.
 How so?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 When I had finished this masterpiece of mine — [Makes a passionate movement with his hand] — for “The Resurrection Day” is a masterpiece! Or was one in the beginning. No, it is one still. It must, must, must be a masterpiece!
 

MAIA.

[Looks at him in astonishment.] Why, Rubek — all the world knows that.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Short, repellently.] All the world knows nothing! Understands nothing!
 

MAIA.
 Well, at any rate it can divine something — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Something that isn’t there at all, yes. Something that never was in my mind. Ah yes, that they can all go into ecstasies over! [Growling to himself.] What is the good of working oneself to death for the mob and the masses — for “all the world”!
 

MAIA.
 Do you think it is better, then — do you think it is worthy of you, to do nothing at all but portrait-bust now and then?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With a sly smile.] They are not exactly portrait-busts that I turn out, Maia.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, indeed they are — for the last two or three years — ever since you finished your great group and got it out of the house — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 All the same, they are no mere portrait-busts, I assure you.
 

MAIA.
 What are they, then?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 There is something equivocal, something cryptic, lurking in and behind these busts — a secret something, that the people themselves cannot see — 
 

MAIA.
 Indeed?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Decisively.] I alone can see it. And it amuses me unspeakably. — On the surface I give them the “striking likeness,” as they call it, that they all stand and gape at in astonishment — [Lowers his voice] — but at bottom they are all respectable, pompous horse-faces, and self-opinionated donkey-muzzles, and lop-eared, low-browed dog-skulls, and fatted swine-snouts — and sometimes dull, brutal bull-fronts as well — 
 

MAIA.

[Indifferently.] All the dear domestic animals, in fact.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Simply the dear domestic animals, Maia. All the animals which men have bedevilled in their own image — and which have bedevilled men in return. [Empties his champagne-glass and laughs.] And it is these double-faced works of art that our excellent plutocrats come and order of me. And pay for in all good faith — and in good round figures too — almost their weight in gold, as the saying goes.
 

MAIA.

[Fills his glass.] Come, Rubek! Drink and be happy.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Passes his hand several times across his forehead and leans back in his chair.] I am happy, Maia. Really happy — in a way. [Short silence.] For after all there is a certain happiness in feeling oneself free and independent on every hand — in having at ones command everything one can possibly wish for — all outward things, that is to say. Do you not agree with me, Maia?
 

MAIA.
 Oh yes, I agree. All that is well enough in its way. [Looking at him.] But do you remember what you promised me the day we came to an understanding on — on that troublesome point — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods.] — on the subject of our marriage, yes. It was no easy matter for you, Maia.
 

MAIA.

[Continuing unruffled.] — and agreed that I was to go abroad with you, and live there for good and all — and enjoy myself. — Do you remember what you promised me that day?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shaking his head.] No, I can’t say that I do. Well, what did I promise?
 

MAIA.
 You said you would take me up to a high mountain and show me all the glory of the world.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With a slight start.] Did I promise you that, too?
 

MAIA.
 Me too? Who else, pray?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Indifferently.] No, no, I only meant did I promise to show you — ?
 

MAIA. — all the glory of the world? Yes, you did. And all that glory should be mine, you said.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 That is sort of figure of speech that I was in the habit of using once upon a time.
 

MAIA.
 Only a figure of speech?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, a schoolboy phrase — the sort of thing I used to say when I wanted to lure the neighbours’ children out to play with me, in the woods and on the mountains.
 

MAIA.

[Looking hard at him.] Perhaps you only wanted to lure me out to play, as well?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Passing it off as a jest.] Well, has it not been a tolerable amusing game, Maia?
 

MAIA.

[Coldly.] I did not go with you only to play.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 No, no, I daresay not.
 

MAIA.
 And you never took me up with you to any high mountain, or showed me — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With irritation.] — all the glory of the world? No, I did not. For, let me tell you something: you are not really born to be a mountain-climber, little Maia.
 

MAIA.

[Trying to control herself.] Yet at one time you seemed to think I was.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Four or five years ago, yes. [Stretching himself in his chair.] Four or five years — it’s a long, long time, Maia.
 

MAIA.

[Looking at him with a bitter expression.] Has the time seemed so very long to you, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I am beginning now to find it a trifle long. [Yawning.] Now and then, you know.
 

MAIA.

[Returning to her place.] I shall not bore you any longer. [She resumes her seat, takes up the newspaper, and begins turning over the leaves. Silence on both sides.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Leaning on his elbows across the table, and looking at her teasingly.] Is the Frau Professor offended?
 

MAIA.

[Coldly, without looking up.] No, not at all. [Visitors to the baths, most of them ladies, begin to pass, singly and in groups, through the park from the right, and out to the left.
 

[Waiters bring refreshments from the hotel, and go off behind the pavilion.
 

[The INSPECTOR, wearing gloves and carrying a stick, comes from his rounds in the park, meets visitors, bows politely, and exchanges a few words with some of them.
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Advancing to PROFESSOR RUBEK’s table and politely taking off his hat.] I have the honour to wish you good morning, Mrs. Rubek. — Good morning, Professor Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Good morning, good morning Inspector.
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Addressing himself to MRS. RUBEK.] May I venture to ask if you have slept well?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, thank you; excellently — for my part. I always sleep like a stone.
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 I am delighted to hear it. The first night in a strange place is often rather trying. — And the Professor — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh, my night’s rest is never much to boast of — especially of late.
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[With a show of sympathy.] Oh — that is a pity. But after a few weeks’ stay at the Baths — you will quite get over that.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looking up at him.] Tell me, Inspector — are any of your patients in the habit of taking baths during the night?
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Astonished.] During the night? No, I have never heard of such a thing.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Have you not?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 No, I don’t know of any one so ill as to require such treatment.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well, at any rate there is some one who is in the habit of walking about the park by night?
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Smiling and shaking his head.] No, Professor — that would be against the rules.
 

MAIA.

[Impatiently.] Good Heavens, Rubek, I told you so this morning — you must have dreamt it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Drily.] Indeed? Must I? Thank you! [Turning to the INSPECTOR.] The fact is, I got up last night — I couldn’t sleep — and I wanted to see what sort of night it was — 
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Attentively.] To be sure — and then — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I looked out at the window — and caught sight of a white figure in there among the trees.
 

MAIA.

[Smiling to the INSPECTOR.] And the Professor declares that the figure was dressed in a bathing costume — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK. — or something like it, I said. Couldn’t distinguish very clearly. But I am sure it was something white.
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Most remarkable. Was it a gentleman or a lady?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I could almost have sworn it was a lady. But then after it came another figure. And that one was quite dark — like a shadow — .
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Starting.] A dark one? Quite black, perhaps?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, I should almost have said so.
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[A light breaking in upon him.] And behind the white figure? Following close upon her — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes — at a little distance — 
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Aha! Then I think I can explain the mystery, Professor.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well, what was it then?
 

MAIA.

[Simultaneously.] Was the professor really not dreaming?
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Suddenly whispering, as he directs their attention towards the background on the right.] Hush, if you please! Look there — don’t speak loud for a moment. [A slender lady, dressed in fine, cream-white cashmere, and followed by a SISTER OF MERCY in black, with a silver cross hanging by a chain on her breast, comes forward from behind the hotel and crosses the park towards the pavilion in front on the left. Her face is pale, and its lines seem to have stiffened; the eyelids are drooped and the eyes appear as though they saw nothing. Her dress comes down to her feet and clings to the body in perpendicular folds. Over her head, neck, breast, shoulders and arms she wears a large shawl of white crape. She keeps her arms crossed upon her breast. She carries her body immovably, and her steps are stiff and measured. The SISTER’s bearing is also measured, and she has the air of a servant. She keeps her brown piercing eyes incessantly fixed upon the lady. WAITERS, with napkins on their arms, come forward in the hotel doorway, and cast curious glances at the strangers, who take no notice of anything, and, without looking round, enter the pavilion.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Has risen slowly and involuntarily, and stands staring at the closed door of the pavilion.] Who was that lady?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 She is a stranger who has rented the little pavilion there.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 A foreigner?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Presumably. At any rate they both came from abroad — about a week ago. They have never been here before.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Decidedly; looking at him.] It was she I saw in the park last night.
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 No doubt it must have been. I thought so from the first.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 What is this lady’s name, Inspector?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 She has registered herself as “Madame de Satow, with companion.” We know nothing more.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Reflecting.] Satow? Satow — ?
 

MAIA. [Laughing mockingly.] Do you know any one of that name, Rubek? Eh?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shaking his head.] No, no one. — Satow? It sounds Russian — or in all events Slavonic. [To the INSPECTOR.] What language does she speak?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 When the two ladies talk to each other, it is in a language I cannot make out at all. But at other times she speaks Norwegian like a native.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Exclaims with a start.] Norwegian? You are sure you are not mistaken?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 No, how could I be mistaken in that?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks at him with eager interest.] You have heard her yourself?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Yes. I myself have spoken to her — several times. — Only a few words, however; she is far from communicative. But — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But Norwegian it was?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Thoroughly good Norwegian — perhaps with a little north-country accent.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Gazing straight before him in amazement, whispers.] That too?
 

MAIA.

[A little hurt and jarred.] Perhaps this lady has been one of your models, Rubek? Search your memory.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks cuttingly at her.] My models?
 

MAIA.

[With a provoking smile.] In your younger days, I mean. You are said to have had innumerable models — long ago, of course.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[In the same tone.] Oh no, little Frau Maia. I have in reality had only one single model. One and only one — for everything I have done.
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Who has turned away and stands looking out to the left.] If you’ll excuse me, I think I will take my leave. I see some one coming whom it is not particularly agreeable to meet. Especially in the presence of ladies.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looking in the same direction.] That sportsman there? Who is it?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 It is a certain Mr. Ulfheim, from — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh, Mr. Ulfheim — 
 

THE INSPECTOR. — the bear-killer, as they call him — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I know him.
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Who does not know him?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Very slightly, however. Is he on your list of patients — at last?
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 No, strangely enough — not as yet. He comes here only once a year — on his way up to his hunting-grounds. — Excuse me for the moment — [Makes a movement to go into the hotel.
 

ULFHEIM’s VOICE.

[Heard outside.] Stop a moment, man! Devil take it all, can’t you stop? Why do you always scuttle away from me?
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Stops.] I am not scuttling at all, Mr. Ulfheim. [ULFHEIM enters from the left followed by a servant with a couple of sporting dogs in leash. ULFHEIM is in shooting costume, with high boots and a felt hat with a feather in it. He is a long, lank, sinewy personage, with matted hair and beard, and a loud voice. His appearance gives no precise clue to his age, but he is no longer young.]
 

ULFHEIM.

[Pounces upon the INSPECTOR.] Is this a way to receive strangers, hey? You scamper away with your tail between your legs — as if you had the devil at your heels.
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Calmly, without answering him.] Has Mr. Ulfheim arrived by the steamer?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Growls.] Haven’t had the honour of seeing any steamer. [With his arms akimbo.] Don’t you know that I sail my own cutter? [To the SERVANT.] Look well after your fellow-creatures, Lars. But take care you keep them ravenous, all the same. Fresh meat-bones — but not too much meat on them, do you hear? And be sure it’s reeking raw, and bloody. And get something in your own belly while you’re about it. [Aiming a kick at him.] Now then, go to hell with you! [The SERVANT goes out with the dogs, behind the corner of the hotel.]
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Would not Mr. Ulfheim like to go into the dining-room in the meantime?
 

ULFHEIM.
 In among all the half-dead flies and people? No, thank you a thousand times, Mr. Inspector.
 

THE INSPECTOR.
 Well, well, as you please.
 

ULFHEIM.
 But get the housekeeper to prepare a hamper for me as usual. There must be plenty of provender in it — and lots of brandy — ! You can tell her that I or Lars will come and play Old Harry with her if she doesn’t — 
 

THE INSPECTOR.

[Interrupting.] We know your ways of old. [Turning.] Can I give the waiter any orders, Professor? Can I send Mrs. Rubek anything?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 No thank you; nothing for me.
 

MAIA.
 Nor for me. [The INSPECTOR goes into the hotel.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Stares at them for a moment; then lifts his hat.] Why, blast me if here isn’t a country tyke that has strayed into regular tip-top society.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looking up.] What do you mean by that, Mr. Ulfheim?
 

ULFHEIM.

[More quietly and politely.] I believe I have the honour of addressing no less a person than the great Sculptor Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods.] I remember meeting you once or twice — the autumn when I was last at home.
 

ULFHEIM.
 That’s many years ago, now. And then you weren’t so illustrious as I hear you’ve since become. At that time even a dirty bear-hunter might venture to come near you.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Smiling.] I don’t bite even now.
 

MAIA.

[Looks with interest at ULFHEIM.] Are you really and truly a bear-hunter?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Seating himself at the next table, nearer the hotel.] A bear-hunter when I have the chance, madam. But I make the best of any sort of game that comes in my way — eagles, and wolves, and women, and elks, and reindeer — if only it’s fresh and juicy and has plenty of blood in it. [Drinks from his pocket-flask.
 

MAIA.

[Regarding him fixedly.] But you like bear-hunting best?
 

ULFHEIM.
 I like it best, yes. For then one can have the knife handy at a pinch. [With a slight smile.] We both work in a hard material, madam — both your husband and I. He struggles with his marble blocks, I daresay; and I struggle with tense and quivering bear-sinews. And we both of us win the fight in the end — subdue and master our material. We never rest till we’ve got the upper hand of it, though it fight never so hard.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Deep in thought.] There’s a great deal of truth in what you say.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Yes, for I take it the stone has something to fight for too. It is dead, and determined by no manner of means to let itself be hammered into life. Just like the bear when you come and prod him up in his lair.
 

MAIA.
 Are you going up into the forests now to hunt?
 

ULFHEIM.
 I am going right up into the high mountain. — I suppose you have never been in the high mountain, madam?
 

MAIA.
 No, never.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Confound it all then, you must be sure and come up there this very summer! I’ll take you with me — both you and the Professor, with pleasure.
 

MAIA.
 Thanks. But Rubek is thinking of taking a sea trip this summer.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Round the coast — through the island channels.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Ugh — what the devil would you do in those damnable sickly gutters — floundering about in the brackish ditchwater? Dishwater I should rather call it.
 

MAIA.
 There, you hear, Rubek!
 

ULFHEIM.
 No, much better come up with me to the mountain — away, clean away, from the trail and taint of men. You cant’ think what that means for me. But such a little lady — [He stops.
 

[The SISTER OF MERCY comes out of the pavilion and goes into the hotel.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Following her with his eyes.] Just look at her, do! That night-crow there! — Who is it that’s to be buried?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I have not heard of any one — 
 

ULFHEIM.
 Well, there’s some one on the point of giving up the ghost, then — in on corner or another. — People that are sickly and rickety should have the goodness to see about getting themselves buried — the sooner the better.
 

MAIA.
 Have you ever been ill yourself, Mr. Ulfheim.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Never. If I had, I shouldn’t be here. — But my nearest friends — they have been ill, poor things.
 

MAIA.
 And what did you do for your nearest friends?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Shot them, of course.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looking at him.] Shot them?
 

MAIA.

[Moving her chair back.] Shot them dead?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Nods.] I never miss, madam.
 

MAIA.
 But how can you possibly shoot people!
 

ULFHEIM.
 I am not speaking of people — 
 

MAIA.
 You said your nearest friends — 
 

ULFHEIM.
 Well, who should they be but my dogs?
 

MAIA.
 Are your dogs your nearest friends?
 

ULFHEIM.
 I have none nearer. My honest, trusty, absolutely loyal comrades — . When one of them turns sick and miserable — bang! — and there’s my friend sent packing — to the other world. [The SISTER OF MERCY comes out of the hotel with a tray on which is bread and milk. She places it on the table outside the pavilion, which she enters.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Laughs scornfully.] That stuff there — is that what you call food for human beings! Milk and water and soft, clammy bread. Ah, you should see my comrades feeding. Should you like to see it?
 

MAIA.

[Smiling across to the PROFESSOR and rising.] Yes, very much.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Also rising.] Spoken like a woman of spirit, madam! Come with me, then! They swallow whole great thumping meat-bones — gulp them up and then gulp them down again. Oh, it’s a regular treat to see them. Come along and I’ll show you — and while we’re about it, we can talk over this trip to the mountains — [He goes out by the corner of the hotel, MAIA following him.
 

[Almost at the same moment the STRANGE LADY comes out of the pavilion and seats herself at the table.
 

[The LADY raises her glass of milk and is about to drink, but stops and looks across at RUBEK with vacant, expressionless eyes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Remains sitting at his table and gazes fixedly and earnestly at her. At last he rises, goes some steps towards her, stops, and says in a low voice.] I know you quite well, Irene.
 

THE LADY.

[In a toneless voice, setting down her glass.] You can guess who I am, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Without answering.] And you recognise me, too, I see.
 

THE LADY.
 With you it is quite another matter.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 With me? — How so?
 

THE LADY.
 Oh, you are still alive.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Not understanding.] Alive — ?
 

THE LADY.

[After a short pause.] Who was the other? The woman you had with you — there at the table?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[A little reluctantly.] She? That was my — my wife.
 

THE LADY.

[Nods slowly.] Indeed. That is well, Arnold. Some one, then, who does not concern me — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods.] No, of course not — 
 

THE LADY. — one whom you have taken to you after my lifetime.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Suddenly looking hard at her.] After your — ? What do you mean by that, Irene?
 

IRENE.

[Without answering.] And the child? I hear the child is prospering too. Our child survives me — and has come to honour and glory.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Smiles as at a far-off recollection.] Our child? Yes, we called it so — then.
 

IRENE.
 In my lifetime, yes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Trying to take a lighter tone.] Yes, Irene. — I can assure you “our child” has become famous all the wide world over. I suppose you have read about it.
 

IRENE.

[Nods.] And has made its father famous too. — That was your dream.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[More softly, with emotion.] It is to you I owe everything, everything, Irene — and I thank you.
 

IRENE.

[Lost in thought for a moment.] If I had then done what I had a right to do, Arnold — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well? What then?
 

IRENE.
 I should have killed that child.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Killed it, you say?
 

IRENE.

[Whispering.] Killed it — before I went away from you. Crushed it — crushed it to dust.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shakes his head reproachfully.] You would never have been able to, Irene. You had not the heart to do it.
 

IRENE.
 No, in those days I had not that sort of heart.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But since then? Afterwards?
 

IRENE.
 Since then I have killed it innumerable times. By daylight and in the dark. Killed it in hatred — and in revenge — and in anguish.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Goes close up to the table and asks softly.] Irene — tell me now at last — after all these years — why did you go away from me? You disappeared so utterly — left not a trace behind — 
 

IRENE.

[Shaking her head slowly.] Oh Arnold — why should I tell you that now — from the world beyond the grave.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Was there some one else whom you had come to love?
 

IRENE.
 There was one who had no longer any use for my love — any use for my life.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Changing the subject.] H’m — don’t let us talk any more of the past — 
 

IRENE.
 No, no — by all means let us not talk of what is beyond the grave — what is now beyond the grave for me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Where have you been, Irene? All my inquiries were fruitless — you seemed to have vanished away.
 

IRENE.
 I went into the darkness — when the child stood transfigured in the light.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Have you travelled much about the world?
 

IRENE.
 Yes. Travelled in many lands.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks compassionately at her.] And what have you found to do, Irene?
 

IRENE.

[Turning her eyes upon him.] Wait a moment; let me see — . Yes, now I have it. I have posed on the turntable in variety-shows. Posed as a naked statue in living pictures. Raked in heaps of money. That was more than I could do with you; for you had none. — And then I turned the heads of all sorts of men. That too, was more than I could do with you, Arnold. You kept yourself better in hand.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Hastening to pass the subject by.] And then you have married, too?
 

IRENE.
 Yes; I married one of them.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Who is your husband?
 

IRENE.
 He was a South American. A distinguished diplomatist. [Looks straight in front of her with a stony smile.] Him I managed to drive quite out of his mind; mad — incurably mad; inexorably mad. — It was great sport, I can tell you — while it was in the doing. I could have laughed within me all the time — if I had anything within me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And where is he now?
 

IRENE.
 Oh, in a churchyard somewhere or other. With a fine handsome monument over him. And with a bullet rattling in his skull.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Did he kill himself?
 

IRENE.
 Yes, he was good enough to take that off my hands.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Do you not lament his loss, Irene?
 

IRENE.

[Not understanding.] Lament? What loss?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Why, the loss of Herr von Satow, of course.
 

IRENE.
 His name was not Satow.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Was it not?
 

IRENE.
 My second husband is called Satow. He is a Russian — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And where is he?
 

IRENE.
 Far away in the Ural Mountains. Among all his gold-mines.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 So he lives there?
 

IRENE.

[Shrugs her shoulders.] Lives? Lives? In reality I have killed him — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Start.] Killed — !
 

IRENE.
 Killed him with a fine sharp dagger which I always have with me in bed — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Vehemently.] I don’t believe you, Irene!
 

IRENE.

[With a gentle smile.] Indeed you may believe it, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks compassionately at her.] Have you never had a child?
 

IRENE.
 Yes, I have had many children.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And where are your children now?
 

IRENE.
 I killed them.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Severely.] Now you are telling me lies again!
 

IRENE.
 I have killed them, I tell you — murdered them pitilessly. As soon as ever they came into the world. Oh, long, long before. One after the other.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Sadly and earnestly.] There is something hidden behind everything you say.
 

IRENE.
 How can I help that? Every word I say is whispered into my ear.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I believe I am the only one that can divine your meaning.
 

IRENE.
 Surely you ought to be the only one.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Rests his hands on the table and looks intently at her.] Some of the strings of your nature have broken.
 

IRENE.

[Gently.] Does not that always happen when a young warm-blooded woman dies?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh Irene, have done with these wild imaginings — ! You are living! Living — living!
 

IRENE.

[Rises slowly from her chair and says, quivering.] I was dead for many years. They came and bound me — laced my arms together behind my back — . Then they lowered me into a grave-vault, with iron bars before the loop-hole. And with padded walls — so that no one on the earth above could hear the grave-shrieks — . But now I am beginning, in a way, to rise from the dead. [She seats herself again.]
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[After a pause.] In all this, do you hold me guilty?
 

IRENE.
 Yes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Guilty of that — your death, as you call it.
 

IRENE.
 Guilty of the fact that I had to die. [Changing her tone to one of indifference.] Why don’t you sit down, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 May I?
 

IRENE.
 Yes. — You need not be afraid of being frozen. I don’t think I am quite turned to ice yet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Moves a chair and seats himself at her table.] There, Irene. Now we two are sitting together as in the old days.
 

IRENE.
 A little way apart from each other — also as in the old days.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Moving nearer.] It had to be so, then.
 

IRENE.
 Had it?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Decisively.] There had to be a distance between us — 
 

IRENE.
 Was it absolutely necessary, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Continuing.] Do you remember what you answered when I asked if you would go with me out into the wide world?
 

IRENE.
 I held up three fingers in the air and swore that I would go with you to the world’s end and to the end of life. And that I would serve you in all things — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 As the model for my art — 
 

IRENE. — in frank, utter nakedness — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With emotion.] And you did serve me, Irene — so bravely — so gladly and ungrudgingly.
 

IRENE.
 Yes, with all the pulsing blood of my youth, I served you!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nodding, with a look of gratitude.] That you have every right to say.
 

IRENE.
 I fell down at your feet and served you, Arnold! [Holding her clenched hand towards him.] But you, you, — you — !
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Defensively.] I never did you any wrong! Never, Irene!
 

IRENE.
 Yes, you did! You did wrong to my innermost, inborn nature — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Starting back.] I — !
 

IRENE.
 Yes, you! I exposed myself wholly and unreservedly to your gaze — [More softly.] And never once did you touch me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Irene, did you not understand that many a time I was almost beside myself under the spell of all your loveliness?
 

IRENE.

[Continuing undisturbed.] And yet — if you had touched me, I think I should have killed you on the spot. For I had a sharp needle always upon me — hidden in my hair — [Strokes her forehead meditatively.] But after all — after all — that you could — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks impressively at her.] I was an artist, Irene.
 

IRENE.

[Darkly.] That is just it. That is just it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 An artist first of all. And I was sick with the desire to achieve the great work of my life. [Losing himself in recollection.] It was to be called “The Resurrection Day” — figured in the likeness of a young woman, awakening from the sleep of death — 
 

IRENE.
 Our child, yes — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Continuing.] It was to be the awakening of the noblest, purest, most ideal woman the world ever saw. Then I found you. You were what I required in every respect. And you consented so willingly — so gladly. You renounced home and kindred — and went with me.
 

IRENE.
 To go with you meant for me the resurrection of my childhood.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 That was just why I found in you all that I required — in you and in no one else. I came to look on you as a thing hallowed, not to be touched save in adoring thoughts. In those days I was still young, Irene. And the superstition took hold of me that if I touched you, if I desired you with my senses, my soul would be profaned, so that I should be unable to accomplish what I was striving for. — And I still think there was some truth in that.
 

IRENE.

[Nods with a touch of scorn.] The work of art first — then the human being.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You must judge me as you will; but at that time I was utterly dominated by my great task — and exultantly happy in it.
 

IRENE.
 And you achieved your great task, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Thanks and praise be to you, I achieved my great task. I wanted to embody the pure woman as I saw her awakening on the Resurrection Day. Not marvelling at anything new and unknown and undivined; but filled with a sacred joy at finding herself unchanged — she, the woman of earth — in the higher, freer, happier region — after the long, dreamless sleep of death. [More softly.] Thus did I fashion her. — I fashioned her in your image, Irene.
 

IRENE.

[Laying her hands flat upon the table and leaning against the back of her chair.] And then you were done with me — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Reproachfully.] Irene!
 

IRENE.
 You had no longer any use for me — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 How can you say that!
 

IRENE. — and began to look about you for other ideals — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I found none, none after you.
 

IRENE.
 And no other models, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You were no model to me. You were the fountainhead of my achievement.
 

IRENE.

[Is silent for a short time.] What poems have you made since? In marble I mean. Since the day I left you.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I have made no poems since that day — only frittered away my life in modelling.
 

IRENE.
 And that woman, whom you are now living with — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Interrupting vehemently.] Do not speak of her now! It makes me tingle with shame.
 

IRENE.
 Where are you thinking of going with her?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Slack and weary.] Oh, on a tedious coasting-voyage to the North, I suppose.
 

IRENE.

[Looks at him, smiles almost imperceptibly, and whispers.] You should rather go high up into the mountains. As high as ever you can. Higher, higher, — always higher, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With eager expectation.] Are you going up there?
 

IRENE.
 Have you the courage to meet me once again?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Struggling with himself, uncertainly.] If we could — oh, if only we could — !
 

IRENE.
 Why can we not do what we will? [Looks at him and whispers beseechingly with folded hands.] Come, come, Arnold! Oh, come up to me — ! [MAIA enters, glowing with pleasure, from behind the hotel, and goes quickly up to the table where they were previously sitting.]
 

MAIA.

[Still at the corner of the hotel, without looking around.] Oh, you may say what you please, Rubek, but — [Stops, as she catches sight of IRENE] — Oh, I beg your pardon — I see you have made an acquaintance.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Curtly.] Renewed an acquaintance. [Rises.] What was it you wanted with me?
 

MAIA.
 I only wanted to say this: you may do whatever you please, but I am not going with you on that disgusting steamboat.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Why not?
 

MAIA.
 Because I want to go up on the mountains and into the forests — that’s what I want. [Coaxingly.] Oh, you must let me do it, Rubek. — I shall be so good, so good afterwards!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Who is it that has put these ideas into your head?
 

MAIA.
 Why he — that horrid bear-killer. Oh you cannot conceive all the marvelous things he has to tell about the mountains. And about life up there! They’re ugly, horrid, repulsive, most of the yarns he spins — for I almost believe he’s lying — but wonderfully alluring all the same. Oh, won’t you let me go with him? Only to see if what he says is true, you understand. May I, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, I have not the slightest objection. Off you go to the mountains — as far and as long as you please. I shall perhaps be going the same way myself.
 

MAIA.

[Quickly.] No, no, no, you needn’t do that! Not on my account!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I want to go to the mountains. I have made up my mind to go.
 

MAIA.
 Oh thanks, thanks! May I tell the bear-killer at once?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Tell the bear-killer whatever you please.
 

MAIA.
 Oh thanks, thanks, thanks! [Is about to take his hand; he repels the movement.] Oh, how dear and good you are to-day, Rubek! [She runs into the hotel.
 

[At the same time the door of the pavilion is softly and noiselessly set ajar. The SISTER OF MERCY stands in the opening, intently on the watch. No one sees her.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Decidedly, turning to IRENE.] Shall we meet up there then?
 

IRENE.

[Rising slowly.] Yes, we shall certainly meet. — I have sought for you so long.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 When did you begin to seek for me, Irene?
 

IRENE.

[With a touch of jesting bitterness.] From the moment I realised that I had given away to you something rather indispensable, Arnold. Something one ought never to part with.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Bowing his head.] Yes, that is bitterly true. You gave me three or four years of your youth.
 

IRENE.
 More, more than that I gave you — spend-thrift as I then was.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, you were prodigal, Irene. You gave me all your naked loveliness — 
 

IRENE. — to gaze upon — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK. — and to glorify — 
 

IRENE.
 Yes, for your own glorification. — And the child’s.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And yours too, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 But you have forgotten the most precious gift.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 The most precious — ? What gift was that?
 

IRENE.
 I gave you my young, living soul. And that gift left me empty within — soulless. [Looking at him with a fixed stare.] It was that I died of, Arnold. [The SISTER OF MERCY opens the door wide and makes room for her. She goes into the pavilion.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Stands and looks after her; then whispers.] Irene!
 






  








ACT SECOND.
 

[Near a mountain resort. The landscape stretches, in the form of an immense treeless upland, towards a long mountain lake. Beyond the lake rises a range of peaks with blue-white snow in the clefts. In the foreground on the left a purling brook falls in severed streamlets down a steep wall of rock, and thence flows smoothly over the upland until it disappears to the right. Dwarf trees, plants, and stones along the course of the brook. In the foreground on the right a hillock, with a stone bench on the top of it. It is a summer afternoon, towards sunset.
 

[At some distance over the upland, on the other side of the brook, a troop of children is singing, dancing, and playing. Some are dressed in peasant costume, others in town-made clothes. Their happy laughter is heard, softened by distance, during the following.
 

[PROFESSOR RUBEK is sitting on the bench, with a plaid over his shoulders, and looking down at the children’s play.
 

[Presently, MAIA comes forward from among some bushes on the upland to the left, well back, and scans the prospect with her hand shading her eyes. She wears a flat tourist cap, a short skirt, kilted up, reaching only midway between ankle and knee, and high, stout lace-boots. She has in her hand a long alpenstock.
 

MAIA.

[At last catches sight of RUBEK and calls.] Hallo! [She advances over the upland, jumps over the brook, with the aid of her alpenstock, and climbs up the hillock.
 

MAIA.

[Panting.] Oh, how I have been rushing around looking for you, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods indifferently and asks.] Have you just come from the hotel?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, that was the last place I tried — that fly-trap.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looking at her for moment.] I noticed that you were not at the dinner-table.
 

MAIA.
 No, we had our dinner in the open air, we two.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 “We two”? What two?
 

MAIA.
 Why, I and that horrid bear-killer, of course.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh, he.
 

MAIA.
 Yes. And first thing to-morrow morning we are going off again.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 After bears?
 

MAIA.
 Yes. Off to kill a brown-boy.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Have you found the tracks of any?
 

MAIA.

[With superiority.] You don’t suppose that bears are to be found in the naked mountains, do you?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Where, then?
 

MAIA.
 Far beneath. On the lower slopes; in the thickest parts of the forest. Places your ordinary town-folk could never get through — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And you two are going down there to-morrow?
 

MAIA.

[Throwing herself down among the heather.] Yes, so we have arranged. — Or perhaps we may start this evening. — If you have no objection, that’s to say?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I? Far be it from me to — 
 

MAIA.

[Quickly.] Of course Lars goes with us — with the dogs.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I feel no curiosity as to the movements of Mr. Lars and his dogs. [Changing the subject.] Would you not rather sit properly on the seat?
 

MAIA.

[Drowsily.] No, thank you. I’m lying so delightfully in the soft heather.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I can see that you are tired.
 

MAIA.

[Yawning.] I almost think I’m beginning to feel tired.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You don’t notice it till afterwards — when the excitement is over — 
 

MAIA.

[In a drowsy tone.] Just so. I will lie and close my eyes. [A short pause.
 

MAIA.

[With sudden impatience.] Ugh, Rubek — how can you endure to sit there listening to these children’s screams! And to watch all the capers they are cutting, too!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 There is something harmonious — almost like music — in their movements, now and then; amid all the clumsiness. And it amuses me to sit and watch for these isolated moments — when they come.
 

MAIA.

[With a somewhat scornful laugh.] Yes, you are always, always an artist.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And I propose to remain one.
 

MAIA.

[Lying on her side, so that her back is turned to him.] There’s not a bit of the artist about him.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With attention.] Who is it that’s not an artist?
 

MAIA.

[Again in a sleepy tone.] Why, he — the other one, of course.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 The bear-hunter, you mean?
 

MAIA.
 Yes. There’s not a bit of the artist about him — not the least little bit.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Smiling.] No, I believe there’s no doubt about that.
 

MAIA.

[Vehemently, without moving.] And so ugly as he is! [Plucks up a tuft of heather and throws it away.] So ugly, so ugly! Isch!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Is that why you are so ready to set off with him — out into the wilds?
 

MAIA.

[Curtly.] I don’t know. [Turning towards him.] You are ugly, too, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Have you only just discovered it?
 

MAIA.
 No, I have seen it for long.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shrugging his shoulders.] One doesn’t grow younger. One doesn’t grow younger, Frau Maia.
 

MAIA.
 It’s not that sort of ugliness that I mean at all. But there has come to be such an expression of fatigue, of utter weariness, in your eyes — when you deign, once in a while, to cast a glance at me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Have you noticed that?
 

MAIA.

[Nods.] Little by little this evil look has come into your eyes. It seems almost as though you were nursing some dark plot against me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Indeed? [In a friendly but earnest tone.] Come here and sit beside me, Maia; and let us talk a little.
 

MAIA.

[Half rising.] Then will you let me sit upon your knee? As I used to in the early days?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 No, you mustn’t — people can see us from the hotel. [Moves a little.] But you can sit here on the bench — at my side.
 

MAIA.
 No, thank you; in that case I’d rather lie here, where I am. I can hear you quite well here. [Looks inquiringly at him.] Well, what is it you want to say to me?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Begins slowly.] What do you think was my real reason for agreeing to make this tour?
 

MAIA.
 Well — I remember you declared, among other things, that it was going to do me such a tremendous lot of good. But — but — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But — ?
 

MAIA.
 But now I don’t believe the least little bit that that was the reason — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Then what is your theory about it now?
 

MAIA.
 I think now that it was on account of that pale lady.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Madame von Satow — !
 

MAIA.
 Yes, she who is always hanging at our heels. Yesterday evening she made her appearance up here too.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But what in all the world — !
 

MAIA.
 Oh, I know you knew her very well indeed — long before you knew me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And had forgotten her, too — long before I knew you.
 

MAIA.

[Sitting upright.] Can you forget so easily, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Curtly.] Yes, very easily indeed. [Adds harshly.] When I want to forget.
 

MAIA.
 Even a woman who has been a model to you?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 When I have no more use for her — 
 

MAIA.
 One who has stood to you undressed?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 That means nothing — nothing for us artists. [With a change of tone.] And then — may I venture to ask — how was I to guess that she was in this country?
 

MAIA.
 Oh, you might have seen her name in a Visitor’s List — in one of the newspapers.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But I had no idea of the name she now goes by. I had never heard of any Herr von Satow.
 

MAIA.

[Affecting weariness.] Oh well then, I suppose it must have been for some other reason that you were so set upon this journey.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Seriously.] Yes, Maia — it was for another reason. A quite different reason. And that is what we must sooner or later have a clear explanation about.
 

MAIA.

[In a fit of suppressed laughter.] Heavens, how solemn you look!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Suspiciously scrutinising her.] Yes, perhaps a little more solemn than necessary.
 

MAIA.
 How so — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And that is a very good thing for us both.
 

MAIA.
 You begin to make me feel curious, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Only curious? Not a little bit uneasy.
 

MAIA.

[Shaking her head.] Not in the least.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Good. Then listen. — You said that day down at the Baths that it seemed to you I had become very nervous of late — 
 

MAIA.
 Yes, and you really have.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And what do you think can be the reason of that?
 

MAIA.
 How can I tell — ? [Quickly.] Perhaps you have grown weary of this constant companionship with me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Constant — ? Why not say “everlasting”?
 

MAIA.
 Daily companionship, then. Here have we two solitary people lived down there for four or five mortal years, and scarcely have an hour away from each other. — We two all by ourselves.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With interest.] Well? And then — ?
 

MAIA.

[A little oppressed.] You are not a particularly sociable man, Rubek. You like to keep to yourself and think your own thoughts. And of course I can’t talk properly to you about your affairs. I know nothing about art and that sort of thing — [With an impatient gesture.] And care very little either, for that matter!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well, well; and that’s why we generally sit by the fireside, and chat about your affairs.
 

MAIA.
 Oh, good gracious — I have no affairs to chat about.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well, they are trifles, perhaps; but at any rate the time passes for us in that way as well as another, Maia.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, you are right. Time passes. It is passing away from you, Rubek. — And I suppose it is really that that makes you so uneasy — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods vehemently.] And so restless! [Writhing in his seat.] No, I shall soon not be able to endure this pitiful life any longer.
 

MAIA.

[Rises and stands for a moment looking at him.] If you want to get rid of me, you have only to say so.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Why will you use such phrases? Get rid of you?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, if you want to have done with me, please say so right out. And I will go that instant.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With an almost imperceptible smile.] Do you intend that as a threat, Maia?
 

MAIA.
 There can be no threat for you in what I said.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Rising.] No, I confess you are right there. [Adds after a pause.] You and I cannot possibly go on living together like this — 
 

MAIA.
 Well? And then — ?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 There is no “then” about it. [With emphasis on his words.] Because we two cannot go on living together alone — it does not necessarily follow that we must part.
 

MAIA.

[Smiles scornfully.] Only draw away from each other a little, you mean?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shakes his head.] Even that is not necessary.
 

MAIA.
 Well then? Come out with what you want to do with me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With some hesitation.] What I now feel so keenly — and so painfully — that I require, is to have some one about me who really and truly stands close to me — 
 

MAIA.

[Interrupts him anxiously.] Don’t I do that, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Waving her aside.] Not in that sense. What I need is the companionship of another person who can, as it were, complete me — supply what is wanting in me — be one with me in all my striving.
 

MAIA.

[Slowly.] It’s true that things like that are a great deal too hard for me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh no, they are not at all in your line, Maia.
 

MAIA.

[With an outburst.] And heaven knows I don’t want them to be, either!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I know that very well. — And it was with no idea of finding any such help in my life-work that I married you.
 

MAIA.

[Observing him closely.] I can see in your face that you are thinking of some one else.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Indeed? I have never noticed before that you were a thought-reader. But you can see that, can you?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, I can. Oh, I know you so well, so well, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Then perhaps you can also see who it is I am thinking of?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, indeed I can.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well? Have the goodness to — ?
 

MAIA.
 You are thinking of that — that model you once used for — [Suddenly letting slip the train of thought.] Do you know, the people down at the hotel think she’s mad.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Indeed? And pray what do the people down at the hotel think of you and the bear-killer?
 

MAIA.
 That has nothing to do with the matter. [Continuing the former train of thought.] But it was this pale lady you were thinking of.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Calmly.] Precisely, of her. — When I had no more use for her — and when, besides, she went away from me — vanished without a word — 
 

MAIA.
 Then you accepted me as a sort of makeshift, I suppose?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[More unfeelingly.] Something of the sort, to tell the truth, little Maia. For a year or a year and a half I had lived there lonely and brooding, and had put the last touch — the very last touch, to my work. “The Resurrection Day” went out over the world and brought me fame — and everything else that heart could desire. [With greater warmth.] But I no longer loved my own work. Men’s laurels and incense nauseated me, till I could have rushed away in despair and hidden myself in the depths of the woods. [Looking at her.] You, who are a thought-reader — can you guess what then occurred to me?
 

MAIA.

[Lightly.] Yes, it occurred to you to make portrait-busts of gentlemen and ladies.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Nods.] To order, yes. With animals’ faces behind the masks. Those I threw in gratis — into the bargain, you understand. [Smiling.] But that was not precisely what I had in my mind.
 

MAIA.
 What, then?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Again serious.] It was this, that all the talk about the artist’s vocation and the artist’s mission, and so forth, began to strike me as being very empty, and hollow, and meaningless at bottom.
 

MAIA.
 Then what would you put in its place?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Life, Maia.
 

MAIA.
 Life?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, is not life in sunshine and in beauty a hundred times better worth while than to hang about to the end of your days in a raw, damp hole, and wear yourself out in a perpetual struggle with lumps of clay and blocks of stone?
 

MAIA.

[With a little sigh.] Yes, I have always thought so, certainly.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And then I had become rich enough to live in luxury and in indolent, quivering sunshine. I was able to build myself the villa on the Lake of Taunitz, and the palazzo in the capital, — and all the rest of it.
 

MAIA.

[Taking up his tone.] And last but not least, you could afford to treat yourself to me, too. And you gave me leave to share in all your treasures.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Jesting, so as to turn the conversation.] Did I not promise to take you up to a high enough mountain and show you all the glory of the world?
 

MAIA.

[With a gentle expression.] You have perhaps taken me up with you to a high enough mountain, Rubek — but you have not shown me all the glory of the world.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With a laugh of irritation.] How insatiable you are, Maia.! Absolutely insatiable! [With a vehement outburst.] But do you know what is the most hopeless thing of all, Maia? Can you guess that?
 

MAIA.

[With quiet defiance.] Yes, I suppose it is that you have gone and tied yourself to me — for life.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I would not have expressed myself so heartlessly.
 

MAIA.
 But you would have meant it just as heartlessly.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You have no clear idea of the inner workings of an artist’s nature.
 

MAIA.

[Smiling and shaking her head.] Good heavens, I haven’t even a clear idea of the inner workings of my own nature.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Continuing undisturbed.] I live at such high speed, Maia. We live so, we artists. I, for my part, have lived through a whole lifetime in the few years we two have known each other. I have come to realise that I am not at all adapted for seeking happiness in indolent enjoyment. Life does not shape itself that way for me and those like me. I must go on working — producing one work after another — right up to my dying day. [Forcing himself to continue.] That is why I cannot get on with you any longer, Maia — not with you alone.
 

MAIA.

[Quietly.] Does that mean, in plain language, that you have grown tired of me?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Bursts forth.] Yes, that is what it means! I have grown tired — intolerably tired and fretted and unstrung — in this life with you! Now you know it. [Controlling himself.] These are hard, ugly words I am using. I know that very well. And you are not at all to blame in this matter; — that I willingly admit. It is simply and solely I myself, who have once more undergone a revolution — [Half to himself] — and awakening to my real life.
 

MAIA.

[Involuntarily folding her hands.] Why in all the world should we not part then?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks at her in astonishment.] Should you be willing to?
 

MAIA.

[Shrugging her shoulders.] Oh yes — if there’s nothing else for it, then — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Eagerly.] But there is something else for it. There is an alternative — 
 

MAIA.

[Holding up her forefinger.] Now you are thinking of the pale lady again!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, to tell the truth, I cannot help constantly thinking of her. Ever since I met her again. [A step nearer her.] For now I will tell you a secret, Maia.
 

MAIA.
 Well?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Touching his own breast.] In here, you see — in here I have a little bramah-locked casket. And in that casket all my sculptor’s visions are stored up. But when she disappeared and left no trace, the lock of the casket snapped to. And she had the key — and she took it away with her. — You, little Maia, you had no key; so all that the casket contains must lie unused. And the years pass! And I have no means of getting at the treasure.
 

MAIA.

[Trying to repress a subtle smile.] Then get her to open the casket for you again — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Not understanding.] Maia — ?
 

MAIA. — for here she is, you see. And no doubt it’s on account of this casket that she has come.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I have not said a single word to her on this subject!
 

MAIA.

[Looks innocently at him.] My dear Rubek — is it worth while to make all this fuss and commotion about so simple a matter?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Do you think this matter is so absolutely simple?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, certainly I think so. Do you attach yourself to whoever you most require. [Nods to him.] I shall always manage to find a place for myself.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Where do you mean?
 

MAIA.

[Unconcerned, evasively.] Well — I need only take myself off to the villa, if it should be necessary. But it won’t be; for in town — in all that great house of ours — there must surely, with a little good will, be room enough for three.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Uncertainly.] And do you think that would work in the long run?
 

MAIA.

[In a light tone.] Very well, then — if it won’t work, it won’t. It is no good talking about it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And what shall we do then, Maia — if it does not work?
 

MAIA.

[Untroubled.] Then we two will simply get out of each other’s way — part entirely. I shall always find something new for myself, somewhere in the world. Something free! Free! Free! — No need to be anxious about that, Professor Rubek! [Suddenly points off to the right.] Look there! There we have her.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Turning.] Where?
 

MAIA.
 Out on the plain. Striding — like a marble stature. She is coming this way.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Stands gazing with his hand over his eyes.] Does not she look like the Resurrection incarnate? [To himself.] And her I could displace — and move into the shade! Remodel her — . Fool that I was!
 

MAIA.
 What do you mean by that?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Putting the question aside.] Nothing. Nothing that you would understand. [IRENE advances from the right over the upland. The children at their play have already caught sight of her and run to meet her. She is now surrounded by them; some appear confident and at ease, others uneasy and timid. She talks low to them and indicates that they are to go down to the hotel; she herself will rest a little beside the brook. The children run down over the slope to the left, half way to the back. IRENE goes up to the wall of rock, and lets the rillets of the cascade flow over her hands, cooling them.
 

MAIA.

[In a low voice.] Go down and speak to her alone, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And where will you go in the meantime?
 

MAIA.

[Looking significantly at him.] Henceforth I shall go my own ways. [She descends form the hillock and leaps over the brook, by aid of her alpenstock. She stops beside IRENE.
 MAIA.
 Professor Rubek is up there, waiting for you, madam.
 

IRENE.
 What does he want?
 

MAIA.
 He wants you to help him to open a casket that has snapped to.
 

IRENE.
 Can I help him in that?
 

MAIA.
 He says you are the only person that can.
 

IRENE.
 Then I must try.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, you really must, madam. [She goes down by the path to the hotel.
 

[In a little while PROFESSOR RUBEK comes down to IRENE, but stops with the brook between them.
 

IRENE.

[After a short pause.] She — the other one — said that you had been waiting for me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I have waited for you year after year — without myself knowing it.
 

IRENE.
 I could not come to you, Arnold. I was lying down there, sleeping the long, deep, dreamful sleep.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But now you have awakened, Irene!
 

IRENE.

[Shakes her head.] I have the heavy, deep sleep still in my eyes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You shall see that day will dawn and lighten for us both.
 

IRENE.
 Do not believe that.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Urgently.] I do believe it! And I know it! Now that I have found you again — 
 

IRENE.
 Risen from the grave.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Transfigured!
 

IRENE.
 Only risen, Arnold. Not transfigured. [He crosses over to her by means of stepping-stones below the cascade.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Where have you been all day, Irene?
 

IRENE.

[Pointing.] Far, far over there, on the great dead waste — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Turning the conversation.] You have not your — your friend with you to-day, I see.
 

IRENE.

[Smiling.] My friend is keeping a close watch on me, none the less.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Can she?
 

IRENE.

[Glancing furtively around.] You may be sure she can — wherever I may go. She never loses sight of me — [Whispering.] Until, one fine sunny morning, I shall kill her.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Would you do that?
 

IRENE.
 With the utmost delight — if only I could manage it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Why do you want to?
 

IRENE.
 Because she deals in witchcraft. [Mysteriously.] Only think, Arnold — she has changed herself into my shadow.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Trying to calm her.] Well, well, well — a shadow we must all have.
 

IRENE.
 I am my own shadow. [With an outburst.] Do you not understand that!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Sadly.] Yes, yes, Irene, I understand. [He seats himself on a stone beside the brook. She stands behind him, leaning against the wall of rock.
 

IRENE.

[After a pause.] Why do you sit there turning your eyes away from me?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Softly, shaking his head.] I dare not — I dare not look at you.
 

IRENE.
 Why dare you not look at me any more?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You have a shadow that tortures me. And I have the crushing weight of my conscience.
 

IRENE.

[With a glad cry of deliverance.] At last!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Springs up.] Irene — what is it!
 

IRENE.

[Motioning him off.] Keep still, still, still! [Draws a deep breath and says, as though relieved of a burden.] There! Now they let me go. For this time. — Now we can sit down and talk as we used to — when I was alive.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh, if only we could talk as we used to.
 

IRENE.
 Sit there, where you were sitting. I will sit here beside you. [He sits down again. She seats herself on another stone, close to him.
 

IRENE.

[After a short interval of silence.] Now I have come back to you from the uttermost regions, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Aye, truly, from an endless journey.
 

IRENE.
 Come home to my lord and master — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 To our home; — to our own home, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 Have you looked for my coming every single day?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 How dared I look for you?
 

IRENE.

[With a sidelong glance.] No, I suppose you dared not. For you understood nothing.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Was it really not for the sake of some one else that you all of a sudden disappeared from me in that way?
 

IRENE.
 Might it not quite well be for your sake, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks doubtfully at her.] I don’t understand you — ?
 

IRENE.
 When I had served you with my soul and with my body — when the statue stood there finished — our child as you called it — then I laid at your feet the most precious sacrifice of all — by effacing myself for all time.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Bows his head.] And laying my life waste.
 

IRENE.

[Suddenly firing up.] It was just that I wanted! Never, never should you create anything again — after you had created that only child of ours.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Was it jealously that moved you, then?
 

IRENE.

[Coldly.] I think it was rather hatred.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hatred? Hatred for me?
 

IRENE.

[Again vehemently.] Yes, for you — for the artist who had so lightly and carelessly taken a warm-blooded body, a young human life, and worn the soul out of it — because you needed it for a work of art.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And you can say that — you who threw yourself into my work with such saint-like passion and such ardent joy? — that work for which we two met together every morning, as for an act of worship.
 

IRENE.

[Coldly, as before.] I will tell you one thing, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well?
 

IRENE.
 I never loved your art, before I met you. — Nor after either.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But the artist, Irene?
 

IRENE.
 The artist I hate.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 The artist in me too?
 

IRENE.
 In you most of all. When I unclothed myself and stood for you, then I hated you, Arnold — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Warmly.] That you did not, Irene! That is not true!
 

IRENE.
 I hated you, because you could stand there so unmoved — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Laughs.] Unmoved? Do you think so?
 

IRENE. — at any rate so intolerably self-controlled. And because you were an artist and an artist only — not a man! [Changing to a tone full of warmth and feeling.] But that statue in the wet, living clay, that I loved — as it rose up, a vital human creature, out of those raw, shapeless masses — for that was our creation, our child. Mine and yours.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Sadly.] It was so in spirit and in truth.
 

IRENE.
 Let me tell you, Arnold — it is for the sake of this child of ours that I have undertaken this long pilgrimage.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Suddenly alert.] For the statue’s — ?
 

IRENE.
 Call it what you will. I call it our child.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And now you want to see it? Finished? In marble, which you always thought so cold? [Eagerly.] You do not know, perhaps, that it is installed in a great museum somewhere — far out in the world?
 

IRENE.
 I have heard a sort of legend about it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And museums were always a horror to you. You called them grave-vaults — 
 

IRENE.
 I will make a pilgrimage to the place where my soul and my child’s soul lie buried.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Uneasy and alarmed.] You must never see that statue again! Do you hear, Irene! I implore you — ! Never, never see it again!
 

IRENE.
 Perhaps you think it would mean death to me a second time?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Clenching his hands together.] Oh, I don’t know what I think. — But how could I ever imagine that you would fix your mind so immovably on that statue? You, who went away from me — before it was completed.
 

IRENE.
 It was completed. That was why I could go away from you — and leave you alone.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Sits with his elbows upon his knees, rocking his head from side to side, with his hands before his eyes.] It was not what it afterwards became.
 

IRENE.

[Quietly but quick as lightning, half-unsheathes a narrow-bladed sharp knife which she carried in her breast, and asks in a hoarse whisper.] Arnold — have you done any evil to our child?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Evasively.] Any evil? — How can I be sure what you would call it?
 

IRENE.

[Breathless.] Tell me at once: what have you done to the child?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I will tell you, if you will sit and listen quietly to what I say.
 

IRENE.

[Hides the knife.] I will listen as quietly as a mother can when she — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Interrupting.] And you must not look at me while I am telling you.
 

IRENE.

[Moves to a stone behind his back.] I will sit here, behind you. — Now tell me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 [Takes his hands from before his eyes and gazes straight in front of him. When I had found you, I knew at once how I should make use of you for my life-work.
 

IRENE.
 “The Resurrection Day” you called your life-work. — I call it “our child.”
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I was young then — with no knowledge of life. The Resurrection, I thought, would be most beautifully and exquisitely figured as a young unsullied woman — with none of our earth-life’s experiences — awakening to light and glory without having to put away from her anything ugly and impure.
 

IRENE.

[Quickly.] Yes — and so I stand there now, in our work?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Hesitating.] Not absolutely and entirely so, Irene.
 

IRENE.

[In rising excitement.] Not absolutely — ? Do I not stand as I always stood for you?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Without answering.] I learned worldly wisdom in the years that followed, Irene. “The Resurrection Day” became in my mind’s eye something more and something — something more complex. The little round plinth on which your figure stood erect and solitary — it no longer afforded room for all the imagery I now wanted to add — 
 

IRENE.

[Groped for her knife, but desists.] What imagery did you add then? Tell me!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I imagined that which I saw with my eyes around me in the world. I had to include it — I could not help it, Irene. I expanded the plinth — made it wide and spacious. And on it I placed a segment of the curving, bursting earth. And up from the fissures of the soil there now swarm men and women with dimly-suggested animal-faces. Women and men — as I knew them in real life.
 

IRENE.

[In breathless suspense.] But in the middle of the rout there stands the young woman radiant with the joy of light? — Do I not stand so, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Evasively.] Not quite in the middle. I had unfortunately to move that figure a little back. For the sake of the general effect, you understand. Otherwise it would have dominated the whole too much.
 

IRENE.
 But the joy in the light still transfigures my face?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, it does, Irene — in a way. A little subdued perhaps — as my altered idea required.
 

IRENE.

[Rising noiselessly.] That design expresses the life you now see, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, I suppose it does.
 

IRENE.
 And in that design you have shifted me back, a little toned down — to serve as a background-figure — in a group. [She draws the knife.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Not a background-figure. Let us say, at most, a figure not quite in the foreground — or something of that sort.
 

IRENE.

[Whispers hoarsely.] There you uttered your own doom. [On the point of striking.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Turns and looks up at her.] Doom?
 

IRENE.

[Hastily hides the knife, and says as though choked with agony.] My whole soul — you and I — we, we, we and our child were in that solitary figure.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Eagerly, taking off his hat and drying the drops of sweat upon his brow.] Yes, but let me tell you, too, how I have placed myself in the group. In front, beside a fountain — as it were here — sits a man weighed down with guilt, who cannot quite free himself from the earth-crust. I call him remorse for a forfeited life. He sits there and dips his fingers in the purling stream — to wash them clean — and he is gnawed and tortured by the thought that never, never will he succeed. Never in all eternity will he attain to freedom and the new life. He will remain for ever prisoned in his hell.
 

IRENE.

[Hardly and coldly.] Poet!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Why poet?
 

IRENE.
 Because you are nerveless and sluggish and full of forgiveness for all the sins of your life, in thought and in act. You have killed my soul — so you model yourself in remorse, and self-accusation, and penance — [Smiling.] — and with that you think your account is cleared.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Defiantly.] I am an artist, Irene. And I take no shame to myself for the frailties that perhaps cling to me. For I was born to be an artist, you see. And, do what I may, I shall never be anything else.
 

IRENE.

[Looks at him with a lurking evil smile, and says gently and softly.] You are a poet, Arnold. [Softly strokes his hair.] You dear, great, middle-aged child, — is it possible that you cannot see that!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Annoyed.] Why do you keep on calling me a poet?
 

IRENE.

[With malign eyes.] Because there is something apologetic in the word, my friend. Something that suggests forgiveness of sins — and spreads a cloak over all frailty. [With a sudden change of tone.] But I was a human being — then! And I, too, had a life to live, — and a human destiny to fulfil. And all that, look you, I let slip — gave it all up in order to make myself your bondwoman. — Oh, it was self-murder — a deadly sin against myself! [Half whispering.] And that sin I can never expiate! [She seats herself near him beside the brook, keeps close, though unnoticed, watch upon him, and, as though in absence of mind, plucks some flowers form the shrubs around them.
 

IRENE.

[With apparent self-control.] I should have borne children in the world — many children — real children — not such children as are hidden away in grave-vaults. That was my vocation. I ought never to have served you — poet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Lost in recollection.] Yet those were beautiful days, Irene. Marvellously beautiful days — as I now look back upon them — 
 

IRENE.

[Looking at him with a soft expression.] Can you remember a little word that you said — when you had finished — finished with me and with our child? [Nods to him.] Can you remember that little word, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks inquiringly at her.] Did I say a little word then, which you still remember?
 

IRENE.
 Yes, you did. Can you not recall it?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shaking his head.] No, I can’t say that I do. Not at the present moment, at any rate.
 

IRENE.
 You took both my hands and pressed them warmly. And I stood there in breathless expectation. And then you said: “So now, Irene, I thank you from my heart. This,” you said, “has been a priceless episode for me.”
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks doubtfully at her.] Did I say “episode”? It is not a word I am in the habit of using.
 

IRENE.
 You said “episode.”
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With assumed cheerfulness.] Well, well — after all, it was in reality an episode.
 

IRENE.

[Curtly.] At that word I left you.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You take everything so painfully to heart, Irene.
 

IRENE.

[Drawing her hand over her forehead.] Perhaps you are right. Let us shake off all the hard things that go to the heart. [Plucks off the leaves of a mountain rose and strews them on the brook.] Look there, Arnold. There are our birds swimming.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 What birds are they?
 

IRENE.
 Can you not see? Of course they are flamingoes. Are they not rose-red?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Flamingoes do not swim. They only wade.
 

IRENE.
 Then they are not flamingoes. They are sea-gulls.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 They may be sea-gulls with red bills, yes. [Plucks broad green leaves and throws them into the brook.] Now I send out my ships after them.
 

IRENE.
 But there must be no harpoon-men on board.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 No, there shall be no harpoon-men. [Smiles to her.] Can you remember the summer when we used to sit like this outside the little peasant hut on the Lake of Taunitz?
 

IRENE.

[Nods.] On Saturday evenings, yes, — when we had finished our week’s work — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK. — And taken the train out to the lake — to stay there over Sunday — 
 

IRENE.

[With an evil gleam of hatred in her eyes.] It was an episode, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[As if not hearing.] Then, too, you used to set birds swimming in the brook. They were water-lilies which you — 
 

IRENE.
 They were white swans.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I meant swans, yes. And I remember that I fastened a great furry leaf to one of the swans. It looked like a burdock-leaf — 
 

IRENE.
 And then it turned into Lohengrin’s boat — with the swan yoked to it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 How fond you were of that game, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 We played it over and over again.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Every single Saturday, I believe, — all the summer through.
 

IRENE.
 You said I was the swan that drew your boat.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Did I say so? Yes, I daresay I did. [Absorbed in the game.] Just see how the sea-gulls are swimming down the stream!
 

IRENE.

[Laughing.] And all your ships have run ashore.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Throwing more leaves into the brook.] I have ships enough in reserve. [Follows the leaves with his eyes, throws more into the brook, and says after a pause.] Irene, — I have bought the little peasant hut beside the Lake of Taunitz.
 

IRENE.
 Have you bought it? You often said you would, if you could afford it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 The day came when I could afford it easily enough; and so I bought it.
 

IRENE.

[With a sidelong look at him.] Then do you live out there now — in our old house?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 No, I have had it pulled down long ago. And I have built myself a great, handsome, comfortable villa on the site — with a park around it. It is there that we — [Stops and corrects himself.] — there that I usually live during the summer.
 

IRENE.

[Mastering herself.] So you and — and the other one live out there now?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[With a touch of defiance.] Yes. When my wife and I are not travelling — as we are this year.
 

IRENE.

[Looking far before her.] Life was beautiful, beautiful by the Lake of Taunitz.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[As though looking back into himself.] And yet, Irene — 
 

IRENE.

[Completing his thought.] — yet we two let slip all that life and its beauty.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Softly, urgently.] Does repentance come too late, now?
 

IRENE.

[Does not answer, but sits silent for a moment; then she points over the upland.] Look there, Arnold, — now the sun is going down behind the peaks. See what a red glow the level rays cast over all the heathery knolls out yonder.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks where she is pointing.] It is long since I have seen a sunset in the mountains.
 

IRENE.
 Or a sunrise?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 A sunrise I don’t think I have ever seen.
 

IRENE.

[Smiles as though lost in recollection.] I once saw a marvellously lovely sunrise.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Did you? Where was that?
 

IRENE.
 High, high up on a dizzy mountain-top. — You beguiled me up there by promising that I should see all the glory of the world if only I — [She stops suddenly.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 If only you — ? Well?
 

IRENE.
 I did as you told me — went with you up to the heights. And there I fell upon my knees and worshipped you, and served you. [Is silent for a moment; then says softly.] Then I saw the sunrise.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Turning at him with a scornful smile.] With you — and the other woman?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Urgently.] With me — as in our days of creation. You could open all that is locked up in me. Can you not find it in your heart, Irene?
 

IRENE.

[Shaking her head.] I have no longer the key to you, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 You have the key! You and you alone possess it! [Beseechingly.] Help me — that I may be able to live my life over again!
 

IRENE.

[Immovable as before.] Empty dreams! Idle — dead dreams. For the life you and I led there is no resurrection.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Curtly, breaking off.] Then let us go on playing.
 

IRENE.
 Yes, playing, playing — only playing! [They sit and strew leaves and petals over the brook, where they float and sail away.
 

[Up the slope to the left at the back come ULFHEIM and MAIA in hunting costume. After them comes the SERVANT with the leash of dogs, with which he goes out to the right.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Catching sight of them.] Ah! There is little Maia, going out with the bear-hunter.
 

IRENE.
 Your lady, yes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Or the other’s.
 

MAIA.

[Looks around as she is crossing the upland, sees the two sitting by the brook, and calls out.] Good-night, Professor! Dream of me. Now I am going off on my adventures!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Calls back to her.] What sort of an adventure is this to be?
 

MAIA.

[Approaching.] I am going to let life take the place of all the rest.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Mockingly.] Aha! So you too are going to do that, little Maia?
 

MAIA.
 Yes. And I’ve made a verse about it, and this is how it goes: [Sings triumphantly.]
 

 I am free! I am free! I am free! No more life in the prison for me! I am free as a bird! I am free! For I believe I have awakened now — at last.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 It almost seems so.
 

MAIA.

[Drawing a deep breath.] Oh — how divinely light one feels on waking!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Good-night, Frau Maia — and good luck to — 
 

ULFHEIM.

[Calls out, interposing.] Hush, hush! — for the devil’s sake let’s have none of your wizard wishes. Don’t you see that we are going out to shoot — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 What will you bring me home from the hunting, Maia?
 

MAIA.
 You shall have a bird of prey to model. I shall wing one for you.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Laughs mockingly and bitterly.] Yes, to wing things — without knowing what you are doing — that has long been quite in your way.
 

MAIA.

[Tossing her head.] Oh, just let me take care of myself for the future, and I wish you then — ! [Nods and laughs roguishly.] Good-bye — and a good, peaceful summer night on the upland!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Jestingly.] Thanks! And all the ill-luck in the world over you and your hunting!
 

ULFHEIM.

[Roaring with laughter.] There now, that is a wish worth having!
 

MAIA.

[Laughing.] Thanks, thanks, thanks, Professor! [They have both crossed the visible portion of the upland, and go out through the bushes to the right.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[After a short pause.] A summer night on the upland! Yes, that would have been life!
 

IRENE.

[Suddenly, with a wild expression in her eyes.] Will you spend a summer night on the upland — with me?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Stretching his arms wide.] Yes, yes, — come!
 

IRENE.
 My adored lord and master!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh, Irene!
 

IRENE.

[Hoarsely, smiling and groping in her breast.] It will be only an episode — [Quickly, whispering.] Hush! — do not look round, Arnold!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Also in a low voice.] What is it?
 

IRENE.
 A face that is staring at me.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Turns involuntarily.] Where! [With a start.] Ah — ! [The SISTER OF MERCY’s head is partly visible among the bushes beside the descent to the left. Her eyes are immovably fixed on IRENE.
 IRENE.
 [Rises and says softly.] We must part then. No, you must remain sitting. Do you hear? You must not go with me. [Bends over him and whispers.] Till we meet again — to-night — on the upland.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 And you will come, Irene?
 

IRENE.
 Yes, surely I will come. Wait for me here.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Repeats dreamily.] Summer night on the upland. With you. With you. [His eyes meet hers.] Oh, Irene — that might have been our life. — And that we have forfeited — we two.
 

IRENE.
 We see the irretrievable only when — [Breaks off.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Looks inquiringly at her.] When — ?
 

IRENE.
 When we dead awaken.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Shakes his head mournfully.] What do we really see then?
 

IRENE.
 We see that we have never lived. [She goes towards the slope and descends.
 

[The SISTER OF MERCY makes way for her and follows her. PROFESSOR RUBEK remains sitting motionless beside the brook.
 

MAIA.

[Is heard singing triumphantly among the hills.] I am free! I am free! I am free! No more life in the prison for me! I am free as a bird! I am free!
 






  








ACT THIRD.
 

[A wild riven mountain-side, with sheer precipices at the back. Snow-clad peaks rise to the right, and lose themselves in drifting mists. To the left, on a stone-scree, stands an old, half-ruined hut. It is early morning. Dawn is breaking. The sun has not yet risen.
 

[MAIA comes, flushed and irritated, down over the stone-scree on the left. ULFHEIM follows, half angry, half laughing, holding her fast by the sleeve.
 

MAIA.

[Trying to tear herself loose.] Let me go! Let me go, I say!
 

ULFHEIM.
 Come, Come! are you going to bite now? You’re as snappish as a wolf.
 

MAIA.

[Striking him over the hand.] Let me, I tell you? And be quiet!
 

ULFHEIM.
 No, confound me if I will!
 

MAIA.
 Then I will not go another step with you. Do you hear? — not a single step!
 

ULFHEIM.
 Ho, ho! How can you get away from me, here, on the wild mountain-side?
 

MAIA.
 I will jump over the precipice yonder, if need be — 
 

ULFHEIM.
 And mangle and mash yourself up into dogs’-meat! A juicy morsel! [Lets go his hold.] As you please. Jump over the precipice if you want to. It’s a dizzy drop. There’s only one narrow footpath down it, and that’s almost impassable.
 

MAIA.

[Dusts her skirt with her hand, and looks at him with angry eyes.] Well, you are a nice one to go hunting with!
 

ULFHEIM.
 Say rather, sporting.
 

MAIA.
 Oh! So you call this sport, do you?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Yes, I venture to take that liberty. It is the sort of sport I like best of all.
 

MAIA.

[Tossing her head.] Well — I must say! [After a pause; looks searchingly at him.] Why did you let the dogs loose up there?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Blinking his eyes and smiling.] So that they too might do a little hunting on their own account, don’t you see?
 

MAIA.
 There’s not a word of truth in that! It wasn’t for the dogs’ sake that you let them go.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Still smiling.] Well, why did I let them go then? Let us hear.
 

MAIA.
 You let them go because you wanted to get rid of Lars. He was to run after them and bring them in again, you said. And in the meant-time — . Oh, it was a pretty way to behave!
 

ULFHEIM.
 In the meantime?
 

MAIA.

[Curtly breaking off.] No matter!
 

ULFHEIM.

[In a confidential tone.] Lars won’t find them. You may safely swear to that. He won’t come with them before the time’s up.
 

MAIA.

[Looking angrily at him.] No, I daresay not.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Catching at her arm.] For Lars — he knows my — my methods of sport, you see.
 

MAIA.

[Eludes him, and measures him with a glance.] Do you know what you look like, Mr. Ulfheim?
 

ULFHEIM.
 I should think I’m probably most like myself.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, there you’re exactly right. For you’re the living image of a faun.
 

ULFHEIM.
 A faun?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, precisely; a faun.
 

ULFHEIM.
 A faun! Isn’t that a sort of monster? Or a kind of a wood demon, as you might call it?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, just the sort of creature you are. A thing with a goat’s beard and goat-legs. Yes, and the faun has horns too!
 

ULFHEIM.
 So, so! — has he horns too?
 

MAIA.
 A pair of ugly horns, just like yours, yes.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Can you see the poor little horns I have?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, I seem to see them quite plainly.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Taking the dogs’ leash out of his pocket.] Then I had better see about tying you.
 

MAIA.
 Have you gone quite mad? Would you tie me?
 

ULFHEIM.
 If I am a demon, let me be a demon! So that’s the way of it! You can see the horns, can you?
 

MAIA.

[Soothingly.] There, there, there! Now try to behave nicely, Mr. Ulfheim. [Breaking off.] But what has become of that hunting-castle of yours, that you boasted so much of? You said it lay somewhere hereabouts.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Points with a flourish to the hut.] There you have it, before your very eyes.
 

MAIA.

[Looks at him.] That old pig-stye!
 

ULFHEIM.

[Laughing in his beard.] It has harboured more than one king’s daughter, I can tell you.
 

MAIA.
 Was it there that that horrid man you told me about came to the king’s daughter in the form of a bear?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Yes, my fair companion of the chase — this is the scene. [With a gesture of invitation.] If you would deign to enter — 
 

MAIA.
 Isch! If ever I set foot in it — ! Isch!
 

ULFHEIM.
 Oh, two people can doze away a summer night in there comfortably enough. Or a whole summer, if it comes to that!
 

MAIA.
 Thanks! One would need to have a pretty strong taste for that kind of thing. [Impatiently.] But now I am tired both of you and the hunting expedition. Now I am going down to the hotel — before people awaken down there.
 

ULFHEIM.
 How do you propose to get down from here?
 

MAIA.
 That’s your affair. There must be a way down somewhere or other, I suppose.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Pointing towards the back.] Oh, certainly! There is a sort of way — right down the face of the precipice yonder — 
 

MAIA.
 There, you see. With a little goodwill — 
 

ULFHEIM. — but just you try if you dare go that way.
 

MAIA.

[Doubtfully.] Do you think I can’t?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Never in this world — if you don’t let me help you.
 

MAIA.

[Uneasily.] Why, then come and help me! What else are you here for?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Would you rather I should take you on my back — ?
 

MAIA.
 Nonsense!
 

ULFHEIM. — or carry you in my arms?
 

MAIA.
 Now do stop talking that rubbish!
 

ULFHEIM.

[With suppressed exasperation.] I once took a young girl — lifted her up from the mire of the streets and carried her in my arms. Next my heart I carried her. So I would have borne her all through life — lest haply she should dash her foot against a stone. For her shoes were worn very thin when I found her — 
 

MAIA.
 And yet you took her up and carried her next your heart?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Took her up out of the gutter and carried her as high and as carefully as I could. [With a growling laugh.] And do you know what I got for my reward?
 

MAIA.
 No. What did you get?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Looks at her, smiles and nods.] I got the horns! The horns that you can see so plainly. Is not that a comical story, madam bear-murderess?
 

MAIA.
 Oh yes, comical enough! But I know another story that is still more comical.
 

ULFHEIM.
 How does that story go?
 

MAIA.
 This is how it goes. There was once a stupid girl, who had both a father and a mother — but a rather poverty-stricken home. Then there came a high and mighty seigneur into the midst of all this poverty. And he took the girl in his arms — as you did — and travelled far, far away with her — 
 

ULFHEIM.
 Was she so anxious to be with him?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, for she was stupid, you see.
 

ULFHEIM.
 And he, no doubt, was a brilliant and beautiful personage?
 

MAIA.
 Oh, no, he wasn’t so superlatively beautiful either. But he pretended that he would take her with him to the top of the highest of mountains, where there were light and sunshine without end.
 

ULFHEIM.
 So he was a mountaineer, was he, that man?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, he was — in his way.
 

ULFHEIM.
 And then he took the girl up with him — ?
 

MAIA.

[With a toss of the head.] Took her up with him finely, you may be sure! Oh no! he beguiled her into a cold, clammy cage, where — as it seemed to her — there was neither sunlight nor fresh air, but only gilding and great petrified ghosts of people all around the walls.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Devil take me, but it served her right!
 

MAIA.
 Yes, but don’t you think it’s quite a comical story, all the same?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Looks at her moment.] Now listen to me, my good companion of the chase — 
 

MAIA.
 Well, what it is now?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Should not we two tack our poor shreds of life together?
 

MAIA.
 Is his worship inclined to set up as a patching-tailor?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Yes, indeed he is. Might not we two try to draw the rags together here and there — so as to make some sort of a human life out of them?
 

MAIA.
 And when the poor tatters were quite worn out — what then?
 

ULFHEIM.

[With a large gesture.] Then there we shall stand, free and serene — as the man and woman we really are!
 

MAIA.

[Laughing.] You with your goat-legs yes!
 

ULFHEIM.
 And you with your — . Well, let that pass.
 

MAIA.
 Yes, come — let us pass — on.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Stop! Whither away, comrade?
 

MAIA.
 Down to the hotel, of course.
 

ULFHEIM.
 And afterward?
 

MAIA.
 Then we’ll take a polite leave of each other, with thanks for pleasant company.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Can we part, we two? Do you think we can?
 

MAIA.
 Yes, you didn’t manage to tie me up, you know.
 

ULFHEIM.
 I have a castle to offer you — 
 

MAIA.

[Pointing to the hut.] A fellow to that one?
 

ULFHEIM.
 It has not fallen to ruin yet.
 

MAIA.
 And all the glory of the world, perhaps?
 

ULFHEIM.
 A castle, I tell you — 
 

MAIA.
 Thanks! I have had enough of castles.
 

ULFHEIM. — with splendid hunting-grounds stretching for miles around it.
 

MAIA.
 Are there works of art too in this castle?
 

ULFHEIM.

[Slowly.] Well, no — it’s true there are no works of art; but — 
 

MAIA.

[Relieved.] Ah! that’s one good thing, at any rate!
 

ULFHEIM.
 Will you go with me, then — as far and as long as I want you?
 

MAIA.
 There is a tame bird of prey keeping watch upon me.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Wildly.] We’ll put a bullet in his wing, Maia!
 

MAIA.

[Looks at him a moment, and says resolutely.] Come then, and carry me down into the depths.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Puts his arm round her waist.] It is high time! The mist is upon us!
 

MAIA.
 Is the way down terribly dangerous?
 

ULFHEIM.
 The mountain is more dangerous still. [She shakes him off, goes to the edge of the precipice and looks over, but starts quickly back.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Goes towards her, laughing.] What? Does it make you a little giddy?
 

MAIA.

[Faintly.] Yes, that too. But go and look over. Those two, coming up — 
 

ULFHEIM.

[Goes and bends over the edge of the precipice.] It’s only your bird of prey — and his strange lady.
 

MAIA.
 Can’t we get past them — without their seeing us?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Impossible! The path is far too narrow. And there’s no other way down.
 

MAIA.

[Nerving herself.] Well, well — let us face them here, then!
 

ULFHEIM.
 Spoken like a true bear-killer, comrade! [PROFESSOR RUBEK and IRENE appear over the edge of the precipice at the back. He has his plaid over his shoulders; she has a fur cloak thrown loosely over her white dress, and a swansdown hood over her head.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Still only half visible above the edge.] What, Maia! So we two meet once again?
 

MAIA.

[With assumed coolness.] At your service. Won’t you come up? [PROFESSOR RUBEK climbs right up and holds out his hand to IRENE, who also comes right to the top.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Coldly to MAIA.] So you, too, have been all night on the mountain, — as we have?
 

MAIA.
 I have been hunting — yes. You gave me permission, you know.
 

ULFHEIM.

[Pointing downward.] Have you come up that path there?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 As you saw.
 

ULFHEIM.
 And the strange lady too?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Yes, of course. [With a glance at MAIA.] Henceforth the strange lady and I do not intend our ways to part.
 

ULFHEIM.
 Don’t you know, then, that it is a deadly dangerous way you have come?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 We thought we would try it, nevertheless. For it did not seem particularly hard at first.
 

ULFHEIM.
 No, at first nothing seems hard. But presently you may come to a tight place where you can neither get forward nor back. And then you stick fast, Professor! Mountain-fast, as we hunters call it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Smiles and looks at him.] Am I to take these as oracular utterances, Mr. Ulfheim?
 

ULFHEIM.
 Lord preserve me from playing the oracle! [Urgently, pointing up towards the heights.] But don’t you see that the storm is upon us? Don’t you hear the blasts of wind?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Listening.] They sound like the prelude to the Resurrection Day.
 

ULFHEIM.
 They are storm-blasts form the peaks, man! Just look how the clouds are rolling and sinking — soon they’ll be all around us like a winding-sheet!
 

IRENE.

[With a start and shiver.] I know that sheet!
 

MAIA.

[Drawing ULFHEIM away.] Let us make haste and get down.
 

ULFHEIM.

[To PROFESSOR RUBEK.] I cannot help more than one. Take refuge in the hut in the mean-time — while the storm lasts. Then I shall send people up to fetch the two of you away.
 

IRENE.

[In terror.] To fetch us away! No, no!
 

ULFHEIM.

[Harshly.] To take you by force if necessary — for it’s a matter of life and death here. Now, you know it. [To MAIA.] Come, then — and don’t fear to trust yourself in your comrade’s hands.
 

MAIA.

[Clinging to him.] Oh, how I shall rejoice and sing, if I get down with a whole skin!
 

ULFHEIM.

[Begins the descent and calls to the others.] You’ll wait, then, in the hut, till the men come with ropes, and fetch you away. [ULFHEIM, with MAIA in his arms, clambers rapidly but warily down the precipice.
 

IRENE.

[Looks for some time at PROFESSOR RUBEK with terror-stricken eyes.] Did you hear that, Arnold? — men are coming up to fetch me away! Many men will come up here — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Do not be alarmed, Irene!
 

IRENE.

[In growing terror.] And she, the woman in black — she will come too. For she must have missed me long ago. And then she will seize me, Arnold! And put me in the strait-waistcoat. Oh, she has it with her, in her box. I have seen it with my own eyes — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Not a soul shall be suffered to touch you.
 

IRENE.

[With a wild smile.] Oh no — I myself have a resource against that.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 What resource do you mean?
 

IRENE.

[Drawing out the knife.] This!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Tries to seize it.] Have you a knife?
 

IRENE.
 Always, always — both day and night — in bed as well!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Give me that knife, Irene!
 

IRENE.

[Concealing it.] You shall not have it. I may very likely find a use for it myself.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 What use can you have for it, here?
 

IRENE.

[Looks fixedly at him.] It was intended for you, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For me!
 

IRENE.
 As we were sitting by the Lake of Taunitz last evening — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 By the Lake of — 
 

IRENE. — outside the peasant’s hut — and playing with swans and water-lilies — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 What then — what then?
 

IRENE. — and when I heard you say with such deathly, icy coldness — that I was nothing but an episode in your life — 
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 It was you that said that, Irene, not I.
 

IRENE.

[Continuing.] — then I had my knife out. I wanted to stab you in the back with it.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Darkly.] And why did you hold your hand?
 

IRENE.
 Because it flashed upon me with a sudden horror that you were dead already — long ago.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Dead?
 

IRENE.
 Dead. Dead, you as well as I. We sat there by the Lake of Taunitz, we two clay-cold bodies — and played with each other.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 I do not call that being dead. But you do not understand me.
 

IRENE.
 Then where is the burning desire for me that you fought and battled against when I stood freely forth before you as the woman arisen from the dead?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Our love is assuredly not dead, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 The love that belongs to the life of earth — the beautiful, miraculous earth-life — the inscrutable earth-life — that is dead in both of us.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Passionately.] And do you know that just that love — it is burning and seething in me as hotly as ever before?
 

IRENE.
 And I? Have you forgotten who I now am?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Be who or what you please, for aught I care! For me, you are the woman I see in my dreams of you.
 

IRENE.
 I have stood on the turn-table-naked — and made a show of myself to many hundreds of men — after you.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 It was I that drove you to the turn-table — blind as I then was — I, who placed the dead clay-image above the happiness of life — of love.
 

IRENE.

[Looking down.] Too late — too late!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Not by a hairsbreadth has all that has passed in the interval lowered you in my eyes.
 

IRENE.

[With head erect.] Nor in my own!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Well, what then! Then we are free — and there is still time for us to live our life, Irene.
 

IRENE.

[Looks sadly at him.] The desire for life is dead in me, Arnold. Now I have arisen. And I look for you. And I find you. — And then I see that you and life lie dead — as I have lain.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Oh, how utterly you are astray! Both in us and around us life is fermenting and throbbing as fiercely as ever!
 

IRENE.

[Smiling and shaking her head.] The young woman of your Resurrection Day can see all life lying on its bier.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Throwing his arms violently around her.] Then let two of the dead — us two — for once live life to its uttermost — before we go down to our graves again!
 

IRENE.

[With a shriek.] Arnold!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 But not here in the half darkness! Not here with this hideous dank shroud flapping around us — 
 

IRENE.

[Carried away by passion.] No, no — up in the light, and in all the glittering glory! Up to the Peak of Promise!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 There we will hold our marriage-feast, Irene — oh, my beloved!
 

IRENE.

[Proudly.] The sun may freely look on us, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 All the powers of light may freely look on us — and all the powers of darkness too. [Seizes her hand.] Will you then follow me, oh my grace-given bride?
 

IRENE.

[As though transfigured.] I follow you, freely and gladly, my lord and master!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.

[Drawing her along with him.] We must first pass through the mists, Irene, and then — 
 

IRENE.
 Yes, through all the mists, and then right up to the summit of the tower that shines in the sunrise. [The mist-clouds close in over the scene — PROFESSOR RUBEK and IRENE, hand in hand, climb up over the snow-field to the right and soon disappear among the lower clouds. Keen storm-gusts hurtle and whistle through the air.
 

[The SISTER OF MERCY appears upon the stone-scree to the left. She stops and looks around silently and searchingly.
 

MAIA. I am free! I am free! I am free! No more life in the prison for me! I am free as a bird! I am free!
 

[Suddenly a sound like thunder is heard from high up on the snow- field, which glides and whirls downwards with headlong speed. PROFESSOR RUBEK and IRENE can be dimly discerned as they are whirled along with the masses of snow and buried in them.
 

THE SISTER OF MERCY.

[Gives a shriek, stretches out her arms towards them and cries.] Irene! [Stands silent a moment, then makes the sign of the cross before her in the air, and says.
 

Pax vobiscum! [MAIA’s triumphant song sounds from still farther down below.]
 






  

The Poems


 

Henrik Ibsen lived on the Venstøp farm in Gjerpen, outside of Skien, for eight of years of his childhood, from 1835 to 1843. Venstøp was founded as an Ibsen museum in 1958.






  

INTRODUCTION TO IBSEN’S POETRY by Fydell Edmund Garrett


 

IT was early in his professional career as a statesman-journalist that Garrett fell under the spell of Ibsen. His health was already undermined, but his amazing energy and power of rapid work remained; and the translation of Brand, on which he was long more or less at work, was actually accomplished with almost incredible rapidity in the year 1894. Many passages were marked for revision in his own copy, but only a relatively small number of corrections or improvements were actually made in manuscript. They have all been embodied in this re-issue. In 1895 he went to South Africa as editor of the Cape Times, but was compelled to return in 1899 with wrecked health. As soon as he was able to do anything, he gave such strength as he had to South Africa, where his main interest centred to the end of his life, but Ibsen still retained his hold on him, and he amused some of the many hours in which speaking or moving meant instant danger by pencilling tentative translations between the lines and on the margins of his copy of Ibsen’s Digte. As these translations were gradually elaborated he sent many of them, one by one, to the Westminster Gazette, where they appeared, from May to September, in 1903. Others he dictated in their provisionally completed form to Mrs. Garrett, but never published; and some were left to be picked out with more or less security from the various suggested renderings of the manuscript notes. In two instances, only, the editors have had to supply or modify a word or two on their own responsibility. Had Garrett lived he might have further modified any or all of his versions, for some of those already printed were revised and improved from time to time in manuscript. All these Poems are now collected and arranged in the first section of this volume. In every case a note is added to explain the condition in which the poem was left by the translator, and the reader is very particularly requested to remember that those which are taken from the manuscript notes only were never passed for publication by the translator himself.

In many cases they would certainly have been recast or perhaps altogether rejected, in their present form, had he lived to complete his work. For though he would occasionally accept the compulsion of haste, as in the case of his rendering of Brand, he was habitually and by ingrained character a scrupulous literary craftsman, who felt no pains to be too great to bestow on the perfecting of his work.

Ibsen’s volume of Digte included Songs from the Dramas — Margeret’s “Cradle Song” from the Pretenders and Solveig’s songs from Peer Gynt, for example. All of these, and a song from the early play, Gildet paa Solhaug, were amongst the poems translated by Garrett. Einar’s song has its place in his version of Brand.

The rest are thrown together, in the second section of this volume, which also contains a rendering of the great scene of Aase’s death, from the third Act of Peer Gynt, that remains to show what we might have possessed had Garrett been able to carry out his hope of adding a complete version of that marvellous drama to his rendering of Brand.

I may perhaps be allowed to add a few words giving my own impression of Garrett’s characteristics as a translator. I was not acquainted with him during the first period of his work on Ibsen, but his translation of Brand impressed me greatly. It is no part of my task to compare it with Professor Herford’s fine version, which appeared about the same time, but Ibsen is certainly to be congratulated on the rare good fortune of having had two such interpreters of one of his greatest dramas. Later on I was arrested by the appearance in the Westminster Gazette of the poem Gone (VII, in our arrangement). I had tried my own hand at a prose translation, for a special purpose, and knew what Garrett’s work meant. A little later, after his marriage, Mrs. Garrett brought us into correspondence, and he did me the honour of submitting his translations of On the Fells and ‘Terje Vigen, now first published, to my criticism and suggestion. His associates in the journalistic work of his life know that he had a genius for collaboration, and in my correspondence with him, and the single memorable interview which my own engagements and his state of health allowed, I found him to be a man of rarest gift for understanding and accepting suggestions. He not only professed to desire (which is common), but enthusiastically welcomed (which is rare indeed) the most searching and even, if I may say so, the most unconscionable criticism. He desired no phrase, however splendid and however dear to its coiner, to Be spared if it missed or perverted a significant point in the original. By theory and in practice he was a free translator, striving to catch the spirit, not to transliterate the words of his author, but the spirit must be reverenced as sacred. More than once it was with a sense of genuine compunction that I suggested to him a significant aspect of a line which I thought his rendering — though of unusual force and splendour in its diction — had failed to catch. Instead of feeling an instinctive chill of disappointment he was fired by a kind of exultation at the sense of having got a new insight into his author, and at the hope of doing something still better than he had yet achieved: the sacrifice of his toil was as nothing; the sense of a finer vision everything.

I am permitted further to borrow in this place from a note which I wrote at Mrs. Garrett’s request for insertion in Mr. E. T.

Cook’s Memoir.

“Garrett’s translation of Brand is, so far as the noblest and most vital portions of that great drama are concerned, a truly inspired piece of work. The ‘pity and terror’ of the poem had entered into him and were part and parcel of his whole sense of human life. The central heart-beat of Brand was to him an ‘exchange of pulses’ with the universal throb of human passion and aspiration. It was one with the tragedy of victory in defeat, and defeat in victory, of which every heroic soul is in its turn the protagonist. It possessed him.

There is a great passage in the first Act in which Agnes, after she and Einar have been interrupted in their sport by Brand, is wooed back by her lover to the light-hearted joy which the seer’s visions and appeals had dissipated. She hardly hears his words, but in awed abstraction of mind asks him did he not see ‘how the man grew as he spoke.’ The reader of Garrett’s translation, no less than of the original, knows well what she means. For he has already felt, once and again, a spiritual elevation and expansion entering into Brand’s discourse which is as palpable as a physical phenomenon.

“Garrett professed no fine Norse scholarship. But there is something more vital to a translator than sensitiveness to philological minutiæ. It is sensitiveness to the author’s moods and insight into his experience. To have an instinctive sense of what the author means is better than pedantic scrupulosity as to what he says. But evidently Garrett underestimated the delicacy of his own feeling for the language.

He relied much on the judgment of his friends, and was generous in his acknowledgments, but no one could have turned out such work as his without a sound, if not a technical, knowledge of the idiom from which he was translating. In any case his mastery of English admits of no question. His resources seem to be almost boundless. He evidently believed that effective rhyme and rhythm could be and must be secured without any sacrifice of sense or phrasing. The English language always had the turn of expression that was not the best compromise between the two requirements, but the alliance by which each reached its maximum of realization.

“In the great passages between Agnes and Brand this ideal is infallibly embodied in Garrett’s work. In the long passages in which we feel the almost unendurable jar between Brand’s ideals and the commonplaces of his two principal foils — the Sheriff and the Dean — the translator himself evidently feels less secure, and is less firm in his tread. Here ‘inspiration’ can hardly be thought of and resourceful skill is all that seems possible. And here, though Garrett is perpetually delighting the student of the original by his felicity and strength, his results have less of the sustained and sustaining quality than when the tension is higher. A discerning critic on reading his Brand would already have marked him out as the man chosen by the gods to translate Ibsen’s lyrics.”

And it is Ibsen’s lyrics, as rendered by Garrett, the most novel and distinctive feature of this volume, that now demand some more special treatment. From time to time Garrett prefaced his translations with extracts from a certain lecture on Ibsen’s Poems, which I had myself published some time before, and he accompanied these quotations by words of more than generous acknowledgment and appreciation, which it would be out of place to reproduce here.

But where the references or quotations appear to give the requisite information or suggestion which Garrett himself thought valuable they have been allowed to stand at the head of the several poems.

What follows here is an attempt to deal with the collection as a whole and to indicate the principle on which the poems have been arranged.

I have added a few historical notes to some of the poems, based upon information derived from Passarge’s German edition of Ibsen, Allen’s History of Denmark, and other easily accessible works.

These notes make no pretension to first-hand knowledge.

Brandes once said that some of the Poems, notably the one which appears as No. VII in our arrangement, proved that at some point in the battle of life Ibsen had had a lyrical Pegasus shot under him.

The poems I and II, which we have placed at the opening of this collection, give Ibsen’s own caustic version of the same facts. In the first he implies that he opened his career with the usual stock in trade of the youthful bard — vanity, ambition and sentimentality.

And in the second he tells us how he conceived his task when he had come to close grips with life, and had defined his own relation to the world in which he lived. There is a poem, not one of those translated by Garrett, in which he tells how one sultry night he was sitting on shipboard “with the stars and silence for company.”

Through the half-open swing glass he could see the uneasy sleepers below, and averting his eye from the weary turmoil he looked out into the fresh night. Eastward the faint dawn was already dimming the stars. Then some one below seemed to cry, between an uneasy sleep and a nightmare, “I’m sure we’re sailing with a corpse on board.” Ibsen had seen the stars and the dawn, he had felt the fresh sea breeze, and to the last his Muse struggled to give lyric utterance to his sense of the beauty and worth of life, but yet it was more and more the cutting away of dead matter, ridding the ship of life of the corpse she carried, which he came to feel as his special mission. The trolls, sprites and kelpies, which are to us quaint and pleasing fancies, stand to the Norseman, and most of all to Ibsen, for those dark unhumanized passions and those haunting obsessions above which life must be raised and against which it must be defended. The deliberate self-shaping alike of the individual and of society towards the higher issues is a fight against these trolls; and the poet who probes the unconscious motives and impulses of others has turned an awful searchlight upon his own soul, and called himself to the bar of judgment.

Those of Ibsen’s poems which Garrett translated, now one and now another as accident and fancy dictated — poems which Ibsen himself had never cared to throw into systematic order — may be taken in our arrangement as roughly illustrating at once the lyric power which was never wholly crushed out of Ibsen, and the general trend of his mind towards that other task of troll-fighting and working off of dead tissue; always, however, with the underlying sense of vitality. In a word we have sought to illustrate the movement from Building Plans to What is Life? But it must be distinctly understood that this is not a chronological arrangement. The two moods alternate throughout Ibsen’s life, and to prevent any misapprehension on this point we have given, the date of the composition, or (if that is unknown) of the publication of each poem, on the authority of Halvorsen.

First, then, we take a series of poems in which the lyric motive is strongly felt. The Bird Ballad (III) is characterized by a light touch of playfulness rare in Ibsen, a humour and pathos habitual to him, and a profession of indifference in which he often takes refuge from the unkindness of fortune. Some of the same motives, treated with the same light hand, appear in the second of the group, Complications (iv). But it was not always that Ibsen could meet the irony of fate in so gentle and tender a spirit as he displays in this charming poem. With the Water-Lily (v) and the Swan (vi) we enter upon Ibsen’s own territory. In the first of these the “sprite.” already lurks beneath the petals of the water-lily, and in the second we have a genuine specimen of Ibsen’s pregnant, allusive, and often obscure style, which sometimes forces the translator to give a definite interpretation to what the original leaves as an open challenge, The next poem, Gone (vii), startles us by the feeling that under other conditions Ibsen might have rivalled Heine in the art of conveying the most vivid impressions and appeals to universal experience in words of such absolute simplicity that one cannot see by what magic they escape the bald and commonplace. This is one of the poems that drew forth the dictum of Brandes already recorded; and perhaps Garrett attained no subtler triumph than in his rendering of it.

The next poem (VIII) is one of the two (the other being xix) in which Ibsen speaks frankly of his wife, in their first love, and when their union had borne the long test and strain of the baffled and struggling life that preceded the poet’s fame and triumph. The three poems that follow (IX, X and XI) again strike the romantic note. The last of them, The Eider-Duck, has, I believe, been very generally regarded as a personal poem in which Ibsen compares himself, lacerated by the neglect or hostility of his countrymen, and driven into a half voluntary exile in Southern lands, to the robbed and bleeding bird. But at most this can only have been an afterthought, affecting the final revision of the last lines of the poem; for it was written in 1851, thirteen years before Ibsen left Norway.

The subsequent revisions, by which it was reduced from thirty-two to fourteen lines, concentrated and refined its forlorn beauty, and the final reference to the sunlit South seems only to focus the whole pathos of the wonderful poem. It always contained a symbolic suggestion; and in its original form it elaborated the analogies of the fate of the bird and the fate of man something after the way of Burns in his Daisy or his Field Mouse epic. This element in the final revision is all concentrated in the two last lines, no doubt with a sense of personal fellowship. But the reader of the two versions will surely feel that so far as the final line indicates a mental identification in the poet’s mind between himself and the eider-duck, it has been read the wrong way round. It would be far truer to say that Ibsen drew a deeper sympathy with the bird from his own personal experience, and so gave the final touch of beauty to one of the most perfect of his poems, than that in morbid sensitiveness he deformed the romantic poem of his earlier days into a querulous self-advertisement. Such penetrating and compelling beauty as is here can never flow from tainted sources; and if Ibsen is indeed the eider-duck, then never has “the fisherman.” treated him more cruelly than in ravishing with his vulgar hand this choicest “treasure.” In any case To the Survivors (XII) shows that Ibsen’s keenest resentment of what he felt to be unmerited neglect or hostility was roused not when he himself, but when another was the supposed victim; and the song in celebration of Professor Schweigaard’s jubilee (XIII) (of which a part only was translated by Garrett) shows us that as late as i860 Ibsen was far from taking a gloomy view of the future of his country, or from launching a general sentence of excommunication on his countrymen.

As for his own difficulties he was still undaunted. His genius had, indeed, received but little recognition and his life was a struggle with obstacles of every kind. But, however it sobered him and whatever darker moods he passed through, he was, in the main, confident of his mission. To borrow the imagery of his own Peer Gynt, he was quite certain that when God made him he meant something definite and something significant, and he, Ibsen, had a sufficient working knowledge of what that meaning was to be able to go on expressing it with determined confidence, whether men heard or whether they forbore. But now that most terrible experience to a patriotic soul came to Ibsen — the conviction that the country he loved, and in which his whole life was rooted, had betrayed its trust. We need not enter into the rights and wrongs of the Dano-Prussian war. It is a consolation, in any case, to know that the re-birth of Denmark itself is thought by many to date from that period; but those Englishmen who remember how at the wedding of the late King we all of us sang: “The Danish flag and England’s henceforth float side by side,” and then, when the test came, explained that what was understood to be our joint guarantee of Denmark’s independence did not bind us singly, will understand something of Ibsen’s feelings when the Scandinavian brethren of the Danes, who had all but pledged themselves to make common cause with them, allowed them to fight and fall alone.

The iron entered into his soul. The several poems translated by Garrett in which Ibsen utters his grief and indignation at what he held to be the betrayal of Denmark by her northern brethren, will give the reader the key to much that may have appeared obscure, or at least wanting in definiteness of outline, in the great drama of Brand. The hero’s dismal forebodings for his country, when his own catastrophe is approaching, are to be interpreted by the events expressly dealt with in these poems; and the passionate demand for action “up to the measure of accorded might,” irrespective of the practical limitations on which prudence insists, is of the very texture of the drama. There can be no doubt either that the braggart Peer Gynt, with his pretensions to ancestral grandeur, his splendid and ineffective visions of his own future, the sordid contrast of his actual conduct, the deathless hope of the woman who loved him and with whom alone God shared the secret of what he meant when he made him, is Ibsen’s scornful and yet yearning portrayal of the national character of the Norwegians, as it appeared to him in these days; and many a detailed stroke of sarcasm opens to the same key.

Jatgeir, in the Pretenders, declares that he became a bard because of the gift of sorrow, given him by a woman. He adds that the gift of doubt, if it be strong, and doubt not itself, may likewise make a bard, if that chance to be the gift he needs. When we consider that Brand and Peer Gynt, as well as many of the poems that now follow in our arrangement, were struck out of Ibsen’s grief and indignation, and that the whole series of the Social Plays are a relentless probing and questioning, in which the poet of doubt shows himself the peer of the great poets of faith, we may well ask whether Ibsen did not receive both the gift assured to Jatgeir and the gift denied to King Skule.

The poems directly referring to the Danish war (xiv, xv and xvi) are severally accompanied by short explanatory notes. They are followed by another group in which a more personal note is struck.

The Power of Memory (XVII) illustrates by a grotesque and bitter parable the relation between sorrow and song. And Burnt Ships (xvm) reveals the truth which interprets all Ibsen’s work that though he seemed in a sense to have exiled himself from his country and shaken off her dust from his feet, he was nevertheless always and in all things deeply and ineradicably Norwegian.

Whatever message he had for the world was always delivered, spiritually speaking, from Norwegian soil and in Norwegian speech.

It is pleasant to add No xix, at the close of this group of poems, as a companion to No. VIII, and to have its direct testimony to the fact, abundantly known from other sources, that through all his struggles and disappointments Ibsen found sympathy, understanding and support just where the want of them would have struck the most deadly blow.

We have seen some of the indications of the lyric exuberance which might have been Ibsen’s had the lines of his life fallen otherwise than they did. And even the period of darkness of which we have now been speaking was one of unusual lyrical productivity.

But nevertheless the disappointment and indignation which dominated it had fixed upon Ibsen’s youthful animation the taciturnity and reserve which became so markedly characteristic of him. His faultlessly correct manners and costume, and his scrupulous, even conventional, politeness, were perhaps a kind of defensive armour. Readers who have formed their conceptions of him as the great rebel against all conventions, usually find this correctness rather startling when they first hear of it, and Ibsen himself apparently was quite conscious of the contrast between what God had originally made him, and still meant by him, inside, and what life had made of him externally; so that a glance at the looking-glass might chill the current of his thoughts as though by the presence of a stranger. So at least he seems to confess in A Home Study (xx). But possibly we are driving too hard the sense, not peculiar to Ibsen, of a contrast between the free movements of the soul and the concrete and clothed personality which must necessarily seem inadequate or grotesque if regarded as its symbolic expression. And yet the same sense of a divided and self-baffling nature breathes in The Petrel (xxi), reminding us of the contention of Mephistopheles in the Prologue in Heaven, that man would do well enough if he could either fly or could be content to give up jumping.

But when all this is said something more specific remains to be reckoned with in Ibsen. The secret of his power alike of attraction and of repulsion is perhaps to be found in his indomitable sense of vitality, coupled with his growing incapacity to express it otherwise than in negations. He always seemed to be diving into the darkness. Bjornson has said of him that he is like the lighthouses on the Norway coast. They show folk where not to sail, and they are the first things that any one sees when his eye is turned to Norway.

Ibsen’s searching analysis of how not to do it strikes those who have less inherent sense of the worth of life than he as amounting to a terrible fatalism, whereas to those who share his vital force (and who had more of it than Garrett?) they are what they ought to be — a warning to enable a man to sail more safely, not a proclamation that he who sails on the sea of life sails to inevitable wreck.

But yet, for all his sense of the worth of life, that “fight with trolls” of which he was so deeply conscious indicates some exceptional feeling in Ibsen’s soul of a hostile power which cramped and conditioned his self-expression; and his most fervent admirers must often feel that he was a haunted man, that he was in some sense possessed, that he had paid a terrible price for his insight and his achievement, and that though he was always seeking to break through to the light, he was often beset by a doubt whether darkness might not after all be the natural abode of man. It is not only in his later work, but in poems of almost every date, that we feel this spirit. That mysterious and fascinating poem Musicians (XXII) gives hints, which the reader may shape according to his fancy, to support or refute these contentions, but in the Bird and Bird-catcher (XXIII) Ibsen reveals himself clearly enough as scared and bruised by the grim powers that encompass him. In The Daylight Coward (XXIV), which the reader will compare with a passage in Brand (p. 75), he tries (at least dramatically) to find his reconciliation with life in the thought that man is born to darkness, and can only be happy when he renounces his insane desire to live in the sunshine. In The Miner (xxv) we find him persistently working deeper into the darkness with an only half-retained conviction that it is the true path to light. But in that terrible poem On the Fells (xxvi) we have a conscious working out of this theory, together with a reductio ad absurdum of the belief that by hardening the heart and cultivating an artistic attitude of aloofness you can win emancipation.

As a sort of pendant to this group we give the declaration to his “Friend the Revolutionary Orator” (xxvi) — apparently a reductio ad absurdum of the said friend’s creed also — that the only true reformation would consist in a second Deluge supplemented by the scuttling of the Ark!

At the end we have placed in detachment the ballad of Terje Vigen (xxv 111).

P. H. W.

Ibsen’s poetry in the original Norwegian can be accessed here
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LYRICS AND POEMS
 






  







I
 

BUILDING PLANS
 

I REMEMBER, as clearly as if it were last night,

The evening my first poem appeared in black and white.

I sat there in my den with the smoke clouds rolling free,

Sat smoking and sat dreaming in blest complacency.
 

I will build me a cloud castle. Two wings shall shape it forth;

A great one and a small one. It shall shine across the North.

The greater shall shelter a singer immortal;

The smaller to a maiden shall open its portal.
 

A noble symmetry methought shewed in my double wing;

But afterward there came a sad confusion in the thing.

The castle went crazy, as the master found his wits:

The great wing grew too little, and the small one fell to bits.
 

II
 

WHAT is life? a fighting

In heart and in brain with Trolls.

Poetry? that means writing

Doomsday-accounts of our souls.
 

III
 

A BIRD-BALLAD
 

ONE lovely day in springtime

We paced the avenue;

As some dark riddle draws one

The place forbidden drew.
 

The sky was blue above us;

The wind was in the west;

A bird sat singing in the limes

To young ones in the nest.
 

I painted poet-pictures

Of bright-hued fantasy;

Two brown eyes laughed and listened

And sparkled back at me.
 

A twitter and a titter — 

O’erhead we heard it plain:

But we, we bade a sweet good-bye,

And never met again....
 

And when, alone and lonely,

I pace the avenue,

They leave me no peace nor quiet,

The little feathered crew.
 

We did not dream Dame Sparrow

Had spied on us, and soon

. She made a song about us

And put it to a tune.
 

Now every bird has caught it

That has a beak to sing;

The leaves are full of lays about

That shining day in spring.
 

IV
 

COMPLICATIONS
 

AN apple-tree in a garden grew;

A little bee in the garden flew.

The tree was snowing with bloom, and the bee

Fell in love with a blossom upon the tree.
 

Their peace of mind was lost to them both;

But the bee and the blossom plighted troth.
 

The bee flew wide on his summer trip;

When he turned, the flower was a greenling-hip.
 

The bee was sad, and the greenling too;

But there really was nothing that they could do.
 

Under the tree, in a wall, kept house

A poor but highly respectable mouse.
 

He sighed in secret: O greenling fine,

My hole were heaven, wert thou but mine!
 

The bee flew again, still true to his suit;

When home he turned, the hip was a fruit.
 

The bee was sad, and the apple too;

But there really was nothing that they could do.
 

Under the wall, in a crevice narrow,

There hung a nest, the home of a sparrow.
 

He sighed in secret: O apple fine,

My nest were heaven, wert thou but mine!
 

The bee it sorrowed, the apple sighed,

The mouse it suffered, the sparrow cried;
 

But nothing happened, and nobody knew;

There was absolutely nothing to do.
 

So the fruit just fell from the bough, and broke;

And the mouse fell dead ‘twixt a sigh and a choke;
 

And the sparrow, too, was found dead in the eaves,

When they put up the pole with the Christmas sheaves.
 

When the bee was free, every hedge was bare;

Not a bloom of the summer left anywhere.
 

So he entered the hive, and there found peace

In the beeswax trade, till his late decease.

Now of all this fuss there had been no need

Had the bee been a mouse when the flower went to seed;
 

And there might have been quite a nice ending to ‘t,

Had the mouse been a sparrow when the hip was a fruit.
 

V
 

WITH A WATER-LILY
 

SEE, dear, what thy lover brings;

‘Tis the flower with the white wings.

Buoyed upon the quiet stream

In the spring it lay a dream.
 

Homelike to bestow this guest,

Lodge it, dear one, in thy breast;

There its leaves the secret keep

Of a wave both still and deep.
 

Child, beware the tarn-fed stream;

Danger, danger, there to dream!

Though the sprite pretends to sleep,

And above the lilies peep.
 

Child, thy bosom is the stream;

Danger, danger, there to dream!

Though above the lilies peep,

And the sprite pretends to sleep.
 

Fearfully hiding

  Thy song’s hushed spirit,

Didst thou pass gliding,

  Nor let’st me hear it.
 

But, ere we parted,

  Once, eyes replied to me,

  Lips vowed and lied to me,

And song upstarted;
 

‘Twas one brief quiring

  And thy day gone then.

Thou sang’st expiring — 

  Thou wast a swan, then!
 

VII
 

GONE
 

THE last, late guest

  To the gate we followed;

Good-bye — and the rest

  The night-wind swallowed.
 

House, garden, street,

  Lay tenfold gloomy,

Where accents sweet

  Had made music to me.
 

It was but a feast

  With the dark coming on;

She was but a guest, — 

  And now, she is gone.
 

VIII
 

WILDFLOWERS AND HOTHOUSE-PLANTS
 

“GOOD Heavens, man, what a freak of taste!

  What blindness to form and feature!

The girl’s no beauty, and might be placed

  As a hoydenish kind of creature.”
 

No doubt it were more in the current tone

  And the tide to-day we move in,

If I could but choose me to make my own

  A type of our average woman.
 

Like winter blossoms they all unfold

  Their primly maturing glory;

Like pot-grown plants in the tepid mould

  Of a window conservatory.
 

They sleep by rule and by rule they wake,

  Each tendril is taught its duties;

Were I worldly-wise, yes, my choice I’d make

  From our stock of average beauties.
 

For worldly wisdom what do I care?

  I am sick of its prating mummers;

She breathes of the field and the open air,

  And the fragrance of sixteen summers.
 

IX
 

MOUNTAIN LIFE
 

IN summer dusk the valley lies

With far-flung shadow-veil;

A cloud-sea laps the precipice

Before the evening gale:

The welter of the cloud-waves grey

Cuts off from keenest sight

The glacier, looking out by day

O’er all the district, far away,

And crowned with golden light.
 

But o’er the smouldering cloud-wrack’s flow,

Where gold and amber kiss,

Stands up the archipelago,

A home of shining peace.

The mountain eagle seems to sail

A ship far seen at even;

And over all a serried pale

Of peaks, like giants ranked in mail,

Fronts westward threatening heaven.
 

But look, a steading nestles, close

Beneath the ice-field’s bound,

Where purple cliffs and glittering snows

The quiet home surround.

Here place and people seem to be

A world apart, alone; — 

Cut off from men by spate and scree,

It has a heaven more broad, more free,

A sunshine all its own.
 

Look: mute the saeter-maiden stays,

Half shadow, half aflame;

The deep, still vision of her gaze

Was never word to name.

She names it not herself, nor knows

What goal may be its will;

While cow-bells chime and alp-horn blows

It bears her where the sunset glows,

Or, maybe, further still.
 

Too brief, thy life on highland wolds

Where close the glaciers jut;

Too soon the snowstorm’s cloak enfolds

Stone byre and pine-log hut.

Then wilt thou ply with hearth ablaze

The winter’s well-worn tasks; — 

But spin thy wool with cheerful face:

One sunset in the mountains pays

For all their winter asks.
 

X
 

IN THE PICTURE GALLERY
 

WITH palette laden

  She sat, as I passed her,

A dainty maiden

  Before an Old Master.
 

What mountain-top is

  She bent upon? Ah,

She neatly copies

  Murillo’s Madonna.

But rapt and brimming

  The eyes’ full chalice says

The heart builds dreaming

  Its fairy-palaces.
 

* * * * *
 

The eighteenth year rolled

  By, ere returning,

I greeted the dear old

  Scenes with yearning.
 

With palette laden

  She sat, as I passed her,

A faded maiden

  Before an Old Master.
 

But what is she doing?

  The same thing still — lo,

Hotly pursuing

  That very Murillo!
 

Her wrist never falters;

  It keeps her, that poor wrist,

With panels for altars

  And daubs for the tourist.
 

And so she has painted

  Through years unbrightened,

Till hopes have fainted

  And hair has whitened.
 

But rapt and brimming

  The eyes’ full chalice says

The heart builds dreaming

  Its fairy-palaces.
 

XI
 

THE EIDER-DUCK
 

THE eider’s home is in Norroway;

He dwells by the fiord that is leaden-grey.

He plucks the soft, soft down from his breast,

And warm and cosy he builds his nest.
 

But the cruel fisherman does not spare;

He plunders the nest till all is bare.
 

The fisher is hard, but the bird holds true;

He strips his own warm bosom anew;

And robbed once more, he will yet make rich

Once more his nest in a secret niche.
 

But steal this treasure, his third, his last — 

One night he spreads his wings to the blast;
 

With bleeding bosom the sea-fog dun

He cleaves, to the South, to the South and sun!
 

XII
 

TO THE SURVIVORS
 

Now they sing the hero loud; — 

But they sing him in his shroud.
 

Torch he kindled for his land;

On his brow ye set its brand.
 

Taught by him to wield a glaive;

Through his heart the steel ye drave.
 

Trolls he smote in hard-fought fields;

Ye bore him down ‘twixt traitor shields.
 

But the shining spoils he won,

These ye treasure as your own. — 
 

Dim them not, that so the dead

Rest appeased his thorn-crowned head.
 

XIII
 

FOR PROFESSOR SCHWEIGAARD’S JUBILEE
 

(15th Year of his Professorship)
 

LIKE the forest in a country’s childhood

    Lay our fatherland.

Pleasant ploughs o’er weak against the wild wood

    Fruitless sank in sand.

Sun must enter e’er the waste be settled, — 

    Light, the forest lacks:

Forth then fared the brethren of the axe,

Holy pioneers, heroic-mettled.
 

Then came life among the touchwood mouldered

    In the wilderness;

Where the resin-root had flared and smouldered,

    Corn sprang up to bless.

And to crown the labour of the clearers, — 

    Sprang up, one by one,

Homes, a people strengthened in the sun:

Even in the wood a song found hearers.
 

(Last two verses untranslated.)

Original written 1860. Translation printed from MS. notes.
 

XIV
 

A BROTHER IN NEED
 

Now, rallying once if ne’er again,

    With flag at half-mast flown,

A people in dire need and strain

    Mans Tyra’s bastion.

Betrayed in danger’s hour, betrayed

  Before the stress of strife!

Was this the meaning that it had — 

That clasp of hands at Axelstad

  Which gave the North new life?
 

The words that seemed as if they rushed

  From deepest heart-springs out

Were phrases, then! — the freshet gushed,

  And now is fall’n the drought.

The tree, that promised rich in bloom

  Mid festal sun and shower,

Stands wind-stript in the louring gloom,

A cross to mark young Norway’s tomb,

  The first dark testing-hour.
 

They were but Judas kisses, lies

  In fatal wreaths enwound,

The cheers of Norway’s sons, and cries

  Towards the beach of Sound.

What passed that time we watched them meet,

 ‘Twixt Norse and Danish lord?

Oh! nothing! only to repeat

King Gustav’s play at Stockholm’s seat

  With the Twelfth Charles’s sword.
 

“A people doomed, whose knell is rung,

  Betrayed by every friend!” — 

Is the book closed and the song sung?

  Is this our Denmark’s end?

Who set the craven colophon,

  While Germans seized the hold,

And o’er the last Dane lying prone

Old Denmark’s tattered flag was thrown

  With doubly crimsoned fold?
 

But thou, my brother Norseman, set

  Beyond the war-storm’s power

Because thou knewest to forget

  Fair words in danger’s hour:

Flee from thy homes of ancient fame — 

  Go chase a new sunrise — 

Pursue oblivion, and for shame

Disguise thee in a stranger’s name

  To hide from thine own eyes!
 

Each wind that sighs from Danish waves

  Through Norway’s woods of pine,

Of thy pale lips an answer craves:

  Where wast thou, brother mine?

I fought for both a deadly fight;

  In vain to spy thy prow

O’er belt and fiord I strained my sight:

My fatherland with graves grew white:

  My brother, where wast thou?
 

It was a dream! Arise, awake

  To do a nation’s deed!

Each to his post, swift counsel take;

  A brother is in need!

A nobler song may yet be sung — 

  Danes, Danes, keep Tyro’s hold — 

And o’er a Northern era, young

And rich in hope, be proudly flung

  The red flag’s tattered fold.
 

Original written 1863. Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazent of May 27, 1903, with an added stanza from MS.
 

XV
 

FREDERICK THE SEVENTH’S MEMORY
 

(Song for the Students’ Union)
 

DANES in arms on Danish marches

  Scan the south in doubt;

Frederick sleeps where Roskild’s arches

  Shut the war sounds out.

Danes must strike for Denmark’s standard,

With no Frederick in the vanguard;

By the northern beacon only

“Jens” keeps vigil lonely.
 

Nay, some waft from Jutland bears him

  Word of border fight,

Frederick from his coffin tears him,

  Cleaves the winds of night.

Storming on like ancient viking,

Brandishing his blade and striking,

“Charge my children, lift the standard,

Frederick leads the vanguard!”
 

For in memory yet he liveth

  Denmark’s royal Dane,

Proof his people’s mettle giveth

  Of the kingly strain.

Strike for right then! wrong shall vanish,

Frederick and the right are Danish.

Slav and Wend and Croat foemen

Ne’er shall cow your yeomen!
 

Original written 1864. Translation printed from MS. notes.
 

XVI
 

WELL-GROUNDED FAITH
 

I BLEW through the land a bugle call

In my verse; but nobody stirred at all.
 

My bolt was shot; I embarked, and forth

I steamed from the dearly-belovèd North.
 

We lay in the Cattegat, seafog-bound;

The first night nobody slumbered sound.
 

There was council of war in the cabin, all

The passengers canvassed Dybbol’s fall.
 

Stories were told, of the kind one hears,

About the deeds of the young volunteers.
 

One man had lost an apprentice keen,

Another a nephew of just eighteen.
 

It was but natural people felt it — 

I was myself in a measure melted.
 

On the sofa, directly under the light,

Sat an elderly lady, calm and bright;
 

The conversation centred in her,

All vied in playing the comforter.
 

With sighs and moans the ladies as one

Expressed their concern for her only son.
 

I can see her nodding — of fear no shade — 

As she smiles: “For him I am not afraid.”
 

How lovely she is with her silver tresses,

And the rock-built faith that her look expresses!
 

A warm glow coursed through marrow and blood;

‘Twas courage and steel to my failing mood.
 

“The people slumbers, but not unto death;

It lives in the wonder of woman’s faith!”...
 

But later I found the young soldier’s mother

A woman of this world more than the other;
 

And somewhat she puzzled me, after that.

Whence this gracious calm? Came an answer pat.
 

And so obvious as quite to disarm me:

Her warrior was in the Norwegian army.
 

Original written 1864. Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette

of June 3, 1903.
 

XVII
 

THE POWER OF MEMORY
 

Do you know how a trainer teaches his bear

A lesson time can never impair?
 

In a brewer’s copper he ties him tight,

And under it sets the fire alight.
 

Then comes the lesson: without a word he

Plays The Joy of Life on a hurdy-gurdy.
 

The bear, half-daft as the heat advances,

Finds he cannot stand, so perforce he dances.
 

That tune henceforth if you but begin to him,

Straight enters a dancing-devil into him.
 

I, too, had once a taste of the copper,

With orchestra and a fire, all proper,
 

And burned a trifle more than my fingers;

Still lively the recollection lingers.
 

So let of that day but an echo sound,

On a glowing grid I seem to be bound;
 

As the quick of the nail to a stab must answer,

I find my verse-feet and straight turn dancer.
 

Original written ca. 1864. Translation reprinted from the Westminster

Gazette of May 8, 1903.
 

XVIII
 

BURNT SHIPS
 

To skies that were brighter

  Turned he his prows;

To gods that were lighter

  Made he his vows.
 

The snow-land’s mountains

  Sank in the deep;

Sunnier fountains

  Lulled him to sleep.
 

He burns his vessels,

  The smoke flung forth

On blue cloud-trestles

  A bridge to the north.
 

From the sun-warmed lowland

  Each night that betides,

To the huts of the snow-land

  A horseman rides.
 

Original written 1871. Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette of June 9, 1903, with revisions from MS.
 

XIX
 

THANKS
 

HER griefs were the hours

  When my struggle was sore, — 

Her joys were the powers

  That the climber upbore.
 

Her home is the boundless

  Free ocean that seems

To rock, calm and soundless,

  My galleon of dreams.
 

Half hers are the glancing

  Creations that throng

With pageant and dancing

  The ways of my song.
 

My fires when they dwindle

  Are lit from her brand:

Men see them rekindle

  Nor guess by whose hand.
 

Of thanks to requite her

  No least thought is hers, — 

And therefore I write her,

  Once, thanks in a verse.
 

Original written ca. 1871. Translation reprinted from the Westminster

Gazette of June 11, 1903.
 

XX
 

A HOME STUDY
 

THE house was quiet, and hushed the street.

  I sat with my lamp in a shade;

The room was wrapped in a dusk complete; — 

In came the children, nodding sweet

  Through the mist my pipe had made.
 

They came, my dream-winged children, a band

  Of romping girls and boys, — 

Fresh-cheeked as after a bath — oh, grand

Was the race we started through fairyland,

  With the maddest, merriest noise.
 

But just as the fun was at topmost rate,

  I chanced to look in the mirror.

And there stood a stranger, grave, sedate,

Close-buttoned, with eyes of the grey of slate,

  And slippers, or I’m in error.
 

With that, my madcaps were stricken dumb;

  One stands like a block of wood,

Another falls to sucking his thumb; — 

You know how the boldest boys turn mum

  If a stranger but intrude.
 

Original written 1864. Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette

of May 20, 1903.
 

XXI
 

THE PETREL
 

THE storm-petrel broods where soundings fail; — 

‘Twas an old sea-captain told me the tale.
 

Of surf and spindrift her plumage drinks;

She treads the rollers and never sinks.
 

With the sea she will fall; with the sea will rise;

In calm she is mute; at the tempest she cries.
 

Something ‘twixt flying and swimming it is,

A dream between heaven and hell’s abyss.
 

Too light for the waves, too heavy for air — ;

Ah! bird and bard, — our trouble is there!
 

And the worst of it is, to the ears of the wise,

Most of the story is old salt’s lies.
 

Translation printed from MS. notes.
 

XXII
 

MUSICIANS
 

MY thoughts went out to her nightly

  The silvery summer through;

But the path bore down by the river

  In the alder-wood wet with dew.
 

Ha! song with a shudder in it

  Is the spell for a woman’s will,

That through halls and high cathedrals

  Her dream be to follow thee still.
 

I called from his pool the kelpie;

  I sold my soul for his art;

But when I had mastered his secret

  She lay at my brother’s heart.
 

Through halls and high cathedrals

  I played my way alone;

And the shudder and song of the torrent

  Have made my soul their own.
 

Original published 1851; subsequently revised. Translation reprinted from

Westminster Gazette of May 5, 1903.
 

XXIII
 

BIRD AND BIRDCATCHER
 

WANTON boy, a fowling gin

  Once of pinewood slips I wrought,

  Set it, lo! as quick as thought

Fluttered a snared bird therein.
 

Then did I with grim delight

  To my nursery bear the cage.

And the captive bird affright

  With grimacing looks of rage.
 

When I had indulged my mood,

  Sated well the cruel fit,

On a chair the cage I stood,

  Cautiously I opened it.
 

See the captive ply his wings!

  Freedom, life, are his again!

Out toward the light he flings — 

  To fall crushed against the pane.
 

Poor caged bird, avenged at last!

  Now the boy himself is pent

In a prisonhouse aghast,

  Fluttering and impotent.
 

Him in turn an eye espies

  Through the bars with fearful stare;

All his soul it terrifies,

  Thrills him with a cold despair.
 

And when, opening through the walls,

  Freedom glimmers on his sight,

Lo! some barrier mocks his flight,

  Down with broken wings he falls.
 

Original written soon after 1850; published 1871. Translation printed

from MS.
 

XXIV
 

THE DAYLIGHT COWARD
 

WAS ne’er a schoolboy bolder

  Than I, in schoolboy days — 

That is, till the mountain’s shoulder

  Had hidden the sunset rays.

But lo! with the first advances

  Of night over hill and dale,

I was frightened by goblin fancies

  From legend and fairy tale.
 

And scarce had I closed an eyelid,

  I dreamed such a medley of things, — 

God knows, my wits were beguilèd

  And all my courage took wings.
 

Now, everything that hurts me

  Or helps me seems reversed;

The time my courage deserts me

  Is when the dawn comes first.
 

Now it is trolls of daylight — 

  Life, busy life, is the troll

That kindles a dismal grey light

  Of fear in my freezing soul.
 

I snatch at the black disguises

  Of bugbear Night, and hide; — 

Then up my ambition rises

  Like an eagle in its pride.
 

Nor flood nor flame can daunt me;

  I sail in falcon-sweeps;

No more my terrors haunt me — 

  Till the next morning peeps.
 

But strip me of night, the bereavement

  Puts all my poor wits to flight;

Yes, if ever I boast an achievement,

 ‘Twill sure be a deed of night.
 

Translation reprinted from

the Westminster Gazette of June 24, 1903.
 

XXV
 

THE MINER
 

BEETLING rock, with roar and smoke

Break before my hammer-stroke!

Deeper I must thrust and lower

Till I hear the ring of ore.

From the mountain’s unplumbed night,

Deep amid the gold-veins bright,

Diamonds lure me, rubies beckon,

Treasure-hoard that none may reckon.
 

There is peace within the deep — 

Peace and immemorial sleep;

Heavy hammer, burst as bidden,

To the heart-nook of the hidden!
 

Once I, too, a careless lad,

Under starry heavens was glad,

Trod the primrose paths of summer,

Child-like knew not care nor cummer.
 

But I lost the sense of light

In the poring womb of night;

Woodland songs, when earth rejoiced her,

Breathed not down my hollow cloister.
 

Fondly did I cry, when first

Into the dark place I burst:

“Answer spirits of the middle

Earth, my life’s unending riddle!—”
 

Still the spirits of the deep

Unrevealed their answer keep;

Still no beam from out the gloomy

Cavern rises to illume me.
 

Have I erred? Does this way lead

Not to clarity indeed?

If above I seek to find it,

By the glare my eyes are blinded.
 

Downward, then! the depths are best;

There is immemorial rest.

Heavy hammer burst as bidden

To the heart-nook of the hidden! — 
 

Hammer-blow on hammer-blow

Till the lamp of life is low.

Not a ray of hope’s fore-warning;

Not a glimmer of the morning.
 

Original written in 1851. Translation from Westminster Gazttte, July 11,

1903.
 

XXVI
 

ON THE FELLS
 

My soul would live alone unto herself

  In her high palace there.
 

O god-like isolation which art mine!

  I can but count thee perfect gain,

What time I watch the darkening droves of swine

  That range on yonder plain.
 

Up here on the fells must be freedom and God:

  Men do but grope in the valley!

My life is broken, my bark is wrecked — 
 

I surely find, when my heart I scan,

All symptoms of petrifaction.
 

I
 

THE wallet’s on my back again,

  The rifle slung once more,

The ingle closed to snow or rain,

  The bolt shot in the door;

To mother now, to bid good-bye;

  One stride ‘twixt but and ben;

One clasp, one question and reply — 

“Quick gone, quick home again am I;

  God’s peace with thee till then.”
 

So up the little path I wind

  That threads the birchwood maze;

But over fiord and vale behind

  The moonlight lies in haze.

I pass my neighbour’s farm anear;

  No creature stirring there;

But by the wicket, low and clear,

A clash of trinkets meets my ear — 

  The trinkets maidens wear.
 

There in her kirtle white she stood

  And gave to me good e’en;

A mountain flower of maidenhood,

  The freshest e’er was seen!

A laughing light was in her eye

  That mocked and lured as well;

And I laughed back, and merrily

Stood at one leap the wicket by — 

  But there a tear-drop fell.
 

I drew her boldly to my side, — 

  She flushed and paled again;

I called her love, I called her bride, — 

  Her bosom heaved amain.

Already she was mine, I pressed; — 

  Her shoe-string held her look;

Mine, wholly mine, not half possess’d; — 

The trinkets tinkled on her breast

  To tell me how she shook.
 

She prayed so sweetly, I let go;

  Once more we laughed and smiled;

But my heart hammered to and fro,

  My mind was dazed and wild.

I prayed so sweetly, she was mute;

  Then, arm-in-arm, we went; — 

Methought the green earth underfoot

Was all alive with song and hoot

  Of eldritch merriment.
 

So up the little path we go

  That threads the birchwood maze;

But over fiord and vale below

  The moonlight lay in haze.

Then, sitting sheer above the height,

  I glowed, she languid turned;

We whispered in the sultry night,

And how it fell I know not right;

  I know my forehead burned.

I clasped her yielding to my side,

  She sank in my embrace;

I made my maiden love a bride

  To elfin roundelays.

If devils laughed into my ear

 ‘Twas little heed I took;

I blenched for no foul spirit’s leer; — 

I saw her beauty and her fear,

  And felt but how she shook.
 

II
 

Stretched out upon the southward scaur

  I watched how the sun rose.

The depths lay shadow-veiled afar,

  Ablaze the mountain snows.

The red-walled house from here I see,

  My mother’s and my own;

Here has she toiled and moiled for me;

Here grew my mind up fresh and free — 

  God knows what else ‘tis grown.
 

She’s all astir; her fire alight

  Sends smoke up in the air;

I see her ‘gainst a patch of white

  Out on the bleaching-square.

God bless thee! aye, once more begin

  Thy round of housewifery;

I’m for the fells, up there I’ll win

My mother a fine reindeer skin,

  My sweetheart two or three.
 

Aye, what of her? with dreams at play

  That foot it o’er the quilt?

Remember naught from yesterday!

  Dream of it, if thou wilt:

But, waking, pluck it out — no less

  Will I — from memory clear;

Soon, soon the priest our love shall bless;

Weave linen, sew thy bridal dress;

  Our wedding-bells are near.

A heavy task, to take the path

  That parts, when hearts are fain;

But longing cleanses like a bath;

  It makes me whole again.

My blood is cooled, and calm its source;

  I stand with soul reborn;

A life with all or half its course

Parcelled ‘twixt sinning and remorse

  I trample down in scorn.
 

All lawless thoughts, all dark desires

  Are driven from my heart;

Refreshed, my inner self aspires;

  I stand with God apart.

O’er hill and fiord I cast an eye

  That skims the firwood swell,

Then turn: the slot leads far and high:

My mother and my wife, good-bye!

      And now for the wild fell!
 

III
 

The low cloud smoulders in the west;

  Ablaze the mountains stand;

The vast pavilion of the mist

  The valley’s breadth has spanned.

My eyes are heavy, tired my feet,

  And pensive is my mind;

Out on the shelving brink I sit,

The ling, a bloody crimson lit,

  Shakes to the evening wind.
 

I pulled myself a heather-spray,

  And stuck it in my hat;

Then in a bush all night I lay — 

  No bed to grumble at.

And thoughts they came, and thoughts they went

  Like churchward-pacing folk;

They met and talked, they looked and leant;

They tried, and portioned punishment;

  Or passed and never spoke.
 

O — now were I beside thee found,

  My flower with broken stem!

I’d lay me like a trusty hound

  Before thy garment’s hem.

Or into thy pure eyes I’d float,

  And wash my soul there clean;

Till I arose in scorn, and smote

The troll that had me by the throat

  Beside thy gate yestreen!
 

Up sprang I, warm with victory;

  And up to God I cried

A prayer that sunshine still might be

  About thy days, my bride.

Yet no: my lusty youth shall ne’er

  Such weak petition raise;

A better strain I know and dare;

Then hearken, God: be this my prayer:

  Make difficult her ways!
 

The stream she crosses, make it deep;

  The stepping-stones like ice;

The rolling screes make sore and steep,

  The path a precipice.

I’ll lift her high upon my arm

  Above the brawling ford;

My breast shall shield her from alarm;

If there Thou threaten any harm,

  I’ll wrestle with Thee, Lord!
 

IV
 

Far he comes by watery ways,

  From the south he sought our heights.

Thoughts unutterable blaze

  Round his brow like northern lights.
 

Laughter with a sob behind;

  Lips that speak yet say no word; — 

Speak of what? Ask what the wind

  Whispers when the woods are stirred.
 

Cold his eye: my spirit fears

  Depths that it no more has sounded

Than the blue-black mountain-mere’s,

  Glacier-born and glacier-bounded.
 

Birds of heavy-winging thought

  Low and slow beat sweeping o’er it; — 

Then in sudden gust ‘tis caught,

 ‘Ware the squall, — drop sail before it!
 

He with dogs, with rifle I,

  Midmost met upon the fell;

And between us some strange tie

  Grew that holds me like a spell.
 

Why with him do I delay?

  Oft I part yet linger still.

Surely he has stolen away

  From my heart the power to will.
 

V
 

Why this gaze at daylight’s close

  Toward thy mother’s cot beneath?

Gave a sheep-skin more repose

  Than the tussocks of brown heath?
 

There my poor old mother sat

  By my bed, and as she span

Sang to me and to the cat

  Till my dreamland flights began.
 

Dreaming, dreaming, wherefore dream?

  Seize life’s cup, and drain it deep!

Better day-light’s deeds beseem

  Than to nod where forbears sleep.
 

O’er the fells the reindeer bound;

  After them in wind and wrack!

Better than in thankless ground

  Breaking stones and bending back!
 

But I hear the kirk-bells chime;

  From the ness I hear them call. — 

Let them chime! to better rhyme

  Goes the roaring water-fall.
 

She and mother walk to kirk

  Psalm-books wrapped against the dust. — 

Trust me, thou hast better work;

  Leave the lych-gate latch to rust.
 

There the pealing organ speaks

  Quiet shine the altar lights. — 

Thunder peals about the -peaks;

  Sunshine bathes the snow-clad heights.
 

Then lead on, in wind and wrack,

  O’er the billowing snowfield’s hoar!

Tread who will the kirkward track,

  I set foot in it no more.
 

VI
 

Autumn comes: the last cow-bells

  Tinkle down the ridge’s fall,

Down from freedom and the fells

  To the cramped life of the stall.
 

Soon the winter’s coverlet

  Will the precipice festoon;

Homeward must my face be set;

  Paths will all be snow-bound soon.
 

Home! the thought of it grows dim.

  Have I one to call my own?

In forgetting schooled by him,

  Hardening soon I learned alone.
 

Daylight deeds have nought to do

  With the lowland’s plodding lives;

Here my thought to manhood grew,

  Only on the fell it thrives.
 

In the mountain hut alone

  All my hunter’s spoils I count;

There’s a bench, a good hearth-stone,

  Air that thought can breathe and mount.
 

Vainly spirits of the night

  Haunt the seasoned hunter’s roof;

He has taught me spells of might;

  Fiends may tempt me — I am proof.
 

Winter-life on the wild fell

  Turns weak thoughts to steel again;

Twittering tales that old wives tell

  Pulse not sickly through the brain.
 

In the spring, steeled through and through,

  I will lift from vale to wold,

From their daily moil, those two — 

  Throne them in my mountain-hold;
 

Teach them in my school new-founded;

  Wean from thoughts of gloom with laughter;

Soon a life on glacier-bounded

  Fells shall seem not strange thereafter.
 

VII
 

Week by week I sit and brood;

  Memory’s voice is all too strong for

One made sick by solitude;

  Down I must, to those I long for!
 

One short day, then climb again

  From their kisses, hers and mother’s,

To my kingdom, where shall reign

  In the spring with me two others.
 

Out I must!... Ha, driving snow!

  Something late I made my vow...

O’er the fell the storm sweeps low;

  All the paths are snow-bound now.
 

VIII
 

Weeks went by and I won my ground;

  Home yearnings grew weak and died;

The streams in a shroud of ice were wound;

O’er the curve of the snow-field the moon hung round,

  And the stars were magnified.
 

I was too youngblooded to sit and mope

  In the hut as day would wane;

My thoughts and I must have room and scope;

O’er the fells I coursed, till checked by the slope

  Of the treacherous moraine.
 

No sound from the vale’s deep gloom I hear:

  Yes, one floats up to the fells!

I listen: it rings both soft and clear:

Where fell that cadence last on my ear?

  Then I recognise church-bells.
 

They ring in the Christmas festival,

  With the same old home-like clamour;

There’s a square of light in my neighbour’s wall,

And the beams from my mother’s cot that fall

  Entice me with some strange glamour.
 

The old home life, with its poor estate,

  Becomes an heroic song; — 

Up here are the fells, austere and great;

Down there my bride and my mother wait,

  And for them I needs must long.
 

Then I caught a short dry laugh from behind,

  The stranger’s, and there stood he;

He had heard the thought ere it left my mind:

My youthful friend is quite touched, I find;

  Ah yes, the old home, I see!
 

And once more I stand with an arm like steel,

  And know my strength to endure;

The fell’s chill breath in my breast I feel;

It shall throb no more at a Christmas peal;

  It is proof against the lure.
 

Then down by my mother’s roof began

  A curious light to glow;

‘Twas first like a winter daybreak wan;

Then smoke-clouds poured, and the red flame ran,

  And the house was all in a low.
 

It flamed, it fell, in a flash was not:

  I shrieked in the moonlight pale.

But the hunter consoled me, Why so hot?

It made a fine blaze, did the poor old cot,

  With the cat and the Christmas ale.
 

He talked so glibly in my despair

  That scarce a shudder I checked:

But he pointed out what a contrast rare

The moonlight made with the fire’s red glare:

 ‘Twas a wonderful effect.
 

He peered through his hollowed hand below

  To get the perspective right;

While floated singing over the snow

A flight of angels — I heard them go

  With my mother’s soul through the night.
 

“Quiet thou wentest thy ways in the throng,

  Quiet hast sorrowed and striven;

Over the mountains, swift and strong,

Lightly we lift thee to joyance and song,

  To keep thy Christmas in heaven!”
 

Gone was the hunter, the moon was dead,

  I strode o’er the fell, droop-necked.

My blood was freezing or molten lead;

But that contrast in lighting, it must be said,

 ‘Twas a wonderful effect!
 

IX
 

The heath danced hot to the summer’s prime;

  The highroad was thronged with people,

The air was full of a wedding chime,

And down in the valley they rode in time

  To the tune from the little steeple.
 

My neighbour’s gate was with birch boughs gay

  The yard was packed as you please;

They were firing guns where he leads his hay;

I laughed, where out on the brink I lay,

  While hot tears dried in the breeze.
 

I seemed to hear mocking laughter ring,

  Ironical ditties sung,

That drove in my face with a spiteful fling;

I lay on the outmost edge; in the ling

  I scrabbled, and bit my tongue.
 

They rode from the farm in marshalled ranks;

  She sat there erect, the bride;

Her hair streamed down to the horse’s flanks,

It shone — and I found it familiar, thanks

  To that last dim hour at her side.
 

Bridegroom and bride, the brook they passed

  Riding closely, he and she;.

With that, I had grieved my heart free at last;

The struggle was over, the die was cast,

  I had no more dole to dree.
 

High over that summer-life did I stand,

  Self-steeled, on the brink of the height;

The procession drew past like a silken band;

I held to my eye my hollowed hand

  To get the perspective right.
 

The fluttering snoods, the linen fine,

  The men in their jackets red,

The church with the consecrated wine,

The bride, so lovely, who once was mine,

  And the joy that for me was dead, — 
 

All, all I saw, as I looked again

  From above life’s line of snow;

‘Twas mine a higher light to attain....

But folk who herd down there in the plain

  Of course cannot see it so.
 

Then I heard a short dry laugh from behind,

  The stranger’s, and there stood he:

My friend, from your last remarks I find

In vain my wallet was strapped and lined.

  You have no more need of me.
 

No, now I can help myself, like a man;

  But thanks for your friendly action.

Parched are the veins where a flood-tide ran,

And I surely find, when my heart I scan,

  All symptoms of petrifaction.
 

I drained the strengthening draught, nor checked;

  No more, on the fells, I freeze.

My life is broken, my bark is wrecked — 

But look, — her dress! what a fine effect,

  Seen red through the white birch-trees!
 

They are galloping off; see, they disappear

  Round the curve by the church-yard wall...

Live happy, thou memory fair and dear!

I have sung my very last song, to clear

  A higher view of it all.
 

Now I am steel; for the hills I am shod;

  To the mountain-call I rally!

The last of my lowland path is trod;

Up here on the fells must be freedom and God,

  Men do but grope, in the valley.
 

Original written 1859-60. Translation printed from revised MS.
 

XXVII
 

TO MY FRIEND THE REVOLUTIONARY ORATOR
 

THEY say I’m becoming conservative;

No; still in my life-long creed I live.
 

Your changing pawns is a futile plan;

Make a sweep of the chess-board, and I’m your man.
 

Was never but one revolution unfaltering

That was not marred by half-hearted paltering.
 

To that, all since were but idle menaces.

I allude, of course, to the Deluge in Genesis.
 

Yet Lucifer tripped, even then; by a later ship

Came Noah, you remember, and seized the dictatorship.
 

Let us go, next time, to the root of the matter.

It needs men to act as well as to chatter.
 

You deluge the world to its topmost mark;

With pleasure I will torpedo the Ark.
 

Original written 1869. Translation printed from the Westminster Gazette of June 17, 1903.
 

XXVIII
 

TERJE VIGEN
 

THERE dwelt a lone man, grizzled and weird,

  On the bare isle furthest out.

He never did aught that should make him feared,

  Afloat or the coast about;

Yet at times in his eye a hard light blazed, — 

  Most when the sea ran high, — 

And then folk fancied the man was crazed,

And there were few that unfearing gazed

  In Terje Vigen’s eye.
 

He was old when I saw him once: his craft

  With fish lay moored by the quay;

His hair was white, but he sang and laughed,

  And brisk as a boy was he.

He’d a jest for each young lass on the beach,

  With the bairns he was full of fun;

He sprang aboard and waved them a cheer,

Then hoisted foresail, for home to steer,

  The old sea-hawk, in the sun.
 

I
 

THE BLOCKADE RUNNER
 

Now this is the story of what befell

  That in Terje wrought such change.

I heard it from men who knew him well,

  And the tale is as true as strange.

He went as a child to sea, and wild

And hard was the youth he had;

He hungered at last for his native place,

But none at home knew the young man’s face

  Who had sailed as a little lad.
 

Now was he comely and big of growth,

  With a look that friends might win;

But dead were father and mother both,

  And belike the whole of his kin.

He grieved a day, or mayhappen two;

  Then he shook his broad shoulders free.

With land beneath him no rest he knew;

Nay, better make his home on the blue,

  On the vast and billowy sea!
 

A twelvemonth afterward Terje wed.

  The wooing was short and sweet.

He rued the conquest, or so folk said,

  That fettered his roving feet.

But the sailor stayed by his own fireside,

  One winter, with gay carouse.

The windows, polished with careful pride,

Showed flower-pots, and curtains neatly tied

  In the little red-painted house.
 

When the ice was loosed and the thaw-wind blew,

  Then Terje sailed with the smack;

In autumn, when southward the wild geese flew,

  He met them in cruising back.
 

Then fell a weight on the seaman’s mind;

  He was conscious of youth and strength,

He came from shores where the sun was kind,

A world of life and light lay behind,

  And ahead the dull winter’s length.
 

They anchored; off went his mates, full cry,

  Ashore for a gay carouse;

He followed their path with a longing eye

  As he stood by his quiet house.

He took a peep through the window pane, — 

  There were two in the small abode!

His wife sat winding yarn on a skein,

But there in the cradle — he saw it plain — 

  Lay a sweet wee lassie, and crowed.
 

They say that Terje, from that first peep,

  Grew suddenly quiet and grave.

He loved to rock his baby to sleep;

  He toiled like a willing slave.

When the dance rang loud from the neighbouring farm

Through the Sunday evening air,

He trolled sea-chanties at home, to charm

Little Annie, who lay on his arm,

  Or played with his dark-brown hair.
 

So time drew on to the year of war

  In eighteen hundred and nine.

‘Tis a date men kept long memories for,

  When the people were made to pine.

By English cruisers the ports were barred;

  There were dearth and sickness sore;

The poor went hungry, the rich fared hard,

Two brawny arms were of small regard,

  And death stood at every door.
 

So Terje grieved for a day or two,

  Then shook his broad shoulders free;

He turned to his friend both tried and true — 

  The vast and billowy sea. — 

On the western coast it is still their boast,

  As the boldest of deeds afloat:

“When the wind,” they say, “blew a bit less wild,

Terje Vigen rowed, for his wife and child,

  Oversea in an open boat!”
 

The smallest coble that he could find

  He chose for the daring quest.

Mast and canvas he left behind;

  So he deemed his chances best.

He reckoned she would weather and steer

  Tho’ a bit of a beam-sea ran;

One risk was the Jutland reef to clear,

But the English ships were a far worse fear,

  And the eyes of the look-out man.
 

So Terje bent his strength to the oar,

  And trusted himself to fate.

He came safe and sound to the Flatstrand shore,

  And loaded his precious freight.

God knows, his cargo was nothing grand,

  And yet to him it was life;

For Terje came from a poor’s man’s land,

And twelve good bushels of barley in hand

  Meant succour for child and wife.
 

He toiled at the oar three nights and days

Stout-hearted, with arm as stout;

  As the fourth day broke, with the sun’s first rays

The mist seemed to open out.

Aye, peaks and scaurs — they were mountains true,

  Not shifting cloud-banks grey;

But high over all the heights he knew

Imeness saddle, broad and true,

  And recognised where he lay.
 

Near home he was: yet a little stress

  He well could hold out and bear.

His heart leapt up in its thankfulness,

  He was ready to lift a prayer.

Then he stopped: he stared: yes, right in his track,

  As the prayer froze on his lips,

In Hesnaze Sound, through the lifting wrack,

A corvette lay pitching with sails aback:

 ‘Twas one of the English ships.
 

A signal sounded, — they had him in sight,

  And his nearest course was barred.

But with sunrise the failing airs blew light,

  And Terje rowed westward hard.
 

Then dame to his ears the sailors’ cheers

  As a boat from the war-ship sped;

With feet that thrust at the thwart he rowed

Till his wake like a foaming mill-race flowed

  And the straining fingers bled.
 

They call it the Gosling, a hidden shoal

  Just eastward of Homborg Sound;

In a sea-wind, heavy the breakers roll;

  At two feet deep there is ground.

On the calmest day there’s a cloud of spray

  With a yellow gleam from below; — .

And let the swell roar loud as it may,

In-shore there is mostly a sheltered bay

  Unswept by the undertow.
 

For this Terje Vigen’s coble shot

  Amidst the surf and the shoals;

But still in his wake pursuit was hot

  With fourteen men at the tholes.

Then he cried to God through the breakers’ roar,

  For his soul was hard bested:

“In the cottage down upon yonder shore

My wife with the little babe she bore

  Sits starving, and waits for bread!”
 

But the fifteen men still louder cried,

  It was Lingsands over again;

The odds were on the Englishman’s side

  Who harried the northern main.

As Terje himself struck the sunken shelf

  The jolly-boat grounded too:

The officer heaved an oar, and smote

So hard in the bottom of Terje’s boat

  That he drove it the timbers through.
 

In came the sea like an angry spate.

  As the shattered timbers start;

In two feet of water the precious freight

  Sank — but not Terje’s heart.
 

Despite their weapons, he dashed through the crew

  And over the gunwale sprang.

He dived, he swam and he dived anew;

But the boat got clear; where he came in view

  Flashed cutlass and musket rang.
 

They hauled him up; a salute-gun roared

  For triumph from the corvette.

Tall and proud, when they took him aboard,

  Stood the captain, a stripling yet.

The boat in his eyes was his maiden prize

  So he stood there with stiffened neck.

But Terje barely his senses kept;

The strong man prayed for release and wept

  As he knelt on the quarter-deck.
 

With tears he purchased nought but a flout;

  They smiled at his misery.

Soon England’s conquering son stood out,

  With the freshening wind, to sea.

Then Terje was silent. The die was cast.

  No words had his sorrow now — 

His captors wondered to see how fast

A look that loured like a tempest passed

  And left but a clouded brow.
 

Long years in the prison Terje spent;

  As many as five, they say.

He dreamed of home till his back grew bent

  And his dark-brown hair grew grey.

He held the one hope that yet was his,

  In silence with stubborn grip.

Then came eighteen hundred and fourteen, with peace;

The captive Norsemen got their release,

  And went home in a Swedish ship.
 

With a pilot’s licence home he ran, — 

  What news of his child and wife?

But few now knew him, the grizzled man

  Who had left in the prime of life.

‘Twas a stranger’s now, the familiar hearth,

  And this was his answer thence;”
 “The husband deserted them in the dearth.

They died in want, and were laid in earth

  At the parish’s expense.”
 

THE PILOT’S REVENGE
 

Years passed, and the pilot plied his skill

  On the bare isle furthest out.

‘Tis certain, he used no creature ill,

  Afloat or the coast about;

Yet at times in his eyes a hard light played,

  When the sea lashed the reefs in wrath;

And then folk fancied his wits were strayed,

And they were not many that unafraid

  Crossed Terje Vigen’s path.
 

One evening, the pilots were all alive:

  There was wind, and the moonbeams lit

An English yacht that threatened to drive

Ashore with her canvas split.

The fluttering signal told her tale,

And mutely for succour cried;

There crept towards her a boat under sail;

Tack by tack it beat up the gale,

  Till a pilot climbed up her side.
 

He grasped the wheel with a strong, calm hand

  That the old sea-fighter showed.

She answered the helm, she stood out from land,

  While astern his boat was towed.

My lord, with his lady and babe, drew near;

The pilot touched hand to brim;

“I will make you rich for many a year

If out of the breakers you get us clear!” — 

  But the pilot stared at him.
 

He paled, — then he smiled, like one who found

  Some clue that he long had sought;

He let the wheel slip, and fast aground

  Lay the beautiful English yacht.

“She would never answer the rudder more.

  No saving her here, — she will break.

To your boats! I know a safe channel inshore,

Let my lord and my lady with me go before,

  And the others follow my wake!”
 

The boat cut a phosphorescent track

  Towards land, with its precious freight.

Astern stood the pilot, tall and black;

In his eyes were triumph and hate.

To leeward the Gosling, his glance could note:

  To windward, the Sound in view;

He let sheet and tiller go, and smote

With an oar so hard in the little boat

  That he drove it the bottom through.
 

In came the sea, all surging white;

  There was struggle and wild alarm.

But the mother lifted, though pale with fright,

  Her daughter high on her arm.

“Annie, my darling child!” cried she. — 

  Then Terje shook to his soul!

He caught the sheet, put the helm alee,

And the boat like a sea-bird took the sea

  As she swam on the hidden shoal.
 

She grounded, she sank; but the surf itself

  Seemed a boündary-line to keep;

Then came smooth water; a hidden shelf

  Gave footing; they stood knee-deep.

Then the Englishman seemed to stagger and reel-

  He cried “‘Tis but shifting sand!”

But the pilot smiled “Nay, ye guess but ill:

A sunken boat with three barrels of meal

  Is the rock on which we stand.”
 

Through the other’s mind then a memory swept

  Of a deed he ne’er thought to reck;

He knew the seaman who once had wept

  As he knelt on the quarter-deck.

Then cried Terje Vigen, “You flung away

  My all for a triumph sweet; — 

A moment more, and the debt I pay!”

Ah, then ‘twas the proud lord’s turn to pray

  At the poor Norse pilot’s feet.
 

But Terje, grasping the oar, stood still;

  Erect as in youth he seemed.

In his eyes burned strength and dauntless will;

  His hair to the sea-wind streamed.

“You sailed in your great corvette,” he said,

  “I rowed in my tiny craft;

For dear ones at home I toiled, half dead,

And you thought it a jest to take their bread — 

  At my bitter tears you laughed.
 

“She’s as fair as a flower, is your lady grand,

  And her hand is silken fine;

Hard work had roughened my goodwife’s hand,

  But still she was dear, and mine.

A golden head has your blue-eyed maid

  Like a little guest from the Lord;

My daughter was nothing to gaze upon:

The bairns, God help us! are pinched and wan

  That eat at a poor man’s board.
 

“But mark you, these were my riches on earth;

  They were all that I called my own.

It weighed with you as of little worth,

  What I set such store upon.

Now strikes the hour of our settlement;

  You shall pay, with a moment’s stress,

The long account of the years I spent

That greyed my hair, and my shoulders bent,

  And made wreck of my happiness!”
 

One arm round the lady — one in air

  Lifts the daughter with gesture wild:

“Stand back, my lord! if a step you dare,

  It costs you your wife and child!”

And the Briton fain had leapt at his foe,

  But his strong arm lost its might;

His breath was laboured, his look bent low,

And his hair, as the dawning was to show,

  Turned grey in that single night.
 

But on Terje’s forehead was clearness and peace,

  His bosom was free and at rest;

He gave back the child with tenderness,

  As his lips to its hands he pressed.

He breathed like a captive loosed from his chain,

  And calmly he turned to speak:

“Now is Terje Vigen himself again;

Till now there was fever in every vein, — 

  There was vengeance, vengeance to wreak!
 

“The years in the prison’s choking night,

  They sickened my heart and hope;

Like wheat that roots on the shelving height,

  I leaned to a dreadful slope.

But now we are quit: ‘tis the end of it:

  I pay you the debt I owe.

You took my all, and I give no less.

If ye think to come short, ye must seek redress

  Of the God that made me so.”
 

They were rescued, all, when the daylight broke;

  The yacht lay in port at last.

Sparely of Terje’s deed they spoke,

  But the tale flew far and fast.

He grew open-browed, for the boding cloud

  Had burst in one night of wreck.

Once more he carried erect and proud

The neck that had grown so bent and bowed

  Since he knelt on the war-ship’s deck.
 

The English lord and his lady came,

  And with them a crowd they brought;

They wrung his hand and they blessed his name,

  As they stood in his humble cot.

For rescue brave from the wind and the wave

  They thanked him; but Terje smiled,

And gently stroking the golden head,

“The one ye should thank stands there,” he said,

  “You were saved by the little child.”
 

When the yacht swung round for Hesnaze Sound,

  The Norse flag flew at her mast.

Just westward, surf marks the shallow ground:

  She saluted it as she passed.

Then Terje watched till the sail grew small

And the watching eyes grew wet;

“Much have I lost, much gained withal,

Maybe ‘twas the best that could befall, — 

  So, God! I am e’en in Thy debt.”
 

So, once, I saw old Terje. His craft

  With fish lay moored by the quay;

His hair was white, but he sang and laughed,

  And brisk as a boy was he.
 

He’d a jest for each young lass on the beach,

  With the bairns he was full of fun;

He sprang aboard and waved them a cheer,

Then hoisted foresail, for home to steer,

  The old sea-hawk, in the sun.
 

In Fjære churchyard a grave they show

  In a weather-beaten spot;

‘Tis all untended, sunken and low,

  But the headboard is not forgot.

There “THAERIE WIIGHEN,” in letters neat,

  With the date of his death, is seen.

It lies where the sun and the sea-winds beat,

And coarse are the grasses that cover it — 

  But with wild-flowers in between.
 

Original written 1860. Translation printed from revised manuscript.
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GUDMUND’S SONG
 

(From The Feast of Solhaug.)
 

I WALKED in the greenwood

  All lonely and heavy;

The little birds twittered

  Where coverts were leafy.

The shrewd little singers,

  From thicket and thorn,

Listen, they twittered, how true love is born!
 

It grows like the oak

  With the growth of the years;

‘Tis nourished by thoughts

  And by songs and by tears;

So light as it springeth,

  Yet swift as a dart

Root it will strike in the depths of the heart.
 

Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette of August 15, 1903.
 

THE POET’S SONG
 

(From Love’s Comedy.)
 

SUNNY noon ‘twixt garden hedges

  Calls to dalliance and delight.

Never muse how April’s pledges

  Niggard autumn loves to spite.

Apple-blossom spreads a shadow

  White and lovely overhead,

Let it strew to-morrow’s meadow

  Like a snow-drift tempest-shed.

Would’st be reckoning up the harvest

  In the trees’ high blossom-noon?

Toil and moil till joy thou starvest

  Dull to blessing and to boon?

Must the scolding clapper’s noises

  Day and night the birds appal?

Playmate mine, the birds’ own voices

  Make a better madrigal.
 

From your boughs’ rich blossom-burden

  Why the hungry chaffinch scare?

Let him take his singing-guerdon,

  Strip the budding foison bare.

Trust me ‘twere a thrifty buying:

  Coining laggard fruit as song.

Heed the proverb “Time is flying,”

  Leafy leisure breathes not long.
 

I will live, and live a singer

  While a haw is on the spray.

Then let pass what may not linger,

  Sweep the fading pomp away.

Swing the gate, let cow-hooves batter,

  Hog-snouts root the orchard through,

Mine the flower was; — little matter

  Whose the mouldering residue.
 

Translation printed from MS.
 

CRADLE SONG
 

(From The Pretenders.)
 

Now light the roof is lifted

  Up the blue starry skies;

And now my little Haakon

  Puts dream-wings on and flies.
 

From earth away to heaven

  A great great ladder stands;

A’top climbs little Haakon,

  Helped up by angel-hands.

God’s little angel-children

  The cradle-watch keep true;

God bless thee, little Haakon,

  Thy mother watcheth too.
 

Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette of July 20, 1903.
 

SOLVEIG’S SONG
 

(From Peer Gynt, Act IV.)
 

MAYBE both the snowtime and the springtime will go,

And summer after that, and the whole year so;

But some day thou art coming, full sure I know,

And I shall be waiting, for I promised thee so.
 

God strengthen thee faring by sea or land — 

God gladden thee if at His footstool thou stand.

While thou art coming I shall wait for thee here;

And waitest thou in heaven, I’ll meet thee there, my Dear.
 

Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette of September 29, 1903.
 

SOLVEIG’S LULLABY
 

(From Peer Gynt, Act V.)
 

SLEEP, dear heart o’ me, laddie mine!

I will cradle thee, I will watch thee.
 

Laddie and mother, they have been at play;

They two were together all the livelong day.
 

Laddie has sat upon his mother’s knee

All the livelong day; God’s blessing, Sweet, with thee!
 

Laddie lay close to his mother’s heart, so tight,

All the livelong day. He is tired to-night.
 

VI
 

A SWAN
 

MY white and glistening

Swan, my mute one — 

Who wouldst not flute one

Note for my listening — 

I will cradle thee, I will watch thee;

Sleep and dream, then, laddie mine.
 

Translation reprinted from the Westminster Gazette of September 21, 1903.
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PERSONERNE
 

LUCIUS CATILINA, en adelig romer. 
 AURELIA, hans hustru. 
 FURIA, en vestalinde. 
 CURIUS, catilinas slægtning, en yngling. 
 MANLIUS, en gammel kriger. 
 LENTULUS, }
 COEPARIUS, }
 GABINIUS, }
 STATILIUS, }
 CETHEGUS,} unge adelige Romere. 
 AMBIORIX,}
 OLLOVICO,} Allebrogernes udsendinger. 
 EN OLDING. 
 PRESTINDER og TJENERE i Vestas tempel.
 GLADIATORER og KRIGERE. 
 ALLEBROGERNES LEDSAGERE. 
 SULLAS GENFÆRD.
 

(Første og anden akt foregår ved og i Rom, tredje akt i Etrurien.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Ved den flaminiske landevej udenfor Rom. En træbevokset bakke ved vejen. I baggrunden fremrager stadens højder og mure. Det er aften.)

 

(Catilina står oppe på bakken mellem buskerne, lænet til en træstamme.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg må! Jeg må; så byder mig en stemme 
 i sjælens dyb, – og jeg vil følge den. 
 Kraft ejer jeg, og mod til noget bedre, 
 til noget højere, end dette liv. 
 En række kun af tøjlesløse glæder –! 
 Nej, nej; de fyldestgør ej hjertets trang. 
 Jeg sværmer vildt! Kun glemsel er min higen. 
 Det er forbi! Mit liv har intet mål. 

(efter et ophold.)

 Hvad blev der vel af mine ungdomsdrømme? 
 Som lette sommerskyer de forsvandt. 
 Kun nag og skuffelse de lod tilbage; – 
 hvert modigt håb har skæbnen røvet mig. 

(slår sig for panden.)

 Foragt dig selv! Foragt dig, Catilina! 
 Du føler ædle kræfter i dit sind; – 
 og hvad er målet for din hele stræben? 
 Kun mættelse for sanseligt begær. 

(roligere.)

 Dog, stundom end, som nu i denne time, 
 en lønlig længsel ulmer i mit bryst. 
 Ah, når jeg ser mod staden hist, det stolte, 
 det rige Roma, – og den uselhed 
 og det fordærv, hvortil det længst er sunket, 
 fremtræder klart som solen for mit syn, – 
 da råber højt en stemme i mit indre: 
 vågn, Catilina; – vågn, og vord en mand! 

(afbrydende.)

 Ak, det er gøgleværk og nattens drømme, 
 og ensomhedens åndefostre kun. 
 Ved mindste lyd fra virklighedens rige 
 de flygter ned i sjælens stumme dyb. 

(Allebrogernes udsendinger, Ambiorix og Ollovico, med sine ledsagere, kommer nedover landevejen uden at bemærke Catilina.)
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Se hist vor rejses mål! Se Romas mure! 
 Mod himlen står det høje Kapitol.
 

OLLOVICO. 

Det Roma er? Italiens herskerinde, 
 og snart Germanniens, – Galliens og måské.
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Desværre, ja; – så tør det engang vorde; 
 og skånselløst er Romas herredom; 
 den undertvungne tynger det til jorden. 
 Nu får vi se, hvad lod vort folk kan vente: 
 om her er værn mod krænkelserne hjemme, 
 og fred og ret for Allebrogers land.
 

OLLOVICO. 
 Det vil os skænkes.
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Lad os håbe så; 
 thi endnu véd vi ingenting med visshed.
 

OLLOVICO. 
 Du frygter, synes det?
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Med skellig grund. 
 Nidkær var Roma stedse for sin magt. 
 Og kom ihug at dette stolte rige 
 af høvdinger ej styres, som hos os. 
 Derhjemme råder vismand eller kriger, – 
 i kløgt den ypperste, i strid den største; 
 ham kårer vi til fører for vor stamme, 
 til dommer og til hersker for vort folk. 
 Men her –
 

CATILINA 

(råber ned til dem). 
 – her råder vold og egennytte; – 
 ved list og rænker blir man hersker her!
 

OLLOVICO. 
 O, ve os, brødre, – han har os beluret!
 

AMBIORIX 

(til Catilina). 
 Er så den ædelbårne Romers skik? 
 Et kvindeværk er det i vore dale.
 

CATILINA 

(stiger ned på vejen). 
 Frygt ikke; – spejden er ej min bedrift; 
 tilfældig kun jeg hørte eders tale. – 
 Fra Allebrogerlandet kommer I? 
 I Roma tror I retfærd er at finde? 
 Vend om! Drag hjem! Her råder tyranni 
 og uretfærd langt mer end nogensinde. 
 En republik af navnet er det vel; 
 og dog, hver borger er en bunden slave, 
 forgældet, og afhængig som en træl 
 af et senat – tilfals for gunst og gave. 
 Forsvunden er den fordums samfunds-ånd, 
 det frisind, Roma havde før i eje; – 
 liv, sikkerhed, er af senatets hånd 
 en nåde, som med guld man må opveje. 
 Her gælder magtsprog, ej retfærdighed; 
 den ædle står af vælden overskygget –
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Men sig, – hvo er da du, der bryder ned 
 den grund, hvorpå vort hele håb var bygget?
 

CATILINA. 
 En mand, der føler varmt for friheds sag; 
 en fiende af uretfærdigt vælde; 
 en ven af hver en undertrykt, hver svag, – 
 med lyst og mod, den mægtige at fælde.
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Det stolte Romerfolk –? Ah, Romer, svar; – 
 du sikkert vil os fremmede bedrage. 
 Er det ej mere, hvad det fordum var: 
 tyranners skræk, beskytter for den svage?
 

CATILINA 

(peger mod staden og siger:)

 Se, Allebroger, – hist på højden truer, 
 med herskertrods, det store Kapitol. 
 Se, hvor i rødlig aftenglans det luer 
 ved sidste blinket ifra vestens sol. – 
 Så flammer også Romas aftenrøde; 
 dets frihed hylles ind i trældoms nat. – 
 Dog, på dets himmel snart en sol skal gløde; 
 og for dens stråler svinder mulmet brat. 

(han går.)
 

(En søjlegang i Rom.)

 

(Lentulus, Statilius, Coeparius og Cethegus kommer ind i ivrig samtale.)
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Ja, du har ret; det vorder stedse værre. 
 Hvad enden bliver, véd jeg ikke selv.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Ej! Aldrig falder det mig ind at tænke 
 på enden. Øjeblikket nyder jeg. 
 Hver glædens skål jeg stikker ud – og lader 
 det hele gå sin egen skæve gang.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Vel den, der kan. Det mig forundtes ikke 
 så ligegyldigt at imødese 
 den dag, da intet mer vi har tilovers, 
 og ingen fordring fyldestgøres kan.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Og aldrig glimt af udsigt til det bedre! 
 Dog, det er sandt: en levevis, som vor –
 

CETHEGUS. 
 O, ti med sligt!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Mit sidste arvestykke 
 blev denne morgen mig for gæld berøvet.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Nu væk med sorg og klager! Følg mig, venner! 
 I lystigt drikkelag vi drukner dem!
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Ja, ja; det vil vi! Kom, I glade brødre!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Vent lidt; hist ser jeg gamle Manlius; – 
 jeg tænker han, som vanligt, søger os.
 

MANLIUS 

(træder hæftig ind). 
 Forbandet være disse lumpne hunde! 
 Retfærdighed de kender ikke mer.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hvad er påfærde? Hvorfor så forbittret?
 

STATILIUS. 
 Har ågerkarle plaget også dig?
 

MANLIUS. 
 Hel andet. Hør! Som I vel alle véd, 
 har jeg med hæder tjent i Sullas hær. 
 Et stykke agerland blev min belønning. 
 Da krigen var tilende leved jeg 
 af dette gods; til nød det mig ernæred. 
 Nu er det taget fra mig! Som det heder – 
 skal statens ejendomme drages ind, 
 til ligelig fordeling på enhver. 
 Det er et røveri, og intet andet! 
 Kun egen griskhed søger de at mætte.
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Så skalter de med vore rettigheder! 
 De mægtige tør øve, hvad de vil.
 

CETHEGUS 

(muntert). 
 Slemt nok for Manlius! Dog, værre slag 
 har rammet mig, som nu jeg skal fortælle. 
 Tænk eder kun, – min smukke elskerinde, 
 min Livia, har troløst mig forladt, 
 just nu, da alt, hvad end mig var tilovers, 
 for hendes skyld jeg havde ødslet bort.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Din overdåd tilskrives må dit uheld.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Tilskriv det, hvad du vil; jeg giver ej 
 på mine ønsker slip; dem vil jeg stille 
 tilfreds så længe, som jeg det formår.
 

MANLIUS. 
 Og jeg, der tappert kæmped for den hæder, 
 den magt, hvormed de stolte praler nu! 
 Jeg skal –! Ah, var den gamle kække skare 
 af mine våbenfæller endnu her! 
 Men, nej; den største delen er jo død; 
 og resten lever spredt i alle lande. – 
 O, hvad er I, den unge slægt, mod hine? 
 For magten bøjer I jer dybt i støvet; 
 I har ej mod at bryde eders lænker; 
 I bærer tålsomt dette trælleliv!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ved guderne, – skønt krænkende han taler, 
 er sandhed dog i hvad han sagde der.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 O, ja; ja vel; – ret må vi give ham. 
 Men hvordan gribe fat? Se, det er tingen.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ja, sandhed er det. Altfor længe tålte 
 vi undertrykkelsen. Nu er det tid 
 at kaste af de bånd, som uretfærd 
 og herskesyge rundt om os har flettet.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Ah, jeg forstår dig, Lentulus! Dog se, 
 til sligt behøver vi en kraftig leder – 
 med mod og indsigt nok. Hvor findes han?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Jeg kender en, der mægter os at lede.
 

MANLIUS. 
 Du mener Catilina?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Netop ham.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Ja, Catilina; han var kanske manden.
 

MANLIUS. 
 Jeg kender ham. Jeg var hans faders ven, 
 med hvem i mangt et slag jeg fægted sammen. 
 Hans lille søn fik følge ham i krigen. 
 I hin tid alt var drengen vild, ustyrlig; 
 dog, sjeldne gaver var hos ham at spore; – 
 hans sind var højt, hans mod urokkeligt.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Jeg tror at finde ham ret beredvillig. 
 I aftes mødte jeg ham dybt forstemt. 
 Han ruger over hemmelige anslag; – 
 et dristigt mål han havde længst isigte.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Ja, konsulatet har han længe søgt.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Det vil ej lykkes ham; thi voldsomt har 
 hans fiender imod ham talt og tordnet; – 
 han var tilstede selv, og rasende 
 forlod han rådet – pønsende på hævn.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Da går han sikkert på vort forslag ind.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Jeg håber det. Dog først vi planen må 
 i enrum veje. Tiden er os gunstig. 

(de går.)
 

(I Vesta-templet i Rom. På et alter i baggrunden brænder en lampe med den hellige ild.)

 

(Catilina, fulgt af Curius, kommer listende ind mellem søjlerne.)
 

CURIUS. 
 Hvad, Catilina, – hid du fører mig? 
 I Vestas tempel!
 

CATILINA 

(leende). 
 Nu ja; som du ser!
 

CURIUS. 
 I guder, – hvilket letsind! End idag 
 har Cicero i rådet tordnet mod dig; 
 og dog du kan –
 

CATILINA. 
 O, lad det være glemt!
 

CURIUS. 
 Du er i fare, og forglemmer den – 
 ved blindt at styrte dig ind i en anden.
 

CATILINA 

(muntert). 
 Forandring er min lyst. Jeg aldrig ejed 
 en vestalindes elskov, – den forbudne; – 
 thi kom jeg hid at friste lykkens gunst.
 

CURIUS. 
 Hvad siger du? Umuligt! Det er spøg!
 

CATILINA. 
 En spøg? Ja visst, – som hver min kærlighed; – 
 men alvor er dog, hvad jeg nys dig sagde. 
 Ved sidste skuespil jeg så på torvet 
 prestinderne i stort og festligt optog. 
 Tilfældigvis på en af dem jeg sænked 
 et øjekast, – og med et flygtigt blik 
 hun mødte mit. Det trængte gennem sjælen. 
 Ah, dette udtryk i det sorte øje 
 jeg aldrig så hos nogen kvinde før.
 

CURIUS. 
 Det vil jeg tro. Men sig, – hvad fulgte siden?
 

CATILINA. 
 I templet har jeg vidst at slippe ind, 
 har flere gange set og talt med hende. 
 O, hvilken forskel mellem denne kvinde 
 og min Aurelia.
 

CURIUS. 
 Du elsker begge 
 på engang? Nej, – det kan jeg ej forstå.
 

CATILINA. 
 Besynderligt. Jeg fatter det ej selv. 
 Og dog – jeg elsker begge, som du siger. 
 Men hvor forskellig er ej denne elskov! 
 Aurelia er øm og stemmer tidt 
 med blide ord mit sind til ro og mildhed; – 
 hos Furia –. Gå, gå; der kommer nogen. 

(de skjuler sig mellem søjlerne.)
 

FURIA 

(kommer ind fra den anden side). 
 Forhadte haller, – vidner til min smerte, 
 hjem for den kval, hvortil jeg er fordømt! 
 Hvert1 herligt håb, hver tanke, som jeg nærte, 
 er slukt i dette hjerte, – gennemstrømt 
 af febergysen snart, og snart af gløden, 
 mer hed og brændende end flammen der. – 
 Ah, hvilken skæbne! Og hvad var vel brøden, 
 som fængsled mig til dette tempel her, – 
 som røved mig enhver min ungdomsglæde, – 
 i livets varme vår hver skyldfri lyst? 
 Dog ingen tåre skal mit øje væde; 
 kun hævn og had beliver dette bryst.
 

1. fu: Hert
 

CATILINA 

(træder frem). 
 Og heller ej for mig en anden lue – 
 en mere blid – du nærer, Furia?
 

FURIA. 
 I guder! Du, forvovne, her igen? 
 Du frygter ej –?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg kender ikke frygt. 
 Det stedse var min lyst at trodse faren.
 

FURIA. 
 O, herligt; herligt! Så er og min lyst; – 
 og dette tempel hader jeg desmere, 
 fordi jeg lever her i stadig tryghed, 
 og ingen fare bag dets mure bor. 
 O, denne tomme, handlingsløse færden, 
 et liv, så mat, som lampens sidste blus –! 
 Hvor trang en tumleplads for al min fylde 
 af vide formål og af hede ønsker! 
 At knuges sammen mellem disse vægge; – 
 her stivner livet; håbet slukkes ud; 
 her sniger dagen døsigt sig tilende, 
 og ingen tanke rettes mod en dåd.
 

CATILINA. 
 Ah, Furia, hvor sælsom er din tale! 
 Den er som genlyd fra min egen barm, – 
 som om med flammeskrift du vilde male 
 enhver min higen, svulmende og varm. 
 Så knuger naget også dette hjerte; 
 som dit – af hadet, hærdes det til stål; 
 som dig, mig røvedes hvert håb, jeg nærte; 
 mit levnet er – som dit – foruden mål. 
 Og dog jeg gemmer taus min kval, mit savn; 
 og ingen aner, hvad der gløder i mig. 
 De håner og foragter mig, – de usle; 
 de fatter ej, hvor højt mit hjerte slår 
 for ret og frihed, og for alt, hvad ædelt 
 bevæged sig i nogen Romers sind.
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg vidste det! Din sjæl, og ingen anden, 
 er skabt for mig, – så råber lydt en røst, 
 som aldrig fejler og som ej bedrager. 
 Så kom! O, kom – og lad os følge røsten!
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvad mener du, min skønne sværmerinde?
 

FURIA. 
 Kom, – lad os flygte langt fra dette sted; 
 et nyskabt fædreland vi vil os finde. 
 Her kues åndens stolthed og dens flugt; 
 her slukker lavhed hver en herlig funke 
 før den til flammers leg får blusse frem. 
 Kom, lad os flygte; – se, for frihedssindet 
 er hele jordens kreds et fædrehjem!
 

CATILINA. 
 O, mægtigt tryllende du drager mig –
 

FURIA. 
 Så lad os nytte dette øjeblik! 
 Højt over fjelde; vidt bag havets flade, – 
 langt, langt fra Roma standser først vor flugt. 
 Dig følger sikkert tusend venners skare; 
 i fjerne lande fæster vi vort bo; 
 der hersker vi; der skal sig åbenbare, 
 at intet hjerte slog som disse to!
 

CATILINA. 
 O, skønt! – Men flygte? Hvorfor skal vi flygte? 
 Se, her kan også frihedsflammen næres; 
 her findes og en mark for dåd og handling, 
 så stor, som selv din sjæl begærer den.
 

FURIA. 
 Her, siger du? Her, i det usle Roma, 
 hvor ikkun slavesind og voldsmagt findes? 
 Ah, Lucius, er også du blandt dem, 
 som uden rødme Romas fortid mindes? 
 Hvo råded fordum her? Hvo råder nu? 
 Dengang en helteflok, – og nu en skare 
 af trælles trælle –
 

CATILINA. 
 Spot mig også du; – 
 men vid, – for Romas frihed at bevare, 
 for end engang at se2 dets sunkne glans, 
 med glæde jeg, som Curtius, mig styrted 
 i svælget ned –
 

2. fu: omits “se”
 

FURIA. 
 Dig tror jeg; dig alene; 
 dit øje brænder; du har sandhed talt. 
 Dog, gå; thi snart prestinderne kan ventes; 
 på denne tid de plejer samles her.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg går; dog kun for atter dig at møde. 
 En tryllekraft mig fængsler til din side; – 
 så stolt en kvinde så jeg aldrig før.
 

FURIA 

(med et vildt smil). 
 Da lov mig et; og sværg, at du vil holde, 
 hvad du mig lover. Vil du, Lucius?
 

CATILINA. 
 Alt vil jeg, hvad min Furia forlanger; 
 byd over mig, og sig, hvad jeg skal love.
 

FURIA. 
 Så hør. Skønt her jeg som en fange lever, 
 jeg véd, i Roma færdes der en mand, 
 hvem jeg har svoret fiendskab indtil døden – 
 og had bag gravens sorte skygger selv.
 

CATILINA. 
 Og så –?
 

FURIA. 
 Så sværg, – min fiende skal vorde 
 til døden din. Vil du, min Lucius?
 

CATILINA. 
 Det sværger jeg ved alle store guder! 
 Det være svoret ved min faders navn 
 og ved min moders minde –! Furia, – 
 hvad fattes dig? Dit øje flammer vildt, – 
 og marmorhvid, som ligets, er din kind.
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg véd det ikke selv. – En ildflod strømmer 
 igennem mig. Sværg! Sværg din ed tilende!
 

CATILINA. 
 Udøs, I vældige, på denne isse 
 al eders harm, og lad jer vredes lyn 
 mig sønderknuse, hvis min ed jeg bryder: 
 en dæmon lig jeg skal forfølge ham!
 

FURIA. 
 Alt nok; jeg tror dig. Ah, min barm det letted. 
 I dine hænder hviler nu min hævn.
 

CATILINA. 
 Udføres skal den. Dog, nu sig mig blot, – 
 hvo er din fiende? Hvad var hans brøde?
 

FURIA. 
 Ved Tibers bredder, langt fra stadens larm, 
 min vugge stod; der var mit stille hjem. 
 En elsket søster leved der med mig, 
 til vestalinde kåret alt som barn. – 
 Da kom en niding til vor fjerne egn; – 
 han så den unge vordende prestinde –
 

CATILINA 

(overrasket). 
 Prestinde? Sig mig –! Tal –!
 

FURIA. 
 Han skænded hende. 
 Hun søgte sig en grav i Tiber-strømmen.
 

CATILINA 

(urolig)

 Du kender ham?
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg så ham ingensinde. 
 Alt var forbi, da sorgens bud mig bragtes. 
 Nu kender jeg hans navn.
 

CATILINA. 
 Så nævn det da!
 

FURIA. 
 Det navn har ry. Han heder Catilina.
 

CATILINA 

(farer tilbage). 
 Hvad siger du? O, rædsel! Furia –!
 

FURIA. 
 Kom til dig selv! Hvad fattes dig? – Du blegner. 
 Min Lucius, – er denne mand din ven?
 

CATILINA. 
 Min ven? Nej, Furia, – nu ikke mere. 
 Jeg har forbandet, – svoret evigt had – 
 mig selv.
 

FURIA. 
 Dig selv! Du – du er Catilina?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg er det.
 

FURIA. 
 Du min Silvia vanæred? 
 Ah, så har Nemesis jo hørt mit råb; – 
 selv har du hævnen nedkaldt på dit hoved! 
 Ve over dig, du voldsmand, – ve!
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvor blankt 
 dit øje stirrer på mig! Silvias skygge 
 du tykkes lig i lampens matte skin! 

(han iler ud; lampen med den hellige ild slukner.)
 

FURIA 

(efter et ophold). 
 Ja, nu forstår jeg det. Fra mine blikke 
 er sløret faldet, – og jeg ser i natten. 
 Had var det, som, da første gang jeg skued 
 på torvet ham, sig sænked i mit bryst. – 
 En sælsom følelse; en blodrød flamme! 
 O, han skal føle, hvad et had som mit, 
 et evigt gærende, et aldrig mættet, 
 kan ruge ud til hævn og til fordærv!
 

EN VESTALINDE 

(træder ind). 
 Gå, Furia; din vagt er nu tilende; 
 thi kom jeg hid –. Dog, hellige gudinde, – 
 hvad ser jeg! Ve dig; ve dig! Flammen slukt!
 

FURIA 

(forvildet). 
 Slukt, siger du? Så vildt den aldrig brændte; – 
 den slukkes ej.
 

VESTALINDEN. 
 I magter, – hvad er dette?
 

FURIA. 
 Nej, hadets ildhav slukkes ej så let! 
 Se, kærligheden blaffer op – og dør 
 i næste stund; men hadet –
 

VESTALINDEN. 
 Alle guder, – 
 det er jo vanvid! 

(råber ud.)

 Kom! Til hjælp; til hjælp! 

(Vestalinder og tempeltjenere iler ind.)
 

NOGLE. 
 Hvad er påfærde?
 

ANDRE. 
 Vestaflammen slukket!
 

FURIA. 
 Men hadets brænder; hævnens blusser højt!
 

VESTALINDERNE. 
 Bort, bort med hende; bort til dom og straf! 

(de fører hende ud imellem sig.)
 

CURIUS 

(træder frem). 
 Til fængslet føres hun. Derfra til døden. – 
 Nej, nej, ved guderne, det må ej ske! 
 Skal hun, den stolteste af alle kvinder, 
 i skændsel ende, levende begravet? – 
 O, aldrig følte jeg mig så tilmode. 
 Er dette kærlighed? Ja, sådan er det. – 
 Ved mig hun frelses skal! – Men Catilina? 
 Med had og hævn hun vil forfølge ham. 
 Har han af avindsmænd ej nok tilforn? 
 Tør endnu jeg hans fienders antal øge? 
 Han var imod mig som en ældre broder; 
 mig byder taksomhed at skærme ham. – 
 Men kærligheden? Ah, hvad byder den? 
 Og skulde han, den kække Catilina, 
 vel skælve for en kvindes anslag? Nej; – 
 til redningsværk endnu i denne stund! 
 Vent, Furia; – jeg drager dig af graven 
 til livet, – gjaldt det end mit eget liv! 

(han går hurtigt bort.)
 

(En sal i Catilinas hus.)
 

CATILINA 

(kommer heftig og urolig ind). 
 „Ah, så har Nemesis jo hørt mit råb; 
 selv har du hævnen nedkaldt på dit hoved.” 
 Så lød det jo fra sværmerindens læber. 
 Forunderligt! Måske det var et vink, – 
 et varsel om, hvad tiden bringer med sig. 
 Så har jeg da med ed mig viet ind 
 til blodig hævner af min egen brøde. 
 Ah, Furia, – mig tykkes end, jeg ser 
 dit flammeblik, vildt, som en dødsgudindes! 
 Hult ringer dine ord for mine øren; – 
 og alle dage skal jeg eden mindes. 

(Under det følgende træder Aurelia ind og nærmer sig ham uden at bemærkes.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Dog, det er tåbeligt at tænke mer 
 på denne galskab; – andet er det ikke. 
 Ad bedre veje kan min grublen gå; 
 et større formål bydes mine kræfter. 
 Al tidens uro maner med sit krav; 
 mod den jeg må enhver min tanke vende; 
 håb, tvivl mig tumler som et stormfuldt hav –
 

AURELIA 

(griber hans hånd). 
 Tør din Aurelia ej grunden kende? 
 Tør hun ej vide, hvad der i dit bryst 
 bevæger sig og kæmper vildt derinde? 
 Tør hun ej yde dig en hustrus trøst 
 og bringe pandens mulm til at forsvinde?
 

CATILINA 

(mildt). 
 O, min Aurelia, – hvor god og øm –. 
 Dog, hvorfor skal jeg livet dig forbittre? 
 Hvi skal med dig jeg dele mine sorger? 
 For min skyld har du døjet smerte nok. 
 Herefterdags jeg på min egen isse 
 vil bære, hvad mig skæbnen fiendsk beskar, – 
 al den forbandelse, der ligger i 
 foreningen af stærke sjælekræfter, 
 af varme længsler mod et dådrigt liv, 
 med usle kår, der kuer åndens stræben. – 
 Skal også du, i lange dybe drag, 
 min skæbnes bittre skål til bunden tømme?
 

AURELIA. 
 En kærlig trøst er stedse kvindens sag, 
 kan hun end ej, som du, om storhed drømme. 
 Når manden kæmper for sin stolte drøm, 
 og al hans løn er skuffelse og kummer, – 
 da lyder hendes tale blid og øm, 
 og dysser ind ham i en kvægsom slummer; 
 da fatter han at og det stille liv 
 har glæder, som den vilde tummel savner.
 

CATILINA. 
 Ja, du har ret; jeg føler det så vel. 
 Og dog, jeg kan mig ej fra larmen rive. 
 En evig uro gærer i min barm; – 
 kun livets tummel mægter den at stille.
 

AURELIA. 
 Er din Aurelia dig ikke nok, – 
 formår hun ej, din sjæl tilfreds at stille, – 
 så åbn dog hjertet for et venligt ord, 
 en kærlig trøst ifra din hustrus læber. 
 Kan hun ej mætte denne hede trang, 
 kan hun ej følge dine tankers flyven, – 
 vid: hun formår at dele hver din sorg, 
 har kraft og mod at lette dine byrder.
 

CATILINA. 
 Så hør da, min Aurelia, hvad der 
 i disse dage mig så dybt forstemte. 
 Du véd, jeg længst har konsulatet søgt – 
 foruden held. Du kender jo det hele; – 
 hvordan, for stemmer at erhverve mig, 
 jeg har forødt –
 

AURELIA. 
 O, ti, min Catilina; 
 det smerter mig –
 

CATILINA. 
 Du laster og min færd? 
 Hvad bedre middel havde jeg at vælge? – 
 Til ingen nytte spildte jeg mit eje; 
 kun spot og skændsel blev min hele vinding. 
 Nys i senatet har min avindsmand, 
 den trædske Cicero, mig trådt i støvet. 
 Hans tale var en skildring af mit liv, 
 så skrigende, at selv jeg måtte gyse. 
 I hvert et blik jeg læste skræk og gru; 
 med afsky nævnes navnet Catilina; 
 til efterslægten vil det bringes, som 
 et billed på en fæl og rædsom blanding 
 af tøjlesløshed og af uselhed, 
 af hån og trods mod alt, hvad der er ædelt. – 
 Og ingen dåd får rense dette navn 
 og slå til jorden, hvad man fult har løjet! 
 Enhver vil tro, hvad rygtet har fortalt –
 

AURELIA. 
 Men jeg, min husbond, tror ej slige rygter. 
 Lad hele verden end fordømme dig; 
 lad dem kun skændsel på dit hoved dynge; – 
 jeg véd, du gemmer inderst i dit sind 
 en spire, som kan sætte blomst og frugt. 
 Dog, her formår den ej at bryde frem; 
 og giftigt ukrudt vil den snarlig kvæle. 
 Lad os forlade dette lastens hjem; – 
 hvad binder dig? Hvi skal vi her vel dvæle?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg skulde rømme marken, – drage bort? 
 Jeg skulde slippe mine største tanker? 
 Den druknende – endskønt foruden håb – 
 sig klynger fast dog til de knuste planker; 
 og sluges vraget af den våde grav, 
 og er det sidste skimt af redning svunden, – 
 den sidste planke han med sidste kraft 
 omklamrer, synkende med den til bunden.
 

AURELIA. 
 Men hvis en gæstmild kyst tilsmiler ham 
 med grønne lunde langsmed havets vove, 
 da vågner håbet atter i hans barm, – 
 han stræber did, imod de lyse skove. 
 Der er det skønt; der hersker stille fred; 
 der triller bølgen lydløst imod stranden; 
 der lægger han de trætte lemmer ned, 
 og kølig aftenvind omvifter panden; – 
 den jager bort hver sorgens mørke sky; 
 en trøstig ro blir i hans sind tilbage; – 
 der dvæler han og finder kvægsomt ly 
 og glemsel for de svundne tunge dage. 
 Den fjerne genlyd kun af verdens larm 
 formår at trænge til hans lune bolig. 
 Den bryder ikke freden i hans barm; – 
 den gør hans sjæl end mere glad og rolig; 
 den minder ham om den forsvundne tid, 
 med knuste formål og med vilde glæder; 
 han finder dobbelt skønt det stille liv – 
 og bytter ej med nogen Romers hæder.
 

CATILINA. 
 Du taler sandhed; og i denne stund 
 jeg kunde følge dig fra strid og tummel. 
 Men kan du nævne mig så dulgt et sted, 
 at vi kan leve der i ly og stilhed?
 

AURELIA 

(glad). 
 Du vil, min Catilina! Hvilken fryd, – 
 o, mere rig, end dette bryst kan rumme! 
 Så lad det ske! Endnu i denne nat 
 afsted vi drager –
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvorhen skal vi drage? 
 Nævn mig den plet, hvor hjemligt jeg tør lægge 
 til ro mit hoved!
 

AURELIA. 
 Kan du sådan tale? 
 Har du forglemt vort lille landsted, hvor 
 min barndom svandt, og hvor vi siden glade, 
 i elskovs første lykkelige tid, 
 har levet mange muntre sommerdage? 
 Hvor var vel græsset mere grønt end der? 
 Hvor større kølighed i skovens skygge? 
 Den hvide villa mellem mørke trær 
 fremtitter, vinkende til rolig hygge. 
 Did flygter vi og vier ind vort liv 
 til landlig syssel og til fredsom glæde; – 
 der skal opmuntre dig en kærlig viv; 
 med kys hun skal enhver din kummer sprede. 

(smilende.)

 Og når, med markens blomster i din favn, 
 du træder ind til mig – din herskerinde, – 
 da råber jeg min blomsterfyrstes navn 
 og binder laurbærkransen om hans tinde! – 
 Men hvorfor blegner du? Du knuger vildt 
 min hånd, – og sælsomt flammer dine blikke –
 

CATILINA. 
 Ve mig, Aurelia; din fryd er spildt; – 
 didhen at føre dig formår jeg ikke. 
 Det kan jeg aldrig mer!
 

AURELIA. 
 Du skrækker mig! 
 Dog, ikke sandt, – du spøger, Catilina?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg spøge! O, hvis blot det var en spøg! 
 Men hver dit ord, lig hævnens hvasse pile, 
 igennemborer dette pinte bryst, 
 som skæbnen aldrig vil forunde hvile.
 

AURELIA. 
 I guder; tal! Hvad mener du?
 

CATILINA. 
 Se her! 
 Her er dit landsted, – her din3 fremtids glæde! 

(han trækker en pung med guldpenge frem og kaster den på bordet.)
 

3. fu: her er din
 

AURELIA. 
 O, du har solgt –?
 

CATILINA. 
 Alt solgte jeg idag; – 
 og i hvad hensigt? Ah, for at bestikke –
 

AURELIA. 
 Tal ikke mere! Lad os ikke tænke 
 på denne sag; det volder jo kun sorg.
 

CATILINA. 
 Mig knuser tifold mer dit stille tålmod, 
 end selv et smertesskrig ifra din læbe! 

(En gammel soldat kommer ind og nærmer sig Catilina.)
 

SOLDATEN. 
 Tilgiv mig, herre, at jeg træder ind 
 så sent på dagen, umeldt, i din bolig. 
 Vær ikke vred –
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvad er dit ærend her?
 

SOLDATEN. 
 Mit ærend er en ydmyg bøn. Du sikkert 
 vil høre den. Jeg er en fattig mand, 
 som ofret har min kraft for Romas hæder. 
 Nu er jeg svækket, kan ej tjene længer, 
 og mine4 våben hænger rustne hjemme. 
 Min alders håb stod til min Søn. Han har 
 med sine hænders arbejd mig ernæret. 
 Ak, – for en gæld han sidder fængslet nu. 
 Og ingen redning –. Hjælp mig; hjælp mig, herre! 

(knælende.)

 En liden skærv! Jeg vandret har fra hus 
 til hus; men hver en dør forlængst var lukket. 
 Jeg véd ej udvej mer –
 

4. fu: min
 

CATILINA. 
 Det ligner dem! 
 Se her et billed på de manges nød. 
 Så lønner man den tappre gamle skare. 
 Ej findes taksomhed i Roma længer! 
 Der var en tid, da jeg i billig harm 
 gad straffe dem med sværd og røde flammer; 
 men bløde ord har lydt til mig fornylig; 
 mit sind er barnemildt; jeg vil ej straffe; – 
 at lindre sorgen er jo og en gerning. – 
 Der, gamle kriger; – klar med det din gæld. 

(han rækker ham pungen med guldpengene.)
 

SOLDATEN 

(rejser sig). 
 O, gode herre, – tør jeg tro dit ord?
 

CATILINA. 
 Ja; skynd dig, gubbe; løs din alders håb. 

(Soldaten går hurtigt bort.)
 

CATILINA. 
 En bedre brug, – ej sandt, Aurelia? – 
 end til bestikkelser og stemmekøb. 
 Vel er det skønt at knuse voldsmænds magt; 
 men stille trøst har også sin belønning.
 

AURELIA 

(kaster sig i hans arme). 
 O, rig og ædel er endnu din sjæl. 
 Nu kender jeg igen min Catilina!
 

(Et underjordisk gravkammer med en nylig igenmuret åbning højt oppe på bagvæggen. En lampe brænder mat.)

 

(Furia, iført lange sorte klæder, står i en lyttende stilling nede i grav-kamret.)
 

FURIA. 
 Det drønner hult. Det tordner visst deroppe. 
 Det lyder til mig helt herned i graven. 
 Men graven selv, den er så stille – stille! 
 Er jeg til døsig ro da evig dømt? 
 Skal end ej her ad sammenslyngte veje 
 jeg vandre frem, som stedse var min lyst? 

(efter et ophold.)

 Det var et sælsomt liv; – en sælsom skæbne. 
 Lig stjerneskuddet alting kom – og svandt. 
 Han mødte mig. En lønlig trolddomsmagt, 
 en indre samklang drog os mod hinanden. 
 Jeg var hans hævngudinde, – han mit offer; – 
 men straffen fulgte hævnerinden brat. 

(atter ophold.)

 Nu er det lyst deroppe. – Fjernes jeg 
 nedad – umærkeligt – fra lysets bolig? 
 Ah, vel mig, hvis så er, – hvis denne dvælen 
 i gravens skød igrunden er en flugt 
 på lynets vinger ned mod mørkets lande, – 
 hvis alt jeg nærmer mig den brede Styx! 
 Der vælter bølgen blytungt imod bredden; 
 der sysler Charon lydløs i sin båd. 
 Snart er jeg der! Der vil jeg taus mig sætte 
 ved færgestedet, – spørge hver en ånd, 
 hver flygtig skygge, som fra livets rige 
 let-skridende sig nærmer dødens flod, – 
 vil spørge ham, hvorledes Catilina 
 vel færdes blandt de levende deroppe, – 
 vil spørge, hvordan han har holdt sin ed. 
 Jeg lyse vil med blålig svovelfakkel 
 hver dødning ind i øjets brustne dyb, – 
 se efter, om det ej er Catilina. 
 Og når han kommer, vil jeg følge ham; – 
 da gør vi begge overfarten sammen, 
 betræder begge Plutons stille sal. 
 Jeg og som skygge følge skal hans skygge; – 
 hvor Catilina er, må Furia være! 

(efter et ophold, mattere.)

 Ah, luften blir så lummer og så kvalm, – 
 og åndedrættet stedse mere tungt. – 
 Så nærmer jeg mig da de sorte sumpe, 
 hvor underverdnens floder strømmer trægt – 

(hun lytter; der høres en dump larm.)

 Et sagte drøn? Som åreslag det lyder. 
 Det er de dødes færgemand, der kommer 
 at hente mig. Nej, her – her vil jeg vente! 

(Stenene i den nylig tilmurede åbning brydes fra hverandre. Curius kommer tilsyne udenfor; han vinker til hende.)
 

FURIA. 
 Vær hilset, Charon! Er du alt beredt 
 at føre mig som gæst til dødens haller? 
 Her vil jeg vente!
 

CURIUS 

(hviskende). 
 Ti; – jeg frelser dig!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(En sal i Catilinas hus, med åben søjlegang i baggrunden. En lampe oplyser salen.)

 

(Catilina går op og ned ad gulvet. Lentulus og Cethegus er hos ham.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Nej, nej! Jeg siger, I forstår ej selv, 
 hvad I forlanger af mig. Skulde jeg 
 forræderisk en borgerkrig begynde, – 
 med Romer-blod besmitte mine hænder? 
 Jeg gør det aldrig! Lad kun hele staden 
 fordømme mig –
 

LENTULUS. 
 Du vil ej, Catilina?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg vil ej.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Sig mig, – har du intet her 
 at hævne, – ingen, som du vel gad ramme?
 

CATILINA. 
 Lad hævne, hvo der vil; jeg gør det ej. 
 Dog, taus foragt er også jo en hævn; – 
 den være skal min eneste.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Aha, – 
 vi kom nok i en ubelejlig stund. 
 Men morgendagen vil dig sikkert bringe 
 på andre tanker.
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvorfor morgendagen?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Her går en hob forunderlige rygter. 
 Nys er en vestalinde ført til døden –
 

CATILINA 

(overrasket). 
 En vestalinde? Ah, hvad siger du?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ja visst; en vestalinde. Mange mumler –
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvad mumler de?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 At du er ej så ganske 
 foruden del i denne mørke sag.
 

CATILINA. 
 Det tror man om mig?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hm, – så løber rygtet. 
 Nu ja, – for os, for dine gode venner, 
 kan sligt jo være, som det være vil; – 
 men folket, Catilina, dømmer strængere.
 

CATILINA 

(i tanker), 
 Og er hun død?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Det er hun uden tvivl. 
 En times ophold i forbrydergraven 
 er mer end nok –
 

LENTULUS. 
 Det kommer os ej ved; 
 det var ej derfor vi om hende talte. 
 Men hør mig, Catilina! Tænk dig om. 
 Du søgte konsulatet. Al din velfærd 
 hang i den ene skøre håbets tråd; – 
 nu er den brusten; nu er alt forbi.
 

CATILINA 

(som før). 
 „Selv har du hævnen nedkaldt på dit hoved.”
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Ryst slige tanker af; de nytter ej. 
 Vis dig som mand; endnu kan slaget vindes; 
 en kæk beslutning –; du har venner nok; 
 vi følger dig på allerførste vink. – 
 Du fristes ikke? Svar!
 

CATILINA. 
 Nej, siger jeg! 
 Og hvorfor vil I sammensværge jer? 
 Tal ærligt! Drives I af friheds-længsel? 
 Er det, for Romas storhed at forynge, 
 at I vil styrte alt?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Nej, ingenlunde; 
 men håb om egen storhed er jo dog 
 tilstrækkelig bevæggrund, Catilina!
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Og midler nok til rigt at nyde livet, 
 er heller ej så ganske at forkaste. 
 Det er min tragten; – jeg er ej ærgærrig.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg vidste det. Kun usle snevre hensyn 
 til egen fordel er, hvad eder driver. 
 Nej, venner, nej; mod større mål jeg sigted! 
 Vel har jeg ved bestikkelser forsøgt 
 at rive konsulatet til mig; dog, 
 mit anslag rummed mer, end hvad man skulde 
 fra slige midler dømme. Borgerfrihed 
 og statens vel var målet for min stræben. 
 Man har mig miskendt; skinnet var imod. 
 Min skæbne vilde det. Det må så være!
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Nu vel; men tanken på den venneflok, 
 du frelse kan fra undergang og skændsel –? 
 Du véd, at inden kort tid er vi bragt 
 til betlerstaven ved vort løse levnet.
 

CATILINA. 
 Så stands itide; det er min beslutning.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hvorledes, Catilina, – du vil ændre 
 din levevis? Ha-ha; du spøger vel?
 

CATILINA. 
 Det er mit alvor, – ved de store guder!
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Nu, så er ingen udvej med ham mere. 
 Kom, Lentulus; vi melde må de andre, 
 hvad svar han gav os. Vi vil finde dem 
 i muntert gilde hist hos Bibulus.
 

CATILINA. 
 Hos Bibulus? Hvormangen lystig nat 
 jeg sværmet har hos Bibulus med eder! 
 Nu er det ude med mit vilde liv; 
 før dagen gryr har staden jeg forladt.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Du rejse vil herfra?
 

CATILINA. 
 I denne nat, ledsaget af min hustru, 
 farvel for livet jeg og Roma tager. 
 I Galliens dale grunder jeg et hjem; – 
 den mark, jeg rydder, skal ernære mig.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Du vil forlade staden, Catilina?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg vil; jeg må! Her tynges jeg af skændsel. 
 Ah, jeg har mod, min fattigdom at bære; 
 men i hver Romers blik at læse hån 
 og fræk foragt –! Nej, nej; det er formeget! 
 I Gallien kan jeg leve dulgt og stille; 
 der vil jeg glemme, hvad jeg engang var, 
 vil døve driften til de store formål, 
 vil som en uklar drøm min fortid mindes.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Nu, så lev vel; og lykken følge dig!
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Husk os med venlighed, som vi vil huske 
 dig, Catilina! Nu fortæller vi 
 til brødrene dit nye sære forsæt.
 

CATILINA. 
 Og bring dem så min broderlige hilsen! 

(Lentulus og Cethegus går.)


(Aurelia er trådt ind fra siden, men standser frygtsom ved synet af de bortgående; når de er ude, nærmer hun sig Catilina.)
 

AURELIA 

(blidt bebrejdende). 
 Igen de vilde venner i dit hus? 
 O, Catilina –!
 

CATILINA. 
 Det var sidste gang. 
 Nu tog jeg afsked med dem. Hvert et bånd, 
 som bandt til Roma mig, er overhugget 
 for alle tider.
 

AURELIA. 
 Jeg har pakket sammen 
 vor smule ejendom. Det er ej meget; – 
 dog nok for nøjsomheden, Catilina!
 

CATILINA 

(i tanker). 
 Ja, mer end nok for mig, som tabte alt.
 

AURELIA. 
 O, grubl ej over, hvad der ej kan ændres; – 
 forglem, hvad du –
 

CATILINA. 
 Vel den, der kunde glemme, – 
 der kunde rive mindet ud af sjælen, 
 og alle håb, og alle ønskers mål! 
 Det kræver tid, før jeg så vidt kan komme; 
 men jeg vil stræbe –
 

AURELIA. 
 Jeg vil hjælpe dig; 
 og du skal finde lindring for dit savn. 
 Dog, bort herfra vi må så snart som muligt. 
 Her taler livet til dig som en frister. – 
 Ej sandt, – vi rejser end i denne nat?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jo, jo, – i denne nat, Aurelia!
 

AURELIA. 
 En ringe sum, som endnu var tilbage, 
 jeg samlet har; til rejsen er det nok.
 

CATILINA. 
 Godt, godt! Mit sværd jeg for en spade sælger. 
 Ah, hvad er sværdet mere vel for mig?
 

AURELIA. 
 Du rydder jorden; jeg vil dyrke den. 
 Snart om vort hjem i blomsterflor skal spire 
 en rosenhæk og venlige kærminder, 
 som varsel for at tiden snart er nær, 
 da du hvert fortidsminde hilse kan 
 som ungdomsven, når det din sjæl besøger.
 

CATILINA. 
 Den tid, Aurelia? Jeg frygter, elskte, – 
 den ligger end i fremtids fjerne blå. 

(med lettere udtryk.)

 Dog gå, min hustru; hvil dig lidt derinde. 
 Kort efter midnat vil vi bryde op; – 
 da blunder staden dybest i sin slummer, 
 og ingen aner, hvor vi flygter hen. 
 Den første morgenrøde skal os finde 
 langt – langt herfra; i laurbærlundens ly 
 vi hviler os på græssets bløde teppe.
 

AURELIA. 
 En ny tilværelse for os frembryder, – 
 mer glæderig, end den, vi slutted her. 
 Nu vil jeg gå. En times rolighed 
 mig skænker kraft –. Godnat, min Catilina! 

(hun omfavner ham og går.)
 

CATILINA 

(ser efter hende). 
 Nu er hun borte. Ah, det letted mig! 
 Aflægge kan jeg denne byrdefulde 
 forstillelse, det skin af frejdighed, 
 som findes mindst af alt i dette hjerte. 
 Hun er min gode ånd. Hun vilde sørge, 
 ifald hun så min tvivl. Jeg må den skjule. 
 Dog, denne tause stund jeg vier ind 
 til en betragtning af mit spildte liv. – 
 Ah, lampen der forstyrrer mine tanker; – 
 mørkt må her være, – mørkt, som i min sjæl! 

(slukker lampen ud; månen skinner ind gennem søjlerne i baggrunden.)

 For lyst, – for lyst endnu! Dog, ligemeget; – 
 det matte måneskin sig passer godt 
 til dette dunkle halvlys, der omhyller, – 
 der stedse har omhyllet mine veje. 
 Hm, Catilina, – så er denne dag 
 din sidste; alt imorgen er du ej 
 hin Catilina mer, du før har været. 
 Fjernt i det øde Gallien skal mit liv 
 henrinde ukendt som en flod i skoven. – 
 Nu er jeg vågnet op af alle drømme 
 om magt, om storhed, om et dådrigt levnet; – 
 de svandt som duggen; i mit indres nat 
 var deres tumleplads; – dem ingen kendte. 
 Det er ej denne dumpe døs og ro, 
 afstængt fra verdens larm, som skræmmer mig. 
 Hvis blot et øjeblik jeg kunde lyse 
 og flamme som en stjerne i sit fald, – 
 hvis blot jeg en gang med en herlig dåd 
 fik knytte mig og navnet „Catilina” 
 til ry og til udødelige sagn, – 
 da skulde jeg med fryd, i sejrens stund, 
 forlade alt, – ty til en fremmed strand; 
 jeg skulde støde dolken i mit hjerte; 
 dø fri og glad; – thi da jeg havde levet! 
 Men denne lodd er døden uden liv. 
 Er sådant muligt? Skal jeg så forgå? 

(med oprakte arme.)

 Et vink, I vrede guder, – at det er 
 min skæbne, glemt og sporløst at forsvinde 
 fra livet!
 

FURIA 

(udenfor bag søjlerne). 
 Nej, det er ej, Catilina!
 

CATILINA 

(farer tilbage). 
 Hvo taler? Hvilken stemme varsler hist? 
 En ånderøst fra underverdnens skygger!
 

FURIA 

(træder frem i måneskinnet). 
 Jeg er din skygge.
 

CATILINA 

(forfærdet). 
 Vestalindens genfærd!
 

FURIA. 
 Dybt må du være sunken, hvis du ræddes 
 for mig.
 

CATILINA. 
 Tal! Er du stegen op af graven 
 for at forfølge mig med had og hævn?
 

FURIA. 
 Forfølge, – siger du? Jeg er din skygge. 
 Jeg må ledsage dig, hvorhen du går. 

(hun nærmer sig.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Hun lever! Guder, – det er hende selv, 
 og ingen ånd!
 

FURIA. 
 Ånd eller ikke, – det 
 er ligemeget; jeg ledsager dig.
 

CATILINA. 
 Med blodigt had!
 

FURIA. 
 I graven slukner hadet, 
 som kærligheden og som alle drifter, 
 der næres i en jordisk barm. Kun et

 står fast i liv og død og kan ej ændres.
 

CATILINA. 
 Og hvad? Sig frem!
 

FURIA. 
 Din skæbne, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Min skæbne kender kun de vise guder, – 
 ej noget menneske.
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg kender den. 
 Jeg er din skygge; – gådefulde bånd 
 os sammenknytter.
 

CATILINA. 
 Det er hadets.
 

FURIA. 
 Nej! 
 Steg nogen ånd fra gravens kvalme dyb 
 med hads og hævns begær? Hør, Catilina! 
 Jeg slukket har i underverdnens floder 
 hver jordisk ild, der rased i mit bryst. 
 Som her du ser mig, er jeg ikke længer 
 hin Furia, – hin vilde, harmoptændte, – 
 du engang elsked –
 

CATILINA. 
 Hader du mig ej?
 

FURIA. 
 Nu ikke mere. Da jeg stod i graven, – 
 da jeg på skillevejen mellem livet 
 og døden vakled, næste stund beredt 
 at gæste underverdnen, – se, da greb 
 en sælsom gysning mig; jeg véd ej selv –; 
 der foregik en underlig forvandling; – 
 bort flød mit had, min hævn, min hele sjæl; 
 hvert minde svandt og hver en jordisk higen; – 
 kun navnet „Catilina” skrevet står 
 med ildskrift, rødt, som fordum, i min barm.
 

CATILINA. 
 Forunderligt! Vær, hvo du være vil, – 
 et menneske, en underverdnens skygge, – 
 der ligger dog en grufuld trylledragning 
 i dine ord, i dine sorte øjne.
 

FURIA. 
 Dit sind er stærkt som mit; og dog du vil 
 forsagt og tvivlsom slippe hvert et håb 
 om sejr og vælde. Fejgt du vender ryggen 
 den skueplads, hvor dine dunkle anslag 
 i lys og modning kunde foldes ud!
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg må! En ubønhørlig skæbne vil det.
 

FURIA. 
 Din skæbne? Hvortil fik du heltens kraft, – 
 om ej til kamp mod, hvad du skæbnen kalder?
 

CATILINA. 
 Ak, jeg har kæmpet nok! Var ej mit liv 
 en stadig kamp? Og hvad er kampens frugter? 
 Foragt og skændsel –!
 

FURIA. 
 Du er dalet dybt. 
 Du higer mod et højt forvovent mål; 
 vil gerne nå det; og du skrækkes dog 
 af hver en hindring.
 

CATILINA. 
 Frygt er grunden ej. 
 Det mål, jeg satte mig, er uopnåeligt; – 
 det hele var en flygtig ungdomsdrøm.
 

FURIA. 
 Nu skuffer du dig selv, min Catilina! 
 Du kredser endnu om det ene formål; – 
 din sjæl er stor, – en Romer-hersker værdig, – 
 og du har venner –. Ah, hvi nøler du?
 

CATILINA 

(i eftertanke). 
 Jeg skal –? Hvad mener du –? Med borgerblod –?
 

FURIA. 
 Er du en mand, – og har ej kvindemod? 
 Har du forglemt hin raske Romerinde, 
 der søgte tronen over fader-liget? 
 Jeg føler mig en Tullia; – men du? 
 Foragt dig selv; – foragt dig, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Skal jeg foragte mig, fordi mit sind 
 ej længer huser vild ærgærrighed?
 

FURIA. 
 Her står du på en korsvej i dit liv. 
 Hist venter dig en tom og dådløs færden, – 
 en mellemting af død og døsig slummer; – 
 men på den anden side skimter du 
 et hersker-sæde. Vælg så, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Du lokker og du frister til fordærv.
 

FURIA. 
 Kast tærningen, – og i din hånd er lagt 
 det stolte Romas vel for alle tider. 
 Din stumme skæbne gemmer glans og magt; 
 og dog du vakler, – vover ej at handle! 
 Du drager hist til dine skove, hvor 
 udslukkes vil hvert håb, du engang nærte. 
 Ah, Catilina, er der intet spor 
 af ærelyst tilbage i dit hjerte? 
 Skal denne herskersjæl, til hæder skabt, 
 hist i en navnløs ørk ukendt forsvinde? 
 Ja, rejs! Men vid, – da er for stedse tabt, 
 hvad her med dristig dåd du kunde vinde.
 

CATILINA. 
 Bliv ved; bliv ved!
 

FURIA. 
 Med skræk og gysen vil 
 den fjerne efterslægt dit navn erindre. 
 Dit hele liv var et forvovent spil; – 
 dog i forsonings lys det skulde tindre, 
 af sagnet båret, når med vældig hånd 
 du brød dig vej midt i den vilde stimmel, – 
 når trældomsskyen ved din herskerånd 
 var vegen for en nyskabt frihedshimmel, – 
 når engang du –
 

CATILINA. 
 Alt nok! Du grebet har 
 den streng, der dirred dybest i mit indre; – 
 din tale klang, som om den genlyd var 
 af hvad mit hjerte hvisked dag og nat.
 

FURIA. 
 Så kender jeg dig atter, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg rejser ej! – Tillive har du vakt 
 min ungdoms mod, min manddoms fulde higen. 
 Ja, jeg skal lyse for det sunkne Roma, – 
 slå dem med skræk som vandrestjernens ris! 
 I stolte uslinger, – I skal erfare, 
 I har ej knækket mig, var end en stund 
 min kraft af kampens hede sløvet!
 

FURIA. 
 Hør mig! 
 Hvad skæbnen vil, – hvad mørkets stærke magter 
 bestemmer over os, vi lyde må. 
 Nu vel! Mit had er borte; – skæbnen bød det; 
 det måtte være så. – Ræk mig din hånd 
 til evigt forbund! – Ah, hvi nøler du? 
 Du vil ej?
 

CATILINA. 
 Vil –? Jeg ser på dine øjne. 
 De gløder, – lynet lig i nattens mulm. 
 Nu smilte du! Ah, sådan har jeg tænkt 
 mig Nemesis –
 

FURIA. 
 Hvad? Vil du hende se, – 
 se ind i dig. Har du forglemt din ed?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg mindes den; – og dog en hævnerinde 
 du tykkes mig –
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg er et billed jo 
 udaf din egen sjæl.
 

CATILINA 

(grublende). 
 Hvad siger du? 
 Jeg aner uklart, hvad jeg ej kan fatte; 
 jeg skimter gådefulde tåge-syner, – 
 men kan ej tyde dem. Her er for mørkt.
 

FURIA. 
 Mørkt må her være. Mørket er vort rige; – 
 i mørket hersker vi. Kom; ræk mig hånden 
 til evigt forbund!
 

CATILINA 

(vildt). 
 Skønne Nemesis, – 
 min skygge, – billed af min egen sjæl. – 
 her er min hånd til mørkt og evigt forbund! 

(han griber med heftighed hendes hånd; hun ser på ham med et stivt smil.)
 

FURIA. 
 Nu kan vi aldrig skilles!
 

CATILINA. 
 Ah, som ild 
 dit håndtryk foer igennem mine årer! 
 Her ruller blod ej mer, men hede flammer; – 
 for trangt det vorder mig om brystets hvælv; 
 det mørkner for mit syn! Nu skal der spredes 
 et ildhavs lysning over Romer-staden! 

(han drager sit sværd og svinger det.)

 Mit sværd; mit sværd! Ah, ser du, hvor det blinker? 
 Snart skal det farves i det lunkne blod! – 
 Hvad foregår med mig? Min pande brænder; 
 en hær af syner jager mig forbi. – 
 Hævn er det, sejr og liv for alle drømme 
 om storhed, herskermagt og evigt navn. 
 Mit feltråb vorder: død og røde flammer! 
 Mod Kapitol! Nu er jeg først mig selv! 

(han styrter ud; Furia følger ham.)
 

(Det indre af en svagt oplyst taverne.)

 

(Statilius, Gabinius, Coeparius, tilligemed flere unge Romere kommer ind.)
 

STATILIUS. 
 Her, venner, kan vi drive natten bort; 
 her er vi sikkre; ingen hører os.
 

GABINIUS. 
 Ja visst; nu vil vi drikke, svire, nyde! 
 Hvo véd, hvorlænge det blir os forundt?
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Nej, lad os vente først det budskab, som 
 af Lentulus og af Cethegus bringes.
 

GABINIUS. 
 Ej, lad dem bringe hvilket bud de vil! 
 Der bringes vin; den prøver vi imens. 
 Rask, brødre, – stem nu i en lystig sang! 

(Tjenere kommer med vinkander og bægre.)
 

ALLE VENNERNE 

(synger). 
 Bacchus vi hylder! 
 glade vi fylder 
 bægret til randen, 
 drikker hans pris! 
 Saften, den røde, 
 lifligt lad gløde. 
 Alle vi ynder 
 vingudens drik. 
 Venligt tilsmiler 
 os fader Liber; 
 rusen os vinker; 
 druen er klar. 
 Kom, lad os nyde! 
 Vinen kan fryde, 
 stemme til glæde 
 tanker og sind. 
 Du dog for alle 
 blinkende perler, 
 klare Falerner, 
 herlige drik! 
 Modet du liver; 
 kraft du os giver; 
 munterhed sænker 
 du i vor sjæl. 
 Bacchus vi hylder! 
 Glade vi fylder 
 bægret til randen, 
 drikker hans pris! 
 Saften, den røde, 
 lifligt lad gløde! 
 Alle vi ynder 
 vingudens drik! 

(Lentulus og Cethegus kommer ind.)
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hold op med sang og lystighed!
 

STATILIUS. 
 Hvad nu? 
 Er Catilina ej i eders følge?
 

GABINIUS. 
 Han var dog villig vel?
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Hvad har han svaret? 
 Sig frem; fortæl os alt!
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Hel anderledes, 
 end vi os tænkte, lød hans svar.
 

GABINIUS. 
 Nu da?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Han viste fra sig alle vore tilbud; – 
 om vore anslag vil han intet høre.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Er dette sandhed?
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Hvorfor vil han ikke?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Han vil ej, kort og godt. Han svigter os; 
 forlader vennerne, – forlader staden.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Forlader, siger du?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Han drager bort 
 i denne nat. Nu, – dadles kan han ej; 
 hans grund var gyldig –
 

LENTULUS. 
 Fejghed var hans grund! 
 I farens time svigter han os troløst.
 

GABINIUS. 
 Ah, det er Catilinas venskab!
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Nej; – 
 troløs og fejg var aldrig Catilina!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Og dog, han drager bort.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Med ham vort håb. 
 Hvor findes nu den mand, som kan os lede?
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Han findes ej; opgives må vort anslag.
 

LENTULUS. 
 End ikke, venner! Hør nu først, hvad jeg 
 om sagen tænker. Hvad har vi besluttet? 
 Med væbnet hånd at ville vinde, hvad 
 en uretfærdig skæbne nægted os. 
 Man undertrykker os; – men vi vil herske. 
 Vi lider mangel; – rigdom er vort mål.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja. magt og rigdom! Vi vil magt og rigdom!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Nu vel; – til fører valgte vi en ven, 
 på hvem, vi mente, trygt vi turde bygge. 
 Han sveg vor tillid; vender faren ryggen. 
 Ah, venner, – ej forsagt! Han skal erfare, 
 vi kan os hjælpe uden ham. Hvad kræves? 
 Ej andet, end en mand med mod og fasthed, 
 som går i spidsen –
 

NOGLE. 
 Nævn os slig en mand!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Og hvis jeg nævner ham, og han står frem. – 
 vil I så kåre ham til eders fører?
 

NOGLE. 
 Ja, vi vil kåre ham!
 

ANDRE. 
 Ja, ja; det vil vi!
 

STATILIUS. 
 Så nævn ham, ven!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hvad om det var mig selv?
 

GABINIUS. 
 Dig selv?
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Du, Lentulus –!
 

FLERE 

(tvivlende). 
 Du vil os føre?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Jeg vil.
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Formår du det? Se, dertil fordres 
 en Catilinas kraft og vilde mod.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ej fattes modet mig; ej heller kraft. 
 Kun hånd på værket! Eller vil I træde 
 tilbage nu, da øjeblikket maner? 
 Nu eller aldrig! Alting tyder på 
 et heldigt udfald –
 

STATILIUS. 
 Godt; – vi følger dig!
 

FLERE. 
 Vi følger dig!
 

GABINIUS. 
 Nu ja, – når Catilina 
 forlader os, er du vel nærmest til 
 at tage styret efter ham.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Så hør, 
 hvad fremgangsmåde jeg har tænkt mig. Først – 

(Catilina kommer ilsomt ind.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Her er jeg, venner!
 

ALLE. 
 Catilina!
 

LENTULUS 

(afsides). 
 Han! 
 Fordømt –
 

CATILINA. 
 Sig frem, – hvad fordrer I af mig? 
 Dog nej; jeg véd jo, hvad der handles om. 
 Jeg vil jer føre. Vil I følge mig?
 

ALLE 

(undtagen Lentulus). 
 Ja, Catilina, ja, – dig vil vi følge!
 

STATILIUS. 
 Man har bedraget os –
 

GABINIUS. 
 – har løjet på dig!
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Man har fortalt, du vilde rejse bort 
 og slippe sagen ud af dine hænder.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg vilde så. Dog, nu ej mer; nu lever 
 jeg kun for dette ene store formål.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Men hvilket er dit formål da igrunden?
 

CATILINA. 
 Mit formål ligger højere, end du – 
 og måske nogen – aner. Hør mig, venner! 
 Først vil jeg vinde for vor sag hver borger 
 med frihedssind, der sætter folkets hæder 
 og fædrelandets velfærd over alt. 
 Den gamle Romer-ånd er end ilive; – 
 dens sidste Gnist er ikke ganske slukket. 
 Nu skal den pustes op til klare flammer, 
 så lysende, som aldrig før de steg. 
 Ak, altfor længe lå et trældomsmørke, 
 så sort som natten, over Roma spredt. 
 Se, dette rige – om end stolt og mægtigt 
 det synes – vakler og står brat for fald. 
 Thi må en kraftig hånd dets tøjler tage; 
 her renses må, og ryddes op fra grunden; 
 af søvnen må det sløve samfund vækkes; 
 tilintetgøres må de usles magt, 
 der strør sin gift i sindene og kvæler 
 den sidste mulighed for nyskabt liv. 
 Se, – borgerfrihed er det, jeg vil fremme, – 
 og borgerånd, som den i fordums tid 
 har rådet her. Tilbage vil jeg mane 
 den gyldne alder, da hver Romer glad 
 gav livet hen for fædrelandets hæder, 
 og offred gods og arv for folkets lykke!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Du sværmer, Catilina! Det var ikke 
 sådan vi mente det.
 

GABINIUS. 
 Hvad nytter os 
 at genoprette hine gamle tider 
 med deres tåbelige enfold?
 

NOGLE. 
 Nej! 
 Magt fordrer vi –
 

ANDRE. 
 – og midler til at føre 
 et frit og sorgløst liv!
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja, det er målet!
 

COEPARIUS. 
 Skal vi for andres frihed eller lykke 
 vel sætte livet på et tærningkast?
 

HELE SKAREN. 
 Selv vil vi sejrens frugter!
 

CATILINA. 
 Usle slægt! 
 Er I en afkom af de store fædre? 
 At dynge skændsel over fædrenavnet 
 er eders vis at værne om dets glans!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Du vover os at håne, – du, som længst 
 et skrækkebilled var –
 

CATILINA. 
 Ja, det er sandt; 
 jeg var en rædsel for den gode; dog, 
 så usel var jeg aldrig end, som I!
 

LENTULUS. 
 Tæm tungen nu! Vi tåler ej din spot.
 

FLERE. 
 Nej, nej, – vi vil ej –
 

CATILINA 

(rolig). 
 Så? I fejgheds yngel, – 
 I vover end at ville noget, I?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ah, ned med ham!
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja, ned med Catilina! 

(de drager sine dolke og styrter ind på ham; Catilina trækker kappenroligt bort fra brystet og betragter dem med et koldt hånsmil; de lader dolkene synke.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Stød til? I vover ej? O, venner, venner, – 
 jeg skulde agte jer, ifald I bored 
 det åbne bryst igennem, som I truer. 
 Er ej en gnist af mod da i jer længer?
 

NOGLE. 
 Han vil vort vel
 

ANDRE. 
 Vi har hans hån fortjent.
 

CATILINA. 
 Det har I. – Dog – se, nu er timen kommen 
 da I kan slette skændsels-mærket ud. 
 Alt, hvad der ligger bag os, vil vi glemme; – 
 en ny tilværelse os vinker nær. 

(med bitterhed.)

 Jeg dåre! Håbe, – tro på sejr ved eder! 
 Er sejrens ånd i denne sunkne skare? 

(henreven.)

 Skønt har jeg engang drømt, og store syner 
 foer gennem mig og drog mit blik forbi. 
 Jeg drømte at, som Ikarus, jeg højt 
 opunder himlens hvælv bevinget fløj; 
 jeg drømte, guderne min hånd forlened 
 med kæmpekraft og bød mig lynets stråle. 
 Og denne hånd greb lynet i dets flugt 
 og slynged det mod staden dybt dernede. 
 Og da de røde flammer steg og slikked, 
 og Roma sank i brune resters støv, – 
 da råbte jeg med høj og vældig røst, 
 og maned Catos frænder op af graven; 
 og tusend ånder kom og fulgte kaldet, – 
 tog liv – og rejste Roma af sin aske. 

(afbrydende.)

 Det var kun drømme. Ingen guder maner 
 forgangenheden op i dagens lys, – 
 og fortids ånder stiger ej af graven. 

(vildt.)

 Nu vel; kan ej det gamle Roma rejses 
 ved denne hånd, – vort Roma skal forgå! 
 Snart skal, hvor marmorsøjler står i rader, 
 røgsøjler hvirvle mellem luers brag; 
 palatser, templer styrte skal i grus, 
 og Kapitol skal vejres fra sin højde! 
 Sværg, venner, at I vier eder ind 
 til denne dåd! Jeg stiller mig i spidsen. 
 Sig, – vil I følge mig?
 

STATILIUS. 
 Vi vil dig følge! 

(Flere af de øvrige synes tvivlrådige og taler hviskende sammen. Catilina betragter dem med et hånligt smil.)
 

LENTULUS 

(dæmpet). 
 Bedst, at vi følger ham. Blandt sunkne rester 
 vi finder lettest, hvad der var vort mål.
 

ALLE 

(råbende). 
 Ja, Catilina, vi vil følge dig!
 

CATILINA. 
 Så sværg mig til ved vore fædres guder 
 at I vil lystre hvert mit vink!
 

HELE SKAREN 

(med oprakte hænder). 
 Ja, ja; 
 højt sværger vi, i alt at lystre blindt!
 

CATILINA. 
 Så snig jer enkeltvis, ad delte veje, 
 ind i mit hus. Der vil I finde våben. 
 Jeg kommer efter; I skal få at vide, 
 hvad fremgangsmåde jeg har valgt. Gå nu! 

(De går alle ud.)
 

LENTULUS 

(holder Catilina tilbage). 
 Et ord i hast! Véd du, at til senatet 
 har Allebroger-folket skikket mænd 
 med klager og besværinger?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg véd det. 
 De kom idag til staden.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ganske rigtigt. 
 Hvad, – om vi stemte dem for vore anslag? 
 Med dem vil hele Gallien rejse sig 
 og hvirvle op en storm mod vore fiender.
 

CATILINA 

(uvillig). 
 Vi skulde søge forbund med barbarer?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Et sådant forbund er nødvendigt for os. 
 Ved egne kræfter vindes sejren ej; 
 hjælp udenfra –
 

CATILINA 

(smiler bittert). 
 Ak, dybt er Romas fald! 
 Dets mure rummer ikke mænd med kræfter 
 at styrte selv en vaklende ruin. 

(de går ud.)
 

(En have bag Catilinas hus, der skimtes mellem træerne. Til venstre en sidebygning.)

 

(Curius, Cethegus og flere af de sammensvorne kommer forsigtigt ind fra højre under en hviskende samtale.)
 

CURIUS. 
 Men er det også sandt, hvad du fortæller?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Hvert ord er sandt. I dette øjeblik 
 blev sagen afgjort.
 

CURIUS. 
 Og han leder alt?
 

CETHEGUS. 
 Han står for alting. Tal kun med ham selv. 

(De går alle, med undtagelse af Curius, ind i huset.)
 

CURIUS. 
 En sælsom nat! Hvor mine tanker tumles 
 i kredse rundt! Mon jeg har drømt det hele? 
 Oplevet eller drømt, – jeg vågen ser, 
 hvorhen jeg vender mig, kun hendes billed. 

(Catilina kommer ind fra højre.)
 

CATILINA 

(hen imod ham). 
 Du her, min Curius? Jeg har dig savnet. – 
 Et helt uventet udfald fik mit møde 
 med vestalinden –
 

CURIUS 

(forvirret). 
 Så? Ja, du har ret!
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg vil ej tænke mer på denne sag. 
 Det var et skæbnesvangert møde for mig. 

(grublende.)

 Man siger jo, at furierne kommer 
 fra underverdnen for at følge os 
 igennem livet. – Ah, hvis så det var!
 

CURIUS 

(urolig). 
 Hvad? Har du mødt –?
 

CATILINA. 
 Hun var her selv inat. – 
 Dog, lad det være glemt. Hør, Curius, – 
 et vigtigt foretagende beredes –
 

CURIUS. 
 Jeg kender det. Cethegus har fortalt –
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvo véd, hvad udgang guderne har sat 
 for dette værk? Måske min skæbne bliver 
 at knuses undervejs af hadske magter – 
 og aldrig målet nå. Nu, lad så være! 
 Men du, min Curius, hvem jeg har elsket 
 fra du var barn, – du skal ej drages ind 
 i farens hvirvel. Lov mig, – bliv tilbage 
 i staden, hvis jeg vælger at forlægge 
 mit angreb andetsteds, – hvad vel er muligt; 
 og støt os ej før fremgang kroner værket.
 

CURIUS 

(bevæget). 
 Min faderlige ven! O, denne omsorg –!
 

CATILINA. 
 Du lover det? Her vil vi afsked tage; 
 vent blot et øjeblik; jeg kommer snart. 

(han går ind i huset.)
 

CURIUS 

(ser efter ham). 
 Han elsker mig som før. Han aner intet. 

(Lentulus og andre sammensvorne kommer fra højre.)
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hør, Curius, gik ikke Catilina 
 nys gennem haven?
 

CURIUS. 
 Jo, han er derinde. 

(De går ind i huset.)
 

CURIUS 

(går urolig omkring). 
 Hvorledes skal jeg dæmpe denne længsel? 
 En rastløs uro gærer i mit blod. 
 Ah, Furia, – forunderlige kvinde! 
 Hvor er du nu? Når skal jeg atter se dig? – 
 Hvor blev hun af? Bort gled hun, som en skygge, 
 da jeg af graven havde friet hende. 
 Og hine dunkle gådefulde ord, – 
 og øjet, slukt og skinnende på engang –? 
 Hvad, om det vanvid var? Har gravens gru 
 formørket hendes sjæl –?
 

FURIA 

(bag ham, mellem træerne). 
 Nej, blege yngling!
 

CURIUS 

(med et skrig). 
 Min Furia! Her –?
 

FURIA 

(nærmer sig). 
 Her færdes Catilina. 
 Hvor han er, – der må Furia også være.
 

CURIUS. 
 O, følg mig, elskte! Jeg vil bringe dig 
 i sikkerhed. Betænk – om nogen så dig –!
 

FURIA. 
 De døde frygter ej. Har du forglemt – 
 du tog mit lig og bar det op af graven?
 

CURIUS. 
 Igen de rædselsfulde ord! O, hør; – 
 kom til dig selv, – og følg mig, Furia! 

(vil gribe hendes hånd.)
 

FURIA 

(støder ham vildt tilbage). 
 Forvovne dåre, – føler du ej gru 
 for dødens datter, som er stegen op 
 fra underverdnen for en flygtig stund?
 

CURIUS. 
 Jeg føler gru for dig. Men denne gru, 
 den underfulde gysning, er min lyst.
 

FURIA. 
 Hvad vil du mig? Forgæves er din tale. 
 Jeg hører graven til; hist er mit hjem; – 
 jeg er en flygtning fra de dødes dale; 
 med dagens komme må jeg ned til dem. 
 Du tror mig ikke? Tror ej, jeg har siddet 
 i Plutos sal imellem blege skygger? 
 Jeg siger dig, – jeg var der ganske nylig, – 
 hinsides floden og de sorte sumpe.
 

CURIUS. 
 Så før mig did!
 

FURIA. 
 Dig?
 

CURIUS. 
 Ja; – jeg følger villig, 
 går selv din vej igennem dødens nat!
 

FURIA. 
 Det kan ej ske. Heroppe må vi skilles; – 
 hist tør ej lig og levende gå sammen. – 
 Hvi røver du min tid, der er så kort? 
 Jeg har kun mørkets timer til at handle; 
 mit værk er mørkets; jeg er mørkets bud. – 
 Men hvor er Catilina?
 

CURIUS. 
 Ham du søger?
 

FURIA. 
 Ham søger jeg.
 

CURIUS. 
 Forfølger du ham endnu?
 

FURIA. 
 Hvi stod inat jeg op ifra de døde, 
 hvis ej det var for Catilinas skyld?
 

CURIUS. 
 Ah, dette vanvid, som har grebet dig –! 
 Dog, du er skøn midt i din vilde sværmen. 
 O, tænk ej mer på Catilina nu! 
 Følg mig! Byd over mig; jeg vil dig tjene! 

(kaster sig ned for hende.)

 Her trygler jeg som slaven for din fod 
 kun om et blik! O, hør mig, Furia! 
 Jeg elsker dig! En sød og giftfuld ild 
 fortærer mig, og ingen uden du 
 kan lindre mine kvaler –
 

FURIA 

(ser mod huset). 
 Hist er lys – 
 og mange mænd. Hvad foregår derinde 
 hos Catilina?
 

CURIUS 

(springer op). 
 Atter dette navn! 
 Om ham sig drejer alle dine tanker. 
 Jeg kunde hade ham –!
 

FURIA. 
 Har han besluttet 
 at sætte snart iværk det djærve forsæt, 
 han længe næred?
 

CURIUS. 
 Kender du –?
 

FURIA. 
 Det hele.
 

CURIUS. 
 Så véd du da vel og at han har stillet 
 sig forrest i det vovelige forbund? 
 Dog, jeg besværger dig, spørg ikke mere 
 om Catilina!
 

FURIA. 
 Svar mig kun på et; – 
 det er mit sidste spørgsmål. Går du med ham?
 

CURIUS. 
 Han er mig som en kærlig fader –
 

FURIA 

(smilende). 
 Han? 
 Min Catilina?
 

CURIUS. 
 Ah!
 

FURIA. 
 Den mand, om hvem 
 min tanke kredser?
 

CURIUS. 
 Svimmel griber mig! 
 Jeg hader –! O, jeg kunde myrde ham!
 

FURIA. 
 Svor du mig ikke nylig til, du var 
 beredt at lyde mig?
 

CURIUS. 
 Kræv, hvad du vil; 
 jeg lyder blindt, og tjener dig i alt! 
 Kun er min bøn til dig, – glem Catilina!
 

FURIA. 
 Ja, jeg skal glemme ham – når han er stegen 
 ned i sin grav.
 

CURIUS 

(viger tilbage). 
 Ah, kræver du at jeg –?
 

FURIA. 
 Du skal ej bruge stål; du skal kun røbe 
 hans foretagende –
 

CURIUS. 
 Forræderi 
 og mord på engang! Husk dog at han er 
 min fosterfader og –
 

FURIA. 
 – min tankes mål! 
 Ah, svage dåre, – vover du at tale 
 om elskov, – du, som ej har mod at styrte, 
 hvo dig ivejen står? Gå fra mig! 

(hun vender ham ryggen.)
 

CURIUS 

(holder hende tilbage). 
 Nej; – 
 forlad mig ikke! Jeg til alt er villig! – 
 En rædsel isner mig fra dig imøde; 
 og dog jeg kan ej sprænge dette næt, 
 hvori du hilded mig.
 

FURIA. 
 Så er du villig?
 

CURIUS. 
 Hvi håner du mig med at spørge så? 
 Om jeg er villig? Har jeg nogen vilje? 
 Dit blik er slangens ligt, når det sig fæster 
 med trolddomsmagt på fuglen, der i angst 
 omflagrer den i kredse, altid mere 
 og mere nær det frygtelige svælg.
 

FURIA. 
 Så gå til værket!
 

CURIUS. 
 Og når jeg har offret 
 mit venskab for min kærlighed, – hvad da?
 

FURIA. 
 Da har jeg glemt at Catilina var. 
 Da er mit hverv tilende. Kræv ej mere!
 

CURIUS. 
 For denne pris jeg skulde –?
 

FURIA. 
 Nøler du? 
 Er da dit håb så svagt, at ej det bygger 
 på, hvad en taksom kvinde skænke kan, 
 når tiden først –?
 

CURIUS. 
 Ved alle nattens magter, – 
 jeg nøler ej! Han ene skiller os. 
 Så lad ham falde! Slukt er hver en gnist 
 af ømhed for ham; alle bånd er brustne! – 
 Hvo er du, skønne nattesyn? Din nærhed 
 forstener og fortærer mig på engang. 
 Min længsel isner mig, – min skræk mig ildner; 
 min elskov er som had med trolddom blandet. 
 Hvo er jeg selv? Jeg kender mig ej mere. 
 Et véd jeg kun: jeg er ej den, jeg var 
 før dig jeg så. Glad springer jeg i dybet 
 for dig at følge! – Dømt er Catilina! 
 Jeg går til Kapitol. I denne nat 
 senatet samlet er. En skreven strimmel 
 forråder Catilinas værk. – Lev vel! 

(han går ilsomt ud.)
 

FURIA 

(for sig selv). 
 Alt tårner skyer sig; snart lynet knittrer. 
 Det lakker brat mod enden, Catilina; – 
 med store skridt du går imod din grav! 

(Allebrogernes udsendinger, Ambiorix og Ollovico kommer ud fra huset uden at bemærke Furia, der står halvt skjult i skyggen inde mellem træerne.)
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Så er det da besluttet. Vovsomt var det 
 at knytte sig til dette forbund.
 

OLLOVICO. 
 Ja; 
 men rådets afslag på hvert billigt krav 
 lod ingen anden vej til redning åben; 
 og sejrens løn, – hvis vore venner sejrer, – 
 opvejer vel den farefulde dyst, 
 der snart os venter nu.
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Så er det, broder!
 

OLLOVICO. 
 Løsrivelse fra Romas herrevælde, – 
 vor tabte frihed, er vel værd en kamp.
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Ad kortest vej vi haste må til hjemmet; 
 i hele Gallien må vi oprør tænde. 
 Let ægges alle stammer der til rejsning 
 mod undertrykkerne, og følger os, 
 og slutter sig til Catilinas skarer.
 

OLLOVICO. 
 Hård bliver kampen. End er Roma mægtigt.
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Det voves må. Afsted, Ollovico!
 

FURIA 

(råber advarende til dem). 
 Ve over eder!
 

AMBIORIX 

(farer sammen). 
 Alle guder!
 

OLLOVICO 

(forfærdet). 
 Hør! 
 En stemme varsler os i nattens mørke!
 

FURIA. 
 Ve over eders folk!
 

OLLOVICO. 
 Hist står hun, broder, – 
 den blege varselsfulde skygge; se!
 

FURIA. 
 Ve over dem, der følger Catilina!
 

AMBIORIX. 
 Hjem; hjem! På flugt! Vi bryder alle løfter.
 

OLLOVICO. 
 En røst har varslet os; vi lyder røsten. 

(de går hurtigt ud til højre.)


(Catilina kommer ud fra huset i baggrunden.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Fortvivlet håb – at ville styrte Roma 
 med denne skare nidinger og fejge! 
 Hvad driver dem? De vedgår det med frækhed, – 
 kun nød og rovlyst driver dem til handling. 
 Er det vel møjen værd, for slige formål 
 at øde blod? Hvad har da jeg at vinde? 
 Hvad at erhverve mig?
 

FURIA 

(usynlig bag træerne). 
 Hævn, Catilina!
 

CATILINA 

(farer sammen). 
 Hvo talte der! Hvo vækker hævnens ånder 
 af søvnen op? Kom denne røst ifra 
 mit eget indre? Hævn? Ja, det er ordet, – 
 mit løsen og mit krigs-skrig! Blodig hævn! 
 Hævn over alle håb og alle drømme, 
 som mig en fiendtligsindet skæbne knuste! 
 Hævn for mit hele sønderbrudte liv! 

(De sammensvorne kommer bevæbnede ud fra huset.)
 

LENTULUS. 
 End ruger nattemørket over staden; 
 nu er det tid at bryde op.
 

FLERE 

(hviskende). 
 Afsted! 

(Aurelia kommer ud fra sidebygningen, uden at bemærke de sammensvorne.)
 

AURELIA 
 Min elskte, – er du her?
 

CATILINA 

(med et skrig). 
 Aurelia!
 

AURELIA. 
 Sig, – har du ventet på mig? 

(får øje på de sammensvorne og iler hen til ham.)

 Milde guder!
 

CATILINA 

(støder hende tilside). 
 Bort fra mig, kvinde!
 

AURELIA. 
 Catilina, – tal! 
 De mange mænd i våben –? Også du –? 
 O, du vil drage –
 

CATILINA 

(vildt). 
 Ja, ved mørkets ånder, – 
 en lystig færd! Ser du, hvor sværdet blinker? 
 Hedt tørster det; jeg går – at stille tørsten.
 

AURELIA. 
 Mit håb, – min drøm! Livsalig var min drøm! 
 Og sådan vækkes jeg af drømmen –
 

CATILINA. 
 Ti! 
 Bliv, – eller følg os! Lukket er mit bryst 
 for gråd og klage. – Venner, se, hvor lyst 
 fuldmånen i sin nedgang nu forsvinder! 
 Når næste gang den fuld i østen rinder, 
 skal flammers stormflod vælte sig med magt 
 udover staden og dens gyldne pragt. 
 Og når om tusend år den atter skinner 
 på Latiums ørk blandt smuldrende ruiner, – 
 en enlig støtte skal i gruset stå 
 og sige vandreren: her Roma lå! 

(Han iler ud til højre; alle følger ham.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Catilinas lejr i en skovrig egn i Etrurien. til højre ses Catilinas telt og ved siden af dette et gammelt egetræ. Udenfor teltet brænder en vagtild. Flere lignende skimtes mellem træerne i baggrunden. Det er nat. Månen bryder undertiden frem gennem skyerne.) 
 

(Statilius ligger sovende ved vagtilden. Manlius går frem og tilbage udenfor teltet.)
 

MANLIUS. 
 Det ligner dem, de unge lette fugle. 
 Der sover de så roligt og så fast, 
 som var det moder-skødets trygge værn, 
 der dækked dem, og ej en vildsom skov. 
 De hviler sig, som om de vented på 
 at skulle vækkes til en munter leg 
 og ej til kamp, – måske den allersidste, 
 de får at kæmpe her.
 

STATILIUS 

(vågner og rejser sig). 
 Endnu på vagt? 
 Du er vel træt? Nu løser jeg dig af.
 

MANLIUS. 
 Sov heller selv. Den unge trænger til 
 en kvægsom søvn; hans vilde lidenskaber 
 behøver kræfter. Anderledes er det 
 når håret gråner, blodet rinder mat 
 og alderdommen tynger vore skuldre.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Ja, du har ret; så vil jeg og engang 
 som gammel hærdet kriger –
 

MANLIUS. 
 Véd du da 
 så visst, at skæbnen har for dig bestemt 
 en alderdom?
 

STATILIUS. 
 Nu hvorfor ikke det? 
 Hvad bringer dig på disse anelser? 
 Er noget uheld hændt?
 

MANLIUS. 
 Du mener vel, 
 vi intet har at frygte, unge dåre?
 

STATILIUS. 
 Vor hær er stærkt forøget –
 

MANLIUS. 
 Såre stærkt, – 
 med rømte slaver og med fægtere –
 

STATILIUS. 
 Nu, lad så være; samlet virker de 
 ej ubetydeligt, og hele Gallien 
 vil sende hjælp –
 

MANLIUS. 
 – som endnu ej er kommen.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Du tvivler på at Allebrogerne 
 vil holde ord?
 

MANLIUS. 
 Jeg kender disse folk 
 fra fordums tid. Dog, lad det være godt. 
 Den dag, som kommer, vil vel åbenbare, 
 hvad guderne har over os besluttet. 
 Men gå, Statilius, og efterse 
 om alle vagter gør sin skyldighed. 
 Mod natligt overfald vi må os sikkre; 
 vi véd jo ej, hvor vore fiender står. 

(Statilius går ind i skoven.)
 

MANLIUS 

(alene ved vagtilden). 
 Nu samler skyerne sig mer og mer; 
 det er en mørk og uvejrssvanger nat; – 
 en fugtig tåge klemmer mig om brystet, 
 som om den varsled uheld for os alle. 
 Hvor er det nu, det lette sorgfri sind, 
 hvormed jeg fordum tumled mig i krigen? 
 Mon det er alderdommens byrde blot, 
 som jeg fornemmer? Sælsomt nok, – iaftes 
 mig tyktes selv de unge sært forstemte. 

(efter et ophold.)

 Nu, guderne skal vide, hævn var ej 
 det mål, hvorfor jeg fulgte Catilina. 
 Min harme blussed op en flygtig stund, 
 da jeg mig følte forurettet, krænket; – 
 det gamle blod er end ej ganske koldt; 
 tidt kan det rulle hedt nok gennem åren. 
 Men krænkelsen er glemt. Jeg fulgte ham, 
 min Catilina, for hans egen skyld; 
 og jeg skal våge over ham med omhu. 
 Her står han ensom mellem disse skarer 
 af vilde venner og af usle skurke. 
 De mægter ej at fatte ham, – og han 
 er altfor stolt til dem at ville fatte. 

(han lægger nogle kviste på ilden og bliver stående i taushed.)


(Catilina kommer ud fra teltet.)
 

CATILINA 

(for sig selv). 
 Det er mod midnat. Alting er så tyst; – 
 kun på mit øje vil ej søvnen dvæle. 
 Koldt blæser vinden; den skal kvæge mig 
 og skænke kræfter –. Ah, de trænges til! 

(bemærker Manlius.)

 Dig er det, gamle Manlius? Du våger 
 alene her den mørke nat?
 

MANLIUS. 
 Jeg har, 
 da du var barn, bevogtet dig så tidt. 
 Sig, mindes du det ej?
 

CATILINA. 
 Den tid er borte; 
 med den min ro; og hvorsomhelst jeg går, 
 forfølges jeg af mangehånde syner. 
 Alt, Manlius, – alt huses i mit bryst; – 
 kun ikke freden. Den er i det fjerne.
 

MANLIUS. 
 Forjag de sørgelige tanker. Hvil dig! 
 Husk på at morgendagen kræve tør 
 din fulde kraft i kamp for alles frelse.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg kan ej hvile. Lukker jeg mit øje 
 for i en flygtig blund at finde glemsel, 
 da tumles jeg i underlige drømme. 
 Så lå jeg nys på lejet, halvt i slummer, 
 da trådte atter disse syner frem, 
 mer sært, end nogensinde, – mer forblommet 
 og gådefuldt. – Ah, hvis jeg fatted kun 
 hvad dette varsler mig! Men, nej –
 

MANLIUS. 
 Betro mig 
 din drøm; måske jeg kunde tyde den.
 

CATILINA 

(efter et ophold). 
 Om jeg slumred eller våged, véd jeg ikke visst; 
 tusend tanker jog hinanden uden ro og rist. 
 Se, da lægger sig omkring mig mulm og skumring brat; 
 og sin brede vinge sænker i min sjæl en nat, 
 kun af lynblink gennemkrydset, mørk og rædselsfuld; 
 og jeg ser mig i en hvælving, klam som gravens muld. 
 Højt er taget, ligt en himmel, tordenskybelagt; 
 skyggers skarer, skyggers vrimmel, ånders vilde jagt, 
 hvirvler sig forbi og suser, som når havets bryst 
 drager stormens vejr og knuses mod en stenet kyst. 
 Dog, midt i den vilde vrimmel titter stundom frem 
 blomstersmykte børn og synger om et halvglemt hjem. 
 Rundt omkring dem viger mørket for en lysning klar, – 
 og i rummets midte skimter jeg et ensomt par; 
 tvende kvinder, – stræng den ene og som natten sort, – 
 og den anden mild, som dagen, når den flygter bort. 
 Ah, hvor sælsomt velbekendte tyktes mig de to! 
 Snart den enes smil mig vugged i en salig ro; 
 snart den andens hvasse øjne gnistred som et lyn; 
 skræk mig greb, – og dog jeg fulgte gerne dette syn. 
 Stolt og oprejst står den ene, og den anden lænes til 
 bordet, hvor de tykkes spille et forborgent brikkespil. 
 Brikker bytter de og flytter om fra sted til sted; – 
 da er spillet tabt og vundet, og i jorden synker ned 
 hun, som spillet tabte, kvinden med det lyse smil; 
 og de smykte børneklynger viger bort med il. 
 Larmen stiger; mørket vokser; men fra mulmets skød 
 fæster sig på mig to øjne som i sejers-glød; 
 svimmel griber mig; de blanke øjne ser jeg kun. 
 Men hvad mer jeg drømte siden i min feberblund 
 ligger under glemsels-dækket i mit indre gemt. 
 Kunde jeg blot resten mindes. Ak, det er forglemt!
 

MANLIUS 
 Forunderlig isandhed, Catilina, 
 er denne drøm.
 

CATILINA 

(grublende). 
 Hvis blot jeg kunde mindes –. 
 Men nej; det lykkes ikke –
 

MANLIUS 
 Ængst dig ej 
 med disse tanker. Hvad er drømme vel? 
 Indbildninger og tomme hjernespind, 
 betydningsløse, uden grund og mening.
 

CATILINA. 
 Ja, du har ret; jeg vil ej gruble mere; – 
 nu er jeg rolig. Gå kun, Manlius; 
 hvil dig en stund. Jeg vandrer her imens 
 i enrum med mig selv og mine anslag. 

(Manlius går ind i skoven.)
 

CATILINA 

(går en tidlang op og ned ved vagtilden, der er ifærd med at slukkes; derpå standser han og siger tankefuld:)

 Hvis blot jeg kunde –. Ah, det er umandigt 
 at ængstes og at gruble over sligt. 
 Og dog, – i denne tause midnatstime, 
 i denne ensomhed, mig træder atter 
 så levende for øje, hvad jeg drømte – 

(Et skyggebillede, i lignelse af en olding i rustning og toga, skyder ligesom op af jorden et stykke fra ham inde mellem træerne.)
 

CATILINA 

(viger tilbage for skyggen). 
 I guders magt –!
 

SKYGGEN 
 Vær hilset, Catilina!
 

CATILINA 
 Hvad vil du mig? Hvo er du, blege skygge?
 

SKYGGEN 
 Vent! Jeg har retten til at spørge her, – 
 og du skal svare. Kender du ej mere 
 fra længst forsvundne tider denne røst?
 

CATILINA 
 Så tykkes mig; dog véd jeg ikke visst –. 
 Men sig, – hvem søger du i midnatstimen?
 

SKYGGEN 
 Dig søger jeg. Vid, denne time kun 
 er mig forundt til vandringsfrist heroppe.
 

CATILINA. 
 Ved alle guder, tal! Hvo er du?
 

SKYGGEN. 
 Stille! 
 Jeg kommer hid at kræve dig til regnskab. 
 Hvi under du mig ikke gravens fred? 
 Hvi driver du mig op af dødens bolig? 
 Hvi bryder du min glemsel og min hvile, 
 så jeg må søge dig med truslers hvisken 
 og værne om min dyrekøbte hæder?
 

CATILINA. 
 Ah, denne røst –! Jeg aner og jeg mindes –
 

SKYGGEN. 
 Hvad er tilovers af min herskermagt? 
 En skygge som jeg selv; ja, knapt en skygge. 
 Vi begge sank i grav – og blev til intet. 
 Dyrt købtes den; dyrt, dyrt var den erhvervet. 
 Den havde kostet mig min ro i livet; 
 på fred i graven gav for den jeg afkald. 
 Og nu vil du med en forvoven hånd 
 frarive mig, hvad end jeg har tilbage! 
 Er der ej veje nok til store værker? 
 Hvi vælger du just den, som jeg har valgt? 
 Min magt nedlagde jeg i livet alt. 
 Mit navn, – så tænkte jeg, – skal evigt stå, 
 ej venligt glimtende som stjernens øje, – 
 nej, som et lyn på nattehimlen fæstet! 
 Ej vilde jeg, som hundreder før mig, 
 ved ædelsind og milde dyder mindes; 
 ej vilde jeg beundres; – denne lodd 
 blev alt såmangens og vil blive det 
 til tidens ende. Nej, af blod og rædsel 
 jeg vilde bygge mig mit eftermæle! 
 I stum forfærdelse, som mod et luftsyn, 
 der viser sig og svinder, lig en gåde, – 
 man skulde stirre på min færd tilbage 
 og skotte op mod mig, hvem aldrig nogen, – 
 ej før, ej siden, – vovede at nå! – 
 Således drømte jeg, – og blev bedragen. 
 Du stod mig nær; hvi aned det mig ikke, 
 hvad sæd der spired lønligt i din sjæl? 
 Dog, vogt dig, Catilina; vid, jeg skimter 
 igennem fremtids-dækket, hvad det dølger; 
 blandt stjerner skrevet – læser jeg din skæbne!
 

CATILINA. 
 Min skæbne læser du? Så tyd den da!
 

SKYGGEN. 
 Nej, først bag dødens dunkle port 
 forsvinder dæmringen, som hylles 
 omkring hvad grufuldt og hvad stort 
 af fremtids-bølgerne bortskylles. 
 Kun dette tør en frigjort ånd 
 ud af din skæbnes bog dig melde: 
 Du falder for din egen hånd, – 
 og dog en fremmed skal dig fælde! 

(Åndeskikkelsen glider bort, som i en tåge.)
 

CATILINA 

(efter et ophold). 
 Han er forsvunden. Var det kun en drøm? 
 Nej, nej; her stod han; månestrålen strejfed 
 hans gustne ansigt. Ah, jeg kendte ham! 
 Det var diktatoren, den gamle blodmand, 
 som steg af graven for at skrække mig. 
 Han frygted for at miste sejrens krone, – 
 ej hæders-kransen, men det rædsels-ry, 
 hvori hans minde lever. Ægges da 
 blodløse skygger selv af æres-håbet? 

(går urolig op og ned.)

 Alt stormer ind på mig. Snart taler blidt 
 advarende Aurelia, – og atter 
 genlyder i mig Furias manings-råb. 
 Og mer end dette; – frem af graven stiger 
 de blege skygger fra den svundne tid. 
 De truer mig. Jeg skulde standse her? 
 Jeg skulde vende om? Nej, jeg vil skride 
 kækt mod mit mål; – snart står jeg sejrrig der! 

(Curius kommer gennem skoven i heftig bevægelse.)
 

CURIUS. 
 O, Catilina –!
 

CATILINA 

(overrasket). 
 Du, – du her, min ven?
 

CURIUS. 
 Jeg måtte –
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvorfor blev du ej i staden?
 

CURIUS. 
 Mig angsten drev; jeg måtte søge dig.
 

CATILINA. 
 For min skyld styrter du dig blindt i faren? 
 Letsindige! Dog, kom i mine arme! 

(vil omfavne ham.)
 

CURIUS 

(viger tilbage). 
 Rør ikke ved mig! Kom mig ikke nær!
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvad fejler dig, min Curius?
 

CURIUS. 
 Bryd op! 
 Flygt, hvis du kan, endnu i denne time! 
 Ad alle veje kommer fiendens hær; 
 din lejr omringes, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Fat dig; 
 du taler vildt. Har rejsen rystet dig –?
 

CURIUS. 
 O, nej; men frels dig mens det end er tid! 
 Du er forrådt – 

(kaster sig ned for ham.)
 

CATILINA 

(farer tilbage). 
 Forrådt! Hvad siger du?
 

CURIUS. 
 Forrådt bag venskabs maske!
 

CATILINA. 
 Nu du fejler; 
 de vilde venner er mig tro som du.
 

CURIUS. 
 O, ve dig da for dine venners troskab!
 

CATILINA. 
 Kom til dig selv! Det er din kærlighed, 
 din omhu for min sikkerhed, som lader 
 dig skimte farer, hvor der ingen er.
 

CURIUS 
 O, véd du vel at disse ord mig myrder? 
 Men flygt! Så bønligt jeg besværger dig –!
 

CATILINA. 
 Fat dig og tal med overlæg. Hvi skulde 
 jeg flygte? Fienden véd ej, hvor jeg står.
 

CURIUS. 
 Han véd, – han kender alle dine anslag!
 

CATILINA. 
 Ah, raser du? Han véd –? Det er umuligt.
 

CURIUS. 
 O, var det så! Men nyt den knappe stund; 
 end kan måske ved flugt du livet frelse!
 

CATILINA. 
 Forrådt? Nej; – tifold nej; det er umuligt!
 

CURIUS 

(griber sin dolk og rækker den imod ham). 
 Der, Catilina! Stød den i mit bryst; – 
 igennem hjertet! Jeg forrådte dig!
 

CATILINA. 
 Du? Hvilket vanvid!
 

CURIUS. 
 Ja, det var i vanvid! 
 Spørg ej om grunden; knapt jeg véd den selv; 
 men jeg har røbet alle dine anslag.
 

CATILINA 

(smerteligt). 
 Nu dræbte du min trygge tro på venskab.
 

CURIUS. 
 Stød dolken i mit bryst, og pin mig ej 
 med skånsel længer –!
 

CATILINA 

(mildt). 
 Lev, min Curius! 
 Stå op! Du fejled; – jeg tilgiver dig.
 

CURIUS 

(overvældet). 
 O, Catilina, se mig sønderknust –! 
 Men skynd dig; flygt! Du hører jo, det haster. 
 Snart bryder Romer-hæren ind i lejren; 
 den er på vejen; den er allevegne.
 

CATILINA. 
 Og vennerne i staden –?
 

CURIUS. 
 De er tagne; – 
 en del blev fængslet, men de fleste dræbtes.
 

CATILINA 

(hen for sig). 
 O, skæbne, – skæbne!
 

CURIUS 

(rækker atter dolken imod ham). 
 Stød den i mit hjerte!
 

CATILINA 

(ser stille på ham). 
 Du var et redskab kun. Du handled ret –
 

CURIUS. 
 O, lad med livet mig udsone brøden!
 

CATILINA 
 Jeg har tilgivet dig. 

(idet han går.)

 Nu er kun et

 at vælge, ven!
 

CURIUS 

(springer op). 
 Ja, flugt?
 

CATILINA. 
 Nej, heltedøden! 

(han går bort gennem skoven.)
 

CURIUS. 
 Det er forgæves! Undergang ham venter. 
 Ah, denne mildhed er en tifold straf! 
 Jeg følger ham; – et skal ej nægtes mig: – 
 at falde kæmpende ved heltens side! 

(han iler ud.)


(Lentulus tilligemed to gladiatorer kommer listende frem mellem træerne.)
 

LENTULUS 

(sagte). 
 Her talte nogen –
 

DEN ENE GLADIATOR. 
 Nu er alting stille.
 

DEN ANDEN GLADIATOR. 
 Måske det nattevagten var, som gik 
 at løses af.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Vel troligt. Her er stedet; 
 her skal I vente. Har I eders våben 
 skarpt slebne?
 

FØRSTE GLADIATOR. 
 Blinkende som lynet, herre!
 

ANDEN GLADIATOR. 
 Mit bider godt. Ved sidste fest i Roma 
 faldt tvende fægtere for dette sværd.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Så hold jer ganske stille her i krattet; 
 og når en mand, som jeg betegner jer, 
 mod teltet går, da skal I styrte frem 
 og hugge ned ham bagfra.
 

FØRSTE GLADIATOR. 
 Det skal ske. 

(Begge gladiatorerne skjuler sig; Lentulus går spejdende omkring.)
 

LENTULUS 

(for sig selv). 
 Det er et vovespil, jeg frister her; – 
 men øves må det endnu denne nat, 
 hvis det skal lykkes. – Falder Catilina, 
 kan ingen føre dem undtagen jeg. 
 Med gyldne løfter køber jeg dem alle 
 og rykker ufortøvet imod staden, 
 hvor end senatet i en rådvild skræk 
 ej tænker på at væbne sig mod faren. 

(han går ind mellem træerne.)
 

FØRSTE GLADIATOR 

(sagte til den anden). 
 Hvem er han, denne ubekendte mand, 
 som vi skal hugge ned?
 

ANDEN GLADIATOR. 
 Hvad rager os, 
 hvem manden er? Når Lentulus betaler, 
 så må han og forsvare, hvad vi gør.
 

LENTULUS 

(kommer hurtigt tilbage). 
 Hold jer beredt; nu kommer han, vi venter! 

(Lentulus og gladiatorerne stiller sig på lur mellem buskerne. Straks efter kommer Catilina gennem skoven og går henimod teltet.)
 

LENTULUS 

(hviskende). 
 Frem! Stød ham ned; hug ham igennem ryggen! 

(alle tre styrter ind på Catilina.)
 

CATILINA 

(drager sit sværd og forsvarer sig). 
 Ah, uslinger, – hvad vover I –?
 

LENTULUS 

(til gladiatorerne). 
 Stød ned!
 

CATILINA 

(genkender ham). 
 Du, Lentulus, vil myrde Catilina?
 

FØRSTE GLADIATOR 

(forskrækket). 
 Ham er det!
 

ANDEN GLADIATOR 

(viger tilbage). 
 Catilina! Ej mod ham 
 jeg bruger sværdet. Fly! 

(begge gladiatorerne flygter.)
 

LENTULUS. 
 Så fald for mit! 

(de kæmper; Catilina slår Lentulus sværdet ud af hånden; Lentulus vil flygte, men Catilina holder ham fast.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Forræder! Morder!
 

LENTULUS 

(bønfaldende). 
 Nåde, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg ser dit anslag skrevet på din pande. 
 Du vilde myrde mig, og selv dig stille 
 i mine venners spidse. Var det så?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Så var det, Catilina!
 

CATILINA 

(ser på ham med dulgt hån). 
 Nu, hvad så? 
 Ifald dig magten lyster, – lad så være.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Forklar, – hvad mener du?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg træder af; 
 du fører hæren i mit sted –
 

LENTULUS 

(forbauset). 
 Det vil du?
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg vil. Men vær på alting forberedt; 
 thi vid, – vort forehavende er røbet; 
 senatet kender alle vore anslag; 
 dets hær omringer os –
 

LENTULUS. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

CATILINA. 
 Nu vil jeg kalde vore venner sammen. 
 Kom med, og stil dig frem som deres fører; 
 jeg takker af.
 

LENTULUS 

(holder ham tilbage). 
 Nej, vent dog, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Din tid er kostbar; førend dagen gryr 
 du frygte kan et angreb –
 

LENTULUS 

(ængstelig). 
 Hør mig, ven! 
 Du spøger vel? Det kan ej være muligt –
 

CATILINA. 
 Vort anslag er forrådt, som jeg har sagt dig. 
 Læg nu din kløgt og dygtighed for dagen.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Forrådt? Da ve os alle!
 

CATILINA 

(smiler hånligt). 
 Fejge usling! 
 Nu skælver du; – og du vil styrte mig; 

du tror dig kaldet til en herskers stilling?
 

LENTULUS. 
 Tilgiv mig, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Søg din frelse 
 ved skyndsom flugt, hvis endnu det er gørligt.
 

LENTULUS. 
 Ah, du tillader –?
 

CATILINA. 
 Tænkte du, det var 
 mit alvor at forlade denne post 
 i farens stund? Du kender mig kun slet.
 

LENTULUS. 
 O, Catilina –!
 

CATILINA 

(koldt). 
 Spild ej øjeblikket. 
 Søg redning du; – jeg vide skal at dø. 

(vender sig fra ham.)
 

LENTULUS 

(for sig selv). 
 Jeg takker dig for denne store nyhed, – 
 og jeg skal bruge den til eget bedste. 
 Det kommer vel tilpas at jeg er kendt 
 i denne egn; jeg søger fiendens hær 
 og fører den ad skjulte stier hid, 
 til dit fordærv og til min egen frelse. – 
 Vid, ormen, som du overmodigt træder 
 i støvet, har endnu sin hvasse brod! 

(han går.)
 

CATILINA 

(efter et ophold). 
 Det er den troskab, som jeg bygged på! 
 Så svigter de mig, en for en. O, guder! 
 Forræderi og fejghed er det kun, 
 som gærer i de lunkne slavesjæle. 
 O, dåre, som jeg er, med mine anslag! 
 Jeg knuse vil hint øglerede, Roma, – 
 og Roma er alt længst en sunken grushob. 

(våbenlarm høres at nærme sig; han lytter.)

 Der kommer de! End er der kække mænd 
 iblandt dem dog. Hvad liflig klang i stålet! 
 Hvor lystigt klirrer skjolde mod hinanden! 
 Det tænder ilden op i mig påny; 
 afgørelsen er nær, – den store stund, 
 som løser alle tvivl. Jeg hilser stunden! 

(Manlius, Statilius, Gabinius og en mængde andre sammensvorne kommer gennem skoven.)
 

MANLIUS. 
 Her, Catilina, har du dine venner; 
 i lejren slog jeg larm, som nys du bød –
 

CATILINA. 
 Har du dem sagt –?
 

MANLIUS. 
 De kender nu vor stilling.
 

STATILIUS. 
 Vi kender den, og vi skal følge dig 
 med sværd i hånd til kamp om liv og død.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg takker eder, tappre våbenbrødre! 
 Men håb ej på at her er valg tilovers 
 imellem liv og død; – kun mellem døden 
 i heltekamp mod overmagtens skarer, 
 og døden under pinsler, når vi grumt 
 som dyr forfølges, er os valget stillet. 
 Hvad foretrækker I? Ved flugt at friste 
 et uselt liv en stakket tid endnu, – 
 hvad eller kækt som eders stolte fædre 
 at falde kæmpende med sværd i hånd?
 

GABINIUS. 
 Det sidste vælger vi!
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Før os til døden!
 

CATILINA. 
 Nu, så afsted! Ved denne død vi vies 
 ind til udødlighedens skønne liv. 
 Vort fald, vort navn, igennem fjerne tider 
 skal nævnes højt med stolthed –
 

FURIA 

(råber bag ham, mellem træerne). 
 – eller rædsel!
 

NOGLE STEMMER. 
 Ah, se, – en kvinde –!
 

CATILINA 

(farer sammen). 
 Furia! Du her? 
 Hvad drev dig hid?
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg må ledsage dig 
 til målet.
 

CATILINA. 
 Nu, – hvor er mit mål? Sig frem!
 

FURIA. 
 Hver søger målet ad sin egen vej. 
 Du søger dit igennem håbløs kamp; 
 og kampen avler undergang og død.
 

CATILINA. 
 Men også hæder og et evigt navn! 
 Gå, kvinde! Stolt og skøn er denne time; 
 min barm er døv for dine hæse skrig. 

(Aurelia kommer frem i teltåbningen.)
 

AURELIA. 
 Min Catilina –! 

(hun standser frygtsomt ved synet af de mange forsamlede.)
 

CATILINA 

(smerteligt). 
 O, Aurelia!
 

AURELIA. 
 Hvad er påfærde? Denne larm i lejren –. 
 Hvad går her for sig?
 

CATILINA. 
 Dig jeg kunde glemme! 
 Hvad vil din skæbne vorde –?
 

FURIA 

(hånligt hviskende, uden at bemærkes af Aurelia). 
 Vakler du 
 alt i dit høje forsæt, Catilina? 
 Er det dit dødsmod?
 

CATILINA 

(opfarende). 
 Nej, ved mørkets guder!
 

AURELIA 

(nærmer sig). 
 O, tal, min elskte; ængst mig ikke længer –
 

FURIA 

(dæmpet bag ham). 
 Flygt med din viv – mens dine venner dør!
 

MANLIUS. 
 Nøl ikke længer; før os ud på sletten –
 

CATILINA. 
 O, hvilket valg! Og dog, – her er ej valg; – 
 til målet må jeg, – tør ej midtvejs standse. 

(råber.)

 Så følg mig ud på sletten!
 

AURELIA 

(kaster sig i nans arme). 
 Catilina, – 
 gå ikke fra mig, – eller tag mig med!
 

CATILINA. 
 Nej, bliv, Aurelia!
 

FURIA 

(som før). 
 Tag hende med! 
 Du får en død, dit liv, dit navn fuldt værdig, 
 når ned du hugges – i en kvindes arme.
 

CATILINA 

(støder Aurelia tilside). 
 Væk fra mig, du, som stjæle vil mit ry! – 
 Blandt mænd skal døden ramme mig. Jeg har 
 et liv at sone og et navn at tvætte –
 

FURIA. 
 Ret så; ret så, min stolte Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Ud af min sjæl jeg river alt, som binder 
 mig til min fortid og dens tomme drøm! 
 Hvad bag mig ligger, er som om det aldrig 
 af mig var levet –
 

AURELIA 
 O, forstød mig ikke! 
 Ved al min elskov, – jeg besværger dig, – 
 lad os ej skilles, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Ti! 
 Mit bryst er dødt, mit blik er blindt for elskov. 
 Fra livets gøgleværk jeg vender øjet, 
 og ser kun mod den store blege stjerne 
 på eftermælets himmel!
 

AURELIA. 
 Milde guder! 

(hun læner sig mat op mod træet udenfor teltet.)
 

CATILINA 

(til mændene). 
 Og nu afsted!
 

MANLIUS. 
 Hist lyder våbenbrag
 

FLERE STEMMER. 
 De nærmer sig!
 

CATILINA. 
 Godt! Vi vil kækt dem møde. 
 Lang var vor skændsels nat; snart gryr en dag –. 
 Til bad i kampens morgenskyer røde! 
 Følg mig! For Romer-sværd med Romer-mod 
 skal Romas sidste segne i sit blod! 

(de iler ud gennem skoven; fra lejren høres larm og stridsråb.)
 

FURIA. 
 Han er borte. Jeg har nået målet for mit liv. 
 Solens første blik på sletten ser ham kold og stiv.
 

AURELIA 

(hen for sig). 
 I hans harmopfyldte hjerte skulde elskov mer ej bo? 
 Var det drømme? Nej, så lød det fra hans vrede læbe jo.
 

FURIA. 
 Sværdet klinger; Catilina svæver alt på gravens rand; 
 snart han som en lydløs skygge haster mod de dødes land.
 

AURELIA 

(farer sammen). 
 Ah, hvo er du, uheldsvangre røst, der høres hist, 
 uglen lig, når hult den varsler ifra træets kvist! 
 Er du stegen fra de klamme skyggelande frem 
 for at føre Catilina til dit skumle hjem?
 

FURIA. 
 Hjemmet er jo vandrings-målet, og hans veje gik 
 gennem livets dynd og sumpe –
 

AURELIA. 
 Kun et øjeblik 
 Frit og ædelt var hans hjerte, stærk hans sjæl og god, 
 til et giftfrø den omklamred med sin slangerod.
 

FURIA. 
 Friskt og grønt er og platanens løv i brede lag, 
 til dens stamme kvæles i en slyngvæksts favnetag.
 

AURELIA. 
 Der forrådte du dit ophav! Denne stemmes klang 
 gav fra Catilinas læber genlyd mangen gang. 
 Du er slangen, som forgifted for mig livets frugt, 
 slangen, som for al min ømhed har hans hjerte lukt. 
 Fra de vågne nætters drømme grant jeg kender dig, 
 ser dig som en trusel stillet mellem ham og mig. 
 Ved min elskte husbonds side higed jeg så fro 
 mod et liv, af stilhed hegnet, mod et hvilens bo; 
 i hans trætte hjerte planted jeg et urtebed; 
 som dets bedste smykke freded jeg vor kærlighed. 
 Ah, din hadske hånd har rykket urten op med rod, 
 og i støvet ligger den, hvor før den frodig stod!
 

FURIA. 
 Svage tåbe; du vil lede Catilinas skridt? 
 Ser du ikke at hans hjerte aldrig helt var dit? 
 Tror du, dine blomster trives kan i slig en grund? 
 I det solskin-svangre forår gror violer kun, 
 medens bulmen yppigst vokser under skyens tag; 
 og hans sjæl var alt forlængst en skyfuld høstens dag. 
 Alt er tabt for dig! Snart slukkes gnisten i hans barm, 
 og som hævnens offer ligger han i dødens arm!
 

AURELIA 

(med stigende ild). 
 Nej, ved alle lysets guder, nej, det skal han ej! 
 Til hans hjerte mine tårer baner end en vej. 
 Finder jeg ham bleg og blodig efter kampens larm, 
 slynge vil jeg mine arme om hans kolde barm, 
 ånde på hans stumme læbe al min kærlighed, 
 mildne smerten i hans indre, bringe trøst og fred. 
 Hævnens bud, dit offer skal jeg vriste af din hånd, 
 binde ham til lysets hjemland med et elskovsbånd; 
 og er hjertets slag forstummet, medens øjet brast, 
 går vi begge bort fra livet i et favntag fast. 
 Skænk mig da, I milde magter, for hvad her jeg led, 
 ved min husbonds side gravens store stille fred. 

(hun går.)
 

FURIA 

(ser efter hende). 
 Søg ham, forblindede; – jeg frygter ej; 
 jeg holder sejren trygt i mine hænder. 
 Nu vokser kampens larm; dens bulder blandes 
 med døds-skrig og med brustne skjoldes brag. 
 Mon alt han bløder? Mon han lever end? 
 O, skøn er denne stund! Sig månen skjuler 
 bag tykke tordenskyer i sin nedgang. 
 Det vorder nat et øjeblik påny 
 før dagen kommer; – og med dagens komme 
 er alting ude. Han forgår i mørket, 
 som han i mørket leved. Skønne stund! 

(hun lytter.)

 Nu suser det forbi, lig høstens stormpust, 
 og mister mælet i det vide fjerne; 
 de tunge skarer fejer sletten ren. 
 Ustandselig, nedtrampende de faldne, 
 de vælter frem som havets vrede bølger. – 
 Jeg hører klynk og gisp og støn derude, – 
 den sidste vuggesang, – hvori de dysser 
 til ro sig selv og alle blege brødre. – 
 Nu stemmer uglen i. Den ønsker dem 
 velkommen i de skumle skyggers rige. 

(efter et ophold.)

 Hvor lydløst stilt. Nu er han altså min, – 
 alene min, og min for alle tider. 
 Nu kan vi følges ad til glemselsfloden – 
 og over floden, hvor det aldrig dages. 
 Dog først jeg søge vil hans lig derude, 
 vil mætte mig ved synet af de skønne 
 forhadte ansigtsdrag før de forstyrres 
 af sol, som rinder, og af ravn, som venter. 

(vil gå, men studser og farer tilbage.)

 Hvad nu! Hvad glider over engen hist? 
 Er det kun sumpens dunster, som sig tætner 
 i morgenkulden til et samlet billed? 
 Nu nærmer det sig. – Catilinas skygge! 
 Hans genfærd –! Jeg kan se hans brustne øje, 
 hans kløvte skjold, hans klingeløse sværd; 
 jeg ser den hele døde mand; kun et, – 
 forunderligt, – døds-såret ser jeg ikke. 

(Catilina kommer gennem skoven, bleg og mat, med sænket hoved og forstyrrede blikke.)
 

CATILINA 

(hen for sig). 
 „Du falder for din egen hånd, – 
 og dog en fremmed skal dig fælde.” 
 Så lød hans spådomsord. Nu er jeg falden – 
 skønt ingens hånd mig traf. Hvo løser gåden?
 

FURIA. 
 Vær hilset efter kampen, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Ah, hvo er du?
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg er en skygges skygge.
 

CATILINA. 
 Dig er det, Furia! Du hilser mig?
 

FURIA. 
 Velkommen i vort fælles hjem! Nu kan 
 vi følges ad til Charons båd, – to genfærd. 
 Dog først – tag sejers-kransen af min hånd. 

(hun plukker nogle blomster, som hun under det følgende fletter sammen til en krans.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvad gør du der?
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg smykke vil din pande. 
 Men hvorfor kommer du alene hid? 
 En høvdings skygge skulde følges af 
 ti tusend faldne. Hvor er dine venner?
 

CATILINA. 
 De sover, Furia!
 

FURIA. 
 De sover end?
 

CATILINA. 
 De sover end, – og de vil sove længe. 
 De sover alle. List dig gennem skoven; 
 kig ud på sletten, – tyst; forstyr dem ikke! 
 der vil du finde dem i lange rader. 
 De slumred ind ved sværdes vuggesang; 
 de slumred ind, – og vågned ej, som jeg, 
 da sangen tabte sig bag fjerne højder. 
 Et genfærd kaldte du mig. Ja, jeg er 
 et genfærd af mig selv. Men tro blot ej 
 at hines slummer er så ganske rolig 
 og drømmeløs. O, tro det ikke!
 

FURIA. 
 Tal! 
 Hvad drømmer dine venner?
 

CATILINA. 
 Du skal høre. – 
 Jeg stred i spidsen, med fortvivlet sind, 
 og søgte døden under sværdets egg. 
 Til højre og til venstre segned alle; 
 Statilius faldt, – Gabinius, Manlius; 
 min Curius dræbtes da mit bryst han dækked; 
 da alle faldt for blanke Romer-sværd, – 
 for hine sværd, som vraged mig alene. 
 Ja, Romas våben vraged Catilina. 
 Med brustent værge stod jeg, halvt bedøvet, 
 og sansed intet medens kampens bølger 
 mig overskylled. Samling vandt jeg først 
 da alt blev stilt omkring, og jeg så op, 
 og øjned slaget som et hav – langt bag mig! 
 Hvorlænge stod jeg der? Det véd jeg kun, – 
 jeg stod alene mellem mine døde. 
 Men der var liv i disse brustne øjne; 
 mundkrogene fortrak sig til et smil; 
 og smil og øjne retted de mod mig, 
 der stod alene oprejst mellem ligene, – 
 mod mig, der havde stridt for dem og Roma, – 
 mod mig, der stod igen foragtet, vraget 
 af Romas sværd. – Da døde Catilina.
 

FURIA. 
 Falskt har du tydet dine dødes drømme; 
 falskt har du tydet, hvad der dræbte dig. 
 Med smil og øjekast de bød dig ind 
 at sove, som de selv –
 

CATILINA. 
 Ja, hvis jeg kunde!
 

FURIA. 
 Vær trøstig, – genfærd af en fordums helt; 
 din hvilestund er nær. Kom; bøj dit hoved; – 
 nu vil jeg smykke dig med sejrens krans. 

(hun rækker den imod ham.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Fy, – hvad er det? En valmuekrans –!
 

FURIA 

(med vild lystighed). 
 Nu, ja, – 
 er ikke valmuer smukke? De vil lyse 
 omkring din pande som en bræm af blod.
 

CATILINA, 
 Kast kransen væk! Jeg hader dette røde.
 

FURIA 

(ler højt). 
 Du elsker mer de matte, blege farver? 
 Godt! Jeg vil hente dig den grønne sivkrans, 
 som Silvia bar i de våde lokker, 
 da hendes lig flød op ved Tibers munding.
 

CATILINA. 
 Ah, hvilke syner –!
 

FURIA. 
 Skal jeg heller bringe 
 dig tidsel-klyngerne fra Romas torv, 
 med brune pletter af det borgerblod, 
 som strømmed for din hånd, min Catilina?
 

CATILINA. 
 Hold inde!
 

FURIA. 
 Eller lyster dig en løvkrans 
 af vinter-egen ved min moders hus, 
 der visned da en ung vanæret kvinde 
 med høje skrig sprang sansesløs i floden?
 

CATILINA. 
 Tøm alle hævnens skåler over mig 
 på engang ud –!
 

FURIA. 
 Jeg er dit eget øje, – 
 dit eget minde og din egen dom.
 

CATILINA. 
 Men hvorfor nu –?
 

FURIA. 
 Ved målet skuer jo 
 den trætte vandrer på sin vej tilbage.
 

CATILINA. 
 O, står jeg ved mit mål? Er dette målet? 
 Jeg er ej levende, – og ej begravet. 
 Hvor ligger målet?
 

FURIA. 
 Nær, – såfremt du vil.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg har ej vilje mer; min vilje døde 
 da alt forspildtes, hvad jeg engang vilde. 

(slår ud med hænderne.)

 Vig langt ifra mig, alle gustne skygger! 
 Hvad kræver I af mig, I mænd og kvinder? 
 Jeg kan ej skænke jer –! O, denne skare –!
 

FURIA. 
 Til jorden bunden er endnu din skygge. 
 Riv sønder disse tusend trådes næt! 
 Kom, lad mig trykke kransen i dit hår; – 
 den har en stærk, en lægsom glemsels-kraft; 
 den dysser dig til ro; den dræber mindet.
 

CATILINA 

(klangløst). 
 Den dræber mindet? Tør jeg tro dit ord? 
 Så tryk din giftkrans tæt omkring min pande.
 

FURIA 

(sætter kransen på hans hoved). 
 Nu er du smykket. Sådan skal du træde 
 for mørkets fyrste frem, min Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Kom, lad os gå! Did ned jeg higer såre; – 
 jeg stunder hjem til alle skyggers land. 
 Lad os tilsammen gå! – Hvad fængsler mig? 
 Hvad binder mine skridt? Jeg føler bag mig 
 på morgenhimlens hvælv en tåget stjerne; – 
 den holder mig i livets land tilbage; 
 den drager mig, som månen drager havet.
 

FURIA. 
 Følg med; følg med!
 

CATILINA. 
 Den vinker og den blinker. 
 Jeg kan ej følge dig før dette lys 
 er ganske slukket, eller slørt af skyer. – 
 Nu ser jeg det! Det er ej nogen stjerne; 
 det er et hjerte, bankende og varmt; 
 det binder mig; det fængsler og det drager, 
 som aftenstjernen drager barnets øje.
 

FURIA. 
 Stands dette hjertes slag!
 

CATILINA. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

FURIA. 
 Du har din dolk i bæltet. Kun et stød, – 
 så slukkes stjernen, knust er dette hjerte, 
 som stiller fiendtlig sig imellem os.
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg skulde slukke –? Blank og spids er dolken – 

(med et skrig.)

 Aurelia! Aurelia, hvor er du? 
 O, var du nær –! Nej, nej, – jeg vil ej se dig! 
 Og dog – det tykkes mig, som alt blev godt, 
 at freden kom, ifald jeg kunde lægge 
 mit hoved til dit bryst og angre – angre!
 

FURIA. 
 Hvad vil du angre?
 

CATILINA. 
 Alt, hvad jeg har øvet! 
 At jeg har været og at jeg har levet.
 

FURIA. 
 For sent at angre! Der, hvor nu du står, 
 går ingen vej tilbage. – Prøv det, dåre! 
 Nu går jeg hjem. Læg du dit hoved kun 
 til hendes bryst og se om der du finder 
 den fred, du søger for din trætte sjæl. 

(med stigende vildhed.)

 Snart vil de rejse sig, de tusend døde; 
 forførte kvinder slutter sig til dem; 
 og alle, alle vil de kræve af dig 
 det liv, det blod, den ære du har røvet. 
 Forfærdet vil du flygte ud i natten, – 
 vil flygte jorden rundt langs alle strande, 
 Actæon lig, af hunde-koblet jaget, – 
 en skygge, jaget af de tusend skygger!
 

CATILINA. 
 Jeg ser det, Furia! Her er jeg fredløs. 
 I lysets verden er jeg hjemløs nu! 
 Jeg følger dig til alle skyggers land; – 
 det bånd, mig binder, vil jeg sønderskære.
 

FURIA. 
 Hvi famler du med dolken?
 

CATILINA. 
 Hun skal dø. 

(et lyn slår ned og tordenen ruller.)
 

FURIA. 
 De store magter jubler ved dit forsæt! – 
 Se, Catilina, – hist din hustru kommer. 

(Aurelia kommer angstfuld søgende gennem skoven.)
 

AURELIA. 
 Hvor skal jeg finde ham! Hvor kan han færdes! 
 Han er ej blandt de døde – 

(får øje på ham.)

 Høje himmel; – 
 min Catilina! 

(hun iler imod ham.)
 

CATILINA 

(forvildet). 
 Nævn ej dette navn!
 

AURELIA. 
 Du lever! Ja –! 

(vil kaste sig i hans arme.)
 

CATILINA 

(afværgende.)

 Vig bort! Jeg lever ikke.
 

AURELIA. 
 O, hør mig, elskte –!
 

CATILINA. 
 Ti; jeg vil ej høre! 
 Jeg hader dig! Jeg ser din fule list; 
 du vil mig lænke til et halv-livs rædsel. 
 Stir ikke på mig! Dine øjne martrer, – 
 de stinger mig i sjælen som en dolk! 
 Ah, dolken; dolken! Dø! Luk dine øjne – 

(han drager sin dolk og griber hende i armen.)
 

AURELIA. 
 Våg, milde guder, over ham og mig!
 

CATILINA. 
 Luk dine øjne; luk dem, siger jeg; – 
 i dem er stjerneskin og morgenhimmel –. 
 Nu vil jeg slukke morgenhimlens stjerne! 

(tordenen ruller atter.)

 Dit hjerteblod! Nu råber livets guder 
 sit afskedsord til dig og Catilina! 

(han hæver dolken imod hendes bryst; hun flygter ind i teltet; han forfølger hende.)
 

FURIA 

(lyttende). 
 Hun strækker sine hænder bønligt mod ham. 
 Hun beder for sit liv. Han hører intet. 
 Han støder til! – Der faldt hun i sit blod. 

(Catilina kommer, med dolken i hånden, langsomt ud fra teltet.)
 

CATILINA. 
 Nu er jeg fri. Snart er jeg intet mere. 
 Alt sænker sig min sjæl i glemsels tåger; 
 jeg skimter og jeg hører kun forvirret 
 som under stride vande. Véd du vel, 
 hvad jeg har dræbt med denne lille dolk? 
 Ej hende blot, – men alle jordens hjerter, – 
 alt levende, og alt, som gror og grønnes; – 
 hver stjerne har jeg slukt, og månens skive, 
 og solens ild. Se selv, – den kommer ikke; 
 den kommer aldrig mere; slukt er solen. 
 Nu er den hele vide jordens kreds 
 forvandlet til en kold uhyre grav 
 med blygråt hvælv, – og under dette hvælv 
 står du og jeg, forladt af lys og mørke, 
 af død og liv, – to hvileløse skygger.
 

FURIA. 
 Vi står ved målet, Catilina!
 

CATILINA. 
 Nej; 
 et skridt endnu – før jeg ved målet står. 
 Frigør mig for min byrde! Ser du ikke, 
 jeg går med Catilinas lig på ryggen? 
 En pæl igennem Catilinas lig! 

(viser hende dolken.)

 Forløs mig, Furia! Tag denne pæl; – 
 med den jeg spidded morgenstjernens øje; – 
 tag, – tag, og ram den tvers igennem liget, 
 så mister det sin magt, – og jeg er fri.
 

FURIA 

(griber dolken). 
 Det ske, du sjæl, hvem jeg i had har elsket! 
 Afryst dit støv og gå med mig til glemsel! 

(hun borer dolken dybt ind i hans bryst; han segner om ved foden af træet.)
 

CATILINA 

(efter et ophold, kommer til besindelse, fører hånden over panden ogsiger mat): 
 Ah, nu fatter jeg din spådom, gådefulde ånd! 
 Halvt jeg falder for min egen, halvt for fremmed hånd. 
 Nemesis har gjort sin gerning. Dølg mig, dødens mulm! 
 Mørke Styx, løft nu din bølges hoved højt og svulm! 
 Bær mig over; sink ej båden; jag den rastløs frem 
 mod den tause fyrstes rige, alle skyggers hjem. 
 Tvedelt vejen går dernede! jeg skal vandre stum 
 imod venstre –
 

AURELIA 

(fra teltet, bleg og vaklende, med blodigt bryst). 
 – nej, mod højre! Mod Elysium!
 

CATILINA 

(farer sammen). 
 O, hvor dette lyse billed fylder mig med gru! 
 Det er hende selv! Aurelia, – sig mig, – lever du?
 

AURELIA 

(knæler ned ved ham). 
 Ja, jeg lever for at stilne dine smerters sø, – 
 lever for at lægge barmen mod dit bryst og dø.
 

CATILINA. 
 O, du lever!
 

AURELIA. 
 Kun en afmagts slør omkring mig faldt; 
 men mit matte øje fulgte dig; jeg hørte alt, – 
 og min kærlighed en hustrus kraft mig atter gav; – 
 bryst ved bryst, min Catilina, går vi i vor grav!
 

CATILINA. 
 O, hvor gerne! Dog, forgæves er dit glade håb. 
 Vi må skilles. Jeg må følge hævnens hule råb. 
 Du kan haste let og frigjort frem til lys og fred; 
 jeg må over glemsels-floden, må i mørket ned. 

(dagen gryr i baggrunden.)
 

AURELIA 

(peger mod den stigende lysning). 
 Nej; for kærligheden svinder dødens rædsler og dens nat. 
 Ser du, tordenskyen viger; morgenstjernen vinker mat. 

(med oprakte hænder.)

 Lyset sejrer! Ser du, dagen kommer stor og varm! 
 Følg mig, Catilina! Døden griber alt min barm. 

(hun segner ned over ham.)
 

CATILINA 

(trykker hende tæt til sig og siger med sin sidste kraft): 
 O, hvor lifligt! Grant jeg mindes nu min glemte drøm, 
 hvordan hvælvets mørke spredtes af en stråle-strøm, 
 hvordan barnerøster sang imod den unge dag. 
 Ah, mit øje vorder dunkelt, og min arm er svag; 
 men i sindet er det lyst, som aldrig før det var, 
 og min fortids vilde vandring ligger bag mig klar. 
 Ja, mit liv var uvejrs rasen under natlyns glød; 
 men en rosenfarvet morgendæmring er min død. 

(bøjer sig over hende.)

 Du har sjælens mulm forjaget; i mit bryst er ro. 
 Se, jeg følger dig til lysets og til fredens bo! 

(han river dolken raskt ud af sit bryst og siger med døende stemme:)

 Morgnens milde magter skuer i forsoning ned; 
 du har nattens ånd besejret ved din kærlighed! 

(Under det sidste optrin har Furia fjernet sig mere og mere mod baggrunden, hvor hun forsvinder mellem træerne. Catilinas hoved synker ned på Aurelias bryst; de dør.)
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RODERIK, en gammel eneboer. 
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FØRSTE SCENE.
 

Roderik sidder skrivende til højre. Til venstre Blanka, i en halvt liggende stilling. 
 

BLANKA. 
 Aftenrødens sidste luer 
 bølger som et hav ibrand, – 
 der er tempeltyst ved strand, 
 tyst som under løvets buer. 
 Sommeraftnens milde fred 
 daler som en due ned, 
 svæver som en svane over 
 skovens blomst og havets vover. 
 I orangekrattet blunder 
 fortids guder og gudinder, 
 høje marmorhugne minder 
 om en verden, som gik under. 
 Troskab, tapperheden, dyden 
 står forstenet, dødt og rigt; 
 gives vel et mere ligt 
 billed på det sjunkne Syden? 

(rejser sig.)

 Men min fader har fortalt 
 om et land bag fjerne bølger, 
 hvor et frodigt liv sig dølger, 
 ej et mejslet eller malt! 
 Her er guddomslivet veget, 
 spores kun i stenens træk, – 
 der det ånder, kraftigt præget, 
 som en kæmpe stærk og kæk! 
 Og når aftnens lumre stilhed 
 tynger knugende mit bryst, 
 se, da stiger Nordens billed 
 for mit øje snebelyst! 
 Her er smuldrende ruiner, 
 døsig dvale, tung og blød, – 
 der er styrtende laviner, 
 forårsliv og vinterdød! 


 Hvis jeg havde svanehammen 
 – – – –
 

RODERIK 

(efter en pause, skrivende). 
 „Da, heder det, har Ragnarok forsonet 
 de vilde kræfter, vakt et luttret liv; 
 Alfader, Balder og den milde Freja 
 skal styre Askurs æt i fred påny!” – 

(efter et øjeblik at have betragtet hende.)

 Men Blanka, se, nu drømmer du igen, 
 du stirrer tankefuld igennem luften, – 
 hvad søger du?
 

BLANKA 

(nærmer sig). 
 Tilgiv mig, gode fader! 
 Jeg fulgte kun et stykke vej med svanen, 
 som fløj på hvide vinger over havet.
 

RODERIK. 
 Og hvis jeg ikke havde standset dig 
 i flugten, du min unge, fagre svane! 
 Hvem véd, hvor langt du da var fløjen med, 
 måske til Thule?
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvorfor ikke det? 
 Did flyver svanen jo ved forårstid, 
 men vender dog hvert efterår tilbage. 

(sætter sig ved hans fødder.)

 Dog jeg er ingen svane, kald mig heller 
 en fangen falk, der sidder tam og tro 
 med gylden ring om foden.
 

RODERIK. 
 Nu, og ringen?
 

BLANKA 
 Det er min kærlighed til dig, min fader! 
 Ved den du bundet har din unge falk, 
 den kan ej fly, selv om den vilde det. 

(rejser sig.)

 Men ser du vel, når svanen sejler let 
 henover bølgen som en sky for vinden, 
 da må jeg mindes, hvad du har fortalt 
 om heltelivet i det fjerne Thule; 
 da tykkes mig, at fuglen er en snekke 
 med dragehoved og med gylden fløj; 
 i stævnen skuer jeg den unge helt 
 med kobberhjelmen om de gule lokker, 
 med øjne blå, med mandigt hvælvet bryst, 
 med sværdet knuget i den stærke højre. 
 Jeg følger helten på hans raske færd, 
 og mine drømme tumler sig om snekken 
 og leger, overgivent som delfiner, 
 i fantasiens dybe, svale bølger!
 

RODERIK. 
 Du er en sværmerske, mit gode barn, – 
 jeg frygter næsten, at din tanke dvæler 
 for tidt hos folket i det høje Norden.
 

BLANKA. 
 Og hvis er skylden, fader, om så var?
 

RODERIK. 
 Du mener, at jeg selv –?
 

BLANKA. 
 O ja, hvad andet, 
 du lever selv jo kun i mindet om 
 dit ungdomsliv blandt Nordens stærke helte; 
 og nægt det ej, så tidt du melder om 
 den raske kæmpefærd, om dyst og holmgang; 
 da luer kinden og dit øje gløder: 
 det tykkes mig, du vorder ung påny.
 

RODERIK. 
 Vel sandt, men jeg har også grund dertil; 
 jeg har jo selv blandt Nordens helte levet, 
 og alt, hvad mindet hvisker mig om dem, 
 det er jo blade fra min egen saga. 
 Du derimod, som fostredes i Syden, 
 som aldrig så de sølvblå vinterfjelde, 
 som aldrig hørte ludurhornets klang, – 
 hvor kan det fængsle dig, hvad jeg fortæller?
 

BLANKA. 
 O sig, behøver mennesket at se 
 og høre alting med de ydre sanser? 
 Har ikke også sjælen blik og øre, 
 hvormed den lytte kan og skue grant? 
 Med legemlige øjne ser jeg vel 
 den rige farveglød, som rosen ejer; 
 men sjælens blik kan i dens bæger se 
 en dejlig alf med sommerfuglevinger, 
 som skælmsk sig skjuler bag de røde blade 
 og nynner om en lønlig magt fra himlen, 
 der skænkte blomsten farvepragt og duft.
 

RODERIK. 
 Vel sandt, min datter!
 

BLANKA. 
 Fast jeg skulde tro, 
 at just fordi jeg ikke skued selv, 
 så står det hele mere skønt for tanken; 
 så går det idetmindste dig, min fader! 
 De gamle gudesagn og heltekvæder, 
 dem mindes du og taler om med lyst, 
 og ridser dem på pergament med runer; 
 men hvis jeg spørger om dit eget liv 
 i Nordens egne, mørknes tidt dit øje, 
 din læbe tier og det tykkes stundom, 
 som om din barm blev hjem for tunge minder.
 

RODERIK 

(rejser sig). 
 Nævn ikke mere derom, gode barn, – 
 hvo er vel den, hvis ungdomsminder ej 
 er blandede med mangt et bittert nag; – 
 du véd, Normannerne er vilde kæmper. –
 

BLANKA. 
 Men er da Sydens kriger mindre grum? 
 Har du forglemt hin nat for ti år siden, 
 dengang de fremmede på kysten landed, 
 og plyndrede –?
 

RODERIK 

(med synlig uro). 
 Nok derom, lad os gå; 
 det lakker alt mod solnedgang, – kom, kom!
 

BLANKA 

(idet de går). 
 Giv mig din hånd! 

(standser.)

 Nej vent!
 

RODERIK. 
 Hvad fattes dig?
 

BLANKA. 
 For første gang har jeg idag forglemt –
 

RODERIK. 
 Hvad har du glemt?
 

BLANKA 

(pegende mod højen). 
 Se stenen der og kransen!
 

RODERIK. 
 Det er –
 

BLANKA. 
 Den gamle, visne fra igår; 
 jeg har forglemt at bytte den i aften; 
 dog – lad mig følge dig til hytten først, 
 så går jeg siden ud på blomsterfangst: 
 violen dufter bedst, når aftnens dugg 
 har badet den i blanke perlevover, 
 og rosens knop er ingentid så smuk, 
 som når den plukkes, mens den barnligt sover! 

(De går, til højre i baggrunden.)
 






  








ANDEN SCENE.
 

Gandalf og vikingerne kommer fra højre.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Her er vi snart ved stedet.
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvor? Lad se!
 

ASGAUT. 
 Nej, vent kun lidt til vi er bagved skoven. 
 På klippeskråningen mod havet stod 
 en rest af muren, da vi drog afsted, – 
 den står der sagtens endnu, tænker jeg.
 

JOSTEJN. 
 Hør, sig os drot, hvad kan det både os 
 at traske om som narre her på holmen?
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Ja sig, hvad skal vi –
 

GANDALF. 
 Tie skal I, tie! 
 Og lystre blindt, hvad eders konning byder! 

(til Asgaut.)

 Det synes mig forresten, som I har 
 gjort altfor ryddigt hus, da sidst I var her; 
 I kunde sagtens have levnet lidt 
 for mig og for min hævn!
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Du er vor konning, 
 og troskab svor dig dine mænd på thinge; 
 men da vi fulgte dig i ledingsfærd, 
 så var det for at vinde ry og hæder.
 

JOSTEJN. 
 Og guld og skatte, Hrolloug, guld og skatte.
 

FLERE. 
 Ja, det er loven, Gandalf, agt for den!
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg kender loven vel så godt som I; 
 men var det ej fra gamle tider skik 
 og vedtægt mellem os, at når en frænde 
 for fiendehånd blev fældet, og hans lig 
 lå ubegravet, som et rov for ravnen, 
 så måtte blodhævn til?
 

NOGLE. 
 Ja, sådan er det!
 

GANDALF. 
 Så værer rede da med sværd og skjold, – 
 I har en drot at hævne, jeg en fader! 

(Bevægelse blandt vikingerne.)
 

JOSTEJN. 
 En drot?
 

HROLLOUG. 
 En fader?
 

GANDALF. 
 Vent, jeg vil berette 
 hvad der er hændt. I véd, min fader var 
 en vældig viking. Tolv år er det siden 
 han sidste gang en vår drog ud i leding 
 med Asgaut der og sine gamle kæmper. 
 To år han flakkede fra strand til strand, 
 og gæsted Bretland, Valland, ja selv Blåland; 
 til slutning hærjed han på Sikiløj, 
 og hørte der berette om en høvding, 
 som boed her på holmen i et slot 
 med stærke mure bygget op på fjeldet, 
 og der var kostelige skatte gemt. 
 Ved nattetid han landed under stranden, 
 og borgen hærjed han med ild og sværd. 
 Selv var han foran som en ægget bjørn, 
 og i berserkergangen så han ej, 
 hvordan hans kæmper segned rundt omkring ham; 
 og da det første daggry randt i øst, 
 lå hele borgen rygende i grus. 
 Kun Asgaut stod igen med nogle få, – 
 min fader og vel hundrede med ham 
 var redet gennem flammerne til Valhal.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Jeg hejste snekkens sejl i højen rå, 
 og vendte stavnen hjemad imod Norden; 
 der søgte jeg forgæves efter Gandalf, 
 den unge ørn var fløjen over havet 
 til Island eller Færø, blev mig sagt. 
 Jeg stævned efter ham, men fandt ham ej, – 
 dog navnet kendte de, såvidt jeg fór; 
 ti skøndt hans drage fløj som sky for stormen, 
 så fløj hans rygte dog på bedre vinger. 
 I sommer, véd I, traf jeg ham til slut, 
 det var i Velskland; jeg beretted ham, 
 hvad der var sket, hvordan hans fader endte, 
 og Gandalf svor ved alle Valhals guder 
 at tage blodig hævn med ild og sværd.
 

JOSTEJN. 
 Det er en gammel skik, og den bør agtes! 
 Men hvis jeg havde været konning Gandalf, 
 så var jeg bleven liggende i Velskland, – 
 for der var guld at vinde.
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Hæder med.
 

GANDALF. 
 Det er jer troskab mod den faldne drot.
 

JOSTEJN. 
 Nu, nu, godt ord igen, jeg mente blot 
 den faldne kunde vente.
 

ASGAUT 

(med undertrykt forbitrelse). 
 Usle slægt!
 

JOSTEJN. 
 Men siden vi nu engang er her –
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Ja, 
 så lad os rejse ham et værdigt minde!
 

NOGLE. 
 Ja, ja!
 

ANDRE. 
 Med brand og blod!
 

ASGAUT. 
 Det kan jeg lide,
 

GANDALF. 
 Og nu afsted at spejde rundt om øen; 
 ti end i nat skal hævnen være fuldbragt, 
 hvis ej, så må jeg falde selv.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Det svor han.
 

GANDALF. 
 Det svor jeg dyrt ved alle Valhals guder! 
 Og end engang jeg sværger –
 

HEMMING 

(med en harpe over skulderen, har under det foregående nærmet sig mellem kæmperne og udbryder bønligt): 
 Sværg ej, Gandalf!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvad går der af dig?
 

HEMMING. 
 Sværg ej her i skoven! 
 Her kan ej vore guder høre dig; 
 i snekkens stavn, i Nord på vore bjerge, 
 der hører de dig nok, men ikke her!
 

ASGAUT. 
 Har Sydens pestluft smittet også dig?
 

HEMMING. 
 I Velskland hørte jeg de fromme prester 
 fortælle dejligt om den hvide Krist, 
 og hvad de sagde svæver for min hu 
 ved nat og dag, det vil ej mer forsvinde.
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg tog dig med, fordi du alt som gut 
 forrådte tegn på rige skaldekræfter. 
 Du skulde se min djærve ledingsfærd; 
 og når kong Gandalf sad som grånet gubbe 
 ved egebordet mellem sine kæmper, 
 da skulde drottens unge skald forkorte 
 den lange vinterkvæld med heltekvad, 
 og så til slutning sjunge mig mit drapa; 
 thi mindet, rejst af skaldetungens lyn, 
 er bedste bauta over heltens gravhøj. 
 Gå nu, slæng harpen væk, og put dig selv 
 i munkekutten, hvis det lyster dig. 
 Ha! ha! Kong Gandalf får en dygtig sanger. 

(Vikingerne går ind i skoven til venstre; Hemming følger dem.)
 

ASGAUT. 
 Det er en muggen tid vi lever i; 
 det bærer ned ad bakke med vor tro 
 og vore sæder fra den gamle tid. 
 Held mig! Min nakke luder alt af ælde; 
 mit øje skal ej skue Nordens fald. 
 Men du, kong Gandalf, du er ung og stærk; 
 og hvor du færdes i det vide fjerne, 
 så kom ihu, at det er kongeværk 
 om folkets guder og dets kraft at værne! 

(han følger efter de øvrige.)
 

GANDALF 

(efter en pause). 
 Han har ej nogen frejdig lid til mig. 
 Vel at han gik! Der ligger som en tyngsel 
 på mine skuldre, når han er mig nær. 
 Den gamle stenmand med de barske træk, – 
 han ligner Asathor, som stod med Mjølnir 
 og styrkebeltet hugget ud i gråsten 
 i offerlunden ved min faders gård. 
 Min faders gård! – Hvo véd, hvordan det nu 
 ser ud derhjemme på de gamle tomter! – 
 Ja fjeld og skov er sagtens end de samme; 
 men folkets bryst –? Har det de gamle strænge? 
 Nej, der er falden meldug over tiden, 
 og det er den, som suger Nordens saft 
 og tærer giftigt på dets bedste blomster. 
 Vel, jeg vil hjemad! Redde hvad der end 
 står til at redde, før det styrter sammen. 

(efter en pause, idet han ser sig om.)

 Hvor der er lifligt her i Sydens lunde; 
 min graneskov har ej så stærk en duft. 

(han bemærker højen.)

 Hvad nu? En kæmpegrav? Den gemmer nok 
 en landsmand fra de gamle, friske dage. 
 En kæmpegrav i Syden! – Det er billigt; 
 thi Syden gav os jo vort ulivssår. 
 Hvor her er vakkert! Jeg må tænke på 
 en vinterkvæld, da jeg som liden gut 
 sad på min faders knæ ved arneflammen, 
 mens han fortalte mig om vore guder, 
 om Odin, Balder og den stærke Thor; 
 og da jeg nævnte for ham Frejas lund, 
 så skildred han mig den som lunden her, – 
 men da jeg vilde vide lidt om Freja, 
 hvordan hun selv så ud, da smålo gubben, 
 og satte mig på gulvet ned og svared: 
 „Det vil en kvinde nok fortælle dig!” 

(lyttende.)

 Tys! Fodtrin gennem skoven! Rolig Gandalf, – 
 de bringer førstegrøden af din hævn! 

(Træder tilside, således at han er halv skjult mellem buskene til højre.)
 






  








TREDJE SCENE.
 

Gandalf. Blanka (med egeblade i håret og en kurv med blomster, kommer fra venstre).
 

BLANKA 

(siddende til venstre, beskæftiget med at flette en blomsterkrans). 
 Der risler kilder i de grønne dale, 
 der gynger klare bølger under strand; 
 men kildens rislen, bølgens sagte røst 
 har ej så stærk en magt som hine blomster, 
 der favnes søsterligen bryst ved bryst 
 i tætte klynger rundt om højens side; 
 de maner mig ved dag og nat herhen, – 
 her er det godt at længes og at drømme. 
 Se nu er kransen færdig. Heltens bauta, 
 så hård og kold, skal dølges under den. 
 Ja, det er smukt! 

(visende mod højen.)

 Et undergået liv, 
 med kæmpekræfter, dybt i muld begravet, – 
 og mindet, som til efterslægten taler, 
 en iskold kampesten, som hin på højen! 
 Da kommer kunsten, og med venlig hånd 
 den plukker blomster ved naturens bryst 
 og dækker mindets hårde kampesten 
 med hvide liljer, duftende kærminder. 

(hun stiger op på højen, hænger kransen over bautastenen og siger derpå efter en pause:)

 Nu sejler atter mine drømmes flok 
 som trækfuglskaren over havets bølger; 
 jeg drages did, hvorhen min længsel stunder, 
 og villigt følger jeg den skjulte magt, 
 som har sin kongestol i sjælens dyb. 
 Jeg står i Norden, er en kæmpers brud, 
 og spejder som en ørn fra fjeldets tinde. 
 Bag blanke bølger dukker snekken frem. – 
 O fly som mågen mod din fædrestrand! 
 Jeg er et Sydens barn, jeg kan ej vente; – 
 jeg river egekransen af mit hår, – 
 tag den, min helt! Den er det andet bud, 
 der hilser dig, – min længsel var det første. 

(hun kaster kransen. Gandalf træder frem og griber den.)

 Hvad nu? Der står – 

(hun gnider øjnene og stirrer forundret på ham.)

 Nej, det er ingen drøm. 
 Hvo er du, fremmede? Hvad søger du 
 ved stranden her?
 

GANDALF. 
 Stig ned af højen først, 
 så kan vi tales ved.
 

BLANKA 

(stiger ned). 
 Se så, her er jeg! 

(afsides, idet hun betragter ham.)

 Ringbrynjen over brystet, kobberhjelmen, – 
 aldeles som min fader har fortalt. 

(højt.)

 Tag hjelmen af!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvorfor?
 

BLANKA. 
 Så gør det dog! 

(afsides.)

 To klare øjne, lokker som en kornmark, – 
 aldeles som jeg så ham i min drøm.
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvo er du, kvinde?
 

BLANKA. 
 Jeg? Et fattigt barn!
 

GANDALF. 
 Dog visst den fagreste, som øen ejer.
 

BLANKA 

(leende). 
 Den fagreste? Ja, det kan være muligt; 
 thi her er ingen anden.
 

GANDALF. 
 Ingen anden?
 

BLANKA. 
 Med mindre, at min faer, – men han er gammel 
 og har et sølvgråt skæg, så langt som så, 
 o nej, så tror jeg dog, jeg vinder prisen.
 

GANDALF. 
 Du har et lystigt sind.
 

BLANKA. 
 Ej altid, du!
 

GANDALF. 
 Men sig mig dog, hvordan det hænger sammen, 
 du lever ene med din fader her, 
 og jeg har dog så sikkert hørt berette, 
 at øen skulde være rigt bebygget?
 

BLANKA. 
 Det var den engang, for en tre års tid; 
 men – ja, det er en sørgelig fortælling – 
 dog, du skal høre den, ifald du vil.
 

GANDALF. 
 Javisst, jeg vil!
 

BLANKA. 
 Ser du, for tre år siden – 

(sætter sig.)

 Kom, sæt dig ned!
 

GANDALF 

(træder et skridt tilbage). 
 Nej, sid kun du, jeg står.
 

BLANKA. 
 For tre år siden kom en væbnet flok 
 af røvere, Gud véd hvorfra, til øen; 
 de plyndred rundt omkring, hvor de drog frem, 
 og myrded alt, hvad levende de fandt. 
 De få, som kunde, redded sig ved flugten, 
 og søgte til min faders borg, som lå 
 på klippepynten ikke langt fra havet.
 

GANDALF. 
 Din faders, siger du?
 

BLANKA. 
 Javisst, min faders.– 
 Det var en skyfuld aften, da de stormed 
 mod borgeporten, trængte gennem muren, 
 brød ind i gården, myrdede for fode. 
 Jeg flygted angstfuld ud i nattens mulm, 
 og søgte mig et skjulested i skoven. 
 Jeg så vort hjem at hvirvles op i flammer, 
 Jeg hørte skjoldebrag og bange dødsskrig. – 
 Tilsidst blev alting tyst; thi alt var myrdet. – 
 Den vilde skare drog mod stranden ned 
 og sejled bort. – Den næste morgen sad jeg 
 på klippen ved de rygende ruiner. 
 Jeg var den eneste, de havde skånet.
 

GANDALF. 
 Men du fortalte jo, din fader lever.
 

BLANKA. 
 Min plejefader; vent, nu skal du høre! 
 Jeg sad på klippen sorgfuld og beklemt 
 og lytted til den rædselsfulde stilhed; 
 da lød det som et dæmpet suk fra dybet 
 i klippekløften, under mine fødder; 
 jeg lytted bange, steg tilsidst derned 
 og fandt en fremmed, blødende og bleg. 
 Jeg nærmed mig, så bange som jeg var, 
 forbandt hans sår og plejed ham, –
 

GANDALF. 
 Og han?
 

BLANKA. 
 Fortalte, da han efterhånden kom sig, 
 at han var dragen med et købmandsskib 
 herhid til øen endnu samme dag, 
 da borgen plyndredes, – var flygtet did 
 og havde kæmpet kækt mod røverflokken 
 indtil han, blødende af mathed, styrted 
 i klippekløften, hvor jeg siden fandt ham. 
 Og efter den tid har vi levet sammen; 
 han bygged os en hytte dybt i skoven 
 og blev mig kær, o kær som ingen anden. 
 Men kom, du må dog se ham.
 

GANDALF. 
 Nej – nej, vent! 
 Vi træffer tidsnok sammen, tænker jeg.
 

BLANKA. 
 Ja, ja da, som du vil; men du kan tro, 
 han så dig gerne under hyttens tag; 
 for du må vide, gæstfriheden hører 
 ej blot i Norden hjemme.
 

GANDALF. 
 Norden? Så 
 du véd da –
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvor du kommer fra? O ja! 
 Min fader har fortalt om jer så tidt, 
 at jeg ved første øjekast –
 

GANDALF. 
 Og dog 
 du blev ej bange!
 

BLANKA. 
 Bange? Hvorfor bange?
 

GANDALF. 
 Nu, har han ikke sagt, – ja har han ej –
 

BLANKA. 
 Fortalt, at I er djærve helte? Jo! 
 Men hvorfor skulde det forskrække mig? 
 Jeg véd, I søger ry på fjerne strande, 
 i mandig dyst med drabelige kæmper; 
 men jeg har hverken pantser eller sværd, 
 hvi skulde jeg vel da –
 

GANDALF. 
 Nej visst, nej visst! 
 Men hine fremmede, som brændte borgen?
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvad de?
 

GANDALF. 
 Nu ja, jeg mente blot, har ej 
 din fader sagt, hvorfra de kom?
 

BLANKA. 
 Nej aldrig. 
 De var jo fremmede for ham, som os. 
 Men hvis du vil, så skal jeg spørge ham.
 

GANDALF 

(hurtigt). 
 Nej, lad kun være.
 

BLANKA. 
 Ah, nu fatter jeg! 
 Du vide vil, hvor du skal søge dem, 
 og tage blodhævn, som I kalder det.
 

GANDALF. 
 Ha, blodhævn! Tak! Du minder mig om ordet; 
 fast havde jeg forglemt –
 

BLANKA. 
 Men véd du vel, 
 det er en hæslig skik.
 

GANDALF 

(gående mod baggrunden). 
 Farvel!
 

BLANKA. 
 Du går?
 

GANDALF. 
 Vi træffes tidsnok. 

(standser.)

 Sig mig endnu ét: 
 Hvo hviler under kæmpehøjen der?
 

BLANKA. 
 Det véd jeg ej.
 

GANDALF. 
 Du véd det ej, og dog 
 du slynger blomster rundt om heltens bauta.
 

BLANKA. 
 Min fader førte mig en morgen hid 
 og viste mig den friske gravhøj, som 
 jeg aldrig forhen havde set ved stranden. 
 Han bød mig holde morgenbøn ved højen 
 og i min bøn at tænke fromt på dem, 
 som havde hærjet os med sværd og flammer.
 

GANDALF. 
 Og du?
 

BLANKA. 
 Hver morgenstund fra den dag af 
 jeg bad en stille bøn for deres frelse; 
 og friske blomster fletted jeg hver aften 
 til krans om mindestenen.
 

GANDALF. 
 Sælsomt! sælsomt! 
 Hvor kan du bede for din avindsmand?
 

BLANKA. 
 Det byder mig min tro.
 

GANDALF 

(heftigt). 
 Den tro er fejg; 
 det er en tro, som suger heltens kraft; 
 se derfor døde kæmpelivet strådød 
 hos eder her i Syden!
 

BLANKA. 
 Men ifald 
 min fejge tro, som nu du kalder den, 
 blev plantet om i eders friske jordbund, – 
 da véd jeg vist, der spired frem af den 
 en blomsterfylde, rig nok til at dække 
 den nøgne fjeldvæg.
 

GANDALF. 
 Lad du fjældet stå 
 med nøgne vægge til det falder sammen!
 

BLANKA. 
 Hør! tag mig med derop!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvad mener du? 
 Jeg styrer hjemad –
 

BLANKA. 
 Ja, jeg sejler med dig; 
 jeg har jo længst i tankerne gjort farten 
 didop, hvor du har hjemme mellem is 
 og sne og store sorte graneskove. 
 Der skulde komme lystighed i hallen, 
 ifald jeg måtte råde, kan du tro; 
 thi jeg er munter; – har du nogen skald?
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg havde en, men her i Syden har 
 den lumre luftning slappet harpens strænge, 
 de vil ej klinge –
 

BLANKA. 
 Godt! så skal jeg være 
 din skald.
 

GANDALF. 
 Og du? – Du kunde følge med os, 
 forlade hjem og fader?
 

BLANKA 

(leende). 
 Ha, ha, ha! 
 Jeg tror, du tager det for alvor?
 

GANDALF. 
 Var det 
 da kun dit skemt?
 

BLANKA. 
 Ak ja! en tosset drøm, 
 som tidt jeg drømte, før vi så hinanden, – 
 og som jeg visst vil drømme mangen gang, 
 når du – 

(pludselig afbrydende.)

 Du ser så stivt på mig.
 

GANDALF. 
 Gør jeg?
 

BLANKA. 
 Javisst, hvad tænker du på?
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg? På intet!
 

BLANKA. 
 På intet?
 

GANDALF. 
 Ja, jeg véd ej selv på hvad; 
 dog jo, jeg véd – og du skal høre det: 
 jeg tænker på, hvordan du plante vil 
 i Norden dine blomster, og imens 
 så falder mig min egen tro isinde. 
 Der er et ord deri, som aldrig før 
 jeg fattet har; nu har du lært mig det.
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

GANDALF. 
 Der siges, at Valfader 
 får kun en halvdel af de slagne kæmper; 
 den anden halvdel hører Freja til. 
 Det har jeg aldrig kunnet ret begribe; 
 men nu – nu fatter jeg, – jeg er jo selv 
 en slagen kæmpe og min bedste halvdel 
 blev Frejas ejendom.
 

BLANKA 

(studsende). 
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

GANDALF. 
 Nu kort og godt, så vid –
 

BLANKA 

(hurtigt). 
 Nej, lad kun være! 
 Jeg tør ej dvæle længer her i aften, – 
 min fader venter, jeg må gå; farvel!
 

GANDALF. 
 Du går?
 

BLANKA 

(tager egekransen, som han har ladet falde, og slynger den om hans hjelm). 
 Se der, du kan beholde den. 
 Se, hvad jeg før i mine drømme gav dig, 
 det skænker jeg dig vågen nu.
 

GANDALF. 
 Farvel! 

(han går hurtig ud til højre.)
 






  








FJERDE SCENE.
 

BLANKA 

(alene). 
      Han er borte! Lydløst stille 
      råder på den øde kyst. 
      Lydløst stille, gravens stille 
      råder også i mit bryst. 


      Kom han da kun for at svinde 
      som et solstrejf gennem tågen? 
      Ak! snart flyver han som mågen 
      langt herfra for nattens vinde! 


      Og hvad har jeg så tilbage? 
      Kun en blomst for mine drømme; 
      ensomheden, for at svømme 
      som petrellen om hans drage! 



(Vikingernes krigslur høres fra venstre.)

 Ha! hvad var det! Et horn, det kom fra skoven.
 






  








FEMTE SCENE.
 

Blanka. Gandalf (fra højre).
 

GANDALF 

(afsides). 
 Det er for sildigt!
 

BLANKA. 
 O, der er han atter! 
 Hvad vil du?
 

GANDALF. 
 Skynd dig, skynd dig bort herfra!
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

GANDALF. 
 Afsted! Her truer faren!
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvad fare?
 

GANDALF. 
 Døden!
 

BLANKA. 
 Jeg forstår dig ej.
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg vilde dulgt det for dig, derfor gik jeg 
 at kalde folket ned igen til snekken 
 og sejle bort; du skulde aldrig vidst – 
 dog hornet varsler, at det er forsilde; 
 de kommer hid.
 

BLANKA. 
 Hvem kommer, hvem?
 

GANDALF. 
 Så vid da, 
 de fremmede, som fordum hærjed øen, 
 var vikinger som jeg.
 

BLANKA. 
 Fra Norden?
 

GANDALF. 
 Ja. 
 Min fader faldt, og han var deres drot, – 
 thi må han hævnes.
 

BLANKA. 
 Hævnes?
 

GANDALF. 
 Det er skik 
 og vedtægt mellem os.
 

BLANKA. 
 Ha! jeg begriber!
 

GANDALF. 
 De kommer! Stil dig bag ved mig.
 

BLANKA. 
 Væk, blodmand!
 






  








SJETTE SCENE.
 

De forrige. Asgaut. Hemming og vikingerne, der fører Roderik mellem sig.
 

ASGAUT 

(til Gandalf). 
 En mager fangst, dog altid noget, Gandalf.
 

BLANKA. 
 Min fader!

(kaster sig i hans arme.)
 

RODERIK. 
 Blanka! O mit barn!
 

JOSTEJN. 
 En kvinde! 
 Så får han rejsefølge.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Ja, til Hel!
 

BLANKA. 
 O fader, hvorfor har du aldrig sagt mig –
 

RODERIK. 
 Tys! tys! min datter! 

(pegende på Gandalf.)

 Er det eders høvding?
 

ASGAUT. 
 Så er det. 

(til Gandalf.)

 Manden kan berette dig, 
 hvordan din fader faldt; thi han var med 
 og slap derfra med livet, har han sagt.
 

GANDALF. 
 Ti! Jeg vil intet høre.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Godt, så lad 
 os tage fat på værket.
 

BLANKA. 
 Gud! hvad vil de?
 

GANDALF 

(dæmpet). 
 Jeg kan ej, Asgaut!
 

ASGAUT 

(ligeledes). 
 Er vor høvding fejg? 
 Har kvindens glatte tunge dåret ham?
 

GANDALF. 
 Nu ligemeget, jeg har sagt –
 

ASGAUT. 
 Betænk, 
 det gælder al din agt blandt dine kæmper. 
 Dit løfte gav du Valhals høje guder, 
 og brydes det, så er du hvermands niding. 
 Glem ej, vor gamle tro er svagt befæstet, – 
 den vakler alt; et stød kan rokke den, 
 og kommer stødet ovenfra, fra drotten, 
 da har den fået banesåret.
 

GANDALF. 
 Ha! 
 Det var en ulyksalig ed, jeg svor.
 

ASGAUT 

(til vikingerne). 
 Nu rede, kæmper!
 

BLANKA. 
 Vil I myrde ham, 
 den værgeløse gubbe?
 

ASGAUT. 
 Ned med begge!
 

BLANKA. 
 O Gud!
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Nej, kvinden er for fager! Hun 
 kan følge med på snekken.
 

JOSTEJN 

(leende). 
 Ja, som skjoldmø.
 

GANDALF. 
 Tilbage!
 

RODERIK. 
 Skåner, skåner kun mit barn! 
 Jeg bringer eder drottens banemand, 
 ifald I skåner hende!
 

GANDALF 

(hurtigt). 
 Bring os ham, 
 så er hun fri, ej sandt?
 

VIKINGERNE. 
 Jo, jo, det er hun!
 

BLANKA 

(til Roderik). 
 Hvad lover du?
 

ASGAUT. 
 Så skaf ham hid!
 

RODERIK. 
 Her står han!
 

NOGLE. 
 Ha, gubben der!
 

GANDALF. 
 O ve!
 

BLANKA. 
 Nej, nej, du skal ej –
 

RODERIK. 
 For denne hånd fandt vikingen sin bane, 
 nu hviler han i kæmpehøjen der!
 

GANDALF. 
 Min faders gravhøj!
 

RODERIK. 
 Han var stærk og djærv; 
 thi jorded jeg ham på hans fædres vís.
 

GANDALF. 
 Da han er højlagt, så –
 

ASGAUT. 
 Nej, ligefuldt 
 den faldne konning kræver blod, – slå til!
 

BLANKA. 
 Han skuffer eder! 

(til Gandalf.)

 Har du ej begrebet, 
 det er kun mig, sin datter, han vil frelse? 
 Dog, hvad forstår vel du et kærligt sind, 
 der offrer alt for den, som –
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg forstår ej? 
 Du tror ej, jeg forstår? 

(til vikingerne.)

 Han skal ej fældes.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Hvordan?
 

BLANKA. 
 O fader! han er god som du.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Du svigter eden?
 

GANDALF. 
 Nej, jeg holder den!
 

JOSTEJN. 
 Hvad er din agt?
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Sig frem!
 

GANDALF. 
 Jeg har jo svoret 
 at hævne drotten eller falde selv. 
 Nu vel, han der er fri, – jeg går til Valhal.
 

BLANKA 

(til Roderik). 
 Hvad mener han?
 

ASGAUT. 
 Det er din agt, du vil? –
 

GANDALF. 
 I holde en af mine snekker rede, 
 med spændte sejl og bålet tændt i stavnen; 
 på fortids vis jeg vil bestige den! 
 Se aftenvinden blæser ud fra stranden, – 
 på røde vinger farer jeg til Valhal!
 

JOSTEJN 

(går ud til højre).
 

ASGAUT. 
 Ha, det er kvinden, som har koglet dig!
 

BLANKA. 
 Nej, du må leve!
 

GANDALF. 
 Leve? Jeg er tro 
 mod mine guder, kan ej svige dem.
 

BLANKA. 
 Din ed er blodig, Balder hader den.
 

GANDALF. 
 O Balder lever ikke mer iblandt os!
 

BLANKA. 
 For dig han lever; thi dit sind er mildt.
 

GANDALF. 
 Ja, til min undergang! Det blev mit kald 
 som drot at værne om vort kæmpeliv, – 
 men kraften svigter mig! Kom, Asgaut, du 
 skal tage kongespiret af min hånd; 
 du er en kæmper af det ægte malm; 
 på mig har Sydens gift alt længe tæret. 
 Men kan jeg ikke leve for mit folk, 
 så kan jeg dø for det.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Vel talt, Kong Gandalf.
 

BLANKA. 
 Så er da loddet kastet! Fald som helt 
 i trofast kærlighed til dine guder! 
 Men nu, da vi må skilles ad for evigt, 
 så vid, at når du falder selv for løftet, 
 da har du også mig til døden viet!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvordan! Til døden dig?
 

BLANKA. 
 Mit liv var ligt 
 en blomsterknop, i fremmed jordbund plantet, 
 og derfor blunded den i svøbet fængslet: 
 da kom en stråle fra det fjerne hjem, – 
 o, det var dig, min Gandalf! Blomsten åbned 
 sit bæger. Ak, et flygtigt øjeblik, 
 så blegned strålen, – blomsten måtte dø!
 

GANDALF. 
 O, har jeg fattet dig? Du kunde? – ha! 
 så er mit løfte tifold ulyksaligt!
 

BLANKA. 
 Vi mødes atter!
 

GANDALF. 
 Aldrig, aldrig mer! 
 Dig venter himlen og den hvide Krist. 
 Jeg går til Valhal; taus jeg sætter mig 
 ved bordets ende, nederst imod døren, 
 thi hallens lystighed er ej for mig.
 

JOSTEJN 

(kommer tilbage med et banner i hånden). 
 Se, nu er snekken rede, som du bød.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Du får en prægtig ende! Mangen helt 
 vil nok misunde dig.
 

GANDALF 

(til Blanka). 
 Farvel!
 

BLANKA. 
 Farvel! 
 Farvel for livet og for evigheden!
 

RODERIK 

(kæmpende med sig selv). 
 Stands! stands! 

(kaster sig ned for Blanka.)

 Barmhjertighed! Tilgiv, tilgiv mig!
 

BLANKA. 
 O Gud!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvad mener han?
 

RODERIK. 
 Alt vil jeg skrifte: 
 Min hele færd imod dig var bedrag!
 

BLANKA. 
 O, skrækken har forvirret ham!
 

RODERIK. 
 Nej, nej! 

(til Gandalf efter at have rejst sig.)

 Du, unge drot, er løst ifra dit løfte; 
 din faders skygge kræver ingen blodhævn!
 

GANDALF. 
 Ha, så forklar!
 

BLANKA. 
 O tal!
 

RODERIK. 
 Her står kong Rørek!
 

NOGLE. 
 Den faldne konning?
 

BLANKA. 
 Himmel!
 

GANDALF 

(tvivlende). 
 Du, min fader?
 

RODERIK. 
 Se, Asgaut! Husker du den skramme, som 
 du gav mig på vort første vikingtog, 
 dengang vi kom i strid om byttet? 

(han blotter sin arm og viser Asgaut den.)
 

ASGAUT. 
 Ja, 
 ved Thor, det er kong Rørek!
 

GANDALF 

(kaster sig i hans arme.)

 Fader! fader! 
 Nu har du andengang mig livet skænket. 
 O, tag min tak!
 

RODERIK 

(nedslået; til Blanka). 
 Og du – hvad skænker du 
 den gamle røver?
 

BLANKA. 
 Kærlighed, som før! 
 Jeg er din datter! Har ej tre års ømhed 
 udslettet hver en blodplet i dit skjold?
 

ASGAUT. 
 Men så forklar dog, at du endnu lever!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hun redded ham.
 

RODERIK. 
 Ja, som en venlig alf 
 Hun heled mine sår og sysled om mig, 
 og alt imens fortalte hun så smukt 
 om troen hos de stille folk i Syden, 
 at selv mit hårde bryst blev blødt derved. 
 Og dag for dag jeg dulgte, hvem jeg var; 
 jeg voved ej –
 

GANDALF. 
 Men kæmpehøjen der?
 

RODERIK. 
 Der grov jeg ned min rustning og mit sværd. 
 Det tyktes mig, som om den vilde viking 
 var skrinlagt med det samme. Og mit barn 
 bad fromt en bøn for ham hver dag ved højen.
 

ASGAUT. 
 Farvel!
 

GANDALF. 
 Hvor går du?
 

ASGAUT. 
 Nordpå med min snekke! 
 Nu ser jeg klarlig, min tid er forbi – 
 og vikinglivet også. Jeg vil gå 
 til Island; did er end ej sotten trængt. 

(til Blanka.)

 Du, unge kvinde, tag min plads hos drotten! 
 Thor kan ej mere – Mjølnir er af lave; 
 nu råde Balder gennem dig. – Farvel! 

(han går.)
 

GANDALF. 
 Ja, Balder råder gennem dig, min Blanka! 
 Nu føler jeg mit vikinglivs betydning! 
 Det var ej ene lyst til ry og rigdom, 
 som drev mig bort fra mine fædres hjem; 
 nej, hvad mig leded var en lønlig længsel, 
 en stille higen efter Balder. Se, 
 nu er min længsel stillet; hjem vi fare; 
 der vil jeg leve fredsæl blandt mit folk. 

(til vikingerne.)

 Og I vil følge mig?
 

ALLE. 
 Vi følger dig!
 

GANDALF. 
 Og du, min Blanka?
 

BLANKA. 
 Jeg? Jeg er jo og 
 et Nordens barn; thi mellem eders bjerge 
 slog jo mit hjertes bedste blomster rod. 
 Til eder stævned jeg i mine drømme, 
 fra eder hented jeg min kærlighed!
 

RODERIK. 
 Og så afsted!
 

GANDALF. 
 Men du?
 

BLANKA. 
 Du følger os!
 

RODERIK. 
 Jeg bliver her. 

(peger på højen.)

 Min gravhøj venter mig.
 

BLANKA. 
 Jeg skulde lade dig alene?
 

HEMMING. 
 Nej! 
 Vær uden frygt! Jeg lukke vil hans øjne 
 og sjunge ham et drapa hist fra højen; 
 det bli’r mit sidste kvad. 

(rørt, idet han griber Gandalfs hånd.)

 Farvel, min konge! 
 Nu har du fundet dig en bedre skald.
 

RODERIK 

(med fasthed). 
 Det må så være, du er drot min Gandalf, 
 og du har høje pligter mod dit folk. 

(lægger deres hænder sammen.)

 I er den unge morgenrødes børn, – 
 drag did hvor kongestolen eder venter; 
 jeg er den sidste fra de sjunkne tider, 
 min kongestol er graven – und mig den! 

(Gandalf og Blanka styrter sig tause i hans arme. Roderik stiger op på højen. – Hemming sætter sig med harpen ved hans fødder.)
 

GANDALF 

(med fatning). 
 Og nu til Norge!
 

HROLLOUG. 
 Hjemad!
 

ALLE. 
 Hjem! Til Norge!
 

BLANKA 

(begejstret, idet hun river banneret af Jostejns hånd). 
 Ja, nu afsted! Mod nord skal farten gå 
 igennem storm og skum på bølger blå. 
 Snart dæmrer dagen over jøklens tinde, 
 snart vorder ledingsfærden kun et minde! 
 Alt sidder Nordens viking på sin høj; 
 forbi er tiden, da han vældigt fløj 
 fra kyst til kyst med våbenbrag og flammer. 
 I støvet synker tordengudens hammer, 
 og Norden vorder selv en kæmpegrav. 
 Men glem ej løftet, som Alfader gav: 
 Når mos og blommer dækker højens side, 
 skal heltens ånd på Idavold jo stride, – 
 så stiger også Norden fra sin grav 
 til luttret åndsbedrift på tankens hav!
 






  








Gildet på Solhaug
 


 

INNHOLDSFORTEGNELSE
 

PERSONERNE

FØRSTE AKT

ANDEN AKT

TREDJE AKT

 






  








PERSONERNE
 

BENGT GAUTESØN, herre til Solhaug. 
 MARGIT, hans hustru. 
 SIGNE, hendes søster. 
 GUDMUND ALFSØN, deres frænde. 
 KNUT GÆSLING, kongens foged. 
 ERIK FRA HÆGGE, hans ven. 
 EN HUSKARL. 
 EN ANDEN HUSKARL. 
 KONGENS SENDEBUD. 
 EN GAMMEL MAND 
 EN PIGE. 
 GÆSTER, HERRER og FRUER. 
 MÆND i Knut Gæslings følge. 
 KARLE og PIGER på Solhaug.
 

(Handlingen foregår på Solhaug i det fjortende århundre.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(En stadselig stue med dør i baggrunden og på begge sidevæggene. Foran til højre et karnap-vindu med små, runde, blyindfattede ruder, og ved vinduet et bord med en mængde kvindesmykker. Langs væggen til venstre et større bord med sølvkruse, bægre og drikkehorn. Døren i baggrunden fører ud til en åben svalegang, hvorigennem ses et vidt fjordlandskab.) 
 

(Bengt Gautesøn, fru Margit, Knut Gæsling og Erik fra Hægge sidder om drikkebordet til venstre. I baggrunden dels sidder dels står Knuts mænd; et par ølboller går rundt mellem dem. Langt borte høres kirkeklokker, som ringer til højmesse.)
 

ERIK 

(rejser sig op ved bordet). 
 Og nu, kort og godt, hvad svar har I at give mig paa mit ærend som Knut Gæslings bejlermand?
 

BENGT 

(skotter urolig til sin hustru). 
 Ja, jeg – jeg tænker nu – (da hun tier.) Hm, Margit, lad os først høre, hvad du mener.
 

MARGIT 

(står op). 
 Herr Knut Gæsling, – det var mig længe vitterligt, hvad Erik fra Hægge nys fremsatte om eder. Jeg véd fuldt vel, at I stammer fra en berømmelig slægt; I er rig på gods og guld, og vor kongelige herre er eder synderlig bevågen.
 

BENGT 

(til Knut). 
 Synderlig bevågen, – det siger jeg også.
 

MARGIT. 
 Og visseligen kunde ikke min søster kåre sig nogen gævere husbond –
 

BENGT. 
 Ingen gævere; det er lige det samme, som jeg tænker.
 

MARGIT. 
 – dersom I ellers kan formå hende til at fatte godhed for jer.
 

BENGT 

(ængstelig og halv sagte). 
 Men, – men, min kære hustru –
 

KNUT 

(springer op). 
 Ja så, fru Margit! I mener, at eders søster –?
 

BENGT 

(søger at berolige ham). 
 Nej vent, Knut Gæsling! Vent nu. I må forstå os ret.
 

MARGIT. 
 Så lidet kan mine ord krænke jer. Min søster kender eder jo kun af de viser, som er gjort om eder, – og de viser klinger ilde for høviske øren. 
      Eders fædres gård er et utrygt hjem 
      mellem alle de vilde gæster. 
      Både nat og dag har I gilde med dem. 
      Krist hjælpe den ungmø, I fæster! 
      Krist hjælpe den ungmø, I lokker med guld, 
      med gods eller grønne skove; – 
      snart vil I se hende sorrigfuld 
      at længes, under muldet at sove.
 

ERIK. 
 Nu ja – sandt nok – Knut Gæsling lever noget vildt og ustyrligt. Men sligt ændrer sig let, når han får sig en hustru i gården.
 

KNUT. 
 Og vel skal I mærke jer dette, fru Margit. Det kan være en uge siden, at jeg var til drikkegilde på Hægge hos Erik, som her står. Øllet var stærkt; og da det led ud på kvelden gjorde jeg det løfte, at Signe, eders fagre søster, skulde vorde min viv, før året var omme. Aldrig skal det siges Knut Gæsling på, at han har brudt noget løfte. Derfor ser I selv, at I må kåre mig til eders søsters husbond, – enten med det gode eller med det onde.
 

MARGIT. 
 Før det skal ske, vil jeg ikke fordølge, 
 I må skille jer af med jert ravende følge. 
 I må ikke længer med skrig og med larm 
 jage rundt bygden tilhest og i karm; 
 I må døve den gru, som langvejs står 
 af Knut Gæslings komme til bryllupsgård. 
 Høvisk må I te jer, når I rider til gilde; 
 øksen skal I hjemme bag stuedøren stille; – 
 I véd, den sidder løs i jer hånd, når mjød 
 og øl har gjort jer panden fortumlet og rød. 
 Ærbare kvinder skal I lade med fred; 
 lad hvermand beholde sit eje; 
 I må ikke frækt skikke nogen den besked, 
 at hvis han er klog, så tar han ligskjorten med, 
 når han færdes på eders veje. 
 Og arter I jer sådan til året går ud, 
 så kunde I nok vinde jer min søster til brud.
 

KNUT 

(med indædt harme). 
 I véd snildt at belægge eders ord, fru Margit. For sandt – I burde være prest og ikke eders husbonds frue.
 

BENGT. 
 Å, for den sags skyld, så kunde nok jeg også –
 

KNUT 

(uden at agte på ham). 
 Men vel skal I mærke jer, at havde en våbenfør mand talt mig til på slig vis som I, så –
 

BENGT. 
 Nej men hør nu, Knut Gæsling, – I må forstå os!
 

KNUT 

(som før). 
 Nu, kort og godt, så skulde han fornummet, at øksen sidder mig løs i hånden, som I fornylig sagde.
 

BENGT 

(sagte). 
 Der har vi det! Margit, Margit, dette her går aldrig godt.
 

MARGIT 

(til Knut). 
 I bad om ærligt svar, og det har jeg givet jer.
 

KNUT. 
 Vel, vel; jeg vil heller ikke regne det så nøje med jer, fru Margit. I har mere kløgt, end alle vi andre tilhobe. Der er min hånd; – kan hænde der er skælig grund for alle de hvasse ord, I sagde mig.
 

MARGIT. 
 Det må jeg lide; nu er I jo alt på god vej til at bedre jer. Og hør så et ord til. Vi holder gilde her på Solhaug idag.
 

KNUT. 
 Gilde?
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, herr Gæsling. I skal vide, det er vor bryllupsdag; idag for tre år siden blev jeg fru Margits mand.
 

MARGIT 

(utålmodig, afbrydende). 
 Som jeg sagde, vi holder gilde idag. Når I nu kommer fra kirken og har røgtet eders øvrige ærender, så rider I hid igen og tager del i laget. I kan da lære min søster at kende.
 

KNUT. 
 Vel, fru Margit; jeg takker jer. Dog var det ikke for at søge kirken, jeg red herned imorges. Min rejse gælder Gudmund Alfsøn, eders frænde.
 

MARGIT 

(studser). 
 Ham! Min frænde? Hvor vil I søge ham?
 

KNUT. 
 Hans gård ligger jo bag næsset, på den anden side af fjorden.
 

MARGIT. 
 Men han selv færdes langvejs herfra.
 

ERIK. 
 Sig ikke det; han turde være nærmere, end I tænker.
 

KNUT 

(hvisker). 
 Ti stille!
 

MARGIT. 
 Nærmere? Hvad mener I?
 

KNUT. 
 Har I da ikke hørt, at Gudmund Alfsøn er kommen tilbage til landet igen? Han fulgte med kansleren Audun af Hægranæs, som var sendt til Frankrig for at hente vor nye dronning.
 

MARGIT. 
 Det er ret nok; men kongens bryllup holdes i disse dage med stor pragt i Bergen, og der er Gudmund Alfsøn med.
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, og der kunde vi også have været med, såfremt min hustru havde villet.
 

ERIK 

(sagte til Knut). 
 Fru Margit véd da ikke, at –?
 

KNUT 

(sagte). 
 Det synes så; men lad dig ikke mærke med noget. (højt.) Nu ja, fru Margit, jeg får lige fuldt tage afsted på lykke og fromme; ved kveldstid kommer jeg igen.
 

MARGIT. 
 Og da får I vise, om I mægter at styre jert vilde sind.
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, mærk jer det.
 

MARGIT. 
 I rører ikke eders økse; hører I, Knut Gæsling!
 

BENGT. 
 Hverken eders økse eller eders kniv eller hvad andet værge, I bærer hos jer.
 

MARGIT. 
 Thi da kan I ingensinde håbe på noget svogerskab med mig.
 

BENGT. 
 Nej, det har vi fast bestemt os til.
 

KNUT 

(til Margit). 
 Vær I bare tryg.
 

BENGT. 
 Og når vi har bestemt os til noget, så står det fast.
 

KNUT. 
 Det kan jeg lide, herr Bengt Gautesøn. Jeg har det på samme sæt; og jeg har nu engang drukket på svogerskab mellem os. I får se til, om ikke jeg også holder fast ved mit ord. – Guds fred til ikveld! 

(Han og Erik går med mændene ud i baggrunden. Bengt følger dem til døren. Klokkeringningen er imidlertid ophørt.)
 

BENGT 

(kommer tilbage). 
 Det bares mig for, som han trued os, da han gik.
 

MARGIT 

(tankespredt). 
 Ja, sådan lod det.
 

BENGT. 
 Knut Gæsling er ikke god at komme ud for. Og når jeg tænker mig om, så gav vi ham også altfor mange umilde ord. Nå, lad os ikke gruble over den sag. Idag må vi være lystige, Margit! Og det, mener jeg, vi har god grund til begge to.
 

MARGIT 

(smiler tungt). 
 Ja, tilvisse!
 

BENGT. 
 Jeg var ikke ganske ung, da jeg bejled til dig, det er sandt. Men den rigeste mand på mange, mange mile, det véd jeg da visst, at jeg var. Du var en fager ungmø, af ædel slægt; men medgiften skulde ikke friste nogen frier.
 

MARGIT 

(hen for sig). 
 Og dog var jeg dengang så rig.
 

BENGT. 
 Hvad sagde du, min hustru?
 

MARGIT. 
 Å, intet, intet. (går over mod højre.) Jeg vil pynte mig med perler og ringe. Det er jo min glædesfest ikveld.
 

BENGT. 
 Slig tale tykkes jeg vel om. Lad mig se, du klæder dig i din bedste stads, så vore gæster kan sige: lyksalig hun, som fik Bengt Gautesøn til husbond. – Men nu må jeg ud i madburet; der er fuldt op at tage vare på idag. 

(han går ud til venstre.)
 

MARGIT 

(segner ned i en stol ved bordet til højre). 
 Vel var det han gik. Når jeg ser ham herinde, 
 det er mig som blodet holdt op at rinde; 
 det er som en kold, en knugende magt 
 havde sig rundt om mit hjerte lagt. 

(med frembrydende tårer.)
 Han er min husbond! Jeg er hans viv! 
 Hvorlænge varer et menneskes liv? 
 Gud fri mig, – kanhænde halvhundrede år; – 
 og jeg – i det tre og tyvende går! 

(roligere, efter en kort taushed.)
 Det er tungt at sukke bag gylden mur; 
 det er tungt at sidde så længe i bur. 

(famler tankespredt mellem smykkerne og begynder at pynte sig.)
 Med perler og ringe alt som bedst, 
 han bad, at jeg smykke mig skulde. 
 Det var mig en gladere bryllupsfest, 
 om jeg stædtes til ro under mulde. 

(afbrydende.)

 Dog, jeg vil ikke mere tænke derpå; 
 jeg kender en vise, som kan sorgen forslå. 

(hun synger.)
      Bergkongen red sig under ø; 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      vilde han fæste den væne mø. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 


      Bergkongen red til herr Håkons gård; 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      liden Kirsten stod ude, slog ud sit hår. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 


      Bergkongen fæsted den væne viv; 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      han spændte en sølvgjord omkring hendes liv. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 


      Bergkongen fæsted den liljevånd 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      med femten guldringe til hver hendes hånd. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 


      Tre sommere gik, og der gik vel fem; 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      Kirsten sad i berget i alle dem. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 


      Fem sommere gik, og der gik vel ni; 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      liden Kirsten så ikke solen i li. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 


      Dalen har blomster og fuglesang; 
      – så klageligt rinde mine dage – 
      i berget er der guld og en nat saa lang. 
      – ret aldrig du kommer tilbage – 



(hun rejser sig og går henover gulvet.)
 Den vise sang Gudmund så mangen kveld, 
 da han var hos min fader hjemme. 
 Der er noget deri, – jeg véd ikke selv, – 
 der er noget, som jeg aldrig kunde glemme; 
 der er noget, som mægtigt fyldte min hu, – 
 som jeg aldrig forstod, – som jeg grubler på endnu. 

(forfærdet, standser.)
 Røde guldringe! Beltet om mit liv –! 
 Med guld var det bergkongen fæsted sin viv! 

(fortvilet; synker ned på en bænk ved bordet til venstre.)
 Ve mig! Selv er jeg bergkongens brud! 
 Og ingen – ingen kommer for at løse mig ud. 

(Signe, glædestrålende, kommer løbende ind fra baggrunden.)
 

SIGNE 

(råber). 
 Margit, Margit, – han kommer!
 

MARGIT 

(springer op). 
 Kommer? Hvem kommer?
 

SIGNE. 
 Gudmund, vor frænde!
 

MARGIT. 
 Gudmund Alfsøn! Her! Hvor kan du tro –?
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, jeg er viss på det.
 

MARGIT 

(går over mod højre). 
 Gudmund Alfsøn er med til bryllupsgildet i kongsgården; det véd du lige så godt som jeg.
 

SIGNE. 
 Kan være; men endda så er jeg sikker på, det var ham.
 

MARGIT. 
 Har du da set ham?
 

SIGNE. 
 Å nej, nej; men nu skal du høre –
 

MARGIT. 
 Ja, skynd dig, – fortæl!
 

SIGNE. 
 Det var sig årle, da klokkerne klang, 
 mig lysted at ride til kirke; 
 de vildene fugle kviddred og sang 
 alt mellem siljer og birke. 
 Der var en gammen i luft og i li; 
 kirketiden fast var omme; 
 thi alt som jeg red ad den skyggefulde sti 
 mig vinked hver rosenblomme. 
 Jeg trådte så tyst på kirkegulvet ind; 
 presten stod højt i koret; 
 han sang og læste; med andagt i sind 
 lytted mænd og kvinder til ordet. 
 Da hørtes en røst over fjorden blå; 
 mig tyktes, at alle de billeder små 
 vendte sig om for at lytte derpå.
 

MARGIT. 
 Hvad mere? Signe, – tal ud, tal ud!
 

SIGNE. 
 Det var som et dybt, et ufatteligt bud 
 maned mig udenfor kirkens mur 
 over hej og dal, gennem li og ur. 
 Mellem hvide birke jeg lyttende skred; 
 jeg vandrede fast som i drømme; 
 øde stod bag mig det hellige sted; 
 thi prest og kirkefolk vandrede med, 
 mens det koglende kvad monne strømme. 
 Der var så stille på kirkesti; 
 mig tyktes, at fuglene lytted i li, 
 at lærken daled og gøken taug, 
 og at det svared fra fjeld og haug.
 

MARGIT. 
 Bliv ved!
 

SIGNE. 
 Da korsed sig mand og kvinde; 

(med hænderne mod brystet.)
 men sælsomme tanker steg op herinde. 
 Fuldt vel jeg kendte den dejlige sang; 
 Gudmund har sunget den mangen gang; 
 Gudmund har sunget den mangen kveld, – 
 og alt, hvad han har sunget, det mindes jeg vel.
 

MARGIT. 
 Og du tror, det skulde være –?
 

SIGNE. 
 Jeg véd det så visst! 
 Tro mig, mit ord skal du sande. 

(leende.)
 Kommer ikke hver en liden sangfugl tilsidst 
 igen fra de fremmede lande? 
 Jeg véd ikke selv, – men jeg er så glad –! 
 Der falder mig ind –. Margit, véd du hvad? 
 Hans harpe har hængt så længe 
 på væggen derinde. Jeg vil tage den ned; 
 jeg vil pudse den blank og stille den beredt 
 og stemme dens gyldne strænge.
 

MARGIT 

(åndsfraværende). 
 Gør, som dig lyster –
 

SIGNE 

(bebrejdende). 
 Det er ikke ret. 

(omfavner hende.)
 Når Gudmund kommer, vil du atter vorde let 
 tilsinds, som da Signe var liden.
 

MARGIT 

(hen for sig). 
 Så mangt har forandret sig siden – –
 

SIGNE. 
 Margit, du skal være fro og glad! 
 Har du ikke terner og svende? 
 I dit kammer hænger kostelige klæder på rad. 
 Å Krist, hvilken rigdom uden ende! 
 Om dagen kan du ride dig i lunden sval, 
 at vejde den vilde rå; 
 om natten kan du sove i fruersal 
 på silkebolsterne blå.
 

MARGIT 

(ser mod karnappet). 
 Og han skulde komme til Solhaug som gæst!
 

SIGNE. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

MARGIT 

(vender sig). 
 Intet. – Gå; smyk dig som bedst. 
 Min lykke, den, du så lydt monne prise, 
 kunde times dig selv.
 

SIGNE. 
 Hvad mener du vel?
 

MARGIT 

(stryger hendes hår). 
 Jeg mener –; nu ja, det vil sig jo vise –; 
 jeg mener, – hvis en bejler red sig hid ikveld –;
 

SIGNE. 
 En bejler? Til hvem?
 

MARGIT. 
 Til dig.
 

SIGNE 

(med latter). 
 Til mig? 
 Å, da er han kommen på den urette vej.
 

MARGIT. 
 Hvad vilde du svare, hvis høvisk han bad 
 om din tro?
 

SIGNE. 
 Jeg vilde svare, jeg er for glad 
 til at tænke på bejlere eller på sligt.
 

MARGIT. 
 Men hvis han var mægtig? Hvis hans hus var rigt?
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, var han end konge, med hallen fuld 
 af dyre klæder og røden guld, 
 det skulde så lidet mig friste. 
 Nu bæres det mig for, jeg er rig nok med mig selv, 
 med sommer og sol og den susende elv, 
 med dig og de fugle på kviste. 
 Kære søster min, – her vil jeg bygge og bo; 
 og at skænke nogen bejler min hånd og min tro, 
 dertil har jeg ikke tid; dertil er jeg for fro! 

(hun iler syngende ud til venstre.)
 

MARGIT 

(efter et ophold). 
 Gudmund Alfsøn skulde komme hid? Hid – til Solhaug? Nej, nej, det kan ikke være. – Signe havde hørt ham synge, sagde hun. Når jeg hørte granerne suse dybt derinde i skoven, når jeg hørte fossen rulle og fuglene lokke i trætoppene, da bares det mig tidt nok for, som om Gudmunds kvæder blanded sig alt imellem. Og dog var han langvejs herfra. – Signe har skuffet sig selv. Gudmund kommer ikke.
 

BENGT 

(i hastværk, fra baggrunden, råber). 
 En uventet gæst, min hustru!
 

MARGIT. 
 Og hvem?
 

BENGT. 
 Gudmund Alfsøn, din frænde! (råber ud gennem døren til højre.) Det bedste gæstekammer må holdes rede – og det på stand!
 

MARGIT. 
 Han er da alt på gården?
 

BENGT 

(ser ud gennem svalegangen). 
 Ikke så lige endnu; men længe vil det ikke vare. (råber ud til højre igen.) Den snittede egeseng med dragehovederne! (går hen til Margit.) Hans våbendrager bragte bud og hilsen fra ham; selv følger han efter.
 

MARGIT. 
 Hans våbendrager? Kommer han hid med våbendrager?
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, det skulde jeg vel mene. En våbendrager og sex rustede mænd er hos ham. Nå ja, Gudmund Alfsøn er jo også en hel anden mand nu, end dengang han drog ud på langfærd. Men jeg må ned og tage imod ham. (råber ud.) Læg gyldenlæderssadlen på min hest! Og glem ikke bidslet med ormehovederne! (ser ud i baggrunden.) Au, der er han alt ved ledet! Nå, så min stav da; min sølvknappede stav! Slig en herre, – Krist fri mig – ham må vi tage imod med ære, med stor ære! 

(han går skyndsomt ud i baggrunden.)
 

MARGIT 

(grublende). 
 Han vandred fra bygden som den fattigste svend. 
 Nu kommer han med væbner og med rustede mænd. 
 Hvad vil han? Er det hans agt at se, 
 om bittert jeg nages af kummer og ve? 
 Lyster det ham at prøve og friste, 
 hvad jeg mægter at bære, før hjertet må briste? 
 Mener han, at –? Ah, prøv kun derpå; 
 så ringe en fryd skal du deraf få! 

(hun vinker ud gennem døren til højre.)


(Tre piger kommer ind i stuen.)
 

MARGIT. 
 I høre mig vel, mine terner små; 
 I bringe mig på stand min silkekåbe blå. 
 I følge mig flugs i fruerstuen ind, 
 at klæde mig høvisk i fløjel og skind. 
 To af jer skal klæde mig i skarlag og mår, 
 den tredje skal vinde perler i mit hår. 
 I bære mig alle mine smykker did ud! 

(Pigerne går med smykkeskrinene ud til venstre.)
 

MARGIT. 
 Så vil jeg! Margit er jo bergkongens brud. 
 Vel! Jeg får at bære mit kongelige skrud. 

(hun går ud til venstre.)


(Bengt fører Gudmund Alfsøn ind gennem svalegangen i baggrunden.)
 

BENGT. 
 Og endnu en gang, – hil eder under Solhaugs tag, min hustrus frænde!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg takker jer. Og hvordan går det hende? Hun lider dog vel i alle måder, vil jeg tro?
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, det kan I sværge på, hun gør. Der fattes hende intet. Hele fem terner kan hun byde og råde over; en fuldt sadlet ganger står rede, så snart det kun lyster hende. Nå, snart sagt, så har hun alt, hvad en høvisk kvinde kan begære for at være fornøjet i sine kår.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Og Margit, – hun er da vel fornøjet?
 

BENGT. 
 Gud og hver mand skulde tro, hun måtte være det; men, sælsomt nok –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, enten I nu vil tro det eller ikke, så bæres det mig for, at Margit var lystigere til sinde alt imens hun leved i fattige kår, end siden hun blev frue på Solhaug.
 

GUDMUND 

(hen for sig). 
 Jeg vidste det jo nok; sådan måtte det gå.
 

BENGT. 
 Hvad siger I, frænde?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg siger, højligen undrer mig, hvad I fortæller om eders hustru.
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, mener I ikke, det går mig lige så? Jeg vil aldrig gælde for en ærlig herremand mere, dersom jeg skønner, hvad hun yderligere kan ønske sig. Jeg er om hende så lang dagen er; og ingen skal kunne sige mig på, at jeg holder hende strængt; alt tilsyn med hus og gård har jeg taget på mig; og ikke desmindre –. Nå, I var jo altid en lystig svend; jeg tænker nok, I bringer solskin med jer. Hys; der kommer fru Margit! Lad jer ikke mærke med, at jeg – 

(Margit kommer i rig dragt fra venstre.)
 

GUDMUND 

(går hende imøde). 
 Margit, – kære Margit!
 

MARGIT 

(standser, ser fremmed på ham). 
 Forlad mig, herr ridder; men –? (som om hun først nu genkendte ham.) For sandt, hvis jeg ikke fejler, så er det Gudmund Alfsøn. 

(rækker hånden frem.)
 

GUDMUND 

(uden at tage den). 
 Og du kendte mig ikke straks igen?
 

BENGT 

(leende). 
 Nej men, Margit, hvad tænker du dog på? Jeg meldte dig jo nylig, at din frænde –
 

MARGIT 

(går over mod bordet til højre). 
 Tolv år er en lang tid, Gudmund. Den friskeste urt kan dø i tiende led imens –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det er syv år siden vi sidst sås.
 

MARGIT. 
 Tilvisse, det må være længere siden.
 

GUDMUND 

(ser på hende). 
 Jeg kunde fristes til at tro det; men det er dog som jeg siger.
 

MARGIT. 
 Hel sælsomt. Jeg var dog visst et barn dengang; og det tykkes mig en evig lang tid siden jeg var barn. (kaster sig ned i en stol.) Nå, sæt eder, min frænde! Hvil eder ud; ikveld skal I forlyste os med eders sang. (med et tvungent smil.) Ja, I véd vel, vi er glade her på gården idag, – vi holder gilde.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det blev mig sagt, ret som jeg gik ind på tunet.
 

BENGT. 
 Ja, idag for tre år siden blev jeg –
 

MARGIT 

(afbrydende). 
 Min frænde har alt hørt det. (til Gudmund.) Vil I ikke lægge eders kappe bort?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg takker eder, fru Margit; men det bæres mig for, som her er koldt, – koldere, end jeg havde ventet.
 

BENGT. 
 Da er jeg både sved og varm; men jeg har også fuldt op at tage vare på. (til Margit.) Lad nu ikke tiden falde lang for vor gæst, mens jeg er ude. I kan jo snakke sammen om gamle dage. 

(vil gå.)
 

MARGIT 

(tvilrådig). 
 Går du? Vil du ikke heller –?
 

BENGT 

(leende, til Gudmund, idet han kommer tilbage.)

 Ser I vel; herr Bengt til Solhaug er manden, som forstår at færdes mellem kvindfolk. Der er ikke den stund så kort, at min hustru kan være mig foruden. (til Margit, idet han tager hende under hagen.) Vær du trøstig; jeg skal snart være hos dig.
 

MARGIT 

(hen for sig). 
 Å, kval og harm at måtte lide alt dette. 

(kort taushed.)
 

GUDMUND. 
 Hvorlunde lever eders søster kære?
 

MARGIT. 
 Jeg takker; hel vel.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det blev sagt, hun skulde 
 være hos eder.
 

MARGIT. 
 Her har hun været siden jeg – 

(slår om.)
 For tre år siden kom hun til Solhaug med mig. 

(lidt efter.)
 Hun træder visst snart i stuen herind.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Signe havde fordum så vennesælt sind; 
 hun kendte ej list eller rænke; 
 når jeg kommer ihu hendes øjne blå, 
 jeg må på guds engle tænke. 
 Dog, mangt kan i syv års tid forgå. 
 Sig mig, – mens fjernt fra bygden jeg vandred, 
 har også hun sig så stærkt forandret?
 

MARGIT 

(tvungent spøgende). 
 Hun også? Er det i kongens gård 
 slig høvisk tale man lærer? 
 I minder mig om, hvordan tiden lærer –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Margit, hel vel mine ord I forstår. 
 Engang var I mig begge så blide; 
 I græd, da jeg skulde fra bygden ride; 
 vi loved at holde som søskende sammen 
 i fryd og i ve, i nød og i gammen. 
 I lyste som en sol mellem jomfruer små; 
 så viden om land eders ry monne gå; – 
 fuldt vel er I endnu så fager en kvinde. 
 Men Solhaugs frue, kan jeg mærke, har glemt 
 den fattige frænde. Så umildt er I stemt, 
 I, der engang var så vennesæl til sinde.
 

MARGIT 

(næsten tårekvalt). 
 Ja engang –!
 

GUDMUND 

(ser deltagende på hende, tier lidt og siger med dæmpet stemme): 
 Eders husbond bød os at korte 
 tiden med at melde om gammelt og kært.
 

MARGIT 

(heftigt). 
 Nej, nej; ikke derom! 

(roligere.)
 Det falder mig så svært 
 at mindes; den ting har jeg aldrig lært. 
 Meld heller om de år, I var borte; – 
 den tid er vel ej på bedrift så arm; 
 meget må I kunne mig berette; 
 derude er jo verden både vid og varm, – 
 der er sindet og tankerne lette.
 

GUDMUND. 
 I kongens hal var jeg aldrig så fro, 
 som dengang jeg var smådreng i den fattige bo.
 

MARGIT 

(uden at se på ham). 
 Og jeg – hver dag, jeg på Solhaug bode, 
 takked himlen, at den gjorde mine kår så gode.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Vel eder, dersom I kan takke fordi –
 

MARGIT 

(heftigt). 
 Og er jeg da ikke hædret og fri? 
 Kan jeg ikke byde, som det huer mig bedst? 
 Kan jeg ikke, alt som det lyster mig, råde? 
 Her er jeg den første; ingen sidder mig næst; 
 Og det, véd I, var mig altid til måde. 
 I tænkte nok at finde mig kummerlig og træt; 
 men I ser, jeg er fro, mit sind er let. 
 Se, derfor kunde I sparet jert komme 
 til Solhaug; det vil jer kun lidet fromme.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Hvad mener I, fru Margit?
 

MARGIT 

(rejser sig). 
 Tilfulde jeg véd, 
 hvad der fører jer ind i min enlige stue.
 

GUDMUND. 
 I véd, hvi jeg kommer? Og det er jer ikke med? 

(hilser og vil gå.)
 Guds fred og farvel da, min ædle frue!
 

MARGIT. 
 Det var eder mere til ære, ifald 
 I var bleven, hvor I var, i kongens hal.
 

GUDMUND 

(standser). 
 I kongens hal? Kan I spotte min nød?
 

MARGIT. 
 Eders nød? Nu, højt må I hige, frænde; 
 jeg gad vide, hvor I tænker at ende! 
 I kan eder klæde i fløjel rød, 
 er kongens mand, ejer gods og guld –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Bedst må I vide, om lykken er mig huld. 
 I sagde fornylig, fuldt vel I vidste 
 mit ærend på Solhaug –
 

MARGIT. 
 Det véd jeg forsand!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Da kender I og, hvad jeg nys måtte friste; – 
 da véd I, jeg er en fredløs mand.
 

MARGIT 

(skrækslagen). 
 Fredløs! Du, Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det er jeg for visst. 
 Dog sværger jeg dyrt, ved den hellige Krist, 
 havde jeg kendt eders tanker og sind, 
 aldrig var jeg tyet på Solhaug ind. 
 Jeg mente, I endnu var mild og god, 
 alt som dengang jeg eder forlod; 
 men jeg vil ikke trygle; skoven er stor, 
 og sikker er min hånd og min bue; – 
 langt heller være hejens sten mit bord 
 og bjørnehiet min stue. 

(vil gå.)
 

MARGIT 

(holder ham tilbage). 
 Fredløs! Nej, bliv! Jeg sværger dig til, 
 slet intet jeg derom vidste.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det er, som jeg siger. Mit liv står på spil; 
 og livet vil hver mand friste. 
 Tre nætter lå jeg som hunden ude; 
 på fjeldet jeg hvilte mine mødige ben 
 og læned mit hoved til urens sten. 
 At tigge om ly, om bolster og pude 
 i fremmed folks hus, det var mig for tungt; 
 min tro var jo frejdig; mit håb var ungt; 
 jeg tænkte: når du til Solhaug kommer, 
 da er du frelst fra al din kvide; 
 der finder du venner; på dem kan du lide. – 
 Men håbet er skørt som markens blommer. 
 Eders husbond mødte mig med horn og krus; 
 han åbned for mig både dør og porte; – 
 men øde tykkes mig eders hus; 
 hallen er mørk; mine venner er borte. 
 Nu godt; jeg stiger på ny til fjelds.
 

MARGIT 

(bønligt). 
 Å, hør mig!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Mit sind er ej som en træls. 
 Nu tykkes mig livet en usselig gave; 
 jeg agter det fast for intet værd. 
 Skrinlagt har I alt, hvad der var mig kært; 
 mit fagreste håb jeg måtte begrave. 
 Farvel da, fru Margit!
 

MARGIT. 
 Nej, Gudmund, hør! 
 Ved gud og mænd –!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Forlyst dig som før; 
 lev du i gammen og ære; 
 så lidet skal Gudmund mørkne din dør; 
 ret aldrig han skal dig besvære.
 

MARGIT. 
 Nu er det nok. Dine bittre ord 
 vil volde dig anger og kvide. 
 Havde jeg vidst, at du fredløs foer 
 alt over strande så vide, – 
 tro mig, da var det min kæreste dag, 
 da du tyed ind under Solhaugs tag; 
 da var det for visst min gladeste fest, 
 når den fredløse meldte sig her som gæst.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Du siger –! Hvad skal jeg tænke og tro?
 

MARGIT 

(rækker ham hånden). 
 At frænder og venner på Solhaug bo.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Men det, som du nys –?
 

MARGIT. 
 Agt ikke derpå. 
 Hør mig, så vil du det hele forstå. 
 For mig er livet en nat så sort; 
 der er ikke sol eller stjerne. 
 Og intet mægter min kvide at fjerne; 
 thi, ak, jeg har byttet min ungdom bort. 
 Mit frejdige sind jeg solgte for guld; 
 jeg hilded mig selv i brogede lænker. 
 Tro mig, så klageligt vederlag skænker 
 rigdom, når barmen er sorrigfuld. 
 Dengang vi var børn, – hvor var jeg da fro! 
 Vore kår var ringe, fattigt vort bo; 
 men rigt var håbet i mit bryst herinde.
 

GUDMUND, 

(der ufravendt har betragtet hende). 
 Og du arted dig alt til den dejligste kvinde.
 

MARGIT. 
 Kan være; men al den lov og pris, 
 jeg hørte, det blev til min lykkes forlis. 
 Du måtte bort til de fremmede lande; 
 men alle dine kvæder graved sig ind 
 dybt i mit hjerte, dybt i mit sind, 
 og sløred med tanker min pande. 
 Du havde sunget om al den lyst, 
 som mægter at rummes i et menneskes bryst; 
 du havde sunget om det frejdige liv 
 blandt herrer og fruer. Alt som bedst 
 kom bejlere fra øst og bejlere fra vest; 
 og så – så blev jeg min husbonds viv.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Å, Margit!
 

MARGIT. 
 Der gik ikke lang tid hen, 
 før jeg måtte så bitterlig græde. 
 At tænke på dig, min frænde, min ven, 
 det blev min eneste glæde. 
 Hvor det tyktes mig tomt i Solhaugs hal 
 og i alle de store stuer! 
 Her gæsted os riddere, herrer og fruer; 
 her sang mig til ære så mangen skald; 
 men der var ikke én, som ret mig forstod, 
 ikke én, som fatted min jammer; – 
 jeg frøs, som sad jeg i bergets kammer; 
 dog værked mit hoved, dog brændte mit blod.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Men din husbond –?
 

MARGIT. 
 Han var mig aldrig kær! 
 hans guld var alt, hvad mig hilded; 
 talte han til mig, sad han mig nær, 
 blev mit sind af kvide forvildet. 

(slår hænderne sammen.)
 Og sådan har jeg levet i årene tre! 
 Mit liv var en evig, en endeløs ve. 
 Dit komme rygtedes; visst du kender 
 den stolthed, som dybt i mit hjerte brænder; 
 jeg dulgte min nød, jeg gemte min kvide; 
 thi du måtte mindst af alle den vide.
 

GUDMUND 

(bevæget). 
 Og derfor var det, du vendte dig bort –.
 

MARGIT 

(uden at se på ham). 
 Jeg tænkte, du kom for at spotte min vånde.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Margit, kunde du tro –?
 

MARGIT. 
 Nu, kort 
 og godt, der var grund nok for hånde. 
 Dog, himlen være takket, nu er det forbi; 
 jeg står ikke længer alene; 
 om barmen er jeg så let og fri, 
 som et barn under abildgrene. 

(farer sammen i skræk.)
 Ah, hvad falder mig ind! Hvor kunde jeg glemme –! 
 Alle helgene se til mig nådigt ned! 
 Fredløs, sagde du –?
 

GUDMUND 

(smiler). 
 Nu er jeg hjemme; 
 her lader mig kongens mænd med fred.
 

MARGIT. 
 Men du, som nylig stod højt i agt, – 
 sig mig hvorlunde –?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Snart er det sagt. 
 Du véd, jeg var i de franske riger, 
 da kansleren, Audun fra Hægranæs, drog 
 did fra Bergen med et fyrsteligt tog, 
 at føre prinsessen med svende og piger 
 og skatte til Norge som kongens brud. 
 Herr Audun var så fager og prud; 
 prinsessen var den livsaligste kvinde. 
 Hendes øjne kunde bede den varmeste bøn; – 
 de talte tilhobe, de hvisked i løn. 
 Hvorom? Det var svært at finde. – 
 Det var sig en nat; jeg læned mig tyst 
 op imod snekkens side; 
 mine tanker stævned mod Norges kyst 
 alt med de måger hvide. 
 Da hvisked to røster bag ved min ryg; – 
 jeg vendte mig om; – det var ham og hende; 
 de så mig ikke; jeg sad så tryg; 
 dog kunde jeg begge kende. 
 Hun så på ham med et klageligt blik 
 og hvisked: ak, dersom farten gik 
 mod syd til de dejlige lande, 
 og var vi alene på snekken, vi to, 
 da tror jeg for visst mit hjerte fandt ro, 
 da brændte visst ikke min pande! 
 Genmæled herr Audun; hun svared ham kæk, 
 svared med ord så hede, så vilde; 
 jeg så hendes øjne som stjerner spille; 
 hun bad ham – 

(afbrydende.)
 Det greb mig med rædsel og skræk.
 

MARGIT. 
 Hun bad –?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg foer op; i hast de forsvandt; 
 alene stod jeg på skibets dæk; – 

(tager en liden flaske frem.)
 men hvor de havde siddet, denne jeg fandt.
 

MARGIT. 
 Og den –?
 

GUDMUND 

(med dæmpet stemme). 
 Den rummer en gådefuld saft; – 
 en dråbe deraf i din uvens bæger, – 
 så sagtelig sygner hans livsenskraft, 
 og intet i verden ham hjælper og læger.
 

MARGIT. 
 Men sig mig –?
 

GUDMUND 

(hviskende). 
 Den var for kongen bestemt.
 

MARGIT. 
 Alle helgener!
 

GUDMUND 

(idet han atter forvarer flasken). 
 Vel, at jeg fik den gemt. – 
 Tre dage efter var farten tilende. 
 Så lønligt flygted jeg med mine svende; 
 jeg vidste jo nok, i kongens hal 
 vilde Audun listelig volde mit fald, – 
 vilde forklage mig –
 

MARGIT. 
 Nu er forbi 
 din værste nød; snart er alt ved det gamle.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Alt? Nej, Margit, – dengang var du fri.
 

MARGIT. 
 Du mener –?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg? Intet. Å, lad mig samle 
 mine tanker; jeg er så frejdig og fro 
 fordi jeg, som fordum, er hos eder to. 
 Men, sig mig, – Signe –?
 

MARGIT 

(peger smilende mod døren til venstre). 
 Hun kommer snart. 
 Hun må jo pynte sig lidt for sin frænde, 
 og det er vel ikke gjort i en fart.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg må se, om hun endnu kan mig kende. 

(han går ud til venstre.)
 

MARGIT 

(ser efter ham). 
 Hvor han er fager og mandig. (med et suk.) Der er ikke megen lighed mellem ham og – (rydder lidt op ved drikkebordet, men standser igen dermed.) Dengang var du fri, sagde han. Ja, dengang! (kort taushed.) Det var en sælsom fortælling, den om prinsessen, som –. Hun havde en anden kær, og så –. Ja, disse kvinder i de fremmede lande, – jeg har hørt det før, – de er ikke veke som vi; de ræddes ikke for at gøre en tanke til dåd. (tager et bæger, som står på bordet.) Af dette bæger drak Gudmund og jeg på et frydeligt gensyn, da han rejste. Det er fast det eneste arvestykke, jeg bragte med til Solhaug. (sætter bægeret ind i et vægskab.) Hvor blid denne sommerdag er. Her er så lyst herinde. Så lifligt har ikke solen skinnet i tre år. 

(Signe, og efter hende Gudmund kommer ind fra venstre.)
 

SIGNE 

(løber leende hen til Margit). 
 Ha-ha-ha! Han vil ikke tro, det er mig!
 

MARGIT 

(smilende, til Gudmund). 
 Ser du; mens fjernt fra bygden du vandred, 
 har også hun sig så stærkt forandret.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Tilvisse! Men at hun skulde –! Nej, nej, 
 det var dog aldrig faldet mig ind. 

(griber Signes hænder og ser på hende.)
 Og dog, dit uskyldige barnesind 
 læser jeg endnu i øjnene blå; – 
 hvor kan jeg da længer tvile derpå! 
 Jeg må le, når jeg mindes, hvor tidt jeg har 
 tænkt dig sålunde, som dengang jeg bar 
 dig på mine arme. Da var du et barn; 
 nu er du en huldre, som kogler og gækker.
 

SIGNE 

(truer med fingeren). 
 Ja, vogt dig! Hvis hulderens harme du vækker, – 
 pas på, – hun hilder dig i sit garn!
 

GUDMUND 

(hen for sig). 
 Næsten bæres mig for, som det alt var sket.
 

SIGNE. 
 Men vent; du har jo end ikke set 
 hvorlunde jeg har holdt din harpe i ære. 

(idet hun går ud til venstre.)
 Nu må du mig alle dine kvæder lære!
 

GUDMUND 

(sagte, ser efter hende). 
 Sprungen ud som den fagreste rosenblomme, 
 der endnu var knop ved dagens komme.
 

SIGNE 

(bringer harpen). 
 Se her!
 

GUDMUND 

(griber den). 
 Min harpe! Så blank som før! 

(slår nogle toner.)
 Der er endnu klang i de gamle strenge; – 
 nu skal du ikke længer på væggen hænge –
 

MARGIT 

(ser ud i baggrunden). 
 Hist kommer vore gæster.
 

SIGNE 

(mens Gudmund indleder sin sang). 
 Hys, – stille! Å hør!
 

GUDMUND 

(synger). 
      Jeg vandred i lien så tung og så ene; 
      de småfugle kviddred fra busker og grene; 
      så listeligt kviddred de sangere små: 
      hør til, hvordan kærlighed monne opstå! 


      Den vokser som eken i årene lange; 
      den næres ved tanker og sorger og sange. 
      Den spirer så let; i den flygtigste stund 
      fæster den rødder i hjertets grund! 



(Han går under efterspillet op mod baggrunden, hvor han sætter harpen fra sig.)
 

SIGNE 

(tankefuld, gentager for sig selv). 
      Den spirer så let; i den flygtigste stund 
      fæster den rødder i hjertets grund.
 

MARGIT 

(adspredt). 
 Talte du til mig? – Jeg hørte ikke ret –?
 

SIGNE. 
 Jeg? Nej visst ikke. Jeg mente kun – 

(synker atter hen som i drømme.)
 

MARGIT 

(halv højt; ser frem for sig). 
      Den vokser som eken i årene lange; 
      den næres ved tanker og sorger og sange.
 

SIGNE 

(opvågnende). 
 Du siger, at –?
 

MARGIT 

(farer med hånden over panden). 
 Å, det var intet. Kom; vi må gå vore gæster i møde. 

(Bengt kommer med mange gæster, mænd og kvinder, ind gennem svalegangen.)
 

GÆSTERNE 

(synger): 
      Over tilje med sang og strengespil 
      i gildestuen vi træde. 
      Guds fred vi ønsker den frue mild; 
      vi ønsker både gammen og glæde. 
      Gid altid en himmel, så lys som idag, 
      over Solhaugs tag 
      må sig brede!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(En birkelund, der støder op til huset, hvoraf et hjørne ses til venstre. En fodsti fører op i lien i baggrunden. Til højre for stien fosser en elv nedover og taber sig mellem fjeldstykker og stene. Det er lys sommernat. Døren til huset står åben; vinduerne er oplyste. Musik høres derinde.)
 

GÆSTERNE 

(synger i gildestuen). 
      Lad fedlen klinge; ved strengeklang 
      træder vi dansen den nat så lang. 
      Hvor lystigt at trine på tilje! 
      Den jomfru brænder så skær som et blod; 
      det er sig den smådreng, bold og god, 
      han favner den væne lilje! 

(Knut Gæsling og Erik fra Hægge kommer ud fra huset. Musik, dans og lystighed vedbliver under det følgende at lyde dæmpet derinde.)
 

ERIK. 
 Bare det ikke kommer til at angre dig, Knut.
 

KNUT. 
 Lad du mig om det.
 

ERIK. 
 Ja, ja, voveligt er det dog. Du er kongens foged. Der udgår herrebud til dig, at du skal fange Gudmund Alfsøn, hvor du kan komme over ham. Og nu, da du har ham lige i næven, så tilsiger du ham dit venskab og lader ham færdes frit, hvor det lyster ham.
 

KNUT. 
 Jeg véd, hvad jeg gør. I hans egen stue har jeg søgt ham, og der var han ikke at finde. Og dersom jeg nu forsøgte på at gribe ham her, – mener du da, at fru Margit var tilsinds at give mig Signe til hustru?
 

ERIK 

(langtrukket). 
 Nej, med det gode blev det vel ikke, men –
 

KNUT. 
 Og med det onde gad jeg nødig gå frem. Gudmund er jo også min ven fra gamle tider; og han kan gøre mig nytte. (bestemt.) Derfor bliver det, som jeg har sagt. Ikveld skal ingen her på gården vide, at Gudmund Alfsøn er fredløs; – imorgen får han se at hjælpe sig selv.
 

ERIK. 
 Ja, men kongens lov?
 

KNUT. 
 Å, kongens lov! Du véd lige så godt som jeg, kongens lov agtes ikke stort her inde i bygderne. Skulde kongens lov gælde, så måtte mangen staut karl iblandt os bøde både for bruderov og manddrab. – Kom nu her! Jeg gad vide, hvor Signe –? 

(de går ud til højre.)


(Gudmund og Signe kommer nedover fodstien i baggrunden.)
 

SIGNE. 
 Å tal! Bliv ved! Lad mig lytte dertil; 
 det høres som det væneste strengespil.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Signe, min fagre, min yndelige lilje!
 

SIGNE 

(med glad og stille forundring). 
 Jeg – jeg er ham kær!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det er ingen som du.
 

SIGNE. 
 Jeg skulde mægte at binde din vilje; 
 jeg skulde mægte at fylde din hu! 
 Å, tør jeg tro dig!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det tør du for sandt. 
 Hør mig, Signe. Medens årene randt 
 tænkte jeg trofast både vinter og sommer 
 på eder to, mine fagreste blommer. 
 Men jeg kunde ikke fuldt mine tanker forstå; – 
 da jeg rejste, var du som alferne små, – 
 som alferne små, der færdes i skove 
 og lege som bedst, når vi drømme og sove. 
 Men idag, da jeg stod i Solhaugs stue, 
 da forstod jeg mig selv tilfulde, – 
 forstod, at Margit var så stolt en frue, 
 men du den allerdejligste blandt ungmøer hulde.
 

SIGNE, 

(der kun halvt har lyttet til hans ord). 
 Jeg mindes, vi sad ved arnens glød 
 en vinterkveld, – nu er det længe siden; – 
 du sang for mig om den jomfru liden, 
 som nøkken havde lokket ned i sit skød. 
 Der glemte hun bort både fader og moder; 
 der glemte hun bort både søster og broder; 
 hun glemte bort både himmel og jord, 
 hun glemte sin gud og hvert kristent ord. 
 Men tæt under strande den smådreng stod; 
 han var tilsinde så mødig og mod; 
 med kvide han slog sin harpes strenge, 
 så vide det klang både lydt og længe. 
 Den jomfru liden på tjernets bund 
 vågned derved af sin tunge blund; 
 nøkken måtte slippe hende ud af sit skød; 
 mellem liljerne hen over vandet hun flød; – 
 da kendte hun igen både himmel og jord, 
 da fatted hun tilfulde både gud og hans ord.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Signe, min dejligste blomme!
 

SIGNE. 
 Som hun 
 gik også jeg i en drømmende blund; 
 de gådefulde ord, du ikveld har mig sagt 
 om kærligheds magt, har mig frydeligt vakt. 
 Aldrig tyktes himlen mig før så blå, 
 aldrig så fager den verden vide; 
 mig tykkes, jeg kan fuglenes røst forstå, 
 når jeg vandrer med dig under lide.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Så mægtig er elskov; – i menneskets bryst 
 vækker den tanker og længsel og lyst. – 
 Men kom, lad os begge til din søster gå ind.
 

SIGNE 

(undsélig). 
 Vil du sige hende –?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Alt bør hun kende.
 

SIGNE 

(som før). 
 Ak, gå da alene; – jeg véd det, min kind 
 vil derinde af blusel brænde.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Nu godt; jeg går.
 

SIGNE. 
 Og jeg venter dig her; 

(lytter mod højre.)
 eller bedre, – nede ved elven, der 
 hører jeg Knut Gæsling; der er piger og svende.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Der bier du?
 

SIGNE. 
 Til du har talt med hende. 

(Hun går ud til højre. Gudmund går ind i huset.)


(Margit kommer fra venstre bag ved huset.)
 

MARGIT. 
 I stuen er både gammen og glæde; 
 fruer og svende monne dansen træde. 
 Det blev mig så lummert om pande og bryst; 
 Gudmund var ikke derinde. 

(ånder dybt.)
 Herude er det godt; her er det tyst, 
 her svaler mig nattens vinde. 

(grublende taushed.)
 Denne hæslige tanke –; jeg kan ej forstå –; 
 den følger mig, hvor jeg end monne gå. 
 Flasken, – der rummer en gådefuld saft –? 
 En dråbe deraf i min – uvens bæger, – 
 så sagtelig sygner hans livsenskraft, 
 og intet i verden ham hjælper og læger. 

(atter taushed.)
 Vidste jeg, at Gudmund –; havde han mig kær, – 
 da agted jeg lidet – 

(Gudmund kommer ud gennem husdøren.)
 

GUDMUND. 
 Margit, er du der? 
 Hvi går du så alene? Jeg har søgt dig overalt.
 

MARGIT. 
 Derinde er lummert, herude så svalt. 
 Ser du, hvorlunde de tåger hvide 
 sagtelig hen over myren glide? 
 Her er ikke hverken mørkt eller lyst; 
 det er midt imellem begge – 

(hen for sig.)
 ret som i mit bryst. 

(ser på ham.)
 Ej sandt, – når du færdes i slig en nat, 
 du véd ikke selv hvordan det er fat; 
 men du føler, der rører sig et lønligt liv 
 i busk og i blad, i blomster og siv! 

(med pludselig overgang.)
 Véd du, hvad jeg ønsker?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Nu?
 

MARGIT. 
 At jeg var 
 huldren, som sidder i lien derinde. 
 Hvor skulde jeg listigt min trolddom spinde! 
 Tro mig –!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Hvad fattes dig, Margit? Svar!
 

MARGIT 

(uden at høre på ham). 
 Hvor skulde jeg kvæde, hvor skulde jeg klage! 
 Klage og kvæde både nætter og dage! 

(med stigende heftighed.)
 Hvor skulde jeg lokke den frejdige svend 
 gennem lierne grønne til bergets kammer; – 
 der kunde jeg glemme al verdens jammer; 
 der kunde jeg brænde og leve med min ven!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Margit! Margit!
 

MARGIT 

(stedse voldsommere). 
 Ved midnatsstund 
 sov vi i lien den sødeste blund; – 
 og rammed mig døden, når solen randt, – 
 hvor lystigt at dø på slig vis; – ej sandt?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Du er syg!
 

MARGIT 

(brister ud i latter). 
 Ha, ha, ha! Å, lad mig le! 
 Lad mig le! Det gør mig så godt.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg kan se, 
 du har endnu det samme ustyrlige sind, 
 som fordum –
 

MARGIT 

(pludselig alvorlig). 
 Du må ikke undres derover; 
 det er kun ved midnat, når menneskene sover; 
 om dagen er jeg så ræd som en hind. 
 Og hvad er det vel mere? Mindes dig kun 
 hine kvinder i fremmede lande, – hun, 
 den fagre prinsesse; – se, hun var vild; 
 mod hende er jeg som lammet mild. 
 At længes og hige hun voved ej blot; 
 hun pønsed på dåd; og se det –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det er godt, 
 du minder mig derom; jeg vil ikke længer 
 gemme på det, jeg så lidet trænger. 

(tager flasken frem.)
 

MARGIT. 
 Flasken! Du mener –?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg gemte den, fordi 
 jeg tænkte, med den at løse mig fri, 
 hvis kongens mænd skulde komme mig nær. 
 Men alt fra ikveld har den mistet sit værd; 
 nu vil jeg stride med arm og med sværd, 
 byde frænder og venner op til det sidste, 
 for min frihed og livet at friste. 

(vil kaste flasken imod et fjeldstykke.)
 

MARGIT 

(griber hans arm). 
 Nej vent! Lad mig få den. 
 Se så!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Du vil –?
 

MARGIT. 
 Skænke den til nøkken dernede. 
 Han har mig så tidt forlystet med sit spil 
 og sunget mig mangt underligt kvæde. 
 Giv hid. 

(tager flasken ud af hans hånd.)
 Der er den! 

(lader som om hun kasted den i elven.)
 

GUDMUND 

(går mod højre og ser ned i dybet). 
 Kasted du den ud?
 

MARGIT 

(idet hun skjuler flasken). 
 Ja visst; du så jo – 

(hvisker, går hen imod huset.)
 Nu hjælpe mig gud! 
 Nu må det briste eller bære! 

(højere.)
 Hør, Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND 

(nærmer sig). 
 Hvad vil du?
 

MARGIT. 
 Et må du mig lære; 
 du må tyde mig grant det gamle kvæde, 
 som er gjort om kirken dernede. 
 Det var sig en frue og dertil en svend; 
 alt så havde de hinanden kær. 
 Den dag de bar hende til jorden hen, 
 han blødede ved sit sværd. 
 Hun jordedes syd under kirkevæg, 
 han stædtes til mulde i nord; – 
 der trivedes fordum hverken siljer eller hæg 
 alt i den viede jord; – 
 men næste vår på de grave to 
 der vokste de fagreste liljeblommer; 
 over kirketaget så monne de gro 
 og grønnes tilhobe både vinter og sommer. 
 Kan du tyde mig det kvæde?
 

GUDMUND 

(ser forskende på hende). 
 Jeg véd ikke ret –
 

MARGIT. 
 Vel sandt, det kan tydes på mange sæt; 
 men jeg tror nu den retteste mening er: 
 kirken kan ej skille to, som har hinanden kær.
 

GUDMUND 

(sagte). 
 Alle helgener, dersom –! Da er det på tide, 
 at hun får det hele at vide. 

(højt.)
 Svar mig, Margit, – vil du mit held?
 

MARGIT 

(glad, bevæget). 
 Om jeg vil!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Ja, jeg mener –
 

MARGIT. 
 Sig frem!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Nu vel. 
 Du kunde gøre mig så rig og så fro –
 

MARGIT 

(frembrydende). 
 Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Hør mig; jeg vil dig fortro – 

(Han standser pludselig. Stemmer og latter høres henne ved elvebredden.)


(Signe og nogle unge piger kommer fra højre. Knut, Erik og flere yngre mænd er i følge med dem.)
 

KNUT 

(endnu i frastand). 
 Gudmund Alfsøn! Vent; jeg må tale et ord med dig. 

(Han bliver stående i samtale med Erik. De øvrige fremmede går imidlertid ind i huset.)
 

MARGIT 

(for sig selv). 
 Gøre ham så rig og fro –! Hvad kan han andet mene, end –! (halvhøjt.) Signe, – kære, kære søster! 

(Hun griber Signe om livet og går samtalende med hende op mod baggrunden.)
 

GUDMUND 

(sagte, idet han følger dem med øjnene). 
 Ja, sådan er det rådeligst. Både Signe og jeg må fra Solhaug. Knut Gæsling har jo vist sig som min ven; han hjælper mig nok.
 

KNUT 

(sagte til Erik). 
 Jo, jo, siger jeg; Gudmund er hendes frænde; han kan bedst tale min sag.
 

ERIK. 
 Nå, som du vil da. 

(han går ind i huset.)
 

KNUT 

(kommer nærmere). 
 Hør, Gudmund –
 

GUDMUND 

(smilende). 
 Kommer du for at sige mig, at du ikke længer tør lade mig gå fri?
 

KNUT. 
 Tør? Vær du rolig for det; Knut Gæsling tør alt, hvad han vil. Nej, det er noget andet. – Du véd jo, jeg gælder her i bygden for en vild, ustyrlig karl –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Ja, og hvis ikke rygtet lyver, så –
 

KNUT. 
 Å nej, mangt og meget kan jo være sandt nok. Men nu skal du høre – 

(de går i samtale opover mod baggrunden.)
 

SIGNE 

(til Margit, idet de kommer nedover ved huset). 
 Jeg forstår dig ikke. Du taler, som om en uventet lykke var bleven dig til del. Hvad er det vel, du mener?
 

MARGIT. 
 Signe, – du er et barn endnu; du véd ikke hvad det vil sige at færdes i en evig rædsel for at –. (pludselig afbrydende.) Tænk dig, Signe, at måtte visne og dø uden at have levet!
 

SIGNE 

(ser forundret og hovedrystende på hende). 
 Nej men, Margit –?
 

MARGIT. 
 Ja, ja, du fatter det ikke; lige godt – 

(de går samtalende opover igen.)


(Gudmund og Knut kommer nedover på den anden side.)
 

GUDMUND. 
 Nu, hvis det er sådan fat, – dersom dette vilde liv ikke huer dig længer, så vil jeg skænke dig det bedste råd, som nogen ven har i eje: fæst dig en ærbar ungmø til hustru.
 

KNUT. 
 Se, se. Og hvis jeg nu sagde dig, at det er lige det samme, jeg har tænkt på?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Held og lykke da, Knut Gæsling! Og nu må du vide, at også jeg –
 

KNUT. 
 Du? Går du også med slige tanker?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Ja vel gør jeg; – men kongens vrede –; jeg er jo en fredløs mand –
 

KNUT. 
 Ej, det skal du lidet agte. Der er jo ingen her, uden fru Margit, som véd besked om det endnu; og så længe jeg er din ven, så har du en, du fuldt kan lide på. Hør nu bare – 

(han fortsætter hviskende, idet de igen går opover.)
 

SIGNE, 

(idet hun og Margit atter kommer tilbage). 
 Men så sig mig da, Margit –!
 

MARGIT. 
 Mere tør jeg ikke sige dig.
 

SIGNE. 
 Da vil jeg være ærligere mod dig. Men svar mig først på et. (undsélig, nølende.) Er der – er der ingen, som har sagt dig noget om mig?
 

MARGIT. 
 Om dig? Nej; hvad skulde det være?
 

SIGNE, 

(som før; ser ned for sig). 
 Du spurgte mig imorges: hvis en bejler red sig hid –?
 

MARGIT. 
 Det er sandt. (sagte.) Knut Gæsling –; skulde han allerede –? (spændt, til Signe.) Nu? Og så?
 

SIGNE 

(sagte, jublende). 
 Bejleren er kommen! Han er kommen, Margit! Dengang vidste jeg ikke, hvem du mente; men nu –!
 

MARGIT. 
 Og hvad har du svaret ham?
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, det véd jeg ikke. (slår armene om hendes hals.) Men verden tykkes mig så fager og rig fra den stund, han sagde mig, at han havde mig kær.
 

MARGIT. 
 Men, Signe, Signe; jeg fatter ikke, at du så snart –! Du har jo neppe kendt ham før idag.
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, jeg forstår mig endnu så lidet på kærlighed; men det véd jeg, sandt er det, som der står i visen: 
      den spirer så let; i den flygtigste stund 
      fæster den rødder i hjertets grund –
 

MARGIT. 
 Lad så være. Og når så er, da har jeg ikke længer nødig at dølge noget for dig. Ah – 

(Hun standser pludselig, da hun ser Knut og Gudmund komme nærmere.)
 

KNUT 

(fornøjet). 
 Se, det må jeg vel lide, Gudmund. Her er min hånd.
 

MARGIT 

(sagte). 
 Hvad er det?
 

GUDMUND 

(til Knut). 
 Og her er min. 

(de ryster hinandens hænder.)
 

KNUT. 
 Men nu vil vi også nævne, begge to, hvem det er –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Godt. Her på Solhaug, mellem alle de fagre kvinder, har jeg fundet den, som –
 

KNUT. 
 Jeg lige så. Og jeg fører hende herfra endnu inat, hvis det gøres behov.
 

MARGIT, 

(der ubemærket har nærmet sig). 
 Alle helgener!
 

GUDMUND 

(nikker til Knut). 
 Det samme er også min agt.
 

SIGNE, 

(der ligeledes har lyttet). 
 Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND OG KNUT, 

(hviskende til hinanden, idet de begge peger på Signe). 
 Der er hun.
 

GUDMUND 

(studsende). 
 Ja, min.
 

KNUT 

(ligeså). 
 Nej, min!
 

MARGIT 

(sagte, halvt orvildet). 
 Signe!
 

GUDMUND 

(som før, til Knut). 
 Hvad mener du med det?
 

KNUT. 
 Det er jo Signe, som jeg vil –
 

GUDMUND. 
 Signe! Signe er min fæstemø for gud.
 

MARGIT 

(med et skrig). 
 Hende var det! Nej, – nej!
 

GUDMUND 

(sagte, idet han ser hende). 
 Margit! Hun har hørt alt.
 

KNUT. 
 Ej, ej; er det sådan fat? Hør, fru Margit, I har ikke nødig at lade så forundret; jeg skønner nu det hele.
 

MARGIT 

(til Signe). 
 Men du sagde jo nys –? (fatter pludselig sammenhængen.) Gudmund var det, du mente!
 

SIGNE 

(forundret). 
 Ja, vidste du ikke det! Men hvad fattes dig, Margit?
 

MARGIT 

(med næsten toneløs stemme). 
 Å intet, intet.
 

KNUT 

(til Margit). 
 Og imorges, da I fik mit ord på, at jeg ingen ufred skulde yppe her ikveld, – I har da vidst, at Gudmund Alfsøn var ivente. Ha, ha, bild jer aldrig ind, at I kan drive gæk med Knut Gæsling! Signe er bleven mig kær. Endnu før middag var det bare mit ubesindige løfte, som drev mig til at bejle efter hende; men nu –
 

SIGNE 

(til Margit). 
 Han? Det var bejleren, du tænkte på?
 

MARGIT. 
 Stille, stille!
 

KNUT 

(hårdt og bestemt). 
 Fru Margit, – I er hendes ældre søster; et svar skal I give mig.
 

MARGIT 

(kæmpende med sig selv). 
 Signe har alt kåret sin brudgom; – jeg kan intet svare.
 

KNUT. 
 Det er godt; så har jeg ikke mere at gøre på Solhaug. Men efter midnat, – mærk jer det, – da er dagen til ende; da tør I nok få se mig igen, og så får lykken råde for, hvem der skal føre Signe fra gården, Gudmund eller jeg.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Ja, prøv du kun; det skal koste dig så blodig en pande!
 

SIGNE 

(angst). 
 Gudmund! For alle helgener –!
 

KNUT. 
 Vær spag; vær bare spag, Gudmund Alfsøn! Før solen rinder skal du være i min magt. Og hun, – din fæstemø –. (går hen til døren, vinker og råber dæmpet.) Erik! Erik, kom her! Afsted til vore frænder! (truende, mens Erik viser sig i døren.) Ja, ve jer alle, når jeg kommer igen! 

(Han og Erik går ud til venstre i baggrunden.)
 

SIGNE 

(sagte til Gudmund). 
 Å, men så sig mig, hvad skal alt dette betyde.
 

GUDMUND, 

(hviskende). 
 Vi må begge rejse fra Solhaug endnu inat.
 

SIGNE. 
 Gud stå mig bi, – du vil –!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Tal ikke om det! Ikke et ord til noget menneske; ikke engang til din søster.
 

MARGIT 

(hen for sig). 
 Hende, – hende er det! Hende, som han knapt har tænkt på før ikveld. Havde jeg været fri, så véd jeg nok hvem han havde kåret. – Ja, fri! 

(Bengt og gæsterne, mænd og kvinder, kommer ud fra huset.)
 

UNGE PIGER OG SVENDE 

(synger). 
      Herude, herude skal gildet stå, 
      alt mens de fugle blunde, 
      hvor lystigt at lege mellem blomster små 
      i birkelunde. 


      Herude, herude skal lyst og skemt 
      lyde fra alle munde, 
      al kvide må ende, når fedlen er stemt 
      i birkelunde.
 

BENGT. 
 Se, sådan skal det være! Det må jeg lide! Jeg er lystig, og min hustru ligervis; og derfor skal I være lystige alle sammen.
 

EN AF GÆSTERNE. 
 Ja, lad os nu få en stevkamp!
 

MANGE 

(råber). 
 Ja, ja, en stevkamp!
 

EN ANDEN GÆST. 
 Nej, lad være med det; det vækker bare ufred i laget. (med dæmpet stemme.) I drages vel til minde, at Knut Gæsling er på gården ikveld.
 

FLERE 

(hviskende mellem hverandre). 
 Ja, ja, det er sandt. I mindes sidst, da han –. Det er bedst at vogte sig.
 

EN GAMMEL MAND. 
 Men I, fru Margit –; jeg véd, eders slægt var altid sagnkyndig, og I selv kunde mange vakkre eventyr, alt imens I var barn.
 

MARGIT. 
 Ak, jeg har glemt dem alle tilhobe. Men spørg Gudmund Alfsøn, min frænde; han kender et eventyr, som er lystigt nok.
 

GUDMUND 

(dæmpet, bedende). 
 Margit –!
 

MARGIT. 
 Ej, hvilket klageligt ansigt du sætter op! Vær lystig, Gudmund! Vær lystig! Ja, ja, det falder dig ikke så let, kan jeg tro. (leende, til gæsterne.) Han har set huldren ikveld. Hun vilde forlokke ham; men Gudmund er en trofast svend. (vender sig atter til Gudmund.) Nu ja, eventyret er ikke endt endnu. Når du fører din hjertenskær over hej og gennem skove, så vend dig aldrig om; se dig aldrig tilbage; – huldren sidder bag hver en busk og ler; og til slut – (med dæmpet stemme, idet hun træder tæt hen til ham:) kommer du dog ikke længer end hun vil. 

(hun går over mod højre.)
 

SIGNE 

(sagte). 
 Å gud, å gud!
 

BENGT 

(går fornøjet om mellem gæsterne). 
 Ha, ha, ha! Fru Margit véd at sætte det sammen! Når hun først vil, så gør hun det meget bedre end jeg.
 

GUDMUND 

(for sig selv). 
 Hun truer; jeg må rive det sidste håb fra hende; før bliver hun ikke rolig tilsinds. (vender sig til de fremmede.) Jeg kender et lidet kvæde. Hvis det lyster eder at høre, så –
 

FLERE AF GÆSTERNE. 
 Tak, tak, Gudmund Alfsøn! 

(Man slutter sig om ham, nogle siddende, andre stående. Margit læner sig til et træ foran til højre. Signe står til venstre nær ved huset.)
 

GUDMUND 

(synger). 
      Jeg red mig udi lunde, 
      jeg sejled over sø; 
      det var sig i mit væne hjem, 
      der fæsted jeg min mø. 


      Det var den alfekvinde, 
      hun er så led og gram: 
      ret aldrig skal den jomfru skær 
      til kirken følge ham. 


      Hør mig, du alfekvinde, 
      lad fare den besvær; 
      to hjerter kan ej skilles ad, 
      som har hinanden kær!
 

EN GAMMEL MAND. 
 Det er et vakkert kvæde. Se, hvor de unge svende skotter did hen. (peger mod pigerne.) Ja, ja, hver har vel sin, kan jeg tro.
 

BENGT 

(gør miner til Margit). 
 Ja, jeg har min, det véd jeg visst. Ha-ha-ha!
 

MARGIT 

(sagte, bævende). 
 Å, at måtte lide al den spot og spe! Nej, nej; nu må den sidste redning fristes.
 

BENGT. 
 Hvad fattes dig? Mig tykkes, du er så bleg.
 

MARGIT. 
 Det går snart over. (vender sig til gæsterne.) Det bæres mig for, som jeg nys sagde, jeg havde glemt alle mine eventyr. Men jeg tror dog, jeg mindes et.
 

BENGT. 
 Ret så, min hustru! Kom med det.
 

UNGE PIGER 

(bedende). 
 Ja, fortæl, fortæl, fru Margit!
 

MARGIT. 
 Næsten er jeg bange for, det vil lidet hue jer; men det får nu være.
 

GUDMUND 

(sagte). 
 Alle helgener, hun vil da vel ikke –!
 

MARGIT. 
 Det var sig en ungmø fager og fin, 
 hun sad i sin faders gård; 
 hun sømmed i silke, hun sømmed i lin; – 
 så lidet den gammen forslår. 
 Hun sad så ene med sorrig og gru; 
 der var tomt i hal og i stue; 
 den jomfru liden var stolt i hu, 
 hende lysted at vorde en adelsfrue. – 
 Det var sig bergkongen, red han fra nord, 
 kom han til gårde med guld og med svende; 
 tredje dags natten hjemad han foer 
 alt med sin brud, – med hende. 
 I berget sad hun hel mangen sommer, 
 af guldhorn kunde hun mjøden tømme, 
 i dalen trives de yndigste blommer, – 
 hun sanked dem kun i drømme. – 
 Det var sig den ungersvend bold og god; 
 vel kunde han lege på gyldne strenge; 
 det klang til bergets inderste rod, 
 hvor hun havde siddet så længe. 
 Så underligt blev hun tilsinde derved; – 
 op sprang fjeldets port som en bue; 
 over dalene lå gud faders fred, 
 og al den herlighed kunde hun skue. 
 Det var som om nu, for første gang, 
 hun var vækket til liv ved harpeklang, 
 som om hun først nu forstod at finde 
 den rigdom, verden slutter inde. 
 Og vel må I vide, hver og en, 
 at den, som er fængslet til fjeldets sten, 
 kan løses så let ved harpeleg! 
 Han så hende bunden, hørte hun skreg, – 
 men han slængte sin harpe bort i en vrå, 
 hejsede silkesejlet i rå, 
 stævnede over den salte sø 
 til fremmede lande med sin fæstemø. 

(i stigende lidenskab.)
 Du legte så fagert på strengenes guld; 
 thi svulmer min barm så kæk og fuld! 
 Jeg må ud, jeg må ud i de grønne dale! 
 Jeg dør herinde i fjeldets sale! 
 Han håner mig kun! Han favner sin mø 
 og stævner over den salte sø! 

(skriger.)
 Med mig er det ude; berget er lukket! 
 Solen lyser ikke mere; alle stjerner er slukket. 

(hun vakler og segner afmægtig over mod en træstamme.)
 

SIGNE 

(grædende, er ilet til og opfanger hende i sine arme). 
 

GUDMUND 

(på samme tid, støtter hende). 
 Hjælp, hjælp; hun dør! 

(Bengt og gæsterne stimler under forskrækkede udråb sammen om dem.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Stuen på Solhaug ligesom før men nu i uorden efter gildet. Det er fremdeles nat; en mild dæmring er udbredt over værelset og over landskabet udenfor.)

 

(Bengt står i den åbne svalegang med en ølbolle i hånden. En flok gæster er i færd med at forlade gården. Inde i stuen går en pige og rydder op.)
 

BENGT 

(råber til de bortdragende.)

 Guds fred da, og vel mødt igen på Solhaug! I kunde ellers gerne blevet her og sovet ud, I, lige så vel som de andre. Nå ja, ja –; nej vent; jeg følger med til ledet; jeg må drikke jer til endnu en gang.
 

GÆSTERNE 

(synger i frastand). 
      Guds fred og farvel til hver og en, 
      som har på gården hjemme! 
      Nu går vor sti over stok og sten; – 
      frisk op; du må fedlen stemme! 
      Med dans og med sang 
      skal vi korte den vej så tung og lang. 
      Hej, lystig afsted! 

(Sangen taber sig mere og mere i det fjerne.)


(Margit kommer ind i stuen gennem døren til venstre.)
 

PIGEN. 
 Krist fri mig, min frue, er I ståt op?
 

MARGIT. 
 Jeg er frisk og vel; du kan gå ned og sove. Vent; sig mig, er alle gæsterne borte?
 

PIGEN. 
 Nej, ikke alle; en del bliver til udover dagen; de sover visst allerede.
 

MARGIT. 
 Og Gudmund Alfsøn –?
 

PIGEN. 
 Han sover nok også. (peger mod højre.) For lidt siden gik han ind i sit kammer, der, lige over gangen.
 

MARGIT. 
 Godt; du kan gå. 

(Pigen går ud til venstre.)


(Margit går langsomt hen over gulvet, sætter sig ved bordet til højre og ser ud mod det åbne vindu.)
 

MARGIT. 
 Imorgen så drager vel Gudmund herfra, 
 han drager vel ud i den verden vide; 
 jeg sidder igen med min husbond, og da –; 
 mig vil det gå som blomsterne små, 
 som den fattige urt, som det knækkede strå, – 
 jeg har kun at visne og lide. 

(kort ophold; hun læner sig i stolen.)
 Jeg hørte en gang om et blindfødt barn, 
 som voksede op i leg og i glæde; 
 moderen spandt et trolddoms-garn, 
 som mægtede lys over øjet at sprede. 
 Og barnet skued med undrende lyst 
 over berg og sø, over dal og kyst. 
 Da svigted de koglende kunster brat, 
 og barnet gik atter i mulm og nat; 
 det var forbi med gammen og lege; 
 af savn og længsel blev kinderne blege; 
 det sygnede hen og leved alle dage 
 i en evig, en unævnelig klage. – 
 Ak, også mine øjne var blinde 
 for sommerens liv og for lysets skær – 

(hun springer op.)
 Men nu –! Og så stænges i buret inde! 
 Nej, nej, min ungdom er mere værd. 
 Tre år af mit liv har jeg offret ham, 
 min husbond; men nu må det briste. 
 Mægted jeg længere sligt at friste, 
 måtte jeg være som duen tam. 
 Her kedes jeg tildøde af smålig kiv; 
 gennem verden går der et bølgende liv; – 
 Gudmund vil jeg følge med skjold og med bue, 
 dele hans fryd og mildne hans kummer, 
 vogte hans fjed og værge hans slummer; 
 alt folket skal undrende stå, når de skue 
 den bolde ridder og Margit, hans viv. – 
 Hans viv! 

(slår hænderne sammen.)
 Å herre, tilgiv, tilgiv; 
 jeg véd ikke selv, hvad jeg taler. 
 Send mig din fred, som læger og svaler. 

(går en stund i grublende taushed.)
 Signe, min søster –? Hende jeg skulde 
 lægge før tiden i mulde? 
 Og dog –? Hvem véd? Hun er ung endnu; 
 hun bærer ham vel ikke så dybt i sin hu. 

(atter taushed; hun tager den lille flaske frem, ser længe på den og siger sagte:)
 I denne flaske –; med den jeg kunde –; 
 så måtte min husbond for evig blunde. 

(i skræk.)
 Nej, nej, den skal kastes på elvens bund! 

(vil kaste den ud af vinduet, men standser.)
 Og dog, – jeg kunde i denne stund –. 

(hvisker med et blandet udtryk af gysen og henrykkelse.)
 Hvad for en fristende, koglende magt 
 er der dog ikke i synden lagt! 
 Mig tykkes, den lykke vinder i pris, 
 som må købes med blod, med min sjæls forlis. 

(Bengt, med den tomme ølbolle i hånden, kommer ind fra svalegangen; hans ansigt blusser; han går med usikkre skridt.)
 

BENGT 

(slænger bollen på bordet til venstre). 
 Se så; det var et gilde, som vil spørges ud over alle bygder. (får øje på Margit.) Nå, er du der? Du er kommen dig igen. Det må jeg lide.
 

MARGIT, 

(der imidlertid har gemt flasken). 
 Er porten lukket?
 

BENGT 

(sætter sig ved bordet til venstre). 
 Jeg har sørget for al ting. Jeg fulgte de sidste gæster ned til ledet. Men hvor blev Knut Gæsling af ikveld? – Lad mig få mjød, Margit! Jeg er tørstig. Fyld mig bægeret der. 

(Margit henter en mjødkande fra et skab og skænker i bægeret, der står foran ham på bordet.)
 

MARGIT 

(går med kanden over til højre). 
 Du spurgte om Knut Gæsling.
 

BENGT. 
 Ja visst gjorde jeg. Den praler, – den storskryder! Jeg mindes nok, at han trued mig igår morges.
 

MARGIT 

(sætter kanden på bordet til højre). 
 Han brugte værre ord inat, da han rejste.
 

BENGT. 
 Gjorde han? Det er godt. Jeg vil slå ham ihjæl.
 

MARGIT 

(smiler foragteligt). 
 Hm –
 

BENGT. 
 Jeg vil slå ham ihjæl, siger jeg! Jeg er ikke ræd for at møde ti slige karle som han. Ude på stabburet hænger min farfaders økse; skaftet er indlagt med sølv, og når jeg kommer med den, så –! (slår i bordet og drikker.) Imorgen ruster jeg mig; jeg drager ud med alle mine mænd og slår Knut Gæsling ihjæl. 

(han drikker tilbunds.)
 

MARGIT 

(sagte). 
 Å, at måtte leve her med ham! 

(hun vil gå.)
 

BENGT. 
 Margit, kom her! Fyld mig mit bæger igen. (hun nærmer sig; han drager hende ned på sit knæ.) Ha-ha-ha; du er vakker, Margit! Jeg holder af dig.
 

MARGIT 

(river sig løs). 
 Slip mig! 

(hun går med bægeret over til højre.)
 

BENGT. 
 Du er ikke føjelig ikveld. Ha-ha-ha; du mener det vel ikke så ilde.
 

MARGIT 

(sagte idet hun skænker i bægeret). 
 Var det så sandt det sidste bæger jeg skænkte for dig. 

(hun lader bægeret blive stående og vil gå ud til venstre.)
 

BENGT. 
 Hør du, Margit. En ting kan du takke himlen for, og det er, at jeg tog dig tilægte, før Gudmund Alfsøn kom igen.
 

MARGIT 

(standser ved døren). 
 Hvorfor det?
 

BENGT. 
 Jo, for hele hans eje er ikke tiende delen så stort som mit. Og det er jeg sikker på, at han havde bejlet efter dig, ifald du ikke havde været frue på Solhaug.
 

MARGIT 

(kommer nærmere; skotter til bægeret). 
 Tror du?
 

BENGT. 
 Jeg tør sværge på det, Margit. Bengt Gautesøn har to kloge øjne i panden. Men nu kan han jo tage Signe.
 

MARGIT. 
 Og du tænker, han vil –?
 

BENGT. 
 Tage hende? Å ja, siden han ikke kan få dig. Men havde du været fri, så –. Ha-ha-ha, Gudmund er ligesom de andre; han misunder mig, at jeg er din husbond. Det er derfor, jeg kan så godt lide dig, Margit. – Hid med bægeret! Fuldt til randen!
 

MARGIT 

(går modstræbende over til højre). 
 Ret nu skal du få det.
 

BENGT. 
 Knut Gæsling bejlede jo også efter Signe; men ham vil jeg slå ihjæl. Gudmund er en hæderlig karl; han skal få hende. Tænk dig, Margit, hvor godt vi skal leve sammen som grander. Så drager vi på gæsteri til hinanden, og så sidder vi, så lang dagen er, hver med sin hustru på skødet, og drikker og snakker sammen om løst og fast.
 

MARGIT 

(røber en stedse stigende sjælekamp; uvilkårligt har hun taget flasken frem, medens hun siger:)

 Ja vel; ja vel.
 

BENGT. 
 Ha-ha-ha; i førstningen, tænker jeg, Gudmund vil se lidt umildt til mig, når jeg favner dig; men sligt forvinder han snart, kan jeg tro.
 

MARGIT 

(sagte). 
 Dette er mere end et menneske kan bære! (hælder indholdet af flasken i bægeret, går hen til vinduet, kaster den ud og siger uden at se på ham:) Dit bæger er fuldt.
 

BENGT. 
 Så hid med det!
 

MARGIT 

(kæmper i angst og tvil; endelig siger hun): 
 Drik ikke mere inat!
 

BENGT 

(leende, idet han læner sig bagover i stolen): 
 Nå; venter du kanske på mig? (blinker til hende.) Gå du bare; jeg kommer snart efter.
 

MARGIT 

(pludselig bestemt). 
 Dit bæger er fuldt. (peger.) Der står det. 

(hun går hurtigt ud til venstre.)
 

BENGT 

(rejser sig). 
 Jeg kan godt lide hende. Det angrer mig ikke, at jeg tog hende til ægte, skønt hun ikke ejed mere arvegods, end bægeret der og de søljer, hun stod brud med. 

(han går til bordet ved vinduet og tager bægeret.)


(En huskarl kommer ilsomt og forskrækket ind fra baggrunden.)
 

HUSKARLEN 

(råber). 
 Herr Bengt, herr Bengt, I skynde jer ud det rappeste I kan! Knut Gæsling stævner med et væbnet følge op mod gården.
 

BENGT 

(sætter bægeret ned). 
 Knut Gæsling? Hvem siger det?
 

HUSKARLEN. 
 Nogle af eders gæster så ham nede på vejen, og så løb de ilsomt tilbage for at vare jer ad.
 

BENGT. 
 Godt; så skal jeg da også –! Hent mig min farfaders økse! 

(han og huskarlen går ud i baggrunden.)


(Lidt efter kommer Gudmund og Signe sagte og varsomt ind gennem døren til højre.)
 

SIGNE 

(dæmpet). 
 Det må da så være!
 

GUDMUND 

(ligeså). 
 Den yderste nød 
 tvinger os.
 

SIGNE. 
 Ak, at drage 
 som flygtning fra bygden, hvor jeg er født –! 

(tørrer øjnene.)
 Og dog, jeg vil ikke klage; 
 det er jo for din skyld, jeg drager afsted. 
 Gudmund, havde du kongens fred, 
 jeg blev hos min søster.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Og næste dag 
 så kom Knut Gæsling med sværd og bue, 
 og løfted dig op på gangerens bag, 
 og gjorde dig til sin frue.
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, lad os flygte! Men hvor går vi hen?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Ude ved fjorden har jeg en ven; 
 han skaffer os et skib. Over salte vande 
 sejle vi ned til de danske strande. 
 Der, kan du tro, det er dejligt at bo; 
 der vil du finde det fagert at bygge; 
 der monne de væneste blomster gro 
 alt under bøgenes skygge.
 

SIGNE 

(brister i gråd). 
 Min arme søster, – far vel, far vel! 
 Som en moder har du mig vogtet og fredet, 
 har ledet min fod, har til himlen bedet 
 den frommeste bøn for mit held. – 
 Se, Gudmund, – lad os i dette bæger 
 drikke hende til; lad os ønske, at snart 
 hendes sind må igen vorde frejdigt og klart, 
 og at gud hendes kvide læger. 

(hun tager bægeret.)
 

GUDMUND. 
 Det vil vi; vi drikke tilbunds for hende. 

(studsende.)
 Nej stands! 

(tager bægeret fra hende.)
 Dette bæger skulde jeg kende.
 

SIGNE. 
 Det er Margits bæger.
 

GUDMUND 

(ser nøje på det). 
 Ved himlen, – ja, 
 nu mindes jeg –. Dengang jeg drog herfra 
 monne mosten i bægeret gløde; 
 hun drak mig til på et frydeligt møde; 
 men det blev hende selv til sorg og nød. 
 Nej, Signe, drik aldrig most eller mjød 
 af dette bæger. 

(slår indholdet ud af vinduet.)
 Vi må afsted. 

(Larm og råb udenfor i baggrunden.)
 

SIGNE. 
 Hys! – Gudmund, jeg hører stemmer og fjed!
 

GUDMUND 

(lyttende). 
 Knut Gæslings røst!
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, frels os, gud!
 

GUDMUND 

(stiller sig foran hende). 
 Frygt ikke; vel skal jeg værge min brud. 

(Margit kommer ilsomt fra venstre.)
 

MARGIT 

(lyttende til larmen). 
 Hvad gælder det? Er min husbond –?
 

GUDMUND OG SIGNE. 
 Margit!
 

MARGIT 

(får øje på dem). 
 Gudmund! Og Signe! Er I her?
 

SIGNE 

(imod hende). 
 Margit, – kære søster!
 

MARGIT 

(forfærdet, idet hun bemærker bægeret, som Gudmund har beholdt i hånden). 
 Bægeret! Hvem har tømt det?
 

GUDMUND 

(forvirret). 
 Tømt –? Jeg og Signe, vi vilde –
 

MARGIT 

(skriger). 
 Nåde, nåde! Hjælp! De dør!
 

GUDMUND 

(sætter bægeret fra sig). 
 Margit –!
 

SIGNE. 
 Å gud, hvad fejler dig!
 

MARGIT 

(mod baggrunden). 
 Hjælp, hjælp! Vil da ingen hjælpe! 

(En huskarl kommer skyndsomt fra svalegangen.)
 

HUSKARLEN 

(råber forskrækket): 
 Fru Margit! Eders husbond –!
 

MARGIT. 
 Han! Har også han drukket –?
 

GUDMUND 

(sagte). 
 Ah, nu fatter jeg –
 

HUSKARLEN. 
 Knut Gæsling har fældet ham!
 

SIGNE. 
 Fældet!
 

GUDMUND 

(drager sværdet). 
 Endnu ikke, vil jeg håbe. (hvisker til Margit.) Vær rolig; ingen har drukket af bægeret der.
 

MARGIT. 
 Da priset være gud, som frelste os alle! 

(hun synker ned i en stol til venstre. Gudmund vil ile ud i baggrunden.)
 

EN ANDEN HUSKARL 

(i døren, standser ham). 
 I kommer for sent. Herr Bengt er død.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Altså dog fældet.
 

HUSKARLEN. 
 Gæsterne og eders folk har fåt bugt med voldsmændene. Knut Gæsling og hans mænd er bundne. Der kommer de. 

(Gudmunds svende, gæster og huskarle fører Knut Gæsling, Erik fra Hægge og flere af Knuts mænd bundne mellem sig.)
 

KNUT 

(bleg og stille). 
 Manddraber, Gudmund. Hvad siger du til det?
 

GUDMUND. 
 Knut, Knut, hvad har du gjort?
 

ERIK. 
 Det var en vådesgerning, det kan jeg sværge på.
 

KNUT. 
 Han løb imod mig med løftet økse; jeg vilde værge for mig, og så hug jeg uforvarende til.
 

ERIK. 
 Her er mange, som så på det.
 

KNUT. 
 Fru Margit, kræv hvad bod I vil; jeg er rede til at betale den.
 

MARGIT. 
 Jeg kræver intet. Gud må dømme os alle. Dog jo, – et kræver jeg; lad fare eders onde anslag imod min søster.
 

KNUT. 
 Aldrig skal jeg mere prøve på at løse mit usalige løfte. Tro mig, jeg skal bedre mig. Bare jeg ikke får lide en uhæderlig straf for min gerning. (til Gudmund.) Skulde du komme til ære og værdighed igen, så tal godt for mig hos kongen.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Jeg? Endnu før dagen er omme, må jeg ud af landet. 

(Studsen blandt gæsterne; Erik forklarer dem hviskende sammenhængen.)
 

MARGIT 

(til Gudmund). 
 Du rejser? Og Signe vil følge dig?
 

SIGNE 

(bedende). 
 Margit!
 

MARGIT. 
 Lykke være med jer begge!
 

SIGNE 

(om hendes hals). 
 Kære søster!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Tak, Margit. Og nu farvel. (lyttende.) Hys; jeg hører hovslag i gården.
 

SIGNE 

(angst). 
 Der kommer fremmede folk!
 

EN HUSKARL 

(i døren i baggrunden). 
 Kongens mænd står udenfor. De søger Gudmund Alfsøn.
 

SIGNE. 
 Å, herre i himlen!
 

MARGIT 

(farer op i skræk). 
 Kongens mænd!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Så er alt forbi! Å, Signe, at miste dig nu, – det var det tungeste, jeg kunde friste.
 

KNUT. 
 Nej, Gudmund, dyrt skal du sælge livet; løs os; vi er alle rede til at slå for dig.
 

ERIK 

(ser ud). 
 Det nytter ikke; de er os for mandstærke.
 

SIGNE. 
 De kommer her ind! Å Gudmund, Gudmund! 

(Kongens sendebud med følge kommer ind fra baggrunden.)
 

SENDEBUDET. 
 I kongens navn og ærend søger jeg eder, Gudmund Alfsøn.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Godt. Men jeg er skyldfri, det sværger jeg højt og dyrt!
 

SENDEBUDET. 
 Det véd vi alle.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Hvorledes? 

(Bevægelse blandt de forsamlede.)
 

SENDEBUDET. 
 Jeg har befaling at byde eder til gæst i kongens gård. Han skænker eder sit venskab som før, og rige forleninger dertil.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Signe!
 

SIGNE. 
 Gudmund!
 

GUDMUND. 
 Men så sig mig da –?
 

SENDEBUDET. 
 Eders avindsmand, kansleren Audun Hugleiksøn er falden.
 

GUDMUND. 
 Kansleren!
 

GÆSTERNE 

(halvhøjt, til hverandre). 
 Falden!
 

SENDEBUDET. 
 For tre dage siden mistede han hovedet i Bergen. (med dæmpet stemme.) Han havde krænket Norges dronning.
 

MARGIT 

(går hen mellem Gudmund og Signe). 
 Så følger straffen i brødens fjed! 
 Skærmende engle, fromme og milde, 
 har nådigt skuet inat til mig ned 
 og reddet mig før det var for silde. 
 Nu véd jeg, at livet vil mere sige 
 end jordens gammen, end verdens rige. 
 Jeg har følt den anger, den rædsel vild, 
 som kommer, når sjælen er sat på spil. – 
 Til den hellige Sunnives kloster jeg går –. 

(da Gudmund og Signe vil tale.)
 Stille! At rokke mig intet formår. 

(lægger deres hænder sammen.)
 Gudmund, – før hende hjem som brud. 
 Eders pagt er from; den skærmes af gud! 
 (Hun vinker til afsked og går mod venstre. Gudmund og Signe vil følge hende. Margit standser dem med en afværgende bevægelse, går ud og lukker døren efter sig. I samme øjeblik står solen op og kaster sit skær ind i stuen.)
 

GUDMUND. 
 Signe, – min viv! – Se, dagen rinder; 
 det er vor unge kærligheds dag!
 

SIGNE. 
 Mine bedste drømme, mine fagreste minder 
 skylder jeg dig og din harpes slag. 
 Min ædle sanger, – i sorrig og lyst 
 slå kun din harpe, som bedst du lærte; 
 tro mig, der er strenge dybt i mit bryst, 
 som skal svare dig i fryd og i smerte.
 

KORSANG 

(af mænd og kvinder). 
      Over jorden vogter lysets øje, 
      værner kærligt om den frommes fjed, 
      sender trøstens milde stråler ned; – 
      lovet være herren i det høje!
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FØRSTE AKT
 

(En stue på Østråt. Gennem den åbne dør i baggrunden ses riddersalen i svagt månelys, som fra og til strejfer ind gennem et dybt buevindu på den modsatte væg. Til højre udgangsdør; foran samme et vindu med forhæng. På venstre side en dør, som fører ind til de indre værelser; nærmere mod forgrunden et stort åbent ildsted, der belyser stuen. Det er stormfuld aften.) 
 

(Kammersvenden Bjørn og hustjeneren Finn sidder ved ildstedet. Densidste er beskæftiget med at afpudse en hjelm. Forskellige våbenstykker, et sværd og et skjold ligger ved siden af dem.)
 

FINN 

(efter et ophold). 
 Hvem var Knut Alfsøn?
 

BJØRN. 
 Herskabet siger, han var Norges sidste riddersmand.
 

FINN. 
 Og Danskerne fældte ham jo i Oslo-fjord?
 

BJØRN. 
 Spørg en femårs gut, ifald du ikke véd det.
 

FINN. 
 Så Knut Alfsøn var altså vor sidste riddersmand? Og nu er han død og borte! (idet han holder hjelmen ivejret). Ja, så kan du gerne finde dig i at hænge blank og pudset i riddersalen; for nu er du ikke andet end en tom nøddeskal; kærnen – den har ormene ædt for mange vintre siden. Hør, du Bjørn, – kunde en ikke sige, at Norges land også er slig en tom nøddeskal, ligervis som hjelmen her; blank udenpå, ormstukken indeni?
 

BJØRN. 
 Hold kæft og pas din dont! – – Er hjelmen færdig?
 

FINN. 
 Den skinner som sølv i måneskin.
 

BJØRN. 
 Så sæt den væk. – – Se der; skrab gravrusten af sværdet.
 

FINN 

(vender og drejer på det). 
 Men kan det lønne sig?
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

FINN. 
 Eggen er borte.
 

BJØRN. 
 Kommer ikke dig ved. Lad mig få det. – – Se der er skjoldet.
 

FINN 

(som før). 
 Det mangler håndgrebet, du!
 

BJØRN 

(mumler). 
 Ja, gid jeg såsandt havde et håndgreb i dig, som –
 

FINN 

(nynner en stund for sig selv). 
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad er det nu?
 

FINN. 
 En tom hjelm, et sværd uden egg, et skjold uden håndgreb, – se, det er hele herligheden. Jeg tror, ingen skal kunne laste fru Inger, fordi hun hænger slige våbenstykker pudsede på salsvæggen, i stedet for at lade dem rustne i Danerblod.
 

BJØRN. 
 Ej, snak; vi har jo fred i landet, véd jeg.
 

FINN. 
 Fred? Ja, når bonden har skudt væk sin sidste pil, og ulven har stjålet hans sidste lam ud af fjøset, så holder de også fred sig imellem. Men det er nu sådant et underligt venskab. Nå, nå; lad den ting fare. Det er ganske rimeligt, som jeg sagde, at rustningen hænger blank i salen; for du kender vel det gamle ord: „kun riddersmanden er en mand”; – og da vi nu ikke længer har nogen riddersmand hertillands, så har vi altså heller ingen mand; og hvor der ingen mand er, der får kvinden råde; se, derfor –
 

BJØRN. 
 Derfor – derfor råder jeg dig at holde inde med al den rådne snak! (han rejser sig.) Det lakker udover kvelden. Se der; du kan hænge hjelm og plade ind i salen igen.
 

FINN 

(dæmpet). 
 Nej, lad det heller være til imorgen.
 

BJØRN. 
 Nå, du er vel aldrig mørkræd?
 

FINN. 
 Ikke om dagen. Skulde det hænde sig, at jeg var det ved kveldstid, så er jeg ikke alene om det. Ja, du ser på mig; men du skal vide, nede i borgestuen går der snak om så mangt og meget. (sagtere.) Der er en og anden, som mener, at der vandrer en stor sortklædt skikkelse der inde hver evige nat.
 

BJØRN. 
 Kærringsladder!
 

FINN. 
 Ja, men de bander allesammen på, at det er sandt.
 

BJØRN. 
 Det tror jeg nok.
 

FINN. 
 Det forunderligste er, at fru Inger har den samme mening –
 

BJØRN 

(studsende). 
 Fru Inger? Nå, hvad mener hun?
 

FINN. 
 Hvad fru Inger mener? Ja, se, det er der nok ikke mange som véd. Men visst er det, at hun har ingen ro på sig. Kan du ikke se, at hun blir blegere og magrere dag for dag? (med et forskende øjekast.) Folkene siger, at hun aldrig sover, – og at det er for spøgelsets skyld – 

(Under de sidste ord er Eline Gyldenløve trådt frem i den halvåbne dør til venstre. Hun standser og lytter uden at bemærkes.)
 

BJØRN. 
 Og slig dumhed tror du på?
 

FINN. 
 Ja, så halvvejs. Der er ellers de, som udlægger den ting på en anden måde. Men se, det er nu bare ondskab. – Hør, du Bjørn, – kender du visen, som går landet rundt?
 

BJØRN. 
 En vise?
 

FINN. 
 Ja, den er i folkemunde. Det er en skammelig nidvise; det forstår sig. Men den går ret artigt forresten. Hør nu bare efter. (han synger med dæmpet stemme:)

 Fru Inger sidder på Østråt gård; 
 hun er vel svøbt i skind. 
 Hun er vel svøbt i fløjel og mård; 
 hun fletter de røde guldperler i hår, – 
 men har ikke fred i sit sind. 


 Fru Inger har solgt sig til Danskens drot. 
 Hun skikker sit folk i fremmedes vold, 
 som vederlag – – 

(Bjørn griber ham forbittret i brystet. Eline Gyldenløve trækker sig ubemærket tilbage.)
 

BJØRN. 
 Og jeg skal skikke dig djævelen i vold uden vederlag, dersom du mæler et uhøvisk ord til om fru Inger!
 

FINN 

(idet han river sig løs). 
 Nå, nå, – er det mig, der har gjort visen? 

(Et horn høres udenfor til højre.)
 

BJØRN. 
 Hys, – hvad er det?
 

FINN. 
 Et horn. Så får vi nok gæster ikveld.
 

BJØRN 

(ved vinduet). 
 De åbner porten. Jeg hører hovslag i borggården. Det må være en riddersmand.
 

FINN. 
 En riddersmand? Det kan det vel neppe være.
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvorfor ikke?
 

FINN. 
 Selv har du sagt det: vor sidste riddersmand er død og borte. 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

BJØRN. 
 Den forbandede skelm, – han har øjnene med sig overalt. Så lidt har det da bådet, alt det jeg søgte at dølge og dække. Hun er i folkemunde; det vil ikke vare længe, før hver mand råber, at –
 

ELINE GYLDENLØVE 

(kommer atter gennem døren til venstre; hun ser sig om og spørger med undertrykt bevægelse): 
 Er du alene, Bjørn?
 

BJØRN. 
 Er det jer, jomfru Eline?
 

ELINE. 
 Hør, – fortæl mig et af dine eventyr; – jeg véd, du kan flere end dem, som –
 

BJØRN. 
 Fortælle? Men nu, – så sent på kvelden –?
 

ELINE. 
 Ifald du regner fra den tid her blev mørkt på Østråt, så er det visselig sent.
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad fejler jer? Er der gået jer noget imod? I er så urolig.
 

ELINE. 
 Det er muligt.
 

BJØRN. 
 Der er noget ivejen. I det sidste halve års tid har jeg knapt kunnet kende jer igen.
 

ELINE. 
 Husk på: i et halvt år har Lucia, min kæreste søster, sovet i ligkælderen.
 

BJØRN. 
 Det er ikke derfor, jomfru Eline, – det er ikke alene derfor, at I går omkring, snart tankefuld og bleg og stille, snart vild og rådløs, som nu ikveld.
 

ELINE. 
 Mener du? Og hvorfor ikke? Var hun ikke mild og from og fager som en sommernat? Bjørn, – jeg siger dig, jeg havde Lucia kær som mit eget liv. Har du glemt, hvor tidt og mange gange vi sad som børn på dine knæ om vinterkvelden? Du sang viser for os, og du fortalte – –
 

BJØRN. 
 Ja, dengang var I fro og glad.
 

ELINE. 
 Ja, dengang, du! Da leved jeg vel et dejligt liv i eventyr og i mine egne tanker! Kan det være troligt, at stranden dengang var så nøgen som nu? Var den det, så mærked jeg det ikke. Dernede var det jeg helst gik og digted alle de fagre krøniker; mine helte kom langvejs fra og foer over havet igen; jeg selv leved iblandt dem og fulgte med, når de drog bort. (synker ned på en stol.) Nu kender jeg mig så mat og træt; mine eventyr kan ikke nære mig længer; – de er kun – eventyr. (rejser sig heftigt.) Bjørn, – véd du, hvad der har gjort mig syg? En sandhed. En styg, styg sandhed, som nager mig nat og dag.
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

ELINE. 
 Kan du mindes, at du stundom gav os leveregler og gode råd? Søster Lucia fulgte dem; men jeg, – gud bedre!
 

BJØRN 

(trøstende). 
 Nå, nå!
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg véd det, – jeg var stolt, hovmodig! Når vi legte sammen, vilde jeg altid være dronning, fordi jeg var den største, den fagreste, den kløgtigste. Jeg véd det!
 

BJØRN. 
 Det er sandt.
 

ELINE. 
 Engang tog du mig ved hånden og så alvorligt på mig, idet du sagde: vær ikke stolt af din fagerhed og din kløgt; men vær stolt som ørnen på fjeldet, hver gang du tænker på, at du er Inger Gyldenløves datter!
 

BJØRN. 
 I havde vel grund til at være stolt derover.
 

ELINE. 
 Ja, det fortalte du mig tidt nok, Bjørn! O, du fortalte mig så mange eventyr dengang. (trykker hans hånd.) Tak for dem allesammen! – Fortæl mig endnu et; det turde hænde sig, at jeg blev let tilsinds igen, som før.
 

BJØRN. 
 I er jo ikke længer noget barn.
 

ELINE. 
 Tilvisse! Men lad mig bilde mig ind, at jeg er det. – – Nu; fortæl! 

(Hun kaster sig ned på en stol; Bjørn sætter sig på kanten af ildstedet.)
 

BJØRN. 
 Der var engang en højbåren riddersmand –
 

ELINE, 

(der uroligt har lyttet mod salen, griber ham i armen og udbryder heftigt men hviskende): 
 Hys! Skrig da ikke så; – jeg er jo ikke tunghørt!
 

BJØRN 

(sagtere). 
 Der var engang en højbåren riddersmand, om hvem der gik det sælsomme ord – –
 

ELINE 

(rejser sig halvt op og lytter i ængstelig spænding mod salen). 
 

BJØRN. 
 Jomfru Eline, – hvad fattes jer?
 

ELINE. 

(sætter sig atter). 
 Mig? Ingenting. Fortæl du kun.
 

BJØRN. 
 Nå, som sagt, – når han så en kvinde stivt ind i øjet, så glemte hun det aldrig siden, men fulgte ham i tanken, hvor han gik og stod, og sygnede hen af sorg.
 

ELINE. 
 Det har jeg hørt. – – Det er forresten ikke noget eventyr, det, du der fortæller. Thi riddersmanden, som du beretter om, er Nils Lykke, der endnu den dag idag sidder i det danske rigsråd –
 

BJØRN. 
 Kan vel hænde.
 

ELINE. 
 Nu ja, lige godt; – bliv kun ved!
 

BJØRN. 
 Og så begav det sig engang –
 

ELINE 

(rejser sig pludseligt). 
 Hys; vær stille!
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad nu? Hvad går der af jer?
 

ELINE 

(lyttende). 
 Hører du?
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvilket?
 

ELINE. 
 Det er der! Ja, ved Kristi kors, det er der!
 

BJØRN 

(rejser sig). 
 Hvad er der? Hvor?
 

ELINE. 
 Hun selv, – i riddersalen – 

(hun iler op mod baggrunden.)
 

BJØRN 

(følger efter). 
 Hvor kan I tro –? Jomfru Eline, – gå til jert kammer!
 

ELINE. 
 Hys; stå stille! Rør dig ikke; lad dig ikke se! Vent; – der kommer månen frem –. Kan du skimte den sorte skikkelse –?
 

BJØRN. 
 Ved alle hellige –!
 

ELINE. 
 Ser du, – der vender hun Knut Alfsøns billede indad mod væggen. Ha-ha; det stirrer hende nok for stivt i øjnene!
 

BJØRN. 
 Jomfru Eline, hør mig!
 

ELINE 

(idet hun går nedover mod ildstedet). 
 Nu véd jeg, hvad jeg véd!
 

BJØRN 

(hen for sig). 
 Så er det dog sandt!
 

ELINE. 
 Hvem var det, Bjørn? Hvem var det?
 

BJØRN. 
 Det så I ligeså grant som jeg.
 

ELINE. 
 Nu vel? Hvem så jeg?
 

BJØRN. 
 I så eders moder.
 

ELINE 

(halvt for sig selv). 
 Nat efter nat har jeg hørt hendes skridt derinde. Jeg har hørt hende hviske og vånde sig som en uløst sjæl. Og visen siger jo –; ah, nu véd jeg det! Nu véd jeg, at –
 

BJØRN. 
 Stille! 
 (Fru Inger Gyldenløve kommer hurtigt ud fra salen uden at lægge mærke til de andre, går lige hen til vinduet, trækker forhænget fra og stirrer en tidlang ud, som om hun spejdede efter nogen på landevejen; derpå vender hun sig og går langsomt ind i salen igen.)
 

ELINE 

(sagte, følger hende med øjnene). 
 Så drivende hvid, som en dødning – –! 

(Larm og mange stemmer høres udenfor døren til højre.)
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad er der nu?
 

ELINE. 
 Gå ud og se efter, hvad det gælder! 

(Gårdsfogden Ejnar Huk samt en stor flok husfolk og bønder kommer tilsyne i forstuen.)
 

EJNAR HUK 

(i døren). 
 Lige ind til hende! Og så ikke forsagt!
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvad søger I?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Fru Inger selv.
 

BJØRN. 
 Fru Inger? Så sent på kvelden?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Sent, men tidsnok, tænker jeg.
 

BØNDERNE. 
 Ja, ja, – nu må hun høre os! 

(Hele mængden trænger ind i stuen. I det samme viser Fru Inger Gyldenløve sig i døren til riddersalen. Alle tier pludseligt.)
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad vil I mig?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Vi søgte eder, højbårne frue, for at –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nu vel, – sig frem!
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Nå, det er jo en ærlig sag. Kort og godt, – vi kommer for at bede eder om orlov og våben –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Orlov og våben? Hvortil?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Der er kommet det rygte over fra Sverig, at almuen har rejst sig i Dalarne og stævner imod kong Gustav –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Har almuen i Dalarne?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Ja, så går ordet, og det skal være ganske sikkert.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nu, – om så var, – hvad har da I med Dalkarlenes rejsning at gøre?
 

BØNDERNE. 
 Vi vil med! Vi vil hjælpe til! Fri os selv!
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte). 
 Ah, skulde tiden være kommen!
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Fra alle de norske grænsebygder stryger bønder indover til Dalarne. Selv fredløse mænd, som har vanket vildsomt år for år i fjeldet, de vover sig nu ned til gårdene igen, søger folk og sliber eggen på sine rustne værger.
 

FRU INGER 

(efter et ophold). 
 Hør, – sig mig, har I tilfulde betænkt jer? Har I regnet efter, hvad det vilde koste jer, hvis kong Gustavs mænd skulde sejre?
 

BJØRN 

(sagte og bønligt til fru Inger). 
 Regn efter, hvad det vil koste Dansken, hvis kong Gustavs mænd skulde tabe.
 

FRU INGER 

(afvisende). 
 Det regnestykke er ikke min sag. (hun vender sig til mængden.) I véd, kong Gustav kan håbe på sikker bistand fra Danmark. Kong Fredrik er hans ven, og han vil visselig ikke lade ham i stikken –
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Men dersom nu bønderne rejste sig trindt om i hele Norges land? Dersom vi rejste os alle tilhobe, – herskabsfolk og almue? – Ja, fru Inger Gyldenløve, nu tror jeg næsten lejligheden er kommen, som vi har ventet på. Bryder det nu løs, så må de fremmede ud af landet.
 

BØNDERNE. 
 Ja, ud med de danske fogder! Ud med de fremmede herremænd! Ud med rigsrådernes svende!
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte). 
 O, malm er der i dem; – men dog, dog –!
 

BJØRN 

(hen for sig). 
 Hun er tvivlrådig. (til Eline.) Hvad gældet det, jomfru Eline, – I har forsyndet jer i dommen over eders moder.
 

ELINE. 
 Bjørn, – jeg kunde rive mine øjne ud af hovedet, ifald de havde løjet for mig!
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Ser I vel, min højbårne frue, – først gælder det kong Gustav; er han gjort magtløs, så vil ikke Danskerne kunne holde sig længe her i landet –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og så?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Så er vi fri; vi har ingen fremmede overherrer mere, og kan kåre os en konge selv, ligesom Svenskerne gjorde før os.
 

FRU INGER 

(levende). 
 En konge selv! Tænker du på Sture-slægten?
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Kong Kristjern, og andre efter ham, har gjort ryddigt hus rundt om på odels-sæderne. De bedste blandt vore herremænd vanker fredløse på fjeldstien, hvis de endnu er til. Men det turde vel hænde sig alligevel, at der kunde findes en eller anden ætling af de gamle slægter, som –
 

FRU INGER 

(hurtigt). 
 Det er nok, Ejnar Huk! Det er nok! (hen for sig.) Ah, mit dyreste håb! (hun vender sig til bønderne og husfolkene.) Jeg har nu formanet jer, så godt jeg kunde. Jeg har sagt jer, hvor stor en fare I vover jer ind i. Men dersom I er så faste i eders forsæt, så vilde det vel være dårligt af mig at forbyde jer, hvad I jo på egen hånd kunde sætte igennem.
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Vi har altså eders minde til at –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 I har eders egen faste vilje; spørg den tilråds. Er det så, som I siger, at I dagligen plages og trykkes – –. Jeg véd så lidet om disse ting. Jeg vil ikke vide mere! Hvad kan jeg, en enlig kvinde –? Selv om I vilde plyndre riddersalen –; og der findes mangt et brugeligt værge derinde –; I har jo hele magten på Østråt ikveld. I får gøre, hvad eder lyster. God nat! 

(Mængden bryder ud i høje glædesråb. Der tændes lys og huskarlene henter allehånde våbenstykker ind fra salen.)
 

BJØRN 

(griber fru Ingers hånd idet hun vil gå). 
 Tak, min ædle og stormodige frue! Jeg, som har kendt jer lige fra barneårene, jeg har aldrig tvivlet på jer.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille, Bjørn, – det er et farefuldt spil, jeg har vovet i denne kveld. – For de andre gælder det kun livet; men for mig – tusende gange mere; tro mig!
 

BJØRN. 
 Hvorledes? Ængstes I for eders magt og for eders gode forståelse med –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Min magt? O, gud i himlen!
 

EN HUSKARL 

(kommer fra salen med et stort sværd). 
 Se, her er en rigtig ulvetand! Med den skal jeg flænge blodsugernes svende.
 

EJNAR HUK 

(til en anden huskarl). 
 Hvad har du fundet der?
 

HUSKARLEN. 
 Brystpladen, som de kalder for Herlof Hyttefads.
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Den er for god til dig; – se, her har jeg landsestagen efter Sten Sture; hæng pladen på den, så fører vi det gildeste hærmærke, nogen mand vil forlange.
 

HUSTJENEREN FINN 

(med et brev i hånden, kommer fra døren til venstre og går hen imod fru Inger). 
 Jeg har ledt efter eder i alle stuer –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad vil du?
 

FINN 

(rækker hende brevet). 
 En svend fra Trondhjem har bragt brev og bud til eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Lad os se! (idet hun åbner brevet.) Fra Trondhjem? Hvad kan det gælde? (gennemløber skrivelsen.) Hjælp, Krist! Fra ham! Og her i landet – – 

(hun læser videre i stærk bevægelse, medens mændene vedbliver at hente våben ind fra salen.)
 

FRU INGER 

(hen for sig). 
 Han kommer altså hid. Han kommer hid i denne nat. – Ja, så gælder det at kæmpe med kløgt og ikke med sværd.
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Nok, nok, I gode bønder; nu mener jeg vi er vel rustede. Nu kan vi lægge ivej!
 

FRU INGER 

(med en hurtig vending). 
 Ingen mand må forlade gården inat!
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Men, min ædle frue, nu er vinden os føjelig; vi stryger indover fjorden og –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det bliver, som jeg har sagt.
 

EJNAR HUK. 
 Skal vi da bie til imorgen?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Både til imorgen og længere. Ingen væbnet mand får lov til at forlade Østråt for det første. 

(Der fornemmes uvilje iblandt mængden.)
 

NOGLE AF BØNDERNE. 
 Vi går alligevel, fru Inger!
 

MANGE FLERE. 
 Ja, ja; vi går alligevel!
 

FRU INGER 

(et skridt nærmere). 
 Hvem vover det? (alle tier; efter et øjebliks ophold tilføjer hun:) Jeg har tænkt for jer. Hvad véd I ringe mænd af almuen om landets sager? Hvor kan I tage jer for at dømme om sligt? I får se at tåle tryk og tyngsler en stund endnu. Det kan vel ikke gå jer for nær, når I betænker, at selv os, herreslægterne, bydes der ikke bedre kår nutildags. – – Bær alle våben ind i salen igen. Siden skal I få min vilje at vide. Gå ud! 

(Husfolkene bringer våbenstykkerne bort, hvorefter hele flokken fjerner sig gennem døren til højre.)
 

ELINE 

(sagte til Bjørn). 
 Mener du endnu, at jeg har forsyndet mig i dommen over – fruen på Østråt?
 

FRU INGER 

(vinker Bjørn til sig og siger): 
 Hold et gæstekammer rede.
 

BJØRN. 
 Vel, fru Inger!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og porten åben for enhver, som måtte banke på.
 

BJØRN. 
 Men –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Porten åben!
 

BJØRN. 
 Porten åben. 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(til Eline, som allerede er i døren til venstre). 
 Bliv her! – – Eline; – mit barn, – jeg har noget at sige dig i enrum.
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg hører eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Eline, – – du tror ilde om din moder.
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg tror, hvad eders færd så kvidefuldt tvinger mig til at tro.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og du svarer mig, som dit umilde sind byder.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvem har lagt umildhed over mit sind? Alt fra jeg var barn af havde jeg vant mig til at se på eder som på en stor, højsindet kvinde. Lig eder tænkte jeg mig hine kvinder, hvorom der står at læse i krønikerne og i Kæmpe-bogen. Det tyktes mig, som om Gud Herren selv havde sat sit tegn på eders pande og mærket jer som den, der skulde lede de rædde og de rådvilde. I højsalen sang riddere og herremænd eders pris; og selve almuen, nær og fjern, kaldte eder landets håb og støtte. Og alle mente de, at gennem eder skulde de gode tider komme igen! Alle mente de, at med eder skulde der komme som en ny dag over os. Det er endnu nat; og snart véd jeg ikke længer, om jeg tør tro, at nogen morgen kommer med eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det ligger nær at skønne, hvor du henter slige giftige ord fra. Det er båret dig for øre, hvad den tankeløse hob hvisker og mumler om ting, som den lidet kan dømme om.
 

ELINE. 
 I mængdens mund er sandhed, sagde I dengang, da eders pris lød i sang og tale.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Lad så være. Men om jeg også valgte at sidde uvirksom her, skønt det stod til mig at handle, – tror du da ikke, at slige kår var mig en byrde, tung nok, uden at du skulde hobe stene på den?
 

ELINE. 
 De stene, jeg hober på eders byrde, knuger mig lige så tungt som eder. Let og fri trak jeg livsens ånde, så længe jeg havde eder at tro på. Thi for at leve må jeg kende mig stolt; og det vilde jeg været med rette, dersom I var bleven, hvad I engang var.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og hvad borger dig for, at jeg ikke er det? Eline, – hvoraf véd du så visst, at du ikke gør din moder uret?
 

ELINE 

(frembrydende). 
 O, hvis jeg gjorde det!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille! Du har ingen ret til at kræve regnskab af din moder. – Med et eneste ord kunde jeg – –; dog, det vilde ikke være godt for dig at høre; du må vente, hvad tiden bringer med sig; kan hænde, at –
 

ELINE 

(idet hun vil gå). 
 Sov vel, min moder!
 

FRU INGER 

(nølende). 
 Nej, – bliv hos mig; der er endnu noget, som – – Kom nærmere; – du må høre mig, Eline! 

(hun sætter sig ved bordet foran vinduet.)
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg hører eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Så taus du også er, så véd jeg dog for visst, at du mere end engang længes bort herfra. Det er dig for ensomt og for øde på Østråt.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvor kan det undre jer, min moder?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det står til dig selv, om det herefterdags skal vorde anderledes.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvordan?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hør mig. – I denne nat venter jeg en gæst til gården.
 

ELINE 

(nærmere). 
 En gæst?
 

FRU INGER. 
 En gæst, som må være fremmed og ukendt. Ingen tør vide, hvorfra han kommer eller hvor han går hen.
 

ELINE 

(kaster sig med et glædesskrig ned for hende og griber hendes hænder). 
 Min moder! Min moder! Forlad mig al min uret imod jer, hvis I kan det!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad mener du? – Eline, jeg forstår dig ikke.
 

ELINE. 
 Så har de da alle taget fejl? I er da endnu trofast i hjertet!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Men så rejs dig, – og sig mig –
 

ELINE. 
 O, tror I da ikke jeg véd, hvem gæsten er?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Du véd det? Og alligevel – –?
 

ELINE. 
 Tænker I da, Østråts porte har været så tæt stængte, at ikke et jammers-rygte engang skulde smutte indenfor? Mener I ikke jeg véd, at mangen ætling af de gamle slægter vanker som fredløs mand, uden ly og leje, medens de danske herrer råder på hans fædres gård?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og så? Hvad mere?
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg véd godt, at mangen højbåren ridder jages som sulten ulv i skogen. Han har ikke arnested at hvile ved, ikke brød at bide –
 

FRU INGER 

(koldt). 
 Det er nok! Nu forstår jeg dig.
 

ELINE 

(vedblivende). 
 Og derfor åbner I Østråts porte ved nattetid! Derfor må han være fremmed og ukendt, han, denne gæst, om hvem ingen bør vide, hvorfra han kommer eller hvor han går hen! I trodser det strænge herrebud, som nægter jer at huse den forfulgte, og at stå ham bi med ly og pleje –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det er nok, siger jeg! (hun tier lidt og tilføjer med overvindelse:) Du fejler, Eline; – det er ingen fredløs mand jeg venter.
 

ELINE 

(rejser sig). 
 Så har jeg visselig kun ilde forstået eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hør mig, mit barn! Men hør mig med overlæg; hvis du ellers mægter at tæmme dit vilde sind.
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg skal være tam, til I har udtalt.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Så hør efter, hvad jeg har at sige dig. – Jeg har, så vidt det stod i min magt, søgt at holde dig uvidende om al den nød og vånde, som vi nu er stædt i. Thi hvad kunde det både, om jeg dryssed sorg og harm i din unge sjæl? Det er ikke gråd og kvindeklynk, som skal fri os ud af trængslerne. Der kræves mod og mandskraft.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvo har sagt jer, at jeg ikke ejer mod og mandskraft, når det gøres behov?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille, barn; – jeg kunde tage dig på ordet.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvordan, min moder?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg kunde kræve begge dele af dig; jeg kunde –; dog, lad mig først få tale til ende. Du må da vide, at den tid tykkes nærme sig, som det danske rigsråd gennem mange år har virket for, – den tid, mener jeg, da de kan give vore rettigheder og vor frihed det sidste stød. Se, derfor gælder det –
 

ELINE 

(livfuldt). 
 At slå løs, min moder?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nej; det gælder at vinde råderum. I København er rådet nu forsamlet for at overlægge, hvorledes de bedst kan gribe sagen an. De fleste skal være af den mening, at tvistighederne ikke kan bilægges, så længe ikke Norsk og Dansk er ét; thi dersom vi beholder vore rettigheder som et frit rige, når nyt kongevalg engang skal foregå, så er det rimeligt, at fejden bryder åbenbart ud. Se, dette vil de danske herrer forhindre –
 

ELINE. 
 Ja, de vil forhindre det, – ja! Men skal vi tåle sligt? Skal vi roligt se til, at –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nej, vi skal ikke tåle det. Men at bruge våben, – at træde frem i åben dyst, – hvor vilde det bære hen, så længe vi ikke alle er enige? Og stod det nogen tid værre til med enigheden hertillands, end netop nu? – Nej, skal vi kunne udrette noget, så må det ske i løndom og stilhed. Vi må, som jeg siger dig, få stunder til at område os. I det søndre Norge er en god del af adelen for de Danske; men her nordenfjelds er det endnu tvivlsomt. Derfor har kong Fredrik skikket en af sine højst betroede mænd herop, for med egne øjne at forvisse sig om, hvordan vi er sindede.
 

ELINE 

(spændt). 
 Nu; – og så –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Denne ridder kommer hid til Østråt inat.
 

ELINE. 
 Herhid? Og inat?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Et købmandsskib bragte ham igår til Trondhjem. For nylig fik jeg det budskab, at han vil gæste mig. Inden en time kan han ventes.
 

ELINE. 
 Og I betænker ikke, min moder, hvad I udsætter eders rygte for, ved at tilstede den danske udsending et sligt møde? Er ikke almuen heromkring allerede mistroisk nok imod eder? Hvor kan I håbe, at den engang vil lade sig lede og råde af eder, når det spørges, at –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Vær ubekymret. Alt dette har jeg fuldelig betænkt; men det har ingen nød. Hans ærende her i landet er en hemmelighed; derfor er han kommen som fremmed til Trondhjem; og som fremmed og ukendt vil han også gæste Østråt.
 

ELINE. 
 Og denne danske herres navn –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det klinger godt, Eline! Danmarks adel har knapt noget bedre at nævne.
 

ELINE. 
 Men hvad har I så isinde? Endnu har jeg ikke fattet eders mening.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Du vil snart begribe. – Da vi ikke kan søndertræde ormen, så må vi binde den.
 

ELINE. 
 Vogt jer vel, at ikke snoren brister.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det kommer an på dig, hvor fast den skal strammes.
 

ELINE. 
 På mig?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Længe har jeg mærket, at Østråt er dig et fangebur. Det huger ikke en ung falk at sidde imellem jernstænger.
 

ELINE. 
 Min vinge er stækket. Gav I mig end fri, – det vilde kun lidet både mig.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Din vinge er ikke stækket, længer end du selv vil.
 

ELINE. 
 Vil? Min vilje er i eders hænder. Bliv ved at være, hvad I var, så vil også jeg –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nok derom. Hør mig videre. – At drage fra Østråt vil neppe være dig meget imod.
 

ELINE. 
 Kan hænde, min moder!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Du har engang sagt mig, at du levede dit gladeste liv i dine eventyr og krøniker. Dette liv kunde vende tilbage for dig.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Eline, – hvis nu en mægtig riddersmand kom og førte dig til sin borg, hvor du fandt terner og svende, silkeklæder og høje sale?
 

ELINE. 
 En ridder, siger I?
 

FRU INGER. 
 En ridder.
 

ELINE 

(sagtere). 
 Og den danske udsending kommer hid inat.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Inat.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvis så er, da ræddes jeg for at tyde eders ord.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Der er intet at ræddes for, ifald du ikke vil mistyde dem. Det er visselig ikke min agt at tvinge dig. Efter eget tykke skal du vælge og råde selv i denne sag.
 

ELINE 

(et skridt nærmere). 
 Har I hørt om hin moder, der kørte over fjeldet ved nattetid med sine småbørn i slæden? Ulveflokken fulgte hende i sporet; det gjaldt liv eller død; – og hun kasted sine små bagud efter sig, en for en, for at vinde tid og frelse sig selv.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Eventyr! En moder rev hjertet af sit bryst, før hun kasted sit barn for ulvene!
 

ELINE. 
 Hvis jeg ikke var min moders datter, så skulde jeg give eder ret. Men I er som hin moder; og eders døtre har I kastet ud for ulvene, en for en. Først kasted I den ældste. For fem år siden drog Merete fra Østråt; nu sidder hun i Bergen som Vinzents Lunges hustru. Men tror I, hun er lykkelig som den danske ridders frue? Vinzents Lunge er mægtig, fast som en konge; Merete har terner og svende, silkeklæder og høje sale; men dagen har ingen sol for hende, og natten ingen hvile; thi hun har aldrig været ham god. Han kom hid, han bejled til hende, fordi hun var Norges rigeste arving, og fordi han dengang trængte til at få fast fod i landet. Jeg véd det; jeg véd det tilfulde! Merete var eder hørig; hun fulgte den fremmede herre. Men hvad har det kostet hende? Flere tårer, end en moder skulde ønske at svare til på dommens dag!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg kender mit regnskab, og det skrækker mig ikke.
 

ELINE. 
 Eders regnskab er ikke hermed tilende. Hvor er Lucia, eders andet barn?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Spørg Gud, som tog hende.
 

ELINE. 
 Eder spørger jeg; thi det er eder, som skal svare for, at hun måtte lade sit unge liv. Glad var hun som en fugl om våren, da hun sejled fra Østråt for at gæste Merete i Bergen. Et år efter stod hun atter her i stuen; men da var hendes kinder hvide, og døden havde ædt sig ind i hendes bryst. Ja, I undres, min moder! I mente nok, at denne stygge hemmelighed var begraven med hende; – men hun har sagt mig alt. En høvisk ridder havde vundet hendes hjerte. Han vilde ægte hende. I vidste, at det gældte hendes ære. Men I blev ubøjelig, – og eders barn måtte dø. I ser, jeg véd det alt!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Alt? Så har hun vel også sagt dig hans navn?
 

ELINE. 
 Hans navn? Nej; hans navn har hun ikke sagt mig. Hun havde ligesom en stingende rædsel for hans navn; – hun nævnte det aldrig.
 

FRU INGER 

(lettet, hen for sig). 
 Ah, så véd du dog ikke alt. – – Eline; – den sag, du nu har rørt ved, var mig fuldt ud vitterlig. Men der er noget ved sagen, hvad du kanske ikke har givet agt på: Hin herremand, som Lucia traf i Bergen, var en Dansk –
 

ELINE. 
 Også det véd jeg.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og hans kærlighed var en løgn. Ved list og glatte ord havde han besnæret hende.
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg véd det; men hun havde ham kær alligevel; og havde I havt en moders hjerte, så var eders barns ære gået for alt.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ikke for hendes lykke. Tror du, at jeg, med Meretes lod for øjnene, vilde ofre mit andet barn til en mand, som ikke var hende god?
 

ELINE. 
 Kløgtige ord dårer så mangt et sind; men mig dårer de ikke. – Tro ikke, at jeg er så ganske fremmed for hvad der går for sig rundt om i landet. Tilfulde skønner jeg eders færd. Jeg véd godt, at de danske herremænd ikke har nogen fuldtro ven i jer. I hader dem måske; men I frygter dem tillige. Den gang I gav Merete til Vinzents Lunge, havde de danske herrer overmagten på alle kanter i landet. Tre år efter, da I forbød Lucia at ægte ham, til hvem hun havde knyttet sit liv, skønt han havde forlokket hende, – da stod sagerne helt anderledes. Kongens danske fogder havde øvet skændige ugerninger imod almuen, og I fandt det ikke rådeligt at knytte jer fastere, end sket var, til de fremmede voldsmænd. Og hvad har I vel gjort for at hævne hende, der måtte dø så ung? I har intet gjort. Nu vel; jeg skal handle for jer; jeg skal hævne al den forsmædelse, der er overgået vort folk og vor æt!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Du? Hvad har du isinde?
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg går min vej, ligesom I går eders. Hvad jeg har isinde, véd jeg ikke selv; men jeg føler kræfter i mig til at vove alt for vor retfærdige sag.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Da vil du få en hård dyst at bestå. Jeg har engang lovet det samme som du, – og mit hår er grånet under byrden af mit løfte.
 

ELINE. 
 God nat! Eders gæst kan ventes; og ved det møde er jeg tilovers. Måske det endnu er tid for eder – –; nu, Gud styrke og lede eders færd! Glem ikke at mange tusenders øjne vogter på eder. Tænk på Merete, som græder sent og tidligt over sit forspildte liv. Tænk på Lucia, som sover i den sorte kiste. Og endnu ét. Glem ikke, at i denne nat spiller I brikkespil om eders sidste barn. 

(hun går ud til venstre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(ser en stund efter hende). 
 Mit sidste barn? Der talte du sandere, end du selv vidste. – – Men det gælder ikke mit barn alene. Hjælp mig Gud; i denne nat spilles brikkespil om hele Norges rige. Ah, – rider der ikke nogen gennem borgeledet? (hun lytter ved vinduet.) Nej; endnu ikke. Det var kun vinden. Gravkoldt blæser det. – – Har Gud Herren ret til dette? – Danne mig til kvinde, – og så læsse en mandsdåd på mine skuldre. For jeg har landets velfærd i mine hænder. Det står i min magt at rejse dem alle som én mand. Det er fra mig de venter tegnet; og giver jeg det ikke nu, så sker det – kanske aldrig. Nøle? Ofre de mange for den enes skyld? – Var det ikke bedre, ifald jeg kunde – –? Nej, nej, nej, – jeg vil det ikke! Jeg kan det ikke! (hun kaster et stjålent blik imod riddersalen, vender sig bort som i angst og siger hviskende:) Nu er de derinde igen. Blege spøgelser; – døde fædre; faldne frænder. – Fy; disse borende øjne fra alle krogene! (hun slår bagover med hånden og skriger:) Sten Sture! Knut Alfsøn! Olaf Skaktavl! Vig, – vig! Jeg kan ikke dette! 

(En fremmed, stærkbygget mand med gråsprængt hår og skæg, klædt i en forreven lammeskindskjortel og med rustne våben, er trådt ind fra riddersalen.)
 

DEN FREMMEDE MAND 

(standser ved døren og siger dæmpet): 
 Hil eder, fru Inger Gyldenløve!
 

FRU INGER 

(vender sig med et skrig). 
 Ah, fri mig Krist i himlen! 

(hun falder om i stolen. Den fremmede mand stirrer på hende, ubevægelig, lænet til sit sværd.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Stuen på Østråt, ligesom i forrige akt.)

 

(Fru Inger Gyldenløve sidder ved bordet til højre foran vinduet. Olaf Skaktavl står et stykke fra hende. Begges ansigter forråder, at en stærkt bevæget samtale har fundet sted.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 For sidste gang, Inger Gyldenløve, – I er altså urokkelig i eders forsæt?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg kan ikke andet. Og mit råd til eder er: gør I ligesom jeg. Er det himlens vilje, at Norge rent skal gå under, så går det under, hvad enten vi støtter det eller ej.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Og med den tro mener I, at jeg skal slå mig tiltåls? Jeg skulde roligt sidde og se til, nu, da timen er kommen? Har I glemt, hvad jeg har at hævne? Mit jordegods har de røvet og stykket ud imellem sig. Min søn, mit eneste barn, sidste ætlingen af min slægt, slog de ihjel for mig som en hund. Mig selv har de i tyve år jaget fredløs i skog og fjeld. – Rygtet har sagt mig død mere end én god gang; men jeg har nu den tro, at de ikke skal få lagt mig i jorden, før jeg har taget hævn.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Så har I et langt liv ivente. Hvad vil I da gøre?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Gøre? Hvad véd jeg, hvad jeg vil gøre? Jeg har aldrig givet mig af med at lægge anslag op. Det er det, som I skal hjælpe mig med. I er kløgtig nok til det. Jeg har kun to arme og mit værge.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Eders værge er rustent, Olaf Skaktavl! Alle værger i Norge er rustne.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det er vel derfor, at visse folk bare strider med tungen. – Inger Gyldenløve, – I har stærkt forandret eder. Der var en tid, da der slog et mandshjerte i eders bryst.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Mind mig ikke om, hvad der var.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Og dog er det derfor jeg er kommen til jer. I skal høre mig, om så –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nu vel; men gør det kort; thi, – ja, jeg må da sige jer det, – det er utrygt for eder her på gården.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 På Østråt gård er det utrygt for den fredløse? Det har jeg længe vidst. Men I glemmer nok, at fredløs mand er utryg, hvor han end vanker.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Så tal; jeg skal ikke formene jer det.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det er nu snart treti år siden jeg så eder for første gang. Det var på Akershus hos Knut Alfsøn og hans frue. Dengang var I endnu fast et barn; men dog var I kæk som en jagende falk, og derhos stundom både vild og ustyrlig. Mange var de, der bejled om eder. Også mig var I kær, – kær, som ingen kvinde har været det før eller siden. Men I havde kun ét øjemærke og én tanke. Det var tanken på rigets ulykke og store nød.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg var femten sommere gammel, – husk det! Og var det ikke, som om et vildsind havde grebet os allesammen i hine dage?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Kald det for hvad jer tykkes. Men det véd jeg: de gamle og erfarne blandt os mente, det stod skrevet hist oppe hos Vorherre, at I var den, som skulde bryde trældommen og give os alle vore rettigheder tilbage. Og det véd jeg også: I selv tænkte dengang det samme.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det var en syndig tanke, Olaf Skaktavl! Det var hovmod og ikke Herrens kald, der talte gennem mig.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 I kunde blevet den udkårne, ifald I havde villet. I stammed fra Norges ædleste ætter; I havde magt og rigdom ivente; og I havde øre for klageskrigene – dengang. – – Mindes I hin eftermiddag, da Hendrik Krummedike kom med danske flåden for Akershus? Skibsherrerne bød mindeligt forlig; og tryg ved lejdebrevet lod Knut Alfsøn sig ro ombord. Tre timer efter bar vi ham ind gennem slotsporten –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Som lig; som lig!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Norges bedste hjerte brast, da Krummedikes lejesvende fældte ham. Endnu tykkes det mig, at jeg ser det lange tog, som skred ind i riddersalen, sorgtungt og par for par. Der lå han på båren, med øksehugget over panden, så hvid som en vårsky. Jeg tør vel sige, at Norges gæveste mænd var samlet der hin nat. Fru Margrete stod ved sin døde husbonds hoved, og alle, alle svor vi at vove velfærd og liv for at hævne både denne sidste ugerning og alt det øvrige. – Inger Gyldenløve, – hvem var det, som da brød sig vej gennem mændenes kreds? En ungmø, – fast endnu et barn, – med ild i øjet og med grådfyldt mæle. – Hvad svor hun? Skal jeg gentage eders ord.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg svor, hvad I andre svor; hverken mere eller mindre.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 I husker eders ed – og har dog glemt den.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og hvorledes holdt de andre, hvad de havde lovet? Jeg taler ikke om eder, Olaf Skaktavl, men om eders venner, al Norges adel. Der er ikke én af dem, i alle disse år, som har havt mod til at være mand; og dog lægger de mig til last, at jeg er en kvinde.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Jeg véd, hvad I vil sige. Hvorfor de har underkastet sig, istedet for at byde voldsmændene trods til det sidste? Vel sandt; der er uselt malm i vore slægter nutildags; men havde der været samhold imellem dem, – hvem véd, hvad der da vilde sket? Og I kunde have holdt dem sammen; thi for eder havde de alle bøjet sig.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Let kunde jeg svare eder; men I vilde vel neppe tage mit svar for gyldigt. Lad os derfor ikke videre tale om, hvad der ej står til at ændre. Kom heller frem med, hvad der nærmest fører eder til Østråt. Trænger I til ly? Nu vel; jeg skal prøve på at skjule eder. Har I andre ting behov, så sig det; I skal finde mig rede –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 I tyve år har jeg været hjemløs. På Jæmtelandsfjeldet er mit hår bleven gråt. Jeg har lånt hus hos ulv og bjørn. – I ser, fru Inger, – jeg trænger eder ikke; men både adel og almue har eder behov.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det gamle omkvæd.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ja, det klinger ilde i eders øren, det véd jeg nok; men I får høre det alligevel. Kort og godt: jeg kommer fra Sverig. Der er uro påfærde. I Dalarne skal det bryde løs.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg véd det.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Peder Kanzler er med, – men hemmeligt, forstår I.
 

FRU INGER 

(studsende). 
 Ja så?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det er ham, som har skikket mig til Østråt.
 

FRU INGER 

(rejser sig). 
 Peder Kanzler, siger I?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Han selv; – eller, kan hænde, I kender ham ikke længer?
 

FRU INGER 

(halvt hen for sig). 
 Kun altfor vel! – Men sig mig, jeg beder jer, – hvad budskab bringer I?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Da ufredsrygtet spurgtes oppe på grænsefjeldene, hvor jeg holdt til, så tog jeg straks afsted indover til Sverig. Jeg kunde nok tænke mig, at Peder Kanzler havde sin hånd med i legen. Jeg søgte ham op og bød ham min bistand; – han har kendt mig i tidligere dage, som I véd. Han vidste, jeg var at lide på; og så skikked han mig hid.
 

FRU INGER 

(utålmodig). 
 Ja visst, ja visst, – han skikked eder hid for at –?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(hemmelighedsfuldt). 
 Fru Inger, – der kommer en fremmed til Østråt inat.
 

FRU INGER 

(overrasket). 
 Hvorledes? Véd I, at –?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ja vel véd jeg. Jeg véd alt. Det er jo for at træffe ham, at Peder Kanzler skikked mig hid.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ham? Umuligt, Olaf Skaktavl, – umuligt!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Som jeg siger jer. Hvis han ikke er kommen, så vil det ikke vare længe, førend –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nej, ganske sikkert; men –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Så I var da beredt på hans komme?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ja visst. Han har skikket mig budskab derom. Det var derfor I slap ind, så snart I banked på.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(lyttende). 
 Hys; – der rider nogen henover vejen. (han går til vinduet.) Porten lukkes op.
 

FRU INGER 

(ser ud). 
 Det er en ridder og hans svend. De stiger af i gården.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det er altså ham. Hans navn?
 

FRU INGER. 
 I véd ikke hans navn?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Peder Kanzler vægred sig ved at nævne det. Han sagde kun, at udsendingen skulde møde mig på Østråt tredje kvelden efter Mortensmesse –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Rigtig; det er just som ikveld.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Han skulde bringe brevskaber med. Af dem og af eders egen mund kunde jeg erfare, hvem han var.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Så lad mig følge jer til eders gæstekammer. I trænger til at kvæge og hege jer. Den fremmede herre skal I snart få itale.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Nu, hvis I så lyster. 

(De går begge ud til venstre.)

 (Efter et kort ophold kommer hustjeneren Finn forsigtigt ind gennem døren til højre, ser sig om i værelset, kiger ind i riddersalen, går så tilbage til døren igen og giver et tegn til nogen udenfor. Derefter træder rigsråden Nils Lykke og den svenske befalingsmand, herr Jens Bjelke, ind i stuen.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(dæmpet). 
 Ingen?
 

FINN 

(ligeså). 
 Nej, herre!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og vi kan jo sikkert forlade os på dig i et og alt?
 

FINN. 
 Befalingsmanden i Trondhjem har stedse givet mig skudsmål for at være pålidelig.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Vel, vel; det har han også sagt mig. Altså, først og fremst, – er nogen fremmed kommet herhid til Østråt før os iaften?
 

FINN. 
 Ja, for en time siden kom her en fremmed mand.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(dæmpet til Jens Bjelke). 
 Han er her. (vender sig atter til Finn.) Vilde du kunne genkende ham? Har du set ham?
 

FINN. 
 Nej, det har nok ingen uden portvægteren, såvidt jeg véd. Han blev straks stedet for fru Inger, og hun –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu? Hvad hun? Han er dog vel ikke allerede borte igen?
 

FINN. 
 Nej; men hun holder ham nok skjult inde i en af sine egne stuer, for –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det er godt.
 

JENS BJELKE 

(hvisker). 
 Altså først og fremst vagt for porten; så har vi ham sikker.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(med et smil). 
 Hm! (til Finn:) Hør, sig mig, – gives der her på gården nogen anden udgang, end gennem porten? Se ikke så dumt på mig! Jeg mener, – kan nogen slippe usét bort fra Østråt, når borgeporten holdes lukket?
 

FINN. 
 Ja, det véd jeg ikke. Der tales rigtignok om løngange nedenunder i kælderne; men der er nok ingen, som kender dem, uden fru Inger selv; ja – og så kanske jomfru Eline.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Så, for djævelen!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det er godt. Du kan gå.
 

FINN. 
 Vel. Skulde I senere ville mig noget, så behøver I bare at lukke på den anden dør til højre derinde i riddersalen; jeg skal da straks være ved hånden.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Godt. 

(han peger mod døren til forgangen. Finn går ud.)
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Hør, – véd I hvad, kære ven og bror, – dette her bliver nok et lumpigt felttog for os beggeto.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(smilende). 
 Å, – ikke for mig, håber jeg.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Så? For det første er der nu liden ære i at gøre jagt på slig en opløben pojk, som denne Nils Sture. Skal jeg tro han er klog eller galen, efter den vis han har faret frem på? Først sætte ondt blod i bønderne; love dem bistand og guld og grønne skoge; – og så, når det kommer til stykket, løbe sin vej og krybe i skjul bag et kvindeskørt! Forresten angrer det mig, rent ud sagt, at jeg fulgte eders råd og ikke gik frem efter mit eget hoved.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Den anger kommer vel silde, min bror!
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 For, ser I, at ligge og rode efter grævlinger, det har nu aldrig været min lyst. Jeg havde ventet mig noget helt andet. Nu har jeg trukket afsted lige fra Jæmteland med mine ryttere; har fået den trondhjemske befalingsmands brev for, at jeg kan søge efter urostifteren overalt, hvor jeg lyster. Alle spor tyder på, at han ætlede sig til Østråt –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Han er her! Han er her, siger jeg!
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Ja, men hvad havde så været rimeligere end at vi havde fundet porten både stængt og under forsvarlig vagt? Gid vi havde; så kunde jeg da fåt brug for mine krigsknægte –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men i det sted åbner man porten nok så høfligt for os. Pas på; – svarer fru Inger Gyldenløve til sit rygte, så lar hun det ikke skorte sine gæster hverken på mad eller drikke.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 For at snakke sig ifra mit ærend, ja! – Hvor kunde I nu også få det indfald, at jeg skulde lade mine ryttere blive tilbage en hel fjerdingvej fra gården. Var vi kommen hid med krigs-mandskab, så –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hun havde modtaget os som lige kærkomne gæster for det. Men læg mærke til, at i så fald havde besøget gjort opsigt. Bønderne heromkring vilde holdt det for en voldshandling imod fru Inger; hun var da atter stegen i almuens gunst, og, ser I, det er ikke rådeligt.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Kan vel være. Men hvad gør jeg nu? Grev Sture er på Østråt, siger I. Ja, hvad hjælper det mig? Fru Inger Gyldenløve har sagtens, ligesom ræven, mange gemsler og flere end én udgang. Her kan vi to enslige karle gå omkring og snuse så længe vi vil. Gid djævlen havde hele sagen!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu vel, kære herre, – hvis I ikke synes om den vending, eders sendelse har taget, så overlad slagmarken til mig.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Til jer? Hvad vil I da gøre?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Kløgt og list turde måske her kunne udrette, hvad vi ikke med våbenmagt kan sætte igennem. – Nu, ærligt talt, herr Jens Bjelke, – jeg har allerede havt noget sligt i tankerne lige fra vi mødtes i Trondhjem igår.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Var det derfor I overtalte mig til at skille mig ved krigsknægtene?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Både eders og mit ærend på Østråt kunde jo fremmes bedst uden dem; og så –
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Fanden besætte jer, – havde jeg nær sagt! Og mig selv med! For jeg burde da vidst, at I stændigt går med en ræv bag øret.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, men ser I, her kommer ræven vel tilpas, hvis våbnene skal være lige på begge sider. Og jeg må sige eder, at det er mig af højeste vigtighed, at jeg skiller mig vel og i al stilhed fra min sendelse. I skal vide, at min herre, kongen, var mig lidet nådig, da jeg rejste. Han formente at have sine grunde dertil, skønt jeg tror, at jeg har tjent ham så nyttelig som nogen i mere end ét vanskeligt hverv.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Det skudsmål tør I frit give jer. Gud og hvermand véd, at I er den slugeste djævel i alle de tre riger.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Å, jeg takker! Det vil nu ikke sige så stort. Men det, jeg her går tilmødes, det regner jeg rigtignok for en mesterprøve; thi her gælder det at besnære en kvinde –
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Ha-ha-ha! I det håndværk har I nok for længe siden gjort mesterprøve, kære bror! Mener I ikke, vi kender visen i Sverig også?: 
 „Hver en skøn-jomfru sukker så mod, – 
 Gud give, Nils Lykke var mig huld og god!”
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ak, den vise gælder kvinder i tyveårs-alderen og deromkring. Men fru Inger Gyldenløve er henimod de femti og derhos snu som ingen anden. Det vil holde hårdt at vinde bugt med hende. Men det må ske, – for enhver pris! Lykkes det mig at forskaffe kongen visse fordele over hende, dem han længe har eftertragtet, så kan jeg gøre regning på at betroes sendelsen til Frankrig næste vår. I véd vel, at jeg har tilbragt fulde tre år ved højskolen i Paris? Hele min hug står did ned igen, besynderligen hvis jeg kunde få fremtræde i så højst ansélig egenskab som en konges sendebud. – Nu, – ikke sandt, – I overlader fru Inger til mig? Husk på, – dengang I sidst gæsted hoffet i København, veg jeg pladsen for eder hos mere end én ungmø –
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Å, véd I hvad, – det ædelmod var nu ikke så stort endda. I havde jo hals og hånd over dem allesammen. Men ligemeget; siden jeg nu engang har faret galt afsted, så ser jeg helst, at I tar sagen på jer. Dog, det er et ord, – findes den unge grev Sture på Østråt, så skaffer I ham frem død eller levende!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Lyslevende skal I have ham. Jeg agter i al fald ikke at slå ham ihjæl. Men nu må I altså ride tilbage til eders folk. Hold landevejen besat. Skulde jeg mærke noget mistænkeligt, så skal I uopholdelig få kundskab derom.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Godt, godt. Men hvorledes slipper jeg ud –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Karlen, som var her, hjælper jer nok tilrette. Men i al stilhed –
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Forstår sig. Nå, – god lykke!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Lykken har aldrig svigtet mig i dyst med kvinder. Skynd jer nu! 

(Jens Bjelke går ud til højre.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(står en stund stille, går lidt omkring i stuen, ser sig om; derpå siger han dæmpet): 
 Så står jeg da omsider på Østråt. På dette gamle herresæde, som et barn for to år siden fortalte mig så meget om. Lucia. Ja, for to år siden var hun endnu et barn. Og nu, – nu er hun død. (han nynner med et halvt smil:) „Blomster brækkes, blomster visner – –” (han ser sig om igen.) Østråt. Det er, som om jeg havde set det altsammen før; som om jeg var tilhuse her. – Derinde er riddersalen. Og nedenunder er – gravkælderen. Der ligger nok Lucia også. (sagtere, halvt alvorligt, halvt tvungent spøgende.) Dersom jeg var en ræd mand, så kunde jeg bilde mig ind, at da jeg satte foden indenfor Østråts port, så vendte hun sig i kisten. Da jeg gik over borggården, løfted hun på låget. Og da jeg nys nævnte hendes navn, var det som om en røst maned hende op af ligkælderen. – Måske famler hun sig nu opad trappen. Svededugen er hende ivejen; men hun famler sig frem alligevel. Hun er helt oppe i riddersalen! Hun står og ser på mig bag dørstolpen! (han kaster hovedet tilbage over skuldren, nikker og siger højt:) Kom nærmere, Lucia! Snak lidt med mig! Din moder lar mig vente. Det er kedeligt at vente; – og du har hjulpet mig at fordrive så mangen kedelig stund – – (han farer med hånden over panden og går et par gange frem og tilbage.) Se så! – Rigtig; der er det dybe vindu med forhænget. Der er det jo Inger Gyldenløve plejer stå og stirre udover landevejen, som om hun vented på en, der aldrig kommer. – Derinde – (han ser mod døren til venstre) der indenfor etsteds ligger søster Elines stue. Eline? Ja, det er Eline hun heder. Kan jeg rigtig tro på, at hun er så mærkværdig, – så kløgtig og så djærv, som Lucia sagde? Fager skal hun også være. Men til ægtehustru –? Så ligetil burde jeg ikke have skrevet. – – (han vil i tanker sætte sig ved bordet, men retter sig op igen.) Hvorledes vil fru Inger modtage mig? – Hun vil ikke svide gården af over os. Hun vil ikke lokke mig ud på en falddør. Sådant med knive bagfra vil hun hellerikke – (han lytter mod salen.) Aha!
 

FRU INGER GYLDENLØVE 

(kommer ind gennem salsdøren og siger koldt:)

 Jeg byder eder min hilsen, herr rigsråd, –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(bøjer sig dybt). 
 Ah, – Østråts frue!
 

FRU INGER. 
 – og min tak fordi I forud har ladet mig vide eders komme.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ikke mere end min skyldighed. Jeg havde grunde til at formode, at mit komme vilde overraske eder –
 

FRU INGER. 
 I sandhed, herr rigsråd, deri har I ikke taget fejl. Jeg havde visselig mindst af alle ventet at se Nils Lykke som gæst på Østråt.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og endnu mindre havde I vel ventet, at han skulde komme som ven?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Som ven? I føjer spot til al den smerte og skændsel, I har dynget over mit hus? Efter at have lagt et barn i graven for mig, vover I endnu –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Tillad, fru Inger Gyldenløve, – i det stykke kommer vi neppe til enighed; thi I tager ikke med i beregningen, hvad jeg ved samme ulykkelige lejlighed tabte. Mine hensigter var ærlige. Jeg var træt af mit ubundne liv; – over de tredive år var jeg jo også allerede dengang; jeg længtes efter at finde mig en god og from hustru. Læg så dertil udsigten til det held at vorde eders svigersøn –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Tag eder vel ivare, herr rigsråd! Hvad der er vederfaret mit barn, har jeg efter bedste evne dysset ned. Men tro ikke, at det er glemt, om det end er gemt. Der turde snart komme en lejlighed –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I truer mig, fru Inger? Jeg har rakt eder min hånd til forlig. I vægrer eder ved at modtage den. Der er da altså fra nu af åben ufred imellem os?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg vidste ikke, at det fordum havde været anderledes.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Fra eders side, kan hænde. Jeg har aldrig været eders avindsmand, – skønt jeg vel, som kongen af Danmarks undersåt, havde skellig grund dertil.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg forstår eder. Jeg har ikke været bøjelig nok. Det er ikke gået så glat, som man ønskede, med at drage mig over i eders lejr. – Mig synes dog, I intet har at klage på. Min datter Meretes husbond er eders landsmand. Videre kan jeg ikke gå. Min stilling er vanskelig, Nils Lykke!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det fatter jeg tilfulde. Både herremændene og almuen her i Norge mener jo at have et gammelt krav på eder, – et krav, som man siger, at I kun halvvejs har gjort fyldest.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Tillad, herr rigsråd, – for min færd står jeg ingen til regnskab uden Gud og mig selv. Hvis det derfor behager eder, så lader I mig vide, hvad der fører eder hid.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Straks, fru Inger! Hensigten med min sendelse her til landet kan vel ikke være eder ubekendt –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg kender det hverv, man almindeligvis tillægger eder. Det er vor konge af vigtighed at vide, hvorledes han står sig med den norske adel.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ganske visst.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det er altså derfor I gæster Østråt?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 For en del derfor. Dog kommer jeg ingenlunde for at kræve nogen mundtlig forsikring af eder –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nu vel?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hør mig, fru Inger! I sagde selv fornylig, at eders stilling er vanskelig. I står midt imellem to modsatte lejre, som begge kun halvvejs vover at forlade sig på eder. Eders egen fordel må nødvendigvis knytte jer til os. Til de misfornøjede er I derimod bunden ved landsmandskabet, og, – hvem véd, – måske også ved et eller andet andet hemmeligt bånd.
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte). 
 Hemmeligt bånd! Krist, skulde han –?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(mærker hendes bevægelse, men lader som intet og tilføjer utvungent): 
 I indser visst selv, at denne stilling i længden ikke er til at udholde. – Sæt nu, det stod i min magt at udfri eder af disse forholde, som –
 

FRU INGER. 
 I eders magt, siger I?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Først og fremst, fru Inger, må jeg bede eder ikke at lægge nogen vægt på de letfærdige ord, hvormed jeg før kan have omtalt det, der er os imellem. Tro ikke, at jeg nogen stund har tabt af tankerne den skyld, jeg står i til eder. Sæt, at det længe havde været min agt, såvidt muligt, at gøre godt igen, hvad jeg har forbrudt. Sæt, at det var derfor jeg havde skaffet mig denne sendelse herop.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Forklar eder nøjere, herr rigsråd; – nu forstår jeg eder ikke.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg tager måske ikke fejl, når jeg formoder, at I, lige så godt som jeg, kender til de uroligheder, der truer med at bryde løs i Sverig. I véd, eller I aner ialfald, at disse uroligheder har et større mål, end det, man almindeligvis tillægger dem, og I vil derfor begribe, at vor konge ikke roligt kan se begivenhederne gå deres egen gang. Ikke sandt?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Bliv ved!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(forskende, efter et kort ophold). 
 Der gives ét tænkeligt tilfælde, som kunde sætte Gustav Vasas trone i fare –
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte). 
 Hvor vil han hen?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – det tilfælde nemlig, at der i Sverig skulde findes en mand, som på grund af sin byrd havde krav på at kåres til folkets styrer.
 

FRU INGER 

(undvigende). 
 Sverigs adel er lemlæstet ligeså blodigt som vor, herr rigsråd! Hvor skulde I vel ville søge –?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(smilende). 
 Søge? Manden er allerede funden –
 

FRU INGER 

(farer sammen). 
 Ah! Er han funden?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – og han står jer for nær, min frue, til at eders tanke ikke skulde falde på ham. (ser stivt på hende.) Den afdøde grev Sture har efterladt sig en søn –
 

FRU INGER 

(med et skrig). 
 Hellige frelser, hvoraf véd I –?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(studsende). 
 Fat eder, min frue, og lad mig tale til ende. – Denne unge mand har hidtil levet stille hos sin moder, Sten Stures enke.
 

FRU INGER 

(ånder friere igen). 
 Hos –? Ah ja; – ja visst!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu derimod er han trådt åbenlyst frem. I Dalarne har han vist sig som bøndernes leder. Deres antal vokser med hver dag; og, – som I måske véd, finder de venner blandt almuen på denne side af grænsefjeldene.
 

FRU INGER 

(der imidlertid har fattet sig). 
 Herr rigsråd, – I nævner alle disse begivenheder med fuld forvissning om, at jeg kender dem. Hvad grund har jeg givet eder til at formode sligt? Jeg véd intet, og ønsker ikke at vide noget. Det er min agt at leve roligt indenfor mine egne enemærker; jeg rækker ikke ufredsstifterne min bistand; men regn heller ikke på mig, dersom det er eders agt at underkue dem.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(dæmpet). 
 Vilde I også forholde eder uvirksom, ifald det var min agt at stå dem bi?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvorledes skal jeg forstå eder?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I har altså ikke fattet, hvad jeg den hele tid har sigtet til? – Nu vel; ærligt og ligefrem vil jeg da sige eder alt. Vid da, at kongen og hans råd tilfulde har indset, hvorledes der i længden intet sikkert fodfæste findes for os i Norge, dersom adel og almue, således som nu, vedbliver at tro sig forurettet og undertrykt. Vi har fuldelig begrebet, at villige forbundsfæller er bedre end tvungne undersåtter; og vi ønsker derfor intet hjerteligere, end at kunne løsne de bånd, der igrunden snører os ligeså stramt som eder. Men I vil visst også erkende, at Normændenes sindelag imod os gør et sådant skridt altfor betænkeligt, – så længe vi ikke har en pålidelig støtte i ryggen.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og denne støtte –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Denne støtte er nærmest at søge i Sverig. Men, vel at mærke, ej sålænge Gustav Vasa sidder ved roret; thi hans regnskab med Danmark er endnu ikke opgjort, og vil vel heller aldrig blive det. En ny svensk konge derimod, som havde folket på sin side, og som skyldte Danmarks bistand sin krone – –. Nu; I begynder at forstå mig? Da kunde vi med tryghed sige til eder Norske: „tag eders gamle arvede rettigheder tilbage; vælg eder en styrer efter eget tykke; vær vore venner i nøden, ligesom vi vil være eders!” – Læg ellers vel mærke til, fru Inger, at dette højmod igrunden ikke er så stort, som det kanske synes; thi I vil selv indse, at vi, langtfra at svækkes, snarere vil styrkes derved. Og da jeg nu har talt åbenhjertigt med eder, så lad også I enhver mistro fare. Altså – (bestemt.) den riddersmand fra Sverig, som kom hid en timestid før jeg –
 

FRU INGER. 
 I véd det da allerede?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Tilfulde. Det er ham jeg søger.
 

FRU INGER 

(for sig selv). 
 Forunderligt. Altså dog som Olaf Skaktavl sagde. (til Nils Lykke.) Jeg beder eder vente her, herr rigsråd! Nu går jeg for at føre ham til eder. 

(hun går ud gennem riddersalen.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(ser en stund efter hende i hoverende forundring). 
 Hun henter ham! Ja, virkelig, – hun henter ham! Dysten er halvvejs vunden. Så let havde jeg ikke tænkt, det skulde gå. – Hun sidder dybt i det med urostifterne. Foer sammen af skræk, da jeg nævnte Sten Stures søn. – Og så? Hm! Er fru Inger troskyldig løbet i fælden, så vil ikke Nils Sture gøre mange vanskeligheder. Et ungt blod, uden al sindighed og omtanke – –. Med mit løfte om bistand drager han afsted. Uheldigvis snapper Jens Bjelke ham op på vejen, – og det hele forehavende er kvalt. Og så? Så et skridt videre, til fromme for os selv. Det spredes ud, at den unge grev Sture har været på Østråt, – at en dansk udsending har havt en sammenkomst med fru Inger, – at, som følge deraf, junker Nils blev snappet op af kong Gustavs krigsknægte en fjerdingvej fra gården. – – Inger Gyldenløves anseelse hos almuen være så stor den vil, – imod sligt et stød skal den have svært for at stå sig. (farer pludselig uroligt op.) Alle djævle –! Om fru Inger skulde have anet uråd! Kanske han i dette øjeblik smutter os af hænderne – – (lytter beroliget mod riddersalen.) Ah, det har ingen nød. Der kommer de. 

(Fru Inger Gyldenløve kommer inde fra salen, ledsaget af herr Olaf Skaktavl.)
 

FRU INGER 

(til Nils Lykke). 
 Her bringer jeg den I venter.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 For helvede, – hvad skal det sige?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg har sagt denne riddersmand eders navn, og hvad I har meddelt mig –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(tvivlrådig). 
 Så? Ja så? Nu, ja –
 

FRU INGER. 
 – og jeg vil ikke dølge for eder, at han ej fæster den stærkeste lid til eders bistand.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ikke det?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Kan det undre jer? I kender dog vel både hans sindelag og hans tunge skæbne –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Denne mands –? Nå – ja, ja vel –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(til Nils Lykke). 
 Men eftersom det er Peder Kanzler selv, der har stævnet os til at mødes her –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Peder Kanzler –? (fatter sig hurtigt.) Ja, rigtig, – jeg har en sendelse fra Peder Kanzler –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Og han må jo bedst vide, hvem han tør bygge på. Jeg gider derfor ikke bryde mit hoved med at gruble over, hvorledes –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nej, det er ret, kære herre; lad os for alting ikke det.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Heller lige løs på sagen –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Lige løs, uden omsvøb; – således er altid min vane.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Og vil I så sige mig, hvad ærend I bringer?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Mit ærend tænker jeg vel I så omtrent kan gætte –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Peder Kanzler nævnte noget om papirer, som –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Papirer? Nå ja, papirerne!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 I har dem vel hos jer?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Naturligvis; vel forvarede; næsten altfor vel til i en hast – (han lader som om han søger indenfor sin vams, og siger sagte:) Hvem djævelen er han? Hvad griber jeg til? Her tør være store opdagelser at gøre – (han bemærker, at hustjenerne dækker bordet og tænder lamperne i riddersalen, og siger til Olaf Skaktavl:) Ah, jeg ser, fru Inger lader aftensmåltidet anrette. Ved bordet kunde vi kanske bedre tale om vore anliggender.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Godt; som I synes.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Frist vunden, – dyst vunden! (med stor venlighed, til fru Inger:) Og imidlertid kunde vi få at vide, hvad andel fru Inger Gyldenløve agter at tage i vort forehavende?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg? – Ingen.
 

NILS LYKKE OG OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ingen?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Kan det undre eder, mine ædle herrer, at jeg ikke vover mig ind i en leg, hvori alt sættes på spil? Såmeget mere, da ingen af mine forbundsfæller vover at forlade sig trygt på mig.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Denne bebrejdelse rammer ikke mig. Jeg tror eder blindt; derom beder jeg eder være forsikret.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Hvem skulde turde bygge på eder, når det ikke var eders landsmænd?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Sandelig, – denne tiltro glæder mig. 

(hun går hen til et skab i baggrunden og fylder to bægre med vin.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Fordømt, om hun skulde trække sig ud af snaren!
 

FRU INGER 

(rækker hver af dem et bæger). 
 Og siden så er, så byder jeg eder i et bæger velkommen til Østråt. Drik, mine ædle riddere! Drik tilbunds! (hun betragter dem vekselvis efterat de har drukket, og siger alvorligt:) Men nu må I vide, – det ene bæger indeholdt en velkomst-hilsen for min forbundsfælle, det andet – døden for min uven!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(kaster bægeret). 
 Ah, jeg er forgiftet!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(på samme tid, idet han griber efter sit sværd)

 Død og helvede, har I myrdet mig!
 

FRU INGER 

(leende til Olaf Skaktavl, idet hun peger på Nils Lykke)

 Dette er de Danskes lid til Inger Gyldenløve – (til Nils Lykke, pegende på Olaf Skaktavl:) – og mine landsmænds tro på mig, ligervis! (til dem begge:) Og dog skulde jeg give mig eder ivold? Så sagte, mine ædle herrer, – så sagte! Fruen på Østråt har endnu sin fulde samling.
 

ELINE GYLDENLØVE 

(kommer gennem døren til venstre). 
 Stor larm og støj –. Hvad er påfærde?
 

FRU INGER 

(til Nils Lykke). 
 Min datter Eline.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Eline! Således havde jeg ikke tænkt mig hende.
 

ELINE 

(bemærker Nils Lykke og blir overrasket stående, idet hun betragter ham). 
 

FRU INGER 

(rører ved hendes arm). 
 Mit barn, – denne ridder er –
 

ELINE 

(gør en afværgende håndbevægelse, idet hun fremdeles ser ufravendt på ham og siger): 
 Behøves ikke! Jeg ser, hvad han heder. Det er Nils Lykke.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte til fru Inger). 
 Hvorledes? Kender hun mig? Skulde Lucia –? Skulde hun vide –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille! Hun véd intet.
 

ELINE 

(hen for sig). 
 Jeg vidste det; – således måtte Nils Lykke se ud.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(nærmere). 
 Nu vel, Eline Gyldenløve, – I har gættet rigtigt. Og da jeg således på en måde er eder bekendt, – og da jeg derhos er eders moders gæst, – så vil I ikke nægte mig den blomsterkost, I bærer ved eders bryst. Så længe den er frisk og duftende, ejer jeg i den et billed af eder selv.
 

ELINE 

(stolt, men stedse vedblivende at stirre på ham). 
 Forlad mig, herr ridder, – den er plukket i mit eget kammer, og der vokser ingen blomst for eder.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(idet han løsner en blomsterkost, som han selv bærer indstukken foran i sin vams:)

 Ah; men så vil I dog ikke forsmå denne ringe gave. En høvisk frue rakte mig den til afsked, da jeg imorges foer fra Trondhjem. – Læg vel mærke til, min ædle jomfru, – skulde jeg byde eder en skænk, der var eder fuldkommen værdig, så måtte det være en fyrstekrone.
 

ELINE 

(der viljeløst har taget blomsterne). 
 Og var det end Danmarks kongekrone, I rakte mig, – før jeg delte den med eder, før krysted jeg den sønder mellem mine hænder og slængte stumperne for eders fod! 

(hun kaster blomsterkosten for hans fødder og går ind i riddersalen.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(mumler for sig selv): 
 Kæk, – som Inger Ottisdatter ved Knut Alfsøns båre!
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte, efter vekselvis at have betragtet Eline og Nils Lykke). 
 Ulven kan tæmmes. Det gælder at smede lænken færdig.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(idet han tager blomsterne op og stirrer henrykt efter Eline). 
 Guds hellige blod, hvor hun er stolt og fager!
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Riddersalen. Et højt buevindu i baggrunden; et mindre vindu i forgrunden til venstre. Flere døre på begge sider. Loftet støttes af tykke fritstående træstolper, der, ligesom væggene, er behængte med alleslags våbenstykker. Billeder af helgener, riddere og fruer hænger i lange rader. Under loftet en stor brændende lampe med mange arme. I forgrunden til højre et gammeldags udskåret højsæde. Midt i salen står et dækket bord med levningerne af aftensmåltidet.)
 

ELINE GYLDENLØVE 
 (kommer langsomt og tankefuld fra venstre. Udtrykket i hendes ansigt forråder, hvorledes hun i erindringen gennemlever optrinet med Nils Lykke. Tilsidst gør hun en armbevægelse, ligesom da hun kastede blomsterkosten; derpå siger hun med dæmpet stemme): 
 – – og så samlede han stumperne af Danmarks kongekrone –; blomsterne var det; – og „Guds hellige blod, hvor hun er stolt og fager!” Havde han hvisket disse ord i den lønligste krog, milevidt fra Østråt, – jeg havde hørt dem alligevel! Hvor jeg hader ham! Hvor jeg altid har hadet ham, – denne Nils Lykke! – Ingen anden mand er som han, siges der. Med kvinder leger han, – og træder dem under sin fod. Og det er til ham, min moder tænkte at byde mig frem! – Hvor jeg hader ham! De siger, at Nils Lykke er anderledes end andre mænd. Det er ikke sandt! Der er intet sælsomt ved ham. Der findes mange, mange, som han! Når Bjørn fortalte mig eventyr, da så alle prinser ud som Nils Lykke. Når jeg sad ensom her i salen og drømte krøniker, og mine riddere kom og gik, – allesammen så de ud som Nils Lykke. Hvor det er forunderligt, og hvor det er godt at hade. Aldrig har jeg vidst, hvor sødt det var – før ikveld. Nej, – ikke for tusend års liv vilde jeg sælge de øjeblikke, jeg har levet siden jeg så ham! – – „Guds hellige blod, hvor hun – –” 

(hun går langsomt op mod baggrunden, åbner vinduet og ser ud.)


(Nils Lykke kommer ind gennem den forreste dør til højre.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(hen for sig). 
 „Sov vel på Østråt, herr ridder”, sagde Inger Gyldenløve, da hun gik. Sov vel? Ja, det er snart nok sagt, men – –; der udenfor, himmel og hav i oprør; nedenunder i gravkælderen det unge blod på båren; to rigers skæbne i min hånd; – og på mit bryst en vissen blomsterkost, som en kvinde har slængt for mine fødder. Sandelig, jeg frygter stærkt for, at søvnen vil melde sig noget sent. (bemærker Eline, der forlader vinduet og vil gå ind til venstre.) Der er hun. Det stolte øje lader tankefuldt. – Ah, hvis jeg turde vove – (højt:) Jomfru Eline!
 

ELINE 

(standsende ved døren). 
 Hvad vil I? Hvi forfølger I mig?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I fejler; jeg forfølger eder ikke. Jeg er selv forfulgt.
 

ELINE. 
 Er I?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Af mangehånde tanker. Derfor går det med søvnen, som med eder; – den flyr mig.
 

ELINE. 
 Gå til vinduet, så vil I finde tidekort; – et hav i storm –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(smilende). 
 Et hav i storm? Det kan jeg også finde hos eder.
 

ELINE. 
 Hos mig?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Vort første møde har forvisset mig derom.
 

ELINE. 
 Og I besværer eder derover?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nej, ingenlunde; men jeg ønskede dog at se eder mildere stemt.
 

ELINE 

(stolt). 
 Tror I, det vil lykkes eder?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg er viss derpå; thi jeg bringer eder et kærkomment budskab.
 

ELINE. 
 Og hvilket?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Mit farvel.
 

ELINE 

(et skridt nærmere). 
 Eders farvel? I forlader Østråt – så snart?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Endnu inat.
 

ELINE 

(synes et øjeblik tvivlrådig med sig selv; derpå siger hun koldt): 
 Så tag min hilsen, herr ridder! 

(hun bøjer sig og vil gå.)
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Eline Gyldenløve, – jeg har ingen ret til at holde eder tilbage; men det er uædelt, dersom I nægter at høre, hvad jeg har at sige eder.
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg hører eder, herr ridder!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg véd, I hader mig.
 

ELINE. 
 Eders klarsyn er usvækket, som jeg mærker.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men jeg véd også, at jeg tilfulde har fortjent dette had. Usømmelige og krænkende var de ord, hvormed jeg tydede på eder i min skrivelse til fru Inger.
 

ELINE. 
 Nok muligt; jeg har ikke læst dem.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men indholdet er eder idetmindste ikke ubekendt; jeg véd, eders moder har ikke ladet eder i uvidenhed derom; hun har i al fald sagt eder, at jeg priste den mand heldig, som –; ja, I véd, hvad håb jeg nærede –
 

ELINE. 
 Herr ridder, – hvis det er derom I agter at tale, så –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg agter at tale derom, alene for at undskylde min færd. Ikke af andre grunde; – det sværger jeg eder. Hvis mit rygte, – hvad jeg desværre har årsag til at formode, – er nået til eder forinden jeg selv fremstillede mig på Østråt, så må I også kende mit liv tilstrækkeligt til ikke at forundre eder, over, at jeg i deslige sager går noget dristigt tilværks. Jeg har truffet mange kvinder, Eline Gyldenløve! Ubøjelige har jeg aldrig fundet dem. Under slige omstændigheder, ser I, blir man noget magelig. Man kommer ud af vanen med at betjene sig af omveje –
 

ELINE. 
 Nok muligt. Jeg véd ikke, hvad malm hine kvinder har været af. I fejler forøvrigt, når I mener, at det er brevet til min moder, der har vakt mit hjertes had og bitterhed imod eder. Jeg havde ældre grunde.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(urolig). 
 Ældre grunde? Hvad vil I sige med det?
 

ELINE. 
 Det er som I formoded; – eders rygte er gået forud for eder selv, til Østråt, som over det hele land. Nævnes Nils Lykkes navn, så nævnes det altid sammen med en kvinde, som han har besnæret og forstødt. Nogle nævner det med harme, andre med latter og kåd spot over hine svagsindede skabninger. Men gennem harmen og latteren og spotten klinger visen om eder, overdøvende og æggende, lig en fiendes sejers-sang. Dette er det alt tilhobe, som har avlet mit had til eder. Idelig stod I for mine tanker; og det drog mig tilmødes som en længsel, at stilles ansigt til ansigt med eder, for at I kunde erfare, at der gives kvinder, hos hvem eders smidige tale er spildt – dersom I agter at bruge den.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I dømmer mig uretfærdigt, dersom I dømmer efter, hvad rygtet har sagt eder. Muligt, at der er sandhed i alt, hvad I har hørt; – men årsagerne dertil kender I ikke. – Som syttenårig junker begyndte jeg min lystige færd. Jeg har levet fulde femten år siden den tid. Lette kvinder skænked mig, hvad jeg ønsked – endnu før ønsket var blevet til bøn; og hvad jeg bød dem, det greb de med glade hænder. I er den første kvinde, som foragteligt har slængt min gave tilbage for min egen fod. Tro ikke, at jeg beklager mig. Nej, tvertimod, – jeg ærer eder derfor, således, som jeg endnu aldrig har æret nogen kvinde. Men hvad jeg klager over, og hvad der nager mig som en stor sjælevé, det er, at skæbnen ikke tidligere har ført mig eder imøde. – – Eline Gyldenløve! Eders moder har fortalt mig om eder. Medens livet gik sin urolige gang fjernt herfra, da vandred I på det ensomme Østråt, stille, med eders digten og eders drømme. Se, derfor vil I forstå, hvad jeg har at sige eder. – Vid da, at også jeg engang har levet et liv, som I her. Jeg tænkte mig, at når jeg trådte ud i den store vide verden, da vilde der komme mig imøde en ædel og herlig kvinde, som skulde vinke ad mig og vise mig vejen til et berømmeligt mål. – Jeg bedrog mig, Eline Gyldenløve! Kvinder kom mig imøde; men hun var ikke iblandt dem. Endnu før jeg fuldt var bleven mand, havde jeg lært at foragte dem alle tilhobe. Er det da min skyld? Hvorfor var ikke de andre ligesom I? – Jeg véd, eders fædrelands skæbne hviler eder tungt på sinde. I kender den andel, jeg har i forholdene – –. Det siges om mig, at jeg skal være falsk som havskummet. Nok muligt; men er jeg det, da har kvinderne lært mig at være det. Havde jeg tidligere fundet, hvad jeg søgte, – havde jeg truffet en kvinde, stolt, ædel og højsindet som I, da var visselig min vej blevet en hel anden. Kan hænde, at jeg da i dette øjeblik havde stået ved eders side som talsmand for alle de forurettede i Norges rige. Thi det tror jeg: en kvinde er det mægtigste i verden, og i hendes hånd står det at bøje en mand didhen, hvor Gud Herren vil have ham.
 

ELINE 

(for sig selv). 
 Skulde det være, som han siger? Nej, nej; der er løgn i hans øje og svig på hans læber. Og dog –; ingen sang er så liflig som hans ord.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(nærmere, dæmpet og mere fortroligt): 
 Hvor ofte har I vel ikke siddet her på Østråt, ensom, med eders vekslende tanker. Da er det blevet eder trangt om brystet; loft og vægge har ligesom skrumpet sig sammen og knuget eders sind. Da har I længtes udad; da har det lystet eder at flyve langt herfra, uden at I selv vidste hvorhen. – Hvor ofte har I ikke vandret ensom ved fjorden; et smykket skib, med riddere og damer ombord, med sang og strengeleg, har sejlet forbi, langt derude; – et dunkelt rygte om store begivenheder er nået til eder; – da har I følt en higen i eders bryst, en ubetvingelig længsel efter at vide, hvad der var hinsides havet. Men I har ikke forstået, hvad der fattedes eder. I har stundom ment, det var eders fædrelands lod, der fyldte eder med alle de urolige tanker. I bedrog eder selv; – en jomfru i eders unge år har andet at gruble over. – – Eline Gyldenløve! Har I aldrig tænkt eder hemmelige kræfter, – en stærk og løndomsfuld magt, som knytter menneskenes skæbner til hinanden? Når I drømte om det brogede liv derude i den vide verden, – når I drømte om ridderspil og lystige fester, – så I da aldrig i eders drømme en ridder, der stod med smil på læben og med græmmelse i hjertet midt i den larmende færd, – en ridder, der engang havde drømt fagert som I, om en kvinde, ædel og herlig, og som han forgæves søgte blandt alle dem, der omgav ham.
 

ELINE. 
 Hvo er I, der mægter at klæde mine lønligste tanker i ord? Hvorledes kan I sige mig, hvad jeg har båret inderst i mit bryst – uden selv at vide det? Hvoraf véd I –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvad jeg har sagt eder, har jeg læst i eders øjne.
 

ELINE. 
 Aldrig har nogen mand talt til mig som I. Jeg har kun dunkelt forstået eder; og dog – – alt, alt synes mig forandret siden – – (hen for sig.) Nu begriber jeg, hvorfor de sagde, at Nils Lykke er anderledes end alle andre.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Der gives en ting i verden, som kunde forstyrre et menneskes tanker, når vi grubler derover; og det er tanken om, hvad der kunde sket, hvis alt havde føjet sig så eller så. Havde jeg mødt eder på min vej, medens mit livstræ endnu var grønt og frodigt, så havde I måske i denne stund siddet som – – Men tilgiv mig, min ædle jomfru! Disse få øjeblikkes samtale har bragt mig til at glemme vor gensidige stilling. Det var som om en lønlig røst fra først af havde sagt mig, at med eder kunde jeg tale åbent, uden smiger og uden forstillelse.
 

ELINE. 
 Det kan I.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu vel; – og denne åbenhjertighed har måske allerede så halvt om halvt forsonet os med hinanden. Ja, – jeg er endnu dristigere i mit håb. Kanhænde den tid endnu kan komme, da I vil mindes den fremmede ridder uden had og uden harme i sjælen. Nå, nå, – misforstå mig ikke! Jeg mener ikke nu straks, – men engang, senere hen i tiden. Og for at gøre eder dette mindre svært, – og da jeg nu engang er begyndt at tale åbenhjertigt og ligefrem med eder, så lad mig sige jer –
 

ELINE. 
 Herr ridder –!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(smilende). 
 Ah, jeg mærker, at mit brev endnu sætter eder i skræk. Men vær I fuldkommen rolig. Jeg kunde give tusender til, dersom det var uskrevet; thi – ja, da jeg véd, at det just ikke vil gøre eder synderlig ondt at høre, så kan jeg jo ligesågodt sige det rent ud, – jeg elsker eder ikke, og vil aldrig komme til at elske eder. Vær I derfor, som sagt, fuldkommen tryg; jeg skal ingensinde gøre forsøg på at – – Men hvad fattes eder –?
 

ELINE. 
 Mig? Intet; intet. – – Sig mig kun ét: Hvorfor går I endnu med disse blomster? Hvad vil I med dem?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Disse? Er det ikke en stridshandske, som I på alle kvinders vegne har tilkastet den onde Nils Lykke? Skulde jeg så ikke tage den op? Hvad jeg vil med dem, spurgte I? (dæmpet.) Når jeg atter står mellem de fagre fruer i Danmark, – når strengelegen tier og der er stilhed i salen, – da vil jeg tage disse blomster frem og fortælle et eventyr om en ung kvinde, der sidder ensom i en mørk bjelkehal, fjernt oppe i Norge – – (afbrydende, idet han ærbødigt bøjer sig.) Men jeg frygter, at jeg altfor længe opholder husets ædle datter. Vi sés ikke mere; thi endnu før daggry er jeg afsted. Jeg byder eder altså mit farvel.
 

ELINE. 
 Og jeg skænker eder mit, herr ridder! 

(kort stilhed.)
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I er atter så tankefuld, Eline Gyldenløve! Er det atter eders fædrelands skæbne, der nager eder?
 

ELINE 

(hovedrystende, idet hun adspredt stirrer hen for sig). 
 Mit fædreland? – Jeg tænker ikke på mit fædreland.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Så er det tiden med al dens kamp og nød, der ængster eder.
 

ELINE. 
 Tiden? Den glemmer jeg nu. – – I går til Danmark? Var det ikke så I sagde?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg går til Danmark.
 

ELINE. 
 Kan jeg se mod Danmark her fra salen?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(pegende på vinduet til venstre). 
 Ja, fra dette vindu. Hist, mod syd, ligger Danmark.
 

ELINE. 
 Og er det langt herfra? Mere end hundrede mile?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Meget mere. Havet ligger mellem Danmark og eder.
 

ELINE 

(hen for sig). 
 Havet? Tanken har mågevinger. Havet standser den ikke. 

(hun går ud til venstre.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(ser en stund efter hende; derpå siger han): 
 Hvis jeg kunde afse to dage til det – eller blot én –, så skulde hun være i min vold lige så godt som alle de andre. Der er ellers et sjeldent stof i denne unge kvinde. Hun er stolt. Skulde jeg virkelig beslutte mig til –? Nej; heller ydmyge hende. – – (han går omkring i stuen.) Sandelig, tror jeg ikke, hun har sat mit blod i brand. Hvem skulde tænkt sligt muligt herefterdags? – – Væk med dette! Jeg må ud af al den vilderede, jeg her har rodet mig ind i. (han sætter sig i en stol til højre.) Hvorledes skal jeg forklare mig det? Både Olaf Skaktavl og Inger Gyldenløve synes blinde for den mistro, de udsætter sig for, når det rygtes, at jeg er med i forbundet. – Eller skulde fru Inger virkelig have fattet min hensigt? Skulde hun skønne, at alle løfter kun var beregnede på at lokke Nils Sture frem af sit smuthul? (han springer op.) Fordømt! Er jeg virkelig selv bleven narret? Det er højst rimeligt, at grev Sture sletikke findes på Østråt. Kanhænde at rygtet om hans flugt kun har været en krigslist. Han sidder kanske i denne stund velbeholden hos sine venner i Sverig, medens jeg – (går urolig op og ned ad gulvet.) At jeg også skulde være så sikker i min sag! Om jeg nu intet udretter! Om fru Inger kommer efter mine hensigter, – og ikke lægger dølgsmål på min færd –. At stå til spot og spe både her og i Danmark! Ville lokke fru Inger i fælden, – og så gavne hendes sag på det bedste, – styrke hendes gunst hos almuen –! – – Ah, jeg kunde fristes til at give mig den onde selv ivold, om han skaffed mig fingre i grev Sture – – 

(Vinduet i baggrunden stødes op. Nils Stenssøn viser sig udenfor.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(griber efter sværdet). 
 Hvad nu?
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(idet han springer ned på gulvet). 
 Nå; endelig er jeg her da!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Hvad skal dette sige?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Guds fred, herre!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Tak, herre! Det er ellers en særegen indgang, I der har valgt jer.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, hvad djævelen skulde jeg gøre? Porten var jo lukket. Her på gården må nok folk have en søvn som bjørnen ved juletider.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Takker Gud! En god samvittighed er den bedste hovedpude, véd I vel.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, det må så være; for alt hvad jeg hamred og dundred, så –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – så slap I dog ikke ind?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Truffet på et hår. Jeg sagde altså til mig selv: da du nu må ind på Østråt ikveld, om du så skal gå gennem ild og vand, så kan du jo sagtens også krybe gennem vinduet.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Ah, om det skulde være –! (et par skridt nærmere.) Så det var eder da så magtpåliggende at komme til Østråt just iaften?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Om det var? Ja, det skulde jeg mene. Jeg lar nødig vente på mig, skal jeg sige eder.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Aha, – fru Inger Gyldenløve venter eder altså?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Fru Inger Gyldenløve? Ja, det skal jeg ikke så bestemt kunne svare på; (med et listigt smil.) men her turde være en anden –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(smiler også). 
 Nå, så her turde være en anden –?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Sig mig, – hører I til huset?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg? Ja, for så vidt som jeg fra iaftes er fru Ingers gæst.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Så? – Jeg tror vi iaften har tredje kvelden efter Mortens-messe?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Tredje kvelden efter –? Ja, det er ret nok. – Ønsker I kanske at stedes for husets frue straks? Såvidt jeg véd, er hun ikke gået tilsengs endnu. Men kunde I ikke sætte eder ned og hvile eder ud sålænge, kære unge herre? Se, her er endnu en kande vin tilovers. Lidt at spise finder I vel også. Nu; tag for eder; I kan trænge til at styrke jer.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 I har ret, herre; det vilde ikke være så ilde. (han sætter sig ved bordet og spiser og drikker under det følgende.) Både steg og sød kage! Det er jo et herremandsliv I fører her! Når man, som jeg, har sovet på den bare jord og levet af brød og vand i firefem dage –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(betragter ham smilende). 
 Ja, det må falde tungt for en, der er vant til at sidde til højbords i grevelige sale.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Grevelige sale –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men nu kan I jo hvile eder ud her på Østråt, så længe, som I lyster.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(glad). 
 Så? Kan jeg virkelig det? Jeg skal da ikke så snart afsted igen?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, jeg véd ikke. Det må I vel selv bedst kunne svare på.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(sagte). 
 Au, for fanden! (han breder sig i stolen.) Ja, ser I, – den ting er endnu ikke så ganske afgjort. Jeg, for min del, skulde ikke have noget imod at slå mig ned her for det første; men –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – men I er ikke i et og alt eders egen herre? Der gives andre hverv og andre anliggender –?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, det er netop knuden. Stod det til mig, så hvilte jeg mig ialfald ud vinteren over her på Østråt; jeg har nu levet min meste tid på feltfod, og så – – (han bryder pludselig af, skænker og drikker.) Eders skål, herre!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 På feltfod? Hm!
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nej, det var det jeg vilde sige: jeg har længe higet efter at se fru Inger Gyldenløve, som der går så stort et ry af. Det må være en herlig kvinde. Ikke sandt? – Det eneste, jeg ikke kan finde mig i, er, at hun så forbandet nødig vil slå løs.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Slå løs?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nu ja, I forstår mig nok; jeg mener, at hun så nødig vil tage hånd i med, for at drive de fremmede herremænd ud af landet.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, det har I ret i. Men nu får I gøre, hvad I kan, så går det nok.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Jeg? Ja, Gud bedre såsandt; det skulde stort hjælpe, om jeg –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Da er det dog sælsomt, at I gæster hende, når I ikke har bedre håb.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Hvad mener I med det? – Hør, kender I fru Inger?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Forstår sig; siden jeg er hendes gæst, så –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, derfor er det jo sletikke sagt, at I kender hende. Jeg er også hendes gæst og har dog aldrig set så meget som hendes skygge engang.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men I véd dog at fortælle –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 – hvad hvermand snakker om? Ja, det er rimeligt. Desuden har jeg tidt nok hørt af Peder Kanzler – 

(han standser i forvirring og begynder ivrigt at spise.)
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I vilde sagt noget mere.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(spisende). 
 Jeg? Å nej, det kan være det samme.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(ler). 
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Hvoraf ler I, herre?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Af ingenting, herre!
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(drikker). 
 Det er en liflig vin, I har her på gården.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(nærmer sig fortroligt). 
 Hør, – skulde det nu ikke være på tide at kaste masken?
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(smilende). 
 Masken? Ja, det får I gøre som I selv synes.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Så lad al forstillelse fare. I er kendt, grev Sture!
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(med latter). 
 Grev Sture? Tror I også, at jeg er grev Sture? (han rejser sig fra bordet.) I fejler, herre! Jeg er ikke grev Sture.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Virkelig ikke? Hvem er I da?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Mit navn er Nils Stenssøn.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(ser smilende på ham). 
 Hm! Nils Stenssøn? Men I er ikke Sten Stures søn Nils. Navnet slår ialfald til.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ganske sandt; men Gud må vide, med hvilken ret jeg bærer det. Min fader har jeg aldrig kendt; min moder var en fattig bondehustru, som blev plyndret og slåt ihjæl i en af de forrige fejder. Peder Kanzler var just dengang ved hånden; han tog sig af mig, fostred mig op og lærte mig våbenhåndværket. Som I véd, har han i mange år været forfulgt af kong Gustav, og jeg har trolig ledsaget ham, hvor han færdedes.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Peder Kanzler har nok lært jer mere end våbenhåndværket, lader det til. – – Nu godt; I er altså ikke Nils Sture. Men I kommer dog fra Sverig. Peder Kanzler har skikket eder hid for at finde en fremmed, som –
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(nikker listigt). 
 – som alt er funden.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(noget usikker). 
 Og som I ikke kender?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Lige så lidt, som I kender mig; thi jeg sværger eder ved Gud Fader selv: jeg er ikke grev Sture!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Alvorligt, herre?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Så sandt som jeg lever! Hvorfor skulde jeg nægte det, hvis så var?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men hvor er da grev Sture?
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(dæmpet). 
 Ja, det er just hemmeligheden.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(hviskende). 
 Som er eder bekendt? Ikke så?
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(nikker). 
 Og som jeg har at meddele eder.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Mig? Nu da, – hvor er han?
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(peger opad). 
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Deroppe? Fru Inger holder ham skjult på loftet?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nej, visst ikke; I misforstår mig. (ser sig forsigtigt om.) Nils Sture er himlet.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Død! Hvor?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 På sin moders slot, – for tre uger siden.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ah, I bedrager mig! For fem, sex dage siden drog han over grænsen ind i Norge.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Å, det har været mig.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men kort tid tilforn havde greven vist sig i Dalarne. Almuen, som allerede var urolig, gjorde åbent oprør og vilde kåre ham til konge.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ha-ha-ha; det var jo mig!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Eder?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nu skal I høre, hvorledes det gik til. En dag kaldte Peder Kanzler mig for sig og lod sig forlyde med, at store begivenheder var i gære. Han bød mig drage ind i Norge til Østråt, hvor jeg måtte være tilstede på en bestemt tid –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(nikker). 
 Tredje aften efter Mortens-messe.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Der skulde jeg møde en fremmed –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Rigtig; det er mig.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Af ham vilde jeg få at vide, hvad jeg senere havde at gøre. Jeg skulde derhos melde ham, at greven pludselig var død, men at det endnu ikke var vitterligt for nogen anden end for hans moder grevinden, samt for Peder Kanzler og nogle gamle husfolk hos Sturerne.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg forstår. Greven var hovedet for bønderne. Hvis hans død rygtedes, så vilde de gå fra hverandre, – og der blev da intet af det hele.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Kan nok hænde; jeg er ikke så inde i de ting.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men hvorledes kunde det falde eder ind at give eder ud for greven?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Hvorledes det kunde falde mig ind? Ja, hvad véd jeg det? Der er falden mig såmangen galskab ind i mine dage. Det var forresten ikke mit påfund; thi hvorsomhelst jeg kom frem i Dalarne, der stimled almuen sammen og hilste mig som grev Sture. Det hjalp ikke, alt hvad jeg sagde dem imod. Greven havde været der for to år siden, fortalte de, – og det mindste barn kendte mig igen. Nå, lad gå, tænkte jeg; du blir aldrig greve mere i dette liv; du kan jo sagtens engang forsøge, hvordan det er.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu, – og hvad tog I jer så videre for?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Jeg? Jeg spiste og drak og levede godt. Det var bare skade, at jeg måtte så snart afsted igen. Men da jeg foer over grænsen – ha-haha – så loved jeg dem, at jeg snart skulde komme tilbage med trefire tusend mand – eller hvormange det nu var, – og så skulde det rigtig gå løs.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og det faldt eder ikke ind, at I handlede ubesindigt?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Jo, det faldt mig ind bagefter; men da var det rigtignok for sent.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det gør mig ondt for eder, min unge ven; men I vil snart komme til at spore følgerne af eders dårskab. Jeg kan fortælle jer, at I er forfulgt. En deling svenske ryttere har sat efter jer.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Efter mig? Ha-ha-ha! Nej, det er prægtigt! Og når de så kommer, og mener, at de har fåt kløerne i grev Sture – ha-ha-ha!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(alvorligt). 
 – så er det ude med eders liv.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Mit –? Jeg er jo ikke grev Sture.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men I har kaldt almuen til våben. I har gjort oprørske løfter og vækket ufred i landet.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ej, det var jo kun for spøg!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Kong Gustav vil se sagen på en anden måde.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, sandelig, der er noget i, hvad I der siger. At jeg også kunde være så galen – –. Nå, det kommer vi vel ud af! I vil jo nok tage jer af mig; og desuden, – rytterne er vel ikke i hælene på mig endnu.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men hvad har I så videre at sige mig?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Jeg? Ingenting. Når jeg nu bare får givet eder pakken –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(ubetænksomt). 
 Pakken?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja visst; I véd jo –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ah, ja rigtig; papirerne fra Peder Kanzler –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Se, her har I dem allesammen. 

(han rækker ham en pakke, som han har taget frem under sin vams.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Breve og pergamenter til herr Olaf Skaktavl. (til Nils Stenssøn.) Pakken er åben, ser jeg. Så kender I vel indholdet?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nej, herre, jeg læser ikke gerne skrift; det har så sine årsager.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Forstår; I har mest lagt vind på våbenhåndværket. (han sætter sig ved bordet til højre og gennemløber papirerne.) Aha! Oplysninger, mere end tilstrækkelige for at komme efter, hvad der er i gære. Dette lille brev med silkesnoren om – (undersøger udskriften.) Også til herr Olaf Skaktavl. (åbner brevet og ser flygtigt på indholdet.) Fra Peder Kanzler. Det kunde jeg tænke. (læser mumlende.) „Jeg er hårdt i betryk; thi – –”; ja, ganske rigtigt; her står det; – „den unge junker Sture er gangen til sine fædre just i det samme urolighederne skulde bryde løs” – – „– men endnu kan der rådes bod på alting –” Hvad nu? (han studser og læser videre.) „I må da vide, herr Olaf Skaktavl, at den unge mand, der bringer eder dette brev, er en søn af –” – Himmel og jord, – står det så? – Ja, ved Kristi blod, det står der! (med et blik på Nils Stenssøn.) Han skulde være –? Ah, hvis det var således! (læser videre.) „Jeg har fostret ham, fra han var årsgammel; men til denne dag har jeg stadigt vægret mig ved at give ham tilbage, fordi jeg tænkte, at jeg i ham skulde have et sikkert gidsel for Inger Gyldenløves troskab imod os og mod vore venner. Dog har han til dette øjemed kun lidet bådet os. I tør vel undres over, at jeg ikke betroede eder denne hemmelighed, dengang I nys var hos mig her; og jeg vil derfor ærligt tilstå, at jeg frygtede for, I skulde beholde ham i samme øjemed som jeg. Nu derimod, da I er stedet til møde med fru Inger, og venteligen har forvisset eder om, hvor uvillig hun er til at tage sig af vore anliggender, vil I skønne, at det er klogest, så snart ske kan, at give hende tilbage, hvad hendes er. Vel turde det da være muligt, at glæden, trygheden og taknemmeligheden –” – „– dette er nu vort sidste håb”. (han sidder en stund som slagen af overraskelse; da udbryder han for sig selv:) Aha, – hvilket brev! Det er guld værd!
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Jeg har nok bragt eder vigtige budskaber, kan jeg skønne. Ja, ja, – Peder Kanzler har mange jern i ilden, siges der.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(hen for sig). 
 Hvad gør jeg med alt dette? Her er tusend veje at slå ind på. – Ifald jeg –? Nej, det var for usikkert. Men dersom –? Ah, dersom jeg –? Det skal voves! (han river brevet tvers over, krøller stykkerne sammen og gemmer dem indenfor vamsen; de øvrige papirer lægger han ind i pakken igen, stikker denne i sit bælte, rejser sig og siger:) Et ord, min unge ven!
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(nærmer sig). 
 Nå, – det lader på jer, som om spillet går godt.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, det skulde jeg mene. I har givet mig lutter herrekort på hånden, – damer og knægter og –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Men jeg, som har bragt jer alle disse gode tidender, har jeg nu ikke mere at bestille?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I? Jo, det skulde jeg mene. I hører med til spillet. I er konge – og trumf ovenikøbet.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Er jeg? Å ja, nu forstår jeg jer; I tænker vel på ophøjelsen –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ophøjelsen?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja; dersom kong Gustavs folk fik fingre i mig, spåde I, så – 

(han gør tegn, som en der hænges.)
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Sandt nok; – men lad ikke det anfægte jer længer. Det står nu til eder selv, om I inden en måned skal bære hampesnoren eller en gylden kæde om halsen.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 En gylden kæde? Og det står til mig selv?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(nikker). 
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, så måtte fanden betænke sig længe! Men sig mig bare, hvordan jeg skal bære mig ad.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det skal jeg. Dog først sværger I mig en dyr ed på, at intet levende menneske i den vide verden får erfare, hvad jeg betror jer.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ikke andet? I skal få ti eder, om I vil.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Alvor, herre! Jeg spøger ikke med jer.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nå ja, ja; jeg er alvorlig.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I Dalarne kaldte I eder grevesøn; – ikke så?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ej, – begynder I nu med det igen? Jeg har jo ærligt skriftet for eder –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I forstår mig ikke. Hvad I dengang sagde, var sandhed.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Sandhed? Hvor vil I nu hen? Men så sig mig da –!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Først eden! Den helligste, den ubrydeligste, I kender.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Den skal I få. Hist på væggen hænger jomfru Marias billede –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jomfru Maria er bleven affældig på den sidste tid. Har I ikke hørt, hvad munken i Wittenberg påstår?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Fy; hvor vil I agte på munken i Wittenberg? Det er jo en kætter, siger Peder Kanzler.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, lad os ikke strides derom. Men her skal jeg vise eder en fuldgod helgen at gøre løfte til. (han peger på et billede, der hænger på en af vægstolperne.) Kom hid, – og sværg mig taushed indtil jeg selv løser eders tunge, – taushed, såsandt I håber himlens salighed for eder selv og for ham, som her hænger afbildet.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(idet han nærmer sig billedet). 
 Det sværger jeg, – hjælpe mig såsandt Guds hellige ord! (viger overrasket tilbage.) Men, Krist, min frelser –!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvad nu?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Billedet der –! Det er jo mig selv!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det er den gamle Sten Sture, således, som han i sine yngre år gik og stod her i livet.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Sten Sture! – Og ligheden –? Og – jeg talte sandhed, da jeg kaldte mig grevesøn, sagde I? Var det ikke så?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Så var det.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ah, jeg har det; jeg har det! Jeg er –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I er Sten Stures søn, herre!
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(slagen af stille forundring). 
 Jeg Sten Stures søn!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Også på mødrene-side er I adelsbåren. Peder Kanzler har talt usandt, hvis han har sagt, at en fattig bondehustru var eders moder.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Sælsomt; vidunderligt! – Men kan jeg da også tro –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Alt, hvad jeg siger eder, kan I tro. Men kom vel ihu, at det er altsammen til eders eget fordærv, dersom I glemmer, hvad I tilsvor mig ved eders faders salighed.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Glemme det? O nej, det kan I være sikker på, jeg ikke skal. – Men I, som jeg har givet mit ord, – sig mig – hvem er I?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Mit navn er Nils Lykke.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(overrasket). 
 Nils Lykke? Dog vel ikke den danske rigsråd?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jo netop.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Og I skulde –? Det var sælsomt. Hvordan kommer I –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – til at modtage budsendelser fra Peder Kanzler? Det undrer eder nok?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, jeg skal ikke nægte det. Han har altid nævnt eder som vor bittreste avindsmand –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og derfor mistror I mig?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nej, det just ikke; men –. Nå; fanden måtte gruble!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det har I ret i. Følger I eders eget hoved, så er bastesnoren eder ligeså viss, som grevenavnet og den gyldne kæde, dersom I forlader eder på mig.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 I et og alt! Se, her er min hånd, kære herre! Hjælp I mig med gode råd, sålænge det er fornødent. Når det gælder at hugge løs, skal jeg nok berge mig selv.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det er godt. Følg mig nu did ind i kammeret, så skal jeg sige jer, hvordan alt dette hænger sammen, og hvad I videre har at gøre. 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(med et blik på billedet). 
 Jeg Sten Stures søn! O, vidunderligt, som en drøm – –! 

(han følger efter Nils Lykke.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Riddersalen, ligesom før, kun at spisebordet er borttaget.)

 

(Kammersvenden Bjørn lyser med en tændt armstage fru Inger Gyldenløve og herr Olaf Skaktavl ind gennem den anden dør til venstre. Fru Inger har nogle papirer i hånden.)
 

FRU INGER 

(til Bjørn). 
 Og du er viss på, at min datter har talt med ridderen her i salen?
 

BJØRN 

(idet han sætter armstagen på bordet til venstre). 
 Ganske viss. Jeg mødte hende just i det samme hun trådte ud på gangen.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og da lod hun til at være oprørt i sindet? Var det ikke så?
 

BJØRN. 
 Hun så ganske bleg og forstyrret ud. Jeg spurgte, om hun var syg; men i stedet for at svare på mit spørgsmål sagde hun: „gå ind til min moder og sig hende, at ridderen drager herfra endnu før dagbrækningen; hvis hun har brev eller budskab til ham, så bed hende, at hun ikke forvolder ham unødigt ophold”. Og så føjed hun noget til, som jeg ikke rigtigt kunde høre.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hørte du det slet ikke?
 

BJØRN. 
 Det lød for mig, som om hun sagde: „næsten tror jeg, han alt har været for længe på Østråt”.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og ridderen? Hvor er han?
 

BJØRN. 
 Jeg tænker, han er inde på sit kammer i portfløjen.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det er godt. Jeg har færdigt, hvad jeg agter at give ham med. Gå ind til ham og sig, at jeg venter ham her i salen. 

(Bjørn går ud til højre.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Véd I hvad, fru Inger, – rigtignok er jeg i slige ting så blind som en muldvarp; men det bæres mig dog for, som om – – hm!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nu?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 – som om Nils Lykke var eders datter god.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Da er I nok ikke så blind endda; thi jeg måtte storligen tage fejl, dersom I ikke havde ret. Lagde I ikke mærke til, hvor begærligt han ved natverdsbordet lytted efter det mindste ord, jeg fortalte om Eline?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Han glemte både mad og drikke.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og vore hemmelige anliggender med.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ja, og det som mere er, – papirerne fra Peder Kanzler.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og af alt dette slutter I vel –?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Af alt dette slutter jeg først og fremst, at da I kender Nils Lykke og véd, hvad ry der går af ham, fornemmelig i kvindevejen, så –
 

FRU INGER. 
 – så bør det være mig kært at vide ham udenfor porten?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ja; og det jo før jo heller.
 

FRU INGER 

(smilende). 
 Nej, – lige det modsatte, Olaf Skaktavl!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Hvordan mener I?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvis det forholder sig, som vi begge tror, så må Nils Lykke ikke for nogen pris forlade Østråt for det første.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(ser misbilligende på hende). 
 Er I nu atter inde på krogveje, fru Inger? Hvad er det for anslag I pønser på? Er det noget, som kan øge eders magt til skade for os og –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ah, denne kortsynethed, som gør alle så ubillige imod mig! Jeg kan se på jer, I tror det er min agt at kåre Nils Lykke til svigersøn. Hvis sligt lå i min tanke, hvorfor skulde jeg da vægret mig ved at tage del i de ting, som nu forberedes i Sverig, og som Nils Lykke og hele det danske tilhæng synes villig til at understøtte?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Men når det ikke er eders ønske at vinde og binde ham, – hvad har I så isinde med ham?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det skal jeg med få ord forklare jer. I et brev til mig har Nils Lykke nævnt det som et held at kunne komme ind i vor slægt; og jeg vil være så ærlig at tilstå, at jeg virkelig et øjeblik gav mig til at tænke over sagen.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Nu, ser I vel!
 

FRU INGER. 
 At knytte Nils Lykke til min æt, var jo et mægtigt middel til at forlige mange uenige her i landet.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Eders datter Meretes giftermål med Vinzents Lunge, synes mig, måtte vise eder, hvad slige midler virker. Aldrig så såre fik herr Lunge fast fod hos os, før han rev til sig både gods og rettigheder –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ak, jeg véd det, Olaf Skaktavl! Men stundom går der så mangehånde tanker gennem mit sind. Jeg kan ikke betro mig fuldt ud, hverken til eder eller til nogen. Tidt véd jeg ikke, hvad der var rettest for mig. Og alligevel –; anden gang at kåre en dansk herre til svigersøn, – det er en udvej, som jeg kun i den yderste nød gad gribe til; og, himlen være lovet, – så vidt er det endnu ikke kommet!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Jeg er lige klog, fru Inger; – hvorfor agter I at holde Nils Lykke tilbage på Østråt.
 

FRU INGER 

(dæmpet). 
 Fordi jeg bærer et inderligt nag til ham. Nils Lykke har krænket mig blodigere end nogen anden. Jeg kan ikke sige jer, hvad det ligger i. Men ro får jeg ikke, før jeg har taget hævn over ham. Forstår I mig ikke? Sæt, at Nils Lykke blev min datter god. Jeg synes, at det vel var tænkeligt. Jeg vil formå ham til at blive her. Han skal lære Eline nøjere at kende. Hun er både fager og kløgtig. – Ah, om han engang med hed elskov i hjertet trådte frem for mig og bad om hende! Da – at jage ham væk som en hund; jage ham væk med spot, med hån, med foragt; gøre det kundbart over hele landet, at Nils Lykke forgæves havde prøvet at bejle sig ind på Østråt –! Jeg siger eder, – jeg kunde give ti år af mit liv for at få opleve en slig stund.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Hånden på hjertet, Inger Gyldenløve, – det er altså eders hensigt med ham?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det og intet andet, så sandt Gud lever! I må tro mig, Olaf Skaktavl, jeg mener det ærligt med mine landsmænd. Men jeg er så lidet min egen herre. Der gives visse ting, som må holdes dulgt, hvis jeg ikke skal rammes til døden. Dog, er jeg først sikker fra den kant, da skal I erfare, om jeg har glemt, hvad jeg svor ved Knut Alfsøns lig.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(ryster hendes hånd). 
 Tak for hvad I der siger mig! Jeg vilde så nødig tro ilde om eder. – Men hvad forehavendet med ridderen angår, så tykkes det mig, at I frister et voveligt spil. Dersom I nu forregned eder? Dersom eders datter –? Thi der siges jo, at ingen kvinde mægter stå sig imod denne snigende djævel.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Min datter? Tror I, at hun –? Nej, vær kun tryg; jeg kender Eline bedre. Alt, hvad hun har hørt til hans pris, har gjort hende hadsk imod ham. I har jo selv med egne øjne fornummet –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ja-ja, – kvindesind er en utryg grund at bygge på. Se jer for skulde I dog.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det vil jeg også; jeg vil holde vagtsomt øje med dem. Men skulde det endog lykkes ham at fange hende i sit garn, da behøver jeg blot at hviske hende to ord i øret, og så –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Hvad så?
 

FRU INGER. 
 – så vil hun sky ham, som om han var en udsending fra den lede frister selv. Stille, Olaf Skaktavl! Der kommer han. Vær nu besindig. 

(Nils Lykke kommer ind gennem den forreste dør til højre.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(går høfligt hen imod fru Inger). 
 Min ædle frue har ladet mig kalde.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Gennem min datter er det mig sagt, at I tænker på at forlade os endnu inat.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Desværre; – mit hverv på Østråt er jo tilende.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ikke før jeg har fået mine papirer.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ganske sandt. Næsten havde jeg glemt det vigtigste af mit ærende. Men det er også vor høje værtindes skyld. Ved bordet forstod hun så kløgtigt og så lifligt at sysselsætte sine gæster –
 

FRU INGER. 
 At I ej længer kom ihug, hvad der førte eder hid? Det glæder mig; thi så var just min agt. Jeg tænkte, at skulde min gæst, Nils Lykke, finde sig vel tilmode på Østråt, så måtte han –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvilket, frue?
 

FRU INGER. 
 – først og fremst glemme sit ærende – og alt, hvad der forresten er gået forud for hans komme.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(til Olaf Skaktavl, idet han fremtager pakken og rækker ham den). 
 Papirerne fra Peder Kanzler. I vil der finde fuldstændige oplysninger om vore tilhængere i Sverig.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det er godt. 

(han sætter sig ved bordet til venstre, hvor han åbner og gennemblader pakken.)
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og nu, fru Inger Gyldenløve, – nu véd jeg ikke her er mere for mig at gøre.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Såfremt det blot og bart er statssager, der har ført os sammen, da har I måske ret. Men det vilde jeg dog nødig tro.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I mener –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg mener, det er ikke alene som dansk rigsråd eller som Peder Kanzlers forbundsfælle, at Nils Lykke tog sig for at gæste mig. – Skulde jeg fejle, hvis jeg bildte mig ind, at I nede i Danmark kunde have hørt et eller andet, som gjorde eder nyfigen efter nærmere at kende fruen på Østråt.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det være langt fra mig at nægte –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(bladende i papirerne). 
 Besynderligt. Slet intet brev.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – fru Inger Gyldenløves ry er jo altfor vidt udbredt, til at jeg ikke længe skulde have higet efter at se hende ansigt til ansigt.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Så tænkte jeg vel. Men hvad forslår da det at skæmte bort en times tid ved natverdsbordet? Hvad der før har været imellem os, vil vi forsøge at slå en streg over. Vel turde det føje sig så, at den Nils Lykke, jeg kender, lagde en skygge over naget til ham, som jeg ikke har kendt. Forlæng nu eders ophold her i nogle dage, herr rigsråd! Olaf Skaktavl tør jeg ikke overtale. Han har jo sine lønlige hverv i Sverig. Hvad derimod eder angår, da har I visstnok i forvejen indledet sagerne så snildt, at eders nærværelse neppe gøres fornøden. Tro mig, I skal ikke komme til at finde tiden lang hos os; idetmindste vil både jeg og min datter opbyde alle kræfter for at være eder ret hjertelig til behag.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg tvivler hverken om eders eller eders datters gode sindelag imod mig. Derom har jeg jo fået fuldgode vidnesbyrd. Men I vil visstnok erkende, at min nærværelse andetsteds er uomgængelig fornøden, når jeg desuagtet må erklære det for umuligt at forlænge mit ophold på Østråt.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nå således! – Véd I hvad, herr rigsråd, – dersom jeg var ondskabsfuld, så kunde jeg falde på at tro, at I var kommen til Østråt for at prøve en dyst med mig. Denne dyst synes I nu I har tabt, og derfor er det eder ukært at dvæle længere på slagmarken mellem vidnerne til eders nederlag.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(smilende). 
 Der kunde være skellig grund til en slig tydning; men visst er det, at jeg endnu ikke holder slaget for tabt.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det være nu som det vil; dersom I dvæler nogle dage hos os, så kan det ialfald vindes tilbage. Ja, I ser selv, hvor tvivlrådig jeg står og vipper på skillevejen, – overtaler min farlige angriber til ikke at rømme marken. – Nu, rent ud sagt, tingen er denne: eders forbund med de misfornøjede i Sverig forekommer mig endnu noget – ja, hvad skal jeg kalde det? – noget vidunderligt, herr rigsråd! Jeg siger eder dette uden omsvøb, kære herre! Den tanke, som har ledet kongens råd til dette lønlige skridt, tykkes mig såre klog; men den stikker stærkt af mod visse af eders landsmænds fremfærd i de forløbne år. Det må derfor ikke krænke jer, om min lid til eders gode løfter trænger til at støttes lidt bedre, forinden jeg lægger velfærd og gods i eders hænder.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 For dette øjemed vilde et længere ophold på Østråt neppe være til nogen nytte; thi jeg agter intet yderligere forsøg at gøre på at rokke eders beslutning.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Da ynker jeg eder af et oprigtigt hjerte. Ja, herr rigsråd, – vel står jeg her som en rådløs enke; men I kan tro mig på mit ord, og jeg spår jer, at der vil komme til at vokse tornefor jer af eders rejse til Østråt.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(med et smil). 
 Spår I det, fru Inger?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Tilvisse! Hvad skal man vel sige, kære herre? Menneskene er så klaffersyge nuomstunder. Mere end én spottefugl vil digte smædeviser om eder. Inden et halvt år vil I være i folkemunde; man vil standse og se efter eder på alfar vej; man vil sige: se; se, der rider herr Nils Lykke, som drog op til Østråt for at fange Inger Gyldenløve, men som blev hængende i sin egen snare. – Nå, nå, ikke så utålmodig, herr ridder! Det er jo ikke min mening; men så vil alle slemme og ondskabsfulde mennesker dømme. Og dem gives der, desværre, nok af! – Ja, det er ilde; men det er sandt og visst, – spot vil blive eders løn, – spot over, at en kvinde var snildere end I. „Listig som en ræv sneg han sig ind på Østråt”, vil man sige, – „skamfuld som en hund lusked han igen afgårde”. – Og endnu ét: mener I ej, at Peder Kanzler og hans venner vil bede sig fri for eders bistand, når det rygtes, at jeg ikke trøster mig til at stride under eders mærke?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I taler viseligen, frue! Og for ej at udsætte mig for spot, – endvidere, for ej at bryde samvirket med alle de kære venner i Sverig, så nødes jeg til –
 

FRU INGER 

(hurtigt). 
 – at forlænge eders ophold på Østråt?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(der har lyttet). 
 Nu går han i fælden!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nej, min ædle frue; – jeg nødes til at komme overens med eder endnu i denne time.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Men ifald det nu ikke skulde lykkes?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det vil lykkes.
 

FRU INGER. 
 I er sikker i eders sag, som det lader.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvad vædder vi, at I går med på mine og Peder Kanzlers anslag?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Østråt gård mod eders knæspænder!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(slår sig på brystet og råber): 
 Olaf Skaktavl, – her ser I herren på Østråt!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Herr rigsråd! –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(rejser sig fra bordet). 
 Hvad nu?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(til fru Inger). 
 Væddemålet modtager jeg ikke; thi om et øjeblik skænker I mig gerne Østråt gård og mere til, for at fri eder ud af snaren, hvori ikke jeg men I selv er hildet.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Eders skæmt begynder at blive noget lystig, herre!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Den bliver lystigere endnu, – idetmindste for mig. I pukker på at have overlistet mig. I truer med at dynge på mig alle menneskers hån og spot. Ah, I skulde vel vogte jer for at ægge min hævnlyst; thi jeg kan med to ord bøje eder i knæ for mine fødder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ha-ha – –! (standser pludselig som greben af en anelse.) Og disse to ord, Nils Lykke? Disse to ord –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – er hemmeligheden om eders og Sten Stures søn.
 

FRU INGER 

(med et skrig). 
 O, Jesus Krist –!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Inger Gyldenløves søn! Hvad siger I?
 

FRU INGER 

(halvt i knæ for Nils Lykke). 
 Nåde! O, vær barmhjertig –!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(løfter hende op). 
 Kom til eder selv, og lad os tale besindigt sammen.
 

FRU INGER 

(med lav stemme og halvt forvildet). 
 Hørte I det, Olaf Skaktavl? Eller var det kun en drøm? Hørte I, hvad han sagde?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det var ingen drøm, fru Inger!
 

FRU INGER 

(slår hænderne sammen). 
 Og I véd det! I, – I! – Men hvor har I ham da? Hvor har I ham? Hvad vil I gøre med ham? (skriger:) Dræb ham ikke, Nils Lykke! Giv mig ham igen! Dræb ham ikke for mig!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ah, jeg begynder at begribe –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og denne angst –; denne kvælende rædsel –. Jeg har båret på det i mangfoldige år, – – og så skulde det briste alt tilhobe, og jeg får friste slig nød og kvide! – Herre min Gud, er dette ret af dig? Var det derfor, du gav mig ham? (hun tager sig sammen og siger med tilkæmpet fatning:) Nils Lykke, – sig mig én ting. Hvor har I ham? Hvor er han?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hos sin fosterfader.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Endnu hos sin fosterfader. O, denne ubønhørlige mand –! Altid har han nægtet mig –. Men det må ikke længer blive således ved! Hjælp mig, Olaf Skaktavl!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Jeg?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det vil ej være fornødent, såfremt I kun –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hør mig, herr rigsråd! Hvad I véd, det skal I vide tilbunds. Og I også, gamle trofaste ven! – Nu vel da! I minded mig før om hin usalige dag, da Knut Alfsøn blev slagen ved Oslo. I minded mig om det løfte, jeg gjorde, da jeg stod ved liget mellem Norges gæveste mænd. Jeg var knapt fuldvoksen dengang; men jeg kendte Guds kraft i mig, og jeg mente, hvad mange har ment sidenefter, at Herren selv havde sat sit mærke på mig og kåret mig til at stride forrest for land og rige. Var det hovmod? Eller var det en åbenbarelse ovenfra? Jeg er aldrig kommen tilbunds i det. Men ve hver den, som har fået en stor gerning at bære på. I syv år tør jeg sige, at jeg trolig holdt, hvad jeg havde lovet. Jeg stod sammen med mine landsmænd i trængsler og nød. Alle mine legesøstre sad som hustruer og mødre trindt om i landet. Jeg alene turde ikke høre på nogen bejler. Ikke på nogen. I véd det bedst, Olaf Skaktavl! Da så jeg første gang Sten Sture. Fagrere mand havde jeg aldrig set tilforn.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ah, det går op for mig! Sten Sture var den tid i Norge i et hemmeligt ærende. Vi Danske turde ikke vide, at han var velsindet mod eders venner.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Forklædt som en ringe svend leved han en vinter under tag med mig. Den vinter tænkte jeg mindre og mindre på rigets velfærd. – – Så fager en mand havde jeg aldrig set. Og jeg var bleven henimod de fem og tyve år – – Næste høst kom Sten Sture igen. Og da han atter drog bort, tog han med sig i al løndom et spædt barn. Det var ikke menneskenes onde tunger, som jeg frygted, men det vilde have skadet vor sag, ifald det havde rygtedes, at Sten Sture stod mig så nær. Barnet blev sat til opfostring hos Peder Kanzler. Jeg vented på bedre tider, som snart skulde komme. Aldrig kom de. Sten Sture gifted sig to år efter i Sverig, og da han døde, efterlod han sig enke –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 – og med hende en lovlig arving til sit navn og sine rettigheder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Gang efter gang skrev jeg til Peder Kanzler og bønfaldt ham om at give mig mit barn tilbage. Men han vægred sig stadigen. „Slut eder fast og ubrydelig til os”, svared han, „så sender jeg eders søn til Norge; før ikke”. Hvor skulde jeg vove det? Vi misfornøjede var dengang ilde set af mange frygtagtige her i landet. Dersom disse fik nys i sagen – o, jeg véd det! for at stække moderen, skulde de gerne have beredt barnet den samme skæbne, som kong Kristjern skulde fristet, om ikke flugten havde frelst ham. Men foruden det, var også Danskerne virksomme. De forsømte hverken trusler eller løfter for at drive mig over på sin side.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Begribeligt. Alles øjne vogted på eder, som på den vindfløj, de skulde sejle efter.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nu kom Herluf Hydefads oprør. Mindes I hin tid, Olaf Skaktavl? Var det ikke, som om en solfuld vår gik over hele landet! Stærke røster maned mig at komme udenfor; – men jeg turde det ikke. Jeg sad tvivlrådig – langt fra striden – på min ensomme gård. Stundom var det, som om Gud Herren selv råbte på mig; men da kom denne dræbende angst igen og lamslog al vilje. „Hvem vil sejre?” se, det var spørgsmålet, som idelig ringed for mine øren. Det var en kortvarig vår, som dengang brød frem over Norge. Herluf Hydefad, og mangfoldige med ham, lagdes på stejle og hjul i de måneder, som fulgte på. Mig kunde ingen kræve til regnskab. Og dog mangled det ikke på forblommede trusler fra Danmark. Hvad, om de kendte hemmeligheden? Tilslut vidste jeg ikke at tyde det anderledes, end at de kendte den. I slig en kvidefuld tid var det, at rigshovmester Gyldenløve kom herop og forlangte mig tilægte. Lad en ængstet moder tænke sig i mit sted –! En måned efter var jeg rigshovmesterens hustru, – og hjemløs i mine landsmænds hjerter. Så kom de stille år. Ingen rejste sig mere. Herrerne kunde trykke os ned så dybt og så tungt de lysted. Der var stunder, da jeg væmmedes over mig selv. Thi hvad havde jeg at gøre? Intet, uden at ængstes, forhånes og føde døtre til verden. Mine døtre! Gud må forlade mig det, ifald jeg ikke har en moders hjerte for dem. Mine pligter som hustru var mig et hoveriarbejde. Hvor kunde jeg så elske mine døtre? O, med min søn var det anderledes! Han var min sjæls eget barn. Han var den eneste, som minded mig om den tid, da jeg var kvinde og intet andet end kvinde. – Og ham havde de taget fra mig! Han vokste op mellem fremmede, som måske såede fordærvelsens sæd i ham! Olaf Skaktavl, – havde jeg, som I, vandret jaget og forladt på højfjeldet, i vinter og uvejr, – hvis jeg havde havt mit barn i mine arme, – tro mig, jeg skulde ikke have sørget og grædt så sårt, som jeg har sørget og grædt for ham fra hans fødsel og til denne time!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Der er min hånd. Jeg har dømt eder for hårdt, fru Inger! Byd og råd over mig som før. Jeg skal lystre. – Ja, ved alle hellige, – jeg véd, hvad det vil sige at sørge for sit barn.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Voldsmænd slog eders. Men hvad er døden mod en hvileløs angst gennem alle de lange år?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu vel; det står i eders magt at ende denne angst. Forson de stridende parter, så tænker ingen af dem på at tilegne sig eders barn som borgen for eders troskab.
 

FRU INGER 

(hen for sig). 
 Dette er himlens hævn – – (ser på ham.) Sig kort og godt, hvad I fordrer.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Først fordrer jeg, at I skal kalde den nordenfjeldske almue under våben for at støtte de misfornøjede i Sverig.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og dernæst –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – at I virker for, at den unge grev Sture kan blive indsat i sin slægts rettigheder som Sverigs styrer.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Han? I fordrer, at jeg –?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(sagte). 
 Det er mange Svenskers ønske. Også vi vilde være vel tjent dermed.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I betænker eder, min frue? I skælver for eders søns sikkerhed. Hvor kan I da ønske noget bedre, end at se hans halvbroder på tronen?
 

FRU INGER 

(tankefuld). 
 Vel sandt; – vel sandt –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(betragter hende skarpt). 
 Medmindre der skulde være andre anslag igære –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 At Inger Gyldenløve pønsed på at blive – kongemoder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Nej, nej! Giv mig mit barn tilbage, så kan I give kronerne til hvem I vil. Men véd I da også, om grev Sture er villig –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Derom kan han selv forvisse eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Han selv? Og når?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I denne time.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Hvordan?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad siger I?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Med ét ord, at grev Sture befinder sig på Østråt.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Her?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(til fru Inger). 
 Det blev eder måske berettet, at jeg red selv anden gennem porten? Greven var min følgesvend.
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte). 
 Jeg er i hans vold. Her er intet valg længer. (ser på ham og siger:) Godt, herr rigsråd, – I skal få min forsikring om bistand.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Skriftlig?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Som I begærer. 

(hun går over til bordet på venstre side, sætter sig og tager skrivesager frem af skuffen.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(afsides, ved bordet til højre). 
 Endelig sejrer jeg da!
 

FRU INGER 

(efter et øjebliks betænkning, vender sig pludselig over stolen mod Olaf Skaktavl og hvisker:)

 Olaf Skaktavl, – nu véd jeg det med visshed, – Nils Lykke er en forræder!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(sagte). 
 Hvordan? I tror –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Han pønser på svig. 

(hun lægger papir tilrette og dypper pennen.)
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Og dog vil I skrive en slig forsikring, som kan volde eders undergang?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille; lad mig råde. Nej, vent, og hør først – – 

(hun taler hviskende med ham.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte, holder øje med dem). 
 Ah, rådslå kun, så meget I lyster! Nu er al fare forbi. Med hendes skrevne tilsagn i lommen kan jeg forklage hende, hvad time det skal være. Endnu i denne nat et hemmeligt bud til Jens Bjelke –. Jeg har mit ord i behold, når jeg forsikrer ham, at den unge grev Sture ikke er på Østråt. Og så imorgen, når vejen er fri, – til Trondhjem med junkeren. Derfra tilskibs med ham som fange til København. Sidder han først i tårnet dernede, kan vi foreskrive fru Inger, hvad kår os lyster. Og jeg –? Efter dette tænker jeg ikke, kongen lægger sendelsen til Frankrig i andre hænder end mine.
 

FRU INGER 

(fremdeles hviskende til Olaf Skaktavl). 
 Nu, I har altså forstået mig?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Tilfulde. Lad det voves, som I vil. 

(han går ud til højre i baggrunden.)


(Nils Stenssøn kommer ind gennem den forreste dør til højre, uden at bemærkes af fru Inger, der er begyndt at skrive.)
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(med dæmpet stemme). 
 Herr ridder, – herr ridder!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(hen imod ham). 
 Uforsigtige! Hvad vil I her? Har jeg ikke sagt, I skulde vente derinde, til jeg kald te på jer?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Hvor kunde jeg det? Nu, da I har betroet mig, at Inger Gyldenløve er min moder, nu tørster jeg mere end nogensinde efter at se hende ansigt til ansigt – – O, det er hende! Hvor stolt og høj! Således har jeg altid tænkt mig hende. Vær ikke ræd, kære herre; – jeg skal ikke forgå mig. Siden jeg fik denne hemmelighed at vide, kender jeg mig ligesom ældre og sindigere. Jeg vil ikke længer være vild og forfløjen. Jeg vil være som de andre adelige junkere. – Hør, sig mig, – véd hun, at jeg er her? I har vel forberedt hende?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, visst nok har jeg det, men –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Nu?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 – hun vil ikke kendes ved jer som søn.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Vil hun ikke kendes ved mig? Men hun er jo min moder. – O, når der ikke er andet ivejen – (han tager frem en ring, som han bærer i en snor om halsen.) – så vis hende denne ring. Jeg har båret den fra mine tidligste år. Den må hun vel vide besked om.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Gem ringen, menneske! Gem den, siger jeg! I forstår mig ikke. Fru Inger tvivler ingenlunde om, at I er hendes barn; men, – ja, se eder om; se al denne rigdom; se alle disse mægtige forfædre og frænder, hvis billeder prunker både højt og lavt på alle vægge; og endelig hun selv, denne stolte kvinde, der er vant til at byde som den første adelsfrue i riget. Tror I, det kan være hende kært at vise frem en fattig, uvidende svend for menneskenes øjne og sige: se her, denne er min søn!
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, I har visseligen ret. Jeg er fattig og uvidende. Jeg har intet at byde hende i vederlag for hvad jeg fordrer. O, aldrig har jeg følt mig tynget af min armod før i denne stund! Men sig mig, – hvad tror I, jeg skal gøre for at vinde hendes godhed? Sig mig det, kære herre; I må dog vide det!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 I skal vinde land og rige. Men indtil det kan ske, må I vel vogte eder for at såre hendes øren ved at ymte om slægtskab eller sligt. Hun vil te sig, som om hun holdt eder for at være den virkelige grev Sture, så længe til I selv gør eder værdig at kaldes hendes søn.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 O, men så sig mig da –!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Stille; stille!
 

FRU INGER 

(rejser sig og rækker ham papiret). 
 Herr ridder, – her har I mit tilsagn.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg takker eder.
 

FRU INGER 

(idet hun bemærker Nils Stenssøn). 
 Ah, – denne unge mand er –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ja, fru Inger, det er grev Sture.
 

FRU INGER 

(afsides, ser stjålent på ham). 
 Træk for træk; – ja, ved Gud, – det er Sten Stures søn! (træder nærmere og siger med kold høflighed:) Vær hilset under mit tag, herr greve! Det hviler i eders hånd, hvorvidt vi inden et år skal velsigne dette møde eller ej.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 I min hånd? O, byd mig, hvad jeg skal gøre! Tro mig, jeg har både mod og vilje –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(lytter urolig). 
 Hvad er det for larm og støj, fru Inger? Det er nogen, som vil her ind. Hvad skal dette sige?
 

FRU INGER 

(med hævet røst). 
 Det er ånderne, som vågner! 

(Olaf Skaktavl, Ejnar Huk, Bjørn, Finn, samt mange bønder og huskarle kommer ind fra højre side i baggrunden.)
 

BØNDER OG HUSKARLE. 
 Hil være fru Inger Gyldenløve!
 

FRU INGER 

(til Olaf Skaktavl). 
 Har I sagt dem, hvad der er i gære?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Alt, hvad de behøver at vide, har jeg sagt dem.
 

FRU INGER 

(til flokken). 
 Ja nu, mine trofaste husfolk og bønder, nu må I væbne eder, som I bedst véd og kan. Hvad jeg tidligere iaftes satte mig imod, det være eder nu i fuldeste måde tilstedet. Og her stiller jeg frem for eder den unge grev Sture, Sverigs vordende styrer, – og Norges med, hvis Gud så vil det.
 

HELE MÆNGDEN. 
 Hil ham! Hil grev Sture! 

(Almindelig bevægelse. Både bønder og huskarle udsøger sig våben og ifører sig brystplader og stålhuer, alt under stor larm.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte og urolig). 
 Ånderne vågner, sagde hun? På skrømt har jeg manet oprørsdjævelen frem. Fordømt, om han skulde vokse mig over hovedet!
 

FRU INGER 

(til Nils Stenssøn). 
 Af mig modtager I her den første håndsrækning, – treti ridende bønder, som skal følge og beskytte eder. Tro mig, – inden I nåer grænsen, har mange hundrede stillet sig under mit og eders mærke. Og rejs så med Gud!
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Tak, – Inger Gyldenløve! Tak, – og vær sikker på, I skal aldrig komme til at skamme eder over – over grev Sture! Hvis I ser mig igen, da har jeg vundet land og rige!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(for sig selv). 
 Ja, hvis hun ser dig igen.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Hestene venter, I gode bønder! Er I så rede –?
 

BØNDERNE. 
 Ja, ja, ja!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(urolig, til fru Inger). 
 Hvordan? Det er da vel ikke eders agt allerede nu inat –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 I dette øjeblik, herr ridder!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nej, nej, umuligt!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Som jeg siger.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte til Nils Stenssøn.)

 Lyd hende ikke!
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Hvor kan jeg andet? Jeg vil; jeg må!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Men det er eders sikre fordærv –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Lige godt! Hun har al rådighed over mig –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(bydende). 
 Og jeg?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Mit ord holder jeg; lid på det. Hemmeligheden skal ikke komme over min mund, før I selv løser mig. Men hun er min moder!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(afsides). 
 Og Jens Bjelke, som lurer på vejen! Forbandet! Han snapper mig byttet af hænderne – (til fru Inger.) Vent til imorgen!
 

FRU INGER 

(til Nils Stenssøn). 
 Grev Sture, – vil I lyde mig, eller ej?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Tilhest! 

(han går op mod baggrunden.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(afsides). 
 Den ulykkelige! Han véd ikke, hvad han gør. (til fru Inger.) Nu, siden det skal så være, – lev vel! 

(han bøjer sig hurtigt og vil gå.)
 

FRU INGER 

(holder ham tilbage). 
 Nej, stands! Ikke så, herr ridder, – ikke så!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

FRU INGER 

(med dæmpet stemme). 
 Nils Lykke, – I er en forræder! Stille! Lad ingen mærke, at der er uro i høvedsmændenes lejr. Peder Kanzlers tillid har I vundet ved en djævelsk list, som jeg ikke mægter gennemskue. I har tvunget mig til at øve oprørsfærd, – ikke for at støtte vor sag, men for at fremme eders egne anslag, hvilke de end monne være. Jeg kan ikke længer træde tilbage. Men tro ikke derfor, at I har sejret! Jeg skal vide at gøre eder uskadelig –.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(lægger uvilkårligt hånden på sværdet). 
 Fru Inger!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Vær rolig, herr rigsråd! Det gælder ikke livet. Men udenfor Østråts porte kommer I ikke, før sejren er vor.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Død og ulykke!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Al modstand er unyttig. I slipper ikke herfra. Forhold eder derfor stille; det er det klogeste, I kan gøre.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(hen for sig). 
 Ah, – jeg er overlistet. Hun har været snedigere end jeg. (en tanke skyder op i ham.) Men om jeg endda –?
 

FRU INGER 

(sagte til Olaf Skaktavl). 
 Følg grev Stures trop lige til grænsen. Drag så uopholdelig til Peder Kanzler og bring mig mit barn. Nu har han ikke længer nogen grund til at forholde mig, hvad mit er. (tilføjer, da Olaf Skaktavl vil gå:) Vent; et kendemærke –. Den, der bærer Sten Stures ring, det er den rette.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ved alle hellige, I skal få ham!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Tak, – tak, min trofaste ven!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(til Finn, hvem han ubemærket har kaldt til sig, og med hvem han har hvisket). 
 Altså, – se at liste dig ud. Lad ingen se dig. En fjerdingvej herfra ligger Svenskerne i baghold. Fortæl befalingsmanden, at grev Sture er død. Den unge mand der må ikke antastes. Sig befalingsmanden det. Sig ham, at junkerens liv er mig tusender værd.
 

FINN. 
 Det skal ske.
 

FRU INGER 

(der imidlertid har holdt øje med Nils Lykke). 
 Og rejs nu alle med Gud! (pegende på Nils Lykke.) Denne ædle ridder der kan ikke bekvemme sig til så hastigt at forlade sine venner på Østråt. Han vil vente her hos mig til sejersbudskabet kommer.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(for sig selv). 
 Djævel!
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(griber hans hånd). 
 Tro mig, – I skal ikke komme til at vente længe!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det er godt; det er godt! (afsides.) Alt kan endnu vindes. Hvis bare mit bud kommer betids til Jens Bjelke –
 

FRU INGER 

(til fogden Ejnar Huk, pegende på Finn). 
 Og han der hensættes under sikker bevogtning i borgekælderen.
 

FINN. 
 Jeg?
 

FOGDEN OG HUSKARLERNE. 
 Finn!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(sagte). 
 Der brast mit sidste anker.
 

FRU INGER 

(bydende). 
 I borgekælderen! 

(Ejnar Huk, Bjørn og et par af gårdsfolkene fører Finn ud til venstre.)
 

ALLE DE ØVRIGE, 

(undtagen Nils Lykke, idet de stormer ud til højre): 
 Afsted! Tilhest, – tilhest! Hil være Inger Gyldenløve!
 

FRU INGER 

(tæt forbi Nils Lykke, idet hun følger de bortdragende): 
 Hvem sejrer?
 

NILS LYKKE 

(står alene igen). 
 Hvem? Ja, ve dig; – sejren blir dyrekøbt. Jeg vasker mine hænder. Det er ikke mig, som myrder ham. Men mit bytte undslipper mig ligefuldt. Og oprøret vokser og breder sig! – Ah, det er et dumdristigt, et afsindigt spil, jeg her har indladt mig i! (han lytter ved vinduet.) Der rider de raslende ud igennem porten. – Nu stænges der efter dem; – og her står jeg igen som fange. Ikke nogen mulighed for at slippe bort! Inden en halv time falder Svenskerne over ham. Han har treti vel væbnede ryttere med sig. Det vil gå på livet løst. Men hvis de nu alligevel fangede ham levende? – Var jeg blot fri, så kunde jeg indhente Svenskerne, inden de nåede grænsen, og få ham udleveret. (går op mod vinduet i baggrunden og ser ud.) Fordømt. Vagt udenfor allevegne. Skulde der da ingen udvej være? (går hurtigt nedover gulvet igen; pludselig standser han og lytter.) Hvad er det? Sang og strengeleg. Det kommer ligesom over fra jomfru Elines kammer. Ja, det er hende, som synger. Altså oppe endnu – – (en tanke synes at gennemfare ham.) Eline! Ah, hvis det gik an! Hvis det lod sig gøre, at –. Og hvorfor skulde det ikke lade sig gøre? Er jeg ikke endnu mig selv? I visen heder det: 
 Hver en skøn-jomfru sukker så mod: Gud give,
 Nils Lykke var mig huld og god! 
 Og hun –? – – Eline Gyldenløve skal frelse mig! 

(han går raskt men listende henimod den forreste dør til venstre.)
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Riddersalen. Det er fremdeles nat. Salen oplyses kun svagt af en armstage, der står på bordet til højre i forgrunden.)

 

(Fru Inger Gyldenløve sidder ved bordet, fordybet i tanker.)
 

FRU INGER 

(efter et ophold). 
 Den kløgtigste i landet kalder de mig. Jeg tror, jeg er det også. Den kløgtigste –. Der er ingen, som véd, hvorfor jeg er den kløgtigste. I mere end tyve år har jeg stridt for mit barns frelse. Det er nøglen til gåden. Det gir vid i panden, det! Vid? Hvor er min kløgt bleven af inat? Hvor har jeg min omtanke henne? Det ringer og suser for mine øren. Jeg ser skikkelser for mig, så livagtigt, at jeg kunde gribe i dem. (hun springer op.) Herre min Jesus, – hvad er dette? Er jeg ikke længer rådig over min forstand? Skulde det komme dertil, at jeg –? (hun presser hænderne sammen om hovedet; derpå sætter hun sig atter og siger roligere:) O, det er intet. Det går over. Det har ingen nød; – det går over. Hvor her er fredsælt i salen inat. Hverken fædre eller frænder ser truende på mig. Det trænges ikke at hænge dem indad imod væggen. (hun rejser sig igen.) Ja, vel var det, at jeg endelig tog mod til mig. Vi vil sejre; – og så står jeg ved målet. Jeg får mit barn igen. (hun tager lyset for at gå, men standser og siger hen for sig:) Ved målet? Ved målet? At få ham tilbage? Kun det, – og så intet videre? (sætter atter stagen på bordet.) Dette flygtige ord, som Nils Lykke således kasted hen i vind og vejr –. Hvorledes kunde han se min ufødte tanke? (sagtere.) Kongemoder. – Kongemoder, sagde han. – Og hvorfor ikke? Har ikke min slægt før mig rådet som konger, om de end ikke bar kongenavnet? Har ikke min søn den samme adkomst til Sture-slægtens rettigheder, som den anden? I Guds øjne har han det, – såsandt der ellers er retfærd i himlen. Og disse rettigheder har jeg i angstens stund fraskrevet ham. Jeg har med ødsel hånd bortskænket dem, som løsepenge for hans frihed. Om de nu kunde vindes tilbage? – Vilde det fortørne himlen, om jeg –? Skal jeg tro, det kunde kalde nye trængsler ned over mig, ifald jeg –? – Hvem véd; – hvem véd! Det tør være sikrest at forsage. (hun tager atter lyset.) Jeg får jo mit barn igen. Det må være nok. Jeg vil søge hvile. Alle de forvovne tanker, – dem vil jeg sove fra mig. (går mod baggrunden, men standser oppe på gulvet og siger grublende:) Kongemoder! 

(hun går langsomt ud til venstre i baggrunden.)


(Efter et kort ophold kommer Nils Lykke og Eline Gyldenløve lydløst ind fra den forreste dør til venstre. Nils Lykke har en liden lygte i hånden.)
 

NILS LYKKE 

(lyser spejdende omkring og hvisker): 
 Alt er stille. Jeg må afsted.
 

ELINE. 
 O, så lad mig endnu en eneste gang se dig ind i øjnene, førend du forlader mig.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(omfavner hende). 
 Eline!
 

ELINE 

(efter et lidet ophold). 
 Kommer du aldrig mere til Østråt?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvor kan du tvivle på det? Er du ikke fra nu af min trolovede? – Men vil du også være mig tro, Eline? Vil du ikke forglemme mig, inden vi atter mødes?
 

ELINE. 
 Om jeg vil være dig tro? Har jeg da længer nogen vilje? Mægted jeg vel at være dig utro, selv om jeg vilde det? – Du kom ved nattetid; du banked på min dør; – og jeg lukked dig ind. Du talte til mig. Hvad var det du talte? Du stirred mig ind i øjet. Hvad var det for en gådefuld magt, der dåred mig og kogled mig ind som i et trolddoms-næt? (hun skjuler hurtigt sit ansigt ved hans skulder.) O, se ikke på mig, Nils Lykke! Du må ikke se på mig efter dette – –. Tro, siger du? Du har mig jo. Jeg er jo din; – må være det – i al evighed.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu, ved min ridder-ære, så skal du også, inden året er omme, sidde som frue i min fædreneborg!
 

ELINE. 
 Ingen løfter, Nils Lykke! Sværg mig intet til.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvad fattes dig? Hvorfor ryster du så sørgmodigt med hovedet?
 

ELINE. 
 Fordi jeg véd, at de bløde ord, som dåred mit sind, dem har du tilhvisket mangfoldige før mig. Nej, nej, vredes ikke, du elskede! Jeg bebrejder dig intet, således som jeg gjorde, da jeg endnu ikke kendte dig. Nu skønner jeg jo, hvor højt du sigter over alle andre. Hvor kan elskov være dig andet end en leg og kvinden et legetøj?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Eline, – hør mig!
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg er vokset op under lyden af dit navn. Jeg hadede dette navn, fordi mig tykkedes, at alle kvinder krænkedes ved din færd. Og dog, – hvor forunderligt, – når jeg i drømme bygged op mit eget vordende liv, da var altid du min helt, uden at jeg selv vidste det. Nu skønner jeg det hele. Hvad var det ikke jeg følte. Det var en anende, gådefuld længsel efter dig, du eneste, – efter dig, som engang skulde komme for at forklare mig al livets herlighed.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(afsides, idet han sætter lygten fra sig på bordet). 
 Hvorledes er det fat med mig? Denne svimle, hendragende magt –. Er det således at føle kærlighed, da har jeg aldrig vidst det før i denne stund. – Skulde det ikke endnu være tid –? Ah, dette forfærdelige med Lucia! 

(han synker ned i stolen.)
 

ELINE. 
 Hvad er det? Så tungt et suk –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 O, intet, – intet! Eline, – nu vil jeg skrifte ærligt for dig. Jeg har bedraget både med ord og med øjne, og til mangfoldige har jeg sagt, hvad jeg i denne nat har tilhvisket dig. Men tro mig –
 

ELINE. 
 Stille! Ikke mere derom. Min kærlighed er jo intet vederlag for den, du skænker mig. O nej; jeg elsker dig, fordi ethvert af dine øjekast er et kongebud, som byder det. (hun lægger sig ned for hans fødder.) O, lad mig endnu engang præge dette kongebud dybt i mit sind, skønt jeg vel véd, at herinde står det prentet for tid og for evighed. Du gode Gud, – hvor jeg har været blind for mig selv! Endnu iaftes sagde jeg til min moder: „for at kunne leve må jeg bevare min stolthed”. Hvad er da min stolthed? Er det at vide mine landsmænd fri, eller min slægt hædret over lande og riger? O, nej; nej! Min kærlighed er min stolthed. Den lille hund er stolt, når den tør sidde ved sin herres fødder og snappe brødsmuler af hans hånd. Således er også jeg stolt, sålænge jeg tør sidde ved dine fødder, medens dine ord og dine øjne nærer mig med livsens brød. Se; derfor siger jeg til dig, hvad jeg nys sagde til min moder: „for at kunne leve må jeg bevare min kærlighed”; thi i den ligger min stolthed nu og alle dage.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(drager hende op på sit skød). 
 Nej, nej, – ikke for mine fødder, men ved min side er din plads, – og det, hvor højt skæbnen end kunde falde på at stille mig. Ja, Eline, – du har ført mig ind på en bedre vej; og vorder det mig engang forundt ved en berømmelig dåd at sone, hvad jeg i min vilde ungdom har øvet, da skal hæderen være din og min tilhobe.
 

ELINE. 
 O, du taler, som om jeg endnu var den Eline, der iaftes slængte blomsterkosten for din fod. I mine bøger har jeg læst om det brogede liv i fjerne lande. Under hornets klang stævner ridderen ud i den grønne lund med falken på sin hånd. Således stævner også du gennem livet; – dit navn klinger foran dig, hvor du drager hen. – Alt, hvad jeg begærer af denne herlighed, er at få hvile som falken ved din arm. Som den var også jeg blind for lyset og for livet, indtil du løste bindet fra mine øjne og lod mig svinge mig op over løvtoppene. – Men, tro mig, – hvor dristigt jeg end spiler mine vinger, så vender jeg dog altid tilbage til mit bur.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(rejser sig). 
 Så byder jeg også forgangenheden trods! Se her; – tag denne ring, og vær min for Gud og mennesker, – min – selv om de døde skulde få urolige drømme derover.
 

ELINE. 
 Du gør mig ilde tilmode. Hvad er det, som –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Det er intet. Kom nu; lad mig sætte ringen på din finger. – Se så; – nu har jeg fæstet dig!
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg Nils Lykkes brud! Det tykkes mig som en drøm, alt, hvad her er hændt i denne nat. O, men det er en fager drøm! Jeg er så let om brystet. Der er ikke længer bitterhed og had i min hu. Jeg vil gøre al min uret god igen. Jeg har været ukærlig mod min moder. Imorgen går jeg ind til hende; hun må forlade mig, hvad jeg har fejlet.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og give sit minde til vor pakt.
 

ELINE. 
 Det vil hun. O, jeg tror det visst. Min moder er god; alle mennesker er gode; – jeg bærer ikke længere nag til nogen, – undtagen én.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Undtagen én?
 

ELINE. 
 Ak, det er en sørgelig fortælling. Jeg havde en søster –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Lucia?
 

ELINE. 
 Kendte du Lucia?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nej, nej; jeg har kun hørt hende nævne.
 

ELINE. 
 Også hun gav sit hjerte til en ridder. Han bedrog hende; – nu er hun i himlen.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Og du –?
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg hader ham.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Had ham ikke! Er der barmhjertighed i dit sind, så tilgiv ham, hvad han har syndet. Tro mig, han bærer straffen i sit eget bryst.
 

ELINE. 
 Ham tilgiver jeg aldrig! Jeg kan ikke, selv om jeg vilde det; thi så dyrt har jeg svoret – – (lyttende.) Hys! Kan du høre –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hvilket? Hvor?
 

ELINE. 
 Udenfor; langt borte. Der rider mange mænd på landevejen.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ah, det er dem! Og jeg, som glemmer –! Hidover kommer de. Så er der stor fare! Jeg må afsted!
 

ELINE. 
 Men hvorhen? O, Nils Lykke, hvad dølger du –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Imorgen, Eline –; thi, ved Gud, da kommer jeg igen. – Nu hurtig, – hvor er løngangen, som du nævnte?
 

ELINE. 
 Gennem gravkælderen. Se, – her er lemmen –
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Gravkælderen! (for sig selv.) Lige godt; reddes må han!
 

ELINE. 

(ved vinduet). 
 Rytterne er lige udenfor – 

(hun rækker ham lygten.)
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Nu velan – 

(han begynder at stige ned.)
 

ELINE. 
 Gå frem gennem gangen indtil kisten med dødningehovedet og det sorte kors; det er Lucias –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(stiger hurtigt op og slår lemmen i). 
 Lucias! Fy –!
 

ELINE. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 O, intet. Det var liglugten, som gjorde mig svimmel.
 

ELINE. 
 Hør; nu hamrer de på porten!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(lader lygten falde). 
 Ah, det er for sent –! 

(Kammersvenden Bjørn kommer ilsomt med lys i hånden fra højre.)
 

ELINE 

(imod ham). 
 Hvad er det, Bjørn? Hvad er det?
 

BJØRN. 
 Overfald! Grev Sture – –
 

ELINE. 
 Grev Sture? Hvad han?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Har de dræbt ham?
 

BJØRN 

(til Eline). 
 Hvor er eders moder?
 

TO HUSKARLE 

(indstyrtende fra højre). 
 Fru Inger! Fru Inger!
 

FRU INGER GYLDENLØVE, 

(med en tændt armstage i hånden, kommer ind gennem den øverste dør til venstre og siger hurtigt:)

 Jeg véd alting. Ned i borggården med jer! Hold porten åben for vore venner, men lukket for alle andre. 

(hun sætter stagen på bordet til venstre. Bjørn og begge huskarlene går ud igen til højre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(til Nils Lykke). 
 Det var altså snaren, herr rigsråd!
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Inger Gyldenløve, tro mig –!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Et baghold, som skulde fange ham op, så snart I havde fået hint tilsagn, der kan fælde mig!
 

NILS LYKKE 

(idet han tager papiret frem og river det istykker). 
 Her er eders tilsagn. Jeg beholder intet, som kan vidne imod eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad gør I?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Jeg beskærmer eder fra denne stund. Har jeg forsyndet mig imod eder, – nu, ved himlen, så vil jeg også prøve på at oprette min brøde. Men ud må jeg nu, om jeg så skal hugge mig igennem porten! – Eline, – sig din moder alt! – Og I, fru Inger, lad vort regnskab være glemt! Vær højmodig – og taus! Tro mig, I skal komme til at vide mig stor tak, før dagen gryr. 

(han går skyndsomt ud til højre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(ser hoverende efter ham). 
 Ret så! Jeg forstår ham! (vender sig til Eline.) Nils Lykke –? Nu –?
 

ELINE. 
 Han har banket på min dør og sat denne ring på min finger.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og han har dig kær af hjertet?
 

ELINE. 
 Det har han sagt, og jeg tror ham.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Snildt handlet, Eline! Ha-ha, min herr ridder, nu begynder jeg!
 

ELINE. 
 Min moder, – I er så besynderlig. O, ja, jeg véd nok, – det er min ukærlige færd, som har fortørnet eder.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Visst ikke, kære Eline! Du er en lydig datter. Du har lukket ham ind; du har hørt på hans fagre ord. Jeg fatter tilfulde, hvad det har kostet dig; thi jeg kender jo dit had –
 

ELINE. 
 Men, min moder –!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille! Vi har mødt hinanden i vore anslag. Hvorledes bar du dig ad, mit kløgtige barn? Jeg så elskoven lyse ud af ham. Hold ham nu fast! Drag ham tættere og tættere ind i garnet; og så –. Ah, Eline, om vi kunde slide hans mensvorne hjerte sønder i brystet på ham!
 

ELINE. 
 Ve mig; – hvad er det I siger?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Lad ikke modet svigte dig. Hør på mig. Jeg véd ordet, som skal holde dig oppe. Så vid da – (lyttende.) Nu kæmper de udenfor porten. Besindighed! Snart gælder det – (hun vender sig atter til Eline.) Vid da, Nils Lykke var den, der lagde din søster i graven.
 

ELINE 

(med et skrig). 
 Lucia!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Det var ham, så sandt der er en hævner over os!
 

ELINE. 
 Da stå mig himlen bi!
 

FRU INGER 

(forfærdet). 
 Eline –?!
 

ELINE. 
 Jeg er hans trolovede for Gud.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ulykkelige barn, – hvad har du gjort?
 

ELINE 

(med dump røst). 
 Forbrudt mit hjertes fred. – God nat, min moder! 

(hun går ud til venstre.)
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ha-ha-ha –! Det bærer ned ad bakke med Inger Gyldenløves slægt. Det var den sidste af mine døtre. Hvorfor kunde jeg ikke tiet? Havde hun intet vidst, så var hun kanske bleven lykkelig – på en måde. Det skulde så være. Det står skrevet hist oppe i stjernerne, at jeg skal bryde den ene grønne gren efter den anden, indtil stammen står bladløs tilbage. Lad gå; lad gå! Nu får jeg min søn igen. På de andre, på mine døtre vil jeg ikke tænke. Regnskab? Gøre regnskab? – Ah, det er først på den store uvejrsdag –. Det varer længe, førend den kommer.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(råber udenfor til højre). 
 Hej, – slå porten i!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Grev Stures røst –!
 

NILS STENSSØN, 

(våbenløs og med forrevne klæder, kommer indstyrtende og råber med fortvivlet latter:)

 Vel mødt igen, Inger Gyldenløve!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad har I tabt?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Mit rige og mit liv!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Og bønderne? Mine svende; – hvor har I dem?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ådslerne vil I finde langs landevejen. Hvem der har taget resten, skal jeg ikke kunne sige jer.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(udenfor til højre). 
 Grev Sture! Hvor er I?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Her; her!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(kommer med et klæde om sin højre hånd). 
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ak, Olaf Skaktavl, også I –!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det var ugørligt at slippe igennem.
 

FRU INGER. 
 I er såret, ser jeg!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Å, jeg har en finger mindre; det er det hele.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Hvor er Svenskerne?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 I hælene på os. De bryder porten op –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 O, Jesus! Men nej, nej! Jeg kan ikke, – jeg vil ikke dø!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Et smuthul, fru Inger! Er her ingen krog, hvor vi kan dølge ham?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Men dersom de gennemsøger gården –?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, ja; så vil de finde mig! Og at slæbes bort til fangenskab, eller at klynges op –! O nej, Inger Gyldenløve, – det véd jeg forvisst, – det vil I aldrig tåle!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(lyttende). 
 Nu brast låsen.
 

FRU INGER 

(ved vinduet). 
 Der stormer mange mennesker ind i portrummet.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Og nu at lade mit liv! Nu, da det først ret skulde begynde! Nu, da jeg så nylig har fået vide, at jeg har noget at leve for. Nej, nej, nej! – Tro ikke, at jeg er fejg, Inger Gyldenløve! Hvis der bare måtte forundes mig så mange levedage, at jeg –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Jeg hører dem alt nedenunder i borge stuen. (bestemt til Olaf Skaktavl.) Han må reddes – hvad det end skal koste.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(griber hendes hånd). 
 O, det vidste jeg nok; – I er ædel og god!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Men hvordan? Når vi ikke kan skjule ham –
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ah, jeg har det; jeg har det! Hemmeligheden –!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hemmeligheden?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja visst; eders og min!
 

FRU INGER. 
 Krist i himlen, – kender I den?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Fra først til sidst. Og nu, da livet står på spil –. Hvor er herr Nils Lykke?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Flygtet.
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Flygtet? Da stå Gud mig bi; thi kun ridderen kan løse min tunge. – Men livet er mere end et løfte værd! Når den svenske høvedsmand kommer –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad så? Hvad vil I gøre?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Købe liv og frihed; – åbenbare ham alt.
 

FRU INGER. 
 O nej, nej; – vær barmhjertig!
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Der er jo ingen anden redning. Når jeg har fortalt ham, hvad jeg nu véd –
 

FRU INGER 

(ser på ham med undertrykt bevægelse). 
 Så er I frelst?
 

NILS STENSSØN. 
 Ja, ja! Nils Lykke vil tale min sag. I ser, det er det yderste middel.
 

FRU INGER 

(fattet og med eftertryk). 
 Det yderste middel? I har ret; – det yderste middel tør hvermand friste. (peger op mod venstre.) Se, derinde kan I skjule eder sålænge.
 

NILS STENSSØN 

(dæmpet). 
 Tro mig, – aldrig skal I komme til at angre eders færd.
 

FRU INGER 

(halvt for sig selv). 
 Det give Gud, I sagde sandhed! 

(Nils Stenssøn går hurtigt ud gennem den øverste dør til venstre. Olaf Skaktavl vil følge efter; men fru Inger holder ham tilbage.)
 

FRU INGER. 
 Forstod I, hvad han mente?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Den niding! Han forråder eders hemmelighed. Han vil ofre eders søn for at frelse sig selv.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Når det gælder livet, sagde han, så må det yderste middel forsøges. – Godt og vel, Olaf Skaktavl, – det ske, som han sagde!
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 
 Hvad mener I?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Liv mod liv! Én af dem må gå under.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Ah, – I vil –?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvis ikke han derinde gøres stum, forinden han får den svenske høvedsmand itale, så er min søn tabt for mig. Ryddes han derimod tilside, så vil jeg med tiden gøre fordring på alle hans adkomster til fromme for mit eget barn. Da skal I se, at der endnu er malm i Inger Ottisdatter. Lid på det, – længe skal I ikke komme til at bie på den hævn, som I nu i tyve år har tørstet efter. – Hører I? Der kommer de opover trapperne! Olaf Skaktavl, – det hviler på eder, om jeg imorgen skal være som en barnløs kvinde eller –
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det ske! Jeg har endnu en rørig næve i behold. (rækker hende hånden.) Inger Gyldenløve, – ved mig skal ikke eders navn dø ud. 

(han går ind i værelset til Nils Stenssøn.)
 

FRU INGER 

(bleg og rystende). 
 Tør jeg også vove –? (der høres larm i værelset; hun iler med et skrig hen imod døren.) Nej, nej, – det må ikke ske! (et tungt fald høres derinde; hun dækker ørerne til med begge hænder og iler med et fortvivlet blik fremover gulvet igen. Efter et ophold tager hun forsigtigt hænderne bort, lytter atter og siger sagte:) Nu er det forbi. Alting er stille derinde. – Du så det, Gud, – jeg betænkte mig! Men Olaf Skaktavl var for rap på hånden.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL 

(kommer taus ind i salen). 
 

FRU INGER 

(lidt efter, uden at se på ham). 
 Er det gjort?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 For ham kan I være tryg; – han forråder ingen.
 

FRU INGER 

(som før). 
 Han er altså stum?
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Sex tommer stål i brystet. Jeg fældte ham med min venstre hånd.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ja, ja, – den højre var også for god til sligt.
 

OLAF SKAKTAVL. 
 Det må I om; – tanken var eders. – Og nu til Sverig! Fred med jer sålænge! Når vi næste gang træffes på Østråt, kommer jeg selv anden. 

(han går ud gennem den øverste dør til højre.)
 

FRU INGER. 
 Blod på mine hænder. Dertil skulde det altså komme! – Han begynder at blive mig dyrekøbt nu. 

(Kammersvenden Bjørn kommer med nogle svenske krigsknægte ind gennem den forreste dør til højre.)
 

EN AF KRIGSKNÆGTENE. 
 Tilgiv, hvis I er husets frue –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Er det grev Sture, I leder efter?
 

KRIGSKNÆGTEN. 
 Det er så.
 

FRU INGER. 
 I er i så fald ikke på vildspor. Greven har søgt tilflugt hos mig.
 

KRIGSKNÆGTEN. 
 Tilflugt? Forlad, min højædle frue, – men den mægter I ej at give ham; thi –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Hvad I der siger, har nok greven selv begrebet; og derfor har han, – ja, se selv efter –, derfor har han aflivet sig.
 

KRIGSKNÆGTEN, 
 Aflivet sig?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Se selv efter, som jeg sagde. Der inde vil I finde liget. Og da han nu allerede er stedet for en anden dommer, så er det min bøn, at han føres herfra med al den ære, som det sømmer sig hans adelige byrd. – Bjørn, du véd, i lønkamret har min egen kiste stået rede i mange år. (til krigsknægtene.) I den beder jeg, at I vil føre grev Stures lig til Sverig.
 

DEN FORRIGE KRIGSKNÆGT. 
 Det skal ske, som I byder. (til en af de andre.) Løb du med dette budskab til herr Jens Bjelke. Han holder med resten af rytterne borte på landevejen. Vi andre får gå her ind og – – 

(en af krigsknægtene går ud til højre; de øvrige går med Bjørn ind i værelset til venstre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(går en stund taus og urolig omkring på gulvet). 
 Dersom ikke grev Sture sådan i en skynding havde sagt verden farvel, så var han inden en måned klynget op i galgen eller sat i bur for sin levetid. Havde han været bedre tjent med en slig lod? Eller også havde han købt sig fri ved at spille mit barn i mine fienders vold. Er det så mig, der har dræbt ham? Værner ikke ulven selv om sin yngel? Hvo tør da fælde dommen over mig, fordi jeg hug en klo i den, der vilde røve mit kød og blod? – Det er noget, som måtte så være. Enhver moder havde gjort som jeg. Men det er ikke tid til ørkesløse tanker nu. Virke må jeg. (hun sætter sig ved bordet til venstre.) Jeg vil skrive til alle venner rundt om i landet. Alle må de nu rejse sig og støtte den store sag. En ny konge –; rigsstyrer først, og så konge – – (hun begynder at skrive, men standser tankefuld og siger sagte:) Hvem vil de vælge i den dødes sted? – Kongemoder –? Det er et vakkert ord. Der er kun én hage ved det; – denne hæslige lighed med et andet ord. – Kongemoder og – kongemorder. – Kongemorder, – det er den, der tager en konges liv. Kongemoder, – det er den, der skænker en konge livet. (hun rejser sig.) Nu vel; jeg vil give vederlag for, hvad jeg har taget. – Min søn skal vorde konge! (hun sætter sig igen og tager fat på arbejdet, men lægger det atter fra sig og læner sig tilbage i stolen.) Det er altid noget uhyggeligt, så længe en ligger lig i et hus. Det er derfor jeg kender mig så sælsomt tilmode. (vender hovedet hvasst til siden, som om hun talte til nogen.) Ikke det? Hvoraf skulde det ellers komme? (grublende.) Er der da så stor en forskel på at fælde en fiende og at slå en ihjæl? Knut Alfsøn havde med sit sværd kløvet mangen pande; og dog var hans egen så rolig som et barns. Hvorfor ser jeg da altid dette – (gør en bevægelse, som når man hugger til med en kniv.) – dette stød imod hjertet – og så den røde blodflom bagefter? (hun ringer og vedbliver at tale, idet hun rager om mellem papirerne.) Herefter vil jeg ikke vide noget af slige stygge syner. Jeg vil være virksom både dag og nat. Og om en måned – om en måned kommer min søn til mig – –
 

BJØRN 

(træder ind). 
 Var det eder, som ringede, min frue?
 

FRU INGER 

(skrivende). 
 Du skal hente flere lys. Herefterdags vil jeg have mange lys i stuen. 

(Bjørn går ud igen til venstre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(efter en stund, rejser sig med heftighed). 
 Nej, nej, nej; – jeg kan ikke føre pennen inat! Det brænder og værker i mit hoved – (opskræmt, lyttende.) Hvad er det? Å, de skruer låget til på kisten derinde. Dengang jeg var barn, fortalte de mig eventyret om ridder Åge, som kom med kisten på sin bag. – Dersom nu han derinde en nat fik det indfald at komme med kisten på sin bag og takke for lån? (ler stille.) Hm, – vi voksne har ikke noget med vor børnetro at skaffe. (heftigt.) Men slige eventyr duer alligevel ikke! De volder urolige drømme. Når min søn vorder konge, skal de forbydes. (hun går et par gange frem og tilbage; derpå åbner hun vinduet.) Hvorlænge plejer det gemenligen vare, forinden et lig begynder at rådne? Alle stuer skal luftes ud. Sålænge ikke det er gjort, er det usundt at leve her. 

(Bjørn kommer ind med to tændte armstager, som han sætter på bordene.)
 

FRU INGER, 

(der atter har taget fat på papirerne): 
 Det er ret. Lad mig se du kommer ihu, hvad jeg sagde dig. Mange lys på bordet! – – Hvad tager de sig nu for derinde?
 

BJØRN. 
 De holder endnu på at skrue kistelåget fast.
 

FRU INGER 

(skrivende). 
 Skruer de det godt fast?
 

BJØRN. 
 Så godt, som det behøves.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Ja, ja, – du kan ikke vide, hvor godt det behøves. Se efter, at det gøres forsvarligt. (går hen til ham med hånden fuld af papirer og siger hemmelighedsfuldt:) Bjørn, du er en gammel mand; men jeg vil lægge dig én ting på hjerte. Vær på din post mod alle mennesker, – både mod dem, som er døde og mod dem, som skal dø. – Gå nu ind – gå ind og se efter, at de skruer kistelåget godt fast.
 

BJØRN 

(sagte, hovedrystende). 
 Jeg kan ikke blive klog på hende. 

(han går atter ind i værelset til venstre.)
 

FRU INGER 

(begynder at forsegle et brev, men kaster det halvfærdigt fra sig, går en stund op og ned, derpå siger hun med heftighed): 
 Dersom jeg var fejg, så havde jeg aldrig i evighed gjort dette her! Dersom jeg var fejg, så havde jeg skreget til mig selv: hold inde, mens du endnu har en slump salighed i behold for din sjæl! (hendes øje falder på Sten Stures billede; hun undviger synet og siger sagte:) Der ler han livagtigt ned til mig! Fy! (hun vender billedet om mod væggen uden at se på det.) Hvorfor lo du? Var det, fordi jeg handled ilde med din søn? Men den anden, – er ikke også han din søn? Og han er min tillige; mærk dig det! (hun skotter stjålent henover billedrækken.) Så vilde, som inat, har jeg aldrig set dem før. De har øjnene med mig, hvor jeg står og går. (stamper i gulvet.) Men jeg vil ikke vide af det! Jeg vil have fred i mit hus! (begynder at vende alle billederne indad mod væggen.) Ja, om det så var den hellige jomfru Maria selv – –. Synes du det nu er påtide –? Hvorfor hørte du aldrig mine bønner, når jeg så brændende bad om at få mit barn tilbage? Hvorfor? Fordi munken i Wittenberg har ret: Der er ingen mellem Gud og menneskene! (hun ånder tungt og vedbliver under stedse stigende vildelse:) Det er såre godt, at jeg véd besked om de ting. Der er ingen, som har set, hvad der gik for sig derinde. Der er ingen, som kan vidne imod mig. (breder pludselig armene ud og hvisker:) Min søn! Mit elskede barn! Kom til mig! Her er jeg! – Hys! Jeg vil sige dig noget. Jeg er forhadt deroppe – hinsides stjernerne – fordi jeg fødte dig til verden. Det var meningen med mig, at jeg skulde bære Gud Herrens mærke over riget. Men jeg gik min egen vej. Det er derfor, jeg har måttet lide så meget og så længe.
 

BJØRN 

(kommer fra værelset til venstre). 
 Frue, jeg har at melde – –. Krist fri mig, – hvad er dette?
 

FRU INGER, 

(der er stegen op i højsædet, som står ved væggen til bøjre): 
 Stille; stille! Jeg er kongemoder. De har kåret min søn til konge. Det holdt hårdt, forinden det kom så vidt; – thi det var med den vældige selv, jeg havde at stride.
 

NILS LYKKE 

(kommer åndeløs ind fra højre). 
 Han er frelst! Jeg har Jens Bjelkes løfte. Fru Inger, – vid at –
 

FRU INGER. 
 Stille, siger jeg! Se, hvor det vrimler af mennesker. (en ligsalme høres inde fra værelset.) Nu kommer kroningstoget. Hvilken stimmel! Alle nejer de sig for kongemoderen. Ja, ja; hun har også stridt for sin søn – så længe til hun fik røde hænder deraf. – Hvor er mine døtre? Jeg ser dem ikke.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Guds blod, – hvad er her sket?
 

FRU INGER. 
 Mine døtre; – mine fagre døtre! Jeg har ingen mere. Jeg havde én igen, og hende misted jeg, da hun skulde stige i brudesengen. (hviskende.) Lucia lå lig i den. Der var ikke plads for to.
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Ah, – dertil er det altså kommet! Herrens hævn har rammet mig.
 

FRU INGER. 
 Kan I se ham? Se, se! Det er kongen. Det er Inger Gyldenløves søn! Jeg kender ham på kronen og på Sten Stures ring, som han bærer om halsen. – Hør, hvor lystigt det klinger. Han nærmer sig! Jeg har ham snart i min favn! Ha, ha, – hvem sejrer, Gud eller jeg? 

(Krigsknægtene kommer ud med kisten.)
 

FRU INGER 

(griber sig om hovedet og råber). 
 Liget! – (hviskende.) Fy; det er en hæslig drøm. 

(hun synker ned i højsædet.)
 

JENS BJELKE, 

(som er trådt ind fra højre, standser og råber overrasket): 
 Død! Altså dog –
 

EN AF KRIGSKNÆGTENE. 
 Selv har han –
 

JENS BJELKE 

(med et blik til Nils Lykke). 
 Han selv –?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Hys!
 

FRU INGER 

(mat og besindende sig). 
 Ja, rigtig; – nu kommer jeg det altsammen ihu.
 

JENS BJELKE 

(til krigsknægtene). 
 Sæt liget ned. Det er ikke grev Sture.
 

EN AF KRIGSKNÆGTENE. 
 Tilgiv, herr ridder; – men denne ring, som han bar om sin hals –
 

NILS LYKKE 

(griber ham i armen). 
 Ti; ti!
 

FRU INGER 

(farer ivejret). 
 Ringen? Ringen! (hun iler hen og river den til sig.) Sten Stures ring! (med et skrig.) O, Jesus Krist, – min søn! 

(hun kaster sig ned over kisten.)
 

KRIGSKNÆGTENE. 
 Hendes søn?
 

JENS BJELKE 

(på samme tid). 
 Inger Gyldenløves søn?
 

NILS LYKKE. 
 Så er det.
 

JENS BJELKE. 
 Men hvorfor sagde I mig ikke – –?
 

BJØRN, 

(der forsøger at løfte hende op): 
 Hjælp; hjælp! Min frue, – hvad fattes eder?
 

FRU INGER 

(med mat røst, idet hun hæver sig halvt ivejret): 
 Hvad der fattes –? Én kiste til. En grav hos mit barn – – 

(Hun synker atter kraftløs ned over kisten. Nils Lykke går hurtigt ud til højre. Almindelig bevægelse blandt de øvrige.)
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PERSONERNE
 

FRU KIRSTEN LILJEKRANS. 
 OLAF LILJEKRANS, hendes søn. 
 ARNE FRA GULDVIK. 
 INGEBORG, hans datter. 
 HEMMING, hans svend. 
 THORGJERD, en gammel spillemand. 
 ALFHILD. 
 BRYLLUPSGÆSTER. 
 SLÆGTNINGE af ARNE fra GULDVIK. 
 TERNER og SVENDE hos FRU KIRSTEN.
 

(Handlingen foregår i middelalderen i en fjeldbygd.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(En tæt bevokset li, der fører op til højere liggende fjeldegne; i en dyb kløft løber en strid elv fra baggrunden ud til højre; over elven ligger nogle gamle træstammer og andre levninger af en forfalden bro. Store klippeblokke ligger adspredte i forgrunden, langt borte ses toppene af høje snefjelde. Aftenrøden hviler over landskabet, senere kommer månen frem.)
 

FØRSTE SCENE.
 Thorgjerd (står på et klippestykke ved elven og lytter til de forskellige kor, som høres udenfor skuepladsen.)
 

KOR AF FRU KIRSTENS FØLGE 

(dybt inde i skoven til venstre). 
 Med fromme sange, med klokkespil 
 så vide vi færdes i dale; 
 du kristne mand, du lytte dertil, 
 vågn op af den koglende dvale.
 

SLÆGTNINGE AF ARNE FRA GULDVIK 

(langt borte, udenfor til højre). 
      Nu færden står 
      til bryllupsgård; 
 folen løber let under lide! 
      Det drønner under hov 
      i den grønne skov, 
 der de lystige svende monne ride!
 

FRU KIRSTENS FØLGE 

(lidt nærmere end før). 
 Vi maner dig frem af houg og fjeld, 
 hvorhelst du end sidder bunden, 
 du vågne derved, du fri din sjæl 
 fra listige alfer i lunden! 

(Thorgjerd forsvinder i kløften, hvor elven løber; efter et raskt mellemspil høres nærmere:)
 

ARNES SLÆGTNINGE. 
 Vor vej vi korte med skæmt og sang, 
 alt om den brudenat.
 

FRU KIRSTENS FØLGE. 
 Med gråd vi vandre den dag så lang, 
 vi spejder i ur og i krat.
 

ARNES SLÆGTNINGE 

(i nærheden, men stedse udenfor scenen). 
 Til bryllupsgilde, til spil og dans 
 stævner både terner og drenge.
 

FRU KIRSTENS FØLGE 

(nærmere end før). 
 Olaf Liljekrans! Olaf Liljekrans! 
 Hvi sover du så tungt og så længe?
 

ANDEN SCENE.
 Arne fra Guldvik (viser sig med sine slægtninge, mænd og kvinder, spillemænd o. s. v. i baggrunden til højre på den anden side af elven; de er alle i højtidsdragt. Straks efter Hemming fra samme side.)
 

EN AF FØLGET. 
 Se her går vejen.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Nej her!
 

EN TREDIE. 
 Visst ikke, her må det være.
 

ARNE FRA GULDVIK. 
 Se så, står vi nu fast igen! (kalder.) Hemming! hvor er Hemming?
 

HEMMING 

(træder ind). 
 Her!
 

ARNE. 
 Har jeg ikke sagt, du skal holde dig nær hos for at gå mig tilhånde.
 

HEMMING. 
 Det var jomfru Ingeborg – hun vilde, – og så –
 

ARNE 

(ærgerlig). 
 Jomfru Ingeborg! Jomfru Ingeborg! Er du jomfru Ingeborgs terne? Du er min riddersvend, du skal tjene mig; får du ikke kost og løn derfor? Nå, sig os, hvor vejen går, vi sidder fast.
 

HEMMING 

(uviss). 
 Vejen? Ja, jeg er lidet kendt heroppe, men –
 

ARNE. 
 Kunde jeg ikke tænke det, det er altid den gavn, jeg har af dig! Ja, så må vi holde til i ødemarken i nat, så sandt jeg heder Arne fra Guldvik.
 

HEMMING 

(der imidlertid har fået øje på levningerne af broen). 
 Ej, det har liden nød, her kommer vi over.
 

ARNE. 
 Hvorfor siger du så ikke det straks?
 

ALLE 

(går over elven og kommer ned i forgrunden).
 

ARNE 

(ser sig om). 
 Ja, nu kender jeg mig igen. Elven der er grænseskellet mellem mine og fru Kirstens enemærker. (peger tilvenstre.) Dernede ligger hendes gård; om en time eller to kan vi sidde lunt i brudehuset, men så må vi også rappe os. (kalder.) Ingeborg! – Hemming! hvor er nu Ingeborg igen?
 

HEMMING. 
 Bagved, oppe i lien. (viser til højre.) Hun leger med sine brudepiger; grønne kviste henter de ned fra hæggetræerne og jages dermed under lyst og latter.
 

ARNE 

(forbitret, men med dæmpet stemme). 
 Hemming! dette bryllup gør mig helseløs, såmegen harme voldes mig derved. (ser udad til højre.) Der render de, se, nej se kun! Det var hende, som fandt på, at vi skulde tage over fjeldet, istedetfor at følge vejen, så kom vi snarere frem, mente hun, og ikke desmindre så – hu! jeg kunde blive gal derover; alt imorgen skal hun for alteret; er det de høviske sæder, hun skulde beflitte sig på! Hvad vil fru Kirsten sige, når hun finder min datter så ilde optugtet? (da Hemming vil tale.) Ja, for det er hun; hun er ilde optugtet, siger jeg.
 

HEMMING. 
 Husbond! I skulde aldrig giftet jer datter ind i fru Kirstens æt; fru Kirsten og hendes frænder er højbårne folk og –
 

ARNE. 
 Du er dum, Hemming! højbåren, højbåren! jo, det skal godt forslå, det hverken gøder eller føder nogen mand. Er fru Kirsten højbåren, så er jeg rig; jeg har guld på kistebunden og sølv i skabet.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, men eders grander gør sig lystige over det forlig, som I har sluttet med hende.
 

ARNE. 
 Ha, ha! lad dem det, det kommer af, at de under mig ilde.
 

HEMMING. 
 De siger, at I har givet slip på jer lovlige ret for at få jomfru Ingeborg gift med Olaf Liljekrans; ja, jeg skulde vel ikke nævne det; men der er gjort en nidvise om jer, husbond!
 

ARNE. 
 Det er løgn i din hals, der er ingen, som tør gøre nidviser om Arne fra Guldvik. Jeg har magt; jeg kan jage dem fra hus og gård, såsnart det lyster mig. Nidvise! jo, du skønner dig godt på nidviser! – Har de gjort viser, så er det til hæder for bruden og hendes fader! (opbrusende.) Men det er en ussel vise forresten, ret en ussel vise, siger jeg dig; det er ingen kvædekyndig mand, som har sat den sammen, og får jeg engang tag i ham, så –
 

HEMMING. 
 Ej, hushond! så kender I den da? Er der nogen, som har dristet sig til at synge den for jer?
 

ARNE. 
 Synge, synge; stå nu ikke der og hold mig op med snak. (til de andre.) Afsted, mine frænder, lidet må vi dvæle, ifald vi skal række frem til brudehuset før midnat. I skulde hørt, hvad Hemming fortæller. Han siger, der går et sikkert ord om, at fru Kirsten har både brygget og baget i fem fulde dage for at tage imod os med ære; er det ikke sandt, Hemming?
 

HEMMING. 
 Jo, husbond!
 

ARNE. 
 Han siger, hun ejer ikke det sølvkrus så kosteisgt, at hun jo sætter det på bordet både blankt og pudset; så prægtigt et gilde har hun ikke beredt, liden kongen gæstede hendes salig herre for tyve år siden; er det ikke sandt, Hemming?
 

HEMMING. 
 Jo, husbond! (hviskende.) Men, husbond, det er ilde betænkt at sige sligt; fru Kirsten er hoffærdig over sin byrd; hun mener, der times jer en hæder ved dette giftermål, lidet kan I vide, hvorlunde hun agter at te sig mod sine gæster.
 

ARNE 

(sagte). 
 Ej, hvilken snak. (til de andre.) Han siger, fru Kirsten har ingen ro på sig; både dag og nat færdes hun i fadebur og i kælder. Er det ikke –? (studsende, idet han ser ud til venstre.) Hemming! hvad er det! Se hid, hvo kommer der?
 

HEMMING 

(med et udråb). 
 Fru Kirsten Liljekrans!
 

ALLE 

(forbausede). 
 Fru Kirsten!
 

TREDJE SCENE.
 De forrige. Fru Kirsten (kommer med sine huskarle fra venstre).
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(til sit følge, uden at bemærke de andre). 
 Nu kun et stykke længere frem, så véd jeg visst, han må findes. (farer sammen, afsides.) Arne fra Guldvik! Himlen stå mig nu bi!
 

ARNE 

(idet han går hende imøde.)

 Gudsfred, fru Kirsten Liljekrans!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(fatter sig og rækker ham hånden). 
 Gudsfred igen! (afsides.) Skulde han intet vide?
 

ARNE 

(vedbliver fornøjet). 
 Og vel mødt ved grænseskellet! Se, det må jeg lide; men fast for stor er den hæder, I viser mig.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

ARNE. 
 Jeg mener, for stor er den hæder, I viser mig, når I drager milevidt afsted igennem lier og ødemarker for at byde mig velkommen på eders grund.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej, herr Arne – (afsides.) Han véd intet endnu!
 

ARNE. 
 Og det på en dag som denne, da I har fuldt op at agte på; det er jo hos jer, vore børns bryllup skal holdes, eftersom min gård ligger for langt fra kirken, og dog kommer I mig imøde med alle eders karle.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(forlegen). 
 Jeg beder jer, tal ikke mere derom.
 

ARNE. 
 Jo, jeg vil tale højt derom; bygdens folk har sagt, at I hovmoder jer af eders høje byrd, at I lader hånt om mig og mine, og at I kun sluttede forliget for at ende de lange tvistigheder, som faldt jer til besvær, nu da I var bleven enke og tog til at ældes; og havde ikke det været, så skulde I aldrig –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hvor gider I lytte til, hvad onde tunger kan spinde sammen. Ikke vil vi mere tænke på tvistighederne, som nu har varet ved siden jer stamfaders tid. Jeg mener, vore ætter har lidt tungt nok derunder, eders såvel som min. Se jer om, herr Arne! Er ikke lien her at ligne med de vildeste udmarker, og i vore fædres dage var her dog folksomt og rigt. En bro var lagt over elven, og vej gik der fra Guldvik til min faders hus. Men med ild og sværd drog de frem fra begge sider; de lagde øde alt, hvad de traf på, thi det tyktes dem, at de var hinanden for nære grander. Nu vokser der alleslags urter i alfarvejen, broen er brækket ned, og det er kun ulv og bjørn, som holder tilhuse herinde.
 

ARNE. 
 Ja, de lagde vejen nedenom fjeldet; den er en god del længer og der kunde de bedre holde øje med hinanden; men det trænger vi nu lidet til, som godt og vel er for os begge.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Tilvisse, tilvisse! Men Ingeborg, bruden, hvor har I hende? Jeg ser hende ej, og brudepigerne fattes med; skulde hun ikke –
 

ARNE. 
 Hun følger efter; ret nu må hun komme. Men – ja, hør, fru Kirsten! En ting vil jeg sige jer, ligesågodt først som sidst, skøndt I sagtens véd det, kan jeg tro. Ingeborg har stundom nykker og luner – jeg svær jer til, hun har det, så vel optugtet hun end kan være.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(spændt). 
 Nu, hvad så? (afsides.) Skulde hun også –
 

ARNE. 
 Sligt må I tæmme; mig, som hendes fader, vil det ikke ret lykkes, men I finder vel råd.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej, vær I kun tryg. (afsides.) Og Olaf som ikke er at se!
 

HEMMING 

(der har set ud til højre). 
 Der kommer jomfru Ingeborg. (afsides.) Hvor fager skrider hun forrest i flokken!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(sagte til sine svende). 
 I tier vel med vort ærinde heroppe.
 

EN SVEND. 
 Det kan I lide på.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides, sukkende, idet han fremdeles ser ud til højre). 
 Lyksalig er Olaf, der skal eje hende!
 

FJERDE SCENE.
 De forrige. Ingeborg og brudepigerne kommer over broen.
 

INGEBORG 

(endnu i baggrunden). 
 Hvi løber I fra mig? Hvad skal det gavne; der blir dog intet af, før jeg kommer. (bemærker fru Kirsten og hendes følge.) Fru Kirsten! er I her? se, det må jeg lide. (raskt i forbigående til følget:) Min hilsen til jer alle! (til fru Kirsten, idet hun ser sig om:) Men Olaf, hvor har I ham?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Olaf! (afsides.) O ve! nu bryder det løs.
 

ARNE. 
 Ja, forsandt, Olaf! Ha, ha, ha! Jeg må være blind; godt er det, at bruden ser desbedre; thi ikke har jeg agtet på, at brudgommen fattedes; men nu skønner jeg hel vel, hvi det kommer sig, at vi mødes her, – det er ham, som volder at –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ham – I mener – I véd, at –
 

ARNE. 
 Jeg mener, at tiden er falden ham for lang dernede i gildestuen. Jo, jo, jeg mindes nok fra min egen højtidsdag; dengang var jeg også ung. Stærkt har det lystet ham at møde bruden, såsnart ske kunde, og så fik han jer til at følge med.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Stærkt lystede det ham visst at møde bruden, men –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Hvad nu?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ikke er Olaf med heroppe.
 

HEMMING 

(nærmer sig). 
 Ej med!
 

ARNE. 
 Og hvorfor ikke?
 

INGEBORG. 
 I sige frem, jeg beder jer.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(tvungen, spøgende). 
 Forsand, det lader som bruden også længes! Følg med, følg med til bryllupsgården, der tænker jeg vel, han må findes.
 

HEMMING 

(hviskende til Arne). 
 Husbond! kom ihu, jeg har varet jer ad.
 

ARNE 

(mistænkeligt til fru Kirsten). 
 Svar først, så skal vi følge.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu da, – han er reden sig ud for at jage. (Idet hun vil gå.) Kom nu, det tager stærkt til at mørknes.
 

INGEBORG. 
 At jage?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej! Kan det undre jer? I kender vel visen: „Den riddersmand lyster at ride sig i lunde, at prøve sine heste og hunde!”
 

INGEBORG. 
 Agter han sin unge brud så ringe, at han nytter bryllupsdagene til at vejde dyr.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu skemter I. Kom med, kom med!
 

ARNE 

(der imidlertid har holdt øje med fru Kirsten og hendes følge). 
 Nej, vent, fru Kirsten! Vel tør jeg ikke måle mig med jer i kløgt, men ét skelner jeg dog klarligen, og det er, at I dølger jert rette ærinde heroppe.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(truffen). 
 Jeg! Hvor kan I tro?
 

ARNE. 
 På store og små kan jeg mærke, at der er noget, I ej vil ud med. I er sært forstemt, og dog stiller I jer an, som om I var skemtsom tilsinde; men det har ingen art –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ikke er det nyt, at I tænker ilde om mig og mine.
 

ARNE. 
 Kan være; men ingentid gjorde jeg det uden skellig grund. (udbrydende:) Såsandt jeg lever, der er noget, I dølger for mig.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides). 
 Hvad vil her følge på?
 

ARNE. 
 Jeg lod mig dåre af jer, men nu ser jeg grant nok. I sagde, at I kom for at hilse mig ved grændseskellet; hvor vidste I da, at vi tog vejen over fjeldene? Det var Ingeborg, som vilde det så, da vi rejste fra Guldvik, og ingen kunde melde jer derom. (da fru Kirsten ikke svarer.) I tier, det tænkte jeg nok.
 

HEMMING 

(dæmpet). 
 Ser I vel, husbond! Vil I nu sande mine ord?
 

ARNE 

(ligeså). 
 Ti stille!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(der imidlertid har fattet sig). 
 Nuvel, herr Arne! ærligt vil jeg tale jer til; lad så lykken råde for resten.
 

ARNE. 
 Så sig da –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ved ord og håndslag er forliget sluttet mellem os, mange hæderlige mænd ser jeg her, som kan vidne i den sag: Olaf, min søn, skulde ægte jer datter, hos mig skulde gildet holdes imorgen –
 

ARNE 

(utålmodig). 
 Javisst, javisst!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Skændsel over den, der bryder sit ord, men –
 

ARNE OG GÆSTERNE. 
 Hvad nu! Sig frem!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ikke kan brylluppet holdes imorgen, som besluttet var.
 

ARNE. 
 Ikke holdes?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Vi må vente dermed.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ha, tort og skam!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ej bryllup!
 

ARNE. 
 Forbandet være I, at I sviger mig!
 

GÆSTERNE 

(truende, idet flere trækker sine knive og styrter ind på fru Kirstens folk)

 Hævn! Hævn over Liljekransætten!
 

FRU KIRSTENS SVENDE. 

(hæver økserne og sætter sig til modværge). 
 Slå til! Ned med mændene fra Guldvik!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(kaster sig mellem de stridende). 
 Hold inde, hold inde; jeg beder jer derom. Herr Arne! I høre mig tilende, førend I dømmer min færd.
 

ARNE 

(der har søgt at berolige sine frænder, nærmer sig fru Kirsten og siger med dæmpet stemme, idet han søger at betvinge det indre oprør, der dog er synligt hos ham). 
 I forlade mig, fru Kirsten! jeg var for rap i min vrede. Havde jeg tænkt mig om, så måtte jeg vel skønne, at det alt tilhobe var jert skemt, jeg beder jer, sig mig ikke imod, så må det være! Ej bryllup imorgen, – hvor kunde sligt hændes! Trænger I øl og mjød, skorter det jer på sølv eller blommede linklæder, så kom I til mig.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ikke er det fattigmands hus, I gifter jer datter ind i, herr Arne! Mød I frem til gildet med alle eders frænder og venner, ja, kom med trefold såmange, om det lyster jer, – hos mig skal I finde både husrum og bryllupskost, såmeget I vil tære. Tro aldrig, at slig uhæderlig årsag kundre hindre mig.
 

ARNE. 
 I har da skiftet sind, kanhænde?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej heller det. Har jeg givet mit ord, så er jeg også rede til at holde det, og det ligeså gerne idag som imorgen; thi så var stedse sæd og skik i min æt. Men i denne sag står det ikke til mig; det skorter på én –
 

INGEBORG. 
 På én? På hvem? Vel skulde jeg mene, at når bruden er rede, så –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Til brudefærd er to fornødne, brudgommen såvel som bruden –
 

ARNE OG GÆSTERNE. 
 Olaf!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Min fæstemand!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ja han, min søn – inat er han flygtet både fra hjem og brud.
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Flygtet!
 

ARNE. 
 Flygtet! Han!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Såsandt jeg håber himlens nåde, jeg har ej del deri.
 

ARNE 

(med indædt forbittrelse). 
 Og alt imorgen skulde brylluppet holdes! Min datter klæder sig i gyldenskrud, budsending har jeg skikket bygden rundt, mine venner og frænder stævner langvejsfra for at møde frem til gildet. (opbrusende.) Ha, agt jer vel, om Arne fra Guldvik stilles til spot og spe for sine grander; lidet skal det både jer, det sværger jeg højt og dyrt.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Uskellig grund er det, I bygger på, om I kunde tro, at –
 

ARNE. 
 Sig ikke så, fru Kirsten, sig ikke så! Vi to har en gammel regning at klare med hinanden; det er ikke første gang, at I lægger listige snarer for mig og mine. Guldviksætten har længe måttet holde for, når I og jere frænder pønsede på underfundighed og list! Magten havde vi, vi havde gods og penge med; men I var os for snedige. I vidste at lokke os med dårende ord og talemåder, – det er varer, som jeg lidet mægter at værdsætte, som det bør sig.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Herr Arne! I høre mig!
 

ARNE 

(vedblivende). 
 Grant ser jeg nu, jeg har båret mig ad som manden, der bygged sit hus på isflaket: tøvejr kom, og så gik han tilbunds. Men liden gammen skal I have deraf. Til jer vil jeg holde mig, fru Kirsten! I må svare for jer søn, eder var det, som bejlede for ham, eders sag bliver det at holde det ord, som er givet mig! En dåre var jeg, ja tifold en dåre, at jeg slog lid til eders glatte tunge. De, der mente mig det ærligt, varede mig ad, mine avindsmænd spottede mig; men lidet agtede jeg begge dele. Jeg tog mine højtidsklæder på, samlede frænder og venner; med sang og leg drog vi til gildehuset, og så, – så er brudgommen rømt.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ikke går jeg til kirken med ham, der holder mig så lidet værd.
 

ARNE. 
 Ti stille!
 

HEMMING 

(sagte til Arne). 
 Jomfru Ingeborg har ret, bedst er det I bryder forliget.
 

ARNE. 
 Ti stille! siger jeg.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(til Arne)

 Vel må jert sind fyldes med harm og vrede; men holder I mig svigfuld i hu, da gør I mig uskel, mere end billigt kan være. I mener, der føres en underfundig leg med jer; men sig mig, hvad skulde friste mig og min søn til sligt? Har han ikke Ingeborg kær; hvor kunde han kåre sig en bedre brud? Er hun ikke vakker og djærv? Er hendes fader ikke rig og mægtig? Nævnes ikke hendes slægt med hæderlige ord, så langt den er kendt?
 

ARNE. 
 Men hvor kunde så Olaf –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Den lod, jeg har fristet, er værre end I mener. I vil ynke mig og ikke vredes, når I får det at høre. – Fra solen randt imorges har jeg nu færdedes heroppe for at finde ham igen.
 

ARNE. 
 Heroppe?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ja, heroppe, for I må da vide – I vil ræddes derved – men ligegodt, – Olaf er bergtagen!
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Bergtagen!
 

INGEBORG 

(på samme tid). 
 Fri mig, Gud!
 

ARNE. 
 Hvad siger I, fru Kirsten?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Han er bergtagen! Ej kan det være andet. – For tre uger siden, da fæstensøllet var drukket på Guldvik, kom han ikke hjem før langt ud på den næste dag. Bleg var han og stur og stille med, som jeg aldrig før havde set ham. Sådan gik nu dagene, lidet talte han, i sengen lå han for det meste og vendte hovedet ifra; men led det tilkvelds, da var det ret som en sælsom uro kom over ham, da sadlede han sin hest og red fra gården, langt op i lierne; men der var ingen, som turde følge ham og ingen vidste, hvor han videre drog hen. Tro mig, det er onde vætter, som har koglet hans sind; stor er den magt, de øver herinde; fra den tid den store landfarsot gik over bygderne, var det aldrig ret trygt her i fjeldet; der går jo fast ingen dag, uden at sæterjentene hører sælsomt spil og strengeleg, skønt intet menneske færdes der, hvor det kommer fra.
 

ARNE. 
 Bergtagen; skulde sligt være tænkeligt.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Give Gud, det ikke var; men ej kan jeg mere tvile derpå. Tre døgn er det nu siden han sidst var hjemme.
 

ARNE. 
 Og intetsteds har I spurgt, hvor han færdes?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ak nej, det er ikke såvel. Her oppe så en skytter ham igår; men han var vild og sky som renen; alle slags urter havde han plukket, og dem strøede han ud for sig, hvor han gik og stod, og alt imens hviskede han sælsomme ord dertil. Såsnart det blev mig sagt, drog jeg ud med mine folk, men vi har intet fundet.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Og ingen traf I, som kunde sige jer –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 I véd jo, lien ligger øde.
 

ARNE 

(der har fået øje på Thorgjerd, som stiger op fra elven). 
 Der kommer dog én, ham vil jeg spørge ad.
 

HEMMING 

(ængstelig). 
 Husbond! Husbond!
 

ARNE. 
 Hvad nu?
 

HEMMING. 
 Lad ham gå; ser I ikke, hvem det er.
 

GÆSTERNE OG FRU KIRSTENS SVENDE 

(hviskende mellem hverandre). 
 Thorgjerd spillemand! Den gale Thorgjerd!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Han har lært nøkkens sange.
 

HEMMING. 
 Lad ham gå, lad ham gå!
 

ARNE. 
 Ej, om han så var nøkken selv –
 

FEMTE SCENE.
 De forrige. Thorgjerd (er imidlertid gået henimod udkanten til venstre; ved Arnes sidste ord vender han sig pludselig, som om han var bleven tiltalt).
 

THORGJERD 

(idet han træder et par skridt nærmere). 
 Hvad vil du mig?
 

ARNE 

(studsende). 
 Hvad er det!
 

HEMMING. 
 Der kan I høre!
 

ARNE 
 Lad mig råde. (til Thorgjerd.) Vi søger Olaf Liljekrans, har du mødt ham herinde idag?
 

THORGJERD. 
 Olaf Liljekrans?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu ja, du kender ham vel.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Er det ikke en af de onde mænd derude fra bygderne?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Onde?
 

THORGJERD. 
 Der er de alle onde! Olaf Liljekrans bander småfuglen, når den synger på hans moders stuetag.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Du lyver, spillemand!
 

THORGJERD 

(med et listigt smil). 
 Da er det godt for ham.
 

ARNE. 
 Hvi så?
 

THORGJERD. 
 I spørger om Olaf Liljekrans? Er han vildfarende herinde? Søger I efter ham, men kan ikke finde ham?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ja, ja!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Da er det godt for ham; – var det løgn jeg sagde, så har han ingen nød.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Sig frem, hvad du véd!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Sent blev jeg da færdig! (ondskabsfuldt.) Alfer og vætter råder herinde. Vær I trøstige! Finder I ham ej, så er han i alfernes leg; de lider godt den, der har småfuglen kær, og Olaf sagde I jo – Drag hjem, drag kun hjem igen. Olaf sidder i berget, han har ingen nød.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Forbandede! at du siger sligt!
 

ARNE 

(til fru Kirsten). 
 Agt ej på det, han siger.
 

THORGJERD 

(nærmer sig atter). 
 Nu går jeg for at spille op. Olaf Liljekrans sidder i berget, der skal hans bryllup stå. – Gale Thorgjerd må være med, han kan få bord og bænke til at danse, så såre han rører ved sin felestreng. Men I, agt jer vel, drag hjem igen; her er ikke godt for jer; har I ikke hørt, hvad der siges: 
      Du agte dig vel, når de alfer lege, 
      de drage dig i legen ind; 
      og alt hvad du ser og hører der, 
      det går aldrig mer af dit sind. 

(pludselig udbrydende med vild glæde.) Men her er jo bryllupsfolk med, – ha, ha! Hver kvinde har sin bedste stak, hver mand har sin bedste kofte på, – nu skønner jeg. Olaf Liljekrans er brudgom i bygden med, han har sig en fæstemø der også! Ja sligt har I vel spurgt før! Jeg véd nu engang, – det er mange år siden – men jeg mindes det vel. (vedbliver efter et øjebliks pause1 stedse mere og mere forvirret.)

      Hr. Alvar havde liden Ingrid fæst’, 
      hun var sig en mø behænde; 
      med gammen og leg drak de hendes bryllup, 
      tre hellige dage til ende. 
      Og bruden var både flink og fin, 
      hun dansed mellem gæsternes flok, 
      det var sig nøkken, den onde vætte, 
      sad han på sengestok, 
      sad han som en spillemand på sengestok 
      og slog de forlokkende strenge! 
      Da dansed i ring både bord og bænke, 
      så let som terner og drenge. – 


      Og nøkken han gik sig af stuedøren ud, 
      det båder lidet at dølge – 
      og alt som han spilled på felestreng, 
      monne bruden efter ham følge! 

(vildt, triumferende.)

      Trolddomsbunden stod ridder og svend, 
      brudgommen så sig ud så vide; 
      nøkken redte liden Ingrids seng – 
      hendes brudeseng i elven hin stride. 

(bliver pludselig stille og siger sagte:) Den vise glemmer jeg aldrig! – – – Men gå I hjem, det tager til at kveldes, og er solen nede, så hører skoven de andre til. Farvel! Jeg bringer bud og hilsen til Olaf, der han sidder – i berget! 

(går ind i lien til venstre.)
 

SJETTE SCENE.
 De forrige, undtagen Thorgjerd.
 

ARNE 

(til fru Kirsten). 
 Han lyver! tro ham ikke!
 

HEMMING. 
 Men det er dog sandhed, det med bruden, som blev borte på bryllupskvelden.
 

ARNE. 
 Ej, det var for mange år siden, nu hænder ikke sligt mere! Men alle vil vi hjælpes ad med at lede ham op.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ikke blev det sjunget for min vugge, at jeg skulde løbe om i skov og mark for at finde min brudgom igen.
 

ARNE. 
 Ti stille!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Er han koglet i fjeldet, så lad den tage ham, som har gjort det; jeg agter ikke at dele min fæstemands hu og hjerte.
 

HEMMING 

(sagte og inderligt). 
 Herren signe jer for de ord!
 

INGEBORG 

(med et stolt, afvisende blik). 
 Hvad nu?
 

ARNE. 
 Vil du tie, siger jeg. (til gæsterne.) Rask nu, mine frænder! Spreder jer ad, søger efter ham i hver ås, i hver houg! Afsted! Retså! Imorgen drikker vi bryllup! 

(Gæsterne og fru Kirstens følge går i forskellige grupper ud til begge sider.)
 

ARNE 

(sagte til fru Kirsten). 
 Han må findes! Det vilde volde mig evig skam, om brylluppet –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Følg med, følg med!
 

INGEBORG 

(sagte til Hemming, der står nedslået). 
 Hvi går du ikke med de andre? Bedre var det, at du skafte mig min fæstemand igen, end at du står her og signer mig for ord, som jeg lidet mener.
 

ARNE 

(ved udgangen). 
 Kom, kom!
 

INGEBORG 

(til Hemming, der vil gå). 
 Vent, Hemming! Fæst mine skospænder!
 

FRU KIRSTEN OG ARNE 

(går ud til venstre).
 

SYVENDE SCENE.
 Ingeborg. Hemming.
 

INGEBORG 

(rækker foden frem). 
 Se der, spænd den vel til!
 

HEMMING 

(knæler ned og gør, som hun byder).
 

INGEBORG 

(idet hun flytter den anden fod frem). 
 Der, spænd mig også den fast! Nu, hvorfor bøjer du hovedet? Er der gået dig noget imod?
 

HEMMING. 
 Kræver I, at jeg ærligt skal sige jer –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Javisst gør jeg.
 

HEMMING. 
 Så må I da vide –
 

INGEBORG 

(hurtigt). 
 Å nej, det trænges ikke. 

(Hun fjærner sig nogle skridt; Hemming rejser sig.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Ak, jomfru Ingeborg! engang var I mig så god; men nu, siden I er bleven stor og fuldvoksen jomfru – og mest, kan jeg tro, siden I gav jert fæstensord –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Hvad så?
 

HEMMING. 
 Å nej, intet! – (Pause.) Kan I mindes, vi har været heroppe engang før?
 

INGEBORG 

(kort). 
 Jeg mindes aldrig!
 

HEMMING. 
 I var løbet efter jer brogede ged, og jeg skulde nu følge jer, som jeg altid plejede, – ja, det er længe siden, men jeg kommer det ihu, som om det var idag; lige dernede ligger myren, som –
 

INGEBORG 

(nærmer sig). 
 Var det dengang vi hørte bjørnen?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, ret dengang.
 

INGEBORG 

(stedse mere og mere ivrig). 
 Jeg fandt geden igen.
 

HEMMING. 
 Nej, det var mig, som fandt den først.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ja, ja, sådan var det; deroppe under uren.
 

HEMMING. 
 Og så tog I jert strømpebånd.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Og bandt den.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, for vi skulde sanke jordbær.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Derborte i bakken, ja! Og du havde gjort en næverskrukke til mig.
 

HEMMING. 
 Men så var det, vi hørte –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Bjørnen, ha, ha, ha! Vi måtte over myren, der hvor den var blødest, –
 

HEMMING. 
 Og så tog jeg dig på armen.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Og sprang med mig fra den ene tue til den anden. (leende.) Hvor rædde vi var, begge to!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, jeg var nu mest ræd for din skyld.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Og jeg for din – – (standser pludselig og vedbliver at betragte ham, idet hendes ansigt antager et bydende og krænket udtryk.) Hvad er det, du her står og siger? Hvorfor går du ikke? Sømmer det sig at tale så til din herres datter? Gå, gå, du skulde jo finde min fæstemand!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ak, jeg glemte jer fæstemand, jeg glemte, at I er min herres datter.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Finder du ham, så lover jeg dig en baldyret trøje til jul, så glad bliver jeg derved.
 

HEMMING. 
 Jeg vil ingen trøje have; jeg tjener jer hverken for guld eller sølv, hverken for kost eller ridderklæder. Men nu går jeg; hvad jeg mægter, det skal jeg gøre, når jeg véd, det glæder jer.
 

INGEBORG 

(der er stegen op på en sten, hvor hun plukker nogle blomstrende hæggekviste). 
 Hemming! hvor rig er min fæstemand?
 

HEMMING. 
 Hvor rig han er, skal jeg ikke kunne sige; men om hans farfader heder det i visen: 
      Han mægter at klæde i gyldenskrud 
      vel hundrede terner til sin brud! 


 Så mægtig er nu vel ikke Olaf Liljekrans, men han ejer dog både gård og grunde.
 

INGEBORG 

(fremdeles beskæftiget). 
 Og du, hvad ejer du?
 

HEMMING 

(sukkende). 
 Min armod, det er det hele!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Det er ikke meget, Hemming!
 

HEMMING. 
 Nej, det er ikke meget, jomfru Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG 

(nynner, bortvendt fra ham, uden at forandre stilling, og beskæftiget som før). 
      Sålidet monne mit hjerte stunde 
      til ham, som ejer både gård og grunde! 
      Langt bedre huer mig den fattige svend, 
      til ham står min tanke, han er min ven!
 

HEMMING 

(i højeste glæde). 
 Ingeborg! nej, er det sandt som du siger, da må jeg tifold prise min armod.
 

INGEBORG 

(vender hovedet om og siger koldt). 
 Jeg skønner dig ikke; det, jeg sang, var kun en gammel vise. (stiger ned fra stenen med hæggekvistene i hånden og nærmer sig, idet hun betragter ham stivt.) Men jeg kender en vise til, og den vil jeg sige for dig: 
      I kongens gård stander gangeren god; 
      den bejler, som ejer en ridders mod, 
      han skor den gule, han skor den grå, 
      den rappeste lægger han sadlen på! 
      Han løfter sin brud på gangerens ryg, 
      hun følger ham villig, hun følger ham tryg. 
      Han rider sig med hende så langt under ø, 
      med ham vil hun gerne både leve og dø!
 

HEMMING 

(som ude af sig selv). 
 Ingeborg! Ingeborg! da skal intet skrække mig mere! Ej at du har en fæstemand, ej at du er min husbonds datter; – ja, såsandt jeg lever, jeg røver dig endnu inat!
 

INGEBORG 

(heftigt, idet hun stedse kæmper med et frembrydende smil). 
 Hjælpe mig Gud! hvordan er det fat med dig? Hvad er det, du tænker på? Vil du røve din herres datter? Du må være syg eller gal, siden du kan falde på sligt! Dog, det skal være glemt – for denne gang. Gå nu! og tak himlen, at du slap så let; thi vel har du fortjent et rap – (løfter kvistene, men lader dem synke og siger med forandret stemme:) – og min røde guldring – se der, tag den! 

(tilkaster ham en ring, som hun har trukket af armen og iler hurtigt ud til venstre.)
 

OTTENDE SCENE.
 Hemming. Straks efter Olaf Liljekrans (fra baggrunden. Månen står op.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Den gyldne ring, den har hun mig skænket, 
 så er hun mig endnu både huld og god! 
 Hun mente det ikke, det var skrømt, når hun lod, 
 som hun var så bitterlig krænket. 
 Alt vil jeg friste, alt tør jeg vove! 

(nedslået.)

 Og dog, jeg er jo så fattig en svend, 
 og imorgen skal hun føres for alteret hen! 

(raskt.)

 Men brudgommen færdes i de vilde skove; 
 o, hvis han aldrig mere kom igen! 

(vil ile ud, men standser med et udråb.)

 Olaf! der er han! 
 (Olaf kommer langsomt frem mellem klipperne i baggrunden. Han går drømmende, med blottet hoved og hænderne fulde af blomster, som han sønderriver og strør på vejen; hans hele færd bærer under det følgende præg af en forvirret tilstand.)
 

OLAF 

(uden at lægge mærke til Hemming). 
 Kunde jeg råde 
 de sælsomme ord, den forvildende gåde! 

(vil gå ud til venstre.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Herr Olaf! Herr Olaf! hvor går eders vej? 
 Så hør dog, herr Olaf!
 

OLAF 

(halvt opvågnende). 
 Hemming! er det dig? 
 Du standse mig ikke!
 

HEMMING. 
 Hvad ligger jer på sinde, 
 at I færdes tre samfulde dage herinde? 

(betragter ham nærmere.)

 Hvad øver I der for sælsom en leg, – 
 eders kind er hvid, eders pande er bleg!
 

OLAF. 
 Du må ikke undres, hvi min kind er hvid, 
 tre nætter har jeg stridt så sær en strid; 
 du må ikke undres, hvi min pande er bleg, 
 tre nætter har jeg været i alfeleg.
 

HEMMING. 
 Gud stå os bi!
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg er syg, jeg er svimmel! 
 Jeg kan ikke mindes hverken jord eller himmel!
 

HEMMING 

(ængsteligt). 
 Herr Olaf! følg med til jer moders gård!
 

OLAF. 
 Min moders gård! Hvor er det den står? 
 Her tykkes det mig, jeg har hjemme! 
 Skoven er bleven mit fædrenehus, 
 grantoppens kvæder og elvens sus 
 kan jeg bedre forstå, end min moders stemme. 

(med stigende henrykkelse.)

 Ej sandt, her er fagert! Ej sandt, her er stille! 
 Ser du, min højsal er smykket til gilde.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides). 
 Hvad er ham dog hændt?
 

OLAF. 
 Snart kommer min brud!
 

HEMMING. 
 Eders brud! I véd da –?
 

OLAF 

(vedblivende). 
 Når dagen går under, 
 når skyen blegner og fuglen blunder, 
 da kommer hun hid så ung og prud!
 

HEMMING 

(korser sig). 
 Alle hellige mænd! så er det dog sandt!
 

OLAF. 
 Véd du, hvornår jeg først hende fandt? 
 Jeg red fra Guldvik en aften silde, 
 det bæres mig for, der var holdt et gilde. 
 Mit sind var tungt, mit hjerte var klemt! 
 noget havde mig krænket; hvad det var, har jeg glemt. 
 Jeg red mig alene op under li, 
 ved midnatstider kom jeg elven forbi, 
 da lød det som en klingende harpestreng, 
 det gik som en slåt over mark og eng, 
 det hørtes som et lokkende, klagende kvæde, 
 jeg folded mine hænder, jeg prøved at bede, 
 men tungen svigted og tanken med; 
 mig tonerne fristed, jeg måtte afsted. 
 Snart klang det som gråd og snart som latter, 
 snart lød det som lyst, og snart lød det atter, 
 som var der et bristende hjertes nød, 
 som var der en dødsens ve og vånde 
 lagt i det koglende kvæde, der flød 
 lig en strøm omkring mig! – Knapt kunde jeg ånde! 
 Så sært forvildet blev sans og sind; 
 det var som om både stærke og milde 
 magter drog mig i lien ind, 
 jeg måtte herop, om jeg end ikke vilde. 
 Og stedse det lokked og lød på min vej; 
 hvorlangt jeg red, det mindes jeg ej.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides). 
 Og bruden, som spillemanden fortalte om, hun måtte jo også følge –
 

OLAF. 
 Da standsed min fole, jeg vaktes derved, 
 jeg så mig om med undrende blikke; 
 hvor var der fagert og vént! Men det sted, 
 jeg var kommen til, kendte jeg ikke! 
 jeg stod i en dal; – skygge og fred 
 var drysset som dugg derover! 
 Månen legte ved kærnets bred, 
 det var som den lo, når den dukked sig ned 
 i de svale, trillende vover! 
 Mit hoved var tungt, min hu var mod, 
 mig længedes efter at blunde; 
 jeg lagde mig ned ved en linderod 
 i de væne, hviskende lunde!
 

HEMMING. 
 Herr Olaf! Herr Olaf! Hvor turde I friste sligt?
 

OLAF 

(vedblivende). 
 Så kom jeg i alfekvindernes dans; 
 den fagreste mellem dem bød mig en krans 
 af vårklokker blå, af vandliljer hvide; 
 hun så mig i sjælen med øjne så blide, 
 hun hvisked i mit øre et gådefuldt ord, 
 som aldrig går mig af minde: 
 „Olaf Liljekrans! véd du, hvor lykken gror, 
 véd du, når fred for dig er at vinde? 
 Mellem alle de urter små på rad 
 må du den fagreste finde, 
 og plukke den sønder, blad for blad, 
 og drysse den ud for alle vinde, 
 da – først da skal du lykken finde!”
 

HEMMING. 
 I har sovet og drømt!
 

OLAF. 
 Fra denne stund 
 det blev mig for trangt i min moders stue! 
 Gennem ur, over hej, til den fagre lund 
 stævned jeg op med pil og med bue! 
 Der mødte jeg alfepigen igen.
 

HEMMING 

(træder forbauset tilbage). 
 Hvad nu, har I vågen fundet –?
 

OLAF. 
 Min fæstensring tog jeg og skød med den 
 I luften over hendes hoved hen; 
 nu er hun for evig bundet!
 

HEMMING. 
 Og det er bruden, I venter her?
 

OLAF. 
 Det er bruden, snart er hun nær!
 

HEMMING 

(afsides)

 Hans sjæl er hildet, hans sind er sygt; 
 alt skal fru Kirsten vide! (højt.) I tør da færdes foruden frygt 
 heroppe?
 

OLAF. 
 Her er det godt og trygt 
 at vugges i drømme blide! 

(går langsomt ind mellem klippestykkerne i forgrunden til højre.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Alt imorgen skal hans bryllup stå, 
 men sin fæstemø agter han lidet på, 
 lidet véd han, at hun er nær, 
 og mindre, at hun har en anden kær! – 
 Han færdes forvildet i skoven omkring, 
 og mig gav Ingeborg den gyldne ring! 
 Hvad jeg har set, skal hans moder kende; 
 alle helgene véd, hvor dette skal ende! 

(går ud til venstre.)
 

NIENDE SCENE.
 Olaf Liljekrans (træder atter ind fra højre).
 

OLAF 

(idet han sønderriver nogle blomster, som han har plukket udenfor). 
 „Mellem alle de urter små på rad 
 må du den fagreste finde; 
 og plukke den sønder, blad for blad, 
 og drysse den ud for alle vinde, – 
 da – først da skal du lykken finde!” 
 Jeg får ikke fred for de sælsomme ord. 
 Den fagreste urt? Hvor er det den gror? 
 Hvorpå skal den kendes? Er dens fagerhed lagt 
 i duftens sødme, i bladenes pragt? 
 Hvad heller er den lagt i lønlige kræfter, 
 som jeg aldrig kan finde, om jeg spejder derefter? 
 sålunde ejer jo mangt et sværd 
 under klingens rust et kosteligt værd, 
 sålunde kan jo en harpe hænge 
 glemt i en krog, ingen derpå giver agt, 
 og dog kan alverdens forlokkende magt 
 være gemt i de støvede strenge.
 

TIENDE SCENE.
 Olaf Liljekrans. Alfhild (fra baggrunden. Hun er fantastisk klædt og smykket med løvflætninger og blomster; ængsteligt ser hun sig om, indtil hun opdager Olaf og iler ham da glad imøde.)
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, bliv, bliv! gå ikke fra mig!
 

OLAF 

(ligesom pludselig belivet). 
 Alfhild! min unge, dejlige brud!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Olaf! min fagre ridder! Det blev mig for tungt at vente, jeg måtte gå dig imøde!
 

OLAF. 
 Men sig mig, hvi frygter du stedse for at komme hid?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg har jo sagt dig, udenfor dalen kom jeg ingensinde, før du gæsted mig. Min fader har sagt, at onde magter råder herude: kun derinde mellem bergene kunde jeg færdes tryg og trøstig! O, lad råde, hvad magter der vil, du er her, det er nok for mig! Kom, lad mig se dig ind i øjnene! Ja, ja, jeg har dig igen!
 

OLAF. 
 Har mig! Ak ja, Alfhild! Du listelige, du dejlige kvinde, vel har du mig igen! Mit sind har du koglet så dybt, så dybt; før mig, hvorhen og så langt du vil, i berget, dybt under hougen, i den grønne græsvold, hvor slåt og sang klinger så lifligt ved kveldstid, på elvens bund, dybt under fossen, hvor der er harper for de store, klagende kvæder; hvor dit hjem er, der er jeg rede til at færdes!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hvi taler du så? Vel må du vide bedre, end du der siger. – Vætter og alfer råder i houg og fjeld, og på elvens bund bor nøkken, det har fader sagt. Mener du jeg er en alf eller –
 

OLAF. 
 Du er den fagreste i verden; vær for mig, hvad du vil, når du kun er min!
 

ALFHILD 

(smilende). 
 Var jeg alfekvinde, forsandt, jeg siger dig, da skulde det gå dig ilde!
 

OLAF. 
 Mig!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, dig! Hvor du red på din enlige sti, skulde jeg træde dig imøde, glemselsdrikken skulde jeg række dig af det gyldne horn, jeg skulde kogle mine kunster deri, så du glemte himmel og jord, glemte, hvor du var født og båren, hvad navn du lød og hvor dine frænder færdes, kun ét skulde du mindes, et eneste skulde fylde din hu og din tanke.
 

OLAF. 
 Forvisst, da er du alfekvinden! Thi fra den første stund har du sålunde koglet dine kunster for mig.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Har jeg?
 

OLAF. 
 Gennem lien red jeg, dybt dernede hvor elven løber, – det var nat, sælsomt lød sange og klagende kvæder rundt om mig – – – – 
 Forvildet blev mig min sti, jeg kom langt, langt ind mellem bergene, jeg fandt den dejlige dal, hvor ingen fod har trådt, hvor intet øje har forlystet sig før mit – – – – 
 Tungt faldt en slummer på mig derinde, men alfekvinderne legte imens, og de drog mig ind i legen – – – – 
 Men da jeg vågned, var der bedrøvelse i mit sind; hjemad red jeg, men dernede kunde jeg ikke trives mere; det bares mig for, som jeg havde glemt efter mig det rigeste og bedste i livet, som om en herlig skat var mig beskåret, ifald jeg kun søgte og fandt den – – – – 
 Til dalen måtte jeg op, før var der ikke fred for mig – – – – 
 Du kom mig imøde, fager og varm som i denne stund; jeg greb din hånd, jeg så dig ind i øjet – himmel og jord, alverdens dejlighed var i dit øje! – – – – 
 Da glemte jeg venner og frænder! – – – – 
 Jeg kom der næste nat, jeg favnede din midje, jeg krystede dig til mit bryst, himlens herlighed var i dit favntag – – – – – 
 Da glemte jeg mit kristen-navn og mine fædres hjem. – – – – 
 Og jeg kom den tredje nat, jeg måtte komme, jeg kyssed dine røde læber, mine øjne åd sig ind i din sjæl. – Mere end alverdens herlighed var deri! Jeg glemte mere end Gud og hjem, mere end himmel og jord, jeg glemte mig selv! (styrter ned for hende.) Alfhild! Afhild!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Er det en glemselsdrik, det som du der nævner, da har jeg koglet mig selv dermed. Mig er det gået som spillemanden, der lærte nøkkens kvæder, for at kogle sin hjertenskær; – han koglede og koglede sålænge til kogleriet omspandt hans eget sind, og han aldrig kunde vinde sig ud deraf. 

(standser og bliver tankefuld stående.)
 

OLAF 

(idet han rejser sig). 
 Hvad grubler du over?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Højt på fjeldet er en styrtning så brat, at end ikke ørnen kan fæste sin klo deroppe; der står en enlig birk, ilde trives den, og fattig er den på løv; men den bøjer sine grene nedad imod dalen, som ligger langt borte; det er som den længedes efter sine søstre i den friske, frodige lund, som om den higede efter at plantes ind i det solvarme liv dernede. – – – – 
 Som birken på fjeldet så var mit liv, jeg længedes udad, efter dig længedes jeg i lange, lange tider, før jeg vidste, du var til. Dalen blev mig for trang, men jeg vidste ikke, at der bag fjeldene var en anden dal som min derinde. Ridderne og fruerne, som gæstede mig hver nat, var mig ikke nok, og de sagde mig intet om livet derude!
 

OLAF. 
 Riddere og fruer? Du har jo sagt mig, at ingentid mødte du nogen derinde.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ingen som du! Men hver kveld sang min fader sine viser for mig, og når det blev nat og mine øjne lukkedes, da kom de og gæstede mig, alle de, der lever i min faders viser. Frejdige riddere, fagre kvinder var blandt dem, de kom med falk på hånden, ridende på stolte gangere. På engen dansede de, lyst og skemt lød rundt om, hvor de færdedes; alferne lyttede tyst fra hver en blomst og fuglene fra grenen, der de var sovet ind. Men når dagen randt, da var de alle borte, ensom gik jeg, jeg pyntede mig med blomster og med grønne blade; thi jeg vidste, at næste nat vilde de komme igen. Ak, det liv var mig dog ikke nok; en mægtig længsel fyldte mit bryst, aldrig var den blevet stillet, om ikke du var kommen!
 

OLAF. 
 Du nævner din fader; ingentid så jeg ham derinde!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Kun sjelden kommer han nu, han var der ej fra den kveld, vi først mødtes.
 

OLAF. 
 Men sig mig, hvo er han?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Du har sagt mig, at du red en sommernat i lien, der hvor elven løber; der hørte du sælsomme sange, som du kun halvt forstod, men som dog maner og maner dig, så du aldrig glemmer dem.
 

OLAF. 
 Javisst, javisst!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Du har hørt min faders sange! Det er ved dem jeg er vokset op. Forsandt, heller ikke jeg har forstået dem tilfulde; de tyktes mig at være den dyreste skat, at være livet selv; nu gælder de lidet for mig; de er mig kun et bud om al den herlighed, som skulde komme. I dem alle var der en fager ridder; ham tænkte jeg mig som det bedste og herligste i alle dale, det bedste og herligste sålangt fugl kan flyve, sålangt sky kan stævne. Olaf! det var dig, jeg kender dig vel igen! O, du må fortælle mig om dit hjem, om den fjerne dal, du kommer fra; rigt og lyst må det være derude; did må det være mine fugle drager hen ved løvfaldstid; thi når de atter gæster mig, da har de såmeget sælsomt at fortælle, så mangt et under at synge om, at alle urter sprætter og blomstrer derved, alle trær grønnes, og den store, dejlige sol står tidlig op og går sent til hvile, for ret at lytte til alle de fagre eventyr og sange. Men lidet fatter jeg af alt, hvad de fortæller, du må tolke det for mig, du må klare for mig alt, hvad der spørger og kræver svar i mit bryst.
 

OLAF. 
 Lidet er jeg det mægtig, du spørger om mit hjem. Mit hjem? Har jeg havt et andet hjem end her, da mindes jeg kun ringe ting deraf. Det er mig alt som en tåget drøm, der glemmes i den stund vi vågner. Dog, kom! langt dernede ligger en bygd, der bæres det mig for, at jeg færdedes, før jeg så dig, der bæres det mig for, at mine frænder bor. Hører du, hvor elven maner og suser, lad os følge den; ude på kanten, ved fossefaldet, der kan vi se over bygden, hvor jeg – engang hørte hjemme. Kom, kom!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Men tør jeg –
 

OLAF. 
 Følg trøstig, jeg skal værne om dig!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg er rede; jeg véd det jo nok, selv om jeg ikke vilde; følge dig må jeg, hvor du færdes. 

(de går ud til højre.)
 

KOR AF BRUDEFOLKET OG FRU KIRSTENS FØLGE 

(fjernt fra skoven til venstre). 
 Du agte dig vel, du fri din sjæl 
 fra listige alfer i lunden!
 

ELLEVTE SCENE.
 Fru Kirsten og Hemming (kommer ind fra venstre).
 

HEMMING. 
 Her var han; – se – nej, nu er han borte!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Og han sagde, at han ventede på bruden, som skulde komme?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, men hvem han mente, kunde jeg ikke ret blive klog på; thi hans tale var sælsomt forvildet. Ingeborg mente han ikke, det er visst.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Stille, gode Hemming! stille med det, han har sagt! Velgjort var det, at du lod mig alene vide, han var her. Rigelig skal du lønnes derfor, men først må vi finde ham fat –
 

HEMMING 

(idet han ser ud til højre). 
 Se, se der, i måneskinnet, på bakken ved elven, – ja, forvisst tror jeg – –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Stille, stille, det er Olaf!
 

HEMMING. 
 Der er to; en kvinde står hos –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Alle gode ånder!
 

HEMMING. 
 Han viser udover bygden, som om – der går de begge!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hent herr Arne og vore folk! Vi vil mødes her; jeg bringer Olaf hid!
 

HEMMING. 
 Men tør I også –?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Gør som jeg siger; men ti vel med det, du har hørt og set. Du kan sige, at Olaf drog herop for at jage ren og bjørn, og at han fór vild på fjeldet.
 

HEMMING. 
 I kan lide på mig, fru Kirsten! 

(går ud til venstre.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Skulde det da være sandt? Skulde onde vætter have fået magt over ham? Ej, sligt kan jeg bilde Arne fra Guldvik ind, men lidet tror jeg det selv; – og dog siges der, at det tidt nok hændte i fordums tider. Men det er nok alfekvinder af kød og blod, som – –. Der stiger han ned til elven, jeg må rappe mig! 

(går ud til højre i mellemgrunden.)
 

KOR 

(fjernt fra skoven til venstre). 
      Med fromme sange, med klokkespil 
      så vide vi færdes i dale! 
      Du kristne mand, du lytte dertil, 
      vågn op af den koglende dvale!
 

TOLVTE SCENE.
 Olaf og Alfhild (kommer ind fra højre i baggrunden. Senere fru Kirsten).
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, du må fortælle mig mere endnu! 
 I mit sind falder dine ord, som duggen hin svale, 
 det er mig, som råded du alle min længsels runer 
 med din liflige tale! – – – 
 Sad du aldrig en sommernat ved det øde fjeldvand, 
 der er så dybt, at du ej kan bunde? 
 Så du ikke alle himlens små lys dernede, 
 de kloge øjne, der tolker mere end du kan udgrunde, 
 mere end du kan udsige, om du havde tusinde munde. 
 – – – – – 
 Tidt sad jeg så; med mine hænder vilde jeg fange 
 de dybe, de tindrende gåder dernede – 
 jeg greb efter dem, vilde se dem nær, 
 da blev de dunkle, som øjne, der græde, – 
 det var fåfængt at spejde og lede – 
 – – – – – 
 Så var det også fordum i mit sind! 
 Mange, mange gåder, som jeg vilde forstå; 
 men de gækked mig som stjernen i det dybe vand, 
 bleve mig ugrundelige, desmere jeg grunded derpå!
 

OLAF. 
 Og er jeg ikke bleven mig selv en ugrundelig gåde? 
 Er jeg Olaf Liljekrans, den stolte ridder, 
 den ætstore mand, der broutede af sin slægt, 
 og lod hånt om elskov og fuglekvidder! 
 Dog ligegodt, jeg river ud af mindet, hvad jeg var! 
 Lykkelig er jeg, det kan jeg forstå – – 
 din spådom slog fejl, – Lykken skulde jeg finde, 
 når jeg fandt den fagreste blandt urter små. 
 Ha! Lykken har jeg alt fundet!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg har intet spået. 
 Dog – fortæl mig mere om livet derude!
 

OLAF. 
 Lad livet derude gå sin egen gang, 
 her er mit hjem, hos dig, min prude, 
 min dejlige viv! Alfhild, tal! 
 Er det ikke ret som en højenloftssal 
 var rejst for os under de grønne lier! 
 Blåklokken står pyntet på alle stier, 
 her er gilde herinde, her er fryd og lyst, 
 mere fast, end der kan rummes i mit bryst! 
 Hør, fra elven klinger det dybe kvæde; 
 o, det er det, som volder, at jeg både må le og græde! 
 Det sælsomme kvad, det koglende spil, 
 har gjort mig så fro, så salig og vild! 

(griber hende lidenskabeligt i sine arme.)

 Farvel jeg skikker til bygden dernede! 
 heroppe vil jeg min brudeseng rede; 
 farvel jeg skikker over verden ud, – 
 nu vil jeg favne min fagre brud!
 

ALFHILD 

(viger ængsteligt tilbage). 
 Olaf!
 

OLAF 

(standser pludselig, som greben af en uklar og smertelig erindring). 
 Min brud! Hvad sagde jeg der! 
 Sig mig – Alfhild – da jeg første gang kom her – 
 kan du – kan du mindes den første kveld? 
 Hvad var det jeg søgte, – hvad vilde jeg vel? 
 Kom jeg for at hente dig – til – bygden ned? 
 Var det for at bede til bryllup jeg red –?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hvad mener du? Bryllup? Jeg kan ej forstå –?
 

OLAF. 
 Vort fæstensøl var jo drukket på Guldvik! Ej så? 
 Tre uger efter skulde vort bryllup stande – 
 men det tykkes mig, at – nej, det brænder i min pande! 
 Jeg vil ikke mere tænke derpå!
 

KOR 

(dæmpet og langt inde i skoven). 
      Olaf Liljekrans! Olaf Liljekrans! 
      Hvi sover du så tungt og så længe?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Tys, Olaf! hører du?
 

OLAF 
 Hørte du det med?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hvad er det?
 

OLAF. 
 Et gammelt, et halvglemt minde, 
 som stundom får ord, når jeg færdes herinde! 
 Det vil mig ilde, det vil mane mig til bygden ned
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides, idet hun træder ind fra baggrunden, uden at bemærkes af de øvrige). 
 Der er de! Han taler; kunde jeg forstå –! 

(nærmer sig lyttende.)
 

OLAF 

(med stigende heftighed). 
 Ja, ja, jeg kommer; men ene vil jeg ikke gå! 
 Riddere og fruer skal stævnes hid på mit bud; 
 med sang skal de ride herop for at hente min brud! 
 Guldsadlen skal lægges på min rappeste ganger, 
 forrest i laget skal gå spillemand og sanger, 
 derefter skal ride køgemester og prest, 
 alt folket i bygden skal bydes til gæst! 
 Høviske svende skal lede din ganger ved hånd, 
 liflige urter skal drysses på alle veje, 
 bonden skal bøje sig for dig som en vånd, 
 og ved ledet skal hans kvinde neje! 
 kirkeklokkerne skal ringe over landet ud: 
 nu rider Olaf Liljekrans hjem med sin brud!
 

KOR AF BRYLLUPSGÆSTER 

(raskt men dæmpet inde i skoven til venstre). 
      Nu færden står 
      til bryllupsgård! 
 Folen løber let under lide! 
      Det drønner under hov 
      i den grønne skov, 
 der de lystige svende monne ride!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides, under koret). 
 Himlen være lovet! Hemming har fortalt –!
 

ALFHILD 

(jublende). 
 De kommer, de kommer, jeg hører dem alt! 
 Hvort vent det klinger! Olaf! se, se!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Olaf, min søn! 

(iler hen til ham, uset af Alfhild, der vedbliver at stirre ud til venstre.)
 

OLAF. 
 Hjælp Gud! hvad er det! 
 Min moder!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Mit arme, forvildede barn! 
 Nu er du frelst fra den ondes garn! 
 Der kommer herr Arne med Ingeborg, din viv.
 

OLAF 

(med et skrig, og ligesom på engang opvågnende). 
 Ingeborg! – Med det navn har I brudt mit liv! 
 Min lykke var da idel tant og skrømt! 
 Ak, at I måtte mig sligt bebude! 

(fortvilet.)

 Kære moder min! så fagert har jeg drømt; 
 nu har I vakt mig, nu er alting ude!
 

TRETTENDE SCENE.
 De forrige. Arne, Ingeborg, Hemming, bryllupsfolk og fru Kirstens følge fra venstre.
 

ARNE. 
 Til lykke, fru Kirsten! I har jo fundet ham, som jeg hører.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Javisst, jeg har fundet ham. – Og nu hjemad!
 

ARNE 

(til Olaf). 
 Og der er ingen skade voldt jer?
 

OLAF 

(åndsfraværende). 
 Mig! Hvad mener I?
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afbrydende). 
 Visst ikke, herr Arne! Han fór vild på jagten og –
 

INGEBORG 

(peger på Alfhild). 
 Men denne unge kvinde –?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Et fattigt barn! Hun har skænket ham ly og tilhold.
 

ARNE. 
 Men der har jo ingen sin bo heroppe.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 En og anden dog! Mangen enkelt slægt holder endnu til mellem fjeldene, siden landfarsottens tid.
 

ARNE. 
 Så kom, kom! Hestene venter nede under lien.
 

OLAF 

(smerteligt, med et blik på Alfhild). 
 Min moder! jeg kan ikke!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(sagte og bestemt). 
 Du må! Det vil volde dig evig skændsel ifald –
 

ARNE. 
 Hvad mener han?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Han er syg og mødig endnu, det går over, kom! (med et betydningsfuldt blik til Olaf.) Den unge kvinde følger med!
 

INGEBORG. 
 I mener, at hun –!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Trolig har hun plejet ham; vel bør det sig, at hun lønnes derfor.
 

ARNE. 
 Og imorgen holdes gildet!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Imorgen! det sværger jeg højt og helligt!
 

ARNE. 
 Jeg har jert ord!
 

HEMMING 

(sagte og triumferende, idet han tager ringen frem). 
 Og jeg har Ingeborgs røde guldring!
 

INGEBORG 

(tager ringen fra ham og siger ligegyldigt). 
 Min ring! Se, se! har du den, Hemming! Tak, nu skal jeg selv tage vare derpå! 

(Hemming står et øjeblik forbløffet og følger derpå langsomt efter de øvrige, der alle går ud til venstre, undtagen Alfhild.)
 

FJORTENDE SCENE.
 Alfhild. Straks efter Thorgjerd (fra baggrunden).
 

ALFHILD 

(har med stille og barnlig forbauselse betragtet det foregående optrin, dog uden at lægge mærke til handlingen; når alle er borte, farer hun efter en pause op, ligesom af en drøm). 
 De er borte! Kan jeg tro det, er det også sandt? 
 Ja, ja, her stod de; månen skinned, jeg så dem grant! 
 Der ser jeg dem igen; over bakken drager de ned, 
 og jeg er bruden, jeg må med, jeg må med! 

(vil ile ud til venstre.)
 

THORGJERD 

(i baggrunden). 
 Alfhild! mit barn! Hvor kommer du her? 
 Jeg har jo sagt dig –
 

ALFHILD. 
 Min fader kær! 
 Nu må jeg flyve fri som alle vinde, 
 nu kan jeg ikke længer lukkes bag fjeldene inde!
 

THORGJERD 

(nærmer sig). 
 Hvad er dig mødt?
 

ALFHILD 

(jublende). 
 Han er kommen!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Hvem?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Den fagre ridder! Han vil føre mig hjem! 
 Nu fatter jeg al den urolige lyst, 
 som længe har knuget og tynget mit bryst! 
 Mangen kveld har vi siddet ved striden elv, 
 du sang om kongens datter, som var hekset i fjeldet! 
 Kongens datter, min fader! det er jeg selv; 
 men han, den fagre ridder! har trolden fældet! – 
 Nu er jeg fri, jeg véd, hvad jeg vil, 
 jeg vil udad i livets brogede spil! 
 Hans ord var sang! Det var, som gav han mig vinger; 
 ingen, ingen magt nu mere mig binder og tvinger!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Mit arme barn! til bygden vil du ned; 
 nei bliv, det vil koste din hjertensfred!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg må, min fader! Dit bedste kvad 
 vil tykkes mig nu som en disig tåge!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Så gå da, Alfhild! og drøm dig glad, 
 din fader skal over dig våge! 
 Men agt dig for hver underfundig svend, 
 som lokker med listelig tale!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hvor Olaf færdes, did må jeg hen, 
 udad, langt ud i de lyse dale! 
 Der stander hans slot med gyldne sale! 
 o, jeg kender ham fra dine kvæder igen; 
 han er ridderen, kongesønnen, bold og prud, 
 og jeg, den fattige Alfhild, er hans brud! 
 Fattig, nej, nej, prinsessen jeg er, 
 o, mer end prinsesse; jeg er Olafs hjertenskær. 

(bryllupskoret høres langt nede i lierne.)

 Hør, hør, han kalder med horn og lur! 
 Farvel nu, blomster og skov og ur! 
 Farvel, min dal, du est mig for trang, 
 mig vinker alverdens jubel og sang! 
 Imorgen skal jeg smykkes med gyldenskrud 
 og ride til kirken som Olafs brud! 
 Sammen skal vi sidde på højsædets hynde – 
 ja, nu, først nu skal mit liv begynde! 

(hun iler ud til venstre. Thorgjerd ser tankefuld efter hende, koret taber sig i det fjerne, idet tæppet falder.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Tunet ved fru Kirstens gård. På tilskuernes højre side ses hovedbygningen med en luge i gavlen; vinduer eller døre er ikke synlige. Længer mod baggrunden på samme side en liden stavkirke med en kirkegård. På venstre side stabur og andre udhusbygninger. På begge sider i forgrunden simple stenbænke – Det er eftermiddag.)
 

FØRSTE SCENE.
 Fru Kirsten. Karle og piger (beskæftigede med tilberedelser til gildet).
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Lad der nu ikke fattes hverken i fad eller krus. (for sig selv.) Hårdt holdt det og tungt har jeg stridt, før det kom så vidt; men nu vil jeg også gøre et gilde, som skal høres og spørges. (til tyendet.) Se vel efter på bryllupsbordet om – dog nej, det vil jeg selv gøre. Vinen skal hældes i sølvkanderne, de store drikkehorn skal fyldes med den vælske most, øllet er kun for huskarlene, og den hjemmebryggede mjød ligeså, – og hør, se vel til, at der findes nok af gule vokslys i kirken, brudefolkene skal ikke for alteret før sent på kvelden, med røde blus skal de lyses og følges didhen fra gildestuen. Gå nu alle, og tag vare på det, jeg har sat jer til, hver især. (folkene går.) Gud véd, dette bryllup koster mere end jeg vel kan bære; men Ingeborg bringer god medgift og desforuden – o ja, Arne står vel til at styres og rådes, som det bedst lyster mig, når han først – (ser ud til højre.) Der kommer Olaf! Ifald jeg kun vidste, at han – –
 

ANDEN SCENE.
 Fru Kirsten. Olaf (kommer fra huset i højtidsdragt; han er bleg og tankefuld.)
 

OLAF 

(for sig selv). 
 Igår og idag! Der ligger kun en midsommernat imellem, og dog bæres det mig for, som både høst og vinter var faldet på mit sind, siden den tid jeg færdedes deroppe i lierne – hos hende, hos Alfhild! (bemærker fru Kirsten.) Ak, kære moder min, er I der!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Retså, min søn! Pyntet med guld og silke, det må jeg vel lide. Nu er det dog at kendes på dig, hvo der er brudgom ikveld. Jeg ser, du har hvilet dig ud.
 

OLAF. 
 Sovet har jeg, men lidet hvilet derved; thi jeg drømte imens.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 En brudgom må drømme, det er gammel skik.
 

OLAF. 
 Min bedste drøm er ude, lad os ikke tænke mere derpå.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afledende samtalen). 
 Vi får en lystig dag, mener jeg.
 

OLAF. 
 Ikke lader det, som min hædersdag huer himlen.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hvi så?
 

OLAF. 
 Det arter sig til uvejr; ser I, hvor tungt skyerne trækker op i vest.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Desbedre lyser brudeblussene, når du går til kirke ikveld.
 

OLAF 

(går nogle gange frem og tilbage; endelig standser han foran sin moder og siger): 
 Om jeg havde fæstet en fattigmands datter, uden gods og uden slægt, – sig mig, min moder! hvad havde I så gjort?
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(betragter ham skarpt). 
 Hvi spørger du?
 

OLAF. 
 Svar mig først. Hvad havde I så gjort?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Forbandet dig og gået i jorden af sorg! – Men sig mig, hvi spørger du?
 

OLAF. 
 Ej, det var kun skemt, jeg tænkte lidet derved.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det må jeg vel tro; thi du har altid holdt din æt i agt og ære. Men vær nu lystig og glad; imorgen sidder Ingeborg som din viv derinde, da vil du finde både fred og lykke.
 

OLAF. 
 Fred og lykke. En ting fattes dertil.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

OLAF. 
 Den fagreste urt, som jeg skulde plukke sønder og drysse ud for alle vinde.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Den tossede drøm; – tænk ikke mere derpå.
 

OLAF. 
 Kanhænde det bådede mig bedst, om jeg kunde det.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 I fruerstuen sidder din fæstemø mellem sine piger, lidet har du talt med hende idag. Vil du ikke gå derind?
 

OLAF 

(i tanker). 
 Jo, jo! Hvor er hun?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 I fruerstuen, som jeg sagde dig.
 

OLAF 

(livligt). 
 Intet skal fattes hende efter denne dag. Sølvspændte sko vil jeg skænke hende; hun skal bære søljer og ringe. De visne blomsterkviste skal hun lægge af, jeg vil give hende en gylden kæde at bære.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hvem taler du om?
 

OLAF. 
 Om Alfhild!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Jeg talte om Ingeborg, din fæstemø. Olaf! Olaf! Du gør mig angst og bange, så sælsom du er. Næsten kunde jeg fristes til at tro for alvor, at hun havde forhekset dig.
 

OLAF. 
 Det har hun! Ja, forsandt, min moder! jeg har været forhekset. Jeg har været i alfekvindernes leg; salig og fro var jeg, sålænge det stod på, men nu –. I lange, lange år vil jeg tynges af kummer og ve, såtidt jeg drages det til minde.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Var hun en heks, da skulde bål og brand være hende sikkert; men hun er en listig, underfundig kvinde, som har lokket dig med fager tale.
 

OLAF. 
 Hun er ren som Guds moder selv!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ja, ja, se til! Men hvad som er, så kom ihu, at imorgen er du ægteviet; både synd og skændsel vilde det da volde dig, om du agtede mere på hende.
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg fatter det vel, hel vel, min moder!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Og Ingeborg, som du har trolovet og som har dig kær, ja, Olaf! kær af hjertet – himlens straf vilde ramme dig, ifald –
 

OLAF. 
 Vel sandt, vel sandt!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej vil jeg tale om vore egne kår; men vel skal du mærke dig, at Arnes datter kan hjælpe mangt og meget på fode for os; stærkt er det gået tilagters med vor æt, og slår sæden fejl iår, så skulde det lidet undres mig, om vi måtte tage tiggerstaven i hånd.
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg véd det nok.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Med Arnes penge kan det altsammen bødes på; en hæderlig plads vil du vinde blandt kongens mænd. Tænk dig vel om; har du lovet Alfhild mere end du kan holde – og mig tykkes at mærke noget sligt hos hende, så stille hun end går med det – så tal med hende derom. Sig hende, nu ja, sig hende, hvad du selv vil; tomhændet skal hun ikke gå herfra, det kan du frit love. Se, der kommer hun! Olaf, min søn! tænk på din fæstemø og på din stolte æt, tænk på din gamle moder, som måtte gå i jorden af blussel, ifald – vær mand, Olaf! Nu går jeg ind og ser efter gildebordet. 

(går ind i huset.)
 

TREDJE SCENE.
 Olaf (alene).
 

OLAF 

(ser ud til højre). 
 Hun er så fro som den unge rå, 
 der den spiller ved hindens side; 
 snart skal hun vride de hænder små 
 og trænges af nød og kvide! 
 Snart må jeg bryde hendes frejdige tro 
 og vække hende op af drømme, 
 og så – ja så må vi skilles, vi to. 
 Arme Alfhild! så bitter en skål må Du tømme. 

(grublende.)

 Hvad var mig ære, hvad var mig magt, 
 hvad var mig min æt deroppe hos hende! 
 I hendes øjne mig tyktes der var lagt 
 en bedre skat end verden monne kende! 
 Jeg havde glemt bort både nød og strid, 
 men alt fra i nat, da jeg atter kom hid, 
 da jeg sad til højbords i mine fædres stue, 
 da jeg gik at træde for min moder frem – 

(afbrydende.)

 Ja, ja, jeg er født og båren af en adelsfrue, 
 og på fjeldet har den frændeløse Alfhild sit hjem. 
 For Olaf Liljekrans vilde hun lidet sig skikke. 
 Jeg må sige hende – nej, nej, jeg kan det ikke! 
 Og dog – ikveld – ja, forvisst det må ske, 
 høre må hun, hvad der volder mig den bitreste ve!
 

FJERDE SCENE.
 Olaf. Alfhild (fra kirken).
 

ALFHILD 

(iler ham glad imøde). 
 Olaf! Olaf! Du har ført mig på det land, 
 der jeg træder mellem blomster, som jeg fordum gik på sand. 
 Her hos dig er forvisst så vén en ø, 
 her kan jeg sorgeløs leve og syndeløs dø! 
 Såmeget gad jeg spørge, så lidet jeg forstår, 
 alle de underlige gåder må du klare. – 
 Grønnes altid herude sommer og vår?
 

OLAF. 
 Ak, Alfhild!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Nej, vent med at svare! 
 Ser du det hus med spir og fløj? 
 did gik jeg mig imorges at spille; 
 herude var leg, her var gammen og støj; 
 men derinde, o, der var det så stille. 
 Jeg tren gennem døren, jeg så en sal, 
 så mild en fred var derinde; 
 der dæmred en dagning, liflig og sval, 
 der knæled både mand og kvinde. 
 Men højt, højt oppe en jomfru stod, 
 hun sejled på hvide skyer, 
 hendes hoved skinned som rosenblod, 
 det skinned som himlen, når dagen gryr. 
 Hendes ansigt var klart, hendes kjortel var blå, 
 en fager alf hun bar på sine arme, 
 og rundt om hende legte de engle små, 
 de lo tilhobe, der de ned på mig så 
 oppe fra skyernes karme!
 

OLAF 

(afsides). 
 Ve mig! jeg har øvet et usaligt spil, 
 jeg må al hendes lykke knuse!
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, sig mig, Olaf! hvo hører til 
 derinde, hvo har der tilhuse?
 

OLAF. 
 Hver den, der er god og from som du, 
 hver den, der er barn i tanker og hu. 
 Det er kirken, Guds hus, ham hører det til.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Den store fader! Ak, skemte du vil! 
 Hans hus er jo højt over stjernerne små, 
 hvor den hvide skysvane svømmer, 
 så højt som intet øje kan nå 
 uden barnets, der det blunder og drømmer! – 
 Men kirken, du nævnte! Så er det jo did 
 vi skal ride i festligt følge, 
 som brud og brudgom!
 

OLAF 

(afsides). 
 Nu er det på tid, 
 ej tør jeg det længer fordølge!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ak, hvert af dine ord har vel brændt sig ind 
 så urokkeligt dybt i mit sind! 
 De fylder mit bryst med fryd og med kvæder; 
 hvorhelst jeg færdes på tilje og toft, 
 de skinner på min sti, de lyser, hvor jeg træder, 
 som guldnaglerne små på nattens loft! 
 Du sagde, al verden skulde bydes til gæst, 
 foran skulde ride sanger og præst, 
 riddere skulde føre min ganger ved hånd, 
 roser skulde blomstre på alle veje, 
 hver den lilje på stien skulde bøje sig som en vånd, 
 alle de urter små skulde sig for bruden neje!
 

OLAF. 
 Har jeg sagt –
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, du drages det vel til minde! 
 Se dig om, det er sket på dit bud; 
 ved kirken grønnes de ranke linde, 
 alle rosenblommer er sprunget ud 
 og vugger sig som alfer i højtidsskrud. 
 Aldrig skinned himlens lysende øje 
 så lifligt som her fra det høje; 
 aldrig sang de fugle så vent som idag! 
 De synger jo brud og brudgom til behag! – 
 Du, du har voldt mig så livsalig en lyst, 
 jeg kunde trykke jord og himmel til mit bryst! 
 Ej findes på marken så fattigt strå, 
 det jeg evned under fødder at træde, 
 ej så ringe et kryb i jordens vrå, 
 at jeg vel må dele dets nød og glæde! 
 I min barm er al vårens herlighed inde; 
 det bølger og bruser som en skov i storm!
 

OLAF 

(afsides). 
 Og snart skal sorgens tærende orm 
 gnave dig, du unge, dejlige kvinde!
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, herligt er livet! 

(knæler med oprakte hænder.)

 Du fader, som bor fjernt i himmelen! Havde jeg ord, 
 havde jeg englenes tunge, 
 højt jeg skulde din lovsang sjunge; 
 men jeg kan det ikke; du er for stor, 
 jeg kan kun bøje mig for dig til jord – 
 tak, du unævnelige! Lov og ære 
 for alt, hvad jeg her monne nemme og lære! 

(rejser sig.)

 Ja, livet er fagert i Olafs hjem, 
 fast så fagert som at bæres til døden frem!
 

OLAF. 
 Kalder Du det fagert at lægges på båre?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg véd ej, hvad du mener, men jeg grubled så såre, 
 og spurgte min fader, hvad døden var, 
 da sang han mig en vise derom til svar: 
      „Når menneskets barn er stedet i kval 
      og lyster at vugges i slummer, 
      da kommer en alf med hvide vinger 
      og frier det ud fra nød og kummer. 


      Den liden alf med de hvide vinger 
      reder en seng så blød, 
      han virker af liljer de lagen små, 
      og bolster udaf rosen rød. 


      Alt på de bolster han barnet bærer, 
      han bærer det på sin arm, 
      og kører det hjem til himlen 
      på skyernes gyldne karm. 


      Og det jeg vil dig sige forsandt, 
      i himlen er mange små, 
      de drysser alt over det rosenbolster perler, 
      både hvide og blå. 


      Så vågner det lidet menneskebarn, 
      det vågner til himmelens glæde, – 
      men al den fryd og megen gammen 
      slet ingen véd om hernede.”
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! bedre det var, om dit liv 
 var rundet i fred deroppe på fjeldet. 
 Din fryd vil visne som et brækket siv, 
 din tro vil dødes –
 

ALFHILD. 
 Som Olafs viv 
 er jeg stærk og modig lig fossevældet! 
 Du står mig jo nær, lad komme hvad vil, 
 med dig vil jeg frydes, med dig vil jeg lide. 

(lyttende.)

 Tys, Olaf! hører du det klagelige spil, 
 det klinger som et kvad om den dybeste kvide! 

(udenfor til højre høres dæmpet følgende kor af ligbærere:)
 

     Vi bær’ den lille døde 
      med sorg til gravens fred, 
      vi lægger ormens føde 
      alt under muldet ned. 
      Tung er den lod at friste: 
      med suk og sørgesang 
      at bære barnets kiste 
      den sidste, tunge gang!
 

ALFHILD 

(uviss og beklemt). 
 Hvad er det, Olaf! hvad er det? Sig frem!
 

OLAF. 
 Et barn, som bæres til dødens hjem 
 af sin moder og de små søskende fem.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Til døden! Hvor er da de bolstere røde, 
 de liljelagen, og hvor er den døde?
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg ser ingen bolster, hverken røde eller blå, 
 men jeg ser vel de sorte fjæle; 
 der sover den døde på spåner og strå.
 

ALFHILD. 
 På spåner og strå?
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, det er det hele!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Og hvor er alfen, som bær’ ham på arm, 
 og kører ham hjem i himmelens karm?
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg ser kun en moder, hvis hjerte vil briste, 
 og de småbørn, som følger den sorte kiste.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Og hvor er de perler, hvide og blå, 
 som englene drysser i himmelhaven?
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg ser kun de tårer, som søskende små 
 græder, der de stander ved graven.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Og hvor er hjemmet, det dejlige sted, 
 der den døde drømmer og sover?
 

OLAF. 
 Det ser du. De sænker ham i jorden ned, 
 og kaster muldet derover.
 

ALFHILD 

(stille og tankefuld, efter en pause). 
 Ej var døden så i min faders kvæde.
 

OLAF. 
 Vel sandt; den megen gammen og glæde 
 sletingen véd om hernede. – 
 Har du aldrig hørt om hougkongens skat, 
 der lyser som røden guld hver nat; 
 men vil du med hænder tage derpå, 
 intet du finder uden grus og strå; 
 og hør mig, Alfhild! det vel sig hænder, 
 at livet artes på samme sæt; 
 kom det ikke for nær, det træffer sig let 
 at fingrene små du brænder. 
 Vel sandt, det skinner som himmelens stjerne, 
 men kun naar du ser det fra det fjerne. 

(bemærker fru Kirsten udenfor til højre )

 Min moder – hun vil sige dig – nu går jeg ind. 
 Alle engle drysse sin fred i sit sind! 

(Han går mod huset, men standses af fru Kirsten. – Himlen overtrækkes af mørke skyer, vinden begynder at suse i trætoppene. – Alfhild staar hensunken i dybe tanker.)
 

FEMTE SCENE.
 De forrige. Fru Kirsten.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(sagte). 
 Nu, min søn! ej sandt, du har vel sagt hende –?
 

OLAF. 
 Alt hvad jeg mægtede at føre over mine læber, har jeg sagt. Sig nu I hende resten og så, min moder! lad mig aldrig, aldrig møde hende mere. 

(kaster et blik på Alfhild og går ud ved huset.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Den dårskab vil snart brændes ud af ham, hvis – (som om hun pludselig fik et indfald.) Men ifald jeg – – Ha, ha, vilde det lykkes, da var han helbredet, det lover jeg for. Men Alfhild –? Nu ja, ligegodt, det må fristes.
 

ALFHILD 

(for sig selv). 
 Så findes herude både nød og klage, 
 lad så være; ej vil jeg deraf forsage. 
 Tungt kan ej verden gå mig imod, 
 Olaf er mig jo huld og god!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(nærmer sig). 
 Det bæres mig for som tunge tanker ligger dig på sinde.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, ja, det voldes af de ting, som jeg nys har lært.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Af Olaf?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Javisst af Olaf, han har sagt mig –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Jeg véd det, Alfhild! jeg véd, hvad han har sagt. (afsides.) Han har nævnt sit bryllup for hende, kan jeg skønne. (højt ) Og alt ikveld skal det gå for sig.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hvad skal gå for sig?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Brylluppet!
 

ALFHILD 

(livligt). 
 O ja, det véd jeg!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Du véd det og tager det ikke tungere end så?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Nej, hvi skulde jeg tage det tungt?
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides). 
 Der er noget hun pønser på, det skønner jeg grant. (højt.) Nu, såmeget bedre er det for os alle. Men sig mig, når gildet er slut, hvad agter du dig så til?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg? Det har jeg lidet tænkt på.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Jeg mener, er du tilsinds at blive her, eller drager du hjem?
 

ALFHILD 

(ser forundret på hende). 
 Jeg er tilsinds at blive!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides). 
 Der har vi det, hun tænker at holde ham i sin snare, selv om han gifter sig. Ja, ja, det skal vi strides om. (højt.) Alfhild! jeg under dig alt godt, og dersom du turde lide på mig –
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, det tør jeg forvisst!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu godt, så lader du mig råde for din lykke. Jeg vil tage mig af dig, som jeg bedst kan og véd, og ifald du giver dit minde dertil, så skal du endnu ikveld gå som brud til kirken.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, det véd jeg jo.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(studsende). 
 Du véd det! Hvo har da sagt dig?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Det har Olaf selv sagt.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Olaf! (afsides.) Skulde Olaf –? Ja, forsandt, han har havt den samme tanke som jeg, at gifte hende bort for at skille sig af med hende. Eller kanhænde for at – nu, ligegodt, er hun først bortgiftet, og er Olaf ligeledes på sin side bleven ægtemand, så – (højt.) Ja, ja, godt, Alfhild! når Olaf har sagt vor hensigt med dig, så har jo ikke jeg fornødent at – Men skynd dig nu, gå derind i staburet, der hænger min egen bryllupsklædning, den skal du bære!
 

ALFHILD 

(med barnlig glæde). 
 Skal jeg! Din egen bryllupsklædning!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Gør som jeg siger. Gå derind og klæd dig på, så prægtigt du lyster.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Og får jeg også brudekrone?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Javisst! Brudekrone og sølvringe og røde guldbånd. Du vil finde nok deraf i kister og skabe.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Sølvringe og røde guldbånd!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Gå, gå, og rap dig så alt, hvad du kan.
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, jeg skal ikke være længe derom. (klapper i hænderne.) Jeg får brudekrone og røde guldbånd. 

(iler ud til venstre.)
 

SJETTE SCENE.
 Fru Kirsten (alene).
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Den onde, forbandede kvinde! Så glad og trøstig er hun, skønt hun véd, at Olaf skal for altret med en anden. Men således er det mig ret tilpas; det går lettere end jeg tænkte. Hun ser så skyldfri ud som et barn, og dog kan hun samtykke i at tage til husbond den, jeg først vælger for hende. Og jeg som tænkte, at Olaf var hende isandhed kær; har han endnu ikke fået forvissning om hendes rette sindelag, så skal han snart få det. Han skal kende hende tilbunds, han skal vide, hvi hun har koglet og lokket for ham, og så, ja så er hun ham ikke længer farlig. (smilende.) Se, se! Olaf tænkte dog på den samme frelse som jeg; så snild havde jeg ikke holdt ham for at være. – Men hvor finder vi den svend, som er villig til – Nu, vakker er hun, og på sølv og en liden grund dertil, skal det ikke komme an. Skulde Olaf allerede have talt til nogen derom? Det er ikke tænkeligt! – Nu, så vil jeg sørge for den sag. Jeg har jo huskarle nok på gården og – (ser ud til højre.) Hemming! om jeg prøvede med ham! Men han så dem jo sammen på fjeldet igår, han må vel vide, at der er noget mellem de to. Men ikke desmindre – han er en ringe svend, og derhos fattig og veg af sind – vi får se, vi får se!
 

SYVENDE SCENE.
 Fru Kirsten. Hemming (fra højre).
 

HEMMING 

(for sig selv). 
 Intet sted er Ingeborg at finde; hun lægger mig i jorden, det er visst. Igår var hun mild mod mig, hun gav mig sin armring; men så tog hun den fra mig igen, og idag vil hun aldrig så meget som glytte til den side jeg går.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(sagte, idet hun nærmer sig). 
 Lidt varlig får jeg være. (højt.) Se, Hemming, er det dig? Du færdes helst alene, mærker jeg; ternerne og de unge karle holder du dig fra; når jeg fornemmer sligt, så skønner jeg vel, at det ikke sker uden skellig grund.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ej, min høje frue! hvad skulde –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Jo, Hemming! der er noget, som du går og bærer på iløn; du er ikke frejdig tilsinds!
 

HEMMING 

(truffen). 
 Ikke frejdig? Jeg?
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(smilende). 
 Her er idag en ung og vakker kvinde, som huer dig godt.
 

HEMMING. 
 Alle helgene!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Og hun er dig god igen.
 

HEMMING. 
 Mig – Hvem? Ikke véd jeg, hvem I mener.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej, Hemming, tal ikke så, for mig skal du lidet blues. Jo, jo, jeg ser grant, kan du tro.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides). 
 Himmel! hun må have mærket på Ingeborg, at –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Jeg har vel set, at bryllupsgildet volder dig liden gammen. Kirkefærden er dig imod, efterdi du selv gad vandre med som brudgom, men ser ej udvej dertil.
 

HEMMING 

(i højeste bestyrtelse). 
 Ak, fru Kirsten! min ædle, høje frue! fortørnes ikke.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(forundret). 
 Jeg? Hvi skulde vel jeg fortørnes?
 

HEMMING 

(vedblivende). 
 Jeg har stridt og kæmpet mod denne usalige elskov, sålænge jeg mægtede, og det tror jeg forvisst, at hun har med.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hun? Hun har da sagt dig, at hun er dig god?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja næsten!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Retvel, retvel, så I har talt tilhobe derom?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, – men kun én, kun én eneste gang, det sværger jeg.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 En eller ti gange, det er mig lige kært. (afsides.) De er da alt enige; stor lykke havde jeg med mig, at jeg traf på Hemming; nu undrer mig ikke, at Alfhild var så villig til at træde for alteret. (højt.) Hemming! jeg står i megen gæld til dig, efterdi du fandt min søn igen og ellers var mig til vilje; nu kan jeg gøre vederlag, jeg vil af al magt stå dig bi i den sag, vi nys talte om.
 

HEMMING 

(fortumlet af glæde). 
 I! Vil I det, fru Kirsten! Ak, Gud og helgene! jeg tør neppe tro derpaa. (standser.) Men herr Olaf, eders søn! hvad mener I, han vil sige?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Han vil ej lægge dig sten ivejen, det skal jeg vel sørge for.
 

HEMMING 

(trohjertig). 
 Ja, forsandt, han er også bedst tjent dermed, for jeg véd, hun er ham ej god af hjertet.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(smilende). 
 Det har jeg vel mærket, Hemming!
 

HEMMING. 
 Har I! Ja, I er så klog, fru Kirsten! Og jeg som tænkte, at jeg var den eneste, som havde mærket det. (betænkeligt.) Men mener I, at herr Arne vil give sit minde?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Din Husbond? Jeg skal vide at tale ham tilrette, det vil nok lykkes.
 

HEMMING. 
 Mener I? Ak, men jeg er jo dog så fattig en svend.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det skal nok jeg bøde på, ifald ikke herr Arne selv er rede dertil.
 

HEMMING. 
 Tak, tak, fru Kirsten! Himlen lønne jer for eders gode sind.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Men du tier vel med det, vi her har talt sammen.
 

HEMMING. 
 Det lover jeg.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Så hold dig rede, herude samles gæsterne om føje tid, vær så ikke langt fra hånden. 

(går op mod staburdøren og spejder efter Alfhild).
 

HEMMING 

(for sig selv). 
 Nej, dette her er mig som en forunderlig, gækkende drøm. Ingeborg og jeg, vi skulde få hinanden! Ak, kan det være sandt? Så højt turde jeg aldrig tænke; – det var mig hver morgen, som jeg havde gjort en formastelig gerning, når jeg om natten blot drømte derom. – Hm! jeg véd forresten ret vel, at det ikke er for min skyld, fru Kirsten gør sig al den besvær. Hun har noget isinde; det gælder for hende at bryde forliget med herr Arne, og nu hun har mærket, at Ingeborg er mig god, så vil hun bruge det til påskud. Ja, ja, jeg har så tidt varet min husbond ad, men han vil aldrig tro mig.
 

ARNE 

(kalder udenfor til venstre). 
 Hemming! Hemming!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(kommer ned i forgrunden). 
 Din husbond kalder! Gå nu! Siden skal jeg tale med ham; han føjer sig nok. Tro mig, han skal følge sin svend til kirken i samme stund, han fører sin datter did.
 

HEMMING. 
 Tak, tak, fru Kirsten! Forsandt, I gør en god gerning mod os alle. 

(går ud til yenstre.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(for sig selv). 
 Så ung er hun og dog så underfundig; hun har leflet med Hemming, alt imens hun bildte min søn ind, at – – Godt, han skal snart lære hendes kunster at kende. Men først må jeg have herr Arne fat; han holder meget af Hemming, vil nødig skilles fra ham; det lod også som Hemming frygtede for, at det skulde være til hinder; men de kan jo mageligt blive sammen, om end Hemming gifter sig. – Hemming ser ellers mere grant i tingen, end jeg tænkte mig. Hvad vil Olaf sige dertil, spurgte han; han har da altså mærket, at Alfhild endnu ligger min søn på hjertet. Nu, lad ham det; tager han hende, så tier han også, og er Alfhild først gift – jeg kender Olaf; han har stedse sat høj pris på at stå i agt og ære hos bygdens mænd, og derfor vil han vel – ja, ja, det må, det skal lykkes. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

OTTENDE SCENE.
 Hemming (kommer fra venstre med en ølbolle skjult under koften). Arne (følger ham forsigtigt og spejdende.)
 

ARNE. 
 Er der ingen?
 

HEMMING. 
 Nej, kom I kun, husbond!
 

ARNE. 
 Men det tykkedes mig, at jeg hørte fru Kirsten.
 

HEMMING. 
 Nu er hun gået, kom I kun!
 

ARNE 

(sætter sig på bænken tilvenstre). 
 Hemming! godt og vel er det, at brylluppet skal gå for sig ikveld. Imorgen rejser jeg hjem; ja, det gør jeg. Ikke en dag længere bliver jeg i fru Kirstens hus.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ej, husbond! er der nu igen ufred mellem jer?
 

ARNE. 
 Er det ikke nok, synes dig, at hun og alle hendes fornemme frænder lader hånt om mig; ved nadverden lo de og skemtede mellem hinanden, efterdi jeg ikke kunde komme mig for at æde af alle de ugudelige udenlandske retter. Og hvad var det så vi fik at drikke dertil? Sød vin og most, som vil ligge mig i maven i otte dage. Nej, da priser jeg mit gode hjemmebryggede øl. (drikker og tilføjer sagte og forbitret.) Af dette har jeg skikket den skarnskvinde tre fulde tønder, og hvad har hun gjort? Slængt det hen for sine huskarle, og her må jeg stjæle mig til en slurk, ja, Hemming! stjæle mig til at drikke mit eget øl, for at de ikke skal skælde mig for en grov bonde, der ikke forstår sig på fornemme drikkevarer.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, ja, husbond! jeg har jo varet jer ad.
 

ARNE. 
 Å – varet mig ad! Du er dum, Hemming! mener du ikke, jeg selv har mærket det; men bi kun, bi kun! (opfarende.) At sætte mit gode, kvægsomme øl for huskarlene, som om det ikke var værdigt at komme på et herremandsbord. –
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, fru Kirsten handler ilde med jer, det er visst.
 

ARNE 

(rækker ham bollen). 
 Der, sæt dig ned og drik! (Hemming sætter sig.) Hør, Hemming! Jeg vilde ønske, vi vel var hjemme.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, mig huer det ikke her i bryllupsgården.
 

ARNE. 
 Nej, da lover jeg min gamle stue på Guldvik; – når vi to sad sammen om kvelden og legede brikkespil og havde ølkruset mellem os –
 

HEMMING. 
 Medens jomfru Ingeborg sad ved væven og baldyrede roser og alskens blomster i lindugen –
 

ARNE. 
 Og sang derhos så lifligt, at det bares mig for, som jeg blev ung og rørig igen. Ja, Hemming! når brylluppet er over, vil vi fare fort med vort gamle levesæt.
 

HEMMING. 
 Men da er der ingen, som slår væven og synger liflige viser dertil.
 

ARNE. 
 Nej, det er sandt nok, Ingeborg er da borte. Det vil gå mig hårdt til hjerte; hun er vild og selvrådig, men savne hende vil jeg dog, og det tungt. (tænker sig om.) Imellemstunder kunde jeg vel gæste hende her – – Men nej, det vil jeg ikke! Her ler de af mig, de hvisker bag min ryg, jeg mærker det nok.
 

HEMMING. 
 Men ifald I vilde, så kunde det jo endnu gøres om.
 

ARNE. 
 Gøres om. Du er dum, Hemming! altid snakker du om at gøre om. (rækker ham bollen.) Der, drik! det har du godt af. Gøres om; nej nej, det skal aldrig gøres om! Det var onde vætter, som blæste den tanke i mig at komme i slægt med fru Kirsten. Men nu er det sket; de fornemme frænder får te sig, som de vil, men mine grander skal ikke spotte over mig, – har jeg givet mit ord, så vil jeg også holde det. (forsagt.) Bare jeg vidste, at Olaf vilde være god mod hende, jeg vil bede ham derom – (heftigt.) Han skal være det, ellers kommer jeg med mine gamle næver og banker ham.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja vel er det, om I tager vare på hende, for Olaf agter hende ikke stort, det tror jeg visst.
 

ARNE. 
 Så, mener du det?
 

HEMMING. 
 Mindes I Alfhild, den fattige pige, som fulgte med fra fjeldet igår?
 

ARNE. 
 Javisst gør jeg. Hun er vakker!
 

HEMMING 

(rejser sig). 
 Så tykkes Olaf med.
 

ARNE. 
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

HEMMING. 
 Olaf har hende kær! Tidt og mange gange gæstede han hende deroppe; – hvad fru Kirsten har snakket jer for, må I aldrig tro.
 

ARNE. 
 Og hvad du snakker mig for, tror jeg endnu mindre. Du er ilde sindet mod Ingeborg, fordi hun stundom gækker dig, og derfor under du hende ikke dette anselige gifte; jo, jo, jeg kender dig nok.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ej, husbond! kunde I tro, at –
 

ARNE. 
 Bilde mig ind, at Olaf Liljekrans har den tiggerkvinde kær! En anselig, højbyrdig herre som han! Det var jo ligervis som én vilde sige, at Ingeborg, min datter, havde sind til dig.
 

HEMMING 

(forlegen). 
 Til mig – hvor kunde I vel falde på –
 

ARNE. 
 Nej, jeg falder ikke på! Men det ene er ligeså urimeligt som det andet. Se der, drik! og kom ikke mer med den snak. (rejser sig.) Der har vi fru Kirsten med gæsterne. Hvad skal nu gå for sig?
 

HEMMING. 
 Herude skal de alle forsamles, så følger de brud og brudgom til højtidsbordet og derfra til kirken.
 

ARNE. 
 Ej, hvilken forbandet skik! Til kirken ved kveldstid; er det nu en mørkets gerning at gifte sig?
 

NIENDE SCENE.
 De forrige Fru Kirsten, Olaf, Ingeborg, gæster, samt karle og piger (kommer efterhånden ind fra forskellige sider).
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(for sig selv). 
 Jeg har ikke truffet Olaf alene; men når jeg tænker mig om, så er det også bedst, at han intet véd deraf, forinden det går for sig. (sagte til Hemming, der har talt hviskende med Ingeborg.) Nu, Hemming! hvordan mener du din husbond er sindet?
 

HEMMING 

(sagte). 
 Ak, fru Kirsten! Jeg har kun ringe fortrøstning, hvis ikke I hjælper til.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej, det kommer vi nok ud af. 

(blander sig mellem gæsterne.)
 

INGEBORG 

(sagte til Hemming). 
 Hvad mener du? Hvad er det for et livsaligt håb du taler om?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ak, jeg tør ikke selv tro derpå; men fru Kirsten mener det vel med os. Hun vil snart vise jer, at –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Tys! der nærmer de sig.
 

OLAF 

(dæmpet). 
 Sig mig, min moder! hvor går det hende?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Vel nok, som jeg forud vidste.
 

OLAF. 
 Hun véd da at trøste sig?
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(smilende). 
 Det lader så. Vent kun lidt! Endnu ikveld skal du få visshed derfor.
 

OLAF. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Jeg mener, at hun er en listig heks. Alle hendes fagre ord har været svig og bedrag.
 

OLAF. 
 Nej, nej, min moder!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det får vi nu at se! Alfhild er fro og glad, såmeget véd jeg.
 

OLAF. 
 Vel mig, om så var!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(højt og afmålt). 
 Herr Arne fra Guldvik! Nu er da omsider den time kommen, som jeg mener vi alle har stundet efter.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides). 
 Der bryder det løs!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Snart skal kirken lyse sin fred over vore børn og knytte dem sammen til et langt og kærligt samliv.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides, studsende). 
 Hvad nu?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Vilkårene er vi jo enige om. Men jeg tænker, vi her endnu engang besegler dem med hånd og mund.
 

HEMMING 

(som før). 
 Himmel og jord! Vil hun svige mig?
 

ARNE. 
 Ej er det fornødent; jeg står ved mit ord som en ærlig mand.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det véd jeg vel, herr Arne! men det er snart gjort. Først skal til evindelige tider hver splid og ufred mellem vore slægter være forbi, – og den ugavn og skade, som de gamle tvistigheder har voldt på både sider, skal ingen kræve fyldest for; det må bæres, som enhver bedst véd og kan. Ej sandt, det lover vi?
 

ALLE. 
 Det lover vi! 

(gensidige håndtag mellem brudeparrets slægtninge.)
 

HEMMING 

(sagte). 
 Få du skam, så forbandet du løj for mig!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Dernæst er at nævne, hvad vi alt er enige om, at grænseskellet mellem herr Arnes enemærker og mine skal flyttes så langt ind på hans grund, som gode og uvillige mænd har skønnet at være ret og billigt.
 

ARNE. 
 Ja, ja, det får vel så være!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det lover vi da?
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Det lover vi! 

(håndtag som før.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Endelig giver herr Arne sin datter til medgift så meget af sølv, linklæder og andet bohave, som nævnt og opsat er ved fæstensøllet, og bør det sig alt tilhobe at være her tilstede på gården, fra den dag jomfru Ingeborg er flyttet herind som min søns ægtehustru, hvilket sker ikveld. Derom er vi jo enige?
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Det lover og vidner vi! 

(håndslag.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Så række da brud og brudgom hinanden hænder for at gå til gildesbordet og derfra til kirken.
 

ARNE 

(afsides). 
 Ha, ha, nu kan Hemming se til, om fru Kirsten sviger mig.
 

HEMMING 

(sagte). 
 O, så er det da forbi med mig; en dåre var jeg, at jeg stolede på hende.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Men på denne frydelige dag bør det sig os at glæde så mange som ske kan. Og derfor har jeg en bøn til eder, herr Arne!
 

ARNE. 
 Sig frem! Kan jeg føje jer, så sker det gerne.
 

HEMMING 

(afsides). 
 Hvad agter hun sig nu til?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Der er endnu et par unge folk, som gerne gad følges til brudeskamlen ikveld; de er indbyrdes enige, efter hvad jeg hører. Bruden skal jeg sørge for, men brudgommen må I hjælpe tilrette; det er Hemming, eders svend, og Alfhild!
 

INGEBORG 

(med et udråb). 
 Hemming!
 

OLAF 

(ligeså). 
 Alfhild!
 

HEMMING. 
 O, ve! ve! nu forstår jeg –
 

GÆSTERNE 

(på samme tid). 
 Hemming og Alfhild! Fjeldjenten! 

(latter og hvisken.)
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! I vil gifte hende bort med – Nej, nej, det skal ikke ske! Aldrig, aldrig!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Stille! – Olaf, min Søn! vær stille! jeg beder dig.
 

ARNE 

(for sig selv). 
 Hvad nu! Ja, forsandt, Hemming havde ret, der er noget mellem Olaf og Alfhild. (hviskende.) Ej, fru Kirsten! jeg skønner eders færd. Nu véd jeg, hvi Olaf var tre døgn på fjeldet, og nu skal Hemming skille jer af med hende. Ha, ha!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(med tvungen fatning). 
 Herr Arne! hvor kan I tro sligt?
 

ARNE 

(dæmpet). 
 O, jeg ser grant! Nu skulde jeg vel mene, jeg har skellig grund til at bryde forliget.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(sagte og forskrækket). 
 Bryde forliget! Jeg beder jer! Vil I beskæmme os alle? 

(de taler sagte sammen.)
 

HEMMING 

(til Ingeborg, med hvem han imidlertid har hvisket). 
 Så hænger det sammen, det sværger jeg eder til! Fru Kirsten og jeg har ikke forstået hinanden.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Men så sig fra! Du skal! Jeg byder dig.
 

HEMMING. 
 Nej, nej! det tør jeg ikke; hun vil da mærke, at det var eder, jeg tænkte på.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Godt, så vil jeg. (højt.) Hemming skal ikke for alteret med Alfhild; – han er for god til at ægte anden mands frille!
 

OLAF 

(med et udråb). 
 Beskæmmet!
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Frille!
 

ARNE 

(til Ingeborg). 
 Hvad siger du?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Himlen stå os bi!
 

OLAF. 
 Forbandelse over mig! Beskæmmet er hun!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ja, højt nævner jeg ordet: Hun er anden mands frille! Lad den modsige mig, som tør.
 

ARNE. 
 Ingeborg! (afsides.) Hvad går der af hende?
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(sagte). 
 Sådan er det fat! Hende, hende er det, som har Hemming kær! (sagte og bestemt til Arne.) Agter I nu længere at bryde forliget? Der ser I selv på jer datters færd, hvad årsag jeg havde til at få Hemming gift!
 

ARNE 

(forbløffet). 
 Min datter! Kunde I tænke jer, at hun –
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Stil jer kun ikke slig an! Ingeborg har sind til eders huskarl; nu skulde jeg mene, at jeg har skellig grund til at bryde vort forlig!
 

ARNE. 
 Bryde, bryde –! Hvad tænker I på! At volde mig slig tort!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(spottende). 
 Ja, for ellers vilde jo I gøre det!
 

ARNE 

(hurtigt). 
 Nej, nej, jeg har betænkt mig; det er bedst, vi tier, begge to!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(for sig selv). 
 Se så, nu har jeg vundet! Jeg kender Olaf; en forhånet kvinde vil ikke friste ham!
 

TIENDE SCENE.
 De forrige. Alfhild (kommer ubemærket ud fra staburet i glimrende brudedragt med krone og udslået hår).
 

ARNE 

(afsides). 
 Dette har været mig en forbandet dag! O, det er dog en listig hund, den Hemming! han vidste, at Ingeborg havde sind til ham, derfor var det ham så lidet tilpas, at Olaf fik hende.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(der imidlertid har genvundet sin fatning). 
 Og nu til gildesalen! Hemming kan vi siden tænke på. – Olaf, tag bruden ved hånd!
 

ARNE 

(uvillig, da han ser Ingeborg hviske til Hemming). 
 Hvor er bruden? Træd frem, træd frem!
 

ALFHILD OG INGEBORG 

(på engang, idet hver af dem griber en af Olafs hænder). 
 Her er jeg!
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Hvordan, hun tager Olaf? 

(almindelig forbauselse.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides). 
 Så vidt har han da drevet det! (højt til Alfhild.) Du fejler! Det er ikke din brudgom!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jovisst, det er jo Olaf!
 

INGEBORG 

(slipper hans hånd). 
 Han har da lovet hende –!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(i stærkt oprør). 
 Olaf er ikke din brudgom, siger jeg. Sig hende det selv, min søn!
 

OLAF 

(tier). 

(Fru Kirstens frænder ser forlegne på hinanden. Arnes slægtninge nærmer sig mørke og truende.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(med hævet stemme). 
 Olaf Liljekrans! Svar højt og lydt! Det kræves med rette af dig.
 

OLAF 

(fortvilet, kæmpende med sig selv). 
 Det ske da, som I vil, min moder! Ja, ved alle helgene! jeg skal svare. Alfhild! du fejler! Jeg er ikke din brudgom. (pegende på Ingeborg.) Der – der står min brud!
 

ALFHILD 

(træder som forstenet et skridt tilbage og stirrer på ham). 
 Hun! Din – –
 

OLAF 

(med stigende ophidselse). 
 Alfhild! gå bort herfra? Gå, gå, langt ind på fjeldet igen; det tjener dig bedst. Jeg har været syg og forvildet i sind, da jeg gik deroppe! Hvad jeg har sagt dig, mindes jeg lidet af! Jeg véd det ikke, og jeg vil ikke vide det! Hører du, jeg vil ikke! – Guldkronen kan du beholde! Behold alt, både sølv og guld, som du der er klædt i. Mere, ja tifold mere skal du få. – Nu! hvi ser du sådan på mig?
 

ALFHILD 

(tager kronen og de øvrige smykker af og lægger dem for Olafs fødder, idet hun vedbliver ufravendt at stirre på ham).
 

OLAF. 
 Kanhænde jeg bildte dig ind, at du skulde være min brud ikveld, kanhænde du troede mig! Kanhænde du tænkte, at Olaf Liljekrans vilde ægte en – en – hvordan var det, I kaldte hende? (stammed foden.) Se ikke sådan på mig, siger jeg! Jeg kender dig nok, du har forhekset mig. Jeg glemte, hvad slægt jeg var af; jeg glemte min brud, min fæstemø! hun, som der står. (griber Alfhild med heftighed i armen.) Se på hende, Alfhild! Ha, ha, ha! hende er det, jeg har kær!
 

ALFHILD 

(synker på knæ og bedækker ansigtet med sine hænder).
 

OLAF. 
 Rejs dig, Alfhild! rejs dig, siger jeg! Dersom du tør sørge så, da slår jeg dig ihjel! – Hvi er du ikke glad? Vær lystig og vild som jeg! – Og I andre! Hvi står I der så tause og ser på hinanden? Ler, ler dog, så det kan runge i gården! – Alfhild! hvi svarer du ikke? Har jeg ikke sagt dig nok endnu! Ha, ha! så sig hende et ord, I andre med! Læg også I et ord med i laget; fru Kirsten vil det! Le dog ad hende, forhån hende, træd hende under fødder! (med skingrende latter.) Ha, ha, ha! Hun er jo Olafs frille!
 

ALFHILD 
 (synker mod jorden således, at hun kommer til at hvile i en liggende stilling ved stenbænken til venstre. Et stærkt lyn oplyser scenen, tordenen ruller; under det følgende tiltager mørket og uvejret mere og mere, indtil aktens slutning).
 

OLAF. 
 Se, se! Det må jeg lide; nu stemmer de i med derovenfra! Ret nu vil jeg til kirken med min brud! Kom, jomfru Ingeborg! Men først vil vi drikke, ja drikke, drikke! Hid med krus og horn – nej derinde –! Tænd lys i kirken! Orgelet skal spille op til dans – ikke klagelige salmer – fy, fy, nej, dans! (lyn og torden.) Ha, ha! Det spørges i himlen, at Olaf Liljekrans holder brudefærd! 

(styrter ud til højre.)
 

ARNE. 
 Krist fri mig! hans forstand er borte!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej, vær kun trøstig; det er snart forbi, – jeg kender ham. 

(trækker Arne med sig.)
 

ARNE 

(truer sagte til Hemming i forbigående). 
 O, Hemming, Hemming! Du er en listig hund!
 

GÆSTERNE 

(går stille og forstemte ud til højre; tyendet til venstre).
 

INGEBORG 

(holder Hemming tilbage). 
 Hemming! jeg går ikke til kirken med Olaf Liljekrans!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ak, hvordan skal det hindres?
 

INGEBORG. 
 Kommer det derpå an, så siger jeg nej, nej for alteret selv, i alles påsyn!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Hold min hest sadlet og rede!
 

HEMMING. 
 Hvad! I vil –!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Jeg vil! Nu véd jeg først, hvor kær du er mig, nu jeg står fare for at miste dig. Gå, gør som jeg siger og var mig ad, når tid er. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, nu er jeg stærk; nu tør jeg friste, hvad det skal være! 

(går ud til venstre.)
 

ELLEVTE SCENE.
 Alfhild. Senere Hemming, Ingeborg og flere til forskellige tider.
 

ALFHILD 

(bliver en tid lang ubevægelig liggende med ansigtet skjult i hænderne. Endelig hæver hun sig halvt i vejret; ser sig forvildet om, rejser sig og siger med stille, afbrudt latter:)

 Én falk kan hvile sig på dronningens arm, 
 en anden må lide stor nød og harm! 
 Én fugl fik fjære både røde og blå, 
 en anden må nøjes med hammen grå! 
 Jeg har vidst, at tårernes varme flod 
 husvaler, når verden går tungt imod; 
 men nu har jeg fristet så vild en ve, 
 at jeg kunde mig derover tildøde le! 

(Det er nu ganske mørkt. Kirkens vinduer bliver oplyste. Alfhild går hen til huset og lytter, medens det følgende kor høres dæmpet indenfor.)
 

KOR AF BRYLLUPSGÆSTER. 
      Hil og sæl både brudgom og brud, 
      de sidder i lyst og gammen herinde. 
      Herr Olaf er sig en ridder prud, 
      skøn Ingeborg så ven en kvinde!
 

HEMMING 

(lister sig under koret ind fra venstre). 
 Hesten står opsadlet! Nu et lønligt tegn til Ingeborg og så afsted! 

(går ud til højre bag huset.)
 

ALFHILD. 
 De drikker ham til af sølverne krus, 
 bruden er bænket højt ved hans side; 
 på alteret tændes op de gule vokslys, 
 snart skal de til kirken udride! 
 Derinde de sidder ved gildebord 
 og taler så mangt et skemteligt ord! 
 Jeg må færdes alene i uvejr og nat, 
 ak, har mig da alle forstødt og forladt! 
 Olaf! Stormen slider i mit hår! 
 Olaf! Regnen mig pisker og slår! 
 Olaf, Olaf! Kan du se mig lide 
 al den unævnelige angst og kvide! 

(ler.)

 Regn og storm, det er ringe ting, 
 lidet at agte mod det hvasse sting 
 her i min venstre side. – 
 Mit hjem, min fader, alt gav jeg hen 
 for at følge Olaf, min hjertensven! 
 Han svor mig til, du skal vorde min brud! 
 og jeg kom – Guds kærlighed var i mit hjerte; 
 men han jog mig fra sig, han stødte mig ud; 
 så højt han lo, da jeg vred mig i smerte! 
 Lig en hund må jeg sidde ved gildehusets port 
 i uvejrsnatten. Jeg vil bort, jeg vil bort! 

(vil gå, men standser.)

 Nej, jeg mægter det ikke; jeg kan ikke gå, 
 her må jeg våndes, her må jeg blive! 
 Så lidet markens urter formå 
 selver sig med rod oprive! 
 hos Olaf har jeg vokset mig fast med rod, 
 enten han er mig falsk eller god! 

(Pause. – Huskarlene kommer fra venstre med fakler.)
 

ALFHILD 

(ligesom greben af en ængstelig anelse). 
 Hvorhen går I? Hvorhen, hvorhen? Hvad skal der ske?
 

EN KARL. 
 Ej, se, se! Det er jo Alfhild; hun er her endnu!
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, sig mig det! Hvad skal ske, hvad skal gå for sig?
 

KARLEN. 
 Vielsen! Har du ikke lyst til at se derpå?
 

ALFHILD 

(i feberagtig angst). 
 Vielsen! O, nej, nej! vent dermed, kun til imorgen! Er vielsen holdt, da er alting forbi for mig, jeg véd det!
 

KARLEN. 
 Vente! Nej, Alfhild! det er nok hverken efter brudgommens eller brudens sind.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Tænk dig om! Ifald du selv var bruden, så gad du nok ikke vente. 

(latter.)
 

FØRSTE KARL. 
 Nu skal vi ned til kirkeporten og lyse med de røde brudeblus, når følget rider fra gården.
 

ANDEN KARL. 
 Kom og vær med, Alfhild! Du skal også få et blus at bære!
 

FLERE. 
 Ja, ja, det må du! Det er jo herr Olafs hædersdag! 

(latter.)
 

ALFHILD 

(tager en af faklerne). 
 Ja, ja, jeg vil! Som den ringeste i rækken vil jeg stå dernede, og så, når han ser mig, når jeg beder ham derom, når jeg minder ham om alt, hvad han har lovet og svoret, – o, sig mig, sig mig, tror I da ikke, han vil blive mig god igen! Tror I det? O, sig ja, sig ja! Sig, at I tror det!
 

KARLENE. 
 Ha, ha, ha! Det vil han visst, kom nu! 

(de går ud til højre bag huset.)
 

ALFHILD 

(med frembrydende tårer.)

 De håner mig alle, – hver og en! 
 så hård er end ikke fjeldkammens sten; 
 den lader dog mosset trives derpå; 
 mig er ingen så god! Jeg – jeg må forgå! 

(lyn og torden.)

 Himlen selv er mig ond og gram, 
 den øser sin vrede over mit hoved; 
 men den har ej et lyn for at knuse ham, 
 der listeligt sveg, hvad han loved! 

(orgeltoner høres fra kirken.)

 O, hør! Der synger Guds engle små! 
 de maner Olaf til det hellige alter! 
 og jeg skal udenfor kirkedøren stå 
 og våndes i gyldne pjalter! 

(svinger faklen højt i vejret.)

 Nej, nej, du deroppe! jeg gør det ej! 
 frist mig ikke længer, ellers sviger jeg dig! 

(holder inde og lytter til orgelsangen.)

 Guds engle synger! Af gravens muld 
 mægted de at synge den døde! 
 O, min barm er så bristende fuld! 

(knæler og vender sig mod kirken.)

 Hold op med de toner bløde! 
 hold op med sangen, så mild og lind! 
 ellers lokker I Olaf for alteret ind! 

(hviskende og i den højeste angst.)

 Vær stille! o, vær stille! kun så liden en stund! 
 nu er han dysset i glemselsblund! 
 o, vækker ham ikke, ellers vil han ride 
 til kirken – og da må jeg døden lide! 

(orgelet lyder stærkere gennem stormen. Alfhild springer op fortvilet og ude af sig selv.)

 Nej, alle Guds engle har mig forladt! 
 de håner mig i min jammer! 
 de maner ham ud; – nu har de ham fat! 
 Haha! Skal jeg færdes i sorten nat, 
 lyst skal der være i dit brudekammer! 

(kaster faklen ind igennem den åbne luge i gavlen og styrter til jorden. – Ingeborg og Hemming kommer hurtig frem bag ved huset.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Nu er det tid! Hesten står sadlet bag ved staburet.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Og alle karlene er nede ved kirkedøren, ej så?
 

HEMMING. 
 Jo, jo, vær ganske tryg; og i gildehuset har jeg stængt både døre og luger; der er tykke jernringe for, ingen kan slippe ud!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Afsted da! Op til dalen, som Alfhild har talt om!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, didop! Der vil ingen søge os! 

(de iler ud til venstre. – Alfhild bliver en tid lang ubevægelig liggende. Pludselig høres støj og skrig i brudehuset; luerne slaar ud igennem taget.)
 

ALFHILD 

(springer fortvilet op). 
 Det brænder! – Haha! Jeg kommer ihu! 
 her var mig for mørkt – det voldte mig gru! 
 ha, Olaf! før var det dig, som lo, 
 nu ler Alfhild, så vild og fro! – 
 I brudehuset er nød og harm, 
 bruden brænder på brudgommens arm! 

(Huskarlene styrter efterhånden ind uden fakler og bliver som forstenet stående. Olaf kommer tilsyne oppe i lugen, som han med fortvilet kraft søger at udvide.)
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! Dig er det! Det måtte jeg vide! 
 Guld og mård skal du herefter slide, 
 ifald du mig frelser af vånden stor!
 

ALFHILD 

(med vild latter). 
 Ja, jeg véd, du holder så vel dit ord! 
 rid nu til kirken med spillemand og præst! 
 hold nu dit bryllup og glem din frille! 
 Alfhild har hædret dig, som hun kunde bedst, – 
 hun har svunget brudeblusset ved dit gilde! 

(hun styrter ud i baggrunden. Karlene iler til for at hjælpe; en del af taget styrter sammen, Olaf ses højt oppe, omringet af luerne, idet tæppet falder.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(En lys og blomstrende dal med den rigeste trævegetation og omringet af høje snebedækkede fjelde. I mellemgrunden et stille fjeldvand; på venstre side en fjeldpynt, der styrter stejlt nedad mod vandet. På samme side nærmere i forgrunden en ældgammel bjælkestue, næsten ganske overvokset og skjult af buske og græs. Morgenrøden skinner på fjeldene; i dalen selv er dagen kun halvt brudt frem; under de følgende scener står solen op.)
 

FØRSTE SCENE.
 Alfhild (ligger sovende og halv skjult mellem buskene ved huset; en sagte musik udtrykker hendes vekslende drømme.) Olaf (kommer ned fra lien til højre. Over bryllupsklædningen bærer han en grov kofte.)
 

OLAF. 
 Her var det; jeg kender grønningen her ved vandet. Hist under lindetræet drømte jeg min sælsomme drøm. På hældingen der ved fjeldet stod jeg, da Alfhild første gang kom mig imøde; lagde min fæstensring for buestrengen og skød; – det skud har været et trolddomsskud; det rammede skytten selv. 
 Sælsomt, når jeg færdes heroppe, højt over bygden, da er det som en anden luft legte om mig, som om et friskere blod rullede i mine årer, som om jeg fik et andet sind, et andet tænkesæt. 
 Hvor er hun nu? 
 Jeg skal, jeg vil finde hende igen! Hidop må hun komme; hun har jo intet hjem derude i den kolde, vide verden. Og jeg – er ikke også jeg en hjemløs flygtning derude? Blev jeg ikke en fremad i min moders hus, en fremmed mellem mine frænder, fra den første stund jeg mødte hende? 
 Er hun da en heks, råder hun over lønlige kunster, som – –? 
 Min moder! Hm! det bæres mig for, som det ikke vilde både mig vel at lade hende styre min færd; hun blæser mig tanker ind i hjertet, som ikke har tilhuse der. Nej, nej, jeg vil finde Alfhild igen, afbede al min uret og så – 

(standser og ser ud til venstre.)
 

ANDEN SCENE.
 Olaf. Alfhild (fremdeles sovende). Thorgjerd (kommer fra venstre bag huset).
 

OLAF. 
 Godt møde, fremmedkarl!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Tak, det samme igen. Du er tidlig ude!
 

OLAF. 
 Eller sent; tidlig på dagen, men sent på natten.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Du hører vel hjemme nede i bygderne, du, kan jeg tænke.
 

OLAF. 
 Min slægt hører hjemme der. Og du?
 

THORGJERD. 
 Der ens hu er bunden, der har en hjemme; det er derfor jeg helst færdes her; – mine grander skal ingen uskel gøre mig.
 

OLAF. 
 Det har jeg mærket.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Så har du tiere været heroppe?
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg har jaget en hind herinde i sommer; men når jeg ser ret til, så er det et forhekset kongebarn.
 

THORGJERD 

(ser stivt på ham). 
 Den jagt er farlig!
 

OLAF. 
 For skytten?
 

THORGJERD 

(nikker).
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, jeg sad just og tænkte det samme ved mig selv; det bares mig for, at jeg var bleven troldskudt på den jagt.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Farvel, og god lykke!
 

OLAF. 
 Få du last og skam! Ønsker du en jægersmand til lykke, så kommer ham ikke vildtet på skud.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Ifald skuddet rammer skytten selv, så times ham den bedste lykke, når han ingen lykke har med sig.
 

OLAF. 
 Du taler kløgtigt.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Ja, ja, her er mangt og meget at lære herinde.
 

OLAF. 
 Tilvisse! Her har jeg lært det bedste, jeg véd.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Farvel! Dine frænder skal jeg bringe bud og hilsen fra dig.
 

OLAF. 
 Agter du dig nedover?
 

THORGJERD. 
 Så var min agt. Der er lystige dage dernede, har jeg spurgt. En mægtig riddersmand holder sit bryllup –
 

OLAF. 
 Da skulde du været med inat; nu er nok den bedste gammen forbi.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Jeg tænker, jeg kommer tidsnok endda.
 

OLAF. 
 Kanhænde! Men du skulde dog været med inat; så lys og varm en gildesal skulde du aldrig have set før.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Godt og vel for den, som var inde.
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg kender den, som måtte stå udenfor.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Ja, ja! udenfor, – det er fattigmands plads.
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg kender den, som måtte stå udenfor, og som endda havde det både bedre og værre end de, som var inde.
 

THORGJERD. 
 Jeg må nok derned, kan jeg skønne; jeg vil spille op i laget. Nu henter jeg min strengeleg og så –
 

OLAF. 
 Du er spillemand?
 

THORGJERD. 
 Og ikke blandt de sletteste. Nu henter jeg min strengeleg, der den ligger gemt ved fossen; de strenge skulde du høre. Med dem sad jeg engang på sengestok og spillede bruden ud af gildehuset over hej og mark – Har du aldrig hørt liden Ingrids vise? Den, som kunde spille bruden af fæstemandens arm, kan vel spille barnet hjem til sin fader igen. Farvel! Dvæler du her, så kan vi mødes, når jeg kommer nedover. 

(går ud til højre ved vandet.)
 

TREDJE SCENE.
 Olaf. Alfhild.
 

OLAF. 
 Ha, om det var – Ja forvisst, jeg kan ikke tvile derpå. Alfhild sagde jo selv, hendes fader slog strengelegen så lifligt, at det, engang hørt, aldrig kunde glemmes igen. Han nævnte jomfru Ingrid, som blev borte på bryllupskvelden for mange år siden, – der var en ung spillemand, hed Thorgjerd, han havde hende kær, så blev der sagt. Mange underlige sagn gik siden om ham; stundom stod han midt nede i bygden og spillede så fagert, at alle måtte græde derved; men ingen vidste, hvor han havde tilhuse. Alfhild – ja, hun er hans barn! Her er hun vokset op, her i denne øde dal, som ingen har vidst af at sige i mange år; og Ingrid, som forsvandt – han sagde jo – (bemærker Alfhild.) Alfhild! Der er hun! I brudeklæderne er hun flygtet herop. Her skal du altså vågne efter bryllupsnatten; så tung en dag blev min hædersdag for dig! Du vilde ud i livet, sagde du; du vilde lære alverdens herlighed at kende. Så tung en vandring har du været på; men nu skal det alt blive godt. Hun rører sig; det er som hun vånder sig i sorg og angst; – når du vågner, skal det være til fryd og glæde!
 

ALFHILD 

(endnu halvt i drømme). 
 Det brænder! Frels ham, han er derinde! 
 Han må ikke dø! Lad ham redning finde! 

(springer forfærdet op; musiken standser.)

 Hvor er jeg! Mig tykkes – der står han jo! 

(iler hen til ham.)

 Olaf Liljekrans! frels mig fra mine drømme!
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! vær trøstig, slå dig til ro!
 

ALFHILD 

(viger sky og ængstelig tilbage). 
 Mener du at kogle mig med ord så ømme? 
 Ondt bær’ du i hjertet, smil bær’ du om mund, 
 du lokke mig ikke i trolddoms-blund!
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! kom til dig selv igen; 
 jeg er jo Olaf, din hjertensven! 
 tungt er du krænket; jeg har handlet dig imod; 
 men jeg var dig dog altid i hjertet god! 
 Svag har jeg været, forblindet, bedåret,– 
 det er deraf jeg har dig tildøde såret! 
 Alfhild! kan du forlade mig min færd, 
 jeg sværger dig til, jeg skal blive dig værd! 
 Kummerens tårer skal jeg kysse fra din kind, 
 skal jevne din sti, skal bære dig på hænder, 
 skal svale sorgen, som svider i dit sind, 
 skal læge det sår, som i hjertet brænder!
 

ALFHILD 

(mildt og klagende). 
 Jeg kender dig vel, jeg skønner din list. 
 Tro mig, jeg er bleven klog siden sidst. 
 Du vil dåre mig med ord, du vil bilde mig ind, 
 det er dig, som ligger mig så tungt i sind. 
 Du vil bilde mig ind, det var dig, som lærte 
 mig at smeltes i fryd, at våndes i smerte! 
 Det lykkes dig lidet, jeg kender dig vel, 
 enten du kommer ved morgen eller kveld. 
 Jeg kender dig vel; thi jeg læser på panden 
 de svigfulde mærker. Så var ej den anden!
 

OLAF. 
 Den anden? Hvem mener du?
 

AFLHILD. 
 Han, som er død! 
 Det er deraf mig voldes så bitter en nød. 
 Forstår du mig ikke? Du skal vide, der var to; 
 det er deraf jeg aldrig fanger hvile og ro! 
 Den ene bar mig med elskov i hu, 
 den anden var mig ond og svigagtig som du; 
 den ene kom til mig ved sildig sommerkveld, 
 da blomstred mit hjertes rosenblommer; 
 den anden lokked mig dybt i fjeld, 
 hvor der aldrig er sol og sommer! 
 Den onde, svigagtige Olaf er du; 
 den anden, som bar mig med elskov i hu, 
 den anden, som aldrig går mig af minde, 
 ham brændte jeg inde! 

(synker ned på en sten ved huset og brister i gråd.)
 

OLAF. 
 Har han røvet din fred, har han ranet din ro, 
 så lad ham ej længer i hjertet bo!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ak, om jeg sænktes i graven ned, 
 jeg føler det vel, min sorg fulgte med! 
 Jeg vidste det ikke, – jeg sværger dig til, 
 jeg tænkte, jeg var ham så lidet mild; 
 nu ser jeg, jeg må mig tildøde græmme, 
 og kan ham dog ikke forglemme! 

(kort pause.)

 Sig mig, ejer du strenge i dit bryst? 
 Jeg tror det; thi lifligt klinger din røst; 
 lifligt – skøndt den med svig er blandet. 
 Har du strenge i dit bryst, da gå trindt om landet 
 Og syng om Alfhild en klagelig sang 
 for bygdens piger; hør kun engang: 
      Jeg var mig igår så liden en hind, 
      jeg gik i de grønnende lunde; 
      alle så kom de i skoven ind, 
      og jaged mig med falk og med hunde! 


      Jeg var mig igår så fattig en fugl, 
      jeg sad under lindegrene; 
      alle så jog de mig fra mit skjul, 
      og kasted på mig med stene. 


      Jeg var mig igår den vilde due, 
      der aldrig fanger fred og hvile; 
      alle så kom de med kogger og bue, 
      og skød mig i hjertet med pile!
 

OLAF 

(smerteligt bevæget). 
      Ak, at jeg lå under grønnen tue, 
      stedet til evig hvile! 
      Hvert dit ord er som stålsat bue, 
      der rammer mit hjerte med pile!
 

ALFHILD 

(springer op med barnlig glæde). 
 Sådan skal det være, så er det ret! 
 Ja, forsandt, vel ejer du strenge i brystet! 
 Slig skal det synges; da mener de let, 
 at du selv er af al min smerte krystet. 
 De mener, din egen ve er så stor, 
 som den du gøgler i klagende ord! 

(standser og ser sørgmodig på ham.)

 Dog nej, du skal ikke synge derom; 
 af Alfhilds kummer vil ingen røres! 
 Hvorhen jeg gik og hvorfra jeg kom, 
 skal aldrig derude spørges og høres! 
 Syng heller om Olaf Liljekrans, 
 som red sig i alfekvindernes dans! 
 Syng om Alfhild, den falske kvinde, 
 som lokked ham hans fæstemø af sinde; 
 syng om al den sorrig og nød, 
 da Olaf Liljekrans lå på båren død. 
 Syng om al den vånde og ve, 
 da de bar af stuen de døde tre! 
 Den ene var Olaf, den anden hans mø! 
 Og dertil hans moder af sorg måtte dø.
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, Olaf er død, det er ret, som du siger; 
 men jeg vil være dig så fuldgod en ven, 
 hvorhelst du dvæler og hvor du går hen; 
 aldrig fra din side jeg viger! 
 Må jeg lide så tungt for det, jeg forbrød, 
 straffen selv skal være mig sød. 
 Det skal mig lindre, det skal mig husvale, 
 at færdes hos dig i de øde dale! 
 Fra sol går op, til sol går ned, 
 skal jeg tro som hunden følge dit fjed! 
 Jeg skal klæde min anger i klagende ord, 
 så lydt og sålænge til du derpå tror. 
 Hver en livsalig stund herinde 
 skal jeg mane frem for dit minde! 
 Hver en blomstrende urt skal derom tale, 
 derom skal synge både gøg og svale! 
 Alle de trær, som grønnes i lunde, 
 skal hviske derom med tusinde munde!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hold op! Jeg véd det, du vil dåre mig påny; 
 langt bedre om du vilde bort fra mig fly! 
 Så fager en falskhed er dit ord, 
 så svigfulde tanker i dit hjerte bor! 
 Hvad vil du heroppe? Hvi kommer du herhen? 
 Vil du bilde mig ind, du kan kende dig igen? 
 Her var jo fordum så fagert et sted, 
 nu er forbandelsens lyn slået ned! 
 Fordum, da jeg gik her alene, 
 var der duftende løv på alle grene! 
 Alle fugle sang, alle blomster sprang ud, 
 da du tog mig i favn og kaldte mig din brud! 
 Men nu – hele dalen er brændt inat; 
 brændt er både trær og krat; 
 visnet er strået, brændt er løv, 
 hver en blomst er vorden til smuldrende støv! – 
      Ja, jeg ser det vel, – på en eneste nat 
 er verden bleven gammel! – Da jeg gik forladt 
 derude, og segned af kval og skam, 
 da blegnede livets gyldne ham. 
 Intet lever igen uden svig og bedrag; 
 det har Olaf lært mig på min bryllupsdag! 
 Min fader løj; han bød mig tro, 
 at den døde bæres til englenes bo; 
 men Olaf kendte et sandere ord; 
 den døde sænkes i sorten jord! 

(udbryder med den dybeste smerte.)

 Ja, jeg kan vidne, du vidste besked; 
 selv er jeg sænket i jorden ned.
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! Dit ord falder knusende tungt! 
 O, Gud! dit sind var så friskt og ungt – – 
 forlad mig min brøde, forglem din ve!
 

ALFHILD 

(med et stærkt og stigende udtryk af forvildelse.)

 Tys, tal ikke til mig! Se, Olaf, se! 
 De bærer et lig til graven frem; 
 men der er ingen moder, ingen søskende fem, 
 der er ingen bolster, hverken røde eller blå, – 
 Alfhild ligger på spåner og strå! 
 Aldrig skal jeg køres i himmelens karm 
 for at vågne i Gud Faders arm. 
 Jeg har ingen moder, hvis hjerte vil briste, 
 jeg har ingen, som sørger ved den sorte kiste; 
 jeg har i verden vide hverken store eller små, 
 som græder for mig ved graven. 
 Der er ingen engle, som drysser perler blå 
 alt for min fod i himmelhaven, 
 og aldrig jeg kommer til det dejlige sted, 
 der den døde drømmer og sover!
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Nu sænkes jeg i jorden ned! 
 nu kaster de muldet derover! 
 Og her må jeg ligge med al min nød, 
 må leve og lide, skøndt jeg er død: 
 må vide, at alt er for mig forbi, 
 og kan dog ikke glemme, kan ej kæmpe mig fri; 
 må høre, når han, som min elskov jeg gav, 
 rider til kirken over min grav! 
 Må høre ham våndes i vildene flammer, 
 og kan ikke mildne hans jammer! 
 O, hvor mit bryst er trangt sluttet inde! 
 Jeg er gåen Guds engle af minde! 
 Ingen af dem hører mig klage og bede – 
 jeg er stængt ude bag livets port – 
 grav mig op igen! Lad mig ikke ligge hernede! 

(iler ud til venstre.)
 

OLAF. 
 Alfhild! Alfhild! O, Krist, hvad har jeg gjort? 

(følger ilsomt efter.)
 

FJERDE SCENE.
 Ingeborg og Hemming (kommer efter en kort pause ind fra højre.)
 

INGEBORG. 
 Se så, nu er vi da heroppe! Hvor her er dejligt og lyst og fredsomt.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, her skal vi leve godt tilsammen!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Men mærk dig vel, at du er min svend, ikke andet, – sålænge til min fader har givet sit minde.
 

HEMMING. 
 Det gør han aldrig!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Vær du rolig, vi finder nok på råd. – Men nu må vi tænke på at vælge os en stue til at bo i.
 

HEMMING. 
 Her er nok af dem. Over hele dalen ligger øde huse; alt står endnu, som den gang de sidste mennesker døde bort i den store landfarsot for mange år siden.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Her huer det mig godt! Derhenne ligger også slig en gammel stue; vandet har vi nærved, og skoven er visst rig på vildt. Du kan fiske og jage; ja, vi skal leve et dejligt liv!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, forvisst, et dejligt liv! Jeg fisker og jager, og du sanker bær imens og ser huset tilrette.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Gør jeg? Nej, det må du tage vare på!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, ja da, som du vil. O, et lysteligt liv skal vi leve! (standser og tilføjer noget forknyt.) Men når jeg ret tænker mig om; – jeg har hverken bue eller fiskeredskab med.
 

INGEBORG 

(ligeledes med et udtryk af forsagthed.)

 Og det falder mig ind, her er ingen terner, som kan gå mig tilhånde.
 

HEMMING. 
 Det gør jeg så gerne!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Nej, ellers tak. – Og alle mine gode klæder – Jeg tog ikke andet med end brudestakken, som jeg står og går i.
 

HEMMING. 
 Det var ilde betænkt af dig!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Sandt nok, Hemming! Og derfor skal du en nat liste dig ned til Guldvik og tage med dig af klæder og andre ting, så meget jeg har brug for.
 

HEMMING. 
 Og blive hængt som tyv!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Nej, derfor skal du vare dig vel, det byder jeg. (betænkeligt.) Men når så den lange vinter kommer? Ingen mennesker er heroppe, dans og sang får vi aldrig at høre – Hemming! skal vi blive her eller – –
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, hvor skulde vi ellers ty hen?
 

INGEBORG 

(utålmodigt). 
 Ja, men der kan jo ingen mennesker leve her.
 

HEMMING. 
 Jovisst kan de leve!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ej, du ser jo selv, de er døde allesammen! Hemming! jeg mener, det er bedst, jeg rejser ned til min fader.
 

HEMMING. 
 Men hvad skal der blive af mig?
 

INGEBORG. 
 Du skal ride i krigen!
 

HEMMING. 
 I krigen! Og blive slået ihjel!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Visst ikke! Du skal udføre en berømmelig gerning, så bliver du riddersmand, og så vil ikke min fader være dig imod.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, men om de nu slår mig ihjel?
 

INGEBORG. 
 Nu, det kan vi altid tænke på. Idag og imorgen får vi vel blive her; sålænge sidder gæsterne i gildehuset og tærer bryllupskosten, – søger de efter os, så sker det vel rundt om i bygden; heroppe kan vi være trygge og – – 

(standser og lytter.)


(Udenfor til højre høres langt borte følgende:)
 

KOR. 
      Afsted, afsted at finde 
      Alfhild, den onde kvinde; 
      for vor sorg og møde 
      skal hun med livet bøde!
 

HEMMING. 
 Ingeborg! Ingeborg! De er efter os!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Hvor skal vi ty hen?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, hvor kan jeg vide –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Gå ind i stuen; gør døren tilrette, så den kan stænges indenfra.
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, men –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Gør som jeg siger! Jeg går op på bakken imens og ser efter, om de er langt borte. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

HEMMING. 
 Ja, ja da! Ak, bare de ikke får os fat. 

(går ind i huset.)
 

FEMTE SCENE.
 Olaf (kommer fra skoven til venstre). Straks efter Ingeborg (fra højre).
 

OLAF 

(ser sig om og kalder med dæmpet stemme). 
 Alfhild! Alfhild! Intet sted er hun at se! Som en fugl smuttede hun mig afsyne inde i skoven og jeg –
 

INGEBORG. 
 De er lige herved og – (standser forskrækket.) Olaf Liljekrans!
 

OLAF. 
 Ingeborg!
 

HEMMING 

(stikker ubemærket hovedet ud af døren og får øje på Olaf). 
 Herr Olaf! Så! Nu er det da vel forbi med mig! 

(trækker sig ilsomt tilbage.)
 

INGEBORG 

(afsides). 
 Han må være redet i forvejen.
 

OLAF 

(afsides). 
 Hun må være kommen her op med sin fader for at lede om mig.
 

INGEBORG 

(afsides.)

 Men jeg følger ikke med!
 

OLAF 

(afsides). 
 Jeg viger ikke herfra!
 

INGEBORG 

(højt, idet hun træder nærmere). 
 Olaf Liljekrans! Du har mig nu fat; men ilde gør du, om du tænker at tvinge mig.
 

OLAF. 
 Det er sålidet min agt!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Hvi kommer du da hid, sammen med mine frænder?
 

OLAF. 
 Gør jeg det? Det er jo tvertom dig, som –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Det påfund dårer mig ikke; jeg så jo nylig hele følget –
 

OLAF. 
 Hvem? Hvem?
 

INGEBORG. 
 Min fader og vore slægtninge!
 

OLAF. 
 Heroppe?
 

INGEBORG. 
 Javisst, lige her ved!
 

OLAF. 
 Ha, da er min moder med dem.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Ja, det er hun rigtignok; men hvor kan det skrække dig?
 

OLAF. 
 Jo, det er mig, de søger!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Nej, det er mig!
 

OLAF 

(forbauset). 
 Dig!
 

INGEBORG 

(begynder at fatte sammenhængen). 
 Eller – bi lidt – Ha, ha, ha! hvad falder mig ind! – Hør, skal vi to være ærlige mod hinanden?
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, det var just min agt!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Nu godt, så sig mig, hvad tid kom du herop?
 

OLAF. 
 Inat!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Jeg ligeså!
 

OLAF. 
 Du!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Javisst, javisst! Og du drog bort, uden at nogen vidste derom?
 

OLAF. 
 Ja!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Jeg ligeså!
 

OLAF. 
 Men så sig mig –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Tys, vi har knap tid! Og du flygtede herop, fordi du havde kun ringe lyst til at følge mig for alteret?
 

OLAF. 
 Ej, hvor kan du tro –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Jo, det kan jeg godt tro. Sig kun frem; vi skulde jo tales ærligt ved.
 

OLAF. 
 Nuvel da, det var derfor jeg –
 

INGEBORG. 
 Godt, godt, jeg gjorde ligeså!
 

OLAF. 
 Du, Ingeborg!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Og nu ser du vel nødig, at nogen kommer dig på spor?
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, det skal ikke nægtes!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Jeg ligeså! Ha, ha, ha! det er et lystigt træf; jeg flygtede for dig, og du for mig! Begge flygtede vi hidop, og nu mødes vi, just som vore frænder er efter os! Hør, Olaf Liljekrans! det er et ord, vi forråder ikke hinanden!
 

OLAF. 
 Det er et ord!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Men nu må vi skilles ad!
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg forstår!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Thi fandt de os sammen, så –
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, så vilde det falde dig sværere at blive fri for mig!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Farvel! Kommer jeg engang til at holde bryllup, så skal du være min brudesvend.
 

OLAF. 
 Og skulde sligt times mig, så vil du nok være mig til vilje på samme vis.
 

INGEBORG. 
 Det forstår sig! Farvel! Farvel! og vær ikke umildt sindet mod mig.
 

OLAF. 
 Visst ikke; jeg skal række dig hånden, hvor vi mødes!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Jeg ligeså! Hvor vi mødes – bare ikke for alteret. 

(går ind i huset. Olaf ind i skoven til højre i baggrunden,)
 

SJETTE SCENE.
 Fru Kirsten, Arne fra Guldvik, bryllupsgæster, bønder og huskarle (fra højre).
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Se, her vil vi begynde jagten. Vore folk må spredes ad og søge rundt om vandet; – hun skal herfrem og da – ve, ve hende! der er ikke nåde og barmhjertighed i mit sind.
 

ARNE. 
 Hvad vil I da gøre?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Holde dom over hende – lige på stedet, der hun træffes! Den udåd, hun har øvet på mine enemærker, har jeg magt og myndighed til at straffe efter ret og skøn.
 

ARNE. 
 Ja, hvad hjælper det til? Hvad som er tabt vindes ikke derved tilbage.
 

FRU KIRSTEN, 
 Nej, men jeg får hævn over hende, og det er ingen ringe vinding. Hævn, hævn må jeg have, ifald jeg skal bære og overleve mit tab og al den skam, hun har påført mig. Uvejret inat har fordærvet hele årets grøde for mig, ikke et uskadt strå står igen på min ager, og herinde, hvor hun selv har sagt, at hun holder til, her blomstrer og trives det alt så rigt, som jeg aldrig har set! Er det ikke hemmelige kunsters virkning? Olaf har hun hildet så fast i sit djævelske garn, at han inat i det vildeste uvejr flygtede af bygden for at følge hende. Mit hus har hun brændt af lige til grunden; alle luger og døre havde hun stængt udenfra; – det var et Guds under, at huskarlene bragte betimelig hjælp!
 

ARRE. 
 Ak, Gud bedre det; jeg er dog ræd for, at det har kostet to liv, som jeg såmeget holdt af, – Ingeborg og min svend, Hemming!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ej, ej, herr Arne! I må ikke rent fortvile endnu. Ingeborg kan nok være sluppen derfra; alle vi andre kom jo uskadte ud, trods den forbandede heksekvindes list; – Ingeborg er bleven forvildet af skrækken og er flygtet et sted hen.
 

ARNE. 
 Ja, ja, lad så være med Ingeborg; men Hemming er nu aldrig at spørge efter, det véd jeg visst!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Hvi så?
 

ARNE. 
 O, han var bleven slig en listig, udtænkt djævel på den sidste tid! Han har ladet sig brænde inde bare for at få hævn over mig, han vidste, jeg kan ikke være ham en dag foruden. O, jeg kender ham!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Ja, hvordan end er, Alfhild må vi fange; hun skal forhøres, dømmes og fældes; jeg har ugerninger nok at påsige hende.
 

ARNE. 
 Og jeg kan nævne flere, ifald det gøres behov; hun har stjålet min abildgrå hest ud af stalden inat; imorges var den borte både med sadel og bidsel.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides). 
 Ingeborg og Hemming borte, og hans hest ligeså; var jeg i hans sted, jeg véd nok, hvad jeg vilde tro. (højt.) Nu bryder vi op og deles ad i små hobe; den, som først får øje på Alfhild, blæser i horn eller lur; de andre lytter derefter og følger lyden, til vi samles. 

(de går ud til forskellige sider.)
 

ARNE 

(som er bleven alene tilbage). 
 Og jeg, som ikke er kendt her, hvor skal jeg finde frem. (kalder.) Hemming, Hemming! (holder inde.) Nå, det er jo sandt, han er – (hovedrystende.) Hm! hm! Det var skammeligt gjort af ham. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

SYVENDE SCENE.
 Alfhild (kommer frem ved vandet på venstre side; hun bærer en liden bylt).
 

ALFHILD. 
 Tilende har jeg klaget, tilbunds har jeg grædt; 
 jeg må hvile, nu er jeg til døden træt! 

(synker ned på en sten i forgrunden.)

 Først vil jeg sige min fader farvel! 
 Så vandrer jeg ind på det øde fjeld! 
 Hernede ser jeg Olaf, hvorhelst jeg færdes; 
 jeg må op i højden, at mit sind kan hærdes! 
 jeg må døve og glemme den tunge lære, 
 må dysse i blund alle minder kære! 
 Ak, jeg som tænkte mig livet så rigt! 
 Intet er sandhed, alt er digt, 
 alt er kun tant og gøglende løgne; 
 intet kan gribes og fattes med hænder, 
 intet må skues med vågne øjne, 
 intet holder stand, når vi ret det kender! 

(lurtoner høres fra skoven.)

 Min moders arvesølv bringer jeg med; 
 det vil jeg grave i jorden ned! 
 Jeg vil grave det ned under birkens rod, 
 derude, hvor jeg fordum med Olaf stod! 

(åbner bylten og fremtager en brudekrone og andre smykker.)

 Denne sølverne krone har min moder båret; 
 også hende har da verden forlokket og dåret, 
 også hun har da troet på kærligheds magt. 
 Blev også hun så bitterlig vakt? 
 Var det kun spot, når min fader kvad 
 om elskovs lyst, som gør barmen glad? 
 Ak, da skulde han tiet dermed; 
 hans sange har røvet mig livsens fred, 
 hans sange bygged i min barm et hus 
 for verdens fryd, – nu ligger det i grus! 

(luren høres atter.)

 Sølvet er sig så ædelt malm, 
 det smuldres ikke som høstens halm; 
 lå det i jorden vel tusinde år, 
 det skinner endda, det aldrig forgår! 
 Livets lyst er som høstens halm, 
 sorgen er sølvet, det ædle malm! 

(pakker smykkerne sammen i bylten.)

 Min fader har nævnt mig en trolddomsskat, 
 deraf drypped ni blanke perler hver nat; 
 men hvormange perler den end monne føde, 
 lige stor og rig blev dog skatten hin røde! 
 Min sorg er for mig en trolddomsskat; 
 deraf skal dryppe ved dag og nat 
 ikke ni, – nej tusinde perler små, 
 og skatten vil dog aldrig forgå! – 
 Ja, verden har gjort mig så klog, så klog! 
 Fordum fulgte jeg skyernes tog, 
 fløj drømmende med på de vide baner 
 og kaldte dem himmelens svaner! 
 Fordum jeg tænkte, at træets grene 
 bredte sig ud for at skygge min vandring, 
 jeg tænkte mig liv i fjeldets stene. 
 Nu er mig voldt så tung en forandring. 
 Nu véd jeg det bedre; – kun menneskets bryst 
 kan våndes i smerte, kan vugges i lyst. 
 Der bor ingen ven mellem blomster og grene, 
 jeg må bære min sorg alene. 

(rejser sig.)

 Velan da! Op mellem is og sne, – 
 både her og hist er kun gravens læ! 

(vil gå.)
 

OTTENDE SCENE.
 Alfhild. Fru Kirsten. Arne. Bryllupsgæster, bønder og karle (fra forskellige sider). Senere Olaf Liljekrans.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Der er hun! Stå stille, Alfhild! Prøv ikke på at undkomme, ellers skyder vi dig ned.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Hvad vil du mig?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det skal du tidsnok erfare! (peger på bylten.) Hvad bærer du der?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Min moders arv!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Giv hid! Se, se! En sølvkrone! Forsandt, Alfhild! er du din moders eneste datter, da frygter jeg stærkt, at brudekronen ikke mere vil trænges om i hendes æt. (til karlene.) I binde hende! Hun står der og lader så sorgløs i sind; ingen kan vide, hvad hun pønser på. 

(Alfhild bindes.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(højt og med undertrykt lidenskabelighed). 
 Retten er sat. Som I alle vide, har jeg lovlig hævd og adkomst til at værne om mine enemærker, til at fælde dom efter landets lov over hver den, der gør mig uskel på min egen grund. Dette er hvad du, Alfhild! har fordristet dig til, og derfor står du nu her som anklaget for din dommer. Forsvar dig, om du kan, men glem ikke, at det gælder livet.
 

ARNE. 
 Men hør, fru Kirsten!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Forlad mig, herr Arne! Jeg er i min ret, og den vil jeg holde på. (til Alfhild.) Træd frem og svar mig!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Spørg du kun, jeg skal svare!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Mange og hårde er de beskyldninger, som rejses mod dig. Først og fremst påsiger jeg dig her ved ugudelige kunster at have dåret min søn, Olaf Liljekrans, så at hans sind og tanker vendte sig fra hans fæstemø, som han havde trolovet, – så at han, syg i hjertet, ingen dag fandt fred i sit hjem, men drog hid op til denne ukendte dal, hvor du har holdt til. Alt sligt kan ikke være tilgået på vanlig vis; du er derfor sigtet for trolddom, forsvar dig, om du kan.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Lidet har jeg hertil at svare. Trolddom kalder du hin sælsomme magt, som drog Olaf hid op. Kanhænde du har ret; men denne trolddom kom ikke fra den onde; – hver den stund Olaf har været her, Guds øje måtte se derpå! hver den tanke jeg har fæstet på Olaf, Guds engle måtte kende den! og de skulde ikke blues derover.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nok, nok! Du føjer endnu bespottelser til din brøde. Ve dig, Alfhild! hvert et ord tynger med i skålen. Dog, du om det! (til de øvrige.) Jeg æsker eder alle til vidne på hendes svar. (vender sig til Alfhild.) Jeg beskylder dig dernæst for atter igen inat at have, ved de samme hemmelige kræfter, trukket Olaf her op, samt at du holder ham gemt herinde!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Der har du ret! Lønligt er han gemt herinde!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det vedgår du?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, men så mægtig du end er, fri ham ud kan du ikke. Kanhænde det bådede mig bedst, om du var dertil istand; men ikke du, ikke den hele vide jord har så stærk en magt og evne!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(i heftigt udbrud). 
 Nu er døden dig viss! Sig frem, hvor har du ham?
 

ALFHILD 

(trykker hænderne mod brystet). 
 Herinde – i hjertet! Kan du rive ham ud deraf, da hekser du bedre end jeg!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det svar gavner lidet; sig frem! hvor er han?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg har svaret!
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(med tilbagetrængt forbitrelse). 
 Godt, godt!
 

ARNE 

(til de omstående). 
 Havde Hemming været ilive, så skulde han nok fået sandheden ud af hende; han var bleven så listig på sine sidste dage.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu kommer den tredie klage mod dig: du har inat stukket ild på min gård og brændt den af til grunden. Kanhænde menneskeliv er gået tilspilde, det véd vi endnu ikke, men hvad som end er, derved hverken skades eller rettes på din sag; thi din agt at brænde os inde alle tilhobe ligger klarlig for dagen. Nægter du mit påsagn at have brændt gården af inat?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg nægter det ikke, jeg har brændt din gård!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Og hvormed vil du besmykke din gerning? (med bitter spot.) Du skal ej kunne sige, at du handlede overilet. God lejlighed havde du, såvidt jeg mindes, til at tænke dig om; du stod udenfor, ingen kom dig nær, ingen hindrede dig fra at overlægge så roligt du kunde og vilde. Ej skal du sige, at gildestuens lystighed steg dig til hovedet, ej heller at vinen gjorde dig hed og fortumlet; thi du var nok ikke med derinde, du stod udenfor, og der var svalt nok, der var kølige vinde, som nok kunde gøre dig besindig.
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, jeg har brændt din gård inat; men du og Olaf og alle I andre derude har øvet en værre færd mod mig. Verden var mig en højsal, som hørte den store fader til. Himlen blå var dens tag, stjernerne var de lamper, som lyste fra dens loft. Jeg gik glad og rig derinde; men I, I kastede en brand midt ind i den gyldne herlighed; nu er alting dødt og fortørret!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Slig tale båder dig lidet! End engang spørger jeg, hvor er Olaf Liljekrans, min søn?
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg har svaret!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Så har du også fældet din dom, og jeg vil bekræfte den. 

(Olaf kommer frem på klippepynten mellem træerne, uden at bemærkes af de tilstedeværende.)
 

OLAF 

(afsides). 
 Alfhild –! Hjælp Gud! hvad er det? 

(trækker sig uset tilbage.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Som skyldig i trolddomskunster og mordbrand er du efter landets lov hjemfalden til døden. Denne straf udsiges herved over dig, og skal den ufortøvet samt her på stedet fuldbyrdes.
 

ARNE. 
 Men hør, fru Kirsten!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Dommen er fældet! Alfhild skal lide døden!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Gør som dig lyster; lidet skal jeg være dig hinderlig deri. Da Olaf fornægtede sin kærlighed, da slukkedes mit liv, – jeg lever ikke længer.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Før hende op på fjeldstupet der! 

(To karle fører Alfhild op.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 For sidste gang, Alfhild! giv mig min søn tilbage!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Jeg svarer ikke mere!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Det ske da, som du vil! (til karlene.) Styrter hende ud! Nej, vent! Der falder mig noget ind. (til Alfhild.) Som du der står, kommer jeg til at mindes dig, da du igår trådte frem med guldkronen på og mente, at du var Olaf Liljekrans værdig til brud. Nu skal vi dog se, hvormeget du agtes; her er bønder og karle og mange ringe mænd tilstede; – kanhænde dit liv end står til at frelses! Ja, Alfhild! Du ser på mig, men så er det; jeg vil være dig nådig! (vender sig til de øvrige.) Ej sandt, I kender alle den gamle vedtægt, at når en kvinde er dømt for en halsløs gerning, som hun der, da frelses hendes liv og hun er fri, ifald en uberygtet mand træder frem og nævner hende uskyldig og siger sig villig og rede til at ægte hende. Ej sandt, den vedtægt kender I?
 

ALLE. 
 Ja, ja!
 

ALFHILD 

(med frembrydende tårer). 
 O, at måtte forhånes, forhånes så dybt i min sidste stund!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nuvel, Alfhild! Denne vedtægt skal komme dig tilgode. Ifald kun den ringeste karl i mit følge træder frem og siger sig villig til at ægte dig, da er du fri. (ser sig om.) Er der ingen som melder sig? 

(Alle tier.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Giv hende sølvkronen på; den skal følge med i købet; kanhænde, Alfhild! at du derved stiger i pris! 

(Kronen sættes på Alfhilds hoved.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 For anden gang, spørger jeg, er ingen villig til at frelse hende? 

(Hun ser sig om. Alle tier.)
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu gælder det; nu frygter jeg for, at dine øjeblikke er talte. Hører mig vel, I karle deroppe! Ifald ingen svarer på det tredje opråb, da agte I på mit tegn og styrter hende i søen! Brug nu dine kunster, Alfhild! se til, om du kan kogle dig fra døden. (Med høj røst.) For sidste gang! Der står heksekvinden og mordbrændersken; hvo frelser og ægter hende? 

(Hun ser sig om. Alle tier. – Fru Kirsten hæver raskt hånden til tegn, karlene griber Alfhild; i samme øjeblik styrter Olaf frem på klippepynten i fuld bryllupsklædning.)
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg frelser og ægter hende! 

(Han støder karlene bort og afriver hendes bånd. Alfhild synker med et skrig til hans bryst; han omslynger hende med den venstre arm og løfter den højre truende ivejret.)
 

ALLE 

(står som forstenede med udråbet): 
 Olaf Liljekrans!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Olaf Liljekrans, min søn! hvad har du gjort? Beskæmmet dig for evig!
 

OLAF. 
 Nej, jeg aftvætter den skam og skændsel, som jeg pådrog mig ved min færd mod hende! Min brøde vil jeg udsone og gøre mig selv lykkelig derved! (fører Alfhild frem ) Ja, for eder alle nævner jeg højt og lydt denne unge kvinde som min brud! Hun er uskyldig i alt det, som er påsagt hende; kun jeg har forbrudt mig. (bøjer knæ for hende.) Og for din fod beder jeg dig glemme og forlade –
 

ALFHILD 

(hæver ham op). 
 Ak, Olaf! Du har givet mig al verdens herlighed tilbage!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Du vil ægte hende! Godt og vel, så er jeg ikke længere moder for dig!
 

OLAF. 
 Stor sorg voldes mig derved, skøndt det er længe siden I var en sand moder for mig. I brugte mig kun til at bygge eders egen stolthed ivejret, jeg var svag og fandt mig deri. Men nu har jeg vundet kraft og vilje; nu står jeg fast på mine fødder og grunder min egen lykkes bygning!
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Men betænker du da ikke –
 

OLAF. 
 Intet vil jeg mer betænke, jeg véd hvad jeg vil. Nu først forstår jeg min sælsomme drøm. Det blev mig spået, at jeg skulde finde den fagreste blomst, at jeg skulde plukke den sønder og drysse den ud for alle vinde. O, således er det sket! En kvindes hjerte er den fagreste blomst i verden; alle de rige og gyldne blade deri har jeg sønderrevet og drysset ud for alle vinde. Men trøst dig, Alfhild! Mangt et sædefrø er fulgt med, sorgen har modnet det, og deraf skal spire et rigt liv for os herinde i dalen; thi her vil vi bo og bygge!
 

ALFHILD. 
 O, nu er jeg salig som den første stund vi mødtes.
 

FRU KIRSTEN 

(afsides). 
 Ingeborg er borte, denne rige dal hører Alfhild til; ingen anden har ret dertil – (højt.) Nuvel, Olaf! Jeg vil ikke være din lykke imod. Mener du at finde den på den vis, så – – Mit minde har I dertil!
 

OLAF. 
 Tak, min moder, tak! Nu fattes mig Intet mere!
 

ALFHILD 

(til fru Kirsten). 
 Og mig forlader du al min brøde?
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 Nu, nu! Kanhænde der var fejl på min side med, lad os ikke tale mere derom!
 

ARNE. 
 Men jeg da? Og min datter, som herr Olaf havde trolovet – Dog, det er jo sandt, kanhænde hun ikke mere er til!
 

OLAF. 
 Jovisst er hun til!
 

ARNE. 
 Hun lever! Hvor er hun? Hvor?
 

OLAF. 
 Det kan jeg ikke sige; men det er at nævne, at vi begge to i venskab har brudt trolovelsen.
 

FRU KIRSTEN. 
 I ser, herr Arne! at jeg – –
 

ARNE. 
 Ja, ja, min datter skal ikke tvinges på nogen. Alfhild var det beskåret at få en riddersmand; det samme kan vel times Ingeborg. (med værdighed.) I ædle herrer og velbyrdige mænd! Hører mit ord! Det er kommet mig for øre, at jeg, blandt mange af jer, holdes for en mand, der er lidet bevandret i høviske sæder og skikke. Jeg vil nu vise, at det er løgn i jer hals! I de gamle krøniker fortælles, at når en brav konge mister sin datter, så udlover han hendes hånd og halvdelen af riget til den, som finder hende igen. Jeg vil gøre som de gamle, brave konger; den, som finder Ingeborg igen, får hendes hånd og mit halve gods og eje dertil. Er I med på det?
 

DE UNGE KARLE. 
 Ja, ja!
 

NIENDE SCENE.
 De forrige. Ingeborg (træder hurtig ud fra huset og trækker Hemming efter sig).
 

INGEBORG. 
 Her er jeg! Hemming har fundet mig!
 

ALLE 

(forbausede). 
 Ingeborg og Hemming! Heroppe!
 

ARNE 

(forbitret). 
 Ej, så skal da også – –
 

INGEBORG 

(kaster sig om hans hals). 
 O, fader, fader! Det nytter dig ikke; du har givet dit ord!
 

ARNE. 
 Ham gjaldt det ikke! Nu skønner jeg det nok; han har selv ført dig bort!
 

INGEBORG. 
 Nej, tvertom, fader! Det var mig, som førte ham bort!
 

ARNE 

(forskrækket). 
 Vil du tie med slige ord! Er du da forrykt?
 

INGEBORG 

(sagte). 
 Så sig ja, straks på stedet! Ellers fortæller jeg til alle mennesker, at det var mig, som – –
 

ARNE. 
 Ti, ti! Jeg siger jo ja! (træder mellem dem og ser bistert på Hemming.) Dig var det altså, som stjal min abildgrå hest med sadel og bidsel?
 

HEMMING. 
 Ak, herr Arne! –
 

ARNE. 
 O, Hemming! Hemming! Du er en – (betænker sig.) Nå, du er min datters fæstemand; lad det så være godt dermed.
 

HEMMING OG INGEBORG. 
 O, tak, tak!
 

TIENDE SCENE.
 De forrige. Thorgjerd (med en strengeleg i hånden, har under det foregående blandet sig mellem mængden).
 

THORGJERD. 
 Ej, se, se! Her er folksomt i dalen idag!
 

BØNDERNE. 
 Thorgjerd spillemand!
 

ALFHILD 

(kaster sig i hans arme). 
 Min fader!
 

ALLE. 
 Hendes fader!
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, ja, gubbe! Idag er her folksomt og lysteligt herinde, og så skal det herefterdags blive ved. Det er din datters bryllup, som holdes; af kærlighed har hun kåret sin fæstemand, om kærlighed har du sjunget for hende, – du vil ikke være os imod!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Alle gode vætter værne om eder!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Og du bliver hos os!
 

THORGJERD. 
 Nej, nej, Alfhild! 
 En spillemand har ikke hjem eller bo, 
 hans hu stævner vidt, han aldrig finder ro! 
 Hver den, som ejer en sangbund i sit bryst, 
 han er hjemløs i dale, han er hjemløs ved kyst; 
 i liens løvsal, på den grønnende eng 
 må han synge og røre den dirrende streng, 
 han må lure på det liv, som lønligt bor 
 under fossens væld, ved den vilde fjord, 
 må lure på det liv, som i brystet banker, 
 klæde folkets drømme i toner og ord, 
 og klare dets gærende tanker!
 

OLAF. 
 Men stundom vil du dog gæste os her! 
 Nu skal en hal mellem birkene bygges; 
 her, min Alfhild! skal dit liv betrygges, 
 jeg og min elskov skal leve dig nær, 
 aldrig dit øje af tårer skal skygges!
 

ALFHILD. 
 Ja, nu jeg ser det, livet er rigt! 
 rigt som mit hjertes fagreste digt! 
 Så tung og så sort var end aldrig sorgen, 
 den følges engang af en lysende morgen! 

(knæler.)

 Guds engle små! I har ledet mit fjed, 
 I har atter skænket mig trøst og fred! 
 I styred min gang ved afgrundsranden, 
 I støtted min fod, der var veg og svag! 
 O, kan jeg end ikke tro med forstanden, – 
 med hjertet vil jeg tro til min sidste dag! 
 Ja, himmelske magter! I våger endnu! 
 Klart skinner solen efter uvejrets gru; – 
 af livets brand blev min kærlighed frelst; 
 lad så times og mødes hvadhelst! 
 Nu er jeg frejdig, nu er jeg stærk, 
 rede til livets vekslende værk! 

(med et blik til Olaf.)

 Og når vi engang – – 

(afbryder og hæver hænderne højt i vejret.)

 På englenes arm 
 bæres vi hjem i himmelens karm! 

(De øvrige har dannet en gruppe om hende; tæppet falder.)
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PERSONERNE
 

ØRNULF FRA FJORDENE, landnamsmand på Island. 
 SIGURD HIN STÆRKE, søkonge. 
 GUNNAR HERSE, rig bonde på Helgeland. 
 THOROLF, Ørnulfs yngste søn. 
 DAGNY, Ørnulfs datter. 
 HJØRDIS, hans fosterdatter. 
 KÅRE BONDE, en helgelænding. 
 EGIL, Gunnars søn, fire år gammel. 
 ØRNULFS sex ældre sønner. 
 ØRNULFS og SIGURDS MÆND. 
 GÆSTER, HUSKARLE, TERNER, FREDLØSE MÆND, o. s. v.
 

(Handlingen foregår i Erik blodøkses tid på og i nærheden af1 Gunnars gård på Helgeland i det nordlige Norge.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(En høj strand, der i baggrunden løber brat ned til søen. Til venstre et nøst, til højre fjelde og barskov. Masterne af to hærskibe ses nede i viken; langt ude til højre skær og høje holmer; søen er i stærkt oprør, det er vinter med snetykke og storm.) 
 

(Sigurd kommer op fra skibene; han er klædt i hvid kjortel med sølvbelte, blå kappe, sokkebrog, lådne sko og stålhue, ved siden bærer han et kort sakssværd. Ørnulf viser sig straks efter oppe mellem fjeldene, klædt i mørk lammeskindskjortel, med brystplade og benskinner samt lådne sko og ulden brog, over skuldrene har han en brun vadmelskåbe med hætten trukken over stålhuen så at ansigtet for en del skjules. Han er høj og kæmpemæssigt bygget, med langt hvidt skæg, gammel og lidt bøjet; væbnet er han med rundt skjold, sværd og spyd.)
 

SIGURD 

(træder først ind, ser sig om, får øje på nøstet, går raskt derhen og prøver at bryde døren op). 
 

ØRNULF 

(kommer tilsyne på fjeldet, studser ved at se Sigurd, synes at genkende ham, stiger ned og råber): 
 Vig marken, hærmand!
 

SIGURD 

(vender sig om, lægger hånden på sværdet og svarer): 
 Det var første gang ifald jeg gjorde det!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Du skal og må! Jeg trænger nøstet til nattely for mine stivfrosne mænd.
 

SIGURD. 
 Og jeg for en mødig kvinde.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Mine mænd er mere værd end dine kvinder!
 

SIGURD. 
 Så må skoggangsmænd stå højt i pris på Helgeland!
 

ØRNULF 

(hæver spydet). 
 Dyrt skal du bøde for de ord!
 

SIGURD 

(drager sit sværd). 
 Nu vil det gå dig ilde, gubbe! 

(Ørnulf styrter ind på ham, Sigurd forsvarer sig.)


(Dagny og nogle af Sigurds mænd kommer fra stranden; Ørnulfs seks sønner fra fjeldene til højre.)
 

DAGNY 

(der er lidt foran, klædt i rød kjortel, blå kåbe og forværks hætte, råber ned til skibene): 
 Op alle Sigurds mænd! Min husbond strides med en fremmed!
 

ØRNULFS SØNNER. 
 Til hjælp for gubben! 

(de stiger ned.)
 

SIGURD 

(til sine mænd). 
 Bliv hvor I er; jeg magter ham vel alene!
 

ØRNULF 

(til sønnerne). 
 Lad mig slås i fred! (farer ind på Sigurd.) Jeg vil se dit blod!
 

SIGURD. 
 Se først dit eget! 

(sårer ham i armen, så at spydet falder.)
 

ØRNULF. 
 Godt var det hugget, hærmand! 
 Snygt du sværdet svinger, 
 hvast du véd at ramme; 
 Sigurd selv, hin stærke, 
 står for dig tilskamme!
 

SIGURD 

(smilende). 
 Så er skammen ham til hæder!
 

ØRNULFS SØNNER 

(med et udråb af forundring). 
 Sigurd selv! Sigurd hin stærke!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Men hvassere ramte du den nat, du rante Dagny, min datter! 

(kaster hætten tilbage.)
 

SIGURD OG HANS MÆND. 
 Ørnulf fra Fjordene!
 

DAGNY 

(glad, men dog med et udtryk af uro). 
 Min fader og mine brødre!
 

SIGURD. 
 Stil dig bag ved mig.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det gøres ikke behov. (nærmer sig til Sigurd.) Jeg drog kendsel på dig så såre du kom mig for øje, derfor ypped jeg strid; prøve vilde jeg om rygtet sagde sandt, når det nævnte dig som den djærveste idrætsmand i Norge. Nå, fred og forlig være mellem os!
 

SIGURD. 
 Bedst, ifald det så kunde føje sig.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Der er min hånd. Du er en ypperlig kæmpe; så ramme hug har ingen før skiftet med gamle Ørnulf.
 

SIGURD 

(ryster hans fremrakte hånd). 
 Lad det være de sidste sværdhug, der skiftes mellem os to. Og hermed byder jeg dig selvdømme i den sag, der er os imellem; er du villig til at vælge de vilkår?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det er jeg, og ret nu skal tvisten jævnes. (til de øvrige.) Så gøres da vitterligt for alle, hvad sagen gælder. For fem vintre siden lå Sigurd og Gunnar herse som vikinger på Island og havde fredland der den vinter tæt under min gård. Da rante Gunnar med vold og sned min fosterdatter, Hjørdis; men du, Sigurd, tog Dagny, mit eget barn, og sejlede bort med hende. For dette ran dømmes du til at bøde tre hundrede i sølv, og skal med det din ufredsgerning være sonet.
 

SIGURD. 
 Billige kår tykkes mig at være, hvad du der byder; de tre hundrede skal jeg udrede og lægger til en bræmmet silkekåbe; det er en kongegave fra Ædhelstan i England og så god, som nogen mand har båret den på Island.
 

DAGNY. 
 Ret så, min bolde husbond; og tak, du, min fader; nu først er jeg frejdig tilsinds! 

(hun trykker faderens og brødrenes hænder og taler sagte med dem.)
 

ØRNULF. 
 Så stå da forliget ved magt mellem os, og skal Dagny efter denne tid være fuldt så hæderlig at agte, som var hun dig lovligt fæstet med sine frænders minde.
 

SIGURD. 
 Og på mig kan du nu lide, som på din egen æt!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det tænker jeg forvisst jeg kan, og vil på stand friste, hvor god du er mig.
 

SIGURD. 
 Rede skal du finde mig; sig frem, – hvad kræver du?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Din hjælp i råd og dåd. Jeg har stævnet hid til Helgeland for at søge Gunnar herse og kræve ransbøder for Hjørdis.
 

SIGURD 

(overrasket). 
 Gunnar!
 

DAGNY 

(ligeså). 
 Og Hjørdis, – hvor er de at finde?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hjemme på Gunnars gård, tænker jeg.
 

SIGURD. 
 Og den ligger –?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ikke mange pileskud borte; har du ikke vidst det?
 

SIGURD 

(med undertrykt bevægelse). 
 Tilvisse, nej! Sparsomt har jeg spurgt fra Gunnar siden vi sidst sejled fra Island sammen. Vidt foer jeg i viking og tjente mange konger udenlands, medens Gunnar sad hjemme. Hid under land kom jeg i dag i lysingen, fordreven af uvejret; at Gunnar havde sin fædrenegård her nordpå var mig nok vitterligt, men –
 

DAGNY 

(til Ørnulf). 
 Og i det ærend foer du hjemmefra?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Så er det. (til Sigurd.) At vi to mødtes har været et værk af de vældige deroppe; de vilde det så. Havde jeg tænkt på at søge dig, så vidste jeg lidet hvor du var at finde.
 

SIGURD 

(tankefuld). 
 Vel sandt, vel sandt! – Men nu den sag med Gunnar, – sig mig, Ørnulf, tænker du at drive den stærkt, af al formue, både med godt og ondt?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det må jeg gøre. Hør til, Sigurd, hvad jeg vil sige dig. Isommer red jeg tilthings og der var mange hæderlige mænd tilstede. Da thingdagene var tilende, sad jeg i boden og drak sammen med mine herredsmænd, og så kom kvinderanet på tale; hånlige ord måtte jeg høre, fordi jeg lod den tort sidde uhævnet på mig så lang en tid. Da blev jeg vred, svor at fare til Norge, søge Gunnar og kræve bod eller hævn for ranet og aldrig fare hjem til Island igen, før jeg havde vidst at fremme min sag.
 

SIGURD. 
 Ja, ja! står det så, da skønner jeg nok at sagen må drives stærkt ifald det trænges om.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det må den; men ubillig skal jeg ikke være, og Gunnar er mig nævnt som en hæderlig mand. Glad er jeg også at jeg foer i denne færd; tiden faldt mig lang på Island tilslut; derude på de blå vande var jeg bleven gammel og grå, det bares mig for som jeg måtte ud på dem engang til førend jeg –; nå ja, – Bergthora, min gode hustru, var jo død for længe siden, mine ældste sønner foer hver sommer i viking, og da nu Thorolf vokste til –
 

DAGNY 

(glad). 
 Thorolf er med? Hvor er han?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ude på skibet. (peger mod baggrunden til højre.) Der skal du se en gut; stor og stærk og fager er han bleven siden du sad hjemme. Det vil blive en ypperlig idrætsmand, Sigurd; han vil komme til at ligne dig.
 

DAGNY 

(smilende). 
 Det er nu som før, skønner jeg; stedse stod Thorolf dit hjerte nærmest.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Han er den yngste og sin moder lig, deraf kommer det.
 

SIGURD. 
 Men sig mig nu, – dit ærend hos Gunnar herse, – tænker du alt idag –?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Heller idag end imorgen. Med rimelige bøder skal jeg være fornøjet; vægrer Gunnar sig ved sligt forlig, så får han friste de kår, som følger på. 

(Kåre bonde kommer ilsomt ind fra højre; han er klædt i grå vadmelskofte og sid filthat; i hånden holder han en afbrudt gerdestav.)
 

KÅRE. 
 Godt møde, hærmænd!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hærmænds møde skattes sjelden godt.
 

KÅRE. 
 Er I hæderlige mænd, så tilsiger I mig fred iblandt jer; Gunnar herses husfolk står mig efter livet!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Gunnar herse!
 

SIGURD. 
 Så har du øvet ondt imod ham!
 

KÅRE. 
 Min ret har jeg øvet. Vi holdt udgangskvæg sammen på en holme tæt under land; Gunnars folk tog mine bedste okser bort, og en af mændene skældte mig for en træl; så bar jeg våben på ham og fældte ham.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det var lovlig gerning.
 

KÅRE. 
 Men nu imorges kom hans karle mod mig med ufred; lykken var mig god, så jeg blev varslet itide og slap bort; dog, stakket frist kan jeg vente, for mine avindsmænd leder om mig.
 

SIGURD. 
 Lidet kan jeg tro dig, bonde! I fordums tid kendte jeg Gunnar så godt som mig selv, og det véd jeg: aldrig øved han uskel mod fredelig mand.
 

KÅRE. 
 Gunnar har ingen del i al den ufærd, han er sønderpå landet; nej, det er Hjørdis, hans hustru –
 

DAGNY. 
 Hjørdis!
 

ØRNULF 

(mumlende). 
 Ja, ja, det kunde ligne hende!
 

KÅRE. 
 Gunnar bød jeg bod for trællen, og den var han villig til at tage, men så kom Hjørdis til, ægged sin husbond med mange hånlige ord og hindred forliget; siden drog Gunnar sørpå, og imorges –
 

SIGURD 

(ser ud til venstre). 
 Der kommer vejfarende mænd nordefter, er det ikke –?
 

KÅRE. 
 Det er Gunnar herse selv!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Vær du trøstig, jeg tænker nok, jeg skal få jer forligte. 

(Gunnar herse, med nogle mænd, kommer fra venstre. Han er klædt husdragt, brun kjortel, sokkebrog, blå kappe og bred hat; af våben har han kun en liden håndøkse.)
 

GUNNAR 

(standser forundret og uviss ved synet af de forsamlede). 
 Ørnulf fra Fjordene! Ja forsandt –!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Der ser du ret nok.
 

GUNNAR 

(træder nærmere). 
 Nu da, hil og sæl på min grund, ifald du kommer med fred.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Vil du som jeg, så skal ingen ufred øves.
 

SIGURD 

(nærmer sig). 
 Vel mødt, Gunnar!
 

GUNNAR 

(glad). 
 Sigurd – fosterbroder! (ryster hans hånd.) Ja, er du med, da véd jeg visst, at Ørnulf kommer med fred. (til Ørnulf.) Ræk mig hånden, gubbe! Hvad ærend du har her nordpå er ikke svært at skønne; det gælder Hjørdis, din fosterdatter.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Som du siger; stor tort voldtes mig, da du foer med hende fra Island uden at søge mit minde.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Du kommer med ret og skel; har svenden flængt, så får manden flikke. Længe har jeg ventet dig, Ørnulf, for den sags skyld, og kan bøder gøre det, så skal vi snart forliges.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det mener jeg med. Ørnulf vil være rimelig.
 

GUNNAR 

(med varme). 
 Det må du, gubbe; skulde du værdsætte hende som det bør sig, da vilde ikke alt mit gods forslå!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Jeg skal rette mig efter lov og vedtægt, det kan du lide på. Men nu en anden sag; (peger på Kåre.) ser du den mand der?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Kåre bonde! (til Ørnulf.) Du véd da, der er ufred mellem os?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Dine mænd har ranet hans kvæg, og for ran bør bødes.
 

GUNNAR. 
 For drab ligeså; han har dræbt min træl.
 

KÅRE. 
 Fordi han håned mig.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Jeg har sagt mig rede til forlig.
 

KÅRE. 
 Men det havde ikke Hjørdis sind til, og imorges, mens du var borte, faldt hun over mig og står mig nu efter livet.
 

GUNNAR 

(opbragt). 
 Er det sandt du siger; har hun –?
 

KÅRE. 
 Hvert ord er sandt.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Derfor bad bonden om min bistand, og den skal være ham sikret.
 

GUNNAR 

(efter et øjebliks betænkning). 
 Hæderligt har du handlet mod mig, Ørnulf; det er derfor billigt, at jeg føjer mig efter din vilje. Hør mig, Kåre bonde, jeg er villig til at lade trællens drab og al den ulempe, der er voldt dig, gå op mod hinanden.
 

KÅRE 

(rækker Gunnar hånden). 
 Det er gode kår; dem tager jeg imod.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Og fred skal han have for dig og dine?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Fred hjemme og hvorhelst han ellers færdes.
 

SIGURD 

(peger ud til højre). 
 Se der!
 

GUNNAR 

(misfornøjet). 
 Det er Hjørdis!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Med væbnede karle!
 

KÅRE. 
 Hun søger mig! 

(Hjørdis med en flok huskarle. Hun er sortklædt, i kjortel, kåbe og hætte; karlene er væbnede med sværd og økser, selv bærer hun et let spyd i hånden).
 

HJØRDIS 

(standser ved indgangen). 
 Mandstærke mødes vi her, som det lader!
 

DAGNY 

(iler hende imøde). 
 Hil og sæl, Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS 

(koldt). 
 Tak. Jeg har alt spurgt, at du ikke var langt borte. (træder nærmere, idet hun kaster et skarpt blik over de forsamlede.) Gunnar og – Kåre, min avindsmand, – Ørnulf og hans sønner, og – (idet hun får øje på Sigurd, farer hun næsten umærkeligt sammen, tier lidt, men fatter sig og siger:) Nu, mange ser jeg her, som jeg drager kendsel på, – men ikke véd jeg, hvem der er mig bedst sindet.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Vel nok sindet er vi dig alle.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hvis så er, da vil du ikke nægte at give Kåre i min husbonds vold.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det gøres ikke behov.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Der er nu fred og forlig mellem os.
 

HJØRDIS 

(med undertrykt spot). 
 Forlig? Nu ja, jeg véd du er en klog mand, Gunnar! Kåre har truffet mandstærke venner, og så skønner jeg nok det tyktes dig tryggest –
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det nytter lidet at ægge mig med hånord! (med vægt.) Kåre har fred for os!
 

HJØRDIS 

(tvinger sig). 
 Godt og vel; har du tilsagt ham fred, så må løftet holdes.
 

GUNNAR 

(stærkt, men dog uden heftighed). 
 Det må det og det skal det!
 

ØRNULF 

(til Hjørdis). 
 Og der blev så halvvejs sluttet et forlig til, før du kom.
 

HJØRDIS 

(skarpt). 
 Mellem dig og Gunnar?
 

ØRNULF 

(nikker). 
 Det gjaldt dig.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Vel kan jeg vide hvad det gjaldt; men det siger jeg dig, min fosterfader, aldrig skal det spørges, at Gunnar herse lod sig skræmme, fordi du kom med våbenfolk til landet; var du kommen som enlig, vejfarende mand i vor stue, så kunde tvisten lettere jevnes.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ørnulf og hans sønner kommer med fred.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Kan så være, men på andet sæt vil det lyde i folkemunde, og du selv, Gunnar, stoled nok ikke så stærkt på freden igår, da du skikked Egil, vor søn, sørpå såsnart det spurgtes at Ørnulf lå i fjorden med hærskib.
 

SIGURD 

(til Gunnar). 
 Du har skikket din søn sørpå?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ja, for at han kunde være tryg, ifald Ørnulf faldt over os!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ikke skulde du spotte med det, Hjørdis; hvad Gunnar har gjort turde være klog mands gerning, såfremt du hindrer forliget.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Lykken råder for livet. Lad times hvad der vil; men heller vil jeg falde, end frelse livet ved fejgt forlig.
 

DAGNY. 
 Sigurd giver bod og vil ikke kaldes ringere mand for det.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Sigurd må selv vide bedst, hvad hans hæder kan tåle.
 

SIGURD. 
 Om det skal jeg aldrig trænge til at mindes.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Sigurd er en navnkundig drabsmand, men djærvere dåd øved Gunnar, da han dræbte hvidbjørnen udenfor mit bur.
 

GUNNAR 

(med et forlegent blik på Sigurd). 
 Ja ja, lad det så være!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Vel sandt, det er den djærveste dåd, nogen mand har øvet på Island, og derfor –
 

SIGURD. 
 Nu ja, lettere kan Gunnar da lempe sig uden at kaldes ræd.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Skal bod gives, så skal og bod kræves. Gunnar, du drages til minde, hvad du engang har lovet!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ilde betænkt var det løfte; kræver du at det skal holdes?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Holdes skal det, ifald vi to skal leve under tag sammen efter denne dag. Så vid da, Ørnulf, skal bod gives for din fosterdatters ran, så skal du også bøde, fordi du dræbte Jøkul, min fader, og tog alt hans gods og eje!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Jøkul faldt i ærlig holmgang; værre tort gjorde dine frænder mig, da de skikked dig ukendt til Island og fik mig til at knæsætte dig.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hæder og ingen tort havde du af at fostre Jøkuls datter.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Idel ufred har jeg havt deraf, det véd jeg.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Værre ufred tør times dig nu, ifald –
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ikke kom jeg hid for at kives med kvinder! – Gunnar, hør nu mit sidste ord; er du villig til at bøde for kvinderanet?
 

HJØRDIS 

(til Gunnar). 
 Kom det ihu, som du har lovet!
 

GUNNAR 

(til Ørnulf). 
 Du hører, jeg har gjort et løfte og det må jeg –
 

ØRNULF 

(forbitret). 
 Nok, nok! Aldrig skal det siges mig på, at jeg gav bod for ærligt drab!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med kraft). 
 Så trodser vi dig og dine!
 

ØRNULF 

(med stigende vrede). 
 Og hvem har her ret til at kræve bod for Jøkul? Hvor findes hans frænder? Ingen af dem er ilive! Hvo er hans lovlige eftermålsmand?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det er Gunnar på mine vegne!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Gunnar! Ja, var du fæstet til ham med din fosterfaders samtykke, eller havde han bødet for ranet, så var han lovlig eftermålsmand, men –
 

DAGNY 

(angst og bønligt). 
 Fader, fader!
 

SIGURD 

(hurtigt). 
 Tal ikke ud!
 

ØRNULF 

(med hævet stemme). 
 Jo, højt skal det siges! Hærtagen kvinde har ingen lovlig husbond!
 

GUNNAR 

(med heftighed). 
 Ørnulf!
 

HJØRDIS 

(i vildt udbrud). 
 Forhånet! beskæmmet! (med dirrende stemme.) Det – det skal du komme til at angre!
 

ØRNULF 

(vedblivende). 
 Hærtagen kvinde er kun at agte som frilleviv efter loven! Vil du vinde hæderligere kår, så må du –
 

HJØRDIS 

(tvinger sig). 
 Nej, Ørnulf, bedre véd jeg, hvad der skikker sig. Er jeg kun at agte for Gunnars frille, – godt og vel, så må han hædre sig med dåd, – hædre sig så højt med dåd, at mine kår ingen skam volder mig! Og vogt dig nu, Ørnulf; her skilles vore veje, men våben skal jeg lade bære på dig og dine så tidt det så kan føje sig, utryg skal du være både på liv og lemmer, og det skal hver og en som – (med et hvast blik til Kåre.) Kåre bonde! Nu ja, Ørnulf tog sig af din sag, og der er fred mellem os, men ikke vil jeg råde dig til at komme hjem med det første; den dræbte har mange hævnere, og let kunde det hænde sig at – ja, nu har jeg varet dig for faren, bær så hvad der følger på. Kom, Gunnar, ruste os må vi nu. En berømmelig dåd har du øvet på Island, men større dåd må her øves, ifald ikke din – din frille skal skamme sig over dig og over sig selv!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Vær sindig, Hjørdis; usømmeligt er det at te sig så!
 

DAGNY 

(bedende). 
 Bliv, fostersøster, – bliv; jeg vil tale min fader tilrette!
 

HJØRDIS 

(uden at høre på hende). 
 Hjemad, hjemad! Aldrig blev det mig spået, at jeg skulde friste livet som en ussel frilleviv; men skal jeg bære dette liv og denne skændsel, bære det en eneste dag længere, så må min husbond øve noget – noget, som gør ham navnkundigere end alle andre mænd! 

(går ud til højre.)
 

GUNNAR 

(dæmpet). 
 Sigurd, ét må du love; vi tales ved, før du farer fra landet. 

(går med sine mænd til højre.)


(Uvejret er under det foregående ophørt; middagssolen ses som en rød skive dybt nede ved havranden.)
 

ØRNULF 

(truende). 
 Dyr skal den færd blive dig, fosterdatter!
 

DAGNY. 
 Fader, fader! Du har da ikke ondt isinde!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Slip mig du! Nu, Sigurd, nu vil der mere end bøder til mellem mig og Gunnar!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hvad agter du at gøre?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det véd jeg ikke; men langvejs skal det spørges, at Ørnulf fra Fjordene har gæstet Gunnar herse!
 

SIGURD 

(med rolig fasthed). 
 Kan hænde; men det siger jeg dig, Ørnulf, bære våben på ham skal du aldrig, sålænge jeg er ilive!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ikke det! Om jeg nu så vil det!
 

SIGURD. 
 Ej skal det ske, – end ikke om du så vil det.
 

ØRNULF 

(heftigt). 
 Godt; hold du sammen med mine uvenner, jeg drister mig endda til at gå mod jer alle!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hør mig vel, Ørnulf; den dag skal du ikke leve, da vi to strides sammen; hæderligt forlig er der mellem os, Dagny er mig kærere end våben og guld, og aldrig skal jeg glemme, at du er hendes nærmeste frænde.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det vented jeg af dig, djærve Sigurd!
 

SIGURD. 
 Men Gunnar er min fosterbroder; fred og venskab har vi svoret hinanden. Både i strid og i fredsomme kår har vi fristet lykken tilhobe, og han er mig kærest af alle mænd; hærfærd huer han ikke, så bold han end er; – nu godt, mig kender I alle, om mig véd I, at jeg ikke ræddes for ufred; men her står jeg frem, Ørnulf, og beder om forlig for Gunnar. Gør mig til vilje i denne sag!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det kan jeg ikke; jeg måtte jo gå til spot for alle kæmper, ifald jeg foer tomhændet til Island!
 

SIGURD. 
 Tomhændet skal du ikke fare. Her i viken ligger mine to langskibe med alt det gods, jeg har vundet i viking; der findes mange kostelige kongegaver, kister med gode våben og andet ypperligt løsøre; tag du det ene skib, vælg det du tykkes bedst om, det skal være dit med alt hvad som findes ombord, – lad det være bod for Hjørdis og lad Gunnar fare med fred.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Brave Sigurd, det vil du gøre for Gunnar!
 

SIGURD. 
 For en fuldtro ven kan ingen mand gøre formeget.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Give dit halve gods og eje!
 

SIGURD 

(indstændigt). 
 Tag det hele, begge mine skibe, alt hvad der er mit, og lad mig fare med dig til Island som den fattigste mand i dit følge; hvad jeg giver, kan jeg vinde ind igen; men øver du hærværk mod Gunnar, så bliver jeg aldrig glad mere. Nu, Ørnulf, hvad svarer du?
 

ØRNULF 

(betænker sig). 
 To gode langskibe, våben og løsøre, – af gods får ingen mand for meget, men –, (heftigt) nej, nej, – Hjørdis har truet mig; jeg vil ikke! Uhæderligt var det, om jeg tog din ejendom!
 

SIGURD. 
 Men hør dog først –
 

ØRNULF. 
 Nej, siger jeg! Selv må jeg fremme min ret; lad så lykken råde.
 

KÅRE 

(træder nærmere). 
 Vennesæle råd er det Sigurd giver, men vil du fremme din ret efter bedste evne, så kan jeg råde bedre. Regn aldrig på bøder, så længe Hjørdis har noget at sige; men hævn kan du få, ifald du vil lyde mig.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hævn? Hvad råder du da til?
 

SIGURD. 
 Til ondt, det ser jeg nok!
 

DAGNY 

(til Ørnulf). 
 Hør ikke på ham!
 

KÅRE. 
 Hjørdis har sagt mig fredløs, med list vil hun stå mig efter livet; lover du at værge mig siden, så vil jeg inat gå til Gunnars gård og brænde folkene inde. Er det efter dit sind?
 

SIGURD. 
 Niding!
 

ØRNULF 

(roligt). 
 Efter mit sind? Véd du, Kåre, hvad der er mere efter mit sind? (tordnende) At hugge næse og øren af dig, du usle træl! Lidet kender du gamle Ørnulf, ifald du mener, at han vil være halvt om slig skændselsgerning!
 

KÅRE 

(der er vegen tilbage). 
 Falder ikke du over Gunnar, så falder han over dig!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det har jeg næver og våben til at hindre.
 

SIGURD 

(til Kåre). 
 Og nu, bort fra os! Hæderlige mænd har skam af dit samkvem!
 

KÅRE 

(ved udgangen). 
 Ja ja, jeg får da værge mig selv så godt jeg kan; men det siger jeg: angre vil I, om I farer frem med lempe; jeg kender Hjørdis, – og skal vel vide at ramme hende! 

(går ned til søen.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Han pønser på hævn. Sigurd, det må hindres!
 

ØRNULF 

(fortrædelig). 
 Å, lad ham gøre hvad ham lyster; hun er ikke bedre værd!
 

DAGNY. 
 Det mener du ikke; kom ihu, du har dog fostret hende.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Usalig var den time jeg tog hende under mit tag; det begynder at gå som Jøkul sagde.
 

SIGURD. 
 Jøkul?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Jøkul, hendes fader. Da jeg gav ham banehugget, faldt han flad ned på græsvolden, så på mig og kvad: 
 Jøkuls æt skal Jøkuls bane 
 volde ve paa alle veje; 
 hvo der ejer Jøkuls skatte 
 skal ej glædes ved sit eje! 
 Da han så havde kvædet, taug han stille en stund og lo, og derpå døde han.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det skal du lidet agte.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ja ja, hvem véd! Der går et sikkert sagn om at Jøkul engang gav sine børn et ulvehjerte at æde, så at de blev gramme i hu; Hjørdis har forvisst fået sin del, det kendes på hende (standser ved at se ud til højre.) Gunnar! – Skal vi to stedes til møde igen!
 

GUNNAR 

(kommer). 
 Ja, Ørnulf, du får tænke om mig hvad du vil; men jeg kan ikke skilles fra dig som din uven.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hvad er din agt?
 

GUNNAR. 
 At række dig hånden til fred, før du rejser. Hør mig alle; følg mig hjem og bliv som gæster hos mig sålænge det lyster eder. På soverum og gildekost skorter det ikke, og om vor tvist skal hverken tales idag eller imorgen.
 

SIGURD. 
 Men Hjørdis?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Føjer sig efter min vilje; hun skifted sind på hjemvejen og mente som jeg, at vi nok kunde forliges, ifald I vilde gæste os.
 

DAGNY. 
 Ja, ja; så må det være!
 

SIGURD 

(tvivlrådig). 
 Men jeg véd dog ikke om –
 

DAGNY. 
 Gunnar er din fosterbroder; forsandt, jeg måtte kende dig ilde, ifald du vægrer dig.
 

GUNNAR 

(til Sigurd). 
 Venskab har du vist mig hvorhelst vi færdedes; du vil ikke dennegang være mig imod!
 

DAGNY. 
 Og at fare fra landet, medens Hjørdis sidder med had igen; – nej, nej, det må vi ikke!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Stor uret har jeg øvet mod Ørnulf; før det er gjort godt igen, får jeg ikke fred for mig selv.
 

SIGURD 

(heftigt). 
 Alt andet kan jeg gøre for dig, Gunnar, kun ikke at blive her! (fatter sig.) Jeg er kong Ædhelstans håndgangne mand, og jeg må til ham i England endnu i vinter.
 

DAGNY. 
 Men det kan du jo lige godt!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ingen véd hvad lod mænd kan møde; kan hænde, Sigurd, at det er sidste gang vi træffes, og angre vil du da, at du ikke var mig hjælpsom i det længste.
 

DAGNY. 
 Og sent vil du se mig glad, hvis du sejler bort idag.
 

SIGURD 

(bestemt). 
 Vel, lad så være! Det skal ske som I ønsker, endskønt, – dog, nu står det fast; der er min hånd; jeg bliver her, og skal gæste dig og Hjørdis.
 

GUNNAR 

(ryster hans hånd). 
 Tak, Sigurd, det vidste jeg vel. – Og du, Ørnulf, du siger som han?
 

ØRNULF 

(tvær). 
 Jeg skal tænke på det; bittert har Hjørdis krænket mig; – idag vil jeg ikke svare.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ja ja, gamle kæmpe, Sigurd og Dagny vil nok vide at glatte din pande. Nu bereder jeg gildet; far med fred sålænge, og vel mødt i min hal! 

(går ud til højre.)
 

SIGURD 

(for sig selv). 
 Hjørdis har skiftet sind, sagde han! Da kender han hende lidet; snarere må jeg tro, at hun pønser på – (afbryder og vender sig til mændene.) Nu, følg mig alle til skibene; gode gaver vil jeg vælge for Gunnar og hans husfolk.
 

DAGNY. 
 Gaver af det bedste vi ejer. Og du, min fader, – ja du får ikke fred for mig, før du føjer dig. 

(Hun går med Sigurd og mændene ned til søen i baggrunden.)
 

ØRNULF. 
 Føjer mig? Ja, havde Gunnar ingen kvindfolk i huset, så – ha, vidste jeg ret at ramme hende! – Thorolf, kommer du hid!
 

THOROLF 

(der raskt er trådt ind). 
 Som du ser! Er det sandt der spørges, har du været til møde med Gunnar herse?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ja!
 

THOROLF. 
 Og har nu strid med ham?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hm, i det mindste med Hjørdis.
 

THOROLF. 
 Så vær trøstig; nu får du hævn!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hævn? Hvem hævner mig?
 

THOROLF. 
 Hør kun; jeg stod på skibet, da kom en mand løbende med en stav i hånden og råbte: „Hører du til Ørnulfs hærskib, så hils ham fra Kåre bonde og sig, at nu tager jeg hævn for os begge.” Derpå gik han i en båd og roede bort, idet han sagde: „Tyve fredløse mænd ligger i fjorden; med dem går jeg sørpå, og inden kvældstid skal ikke Hjørdis have nogen afkom at rose sig af.”
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det sagde han! Ha, ha, nu skønner jeg; Gunnar har skikket sin søn bort, Kåre ligger i ufred med ham –
 

THOROLF. 
 Og nu roer han efter og dræber gutten!
 

ØRNULF 

(rask besluttet). 
 Afsted alle; det bytte vil vi strides om!
 

THOROLF. 
 Hvad har du isinde?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Lad mig om det; det skal blive mig, og ikke Kåre, som tager hævn!
 

THOROLF. 
 Jeg går med dig!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Nej, du følger Sigurd og din søster til Gunnars gård.
 

THOROLF. 
 Sigurd? Er han her i landet?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Der ser du hans hærskibe; vi er forligte; – du følger ham.
 

THOROLF. 
 Til dine uvenner?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Gå du kun til gildet. Nu skal Hjørdis lære gamle Ørnulf at kende! Men hør, Thorolf, for ingen nævner du det, jeg nu har isinde; hører du, for ingen!
 

THOROLF. 
 Det lover jeg.
 

ØRNULF 

(tager hans hånd og ser kærligt på ham). 
 Farvel da, min vakkre gut; te dig høvisk i gildehuset, så jeg har hæder af dig. Unødig tale skal du ikke føre; men det du mæler, skal være hvast som en sværdsæg. Vær vennesæl sålænge godt vises dig; men ægges du, da skal du ikke tie dertil. Drik ikke mere end du kan bære; men vis heller ikke hornet fra dig, når det bydes med måde, på det at du ikke skal holdes for en kvindekarl.
 

THOROLF. 
 Nej, vær du tryg!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Så, gå nu til gildet i Gunnars gård. Jeg kommer også til gilde, og det på den vis, som mindst ventes. (muntert til de andre.) Afsted, ulvunger; slib jeres tænder, – nu skal I få blod at drikke! 

(Han går med de ældre sønner til højre i baggrunden.)


(Sigurd og Dagny kommer i prægtige gildeklæder fra stranden, fulgte af to mænd, der bærer en kiste; mændene går straks tilbage igen.)
 

THOROLF 

(ser efter faderen). 
 Nu farer de alle ud for at slåes, og jeg må ikke gå med; det er tungt at være den yngste i ætten. – Dagny, hil og sæl dig, søster min!
 

DAGNY. 
 Thorolf! Alle gode vætter, – du er jo bleven voksen!
 

THOROLF. 
 Nu ja, i fem år skulde jeg vel mene –
 

DAGNY. 
 Ja ja, du siger sandt.
 

SIGURD 

(rækker ham hånden). 
 I dig får Ørnulf en rask svend, hvis jeg ikke fejler.
 

THOROLF. 
 Vilde han bare prøve mig, så –
 

DAGNY 

(smilende). 
 Men han sparer dig mere, end du har sind til; jeg mindes nok, han har dig fast altfor kær.
 

SIGURD. 
 Hvor gik han hen?
 

THOROLF. 
 Ned til skibet; – afsted nu, han kommer siden!
 

SIGURD. 
 Jeg venter på mine mænd, de bringer varer op og fæster skibene.
 

THOROLF. 
 Der må jeg hjælpe til! 

(går ned til søen.)
 

SIGURD 

(efter en kort betænkning). 
 Dagny, min hustru, nu er vi i enrum; jeg har ting at sige dig, som ikke længer må dølges.
 

DAGNY 

(forundret). 
 Hvad mener du?
 

SIGURD. 
 Farlig tør den blive, denne færd til Gunnars gård.
 

DAGNY. 
 Farlig? Tænker du at Gunnar –?
 

SIGURD. 
 Gunnar er bold og brav; nej nej, – men bedre var det, ifald jeg havde faret herfra uden at gæste ham.
 

DAGNY. 
 Du gør mig ræd! Sigurd, hvad er det!
 

SIGURD. 
 Svar mig først på ét. Den guldring, som jeg engang gav dig, hvor har du den?
 

DAGNY 

(viser den frem). 
 Her om armen; du bød mig bære den.
 

SIGURD. 
 Kast den på havets bund, så dybt at den aldrig findes; thi den kan blive mange mænds bane!
 

DAGNY, 
 Ringen!
 

SIGURD 

(dæmpet). 
 Den kvæld, da kvinderanet gik for sig hos din fader, – du mindes vel –
 

DAGNY. 
 Om jeg mindes!
 

SIGURD. 
 Det er om det jeg vil tale.
 

DAGNY 

(spændt). 
 Hvad er det; sig frem!
 

SIGURD. 
 Du véd, der havde været gilde; tidligt gik du til sovestuen; men Hjørdis blev siddende ved drikkebordet mellem mændene. Flittigt gik hornet rundt, og allehånde stærke løfter blev svorne. Jeg svor at føre en fager mø fra Island, når jeg rejste; Gunnar svor det samme som jeg og gav drikken til Hjørdis. Da tog hun ved hornet, stod op og gjorde det løfte, at ingen kæmpe skulde eje hende til viv, undtagen den, som gik til hendes bur, dræbte hvidbjørnen, som der stod bunden ved døren, og bar hende bort på sine arme.
 

DAGNY. 
 Ja ja, det véd jeg!
 

SIGURD. 
 Men alle mente de, at det var ugørligt; thi bjørnen var det vildeste udyr; ingen uden Hjørdis kunde komme den nær, og den havde tyve mænds styrke.
 

DAGNY. 
 Men Gunnar fældte den dog, og blev navnkundig over alle lande for den dåd.
 

SIGURD 

(dæmpet). 
 Det blev han, – men – jeg øved dåden!
 

DAGNY 

(med et udråb). 
 Du!
 

SIGURD. 
 Da mændene gik fra gildestuen, bad Gunnar mig følge med til enetale i soverummet. Da sagde han: „Hjørdis er mig kærere, end alle kvinder; jeg kan ikke leve uden hende.” Jeg svared ham; „Så gå til hendes bur; du véd de vilkår hun har sat.” Men han sagde: „Kvindekær mand skatter livet højt; uvisst blev udfaldet, om jeg gik mod bjørnen, og jeg ræddes for at lade livet nu; thi så mistede jeg Hjørdis med.” Længe talte vi sammen, og enden blev, at Gunnar gjorde sit skib rede, men jeg drog mit sværd, tog Gunnars hærklæder på og gik til buret.
 

DAGNY 

(med stolt glæde). 
 Og du – du blev bjørnens bane!
 

SIGURD. 
 Det blev jeg. I buret var mørkt, som under ravnens vinger; Hjørdis mente det var Gunnar, som sad hos hende, – hed var hun af mjøden, – hun drog en ring af sin arm og gav mig; – det er den, du nu bærer.
 

DAGNY 

(nølende). 
 Og du blev natten over i buret hos Hjørdis?
 

SIGURD. 
 Mit sværd lå draget mellem os. (kort ophold.) Før dagen gryede, bar jeg Hjørdis til Gunnars skib; vor list mærked hun ikke, og han sejled bort med hende. Derpå gik jeg til din sovestue og fandt dig der blandt dine kvinder; – nu, hvad siden fulgte, det véd du; jeg foer fra Island med en fager mø, som jeg havde svoret, og du har siden trofast fulgt mig, hvor jeg stævned hen.
 

DAGNY 

(i bevægelse). 
 Bolde husbond! Du øved hin stordåd; – o, det burde jeg tænkt: ingen, uden du, var dertil istand! Hjørdis, denne stolte og ypperlige kvinde, kunde du vundet, og kåred dog mig! Tifold kærere måtte du være mig nu, ifald du ikke alt var mig det kæreste i verden!
 

SIGURD. 
 Dagny, min gode hustru, nu véd du alt – hvad som trænges. Jeg måtte vare dig; thi ringen, – lad den aldrig komme Hjørdis for øje! Vil du gøre mig til vilje, så kast den ud – dybt på havbunden!
 

DAGNY. 
 Nej, Sigurd, dertil er den mig for kær; den er jo en skænk fra dig! Men vær du tryg, jeg skal dølge den for alles øjne, og aldrig skal jeg røbe, hvad du her har sagt mig. 

(Thorolf kommer fra skibene med Sigurds mænd.)
 

THOROLF. 
 Alt er rede til gildefærden!
 

DAGNY. 
 Kom da, Sigurd, – du ædle, djærve kæmpe!
 

SIGURD. 
 Rolig, Dagny, – rolig! I din magt står det nu, om færden skal endes med fred eller mandefald! (raskt til de øvrige.) Afsted alle til gildet i Gunnars gård! 

(går med Dagny til højre; de andre følger efter.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Gildestuen hos Gunnar herse. Udgangsdøren er i baggrunden; mindre døre på sidevæggene. I forgrunden til venstre det store højsæde, ligeoverfor dette, til højre, det mindre. Midt på gulvet brænder en stokild på en muret grue. I baggrunden på begge sider af døren er forhøjninger for husets kvinder. Fra begge højsæder langs stuevæggene op mod baggrunden strækker sig to lange borde med bænke om. Det er mørkt udenfor; stokilden oplyser stuen.) 
 

(Hjørdis og Dagny kommer ind fra højre.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Nej, Hjørdis, jeg skønner mig ikke på dig; nu har du vist mig om i gården; jeg véd ikke den ting det skorter dig på, og alt det du ejer er skønt og ypperligt; – hvor kan du så klage?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hm, sæt en ørn i bur og den vil bide i stængerne, enten de så er af jern eller guld.
 

DAGNY. 
 I en ting er du dog rigere end jeg; du har Egil, din lille gut.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Bedre ingen afkom, end en, der er uhæderlig født.
 

DAGNY. 
 Uhæderlig?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Mindes du ikke, hvad din fader sagde? Egil er en frillesøn; så var hans ord.
 

DAGNY. 
 Et ord i vrede, – hvor vil du agte på det!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Jo, jo, Ørnulf havde ret; Egil er veg; det kendes på ham, at han er ufrels født.
 

DAGNY. 
 Hjørdis, hvor kan du –!
 

HJØRDIS 

(uden at agte på hende). 
 Således mægter da skændselen at suge sig ind i blodet, ligesom edderen efter et ormebid. Der er andet malm i fribårne heltesønner; jeg har hørt om en dronning, som tog sin søn og syede ham kjortelen fast i kødet, uden at han blinked med øjnene derved. (med et ondskabsfuldt udtryk.) Dagny, det vil jeg prøve med Egil!
 

DAGNY 

(oprørt). 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS 

(leende). 
 Ha, ha, ha! Tænker du, det var mit alvor? (forandrer tonen). Men du må nu tro mig eller ikke, så kommer der stundom over mig en – en fristende lyst til slige gerninger; det må vel ligge i ætten, – thi jeg er jo af jøtunslægt, siges der. – Nå, sæt dig, Dagny; vidt har du faret om i de fem lange år; – sig mig, – i kongsgårdene var du vel mangengang til gæst?
 

DAGNY. 
 Det var jeg, – fornemmelig hos Ædhelstan i England.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Og var højt hædret overalt; sad på de ypperste sæder ved bordet?
 

DAGNY. 
 Det kan du vide. Som Sigurds hustru –
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ja, javist, – en berømmelig mand er Sigurd – skønt Gunnar står over ham.
 

DAGNY. 
 Gunnar?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Én dåd øved Gunnar, medens Sigurd ikke turde prøve derpå; – nå, lad det være; – men sig mig, når Sigurd foer i viking og du var med, – når du hørte sværdene suse i den hvasse leg, når blodet damped rødt på skibsdækket, – kom der så ikke over dig en utæmmelig lyst efter at strides blandt mændene; klædte du dig så ikke i hærklæder og tog våben i hånd?
 

DAGNY. 
 Aldrig! Hvad tænker du på? Jeg, en kvinde?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 En kvinde, en kvinde, – hm, der er ingen, som véd, hvad en kvinde er istand til! – Nu, en ting kan du dog sige mig, Dagny; thi det må du sikkert vide: Når en mand favner den kvinde, han har kær, – er det sandt, at da brænder hendes blod, hendes bryst banker, – svimler hun i sælsom fryd derved?
 

DAGNY 

(rødmende). 
 Hjørdis, hvor kan du –!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Nu da, sig mig –!
 

DAGNY. 
 Det tænker jeg forvisst du har fornummet.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ja, en gang, kun en eneste; det var hin nat, da Gunnar sad hos mig i buret; han krysted mig i favn, så brynjen brast, og da, da –!
 

DAGNY 

(udbrydende). 
 Hvad! Sigurd –!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Sigurd? Hvo taler om Sigurd? Jeg nævnte Gunnar, – hin nat, da kvinderanet –
 

DAGNY 

(fatter sig). 
 Ja ja, jeg mindes, – jeg véd vel –
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det var den eneste gang; aldrig, aldrig siden! Jeg tænkte, at jeg var slagen med trolddom; thi at Gunnar så kunde favne en kvinde, det – (standser og ser på Dagny.) Er du syg? Mig tykkes, du blir bleg og rød!
 

DAGNY. 
 Visst ikke, visst ikke!
 

HJØRDIS 

(uden at agte på hende). 
 Nej, i lystig ledingsfærd skulde jeg gået; det havde været bedre for mig, og – kan hænde for os alle. Det havde været et liv, fuldt og rigt! Undres du ikke, Dagny, ved at finde mig levende her? Ræddes du ikke ved at være i enrum med mig i stuen, nu da det er mørkt? Får du ikke de tanker, at jeg må være død i den lange tid, og at det er en genganger, som her står hos dig?
 

DAGNY 

(uhyggeligt tilmode). 
 Kom – lad os gå – til de andre!
 

HJØRDIS 

(tager hende i armen). 
 Nej bliv! Skønner du det, Dagny, at et menneske kan leve efter at have siddet her i fem nætter?
 

DAGNY. 
 Fem nætter?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Her nordpå er hver nat en vinter lang. (raskt med forandret udtryk.) Tro ellers ikke andet, end at her er vakkert nok! Du skal se syner her, som du aldrig har set i Englands kongsgårde; vi vil være sammen som søstre den tid du gæster mig; ned til havet skal vi gå, når uvejret ret begynder igen; du skal se bølgerne flyve mod land som vilde, hvidmankede heste, – og så hvalerne langt derude! De går mod hinanden, som kæmper i stål og plade! Ha, hvilken lyst at sidde som heksekvinde på hvalens ryg, at ride foran snekken, vække uvejr og lokke mændene i dybet ved fagre galdrekvad!
 

DAGNY. 
 O fy, Hjørdis, hvor kan du tale så!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Kan du kvæde galder, Dagny?
 

DAGNY 

(med afsky). 
 Jeg!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ja, jeg tænkte det; hvormed lokked du da Sigurd?
 

DAGNY. 
 Skændigt taler du mig til; jeg vil gå!
 

HJØRDIS 

(holder hende tilbage). 
 Fordi jeg skæmter! Nej, hør kun videre! Tænk dig, Dagny, at sidde om kvælden her ved lugen og høre på draugen, der græder i bådhuset; at sidde og vente og lytte på de døde mænds hjemfærd; thi her nordpå, her må de forbi. Det er de djærve mænd, der faldt i strid, de stærke kvinder, der ikke fristed livet tamt, som du og jeg; i storm og uvejr suser de gennem luften på sorte heste, med ringlende bjælder! (slår armene om hende og trykker hende vildt op til sig.) Ha, tænk dig, Dagny, at fare den sidste færd på så god en ganger!
 

DAGNY 

(idet hun river sig løs). 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis! Slip! Jeg vil ikke høre på dig!
 

HJØRDIS 

(leende). 
 Veg er du af sind og let at skræmme! 

(Gunnar kommer fra baggrunden med Sigurd og Thorolf.)
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ja, forsandt, nu er mine kår de bedste jeg véd; dig, Sigurd, min ærlige bolde broder har jeg fundet igen, fuldt så trofast som før; jeg har Ørnulfs ætling under mit tag, og gubben selv følger snart efter, ej så?
 

THOROLF. 
 Det loved han.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Så fattes mig kun, at liden Egil sad hjemme.
 

THOROLF. 
 Du har nok gutten kær; thi du nævner ham så tidt.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det har jeg; han er jo den eneste; og fager og vennesæl vil han blive.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Men ingen kæmpe.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Nu, nu, – det skal du ikke sige.
 

SIGURD. 
 Men at du skikked ham fra dig –
 

GUNNAR. 
 Gid jeg ikke havde gjort det! (halv sagte.) Men, Sigurd, det véd du nok: umandigt handler stundom den, der har en kær over alle ting. (højt.) Få mænd havde jeg på gården, og ingen af os kunde være tryg på livet, da det rygtedes, at Ørnulf lagde til landet med hærskib.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 En ting véd jeg, som bør frelses først, livet siden.
 

THOROLF. 
 Og det er?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hæder og rygte blandt mænd.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hjørdis!
 

SIGURD. 
 Ej skal det siges Gunnar på, at han har forspildt sin hæder ved denne gerning.
 

GUNNAR 

(strengt). 
 Det lykkes ingen at ægge mig mod Ørnulfs frænder!
 

HJØRDIS 

(smilende). 
 Hm; sig mig, Sigurd, – kan dit skib sejle med al slags vind?
 

SIGURD. 
 Ja, når det styres med kløgt.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Godt, jeg vil også styre mit skib med kløgt, og skal vel komme did, jeg ønsker. 

(går op i stuen.)
 

DAGNY 

(sagte og urolig). 
 Sigurd, lad os fare herfra – endnu ikvæld!
 

SIGURD. 
 Nu er det for sent; det var dig selv, som –
 

DAGNY. 
 Dengang havde jeg Hjørdis kær; men nu –; jeg har hørt ord af hende, som jeg ræddes ved at tænke på. 

(Sigurds mænd samt andre gæster, mænd og kvinder, huskarle og terner fra baggrunden.)
 

GUNNAR 

(efter en kort pause, der udfyldes med gensidige hilsninger o. s. v.). 
 Nu til drikkebordet! Min fornemste gæst, Ørnulf fra Fjordene, kommer siden; det har Thorolf tilsagt mig.
 

HJØRDIS 

(til husfolkene). 
 Lad øl og mjød bæres om, så løses tungen og sindet gøres lystigt. 
 (Gunnar fører Sigurd til højsædet til højre. Dagny sætter sig ved Sigurds højre side, Hjørdis ligeover for ham på den anden side af samme bord. Thorolf anvises plads på samme måde ved det andet bord og sidder altså lige for Gunnar, der sætter sig i det store højsæde. De øvrige tager plads opad mod baggrunden.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(efter et ophold, hvori man drikker sammen og tales sagte ved over bordet). 
 Sjelden hændes, at så mange djærve mænd sidder sammen, som nu ikvæld i stuen her. Godt vilde det derfor sømme sig at øve den gamle morskab: Lad hver mand nævne sine bedrifter, så må alle dømme sig imellem, hvo der er den ypperste.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Den skik er ej god i drikkelag; tidt voldes ufred derved.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ikke tænkte jeg, at Gunnar herse var ræd.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det tænker forvisst ingen; men sent blev vi færdige, skulde vi nævne vore bedrifter, så mange vi her er. Fortæl os heller, Gunnar, om din Bjarmelandsrejse; det er fuldgod bedrift at fare så langt nord, og gerne hører vi på dig.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Bjarmelandsrejsen er farmands værk og lidet sømmelig at nævne mellem kæmper. Nej, begynd du, Sigurd! Hvis jeg ikke skal tænke, at du nødig hører min husbond prises, så begynd! Sig frem; nævn den dåd du har øvet, og som du højest skatter.
 

SIGURD. 
 Nu, siden du tvinger mig, får det vel så være. Det er da at nævne, at jeg lå i viking under Orknø; der kom fiender imod os, men vi rydded skibene, og jeg stred alene mod otte mænd.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 God var den dåd; men var du fuldt rustet?
 

SIGURD. 
 Fuldt rustet, med økse, spyd og skjold.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 God var dåden endda. Nu må du, min husbond, nævne, hvad der tykkes dig hæderligst af dine bedrifter.
 

GUNNAR 

(uvillig). 
 Jeg vog to bersærker, som havde røvet et handelsskib; derpå sendte jeg de fangne farmænd hjem og gav dem skibet frit uden løsepenge. Kongen i England tyktes godt om den bedrift, sagde, jeg havde handlet hæderligt, og gav mig tak og gode gaver derfor.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Forsandt, Gunnar, bedre bedrift kunde du dog nævne.
 

GUNNAR 

(heftigt). 
 Jeg roser mig ikke af anden bedrift! Siden jeg sidst foer fra Island, har jeg levet i fred og drevet farmandsfærd. Der skal ikke nævnes mere herom!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ifald du selv dølger din hæder, så skal din hustru tale.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hjørdis, ti – jeg byder dig!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Sigurd stred mod otte mænd og var fuldt rustet; Gunnar gik til mit bur ved mørk nat, fældte bjørnen, som havde tyve mænds styrke, og bar dog kun et kort sakssværd i hånden.
 

GUNNAR 

(i stærkt oprør). 
 Kvinde, ikke et ord mere!
 

DAGNY 

(sagte). 
 Sigurd, vil du tåle –!
 

SIGURD 

(ligeså). 
 Vær rolig!
 

HJØRDIS 

(til de øvrige). 
 Og nu, I gæve mænd, – hvo er djærvest, Sigurd eller Gunnar?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Stille!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med hævet stemme). 
 Sig frem, det kræves med rette!
 

EN GAMMEL MAND 

(blandt gæsterne). 
 Skal sandhed siges, så er Gunnars dåd ypperligere end alt, hvad mænd har øvet; Gunnar er den djærveste helt, og dernæst Sigurd.
 

GUNNAR 

(med et blik over bordet). 
 Ha, Sigurd, Sigurd, ifald du vidste –!
 

DAGNY 

(sagte). 
 Det er formeget – selv for en ven!
 

SIGURD. 
 Ti, min hustru! (højt til de øvrige.) Ja, visselig er Gunnar den hæderligste af alle mænd; og det vilde jeg holde ham for til min sidste dag, om han så aldrig havde øvet hin dåd; thi den agter jeg mindre højt end I.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Der taler misundelsen af dig, Sigurd viking!
 

SIGURD 

(smilende). 
 Storlig fejler du nu! (venligt til Gunnar, idet han drikker ham til over bordet.) Hil dig, ædle Gunnar; fast skal vort venskab stå, hvo der end prøver på at bryde det.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det prøver ingen, såvidt jeg véd.
 

SIGURD. 
 Sig ikke det; næsten kunde jeg fristes til at tro, du bød os hid til drikkegilde for at vække ufred.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det ligner dig, Sigurd; nu er du vred, fordi du ikke må gælde for den ypperste mand i laget!
 

SIGURD. 
 Altid har jeg agtet Gunnar højere end mig selv.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Nu ja, – bagefter Gunnar er jo også en god plads, og – (med et sideblik til Thorolf) havde Ørnulf været her, så kunde han fåt det tredje sæde.
 

THOROLF. 
 Da kom Jøkul, din fader, til at bænkes langt nede; thi han måtte dog bukke under for Ørnulf. 

(Det følgende ordskifte føres fra begge sider under stigende men dog undertrykt ophidselse.)
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det skal du dog ikke sige! Ørnulf er jo skald, og der mumles om, at han har prist sig selv for større bedrifter, end han har øvet.
 

THOROLF. 
 Da ve den, der mumler om sligt, så højt at det kommer for mine øren!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med et tirrende smil). 
 Vilde du hævne det?
 

THOROLF. 
 Ja, så det langvejs skulde spørges!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Så vil jeg tømme et horn på, at du først må få skæg på hagen.
 

THOROLF. 
 Selv skægløs karl er for god til at mundhugges med kvinder.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Men for veg til at slås med mænd; det var derfor din fader lod dig ligge i gruen hjemme på Island, medens dine brødre foer i hærfærd.
 

THOROLF. 
 Ilde var det, at han ikke holdt ligeså godt øje med dig; thi så havde du ikke faret som hærtagen kvinde fra landet!
 

GUNNAR OG SIGURD. 
 Thorolf!
 

DAGNY 

(på samme tid). 
 Min broder!
 

HJØRDIS 

(sagte og bævende af forbitrelse). 
 Ha, bi – bi kun!
 

THOROLF 

(rækker Gunnar hånden). 
 Vær ikke vred, Gunnar; – onde ord faldt mig på tungen; men din hustru ægged mig!
 

DAGNY 

(sagte og bedende). 
 Fostersøster, såsandt du nogentid har havt mig kær, så væk ingen strid!
 

HJØRDIS 

(leende). 
 Ved drikkebordet må der skemt til, ifald lystigheden skal trives.
 

GUNNAR 

(der har talt sagte med Thorolf). 
 Du er en brav gut. (rækker ham et sværd, som hænger ved højsædet.) Der, Thorolf, der har du en god gave. Brug den vel, og lad os være venner.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ikke skulde du give dine våben bort, Gunnar; thi så vil folk sige, at du kun skiller dig ved de ting, du ikke selv har brug for!
 

THOROLF 

(som imidlertid har undersøgt sværdet). 
 Tak for gaven, Gunnar; i uhæderlig færd skal den aldrig svinges.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Skal du holde det løfte, så lån aldrig sværdet til dine brødre.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS 

(vedblivende). 
 Men hæng det heller ikke på din faders stuevæg; thi der hænger det hos uhæderlige mænds våben.
 

THOROLF. 
 Sandt nok, Hjørdis, – din faders økse og skjold har hængt der i mange år.
 

HJØRDIS 

(tvinger sig). 
 At Ørnulf vog min fader, – den bedrift fører du altid i munden; men mæler rygtet sandt, så er gerningen ikke så hæderlig, som du tænker.
 

THOROLF. 
 Hvad rygte taler du om?
 

HJØRDIS 

(smilende). 
 Jeg tør ikke nævne det; thi du vilde blive vred derover.
 

THOROLF. 
 Så ti, – det ser jeg helst. 

(vender sig fra hende.)
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Nu, det kan jo også gerne siges. Er det sandt, Thorolf, at din fader sad tre nætter i kvindestak hos gyvren i Smalserhorn og kogte sejd, før han turde gå til holmgang med Jøkul? 

(Alle rejser sig; stærk bevægelse blandt gæsterne.)
 

GUNNAR, SIGURD OG DAGNY. 
 Hjørdis!
 

THOROLF 

(i højeste forbitrelse). 
 Så arg en løgn har du aldrig spurgt om Ørnulf fra Fjordene! Det har du selv digtet; thi giftig, som du, må den være, der kan finde på sligt! Den værste udåd, nogen mand kan øve, har du her påsagt min fader! (kaster sværdet fra sig.) Der, Gunnar, der har du gaven igen; ingen skænk tager jeg med fra det hus, hvor min fader er forhånet!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Thorolf, så hør dog!
 

THOROLF. 
 Lad mig gå! Men se dig for skulde både du og Hjørdis; thi min fader har i denne stund den i sin vold, som er eder dyrest af alle!
 

HJØRDIS 

(studsende). 
 Din fader har –!
 

GUNNAR 

(med et udråb). 
 Hvad siger du!
 

SIGURD 

(heftigt). 
 Hvor er Ørnulf?
 

THOROLF 

(med hånlatter). 
 Sørpå, – med mine brødre!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Sørpå!
 

HJØRDIS 

(udbrydende). 
 Gunnar! Ørnulf har dræbt Egil, vor søn!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Dræbt! – Egil dræbt! Da ve Ørnulf og al hans æt! Thorolf, sig frem; – er det sandt!
 

SIGURD. 
 Gunnar, Gunnar, – hør mig!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Sig frem, ifald du agter dit liv!
 

THOROLF. 
 Du skræmmer mig ikke! Vent til min fader kommer; nidstang skal han rejse mod Gunnars gård! Men du, Hjørdis, – glæd dig imens ved de ord jeg hørte idag: „Før det kvældes, skal Gunnar herse og hans hustru ikke have nogen afkom at rose sig af!” 

(går ud i baggrunden.)
 

GUNNAR 

(i dybeste smerte). 
 Dræbt, – dræbt! Min liden Egil dræbt!
 

HJØRDIS 

(vildt). 
 Og du – du lader ham gå! Lader Egil, din ætling, ligge uhævnet! Hvermands niding skal du være ifald –!
 

GUNNAR 

(som ude af sig selv). 
 Et sværd, – en økse! Det er det sidste bud han bringer! 

(griber en økse fra en af de omstående og iler ud.)
 

SIGURD 

(vil følge efter). 
 Gunnar, styr dig!
 

HJØRDIS 

(holder ham tilbage). 
 Bliv, bliv! Mændene vil skille dem; jeg kender Gunnar! 

(Et udråb høres fra mængden, der er stimlet sammen ved udgangen.)
 

SIGURD OG DAGNY. 
 Hvad er det?
 

EN STEMME BLANDT MÆNGDEN. 
 Thorolf faldt!
 

SIGURD. 
 Thorolf! Ha, slip!
 

DAGNY. 
 Min broder! O, min broder! 

(Sigurd vil ile ud; idetsamme skilles mængden ad, Gunnar træder ind, og kaster øksen fra sig ved døren.)
 

GUNNAR. 
 Nu er det gjort. Egil er hævnet!
 

SIGURD. 
 Vel dig, ifald du ikke har været for rap på hånden.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Kan hænde, kan hænde; men Egil, Egil, min fagre gut!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Væbne os må vi nu og søge hjælp hos vore venner; thi Thorolf har mange eftermålsmænd.
 

GUNNAR 

(mørk). 
 Selv vil han blive sin værste hævner; han vil stå mig for sindet nat og dag.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Thorolf fik sin løn. For frænders færd må frænder lide.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Vel sandt; men det véd jeg, at jeg var gladere i hu før drabet.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Blodnatten er altid den værste; – når den er over, så går det nok. Ved skændig list har Ørnulf fremmet sin hævn; i åben strid vilde han ikke gå mod os, lod som han var forligeligt sindet, og falder så over vort værgeløse barn! Ha, jeg så mere grant end I; jeg tænkte nok, at Ørnulf var ond og underfundig; vel havde jeg årsag til at ægge dig mod ham og al hans falske æt!
 

GUNNAR 

(ophidset). 
 Det havde du! Ringe er min hævn at regne mod Ørnulfs udåd. Han misted Thorolf, men har dog sex sønner igen, og jeg ingen – ingen!
 

EN HUSKARL 

(ilsomt fra baggrunden). 
 Ørnulf fra Fjordene kommer!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ørnulf!
 

HJØRDIS OG FLERE MÆND. 
 Til våben! Til våben!
 

DAGNY 

(på samme tid). 
 Min fader!
 

SIGURD 

(som greben af en anelse). 
 Ørnulf –! Ha, Gunnar, Gunnar!
 

GUNNAR 

(drager sværdet). 
 Op alle mænd! Hævn over Egils bane! 

(Ørnulf kommer ind med Egil på armen.)
 

GUNNAR 

(med et skrig). 
 Egil!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Her har I liden Egil igen!
 

ALLE 

(mellem hverandre). 
 Egil! Egil lever!
 

GUNNAR 

(lader sværdet falde). 
 Ve mig; hvad har jeg gjort!
 

DAGNY. 
 O, Thorolf, min broder!
 

SIGURD. 
 Jeg tænkte det nok!
 

ØRNULF 

(sætter Egil ned). 
 Der, Gunnar, har du din vakkre gut!
 

EGIL. 
 Fader! Gamle Ørnulf vilde ikke gøre mig ondt, som du sagde, da jeg rejste!
 

ØRNULF 

(til Hjørdis). 
 Nu har jeg givet bod for din fader; nu tænker jeg nok vi kan forliges.
 

HJØRDIS 

(med undertrykt bevægelse). 
 Kan hænde!
 

GUNNAR 

(ligesom opvågnende). 
 Er det en hæslig drøm, der forvilder mig! Du – du bringer Egil hjem!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Som du ser; men det må du vide, at han har været døden nær.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det véd jeg.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Og glædes ikke mere over, at han kommer?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Var han kommen tidligere, så skulde jeg glædet mig mere derover. Men sig mig alt, – hvad der er hændt!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det er snart sagt. Kåre bonde lagde onde råd op mod eder; med andre ugerningsmænd foer han sørpå efter Egil.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Kåre! (sagte) Ha, nu skønner jeg Thorolfs ord!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hans færd kom mig for øre; slig udåd måtte aldrig øves. Bod for Jøkul vilde jeg ikke give, og gerne, Gunnar, havde jeg fældet dig i holmgang, ifald så skulde være, – men din æt måtte jeg dog frede om; med mine sønner foer jeg da efter Kåre.
 

SIGURD 

(sagte). 
 En usalig dåd er her øvet!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Da jeg kom til, lå Egils følgesvende bundne, din søn var alt i dine uvenners magt, og længe skulde de ikke have sparet ham. Hed blev kampen da! Hvassere sværdhug har jeg sjeldent skiftet; Kåre og to mænd flygted op på landet; de andre sover trygt og vil være tunge at vække.
 

GUNNAR 

(i stærk spænding). 
 Men du – du Ørnulf –!
 

ØRNULF 

(mørk). 
 Sex sønner fulgte mig i striden.
 

GUNNAR 

(åndeløs). 
 Men hjemad?
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ingen.
 

GUNNAR 

(forfærdet). 
 Ingen! (sagte) Og Thorolf, Thorolf! 

(Dyb bevægelse blandt mængden. Hjørdis synes at kæmpe en stærk indre kamp; Dagny græder stille ved højsædet til højre. Sigurd står smerteligt bevæget hos hende.)
 

ØRNULF 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Tungt er det at stå som en frodig gran, og så at kvistes af i et eneste uvejr. Dog, mand skal leve efter mand; – ræk mig et horn; jeg vil drikke mine sønners minde. (En af Sigurds mænd bringer et horn.) Hil eder der I nu rider, mine djærve sønner! Kobberportene skal ikke slå i på eders hæle, thi I kommer til hallen med mange mænds følge! (drikker og giver hornet fra sig.) Og nu hjem til Island; Ørnulfs heltefærd er forbi; det gamle træ har kun én grøn gren igen, og den må fredes om. Hvor er Thorolf?
 

EGIL 

(til sin fader). 
 Ja vis mig Thorolf! Ørnulf har sagt, han skal skære et skib til mig med mange, mange hærmænd i stavnen.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Prise må jeg alle gode vætter, at ikke Thorolf fulgte med; thi hvis også han, – – nej, så stærk jeg end er, – det havde faldet mig for tungt at bære. Men hvi kommer han ikke? Altid var han den første til at møde sin fader; thi det tyktes os begge, som vi ikke kunde leve hinanden en dag foruden.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ørnulf, Ørnulf!
 

ØRNULF 

(med stigende uro). 
 Tause står I alle i stuen, det ser jeg nu; – hvad fattes, – hvor er Thorolf?
 

DAGNY. 
 Sigurd, Sigurd, – det blir ham det tungeste!
 

GUNNAR 

(kæmpende med sig selv). 
 Gubbe! – Nej – – og dog, det kan jo ikke dølges –
 

ØRNULF 

(heftigt). 
 Min søn! Hvor er han?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Thorolf er dræbt!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Dræbt! Thorolf? Thorolf? Ha, du lyver!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Jeg gav mit varmeste hjerteblod for at vide ham ilive!
 

HJØRDIS 

(til Ørnulf). 
 Selv er Thorolf skyld i det som hændte; med mørke taler gav han tilkende, at du var falden over Egil og havde dræbt ham; – halvt i ufred skiltes vi sidst fra hverandre; du har før voldt mandefald i min æt; – og, foruden det, – som en kådmundet svend sad Thorolf ved gildet; han æggedes ved skemt, og gav mange onde ord fra sig; – først da var det, at Gunnar harmedes; først da bar han våben på din søn; vel skulde jeg mene, han havde skellig årsag til den gerning.
 

ØRNULF 

(rolig). 
 Det kendes på dig, at du er en kvinde; thi du bruger mange ord. Hvortil det? Er Thorolf dræbt, så er hans saga ude.
 

EGIL. 
 Når Thorolf er dræbt, så får jeg ingen hærmænd.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Nej, Egil, – nu har vi mistet vore hærmænd, både du og jeg. (til Hjørdis.) Din fader kvad: 
 „Jøkuls æt skal Jøkuls bane 
 volde ve på alle veje”. 
 Godt har du nu sørget for, at hans ord kan sandes. (tier lidt og vender sig til en af mændene.) Hvor fik han banehugget?
 

MANDEN. 
 Tvers over panden.
 

ØRNULF 

(tilfreds). 
 Hm; det er hæderligt sted; så har han ikke vendt ryggen til. Men faldt han mod siden, eller ind mod Gunnars fødder?
 

MANDEN. 
 Halvvejs mod siden og halvvejs mod Gunnar.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det spår kun halv hævn; ja, ja, – vi skal se!
 

GUNNAR 

(nærmer sig). 
 Ørnulf, vel véd jeg, at ikke alt mit gods kan veje tabet op; men kræv af mig, hvad du vil –
 

ØRNULF 

(strængt, afbrydende). 
 Giv mig Thorolfs lig, og lad mig gå! Hvor ligger han?
 

GUNNAR 

(peger taus mod baggrunden). 
 

ØRNULF 

(går et par skridt, men vender sig og siger tordnende til Sigurd, Dagny og flere, der deltagende vil følge ham): 
 Bliv! Tænker I, at Ørnulf skal følges af sørgehuset, som en klynkende kvinde! Bliv, siger jeg! – Vel årker jeg Thorolf alene. (med rolig kraft) Sønneløs går jeg; men ingen skal sige, at han så mig bøjet! 

(han går langsomt ud.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(med tvungen latter). 
 Ja, lad ham gå, som han vil; mandstærke trænger vi ikke til at være, om han kommer med ufred igen! Nu, Dagny, – nu tænker jeg, det er sidste gang din fader stævner fra Island i sligt ærind!
 

SIGURD 

(oprørt). 
 O, skændigt!
 

DAGNY 

(ligeså). 
 Forhåne ham kan du! Forhåne ham – efter det, som her er øvet!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Er gerningen gjort, så skal den også prises! Had og hævn svor jeg Ørnulf imorges; – Jøkuls drab kunde jeg glemme, alt andet, – kun ikke, at han skænded mine kår. Frilleviv kaldte han mig; er det så, da har jeg ingen skam deraf; thi Gunnar er nu mægtigere end din fader; han er ypperligere og mere navnkundig end Sigurd, din egen husbond!
 

DAGNY 

(i stærkt oprør). 
 Der fejler du, Hjørdis, – og ret nu skal alle vide, at du lever under ræd mands tag!
 

SIGURD 

(heftigt). 
 Dagny, hvad vil du!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ræd!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med hånlatter). 
 Vidløst taler du der!
 

DAGNY. 
 Fordølges skal det ikke mere; jeg taug indtil du håned min fader og mine faldne brødre; jeg taug mens Ørnulf var inde; thi han skulde ikke høre, at Thorolf faldt for en nidings hånd; men nu; – pris aldrig Gunnar for hin dåd på Island; thi Gunnar er ræd! Sværdet, som lå draget mellem dig og ransmanden, det hænger ved min husbonds side, – og ringen, som du drog af din arm, den gav du til Sigurd, (drager den af og holder den højt ivejret) her er den!
 

HJØRDIS 

(vildt). 
 Sigurd!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Sigurd! Sigurd øved dåden!
 

HJØRDIS 

(skælvende af sindsbevægelse). 
 Han, han! – Gunnar, er det sandt!
 

GUNNAR 

(med ædel ro). 
 Sandt er alt; kun ikke, at jeg er ræd; – jeg er hverken ræd eller niding.
 

SIGURD 

(bevæget). 
 Det er du ikke, Gunnar! Det har du aldrig været! (til de øvrige) Afsted, mine mænd! Afsted, herfra!
 

DAGNY 

(ved udgangen, til Hjørdis). 
 Hvem er nu den ypperste mand i laget, min husbond eller din! 

(hun går ud med Sigurd og hans følge.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(for sig selv). 
 Nu har jeg kun én gerning igen; – kun én dåd at pønse på: Sigurd eller jeg må dø!
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Stuen hos Gunnar herse. Det er dag.)

 

(Hjørdis sidder på bænken lige for det mindre højsæde beskæftiget med at flette en buesnor; på bordet ligger en bue og nogle pile.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(idet hun strækker snoren). 
 Den er sejg og stærk; (med et blik på pilene.) kolven både skarp og tung – (lader hænderne synke ned i skødet) men hvor findes den hånd som –! (heftigt.) Forhånet, forhånet af ham, – af Sigurd! Jeg må hade ham mere end andre, det mærker jeg godt; men mange dage skal ikke gå med, før jeg har – (grublende) Ja, men armen, armen, som skal øve den dåd –? 

(Gunnar kommer taus og tankefuld fra baggrunden.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Hvor går det dig, min husbond?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ilde, Hjørdis; dette her fra igår, det vil ikke ret glide ned; det ligger og tynger mig for hjertekulen.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Gør som jeg; tag dig til at virke noget.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det må jeg vel. 

(Pause: Gunnar går frem og tilbage, bliver opmærksom og nærmer sig hende.)
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hvad gør du der?
 

HJØRDIS 

(uden at se op). 
 Binder en buesnor; det ser du nok.
 

GUNNAR. 
 En buesnor – af dit eget hår!
 

HJØRDIS 

(smilende). 
 Der avles stordåd med hver time nuomstunder; du vog min fosterbroder, og jeg har bundet denne her siden daggry.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS 

(ser op). 
 Hvad er det?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hvor var du inat?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Inat?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Du var ikke i sovestuen.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det véd du?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Jeg kunde ikke sove; det voldte mig urolige drømme, dette – dette, som hændte med Thorolf; det bares mig for, som han kom – nå ja, jeg vågned; da hørtes det som en fager, forunderlig sang over huset; jeg stod op; glytted på døren; – herinde, her sad du ved stokilden, – den brændte blå og rød, – du skæfted pile og kvad galder over dem.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Den gerning var nyttig; thi hårdt er brystet, som skal rammes idag.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Jeg skønner dig nok; du vil have Sigurd fældet.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hm, kan hænde.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det sker dig aldrig til vilje. Med Sigurd holder jeg fred, så stærkt du end ægger mig.
 

HJØRDIS 

(smilende.). 
 Mener du det?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det véd jeg!
 

HJØRDIS 

(rækker ham snoren). 
 Sig mig, Gunnar, – kan du løse den knude der?
 

GUNNAR 

(forsøger det). 
 Nej, den er flettet for fast og kunstigt.
 

HJØRDIS 

(rejser sig). 
 Nornens spind er kunstigere flettet; det kan du end mindre løse!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Krumme er de mægtiges veje; – dem kender hverken du eller jeg.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Et véd jeg dog visst: at Sigurd vil volde usalige kår for os begge. 

(Pause; Gunnar står fordybet i sig selv.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(der i stilhed har holdt øje med ham). 
 Hvad tænker du på?
 

GUNNAR. 
 På en drøm, jeg nylig havde. Det kom mig for, at jeg havde øvet det værk, du nu kræver; Sigurd lå slagen på marken; du stod hos og var såre bleg. Da sagde jeg: „Er du nu glad, da det er gjort, som du vilde?” Men du lo og svared: „Gladere skulde jeg være, ifald du, Gunnar, lå der i Sigurds sted”.
 

HJØRDIS 

(med tvungen latter). 
 Ilde må du kende mig, når slig uvittig drøm kan være dig hinderlig!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hm! – Sig mig, Hjørdis, hvad tykkes dig om stuen her?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Skal jeg sige sandt, Gunnar, – så tykkes det mig stundom for trangt herinde.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ja ja, det har jeg tænkt; vi er en formange.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Kan hænde to.
 

GUNNAR 

(der ikke hørte hendes ytring). 
 Men det skal bødes på.
 

HJØRDIS 

(ser spørgende på ham). 
 Bødes på? Du er da tilsinds at –?
 

GUNNAR. 
 At ruste mine hærskibe og fare fra landet; jeg vil vinde den hæder igen, som jeg nu har mistet, fordi du var mig kærere end alle ting.
 

HJØRDIS 

(tankefuld). 
 Du farer fra landet? Ja, ja, det tør vel være bedst for os begge.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Alt fra den dag, vi stævned fra Island, så jeg nok, at det ikke vilde gå godt med os. Dit sind er stolt og stærkt; der er de tider, da jeg fast ræddes for dig; men, sælsomt, – derved er det mest, at jeg har dig så kær; der står en koglende skræk af dig, – det bæres mig for, at du kunde lokke mig til udåd, og at det vilde tykkes mig vel gjort, alt det du kræved. (med stille hovedrysten.) Ugrundeligt er nornens råd; Sigurd skulde blevet din husbond.
 

HJØRDIS 

(udbrydende). 
 Sigurd!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ja Sigurd. Det er had og hævn, som forblinder dig, ellers vilde du skatte ham bedre. Som Sigurd skulde jeg været, da kunde jeg gjort dig livet lysteligt at bære.
 

HJØRDIS 

(i stærk men undertrykt bevægelse). 
 Og det – det mener du Sigurd kunde gjort?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Han er stærk af sind, og derhos stolt som du.
 

HJØRDIS 

(heftigt). 
 Hvis så er – (fatter sig) ligegodt, ligegodt! (vildt udbrydende.) Gunnar, tag Sigurds liv!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Aldrig!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ved list og svig blev jeg din hustru; – det skal være glemt! Fem glædeløse år har jeg siddet her; – glemt skal alt være fra den dag, da Sigurd ikke lever mere!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Af min hånd skal ingen mén voldes ham (viger uvilkårligt tilbage.) Hjørdis, Hjørdis, du friste mig ikke!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Så må jeg finde mig en anden hævner; længe skal ikke Sigurd tale forhånelsens ord over mig og dig! (knytter hænderne i krampagtig forbitrelse.) Hos hende – den enfoldige kvinde – hos hende sidder han kan hænde nu i enrum, leflende, og ler over os; mæler om al den tort, som overgik mig, da han raned mig i dit sted; fortæller, at han listeligt lo, der han stod i det mørke bur, og jeg ikke kendte ham!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det gør han ikke; det gør han ikke!
 

HJØRDIS 

(stærkt). 
 Sigurd og Dagny må dø! Jeg kan ikke trække vejret, før de to er borte! (træder tæt hen til ham med funklende øjne og siger vildt, men hviskende.) Kunde du hjælpe mig med det, Gunnar, – da skulde jeg leve med elskov hos dig; da skulde jeg kryste dig i mine arme så varmt og så vildt, som du aldrig har drømt det!
 

GUNNAR 

(vaklende). 
 Hjørdis! Vilde du –!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hånd på værket, Gunnar, – så skal de tunge dage være forbi; ikke skal jeg da længere gå af stuen, når du kommer; ikke tale umilde ord og døve dit smil, når du er glad; jeg skal klæde mig i pel og i kostelige silkeklæder; farer du i leding, jeg følger dig, – rider du i fredsom færd, jeg rider dig næst; ved gildet skal jeg sidde hos dig, fylde dit horn, drikke dig til og kvæde fagre kvad, der kan fryde dit hjerte!
 

GUNNAR 

(næsten overvunden). 
 Er det sandt; du vilde –!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Mere end det, tifold mere, tro du mig! Kun hævn! Hævn over Sigurd og Dagny, og så skal jeg – (standser, da hun ser døren åbnes.) Dagny, – kommer du hid!
 

DAGNY 

(fra baggrunden). 
 Du skynde dig, Gunnar herse; – lad dine mænd ruste sig!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ruste sig? Mod hvem?
 

DAGNY. 
 Kåre bonde kommer med mange fredløse folk; han vil dig ilde; Sigurd hindred ham nylig; men hvo kan vide –
 

GUNNAR 

(bevæget). 
 Det har Sigurd gjort for mig!
 

DAGNY. 
 Sigurd er dig forvisst en fuldtro ven.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Og vi, Hjørdis, – vi som tænkte på –; ja, det er som jeg siger, – trolddom ligger over al din tale; hver en dåd tykkes mig fager, når du nævner den.
 

DAGNY 

(forundret). 
 Hvad mener du?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Intet, intet! Tak for budskabet, Dagny; nu går jeg at samle mine svende. (vender sig mod udgangen, men standser og nærmer sig igen.) Sig mig, – hvor går det Ørnulf?
 

DAGNY 

(sænker hovedet). 
 Spørg ikke om det. Igår bar han Thorolfs lig til skibene; nu kaster han en haug ved stranden; – der skal hans sønner lægges. 

(Gunnar tier og går ud i baggrunden.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Før kvældstid er der ingen fare. (nærmer sig.) Hjørdis, jeg har et ærind til på gården; det er til dig jeg kommer.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Til mig? Efter det, som gik for sig igår?
 

DAGNY. 
 Mest efter det. Hjørdis, fostersøster, bær ikke had til mig; glem de ord, som sorg og onde vætter lagde mig i munden; forlad mig al den tort jeg voldte dig; thi, tro du mig, jeg er nu tifold usaligere end du!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Usalig – du; – Sigurds hustru?
 

DAGNY. 
 Mit værk er jo alt det, som øvedes, – at der blev yppet strid, at Thorolf faldt, at al den forhånelse overgik Gunnar og dig. Alt er jeg skyld i! Ve mig; – så gode var mine kår; men aldrig blir jeg glad mere efter denne dag.
 

HJØRDIS 

(som greben af en pludselig tanke). 
 Men før – i de fem lange år – i al den tid var lykken med dig?
 

DAGNY. 
 Kan du tvivle om det!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hm; igår tvivled jeg ikke, men –
 

DAGNY. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Å, ikke stort; lad os tale om andre ting.
 

DAGNY. 
 Nej visst ikke. Hjørdis, sig mig –!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det gavner dig lidet; dog, siden du så vil det – (med et ondskabsfuldt udtryk.) Kan du mindes engang, hist på Island; – vi var på thinget sammen med Ørnulf, din fader, og sad med vore legesøstre i thingboden, som kvinders skik er; da kom to fremmede mænd ind i boden.
 

DAGNY. 
 Sigurd og Gunnar.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 De hilste os med høviske lader, satte sig hos os på bænken, og megen skemtsom tale blev da ført mellem os. Nogle var der, som vilde vide, hvi de to hærmænd kom til landet, og om det ikke var for at hente sig hustruer der på øen. Da sagde Sigurd: „Tungt vil det falde mig at finde den kvinde, jeg kan fæste min hu til.” Ørnulf lo, og mente det skorted ikke Island på højættede kvinder og heller ikke på dem, der var rige; men Sigurd svared: „Hugprud hustru har helten behov. Den, jeg vil vælge, må ikke finde sig i at sidde i ringe kår; ingen hæder må tykkes hende så høj, at hun jo higer efter den; i viking må hun villig følge mig; hærklæder må hun bære; hun må ægge mig til strid og ikke blinke med øjnene, der sværdene lyner; thi er hun ræd af sind, da times mig liden hæder.” Ej sandt, så talte Sigurd?
 

DAGNY 

(usikker). 
 Det gjorde han – men –
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Slig skulde hun være, den kvinde, som kunde gøre ham livet fagert; og så – (med et foragteligt smil) så kåred han dig!
 

DAGNY 

(smerteligt studsende). 
 Ha, du mener at –?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Se, derfor har du vel vist dig stolt og højsindet, krævet hæder af alle, på det at Sigurd kunde hædres ved dig; – ej så?
 

DAGNY. 
 Nej, Hjørdis, men –
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Til stordåd har du dog ægget ham, fulgt ham i hærklæder, og fundet det godt at være, hvor striden brændte som stærkest; – har du ikke?
 

DAGNY 

(dybt bevæget). 
 Nej, nej!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Har du da været ræd af sind, så at Sigurd voldtes skam derved?
 

DAGNY 

(overvældet). 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS 

(hånligt smilende). 
 Men gode var dine kår i al den tid; – mener du, at Sigurd kan sige det samme!
 

DAGNY. 
 Lad mig være. Ve mig; du har gjort mig for klog på mig selv!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Et skemtsomt ord, så græder du straks! Tænk nu ikke mere på det. Se her, hvad jeg har gjort idag; (tager nogle pile fra bordet) – hvor spidse og skarpe, du! Ej sandt, jeg forstår mig godt på at hvæsse pile!
 

DAGNY. 
 Og på at bruge dem med; du rammer sikkert, Hjørdis! Alt det du nys har sagt mig, – på det tænkte jeg aldrig før. (heftigere.) Men at Sigurd –! At jeg i al den tid skulde gjort ham livet tungt og uhæderligt; – nej, nej, det kan ikke være sandt!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Nå, nå, trøst dig, Dagny; det er jo heller ikke sandt. Ja, var Sigurd endnu tilsinds, som i fordums dage, da kunde det så være; dengang stod al hans hu og higen til at blive den ypperste mand i landet; – nu nøjes han med ringere lykke.
 

DAGNY. 
 Nej, Hjørdis, Sigurd er storsindet nu som før; jeg ser det vel, jeg er ikke den rette hustru for ham; han har dulgt det for mig; men således skal det ikke blive ved.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hvad vil du?
 

DAGNY. 
 Jeg vil ikke hænge som en tyngsel ved hans færd; jeg vil ikke længere være ham hinderlig.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Du tænker da på –?
 

DAGNY. 
 Stille, der kommer folk! 

(En huskarl fra baggrunden.)
 

KARLEN. 
 Sigurd viking kommer til gården!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Sigurd! Så lad Gunnar kalde hid.
 

KARLEN. 
 Gunnar red ud for at samle sine grander; thi Kåre bonde vil –
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Godt, godt, det véd jeg; gå da! (Karlen går; til Dagny, der ligeledes vil gå.) Hvor vil du hen?
 

DAGNY. 
 Ud for ikke at træffe Sigurd. Det bliver vel til det, at vi må skilles, det skønner jeg nok; men nu at stedes til møde med ham, – nej, nej, det kan jeg ikke. 

(går ud til venstre.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(ser en stund taus efter hende). 
 Og hende var det jeg vilde – (fortsætter tanken ved et blik på buesnoren.) Ringe hævn havde det været; – nej, nu hug jeg bedre til! Hm; det er tungt at dø, men stundom er det dog værre at leve! 

(Sigurd fra baggrunden.)
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det er Gunnar du søger, kan jeg tænke; sæt dig ned, ret nu kommer han. 

(vil gå.)
 

SIGURD. 
 Nej bliv; det er dig jeg søger mere end ham.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Mig?
 

SIGURD. 
 Og vel var det, jeg traf dig alene.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Kommer du for at krænke mig, så er det dig visst lidet hinderligt, om stuen stod fuld både af mænd og kvinder.
 

SIGURD. 
 Å ja, jeg kender så godt de tanker du har om mig.
 

HJØRDIS 

(bittert). 
 Jeg gør dig uret kan hænde! Nej, nej, Sigurd, forgiftig har du været for alle mine levedage. Kom ihu, det var dig, som øved hin skændige list; det var dig, som sad hos mig i buret, gøgled elskov mens du listeligt lo derved, slængte mig bort til Gunnar, thi for ham var jeg god nok endda, – og foer så fra landet med den kvinde, du havde kær!
 

SIGURD. 
 Mangt værk mægter mænds vilje at fremme; men de store gerninger styres af skæbnen, – så er det gået med os to.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Vel sandt; onde norner råder over verden; men deres magt er ringe, ifald de ikke finder hjælpere i vort eget bryst. Lykken times den, der er stærk nok til at stævne i strid mod nornen; – det er det jeg nu vil gøre.
 

SIGURD. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Jeg vil vove en styrkeprøve med dem – med dem, som er over mig. Men lad os ikke tale mere om det; jeg har meget at gøre idag. 

(hun sætter sig ved bordet.)
 

SIGURD 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Du virker gode våben for Gunnar.
 

HJØRDIS 

(med et stille smil). 
 Ikke for Gunnar, men mod dig.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det må vel komme ud på et.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Å ja, det må vel så; thi er jeg nornen voksen, da skal du og Gunnar sent eller tidligt – (holder inde, læner sig bagover mod bordet, ser smilende på ham og siger med forandret udtryk i stemmen:) Hm; véd du, hvad mig stundom tykkes? Tidt finder jeg min fryd ved at male mig lystelige billeder i sindet; jeg sidder da og lukker øjnene og tænker: Nu kommer Sigurd hin stærke til landet; – han vil brænde os inde, mig og min husbond. Alle Gunnars mænd er faldne; kun han og jeg er igen; – de tænder taget udenfra; – „Et bueskud,” siger Gunnar, „et eneste kan frelse os;” – da brister snoren – „Hjørdis, skær en fletning af dit hår og gør en buesnor deraf, – det gælder livet!” – Men jeg ler – „Lad brænde, lad brænde – livet er mig ikke en håndfuld hår værd!”
 

SIGURD. 
 Der er en sælsom magt i al din tale. 

(nærmer sig.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(ser koldt på ham). 
 Du sætter dig hos mig?
 

SIGURD. 
 Du tænker jeg er dig gram af hjertet. Hjørdis, det er sidste gang vi tales ved; der er noget, som nager mig lig en sot, og på den vis kan jeg ikke rejse; du må kende mig bedre.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hvad vil du?
 

SIGURD. 
 Fortælle dig en saga.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Er den tung?
 

SIGURD. 
 Tung, som livet selv.
 

HJØRDIS 

(bittert). 
 Véd du, at livet kan være tungt?
 

SIGURD. 
 Døm om det, når min saga er ude.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Så fortæl; jeg arbejder imens. 

(han sætter sig på en liden krak ved hendes højre side.)
 

SIGURD. 
 Der var engang to unge hærmænd, som sejled fra Norge for at vinde gods og hæder; de havde tilsagt hinanden venskab, og holdt ærligt sammen så vide de end foer om.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Og de to unge hærmænd hed Sigurd og Gunnar?
 

SIGURD. 
 Å ja, vi kan kalde dem så. Langt om længe kom de til Island; der bode en gammel landnamsmand, som var faret fra Norge i kong Haralds tider. Han havde to fagre kvinder i sit hus; men den ene, hans fosterdatter, var dog den ypperligste; thi hun var forstandig og stærk af sind, og hærmændene talte om hende mellem sig, og ingen af dem havde set fagrere kvinde, så tyktes dem begge.
 

HJØRDIS 

(spændt). 
 Begge? Vil du spotte mig!
 

SIGURD. 
 Gunnar tænkte på hende nat og dag, og det gjorde nok Sigurd med; men begge taug, og på hende var ikke at mærke, om Gunnar hued hende; men at hun ej var Sigurd god, det var lettere at skønne.
 

HJØRDIS 

(åndeløs). 
 Bliv ved, det beder jeg –!
 

SIGURD. 
 Dog, desmere måtte Sigurd tænke på hende; men det var der ingen som vidste om. Da hændte det sig en kvæld, at der var drikkelag, og svor da hin stolte kvinde, at ingen mand skulde eje hende, uden den, der øved et storværk, som hun nævnte. Højt slog da Sigurds bryst af fryd; thi han kendte kraft i sig til at øve dåden; men Gunnar tog ham i enrum, nævnte om sin elskov; – Sigurd taug med sin, og gik så til –
 

HJØRDIS 

(udbrydende). 
 Sigurd, Sigurd! (betvinger sig) Og den saga – er den sand?
 

SIGURD. 
 Det er den. En af os måtte jo vige; Gunnar var min ven; på anden vis kunde jeg ikke handle. Således blev du Gunnars viv, og jeg fæsted en anden kvinde.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Og fik hende kær?
 

SIGURD. 
 Jeg lærte at skatte hende; men der er kun én kvinde, som Sigurd har elsket, og det er den kvinde, som var ham gram fra den første dag de mødtes. (rejser sig.) Her ender min saga, lad os skilles nu. – Farvel, Gunnar herses hustru; vi mødes aldrig mere.
 

HJØRDIS 

(springer op). 
 Nej bliv! Ve os begge; Sigurd, hvad har du gjort!
 

SIGURD 

(studsende). 
 Jeg gjort? Hvad fattes dig?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Og alt det siger du mig nu! Men nej, – det kan ej være sandhed!
 

SIGURD. 
 Det er sidste gang vi tales ved; hvert ord er sandhed; – du skulde lære at dømme mig mildere, derfor måtte jeg tale nu.
 

HJØRDIS 

(folder uvilkårligt hænderne og ser på ham i stille forbauselse): 
 Elsket – elsket mig – du! (heftigt, idet hun træder tæt hen til ham:) Jeg tror dig ikke! (ser stivt på ham og udbryder i vild smerte.) Jo, det er sandt og – usaligt for os begge! 

(slår hænderne for ansigtet og fjerner sig.)
 

SIGURD 

(forfærdet). 
 Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS 

(stille, kæmpende mellem gråd og latter). 
 Bryd dig ikke om mig! Det var kun det jeg mente, at – (lægger hånden på hans arm.) Sigurd, du har ikke sagt din saga tilende; hin stolte kvinde, som du nævnte, – hun har elsket dig igen!
 

SIGURD 

(farer tilbage). 
 Du!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med fatning). 
 Ja Sigurd, jeg har elsket dig, det skønner jeg nu. Du siger jeg var taus og umild mod dig; hvad kan da en kvinde bedre gøre? Kunde jeg byde min elskov frem, da var jeg dig lidet værdig. Du tyktes mig stedse at være den ypperligste af alle mænd; og så at vide dig som en andens husbond, – det voldte mig hin bitre ve, som jeg ikke selv forstod!
 

SIGURD 

(rystet). 
 Et usaligt spind har nornen spundet om os to.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Selv er du skyld deri; stærkt og kækt sømmer det sig manden at handle. Da jeg satte hint svære vilkår for den, der skulde vinde mig, da tænkte jeg forvisst på dig; – og dog kunde du –!
 

SIGURD. 
 Jeg kendte Gunnars sjælesot; jeg alene kunde læge den; – hvad var vel så for mig at vælge mellem? Og dog, havde jeg vidst det jeg nu véd, da tør jeg lidet svare for mig selv; thi elskov er så stærk en magt.
 

HJØRDIS 

(rask). 
 Nu vel, Sigurd, – et usaligt spil har skilt os ad i lange år; nu er knuden løst; de tider, som kommer, skal give os vederlag.
 

SIGURD 

(hovedrystende). 
 Det kan ej ske; vi må jo skilles igen.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det må vi ikke. Jeg elsker dig, det tør jeg nu sige uden at blues; thi min elskov er ikke leflende, som de vege kvinders; var jeg en mand, – ved alle vældige magter, jeg kunde endda elske dig således, som jeg nu gør det! Op da, Sigurd! Lykken er vel en stordåd værd; vi er begge fri, når vi selv vil det, og så er legen vunden.
 

SIGURD 
 Fri? Hvad mener du?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hvad er vel Dagny for dig? Hvad kan hun vel være for dig? Ikke mere end Gunnar gælder i mine lønlige tanker. Hvad magt ligger der på, om to usle liv forspildes!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Lad Gunnar blive her; lad Dagny fare til Island med sin fader; jeg følger dig i stål og plade, hvor du stævner hen. (Bevægelse hos Sigurd.) Det er ikke som din hustru jeg vil følge dig; thi jeg har hørt en anden til, og den kvinde lever, som før har hvilet dig nær. Nej, Sigurd, ikke som din hustru, men som hine stærke kvinder, som Hildes søstre vil jeg følge dig, ildne dig til strid og til mandig færd, så at dit navn kan gå vidt over landene; i sværdlegen vil jeg stå dig næst, færdes blandt dine kæmper i uvejr og vikingstævne; og når dit drapa kvædes, da skal det bære bud om Sigurd og Hjørdis tilhobe!
 

SIGURD. 
 Så var engang min fagreste drøm, nu er det for sent; Gunnar og Dagny står mellem os, og der har de begge ret til at stå. Jeg ødte min unge elskov for Gunnars skyld; – skal jeg bære kviden derved, så må ikke min gerning være fåfængt. Og nu Dagny; – troskyldig og fuld af lid foer hun fra hjem og frænder; ingen tid må hun tænke, at jeg længtes mod Hjørdis, så tidt hun tog mig i favn.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Og for slig sags skyld vil du lægge en tyngsel på dit liv! Hvad fik du da kraft og styrke til, og derhos alle sindets ypperlige gaver? Og mener du det nu længer kan være sømmelig lod for mig at sidde på Gunnars gård? Nej, Sigurd, tro du mig, her er mangt at tage hånd i for en mand som du. Erik styrer Norges rige, rejs dig mod ham; mange gode kæmper vil stille sig hen som dine håndgangne mænd; med utvingelig magt vil vi gå frem, stride og virke, og aldrig hvile før du sidder på Hårfagers kongestol!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis, så har jeg drømt i min vilde ungdom; lad det være glemt; – frist mig ikke!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med højhed). 
 Det er nornens råd, at vi to skal holde sammen; det kan ej ændres; grant ser jeg nu mit hverv i livet: at gøre dig berømmelig over alle lande. Du har stået for mig hver dag, hver time jeg leved her; jeg vilde rive dig ud af mit sind, men mægted det ikke; nu gøres det ej nødigt, nu da jeg véd du elsker mig.
 

SIGURD 

(med tvungen kulde). 
 Hvis så er, – da vid, – jeg har elsket dig; nu er det forbi; – jeg har glemt de dage.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Sigurd, der lyver du! Såmeget er jeg værd, at har du engang elsket mig, da kan du aldrig glemme det.
 

SIGURD 

(heftigt). 
 Det må jeg; det vil jeg nu!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Lad så være; men du kan det ikke! Hindre mig vil du; det lykkes ej; endnu før kvæld skal Gunnar og Dagny vide alt.
 

SIGURD. 
 Ha, det gør du ikke!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det gør jeg!
 

SIGURD. 
 Da måtte jeg kende dig ilde; højsindet tyktes du mig før at være.
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Onde dage føder onde tanker; for stor er den lid, du har sat til mig. Jeg vil, jeg må følge dig, – ud i livet og i striden; det er mig for lavt under loftet i Gunnar herses stue!
 

SIGURD 

(med eftertryk). 
 Men hæder mellem mænd har du dog skattet højt; der er skellig grund til strid mellem mig og Gunnar. Ifald nu han faldt for min hånd, – vilde du endda røbe alt og følge mig?
 

HJØRDIS 

(studsende). 
 Hvi spørger du så?
 

SIGURD. 
 Svar mig først; hvad vilde du gøre, ifald jeg blev din husbonds banemand?
 

HJØRDIS 

(ser stivt på ham). 
 Da måtte jeg tie og aldrig hvile, før jeg havde fået dig fældet.
 

SIGURD 

(med et smil). 
 Godt, Hjørdis; – det vidste jeg vel.
 

HJØRDIS 

(hastigt). 
 Men så kan ej ske!
 

SIGURD. 
 Det må ske; selv har du nu kastet tærning om Gunnars liv og om mit! 

(Gunnar med nogle huskarle fra baggrunden.)
 

GUNNAR 

(mørk, til Hjørdis). 
 Se så; nu spirer den sæd du har sået!
 

SIGURD 

(nærmer sig). 
 Hvad går dig imod?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Sigurd, er det dig? Hvad der går mig imod? Ikke andet, end jeg vel måtte vente. Såsnart Dagny, din hustru, havde båret bud om Kåre bonde, så tog jeg min hest og red til mine grander for at søge hjælp mod ham.
 

HJØRDIS 

(spændt). 
 Nu?
 

GUNNAR. 
 Tvær lød talen hvorhelst jeg kom; min færd mod Kåre var lidet hæderlig, blev der sagt; – hm, der blev sagt andre ting med, som jeg ikke kan nævne; – jeg er jo en forhånet mand; det er mig påsagt, at jeg har øvet nidingsværk; det holdes nu for skændsel at dele sag med mig.
 

SIGURD. 
 Længe skal ikke det holdes for skændsel; før kvælden kommer skal du være mandstærk nok mod Kåre.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Sigurd!
 

HJØRDIS 

(sagte, triumferende). 
 Ha, det vidste jeg nok!
 

SIGURD 

(med tvungen styrke). 
 Men så er også freden ude mellem os; thi hør nu mit ord, Gunnar herse, – du har fældet Thorolf, min hustrus frænde, og derfor stævner jeg dig til holmgang imorgen, såsnart solen rinder!
 

HJØRDIS 

(gør i heftig indre bevægelse et skridt henimod Sigurd, men fatter sig og bliver ubevægelig stående under det følgende). 
 

GUNNAR 

(i højeste overraskelse). 
 Til holmgang –! Mig! – Du skemter, Sigurd!
 

SIGURD. 
 Til holmgang er du lovligt stævnet; det blir et brikkespil på liv og død; en af os må falde!
 

GUNNAR 

(bittert). 
 Ha, jeg skønner det vel. Du var til enetale med Hjørdis, da jeg kom; hun har ægget dig påny!
 

SIGURD. 
 Kan hænde! (halvt mod Hjørdis.) Højsindet kvinde må jo værge om sin husbonds hæder. (til mændene i baggrunden.) Og I, karle, gå nu til Gunnars grander og sig dem, at imorgen skifter han sværdhug med mig; ræd vil ingen nævne den mand, som bærer våben på Sigurd viking! 

(Karlene går ud i baggrunden.)
 

GUNNAR 

(går raskt hen til Sigurd og trykker hans hænder i stærk bevægelse). 
 Sigurd, min bolde broder, nu først forstår jeg dig! Du vover nu livet for min hæder, som du fordum voved det for min lykke!
 

SIGURD. 
 Tak din hustru; hun har mest del i min færd. Imorgen når Solen rinder –
 

GUNNAR. 
 Jeg møder dig. (blød.) Fosterbroder, vil du have et godt sværd af mig; det er en kostelig gave.
 

SIGURD. 
 Tak; men lad det hænge; – ingen véd, om jeg næste kvæld har brug for det.
 

GUNNAR 

(ryster hans hånd). 
 Farvel, Sigurd!
 

SIGURD. 
 Farvel igen og lykke til værket! 

(De skilles, Gunnar går ud til venstre, Sigurd kaster et blik på Hjørdis og går ud i baggrunden.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(efter en pause, sagte og tankefuld). 
 Til holmgang imorgen? Hvem vil falde? (tier lidt og udbryder derpå, som greben af en stærk beslutning.) Lad falde hvem der vil, – Sigurd og jeg skal endda blive sammen!
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Ved strandbredden. Det er aften; månen ses fra og til mellem mørke sønderrevne uvejrsskyer. I baggrunden en sort, nylig opkastet gravhaug.)

 

(Ørnulf sidder på en sten til højre i forgrunden med blottet hoved, albuerne hvilende på knæerne og med ansigtet skjult i sine hænder. Hans mænd graver ved haugen, nogle lyser med tyrifakler. Efter et kort ophold kommer Sigurd og Dagny ud fra bådhuset, hvor en stokild brænder.)
 

DAGNY 

(dæmpet). 
 Der sidder han endnu. (holder Sigurd tilbage.) Nej, tal ikke til ham!
 

SIGURD. 
 Du har ret; det er for tidligt; lad ham heller sidde med sig selv.
 

DAGNY 

(går over mod højre og betragter faderen med stille sorg). 
 Så stærk var han igår, da han tog Thorolfs lig på ryggen; stærk var han, mens de grov på haugen; men da de alle var lagt derinde, og jord og stene kastet over, – da tog sorgen ham; da var det som han sluknede. (tørrer tårerne af.) Sig mig, Sigurd, når tænker du at fare hjem til Island?
 

SIGURD. 
 Såsnart uvejret stilner af og jeg får endt min handel med Gunnar herse.
 

DAGNY. 
 Og så vil du købe land og bygge dig en gård og aldrig fare i leding mere?
 

SIGURD. 
 Ja ja, – det har jeg lovet dig.
 

DAGNY. 
 Og jeg tør forvisst tro, at Hjørdis bedrog mig, da hun sagde, at jeg lidet var dig værdig til viv?
 

SIGURD. 
 Ja ja, Dagny, lid du på mit ord.
 

DAGNY. 
 Så er jeg glad igen og vil prøve at glemme alt det onde værk, som her er øvet. I de lange vinterkvælde vil vi tale sammen om Gunnar og Hjørdis, og –
 

SIGURD. 
 Nej, Dagny, vil du vel mod os begge, så nævn aldrig Hjørdis, når vi sidder hjemme på Island!
 

DAGNY 

(mildt bebrejdende). 
 Ubilligt er dit had til hende. Sigurd, Sigurd, det ligner dig lidet!
 

EN AF MÆNDENE 

(nærmer sig). 
 Se så, nu er haugen istand.
 

ØRNULF 

(ligesom opvågnende). 
 Haugen? Er den – nå ja –
 

SIGURD. 
 Tal nu til ham, Dagny!
 

DAGNY 

(nærmer sig). 
 Fader, det er koldt herude; det trækker op til uvejr inat.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Hm; bryd dig ikke om det; haugen er bygget tæt og godt; de ligger lunt derinde.
 

DAGNY 
 Ja, men du –
 

ØRNULF. 
 Jeg? Jeg fryser ikke.
 

DAGNY. 
 Du har intet spist idag; vil du ikke gå ind? Natverdsbordet står rede.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Lad natverdsbordet stå; jeg er ikke sulten.
 

DAGNY. 
 Men at sidde her så stille; tro mig, det båder dig ikke; du er lidet vant til det.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Vel sandt; der er noget, som klemmer mig for bringen; jeg kan ikke trække vejret. 

(han skjuler igen ansigtet med sine hænder. Ophold. Dagny sætter sig hos ham.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Imorgen ruster du vel dit skib og farer med til Island?
 

ØRNULF 

(uden at se op). 
 Hvad skal jeg der? Nej, jeg vil til mine sønner.
 

DAGNY 

(smerteligt). 
 Fader!
 

ØRNULF 

(løfter hovedet). 
 Gå ind, og lad mig sidde; har uvejret legt om mig en nat eller to, så er det gjort, tænker jeg.
 

SIGURD. 
 Sligt kan du ikke tænke på!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Undres dig, at jeg vil hvile! Mit dagværk er jo endt; jeg har højlagt mine sønner. (heftigt.) Gå fra mig! – Gå, gå! 

(han skjuler igen sit ansigt.)
 

SIGURD 

(sagte til Dagny, som rejser sig). 
 Lad ham sidde lidt endnu.
 

DAGNY. 
 Nej, jeg får friste et råd til; – jeg kender ham. (til Ørnulf.) Dit dagværk er endt, siger du; det er det dog ikke. Højlagt har du dine sønner; – men du er jo skald; det sømmer sig at kvæde til deres minde.
 

ØRNULF 

(hovedrystende). 
 Kvæde? Nej, nej; igår kunde jeg det; idag er jeg for gammel.
 

DAGNY. 
 Det må du dog; hæderlige mænd var dine sønner alle; et kvæde må siges om dem, og det kan ingen i ætten uden du.
 

ØRNULF 

(ser spørgende på Sigurd). 
 Kvæde? Hvad tykkes dig, Sigurd?
 

SIGURD. 
 Mig tykkes, at så er billigt; du får gøre som hun siger.
 

DAGNY. 
 Ilde vil det tykkes dine grander på Island, når arveøllet skal drikkes over Ørnulfs ætlinge, og intet kvad er digtet. Til at følge dine sønner har du tid nok.
 

ØRNULF. 
 Nu ja, jeg vil prøve det; og du, Dagny, lyt til, at du siden kan riste kvadet på kævle! (Mændene nærmer sig med faklerne, så at der dannes en gruppe om ham; han tier lidt og tænker sig om, derpå siger han:)

 Sind, som svær-mod stinger, 
 savner Brages glæde; 
 sorgfuld skald så såre 
 kvides ved at kvæde. 


 Skaldeguden skænked 
 evne mig at sjunge; – 
 klinge lad min klage 
 for mit tab, det tunge! 



(rejser sig.)



 Harmfuld norne hærged 
 hårdt mig verdens veje, 
 listed lykken fra mig, 
 ødte Ørnulfs eje. 


 Sønner syv til Ørnulf 
 blev af guder givet; – 
 nu går gubben ensom, 
 sønneløs i livet. 


 Sønner syv, så fagre, 
 fostret mellem sværde, 
 værned vikings hvide 
 hår, som gævest gærde. 


 Nu er gærdet jævnet, 
 mine sønner døde; 
 glædeløs står gubben, 
 og hans hus står øde. 


 Thorolf, – du, min yngste! 
 Boldest blandt de bolde! 
 Lidet gad jeg klage, 
 fik jeg dig beholde! 


 Vén du var, som våren, 
 mod din fader kærlig, 
 arted dig at ældes 
 til en helt så herlig. 


 Ulivs-sår, usaligt, 
 værste ve mon volde, 
 har min gamle bringe 
 klemt, som mellem skjolde. 


 Nidsyg norne nødig 
 nægted mig sit eje, – 
 dryssed smertens rigdom 
 over Ørnulfs veje. 


 Vegt er visst mit værge. 
 Fik jeg guders evne, 
 én da blev min idræt: 
 nornens færd at hævne. 


 Én da blev min gerning: 
 nornens fald at friste, – 
 hun, som har mig røvet 
 alt – og nu det sidste! 


 Har hun alt mig røvet? 
 Nej, det har hun ikke; 
 tidligt fik jo Ørnulf 
 Suttungs mjød at drikke. 



(med stigende begejstring.)



 Mine sønner tog hun; 
 men hun gav min tunge 
 evnen til i kvæder 
 ud min sorg at sjunge. 


 På min mund hun lagde 
 sangens fagre gave; – 
 lydt da lad den klinge, 
 selv ved sønners grave! 


 Hil jer, sønner gæve! 
 Hil jer, der I rider! 
 Gudegaven læger 
 verdens ve og kvider! 



(han trækker et dybt åndedrag, stryger håret fra panden og siger roligt): 
 Se så; nu er Ørnulf stærk og sund igen. (til mændene.) Kom med til natverdsbordet, drenge; vi har havt et tungt dagværk! 

(går med karlene ind i bådhuset.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Priset være de høje i himlen, som skænkte mig så godt et råd! (til Sigurd) Vil du ikke gå ind?
 

SIGURD. 
 Nej, jeg har liden lyst. Sig mig, er alle ting rede til imorgen?
 

DAGNY. 
 Det er de; et silkesømmet lin ligger inde på bænken; men jeg véd forvisst, at du vil stå dig mod Gunnar, så jeg har ej grædt derved.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det give alle gode magter, at du aldrig må græde for min skyld. 

(han standser og ser ud.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Hvad lytter du på?
 

SIGURD. 
 Hører du ikke – der! 

(peger til venstre.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Jo, der går som et sælsomt uvejr over havet!
 

SIGURD 

(idet han går lidt op mod baggrunden). 
 Hm, der vil nok regne hårde hagl i det uvejr. (råber.) Hvem kommer?
 

KÅRE BONDE 

(udenfor til venstre). 
 Kendte folk, Sigurd viking! 

(Kåre bonde med en flok bevæbnede mænd fra venstre.)
 

SIGURD. 
 Hvor agter I jer hen?
 

KÅRE. 
 Til Gunnar herses gård!
 

SIGURD. 
 Med ufred?
 

KÅRE. 
 Ja, det kan du lide på! Du hindred mig før; men nu tænker jeg det er dig kært nok!
 

SIGURD. 
 Kan vel være.
 

KÅRE. 
 Jeg har hørt om din handel med Gunnar; men går det som jeg vil, så kommer han med vege våben til mødet.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det er vovsomt værk du pønser på; agt dig, bonde!
 

KÅRE 

(med trodsig latter). 
 Lad mig om det; vil du takle dit skib inat, så skal vi lyse op for dig! – Kom, alle mand, se her går vejen! 

(de går alle ud til højre i baggrunden.)
 

DAGNY. 
 Sigurd, Sigurd, den ufærd må du hindre!
 

SIGURD 

(går rask hen til døren og råber ind): 
 Op fra bordet, Ørnulf; tag hævn over Kåre bonde!
 

ØRNULF 

(kommer ud med de øvrige). 
 Kåre bonde, – hvor er han?
 

SIGURD. 
 Han stævner mod Gunnars gård for at brænde folkene inde!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ha, ha, – lad ham det, så får jeg hævn over Gunnar og Hjørdis med det samme; siden vil jeg søge Kåre.
 

SIGURD. 
 Nej, det er gavnløst råd; Kåre må du søge inat, hvis du vil ramme ham; thi er udåden øvet, så stævner han tilfjelds. Gunnar har jeg æsket til holmgang; han er dig viss nok, ifald ikke jeg selv – nå ja, ligegodt, – inat må han skærmes mod sine uvenner; ilde var det, om slig ugerningsmand, som Kåre, tog hævnen fra mig!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Sandt siger du der. Inat vil jeg skærme Thorolfs bane; men imorgen må han fældes!
 

SIGURD. 
 Han eller jeg, – det kan du lide på!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Så kom da til hævn for Ørnulfs æt! 

(han går med mændene til højre i baggrunden.)
 

SIGURD. 
 Dagny, følg med; – jeg må blive; thi rygtet om tvekampen er alt på vandring mellem folk, og jeg kan ikke møde Gunnar før tiden kommer; men du, – styr og råd din fader; hæderligt må han fare frem; i Gunnars gård er mange kvinder; ingen mén må voldes Hjørdis eller de andre.
 

DAGNY. 
 Ja ja, jeg vil med. På Hjørdis tænker du dog; tak for det hjertelag!
 

SIGURD. 
 Gå, gå, Dagny!
 

DAGNY. 
 Jeg går; men for Hjørdis kan vi være trygge: hun har gyldne hærklæder i buret, og værger sig nok selv.
 

SIGURD. 
 Det tænker jeg med; men gå du endda; styr din faders færd; våg over alle og – over Gunnars hustru?
 

DAGNY. 
 Lid på mig. Vel mødt igen! 

(hun går efter de forrige.)
 

SIGURD. 
 Det er første gang, fosterbroder, at jeg står våbenløs, mens du er stedt i fare. (lytter.) Jeg hører skrig og sværdhug; – de er alt ved gården. (vil over til højre, men standser og viger forbauset tilbage.) Hjørdis! Hun kommer hid! 
 (Hjørdis, klædt i kort rød skarlagenskjortel, med gyldne våbenstykker: hjelm, pandser, arm-og benskinner. Hendes hår er udslået; på ryggen bærer hun et kogger, og ved beltet et lidet skjold; i hånden har hun buen med hårsnoren.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(ilsomt og seende sig tilbage, som om hun ængstedes af noget, der forfulgte hende, går tæt hen til Sigurd, tager ham ved armen og siger dæmpet): 
 Sigurd, Sigurd, kan du se den?
 

SIGURD. 
 Hvem? Hvor?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Ulven der – lige ved; den rører sig ikke; den ser på mig med to røde øjne! – Det er min fylgje, Sigurd! Tre gange har den vist sig for mig; det betyder, at jeg visselig skal dø inat!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Der sank den i jorden! Ja, ja, nu har den varslet mig.
 

SIGURD. 
 Du er syg; kom og gå ind!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Nej, her vil jeg vente; jeg har ikke lang tid igen!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hvad er der hændt med dig?
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Hvad der er hændt? Det véd jeg ikke; men sandt var det, du sagde idag, at Gunnar og Dagny stod mellem os; bort fra dem og fra livet må vi; da kan vi blive sammen!
 

SIGURD. 
 Vi? Ha, du mener –!
 

HJØRDIS 

(med højhed). 
 Jeg blev hjemløs i verden fra den dag du tog en anden til viv. Ilde handled du dengang! Alle gode gaver kan manden give til sin fuldtro ven, – alt, kun ikke den kvinde han har kær; thi gør han det, da bryder han nornens lønlige spind og to liv forspildes. Der er en usvigelig røst i mig, som siger, at jeg blev til, for at mit stærke sind skulde løfte og bære dig i de tunge tider, og at du fødtes, for at jeg i én mand kunde finde alt det, der tyktes mig stort og ypperligt; thi det véd jeg, Sigurd, – havde vi to holdt sammen, da var du bleven navnkundigere og jeg lykkeligere end alle andre!
 

SIGURD. 
 Unyttig er den klage nu. Mener du det er lysteligt, det liv jeg har ivente? Hver dag at være Dagny nær og gøgle en elskov, som hjertet klemmes ved. Og dog, det må så være; ændres kan det ikke.
 

HJØRDIS 

(under stigende vildhed). 
 Det skal det dog! Ud af livet vil vi begge gå! Ser du denne buesnor? Med den rammer jeg sikkert; thi jeg har galet fagre galdrekvad over den! (lægger en pil i buen, der er spændt.) Hør! Hør, hvor det suser højt oppe! Det er de dødes hjemfærd; jeg har hekset dem hid; – i lag med dem skal vi følges!
 

SIGURD 

(viger tilbage). 
 Hjørdis, Hjørdis, – jeg ræddes for dig!
 

HJØRDIS 

(uden at agte på ham). 
 Ingen magt kan ændre vor skæbne nu! O, ja – det er også bedre så, end om du havde fæstet mig hernede i livet; end om jeg havde siddet på din gård for at væve lin og uld og føde dig afkom, – fy, fy!
 

SIGURD. 
 Hold op! Din trolddomskunst har været dig overmægtig; den har kastet en sjælesot på dig! (forfærdet.) Ha, se – se! Gunnars gård, – den brænder!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Lad brænde, lad brænde! Skysalen deroppe er bedre end Gunnars bjælkestue!
 

SIGURD. 
 Men Egil, din søn, – de fælder ham!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Lad fældes, – så fældes min skændsel med det samme!
 

SIGURD. 
 Og Gunnar, – de tager din husbonds liv!
 

HJØRDIS. 
 Det agter jeg ikke! Bedre husbond skal jeg følge hjem inat! Ja, Sigurd, så må det være; her i landet gror ikke lykken for mig; – den hvide gud kommer nordover; ham vil jeg ikke stedes til møde med; de gamle er ikke stærke, som før; – de sover, de sidder halvt som skygger; – med dem vil vi strides! Ud af livet, Sigurd; jeg vil sætte dig på himlens kongestol, og selv vil jeg sidde dig næst! (Uvejret bryder løs.) Hør, hør, der kommer vort følge! Kan du se de sorte jagende heste; en for mig og en for dig! (kaster buen til kinden og skyder.) Så far da den sidste færd!
 

SIGURD. 
 Vel truffet, Hjørdis! 

(han falder.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(jublende, idet hun iler hen til ham). 
 Sigurd, min broder, – nu hører vi hinanden til!
 

SIGURD. 
 Nu mindre end før. Her skilles vore veje; thi jeg er en kristnet mand.
 

HJØRDIS 

(forfærdet). 
 Du –! Ha, nej, nej!
 

SIGURD. 
 Den hvide gud er min; kong Ædhelstan har lært mig ham at kende; – det er op til ham jeg nu går.
 

HJØRDIS 

(i fortvivlelse). 
 Og jeg –! (slipper buen.) Ve, ve!
 

SIGURD. 
 Tungt var mit liv fra den stund jeg tog dig ud af mit eget hjerte og gav dig til Gunnar. Tak, Hjørdis; – nu er jeg så let og fri. 

(dør.)
 

HJØRDIS 

(stille). 
 Død! Så har jeg visselig forspildt min sjæl! (Uvejret vokser, hun udbryder vildt.) De kommer! Jeg har galdret dem hid! Men nej, nej; – jeg følger jer ikke; jeg vil ikke ride uden Sigurd! Det hjælper ej; – de ser mig; de ler og vinker, de sporer sine heste! (iler ud på fjeldkanten i baggrunden.) Der er de over mig; – og intet ly, intet skjul! Jo, på havets bund kan hænde! 

(hun styrter sig ud.)


(Ørnulf, Dagny, Gunnar med Egil, samt Sigurds mænd kommer efterhånden ind fra højre.)
 

ØRNULF 

(vendt mod gravhaugen). 
 Nu kan I sove roligt; thi uhævnet ligger I ikke!
 

DAGNY 

(kommer). 
 Fader, fader, – skrækken dræber mig; – al den blodige færd – og uvejret; – hør, hør!
 

GUNNAR 

(med Egil på armen). 
 Giv fred og ly for mit barn!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Gunnar herse!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ja Ørnulf, min gård er jo brændt og mine svende faldne; jeg er i din vold; gør som dig tykkes!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det står til Sigurd. Men ind under tag; det er utrygt herude!
 

DAGNY. 
 Ja, ind, ind! (går henimod bådhuset, får øje på liget og udstøder et skrig:) Sigurd, min husbond; – de har dræbt ham! 

(kaster sig ned ved ham.)
 

ØRNULF 

(iler til). 
 Sigurd!
 

GUNNAR 

(sætter Egil ned). 
 Sigurd dræbt!
 

DAGNY 

(ser fortvivlet på mændene, der står om den døde). 
 Nej, nej, det er ikke så; – han må være ilive endnu! (bemærker buen.) Ha, hvad er det! 

(rejser sig.)
 

ØRNULF. 
 Datter, det er nok, som du først sagde, – Sigurd er fældet.
 

GUNNAR 

(som greben af en pludselig tanke). 
 Og Hjørdis! – Har Hjørdis været her?
 

DAGNY 

(sagte og med fatning). 
 Jeg véd ikke; men det véd jeg, at hendes bue har været her.
 

GUNNAR. 
 Ja, jeg tænkte det nok!
 

DAGNY. 
 Ti, ti! (for sig selv.) Så bittert har hun da hadet ham!
 

GUNNAR 

(sagte). 
 Fældet ham – natten før holmgangen; så har hun endda elsket mig. 

(Alle farer forfærdede sammen; Åsgårdsrejden suser gennem luften.)
 

EGIL 

(med skræk). 
 Fader! Se, se!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Hvad er det?
 

EGIL. 
 Deroppe – alle de sorte heste –!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Det er skyerne, som –
 

ØRNULF. 
 Nej, det er de dødes hjemfærd.
 

EGIL 

(med et skrig). 
 Moder er med dem!
 

DAGNY. 
 Alle gode magter!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Barn, hvad siger du!
 

EGIL. 
 Der – foran – på den sorte hest! Fader, fader! 

(Egil klynger sig forfærdet op til faderen; kort pause; uvejret drager forbi, skyerne skilles, månen skinner fredeligt ud over landskabet.)
 

GUNNAR 

(stille og smerteligt). 
 Nu er Hjørdis visselig død!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Det er vel så, Gunnar; – og på hende havde jeg mere at hævne end på dig. Dyrt blev mødet for os begge; – – der er min hånd, fred og forsoning!
 

GUNNAR. 
 Tak, Ørnulf! Og nu tilskibs; jeg farer med til Island!
 

ØRNULF. 
 Ja, til Island, og sent vil vor hærfærd glemmes: 
 Højt om heltefærd og stærke 
 kæmpers leg på norske strande 
 skal til sildigst æt fra Island 
 sjunges over nordens lande!
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FRU HALM, en embedsmands enke. 
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 STYVER, kopist. 
 FRØKEN SKÆRE, hans forlovede. 
 STRÅMAND, prest fra landet. 
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 FIRE TANTER, EN HUSJOMFRU, EN OPPASSER, TJENESTEPIGER.
 

(Handlingen foregår på fru Halms løkke ved Drammensvejen.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Scenen forestiller en smuk have med uregelmæssige men smagfulde anlæg; i baggrunden ses fjorden og øerne udover. Til venstre for tilskuerne hovedbygningen med en veranda og ovenover denne et åbent kvistvindu; til højre i forgrunden et åbent lysthus med bord og bænke. Landskabet ligger i stærk aftenbelysning. Det er tidligt på sommeren; frugttræerne blomstrer.) 
 

(Når teppet går op, sidder fru Halm, Anna og frøken Skære på verandaen, de to første med håndarbejde, den sidste med en bog. I lysthuset ses Falk, Lind, Guldstad og Styver; på bordet står punschmugge og glasse. Svanhild sidder alene i baggrunden ved vandet.)
 

FALK 

(rejser sig med hævet glas og synger). 
 Solglad dag i hegnet have 
 skabtes dig til lyst og leg; 
 tænk ej på, at høstens gave 
 tidtnok vårens løfter sveg. 
 Æbleblomsten, hvid og vakker, 
 breder over dig sit tjeld, – 
 lad den så langs alle bakker 
 drysses vejrslåt næste kveld!
 

KOR AF HERRERNE. 
 Lad den så langs alle bakker 
 o. s. v.
 

FALK. 
 Hvad vil du om frugten spørge 
 midt i træets blomstertid? 
 Hvorfor sukke, hvorfor sørge, 
 sløvet under slæb og slid? 
 Hvorfor lade fugleskræmmen 
 klappre dag og nat på stang! 
 Glade broder, fuglestemmen 
 ejer dog en bedre klang!
 

HERRERNE. 
 Glade broder, fuglestemmen 
 o. s. v.
 

FALK. 
 Hvorfor vil du spurven jage 
 fra din rige blomstergren! 
 Lad den før som sangløn tage 
 din forhåbning, en for en. 
 Tro mig, du ved byttet vinder, 
 tusker sang mod sildig frugt; 
 husk moralen „Tiden rinder”; 
 snart din friluftslund er lukt.
 

HERRERNE. 
 Husk moralen „Tiden rinder” 
 o. s. v.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg vil leve, jeg vil synge, 
 til den dør, den sidste hæk; 
 fej da trøstig alt i dynge, 
 kast så hele stadsen væk. 
 Grinden op; lad får og kviger 
 gramse grådigt, hver som bedst; 
 jeg brød blomsten; lidt det siger, 
 hvem der tar den døde rest!
 

HERRERNE. 
 Jeg brød blomsten; lidt det siger, 
 o. s. v. 

(de klinker og tømmer glassene.)
 

FALK 

(til damerne). 
 Se, det var visen, som De bad mig om; – 
 bær over med den; jeg er tanketom.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Å, hvad gør det, når bare visen klinger?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(ser sig om). 
 Men Svanhild, som så ivrig var især –? 
 Da Falk begyndte, fik med ét hun vinger; 
 nu er hun borte.
 

ANNA 

(peger mod baggrunden). 
 Nej, hun sidder der.
 

FRU HALM 

(med et suk). 
 Det barn! Gud véd, når jeg får skik på hende!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Men sig, herr Falk, mig syntes visens ende 
 var mindre rig på – sådan – poesi, 
 som ellers findes hist og her deri.
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, og det var dog ganske visst så let, 
 at få lidt mer mod slutningen placeret.
 

FALK 

(klinker med ham). 
 Man kliner ind, lig kit i revnet bræt, 
 til den blir fed nok, spækket, marmoreret.
 

STYVER 

(uforstyrret). 
 Ja, det går glat; jeg husker det så godt 
 ifra mig selv.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Hvad? Har De Musen redet?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Min kæreste? Gud ja!
 

STYVER. 
 Å, kun så småt.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(til damerne). 
 Han er romantisk af sig.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Jo, vi véd det!
 

STYVER. 
 Nu ikke mere; det er lang tid siden.
 

FALK. 
 Fernis og romantik går af med tiden. 
 Men forhen altså –?
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, det var nu i 
 den tid, jeg var forelsket.
 

FALK. 
 Er da den forbi? 
 jeg trode ej din elskovsrus udsovet!
 

STYVER. 
 Nu er jeg jo officielt forlovet; 
 det er jo mere end forelsket, véd jeg!
 

FALK. 
 Ret så, min gamle ven, jeg holder med dig! 
 Du avanceret har, beståt det sværeste: 
 forfremmelsen fra elsker og til kæreste.
 

STYVER 

(med et behageligt erindringssmil). 
 Det er dog sært! Jeg skulde fast forsvoret 
 mit mindes faktiskhed i dette nu. 

(vender sig til Falk.)

 For syv år siden, – vil du tro det, du? 
 Jeg gjorde vers i stilhed på kontoret.
 

FALK. 
 Du gjorde vers – ved pulten?
 

STYVER. 
 Nej, ved bordet.
 

GULDSTAD 

(slår på sit glas). 
 Silentium, nu har kopisten ordet!
 

STYVER. 
 Især om aftningen, når jeg var fri, 
 jeg konciperte remser poesi, 
 så lange, som – ja to-tre brukne ark. 
 Det gik!
 

FALK. 
 Du gav din Muse blot et spark, 
 så traved hun –
 

STYVER. 
 Ustemplet eller stemplet 
 papir, se det var hende ligegodt.
 

FALK. 
 Så poesien flommed lige flot? 
 Men hør, hvorledes brød du ind i templet?
 

STYVER. 
 Ved hjælp af kærlighedens brækjern, ven! 
 Med andre ord, så var det frøken Skære, 
 min kæreste, som hun blev senere hen, 
 for dengang var hun –
 

FALK. 
 Ret og slet din kære.
 

STYVER 

(vedblivende). 
 Det var en sælsom tid; min jus jeg glemte; 
 min pen jeg spidsed ej, nej, jeg den stemte, 
 og når den i konceptpapiret rev, 
 det klang som melodi til hvad jeg skrev; – 
 omsider expederte jeg et brev 
 til hende – hun –
 

FALK. 
 Hvis kæreste du blev.
 

STYVER. 
 Tænk, samme dato indløb hendes svar; 
 andragendet bevilget, – sagen klar!
 

FALK. 
 Og du, du følte dig ved pulten større; 
 du havde bragt din elskov på det tørre!
 

STYVER. 
 Naturligvis.
 

FALK. 
 Og aldrig mer du digted?
 

STYVER. 
 Nej, jeg har aldrig siden mærket trang; 
 det var med ét, som om mig åren svigted; 
 og når jeg prøver nu en enkelt gang 
 at sætte sammen blot et nytårsvers, 
 så kommer rim og versemål påtvers, 
 og, – jeg forstår ej, hvad det stikker i, – 
 men det blir jus og ikke poesi.
 

GULDSTAD 

(klinker med ham). 
 Og derfor er, min sjæl, De lige god! 

(til Falk.)

 De tror nu færgen over lykkens flod 
 er bare til, for Dem at sætte over; 
 men se Dem for, ifald De farten vover. 
 Hvad Deres vise angår, véd jeg ej 
 om den poetisk er i alle ender; 
 men hvordan end De visen snor og vender, 
 den har en slet moral, det siger jeg. 
 Hvad skal man kalde slig økonomi: 
 at lade alskens fugle æde karten 
 før den får tid til moden frugt at bli; 
 at lade kør og får få græsse fri 
 herinde sådan udpå sommerparten? 
 Jo, her blev vakkert næste vår, fru Halm!
 

FALK 

(rejser sig). 
 Å, næste, næste! Tanken er mig kvalm, 
 som i det slappe ord „det næste” ligger, 
 det gør hver glædens rigmand til en tigger! 
 Hvis jeg som sprogets sultan måtte råde 
 en time kun, det silkesnoren fik, 
 og skulde ud af verden uden nåde, 
 som b og g af Knudsens grammatik.
 

STYVER. 
 Hvad har du da imod det håbets ord?
 

FALK. 
 At det formørker os Guds fagre jord. 
 „Vor næste kærlighed”, „vor næste viv”, 
 „vort næste måltid” og „vort næste liv”, – 
 se, den forsynlighed, som heri ligger, 
 den er det, som gør glædens søn til tigger. 
 Sålangt du ser, forstygger den vor tid, 
 den dræber nydelsen af øjeblikket; 
 du har ej ro, før du får båden vrikket 
 imod den „næste” strand med slæb og slid; 
 men er du fremme, – mon du da tør hvile? 
 Nej, du må atter mod et „næste” ile. 
 Og sådan går det – fortvæk – udaf livet, – 
 Gud véd, om bag et stoppested er givet.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Men fy, herr Falk, hvor kan De tale så!
 

ANNA 

(tankefuld). 
 O, det han siger, kan jeg godt forstå; 
 der må dog noget sandt på bunden være.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(bekymret). 
 Sligt må min kæreste ej høre på, 
 han er excentrisk nok. – Å hør, min kære; 
 kom hid et øjeblik!
 

STYVER 

(beskæftiget med at rense sin pibespids). 
 Jeg kommer snart.
 

GULDSTAD 

(til Falk). 
 Ja, ét er mig dog idetmindste klart: 
 at De bør holde noget mer i ære 
 forsynligheden; tænk Dem blot, ifald 
 De skrev et digt idag og satte al 
 den dyre restbeholdning ind deri, 
 som De på lager har af poesi, 
 og fandt, De intet havde mer tilbedste, 
 når De imorgen digtede det næste; – 
 da fik kritiken Dem nok i kalotten.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg tvivler på, den mærked bankerotten; 
 da slentred arm i arm kritik og jeg 
 gemytligt frem jo på den samme vej. 

(afbrydende og med overgang.)

 Men sig mig, Lind, hvad går der dog af dig? 
 Du sidder her den hele tid så sturen; 
 studerer du måske arkitekturen?
 

LIND 

(tar sig sammen). 
 Jeg? Hvorfor falder du på det?
 

FALK. 
 Jo visst; 
 du har ej øjet fra altanen hist. 
 Er det verandastilens brede buer, 
 som du med slig dybsindighed beskuer? 
 Hvad heller dørens kunstigt skårne hængsler, 
 og vindueslugerne med ditto stængsler? 
 For noget er det, som din tanke fængsler.
 

LIND 

(med et strålende udtryk). 
 Nej, du tar fejl; jeg sidder her og lever. 
 Berust i nuet intet mer jeg kræver. 
 Jeg har en følelse, som om jeg stod 
 med verdens rigdom drysset for min fod! 
 Tak for din sang om glædens liv i våren; 
 den var som af mit eget indre skåren! 

(hæver sit glas og vexler et blik med Anna, umærkeligt for de øvrige.)

 En skål for blomsten, der den dufter smukt, 
 foruden tanke på at vorde frugt! 

(drikker tilbunds.)
 

FALK 

(ser på ham, overrasket og greben, men tvinger sig under en let tone)

 Vil mine damer høre; det var nyt! 
 Her har jeg letvindt gjort en proselyt. 
 Igår han gik med salmebog i lommen, 
 idag han kækt trakterer digtertrommen. – 
 Man påstår vel, at vi poeter fødes; 
 men stundom kan en prosaist dog gødes 
 så ubarmhjertigt, som en strasburgsk gås, 
 med rimet sludder og med metrisk vås, 
 så alt hans indre, lever, sjæl og krås, 
 når ud det krænges, findes ganske fuldt 
 af lyrisk ister og rethorisk smult. 

(til Lind.)

 Men tak forresten for din gode mening; 
 herefter slår vi harpen i forening.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja De, herr Falk, De er vel flittig nu? 
 I landlig ro, – her mellem blomstergrene, 
 hvor De kan færdes for Dem selv alene – –
 

FRU HALM 

(smilende). 
 Nej, han er doven, så det er en gru.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Jeg havde tænkt, De, som fru Halms logerende, 
 var bleven rigtig stærkt poetiserende. 

(peger ud til højre.)

 Det lille havehus, bag løvet gemt, 
 det ligger for en digter så bekvemt; 
 der synes mig, De måtte blive stemt – –
 

FALK 

(går over mod verandaen og læner sig med armene på rækværket). 
 Dæk mine øjnes spejl med blindheds skimmel, 
 så skal jeg digte om den lyse himmel. 
 Skaf mig, om blot en månedstid på borg, 
 en kval, en knusende, en kæmpesorg, 
 så skal jeg synge livets jubel ud. 
 Og helst, min frøken, skaf mig blot en brud, 
 som er mig alt, mit lys, min sol, min Gud. 
 Jeg har om den ting supplicert Vorherre, 
 men han har hidtil vist sig døv, desværre.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Fy, det er jo frivolt!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja hæsligt sagt!
 

FALK. 
 Å, De må ikke tro det var min agt 
 at gå med hende under arm på „Kurland”; 
 nej, midt i lykkens vilde jubeljagt 
 hun måtte gå til evighedens urland. 
 Jeg trænger til lidt åndig gymnastik, 
 som jeg på den vis måske grundigst fik.
 

SVANHILD 

(har under det foregående nærmet sig; hun står nu tæt ved Falk og siger med et bestemt men lunefuldt udtryk). 
 Godt, jeg skal be’ for Dem om slig en skæbne; 
 men når den kommer, – bær den som en mand.
 

FALK 

(har vendt sig overrasket). 
 Å, frøken Svanhild! – Jo, jeg skal mig væbne. 
 Men tror De også, at jeg stole kan 
 på Deres bøn, som noget rigtigt virkende? 
 Med himlen, ser De, må man omgås lirkende. 
 Jeg véd jo nok, De vilje har for to 
 til mig at skille ved min sjælero; 
 men om De også har behørig tro, 
 se, det er sagen.
 

SVANHILD 

(mellem spøg og alvor). 
 Vent til sorgen kommer 
 og gulner livets lyse, grønne sommer, – 
 vent til den nager vågen og i drømme, 
 så kan om styrken af min tro De dømme. 

(hun går over til damerne.)
 

FRU HALM 

(dæmpet). 
 Men vil I to da aldrig holde fred? 
 Nu har du gjort herr Falk for alvor vred. 

(vedbliver at tale sagte og formanende. Frøken Skære blander sig i samtalen. Svanhild står kold og taus.)
 

FALK 

(går efter en kort, tankefuld stilhed over til lysthuset og siger hen for sig): 
 Der lyste visshed ud af hendes blikke. 
 Mon jeg skal tro, som hun det tror så trygt, 
 at himlen vil –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Å nej-Gud vil den ikke! 
 Den var da, med respekt, og brav forrykt, 
 om den effektuerte slige ordres. 
 Nej, ser De, gode hode, – hvad der fordres, 
 det er motion for arme, ben og krop. 
 Lig ikke her og glo i løvet op 
 den lange dag; hug ved om ikke andet. 
 Det måtte også være rent forbandet, 
 om ikke inden fjorten dage De 
 for Deres gale nykker da var fri.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg står som æslet, snørt i valgets bånd; 
 til venstre har jeg kød, til højre ånd; 
 hvad var vel visest her at vælge først.
 

GULDSTAD 

(idet han skænker i glassene). 
 Først et glas punsch, det slukker harm og tørst.
 

FRU HALM 

(ser på sit uhr). 
 Men den er otte snart; nu tror jeg næsten 
 det er på tiden vi kan vente presten. 

(rejser sig og rydder op på altanen.)
 

FALK. 
 Hvad? Skal her komme prester?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Gud, ja visst!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Det var jo det, som jeg fortalte sidst –
 

ANNA. 
 Nej moer, herr Falk var ikke da tilstede.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nå, det er sandt. Men bliv dog ej så trist; 
 tro mig, af det besøg De høster glæde.
 

FALK. 
 Men sig, hvem er han da, den glædens såmand?
 

FRU HALM. 
 Å Herregud, det er jo presten Stråmand.
 

FALK. 
 Ja så. Jeg tror, at jeg har hørt hans navn, 
 og læst, at han skal ind og gøre gavn, 
 som storthingsmand, på politikens marker.
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, han er taler.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Skade blot, han harker.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Nu kommer han med frue –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og med arvinger –
 

FALK. 
 At more dem iforvejen lidt, de hulde, – 
 for siden får han begge hænder fulde 
 med svenske spørgsmål og med statsrådsgarvinger; 
 jo, jeg forstår.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Det er en mand, herr Falk!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Ja, i sin ungdom var han nu en skalk.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(fornærmet). 
 Nå så, herr Guldstad! Alt fra jeg var liden 
 har jeg hørt tale dog med stor respekt, – 
 og det af folk, hvis ord har megen vægt, – 
 om presten Stråmand og hans livs roman.
 

GULDSTAD 

(leende). 
 Roman?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Roman. Jeg kalder sligt romantisk, 
 som ej af hverdagsfolk vurderes kan.
 

FALK. 
 De spænder min nysgærrighed gigantisk.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(vedblivende). 
 Men Gudbevars, der gives altid visse, 
 som af det rørende sig lader hidse 
 til railleri! Det er jo velbekendt, 
 at her var en, som bare var student, 
 der var så fræk, så ryggesløs, så ussel, 
 at kritisere selve „William Russell”.
 

FALK. 
 Men sig, er oplandspresten da et digt, 
 et kristent drama eller noget sligt?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(rørt til stille tårer). 
 Nej Falk, – et menneske, på hjerte rigt. 
 Men når en så at sige livløs ting 
 kan forårsage slige ondskabssting 
 og vække fæle lidenskabers mængde 
 af slig en dybde –
 

FALK 

(deltagende). 
 Og af slig en længde –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Så vil, med Deres skarpe blik, De snart 
 begribe at –
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det er ganske klart. 
 Men hvad der hidtil er mig mindre tydeligt, 
 det er romanens indhold og dens art. 
 Jeg kan nok ane, det er noget nydeligt; 
 men hvis det lod sig sige i en fart –
 

STYVER. 
 Jeg skal af sagens fakta extrahere 
 det vigtigste.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Nej, jeg erindrer mere; 
 jeg kan fortælle –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Det kan også jeg!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Å nej, fru Halm, nu er jeg alt på vej. 
 Ser De, herr Falk, – han gjaldt, som kandidat, 
 for et af hovedstadens bedste hoder, 
 forstod sig på kritik og nye moder –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og spillede komedie privat.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja bi nu lidt! Han musicerte, malte, –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og husk, hvor pent historier han fortalte.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja giv dog tid; jeg kan det på en prik. 
 Han skrev og komponerte selv musik 
 til noget, som en – forelægger fik; 
 det kaldtes „Syv sonetter til min Maren”. 
 Å Gud, hvor sødt han sang dem til guitaren!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja, det er visst, at han var genial!
 

GULDSTAD 

(dæmpet). 
 Hm, somme mente nu, at han var gal.
 

FALK. 
 En gammel praktikus, som ikke henter 
 sin visdom blot af mugne pergamenter, 
 har sagt, at kærligheden gør Petrarker 
 så let, som fæ og ladhed patriarker. 
 Men hvem var Maren?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Maren? Det var hende, 
 hans elskede, som snart De lærer kende. 
 Hun var en datter af et kompagni –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Et trælasthus.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(kort). 
 Ja, det må Herren vide.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 For det var hollandsk last de gjorde i.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Sligt hører til den trivielle side.
 

FALK. 
 Et kompagni?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(vedblivende). 
 Som ejed store grunker. 
 De kan vel tænke, hvor der kur blev gjort; 
 der meldtes friere af første sort. –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og mellem dem sågar en kammerjunker.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Men Maren værged kækt om kvindens ret. 
 Hun havde Stråmand mødt i „Dramatiken”: 
 at se og elske ham, det var nu ét –
 

FALK. 
 Og bejlerskaren måtte stå i stikken?
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja vil De tænke Dem den romantiken!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og læg så til en gammel grusom far, 
 som bare gik omkring og skilte hjerter; 
 jeg tror der også en formynder var, 
 for endnu mer at øge deres smerter. 
 Men hun blev ham og han blev hende tro; 
 de drømte sammen om et stråtækt bo, 
 et snehvidt får, som kunde nære to –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja i det højeste en liden ko, –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Kort sagt, som de for mig så tidt erklærte, 
 en bæk, en hytte og hinandens hjerte.
 

FALK. 
 Ak ja! Og så –?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Så brød hun med sin slægt.
 

FALK. 
 Hun brød –?
 

FRU HALM. 
 Hun brød med den.
 

FALK. 
 Se, det var kækt.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og flytted til sin stråmand op på kvisten.
 

FALK. 
 Hun flytted op! Foruden – sådan – vielse?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Å fy!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Fy skam! Min salig mand på listen 
 står blandt forloverne –!
 

STYVER 

(til frøkenen). 
 Ja, din fortielse 
 af faktum er det, som forvolder tvisten. 
 I referater har det megen vægt 
 at ordne kronologisk og korrekt. 
 Men jeg kan aldrig faa det i mit hode, 
 hvor de kom af det –
 

FALK 

(fortsættende). 
 – thi man tør formode, 
 at får og ko ej med på kvisten bode.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(til Styver). 
 Å, du skal vel betænke ét, min gode: 
 Man trænger ej, hvor kærligheden troner; 
 to ømme hjerter klarer sig med lidt. 

(til Falk.)

 Han elsked hende til guitarens toner, 
 og hun gav på klaver informationer –
 

FRU HALM. 
 og så, forstår sig, tog de på kredit –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Et år, til handelshuset gik fallit.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Men så fik Stråmand kald et steds der nordpå.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og i et brev, jeg siden så, han svor på, 
 han leved blot for pligten og for hende.
 

FALK 

(supplerende). 
 Og dermed var hans livs roman tilende.
 

FRU HALM 

(rejser sig). 
 Ja nu jeg tror vi går i haven ned; 
 vi må jo se, om vi dem har ivente.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(idet hun tar mantillen på). 
 Det er alt svalt.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja, Svanhild, vil du hente 
 mit uldne shavl.
 

LIND 

(til Anna, ubemærket af de øvrige). 
 Gå forud!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Kom så med! 

(Svanhild går ind i huset; de andre, undtagen Falk, går mod baggrunden og ud til venstre. Lind, der har fulgt med, standser og kommer tilbage.)
 

LIND. 
 Min ven!
 

FALK. 
 Iligemåde!
 

LIND. 
 Hånden hid! 
 Jeg er så glad; – jeg tror mit bryst må sprænges, 
 ifald jeg ikke får fortalt –
 

FALK. 
 Giv tid; 
 du skal forhøres først, så dømmes, hænges. 
 Hvad er nu det for adfærd? Lægge skjul 
 for mig, din ven, på skatten, du har fundet; – 
 for tilstå kun, formodningen er grundet: 
 Du trukket har et lod i lykkens hjul!
 

LIND. 
 Ja, jeg har fanget lykkens fagre fugl!
 

FALK. 
 Så? Levende, – og ej i snaren kvalt?
 

LIND. 
 Vent bare lidt; nu er det snart fortalt. 
 Jeg er forlovet! Tænk –!
 

FALK 

(hurtigt). 
 Forlovet!
 

LIND. 
 Ja! 
 idag, – Gud véd, hvor jeg tog modet fra! 
 Jeg sagde, – å, sligt lar sig ikke sige; 
 men tænk dig, – hun, den unge, smukke pige, 
 blev ganske blussende, – slet ikke vred! 
 Nej, kan du skønne, Falk, hvad jeg har vovet! 
 Hun hørte på mig, – og jeg tror hun græd; 
 det er jo gode tegn?
 

FALK. 
 Ja visst; bliv ved.
 

LIND. 
 Og, ikke sandt, – da er vi jo forlovet?
 

FALK. 
 Jeg må formode det; men for at være 
 aldeles tryg, så rådspørg frøken Skære.
 

LIND. 
 O nej, jeg véd, jeg føler det så trygt! 
 Jeg er så klar, så sikker, uden frygt. 

(strålende og hemmelighedsfuldt.)

 Hør, jeg fik lov at holde hendes hånd, 
 da hun tog kaffetøjet bort fra bordet!
 

FALK 

(løfter sit glas og tømmer det). 
 Nå, vårens blomster da i eders bånd!
 

LIND 

(ligeså). 
 Og det skal være højt og helligt svoret, 
 at jeg vil elske hende til min død, 
 så varmt som nu: – ja, for hun er så sød!
 

FALK. 
 Forlovet! Derfor var det da, du slang 
 på hylden både loven og profeterne.
 

LIND 

(leende). 
 Og du, som trode, at det var din sang –!
 

FALK. 
 Min ven, så stærk en tro har tidt poeterne.
 

LIND 

(alvorligt). 
 Tro ellers ikke, Falk, at theologen 
 er fra min lykkes time dreven ud. 
 Der er den forskel kun, at ikke bogen 
 forslår som jakobsstige til min Gud. 
 Nu må jeg ud og søge ham i livet; 
 jeg føler mig i hjertet mere god, 
 jeg elsker strået, krybet for min fod; 
 det er jo også del i lykken givet.
 

FALK. 
 Men sig mig nu –
 

LIND. 
 Nu har jeg sagt det hele, – 
 min rige gåde, som vi tre vil dele.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, men jeg mener, har du tænkt lidt fremad?
 

LIND. 
 Jeg tænkt? Tænkt fremad? Nej, fra denne stund 
 jeg lever i det vårlige sekund. 
 Jeg vender øjet mod min lykke hjemad; 
 der holder skæbnens tømmer jeg og hun. 
 Ej du, ej Guldstad, – ja, ej selv fru Halm 
 tør sige til min friske livsblomst: „Falm!” 
 Thi jeg har vilje, hun har varme øjne, 
 og derfor må den, skal den opad højne!
 

FALK. 
 Ret så, min broder, dig har lykken brug for!
 

LIND. 
 Mit livsmod brænder lig en vilter sang; 
 jeg kender mig så stærk; lå der et slug for 
 min fod, – hvor gabende, – jeg over sprang!
 

FALK. 
 Det sige vil i simpelt prosasprog: 
 Din kærlighed har gjort dig til et rensdyr.
 

LIND. 
 Nå, – farer jeg med renens vilde tog, 
 jeg véd, til hvem min længselsfugl imens flyr!
 

FALK. 
 Så får den alt imorgen til at flyve; 
 du følger med kvartetten jo tilfjelds. 
 Jeg lover for, du trænger ingen pels –
 

LIND. 
 Kvartetten! Pyt, – lad den alene klyve! 
 For mig er højfjeldsluft i dalens bund; 
 her har jeg blomsterne og fjordens vidder, 
 her har jeg løvsalsang og fuglekvidder, 
 og lykkens huldre, – ja for her er hun!
 

FALK. 
 Ak, lykkens huldre her i Akersdalen 
 er sjelden, som en elg; hold fast i halen. 

(med et blik mod huset.)

 Hyss, – Svanhild –
 

LIND 

(trykker hans hånd). 
 Godt; jeg går, – lad ingen kende, 
 hvad der er mellem dig og mig og hende. 
 Tak for du tog min hemlighed! Begrav den 
 i hjertet, – dybt og varmt, som jeg dig gav den. 

(Han går ud i baggrunden til de andre.)

 (Falk ser et øjeblik efter ham og går et par gange op og ned i haven, under synlig bestræbelse for at bekæmpe det oprør, han er i. Lidt efter kommer Svanhild ud fra huset med et tørklæde på armen og vil gå mod baggrunden. Falk nærmer sig lidt og betragter hende ufravendt; Svanhild standser.)
 

SVANHILD 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 De ser så visst på mig –?
 

FALK 

(halvt for sig selv). 
 Ja der er trækket; 
 i øjets sjø det skygger over bunden, 
 det leger skjul med spottens alf om munden, 
 det er der.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Hvad? De gør mig halvt forskrækket.
 

FALK. 
 De heder Svanhild?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Ja, det véd De vel.
 

FALK. 
 Men véd De, frøken, at det navn er latterligt? 
 Gør mig til vilje; kast det bort ikveld!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Fy, – det var egenmægtigt, lidet datterligt –
 

FALK 

(ler). 
 Hm, „Svanhild” – „Svanhild” – – 

(pludselig alvorlig.)

 Hvorfor fik De sligt 
 memento mori alt fra De var liden?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Er det da stygt?
 

FALK. 
 Nej, dejligt som et digt, 
 men altfor stort og stærkt og strængt for tiden. 
 Hvor kan en nutidsfrøken fylde ud 
 den tanke, navnet „Svanhild” i sig fatter? 
 Nej, kast det bort, som et forældet skrud.
 

SVANHILD. 
 De tænker nok på sagakongens datter –
 

FALK. 
 Som skyldfri knustes under hestens hov.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Men sligt er jo forbudt i vor tids lov. 
 Nej, højt i sadlen! I min stille tanke 
 jeg drømte tidt mig båren på dens ryg, 
 jog ud i verden vidt, jog kæk og tryg, 
 mens vinden slog som frihedsflag dens manke!
 

FALK. 
 Ja det er gammelt. I den „stille tanke”, 
 der ændser ingen af os grind og skranke, 
 der ræddes ingen for at bruge sporen; – 
 i gerning holder vi os smukt til jorden; 
 thi livet er igrunden hvermand kært, 
 og der er ingen, som et dødsspring vover.
 

SVANHILD 

(livligt). 
 Jo, peg på målet, og jeg sætter over! 
 Men da må målet være springet værd. 
 Et Kalifornien bag ørkensandet, – 
 hvis ikke, blir man, hvor man er, i landet.
 

FALK 

(spottende). 
 Nå, jeg forstår Dem; det er tidens fejl.
 

SVANHILD 

(varm). 
 Ja netop tidens! Hvorfor sætte sejl, 
 når ingen luftning stryger over fjorden?
 

FALK 

(ironisk). 
 Ja hvorfor slide pidsken eller sporen, 
 når ingen gylden indsats står som skænk 
 til den, der river sig fra bord og bænk 
 og jager fremad, båren højt i sadlen? 
 Slig færd for færdens skyld tilhører adlen, 
 og adelsfærd i vor tid kaldes tant; 
 så var nok meningen?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Ja, ganske sandt, 
 se pæretræet, som ved gærdet står, – 
 hvor det er goldt og blomsterløst iår. 
 Ifjor De skulde set, hvor det stod kækt 
 med kronen krøget under frugtens vægt.
 

FALK 

(noget uviss). 
 Det vil jeg tro; men hvad er deraf læren?
 

SVANHILD 

(med finhed). 
 Å, iblandt andet, at det fast er frækt, 
 når vor tids Zacharias kræver pæren. 
 Har træet overblomstret sig ifjor, 
 så må iår ej fordres samme flor.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg vidste nok, De fandt det rette spor igen 
 i romantiken – bagud i historien.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Ja – vor tids dyd er af en anden slags. 
 Hvem ruster sig for sandhed nutildags? 
 Hvem er personens indsats vel tillags? 
 Hvor findes helten?
 

FALK 

(ser skarpt på hende). 
 Og hvor er valkyrien?
 

SVANHILD 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Valkyrien bruges ej i dette land! 
 Da troen truedes ifjor i Syrien, 
 gik De da did som korsets svorne mand? 
 Nej, på papiret var De varm som taler, – 
 og sendte „kirketidenden” en daler. 

(Pause. Falk synes at ville svare, men holder inde og går opover haven.)
 

SVANHILD 

(betragter ham en stund, nærmer sig og spørger blidt). 
 Falk, er De vred?
 

FALK. 
 Nej visst; jeg går og sturer, – 
 se, det er alt.
 

SVANHILD 

(med tankefuld deltagelse). 
 De er som to naturer, – 
 to uforligte – –
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det véd jeg vel.
 

SVANHILD 

(heftigt). 
 Men grunden!
 

FALK 

(med udbrud). 
 Grunden? Jo, fordi jeg hader 
 at gå omkring med frækt udringet sjæl, 
 lig godtfolks kærlighed i alle gader, – 
 at gå omkring med blottet hjertevarme, 
 som unge kvinder går med nøgne arme! 
 De var den eneste, – De, Svanhild, De – 
 så tænkte jeg, – nå, den ting er forbi – 

(vender sig efter hende, idet hun går over mod lysthuset og ser ud.)

 De lytter –?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Til en anden røst, som taler, 
 hys! Hører De! hver kveld, når solen daler, 
 da kommer flyvende en liden fugl, – 
 se der, – der kom den frem af løvets skjul – 
 véd De, hvad fuldt og fast jeg tror? Hver den, 
 som her på jord blev nægtet sangens gave, 
 hun fik af Gud en liden fugl til ven – 
 for én kun skabt og for den enes have.
 

FALK 

(tager en sten op fra jorden). 
 Da gælder det, at fugl og ejer mødes, 
 skal ej dens sang i fremmed have ødes.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Ja det er sandt; men jeg har fundet min. 
 Jeg fik ej ordets magt, ej sangerstemme; 
 men kviddrer fuglen i sit grønne gemme, 
 det er som digte daled i mit sind – – 
 nu ja – de dvæler ej – de flyver bort – 

(Falk kaster stenen med heftighed; Svanhild udstøder et skrig.)

 o Gud, der slog De den! Hvad har De gjort! 

(iler ud til højre og kommer snart ind igen.)

 O det var syndigt, syndigt!
 

FALK 

(i lidenskabeligt oprør). 
 Nej – kun øje 
 for øje, Svanhild, – ikkun tand for tand! 
 Nu får De ingen hilsen fra det høje, 
 og ingen gave mer fra sangens land. 
 Se, det er hævnen over Deres værk!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Mit værk?
 

FALK. 
 Ja Deres! Indtil denne time 
 slog i mit bryst en sangfugl kæk og stærk. 
 Se – nu kan klokken over begge kime, – 
 De har den dræbt!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Har jeg?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, da De slog 
 min unge, glade sejrstro til jorden – 

(foragteligt.)

 da De forloved Dem!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Men sig mig dog!
 

FALK. 
 Å ja, den ting er sagtens i sin orden; 
 han tar examen, får sig strax en stilling, – 
 han går jo til Amerika som prest –
 

SVANHILD 

(i samme tone). 
 Og arver nok en ganske vakker skilling; – 
 ja, for det er vel Lind De mener?
 

FALK. 
 Bedst 
 må De vel vide –
 

SVANHILD 

(med dæmpet smil). 
 Ja, som brudens søster 
 bør jeg jo –
 

FALK. 
 Gud! Det er ej Dem – –!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Som høster 
 hin lykkens overflod? Ak nej desværre!
 

FALK 

(med næsten barnlig glæde). 
 Det er ej Dem! O, priset være Gud! 
 O, han er god og kærlig dog, Vorherre! 
 Jeg får ej se Dem som en andens brud; – 
 det var kun smertens lys han vilde tænde – – 

(vil gribe hendes hånd.)

 O hør mig, Svanhild – hør mig –
 

SVANHILD 

(peger raskt mod baggrunden). 
 Se derhenne! 

(hun går henimod huset. Fra baggrunden kommer i det samme fru Halm, Anna, frøken Skære, Guldstad, Styver og Lind. Under det foregående optrin er solen gået ned; landskabet ligger i tusmørke.)
 

FRU HALM 

(til Svanhild). 
 Nu har vi prestens lige på minuttet. 
 Hvor blev du af?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(efter et blik på Falk). 
 Du synes så betuttet.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Lidt ondt i hodet; det går over snart.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og endda går du her med håret bart? 
 Hold theen færdig; ryd så op i stuen; 
 pent må her være, for jeg kender fruen. 

(Svanhild går ind i huset.)
 

STYVER 

(til Falk). 
 Véd du besked om prestens politik?
 

FALK. 
 Jeg tror ej han for dyrtidstillæg stemmer.
 

STYVER. 
 Men dersom nu et lidet vink han fik 
 om versene, som jeg i pulten gemmer?
 

FALK. 
 Det muligt hjalp.
 

STYVER. 
 Ja gid, – for, tro du mig, 
 det kniber for os nu, vi bo skal sætte. 
 De elskovssorger, de er ikke lette.
 

FALK. 
 Tilpas; hvad vilde du på den gallej!
 

STYVER. 
 Er elskov en gallej?
 

FALK. 
 Nej ægteskabet, 
 med lænker, trælleliv og frihedstabet.
 

STYVER 

(da han ser, at frøken Skære nærmer sig). 
 Du kender ej den kapital, som bor 
 i kvindens tanker og i kvindens ord.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(sagte). 
 Tror du grossereren vil endossere?
 

STYVER 

(gnaven). 
 Jeg véd ej visst endnu; jeg skal probere. 

(de fjerner sig i samtale.)
 

LIND 

(dæmpet til Falk, idet han nærmer sig med Anna). 
 Jeg kan ej dy mig længer; i en fart 
 jeg forestille må –
 

FALK. 
 Du burde tie, 
 og ingen uvedkommende indvie 
 i det, som eders er –
 

LIND. 
 Nå, det var rart; – 
 for dig, min medlogerende i huset, 
 jeg skulde holdt min unge lykke skjult! 
 Nej, nu, mit hode har fåt håret gult, –
 

FALK. 
 Nu vil du gøre dig dit hode kruset? 
 Ja, kære bedste ven, hvis det er meningen, 
 så skynd dig blot og deklarer foreningen!
 

LIND. 
 Det har jeg også tænkt af flere grunde, 
 og deriblandt er en især af vægt; 
 sæt for exempel, at her findes kunde 
 en kurtisør, som lusked om fordækt; 
 sæt at hans hensigt trådte frem påtageligt, 
 som frieri; det var dog ubehageligt.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det er sandt; jeg havde ganske glemt, 
 du var til noget højere bestemt. 
 Som elskovs friprest står du midlertidigt; 
 sent eller tidligt skal der avanceres; 
 men det er selv mod skik og vedtægt stridigt, 
 om allerede nu du ordineres.
 

LIND. 
 Ja dersom ej grossereren –
 

FALK. 
 Hvad han?
 

ANNA 

(undselig). 
 Å, det er noget, Lind kun ind sig bilder.
 

LIND. 
 Sig ikke det; det aner mig han skiller 
 mig ved min lykke, når og hvor han kan. 
 Den fyr er jo en daglig gæst herude, 
 er rig og ugift, fører jer omkring; 
 kort sagt, min elskte, der er tusind ting, 
 som ej kan andet os end ondt bebude.
 

ANNA 

(med et suk). 
 O det var synd; her var så godt idag.
 

FALK 

(deltagende til Lind). 
 Ja slip ej lykken for en rodløs grille; 
 vent i det længste før du toner flag.
 

ANNA. 
 Gud! Frøken Skære ser på os; ti stille! 

(hun og Lind fjerner sig til forskellige kanter.)
 

FALK 

(ser efter Lind). 
 Der går han til sin ungdoms nederlag.
 

GULDSTAD 

(som imidlertid har stået ved trappen i samtale med fru Halm og frøken Skære, nærmer sig og slår ham på skuldren). 
 Nå, står man her og grunder på et digt?
 

FALK. 
 Nej, på et drama.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Det var da som fanden; – 
 jeg trode ej, De gav Dem af med sligt.
 

FALK. 
 Nej dette her er også af en anden, 
 en ven af mig, ja af os beggeto; – 
 en fejende forfatter kan De tro. 
 Tænk Dem, fra middagstider og til kveld 
 han digtet har en hel idyl tilende.
 

GULDSTAD 

(polidsk). 
 Og slutningen er god!
 

FALK. 
 De véd da vel 
 at teppet falder først – med ham og hende. 
 Men det er blot en del af trilogien; 
 bagefter kommer nok forfattersvien, 
 når nummer to, forlovelsens komedie, 
 skal digtes gennem lange akter fem, 
 og stoffets tråd skal spindes ud af dem 
 til ægteskabets drama, som det tredje.
 

GULDSTAD 

(smilende). 
 Man skulde tro forfatterlyst var smitsom.
 

FALK. 
 Så? Hvorfor det?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Jeg mener forsåvidtsom 
 jeg også går og grunder på en digtning, – 

(hemmelighedsfuldt.)

 en faktisk en, – foruden alskens svigtning.
 

FALK. 
 Og hvem er helten, om man spørge tør?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Det siger jeg imorgen, ikke før.
 

FALK. 
 Det er Dem selv!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Tror De, som slig, mig duelig?
 

FALK. 
 En bedre helt var sikkert ikke mulig. 
 Men nu heltinden? Hun skal sikkert hentes 
 fra landets friluft, ej fra byens kvalm?
 

GULDSTAD 

(truer med fingeren). 
 Hys, – det er knuden og med den må ventes! – 

(slår over i en anden tone.)

 Sig mig, hvad synes De om frøken Halm?
 

FALK. 
 Å, hende kender De visst meget bedre; 
 min dom kan hverken skæmme eller hædre. – 

(smilende.)

 Men vogt Dem bare, at det ej går galt 
 med dette „digt”, hvorom De har fortalt. 
 Sæt at jeg kunde Deres tillid svige 
 og omkalfatre udfald og intrige.
 

GULDSTAD 

(godmodigt). 
 Nå ja, så vilde jeg mit Amen sige.
 

FALK. 
 Det er et ord?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 De er jo mand af faget; 
 det var jo dumt, om Deres hjælp blev vraget 
 af en, der regnes må til fuskerlaget. 

(går op mod baggrunden.)
 

FALK 

(i forbigående til Lind). 
 Du havde ret; grossereren går om 
 med morderplaner mod din unge lykke. 

(fjerner sig.)
 

LIND 

(dæmpet til Anna). 
 Der kan du se, at ej min frygt var tom; 
 vi må på timen ud med sproget rykke. 

(de nærmer sig fru Halm, der tilligemed frøken Skære står ved huset.)
 

GULDSTAD 

(i samtale med Styver). 
 Et dejligt vejr ikveld.
 

STYVER. 
 Å ja såmen, 
 når man er oplagt –
 

GULDSTAD 

(spøgende). 
 Er der galt påfærde 
 med Deres kærlighed?
 

STYVER. 
 Ej just med den –
 

FALK 

(der er kommen til). 
 Men med forlovelsen?
 

STYVER. 
 Det kunde være.
 

FALK. 
 Hurra; du er da ikke blank og bar 
 for poesiens småmynt, kan jeg høre!
 

STYVER 

(stødt). 
 Jeg skønner ej, hvad poesien har 
 med mig og min forlovelse at gøre.
 

FALK. 
 Du skal ej skønne det; hvis elskov grunder 
 sit eget væsen ud, da går den under.
 

GULDSTAD 

(til Styver). 
 Men er det noget, som kan rettes på, 
 så ud med det.
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, jeg har hele dagen 
 funderet på at foredrage sagen, 
 men kan ej frem til konklusjonen nå.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg hjælper dig og skal mig fatte kort: 
 Alt fra du op til kæreste var rykket, 
 så har du følt dig, så at sige, trykket –
 

STYVER. 
 Ja det til sine tider endog hårdt.
 

FALK 

(vedblivende). 
 Har følt dig svært betynget af forpligtelser, 
 som du gav fanden, hvis det blot gik an; 
 se det er tingen.
 

STYVER. 
 Hvad er det for sigtelser! 
 Jeg har fornyet som en punktlig mand; 

(henvendt til Guldstad.)

 men mere kommer til i næste måned; 
 når man sig gifter, får man jo en kone –
 

FALK 

(glad). 
 Nu er påny din ungdomshimmel blånet, 
 det var en genklang af din sangtids tone! 
 Så skal det være; jeg forstod det straks; 
 du trængte blot til vinger og en saks!
 

STYVER. 
 En saks?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, viljesaksen, for at klippe 
 hvert bånd itu, så bort du kunde slippe, 
 og flyve ud –
 

STYVER 

(i vrede). 
 Nej, nu blir du for grov! 
 At sigte mig for brud på statens lov! 
 Jeg skulde tænke på at absentere mig? 
 Sligt er jo attentat på at blamere mig, – 
 verbalinjurier!
 

FALK. 
 Men er du gal! 
 Hvad er din mening da? Så tal dog – tal!
 

GULDSTAD 

(leende til Styver). 
 Ja, selv De kommer til at klare tanken! 
 hvad handles om?
 

STYVER 

(griber sig sammen). 
 Et lån i sparebanken.
 

FALK. 
 Et lån!
 

STYVER 

(hurtigt til Guldstad). 
 Ja egentlig en endossent 
 for hundred daler eller så omtrent.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(der imidlertid har stået hos fru Halm, Lind og Anna). 
 Å nej, jeg gratulerer! Gud, hvor dejligt!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Hvad er der nu! 

(går hen til damerne.)

 Det var da ubelejligt.
 

FALK 

(slår overgivent armen om hans nakke). 
 Hurra; trompetens lyd forkynder sødt, 
 at dig en broder er i Amor født! 

(drager ham med sig til de andre.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(overvældet til herrerne). 
 Tænk, Lind og Anna, – tænk Dem, han har fåt hende! 
 Nu er de kærester!
 

FRU HALM 

(med rørelsens tårer, medens parret ønskes tillykke). 
 Det er den ottende, 
 som går forsørget ud fra dette hus; – 

(rettet mod Falk.)

 syv søsterdøttre, – alle med logerende – – 

(angribes for stærkt og holder tørklædet for øjnene.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(til Anna). 
 Nå, her vil komme nok af gratulerende! 

(kæler for hende og er bevæget.)
 

LIND 

(griber Falks hænder). 
 Min ven, jeg går som i en salig rus!
 

FALK. 
 Hys; – som forlovet mand du medlem er 
 af salighedens mådeholdsforening; 
 lyd laugets love; – ingen orgier her! 

(vender sig til Guldstad med et anstrøg af ondskabsfuld deltagelse.)

 Nå, herr grosserer!
 

GULDSTAD 

(fornøjet). 
 Efter min formening 
 spår dette lykke for dem beggeto.
 

FALK 

(ser studsende på ham). 
 De bær jo sorgen med prisværdig ro. 
 Det glæder mig.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Hvad mener De, højstærede?
 

FALK. 
 Jeg mener blot, at eftersom De nærede 
 forhåbning for Dem selv –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Så? Gjorde jeg?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, idetmindste var De nær på vej; 
 De nævnte frøken Halm; her stod De jo 
 og spurgte –
 

GULDSTAD 

(smilende). 
 Ja, men er der ikke to?
 

FALK. 
 Det er – den anden, søsteren, De mener!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Ja, søsteren, den anden, – netop hende. 
 Lær denne søster nærmere at kende, 
 og døm så selv, om ikke hun fortjener 
 at lægges mærke til en smule mer, 
 end her i huset nu for tiden sker.
 

FALK 

(koldt). 
 Hun har visst alle gode egenskaber.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Just ikke alle; selskabstonen har 
 hun ej det rette greb på; der hun taber –
 

FALK. 
 Ja det er slemt.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Men hvis fru Halm blot tar 
 en vinter til det, vædder jeg hun viger 
 for ingen anden.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, den ting er klar.
 

GULDSTAD 

(leende). 
 Ja, det er mærkeligt med unge piger!
 

FALK 

(lystig). 
 De er som vinterrugens sæd at se; 
 de spirer uformærkt i frost og sne.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Fra jul er balsalonen deres hjem –
 

FALK. 
 Der gødsles med skandaler og med blamer –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Og når så forårsvarmen bryder frem –
 

FALK. 
 Så skyder op småbitte grønne damer!
 

LIND 

(træder til og griber Falks hænder). 
 Hvor klogt jeg gjorde; over al forstand – 
 jeg føler mig så lykkelig og sikker!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Se der er kæresten; fortæl hvordan 
 man sig som nyforlovet elsker skikker!
 

LIND 

(ubehageligt berørt). 
 Sligt drøftes nødigt med en tredjemand.
 

GULDSTAD 

(spøgende). 
 I slet humør! Jeg skal til Anna klage. 

(nærmer sig til damerne.)
 

LIND 

(ser efter ham). 
 Hvor kan man sligt et menneske fordrage!
 

FALK. 
 Du tog forresten fejl af ham, –
 

LIND. 
 Ja så?
 

FALK. 
 Det var ej Anna, som han tænkte på.
 

LIND. 
 Hvad! Var det Svanhild?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det véd jeg ikke. 

(med et lunefuldt udtryk.)

 Tilgiv mig, martyr for en fremmed sag!
 

LIND. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

FALK. 
 Sig, har du læst idag 
 avisen?
 

LIND. 
 Nej.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg skal dig bladet skikke; 
 der står om en, som fik, på skæbnens bud, 
 sin gode friske kindtand trukket ud, 
 fordi en fætter af ham led af tandværk.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(ser ud til venstre). 
 Der kommer presten!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Vil De se hvor mandstærk!
 

STYVER. 
 Fem, seks, syv, otte børn –
 

FALK. 
 Det var ubændigt!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Uf, sligt må næsten kaldes uanstændigt! 

(Man har imidlertid hørt en vogn standse udenfor til venstre. Presten,hans kone og otte småpiger, alle i rejsetøj, kommer ind en for en.)
 

FRU HALM 

(iler de kommende imøde). 
 Velkommen, hjerteligt velkommen!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Tak!
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Her er visst gæstebud –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Å, hvilken snak!
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 For gør vi bryderi –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nej ingenlunde; 
 De kommer så tilpas, som tænkes kunde; 
 min datter Anna blev forlovet just.
 

STRÅMAND 

(ryster Annas hånd med salvelse). 
 Så lad mig vidne; – elskov, – kærligheden, – 
 det er en skat, som ikke møl og rust 
 fortære kan, – hvis der er noget ved den.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Men hvor det dog var smukt, De tog de små 
 herind til byen med Dem.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Fire spæde 
 vi har foruden disse her.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja så?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Tre af dem er for små til allerede 
 at fatte tabet af en kærlig fader 
 i storthingstiden.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(til fru Halm, idet hun tager farvel). 
 Nu jeg Dem forlader.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Å, hvorfor vil De alt så tidligt gå?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Jeg må til byen og fortælle nyheden; 
 hos Jensens véd jeg man går sent til ro; 
 jo, tanterne blir glade, kan De tro. 
 Min søde Anna, skil dig nu ved blyheden; – 
 imorgen er det søndag; gratulanter 
 vil strømme over dig fra alle kanter!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Godaften da! 

(til de øvrige.)

 De har vel ej imod 
 en dråbe the? Fru Stråmand, vær så god! 

(Fru Halm, Stråmand, hans kone og børn, samt Guldstad, Lind og Anna går ind i huset.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(idet hun tager sin kærestes arm). 
 Nu vil vi sværme! Styver, ser du hist, 
 hvor Luna sidder svømmende på thronen! 
 Nej, men du ser jo ikke!
 

STYVER 

(tvær). 
 Å jo visst; 
 jeg tænkte bare på obligationen. 

(De går ud til venstre. Falk, der under det foregående ufravendt har betragtet Stråmand og hans kone, blir alene tilbage i haven. Det er nu fuldkommen aften; inde i huset er tændt lys.)
 

FALK. 
 Alt er som afbrændt, dødt; – en trøstløs jammer –! 
 Slig går man gennem verden, to og to; 
 tilhobe står de, som de sorte stammer, 
 en skogbrand levned på den øde mo; – 
 så langt, som synet rækker, er kun tørke, – 
 o, bringer ingen livets friske grønt! 

(Svanhild kommer ud på altanen med et blomstrende rosentræ, som hun sætter på rækværket.)

 Jo en – jo en –!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Falk! Står De her i mørke?
 

FALK. 
 Og er ej ræd? Nej, mørket er just skønt. 
 Men sig mig, ræddes ikke De derinde, 
 hvor lampen lyser på de gustne lig –
 

SVANHILD. 
 O fy!
 

FALK 

(ser efter Stråmand, som viser sig ved vinduet). 
 Han fordum var på mod så rig; 
 han stred med verden om en elsket kvinde; 
 som vedtægts kirkestormer manden gjaldt, 
 hans kærlighed slog ud i glade sange –! 
 Se på ham nu! I kisteklæder lange, – 
 et tobensdrama om, hvor dybt han faldt! 
 Og fruentimret med det slunkne skørt, 
 med skæve sko, som klasker under hælene, 
 hun er den vingemø, som skulde ført 
 ham ind til samfundsliv med skønhedssjælene. 
 Hvad er igen af flammen? Næppe røgen! 

Sic transit gloria amoris, frøken!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Ja, det er usselt, usselt dog, det hele: 
 jeg véd ej nogens lod, jeg vilde dele.
 

FALK 

(rask). 
 Nu vel, vi to gør oprør mod en orden, 
 som ej naturens er, men kunstigt skabt!
 

SVANHILD 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Da, tro De mig, vort forbunds sag var tabt, 
 så visst, som det, vi træder på, er jorden.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, der er sejr, hvor to går frem i enighed. 
 Vi vil ej sogne mer til platheds kirke, 
 som led af trivialitetens menighed! 
 Se, målet for personlighedens virke 
 er dog at stå selvstændig, sand og fri. 
 Det svigter ikke jeg og ikke De. 
 Et sjæleliv i Deres årer banker, 
 De ejer varme ord for stærke tanker. 
 De vil ej tåle formens snørliv lagt 
 om Deres hjerte, frit må det pulsere; 
 De fik ej stemme til at sekundere 
 i fælleskoret efter vedtægts takt.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og tror De ikke smerten mangengang 
 mit syn har mørknet og gjort barmen trang? 
 Jeg vilde bryde mine egne veje –
 

FALK. 
 Ja, i den stille tanke?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nej, i dåd. 
 Men så kom tanterne med gode råd, – 
 de skulde sagen drøfte, granske, veje – – 

(nærmere.)

 den stille tanke, siger De; nej kækt et 
 forsøg jeg vovede – som malerinde.
 

FALK. 
 Og så?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Det glap, thi evnen var mig nægtet; 
 men frihedstrangen lod sig ikke binde; 
 bag stafeliet søgte den theatret –
 

FALK. 
 Den plan blev sagtens også omkalfatret?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Ja efter forslag af den ældste tante; 
 hun foretrak en plads som gouvernante – –
 

FALK. 
 Men dette her har ingen før mig sagt!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Naturligvis; de tog sig vel iagt. 

(med et smil.)

 De frygted nok, „min fremtid” skulde lide, 
 hvis unge herrer fik den sag at vide.
 

FALK 

(ser en stund på hende med tankefuld deltagelse). 
 Jeg ante længst, at Deres lod blev slig. – 
 Jeg mindes grant, da førstegang jeg så Dem, 
 hvor lidt de tyktes mig de andre lig, 
 og hvor fast ingen evned at forstå Dem. 
 Om bordet sad det pyntelige lag, 
 hvor theen dufted, – passiaren surred, 
 mens frøkner rødmed og mens herrer kurred, 
 lig tamme duer på en lummer dag. 
 Religionens og moralens sag 
 blev talt af modne møer og matroner, 
 og husligheden prist af unge koner, 
 mens De stod ensom, lig en fugl på tag. 
 Og da så sladderen tilslut var steget 
 til thevandsbakkanal og prosasvir, – 
 da skinned De som sølvet, vægtigt præget, 
 imellem stemplet kobber og papir. 
 De var en mønt ifra et fremmed rige, 
 blev her beregnet efter anden kurs, 
 var neppe gangbar i en kvik diskurs 
 om vers og smør og kunst og mer deslige. 
 Da – just som frøken Skære havde ordet –
 

SVANHILD 

(med et alvorligt anstrøg). 
 Mens kæresten stod bag, som ridder bold, 
 og bar sin hat på armen lig et skjold –
 

FALK. 
 Da nikked Deres moder over bordet: 
 „Drik, Svanhild, førend theen bliver kold”. 
 Og De drak theen ud, den lunkne, vamle, 
 som den blev nydt af unge og af gamle. 
 Men navnet tog mig i det samme nu; 
 den vilde Vølsungsaga med sin gru, 
 med sine faldne ætters lange række, 
 mig tyktes ind i vor tid sig at strække; 
 jeg så i Dem en Svanhild nummer to, 
 i andre former, efter tiden lempet. 
 Bag reglens løgnflag er forlænge kæmpet, 
 nu fordrer fylkingen forlig og ro; 
 men hånes loven i en samtids brøde, 
 da må for slægtens synd en skyldfri bløde.
 

SVANHILD 

(med let ironi). 
 Jeg tænkte mindst, at slige fantasier, 
 så blodige, fik liv i thevandsdunst; 
 men det er sagtens Deres mindste kunst 
 at høre ånders røst, hvor ånden tier.
 

FALK 

(bevæget). 
 Nej, le ej, Svanhild; bagved Deres spot 
 der glittrer tårer, – o, jeg ser det godt. 
 Og jeg ser mer; er De i støvet trådt, 
 og æltet til et ler, hvis form ej huskes, 
 da skal af hver en tusindkunstner fuskes 
 med modellerkniv plumpt og dumt og råt. 
 Vorherres gerning verden plagierer, 
 den skaber Dem påny – i eget billed; 
 den ændrer, lægger til, tar fra, formerer. 
 Og er De slig på postamentet stillet, 
 da jubler den: Se nu er hun normal! 
 Se hvilken plastisk ro; som marmor sval! 
 Bestrålt af lys fra lampen og fra kronen 
 hun passer dejligt til dekorationen! 

(griber lidenskabelig hendes hånd.)

 Men skal De åndigt dø, da lev forinden! 
 Vær min i Herrens vårlige natur; 
 De kommer tidsnok i det gyldne bur. 
 Der trives damen, men der sygner kvinden, 
 og ene hende elsker jeg i Dem. 
 Lad andre få Dem i det nye hjem; 
 men her, her sprang min første livsvår ud, – 
 her skød mit sangertræ de første skud; 
 her fik jeg vingers flugt; – hvis De ej svigter, 
 jeg véd det, Svanhild, – her, her blir jeg digter!
 

SVANHILD 

(blidt bebrejdende, idet hun trækker hånden til sig). 
 O, hvorfor siger De mig dette nu? 
 Det var så smukt, når vi i frihed mødtes. 
 De skulde tiet; skal da lykken støttes 
 af løftets ord, for ej at gå itu! 
 Nu har De talt, og nu er alt forbi.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, jeg har pegt på målet, sæt nu over, 
 min stolte Svanhild, – hvis De springet vover. 
 Vær kæk; vis, De har mod at være fri!
 

SVANHILD. 
 At være fri?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det er netop frihed, 
 at gøre heltud fyldest i sit kald; 
 og De, det véd jeg, blev af himlen viet 
 til værn for mig mod skønheds syndefald. 
 Jeg må, som fuglen jeg blev opkaldt efter, 
 mod vinden stige, skal jeg højden nå; 
 De er den luftning, jeg kan vugges på; 
 ved Dem får først min vinge bærekræfter. 
 Vær min, vær min, til De blir verdens eje, – 
 når løvet falder, skilles vore veje. 
 Syng Deres sjælerigdom i mig ind, 
 og jeg skal give digt for digt tilbage; 
 så kan De ældes under lampeskin, 
 som træet gulner, uden kval og klage.
 

SVANHILD 

(med undertrykt bitterhed). 
 Jeg kan ej takke for den gode vilje, 
 skønt klart den viser Deres hjertelag. 
 De ser på mig, som barnet på en silje, 
 der skæres kan til fløjte for en dag.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det er bedre end i sumpen stå, 
 til høsten kvæler den med tåger grå. 

(heftigt.)

 De må! De skal! Ja, det er Deres pligt 
 at skænke mig, hvad Gud Dem gav så rigt. 
 Hvad De kun drømmer, gror i mig til digt! 
 Se fuglen der, – uvittigt jeg den slog; 
 den var for Dem, som sangens bøgers bog. 
 O, svigt mig ikke; syng for mig som den, – 
 mit liv skal give digt for sang igen!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og når De kan mig, og når jeg er tom 
 og sunget har min sidste sang fra grenen, – 
 hvad så?
 

FALK 

(betragter hende). 
 Hvad så? Nå ja, så husk Dem om. 

(peger ud i haven.)
 

SVANHILD 

(sagte). 
 O ja, jeg husker De kan bruge stenen.
 

FALK 

(ler hånligt). 
 Det er den frihedssjæl De pralte med, – 
 den, som gad vove, når kun målet var der! 

(med styrke.)

 Jeg har Dem målet vist; giv nu et svar, der 
 for evigt strækker til.
 

SVANHILD. 
 De svaret véd: 
 På Deres veje kan jeg aldrig nå Dem.
 

FALK 

(koldt afbrydende). 
 Så nok om den ting; lad så verden få Dem.
 

SVANHILD 

(har i taushed vendt sig fra ham. Hun støtter hænderne mod altanensrækværk og hviler hovedet på dem).
 

FALK 

(går nogle gange frem og tilbage, tar en cigar op, standser nær ved hende og siger efter en pause): 
 De finder visst, at det er meget latterligt, 
 hvad jeg har underholdt Dem med ikveld? 

(holder inde som for at vente på svar. Svanhild tier.)

 Jeg har forløbet mig, jeg ser det vel; 
 De kan kun føle søsterligt og datterligt; – 
 herefter taler jeg med handsker på, 
 slig vil vi to hinanden bedst forstå. – – 

(venter lidt; men da Svanhild blir ubevægelig stående, vender han sig og går over til højre.)
 

SVANHILD 

(løfter hovedet efter en kort taushed, ser fast på ham og nærmer sig). 
 Nu vil jeg sige Dem et alvorsord 
 til tak for frelsens hånd, De vilde rakt mig. 
 De brugte før et billed, som har vakt mig 
 til klar forstand på Deres „flugt fra jord”. 
 De ligned Dem med falken, der må stævne 
 mod vinden, dersom den skal højden nå; 
 jeg var det vift, der bar Dem mod det blå, – 
 foruden mig var magtløs Deres evne. – 
 Hvor jammerligt! Hvor småt i et og alt, – 
 ja latterligt, som selv tilslut De aned! 
 I frugtbar jordbund lignelsen dog faldt; 
 thi for mit syn en anden frem den maned, 
 der ej, som Deres, hinker lam og halt. 
 Jeg så Dem, ej som falken, men som dragen, 
 som digterdrage, dannet af papir, 
 hvis eget jeg en biting er og blir, 
 mens sejlgarnssnoren udgør hovedsagen. 
 Den brede brystning var som skreven fuld 
 af fremtidsveksler på poetisk guld; 
 hver vinge var en bundt af epigrammer, 
 som slår i vejr og vind, men ingen rammer; 
 den lange hale var et tidens digt, 
 der skulde synes slægtens fejl at pidske, 
 men som kun drev det til så småt at hviske 
 om et og andet, der har brudt sin pligt. 
 Slig lå De magtesløs for mig og bad: 
 „Å, sæt mig op i vester eller øster! 
 Å, lad tilvejrs mig gå med mine kvad, 
 selv om det koster skænd af mor og søster!”
 

FALK 

(knytter hænderne i stærk indre bevægelse). 
 Ved Gud i himmelen –!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nej, tro mit ord, 
 til slig en børneleg er jeg for stor: 
 men De, som fødtes til en åndens dåd, – 
 De nøjes med en flugt mod skyens kyster 
 og hænger Deres digtliv i en tråd, 
 som jeg kan slippe når og hvor jeg lyster!
 

FALK 

(raskt). 
 Hvad skriver vi idag?
 

SVANHILD 

(mildere). 
 Se, det er smukt; 
 lad denne Dag en mærkedag Dem være; 
 lad farten gå for egne vingers flugt, 
 så får det enten briste eller bære. 
 Papirets digtning hører pulten til, 
 og kun den levende er livets eje; 
 kun den har færdselsret på højdens veje; 
 men vælg nu mellem begge den De vil. 

(nærmere ved ham.)

 Nu har jeg gjort, som før De bad mig om: 
 jeg sunget har min sidste sang fra grenen; 
 det var min eneste; nu er jeg tom; 
 hvis nu De lyster, kan De kaste stenen! 

(hun går ind i huset; Falk blir ubevægelig stående og ser efter hende; langt ude på vandet skimtes en båd, derfra høres fjernt og dæmpet følgende:)
 

KOR. 
 Jeg spiler min vinge, hejser mit sejl, 
 suser som ørn over livssjøens spejl; 
 agter går mågernes skare. 
 Overbord med fornuftens ballast kun! 
 Kanhænde jeg sejler min skude på grund; 
 men så er det dog dejligt at fare!
 

FALK 

(adspredt, farer op af sine tanker). 
 Hvad? sang? Nå ja – det er nok Linds kvartet, 
 den øver jublen ind; se det er ret! 

(til Guldstad, som kommer ud med en støvfrakke på armen.)

 Nå, herr grosserer, – lister man sig væk?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Ja. Lad mig bare først få på mig frakken; 
 vi upoeter tåler ikke træk, 
 hos os slår aftenluften sig på nakken. 
 Godnat!
 

FALK. 
 Grosserer! Før De går, – et ord! 
 Peg på en gerning for mig, men en stor –! 
 På livet løs – –!
 

GULDSTAD 

(med ironisk eftertryk). 
 Nå, gå De løs på livet, 
 så skal De se, det går på livet løs.
 

FALK 

(ser tankefuld på ham og siger langsomt). 
 Der er i kort begreb programmet givet. 

(udbryder livligt.)

 Nu er jeg vågnet af den tomme døs, 
 nu har jeg kastet livets store tærning, 
 og De skal se, – ja fanden ta’e mig –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Fy, 
 band ikke; sligt gør ej en flue sky.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, ikke ord, men gerning, bare gerning! 
 Vorherres arbejdsplan jeg vender om; – 
 seks ugedage spildtes med at gabe; 
 min verdensbygning ligger endnu tom; – 
 imorgen, søndag – hej, da vil jeg skabe!
 

GULDSTAD 

(leende). 
 Ja, lad mig se, at De med kraft tar fat; 
 men gå nu ind og læg Dem først, godnat! 

(går ud til venstre. Svanhild ses i værelset over verandaen, hun lukker vinduet og ruller gardinet ned.)
 

FALK. 
 Nej, nu til dåd; forlænge har jeg sovet. 

(ser op til Svanhilds vindu og udbryder som greben af en stærk beslutning:)

 Godnat! Godnat! Drøm sødt i denne nat; 
 imorgen, Svanhild, er vi to forlovet. 

(går raskt ud til højre; fra vandet lyder atter:)
 

KORET. 
 Kanhænde du sejler din skude på grund; 
 men så er det dog dejligt at fare! 

(Båden glider langsomt videre, idet teppet falder.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Søndag eftermiddag. Pyntede damer og herrer drikker kaffe på altanen. Gennem de åbne glasdøre ses flere af gæsterne inde i havestuen; derfra høres følgende:)
 

KOR. 
 Velkommen i vort, de forlovedes, lag! 
 Nu kan I elske for åbne døre, 
 nu kan I favnes den lange dag, 
 nu kan I kysses efter behag; – 
 frygt ikke lytterens øre. 
 Nu kan I sværme så dejligt, I to; 
 det har I lov til ude og hjemme. 
 Nu kan jer kærlighed frit sætte bo; 
 plej den og vand den og lad den så gro; 
 vis os nu pent I har nemme!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(inde i stuen). 
 Nej, at jeg ikke skulde vidst det, Lind; 
 jeg skulde drillet Dem!
 

EN DAME 

(sammesteds). 
 Uf, ja hvor græmmeligt!
 

EN ANDEN DAME 

(i døren). 
 Han skrev vel, Anna?
 

EN TANTE. 
 Nej!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Det gjorde min.
 

EN DAME 

(på altanen). 
 Anna, hvor længe har det været hemmeligt? 

(løber ind i stuen.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Imorgen må du ud og købe ring.
 

FLERE DAMER 

(ivrigt). 
 Vi skal ta’e mål af ham!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Snak om en ting; 
 det skal hun selv.
 

FRU STRÅMAND 

(på altanen, til en dame med håndarbejde). 
 De syr med attersting?
 

HUSJOMFRUEN 

(i døren, med en brikke). 
 En halv kop kaffe til?
 

EN DAME. 
 Ja tak, en dråbe.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Hvor heldigt, at du får din nye kåbe 
 til næste uge, når I skal omkring.
 

EN ALDRENDE DAME 

(i stuen ved vinduet). 
 Når går vi så i udstyrsmagasinet?
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Hvad er vel prisen nu på postelinet?
 

EN HERRE 

(til nogle damer på altanen). 
 Læg mærke til herr Lind med Annas handske.
 

NOGLE AF DAMERNE 

(med højrøstet glæde). 
 Ved Gud, han kyssed den!
 

ANDRE 

(ligeså, idet de springer op). 
 Hvad! Er det sandt!
 

LIND 

(viser sig, rød og forlegen indenfor døren). 
 Å hvilken snak! 

(fjerner sig.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Jo visst, jeg så det grant!
 

STYVER 

(i døren med en kaffekop i den ene hånd og en tvebak i den anden). 
 Nej, man må ikke faktum så forvanske; 
 jeg attesterer, vidnerne tar fejl.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(indenfor og uden at ses). 
 Kom, Anna; stil dig foran dette spejl!
 

NOGLE DAMER 

(råbende). 
 De også, Lind!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ryg imod ryg! Lidt nøjere!
 

DAMERNE PÅ ALTANEN. 
 Kom, lad os se, hvor meget han er højere. 

(Alle løber ind i havestuen; latter og højrøstet passiar høres en stund derinde.)
 

FALK 

(som under det foregående optrin har spadseret omkring i haven, kommer nu frem i forgrunden, standser og ser ind, til larmen nogenlunde har lagt sig). 
 Der slagter de en elskovs poesi. – 
 Hin fusker, som stak koen ubehændigt, 
 så den i døden pintes unødvendigt, 
 han fik sit vand og brød i dage ti; 
 men disse – disse der –, de slipper fri. 

(knytter hånden.)

 Jeg kunde fristes til –; hys, tomt er ordet; 
 kun handling fra idag, det har jeg svoret.
 

LIND 

(kommer hastigt og forsigtigt ud af døren). 
 Nå, Gud ske lov, nu taler de om smagen; 
 nu kan jeg slippe –
 

FALK. 
 Hej, du er da tryg 
 på lykken; ønskesværmen, tæt, som myg, 
 har surret op og ned her hele dagen.
 

LIND. 
 De mener det så vel, den hele flok; 
 skønt noget mindre kunde være nok. 
 Den andel, som de tar, er næsten trættende; 
 at slippe bort en stund vil være lettende. 

(vil gå ud til højre.)
 

FALK. 
 Hvor går du?
 

LIND. 
 Ned på hyblen, har jeg tænkt. 
 Bank på, ifald du finder døren stængt.
 

FALK. 
 Men skal jeg ikke hente Anna ud til dig?
 

LIND. 
 Nej – vil hun noget, sender hun nok bud til mig. 
 Vi taltes ved igår til langt på nat; 
 da fik jeg hende sagt omtrent det vigtigste; 
 desuden synes jeg, det er det rigtigste, 
 at omgås sparsomt med sin lykkes skat.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, du har ret; man bør for dybt ej gribe 
 til dagligbrug –
 

LIND. 
 Hys, lad mig komme væk. 
 Nu skal jeg få mig en fornuftig pibe; 
 jeg har ej røgt tre hele døgn i træk. 
 Mit blod har været i en slig bevægelse; 
 jeg gik og skalv for at hun skulde vrage mig –
 

FALK. 
 Ja, du kan trænge til lidt vederkvægelse.
 

LIND. 
 Og du kan tro, at knasteren skal smage mig. 

(går ud til højre. Frøken Skære og nogle andre damer kommer fra havestuen.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(til Falk). 
 Det var visst ham, der gik?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det var vildtet.
 

NOGLE DAMER. 
 At løbe fra os!
 

ANDRE. 
 Fy, det er da skam!
 

FALK. 
 Han er lidt sky endnu, men blir nok tam, 
 når han en ugestid har båret skiltet.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(ser sig om). 
 Hvor sidder han?
 

FALK. 
 Nu sidder han på kvisten 
 i havehuset, i vor fælles rede; 

(bønligt.)

 men De må ikke drive ham dernede; 
 å, lad ham puste ud!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Nu vel; men fristen 
 blir ikke lang.
 

FALK. 
 Å, giv ham et kvarter, – 
 så kan De forfra jo begynde legen. 
 Nu er han inde i en engelsk præken –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 En engelsk –?
 

DAMERNE. 
 Å, De narrer os! De ler!
 

FALK. 
 For ramme alvor. Han er fast bestemt på 
 at modta’e kald etsteds blandt emigranterne, 
 og derfor –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(forskrækket). 
 Gud, han har da ikke gemt på 
 det gale indfald? 

(til damerne.)

 Råb på alle tanterne! 
 Hent Anna og fru Stråmand og fru Halm!
 

NOGLE DAMER 

(i bevægelse). 
 Ja, sligt må hindres!
 

ANDRE. 
 Vi må gøre kvalm!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Der er de; gudskelov; 

(til Anna, der kommer fra havestuen sammen med presten, hans kone og børn, Styver, Guldstad, fru Halm og de øvrige gæster.)

 Véd du, hvad Lind 
 er fast bestemt på i sit stille sind? 
 At gå som prest derover –
 

ANNA. 
 Ja, jeg véd.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og du har lovet ham –!
 

ANNA 

(forlegen). 
 At rejse med.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(oprørt). 
 Så har han snakket for dig!
 

DAMERNE 

(slår hænderne sammen). 
 Nej, – hvor snedig!
 

FALK. 
 Men husk den indre trang hos ham –!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja, Gud; 
 den følger man, når man er løs og ledig; 
 men en forlovet følger blot sin brud. – 
 Nej, søde Anna, tænk dig om itide; 
 du er i hovedstaden barnefødt –?
 

FALK. 
 At lide for ideen er dog sødt!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Skal man for kærestens ideer lide? 
 Til sligt er man, ved Gud, dog ikke nødt! 

(til damerne.)

 Kom allesammen! 

(tar Anna under armen.)

 Vent; nu skal du høre; – 
 lad så ham vide, hvad han har at gøre. 
 (de går op mod baggrunden og ud til højre i ivrig samtale med flere af damerne; de øvrige gæster spreder sig i forskellige grupper rundt om i haven. Falk standser Stråmand, hvis kone og børn stedse holder sig i hans nærhed. Guldstad går fra og til under den følgende samtale.)
 

FALK. 
 Herr pastor, hjælp den unge troens kæmpe, 
 før de får frøken Anna stemt imod ham.
 

STRÅMAND 

(i embedstone). 
 Ja kvinden bør sig efter manden lempe; – – 

(betænkelig.)

 Men dersom jeg i middags ret forstod ham, 
 så hviler kaldet på en uviss grund, 
 og offeret, som bringes, er nok tvilsomt –
 

FALK. 
 Å nej, herr pastor, døm dog ej for ilsomt. 
 Jeg tør forsikkre Dem med hånd og mund, 
 hans kald er meget stort og ubestrideligt –
 

STRÅMAND 

(opklaret). 
 Ja, – er han sikkret noget visst pålideligt 
 for året, – da er det en anden sag.
 

FALK 

(utålmodig). 
 De stiller foran, hvad jeg sætter bag; 
 jeg mener kaldet, – trangen, – ikke gagen!
 

STRÅMAND 

(med et følelsesfuldt smil). 
 Foruden den kan ingen vidne i 
 Amerika, Europa eller Asien, – 
 kort ingensteds. Ja, dersom han var fri, 
 min kære unge ven, – hvis han var enlig, 
 var løs og ledig, – nå, da gik det an; 
 men Lind, som er i fuld forlovet stand, – 
 for ham er slig bestilling ikke tjenlig. 
 Tænk efter selv; han er en kraftig mand, 
 med tiden må han stifte lidt familje; – 
 jeg forudsætter han har bedste vilje; – 
 men midlerne, min ven –? „Byg ej på sand”, 
 så siger skriften. Tingen var en anden, 
 hvis offeret – –
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det er ikke ringe, 
 det véd jeg nok.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Ja se, – det hjælper manden! 
 Når offeret man villig er at bringe, 
 og rigeligt –
 

FALK. 
 Han villig er som få.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Han? Hvordan skal jeg Deres ord forstå? 
 I standens medfør skal han offer tage, 
 men ikke bringe –
 

FRU STRÅMAND 

(ser ud i baggrunden). 
 Der er de tilbage.
 

FALK 

(stirrer et øjeblik forbauset på ham, forstår ham pludselig og brister ilatter). 
 Hurra for offeret; – ja det, som blir 
 til højtids bragt – i struttende papir!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 For går man året rundt I tøm og trindse, 
 så har man det igen til jul og pindse.
 

FALK 

(lystig). 
 Og „kaldet” lydes – når det er tilstrækkeligt, – 
 selv om man hører til familjeskafferne!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Forstår sig; er man sikkret noget klækkeligt, 
 så bør man vidne selv blandt Zulukafferne. 

(dæmpet.)

 Nu skal jeg tage hende med det gode. 

(til en af småpigerne.)

 Min lille Mette, hent mig ud mit hode. 
 Klodshodet mener jeg, mit barn, forstå mig – 

(føler bag i frakkelommen.)

 nej, vent et øjeblik; – jeg har det på mig. 

(går opover og stopper sin pibe, fulgt af kone og børn.)
 

GULDSTAD 

(kommer nærmere). 
 De spiller nok en smule slange her 
 i elskovsparadiset, kan jeg skønne!
 

FALK. 
 Å, kundskabstræets karter er så grønne; 
 de frister ingen. 

(til Lind, som kommer fra højre.)

 Nåda, – er du der?
 

LIND. 
 Men Gud forbarme sig, hvor der ser ud 
 på værelset; der ligger lampen knækket, 
 gardinet revet ned, vor stålpen brækket, 
 og over kakkelovnspladen flyder blækket –
 

FALK 

(slår ham på skuldren). 
 Det hærværk bær min livsvårs første bud. 
 Forlænge har jeg siddet bag gardiner 
 og digtet skriftlig under lampen tændt; 
 nu er min døde stuedigtning endt; – 
 med Herrens solskin jeg i dagen triner; – 
 min vår er kommen og min sjæls forvandling; 
 herefter digter jeg i dåd og handling.
 

LIND. 
 Ja, digt for mig i hvad du vil; men vent 
 ej derfor, at min svigermor er tjent 
 med tabet af de malede gardiner.
 

FALK. 
 Hvad! Hun, som offrer alt på de logerende, 
 selv søsterbørn og døttre, – skulde hun 
 ta’e slig en småting op med sure miner!
 

LIND 

(vred). 
 Det er usømmeligt i bund og grund, 
 ja for os begge to kompromitterende! 
 Dog hun og du om det; men lampen var 
 min ejendom med både glas og kuppel –
 

FALK. 
 Å pyt, – den volder mig da ingen skruppel; 
 du har Vorherres sommer lys og klar, – 
 hvad skal så lampen til?
 

LIND. 
 Du er mærkværdig; 
 du glemmer rent, at sommeren er kort. 
 Jeg tænker nok, skal jeg til jul bli færdig, 
 det gælder, ej at sløse tiden bort.
 

FALK 

(med store øjne). 
 Du tænker fremad?
 

LIND. 
 Ja, det gør jeg rigtignok; 
 jeg skulde tro, examen er en vigtig nok –
 

FALK. 
 Men husk iaftes! Husk: Du går og lever; 
 berust i nuet intet mer du kræver, – 
 selv ej et middelmådigt haud til jul; – 
 du har jo fanget lykkens fagre fugl; 
 du har en følelse, som om du stod 
 med verdens rigdom drysset for din fod!
 

LIND. 
 Det har jeg sagt; men sligt er at forstå, 
 naturligvis, cum grano salis –
 

FALK. 
 Nå!
 

LIND. 
 Om formiddagen vil jeg nyde lykken, 
 det er jeg fast bestemt på.
 

FALK. 
 Det er kækt!
 

LIND. 
 Jeg må jo hilse på min nye slægt, 
 så tiden går alligevel tilspilde; 
 men nogen yderligere forrykken 
 af timeplanen lønned sig nok ilde.
 

FALK. 
 Og endda vilde du i forrige uge 
 gå i den vide verden ud med sang.
 

LIND. 
 Ja, men jeg skønte turen blev for lang; 
 de fjorten dage kan jeg bedre bruge.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, du blev hjemme af en anden grund; 
 du snakked noget om at dalens bund 
 for dig har højfjeldsluft og fuglekvidder.
 

LIND. 
 Ja vistnok, – luften her er meget sund; 
 men den kan nydes, om man også sidder 
 i regelmæssigt arbejd med sin bog.
 

FALK. 
 Men bogen var det jo, der ej forslog, 
 som himmelstige –
 

LIND. 
 Uf, hvor du er stædig; 
 sligt siger man, når man er løs og ledig –
 

FALK 

(ser på ham og folder hænderne i stille forbauselse). 
 Du også, Brutus!
 

LIND 

(med et anstrøg af forlegenhed og ærgrelse). 
 Kom dog vel ihu, 
 at jeg har andre pligter, jeg, end du. 
 Jeg har min kæreste. Se alle andre 
 forlovede, selv folk med lang erfaring, 
 som du forhåbentlig dog ej vil klandre, – 
 de påstår alle, dersom to skal vandre 
 igennem livet, så –
 

FALK. 
 Spar din forklaring. 
 Hvem gav dig den?
 

LIND. 
 Å, for exempel Styver, 
 og det er dog en mand, som ikke lyver. 
 Og frøken Skære, som er så erfaren, 
 hun siger –
 

FALK. 
 Nå, men presten og hans Maren?
 

LIND. 
 Ja, det er mærkeligt med disse to; 
 der hviler over dem en sindets ro – 
 tænk dig, hun kan ej huske sin forlovelse, 
 har ganske glemt, hvad den ting er, at elske.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, det er følgen af enhver forsovelse, – 
 erindringsfuglene blir rent rebelske. 

(lægger hånden på hans skulder og ser ironisk på ham.)

 Du, kære Lind, du sov visst sødt inat?
 

LIND. 
 Til langt på dag; jeg gik tilsengs så mat, 
 og dog på samme tid i slig en rørelse; 
 jeg frygted næsten, jeg var bleven gal.
 

FALK. 
 Å ja, du led jo af et slags forgørelse.
 

LIND. 
 Men Gud ske lov, så vågned jeg normal. 
 (Under dette optrin har Stråmand af og til vist sig spadserende i bag-grunden i ivrig samtale med Anna; fru Stråmand og børnene følger bagefter. Frøken Skære viser sig nu også; tilligemed hende fru Halm og endel andre damer.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(endnu før indtrædelsen). 
 Herr Lind!
 

LIND 

(til Falk). 
 Der er de efter mig igen! 
 Kom, lad os gå.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Nej bi; hvor skal De hen? 
 Lad os ihast få ende på uenigheden, 
 som De og Deres kæreste er kommen i.
 

LIND. 
 Er vi uenige?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(viser mod Anna, som står længere inde i haven). 
 Ja, læs selv dommen i 
 hint tårerige blik. Det gælder menigheden 
 der over i Amerika.
 

LIND. 
 Men, Gud, 
 hun var jo villig –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(spodsk). 
 Jo, det ser så ud! 
 Nej, kære, De vil anderledes dømme, 
 når vi får drøftet sagen mer i ro.
 

LIND. 
 Men denne strid for troen, den er jo 
 min fremtids bedste drøm!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Å, hvem vil tro 
 i vor civiliserte tid på drømme? 
 Se, Styver drømte nu forleden nat, 
 der kom et brev, som var så selsomt kantet –
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 At drømme sligt er forbud for en skat.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(med et nik). 
 Ja, – næste dag han blev for byskat pantet. 

(Damerne slår kreds om Lind og går samtalende med ham opover i haven.)
 

STRÅMAND 

(fortsættende til Anna, der næsten søger at undgå ham). 
 Af disse grunde, kære unge barn, 
 af disse grunde, hentet fra fornuften, 
 ja fra moralen og tildels fra skriften, 
 De indser nu, at slig en meningsskiften 
 må kaldes ganske greben ud af luften.
 

ANNA 

(halvt grædende). 
 Ja, Gud, – jeg er endnu så uerfaren – –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Og det er så naturligt, at man har en 
 utidig frygt for faren og for snaren; 
 men lad ej tvivlen få Dem i sit garn, – 
 vær uforsagt; spejl Dem i mig og Maren!
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Ja, jeg har hørt idag af Deres Moder, 
 at jeg var ligeså forknyt, som De, 
 da vi fik kaldet –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Det var og fordi 
 hun skulde bort fra hovedstadens goder; 
 men da vi havde samlet nogle skillinger, 
 og da vi havde fåt de første tvillinger, 
 så gik det over.
 

FALK 

(sagte til Stråmand). 
 Bravo! De er stor 
 som taler!
 

STRÅMAND 

(nikker til ham og vender sig atter til Anna). 
 Hold De derfor Deres ord! 
 Skal mennesket forsage? Falk fortæller, 
 at kaldet ikke er så ringe heller; – 
 så var det jo?
 

FALK. 
 Nej, pastor –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Jo, ved Gud –! 

(til Anna.)

 Så noget visst kan deraf gøres ud. 
 Og er det så, hvi skal vi da forsage? 
 sku om Dem i de længst fremfarne dage! 
 Se Adam, Eva, dyrene i arken – 
 se liljerne i luften – fuglene på marken – 
 de fugle små – de fugle små – de fiske – – 

(vedbliver dæmpet, idet han fjerner sig med Anna.)
 

FALK 

(idet frøken Skære og tanterne kommer med Lind). 
 Hurra! Der kommer kærnetropper friske; 
 den hele gamle garde i gevær!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Nå, det er godt vi finder hende her. 

(dæmpet.)

 Vi har ham, Falk! – nu til veninden der. 

(nærmer sig Anna.)
 

STRÅMAND 

(med en afværgende bevægelse). 
 Hun trænger ingen verdslig overtalelse; 
 ej gøres der, hvor ånden har gjort sit, 
 behov at verden – 

(beskeden.)

 har jeg virket lidt, 
 så fik jeg kraft – –!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nå, uden al forhalelse 
 forsoning da!
 

TANTERNE 

(rørte). 
 O Gud, hvor det er smukt!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Ja, gives vel et sind, så døvt og lukt, 
 at ej det finder sligt et optrin gribende? 
 det er så skærpende, det er så slibende, 
 det er så vækkende, at se et ungt 
 umyndigt barn, som bringer offret, tungt, 
 men villigt dog på pligtens alter.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja, 
 men hendes slægt har også været virksom.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja, jeg og tanterne, – det véd jeg da! 
 De, Lind, De ejer hendes hjertes nøgle; 
 men vi, veninderne, vi har en dirk, som 
 kan lukke op, hvor nøglen ej forslår; – 

(trykker hans hånd). 
 og hvis det trænges i de senere år, 
 så kom til os, – vort venskab kan ej gøgle.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja, vi er om jer, hvor I står og går –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og skærmer jer mod tvedragts fæle øgle.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 O, denne klynge! Kærlighed og venskab! 
 en stund, så glad, og dog så vemoddryssende! 

(vender sig til Lind.)

 Men, unge mand, lad tingen få en endskab? 

(fører Anna til ham.)

 Tag hen din brud, – din brud tag hen – og kys 
 hende!
 

LIND 

(rækker Anna hånden). 
 Jeg rejser ej!
 

ANNA 

(på samme tid). 
 Jeg følger med!
 

ANNA 

(forbauset). 
 Du rejser ej?
 

LIND 

(ligeså). 
 Du følger?
 

ANNA 

(med et hjælpeløst blik på de omstående). 
 Men, Gud, så skilles vi jo ligefuldt!
 

LIND. 
 Ja, hvad er det?
 

DAMERNE. 
 Hvad nu!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(ivrig). 
 Nej, her sig dølger 
 en misforståelse –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Hun loved huldt, 
 at rejse med!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og Lind svor højt at blive!
 

FALK 

(leende). 
 De begge føjed sig; hvad fattes da?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Nej, de forviklinger er mig for stive! 

(går op mod baggrunden.)
 

TANTERNE 

(i munden på hverandre). 
 Men Herregud, hvem kommer striden fra?
 

FRU HALM 

(til Guldstad og Styver, som har spadseret udenfor i haven og nu nærmer sig). 
 Her er uenighed på alle kanter. 

(taler sagte med dem.)
 

FRU STRÅMAND 

(til frøken Skære, idet hun ser, at havebordet dækkes). 
 Nu får vi thevand.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(kort). 
 Gudskelov.
 

FALK. 
 Hurra 
 for venskab, thevand, kærlighed og tanter!
 

STYVER. 
 Men dersom sagen hænger sådan sammen, 
 så kan den endes let til alles gammen. 
 Processen hviler på en paragraf, 
 som siger: konen skal sin husbond følge. 
 Dens ord er klare, det kan ingen dølge –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja så; men hvor blir da forliget af?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Hun lyde må en lov, som kom fraoven –
 

STYVER. 
 Men så kan Lind jo eludere loven; – 

(henvendt til Lind.)

 Hal rejsen ud, og rør Dem ej af pletten.
 

TANTERNE 

(glade). 
 Ja det går an!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja visst!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Så skilles trætten. 
 (Svanhild og pigerne har imidlertid dækket thebordet nedenfor altantrappen. På fru Halms opfordring sætter damerne sig om bordet. Det øvrige selskab tager plads dels på altanen og i lysthuset, dels rundt om i haven. Falk sidder på altanen. Under det følgende drikkes the.)
 

FRU HALM 

(smilende). 
 Så trak det lille uvejr da forbi. 
 Slig sommerregn gør godt, når den er over; 
 da skinner solen dobbelt smukt, og lover 
 en eftermiddagsstund for skyer fri.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja, kærlighedens blomst behøver større 
 og mindre regnskyl for at holdes frisk.
 

FALK. 
 Den dør, såsnart den bringes på det tørre; 
 for såvidt har den lighed med en fisk –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nej, kærligheden lever jo af luften –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og den må fisken dø i –
 

FALK. 
 Ganske sandt.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Der kan De se, vi Deres tunge bandt!
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Den the er god, det kender man på duften.
 

FALK. 
 Nå, lad det blive da ved blomsterlignelsen. 
 Den er en blomst; thi nægtes den velsignelsen 
 af himlens regn, så hartad den går fløjten – – 

(standser.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Hvad da?
 

FALK 

(med et galant buk). 
 Da kommer tanterne med sprøjten. – 
 Men lignelsen har digterne nu brugt, 
 og godtfolk gennem snese slægter slugt, – 
 og endda er den for de fleste tåget; 
 thi blomstervrimmelen er stor og broget. 
 Sig, hvilken særlig blomst er kærligheden? 
 Nævn den, som har den største lighed med den.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Den er en rose; Gud, det véd enhver; – 
 den låner livet jo et rosenskær.
 

EN UNG DAME. 
 Den er en hvidvejs, vokser under sneen; 
 først når den springer ud, får verden se’en.
 

EN TANTE. 
 Den er en løvetand, som trives bedst, 
 når den blir knust af mandshæl eller hest, 
 ja skyder skud, når nedtrådt den er blevet, 
 som digter Pedersen så smukt har skrevet.
 

LIND. 
 Vårklokken er den; i dit unge sind 
 den ringer livets pindsehøjtid ind.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nej, den er eviggrønt, som ej står brun i 
 december selv, så lidt som midt i juni.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Nej, den er islandsk mos i godvejr høstet: 
 den læger frøkener med ondt for brystet.
 

EN HERRE. 
 Den er en vild kastanje, – meget priselig 
 som kakkelovnsved, men frugten er uspiselig.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nej, en kamelia; som før konvallerne, 
 den er jo damers hovedpynt på ballerne.
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Nej, den er lig en blomst, som var så net; – 
 bi lidt – den var nok grå – nej, violet; – 
 hvad hed den nu –? Lad se – den ligned dem, 
 som – –; 
 nej, det er mærkeligt, hvor jeg er glemsom.
 

STYVER. 
 Hvert blomsterbilled går på halte ben. 
 Den ligner snarere en blomsterpotte; 
 ad gangen har den ikkun plads for en, 
 men efterhånden kan den rumme otte.
 

STRÅMAND 

(i børneflokken). 
 Nej, kærligheden er et pæretræ; 
 om våren pære-blomster-hvid, som sne; 
 lidt udpå året blomsterne sig arter 
 til fler og flere store grønne karter; 
 af faderstammens safter de sig nærer; – 
 med gudshjælp blir de allesammen pærer.
 

FALK. 
 Så mange hoveder, så mange sind! 
 Nej, alle famler de på gale veje. 
 Hver lignelse er skæv; men hør nu min; – 
 den kan på hver en vis De sno og dreje. 

(rejser sig i talerstilling.)

 Der gror en plante i det fjerne øst; 
 dens odelhjem er solens fætters have –
 

DAMERNE. 
 Å, det er theen!
 

FALK. 
 Ja.
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Han har en røst, 
 som Stråmand, når han –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Bring ham ej af lave.
 

FALK. 
 Den har sit hjem i fabellandets dale, 
 vel tusind mile bagom ørkner golde; – 
 fyld koppen, Lind! Så tak. Nu skal jeg holde 
 om the og kærlighed en thevandstale. 

(Gæsterne rykker nærmere sammen.)

 Den har sit hjem i eventyrets land; 
 ak, der har også kærligheden hjemme. 
 Kun solens sønner, véd vi, fik forstand 
 på urtens dyrkning, på dens røgt og fremme. 
 Med kærligheden er det ligeså. 
 En dråbe solblod må i åren slå, 
 hvis kærlighed skal skyde rod derinde, 
 skal grønnes, gro, og frem til blomstring vinde.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Men Kina er et meget gammelt land, 
 så theens ælde deraf sluttes kan –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Den var visst til før Tyrus og Jerusalem.
 

FALK. 
 Ja den var kendt, da salig herr Methusalem 
 i billedbogen bladed på sin skammel –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(triumferende). 
 Og kærlighedens væsen er jo ungt! 
 at finde lighed her, vil falde tungt.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, kærligheden er og meget gammel; 
 den læresætning underskriver vi jo 
 så troende, som folk i Kap og Rio; – 
 ja, fra Neapel og til nord for Brevig 
 der gives dem, der påstår den er evig; – 
 nå, deri er vel nogen overdrivelse, – 
 men gammel er den over al beskrivelse.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Men kærlighed og kærlighed er et; 
 af the der gives både god og slet.
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Ja, man har the i mange kvaliteter.
 

ANNA. 
 De grønne forårsspirer allerførst –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Den slags er kun for solens døttres tørst.
 

EN UNG DAME. 
 Man skildrer den berusende som æther –
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Som lotos duftende, og sød som mandelen.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Den forekommer aldrig her i handelen.
 

FALK 

(som imidlertid er trådt ned fra altanen). 
 Ak, mine damer, hver i sin natur 
 har og et særligt lidet „himmelsk rige”. 
 Der knopped sig af spirer tusind slige 
 bag blyheds faldende kinesermur. 
 Men fantasiens små kineserdukker, 
 som sidder i kioskens ly og sukker, 
 som drømmer vidt – så vidt –, med slør om 
 lænderne, 
 med gyldne tulipaners flor i hænderne, – 
 til dem I førstegrødens knopper sanked; 
 jer var det et, hvad høst der siden vanked. 
 Se, derfor nåer til os, med grus og stilke, – 
 en efterslæt, mod hin, som hamp mod silke, – 
 en høst, som fås af træet ved at sparke det –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Det er den sorte the.
 

FALK 

(med et nik). 
 Den fylder markedet.
 

EN HERRE. 
 Så taler Holberg om en the de beuf –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(snærpet). 
 Den er visst ubekendt for nutidsganer.
 

FALK. 
 Der gives og en kærlighed de beuf; 
 den slår sin mand for panden – i romaner, 
 og skal nok spores fra og til i tøf-
 felhæren under ægteskabets faner. 
 Kort, der er lighed, hvor De mindst det tror. 
 Således siger jo et gammelt ord, 
 at theen lider, mister noget af et 
 aroma, som i plantens indre bor, 
 ifald til os den føres over havet. 
 Igennem ørknen må den, over bakkerne, – 
 må svare told til Russen og Kosakkerne; – 
 de stempler den, så får den vidre fare, 
 så gælder den blandt os for ægte vare. 
 Men går ej kærligheden samme vej? 
 Igennem livets ørk? Hvad blev vel følgerne, 
 hvad skrig, hvad verdens dom, hvis De, hvis jeg 
 bar kækt vor elskov over frihedsbølgerne! 
 „Gud, den har tabt moralens krydderi!” 
 „Legalitetens duft er rent forbi!”
 

STRÅMAND 

(rejser sig). 
 Ja, gudskelov – i sædelige lande 
 er slige varer endnu kontrabande!
 

FALK. 
 Ja, skal den hertillands passere frit, 
 så må den gennem reglernes Siberien, 
 hvor ingen havluft skade kan materien; – 
 så må den vise segl og sort på hvidt 
 fra kirkeværge, organist og klokker, 
 fra slægt og venner, kendinger og pokker, 
 og mange andre brave mænd, foruden 
 det fripas, som den fik af selve guden. – 
 Og så det sidste store lighedspunkt; 
 se, hvor kulturens hånd har lagt sig tungt 
 på „himmelriget” i det fjerne østen; 
 dets mur forfalder, og dets magt er sprængt, 
 den sidste ægte mandarin er hængt, 
 profane hænder alt besørger høsten. 
 Snart „himlens rige” er en saga blot, 
 et eventyr, som ingen længer tror på; 
 den hele verden er et gråt i gråt; – 
 vidunderlandet har vi kastet jord på. 
 Men har vi det, – hvor er da kærligheden? 
 Ak, da er også den jo vandret heden! 

(løfter koppen ivejret.)

 Nå, lad forgå, hvad tiden ej kan bære; – – 
 en thevandsskål til salig Amors ære! 

(drikker ud; stærk uvilje og bevægelse i selskabet.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Det var en meget sælsom brug af ordet!
 

DAMERNE. 
 At kærligheden skulde være død –!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Her sidder den jo sund og rund og rød 
 i alskens skikkelser om thevandsbordet. 
 Her har vi enken i sin sorte dragt –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Et trofast ægtepar –
 

STYVER. 
 Hvis elskovspagt 
 kan lægge mangt et håndfast pant irette.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Derefter kommer kærlighedens lette 
 kavalleri, – de mange slags forlovede.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Først veteranerne, hvis forbund vovede 
 at trodse tidens tand –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(afbryder). 
 Og så eleverne 
 i første klasse, – parret fra igår –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Kort, her er sommer, vinter, høst og vår; 
 den sandhed kan De tage på med næverne, 
 med øjne se, og høre den med øren –
 

FALK. 
 Nu ja?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Og endda viser De den døren!
 

FALK. 
 De har nok højlig misforstået mig, frøken. 
 Når har jeg nægtet disse ting var til? 
 Men De må komme vel ihug, at røgen 
 er ikke altid just bevis på ild. 
 Jeg véd så såre vel, man tar til ægte, 
 familje stiftes, og deslige ting; 
 De skal visst aldrig høre mig benægte, 
 at der i verden findes kurv og ring, 
 at rosenrøde små billetter skrives 
 og lukkes med et duepar, som – kives, 
 at der går kærester i hver en gade, 
 at gratulanterne får chocolade, 
 at skik og brug har formet et reskript 
 med egne regler for enhver „forliebt”; – – 
 men Herregud, vi har jo og majorer, 
 et arsenal med stort materiel, 
 her findes trommer, huggerter og sporer, – 
 men hvad beviser så det hele vel? 
 Blot at vi ejer folk med sværd ved belte, 
 men ingenlunde at vi ejer helte. 
 Ja, selv om hele lejren fuld af telte stod, – 
 var det da derfor sagt der gaves heltemod?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Nå, billighed i alt; oprigtigt talt 
 det er ej altid just i sandheds tjeneste, 
 når unge folks forelskelse blir malt 
 så stærk og så, – ja, som det var den eneste. 
 På den er ej til hver en tid at bygge; 
 nej, først i ægteskabets huslig-hygge 
 står kærligheden grundet på en klippe, 
 som aldrig svigter og som ej kan glippe.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Da er jeg af en ganske anden mening. 
 Jeg skulde tro to hjerters fri forening, 
 som løses kan idag, men årvis varer, 
 dog kærlighedens ægthed bedst forsvarer.
 

ANNA 

(med varme). 
 O, nej, – et forhold, som er friskt og ungt, 
 er dog på kærne mere rigt og tungt.
 

LIND 

(tankefuld). 
 Hvem véd om ej det dufter af ideen, 
 som frøknens hvidvejs, ikkun under sneen.
 

FALK 

(pludselig udbrydende). 
 Du faldne Adam! Det var hjemve-tanken, 
 som søgte Eden bagom gærdeplanken!
 

LIND. 
 Hvad snak!
 

FRU HALM 

(krænket, til Falk, idet hun rejser sig). 
 Det er just intet venskabsstykke, 
 at vække tvist, hvor vi har stiftet fred; 
 frygt ej for Deres ven og for hans lykke –
 

NOGLE DAMER. 
 Nej, den er viss!
 

ANDRE. 
 Ja, det vi sikkert véd.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Vel har hun ej lært kogebog i skolen, 
 men det skal læres endnu denne høst.
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Til brylluppet hun selv broderer kjolen.
 

EN TANTE 

(klapper Anna på hovedet). 
 Og blir fornuftig så det er en lyst.
 

FALK 

(ler højt). 
 O, du fornuft-karrikatur, som dræber 
 med galskabs hallingdans på vennelæber! 
 Var det fornuftighed, han vilde finde? 
 Var det en kogebogs professorinde? 
 Han kom herind som vårens glade svend, 
 han kåred havens unge vilde rose. 
 I drog den op for ham; – han kom igen; – 
 hvad bar så busken? Hyben!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(stødt). 
 Vil De skose?
 

FALK. 
 En nyttig frugt til husbrug, – ja, ved Gud! 
 Men hybnen var dog ej hans vårdags brud.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja, hvis herr Lind har søgt en balheltinde, 
 så er det slemt; hun er ej her at finde.
 

FALK. 
 O ja, – jeg véd, der drives jo et døgn-
 koketteri med huslighedens tanke; 
 det er et rodskud af den store løgn, 
 der gror i højden, lig en humleranke. 
 Jeg tar ærbødig hatten af, min frue, 
 for „balheltinden”; hun er skønhedsbarn, – 
 og idealet spænder gyldne garn 
 i ballets sal, men knapt i ammens stue.
 

FRU HALM 

(med undertrykt forbittrelse). 
 Herr Falk, slig adfærd har en nem forklaring. 
 Forlovet mand er tabt for venners lag; 
 det er nok kærnen i den hele sag; 
 jeg har i det kapitel god erfaring.
 

FALK. 
 Naturligvis; – syv søsterdøttre gifte –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Og gifte lykkeligt!
 

FALK 

(med eftertryk). 
 Ja, er det visst?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Hvad nu!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Herr Falk!
 

LIND. 
 Er det din agt at stifte 
 uenighed!
 

FALK 

(med udbrud). 
 Ja, krig og splid og tvist!
 

STYVER. 
 Du, som er lægmand, en profan i faget!
 

FALK. 
 Ja, lad det gå; jeg hejser endda flaget! 
 Ja, krig jeg vil med hænder og med fødder, 
 en krig mod løgnen med de stærke rødder, 
 mod løgnen, som I røgtet har og vandet, 
 så frækt den knejser og ser ud som sandhed!
 

STYVER. 
 Jeg protesterer mod alt ubevist, 
 og forbeholder mig regres – –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ti stille!
 

FALK. 
 Så det er kærlighedens friske kilde, 
 som hvisker om, hvad enken har forlist, – 
 hin kærlighed, som sletted „savn” og „klage” 
 af sproget ud i lykkens lyse dage! 
 Så det er kærlighedens sejersflod, 
 som ruller gennem ægteparrets årer, – 
 hin kærlighed, som kækt på skandsen stod, 
 og trådte skik og vedtægt under fod, 
 og lo af alle verdens kloge dårer! 
 Så det er kærlighedens skønhedsflamme, 
 som holder en forlovelse igang 
 i lange år! Ja så! Det er den samme, 
 som ildned selv kontorets søn til sang! 
 Så det er kærlighedens unge lykke, 
 som frygter farten over havets hvælv, 
 som kræver offer, skønt i fagrest smykke 
 den skulde stråle – offrende sig selv! – 
 O nej, I løgnens dagligdagsprofeter, 
 kald tingen en gang med sit rette navn; 
 kald enkestandens rørelser for savn, 
 og ægtestandens vane, som de heder!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Nej, unge mand, slig frækhed er for stor! 
 Der er bespottelse i hvert et ord! 

(træder Falk tæt under øjnene.)

 Nu aksler jeg mit gamle skind til striden 
 for arvet tro imod den nye viden!
 

FALK. 
 Jeg går til kampens højtid som til fest.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Godt! De skal se mig trodse kugleregnen! – 

(nærmere.)

 Et viet par er helligt, som en prest –
 

STYVER 

(på Falks anden side). 
 Og et forlovet –
 

FALK. 
 Halvt om halvt, som degnen.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Se disse børn; – De ser den – denne klynge? 
 Den kan på forhånd mig Viktoria synge! 
 Hvor var det muligt at – hvor var det gørligt – –; 
 nej, sandheds ord er mægtigt, ubønhørligt; – 
 at stoppe øret til, kan kun en tåbe. 
 Se, – disse børn er elskovsbørn tilhobe – – –! 

(standser forvirret.)

 Ja det vil sige – nej, naturligvis –!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(vifter sig med lommetørklædet). 
 Det er en meget uforståelig tale.
 

FALK. 
 Se der leverer De jo selv bevis; 
 et af de ægte, gode, nationale. 
 De skelner mellem ægteskabets panter, 
 og elskovs ditto; – deri gør De klogt; 
 der forskel er, som mellem råt og kogt, 
 som mellem markens blomst og potteplanter. 
 Hos os er kærligheden snart en videnskab; 
 forlængst den hørte op at være lidenskab. 
 Hos os er kærligheden som et fag; 
 den har sit faste laug, sit eget flag; 
 den er en stand af kærester og ægtemænd, – 
 de passer tjenesten og kan nok magte den; 
 thi der er samhold, som i havets tangforgrening. 
 Alt, hvad etaten mangler, er en sangforening –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Og en avis!
 

FALK. 
 Godt! I skal få avisen! 
 Det var en god ide; vi har jo blade 
 for børn og damer, troende og skytter. 
 Jeg håber ingen spørger efter prisen. 
 Der skal I få at se, som på parade, 
 hvert bånd, som Per og Povl i byen knytter; 
 der rykkes ind hvert rosenfarvet brev, 
 som Vilhelm til sin ømme Laura skrev; 
 der trykkes blandt ulykkelige hændelser, – 
 som ellers mord og krinolinforbrændelser, – 
 hvert opslag, som fandt sted i ugens løb; 
 der averteres under salg og køb 
 hvor brugte ringe billigst kan bekommes; 
 der annonceres tvillingen og trillingen, – 
 og er der vielse, så sammentrommes 
 det hele laug at se på forestillingen; – 
 og vanker der en kurv, så prentes den 
 i bladet mellem andre nyhedsstoffer; 
 det lyde skal omtrent som så: „Igen 
 har elskovsdjævlen krævet her et offer!” 
 Jo, I skal se, det går; thi når det lider 
 imod den tid, da abonnenten bider, 
 da bruger jeg en madding, som ej dræber den; – 
 da slagter jeg, på storbladsvis, en pebersvend. 
 Jo, I skal se mig kækt til laugets nytte stridende; 
 som tiger, ja, som redaktør mit bytte bidende –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Og bladets titel?
 

FALK. 
 „Amors norske skyttetidende”!
 

STYVER 

(nærmer sig). 
 Det er dog ej dit alvor vel? Du vil 
 ej sætte slig dit gode navn på spil!
 

FALK. 
 Mit ramme alvor. Tidtnok påstod man, 
 at ingen kan af kærligheden leve; 
 jeg vise skal, den påstand er ej sand; 
 thi jeg skal leve af den som en greve, 
 især hvis frøken Skære, som jeg håber, 
 levere vil herr Stråmands „livsroman” 
 til skænkning ud, som feuilleton, i dråber.
 

STRÅMAND 

(forskrækket). 
 Gud stå mig bi! Hvad er nu det for plan? 
 Mit livs roman? Når var mit liv romantisk?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Det har jeg aldrig sagt!
 

STYVER. 
 En misforståelse!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Jeg skulde gjort mig skyldig i forgåelse 
 mod skik og brug! Der lyver De gigantisk!
 

FALK. 
 Nu godt. 

(slår Styver på skulderen.)

 Her står en ven, som ej vil svigte. 
 Jeg åbner bladet med kopistens digte.
 

STYVER 

(efter et forfærdet blik på presten). 
 Men er du gal! Nej, må jeg be’ om ordet! – 
 Du tør beskylde mig for vers – –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Nej Gud –!
 

FALK. 
 Det rygte går dog ud ifra kontoret.
 

STYVER 

(i høj vrede). 
 Fra vort kontor går aldrig noget ud!
 

FALK. 
 Ja, svigt mig også du; jeg har endda 
 en trofast bror, som ikke falder fra. 
 „Et hjertes saga” venter jeg fra Lind, 
 hvis elskov er for fin for havets vind, 
 som offrer landsmænds sjæle for sin kærlighed, – 
 sligt viser følelsen i al dens herlighed!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Herr Falk, nu er mit tålmods rest tilende. 
 Vi kan ej leve under samme tag; – 
 jeg håber, at De flytter end idag –
 

FALK 

(med et buk, idet fruen og selskabet går ind). 
 Det var jeg forberedt på vilde hænde.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Imellem os er krig på død og liv; 
 De har fornærmet mig med samt min viv, 
 ja mine børn, fra Trine ned til Ane; – – 
 gal kun, herr Falk, – gal, som ideens hane – 

(går ind med kone og børn.)
 

FALK. 
 Og skrid De fremad på apostlens bane 
 med Deres kærlighed, som De har mægtet 
 at få, før tredje hanegal, fornægtet!
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(får ondt). 
 Følg med mig, Styver! hjælp mig at få hægtet 
 korsettet op; – kom, skynd dig, – denne vej.
 

STYVER 

(til Falk, idet han går med frøken Skære under armen). 
 Jeg siger op vort venskab!
 

LIND. 
 Også jeg.
 

FALK 

(alvorlig). 
 Du også, Lind!
 

LIND. 
 Farvel!
 

FALK. 
 Du var min næreste – –
 

LIND. 
 Det hjælper ej; hun ønsker det, min kæreste. 

(han går ind; Svanhild er bleven stående ved altantrappen.)
 

FALK. 
 Se så; nu har jeg plads på alle kanter, – 
 nu har jeg ryddet om mig!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Falk, et ord!
 

FALK 

(viser høfligt mod huset). 
 Den vej, min frøken; – der gik Deres moer 
 med alle venner og med alle tanter.
 

SVANHILD 

(nærmer sig). 
 Ja, lad dem gå; min vej er ikke deres; 
 ved mig skal ikke flokkens tal forfleres.
 

FALK. 
 De går ej?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nej. Vil De mod løgnen stride, 
 jeg står, som væbner, tro ved Deres side.
 

FALK. 
 De, Svanhild; De, som –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Jeg, som end igår –? 
 O, var De selv da, Falk, igår den samme? 
 De bød mig, som en lykke, siljens kår –
 

FALK. 
 Og siljen fløjted, fløjted mig tilskamme! 
 Nej De har ret; da var det børneværk; 
 men De har vakt mig til et bedre virke; – 
 midt indi stimlen står den store kirke, 
 hvor sandheds røst skal runge ren og stærk. 
 Det gælder ej at skue, som Asynjen, 
 fra højden over al den vilde dyst; – 
 nej, bære skønhedsmærket i sit bryst, 
 som Hellig-Olaf bar sit kors på brynjen, – 
 at se med langsyn over slagets vidder, 
 skønt hildet han i kampens virvar sidder, – 
 et skimt af sol bag tågen at bevare, 
 det er det livsenskrav, en mand skal klare!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og De vil klare det, når De står fri, 
 og står alene.
 

FALK. 
 Stod jeg da i stimlen? 
 Og det er kravet. Nej, den er forbi, 
 hin isolerthedspagt med mig og himlen. 
 Endt er min digtning indfor stuevæg; 
 mit digt skal leves under gran og hæg, 
 min krig skal føres midt i døgnets rige; – 
 jeg eller løgnen – en af os skal vige!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Så gå da signet frem fra digt til dåd! 
 Jeg har Dem miskendt; De har hjertevarme; 
 tilgiv, – og lad os skilles uden harme –
 

FALK. 
 Nej, den har plads for to, min fremtids båd! 
 Vi skilles ikke. Svanhild, har De mod, 
 så følges vi i kampen fod for fod!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Vi følges?
 

FALK. 
 Se, jeg står forladt af alle, 
 har ingen ven, har krig med hver bekendt, 
 mod mig er hadets hvasse spydsod vendt; – 
 sig, har De mod, med mig at stå og falde? 
 min fremtidsvej går gennem skik og brug, 
 hvor tusind hensyns lænker foden tvinger; – 
 der breder jeg, som alle andre, dug, 
 og sætter ringen på min elsktes finger! 

(drager en ring af sin hånd, og holder den ivejret.)
 

SVANHILD 

(i åndeløs spænding). 
 Det vil De?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, og vi skal vise verden, 
 at kærligheden har en evig magt, 
 som bær den uskadt og i al sin pragt 
 igennem døgnets dynd på hverdagsfærden. 
 Igår jeg pegte mod ideens bål, 
 der brandt, som baun på bergets bratte tinde; – 
 da blev De ræd, De skalv, thi De var kvinde; 
 nu peger jeg mod kvindens sande mål! 
 En sjæl, som Deres, holder hvad den lover; 
 se sluget for Dem, – Svanhild, sæt nu over!
 

SVANHILD 

(neppe hørligt). 
 Og hvis vi faldt –!
 

FALK 

(jublende). 
 O nej, jeg ser et skær 
 i Deres øje, som vor sejr forkynder!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Så tag mig hel og holden, som jeg er! 
 Nu springer løvet ud; min vår begynder! 

(hun kaster sig med kækhed i hans arme, idet teppet falder.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Aften og klart måneskin. Rundt om på træerne brænder farvede lamper. I baggrunden borde med opdækning af vinflasker, glasse, kager o. s. v. Inde fra huset, hvor alle vinduer er oplyste, høres dæmpet pianofortespil og sang under de følgende optrin. Svanhild står ved altanen. Falk kommer fra højre med nogle bøger og en skrivemappe under armen. Oppasseren følger efter med en kuffert og en vadsæk.)
 

FALK. 
 Det er jo resten?
 

OPPASSEREN. 
 Ja, nu tror jeg neppe 
 det fattes andet, end en liden skræppe 
 og sommerfrakken.
 

FALK. 
 Godt; det tar jeg med 
 på ryggen, når jeg går. Kom så afsted; – 
 se her er mappen.
 

OPPASSEREN. 
 Der er lås for, ser jeg.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, der er lås for, Sivert.
 

OPPASSEREN. 
 Godt.
 

FALK. 
 Den ber jeg, 
 du straks vil brænde.
 

OPPASSEREN. 
 Brænde?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, til kul – 

(smilende.)

 med alle veksler på poetisk guld. 
 Og bøgerne, – dem kan du selv beholde.
 

OPPASSEREN. 
 Å nej da; skal jeg slig bekostning volde? 
 Men når herr Falk kan bøger bortforære, 
 så er han færdig da med al sin lære?
 

FALK. 
 Alt, hvad af bøger læres, har jeg lært – 
 og endda mere.
 

OPPASSEREN. 
 Mere? Det var svært.
 

FALK. 
 Ja, skynd dig; bærerne står udfor døren; – 
 nu får du hjælpe dem at læsse børen. 

(Oppasseren går ud til venstre.)
 

FALK 

(nærmer sig Svanhild, som kommer ham imøde). 
 Vi har en time, Svanhild, for os selv, 
 i lys af Gud og sommernattens stjerner. 
 Se, hvor de glittrer gennem løvets hvælv, 
 lig frugt på gren, de verdenstræets kerner. 
 Nu har jeg brudt det sidste trældomsbånd, 
 nu har for sidste gang mig svøben rammet; 
 som Jacobs æt, med vandringsstav i hånd 
 og rejseklædt, jeg står for påskelammet. 
 Du sløve slægt, hvis syn er stængt og lukt 
 for løftets land bag ørkensandets flugt, 
 du travle ridderslagne træl af tiden, 
 mur du kun kongegrav i pyramiden, – 
 jeg går til frihed gennem døgnets ørk, 
 for mig er fremkomst selv i havets fjære; 
 men fiendens fylking, løgnens fule lære, 
 skal finde der sin gravtomt, dyb og mørk! 

(kort ophold; han ser på hende og tar hendes hånd.)

 Du er så stille, Svanhild!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og så glad! 
 O, lad mig drømme, lad mig stille drømme. 
 Tal du for mig; frem går da, som på rad, 
 min tankes knopper, sprungne ud til kvad, 
 lig modne liljer over tjernets strømme.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, sig det engang til med sandheds rene 
 usvigelige røst, at du er min! 
 O, sig det, Svanhild, sig –
 

SVANHILD 

(kaster sig om hans hals). 
 Ja, jeg er din!
 

FALK. 
 Du sangfugl, sendt af Gud til mig alene!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Jeg var en hjemløs i min moders hus, 
 jeg var en ensom i mit eget indre, 
 en ubedt gæst i glædens glans og sus, – 
 gjaldt intet der – ja stundom endnu mindre. 
 Se da kom du! For første gang på jord 
 jeg fandt min tanke bag en andens ord; 
 hvad spredt jeg drømte, vidste du at samle! 
 du ungdomskække mellem livets gamle! 
 Halvt stødte du mig bort med hvas forstand, 
 halvt vidste du med solblink mig at drage, 
 som havet drages af en løvklædt strand, 
 og skæret skyver sjøerne tilbage. 
 Nu har jeg set til bunden af din sjæl, 
 nu har du mig udelelig og hel; 
 du løvtræ over bølgeleg, du kære, 
 mit hjertes flugt har flod, men aldrig fjære!
 

FALK. 
 Og takket være Gud, at han har døbt 
 min kærlighed i smertens bad. Jeg vidste 
 knapt selv hvad trang mig drog, før dyrekøbt 
 jeg så i dig den skat, jeg skulde miste. 
 Ja priset han, som i min livsensbog 
 med sorgens indsegl har min elskov adlet, 
 som gav os fribrev på vort sejerstog, 
 og bød os jage hjemad gennem skog, 
 som adelspar, på vingehesten sadlet!
 

SVANHILD 

(peger mod huset). 
 Derinde er der fest i alle sale, 
 der lyser lamper for de unge to, 
 der lyder glade venners sang og tale. 
 Fra alfarvejen skulde hvermand tro, 
 at der er lykken – blandt de glade røster. 

(medlidende.)

 Du verdens lykkebarn, – du stakkels søster!
 

FALK. 
 Du siger stakkels?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Har hun ikke delt 
 sit sjæleguld med ham og alle frender, 
 sat ud sin kapital på hundred hænder, 
 så ingen skylder hende summen helt? 
 Hos ingen af dem har hun alt at kræve, 
 for ingen af dem har hun helt at leve. 
 O, jeg er tifold rigere end hun; 
 jeg har en eneste i verden kun. 
 Tomt var mit hjerte, da med sejersfaner, 
 med tusindfoldig sang du drog derind; 
 du råder der på alle tankens baner; 
 lig vårens vellugt fylder du mit sind. 
 Ja, jeg må takke Gud i denne time, 
 at jeg var ensom indtil dig jeg fandt, – 
 at jeg var død og hørte klokken kime, 
 som kaldte mig til lys fra livets tant.
 

FALK. 
 Ja vi, de venneløse to i verden, 
 vi er de rige; vi har lykkens skat, 
 vi, som står udenfor og ser på færden 
 igennem ruden i den stille nat; 
 lad lamper lyse og lad toner klinge, 
 lad dem derinde sig i dansen svinge; – 
 se opad, Svanhild, – opad i det blå; – 
 der lyser også tusind lamper små –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Lyt, stilt, du elskte, – i den svale kveld 
 går gennem lindens løv et tonevæld –
 

FALK. 
 Det er for os de tindrer højt i salen –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Det er for os det synger gennem dalen!
 

FALK. 
 Jeg føler mig som Guds forlorne barn; 
 jeg svigted ham og gik i verdens garn. 
 Da vinked han mig hjem med milde hænder; 
 og nu, jeg kommer, nu han lampen tænder, 
 bereder højtid for den fundne søn, 
 og skænker mig sit bedste værk i løn. 
 Fra denne stund jeg sværger, ej at svigte, – 
 men stå som væbnet vagt i lysets lejr. 
 Vi holder sammen, og vort liv skal digte 
 en højsang stærk om kærlighedens sejr!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og se, hvor let det er for to at vinde, 
 når han er mand –
 

FALK. 
 Og hun er heltud kvinde; – 
 det var ugørligt at to slige faldt!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Så op til kamp mod savnet og mod sorgen; 

(viser Falks ring, som hun bær på fingeren.)

 i denne stund fortæller jeg dem alt!
 

FALK 

(hurtigt). 
 Nej, Svanhild, ikke nu; vent til imorgen! 
 Ikveld vi plukker lykkens roser røde; 
 at gå til dagværk nu, var helligbrøde. 

(Døren til havestuen åbnes.)

 Din moder kommer! Skjul dig! Som min brud 
 skal intet øje dig iaften møde! 

(de går ud mellem træerne ved lysthuset. Fru Halm og Guldstad kommer ud på altanen.)
 

FRU HALM. 
 Han flytter virkelig!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Det ser så ud.
 

STYVER 

(kommer). 
 Han flytter, frue!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Ja, du gode Gud, – 
 vi véd det nok!
 

STYVER. 
 Det er en slem omstændighed. 
 Han holder ord; jeg kender hans ubændighed. 
 Han sætter os i bladet allesammen; 
 min kæreste blir trykt i flere oplag, 
 imellem kurve, tvillinger og opslag. 
 Hør, véd De hvad: hvis ej det var for skammen, 
 jeg foreslog forlig, en våbenstilstand –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Det tror De han går ind på?
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, jeg tror. 
 Der er indicier, der er visse spor, 
 som viser, at da nys det store ord 
 han førte, var han i beskænket tilstand. 
 Ja, der er et prov, som, om just ikke fældende, 
 dog taler meget stærkt imod angældende; 
 det er ham overført, at efter bordet 
 han indfandt sig i Linds og egen bolig, 
 og viste der en adfærd højst urolig, 
 slog sønder – –
 

GULDSTAD 

(ser et glimt af Falk og Svanhild, som skilles, idet Falk går op mod baggrunden; Svanhild blir stående skjult ved lysthuset.)

 Stop, vi er på rette sporet! 
 Et øjeblik, fru Halm! Falk flytter ikke, 
 og gør han det, da gør han det som ven.
 

STYVER. 
 Så? Tror De også –?
 

FRU HALM. 
 Å, hvor vil De hen!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Ej længer, frue, end det kan sig skikke; 
 jeg klarer sagen til gensidigt held. 
 Blot et minut på tomandshånd –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nu vel! 

(de går sammen ud i haven; under det følgende ser man dem fra og til i baggrunden i ivrig samtale.)
 

STYVER 

(stiger ned i haven, idet han opdager Falk, som står og ser ud over vandet). 
 De herrer digtere er hævnsog hads-mænd; 
 men vi regeringsfolk er fine statsmænd; 
 jeg vil arbejde for mig selv – 

(ser presten, som kommer fra havestuen.)

 Se så!
 

STRÅMAND 

(på altanen). 
 Han flytter virkelig! 

(går ned til Styver.)

 Å, kære, – gå, 
 gå ind et lidet øjeblik i stuen 
 og hold min kone –
 

STYVER. 
 Skal jeg holde fruen!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Med selskab, mener jeg. Vi og de små, 
 vi er så vante til at være sammen, 
 og aldrig – 

(idet fruen og børnene viser sig i døren.)

 Nå, der er de alt på trammen!
 

FRU STRÅMAND. 
 Hvor er du, Stråmand?
 

STRÅMAND 

(sagte til Styver). 
 Find på et par ord, som 
 kan fængsle dem, – en ting, som er lidt morsom!
 

STYVER 

(går op på altanen). 
 Har fruen læst departementets bønskrift? 
 Det er et mønster på stilistisk skønskrift; – 

(tar en bog op af lommen.)

 nu skal jeg in extenso referere – 

(nøder dem høfligt ind i stuen, og går selv med. Falk kommer frem i haven; han og Stråmand mødes; de ser en stund på hinanden.)
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Nu?
 

FALK. 
 Nu?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Herr Falk!
 

FALK. 
 Herr pastor!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Er De mere 
 medgørlig nu, end da vi skiltes?
 

FALK. 
 Nej, 
 jeg går min ufravigelige vej –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Selv om De træder næstens lykke ned?
 

FALK. 
 Jeg planter sandheds urt i lykkens sted. 

(smilende.)

 Forresten tænker De nok på avisen 
 for elskende?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Nå, var det kanske spøg?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, trøst Dem med, det værk går op i røg; 
 i gerning, ej på prent, jeg bryder isen.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Og om De sparer mig, så véd jeg visst en 
 person, som ikke slipper mig så let; 
 han nytter overtaget, han, kopisten, – 
 og det er Deres skyld, og det er slet, 
 De rørte op i gamle sværmerier, 
 og De kan bande på, han ikke tier 
 med dem, ifald jeg mukker blot et ord 
 mod kravet, som de skråler på i kor. 
 Regeringsfolket har en svare magt 
 i pressen nuomstunder, er mig sagt. 
 En styverfængeropsats kan mig fælde, 
 hvis den blir prentet i det store blad, 
 som slår med Samsons håndgevær og vælde, 
 og går ivej med både hov og vad, 
 besynderlig mod slutten af kvartalerne –
 

FALK 

(indrømmende). 
 Ja – hørte Deres saga til skandalerne – –
 

STRÅMAND 

(forsagt). 
 Alligevel. Det blad har mange spalter; 
 pas på: der offres jeg på hævnens alter.
 

FALK 

(med lune). 
 På straffens, mener De, – og vel fortjent. 
 Der går en Nemesis igennem livet; 
 den rammer sikkert, skønt den rammer sent, – 
 at rømme væk fra den, er ingen givet. 
 Har en forsyndet sig imod ideen, 
 så kommer pressen, dens årvågne vagt, 
 og man får finde sig i efterveen.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Men Herregud, når slutted jeg kontrakt 
 med den „ide”, som føres her i munden! 
 Jeg er jo ægtemand, familjefar, – 
 husk på, at tolv umyndige jeg har; – 
 jeg er jo af min dagliggerning bunden, 
 jeg har annexer og en vidtstrakt gård, 
 en talrig stamhjord, åndelige får, – 
 se, de skal plejes, klippes, røgtes, fores; 
 der tærskes skal og i komposten klores; 
 man spør om mig i stalden og i kveen; – 
 når får jeg tid at leve for ideen?
 

FALK. 
 Ja, så rejs hjem igen jo før jo heller; 
 kryb ind, før vinter, under tørvetaget. 
 Se, i det unge Norge er det daget; 
 den kække fylking tusind stridsmænd tæller, 
 og morgenvindens strømning fylder flaget.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Og, unge mand, ifald jeg rejste hjem 
 med alle mine, ja med alle dem, 
 som var igår mit lille kongerige, – 
 har ikke mangt idag da vendt sig om? 
 Tror De jeg rejser rig, som da jeg kom – 

(da Falk vil svare.)

 Nej vent, og hør på, hvad jeg har at sige. 

(træder nærmere.)

 Der var en tid, da jeg var ung, som De, 
 og ikke mindre kæk og uforfærdet, 
 Jeg sled for brød og der gik år forbi; 
 se, sligt gør ånden ej, som hånden, hærdet. 
 Jeg kom dernord; mit hjem lå stilt bag fjeldet, 
 og verdens ring for mig blev prestegeldet. – 
 Mit hjem – herr Falk! Ja, véd De hvad et hjem er?
 

FALK 

(kort). 
 Det har jeg aldrig vidst.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Det vil jeg tro. 
 Et hjem er der, hvor dejligt rum for fem er, 
 skønt der blandt fiender tykkes trangt for to. 
 Et hjem er der, hvor alle dine tanker 
 kan lege frit, som børn på faders fang, 
 hvor ej din røst på hjertedøren banker, 
 før svaret lyder i beslægtet sang. 
 Et hjem er der, hvor dine hår kan gråne, 
 og ingen mærker, at du ældes dog, 
 hvor kære minder dæmrer for at blåne, 
 som åsens rygning blåner bagom skog.
 

FALK 

(med tvungen spot). 
 De blir jo varm –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Ved det, som De kun ler af! 
 Så uligt har Vorherre os to skabt. 
 Mig fattes det, som De fik desto mer af; 
 men jeg har vundet der, hvor De har tabt. 
 Fra skyen skimtet, ser ud som en skrøne 
 mangt sandhedskorn ved landevejens kant; 
 De vil tilvejrs, jeg knapt til tagets møne, – 
 én fugl blev skabt til ørn –
 

FALK. 
 Og én til høne.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Ja, le De kun, og lad det være sandt. 
 Jeg er en høne; – godt; men under vingen 
 jeg har en kyllingflok, og De har ingen! 
 Og jeg har hønens mod og hjerterum, 
 og jeg slår fra mig, når det mine gælder. 
 Jeg véd jo nok, De mener jeg er dum, 
 ja muligt, at en værre dom De fælder, 
 og holder mig for gridsk på verdens gods; – 
 godt, ingen strid om sligt imellem os! 

(griber Falks arm og tilføjer dæmpet, men med stigende styrke.)

 Ja, jeg er gridsk og dum og sløv tillige; 
 men jeg er gridsk for dem, som Gud mig gav, 
 og jeg fordummedes i trængselskrige, 
 og jeg blev sløv på ensomhedens hav. 
 Dog, alt som ungdomssnekken, sejl for sejl, 
 gik under bag den endeløse dønning, 
 da stak en anden op på havets spejl, 
 og bar for landvind ind med livets lønning. 
 For hver en drøm, som gik i strævet under, 
 for hver en svingfjær, som på flugten knak, 
 jeg fik til skænk et lidet Guds vidunder, 
 og Herrens skænk jeg tog med pris og tak. 
 For dem jeg stred, for dem jeg bar i dynge, 
 for dem jeg tyded selv den hellige skrift; – 
 det var min blomstergård, min børneklynge; – 
 nu har De plettet dem med spottens gift! 
 De har bevist, æsthetisk og forfatterligt, 
 at al min lykke var en dåres tro, 
 at det, jeg tog for alvor, det var latterligt; – 
 nu kræver jeg, giv mig igen min ro, 
 men giv mig den foruden bræk og mén –
 

FALK. 
 De kræver, jeg skal lykkens hjemmel drøfte? –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Ja, De har kastet på min vej en sten, 
 en tvivlens sten, som ikkun De kan løfte. 
 Tag væk det stængsel mellem mig og mine, 
 som De har bygt, tag grimen af min hals –
 

FALK. 
 De tror, at jeg har løgnens lim tilfals, 
 for lykkens sprukne kar med det at kline?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Jeg tror, at troen, som De rev omkuld 
 med ord, den kan med ord igen De rejse; 
 jeg tror De kan den brukne lænke svejse; – – 
 døm om igen, – tal sandhed hel og fuld, 
 bevis pånyt, – så jeg kan flaget hejse –
 

FALK 

(stolt). 
 Jeg stempler lykkens messing ej som guld.
 

STRÅMAND 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Så kom ihug, her nys blev sagt et ord 
 af en, som vejrer sandhedsharens spor: 

(med opløftet finger.)

 Der går en Nemesis igennem livet; 
 at rømme væk fra den, er ingen givet! 

(han går mod huset.)
 

STYVER 

(kommer ud med briller på og med den åbne bog i hånden). 
 Herr pastor, De må være som en vind! 
 De unge græder –
 

BØRNENE 

(i døren). 
 Far!
 

STYVER. 
 Og fruen venter! 

(Stråmand går ind i huset.)
 

STYVER. 
 Den dame har ej sands for argumenter. 

(putter bogen og brillerne i lommen og kommer nærmere.)

 Falk!
 

FALK. 
 Ja!
 

STYVER. 
 Jeg håber du har skiftet sind.
 

FALK. 
 Og hvorfor?
 

STYVER. 
 Å, det er da let forklarligt; 
 du indser sagtens, det er uforsvarligt 
 at gøre brug af konfidentielle 
 meddelelser; – dem må man ej fortælle.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, jeg har hørt, at det skal være farligt.
 

STYVER. 
 Ja død og pine!
 

FALK. 
 Ja, men blot for storfolk.
 

STYVER 

(ivrig). 
 Det farligt er for alle slags kontorfolk. 
 Du kan vel tænke dig, hvor det formindsker 
 hver udsigt for mig, dersom chefen tror, 
 jeg har en pegasus som går og vrinsker 
 i arbejdstiden i et sligt kontor. 
 Du véd, fra „revisjonen” og til „kirken” 
 man ynder ikke vingehestens virken. 
 Men værst det blir, ifald det kommer ud, 
 at jeg har brudt kontorets første bud, 
 og åbenbaret skjulte ting af vigtighed.
 

FALK. 
 Så den er strafbar, slig en uforsigtighed?
 

STYVER 

(hemmelighedsfuldt). 
 Den tvinge kan en offentlig person 
 til at begære straks sin demission. 
 Det er et lovbud for os, statens mandfolk, 
 at gå med lås for munden selv blandt grandfolk.
 

FALK. 
 Men det er jo tyrannisk af en hersker 
 at binde mund på den – kopist, som tærsker.
 

STYVER 

(trækker på skuldrene). 
 Det er legalt; må lydes uden knur. 
 Desuden, i et tidspunkt, som nærværende, 
 da gagerevisjonen står for tur, 
 det er ej klogt at yttre sig belærende 
 om arbejdstidens brug og dens natur. 
 Se, derfor er det, at jeg ber dig: ti dog; – 
 et ord kan skille mig ved –
 

FALK. 
 Porteføljen?
 

STYVER. 
 Officielt benævnes det „kopibog”. 
 Den protokol er egentlig som søljen, 
 der lukker linet for kontorets barm; 
 at gætte gåder der, forvolder harm.
 

FALK. 
 Og dog det var dig selv, som bad mig tale, 
 og kaste ud et vink om pultens skat.
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, vidste jeg, at presten kunde dale 
 så dybt i dynd, han, som har lykken fat, 
 som er i embed, som har kone, børn, 
 og penge til at trodse livets tørn? 
 Men kan han falde ned til slig filister, 
 hvad skal man sige da om os kopister, 
 om mig, som er i uforfremmet stand 
 og har en kæreste, og snart skal giftes, 
 og passe på, at der familje stiftes, 
 etcetera! 

(heftigere.)

 O, var jeg velstandsmand, 
 jeg skulde spænde pandseret om hærden 
 og slå i bordet til den hele verden. 
 Og var jeg enligt mandfolk, jeg, som du, 
 da kan du tro, at gennem prosa-sneen 
 jeg skulde bryde bane for ideen!
 

FALK. 
 Så berg dig, mand!
 

STYVER. 
 Hvad?
 

FALK. 
 Der er tid endnu! 
 Agt ikke verdens uglekloge dommerfugl: 
 husk, frihed gør en kålorm selv til sommerfugl!
 

STYVER 

(træder tilbage). 
 Du mener, at jeg skulde bryde –?
 

FALK. 
 Ja; – 
 er perlen væk, hvad gælder skallet da?
 

STYVER. 
 Sligt forslag kunde stilles til en rus, 
 ej til en mand med karakter i jus! 
 Jeg regner ej, hvad Kristian den femte 
 i sin tid om trolovelser bestemte, – 
 thi det slags forhold findes ej berørt i 
 „lov om forbrydelser” af to-og-fyrti; 
 for så vidt var ej sagen kriminel, 
 det var jo intet brud på det legale –
 

FALK. 
 Der kan du se!
 

STYVER 

(fast). 
 Ja, men alligevel, – 
 om slig en exception blir aldrig tale. 
 I trange tider holdt vi trofast sammen; 
 hun fordrer ikke stort af livets gammen, 
 og jeg er nøjsom, har alt længe sporet, 
 at jeg blev skabt for hjemmet og kontoret. 
 Lad andre følge svaneflokkens flugt; 
 liv i det små kan også være smukt. 
 Hvad siger ej etsteds geheimeråd Göthe 
 om mælkevejen, skinnende og hvid? 
 Af den kan ingen skumme lykkens fløde, 
 og endnu mindre hente smørret hid –
 

FALK. 
 Nå, var end målet lykkesmørrets kærning, 
 må ånden råde dog i al din slid; – 
 en mand skal være borger af sin tid, 
 men adle tidens borgerlige gerning. 
 Ja visstnok er der skønhed i det små; 
 men kunsten er at skue og forstå. 
 Ej hver, som ynder at håndtere sølen, 
 må derfor tro sig ligemand med „Dølen”.
 

STYVER. 
 Så lad os gå med fred vor jævne vej; 
 vi stænger ikke stierne for dig, 
 vi følger gaden, du i højden svæver. 
 Hm, der foer også hun og jeg engang; 
 mens dagens krav er arbejd, ikke sang, – 
 den dør man fra, alt eftersom man lever. 
 Se, ungdomslivet er en stor proces 
 og den unødigste af alle trætter; – 
 gå på akkord, og tænk ej på regres; 
 thi sagen taber du for alle retter.
 

FALK 

(kæk og trøstig, idet han kaster et øje på lysthuset). 
 Nej, er den end for sidste domstol kommen, – 
 jeg véd, der er benådning bagom dommen! 
 Jeg véd, et liv kan leves ud af to, 
 med frelst begejstring og med reddet tro; 
 men du forkynder tidens usle lære: 
 at idealet er det sekundære!
 

STYVER. 
 Nej, det primære; thi dets hverv er ude, 
 som blomstens hverv – når frugten sætter knude. 

(Inde ved pianoet spiller og synger frøken Skære: „Ach, du lieber Augustin”. Styver standser og lytter i stille bevægelse.)

 Hun kalder på mig med den samme sang, 
 som talte, da vi mødtes første gang. 

(lægger hånden på Falks arm og ser ham ind i øjet.)

 Så tidt hun den til liv i længsel henter, 
 går ud ifra min kærestes tangenter 
 bekræftet genpart af det første ja. 
 Og når vor kærlighed tilslut har endskab, 
 og afdør, til opstandelse som venskab, 
 skal sangen binde mellem før og da. 
 Og krøges end min ryg iflugt med pulten, 
 og blir mit dagværk kun en krig mod sulten, 
 så går jeg glad dog vejen til mit hjem, 
 hvor det forsvundne står i toner frem. 
 Er der en stakket kveldstund helt vor egen, – 
 da er jeg sluppen skadesløs fra legen! 

(han går ind i huset. Falk vender sig mod lysthuset. Svanhild kommer frem; hun er bleg og oprørt. De ser en stund i taushed på hinanden og kaster sig med heftighed i hinandens arme.)
 

FALK. 
 O, Svanhild, lad os holde trofast ud! 
 Du friske friluftsblomst på kirkegården, – 
 der ser du, hvad de kalder liv i våren! 
 Der lugter lig af brudgom og af brud; 
 der lugter lig, hvor to går dig forbi 
 på gadehjørnet, smilende med læben, 
 med løgnens klumre kalkgrav indeni, 
 med dødens slaphed over hver en stræben. 
 Sligt kalder de at leve! Himlens magter, 
 er slig en lod da værd de tusind fagter? 
 At drætte børnehjorder op til sligt, 
 at fede dem med retsind og med pligt, 
 at gøde dem med tro en stakket sommer, – 
 til brug, når sjæleslagtningstiden kommer!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Falk, lad os rejse!
 

FALK. 
 Rejse? Og hvorhen? 
 Er ikke verden overalt den samme, 
 og findes ej på hvermands væg igen 
 den samme løgn i sandheds glas og ramme? 
 Nej, vil vi blive, nydende spektaklet, 
 tragikomedien, harlekinsmiraklet, – 
 et folk, som tror – hvad hele folket lyver! 
 Se presten og hans kone, Lind og Styver, 
 som kærlighedens julebukke taklet, 
 med løgn i hjertet og med tro i munden, – 
 og endda respektable folk i grunden! 
 De lyver for sig selv og for hverandre; 
 men løgnens indhold, det tør ingen klandre; – 
 hver regner sig, skønt havsnødsmand på kølen, 
 for lykkens Krøsus, salig som en gud; 
 selv drev de sig af paradiset ud, 
 og bums til ørerne i svovelpølen; 
 men ingen af dem skønner, hvor han sidder, 
 og hvermand tror sig paradisets ridder, 
 og hvermand smiler under ak og uf; 
 og kommer Belzebub med brøl og gluf, 
 med horn og bukkeben og noget værre, – 
 da muntrer man sin nabo med et puf: 
 tag hatten af dig; se, der går Vorherre!
 

SVANHILD 

(efter en kort tankefuld stilhed). 
 Hvor underfuld en kærlig hånd har pegt 
 på vejen for mig til vort vårdagsstævne. 
 Det liv, jeg har i spredte drømme legt, 
 skal jeg fra denne stund mit dagværk nævne. 
 O, gode Gud! Hvor famled jeg iblinde; – 
 da bød du lys, – da lod du ham mig finde! 

(ser på Falk med stille, kærlig forundring.)

 Hvad kraft er dog i dig, du stærke træ, 
 som står i vindfaldsskogen rank og frodig, 
 som står alene, og som dog har læ 
 for mig –?
 

FALK. 
 Guds sandhed, Svanhild; – den gør modig.
 

SVANHILD 

(ser mod huset med et udtryk af skyhed). 
 De kom som onde fristere, de to, 
 hver talsmand for sin halve del af slægten. 
 En spurgte: hvor kan ungdomselskov gro, 
 når sjælen luder under velstandsvægten? 
 Den anden spurgte: hvor har elskov liv, 
 når kravet er en evig armodskiv? 
 Forfærdeligt – at præke denne lære 
 som sandheds ord, og endda livet bære!
 

FALK. 
 Og hvis det nu gjaldt os?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Gjaldt os? – Hvad da? 
 Kan ydre vilkår gøre til og fra? 
 Jeg har alt sagt dig det; hvis du vil stride, 
 da vil jeg stå og falde ved din side. 
 O, intet er så let som biblens bud, 
 at lægge hjemmet bag sig, juble, lide, 
 og følge den, man elsker, frem til Gud.
 

FALK 

(favner hende). 
 Så kom da, vintervejr, med vold og vælde! 
 Vi står i stormen; os kan ingen fælde! 

(Fru Halm og Guldstad kommer ind fra højre i baggrunden. Falk og Svanhild blir stående ved lysthuset.)
 

GULDSTAD 

(dæmpet). 
 Se, frue!
 

FRU HALM 

(overrasket). 
 Sammen!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Tvivler De endnu?
 

FRU HALM. 
 Det var mærkværdigt!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Å, jeg har nok mærket, 
 at han så stilt har ruget over værket.
 

FRU HALM 

(hen for sig). 
 Hvem skulde tænkt, at Svanhild var så slu? 

(livligt til Guldstad.)

 Men, nej, jeg kan ej tro –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Vel; det skal prøves.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nu straks på stedet?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Ja, og eftertrykkeligt.
 

FRU HALM 

(rækker ham hånden). 
 Gud være med Dem!
 

GULDSTAD 

(alvorlig). 
 Tak, det kan behøves. 

(kommer nedover.)
 

FRU HALM 

(ser sig tilbage, idet hun går). 
 Hvad udfald sagen får, blir barnet lykkeligt. 

(går ind i huset.)
 

GULDSTAD 

(nærmer sig til Falk). 
 Det er vel knapt med tiden?
 

FALK. 
 Et kvarter, 
 så går jeg.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Der behøves ikke mer.
 

SVANHILD 

(vil fjerne sig). 
 Farvel!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Nej bi!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Skal jeg?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Til De har svaret. 
 Imellem os må alting være klaret; – 
 vi tre får tale ud af hjertet sammen.
 

FALK 

(overrasket). 
 Vi tre?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Ja, Falk, – nu må vi kaste hammen.
 

FALK 

(undertrykker et smil). 
 Til tjeneste.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Så hør. Det er omtrent 
 et halvt års tid vi har hinanden kendt; 
 vi kævled –
 

FALK. 
 Ja.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Fast aldrig var vi enige; 
 vi gav hinanden tidt det glatte lag; 
 De stod som høvding for en stortænkt sag, 
 jeg var kun en af døgnbedriftens menige. 
 Og endda var det som en streng, der bandt 
 imellem os, som tusind glemte sager 
 ifra min egen ungdoms tankelager, 
 De støved op og frem for dagen fandt. 
 Ja ja, De ser på mig; men gråsprængt hår 
 har også flommet frit og brunt en vår, 
 og panden, som ens dagliggerning dynker 
 med trældomssved, bar ikke altid rynker. 
 Dog nok om det! jeg er forretningsmand –
 

FALK 

(let spottende). 
 De er den sunde praktiske forstand.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Og De er håbets unge glade sanger. 

(træder mellem dem.)

 Se derfor, Falk og Svanhild, står jeg her. 
 Nu må vi tale; thi den stund er nær, 
 som bær i skjoldet lykke eller anger.
 

FALK 

(spændt). 
 Så tal!
 

GULDSTAD 

(smilende). 
 Jeg sagde Dem igår, jeg grunded 
 på et slags digtning –
 

FALK. 
 På en faktisk.
 

GULDSTAD 

(nikker langsomt). 
 Ja!
 

FALK. 
 Og hvis man spør, hvor De tar stoffet fra –?
 

GULDSTAD 

(ser et øjeblik på Svanhild og vender sig atter mod Falk). 
 Det er et fælles stof vi to har fundet.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nu må jeg gå.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Nej, bliv og hør tilende. 
 En anden kvinde bad jeg ej om sligt; 
 Dem, Svanhild, har jeg lært tilbunds at kende; 
 til snærperi er Deres sind for rigt. 
 Jeg så Dem vokse, så Dem foldes ud; 
 De ejed alt, hvad jeg hos kvinden skatter; – 
 men længe så jeg kun i Dem en datter; – 
 nu spør jeg – vil De være mig en brud? 

(Svanhild viger sky tilbage.)
 

FALK 

(griber ham ved armen). 
 Tal ikke mere!
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Rolig; hun skal svare. 
 Spørg også De, – – så kan hun vælge frit.
 

FALK. 
 Jeg – siger De?
 

GULDSTAD 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Det gælder at bevare 
 tre liv for lykken, – ej alene mit. 
 Forstil Dem ej, det nytter Dem kun lidt; 
 thi skønt min gerning ligger i det lave, 
 så fik jeg endda et slags klarsyns-gave. 
 Ja, Falk, De elsker hende. Glad jeg så 
 den unge kærlighed i blomst at stå; 
 men denne kærlighed, den stærke, kække, 
 den er det, som kan hendes lykke knække.
 

FALK 

(farer op). 
 Det tør De sige!
 

GULDSTAD 

(rolig). 
 Med erfarings ret. 
 Hvis nu De hende vandt –
 

FALK 

(trodsende). 
 Hvad så?
 

GULDSTAD 

(langsomt og med eftertryk). 
 Ja sæt 
 hun turde alt på denne grundvold bygge, 
 og vove alt på dette ene kort, – 
 og livets storm så fejed grunden bort, 
 og blomsten falmed under tidens skygge?
 

FALK 

(forglemmer sig og udbryder): 
 Ugørligt!
 

GULDSTAD 

(ser betydningsfuldt på ham). 
 Hm, så tænkte også jeg, 
 da jeg var ung, som De. I gamle dage 
 jeg brandt for en; da delte sig vor vej. 
 Igår vi mødtes; – intet er tilbage.
 

FALK. 
 Igår?
 

GULDSTAD 

(smiler alvorligt). 
 Igår. De kender prestefruen –
 

FALK. 
 Hvad? Det var hende, som –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Som tændte luen. 
 For hende sørged jeg i mange år, 
 og i dem alle stod hun for mit minde, 
 som den hun var, hin unge fagre kvinde, 
 dengang vi mødtes i den friske vår. 
 Nu tænder I den samme dårskabsild, 
 nu frister I det samme vovespil, – 
 se, derfor er det, at jeg siger: Varlig! 
 Stands lidt, og tænk jer om; – jer leg er farlig!
 

FALK. 
 Nej, jeg har sagt det hele thevandslag 
 min stærke tro, som ingen tvivl kan fælde –
 

GULDSTAD 

(udfylder meningen). 
 At kærligheden efter frit behag 
 kan trodse vane, nød og sorg og ælde. 
 Nå, lad så være; muligt er det sandt; 
 men se nu sagen fra en anden kant. 
 Hvad elskov er, véd ingen at forklare; 
 hvori den stikker, denne glade tro, 
 at én blev skabt til saligt liv i to – 
 se, det kan ingen mand på jord besvare. 
 Men ægteskabet, det er noget praktisk, 
 og ligeså forlovelse, min ven; 
 og let det lar sig eftervise faktisk, 
 at en er skikket just for den og den. 
 Men kærligheden kårer jo iblinde, 
 den vælger ej en hustru, men en kvinde; 
 og hvis nu denne kvinde ej er skabt 
 til viv for Dem –?
 

FALK 

(spændt). 
 Nu?
 

GULDSTAD 

(trækker på skuldrene). 
 Så er sagen tabt. 
 En lykkelig forlovelse betinges 
 ej blot af elskov, men af meget mer, 
 familjelemmer, som man gerne ser, 
 af sind, som under samme hat kan bringes. 
 Og ægteskabet? Ja, det er et hav 
 af lutter fordringer og lutter krav, 
 som lidet har med elskov at bestille. 
 Her kræves huslighed og dyder milde, 
 her kræves køkkensands og andet sligt, 
 forsagelse og agt for bud og pligt, – 
 og meget som i frøkenens nærværelse 
 ej gøres kan til genstand for belærelse.
 

FALK. 
 Og derfor –?
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Lyd et råd, så godt som guld. 
 Brug lidt erfaring; hør Dem om i livet, 
 hvor hvert par elskende tar munden fuld, 
 som hele millionen dem var givet. 
 For alteret skal de sporenstregs, de to; 
 de får et hjem og er i lykkens kridthus; 
 så går en tid i sejersrus og tro; 
 så kommer der en opgørsdag; – jo, jo! 
 Da er det hele bo et stort fallithus! 
 Fallit er ungdoms blomst på konens kind, 
 fallit er tankens flor i hendes indre; 
 fallit er sejrens mod i mandens sind, 
 fallit hver glød, som fordum sås at tindre; 
 fallit, fallit er hele boets masse; 
 og slige to gik dog i livet ind 
 som elskovs handelshus af første klasse!
 

FALK 

(i stærkt udbrud). 
 Det er en løgn!
 

GULDSTAD 

(urokkelig). 
 For nogle timer siden 
 var det dog sandhed. Det var Deres ord, 
 da her de stod, som han i brabantstriden, 
 og sloges med det ganske thevandsbord. 
 Da lød benægtelsen fra alle kanter, 
 som nu fra Dem; nå ja, det fattes nemt; 
 vi finder alle jo, det klinger slemt 
 at høre døden nævne, når vi skranter. 
 Se presten, han, som komponerte, malte, 
 i frierdagene med ånd og smag; – 
 hvor kan De undres på, at manden dalte, 
 da han og hun kom under fælles tag? 
 Hun var jo skabt for ham til elskerinde, – 
 til viv for ham hun skabtes ingensinde. 
 Og så kopisten, som skrev gode vers? 
 Da fyren var i Herrens navn forlovet, 
 kom hele rimeriet straks påtvers, 
 og siden den tid har hans muse sovet 
 ved rokkeduren af en evig jus. 
 Der ser I – – 

(betragter Svanhild.)

 Fryser De?
 

SVANHILD 

(sagte). 
 Jeg fryser ikke.
 

FALK 

(tvinger sig ind under en spøgende tone). 
 Og når det aldrig ender med et plus, 
 men kun med minus, – hvorfor vil De stikke 
 den kapital, De råder over, i 
 sligt lidet fordelagtigt lotteri? 
 Det lader næsten, som De har den tro, 
 at De blev særlig skabt for bankerotten?
 

GULDSTAD 

(ser på ham, smiler og ryster på hovedet). 
 Min kække unge Falk, – gem lidt på spotten. – 
 På to slags vis et par kan sætte bo. 
 Det grundes kan ved illusjonskreditten, 
 ved langsigtsveksler på en evig rus, 
 på permanents af aldren atten-nitten, 
 og på umulighed af gigt og snus; – 
 det grundes kan på rosenrøde kinder, 
 på klare øjne og på lange hår, 
 på tryghed for, at aldrig sligt forsvinder, 
 og at parykkens time aldrig slår. 
 Det grundes kan på stemningsfulde tanker, 
 på blomsterflor i ørkenstøvet tørt, 
 på hjerter, der, et livsløb gennem, banker, 
 som da det første ja blev sagt og hørt. 
 Hvad kaldes slig trafik? De navnet kender; – 
 det kaldes humbug, – humbug, kære venner!
 

FALK. 
 Nu skønner jeg, De er en farlig frister, – 
 De, velstandsmanden, kanske millionær, 
 mens alt, hvad mit i denne verden er, 
 blev båret bort af to artillerister.
 

GULDSTAD 

(skarpt). 
 Hvad mener De med det?
 

FALK. 
 Det ligger nær; 
 thi den solide grundvold, kan jeg tænke, 
 er sagtens mønt, – mirakelmidlet mønt, 
 som låner mangen middelaldersk enke 
 sankt Gertruds gyldenglorie til pynt.
 

GULDSTAD. 
 Å nej, den er dog noget, som er bedre. 
 Den er den stille, hjertevarme strøm 
 af venlig agt, der kan sin genstand hædre, 
 så fuldt, som jublen i en ørskedrøm. 
 Den er en følelse af pligtens lykke, 
 af omsorgs velbehag, af hjemmets fred, 
 af viljers bøjning mod hinanden ned, 
 af vågen for at ingen sten skal trykke 
 den kårnes fod, hvor hun i livet skred. 
 Den er en mildhedshånd, som læger sårene, 
 den mandekraft, som bær med villig ryg, 
 den ligevægt, som rækker gennem årene, 
 den arm, som støtter tro og løfter tryg. – 
 Det er det indskud, Svanhild, jeg kan byde 
 til Deres lykkes bygning; svar mig nu. 

(Svanhild gør en stærk anstrængelse for at tale; Guldstad løfter hånden og hindrer hende.)

 Betænk Dem vel, at ej De skal fortryde! 
 Vælg mellem os med klar og sindig hu.
 

FALK. 
 Og hvoraf véd De –
 

GULDSTAD. 
 At De elsker hende! 
 Det har jeg læst på Deres øjnes bund. 
 Sig også hende det i denne stund. 

(trykker hans hånd.)

 Nu går jeg ind. Lad legen få en ende. 
 Og tør De love mig med hånd og mund, 
 at være hende slig en ven i livet, 
 slig stav på vejen, slig en trøst i nød, 
 som jeg kan være det, – 

(vender sig til Svanhild.)

 Nu godt, så skriv et 
 udsletningsmærke over det, jeg bød. 
 Da har jeg sejret, sejret i det stille; 
 De vinder lykken; det var det, jeg vilde. 

(til Falk.)

 Og, det er sandt, – De talte før om mønt; 
 tro mig, den er lidt mer, end flitterpynt. 
 Jeg står alene, kender ingen kære; 
 alt det, som mit er, det skal Deres være; 
 De blir som søn for mig, og hun min datter. 
 De véd, ved grændsen ejer jeg et brug; 
 did flytter jeg, De sætter disk og dug, 
 og er så året omme, ses vi atter. – 
 Nu kender De mig, Falk; gransk nu Dem selv, 
 glem ej, at farten nedad livets elv 
 er ingen leg, er ej at nyde, svælge; – 
 og så, i Herrens navn, – så får I vælge! 

(går ind i huset. Ophold. Falk og Svanhild ser sky mod hinanden.)
 

FALK. 
 Du er så bleg.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og du så stille.
 

FALK. 
 Ja.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Han var os værst.
 

FALK 

(hen for sig). 
 Han stjal mig styrken fra.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Hvor hårdt han slog.
 

FALK. 
 Han vidste godt at ramme.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Det var, som alt gik under i det samme. 

(nærmere ved ham.)

 Hvor vi var rige, rige i hinanden, 
 da hele verden havde os forladt, 
 da vore tanker steg, som slag mod stranden 
 af bølgebrydning i den stille nat. 
 Da var der sejersmod i vore sjæle, 
 og lid på evig elskov mellem to; – 
 han kom med verdens gaver, tog vor tro, 
 og planted tvivl, – og så forgik det hele!
 

FALK 

(med vild heftighed). 
 Riv det af mindet ud! Alt, hvad han sagde, 
 var sandt for andre, men en løgn for os!
 

SVANHILD 

(ryster stille på hovedet). 
 Det kornaks, som et tvivlens haglslag lagde, 
 kan aldrig svaje mer i livsenstrods.
 

FALK 

(med udbrydende angst). 
 Jo, vi to, Svanhild –!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Slip et håb, som dårer; 
 Ifald du løgnen såer, du høster tårer. 
 De andre, siger du? Og tror du ej, 
 at hver og en har tænkt, som du og jeg, 
 at han var den, som turde trodse lynet, – 
 hvem ingen storm til jorden kunde slå, 
 hvem tågebanken fjernt i himmelsynet 
 på uvejrsvinger aldrig kunde nå?
 

FALK. 
 De andre delte sig mod spredte mål; 
 jeg vil din elskov kun, og den alene. 
 Se, de forskriger sig i livets skrål, 
 jeg stilt skal støtte dig med stærke grene.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Men dersom den alligevel gik under, 
 den kærlighed, som skulde bære alt, – 
 har du da det, som endda lykken grunder?
 

FALK. 
 Nej, med min kærlighed det hele faldt.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og tør du helligt love mig for Gud, 
 at aldrig den, lig visnet blomst, skal hænge, 
 men dufte, som idag, og holde ud 
 for hele livet?
 

FALK 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Den vil holde længe.
 

SVANHILD 

(smerteligt). 
 O, „længe”, „længe”; – usle armodsord! 
 Hvad gælder „længe” vel for kærligheden? 
 Det er dens dødsdom, meldugg over sæden. 
 „På evigt liv for kærlighed jeg tror” – 
 den sang skal altså tie, og isteden 
 det lyde skal: Jeg elsked dig ifjor! 

(som løftet af en stærk indskydelse.)

 Nej; så skal ej vor lykkes dag gå under, 
 ej dø med solgråd bag en sky i vest; – 
 vor sol skal slukkes, lig et luftvidunder, 
 i middagsstunden, der den glittrer bedst!
 

FALK 

(forfærdet). 
 Hvad vil du, Svanhild?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Vi er børn af våren; 
 bag den skal ikke komme nogen høst, 
 da sangerfuglen tier i dit bryst 
 og aldrig længes did, hvor den er båren. 
 Bag den skal aldrig noget vinterdække 
 slå linet over alle drømmes lig; – 
 vor kærlighed, den glade, sejerskække, 
 skal sot ej tære på, ej ælde svække, – 
 dø skal den, som den leved, ung og rig!
 

FALK 

(i dyb smerte). 
 Og langt fra dig, – hvad blev mig der vel livet!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Hvad blev det nær mig – uden kærlighed?
 

FALK. 
 Et hjem!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Hvor lykkens alf med døden stred. 

(med styrke.)

 Til viv for dig blev evnen ej mig givet, 
 det ser jeg nu, det føler jeg og véd! 
 Jeg kunde elskovs glade leg dig lære, 
 men tør din sjæl ej gennem alvor bære. 

(nærmere og med stigende ild.)

 Nu har vi jublet i en vårdags rus; 
 nu ingen søvnig døs på slapheds puder! 
 Giv alfen vinger, lad for sangens sus 
 ham gå på flugt i flok med unge guder! 
 Og er den kantret end, vor fremtids båd, – 
 et brett er oven vande, – jeg véd råd; 
 den kække svømmer rækker paradiset! 
 Lad lykken synke, gå i graven våd; 
 vor kærlighed skal dog, Gud være priset, 
 nå sejersfrelst iland ifra forliset!
 

FALK. 
 O, jeg forstår dig! Men at skilles så! 
 Just nu, den fagre verden står os åben, – 
 her, midt i våren, under himlen blå, 
 den samme dag vor unge pagt fik dåben!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Just derfor må vi. Efter denne stund 
 vort jubeltog går ned ad bakke kun! 
 Og ve, når engang regnskabsdagen kommer, 
 og når vi stædes for den store dommer, 
 og når han kræver, som retfærdig Gud, 
 den skat han lånte os i livsenshaven – 
 da, Falk, et svar, som sletted nåden ud: 
 „Den har vi mistet undervejs til graven!”
 

FALK 

(i stærk beslutning). 
 Kast ringen!
 

SVANHILD 

(ildfuldt). 
 Vil du!
 

FALK. 
 Kast den! Jeg forstår dig! 
 Ja, det er kun på denne vej, jeg nåer dig! 
 Som grav er vej til livets morgenskær, 
 så er og elskov først til livet viet, 
 når løst fra længsler og fra vild begær 
 den flyer til mindets åndehjem befriet! 
 Kast ringen, Svanhild!
 

SVANHILD 

(jublende). 
 Jeg har løst min pligt! 
 Nu har jeg fyldt din sjæl med lys og digt! 
 Flyv frit! Nu har du dig til sejer svunget, – 
 nu har din Svanhild svanesangen sunget! 

(tar ringen af og trykker et kys på den.)

 Til verdens fald imellem havets siv 
 duk ned, min drøm, – dig offrer jeg isteden! 

(går et par skridt opover, kaster ringen ud i fjorden og nærmer sig Falk med et forklaret udtryk.)

 Nu har jeg mistet dig for dette liv, – 
 men jeg har vundet dig for evigheden!
 

FALK 

(stærkt). 
 Og nu til dagens gerning hver for sig! 
 På jorden krydses aldrig mer vor vej. 
 Hver går til sit, hver strider uden klage. 
 Vi smittet var af tidens feberdamp; 
 vi vilde sejrens løn foruden kamp, 
 sabbatens fred foruden virkedage, 
 skønt kravet er at kæmpe og forsage.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Men ikke sygt.
 

FALK. 
 Nej, nej, – med sandheds mod. 
 Os truer ingen flom af straffens flod; 
 det minde, vi to har for livet arvet, 
 skal stråle smukt fra mørke skyer ud, 
 og stå som fagrest regnbue, syvfold farvet, – 
 som pagtens tegn imellem os og Gud. 
 I skær af det du går til stille pligter –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og du går opad mod dit mål som digter!
 

FALK. 
 Som digter; ja, thi det er hver den mand, 
 i skolestue, thingsal eller kirke, 
 hver den, i højheds som i ringheds stand, 
 der øjner idealet bag sit virke. 
 Ja, opad går jeg; flugtens hest er sadlet; 
 jeg véd, min gerning er for livet adlet! 
 Og nu, farvel!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Farvel!
 

FALK 

(favner hende). 
 Et kys!
 

SVANHILD. 
 Det sidste! 

(river sig løs.)

 Nu kan jeg glad for dette liv dig miste!
 

FALK. 
 Om alle lys i verden slukkes ud, – 
 lystanken lever dog; thi den er Gud.
 

SVANHILD 

(fjerner sig mod baggrunden). 
 Farvel! 

(går videre.)
 

FALK. 
 Farvel! – Jeg råber glad endda – 

(svinger hatten.)

 Guds fagre kærlighed på jord, hurra! 

(Døren åbnes. Falk går over mod højre; de unge blandt gæsterne kommer ud under latter og glæde.)
 

DE UNGE PIGER. 
 Til dans i haven!
 

EN ENKELT. 
 Livet er at danse!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 En vårdags blomsterdans med friske kranse!
 

NOGLE. 
 Ja, danse, danse!
 

ALLE. 
 Ja, og aldrig standse! 

(Styver kommer med Stråmand under armen. Fru Stråmand og børnene følger efter.)
 

STYVER. 
 Ja, du og jeg er venner fra idag.
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Og jeg og du vil slå for fælles sag.
 

STYVER. 
 Når begge statens magter slår sig sammen –
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Blir resultatet alles –
 

STYVER 

(hurtigt). 
 Tarv!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Og gammen. 

(Fru Halm, Lind, Anna, Guldstad og frøken Skære, samt resten af gæsterne kommer ud. Hele familjens øjne søger Falk og Svanhild. Almindelig studsen, da man ser dem hver for sig.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(mellem tanterne, slår hænderne sammen). 
 Hvad? Sig mig, om jeg drømmer eller våger!
 

LIND 

(som intet har mærket). 
 Jeg får vel hilse på min nye svoger. 

(han, tilligemed flere af gæsterne, nærmer sig Falk, men farer uvilkårligt et skridt tilbage ved at se på ham og udbryder): 
 Hvad er der hændt med dig? Du har, som Janus, 
 to ansigter!
 

FALK 

(med et smil). 
 Jeg råber, som Montanus: 
 Jorden er flak, Messieurs; – mig skuffed øjet; 
 flak, som et fladbrød; – er I nu fornøjet! 

(går raskt ud til højre.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 En kurv!
 

TANTERNE. 
 En kurv?
 

FRU HALM. 
 Hys, lad det bli fortiet! 

(går opover til Svanhild.)
 

FRU STRÅMAND 

(til presten). 
 Tænk dig, en kurv!
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Men er det muligt?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Ja!
 

DAMERNE 

(fra mund til mund). 
 En kurv! En kurv! En kurv! 

(de samler sig i klynge længere inde i haven.)
 

STYVER 

(som forstenet). 
 Hvad? Har han friet?
 

STRÅMAND. 
 Ja, tænk dig, du! Han lo af os, ha, ha, – 

(de ser målløse på hinanden.)
 

ANNA 

(til Lind). 
 Nå, det var rigtig godt. Uf, han var fæl!
 

LIND 

(omfavner og kysser hende). 
 Hurra, nu er du min i alle dele! 

(de går opover i haven.)
 

GULDSTAD 

(ser tilbage mod Svanhild). 
 Her er nok noget brustet i en sjæl; 
 men det, som endnu lever, vil jeg hele.
 

STRÅMAND 

(får mælet igen og omfavner Styver). 
 Nu kan du trøstig blive ved at være 
 forlovet med din elskte frøken Skære!
 

STYVER. 
 Og du kan skue gladelig din slægt 
 forøget årligårs med unge Stråmænd!
 

STRÅMAND 

(gnider sig fornøjet i hænderne og ser ud efter Falk). 
 Det var tilpas for ham, den frække knægt; – 
 så skal de ha’e det, disse kloge spåmænd! 

(de går opover i samtale, idet fru Halm nærmer sig med Svanhild.)
 

FRU HALM 

(dæmpet og ivrig). 
 Og intet binder dig?
 

SVANHILD. 
 Nej, intet binder.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Nu godt; så kender du en datters pligt –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Råd over mig.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Tak, barn. 

(med et tegn mod Guldstad.)

 Han er et rigt 
 parti, og når der intet er til hinder –
 

SVANHILD. 
 Jo, ét forlanger jeg ved denne pagt: 
 at flytte bort –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Det er jo just hans agt.
 

SVANHILD. 
 Og frist –
 

FRU HALM. 
 Hvorlænge da? Husk, lykken kalder.
 

SVANHILD 

(smiler stille). 
 Å, ikke længe; blot til løvet falder. 

(hun går hen imod altanen; fru Halm opsøger Guldstad.)
 

STRÅMAND 

(mellem gæsterne). 
 Et, kære venner, har vi lært idag: 
 om tvivlsmål tidt os hårdelig belejrer, 
 så vinder over slangen sandheds sag, 
 og kærligheden sejrer.
 

GÆSTERNE. 
 Ja, den sejrer! 

(de omfavnes og kysses parvis. Udenfor til venstre høres latter og sang.)
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Hvad er nu det?
 

ANNA. 
 Studenterne!
 

LIND. 
 Kvartetten, 
 som går tilfjelds; – og jeg, som rent har glemt 
 at sende afbud – 

(Studenterne kommer ind til venstre og blir stående ved indgangen.)
 

EN STUDENT 

(til Lind). 
 Her er vi på pletten!
 

FRU HALM. 
 Så det er Lind, De søger?
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE. 
 Det er slemt; 
 han er forlovet nu –
 

EN TANTE. 
 Så De kan skønne, 
 han intet har at gøre i det grønne.
 

STUDENTEN. 
 Forlovet!
 

ALLE STUDENTERNE. 
 Gratulerer!
 

LIND. 
 Mange tak.
 

STUDENTEN 

(til kammeraterne). 
 Der ligger altså sangerskuden bak. 
 Hvad gør vi nu? Vi mangler vor tenor.
 

FALK 

(der kommer fra højre, sommerklædt, med studenterhue, skræppe og stav). 
 Den synger jeg i Norges ungdoms kor!
 

STUDENTERNE. 
 Du, Falk! Hurra!
 

FALK. 
 Tilfjelds i Guds natur, 
 som bien jager fra sit vinterbur! 
 Jeg har en dobbelt sangbund i mit bryst, 
 en langelek med underspundne strenge, 
 med tvefold klang, en høj for livets lyst, 
 og en, som dirrer under, dybt og længe. 

(til enkelte mellem studenterne.)

 Du har paletten? – Du papir til noder? 
 Godt; sværm da, biflok, i det grønne løv, 
 hjem bær vi engang hjemmets blomsterstøv 
 til kubens dronning, til vor store moder! 

(henvendt til selskabet, idet studenterne går og koret fra første akt istemmes dæmpet udenfor.)

 Tilgiv mig alt, det større, som det mindre, 
 jeg intet huske vil; 

(sagte.)

 men alt erindre.
 

STRÅMAND 

(i overstadig glæde). 
 Pyt, nu er lykkepotten atter hel! 
 Min kone har et håb, et sødt, forjættende – 

(trækker ham hviskende tilside.)

 Nyss hun betroede mig, den kære sjæl – 

(uhørligt imellem.)

 Hvis alt går godt ... til mikkelsdag ... det trettende!
 

STYVER 

(med frøken Skære under armen, vender sig til Falk, smiler hoverende, og siger, idet han tyder mod presten): 
 Jeg får de hundred daler, sætter bo –
 

FRØKEN SKÆRE 

(nejer ironisk). 
 Ved juletider kaster jeg min pigekjole.
 

ANNA 

(ligeså, idet hun tar kærestens arm). 
 Min Lind blir her, lad troen være tro –
 

LIND 

(dølger sin forlegenhed). 
 og søger plads som lærer på en pigeskole.
 

FRU HALM. 
 Jeg øver Anna op i alskens dueligheder –
 

GULDSTAD 

(alvorlig). 
 Jeg går til arbejds med et bramfrit digt – 
 om en, som lever for en hellig pligt.
 

FALK 

(med et smil udover mængden). 
 Og jeg går opad – til en fremtids muligheder! 
 Farvel! 

(dæmpet til Svanhild.)

 Gud signe dig, min livsvårs viv; – 
 hvor langt jeg går, skal dog min gerning nå dig! 

(svinger huen og følger studenterne.)
 

SVANHILD 

(ser en kort stund efter ham og siger stille men stærk). 
 Nu er jeg færdig med mit friluftsliv; 
 nu falder løvet; – lad nu verden få mig. 
 (I dette øjeblik spilles op til dans ved pianoet, og champagnen knalder i baggrunden. Herrerne flyver om mellem hverandre med sine damer under armen; Guldstad nærmer sig Svanhild og bukker for hende; hun farer et øjeblik sammen, men fatter sig og rækker ham hånden. Fru Halm og den nærmeste familje, som spændt har iagttaget scenen, iler til og omringer dem under høj glæde, der overdøves af musiken og munterheden blandt de dansende længere inde i haven.) 

(Men langt oppe fra landet, og klingende igennem dansemusiken, lyder kraftigt og kækt):
 

KOR AF FALK OG STUDENTERNE. 
 Og har jeg end sejlet min skude på grund, 
 o, så var det dog dejligt at fare!
 

DE FLESTE PÅ SCENEN. 
 Hurra! 

(dans og jubel; teppet falder.)
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PERSONERNE
 

HÅKON HÅKONSSØN, kongevalgt af Birkebejnerne. 
 INGA FRA VARTEJG, hans moder. 
 SKULE JARL. 
 FRU RAGNHILD, hans hustru. 
 SIGRID, hans søster. 
 MARGRETE, hans datter. 
 GUTHORM INGESSØN. 
 SIGURD RIBBUNG. 
 NIKOLAS ARNESSØN, bisp i Oslo. 
 DAGFINN BONDE, Håkons stallare. 
 IVAR BODDE, hans hirdprest. 
 VEGARD VÆRADAL, en af hans hirdmænd. 
 GREGORIUS JONSSØN, lendermand. 
 

PÅL FLIDA, lendermand. 
 INGEBJØRG, Andres Skjaldarbands hustru. 
 PETER, hendes søn, en ung prest. 
 SIRA VILJAM, huskapellan hos bisp Nikolas. 
 MESTER SIGARD fra Brabant, en læge. 
 JATGEJR SKALD, en Islænding. 
 BÅRD BRATTE, en høvding fra det Trondhjemske. 
 ALMUE og BYMÆND i Bergen, Oslo og Nidaros. 
 KORSBRØDRE, PRESTER, MUNKE OG NONNER. 
 GÆSTER, HIRDMÆND OG FRUER. 
 KRIGSFOLK o. s. v.
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FØRSTE AKT
 

(Kristkirkegården i Bergen. I baggrunden ligger kirken, hvis højportal vender fremover mod tilskuerne. Til venstre i forgrunden står Håkon Håkonssøn, Dagfinn Bonde, Vegard af Værdalen, Ivar Bodde samt flere lendermænd og høvdinger. Lige over for ham står Skule jarl, Gregorius Jonssøn, Pål Flida og andre af jarlens mænd. Længere tilbage på samme side ses Sigurd Ribbung med sit følge og bortenfor ham Guthorm Ingessøn med flere høvdinger. Kirkens tilgange er besatte med vagt; almuen fylder hele kirkegården; mange sidder oppe i træerne og på kirkemuren; alle synes i højeste spænding at vente på noget, som skal ske. Fra byens kirketårne ringer det fjern og nær.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(dæmpet og utålmodig til Gregorius Jonssøn). 
 Hvad bier de efter så længe derinde?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Stille; nu begynder salmen. 

(Inde fra den lukkede kirke høres til basuners lyd:)
 

KOR AF MUNKE OG NONNER. 
 Domine coeli etc. etc. 

(Under sangen åbnes kirkedøren indenfra; i forhallen ses bisp Nikolas omgiven af prester og klosterbrødre.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(træder frem i døren og forkynder med opløftet stav): 
 Nu bærer Inga fra Vartejg jernbyrd for Håkon kongs-emne! 

(Kirken lukkes igen; sangen vedbliver derinde.)
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(dæmpet til jarlen). 
 Kald på den hellige kong Olaf for det, som ret er.
 

SKULE JARL 

(hurtigt og afværgende). 
 Ikke nu. Bedst, ikke at minde ham om mig.
 

IVAR BODDE 

(griber Håkon om armen). 
 Bed til Herren din Gud, Håkon Håkonssøn.
 

HÅKON. 
 Behøves ikke; jeg er viss på ham. 

(Sangen fra kirken lyder stærkere; alle blotter hovederne, mange falder på knæ og beder.)
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(til jarlen). 
 Dette er en stor time for dig og mange.
 

SKULE JARL 

(ser spændt mod kirken). 
 En stor time for Norge.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(nær ved jarlen). 
 Nu holder hun jernet.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(over hos Håkon). 
 De kommer kirkegulvet nedover.
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Krist skærme dine skære hænder, Inga kongsmoder!
 

HÅKON. 
 Denne stund skal hun visselig lønnes for al min tid.
 

SKULE JARL 

(som spændt har lyttet, udbryder pludseligt). 
 Skreg hun? Slap hun jernet?
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(går opover). 
 Jeg véd ikke, hvad det var.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Kvinderne græder højt i forhallen.
 

KORET FRA KIRKEN 

(falder jublende ind). 
 Gloria in excelsis deo! 

(Portalen springer op; Inga kommer ud, fulgt af nonner, prester og munke.)
 

INGA 

(på kirketrappen). 
 Gud har dømt! Se disse hænder; med dem bar jeg jernet!
 

STEMMER BLANDT MÆNGDEN. 
 De er skære og hvide, som før!
 

ANDRE STEMMER. 
 Endda fagrere!
 

HELE ALMUEN. 
 Han er visselig Håkon Sverressøns søn!
 

HÅKON 

(omfavner hende). 
 Hav tak, tak, du højt velsignede!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(stryger forbi jarlen). 
 Uklogt var det at fremme jernbyrden.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Nej, herre bisp, Gud måtte tale i denne sag.
 

HÅKON 

(dybt bevæget, holder Inga ved hånden). 
 Nu er det da altså gjort, det, som hver en evne i mig har råbt højt imod, – det, som mit hjerte har vridt og vendt sig under –
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(ud mod mængden). 
 Ja, se på denne kvinde og tænk jer om, så mange som I her er! Hvo har tvivlt om hendes ord, før enkelte havde brug for at der skulde tvivles?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Tvivlen har hvisket i hvert kot fra den stund Håkon kongs-emne blev båren som barn ind i kong Inges gård.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Og sidste vinter vokste den til et skrig og gik lydt over landet, nord og sør; det tænker jeg hver mand kan vidne.
 

HÅKON. 
 Bedst kan jeg selv vidne det. Derfor har jeg også givet efter for mange trofaste venners råd og bøjet mig så dybt, som ingen anden kongevalgt mand har gjort på lange tider. Jeg har bevist med jernbyrd min fødsel, bevist min ret, som Håkon Sverressøns søn, til at tage land og rige i arv. Ikke vil jeg her granske nøjere, hvem der har fostret tvivlen og gjort den så højmælt, som jarlens frænde siger; men det véd jeg, at bittert har jeg lidt under den. Jeg har været kongevalgt fra barn af, men liden kongsære blev mig vist, selv der, hvor det skulde tykkes, at jeg tryggest turde vente det. Jeg vil kun minde om sidst palmesøndag i Nidaros, da jeg gik op til alteret for at ofre, og erkebispen vendte sig om og lod som han ikke så mig, for at slippe at hilse, som det er skik at hilse konger. Dog, sligt skulde jeg let vidst at bære, men åben krig var nær ved at bryde løs i landet og den måtte jeg hindre.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Godt kan det være for konger at lytte til kloge råd; men var mit råd hørt i denne sag, da havde det ikke været med hedt jern men med koldt stål, at Håkon Håkonssøn skulde skiftet ret mellem sig og sine uvenner.
 

HÅKON. 
 Styr dig, Dagfinn; det sømmer sig for den mand, som skal styre fremst i riget.
 

SKULE JARL 

(med et let smil). 
 Kongens uven er det så nemt at kalde hver den, som er kongens vilje imod. Jeg mener nu, den er kongen værst, som råder ham fra at godtgøre sin ret til kongsnavnet.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvem véd. Var det min ret alene, som her handledes om, så kunde det hænde, at jeg ikke havde købt den så dyrt; men vi får se højere op; her gælder det kald og pligt. Jeg kender det højt og varmt indeni mig, og jeg blyges ikke ved at sige det, – jeg alene er den, som kan styre landet frem til det bedste i disse tider; – kongefødsel avler kongepligt –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Der er flere her, som giver sig selv sligt fagert skudsmål.
 

SIGURD RIBBUNG. 
 Jeg gør det, og med ligeså fuld grund. Min farfader var kong Magnus Erlingssøn –
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, hvis din fader, Erling Stejnvæg, var kong Magnus’s søn; men de fleste nægter det, og endnu er der ikke båret nogen jernbyrd i den sag.
 

SIGURD RIBBUNG. 
 Ribbungerne tog mig til konge og gjorde det med fri vilje, mens Dagfinn Bonde og andre Birkebejnere truede sig til et kongsnavn for dig.
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, så ilde havde I stellt med Norge, at Sverres ætling måtte true sig frem.
 

GUTHORM INGESSØN. 
 Sverres ætling er jeg ligeså fuldt som du –
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Men ikke i lige række mand efter mand.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Der er kvindeled imellem, Guthorm.
 

GUTHORM INGESSØN. 
 Det véd jeg dog, at Inge Bårdssøn, min fader, var lovligt tagen til konge over Norge.
 

HÅKON. 
 Fordi der ikke var nogen, som kendte til at Sverres sønnesøn var ilive. Fra den dag det blev vitterligt, styrede han riget som værge for mig, ikke anderledes.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så kan ikke siges med sandhed; Inge var hele sin tid konge med al lovlig magt og uden forbehold. At Guthorm liden ret har, kan være sandt nok; thi han er uægte født; men jeg er kong Inges ægtefødte broder, og loven er for mig, når jeg kræver og tager fuld arv efter ham.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Å, herre jarl, fuld arv har I visselig taget, og det ikke eders faders slægtseje alene, men alt, hvad Håkon Sverressøn af gods lod efter sig.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ikke alt, gode Dagfinn. Ær sandheden; – kong Håkon har beholdt en sylgje og den guldring, han bærer om armen.
 

HÅKON. 
 Lad det være som det vil; med Guds hjælp skal jeg vinde gods igen. Og nu, I lendermænd og lagmænd, I kirkebrødre og høvdinger og hirdfolk, nu er det tid at sætte rigsmødet, som vedtaget er. Med bundne hænder har jeg siddet til denne dag; jeg mener ingen mand vil fortænke mig i, at jeg længter efter at få dem løste.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det går flere, som jer, Håkon Håkonssøn.
 

HÅKON 

(blir opmærksom). 
 Herre jarl, hvad mener I?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg mener, at alle vi kongs-emner har samme skel til at længte. Alle har vi været lige stramt bundne; thi ingen af os har vidst hvor langt hans ret strak.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Utrygt har det været med kirkens sager som med landets; men nu får den hellige kong Olafs lov dømme.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(halvlydt). 
 Nye kneb! 

(Håkons mænd rykker nærmere sammen.)
 

HÅKON 

(tvinger sig til rolighed og går et par skridt frem mod jarlen). 
 Jeg vil tro, at jeg ikke har fattet eders mening. Jernbyrden har godtgjort min odelsret til riget, og derfor skønner jeg ikke bedre, end at rigsmødet kun har at give lovskraft til mit kongevalg, som alt gik for sig på Ørething for seks år siden.
 

FLERE BLANDT JARLENS OG SIGURDS MÆND. 
 Nej, nej, – det nægter vi!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så var aldrig tanken, da det blev vedtaget at holde rigsmøde her. Ved jernbyrden har I endnu ikke vundet riget, men kun bevist eders adkomst til idag at møde frem med os andre kongs-emner og gøre gældende det krav, som I mener at have –
 

HÅKON 

(tvinger sig). 
 Det vil da kort og grejdt sige, at i seks år har jeg urettelig båret kongsnavn, og i seks år har I, herre jarl, urettelig rådet landet som værge for mig.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Ingenlunde så. En måtte bære kongsnavnet, da min broder var død. Birkebejnerne, og mest Dagfinn Bonde, var virksomme for eders sag og fik jert valg fremmet, før vi andre kunde komme frem med vore fordringer.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(til Håkon). 
 Jarlen mener, at hint valg kun gav jer brugsret ikke ejendomsret til kongemagten.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 I har siddet inde med alle rettigheder; men både Sigurd Ribbung og Guthorm Ingessøn og jeg mener os at være fuldt så nære arvinger, som I, og nu skal loven dele mellem os og sige, hvo der skal tage arven fast for alle tider.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Sandt at sige har nok jarlen god grund for sin mening.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Både jernbyrd og rigsmøde har mere end engang været på tale i disse år, men altid er der kommet noget imellem. Og, herr Håkon, dersom I mente, at eders ret stod uryggelig fast ved det første kongevalg, hvorfor gav I da jert minde til at jernbyrden nu blev fremmet?
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(forbitret). 
 Brug værget, kongsmænd, og lad det dele!
 

MANGE AF HIRDEN 

(stormer frem). 
 Bær våben på kongens uvenner!
 

SKULE JARL 

(råber til sine). 
 Dræb ingen! Sår ingen! Bare hold dem fra livet.
 

HÅKON 

(holder sine tilbage). 
 Ind med værget hver mand, som drog det! – Ind med værget, siger jeg! (rolig.) I gør det tifold værre for mig med slig fremfærd.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Slig farer mænd frem mod mænd hele landet rundt. Der ser I, Håkon Håkonssøn; nu tænker jeg det bedst viste sig, hvad I har at gøre, ifald landets fred og mænds liv ligger jer på hjerte.
 

HÅKON 

(efter en kort betænkning). 
 Ja – jeg ser det. (tager Inga ved hånden og vender sig til en af dem, som står om ham.) Torkell, du var en trofast mand i min faders hird; tag denne kvinde hjem i dit herberge og vær god mod hende; – hun var Håkon Sverressøn såre kær. – Gud signe dig, min moder, – jeg får møde til rigsstævne nu. (Inga trykker hans hånd og går med Torkell. Håkon tier lidt, træder derpå frem og siger med klarhed:) Loven skal dømme; den alene. I Birkebejnere, som var med på Ørething og tog mig til konge, I er nu løste fra den ed, I svor mig der. Du, Dagfinn, er ikke min stallare mere; jeg vil ikke møde frem med stallare eller med hird, ikke med kongsmænd eller med svorne kæmper; jeg er en fattig mand; al min arv er en sylgje og denne guldring; – det er ringe gods at lønne så mange gode mænds tjeneste med. Nu, I andre kongs-emner, nu står det lige mellem os; jeg vil intet have forud for jer undtagen den ret, som jeg har ovenfra, – den hverken kan eller vil jeg dele med nogen. – Lad blæse til rigsstævne, og så dømme Gud og den hellige kong Olafs lov. 

(Går ud med sine mænd til venstre der blæses i horn og lur langt borte.)
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(til jarlen, idet mængden holder på at gå). 
 Ved jernbyrden tyktes du mig ræd, og nu ser du så glad og trøstig ud
 

SKULE JARL 

(fornøjet). 
 Så du, han havde Sverres øjne, da han talte? Godt blir valget enten de gør ham eller mig til konge.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(urolig). 
 Men vig ikke. Tænk på alle dem, som falder med din sag.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Her står jeg på rettens grund; nu gemmer jeg mig ikke for helgenen. 

(Går ud til venstre med sit følge.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(haster efter Dagfinn Bonde). 
 Det går nok, gode Dagfinn, det går nok; – men hold jarlen langt borte fra kongen, når han er kåret; – hold ham bare langt borte! 

(Alle går ud til venstre bag kirken.)
 

(En hal i kongsgården. Til venstre i forgrunden er et lavt vindu; til højre indgangsdør; i baggrunden en større dør, som fører ind til kongshallen. Ved vinduet står et bord; forresten stole og bænke.)

 

(Fru Ragnhild og Margrete kommer fra den mindre dør; Sigrid følger straks efter.)
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Her ind.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ja, her er mørkest.
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(går til vinduet). 
 Og her kan vi se ned på thingvolden.
 

MARGRETE 

(ser forsigtigt ud). 
 Ja, dernede bag kirken er de alle samlede. (vender sig i gråd.) Dernede skal nu det ske, som vil drage så meget efter sig.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hvem råder her i hallen imorgen?
 

MARGRETE. 
 O ti. Så tung en dag havde jeg aldrig tænkt at skulle leve.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Den måtte komme; at stå som kongsværge var ikke fuld gerning for ham.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ja – den måtte komme; kongsnavnet alene kunde ikke være ham nok.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hvem taler du om?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Om Håkon.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Jeg talte om jarlen.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Der lever ikke ypperligere mænd, end de to
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Ser du Sigurd Ribbung? Hvor lumsk han sidder, – ret som en ulv i lænke.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ja se –! Han folder hænderne foran sig over sværdknappen og hviler hagen på dem.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Han bider sig i mundskægget og ler –
 

MARGRETE. 
 Hvor stygt han ler.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Han véd, at ingen vil fremme hans sag; – det er det, som gør ham ond. – Hvem er den lagmand, som taler nu?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Det er Gunnar Grjonbak.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Er han for jarlen?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Nej, han er nok for kongen –
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(ser på hende). 
 For hvem er han, siger du?
 

MARGRETE. 
 For Håkon Håkonssøn.
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(ser ud; efter et kort ophold). 
 Hvor sidder Guthorm Ingessøn, – ham ser jeg ikke.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Bag sine mænd, der nederst – i fodsid kappe.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Ja der.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Han ser ud som han skammer sig –
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Det er på moderens vegne.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Så gjorde ikke Håkon.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hvem taler nu?
 

MARGRETE 

(ser ud). 
 Tord Skolle, lagmanden i Ranafylke.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Er han for jarlen?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Nej – for Håkon.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hvor uryggelig jarlen sidder og hører til.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Håkon tykkes stille – men stærk alligevel. (livfuldt.) Stod en langfarende mand her, han skulde kende de to blandt alle de tusende andre.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Se, Margrete; Dagfinn Bonde flytter en forgyldt stol frem for Håkon –
 

MARGRETE. 
 Pål Flida sætter magen til den bag jarlen –
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Håkons mænd vil hindre det!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jarlen holder fast i stolen –!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Håkon taler vredt til ham – (flygter med et skrig fra vinduet.) O, Jesus Kristus! Så du øjnene – og smilet –! Nej, det var ikke jarlen!
 

MARGRETE 

(som med rædsel har fulgt efter). 
 Ikke Håkon heller! Hverken jarlen eller Håkon!
 

SIGRID 

(ved vinduet). 
 O usselt, usselt!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Sigrid!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Er du her!
 

SIGRID. 
 Så dybt må de lægge vejen nedenom, for at vinde op på kongssædet.
 

MARGRETE. 
 O, bed med os, at alt må vendes til det bedste.
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(bleg og forfærdet til Sigrid). 
 Så du ham –? Så du min husbond –? Øjnene og smilet, – jeg skulde ikke kendt ham.
 

SIGRID. 
 Ligned han Sigurd Ribbung!
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(sagte). 
 Ja, han ligned Sigurd Ribbung!
 

SIGRID. 
 Lo han som Sigurd?
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Ja, ja!
 

SIGRID. 
 Så får vi alle bede.
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(med fortvivlet styrke). 
 Jarlen må kåres til konge! Han tager skade på sin sjæl, blir han ikke første mand i landet!
 

SIGRID 

(stærkere). 
 Så får vi alle bede!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hys, hvad er det! (ved vinduet.) Hvilke råb! Alle mænd har rejst sig; alle bannere og mærker svinger for vinden.
 

SIGRID 

(griber hende om armen). 
 Bed, kvinde! Bed for din husbond!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Ja, hellig Olaf, giv ham al magten i dette land!
 

SIGRID 

(vildt). 
 Ingen – ingen! Ellers frelses han ikke!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Han må have magten. Alt godt i ham vil gro og blomstre, får han den. – Se ud, Margrete! Hør efter! (viger et skridt tilbage.) Der løftes alle hænder til ed!
 

MARGRETE 

(lytter ved vinduet). 
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Gud og hellig Olaf, hvem gælder det?
 

SIGRID. 
 Bed!
 

MARGRETE 

(lytter og giver med opløftet hånd tegn til taushed). 
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(om lidt). 
 Tal! 

(Fra thingvolden blæses højt i lur og horn.)
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Gud og hellig Olaf, hvem galdt det? 

(kort ophold.)
 

MARGRETE 

(vender hovedet om og siger): 
 Nu tog de Håkon Håkonssøn til konge. 
 (Musiken til kongstoget falder ind, først dæmpet, siden nærmere og nærmere. Fru Ragnhild klynger sig grædende op til Sigrid, som fører hende stille ud til højre; Margrete blir ubevægelig stående lænet op til vinduskarmen. Kongens svende åbner de store døre; man ser ind i hallen, som lidt efter lidt fyldes af toget fra thingvolden.)
 

HÅKON 

(vender sig i døren til Ivar Bodde). 
 Bring mig skrivefjæren og voks og silke, – pergament har jeg herinde. (Går i livlig bevægelse frem til bordet og lægger nogle pergamentruller frem.) Margrete, nu er jeg konge!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jeg hilser min herre og konge.
 

HÅKON. 
 Tak! – (ser på hende og tager hendes hånd.) Tilgiv; jeg tænkte ikke på, at det måtte krænke eder.
 

MARGRETE 

(drager hånden til sig). 
 Det krænkte mig ikke; – I er visselig kongefødt.
 

HÅKON 

(med liv). 
 Ja, må ikke hver mand sige det, som kommer ihug, hvor vidunderligt Gud og de hellige har berget mig mod alt ondt? Årsgammel bar Birkebejnerne mig over fjeldet i frost og uvejr og midt imellem dem, som stod mig efter livet. I Nidaros slap jeg uskadt fra Baglerne den tid de brændte byen og dræbte så mange af vore, mens kong Inge selv med nød frelste sig ombord ved at entre opefter ankertovet.
 

MARGRETE. 
 I har fristet en hård opvækst.
 

HÅKON 

(ser visst på hende). 
 Det bæres mig nu for, at I kunde gjort den mildere.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jeg?
 

HÅKON. 
 I kunde været mig så god en fostersøster alle de år vi vokste op sammen.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Men det faldt sig ikke slig.
 

HÅKON. 
 Nej – det faldt sig ikke slig; – vi så på hinanden, hver fra vor krog, men sjelden taltes vi ved – (utålmodig) hvor blir han af? (Ivar Bodde kommer med skrivesager.) Er du der; giv hid! 

(Håkon sætter sig ved bordet og skriver. Lidt efter kommer Skule jarl ind; derpå Dagfinn Bonde, bisp Nikolas og Vega Væradal.)
 

HÅKON 

(ser op og lader pennen synke). 
 Herre jarl, véd I hvad jeg her skriver! (Jarlen nærmer sig.) Det er til min moder; jeg takker hende for alt godt og kysser hende tusende gange – her i brevet, forstår I. Hun skal sendes øster til Borgasyssel og leve der med al kongelig ære.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 I vil ikke beholde hende i kongsgården?
 

HÅKON. 
 Hun er mig altfor kær, jarl; – en konge må ikke have nogen om sig, som er ham altfor kær; en konge må handle med frie hænder, stå alene, ikke ledes, ikke lokkes. Her er så meget at bøde på i Norge. 

(vedbliver at skrive.)
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL 

(sagte til bisp Nikolas). 
 Det var mit råd, dette med Inga kongsmoder.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg kendte jer straks på rådet.
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL. 
 Men lige for lige nu.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Vent. Jeg holder det jeg lovede.
 

HÅKON 

(giver pergamentet til Ivar Bodde). 
 Læg det sammen og bring hende det selv med mange kærlige hilsninger –
 

IVAR BODDE 

(som har kastet et øje i pergamentet). 
 Herre – allerede idag, skriver I –!
 

HÅKON. 
 Nu er vinden god, den stryger leden nedover.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(langsomt). 
 Kom ihug, herre konge, at hun har ligget natten over på altertrinet i bøn og faste.
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Og det turde hænde hun var træt efter jernbyrden.
 

HÅKON. 
 Sandt nok, sandt nok; – min gode kærlige moder –! (tar sig sammen.) Ja, er hun altfor træt, så venter hun til imorgen.
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Eders vilje skal ske. (lægger et nyt pergament frem.) Men så det andet, herre.
 

HÅKON. 
 Det andet? – Ivar Bodde, jeg kan ikke.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(peger på brevet til Inga). 
 I kunde dog hint.
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Alt, hvad syndigt er, må brydes.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(som imidlertid har nærmet sig). 
 Bind jarlens hænder nu, kong Håkon.
 

HÅKON 

(dæmpet). 
 Mener I det trænges?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 I får aldrig købt landets fred på billigere vilkår.
 

HÅKON. 
 Så kan jeg. Hid med pennen! 

(skriver.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(til bispen, der går over til højre). 
 I har kongens øre, som det lader.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Til gavn for jer.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Siger I det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Før kveld vil I takke mig. 

(han fjerner sig.)
 

HÅKON 

(rækker pergamentet frem). 
 Læs dette, jarl.
 

SKULE JARL 

(læser, ser forbauset på kongen og siger med halv stemme): 
 I bryder alt forhold til Kanga hin unge?
 

HÅKON. 
 Til Kanga, som jeg har elsket over alt i verden. Fra idag af tør hun aldrig træffes på den vej, hvor kongen går frem.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Stort er det, som I der gør, Håkon; – jeg véd godt fra mig selv, hvad det må koste –
 

HÅKON. 
 Bort må hver den, som er kongen altfor kær. – Bind brevet sammen. 

(giver det til Ivar Bodde.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(bøjer sig over stolen). 
 Herre konge, nu vandt I langt frem mod jarlens venskab.
 

HÅKON 

(rækker ham hånden). 
 Tak, bisp Nikolas; I rådede mig til det bedste. Bed om en nåde, og den skal vises jer.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Vil I?
 

HÅKON. 
 Det tilsiger jeg eder med mit kongeord.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Så gør Vegard Væradal til sysselmand på Hålogaland.
 

HÅKON. 
 Vegard? Han er fast den troeste ven jeg har; nødig skikkede jeg ham så langt fra mig.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kongens ven bør kongeligt lønnes. Bind jarlen på den vis, som jeg har rådet til, så er I tryg for alle tider.
 

HÅKON 

(tager et pergamentblad). 
 Vegard skal have syssel på Hålogaland. (skrivende.) Her giver jeg ham mit kongelige brev derpå. 

(Bispen fjerner sig.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(nærmer sig bordet). 
 Hvad skriver I der?
 

HÅKON 

(rækker ham bladet). 
 Læs.
 

SKULE JARL 

(læser og ser visst på kongen). 
 Vegard Væradal? På Hålogaland?
 

HÅKON. 
 På det nordre, som er ledigt.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 I mindes da ikke, at Andres Skjaldarband også har syssel der nord? De to er bittre avindsmænd; – Andres Skjaldarband holder sig til mig –
 

HÅKON 

(smiler og rejser sig). 
 Og Vegard Væradal til mig. Derfor må de se til at blive forligte jo før jo heller. Der må ingen splid være mellem kongens og jarlens mænd herefterdags.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hm, dette her turde snart gå galt! 

(nærmer sig urolig.)
 

SKULE JARL. 
 I tænker klogt og dybt, Håkon.
 

HÅKON 

(varm). 
 Skule jarl, jeg tog riget fra jer idag, – men lad eders datter dele det med mig!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Min datter!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Gud!
 

HÅKON. 
 Margrete, – vil I være dronning?
 

MARGRETE 

(tier). 
 

HÅKON 

(tager hendes hånd). 
 Svar mig.
 

MARGRETE 

(sagte). 
 Jeg vil gerne være eders hustru.
 

SKULE JARL 

(med et håndslag). 
 Fred og forlig af hjertet!
 

HÅKON. 
 Tak!
 

IVAR BODDE 

(til Dagfinn). 
 Himlen være lovet; nu dages det.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Jeg tror det næsten. Så godt har jeg aldrig likt jarlen før.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(bagved). 
 Stadig på vagt, gode Dagfinn, – stadig på vagt.
 

IVAR BODDE 

(til Vegard). 
 Nu er I sysselmand på Hålogaland; her har I kongens hånd for det. 

(giver ham brevet.)
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL. 
 Jeg skal siden takke kongen for hans nåde. 

(vil gå.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(standser ham). 
 Andres Skjaldarband er en hård hals, lad jer ikke kue.
 

VEGARD VÆRADAL. 
 Det har aldrig lykkets for nogen før. 

(går.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(følger efter). 
 Vær som fjeld og flint mod Andres Skjaldarband, – og tag min velsignelse med jer forresten.
 

IVAR BODDE, 

(som har ventet bag kongen med pergamenterne i hånden). 
 Her er brevene, herre –
 

HÅKON. 
 Godt; giv dem til jarlen.
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Til jarlen? Vil I ikke sætte seglet for?
 

HÅKON. 
 Det plejer jo jarlen gøre; – han har seglet.
 

IVAR BODDE 

(dæmpet). 
 Ja hidindtil, – sålænge han førte værgemålet for eder; – men nu!
 

HÅKON. 
 Nu som før; – jarlen har seglet. 

(fjerner sig.)
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Giv mig brevene, Ivar Bodde. 

(Går over til bordet med dem, tager frem rigsseglet, som han bærer gemt i beltet, og forsegler under det følgende.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(halvlydt). 
 Håkon Håkonssøn er konge – og jarlen har kongens segl; – det går nok, det går nok.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad siger I, herre bisp?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg siger, Gud og Sankt Olaf våger over sin hellige kirke. 

(Går ind i kongshallen.)
 

HÅKON 

(nærmer sig Margrete). 
 En klog dronning kan virke store ting i landet; eder turde jeg tryggelig kåre, thi jeg véd I er klog.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Kun det!
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad mener I?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Intet, intet, herre.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og I bærer ikke nag til mig, om I end har sluppet fagre ønsker for min skyld?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jeg har ingen fagre ønsker sluppet for eders skyld.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og I vil stå mig nær, og give mig gode råd.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jeg vilde så gerne stå eder nær.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og give mig gode råd. Tak for det; kvinders råd båder hver mand, og jeg har herefter ingen anden end eder; – min moder måtte jeg sende bort –
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ja, hun var eder altfor kær.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og jeg er konge. Farvel da, Margrete! I er så ung endnu; men næste sommer skal vort bryllup stå, – og fra den stund lover jeg at holde eder hos mig i al sømmelig tro og ære.
 

MARGRETE 

(smiler sørgmodigt). 
 Ja, jeg véd det vil vare længe, før I sender mig bort.
 

HÅKON 

(levende). 
 Sende eder bort? Det vil jeg aldrig gøre!
 

MARGRETE 

(med tårefyldte øjne). 
 Nej, det gør Håkon kun med dem, som er ham altfor kære. 

(Går mod udgangsdøren. Håkon ser tankefuld efter hende.)
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(fra højre side). 
 Kongen og jarlen så længe herinde! Angsten dræber mig; – Margrete, hvad har kongen sagt og gjort?
 

MARGRETE. 
 O, så meget! Sidst tog han en sysselmand og en dronning.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Du, Margrete!
 

MARGRETE 

(om moderens hals). 
 Ja!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Du blir dronning!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Kun dronning; – men jeg tror jeg er glad ved det endda. 

(Hun og moderen følges ud til højre.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(til Ivar Bodde). 
 Her er vore breve; bring dem til kongsmoderen og til Kanga. 

(Ivar Bodde bøjer sig og går.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(i salsdøren). 
 Erkebispen af Nidaros begærer at måtte bringe kong Håkon Håkonssøn sin hylding!
 

HÅKON 

(ånder af fuldt bryst). 
 Endelig er jeg da konge i Norge. 

(Går ind i hallen.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(gemmer kongens segl i beltet). 
 Men jeg råder land og rige.
 

Teppet faller.
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Gildehallen i Bergens kongsgård. Et stort buevindu midt på bagvæggen. Langsmed denne er en forhøjning med sæder for kvinderne. Ved den venstre langvæg står kongsstolen nogle trin over gulvet; midt på den modsatte væg stor indgangsdør. Bannere, mærker, skjolde og våben samt brogede tepper hænger ned fra vægstolperne og fra det udskårne træloft. Rundtom i hallen står drikkeborde med kander, horn og bægre.) 
 

(Kong Håkon sidder på forhøjningen hos Margrete, Sigrid, Fru Ragnhild og mange fornemme kvinder. Ivar Bodde står bag kongens stol. Om drikkebordene er kongens og jarlens mænd samt gæster bænkede. Ved det fremste bord til højre sidder blandt andre Dagfinn Bonde, Gregorius Jonssøn og Pål Flida. Skule jarl og bisp Nikolas spiller bretspil ved et bord til venstre. Jarlens husfolk går fra og til og bærer drikkesager frem. Fra en tilstødende stue høres musik under de følgende optrin.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nu lider det alt på femte dagen, og endda er madsvendene lige rappe til at sætte de fyldte krus frem.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Det var aldrig jarlens vis at svelte sine gæster.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nej, det ser slig ud. Så gildt et kongsbryllup har ikke været spurgt i Norge før.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Skule jarl har heller ikke giftet bort nogen datter før.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Sandt nok; jarlen er en mægtig mand.
 

EN HIRDMAND. 
 Sidder inde med tredjedelen af riget. Det er mere, end nogen jarl havde før i tiden.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Kongens del er dog større.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Det snakker vi ikke om her; nu er vi venner og vel forligte. (drikker Pål til.) Lad så kongen være konge og jarlen jarl.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(ler). 
 Grejdt høres det på dig, at du er kongsmand.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Det pligter også jarlsmændene at være.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Aldrig det. Vi har svoret jarlen ed, men ikke kongen.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Det kan ske endnu.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(dæmpet til jarlen under spillet). 
 Hører I, hvad Dagfinn Bonde siger?
 

SKULE JARL 

(uden at se op). 
 Jeg hører nok.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(ser visst på Dagfinn). 
 Tænker kongen på sligt?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nå nå, – lad fare; – ingen splid idag.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kongen vil tage eders mænd i ed, jarl.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(stærkere). 
 Tænker kongen på sligt, spørger jeg?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Jeg svarer ikke. Lad os drikke på fred og venskab mellem kongen og jarlen. Øllet er godt.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Det har også fået god tid til at ligge.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Tre gange har jarlen beredt bryllupet, tre gange lovede kongen at komme, – tre gange svigtede han.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Last jarlen for det; han gav os fuldt op at tage vare i viken.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Sigurd Ribbung gav jer nok mere at tage vare i Vermeland, efter hvad der siges.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(opfarende). 
 Ja, hvem var det, som slap Sigurd Ribbung løs?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Sigurd Ribbung rømte fra os i Nidaros, det er vitterligt for alle.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Men det er ikke vitterligt for nogen, at I hindrede ham.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(til jarlen, der betænker sig på et træk). 
 Hører I, jarl, – det var jer, som slap Sigurd Ribbung.
 

SKULE JARL 

(trækker). 
 Den vise er gammel.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(til Dagfinn). 
 Jeg tænkte dog, du havde hørt om Islændingen, Andres Torstejnssøn, Sigurd Ribbungs ven –
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ja; da Sigurd var rømt, hængte I Islændingen, det véd jeg.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(trækker og siger leende til jarlen). 
 Nu slår jeg bonden, herre jarl.
 

SKULE JARL 

(lydt). 
 Slå ham; en bonde gælder ikke stort. 

(flytter en brikke.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nej, det fik Islændingen sande, den tid Sigurd Ribbung rømte til Vermeland. 

(Undertrykt latter mellem kongsmændene; samtalen fortsættes dæmpet; straks efter kommer en mand ind og hvisker til Gregorius Jonssøn.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og så trækker jeg hid; og så har I tabt.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det lader så.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(lægger sig tilbage i stolen). 
 I værgede ikke godt om kongen på det sidste.
 

SKULE JARL 

(stryger brikkerne overende og rejser sig). 
 Jeg er længesiden træt af at være kongsværge.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(nærmer sig og siger dæmpet). 
 Herre jarl, Jostejn Tamb lader melde, at nu ligger skibet klar til at gå under sejl.
 

SKULE JARL 

(sagte). 
 Godt. (tager et forseglet pergament frem.) Her er brevet.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Jarl, jarl, – er det rådeligt?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvilket?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Kongens segl er for.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det er til kongens bedste jeg handler.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Så lad kongen selv vise tilbudet fra sig.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det gør han ikke, om han får råde. Al hans hug og tanke er rettet på at kue Ribbungerne, derfor vil han sikre sig på andre kanter.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Klogt kan det være, det som I her gør, – men det er farligt.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Lad mig om det. Bring brevet, og sig Jostejn, at han sejler straks.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Det skal ske, som I byder. 

(går ud til højre og kommer ind igen om lidt.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(til jarlen). 
 I har mangt at skøtte, lader det til.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Men liden tak for det.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kongen har rejst sig. 

(Håkon kommer nedover; alle mænd står op fra bordene.)
 

HÅKON 

(til bispen). 
 Højlig må det glæde os, hvor frisk og stærk I har holdt ud i alle disse lystige dage.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det blaffrer op engang imellem, herre konge; men længe varer det nok ikke. Jeg har ligget syg hele vinteren udover.
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, ja, – I har levet et stærkt liv, rigt på mangen rygtbar gerning.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Å, der er måde med det; jeg har mangt ugjort endnu. Den som vidste, om en fik tid til det altsammen.
 

HÅKON. 
 De levende får tage arv efter dem, som går bort, ærværdige herre; alle vil vi jo det bedste for land og folk. (vender sig til jarlen.) Et undrer mig højlig; ingen af vore sysselmænd på Hålogaland er mødt frem til bryllupet.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Sandt nok; Andres Skjaldarband havde jeg så sikkert ventet.
 

HÅKON 

(smilende). 
 Og Vegard Væradal også.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Også Vegard, ja.
 

HÅKON 

(spøgende). 
 Og jeg håber, I havde taget bedre imod min gamle ven nu, end for syv år siden på Oslo brygge, da I stak ham i kinden, så sværdet skar sig selv ud.
 

SKULE JARL 

(ler tvungent). 
 Ja, dengang Gunnulf, eders morbroder, hug højre hånd af Sira Ejliv, min bedste ven og rådgiver.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(muntert). 
 Og da Dagfinn Bonde og hirdmændene satte stærk nattevagt på kongsskibet, og sagde, at kongen var utryg i jarlens værge!
 

HÅKON 

(alvorligt). 
 De dage er gamle og glemte.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(nærmer sig). 
 Nu kan der blæses til våbenlegen nede på volden, hvis det lyster eder, herre.
 

HÅKON. 
 Godt. Idag vil vi tage al glæde med; imorgen får vi begynde igen at tænke på Ribbungerne og Orknøjarlen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, han nægter jo at svare skatten?
 

HÅKON. 
 Havde jeg Ribbungerne vel fra halsen, så foer jeg selv vestover. 

(Håkon går op mod forhøjningen, rækker Margrete hånden og fører hende ud til højre; lidt efter lidt følger de øvrige efter.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(til Ivar Bodde). 
 Hør lidt her. Hvem er den mand, som heder Jostejn Tamb?
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Her er en farmand fra Orknø, som heder slig.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Fra Orknø? Ja så. Og nu sejler han hjem?
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Ja, han gør nok det.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(sagtere). 
 Med dyr ladning, Ivar Bodde!
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Korn og klæde, tror jeg.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og et brev fra Skule jarl.
 

IVAR BODDE 

(studser). 
 Til hvem?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Véd ikke; – der var kongssegl for –
 

IVAR BODDE 

(griber ham om armen). 
 Herre bisp, – er det som I siger!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hys, bland ikke mig op i den sag. 

(fjerner sig.)
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Da må jeg straks –! Dagfinn Bonde! Dagfinn, Dagfinn –! 

(trænger sig gennem mængden ved udgangsdøren.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(deltagende til Gregorius Jonssøn). 
 Ingen dag uden en eller anden fanger ulempe på gods og frihed!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Hvem gælder det nu?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 En stakkels farmand, – Jostejn Tamb synes jeg de kaldte ham.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Jostejn –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Dagfinn Bonde vil nægte ham at sejle.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Vil Dagfinn nægte ham, siger I?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ret nu gik han.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Tilgiv, herre, jeg må skynde mig –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, gør det, gode lendermand; – Dagfinn Bonde er så ilsindet. 

(Gregorius Jonssøn iler ud til højre blandt resten af de tilstedeværende; kun Skule jarl og bisp Nikolas bliver tilbage i hallen.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(går tankefuld op og ned; pludselig er det ligesom han vågner; han ser sig om og siger): 
 Hvor stilt her blev med engang.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kongen gik.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og alle mænd fulgte ham efter.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Alle, undtagen vi.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det er noget stort, det, at være konge.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(forsigtig). 
 Gad I prøve det, jarl?
 

SKULE JARL 

(smiler alvorligt). 
 Jeg har prøvet det; hver søvnsvanger nat er jeg konge i Norge.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Drømme varsler.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 De frister også?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Neppe jer. Før i tiden, det kan jeg skønne; – men nu, da I har tredjedelen af riget, råder som første mand i landet og er dronningens fader –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Mest nu, – mest nu.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Dølg intet! Skrift; thi I bærer visselig på en stor kval.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Mest nu, som jeg siger. Det er den store forbandelse, som ligger over alt mit liv, dette, at stå det højeste så nær – bare et slug imellem – et spring over, – på den anden side er kongsnavn og purpurkåbe og trone og magt og alt; daglig har jeg det for øje – men vinder aldrig over.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Sandt, sandt, jarl.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Da de tog Guthorm Sigurdssøn til konge, stod jeg i min ungdoms fuldeste kraft; da var det som det skreg lydt i mig: væk med barnet, – jeg er den voksne, stærke mand! – men Guthorm var kongssøn; der lå et slug mellem mig og tronen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og I vovede ikke –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så blev Erling Stejnvæg hyldet af Slittungerne. Da skreg det i mig igen: Skule er en større høvding end Erling Stejnvæg! Men jeg måtte brudt med Birkebejnerne, – det var sluget dengang.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og Erling blev konge for Slittungerne, og for Ribbungerne siden, og I ventede!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg ventede på Guthorms død.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og Guthorm døde, og Inge Bårdssøn, eders broder, blev konge.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så ventede jeg på min broders død. Han var syg fra første færd af; hver morgen, når vi mødtes i den hellige messe, sad jeg og skottede efter, om ikke sotten tog til. Hvert drag af smerte, som strøg over hans ansigt, var mig som et vindpust i sejlet og bar mig nærmere mod tronen. Hvert suk, han lettede sin ve og vånde i, lød for mig, som horn og lur langt bortunder liderne, som sendebud, der kom langvejs fra for at melde, at nu fik jeg snart tage rigsstyret. Slig rykkede jeg hver kærlig brodertanke op med rod og trevler; og Inge døde og Håkon kom, – og Birkebejnerne tog ham til konge.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og I ventede.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Mig tykkedes der måtte komme hjælp ovenfra. Jeg kendte kongskraften i mig, og jeg ældedes; hver dag, der gik, var en dag, som toges bort fra min livsgerning. Hver kveld tænkte jeg: imorgen sker der et jertegn, som fælder ham og sætter mig på det tomme sæde.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ringe var Håkons magt dengang; han var kun et barn; det galdt ikke andet, end et skridt af eder, men I tog det ikke.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det skridt var svært at tage; det havde skilt mig fra al min slægt og fra alle venner.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, der er sagen, Skule jarl, – der er forbandelsen, som har ligget over eders liv. I vil vide hver vej åben i nødsfald, – I vover ikke at bryde alle broer af og kun beholde én igen, værge den alene, og sejre eller falde der. I stiller snarer for eders uven, I bygger fælde for hans fod og hænger hvasse sværd over hans hoved, I strør gift i alle fade og I har hundrede garn ude; men vil han ind i et af dem, så vover I ikke at trække i tråden; griber han efter giften, så tykkes det jer tryggere, at han falder for sværd; er han ved at lade sig fange om morgenen, så finder I det bedre, at det sker ved kveldstid.
 

SKULE JARL 

(ser alvorligt på ham). 
 Og hvad vilde I gøre, herre bisp?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Tal ikke om mig; min gerning er at tømre kongsstolene i dette land, ikke at sidde deroppe og styre folk og rige.
 

SKULE JARL 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Svar mig på ét, ærværdige herre, men svar mig med al sandhed. Hvorfor går Håkon så uryggelig frem på den lige vej? Han er ikke kløgtigere end I, ikke djærvere end jeg.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvem gør den største gerning i verden?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det gør den største mand.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Men hvem er den største mand?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Den modigste.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Så siger høvdingen. En prest vilde sige, det er den mest troende, – en vismand, at det er den kyndigste. Men det er ingen af dem, jarl. Den lykkeligste mand er den største mand. Den lykkeligste er det, som gør de største gerninger, han, hvem tidens krav kommer over ligesom i brynde, avler tanker, dem han ikke selv fatter, og som peger for ham på den vej, han ikke selv véd hvor bær hen, men som han dog går og må gå, til han hører folket skrige i glæde, og han ser sig om med spilte øjne og undrer sig og skønner, at han har gjort et storværk.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Ja, der er dette uryggelig sikre ved Håkon.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det er det, som Romerne kaldte ingenium. – Jeg er ikke stiv i latinen forresten; men det kaldtes ingenium.
 

SKULE JARL 

(først tankefuld, siden i stigende bevægelse). 
 Håkon skulde være skabt af et andet stof end jeg? Være af de lykkelige? – Ja, trives ikke alting for ham? Føjer ikke alting sig til det bedste, når det gælder ham? Selve bonden mærker det; han siger, at træerne bær togange frugt, og fuglene ruger æg togange hver sommer, mens Håkon er konge. Vermelandsbygden, som han brændte og hærgede, den står og lyser med tømrede huse igen, og alle akre svinger tungt for vinden. Det er som blodet og asken gødsler, der Håkon farer frem i hærfærd; det er som Herren dækker over med grøde, hvad Håkon tramper ned; det er som de hellige magter skynder sig at slette ud hver skyld efter ham. Og hvor let gik han ikke til at blive konge! Han trængte til at Inge skulde dø tidligt, og Inge døde; han trængte til værn og værge, og hans mænd værnede og værgede ham; han trængte til jernbyrd, og hans moder kom og bar den for ham.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(i uvilkårligt udbrud). 
 Men vi – vi to –!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Vi?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja I – I da!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Håkon har retten, bisp.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Har han retten, fordi han er den lykkelige; – den største lykke er den, at have retten. Men med hvilken ret fik Håkon retten og ikke I?
 

SKULE JARL 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Der er ting, som jeg vil bede Gud frelse mig fra at tænke på.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Så I aldrig et gammelt billede i Nidaros kristkirke? Det viser syndfloden, som vokser og højner sig op over alle berge, så der kun er en eneste tind igen. Opover der klyver en hel slægt, fader og moder og søn og søns hustru og børn; – og sønnen river faderen ned i vandflommen for at vinde bedre fæste, og han vil rive moderen med, og hustru og alle børn, for at vinde op til toppen selv; – thi deroppe er en fodsbred land, der kan han holde sig en time. – Det, jarl, det er visdommens saga og hver vismands saga.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Men retten!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Sønnen havde retten. Han havde styrke og lyst til livet; – føj din lyst og brug din evne, den ret har hvermand.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Til det, som godt er, ja.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Leg og spil med ord! Der gives ikke godt og ondt, ikke op og ned, ikke højt og lavt. Slige ord må I glemme, ellers gør I aldrig det sidste skridt, sætter aldrig over sluget. (dæmpet og indtrængende.) I skal ikke hade flok eller sag, fordi flokken eller sagen vil dette og ikke hint; men I skal hade hver mand i flokken, fordi han er eder imod, og I skal hade hver den, som står rundt om en sag, fordi sagen ikke fremmer eders vilje. Alt det, som I kan bruge, det er godt, – alt det, som lægger bråte på eders vej, det er ondt.
 

SKULE JARL 

(ser grublende frem for sig). 
 Hvad har ikke jeg kostet på den kongsstol, som jeg dog ikke rak op til; – og hvad har Håkon kostet på den, han, som nu sidder der så tryg! Jeg var ung og slap min fagre lønlige kærlighed, for at gifte mig ind i en mægtig æt. Jeg bad til de hellige, at der måtte skænkes mig en søn, – jeg fik kun døtre.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Håkon får sønner, jarl, – se til!
 

SKULE JARL 

(går over mod vinduet til højre). 
 Ja, – alt føjer sig for Håkon.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(følger efter ham). 
 Og I, I vil lade jer jage fredløs fra lykken alt eders liv igennem! Er I da blind? Ser I ikke, at det er en stærkere magt end Birkebejnerflokken, som står bagved Håkon og fremmer al hans gerning? Han får hjælpen deroppefra, fra dem – dem, som står eder imod – fra dem, som var eders avindsmænd fra fødselen af! Og for disse avindsmænd bøjer I eder! Rejs jer, mand; skyd ryg! Hvad fik I ellers eders ubændige sjæl til? Kom ihug, at det første storværk i verden blev øvet af en, som rejste sig mod et stærkt rige!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvem?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Engelen, som rejste sig mod lyset!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og som blev slængt i afgrundens gab –
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(vildt). 
 Og skabte et rige der, og blev konge, en mægtig konge, – mægtigere end nogen af de titusende – jarler deroppe! 

(synker ned på bænken ved drikkebordet.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(ser længe på ham og siger): 
 Bisp Nikolas, er I noget mere eller noget mindre end et menneske?
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(smiler). 
 Jeg er i uskyldighedsstand: jeg kender ikke forskel mellem godt og ondt.
 

SKULE JARL 

(halvt til sig selv). 
 Hvorfor satte de mig ind i verden, når de ikke vilde stelle det bedre for mig? Håkon har så fast og uryggelig en tro på sig selv, – alle hans mænd har så fast og uryggelig en tro på ham –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Dølg, at I ikke har slig tro på eder selv! Tal, som om I havde den; sværg højt og dyrt på, at I har den, – og alle vil tro på jer.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Havde jeg en søn! Havde jeg en søn, som kunde tage al den store arv efter mig!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(livfuldt). 
 Jarl – hvis I havde en søn?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg har ingen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Håkon får sønner.
 

SKULE JARL 

(knuger hænderne). 
 Og er kongefødt!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(rejser sig). 
 Jarl, – hvis han ikke var det?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Han har jo godtgjort det; jernbyrden –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og hvis han ikke var det – trods jernbyrden?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Vil I sige, at Gud løj, da han lod jernbyrden lykkes?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvad var det Inga fra Vartejg trøstede sig til at æske Gudsdom for?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 At det barn, hun fødte øster i Borgasyssel, var Håkon Sverressøns søn.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(nikker, ser sig om og siger sagte): 
 Og hvis nu kong Håkon ikke var dette barn?
 

SKULE JARL 

(farer et skridt tilbage). 
 Almægtige –! (fatter sig.) Det er utænkeligt.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hør mig, jarl. Jeg er seks og syvti år; det tar til at bære brat nedover bakke nu, og denne sag drister jeg mig ikke til at tage med derover –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Tal, tal! Er han ikke Håkon Sverressøns søn?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hør mig. Det gjordes ikke vitterligt for nogen, den tid Inga var med barn. Håkon Sverressøn var nylig død, og sagtens frygtede hun for Inge Bårdssøn, som da var konge, og for eder, – nå ja, for Baglerne med, kan jeg tænke. Hun fødte lønligt i Trond prests hus, øster i Heggen herred, og ni dage efter rejste hun hjem; men kongsbarnet blev et helt år hos presten, uden at hun turde se til det, og uden at nogen vidste det, undtagen Trond og hans to sønner.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Ja, ja, – og så?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Da barnet var årsgammelt kunde det ikke godt dølges længere. Inga røbede da sagen for Erlend af Huseby, – en gammel Birkebejner fra Sverres tider – véd I.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Nu?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Han og andre høvdinger fra Oplandene tog barnet, rejste midtvinters over fjeldet med det, og bragte det til kongen, som den tid sad i Nidaros.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og endda kan I sige, at –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Stor fare kan I vel skønne det måtte være for en ringe prest at fostre et kongsbarn. Straks barnet var født, skriftede han derfor for en af sine overmænd i kirken og spurgte om hans råd. Denne hans overmand bød da Trond lønligt at forbytte barnet, sende den rette kongssøn til et trygt sted og give Inga den urette, om hun eller Birkebejnerne siden krævede kongssønnen.
 

SKULE JARL 

(oprørt). 
 Og hvem var den hund, som rådede til sligt?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det var mig.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 I? Ja, I har altid hadet Sverres æt.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Utrygt tyktes det mig for kongssønnen at komme i eders hænder.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Men presten?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Lovede at gøre, som jeg bød.
 

SKULE JARL 

(griber ham om armen). 
 Og Håkon er den urette?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvis presten har holdt sit løfte.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvis han har holdt det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Trond prest rejste fra landet samme vinter barnet kom til kong Inge. Han foer til Thomas Becketts grav, og blev siden i England til han døde.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Han rejste fra landet, siger I! Da har han forbyttet barnet og frygtet hævn af Birkebejnerne.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Eller han har ikke forbyttet det, og frygtet hævn af mig.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvilken af delene tror I?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Begge dele er lige trolige.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Men prestesønnerne, som I nævnte?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 De gik med korsfarerne til det hellige land.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og ingen har spurgt til dem siden?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jo.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvor er de?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 De druknede i Grækerhavet på udrejsen.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og Inga –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Véd intet, hverken om prestens skrifte eller om mit råd.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hendes barn var kun ni dage, da hun rejste, sagde I?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja; og det barn, hun så igen, var over årsgammelt –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så er der ingen i verden, som kan lyse op her! (går nogle gange stærkt op og ned.) Almægtige Gud, kan dette være sandhed? Håkon – kongen – han, som styrer over alt land og rige, han skulde ikke være den odelsbårne! – Og hvorfor er det ikke rimeligt nok? Har ikke alt held vidunderligt fulgt ham, – – hvorfor da ikke også det, at tages som barn ud af en fattig kotkarls hus og lægges i kongsbarnets vugge –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Mens hele folket tror, han er kongens søn –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Mens han selv tror det, bisp, – det er det meste af lykken, det er styrkebeltet! (går til vinduet.) Se, hvor fager han sidder på hesten. Ingen sidder som han. Det ler og glitrer som solskin i hans øjne, han ser udad i dagen, som om han vidste sig skabt til at gå fremad, altid fremad. (vender sig om mod bispen.) Jeg er en kongsarm, kan hænde et kongshoved også; men han er den hele konge.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og er det kanske endda ikke.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Nej, – kanske endda ikke.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(lægger hånden på hans skulder). 
 Jarl, hør mig –
 

SKULE JARL 

(vedbliver at se ud). 
 Der sidder dronningen. Håkon taler mildt til hende; hun blir rød og bleg af glæde. Han tog hende til hustru, fordi det var klogt at kåre datteren af den mægtigste mand i landet. Der var ikke en varm tanke i hans hjerte for hende dengang; – men det vil komme; Håkon har lykken med sig. Hun vil lyse over hans liv – (standser og udbryder forundret:) Hvad er det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvilket?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Dagfinn Bonde brød voldsomt gennem flokken, som står rundt om. Nu melder han noget for kongen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(ser ud bag ved jarlen). 
 Håkon tykkes at blive vred; – gør han ikke? Han knytter hånden –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Han ser herop, – hvad kan det være? 

(vil gå.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(holder ham tilbage). 
 Jarl, hør mig, – der turde findes et middel til at blive viss på Håkons ret.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Et middel, siger I?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Trond prest har før han døde opsat et brev om sin fremfærd og taget sakramentet på, at det han der skriver, er sandt.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og dette brev, – for Guds barmhjertigheds skyld, – hvor er det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 I må da vide, at – (ser mod døren.) Hys, kongen kommer!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Brevet, bisp, – brevet!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Der er kongen. 
 (Håkon kommer ind, fulgt af sin hird og mange gæster. Straks derefter viser Margrete sig; hun er i ængstelig bevægelse og vil ile frem til kongen, men hindres af Fru Ragnhild, som med flere kvinder har fulgt hende. Sigrid holder sig lidt for sig selv opimod baggrunden. Jarlens mænd synes urolige og samler sig i flok på højre side, hvor Skule står, men noget tilbage.)
 

HÅKON 

(i stærkt indre oprør). 
 Skule jarl, hvem er konge i dette land?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvem der er konge?
 

HÅKON. 
 Så spurgte jeg. Jeg har kongsnavnet, men hvem har kongsmagten?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Kongsmagten bør være der, hvor kongsretten er.
 

HÅKON. 
 Så burde det være; men er det så?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Stævner I mig her tildoms?
 

HÅKON. 
 Det gør jeg; thi den ret har jeg mod hver mand i riget.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg trøster mig til at svare for mine gerninger.
 

HÅKON. 
 Godt for os alle, hvis så er. (stiger et trin op hvor kongestolen står, og støtter sig til stolarmen.) Her står jeg som eders konge og spørger: véd I, at Jon jarl på Orknø har rejst sig mod mig?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Ja.
 

HÅKON. 
 At han nægter at betale mig skatten?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Ja.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og er det sandt, at I, herre jarl, idag har skikket brev til ham?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvem siger så?
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Så siger jeg.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Jostejn Tamb turde ikke nægte at tage det med, siden kongens segl var for.
 

HÅKON. 
 I skriver til kongens uvenner og sætter kongens segl for, skjønt kongen ikke véd, hvad der står skrevet!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så har jeg gjort i mange år med eders minde.
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, den tid, I førte værgemålet for mig.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Aldrig har I havt skade deraf. Jon jarl skrev mig til og bad om min mellemkomst; han bød forlig, men på uhæderlige vilkår for kongen. Vermelandstoget har sært trykket eders sind; havde I selv fået handle nu, så var Jon jarl sluppet for let, – jeg kan grejde sagen bedre.
 

HÅKON. 
 Vi ønskede helst at grejde sagen selv. – Og hvad har I svaret?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Læs mit brev.
 

HÅKON. 
 Giv hid!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg tænkte I havde det?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 I véd visst bedre end så. Gregorius Jonssøn var rappere på foden; da vi kom ombord, var brevet borte.
 

SKULE JARL 

(vender sig til Gregorius Jonssøn). 
 Herr lendermand, giv kongen brevet.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(nærmer sig urolig). 
 Hør mig –!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvad nu?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(dæmpet). 
 I vil mindes, der stod skrevet hvasse ord om kongen.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Dem skal jeg vide at svare for. Brevet!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Jeg har det ikke.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 I har det ikke!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Dagfinn Bonde var i hælene på os. Jeg greb brevet fra Jostejn Tamb, bandt en sten til det –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Nu?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Det ligger på bunden af fjorden.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Ilde – ilde har I der handlet.
 

HÅKON. 
 Jeg venter på brevet, herre jarl!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg kan ikke lægge det frem.
 

HÅKON. 
 I kan ikke?
 

SKULE JARL 

(går et skridt nærmere mod kongen). 
 Jeg er for stolt til at skyde mig ind under, hvad I og eders mænd vilde kalde for udflugter –
 

HÅKON 

(tvinger sin opbrusende vrede). 
 Og så –?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Kort og godt; – jeg lægger det ikke frem; – jeg vil ikke lægge det frem!
 

HÅKON. 
 I trodser mig altså!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Hvis det ikke kan være andet, – nu ja, jeg trodser eder.
 

IVAR BODDE 

(stærkt). 
 Nu, herre konge, nu tænker jeg ikke nogen mand har mere vidnesbyrd behov!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nej, nu tænker jeg, vi kender jarlens sindelag.
 

HÅKON 

(koldt til jarlen). 
 Vil I give kongsseglet til Ivar Bodde.
 

MARGRETE 

(iler med foldede hænder frem mod forhøjningen, hvor kongen står). 
 Håkon, vær mig en mild og nådig husbond!
 

HÅKON 

(gør en bydende armbevægelse mod hende; hun skjuler ansigtet i sit slør og går opover mod moderen igen.)
 

SKULE JARL 

(til Ivar Bodde). 
 Her er kongsseglet.
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Dette skulde være gildets sidste kveld. Det endte med en tung sorg for kongen; men det måtte komme slig engang, og jeg mener, hver trofast mand må glæde sig ved, at det kom.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og jeg mener, hver trofast mand må harmes dybt over, at en prest på slig vis stiller sig mellem os Birkebejnere; – ja, jeg siger Birkebejnere, thi jeg er Birkebejner fuldt så godt som kongen og hans mænd. Jeg er af samme æt, Sverres æt, kongsætten, – men I, prest, I har bygget en mur af mistro rundt om kongen og stængt mig ude fra ham; det har været eders gerning i mange år.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(opægget til de omstående). 
 Jarlsmænd! Skal vi tåle sligt længere?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(træder frem). 
 Nej, vi kan ikke og vil ikke tåle det længer. Her må det siges lydt, – ingen af jarlens mænd kan tjene kongen med fuld tro og kærlighed, sålænge Ivar Bodde går ind og ud i kongsgården og lægger ondt for os.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Prest! Jeg undsiger dig på liv og lemmer, hvor jeg træffer dig, på fri mark, ombord, eller i uhelligt hus!
 

MANGE JARLSMÆND. 
 Jeg også! Jeg også! Du skal være fredløs for os!
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Gud forbyde, at jeg skulde stå mellem kongen og så mange mægtige høvdinger. – Håkon, min høje herre, jeg véd med mig selv, at jeg har tjent eder med al troskab. Jarlen har jeg varet jer imod, det er sandt; men hvis jeg nogen tid gjorde ham uret, da får Gud forlade mig det. Nu er der ikke mere for mig at gøre i kongsgården; her er eders segl; tag det i egne hænder; for længe siden skulde det ligget der.
 

HÅKON 

(der er stegen ned fra forhøjningen). 
 I bliver!
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Jeg kan ikke. Samvittigheden vilde bide og nage mig nat og dag, om jeg gjorde det. Større ulykke kan ingen mand volde i disse tider, end at stille sig mellem kongen og jarlen.
 

HÅKON. 
 Ivar Bodde, jeg byder dig at blive!
 

IVAR BODDE. 
 Om den hellige kong Olaf stod op af sølvkisten og bød mig blive, så måtte jeg dog gå nu. (lægger seglet i kongens hånd.) Farvel, min ædle herre! Gud fremme og signe al eders gerning! 

(Går mellem mængden ud til højre.)
 

HÅKON 

(mørk, til jarlen og hans mænd). 
 Der mistede jeg en trofast ven for eders skyld; stort vederlag må I byde, skal I veje tabet op.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg byder mig selv og alle mine.
 

HÅKON. 
 Næsten er jeg ræd der må mere til. Jeg trænger nu til at samle om mig alle dem, som jeg fuldt kan lide på. Dagfinn Bonde, lad straks gå bud nordover til Hålogaland; Vegard Væradal skal kaldes her ned igen.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(der har stået noget tilbage i samtale med en rejseklædt mand, som er trådt ind i hallen, nærmer sig og siger rystet): 
 Vegard kan ikke komme, herre.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvoraf véd du det?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ret nu er her bud om ham.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad melder det?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 At Vegard Væradal er dræbt.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Dræbt!
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvem dræbte ham?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Andres Skjaldarband, jarlens ven. 

(Kort ophold; mændene hvisker uroligt indbyrdes.)
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvor er budet?
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(fører manden frem). 
 Her, herre konge.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad årsag var der til drabet?
 

BUDET. 
 Det véd nok ingen. De taltes ved om finneskatten og med ét sprang Andres op og gav ham banesår.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og havde der før været trætte mellem dem?
 

BUDET. 
 Stundom. Andres sagde tidt, at en klog rådgiver her sørfra havde skrevet ham til, at han skulde være som fjeld og flint mod Vegard Væradal.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Sælsomt nok; – før Vegard rejste, fortalte han mig, at en klog rådgiver havde sagt, han skulde være som fjeld og flint mod Andres Skjaldarband.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(spytter). 
 Tvi vorde slige rådgivere!
 

HÅKON. 
 Vi vil ikke nøjere granske, hvad rod dette stammer fra. To trofaste sjæle har jeg mistet idag. Jeg kunde græde for Vegard; men her skal mere end gråd til; her får det gælde liv for liv. Herre jarl, Andres Skjaldarband er eders håndgangne mand; I bød mig al hjælp, som vederlag for Ivar Bodde. Jeg tager jer på ordet og venter I vil virke for, at straffen fremmes over denne ugerning.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Onde engle stiller sig visselig mellem os to idag. På hversomhelst anden af mine mænd skulde jeg tilstedet, at I lod drabet hævne –
 

HÅKON 

(spændt). 
 Nu?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Men ikke på Andres Skjaldarband.
 

HÅKON 

(opbrusende). 
 Vil I værge om drabsmanden!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Om denne drabsmand må jeg værge.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og årsagen –?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Den får ingen vide uden Gud i himlen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(sagte til Dagfinn). 
 Jeg véd den.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Og jeg aner den.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Sig ingenting, gode Dagfinn!
 

HÅKON. 
 Jarl, jeg vil tro i det længste, at det ikke er alvor, det I her siger mig –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Var det min egen fader, Andres Skjaldarband havde dræbt, – han skulde endda gå fri. I må ikke spørge mere.
 

HÅKON. 
 Godt. Så får vi selv tage os tilrette!
 

SKULE JARL 

(med et udtryk af angst). 
 Konge! det blir blodværk på begge sider!
 

HÅKON. 
 Lad gå; straffen skal dog fremmes.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Den skal ikke fremmes! – Den kan ikke fremmes!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Nej, der har jarlen ret.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og det siger I, ærværdige herre?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Andres Skjaldarband har taget korset.
 

HÅKON OG SKULE JARL. 
 Taget korset!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og er alt faret fra landet.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Godt var det for os alle.
 

HÅKON. 
 Dagen helder; bryllupsgildet får nu være endt. Jeg takker eder, herre jarl, for al ære, som er mig vist i denne tid. – I drager til Nidaros, kan jeg tænke?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det er så min agt.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og jeg til Viken. – Hvis du, Margrete, heller ønsker at blive her i Bergen, så gør det.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Hvor du farer, vil jeg følge, indtil du forbyder mig det.
 

HÅKON. 
 Godt, så følg.
 

SIGRID. 
 Vidt spredes ætten nu. (knæler for Håkon.) Vis mig en nåde, herre konge!
 

HÅKON. 
 Rejs eder, fru Sigrid; hvad I beder om, skal ske.
 

SIGRID. 
 Jeg kan ikke følge jarlen til Nidaros. Nonneklostret på Rejn skal indvies; skriv til erkebispen, – virk for, at jeg bliver abbedisse der.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Du, min søster?
 

HÅKON. 
 I vil gå i kloster!
 

SIGRID 

(rejser sig). 
 Siden blodnatten i Nidaros, da mit bryllup stod, og Baglerne kom og hug min brudgom ned, og mange hundrede med ham, mens byen brandt i alle hjørner, – da var det ligesom blodet og branden gjorde mit syn sløvt og slukt for verden udenom. Men jeg fik kraft til at skimte det, som ingen anden øjner, – og ét ser jeg nu – en stor skrækkens tid for landet!
 

SKULE JARL 

(heftigt). 
 Hun er syg! Agt ikke på hende!
 

SIGRID. 
 Rig grøde vil modnes for ham, som høster i mørke. Alle kvinder i Norge skulle kun have én gerning nu, – knæle i klostre og kirker, og bede – bede ved dag og nat!
 

HÅKON 

(rystet). 
 Er det spådomsgave eller sjælesot, som taler så?
 

SIGRID. 
 Farvel, min broder, – vi mødes engang til.
 

SKULE JARL 

(uvilkårligt). 
 Når?
 

SIGRID 

(sagte). 
 Når du tager kronen; når der er al fare, – når du trænger mig i din højeste nød! 

(Går ud til højre med Margrete, Fru Ragnhild og kvinderne.)
 

HÅKON 

(efter et kort ophold, drager sværdet og siger med fast og rolig bestemthed): 
 Alle jarlens mænd skal tages i ed.
 

SKULE JARL 

(heftigt). 
 Er det eders fulde agt! (næsten bedende.) Kong Håkon, gør det ikke!
 

HÅKON. 
 Ingen jarlsmand slipper fra Bergen, før han har svoret kongen troskab. 

(Går med sin hird. Alle, undtagen bispen og jarlen, følger efter.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Han har taget på jer med hårde hænder idag.
 

SKULE JARL 

(tier og ser målløs efter kongen). 
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(stærkere). 
 Og er kanske endda ikke kongefødt.
 

SKULE JARL 

(vender sig pludselig i stærk bevægelse og griber bispens arm). 
 Trond prests skriftemål – hvor er det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Han sendte mig det fra England, før han døde; jeg véd ikke med hvem, – og jeg har ikke fået det.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Men det må findes!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det tror jeg fuldt og fast.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Og finder I det, da vil I give det i mine hænder?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det lover jeg.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Det sværger I ved eders sjæls salighed?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det sværger jeg ved min sjæls salighed!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Godt; til den tid vil jeg stå Håkon imod, hvor det kan ske stilt og i løndom. Det må hindres, at han er mægtigere end jeg, når kampen skal begynde.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Men hvis det viser sig, at han er den rette kongssøn, – hvad så?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Så får jeg prøve på at bede – bede om ydmygt sind til at tjene ham som ærlig høvding og af al min evne
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og hvis han er den urette?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Da skal han vige for mig! Kongsnavn og kongsstol, hird og hær, skat og flåde, byer og borge, alt vil jeg have!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Han vil ty til Viken –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg jager ham fra Viken!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Så sætter han sig fast i Nidaros.
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg stormer Nidaros!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Han stænger sig inde i Olafs hellige kirke –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg bryder kirkefreden –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Han flygter op på højalteret og hænger sig fast ved Olafs skrin –
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg trækker ham ned fra alteret, om jeg så skal trække helgenskrinet med –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Men han har endda kronen på hovedet, jarl!
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Jeg slår kronen af med mit sværd!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Men dersom den sidder altfor fast –?
 

SKULE JARL. 
 Nu da, i Guds eller Satans navn – da slår jeg hovedet med! 

(går ud til højre.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(ser efter ham, nikker langsomt og siger): 
 Ja – ja; – slig kan jeg like jarlen!
 

Teppet faller.
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(En stue i Oslo bispegård. På højre side er indgangsdøren. I baggrunden fører en liden åbentstående port ind til kapellet, som er oplyst. En dør, med teppe for på den venstre væg, går ind til bispens soveværelse. Foran på samme side står en stoppet hvilebænk. Over til højre er et skrivebord med breve, dokumenter og en brændende lampe.) 
 

(Stuen er i førstningen tom; indenfor forhænget til venstre høres sang af munke. Lidt efter kommer Pål Flida rejseklædt ind fra højre, standser indenfor døren, venter, ser sig om og banker derpå tre gange i gulvet med sin stav.)
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(kommer ud fra venstre og udbryder med dæmpet stemme): 
 Pål Flida! Gud være lovet; – så er jarlen ikke langt borte.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Skibene sejler alt frem ved Hovedø; jeg foer i forvejen. Og hvorledes går det med bispen?
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Han får den sidste olje nu.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Så er der al fare.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Mester Sigard fra Brabant har sagt, at han ikke kan leve natten over.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Da mener jeg, han har stævnet os for sent til sig.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Nej, nej, – han har fuld samling og lidt kræfter også, – hvert øjeblik spørger han, om ikke jarlen snart kommer.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 I kalder ham endnu for jarl; véd I ikke, at kongen har givet ham navn af hertug?
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Jo, jo visst; – det er bare slig en gammel vane. Hys – 
 (han og Pål Flida slår kors og bøjer sig. Ud fra bispens kammer kommer to kordrenge med lys, derefter to andre med røgelsekar; efter dem prester, der bærer kalk, disk, et krusifiks og en kirkefane; bagefter følger et tog af prester og munke; kordrenge med lys og røgelsekar slutter processionen, der langsomt bevæger sig ind i kapellet, hvis dør lukkes efter dem.)
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Nu har da den gamle herre gjort op med denne verden.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Jeg kan vel sige ham, at hertug Skule kommer så snart ske kan?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Han går lige fra bryggen og her op i bispegården. Farvel! 

(går.)


(Flere prester, hvoriblandt Peter, samt tjenere hos bispen kommer ud fra venstre med tepper, puder og et stort fyrfad.)
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Hvad skal dette til?
 

EN PREST 

(reder op på bænken). 
 Bispen vil ligge herude.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Men er det rådeligt?
 

PRESTEN. 
 Mester Sigard mener, vi kan gerne føje ham. Der er han alt. 

(Bisp Nikolas kommer ud, støttet af mester Sigard og en prest. Han er i bispedragt, men uden stav og hue.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Tænd flere lys! (Han bringes til sæde på bænken ved fyrfadet og dækkes til med tepperne.) Viljam! Nu har jeg fået forladelse for alle mine synder! De tog dem med allesammen; – jeg synes jeg er så let nu.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Hertugen har budsendt jer, herre; han er alt indenfor Hovedø.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det er godt, meget godt. Kongen vil vel også snart være her. Jeg har været en syndig hund i mine dage, Viljam; jeg har forbrudt mig svarlig mod kongen. Presterne derinde de sagde, at alle mine synder skulde være mig forladt; – ja, det kan være vel nok; men de har så godt for at love, de; det er ikke dem, jeg har forbrudt mig imod. Nej, nej – det er nok tryggest, at få det fra kongens egen mund. (udbryder heftigt:) Lys, siger jeg! Her er så mørkt herinde.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Her er tændt –
 

MESTER SIGARD 

(standser ham med et tegn og nærmer sig bispen). 
 Hvorledes har I det, herre?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Å jo, – å jo; jeg er kold på hænder og fødder.
 

MESTER SIGARD 

(halvhøjt, idet han flytter fyrfadet nærmere). 
 Hm, – det er begyndelsen til enden.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(angst til Viljam). 
 Jeg har sagt, at otte munke skal synge og bede for mig i kapellet inat. Hav øje med dem; der er dovne svende iblandt.
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(peger taus mod kapellet, hvorfra høres sang, som vedbliver under det følgende). 
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Så meget ugjort endnu, og så gå fra det altsammen! Så meget ugjort, Viljam!
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre, tænk på det himmelske!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg har tiden for mig; – udpå morgenstunden, mener mester Sigard –
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre, herre!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Giv mig mitra og stav! – Du har godt ved at sige jeg skal tænke – (en prest bringer det forlangte.) Så, sæt huen der, den er mig for tung; giv mig staven i hånd; så, nu er jeg rustet. En bisp! – Den onde tør ikke gå mig på livet nu!
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Vil I ellers noget?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Nej. Jo, sig mig; – Peter, Andres Skjaldarbands søn, – alle taler så godt om ham –
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Han er visselig en skyldfri sjæl.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Peter, du skal våge hos mig til kongen eller hertugen kommer. Gå ud sålænge, I andre, men vær ved hånden. 

(Alle, undtagen Peter, går ud til højre.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Peter!
 

PETER 

(nærmer sig). 
 Herre?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Har du aldrig set gamle mænd dø?
 

PETER. 
 Nej.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Rædde er de allesammen; det tør jeg sværge på! Der på bordet ligger et stort brev med segl for; giv mig det. (Peter bringer brevet.) Det er til din moder.
 

PETER. 
 Til min moder?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Du får rejse nordover til Hålogaland med det. Jeg har skrevet til hende om en stor og vigtig sag; der er kommet tidende fra din fader.
 

PETER. 
 Han strider som en herrens kæmpe i det hellige land. Falder han der, så falder han på vigslet grund; thi der er hver fodsbred jord hellig. Jeg minder Gud om ham i alle mine bønner.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Er Andres Skjaldarband dig kær?
 

PETER. 
 Han er en hæderlig mand; men der lever en anden mand, hvis storhed min moder ligesom fostrede og nærede mig med.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(hurtig og spændt). 
 Er det hertug Skule?
 

PETER. 
 Ja, hertugen, – Skule Bårdssøn. Min moder har kendt ham i yngre dage. Hertugen må visselig være den ypperste mand i landet!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Der er brevet; rejs nordover med det straks! – Synger de ikke derinde?
 

PETER. 
 Jo, herre!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Otte svære karle med struber som basuner, det må dog vel hjælpe noget, véd jeg?
 

PETER. 
 Herre, herre, jeg vilde bede selv!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg har for meget ugjort, Peter. Livet er altfor kort; – desuden så vil nok kongen tilgive mig, når han kommer – (farer sammen i smerte).
 

PETER. 
 I lider visst?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg lider ikke; men det ringer for mine øren; det lyser og blinker for øjnene –
 

PETER. 
 Det er de himmelske klokker, som ringer eder hjem; – det, som blinker, er alterlysene, dem Guds engle har tændt for eder.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja visst er det så; – det har ingen fare, når de kun holder godt ud i bøn derinde. – Farvel, rejs straks med brevet.
 

PETER. 
 Skal jeg ikke først –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Nej, gå; jeg er ikke ræd for at være alene.
 

PETER. 
 Vel mødt igen da, når de himmelske klokker engang har lyd for mig også. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 De himmelske klokker, – ja, sligt siges så let, når en går om på to friske ben. – Så meget ugjort! Men der vil leve mangt efter mig alligevel. Jeg lovede hertugen ved min sjæls salighed, at give ham Trond prests skriftemål, hvis det kom mig ihænde; – godt, at jeg ikke har fået det. Havde han visshed, så vilde han sejre eller falde; da blev en af dem den mægtigste mand, som nogensinde havde levet i Norge. Nej, nej, – hvad jeg ikke kunde nå, skal ingen anden nå. Det er bedst med uvissheden; sålænge hertugen tynges af den, vil de to ødelægge hinanden, hvor de kan komme til; byer vil brændes, bygder hærges, – ingen af dem vinder ved den andens tab – – (forfærdet.) Nåde, forbarmelse! Det er jo mig, som bærer skylden – mig, som fra første færd gav stødet til det hele! (beroligende sig.) Ja, ja, ja! men nu kommer kongen, – det er jo ham, det mest går ud over, – han tilgiver mig nok – der skal læses bønner og messer; det har ingen nød; – jeg er jo bisp, og jeg har aldrig dræbt nogen med egen hånd. – Godt er det, at Trond prests skriftemål ikke kom; de hellige er med mig, de vil ikke friste mig til at bryde mit løfte. – Hvem banker på døren? Det må være hertugen! (gnider sig fornøjet i hænderne.) Han vil trygle om beviser for kongsretten, – og jeg har ingen beviser at give ham! 

(Inga fra Vartejg kommer ind; hun er sortklædt, med kåbe og hætte.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(farer sammen). 
 Hvem er det?
 

INGA. 
 En kone fra Vartejg i Borgasyssel, ærværdige herre.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kongsmoderen!
 

INGA. 
 Så kaldtes jeg engang.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Gå, gå! Jeg rådede ikke Håkon til at skille sig af med jer!
 

INGA. 
 Hvad kongen gør, er velgjort! det er ikke derfor jeg kommer.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Og hvorfor da?
 

INGA. 
 Gunnulf, min broder, er kommen hjem fra Englandsfærden –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Fra Englandsfærden –!
 

INGA. 
 Han har været borte i mange år, som I véd, og flakket vidt omkring; nu førte han brev hjem –
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(åndeløs). 
 Brev –?
 

INGA. 
 Fra Trond prest. Det er til eder, herre. 

(rækker ham det.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja så; – og I bringer det?
 

INGA. 
 Så var Tronds ønske. Stor tak skylder jeg ham fra den tid, han fostrede Håkon. Jeg fik spurgt, at I var syg; derfor gav jeg mig straks på rejsen; jeg har gået hid på min fod –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det havde ikke hastet så bråt, Inga!
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(kommer ind fra højre). 
 Guds fred, ærværdige herre!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kommer kongen?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nu rider han Ryenbergene nedover med dronningen og kongsbarnet og stort følge.
 

INGA 

(iler frem mod Dagfinn). 
 Kongen, – kongen! kommer han hid?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Inga! Er I her, I hårdt prøvede kvinde?
 

INGA. 
 Den er ikke hårdt prøvet, som har så stor en søn.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nu skal hans hårde hjerte smeltes.
 

INGA. 
 Ikke et ord til kongen om mig. O, men se ham må jeg dog; – hør, – kommer han hid?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ja, snart.
 

INGA. 
 Og det er mørk kveld. Kongen skal vel lyses frem med fakler.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ja.
 

INGA. 
 Så vil jeg stille mig i et bislag, hvor han går forbi; – og så hjemover til Vartejg. Men først ind i Hallvards kirke; der brænder lys inat; der vil jeg bede godt for kongen, for min fagre søn. 

(Går ud til højre.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Jeg har røgtet mit ærinde; jeg går for at møde kongen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hils ham kærligst, gode Dagfinn!
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(idet han går ud til højre). 
 Ikke vilde jeg være bisp Nikolas imorgen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Trond prests skriftemål –! Altså kom det da alligevel; – her holder jeg det i min hånd. (grubler og stirrer ud for sig.) – En skulde aldrig love noget på sin sjæls salighed, når en er så gammel som jeg. Havde jeg år igen, så skulde jeg altid vride mig fra sligt et løfte; men ikveld, den sidste kveld, – nej, det er ikke rådeligt. – Kan jeg da holde det? Er det ikke at sætte på spil alt det, jeg har virket for hele mit liv igennem? – (hviskende.) O, kunde jeg snyde den onde, bare denne eneste gang til! (lytter.) Hvad er det? (råber:) Viljam, Viljam!
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(kommer ind fra højre). 
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvad er det, som suser og tuder så stygt?
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Det er uvejret, som tager til.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Tager uvejret til! – Jo visst vil jeg holde mit løfte! Uvejret, siger du –? Synger de derinde?
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Ja, herre.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Sig, de skal gøre sig al flid; – broder Aslak især; han gør altid så stutte bønner; han kniber undaf, når han kan komme til; han springer over, den hund! (slår i gulvet med bispestaven.) Gå ind og sig ham, det er den sidste nat, jeg har igen; han skal gøre sig flid, ellers kommer jeg over ham og spøger!
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre, skal jeg ikke hente mester Sigard?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Gå ind, siger jeg! (Viljam går ind i kapellet.) Det må visselig være himlens vilje, at jeg skal forlige kongen og hertugen, siden den sender mig Trond prests brev nu. Dette er hårdt at gå på, Nikolas; rive ned med et eneste ryk, hvad du har brugt hele dit liv til at bygge. Men der er ikke andet for; jeg får gøre himlens vilje denne gang. – Dersom jeg endda bare kunde læse, hvad der står i brevet; men jeg kan ikke se et ord! Der driver tåger for mine øjne, det gnistrer og sprætter –; og ingen anden tør jeg lade læse det for mig! At love sligt –! Er menneskets kløgt da så ussel, at det ikke mægter råde over andet og tredje led af sin egen gerning? Jeg talte så længe og så indtrængende til Vegard Væradal om at få kongen til at sende Inga fra sig, at det omsider skede. Den gerning var klog i første led; men havde jeg ikke rådet slig, så havde ikke Inga været på Vartejg nu, brevet var ikke kommet tidsnok i mine hænder, og jeg havde ikke havt noget løfte at holde, – altså uklog i andet led.
 

Havde jeg endda tiden for mig; men kun denne ene nat tilende, og knapt nok det. Jeg må, jeg vil leve længer! (banker med staven; en prest træder ind fra højre.) Mester Sigard skal komme! (presten går; bispen knuger brevet i hænderne.) Her, indenfor dette tynde segl ligger Norges saga for hundrede år! Den ligger og drømmer, som fugleungen i ægget! O, den, som nu havde flere end én sjæl – eller også ingen! (trykker brevet vildt op til sit bryst.) O, var ikke enden så rap over mig, – og dommen og straffen, – jeg skulde ruge dig ud til en høg, som skulde kaste skyggende rædsel over alt landet og hugge sine hvasse kløer i hver mands hjerte! (farer sammen.) Men den sidste time er nær! (skrigende.) Nej, nej, – du skal blive til en svane, en hvid svane! (kaster brevet bortover gulvet og råber:) Mester Sigard, mester Sigard!
 

MESTER SIGARD 

(fra højre). 
 Hvorledes går det, ærværdige herre?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Mester Sigard, – sælg mig tre dages liv!
 

MESTER SIGARD. 
 Jeg har sagt jer –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, ja; men det var ikke alvor; det var en liden straf. Jeg har været en urimelig herre mod jer; derfor vilde I skræmme mig. Fy, det var stygt, – nej, nej, – det var tilpas for mig! Men vær nu god og snild! Jeg skal betale godt; – tre dages liv, mester Sigard, bare tre dages liv!
 

MESTER SIGARD. 
 Om jeg så selv skulde gå bort i samme stund, som I, kunde jeg dog ikke lægge tre dage til.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Én dag da; bare én dag! Lad det være lyst, lad solen skinne, når jeg skal afsted! Hør, Sigard! (vinker ham hen til sig og drager ham ned på bænken.) Jeg har givet næsten alt mit guld og sølv til kirken, for at få store messer læst bagefter. Jeg vil gøre det om igen; I skal få det altsammen! Hvad, Sigard, skal vi to narre dem derinde? He, he, he! I bliver rig, Sigard, og rejser af landet; jeg får frist og kan område mig lidt og hjælpe mig med færre bønner. Hvad, Sigard, skal vi –? (Sigard føler hans puls; bispen udbryder angst:) Nå, hvorfor svarer I ikke?
 

MESTER SIGARD 

(rejser sig). 
 Jeg har ikke tid, herre. Jeg vil lave jer en drik, som kan lette jer lidt på det sidste.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Nej, vent med det! Vent – og svar mig!
 

MESTER SIGARD. 
 Jeg har ikke tid; drikken må være færdig inden en time. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Inden en time! (banker vildt.) Viljam! Viljam!
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(kommer ud fra kapellet). 
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Tag flere til hjælp derinde! De otte forslår ikke!
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Flere til hjælp, siger jeg! Kolbejn korsbroder har ligget syg i fem uger, – han kan ikke have syndet stort i den tid –
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Han var til skrifte igår.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(ivrig). 
 Ja, han må være god; tag ham! (Viljam går ind i kapellet igen.) Inden en time! (tørrer sveden af panden.) Puh, hvor her er varmt! – Den usle hund, – hvad hjælper al hans lærdom, når han ikke kan lægge en time til. Der sidder han dagstødt i sin stue og sætter kunstige hjul og lodder og løftestænger sammen; han vil skabe et værk, som skal gå og gå, og aldrig standse, – perpetuum mobile kalder han det. Hvorfor øver han ikke heller sin kunst og sin kløgt på at gøre mennesket til sligt perpetuum mobile –? (standser og tænker; det lysner i hans øjne.) Perpetuum mobile, – jeg er ikke stiv i latinen, – men det betyder noget, som har evnen til at virke evigt, udover gennem alle tider. Om jeg nu selv kunde –?
 

Det var en gerning at ende med, det! Det var at gøre sin største gerning i sin sidste stund! At sætte igang hjul og lodder og løftestænger i kongens og hertugens sjæle; sætte dem slig igang, at ingen magt på jorden kan standse dem; kan jeg det, da bliver jeg jo ved at leve, leve i mit værk, – og når det kommer til stykket, så er det kanske det, som kaldes udødelighed. – Trøstelige, svalende tanker, hvor I gør den gamle mand godt! (puster ud og strækker sig behageligt på bænken.) Diabolus har været hårdt efter mig ikveld. Det er følgen af at ligge ledig; otium est pulvis – pulveris – nå, ligegodt med latinen, – Diabolus skal ikke få magt over mig mere; jeg vil være virksom til det sidste; jeg vil –; hvor de belger derinde – (banker; Viljam kommer ud.) Sig dem, de skal tie, de forstyrrer mig. Kongen og hertugen kommer snart, jeg har store ting at tænke på.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre, skal jeg da –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Byde dem hold op en stund, så jeg kan tænke i ro. Se der, tag op det brev, der ligger på gulvet. – Godt. Giv mig så hid papirerne –
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(går til skrivebordet). 
 Hvilke, herre?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ligegodt –; de med segl for; de, som ligger øverst. – Så; gå nu ind og sig, de skal være stille. (Viljam går.) – Dø, og dog råde i Norge! Dø, og stelle det så, at ingen mand kommer til at højne sig et hoved op over alle andre. Tusende veje kunde bære frem til det mål; men der kan kun være én, som duger; – den gælder det at finde, – den gælder det at slå ind på. – Ha! Vejen ligger jo så nær, så nær! Ja, slig skal det være. Jeg holder løftet; hertugen skal få brevet i sine hænder; – men kongen – hm, han skal få tvivlens brod i sit hjerte. Håkon er ærlig, som de kalder det; med troen på sig selv, og på sin ret, vil meget falde i ham. Begge skal tvivle og tro, vippe op og ned, aldrig finde fast grund under foden, – perpetuum mobile! – Men vil Håkon fæste lid til mit udsagn? Det vil han; jeg er jo en døende mand; jeg skal fodre ham med sandhed iforvejen. – Kræfterne svigter, men sjælen friskner; – jeg ligger ikke på sottesengen længer, jeg sidder i min arbejdsstue, jeg vil arbejde den sidste nat, arbejde – til lyset slukner –
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(kommer ind fra højre og går frem mod bispen). 
 Fred og hilsen, ærværdige herre! Jeg hører, det står ilde med jer.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg er et lig i knop, gode hertug; inat springer jeg ud; imorgen kan det kendes, hvor jeg dufter.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Alt inat, siger I?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Mester Sigard siger: om en time.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Og Trond prests brev –?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Tænker I endnu på det?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Det kommer aldrig af mine tanker.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Kongen har gjort eder til hertug; ingen mand har båret hertugnavn i Norge, før I.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Strækker ikke til. Er Håkon den urette, så må jeg have alt!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hu, her er koldt herinde; det isner mig igennem alle lemmer.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Trond prests brev, herre! For Guds, den almægtiges skyld, – har I det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Jeg véd ialfald, hvor det kan findes.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Så sig det, sig det!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Vent –
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Nej, nej, – nyt tiden; jeg ser det lakker stærkt, – og kongen kommer jo hid, er mig sagt.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, kongen kommer; deraf ser I bedst, at jeg sørger for eders sag, selv nu.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Hvad er eders agt?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Mindes I ved kongens bryllup, – da sagde I, at det, som gør Håkon stærk, er hans uryggelige tro på sig selv?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Nu?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvis jeg skrifter og rejser tvivlen i ham, så falder troen, og styrken med den.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Herre, det er syndigt, syndigt, ifald han er den rette!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det vil stå i eders magt at gøre ham troende igen. Før jeg går herfra, skal jeg sige jer, hvor Trond prests brev er at finde.
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(fra højre). 
 Nu kommer kongen med fakler og følge opover gaden.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Velkommen skal han være. (Viljam går.) Hertug, den sidste villighed beder jeg eder om. Vær min eftermålsmand mod alle mine uvenner. (tager et brev frem.) Her har jeg skrevet dem op. De, som står øverst, vilde jeg gerne have hængt, om det kunde føje sig så.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Tænk ikke på hævn nu; I har ikke langt igen –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ikke på hævn, men på straf. Lov mig, at svinge straffens sværd over alle mine uvenner, når jeg er borte. De er eders avindsmænd så fuldt som mine; når I bliver konge, må I tugte dem; lover I mig det?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Jeg lover og sværger; – men Trond prests brev –!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 I skal få at vide, hvor det er; – men, se her –; kongen kommer; – gem listen over vore uvenner! 

(Hertugen gemmer dokumentet; i det samme kommer Håkon ind fra højre.)
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Vel mødt ved gravøllet, herre konge!
 

HÅKON. 
 Hårdt har I stået mig imod til alle tider; men det skal være glemt og tilgivet nu; døden stryger selv den største regning ud.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det lettede! O, hvor kongens mildhed er forunderlig stor! Herre, hvad I har gjort mod en gammel synder ikveld, det skal tifold –
 

HÅKON. 
 Lad det være godt; men jeg må sige eder, at jeg højligen undres. I stevner mig hid for at få min tilgivelse, og så bereder I mig sligt et møde.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Møde, herre?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Det er mig, kongen sigter til. Vil I, herre bisp, forsikre kong Håkon, ved min tro og ære, at jeg intet vidste om hans komme, før jeg satte foden på Oslo brygge.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ak, ak; al skyld hviler på mig! Jeg har været en sygelig, sengeliggende mand hele det sidste år; jeg har lidet eller intet spurgt til landets sager; jeg tænkte, det var godt og vel mellem de høje frænder nu!
 

HÅKON. 
 Jeg har mærket, at venskabet mellem hertugen og mig trives bedst, når vi holder os fra hinanden; derfor farvel, bisp Nikolas, og Gud være med eder, der I nu går hen. 

(vil gå.)
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(sagte og urolig). 
 Bisp, bisp; han går!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(pludselig og med vild kraft). 
 Bliv, kong Håkon!
 

HÅKON 

(standser). 
 Hvad nu?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 I får ikke gå ud af denne stue, før gamle bisp Nikolas har talt sit sidste ord!
 

HÅKON 

(lægger uvilkårlig hånden på sværdet). 
 Er I kanske kommen mandstærk til Viken, hertug?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Jeg har ingen del i dette.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Det er med ordets magt, jeg skal vide at holde jer. Hvor der er ligfærd i huset, der er den døde første mand i laget; han kan gøre og lade, hvad han vil – så langt hans evne strækker. Derfor vil jeg holde min egen ligtale nu; før i tiden var jeg altid så ræd for at kong Sverre skulde komme til at holde den –
 

HÅKON. 
 Tal ikke så vildt, herre!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 I knapper af den dyre stund, I har igen!
 

HÅKON. 
 Eders øje er alt sløvt!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, mit syn er sløvt; jeg kan knapt se jer, der I står; men indeni mig drager mit liv lysende klart forbi. Jeg ser syner der –; hør og lær, konge! – Min æt var den mægtigste i landet; mange store høvdinger gik ud fra den; jeg vilde være den største af dem alle. Jeg var ikke mere end gut, da jeg begyndte at hungre efter storværk; jeg tyktes, jeg umuligt kunde vente til jeg blev voksen; – der rejste sig konger med mindre ret end jeg, – Magnus Erlingssøn, Sverre prest –; jeg vilde også være konge; men høvding først, – det var nødvendigt. Så skulde slaget stå på Ilevoldene; der var det førstegang jeg var med. Solen randt, og der gik glitrende lyn fra tusende blanke våben. Magnus og alle hans mænd gik frem, som til en leg; jeg alene kendte mig klemt om hjertet. Hårdt foer vor fylking frem; men jeg kunde ikke vinde med – jeg var ræd!
 

Alle Magnus’s andre høvdinger stred mandelig, og mange faldt, der de stred; men jeg flygtede stenberget opover, løb og løb, og stansede ikke før jeg kom ned til fjorden igen, langt ude. Mangen mand måtte vaske sine blodige klæder i Trondhjemsfjorden den kveld; – jeg måtte også vaske mine, men det var ikke for blod. Ja, konge, jeg var ræd; skabt til høvding – og ræd! Det slog ned som et lyn i mig; jeg blev hver mand ond fra den time; jeg bad lønligt i kirkerne, jeg græd og knælte for altrene, jeg gav rige gaver, gjorde hellige løfter; jeg fristede og prøvede i slag efter slag, ved Saltøsund, på Jonsvoldene den sommer Baglerne lå i Bergen, – altid fåfængt. Sverre var den, som skønte det først, han talte det højt ud og med spot, og fra den dag lo hver mand i flokken, når Nikolas Arnessøn gik frem i hærklæder. – Ræd, ræd –, og endda vilde jeg være høvding, vilde være konge, følte mig skabt til konge forresten, kunde fremmet Guds rige på jorden; men det var de hellige selv, som stængte bommen for mig.
 

HÅKON. 
 Før ikke klage over himlen, bisp! I har hadet meget!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ja, jeg har hadet meget; hadet hvert hoved i dette land, som højnede sig op over mængden. Men jeg hadede, fordi jeg ikke kunde elske. Fagre kvinder, – o, jeg kunde sluge dem med gnistrende øjne endnu! Jeg er otti år, og endnu står min hug til at fælde mænd og favne kvinder; – men det gik mig der, som i slaget; bare vilje og begær, magtstjålen fra fødselen af; – lystens sydende gave – og dog krøbling! Så blev jeg da prest; konge eller prest må den mand være, som vil råde for al magten. (ler.) Jeg prest! Jeg en kirkelig mand! Jo, én kirkelig gerning havde himlen særligt skabt mig til, – den, at tage de høje toner, – synge med kvinderøst på de store kirkefester. Og endda kræver de deroppe af mig – halvmanden –, hvad de har ret til at kræve af hver den, der fik evnen fuldt ud til sin livsgerning! Der har været tider, da det tyktes mig, sligt krav kunde være billigt; her har jeg ligget på sottesengen slagen af rædsel for straf og dom! Nu er det over; jeg har marg i sjælsknoklerne igen! Jeg har intet forbrudt; det er mig uretten er øvet imod; jeg er klageren!
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(dæmpet). 
 Herre – brevet! I har ikke langt igen!
 

HÅKON. 
 Tænk på eders sjæl og ydmyg eder!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 En mands gerning er hans sjæl, og min gerning skal blive ved at leve på jorden. Men I, kong Håkon, I skulde vogte jer; thi ligesom himlen har stået mig imod og fanget skade til løn, således står I den mand imod, der holder landets lykke i sin hånd –
 

HÅKON. 
 Ha – hertug, hertug! Nu skønner jeg mødet her!
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(heftigt til bispen). 
 Ikke et ord mere af sligt!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(til Håkon). 
 Han vil stå jer imod sålænge hans hoved sidder fast på akslerne. Del med ham! Jeg får ikke fred i kisten, jeg kommer igen, hvis ikke I to deler! Ingen af jer skal lægge den andens højde til sin egen vækst; her blev en kæmpe i landet, hvis det skede, og her skal ingen kæmpe være; thi jeg var aldrig nogen kæmpe! 

(synker mat tilbage på bænken.)
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(kaster sig på knæ ned ved bænken og råber til Håkon): 
 Skaf hjælp! For Guds barmhjertigheds skyld, bispen må ikke dø endnu!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hvor det tager til at skumre for mine øjne! – Konge, for sidste gang, – vil I dele med hertugen?
 

HÅKON. 
 Ikke en skærv skænker jeg bort af det, som Gud gav mig!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Godt og vel. (dæmpet.) Troen skal I ialfald miste. (råber:) Viljam!
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(dæmpet). 
 Brevet! brevet!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(uden at høre på ham). 
 Viljam! (Viljam kommer; bispen trækker ham tæt hen til sig og hvisker:) Da jeg fik den sidste olje, så blev jo alle mine synder mig forladte?
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Alle synder, fra eders fødsel og til den stund, I fik oljen.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Ikke længer? Ikke helt til jeg går bort?
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre, I synder ikke inat.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Hm, ingen kan vide –; tag guldbægret, jeg fik efter bisp Absalon, – giv det til kirken – og læs syv store kirkebønner til.
 

SIRA VILJAM. 
 Herre, Gud vil være eder nådig!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Syv bønner til, siger jeg – for hvad jeg synder inat! Gå, gå! (Viljam går; bispen vender sig til Skule.) Hertug, om I engang læser Trond prests brev, og det muligt skulde vise sig, at Håkon var den rette, – hvad vil I så gøre?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 I Guds navn, – da skal han også være konge.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Tænk jer om; det gælder meget her. Gransk hver fold i eders hjerte; svar, som om I stod tildoms! Hvad vil I gøre, hvis han er den rette?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Bøje mig og tjene ham.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(mumler). 
 Ja, ja, tag så følgerne. (til Skule.) Hertug, jeg er svag og træt; det kommer så mildt og forsonligt over mig –
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Det er døden! Trond prests brev! Hvor er det?
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Først en anden sag; – jeg gav jer listen over mine uvenner –
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(utålmodig). 
 Ja, ja; jeg skal hævne alt på dem –
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Nej, jeg er så mild nu; jeg vil tilgive, som skrevet står. Ligesom I forsager magten, således vil jeg forsage hævnen. Brænd listen.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Godt, godt; som I vil.
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Her i fyrfadet, så jeg ser på det –
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(kaster papiret i ilden). 
 Se så, nu brænder den! Og nu, tal, tal! Det gælder tusenders liv, dersom I ikke taler nu.
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(med funklende øjne). 
 Tusenders liv! (skriger:) Lys! luft!
 

HÅKON 

(iler til døren og råber): 
 Til hjælp! Bispen dør! 

(Sira Viljam og flere af bispens folk kommer ind.)
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(ryster bispens arm). 
 Norges lykke gennem hundrede år, dets storhed for evige tider kanhænde!
 

BISP NIKOLAS. 
 Evige tider! (triumferende:) Perpetuum mobile!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Ved vore sjæles salighed, – hvor er Trond prests brev!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(råbende): 
 Syv bønner til, Viljam!
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(ude af sig selv). 
 Brevet! brevet!
 

BISP NIKOLAS 

(smiler i dødskampen). 
 Det var det I brændte, gode hertug. 

(Falder tilbage på bænken og dør.)
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(udstøder et uvilkårligt skrig, idet han farer tilbage og bedækker ansigtet med sine hænder). 
 Gud, du almægtige!
 

MUNKENE 

(kommer flygtende ud fra kapellet). 
 Frelse sig, hvo kan!
 

ENKELTE STEMMER. 
 Alt ondt er løst inat!
 

ANDRE. 
 Det lo højt fra krogen! – Det skreg: „vi har ham!” – Alle lys sluktes!
 

HÅKON. 
 Nu døde bisp Nikolas.
 

MUNKENE 

(flygter ud til højre). 
 Pater noster, – pater noster!
 

HÅKON 

(nærmer sig Skule og siger dæmpet): 
 Hertug, jeg vil ikke granske efter, hvilke lønlige råd I lagde op med bispen, før han døde; – men fra imorgen må I lægge eders magt og værdighed i mine hænder igen; det ser jeg grant nu, – vi to kan ikke gå frem sammen.
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(ser åndsfraværende på ham). 
 Gå frem sammen –?
 

HÅKON. 
 Imorgen holder jeg thing i kongsgården; der må alt blive grejdt mellem os. 

(Går ud til højre.)
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Bispen død og brevet brændt! Et liv fuldt af tvivl og kamp og rædsel! O, kunde jeg bede! – Nej, – handle må jeg; – ikveld må skridtet gøres helt ud! (til Viljam:) Hvor gik kongen?
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(forskrækket). 
 Krist fri mig, – hvad vil I ham?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Tror I kanske jeg agter at dræbe ham inat? 

(Går ud til højre.)
 

SIRA VILJAM 

(ser hovedrystende efter ham, medens husfolkene bære liget ud til venstre). 
 Bispen sagde: syv bønner til; – jeg mener det er tryggest, at vi læser fjorten. 

(Følger efter de øvrige.)
 

En stue i kongsgården.
 

(I baggrunden er indgangsdøren; på hver af sidevæggene mindre døre; forrest på højre side et vindu. En lampe brænder under taget. Tæt ved døren til venstre står en bænk, og længere tilbage en vugge, hvori kongsbarnet sover; Margrete sidder knælende hos barnet.)
 

MARGRETE 

(vugger og synger): 
 Nu løftes laft og lofte 
 til stjernehvælven blå; 
 nu flyver lille Håkon 
 med drømmevinger på. 


 Der er en stige stillet 
 fra jord til himlen op; 
 nu stiger lille Håkon 
 med englene til top. 


 Guds engle små, de våger 
 for vuggebarnets fred; 
 Gud sign’ dig, lille Håkon, 
 din moder våger med. 

(Kort ophold. Hertug Skule kommer ind fra baggrunden.)
 

MARGRETE 

(farer op med et glædesskrig og iler ham imøde). 
 Min fader! – O, hvor jeg har sukket og længtet efter dette møde!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Guds fred med dig, Margrete! Hvor er kongen?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Hos bisp Nikolas.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Hm, – ja, så må han snart være her.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Og vil I tales ved og forliges, blive venner igen, som i gamle dage?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Det vilde jeg gerne.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Håkon vil det også gerne; og jeg beder hver dag til Gud, at det må ske. O, men kom her og se – 

(griber hans hånd og fører ham hen til vuggen.)
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Dit barn!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ja, det dejlige barn er mit; – er det ikke forunderligt? Han heder Håkon, ligesom kongen! Se her, hans øjne – nej, du kan ikke se dem nu han sover, – men han har store blå øjne; og så kan han le og række hænderne ud og gribe efter mig, – og han kender mig allerede! 

(Lægger vuggeklæderne omhyggeligt tilrette.)
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Håkon får sønner, spåde bispen.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Dette lille barn er mig tusende gange kærere end land og rige, – og slig er det for Håkon også. – Nej, det er ligesom jeg ikke rigtig kan tro på lykken; jeg har vuggen stående foran min seng; hver nat, når jeg vågner, ser jeg efter, om den er der, – jeg er ligesom ræd for at det skal være en drøm –
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(lytter og går til vinduet). 
 Er det ikke kongen –?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jo; han går op den anden trappe; jeg vil hente ham! (Fatter faderens hånd og fører ham spøgende hen til vuggen igen.) Hertug Skule! Stå vagt hos kongsbarnet imens, – ja, for han er kongsbarn tillige – det husker jeg aldrig på! Og vågner han, så bøj dig dybt og hils ham, som konger skal hilses! Nu henter jeg Håkon; o Gud, Gud! nu skal der da endelig komme lys og fred over ætten! 

(Går ud til højre.)
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(efter en kort og mørk taushed). 
 Håkon har en søn. Hans æt skal leve efter ham. Dør han, så er der et kongs-emne, som står tronen nærmere end alle andre. Alt trives for Håkon. Kanhænde han er den urette; men hans tro på sig selv står fast som før; bispen vilde rygget den, men fik ikke tid for døden, ikke lov for Gud. Gud skærmer Håkon, han fik beholde styrkebeltet. Nu at sige ham det? Nu at sværge på bispens udsagn? Hvad vilde det nytte? Ingen vilde tro mig, hverken Håkon eller de andre. Bispen vilde han troet i dødstimen; tvivlen vilde have forgiftet ham; men det måtte ikke ske. Og så uryggelig som trygheden sidder hos Håkon, så uryggelig sidder tvivlen hos mig; hvilket menneske på jorden kan luge den væk? Ingen, ingen. Jernbyrd er båren, Gud har talt, og endda kan Håkon være den urette, mens jeg forspilder mit liv. (Sætter sig grublende ned ved et bord på højre side.)
 

Og om jeg nu vandt land og rige, vilde så ikke tvivlen sidde der ligefuldt og gnage og tære og hule mig ud med sine evige isdryp? – Jo, jo; men det er bedre at sidde deroppe på kongssædet og tvivle på sig selv, end at stå nede i flokken og tvivle pa ham, som sidder deroppe. – Det må ende mellem mig og Håkon! Ende? Men hvorledes? (rejser sig.) Almægtige, du, som har stelt det slig for mig, du må tage skylden for det, som følger efter! (går frem og tilbage, standser og tænker efter.) Det gælder at bryde alle broer af, beholde én igen, og sejre eller falde der, – sagde bispen ved kongsbrylluppet i Bergen; det er nu på tredje året siden, og i al den tid har jeg spildt og splittet mine kræfter ved at værge for alle broerne. – (raskt.) Nu må jeg følge bispens råd; nu eller aldrig! Vi er begge her i Oslo; jeg er mandstærkere end Håkon dennegang; hvorfor da ikke nytte overtaget, – det er så sjelden på min side. (vaklende.) Men nu inat – straks –? Nej, nej! Ikke inat! – Ha, ha, ha, – der er det igen, overlægget – ustøheden! Håkon kender ikke til sligt; han går bent frem, han, og så sejrer han! (Gør nogle skridt bortover gulvet og standser pludselig ved vuggen.)
 

Kongsbarnet! – Hvor fager en pande. Han drømmer. (Breder teppet bedre over og ser længe på barnet.) En slig, som du, kan berge meget i en mands sjæl. Jeg har ingen søn. (Bøjer sig ned over vuggen.) Han ligner Håkon. – (Viger med engang tilbage.) Kongsbarnet, sagde dronningen! Bøj dig dybt og hils ham, som konger skal hilses! Dør Håkon før jeg, så løftes dette barn på kongsstolen; og jeg – jeg skal stå nedenfor og bøje mig dybt og hilse ham som konge! (i stigende oprør.) Dette barn, Håkons søn, skal sidde deroppe på det sæde, som jeg, kanhænde, er nærmere til, – og jeg skal stå for hans fodskammel, med hvide hår, krøget af ælde, se al min livsgerning ligge ugjort, – dø uden at have været konge! – Jeg er mandstærkere end Håkon, – der blæser en storm ikveld, vinden står udefter fjorden –! Om jeg tog kongsbarnet? Trønderne kan jeg lide på. – Hvad turde vel Håkon vove, når hans barn var i min magt! Mine mænd vil følge mig, vil slå for mig og sejre. Jeg får lønne dem kongeligt, så gør de det. – Lad ske! Skridtet ud; sluget over for første gang! – Kunde jeg se, om du har Sverres øjne – eller Håkon Sverressøns –! Han sover. Jeg kan ikke se det. (Ophold.) Søvn er værn. Sov med fred, du lille kongs-emne! (Går over til bordet.) Håkon skal dømme; engang til vil jeg tale med ham.
 

MARGRETE 

(kommer med kongen fra stuen på højre side). 
 Bispen død! O, tro mig, al ufred dør med ham.
 

HÅKON. 
 Gå tilsengs, Margrete; du kan være træt efter rejsen.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ja, ja! (til hertugen:) Fader, vær mild og føjelig, – Håkon har lovet at være det! Tusende godnat, beggeto! 

(Giver et vink i døren til venstre og går; et par piger flytter vuggen ind.)
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Kong Håkon, vi må ikke skilles som uvenner dennegang. Alt ondt vil følge på; der vil komme en rædselens tid over landet.
 

HÅKON. 
 Det har landet været vant til gennem slægter nu; men I ser, Gud er med mig; hver fiende falder, som står mig imod. Der gives ikke Bagler, ikke Slittunger, ikke Ribbunger mere; Jon Jarl er dræbt, Guthorm Ingessøn er død, Sigurd Ribbung ligeså, – alle krav, som kom frem på rigsmødet i Bergen, har vist sig magtesløse, – hvem skulde så rædselens tid komme fra nu?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Håkon, jeg er ræd, den kunde komme fra mig!
 

HÅKON. 
 Da jeg blev konge, gav jeg eder tredjedelen af riget –
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 I beholdt selv to tredjedele!
 

HÅKON. 
 Altid tørstede I efter mere; jeg øgede eders del; nu sidder I inde med det halve rige.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Der mangler ti skibreder.
 

HÅKON. 
 Jeg gjorde eder til hertug; det har ingen mand været i Norge før!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Men I er konge! Der må ingen konge være over mig! Jeg er ikke skabt til at tjene eder; jeg må styre og råde selv!
 

HÅKON 

(ser et øjeblik på ham og siger koldt): 
 Himlen skærme eders forstand, herre. Godnat! 

(vil gå.)
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(træder ivejen for ham). 
 I slipper ikke fra mig på slig vis! Vogt jer, eller jeg siger mig løs fra eder; I kan ikke blive ved at være min overherre længer; vi to må dele!
 

HÅKON. 
 Det vover I at sige mig!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Jeg er kommen mandstærkere til Oslo end I, Håkon Håkonssøn.
 

HÅKON. 
 Kanhænde det er eders agt –
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Hør mig! Husk bispens ord! Lad os dele; giv mig de ti skibreder til; lad mig tage min del som frit kongedømme, uden skat og udredsler til jer. Norge har været delt i to riger før; – vi vil holde usvigelig sammen –
 

HÅKON. 
 Hertug, I må være sjælesyg, at I kan kræve sligt!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Ja, jeg er sjælesyg, og der er ingen helsebod for mig på anden vej. Vi to må være ligemænd; der må ingen være over mig!
 

HÅKON. 
 Hver træløs holme er en sten i den bygning, som Harald Hårfager og den hellige kong Olaf rejste; og I vil, at jeg skal bryde fra hinanden, hvad de har føjet sammen? Aldrig!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Nu, så lad os skiftes til om magten; lad os råde tre år hver! I har rådet længe; nu er min tid kommen. Drag af landet i tre år; – jeg vil være konge imens; jeg vil jævne vejen for jer til I vender hjem, styre og lede alt til det bedste; – det tærer og sløver at sidde stadig på vagt. Håkon, hører I, – tre år hver; lad os byttes til om kronen!
 

HÅKON. 
 Tror I, at min krone vil passe om eders tindinger?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Ingen krone er for vid for mig!
 

HÅKON. 
 Der skal Guds ret og Guds kald til at bære kronen.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Og I tror så visst, at I har Guds ret?
 

HÅKON. 
 Det har jeg Guds dom for.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Stol ikke så trygt på den. Havde bispen fået tale, – dog, nu vilde det være forgæves; I vilde ikke tro mig. Ja visselig har I mægtige forbundsfæller deroppe; men jeg trodser alligevel! – I vil ikke skiftes til om kongsmagten? Ja, ja – så får vi vælge den sidste udvej; – Håkon, lad os to kæmpe mod hinanden, mand mod mand, med tunge våben, på liv og død!
 

HÅKON. 
 Taler I alvor, herre?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Jeg taler for min livsgerning og for min sjæls frelse!
 

HÅKON. 
 Da er der lidet håb om frelse for eders sjæl.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 I vil ikke kæmpe med mig? I skal, I skal!
 

HÅKON. 
 Forblindede mand! Jeg kan ikke andet end ynke eder. I tror det er herrens kald, som driver eder op på kongssædet, I ser ikke, at det kun er hovmod. Hvad er det, som lokker jer! Kongsringen, kåben med purpurbræm, retten til at sidde bænket tre trin over gulvet; – usselt, usselt, – var det at være konge, da kastede jeg kongedømmet i eders hat, som jeg kaster en skærv til en tigger.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 I har kendt mig fra I var barn, og dømmer mig slig!
 

HÅKON. 
 I har alle sindets ypperlige gaver, kløgt og mod, I er skabt til at stå kongen nærmest, men ikke til at være konge selv.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Det vil vi prøve nu!
 

HÅKON. 
 Nævn mig et eneste kongsværk, I har øvet, i alle de år I styrede riget for mig! Var Baglerne eller Ribbungerne nogentid mægtigere end da? I var den modne mand, men landet hærgedes af oprørske flokke; – fik I bugt med en eneste? Jeg var ung og uerfaren, da jeg tog rigsstyret, – se på mig – alt faldt tilfode, da jeg blev konge; der er ingen Bagler, ingen Ribbunger mere!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Det skulde I mindst prale med; thi der er faren størst. Flok må stå mod flok, krav mod krav, landsdel mod landsdel, hvis kongen skal være den mægtige. Hver bygd, hver æt, må enten trænge til ham eller frygte ham. Rydder I al ufred ud, så har I med det samme taget magten fra eder selv.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og I vil være konge, – I, som dømmer slig? I kunde blevet en dugelig høvding på Erling Skakkes tider; men tiden er vokset fra jer og I skønner den ikke. Ser I da ikke, at Norges rige, således som Harald og Olaf rejste det, kun er at ligne med en kirke, som ikke har fået vigselen endnu? Væggene højner sig med stærke støtter, loftshvælven spænder sig vidt over, spiret peger opad, lig gran i skogen; men livet, det bankende hjerte, den friske blodflom går ikke gennem værket; Guds levende ånde er ikke indblæst det; det har ikke fået vigselen. – Jeg vil bringe vigselen! Norge var et rige, det skal blive et folk. Trønder stod mod Vikværing, Agdeværing mod Hørdalænding, Hålogalænding mod Sogndøl; alle skal være ét herefter, og alle skal vide med sig selv og skønne at de er ét! Det er hvervet, som Gud har lagt på mine skuldre; det er gerningen, som skal gøres af Norges konge nu. Den gerning, hertug, den tænker jeg I lader ligge, thi sandelig, I årker den ikke!
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(slagen). 
 Samle –? Samle til ét Trønder og Vikværing, – alt Norge –? (vantro.) Det er ugørligt! Sligt melder aldrig Norges saga om før!
 

HÅKON. 
 For eder er det ugørligt; thi I kan kun gøre den gamle saga om igen; men for mig er det let, som det er let for falken at kløve skyerne.
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(i urolig bevægelse). 
 Samle alt folket, – vække det, så det kender sig at være ét! Hvor har I slig sælsom tanke fra? Den isner og ildner mig. (udbrydende:) I har den fra djævelen, Håkon; den skal aldrig sættes i værk, sålænge jeg har kræfter til at spænde stålhuen på mit hoved!
 

HÅKON. 
 Jeg har tanken fra Gud og slipper den ikke, sålænge jeg bærer hellig Olafs kongsring om panden!
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Så får hellig Olafs kongsring falde!
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvem vil volde det?
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Jeg, om ingen anden.
 

HÅKON. 
 I, Skule, I bliver uskadelig på thinget imorgen.
 

HERTUG SKULE. 
 Håkon! Frist ikke Gud! Driv mig ikke ud på den yderste rand af stupet!
 

HÅKON 

(peger mod døren). 
 Gå, herre, – og lad det være glemt, at vi har talt med hvasse tunger ikveld.
 

HERTUG SKULE 

(ser et øjeblik stift på ham og siger): 
 Vi kommer til at tale med hvassere tunger næste gang. 

(går ud i baggrunden.)
 

HÅKON 

(efter et kort ophold): 
 Han truer! – Nej, nej; så vidt vil det ikke komme. Han må, han skal føje sig og falde mig tilfode; jeg trænger denne stærke arm, dette snilde hoved. – Når der findes mod og kløgt og styrke i dette land, så er det evner, som Gud har givet mændene til brug for mig; – det er for at tjene mig, at hertug Skule fik alle gode gaver; at trodse mig er at trodse himlen; det er min pligt at straffe hver den, som sætter sig op mod himlens vilje, – thi himlen har gjort så meget for mig.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(kommer fra baggrunden). 
 Herre, vær vagtsom inat; hertugen har visselig ondt isinde.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Hvad han pønser på, véd jeg ikke; men at der er noget igære, er sikkert nok.
 

HÅKON. 
 Skulde han tænke på at overfalde os? Umuligt. umuligt!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Nej, det er noget andet. Hans skibe ligger klare til at sejle; der skal holdes thing ombord.
 

HÅKON. 
 Du tager fejl –! Gå, Dagfinn, og bring mig sikkert bud.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ja, ja; I kan lide på mig. 

(går.)
 

HÅKON. 
 Nej, – det vilde være utænkeligt! Hertugen tør ikke rejse sig imod mig. Gud giver ham ikke lov til det, – Gud, som har gjort det så vidunderlig godt for mig hidtil. Nu må jeg have fred, nu skal jeg jo til at begynde! – Jeg har virket så lidet endnu; men jeg hører Herrens usvigelige røst råbe i mig: du skal fremme et stort kongsværk i Norge.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(kommer fra baggrunden). 
 Min herre og konge!
 

HÅKON. 
 Gregorius Jonssøn! Kommer I hid?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Jeg byder mig frem som eders håndgangne mand; så langt har jeg fulgt hertugen; nu tør jeg ikke følge ham længer,
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad er der hændt?
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Det, som ingen mand vil tro, når rygtet bærer det ud over landet.
 

HÅKON. 
 Tal, tal!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Jeg ræddes for at høre lyden af mine egne ord; – vid da – 

(griber ham om armen og hvisker.)
 

HÅKON 

(farer tilbage med et skrig). 
 Ha, I er fra sans og samling!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Gud give jeg var det.
 

HÅKON. 
 Uhørt! det kan ikke være så!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Ved Kristi dyre blod, det er så!
 

HÅKON. 
 Gå, gå; lad blæse til hirdstævne; alle mine mænd skal samles. 

(Gregorius Jonssøn går.)
 

HÅKON 

(går nogle gange frem og tilbage, derpå nærmer han sig rask døren til Margretes kammer, banker på, vedbliver et par gange at gå op og ned, går atter til døren, banker og råber): 
 Margrete! 

(vedbliver at gå frem og tilbage.)
 

MARGRETE 

(i døren, natklædt, med udslået hår; om skuldrene har hun en rød snørekåbe, som hun holder tæt sammen over brystet). 
 Håkon! Er det dig?
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, ja; du må komme herud.
 

MARGRETE. 
 O, men så må du ikke se på mig; jeg var alt gået tilsengs.
 

HÅKON. 
 Andet har jeg nu at tænke på.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Hvad er der hændt?
 

HÅKON. 
 Giv mig et godt råd! Nys bragtes mig den værste af alle tidender.
 

MARGRETE 

(angst). 
 Hvilken tidende, Håkon?
 

HÅKON. 
 At der er to konger i Norge nu.
 

MARGRETE. 
 To konger i Norge! – Håkon, hvor er min fader?
 

HÅKON. 
 Han tog kongsnavn ombord; nu sejler han til Nidaros for at lade sig krone.
 

MARGRETE. 
 O, Gud, du almægtigste –! 

(synker ned på bænken, bedækker ansigtet med sine hænder og græder.)
 

HÅKON. 
 To konger i landet!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Min husbond den ene, – og min fader den anden!
 

HÅKON 

(går uroligt frem og tilbage). 
 Giv mig et godt råd, Margrete! Skulde jeg gå over Oplandene, komme først til Trøndelagen og hindre kroningen? Nej, ugørligt; jeg har for ringe stridsmagt samlet; der nordpå er han mægtigere end jeg. – Giv mig råd; hvorledes skal jeg få hertugen dræbt, før han kommer til Nidaros?
 

MARGRETE 

(bønligt, med foldede hænder). 
 Håkon, Håkon!
 

HÅKON. 
 Kan du ikke finde på et kløgtigt råd til at få hertugen dræbt, siger jeg!
 

MARGRETE 

(synker i smerte ned fra bænken og ligger knælende). 
 O, glemmer du da så rent, at han er min fader!
 

HÅKON. 
 Din fader –; ja, ja, det er sandt; det glemte jeg. (løfter hende op.) Sæt dig, Margrete; du får være trøstig; græd ikke; du har jo ingen skyld i dette. (går over mod vinduet.) Hertug Skule bliver mig værre end alle andre fiender! – Gud, Gud, – hvorfor slår du mig så hårdt, mig, som intet har forbrudt! (det banker i baggrunden; han farer sammen, lytter og råber:) Hvem banker derude så sent på kvelden?
 

INGAS STEMME 

(udenfor). 
 En som fryser, Håkon!
 

HÅKON 

(med et skrig). 
 Min moder!
 

MARGRETE 

(springer op). 
 Inga!
 

HÅKON 

(iler til døren og lukker op; Inga sidder på dørtrinet). 
 Min moder! Siddende som en hund udenfor sin søns dør! Og jeg spørger, hvi Gud slår mig!
 

INGA 

(strækker armene mod ham). 
 Håkon, mit barn! Velsignelse over dig!
 

HÅKON 

(løfter hende op). 
 Kom – kom herind; her er lyst og varmt!
 

INGA. 
 Må jeg komme ind til dig?
 

HÅKON. 
 Vi skal aldrig skilles mere.
 

INGA. 
 Min søn – min konge, – o, hvor du er god og kærlig! Jeg stod i en krog og så dig, da du gik fra bispegården; du så så sorgfuld ud; jeg kunde ikke skilles fra dig på slig vis!
 

HÅKON. 
 Gud være takket for det. Du var visselig den bedste, som kunde komme nu! Margrete, – min moder, – jeg har syndet svarligen; jeg har stængt mit hjerte for eder to, som er så rige på kærlighed.
 

MARGRETE 

(kaster sig om hans hals). 
 O, Håkon, min elskede husbond; står jeg dig da nu nær?
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, ja; det gør du; ikke for at give mig kloge råd, men for at lyse og skinne på min vej. Lad komme hvad der vil, jeg kender Herrens styrke i mig!
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(kommer ilsomt fra baggrunden). 
 Herre, herre! Nu er det værste hændt!
 

HÅKON 

(smiler tillidsfuldt, idet han trykker Margrete og Inga tæt op til sig). 
 Jeg véd det; men det har ingen nød, gamle Dagfinn! Er der end to konger i Norge, så er der kun én i himlen, – og han grejder det nok!
 

Teppet faller.
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Stor hal i Oslo kongsgård. Kong Skule holder gilde med sin hird og sine høvdinger. I forgrunden til venstre står højsædet, hvor Skule sidder rigt klædt, med purpurkåbe og kongsring om hovedet. Natverdsbordet, hvorom gæsterne er bænkede, strækker sig fra højsædet op mod baggrunden. Ligeover for Skule sidder Pål Flida og Bård Bratte. Endel ringere gæster beværtes stående over på højre side. Det er sen aften; hallen er stærkt oplyst. Gildet lider mod slutten; mændene er meget lystige og tildels drukne; de drikker hverandre til, ler og taler i munden på hverandre.)
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(rejser sig og slår til lyd). 
 Stille i hallen; Jatgejr skald vil sige sit kvad til ære for kong Skule.
 

JATGEJR 

(står frem midt på gulvet). 
 Hertug Skule blæste til Ørething 
 under messen i Nidaros by; 
 hertug Skule tog kongsnavn, mens klokkerne ringed, 
 og sværdslag på skjold gav gny. 


 Kong Skule skred over Dovreskard 
 med tusende svende på ski; 
 Gudbrandsdølerne græd for grid 
 og købte med sølv sig fri. 


 Kong Skule sørover Mjøsen foer, – 
 Oplændingen svor og snærred; 
 kong Skule foer gennem Raumarike 
 til Låka i Nannestad herred. 


 Det var den hellige faste-uge; 
 Birkebejnerhæren kom; 
 Knut jarl var høvding, – sværdene talte 
 og fældte i kongstrætten dom. 


 Det siges forvisst: siden Sverres dage 
 stod aldrig så hed en strid; 
 blommet, som blodige kæmpers lagen, 
 blev vidden, der før var hvid. 


 De satte på sprang, de Birkebejner, – 
 slang fra sig både biler og skjolde; 
 mange hundrede satte dog ikke på sprang, 
 for de lå og var isende kolde. – 


 Ingen véd, hvor kong Håkon færdes; – 
 kong Skule har byer og borge. 
 Hil dig, herre! Længe sidde du stor, 
 som konge for hele Norge!
 

SKULES MÆND 

(springer op under stormende jubel, løfter krusene og bægrene ivejret, slår på sine våben og gentager): 
 Hil dig, herre! Længe sidde du stor, 
 som konge for hele Norge!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tak for kvadet, Jatgejr skald! Det er, som jeg bedst liker det; thi det priser mine mænd ligeså fuldt som mig selv.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det er kongens ære, at hans mænd kan prises.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tag som skaldeløn denne armring, bliv hos mig og gå mig tilhånde; jeg vil have mange skalde om mig.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det kan trænges, herre, ifald der skal gøres kvad om alle eders gerninger.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg vil være trefold gavmildere end Håkon; skaldskab skal agtes og lønnes som andet storværk, sålænge jeg er konge. Tag sæde; du hører nu til hirden; alt, hvad du trænger, skal frit gives dig.
 

JATGEJR 

(sætter sig). 
 Hvad jeg mest trænger, vil det snart skorte eder højlig på, herre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvilket?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Kongsfiender, hvis flugt og fald jeg kan kvæde om.
 

MANGE BLANDT MÆNDENE 

(under latter og bifald). 
 Vel talt, Islænding!
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(til Jatgejr). 
 Kvadet var godt; men lidt løgn skal der jo være i hvert skaldeværk, og så var det da også i dit.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Løgn, herre stallare?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ja; du siger, at ingen véd, hvor kong Håkon færdes; det er ikke så; der meldes for visst, at Håkon er i Nidaros.
 

KONG SKULE 

(smilende). 
 Ja, han har ladet kongsbarnet hylde og givet det kongsnavn.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det har jeg hørt; men jeg vidste ikke, at nogen mand kunde give bort, hvad han ikke selv ejer.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det falder lettest at give, hvad en ikke selv ejer.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Men hårdt må det være, at fare midtvinters fra Bergen til Nidaros, når en skal tigge sig frem.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det går i ring med Birkebejnerne; de begyndte med sult og frost; nu ender de på samme vis.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 I Bergen går det rygte, at Håkon har forsaget kirken og alt det, som helligt er; han lydde ikke messe nytårsdag.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Han havde lovligt forfald, Pål; han stod hele dagen og hug sine sølvkar og sølvdiske istykker, – andet havde han ikke at lønne hirden med. 

(Latter og højrøstet tale mellem gæsterne.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(løfter sit krus). 
 Nu drikker jeg dig til. Bård Bratte, og takker dig og alle mine nye mænd. I stred mandeligt for mig ved Låka, og har stor del i sejren.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Det var første gang jeg stred under eder, herre; men jeg skønte snart, det var let at sejre, når slig høvding, som I, rider fremst i fylkingen. Men det var ilde, at vi slog så mange og jog dem så langt; nu vil der gå en hel tid, før de vover sig imod os igen, er jeg ræd for.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Vent til våren kommer, så møder vi dem nok. Nu sidder Knut jarl med dem, som frelstes, nede på berget ved Tunsberg, og Arnbjørn Jonssøn samler folk øster i Viken; når de tror sig mandstærke nok, lader de vel høre fra sig.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Det vover de ikke, efter det store mandefald ved Låka.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så lokker vi dem ud med list.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja, ja, – gør det, herre!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 List har I god råd på, kong Skule. Eders fiender véd aldrig af det, før I er over dem, og altid er I der, hvor en mindst skulde vente det.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Derfor er det, at Birkebejnerne kalder os Vårbælger.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Andre siger Vargbælger; men det sværger jeg nu, at når vi næste gang mødes, skal Birkebejnerne sande, hvor svært det er, at krænge bælgen af slige varger.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Med deres gode vilje mødes vi ikke; – det blir en jagt hele landet rundt.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det skal det også. Først renser vi Viken, og lægger landet under os her øster, så samler vi skibe, går rundt næsset og hele leden opover til Nidaros.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Og når I på slig vis kommer til Nidaros, tænker jeg ikke korsbrødrene nægter jer, at flytte hellig Olafs skrin ud på thingvolden, som de gjorde i høst, da I blev hyldet.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Skrinet skal ud; jeg vil bære mit kongsnavn lovligt i alle måder.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Og jeg lover jer, at kvæde et stort drapa, når I får dræbt den sovende mand! 

(Udbrud af latter mellem mændene.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Den sovende mand?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Véd I ikke, herre, at kong Håkon kaldes „Håkon søvn”, fordi han sidder ligesom lamslået, siden I fik magten.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Han ligger med lukkede øjne, siges der. Han drømmer vel, at han er konge endnu.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Lad ham drømme; han skal aldrig drømme sig til kongedømmet.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Lad hans søvn blive lang og uden drømme, så får jeg stof til et kvad.
 

MÆNDENE. 
 Ja, ja, gør som skalden siger!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Når så mange gode mænd råder ens, må rådet være godt; dog, om den sag vil vi ikke tale nu. Men et løfte vil jeg gøre; – hver af mine mænd skal tage våben og klæder, guld og sølv, som arv og eje efter den fiende, han fælder; og hver mand skal tage den værdighed, som han lægger ned. Den, som dræber en lendermand, skal selv blive lendermand; den, som dræber en sysselmand, skal gives syssel efter den dræbte; og alle de, som sidder inde med slige værdigheder og embeder før, skal lønnes på anden kongelig vis.
 

MÆNDENE 

(springer op i vild glæde). 
 Hil, hil kong Skule! Før os mod Birkebejnerne!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Nu er I sikker på sejren i alle slag!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Jeg vil have Dagfinn Bonde for mig; han ejer et godt sværd, som jeg længe har ønsket.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Jeg vil have Bård Torstejnssøns brynje; den bergede hans liv ved Låka, for den står mod hug og stik.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Nej, lad mig få den; den passer mig bedre; du skal få fem mærker guld i bytte.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Hvor vil du tage fem mærker guld fra, skald?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg vil tage dem fra Gregorius Jonssøn, når vi kommer nordpå.
 

MÆNDENE 

(i munden på hverandre): 
 Og jeg vil have – jeg vil have – 

(resten bliver utydeligt i larmen.)
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Afsted, hver til sit herberge; kom ihug, at I er i kongens hal.
 

MÆNDENE. 
 Ja, ja, – hil kongen, hil kong Skule!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tilsengs nu, I gode mænd! Vi har siddet længe ved drikkebordet inat.
 

EN HIRDMAND 

(idet flokken holder på at gå). 
 Imorgen trækker vi lod om Birkebejnernes gods.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Lad heller tilfældet råde!
 

NOGLE. 
 Nej, nej!
 

ANDRE. 
 Jo, jo!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Nu slås Vargbælgerne om bjørnefellen.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Og bagefter fælder de bjørnen. 

(Alle går ud i baggrunden.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(venter til mændene er borte; spændingen i hans træk slappes, han synker ned på en af bænkene). 
 Hvor jeg er træt, dødsens træt. Dag ud og dag ind at stå midt i denne sværm, se smilende fremad, som om jeg var så uryggelig viss på retten og sejren og lykken. Ikke have et menneske, jeg kan tale med om det, der gnager mig så sårt. (Rejser sig med et udtryk af skræk.) Og så slaget ved Låka! At jeg sejrede der! Håkon sendte sin hær mod mig; Gud skulde skifte og dele mellem de to konger, – og jeg sejrede, sejrede, som aldrig nogen har sejret over Birkebejnerne før! Skjoldene stod fast i sneen, men der var ingen bagved dem; – Birkebejnerne satte tilskogs, over vidder og moer og bakker, sålangt benene vilde bære dem. Det utrolige skede; Håkon tabte og jeg vandt. Der er en lønlig rædsel i den sejr. Du store himmelens Gud, der er altså ingen sikker lov deroppe, som alt skal gå efter? Der ligger ingen sejrende magt i det, at have ret? (vildt afbrydende.) Jeg er syg, jeg er syg! – Hvorfor skulde ikke retten være på min side? Er det ikke ligesom Gud selv vilde gøre mig viss på det, siden han lod mig sejre? (grublende.)
 

Muligheden er lige; – ikke en fjær mere på den ene side, end på den anden, og dog – (ryster på hovedet.) dog tynger vægten for Håkon. Jeg har had og hede ønsker at kaste i min skål, og dog tynger vægten for Håkon. Kommer tanken om kongsretten uforvarende over mig, da er det altid ham, aldrig mig, som er den sande konge. Skal jeg se mig selv som den rette, da må det gøres med kunst, jeg må rejse en sindrig bygning, et værk af kløgt; jeg må jage mindelser fra mig, og tage troen med magt. Slig var det aldrig før. Hvad er der da hændt, som har gjort mig så tvivlende siden? At bispen brændte brevet? Nej, – derved blev uvissheden evig; men den blev ikke større. Har da Håkon gjort nogen stor kongelig gerning på den sidste tid? Nej, sine største gerninger øvede han, da jeg mindst troede på ham. (sætter sig ned på højre side.) Hvad er det? Ha, det er sælsomt; det kommer og svinder som et blålys; det danser mig på tungespidsen, ligesom når en har mistet et ord og ikke kan finde det igen. (springer op.) Ha! Nu har jeg det! Nej –! Jo, jo! nu har jeg det! – „Norge var et rige; det skal blive et folk; alle skal blive ét, og alle skal vide med sig selv, at de er ét!” Siden Håkon talte disse galmandsord, står han stadigt for mig som den rette konge. – (Ser angst frem for sig og hvisker:) Om der glimtede et Guds kald i disse sælsomme ord? Om Gud havde siddet inde med tanken til nu, og vil strø den ud – og har kåret Håkon til såmand?
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(kommer ind fra baggrunden). 
 Herre konge, jeg har nyt at melde.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Nyt?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 En mand, som kommer nedenfra fjorden, fortæller, at Birkebejnerne i Tunsberg har sat sine skibe på vandet, og at der har stævnet mange mænd sammen til byen i de sidste dage.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Godt, vi vil møde dem – imorgen, eller så.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Herre, det kunde hænde, Birkebejnerne tænkte på at møde os først.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det har de ikke skibe nok til, og ikke mandskab heller.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Men Arnbjørn Jonssøn samler både mandskab og skibe rundt om i Viken.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Desbedre; så slår vi dem allesammen, ligesom ved Låka.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Herre, det går ikke så let, at slå Birkebejnerne to gange itræk.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og hvorfor ikke det?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Fordi Norges saga ikke melder, at sligt er hændt før i tiden. – Skal jeg ikke skikke spejdere ud til Hovedø?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det trænges ikke; det er mørk nat, og skodde til.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ja, ja, kongen skønner det bedst; men kom ihug, herre, at alle er jer imod her i Viken. Bymændene i Oslo hader jer, og kommer Birkebejnerne, så gør de fælles sag med dem.
 

KONG SKULE 

(med liv). 
 Pål Flida, skulde det ikke være tænkeligt, at jeg kunde få Vikværingerne på min side?
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(ser forundret på ham og ryster på hovedet). 
 Nej, herre, det er ikke tænkeligt.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og hvorfor ikke?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Nej, for I har jo Trønderne på eders side.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Både Trøndere og Vikværinger vil jeg have!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Nej, herre, det er ikke gørligt.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ikke tænkeligt; ikke gørligt! Og hvorfor – hvorfor ikke?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Fordi Vikværingen er Vikværing og Trønderen Trønder, og fordi sagaen ikke melder om andet, og fordi det altid har været slig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, ja, – du har ret. Gå.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Og jeg skal ingen spejdere sende?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Vent til daggry. (Pål Flida går.) Norges saga melder ikke om sligt; det har aldrig været så før. Pål Flida svarer mig, som jeg svarede Håkon. Er der da trappetrin både over og under? Højner Håkon sig ligeså højt over mig, som jeg højner mig over Pål Flida? Skulde Håkon have fået syn for de ufødte tanker, og ikke jeg? Hvem var jevnhøj med Harald Hårfager, den tid der sad en konge på hvert næss, og han sagde: nu får de falde, herefter skal der kun være én. Han kastede den gamle saga overende, skabte en ny saga. (Ophold; han går grundende frem og tilbage; derpå standser han.) Kan en mand tage Guds kaldelse fra en anden, således som han kan tage våben og guld fra sin fældte fiende? Kan et kongsemne tage kongsgerningen på sig, således som han kan tage kongskåben på? Egen, som fældes til skibstømmer, kan den sige: jeg vil være masten i skibet, jeg vil tage furuens gerning, pege rank og skinnende opad, bære gylden fløj på toppen, slå med hvide, bugnende sejl i solskinnet og synes for folket langt, langt borte? – Nej, nej, du tunge, knudrede egestamme, din plads er under kølen; der skal du ligge og gøre nytte, stilt og usét af hvert øje oppe i dagen; – dig er det, som skal hindre skibet fra at kantre i uvejret; masten med guldfløj og med bugnende sejl skal føre det frem mod det nye, mod det ukendte, mod de fremmede strande og mod den vordende saga! (heftigt.) Siden Håkon talte sin store kongstanke ud, ser jeg ingen anden tanke i verden, end den ene. Kan jeg ikke tage den og gøre den til sandhed, så øjner jeg ingen tanke at stride for. (tankefuld.) Og kan jeg det da ikke? Hvis jeg ikke kunde, hvorfor elsker jeg da Håkons tanke?
 

JATGEJR 

(kommer ind fra baggrunden). 
 Tilgiv, herre konge, at jeg kommer –
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Godt at du kommer, skald!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg hørte bymændene tale gådefuldt i herberget om at –
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Vent med det. Sig mig, skald; du, som har faret vidt om i fremmede lande, har du nogentid set en kvinde elske et fremmed barn? Ikke blot have det kær, – det mener jeg ikke; men elske det, elske det med sin sjæls hedeste kærlighed?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det gør kun de kvinder, som ikke har egne børn at elske.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Kun de kvinder –?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Og helst de kvinder, som er ufrugtbare.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Helst de ufrugtbare –? De elsker de andres børn med al sin hedeste kærlighed?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det hænder ofte.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og hænder det ikke også stundom, at slig ufrugtbar kvinde dræber en andens barn, fordi hun selv intet har?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Å jo; men hun gør ikke klogt i det.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Klogt?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Nej, thi hun giver sorgens gave til den, hvis barn hun dræber.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tror du, at sorgens gave er så meget god?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Ja, herre.
 

KONG SKULE 

(ser visst på ham). 
 Der er ligesom to mænd i dig, Islænding. Sidder du mellem hirden i lystigt lag, så drager du kappe og kofte over hver din tanke; er en ene med dig, ligner du stundom dem, en får lyst til at vælge sin ven iblandt. Hvoraf kommer det?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Når I går til svømning i elven, herre, så klæder I eder ikke af, hvor kirkealmuen må forbi; men I søger jer et lønligt skjul.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Forstår sig.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg har sjælens blygsel; derfor klæder jeg mig ikke af, når der er så mange i hallen.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hm. (Kort ophold.) Sig mig, Jatgejr, hvorledes gik det til, at du blev skald? Hvem lærte du skaldskabet af?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Skaldskab læres ikke, herre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Læres det ikke? Hvorledes gik det da til?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg fik sorgens gave og så var jeg skald.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så det er sorgens gave, som skalden trænger?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg trængte sorgen; der kan være andre, som trænger troen eller glæden – eller tvivlen –
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tvivlen også?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Ja; men da må den tvivlende være stærk og frisk.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og hvem kalder du en ufrisk tvivler.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Den, som tvivler på sin egen tvivl.
 

KONG SKULE 

(langsomt). 
 Det tykkes mig at være døden.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det er værre; det er tusmørket.
 

KONG SKULE 

(raskt, idet han ligesom ryster tankerne af sig). 
 Hvor er mine våben! Jeg vil stride og handle, – ikke tænke. Hvad var det, du vilde melde mig, da du kom?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg vilde melde, hvad jeg mærkede i herberget. Bymændene taler lønligt sig imellem; de ler hånligt og spørger, om vi véd så visst, at kong Håkon er vesterpå; der er noget de glæder sig over.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 De er Vikværinger, og Vikværingerne er mig imod.
 

JATGEJR. 
 De spotter over, at kong Olafs helgenskrin ikke kunde flyttes ud på thingvolden, da I blev hyldet; de siger, det er et ondt varsel.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Næstegang jeg kommer til Nidaros skal skrinet ud; det skal stå under åben himmel, om jeg så skal rive Olafskirken i grus og vide thingvolden ud over den tomt, den stod på!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Stærk gerning er det; men jeg skal digte et kvad derom, ligeså stærkt som gerningen.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Sidder du inde med mange udigtede kvad, Jatgejr?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Nej, men med mange ufødte; de undfanges et efter et, får liv og så fødes de.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og hvis jeg, som er konge og har magten, hvis jeg lod dig dræbe, vilde så hver en ufødt skaldetanke, du bærer på, dø med dig?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Herre, det er en stor synd at dræbe en fager tanke.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg spørger ikke om det er synd; men jeg spørger om det er gørligt!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jeg véd ikke.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Har du aldrig havt en anden skald til ven, og har han aldrig skildret for dig et stort og herligt kvad, som han vilde digte?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Jo, herre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ønskede du så ikke, at du kunde dræbe ham, for at tage hans tanke og digte kvadet selv?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Herre, jeg er ikke ufrugtbar; jeg har egne børn; jeg trænger ikke til at elske andres. 

(Går.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(efter et ophold). 
 Islændingen er visselig skald. Han taler Guds dybeste sandhed og véd det ikke. – Jeg er som en ufrugtbar kvinde. Derfor elsker jeg Håkons kongelige tankebarn, elsker det med min sjæls hedeste kærlighed. O, kunde jeg også knæsætte det! Det vilde dø i mine hænder. Hvad er bedst, enten at det dør i mine hænder, eller at det vokser sig stort i hans? Får jeg fred i sjælen, hvis det sker? Kan jeg forsage? Kan jeg se på, at Håkon sætter sig sligt eftermæle! – Hvor det er dødt og tomt indeni mig, – og rundt om. Ingen ven –; Islændingen! (går til døren og råber ud:) Er skalden gået fra kongsgården?
 

EN HIRDMAND 

(udenfor). 
 Nej, herre, han står i forhallen og taler med vagten.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så sig, han skal komme ind! (går nedover til bordet; om lidt kommer Jatgejr.) Jeg kan ikke sove, Jatgejr; det er alle de store kongelige tanker, som holder mig vågen, ser du.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Det er med kongens tanker som med skaldens, kan jeg skønne. De flyve højest og vokser bedst, når der er stilhed og nat omkring.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Er det så med skaldens også?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Ja, herre; intet kvad fødes ved dagslys; det kan tegnes ned i solskin; men det digter sig en stille nattetime.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvem gav dig sorgens gave, Jatgejr?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Den, jeg elskede.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hun døde da?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Nej, hun sveg mig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og så blev du skald?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Ja, så blev jeg skald.
 

KONG SKULE 

(griber ham om armen). 
 Hvad gave trænger jeg for at blive konge?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Ikke tvivlens; thi da spurgte I ikke så.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvad gave trænger jeg?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Herre, I er jo konge.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tror du til hver en tid så visst, at du er skald?
 

JATGEJR 

(ser en stund taus på ham og spørger): 
 Har I aldrig elsket?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jo engang, – brændende, fagert og i brøde.
 

JATGEJR. 
 I har en hustru.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hende tog jeg til at føde mig sønner.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Men I har en datter, herre, – en mild og herlig datter.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Var min datter en søn, så spurgte jeg ikke dig, hvad gave jeg trængte. (udbrydende:) Jeg må have nogen om mig, som lyder mig uden vilje selv, – som tror usvigelig på mig, som vil holde sig inderst til mig i godt og ondt, som kun lever for at lyse og varme over mit liv, som må dø, om jeg falder. Giv mig et råd, Jatgejr skald!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Køb eder en hund, herre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Skulde ikke et menneske strække til?
 

JATGEJR. 
 Sligt menneske måtte I lede længe efter.
 

KONG SKULE 

(pludseligt). 
 Vil du være det for mig, Jatgejr? Vil du være mig en søn! Du skal få Norges krone i arv, – du skal få land og rige, hvis du vil være mig en søn, leve for mit livsværk og tro på mig!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Og hvad sikkerhed skulde jeg stille for, at jeg ikke hyklede –?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Slip dit kald i livet; digt aldrig mere, så vil jeg tro dig!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Nej, herre, – det var at købe kronen for dyrt.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tænk dig om! Det er mere at være konge end at være skald!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Ikke altid.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det er kun dine udigtede kvad du skal ofre!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Udigtede kvad er stedse de fagreste.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Men jeg må – jeg må have et menneske, som kan tro på mig! Blot et eneste! Jeg føler det, – har jeg det, så er jeg frelst!
 

JATGEJR. 
 Tro på eder selv, da er I frelst!
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(kommer ilsomt). 
 Kong Skule, værg jer nu! Håkon Håkonssøn ligger ved Elgjarnæss med hele sin flåde!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ved Elgjarnæss –! Han er ikke langt borte da.
 

JATGEJR. 
 Nu i stål og plade! Sker her mandefald inat, skal jeg gladelig være den første, som falder for eder!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Du, som ikke vilde leve for mig.
 

JATGEJR. 
 En mand kan falde for en andens livsværk; men skal han blive ved at leve, så må han leve for sit eget. 

(Går.)
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(utålmodig). 
 Hvad byder I, at der skal gøres, herre? Birkebejnerne kan være i Oslo inden en time!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Bedst var det, om vi kunde fare til den hellige Thomas Becketts grav; han har hjulpet så mangen sorgfuld og angrende sjæl.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(stærkere). 
 Herre, tal ikke vildt nu! Birkebejnerne er over os, siger jeg!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Lad alle kirker lukkes op, at vi kan ty derind og få grid.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 I kan slå alle eders fiender med ét slag, og så vil I ty ind i kirkerne!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, ja, hold alle kirker åbne.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Vær viss på, Håkon bryder kirkefreden, når det gælder Vårbælgerne.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det gør han ikke; Gud vil skærme ham mod slig brøde; – Gud skærmer altid Håkon.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(med dyb og smertelig vrede). 
 Den, som hørte jer tale nu, han måtte spørge: hvem er konge i dette land?
 

KONG SKULE 

(smiler sørgmodigt). 
 Ja, Pål Flida, det er det store spørgsmål: hvem er konge i dette land?
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(bønligt). 
 I er sjælesyg inat, herre; lad mig handle for eder.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, ja, gør så.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(gående). 
 Først vil jeg bryde alle broer af.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Afsindige mand! Bliv! – Bryde alle broer af! Véd du, hvad det vil sige? Jeg har prøvet det; – vogt dig for sligt!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Hvad vil I da, herre?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg vil tale med Håkon.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Han vil svare jer med sværdets tunge!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Gå, gå; – du skal få min vilje at vide siden.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Hvert øjeblik er dyrt nu! (griber hans hånd.) Kong Skule, lad os bryde alle broer af, slås som Varger og lide på himlen!
 

KONG SKULE 

(dæmpet). 
 Himlen lider ikke på mig; jeg tør ikke lide på himlen heller.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Kort blev Vargbælgernes saga. 

(Går ud i baggrunden.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hundrede kløgtige hoveder, tusende væbnede arme råder jeg over; men ikke over ét kærligt, troende hjerte. Det er kongelig armod, det; ikke mere, ikke mindre.
 

BÅRD BRATTE 

(fra baggrunden). 
 Der står langfarende folk ude, som beder at få tale med eder, herre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvem er det?
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 En kvinde og en prest.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Lad kvinden og presten komme. 
 (Bård går; kong Skule sætter sig tankefuld til højre; lidt efter kommer en sortklædt kvinde ind; hun bærer sid kåbe, hætte og et tæt slør, som skjuler ansigtet; en prest følger hende og bliver stående ved døren.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvem er du?
 

KVINDEN. 
 En, som du har elsket.
 

KONG SKULE 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Der gives ingen, som mindes sligt. Hvem er du, spørger jeg?
 

KVINDEN. 
 En, som elsker dig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Da er du visselig en af de døde.
 

KVINDEN 

(nærmer sig og siger sagte og inderligt): 
 Skule Bårdssøn!
 

KONG SKULE 

(rejser sig med et skrig). 
 Ingebjørg!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Kender du mig nu, Skule?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ingebjørg, – Ingebjørg!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 O, lad mig se på dig, – se længe, længe på dig! (griber hans hænder; pause.) Du fagre, elskede, svigfulde mand!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tag sløret væk; se på mig med de øjne, der engang var så klare og blå, som himlen.
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 De øjne har været en regntung himmel i tyve år; du vilde ikke kende dem igen og du får aldrig se dem mere.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Men din røst er frisk og blød og ung, som dengang!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Jeg har kun brugt den til at hviske dit navn, til at præge din storhed ind i et ungt hjerte og til at bede hos syndernes Gud om frelse for os to, som har elsket i brøde.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det har du gjort?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Jeg har været taus, når jeg ikke talte kærlighedens ord om dig; – derfor har min røst holdt sig frisk og blød og ung.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Der ligger et liv imellem. Hvert fagert minde fra hin tid har jeg spildt og glemt –
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Det var din ret.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og imens har du, Ingebjørg, du varme, trofaste kvinde, siddet dernord i isnende ensomhed og samlet og gemt!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Det var min lykke.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Dig kunde jeg slippe, for at vinde magt og rigdom! Havde du stået som hustru ved min side, skulde det faldet mig lettere at blive konge.
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Gud har været mig god, at det ikke skede. Et sind, som mit, trængte til en stor brøde, for at vækkes til anger og bod.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og nu kommer du –?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Som Andres Skjaldarbands enke.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Din husbond er død?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 På vejen fra Jerusalem.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så har han gjort bod for Vegards drab.
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Det var ikke derfor min ædle husbond tog korset.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ikke derfor?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Nej; det var min brøde, han tog på sine stærke, kærlige skuldre; den var det han gik for at tvætte i Jordans flod; den var det han blødte for.
 

KONG SKULE 

(sagte). 
 Han har vidst alt?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Fra første stund af. Og bisp Nikolas har vidst det; thi for ham skriftede jeg; og der var en til, som havde fået det at vide, men på hvilken måde, er gådefuldt for mig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvem?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Vegard Væradal.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Vegard!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Han hviskede et hånsord om mig i øret på min husbond; da drog Andres Skjaldarband sit sværd og dræbte ham på stedet.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Han værgede den, som jeg sveg og glemte. – Og hvorfor søger du mig nu?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 For at ofre dig det sidste.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

INGEBJØRG 

(peger mod presten, der står ved døren). 
 Se ham! – Peter, min søn, kom!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Din søn –!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Og din, kong Skule!
 

KONG SKULE 

(halvt forvildet). 
 Ingebjørg!
 

PETER 

(nærmer sig i taus bevægelse og kaster sig ned på knæ for Skule). 
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Tag ham! Han har været mit livs lys og trøst i tyve år; – nu er du Norges konge; kongssønnen må komme til sin arv; jeg har ingen ret til ham længer.
 

KONG SKULE 

(løfter ham op i stormende glæde). 
 Op til mit hjerte, du, som jeg så brændende har higet efter! (kryster ham i sine arme, slipper ham, ser på ham og favner ham igen.) Min søn! Min søn! Jeg har en søn! Ha, ha, ha; hvem vil nu stå mig imod! (går over til Ingebjørg og griber hendes hånd.) Og du, du giver mig ham, Ingebjørg! Du tager jo ikke dit ord igen? Du giver mig ham jo?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Tungt er offeret, og neppe skulde jeg kunnet bragt det, hvis ikke bisp Nikolas havde sendt ham til mig med brev og bud om Andres Skjaldarbands død. Bispen var det, der lagde det tunge offer på mig, som bod for al min brøde.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så er brøden slettet ud; og fra nu af er han min alene; ikke så, min alene?
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Jo; men et løfte kræver jeg af dig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Himmel og jord, kræv alt, hvad du vil!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Han er ren som et Guds lam, nu jeg giver ham i dine hænder. Det er en farefuld vej, den, som bærer op til kongssædet; lad ham ikke tage skade på sin sjæl. Hører du, kong Skule, lad ikke mit barn tage skade på sin sjæl!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det lover og sværger jeg dig!
 

INGEBJØRG 

(griber hans arm). 
 Fra første færd du skønner, at han lider skade på sin sjæl, så lad ham heller dø!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Heller dø! Det lover og sværger jeg!
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Så farer jeg trøstig nord til Hålogaland.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, du kan trøstig fare.
 

INGEBJØRG. 
 Der vil jeg angre og bede, til Herren kalder mig. Og når vi mødes hos Gud, kommer han ren og skyldfri til sin moder!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ren og skyldfri! (vender sig til Peter.) Lad mig se på dig! Ja, det er din moders træk og mine; du er den, jeg har længtes så sårt efter.
 

PETER. 
 Min fader, min store, herlige fader; lad mig leve og stride for dig! Lad din sag blive min, og lad så din sag være hvilken den vil, – jeg véd dog, at jeg strider for det rette!
 

KONG SKULE 

(med et skrig af glæde). 
 Du tror på mig! Du tror på mig!
 

PETER. 
 Uryggeligt!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så er alt godt; så er jeg visselig frelst! Hør, du skal kaste prestekappen; erkebispen skal løse dig fra kirkeløftet; kongssønnen skal bære sværd, gå ustandselig frem til magt og hæder.
 

PETER. 
 Sammen med dig, min høje fader! Sammen vil vi gå!
 

KONG SKULE 

(trykker ham ind til sig). 
 Ja, sammen, vi to alene!
 

INGEBJØRG 

(for sig selv). 
 At elske, ofre alt og glemmes, det blev min saga. 

(Går stille ud i baggrunden.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Et stort kongsværk skal gøres i Norge nu! Peter, min søn, hør! Alt folket vil vi vække og samle til et; Vikværing og Trønder, Hålogalænding og Agdeværing, Oplænding og Sogndøl, alt skal være som én stor slægt, – da kan du tro, landet vil tage vækst!
 

PETER. 
 Hvilken stor og svimlende tanke det er –!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Fatter du den?
 

PETER. 
 Ja – ja! – Klart –!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og tror du på den?
 

PETER. 
 Ja, ja; thi jeg tror på dig!
 

KONG SKULE 

(vildt). 
 Håkon Håkonssøn må falde!
 

PETER. 
 Når du vil det, så er det ret, at han falder.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det vil koste blod; men det får ikke hjælpe.
 

PETER. 
 Det er ikke spildt, det blod, som flyder for din sag.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Din skal al magten være, når jeg får fæstnet riget. Du skal sidde i kongssædet, med ring om panden, med purpurkåben flømmende vid over dine skuldre; alle mænd i landet skal bøje sig for dig – (lurtoner høres langt borte). Ha! hvad er det! (med et skrig.) Birkebejnerhæren! Hvad var det Pål Flida sagde –? 

(iler mod baggrunden.)
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(kommer ind og råber): 
 Nu er timen over os, kong Skule!
 

KONG SKULE 

(forvildet). 
 Birkebejnerne! Kong Håkons hær! Hvor er de?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 De myldrer i tusendvis ned over Ekeberg.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Blæs til våben! Blæs, blæs! Giv råd; hvor skal vi møde dem?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Alle kirker står åbne for os.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Birkebejnerne, spørger jeg –!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 For dem står alle broer åbne.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Usalige mand, hvad har du gjort!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Lystret min konge.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Min søn! Min søn! Ve mig; jeg har forspildt dit kongerige!
 

PETER. 
 Nej, du vil sejre! Så stor en kongstanke dør ikke!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ti, ti! (lurtoner og råb høres nærmere.) Til hest; til våben! Det gælder mere end mænds liv og død her! 

(iler ud i baggrunden; de øvrige følger efter.)
 

En gade i Oslo.
 

(Lave træhuse med bislag på begge sider. I baggrunden St. Hallvards kirkegård, indelukt af en høj mur med port. På venstre side ved enden af muren ses kirken, hvis hovedindgang står åben. Det er endnu nat; lidt efter begynder dagen at gry. Stormklokken går; langt borte til højre høres fjerne hærskrig og forvirret larm.)
 

KONG SKULES LURSVEND 

(kommer fra højre, blæser i luren og råber): 
 Til våben! Til våben, alle kong Skules mænd! 

(blæser igen og går videre; om lidt hører man ham blæse og råbe i næste gade.)
 

EN KVINDE 

(kommer ud i en husdør til højre). 
 Du store barmhjertige Gud, hvad er det?
 

EN BYMAND 

(som er kommen halvt påklædt ud fra et hus på den anden side af gaden). 
 Birkebejnerne er i byen! Nu får Skule løn for alle sine ugerninger.
 

EN AF SKULES MÆND 

(kommer med nogle andre, bærende kapper og våben på armene, ind fra en sidegade til venstre). 
 Hvor er Birkebejnerne?
 

EN ANDEN AF SKULES MÆND 

(fra et hus til højre). 
 Jeg véd ikke!
 

FØRSTE. 
 Hys! Hør! – De må være nede ved Gejtebroen.
 

ANDEN. 
 Ned til Gejtebroen da! 

(Alle iler ud til højre; en bymand kommer løbende fra samme side.)
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Hej, grande, hvor kommer I fra?
 

ANDEN BYMAND. 
 Nede fra Loelven; der går det stygt til.
 

KVINDEN. 
 Sankt Olaf og Sankt Hallvard! Er det Birkebejnerne, eller hvem er det?
 

ANDEN BYMAND. 
 Ja visst er det Birkebejnerne; kong Håkon er med; hele flåden lægger ind til bryggerne; men selv gik han iland med sine bedste mænd ude ved Ekebergstøen.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Så tager han hævn for mandefaldet ved Låka!
 

ANDEN BYMAND. 
 Ja, det kan I lide på!
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Se der, – der flygter alt Vårbælgerne! 

(En flok af Skules mænd kommer flygtende ind fra højre.)
 

EN AF MÆNDENE. 
 Ind i kirken! Ingen kan stå sig mod Birkebejnerne, slig som de farer frem inat! 

(Flokken iler ind i kirken og stænger døren indenfor.)
 

ANDEN BYMAND 

(ser ud til højre). 
 Jeg skimter et mærke langt nede i gaden; det må være kong Håkons.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Se, se hvor Vårbælgerne flygter! 

(En ny flok kommer ind fra højre.)
 

EN AF FLOKKEN. 
 Lad os berge os i kirken og bede om grid! 

(De stormer mod porten.)
 

FLERE VÅRBÆLGER. 
 Der er stængt; der er stængt!
 

DEN FØRSTE. 
 Opover til Martestokke da!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Hvor er kong Skule?
 

DEN FØRSTE. 
 Jeg véd ikke. Afsted, der ser jeg Birkebejnernes mærke! 

(De flygter forbi kirken ud til venstre.)
 

HÅKON 

(kommer fra højre med sin mærkesmand, Gregorius Jonssøn, Dagfinn Bonde og flere andre mænd). 
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Hør hærskriget! Skule fylker sine mænd bag kirkegården.
 

EN GAMMEL BYMAND 

(råber fra sin svale til Håkon): 
 Vogt eder, kære herre; Vargbælgerne er gramme, nu de slås for livet!
 

HÅKON. 
 Er det dig, gamle Guthorm Erlendssøn? Du har stridt både for min fader og for min farfader, du.
 

BYMANDEN. 
 Gud give jeg kunde stride for eder også.
 

HÅKON. 
 Du er for gammel til det, og det trænges ikke; der kommer folk til mig allevegne fra.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(peger ud over muren til højre). 
 Der kommer hertugens mærke!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Hertugen selv! Han rider på sin hvide stridshest.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Vi må hindre ham udgang gennem porten her!
 

HÅKON. 
 Blæs, blæs! (Lursvenden blæser.) Bedre blæste du, hundehvalp, da du blæste for penge på Bergens brygge! 

(Lursvenden blæser igen, men stærkere end første gang; der kommer mange folk til.)
 

EN VÅRBÆLG 

(fra højre, flygtende henimod kirken, forfulgt af en Birkebejner). 
 Spar livet! Spar livet!
 

BIRKEBEJNEREN. 
 Ikke om du så sad på alteret! (hugger ham ned.) En kostbar kappe lader det til du har; den kan jeg bruge. (Vil tage kappen, men udstøder et skrig og kaster sit sværd fra sig.) Herre konge! Ikke et slag mere slår jeg for eder!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Og det siger du i slig en stund!
 

BIRKEBEJNEREN. 
 Ikke et slag mere!
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(hugger ham ned). 
 Nej, nu kan du også spare dig det!
 

BIRKEBEJNEREN 

(pegende på den døde Vårbælg). 
 Jeg mente, jeg havde gjort nok, da jeg dræbte min egen broder. 

(dør.)
 

HÅKON. 
 Hans broder!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Hvad! 

(går hen til Vårbælgens lig.)
 

HÅKON. 
 Er det sandt?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Det er nok så.
 

HÅKON 

(rystet). 
 Her ses det bedst, hvad krig det er vi fører. Broder mod broder, fader mod søn; – ved Gud, den almægtige, dette må have en ende!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Der kommer hertugen i fuld kamp med Knut jarls flok!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Stæng porten for ham her, kongsmænd! 
 (Indenfor muren kommer de kæmpende tilsyne. Vårbælgerne baner sig vej mod venstre, drivende Birkebejnerne fod for fod tilbage. Kong Skule rider på sin hvide stridshest, med draget sværd. Peter går ved siden og holder hestens tøjler, i den venstre hånd et højt opløftet krusifiks. Pål Flida bærer Skules mærke, der er blåt med en stående gylden løve uden økse.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hug ned for fode! Spar ingen! Der er kommet et nyt kongs-emne i Norge!
 

BIRKEBEJNERNE. 
 Et nyt kongs-emne, siger han!
 

HÅKON. 
 Skule Bårdssøn, lad os dele riget!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Alt eller intet!
 

HÅKON. 
 Tænk på dronningen, eders datter!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg har en søn, jeg har en søn! Jeg tænker ikke på andre end ham!
 

HÅKON. 
 Jeg har også en søn; – falder jeg, så får han riget!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Dræb kongsbarnet, hvor I finder det! Dræb det på kongssædet; dræb det for alteret; dræb det, dræb det i dronningens arm!
 

HÅKON. 
 Der fældte du din dom!
 

KONG SKULE 

(hugger om sig). 
 Dræb, dræb for fode! Kong Skule har en søn! Dræb, dræb! 

(Kampen trækker sig udenfor til venstre.)
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Vargbælgerne hugger sig igennem!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ja, men bare for at flygte.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Ja ved himlen, – den anden port står åben; der flygter de alt!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Opover til Martestokke. (råber ud:) Efter dem, efter dem, Knut jarl! Tag hævn for mandefaldet ved Låka!
 

HÅKON. 
 I hørte det; han dømte mit barn fredløs, – mit skyldfri barn, Norges kårne konge efter mig!
 

KONGSMÆNDENE. 
 Ja, ja, vi hørte det!
 

HÅKON. 
 Og hvad straf er sat for slig brøde?
 

MÆNDENE. 
 Døden!
 

HÅKON. 
 Så må han også dø! (løfter hånden til ed.) Her sværger jeg det; Skule Bårdssøn skal dø, hvor han træffes på uhellig grund!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Det er hver trofast mands pligt at fælde ham.
 

EN BIRKEBEJNER 

(fra venstre). 
 Nu flygter hertug Skule!
 

BYMÆNDENE. 
 Birkebejnerne har sejret!
 

HÅKON. 
 Hvad vej?
 

BIRKEBEJNEREN. 
 Forbi Martestokke, opover til Ejdsvold; de fleste havde sine heste stående oppe i gaderne, ellers var ikke en eneste sluppen fra det med livet.
 

HÅKON. 
 Gud være takket for hjælpen dennegang også! Nu kan dronningen frit komme i land fra flåden.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(peger ud til højre). 
 Hun er alt iland, herre; der kommer hun.
 

HÅKON 

(til dem, som står nærmest om ham). 
 Det tungeste står igen; hun er en kærlig datter; – hør, – intet ord til hende om al den fare, som truer barnet. Lov mig alle, som en, at værge eders konges søn; men lad ikke hende vide noget.
 

MÆNDENE 

(dæmpet). 
 Det lover vi!
 

MARGRETE 

(kommer med fruer og følge fra højre). 
 Håkon, min husbond! Himlen har skærmet dig; du har sejret og er uskadt.
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, jeg har sejret. Hvor er barnet?
 

MARGRETE. 
 På kongsskibet, i sikre mænds hænder.
 

HÅKON. 
 Gå flere derned. 

(Nogle af mændene går.)
 

MARGRETE. 
 Håkon, hvor er – hertug Skule?
 

HÅKON. 
 Han har taget vejen op til Oplandene.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Så lever han da! – Min husbond, får jeg lov at takke Gud, fordi han lever?
 

HÅKON 

(i smertelig kamp med sig selv). 
 Hør mig, Margrete; du har været mig en trofast hustru, har fulgt mig i godt og ondt, du har været så usigelig rig på kærlighed; – nu må jeg volde dig en tung sorg; jeg vilde det nødigt; men jeg er konge, derfor må jeg –
 

MARGRETE 

(spændt). 
 Gælder det – hertugen?
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja. Der kan ikke ramme mig nogen smerteligere lod, end at skulle leve mit liv langt fra dig; men dersom du finder det må så være efter det, jeg nu siger dig, – tykkes det dig, at du ikke længer tør sidde ved min side, ikke længer kan se på mig uden at blive bleg, – nu, så får vi skilles ad – leve hver for sig, – og jeg skal ikke laste dig for det.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Skilles fra dig! Hvor kan du tænke en slig tanke! Giv mig din hånd –!
 

HÅKON. 
 Rør den ikke! – Den var nylig løftet til ed –
 

MARGRETE. 
 Til ed?
 

HÅKON. 
 En ed, som satte ubrydeligt segl på en dødsdom.
 

MARGRETE 

(med et skrig). 
 Min fader! O, min fader! 

(vakler; et par af kvinderne iler til og støtter hende.)
 

HÅKON. 
 Ja, Margrete, – som konge har jeg dømt din fader til døden.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Så har han visselig forbrudt sig værre, end da han tog kongsnavn.
 

HÅKON. 
 Det har han; – og finder du nu, at vi får skilles, så lad det ske.
 

MARGRETE 

(nærmere og med styrke). 
 Vi kan aldrig skilles! Jeg er din hustru, intet andet i verden end din hustru!
 

HÅKON. 
 Er du stærk nok? Hørte og forstod du alt? Jeg dømte din fader.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jeg hørte og forstod alt. Du dømte min fader.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og du kræver ikke at vide, hvad hans brøde var?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Det er jo nok, når du kender den.
 

HÅKON. 
 Men det var til døden jeg dømte ham!
 

MARGRETE 

(knæler ned for kongen og kysser hans hånd). 
 Min husbond og høje herre, du dømmer retfærdigt!
 

Teppet faller.
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(En stue på kongsgården i Nidaros. Indgangsdøren er til højre; foran på samme side et vindu. Til venstre en mindre dør. Det er i mørkningen; Pål Flida, Bård Bratte og flere af kong Skules fornemste mænd står ved vinduet og ser opad.)
 

EN HIRDMAND. 
 Hvor rød den lyser!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Den strækker sig halve himmelen over, som et gloende sværd.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Du hellige kong Olaf, hvad varsler sligt rædselstegn?
 

EN GAMMEL VÅRBÆLG. 
 Det varsler visselig en stor høvdings død.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Håkons død, I gode Vårbælger. Han ligger ude i fjorden med flåden; vi kan vente ham til byen ikveld; – dennegang hører det os til, at sejre!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Lid ikke på det; der er ikke stort mod i hæren nu.
 

DEN GAMLE VÅRBÆLG. 
 Det er rimeligt nok; ligesiden flugten fra Oslo har jo kong Skule stængt sig inde, og vil hverken se eller tale med sine mænd.
 

FØRSTE HIRDMAND. 
 I byen er der dem, som ikke véd, enten de skal tro han lever eller han er død.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Kongen må ud, så syg han end er. Tal til ham, Bård Bratte, – det gælder alles frelse.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Nytter ikke; jeg har talt til ham før.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Så får jeg selv prøve. (Går til døren på venstre side og banker.) Herre konge, I må tage styret i egne hænder; det går ikke længere på slig vis.
 

KONG SKULE 

(indenfor). 
 Jeg er syg, Pål Flida!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Kan I vente andet? I har jo ikke spist på to dage; I må styrke og pleje jer –
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg er syg.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ved den almægtige, det får ikke hjælpe. Kong Håkon ligger ude på fjorden og kan ventes her ind til Nidaros, hvad tid det skal være.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Slå ham for mig! Dræb ham og kongsbarnet.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 I må selv være med, herre!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Nej, nej, nej, – I er sikrest på lykken og sejren, når jeg ikke er med.
 

PETER 

(kommer fra højre; han er våbenklædt). 
 Der er uro mellem bymændene; de stimler sammen i store flokke foran kongsgården.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Taler ikke kongen til dem, så svigter de ham, når det mest gælder.
 

PETER. 
 Så må han tale til dem. (Ved døren til venstre.) Fader! Trønderne, dine troeste mænd, falder fra dig, hvis du ikke giver dem mod!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvad sagde skalden?
 

PETER. 
 Skalden?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Skalden, som døde for min sag i Oslo. En kan ikke give, hvad en ikke selv ejer, sagde han.
 

PETER. 
 Så kan du heller ikke give bort riget; thi det er mit efter dig!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Nu kommer jeg!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Gud være lovet!
 

KONG SKULE 

(kommer frem i døren; han er bleg og indfalden, hans hår er stærkt grånet). 
 I skal ikke se på mig! Jeg liker ikke I ser på mig nu jeg er syg! (går hen til Peter.) Tage riget fra dig, siger du? Du store himlens Gud, hvad var jeg ifærd med at gøre.
 

PETER. 
 O, tilgiv mig; – jeg véd jo, at det du gør, er det retteste.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Nej, nej, ikke hidtil; – men jeg vil være stærk og frisk nu, – jeg vil handle.
 

HØJE RÅB 

(udenfor til højre). 
 Kong Skule! Kong Skule!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvad er det?
 

BÅRD BRATTE 

(ved vinduet). 
 Bymændene stimler sammen; hele kongsgården er fuld af folk; – I må tale til dem.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ser jeg ud som en konge; kan jeg tale nu!
 

PETER. 
 Du må, min høje fader!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Godt, lad så være. (Går til vinduet og drager forhænget tilside, men slipper det hurtigt og farer tilbage af skræk.) Der står det gloende sværd over mig igen!
 

PETER. 
 Det varsler, at sejrens sværd er draget for dig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, var det kun så. (Går til vinduet og taler ud:) Trøndere, hvad vil I; – her står eders konge.
 

EN BYMAND 

(udenfor). 
 Drag af byen! Birkebejnerne vil myrde og brænde, om de finder eder her.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Vi får alle holde sammen. Jeg har været jer en mild konge; jeg har kun krævet ringe krigsstyr –
 

EN MANDSSTEMME 

(nede blandt mængden). 
 Hvad kalder du da alt det blod, som randt ved Låka og i Oslo?
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Giv mig min fæstemand igen!
 

EN DRENG. 
 Giv mig min fader og min broder!
 

EN ANDEN KVINDE. 
 Giv mig mine tre sønner, kong Skule!
 

EN MAND. 
 Han er ikke konge; thi han er ikke hyldet på hellig Olafs skrin!
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Nej, nej, – han er ikke hyldet på Olafsskrinet! Han er ikke konge!
 

KONG SKULE 

(viger bag forhænget). 
 Ikke hyldet –! Ikke konge!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Usaligt var det, at ikke helgenskrinet blev båret ud, dengang I blev kåret.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Svigter bymændene, kan vi ikke holde os i Nidaros, om Birkebejnerne kommer.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og de vil svigte, sålænge jeg ikke er hyldet på helgenskrinet.
 

PETER. 
 Så lad skrinet bære ud, og lad dig hylde nu!
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(hovedrystende). 
 Hvor skulde det være gørligt?
 

PETER. 
 Er noget ugørligt, når det gælder ham? Lad blæse til things og bær skrinet ud!
 

FLERE AF MÆNDENE 

(viger tilbage). 
 Kirkeran!
 

PETER. 
 Ikke kirkeran; – kom, kom! Korsbrødrene er velsindede mod kong Skule; de vil give sit minde –
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Det gør de ikke; de tør ikke gøre det for erkebispen.
 

PETER. 
 Er I kongsmænd, og vil ikke hjælpe til, når det gælder så stor sag! Godt, der er andre dernede, som vil være villigere. Min fader og konge, korsbrødrene skal give efter; jeg vil bede, jeg vil trygle; lad blæse til things; du skal bære dit kongsnavn med rette! 

(iler ud til højre.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(glædestrålende). 
 Så I ham! Så I min herlige søn! Hvor hans øjne lyste! Ja, vi vil alle stride og sejre. Hvor stærke er Birkebejnerne?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ikke stærkere, end at vi magter dem, hvis blot bymændene holder med os.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 De skal holde med os. Vi må alle være enige nu og ende denne rædselsstrid. Ser I da ikke, det er himlens bud, at vi skal ende den? Himlen er vred på alt Norge for de gerninger, som så længe har været øvet. Der står gloende sværd højt deroppe og lyser hver nat; kvinder falder om og føder i kirkerne; der lister sig sjælesot over prester og klosterbrødre, så de løber gennem gaderne og råber, at den yderste dag er kommen. Ja, ved den almægtige, dette skal endes med et eneste slag!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Hvad byder I, at der skal gøres?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Alle broer skal brydes af.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Gå, og lad alle broer brydes af. 

(En af hirdmændene går ud til højre.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Alle mænd skal samles nede på øren; ikke én Birkebejner skal sætte sin fod i Nidaros.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Vel talt, konge.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Når helgenskrinet er båret ud, skal der blæses til things. Hæren og bymændene skal kaldes sammen.
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(til en af mændene). 
 Gå ud og lad lursvenden blæse i gaderne. 

(Manden går.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(taler ned til mængden fra vinduet). 
 Hold fast ved mig, I sørgende og klagende dernede. Der skal komme fred og lys over landet igen, ligesom i Håkons første fagre dage, da kornet gav grøde to gange hver sommer. Hold fast ved mig; lid på mig og tro på mig; det trænger jeg så usigeligt. Jeg skal våge og stride for jer; jeg skal bløde og falde for jer, om det kræves; men svigt mig ikke og tvivl ikke –! (højt råb, som af skræk, høres blandt mængden.) Hvad er det?
 

EN VILD STEMME. 
 Gør bod, gør bod!
 

BÅRD BRATTE 

(ser ud). 
 Det er en prest, som djævelen har besat!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Han river sin kutte i flænger og pisker sig med svøbe.
 

STEMMEN. 
 Gør bod, gør bod; den yderste dag er kommen!
 

MANGE RØSTER. 
 Flygt, flygt! Ve over Nidaros! Så syndig en gerning!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvad er der hændt?
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Alle flygter, alle viger, som om et vildt dyr var kommet imellem dem.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, alle flygter – (med et udråb af glæde.) Ha! ligegodt; – vi er frelste; se, se, – kong Olafs skrin står midt i kongsgården!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Kong Olafs skrin!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Ja, ved himlen, – der står det!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Korsbrødrene er mig tro; så god en gerning har de aldrig øvet før!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Hør; der blæses til things.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Nu skal jeg da lovligt hyldes.
 

PETER 

(kommer fra højre). 
 Tag kongskåben om dig; nu står helgenskrinet ude.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så har du frelst riget for mig og dig; og tifold vil vi takke de fromme korsbrødre, at de gav efter.
 

PETER. 
 Korsbrødrene, min fader; – dem har du intet at takke for.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det var ikke dem, som hjalp dig?
 

PETER. 
 De lyste kirkens ban over hver den, som vovede at røre helligdommen.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Erkebispen altså! Endelig har han da givet efter.
 

PETER. 
 Erkebispen lyste værre banstråle end korsbrødrene.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 O, så ser jeg, at jeg endda har trofaste mænd. I stod her rædde og veg tilbage, I, som skulde være mig nærmest, – og dernede i flokken har jeg dem, som turde tage så stor en brøde på sig for min skyld.
 

PETER. 
 Ikke én trofast mand har du, som turde tage brøden på sig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Almægtige Gud, er der da sket et jertegn; – hvem tog helligdommen ud?
 

PETER. 
 Jeg, min fader!
 

KONG SKULE 

(med et skrig). 
 Du!
 

MÆNDENE 

(viger sky tilbage). 
 Kirkeraner! 

(Pål Flida, Bård Bratte og et par andre går ud.)
 

PETER. 
 Gerningen måtte gøres. Ingen mands troskab er at lide på, før du er lovlig hyldet. Jeg bad, jeg tryglede korsbrødrene, intet hjalp. Da brød jeg kirkedøren op; ingen vovede at følge mig. Jeg sprang op på højaltret, greb fat i hanken og stemte knæerne imod; det var, som om en gådefuld magt gav mig mere end menneskelige kræfter. Skrinet løsnede, jeg trak det efter mig nedover kirkegulvet, medens banstrålen suste som et uvejr højt oppe under hvælvingerne; jeg trak det ud af kirken, alle flygtede og veg for mig; da jeg var kommen midt frem i kongsgården, brast hanken; her er den! 

(Holder den i vejret.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(stille, skrækslagen). 
 Kirkeraner!
 

PETER. 
 For din skyld; for din store kongstankes skyld! Men du vil slette brøden ud; alt, hvad der er ondt, vil du slette ud. Der vil komme lys og fred med dig; der vil gå op en strålende dag over landet; – hvad gør det så, om der gik en uvejrsnat foran?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Der stod som en helgensol om dit hoved, da din moder kom med dig; – og nu tykkes det mig, at jeg ser banstrålen lyne.
 

PETER. 
 Fader, fader, tænk ikke på mig; vær ikke ræd for mit ve og vel. Det er jo din vilje, jeg har fuldkommet, – hvor kan det regnes mig til last!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg vilde eje din tro på mig, og din tro er bleven en synd.
 

PETER 

(vildt). 
 For din skyld, for din skyld! Derfor tør ikke Gud andet, end tvætte den af!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ren og skyldfri, lovede jeg Ingebjørg, – og han håner himlen!
 

PÅL FLIDA 

(kommer). 
 Alt er i oprør! Rædselsgerningen har slået dine mænd med skræk; de flygter ind i kirkerne.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 De skal ud, de må ud!
 

BÅRD BRATTE 

(kommer). 
 Bymændene har rejst sig mod eder; de dræber Vårbælgerne rundt om på gaderne og i husene, hvor de kan finde dem!
 

EN HIRDMAND 

(kommer). 
 Nu sejler Birkebejnerne op i elven!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Blæs mine mænd sammen. Ingen må svigte mig her!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ugørligt; skrækken har lamslået dem.
 

KONG SKULE 

(fortvivlet). 
 Men jeg kan ikke falde nu! Min søn må ikke dø med en dødsskyld på sin sjæl!
 

PETER. 
 Tænk ikke på mig; du er den eneste, det gælder. Lad os søge opover til Indherred; der er alle mænd tro!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, på flugt! Følg mig, hvem der vil berge livet!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Hvad vej?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Over broen!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Alle broer er brudt af, herre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Brudt af –! Alle broer brudt af, siger du!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 I skulde brudt dem af i Oslo, så kunde I ladt dem stå i Nidaros.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Over elven alligevel; – her er liv og salighed at frelse! På flugt! På flugt! 

(Han og Peter iler ud til venstre.)
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Ja, bedre det, end at falde for bymænd og Birkebejnere.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 I Guds navn, på flugt da. 

(Alle følger efter Skule.)


(Stuen står en kort stund tom; der høres fjern og forvirret larm fra gaderne; derpå stormer en flok væbnede bymænd ind gennem døren til højre.)
 

EN BYMAND. 
 Herind! Her må han være.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Dræb ham!
 

FLERE. 
 Dræb kirkeraneren også!
 

EN ENKELT. 
 Far varligt frem; de bider fra sig.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Det har ingen nød; Birkebejnerne er alt oppe i gaden.
 

EN BYMAND 

(kommer). 
 For sent; – kong Skule er flygtet.
 

FLERE. 
 Hvorhen? Hvorhen?
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Ind i en af kirkerne, tænker jeg; de er fulde af Vargbælger.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Så lad os søge ham; stor tak og løn giver kong Håkon den mand, som dræber Skule.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Der kommer Birkebejnerne.
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Kong Håkon selv.
 

MANGE I FLOKKEN 

(råber): 
 Hil kong Håkon Håkonssøn!
 

HÅKON 

(kommer ind fra højre, fulgt af Gregorius Jonssøn, Dagfinn Bonde og en mængde andre). 
 Ja, nu er I ydmyge, I Trøndere! I har længe nok stået mig imod.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND 

(på knæ). 
 Nåde, herre; Skule Bårdssøn var så hårdt over os!
 

EN ANDEN 

(også knælende). 
 Han tvang os, ellers havde vi aldrig fulgt ham.
 

DEN FØRSTE. 
 Han tog vort gods og nødte os til at slå for sin uretfærdige sag.
 

DEN ANDEN. 
 Ak, høje herre, han har været en svøbe for sine venner som for sine uvenner.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja, ja, – Skule Bårdssøn har været en svøbe for hele landet.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Det turde være et sandt ord, det.
 

HÅKON. 
 Godt; med jer bymænd skal jeg siden tale; det er min agt at straffe strængt, hvad der er forbrudt; men først er her andet at tænke på. Véd nogen, hvor Skule Bårdssøn er?
 

FLERE. 
 Inde i en af kirkerne, herre!
 

HÅKON. 
 Véd I det så visst?
 

BYMÆNDENE. 
 Ja, der er alle Vargbælgerne.
 

HÅKON 

(sagte til Dagfinn Bonde). 
 Han må findes; sæt vagt for alle kirker i byen.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Og når han findes, skal han fældes uden ophold.
 

HÅKON 

(dæmpet). 
 Fældes? Dagfinn, Dagfinn, hvor tungt det tykkes mig.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Herre, I svor det dyrt i Oslo.
 

HÅKON. 
 Og hver mand i landet vil kræve hans død. (Vender sig til Gregorius Jonssøn uhørligt for de andre.) Gå; du var engang hans ven; søg ham, og få ham til at flygte af landet.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(glad). 
 Det vil I, herre?
 

HÅKON. 
 For min fromme, elskelige hustrus skyld.
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Men hvis han ikke flygter; hvis han ikke vil eller ikke kan?
 

HÅKON. 
 I Guds navn, da kan jeg heller ikke spare ham; da må mit kongsord stå ved magt. Gå!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN. 
 Jeg skal gå og gøre mit bedste. Himlen give det måtte lykkes. 

(Går til højre.)
 

HÅKON. 
 Du, Dagfinn Bonde, går med sikre mænd ned på kongsskibet; I skal følge dronningen og barnet op til Elgesæter kloster.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Herre, mener I hun er tryg der?
 

HÅKON. 
 Hun er ingensteds tryggere. Vargbælgerne har lukket sig inde i kirkerne, og hun har bedet så meget; hendes moder er på Elgesæter.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ja ja, det véd jeg.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hils dronningen kærligst fra mig; og hils fru Ragnhild også. Du kan sige dem, at såsnart Vargbælgerne har faldet tilfode og har fået grid, skal der ringes med alle klokker i Nidaros, til tegn på, at der er kommet fred over landet igen. – I bymænd skal stå mig tilrette imorgen og tage straf, hver efter sine gerninger. 

(Går med sine mænd.)
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Ve os for imorgen!
 

ANDEN BYMAND. 
 Vi får et stort regnskab.
 

FØRSTE. 
 Vi, som har været Håkon imod så længe, – som var med at råbe for Skule, da han tog kongsnavn.
 

ANDEN. 
 Som gav Skule både skibe og krigsstyr, – som købte alt det gods, han ranede fra Håkons sysselmænd.
 

FØRSTE. 
 Ja, ve os for imorgen!
 

EN BYMAND 

(kommer ilsomt ind fra venstre). 
 Hvor er Håkon? Hvor er kongen?
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Hvad vil du ham?
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Bringe ham et stort og vigtigt budskab.
 

FLERE. 
 Hvilket?
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Det siger jeg ikke andre end kongen selv.
 

FLERE. 
 Jo, sig, sig!
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Skule Bårdssøn flygter opover mod Elgesæter.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Umuligt! Han er i en af kirkerne.
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Nej, nej; han og sønnen satte over elven i en færing.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Ha, så kan vi frelse os fra Håkons vrede.
 

ANDEN BYMAND. 
 Ja, lad os straks melde ham, hvor Skule er.
 

FØRSTE. 
 Nej, bedre end som så; vi siger intet, men går selv op til Elgesæter og fælder Skule.
 

ANDEN. 
 Ja, ja, – lad os det!
 

TREDJE. 
 Men fulgte ikke mange Vargbælger med over elven?
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Nej, der var bare få mænd på båden.
 

FØRSTE BYMAND. 
 Vi væbner os det bedste vi kan. O, nu er bymændene bergede! Sig ikke til nogen, hvad vi har fore; vi er mandstærke nok, – og så opover til Elgesæter.
 

ALLE 

(dæmpet). 
 Ja, opover til Elgesæter! 

(De går skyndsomt men forsigtigt ud til venstre.)
 

Granskog i bakkerne ovenfor Nidaros.
 

(Det er måneskin; men natten er tåget, så at baggrunden kun skimtes utydeligt og undertiden næsten ikke. Træstubber og store stene ligger rundt omkring. Kong Skule, Peter, Pål Flida, Bård Bratte og flere Vårbælger kommer gennem skogen fra venstre.)
 

PETER. 
 Kom her og hvil dig, min fader!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, lad mig hvile, hvile. 

(Synker ned ved en sten.)
 

PETER. 
 Hvorledes er det med dig?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg er sulten! Syg, syg! Jeg ser døde mænds skygger!
 

PETER 

(springer op). 
 Skaf hjælp, – brød til kongen.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Her er hvermand konge; thi her gælder det livet. Stå op, Skule Bårdssøn, er du konge, så lig ikke der og styr landet.
 

PETER. 
 Håner du min fader, så dræber jeg dig!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Jeg blir dræbt alligevel; mig giver kong Håkon aldrig grid; thi jeg var hans sysselmand og sveg ham for Skules skyld. Find på noget, som kan berge os! Der er ikke så fortvivlet en gerning, at jeg jo vover den nu.
 

EN VÅRBÆLG. 
 Kunde vi bare slippe over til klostret på Holm.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Bedre til Elgesæter.
 

BÅRD BRATTE 

(udbryder pludseligt): 
 Bedst at gå ned på Håkons skib og rane kongsbarnet.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Raser du!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Nej, nej, det er vor eneste redning, og let at sætte i værk. Birkebejnerne leder hvert hus igennem og holder vagt for kirkerne; de tror ikke, at nogen af os har kunnet flygte, siden alle broer var brudt af. Der kan umuligt være stort mandskab ombord på skibene; har vi kongs-emnet i vor magt, så skal Håkon give os fred, eller også skal hans ætling dø med os. Hvem vil være med at berge livet?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ikke jeg, når det skal berges på slig vis.
 

FLERE. 
 Ikke jeg! Ikke jeg!
 

PETER. 
 Ha, men om det var til frelse for min fader –!
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Vil du være med, så kom. Nu går jeg ned på Hladehammeren; der ligger den flok, vi mødte her under bakken; det er de vildeste vovhalse af alle Vargbælgerne; de havde svømmet over elven, for de vidste, de ikke vilde fået grid i kirkerne. De drenge tør nok gæste kongsskibet, de! Hvem af jer vil så med?
 

NOGLE. 
 Jeg, jeg!
 

PETER. 
 Kanhænde jeg også; men først må jeg vide min fader under sikkert tag.
 

BÅRD BRATTE. 
 Før det gryr af dag farer vi op i elven. Kom, her går en benvej nedover til Hlade. 

(Han og nogle andre går ud til højre.)
 

PETER 

(til Pål Flida). 
 Tal ikke til min fader om noget af dette; han er sjælesyg inat, vi får handle for ham. Der er frelse i Bård Brattes værk; inden daggry skal kongsbarnet være i vore hænder.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 For at dræbes, kan jeg tænke. Ser I da ikke, at det er en synd –
 

PETER. 
 Det kan ikke være nogen synd; thi min fader dømte det i Oslo. Det må jo afvejen alligevel; det hindrer min fader; – min fader har en stor kongstanke at sætte igennem; det får være det samme, hvem eller hvormange der falder for den.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Usalig for jer var den dag, I fik vide, I var kong Skules søn. (Lyttende.) Hys; – kast jer fladt ned på jorden; der kommer folk. 

(Alle kaster sig ned bag stene og stubber; et tog, dels af ridende, dels af gående, skimtes utydeligt gennem tågen inde mellem træerne; de kommer fra venstre side og går ud til højre.)
 

PETER. 
 Det er dronningen.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Ja, ja; hun taler med Dagfinn Bonde. Hys!
 

PETER. 
 De skal til Elgesæter. Kongsbarnet er med!
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Og dronningens fruer.
 

PETER. 
 Men kun fire mand! Op, op, kong Skule, – nu er dit rige frelst!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Mit rige? Det er mørkt, det, – som engelens, der rejste sig mod Gud. 

(En flok korsbrødre kommer ind fra højre.)
 

EN KORSBRODER. 
 Hvem taler her? Er det kong Skules mænd?
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Kong Skule selv.
 

KORSBRODEREN 

(til Skule). 
 Gud være lovet, at vi traf eder, kære herre! Vi fik spurgt af nogle bymænd, at I havde taget vejen opover, og vi er ligeså utrygge i Nidaros, som I selv –
 

PETER. 
 I havde fortjent døden, I, som ikke gav Olafsskrinet ud.
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Erkebispen forbød det; men vi vil gerne tjene kong Skule alligevel; vi har jo altid holdt os til ham. Her har vi taget korskåber med til eder og mændene! tag dem på, så slipper I let ind i et af klostrene, og kan prøve på at få grid af Håkon.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, giv mig en korskåbe på; jeg og min søn må stå på vigslet grund. Jeg vil til Elgesæter.
 

PETER 

(sagte til Pål Flida). 
 Sørg for, at min fader kommer trygt frem –
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Mindes I ikke, at der er Birkebejnere på Elgesæter?
 

PETER. 
 Kun fire mænd; dem magter I let, og indenfor klostermuren drister de sig ikke til at røre jer. Jeg søger Bård Bratte.
 

PÅL FLIDA. 
 Tænk jer om!
 

PETER. 
 Det er ikke på kongsskibet, men på Elgesæter, at de fredløse skal frelse riget for min fader! 

(Går hurtigt ud til højre.)
 

EN VÅRBÆLG 

(hviskende til en anden). 
 Går du til Elgesæter med Skule?
 

DEN ANDEN. 
 Hys; nej; Birkebejnerne er der jo.
 

DEN FØRSTE. 
 Jeg går ikke heller; men sig ikke noget til de andre.
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Og nu afsted, to og to, – en krigsmand og en korsbroder –
 

EN ANDEN KORSBRODER 

(siddende på en træstub bag de øvrige). 
 Jeg tager kong Skule.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Véd du vejen?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Den brede vej.
 

FØRSTE KORSBRODER. 
 Skynd jer; lad os spredes på forskellige stier og samles udenfor klosterporten. 

(De går ud mellem træerne til højre; tågen letter og kometen viser sig rød og skinnende i den disige luft.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Peter, min søn –! (Farer tilbage.) Ha, der er det gloende sværd på himlen!
 

KORSBRODEREN 

(siddende bag ham på træstubben). 
 Og her er jeg!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvem er du?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 En gammel kending.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Blegere mand har jeg aldrig set.
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Men du kender mig ikke.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det er dig, som vil følge mig til Elgesæter.
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Det er mig, som vil følge dig til kongssædet.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Kan du det?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Jeg kan, hvis du selv vil.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og ved hvilket middel?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Ved det middel, som jeg før har brugt; – jeg vil føre dig op på et højt bjerg og vise dig al jordens herlighed.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Al jordens herlighed har jeg før set i fristende drømme.
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Det var mig, som gav dig de drømme.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvem er du?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Sendebud fra det ældste kongs-emne i verden.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Fra det ældste kongs-emne i verden?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Fra den første jarl, der rejste sig mod det største rige, og som grundede et rige selv, der skal vare ud over dommedag!
 

KONG SKULE 

(skrigende). 
 Bisp Nikolas!
 

KORSBRODEREN 

(rejser sig). 
 Kender du mig nu? Vi var kendinger før; – 
 for din skyld er jeg kommen tilbage. 
 På selvsamme skude, for selvsamme bør, 
 har vi sejlet i år og i dage. 
 Jeg var ræd da vi skiltes; der var uvejr og nat; 
 en høg i min sjæl sine klør havde sat; 
 jeg trygled om messer og klokkeklang, 
 jeg købte mig bønner og munkesang, – 
 jeg betalte for syv og de læste fjorten; 
 men endda slap jeg ikke indenfor porten.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og nu kommer du dernedefra –?
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Ja, jeg kommer fra riget dernede; 
 fra riget, som altid så stygt blir malt. 
 Å, du kan tro, der er ikke så galt; 
 det har ingen nød med den svare hede.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og så hører jeg, du har lært skaldskab, gamle Baglerhøvding!
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Skaldskab? Ja, og en mængde latin! 
 Før var jeg ingen stiv latiner, som du mindes; 
 nu tvivler jeg på, at en stivere findes. 
 For at række dernede et passeligt trin, 
 ja, næsten bare for at slippe derind, 
 er det hardtad nødvendigt at lære latin. 
 Og en må jo gå fremad, når til gæstebudsbord 
 en sidder hver dag med slig lærdom stor, – 
 halvhundred, som her lod sig paver kalde, 
 femhundred kardinaler og syvtusend skalde.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hils din herre, og tak ham for godt venskab. Du kan sige, han er den eneste konge, som skikker hjælp til Skule den første af Norge!
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Hør nu, kong Skule, hvi hid jeg er sendt. 
 Han har mange tjenere, han dernede, 
 og hver har sit strøg i verden at frede; 
 jeg fik Norge, thi her er jeg kendt. 
 Håkon Håkonssøn er ingen mand for os, 
 vi liker ham ikke, han byder os trods; 
 se, han må falde og du skal styre, 
 som eneste ejer af kronen den dyre.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, giv mig kronen! Har jeg den, så skal jeg nok styre slig, at jeg kan købe mig løs igen.
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Ja, det kan vi altid snakkes om siden. 
 Inat det gælder at nytte tiden. 
 På Elgesæter sover kong Håkons barn; – 
 fanger du det i dødsens garn, 
 da hvirvles hver modstand som fnug for vejret, 
 da er du konge, da har du sejret!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tror du så visst, at jeg da har sejret!
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Hver mand i Norge sukker om fred; 
 kongen må eje et kongs-emne med, 
 en ætling, som arver sin faders rige; 
 thi folket er træt af de hundredårskrige. 
 Rejs dig, kong Skule, inat det gælder; 
 nu eller aldrig du fienden fælder! 
 Se hvor det lysner, der langt mod nord, 
 ser du hvor skodden letter derude, – 
 der slutter sig lydløst skude til skude, – 
 og hør så hvor hult det dønner i jord! 
 Alt skal du få mod et bindende ord, 
 tusende stridsmænd i stormgang på jorden, 
 tusende skinnende sejl på fjorden!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så nævn da ordet!
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 For at stille dig højest på verdensstigen, 
 jeg vil kun du føjer din egen higen; 
 landet du får med byer og borge, 
 hvis din søn efter dig bliver konge i Norge!
 

KONG SKULE 

(løfter hånden, som til ed). 
 Min søn skal – (holder pludselig inde og udbryder forfærdet). Kirkeraneren! Al magten til ham! Ha! nu skønner jeg dig; – du vil hans sjæls fortabelse! Vig fra mig, vig fra mig! (strækker armene mod himlen.) Og forbarm dig over mig, du, som jeg nu skriger til om hjælp i min højeste nød! 

(Styrter til jorden.)
 

KORSBRODEREN. 
 Forbandet! Nu gik dog det hele så glat; 
 jeg tænkte så visst, jeg havde ham fat; 
 men lyset har gjort et kærligt træk, 
 som jeg ikke kendte, – og spillet er væk. 
 Lad gå; til hast har jeg ingen trang; 
 perpetuum mobile er jo igang; 
 jeg har brev på min magt langt ud gennem slægterne, 
 brev på min magt over lysfornægterne; 
 dem skal i Norge jeg styre og råde, 
 er min magt end dem selv en uløselig gåde! 

(længere fremme.)

 Går til sin gerning de norske mænd 
 viljeløst vimrende, véd ej hvorhen, – 
 skrukker sig hjerterne, smyger sig sindene, 
 veke, som vaggende vidjer for vindene, – 
 kan kun om én ting i verden de enes, 
 den, at hver storhed skal styrtes og stenes, – 
 hejses som mærke usseldoms klude, 
 sætter de æren i flugt og i fald, – 
 da er det bisp Nikolas som er ude, 
 Bagler-bispen, som røgter sit kald! 

(Han bliver borte i skodden mellem træerne.)
 

KONG SKULE 

(rejser sig, efter et kort ophold, halvt ivejret og ser sig om). 
 Hvor er han, den sorte? (springer op.) Vejviser, vejviser, hvor er du? Væk! – Ligegodt; nu véd jeg vejen selv, både til Elgesæter og længere frem. 

(Går ud til højre.)
 

Klostergården på Elgesæter.
 

(På venstre side ligger kapellet med indgang fra gården; vinduerne er oplyste. Langsmed den modsatte side af klostergården strækker sig nogle lavere bygninger; i baggrunden klostermuren med en stærk port, som er stængt. Det er klar måneskinsnat. Tre Birkebejnerhøvdinger står ved porten; Margrete, Fru Ragnhild og Dagfinn Bonde kommer ud fra kapellet.)
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(halvt fra sig selv). 
 Kong Skule måtte flygte ind i kirken, siger du! Han, han, flygtende, tryglende om fred for altret, – tryglende om livet kanhænde – o nej, nej, det har han ikke gjort; men Gud vil straffe jer, som vovede at lade det komme så vidt!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Min gode elskede moder, styr dig; du véd ikke hvad du siger; det er sorgen som taler.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hør, I Birkebejnere! Håkon Håkonssøn var det, som skulde ligge inde for alteret og trygle kong Skule om liv og fred!
 

EN BIRKEBEJNER. 
 Usømmeligt er det for trofaste mænd at høre på slige ord.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Hatten af for en hustrus sorg!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Kong Skule dømt! Vogt jer, vogt jer allesammen, når han får magten igen!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Den får han aldrig mere, fru Ragnhild.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Ti, ti!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Tror du, at Håkon Håkonssøn tør lade dommen sættes i værk, om han fanger kongen?
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Kong Håkon véd selv bedst om en kongs-ed kan brydes.
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(til Margrete). 
 Og slig blodmand har du fulgt i tro og kærlighed! Er du din faders barn! Gid straffen ramme –! Gå fra mig, gå fra mig!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Velsignet være din mund, skøndt du bander mig nu.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Jeg må ned til Nidaros, ind i kirken og finde kong Skule. Han skikkede mig fra sig, da han sad i lykken; da trængte han mig jo heller ikke; – nu vil han ikke vredes, fordi jeg kommer. Luk porten op for mig, lad mig komme til Nidaros!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Min moder, for Guds barmhjertigheds skyld – 

(Det banker stærkt på klosterporten.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Hvem banker?
 

KONG SKULE 

(udenfor). 
 En konge.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Skule Bårdssøn!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Kong Skule!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Min fader!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Luk op, luk op!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Her lukkes ikke op for fredløse.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det er en konge, som banker, siger jeg; en konge, som ikke har tag over hovedet; en konge, som trænger hellig grund, for at være tryg på sit liv.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Dagfinn, Dagfinn, det er min fader!
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(går hen til porten og åbner en liden luge). 
 Kommer I med mange mænd til klostret?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Med alle de mænd, som blev mig tro i nøden.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Og hvormange er det?
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Færre end én.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Han er alene, Dagfinn!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Himlens vrede ramme dig, om du nægter ham vigslet grund!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 I Guds navn da! 

(Lukker op; Birkebejnerne blotter ærbødigt sine hoveder; kong Skule kommer ind i klostergården.)
 

MARGRETE 

(om hans hals). 
 Min fader! Min velsignede ulykkelige fader!
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(stiller sig vildt mellem ham og Birkebejnerne). 
 I hykler ærefrygt for ham, I vil svige ham, som Judas. Vov ikke at komme ham nær! I skal ikke røre ham, sålænge jeg er ilive!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Her er han tryg, thi han er på vigslet grund.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Og ikke én af alle dine mænd havde mod til at følge dig inat!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Både korsbrødre og krigsmænd fulgte mig på vejen; men de smøg fra mig, en for en, fordi de vidste der var Birkebejnere på Elgesæter. Pål Flida var den, som slap mig sidst; han fulgte mig til klosterporten; der gav han mig det sidste håndslag og takkede for den tid, der fandtes Vargbælger i Norge.
 

DAGFINN BONDE 

(til Birkebejnerne). 
 Gå ind, I høvdinger, og stil jer som vagt om kongsbarnet; jeg må til Nidaros og melde kongen, at Skule Bårdssøn er på Elgesæter; i slig stor sag får han selv handle.
 

MARGRETE. 
 O, Dagfinn, Dagfinn, kan du ville det!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Ilde tjente jeg ellers konge og land. (til mændene.) Stæng porten efter mig, våg over barnet, og luk ikke op for nogen, før kongen kommer. (Dæmpet til Skule.) Farvel, Skule Bårdssøn, – og Gud skænke jer en salig ende. 

(Går ud gennem porten; Birkebejnerne lukker efter ham og går ind i kapellet.)
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Ja, lad Håkon komme; jeg slipper dig ikke; jeg holder dig tæt og kærligt i mine arme, som jeg aldrig har holdt dig før.
 

MARGRETE. 
 O, hvor du er bleg – og ældet; du fryser.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg fryser ikke, – men jeg er træt, træt.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Så kom ind, og hvil dig –
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, ja; det tør vel snart være på tiden at hvile.
 

SIGRID 

(fra kapellet). 
 Endelig kommer du, min broder!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Sigrid! Er du her?
 

SIGRID. 
 Jeg lovede jo, at vi skulde mødes, når du trængte mig i din højeste nød.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Hvor er dit barn, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Det sover i sakristiet.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Så er ætten samlet på Elgesæter inat.
 

SIGRID. 
 Ja, samlet efter lange forvildede tider.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Nu fattes kun Håkon Håkonssøn.
 

MARGRETE OG FRU RAGNHILD 

(klynger sig med et smerteligt udbrud fast til ham). 
 Min fader! – Min husbond!
 

KONG SKULE 

(ser bevæget på dem). 
 Har I elsket mig så højt, I to? Jeg søgte efter lykken ude i det fremmede, og agtede aldrig på, at jeg havde et hjem, hvor jeg kunde fundet den. Jeg jog efter kærlighed gennem synd og brøde, og vidste aldrig, at jeg ejede den i kraft af Guds og menneskenes lov. – Og du, Ragnhild, min hustru, du, som jeg har forbrudt så meget imod, du lægger dig varmt og blødt op til mig i nødens højeste stund, du kan skælve og ræddes for den mands liv, som aldrig har kastet et solglimt over din vej.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Du forbrudt! O, Skule, tal ikke så; tror du jeg nogen tid skulde vove at gå irette med dig! Jeg har altid været for ringe for dig, min høje husbond; der kan ikke hvile skyld over nogen gerning, som du har øvet.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Har du troet så trygt på mig, Ragnhild?
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Fra den første dag, jeg så dig.
 

KONG SKULE 

(med liv). 
 Når Håkon kommer, vil jeg bede om grid! I milde kærlige kvinder, – o, det er dog fagert at leve!
 

SIGRID 

(med et udtryk af rædsel). 
 Skule, min broder! Ve dig, om du farer vild på vejen inat! 

(Larm udenfor; straks efter banker det på porten.)
 

MARGRETE. 
 Hør, hør! Hvem er det, som stormer frem!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hvem banker på porten?
 

STEMMER 

(udenfor). 
 Bymændene fra Nidaros! Luk op! Vi véd, at Skule Bårdssøn er derinde!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, han er herinde; – hvad vil I ham?
 

LARMENDE STEMMER 

(udenfor). 
 Kom ud, kom ud! Du skal dø, du onde mand!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Og det vover I bymænd at true med?
 

EN ENKELT. 
 Kong Håkon har dømt ham i Oslo.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Det er hver mands pligt at dræbe ham.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Jeg er dronningen; jeg byder eder at fare herfra!
 

EN STEMME. 
 Det er Skule Bårdssøns datter og ikke dronningen, som taler så.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 I har ingen magt over liv og død; kongen har dømt ham!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Ind i kirken, Skule! For Gud den barmhjertiges skyld, lad ikke blodmændene komme dig nær!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Ja, ind i kirken; for dem derude vil jeg ikke falde. Min hustru, min datter; det er som jeg havde fundet fred og lys; o, det må ikke tages fra mig igen så brat! 

(Vil ile ind i kapellet )
 

PETER 

(udenfor til højre). 
 Min fader, min konge! Nu har du snart sejren!
 

KONG SKULE 

(med et skrig). 
 Han! Han! 

(synker ned på kirketrappen.)
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Hvem er det?
 

EN BYMAND 

(udenfor). 
 Se, se; kirkeraneren klyver over klostertaget!
 

ANDRE. 
 Kast sten på ham! Kast sten på ham!
 

PETER 

(kommer tilsyne på et tag til højre og springer ned i gården). 
 Vel mødt igen, min fader!
 

KONG SKULE 

(ser forfærdet på ham). 
 Dig – dig havde jeg glemt –! Hvor kommer du fra?
 

PETER 

(vildt). 
 Hvor er kongsbarnet?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Kongsbarnet!
 

KONG SKULE 

(springer op). 
 Hvor kommer du fra, spørger jeg?
 

PETER. 
 Ude fra Hladehammeren; jeg har varslet Bård Bratte og Vargbælgerne om, at kongsbarnet er på Elgesæter inat.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Gud!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Det har du gjort! Og nu?
 

PETER. 
 Han samler flokken sammen, og så stævner de opover til klosteret. – Hvor er kongsbarnet, kvinde?
 

MARGRETE 

(der har stillet sig foran kirkedøren). 
 Det sover i sakristiet!
 

PETER. 
 Ligegodt, om det så sov på alteret! Jeg har hentet Olafs helligdom ud, – jeg er ikke ræd for at hente kongsbarnet heller!
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(råber til Skule). 
 Ham er det, du har elsket så højt!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Fader, fader! Hvor kunde du glemme alle os andre for hans skyld!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Han var ren, som et Guds lam, da den angrende kvinde gav mig ham; – det er troen på mig, som har gjort ham til den, han nu er.
 

PETER 

(uden at høre på ham). 
 Barnet må herud! Dræb det, dræb det på dronningens arm, – det var kong Skules ord i Oslo!
 

MARGRETE. 
 Syndigt, syndigt!
 

PETER. 
 En helgen kunde tryggelig gøre det, når min fader har sagt det! Min fader er kongen; thi han ejer den store kongstanke!
 

BYMÆNDENE 

(banker på porten). 
 Luk op! Kom ud, du og kirkeraneren, ellers brænder vi klostret ned!
 

KONG SKULE 

(som greben af en stærk beslutning). 
 Den store kongstanke! Ja, den er det, som har forgiftet din unge kærlige sjæl! Ren og skyldfri skulde jeg give dig tilbage; det er troen på mig, som driver dig så vildt fra brøde til brøde, fra dødsskyld til dødsskyld! O, men jeg kan frelse dig endnu; jeg kan frelse os alle! (råber mod baggrunden.) Vent, vent, I bymænd derude; jeg kommer!
 

MARGRETE 

(griber forfærdet hans hånd). 
 Min fader, hvad vil du?
 

FRU RAGNHILD 

(klynger sig op til ham med et skrig). 
 Skule!
 

SIGRID 

(river dem bort fra ham og råber med vild strålende glæde): 
 Slip ham, slip ham, I kvinder; – der vokser vinger ved hans tanke nu!
 

KONG SKULE 

(fast og stærk til Peter). 
 Du så i mig den himmelkårne, – den, som skulde gøre den store kongsgerning i landet. Se bedre på mig, du forvildede! Kongspjalterne, som jeg har pyntet mig med, de var lånte og stjålne, – nu lægger jeg dem af, en for en.
 

PETER 

(angst). 
 Min høje, herlige fader, tal ikke så!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Kongstanken er Håkons, ikke min; han alene har fået den kraft af Herren, som kan gøre den til sandhed. Du har troet på en løgn; vend dig fra mig og frels din sjæl.
 

PETER 

(med brudt stemme). 
 Kongstanken er Håkons!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg vilde være den største i landet. Gud, Gud; se, jeg ydmyger mig for dig, og står som den ringeste af alle.
 

PETER. 
 Tag mig bort fra jorden, Herre! Straf mig for al min brøde; men tag mig bort fra jorden; thi her er jeg hjemløs nu. 

(synker ned på kirketrappen.)
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg havde en ven, som blødte for mig i Oslo. Han sagde: en mand kan falde for en andens livsværk; men skal han blive ved at leve, så må han leve for sit eget. – Jeg har intet livsværk at leve for, jeg kan ikke leve for Håkons heller, – men jeg kan falde for det.
 

MARGRETE. 
 Nej, nej, det skal du aldrig!
 

KONG SKULE 

(tager hendes hånd og ser mildt på hende). 
 Elsker du din husbond, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Højere end alt i verden.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Du kunde bære, at han sagde dødsdommen over mig; men vilde du også kunne bære det, om han måtte lade den fuldbyrde?
 

MARGRETE. 
 Himlens herre, styrk mig!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Kunde du, Margrete?
 

MARGRETE 

(sagte og gysende). 
 Nej, nej, – vi måtte skilles ad, – jeg turde aldrig se ham tiere!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Du vilde lukke det fagreste lys ude fra hans liv og fra dit; – vær rolig, Margrete, – du skal ikke have det nødig.
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Far fra landet, Skule; jeg følger dig hvorhen og sålangt du vil.
 

KONG SKULE 

(hovedrystende). 
 Med en hånende skygge mellem os? – Jeg har fundet dig inat for første gang; der må ingen skygge være mellem mig og dig, min stille trofaste hustru; – derfor må der heller intet samliv være mellem os to på jorden.
 

SIGRID. 
 Min kongelige broder! Jeg ser du trænger mig ikke; jeg ser, du véd, hvad vej du skal gå.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Der gives mænd, som skabtes til at leve, og mænd, som skabtes til at dø. Min vilje vilde altid did, hvor ikke Guds finger pegte for mig; derfor så jeg aldrig vejen klart før nu. Mit stille husliv har jeg forbrudt, det kan jeg ikke vinde igen; hvad jeg har syndet mod Håkon, kan jeg bøde på, ved at fri ham for en kongspligt, som måtte skille ham fra det kæreste, han ejer. Bymændene står udenfor; jeg vil ikke vente på kong Håkon! Vargbælgerne er nær; sålænge jeg er ilive, står de ikke fra sit forsæt; finder de mig her, kan jeg ikke frelse dit barn, Margrete. – Se, se, opad! Se hvor det blegner og svinder, det gloende sværd, som har været draget over mig! Ja, ja, – Gud har talt, og jeg har forstået ham, og hans vrede er stilnet. Det er ikke i helligdommen på Elgesæter jeg skal kaste mig ned og bede om grid af en jordens konge; – den høje kirke med stjernehvælven over må jeg ind i, og det er kongernes konge, jeg skal bede om grid og frelse for alt mit livsværk!
 

SIGRID. 
 Stå ham ikke imod! Stå ikke Guds kaldelse imod! Dagen gryr; det dages i Norge og det dages i hans urolige sjæl! Har ikke vi forfærdede kvinder stået længe nok i lønkamrene, skrækslagne og gemte ind i de mørkeste kroge, lyttende til al den rædsel, som øvedes udenfor, lyttende til blodtoget, som gik landet over fra ende til ende? Har vi ikke ligget blege og forstenede i kirkerne, og ikke vovet at se ud, ligesom Kristi disciple lå i Jerusalem på den store langfredag, da toget gik til Golgata! Brug dine vinger, og ve dem, som vil binde dig nu!
 

FRU RAGNHILD. 
 Far hen i fred, min husbond! Far did, hvor ingen hånende skygge står mellem os, når vi atter mødes. 

(iler ind i kapellet.)
 

MARGRETE. 
 Min fader, farvel, farvel, – tusende farvel! 

(følger Fru Ragnhild.)
 

SIGRID 

(åbner kirkedøren og råber ind): 
 Frem, frem alle kvinder! Saml jer i bøn; send et bud opad med sang til Herren, og meld ham, at nu kommer Skule Bårdssøn angrende hjem fra sin ulydighedsgang på jorden!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Sigrid, min trofaste søster, hils kong Håkon fra mig; sig ham, at jeg end ikke i min sidste stund véd om han er den kongefødte, men at jeg uryggeligt véd: han er den, som Gud har kåret.
 

SIGRID. 
 Jeg skal bringe ham din hilsen.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og en hilsen til får du bringe. Der sidder en angrende kvinde nord på Hålogaland; sig hende, at hendes søn gik forud; han fulgte med mig, da der var al fare for hans sjæl.
 

SIGRID. 
 Det skal jeg.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Sig hende, det var ikke med hjertet han syndede; ren og skyldfri skal hun visselig møde ham igen.
 

SIGRID. 
 Det skal jeg. – (Peger mod baggrunden.) Hør, der bryder de låsen fra!
 

KONG SKULE 

(peger mod kapellet). 
 Hør, der synger de højt til Gud om frelse og fred!
 

SIGRID. 
 Hør, hør! Alle klokker i Nidaros ringer –!
 

KONG SKULE 

(smiler sørgmodigt). 
 De ringer en konge til graven.
 

SIGRID. 
 Nej, de ringer til din rette kroning nu! Farvel, min broder; lad blodets purpurkåbe flømme vidt over dine skuldre; al brøde kan dækkes under den! Gå ind, gå ind i den store kirke og tag livsens krone! 

(iler ind i kapellet.)


(Sang og klokkeringning vedbliver under det følgende.)
 

STEMMER 

(udenfor porten). 
 Nu er låsen fra! Tving os ikke til at bryde kirkefreden!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Jeg kommer.
 

BYMÆNDENE. 
 Og kirkeraneren skal også komme!
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Kirkeraneren skal også komme, ja! (går hen til Peter.) Min søn, er du rede?
 

PETER. 
 Ja, min fader, jeg er rede.
 

KONG SKULE 

(ser opad). 
 Gud, jeg er en fattig mand, jeg har kun mit liv at give; men tag det, og berg Håkons store kongstanke. – Se så, ræk mig din hånd.
 

PETER. 
 Her er min hånd, fader.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Og vær ikke ræd for det, som nu kommer.
 

PETER. 
 Nej, fader, jeg er ikke ræd, når jeg går sammen med dig.
 

KONG SKULE. 
 Tryggere vej har vi to aldrig gået sammen. (Han åbner porten; bymændene står i mængde udenfor med løftede våben.) Her er vi; vi kommer frivilligt; – men hug ham ikke i ansigtet. 

(De går udenfor, hånd i hånd; porten glider til.)
 

EN STEMME. 
 Sigt ikke, spar ikke; – hug dem, hvor I kan!
 

KONG SKULES STEMME. 
 Uhæderligt er det at handle så med høvdinger! 

(Kort våbenlarm; derpå høres tunge fald; alt bliver et øjeblik stille.)
 

EN STEMME. 
 De er døde beggeto! 

(Kongsluren lyder.)
 

EN ANDEN STEMME. 
 Der kommer kong Håkon med al sin hird!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hil eder, Håkon Håkonssøn; nu har I ingen fiender mere!
 

GREGORIUS JONSSØN 

(standser lidt ved de døde). 
 Så kom jeg dog for sent! 

(går ind i klostergården.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Usaligt for Norge, om I var kommen før! (råber ud.) Her ind, kong Håkon!
 

HÅKON 

(standsende). 
 Liget ligger mig ivejen!
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Vil Håkon Håkonssøn frem, så får han gå over Skule Bårdssøns lig!
 

HÅKON. 
 I Guds navn da! 

(Stiger over liget og kommer ind.)
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 Endelig kan I gå til kongsværket med frie hænder. Derinde har I dem, I elsker; i Nidaros ringes freden ind i landet, og derude ligger han, som var jer værst af alle.
 

HÅKON. 
 Hver mand dømte ham galt; der var en gåde ved ham.
 

DAGFINN BONDE. 
 En gåde?
 

HÅKON 

(griber ham om armen og siger sagte): 
 Skule Bårdssøn var Guds stedbarn på jorden; det var gåden ved ham. 

(Kvindernes sang lyder højere fra kapellet; alle klokker bliver ved at ringe i Nidaros.)
 

Teppet faller.
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PERSONERNE
 

BRAND. 
 HANS MODER. 
 EJNAR, en maler. 
 AGNES. 
 FOGDEN. 
 DOKTOREN. 
 PROVSTEN. 
 KLOKKEREN. 
 SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 GERD. 
 EN BONDE. 
 HANS HALVVOKSNE SØN. 
 EN ANDEN BONDE. 
 EN KVINDE. 
 EN ANDEN KVINDE. 
 EN SKRIVERKARL. 
 PRESTER og EMBEDSMÆND. 
 ALMUE, MÆND, KVINDER og BØRN. 
 FRISTEREN I ØDEMARKEN. 
 DE USYNLIGES KOR. 
 EN RØST.
 

(Handlingen foregår i vor tid, dels i dels omkring en jordbygd på vestkysten af Norge.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Oppe i sneen på fjeldvidderne. Tågen ligger tæt og tung; det er regnvejr og halvmørkt.)

 

(Brand, sortklædt, med stav og skræppe, kravler sig frem vestover. En bonde og hans halvvoksne søn, som har slået følge med, er noget bagefter.)
 

BONDEN 

(råber efter Brand). 
 Hej, fremmedkarl, far ej så fort! 
 Hvor er du?
 

BRAND. 
 Her!
 

BONDEN. 
 Du går dig bort! 
 Nu tykner skodden slig, at knapt 
 en ser så langt, som staven rækker –
 

SØNNEN. 
 Faer, her er spriker!
 

BONDEN. 
 Her er sprækker!
 

BRAND. 
 Og hvert et vejspor har vi tabt.
 

BONDEN 

(skriger). 
 Stands, mand! Guds bittre –! Her er bræen 
 skral som en skorpe! Tramp ej sneen!
 

BRAND 

(lyttende). 
 Jeg hører duren af en fos.
 

BONDEN. 
 En bæk har hulet sig indunder; 
 her er et dyb, som ingen bunder; – 
 det sluger både dig og os!
 

BRAND. 
 Frem må jeg, som jeg før har sagt.
 

BONDEN. 
 Det evner ingen mandemagt. 
 Kend; – her er grunden hul og sprød – 
 Stands, mand! Det gælder liv og død!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg må; jeg går en stormands bud.
 

BONDEN. 
 Hvad heder han?
 

BRAND. 
 Han heder Gud.
 

BONDEN. 
 Og hvad er du for noget?
 

BRAND. 
 Prest.
 

BONDEN. 
 Kanhænde det; men jeg véd bedst, 
 at om du så var provst og bisp, 
 så ligger du i dødsens gisp 
 før dagen gryr, hvis du vil frem 
 på bræens undergravne brem. 

(nærmer sig varsomt og overtalende.)

 Hør, prest; om en er klog og lært, 
 han kan ej det, som er for svært. 
 Vend om; vær ej så strid og stiv! 
 En har jo kun det ene liv; – 
 går det, hvad har en så igen? 
 Der er en mil til næste grænd, 
 og skodden står så tyk, at den 
 kan skæres med en tollekniv.
 

BRAND. 
 Står skodden tyk, en lokkes ej 
 af blålysblink på vildsporsvej.
 

BONDEN. 
 Men her er is-tjern rundt omkring, 
 og slige tjern er stygge ting.
 

BRAND. 
 Dem går vi over.
 

BONDEN. 
 Gå på vand? 
 Du holder mindre end du lover.
 

BRAND. 
 Én har dog vist, – er troen sand, 
 så slipper karlen tørskod over.
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja, før i tiden; men i vor 
 han går tilbunds med hud og hår.
 

BRAND. 
 Farvel! 

(vil gå.)
 

BONDEN. 
 Du sætter livet til!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvis Herren for min død har brug, – 
 velkommen flom og fos og slug!
 

BONDEN 

(sagte). 
 Nej, han er både gal og vild!
 

SØNNEN 

(halvt grædende). 
 Faer, lad os vende! Der er tegn 
 til værre styggevejr og regn!
 

BRAND 

(standser og nærmer sig igen). 
 Hør, bondemand; du sagde før, 
 at datter din, som bor ved fjorden, 
 har skikket bud, at snart hun dør; 
 men ej med saligt håb hun tør, – 
 hvis ej hun ser dig, – gå fra jorden?
 

BONDEN. 
 Gud bedre mig så sandt og visst!
 

BRAND. 
 Og til idag hun gav dig frist?
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja.
 

BRAND. 
 Ikke længer?
 

BONDEN. 
 Nej.
 

BRAND. 
 Så kom!
 

BONDEN. 
 Det er ugørligt værk. Vend om!
 

BRAND 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Hør? Gad du hundred daler give, 
 ifald hun kunde saligt dø?
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja, prest!
 

BRAND. 
 To hundred?
 

BONDEN. 
 Hus og bø 
 jeg skulde gerne fra mig skrive, 
 ifald hun slukne fik i fred!
 

BRAND. 
 Men gad du give livet med?
 

BONDEN. 
 Hvad? Livet? Kære, vene –!
 

BRAND. 
 Nå?
 

BONDEN 

(klør sig bag øret). 
 Nej, men der er da måde på –! 
 I Jesu navn, du får ej glemme, 
 at jeg har barn og kone hjemme.
 

BRAND. 
 Han, som du nævnte, havde moer.
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja, det var længe før ifjor; – 
 da hændte der så mangt et under; 
 det går ej slig til nuomstunder.
 

BRAND. 
 Far hjem. Dit liv er dødens vej. 
 Du véd ej Gud og Gud ej dig.
 

BONDEN. 
 Hu, du er hård!
 

SØNNEN 

(trækker i ham). 
 Kom så afsted!
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja vel; men han skal følge med!
 

BRAND. 
 Skal jeg?
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja, blir du borte her 
 i dette Herrens vonde vejr, 
 og rygtes, hvad en ej kan dølge, 
 at vi gik hjemmefra i følge, 
 så trækkes jeg tilthings en dag, – 
 og drukner du i myr og tjern, 
 så dømmes jeg i bolt og jern –
 

BRAND. 
 Da lider du for Herrens sag.
 

BONDEN. 
 Mig rager ikke hans og dine; 
 jeg har alt mer end nok med mine. 
 Kom så!
 

BRAND. 
 Farvel! 

(hult bulder høres langt borte.)
 

SØNNEN 

(skrigende). 
 Der går en skred!
 

BRAND 

(til bonden, som har grebet ham i kraven). 
 Slip taget!
 

BONDEN. 
 Nej!
 

BRAND. 
 Slip straks!
 

SØNNEN. 
 Kom med!
 

BONDEN 

(brydes med Brand). 
 Nej, fanden nappe mig –!
 

BRAND 

(river sig løs og kaster ham i sneen). 
 Ja visst; 
 det kan du tro han gør tilsidst! 

(går.)
 

BONDEN 

(sidder og gnider armen). 
 Au, au; den karl er stiv og stærk. 
 Sligt kalder han Vorherres værk! 

(råber, idet han rejser sig.)

 Hej, prest!
 

SØNNEN. 
 Han gik indover hejen.
 

BONDEN. 
 Ja, men jeg skimter ham endnu. 

(råber igen.)

 Hør, sig mig – kan du mindes, du, 
 hvor var det vi kom ud af vejen?
 

BRAND 

(inde i tågen). 
 Ej trænges vejløbs kors for dig; – 
 du er alt på den brede vej.
 

BONDEN. 
 Gud give, at det var så vel, 
 så sad jeg godt og varmt ikveld. 

(han og sønnen går østover igen.)
 

BRAND 

(kommer tilsyne højere oppe og lytter ud mod den kant, hvor bonden gik). 
 De famler hjem. Du slappe træl, 
 sprang i dit bryst en viljes væld, 
 var ikkun evnen det, som skorted, 
 jeg skulde vejens møje kortet; 
 på dødstræt ryg, med foden såret, 
 jeg skulde glad og let dig båret; – 
 men hjælp er gavnløs for en mand, 
 som ikke vil, hvad ej han kan. 

(går længere frem.)

 Hm; livet, livet; det er svært, 
 hvor livet er de godtfolk kært! 
 Hver skrælling lægger slig en magt 
 på livet, som om verdens frelse, 
 al menneskenes sjælehelse, 
 var på hans skrale skuldre lagt. 
 De vil nok offre, Gud bevares! 
 Men livet, livet, – det må spares. 

(smiler, som i en erindring.)

 

To tanker faldt som gut mig ind 
 og voldte lattervrid i maven, 
 og skaffed mig et barket skind, 
 når gamle skolemoer var gnaven. 
 Jeg tænkte mig en mørkræd ugle, 
 en fisk med vandskræk. Lydt jeg lo; 
 jeg vilde dem af sindet smugle, 
 men de hang i med tand og klo. – 
 Hvad kom det af, det lattervrid? 
 Jo, af den dunkelt følte splid 
 imellem tingen, som den er, 
 og tingen, som den skulde være, – 
 imellem det, at måtte bære, 
 og finde byrden altfor svær. – 
 Fast hver en landsmand, syg og frisk, 
 er slig en ugle, slig en fisk. 
 Han skabtes til et dybets yrke, 
 han skulde leve livets mørke, – 
 og det er det, som gør ham ræd. 
 Han spræller angst mod fjærens bred, 
 han skyr sit eget stjernekammer, 
 han skriger: luft og dagens flammer! 

(standser et øjeblik, studser og lytter.)

 

Hvad var det der? Det lød som sang. 
 Ja, det er sang med latter blandet. 
 Hør, – nu et hurra, nu et andet, – 
 nu tredje – fjerde – femte gang! 
 Der rinder solen. Skodden letter. 
 Jeg øjner alt de vide sletter. 
 Derborte står det glade lag 
 i morgenskær på højderyggen; 
 vestover vidden kastes skyggen; 
 de skifter ord og nævetag. 
 Nu skilles de. De andre vender 
 mod øst, men to går vesterud. 
 Der skikker de, som sidste bud, 
 farvel med hat, med slør og hænder. 

(Solen bryder alt mere og mere gennem tågen. Han står længe og ser ned på de kommende.)

 

Der glittrer lys om disse tvende. 
 Det er som skodden gjorde vej, 
 som lyngen klædte hæld og hej 
 og himlen lo om ham og hende. 
 De er visst syskend. Hånd i hånd 
 de springer over lyngens tæppe. 
 Se; pigen rører grunden neppe, 
 og han er ledig som en vånd. 
 Der strøg hun fra ham! Der hun veg, 
 da rap han vilde hende fange – –. 
 Nu vokser løbet til en leg –! 
 Hør; deres latter blir til sange! 

(Ejnar og Agnes, let rejseklædte, begge blussende og varme, kommer legende frem over sletten. Tågen er borte; en klar sommermorgen ligger over fjeldet.)
 

EJNAR. 
 Agnes, min dejlige sommerfugl, 
 dig vil jeg legende fange! 
 Jeg fletter et garn med masker små, 
 og maskerne er mine sange!
 

AGNES 

(danser baglænds foran og smutter stedse fra ham). 
 Er jeg en sommerfugl, liden og skær, 
 så lad mig af lyngtoppen drikke; 
 og er du en gut, som lyster en leg, 
 så jag mig, men fang mig ikke!
 

EJNAR. 
 Agnes, min dejlige sommerfugl, 
 nu har jeg maskerne flettet; 
 dig hjælper visst aldrig din flagrende flugt, – 
 snart sidder du fangen i nettet!
 

AGNES. 
 Er jeg en sommerfugl, ung og blank, 
 jeg lystig i legen mig svinger; 
 men fanger du mig under nettets spind, 
 så rør ikke ved mine vinger!
 

EJNAR. 
 Nej, jeg skal løfte dig varligt på hånd 
 og lukke dig ind i mit hjerte; 
 der kan du lege dit hele liv 
 den gladeste leg, du lærte! 

(uden at se det har de nærmet sig en brat styrtning; de står nu lige på randen.)
 

BRAND 

(skriger ned til dem). 
 Stands, stands! Der er en afgrund bag!
 

EJNAR. 
 Hvem råber?
 

AGNES 

(peger op). 
 Se!
 

BRAND. 
 Berg jer itide! 
 I står på skavlens hule tag; – 
 den hænger udfor stupets side!
 

EJNAR 

(slår armen om hende og ler op). 
 Det har ej nød med mig og hende!
 

AGNES. 
 Vi har et liv at lege rundt!
 

EJNAR. 
 I solskin er en færd os undt, 
 som først om hundred år har ende.
 

BRAND. 
 Da først I går tilbunds? Ja så!
 

AGNES 

(svinger sløret). 
 Nej, da går legen mod det blå.
 

EJNAR. 
 Først hundred år i glædestimlen, 
 med bryllupslamper tændt hver nat, – 
 et liv, et hundredårs tagfat –
 

BRAND. 
 Og så –?
 

EJNAR. 
 Så hjem igen – til himlen.
 

BRAND. 
 Nå, det er den, I kommer fra?
 

EJNAR. 
 Naturligvis; hvor ellers da?
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, det vil sige, allersidst 
 vi kom fra dalen øst for fjeldet.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg syntes og jeg øjned hist 
 et skimt af jer ved vandløbskellet.
 

EJNAR. 
 Ja, det var der vi skiltes nys 
 fra vore venner og veninder 
 og trykked håndslag, favntag, kys, 
 som segl på alle dyre minder. 
 Kom ned til os! Jeg skal fortælle, 
 hvor Gud har været mageløs, – 
 så vil De fatte jublens vælde –! 
 Fy, stå ej der, som om De frøs! 
 Se så! Tin op! Det kan jeg lide. 
 Først er jeg maler, må De vide, 
 og det var allerede smukt 
 at skænke mine tanker flugt, 
 så jeg kan kogle liv i farver, 
 som han gør sommerfugl af larver. 
 Men aller prægtigst var dog Gud, 
 da han mig Agnes gav til brud! 
 Jeg kom fra syd, fra rejser lange, 
 med malerkassen på min ryg –
 

AGNES 

(ivrig). 
 Så kongeglad og frisk og tryg – 
 og kunde visst de tusend sange!
 

EJNAR. 
 Just som jeg gennem bygden strøg, 
 var hun deroppe på besøg. 
 Hun skulde drikke fjeldets luft 
 og sol og dugg og graners duft. 
 Mig drev en gudsmagt op mod fjeldet; 
 det sang i mig: søg skønhedsvældet 
 på granemo, langs skogens elv, 
 i skyflugt under himlens hvælv! – 
 Da malte jeg mit mesterstykke: 
 et rosenblus på hendes kind, 
 et øjepar, som lyste lykke, 
 et smil, som sang i sjælen ind –
 

AGNES. 
 Men hvad du malte, så du neppe, – 
 drak livets skål i blinde drag 
 og stod igen en solskinsdag 
 med stav i hånd og snøret skræppe –
 

EJNAR. 
 Da strøg den tanke mig forbi: 
 du har jo ganske glemt at fri! 
 Hurra! I hast blev friet, svaret, 
 og dermed var det grejdt og klaret. 
 Vor gamle doktor blev så glad, 
 at selv han ikke vidste hvad. 
 Så holdt han lag tre døgn tilende, 
 med sang og dans, for mig og hende; 
 fra foged, lensmand, skriver, prest, 
 al voksen ungdom kom som gæst. 
 Fra gården brød vi op inat; 
 men derfor endtes gildet ej; – 
 med flag på stang, med løv om hat, 
 op over li, frem over hej, 
 af flokken fulgtes vi på vej.
 

AGNES. 
 Vor færd på vidden var en dans, 
 snart to og to – og snart i krans.
 

EJNAR. 
 Af sølvstøp drak vi vinen sød –
 

AGNES. 
 I sommernatten sangen lød –
 

EJNAR. 
 Og skodden, som faldt tung fra nord, 
 strøg lydig væk, hvor frem vi foer.
 

BRAND. 
 Og nu går vejen –!
 

EJNAR. 
 Lige frem, 
 til byen.
 

AGNES. 
 Der jeg har mit hjem.
 

EJNAR. 
 Men først forbi de sidste toppe; 
 så ned til fjordens vik i vest; 
 på Egirs hest med dampen oppe 
 vi rider hjem til bryllupsfest, – 
 og så mod sydens land tilsammen, 
 lig svaner på den første flugt –!
 

BRAND. 
 Og der –?
 

EJNAR. 
 Et bryllupsliv i gammen, 
 som drømmen stort, som sagnet smukt; 
 thi vid at denne søndagsmorgen, 
 skønt midt på vidden, uden prest, 
 vort liv blev lyst i fred for sorgen 
 og viet til en lykkefest.
 

BRAND. 
 Af hvem?
 

EJNAR. 
 Af al den glade klynge. 
 Ved bægerklang hver uvejrssky 
 blev sat i ban, der turde tynge 
 det lette løvværk om vort ly. 
 Af sproget ud hvert ord de kyste, 
 som varsel bar om stormslags drøn; 
 med løv i håret de os lyste 
 som glædens børn i kuld og køn.
 

BRAND. 
 Far vel, I to! 

(vil gå.)
 

EJNAR 

(studser og ser nærmere på ham). 
 Nej, stands og vent! 
 Det tykkes mig som noget kendt 
 i Deres træk –
 

BRAND 

(koldt). 
 Jeg er Dem fremmed.
 

EJNAR. 
 Og dog fra skolen eller hjemmet 
 jeg tror så visst, jeg mindes kan –
 

BRAND. 
 I skolen; ja, da var vi venner; 
 da var jeg gut; nu er jeg mand.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det skulde aldrig være –? 

(skriger med engang:)

 Brand! 
 Ja, det er dig! Nu jeg dig kender!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg kendte dig fra første stund.
 

EJNAR. 
 Vel mødt, vel mødt af hjertens grund! 
 Se på mig! Ja, du er den gamle, 
 som altid i dig selv var nok, 
 hvem legen aldrig kunde samle 
 i kammeraters viltre flok.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg var jo hjemløs mellem jer. 
 Dig tror jeg dog jeg havde kær, 
 skønt alle I der-sør i landet 
 var af en anden malm, end jeg, 
 som fødtes på et næs ved vandet, 
 i skyggen af en skogløs hej.
 

EJNAR. 
 Din hjembygd, – ja, den er jo her?
 

BRAND. 
 Igennem den min vej nu bær.
 

EJNAR. 
 Igennem den? Så? Vidre frem?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja vidt; og fort – forbi mit hjem.
 

EJNAR. 
 Du er jo prest?
 

BRAND 

(smiler). 
 Stiftskapellan. 
 Lig haren under holtets gran 
 har jeg mit hus snart her snart hist.
 

EJNAR. 
 Og hvor går rejsen nu tilsidst?
 

BRAND 

(hurtigt og hårdt). 
 Spørg ej om det!
 

EJNAR. 
 Hvorfor?
 

BRAND 

(forandrer tonen). 
 Å jo! 
 Det skib, som venter eder to, 
 skal også føre mig herfra.
 

EJNAR. 
 Min brudgomshest? Hurra, hurra! 
 Tænk, Agnes, han skal samme vej!
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, men jeg skal til gravøl, jeg.
 

AGNES. 
 Til gravøl?
 

EJNAR. 
 Du? Hvem skal begraves?
 

BRAND. 
 Den Gud, som nys du kaldte din.
 

AGNES 

(viger). 
 Kom, Ejnar!
 

EJNAR. 
 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 I lin og skrin 
 hver jordtræls Gud, hver døgnværk-slaves, 
 skal lægges ned ved højlys dag. 
 Der må en ende på den sag. 
 Det er på tiden I forstår, 
 han skrantet har i tusend år.
 

EJNAR. 
 Brand, du er syg!
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, sund og frisk, 
 som åsens tall, som bakkens brisk; 
 men det er tidens syge slægt, 
 som trænger til at vorde lægt. 
 I vil kun lefle, lege, le, 
 vil tro så småt, men ikke se, – 
 vil læsse hele vægtens ve 
 på en, som man har sagt jer kom 
 og tog den store straffedom. 
 Han lod for jer sig tornekranse, 
 og derfor har I lov at danse; – 
 ja dans, – men hvor du danser hen, 
 det blir en anden sag, min ven!
 

EJNAR. 
 Å, jeg forstår! Den sang er ny 
 og yndet over bygd og by. 
 Du hører til det unge kuld, 
 som kalder livet tant og muld, 
 som jage vil med pølens skræk 
 alverden i en askesæk.
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, jeg er ingen „prækehest”. 
 Jeg taler ej om kirkens prest; 
 knapt véd jeg, om jeg er en kristen; 
 men visst jeg véd, jeg er en mand, 
 og visst jeg véd, jeg øjner bristen, 
 der margstjal hele dette land.
 

EJNAR 

(smiler). 
 Det har jeg endnu aldrig hørt, 
 vort gode land i rygte ført 
 for overmål af livsenslyst.
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, jublen sprænger intet bryst; – 
 thi var det så, da var det vel. 
 Lad gå at du er glædens træl, – 
 men vær det da fra kveld til kveld. 
 Vær ikke ét idag, igår, 
 og noget andet om et år. 
 Det, som du er, vær fuldt og helt, 
 og ikke stykkevis og delt. 
 Bacchanten er en klar idé, 
 en drukkenbolt hans ak og ve, – 
 Silenen er en skøn figur, 
 en dranker hans karrikatur. 
 Gå blot omkring i dette land, 
 og hør dig for hos alle mand, 
 og du vil se, enhver har lært 
 sig til at være lidt af hvert. 
 Lidt alvorslørt til brug i helgen, 
 lidt trofast efter fædres sed, 
 lidt lysten efter natverdsvælgen, – 
 thi det var samme fædre med, – 
 lidt varm om hjertet, er der gilde 
 og sangen runger for det lille 
 men klippefaste klippefolk, 
 der aldrig tog mod stryg og svolk, – 
 lidt ødsel når det gælder løfter, – 
 lidt hårfin når han ædru drøfter 
 det ord, som gaves i et lag, 
 til løsning på en alvorsdag. 
 Dog alt, som sagt, kun ganske lidt; 
 hans fejl, hans fortrin, går ej vidt; 
 han er en brøk i stort og småt, 
 en brøk i ondt, en brøk i godt; – 
 men værst det er, – hver brøkens del 
 slår brøkens hele rest ihjæl.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det er en letvindt ting at håne; 
 dog vakkrere det var at skåne –
 

BRAND. 
 Kanhænde det, – men ej så sundt.
 

EJNAR. 
 Nu vel; til folkets syndebundt 
 jeg føjer både ja og amen, 
 men ser dog ej det hænger sammen 
 med ham, du lægge vil i skrin, – 
 den Gud, jeg endnu kalder min.
 

BRAND. 
 Min glade ven, du er jo maler; – 
 vis mig den Gud, hvorom du taler. 
 Du har jo malt ham, har jeg hørt, 
 og billedet har godtfolk rørt. 
 Han er vel gammel; ikke så?
 

EJNAR. 
 Nu ja –?
 

BRAND. 
 Naturligvis. Og grå? 
 Tyndhåret efter gubbers vis, 
 med skæg som sølvtråd eller is, – 
 velvilligt stemt, men dog så streng, 
 at han kan skræmme børn i seng? 
 Hvorvidt du gav ham tøfler på, 
 se, det lar ved sit værd jeg stå; 
 men visst jeg tror det gjorde godt, 
 om han fik briller og kalot.
 

EJNAR 

(vred). 
 Hvad skal det til –
 

BRAND. 
 Det er ej spot. 
 Just netop sådan ser han ud, 
 vort lands, vort folks familjegud. 
 Som katoliken gør en rolling 
 af Frelserhelten, gør I her 
 af Herren en affældig olding, 
 der er sin alders barndom nær. 
 Som paven har på Peters stol 
 tilovers snart kun dobbelt-dirken, 
 så snevrer I fra pol til pol 
 Vorherres rige ind til kirken. 
 I skiller liv fra tro og lære; 
 for ingen gælder det at være; 
 jer stræben er, jer ånd at hæve, 
 men ikke helt og fuldt at leve. 
 I trænger til, for slig at slingre, 
 en Gud, som ser igennem fingre; – 
 som slægten selv, dens Gud må gråne 
 og males med kalot og måne. – 
 Men denne Gud er ikke min! 
 Min er en storm, hvor din er vind, 
 ubøjelig, hvor din er døv, 
 alkærlig der, hvor din er sløv; 
 og han er ung, som Herkules, – 
 ej nogen Gudfaer på de treds! 
 Hans stemme slog med lyn og skræk, 
 da han som ild i tornehæk 
 for Moses stod på Horebs berg, 
 som kæmpen står for dverges dverg. 
 Han standsed sol i Gibeons dal 
 og gjorde undre uden tal, 
 og skulde gøre dem endnu, 
 hvis slægten ej var slap, som du!
 

EJNAR 

(med et usikkert smil). 
 Og nu skal slægten skabes om?
 

BRAND. 
 Det skal den, du, så sandt og visst 
 jeg véd, at jeg til verden kom 
 som læge for dens sot og brist!
 

EJNAR 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Sluk ikke stikken, skønt den oser, 
 før lygten viser vejens spor; 
 stryg ikke sprogets gamle gloser, 
 før du har skabt de nye ord!
 

BRAND. 
 Ej noget nyt jeg stunder til; 
 det eviges ret jeg hævde vil. 
 Det er ej dogmer eller kirke, 
 som jeg vil løfte med mit virke; 
 thi begge så sin første dag, 
 og derfor var det muligt vel 
 de begge ser sin sidste kveld. 
 Alt skabt har jo et finis bag; 
 det fanger mén af møl og orm, 
 og må ifølge lov og norm 
 afvejen for en ufødt form. 
 Men der er noget til, som står; – 
 det er den ånd, som ej blev skabt, 
 som løstes, da den var fortabt, 
 i tidens første friske vår, 
 som slog med frejdig mandetro 
 fra kød til åndens ophav bro, 
 Nu er i småt den høkret ud, – 
 tak være slægtens syn på Gud; – 
 men frem af disse sjælestumper, 
 af disse åndens torsoklumper, 
 af disse hoder, disse hænder, 
 et helt skal gå, så Herren kender 
 sin mand igen, sit største værk, 
 sin ætling, Adam, ung og stærk!
 

EJNAR 

(afbrydende). 
 Farvel. Jeg mener, det er bedst 
 vi skilles her.
 

BRAND. 
 Går I mod vest, 
 går jeg mod nord. To veje bær 
 til fjorden, begge lige nær. 
 Farvel!
 

EJNAR. 
 Farvel.
 

BRAND 

(vender sig ved nedgangen). 
 Skil lys fra dunst. 
 Husk, – det, at leve, er en kunst.
 

EJNAR 

(vinker ham fra sig). 
 Vend du kun verden op og ned; 
 min gamle Gud jeg holder ved!
 

BRAND. 
 Godt; mal ham du med krykkestav; – 
 jeg går og lægger ham i grav! 

(går ned over stien.)
 

EJNAR 

(går i taushed hen og ser ned efter Brand).
 

AGNES 

(står et øjeblik som åndsfraværende; derpå farer hun op, ser sig urolig 
 om og spørger): 
 Gik solen ned?
 

EJNAR. 
 Nej, kun en sky 
 strøg for; nu lyser den påny.
 

AGNES. 
 Her blæser koldt.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det var et pust, 
 som jog igennem skaret just. 
 Her skal vi ned.
 

AGNES. 
 Så sort mod sør 
 stod berget ej og stængte før.
 

EJNAR. 
 Du så det ej for sang og leg, 
 før han dig skræmte, da han skreg. 
 Men lad ham gå sin bratte trap; 
 vi knytter legen, hvor den glap.
 

AGNES. 
 Nej, ikke nu; – nu er jeg træt.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det er igrunden også jeg, – 
 og nedfor er ej vejen let, 
 som borte på den flade hej. 
 Men har vi højden bagom os, 
 da skal vi danse just på trods, – 
 ja, tifold mere vildt og fort, 
 end ellers vi det havde gjort. – 
 Se, Agnes, se den stribe blå, 
 som solens glød nu glittrer på; 
 snart kruser den sig, snart den ler, 
 snart er den sølv, snart er den rav; 
 det er det store, friske hav, 
 som du der yderst ude ser! 
 Og kan du se den mørke røg, 
 som længe langsmed leden strøg? 
 Og kan du se den sorte prik, 
 som nu just rundt om næsset gik? 
 Se, det er dampen; – din og min! 
 Nu står den fjorden lige ind! 
 Iaften står den ud fra fjord, 
 tilhavs, med dig og mig ombord! – 
 Der slører tågen tung og grå. – 
 Sig, Agnes, fik du øje på 
 hvor smukt sig hav og himmel malte?
 

AGNES 

(ser åndsfraværende lige ud og siger): 
 Ja visst. Men sig mig om du så –?
 

EJNAR. 
 Hvad?
 

AGNES 

(uden at se på ham og dæmpet som i en kirke). 
 Hvor han vokste, mens han talte! 

(hun går nedover stien. Ejnar følger.)
 

(Vej langs fjeldvæggen med vildt dyb udfor til højre. Ovenfor og bag berget skimtes større højder med tinder og sne.)
 

BRAND 

(kommer oppe på stien, går nedover, standser midtvejs på en fremspringende knart og ser ned i dybet). 
 Ja, jeg kender mig igen! 
 Hvert et bådnøst, hver en grænd, 
 Jordfaldsbakken, osets birke, 
 og den gamle brune kirke, 
 elvekantens olderbuske, 
 alting kan fra barn jeg huske. 
 Men jeg tror, at mere gråt 
 er det nu, og mere småt; 
 og på berget skavlen hænger 
 mere yderligt end da, 
 har af dalens snevre himmel 
 skåret bort endnu en strimmel 
 luder, truer, skygger, stænger, – 
 stjæler mere sol ifra. 

(sætter sig og ser langt udover.)

 

Fjorden. Var den og den gang 
 lige styg og lige trang? 
 Det er bygevejr. Der står 
 ind en råsejlsjagt for børen. 
 Sør, indunder hamrens skygge, 
 øjner jeg en bod, en brygge, 
 og der bag en rødmalt gård! – 
 Det er enkens gård på øren! 
 Enkens gård. Min barndoms hjem. 
 Minders minder myldrer frem. 
 Der, imellem strandens stene, 
 blev min barnesjæl alene. – 
 Over mig er klemslens vægt, 
 tyngslen af at stå i slægt 
 med en ånd, som altid peged 
 jordvendt, udenfor mit eget. 
 Alt, hvad stort jeg vilde før, 
 vimrer nu som bag et slør. 
 Modet, magten har mig sveget, 
 hug og sjæl blir slap og sprød; 
 her, ved nærmelsen af hjemmet, 
 ser jeg på mig selv som fremmed, – 
 vågner bunden, klippet, tæmmet, 
 Samson lig i skøgens skød. 

(ser atter ned i dybet.)

 

Hvad er der for færd og virke? 
 Ud fra hver en plads og grænd 
 stævner kvinder, børn og mænd. 
 Snart i urd og snart i brækker 
 taber sig de lange rækker, 
 dukker atter op igen – 
 fremme ved den gamle kirke. 

(rejser sig.)

 O, jeg kan jer ud og ind, 
 slappe sjæle, sløve sind! 
 Hele eders Fadervor 
 har ej såpas viljevinge, 
 ikke såpas angstens drøn, 
 at deraf tilhimmels når, – 
 klangfuldt, som en røst skal klinge, – 
 andet end den fjerde bøn! 
 Den er landets løsen jo, 
 den er folkets feltråb blevet. 
 Ud af sammenhængen revet, 
 ind i alle hjerter skrevet, 
 ligger den som stormfordrevet 
 vrag af eders hele tro! – 
 Væk fra dette klumre slug! 
 Der er grubeluft herinde; – 
 her kan ingen fanes dug 
 flagre frit for friske vinde? 

(vil gå; en sten kastes ovenfra og ruller nedigennem lien tæt ved ham.)
 

BRAND 

(råber op). 
 Hej der! Hvem kaster sten? 

(Gerd, en femtenårs pige, løber oppe på bergkammen med stene i forklædet.)
 

GERD. 
 Han skreg! 
 Jeg traf! 

(kaster igen.)
 

BRAND. 
 Hør, barn; stands denne leg!
 

GERD. 
 Der sidder han foruden mén 
 og vipper på en vindfældt gren! 

(kaster igen og skriger.)

 Der kommer han så vild som før! 
 Hjælp! Hu! Han hugger mig med klør!
 

BRAND. 
 I Herrens navn –!
 

GERD. 
 Hyss! Hvem er du? 
 Stå stilt, stå stilt; han flyver nu.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvem flyver?
 

GERD. 
 Så du ikke høgen?
 

BRAND. 
 Her? Nej.
 

GERD. 
 Den store stygge fugl 
 med kammen fladt på panden strøgen, 
 med rand om øjet rød og gul!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvor går din vej?
 

GERD. 
 Til kirke.
 

BRAND. 
 Så? 
 Da kan vi to jo følge slå.
 

GERD. 
 Vi to? Nej, jeg skal opad her.
 

BRAND 

(peger nedover). 
 Men der er kirken jo!
 

GERD 

(ser hånligt smilende på ham og peger ned). 
 Den der?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja visst; kom med.
 

GERD. 
 Nej; der er stygt!
 

BRAND. 
 Stygt? Hvorfor?
 

GERD. 
 Jo, for der er småt.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvor har du set en større bygt?
 

GERD. 
 En større? Å, det véd jeg godt. 
 Farvel! 

(går opover.)
 

BRAND. 
 Går der din kirkevej? 
 Den bær jo til den vilde hej.
 

GERD. 
 Følg med mig, du, så skal du se 
 en kirke bygt af is og sne!
 

BRAND. 
 Af is og sne! Nu går det op! 
 Derinde mellem tind og top, 
 jeg komme kan fra gut ihug, 
 der findes skal et dalstrøgs slug; 
 Iskirken tror jeg det blev kaldt; 
 om den blev mange slags fortalt; 
 et frossent tjern er gulv og toft, 
 på skavlen ligger sneen kram 
 og spænder vidt sig, som et loft, 
 udover søndre væggens kam.
 

GERD. 
 Ja, det ser ud som is og fjeld, 
 men er nu kirke lige vel.
 

BRAND. 
 Gå aldrig did; et vindstøds kast 
 har tidtnok voldt at bræen brast; 
 et skrig, et rifleskud er nok –
 

GERD 

(uden at høre på ham). 
 Kom med og se en rensdyrflok, 
 som skreden slog, så op den kom 
 ivår først med den store flom.
 

BRAND. 
 Gå aldrig did; der er ej trygt!
 

GERD 

(peger ned). 
 Gå aldrig did; for der er stygt!
 

BRAND. 
 Guds fred med dig.
 

GERD. 
 Kom heller med! 
 Deroppe messer fos og skred; 
 der præker vind på jøklens vold, 
 så du blir både hed og kold. 
 Og høgen slipper aldrig ind; 
 han slår sig ned på Svartetind, – 
 der sidder han, det styggetøj, 
 som hane på min kirkefløj.
 

BRAND. 
 Vild er din vej og vild din sjæl, – 
 en langelek med sprukken fjæl. 
 Af slet blir slet kun, slet og ret, – 
 men ondt til godt kan vendes let.
 

GERD. 
 Der kommer han med vingesus! 
 Nu får jeg se at nå ihus! 
 Farvel; i kirken er jeg tryg, – 
 hu, hvor han kommer arg og styg! 

(skriger.)

 Kom ikke nær! Jeg kaster sten! 
 Slår du med klo, slår jeg med gren! 

(flygter opover fjeldet.)
 

BRAND 

(efter et ophold). 
 Se, det var og en kirkegæst. 
 I dal, – på hej, hvem gør det bedst? 
 Hvem vimrer værst og vildest frem, 
 hvem famler længst fra fred og hjem, – 
 det letsind som, med krans af løv, 
 lar legen gå langs brattest slug, – 
 det slapsind, som går vejen sløv, 
 fordi det så er skik og brug, – 
 det vildsind, som har slig en flugt, 
 at fast hvad ondt det ser, blir smukt? – 
 Til kamp på tvers, til kamp på langs 
 mod denne trippelallians! 
 Jeg ser mit kald; det glittrer frem, 
 som sol igennem glugg påklem! 
 Jeg véd mit hverv; de trolde tre 
 i faldet bøder verdens ve; – 
 får slægten dem først lagt i grav, 
 da viftes verdenspesten af! 
 Op; rust dig, sjæl! Dit sverd fra lænd! 
 Til kamp for himlens odelsmænd! 

(han stiger ned i bygden.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Nede ved fjorden med bratte bergvægge omkring. Den gamle forfaldne kirke ligger på en liden bakke i nærheden. Et uvejr trækker op.)

 

(Almuen, mænd, kvinder og børn, er samlet i klynger dels på stranden dels i bakkerne. Fogden sidder i midten på en sten; en skriverkarl hjælper ham; der deles korn og levnetsmidler ud. Ejnar og Agnes står omringet af en flok længere borte. Nogle både ligger i fjæren. Brand kommer frem på kirkebakken uden at mærkes af mængden.)
 

EN MAND 

(bryder sig gennem trængslen). 
 Af vejen!
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Jeg kom først!
 

MANDEN 

(skubber hende tilside). 
 Gå væk! 

(trænger sig frem til fogden.)

 Se her; fyld gabet i min sæk!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Giv tid.
 

MANDEN. 
 Ugørligt; – jeg må hjem; 
 der sidder sultne fire – fem!
 

FOGDEN 

(spasende). 
 Du véd ej tallet på en prik?
 

MANDEN. 
 Én drog med døden, da jeg gik.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Bi lidt. Du står på listen vel? 

(blader i sine papirer.)

 Nej; – jo, du står. Det var dit held. 

(til skriverkarlen.)

 Giv nummer ni og tyve sit. – 
 Nå, nå, I godtfolk, vent dog lidt! 
 Nils Snemyr?
 

EN MAND. 
 Ja!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Idag du får 
 trekvart kun mod hvad du fik sidst. 
 I er jo færre nu.
 

MANDEN. 
 Ja visst, – 
 hun Ragnhild døde ret igår.
 

FOGDEN 

(noterer). 
 Én mindre. Spart er altid spart. 

(til manden, som fjerner sig.)

 Men far nu ikke hen i fart 
 og gift dig anden gang!
 

SKRIVERKARLEN 

(fniser). 
 Hi, hi!
 

FOGDEN 

(hvast). 
 Hvad ler De af?
 

SKRIVERKARLEN. 
 Jeg lo fordi 
 herr fogden er så morsom.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ti! 
 Det stævne her er ingen spas; 
 men bedste råd mod gråd er fjas.
 

EJNAR 

(træder ud af flokken med Agnes). 
 Nu har jeg tømt den sidste lomme, 
 og pung og tegnebog er tomme; – 
 ombord jeg kommer som en fant, 
 og sætter uhr og stok i pant.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, I to kom i rette stund. 
 Hvad jeg har samlet, er kun lidt; 
 det slår ej til, som hver kan vide, 
 når fattig hånd og halvmæt mund 
 skal skifte deles del af sit 
 med dem, som intet har at bide. 

(får øje på Brand og peger op.)

 En til! Velkommen! Har De hørt 
 om hungersnøden, flommen, tørken, 
 så løs for pungen, er den snørt. 
 Vi tar imod af alle slags. 
 Vort forråd er på bunden straks; – 
 fem fiske små i armods ørken 
 gør intet måltid nutildags.
 

BRAND. 
 Ti tusend, i en afguds navn 
 delt ud, blev ingen sjæl til gavn.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det var ej ord jeg bad Dem om. 
 Ord er kun sten, er maven tom.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det er umuligt, at du véd 
 hvor hårdt og længe folket led! 
 Brand, her er uår, sult og sot. 
 Her ligger lig –
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg ser det godt. 
 På hvert et øjes blygrå ring 
 det kendes hvem som holder thing.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Og endda står De hård som flint!
 

BRAND 

(træder ned iblandt mængden og siger med eftertryk): 
 Hvis livet her gik slapt og lindt, 
 gik trægt sin gang med hverdagsnød, 
 da ynked jeg jert skrig om brød. 
 Må du på fire krybe hjem, 
 da kommer dyret i dig frem. 
 Går dag for dag i lummer ro, 
 i skridtgang som et ligfærdstog, 
 da ligger det så nær at tro 
 sig strøgen ud af Herrens bog. 
 Men eder var han mere god; 
 han dryssed rædsel i jert blod; 
 med dødsnøds svøber han jer slog; 
 hvad dyrt han gav, han atter tog –
 

FLERE RØSTER 

(afbryder ham truende). 
 Han sparker os i al vor nød!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Han skælder os, som gav jer brød?
 

BRAND 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 O, kunde alt mit hjerteblod 
 jer læske som en helsens flod, 
 det skulde vælde frem i flom 
 til årens seng var tør og tom. 
 Men her at hjælpe var en synd! 
 Se, Gud vil løfte jer af dynd; – 
 et livsfolk, – om end spredt og svagt, – 
 af trængslen suger marg og magt; 
 det sløve syn får falkeflugt, 
 og skuer vidt og skuer smukt, 
 den veke vilje skyder ryg 
 og ser bag striden sejren tryg; 
 men avler nød ej adelsfærd, 
 er flokken ej sin frelse værd!
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Der slår et uvejr over fjord, 
 som om det vaktes ved hans ord!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Han ægger Gud! Min spådom mærk!
 

BRAND. 
 Jer Gud gør intet underværk!
 

KVINDERNE. 
 Se vejret! Se!
 

RØSTER BLANDT MÆNGDEN. 
 Af bygden driv 
 den hårde sjæl med sten og kniv! 

(Almuen stimler truende sammen om Brand. Fogden træder imellem. – En kvinde, forvildet og forreven, kommer ilsomt ned over bakkerne.)
 

KVINDEN 

(skriger frem mod flokken). 
 Hvor får jeg hjælp i Jesu navn!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad trænges? Nævn hvad nød, hvad savn –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Ej nød, ej savn det gælder nu! 
 Det gælder verdens værste gru!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad er det? Tal!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Jeg har ej røst! 
 Hvor findes presten? – Hjælp og trøst!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Her er ej prest –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Fortabt, fortabt! 
 Hård var du, Gud, at jeg blev skabt!
 

BRAND 

(nærmer sig). 
 Kanhænde dog her findes én.
 

KVINDEN 

(griber ham om armen). 
 Så lad ham komme, vær ej sen!
 

BRAND. 
 Nævn mig din nød, så kommer han.
 

KVINDEN. 
 Tversover fjorden –
 

BRAND. 
 Nu?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Min mand – 
 tre sultne små, og huset tømt, – – 
 sig nej, sig nej, – han er ej dømt!
 

BRAND. 
 Tal først.
 

KVINDEN. 
 Min barm var tørket ud; 
 os hjalp ej mennesker, ej Gud; 
 den yngste tungt med døden drog; 
 det skar hans sjæl; han barnet slog –!
 

BRAND. 
 Han slog –!
 

ALMUEN 

(i rædsel). 
 Sit barn!
 

KVINDEN. 
 I samme stund 
 han så sin gernings afgrundsbund! 
 Hans anger flommed som en elv; 
 han lagde voldshånd på sig selv. – 
 Kom, berg hans sjæl trods vejr og sjø! 
 Han kan ej leve, tør ej dø; 
 med liget ligger han i favn 
 og skriger på den ondes navn!
 

BRAND 

(stille). 
 Ja, her er nød.
 

EJNAR 

(bleg). 
 Er muligt sligt!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Han hører ej til mit distrikt.
 

BRAND 

(kort, til almuen). 
 Gør loss en båd og sæt mig over!
 

EN MAND. 
 I sligt et vejr? Det ingen vover!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Rundt fjorden går en sti –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Nej, nej, – 
 nu findes ingen farbar vej; 
 jeg foer den, men et elvebrudd 
 skar lige bag mig kloppen ud!
 

BRAND. 
 Gør båden loss.
 

EN MAND. 
 Umuligt nu; 
 det bryder over grund og flu!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Se der! Et kast fra højden strøg, 
 så hele fjorden står i røg!
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Er vejret sligt, med slag og skrald, 
 så lyser provsten messefald!
 

BRAND. 
 En syndersjæl, sin domsstund nær, 
 ej venter efter vind og vejr! 

(går ned i en båd og løser sejlet.)

 I vover båden?
 

EJEREN. 
 Ja; men bliv!
 

BRAND. 
 Godt; kom nu den, som vover liv!
 

EN MAND. 
 Jeg går ej med.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Og ikke jeg!
 

FLERE. 
 Det var den lige dødsens vej!
 

BRAND. 
 Jer Gud hjalp ingen over fjord; 
 men husk, at min er med ombord!
 

KVINDEN 

(vrider hænderne): 
 Han ufrelst dør!
 

BRAND 

(råber fra båden): 
 Én mand er nok 
 til hjælp med øsekar og fok! 
 Kom, en af jer, som nylig gav! 
 Giv, mænd, giv indtil død og grav!
 

FLERE 

(viger tilbage). 
 Kræv aldrig sligt!
 

EN ENKELT 

(truende). 
 Af båden ud! 
 Det er for stærkt at friste Gud!
 

FLERE RØSTER. 
 Se, vejret vokser!
 

ANDRE. 
 Linen brast!
 

BRAND 

(hugger sig fast med bådshagen og råber til den fremmede kvinde). 
 Godt; kom da du; men kom i hast!
 

KVINDEN 

(viger tilbage). 
 Jeg! Her, hvor ingen –!
 

BRAND. 
 Lad dem stå!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Jeg kan ej!
 

BRAND. 
 Kan ej?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Husk de små –!
 

BRAND 

(ler). 
 Dynd er den grund, I bygger på!
 

AGNES 

(vender sig med blussende kinder raskt om til Ejnar, lægger hånden på hans arm og siger): 
 Har alt du hørt!
 

EJNAR. 
 Ja; han er stærk!
 

AGNES. 
 Gud signe dig! Du véd dit værk! 

(råber til Brand:)

 Se, – her er én, som vel er værd 
 at følge med på frelsens færd!
 

BRAND. 
 Så kom!
 

EJNAR 

(bleg). 
 Jeg!
 

AGNES. 
 Gå! Jeg har dig skænkt! 
 Højt ser mit syn, som før var sænkt!
 

EJNAR. 
 Før dig jeg traf, jeg skulde skænkt 
 mig selv, og villig med ham styrt –
 

AGNES 

(bævende). 
 Men nu –!
 

EJNAR. 
 Mit liv er ungt og dyrt; – 
 jeg kan det ej!
 

AGNES 

(viger tilbage). 
 Hvad har du sagt!
 

EJNAR. 
 Jeg tør det ej!
 

AGNES 

(skriger ud). 
 Nu blev der lagt, 
 med stormslag og med strømnings fos, 
 et verdenshav imellem os! 

(til Brand:)

 Jeg går i båden!
 

BRAND. 
 Godt; så kom!
 

KVINDERNE 

(forfærdede, idet hun springer ombord). 
 Hjælp, Jesus!
 

EJNAR 

(griber fortvivlet efter hende). 
 Agnes!
 

HELE MÆNGDEN 

(iler til). 
 Stands! Vend om!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvor ligger huset?
 

KVINDEN 

(peger ud). 
 Ende der, – 
 på næset bag det svarte skær! 

(båden støder fra land.)
 

EJNAR 

(skriger efter dem). 
 Husk dine syskend; husk din moer! 
 Frels livet!
 

AGNES. 
 Her er tre ombord! 

(Båden sejler. Almuen stimler sammen på højderne og ser efter den i
 stærk spænding.)
 

EN MAND. 
 Han klarer odden!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Nej!
 

FØRSTE. 
 Jo, se, – 
 han har den agter alt i læ!
 

ANDEN. 
 En kastevind! Den har dem fat!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Se, se, – den stryger med hans hat!
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Så svart, som korpens vinge, slår 
 i vejret vildt hans våde hår!
 

FØRSTE MAND. 
 Alt står i kog og røg.
 

EJNAR. 
 Hvad var 
 det skrig, som gennem stormen skar?
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Det kom fra fjeldet.
 

EN ANDEN 

(peger op). 
 Der står Gerd 
 og ler og hujer ad hans færd!
 

FØRSTE KVINDE. 
 Hun blæser i et bukkehorn 
 og kaster sten som koglekorn!
 

ANDEN KVINDE. 
 Nu slang hun hornet som en vånd 
 og tuder i den hule hånd!
 

EN MAND. 
 Ja, tud og skrig, du stygge trold, – 
 den karl har både vagt og skjold!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 I værre vejr, med ham tilrors, 
 står trygt jeg næste gang tilfjords.
 

FØRSTE MAND 

(til Ejnar). 
 Hvad var han?
 

EJNAR. 
 Prest.
 

ANDEN MAND. 
 Ja, hvad han var, – 
 det kendtes vel, han var en karl! 
 I ham var mod og magt og trods.
 

FØRSTE MAND. 
 Det var en rigtig prest for os!
 

MANGE RØSTER. 
 Ja, det var rigtig prest for os! 

(de spreder sig ud over bakkerne.)
 

FOGDEN 

(samler sine papirer og bøger). 
 Det formløst er i alle fald 
 at træde op i fremmed kald, 
 og gribe ind og vove liv 
 foruden tvingende motiv. – 
 Jeg gør bestandig og min pligt, – 
 men altid indom mit distrikt. 

(går.)
 

(Udenfor hytten på næset. Det er langt på dagen. Fjorden ligger 
 blank og stille.)

 

(Agnes sidder nede ved stranden. Lidt efter kommer Brand ud af døren.)
 

BRAND. 
 Det var døden. Af den tvætted 
 alle rædslers stænk og skræk; 
 nu med stille store træk 
 ligger han så lys og lettet. 
 Kan et svigtende bedrag 
 gøre nat til slig en dag? 
 Af sin vilde helvedbrøde 
 så han ydre skorpen kun, – 
 det, som nævnes kan med mund, – 
 det, som gribes kan med hænder, – 
 som hans navn med brandflek skænder, – 
 volden mod den lille døde. 
 Men de to, som sad forskræmt, 
 stirrende med store øjne, 
 stilt, som fugle sammenfløjne, 
 op i skorstenskrogen klemt, – 
 de, som bare så og så, – 
 skønte ikke selv hvorpå, – 
 de, hvis sjæle fik en plet 
 ætset ind, som ej de skrubber 
 af i tidens slid og tvæt, 
 selv som bøjde sølvhårsgubber, – 
 de, hvis livsens-elv skal rinde 
 ud fra dette stygge minde, – 
 de, som nu skal gro i lys 
 af hans nattegernings gys, – 
 de, som aldrig ud kan brænde 
 denne tankes ådselbål, – 
 dem han mægted ej at kende 
 som de to, der har ihænde 
 just det store eftermål. – 
 

Og fra dem går kanske ud 
 led på led til synd og brudd. 
 Hvorfor? Hule afgrundssvar, – 
 de var sønner af sin faer! 
 Hvad skal stryges ud i stilhed? 
 Hvad skal jævnes ud med mildhed? 
 Når begynder ansvarsvægten 
 af ens arvelod fra slægten? 
 Hvilken thingdag, hvilken dommer, 
 når det store forhør kommer! 
 Hvem skal prøve, hvem skal vidne, 
 hvor enhver er delinkvent; 
 hvem tør lægge frem sit skidne 
 transporterte dokument? 
 Tages da for godt det svar: 
 Gælden skriver sig fra faer? – 
 Svimmeldybe nattegåde, 
 ingen mægter dig at råde. 
 Men på afgrundsbredden danser 
 sværmen uden sind og sanser; – 
 sjæle skulde skrige, bæve, – 
 men ej én blandt tusend øjner, 
 hvilket skyldberg der sig højner 
 fra det lille ord: at leve. 

(Nogle mænd af almuen kommer frem bag huset og nærmer sig Brand.)
 

EN MAND. 
 Vi skal nok mødes anden gang.
 

BRAND. 
 Han har til eders hjælp ej trang.
 

MANDEN. 
 Selv er han løst og hjulpen; men 
 i stuen sidder tre igen.
 

BRAND. 
 Og så?
 

MANDEN. 
 Af smulerne, vi fik, 
 vi førte med en liden slik –
 

BRAND. 
 Hvis alt du gav foruden livet, 
 da vid, at du har intet givet.
 

MANDEN. 
 Hvis han, som her nu ligger død, 
 idag var stedt i livsensnød 
 og skreg om hjælp fra bådens hvælv, 
 jeg skulde vovet livet selv.
 

BRAND. 
 Men sjælens nød har ingen vægt?
 

MANDEN. 
 Husk på, vi er en slæbets slægt.
 

BRAND. 
 Så vend jert hele fulde syn 
 fra lyset over åsens bryn; 
 skel ej, som nu, med venstre øjet 
 tilhimmels, og det højre vendt 
 mod muldet, hvor, med ryggen bøjet, 
 I har jer selv for åget spændt.
 

MANDEN. 
 Jeg havde tænkt, du heller gav 
 det råd at ryste åget af.
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, om I kan.
 

MANDEN. 
 Du ejer magt.
 

BRAND. 
 Gør jeg?
 

MANDEN. 
 Alt mangen har os sagt 
 og vist, hvor vejen var, før nu; – 
 de pegte, men du gik den, du.
 

BRAND. 
 Du mener –?
 

MANDEN. 
 Ikke tusend ord 
 sig prenter, som én gernings spor. 
 Vi søger dig i bygdens navn; – 
 vi ser, en mand er just vort savn.
 

BRAND 

(urolig). 
 Hvad vil I mig?
 

MANDEN. 
 Bliv du vor prest.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg? Her!
 

MANDEN. 
 Du har vel hørt og læst, 
 vor menighed er presteløs?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja nu jeg mindes –
 

MANDEN. 
 Før i tiden 
 var bygden stor, nu er den liden. 
 Da uår kom, da kornet frøs, 
 da sot faldt over folk og fæ, 
 da armod slog hver mand iknæ, 
 da nøden sang hver sjæl i døs, 
 da her blev dyrt på sul og sæd, – 
 da blev her prestedyrtid med.
 

BRAND. 
 Kræv hvad du vil, men aldrig sligt! 
 På mig er lagt en større pligt. 
 Jeg trænger livets stærke røre, 
 jeg trænger verdens åbne øre. 
 Hvad skal jeg her? Hvor fjeldet stænger, 
 har mandemælet ingen magt.
 

MANDEN. 
 Hvor fjeldet svarer, lyder længer 
 det ord, som fuldt og stærkt blir sagt.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvem lukker sig i gruben inde, 
 når vangen vinker fri og flak? 
 Hvem pløjer ødemarken brak, 
 når der er odlet land at finde? 
 Hvem vil af kærner høste frugt, 
 når ungtrær står i modningsaldren? 
 Hvem sløver sig i døgnværkskvaldren, 
 når han har syners lys og flugt?
 

MANDEN 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Din dåd forstod jeg, – ej dit ord.
 

BRAND. 
 Spørg ikke mer! Ombord, ombord! 

(vil gå.)
 

MANDEN 

(træder ivejen for ham). 
 Det kald, som ej du slippe vil, 
 det værk, som nu du stunder til, – 
 det er dig altså dyrt?
 

BRAND. 
 Mit liv 
 i et og alt det er!
 

MANDEN. 
 Så bliv! 

(med eftertryk.)

 Hvis alt du gav foruden livet, 
 så husk, at du har intet givet.
 

BRAND. 
 Ét ejes, som du ej kan skænke; 
 det er dit eget indre selv. 
 Du tør ej binde, tør ej lænke, 
 du tør ej stemme kaldets elv; – 
 den vil sin vej til havets hvælv.
 

MANDEN. 
 Blev den i myr og tjern begravet, – 
 den når som dugg tilslut dog havet.
 

BRAND 

(ser visst på ham). 
 Hvo gav dig slige ord i munden?
 

MANDEN. 
 Du gav mig dem i storværkstunden. 
 Da stormen skreg, da sjøen slog, 
 da frem trods storm og sjø du drog, 
 da for en rådløs syndersjæl 
 du satte livet på en fjæl, – 
 da strøg det gennem mangt et sind 
 snart koldt, snart varmt, som sol og vind, 
 da ringed det som klokkeklemt – – 

(sænker stemmen.)

 Imorgen, kanske, er det glemt; 
 da firer vi det løftningsflag, 
 du hejste over os idag.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvor kraft ej er, der er ej kald. 

(hårdt.)

 Kan ej du være, hvad du skal, – 
 så vær alvorligt, hvad du kan; 
 vær helt og holdent muldets mand.
 

MANDEN 

(ser en stund på ham og siger): 
 Ve dig, som slukte, da du gik; 
 ve os, som så et øjeblik! 

(han går; de øvrige følger stille efter.)
 

BRAND 

(ser længe efter dem). 
 En for en med bøjde nakker 
 går den stille klynge hjem. 
 Sindet sturer, foden sakker, 
 staver tungt og træt sig frem; 
 hver af dem med tungsinds lader 
 går som truet af et ris, 
 går, som menneskenes fader 
 dreven ud af Paradis, – 
 går, som han, med skyldslørt tinding, – 
 ser, som han, i mørkets gab, – 
 bær, som han, sin kundskabs vinding, – 
 bær, som han, sin blindheds tab; 
 Mennesket jeg kækt har villet 
 skabe nyt og helt og rent; – 
 der er værket, – brødens billed, 
 ikke Guds, som det var ment. – 
 Ud herfra til større vidder; 
 her er rum ej for en ridder! 

(vil gå, men standser, idet han ser Agnes ved stranden.)

 Se, hvor lyttende hun sidder, 
 som om her var sang i luften. 
 Lyttende hun sad i båden, 
 da den skar de rørte vande, – 
 lyttende hun holdt i tuften, – 
 lyttende hun havråksfråden 
 rysted af sin klare pande. 
 Det ser ud som hørslen bytted 
 plads og hun med øjet lytted. 

(nærmer sig.)

 Unge pige, er det fjordens 
 krumme vej, som synet følger –?
 

AGNES 

(uden at vende sig). 
 Hverken fjordens eller jordens; 
 begge sig for synet dølger. 
 Men en større jord jeg skimter; 
 skarpt mod luften står dens runding; 
 have ser jeg, floders munding; 
 solblink gennem tågen glimter. 
 Jeg ser slaglys, luerøde, 
 legende om skyslørt tinde, 
 ser en umålt ørkens øde. 
 Store palmer står derborte, 
 svajer i de hvasse vinde, 
 kaster bag sig skygger sorte. 
 Intet livstegn er at finde; 
 det er ligt en jord, som skabes; 
 og jeg hører røster runge, 
 og jeg hører stemmer tolke: 
 nu du frelses eller tabes; 
 gør dit værk, det ansvarstunge; – 
 denne jord skal du befolke!
 

BRAND 

(reven med). 
 Sig, hvad mer du ser!
 

AGNES 

(lægger hånden på brystet). 
 Herinde 
 kan jeg kende kræfter ulme, 
 kan jeg føle floder svulme, 
 kan jeg se en dagning rinde. 
 Hjertet, lig en verden, vider 
 stort sig ud til alle sider, 
 og jeg hører stemmer tolke: 
 denne jord skal du befolke! 
 Alle tanker, som skal komme, 
 hver en gerning, som skal gøres, 
 vågner, hvisker, ånder, røres, 
 som om fødslens stund var omme; 
 og jeg aner mer end øjner 
 ham, som ovenom sig højner, 
 føler at han skuer ned 
 fuld af sorg og kærlighed, 
 lys og mild som morgenrøden, 
 og bedrøvet dog til døden; 
 og jeg hører røster runge: 
 nu du skabe skal og skabes; 
 nu du frelses eller tabes; – 
 gør dit værk, det ansvarstunge!
 

BRAND. 
 Indad; indad! Det er ordet! 
 Did går vejen. Der er sporet. 
 Eget hjerte, – det er kloden, 
 nyskabt og for Gudsliv moden; 
 der skal viljegribben dødes, 
 der den nye Adam fødes. 
 Lad så verden gå sin gang 
 under trældom eller sang; – 
 men ifald vi fiendtligt mødes, – 
 hvis mit værk den knuse vil, – 
 da, ved himlen, slår jeg til! 
 Plads på hele jordens hvælv 
 til at være helt sig selv, – 
 det er lovlig ret for manden, 
 og jeg kræver ingen anden! 

(tænker stille en stund og siger:)

 Være helt sig selv! Men vægten 
 af ens arv og gæld fra slægten? 

(standser og ser ud.)

 Hvem er hun, som jordvendt kommer 
 klavrende opover bakken, 
 kroget, ludende med nakken? 
 For at puste må hun stå, 
 støtter sig for ej at slingre, 
 griber med de magre fingre 
 hvast i sine dybe lommer, 
 som en skat hun slæbte på. 
 Om den visne benrad slænger 
 stakken, som en fjærhams lægg; 
 hånden krummer sig som tænger; 
 hun er ørnen lig, der hænger 
 spigret på en stabbursvæg. 

(pludselig angst.)

 Hvilket iskoldt barneminde, 
 hvilket gufs fra hjem og fjord 
 drysser rim om denne kvinde, – 
 drysser værre rim herinde – –? 
 Nådens Gud! Det er min moer!
 

BRANDS MODER 

(kommer opover, standser halvvejs synlig i bakken, holder hånden skyggende over øjnene og ser sig om). 
 Her, har de sagt, han var. 

(kommer nærmere.)

 Den onde 
 ta’e solen, – hun gør halvt mig blind! 
 Søn, er det dig?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja.
 

MODEREN 

(gnider øjnene). 
 Hu; det skin, 
 det brænder en i synet ind; 
 en kan ej skille prest fra bonde.
 

BRAND. 
 Derhjemme så jeg aldrig sol 
 fra løvet faldt til gøgen gol.
 

MODEREN 

(ler stille). 
 Nej, der er godt. Der blir en frossen, 
 som istap-kallen over fossen. 
 En blir så stærk, at hvadsomhelst 
 en tør, – og tror sig endda frelst.
 

BRAND. 
 Goddag. Farvel. Min tid er knap.
 

MODEREN. 
 Ja, du har altid været rap. 
 Som gut du stunded bort herfra –
 

BRAND. 
 At bort jeg foer, dig tyktes bedst.
 

MODEREN. 
 Ja, det var skelligt nu som da; 
 det trængtes vel at du blev prest. 

(betragter ham nærmere.)

 Hm, han er vokset stærk og stor. 
 Men agt nu bare på mit ord, – 
 vær vaer om livet!
 

BRAND. 
 Er det alt?
 

MODEREN. 
 Ja, livet? Ja, hvad er der mere?
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg mener: rådet, som nu faldt, 
 er det det hele?
 

MODEREN. 
 Véd du flere, 
 så brug dem som du vil. Men livet, 
 berg det for mig; jeg har det givet. 

(vred.)

 Det spørges vidt, hvad du har øvet; 
 og det har gjort mig ræd og skræmt. 
 Tilfjords idag! Du kunde røvet, 
 hvad du for min skyld skulde gemt. 
 Du er den eneste i slægten. 
 Du er min søn, mit kød og blod. 
 Du slutter af, som tagryg-lægten, 
 det hus, jeg tømred, fod for fod. 
 Hold fast; stå stærk; bær lange tider! 
 Vær vaer om livet! Aldrig svigt! 
 At leve er en arvings pligt, – 
 og du blir min – engang – omsider –
 

BRAND. 
 Så? Derfor er det, at du kommer 
 og søger mig med fyldte lommer?
 

MODEREN. 
 Søn, er du gal! 

(viger tilbage.)

 Kom ikke nær! 
 Bliv stående! Jeg slår med staven! 

(roligere.)

 Hvad mente du med det? – Hør her! 
 Jeg ældes år for år; det bær 
 sent eller tidligt frem mod graven; 
 så får du alt, hvad jeg har ejet; 
 det ligger tællet, målt og vejet. – 
 Jeg har ej på mig! – Hjemme ligger 
 det hele. Det er ikke stort; 
 men den, som får det, er ej tigger. – 
 Stå der du står! Kom ej herbort! – 
 Jeg lover dig, jeg skal ej putte 
 i sprækker eller grave ned 
 en hvid på noget ukendt sted, – 
 ej gemme noget under stene, 
 i muren, under gulvets fjæl; – 
 du, sønnen min, får arven hel; 
 altsammen går til dig alene.
 

BRAND. 
 På visse vilkår?
 

MODEREN. 
 På det ene, 
 at ej du skal med livet rutte. 
 Hold ætten oppe, søn for søn; 
 jeg kræver ingen anden løn. 
 Og sørg så for, at intet spildes, – 
 at intet deles eller skilles; – 
 øg, eller ikke, hvad du får; 
 Men gem det, gem det år for år!
 

BRAND 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 En sag får klares mellem os. 
 Jeg har fra gut af vist dig trods; – 
 jeg var ej søn, du var ej moer, 
 til du blev grå og jeg blev stor.
 

MODEREN. 
 Jeg kræver ikke klap og smek. 
 Vær som du vil; jeg er ej vek. 
 Vær hård, vær strid, vær istapkold, – 
 det kløver ej mit bringeskjold; 
 gem blot din arv, – om død og gold, – 
 når kun den er i slægtens vold!
 

BRAND 

(går et skridt nærmere). 
 Og hvis jeg tvertom fik isinde 
 at strø den ud for alle vinde?
 

MODEREN 

(tumler tilbage). 
 Strø ud, hvad gennem trældoms-år 
 har krøgt min ryg og blegt mit hår!
 

BRAND 

(nikker langsomt). 
 Strø ud.
 

MODEREN. 
 Strø ud! Hvis det du gør, 
 for vinden ud min sjæl du strør!
 

BRAND. 
 Og hvis jeg gør det lige vel? 
 Hvis ved din seng jeg står en kveld, 
 når lys er foran lejet sat, 
 når du med salmebog i hænder 
 skal sove dødens første nat, – 
 hvis da jeg gramser, famler, kender, 
 hvis frem jeg finder skat for skat, – 
 hvis jeg taer lyset, hvis jeg tænder –?
 

MODEREN 

(nærmer sig i spænding). 
 Hvor har du denne tanke fra?
 

BRAND. 
 Hvorfra? Skal jeg fortælle?
 

MODEREN. 
 Ja!
 

BRAND. 
 Ifra et barndomseventyr, 
 som aldrig af mit minde flyr, 
 som skræmmer sjælen, lig et ar 
 ifra et helet hareskar. 
 Det var en høstkveld. Død var faer, 
 og du lå syg. Jeg sneg mig ind, 
 hvor han lå bleg i vokslysskin. 
 Jeg stod og stirred fra en krog, 
 og så han holdt en salmebog; 
 mig undred mest den dybe dvale, 
 og hvi hans håndled var så smale; 
 jeg kendte lugt af kuldslået lin; – 
 da hørte jeg på gangen trin; – 
 ind kom en kvinde, så mig ej, – 
 hun gik til sengen rakt sin vej. 
 Hun gav sig til at gramse, rode; 
 først flytted hun den dødes hode, 
 så trak hun frem en bundt, så flere, – 
 hun tælled, hvisked: mere, mere! 
 Så grov hun ud af sengens puder 
 en pakke, bunden til med knuder; 
 hun rev, hun hugg med ilske hænder, 
 hun bed den op med sine tænder. 
 Hun grov påny. Hun hitted flere. 
 Hun tælled, hvisked: mere, mere! 
 Hun græd, hun bad, hun jamred, svor; 
 hun vejred efter gemslers spor, – 
 og fandt hun, – fluks med jublens angst 
 hun skød, som falken, på sin fangst. 
 Tilslut var hver en lønkrog tømt; 
 hun gik af stuen som en dømt; 
 hun svøbte fundet i en pjalt 
 og stønned stilt: så det var alt!
 

MODEREN. 
 Mit krav var stort, mit fund var skralt; 
 og det var mer end dyrt betalt.
 

BRAND. 
 Det blev dig dyrere endda; 
 mit sønnesind det stjal dig fra.
 

MODEREN. 
 Lad gå. Det er jo gammel brug 
 at købe gods for sind og hug. 
 Jeg gav fra først en større pris; 
 jeg tror, jeg gav mit livs forlis. 
 Jeg noget gav, som nu er slukt; – 
 det står mig for som lys og flugt, 
 som noget både dumt og smukt; – 
 jeg gav, hvad knapt jeg længer véd; – 
 folk kaldte det for kærlighed. – 
 Jeg mindes godt, min strid var svar; 
 jeg mindes godt det råd fra faer: 
 glem husmandsgutten; tag den anden; 
 agt ikke på hans visne krop; 
 det er en karl med kløgt i panden; 
 han øger ejet dobbelt op! – 
 Jeg tog ham, men fik skam til tak. 
 Til dobbelt op han aldrig rak. 
 Men siden har jeg slæbt og slidt, 
 så nu der fattes ikkun lidt.
 

BRAND. 
 Og mindes du, så nær din grav, 
 at sjælen du på købet gav?
 

MODEREN. 
 At det jeg mindes, vistes bedst, 
 da sønnen min blev sat til prest. 
 Når timen kommer, for min tarv 
 du sørge skal til tak for arv. 
 Jeg ejer både fast og løst; 
 du ejer ord og magt og trøst.
 

BRAND. 
 Så klog du er, du så dog fejl, 
 da mig du så i hjemmets spejl. 
 Der gives fler langs li og led 
 med slig forældrekærlighed; – 
 I ser i barnet en forvalter 
 for husets efterladte pjalter; 
 af evigheden går et skær 
 forbi jer tanke hist og her; 
 I griber efter den og mener 
 I tingen er på livet nær, 
 når æt og arv I sammengrener, – 
 at døden I med livet ener, 
 at evighed som sum I får 
 af sammenlagte rækker år.
 

MODEREN. 
 Gransk ikke, søn, din moders sind, 
 men tag din arv, når den blir din.
 

BRAND. 
 Og gælden?
 

MODEREN. 
 Gælden? Hvilken gæld? 
 Der er ej nogen gæld.
 

BRAND. 
 Nu vel; 
 men hvis der var, – jeg måtte svare 
 til hvert et skyldbrev, alting klare. 
 Søns sag det er, at alle krav 
 sker fyldest på hans moders grav; 
 var huset tomt, når jeg det tog, – 
 jeg arved dog din skyldnerbog.
 

MODEREN. 
 Så byder ingen lov.
 

BRAND. 
 Ej den, 
 som skreven er med blæk og pen; 
 men i hvert ærligt sønnesind 
 en anden lov står ristet ind, – 
 og denne lov skal fyldest ske. 
 Forblindede, lær dog at se! 
 Guds bo på jord har du forringet, 
 dit sjælelån har du forødt, 
 det billed, hvori du blev født, 
 har du med dyndets skimmel dækt; 
 den ånd, som engang var bevinget, 
 har du i myldret vingestækt. 
 Det er din gæld. Hvor vil du hen, 
 når Herren kræver sit igen?
 

MODEREN 

(sky). 
 Hvor jeg vil hen? Hvor hen?
 

BRAND. 
 Frygt ej; 
 din søn taer al din gæld på sig. 
 Gudsbilledet, som du har plettet, 
 i mig skal rejses viljetvættet! 
 Gå du kun trøstig til de døde. 
 Gældbunden sover ej min moer; – 
 jeg klarer gælden.
 

MODEREN. 
 Gæld og brøde?
 

BRAND. 
 Din gæld. Kun den; mærk vel mit ord. 
 Din sjælegæld din søn skal klare; 
 men for din synd må selv du svare. 
 Den sum af menneske, som blev 
 forskingret i en jordtræls stræv, 
 kan indtil sidste rest og hvid 
 betales ved en andens id; 
 men at den ødtes, det er brøden; 
 for den er anger – eller døden!
 

MODEREN 

(urolig). 
 Det er nok bedst jeg kommer hjem 
 i skyggen under bræens brem; 
 her skyder giftig tankegrøde 
 i dette klumre solskins skær; 
 en blir af duften næsten svimmel.
 

BRAND. 
 Søg skyggen du; jeg er dig nær. 
 Og drages du mod lys og himmel, 
 og stunder du imod et møde, 
 da skik mig bud og jeg skal komme.
 

MODEREN. 
 Ja, du med dine straffedomme!
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, varm som søn og mild som prest 
 jeg værger dig mod rædslens blæst; 
 med sang jeg ved dit lejes fod 
 skal svale svien i dit blod!
 

MODEREN. 
 Det lover du med hånd og mund?
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg kommer i din angers stund. 

(nærmere ved hende.)

 Men vilkår sætter jeg, som du. 
 Alt, hvad til jord dig binder nu, 
 skal du frivilligt kaste af 
 og skride nøgen mod din grav.
 

MODEREN 

(slår vildt imod ham). 
 Byd ilden skilles fra sin hede, 
 sne fra sin frost, sjø fra sin væde! 
 Slå af!
 

BRAND. 
 Kast midtfjords barn af båden, 
 og bed at Gud vil signe dåden.
 

MODEREN. 
 Kræv anden bod; kræv sult og tørst, – 
 Men ikke det, som tykkes størst!
 

BRAND. 
 Går end det største udenom, 
 al resten mildner ej hans dom.
 

MODEREN. 
 Jeg lægger sølv i kirkeblok!
 

BRAND. 
 Alt?
 

MODEREN. 
 Søn, er meget ikke nok?
 

BRAND. 
 For dig er intet bodsværk, før, 
 som Hjob på askens hob, du dør.
 

MODEREN 

(vrider hænderne). 
 Mit liv forspildt, min sjæl forstødt; 
 om stakket tid mit gods forødt! 
 Så hjem og kryste tæt i favn 
 alt, hvad af mit endnu bær navn! 
 Mit gods, mit smertens barn, mit gods, – 
 for dig jeg rev mit bryst tilblods; – 
 nu hjem og græde som en moer 
 ved vuggen for sit syge noer. – 
 Hvi blev min sjæl da født i kød, 
 når kødets elsk er sjælens død? – 
 Bliv nær mig, prest! – jeg véd ej nu 
 hvad sind jeg får i timens gru. 
 Må alting jeg ilive miste, – 
 jeg vil dog vente til det sidste. 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(ser efter hende). 
 Ja, din søn skal nær sig holde, 
 bie på din bodsstunds bud, 
 varme op din gamle kolde 
 hånd, så fort den rækkes ud. 

(går nedover til Agnes.)

 Kvelden blev ej morgnen lig. 
 Da stod sind og hug til krig; 
 fjernt jeg hørte slagsang klinge, 
 vredens sverd jeg vilde svinge, 
 knuse løgnen, dræbe trolde, 
 klemme verden mellem skjolde.
 

AGNES 

(har vendt sig om og ser lyst op til ham). 
 Morgnen var mod kvelden bleg. 
 Da jeg vilde løgn og leg, 
 vilde vinde, vilde skabe, 
 hvad min vinding var at tabe.
 

BRAND. 
 Stærke drømme, fagre drømme, 
 kom i flok som vilde svaner, 
 løfted mig på brede vinger. 
 Udad så jeg mine baner; – 
 slægtens, tidens skyldbetvinger 
 stævned stor på støjens strømme. 
 Kirkeprocessioners pragt, 
 hymner, virak, silkefaner, 
 gyldne skåler, sejersange, 
 løftnings-jublen fra de mange, 
 lyste, om mit livsværk lagt. – 
 Alt lå lokkende og rigt; – 
 men det hele var et digt, 
 kun et viddens glimmersyn, 
 halvt i solblink, halvt i lyn. – 
 Nu jeg står, hvor gråt det kvælder 
 længe førend dagen hælder, – 
 står imellem urd og sund, 
 udestængt fra verdensvrimlen, 
 med en strime kun af himlen, – 
 men jeg står på hjemmets grund. 
 Sunget er mit søndagsdigt; 
 af må vingehesten sadles; 
 men jeg ser et større mål, 
 end en dyst med ridderstål, – 
 slidets dagværk, yrkets pligt, 
 skal til søndagsgerning adles.
 

AGNES. 
 Og hin Gud, som skulde falde?
 

BRAND. 
 Han skal falde ligefuldt, – 
 men i løndom, dulgt og skjult, 
 ikke åbenlyst for alle. 
 Grant jeg ser, at fejl jeg tolked 
 frelsens helsebod for folket. 
 Ingen bramfuld storværkshandling 
 løfter slægten til forvandling; 
 vækkelsen af rige evner 
 bøder ej dens sjælerevner. 
 Det er viljen, som det gælder! 
 Viljen frigør eller fælder, 
 viljen, hel, i alt det spredte, 
 i det tunge som det lette. – 

(vender sig indover mod bygden, hvor aftenskyggerne begynder at falde.)

 Kom da, mænd, som vandrer sløve 
 i min hjembygds lukte dale; – 
 sjæl mod sjæl i tomandstale 
 vil vort lutringsværk vi prøve, 
 halvhed fælde, løgnen døve, 
 vække viljens unge løve! 
 Hånd om hakken, som om sverdet, 
 enes kan med mandeværdet; 
 ét er målet, – det at blive 
 tavler, hvorpå Gud kan skrive. 

(Han vil gå. Ejnar møder ham.)
 

EJNAR. 
 Stands og giv mig, hvad du tog!
 

BRAND. 
 Er det hende? Der hun sidder.
 

EJNAR 

(til Agnes). 
 Vælg imellem lyse vidder 
 og den skumle sorgens krog!
 

AGNES. 
 Jeg har intet valg at gøre.
 

EJNAR. 
 Agnes, Agnes, lån mig øre! 
 Kom ihug den gamle lære: 
 let at løftes, tungt at bære.
 

AGNES. 
 Gå med Gud, du fagre frister; 
 jeg skal bære til det brister.
 

EJNAR. 
 Tænk på alle dine kære!
 

AGNES. 
 Hils til syskend, hils til moer; 
 brev jeg skikker, får jeg ord.
 

EJNAR. 
 Ude på de blanke vande 
 skær de hvide sejl fra strand; – 
 længsler lig på drømfyldt pande, 
 høje, perlestænkte stavne, 
 jager, flygter, for at havne 
 fjernt ved et forgættet land!
 

AGNES. 
 Sejl i vester eller øster; – 
 tænk på mig som en begravet.
 

EJNAR. 
 Agnes, følg mig som en søster!
 

AGNES 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Mellem os er verdenshavet.
 

EJNAR. 
 O, så hjem da til din moer!
 

AGNES 

(stille). 
 Ej fra lærer, ven og broer.
 

BRAND 

(kommer et skridt nærmere). 
 Unge kvinde, vogt dig vel. 
 Klemt imellem fjeld og fjeld, 
 skygget om af tag og tinde, 
 stængt i revnens halvnat inde, 
 skal mit liv fra nu af rinde 
 som en stur Oktoberkveld.
 

AGNES. 
 Mørket skræmmer ikke længer; 
 stjernen gennem skyen trænger.
 

BRAND. 
 Husk, at jeg er streng i kravet, 
 fordrer intet eller alt; 
 hvis på vejen fra du faldt, 
 var dit liv som slængt i havet. 
 Ingen prutningsmon i nøden, 
 ingen eftergivt i brøden; – 
 strækker ikke livet til, 
 må du villigt gå i døden!
 

EJNAR. 
 Flygt fra dette vilde spil! 
 Slip den mørke lovens mand; 
 lev det liv, du véd, du kan!
 

BRAND. 
 Vælg; – du står på vejens skille. 

(går.)
 

EJNAR. 
 Vælg imellem storm og stille! 
 Valget mellem gå og bliv 
 valg er mellem fryd og sorgen, 
 valg imellem nat og morgen, 
 valg imellem død og liv!
 

AGNES 

(rejser sig og siger langsomt): 
 Ind i natten. Gennem døden. – 
 Bagom dæmrer morgenrøden. 

(Hun følger efter, hvor Brand gik. Ejnar ser en stund som fortabt efter hende, bøjer hovedet og går udover mod fjorden igen.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Tre år senere. En liden have ved prestegården. Høj fjeldvæg ovenfor, stengærde omkring. Fjorden ligger trang og lukket i baggrunden. Husdøren går ud til haven. Eftermiddag.)

 

(Brand står på trappen udenfor huset. Agnes sidder på trinet nedenfor.)
 

AGNES. 
 Min elskte husbond, atter foer 
 dit øje angstfuld over fjord –
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg venter bud.
 

AGNES. 
 Du er urolig!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg venter bud ifra min moer. 
 Tre år har nu jeg ventet trolig 
 det bud, som aldrig blev mig bragt. 
 Imorges blev for visst mig sagt, 
 at hendes time snart er omme.
 

AGNES 

(sagte og kærligt). 
 Brand, uden bud du skulde komme.
 

BRAND 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Har hun ej anger for sin brøst, 
 jeg véd ej ord, jeg har ej trøst.
 

AGNES. 
 Hun er din moer.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg har ej ret 
 at dyrke guder i min æt.
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, du er hård!
 

BRAND. 
 Mod dig?
 

AGNES. 
 O, nej!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg spåde dig en trængsels-vej.
 

AGNES 

(smiler). 
 Det slog ej ind; du har ej holdt 
 dit ord
 

BRAND. 
 Jo, her er hvast og koldt; 
 her bleges skæret på din kind; 
 det isner i dit veke sind. 
 Vort hus er ingen trivsel ved; 
 det ligger midt i urd og skred.
 

AGNES. 
 Her ligger det desmere trygt. 
 Så yderligt har bræen bygt, 
 at når ved løvspræts-tid den går, 
 den skrider udenover os, 
 og prestehuset urørt står, 
 som inde i en hulfalds-fos.
 

BRAND. 
 Og sol, som aldrig rækker hid.
 

AGNES. 
 Den danser jo så varm og blid 
 på bergets skulder bent imod.
 

BRAND. 
 Tre uger, ja, – ved sommertid, – 
 men vinder aldrig til dets fod.
 

AGNES 

(ser visst på ham, rejser sig og siger): 
 Brand, der er ét, som gør dig ræd!
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, dig!
 

AGNES. 
 Nej, dig!
 

BRAND. 
 Du bær en gru, 
 en løndomsfuld.
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, også du!
 

BRAND. 
 Du svimler, som ved stupets bredd! 
 Tal ud! Nævn alt!
 

AGNES. 
 Jeg stundom skalv – – 

(standser.)
 

BRAND. 
 Du skalv! Hvem skalv du for?
 

AGNES. 
 For Alf.
 

BRAND. 
 For Alf?
 

AGNES. 
 Du også!
 

BRAND. 
 Stundom, ja! 
 Men nej, han tages os ej fra! 
 Gud er jo god! Min lille gut 
 sig vokser stor og stærk tilslut. 
 Hvor er han nu?
 

AGNES. 
 Han sover.
 

BRAND 

(ser ind gennem døren). 
 Se; 
 han drømmer ej om sot og ve; 
 den lille hånd er trind og rund –
 

AGNES. 
 Dog bleg.
 

BRAND. 
 Ja bleg; men det går over.
 

AGNES. 
 Hvor sødt og kvægende han sover.
 

BRAND. 
 Gud signe dig; sov nu dig sund! 

(lukker døren.)

 Med dig og ham blev lys og fred 
 om alt mit kaldsværk sænket ned; 
 hver sorgens stund, hver gerning svær, 
 blev let at bære mellem jer; 
 hos dig mig aldrig modet sveg, 
 mig styrke gav hans barneleg. 
 Mit kald jeg tog som martyrdom; 
 men se, hvor alt har vendt sig om, 
 hvor held har fulgt mig på min færd –
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, Brand; men du er heldet værd. 
 O, du har kæmpet, lidt og stridt, – 
 har døjet ondt, har slæbt og slidt; – 
 jeg véd, at stilt du blod har grædt –
 

BRAND. 
 Ja vel; men alt mig tyktes let; 
 med dig drog kærligheden ind, 
 som solklar vårdag i mit sind. 
 Den havde før jeg aldrig kendt; 
 ej faer, ej moer den havde tændt; 
 de dulmed helst den flyvegnist, 
 som sprang af asken her og hist. 
 Det var som al den sum af mildt, 
 jeg havde båret dulgt og stilt, 
 blev sparet til en glorie-glød 
 om ham og dig, min hustru sød!
 

AGNES. 
 Ej os alene; alle dem, 
 som nu er lemmer af vort hjem, 
 hver sorgens søn, hver nødens broer, 
 hvert barn, som græd, hver moer, som led, 
 et kvægsomt sæde finder ved 
 dit hjertes fulde, rige bord.
 

BRAND. 
 Men gennem dig og ham. I to 
 slog mildheds-åndens himmelbro. 
 Ej nogen sjæl kan alle favne, 
 hvis ikke først han elsked én; 
 jeg måtte længte, måtte savne, 
 så hjertet hærded sig til sten –
 

AGNES. 
 Og dog – din kærlighed er hård; 
 den, som du klappe vil, du slår.
 

BRAND. 
 Dig, Agnes?
 

AGNES. 
 Mig? O nej, du kære; 
 let var, hvad mig du bød at bære; – 
 men mangen sjæl ifra dig faldt 
 ved kravet: intet eller alt!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad verden kalder kærlighed, 
 jeg ikke vil og ikke véd. 
 Guds kærlighed jeg kender til, 
 og den er ikke vek og mild; 
 den er til dødens rædsel hård, 
 den byder klappe, så det slår. 
 Hvad svarte Gud i oljelunden, 
 da sønnen lå i sved og skræk 
 og bad og bad: tag kalken væk! 
 Tog han ham smertens kalk fra munden? 
 Nej, barn, den måtte ud til bunden.
 

AGNES. 
 O, målt med slig en målestok, 
 er dømt al jordens sjæleflok.
 

BRAND. 
 Ej nogen véd, hvem dommen når; 
 men i en evig ildskrift står: 
 vær tro til prøvens sidste slutning, 
 livskronen vindes ej ved prutning! 
 Ej nok, i angstens sved at bades; 
 du må igennem martrens ild. 
 At ej du kan, dig visst forlades, – 
 men aldrig at du ikke vil.
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, det skal være, som du siger. 
 O, løft mig, løft mig, hvor du stiger; 
 led mig mod dine høje himle; 
 stærk er min hug, men sløvt mit mod; 
 tidt angst mig slår, mig tykkes svimle, 
 og træt og jordtung er min fod.
 

BRAND. 
 Se, Agnes, for den hele hjord 
 er kravet: ingen fejg akkord! 
 I alt sit værk en mand er dømt, 
 hvis halvt det øves og på skrømt. 
 Den lære skal til lovbud hæves, 
 ej gennem ord, men ved at leves.
 

AGNES 

(kaster sig om hans hals). 
 Jeg går, hvor du har foden sat!
 

BRAND. 
 For to er ingen klev for brat. 

(Doktoren er kommen nedover vejen og standser udenfor havegærdet.)
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Hej, øves leg af kælne duer 
 på disse ørkenbrune tuer!
 

AGNES. 
 Min gamle doktor, er du her! 
 O, kom dog indom! 

(løber ned og åbner havegrinden.)
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Ej til jer! 
 Du véd jo godt, at jeg er vred. 
 At knytte sig til sligt et sted, 
 hvor viddens vejr og vintrens vind 
 skær iskoldt gennem sjæl og skind –!
 

BRAND. 
 Ej gennem sjælen.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Ikke? Nå! 
 Nej-nej, det lader næsten så. 
 Det synes, som jer hastværks-pagt 
 står lige fuldt og fast ved magt, 
 skønt ellers, efter gammel skik, 
 en skulde tro, at fort forgik, 
 hvad skabt blev i et øjeblik.
 

AGNES. 
 Et solskærs kys, et klokkeslag, 
 kan vække for en sommerdag.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Farvel. Jeg ventes hos en syg.
 

BRAND. 
 Min moer?
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Ja. Skal De samme vej?
 

BRAND. 
 Nu ikke.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Var der kanske?
 

BRAND. 
 Nej.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Prest, De er hård. I sludd og fyg 
 jeg sled mig over vidden frem, 
 skønt godt jeg véd, hun er af dem, 
 der lønner som et fattiglem.
 

BRAND. 
 Gud signe Deres kløgt og flid. 
 Let, om De kan, den tunge strid.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Min vilje signe han; jeg kom, 
 så fort i nød det spurgtes om.
 

BRAND. 
 Dem har hun budsendt; jeg er glemt; – 
 jeg venter, venter hjerteklemt.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Kom uden bud!
 

BRAND. 
 Før bud hun sender, 
 jeg intet hverv dernede kender.
 

DOKTOREN 

(til Agnes). 
 Du veke stakkel, som blev lagt 
 i slige hårde hænders magt!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg er ej hård.
 

AGNES. 
 Sit blod han gav, 
 hvis hendes sjæl det tvætted af!
 

BRAND. 
 Som hendes søn i arv jeg tog 
 frivillig hendes skyldnerbog.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Klar Deres egen!
 

BRAND. 
 Manges mén 
 for Gud kan klares gennem én.
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Ej gennem en, der selv som tigger 
 i skyld opover øret ligger.
 

BRAND. 
 Rig eller tigger; – helt jeg vil, – 
 og dette ene strækker til!
 

DOKTOREN 

(ser stivt på ham). 
 Ja, mandeviljens qvantum satis

 står bogført som din rigdoms rad; – 
 men, prest, din conto caritatis

 er bogens hvide jomfrublad! 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(følger ham en stund med øjnene). 
 Ej noget ord blev sølet ned 
 i løgn som ordet kærlighed; – 
 det lægger de med Satans list 
 som slør udover viljens brist; 
 med det de dækker svigfuldt til, 
 at livet er et leflespil. 
 Er stien trang og brat og skred, 
 den knappes af – i kærlighed! 
 går en ad syndegaden bred, 
 han har dog håb – i kærlighed; 
 så en sit mål, og dog ej stred, 
 han sejre kan – i kærlighed; 
 går en sig vild, skønt ret han véd, – 
 det er et ly – i kærlighed!
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, det er falskt, og endda må 
 jeg tidt mig spørge: er det så?
 

BRAND. 
 Ét springes over; viljen først 
 må læske lovens retfærds-tørst. 
 Først må du ville, ikke blot 
 hvad gørligt er i stort og småt, 
 ej blot hvor dåden i sig bær 
 en sum af møje og besvær, – 
 nej, ville må du stærk og glad 
 igennem alle rædslers rad. 
 Det er ej martyrskab, i ve 
 at dødes på et korsets træ; 
 først det at ville korsets død, 
 at ville midt i kødets nød, 
 at ville midt i åndens angst, 
 først dette er din frelses fangst.
 

AGNES 

(klynger sig tæt til ham). 
 Når kravet skræmmer med sin gru, – 
 min stærke husbond, tal da du!
 

BRAND. 
 Vandt viljen sejr i slig en strid, 
 da kommer kærlighedens tid, 
 da daler den som duen hvid 
 og bringer livets oljeblad; 
 men her, mod slægten, slap og lad, 
 ens bedste kærlighed er had! 

(i skræk.)

 Had! Had! En verdenskamp at ville 
 det enkle ord, det lette, lille! 

(går ilsomt ind i huset.)
 

AGNES 

(ser gennem den åbne dør). 
 Han knæler hos sin søde dreng 
 og vugger hodet som i gråd; 
 han knuger sig til barnets seng, 
 som en, der ej véd hjælp og råd. – 
 O, hvilken sum af kærlighed 
 i denne stærke mandesjæl! 
 Alf tør han elske; barnets hæl 
 endnu ej verdens-slangen bed. 

(udbryder forfærdet.)

 Op springer han med hænders vrid! 
 Hvad ser han? Han er askehvid!
 

BRAND 

(ud på trappen). 
 Kom der ej bud?
 

AGNES. 
 Nej, intet bud.
 

BRAND 

(ser tilbage ind i huset). 
 Det brænder i hans stramme hud; 
 hans tinding hamrer, pulsen banker –! 
 O, frygt ej, Agnes!
 

AGNES. 
 Gud, hvad tanker –
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, frygt blot ej – 

(råber udover vejen.)

 Der ser jeg budet!
 

EN MAND 

(gennem havegrinden). 
 Nu får du komme, faer!
 

BRAND 

(ilsomt). 
 Ja straks! 
 Hvad hilsning bær du?
 

MANDEN. 
 Ugrej slags; 
 hun sad i sengen, frem hun luded 
 og sagde: gå; få presten hentet; 
 mit halve gods for sakramentet.
 

BRAND 

(viger tilbage). 
 Det halve! Nej! Sig nej!
 

MANDEN 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Da var 
 ej budet ærligt bragt dig, faer.
 

BRAND. 
 Det halve! Halve! Alt var ment!
 

MANDEN. 
 Kanhænde det; men lydt og rent 
 blev ordet sagt. Jeg glemmer sent.
 

BRAND 

(griber ham om armen). 
 På Herrens dag, for dommen stævnt, 
 du vidne tør, det ord blev nævnt?
 

MANDEN. 
 Ja.
 

BRAND 

(fast). 
 Gå og sig, det svar blev sendt, – 
 ej kommer prest, ej sakrament.
 

MANDEN 

(ser uvisst på ham). 
 Du har nok ikke skønt mig da; 
 det er din moer jeg kommer fra.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg kender ingen tvedelt ret 
 for fremmedfolk og egen æt.
 

MANDEN. 
 Hårdt ord er det.
 

BRAND. 
 Hun véd, det galdt 
 at byde intet eller alt.
 

MANDEN. 
 Prest!
 

BRAND. 
 Sig, at mindste guldkalv-stump 
 er lige fuldt en afguds-klump.
 

MANDEN. 
 Med svarets svøbe skal jeg slå 
 så let og lindt, jeg kan og må. 
 For hende gror den trøst endnu: 
 Gud er ej fuldt så hård som du! 

(går.)
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, denne trøst har tidtnok blæst 
 sin ådsel-luft til verdens pest. 
 Med sang og skræk i knibens stund 
 en dommer smøres nemt om mund. 
 Naturligvis! Det så sig bør! 
 De kender jo sin mand fra før; – 
 fra alt sit værk de godt jo véd, 
 at gubben laer sig prutte med. 

(Manden har ude på vejen mødt en anden; de kommer begge i følge tilbage.)
 

BRAND. 
 Nyt budskab!
 

FØRSTE MAND. 
 Ja.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad bringer du?
 

DEN ANDEN. 
 Ni tiende-dele lød det nu.
 

BRAND. 
 Ej alt?
 

DEN ANDEN. 
 Ej alt.
 

BRAND. 
 Mit svar er kendt; – 
 ej kommer prest, ej sakrament.
 

ANDEN MAND. 
 Hårdt har i ve og værk hun bødt –
 

FØRSTE. 
 Prest, kom ihug, hun har dig født!
 

BRAND 

(knuger hænderne). 
 Jeg tør ej bruge to slags vægt 
 for avindsmænd og egen slægt.
 

ANDEN MAND. 
 Den syges nød er vild og stor; 
 kom, eller send et soningsord.
 

BRAND 

(til første mand). 
 Gå; sig den syge, som jeg bød: 
 rent bord for nådens vin og brød. 

(Mændene går.)
 

AGNES 

(klynger sig op til ham). 
 Brand, tidt jeg ræddes for din færd: 
 du flammer som et Herrens sverd.
 

BRAND 

(med gråd i stemmen). 
 Står verden ej mod mig igen 
 med sverd-tom slire ved sin lænd? 
 Slår ikke den min sjæl tilblods 
 med al sin slappe sejgheds trods.
 

AGNES. 
 Hårdt er det vilkår, du har stilt.
 

BRAND. 
 Byd, om du tør, et mere mildt.
 

AGNES. 
 Lægg sligt et mål på hvem du vil, 
 og se om nogen strækker til.
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, der du har til rædsel ret. 
 Så vrangt, så tomt, så fladt, så slet 
 er hele slægtens livssyn blevet. 
 Det regnes højt, får en det drevet 
 til, som en lovprist ubekendt, 
 at offre sit ved testament. 
 Byd helten stryge ud sit navn 
 og nøje sig med sejrens gavn; 
 giv kejser, konge, samme kår, 
 og se hvad stort du øvet får. 
 Byd digteren i løndom smugle 
 af buret sine skønhedsfugle, 
 så ingen aner det var ham, 
 der gav dem røst og guldfjærs bram. 
 Frist frodig eller vindtør gren; 
 hengivelsen er ej hos én. 
 Igennem alt går jordtræls-tanken; – 
 udover stupet, vildt og hvast, 
 hver klamrer sig til støvlivs-ranken, – 
 og svigter den, – i trevl og bast 
 han klorer sig med negler fast.
 

AGNES. 
 Og til en slægt, som rådløst faldt, 
 du råber: intet eller alt!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvo sejr vil fange, får ej vige; 
 fra dybets fald må højst du stige. – 

(tier lidt; stemmen slår over.)

 Og dog, når for den enkle sjæl 
 jeg står og stiller rejsnings-kravet, 
 da er det, som jeg svam i havet 
 stormslagen på en vrag-stumps fjæl. 
 I kval og gråd jeg lønligt bed 
 den tunge, som jeg tugted med, – 
 og løfted armen jeg til slag, 
 jeg tørsted mod et favnetag! – 
 Gå, Agnes, se til ham, som sover; 
 syng ham i lyse drømme ind; 
 en barnesjæl er klar og lind, 
 som tjern i sommersolens skin; 
 en moder stryge kan derover 
 lig fuglen, der sig spejler smukt 
 i dybets dyb på lydløs flugt.
 

AGNES 

(bleg). 
 Hvad er det, Brand? Hvorhelst du sender 
 din tankes pil, – mod ham den vender!
 

BRAND. 
 O, intet. Vogt ham godt og stilt.
 

AGNES. 
 Giv mig et ord.
 

BRAND. 
 Et stærkt?
 

AGNES. 
 Et mildt.
 

BRAND 

(favner hende). 
 Den, som er uden skyld, skal leve.
 

AGNES 

(ser lyst op på ham og siger): 
 Ét ejes, som ej Gud tør kræve! 

(går ind i huset.)
 

BRAND 

(ser stille frem for sig). 
 Men hvis han turde? Herren tør, 
 hvad „Isaachs rædsel” turde før. 

(ryster tankerne af sig.)

 Nej, nej; mit offer har jeg bragt. 
 Mit livskald har jeg fra mig sagt, – 
 at runge som en Herrens torden 
 og vække sovende på jorden. 
 Løgn! Intet offer lå deri; 
 det glap, da drømmen var forbi, 
 da Agnes vakte mig – og fulgte 
 til samme gerning i det dulgte. 

(ser udover vejen.)

 Hvi nøler dog den syges bud 
 om offervillighed og bod, 
 som rykker brøden op med rod, 
 med dybest trevl, med vildest skud! – 
 Se der –! Nej, det er fogden kun 
 velvillig, væver, rask og rund, 
 med hænderne i begge lommer, 
 lig klammer om en parentés.
 

FOGDEN 

(gennem havegrinden). 
 Goddag! Kun sjelden vi to ses, 
 og sagtens jeg i utid kommer –
 

BRAND 

(viser mod huset). 
 Træd indenfor.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Tak; her er godt; 
 og vandt mit ærind indgang blot, 
 så mener jeg for sandt og visst, 
 det alles både blev tilsidst.
 

BRAND. 
 Nævn Deres ærind.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Deres moer 
 er håbløs syg, såvidt jeg tror; – 
 det gør mig ondt.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg tvivler ej.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det gør mig meget ondt.
 

BRAND. 
 Tal ud!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Dog, hun er gammel; – Herregud, 
 vi skal jo alle samme vej. 
 Og da jeg netop foer forbi, 
 så tænkte jeg: det springes i 
 så let som krybes; ydermere 
 så blev det mig fortalt af flere, 
 at hun med Dem, fra De kom hid, 
 har levet i familjesplid –
 

BRAND. 
 Familjesplid?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Der siges jo 
 hun holder stærkt og sejgt på sit. 
 De finder vel, det går for vidt. 
 Man må ej glemme eget tarv. 
 Hun sidder i uskiftet bo 
 med hele Deres fædrearv –
 

BRAND. 
 Uskiftet bo; – ja, det er sandt.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Så kommer skyldfolk let på kant. 
 Og da jeg nu med skellig grund 
 formoder, De med kølig barm 
 forventer hendes afgangsstund, 
 så håber jeg De uden harm 
 vil høre mig, skønt visstnok tiden 
 er ilde valgt.
 

BRAND. 
 Nu eller siden; 
 det kommer ud for mig på et.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, så til sagen slet og ret. 
 Så såre Deres moer er død, 
 og salig lagt i jordens skød, – 
 hvad snart vil times, – blir De rig –
 

BRAND. 
 Det tror De?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Tror? Nej, det er sikkert. 
 Hun ejer grund i hver en vik, 
 så langt De øjne kan med kikkert. 
 Rig blir De, prest!
 

BRAND. 
 Trods skifteretten?
 

FOGDEN 

(smiler). 
 Hvad skal den her? Den skiller trætten, 
 hvor der er fler om gæld og arv; 
 men her ej trues nogens tarv.
 

BRAND. 
 Og dersom dog til gods og gæld 
 medarving mødte lige vel 
 og sagde: jeg er rette manden?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det måtte være selve fanden! 
 Ja, se kun på mig; – ingen anden 
 har her et ord at sige med; 
 lid trygt på mig; jeg véd besked. 
 Nu altså; De blir velstandsmand, 
 rig mand endogså; ikke længer 
 til denne afkrogs kald De trænger; 
 Dem åbent står det hele land.
 

BRAND. 
 Hør foged, er ej, fattet kort, 
 al talens kærne den: rejs bort!?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Omtrent. Til alle parters bedste 
 jeg tror det blev. Hvis De vil fæste 
 opmærksomt øje på de folk, 
 for hvem De nu er ordets tolk, 
 så vil De se, sålidt De passer 
 blandt os, som ulv blandt gæs og gasser, 
 Forstå mig vel! De ejer evner 
 til større samfunds gavn og brug, 
 men fast til mén for den, som nævner 
 sig odelsmand til klippens revner 
 og ætling af en dalbunds slug.
 

BRAND. 
 Ens fædrebygd for mandens fod 
 er, hvad for træet er dets rod; – 
 er der ej til hans gerning trang, 
 hans dåd er dømt, og endt hans sang.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det er al idræts første lov, 
 at lempes efter lands behov.
 

BRAND. 
 Men lands behov ses bedst fra højden, 
 ej fra en fjeldklemt krog i bygden.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det er de store samfunds tale, 
 ej ord for folk i fattige dale.
 

BRAND. 
 O, I med eders grænse-skel 
 imellem sletteland og fjeld! 
 I kræver ret som verdensriger, 
 mens hver en samfundspligt I sviger; 
 I mener fejgt, det skal jer fri, 
 det nødskrig: vi er småfolk, vi!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Alt har sin tid, hver tid sit hverv, 
 hver slægt sin egen dont at passe. 
 Vor bygd har også lagt sin skærv 
 i verdens store formåls kasse; 
 forstår sig, det er længe siden; 
 men skærven var ej ganske liden. 
 Se, nu er bygden tom og snever; 
 dens ry dog end i sagnet lever; 
 dens svundne storheds dage falder 
 samtidigt med kong Beles alder; – 
 der meldes endnu mangt et ord 
 om brødreparret Ulf og Thor 
 og snese gæve mænd, som foer 
 på herjetog til Bretlands kyst 
 og plyndred, så det var en lyst. 
 Sydboen skreg, af rædsel kold: 
 Gud fri os for de grummes vold! 
 Og disse grumme var, tiltrods 
 for alle tvivlsmål, mænd fra os. 
 Og som de karle kunde hævne, 
 og slå ihjæl i brandværks-stævne! 
 Ja, sagnet véd endnu at nævne 
 en Herrens helt, som korset tog; – 
 dog meldes ej, at ud han drog –
 

BRAND. 
 Der stammer visst en sønneflok 
 fra denne løftets mand?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Sandt nok; 
 men hvoraf véd De –?
 

BRAND. 
 Å, fordi 
 mig tykkes ætten kendes i 
 de løftets helte nutildags, 
 hvis korstog er af samme slags.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, slægten rækker lige hid. 
 Men vi var i kong Beles tid! 
 Først slog vi altså udenlands, 
 så gæsted vi vor grandemands 
 og frændes grund med økse-egg; 
 i knas vi tramped akren hans, 
 sved kirkespir og stuevæg 
 og fletted os en stordåds-krans. – 
 Af alt det blod, som slig er flydt, 
 er kanske lidt for meget skrydt; 
 dog, efter hvad jeg her har sagt, 
 jeg tror jeg vover, fuldt beskeden, 
 at pege bagud på vor magt 
 i storhedstiden, længst forleden, 
 og påstå, denne bygd har lagt 
 sin skærv med både ild og stål 
 til verdens fremgangs store mål.
 

BRAND. 
 Dog tykkes mig, som om I svigter 
 det ord, at adelskab forpligter, – 
 som om, med hakke, plog og harv, 
 I mulder ned kong Beles arv.
 

FOGDEN. 
 På ingen måde. Gå blot ud 
 i sognefolkets gæstebud, 
 hvor jeg og lensmand, klokker, dommer, 
 som hæderslemmer er at finde, 
 så skal De se, når punschen kommer, 
 at dødt ej er kong Beles minde. 
 I skåler, bægerklang og sang, 
 i tale, både kort og lang, 
 han ihukommes, lades leve. 
 Jeg selv har tidt en dybtfølt trang 
 fornummet til om ham at væve 
 mit tankespind til blomstret dug, 
 og løftet mangen indfødts hug. 
 Jeg liker godt lidt poesi. 
 Det gør igrunden alle vi 
 fra denne bygd; – dog alt med måde; 
 i livet bør den aldrig råde, – 
 kun mellem klokken syv og ti 
 om aftenen, når folk er fri, 
 når man, af dagens gerning træt, 
 kan trænge til en løftnings-tvætt. 
 Den forskel er der mellem os 
 og Dem, at De med vold og trods 
 på engang pløje vil og slås. 
 Så vidt jeg ser, er Deres mening: 
 vort livs og dets idees forening, – 
 Guds krig, med dyrkning af poteter 
 i enhed stillet frem tilslut, 
 så inderligt, som af salpeter 
 med kul og svovel vorder krudt.
 

BRAND. 
 Omtrent.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Men sligt er her ugørligt. 
 I store samfund lød det hørligt; – 
 gå did med Deres høje krav; 
 lad os så pløje myr og hav.
 

BRAND. 
 Pløj allerførst i havet ned 
 jer pral om fædres herlighed; 
 ej dverg blir mandshøj, skønt han har 
 en Goliath til oldefaer.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Der ligger vækst i store minder.
 

BRAND. 
 Når mindet sig til livet binder; 
 men I af mindets gravhoug hul 
 har bygt jer sløvheds skalkeskjul.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Mit første blir mit sidste ord; – 
 bedst var det, om herfra De foer. 
 Her vil ej Deres gerning grønnes, 
 her vil ej Deres livssyn skønnes. 
 Den smule flugt, som er fornøden, – 
 den løftning, som behøves kan 
 fra tid til tid for slæbets mand, 
 skal jeg besørge ufortrøden. 
 Igennem al min embedstid 
 står vakkre vidner om min flid; 
 ved mig er folkets tal fordoblet, 
 ja øget fast til tre mod en, – 
 idet jeg har til stedet koblet 
 snart hin snart denne næringsgren. 
 Mod trodsende natur i kamp 
 er frem vi skredet som med damp; 
 her brydes vej, her bygges bro –
 

BRAND. 
 Men ej imellem liv og tro.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Imellem fjord og viddens sne.
 

BRAND. 
 Ej mellem gerning og idé.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Først farbart mellem grænd og grænd, 
 først fremkomst mellem mænd og mænd, – 
 det var der kun én mening om, 
 før De som prest til bygden kom. 
 Nu har De blandet alt i et, 
 vort grubeblus med nordlysflammen; 
 hvem kan i sligt et tve-skær se, 
 hvad der er vrangt, hvad der er ret, 
 hvad der er bod, hvad der er ve? 
 Hvert forhold har De filtret sammen; 
 De splittet har i fiendske lejre 
 den flok, som samlet skulde sejre.
 

BRAND. 
 Her blir jeg dog tiltrods for Dem. 
 En vælger ej sit virkes hjem. 
 Den mand, som målet véd og vil, 
 fornummet har i skrift af ild 
 det Gudsråb: her du hører til!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Så bliv, men inden egne grænser; 
 jeg gerne ser, De folket renser 
 for synd og last, som går isvang; 
 Gud véd, det trænges mangen gang! 
 Men gør blot ingen helligdag 
 af yrkets sex, – og ton ej flag, 
 som om Vorherre var ombord 
 på hver en jagt, der skar vor fjord.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvis Deres råd mig skulde nytte, 
 jeg måtte sjæl og sjæls-syn bytte; 
 men kaldet er, sig selv at være, 
 sin egen sag til sejr at bære, 
 og jeg skal bære sagen frem, 
 så det skal lyse om mit hjem! 
 Det folk, jer hele styrer-trop 
 har dysset ind, skal vækkes op! 
 I længe nok i trangheds bur 
 har pint dets rest af fjeldnatur; 
 fra eders småheds sultekur 
 hver mand går ud forstemt og stur; 
 I tappet har hans bedste blod, 
 har hulet margen af hans mod; 
 I pukket har i stumper små 
 hver sjæl, som malmstøbt skulde stå; – 
 men endnu kan et rejsnings-skrig 
 i eders øre tordne: krig!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Krig?
 

BRAND. 
 Krig!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvis De til våben kalder, 
 De blir den første mand, der falder!
 

BRAND. 
 Med klarsyn skønnes skal en dag, 
 at største sejr er nederlag!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Betænk Dem, Brand; De står på skillet; 
 sæt alt ej på det ene kort.
 

BRAND. 
 Og dog jeg gør det!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Tabes spillet, 
 er Deres jordliv ødslet bort. 
 De ejer alle verdens goder, 
 er arving til en grundrig moder, 
 De har et barn at leve for, 
 en elsket hustru; – lykkens kår 
 blir rakt Dem som af milde hænder!
 

BRAND. 
 Og hvis jeg endda ryggen vender, 
 til hvad De lykkens kår har kaldt? 
 Ifald jeg må?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Fortabt er alt, 
 hvis her, i verdens udmarks vik, 
 De åbner Deres verdens-krig! 
 Drag sørpå, mod de rige strande, 
 hvor mænd tør stå med løftet pande; 
 der kan med ret De lyse møde 
 og byde menigheden bløde; 
 vort offer er ej blod, men sved 
 i kamp for brød blandt klippeskred.
 

BRAND. 
 Her blir jeg dog. Her er mit hjem, 
 og i mit hjem min krig skal frem.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Husk, hvad De taber, hvis det glipper; – 
 og først og fremst, husk, hvad De slipper!
 

BRAND. 
 Mig selv jeg taber, hvis jeg viger.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Brand, håbløs er en ensom kriger.
 

BRAND. 
 Min flok er stærk; jeg har de bedste.
 

FOGDEN 

(smiler). 
 Ja, muligt det, – men jeg de fleste. 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(ser efter ham). 
 Der går en fuldblods folkets mand, 
 retsindigt tænkende, velvillig, 
 på sin vis virksom, varm og billig, – 
 og dog en svøbe for sit land. 
 Ej jordfald, flom og vinterblæst, 
 ej hungersnød, ej frost og pest, 
 forvolder halvt det nederlag, 
 som slig en mellem år og dag. 
 Af landeplagen liv kun røves; – 
 men han –! Hvor mange tanker kløves, 
 hvor mange friske viljer sløves, 
 hvor mange stærke sange døves 
 af slig forklemt, trangbrystig sjæl! 
 Hvor mangt et smil på folkemunde, 
 hvor mangt et lyn i folkebarm, 
 hvor mangen løftnings lyst og harm, – 
 der frem til dåd sig vokse kunde, – 
 slog ikke blodløst han ihjæl! 

(pludselig i angst.)

 Men budet! Budet! – Ingen kommer! 
 Jo, doktoren! 

(iler ham imøde.)

 Tal, tal! Min moer –?
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Nu er hun stedet for sin dommer.
 

BRAND. 
 Død! – Men i bod?
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Det knapt jeg tror; 
 hun hang ved sit på denne jord, 
 til timen slog, og de blev skilt.
 

BRAND 

(ser stille rystet frem for sig). 
 Er her en vildsom sjæl forspildt?
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Kan hænde vel hun dømmes mildt, – 
 ej efter lov, men efter skøn.
 

BRAND 

(sagte). 
 Hvad talte hun?
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Hun mumled stilt: 
 Gud er ej hårdhændt, som min søn!
 

BRAND 

(synker i smerte ned på bænken). 
 I brødens kvalm, på dødens fjæl, 
 den samme løgn, som slår hver sjæl! 

(skjuler ansigtet i hænderne.)
 

DOKTOREN 

(går nærmere, ser på ham og ryster på hovedet). 
 De vil en gennemlevet tid 
 i et og alting flytte hid. 
 De tror endnu hin lovens pagt 
 for Gud og godtfolk står ved magt; – 
 hver slægt har dog sin egen vis; 
 vor skræmmes ej med flammeris, 
 med ammesnak om sjæle-ran; – 
 dens første bud er: vær human!
 

BRAND 

(ser op). 
 Human! Ja, dette slappe ord 
 er feltråb for den hele jord! 
 Med det hver stymper hyller til, 
 at ingen dåd han tør og vil; 
 med det hver skrælling dækker over, 
 at ej han alt for sejren vover; 
 i ly af det blir letvindt brudt 
 hver uslings løfte, fejgt fortrudt; – 
 I pusling-sjæle gør tilsidst 
 af mennesket en humanist! 
 Var Gud human mod Jesus Krist? 
 Hvis eders Gud fik dengang råde, 
 han under korset råbte nåde, – 
 og soningsværket sagtens blev 
 et diplomatisk himmelbrev! 

(skjuler hovedet og sidder i stum sorg.)
 

DOKTOREN 

(sagte). 
 Ras ud, ras ud, du sjæl i storm; – 
 bedst, om du kunde tårer fange.
 

AGNES 

(er kommen ud på trappen; bleg og forfærdet hvisker hun til doktoren): 
 Her ind! Følg med!
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Du gør mig bange! 
 Hvad er det, barn?
 

AGNES. 
 En angstens orm 
 har koldt sig om mit hjerte lagt –!
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Hvad er det?
 

AGNES 

(drager ham med sig). 
 Kom! – Guds evige magt! 

(de går ind i huset; Brand mærker det ikke.)
 

BRAND 

(stille hen for sig). 
 Død uden bod. Død, som hun leved. 
 Er ikke der Guds fingerpeg? 
 Igennem mig skal vorde hævet 
 den skat, som hun har fra sig skrevet; – 
 nu tifold ve mig, om jeg sveg! 

(rejser sig.)

 Med sønnens pligt, på hjemmets grund, 
 uryggelig fra denne stund 
 som kåret korsmand slå jeg skal 
 for åndens sejr i kødets fald. 
 Gud har mig rakt sin tunges stål, 
 har tændt i mig sin vredes bål; – 
 nu står jeg i min viljes vælde, 
 nu tør, nu kan jeg knuse fjelde!
 

DOKTOREN 

(efterfulgt af Agnes kommer hurtigt ud på trappen og råber): 
 Beskik dit hus og drag herfra!
 

BRAND. 
 Om jorden skalv, jeg blev endda!
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Så er dit barn til døden dømt.
 

BRAND 

(forvildet). 
 Alf! Barnet! Alf! Hvad rædsels skrømt 
 er dette her! Mit barn! 

(vil ind i huset.)
 

DOKTOREN 

(holder ham tilbage). 
 Nej bliv! – 
 Her er ej lys, her er ej sol, 
 her skær en luft, som pust fra pol, – 
 her sænker skodden klamt sig ned; – 
 en vinter til på dette sted 
 vil visne bort hans spæde liv. 
 Rejs, Brand, og Deres barn er frelst; 
 men gør det snart, imorgen helst.
 

BRAND. 
 Ikveld, idag, i denne stund! 
 O, han skal vokse stærk og sund; – 
 ej gufs fra bræ, ej sno fra kyst, 
 skal isne mer hans lille bryst. 
 Kom, Agnes, løft ham lindt i blund! 
 På flugt, på flugt langs alle sund! 
 O, Agnes, Agnes, dødens garn 
 sig spinder om vort lille barn!
 

AGNES. 
 Jeg lønligt aned, lønligt skalv, – 
 og dog jeg så kun faren halv.
 

BRAND 

(til doktoren). 
 Men flugt ham frelser? Så De lover!
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Det liv, en fader våger over 
 ved nat og dag, er sejerstrygt. 
 Vær alt for ham, og sundhedssmykt 
 De snart skal se ham; nær ej frygt.
 

BRAND. 
 Tak, tak! 

(til Agnes.)

 Hyll tæt i dun ham ind; 
 langs fjorden stryger aftnens vind. 

(Agnes går ind i huset.)
 

DOKTOREN 

(betragter i taushed Brand, som ubevægelig ser ind gennem døren, går derpå hen til ham, lægger hånden på hans skulder og siger): 
 Mod verdens flok så ubønhørlig, 
 og mod sig selv så let medgørlig! 
 For den ej gælder lidt, ej meget, – 
 kun lovens intet eller alt; 
 men fra en selv er modet veget 
 i samme stund som loddet faldt – 
 og offerlammet var ens eget.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad mener De?
 

DOKTOREN. 
 Til Deres moer 
 De tordned lovens hårde ord; 
 fortabt, hvis alt ej lægges af, 
 hvis ej du nøgen går i grav; 
 Og samme råb har runget tidt, 
 når folkets flok, som tyngst, har lidt! 
 Nu er De havsnødsmanden selv, 
 i skæbnens storm på bådens hvælv; 
 nu kaster De fra krænget køl 
 tilhavs hvert brev om straffens pøl, – 
 tilhavs, tilhavs den tunge bog, 
 hvormed De brødres bringer slog; 
 nu gælder det i kuling stiv 
 at berge eget afkoms liv. 
 På flugt, på flugt langs fjord og vik, – 
 på flugt fra egen moders lig, – 
 på flugt fra sjælehjord og kald; – 
 nu lyser presten messefald!
 

BRAND 

(griber sig forvildet om hovedet som for at samle tankerne). 
 Er nu jeg blind! Var jeg det før!
 

DOKTOREN. 
 De handler som en fader bør. 
 Tro ej, jeg laster, hvad De gør; – 
 for mig De er i stækket stand 
 mer stor, end før som styrkens mand. – 
 Farvel! Nu har jeg rakt Dem spejlet; 
 brug det og suk så: Herregud, 
 slig ser en himmel-stormer ud! 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(stirrer en stund frem for sig, pludselig udbryder han): 
 Nu eller før, – når er her fejlet?! 
 (Agnes kommer ud af døren med kåbe over skuldrene og barnet på armen; Brand ser hende ikke; hun vil tale, men standser ligesom slagen af skræk, da hun bemærker udtrykket i hans ansigt. I samme øjeblik kommer en mand ilsomt ind gennem havegrinden. Solen går ned.)
 

MANDEN. 
 Hør, prest, du har en avindsmand!
 

BRAND 

(knuger hånden mod brystet). 
 Ja, her.
 

MANDEN. 
 Vær på din post mod fogden. 
 Din sæd skød frodigt over land, 
 til han med rygtets brandpest slog den. 
 Alt ofte har han ymtet om, 
 at prestegården snart står tom, – 
 har sagt, at os du ryggen vender, 
 så fort din rige moer er død.
 

BRAND. 
 Og hvis så var –?
 

MANDEN. 
 Prest, jeg dig kender 
 og véd, hvi slige giftord lød; 
 du står jo ham og hans imod, 
 han aldrig fik din vilje bøjet, – 
 se, det er rygtets rette rod –
 

BRAND 

(usikker). 
 At sandt er sagt – sig tænke lod.
 

MANDEN. 
 Da har du stygt for alle løjet.
 

BRAND. 
 Har jeg –?
 

MANDEN. 
 Hvor tidt har ej du sagt, 
 at Gud har selv til strid dig vakt, – 
 at mellem os du har dit hjem, 
 at her din krig skal føres frem, 
 at ingen mand tør kaldet svige, 
 at slå han skal, men aldrig vige. 
 Og kaldet har du! Stærkt og lyst 
 din ild har fængt i mangt et bryst.
 

BRAND. 
 Mand, her er mængdens øre døvt; 
 fast hvert et sind er slukt og sløvt!
 

MANDEN. 
 Du bedre véd; – i mangt et sind 
 nu glittrer himlens solskin ind.
 

BRAND. 
 I tifold flere er der nat.
 

MANDEN. 
 Du er som lys i natten sat. 
 Men lad det være, som det vil; 
 at tælle trænges her ej til; 
 thi her står jeg, den ene mand, 
 og siger: rejs, ifald du kan! 
 Jeg har en sjæl så fuldt som nogen; 
 jeg kan ej hjælpe mig med bogen; 
 du har mig op af dybet draget, – 
 prøv, om du nu tør slippe taget! 
 Du kan det ej; jeg holder fast; 
 min sjæl var tabt, hvis taget brast! – 
 Farvel! Jeg venter trygt det bud: 
 min prest ej slipper mig og Gud. 

(går.)
 

AGNES 

(sky). 
 Din kind er hvid, din mund er bleg; 
 det er, som du i hjertet skreg.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvert klangfuldt ord, mod bergvæg sagt, 
 mig slår med tifold genlyds magt.
 

AGNES 

(gør et skridt frem). 
 Jeg er beredt!
 

BRAND. 
 Beredt? Hvortil?
 

AGNES 

(med styrke). 
 Til hvad en moder må og vil! 

(Gerd løber forbi udenfor på vejen og standser ved havegrinden.)
 

GERD 

(klapper i hænderne og råber med forvildet glæde): 
 Har I hørt det? Bort fløj presten! – 
 Ud af bakken, op af houg 
 myldrer både trold og draug, 
 svarte, stygge, store, små, – 
 hu, hvor hvast de kunde slå –! 
 Øjet rev de af mig næsten; 
 halve sjælen har de taget; – 
 å, jeg hjælper mig med resten; 
 der er nok igen af vraget!
 

BRAND. 
 Pige, vildt din tanke går; 
 her du ser jeg for dig står.
 

GERD. 
 Du? Ja du, men ikke presten! 
 Ned fra Svartetind min høg 
 rap bortover lien strøg; 
 bidslet, sadlet, vild og vred 
 hvæste han i mørknings-blæsten, 
 og en mand på ryggen red, – 
 det var presten, det var presten! 
 Nu står bygdens kirke tom, 
 stængt med både lås og bom; 
 Styggekirkens tid er omme; 
 nu skal min til ære komme. 
 Der står presten, stærk og stor, 
 i sit hvide messeklæde, 
 vævt af vintrens dryp og væde; – 
 vil du være med, så kom; 
 bygdens kirke står jo tom; 
 presten min har slige ord, 
 at det runger over jord!
 

BRAND. 
 Brudte sjæl, hvo bød dig fange 
 vildsomt mig med afguds-sange!
 

GERD 

(kommer indenfor havegrinden). 
 Afgud? Hvad er det for noget? 
 Afgud? Å, jeg véd det godt; 
 stundom stort og stundom småt; 
 altid gyldent, altid broget. 
 Afgud! Hør du; ser du hende? 
 Kan du under klædet kende 
 barnehænder, barneben? 
 Kan du se, hvor fint og broget 
 Svøbet folder sig om noget, 
 der er ligt et barn, som sover? 
 Ræd hun viger, – dækker over! 
 Afgud? Mand, der ser du én!
 

AGNES 

(til Brand). 
 Har du tårer, har du bønner? 
 Ud har rædslen mine brændt!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes, hustru, – ve jeg skønner, 
 hende har en større sendt!
 

GERD. 
 Hør; nu ringer alle klokker 
 sammen på den vilde hej! 
 Se, hvad menighed der flokker 
 sig til færd på kirkevej! 
 Kan du se de tusend trolde, 
 bygdens prest har sænkt i havet? 
 Kan du se de tusend dverge? 
 Indtil nu de lå begravet 
 med hans segl som gravbrudds-værge. 
 Hav og grav dem kan ej holde; 
 frem de myldrer, våde, kolde; – 
 skindødt troldbarn ser jeg grine, 
 vælte af sig bergskreds-blokken. 
 Hør, de skriger: moer og faer! 
 Mænd og kvinder giver svar; 
 bygdens mand går mellem sine, 
 som en faer i sønneflokken; 
 bygdens kvinde taer sin døde, 
 rækker ham sit bryst til føde; – 
 aldrig før så stout hun knejste, 
 når hun barn til dåben bar. 
 Her blev liv, da presten rejste!
 

BRAND. 
 Vig ifra mig! Fast jeg ser 
 værre syner –
 

GERD. 
 Hør! Han ler, 
 han, som sidder langsmed vejen, 
 der den svinger op mod hejen; 
 ind han skriver i sin bog 
 hver en sjæl, som opad drog; – 
 hej, han har dem alle næsten; 
 bygdens kirke står jo tom, 
 stængt med både lås og bom, – 
 og på høgens ryg fløj presten! 

(springer over havegærdet og taber sig i urden. Stilhed.)
 

AGNES 

(nærmer sig og siger dæmpet): 
 Lad os gå; nu er det tid.
 

BRAND 

(stirrer på hende). 
 Hvilken vej? 

(peger først mod havegrinden, siden mod husdøren.)

 Did? – eller did?
 

AGNES 

(viger forfærdet). 
 Brand, dit barn, – dit barn!
 

BRAND 

(følger efter). 
 Giv svar; 
 var jeg prest, før jeg blev faer?
 

AGNES 

(viger længere tilbage). 
 Blev end spurgt med tordnens brag, – 
 intet svar i denne sag!
 

BRAND 

(følger igen). 
 Svare skal du; du er moer; 
 du har her det sidste ord!
 

AGNES. 
 Hustru er jeg; tør du byde, 
 skal jeg bøje mig og lyde!
 

BRAND 

(vil gribe hende om armen). 
 Valgets kalk mig tag ifra!
 

AGNES 

(viger bagom træet). 
 Aldrig var jeg moder da!
 

BRAND. 
 Der er dom i dette svar!
 

AGNES 

(stærk). 
 Spørg dig selv, om valg du har!
 

BRAND. 
 Styrket dommen atter lød!
 

AGNES. 
 Tror du fuldt på Herrens kald?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja! 

(griber hende fast om hånden.)

 Og nu du sige skal 
 ordet over liv og død!
 

AGNES. 
 Gå den vej, din Gud dig bød! 

(Ophold.)
 

BRAND. 
 Lad os gå; nu er det tid.
 

AGNES 

(toneløst). 
 Hvor går vejen?
 

BRAND 

(tier).
 

AGNES 

(peger mod havegrinden og spørger): 
 Did?
 

BRAND 

(peger mod husdøren). 
 Nej, – did!
 

AGNES 

(løfter barnet højt på armene). 
 Gud! Det offer, du tør kræve, 
 tør jeg mod din himmel hæve! 
 Led mig gennem livets gys! 

(ind i huset.)
 

BRAND 

(stirrer en stund frem for sig, brister i gråd, slår hænderne sammen over hovedet, kaster sig ned på trappen og råber): 
 Jesus, Jesus, giv mig lys!
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Juleaften i prestegården. Det er mørkt i stuen. På bagvæggen er udgangsdør; vindu på den ene side, dør på den anden.)

 

(Agnes står sørgeklædt ved vinduet og stirrer ud i mørket.)
 

AGNES. 
 Endnu ikke! Endnu ikke! – 
 O, hvor tungt det er at vente, – 
 længsels råb på råb at skikke, – 
 aldrig noget svar at hente! – 
 Sneen falder blødt og tæt, 
 har, som med et lin-skaut, klædt 
 taget på den gamle kirke – – 

(lytter.)

 Hyss! Jeg hører grinden knirke! 
 Fodtrin; faste mandetrin; 

(iler til døren og lukker op.)

 Er det dig? Kom ind, kom ind! 

(Brand kommer ind, tilsneet, i rejseklæder, som han under det følgende kaster af sig.)
 

AGNES 

(slår armene om ham). 
 O, hvor du blev længe borte! 
 Gå ej fra mig, gå ej fra mig; 
 ensom kan jeg ej de sorte 
 natteskygger ryste af mig! 
 Hvilken nat og hvilke dage, 
 disse to og denne nat!
 

BRAND. 
 Barn, nu har du mig tilbage. 

(tænder et enkelt lys, som kaster et svagt skær over stuen.)

 Du er bleg.
 

AGNES. 
 Og træt og mat. 
 Jeg har længtet, spejdet, stundet, – 
 og så har lidt grønt jeg bundet, – 
 lidt! men det var, hvad jeg ejed, 
 alt ifra isommer plejet 
 til at pynte juletræet. 
 Busken kaldte jeg for hans; 
 ja, han fik den og – som krans! 

(brister i gråd.)

 Se, nu er den halvvejs sneet 
 ned – o Gud –
 

BRAND. 
 På kirkegården.
 

AGNES. 
 O, det navn!
 

BRAND. 
 Tør af dig tåren.
 

AGNES. 
 Ja jeg skal, men vær tålmodig; 
 endnu er min sjæl som blodig; 
 såret er så friskt og nyt, 
 ud min styrkes væld er flydt; – 
 o, men det skal snart bli bedre; 
 er jeg over disse dage, 
 skal du aldrig se mig klage.
 

BRAND. 
 Er det Herrens helg at hædre?
 

AGNES. 
 Nej, jeg véd –; men vær tålmodig! 
 Husk, ifjor så sund og frodig, 
 og iår ifra mig båren, 
 båren ud – 

(gyser tilbage for ordet.)
 

BRAND 

(stærkt). 
 På kirkegården!
 

AGNES 

(skriger). 
 Nævn det ej!
 

BRAND. 
 Med fulde lunger 
 må det nævnes, er du ræd! 
 Nævnes må det, så det runger, 
 lig en bølge mod en bredd!
 

AGNES. 
 Selv du lider under ordet 
 mer, end du vil kendes ved; 
 på din pande ser jeg sporet 
 af den sved, det købtes med.
 

BRAND. 
 Duggens dråber på min pande 
 er kun sprøjt fra fjordens vande.
 

AGNES. 
 Er og dråben i dit øje 
 smeltet sneflok fra det høje? 
 Nej, o nej, den er for varm; 
 kilden er din egen barm!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes, hustru, lad os begge 
 være stærke, stå imod, 
 sammen vore kræfter lægge, 
 vinde fremad fod for fod. – 
 O, jeg var en mand derude! 
 Sjøen skylled over fluen, 
 mågen taug i uvejrsgruen, 
 hagglen slog min skrale skude; 
 midtfjords lå vi, vandet fræste, 
 mast og takkel hugg og hvæste, 
 sejlet, slidt i pjalter, blæste 
 langt i læ for havråks-fråden, 
 hver en nagle skreg i båden; – 
 udfor stup og udfor lider 
 gik der skred fra begge sider; 
 otte mænd med hvilte årer 
 sad som otte lig på bårer. 
 O, da vokste jeg ved roret, 
 jeg var den, som førte ordet, 
 kendte godt, en stor mig døbte 
 til mit kald, det dyrekøbte.
 

AGNES. 
 Let at stå i stormen stiv, 
 let at leve kampens liv; 
 o, men tænk på mig, som sidder 
 stilt i sorgens spurvekvidder, 
 mig, som ej kan døve tiden, 
 om jeg nok så gerne vil; 
 tænk på mig, som, stængt fra striden, 
 ej får glimt af dådens ild; 
 tænk på mig, hvem kun en liden 
 snever gerning hører til; 
 tænk på mig; jeg sidder hjemme, 
 tør ej mindes, kan ej glemme!
 

BRAND. 
 Har du liden gerning, du? 
 Aldrig var den stor som nu. 
 Hør; jeg vil dig sige noget, 
 som i sorgen er mig mødt. 
 Ofte blir mit øje tåget, 
 tanken ydmyg, sindet blødt; 
 det er, som der lå en glæde 
 i at kunne græde, græde. 
 Agnes, – tænk, da ser jeg Gud 
 nær, som aldrig før jeg så ham, – 
 o, så nær at det ser ud, 
 som om det var let at nå ham. 
 Og jeg tørster mod at kaste 
 mig som funden til hans barm, 
 mod at trykkes af hans faste 
 stærke varme faderarm.
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, – o, se ham altid så, – 
 som den Gud, du mægter nå, – 
 mere fader, mindre herre!
 

BRAND. 
 Tør ej, Agnes; tør ej spærre 
 vejen for hans eget værk; 
 jeg må se ham stor og stærk, 
 himmelstor, – så kræver tiden, 
 just fordi den selv er liden. 
 O, men du kan se ham nær, 
 se ham som en fader kær, 
 i hans favn dit hoved bøje, 
 hvile, hvile, er du træt, 
 gå ifra ham, sund og let, 
 med hans afglans i dit øje, 
 bære glansens glorie med 
 ned til mig, som led og stred. 
 Ser du Agnes, slig at dele, 
 er just ægteskabets kærne; 
 én skal stride, storme, værne, 
 én skal alle dødshugg hele; 
 da først kan med sandheds ret 
 siges, at de to er et. 
 Alt ifra du verdens liv 
 vendte ryggen, blev min viv, 
 kasted kækt din skæbnes terning, 
 hviler på dig dette kald; 
 jeg skal slå til sejr og fald, 
 slå i dagens hede stråler, 
 stå på vagt i nattens kulde, – 
 du skal række mig de fulde 
 kærlighedens læsknings-skåler, 
 slynge mildheds kappefold 
 varmt ind under bringens skjold; – 
 liden er ej denne gerning!
 

AGNES. 
 Hver en gerning, spejdet efter, 
 er for tung for mine kræfter; 
 mine tankers tusend grene 
 slynges sammen i den ene. 
 Alt er endnu som et digt. 
 Lad mig klage, lad mig græde, 
 hjælp mig så at finde rede 
 på mig selv og på min pligt. – 
 Brand, inat, mens du var borte, 
 kom han i mit kammer ind; 
 sundhedssmykket var hans kind; 
 tyndklædt i sin lille skjorte 
 stavred han med barnetrin 
 frem til sengen, hvor jeg hvilte, 
 rakte mod mig sine arme; 
 kaldte på sin moer og smilte, – 
 men som om han bad om varme! 
 Ja, jeg så det! O, jeg gøs –!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes!
 

AGNES. 
 Jo, du, – barnet frøs! 
 O, det må han jo derude 
 på de kolde spåners pude!
 

BRAND. 
 Liget ligger under sneen; 
 barnet er til himlen båret.
 

AGNES 

(viger fra ham). 
 O, hvi river du i såret, 
 grusomt, midt i rædsels-veen! 
 Det, som hårdt du liget kalder, 
 barnet er for mig endnu. 
 Sjæl og legem sammen falder; 
 end ej mægter jeg, som du, 
 mellem disse to at dele; 
 begge er for mig det hele; 
 Alf, som under sneen sover, 
 er min Alf hist ovenover!
 

BRAND. 
 Mangt et sår må blodigt rives, 
 før du læges for din sot.
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, men vær tålmodig blot; – 
 jeg kan ledes, ikke drives. 
 Stå mig nær og styrk mig, Brand; 
 tal det mildeste du kan. 
 Du, som ejer stormens tone 
 i de store øjeblikke, 
 når en sjæl skal drage brikke 
 om sin egen livsenskrone, – 
 har du ikke sangens mildhed 
 til at døve smertens vildhed? 
 Har du ej et ord, som kvæger, 
 et, som ud i dagen peger? 
 Gud, som du mig lærte kende, 
 er en konge på sin borg; – 
 hvor tør jeg til ham mig vende 
 med min lille modersorg?
 

BRAND. 
 Tror du, bedre du dig vendte 
 til den Gud, som før du kendte?
 

AGNES. 
 Aldrig, aldrig did igen! 
 Og dog er det tidt, som drages 
 jeg af længsel ud, derhen, 
 hvor det lysner, hvor det dages. 
 Let at løftes, tungt at bære; 
 lød ej så den gamle lære? 
 Dine riger er for store, 
 alt er her for stort for mig, 
 du, dit kald, dit mål, din fore, 
 al din vilje, hver din vej, 
 fjeldet, som udover hænger, 
 fjorden, som for foden stænger, 
 sorgen, mindet, mørket, striden, – 
 ikkun kirken er for liden.
 

BRAND 

(slået). 
 Kirken? Atter denne tanke! 
 Ligger den i landets luft? 
 Hvi for liden?
 

AGNES 

(ryster sørgmodig på hovedet). 
 Kan jeg sanke 
 grunde sammen med fornuft? 
 Kommer ikke stemnings-strømmen, 
 som med vindens strøm en duft? 
 Hvorfra kom den, hvorhen går den? 
 Mig er nok, at jeg forstår den. 
 og jeg véd foruden viden – 
 kirken er for mig for liden.
 

BRAND. 
 Der er syn i folkedrømmen. 
 Hundred sjæle, som jeg mødte, 
 af sig samme tanke fødte; 
 selv hos hin, som vildt forreven 
 skreg på vidden, stod den skreven. 
 „Der er stygt, for der er småt” 
 lød det; hun ej heller kunde 
 rede tanken ud med grunde. 
 Hundred kvinder sagde siden: 
 bygdens kirke er for liden! 
 Dette råb fra kvindemunde 
 tolker trangen til et slot. – 
 Agnes, – o, jeg ser det godt, 
 du er kvinden, Herren kåred 
 til sin engel på min sti; – 
 tryg og sikker, skønt iblinde, 
 véd du vejen ret at finde, 
 hvor jeg skillet går forbi. 
 Aldrig blålys-blink dig dåred; 
 første dag du pegte lige 
 mod det sande skabnings rige, – 
 standsed mig, som vilde stige 
 på min flugt mod himlens hvælv, 
 retted synet på mig selv, 
 indad mod det inderlige. – 
 Agnes, atter har du sagt 
 ord, som slog med lynets magt, – 
 ført mig, hvor jeg uviss foer, 
 kastet dagskær på mit virke. 
 Liden er Vorherres kirke; – 
 godt; så skal den tømres stor! 
 Aldrig så jeg grant som nu, 
 hvad i dig min Skaber gav mig; 
 derfor trygler jeg, som du: 
 gå ej fra mig, gå ej fra mig!
 

AGNES. 
 Jeg skal ryste af mig sorgen, 
 jeg skal tørre tåren af, 
 jeg skal stænge mindeborgen, 
 som det sømmer sig en grav; 
 jeg skal lægge glemsels hav 
 åbent mellem den og mig; 
 jeg skal viske lykkefærden 
 af min lille billedverden, 
 være hustru helt for dig!
 

BRAND. 
 Vejen går imod det store.
 

AGNES. 
 O, men brug ej strængheds spore.
 

BRAND. 
 Gennem mig en større byder.
 

AGNES. 
 En, om hvem du selv har sagt, 
 at han viljen ej forskyder, 
 skønt den savner evnens magt. 

(vil gå.)
 

BRAND. 
 Hvorhen, Agnes?
 

AGNES 

(smiler). 
 Husets skøtsel 
 får ej glemmes, mindst ikveld. 
 Forrige jul, du husker vel, 
 at du sagde, jeg var ødsel. 
 Lys var tændt i alle stager; 
 her var grønt og smukke sager, 
 legetøj på juletræet; 
 her blev sunget, her blev leet. 
 Brand, iår skal atter tændes 
 alle lys, så helgen kendes; 
 her skal pyntes op som bedst 
 til den stille store fest. 
 Titter Gud i stuen ind, 
 skal han se en straffet datter, 
 refset søn med ydmygt sind, 
 børn, som lydigt véd og fatter, 
 at de ej for fadervreden 
 tvært tør skyde fra sig glæden. – 
 Ser du nu vel spor af tåren?
 

BRAND 

(trykker hende til sig og slipper hende atter). 
 Barn, tænd lys; det er dit virke!
 

AGNES 

(smiler sørgmodigt). 
 Byg så du din store kirke; – 
 o, men få den rejst før våren! 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(ser efter hende). 
 Villig, villig midt i vånden, 
 villig midt i martrens ild; 
 svigter evnen, segner ånden, 
 sker det, skønt hun offret vil. 
 Herre, lægg din styrke til; – 
 og fra mig tag hvervets kalk, 
 bittrest kalk, at måtte skikke 
 lovens grumme høg og falk 
 over hende for at drikke 
 hjertets fulde varme flod. 
 Jeg har kræfter, jeg har mod; 
 læss på mig din vægt for tvende, – 
 vær barmhjertig blot mod hende! 

(Det banker på gangdøren. Fogden kommer ind.)
 

FOGDEN. 
 Her gæster Dem en slagen mand.
 

BRAND. 
 En slagen mand?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Som slig jeg kommer. 
 De husker sagtens, da isommer 
 jeg vilde drive Dem fra land, 
 jeg spåde Dem just ej det bedste 
 af krigens udfald mellem os –
 

BRAND. 
 Nu ja?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Men al min ret tiltrods 
 jeg vil ej længer med Dem slås.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvorfor?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Fordi De har de fleste.
 

BRAND. 
 Har jeg?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det tænker jeg De véd; 
 Dem søger folk jo langt af led; 
 her er, især på sidste tiden, 
 en ånd i bygden kommen ind, 
 som Gud skal vide ej er min, 
 og deraf tør jeg slutte da, 
 at det er Dem, den kommer fra. 
 Her er min hånd; vi ender striden!
 

BRAND. 
 En krig, som vor, får ikke slut, 
 er end den enes modstand brudt.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad skal der mer til slut på krig, 
 end fred og mindeligt forlig? 
 Jeg er ej den, som står mod brodden; 
 man er, som folk er flest, jo skabt; 
 når for sit bryst man kender odden 
 af fiendens våben, gier man tabt; 
 har man kun kæp mod landsespids, 
 bør marken rømmes i betids, 
 og står man som en ensom kriger, 
 er det fornuftigst, at man viger.
 

BRAND. 
 To ting, jeg tror, er her at mærke; 
 først at De kalder mig den stærke; 
 jeg har de fleste –
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ganske visst!
 

BRAND. 
 Ja muligt endnu; men tilsidst, 
 på offrets store alvorsdag, – 
 hvem har da magten for sin sag?
 

FOGDEN. 
 På offrets dag? Men Herregud, 
 det er jo den, som ikke kommer! 
 I værste fald går offret ud 
 på lossning af de godtfolks lommer; 
 human er tiden, vil ej offer 
 af mere dyrebare stoffer. 
 Og ærgerligst det er ved sagen 
 at selv jeg hører mellem dem, 
 som bragte det humane frem, 
 og derved hindred offerdagen, 
 så det kan siges på en vis, 
 jeg givet har mig selv til pris, – 
 iallefald, at jeg bandt ris 
 til rap på eget livsværks ende.
 

BRAND. 
 At ret De har, kan muligt hænde. 
 Men for det andet kan jeg knapt 
 forstå, at De tør give tabt. 
 Om riset eller ikke riset, 
 en mand er for sin gerning skabt; 
 hans mål for ham er paradiset! 
 Om mellem ham og det sig hvælved 
 et hav, mens Satans land lå nær, – 
 tør derfor råbes: væk, besvær, – 
 her er jo kortere til helved?!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Jeg hertil svarer ja og nej; 
 etsteds må mennesket jo havne, – 
 og ser man møjen ej kan gavne, 
 hvem vil vel gå forgæves vej? 
 Det er nu så, vi vil erstatning 
 for liden eller stor befatning; 
 kan sejr ej vindes ved at kæmpe, 
 så får man fare frem med læmpe.
 

BRAND. 
 Men aldrig sort dog vorder hvidt!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Min kære ven, det hjælper lidt 
 at kalde noget hvidt som bræen, 
 når mængden råber: sort som sneen!
 

BRAND. 
 De råber kanske med?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nå, nå, – 
 jeg råber ikke sort men grå. 
 Human er tiden; folk må mødes, 
 ej bums imod hinanden stødes. 
 Husk på, at dette land er frit; 
 her skal jo alles mening gælde; – 
 hvor tør da én mod alle fælde 
 sin særdom over sort og hvidt? – 
 Kort sagt, da De har fleretallet, 
 så er De første mand i kaldet; 
 jeg slutter mig, som alle andre, 
 til Dem så godt jeg kan og véd, 
 og håber ingen sjæl vil klandre, 
 at ej jeg til det sidste stred. 
 Folk dømmer nu, det ser jeg godt, 
 mit virke kun som spredt og småt: 
 de kalder én ting mer fornøden 
 end årligårs at øge grøden; 
 man er ej villig nu, som før, 
 at yde skærven, hvor sig bør, – 
 og er ej viljen med i legen, 
 da er en gerning sejerssvegen. – 
 Det falder tungt, det må De tro, 
 at slippe plan om vej og bro, 
 om tapning ud af myr og fjære, 
 og meget mer, som var igære. 
 Men Herregud, hvad skal man sige; 
 kan ej man sejre, får man vige, 
 tålmodigt håbe alt af tiden, 
 og bøje klogeligt til siden. 
 Nu, – folkets yndest har jeg tabt 
 på samme vej, hvor den blev skabt; 
 ja, ja; så må på andre veje 
 jeg komme til mit fordums eje.
 

BRAND. 
 Men var det da for folkegunst 
 De øved Deres kløgt og kunst?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nej, det véd Gud, det ikke var. 
 Det alment bedste har jeg villet 
 til bygdens nytte blot og bar. 
 Dog nægtes ej, at med i spillet 
 kom håbet om et vederlag 
 for velgjort værk på yrkets dag. 
 Det er nu så; en virksom mand 
 med evner og med sund forstand 
 vil frugten af sin gerning se, 
 ej stønne gennem slidets ve 
 til fromme for en bar idé. 
 Jeg kan ej, selv med bedste vilje, 
 forsømme egen velfærds røgt 
 og offre andre al min kløgt. 
 Jeg sidder med en stor familje; 
 jeg har jo kone, mange døttre, 
 som skal forsørges allerførst; – 
 ideen læsker ingens tørst, 
 ideen slukker ingens sult, 
 hvor man, som jeg, har huset fuldt; 
 og dersom nogen skulde yttre 
 forundring, har jeg blot det svar, 
 han er en slet familjefaer.
 

BRAND. 
 Og nu er Deres agt –?
 

FOGDEN. 
 At bygge.
 

BRAND. 
 At bygge, siger De?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja vel, – 
 til eget som til bygdens held. 
 Først vil jeg bygge op det ry, 
 jeg stod i for ej længe siden; – 
 det lakker stærkt mod thingvalgs-tiden; 
 thi må til noget stort jeg ty 
 og bringe foretag på bane, 
 så jeg blir kurvens første hane 
 og hindrer valget af en ny. 
 Nu har jeg tænkt som så, – man kan 
 fornuftigvis ej ro mod flommen. 
 Folk vil, som nu det heder, hæves; 
 den gerning er for mig forgæves; 
 jeg kan kun hjælpe folk påfode; 
 men sligt må gøres med det gode, 
 og her står mod mig alle mand. 
 Se, derfor er jeg modent kommen 
 til forsæt om, hvis det går an, 
 at søge bod mod armodsdommen.
 

BRAND. 
 Den vil De rydde ud?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nej visst; – 
 den er jo en nødvendig brist 
 i alle samfund; den må døjes; 
 men med lidt klogskab kan den bøjes 
 i visse former, strængt begrændses, 
 såfremt itide blot den ændses. 
 Vi véd jo, armod er det dynd, 
 som gødsler bedst al landsens synd; – 
 for dyndet vil jeg dæmning sætte.
 

BRAND. 
 På hvilken vis?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, kan De gættes? 
 Afhjælpes skal et dybtfølt savn, 
 idet jeg til distriktets gavn 
 får bygt et armodsdommens pesthus; 
 ja, pesthus siger jeg, fordi 
 det skal for brødens smitte fri. 
 Og denne bygning har jeg tænkt, 
 forbindes nemt med et arresthus, 
 så virkning blir med årsag stængt 
 bag samme bom og samme lås, 
 med væg kun mellem bås og bås. 
 Og da jeg engang er på gled, 
 så er min agt at bygge med 
 en fløj indunder samme tag, 
 som bruges kan til valg og lag, 
 til alvorshandling som til fester, 
 med talerstol og rum til gæster, – 
 kort sagt, et pent politisk festhus.
 

BRAND. 
 Sligt trænges hårdt; især det sidste; 
 dog véd jeg ét, som trænges mere.
 

FOGDEN. 
 De tænker på en dårekiste? 
 Ja, ganske visst; den trænges hårdt. 
 Den også var min første tanke; 
 men efter overlæg med flere 
 jeg ganske kom fra tanken bort; 
 thi hvorfra skal vi midler sanke 
 til noget overvættes stort? 
 Og tro De mig, en sådan kiste 
 vil kræve en alvorlig sum, 
 hvis hver og en skal der få rum, 
 som trang og værdighed beviste. 
 Man tænke må på tidens elv, 
 og ej blot bygge for sig selv; – 
 alt går jo frem med kæmpeskridt; 
 ifjor tilpas, iår forlidt; – 
 De ser, i hvilke dimensioner 
 hvert folkeligt behov har vækst; 
 med syvmils-støvler, rent forhekst, 
 udvikles kraft og alslags evne, 
 i hvilket fag De så vil nævne. 
 Det altså blev for dyr en spas 
 at skaffe efterslægten plads 
 for sig og sine børn og koner. 
 Jeg siger derfor: Herregud; 
 den tand, den får vi nok slå ud!
 

BRAND. 
 Og ter sig nogen altfor gal, 
 så har De jo den store sal.
 

FOGDEN 

(fornøjet). 
 Ja, rummet står som oftest ledigt! 
 Det indfald, Brand, var ganske snedigt! 
 Vil byggeplanen blot ej briste, 
 så har vi gratis dårekiste, 
 har samlet under fælles tag, 
 beskyttet af det samme flag, 
 de væsentligste elementer, 
 hvorfra vor bygd sin farve henter; – 
 vi har vor hele armodsdom 
 samt slyngelflokkens syndeflom 
 og dårerne, som før gik om 
 foruden røgt og uden tugt, – 
 og så har vi vor friheds frugt 
 med valgkamp og med talers flugt; 
 vi har vor rådssal, hvor vi drøfter, 
 hvad gøres kan til bygdens tarv, – 
 vor festsal, hvor vi giver løfter 
 om skøtsel af vor fortids arv. 
 Hvis altså blot ej sagen faldt, 
 så får jo klippesønnen alt, 
 hvad han med billighed kan kræve, 
 for ret sit eget liv at leve. 
 Gud véd, vort strøg er ikke rigt; 
 dog, står først fællesgården bygt, 
 så tror jeg, det kan kaldes trygt 
 et vel organisert distrikt.
 

BRAND. 
 Men midlerne –?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, det er knuden 
 i denne som i hver en sag; 
 til ydelser er viljen svag, 
 og står jeg Deres hjælp foruden, 
 jeg véd, at jeg må stryge flag. 
 Men støtter De med ordets magt 
 min tanke, vil den letvindt fremmes, – 
 og får jeg den til modning bragt, 
 skal Deres gode hjælp ej glemmes.
 

BRAND. 
 Det sige vil, De gad mig købe?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Med andet navn jeg vilde døbe 
 min plan, – til fælles gavn og brug 
 at fylde ud det splidens slug, 
 som hidtil mellem os har gabt, 
 og hvorved begge to har tabt.
 

BRAND. 
 Da har De ilde tiden kåret –
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ak ja; jeg véd, den store sorg, 
 som nys har Dem og Deres såret; 
 men Deres mandighed mig dåred; 
 og trangen til distriktets borg –
 

BRAND. 
 I sorgens som i glædens stund 
 jeg står tilrede, når det kræves; 
 men af en anden gyldig grund 
 De dennegang dog går forgæves.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Og hvilken grund –?
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg selv vil bygge.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad! Bygge? Tage min idé?
 

BRAND. 
 Ej ganske. 

(peger ud af vinduet.)

 Foged, kan De se –?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Der?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det store stygge træhus? 
 Det er jo prestegårdens fæhus!
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, ikke det; – det lille stygge.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad! Kirken!
 

BRAND 

(nikker). 
 Den vil stor jeg bygge.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nej, det skal fanden ikke ske! 
 Ved kirken skal ej nogen rygge; – 
 det var at krydse min idé! 
 Min plan er færdig og den haster; 
 men Deres mig af sadlen kaster. 
 To ting på engang er formeget, – 
 vig altså –!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg har aldrig veget.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Her må De, mand! Byg mit arresthus 
 med pesthus og politisk festhus, 
 altsammen, kortsagt, – dårekisten, – 
 så spørges ej om kirkebristen. 
 Og hvorfor skal den nu i muld? 
 Den var dog god nok før i tiden.
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, muligt; nu er den forliden.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Da har jeg aldrig set den fuld!
 

BRAND. 
 Selv for en enkelt sjæl derinde 
 er ikke løftningsrum at finde.
 

FOGDEN 

(ryster forundret på hovedet). 
 Ved sligt den enkle sjæl beviste 
 nødvendigheden af min kiste. 

(slår over.)

 Lad kirken stå, det vil jeg råde; 
 den kan jo kaldes på en måde 
 et stykke ædelt arveguld. 
 Den er et ædelt arvestykke; – 
 den skal ej falde for en nykke! 
 Ja, går min byggeplan i vasken, 
 jeg som en Fønixfugl af asken 
 skal rejse mig i mængdens nåde! 
 Jeg træder op som riddersmand 
 for mindesmærket ved vor strand! 
 Her stod engang et gude-hov, – 
 det var nok i kong Beles tider; 
 så rejste kirken sig omsider 
 ved fromme heltes ran og rov. 
 Ærværdig ved sin simple pragt, 
 højhellig i sin oldtidsdragt 
 den knejste indtil vore dage –
 

BRAND. 
 Men hine tegn på fordums magt 
 er visst forlængst i graven lagt; – 
 nu står igen ej mindste flage.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Just netop det! Så gammel er den, 
 at ej den mer er til i verden; 
 men i min bedstefaders dage 
 et hul i væggen stod tilbage!
 

BRAND. 
 Et hul?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Vidt, som en tøndesæk!
 

BRAND. 
 Men væggen selv!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, den var væk. 
 Se, derfor må jeg rentud sige, 
 at kirkens rivning er umulig; – 
 det var en skammelig, en grulig 
 barbarisk handling uden lige! 
 Og midlerne, – hvor får vi dem? 
 Tror De, at her man er så ødsel, 
 at lokke udgiftsposter frem 
 ved ufuldbårne forslags fødsel, 
 når med en lille smule skøtsel 
 man såvidt støtte kan det gamle, 
 at det i vor tid ej vil ramle? 
 Men gå De ud og spejd i lejren, – 
 jeg blir dog den, som vinder sejren.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg agter ej at presse ud 
 en hvid til husly for min Gud. 
 Af egne midler vil jeg bygge; – 
 min arv, alt mit til sidste skærv 
 skal gives ud til dette hverv. 
 Nu, foged, er De end så djerv, 
 at mene, De kan tanken rygge?
 

FOGDEN 

(med foldede hænder). 
 Jeg står som falden ned fra skyerne! 
 Sligt spørges knapt engang fra byerne; – 
 og her i bygden, – her hos os, 
 hvor pungens lukning længst var lov 
 mod hvert et trængende behov, – 
 her åbner De en rundheds fos, 
 som risler, blinker, sprøjter, skummer –. 
 Nej, Brand, som sagt, jeg rent forstummer!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg længst i tanken fra mig skrev 
 min arv –
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, her er ymtet meget, 
 som hen på noget sligt har peget, 
 men jeg har tænkt, at det var væv. 
 Hvem plejer vel at offre alt, 
 når ej det synbar fordel galdt? 
 Dog, det blir Deres egen sag; – 
 gå foran De; så går jeg bag. 
 De er i skuddet; De kan virke, 
 og jeg kan skridtvis frem mig lirke. – 
 Brand, sammen vil vi bygge kirke!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad? Vil De Deres eget slippe?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det véd den søde Gud jeg vil! 
 Jeg var jo gal, om ej jeg gjorde. 
 Hvem tror De mængden flokkes til, 
 når én vil gøde, mæske, fore, 
 en anden malke, flå og klippe? 
 Ja død og plage er jeg med! 
 Jeg er af tanken ganske hed, 
 bevæget, greben, næsten rørt; 
 en heldig skæbne har mig ført 
 i denne kveld til prestegården; 
 thi jeg tør tro, at uden min 
 var Deres plan knapt faldt Dem ind, – 
 ialfald ej til verden båren. 
 Det altså er mit eget virke 
 at bygge bygdens nye kirke!
 

BRAND. 
 Men kom ihug, vi kan ej skåne 
 hin oldtids knejsende ruin!
 

FOGDEN 

(ser ud). 
 Betragtet her i dobbeltskin 
 af nyfalds-sne og nyets måne 
 den taer sig ud som noget skrammel.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad, foged?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Brand, den er for gammel! 
 Det er mig ganske uforklarligt, 
 at ej jeg så det før ikveld, – 
 men hanekjælken står påheld; 
 at bruge den var uforsvarligt. 
 Og hvor er stil, arkitektur, 
 når ret man gransker loft og mur? 
 Hvad skal man kalde slige buer? 
 en fagmand vilde kaldt dem fæle; – 
 ja, jeg må samme mening dele! 
 Og tagets mosbeklædte tuer, – 
 de er minsæl ej fra kong Bele. 
 Nej, pietet kan gå for vidt! 
 Det må dog hvermand se og skønne, 
 at denne gamle rådne rønne 
 i et og alt er noget skidt!
 

BRAND. 
 Men dersom mængdens røst sig hæved 
 til vægring ved at få den revet –?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Vil ingen anden, så vil jeg. 
 I helgen skal, jo før jo heller, 
 jeg ordne alt, hvad formen gælder, 
 og sætte sagen glat ivej. 
 Jeg ivre skal og virke, skrive; 
 jo, jo, – De kender fogden nok! 
 og kan jeg hjælp ej sammendrive 
 til rivning blandt den dumme flok, 
 skal jeg med egne hænder rive 
 den ned til grunden, stok for stok. 
 Ja, om jeg så skal ta’e min kone 
 og alle mine døttre med, 
 så skal den død og plage ned!
 

BRAND. 
 Det er en ganske anden tone, 
 end den, som blev fra først af brugt.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det er humanitetens frugt 
 at få med alt ensidigt bugt; 
 og dersom digteren ej lyver, 
 så er det netop noget smukt, 
 at mandens tanke ejer flugt, – 
 med andre ord, – at tanken flyver. – 
 Farvel! 

(tager sin hat.)

 Nu får jeg se til banden.
 

BRAND. 
 Til hvad?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Å, tænk Dem, jeg, selv anden, 
 idag på bygdegrændsen kneb 
 et fantefølge, fælt som fanden; 
 jeg fik da hjælp med toug og reb; 
 nu sidder de forvart hos granden 
 her nærmest nord; men pokker ta’e mig, 
 om ikke to-tre løb ifra mig –
 

BRAND. 
 Nys ringtes ind dog fredens tid.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvi kom det djævelskab da hid? 
 Dog, det forstår sig, på en måde 
 de hører sagtens sognet til – 

(leende.)

 ja endog Dem! Hør her en gåde; 
 løs den, ifald De kan og vil: 
 folk findes, som er til i kraft 
 af den, De har til udspring havt, 
 og dog de til er, slet og ret, 
 fordi de er af anden ætt!
 

BRAND 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 O Gud, der er så mangen gåde 
 én stirrer på, men ej kan råde.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Da er dog denne letvindt gættet. 
 De har vel tidtnok hørt berettet 
 i bygden et og andet ord 
 om fattiggutten, han, her vester, 
 der var så lært som fire prester; 
 han friede til Deres moer –
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad mer?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Tænk, til en grundrig jente! 
 Dog hun naturligvis ham sendte 
 til Bloksberg, som han måtte vente. 
 Men véd De så, hvad fyren gør? 
 Han sørger halvt sig fra forstanden, 
 og fæster sluttelig en anden 
 af taterslægt; – og før sin død 
 han med en afkom øged banden, 
 som stryger om i synd og nød. 
 Ja, en af disse slegfredtrolde 
 fik sognet rigtignok beholde 
 til minde om hans vakkre færd –
 

BRAND. 
 Og det er –?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Taterungen Gerd.
 

BRAND 

(dæmpet). 
 Ja så!
 

FOGDEN 

(munter). 
 Hvad? Gåden er ej slet! 
 Hans afkom er jo til i kraft 
 af den, De har til udspring havt; 
 thi ynglens indre ophav var, 
 at elsk til Deres moer han bar.
 

BRAND. 
 Sig, foged, kan De nævne ét, 
 som rummed hjælp for disse sjæle?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Pyt, de må ind bag tugthus-dørene. 
 De er fortabt op over ørene; 
 at frelse dem, det var at stjæle 
 fra fanden, som må gå fallit, 
 hvis ej han får af verden sit.
 

BRAND. 
 De tænkte jo at bygge stort 
 et hus til ly mod nød og klage?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Det forslag, – fort, som det blev gjort, – 
 tog forslagsstilleren tilbage.
 

BRAND. 
 Men hvis det dog –; det var dog smukt –
 

FOGDEN 

(smilende). 
 Nu taler De i anden tone, 
 end den, som blev fra først af brugt. 

(klapper ham på skulderen.)

 Lad dødt kun være dødt og glemt; 
 en mand skal handle fast bestemt. 
 Farvel! Jeg tør ej længer tøve; 
 nu må jeg ud igen og prøve 
 at finde rømlingernes skjul. 
 Vi mødes snart. Fornøjet jul! 
 Farvel, farvel; hils Deres kone! 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(efter en tankefuld taushed). 
 O, endeløst er her at sone. – 
 Så vildt, så broget filtres ind 
 de tusend skæbnetrådes spind, – 
 så ligger skyld med skyldfrugt blandet, 
 det ene smittende det andet, 
 at den, som ser derind, ser ret 
 og blodigst uret vorde ét. 

(går til vinduet og ser længe ud.)

 Mit lille barn, skyldløse lam, 
 du fældtes for min moders gerning; 
 en brusten sjæl bar bud fra ham, 
 som troner over skyens kam, 
 og bød mig kaste valgets terning; – 
 og denne brustne sjæl blev til, 
 fordi min moders sjæl foer vild. 
 Så bruger Herren skyldens grøde 
 til ligevægts og retfærds føde; 
 så slynger han fra højden ned 
 hjemsøgelsen i tredje led. 

(viger forfærdet fra vinduet.)

 

Ja, lovens Gud er over slægten! 
 Det første mål er ligevægten. 
 I offervillighedens magt 
 er rejsningsmuligheden lagt; 
 men ordet lyves ud af tiden; 
 thi flokken ræddes for sin viden. 

(går længe op og ned i stuen.)

 At bede? Bede? Hm, – et ord, 
 som glat nok over læben foer, – 
 som ruttes med i alle stænder. 
 Bøn er for dem at skrige nåde 
 i vind og vejr til gåders gåde, 
 at tigge plads på Kristi læss, 
 at strække opad begge hænder – 
 og stå i tvivlens pøl tilknæs. 
 Haha, var dermed sagen gjort, 
 da turde jeg, som hvermand, vove 
 at hamre på den Herres port, 
 der er „forfærdelig at love”! 

(standser og tænker stille.)

 

Og dog – i angstens værste dage, 
 i sorgens store rædselsstund, 
 da barnet sov den sidste blund, 
 da intet kys af modermund 
 bar smilet på hans kind tilbage; – 
 hvad var det –? Bad jeg ikke da? 
 Hvad kom den søde svimlen fra, 
 den sangens strøm, den melodi, 
 som langvejs lød og jog forbi – 
 og bar mig højt og bar mig fri? 
 Bad jeg? Blev jeg i bønnen svalt? 
 Har jeg med Gud herinde talt? 
 Har han mig hørt? Og så han ned 
 i sørgehuset, hvor jeg græd? – 
 Hvad véd jeg! Nu er lukt og stængt, 
 og mørket atter om mig sænkt, – 
 og intet, intet lys at finde – –. 
 Jo, Agnes, – hun, som ser iblinde –! 

(råber i angst.)

 Lys, Agnes, – lys, ifald du kan! 

(Agnes åbner døren og træder ind med de tændte feststager; et klart skær falder over stuen.)
 

BRAND. 
 Lys!
 

AGNES. 
 Ser du julelyset, Brand?
 

BRAND 

(sagte). 
 Ha, julelyset!
 

AGNES 

(sætter stagerne på bordet). 
 Blev jeg længe?
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, nej!
 

AGNES. 
 O, hvor du har det koldt; 
 du må jo isne –
 

BRAND 

(stærkt). 
 Nej!
 

AGNES 

(smilende). 
 Hvor stolt! 
 Du vil ej lys og varme trænge. 

(lægger i ovnen.)
 

BRAND 

(går op og ned). 
 Hm, vil ej!
 

AGNES 

(stille for sig selv, idet hun pynter op i stuen). 
 Her skal stagen stå. 
 Ifjor han greb med fingre små 
 mod julelysets klare blink. 
 Han var så glad og frisk og flink; 
 han strak sig fra sin lille stol 
 og spurgte, om det var en sol. 

(flytter lidt på stagen.)

 Nu falder lysets fulde skær 
 ud over – over stedet der. 
 Nu kan han gennem rudens glas 
 se blinket fra sin soveplads; 
 nu kan han glytte stilt herind 
 i julestuens glans og skin. – 
 Men ruden står som tåreslørt; – 
 vent lidt, vent lidt; snart skal den smile – 

(tørrer vinduet af.)
 

BRAND 

(har fulgt hende med øjnene og siger sagte): 
 Når lægger sig til fred og hvile 
 det sorgens hav, fra bunden rørt! 
 Det må til hvile.
 

AGNES 

(for sig selv). 
 Se, hvor klar! 
 Det er som skillet borte var, 
 som stuen vided ud sig stor; 
 som om den stygge kolde jord 
 med et blev til en lun alkove, 
 hvor barnet sødt og godt kan sove.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad gør du, Agnes?
 

AGNES. 
 Stille; hys!
 

BRAND 

(nærmere). 
 Hvi trak gardinet fra du nys?
 

AGNES. 
 O, kun en drøm; nu er jeg vakt.
 

BRAND. 
 I drømmen er der snarer lagt. 
 Stæng atter!
 

AGNES 

(bønligt). 
 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 Stæng tæt, stæng tæt!
 

AGNES. 
 O, vær ej hård, det er ej ret!
 

BRAND. 
 Stæng, stæng!
 

AGNES 

(trækker skodderne for). 
 Nu har jeg lukt og stængt. 
 Men trygt jeg tror, Gud er ej krænkt, 
 om end i drømmens korte frist 
 jeg drak af trøstens væld –
 

BRAND. 
 Nej visst! 
 Han er en mild, medgørlig dommer; 
 du rager ej med ham på kant, 
 om i din dyrkelse der kommer 
 lidt afgud hist og her iblandt.
 

AGNES 

(brister i gråd). 
 O, sig mig da, hvor langt går kravet! 
 Min fod er dødstræt, – vingen faldt.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg har dig sagt, at slængt i havet 
 hvert offer er, som ej er alt.
 

AGNES. 
 Men mit var alt; jeg har ej mere!
 

BRAND 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Dit offer følges må af flere.
 

AGNES 

(smiler). 
 Kræv! Jeg har fattigdommens mod!
 

BRAND. 
 Giv!
 

AGNES. 
 Tag! Ak, Brand, du intet finder.
 

BRAND. 
 Du har din sorg og dine minder, – 
 du har din syndige længsels flod –
 

AGNES 

(fortvivlet). 
 Jeg har mit pinte hjertes rod! 
 Riv ud! Riv ud!
 

BRAND. 
 I afgrunds-gabet 
 unyttig du dit offer slang, 
 ifald du hyler over tabet!
 

AGNES 

(gyser). 
 Din Herres vej er brat og trang.
 

BRAND. 
 For viljen er der kun den ene.
 

AGNES. 
 Men nådens –?
 

BRAND 

(afvisende). 
 Bygt af offerstene.
 

AGNES 

(stirrer frem for sig og siger rystet): 
 Nu åbnes, lig en afgrund stor, 
 det skriftens ord, som aldrig før 
 jeg kom tilbunds i.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvilket ord?
 

AGNES. 
 Hver den, som ser Jehova, dør!
 

BRAND 

(slår armene om hende og trykker hende tæt op til sig). 
 O, skjul dig, skjul dig! Se ham ej! 
 Luk dine øjne –
 

AGNES. 
 Skal jeg?
 

BRAND 

(slipper hende). 
 Nej!
 

AGNES. 
 Du lider, Brand.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg elsker dig.
 

AGNES. 
 Hård er din kærlighed.
 

BRAND. 
 For hård?
 

AGNES. 
 Ej spørg; jeg følger, hvor du går.
 

BRAND. 
 Tror du, at meningsløst jeg drog dig 
 af dansen og af legen ud, – 
 at for en halvheds skyld jeg slog dig 
 med offerlydighedens bud? 
 Ve dig og mig; for dyrt og stort 
 var da det offer, her blev gjort. 
 Du er min hustru; jeg tør kræve 
 dig helt, for kaldets liv at leve.
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, kræv; men gå ej fra mig;
 

BRAND. 
 Jo; 
 jeg trænger stilhed, trænger ro. 
 Snart skal den store kirke bygges –
 

AGNES. 
 Min lille kirke sank i grus.
 

BRAND. 
 Var den dit hjertes afgudshus, 
 så måtte den i stormen rygges. 

(favner hende som i angst.)

 Al fred om dig, – og gennem dig 
 til mig, til mit, den lige vej! 

(går mod sidedøren.)
 

AGNES. 
 Brand, må jeg flytte ganske stille 
 på vindues-lugens stygge skille? 
 Kun lidt? På klem? Brand, må jeg?
 

BRAND 

(i døren). 
 Nej. 

(går ind i sit kammer.)
 

AGNES. 
 Lukket, lukket, – alting lukket! 
 Selve glemslen lukket af! 
 Bom for klagen, segl for sukket, 
 lås for himmel og for grav! 
 Jeg vil ud; jeg kan ej ånde 
 her i ensomhedens vånde! 
 Ud? Hvorhen? Ser ej fra højden 
 strenge øjne på mig ned! 
 Kan jeg vel på flugt fra bygden 
 føre hjertets eje med? 
 Kan jeg flygte, om jeg vilde, 
 fra min rædsels tomme stille? 

(lytter ved døren til Brands stue.)

 Lydt han læser; til hans øre 
 rækker ikke frem min røst. 
 Ingen hjælp! Ej råd, ej trøst! 
 Julens Gud har nok at gøre 
 med at lytte til de riges, 
 børneriges, lykkeliges 
 tak og sang og leg og dans. 
 Jul er jublens tid og hans. 
 Ej han ser mig, ej han agter 
 på en ensom moders fagter. 

(nærmer sig varsomt til vinduet.)

 

Skal jeg åbne skillets rammer, 
 så det klare fulde lys 
 jager nattens skræk og gys 
 fra hans sorte sovekammer? – 
 Nej, dernede er han ikke! 
 Julen er jo barnets tid; – 
 han får lov at komme hid; 
 kanske står han nu derude, 
 strækker armen for at pikke 
 på sin moders stængte rude. – 
 Lød der ikke barnegråd? 
 Alf, jeg véd ej hjælp og råd? 
 Her er stængt; din fader stængte; – 
 Alf, jeg tør ej åbne nu! 
 Lydigt lidet barn er du; 
 aldrig du og jeg ham krænkte. 
 O, flyv hjem igen til himlen; 
 der er lys og der er glæde; 
 der er leg i børnevrimlen. 
 Men lad ingen se dig græde, – 
 sig ej, at din fader lukked, 
 da du kom og banked på. 
 Lidet barn kan ej forstå, 
 hvad vi store voksne må. 
 Sig, han sørged, – sig, han sukked; 
 sig dem, det var ham, som plukked 
 smukke blade til en krans. 
 Kan du se den? Den er hans! 

(lytter, tænker sig om og ryster på hovedet.)

 

O, jeg drømmer! Mer end rammen 
 står som skille mellem os. 
 Først i glød af lutringsflammen 
 falder skillevæggen sammen, 
 revner hvælv og brister stængsler, 
 hviner fængselsdørens hængsler, 
 springer op den store lås! 
 Meget, meget her må gøres, 
 før vi to kan sammen føres. – 
 Jeg skal virke, virke stille, 
 for at fylde kravets svælg; 
 jeg skal hærdes, jeg skal ville. – 
 Men iaften er det helg. 
 Fra ifjor hvor vidt forskellig –! 
 Hys, – den højt skal holdes hellig; 
 frem jeg henter mine skatte, – 
 dem, hvis endeløse pris, 
 fra min lykkes livsforlis, 
 kun en moders sjæl kan fatte. 
 (hun knæler ned ved kommoden, åbner en skuffe og tager forskellige ting frem. I samme øjeblik lukker Brand på døren og vil tale til hende, men da han bemærker, hvad hun foretager sig, holder han inde og bliver stående. Agnes ser ham ikke.)
 

BRAND 

(sagte). 
 Evig samme flugt om graven, 
 samme leg i dødninghaven.
 

AGNES. 
 Her er sløret. Her er kåben, 
 han blev båren i til dåben. – 
 Her i knyttet har jeg kjolen – 

(holder den ivejret, ser på den og ler.)

 Herre Gud, hvor sød og butt! 
 Dejlig var min lille gut, 
 da han sad i kirkestolen. – 
 Her er skærfet, her er kuften, 
 han var klædt i første gang 
 han fik komme ud i luften. 
 Dengang var den altfor lang, 
 men den blev ham snart for liden –, 
 den skal lægges her ved siden. – 
 Vanter, strømper, – hvilke ben! – 
 og hans nye silkekyse, 
 som han fik for ej at fryse –; 
 den er ubrugt, ren og pen. – 
 O, der ligger langfærdsdragten, 
 han blev svøbt i lunt og tæt, 
 for at rejse lindt og let; 
 da jeg atter havde lagt den 
 bort, jeg var til døden træt.
 

BRAND 

(knuger hænderne i smerte). 
 Spar mig, Gud! Jeg kan ej knuse 
 hendes sidste afgudshuse; 
 skik en anden, er det ret!
 

AGNES. 
 Den er plettet; – har jeg grædt? – 
 Hvilken rigdom! Perlestukken, 
 smertekrammet, tåredrukken, 
 glansomstrålt af valgets gru, 
 hellig! Den er kroningskåben, 
 som han bar i offerdåben! 
 O, hvor jeg er rig endnu! 

(Det banker hvast på gangdøren; Agnes vender sig med et skrig og ser 
 Brand i det samme. Døren rives op og en kvinde, forrevent klædt, 
 træder ilsomt ind med et barn på armen.)
 

KVINDEN 

(ser børnetøjet og råber til Agnes): 
 Del med mig, du rige moer!
 

AGNES. 
 Du er tifold mere rig!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Ha, du er de andre lig; 
 altid munden fuld af ord!
 

BRAND 

(nærmer sig). 
 Nævn mig, hvad du søger her.
 

KVINDEN. 
 Ikke dig, for du er presten! 
 Heller ud igen i blæsten, 
 end at høre præk om brøde; 
 heller flygte sig tildøde, 
 drukne, rådne på et skær, 
 end at stå for svartemanden, 
 som véd vejen ned til branden! 
 Kan jeg hjælpe, jeg, for fanden, 
 at jeg blev til den jeg er?
 

BRAND 

(sagte). 
 Denne røst og disse træk 
 isner mig med anings-skræk!
 

AGNES. 
 Hvil dig, varm dig, hvis du fryser. 
 Sulter barnet, skal det mættes –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Taterungen tør ej sættes, 
 hvor det luner, hvor det lyser. 
 Vore folk har landevejen, 
 urden, skogen, fjeldet, hejen; 
 vi skal færdes, vi skal vandre; 
 hus og hjem er for jer andre. 
 Lynsnar må jeg ud igen; 
 de er efter mig som hunde! 
 Foged, lensmand, lovens mænd, 
 gad mig binde, hvis de kunde.
 

BRAND. 
 Her du skal ej røres.
 

KVINDEN. 
 Her? 
 Under tag og mellem vægge? 
 Nej, du; vinternatten bær 
 bedre luftning til os begge. 
 Men et plagg til svøb for barnet! 
 Ældste broder hans, det skarnet, 
 er som tyv ifra mig strøgen 
 med den klud han svøbtes i. 
 Ser du, han er halvvejs nøgen, 
 blå, forfrossen, gennemføgen 
 af den rim, som røg forbi.
 

BRAND. 
 Kvinde, gør din spæde fri 
 for din vilde dødsfærds sti; – 
 lad ham løftes, lad ham lettes; 
 af kan brændemærket tvættes –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Jo, du kender godt til tingen! 
 Sligt et under mægter ingen, – 
 skal ej mægte det engang! 
 Krig med jer, som har forstødt ham! 
 Véd du, hvor hans moer har født ham. 
 Jo, på grøftekantens hælding, 
 under drik og spil og sang. 
 Han blev døbt i sluddets vælling, 
 korset med et kul af asken, 
 læsket med en klunk af flasken; – 
 samme stund han slap sin moer, 
 stod der om os folk, som svor; – 
 véd du hvem det var? Gudbedre; – 
 ungens faer – og ungens fædre!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes?
 

AGNES. 
 Ja.
 

BRAND. 
 Du ser din pligt.
 

AGNES 

(med rædsel). 
 Brand! Til hende! Aldrig sligt!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Giv mig, giv mig! Giv mig alt! 
 Silkevæv og vraget pjalt! 
 Intet er for slet, for godt, 
 kan det lindes om ham blot. 
 Snart hans ånde slipper op; 
 han skal dø med tinet krop!
 

BRAND 

(til Agnes). 
 Nu du hører valget runge!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Du har nok til egen unge; 
 sig mig, – har du ej til min 
 livets plagg og dødens lin?
 

BRAND. 
 Lyder ej fra denne tunge 
 maningsfulde varslers hvin?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Giv mig!
 

AGNES. 
 Det er helligbrøde! 
 Blodskyld mod den lille døde!
 

BRAND. 
 Gavnløst han i døden sendtes, 
 hvis på tærsklen vejen endtes.
 

AGNES 

(brudt). 
 Viljen ske. Mit hjertes rødder 
 skal jeg træde under fødder. 
 Kvinde, kom og tag imod; – 
 deles skal min overflod –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Giv mig!
 

BRAND. 
 Deles? – Agnes; deles?
 

AGNES 

(med vild styrke). 
 Heller dræbes jeg, end stjæles 
 alt ifra! Se, jeg har veget 
 fod for fod! Jeg kan ej længer! 
 Halvt er nok; ej mer hun trænger!
 

BRAND. 
 Var det hele da formeget, 
 da det købtes til dit eget?
 

AGNES 

(giver). 
 Kvinde, kom; se her, tag kåben, 
 som mit eget bar i dåben. 
 Her er kjolen, skærfet, kuften; 
 den er god mod natteluften; 
 her den lille silkekyse; 
 under den han skal ej fryse; 
 tag det; tag til sidste pjalt –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Giv mig!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes, gav du alt?
 

AGNES 

(giver igen). 
 Kvinde, her er kroningskåben, 
 som han bar i offerdåben!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Så! nu ser jeg der er tømt. 
 Den som nu var langvejs rømt! 
 Jeg vil svøbe ham på trappen; – 
 så på flugt med hele lappen! 

(går.)
 

AGNES 

(står i stærk indre kamp; endelig spørger hun): 
 Sig mig, Brand, om det er billigt, 
 at der kræves mer endnu?
 

BRAND. 
 Sig mig først, om det var villigt, 
 at du gik til gavens gru?
 

AGNES. 
 Nej.
 

BRAND. 
 Din skænk er slængt i havet. 
 Over dig er endnu kravet. 

(vil gå.)
 

AGNES 

(tier til han er nær ved døren, da råber hun): 
 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad vil du?
 

AGNES. 
 Jeg har løjet; – 
 se, jeg angrer; jeg er bøjet. 
 Ej du aned, ej du vidste 
 andet end jeg gav det sidste.
 

BRAND. 
 Nu!
 

AGNES 

(tager en sammenlagt barnekappe frem fra brystet). 
 Se, ét er i behold.
 

BRAND. 
 Kappen?
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, med tårer vædet, 
 fugtet af hans dødssved kold, – 
 siden ved mit hjerte fredet!
 

BRAND. 
 Bliv i dine guders vold. 

(vil gå.)
 

AGNES. 
 Stands!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad vil du!
 

AGNES. 
 O, du véd det! 

(rækker kappen imod ham.)
 

BRAND 

(nærmer sig og spørger uden at tage den): 
 Villigt?
 

AGNES. 
 Villigt!
 

BRAND. 
 Ræk mig kappen. 
 Kvinden sidder end på trappen. 

(går.)
 

AGNES. 
 Røvet, røvet, – alting røvet, – 
 sidste bånd, som bandt til støvet! 

(står en stund ubevægelig stille; lidt efter lidt går udtrykket i hendes ansigt over til høj strålende glæde. Brand kommer tilbage; hun flyver ham jublende imøde, kaster sig om hans hals og råber): 
 Jeg er fri! Brand, jeg er fri!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes!
 

AGNES. 
 Mørket er forbi! 
 Alle rædsler, som har tynget 
 lig en mare på mit bryst, 
 ligger nu i sluget slynget! 
 Der er sejr i viljens dyst! 
 Af er alle tåger strøget, 
 bort er alle skyer føget; 
 gennem natten, over døden 
 ser jeg skimt af morgenrøden! 
 Kirkegården, kirkegården! 
 Ordet åbner ej for tåren. 
 Navnet river ej i såret; – 
 barnet er til himlen båret!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes! Ja, nu har du sejret.
 

AGNES. 
 Ja, tilvisse sejret nu, – 
 sejret over grav og gru! 
 O, se opad, se ivejret! 
 Ser du Alf for tronens fod, 
 lysglad som i livets dage, 
 strække armen os imod? 
 Om jeg ejed tusend munde, 
 om jeg turde, om jeg kunde, 
 ikke én jeg dog oplod 
 for at kræve ham tilbage. 
 O, hvor stor, hvor rig er Gud 
 til at finde midler ud. 
 Barnets offer, offerbrøden, 
 båret har min sjæl fra døden; 
 han mig fødtes for at mistes; 
 frem til sejr jeg måtte fristes! – 
 Tak, at du min hånd har ledet; 
 du har trofast for mig stredet; 
 o, jeg så din hjertekval. 
 Nu står du i valgets dal; 
 over dig nu vægten faldt 
 af dets intet eller alt!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes, gådefuldt du taler; – 
 endt er alle stridens kvaler!
 

AGNES. 
 Glemmer du det ord fra før: 
 den, som ser Jehova, dør!
 

BRAND 

(viger tilbage). 
 Ve mig, hvilket lys du tænder! – 
 Nej! og tusend gange nej! 
 Jeg har kæmpestærke hænder; 
 gå ifra mig skal du ej! 
 Lad kun alt på jorden glippe; 
 hver en vinding kan jeg slippe, 
 o, men aldrig, aldrig dig!
 

AGNES. 
 Vælg; du står på vejens skille! 
 Sluk det lys, som i mig brænder, 
 stæng for juletankens kilde; 
 giv mig mine afgudsklude; – 
 kvinden sidder end derude; – 
 lad mig atter gå tilbage 
 til de himmelblinde dage, 
 sænk mig atter ned i dyndet, 
 hvor, til nu – jeg sløvt har syndet, – 
 alt du kan; det står dig frit; 
 jeg mod dig kun mægter lidt; 
 stæk min vinge, stæng for sjælen, 
 døgnets blylod hæng om hælen, 
 bind mig, træk mig atter ned, 
 did, hvorfra du selv mig hæved, – 
 lad mig leve, som jeg leved, 
 da i mørket jeg mig vred! 
 Hvis du dette vil og tør, 
 jeg din hustru er som før; – 
 vælg; du står på vejens skille!
 

BRAND. 
 Ve mig, ve mig, hvis jeg vilde! 
 O, men langt fra dette sted, 
 langt fra alle sorgens minder, 
 liv og lys som ét du finder!
 

AGNES. 
 Glemmer du at her dig binder 
 kaldets dåb – og offrets med? 
 Glemmer du de tusend sjæle, 
 som dit hverv er her at hele, – 
 dem, Gud Herren bød dig føre 
 fremad, hjem, til frelsens kilde? 
 Vælg; du står på vejens skille!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg har intet valg at gøre.
 

AGNES 

(kaster sig om hans hals). 
 Tak for alt, – og tak for dette! 
 Du har ledet tro den trætte! 
 Over mig er tungheds tåge, – 
 du vil tro ved lejet våge.
 

BRAND. 
 Sov! nu er dit dagværk endt.
 

AGNES. 
 Endt, og nattelyset tændt. 
 Sejren tog min styrkes skat; 
 jeg er mødig, jeg er mat; 
 o, men Gud er let at love! 
 Brand, godnat!
 

BRAND. 
 Godnat!
 

AGNES. 
 Godnat! 
 Tak for alt. Nu vil jeg sove. 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(knuger hænderne mod brystet). 
 Sjæl, vær trofast til det sidste! 
 Sejrens sejr er alt at miste. 
 Tabets alt din vinding skabte; – 
 evigt ejes kun det tabte!
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Halvandet år senere. Den nye kirke står fuldfærdig og smykket til indvielsen. Elven rinder tæt forbi. Det er tidlig tåget morgen.)

 

(Klokkeren er ifærd med at hænge kranse op udenfor kirken; lidt efter kommer skolemesteren.)
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Se, alt på pletten?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Det kan trænges. 
 Tag hånd i med; her løv skal hænges 
 fra stav til stav som hegn for toget.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ved prestegården rejses noget, 
 som slutter med en åbning rund –
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja-visst, ja-visst!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad skal det være?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Et såkaldt skilt til prestens ære, 
 med prestens navn på gylden grund.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Jo, der blir stas idag i sognet! 
 Helt langvejs fra de strømmer hid; 
 af sejl er fjorden næsten hvid.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, nu er menigheden vågnet; 
 i prestens salig formands tid 
 der spurgtes aldrig splid og strid; 
 da sov man selv, da sov ens næste; – 
 jeg véd ej, hvad der er det bedste.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Liv, klokker, liv!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Men jeg og I 
 går urørt livelsen forbi; 
 hvad kan det komme af?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Fordi 
 vi virked, til de andre sov; 
 og da de vågned, sovned vi, – 
 thi da var ej for os behov.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Men dog I sagde, liv var bedst?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Det samme siger provst og prest; 
 jeg selv ej siger andet heller, – 
 men, vel at mærke, når det gælder 
 den hele store folkets rest. 
 Dog vi to har en anden lov, 
 end den, som læses rundt i lierne; 
 vi er distriktets embedsmænd; 
 se, vi skal holde stramt igen, 
 skal skøtte kirketugt og videnskaber, 
 og ej befatte os med lidenskaber, – 
 kort sagt, stå udenfor partierne.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Men presten selv står midt i sagen.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Det er just det, han ikke burde. 
 Jeg véd, hans foresattes kreds 
 er med hans gerning utilfreds, 
 og dersom de for folket turde, 
 de havde længst alt vendt ham bagen. 
 Men han er fin; han lugter lunten; 
 han véd nok hvad, som binder bundten. 
 Han bygger kirken. Alle smøres 
 med blindhed her, når noget gøres. 
 Hvad der blir gjort, det rager ingen; 
 at der blir gjort, – se, det er tingen; – 
 vi allesammen, flok og førere, 
 kan kaldes for en slægt af gørere.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 I har jo været storthingsmand, 
 så I må kende folk og land; 
 men en, som rejste gennem sognet 
 kort efter at man her var vågnet, 
 har sagt, at fordum var vi sovere, 
 så vaktes vi – og blev til lovere.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ja, lovende er dette folk, – 
 et folk, som lover såre meget, – 
 et folk, som er i kort tid steget, 
 så hvermand snart er løftets tolk.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 På et jeg tidt har spekuleret; 
 hør, sig mig, I, som har studeret, – 
 hvad er et såkaldt folkeløfte?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Et folkeløfte, kære klokker? 
 Det blev vidtløftigt her at drøfte; 
 men det er noget, alle flokker 
 sig om i kraft af en idé; 
 det noget stort er, som skal ske – 
 i folkets fremtid notabene.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Så tak, nu skønner jeg det ene; 
 men der er én ting til, jeg må 
 i hastighed få rede på.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Tal frit.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Sig mig, hvad årstal kommer 
 den tid, som kaldes fremtid?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ej! 
 Den kommer aldrig!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Aldrig!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Nej, 
 det er naturligt i sin orden; 
 thi når den kommer, er den vorden 
 til nutid, – er ej fremtid mer.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, det er rigtigt, som jeg ser; 
 om den ting kan ej ordstrid voldes. 
 Men når skal så et løfte holdes?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Nu har jeg jo fornylig sagt, 
 et løfte er en fremtidspagt; 
 i fremtid skal det holdes.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, – 
 men sig, når kommer fremtid da?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN 

(sagte). 
 Det er en klokker! 

(højt.)

 Kære ven, 
 skal nu jeg rippe op igen, 
 at fremtid kan umuligt komme; 
 thi når den kommer, er den omme.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Tak!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Bag om alle tings begreb 
 der noget står, som ligner kneb, 
 men som er ganske ligefrem, – 
 at sige da for alle dem, 
 der tælle kan til mer end fem, 
 At love er tilsidst at lyve, 
 skønt loveren er lige ærlig; 
 al holden kaldtes før besværlig, 
 men den kan kaldes rent umulig, 
 hvis i logiken man er duelig. – 
 Nå, lad så løftefuglen flyve. 
 Hør, sig mig –?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Hys?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad er det?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Stille!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Min tro, jeg hører nogen spille 
 på orgelværket.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Det er ham.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad? Presten?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Netop.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Få mig skam, – 
 så har han været tidligt ude!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Knapt tror jeg han i denne nat 
 har krammet prestesengens pude.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Det er aldrig rigtig fat. 
 Han gnages af en lønlig tand 
 alt siden han blev enkemand; 
 han gemmer sorgen, det er visst! 
 men ud den bryder her og hist; 
 det er som om hans hjerte var 
 et overfyldt og utæt kar; – 
 så spiller han. Hør, hver en tone 
 er som han græd for barn og kone.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Det er, som om de taltes ved –
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Som en der trøsted, en der led –
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hm, – den der turde blive rørt!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, den, som ej var embedsmand!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ja, den, som ej var klemt og snørt 
 af alslags hensyn til sin stand!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, den, som turde give pokker 
 og fanden både pen og bog!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Og den, som slap at være klog; 
 og den som turde føle, klokker!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ven, ingen ser os, – lad os føle!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Det var usømmeligt at søle 
 sig ned i menneskenes sfære. 
 En mand skal, efter prestens lære, 
 på en gang ikke to ting være; 
 selv den, som vil, ej være kan 
 et menneske og embedsmand; 
 man være bør – i alt som noget – 
 en efterligning af vor foged.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Hvi just som han?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 I mindes vel 
 den store brand i fogedgården, 
 da ud arkivets skat blev båren 
 og reddet?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, det var en kveld –
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 En uvejrskveld, og fogden stræved; 
 det var, som om han tifold leved; – 
 men fanden stod og lo i stuen; 
 og fluks hun så ham, hylte fruen: 
 o, frels din sjæl, min kære ven, – 
 den onde står dig efter livet! 
 Da råbte fogden gennem luen: 
 min sjæl? Til helvede med den, – 
 hjælp blot at bære bort arkivet! 
 Se, han er foged ud og ind 
 med hud og hår, i sind og skind, 
 og derfor véd jeg visst han vinder 
 didhen, hvor han sin livsløn finder.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Og hvor er det?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Naturligvis 
 i gode fogders paradis.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Min lærde ven!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad godt?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Jeg tror 
 jeg bagom hvert af jeres ord 
 formærker tegn på tidens gæring; 
 thi gæring er her, det er visst; 
 den kendes gennem alles brist 
 på agt for gammel hævdet sed.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Det mugne må i muldet ned; 
 det rådne er det færskes næring; – 
 her hules slægtens bryst af tæring, 
 og kan ej ondet hostes op, – 
 så ned i kisten med dets krop. 
 Ja, gæring er her, det er sikkert, 
 det observeres uden kikkert. 
 Hin dag, den gamle kirke faldt, 
 det var, som tog den med sig alt, 
 hvori vort liv til samme stund 
 slog rod og trevl og fandt sin grund.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Der kom en stilhed over mængden. 
 De havde råbt: riv ned, riv ned! 
 men skriget holdt ej ud i længden, 
 og mangen blev om øret hed 
 og skotted sky og stod betænkelig, 
 da bygdens gamle gudehus 
 for alvor skulde ned i grus, – 
 og mange fandt, den var ukrænkelig.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Men mængden mente, tusend bånd 
 dem knytted til det gamles ånd, 
 sålænge ej det nye slot 
 var viet ind solid og godt; 
 og derfor under angst og spænding 
 de agtede på tingens vending, 
 og blinked mod den store dag, 
 da stryges skal det slidte flag, 
 da friske farver frit skal flomme; – 
 dog, alt som spiret opad steg, 
 blev flokken mere taus og bleg, – 
 og nu, – ja nu er tiden omme.
 

KLOKKEREN 

(peger ud til siden). 
 Se myldret! Både stor og liden 
 er stimlet hid.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 I tusendvis. 
 Hvor stilt det er!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Og dog det dønner, 
 som havet dønner før en bris.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Det folkehjertet er, som stønner; – 
 det er, som om der gik den viden 
 igennem dem, at stor er tiden; 
 det er, som om de stævntes ud 
 til thing og skulde bytte Gud. 
 Hør, hvor er presten? Jeg er klemt; – 
 jeg skulde ønske jeg var gemt!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Jeg med, jeg med!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 I slig en stund 
 en lodder ej sin egen bund; 
 hvert dyb et dybere har under; 
 en vil, en viger og en stunder!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ven!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ven igen!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Hm!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Tal! – I nøler?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Jeg tror bogstavelig vi føler!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad! Ikke jeg!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Jeg ikke heller! 
 Et vidnesbyrd ej nogen fælder!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Vi to er mænd, ej dumme jenter. 
 Godmorgen! Skolens ungdom venter. 

(går.)
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Nys så jeg syner som et fjog 
 nu er jeg atter kølig, klog, 
 og lukket som en spændebog. 
 Til arbejd hist; – her er det ude, 
 og lediggang er fandens pude. 

(går til den anden side.)


(Orgelet, som under det foregående har lydt dæmpet, bruser på engang stærkt og ender med en skærende mislyd. Lidt efter kommer Brand ud.)
 

BRAND. 
 Nej! jeg kan ej tonen tvinge, 
 så den høres fuldt at klinge. 
 Orgelsangen blir til skrig; 
 loftets buer, hvælv og vægge, 
 tykkes knugende sig lægge, 
 tykkes trangt og træhårdt møde, 
 lukke rundt om sangen, lig 
 kistelåget om den døde! 
 Jeg har prøvet, jeg har fristet; 
 orglet har sit mæle mistet. 
 Røsten hæved jeg til bøn; 
 men den drev tilbage brusten, 
 som en klokkes, sprukken, rusten, 
 i et dumpt, hulbrystet støn. 
 Det var som Gud Herren stod 
 øverst tronende i koret, 
 slog med hånden vredt imod, 
 visende ifra sig ordet! – 
 Herrens hus skal bygges stort; 
 så det var jeg trøstig loved; 
 rydde, jævne, feje bort, 
 rive ned jeg glat nok voved; – 
 nu står værket færdiggjort. 
 

Alle korser sig i kor, 
 skriger: nej, hvor stor, hvor stor! – 
 Er det dem, som bedre véd det, – 
 eller mig, som ej kan se det? 
 Er den stor? Er dette hus 
 fuldt og helt, hvad jeg har villet? 
 Er i den hin anings brus, 
 som har født den af sig, stillet? 
 Ligner den det tempelbilled, 
 som jeg skimted stort i ånden, 
 hvælvet over verdens-vånden? – 
 Hm, hvis Agnes havde levet, 
 var det anderledes blevet, 
 stort i småt hun kunde se, 
 lyse fra mig tvivlens ve, 
 favne jord og himmel sammen, 
 lig et løvtag over stammen. 

(bemærker anstalterne til festen.)

 

Grønne kranse, flag på stang; 
 skolen øver ind sin sang; 
 prestegården snart er fuld; 
 alle folk vil hilse på mig; – 
 de har rejst mit navn i guld! 
 Gud, giv lys, – hvis ej, så slå mig 
 tusend alen under muld! 
 Om en time åbnes festen; 
 alles tanker gælder presten; 
 presten er i alles munde! 
 Deres tanker kan jeg kende, 
 deres ord jeg føler brænde; 
 lov og pris går trolddomsbåret 
 som en isstrøm gennem håret! 
 Den som kunde, den som kunde 
 kaste glemsel om sig, skjule 
 hodet i et vilddyrs hule!
 

FOGDEN 

(kommer i fuld uniform og hilser strålende fornøjet). 
 Nu har vi da den store dag, 
 sabbaten efter ugens seks; 
 nu firer vi vort sejl tildæks, 
 og hejser højt vort søndagsflag, 
 og går for strømmen lunt og småt 
 og ser at alt er såre godt! 
 Til lykke, ædle store mand, 
 hvis ry snart bæres vidt om land! 
 Til lykke; jeg er ganske rørt, 
 og dog uhyre glad tillige! 
 Men De –?
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg er som strubesnørt!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ej, den fornemmelse må vige. 
 Nu må De præke, så det dundrer; – 
 mål hjorden skæppen fuld tilrands. 
 Der er jo slig en resonans, 
 at alle, jeg har talt med, undrer 
 sig højlig –
 

BRAND. 
 Så?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja selve provsten 
 har undret sig og højlig rost den. 
 Og hvilken ædel stil i værket! 
 Og hvilken mægtighed der bor 
 i formerne –
 

BRAND. 
 Det har De mærket?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad mærket?
 

BRAND. 
 At den tykkes stor?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ej blot den tykkes, – nej, den er, 
 i frastand set såvel som nær.
 

BRAND. 
 Den er det? Virkelig? De tror –?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja død og plage er den stor, – 
 for stor for folk så langt mod nord. 
 I andre lande véd jeg nok 
 man bruger større målestok; 
 men her hos os, som knebent bor 
 på brakmark og på golde hauser, 
 på strimlen mellem fjeld og fjord, – 
 her er den stor, så det forbauser!
 

BRAND. 
 Ja så det er, og vi har byttet 
 en gammel løgn kun for en ny.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad nu?
 

BRAND. 
 Vi folkets hug har flyttet 
 fra mindesmærkets mugne ly 
 til nutids-spiret under sky. 
 Før skrålte koret: hvor ærværdig! 
 Nu brøler koret: se hvor stor, – 
 dens mage findes ej på jord!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Min kære ven, jeg må ihærdig 
 betegne hver som lovlig grov, 
 der til en større har behov.
 

BRAND. 
 Men hver skal eje klart den viden, 
 at kirken, som den står, er liden; 
 at dølge dette, var at lyve.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nej, hør, – lad slige griller flyve! 
 Hvad skal det til, at kalde stygt, 
 hvad selv en har med møje bygt? 
 Folk er så inderlig tilfredse; 
 de tykkes alt er gildt og rigt, 
 at aldrig før de øjned sligt; – 
 o, lad dem tænke så for stedse! 
 Hvi skal vi pirke ved de stakler, 
 og pine dem med tændte fakler, 
 hvis lysning ingen skøtter om? 
 Alt kommer an på troens dom. 
 Det gør ej til, ej fra, en snus, 
 om kirken er et hundehus, 
 når folk kun uforstyrret tror, 
 at den er overmåde stor.
 

BRAND. 
 I alle forhold samme lære!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Idag er her desuden fest; 
 hver sjæl er på en vis vor gæst; 
 det vilde utilbørligt være, 
 om ej vi stelled alt som bedst. 
 Og mest for Deres egen skyld 
 det var urimeligt at røre 
 ved lidenhedens sandhedsbyld.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvorledes det?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nu skal De høre. 
 Først har vort formandskab besluttet 
 at skænke Dem en sølvpokal, 
 hvis indskrift vilde blive gal, 
 om kirkens storhed af blev pruttet; 
 og sangen som er skreven til, – 
 og talen, som jeg holde vil, 
 blev også begge lige gale, 
 hvis værkets storhed skulde dale. 
 De altså ser, De må Dem give 
 og holde begge ører stive.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg ser, hvad tidt mig skar i øjne, – 
 en løgnerfest til pris for løgne.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Men Gud bevares, kære ven; – 
 så stærke ord; hvor vil De hen! 
 Dog, for at få den smagssag endt, 
 så hør mit andet argument; – 
 som hint var sølv er dette guld; 
 thi vid, som kælebarn De sidder 
 i nådens yndest, agt og huld; 
 kort sagt, – De udnævnt er til ridder! 
 Idag De skal, som ordensmand, 
 gå stolt med korset midt på brystet.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg alt af tyngre kors er krystet; 
 tag det ifra mig, hvo som kan.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad nu? De blir ej mærkbart rystet 
 af rørelse ved slig en nåde? 
 De er i et og alt en gåde! 
 Men tænk Dem dog for Guds skyld om –
 

BRAND 

(stamper). 
 Den hele snak er spildt og tom; – 
 jeg fra Dem går, så klog jeg kom; 
 De har ej fattet mindste spor 
 af hvad der lå bag mine ord. 
 Jeg har ej ment den storhed, som 
 i fod og tommer ud kan måles, 
 men den, som dulgt tilbagestråles, 
 som isner og som ildner sjælen, 
 som vinker ind til drøm og dvælen, 
 som løfter lig en stjernenat, 
 som, som – gå fra mig! Jeg er mat; – 
 bevis, forklar, tal til de andre – 

(går opover mod kirken.)
 

FOGDEN 

(for sig selv). 
 Hvo kan i sligt et virvar vandre 
 og finde rede? Storhed sat 
 i noget, som tilbagestråles, 
 som ikke tommevis kan måles? 
 Og stjernenat? Så faldt jo ordet? – 
 Har presten prøvet frokostbordet? – 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(kommer ned over pladsen)

 Så ensom på de vilde vidder 
 jeg aldrig gik, som her jeg går; 
 hvert spørgsmål genlydsfattigt slår 
 tilbage de med kvæk og kvidder. 

(ser ud, hvor fogden gik.)

 Ham gad jeg knuse med min hæl! 
 Hver gang jeg prøver på at højne 
 hans syn udover kneb og løgne, 
 han spytter ud sin rådne sjæl, 
 uvorent, midt for mine øjne! – 
 O, Agnes, hvi var du for vek? 
 mig trætter denne tomme leg, 
 hvor ingen vinder, ingen viger –. 
 Ja, håbløs er en ensom kriger!
 

PROVSTEN 

(kommer). 
 O, mine børn! O, mine får –! 
 Nej, om forladelse, – jeg mener 
 min embedsbroder! Festens scener, – 
 predikenen mig til hodet slår; 
 jeg indstuderte den igår, 
 men færsk den end i halsen står. 
 Dog nok om den ting. – Tag min tak; 
 De, som så mandigt isen brak, 
 som stolpred gennem skrål og snak, 
 som rev, hvad der var faldefærdigt, 
 og bygged stort og nyt og værdigt!
 

BRAND. 
 Langt frem endnu.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hvad, kære ven? 
 Står mer end vielsen igen?
 

BRAND. 
 I nybygt hus må flytte ind 
 en genfødt ånd, et tvættet sind.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Sligt kommer ganske af sig selv. 
 Så stort og pent panelet hvælv, 
 så lyst et rum vil trække med sig, 
 at folket tvættet lader se sig. 
 Og denne skønne resonans, 
 som af hvert prestens ord gør to, 
 må øge menighedens tro 
 med hundrede procent tilmands. 
 Det er i sandhed resultater, 
 som ikke selv de store stater 
 skal kunne vise bedre frem. – 
 Alt dette skyldes ene Dem; 
 tag derfor af en embedsbroder 
 en dybtfølt tak, som jeg formoder 
 ved middagsbordet følges efter, 
 på denne Deres hædersdag, 
 af mangt bevinget foredrag 
 ifra provstiets yngre kræfter. – 
 Men, kære Brand, De er så bleg –?
 

BRAND. 
 Alt længe magt og mod mig sveg.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Begribeligt; – så mangt at skøtte, 
 og alting uden hjælp og støtte. 
 Men nu er jo det værste over, 
 og alt en herlig dag os lover. 
 Kun ej forknyt; det glider nok! 
 På flere tusender en flok 
 fra fjerne prestegæld er samlet; 
 gå i Dem selv, og sig – hvem hamled 
 med Dem i talegaver op? 
 Se, Deres embedsbrødres trop 
 Dem møder nu med åbne arme, 
 og alle menighedens barme 
 for Dem er fyldt med tak og varme! 
 Og værket, som så godt er lykket! 
 Og alt, som er så prægtigt smykket! 
 Og dagens text, – hvor høj, hvor stor! 
 Og så det mageløse bord! 
 Jeg var just indom prestegården, 
 hvor netop kalven op blev skåren. 
 I sandhed, De, et dejligt dyr! 
 Jeg lover, det har voldt bestyr 
 at få sligt lækkert stykke fundet 
 i denne vanskelige tid, 
 då kødet står i ni mark pundet. 
 Men lad den fare indtil vidre. 
 Et andet ærind drev mig hid.
 

BRAND. 
 Tal kun; skær op, stik, riv og slid!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Min fremgangsmåde, ven, er blidere. 
 Dog kort; thi knap er begges tid. 
 Det er et enkelt lidet punkt, 
 som De fra denne dag bør rette, 
 og det vil vist ej falde tungt. 
 Ja, jeg formoder De kan gætte 
 så halvt om halvt, hvorhen jeg sigter? 
 Det gælder Deres embedspligter. 
 De hidindtil har stundom lagt 
 på skik og brug forliden magt; 
 og skik og brug er dog det første, 
 om ikke egentlig det største. 
 Nå, Herregud, jeg vil ej skænde; 
 man er jo ung og man er ny; 
 man kommer fra den store by 
 og kan ej landsens forhold kende. 
 Men nu, min ven, nu er det vigtigt 
 at fatte sagen mere rigtigt. 
 De hidtil har formeget plejet 
 hver enkelts særlige behov; 
 den fejl er, mellem os sagt, grov. 
 Lad dem i massevis bli vejet; 
 kæm alle med den samme kam; 
 tro mig, De får ej deraf skam.
 

BRAND. 
 Forklar Dem bedre!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ser De vel, – 
 De har nu bygt til sognets held 
 en kirke. Den er klædebon 
 for fredens og for lovens ånd; 
 thi staten ser i religionen 
 den magt, som bedst forædler tonen, – 
 det værn, hvori dens tryghed bor, – 
 kort sagt, moralens rettesnor. 
 Se, statens forråd er kun tyndt; 
 den vil valuta for sin mynt. 
 God kristen, siges der, god borger. 
 Tror De, den øser penge ud 
 til gavn for godtfolk og for Gud, 
 og for sig selv at skaffe sorger? 
 Nej, staten, faer, er ikke gal; 
 og hvermands tilstand snart blev skral, 
 hvis ikke staten, strængt og nøje, 
 kun havde dette liv for øje. 
 Men dette statens formål, ven, 
 kun nåes ved dens embedsmænd, 
 og det vil sige her, dens prester. –
 

BRAND. 
 Hvert ord er visdom! Tal!
 

PROVSTEN 
 Der rester 
 kun ganske lidt. Nu har De skænket 
 til statens nytte denne kirke, 
 og følgelig må Deres virke 
 til statens ophjælp være lænket. 
 I denne ånd jeg ser den fest, 
 som fejres skal i næste time, 
 i denne ånd skal klokken kime, 
 i den blir gavebrevet læst. 
 Med gaven følger da et løfte, 
 hvis kærne De bør nøje drøfte –
 

BRAND. 
 Ved Gud, så var det aldrig ment!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ja nu, min ven, det er for sent –
 

BRAND. 
 For sent? For sent! Det skal vi se!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Vær sindig! Jeg må næsten le! 
 Hvad er da her at hyle over? 
 Det er jo intet ondt, De lover! 
 Hver sjæl kan skøttes lige godt, 
 om staten tjenes med det samme; 
 to herrers tarv De nemt kan ramme, 
 hvis De Dem ter fornuftigt blot, 
 De er ej prest, for Peer og Pål 
 at fri fra syndestraffens bål, 
 men for at hele prestegældet 
 kan nyde godt af nådevældet; 
 dog, frelses sognet, er det klart, 
 hver enkelt får sin frelsens part. 
 Se, staten er, hvad knapt De aner, 
 nøjagtigt halv republikaner; 
 den hader frihed som en sot, 
 men ynder lighed såre godt; 
 dog lighed vindes aldrig, før 
 hver ujævnhed er nivelleret, – 
 og det er det, De ikke gør! 
 De tvertimod har stærkt formeret 
 den ujævnhed i syn på sagen, 
 som aldrig forhen kom for dagen. 
 Før var enhver et kirkens led, 
 nu er han en personlighed; 
 og det er staten ikke tjent med; 
 og derfor går det og så sent med 
 at sammenskrabe ligheds-skatten 
 samt alle andre samfunds-goder; 
 thi kirken er ej længer hatten, 
 som skulde passe alle hoder.
 

BRAND. 
 O, hvilket langsyn åbnes nu!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Kun ej forknyt; det intet båder; 
 skønt ej det nægtes kan, her råder 
 et virvar, så det er en gru. 
 Men er der liv, så er der håb; 
 og gennem kirke-gavens dåb 
 De øged Deres pligt: at virke 
 for statens hensigt med sin kirke. 
 I alting må en regel til, 
 hvis ej de spredte kræfters spil 
 skal, som en kåd, utæmmet fole, 
 forstyrre både grind og hegn 
 og vedtægts tusend grænsetegn. 
 I alle ordnens forhold røbes 
 én lov, skønt den forskelligt døbes. 
 I kunsten kaldes den for skole, 
 og i vor krigerstand, så vidt 
 jeg mindes kan, at holde tritt. 
 Ja, det er ordet, kære ven! 
 Did er det, staten stævner hen. 
 Den finder, springmarche går for vidt; 
 på stedet marche er den for lidt; – 
 for hvermand lige lange skridt, 
 for hvermand samme takt i foden, – 
 se, det er målet for methoden!
 

BRAND. 
 For ørnen rendesten; – for gåsen 
 skykløftens svimmel over åsen!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Vi, Gud ske lov, er ikke dyr; – 
 dog, skal vi bruge digt og fabel, 
 det bedst er, vi til skriften tyr. 
 Den har belægg for alt; den kryr 
 fra genesis til åbenbaringen 
 af alskens vækkende parabel. 
 Jeg vil nu bare minde om 
 hint projekterte tårn i Babel! 
 Sig selv, hvor langt de godtfolk kom? 
 Og hvorfor? Letvindt er forklaringen; 
 de holdt ej sammen i geleder, 
 de talte hver sit eget sprog, 
 de trak ej samlet under åg, – 
 kort sagt, de blev personligheder. 
 Det er den halve dobbelt-kærne, 
 som gemmes under fablens skal, – 
 at ensom ingen kan sig værne, 
 at sondret står enhver for fald. 
 Den, Gud vil slå i livets strid, 
 ham gør han først til individ. 
 Hos Romerne var satsens ramme, 
 at guderne tog hans forstand; – 
 men gal og ensom er det samme, 
 og derfor må hver ensom mand 
 til slut sig samme skæbne vente, 
 som den, der traf, da David sendte 
 på forpost oberst Urian.
 

BRAND. 
 Vel muligt, ja; men hvad så mer? 
 I død jeg undergang ej ser. 
 Og tror De da så fuldt og visst, 
 at hine bygværksmænd tilsidst, 
 med samme sprog og samme sind, 
 var lykkedes at bygge ind 
 i himlen Babels-tårnets tind?
 

PROVSTEN. 
 I himlen? Nej, det er just tingen, 
 at helt til himlen rækker ingen. 
 Det er den anden halve kærne, 
 som gemmes under fablens skal, 
 at hvert et bygværk står for fald, 
 som toppes vil ved himlens stjerne.
 

BRAND. 
 Til himlen rak dog Jakobs-stigen; 
 til himlen rækker sjælens higen.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 På den manér! Ja, Gud bevares! 
 Derom al vidre snak kan spares. 
 Naturligvis er himlen løn 
 for velført levnet, tro og bøn. 
 Men liv er et og tro et andet; 
 det skader begge, blir de blandet; – 
 seks dage skal ens gerning gøres, 
 den syvende skal hjertet røres; 
 stod kirken åben hele ugen, 
 var det forbi med søndagsbrugen. 
 De svækker ordets lutringsduft, 
 hvis ej det spares med fornuft; 
 thi religion, så vel som kunst, 
 må ikke flyde ud i dunst. 
 De trygt kan idealet se, 
 fra prækestolens hellige læ, – 
 men lægg det af med prestekjolen, 
 så fort De kommer ud i solen. 
 Som sagt, der er en lov i alt, 
 en lov, der kræver streng begrænsning, 
 og det er til fornøden rensning 
 af dette punkt at jeg har talt.
 

BRAND. 
 Et er mig klart, for mig ej passer 
 de statens tusend sjælekasser.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Jo, ven, De vil just prægtigt fylde, – 
 men på en meget højere hylde; – 
 De må tilvejrs –
 

BRAND. 
 Det nåes ej ved 
 at søle mig i dyndet ned.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hvo sig fornedrer, skal ophøjes; 
 skal krogen gribe, må den bøjes.
 

BRAND. 
 Skal manden bruges, må han dødes!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Gud fri os vel; hvor kan De tro, 
 at jeg har sligt isinde?
 

BRAND. 
 Jo! 
 Så skal det være! Først forblødes! 
 Man passer kun som benrad stiv 
 for eders gustne blegsot-liv!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Jeg vil, ved Gud, ej årelade 
 en kat engang, langt mindre Dem; 
 men jeg har tænkt, det ej kan skade 
 at lukke døren lidt på klem 
 til vejen, hvor jeg selv gik frem.
 

BRAND. 
 Og skønner De, hvad De har krævet? 
 At jeg på statens hanegal 
 fornægte skal det ideal, 
 hvorfor til denne dag jeg leved!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Fornægte, ven? Hvem kræver sligt? 
 Jeg har kun pegt på Deres pligt; 
 jeg vil at De skal i Dem sluge, 
 hvad Deres samfund ej kan bruge. 
 Behold det hele, hvis De vil, – 
 men luk det blot hermetisk til; 
 flyv, sværm, i Herrens navn, indvendigt, 
 men ikke åbenlyst for mængden; 
 tro mig, det straffer sig i længden 
 at te sig envist og ubændigt.
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, skræk for straf og håb om vinding 
 er Kains-mærket på din tinding; 
 det skriger at du, verdensklog, 
 dit hjertes rene Abel slog!
 

PROVSTEN 

(sagte). 
 Nu siger han min sandten „du”; 
 det går for vidt! 

(højt.)

 Jeg vil ej nu 
 forlænge denne strid, men må 
 dog atter bede Dem forstå, 
 at vil De frem, så bør De vide, 
 hvad land De lever i, hvad tid; 
 thi ingen fanger sejr i strid, 
 har han ej tiden på sin side. 
 Se blot til kunstnerne, se digterne! 
 Tør de foragte samtidspligterne? 
 Se vore krigere! En sabel 
 med sleben egg er her en fabel! 
 Hvorfor? Fordi der er en lov, 
 som byder, agt dit lands behov. 
 Sin særlighed må hvermand tæmme, 
 ej højne sig og ej gå fremme, 
 men jævnt sig midt i massen gemme. 
 Human er tiden, siger fogden; 
 og dersom blot humant De tog den, 
 De kunde vorde noget stort. 
 Men af må alle kanter slibes, 
 og af må alle kviste knibes; 
 glat må De være, lig de andre, 
 og aldrig nogen særvej vandre, 
 skal værket varigt vorde gjort.
 

BRAND. 
 Væk, væk herfra!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ja, ganske visst; 
 en mand, som De er, må tilsidst 
 ind i en bedre virkekreds; 
 men skal De finde Dem tilfreds 
 i store forhold, som i små, 
 må tids-munduren trækkes på. 
 Af korporal med hånd om stokken 
 må takten bankes ind i flokken; 
 thi tidens fører-ideal 
 er hertillands en korporal. 
 Som korporalen fører sine 
 i kirken ind afdelingsvis, 
 så skal og presten føre sine 
 i sognevis til paradis. 
 Alt er så let; til grund for tro 
 De har auktoriteten jo; 
 og da den er på lærdom bygt, 
 så kan den følges blindt og trygt; 
 og hvordan troen frem skal bæres, 
 af lov og ritual jo læres. 
 Altså, min broder – ej forknyt; 
 til eftertanke tiden nytt; 
 gransk stillingen, og ængst Dem ikke! – 
 Jeg vil i kirken prøve nøjere, 
 om jeg kan stemme tonen højere; 
 man er ej vant til resonans, – 
 den er så sjelden hertillands. 
 Farvel, farvel; jeg skal prædike 
 om menneske-naturens splid 
 og Gude-billedets forviskning. – 
 Men nu jeg tror det er på tid 
 at tage sig en let forfriskning. 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(står en stund som forstenet i sine tanker). 
 Alt har jeg offret for mit kald, 
 for Guds, som jeg forblindet mente; 
 så skingred døgntrompetens skrald 
 og viste mig, hvad ånd jeg tjente. 
 Nej, endnu ej! De har mig ikke! 
 Hin kirketomt fik blod at drikke; 
 mit lys, mit liv her lagdes ned; – 
 men sjælen får de ikke med! 
 Forfærdeligt at stå alene, – 
 hvorhen jeg ser, at skimte død; 
 forfærdeligt at rækkes stene, 
 så hedt jeg hungrer efter brød. 
 Hvor sandt, hvor rædsels-sandt han talte, – 
 og lige vel, hvor afgrunds-hult. 
 Guds klarheds due sidder skjult; 
 ve, aldrig over mig den dalte. – 
 O, mødte mig kun én i tro – 
 og gav mig tryghed, gav mig ro! 

(Ejnar, bleg, udtæret, sortklædt, kommer forbi på vejen og standser ved synet af Brand.)
 

BRAND 

(skriger ud). 
 Du, Ejnar?
 

EJNAR. 
 Ja, så er mit navn.
 

BRAND. 
 Just nu jeg tørsted efter en, 
 hvis bryst ej var af træ og sten! 
 O, kom; kom inderst i min favn!
 

EJNAR. 
 Behøves ej; jeg er i havn.
 

BRAND. 
 Du bærer nag for hvad som hændte, 
 da sidstegang vi mødtes –
 

EJNAR. 
 Nej; 
 du har ej skyld. Jeg ser i dig 
 det blinde redskab, Herren sendte, 
 da vild jeg foer på verdens vej.
 

BRAND 

(viger tilbage). 
 Hvad sprog er dette?
 

EJNAR. 
 Hvilens sprog, – 
 det sprog, som læres, når en trækkes 
 af syndens søvn og genfødt vækkes.
 

BRAND. 
 Forunderligt! Jeg havde hørt, 
 at du på ganske andre veje 
 var slået ind –
 

EJNAR. 
 Jeg var forført 
 af hovmod, tro på egen styrke. 
 De guder, verden plejer dyrke, 
 talentet, som jeg sagdes eje, 
 min sangerrøst var lutter farer, 
 som drog mig ind i Satans snarer. 
 Men Gud ske lov; han var mig god; 
 sit svage får han ej forlod; 
 han tog sig af mig, da det galdt.
 

BRAND. 
 På hvilken vis?
 

EJNAR. 
 Jo, jeg forfaldt.
 

BRAND. 
 Forfaldt? Hvortil?
 

EJNAR. 
 Til svir og spil; 
 han gav mig smag på kort og terninger –
 

BRAND. 
 Og det du kalder Herrens gerninger?
 

EJNAR. 
 Det var det første skridt til frelsen. 
 Derefter tog han fra mig helsen. 
 Jeg misted ganske mit talent; 
 min lyst til munterhed var endt; 
 jeg blev på hospitalet sendt, – 
 lå længe syg, lå som i luer, – 
 jeg syntes jeg i alle stuer 
 så tusender af store fluer, – 
 kom siden ud og blev bekendt 
 med nogle søstre, tre i antal, 
 som står i himlens sold og mandtal, 
 og disse, samt en theolog, 
 fik løst mig helt af verdens åg 
 og trukket mig af syndens garn 
 og gjort mig til Vorherres barn.
 

BRAND. 
 Ja så.
 

EJNAR. 
 Forskellige er stierne; 
 en går i dalen, en i lierne.
 

BRAND. 
 Men siden?
 

EJNAR. 
 Siden? Det er sandt; 
 så blev jeg afholdsprædikant; 
 men dette væsen stundom er 
 med fristelser formeget blandet; 
 jeg derfor greb til noget andet, 
 og rejser nu som missionær –
 

BRAND. 
 Hvorhen?
 

EJNAR. 
 Til Haleneger-landet. 
 Men det var bedst, om af vi brak! 
 min tid er dyr –
 

BRAND. 
 Du vil ej dvæle? 
 Se, her er fest idag.
 

EJNAR. 
 Nej tak; 
 min plads er hos de sorte sjæle. 
 Farvel! 

(vil gå.)
 

BRAND. 
 Og intet mindes skimmer 
 dig standser her og byder spørge –?
 

EJNAR. 
 Hvorom?
 

BRAND. 
 Om en, som vilde sørge 
 ved svælget mellem nu og sidst –
 

EJNAR. 
 Nu aner jeg; du tænker visst 
 på dette unge fruentimmer, 
 som holdt mig under lystens net, 
 før jeg blev ren i troens tvætt. 
 Ja, hvordan står det til med hende?
 

BRAND. 
 Hun blev min hustru året efter.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det er uvæsentligt; jeg hefter 
 ej min opmærksomhed ved sligt; 
 det vigtige jeg kun vil kende.
 

BRAND. 
 Vort samliv blev velsignet rigt 
 med sorg og glæde; barnet døde –
 

EJNAR. 
 Det er uvæsentligt.
 

BRAND. 
 Å ja; 
 det var jo mere lån end gave, 
 og engang dages jo et møde. 
 Men siden gik hun selv herfra; 
 derinde grønnes begge grave.
 

EJNAR. 
 Det er uvæsentligt –
 

BRAND. 
 Det med?
 

EJNAR. 
 Om sligt jeg kræver ej besked; 
 jeg vide vil hvordan hun døde.
 

BRAND. 
 Med håbet om en morgenrøde, 
 med hjertets hele rige skat, 
 med viljen stærk til sidste nat; – 
 med tak for alt, hvad livet gav 
 og livet tog, hun gik i grav.
 

EJNAR. 
 Alt sådant er kun tant og skrømt; 
 nævn, hvordan hendes tro så ud.
 

BRAND. 
 Uryggelig.
 

EJNAR. 
 På hvem?
 

BRAND. 
 På Gud!
 

EJNAR. 
 Ak, kun på ham; så er hun dømt.
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

EJNAR. 
 Fordømt, desværre.
 

BRAND 

(rolig). 
 Gå, slyngel!
 

EJNAR. 
 Helveds overherre 
 får også dig i sine kløer; – 
 så fuldt som hun, du evigt dør.
 

BRAND. 
 Du, usling, dømme tør til pølen! 
 Nys lå du selv i syndesølen –
 

EJNAR. 
 Ved mig der klæber ingen plet; 
 jeg skyllet er i troens tvætt; 
 afgneden er hver søleskvætt 
 på hellighedens vaskebret; 
 jeg renset har min Adams-ble 
 ved hjælp af vaktheds banketræ; 
 jeg som en messesærk ser ud 
 ved brug af bønnens sæbelud.
 

BRAND. 
 Tvi!
 

EJNAR. 
 Tvi igen. Her lugter svovl, 
 og jeg ser glimt af djævlens horn. 
 Jeg er et himlens hvedekorn, – 
 du avnen er på dommens skovl. 

(går.)
 

BRAND 

(ser en stund efter ham, med en gang lyser hans øjne op og han udbryder): 
 Det var manden, som jeg trængte! 
 Nu er alle lænker sprængte; 
 eget flag skal om mig bølge, 
 selv om ikke én vil følge!
 

FOGDEN 

(kommer ilsomt). 
 Kære pastor, skynd Dem bare! 
 Kirkeprocessionens skare 
 er i orden til at fare –
 

BRAND. 
 Lad dem komme.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Uden Dem! 
 Husk Dem om og skynd Dem hjem! 
 Folket vil ej vente længer; 
 hele menigheden trænger, 
 lig et elvebrudd om våren, 
 stimlende til prestegården, 
 råber, de vil presten se. 
 Hør kun; atter råb på presten! 
 Skynd Dem; thi jeg frygter næsten 
 de skal inhumant sig te!
 

BRAND. 
 Aldrig jeg mit åsyn dølge 
 vil i eders flok og følge; 
 her jeg bliver.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Er De gal?
 

BRAND. 
 Eders vej er mig for smal.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Den blir smalere, jo længer 
 menigheden frem sig trænger. 
 Se, der stormer de min sandten! 
 Provst og prester, embedsmænd, 
 trænges ud på grøftekanten –; 
 kom dog, kom dog, kære ven; 
 brug indflydelses-krabasken! 
 Ha, for sent; de bryder hegnet; 
 processionen går i vasken! 

(Mængden strømmer ind og bryder sig i vild uorden vej gennem festtoget fremover til kirken.)
 

ENKELTE STEMMER. 
 Prest!
 

ANDRE 

(peger op mod kirketrappen, hvor Brand står, og råber): 
 Se der!
 

ATTER ANDRE. 
 Giv åbningstegnet!
 

PROVSTEN 

(klemt i trængslen). 
 Foged, hold dem inden grændser!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ej min myndighed de ændser!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN 

(til Brand). 
 Tal, og kast en lysning ind 
 i de urofyldte sind! 
 Er det stygt, hvad heller stort, 
 det, som her skal vorde gjort?
 

BRAND. 
 O, så går der dog en strømning 
 over folkets lummerstille! 
 Mænd, I står på vejens skille! 
 Helt I må det nye ville, – 
 alle rådne værkers rømning, – 
 før den store tempelhal 
 rejses, som den bør og skal!
 

EMBEDSMÆND. 
 Presten raser!
 

PRESTER. 
 Han er gal!
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, jeg var det, da jeg mente, 
 I på sæt og vis dog tjente 
 ham, som ånd og sandhed vil! 
 Og jeg var det, da jeg tænkte, 
 at jeg ham til eder lænkte 
 gennem prutnings leflespil. 
 Liden var den gamle kirke, 
 og jeg slutted fejgt som så: 
 dobbelt op, – det må forslå; 
 femfold op, – jo, det må virke! 
 O, jeg så ej, at det galdt 
 enten intet eller alt. 
 På akkordens vej jeg slingred; – 
 men idag har Herren talt. 
 Domsbasunen over huset 
 har i denne time skingret, – 
 og jeg lytted angst-omsuset, – 
 knust, som David stod for Nathan, – 
 slagen, vejret bort af skræk –; 
 nu er alle tvivlsmål væk. 
 Folk! Akkordens ånd er Satan!
 

MÆNGDEN 

(under stigende gæring). 
 Bort med dem, som har os blindet! 
 Ned med dem, som stjal vor marg!
 

BRAND. 
 Bag jer selv boer fienden arg, 
 som har listet på jer bindet. 
 Høkret har I med jer kræfter, 
 kløvet eder selv itu; 
 derfor kommer spredthed efter 
 med sin hele hulheds-gru. 
 Hvad vil I ved kirken nu? 
 Stasen, stasen eder lokker, – 
 sang af orgel og af klokker, – 
 lysten til at gennemrisles 
 af en højheds-tales ild, 
 der den læspes, der den hvisles, 
 der den flommer, tordner, hegler, 
 efter alle kunstens regler!
 

PROVSTEN 

(sagte). 
 Fogdens snak han sigter til!
 

FOGDEN 

(ligeså). 
 Det er provstens væv, han snerter!
 

BRAND. 
 Helligstundens tændte kerter, 
 ydersiden kun I vil. 
 Og så hjem igen i sløvhed, 
 hjem til slæb og slid i døvhed, 
 sjælen klædt i hverdags-brogen, 
 som jer krop, – og livsensbogen 
 gemt og glemt på kistebunden 
 indtil næste helg er runden! 
 O, det var ej så jeg drømte, 
 da jeg offerkalken tømte! 
 Stort jeg vilde kirken bygge, 
 så dens hvælving kunde skygge, 
 ej blot over tro og lære, 
 men udover alt i livet, 
 som af Gud er livsret givet, – 
 over døgnets hverdagsdyst, 
 kveldens hvile, nattens kummer, 
 ungdomsblodets friske lyst, 
 alt, hvad ringt og rigt et bryst 
 lovligt som sit eget rummer. 
 Elven, som dernede skummer, 
 fossen, som i kløften brummer, 
 tonerne fra stormens lunger, 
 røsterne, hvor havet runger, 
 skulde smelte, sjælefangen, 
 sammen fuldt med orgelsangen 
 og med kvad fra folketunger. 
 Væk med værket her er gjort! 
 Kun i løgnen er det stort; 
 alt i ånden faldefærdigt, 
 eders usle vilje værdigt. 
 I vil alle spirers kvæling 
 gennem arbejdets fordeling; 
 under ugens dage seks 
 haler I Guds flag tildæks, 
 og det er kun på den syvende, 
 at det ses mod himlen flyvende!
 

STEMMER FRA MÆNGDEN. 
 Før os! Der er storm i vejret! 
 Før os, du, så har vi sejret!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hør ham ej, han har ej tro, 
 som det sømmer sig en kristen!
 

BRAND. 
 Nej, der nævnte du just bristen, – 
 bristen for os begge to, 
 bristen for det spredte hele! 
 Troen ejes kun af sjæle; 
 peg på én, som er en sjæl! 
 Peg på én, som ej har kastet 
 bort sin egen bedste del, 
 der han famled, der han hasted! 
 Gennem lystens spræl og sparken, 
 under gøgler-pibers lyd, 
 sløves I for livets fryd; 
 først, som udbrændt, sjæle-knarken 
 træder dansen foran arken! 
 Er af krøbling og af tåbe 
 bægret tømt til sidste dråbe, – 
 hej, da er det tid at håbe, 
 tid i bøn og bod at råbe. 
 Først I præget af jer slider, 
 lever jer til tobens-dyr, – 
 så til nådens port I tyr, 
 søger Gud – som invalider! 
 Derfor må hans rige ramle. 
 Hvad skal han med sjæle gamle 
 rundtom sine fødders skamle? 
 Har han ikke sagt det højt, – 
 kun med blodets friske sprøjt 
 gennem alle sindets årer 
 han dig til sin arving kårer. 
 Kun som barn du riget vinder? 
 did får ingen ind sig lirke. 
 Kom da, både mænd og kvinder, – 
 mød med friske barnekinder 
 frem i livets store kirke!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Luk da op!
 

MÆNGDEN 

(skriger som i angst). 
 Nej! Ikke denne!
 

BRAND. 
 Kirken har ej mål og ende. 
 Gulvet er den grønne jord, 
 vidde, vang, og hav og fjord; 
 himlen kun kan hvælvet spænde 
 over, så den vorder stor. 
 Der skal al din gerning gøres, 
 så det tør i koret høres; 
 du med ugens værk kan møde, 
 øver dog ej helligbrøde. 
 Den skal dække alt, som barken 
 dækker træets alt i stammen; 
 liv og tro skal smelte sammen. 
 Den skal døgnets gerning bære 
 enheds-helt med lov og lære. 
 Der skal dagens yrke være 
 et med flugt på stjernebanen, 
 barnets leg om julegranen, 
 kongedansen foran arken! 

(der går som en storm gennem mængden; nogle viger; de fleste stimler tæt sammen om Brand.)
 

TUSEND STEMMER. 
 Lys er tændt, hvor før var mørke; – 
 et er: liv – og Gud at dyrke!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ve, han hjorden fra os lokker! 
 Foged, skriver, lensmand, klokker!
 

FOGDEN 

(dæmpet). 
 Skrig dog ikke så for pokker! 
 Hvem vil stanges med en stud? 
 Lad ham først få raset ud.
 

BRAND 

(til mængden). 
 Bort herfra! Her er ej Gud, – 
 kan ej være mellem slige; 
 frihedsfagert er hans rige. 

(vrider kirkedøren ilås og tager nøglerne i hånden.)

 Her er jeg ej længer prest. 
 Gaven kalder jeg tilbage; – 
 af min hånd skal ingen tage 
 nøglerne til eders fest! 

(kaster dem ud i elven.)

 Vil du ind, du træl af muldet, – 
 kryb igennem kælderhullet; 
 myg din ryg er; kryb og buk; 
 lad i mørkets kvalm dit suk 
 stryge gifttungt langs med jorden, 
 lig et magtløst tærings-gisp!
 

FOGDEN 

(sagte og lettet). 
 Ha, der røg hans ridderorden!
 

PROVSTEN 

(ligeledes). 
 Så; nu blir han aldrig bisp!
 

BRAND. 
 Kom, du unge, – kom du friske; 
 lad et livspust af dig viske 
 støvet fra den skumle krog. 
 Følg mig på mit sejerstog! 
 Engang må du vågne dog; 
 engang må du, adelsvorden, 
 bryde freden med akkorden; – 
 ud af usseldommens nød; 
 ud af hele halvheds-røret; – 
 slå din fiende på øret; 
 byd ham krig på liv og død!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Holdt! Jeg læser oprørsakten!
 

BRAND. 
 Læs! Med jer jeg bryder pagten.
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Vis os vejen! Vi skal følge!
 

BRAND. 
 Over viddens frosne bølge! 
 Gennem landet vil vi fare, 
 løse hver en sjælesnare, 
 folket sidder fanget i, – 
 luttre, løfte, gøre fri, – 
 knuse alle sløvheds-rester, 
 være mænd og være prester, 
 præge nyt det slidte stempel, 
 hvælve riget til et tempel! 

(Mængden, hvoriblandt klokkeren og skolemesteren, stimler sammen om ham. Brand hæves i vejret på mændenes skuldre.)
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Stor er tiden! Store syner 
 gennem lyse dagen lyner! 

(Menneskemassen strømmer opigennem dalen; få blir tilbage.)
 

PROVSTEN 

(til de bortdragende). 
 O, forblindede, hvad vil I? 
 Ser I ej, at Satans spil i 
 al hans tale ligger skjult!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hej! Vend om; I hører til i 
 bygdens farvand, stilt og smult; 
 Godtfolk, stands, – I går tilgrunde! – 
 Hm, de svarer ej, de hunde!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Tænk på eders hus og hjem!
 

RØSTER FRA MÆNGDEN. 
 Større hus skal voxe frem!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Tænk på eders eng og aker; 
 tænk på eders får og kør!
 

RØSTER. 
 Himlens dugg gav manna-kager, 
 da de kårne hungred før!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Eders kvinder bag jer skriger!
 

RØSTERNE 

(langt borte). 
 Ej vi kender dem, som sviger!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Barnet klager: faer forlod os!
 

HELE SKAREN. 
 Enten med os eller mod os!
 

PROVSTEN 

(ser en stund med foldede hænder efter dem og siger fortabt): 
 Uden hjord, med savnets byrde, 
 står den gamle sognehyrde 
 plyndret ud til bare skjorten!
 

FOGDEN 

(truer efter Brand). 
 Hans blir skammen; hans blir torten! 
 Snart, herr provst, er sejren vor!
 

PROVSTEN 

(grædefærdigt). 
 Sejren? De er fra os dragne –!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ja, men vi er ikke slagne, 
 hvis jeg kender mine får! 

(følger efter.)
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hvor monstro dog fogden går? 
 Efter dem, så sandt jeg lever! 
 Ha, sig atter modet hæver. 
 Jeg vil også med deroppe, – 
 slå i flok og gøre fanger! 
 Lægg mig sadlen på min ganger; – – 
 skaf en sikker fjeldvant hoppe! 

(de går.)
 

(Ved den øverste sæter i bygden. Landskabet højner sig i baggrunden og går over i store og øde fjeldvidder. Det er regnvejr.)


(Brand, fulgt af mængden, – mænd, kvinder og børn, – kommer opover bakkerne.)
 

BRAND. 
 Se fremad; did går sejrens flugt! 
 I dybet ligger bygden lukt, 
 og vejret har fra fjeld til fjeld 
 spændt over den sit tåge-tjeld. 
 Glem døsen i den skumle grænd; 
 flyv frit, flyv højt, I Herrens mænd!
 

EN MAND. 
 Vent, vent; min gamle faer er træt.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Jeg fra igår har intet ædt –
 

FLERE. 
 Ja, stil vor sult og sluk vor tørst!
 

BRAND. 
 Frem, fremad over fjeldet først!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Hvad vej?
 

BRAND. 
 Hver vej er lige god, 
 når kun den målet bær imod. 
 Følg efter her –
 

EN MAND. 
 Nej, der er brat; 
 vi vinder ikke frem før nat!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Iskirken ligger og derborte.
 

BRAND. 
 Den bratte vejen er den korte.
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Mit barn er sygt!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Min fod er sår.
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Hvor finder jeg en læsknings-tår?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Mæt mængden, prest; – se modet vakler.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Prest, gør mirakler! Gør mirakler.
 

BRAND. 
 O, stygt jer trældom har jer mærket; 
 I lønnen vil forinden værket. 
 Op, ryst jer dødnings-sløvhed af, – 
 hvis ej, så gå igen i grav!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ja, han har ret; først frem til striden; 
 vi véd jo, vi får lønnen siden!
 

BRAND. 
 Det får I, folk, så sandt en Gud 
 ser klarsynt over verden ud!
 

MANGE RØSTER. 
 Han er profet! Han er profet!
 

FLERE I FLOKKEN. 
 Hør sig os, prest, – blir striden hed?
 

ANDRE. 
 Og blir den lang? Og blir den blodig?
 

EN MAND. 
 Prest, kræves det at være modig?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN 

(dæmpet). 
 Jeg kan vel være tryg for livet?
 

EN ANDEN MAND. 
 Hvad blir min del af sejrens løn?
 

EN KVINDE. 
 Jeg mister da vel ej min søn?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Er sejren os før tirsdag givet?
 

BRAND 

(ser sig forvildet om i flokken). 
 Hvad spørges om? Hvad vil I vide?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Først om hvorlænge vi skal stride; – 
 derefter nævn vort stridsforlis, 
 og endelig – vor sejers pris!
 

BRAND. 
 Det spørges om?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Ja vel; dernede 
 vi fik ej ret på tingen rede.
 

BRAND 

(oprørt). 
 Så skal I få det nu!
 

MÆNGDEN 

(stimler tættere sammen). 
 Tal! Tal!
 

BRAND. 
 Hvorlænge striden vare skal? 
 Den vare skal til livets ende, 
 til I har alle offre bragt, 
 og løst jer fra akkordens pagt, – 
 til I har viljen hel ihænde, 
 til alle fejge tvivlsmål faldt 
 for budet: intet eller alt! 
 Og stridsforliset? Alle guder, 
 hver halvheds-ånd på højtids-hylden, 
 hver jordtræls-kæde, blank og gylden, 
 al eders slapheds sovepuder! 
 Og sejersprisen? Viljens renhed, 
 i troen flugt, i sjælen enhed, – 
 hin offerlydighed, som gav 
 med jubel indtil død og grav, – 
 en tornekrans om hvermands tinding, – 
 se, det skal vorde eders vinding!
 

MÆNGDEN 

(under rasende skrig). 
 Forrådt, forrådt! Bedraget! Sveget!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg har ifra mit ord ej veget.
 

ENKELTE. 
 Du sejr har lovet os ihænde; – 
 nu vil du den til offer vende!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg sejr har lovet, – og jeg svær, 
 den vindes skal igennem jer. 
 Men hver, som går i første række, 
 må falde for sin fagre sag; 
 tør ej han det, så lad ham strække 
 sit våben inden kampens dag. 
 I fiendevold er dømt det flag, 
 som værges af en vilje svag; 
 hvis du af offerskrækken lammes, – 
 dødsmærket er du, før du rammes!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Vort eget fald han kræver frækt 
 til fromme for en ufødt slægt!
 

BRAND. 
 Igennem offrets ørkenvidder 
 går vejen til vort Kanaan. 
 Til sejr i fald! Hver slægtens mand 
 jeg byder op som Herrens ridder!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Jo, her vi dejligt i det sidder! 
 I bygden er vi sat i ban –
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Didned vi aldrig vende kan.
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Og fremad, fremad ingen gider!
 

NOGLE. 
 Slå ham ihjel!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Nej, det blev værre! 
 vi trænger jo en overherre!
 

KVINDER 

(peger forskrækket nedover vejen). 
 Hu, provsten!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Lad jer blot ej skræmme!
 

PROVSTEN 

(kommer, fulgt af nogle af de tilbageblevne). 
 O, mine børn! O, mine får! 
 Lyt til den gamle hyrdes stemme!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN 

(til mængden). 
 Ej mer vi har i bygden hjemme; 
 bedst at vi over vidden går!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 O, at I kan så tungt mig græmme, 
 og slå mit bryst så dybe sår!
 

BRAND. 
 Du såred sjæle år for år!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hør ikke på ham! Han jer mader 
 med hule løfter.
 

FLERE. 
 Det er sandt!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Men vi er milde; vi forlader, 
 hvor vi oprigtig anger fandt. 
 O, gå dog i jer selv tilsidst, 
 og se den sorte helvedslist, 
 hvormed han folket om sig flokked!
 

MANGE. 
 Ja, det er sikkert; han os lokked!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Og tænk jer om; hvad mægter I, 
 en ringe flok i vråen bårne? 
 Er I til noget storværk kårne? 
 Kan I de bundne gøre fri? 
 I har jer lille hverdagsdont; 
 hvad der går over den, er ondt. 
 Kan eders arm på valen nytte? 
 I værge skal jer lave hytte. 
 Hvad vil I mellem falk og ørn? 
 Hvad vil I mellem ulv og bjørn? 
 I blir kun overmagtens bytte, – 
 o, mine får, – o, mine børn!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Ja, ve os, – det er sandheds ord!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Og dog, da vi fra bygden foer, 
 vi lukked bag os hyttens dør; – 
 der er ej hjemmet nu, som før.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 Nej, han har lyst for folkets øjne, 
 har pegt på brist og sot og løgne; 
 ej længer menigheden sover; 
 det liv, som fordum var os nok, 
 blev uliv for den vågne flok.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ak, tro I mig, det går snart over. 
 Alt kommer i de gamle folder, 
 når blot en stund I stilt jer holder. 
 Jeg borger for at menigheden 
 skal snart fornemme fortidsfreden.
 

BRAND. 
 Vælg, mænd og kvinder!
 

NOGLE. 
 Vi vil hjem!
 

ANDRE. 
 For sent, for sent; langs vidden frem!
 

FOGDEN 

(kommer ilsomt). 
 O, lykketræf at jeg jer finder!
 

KVINDERNE. 
 Å, kære, vakkre, vær ej vred!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Ej nu, ej nu; kom bare med; 
 En bedre tid for bygden rinder; – 
 hvis I fornuftigt laer jer sige, 
 er alle mand før kvelden rige!
 

FLERE. 
 Hvorledes det?
 

FOGDEN. 
 En fiskestim 
 på millioner står i fjorden!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hvad siger han!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Gør alt iorden! 
 Sky viddens uvejr, sludd og rim. 
 Før styred stimen aldrig hid; – 
 nu, venner, for vor del af Norden 
 der rinder op en bedre tid!
 

BRAND. 
 Vælg mellem Herrens råb og hans!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Følg eders egen sunde sans!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 O, her er et mirakel hændt; 
 et fingerpeg fra himlen sendt! 
 Ak, jeg har drømt det jævnt og tidt, 
 men tænkte det var mareridt; – 
 nu ser vi klart hvorhen det sigter –
 

BRAND. 
 Jer selv I taber, hvis I svigter!
 

MANGE. 
 En fiskestim!
 

FOGDEN. 
 På millioner!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Brød, guld til eders børn og koner!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Nu ser I vel, det ej er tid 
 at spilde eders kraft i strid, 
 især imod en overmagt, 
 som gør herr provsten selv forsagt. 
 Nu har I andre mål for øje, 
 end tomt at hige mod det høje, 
 Vorherre hytter nok sig selv; 
 befæstet er jo himlens hvælv. 
 Bland ej jer op i andres trætte, 
 men skynd jer, havets skat at lette; 
 det er et praktisk gøremål, 
 som øves uden blod og stål; 
 det bringer eder velstands-stoffer, 
 og kræver ej personligt offer!
 

BRAND. 
 Just offret står med lueskrift, 
 som Herrens krav, bag skyens rift!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ak, føler I til offer drift, 
 så kom kun trygt til mig en skøn dag, – 
 som for exempel næste søndag; – 
 jeg skal min sandten –
 

FOGDEN 

(afbrydende). 
 Ja, ja, ja!
 

KLOKKEREN 

(sagte til provsten). 
 Beholder jeg min post som klokker?
 

SKOLEMESTEREN 

(ligeså). 
 Blir skolen tagen mig ifra?
 

PROVSTEN 

(dæmpet). 
 Ifald I mængdens stivsind rokker, 
 så vil man vistnok være mild –
 

FOGDEN. 
 Afsted, afsted; ej tiden spild!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Tilbåds, tilbåds, hver, som er klog!
 

NOGLE. 
 Men presten –?
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Presten? Slip den gale!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 I ser jo her Vorherres tale, 
 som i en åben prentet bog.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Svig presten; det er ret og pligt; 
 han dåred jer med tant og digt –
 

FLERE. 
 Han løj for os!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hans tro er vrang; 
 og tænk, han har ej laud engang!
 

NOGLE. 
 Hvad har han?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Dårlig karakter!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ja, det er sandt; det klart vi ser!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Hans gamle moer forgæves vented! 
 han nægted hende sakramentet!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Han fast tog livet af sit barn!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Af konen med!
 

KVINDER. 
 Tvi, tvi, det skarn!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Slet søn, slet faer, slet ægtemand! – 
 mon værre kristen gives kan!
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Vor gamle kirke rev han ned!
 

ANDRE. 
 I baglås han den nye vred!
 

ATTER ANDRE. 
 Han slang os på en havsnøds-planke!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Han stjal min dårekiste-tanke!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg mærket ser på hvermands pande. 
 Jeg ser, hvor denne slægt vil lande.
 

HELE FLOKKEN 

(brølende). 
 Hej, hør ham ej! Af bygden driv 
 den helvedbrand med sten og kniv! 

(Brand drives med stenkast indover i ødemarkerne. Forfølgerne vender efterhånden tilbage.)
 

PROVSTEN. 
 O, mine børn! O, mine får! 
 Nu vender I til hjemmets arne; 
 lad anger eders øjne klarne, 
 og I skal se at godt det går. 
 Vi véd, Vorherre er så god; 
 han kræver ej uskyldigt blod; – 
 og vor regering er tillige 
 så mild, som knapt i noget rige; 
 og øvrigheden, amtmand, foged, 
 vil ikke gøre jer det broget, 
 og selv jeg er så kærlig, som 
 vor tids humane kristendom; – 
 jer overmænd vil allesammen 
 med eder bo i fred og gammen.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Men hvis her findes nogen brist, 
 så må den heles, det er visst. 
 Når først vi kommer lidt til ro, 
 så vælger vi en kommission, 
 som prøve skal i hvilket mon 
 der bødes kan på lys og tro. 
 Den bør bestå af nogle prester, 
 som jeg og provsten kalder til, – 
 desuden, dersom så I vil, 
 af klokker og af skolemester 
 samt andre mænd af folkets kreds, 
 så I kan slå jer trygt tilfreds.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ja, vi skal lette al jer byrde, 
 som I den gamle sjælehyrde 
 idag har lettet for hans angst. 
 Den tanke gøre hvermand stærk, 
 at her er hændt et underværk. 
 Farvel; god lykke til jer fangst!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 Ak, det er folk med kristen mildhed!
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 De går sin gang i bramfri stilhed.
 

KVINDER. 
 De er så snilde og så pene!
 

ANDRE. 
 Så rigtig folkelig gemene!
 

KLOKKEREN. 
 De kræver ikke ulivssår.
 

SKOLEMESTEREN. 
 De folk véd mer end Fadervor? 

(Flokken drager nedover.)
 

PROVSTEN 

(til fogden). 
 Ak, dette vil forbedre tonen. 
 Nu er i alt et omslag nær; 
 thi, Gud ske lov, der noget er, 
 som bærer navn af reaktionen.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Mit værk det var, at alt spektakel 
 blev kvalt i selve fødselstimen.
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ak, mest vi skylder hint mirakel –
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad for mirakel?
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Fiskestimen.
 

FOGDEN 

(blæser). 
 Det var en løgn naturligvis!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ja så? En løgn?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Jeg gav til pris, 
 hvad vrøvl mig først i munden faldt; – 
 kan sligt vel lastes, hvor det galdt 
 så vigtig sag?
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Nej, Gud bevares; 
 i nødsfald kan det godt forsvares.
 

FOGDEN. 
 Og desforuden, om et døgn, 
 når folket atter får sig sundet, 
 hvad gør det da, om sejr blev vundet 
 i kraft af sandhed eller løgn?
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Ven, jeg er ingen rigorist. 

(ser indover i ødemarken.)

 Men er det ikke Brand, som hist 
 sig slæber frem?
 

FOGDEN. 
 Jo, ganske visst! 
 En enlig kriger på sit tog!
 

PROVSTEN. 
 Nej; vent; én til jeg øjner dog – 
 langt bag ham!
 

FOGDEN. 
 Hvad; – det er jo Gerd! 
 Det følgeskab er karlen værd.
 

PROVSTEN 

(lystig). 
 Når stillet er hans offerdrift, 
 ham sættes bør slig mindeskrift: 
 her hviler Brand; hans sejr blev skral; 
 én sjæl han vandt, – og hun var gal!
 

FOGDEN 

(med fingeren på næsen). 
 Men når jeg ret mig tænker om, 
 det dog mig forekommer, som 
 lidt inhuman var folkets dom.
 

PROVSTEN 

(trækker på skuldrene). 

Vox populi vox dei. Kom! 

(de går.)
 

(Inde på de store vidder. Uvejret vokser og jager skyerne tungt over snesletten; sorte tinder og toppe træder hist og her frem og sløres atter af tågen.)

 

(Brand, kommer blodig og forslået indover fjeldet.)
 

BRAND 

(standser og ser tilbage). 
 Tusend fulgte mig af bygden; 
 ikke én vandt op til højden. 
 Gennem alle hjerter taler 
 trangen til en større tid; 
 over alle sjæle daler 
 ledingsbud til løftet strid. 
 O, men offret, offret skræmmer; 
 viljen vek og ræd sig gemmer; – 
 én jo for dem alle døde, – 
 fejghed er ej længer brøde! 

(synker ned på en sten og ser sig sky omkring.)

 

Jævnt og tidt jeg måtte grue; 
 skrækken risled i mit hår, 
 når jeg gik, som barnet går, 
 under hyl og hundetuden, 
 i den mørke genfærdsstue. 
 Men jeg tvang min hjertebanken, 
 og jeg trøsted mig med tanken: 
 ude skinner lysets væld, 
 mørket er ej nat, ej kveld, – 
 her er skodder kun for ruden. 
 Og jeg tænkte, dagens skin, 
 sommerlivets klare lue, 
 skal igennem dørens bue 
 vælde fuldt og fagert ind 
 i den mørke genfærdsstue. 
 

O, hvor bittert jeg bedrog mig. 
 Begsort nat imøde slog mig, – 
 og derude sad forstemte 
 spredte mænd langs fjord og vik, 
 holdt på minder, åndsforglemte, 
 gemte dem, som kongen gemte 
 årvis på sin Snefrids lig, 
 løste dødninglinets flig, 
 lytted over hjertekulen, 
 næred sig med livshåbs-smulen, 
 mente, nu sprang blodets røde 
 roser ud ifra den døde. 
 Ikke én, som han, sig hæved, 
 gav til graven hvad den kræved. 
 Ikke én iblandt dem véd: 
 liget drømmes ej tillive, 
 liget må i muldet ned, 
 ligets hverv kun er at give 
 næring til en nylagt sæd. – 
 Nat, kun nat, – og nat igen 
 over kvinder, børn og mænd! 
 Kunde jeg med lyn i hånden 
 frelse dem fra strådøds-vånden! 

(springer op.)

 

Sorte syner ser jeg jage 
 lig et helridt gennem natten. 
 Tiden står i uvejrskofte, 
 maner med en livsdåds krav, 
 kræver svunget stål for stav, 
 kræver skeden tom ved hofte; – 
 frænder ser i strid jeg drage, – 
 brødre ser jeg sidde spage, 
 krøbne under gemselshatten. 
 Og jeg øjner mer endnu, – 
 usseldommens hele gru, – 
 klynk fra kvinden, skrig fra manden, 
 øret stængt for bøn og bud, – 
 ser dem riste sig på panden 
 navn af fattigfolk ved stranden, 
 folk med skillingspræg fra Gud. 
 Blege lytter de til braget, 
 tror at selvgjort afmagt skærmer. – 
 Regnbue over maj-vangen, 
 flag, hvor er du nu at se? 
 Hvor er nu de farver tre, – 
 de, der slog og fnøs fra stangen, 
 under storm af folkesangen, 
 til en konge og en sværmer 
 splitt og tunge skar i flaget? 
 

Tungen brugte du til pral; 
 tør ej dragen vise tænder, 
 trænges ingen splittflags-ender; – 
 folkeskriget kunde tiet, 
 kongesaksen kunde biet; 
 flag med fredens fire hjørner 
 strækker til som nødsignal, 
 når en grundstødt skude tørner! 
 Værre tider; værre syner 
 gennem fremtidsnatten lyner! 
 Brittens kvalme stenkulsky 
 sænker sort sig over landet, 
 smudser alt det friske grønne, 
 kvæler alle spirer skønne, 
 stryger lavt, med giftstof blandet, 
 stjæler sol og dag fra egnen, 
 drysser ned, som askeregnen 
 over oldtids dømte by. – 
 Da er slægten vorden styg; – 
 gennem grubens krumme gange 
 lyder nyn af drypvands-sange; 
 puslingflokken, travl og tryg, 
 frigør malmens bundne fange, 
 går med puklet sjæl og ryg, 
 glor med dvergens gridske øjne 
 efter guldets blanke løgne. 
 

Sjæl ej skriger, mund ej smiler, 
 brødres fald ej hjerter kløver, 
 eget fald ej vækker løver; – 
 flokken hamrer, mynter, filer; 
 rømt er lysets sidste tolk; 
 slægten vorden er et folk, 
 som har glemt, at viljens pligter 
 ender ej, hvor evnen svigter! 
 Værre tider; værre syner 
 gennem fremtidsnatten lyner! 
 Kløgtens ulv med gluf og glam 
 truer lærens sol på jorden; 
 nødskrig lyder op mod Norden, 
 byder leding ud langs fjorden; 
 dvergen hvæser tvær og klam, – 
 sligt er ikke sag for ham. 
 Lad de stærke samfund gløde; 
 lad de andre give møde; 
 vi har ikke råd at bløde, – 
 vi er små, vi savner evne 
 til et sandheds styrkestævne, 
 kan ej offre folkehelsen 
 for vor brøk af verdensfrelsen. 
 

Ej for os blev kalken drukket, 
 ej for os hugg tornekransen 
 i hans tinding sine tænder, 
 ej for os blev Romer-landsen 
 i den dødes side stukket, 
 ej for vor skyld naglen brænder, 
 boret gennem fod og hænder. 
 Vi er små, er sidst i laget, 
 byder ledingsbudet trods! 
 Ej for os blev korset taget! 
 Spanrem-slaget, spanrem-slaget, 
 Ahasveri rap, som ruller 
 purpur om den dømtes skulder, 
 er passionens brøk for os! 

(kaster sig ned i sneen og dækker ansigtet til; om lidt ser han op.)

 Har jeg drømt? Er nu jeg vågen? 
 Alt er gråt og dulgt i tågen. 
 Var det syge syner kun, 
 hvad jeg så til denne stund? 
 Er det billed glemt og tabt, 
 hvori mandens sjæl blev skabt? 
 Er vort ophavs ånd besejret –? 

(lyttende.)

 Ha, det går som sang i vejret!
 

DE USYNLIGES KOR 

(suser i stormen). 
 Aldrig, aldrig blir du lig ham, – 
 thi i kødet er du skabt; 
 gør hans gerning eller svig ham, 
 ligefuldt er du fortabt!
 

BRAND 

(gentager ordene og siger sagte): 
 Ve mig, ve mig; snart jeg tror det! 
 Stod han ej i kirkekoret, 
 slog med hånden vredt mod ordet? 
 Tog han ikke alt mit eje, 
 stængte alle lysets veje, 
 lod mig kæmpe til det sidste, 
 lod mig nederlaget friste!
 

KORET 

(lyder stærkere over ham): 
 Orm, du aldrig vorder lig ham, – 
 dødens bæger har du tømt; 
 følg ham efter eller svig ham, 
 ligefuldt din dåd er dømt!
 

BRAND 

(stille). 
 Agnes, Alf, de lyse dage, 
 liv i fred og liv i hvile, 
 bytted jeg mod kamp og klage, 
 rev mit bryst med offerpile, – 
 fældte dog ej folkets drage.
 

KORET 

(mildt og lokkende). 
 Aldrig, drømmer, blir du lig ham, 
 arv og odel har du tabt; 
 alt dit offer gør ej rig ham; – 
 for dit jordliv er du skabt!
 

BRAND 

(brister i sagte gråd). 
 Alf og Agnes, kom tilbage; 
 ensom sidder jeg på tinden, 
 gennemblæst af nordenvinden, 
 bidt af genfærd, klamme, spage –! 

(han ser op; en dæmrende plet åbner og vider sig ud i tågen; en kvindeskikkelse står der, lyst klædt, med kåbe over skuldrene. Det er Agnes.)
 

SKIKKELSEN 

(smiler og breder armene mod ham). 
 Brand, her har du mig igen!
 

BRAND 

(farer forvildet op). 
 Agnes! Agnes! Hvad er dette!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Alt var feberdrøm, min ven! 
 Nu skal sottens tåger lette!
 

BRAND. 
 Agnes! Agnes! 

(vil ile hende imøde.)
 

SKIKKELSEN 

(skriger). 
 Kom ej over! 
 Se dog sluget mellem os! 
 Her går fjeldets vilde fos. 

(mildt.)

 Ej du drømmer, ej du sover, 
 ej du mer med syner slås. 
 Du har været syg, du kære, – 
 drukket vanvids bittre drik, 
 drømt, din hustru fra dig gik. –
 

BRAND. 
 O, du lever! Lovet være –!
 

SKIKKELSEN 

(hurtigt). 
 Hys, tal heller derom siden! 
 Følg mig, følg mig; knap er tiden.
 

BRAND. 
 O, men Alf?
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Ej heller død.
 

BRAND. 
 Lever!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Lever sund og rød! 
 Alle sorger har du drømt; 
 al din kamp var ikkun skrømt. 
 Alf er hos din gamle moer; 
 hun er frisk og han er stor; 
 end er bygdens kirke til; 
 den kan rives, hvis du vil; – 
 sognets folk dernede slider 
 jævnt, som i de gode tider.
 

BRAND. 
 Gode?
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Ja – da her var fred.
 

BRAND. 
 Fred!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 O, skynd dig, Brand; kom med!
 

BRAND. 
 Ak, jeg drømmer!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Nu ej længer. 
 Men til røgt og ly du trænger –
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg er stærk.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Ak, ej endnu; 
 bag dig lurer drømmens gru. 
 Atter vil du tåget glide 
 bort fra min og barnets side, 
 atter vil din tanke sløves, – 
 hvis ej lægemidlet prøves.
 

BRAND. 
 O, giv hid!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Du selv er manden. 
 Du kun kan det, ingen anden.
 

BRAND. 
 Nævn det da!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Den gamle læge, 
 som har læst så mangen bog, – 
 han, som er til bunden klog, 
 fundet har din sygdoms spor. 
 Alle syner, stygge, blege, 
 mantes frem med trende ord. 
 Dem må kækt du overstrege, 
 ud af mindebladet slette, 
 væk fra lovens tavle stryge. 
 De har voldt, at sotten faldt 
 på dig som en vildsinds-byge; – 
 glem dem, glem dem, vil du tvætte 
 sjælen ren for sot og syge!
 

BRAND. 
 Sig dem!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 „Intet eller alt”.
 

BRAND 

(viger): 
 Er det så?
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Så visst jeg lever, 
 og så visst du engang dør!
 

BRAND. 
 Ve os begge! Sverdet svæver 
 draget over os som før!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Brand, vær mild; min favn er varm; 
 hold mig med din stærke arm; – 
 lad os søge sol og sommer –
 

BRAND. 
 Anden gang ej sotten kommer.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Ak, den kommer, Brand, vær tryg.
 

BRAND 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Den er slynget bag min ryg. 
 Ingen vilde drømmes gru, – 
 livets, livets kommer nu!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Livets?
 

BRAND. 
 Følg mig, Agnes!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Stå! 
 Brand, hvad vil du?
 

BRAND. 
 Hvad jeg må: 
 leve, hvad til nu er drømt, – 
 gøre sandt, hvad end er skrømt.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Ha, umuligt! Husk, hvorhen 
 vejen bar dig!
 

BRAND. 
 Om igen!
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Rædslens ridt i drømmetågen 
 vil du ride fri og vågen?
 

BRAND. 
 Fri og vågen.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Slippe barnet?
 

BRAND. 
 Slippe barnet.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Brand!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg må.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Blodig rive mig af garnet? 
 Mig med offersvøber slå 
 indtil døden?
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg det må.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Alle lys i natten slukke, 
 dagens solskær udelukke, 
 aldrig livets frugter plukke, 
 aldrig løftes lindt af sange? 
 O, jeg mindes dog så mange!
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg det må. Spild ej din bøn.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Glemmer du din offerløn? 
 Alt dit løftningshåb bedrog dig; 
 alle sveg dig, alle slog dig!
 

BRAND. 
 Ej for egen løn jeg lider; 
 ej for egen sejr jeg strider.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 For et folk i grubens gange!
 

BRAND. 
 Én kan give lys til mange.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Dømt er jo dets fremtids-slægter!
 

BRAND. 
 Stort en enkelts vilje mægter.
 

SKIKKELSEN. 
 Husk at én med flamme-riset 
 manden drev af paradiset! 
 Porten har han lagt et slug for; – 
 over det du springer ej!
 

BRAND. 
 Åben lod han længslens vej!
 

SKIKKELSEN 

(forsvinder i et brag; tågen vælter sig hvor den stod, og der skriges hvast og skærende, som fra en der flygter): 
 Dø! Dig har ej verden brug for!
 

BRAND 

(står en stund som bedøvet). 
 Væk det jog i skoddens røg, – 
 fløj på store hvasse vinger 
 over vidden som en høg. 
 Kravet var en lillefinger 
 for at fange helt min hånd –! 
 Ha, det var akkordens ånd!
 

GERD 

(kommer med en riffle). 
 Så du høgen! Så du høgen?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, du; dennegang jeg så ham.
 

GERD. 
 Fort, sig vejen, han er strøgen; 
 vi vil efter, vi vil nå ham!
 

BRAND. 
 Intet våben bider på ham; 
 stundom tykkes han at fly, 
 hjerteramt af dødens bly, – 
 men vil baneslag du slå ham, 
 er han bag dig lige kry, 
 gækker, lokker dig påny.
 

GERD. 
 Rensdyr-skyttens riffle stjal jeg, 
 har den ladt med sølv og stål; 
 du kan tro, jeg er så gal ej, 
 som de siger!
 

BRAND. 
 Træf dit mål! 

(vil gå.)
 

GERD. 
 Prest, du halter jo på foden. 
 Hvad har voldt det?
 

BRAND. 
 Folket jog mig.
 

GERD 

(nærmere). 
 Rød, som blod fra hjerteroden, 
 er din tinding!
 

BRAND. 
 Folket slog mig.
 

GERD. 
 Før du havde sang i røsten, – 
 nu kun knirk, som løv om høsten!
 

BRAND. 
 Alt og alle –
 

GERD. 
 Hvad?
 

BRAND. 
 Bedrog mig.
 

GERD 

(ser med store øjne på ham). 
 Hå, – nu kender jeg dig først! 
 Jeg har tænkt, at du var presten; – 
 tvi med ham og hele resten! 
 Du er manden, som er størst.
 

BRAND. 
 Dårligt mente jeg det næsten.
 

GERD. 
 Lad mig se på dine hænder!
 

BRAND. 
 Mine hænder?
 

GERD. 
 Nagle-såret! 
 Blodets dryp jeg ser i håret, – 
 biddet efter torne-tanden, 
 hugget vildt og hvast i panden. 
 Dig har korsets træ jo båret! 
 Faer har sagt, da jeg var liden, 
 det blev gjort for længe siden, 
 langt herfra, og af en anden; – 
 nu jeg skønner han mig dåred; – 
 ja, for du er frelser-manden!
 

BRAND. 
 Vig ifra mig!
 

GERD. 
 Skal jeg falde 
 ned og bede for din fod?
 

BRAND. 
 Vig!
 

GERD. 
 Du ødte jo det blod, 
 som har magt at frelse alle!
 

BRAND. 
 O, jeg véd ej frelsens fjæl 
 for min egen arme sjæl!
 

GERD. 
 Her er rifflen! Lad dem dræbes –!
 

BRAND 

(ryster på hovedet). 
 Frem mod faldet skal der stræbes.
 

GERD. 
 Ej af dig; du går jo først! 
 I din hånd er naglehullet; – 
 du er udvalgt; du er størst.
 

BRAND. 
 Jeg er ringest kryb i muldet.
 

GERD 

(ser opad; skyerne letter). 
 Véd du, hvor du står?
 

BRAND 

(stirrer frem for sig). 
 Jeg står 
 ved det første trin af trappen; 
 højt er op og foden sår.
 

GERD 

(vildere). 
 Svar mig! Véd du, hvor du står?
 

BRAND. 
 Ja, nu falder tågekappen.
 

GERD. 
 Ja, den falder: Svartetind 
 peger helt i himlen ind!
 

BRAND 

(ser op). 
 Svartetind? Iskirken!
 

GERD. 
 Ja! 
 Kirkegæst du blev endda!
 

BRAND. 
 Tusend mile bort herfra! – 
 O, hvor inderligt jeg higer 
 efter lys og sol og mildhed, 
 efter fredens kirke-stilhed, 
 efter livets sommer-riger! 

(brister i gråd.)

 Jesus, jeg har råbt dit navn; 
 aldrig tog du mig i favn; 
 tæt forbi mig er du gledet, 
 gammelt ord på tungen lig; 
 lad mig nu af frelsens-klædet, 
 med den sande bods-vin vædet, 
 fange blot en fattig flig!
 

GERD 

(bleg). 
 Hvad er det? Du græder, du, 
 varmt, så det på kinden ryger, – 
 varmt, så bræens grav-lin stryger 
 dryppende fra top og tinde, – 
 varmt, så isen i mit minde 
 løses op i gråd herinde, – 
 varmt, så messekåben glider 
 nedad jøkel-prestens sider –! 

(bævende.)

 Mand, hvi græd du ej før nu!
 

BRAND 

(klar, strålende og ligesom forynget). 
 Frostvejr bær igennem loven, – 
 siden sommersol fra oven! 
 Til idag det galdt at blive 
 tavlen, hvorpå Gud kan skrive; – 
 fra idag mit livsensdigt 
 skal sig bøje varmt og rigt. 
 Skorpen brister. Jeg kan græde, 
 jeg kan knæle, – jeg kan bede! 

(synker iknæ.)
 

GERD 

(skotter opover og siger sagte og sky): 
 Se, der sidder han, den stygge! 
 Det er ham, som kaster skygge, 
 der han pisker tindens sider 
 med sin brede vingefjær. 
 Nu er frelsens time nær – 
 dersom bare sølvet bider! 

(kaster rifflen til kinden og skyder. Hult drøn, som af en rullende torden, lyder højt oppe fra bergvæggen.)
 

BRAND 

(farer op). 
 Ha, hvad gør du!
 

GERD. 
 Ramt han glider! 
 Jeg har truffet; – se, han falder; 
 hør, han skriger, så det gjalder! 
 Mange tusend fjær af hammen 
 fyger ned fra bergvægs-kammen; – 
 se, hvor han blir stor og hvid –! 
 Hej, han ruller ende hid!
 

BRAND 

(synker sammen). 
 Ja, hver slægtens søn tildøde 
 dømmes må for slægtens brøde!
 

GERD. 
 Tifold større himmeltelt 
 spændtes ud, da han blev fældt! 
 Se, han tumler; se, han ruller – 
 å, jeg vil ej længer grue; 
 han er hvid jo, som en due –! 

(skriger i rædsel.)

 Hu, det stygge, stygge bulder! 

(kaster sig ned i sneen.)
 

BRAND 

(krymper sig under den styrtende skred og siger opad): 
 Svar mig, Gud, i dødens slug! – 
 gælder ej et frelsens fnug 
 mandeviljens qvantum satis –? 

(Skreden begraver ham; hele dalen fyldes.)
 

EN RØST 

(råber gennem tordenbragene): 
 Han er deus caritatis!
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FØRSTE AKT
 

(En lid med løvtrær nær ved Åses gård. En elv fosser nedover. Et gammelt kværnehus på den anden side. Hed sommerdag.)

 

(Peer Gynt, en stærkbygget tyveårs gut, kommer nedover gangstien. Åse, moderen, liden og fin, følger efter. Hun er vred og skælder.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Peer, du lyver!
 

PEER GYNT 

(uden at standse). 
 Nej, jeg gør ej!
 

ÅSE. 
 Nå, så band på, det er sandt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvorfor bande?
 

ÅSE. 
 Tvi; du tør ej! 
 Alt ihob er tøv og tant!
 

PEER GYNT 

(står). 
 Det er sandt – hvert evigt ord!
 

ÅSE 

(foran ham). 
 Og du skæms ej for din moer? 
 Først så render du tilfjelds 
 månedsvis i travle ånnen, 
 for at vejde ren på fånnen, 
 kommer hjem med reven pels, 
 uden byrse, uden vildt; – 
 og til slut med åbne øjne 
 mener du at få mig bildt 
 ind de værste skytterløgne! – 
 Nå, hvor traf du så den bukken?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vest ved Gendin.
 

ÅSE 

(ler spotsk). 
 Rigtig, ja!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvasse vinden bar ifra; 
 bag et oreholdt forstukken 
 han i skaresneen grov 
 efter lav –
 

ÅSE 

(som før). 
 Ja rigtig, ja!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Pusten holdt jeg, stod og lytted, 
 hørte knirken af hans hov, 
 så af ene hornet grenene. 
 Derpå varsomt mellem stenene 
 frem på bugen jeg mig flytted. 
 Gemt i røsen op jeg glytted; – 
 slig en buk, så blank og fed, 
 skulde du vel aldrig set!
 

ÅSE. 
 Nej, bevares vel!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det smaldt! 
 Bukken stupte bums i bakken. 
 Men i samme stund, han faldt, 
 sad jeg skrævs på bukkeryggen, 
 greb ham i det venstre øre, 
 vilde netop kniven køre 
 bagom skolten ind i nakken; – 
 hej! da skreg han vildt, den styggen, 
 stod med et på alle fire, 
 slog mig med et agterkast 
 ud af næven kniv og slire, 
 skrued mig om lænden fast, 
 stemte hornene mod læggen, 
 klemte mig som i en tang; – 
 dermed satte han på sprang 
 bent fremover Gendin-eggen!
 

ÅSE 

(uvilkårligt). 
 Jesu navn da –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har du set den 
 Gendin-eggen nogen gang? 
 Den er halve milen lang, 
 hvas bortefter, som en ljå. 
 Udfor bræer, skred og lider, 
 rakt nedover urder grå, 
 kan en se til begge sider 
 lukt i vandene, som blunder 
 svarte, tunge, mer end tretten-
 hundred alen nedenunder. – 
 Langsmed eggen han og jeg 
 skar os gennem vejret vej. 
 Aldrig red jeg slig en fole! 
 Midt imod, der vi foer fram, 
 var det som der gnistred sole. 
 Brune ørnerygge svam 
 i det vide svimle slug 
 midtvejs mellem os og vandene, – 
 sakked agterud, som fnug. 
 Isflak brast og brød mod strandene; 
 men der var ej døn at høre; 
 bare hvirvlens vætter sprang, 
 som i dans; – de sang, de svang 
 sig i ring for syn og øre!
 

ÅSE 

(svimmel). 
 Å, Gud trøste mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Med et, 
 på en rådløs bråbrat plet, 
 foer ivejret rype-steggen, 
 flaksed kaglende, forskræmt, 
 fra den knart, hvor han sad gemt, 
 klods for bukkens fod på eggen. 
 Bukken gjorde halvt omkring, 
 satte med et himmelspring 
 udfor dybet med os begge! 

(Åse vakler og griber efter en træstamme. Peer Gynt bliver ved.)

 Bag os bergets svarte vægge, 
 under os et bundløst slug! 
 Først vi kløvte lag af tåger, 
 kløvte så en flok af måger, 
 som igennem luften vigende 
 fløj til alle kanter skrigende. 
 Nedad, uden stands, foer toget. 
 Men i dybet glittred noget 
 hvidlet, som en rensdyrbug. – 
 Moer, det var vort eget billed, 
 som igennem fjeldsø-stillet 
 op mod vandets skorpe piled 
 i den samme vilde fart, 
 som i den vi nedad kiled.
 

ÅSE 

(gisper efter vejret). 
 Peer! Gud fri mig –! Sig det snart –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Buk fra luften, buk fra bunden, 
 stangedes i samme stunden 
 så at skummet om os klasked. 
 Ja, der lå vi nu og plasked. – 
 Langt om længe, du, vi nåde 
 nordre landet på en måde; 
 bukken svam, og jeg hang bag ham; – 
 jeg foer hjem –
 

ÅSE. 
 Men bukken, du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, han går der vel endnu; – 

(knipser i fingrene, svinger sig på hælen og tilføjer)

 kan du finde ham, så tag ham!
 

ÅSE. 
 Og du har ej knækket nakken? 
 Ikke begge lår engang? 
 Ikke ryggebenet brudt? 
 O, Vorherre, – prisen, takken, 
 skyldes dig, som hjalp min gut! – 
 Brogen har dog fået en revne; 
 men det er knapt værd at nævne, 
 når en minds, hvad meget værre 
 kunde hænds i sligt et sprang –! 

(standser pludselig, ser på ham med åben mund og store øjne, kan længe ikke finde ord, endelig udbryder hun)

 O, din fandens ræglesmed; 
 kors og kors, hvor du kan lyve! 
 Remsen, som du kommer med, 
 minds jeg nu at jeg har kendt 
 som en jente på de tyve. 
 Gudbrand Glesne er det hændt, – 
 ikke dig, du –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mig, som ham. 
 Sligt kan mer end engang hændes.
 

ÅSE 

(arrig). 
 Ja, en løgn kan endevendes, 
 stadses op med brask og bram, 
 klædes i en nygjort ham, 
 så dens magre skrot ej kendes. 
 Det er det, som du har gjort, 
 laget alt så vildt og stort, 
 uglet ud med ørnerygge 
 og med alt det andet stygge, 
 løjet ligt og uligt væk, 
 skrønet ind slig målløs skræk, 
 at en kends ej ved tilsidst, 
 hvad en længst har hørt og vidst!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvis en anden snakked slig, 
 skulde helseløs jeg slå ham!
 

ÅSE 

(grædende). 
 Å, Gud give jeg lå lig; 
 gid jeg sov i svarte jorden! 
 Bøn og gråd ej bider på ham – 
 Peer, du er og blir forloren!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kære, vakkre, lille moer, 
 du har ret i hvert et ord; – 
 vær så blid og glad –
 

ÅSE. 
 Ti stille! 
 Kan jeg glædes, om jeg vilde, 
 jeg, som har sligt svin til søn? 
 Må det ikke bittert krænke 
 mig, en stakkars magtløs enke, 
 stødt at fange skam for løn? 

(græder igen.)

 Hvad har slægten nu tilbage 
 fra din farfars velmagtsdage? 
 Hvor er skæpperne med mynt 
 efter gamle Rasmus Gynt? 
 Faer din gav dem fødder, han, – 
 ødte dem så glat som sand, 
 købte jord i alle sogne, 
 kørte med forgyldte vogne –. 
 Hvor er det, som gik tilspilde 
 ved det store vintergilde, 
 da hver gæst lod glas og flaske 
 bag sin ryg mod væggen klaske!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvor er sneen fra ifjor?
 

ÅSE. 
 Du skal tie for din moer! 
 Se tilgårds! Hver andet rude-
 hul er fyldt med gamle klude. 
 Hægn og skigard ligger nede, 
 fæet står for vejr og væde, 
 eng og aker ligger brak, 
 hver en måned blir jeg pantet –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ti så med den kærringsnak! 
 Ofte nok har lykken skrantet, 
 og så kom den højst påfode!
 

ÅSE. 
 Der er saltstrød, hvor den grode. 
 Kors, men du er storkarl, du, – 
 lige kaut og kry endnu, 
 lige knøv, som dengang presten, 
 der han kom fra København, 
 spurgte dig om døbenavn, 
 bandte på at sligt et nemme 
 sakned mangen prins derhjemme, 
 så at faer din gav ham hesten 
 med en slæde til, som tak 
 for den vennesæle snak. – 
 Hå; ja da var alting gildt! 
 Provst, kaptejn og hele resten 
 hang her dagstødt, åd og drak, 
 fyldte sig, så fast de sprak. 
 Men i nød skal kendes næsten. 
 Her blev folketomt og stilt 
 samme dag da „Jon med skæppen” 
 tog ivej med kramkarl-skræppen. 

(tørrer øjnene med forklædet.)

 Ak, du er dog stærk og stor, 
 skulde stå som stav og støtte 
 for din gamle skrale moer, – 
 skulde gårdens gerning skøtte, 
 værge slumpen af din arv; – 

(græder påny.)

 å, Gud hjælpe mig for nytte 
 jeg har havt af dig, din skarv! 
 Hjemme ligger du i gruen, 
 roder rundt i kul og emmer; 
 mellem bygdens folk du skræmmer 
 jenterne fra gildestuen, – 
 gør mig spe på alle kanter, 
 slås med sognets værste fanter –
 

PEER GYNT 

(går fra hende). 
 Lad mig være.
 

ÅSE 

(følger efter). 
 Kan du nægte 
 du var fremste mand i laget 
 i det store basketaget, 
 som for nylig stod på Lunde, 
 der I slogs som olme hunde? 
 Var det ikke dig, som knækte 
 armen på han Aslak smed, – 
 eller idetmindste brækte 
 ene fingren hans af led?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem har fyldt dig med slig præk?
 

ÅSE 

(hidsig). 
 Husmandskonen hørte hylene!
 

PEER GYNT 

(gnider albuen). 
 Ja, men det var mig, som skreg.
 

ÅSE. 
 Dig?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, moer, – for jeg fik pryglene.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvad for noget?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Han er spræk.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvem er spræk?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Han, Aslak, véd jeg.
 

ÅSE. 
 Tvi – og tvi; nu må jeg spytte! 
 Slig en slarvet fyldebøtte, 
 slig en rangler, slig en dranket 
 drammesluger har dig banket? 

(græder igen.)

 Mangen skam og skændsel led jeg; 
 men at dette skulde ske, 
 det var dog den værste spe. 
 Lad ham være nok så spræk; – 
 skal du derfor være vek?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Om jeg hamrer eller hamres, – 
 ligefuldt så skal der jamres. 

(ler). 
 Trøst dig moer –
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvad har du løjet 
 nu igen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, denne gang. 
 Tør så gråden pent af øjet; – 

(knytter den venstre hånd.)

 se, – med denne knibetang 
 holdt jeg hele smeden bøjet; 
 højre næven var min slægge –
 

ÅSE. 
 O, din slagsbror! Du vil lægge 
 mig i graven med din færd!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej da, du er bedre værd; 
 tyve tusend gange bedre; 
 Lille, stygge, snille moer, 
 du kan lide på mit ord, 
 hele bygden skal dig hædre, 
 bare vent til jeg får gjort 
 noget – noget rigtigt stort!
 

ÅSE 

(blæser). 
 Du!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem véd, hvad en kan møde!
 

ÅSE. 
 Gid du bare blev så klog, 
 at du engang kunde bøde 
 flængen i din egen brog!
 

PEER GYNT 

(hidsig). 
 Jeg skal blive konge, kejser!
 

ÅSE. 
 Å, Gud trøste mig, nu rejser 
 sidste resten af hans vid!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jo, jeg skal! Giv bare tid!
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, giv tid, så blir du prins, 
 siges der, om ret jeg minds!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du skal se, moer!
 

ÅSE. 
 Hold din mund! 
 Du er gal i bund og grund. – 
 Nå, det er forresten sandt, – 
 noget var der blevet af dig, 
 hvis du ikke dagstødt gav dig 
 af med løgn og tøv og tant. 
 Hægstadjenten var dig god. 
 Let du havde vundet spillet, 
 hvis du rigtig havde villet –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tror du?
 

ÅSE. 
 Gamlen har ej kræfter 
 til at stå sit barn imod. 
 Han er stivsindt på en måde; 
 men tilslut får Ingrid råde, 
 og hvor hun går, fod for fod 
 stavrer knarken arrig efter. 

(begynder igen at græde.)

 Ak, min Peer; en grundrig jente, – 
 odelsjente! Tænk dig til; – 
 hvis du bare havde villet, 
 stod du nu som brudgom gild, – 
 du, som går her svart og fillet!
 

PEER GYNT 

(rask). 
 Kom, så vil vi ja-ord hente!
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvor?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 På Hægstad!
 

ÅSE. 
 Stakkars dig; 
 den er stængt, den friervej!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvorfor det?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ak, jeg må sukke! 
 Spildt er stunden, spildt er heldet –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå?
 

ÅSE 

(hulkende). 
 Mens du i Vesterfjeldet 
 gennem luften red på bukke, 
 har Mads Moen fæstet jenten!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad? Den kvindfolkskræmsel! Han –!
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, hun taer ham nu til mand.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vent mig her, til jeg får spændt en 
 hest for kærren – 

(vil gå.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Spar sligt spræl. 
 Bryllupet skal stå imorgen –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Pyt; jeg kommer jo ikveld!
 

ÅSE. 
 Tvi dig; vil du øge sorgen 
 med et læs af hvermands spot?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Trøst dig. Alting skal gå godt. 

(skriger og ler på engang.)

 Hejsan, moer! Vi sparer kærren; 
 det taer tid at hente mærren – 

(løfter hende ivejret.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Slip mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, på mine arme 
 bær jeg dig til bryllupsgården! 

(vader ud i elven.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Hjælp! Vorherre sig forbarme! 
 Peer! Vi drukner –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg er båren 
 til en gildere død –
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja visst; 
 du blir sagtens hængt tilsidst! 

(rusker ham i håret.)

 O, dit ubæst!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hold nu fred; 
 her er glat og slim på bunden.
 

ÅSE. 
 Asen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja brug bare munden; 
 det gør ingen mand fortred. 
 Så; nu skrår det atter op –
 

ÅSE. 
 Slip ej taget!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hejsan, hop! 
 Vi skal lege Peer og bukken; – 

(galoperende.)

 Jeg er bukken, du er Peer!
 

ÅSE. 
 Å, jeg véd ej af mig mer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ser du; nu er evjen rukken; – 

(vader iland.)

 giv så bukken pent et kys; 
 det får være tak for skyds –
 

ÅSE 

(slår ham på øret). 
 Der er tak for skydsen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Au! 
 Den betaling var for snaud!
 

ÅSE. 
 Slip mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Først til bryllupsgården. 
 Vær min talsmand. Du er klog; 
 snak med ham, den gamle dåren; 
 sig, Mads Moen er et drog –
 

ÅSE. 
 Slip!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og sig ham så tilslut, 
 hvad Peer Gynt er for en gut.
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, det kan du bande på! 
 Du skal vakkert skudsmål få. 
 Skildres skal du for og agter; 
 alle dine fandens fagter 
 skal jeg nævne grejdt og grant –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så?
 

ÅSE 

(sparker i arrighed). 
 Jeg skal ej stagge munden, 
 før den gamle hidser hunden 
 på dig, som var du en fant!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hm; så får jeg gå alene.
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, men jeg skal komme efter!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Snille moer, du har ej kræfter –
 

ÅSE. 
 Ikke det? Jeg er så sindt, 
 at jeg kunde knuse stene! 
 Hu, jeg kunde æde flint! Slip mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, ifald du lover –
 

ÅSE. 
 Intet! Jeg vil med der over. 
 De skal vide, hvem du er!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, du får nok vente her.
 

ÅSE. 
 Aldrig! Jeg vil med i laget!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Får ej lov.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvad vil du gøre?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sætte dig på kværnetaget. 

(sætter hende derop. Åse skriger.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Løft mig ned!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, vil du høre –?
 

ÅSE. 
 Sludder!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Snille moer, jeg beer –
 

ÅSE 

(kaster en græstørv efter ham). 
 Løft mig ned på timen, Peer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Turde jeg, så visst jeg vilde. 

(nærmere.)

 Husk nu på at sidde stille. 
 Ikke spark og spænd med benene, 
 ikke riv og rusk i stenene, – 
 ellers kan det gå dig ilde; 
 du kan dratte ned.
 

ÅSE. 
 Dit bæst.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke spræl!
 

ÅSE. 
 Gid du var blæst 
 som en bytting ud af verden!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Fy da, moer!
 

ÅSE. 
 Tvi!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Giv mig heller 
 din velsignelse til færden. 
 Vil du? Hvad?
 

ÅSE. 
 Jeg vil dig dænge, 
 om du end er nok så stor!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, far vel da, kære moer! 
 Hav nu tål; jeg blir ej længe. 

(går, men vender sig, løfter fingeren formanende og siger:)

 Husk så på, du ikke spræller! 

(går.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Peer! – Gud hjælpe mig, nu går han! 
 Bukkesprænger! Løgnhals! Hej, 
 vil du høre! – Nej, der skrår han 
 over jordet –! 

(skrigende.)

 Hjælp! Jeg svimler! 

(To kærringer med sække på ryggen kommer nedover til kværnen.)
 

FØRSTE KÆRRING. 
 Kors; hvem skriger?
 

ÅSE. 
 Det er mig!
 

ANDEN KÆRRING. 
 Åse! Se, – så højt på strå?
 

ÅSE. 
 Dette her vil lidt forslå; – 
 snart, Gud bedre mig, jeg himler!
 

FØRSTE KÆRRING. 
 Signe rejsen!
 

ÅSE. 
 Hent en stige; 
 jeg vil ned! Den fandens Peer –
 

ANDEN KÆRRING. 
 Sønnen jers?
 

ÅSE. 
 Nu kan I sige, 
 I har set, hvor han sig ter.
 

FØRSTE KÆRRING. 
 Vi skal vidne.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hjælp mig bare; jeg vil bent til Hægstad fare –
 

ANDEN KÆRRING. 
 Er han der?
 

FØRSTE KÆRRING. 
 Så blir I hævnet; 
 smeden kommer og til stævnet.
 

ÅSE 

(vrider hænderne). 
 Å, Gud trøste mig for gutten! 
 de taer livet hans til slutten!
 

FØRSTE KÆRRING. 
 Ak, den lod er tidtnok drøftet; 
 trøst jer med, det så er laget!
 

ANDEN KÆRRING. 
 Hun er rent fra sans og vid. 

(råber opover:)

 Ejvind, Anders! Hej, kom hid!
 

EN MANDSSTEMME. 
 Hvad er fat?
 

ANDEN KÆRRING. 
 Peer Gynt har løftet 
 moer sin op på kværnetaget!
 

(En liden højde med busker og lyng. Bygdevejen går bagenfor; et gærde skiller imellem.)


(Peer Gynt kommer ad en gangsti, går raskt henimod gærdet, standser og ser ud, hvor udsigten åbner sig.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der ligger Hægstad. Snart er jeg fremme. 

(stiger halvt over; så betænker han sig.)

 Skal tro, hun Ingrid sidder ensom hjemme? 

(skygger for øjnene og ser bortover.)

 Nej. Sendingsfolk myldrer tilgårde som myg. – 
 Hm, det er kanske rettest jeg vender. 

(trækker atter benet til sig.)

 Stødt så flirer de bag ens ryg, 
 og tisker, så det tvers igennem en brænder. 

(går nogle skridt fra gærdet og river tankespredt i løvet.)

 Den, som havde noget stærkt at drikke. 
 Eller den, som kunde gå uformærkt. – 
 Eller den, som var ukendt. – Noget rigtig stærkt 
 var bedst, for så bider latteren ikke. 

(ser med engang ligesom forskræmt omkring sig; derpå skjuler han sig imellem buskerne. Nogle folk med sendingskost går forbi nedover mod bryllupsgården.)
 

EN MAND 

(i samtalen). 
 Faer hans var fordrukken, og moer hans er låk.
 

EN KONE. 
 Ja, så får en ikke undres på, at gutten blir et drog. 

(Folkene går videre. Lidt efter kommer Peer Gynt frem; han er skamrød i ansigtet og kiger efter dem.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(sagte). 
 Var det mig, de snakked om? 

(med et tvungent slæng.)

 Å, lad dem snakke! 
 De kan da vel ikke livet af mig rakke. 

(kaster sig ned i lyngbakken, ligger længe på ryggen med hænderne under hovedet og stirrer op i luften.)

 For en underlig sky. Den ligner en hest. 
 Der er mand på med, – og sadel – og grime. – 
 Bagefter rider en kærring på en lime. 

(ler småt ved sig selv.)

 Det er moer. Hun skælder og skriger: dit bæst; 
 hejda, Peer! – – 

(lidt efter lidt lukker han øjnene.)

 Ja, nu er hun bange. – 
 Peer Gynt rider først, og der følger ham mange. – – 
 Hesten har sølvtop og guldsko fire. 
 Selv har han handsker og sabel og slire. 
 Kåben er sid og med silke foret. 
 Gilde er de, som ham følger i sporet. 
 Ingen dog sidder så stout på folen. 
 Ingen dog glittrer som han imod solen. – 
 Nede står folk i klynger langs gærdet, 
 løfter på hatten og glaner ivejret. 
 Kvinderne neje sig. Alle kan kende 
 kejser Peer Gynt og hans tusende svende. 
 Tolvskillingsstykker og blanke marker 
 ned han som småsten på vejen sparker. 
 Rige som grever blir alle i bygden. 
 Peer Gynt rider tvers over havet i højden. 
 Engellands prins står på stranden og venter. 
 Det samme gør alle Engellands jenter. 
 Engellands stormænd og Engellands kejser, 
 der Peer rider frem, sig fra højbordet rejser. 
 Kejseren letter på kronen og siger –!
 

ASLAK SMED 

(til nogle andre, idet de går forbi hinsides gærdet). 
 Nej, se da; Peer Gynt, det drukne svin –!
 

PEER GYNT 

(farer halvt ivejret). 
 Hvad, kejser –!
 

SMEDEN 

(læner sig til gærdet og smågriner). 
 Rejs på dig, gutten min!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad djævelen! Smeden! Hvad godt vil du?
 

SMEDEN 

(til de andre). 
 Lunde-sviren hænger nok i ham endnu.
 

PEER GYNT 

(springer op). 
 Gå med det gode!
 

SMEDEN. 
 Jeg skal så, ja. Men karl, 
 hvor kommer du sidst ifra? 
 Sex uger væk. Var du bergtagen! Hvad?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har gjort underlige gerninger, smed!
 

SMEDEN 

(blinker til de andre). 
 Lad os høre, Peer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kommer ingen ved.
 

SMEDEN 

(lidt efter). 
 Du skal vel til Hægstad?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej.
 

SMEDEN. 
 En tid 
 de sagde, jenten derborte var dig blid.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du svarte korp –!
 

SMEDEN 

(viger lidt). 
 Ikke harm dig, Peer; 
 Har Ingrid vraget dig, så finds jo fler –; 
 tænk; søn til Jon Gynt! Følg med tilgårds; 
 der kommer både ung-lam og enker tilårs –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Til helved –!
 

SMEDEN. 
 Du finder nok en som vil ha’e dig. – 
 God kveld! Nu hilser jeg bruden fra dig. – 

(de går under latter og hvisken.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(ser en stund efter dem, gør et kast og vender sig halvt om). 
 For mig kan Hægstad-jenten sig gifte 
 med hvem hun vil. Jeg er lige sæl! 

(ser nedover sig.)

 Brogen revnet Fillet og fæl. – 
 Den som havde noget nyt at skifte. 

(stamper i bakken.)

 Kunde jeg med et slagtertag 
 rive dem ringagten ud af bringen! 

(ser sig pludselig om.)

 Hvad er det? Hvem er det, som flirer derbag? – 
 Hm, jeg syntes så visst – Nej, det var nok ingen. – 
 Jeg vil hjem til moer. 

(går opover men standser igen og lytter mod bryllupsgården.)

 De spiller til dans! 

(stirrer og lytter; går skridtvis nedover; øjnene lyser; han gnider sig langsad benene.)

 For en mylder af jenter! Syv-otte tilmands! 
 Å, piskende død, – jeg må med i laget! – 
 Men moer, som sidder på kværnetaget – – 

(Øjnene drages nedover igen; han hopper og ler.)

 Hejsan, hvor hallingen går over tråkken! 
 Ja, han Guttorm med felen er glup! 
 det låter og sprætter, som fos i et stup. 
 Og så hele den glittrende jenteflokken! – 
 Ja, piskende død må jeg med i laget! 

(sætter med et spring over gærdet og nedover vejen.)
 

(Tunet på Hægstad. Stuebygningen længst tilbage. Mange gæster. Dansen går livligt borte på græsvolden. Spillemanden sidder på et bord. Køgemesteren står i døren. Kokkekoner går frem og tilbage mellem bygningerne; ældre folk sidder hist og her i samtale.)
 

EN KONE 

(tager plads i en klynge, siddende på nogle tømmerstokke). 
 Bruden? Å, ja visst græder hun lidt; 
 men det skal en aldrig ændse.
 

KØGEMESTEREN 

(i en anden flok). 
 Nu får I, godtfolk, på dunken lænse.
 

EN MAND. 
 Tak, som byder; men du skænker for tidt.
 

EN GUT 

(til spillemanden, idet han flyver forbi med en jente ved hånden). 
 Hejsan, Guttorm, spar ikke strengene!
 

JENTEN. 
 Stryg, så det ljomer ud over engene!
 

JENTER 

(i ring om en gut, som danser). 
 Gildt kast var det!
 

EN JENTE. 
 Han er spænstig i læggen!
 

GUTTEN 

(dansende). 
 Her er højt til loftet og vidt til væggen!
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(smågrædende, nærmer sig faderen, som står i samtale med et par andre, og trækker ham i trøjen). 
 Hun vil ikke, faer; hun er så kaut!
 

FADEREN. 
 Hvad vil hun ikke?
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Hun har stængt sig inde.
 

FADEREN. 
 Nå, så se du kan nøglen finde.
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Jeg véd ikke vejen.
 

FADEREN. 
 Du er et naut! 

(vender sig til de andre igen. Brudgommen driver bortover tunet.)
 

EN GUT 

(fra bagsiden af huset). 
 Jenter! Nu kommer der liv i tingen! 
 Peer Gynt er på gården!
 

SMEDEN 

(der nys er trådt til). 
 Hvem har bedt ham?
 

KØGEMESTEREN. 
 Ingen. 

(går mod huset.)
 

SMEDEN 

(til jenterne). 
 Snakker han til jer, så hør ikke på ham!
 

EN JENTE 

(til de andre). 
 Nej; vi lader, som vi aldrig så ham.
 

PEER GYNT 

(kommer livfuld og hed, standser midt for flokken og slår i hænderne). 
 Hvem er den sprækeste jente i ringen?
 

EN ENKELT 

(til hvem han nærmer sig). 
 Ikke jeg.
 

EN ANDEN 

(ligeså). 
 Ikke jeg.
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Ja, jeg ikke heller.
 

PEER GYNT 

(til en fjerde). 
 Så kom da du, før en bedre sig melder.
 

JENTEN 

(vender sig). 
 Har ikke tid.
 

PEER GYNT 

(til en femte). 
 Så du!
 

JENTEN 

(idet hun går). 
 Jeg skal hjem.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikveld? Er du rent fra sans og samling.
 

SMEDEN 

(lidt efter, halvhøjt). 
 Peer; der går hun til dans med en gamling.
 

PEER GYNT 

(vender sig rask til en ældre mand). 
 Hvor er de ledige, du!
 

MANDEN. 
 Find dem frem. 

(går fra ham.)

 (Peer Gynt er med et bleven stille. Han skotter skjult og sky mod flokken. Alle ser på ham, men ingen taler. Han nærmer sig andre klynger. Hvor han kommer bliver der taushed; fjerner han sig, smiler man og ser efter ham.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(sagte). 
 Øjekast; sylhvasse tanker og smil. 
 Det gnisler, som sagbladet under en fil! 

(han stryger sig langs gærdet. Solvejg, med lille Helga ved hånden, kommer ind på tunet i følge med forældrene.)
 

EN MAND 

(til en anden i nærheden af Peer Gynt). 
 Se indflytterfolket.
 

DEN ANDEN. 
 De vesterfra?
 

FØRSTE. 
 Ja, de fra Hedalen.
 

ANDEN. 
 Rigtig! ja.
 

PEER GYNT 

(træder ivejen for de kommende, peger på Solvejg og spørger manden)

 Får jeg danse med datter din?
 

MANDEN 

(stille). 
 Får så; men først 
 må vi ind og hilse på folk i huset. 

(de går ind.)
 

KØGEMESTEREN 

(til Peer Gynt, idet han byder drikke). 
 Er du kommen, så skal du vel stikke på kruset!
 

PEER GYNT 

(ser ufravendt efter de gående). 
 Tak; jeg skal danse. Jeg har ingen tørst. 

(Køgemesteren går fra ham. Peer Gynt ser mod huset og ler.)

 Hvor lys! Nej, skulde du set en slig! 
 Skotted ned på skoen og det hvide sprede –! 
 Og så holdt hun i moderens skørteflig, 
 og bar en salmebog svøbt i et klæde –! 
 Jeg må se på den jenten. 

(vil ind i stuen.)
 

EN GUT 

(kommer med flere derfra). 
 Peer, går du alt 
 fra dansen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej.
 

GUTTEN. 
 Men så stævner du galt! 

(tager ham i akslen for at vende ham.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Lad mig slippe forbi!
 

GUTTEN. 
 Er du ræd for smeden?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg ræd?
 

GUTTEN. 
 Ja, du minds vel på Lunde forleden? 

(Flokken ler og går ned til dansepladsen.)
 

SOLVEJG 

(i døren). 
 Du er visst den gutten, som vilde danse?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja vel er jeg det; kan du ikke sanse? 

(tager hende i hånden.)

 Kom så!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Ikke for langt, sa’e moer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sa’e moer? Sa’e moer! Er du født ifjor?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Du gør nar –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du er dog en unge næsten. 
 Er du voksen?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Jeg gik ivåres til presten.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sig navnet dit, tøs, så snakker vi lettere.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Jeg heder Solvejg. – Og hvad heder du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Peer Gynt.
 

SOLVEJG 

(trækker hånden til sig). 
 Å, kors da!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad er det nu?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Mit strømpebånd er løst; jeg må binde det tættere. 

(går fra ham.)
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(trækker i sin moder). 
 Moer, hun vil ikke –!
 

MODEREN. 
 Vil ikke? Hvad?
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Vil ikke, moer!
 

MODEREN. 
 Hvad?
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Lette på låsen.
 

FADEREN 

(sagte og arrig). 
 Å, du var værd at binde i båsen!
 

MODEREN. 
 Nå, skæld ikke. Stakkar, han blir nok bra’. 

(de går bortover.)
 

EN GUT 

(som kommer med en hel sværm fra dansepladsen). 
 Lidt brændevin, Peer?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej.
 

GUTTEN. 
 Bare lidt?
 

PEER GYNT 

(ser mørkt på ham). 
 Har du noget?
 

GUTTEN. 
 Det kunde nok hænde. 

(trækker en lommeflaske frem og drikker.)

 Ah! hvor det river! – Nå?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Lad mig kende. 

(drikker.)
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Nu får du også smage på mit.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej!
 

DEN SAMME. 
 Å, snak; vær nu ingen tåbe. 
 Drik du, Peer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så giv mig en dråbe. 

(drikker igen.)
 

EN JENTE 

(halvsagte). 
 Kom, lad os gå.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Er du ræd for mig, tøs?
 

EN TREDJE GUT. 
 Hvem er ikke ræd for dig!
 

EN FJERDE. 
 På Lunde viste du jo hvad konster du kunde.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg kan mer end som så, når jeg først slår mig løs!
 

FØRSTE GUT 

(hviskende). 
 Nu kommer han sig!
 

FLERE 

(slår kreds om ham). 
 Fortæl; fortæl! Hvad kan du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Imorgen –!
 

ANDRE. 
 Nej, nu ikveld!
 

EN JENTE. 
 Kan du hekse, Peer?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg kan mane fanden!
 

EN MAND. 
 Det har bedstemoer kunnet før jeg blev født!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Løgnhals! Hvad jeg kan, kan ingen anden. 
 Jeg har engang manet ham ind i en nødd. 
 Den var ormstukken, ser I!
 

FLERE 

(leende). 
 Det er grejdt at skønne!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Han banded og græd og vilde mig lønne 
 med ligt og uligt –
 

EN I FLOKKEN. 
 Men måtte derind?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja vel. Jeg dytted hullet med en pind. 
 Hej! I skulde hørt ham surre og rumle!
 

EN JENTE. 
 Nej, tænk!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det var plent som en hører en humle.
 

JENTEN. 
 Har du ham endnu i nødden?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, 
 nu er den djævel strøgen sin vej. 
 Det er hans skyld at smeden har lagt mig for had.
 

EN GUT. 
 Så, du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg gik til smidjen og bad 
 han vilde knække den nøddeskallen. 
 Det lovte han! lagde den bort på pallen; 
 men Aslak er nu så hårdhændt, han; – 
 og stødt så skal han nu bruge slæggen –
 

EN STEMME FRA FLOKKEN. 
 Slog han fanden ihjæl?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Han slog som en mand. 
 Men fanden hytted sig, foer som en brand 
 tvers gennem taget og kløvte væggen.
 

FLERE. 
 Og smeden –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Stod der med stegte hænder. 
 Siden den dag var vi aldrig venner. 

(almindelig latter.)
 

NOGLE. 
 Den ræglen er god!
 

ANDRE. 
 Den er snart hans bedste!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tror I, jeg digter ihob?
 

EN MAND. 
 Å nej, 
 det er du fri for; jeg kender det meste 
 fra farfaer –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Løgn! Det er hændt med mig!
 

MANDEN. 
 Det er jo alting.
 

PEER GYNT 

(med et slæng). 
 Hej, jeg kan ride 
 rakt gennem luften på gilde heste! 
 Å, jeg kan mangeting, jeg, skal I vide. 

(Skoggerlatter igen.)
 

EN I FLOKKEN. 
 Peer, rid lidt i luften!
 

MANGE. 
 Ja, kære Peer Gynt –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I har ikke nødig at trygle så tyndt. 
 Jeg skal ride som et uvejr over jer alle! 
 Hele sognet skal mig tilfode falde!
 

EN ÆLDRE MAND. 
 Nu er han rivende gal.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Det fæ!
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Storskryder!
 

EN FJERDE. 
 Løgnhals!
 

PEER GYNT 

(truer mod dem). 
 Ja vent, skal I se!
 

EN MAND 

(halvdrukken). 
 Ja vent; du skal få dig en børstet trøje!
 

FLERE. 
 En mørbanket ryg! Et blåmalet øje! 

(Sværmen spreder sig, de ældre i vrede, de yngre under spot og latter.)
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(tæt indved ham). 
 Du, Peer, er det sandt du kan ride i luften?
 

PEER GYNT 

(kort). 
 Alting, Mads! Du må tro, jeg er kar’, jeg.
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Så har du vel også usynligheds-kuften?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hatten, mener du? Ja, den har jeg. 

(vender sig fra ham. Solvejg går over tunet med Helga ved hånden.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(mod dem; det lysner i ham). 
 Solvejg! Å, det er godt du kommer! 

(griber hende om håndledet.)

 Nu skal jeg svinge dig spræk og gild!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Slip mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvorfor?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Du er så vild.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vild er renbukken med, når det gryr mod sommer. 
 Kom så, jente; vær ikke tvær!
 

SOLVEJG 

(trækker armen til sig). 
 Tør ikke.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvorfor?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Nej, du har drukket. 

(går bortover med Helga.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den, som havde sit knivsblad stukket 
 tvers igennem dem, – en og hver!
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(puffer ham med albuen). 
 Kan du ikke hjælpe mig ind til bruden?
 

PEER GYNT 

(tankespredt). 
 Bruden? Hvor er hun?
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 På stabburet.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå.
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Å, du, Peer Gynt, du får friste på!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, du får være min hjælp foruden. 

(en tanke skyder op i ham; han siger sagte og hvast:)

 Ingrid på stabburet! 

(nærmer sig Solvejg.)

 Har du betænkt dig? 

(Solvejg vil gå; han træder ivejen.)

 Du skæms, fordi jeg ser ud som en fant.
 

SOLVEJG 

(hastigt). 
 Det gør du ikke; det er ikke sandt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jo! Og så er jeg lidt på en kant; 
 men det var på trods, for du havde krænkt mig. 
 Kom så!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Tør ikke nu, om jeg vilde!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem er du ræd for?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Mest for faer.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Faer? Ja vel; han er af de stille! 
 Hælder han med øret? Hvad? – Nå, svar!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Hvad skal jeg svare?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Er faer din læser? 
 Er ikke du og moer din med? 
 Nå, vil du svare!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Lad mig gå i fred.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej! 

(dæmpet, men hvast og skræmmende.)

 Jeg kan skabe mig om til en trold! 
 Jeg skal komme for sengen din inat klokken tolv. 
 Hører du nogen, som hvæser og fræser, 
 så må du ikke bilde dig ind det er katten. 
 Det er mig, du! Jeg tapper dit blod i en kop; 
 og din vesle syster, hende æder jeg op; 
 ja, for du skal vide, jeg er varulv om natten; – 
 jeg skal bide dig over lænder og ryg – – 

(slår på engang om og beder som i angst:)

 Dans med mig, Solvejg!
 

SOLVEJG 

(ser mørkt på ham). 
 Nu var du styg. 

(går ind i stuen.)
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(kommer drivende igen). 
 Du skal få en stud, vil du hjælpe mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kom! 

(De går bag huset. Idetsamme kommer en stor flok fra dansepladsen; de fleste er drukne. Larm og opstyr. Solvejg, Helga og forældrene kommer med endel ældre folk ud i døren.)
 

KØGEMESTEREN 

(til smeden, som er fremmest i flokken). 
 Hold fred!
 

SMEDEN 

(trækker trøjen af). 
 Nej, nu skal her æskes dom. 
 Peer Gynt eller jeg skal i bakken bændes.
 

NOGLE. 
 Ja, lad dem nappes!
 

ANDRE. 
 Nej, bare skændes!
 

SMEDEN. 
 Næver må til; her båder ej ord.
 

SOLVEJGS FADER. 
 Styr dig, mand!
 

HELGA. 
 Vil de slå ham, moer?
 

EN GUT. 
 Lad os heller gøgle med alle hans løgne!
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Sparke ham af laget!
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Spytte ham i øjne!
 

EN FJERDE 

(til smeden). 
 Stikker du op, du?
 

SMEDEN 

(kaster trøjen fra sig). 
 Øget skal slagtes!
 

INDFLYTTERKONEN 

(til Solvejg). 
 Der kan du se hvor den tomsing agtes.
 

ÅSE 

(kommer med en kæp i hånden). 
 Er sønnen min her? Nu skal han ha’e stryg! 
 Nej, hvor inderligt jeg skal dænge ham!
 

SMEDEN 

(brætter skjorteærmerne op). 
 Til slig en krop er påken for myg.
 

NOGLE. 
 Smeden vil dænge ham!
 

ANDRE. 
 Flænge ham!
 

SMEDEN 

(spytter i hænderne og nikker til Åse). 
 Hænge ham!
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvad! Hænge min Peer! Ja, prøv om I tør; – 
 Åse og jeg vi har tænder og klør! 
 Hvor er han? 

(råber henover tunet.)

 Peer!
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(kommer løbende). 
 Å, Guds død og plage! 
 Kom, faer og moer, og –!
 

FADEREN. 
 Hvad er ivejen?
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Tænk, Peer Gynt –!
 

ÅSE 

(skriger). 
 Har de taget ham afdage?
 

BRUDGOMMEN. 
 Nej, Peer Gynt –! Se, opover hejen –!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Med bruden!
 

ÅSE 

(lader kæppen synke). 
 Det ubæst!
 

SMEDEN 

(som himmelfalden). 
 I bratteste fjeldet klyver han, ja-Gud, på gedens vis!
 

BRUDGOMMEN 

(grædende). 
 Han bær’ hende, moer, som en bær’ en gris!
 

ÅSE 

(truer op til ham). 
 O, gid du faldt ned og –! 

(skriger i angst.)

 Træd varsomt i hældet!
 

HÆGSTADBONDEN 

(kommer barhovedet og hvid af vrede). 
 Jeg tager hans liv for det bruderov!
 

ÅSE. 
 Å, nej Gud straffe mig om I får lov!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(En trang fjeldsti højt oppe. Det er tidlig morgen.)


(Peer Gynt går ilsomt og uvilligt langs stien. Ingrid, halvt brudepyntet, søger at holde ham tilbage.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gå ifra mig!
 

INGRID 

(grædende). 
 Efter dette! Hvor?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så langt du vil for mig.
 

INGRID 

(vrider hænderne). 
 O, hvad svig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Unyttig trætte. 
 Hver får gå sin egen vej.
 

INGRID. 
 Brot – og brot igen os binder!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Djævlen stå i alt, som minder! 
 Djævlen stå i alle kvinder, – – 
 uden én –!
 

INGRID. 
 Hvem er den ene?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke dig.
 

INGRID. 
 Hvem er det da?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gå! Gå did du kom ifra! 
 Fort! Til faer din!
 

INGRID. 
 Kære, vene –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ti!
 

INGRID. 
 Du kan umuligt mene, 
 hvad du siger.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kan og vil.
 

INGRID. 
 Lokke først, – og så forskyde!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og hvad kår har du at byde?
 

INGRID. 
 Hægstad gård og mere til.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har du salmebog i klædet? 
 Har du guldfaks over nakken? 
 Skotter du nedover spredet? 
 Holder du din moer i stakken? 
 Svar!
 

INGRID. 
 Nej; men –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gik du til presten 
 nu ivår da?
 

INGRID. 
 Nej, men Peer –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har du blygsel over øjet? 
 Kan du nægte, når jeg beer?
 

INGRID. 
 Kors; jeg tror, hans vid er fløjet –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Blir der helg, når en dig ser? 
 Svar!
 

INGRID. 
 Nej, men –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad er så resten! 

(vil gå.)
 

INGRID 

(træder ivejen). 
 Véd du, det er halsløs dåd, 
 hvis du sviger?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Får så være.
 

INGRID. 
 Du kan vinde gods og ære, 
 hvis du taer mig –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har ej råd.
 

INGRID 

(brister i gråd). 
 O, du lokked –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du var villig.
 

INGRID. 
 Trøstløs var jeg!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg var yr.
 

INGRID 

(truende). 
 Ja, men boden blir dig dyr!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Dyrest bod får kaldes billig.
 

INGRID. 
 Står du fast ved dit?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Som sten.
 

INGRID. 
 Godt; så se da, hvem som vinder! 

(går nedover.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(tier en stund; med et skriger han)

 Djævlen stå i alt, som minder! 
 Djævlen stå i alle kvinder!
 

INGRID 

(drejer hovedet og råber hånligt op). 
 Uden én!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja; uden én. 

(de går hver sin vej.)
 

(Ved et fjeldvand; det er blødt og myrlændt omkring. Et uvejr trækker op.)


(Åse, fortvivlet, råber og ser sig om til alle sider. Solvejg har ondt for at holde skridt med hende. Indflytterfolkene og Helga et stykke bagefter.)
 

ÅSE 

(fægter med armene og river sig i håret). 
 Alting er imod mig med vredens vælde! 
 Himmel og vand og de stygge fjelde! 
 Himlen vælter skodde for at forvilde ham! 
 Det lumske vand vil ved livet skille ham! 
 Fjeldene vil slå ham med skred og rap; – 
 og så menneskene! De er ude på drab! 
 Nej-Gud om de skal! Jeg kan ikke miste ham! 
 O, den bytting; at fanden skulde friste ham! 

(vender sig til Solvejg.)

 Ja, er det ikke rent utænkeligt sligt? – 
 Han, som stødt foer med løgn og digt; – 
 han, som bare i munden var stærk; 
 han, som aldrig har prøvet et dugeligt værk; – 
 han –! En kunde både græde og le! – 
 O, vi holdt sammen i nød og ve. 
 Ja, for du skal vide, manden min drak, 
 foer bygden rundt med dårskab og snak, 
 ødte og trådte vor velstand under fod. 
 Og imens sad jeg og Vesle-Peer hjemme. 
 Vi vidste ikke bedre råd, end at glemme; 
 for det falder mig så svært at stå rigtig imod. 
 Det er så fælt at se skæbnen under øjne; 
 og så vil en jo gerne ryste sorgerne af sig, 
 og prøve som bedst at skyde tankerne fra sig. 
 Én bruger brændevin, en anden bruger løgne; 
 å, ja! så brugte vi eventyr 
 om prinser og trolde og alleslags dyr. 
 Om bruderov med. Men hvem kunde tænkt, 
 de fandens rægler skulde i ham hængt? 

(forfærdet igen.)

 Hu, for et skrig! Det er nøkken eller draugen! 
 Peer! Peer! – Deroppe på haugen –! 

(løber op over en liden højde og ser over vandet. Indflytterfolkene kommer til.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Ikke spor at se!
 

MANDEN 

(stille). 
 Det er værst for ham.
 

ÅSE 

(grædende). 
 Ak, min Peer! Mit fortabte lam!
 

MANDEN 

(nikker mildt). 
 Ja, rigtig. Fortabt.
 

ÅSE. 
 Nej, snak ikke slig! 
 Han er så glup. Der er ingen ham lig.
 

MANDEN. 
 Du dårlige kvinde!
 

ÅSE. 
 Å-ja, å-ja; 
 jeg er dårlig; men gutten er bra’!
 

MANDEN 

(altid dæmpet og med milde øjne). 
 Hans sind er forhærdet; hans sjæl er tabt.
 

ÅSE 

(angst). 
 Nej, nej da! Så hård er Vorherre knapt!
 

MANDEN. 
 Tror du han kan for sin syndegæld sukke?
 

ÅSE 

(ivrig). 
 Nej, men han kan ride i luften på bukke!
 

KONEN. 
 Kors, er I gal?
 

MANDEN. 
 Hvad siger I, moer?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ingen gerning er ham for stor. 
 I skal se, får han bare leve så længe –
 

MANDEN. 
 Bedst var det, I så ham i galgen hænge.
 

ÅSE 

(skriger). 
 Kors i Jesu navn!
 

MANDEN. 
 Under mestermands hænder 
 tør ske, at hans sind sig til anger vender.
 

ÅSE 

(fortumlet). 
 Å, I snakker mig snart i svime! 
 Vi må finde ham!
 

MANDEN. 
 Frelse hans sjæl.
 

ÅSE. 
 Og krop! 
 Sidder han i myren, må vi drage ham op; 
 er han bergtagen, må vi efter ham kime.
 

MANDEN. 
 Hm! – Her er fævej –
 

ÅSE. 
 Gud lønne jer rigt, 
 at I hjælper mig tilrette!
 

MANDEN. 
 Det er kristenpligt.
 

ÅSE. 
 Tvi; da er de hedninger, alle de andre! 
 Der var ikke én, som med vilde vandre –
 

MANDEN. 
 De har kendt ham for godt.
 

ÅSE. 
 Han var dem for gild! 

(vrider hænderne.)

 Og tænk, – og tænk, hans liv står på spil!
 

MANDEN. 
 Her er spor af mandefod.
 

ÅSE. 
 Her må vi lede;
 

MANDEN. 
 Under sæteren vor vil vi flokken sprede. 

(han og konen går foran.)
 

SOLVEJG 

(til Åse). 
 Fortæl mig lidt mere.
 

ÅSE 

(tørrer øjnene). 
 Om sønnen min?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Ja; – 
 alting!
 

ÅSE 

(smiler og knejser med nakken). 
 Alting? – Træt blev du da!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Før blir I træt af talen at føre, 
 end jeg af at høre.
 

(Lave træløse højder opunder fjeldvidden; tinder længere borte. Skyggerne falder lange; det er sent på dagen.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(kommer i fuldt sprang og standser i bakken). 
 Hele sognet er efter i flok! 
 De har væbnet sig både med rifle og stok. 
 Fremst kan en høre Hægstadgubben tude. – 
 Nu spørges det vidt, at Peer Gynt er ude! 
 Det er noget andet end at baske med en smed! 
 Det er liv! En blir bjørn i hvert et led. 

(slår om sig og springer ivejret.)

 Bryde, vælte, stemme fossen imod! 
 Slå! Rykke furuen op med rod! 
 Det er liv! Det kan både hærde og højne! 
 Til helved med alle de vasne løgne!
 

TRE SÆTERJENTER 

(løber over bakkerne, skrigende og syngende). 
 Trold i Valfjeldet! Bård og Kåre! 
 Troldpak! Vil I sove i armene vore?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem skriger I efter?
 

JENTERNE. 
 Efter trold! Efter trold!
 

FØRSTE JENTE. 
 Trond! Far med lempe!
 

ANDEN JENTE. 
 Bård! Far med vold!
 

TREDJE JENTE. 
 I sælet står alle koverne tomme!
 

FØRSTE JENTE. 
 Vold er lempe!
 

ANDEN JENTE. 
 Og lempe er vold!
 

TREDJE JENTE. 
 Fattes der gutter, en leger med trold!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvor er gutterne da?
 

ALLE TRE 

(skoggerleende). 
 De kan ikke komme!
 

FØRSTE JENTE. 
 Min kaldte mig både for kærest og frænke. 
 Nu er han gift med en halvgammel enke.
 

ANDEN JENTE. 
 Min mødte en tatertøs nord i lien. 
 Nu traver de to på fantestien.
 

TREDJE JENTE. 
 Min tog løsungen vor afdage. 
 Nu står hans hoved og griner på en stage.
 

ALLE TRE. 
 Trond i Valfjeldet! Bård og Kåre! 
 Troldpak! Vil I sove i armene vore?
 

PEER GYNT 

(står med et spring imellem dem). 
 Jeg er tre hoders trold, og tre jenters gut!
 

JENTERNE. 
 Er du slig karl, du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I får dømme til slut!
 

FØRSTE JENTE. 
 Til sælet! Til sælet!
 

ANDEN JENTE. 
 Vi har mjød!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Lad den flomme!
 

TREDJE JENTE. 
 Denne lørdagsnat skal ingen kover stå tomme!
 

ANDEN JENTE 

(kysser ham). 
 Han gnistrer og sprutter som glohede jernet.
 

TREDJE JENTE 

(ligeså). 
 Som barneøje fra svarteste tjernet.
 

PEER GYNT 

(danser i flokken). 
 Hugen sturen og tanken kåd. 
 I øjet latter; i halsen gråd!
 

JENTERNE 

(gør lange næser mod bergnuterne, skriger og synger). 
 Trond i Valfjeldet! Bård og Kåre! 
 Troldpak! – Fik I sove i armene vore? 

(de danser bortover højderne med Peer Gynt imellem sig.)
 

(Mellem Ronderne. Solnedgang. Skinnende snetoppe rundt om.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(kommer yr og forvildet). 
 Slot over slot sig bygger! 
 Hej, for en skinnende port! 
 Stå! Vil du stå! Det rygger 
 længer og længere bort! 
 Hanen på fløjen løfter 
 vingerne sine til flugt; – 
 alt blåner sig bort i kløfter, 
 og berget er låst og lukt. – 
 Hvad er det for stammer og rødder, 
 som vokser af åsens spræk? 
 Det er kæmper med hegrefødder! 
 Nu dåner de også væk. 
 Det vimrer, som regnbustrimer; 
 det skær mig i sind og syn. 
 Hvad er det, som langvejs kimer? 
 Hvad vægt på mit øjenbryn! 
 Hu, hvor det værker i panden. 
 En brændende glohed ring –! 
 Jeg kan ikke mindes, hvem fanden 
 der brændte mig den omkring! 

(segner ned.)

 Flugt over Gendin-eggen. 
 Digt og forbandet løgn? 
 Opover bratteste væggen 
 med bruden, – og drukken et døgn; 
 jaget af høg og af glenter, 
 truet af trold og sligt, 
 turet med galne jenter; – 
 løgn og forbandet digt! 

(stirrer længe opad.)

 Der sejler to brune ørne. 
 Mod sør går de vilde gæs. 
 Og her skal jeg traske og tørne 
 i mudder og søl tilknæs! 

(springer ivejret.)

 Jeg vil med! Jeg vil vaske mig ren i 
 de hvasseste vindes bad! 
 Jeg vil højt! Jeg vil dukke mig vén i 
 det skinnende døbefad! 
 Jeg vil ud over sæterbøen; 
 jeg vil ride mig skær tilsinds; 
 jeg vil fram over salte sjøen, 
 og højt over Engellands prins; 
 Ja, glan kun, I unge jenter; 
 min færd kommer ingen ved; 
 det er ikke gavn at I venter –! 
 Jo, kanske jeg svipper derned. – 
 Hvad nu da? De brune ørne –? 
 Jeg mener fanden dem tog! – 
 Der rejser sig gavlens hjørne; 
 det højnes i hver en krog; 
 det vokser sig op af gruset; – 
 se, porten vidåben står! 
 Ha, ha, nu kender jeg huset; 
 det er farfars nybygte gård! 
 Væk er de gamle klude; 
 væk gærdet, som stod for fald. 
 Det glittrer fra hver en rude; 
 der er lag i den store sal. 
 Der hørte jeg provsten klaske 
 med knivsryggen mod sit glas; – 
 der slængte kaptejnen sin flaske, 
 så spejlvæggen sprak i knas. – 
 Lad ødes; lad gå tilspilde! 
 Ti, moer; det er lige fedt! 
 Den rige Jon Gynt holder gilde; 
 Hurra for den gyntske æt! 
 Hvad er det for ståk og stønnen? 
 Hvad er det for skrig og skrål? 
 Kaptejnen råber på sønnen; 
 å, provsten vil drikke min skål. 
 Ind da, Peer Gynt, til dommen; 
 den lyder i sang og klang: 
 Peer Gynt, af stort est du kommen, 
 og til stort skalst du vorde engang! 

(springer fremad, men render næsen mod et bergstykke, falder og blir liggende.)
 

(En lid med store susende løvtræer. Stjerner blinker gennem løvet; fugle synger i trætoppene.)


(En grønklædt kvinde går i liden. Peer Gynt følger efter under alleslags forelskede fagter.)
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 

(standser og vender sig). 
 Er det sandt?
 

PEER GYNT 

(skærer med fingeren over struben). 
 Så sandt, som jeg heder Peer; – 
 så sandt, som du er en dejlig kvinde! 
 Vil du ha’e mig? Du skal se, hvor fint jeg mig ter; 
 du skal hverken træde væven eller spinde. 
 Mad skal du få, så du er færdig at sprække. 
 Aldrig skal jeg dig i håret trække –
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Ikke slå mig heller!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, var det ligt? 
 Vi kongssønner slår ikke kvindfolk og sligt.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Er du kongssøn?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Jeg er Dovrekongens datter.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Er du det? Se, se; det træffer jo godt.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Inde i Ronden har faer min sit slot.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Da har moer min et større, såvidt jeg fatter.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Kender du faer min? Han heder kong Brose.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kender du moer min? Hun heder dronning Åse.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Når faer min er sindt, så sprækker fjelde.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De raper, bare moer min taer på at skælde.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Faer min kan spænde under højeste hvælven.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Moer min kan ride gennem strideste elven.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Har du anden klædning, end de fillerne der?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hå, du skulde se mine søndagsklæer!
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Jeg går til hverdags i guld og silke.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det tykkes dog ligere stry og stilke.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Ja, der er ét, du må komme ihug; 
 så er nu Rondefolkets skik og brug: 
 tvefold laget er alt vort eje. 
 Kommer du frem til min faders gård, 
 tør det hænde sig let, at du er påveje 
 til at tro, du i styggeste stenrøsen står.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, er det ikke akkurat sligt hos os? 
 Alt guldet vil tykkes dig rusk og bos? 
 og kanske vil du tro, hver glittrende rude 
 er en bylt af gamle hoser og klude.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Svart tykkes hvidt, og stygt tykkes vent.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Stort tykkes lidt, og skident tykkes rent!
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 

(falder ham om halsen). 
 Ja, Peer, så ser jeg, vi to passer sammen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Som benet og brogen; som håret og kammen.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 

(råber bort i liden). 
 Brudehest! Brudehest! Kom, brudehesten min! 

(En kæmpestor gris kommer løbende med en tougstump til grime og en gammel sæk til sadel. Peer Gynt svinger sig op og tager den grønklædte foran sig.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hejsan! Vi skal stryge gennem Rondeporten ind! 
 Rap dig, rap dig, min ganger god!
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 

(kælen). 
 Ak, nylig gik jeg så stur og mod –. 
 Nej, en véd aldrig hvad der kan hændes!
 

PEER GYNT 

(prygler grisen og traver afsted). 
 På ridestellet skal storfolk kendes!
 

(Dovregubbens kongshal. Stor forsamling af hoftrolde, tomtegubber og hougmænd. Dovregubben i højsædet med krone og spir. Hans børn og nærmeste slægtninge til begge sider. Peer Gynt står for ham. Stærk røre i salen.)
 

HOFTROLDENE. 
 Slagt ham! Kristenmands søn har dåret 
 Dovregubbens veneste mø!
 

EN TROLDUNGE. 
 Må jeg skære ham i fingren?
 

EN ANDEN TROLDUNGE. 
 Må jeg rive ham i håret?
 

EN TROLDJOMFRU. 
 Hu, hej, lad mig bide ham i låret!
 

TROLDHEKS 

(med en slev). 
 Skal han lages til sod og sø?
 

EN ANDEN TROLDHEKS 

(med retterkniv). 
 Skal han steges på spid eller brunes i gryde?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Isvand i blodet! 

(vinker sine fortrolige nærmere til sig.)

 Lad os ikke skryde. 
 Vi er gået tilagters i de senere år; 
 vi véd ikke mer om det ramler eller står, 
 og folkehjælp skal en ikke fra sig skyde. 
 Desuden er gutten fast uden lyde, 
 og stærkbygget med, såvidt jeg ser. 
 Sandt nok, han har kun et eneste hode; 
 men datter min har jo heller ikke fler. 
 Tre hoders trolde går rent af mode; 
 selv tvehoder får en knapt øje på, 
 og de hoder er endda kun så som så. 

(til Peer Gynt.)

 Altså, det er min datter, du kræver?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Din datter og riget i medgift, ja.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Det halve får du, imens jeg lever, 
 og det andet halve, når jeg engang falder fra.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det er jeg nøjd med.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Ja, stop, min gut! – 
 du har også nogle tilsagn at give. 
 Brydes ét af dem, er hele pagten brudt, 
 og du slipper ikke herfra ilive. 
 For det første må du love, at du aldrig ændser 
 hvad der ligger udenfor Rondernes grænser; 
 dag skal du sky, og dåd og hver lysbar plet.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Får jeg kaldes for konge, så holdes det let.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Dernæst, – nu vil jeg i kløgt dig prøve – 

(rejser sig i sædet.)
 

DET ÆLDSTE HOFTROLD 

(til Peer Gynt). 
 Lad se, om du har en visdomstand, 
 som kan Dovregubbens gådenødd kløve!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Hvad er forskellen mellem trold og mand?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der er ingen forskel, så vidt jeg ser. 
 Stortrold vil stege og småtrold vil klore; – 
 ligeså hos os, hvis bare de turde.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Sandt nok; vi er ens i det og mer. 
 Men morgen er morgen og kveld er kveld, 
 så forskel blir der nu lige vel. – 
 Nu skal du høre hvad det er for noget: 
 Derude, under det skinnende hvælv, 
 mellem mænd det heder: „Mand, vær dig selv!” 
 Herinde hos os mellem troldenes flok 
 det heder: „Trold, vær dig selv – nok!”
 

HOFTROLDET 

(til Peer Gynt). 
 Øjner du dybden?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det tykkes mig tåget.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 „Nok”, min søn, det kløvende, stærke 
 ord må stå i dit våbenmærke.
 

PEER GYNT 

(river sig bag øret). 
 Nej, men –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Det må, skal du her vorde herre!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, skidt; lad gå; det er jo ikke værre –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Dernæst må du lære at sætte pris 
 på vor jævne hjemlige levevis. 

(han vinker: to trolde med svinehoveder, hvide nathuer, o. s. v. bringer mad og drikke.)

 Koen giver kager og studen mjød; 
 spørg ej om den smager sur eller sød; 
 hovedsagen er, det får du ej glemme, 
 den er brygget herhjemme.
 

PEER GYNT 

(støder sagerne fra sig). 
 Fanden med eders hjemlige drik! 
 Jeg vænner mig aldrig til landsens skik.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Bollen følger med, og den er af guld. 
 Hvo guldbollen ejer, ham er datter min huld.
 

PEER GYNT 

(grundende). 
 Der står jo skrevet: Du skal tvinge din natur; – 
 og i længden falder drikken vel mindre sur. 
 Lad gå! 

(føjer sig.)
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Se, det er fornuftigt sagt. 
 Du spytter?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En får håbe på vanens magt.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Dernæst må du kaste dine kristenmands-klæder; 
 thi det skal du vide til vort Dovres hæder: 
 her er alting fjeldvirket, ingenting fra dalen, 
 undtagen silkesløjfen yderst på halen.
 

PEER GYNT 

(vred). 
 Jeg har ingen hale!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Så kanst du få. 
 Hoftrold, bind ham min søndagshale på.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, om du får! Vil I gøre mig til nar?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Bejl aldrig til datter min med bagen bar.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gøre mennesker til dyr!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Min søn, du fejler; 
 jeg gør dig bare til en høvelig bejler. 
 Du skal få en brandgul sløjfe at bære, 
 og det gælder her for den højeste ære.
 

PEER GYNT 

(betænksomt). 
 Der siges jo, mennesket er kun et fnug. 
 Og lidt får en lempes efter skik og brug. 
 Bind væk!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Du est en medgørlig fyr.
 

HOFTROLDET. 
 Prøv nu, hvor fint du kan svanse og svinge!
 

PEER GYNT 

(arrig). 
 Hå, vil I endnu til mere mig tvinge? 
 kræver I også min kristenmands-tro?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Nej, den kan du gerne beholde i ro. 
 Troen går frit; den lægges ingen told på; 
 det er skorpen og snittet en skal kende et trold på. 
 Bare vi er ens i lader og klædsel, 
 kan du gerne kalde tro, hvad vi kalder rædsel.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du er dog, de mange vilkår tiltrods, 
 mere rimelig karl, end en skulde frygte.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Min søn, vi trolde er bedre end vort rygte; 
 det er også en forskel mellem jer og os. – 
 Dog, endt er gildets alvorlige del; 
 nu vil vi ører og øjne fryde. 
 Spillemø, frem! Lad Dovreharpen lyde! 
 Dansemø, frem! Træd Dovrehallens fjæl! 

(Spil og dans.)
 

HOFTROLDET. 
 Hvad tykkes dig?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tykkes, hm! –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Tal uden frygt. 
 Hvad ser du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Noget ustyggelig stygt. 
 Med kloven slår en bjeldeko et tarmestrængt spil. 
 I stuthoser tripper en purke dertil.
 

HOFTROLDENE. 
 Æd ham!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Husk, han har menneskesanser!
 

TROLDJOMFRUER. 
 Hu, riv af ham både øre og øje!
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 

(grædende). 
 Huhu! Sligt må vi høre og døje, 
 når jeg og søster min spiller og danser!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Åhå; var det dig? Lidt spøg i gildet, 
 det véd du, er aldrig så ilde ment.
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Tør du bande på det?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Både dansen og spillet 
 var, katten klore mig, rigtig pent.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Det er underligt med den menneskeart; 
 den hænger i så mærkværdigt længe. 
 Får den i dyst med os en flænge, 
 sætter den vel ar, men den heles snart. 
 Min svigersøn er nu så føjelig som nogen; 
 villig har han kastet kristenmands-brogen, 
 villig har han drukket af mjødpokalen, 
 villig har han bundet bag på sig halen, – 
 så villig, kort sagt, til alt, hvad vi bad ham, 
 at trygt jeg tænkte, den gamle Adam 
 var engang for alle på porten jaget; 
 men se, med et har han overtaget. 
 Ja-ja, min søn, så må du i kur 
 mod denne hersens menneskenatur.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad vil du gøre?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 I venstre øjet 
 jeg risper dig lidt, så ser du skævt; 
 men alt det du ser, tykkes gildt og gævt. 
 Så skærer jeg ud den højre ruden –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Er du drukken?
 

DOVREGUBBEN 

(lægger nogle skarpe redskaber på bordet). 
 Her ser du glasmestertøjet. 
 Spjeld skal du få, som den olme studen. 
 Da vil du skønne, hun er dejlig, bruden, – 
 og aldrig vil synet dit kverves, som før, 
 af trippende purker og bjeldekør –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det er galmands snak!
 

DET ÆLDSTE HOFTROLD. 
 Det er Dovregubbens tale; 
 han er den vise og du den gale!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Tænk efter, hvor megen fortræd og plage 
 du kan fri dig for mellem år og dage. 
 Kom dog ihug, at synet er kilden 
 til grådens argende beske lud.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sandt nok; og der står i huspostillen: 
 forarger dig øjet, så slå det ud. 
 Hør! Sig mig, når heles så synet igen 
 til menneskesyn?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Ingensinde, min ven.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå, så! Ja, så siger jeg tak for mig.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Hvad vil du udenfor?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gå min vej.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Nej, stop! Det er letvindt at slippe herind! 
 men udad går ikke Dovregubbens grind.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du vil da ikke tvinge mig voldeligt?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Hør nu, og vær fornuftig, prins Peer! 
 Du har gaver for troldskab. Ikke sandt, han ter 
 sig allerede nu så temmelig troldeligt? 
 Og trold vil du være?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja-Gud vil jeg så. 
 For en brud og et velskøttet rige på købet 
 kan jeg finde mig i at noget går i løbet. 
 Men alting i verden er der måde på. 
 Halen har jeg taget, det er ganske sandt; 
 men jeg kan vel få løst, hvad det hoftrold bandt; 
 brogen har jeg kastet; den var gammel og lappet; 
 men jeg kan vel igen få den på mig knappet. 
 Og sagtens kan jeg også få losset båden 
 for denne dovriske levemåden. 
 Jeg skal gerne sværge på, en ko er en mø; 
 en ed kan en altid jo æde i sig; – 
 men det, at vide, at en aldrig kan fri sig, 
 at en ikke som et skikkeligt menneske kan dø, 
 at gå som et bergtrold alle sine dage, – 
 dette her, at en aldrig kan træde tilbage, 
 som der står i bogen, det lægger du vind på; 
 men det er noget, som jeg aldrig går ind på.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Nu bliver jeg, sandt for udyden, vred; 
 og da er jeg ikke til at gantes med. 
 Du dagblakke pilt! Véd du hvem jeg er? 
 Først så kommer du min datter for nær –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det er løgn i din hals!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Du må hende ægte.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tør du sige mig på, at –?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Hvad? Kan du nægte, 
 hun var i din attrå og i din begær?
 

PEER GYNT 

(blæser). 
 Ikke andet? Hvem fanden hænger sig i sligt?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Mennesket blir sig dog altid ligt. 
 Ånden bekender I alle med kæverne; 
 dog agtes kun det, som kan fakkes med næverne. 
 Så du mener, at attråen intet gælder? 
 Vent; du skal snart få syn for sagn –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du fisker mig ikke med løgnens agn!
 

DEN GRØNKLÆDTE. 
 Min Peer, du er faer før året hælder.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Luk op; jeg skal ud.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 I et bukkeskind 
 får du ungen efter dig.
 

PEER GYNT 

(tørrer sveden af sig). 
 Gid jeg var vågnet!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Skal han skikkes til kongsgården?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Skik ham på sognet!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Godt, prins Peer; den sagen blir din. 
 Men den ting er sikker, at gjort er gjort, 
 item at din afkom vil vokse; 
 sligt blandingskræ vokser urimelig fort –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gubbe, vær nu ikke strid som en okse; 
 vær rimelig, jomfru! Tag mod forlig. 
 Du skal vide, jeg er hverken prins eller rig; – 
 og enten du så vil måle eller veje mig, 
 kan du tro du vinder ikke stort ved at eje mig. 

(Den grønklædte får ondt og bæres ud af troldpiger.)
 

DOVREGUBBEN 

(ser en stund på ham med høj foragt; derpå siger han)

 Hiv ham i knas mod bergvæggen, børn!
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Å, faer, må vi først lege hubro og ørn! 
 Ulvelegen! Gråmus og gloøjet kat!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Ja, men fort. Jeg er arrig og søvnig. Godnat! 

(går.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(jaget af troldungerne). 
 Slip mig, djævelstøj! 

(vil op gennem skorstenspiben.)
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Tomtegubber! Nisser! 
 bid ham bag!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Au! 

(vil ned gennem kælderlemmen.)
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Stæng alle ridser!
 

HOFTROLDET. 
 Hvor de morer sig, de små!
 

PEER GYNT 

(kæmpende med en liden troldunge, som har bidt sig fast i hans øre). 
 Vil du slippe, dit skarn!
 

HOFTROLDET 

(slår ham over fingrene). 
 Tag varsomt, slyngel, på et kongeligt barn!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Et rottehul –! 

(løber derhen.)
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Nissebroer! Det må du spærre!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den gamle var fæl; men de unge er værre!
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Flæng ham!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ak; den der var liden, som en mus! 

(løber om.)
 

TROLDUNGERNE 

(myldrer omkring ham). 
 Stæng gærde! Stæng gærde!
 

PEER GYNT 

(grædende). 
 Ak; var jeg en lus! 

(falder om.)
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Nu i synet på ham!
 

PEER GYNT 

(begravet i trolddyngen). 
 Hjælp, moer, jeg dør! 

(Kirkeklokker ringer langt borte.)
 

TROLDUNGERNE. 
 Bjelder i fjeldet! Det er svartekjolens kør! 

(Troldene flygter under bulder og hylende skrig. Hallen styrter sammen; alt forsvinder.)
 

(Bælmørke.)


(Peer Gynt høres at hugge og slå omkring sig med en stor gren.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Giv svar! Hvem er du?
 

(En stemme i mørket.)

 Mig selv.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Af vejen!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Gå udenom, Peer! Den er stor nok, hejen.
 

PEER GYNT 

(vil igennem på et andet sted, men støder imod). 
 Hvem er du?
 

STEMMEN. 
 Mig selv. Kan du sige det samme?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg kan sige hvad jeg vil; og mit sverd kan ramme! 
 Agt dig! Hu, hej, nu falder det knusende! 
 Kong Saul slog hundred; Peer Gynt slog tusende! 

(slår og hugger.)

 Hvem er du?
 

STEMMEN. 
 Mig selv.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det dumme svar 
 kan du gemme; det gør ikke sagen klar. 
 Hvad er du?
 

STEMMEN. 
 Den store Bøjgen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå, så! 
 Før var gåden svart; nu tykkes den grå. 
 Af vejen, Bøjg!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Gå udenom, Peer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Igennem! 

(slår og hugger.)

 Han faldt! 

(vil frem, men støder imod.)

 Hå, hå! Er her fler?
 

STEMMEN. 
 Bøjgen, Peer Gynt! En eneste en. 
 Det er Bøjgen, som er død, og Bøjgen, som fik mén. 
 Det er Bøjgen, som er død, og Bøjgen, som lever.
 

PEER GYNT 

(kaster grenen). 
 Værget er troldsmurt; men jeg har næver! 

(slår sig igennem.)
 

STEMMEN. 
 Ja, lid på næverne; lid på kroppen. 
 Hi-hi, Peer Gynt, så rækker du toppen.
 

PEER GYNT 

(kommer igen). 
 Atter og fram, det er lige langt; – 
 ud og ind, det er lige trangt! 
 Der er han! Og der! Og rundt om svingen! 
 Ret som jeg er ude, står jeg midt i ringen. – 
 Nævn dig! Lad mig se dig! Hvad er du for noget?
 

STEMMEN. 
 Bøjgen.
 

PEER GYNT 

(famler omkring). 
 Ikke dødt. Ikke levende. Slimet; tåget. 
 Ingen skikkelse heller! Det er som at tørne 
 i en dynge af knurrende halvvågne bjørne! 

(skriger.)

 Slå fra dig!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Bøjgen er ikke gal.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Slå!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Bøjgen slår ikke.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kæmp! Du skal!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Den store Bøjgen vinder uden at kæmpe.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Var her bare en nisse, som kunde mig prikke! 
 Var her bare så meget, som et årsgammelt trold! 
 Bare noget at slås med. Men det er her ikke. – 
 Nu snorker han! Bøjg!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Hvad godt?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Brug vold!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Den store Bøjgen vinder alting med lempe.
 

PEER GYNT 

(bider sig i arme og hænder). 
 Klør og flængende tænder i kødet! 
 Jeg må kende dryppet af mit eget blod. 

(der høres som vingeslag af store fugle.)
 

FUGLESKRIG. 
 Kommer han, Bøjg?
 

STEMMEN I MØRKET. 
 Ja! fod for fod.
 

FUGLESKRIG. 
 Alle systre langt borte! Flyv frem til mødet!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Skal du berge mig, jente, så gør det snart! 
 Glan ikke ned for dig, lud og bøjet. – 
 Spændebogen! Kyl ham den bent i øjet!
 

FUGLESKRIG. 
 Han vimrer!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Vi har ham.
 

FUGLESKRIG. 
 Systre! Skyd fart!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 For dyrt, at købe sig livet til 
 for slig en times tærende spil. 

(synker sammen.)
 

FUGLENE. 
 Bøjg, der stupte han! Tag ham! Tag ham! 

(Klokkeringning og salmesang høres langt borte.)
 

BØJGEN 

(svinder ind til intet og siger i et gisp)

 Han var for stærk. Der stod kvinder bag ham.
 

(Solopgang. På fjeldet udenfor Åses sæterstue. Døren er stængt; alting øde og stille.)


(Peer Gynt ligger sovende udenfor sætervæggen.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(vågner, ser sig om med et sløvt og trægt øjekast. Han spytter). 
 Den, som havde sig en ramsaltet sild! 

(spytter igen, i det samme ser han Helga, der kommer med en nistebomme.)

 Hå, unge, er du her? Hvad er det, du vil?
 

HELGA. 
 Det er Solvejg –
 

PEER GYNT 

(springer op). 
 Hvor er hun?
 

HELGA. 
 Bag sætervæggen.
 

SOLVEJG 

(skjult). 
 Kommer du nær, så sætter jeg på sprang!
 

PEER GYNT 

(standser). 
 Kanske du er ræd, jeg skal ta’e dig i fang?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Skam dig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Véd du, hvor jeg var inat? – 
 Dovregubbens datter er efter mig, som klæggen.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Da var det vel, der blev ringet med klokker.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Peer Gynt er ikke den gut, de lokker. – 
 Hvad siger du?
 

HELGA 

(grædende). 
 Å, hun taer benene fat! 

(løber efter.)

 Vent!
 

PEER GYNT 

(griber hende i armen). 
 Se her, hvad jeg har i lommen! 
 En sølvknap, unge! Den skal du få, 
 bare snak godt for mig!
 

HELGA. 
 Slip; lad mig gå!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der har du den.
 

HELGA. 
 Slip; der står nistebommen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gud nåde dig, hvis du ej –!
 

HELGA. 
 Uf, du skræmmer mig!
 

PEER GYNT 

(spag; slipper hende). 
 Nej, jeg mente: bed, at hun ikke glemmer mig! 

(Helga løber.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Dybt inde i barskogen. Gråt høstvejr. Snefald.)


(Peer Gynt står i skjorteærmerne og fælder gavntømmer.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(hugger på en stor furu med krogede grene). 
 Å-ja, du er sejg, du gamle kall; 
 men det båder knapt, for du står for fald. 

(hugger igen.)

 Jeg ser nok, du har en ståltrådssærk; 
 men jeg flænger den, jeg, var den aldrig så stærk. – 
 Ja, ja; du ryster din krogede arm; 
 det er rimeligt nok, du er arg og harm; 
 men lige fuldt så skal du i knæ –! 

(bryder med engang tvert af.)

 Løgn! Det er bare et gammelt træ. 
 Løgn! Det er ingen stålklædt knark; 
 det er bare en furu med sprukken bark. – 
 Det er tungvindt arbejd at hugge tømmer; 
 men fandenskab når en både hugger og drømmer. – 
 Det skal væk, dette her, – at stå i tågen 
 og væve sig bort lyslevende vågen. – 
 Du er fredløs, gut! Du er jaget på skogen. 
 

(hugger en stund ilsomt.)

 Ja, fredløs, ja. Du har ikke moer 
 til at bære frem maden og duge dit bord. 
 Vil du æde, gut, får du hjælpe dig selv, 
 hente det råt fra skog og elv, 
 spike dig tyri og nøre dig ild, 
 stulle og stelle og lage det til. 
 Vil du klæde dig varmt, får du vejde rén; 
 vil du mure dig hus, får du bryde sten; 
 vil du tømre det op, får du fælde stokken 
 og bære den frem på din ryg til tråkken. – 

(Øksen synker, han ser frem for sig )

 Gildt skal det bygges. Tårn og fløj 
 skal der være på tagryggen hæv og høj. 
 Og så vil jeg snitte, til knap på gavlen, 
 en havfrue, skabt som en fisk fra navlen. 
 Messing skal der være på fløjen og låsen. 
 Glas får jeg også se jeg kan få. 
 Fremmede folk skal undres på 
 hvad det er, som skinner langt borti åsen. 
 

(ler i harme.)

 Helvedes løgn! Der var den igen. 
 Du er fredløs, gut! 

(hugger hvast.)

 En barktækt hytte 
 gør både i rusk og i frost sin nytte. 

(ser opad træet.)

 Nu står han og vagger. Så; bare et spænd! 
 Der stuper han skrås efter hele sin længde; – – 
 Det grøsser i ungskogens mylr og mængde! 

(giver sig til at kviste stammen; på engang lytter han og står stille med hævet økse.)

 Der er nogen efter mig! – Nå, er du slig, 
 du Hægstadgubbe; – du farer med svig. 
 

(dukker bag træet og kigger frem.)

 En gut! Bare en. Han tykkes skræmt. 
 Han skotter omkring sig. Hvad har han gemt 
 under trøjen? En sigd. Han standser og glytter, – 
 lægger næven tilrette på en skigard-stav. 
 Hvad er det nu? Hvorfor står han og støtter –? 
 Uf da! Hug han ikke fingren af! 
 Hele fingren af! Han bløder, som en stud. – 
 Der sætter han på sprang med næven i en klud. 

(rejser sig.)
 


 Det er fanden til krop! En umistelig finger! 
 Helt af! Og det uden at nogen ham tvinger. 
 Håhå, nu mindes jeg –! Det er den eneste 
 måde at fri sig fra kongens tjeneste. 
 Så er det. De vilde ham i krigen skikke; 
 og gutten, forstår sig, vilde nødig afsted – 
 Men hugge –? For altid skille sig ved –? 
 Ja, tænke det; ønske det; ville det med; – – 
 men gøre det! Nej; det skønner jeg ikke! 

(ryster lidt med hovedet; så går han til sit arbejde igen.)
 

(En stue nede hos Åse. Alting er i uorden; kister står åbne; gangklæder ligger spredte omkring; en kat i sengen.)


(Åse og husmandskonen i travlt arbejde med at pakke sammen og lægge tilrette.)
 

ÅSE 

(render til den ene side). 
 Kari, hør her!
 

KONEN. 
 Hvad godt?
 

ÅSE 

(på den anden side). 
 Hør her –! 
 Hvor ligger –? Hvor finder jeg –? Svar mig; hvor er –? 
 Hvad leder jeg efter? Jeg er som tullet! 
 Hvor er nøglen til kisten?
 

KONEN. 
 I nøglehullet.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hvad er det, som ramler?
 

KONEN. 
 Det sidste læs blir kørt til Hægstad.
 

ÅSE 

(grædende). 
 Jeg var tilfreds, 
 jeg selv blev kørt ud i den svarte kiste! 
 Å, hvad et menneske må tåle og friste! 
 Gud hjælpe mig nådig! Hele huset tømt! 
 Hvad Hægstadbonden levned, har lensmanden taget. 
 Ikke klæderne på kroppen engang blev vraget. 
 Tvi! Få de skam, som så hårdt har dømt! 

(sætter sig på sengekanten.)

 Både gård og grund er ude af ætten; 
 strid var den gamle; men stridere var retten; – 
 der var ikke hjælp og der var ikke nåde; 
 Peer var borte; ingen kunde mig råde.
 

KONEN. 
 Her i stuen får I dog sidde til jer død.
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja; katten og jeg, vi får nådsensbrød!
 

KONEN. 
 Gud bedre jer, moer; han, Peer, blev jer dyr.
 

ÅSE. 
 Peer? Jeg mener, du er ørsk og yr! 
 Ingrid kom jo velberget hjem tilslut. 
 Det var ligest, de havde holdt sig til fanden; – 
 han er brotsmanden, han, og ingen anden; 
 den styggen fristed min stakkars gut!
 

KONEN. 
 Var det ikke bedst, der gik bud efter presten? 
 Det står værre til, end I kanske tror.
 

ÅSE. 
 Efter presten? Å jo, jeg mener det næsten. 

(farer op.)

 Men nej-Gud om jeg kan! Jeg er guttens moer; 
 jeg får hjælpe; det er ikke mer end jeg pligter; 
 lage det som bedst, når de andre svigter. 
 Denne kuften har de skænkt ham. Den får jeg lappe. 
 Gud give, jeg også turde skindfellen nappe! 
 Hvor er hoserne?
 

KONEN. 
 Der, blandt det andet skrammel.
 

ÅSE 

(roder om). 
 Hvad finder jeg her? Å nej, en gammel 
 støbe-ske, Kari! Med den har han leget 
 knappestøber, smeltet og formet og præget. 
 Engang her var gilde, kom ungen ind 
 og bad sin faer at få en klump tin. 
 Ikke tin, sa’e Jon, men kong Kristians mynt; 
 sølv; det skal mærkes, du er søn til Jon Gynt; 
 Gud forlade ham, Jon; men han var nu fuld, 
 og da ændsed han hverken tin eller guld. 
 Her er hoserne. Å, der er hul i hul; 
 de må stoppes, Kari!
 

KONEN. 
 Jeg mener, det trængs.
 

ÅSE. 
 Når det er gjort, får jeg komme tilsengs; 
 jeg kender mig så skral og så ussel og klemt – 

(glad.)

 To uldskjorter, Kari; – dem har de glemt!
 

KONEN. 
 Ja, rigtig har de det.
 

ÅSE. 
 Det træffer sig nemt. Den ene kan du tilside lægge. 
 Eller hør; jeg mener, vi taer dem begge; – den, han har på, er så slidt og tynd.
 

KONEN. 
 Men kors, moer Åse, det er visst synd!
 

ÅSE. 
 Å ja; men du véd nok, presten forkynder 
 nåde for den og de andre synder.
 

(Udenfor en nybyggerhytte i skogen. Rensdyrhorn over døren. Sneen ligger høj. Det er i mørkningen.)


(Peer Gynt står udenfor døren og slår en stor trælås fast.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(ler imellemstunder). 
 Lås må der være; lås, som kan binde 
 døren for troldtøj, og mand og kvinde. 
 Lås må der være; lås, som kan lukke 
 for alle de arrige nissebukke. – 
 De kommer med mørket; de klapper og banker; 
 luk op, Peer Gynt, vi er snygge, som tanker! 
 Under sengen vi pusler, i asken vi rager, 
 gennem piben vi rusler som gloende drager. 
 Hi-hi! Peer Gynt; tror du spiger og planker 
 kan stænge for arrige nissebuktanker? 

(Solvejg kommer på skier fremover moen; hun har et kastetørklæde over hovedet og et knytte i hånden.)
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Gud signe dit arbejd. Du får ikke vrage mig. 
 Budsendt jeg kommer, og så får du tage mig.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Solvejg! Det er ikke –! Jo, det er! – 
 Og du blir ikke ræd for at komme så nær!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Bud har du skikket med Helga lille; 
 flere kom efter med vind og i stille. 
 Bud bar din moer i alt hun fortalte, 
 bud, som yngled, da drømmene dalte. 
 Nætterne tunge og dagene tomme 
 bar mig det bud, at nu fik jeg komme. 
 Det blev som livet var sluknet dernede; 
 jeg kunde ikke hjertefyldt le eller græde. 
 Jeg vidste ikke trygt, hvad sind du åtte; 
 jeg vidste kun trygt, hvad jeg skulde og måtte.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men faer din?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 På hele Guds vide jord 
 har jeg ingen at kalde for faer eller moer. 
 Jeg har løst mig fra alle.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Solvejg, du vene, – 
 for at komme til mig?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Ja, til dig alene; 
 du får være mig alt, både ven og trøster. 

(i gråd.)

 Værst var det at slippe min lille syster; – 
 men endda værre at skilles fra faer; 
 men værst ifra den, som ved brystet mig bar; – 
 nej, Gud forlade mig, værst får jeg kalde 
 den sorg at skilles fra dem alle, – alle!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og kender du dommen, som blev læst ivår? 
 den skiller mig både ved arv og gård.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Mener du vel at for arv og eje 
 jeg skilte mig fra alle de kæres veje?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og véd du forliget? Udenfor skogen 
 tør de fakke mig frit, om jeg træffes af nogen.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 På skier har jeg rendt; jeg har spurgt mig frem; 
 de fritted, hvor jeg skulde; jeg svarte: jeg skal hjem.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så væk med både spiger og planker! 
 Nu trænges ingen stængsel mod nissebuktanker. 
 Tør du gå ind for at leve med skytten, 
 så véd jeg der kommer vigsel over hytten. 
 Solvejg! Lad mig se på dig! Ikke for nær! 
 Bare se på dig! Nej, hvor du er lys og skær! 
 Lad mig løfte dig! Nej, hvor du er fin og let! 
 Får jeg bære dig, Solvejg, blir jeg aldrig træt! 
 Jeg skal ikke smudse dig. Med strakte arme 
 skal jeg holde dig ud fra mig, du vene og varme! 
 Nej, hvem skulde tænkt, at jeg kunde dig drage –; 
 å, men jeg har længtes både nætter og dage. 
 Her skal du se, jeg har tømret og bygt; – 
 det skal ned igen, du; her er ringt og stygt –
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Ringt eller gildt, – her er efter mit sind. 
 Så let kan en puste mod den strygende vind. 
 Dernede var det klummert; en kendte sig klemt; 
 det er halvvejs det, som har fra bygden mig skræmt. 
 Men her, hvor en hører furuen suse, – 
 for en stilhed og sang! – her er jeg tilhuse.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og véd du det visst? For alle dine dage?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Den vej, jeg har trådt, bær aldrig tilbage.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så har jeg dig! Ind! Lad mig se dig i stuen! 
 Gå ind! Jeg skal hente tyri til gruen; 
 lunt skal det varme og bjart skal det lyse, 
 blødt skal du sidde og aldrig skal du fryse. 

(han lukker op; Solvejg går ind. Han står en stund stille, da ler han højt af glæde og springer ivejret.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Min kongsdatter! Nu er hun funden og vunden! 
 Nej! Nu skal kongsgården tømres fra grunden! 

(han griber øksen og går bortover; idetsamme træder en gammelagtig kvinde i en fillet grøn stak ud af holtet; en styg unge med en ølbolle i hånden halter efter og holder hende i skørtet.)
 

KVINDEN. 
 Godkveld, Peer Rapfod!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad godt? Hvem der?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Gamle venner, Peer Gynt! Min stue ligger nær. 
 Vi er grandfolk.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så? Det er mer, end jeg véd.
 

KVINDEN. 
 Alt som hytten din bygtes, bygte min sig med.
 

PEER GYNT 

(vil gå). 
 Jeg har bråhast –
 

KVINDEN. 
 Det har du altid, gut; 
 men jeg trasker nu efter og råker dig tilslut.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I mistaer jer, moer!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Jeg har før så gjort; 
 jeg gjorde så dengang du lovte så stort.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg lovte –? Hvad fanden er det for snak?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Har du glemt den kveld, du hos faer min drak? 
 Har du glemt –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har glemt, hvad jeg aldrig har vidst. 
 Hvad rører du om? Når mødtes vi sidst?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Vi mødtes sidst, da vi mødtes først. 

(til ungen.)

 Byd faer din drikke; jeg mener han er tørst.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Faer? Er du drukken? Kalder du ham –?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Du kan vel kende grisen på skindet! 
 Har du øjne? Kan du ikke se, han er lam 
 på skanken, som du er lam på sindet?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vil du bilde mig ind –?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Vil du vringle dig bort –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Denne langbente ungen –!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Han er vokset fort.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tør du, dit troldtryne, lægge mig ud –?
 

KVINDEN. 
 Hør nu, Peer Gynt; du er grov, som en stud! 

(grædende.)

 Hvad kan jeg for, at jeg ikke er vakker, 
 som dengang du lokked mig i lider og bakker? 
 I høst, da jeg fødte, holdt fanden om min ryg, 
 og så er det rimeligt nok en blir styg. 
 Men dersom du vil se mig så vén, som før, 
 skal du bare vise jenten derinde på dør, 
 jage hende ud af sindet og synet; – 
 gør så, kære vennen min, så mister jeg trynet!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vig fra mig, din troldheks!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Ja, se, om jeg gør!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg skal slå dig i skallen –!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Ja; prøv, om du tør? 
 Ho-ho, Peer Gynt, jeg kan stå for slag! 
 Jeg kommer igen hver evige dag. 
 Jeg glytter på døren, ser ind til jer begge. 
 Sidder du med jenten på bænkefjæl, – 
 blir du kælen, – Peer Gynt, – vil du lege og dægge, – 
 sætter jeg mig hos og kræver min del. 
 Hun og jeg vi skal bytte og skifte dig. 
 Far vel, kære gutten min, imorgen kan du gifte dig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Din helvedes mare!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Men det er s’gu sandt! 
 Ungen får du fostre, din fodlette fant! 
 Vesle-fanden, vil du til faer din?
 

UNGEN 

(spytter på ham). 
 Tvi! 
 Jeg skal hugge dig med øksen; bare bi, bare bi!
 

KVINDEN 

(kysser ungen). 
 Å nej, for hoved, der sidder på den krop! 
 Du blir faer din op af dage, når du engang vokser op!
 

PEER GYNT 

(stamper). 
 Gid I var så langt –!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Som vi nu er nær?
 

PEER GYNT 

(knuger hænderne). 
 Og alt dette –!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Bare for tanker og begær! 
 Det er synd i dig, Peer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Værst for en anden! – 
 Solvejg, mit reneste, skæreste guld!
 

KVINDEN. 
 Å ja; det svier til de skyldfri, sa’e fanden, 
 moer hans gav ham hug, for faer hans var fuld! 

(hun trasker ind i holtet med ungen, som kaster ølbollen efter ham.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(efter en lang taushed). 
 Gå udenom, sa’e Bøjgen. En får så her. – 
 Der faldt kongsgården min med bråk og rammel! 
 Det slog mur om hende, jeg var så nær; 
 her blev stygt med et, og min glæde blev gammel. – 
 Udenom, gut! Der finds ikke vej 
 tvers igennem dette til hende fra dig. 
 Tvers igennem? Hm, der skulde dog findes. 
 Der står noget om anger, hvis ret jeg mindes. 
 Men hvad? Hvad står der? Jeg har ikke bogen, 
 har glemt det meste, og her er ikke nogen 
 retledning at få i vilde skogen. – 
 Anger? Så skulde der kanske gå år, 
 før jeg vandt mig igennem. Det liv blev magert. 
 

Slå sønder, hvad skært er, og vent og fagert, 
 og klinke det ihob af stumper og skår? 
 Sligt går med en fele, men ikke med en klokke. 
 Der, det skal grønnes, får en ikke tråkke. 
 Men det var jo en løgn med det heksetryne! 
 Nu er alt det styggetøj ude af syne. – 
 Ja; ude af syne, men ikke af sind. 
 Smygende tanker vil følge mig ind. 
 Ingrid! Og de tre, som på hougene sprang! 
 Vil de også være med? Med skrat og harme 
 kræve, som hun, at krystes i fang, 
 løftes varligt og vent på strakte arme? 
 

Udenom, gut; var armen så lang, 
 som furuens lægg eller granens stang, – 
 jeg mener, jeg løfted hende endda for nær, 
 til at sætte hende fra mig menløs og skær. – 
 Jeg får udenom dette på sæt og vis, 
 så det hverken blir vinding eller forlis. 
 En får skyde sligt fra sig og få det glemt – 

(går nogle skridt mod hytten, men standser igen.)

 Gå ind efter dette? Så styg og skæmt? 
 Gå ind med alt det troldskab i følge? 
 Tale, og dog tie; skrifte, og dog dølge –? 

(kaster øksen fra sig.)

 Det er helgedagskveld. At stævne til møde, 
 slig, som jeg nu er, var kirkebrøde.
 

SOLVEJG 

(i døren). 
 Kommer du?
 

PEER GYNT 

(halvhøjt). 
 Udenom!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Hvad?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du får vente. 
 Her er mørkt, og jeg har noget tungt at hente.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Bi; jeg skal hjælpe; vi byrden skal dele.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, stå der du står! Jeg får bære det hele.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Men ikke for langt, du!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vær tålsom, jente; 
 langt eller kort, – du får vente.
 

SOLVEJG 

(nikker efter ham). 
 Ja, vente! 

(Peer Gynt går bortover skogstien. Solvejg bliver stående i den åbne halvdør.)
 

(Åses stue. Aften. En stok-ild brænder og lyser på skorstenen. Katten på en stol ved sengefoden.)


(Åse ligger i sengen og famler urolig omkring på spredet.)
 

ÅSE. 
 Nej, Herregud, kommer han ikke? 
 Det dryger så inderlig langt. 
 Jeg har ikke bud at skikke; 
 og sige ham har jeg så mangt. 
 Her er ikke stunder at miste! 
 Så bråt! Hvem skulde det tænkt! 
 Åse, dersom bare jeg vidste 
 jeg ikke har holdt ham for strængt!
 

PEER GYNT 

(kommer). 
 Godkveld!
 

ÅSE. 
 Vorherre dig glæde! 
 Så kom du da, kære min gut! 
 Men hvor tør du færdes hernede? 
 Her er jo dit liv forbrudt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, livet får være det samme. 
 Jeg måtte nu se herned.
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, nu står Kari tilskamme; 
 og jeg kan gå bort i fred!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gå bort? Hvad er det du snakker? 
 Hvor er det du agter dig hen?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ak, Peer, det mod enden lakker; 
 jeg har ikke langt igen.
 

PEER GYNT 

(vrider på sig og går opover gulvet). 
 Se så! Fra det tunge jeg render; 
 jeg mente, jeg her var fri –! 
 Er du kold på fødder og hænder?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, Peer; det er snart forbi. – 
 Når du ser mine øjne briste, 
 må du lukke dem varligt til. 
 Og så får du sørge for kiste; 
 men, kære, lad den bli gild. 
 Å nej, det er sandt –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ti stille! 
 Tidsnok at tænke på sligt.
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja ja. 

(ser uroligt om i stuen.)

 Her ser du det lille 
 de levned. Det er dem ligt.
 

PEER GYNT 

(med et vrid). 
 Nu igen! 

(hårdt). 
 Jeg véd, jeg har skylden. 
 Hvad gavner, jeg mindes derom?
 

ÅSE. 
 Du! Nej, den fordømte fylden, 
 fra den var det ulykken kom! 
 Kære gutten min, du var jo drukken; 
 da véd en ej selv hvad en gør; 
 og så havde du redet på bukken; 
 det var rimeligt nok, du var yr!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, ja; lad den ræglen fare. 
 Lad fare den hele sag. 
 Hvad tungt er, det vil vi spare 
 til siden – en anden dag. 

(sætter sig på sengekanten.)

 Nu, moer, vil vi sammen snakke; 
 men bare om løst og fast, – 
 og glemme det vrange og skakke, 
 og alt, som er sårt og hvast. – 
 Nej, se da; den gamle katten; 
 så den er ilive endnu?
 

ÅSE. 
 Den bær sig så stygt om natten; 
 du véd, hvad det varsler, du!
 

PEER GYNT 

(afbøjende). 
 Hvad er her for nyt i bygden?
 

ÅSE 

(smilende). 
 De siger, her findes etsteds 
 en jente, som stunder mod højden –
 

PEER GYNT 

(hurtigt). 
 Mads Moen, slår han sig tilfreds?
 

ÅSE. 
 De siger, hun har ikke øre 
 for begge de gamles gråd. 
 Du skulde dog indom høre; – 
 du, Peer, vidste kanske råd –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men smeden, hvor er han havnet?
 

ÅSE. 
 Å ti med den skidne smed. 
 Jeg vil heller sige dig navnet 
 på hende, jenten, du véd –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, nu vil vi sammen snakke, – 
 men bare om løst og fast, 
 og glemme det vrange og skakke, 
 og alt, som er sårt og hvast. 
 Er du tørst? Skal jeg hente dig drikke? 
 Kan du strække dig? Sengen er stut. 
 Lad mig se; – ja, mener jeg ikke 
 det er sengen, jeg lå i som gut? 
 Kan du mindes, hvor tidt om kvelden 
 du sad for min sengestok 
 og bredte over mig fellen, 
 og sang både stev og lok?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, minds du! Så legte vi slæde, 
 når faer din i langfart foer. 
 Fellen var karmesprede 
 og gulvet en islagt fjord.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, men det allerbedste, – 
 moer, kan du minds det med? – 
 det var dog de glupe heste. –
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, mener du ikke jeg véd –? 
 Det var Karis kat vi fik låne; 
 den sad på en kubbestol –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Til slottet vestenfor måne 
 og slottet østenfor sol, 
 til Soria-Moria-slottet, 
 gik vejen både højt og lavt. 
 En kæp, som vi fandt i kottet, 
 du brugte til svøbeskaft.
 

ÅSE. 
 Der fremme i dumpen jeg knejste –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jo, jo; du gav tømmen løs, 
 og vendte dig, jævnt som vi rejste, 
 og spurgte mig om jeg frøs. 
 Gud signe dig, gamle styggen, – 
 du var dog en kærlig sjæl –! 
 Hvad ynker du for?
 

ÅSE. 
 For ryggen; 
 det volder den hårde fjæl.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Stræk dig; jeg skal dig støtte. 
 Se så; nu ligger du blødt.
 

ÅSE 

(urolig). 
 Nej, Peer, jeg vil flytte!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Flytte?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja, flytte; så ønsker jeg stødt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du snakker! Bred over dig fellen. 
 Lad mig sidde på sengestok. 
 Se så; nu korter vi kvelden 
 både med stev og lok.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hent heller postillen i kottet: 
 jeg er så urolig tilsinds.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I Soria-Moria-slottet 
 er der gilde hos konge og prins. 
 Hvil dig på slædepuden; 
 jeg kører dig did over mo –
 

ÅSE. 
 Men, snille Peer, er jeg buden?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, det er vi begge to. 

(kaster en snor om stolen, hvor katten ligger, tager en kæp i hånden og sætter sig foran på sengefoden.)

 Hyp! Vil du rappe dig, Svarten! 
 Moer, du fryser vel ej? 
 Jo-jo; det kendes på farten, 
 når Grane lægger ivej!
 

ÅSE. 
 Kære Peer, hvad er det som ringer –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De blanke dumbjelder, moer!
 

ÅSE. 
 Hu, nej da, hvor hult det klinger!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu kører vi over en fjord.
 

ÅSE. 
 Jeg er ræd! Hvad er det, som bruser 
 og sukker så underligt vildt?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det er granene, moer, som suser 
 på moen. Sid bare stilt.
 

ÅSE. 
 Det gnistrer og blinker langt borte. 
 Hvor kommer den lysningen fra?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Fra slottets ruder og porte. 
 Kan du høre, de danser?
 

ÅSE. 
 Ja.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Udenfor står Sankt Peder 
 og byder dig stige ind.
 

ÅSE. 
 Hilser han?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, med hæder, 
 og skænker den sødeste vin.
 

ÅSE. 
 Vin! Har han også kager?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja da! Et smækfuldt fad. 
 Og salig provstinden lager 
 dig kaffe og eftermad.
 

ÅSE. 
 Å, kors; kommer vi to sammen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så tidt og så jævnt du vil.
 

ÅSE. 
 Å nej da, Peer, for en gammen 
 du kører mig, stakkar, til!
 

PEER GYNT 

(smækker med pisken). 
 Hyp; vil du rappe dig, Svarten!
 

ÅSE. 
 Kære Peer, du kører vel ret?
 

PEER GYNT 

(smækker igen). 
 Her er brede vejen.
 

ÅSE. 
 Den farten, 
 den gør mig så låk og træt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der ser jeg slottet sig højne; 
 om lidt så er kjørslen slut.
 

ÅSE. 
 Jeg vil ligge og lukke øjne 
 og lide på dig, min gut!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Rap dig, Grane, min traver! 
 I slottet er stimlen stor; 
 mod porten de myldrer og kaver. 
 Nu kommer Peer Gynt med sin moer! 
 Hvad siger du, herr Sankt Peder? 
 Får ikke moer slippe ind? 
 Jeg mener, du længe leder, 
 før du finder så ærligt et skind. 
 Om mig vil jeg ikke snakke; 
 jeg kan vende ved slottets port. 
 Vil I skænke mig, taer jeg tiltakke; 
 hvis ej, går jeg lige-nøjd bort. 
 Jeg har digtet så mangen skrøne, 
 som fanden på prækestol, 
 og skældt min moer for en høne, 
 fordi hun kagled og gol. 
 

Men hende skal I agte og hædre 
 og gøre det rigtig tillags; 
 her kommer ikke nogen bedre 
 fra bygderne nutildags. – 
 Ho-ho; der har vi Gud Fader! 
 Sankt Peder, nu får du dit! 

(med dyb stemme.)

 „Hold op med de køgemester-lader; 
 moer Åse skal slippe frit!” 

(ler højt og vender sig om til moderen.)

 Ja, var det ikke det, jeg vidste? 
 Nu blev der en anden dans! 

(angst.)

 

Hvorfor ser du, som øjet skulde briste? 
 Moer! Er du fra samling og sans –? 

(går op til hovedgerdet.)

 Du skal ikke ligge og glane –! 
 Snak, moer; det er mig, din gut! 

(føler varsomt på hendes pande og hænder; derpå kaster han snoren bort på stolen og siger dæmpet:)

 Ja så! – Du kan hvile dig, Grane; 
 for ret nu er rejsen slut. 

(lukker hendes øjne og bøjer sig over hende.)

 Hav tak for alle dine dage, 
 for bank og for barne-bys! – 
 vMen nu får du takke tilbage – 

(trykker kinden mod hendes mund.)

 Se så; det var tak for skyds.
 

HUSMANDSKONEN 

(kommer). 
 Hvad? Peer! Nå, så er vi over 
 den tungeste sorg og nød! 
 Herregud, hvor godt hun sover – – 
 eller er hun –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hys; hun er død. 

(Kari græder ved liget. Peer Gynt går længe omkring i stuen; endelig standser han ved sengen.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Få moer med ære begravet. 
 Jeg får friste at fare herfra.
 

KONEN. 
 Skal du langvejs fare?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mod havet.
 

KONEN. 
 Så langt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og længer endda. 

(han går.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(På sydvestkysten af Marokko. Palmeskov. Dækket middagsbord, solsejl og sivmatter. Længere inde i lunden hængende køjer. Udenfor land ligger en dampyacht med norsk og amerikansk flag. Ved stranden en jolle. Det er henimod solnedgang.) 
 (Peer Gynt, en smuk middelaldrende herre i elegant rejsedragt, med guldlorgnet på brystet, præsiderer som vært for bordenden. Master Cotton, Monsieur Ballon samt herrerne V. Eberkopf og Trumpeterstråle ifærd med at slutte måltidet.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Drik, mine herrer! Er man skabt 
 til nydelse, så skal man nyde. 
 Der står jo skrevet: tabt er tabt, 
 og væk er væk –. Hvad må jeg byde?
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Du er superb som vært, broer Gynt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg deler æren med min mynt, 
 med kok og stewart –
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Very well; 
 en skål for alle fires held!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Monsieur, De har en gout, en ton, 
 som nutildags kun sjelden findes 
 hos mænd, der lever en garçon, – 
 et visst, jeg véd ej hvad –
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Et vift, 
 et skær af frigjort åndsbetragtning 
 og verdensborgerdomsforpagtning, 
 et syn igennem skyens rift, 
 der ej af snever fordom bindes, 
 et præg af højere forklaring, 
 en ur-natur med livserfaring 
 på trilogiens top forent. 
 Ej sandt, Monsieur; så var det ment?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Jo, meget muligt; ikke ganske 
 så smukt det klinger i det franske.
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Ej was! Det sprog er og så stivt. – 
 Men hvis til fænomenet grunden 
 vi søge vil –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så er den funden. 
 Det er fordi jeg ej er gift. 
 Ja, mine herrer, ganske klar 
 er tingen. Hvad skal manden være! 
 Sig selv; det er mit korte svar. 
 Om sig og sit han skal sig kære. 
 Men kan han det, som pak-kamél 
 for andres ve og andres vel?
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Men denne for-og i-sig-væren, 
 jeg lover, har Dem kostet strid –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å ja såmen; i fordums tid; 
 men altid gik jeg bort med æren. 
 Engang var jeg dog ganske nær 
 i fælden fanget mod min vilje. 
 Jeg var en rask og vakker fyr; 
 og damen, som jeg havde kær, – 
 hun var af kongelig familje –
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Af kongelig?
 

PEER GYNT 

(henkastet). 
 Af disse ætter, 
 De véd nok –
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE 

(slår i bordet). 
 Disse adelstroll!
 

PEER GYNT 

(trækker på skulderen). 
 Forlagte højheder, som sætter 
 sin stolthed i, plebejerpletter 
 at holde væk fra stammens skjold.
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Gik så affæren overstyr?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Familjen var imod partiet?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, tvertimod!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Ah!
 

PEER GYNT 

(skånsomt). 
 De forstår! 
 der gaves ting, som talte for 
 at få os snarest muligt viet. 
 Men, rentud sagt, det hele væsen 
 var mig fra først til sidst imod. 
 Jeg er i visse dele kræsen, 
 og helst jeg står på egen fod. 
 Og da nu svigerfader kom 
 forblommet frem med fordring om 
 jeg skulde skifte navn og stilling 
 og løse adelskabsbevilling, 
 samt mangt og meget højst usmageligt, 
 for ej at sige uantageligt, – 
 så trak jeg mig med anstand ud, 
 gav afslag på hans ultimatum – 
 og afkald på min unge brud. 

(trommer på bordet og synes andægtig.)

 Ja, ja; der råder dog et fatum! 
 På det vi mennesker kan lide; 
 og det er trøsteligt at vide.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Og dermed sagen var forbi?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, jeg fik føle noget andet; 
 thi uvedkommende sig blanded 
 med høje ramaskrig deri. 
 Værst var familjens yngre lemmer. 
 Med syv af dem jeg fik duel. 
 Det var en tid, jeg aldrig glemmer, 
 skønt jeg gik ud deraf med held. 
 Det kosted blod; men dette blod 
 gier brev på min persons fordyrelse, 
 og peger styrkende imod, 
 som sagt, et fatums vise styrelse.
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 De har et blik på livets gang, 
 der hæver Dem til tænker-rang. 
 Imens en slet og ret formener 
 ser hver for sig de spredte scener, 
 og aldrig ender med at famle, 
 forstår De alt til ét at samle. 
 Med samme norm De alting måler. 
 De spidser til hver løs eragtning, 
 så hver og en går ud som stråler 
 fra lyset af en livsbetragtning. – 
 Og De har ingentid studeret?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg er, som jeg Dem før har sagt, 
 en blot og bar autodidakt. 
 Methodisk har jeg intet lært; 
 men jeg har tænkt og spekuleret, 
 og læst mig til en del af hvert. 
 Jeg har begyndt i ældre alder; 
 da véd De jo, lidt tungt det falder 
 at pløje side op og ned 
 og tage ligt og uligt med. 
 Historien har jeg taget stykkevis; 
 thi mere fik jeg aldrig tid til. 
 Og da man jo i tunge tider 
 et noget visst må sætte lid til, 
 så tog jeg religionen rykkevis. 
 På den manér det bedre glider. 
 Man skal ej læse for at sluge, 
 men for at se, hvad man kan bruge –
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Se, det er praktisk!
 

PEER GYNT 

(tænder en cigar). 
 Kære venner; 
 betænk mit levnetsløb forresten. 
 Hvorledes kom jeg først til Vesten! 
 Som fattig karl med tomme hænder. 
 Jeg måtte slide sårt for føden; 
 tro mig, det faldt mig tidtnok svært. 
 Men livet, venner, det er kært; 
 og, som man siger, besk er døden. 
 Vel! Lykken, ser I, var mig føjelig; 
 og gamle fatum, han var bøjelig. 
 Det gik. Og da jeg selv var tøjelig, 
 så gik det stedse bedre, bedre. 
 Ti år derefter bar jeg navn 
 af Krøsus mellem Charlestowns rhedre. 
 Mit rygte fløj fra havn til havn; 
 jeg havde lykken inden borde –
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Hvad gjaldt trafiken?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mest jeg gjorde 
 i negere til Karolina 
 og gudebilleder til Kina.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Fi donc!
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 For tusend, farbroer Gynt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De finder nok bedriften svævende 
 på det tilladeliges pynt? 
 Jeg selv har følt det samme levende. 
 Jeg fandt den endog odiøs. 
 Men, De kan tro mig, først begyndt, 
 det holder hårdt at slippe løs. 
 Ialfald er det yderst svært i 
 slig en stor forretningsførelse, 
 der sætter tusender i rørelse, 
 at bryde ganske overtvert. 
 Det „overtvert” jeg kan ej lide, 
 men tilstår på den anden side, 
 at jeg har altid næret agt 
 for hvad man kalder konsekventserne; 
 og det, at overskride grænserne, 
 har stedse gjort mig lidt forsagt. 
 

Desuden tog jeg til at ældes; 
 jeg nærmed mig mod femtiårene, – 
 fik efterhånden gråsprængt hår; 
 og skønt min helbred var fortrinlig, 
 så faldt den tanke dog mig pinlig: 
 hvem véd, hvor snart den time slår, 
 da jurykendelsen skal fældes 
 og skille bukkene fra fårene. 
 Hvad var at gøre? Standse farten 
 på Kina gik umuligt an. 
 Jeg fandt dog udvej, åbned snart en 
 forretning til på samme land. 
 Hver vår jeg guder exporterte; 
 hver høst jeg prester udklarerte, 
 forsynte dem med det fornødne, 
 som strømper, bibler, rum og ris –
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Ja, mod profit?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Naturligvis. 
 Det gik. De virked ufortrødne. 
 For hver en gud, hist over købt, 
 de fik en Kulier grundigt døbt, 
 så virkningen neutralisertes. 
 Missionens mark lå aldrig brak; 
 thi guderne, som kolportertes, 
 af presterne blev holdt i schak.
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Nå, men de afrikanske varer?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der sejred også min moral. 
 Jeg indså, den trafik var gal 
 for folk i fremadskreden alder. 
 Man véd jo ej, når fra man falder. 
 Og dertil kom de tusend snarer 
 fra vore filantropers lejr, 
 for ej at nævne kapringsfarer, 
 samt risiko af vind og vejr. 
 Alt dette sammenlagt vandt sejr. 
 Jeg tænkte: Peter, rev i sejlene; 
 se til, at du kan rette fejlene; 
 så købte jeg mig land i Syden, 
 beholdt den sidste kødimport, 
 som også var af prima sort. 
 

De trivedes, blev blanke, fede, 
 så det var mig og dem en glæde. 
 Ja, jeg tør sige uden skryden, 
 jeg handled mod dem som en faer, – 
 hvad sine gode renter bar. 
 Jeg bygged skoler, for at dyden 
 bestandig kunde holdes på 
 et visst almindeligt niveau, 
 og påså strængt at ingenstunder 
 dens thermometer sank derunder. 
 

Nu desforuden af de dele 
 jeg har mig ganske trukket ud; – 
 jeg har plantagen samt dens hele 
 besætning solgt med hår og hud. 
 På afskedsdagen gav jeg og 
 til små og store gratis grog, 
 så mænd og kvinder fik en rus, 
 og enkerne desuden snus. 
 Se, derfor håber jeg, såfremt 
 det ord ej er et mundsvejr blot: 
 hver den, som ej gør ondt, gør godt, – 
 så er min fortids fejlgreb glemt, 
 og jeg kan holde, mer end mangen, 
 med dyder mine synder stangen.
 

V. EBERKOPF 

(klinker med ham). 
 Hvor det er styrkende at høre 
 et livsprincip i scene sat, 
 forløst fra theoriens nat, 
 urokket af det ydre røre!
 

PEER GYNT 

(som under det foregående har stukket flittigt på flaskerne). 
 Vi mænd fra Nord forstår at føre 
 vor krig igennem! Kunstens nøgle 
 i livets sag er simpelthen 
 at holde øret tæt igen 
 for indpas af en farlig øgle.
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Hvad for en øgle, dyre ven?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En liden en, en fult forførende 
 til det i et og alt afgørende. 

(drikker igen.)

 Hvad hele vove-kunsten gælder, 
 den kunst, at eje dådens mod, – 
 det er: at stå med valgfri fod 
 imellem livets lumske fælder, – 
 at vide visst, at alle dage 
 er ikke slut med stridens dag, – 
 at vide, dig står åben bag 
 en bro, som bære kan tilbage. 
 Den theori har holdt mig frem; 
 den har min hele vandel farvet; 
 og theorien har jeg arvet 
 fra slægten i min barndoms hjem.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 De er jo norsk?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Af fødsel, ja! 
 Men verdensborger af gemyt. 
 For hvad jeg har af lykken nydt, 
 jeg takke kan Amerika. 
 De vel forsynte bogreoler 
 jeg skylder Tysklands yngre skoler. 
 Fra Frankrig fik jeg mine veste, 
 min holdning og min skærv af ånd, – 
 fra England en arbejdsom hånd 
 og skærpet sans for eget bedste. 
 Af Jøden har jeg lært at vente. 
 Lidt hang til dolce far niente 
 jeg fra Italien fik i sending, – 
 og engang i en snever vending 
 jeg øged mine dages mål 
 ved bistand af det svenske stål.
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE 

(hæver sit glas). 
 Ja, svenske stålet –!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Stålets svinger 
 vi først og fremst vor hyldest bringer! 

(de klinker og drikker med ham. Han begynder at blive hed i hovedet.)
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Alt dette her er såre godt; – 
 men, Sir, nu gad jeg vide blot, 
 hvad De med Deres guld vil gøre.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hm; gøre? Hvad?
 

ALLE FIRE 

(rykker nærmere). 
 Ja, lad os høre!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu, for det første gå på rejser. 
 Se, derfor tog jeg jer ombord 
 som selskabsbrødre i Gibraltar. 
 Jeg trængte til et danserkor 
 af venner om mit guldkalv-altar –
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Højst vittigt sagt!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Men ingen hejser 
 sit sejl for blot og bart at sejle. 
 De har et mål, det kan ej fejle. 
 Og målet er –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 At blive kejser.
 

ALLE FIRE. 
 Hvad?
 

PEER GYNT 

(nikker). 
 Kejser!
 

HERRERNE. 
 Hvor?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I hele verden!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Hvorledes, ven –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I kraft af guldet! 
 Den plan er ingenlunde ny; 
 den sjælen var i al min færden. 
 Som gut jeg har i drømme rullet 
 vidt over havet på en sky. 
 Jeg steg med slæb og gylden slire, – 
 og dratted ned på alle fire. 
 Men målet, venner, stod ved magt. – 
 Der er jo skrevet eller sagt 
 etsteds, jeg mindes ikke hvor, 
 at hvis du vandt den ganske jord, 
 men selv dig tabte, var din vinding 
 kun krans omkring en kløvet tinding. 
 Så står der, – eller noget sligt; 
 og dette ord er intet digt.
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Men hvad er da det gyntske selv?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den verden bag min pandehvælv, 
 som gør, at jeg er ingen anden, 
 end mig, så lidt som Gud er fanden.
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Nu skønner jeg, hvorhen det sigter!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Sublim som tænker!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Høj som digter.
 

PEER GYNT 

(i stigende stemning). 
 Det gyntske selv, – det er den hær 
 af ønsker, lyster og begær, – 
 det gyntske selv, det er det hav 
 af indfald, fordringer og krav, 
 kort alt, som netop mit bryst hæver, 
 og gør at jeg, som sådan, lever. 
 Men som Vorherre trænger muldet, 
 skal han bestå som verdens Gud, 
 så har jeg og behov for guldet, 
 skal jeg som kejser ta’e mig ud.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Men guldet har De!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke nok. 
 Ja, måske for en to-tre etmål, 
 som kejser à la Lippe-Detmold. 
 Men jeg vil være mig en bloc, 
 vil være Gynt på hele kloden, 
 Sir Gynt fra toppen og til roden!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON 

(henreven). 
 Besidde verdens første dejlighed!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Al hundredårs Johannisberger!
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Og alle Karl den tolvtes værger!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Men først en profitabel lejlighed 
 til transaktion –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den er alt funden; 
 og dertil var vor ankring grunden. 
 Iaften farten står mod nord. 
 Aviserne, jeg fik ombord, 
 beretter mig en vigtig nyhed –! 

(rejser sig med hævet glas.)

 Det er, som lykken uden ophør 
 bær hjælp til den, der selv har kryhed –
 

HERRERNE. 
 Nu? Sig os –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hellas er i oprør.
 

ALLE FIRE 

(springer op). 
 Hvad! Grækerne –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har rejst sig hjemme.
 

DE FIRE. 
 Hurra!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og Tyrken er i klemme! 

(tømmer glasset.)
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Til Hellas! Ærens port står åben! 
 Jeg hjælper med mit franske våben!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Og jeg med opråb – på distance!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Jeg ligeså – med leverance!
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Gå på! Jeg finde skal i Bender 
 de verdenskendte sporespænder!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON 

(falder Peer Gynt om halsen). 
 Tilgiv mig, ven, at jeg en stund 
 har miskendt Dem!
 

V. EBERKOPF 

(trykker hans hænder). 
 Jeg dumme hund, 
 jeg holdt Dem hartad for en slyngel!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Det er for stærkt; kun for en nar –
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE 

(vil kysse ham). 
 Jeg, farbror, for et exemplar 
 af Yankee-pakkets værste yngel –! 
 Forlad mig –!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Vi har alle famlet –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad snak er det?
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Nu ser vi samlet 
 i glans den hele gyntske hær 
 af ønsker, lyster og begær –!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON 

(beundrende). 
 Så det var Monsieur Gynt at være!
 

V. EBERKOPF 

(ligeså). 
 Det er at være Gynt med ære!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men sig mig dog –?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Forstår De ej?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ifald jeg gør, jeg la’er mig hænge!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Hvorledes? Går ej Deres vej 
 til Grækerne med skib og penge?
 

PEER GYNT 

(blæser). 
 Nej mange tak! Jeg støtter styrken 
 og låner pengene til Tyrken.
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Umuligt!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Vittigt sagt, men spøg!
 

PEER GYNT 

(tier lidt, støtter sig til en stol og antager en fornem mine). 
 Hør, mine herrer, det er bedst 
 vi skilles, før den sidste rest 
 af venskab blaffrer bort i røg. 
 Hvo intet ejer, letvindt vover. 
 Når man af verden råder knapt 
 den stribe muld man skygger over, 
 man til kanonmad er som skabt. 
 Men står man berget på det tørre, 
 som jeg, da er ens indsats større. 
 Gå De til Hellas. Jeg skal sende 
 Dem gratis væbnede iland. 
 Jo mer De øger stridens brand, 
 desbedre kan jeg buen spænde. 
 Slå smukt for frihed og for ret! 
 Løb storm! Gør Tyrken helvedet hedt; – 
 og slut med hæder Deres dage 
 på Janitscharens lansestage. – 
 Men hav mig undskyldt. 

(slår på lommen.)

 Jeg har mynt 
 og er mig selv, Sir Peter Gynt. 

(han slår sin solskærm op og går ind i lunden, hvor hængekøjerne skimtes.)
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Den svinske karl!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Ej sans for ære –!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Å, æren, den fik endda være; 
 men tænk jer, hvad enorm profit 
 for os, hvis landet slog sig frit –
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Jeg så mig alt som sejervinder 
 i kreds af skønne Grækerinder!
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Jeg så i mine svenske hænder 
 de heltestore sporespænder!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Jeg mit uhyre fædrelands 
 kultur så spredt til lands og vands –!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Det værste tab er det reelle. 
 Goddam! Jeg kunde tårer fælde! 
 Jeg så mig som Olympens ejer. 
 Hvis berget svarer til sit ry, 
 så må der findes kobberlejer, 
 som kunde tages op påny. 
 Og dertil denne elv, Kastale, 
 hvorom der går så megen tale, 
 med fald på fald, beregnet lavt 
 til mer end tusend hestes kraft –!
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Jeg går endda. Mit svenske sværd 
 er mer end Yankee-guldet værd!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Måske; men, ind i rækken stukne, 
 vi vil i massens mængde drukne; 
 og hvor blir så profiten af?
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Fordømt! Så nær ved lykkens tinde; – 
 og så at standse ved dens grav!
 

MASTER COTTON 

(med knyttet hånd mod fartøjet). 
 Hin sorte kiste slutter inde 
 nabobens gyldne negersved –!
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 En kongetanke! Fort! Afsted! 
 Hans kejserdom er om en hals! 
 Hurra!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Hvad vil De?
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Vinde magten! 
 Besætningen er let tilfals. 
 Ombord! Jeg annekterer yachten!
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 De – hvad –?
 

V. EBERKOPF. 
 Jeg kniber alt iflæng! 

(går ned til jollen.)
 

MASTER COTTON. 
 Da byder mig mit eget tarv 
 at knibe med. 

(går efter.)
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Det er en skarv!
 

MONSIEUR BALLON. 
 Et keltringstykke –! Men – enfin! 

(følger de andre.)
 

TRUMPETERSTRÅLE. 
 Jeg får vel følge dem på færden, – 
 men protesterer for alverden –! 

(går efter.)
 

(Et andet sted på kysten. Måneskin og drivende skyer. Yachten går langt ude for fuld damp.)


(Peer Gynt løber langs stranden. Snart kniber han sig i armen, snart stirrer han ud over havet.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mareridt! – Væv! – Nu vågner jeg snart! 
 Den står fra land! Og i rasende fart! 
 Bare væv! Jeg sover! Jeg er drukken og yr! 

(knuger hænderne.)

 Det går dog umuligt an, at jeg dør! 

(rykker sig i håret.)

 En drøm! Jeg vil det skal være en drøm! 
 Forfærdeligt! Hu; det er sandhed, desværre! 
 Mine asner af venner –! Hør mig, Vorherre! 
 Du er jo så vis og retfærdig –! O, døm –! 

(med oprakte arme.)

 

Det er mig, Peter Gynt! Å, Vorherre, pas på! 
 Tag dig af mig, fader; ellers må jeg forgå! 
 Lad dem bakke maskinen! Lad dem fire ned giggen! 
 Stop tyvene! Gør noget uklart i riggen! 
 Hør mig! Lad ligge de andres grejer! 
 Verden skøtter sig nok selv imens! – – 
 Nej-Gud om han hører! Han er døv, som han plejer! 
 Det er stel! En Gud, som på råd er læns! 

(vinker opad.)

 Pst! Jeg har skilt mig ved negerplantagen! 
 Jeg har skikket missionærer over til Asien! 
 En håndsrækning er dog en anden værd! 
 Å, hjælp mig ombord –! 

(en ildstråle skyder ivejret fra yachten og en tyk røg vælter ud; et hult knald høres; Peer Gynt udstøder et skrig og segner ned i sandet; lidt efter lidt trækker røgen bort; skibet er forsvundet.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(bleg og sagte). 
 Det var straffens sværd! 
 Tilbunds med mand og mus i et plump! 
 O, evigt priset være lykkens slump – – 

(rørt.)

 Slumpetræf? Nej, det var mer end så. 
 Jeg skulde frelses og de forgå. 
 O, tak og pris, at du har mig hyttet, 
 holdt øje med mig trods alle mine brøst – – 

(ånder dybt ud.)

 Hvilken vidunderlig tryghed og trøst 
 i at vide sig selv separat beskyttet. 
 Men i ørken! Hvor får jeg mad og drikke? 
 Å, jeg finder nok lidt. Det må han forstå. 
 Det er ikke så farligt; – 

(højt og indsmigrende.)

 han vil visst ikke, 
 at jeg lille fattige spurv skal forgå! 
 

Bare ydmyg i sindet. Og så unde ham frist. 
 Lade herren råde; ikke hænge med ørene – 

(farer forskræmt ivejret.)

 Var det en løve, som knurred i rørene –? 

(med klapprende tænder.)

 Nej, det var ingen løve. 

(mander sig op.)

 En løve; jo visst! 
 De bæster, de holder sig nok afsides. 
 Med sin overmand er det ikke grejdt at bides. 
 De har jo instinkt; – de føler, som sandt er, 
 det er farligt at lege med elefanter. – – 
 

Men alligevel – jeg får finde et træ. 
 Derborte svajer akazier og palmer; 
 kan jeg flyve derop, har jeg tryghed og læ, – 
 især hvis jeg dertil kunde et par salmer – 

(klattrer op.)

 Morgenen er ikke kvelden lig; 
 det skriftsted er ofte nok vejet og drøftet. 

(sætter sig tilrette.)

 Hvor dejligt at føle sin ånd så løftet. 
 Tænke ædelt, er mer, end at vide sig rig. 
 Bare bygge på ham. Han véd hvad portion 
 af nødens kalk jeg er mand for at drikke. 
 Han er faderligt sindet imod min person; – 

(kaster et øje udover havet og hvisker med et suk:)

 men økonom, – nej, det er han ikke!
 

(Nat. Marokkansk lejr på grænsen mod ørken. Vagtild og hvilende krigere.)
 

EN SLAVE 

(kommer og river sig i håret). 
 Væk er kejserens hvide ganger!
 

EN ANDEN SLAVE 

(kommer og sønderriver sine klæder). 
 Kejserens hellige dragt er stjålen!
 

OPSYNSMAND 

(kommer). 
 Hundred slag får under sålen 
 hver, som ikke tyven fanger! 

(Krigerne stiger til hest og galopperer bort i alle retninger.)
 

(Daggry. Trægruppen med akazier og palmer.)


(Peer Gynt i træet med en afbrukken gren i hånden holder sig en sværm abekatte fra livet.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Fatalt! En højst ubehagelig nat. 

(slår om sig.)

 Er du der igen? Det er dog forbandet; 
 Nu kaster de frugt. Nej; det er noget andet. 
 Et væmmeligt dyr, den abekat! 
 Der står jo skrevet: du skal våge og fægte. 
 Men jeg kan s’gu ikke; jeg er tung og mat. 

(forstyrres igen; utålmodig.)

 Jeg må få en pind for det uvæsen sat! 
 Jeg må se at få fanget en af de knægte, 
 hængt ham og krængt ham og klædt mig ud 
 på sæt og vis i hans lådne hud, 
 så vil de andre tro jeg er ægte. – 
 Hvad er vi mennesker? Kun et fnug. 
 Og lidt får man læmpes efter skik og brug. – 
 

Atter en sværm! De myldrer og kryr. 
 Pak jer! Tsju! De ter sig som gale. 
 Havde jeg blot en forloren hale, – 
 noget sådant, som gav en vis lighed med dyr –. 
 Hvad nu? Der tasser det over mit hode –! 

(ser op.)

 Den gamle, – med næverne fulde af smuds –! 

(kryber ængstelig sammen og holder sig en stund stille. Abekatten gør en bevægelse; Peer Gynt begynder at lokke og godsnakke, som for en hund.)

 Ja, – er du der, du gamle Bus! 
 Han er skikkelig, han! Han kan tages med det gode! 
 Han vil ikke kaste; – nej, var det ligt – 
 

Det er mig! Pip-pip! Vi er gode venner! 
 Aj-aj! Kan du høre, jeg sproget kender? 
 Bus og jeg, vi er skyldfolk og sligt; 
 Bus skal få sukker imorgen –! Det bæst! 
 Hele ladningen over mig! Uf, det er væmmeligt! – 
 Eller kanske det var føde? Det smagte ubestemmeligt; 
 dog, hvad smagen angår, gør vanen mest. 
 Hvad er det for en tænker, som engang har sagt: 
 man får spytte og håbe på vanens magt? – 
 Der er ynglen også! 

(fægter og slår.)

 Det er dog for galt, 
 at mennesket, denne skabningens herre, 
 skal se sig nødt til –! Gevalt! Gevalt! 
 Den gamle var fæl, men de unge er værre!
 

(Tidlig morgen. Stenet egn med udsigt ind over ørken. På den ene side en fjeldkløft og en hule.)


(En tyv og en hæler i kløften med kejserens hest og klædning. Hesten, rigt opsadlet, står bunden til en sten. Ryttere langt borte.)
 

TYVEN. 
 Lansernes tunger, 
 slikkende, spillende, – 
 se, se!
 

HÆLEREN. 
 Jeg føler alt knappen 
 i sandet trillende; 
 Ve, ve!
 

TYVEN 

(folder armene over brystet). 
 Min fader var tyv; 
 hans søn må stjæle.
 

HÆLEREN. 
 Min fader var hæler; 
 hans søn må hæle.
 

TYVEN. 
 Din lod skal du bære; 
 dig selv skal du være.
 

HÆLEREN 

(lytter). 
 Fodtrin i krattet! 
 På flugt! Men hvor?
 

TYVEN. 
 Hulen er dyb 
 og profeten stor! 

(de flygter og lader kosterne i stikken. Rytterne taber sig i det fjerne.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(kommer skærende på en rørfløjte). 
 Hvilken livsalig morgenstund! – 
 Skarnbassen triller sin kugle i gruset; 
 sneglen kryber af sneglehuset. 
 Morgenen; ja, den har guld i mund. – 
 Det er dog i grunden en mærkelig magt, 
 naturen har sådan i dagslyset lagt. 
 Man føler sig så tryg, føler modet vokse, 
 turde gerne, om så var, binde an med en okse. – 
 Hvilken stilhed omkring! Ja de landlige glæder, – 
 ubegribeligt nok, at jeg vraged dem før; 
 at man lukker sig inde i de store stæder, 
 blot for at rendes af pakket på dør. – 
 

Nej; se, hvor firbenen vimser omkring, 
 snapper og tænker på ingenting. 
 Hvilken uskyld selv over dyrenes liv. 
 Hvert holder sig skaberens bud efterretteligt, 
 bevarer sit særlige præg uudsletteligt, 
 er sig selv, sig selv gennem leg og kiv, 
 sig selv, som det blev på hans første bliv. 

(sætter lorgnetten på næsen.)

 En padde. Midt i en sandstensblok. 
 Forstening omkring. Kun hovedet ude. 
 Der sidder den og ser, som gennem en rude, 
 på verden og er sig selv – nok. – 

(tænker sig om.)

 

Nok? Sig selv –? Hvor er det, det står? 
 Jeg har læst det, som gut, i en såkaldt storbog. 
 Var det huspostillen? Eller Salomons ordbog? 
 Fatalt; jeg mærker, at år for år 
 min sans for tiden og stedet forgår. 

(sætter sig ned i skyggen.)

 Her er svalt at hvile og strække sine fødder. 
 Se, her gror bregner. Spiselige rødder. 

(smager lidt.)

 Det er ligere mad for et kreatur; – 
 men der står jo skrevet: tving din natur! 
 Endvidere står der: hovmod må bøjes. 
 Og hvo sig fornedrer, han skal ophøjes. 

(urolig.)

 Ophøjes? Ja, det vil ske med mig; – 
 det er umuligt at tænke sig andet. 
 Skæbnen vil hjælpe mig bort fra landet 
 og mage det så, at jeg kommer ivej. 
 Dette her er en prøvelse; siden kommer frelsen, – 
 når bare Vorherre under mig helsen. 

(skyder tankerne fra sig, tænder en cigar, strækker sig og stirrer ind over ørken.)

 

Hvilket umådeligt, grænseløst øde. – 
 Langt derborte skridter en struds. – 
 Hvad skal en egentlig tro var Guds 
 mening med alt dette tomme og døde? 
 Dette, som alle livskilder savner; 
 dette forbrændte, som ingen gavner; – 
 denne brøk af verden, som ligger brak; 
 dette lig, som ej, siden jordens fødsel, 
 har bragt sin skaber så meget som tak, – 
 hvi blev det til? – Naturen er ødsel. – 
 Er det hav, det i øst, det blinkende, flakke, 
 som glittrer? Umuligt; kun sansebedrag. 
 Havet er i vest; det højner sig bag, 
 dæmmet ude fra ørken ved en skrånende bakke. 

(en tanke farer gennem ham.)

 Dæmmet ude? Så kunde jeg –! Højden er smal. 
 Dæmmet ude! Et gennembrudd blot, en kanal, – 
 som en livsensflod vilde vandene skylle 
 ind gennem svælget og ørken fylde! 
 

Snart vilde hele den glødende grav 
 ligge der frisk som et kruset hav. 
 Oaserne vilde som øer sig højne, 
 Atlas grønnes som fjeldkyst mod nord; 
 sejlere vilde, som fugle forfløjne, 
 skære mod syd karavanernes spor. 
 Livende luft vilde sprede de kvalme 
 dunster, og dugg vilde drysse fra sky; 
 folk vilde bygge sig by ved by, 
 og græs vilde gro om den svajende palme. 
 Landet i syd bag Saharas mur 
 blev til et kystland med frisk kultur. 
 Damp vilde drive Tombuktus fabrikker; 
 Bornu blev koloniseret med il; 
 op gennem Habes foer forskeren sikker 
 i sin waggon til den øvre Nil. 
 Midt i mit hav, på en fed oase, 
 vil jeg forplante den norske race; 
 det dølske blod er jo kongeligt næsten; 
 arabisk krydsning vil gøre resten. 
 

Rundt om en vik på en stigende strand 
 får jeg lægge Peeropolis, hovedstaden. 
 Verden er aflægs! Nu kommer raden 
 til Gyntiana, mit unge land! 

(springer op.)

 Bare kapitaler, så er det gjort. – 
 En nøgle af guld til havets port! 
 Korstog mod døden! Den griske puger 
 skal åbne for sækken, der han ligger og ruger. 
 For frihed sværmes i alle lande; – 
 som asnet i arken vil jeg sende et råb 
 over verden og bringe befrielsens dåb 
 til de dejlige, bundne, vordende strande. 
 

Jeg må frem! Kapitaler i øst eller vest! 
 Mit rige, – mit halve rige for en hest! 

(Hesten vrinsker i fjeldkløften.)

 En hest! Og klædning! – Og smykker, – og værge! 

(går nærmere.)

 Umuligt! Jo, virkelig –! Hvad? Jeg har læst 
 etsteds at viljen kan flytte bjerge; – 
 men at den også kan flytte en hest –! 
 Vås! Det er faktum, at her står hesten; – 
 ab esse ad posse og så videre forresten – 

(trækker klædningen udenpå og ser ned over sig.)

 Sir Peter, – og Tyrk fra top til rod! 
 Nej, en véd aldrig, hvad der kan hændes. – 
 Rap dig, Grane, min ganger god! 

(stiger i sadlen.)

 Guldtøffel til at støtte min fod! 
 På ridestellet skal storfolk kendes! 

(han galopperer ind i ørken.)
 

(Telt hos en araberhøvding, ensomt på en oase.)


(Peer Gynt i sin østerlandske dragt hvilende på hynder. Han drikker kaffe og røger af en lang pibe. Anitra og en flok piger danser og synger for ham.)
 

PIGERNES KOR. 
 Profeten er kommen! 
 Profeten, herren, den alting vidende, 
 til os, til os er han kommen 
 over sandhavet ridende! 
 Profeten, herren, den aldrig fejlende, 
 til os, til os er han kommen 
 gennem sandhavet sejlende! 
 Rør fløjten og trommen; 
 profeten, profeten er kommen!
 

ANITRA. 
 Hans ganger er mælken, den hvide, 
 som strømmer i Paradisets floder. 
 Bøj eders knæ! Sænk eders hoder! 
 Hans øjne er stjerner, blinkende, blide. 
 Intet jordbarn dog tåler 
 glansens glans af de stjerners stråler! 
 Gennem ørken han kom. 
 Guld og perler sprang frem på hans bryst. 
 Hvor han red blev det lyst. 
 Bag ham blev mørke; 
 bag ham foer samum og tørke. 
 Han, den herlige, kom! 
 Gennem ørken han kom, 
 som en jordsøn pyntet, 
 Kaba, Kaba står tom; – 
 han har selv forkyndt det!
 

PIGERNES KOR. 
 Rør fløjten og trommen; 
 profeten, profeten er kommen! 

(Pigerne danser under dæmpet musik.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har læst på tryk – og satsen er sand – 
 „ingen blir profet i sit eget land.” – 
 Dette her, det huger mig meget bedre, 
 end livet histover blandt Charlestowns rhedre. 
 Der var noget hult i den hele sag, 
 noget fremmed på bunden, noget uklart bag; – 
 jeg følte mig aldrig hjemme i laget, 
 og aldrig rigtig som mand af faget. 
 Hvad vilde jeg også på den gallej? 
 Rode og rode i forretningsbingen. 
 Når jeg tænker mig om, jeg fatter det ej; – 
 det traf sig så; det er hele tingen. – 
 Være sig selv på grundlag af guld, 
 det er som at bygge sit hus på sandet. 
 For uhr og for ring og for alt det andet 
 loggrer de godtfolk og kryber i muld; 
 de løfter på hatten for brystnål-kronen; 
 men ring eller nål er jo ikke personen. – 
 

Profet; se, det er en klarere stilling. 
 Da véd man dog på hvad fod man står. 
 Slår man an, så er det en selv, som får 
 ovationen, og ej ens pundsterling og shilling. 
 Man er, hvad man er, foruden snak; 
 man skylder ej slump eller tilfælde tak, 
 og støtter sig ej til patent og bevilling. – 
 Profet; ja, det er noget for mig. 
 Og jeg blev det så inderlig uforvarende, – 
 blot ved at komme gennem ørken farende 
 og træffe naturens børn på min vej. 
 Profeten var kommen; den sag var klar. 
 Det var såmen ikke min agt at bedrage –; 
 der er forskel på løgn og profetisk svar; 
 og jeg kan jo altid træde tilbage. 
 Jeg er ikke bunden; det er ikke værre –; 
 det hele er, så at sige, privat; 
 jeg kan gå, som jeg kom; min hest står parat; 
 kort sagt, jeg er situationens herre.
 

ANITRA 

(nærmer sig fra indgangen). 
 Profet og hersker!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad vil min slavinde?
 

ANITRA. 
 Ventende for teltet står slettens sønner; 
 de beder at få skue dit ansigt –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Stop! 
 Sig dem, de kan i afstand troppe op; 
 sig dem, jeg hører i afstand deres bønner. 
 Læg til, jeg tåler ingen mandfolk herinde! 
 Mændene, barn, er en skrøbelig slægt, – 
 ret hvad man kalder nogle arrige skarn! 
 Anitra, du kan ikke tænke dig, hvor frækt 
 de har snydt – hm; jeg mener syndet, mit barn! – 
 Nå; det var nu det! Dans for mig, kvinder! 
 Profeten vil glemme sine ærgerlige minder.
 

PIGERNE 

(dansende). 
 Profeten er god; Profeten er bedrøvet 
 for det onde, som støvets sønner har øvet! 
 Profeten er mild; hans mildhed være priset; 
 han åbner for synderne Paradiset!
 

PEER GYNT 

(idet hans øjne følger Anitra under dansen). 
 Benene går som trommestikker raske. 
 Ej! Hun er sandelig lækker, den taske. 
 Hun har noget extravagante former, – 
 ikke ganske stemmende med skønhedens normer; 
 men hvad er skønhed? En vedtægt kun, – 
 en mynt, som er gangbar til sted og stund. 
 Og just det extravagante behager, 
 når man har tilbunds det normale nydt. 
 I det lovbundne blir man for rusen snydt. 
 Enten yderlig fyldig, eller yderlig mager, 
 enten ængstende ung, eller skræmmende gammel; – 
 det middels gør vammel. – 
 Hendes fødder – de er ikke ganske rene; 
 ikke armene heller; især den ene. 
 Men det er igrunden ingen forringelse. 
 Jeg vil snarere kalde det en betingelse – – 
 Anitra, hør her!
 

ANITRA 

(nærmer sig). 
 Din slavinde har hørt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du er lokkende, barn! Profeten er rørt. 
 Vil du ikke tro mig, så fornem beviset; – 
 jeg gør dig til Houri i Paradiset!
 

ANITRA. 
 Umuligt, herre!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad? Tror du, jeg væver? 
 Det er ramme alvor, så sandt jeg lever!
 

ANITRA. 
 Men jeg har ingen sjæl.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så kanst du få!
 

ANITRA. 
 Hvorledes, herre?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det må jeg forstå; – 
 jeg skal nok tage mig af din opdragelse. 
 Ingen sjæl! ja ganske visst er du dum, 
 som man siger. Jeg har mærket det med beklagelse. 
 Men pyt; til en sjæl har du altid rum. 
 Kom her! lad mig måle din hjernekiste. – 
 Der er plads; der er plads; det var det, jeg vidste. 
 Sandt nok, – du vil aldrig komme til at stikke 
 synderlig dybt; nogen stor sjæl får du ikke; – 
 men, skidt; det kan også være det samme; – 
 du skal få så meget, at du ikke står tilskamme – –
 

ANITRA. 
 Profeten er god – –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du nøler? Tal!
 

ANITRA. 
 Men jeg ønsked heller –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Snak væk uden dvælen!
 

ANITRA. 
 Jeg bryder mig ikke så meget om sjælen; – 
 giv mig heller –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvilket?
 

ANITRA 

(peger på hans turban). 
 Hin skønne opal!
 

PEER GYNT 

(henrykt, idet han rækker hende smykket). 
 Anitra! Evas naturlige datter! 
 Magnetisk jeg drages; thi jeg er mand, 
 og som der står hos en agtet forfatter: 
 „das ewig weibliche zieht uns an!”
 

(Måneskinsnat. Palmelund udenfor Anitras telt.)


(Peer Gynt med en arabisk luth i hånden sidder under et træ. Hans skæg og hår er studset; han ser betydeligt yngre ud.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(spiller og synger). 
 Jeg stængte for mit Paradis 
 og tog dets nøgle med. 
 Det bar tilhavs for nordlig bris, 
 mens skønne kvinder sit forlis 
 på havsens strand begræd. 
 Mod syd, mod syd skar kølens flugt 
 de salte strømmes vand. 
 Hvor palmen svajer stolt og smukt, 
 i krans om oceanets bugt, 
 jeg stak mit skib i brand. 
 Ombord jeg steg på slettens skib, 
 et skib på fire ben. 
 Det skummed under piskens hieb; – 
 jeg er en flygtig fugl; o, grib, – 
 jeg kviddrer på en gren! 
 Anitra, du er palmens most; 
 det må jeg sande nu! 
 Ja, selv Angoragedens ost 
 er neppe halvt så sød en kost, 
 Anitra, ak, som du! 

(hænger luthen over skuldren og kommer nærmere.)

 

Stilhed! Mon den fagre lytter? 
 Har hun hørt mit lille digt? 
 Mon hun bag gardinet glytter, 
 udrappert af slør og sligt? – 
 Hys! Det klang jo, som om korken 
 voldsomt af en flaske sprang! 
 Nu igen! Og end en gang! 
 Er det elskovssuk? Nej, sang; – – 
 nej, det er en hørbar snorken. – 
 Sød musik! Anitra sover. 
 Nattergal, hold op at slå! 
 Alslags ufærd skal du få, 
 hvis med kluk og klunk du vover – – 
 dog, som skrevet står, lad gå! 
 Nattergalen er en sanger; 
 ak, jeg selv er ligeså. 
 Han, som jeg, med toner fanger 
 hjerter, ømme, bløde, små. 
 Skabt for sang er natten sval; 
 sangen er vor fælles sfære; 
 det, at synge, er at være 
 os, Peer Gynt og nattergal. 
 Og just det, at pigen sover, 
 er min elskovslykkes tip; – 
 det, at spidse læben over 
 bægret uden mindste nip – –; 
 men der er hun jo, minsæl! 
 Bedst, hun kom, alligevel.
 

ANITRA 

(fra teltet). 
 Herre, kalder du i natten?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja såmen; profeten kalder. 
 Jeg blev vækket før af katten 
 ved et voldsomt jagtrabalder –
 

ANITRA. 
 Ak, det var ej jagtlarm, herre; 
 det var noget meget værre.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvilket da?
 

ANITRA. 
 O, skån mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tal!
 

ANITRA. 
 O, jeg rødmer –
 

PEER GYNT 

(nærmere). 
 Var det kanske 
 hvad der fyldte mig så ganske, 
 da jeg gav dig min opal?
 

ANITRA 

(forskrækket). 
 Ligne dig, o, verdens skat, 
 med en ækkel gammel kat!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Barn, fra elskovs standpunkt set, 
 kan en hankat og profet 
 komme hartad ud på et.
 

ANITRA. 
 Herre, spøgens honning strømmer 
 fra din læbe.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Lille ven; 
 du, som andre piger, dømmer 
 skorpen kun af store mænd. 
 Jeg er spøgefuld igrunden, 
 og på tomandshånd især. 
 Af min stilling er jeg bunden 
 til en maskes alvorsskær; 
 dagens pligter gør mig tvungen; 
 alt det regnskab og besvær, 
 som jeg har med en og hver, 
 gør mig tidt profetisk tvær; 
 men det ligger kun på tungen. – 
 Væk med vås! I tetatet’en 
 er jeg Peer, – ja, den, jeg er. 
 Hej, nu jager vi profeten; 
 og mig selv, mig har du her! 

(sætter sig under et træ og drager hende til sig.)

 Kom, Anitra, vi vil hvile 
 under palmens grønne vifte! 
 Jeg skal hviske, du skal smile; 
 siden vil vi roller skifte; 
 da skal dine læber friske, 
 mens jeg smiler, elskov hviske!
 

ANITRA 

(lægger sig for hans fødder). 
 Hvert dit ord er sødt som sange, 
 skønt jeg lidt kun deraf fatter. 
 Herre, svar mig, kan din datter, 
 ved at lytte, sjælen fange?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sjælen, åndens lys og viden 
 skal du nok bekomme siden. 
 Når i øst på rosenstrimer 
 prentes gyldent; her er dagen, – 
 da, min tøs, da gier jeg timer; 
 du skal nok bli velopdragen. 
 Men i nattens lune stille 
 var det dumt, ifald jeg vilde 
 med en luvslidt visdoms rester 
 træde op som skolemester. – 
 Sjælen er jo ikke heller, 
 ret betragtet, hovedsagen. 
 Det er hjertet, som det gælder.
 

ANITRA. 
 Tal, o, herre! Når du taler, 
 ser jeg glimt, som af opaler!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kløgt, på spidsen sat, er dumhed; 
 fejgheds knop, i blomst, er grumhed; 
 sandhed i sin overdrift 
 er en bagvendt visdomsskrift. 
 Ja, mit barn, – jeg er forsvoren, 
 som en hund, hvis ej der går 
 sjælsforædte folk på jorden, 
 som til klarhed tungvindt når. 
 Jeg har kendt en sådan krop, 
 perlen i den hele trop; 
 og selv han tog fejl af målet, 
 misted meningen i skrålet. – 
 Ser du ørken om oasen? 
 Hvis jeg blot min turban svinger, 
 verdenshavets flod jeg tvinger 
 til at fylde hele stadsen. 
 Men jeg var en dompap-pande, 
 hvis jeg skabte hav og lande. 
 Véd du, hvad det er at leve?
 

ANITRA. 
 Lær mig det!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det er at svæve 
 tørskod nedad tidens elv, 
 helt og holdent som sig selv. 
 Kun i mandskraft kan jeg være 
 den, jeg er, min lille kære! 
 Gammel ørn sin fjærham fælder, 
 gammel støder går og hælder, 
 gammel kærring mister tænder, 
 gammel knark får visne hænder, – 
 hver og en får vissen sjæl. 
 Ungdom! Ungdom! Jeg vil herske, 
 som en sultan, hed og hel, – 
 ej på Gyntianas banker, 
 under palmeløv og ranker, – 
 men, på grundlag af det færske, 
 i en kvindes jomfru-tanker. – 
 Ser du nu, min lille pige, 
 hvi jeg har dig nådigst dåret, – 
 hvi jeg har dit hjerte kåret, 
 grundlagt, om jeg så må sige, 
 der mit væsens Kalifat? 
 Jeg vil eje dine længsler. 
 Voldsmagt i min elskovs stat! 
 

Du skal være min alene. 
 Jeg vil være den, der fængsler 
 dig, som guld og ædelstene. 
 Skilles vi, er livet omme, – 
 ja, for din part, notabene! 
 Hele du, hver trevl og tomme, 
 uden vilje, ja, og nej, 
 vil jeg vide fyldt af mig. 
 Dine lokkers midnatsgaver, 
 alt, hvad yndigt er at nævne, 
 skal som babylonske haver, 
 vinke mig til sultanstævne. 
 Derfor er det brav igrunden 
 med dit tomme pandehvælv. 
 Har man sjæl, så er man bunden 
 i betragtning af sig selv. 
 Hør, imens vi just er ved det; 
 hvis du vil, du skal, min tro, 
 få en ring om ankelledet; – 
 det blir bedst for begge to; 
 jeg taer plads i sjælestedet, 
 og forøvrigt – status quo. 

(Anitra snorker.)

 

Hvad? Hun sover! Er det gledet 
 hus forbi, hvad jeg har sagt? – 
 Nej; det stempler just min magt, 
 at hun flyder bort i drømme 
 på min elskovstales strømme. 

(rejser sig og lægger smykker i hendes skød.)

 Her er søljer! Her er fler! 
 Sov, Anitra! Drøm om Peer – – 
 Sov! Isøvne har du kronen 
 på din kejsers pande sat! 
 Sejr på grundlag af personen 
 vandt Peer Gynt i denne nat.
 

(Karavanvej. Oasen langt tilbage i det fjerne.)


(Peer Gynt, på sin hvide hest, jager gennem ørken. Han har Anitra foran sig på sadelknappen.)
 

ANITRA. 
 Lad være; jeg bider!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du lille skalk!
 

ANITRA. 
 Hvad vil du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vil? Lege due og falk! 
 Føre dig bort! Gøre gale streger!
 

ANITRA. 
 Skam dig! En gammel profet –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, vås! 
 Profeten er ikke gammel, din gås! 
 Synes du dette på alderdom peger?
 

ANITRA. 
 Slip! Jeg vil hjem!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu er du koket! 
 Tænk, hjem! Til svigerfaer! Det var net! 
 Vi gale fugle, af buret fløjne, 
 tør aldrig mere komme ham for øjne. 
 Desuden, min unge, på samme sted 
 bør man ikke for længere tid slå sig ned; 
 man mister i agt, hvad man vinder i kendskab; – 
 især, når man kommer som profet eller sligt. 
 Flygtigt skal man vise sig, gå som et digt. 
 Det var s’gu på tid at besøget fik endskab. 
 Det er vaklende sjæle, disse slettens sønner; – 
 tilslut vanked hverken virak eller bønner.
 

ANITRA. 
 Ja, men er du profet?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg er din kejser! 

(vil kysse hende.)

 Nej se, hvor den lille hakkespæt knejser!
 

ANITRA. 
 Giv mig den ring, som sidder på din finger.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tag, søde Anitra, det hele pøjt!
 

ANITRA. 
 Dine ord er sange! Lifligt de klinger!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Saligt, at vide sig elsket så højt! 
 Jeg vil af! Jeg vil lede hesten, som din slave! 

(rækker hende ridepisken og stiger af.)

 Se så, min rose, min dejlige blomst; 
 her vil jeg gå i sandet og kave 
 til jeg rammes af et solstik og får min bekomst. 
 Jeg er ung, Anitra; hav det for øje! 
 Du får ikke veje mine fagter så nøje. 
 Spas og spilopper er ungdoms kriterium! 
 Hvis altså ikke din ånd var så tung, 
 så vilde du skønne, min yndige nerium, – 
 din elsker gør spilopper, – ergo er han ung!
 

ANITRA. 
 Ja, du er ung. Har du flere ringe?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikkesandt? Der; grams! Som en buk kan jeg springe! 
 Var her vinløv i nærheden, skulde jeg mig kranse. 
 Ja minsæl er jeg ung! Hej, jeg vil danse! 

(danser og synger.)

 Jeg er en lyksalig hane! 
 Hak mig, min lille tippe! 
 Ej! Hop! Lad mig trippe; – 
 jeg er en lyksalig hane!
 

ANITRA. 
 Du sveder, profet; jeg er angst du skal smelte; – 
 ræk mig det tunge, som dingler i dit belte.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ømme bekymring! Bær pungen for stedse; – 
 uden guld er elskende hjerter tilfredse! 

(danser og synger igen.)

 Unge Peer Gynt er en Galfrands! 
 han véd ikke på hvad fod han vil stå. 
 Pyt, sa’e Peer; – pyt, lad gå! 
 Unge Peer Gynt er en Galfrands!
 

ANITRA. 
 Frydfuldt, når profeten i dansen træder!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Visvas med profeten! – Lad os bytte klæder! 
 Hejsan! Træk ud!
 

ANITRA. 
 Din kaftan blev for lang, 
 din livgjord for vid og din strømpe for trang –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Eh bien! 

(knæler.)

 Men gør mig en hæftig sorg; 
 det er sødt for elskende hjerter at lide! 
 Hør, når vi kommer hjem til min borg –
 

ANITRA. 
 Til dit Paradis; – har vi langt at ride?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, en tusende mile –
 

ANITRA. 
 For langt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 O, hør; – 
 du skal få den sjæl, som jeg lovte dig før –
 

ANITRA. 
 Ja, tak; jeg hjælper mig uden sjæl. 
 Men du bad om en sorg –
 

PEER GYNT 

(rejser sig). 
 Ja, død og plage! 
 En voldsom, men kort, – for en to-tre dage!
 

ANITRA. 
 Anitra lyder profeten! – Farvel! 

(hun smækker ham et dygtigt rap over fingrene og jager i flyvende galop tilbage gennem ørken.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(står en lang stund som lynslagen). 
 Nå, så skulde da også – – –!
 

(Samme sted. En time senere.)


(Peer Gynt, adstadig og betænksom, trækker tyrkeklæderne af, stykke for stykke. Tilsidst tager han sin lille rejsehue op af frakkelommen, sætter den på, og står atter i sin evropæiske dragt.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(idet han kaster turbanen langt fra sig). 
 Der ligger Tyrken, og her står jeg! – 
 Dette hedenske væsen duer s’gu ej. 
 Det var heldigt, det kun var i klæderne båret, 
 og ej, som man siger, i kødet skåret. – 
 Hvad vilde jeg også på den galej? 
 En står sig dog bedst på at leve som kristen, 
 vrage påfuglhabittens pral, 
 støtte sin færd til lov og moral, 
 være sig selv og få sig tilsidst en 
 tale ved graven og kranse på kisten. 

(går nogle skridt.)

 Den taske; – hun var på et hængende hår 
 ifærd med at gøre mig hodet kruset. 
 Jeg vil være et trold, ifald jeg forstår, 
 hvad det var, som gjorde mig ørsk og ruset. 
 Nå; godt, det fik slut! Var spasen dreven 
 et skridt endnu, var jeg latterlig bleven. – 
 

Jeg har fejlet. Ja; – men det er dog en trøst, 
 at jeg fejled på grundlag af stillingens brøst. 
 Det var ikke selve personen, der faldt. 
 Det er egentlig dette profetiske levnet, 
 så ganske blottet for virksomheds salt, 
 som har sig med smagløsheds kvalmer hævnet. 
 En dårlig bestilling at være profet! 
 I embedets medfør skal man gå som i tågen; 
 profetisk taget man flux er bét, 
 så såre man tér sig ædru og vågen. 
 For så vidt har jeg gjort stillingen fyldest, 
 netop ved at bringe den gås min hyldest. 
 Men, ikke desmindre – 

(brister i latter.)

 Hm, tænke sig til! 
 Ville stoppe tiden ved at trippe og danse! 
 Ville stride mod strømmen ved at svinge og svanse! 
 Spille på strengeleg, kæle og sukke, 
 og ende som en hane – med at lade sig plukke. 
 Den adfærd kan kaldes profetisk vild. – 
 Ja; plukke! – Tvi; jeg er plukket slemt; 
 nå; lidt har jeg rigtignok i baghånden gemt; 
 jeg har noget i Amerika, noget i lommen; 
 er altså ikke helt på fantestien kommen. – 
 

Og dette middels er igrunden bedst. 
 Nu er jeg ikke bunden af kusk eller hest; 
 jeg har ingen besvær med kuffert og kærre; 
 kort sagt, som man siger, jeg er stillingens herre. – 
 Hvilken vej bør jeg vælge? Mangen vej står mig åben; 
 og i valget kender man vismand fra tåben. 
 Mit forretningsliv er et sluttet kapitel; 
 min kærlighedsleg er en aflagt kittel. 
 Til krebsegang føler jeg ingen drift. 
 „Atter og fram, det er lige langt; 
 ud og ind det er lige trangt”, – 
 så tror jeg der står i et åndrigt skrift. – 
 Altså noget nyt; en forædlet færd; 
 et formål, som er møjen og pengene værd. 
 Om jeg skrev mit levnet uden fordølgelse, – 
 en bog til vejledning og efterfølgelse? – 
 Eller, bi –! Jeg har tiden ganske til rådighed; – 
 hvad, om jeg som en rejsende lærd 
 studerte de henfarne tiders grådighed? 
 Isandhed, ja, det er noget for mig! 
 Krøniker læste jeg alt som liden, 
 og har også dyrket den videnskab siden. – 
 

Jeg vil følge menneskeslægtens vej! 
 Jeg vil svømme som en fjær på historiens strøm, 
 leve den op igen, som i en drøm, – 
 se heltenes kampe for stort og godt, 
 men i sikker behold, som tilskuer blot, – 
 se tænkerne falde, martyrerne bløde, 
 se riger grundes og riger forgå, – 
 se verdensepoker slå ud af det små; 
 kort sagt, jeg vil skumme historiens fløde. – 
 Jeg får se at få tag i et bind af Becker, 
 og rejse kronologisk så langt jeg rækker. – 
 Vel sandt, – min forkundskab er ikke grundig, 
 og historiens indre mekanik underfundig! – 
 men pyt; hvor udgangspunktet er galest, 
 blir tidt resultatet originalest. – – 
 Hvor løftende dog, at sætte sig et mål, 
 og drive det igennem som flint og stål! 

(stille bevæget.)

 

Bryde, på alle kanter og ender, 
 de bånd, som binder til hjemstavn og venner, – 
 sprænge i luften sin rigdoms skat, – 
 sige sin kærligheds lykke godnat, – 
 alt for at finde det sandes mysterium, – 

(tørrer en tåre af øjet.)

 det er den ægte forskers kriterium! – 
 Jeg føler mig lykkelig over al måde. 
 Nu har jeg løst min bestemmelses gåde. 
 Nu bare holde ud i tykt og tyndt! 
 Det er vel tilgiveligt om jeg knejser 
 og føler mig selv som manden Peer Gynt, 
 også kaldt menneskelivets kejser. – 
 Det svundnes facit og sum vil jeg eje; 
 aldrig slide de levendes veje; – 
 samtiden er ej en skosåle værd; 
 både troløs og margløs er mændenes færd; 
 deres ånd har ej flugt, deres dåd ej vægt; – – 

(trækker på skulderen.)

 og kvinderne, – det er en skrøbelig slægt! – 

(han går.)
 

(Sommerdag. Højt oppe mod nord. En hytte i storskogen. Åben dør med en stor trælås. Rensdyrhorn over døren. En flok geder ved husvæggen.)


(En middelaldrende kvinde, lys og smuk, sidder og spinder udenfor i solskinnet.)
 

KVINDEN 

(kaster et øje nedover vejen og synger)

 Kanske vil der gå både vinter og vår, 
 og næste sommer med, og det hele år; – 
 men engang vil du komme, det véd jeg visst; 
 og jeg skal nok vente, for det lovte jeg sidst. 

(lokker på gederne, spinder og synger igen.)

 Gud styrke dig, hvor du i verden går! 
 Gud glæde dig, hvis du for hans fodskammel står! 
 Her skal jeg vente til du kommer igen; 
 og venter du histoppe, vi træffes der, min ven!
 

(I Ægypten. Morgendæmring. Memnonstøtten står i sandet.)


(Peer Gynt kommer gående og ser sig en stund omkring.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Her kunde jeg passelig begynde min vandring. – 
 Nu er jeg altså Ægypter til forandring; 
 men Ægypter på grundlag af det gyntske jeg. 
 Siden til Assyrien jeg lægger ivej. 
 Helt at begynde med verdens skabelse, 
 det vil bare lede til fortabelse; – 
 jeg vil ganske gå udenom bibelhistorien; 
 jeg finder jo altid dens verdslige spor igen; 
 og at se den, som man siger, i sømmene efter, 
 ligger udenfor både min plan og mine kræfter. 

(sætter sig på en sten.)

 Nu vil jeg hvile mig og vente ihærdig, 
 til støtten med sin vanlige morgensang er færdig. 
 Efter frokosten klyver jeg op på pyramiden; 
 får jeg tid, vil jeg granske den indeni siden. 
 Derpå til-lands om det røde hav; 
 kanske kan jeg finde kong Potifars grav. – 
 

Så er jeg Asiater. I Babylon jeg søger 
 de rygtbare hængende haver og skøger, 
 det vil sige, de vigtigste spor af kultur. 
 Og så med et spring til Trojas mur. 
 Fra Troja går der jo sjøvej direkte 
 over til det herlige gamle Athen; – 
 der vil jeg på åstedet, sten for sten, 
 befare det pas, som Leonidas dækte; – 
 jeg vil gøre mig fortrolig med de bedre filosofer, 
 finde fængslet, hvor Sokrates døde som offer – –; 
 nej, det er s’gu sandt, – der er krig for tiden –! 
 Ja, så får Hellenismen ligge til siden. 

(ser på sit uhr.)

 Det er dog for galt, hvor længe det varer, 
 før solen rinder. Min tid er knap. 
 Altså, fra Troja; – det var der jeg slap – – 

(rejser sig og lytter )

 Hvad er det for en underlig susning, som farer –? 

(Solopgang.)
 

MEMNOSTØTTEN 

(synger). 
 Af halvgudens aske stiger foryngende 
 fugle syngende. 
 Zeus, den alvidende, 
 skabte dem stridende. 
 Visdomsugle, 
 hvor sover mine fugle? 
 Du må dø eller råde 
 sangens gåde!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sandfærdig, – mener jeg ikke der gik 
 fra støtten en lyd! Det var fortidsmusik. 
 Jeg hørte stenrøstens stigning og sænkning. – 
 Jeg vil skrive det op til de lærdes betænkning. 

(noterer i lommebogen.)

 „Støtten sang. Jeg hørte tydeligt klangen, 
 men forstod ikke rigtig texten til sangen. 
 Det hele var naturligvis sansebedrag. – 
 Ellers intet af vægt observeret idag.” 

(går videre.)
 

(Ved landsbyen Gizeh. Den store Sfinx udhuggen af klippen. Langt borte Kairos spir og minaretter.)

(Peer Gynt kommer; han betragter Sfinxen opmærksomt, snart gennem lorgnetten, snart gennem den hule hånd.)

 

Nej, hvor i alverden har jeg truffet før 
 noget halvglemt, som minder om dette skabilken? 
 For truffet det, har jeg, i nord eller sør. 
 Var det en person? Og, i så fald, hvilken? 
 Han, Memnon, faldt det mig bagefter ind, 
 ligned de såkaldte Dovregubber, 
 slig som han sad der, stiv og stind, 
 med enden plantet på søjlestubber. – 
 Men dette underlige krydsningsdyr, 
 denne bytting, på engang løve og kvinde, – 
 har jeg også ham fra et eventyr? 
 Eller har jeg ham fra et virkeligt minde? 
 Fra et eventyr? Ho, nu husker jeg kallen! 
 Det er s’gu Bøjgen, som jeg slog i skallen, – 
 det vil sige, jeg drømte – for jeg lå i feber. – 

(går nærmere.)

 De selvsamme øjne; de selvsamme læber; – 
 ikke fuldt så dorsk; lidt mere forslagen; 
 men ellers den samme i hovedsagen. – 
 Ja så da, Bøjg; du ligner en løve, 
 når en ser dig bagfra og træffer dig om dagen! 
 Kan du endnu gåder? Det skal vi prøve. 
 Nu får vi se om du svarer som sidst, du! 

(råber mod Sfinxen.)

 Hej, Bøjg, hvem er du?
 

EN STEMME 

(bag Sfinxen.)

 Ach, Sfinx, wer bist du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad! Ekkoet bryder på Tydsk! Mærkværdigt!
 

STEMMEN. 
 Wer bist du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det taler jo sproget færdigt! 
 Den observation er ny og min. 

(noterer i bogen.)

 „Ekko på Tydsk. Dialekt fra Berlin.” 

(Begriffenfeldt kommer frem bag Sfinxen.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Et menneske!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå; det er ham, som prater. 

(noterer igen.)

 „Kom senerehen til andre resultater.”
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(under alleslags urolige fagter). 
 Min herre, undskyld –! En lebensfrage –! 
 Hvad fører Dem just idag herhen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En visit. Jeg hilser på en ungdomsven.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Hvad? Sfinxen –?
 

PEER GYNT 

(nikker). 
 Jeg har kendt ham i gamle dage.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Famost! – Og det efter denne nat! 
 Min pande hamrer! Den er nærved at revne! 
 De kender ham, mand? Tal! Svar! kan De nævne, 
 hvad han er?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad han er? Ja, det kan jeg glat. 
 Han er sig selv.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(med et spring). 
 Ha, livsgåden glindste 
 som lyn for mit syn! – Det er visst, at han er 
 sig selv?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, så siger han idetmindste.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Sig selv! Omvæltningens stund er nær! 

(tager hatten af.)

 Deres navn, min herre?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg er døbt Peer Gynt.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(med stille beundring). 
 Peer Gynt! Allegorisk! Det var at vente. – 
 Peer Gynt? Det vil sige: det ubekendte, – 
 det kommende, hvis komme var mig forkyndt –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, virkelig! Og nu er De her for at hente –?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Peer Gynt! Dybsindig! Gådefuld! Hvas! 
 Hvert ord er ligesom en bundløs lære! 
 Hvad er De?
 

PEER GYNT 

(beskeden). 
 Jeg har altid prøvet at være 
 mig selv. Forøvrigt er her mit pas.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Atter det gådefulde ord på bunden! 

(griber ham om håndledet.)

 Til Kairo! Fortolkernes kejser er funden!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kejser?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Kom!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Er jeg virkelig kendt –?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(idet han trækker ham med sig). 
 Fortolkernes kejser – på selvets fundament!
 

(I Kairo. Et stort gårdsrum med høje mure og bygninger omkring. Gittervinduer; jernbure.)


(Tre vogtere i gården. En fjerde kommer.)
 

DEN KOMMENDE. 
 Schafmann; sig mig, hvor er direktøren?
 

EN VOGTER. 
 Kørt ud imorges længe før dag.
 

FØRSTE. 
 Jeg tror der er hændt ham en ærgerlig sag; 
 thi inat –
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Hys, stille; der er han ved døren! 

(Begriffenfeldt fører Peer Gynt ind, låser porten og stikker nøglen i lommen.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(for sig selv). 
 Isandhed, en yderst begavet mand; 
 næsten alt, hvad han siger, går over ens forstand. 

(ser sig om.)

 Så dette her er de lærdes klub?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Her vil De finde dem, rub og stub; – 
 de halvfjerdsindstyve fortolkeres kreds; 
 den er nylig forøget med hundred og treds – – 

(råber på vogterne.)

 Mikkel, Schlingelberg, Schafmann, Fuchs, – 
 ind i burene med jer fluks!
 

VOGTERNE. 
 Vi?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Hvem ellers? Afsted, afsted! 
 Når verden snurrer, så snurrer vi med. 

(tvinger dem ind i et bur.)

 Han er kommen imorges, den store Peer; – 
 I kan slutte jer til resten, – jeg siger ikke mer. 

(stænger buret og kaster nøglen i en brønd.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men, bedste herr doktor og direktør –?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Ingen af delene! Jeg var det før – –. 
 Herr Peer; kan De tie? Jeg må give mig luft –
 

PEER GYNT 

(i stigende uro). 
 Hvad er det?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Lov mig, De ikke vil skælve.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg skal prøve –
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(trækker ham hen i et hjørne og hvisker). 
 Den absolute fornuft 
 afgik ved døden iaftes kl. 11.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gud fri mig –!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Ja, det er yderst beklageligt. 
 Og i min stilling, ser De, er det dobbelt ubehageligt; 
 thi denne anstalt gjaldt lige til det sidste 
 for en dårekiste.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En dårekiste!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Ikke nu, forstår De!
 

PEER GYNT 

(bleg og sagte). 
 Nu skønner jeg stedet! 
 Og manden er gal; – og ingen véd det! 

(trækker sig bort.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(følger efter). 
 Forøvrigt håber jeg De har forstået? 
 Når jeg kalder ham død, så er det væv. 
 Han er gået fra sig selv. Af sit skind er han gået, – 
 akkurat som min landsmand Münchhausens ræv.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Undskyld et minut –
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(holder på ham). 
 Nej, det var som en ål; – 
 ikke som en ræv. Gennem øjet en nål; – 
 han sprælled på væggen – –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvor finder jeg frelsen!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Rundt om halsen et snit og så, vips, af pelsen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Forrykt! Aldeles fra vid og sans!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Nu er det klart, og det la’er sig ikke dølge, – 
 denne fra-sig-gåen vil have til følge 
 en hel omvæltning til lands og vands. 
 De personligheder, som før kaldtes gale, 
 blev nemlig iaftes kl. 11 normale, 
 konforme med fornuften i dens nye fase. 
 Og ser man endvidre på sagen ret, 
 er det klart, at fra nysnævnte klokkeslet 
 begyndte de såkaldte kloge at rase.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De nævnte klokken; min tid er knap –
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Deres tid? Der gav De min tanke et rap! 

(åbner en dør og råber:)

 Herud! Den vordende tid er forkyndt! 
 Fornuften er død. Leve Peer Gynt!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, kæreste mand –! 

(de afsindige kommer efterhånden ud i gårdsrummet.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 God morgen! Giv møde, 
 og hils på befrielsens morgenrøde! 
 Eders kejser er kommen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kejser?
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Ja visst!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men æren er så stor, så over al måde –
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Ak, lad ingen falsk beskedenhed råde 
 i en stund som denne.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men und mig blot frist –! 
 Nej, jeg duer s’gu ikke; jeg er rent fordummet!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 En mand, som har Sfinxens mening fornummet? 
 Som er sig selv?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, det er just knuden. 
 Jeg er mig selv i et og i alt; 
 men her, så vidt jeg forstod, det gjaldt 
 at være sig selv, så at sige, foruden.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Foruden? Nej, der taer De mærkelig fejl! 
 Her er man sig selv aldeles forbandet; 
 sig selv og ikke det ringeste andet; – 
 man går, som sig selv, for fulde sejl. 
 Hver lukker sig inde i selvets tønde, 
 i selvets gæring han dukker tilbunds, – 
 han stænger hermetisk med selvets spunds 
 og tætner træet i selvets brønde. 
 Ingen har gråd for de andres veer; 
 ingen har sans for de andres ideer. 
 Os selv, det er vi i tanken og tonen, 
 os selv til springbrættets yderste rand, – 
 og følgelig, skal der en kejser på tronen, 
 er det klart, at De er den rette mand.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, gid jeg var fanden –!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Nu ikke forknyt; 
 næsten alt i verden er i førstningen nyt. 
 „Sig selv”; – kom; her skal De se et exempel; 
 jeg vælger det første det bedste iflæng – 

(til en mørk skikkelse.)

 Goddag, Huhu! Nå, går du, min dreng, 
 bestandig omkring med græmmelsens stempel?
 

HUHU. 
 Kan jeg andet vel, når folket 
 slægt for slægt dør ufortolket? 

(til Peer Gynt.)

 Du er fremmed; vil du høre?
 

PEER GYNT 

(bukker). 
 Gudbevar’s!
 

HUHU. 
 Så lån mig øre. – 
 Fjernt i øst, som krans om pande, 
 står de malebarske strande. 
 Portugiser og Hollænder 
 landet med kultur bespænder. 
 Desforuden bor der skarer 
 af de ægte Malebarer. 
 Disse folk har sproget blandet; – 
 de er herrer nu i landet. – 
 Men i tiden længst forgangen 
 råded der orangutangen. 
 Han var skogens mand og herre; 
 frit han turde slå og snærre. 
 Som naturens hånd ham skabte, 
 så han gren og så han gabte. 
 Uforment han turde skrige; 
 han var hersker i sit rige. – 
 Ak, men så kom fremmedåget 
 og forplumred urskogs-sproget. 
 

Firehundredårig natten 
 ruged over abekatten; 
 og man véd, så lange nætter 
 landsens folk i stampe sætter. – 
 Skogens urlyd er forstummet; 
 ikke længer blir der brummet; – 
 skal vi vore tanker male, 
 må det ske ved hjælp af tale. 
 Hvilken tvang for alle stænder! 
 Portugiser og Hollænder, 
 blandingsracen, Malebaren, 
 hver er lige ilde faren. – 
 Jeg har prøvet på at fægte 
 for vort urskogs-mål, det ægte, – 
 prøvet at belive liget, – 
 hævdet folkets ret til skriget, – 
 skreget selv og påvist trangen 
 til dets brug i folkesangen. – 
 Skralt man dog min idræt skatter. – 
 Nu, jeg tror, min sorg du fatter. 
 Tak, at du har lånt mig øre; – 
 véd du råd, så lad mig høre!
 

PEER GYNT 

(sagte). 
 Der står skrevet: man får tude 
 med de ulve, som er ude. 

(højt.)

 Kære ven, såvidt jeg husker 
 findes i Marokko busker, 
 hvor en flok orangutanger 
 lever uden tolk og sanger; 
 deres mål lød malebarisk! 
 det var smukt og exemplarisk, – 
 dersom De, lig andre standsmænd, 
 vandred ud til gavn for landsmænd –
 

HUHU. 
 Tak, at du har lånt mig øre; 
 som du råder, vil jeg gøre. 

(med en stor gebærde.)

 Østen har forstødt sin sanger! 
 Vesten har orangutanger! 

(han går.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Nå, var han sig selv? Jeg skulde det mene. 
 Af sit eget er han fyldt, og af det alene. 
 Han er sig i alt, hvad han giver af sig, – 
 sig selv i kraft af at være fra sig. 
 Kom her! Nu skal jeg vise Dem en anden, 
 fra iaftes ikke mindre konform med forstanden. 

(til en Fellah, som bærer en mumie på ryggen.)

 Kong Apis, hvor går det, min høje herre?
 

FELLAHEN 

(vildt til Peer Gynt). 
 Er jeg kong Apis?
 

PEER GYNT 

(trækker sig bag doktoren). 
 Jeg må tilstå, desværre, 
 jeg er ikke inde i situationen; 
 men jeg tror nok, ifald jeg tør dømme efter tonen –
 

FELLAHEN. 
 Nu lyver du også.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Deres Højhed får melde 
 hvordan sagerne står.
 

FELLAHEN. 
 Det skal jeg fortælle. 

(vender sig til Peer Gynt.)

 Ser du ham, som jeg bærer på ryggen? 
 Han navnet kong Apis lød, 
 Nu går han under navn af mumie, 
 og er derhos aldeles død. 
 Han har bygget alle pyramider, 
 og hugget den store Sfinx, 
 og kriget, som doktoren siger, 
 med Tyrken både rechts og links. 
 Og derfor det ganske Ægypten 
 har priset ham som en gud, 
 og stillet ham op i templer, 
 i lignelser af en stud. – 
 Men jeg er denne kong Apis, 
 det ser jeg så soleklart; 
 og hvis du ikke forstår det, 
 så skal du forstå det snart. 
 Kong Apis var nemlig på jagten, 
 og steg af sin hest en stund, 
 og gik for sig selv afsides 
 ind på min oldefaers grund. 
 Men marken, kong Apis gøded, 
 har næret mig med sit korn; 
 og trænges der flere beviser, 
 så har jeg usynlige horn. 
 Og er det så ikke forbandet, 
 at ingen vil prise min magt! 
 Af byrd er jeg Apis i landet, 
 men Fellah i andres agt. 
 Kan du sige hvad jeg skal gøre, 
 så råd mig foruden svig; – 
 hvad det gælder om, er at blive 
 kong Apis den store lig.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Deres Højhed får bygge pyramider, 
 og hugge en større Sfinx, 
 og krige, som doktoren siger, 
 med Tyrken både rechts og links.
 

FELLAHEN. 
 Jo, det er en dejlig tale! 
 En Fellah! En sulten lus! 
 Jeg har nok med at holde min hytte 
 ryddelig for rotter og mus 
 Fort, mand, – find på noget bedre, 
 som både gør stor og tryg, 
 og derhos aldeles lig med 
 kong Apis bag på min ryg!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad om Deres Højhed hang Dem, 
 og derpå i jordens skød, 
 bag kistens naturlige grænser, 
 forholdt Dem aldeles død?
 

FELLAHEN. 
 Så vil jeg! Mit liv for en strikke! 
 I galgen med hår og hud! – 
 I førstningen blir der lidt forskel; 
 men den jævner tiden ud. 

(går hen og gør anstalter til at hænge sig.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Det var en personlighed, herr Peer, – 
 en mand med methode –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, ja; jeg ser –; 
 men han hænger sig virkelig! Gud, vær os nådig! 
 Jeg blir syg; – jeg er knapt mine tanker rådig!
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 En overgangstilstand; den varer kun kort.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En overgang? Hvortil? Undskyld, – jeg må bort –
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(holder ham). 
 Er De gal?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke endnu – Gal? Gud bevares! 

(Allarm. Ministeren Hussejn trænger sig gennem sværmen.)
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Man har meldt mig, her er kommet en kejser idag. 

(til Peer Gynt.)

 Det er Dem?
 

PEER GYNT 

(fortvivlet). 
 Ja, det er en afgjort sag!
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Godt. – Her er noter, som skal besvares?
 

PEER GYNT 

(river sig i håret). 
 Hejsan! Ret så; – jo værre, jo bedre!
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Måske De vil med et dyp mig hædre? 

(bukker dybt.)

 Jeg er en pen.
 

PEER GYNT 

(bukker endnu dybere). 
 Og jeg er plent 
 et krimskramset, kejserligt pergament.
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Min historie, herre, er kortelig den: 
 jeg gælder for et sandhus og er en pen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Min historie, herr pen, er, i korthed vævet, – 
 jeg er et papirblad og blir aldrig beskrevet.
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Hvad jeg duer til, har menneskene ingen forstand på; 
 alle vil de bruge mig til at strø sand på!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg var i en kvindes eje en sølvspændt bog; – 
 det er en og samme trykfejl at være gal og klog!
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Tænk Dem, hvilket fortærende liv; 
 være pen og aldrig smage odden af en kniv!
 

PEER GYNT 

(hopper højt). 
 Tænk Dem: være renbuk; springe fra oven; – 
 altid stupe, – aldrig kende grund under hoven!
 

HUSSEJN. 
 En kniv! Jeg er sløv; – få skåret og ridset mig! 
 Verden går under, hvis man ikke får spidset mig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det var synd for den verden, der, lig andet selvgjort, 
 af Vorherre blev befunden så inderlig velgjort.
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT. 
 Her er kniv!
 

HUSSEJN 

(griber den). 
 Ah, hvor jeg skal blækket slikke! 
 Hvilken vellyst at snitte sig. 

(skærer halsen over.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(viger tilside). 
 Sprut dog ikke.
 

PEER GYNT 

(i stigende angst). 
 Hold på ham!
 

HUSSEJN. 
 Hold på mig! Det er ordet! 
 Hold! Hold i pennen! Papiret på bordet –! 

(falder.)

 Jeg er udslidt. Efterskriften, – glem ikke den; 
 han leved og han døde som en påholden pen!
 

PEER GYNT 

(svimler). 
 Hvad skal jeg –! Hvad er jeg? Du store –, hold fast! 
 Jeg er alt, hvad du vil, – en Tyrk, en synder, – 
 et bergtrold –; men hjælp; – det var noget som brast –! 

(skriger.)

 Jeg kan ikke hitte dit navn i en hast! – – 
 hjælp mig, du, – alle dårers formynder! 

(synker i afmagt.)
 

BEGRIFFENFELDT 

(med en stråkrans i hånden, gør et spring og sætter sig skrævs over ham). 
 Ha; se, hvor han i sølen knejser! – – 
 er fra sig selv –! Hans kroning sker! 

(trykker kransen på ham og udråber)

 Han leve! Leve selvets kejser!
 

SCHAFMANN 

(i buret). 
 Es lebe hoch der grosse Peer!
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Ombord på et skib i Nordsjøen udenfor den norske kyst. Solnedgang. Stormfuldt vejr.)

 (Peer Gynt, en kraftig gammel mand med isgråt hår og skæg, står agter på hytten. Han er halvt sjømandsklædt, i jakke og høje støvler. Dragten noget slidt og medtagen; han selv vejrbidt og med et hårdere udtryk. Skibskaptejnen ved rattet hos rorgængeren. Mandskabet forud.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(læner armene på rælingen og stirrer ind mod land). 
 Se Hallingskarven i vinterham; – 
 han brisker sig, gamlen, i kveldsols bram. 
 Jøklen, bror hans, står bag påskrå; 
 han har endnu den grønne iskåben på. 
 Folgefånnen, hun er nu så fin, – 
 ligger som en jomfru i skære lin. 
 Vær ingen galninger, gamle gutter! 
 Stå der I står; I er gråstens-nuter.
 

KAPTEJNEN 

(råber forud). 
 To mand tilrors, – og lanternen sat!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det kuler stivt.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Vi får storm inat.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har en fra havet kending af Ronden?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Nej, var det ligt; – den ligger bag fånnen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Eller Blåhø?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Nej; men oppe fra riggen 
 kan en i klarvejr se Galdhøpiggen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvor har vi Hårtejgen?
 

KAPTEJNEN 

(peger). 
 Så omtrent.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja vel.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Det lader til De er kendt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Da jeg rejste fra landet, foer jeg her forbi; 
 og bærmen, siger ordsproget, hænger længst i. 

(spytter og stirrer mod kysten.)

 Derinde, hvor det blåner i skar og kløft, – 
 hvor fjelddalen svartner, trang, som en grøft, – 
 og under, langs med den åbne fjord, – 
 der er det altså menneskene boer. 

(ser på kaptejnen.)

 De bygger spredt her i landet.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Ja; 
 der er vidt imellem og langt ifra.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Er vi inde før daggry?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Så ved pas, 
 ifald ikke natten blir altfor hvas.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det tykner i vest.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Det gør så.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Stop! 
 De kan huske mig på, når vi siden gør op, – 
 jeg er sindet, som man siger, at øve godt 
 imod mandskabet –
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Takker!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det blir kun småt. 
 Guld har jeg gravet, og mistet hvad jeg fandt; – 
 fatum og jeg vi er rent på kant. 
 De véd, hvad jeg har ombord i behold. 
 Det er slumpen; – resten foer fanden i vold.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Det er mer end nok til at skaffe Dem vægt 
 mellem folket hjemme.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har ingen slægt. 
 Der er ingen, som venter den rige styggen. – 
 Nå; så slipper jeg også for krus på bryggen!
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Der har vi vejret.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, husk så på, – 
 er nogen af folkene rigtig trængende, 
 så ser jeg ikke så nøje på pengene –
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Det er vakkert. De flestes kår er små; 
 alle har de kærring og unger hjemme. 
 Med hyren alene falder det tyndt; 
 men kom de nu hjem med lidt extra mynt, 
 blev der et gensyn, de sent vilde glemme.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad for noget? Har de kærring og unger? 
 Er de gifte?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Gifte? Ja, hele flokken. 
 Men den, som er trangest stillet, er kokken; 
 hos ham er tilhuse den svarte hunger.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gifte? Har hjemme nogen, som venter? 
 Som glædes, når de kommer? Hvad?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Ja vel, – 
 på fattigfolks måde.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og kommer de en kveld, 
 hvad så?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Så tænker jeg kærringen henter 
 lidt godt for en gangs skyld –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og lys i pladen?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Kanhænde to; og en dram til maden.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og så sidder de lunt? Har varme på gruen? 
 Har ungerne om sig? Der er ståk i stuen; 
 der er ingen, som hører den anden tilende, – 
 slig glæde er der på dem –?
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Det kunde vel hænde. 
 Og derfor var det vakkert, De lovte før, – 
 at spede lidt til.
 

PEER GYNT 

(slår i rælingen). 
 Nej, om jeg gør! 
 Tror De jeg er gal? Mener De jeg punger 
 ud til fromme for andres unger? 
 Jeg har surt nok slæbt for at tjene min mynt? 
 Ingen venter på gamle Peer Gynt.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Ja, ja; som De vil; Deres penge er Deres.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Rigtig! De er mine og ingen fleres. 
 Opgør, så fort De har anker i bunden! 
 Min fragt fra Panama som kahytspassager. 
 Så brændevin til folkene. Ikke mer. 
 Gier jeg mere, kaptejn, kan De slå mig på munden!
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Jeg skylder Dem kvittering og ikke juling; – 
 men undskyld; nu får vi storm for kuling. 

(han går fremover dækket. Det er blevet mørkt; der tændes lys i kahytten. Sjøgangen tiltager. Skodde og tykke skyer.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Holde en ustyrlig ungeflok hjemme; – 
 ligge som en glæde i sindene fremme; – 
 følges af andres tanker på vej – 
 Der er aldrig nogen, som tænker på mig. – 
 Lys i pladen? Det lys skal slukne. 
 Jeg vil finde på noget –! Jeg vil drikke dem drukne; – 
 ikke en af de djævler skal gå ædru iland. 
 Fulde skal de komme til kærring og unger! 
 de skal bande; de skal slå i bordet så det runger, – 
 skræmme dem, der venter, fra vid og forstand! 
 Kærringen skal skrige og rømme af huset, – – 
 trive ungerne med! Hele glæden i gruset! 

(Skibet krænger stærkt; han tumler og har møje med at holde sig.)

 Nå, det var en ordentlig overhaling. 
 Havet arbejder, som det havde betaling; – 
 det er endnu sig selv her nord under leden; – 
 sjøen påtvers, lige vrang og vreden – – 

(lytter.)

 Hvad er det for skrig?
 

VAGTEN 

(forud). 
 Et vrag i læ!
 

KAPTEJNEN 

(midtskibs, kommanderer). 
 Roret hart styrbord! Klods for vinden!
 

STYRMANDEN. 
 Er der folk på vraget?
 

VAGTEN. 
 Jeg skimter tre!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Fir hækjollen ned –
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Den blev fyldt forinden. 

(går forover.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem tænker på sligt? 

(til nogle af mandskabet.)

 Er I folk, så frels! 
 Hvad fanden, om I får jer en fugtet pels –
 

BÅDSMANDEN. 
 Det er ugørligt i sligt et hav.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De skriger igen! Se, vinden skraler – 
 Kok, tør du prøve? Fort! Jeg betaler –
 

KOKKEN. 
 Nej, ikke om tyve pundsterling De gav –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I hunde! I krystersjæle! Kan I glemme, 
 det er folk, som har kærring og unger hjemme? 
 Nu sidder de og venter –
 

BÅDSMANDEN. 
 Tålmod er sundt.
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Bær af for brottet!
 

STYRMANDEN. 
 Vraget gik rundt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der blev stille med ét –?
 

BÅDSMANDEN. 
 Var de gifte, som De tænker, 
 så fik verden ret nu tre nybagte enker. 

(Uvejret vokser. Peer Gynt går agterover dækket.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der er ingen tro mellem menneskene mer, – 
 ingen kristendom, slig, som skrevet og sagt er; – 
 lidet gør de godt, og mindre de beer, 
 og har slet ingen agt for de vældige magter. – 
 I et vejr, som inat, er Vorherre farlig. 
 De bæster skulde hytte sig, tænke, som sandt er, 
 det er vogsomt at lege med elefanter; – – 
 og så lægger de sig ud med ham åbenbarlig! 
 Jeg er skyldløs; på offerpynten, 
 kan jeg bevise, jeg stod med mynten. 
 Men hvad har jeg for det? – Der går jo det ord: 
 Samvittighedsfred er en dejlig pude. 
 Å ja, det holder stik på den tørre jord, 
 men duer s’gu ikke for en snus ombord, 
 hvor en skikkelig mand er blandt pakket ude. 
 

Tilsjøs får en aldrig være sig selv; 
 en får følge de andre fra dæk til hvælv; 
 slår hævnens time for bådsmand og kokken, 
 så stryger jeg sagtens i vasken med flokken; – 
 ens særlige tarv sættes rent til siden; 
 man gælder som en pølse i slagtetiden. – 
 Fejlen er den, jeg har været for from. 
 Og utak har jeg for hele stasen. 
 Var jeg yngre, tror jeg, jeg sadled om, 
 og prøved en stund at spille basen. 
 Der er tid endnu! Det skal spørges i bygden, 
 at Peer er kommen over havet i højden! 
 Gården vil jeg vinde med ondt eller godt; – 
 jeg vil bygge den om; den skal lyse som et slot. 
 Men ingen får lov at komme ind i stuen! 
 For porten skal de stå og dreje på luven; – 
 tigge og trygle, – det kan de frit; 
 men ingen får en eneste skilling af mit; – – 
 måtte jeg under skæbnens piskeslag hyle, 
 så findes vel de, jeg igen kan prygle – –
 

DEN FREMMEDE PASSAGER 

(står i mørket ved siden af Peer Gynt og hilser venligt)

 Godaften!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Godaften! Hvad –? Hvem er De?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Jeg er Deres medpassager, til tjeneste.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja så? Jeg trode, jeg var den eneste.
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 En fejl formodning, som nu er forbi.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men underligt nok, at først ikveld 
 jeg ser Dem –
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Jeg går ikke ud om dagen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De er kanske syg? De er hvid, som et lagen –
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Nej, tak, – jeg befinder mig inderlig vel.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det stormer hvast.
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Ja, velsignet, mand!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Velsignet?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Havet går højt, som huse. 
 Ah, ens tænder løber i vand! 
 Tænk, hvilke vrag det inat vil knuse; – 
 og tænk, hvilke lig, der vil drive iland!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Bevares vel!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Har De set en kvalt, – 
 en hængt, – eller druknet?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu blir det for galt –
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Ligene ler. Men latteren er tvungen; 
 og de fleste har gerne bidt sig i tungen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Bliv mig fra livet –!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Et spørgsmål kun! 
 Hvis vi f. ex. tørned på grund 
 og sank i mørket.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De tror, her er fare?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Jeg véd virkelig ikke hvad jeg skal svare. 
 Dog, sæt nu, jeg flyder og De går tilbunds –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, sludder –
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Det er en mulighed kuns. 
 Men står man i graven med den ene fod, 
 blir man blød, og deler ud milde gaver –
 

PEER GYNT 

(griber i lommen). 
 Ho, penge!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Nej; men er De så god 
 at skænke mig Deres ærede kadaver –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu går det for vidt!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Bare liget, forstår De! 
 Det er for min videnskabs skyld –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu går De!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Men, kære, betænk, – De har fordel af sagen! 
 Jeg skal få Dem åbnet og lagt for dagen. 
 Hvad jeg navnlig vil søge, er sædet for drømmene, – 
 og forresten gå Dem kritisk efter i sømmene –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vig fra mig!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Men, kære, – en druknet krop –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Bespottelige mand! De ægger uvejret op! 
 Er det ikke for galt! Vi har storm og regn, 
 en ustyrlig sjøgang og alskens tegn 
 til noget, som kan gøre os et hode kortere; 
 og så ter De Dem så det kommer desfortere!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 De er nok ikke oplagt til vidre forhandling; 
 men tiden bringer jo så mangen forvandling – – 

(hilser venlig.)

 Vi træffes når De synker, om ikke før! 
 kanske De da er i bedre humør. 

(går ind i kahytten.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Uhyggelige karle, disse videnskabsmænd! 
 Sligt fritænkervæsen – 

(til bådsmanden, som går forbi.)

 Et ord, min ven! 
 Passageren? Hvad er det for et galehuslem?
 

BÅDSMANDEN. 
 Jeg véd ikke af, vi har andre end Dem.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke andre? Nu blir det værre og værre. 

(til jungmanden, der kommer fra kahytten.)

 Hvem gik i kahytsdøren?
 

JUNGMANDEN. 
 Skibshunden, herre! 

(går forbi.)
 

VAGTEN 

(råber)

 Land klods forud!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Min kuffert! Min kasse! 
 Alt godset på dækket!
 

BÅDSMANDEN. 
 Vi har andet at passe.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det var sludder, kaptejn! Bare løjer og spas; – 
 det er ganske visst, jeg vil hjælpe kokken –
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Klyveren sprang!
 

STYRMANDEN. 
 Og der strøg fokken!
 

BÅDSMANDEN 

(skriger forud). 
 Grundbrot for bougen!
 

KAPTEJNEN. 
 Hun går i knas! 

(Skibet støder. Larm og forvirring.)
 

(Under land mellem skær og brændinger. Skibet går under. I skodden skimtes jollen med to mænd. En brodsjø fylder den; den kantrer; et skrig høres; derpå alt stille en stund. Lidt efter kommer bådhvælvet tilsyne.) 

(Peer Gynt dukker op nær ved hvælvet.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hjælp! Båd fra land! Hjælp! Jeg forgår! 
 Frels, herre Gud, – som skrevet står! 

(klamrer sig fast til bådkølen.)
 

KOKKEN 

(dukker op på den anden side). 
 Å, herre Gud, – for mine små, 
 vær nådig! Lad mig landet nå! 

(holder sig i kølen.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Slip!
 

KOKKEN. 
 Slip!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg slår!
 

KOKKEN. 
 Jeg slår igen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg knuser dig med spark og spænd! 
 Slip taget! Hvælvet bær ej to!
 

KOKKEN. 
 Det véd jeg. Vig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vig selv!
 

KOKKEN. 
 Jo-jo! 

(de kæmper; kokken lamslår sin ene hånd; han klynger sig fast med den anden.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den næven væk!
 

KOKKEN. 
 Å, snille, – spar! 
 Husk på de små, jeg hjemme har!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg trænger livet mer end du, 
 for jeg er ungeløs endnu.
 

KOKKEN. 
 Slip! De har levet; jeg er ung!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Fort; rap dig; synk; – du blir så tung.
 

KOKKEN. 
 Vær nådig! Vig i Herrens navn! 
 For Dem bær ingen sorg og savn – 

(skriger og slipper.)

 Jeg drukner –!
 

PEER GYNT 

(griber i ham). 
 I dit nakkehår jeg holder; 
 læs dit Fadervor!
 

KOKKEN. 
 Jeg kan ej mindes –; alt blir svart – –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det væsentligste i en fart –
 

KOKKEN. 
 Giv os idag –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Spring over, kok; 
 hvad du har nødig, får du nok.
 

KOKKEN. 
 Giv os idag –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den samme sang! 
 Det mærkes, du var kok engang – 

(Taget glipper.)
 

KOKKEN 

(synkende). 
 Giv os idag vort – 

(går under.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Amen, gut! 
 Du var og blev dig selv til slut. – 

(svinger sig op på hvælvet.)

 Hvor der er liv, der er der håb –
 

DEN FREMMEDE PASSAGER 

(griber i båden). 
 Godmorgen!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Huj!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Jeg hørte råb; – 
 Det var dog morsomt jeg Dem fandt. 
 Nu? Kan De se, jeg spåde sandt?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Slip! Slip! Her er knapt plads for én!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Jeg svømmer med det venstre ben. 
 Jeg flyder, får jeg blot med spidsen 
 af fingren holde her i ridsen. 
 Men apropos om liget –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ti!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Med resten er det rent forbi –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hold munden!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Ganske som De vil. 

(Taushed.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad godt?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Jeg tier.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Satans spil! – 
 Hvad gør De?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Venter.
 

PEER GYNT 

(river sig i håret). 
 Jeg blir gal! – 
 Hvad er De?
 

PASSAGEREN 

(nikker). 
 Venlig!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vidre! Tal.
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Hvad tror De? Véd De ingen anden, 
 som er mig lig?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å, jeg véd fanden –!
 

PASSAGEREN 

(sagte). 
 Har han for skik at tænde lygten 
 på livsens natvej gennem frygten?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Se, se! Når sagen grejdes ud, 
 så er De vel et lysets bud?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Ven, – har De én gang blot hvert halvår 
 tilbunds fornummet angstens alvor?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ræd blir man jo, når faren truer; – 
 men Deres ord er sat på skruer –
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Ja, har De blot én gang i livet 
 havt sejren, som i angst er givet?
 

PEER GYNT 

(ser på am). 
 Kom De at åbne mig en dør, 
 så var det dumt De ej kom før. 
 Det ligner ingenting at vælge 
 sin tid når havet vil en svælge.
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Var kanske sejren mere trolig 
 i Deres ovnskrog, lun og rolig?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Lad gå; – men Deres snak var gækkende. 
 Hvor kan De tro den virker vækkende?
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Hvor jeg er fra, der gælder smil 
 i højde med pathetisk stil.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Alt har sin tid; for tolder sømmeligt, 
 som skrevet står, for bisp fordømmeligt.
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 Den sværm, som sov i askens urner, 
 går ej til hverdags på kothurner.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Vig fra mig, skræmsel! Pak dig, mand! 
 Jeg vil ej dø! Jeg må iland!
 

PASSAGEREN. 
 For den sags skyld vær uforsagt; – 
 man dør ej midt i femte akt. 

(glider bort.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der slap det ud af ham tilsidst! – 
 han var en tråkig moralist.
 

(Kirkegård i en højtliggende fjeldbygd.)


(Ligfærd. Prest og almue. Det sidste salmevers synges. Peer Gynt går forbi udenfor på vejen.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(ved porten). 
 Her går nok en landsmand al kødets vej. 
 Gud ske lov, at det ikke er mig. 

(træder indenfor.)
 

PRESTEN 

(taler ved graven). 
 Og nu, da sjælen stævner mod sin dom, 
 og støvet hviler lig en bælgfrugt tom, – 
 nu, kære venner, taler vi et ord 
 om denne dødes vandring på vor jord. 
 Han var ej rig, og heller ej forstandig, 
 hans røst var spag, hans holdning var umandig, 
 sin mening bar han vegt og uvisst frem, 
 og knapt han rådig var i eget hjem; 
 i kirken tren han, som han vilde bede 
 om lov til, andre lig, at tage sæde. 
 Fra Gudbrandsdalen, véd I, var han kommen. 
 Da hid han flytted, var han fast en gut; – 
 og visst I mindes, at til sidste slut 
 man så ham stødt med højre hånd i lommen. 
 Den højre hånd i lommen var det egne, 
 der præged mandens billed i ens sind, – 
 og dertil denne vridning, den forlegne 
 tilbagetrukkethed, hvor han kom ind. 
 Men skønt han helst sin stille vej gad slingre, 
 og skønt han blev en fremmed mellem os, 
 så véd I visst, hans dølgsmålsstræv tiltrods, – 
 den hånd, han skjulte, bar kun fire fingre. – 
 

Jeg mindes godt for mange herrens år 
 en morgen; der blev holdt session på Lunde. 
 Det var i krigens tid. I alles munde 
 var landets trængsler og dets fremtids kår. 
 Jeg var tilstede. Midt for bordet sad 
 kaptejnen mellem lensmand og sergenter; 
 og gut for gut blev målt på alle kanter 
 og skreven ind og tagen til soldat. 
 Fuld stuen var, og udenfor på tråkken 
 lød højmælt latter mellem ungdomsflokken. 
 Da råbtes op et navn. En ny kom frem, 
 en, der var bleg, som sne på bræens bræm. 
 Han kaldtes nærmere; han nåede bordet; – 
 den højre hånd var hyllet i en klud; – 
 han gisped, svælged, snapped efter ordet, – 
 men fandt ej mæle, trods kaptejnens bud. 
 Dog jo, tilsidst; og da, med brand på kindet, 
 med tungen svigtende og atter rap, 
 han mumled noget om en sigd, som glap 
 og skar i våde fingren af til skindet. 
 

Der blev i stuen stilhed samme stund. 
 Man skifted øjekast; man trak på mund; 
 man stened gutten med de stumme blikke. 
 Han kendte haglen, men han så den ikke. 
 Da stod kaptejnen op, den gamle, grå; – 
 han spytted, pegte ud og sagde: gå! 
 Og gutten gik. Man veg til begge sider, 
 så der i midten blev en spidsrodsgang; – 
 han vandt tildørs; der satte han på sprang; – 
 op bar det nu, – op gennem lund og lider, 
 op gennem røsen, styrtende og hældende. 
 Han havde hjemme borte mellem fjeldene. – 
 Et halvår efter var det hid han kom 
 med moer og spædebarn og fæstekvinde. 
 Han bygsled jord etsteds på hejen inde, 
 hvor ødemarken grænser op mod Lomb. 
 Han gifted sig så fort som gørligt kun; 
 han tømred hus; han brød den hårde grund; 
 han kom ivej, hvad mangen agerflæk 
 fortalte, der den bølged gul og kæk; – 
 ved kirken bar han højre hånd i lommen. – 
 men hjemme tror jeg nok de fingre ni 
 fik trælle fuldt så sårt, som andres ti. – 
 

En vår blev alting revet bort af flommen. 
 De slap derfra med livet. Arm og nøgen 
 han tog på rydningsværket fat påny, 
 og inden høsten kom, steg atter røgen 
 ifra en fjeldgård, lagt i bedre ly. 
 I ly? For flommen, ja, – men ej for bræen; 
 to år derefter lå den under sneen. 
 Dog, mandens mod fik skreden ikke krøget. 
 Han grov, han rensed, førsled, rydded grus, – 
 og før den næste vintersne var føget, 
 stod rejst for tredje gang hans ringe hus. 
 Tre sønner havde han, tre raske gutter; 
 i skole skulde de, og did var langt; – 
 det gjaldt at nå, hvor bygdevejen slutter, 
 igennem skaret, styrtende og trangt. 
 Hvad gjorde han? Den ældste fik sig skøtte 
 som bedst, og der, hvor stien faldt for styg, 
 slog manden toug om ham til tag og støtte; – 
 de andre bar han frem på arm og ryg. 
 Så sled han år for år; og de blev mænd. 
 Her var vel skæl at kræve ligt igen. 
 

Tre velstandsherrer i den nye verden 
 har glemt sin norske faer og skolefærden. 
 Han var en kortsynt mand. Udover ringen 
 af dem, ham nærmest stod, han intet så. 
 For ham lød meningsløst, som bjælders klingen, 
 de ord, der malmfuldt skulde hjerter nå. 
 Folk, fædreland, det lysende, det høje, 
 stod stedse slørt af tåger for hans øje. 
 Men han var ydmyg, ydmyg, denne mand; 
 og fra sessionens dag han bar på dommen, 
 så visst, som han på kind bar blygsels brand 
 og sine fire fingre gemt i lommen. – 
 En brotsling imod landets lov? Ja vel! 
 Men der er et, som lyser over loven, 
 så visst, som Glittertindens blanke tjeld 
 har sky med højre tinderad foroven. 
 Slet borger var han. Og for stat som kirke 
 et gagnløst træ. Men hist på hejens hvælv, 
 i slægtens snevring, hvor han så sit virke, 
 der var han stor, fordi han var sig selv. 
 Den klang, han skabtes med, den blev sig lig. 
 Hans færd var langspil under spånens dæmper. 
 Og derfor fred med dig, du stille kæmper, 
 som stred og faldt i bondens lille krig! 
 Vi vil ej granske hjerter eller nyrer; 
 det er ej hverv for støv, men for dets styrer; – 
 dog fri og fast det håb jeg taler ud: 
 den mand står knapt som krøbling for sin Gud! 

(Følget skilles ad og går. Peer Gynt bliver alene tilbage.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Se det, det kalder jeg kristendom! 
 Slet intet, som greb ens sind uhyggeligt. – 
 Ja, emnet, at være sig selv uryggeligt. – 
 hvad prestens præken drejed sig om, – 
 er også i og for sig opbyggeligt. 

(ser ned i graven.)

 Var det kanske ham, som hug sig i knogen 
 den dag jeg lå på storhugst i skogen? 
 Hvem véd? Hvis ikke jeg stod med min stav 
 på randen af denne åndsfrændes grav, 
 så kunde jeg tro det var mig, der sov 
 og sanddrømt hørte min pris og lov. – 
 Det er rigtig en vakker kristelig skik 
 at kaste et såkaldt erindringsblik 
 velvilligt over den henfarnes dage. 
 Jeg har intet imod, min dom at tage 
 af denne værdige sogneprest. 
 

Nå, der er sagtens en stund tilbage, 
 før graveren kommer og beer mig til gæst; – 
 og, som skriften siger: bedst er dog bedst, – 
 og iligemåde: den tid den sorg, – 
 endvidere: tag ikke din ligfærd på borg. – 
 Ja, kirken blir dog den sande trøster. 
 Jeg har ikke skattet den synderligt før; – 
 nu kender jeg dog, hvor godt det gør, 
 at høre forsikkret af kyndige røster: 
 slig, som du sår, du engang høster. – 
 Sig selv skal en være; om sig og sit 
 skal en kære sig både i stort og i lidt. 
 Går lykken imod, så har en dog æren 
 af sit levnets førsel i samklang med læren. – 
 Nu hjemad! Lad vejen falde brat og trang; 
 lad skæbnen længe nok te sig spydig; – 
 gamle Peer Gynt går sin egen gang 
 og blir den han er; fattig men dydig. 

(han går.)
 

(Bakke med et udtørret elveleje. En sammenstyrtet kværn ved elven; grunden opreven; ødelæggelse rundt om. Højere oppe en stor gård.)


(Oppe ved gården holdes auktion. Megen almue samlet. Drik og støj. Peer Gynt sidder nede på en grushoug på kværnetomten.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Atter og fram, det er lige langt; 
 ud og ind, det er lige trangt. – 
 Tiden tærer og elven skær. 
 Gå udenom, sa’e Bøjgen; – en får så her.
 

EN SØRGEKLÆDT MAND. 
 Nu er der bare skrammel igen. 

(får øje på Peer Gynt.)

 Er her fremmedfolk og? Gud signe, go’e ven!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Godt møde! Her er rigtig lystigt idag. 
 Er her barselgilde eller bryllupslag?
 

DEN SØRGEKLÆDTE. 
 Jeg vil heller kalde det hjemkommerøl; – 
 bruden ligger i et ormebøl.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og orme rives om trevler og klude.
 

DEN SØRGEKLÆDTE. 
 Det er enden på visen; så er den ude.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Alle viser har samme slut; 
 og alle er de gamle; jeg kunde dem som gut.
 

EN TYVEÅRIG 

(med en støbeske). 
 Her skal I se, hvad stas jeg har købt! 
 I den har Peer Gynt sine sølvknapper støbt.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Men jeg da! En skilling for pengeskæppen!
 

EN TREDJE. 
 Ingen bedre? Halvfemte for kramkarl-skræppen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Peer Gynt? Hvem var han?
 

DEN SØRGEKLÆDTE. 
 Jeg bare véd, 
 han var svoger til døden og til Aslak smed.
 

EN GRÅKLÆDT MAND. 
 Du glemmer jo mig! Er du fuld og yr?
 

DEN SØRGEKLÆDTE. 
 Du glemmer, på Hægstad var en stabburdør.
 

DEN GRÅKLÆDTE. 
 Ja, sandt; men du var nu aldrig kræsen.
 

DEN SØRGEKLÆDTE. 
 Bare hun ikke taer døden ved næsen. –
 

DEN GRÅKLÆDTE. 
 Kom, svoger! En dram, for svogerskabs skyld!
 

DEN SØRGEKLÆDTE. 
 Fanden være svoger! Du væver i fyld –
 

DEN GRÅKLÆDTE. 
 Å, sludder; blodet er aldrig så tyndt, 
 en kender sig altid i slægt med Peer Gynt. 

(trækker afsted med ham.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(sagte). 
 En træffer nok kendinger.
 

EN GUT 

(råber efter den sørgeklædte). 
 Salig moer 
 kommer efter dig, Aslak, hvis du svælget fugter.
 

PEER GYNT 

(rejser sig). 
 Her gælder nok ikke agronomernes ord: 
 jo mere en roder, des bedre det lugter.
 

EN GUT 

(med et bjørneskind). 
 Se katten på Dovre! Ja, bare fellen. 
 Det var den, som jog troldet på julekvelden.
 

EN ANDEN 

(med en rensdyrskalle). 
 Her er den gilde renbuk, som bar 
 Peer Gynt ved Gendin over egg og skar.
 

EN TREDJE 

(med en hammer, råber til den sørgeklædte). 
 Hej, du Aslak, kender du slæggen? 
 Var det den, du brugte, da fanden brød væggen?
 

EN FJERDE 

(tomhændet). 
 Mads Moen, her er usynlighedskuften! 
 Med den fløj Peer Gynt og Ingrid i luften.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Brændevin, gutter! Jeg kender mig gammel! – 
 jeg vil holde auktion over skrab og skrammel!
 

EN GUT. 
 Hvad har du at sælge?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har et slot; – 
 det ligger i Ronden; det er muret godt.
 

GUTTEN. 
 En knap er buden!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du får gå til en dram. 
 At byde mindre, var synd og skam.
 

EN ANDEN. 
 Han er lystig, gamlen! 

(Folk stimler om ham.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(råber). 
 Grane, min hest; – 
 hvem byder?
 

EN I HOBEN. 
 Hvor går han?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Langt i vest! 
 Mod nedgangen, gutter! Den traver kan flyve 
 så fort, så fort, som Peer Gynt kunde lyve.
 

STEMMER. 
 Hvad mere har du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Både guld og skrab! 
 Det er købt med forlis! det sælges med tab.
 

EN GUT. 
 Råb op!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En drøm om en spændebog! 
 Den kan I få for en hægtekrog.
 

GUTTEN. 
 Fanden med drømme!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mit kejserdom! 
 Jeg kaster det i flokken; I kan gramse derom!
 

GUTTEN. 
 Følger kronen med?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Af det dejligste strå. 
 Den vil passe den første, som sætter den på. 
 Hej, her er mer! Et vindlagt æg! 
 En galmands gråhår! Profetens skæg! 
 Alt skal han få, som viser mig på hejen 
 stolpen med påskrift: her går vejen!
 

LENSMANDEN 

(som er kommen til). 
 Du bærer dig ad, min mand, så næsten 
 jeg tror din vej går bent i arresten.
 

PEER GYNT 

(med hatten i hånden). 
 Vel troligt. Men sig mig, hvem var Peer Gynt?
 

LENSMANDEN. 
 Hvad sludder –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Med forlov! Jeg beer så tyndt –!
 

LENSMANDEN. 
 Å, der siges han var en vederstyggelig digter –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En digter –?
 

LENSMANDEN. 
 Ja, – alt, som var stærkt og stort, 
 det digted han ihob, at han havde gjort. 
 Men undskyld, ven – jeg har andre pligter – 

(går.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og hvor er han nu, den mærkelige mand?
 

EN ALDRENDE. 
 Han foer over havet til et fremmed land; 
 der gik det ham ilde, som en vel kunde tænkt; – 
 nu er han for mange år siden hængt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hængt? Se, se! Det var det, jeg vidste; 
 salig Peer Gynt blev sig selv til det sidste. 

(hilser.)

 Farvel, – og mangfoldig tak for idag! 

(går nogle skridt, men standser igen.)

 I glade gutter, I væne kvinder, – 
 vil I høre en skrøne til vederlag?
 

FLERE. 
 Ja, kan du nogen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der er intet til hinder. – 

(kommer nærmere; der glider ligesom en fremmed mine over ham.)

 I San Franzisco jeg grov efter guld. 
 Hele byen var af gøglere fuld. 
 En kunde gnide på fiol med tæerne; 
 en anden kunde danse spansk halling på knæerne; 
 en tredje, hørte jeg, gjorde vers 
 mens hans hjerneskal blev boret igennem påtvers. 
 Til gøgler-stævnet kom også fanden; – 
 vilde prøve sin lykke, som så mangen anden. 
 Hans fag var det: på en skuffende vis 
 at kunne grynte som en virkelig gris. 
 Hans personlighed trak, skønt han ej var kendt. 
 Huset var fuldt og forventningen spændt. 
 Frem trådte han i kappe med svajende fliger; 
 man muss sich drappiren, som tyskeren siger. 
 

Men ind under kappen, – hvad ingen vidste, – 
 havde han forstået en gris at liste. 
 Og nu begyndte da præstationen. 
 Fanden, han kneb; og grisen gav tonen. 
 Det hele blev holdt som en fantasi 
 over grise-tilværelsen, bunden og fri; 
 til slut et hvin, som ved slagterens stik; – 
 hvorpå kunstneren bukked ærbødigt, og gik. – 
 Emnet blev af fagmænd drøftet og dømt; 
 stemningen blev både lastet og berømt; – 
 nogle fandt røstens udtryk for tyndt; 
 andre fandt dødsskriget altfor studeret; – 
 men alle var enige om: qva grynt 
 var præstationen yderst outreret. – 
 Se, det fik fanden, fordi han var dum 
 og ikke beregned sit publikum. 

(han hilser og går. Der falder en usikker stilhed over mængden.)
 

(Pinseaften. – Inde på storskogen. Længere borte, på en rydningsplads en hytte med rensdyrhorn over dørgavlen.)


(Peer Gynt kryber i holtet og sanker jordløg.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Dette her er et standpunkt. Hvor er det næste? – 
 Alt skal en prøve og vælge det bedste. 
 Jeg har så gjort, – oppe fra Cæsar 
 og nedover lige til Nebukadnezar. 
 Så skulde jeg dog gennem bibelhistorien. – 
 Den gamle gutten fik ty til sin moer igen. – 
 Der står jo også: af jord est du kommen. – 
 Hvad det gælder i livet, er at fylde vommen. 
 Fylde den med jordløg? Det lidet moner; – 
 jeg vil være listig og sætte doner. 
 Her er vand i bækken; jeg skal ikke tørste, 
 og får dog mellem vilddyr regnes for den første. 
 Når jeg engang skal dø, – hvad sagtens vil ske, – 
 så kryber jeg under et vindfældt træ; 
 som bamsen en løvhoug jeg over mig kaver 
 og risper i barken med store bogstaver: 
 Her hviler Peer Gynt, den skikkelige fyr, 
 kejser over alle de andre dyr. – 
 

Kejser? 

(ler indvendig.)

 Du gamle spåmands-gøg! 
 Du er ingen kejser; du er en løg. 
 Nu vil jeg skalle dig, kære min Peer! 
 Det hjælper ikke enten du tuder eller beer. 

(tager en løg og plukker svøb for svøb af.)

 Der ligger det ydre forrevne lag; 
 det er havsnødsmanden på jollens vrag. 
 Her er passager-svøbet, skralt og tyndt; – 
 har dog i smagen en snev af Peer Gynt. 
 Indenfor her har vi guldgraver-jeget; 
 saften er væk, – om det nogen har ejet. 
 Dette grovskind her med den hårde flig, 
 det er pelsværksjægren ved Hudsons-vik. 
 Det indenfor ligner en krone; – ja tak! 
 Det kaster vi væk uden vidre snak. 
 Her er oldtidsgranskeren, kort, men kraftig. 
 Og her er profeten, færsk og saftig. 
 Han stinker, som skrevet står, af løgne, 
 så en ærlig mand kan få vand i øjne. 
 

Dette svøbet, som rulles blødagtigt sammen, 
 det er herren, der leved i fryd og gammen. 
 Det næste tykkes sygt. Det har svarte streger; – 
 svart kan ligne både prest og neger. 

(plukker flere på engang.)

 Det var en ustyrlig mængde lag! 
 Kommer ikke kærnen snart for en dag! 

(plukker hele løgen op.)

 Nej-Gud om den gør! Til det inderste indre 
 er altsammen lag, – bare mindre og mindre. – 
 Naturen er vittig! 

(kaster resterne fra sig.)

 Fanden måtte gruble! 
 Går en i tanker, kan en letvindt snuble. 
 Nå, jeg kan forresten ad faren flire; 
 for jeg ligger bundfast på alle fire. 

(klør sig i nakken.)

 

Underligt stel, det hele røre! 
 Livet, som det kaldes, har en ræv bag øre. 
 Men griber en til, sætter Mikkel på spring, 
 og en fanger noget andet – eller ingenting. 

(han er kommen i nærheden af hytten, får øje på den og studser:)

 Denne stuen? På moen –! Hå! 

(gnider øjnene.)

 Det er plent, 
 som jeg engang skulde det bygværk kendt. – 
 Rensdyrskallen, som spriker over gavlen – –! 
 En havfrue, skabt som en fisk fra navlen –! 
 Løgn! Ingen havfrue! – Nagler, – planker, – 
 lås, som lukker for nissebuk-tanker –!
 

SOLVEJG 

(synger i stuen). 
 Nu er her stellet til Pinsekveld. 
 Kære gutten min, langt borte, – 
 kommer du vel? 
 Har du tungt at hente, 
 så und dig frist; – 
 jeg skal nok vente; 
 jeg lovte så sidst.
 

PEER GYNT 

(rejser sig stille og dødbleg). 
 En, som har husket, – og en, som har glemt. 
 En, som har mistet, – og en, som har gemt. – 
 O, alvor! – Og aldrig kan det leges om! 
 O, angst! – Her var mit kejserdom! 

(løber ind over skogstien.)
 

(Nat. – Furumo. En skogbrand har hærget. Forkullede træstammer milevidt indover. Hvide tåger hist og her over skogbunden.)


(Peer Gynt løber over moen.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Aske, skodde, støv for vinden, – 
 her er nok at bygge af! 
 Stank og råddenskab for inden; 
 alt ihob en kalket grav. 
 Digt og drøm og dødfødt viden 
 lægger fod om pyramiden; 
 over den skal værket højne 
 sig med trappetrin af løgne. 
 Flugt for alvor, sky for anger, 
 som et skilt på toppen pranger, 
 fylder domsbasunen med sit: 

Petrus Gyntus Cæsar fecit!


(lytter.)

 Hvad for gråd af barnerøster? 
 Gråd, men halvt på vej til sang. – 
 Og for foden triller nøster –! 

(sparker.)

 Væk! I gør mig stien trang!
 

NØSTERNE 

(på jorden). 
 Vi er tanker; 
 du skulde tænkt os; – 
 pusselanker 
 du skulde skænkt os!
 

PEER GYNT 

(går udenom). 
 Livet har jeg skænkt til én; – 
 det blev fusk og skæve ben!
 

NØSTERNE. 
 Tilvejrs vi skulde 
 som skakende røster, – 
 og her må vi rulle 
 som grågarns-nøster.
 

PEER GYNT 

(snubler). 
 Nøste! Dit fordømte drog! 
 Spænder du for faer din krog! 

(flygter.)
 

VISNE BLADE 

(flyver for vinden). 
 Vi er et løsen; 
 du skulde stillet os! 
 Se, hvor døsen 
 har ynkeligt pillet os. 
 Ormen har ædt os 
 i alle bugter; 
 vi fik aldrig spredt os 
 som krans om frugter.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Fåfængt var dog ej jer fødsel; – 
 læg jer stilt og tjen til gødsel.
 

SUSNING I LUFTEN. 
 Vi er sange; 
 du skulde sunget os! – 
 Tusende gange 
 har du kuget og tvunget os. 
 I din hjertegrube 
 har vi ligget og ventet; – 
 vi blev aldrig hentet. 
 Gift i din strube!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Gift i dig, dit dumme stev! 
 Fik jeg tid til vers og væv? 

(skyder snarvej.)
 

DUGDRÅBER 

(drysser fra grenene). 
 Vi er tårer, 
 der ej blev fældte. 
 Isbrod, som sårer, 
 kunde vi smelte. 
 Nu sidder brodden 
 i bringen lodden; 
 såret er lukket; 
 vor magt er slukket.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tak; – jeg græd i Rondesvalen, – 
 fik dog lige fuldt på halen!
 

BRÆKKEDE STRÅ. 
 Vi er værker; 
 du skulde øvet os; 
 Tvivl, som kværker, 
 har krøblet og kløvet os. 
 På yderste dagen 
 vi kommer i flok 
 og melder sagen, – 
 så får du nok!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kæltringstreger! Tør I skrive 
 mig tilbogs det negative? 

(haster afsted.)
 

ÅSES STEMME 

(langt borte). 
 Tvi, for en skydsgut! 
 Hu, du har væltet mig! 
 Sne faldt her nys, gut; – 
 stygt har den æltet mig. – 
 Galt har du kørt mig. 
 Peer, hvor er slottet? 
 Fanden har forført dig 
 med kæppen i kottet!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Bedst, en stakkar væk sig skynder. 
 Skal en bære fandens synder, 
 må en snart i bakken segne; 
 de er tunge nok, ens egne. 

(løber.)
 

(Et andet strøg på moen.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(synger). 
 En graver! En graver! Hvor er I, hunde? 
 En sang af brægende klokkermunde; 
 om hatteskyggen en sørgeflig; 
 jeg har mange døde; jeg skal følge lig! 

(Knappestøberen med redskabskiste og en stor støbeske kommer fra en sidevej.)
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Godt møde, gubbe!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 God kveld, min ven!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Karlen har hastværk. Hvor skal han hen?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Til gravøl.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Ja så? Lidt skralt jeg ser; – 
 med forlov, – du hedder vel ikke Peer?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Peer Gynt, som man siger.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Det kalder jeg held! 
 Det er netop Peer Gynt, jeg skal hente ikveld.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Skal du det? Hvad vil du?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Her kan du se; 
 Jeg er knappestøber. Du skal i min ske.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad skal jeg i den?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Du skal smeltes om.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Smeltes?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Her er den, skuret og tom. 
 Din grav er gravet, din kiste bestilt. 
 I skrotten skal ormene leve gildt; – 
 men jeg har ordre til, uden dvælen 
 på Mesters vegne at hente sjælen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ugørligt! Sådan foruden varsel –!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Det er gammel vedtægt ved gravøl og barsel 
 i stilhed at vælge dagen til festen, 
 uden ringeste varsel for hædersgæsten.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, rigtig. Det rundt i min hjerne løber. 
 Du er jo –?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Det hørte du; – knappestøber.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Forstår! Kært barn har mange navne. 
 Ja så da, Peer; det er der, du skal havne! 
 Men dette, go’e karl, er uredelig færd! 
 Jeg véd, jeg er mildere medfart værd; – 
 jeg er ikke så gal, som I kanske tror, – 
 har øvet adskilligt godt her på jord; – 
 i værste fald kan jeg kaldes en flynder, – 
 men sletikke nogen særdeles synder.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Nej, det er jo netop knuden, mand; 
 du er ingen synder i højere forstand; 
 se, derfor slipper du pinsels-veen, 
 og kommer, som andre, i støbeskeen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kald det, hvad du vil, – ske eller pøl; 
 mungåt og bjor er beggeto øl. 
 Vig, Satan!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Du er da vel aldrig så grov 
 at tænke, jeg traver på en hestehov?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 På hestehov eller ræveklør, – 
 pak dig; og pas dig for hvad du gør!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Min ven, du er i en stor vildfarelse. 
 Begge har vi hast, og til tidsbesparelse 
 skal jeg forklare dig sagens grund. 
 Du er, som jeg har af din egen mund, 
 ikke nogen såkaldt storartet synder, – 
 ja, knapt en middels –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Se, se; du begynder 
 at snakke rimeligt –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Vent nu lidt; – 
 men at kalde dig dydig, vilde gå for vidt –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det gør jeg jo heller ikke fordring på.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Altså midt imellem, og så som så. 
 En synder af det rigtig storladne slags 
 træffes ikke langs alfarvej nutildags; 
 der skal mere til, end at traske i dynd; 
 der kræves både kraft og alvor til en synd.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, det er s’gu rigtigt, hvad du der bemærker; 
 en skal buse på, som de gamle bersærker.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Du, derimod, ven, du tog synden let.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Bare udenpå, ven, som et søleskvæt.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Nu blir vi enige. Svovelpølen 
 er ikke for jer, der plasked i sølen –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og følgelig, ven, kan jeg gå, som jeg kom?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Nej, følgelig, ven, skal du smeltes om.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad er det for kneb I har fundet på 
 herhjemme, mens jeg i udlandet lå?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Skikken er gammel som Slangens skabelse, 
 og beregnet på at hindre værdifortabelse. 
 Du kender jo håndværket, – véd vel, at tidt 
 kan en støbning arte sig, rent ud sagt, skidt; 
 stundom blir knapperne hæmpeløse. 
 Hvad gjorde så du?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg slang skrabet væk.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Ja vel; Jon Gynt havde ord for at sløse, 
 sålænge han åtte i skæppe og sæk. 
 Men, Mester, ser du, er sparsom, han; 
 og derfor blir han en holden mand. 
 Han slænger ikke væk, som rent udugeligt, 
 hvad der som råstof kan blive brugeligt. 
 Du var nu ætlet til en blinkende knap 
 på verdensvesten; men hæmpen glap, 
 og derfor skal du i vraggods-kassen, 
 for, som det hedder, at gå over i massen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du mener da vel aldrig, at få mig gydt, 
 sammen med Peer og Pål, til noget nyt?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Jo, så min sæl mener jeg så. 
 Det har vi gjort med ikke så få. 
 På Kongsberg gør de det samme med penge, 
 hvis præg er slidt ved at rulle for længe.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men dette er jo liderligt gnieri! 
 Kære min ven, lad mig slippe fri; – 
 en hæmpeløs knap, en blankslidt skilling, – 
 hvad er det for en mand i din Mesters stilling?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Å, såsom og eftersom ånden er i en, 
 så har en jo altid metalværdien.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, siger jeg! Nej! Med tænder og klør 
 gør jeg modstand mod dette! Alt andet før!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Men hvilket andet! Vær dog fornuftig. 
 For himlen er du ikke tilstrækkelig luftig –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg er nøjsom; jeg sigter ikke så højt; – 
 men af selvet slipper jeg ikke en døjt. 
 Lad mig dømmes på gammeldags vis efter loven! 
 Sæt mig en tidlang hos ham med hoven; – 
 et hundrede år, om galt skal være; 
 se, det er noget, en sagtens kan bære; 
 thi pinen er jo dog kun moralsk, 
 og altså vel ikke så pyramidalsk. 
 Det er en overgang, som skrevet står, 
 og som ræven sagde; – man venter; der slår 
 en forløsningens stund; man træder tilbage, 
 og håber imidlertid på bedre dage. – 
 Men dette andet, – at skulle gå op 
 som et fnug i en uvedkommendes krop, – 
 dette støbeske-væsen, dette gyntske ophør, – 
 det sætter min inderste sjæl i oprør!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Men, kære Peer, det trænges dog ej 
 for småting at tage så voldsomt på vej. 
 Dig selv har du aldrig været før; – 
 hvad skiller det så, om tilgavns du dør?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har jeg ikke været –? Jeg må næsten le! 
 Peer Gynt har været noget andet, skal vi se! 
 Nej, knappestøber, du dømmer iblinde. 
 Kunde du syne mig i nyrerne inde, 
 så vilde du træffe bare Peer og Peer, 
 og ikke noget andet og heller ikke mer.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Det er ikke muligt. Her har jeg min ordre. 
 Se, her står skrevet: Peer Gynt skal du fordre. 
 Han har budt sit livs bestemmelse trods. 
 I støbeskeen med ham som mislykket gods.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvilket vås! Der må menes en anden person. 
 Står der virkelig Peer? Ikke Rasmus eller Jon?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Dem har jeg smeltet for længe siden. 
 Kom så med det gode, og spild ikke tiden!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, om jeg gør! Jo, det var pent, 
 om det viste sig imorgen, at en anden var ment. 
 Du får tage dig ivare, min gode mand! 
 Husk på det ansvar, som følge kan –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Jeg har skriftligt for mig –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men und mig dog frist!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Hvad vil du med den?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg vil få bevist, 
 at jeg var mig selv gennem hele livet; 
 og derom er det jo dog vi har kivet.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Bevist? Med hvad?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Med vidner og attester.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Jeg er såre ræd, de blir vraget af Mester.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Umuligt! Forøvrigt, den tid, den sorg! 
 Kære mand, lad mig låne mig selv på borg; 
 jeg er snart her igen. Kun engang man fødes; 
 og sig selv, som man skabtes, holder man på. 
 Ja; er vi så enige?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Nå da, lad gå. 
 Men husk, ved næste korsvej vi mødes. 

(Peer Gynt løber.)
 

(Længere borte på moen.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(i fuld fart). 
 Tid er penge, som skrevet står. 
 Den, som nu vidste, hvor korsvejen går; – 
 kanske er den nær, og kanske fjern. 
 Jorden brænder mig som gloende jern. 
 Et vidne! Et vidne! Hvor finder jeg nogen? 
 Det er næsten utænkeligt her på skogen. 
 Verden er fuskværk! Stellet er slet, 
 når en mand skal bevise sin soleklare ret! 

(En gammel kroget gubbe med stav i hånden og pose på nakken trasker foran ham.)
 

GUBBEN 

(standser). 
 Kære, vakkre, – en skilling til en husvild kall!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Undskyld; jeg har ikke skillemynt ved hånden –
 

GUBBEN. 
 Prins Peer! Å nej; så vi træffes skal –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem er du?
 

GUBBEN. 
 Han minds ikke gamlen i Ronden?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Du er da vel aldrig –?
 

GUBBEN. 
 Dovregubben, faer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Dovregubben? Virkelig? Dovregubben! Svar!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Å, jeg er kommen så rent på knæerne –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ødelagt?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Plyndret for rub og stub. 
 Her traver jeg på fantestien, sulten som en skrub.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hurra! Sligt vidne vokser ikke på træerne!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Herr prinsen er også bleven grå siden sidst.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kære svigerfaer, årene gnager og tærer. 
 Nå; streg over alle private affærer, – 
 og, for alting, ingen familjetvist. 
 Jeg var dengang en galning –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Å ja; å ja; – 
 prinsen var ung. Og hvad gør en ikke da? 
 Men klog var prinsen, at han vraged sin brud; 
 dermed har han spart sig både harmen og skammen! 
 for siden er hun så ren skejet ud –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Se, se!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Hun gik nu for koldt vand og lud; 
 og tænk, – nu er hun og Trond flyttet sammen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvilken Trond?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Han i Valfjeldet.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Han? Aha; 
 det var ham, jeg lokked sæterjenterne fra.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Min dattersøn er bleven både fed og stor, 
 og har gilde børn over hele landet –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, kære mand, spar de mange ord; – 
 der ligger mig på hjerte noget ganske andet. – 
 Jeg er kommen i en temmelig vanskelig stilling, 
 og ønsker et vidnesbyrd eller en attest; – 
 se, dermed kunde svigerfaer hjælpe mig bedst. 
 Jeg skal altid gøre udvej til en drikkeskilling –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Å nej; kan jeg være prinsen til nytte? 
 Så kanske jeg får et skudsmål i bytte?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Med glæde. Jeg er noget i betryk for kontanter, 
 og må spinke og spare på alle kanter. 
 Men hør nu, hvad det gælder. I mindes vel, 
 da jeg meldte mig som frier i Ronden hin kveld –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Bevares, herr prins!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke dette med prinsen! 
 Men nok. I vilde med magt og vold 
 kverve mit syn med et snit i lindsen, 
 og skabe mig om fra Peer Gynt til trold. 
 Hvad gjorde jeg så? Jeg satte mig imod, – 
 svor, jeg vilde stå på min egen fod; 
 jeg forsaged både elskov og magt og ære, 
 altsammen bare for mig selv at være. 
 Denne kendsgerning, ser I, skal I sværge på til thinge –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Nej, om jeg kan!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad er det for snak?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Han vil da vel ikke til en løgn mig tvinge? 
 Han husker da vel, han i troldbrogen trak, 
 og smagte på mjøden –?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, I lokked forførende; – 
 men jeg satte mig bestemt imod det afgørende. 
 Og netop det skal en kende sin mand på. 
 Det er slutningsverset det kommer an på.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Men slutningen, Peer, blev jo stik imod.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad er dette for væv?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Da du Ronden forlod, 
 så skrev du dig bag øret mit valgsprogs-mærke.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvilket?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Ordet, – det kløvende, stærke.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ordet?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Som skiller mellem menneskenes flok 
 og troldenes: trold, vær dig selv nok!
 

PEER GYNT 

(viger et skridt). 
 Nok!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Og af alle livsens kræfter 
 har du jo siden levet derefter.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg! Peer Gynt!
 

DOVREGUBBEN 

(græder). 
 Det er utaknemmeligt! 
 Som trold har du levet, men stødt holdt det hemmeligt. 
 Ordet, jeg lærte dig, har sat dig istand 
 til at svinge dig tilvejrs som en holden mand; – 
 og så kommer du her og kaster på nakken 
 af mig og af ordet, du skylder hele takken.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nok! Et bergtrold! En egoist! 
 Dette her må være sludder; det er ganske visst!
 

DOVREGUBBEN 

(trækker frem en bunke gamle blade). 
 Du mener nok ikke, vi holder aviser? 
 Vent; her skal du se med rødt på sort, 
 hvor „Bloksbergs-posten” dig lover og priser; 
 og det samme har „Heklefjelds-tidende” gjort 
 alt fra den vinter, du rejste bort. – 
 Vil du læse dem, Peer? Du kan gerne få lov. 
 Her står noget med underskrift „Hingstehov”. 
 Og her: „Om det troldeligt-nationale”. 
 Skribenten drager den sandhed frem, 
 at det lidet kommer an på horn og hale, 
 bare en forresten af huden har en rem. 
 „Vort nok”, så slutter han, „gier troldets stempel 
 til manden”, – og så nævner han dig, som exempel.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Et bergtrold? Jeg!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Ja, den sagen er klar.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kunde ligeså gerne blevet, hvor jeg var? 
 Kunde siddet i Ronden i hyggelig ro? 
 Spart slid og møje og mange par sko? 
 Peer Gynt – et trold! – Det er væv! Det er snak! 
 Farvel! Der har du en skilling til tobak.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Nej, snille prins Peer!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Slip! Du er gal, 
 eller går i barndom. Søg et hospital.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Å, det er netop det, som jeg søger. 
 Men dattersøns afkom, som jeg før har sagt, 
 har fået her i landet slig svare magt; 
 og de siger, jeg bare er til i bøger. 
 Det heder jo, værst er ens egne frænder; 
 jeg, stakkar, får føle, det ord er sandt. 
 Det er hårdt at gælde for digt og tant –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kære mand, der er flere, det uheld hænder.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Og vi selv har slet ingen hjælpekasse, 
 ingen spareskillingsgris eller fattigblok; – 
 i Ronden vilde sligt jo heller ikke passe.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej, der gjaldt det fandens: vær dig selv nok!
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Å, prinsen kan da ikke klage på ordet. 
 Og hvis han på en eller anden boug –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Min mand, du er rent på det gale sporet; 
 jeg står selv, som man siger, på en nøgen houg –
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Det er da ikke muligt? er prinsen fant?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Tilbunds. Mit prinselige jeg står i pant. 
 Og det er jer skyld, I forbandede trolde! 
 Der ser man, hvad dårligt selskab kan volde.
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Så dratted da håbet af pinden ned igen! 
 Farvel! Det blir bedst, jeg til byen mig fægter –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad vil du der?
 

DOVREGUBBEN. 
 Jeg vil gå til komedien. 
 De søger i bladet nationale subjekter –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Lykke på rejsen; og hils fra mig. 
 Kan jeg rive mig løs, går jeg samme vej. 
 Jeg skriver en farce, både gal og grundig; 
 den skal hede: „Sic transit gloria mundi”. 

(løber bortover vejen; Dovregubben råber efter ham.)
 

(Ved en korsvej.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nu gælder det, Peer, som det aldrig har gældt! 
 Dette dovriske nok, det har dommen fældt. 
 Skuden er vrag; en får flyde på stumperne. 
 Alt andet; kun ikke mellem vraggods-klumperne!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN 

(på vejskillet). 
 Nå da, Peer Gynt, hvor er så attesten?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har vi korsvejen her? Det var fort bestilt!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Jeg kan se på dit ansigt, som på et skilt, 
 hvad seddelen siger, før jeg har læst den.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg blev ked af det rend; – en kan gå sig vild –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Ja; og desuden, hvad fører det til?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sandt nok; på skogen ved nattetid –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Der trasker dog en gamling. Skal vi kalde ham hid?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nej; lad ham gå. Han er drukken, kære!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Men kanske han kunde –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hys; nej, – lad være!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Ja, taer vi så fat?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Et spørgsmål blot. Hvad er det „at være sig selv” igrunden?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Et underligt spørgsmål, især i munden 
 på en mand, der nylig –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Svar kort og godt.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 At være sig selv, er: sig selv at døde. 
 Dog, på dig er sagtens den forklaring spildt? 
 og derfor, lad det kaldes: overalt at møde 
 med Mesters mening til udhængsskilt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men den, som nu aldrig at vide fik, 
 hvad Mester har ment med ham?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Det skal han ane.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men hvor ofte slår ikke anelser klik, – 
 og så går man ad undas midt på sin bane.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Tilvisse, Peer Gynt; i anelsens mangel 
 har fyren med hoven sin bedste angel.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Dette her er en yderlig filtret affære. – 
 Hør; jeg gør afkald på, mig selv at være; – 
 det tør kanske falde svært at få det bevist. 
 Jeg betragter den del af sagen som forlist. 
 Men nylig, da jeg vandred her så ensom på moen, 
 følte jeg et tryk af samvittigheds-skoen; 
 jeg sagde til mig selv: du er dog en synder –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Nu lader det jo, som du forfra begynder –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Aldeles ikke; jeg mener en stor; 
 ikke blot i gerning, men i lyster og ord. 
 I udlandet har jeg levet forbistret –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Kan være; men måtte jeg få se registret?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, und mig blot frist; jeg vil søge presten, 
 og skrifte i en fart og bringe dig attesten.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Ja, bringer du den, så er det jo klart, 
 at du blir for støbeske-historien spart. 
 Men ordren, Peer –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Papiret er gammelt; 
 det hidrører visst fra et ældre datum; – 
 der var engang jeg leved så slapt og vammelt, 
 og spilled profet og trode på fatum. 
 Ja, får jeg så prøve?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Men –!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Kære, snille, – 
 du har dog visst ikke stort at bestille. 
 Her i distriktet er jo luften så gæv; – 
 den lægger til befolkningens alder en alen. 
 Husk på, hvad Justedals-presten skrev: 
 „det er sjeldent at nogen dør her i dalen”.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Til næste korsvej; men så ikke længer.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 En prest, om jeg så skal gribe ham med tænger. 

(han løber.)
 

(Lyngbakke. Vejen bugter sig bortefter højdedraget.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den tør være nyttig til mange ting, 
 sa’e Esben, han tog op en skæreving. 
 Hvem kunde tænkt, at ens syndegæld 
 skulde fri en af klemmen den sidste kveld? 
 Nå, sagen blir rigtignok lige fuldt kilden; 
 for det bærer igrunden fra asken i ilden; – 
 men der er jo et ord, som har hævdens dåb, – 
 der siges: sålænge der er liv, er der håb. 

(En mager person i højt opkiltret prestekjole og med et fuglefængernet over skuldren løber langsefter bakken.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvem der? En prest med et fuglegarn! 
 Hej, hop! Jeg er lykkens kælebarn! 
 God aften, herr pastor! Stien er fæl. –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Ja visst; men hvad gør man ikke for en sjæl?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Aha; der er en, som skal himle?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Nej; 
 jeg håber, han er på en anden vej.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Herr pastor, får jeg slå følge et stykke?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Ret gerne; selskab er efter mit tykke.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har noget på hjerte –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Heraus! Læg an!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De ser her for Dem en skikkelig mand. 
 Statens lov har jeg redeligt holdt; 
 har aldrig siddet i jern og bolt; – 
 dog, stundom taber man fodefæste 
 og snubler –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Ak ja; det hænder de bedste.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Se, disse småting –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Kun småting?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja; 
 synder en gros har jeg holdt mig ifra.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Ja, kære mand, lad mig så i ro; – 
 jeg er ikke den, De synes at tro. – 
 De ser på mine fingre? Hvad finder De ved dem?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Et mærkeligt udviklet neglesystem.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Og nu da? De skotter mod foden ned?
 

PEER GYNT 

(peger). 
 Er den hoven naturlig?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Det smigrer jeg mig med.
 

PEER GYNT 

(letter på hatten). 
 Jeg skulde svoret på, De var en prest; 
 og så har jeg den ære –. Nå, bedst er bedst; – 
 står salsdøren åben, – sky køkkenvejen; 
 kan du træffe kongen, – gå udenom lakejen.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Et håndtryk! De synes mig fordomsfri. 
 Nå, kære; hvad kan jeg så tjene Dem i? 
 Ja, De må ikke bede mig om magt eller penge. 
 Sligt kan jeg ikke skaffe om De vilde mig hænge. 
 De kan ikke tro, hvilken flauhed i forretningen; – 
 det er gået så rent tilagters med omsætningen; 
 ingen tilgang på sjæle; kun i ny og næ 
 en enkelt –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Har slægten så mærkelig forbedret sig?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Nej, tvertimod; den har skammeligt fornedret sig; – 
 de fleste kommer i en støbeske.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå ja, – den ske har jeg hørt lidt om; 
 det var egentlig i den anledning, jeg kom.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Tal frit!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvis det ikke var ubeskedent, 
 så ønsked jeg gerne –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Et tilholdssted? Hvad?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 De har gættet min bøn forinden jeg bad. 
 Bedriften går jo, som De siger, vredent; 
 og kanske De derfor ikke taer det så nøje –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Men, kære –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mine fordringer er ikke høje. 
 Nogen løn er egentlig ingen nødvendighed; 
 kun en venlig omgang efter sted og omstændighed. –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Varmt værelse?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ikke for varmt; – og helst 
 adgang til at gå igen frank og frelst, – 
 ret til, som man siger, at træde tilbage, 
 når der byder sig en lejlighed til bedre dage.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Min kære ven, det gør mig sandelig ondt; 
 men De kan ikke tro, hvilken mængde suplikker 
 af lignende indhold mig godtfolk skikker, 
 når de skal bort fra sin jordiske dont.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Men når jeg betænker min forrige vandel, 
 så er jeg en adgangsberettiget mand –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Det var jo kun småting –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 I en viss forstand; – 
 dog, nu kommer jeg ihug, jeg drev negerhandel –
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Der er dem, der drev handel med viljer og sind, 
 men gjorde det våset, og slap altså ikke ind.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jeg har skibet nogle Bramafigurer til Kina.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Atter bedemandsstil! Sligt gør vi kun grin af. 
 Der er folk, som skiber ud fælere figurer 
 i prækener, i kunster og i literaturer – 
 de må dog stå udenfor –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, men véd 
 De hvad, – jeg har gået og spillet profet.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 I udlandet? Humbug! De flestes seen 
 ins blaue slutter i støbeskeen. 
 Har De ikke andet at støtte Dem til, 
 så kan jeg ikke huse Dem, så gerne jeg vil.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Jo, hør nu; i havsnød, – jeg sad på et hvælv, – 
 og der står jo: den druknende griber efter sivet, – 
 endvidere står der: man er nærmest sig selv, – 
 og så skilte jeg halvvejs en kok ved livet.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Jeg var tilfreds, De en kokkepige 
 havde halvvejs skilt ved noget andet tillige. 
 Hvad er dette her for en halvvejs-snak, 
 med respekt at sige? Hvem, mener De, gider 
 ødsle det dyre brændsel, i tider 
 som disse, på sådant stemningsløst rak? 
 Ja, bliv ikke vred; Deres synder gjaldt skosen; 
 og undskyld, at jeg taler så rent ud af posen. – 
 Hør, kæreste ven, slå ud den tand; 
 og gør Dem med støbeske-tanken fortrolig. 
 Hvad vandt De, om jeg skaffed Dem kost og bolig? 
 Tænk efter; De er en fornuftig mand. 
 Ja, mindet beholdt De; den sats er sand; – 
 men udsigten over erindringens land 
 blev, både for hjerte og for forstand, 
 hvad Svensken kalder „bra litet rolig”. 
 De har intet hverken til at hyle eller smile over; 
 intet til at juble eller fortvile over; 
 intet, som kan gøre Dem kold eller hed; 
 bare sådant noget til at ærgre Dem med.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Der står skrevet: det er ikke grejdt at forstå, 
 hvor skoen trykker, når en ikke har den på.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Det er sandt; jeg har, – den og den være lov, – 
 kun for en umage støvle behov. 
 Men det var heldigt, jeg nævnte støvler; 
 det minder mig om, at jeg må afsted; 
 jeg skal hente en steg, som jeg håber blir fed; 
 det er nok ikke værd, jeg står her og vrøvler –
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Og turde man spørge, hvad synde-foer 
 har mæsket den karl?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Så vidt jeg tror, 
 har han været sig selv om natten som om dagen; 
 og det er dog igrunden hovedsagen.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Sig selv? Sogner det slags folk under Dem?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Som det falder sig; porten står ialfald på klem. 
 Husk på, man kan være på to slags vis 
 sig selv; være vrangen eller retten af kjolen. 
 De véd, man har nylig fundet på i Paris 
 at gøre portræter ved hjælp af solen. 
 Enten kan man direkte billeder give, 
 eller også de såkaldt negative. 
 De sidste får omvendt lys og skygge, 
 og synes for almindelige øjne stygge; 
 men ligheden hviler dog også i dem, 
 og det gælder ikke andet, end at få dem frem. 
 Har nu en sjæl sig fotograferet 
 i sit levnets førsel ad negativ vej, 
 så blir ikke pladen derfor kasseret, – 
 man skikker den ganske simpelt til mig. 
 Jeg tar den da for mig til fortsat behandling, 
 og ved passende midler sker en forvandling. 
 Jeg damper, jeg dypper, jeg brænder, jeg renser, 
 med svovl og lignende ingredienser, 
 til billedet kommer, som pladen skulde give, – 
 nemlig det, der kaldes det positive. 
 Men har man, som De, visket halvt sig ud, – 
 så nytter hverken svovl eller kali-lud.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Altså til Dem må man komme som en ravn, 
 for at gå som en rype? Tør jeg spørge, hvad navn 
 står der under det negative kontrafej, 
 som De nu skal føre over på positiv vej?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Der står Peter Gynt.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Peter Gynt? Ja så! 
 Er herr Gynt sig selv?
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Ja, det bander han på.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nå, troværdig er han, den samme herr Peter.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 De kender ham kanske?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Å-ja, som det heder; – 
 man kender jo så mange.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Min tid er knap; 
 hvor så De ham sidst?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Det var nede på Kap.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Di buona speranza!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, men derfra sejler 
 han nok med det første, hvis ikke jeg fejler.
 

DEN MAGRE. 
 Så må jeg derned på stående fod. 
 Gid jeg nu bare betids ham fanger! 
 Det Kapland, det Kapland var mig altid imod; – 
 der findes nogle slemme missionærer fra Stavanger. 

(han farer sydover.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Den dumme hund! Der sætter han på sprang 
 med tungen af halsen. Jo, næsen blir lang. 
 Det var mig en fryd at narre det asen. 
 Slig karl gør sig kostbar og spiller basen! 
 Han har rigtig noget at gøre sig bred af! 
 Håndværket skal han nok ikke bli fed af; – 
 snart ryger han af pinden med hele stasen. – 
 Hm, jeg sidder heller ikke fast i sadlen; 
 jeg er udstødt, kan man sige, af selvejer-adlen. 

(et stjerneskud skimtes; han nikker efter det.)

 Hils fra Peer Gynt, bror stjernerap! 
 Lyse, slukne og forgå i et gab – – 

(griber sig sammen som i angst og går dybere ind i tågerne; stilt en stund, da skriger han:)

 

Er der ingen, ingen i hele vrimlen –, 
 ingen i afgrunden, ingen i himlen –! 

(kommer frem længere nede, kaster sin hat på vejen og river sig i håret. Efterhånden falder der stilhed over ham.)

 Så usigelig fattig kan en sjæl da gå 
 tilbage til intet i det tågede grå. 
 Du dejlige jord, vær ikke vred, 
 at jeg tramped dit græs til ingen nytte. 
 Du dejlige sol, du har sløset med dine 
 lysende stænk i en folketom hytte. 
 Der sad ingen derinde at varme og stemme; – 
 ejeren, siger de, var aldrig hjemme. 
 Dejlige sol og dejlige jord, 
 I var dumme, at I bar og lyste for min moer. 
 Ånden er karrig og naturen er ødsel. 
 Det er dyrt at bøde med livet for sin fødsel. – 
 Jeg vil opad, højt, på den bratteste tinde; 
 jeg vil endnu engang se solen rinde, 
 stirre mig træt på det lovede land, 
 se at få snedyngen over mig kavet; 
 de kan skrive derover: „her er ingen begravet”; 
 og bagefter, – siden –! Lad det gå, som det kan.
 

KIRKEFOLK 

(synger på skogstien). 
 Velsignede morgen, 
 da Gudsrigets tunger 
 traf jorden som flammende stål! 
 Fra jorden mod borgen 
 nu arvingen sjunger 
 på Gudsrigets tungemål.
 

PEER GYNT 

(kryber sammen i skræk). 
 Aldrig se did! Der er ørk og øde. – 
 Jeg er ræd, jeg var død længe førend jeg døde. 

(vil liste sig ind mellem buskerne, men støder på korsvejen.)
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 God morgen, Peer Gynt! Hvor er synderegistret?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Mener du ikke, jeg har hujet og plistret 
 alt hvad jeg årked?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Og ingen du traf?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ingen, uden en rejsende fotograf.
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Ja, fristen er ude.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Alting er ude. 
 Uglen lugter lunten. Kan du høre den tude?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Det er ottesangs-klokken –
 

PEER GYNT 

(peger). 
 Hvad er det, som skinner?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Bare lys i en stue.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Hvad er det for sus –?
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Bare sang af en kvinde.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Ja, der, – der finder 
 jeg synderegistret –
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN 

(griber i ham). 
 Beskik dit hus! 

(de er kommet ud af holtet og står ved hytten. Daggry.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Beskikke mit hus? Der er det? Gå! 
 Pak dig! Var skeen så stor som en kiste, – 
 du kan tro, den rummed ikke mig og min liste!
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN. 
 Til tredje korsvej, Peer; men så –! 

(han bøjer tilside og går.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(nærmere mod huset). 
 Atter og fram, det er lige langt. 
 Ud og ind, det er lige trangt. 

(standser.)

 Nej! – som en vild uendelig klage 
 er det at gå ind, gå hjem og tilbage. 

(går nogle skridt; men standser igen.)

 Udenom, sa’e Bøjgen! 

(hører sang i stuen.)

 Nej; denne gang 
 tvers igennem, var vejen aldrig så trang! 

(han løber mod huset; i det samme kommer Solvejg ud i døren, kirkeklædt og med salmebog i klædet; en stav i hånden. Hun står rank og mild.)
 

PEER GYNT 

(kaster sig ned på dørstokken). 
 Har du dom for en synder, så tal den ud!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Der er han! Der er han! Lovet være Gud! 

(famler efter ham.)
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Klag ud, hvor syndigt jeg har mig forbrudt!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Intet har du syndet, min eneste gut! 

(famler igen og finder ham.)
 

KNAPPESTØBEREN 

(bag huset). 
 Registret, Peer Gynt?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Skrig ud min brøde!
 

SOLVEJG 

(sætter sig hos ham). 
 Livet har du gjort mig til en dejlig sang. 
 Velsignet være du, at du kom engang! 
 Velsignet, velsignet vort pinsemorgens-møde!
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så er jeg fortabt!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Der er en, som råder.
 

PEER GYNT 

(ler). 
 Fortabt! Med mindre du kan gætte gåder!
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Nævn dem.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Nævn dem! Hejsan! Ja visst! 
 Kan du sige, hvor Peer Gynt har været siden sidst?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Været?
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Med bestemmelsens mærke på sin pande; 
 været, som han sprang i Guds tanke frem! 
 Kan du sige mig det? Hvis ikke må jeg hjem, – 
 gå under i de tågede lande.
 

SOLVEJG 

(smiler). 
 O, den gåden er let.
 

PEER GYNT. 
 Så sig, hvad du véd! 
 Hvor var jeg, som mig selv, som den hele, den sande? 
 Hvor var jeg, med Guds stempel på min pande?
 

SOLVEJG. 
 I min tro, i mit håb og i min kærlighed.
 

PEER GYNT 

(studser tilbage). 
 Hvad siger du –! Ti! Det er gøglende ord. 
 Til gutten derinde er selv du moer.
 

SOLVEJG. 
 Det er jeg, ja; men hvem er hans fader? 
 Det er han, som for moderens bøn forlader.
 

PEER GYNT 

(et skær af lys går over ham, han skriger)

 Min moder; min hustru; uskyldig kvinde! – 
 O, gem mig, gem mig derinde! 

(han klynger sig fast og skjuler ansigtet i hendes skød. Lang stilhed. Solen rinder.)
 

SOLVEJG 

(synger sagte)

 Sov du, dyreste gutten min! 
 Jeg skal vugge dig, jeg skal våge. – 
 Gutten har siddet på sin moders fang. 
 De to har leget hele livsdagen lang. 
 Gutten har hvilet ved sin moders bryst 
 hele livsdagen lang. Gud signe dig, min lyst! 
 Gutten har ligget til mit hjerte tæt 
 hele livsdagen lang. Nu er han så træt. 
 Sov du, dyreste gutten min! 
 Jeg skal vugge dig, jeg skal våge!
 

KNAPPESTØBERENS STEMME 

(bag huset). 
 Vi træffes på sidste korsvejen, Peer; 
 og så får vi se, om –; jeg siger ikke mer.
 

SOLVEJG 

(synger højere i dagglansen). 
 Jeg skal vugge dig, jeg skal våge; – 
 sov og drøm du, gutten min!
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PERSONERNE
 

KAMMERHERRE BRATSBERG, jernværksejer. 
 ERIK BRATSBERG, hans søn, juridisk kandidat og grosserer. 
 THORA, hans datter. 
 SELMA, grossererens frue. 
 DOKTOR FJELDBO, værkslæge. 
 SAGFØRER STENSGÅRD. 
 PROPRIETÆR MONSEN på Storli. 
 BASTIAN MONSEN, hans søn. 
 RAGNA, hans datter. 
 KANDIDAT HELLE, huslærer på Storli. 
 VÆRKSFORVALTER RINGDAL. 
 GÅRDBRUGER ANDERS LUNDESTAD. 
 DANIEL HEJRE. 
 MADAM RUNDHOLMEN, landhandlerenke. 
 BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN. 
 EN TJENESTEPIGE hos kammerherrens. 
 EN OPVARTER. 
 EN PIGE hos madam RUNDHOLMEN. 
 FOLK AF ALMUEN, KAMMERHERRENS GÆSTER, o. s. v. o. s. v.
 

(Handlingen foregår på værket i nærheden af en købstad i det søndenfjeldske Norge.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(17de Maj. Aften. Folkefest. En lund ved hovedgården. Musik og dans i baggrunden; brogede lamper på træerne. I midten, noget tilbage, en talerstol; til højre indgang til et stort beværtningstelt; foran samme et bord med bænke. Over på den anden side i forgrunden et andet bord, pyntet med blomster og omgivet af lænestole.) 

(Stor folkemasse. Gårdbruger Lundestad, med komitesløjfe i knaphullet, står på talerstolen. Værksforvalter Ringdal ligeledes med komitesløjfe, ved bordet til venstre.)
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 – – Og derfor, ærede sognefolk, – en skål for vor frihed! Således, som vi har taget den i arv fra vore fædre, således vil vi bevare den for os selv og for vore sønner! Hurra for dagen! Hurra for 17de Maj!
 

TILHØRERNE. 
 Hurra, hurra, hurra!
 

VÆRKSFORVALTER RINGDAL 

(idet Lundestad stiger ned). 
 Og nu et hurra for gamle Lundestad!
 

ENKELTE STEMMER. 
 Hys! Hys!
 

MANGE STEMMER 

(overdøvende). 
 Hurra for Lundestad! Gamle Lundestad leve! Hurra! 

(Tilhørerne spreder sig. Proprietær Monsen, hans søn Bastian, sagfører Stensgård og bogtrykker Aslaksen trænger sig frem gennem sværmen.)
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja minsæl blir han aflægs nu!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det var vore lokale forholde han snakked for! Ho-ho!
 

MONSEN. 
 Den tale har han nu holdt i alle de år, jeg kan mindes. Kom så her –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej-nej-nej! Ikke den vej, herr Monsen! Nu kommer vi jo rent bort fra Deres datter.
 

MONSEN. 
 Å, Ragna finder os nok igen.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hun har ingen nød; kandidat Helle er med hende.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Helle?
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, Helle. (puffer ham venskabeligt.) Men jeg er med Dem, ser De. Og det er vi da allesammen. Kom så! Her sidder vi i ly for kreti og pleti; her kan vi snakke lidt nærmere om det, som – 

(har imidlertid sat sig ved bordet til venstre.)
 

RINGDAL 

(træder til). 
 Undskyld, herr Monsen, – det bord er forbeholdt –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Forbeholdt? For hvem?
 

RINGDAL. 
 For kammerherrens.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å hvad, kammerherrens! Her er jo ingen af dem tilstede.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Nej, men vi kan vente dem hvert øjeblik.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så lad dem sætte sig et andet steds. 

(tager en stol.)
 

GÅRDBRUGER LUNDESTAD 

(lægger hånden på stolen). 
 Nej, bordet får nu stå, som sagt er.
 

MONSEN 

(rejser sig). 
 Kom, herr Stensgård; der er ligeså god plads derborte. (går over til højre.) Opvarter! Hm, ingen opvarter heller. Det skulde nu festkomiteen sørget for itide. Å, Aslaksen, gå ind og hent os fire flasker Champagne. Forlang af den dyreste. Sig, Monsen betaler! 

(Aslaksen går ind i teltet; de tre øvrige sætter sig.)
 

LUNDESTAD 

(går stilfærdigt over til dem og vender sig til Stensgård). 
 De får nu endelig ikke ta’e det fortrydeligt op –
 

MONSEN. 
 Nej, fortrydeligt –! Gudbevares! Langtfra det!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(fremdeles til Stensgård). 
 For det er jo sletikke mig personligt; det er festkomiteen, som har besluttet –
 

MONSEN. 
 Forstår sig. Festkomiteen har at befale og vi skal lystre –
 

LUNDESTAD 

(som før). 
 Vi er jo her på kammerherrens grund. Han har velvilligt overladt os både lunden og haven for ikveld; og så mente vi –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vi sidder fortræffeligt her, herr Lundestad, – når vi blot får sidde i ro, – jeg mener, for folkesværmen.
 

LUNDESTAD 

(venligt). 
 Ja, ja; så er det jo godt og vel altsammen. 

(går mod baggrunden.)
 

ASLAKSEN 

(fra teltet). 
 Nu kommer opvarteren strax med vinen. 

(sætter sig.)
 

MONSEN. 
 Eget bord; – under særligt tilsyn af festkomiteen. Og det på selve frihedsdagen! Der har De en prøve på det hele stel.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men herregud, I gode skikkelige mennesker, – hvorfor finder I jer i sligt?
 

MONSEN. 
 Gammel nedarvet slendrian, ser De.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 De er ny her i egnen, herr sagfører Stensgård. Men kendte De bare en liden smule til vore lokale forholde, så –
 

OPVARTEREN 

(bringer Champagne). 
 Det var jo her, der blev bestilt –?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja visst. Se så; skænk i!
 

OPVARTEREN 

(skænker i). 
 Ja, det var jo for Deres regning, herr Monsen?
 

MONSEN. 
 Altsammen; vær ganske rolig. 

(Opvarteren går.)
 

MONSEN 

(klinker med Stensgård). 
 Nå, velkommen iblandt os, herr overretssagfører! Det glæder mig særdeles at ha’e gjort Deres bekendtskab; og jeg må sige, det er en ære for distriktet, at slig en mand, som De, slår Dem ned her. Vi har læst så meget om Dem i aviserne, både fra sangermøder og andre møder. Herr sagfører Stensgård, De har store talegaver og De har hjerte for det almindelige vel. Gid De nu rigtig med liv og lyst måtte gribe ind i, – hm, gribe ind i –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 I de lokale forholde.
 

MONSEN. 
 Å ja; i de lokale forholde. Skål for det! 

(de drikker.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Liv og lyst skal det ikke skorte på!
 

MONSEN. 
 Bravo! Hør! Et glas til for det løfte!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, stop; jeg har allerede i forvejen –
 

MONSEN. 
 Å snak! Et glas til, siger jeg; – det er et løftets bæger! 

(de klinker og drikker igen; under det følgende vedbliver Bastian flittigt at fylde glassene.)
 

MONSEN. 
 Forresten, – siden vi nu engang er kommet ind på slige ting –, så må jeg sige, at det ikke egentlig er kammerherren, som holder alting under åget. Nej, den, som står bagved og styrer slæden, det er gamle Lundestad, De!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det har jeg hørt fra flere kanter. Jeg begriber ikke, at sådan en frihedsmand –
 

MONSEN. 
 Lundestad? Kalder De Anders Lundestad frihedsmand? Ja, han gav sig rigtignok ord for det, i sine unge dage, da det gjaldt at svinge sig op. Derfor tog han også storthingshvervet i arv efter faderen. Gudbevars; alting går nu i arv her!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men alt dette uvæsen måtte der da kunne gøres en ende på.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, død og pine, herr sagfører, – bare gør ende på!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg siger jo ikke at jeg –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jo, netop De! De er manden. De har snakketøj, som folk siger; og De har det, som mere er, De har penneførhed. Min avis står Dem åben, det véd De.
 

MONSEN. 
 Men skulde noget ske, så måtte det rigtignok ske snart. Valgmandsvalget skal holdes en af dagene.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og Deres mange private affærer vilde ikke være til hinder, dersom valget nu faldt på Dem?
 

MONSEN. 
 Mine private affærer vilde vistnok lide under det; men dersom man mente, at kommunens tarv fordred noget sligt, så fik jeg naturligvis finde mig i at sætte personlige hensyn tilside.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja-ja, så er det brav. Og et parti har De allerede, det har jeg godt mærket.
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg smigrer mig med, at flertallet af den unge virkelystne slægt –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Hm, hm; her er snushaner ude.
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(fra teltet; nærsynet, spejder omkring og kommer nærmere). 
 Å, turde jeg ikke bede om at få låne en ledig stol; jeg vilde gerne sætte mig derborte.
 

MONSEN. 
 Her er faste bænke, som De ser; men kan De ikke sidde her ved bordet?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Der? Ved det bord? Å jo, såmæn! (sætter sig.) Se, se! Champagne, tror jeg.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja. De drikker kanske et glas med?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nej, tak! Den Champagne, madam Rundholmen leverer, den –; nå ja, et lidet glas kan jeg jo sagtens for godt selskabs skyld –; ja, den som nu bare havde et glas.
 

MONSEN. 
 Bastian, gå ind og hent et.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Å, Aslaksen, gå ind og hent et glas. 

(Aslaksen går ind i teltet. Taushed.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Herrerne generer sig da vel ikke for mig? Lad mig endelig ikke –! Tak, Aslaksen! (hilser på Stensgård.) Fremmed ansigt. Nylig ankommen. Formodentlig overretssagfører Stensgård, hvis jeg ikke fejler.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ganske rigtig. (præsenterer.) Overretssagfører Stensgård, herr Daniel Hejre –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Kapitalist.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Forhenværende, rettere sagt. Nu har jeg skilt mig ved det hele; er gået fra det, kan man gerne sige. Ja, ikke fallit! Det må De død og pine ikke tro.
 

MONSEN. 
 Drik, drik nu, mens det skummer.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Men kæltringstreger, ser De; kneb og sligt noget, – noksagt. Nå ja, jeg vil håbe, det blot er forbigående. Når jeg får mine ældre processer og nogle andre affærer fra hånden, så skal minsæl den højvelbårne herr Mikkel for en dag. Skål! Drikker De ikke på det? Hvad?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, måtte jeg ikke først spørge, hvem den højvelbårne herr Mikkel er?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; De skal såmæn ikke se så forlegen ud. De tror da vel aldrig, jeg sigter til herr Monsen? Herr Monsen kan jo dog ikke kaldes højvelbåren ialfald. Nej, det er kammerherre Bratsberg, min kære unge ven!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad for noget? I forretningssager er da vel kammerherren en hæderlig mand.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Siger De det, unge menneske? Hm; noksagt! (rykker nærmere.) For en snes år siden var jeg værd en tønde guld. Fik stor formue efter min fader. De har vel hørt tale om min fader? Ikke det? Gamle Mads Hejre? De kaldte ham Guld-Mads. Han var skibsrheder; tjente ustyrtelige penge i licentz-tiden; lod sine vinduesposter og dørstolper forgylde; havde råd til det; noksagt; – derfor kaldte de ham Guld-Mads.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Forgyldte han ikke skorstenspiberne også?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nej, det er bare en avisløgn; – den opstod længe forinden Deres tid forresten. Men penge brugte han; og det har da jeg også gjort. En kostbar rejse til London –; har De ikke hørt tale om min rejse til London? Førte formelig hofstat med mig; – har De virkelig ikke hørt tale om det? Hvad? – Og hvad har jeg ikke smidt væk til kunster og videnskaber? Og hvorledes har jeg ikke holdt unge talenter frem?
 

ASLAKSEN 

(rejser sig). 
 Tak for mig, mine herrer!
 

MONSEN. 
 Nå? Vil De gå fra os?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, jeg vil røre lidt på mig. 

(går.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(dæmpet). 
 Han er også en af dem. Lønner som alle de andre; he-he! Véd De vel, jeg har holdt ham et helt år til studeringer?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Virkelig? Har Aslaksen studeret?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ligesom den unge Monsen; – blev aldrig til noget; også ligesom, – noksagt, – hvad jeg vilde sige; måtte opgive ham; mærkede allerede tidligt denne usalige hang til spirituosa –
 

MONSEN. 
 Men De kom rent bort fra, hvad De vilde fortalt herr Stensgård om kammerherren.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ej, det er en vidtløftig historie. Da min fader stod på sit højeste, så gik det nedad for den gamle kammerherre, – den nuværendes fader, forstår De; for han var også kammerherre –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Naturligvis; alting går i arv her.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Alle tækkelige egenskaber iberegnet. Noksagt. Pengereduktionen, – uforsigtigheder, vidtløftigheder, som han roded sig ind i anno 1816 og derudover, tvang ham til at sælge af jordegodset –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og Deres fader købte?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Både købte og betalte. Nu! Hvad sker? Jeg tiltræder arven; jeg gør forbedringer i tusendtal –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Naturligvis.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Skål! – Forbedringer i tusendtal, som sagt; jeg lufter ud i skogene; en årrække går, – så kommer min herr Urian, – jeg mener den nuværende, – og laer handelen gå om igen!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, men højstærede herr Hejre, det måtte De da kunnet forhindre.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ikke så let! Nogle små formaliteter var forglemte, påstod han. Jeg befandt mig desuden dengang i en momentan pengeforlegenhed, som efterhånden gik over til at blive permanent. Og hvor langt rækker man vel nutildags uden kapitaler?
 

MONSEN. 
 Nej, det er så Gud et sandt ord! Ja, i visse måder rækker man ikke langt med kapitaler heller. Det har jeg fået føle. Ja, selv mine uskyldige børn –
 

BASTIAN 

(dunker i bordet). 
 Uf, faer, – havde jeg visse folk her!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Deres børn, siger De?
 

MONSEN. 
 Nå ja; se for exempel Bastian. Er han ikke bleven vel oplært kanske –?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Trefold! Først i retning henimod student; så i retning henimod maler; og så i retning –, nej, det er sandt, – civilingenieur, det er han da.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Ja, det er jeg, død og pine!
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, det er han; det kan jeg bevise både med regninger og med examensattester! Men hvem har fået kommunalarbejdet? Hvem har fået vejanlæggene her – især i de to sidste år? Det har udlændinger fået, – eller ialfald fremmede, – folk, kortsagt, om hvem man ingenting véd!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, det går skammeligt til i det hele. Da man til nytår skulde have en sparebankforstander, gik man herr Monsen forbi og valgte et subjekt med forstand (hoster) med forstand på at holde pungen lukket, – hvilket vor splendide vært åbenbart ikke har. Gælder det et tillidshverv i kommunen; – ligedan! Aldrig Monsen; altid en, der nyder tillid – hos magthaverne. Nå; commune sufragium, som der står i romerretten; det vil sige, man lider skibbrud i kommunalfaget, faer! Fy, for pokker? Skål!
 

MONSEN. 
 Tak! Men for at komme til noget andet, – hvorledes går det nu med Deres mange processer?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 De er fremdeles under forberedelse; jeg kan ikke sige Dem mere for øjeblikket. Ja, hvilke chikaner er jeg ikke udsat for i den anledning! I næste uge blir jeg desværre nødt til at indkalde hele formandskabet for forligelseskommissionen.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Er det sandt, som folk siger, at De engang har indkaldt Dem selv for forligelseskommissionen?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Mig selv? Ja; men jeg mødte ikke.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ha-ha! Ikke det, nå?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Havde lovligt forfald; skulde over Grønsund, og så var det uheldigvis det år, Bastian havde bygget broen; – plump; De véd, det gik ad undas –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Nå, så skulde da fanden –.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Besindighed, unge mand! Her er så mange, som spænder buen til den brister; brobuen, mener jeg; alting er jo arveligt –; noksagt!
 

MONSEN. 
 Hå-hå-hå! Noksagt, ja! Drik nu De, noksagt! (til Stensgård.) De hører, herr Hejre har fribrev på at yttre sig, som han lyster.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, yttringsfriheden er også den eneste statsborgerlige rettighed, jeg sætter pris på.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kun skade, at den rettighed er begrænset af lovene.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he! Herr overretssagførerens tænder løber kanske i vand efter en injurieproces? Hvad? Læg endelig ikke hånden imellem, højstærede! Jeg er en gammel praktikus, jeg!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Med hensyn til injurier?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Deres tilgivelse, unge mand! Den harme, De føler, den gør isandhed Deres hjerte ære. Jeg beder Dem glemme, at en olding har siddet her og talt frimodigt om Deres fraværende venner.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Fraværende venner?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Sønnen er visst al ære værd; noksagt! Datteren ligeså. Og når jeg i forbigående kom til at kaste et stænk på kammerherrens karakter –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kammerherrens? Er det kammerherrens, De kalder mine venner?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, man gør da ikke visiter hos sine uvenner, véd jeg?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Visiter?
 

MONSEN. 
 Hvad for noget?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Au, au, au! Her har jeg visst røbet noget, som –!
 

MONSEN. 
 Har De gjort visiter hos kammerherrens!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sniksnak! Forvanskninger!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Sandelig, højst fatalt! Men hvor kunde jeg også tænke, at det var en hemmelighed? (til Monsen.) Forresten må De ikke tage mine ord altfor bogstaveligt. Når jeg siger visit, så mener jeg kun sådant et formelt besøg; – rigtignok i livkjole og gule handsker; men hvad –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og jeg siger Dem, jeg har ikke talt et levende ord med den familje!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Er det muligt? Blev De ikke modtagen andengang heller? Ja, for førstegang nægted man sig hjemme, det véd jeg nok.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(til Monsen). 
 Jeg havde noget skriftligt at overbringe fra tredjemand i Kristiania; det er det hele.
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(rejser sig). 
 Der er, Gud døde mig, noget oprørende i sligt! Der kommer den unge, tillidsfulde, uerfarne på livets bane; opsøger den prøvede verdensmand i hans hus; tyr til ham, der har sit på det tørre, for at begære, – noksagt! Verdensmanden slår døren i; man er ikke hjemme; – nej, man er aldrig hjemme, når det gælder, – noksagt! (udbrydende.) Men det er jo den skammeligste grovhed ovenikøbet!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, lad nu den kedelige sag fare.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ikke hjemme! Han, som går der og siger: jeg er altid hjemme for skikkelige mennesker!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Siger han det?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Sådant et mundheld. Herr Monsen blir heller aldrig modtaget. Men jeg begriber ikke, hvorfor han har lagt Dem for had. Ja, jeg siger had; for véd De, hvad jeg hørte igår?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg vil ikke vide, hvad De hørte igår.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Punktum altså. Yttringen var mig forresten ikke påfaldende; – i kammerherre Bratsbergs mund da! Jeg kan blot ikke forstå, hvorfor han skulde lægge „rodhugger” til.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Rodhugger?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Når De absolut tvinger mig, så må jeg indrømme, at kammerherren har kaldt Dem en rodhugger og en lykkejæger.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(springer op). 
 Hvad for noget?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Rodhugger og lykkejæger, – eller lykkejæger og rodhugger, jeg tør ikke indestå for hvorledes ordene faldt.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og det har De hørt på?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Jeg? Havde jeg været tilstede, herr sagfører Stensgård, så skulde De visselig ikke savnet det forsvar, som De fortjener.
 

MONSEN. 
 Der ser De, hvad der kommer ud af at –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvor tør den uforskammede person understå sig –?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nå, nå, nå! Ikke så ivrig! Det har været figurligt ment, det gier jeg min hals på. Kanske blot en spøgefuld vending. Imorgen kan De jo bede om en forklaring. Ja, for De skal da vel i den store middag? Hvad?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg skal ikke i nogen middag.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 To visiter og endda ingen indbydelse –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Rodhugger og lykkejæger! Hvad skulde det sigte til?
 

MONSEN. 
 Se derborte! Når man taler om fanden, så er han nærmest. Kom, Bastian! 

(Monsen og Bastian bort.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad skulde det betyde, herr Hejre?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Kan virkelig ikke tjene Dem med noget svar. – De lider? Deres hånd, unge mand! Tilgiv, om jeg ved min frimodighed har såret Dem. Tro mig, De har endnu mange bittre erfaringer at gøre på livets bane. De er ung; De er tillidsfuld og godtroende. Det er smukt; det er rørende sågar; men, men, – godtroenhed er sølv; verdenserfaring er guld; – det er et ordsprog af min egen opfindelse, faer! Gud være med Dem! 

(Daniel Hejre går.)


(Kammerherre Bratsberg, hans datter og doktor Fjeldbo kommer fra venstre.)
 

ANDERS LUNDESTAD 

(ved talerstolen, slår til lyd). 
 Herr værksforvalter Ringdal har ordet.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(råber). 
 Herr Lundestad, jeg forlanger ordet!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Siden!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, nu! Straks!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 De kan ikke få ordet nu. Herr Ringdal har det.
 

RINGDAL 

(på talerstolen). 
 Ærede forsamling! I dette øjeblik har vi den ære at se i vor midte manden med det varme hjerte og den åbne hånd, – han, som vi i en lang årrække har vant os til at se op til, som til en fader; han, som altid er rede til råd, som til dåd; han, hvis dør aldrig er stængt for noget hæderligt medlem af vort samfund; han, han –; vor ærede hædersgæst ynder ikke lange taler, og derfor, en skål og et hurra for kammerherre Bratsberg og hans familje! De leve! Hurra!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hurra! Hurra! Hurra! 

(stormende jubel; man omringer kammerherren, som takker og trykker de nærmestes hænder.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Får jeg nu ordet?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Vær så god. Talerstolen er til tjeneste.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(springer op på bordet). 
 Jeg bygger min egen talerstol!
 

DE UNGE 

(stimler om ham). 
 Hurra!
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(til doktoren). 
 Hvem er det balstyrige menneske?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Sagfører Stensgård.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, han!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hør mig, I feststemte brødre og søstre! Hør mig, I, som har frihedsdagens jubel og sang i eders hjerter, selv om den ligger bunden. Jeg er en fremmed iblandt jer –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak for det nej! Jeg taer det som et længselens og trangens vidnesbyrd. Dog, fremmed er jeg; men det er svoret, at her står jeg med stort og friskt hjertelag for eders sorg og glæde, for eders savn og sejer; havde jeg såsandt derover nogen magt, da – da –!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det har De, herr overretssagfører!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ingen afbrydelse! De har ikke ordet.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De endnu mindre! Jeg afsætter festkomiteen! Frihed på frihedsdagen, gutter!
 

DE UNGE. 
 Hurra for friheden!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Man vil nægte jer mælets brug! I hørte det. Man vil gøre jer til umælende! Væk med sligt voldsherredømme! Jeg vil ikke stå her og holde tale for en målbunden klynge. Snakke vil jeg. Og I skal snakke med. Vi vil snakke fra leveren!
 

MÆNGDEN 

(under stigende jubel). 
 Hurra!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ikke mere disse golde kisteklædte festmøder! En gylden, en dådstung grøde skal skyde frem af vore syttende-Maj-lag herefter. Maj! Det er jo spiretiden; det er årets unge svulmende jomfrumåned. Til 1ste Juni blir det netop to måneder siden jeg satte mig ned her iblandt jer. Og hvad har jeg ikke set af storhed og af småhed, af stygt og af vakkert her!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad er det egentlig han taler om, doktor?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Bogtrykker Aslaksen siger, det er om de lokale forholde.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg har set evner glimte og glittre nede i folket. Men jeg har også set den fordærvelsens ånd, som ligger knugende over evnerne og holder dem nede i det lave. Ja, jeg har set unge, varme, tillidsfulde hjerter storme til møde, – men også dem, som stængte døren for sig!
 

THORA. 
 O, Gud!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad mener han med det?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, brødre og søstre i frejdighed! Der er i vejret, i luften, en magt, et spøgelse fra rådne dage, som lægger tyngsel og mørke udover der, hvor der skulde være lys og flugt. I jorden igen med dette spøgelse!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hurra! Hurra for 17de Maj!
 

THORA. 
 Kom, faer –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad pokker er det for spøgelse? Doktor, hvem taler han om?
 

FJELDBO 

(hurtigt). 
 Å, det er om – 

(hvisker et par ord.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Aha! Nej, gør han virkelig?
 

THORA 

(sagte). 
 Tak!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vil ingen anden knuse dragen, så vil jeg! Men vi må holde sammen, gutter!
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja! Ja!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vi er de unge. Vi ejer tiden; men tiden ejer også os. Vor ret er vor pligt! Albuerum for enhver dådskraft, for enhver vilje, som er af det stærke! Hør mig! Vi vil stifte et forbund. Pengesækken har ophørt at regere i sognet!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Bravo! (til doktoren.) Pengesækken, sagde han; altså dog virkelig –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, gutter, vi, vi er valutaen, så sandt der er malm i os. Vore viljer, det er det klingende sølv, som skal gælde mand og mand imellem. Krig og nederlag for hver den, som vil hindre, at vi udmynter os!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hurra!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Man har slængt mig et hånligt bravo i ansigtet her ikveld –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nej!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ligemeget! Hverken tak eller trusel gælder for den, der vil, hvad han vil. Og dermed Gud befalet! Ja, han; thi det er dog hans ærinde, vi går i vor unge tillidsfulde gerning. Ind til restauratøren altså; – i denne time vil vi stifte vort forbund!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hurra! Bær ham! Bær ham! 

(han løftes på guldstol.)
 

STEMMER. 
 Tal! Mere! Mere!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Samhold, siger jeg? Med de unges forbund er et forsyn i pakt. Det står til os, om vi vil styre verden – her i distriktet! 

(han bæres ind i teltet under stormende jubel.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(tørrer øjnene). 
 Å nej, for en mund der sidder på det menneske! Kunde en ikke gerne kysse ham, herr Hejre?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nej, kysse ham, det vilde jeg dog ikke.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nej, De! Det tror jeg nok.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Vilde De kanske kysse ham, madam Rundholmen?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Uf, hvor fæl De er! 

(hun går ind i teltet; Daniel Hejre ligeså.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Spøgelse, – og drage, – og pengesæk! Det var forskrækkeligt grovt. Men vel tilpas!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(nærmer sig). 
 Det gør mig rigtig inderlig ondt, herr kammerherre –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, hvor har De havt Deres menneskekundskab henne? Nå, nå; det kan times enhver. God nat, herr Lundestad, og mange tak for iaften. (vender sig til Thora og doktoren.) Men fy for pokker; dette prægtige unge menneske har jeg jo været grov imod!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja så?
 

THORA. 
 Visiten, mener du –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 To visiter. Det er sandelig Lundestads skyld; han havde skildret mig ham, som en lykkejæger og som – som noget, jeg ikke husker. Nå, heldigvis kan jeg bøde på det.
 

THORA. 
 Hvorledes –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Kom, Thora; vi vil endnu iaften –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å nej, herr kammerherre, er nu det værd at –?
 

THORA 

(sagte). 
 Hys!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Har man forløbet sig, så får man gøre det godt igen; det er simpel skyldighed. God nat, doktor! Så fik jeg dog en fornøjelig stund. Det er mere, end De har beredt mig idag.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg, herr kammerherre?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å ja, ja, ja; – både De og andre –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men måtte jeg ikke spørge, hvad jeg –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Herr værkslæge, – ingen påtrængenhed. Jeg er aldrig påtrængende. Nå, i Guds navn forresten, – god nat! 

(Kammerherren og Thora går ud til venstre; Fjeldbo ser tankefuld efter dem.)
 

BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN 

(fra teltet). 
 Hej, opvarter! Blæk og pen! Jo, nu går det løs, herr doktor!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad går løs?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Han stifter forbundet. Det er næsten stiftet.
 

LUNDESTAD 

(har nærmet sig sagte). 
 Skriver der sig mange ind?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Vi har nu omkring 37 foruden enker og sligt. Pen og blæk, siger jeg! Ingen opvarter tilstede; det er de lokale forholdes skyld. 

(ud bagved teltet.)
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Puh; dette her har været en varm dag.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg er bange, vi får varmere dage herefter.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Tror De kammerherren blev meget vred?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å, sletikke; det så De jo. Men hvad siger De om det nye forbund?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hm; jeg siger ingenting. Hvad skal en vel sige?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men det er jo begyndelsen til en kamp om magten her i distriktet.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja-ja! Kamp er god. Han er en mand med store gaver, han, Stensgård.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og en mand, som vil frem.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ungdommen vil altid frem. Jeg vilde også frem, da jeg var ung; der er ingenting at sige på det. Men en kunde kanske gå indenfor døren –
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(fra teltet). 
 Nå, herr Lundestad, skal De ind og interpellere? Hvad? Gøre opposition? He-he! For så må De skynde Dem.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å, jeg kommer vel altid tidsnok.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Forsent, faer! Med mindre De vil stå fadder. (Hurraråb fra teltet.) Der synger degnene Amen; nu er dåbsakten over.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 En får vel lov til at høre; jeg skal holde mig stille. 

(går ind.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Det er også et af de faldende træer! Mangt og mange vil komme til at falde nu! Her vil komme til at se ud, som en skog efter storm. Å, det er dejligt, er det!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men sig mig, herr Hejre, hvad kan det egentlig interessere Dem?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Interessere mig? Jeg er ingen interesseret mand, herr doktor! Når jeg fryder mig, så er det på mine medborgeres vegne. Her vil blive liv, indhold, stof! For mig personligt – gudbevares, for mig kan det være ligegyldigt; jeg siger, som Stortyrken sagde om kejseren af Østerrig og kongen af Frankrig: Det er mig det samme, enten svinet æder hunden eller hunden svinet. 

(ud i baggrunden til højre.)
 

MÆNGDEN 

(i teltet). 
 Sagfører Stensgård leve! Han leve! Hurra! Hurra for de unges forbund! Vin! Punsch! Hej; hej! Øl! Hurra!
 

BASTIAN MONSEN 

(fra teltet). 
 Gud velsigne Dem og alle mennesker! (med tårekvalt stemme.) Uf, doktor, jeg kender mig så stærk ikveld. Jeg må gøre noget!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Genér Dem ikke. Men hvad vil De gøre?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jeg tror, jeg går ned på dansesalen og prygler et par af mine venner. 

(ud bagved teltet.)


(Stensgård kommer ud fra teltet, uden hat og i stærk bevægelse.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kære Fjeldbo, er det dig?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Til tjeneste, herr folkehøvding! Ja, du er da vel kåret –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Naturligvis; men –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og hvad skal det så videre kaste af sig? Hvilke tillidshverv i kommunen? En bankbestyrerpost? Eller kanske –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, snak ikke til mig om sligt! Du mener det heller ikke. Du er ikke så flad og tom i brystet, som du gerne vil synes.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nu skal vi høre!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Fjeldbo! Vær mig en ven, som før! Det er blevet øde imellem os. Der var så meget uhyggeligt hos dig, spas og spot, som stødte mig tilbage. Å, det var dog uret af mig! (slår armene om ham.) O, du evige Gud, hvor jeg er lykkelig!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Du også! Jeg med; jeg med!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, måtte jeg ikke være den usleste usling på jorden, hvis ikke al denne velsignelse gjorde mig god og brav? Hvormed har jeg fortjent det, du? Hvad har jeg syndige skabhals gjort, at jeg blev så rigt benådet?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Her er min hånd! Ikveld holder jeg minsæl af dig!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak! Vær trofast og sand. Jeg skal være det. – Ja, er det ikke en usigelig lykke, således at kunne rive dem med sig, alle de mange? Må en ikke blive god af taknemmelighed? Og hvorledes må en ikke elske alle mennesker? Jeg synes, jeg kunde kryste dem i favn allesammen, græde og bede dem om forladelse, fordi Gud har været så partisk at give mig mere end dem.
 

FJELDBO 

(stille). 
 Ja; så usigelig meget kan den enkelte få. Ikke et kryb, ikke et grønt blad langs vejen kunde jeg træde på ikveld.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Du?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Punktum! Derom er ikke talen. Jeg vilde kun sige, at jeg forstod dig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad for en dejlig nat! Musiken og jubelen klinger langt ud over engene. Dernede er det stille. – Ja, den mand, hvis liv ikke taer sin dåb af slig en time, han fortjener ikke at leve på Guds jord.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, men sig mig nu, – hvad skal så videre bygges – imorgen, og alle ugedage?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Bygges? Først gælder det at rive ned. – Du, Fjeldbo, jeg har engang drømt, – eller kanske jeg så det; dog nej, jeg drømte; men så levende; jeg syntes der var kommen dommedag over jorden. Jeg kunde se hele rundingen af den. Ingen sol var der; kun et gult uvejrslys. Der gik en storm; den strøg fra vest og strøg alting med sig; først strøg den vissent løv, så strøg den mennesker; – men de holdt sig på benene endda. Kapperne slog tæt ind om dem, så de fo’r som siddende i flugten. Først så de ud som borgerfolk, der løber efter sine hatte i blæst; men da de kom nærmere, så var det kejsere og konger; og det, de løb efter og greb efter, og som de altid var nærved at nå, men aldrig nåde, det var kroner og rigsæbler. Å, der kom hundreder efter hundreder af alle slags, og ingen vidste, hvad det gjaldt; men mange jamred og spurgte: hvorfra er den dog kommen, denne forfærdelige storm? Da blev der svaret: én røst talte, og denne ene røst gav slig genlyd, at stormen vaktes!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Når drømte du dette?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, engang, – jeg erindrer ikke; for flere år siden.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Der har været oprør etsteds i Europa, og så har du spist tungt til aften og læst aviser ovenpå.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Den samme isnen, den samme rislen nedad ryggen har jeg følt ikveld. Ja, jeg skal gøre fyldest for mig. Jeg vil være røsten –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hør, kære Stensgård, du skal standse og tænke dig om. Du vil være røsten, siger du. Godt! Men hvor vil du være røsten? Her i fogderiet? Eller, hvis det kommer højt, her i amtet! Og hvem skal være genlyden, der slår, så stormen vækkes? Jo, folk, som proprietær Monsen og bogtrykker Aslaksen og det fedryggede geni, herr Bastian. Og istedet for de flygtende kejsere og konger vil vi få se gårdbruger Lundestad, som løber efter sin storthingsfuldmagt. Hvad blir så det hele? Det blir, hvad syntes først i drømmen, – spidsborgere i blæst.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 I den nærmeste nærhed, ja! Men ingen véd, hvor langt et uvejr slår.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Sniksnak med dig og dit uvejr! Og når så dertil kommer, at du, blind og besnakket og forlokket, som du er, vender dine våben netop mod det hæderlige og det dygtige iblandt os –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er ikke sandt!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er sandt! Monsen på Storli fik tag i dig straks du kom her til bygden; og gør du dig ikke fri for ham, så blir det din ulykke. Kammerherre Bratsberg er en hædersmand; det kan du stole på. Véd du, hvorfor herr proprietæren har lagt ham for had? Jo, fordi –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg tåler ikke et ord mere! Ikke et eneste ord, som fornærmer mine venner!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Se tilbunds i dig selv, Stensgård! Er herr Mons Monsen virkelig din ven?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Proprietær Monsen har med al velvilje åbnet sit hus for mig –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Han åbner forgæves sit hus for de bedre her.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, hvem kalder du de bedre? Nogle storsnudede embedsmænd! Jeg véd det nok. Men hvad mig angår, så har man på Storli modtaget mig med en forekommenhed og en anerkendelse, som –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Anerkendelse; ja desværre, – der er vi ved kernepunktet.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Aldeles ikke! Jeg er mand for at se uhildet. Proprietær Monsen har evner, han har læsning, han har sans for de offentlige anliggender.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Evner? Å ja, på sin vis. Læsning også; han holder bladene og har deraf mærket sig, hvilke taler du har holdt, og hvilke artikler du har skrevet. Og at han har sans for de offentlige anliggender, det har han naturligvis lagt for dagen ved at samstemme både i dine taler og i dine avisartikler.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hør, Fjeldbo, nu kommer igen bundfaldet op i dig. Kan du da aldrig holde dig fri for dette skidenfærdige i tankegangen? Hvorfor altid forudsætte enten usle eller latterlige bevæggrunde? A, du mener det ikke! Nu ser du så trofast ud igen. Jeg vil sige dig det bedste, det rette kernepunkt. Kender du Ragna?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ragna Monsen? Ja; sådan på anden hånd.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, hun kommer undertiden til kammerherrens.
 

FJELDBO. 
 I al stilhed. Hun og frøken Bratsberg er veninder fra konfirmationstiden.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og hvad siger du så om hende?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jo, efter alt, hvad jeg har hørt, må hun være en meget fortræffelig pige.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, du skulde se hende i hjemmet. Hun har ingen anden tanke end de to små søskende. Og hvorledes skal hun ikke have plejet sin moder! Du véd, moderen var sindssyg de sidste år, hun levede.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Javisst; jeg var selv læge der en tid. Men sig mig, kære ven, jeg skulde dog vel ikke tro at –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jo, Fjeldbo, jeg elsker hende virkelig; til dig kan jeg sige det. Ja, jeg skønner godt, hvad der undrer dig. Du finder det påfaldende, at jeg så hurtigt ovenpå –. Ja, du véd jo, jeg har været forlovet i Kristiania?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, man har fortalt det.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det hele forhold var en skuffelse. Jeg måtte bryde det; det var bedst for alle parter. Du kan tro, jeg har lidt nok under den sag; jeg har følt mig pint og knuget –. Nå, gudskelov, nu er jeg ude af det; det var også min grund til at flytte bort.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og ligeoverfor Ragna Monsen er du sikker på dig selv?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det er jeg, du! Her er ingen fejltagelse mulig.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men så i Guds navn, gør alvor af det! Det er en stor lykke! O, jeg kunde sige dig så meget –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kan du virkelig det? Har hun yttret noget? Til frøken Bratsberg kanske?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Du forstår mig ikke. Men hvorledes er det muligt, at du midt under alt dette kan gå her og svire i politiske orgier? At bygdsladderen kan få indpas i et sind som –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og hvorfor ikke? Mennesket er da ikke en så aldeles enkelt maskine heller. Jeg er det ialfald ikke. Desuden, netop igennem disse kampe og brydninger går vejen til hende.
 

FJELDBO. 
 En forbandet triviel vej.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Fjeldbo, jeg er ærgærrig; det véd du godt. Jeg må frem i verden. Når jeg tænker på, at jeg er tredive år, og endnu står ved begyndelsen, så kender jeg samvittighedens tænder i mig.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, men det er ikke dens visdomstænder.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det kan ikke nytte at snakke til dig. Du har aldrig følt denne jagende og æggende trang. Du har drevet og dovnet alle dine dage, – som student, til examen, i udlandet, og nu her –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å ja, kanske; men det har ialfald været dejligt. Og der følger ingen slappelse efter, som den, man føler, når man stiger ned af bordet, efterat –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Alt andet; men dette tåler jeg minsæl ikke! Du gør en ond gerning med sligt. Du tager løftelsen fra mig –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, men véd du hvad; når løftelsen sidder så løst –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Lad være, siger jeg! Hvad ret har du til at bryde ind i min lykke? Tror du ikke jeg er ærlig kanske?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jo, det ved himlen, jeg tror!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå, hvad skal det så til at gøre mig tom og ækkel og mistroisk mod mig selv? (larm og råb i teltet.) Hør; hør! De drikker min skål! Hvad der kan gribe så mange, – ved den evige Gud, det har sandhed i sig! 

(Frøken Bratsberg, frøken Monsen og kandidat Helle fra venstre går over pladsen i mellemgrunden.)
 

KANDIDAT HELLE 

(til frøken Bratsberg). 
 Se der, frøken; der står netop sagfører Stensgård.
 

THORA. 
 Ja, så følger jeg ikke længere. Godnat, Ragna! Godnat; godnat!
 

HELLE OG FRØKEN MONSEN. 
 Godnat; godnat! 

(de går ud til højre.)
 

THORA 

(nærmere). 
 Jeg er jernværksejer Bratsbergs datter. Jeg har et brev til Dem fra faer.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Til mig –?
 

THORA. 
 Vær så god; her er det. 

(vil gå.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Får jeg ikke lov at følge?
 

THORA. 
 Nej tak; følg ikke. Godnat! 

(ud til venstre.)
 

STENSGÅRD 

(læser ved en papirlygte). 
 Hvad for noget?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men, kære, – hvad skriver kammerherren?
 

STENSGÅRD 

(brister i latter). 
 Det havde jeg dog ikke ventet!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men sig mig da –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kammerherre Bratsberg er en ynkelig karl.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og det vover du –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Usel; usel! Sig det igen til hvem du vil. Nå, lad forresten være. (gemmer brevet.) Det blir imellem os! 

(Forsamlingen kommer ud af teltet.)
 

PROPRIETÆR MONSEN. 
 Herr formand! Hvor er herr Stensgård?
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Der står han! Hurra!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Herr overretssagføreren har glemt sin hat. 

(rækker ham den.)
 

BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN. 
 Værsågod; her er punsch! En hel bolle!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak; ikke mere.
 

MONSEN. 
 Og så husker vel medlemmerne, at imorgen samles vi på Storli hos mig for at –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Imorgen? Nej, det var jo ikke imorgen –?
 

MONSEN. 
 Jo visst; for at vedtage den rundskrivelse, som –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, imorgen kan jeg sandelig ikke godt –. Jeg skal se iovermorgen eller dagen derefter. Nå, godnat, mine herrer; hjertelig tak for idag, og hurra for fremtiden!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Hurra! Vi følger ham hjem?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak; tak! De må endelig ikke –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Vi følger Dem allesammen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Lad gå. Godnat, Fjeldbo; ja, for du følger vel ikke?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej. Men det vil jeg sige dig, at hvad du yttred om kammerherre Bratsberg –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hys, hys; det var overdrevet i udtrykket. En streg over det! – Nå ja, mine ærede venner, vil I være med, så kom; jeg går i spidsen.
 

MONSEN. 
 Deres arm, Stensgård.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Sangere! Stem i! Noget rigtig fædrelandsk!
 

MÆNGDEN. 
 Sang; sang! Musik! 

(En folkesang spilles og synges. Toget marscherer ud til højre i baggrunden.)
 

FJELDBO 

(til Lundestad, som er bleven tilbage). 
 Et stadseligt følge.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å ja. Men en stadselig fører også.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og hvor går så De, herr Lundestad?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg? Jeg går hjem og lægger mig. 

(han hilser og går. Doktor Fjeldbo blir alene tilbage.)




(Teppet falder.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Havestue hos kammerherrens. Elegante møbler, pianoforte, blomster og sjeldne planter. Indgangsdør i baggrunden. På venstre side dør til spisesalen; til højre flere åbne glasdøre ud til haven.)


(Bogtrykker Aslaksen står ved indgangsdøren. En pige er ifærd med at bære et par frugtskåler ind til venstre.)
 

PIGEN. 
 Ja, men De hører jo, selskabet sidder tilbords endnu. De må komme igen siden.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, får jeg så heller lov til at vente?
 

PIGEN. 
 Ja, hvis De heller vil det. De kan sætte Dem der sålænge. 

(hun går ind i spisesalen. Aslaksen sætter sig ved døren. Ophold. Doktor Fjeldbo kommer fra baggrunden.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nå, goddag, Aslaksen; er De her?
 

PIGEN 

(kommer tilbage). 
 Å, hvor sent doktoren kommer!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg blev kaldt ud i sygebesøg.
 

PIGEN. 
 Både kammerherren og frøkenen har spurgt så meget efter Dem.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Så det har de?
 

PIGEN. 
 Ja doktoren må endelig gå ind. Eller skal jeg kanske sige til at –?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, nej; lad være. Jeg skal altid få en bid mad sidenefter; nu venter jeg her sålænge.
 

PIGEN. 
 Ja, de er snart færdige. 

(hun går ud i baggrunden.)
 

ASLAKSEN 

(lidt efter). 
 Og De kan lade sligt gæstebudsbord gå fra Dem, – med kage og fin vin og alt godt?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, for pokker, man får snarere formeget end for lidt af det gode her i egnen.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det kan jeg ikke være enig med Dem i.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hm. Men sig mig, – det er nogen, De venter på?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det er nogen, jeg venter på, ja!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og hjemme står det tåleligt til? Deres kone –?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ligger tilsengs som sædvanligt; hoster og tæres væk.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og den næstældste?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Å, han er og blir nu vanfør; det véd De jo. Det skal så være for os; – hvad fanden kan det nytte at snakke om sligt!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Lad mig se på Dem, Aslaksen!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nå; hvad vil De se?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Idag har De drukket.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det gjorde jeg igår også.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Igår; ja, det fik endda så være; men idag og –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 End de derinde da? Jeg synes de også drikker.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, kære Aslaksen, De har ret på en måde; men vilkårene er nu så forskellige her i verden.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg har ikke valgt mine vilkår.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, Vorherre har valgt for Dem.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, det har han ikke. Det er mennesker, som har valgt. Daniel Hejre valgte, da han tog mig ud af trykkeriet og satte mig til at studere. Og kammerherre Bratsberg valgte, da han ruinerte Daniel Hejre, så jeg måtte gå tilbage til trykkeriet igen.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nu taler De mod bedre vidende. Kammerherre Bratsberg har aldrig ruineret Daniel Hejre; Daniel Hejre ruinerte sig selv.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Lad gå! Men hvor turde Daniel Hejre ruinere sig selv, når han havde sligt ansvar mod mig? Vorherre har også sin skyld, forstår sig. Hvorfor skulde han give mig evner og anlæg? Nå, dem kunde jeg da endelig brugt som en skikkelig håndværksmand; men så kommer den gamle sludderbøtte –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er stygt, hvad De der siger. Daniel Hejre tog sig dog visst af Dem i den bedste mening.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, hans gode mening kan s’gu lidet hjælpe mig. – Derinde, hvor de nu sidder og klinker og drikker skåler, der sad jeg også; var som en af de andre; var fint opklædt –! Det var vel noget for mig, det; for mig, som havde læst så mangt, og som havde tørstet så længe efter at få del i alt det, som herligt er i verden. Jo, pyt! Hvor længe var Jeppe i paradis? Knald og fald, ud af det igen; – hele herligheden faldt i fisk, som vi siger i trykkeriet.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja-ja; men De var jo dog ikke så slemt stillet; De havde jo Deres håndværk at ty til.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det er en god snak, det. Efter sligt noget er ens stand ikke længere ens stand. De tog fodfæstet væk under mig og satte mig ud på en glat is, – og så må jeg endda høre slængord, fordi jeg snubler.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nå; jeg vil visselig ikke gå hårdt irette med Dem –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, det gør De også ret i. – Det er et underligt røre! Daniel Hejre og forsynet og kammerherren og skæbnen og omstændighederne – og jeg selv også! jeg har tidt tænkt på at klare det ud fra hinanden og skrive en bog om det; men det er så forbandet indfiltret at – (skotter mod døren til venstre.) Se så; nu går de fra bordet. 
 (Selskabet, damer og herrer, går under munter samtale fra spisesalen ud i haven. Mellem gæsterne er sagfører Stensgård med Thora under den venstre og Selma under den højre arm. Doktor Fjeldbo og bogtrykker Aslaksen står oppe ved døren i baggrunden.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, jeg er jo fremmed her; damerne får sige, hvor jeg skal føre Dem hen.
 

SELMA. 
 Ud i det fri; De må se haven.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 O ja, det skulde være dejligt! 

(ud gennem den forreste glasdør til højre.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men i Guds navn, det var jo Stensgård!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, det er ham, jeg skal have fat i. Jeg har rendt længe nok efter ham; heldigvis traf jeg da Daniel Hejre – 

(Daniel Hejre og Erik Bratsberg kommer fra spisesalen.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; det var minsæl en excellent Sherry! Jeg har ikke smagt magen, siden jeg var i London.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Ja, ikke sandt? Den kan live et menneske op?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ak, ak; det er en sand fryd at se sine penge så vel anvendte!
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Hvorledes? (leende.) Nå; ja, ja vel, ja! 

(de går ud i haven.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 De skal tale med Stensgård, siger De?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg skal så.
 

FJELDBO. 
 I forretninger?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Forstår sig; festberetningen i bladet –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, véd De hvad, – så må De vente derude sålænge –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ude i gangen?
 

FJELDBO. 
 I forstuen, ja! Her er hverken tid eller sted –; jeg skal passe på, når Stensgård blir et øjeblik alene; hører De –!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Bevares vel; jeg skal vente til min tid kommer. 

(går ud i baggrunden.)


(Kammerherre Bratsberg, gårdbruger Lundestad, værksforvalter Ringdal og et par andre herrer fra spisesalen.)
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(i samtale, til Lundestad). 
 Uvorrent, siger De? Nu, formen vil jeg ikke videre opholde mig ved; men der var guldkorn i den tale; det kan jeg forsikkre Dem.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja-ja; når kammerherren er fornøjet, så kan sagtens jeg være det.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det skulde jeg også mene. Nå, der har vi da doktoren! Og med en tom mave sandsynligvis?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Siger intet, herr kammerherre; her er ikke langt til spisekammeret; – jeg betragter mig halvvejs som hjemme i huset.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Se, se; gør De det? Det skulde De dog ikke gøre før tiden.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvorledes? De tager det da vel ikke ilde op? De har jo selv tilladt mig –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad jeg har tilladt Dem, det er tilladt. – Nå, nå; betragt De Dem som hjemme, og se De kan finde vejen til spisekammeret. (slår ham let på skuldren og vender sig til Lundestad.) Se, det er en; ham kan De kalde en lykkejæger og – og det andet, som jeg ikke husker.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men, herr kammerherre!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nej, jeg forsikkrer –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ingen disputer ovenpå maden; det er ikke tjenligt. Nu får vi snart kaffeen derud. 

(går med gæsterne ned i haven.)
 

LUNDESTAD 

(til Fjeldbo). 
 Skulde De hørt så underlig, som kammerherren er idag?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det mærkede jeg allerede igåraftes.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Tænk, han vil endelig, at jeg skal have kaldt herr Stensgård for en lykkejæger og sligt noget!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å, pyt, herr Lundestad; om nu så var? Men undskyld; jeg må ned og hilse på husets damer. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

LUNDESTAD 

(til Ringdal, som ordner et spillebord). 
 Hvorledes hænger det dog sammen, at sagfører Stensgård kommer her?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ja, sig De mig det. Han stod ikke på listen fra først af.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Altså bagefter? Efter den tiltale, kammerherren fik igår –?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ja, kan De skønne sligt?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Skønne det? Å jo; å jo.
 

RINGDAL 

(sagtere). 
 Mener De, kammerherren er ræd for ham?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg mener, han er varsom, – mener jeg. 

(de går samtalende op mod baggrunden og derpå ud i haven; på samme tid kommer Selma og Stensgård frem i den forreste havedør.)
 

SELMA. 
 Jo, vil De nu se; der borte over trætoppene skimter vi både kirketårnet og hele den øverste del af byen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja virkelig; det havde jeg ikke troet.
 

SELMA. 
 Synes De ikke udsigten heroppefra er dejlig?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Alting er dejligt her; haven og udsigten og solskinnet og menneskene! O, du gode Gud, hvor det altsammen er dejligt! Og her bor De hele sommeren?
 

SELMA. 
 Nej, ikke jeg og min mand; vi kommer og går. Vi har et stort prægtigt hus inde i byen, meget prægtigere end her; ja, De skal nok få se det.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og Deres familje bor kanske også i byen?
 

SELMA. 
 Familje? Hvem skulde den familje være?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, jeg vidste ikke –
 

SELMA. 
 Vi eventyrprinsesser har ingen familje.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Eventyrprinsesser?
 

SELMA. 
 Idethøjeste har vi kun sådan en ond stedmoder –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 En heks, ja! Og De er altså prinsesse?
 

SELMA. 
 Over alle de sunkne slotte, hvor det spiller om thorsdagsnatten. Doktor Fjeldbo mener, det må være en meget behagelig livsstilling; men, – ja, nu skal De høre –
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(fra haven). 
 Nå, endelig finder man da den lille frue!
 

SELMA. 
 Ja, fruen fortæller herr Stensgård sit levnetsløb.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Se, se; og hvad figur spiller ægtemanden i fruens levnetsløb?
 

SELMA. 
 Prins, naturligvis. (til Stensgård.) De véd, der kommer altid en prins og løser trolddommen, og så er alting godt og vel, og så er der glæde og gratulation i verden, og så er eventyret ude.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å; det var for kort.
 

SELMA. 
 Ja kanske, – på en måde.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(slår armen om hende). 
 Men ud af det eventyr spandt der sig et nyt, og der blev prinsessen dronning!
 

SELMA. 
 På samme vilkår, som de rigtige prinsesser?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Hvilke vilkår?
 

SELMA. 
 De må udenlands; bort til et fremmed rige.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 En cigar, herr Stensgård?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak; ikke nu. 

(Doktor Fjeldbo og Thora fra haven.)
 

SELMA 

(imod dem). 
 Kære Thora, er du der! Du er da vel ikke syg?
 

THORA. 
 Jeg? Nej.
 

SELMA. 
 Jo, jo; det er du visst; jeg synes, du konsulerer doktoren så ivrigt i de sidste dage.
 

THORA. 
 Nej, jeg forsikkrer dig –
 

SELMA. 
 Snak; lad mig føle! Du brænder. Kære doktor, tror De ikke den hede går over.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Alting skal have sin tid.
 

THORA. 
 Frost er da heller ikke bedre –
 

SELMA. 
 Nej, den jævne middelvarme, – så siger min mand også.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(kommer fra haven). 
 Hele familjen samlet i fortrolig klynge? Det er just ikke meget høfligt mod gæsterne.
 

THORA. 
 Kære faer, nu skal jeg straks –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Aha, det er Dem, damerne gør kur til, herr Stensgård. Det skal jeg besørge.
 

THORA 

(sagte til Fjeldbo). 
 Bliv! 

(hun går ud i haven.)
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(byder Selma armen) Har fruen noget imod –?
 

SELMA. 
 Kom! 

(begge ud til højre.)
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(ser efter dem). 
 At få de to skilt ad, det er nu ikke til at tænke på.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det vilde også være en syndig tanke.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, hvorledes dog Vorherre er dårernes formynder! (råber ud.) Thora, Thora, så hav dog et øje med Selma! Hent et shawl til hende; og lad hende ikke løbe således omkring; hun forkøler sig! Ja, vi mennesker er kortsynte, doktor! Véd De noget middel mod den fejl?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja; lærepengene. Dem skal man anbringe bag øret, så ser man klarere en anden gang.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ej-ej! Tak for det råd. Men De, som regner Dem for hjemme her, De skal såmæn også tage Dem lidt af Deres fremmede.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, vel; Stensgård, skal kanske vi to –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å nej, kære, – derude går min gamle ven, Hejre –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, han regner sig også for hjemme her.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ha, ha, ha! Han gør så, ja!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nå, vi to skal slå os sammen og prøve vort bedste. 

(går ud i haven.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Herr kammerherren nævnte Daniel Hejre. Jeg må sige, jeg blev forundret over at se ham her.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Gjorde De det? Herr Hejre og jeg er skolekammerater og ungdomsvenner. Vi har desuden stødt sammen i såmange livsforholde –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, om de sammenstød gav herr Hejre adskilligt tilbedste igåraftes.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hm!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Havde han ikke været, så skulde jeg visselig ikke således i min stemning kogt over, som jeg gjorde. Men han har en måde at omtale personer og begivenheder på, som –; idetheletaget, der sidder en slem mund på ham.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Min kære unge ven, – herr Hejre er min gæst; det får De ikke lov at glemme. Fuld frihed i mit hus; men med forbehold: intet uridderligt i omtale af dem, jeg omgåes.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg beer meget om forladelse –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, nå, nå; De hører til den unge slægt, som ikke regner det så nøje. Hvad herr Hejre angår, så tvivler jeg på, at De kender ham tilbunds. Herr Hejre er ialfald en mand, hvem jeg skylder overmåde meget.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det påstod han rigtignok; men jeg troede ikke, at –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg skylder ham det bedste af vor familjelykke, herr Stensgård! Jeg skylder ham min svigerdatter. Ja, det er virkelig så. Daniel Hejre tog sig af hende i hendes barndom; hun var et lidet vidunder; gav allerede koncerter ti år gammel; ja, De har da visst hørt hende nævne? Selma Sjøblom –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sjøblom? Ja, ganske visst; hendes fader var svensk.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Musiklærer, ja! Han kom hertil for en hel del år siden. En musikers kår er, som De véd, i regelen ikke de bedste; og hans livsvaner er vel heller ikke altid til fromme for –; nå, herr Hejre har stedse været en talentjæger; han tog sig af barnet, fik hende sendt til Berlin; og da så faderen var død og Hejres formuesforfatning havde forandret sig, kom hun tilbage til Kristiania, hvor hun naturligvis snart blev optagen i de bedste kredse. Derved, ser De, blev der en mulighed for at hun og min søn kunde støde sammen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, på den vis har gamle Daniel Hejre rigtignok været et redskab –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Således griber det ene ind i det andet her i livet. Redskaber, det er vi allesammen; De også; det vil da sige, et nedbrydende –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, herr kammerherre, jeg beer Dem; jeg er ganske skamfuld –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Skamfuld?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det var i højeste grad upassende –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Mod formen kunde der måske være et og andet at indvende, men meningen var god. Og det vil jeg bede Dem om: når De herefter har noget på hjerte, så kom til mig; tal åbent med mig, ærligt og ligefrem. Ser De, vi vil jo dog alle det bedste; det er jo min pligt –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og De tillader, at jeg taler åbent med Dem?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, det ved Gud, jeg gør. Tror De ikke, jeg længe har set, at livet her på visse hold har taget en retning, som er alt andet end ønskelig? Men hvad skulde jeg gøre? I højsalig kong Carl Johans tid levede jeg for det meste i Stockholm. Nu er jeg gammel; det er desuden min natur imod at bryde frem med reformer, eller at blande mig personligt ind i hele dette offentlige røre. De derimod, herr Stensgård, De har alle betingelser; derfor vil vi holde sammen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak, herr kammerherre! Tak, tak! 

(Værksforvalter Ringdal og Daniel Hejre fra haven.)
 

RINGDAL. 
 Og jeg siger Dem, det må være en misforståelse.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja så? Det var løjerligt! Jeg skulde misforstå mine egne øren?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Noget nyt, Hejre?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ikke andet, end at Anders Lundestad er ifærd med at gå over til Storlipartiet.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å; nu spaser du!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Beer om forladelse, højstærede; har det fra hans egen mund. Gårdbruger Lundestad agter på grund af svækket helbredstilstand at træde tilbage i privatlivet; og så kan man jo slutte sig til resten.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og det har De fra hans egen mund?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja såmæn; han forkyndte den vigtige begivenhed midt i en lyttende klynge dernede; he-he!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men, min gode Ringdal, hvorledes kan dette hænge sammen?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Å, det er da ikke vanskeligt at gætte.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jo, tilforladelig. Men dette er jo en stor sag for distriktet. Kom med, Ringdal; vi må sandelig tale med manden. 

(han og Ringdal går ned i haven.)
 

DOKTOR FJELDBO 

(fra den bageste havedør). 
 Er kammerherren gået ud?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hys; de vise skal holde råd! Stor nyhed, doktor! Lundestad frasiger sig storthingshvervet.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å, det er ikke muligt?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, kan du begribe det?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Jo, nu blir her røre og rummel. Det er de unges forbund, som begynder at virke, herr Stensgård! Véd De, hvad De skulde kalde den forening? Ja, jeg skal sige Dem det siden.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tror De virkelig, det er vort forbund –?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Det er der minsæl ingen tvivl om. Nå, så får vi altså dog den glæde at skikke herr proprietariussen afgårde som storthingsmand. Å, gid han allerede var afgårde! – jeg skulde såmæn gerne skydse ham –; noksagt; he-he! 

(går ud i haven.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men sig mig, Fjeldbo, – hvorledes rimer du alt dette sammen?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Der er andre ting, som er vanskeligere at rime sammen. Hvorledes kommer du her?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg? Ligesom de øvrige, naturligvis; jeg er indbuden.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, det blev du igåraftes, hører jeg; – efter din tale –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nu ja?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men at du modtog den indbydelse –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, hvad fanden skulde jeg gøre? Jeg kunde da ikke fornærme de skikkelige mennesker.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Så! Kunde du ikke det? I din tale kunde du det dog.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Snak! I min tale var det principer, jeg angreb, ikke personer.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og hvorledes forklarer du nu kammerherrens indbydelse?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, kære ven, der er jo kun én måde at forklare den på.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nemlig, at kammerherren er bange for dig?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Han skal, ved Gud, ikke få grund til det! Han er en hædersmand.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er han.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og ligger der ikke noget rørende i, at den gamle mand tager sagen på den måde? Og hvor frøken Bratsberg var dejlig, da hun bragte brevet!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men sig mig, – optrinet fra igår er da vel ikke kommet på tale her?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å langtfra; de er altfor dannede mennesker til at røre ved sligt. Men det bider mig i samvittigheden; siden vil jeg gøre en undskyldning –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, det må jeg bestemt fraråde! Du kender ikke kammerherren –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja-ja; så skal mine handlinger tale for mig.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Du vil da ikke bryde med Storlifolket?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg vil bringe en udsoning tilveje; jeg har jo min forening; den er allerede en magt, som du ser.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, men én ting, mens jeg husker det; – din kærlighed til frøken Monsen –; jeg råded dig igår til at gøre alvor af den sag –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, ja, det kan vi altid –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, hør; jeg har tænkt nøjere over det. Du skal slå den plan af tankerne.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det tror jeg du har ret i. Gifter man sig ind i en udannet familje, så gifter man sig på en måde med hele familjen.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å ja; både af den og af andre grunde –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Monsen er en udannet person, det ser jeg nu.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, han er just ingen beleven mand.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, det er s’gu visst! Han går og taler ilde om folk, som han ser i sit hus; det er uridderligt. På Storli lugter der af dårlig tobak i alle stuer –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men, kære, – at du ikke har mærket den tobakslugt, før nu –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er sammenligningen, som gør det. Jeg kom på en falsk fod her i bygden fra første færd af. Jeg faldt i kløerne på partigængere, som tuded mig ørerne fulde. Det skal være forbi! Jeg vil ikke gå her og slide mig op som redskab for egennytte eller for råhed og dumhed.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men hvad vil du så bruge din forening til?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Foreningen blir uforandret; den er grundlagt på en så temmelig bred basis; – ja, det vil sige, den er stiftet til at modarbejde slette indflydelser; – jeg ser først nu, fra hvilken kant de indflydelser kommer.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men tror du „de unge” vil se det samme?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det skal de. Jeg tør vel forlange, at slige karle retter sig efter min bedre indsigt.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men hvis de nu ikke vil?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så kan de gå sin egen gang. Jeg behøver dem ikke længere. Og mener du desuden, at jeg, i halsstarrig blindhed, og for et uselt konsekventsmageris skyld, skulde lade min fremtid glide ind i et fejl spor og aldrig komme til målet?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad mener du med målet?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Et liv, som svarer til mine evner, og som fylder alle mine interesser ud.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ingen svævende talemåder! Hvad mener du med målet?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå, til dig kan jeg sagtens sige det. Med målet mener jeg: engang i tiden at blive storthingsmand eller statsråd, og at blive lykkelig gift i en rig og anset familje.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Se, se; og så tænker du, ved hjælp af kammerherrens forbindelser, –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ved hjælp af mig selv tænker jeg at nå det! Det vil komme og det skal komme; men ganske af sig selv. Nå, det har forresten lange udsigter; – lad det kun! Indtil da vil jeg leve og nyde her i skønhed og solskin –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Her?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, her! Her er fine sæder; her er ynde over tilværelsen; her er gulvet lagt ligesom blot til at trædes på af lakerte støvler; her er lænestolene dybe, og damerne sidder smukt i dem; her går samtalen let og elegant, som en kasteleg; her plumper ingen råhed ind og gør selskabet stille. Å, Fjeldbo, – her først føler jeg hvad fornemhed er. Ja, vi har dog virkelig vor adel; en liden kreds; en adel i dannelse; og den vil jeg tilhøre. Føler du ikke selv, at man luttres her? At rigdommen her er af et andet slags? Når jeg tænker på Monsens rigdom, så forestiller jeg mig den i skikkelse af store bunker fedtede papirsedler, af ølsmudsede panteobligationer; – men her, her er det metal, skinnende sølv! Og med menneskene er det ligedan. Kammerherren, – hvilken prægtig, fin gammel gubbe!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er han.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og sønnen, – djerv, ligefrem, dygtig!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ganske visst.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og svigerdatteren, du! Hun er en perle! – gode Gud, hvilken rig og ejendommelig natur –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det har Thora – det har frøken Bratsberg også.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja vel; men se, hun er nu mindre betydelig.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å, du kender hende ikke. Du véd ikke, hvor hun er dyb og stille og trofast.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men svigerdatteren da! Så ligefrem, næsten hensynsløs; og så anerkendende, så erobrende –!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg tror virkelig, du er forelsket i hende.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 I en gift kone? Er du gal, menneske! Hvad skulde det føre til? Nej, men jeg blir forelsket; det føler jeg godt. Ja, hun er rigtignok dyb, stille og trofast!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvem?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Frøken Bratsberg, naturligvis.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad for noget? Du tænker da vel aldrig på –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jo, det ved Gud, jeg gør!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, men jeg forsikkrer dig, det går aldeles ikke an!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ho-ho! Viljen er en verdensmagt, du! Vi skal se, det går an.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men dette er jo den rene skære letsindighed! Igår var det frøken Monsen –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, se, det var en overilelse; men det frarådede du mig jo selv –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg fraråder dig på det bestemteste at tænke på nogen af dem.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så? Du agter kanske selv at erklære dig for en af dem?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg? Nej, det forsikkrer jeg dig –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det skulde nu heller ikke have holdt mig tilbage, om så var. Vil man stå mig ivejen, vil man spærre fremtiden for mig, så kender jeg ingen hensyn.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Vogt dig, at ikke jeg siger det samme!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Du! Hvad ret har du til at gøre dig til formynder og værge for kammerherre Bratsbergs familje?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg har en vens ret idetmindste.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Pyt; den snak fanger du ikke mig med. Du har egennyttens ret, har du! Det tilfredsstiller din smålige forfængelighed at gå og være pot og pande her i huset; derfor skal jeg holdes borte.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, det var det bedste, som kunde times dig. Du står her på en hul grund.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Gør jeg virkelig? Tusend tak! Den grund skal jeg vide at bygge støtter under.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Prøv; men jeg spår dig, det ramler forinden.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hå-hå! Du har rævestreger bag øret? Godt, at det kom for dagen. Jeg kender dig nu; du er min uven; den eneste, jeg har her.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er jeg ikke!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er du! Du har altid været det; lige fra skoletiden. Se dig omkring her, hvorledes alle anerkender mig, uagtet jeg er fremmed for dem. Du derimod, du, som kender mig, du har aldrig anerkendt mig. Det er overhovedet det usle ved dig, at du aldrig kan anerkende nogen; du har gået derinde i Kristiania og drevet om i thevandsselskaber og fyldt tilværelsen med at sige småvittigheder. Sligt hævner sig, du! Sansen for det, som er mere værd i livet, – for det, som der er løftelse og flugt i, den sløves, og så står man der og duer til ingenting.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Duer jeg til ingenting.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Har du nogensinde duet til at anerkende mig?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad skal jeg da anerkende?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Min vilje, om ikke andet. Den anerkendes af alle de andre; – af det menige folk ved festen igår, af kammerherre Bratsberg og hans familje –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Af proprietær Monsen og hans dito, af –; død og plage, det er sandt, – herude står en og venter på dig –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvem er det?
 

FJELDBO 

(går mod baggrunden). 
 En, som anerkender dig. (åbner døren og kalder.) Aslaksen, kom ind!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Aslaksen?
 

ASLAKSEN 

(kommer). 
 Nå, endelig da!
 

FJELDBO. 
 På gensyn; jeg skal ikke forstyrre vennerne. 

(går ud i haven.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hvad i pokkers navn vil De her?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg må nødvendig tale med Dem. De lovte mig igår en beretning om foreningens stiftelse og –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Den kan ikke komme –; det må vi vente med til en anden gang.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Umuligt, herr Stensgård; avisen skal ud imorgen tidlig –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sniksnak! Det hele må forandres. Sagen er trådt ind i et nyt stadium; her er kommet andre momenter til. Hvad jeg yttrede om kammerherre Bratsberg, må aldeles omredigeres, før det kan bruges.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, det om kammerherren, det er allerede trykt.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå, så ud med det igen!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ud med det?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, jeg vil ikke ha’e det på den måde. De ser på mig? Tror De ikke jeg forstår at styre foreningens anliggender, kanske?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jo, gudbevares; men jeg må bare sige Dem –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ingen indvendinger, Aslaksen; sligt tåler jeg minsæl ikke!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Herr sagfører Stensgård, véd De, at den smule tørre brød, jeg har, den sætter De på spil? Véd De det?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, det véd jeg sletikke.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jo, så er det. I vinter, før De kom hertil, var mit blad i opkomst. Jeg redigerte det selv, skal jeg sige Dem; og jeg redigerte det med princip.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, jeg! Jeg sagde til mig selv: det er det store publikum, som skal bære et blad; men det store publikum er det slette publikum, – det ligger nu i de lokale forholde; og det slette publikum vil have et slet blad. Se, så redigerte jeg bladet –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Slet! Ja, det er ubestrideligt.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, og det stod jeg mig på. Men så kom De og indførte ideer i distriktet; og så fik bladet en farve, og derfor faldt alle Anders Lundestads venner fra; de, som er tilbage, de betaler slet –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, men bladet blev godt.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg kan ikke leve af et godt blad. Nu skulde her vækkes røre; her skulde gøres ende på, som De lovte igår; stormændene skulde stilles i gabestokken; der skulde komme slige ting ind, som alle måtte læse, – og så svigter De –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ho-ho! De mener, jeg skulde tjene Dem og skandalen? Nej, mange tak, min gode mand!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Herr sagfører Stensgård, De må ikke drive mig til det yderste, for ellers går det galt.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad mener De med det?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg mener, at jeg så må gøre bladet indbringende på en anden vis. Gud skal vide, jeg gør det ikke med lyst. Før De kom, ernærte jeg mig redeligt med ulykkelige hændelser og selvmord og slige uskyldige ting, som tidt ikke var passeret engang. Men nu har De fået vendt op og ned på det altsammen; nu må her anden kost til –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det vil jeg bare sige Dem: går De på egen hånd, går De et skridt udenfor mine ordre og gør bevægelsen her til et middel for Deres smudsige egennytte, så går jeg til bogtrykker Alm og stifter et nyt blad. Vi har penge, vi, ser De! Og så skal Deres avislap være ødelagt inden fjorten dage.
 

ASLAKSEN 

(bleg). 
 Det gør De ikke!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jo, det gør jeg; og jeg skal være mand for at redigere bladet, så det får det store publikum for sig.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Så går jeg i denne stund til kammerherre Bratsberg –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De? Hvad vil De der?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Hvad vil De her? Tror De ikke jeg skønner, hvorfor kammerherren har bedt Dem? Det er, fordi han er ræd for Dem og for hvad De vil gøre; og det drager De nytte af. Men er han ræd for hvad De vil gøre, så er han vel også ræd for hvad jeg vil trykke; og det vil jeg drage nytte af!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det skulde De vove? De! Slig en stymper –!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, det skal jeg vise Dem. Skal Deres skåltale ud af bladet, så skal kammerherren betale mig for at ta’e den ud.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vov det; vov det bare! De er drukken, menneske –!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ikke mere end til måde. Men jeg blir som en løve, når man vil tage den fattige brødbid fra mig. De kan ikke sætte Dem ind i, hvorledes jeg har det hjemme; en sengeliggende kone, et vanført barn –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Pak Dem! Vil De søle mig ned i Deres gemenhed? Hvad kommer Deres værkbrudne koner og vanskabte unger mig ved? Vover De at stille Dem ivejen for mig, understår De Dem bare at spærre en eneste udsigt, så skal De komme til at ligge på fattigkassen før året er omme!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg skal vente en dag –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå; De begynder at få fornuftens brug igen.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg skal i et extranummer underrette abonnenterne om, at redaktøren, som følge af en ved festgildet pådragen upasselighed –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, ja; gør det; senere kan det jo nok hænde, vi kommer tilrette med hinanden.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Gid det var så vel. – Herr overretssagfører Stensgård, – husk på: den avis, den er mit eneste lam. 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

GÅRDBRUGER LUNDESTAD 

(i den forreste havedør). 
 Nå, herr sagfører Stensgård?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå, herr gårdbruger Lundestad?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 De går her så alene? Dersom det var Dem belejligt, vilde jeg nok gerne tale lidt med Dem.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Med fornøjelse.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Først må jeg nu sige Dem det, at dersom De har hørt, jeg skulde have sagt noget ufordelagtigt om Dem, så må De ikke tro det.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Om mig? Hvad skulde De have sagt?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ingenting; det forsikkrer jeg Dem. Men her findes så mange ørkesløse mennesker, som bare går omkring og syr folk sammen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, i det hele taget, – vi to er desværre kommet i en noget skæv stilling til hinanden.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det er en ganske naturlig stilling, herr Stensgård. Det er det gamles stilling til det nye; det går altid så.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å bevares, herr Lundestad, De er da ikke så gammel.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å jo, å jo, jeg blir gammel nu. Jeg har nu siddet i thinget siden 1839. Nu synes jeg det kunde være på tiden at få afløsning.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Afløsning?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Tiderne skifter, ser De. Nye opgaver taer vækst; og til at bære dem frem kræves der nye kræfter.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ærligt og oprigtigt, herr Lundestad, – vil De altså virkelig vige for Monsen?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 For Monsen? Nej, for Monsen vil jeg ikke vige.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men så forstår jeg ikke –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Sæt nu, jeg veg for Monsen; tror De så, han havde udsigt til at blive valgt?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det er vanskeligt at sige. Valgmandsvalget skal jo rigtignok allerede foregå iovermorgen, og stemningen er vistnok endnu ikke tilstrækkelig bearbejdet; men –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg tror ikke det vilde lykkes. Mit og kammerherrens parti vil ikke stemme på ham. Ja, „mit parti”, det er nu sådan en talemåde; jeg mener ejendomsmændene, de gamle slægter, som sidder fast på sin jord og hører hjemme her. De vil ikke kendes ved Monsen. Monsen er en indflytter; der er ingen, som véd noget sådan rigtig tilbunds om Monsen og hans sager. Og så har han nu måttet hugge meget ned omkring sig for at vinde plads; hugget ud både skoge og familjer, kan en sige.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, men hvis De altså mener, at der ingen udsigt er –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hm! Det er sjeldne gaver, De har fået idetheletaget, herr Stensgård. Vorherre har udrustet Dem rigeligt. Men der er en liden ting, som han skulde givet Dem på købet.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og hvad skulde det være?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Sig mig, – hvorfor tænker De aldrig på Dem selv? Hvorfor har De sletingen ærgærrighed?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ærgærrighed? Jeg?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvorfor går De her og spilder Deres kræfter på andre? Kort og godt, – hvorfor vil De ikke selv ind i thinget?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg? Det er ikke Deres alvor!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 De har jo skaffet Dem stemmeret, hører jeg. Men nytter De ikke lejligheden nu, så kommer der en anden ind, og han blir kanske fast i sadlen, og da er han ikke så let at fordrive.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men, for Guds skyld, mener De, hvad De siger, herr Lundestad?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det fører jo ikke til noget; når De ikke vil, så –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vil? Vil? Jeg må oprigtig tilstå Dem, jeg er ikke så aldeles blottet for ærgærrighed, som De tror. Men antager De virkelig, at sligt kan ske?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ske kunde det nok. Jeg skulde gøre mit bedste. Kammerherren vilde visst også gøre sit; han kender jo Deres talegaver. De unge har De for Dem og –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Herr Lundestad, De er, ved Gud, min sande ven!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å, det mener De nu ikke så stort med. Var jeg Deres ven, så tog De byrden fra mig; De har unge skuldre; De kunde bære den så let.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Råd over mig i så henseende; jeg skal ikke svigte.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Så De er altså ikke uvillig –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Her er min hånd!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Tak! Tro mig, herr Stensgård, De kommer ikke til at angre på det. Men nu må vi fare varsomt frem. Valgmænd må vi begge to sørge for at blive, – jeg for at foreslå Dem til min efterfølger og examinere Dem lidt i forsamlingen, og De for at gøre rede for Deres meninger –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, er vi først så vidt, så er vi ovenpå. I valgmandsforsamlingen er jo De almægtig.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Der er måde med almægtigheden; – De må naturligvis bruge Deres talegaver; De får se at bortforklare det, som kan være mest kantet og stødende –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De mener da vel ikke, at jeg skal bryde med mit parti?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Se nu bare sindigt på sagen. Hvad vil det sige, at her er to partier? Det vil sige, at her på den ene side findes endel mænd eller slægter, som er i besiddelse af de almindelige borgerlige goder, – jeg mener ejendom, uafhængighed, og andel i magten. Det er det parti, jeg hører til. Og på den anden side findes der mange yngre medborgere, som gerne vil erhverve sig disse samfundsgoder. Se, det er Deres parti. Men dette parti kommer De jo ganske naturligt og ligefrem til at træde ud af, når De nu får andel i magten og derhos skaffer Dem en stilling her som rigtig fast ejendomsmand; – ja, for det er nødvendigt, herr Stensgård!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det tror jeg også det er. Men tiden er knap; en sådan stilling erhverves ikke i en håndevending.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å nej, den gør nok ikke det; men De kunde vel kanske også hjælpe Dem bare med udsigten –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Udsigten?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Skulde De have så svært meget imod at tænke på et godt gifte, herr Stensgård? Her er rige arvinger i bygden. En mand, som De, med fremtiden for sig, – en mand, som kan gøre regning på at komme ind i de højeste poster, – tro mig, Dem vil ingen vrage, når De spiller Deres kort fint.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så hjælp mig med spillet! For Guds skyld –! De åbner vidder for mig; store syner! Alt det, jeg har håbet og higet efter; at gå som en frigører fremst i folket; alt det fjerne, jeg har drømt om, det rykker mig nu så levende nær!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, vi skal være lysvågne, herr Stensgård! Deres ærgærrighed er allerede på benene, ser jeg. Det er godt. Resten vil gå af sig selv. – Nå, tak sålænge! Jeg skal aldrig glemme Dem, at De vilde tage magtens byrde fra mine gamle skuldre! 

(Gæster og husets folk kommer efterhånden ind fra haven. To tjenestepiger bringer lys og byder forfriskninger om under det følgende.)
 

SELMA 

(går op mod pianoet til venstre i baggrunden). 
 Herr Stensgård, De må være med; vi skal lege pantelege.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Med fornøjelse; jeg er udmærket oplagt! 

(går ligeledes mod baggrunden, træffer aftale med hende, sætter stole tilrette o. s. v.)
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(dæmpet). 
 Hvad pokker er det, faer fortæller, herr Hejre? Hvad er det for en tale, sagfører Stensgård skal have holdt heroppe igår?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; véd man ikke det?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Nej; vi byfolk var jo til middag og bal inde i klubben. Men faer siger, at herr Stensgård har aldeles brudt med Storlifolket, at han var så forskrækkelig grov imod Monsen –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Imod Monsen? Nej, der har De visst hørt fejl, højstærede –
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Ja, der stod rigtignok så mange omkring, så jeg fik ikke rigtig rede i det; men jeg hørte ganske bestemt at –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Noksagt; vent til imorgen, da får De historien til frokost i Aslaksens avis. 

(går fra ham.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, min kære Lundestad, holder De endnu fast på de griller –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det er ingen griller, herr kammerherre; når en mand står fare for at fortrænges, så bør han vige frivilligt.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Talemåder! Hvem tænker vel på at fortrænge Dem?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hm; jeg er en gammel vejrprofet. Her er omslag i luften. Nå, jeg har alt stedfortræderen. Sagfører Stensgård er villig –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Sagfører Stensgård?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, var det ikke meningen? Jeg tog det for et vink, da kammerherren sagde, at den mand måtte en støtte, og at en skulde slutte sig til ham.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, jeg mente i hans optræden mod alt dette fordærvelige svindlervæsen, som drives på Storli.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Men hvorledes kunde kammerherren være så sikker på, at Stensgård vilde bryde med de folk?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Kære, det viste sig jo igåraftes.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Igåraftes?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, da han talte om Monsens fordærvelige indflydelse i sognet.
 

LUNDESTAD 

(med åben mund). 
 Om Monsens –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja visst; på bordet –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Oppe på bordet; ja?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Han var forskrækkelig grov; kaldte ham en pengesæk, og en basilisk, eller en lindorm, eller noget lignende. Ha, ha, det var virkelig morsomt at høre på.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Var det morsomt at høre på?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, jeg nægter ikke, Lundestad, at jeg under de folk, hvad de får af den slags. Men nu må vi støtte ham; thi efter et sligt blodigt angreb –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Som det igår, ja?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja vel.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det på bordet?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, det på bordet.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Om Monsen?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, om Monsen og hans slæng. Nu vil de naturligvis søge at hævne sig; og det kan man da ikke fortænke dem i –
 

LUNDESTAD 

(afgjort). 
 Sagfører Stensgård må støttes, – det er klart!
 

THORA. 
 Kære faer, du skal være med i legen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å snak, barn –
 

THORA. 
 Jo visst; kom; Selma vil det endelig.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, ja, så får jeg vel føje mig. (dæmpet idet de går.) Det er dog sørgeligt med Lundestad; han begynder virkelig at blive sløv; tænk, han har sletikke forstået, hvad Stensgård –
 

THORA. 
 O, kom, kom; nu skal vi lege! 

(Hun drager ham med ind i kredsen, hvor legen er i fuld gang mellem de unge.)
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(råber fra sin plads). 
 Herr Hejre, De er udnævnt til pantdommer!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; det er såmæn min første udnævnelse i verden.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(ligeledes i kredsen). 
 På grund af Deres bekendtskab med justitsen, herr Hejre!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Å, mine elskelige unge venner, det skulde være mig en fryd at dømme jer allesammen –; noksagt!
 

STENSGÅRD 

(smutter hen til Lundestad, som står i forgrunden til venstre). 
 De talte med kammerherren. Hvad var det om? Var det noget om mig?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Desværre; det var om dette her igåraftes –
 

STENSGÅRD 

(vrider på sig). 
 Død og plage!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han syntes, De havde været forskrækkelig grov, sa’e han.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, tror De ikke det piner mig –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 De kunde nu bøde på det.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(råber ned). 
 Herr Stensgård, raden er til Dem!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg kommer! (hurtigt, til Lundestad.) Hvorledes bøde på det?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Finder De lejlighed, så gør kammerherren en undskyldning.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det skal jeg, ved Gud, gøre!
 

SELMA. 
 Skynd Dem; skynd Dem!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg kommer, frue! Her er jeg! 

(Legen fortsættes under latter og lystighed. Nogle ældre herrer spiller kort til højre. Lundestad sætter sig til venstre; Daniel Hejre nær ved.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Den hvalp siger, jeg har havt med justitsen at gøre!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han er noget uvorren i sin mund, det kan ikke nægtes.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Derfor går også hele familjen og logrer for ham. He-he; det er ynkeligt at se, hvor rædde de er.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nej, der ser De galt, herr Hejre; kammerherren er ikke ræd.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ikke det? Tror De jeg er blind, højstærede?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nej, men –; ja, De kan da vel tie? Godt; jeg skal sige Dem, hvorledes det hænger sammen. Kammerherren tror, det var Monsen, det gjaldt igår.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Monsen? Å, visvas!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Minsæl, herr Hejre! Ringdal eller frøkenen har vel bildt ham det ind –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Og så går han hen og be’r ham til stor middag! Nej, det er, Gud døde mig, udmærket! Nej; véd De hvad, det kan jeg ikke tie med.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hys, hys! Husk, hvad De lovte mig. Kammerherren er jo Deres gamle skolekammerat; og om han end har faret lidt hårdt frem imod Dem –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; jeg skal betale ham det med renter –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Vogt Dem vel; kammerherren er mægtig. Leg ikke med løver.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Bratsberg en løve? Pyt; han er dum, faer; det er jeg ikke. Å, hvilke dejlige chikaner, hvilke spydigheder, hvilke stikpiller jeg skal lave ud af dette her, når jeg engang får vor store proces i gang!
 

SELMA 

(råber fra kredsen). 
 Herr dommer, hvad skal den gøre, som ejer dette pant?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(ubemærket, til Daniel Hejre). 
 Det er Stensgårds! Find på noget morsomt.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Det pant? He-he, lad mig se; han kunde jo per eksempel, – noksagt. Han skal holde en tale!
 

SELMA. 
 Det er herr Stensgårds pant.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Herr Stensgård skal holde en tale!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å nej; lad mig slippe; jeg kom slet nok fra det igår.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Fortrinligt, herr Stensgård; jeg forstår mig også lidt på veltalenhed.
 

LUNDESTAD 

(til Daniel Hejre). 
 Gudsdød; bare han nu ikke forplumrer sig.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Forplumrer sig? He-he. De er fin, De! Et velsignet indfald! (halvhøjt til Stensgård.) Kom De galt fra det igår, så kan De jo slå Dem selv på munden idag.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(får en pludselig idé). 
 Lundestad, her er lejligheden!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(undvigende) Spil Deres kort fint. 

(søger sin hat og lister sig efterhånden mod døren.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, jeg skal holde en tale!
 

DE UNGE DAMER. 
 Bravo! Bravo!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tag Deres glasse, mine damer og herrer! Nu holder jeg en tale, der begynder i et eventyr; thi jeg føler eventyrets strøm af livsmod lufte igennem mig i denne kreds.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(til damerne). 
 Hør! hør! 

(Kammerherren tager sit glas fra spillebordet til højre og bliver stående der. Ringdal, doktor Fjeldbo og et par andre herrer kommer ind fra haven.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det var i vårdagene. Da kom der en ung gøg flyvende ind i lien. Gøgen er en lykkefugl; og der var stort fuglegilde nedenunder ham på den flade mark, og både vildt og tamt kræ flokkedes der. Ud fra hønsegårdene tripped de; op fra gåsedammene kom de vaggende; ned fra Storlien strøg en tung tiur i lav, braskende flugt, tog fæste og bruste med fjærene og kradsed med vingerne og gjorde sig endnu bredere, end han var; og alt imellem galte han: krak, krak, krak, hvilket vil sige så meget som: jeg er kaksen fra Storlien, jeg!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Fortræffeligt! Hør!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og så var der en gammel hakkespæt. Langsefter træstammerne vimsed han rakt op og ned, bored med sit spidse næb, gramsed orme i sig, og alt det, som sætter galde, og til højre og til venstre hørte man: prik, prik, prik; – det var hakkespætten –
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Nej, om forladelse, var ikke det en stork eller en –?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Noksagt!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det var den gamle hakkespæt. Men så kom der liv i laget; thi de fandt en at kagle ondt om; og så stimled de sammen og kagled i kor, så længe, til den unge gøg begyndte at kagle med –
 

FJELDBO 

(ubemærket). 
 For Guds skyld, menneske, ti stille!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men den, det gjaldt, det var en ørn, som sad i ensom ro på et brat fjeld. Om ham vare de alle enige. „Han er en skræmsel for bygden”, sa’e en hæs ravn. Men ørnen skar ned i skrå flugt, greb gøgen, og bar ham op i højden. – Det var et hjerterov! Og der oppe fra, der så lykkefuglen vidt og dejligt ud over det lave; der var stilhed og solskin; der lærte han at dømme sværmen fra hønsegårdene og fra de uryddede lier –
 

FJELDBO 

(højt). 
 Punktum; punktum! Musik!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hys; forstyr ham ikke.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Herr kammerherre Bratsberg, – her ender jeg mit eventyr, og træder frem for Dem i de manges nærværelse og beder Dem om tilgivelse for igår.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(et halvt skridt tilbage). 
 Mig –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak for den måde, hvorpå De har hævnet Dem over mine ubesindige yttringer. I mig har De fra nu af en rustet stridsmand. Og dermed, mine damer og herrer, en skål for ørnen på fjeldtinden; en skål for herr kammerherre Bratsberg.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(famler efter bordet). 
 Tak, herr overretssagfører!
 

GÆSTERNE 

(de fleste i pinlig forlegenhed). 
 Herr kammerherre! Herr kammerherre Bratsberg.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Mine damer! Mine herrer! (sagte.) Thora!
 

THORA. 
 Faer!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ah, doktor, doktor, hvad har De gjort!
 

STENSGÅRD 

(med glasset i hånden, strålende fornøjet). 
 Og nu på plads igen! Hej, Fjeldbo, kom med, – i de unges forbund! Her har vi legen gående!
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(i forgrunden til venstre). 
 Ja minsæl har vi legen gående! 

(Lundestad forsvinder i bagdøren.)




(Teppet falder.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Elegant forværelse med indgang i baggrunden. Til venstre dør til kammerherrens kontor; længere tilbage dør til dagligstuen. Til højre en dør til værksforvalterens kontorer; foran samme et vindu.)


(Thora sidder grædende på sofaen til venstre. Kammerherren går heftigt op og ned.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, nu har vi efterspillet. Gråd og jammer –
 

THORA. 
 O, Gud give vi aldrig havde set det menneske!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvilket menneske?
 

THORA. 
 Den afskyelige sagfører Stensgård, naturligvis.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Du skulde heller sige: gid vi aldrig havde set den afskyelige doktor!
 

THORA. 
 Fjeldbo?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, Fjeldbo; Fjeldbo, ja! Var det ikke ham, som løj mig fuld –?
 

THORA. 
 Nej, kære velsignede faer, det var mig.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Dig? Begge to altså! I ledtog sammen; bag min ryg! Det er dejligt!
 

THORA. 
 O, faer, dersom du vidste –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, jeg véd nok; mere end nok; meget mere! 

(Doktor Fjeldbo kommer fra baggrunden.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Godmorgen, herr kammerherre! Godmorgen, frøken.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(vedbliver at gå op og ned). 
 Nå, er De der, – De, ulykkesfugl –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, det var en højst ubehagelig begivenhed.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(ser ud af vinduet). 
 Finder De dog det?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg tror, De må have bemærket, hvorledes jeg hele tiden holdt øje med Stensgård. Ulykkeligvis, da jeg hørte der skulde leges pantelege, tænkte jeg der ingen fare var –
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(stamper i gulvet). 
 Stilles i gabestokken af slig en vindmager! Og hvad har ikke mine gæster måttet tro om mig? At jeg var usel nok til at ville købe denne person, denne – denne –, som Lundestad kalder ham!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, men –
 

THORA 

(ubemærket af faderen). 
 Tal ikke!
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(efter et kort ophold, vender sig mod Fjeldbo). 
 Sig mig oprigtigt, doktor, – er jeg virkelig dummere, end de fleste andre mennesker?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvor kan De spørge så, herr kammerherre?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men hvorledes kunde det da gå til, at jeg rimeligvis var den eneste, som ikke forstod, at den forbistrede tale var myntet på mig?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Skal jeg sige Dem det?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja visst skal De så.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er, fordi De selv ser Deres stilling her i bygden med andre øjne, end befolkningen forresten.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg ser min stilling, som min salig faer så sin stilling her. Min salig faer vilde man aldrig vovet at byde sligt.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Deres salig faer døde også omkring året 1830.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å ja; her er kommet mangt og meget i opløsning siden den tid. Men skylden er forresten min egen. Jeg har blandet mig formeget med de godtfolk. Derfor må jeg nu finde mig i at stilles sammen med gårdbruger Lundestad!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, rent ud sagt, det ser jeg ingen forklejnelse i.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, De forstår mig meget godt. Jeg pukker naturligvis ikke på noget slags fornemhed, eller på titler eller sligt. Men hvad jeg holder i ære, og hvad jeg forlanger at andre skal holde i ære, det er den gennem alle slægter nedarvede retskaffenhed i vor familje. Det er det, jeg mener, at når man, som Lundestad, griber ind i det offentlige liv, så kan man ikke bevare sin karakter og sin vandel så aldeles pletfri. Derfor får Lundestad også finde sig i, at man søler ham til. Men man skal lade mig i ro; jeg står udenfor partierne.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ikke så ganske, herr kammerherre. De glæded Dem ialfald, sålænge De troede, at angrebet gjaldt Monsen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nævn ikke det menneske! Det er ham, som har slappet den moralske sans her i egnen. Desværre har han da også gjort min herr søn svimmel i hovedet.
 

THORA. 
 Erik?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Deres søn?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja; hvad skulde han ind i de handelsforretninger? Det fører jo dog ikke til noget.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men, kære herr kammerherre, han må jo dog leve og –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, med sparsomhed kunde han såmæn godt leve af sin mødrenearv.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, kanske han kunde leve af den; men hvad skulde han leve for?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 For? Nå, behøvte han absolut noget at leve for, så er han jo juridisk kandidat; han kunde jo leve for sin videnskab.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, det kunde han ikke; thi det er hans natur imod. Han kunde heller ikke tænke på at komme i embede for det første; bestyrelsen af Deres ejendomme har De forbeholdt Dem selv; Deres søn har ingen børn at opdrage. Og når han så under slige omstændigheder ser fristende eksempler for sig, – ser folk, som fra ingenting er ifærd med at skabe en halv million –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 En halv million? Å, véd De hvad, lad os nu blive ved de hundred tusend. Men hverken den halve million eller de hundrede tusend skrabes sammen med så aldeles rene hænder; – jeg mener ikke ligeoverfor verden; gudbevares; lovene kan man jo nok holde sig efterrettelig; men ligeoverfor ens egen bevidsthed. Sligt noget kan jo naturligvis ikke min søn bekvemme sig til. De kan derfor være ganske rolig: grosserer Bratsbergs virksomhed kaster såmæn ingen halv million af sig. 

(Selma, i spadseredragt, kommer fra baggrunden.)
 

SELMA. 
 Godmorgen! Er ikke min mand her?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Godmorgen, barn. Søger du efter din mand?
 

SELMA. 
 Ja, han sagde, han skulde herud. Proprietær Monsen kom til ham tidligt i morges, og så –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Monsen? Kommer Monsen til jer?
 

SELMA. 
 Engang imellem; det er mest i forretninger. Men, kære Thora, hvad er det? Har du grædt?
 

THORA. 
 Å, det er ingenting.
 

SELMA. 
 Jo, det er! Hjemme var Erik forstemt, og her –; jeg ser det på jer allesammen; der er noget ivejen. Hvad er det?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, nå; det er ialfald ikke noget for dig. Du er for fin til at bære byrder, min lille Selma. Gå I to ind i dagligstuen sålænge. Har Erik sagt, at han kommer, så kommer han vel også.
 

SELMA. 
 Lad os gå; – og vogt mig endelig for trækluften! (slår armene om hende.) O, jeg kunde knuse dig, søde Thora! 

(begge damerne går ind til venstre.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De er altså kommet op i det med hinanden, de to spekulanter. De burde gå i kompagni sammen. Monsen & Bratsberg, – det vilde klinge smukt! (det banker i baggrunden.) Kom ind! 

(Sagfører Stensgård træder ind af døren.)
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(viger et skridt tilbage). 
 Hvad for noget!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, her har De mig igen, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg ser det.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men er du gal, menneske?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De trak Dem tidligt tilbage igåraftes. Da Fjeldbo havde oplyst mig om sammenhængen, var De allerede –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg beder Dem, – enhver forklaring vil være overflødig –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ganske visst; De må heller ikke tro, det er derfor jeg er kommen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ikke det, nu?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg véd, jeg har æreskændt Dem.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det véd jeg også; og forinden jeg laer Dem jage på porten, vilde De kanske sige mig, hvorfor De kommer her.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Fordi jeg elsker Deres datter, herr kammerherre!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad siger han, doktor?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, De kan ikke sætte Dem ind i det, herr kammerherre. De er en gammel mand; De har ikke noget at kæmpe for –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og De understår Dem –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg kommer for at bede om Deres datters hånd, herr kammerherre.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De –, De –? Vil De ikke tage plads?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak; jeg står.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad siger De til dette her, doktor?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, Fjeldbo siger alt godt; han er min ven; den eneste virkelige ven, jeg har.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, nej, menneske; aldrig i evighed, dersom du –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Var det derfor herr værkslægen fik ham indført i vort hus?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De kender mig kun af min optræden iforgårs og igår. Og det er ikke nok. Jeg er heller ikke idag den samme, som før. Samværet med Dem og Deres er faldet som en vårregn over mig. I en eneste nat er der slået spirer ud! De må ikke støde mig tilbage i det uhyggelige igen. Jeg har aldrig siddet inde med det dejlige i livet, før nu; det har været som fugle på taget for mig –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men min datter –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, hende skal jeg vinde.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Så? Hm!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, fordi jeg vil det. Husk på, hvad De fortalte mig igår. De var også misfornøjet med Deres søns giftermål; – se, det har vendt sig til det gode. De skal skrive lærepengene bag øret, som Fjeldbo sagde –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, det var sådan ment?
 

FJELDBO. 
 På ingen måde! Kære herr kammerherre, lad mig få tale alene med ham –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sniksnak; jeg har ikke noget at tale med dig om. Hør nu, herr kammerherre! Vær nu snild og fornuftig. En familje, som Deres, trænger til nye forbindelser, ellers fordummes slægten –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nej, nu blir det for galt!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hys, hys; ikke hidsig! Lad alle disse kedelige fornemme griller fare; – for fanden, det er jo dog ikke andet end narrestreger igrunden. De skal se, hvor glad De vil blive i mig, når De bare lærer mig at kende. Jo; jo; De skal blive glad i mig, – både De og Deres datter! Hende skal jeg tvinge –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad tror De, herr doktor?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg tror, det er galskab!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, for dig vilde det være galskab; men jeg, ser du, jeg har en gerning at gøre her på Guds dejlige jord; – jeg laer mig ikke skræmme af vrøvl og fordomme!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Herr sagfører; der er døren.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De viser mig –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Døren.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Gør det ikke!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ud med Dem! De er en lykkejæger og en – en; er det dog ikke forbandet! De er –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad er jeg?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det er det andet; det, som ligger mig på tungen, er De!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Stænger De min livsvej, så vogt Dem!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvorfor?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jo, for så vil jeg forfølge Dem, skrive imod Dem i bladene, bagtale Dem, undergrave Deres ære, om jeg kan komme til. De skal skrige under svøbeslagene. De skal tro at skimte ånder i skyen, som slår ned imod Dem. De skal krøge Dem sammen i skræk, holde Deres arme krumt over hodet for at bøde af, – krybe, lede efter ly for mig –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Kryb selv i ly – i dårekisten; der hører De hjemme!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Haha; det er et godtkøbsråd; men De skønner ikke bedre, herr Bratsberg! Jeg vil sige Dem det; Vorherres vrede er i mig. Det er hans vilje, De står imod. Han har tænkt det lyseste med mig. Skyg ikke! – Nå, jeg ser nok, at jeg kommer ingen vej med Dem idag; men det gør ingenting. Jeg forlanger ikke andet end at De skal tale til Deres datter. Forbered hende; giv hende dog lejlighed til at vælge! Tænk Dem om, og se Dem omkring her. Hvor kan De vente at finde en svigersøn mellem disse dosmere og landevejstravere? Fjeldbo siger, hun er dyb, stille og trofast. Ja, nu véd De altsammen. Farvel, herr kammerherre; – De kan få mig som De vil, til ven eller uven. Farvel! 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Så vidt er det altså kommet! Sligt vover man at byde mig i mit eget hus!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Stensgård vover det; ingen anden.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Han idag; andre imorgen.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Lad dem komme; jeg skal tage stødet af; jeg skal gå gennem ild og vand for Dem –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, De, som er skyld i det hele! – Hm; den Stensgård, det er dog den mest uforskammede slyngel, jeg har kendt! Og dog, alligevel, – hvad pokker er det? Han har noget ved sig, som jeg synes om.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Der er muligheder i ham –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Der er åbenhjertighed i ham, herr værkslæge! Han går ikke og spiller bag ens ryg, som såmange andre; han – han!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det er ikke værd at strides om. Blot fast, herr kammerherre; nej, og atter nej til Stensgård –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, behold Deres råd for Dem selv! De kan stole på, at hverken han eller nogen anden –
 

VÆRKSFORVALTER RINGDAL 

(fra døren til højre). 
 Med tilladelse, herr kammerherre; et ord – 

(hvisker.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad for noget? Inde hos Dem?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Han kom ind bagdøren og beer indstændigt at få Dem i tale.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hm. – Å, doktor, gå et øjeblik ind til damerne; der er en, som –; men sig ingenting til Selma om herr Stensgård og hans besøg. Hun skal holdes udenfor alt dette væsen. Hvad min datter angår, skulde det også være mig kært, om De kunde holde ren mund; men – –. Å, jeg gider ikke –? Nå, vær så god at gå ind. 

(Fjeldbo går ind i dagligstuen. Ringdal er imidlertid gået ind i sit kontor igen. En kort stund efter kommer proprietær Monsen ud derfra.)
 

MONSEN 

(i døren). 
 Jeg beer herr kammerherren så meget om forladelse –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, kom ind; kom ind!
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg håber da, det står vel til med familjen?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Tak. Er det noget, De ønsker?
 

MONSEN. 
 Kan ikke sige det. Jeg er, Gud ske lov, den mand, som omtrent har alt det, han kan ønske sig.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Se, se; det er såmæn meget sagt.
 

MONSEN. 
 Men jeg har også arbejdet, herr kammerherre. Ja, jeg véd, De har ikke noget godt øje til min virksomhed.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det har visst heller ingen indflydelse på Deres virksomhed, hvad øje jeg har til den.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, hvem véd? Jeg tænker ialfald nu så småt på at trække mig ud af forretningerne.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Gør De virkelig det?
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg har havt lykken med mig, skal jeg sige Dem. Jeg er nu kommen så langt, som jeg bryder mig om at komme; og derfor mener jeg det kunde være på tiden lidt efter lidt at vikle af og –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, det gratulerer jeg både Dem og mange andre til.
 

MONSEN. 
 Og hvis jeg så med det samme kunde vise kammerherren en tjeneste –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Mig?
 

MONSEN. 
 Da Langerudskogene for fem år siden kom til auktion, så gjorde De bud –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, men efter auktionen gjorde De overbud og fik tilslaget.
 

MONSEN. 
 De kan nu få dem med sagbrug og alle herligheder –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Efter den syndige udhugst, som der er drevet –?
 

MONSEN. 
 Å, de har betydelig værdi endnu; og med Deres driftsmåde vil De om nogle år –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Takker; jeg kan desværre ikke indlade mig på den sag.
 

MONSEN. 
 Men her var meget at tjene, herr kammerherre. Og hvad mig angår –; jeg skal sige Dem, jeg har en stor spekulation fore; der står meget på spil; jeg mener, der er meget at vinde; en hundrede tusend tusend eller så.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hundrede tusend? Det er i sandhed ingen ringe sum.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ha-ha-ha! Ret vakkert at tage med og lægge til det øvrige. Men skal en slå så store slag, så trænger en til hjælpetropper, som det heder. Kontanter er her ikke mange af; de navne, som duer noget, er svært brugte –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, det har visse folk sørget for.
 

MONSEN. 
 Den ene hånd vasker den anden. Nå, herr kammerherre, slutter vi så ikke en handel? De kan få skogene for spotpris –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg vil ikke have dem for nogen pris, herr Monsen.
 

MONSEN. 
 Men et godt tilbud er dog et andet værd. Herr kammerherre, vil De hjælpe mig?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad mener De?
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg stiller naturligvis sikkerhed. Jeg har jo ejendomme nok. Her skal De se. Disse papirer –; må jeg få lov til at sætte Dem ind i min status?
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(viser papirerne tilbage). 
 Er det pengehjælp, som De –?
 

MONSEN. 
 Ikke rede penge; langtfra. Men kammerherrens støtte –. Mod vederlag naturligvis; – og mod sikkerhed, og –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og med en slig anmodning kommer De til mig?
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, netop til Dem. Jeg véd, De har så mangen gang glemt Deres nag, når det rigtig har knebet for en.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, jeg må på en vis måde takke Dem for Deres gode mening, – især i en tid som denne; men alligevel –
 

MONSEN. 
 Herr kammerherre, vil De ikke sige mig, hvad det er, De har imod mig?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, hvad kan det nytte?
 

MONSEN. 
 Det kan nytte til at rette på forholdet. Jeg véd ikke jeg har lagt to pinde i kors for Dem.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ikke det? Da skal jeg dog nævne Dem ét tilfælde, hvor De har stået mig ivejen. Jeg stiftede værkets lånekasse til gavn for mine undergivne og andre. Men så begyndte De at drive bankforretninger; folk går til Dem med sine spareskillinger –
 

MONSEN. 
 Begribeligt, herr kammerherre; thi jeg gier en højere indlånsrente.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, men De taer også en højere udlånsrente.
 

MONSEN. 
 Men så gør jeg ikke så mange vanskeligheder med kaution og sligt.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Desværre; derfor ser man også, at her sluttes handler på ti-tyve tusend species, uden at hverken køber eller sælger ejer to danske skilling. Se, dette, herr Monsen, det har jeg imod Dem. Og desuden noget, som ligger nærmere endda. Tror De, det var med min gode vilje, at min søn kastede sig ind i alle disse vilde foretagender?
 

MONSEN. 
 Men det kan da ikke jeg for!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det var Deres eksempel, der smittede ham, ligesom de andre. Hvorfor blev De ikke ved Deres læst?
 

MONSEN. 
 Tømmerfløder, ligesom min fader?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det var kanske en skam at stå i min tjeneste? Deres fader ernærte sig redeligt og var agtet i sin stand.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, indtil han havde arbejdet sig helseløs og tilslut gik i fossen med tømmerflåden. Kender De noget til livet i den stand, herr kammerherre? Har De en eneste gang prøvet, hvad de folk må døje, som slider for Dem inde i skogtrakterne og nedover langs elvedragene, mens De sidder i Deres lune stue og taer frugterne? Kan De fortænke et sligt menneske i, at han vil arbejde sig ivejret? Jeg havde nu fået lidt bedre lærdom, end min fader; havde vel kanske lidt bedre evner også –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Lad gå. Men ved hvilke midler er De kommen ivejret? De begyndte med brændevinshandel. Så købte De usikkre gældsfordringer; inddrev dem ubønhørligt; – så gik De videre og videre. Hvor mange har De ikke ruineret for at komme frem!
 

MONSEN. 
 Det er handelens gang; det går op for en og ned for en anden.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men måden og midlerne? Her er agtværdige familjer, som tynger på fattigkassen for Deres skyld.
 

MONSEN. 
 Daniel Hejre er heller ikke langt fra fattigkassen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg forstår Dem. Men min færd kan jeg forsvare for Gud og mennesker! Da landet, efter adskillelsen fra Danmark, var i nød, hjalp min salig fader over evne. Derved kom en del af vore ejendomme til familjen Hejre. Hvad førte det til? Der sad levende væsner på disse ejendomme; og de led under Daniel Hejres ukloge styrelse. Han hug skogene ud til skade, ja, jeg kan gerne sige, til ulykke for distriktet. Var det ikke min ligefremme pligt at hindre sådant, når jeg kunde? Og jeg kunde det; jeg havde loven for mig; jeg var i min gode ret, da jeg tog mine ejendomme igen på odel.
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg har heller ikke forgået mig mod loven.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men mod Deres egen bevidsthed, mod Deres samvittighed, som De dog forhåbentlig har noget af. Og hvorledes har De ikke nedbrudt al god orden her? Hvorledes har De ikke svækket den agtelse, som rigdommen skulde give? Man spørger ikke længere om hvorledes en formue er erhvervet, eller hvorlænge den har været i en familjes besiddelse; man spørger blot: hvormeget er den eller den værd? Og derefter dømmes han. Under alt dette lider også jeg; vi to er blevet som et slags kammerater; man nævner os sammen, fordi vi er de to største ejendomsbesiddere her. Det tåler jeg ikke! Jeg vil sige Dem engang for alle: det er derfor jeg har imod Dem.
 

MONSEN. 
 Det skal få en ende, herr kammerherre; jeg skal slutte min virksomhed, vige for Dem på alle kanter; men jeg beer Dem, jeg bønfalder Dem, bare hjælp mig!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg gør det ikke.
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg er villig til at betale, hvad det så skal være –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Betale! Og det vover De at –
 

MONSEN. 
 Om ikke for min skyld, så for Deres søns!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Min søns?
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, han er med i det; jeg tænker, der kan komme en tyve tusend daler på hans part.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Som han vinder?
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men, du gode Gud, hvem taber så de penge?
 

MONSEN. 
 Hvorledes –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Når min søn vinder dem, så må der jo være en, der taber dem!
 

MONSEN. 
 En fordelagtig handel; jeg har ikke lov at sige mere. Men jeg trænger til et agtet navn; blot Deres navns underskrift –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Underskrift! På dokumenter –
 

MONSEN. 
 Bare for 10-15,000 daler.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og De har et eneste øjeblik kunnet tro, at –? Mit navn! I slig en affære! Mit navn? Som kautionist altså?
 

MONSEN. 
 Kun for en forms skyld –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Svindleri! Mit navn! Ikke for nogen pris. Jeg har aldrig skrevet mit navn under fremmede papirer.
 

MONSEN. 
 Aldrig? Det er nu overdrivelse, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Bogstaveligt; som jeg siger Dem.
 

MONSEN. 
 Nej; det er ikke bogstaveligt. Det har jeg selv set.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad har De set?
 

MONSEN. 
 Kammerherrens navn, – på en veksel idetmindste.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Usandt, siger jeg Dem! De har aldrig set det!
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg har! Under en veksel på 2,000 daler. Tænk Dem dog om!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hverken på to tusend eller på ti tusend! På min ære og mit højeste ord, aldrig!
 

MONSEN. 
 Så er det falskt.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Falskt?
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, falskt; efterskrevet; – thi jeg har set det.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Falskt? Falskt! Hvor har De set det? Hos hvem?
 

MONSEN. 
 Det siger jeg ikke.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ha-ha; vi skal nok få det for en dag!
 

MONSEN. 
 Hør mig –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ti! Så vidt har man bragt det! Falskt! Blandet mig ind i smudsighederne! Ja, så er det intet under, at jeg stilles sammen med de andre. Men nu skal jeg spille med dem!
 

MONSEN. 
 Herr kammerherre, – for Deres egen og manges skyld –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Bliv mig fra livet! Gå Deres vej! Det er Dem, som er ophavsmanden –! Jo, det er! Ve den, fra hvem forargelsen kommer. Det er et syndigt levned, som føres i Deres hus. Og hvad er det for omgang, De søger? Personer inde fra Kristiania og andetsteds, som kun går ud på at æde og drikke godt, og som ikke regner det så nøje med i hvis selskab det sker. Ti! Jeg har selv set Deres noble julegæster fare langs landevejen, som en flok hylende ulve. Og der er det, som værre er. De har havt skandaler med Deres egne tjenestepiger. Deres kone gik fra forstanden over Deres udskejelser og Deres rå behandling
 

MONSEN. 
 Nej; det går for vidt! De skal komme til at angre de ord!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, Pokker i vold med Deres trusler. Hvad vil De kunne gøre mig? Mig? De har spurgt, hvad jeg havde imod Dem. De har nu fået besked. Nu véd De, hvorfor jeg har holdt Dem ude fra det gode selskab.
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, men nu skal jeg drage det gode selskab ned –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Den vej der!
 

MONSEN. 
 Jeg véd vejen, herr kammerherre! 

(ud i baggrunden)
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(går hen, åbner døren til højre og råber). 
 Ringdal; Ringdal; – kom ind!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Herr kammerherre?
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(kalder ind i dagligstuen). 
 Herr doktor; å vær så god –! Nu, Ringdal, nu går mine spådomme i opfyldelse.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad er til tjeneste, herr kammerherre?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Har kammerherren spået?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad siger De nu, doktor? De har altid ment, at jeg overdrev, når jeg påstod, at Monsen fordærvede befolkningen her.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nu ja; og hvad så?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Man gør vakkre fremskridt, kan jeg fortælle Dem. Hvad synes De? Her er falske papirer i omløb.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Falske papirer?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Falske papirer, ja! Og med hvis navn, tror De? Med mit!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men for Guds skyld, hvem har gjort det?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvor kan jeg vide? Kender jeg alle keltringer? Men det skal for en dag. – Doktor, gør mig en tjeneste. Papirerne må være anbragte enten i sparebanken eller i værkets lånekasse. Kør op til Lundestad; han er den af bankbestyrerne, som har bedst rede på alting. Få at vide om der er noget sligt papir –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Straks; straks!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Lundestad er her på værket idag; han har møde i skolekommissionen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Såmeget desto bedre. Søg ham; få ham med herop.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Uopholdelig; det skal snart være besørget. 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og De, Ringdal, må forhøre Dem i lånekassen. Såsnart vi har rede på sagen, så anmeldelse til fogden. Ingen barmhjertighed med de bedragere!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Godt, herr kammerherre. Gud bevares vel; sligt noget havde jeg da ikke troet. 

(går ind til højre.)


(Kammerherren går et par gange op og ned ad gulvet, derpå vil han gå ind i sit kontor. I det samme kommer Erik Bratsberg fra baggrunden.)
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Kære faer –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, er du der?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Jeg må nødvendigt tale med dig.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hm; jeg er sandelig lidet oplagt til at tale med nogen. Hvad vil du?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Du véd, faer, at jeg aldrig før har blandet dig ind i mine forretninger.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nej, det skulde jeg også meget havt mig frabedt.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Men idag er jeg nødt til –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad er du nødt til?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Faer, du må hjælpe mig!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Penge! Ja, du kan lide på, at –!
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Blot for en eneste gang! Jeg sværger dig til, at jeg aldrig oftere –; jeg skal sige dig, jeg står i visse forbindelser med Monsen på Storli –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det véd jeg. I har jo en smuk spekulation fore.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 En spekulation? Vi? Nej. Hvem har sagt det?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det har Monsen selv.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Har Monsen været her?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, nu for nylig; og jeg har vist ham døren.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Faer, hvis du ikke hjælper mig, så er jeg ødelagt.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Du?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Ja; Monsen har forstrakt mig med penge. De er faldet mig forfærdelig dyre; og nu er de desuden forfaldne –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Der har vi det! Hvad har jeg sagt –?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Ja, ja; det er for sent at tale om –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ødelagt! Efter to års forløb! Ja, hvor kunde du vente dig andet? Hvad vilde du iblandt disse taskenspillere, som går her og blænder folks syn med formuer, der aldrig har været til? Det var jo dog ikke selskab for dig; – mellem de karle må man fare med kneb, ellers kommer man tilkort; det ser du nu.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Faer, vil du frelse mig eller ikke?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nej; for sidste gang, nej; jeg vil ikke.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Min ære står på spil –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, bare ingen højttravende talemåder! Det er sletingen æressag at være heldig forretningsmand her; tvertimod, havde jeg nær sagt. Gå hjem og gør rede for dig; giv enhver sit, og lad det få en ende jo før jo heller.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 O, du véd ikke –! 

(Selma og Thora kommer fra dagligstuen.)
 

SELMA. 
 Er det Erik, som taler? – Gud, hvad er der påfærde?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ingenting. Ind med jer igen.
 

SELMA. 
 Nej, jeg går ikke. Jeg vil vide det. Erik, hvad er det dog?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Det er det, at jeg er ødelagt.
 

THORA. 
 Ødelagt!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Se så!
 

SELMA. 
 Hvad er ødelagt?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Alting.
 

SELMA. 
 Mener du dine penge?
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Penge, hus, arv, – alting!
 

SELMA. 
 Ja, det er alting for dig.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Selma, kom lad os gå. Nu er du det eneste, jeg har igen. Vi får bære ulykken sammen.
 

SELMA. 
 Ulykken? Bære den sammen? (med et skrig.) Er jeg nu god nok!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 I Guds navn –!
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

THORA. 
 O, men så fat dig!
 

SELMA. 
 Nej! Jeg vil ikke! Jeg kan ikke tie og hykle og lyve længer! Nu skal I vide det. Ingenting vil jeg bære!
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Selma!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Barn, hvad siger du?
 

SELMA. 
 O, hvorledes har I mishandlet mig! Skændigt, allesammen! Altid skulde jeg tage; aldrig fik jeg give. Jeg har været den fattige iblandt jer. Aldrig kom I og kræved noget offer af mig; intet har jeg været god nok til at bære. Jeg hader jer! Jeg afskyr jer!
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Hvad er dog dette?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hun er syg; hun er fra sig selv!
 

SELMA. 
 Hvorledes har jeg ikke tørstet efter en dråbe af eders sorger! Men bad jeg, så havde I ikke andet end en fin spøg at vise mig bort med. I klædte mig på som en dukke; I legte med mig, som man leger med et barn. O, jeg havde dog en jubel til at bære det tunge; jeg havde alvor og længsel mod alt det, som stormer og løfter og højner. Nu er jeg god nok; nu, da Erik intet andet har. Men jeg vil ikke være den, man griber til sidst. Nu vil jeg intet have af dine sorger. Jeg vil fra dig! Før skal jeg spille og synge på gaden –! Lad mig være; lad mig være! 

(hun iler ud i baggrunden.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Thora; var der mening i alt dette, eller –?
 

THORA. 
 O, ja; nu ser jeg det først; der var mening i det. 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Nej! Alt andet; men ikke hende! Selma! 

(bort igennem baggrundsdøren.)
 

RINGDAL 

(kommer fra højre). 
 Herr kammerherre –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad vil De?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Jeg kommer fra lånekassen –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Fra lånekassen? Nå ja, vekselen –
 

RINGDAL. 
 Alt er i orden; der har aldrig været nogen veksel med Deres navn på. 

(Doktor Fjeldbo og gårdbruger Lundestad kommer fra baggrunden.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Blind allarm, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja så? Ikke i sparebanken heller?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Sletikke. I alle de år, jeg har styret banken, har jeg ikke set Deres navn engang; – ja, det vil da naturligvis sige: undtagen på Deres søns veksel.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Min søns veksel?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, på den veksel, tidligt ivåres, som De accepterte for ham.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Min søn? Min søn! Hvad understår De Dem –!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Men, Gudbevares, tænk Dem dog om; Deres søns veksel på 2,000 daler –
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(famler efter en stol). 
 O, du forbarmende –!
 

FJELDBO. 
 I Jesu navn!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Det er da ikke muligt –!
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(er sunken ned i stolen). 
 Rolig; rolig! Min søns veksel? Accepteret af mig? På 2,000 daler?
 

FJELDBO 

(til Lundestad). 
 Og den veksel, den er i sparebanken?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ikke nu længer; i forrige uge blev den indfriet af Monsen –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Af Monsen!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Monsen er kanske endnu på værket; jeg vil straks –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Bliv her!
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(kommer fra baggrunden). 
 Godmorgen, mine herrer! Godmorgen, højstærede; ærbødigst tak for den behagelige aften igår. Nu skal De høre historier –
 

RINGDAL. 
 Undskyld; vi har travlt –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Der er andre, som også har travlt; proprietariussen på Storli, for eksempel –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Monsen?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; det er en udmærket historie! Valgkabalerne er i fuld gang. Véd du, hvad man har isinde? Man vil bestikke dig, højstærede!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Bestikke, siger De?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Man dømmer fra æblet til stammen.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, det er, Gud døde mig, det groveste, jeg har hørt. Jeg kommer ind til madam Rundholmen for at få mig en bitter snaps. Der sidder proprietær Monsen og sagfører Stensgård og drikker portvin; noget skidt; tvi for fanden, jeg vilde ikke tage det i min mund; nå ja, de bød mig da heller ikke noget, det var synd at sige. Men så siger Monsen, hvad vædder De, siger han, at kammerherre Bratsberg skal slutte sig til vort parti ved valgmandsvalgene imorgen? Så, siger jeg, hvorledes skulde det gå til? Å, siger han, ved hjælp af denne veksel –
 

FJELDBO OG RINGDAL. 
 Veksel?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ved valgmandsvalget?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå! Og hvad så?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, jeg véd ikke mere. Det var en veksel, hørte jeg, – på 2,000 daler. Så højt takserer man fornemme folk. A, det er skammeligt, er det!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 En veksel på 2,000 daler?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Og den har Monsen?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nej, han overdrog den til sagfører Stensgård.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja så.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Til Stensgård?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Er du viss på det?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja Gu’ er jeg viss på det. De kan bruge den, som De bedst véd og vil, sa’e han. Men jeg begriber ikke –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hør her, herr Hejre; – og De også, Ringdal – 

(alle tre tale dæmpet sammen mod baggrunden.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Deres søns veksel er naturligvis ægte –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Man skulde jo tro det.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Naturligvis. Men hvis nu den falske veksel kommer for dagen –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg vil ingen anmeldelse gøre hos fogden.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Selvfølgelig; – men De må gøre mere.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(rejser sig). 
 Jeg kan ikke gøre mere.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jo, jo, for Guds skyld; De både kan og må. De må frelse den ulykkelige –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og på hvilken måde?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Simpelt hen; vedkend Dem underskriften.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De mener, herr værkslæge, at man i vor familje kan begå noget af hvert?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg mener det bedste, herr kammerherre.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og De har et eneste øjeblik kunnet tro mig istand til en løgn? Til at spille under dække med falsknere?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og véd De, hvad det ellers drager efter sig?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det blir en sag mellem forbryderen og straffeloven. 

(han går ind til venstre.)




(Teppet falder.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(En gæstestue hos madam Rundholmen. Indgangsdør i baggrunden; mindre døre på begge sider. Til højre et vindu; foran samme et bord med skrivesager; et andet bord, noget tilbage, midt i stuen.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(højrøstet indenfor til venstre). 
 Ja, det gier jeg en god dag! Du kan sige, de er kommet her for at stemme og ikke for at drikke. Vil de ikke vente, kan de gøre hvad de vil.
 

SAGFØRER STENSGÅRD 

(kommer fra baggrunden). 
 Godmorgen! Hm; hm! Madam Rundholmen! (går til døren til venstre og banker på.) Godmorgen, madam Rundholmen!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(indenfor). 
 Uf, hvem er det?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er mig, – Stensgård. Må jeg komme ind?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nej Gud må De ikke, nej! Jeg har ikke fået klæderne på.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad for noget? Er De så sent oppe idag?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å, jeg har såmæn været oppe, før fanden fik sko på; men en må da se ud som et menneske, véd jeg. (med et kastetørklæde over hovedet, kiger ud ) Nå, hvad er det så? Nej, De må rigtig ikke se på mig, herr Stensgård. – Uf, der er nogen igen! 

(smækker døren i.)
 

BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN 

(med en pakke aviser, fra baggrunden). 
 Godmorgen, herr Stensgård?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå, står det der?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, det står der. Se her: „Ejdsvoldsdagens højtideligholdelse”, – „fra vor specielle korrespondent”. Her, på den anden side, kommer foreningens stiftelse; Deres tale står deroppe; jeg har sat alle grovhederne med spærret.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg synes altsammen er spærret.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Å ja, det blir omtrent altsammen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og ekstranummeret er naturligvis blevet uddelt igår?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Forstår sig; hele sognet over, både til abonnenterne og til de andre. Vil De se? 

(rækker ham et eksemplar.)
 

STENSGÅRD 

(løber bladet igennem). 
 – – „Hædersmanden Anders Lundestad agter at frasige sig storthingshvervet” – „lang og tro tjeneste” – „som digteren siger: nu hvil dig, borger, det er fortjent!” Hm; – „den på frihedsdagen stiftede forening: de unges forbund” – „sagfører Stensgård, foreningens ledende tanke” – „tidsmæssige reformer, lettet adgang til lån” – Nåja, det er ret velskrevet. Er valgforretningen begyndt?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Den er i fuld gang. Hele vor forening er mødt frem; både de stemmeberettigede og de andre.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, fanden ivold med de andre, – ja, mellem os sagt da. Nå, gå nu ud og snak med dem, De holder for tvivlsomme –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja vel; ja vel!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De kan sige dem det, at jeg og Lundestad er så omtrent enige –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Stol De på mig; jeg kender de lokale forholde.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og så én ting til. Vær nu snild, Aslaksen; drik nu ikke idag –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Å, hvad er det –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Siden skal vi ha’e os en lystig aften; men husk på, hvad det gælder for Dem selv også; Deres avis –; ja, kære, lad mig nu se, De holder Dem –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Å, jeg vil s’gu ikke høre mere; jeg tænker enhver kan passe sig selv. 

(går ud til højre.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(pyntet, fra venstre). 
 Se så, herr Stensgård; her har De mig. Var det så noget vigtigt –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, ikke andet, end at De må være så god at sige mig til, når proprietær Monsen kommer.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Han kommer såmæn ikke her idag.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kommer han ikke?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nej, han kørte forbi imorges klokken fire; han ligger nu altid i landevejen. Og så kom han her indom og tog mig på sengen, som de siger. Han vilde låne penge, skal De vide.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vilde Monsen?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja. Det er en svær mand til at bruge penge. Gid det nu bare må gå godt med ham. Og det vil jeg da ønske Dem også; ja, for der er nogen, som siger, at De skal vælges på thinget.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg? Snak. Hvem siger det?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å, det var nogen af Anders Lundestads folk.
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(fra baggrunden). 
 Se, se! Godmorgen! Jeg forstyrrer da vel ikke?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nej, bevares vel!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Gudsdød, hvor strålende! Det er da vel aldrig for mig De har pyntet Dem?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Jo visst er det så. Det er jo for ungkarlene en pynter sig, véd jeg.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 For frierne, madam Rundholmen; for frierne! Desværre, mine mange processer optager al min tid –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å, Pokker; til at gifte sig har en altid tid.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nej Gud har en ikke, nej! At gifte sig, det er netop noget, som kræver sin mand, det. Nå, hvad skal en sige? Kan De ikke få mig, så kan De vel få en anden. Ja, for gifte Dem skulde De.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja, véd De hvad; jeg tænker stundom på det.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Begribeligt; når man engang har prøvet ægtestandens lyksalighed –; salig Rundholmen var jo et pragteksemplar –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å, det vil jeg ikke sige; grov var han, og drak gjorde han også; men en mand er nu en mand alligevel.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Det er et sandt ord, madam Rundholmen; en mand er en mand, og en enke er en enke –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Og forretninger er forretninger. Å, det er færdig at løbe rundt for mig, når jeg tænker på alt det, jeg har at stå i. Købe vil de allesammen; men når betalingsdagen kommer, så må en bruge både stævning og eksekution og plynder. Jeg mener snart, jeg får lægge mig til en fast prokurator.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, men hør, madam Rundholmen, – så skulde De minsæl lægge Dem til sagfører Stensgård; han er løs og ledig –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Uf, De er så fæl i Deres mund; jeg vil rigtig ikke høre mere på Dem. 

(ud til højre.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Et solid fruentimmer, De! Ferm og fejende; ingen børn til dato; penge på rente. Dannelse har hun også; en meget udbredt læsning, faer!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Udbredt læsning; ja så?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; det skulde jeg mene; hun har stået to år i bogtrykker Alms lejebibliothek. Nå, men idag har De vel ganske andre ting i hodet, kan jeg tænke.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sletikke; jeg afgiver neppe min stemme engang. Men hvem skal nu De stemme på, herr Hejre?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Jeg er ikke stemmeberettiget, højstærede! Her var jo kun ét matrikuleret hundehus tilkøbs, og det fik De.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Skulde De blive husvild, så skal jeg afstå det.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; De er spøgefuld; – ak ja, den kære ungdom, den har et velsignet humør. Men nu vil jeg såmæn ud og se på menageriet. Hele Deres forening skal være mødt frem, hører jeg. (ser doktor Fjeldbo, som kommer fra baggrunden.) Der har vi doktoren også! Ja, det er vel på videnskabens vegne, De indfinder Dem?
 

FJELDBO. 
 På videnskabens?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, i anledning af epidemien; her er jo udbrudt en ondartet rabies agitatoria. Vorherre være med jer, mine kære unge venner! 

(ud til højre.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hør; sig mig i en fart, har du set kammerherren idag.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og hvad sagde han?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad han sagde?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja visst; jeg har skrevet ham til.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Har du det? Hvad har du skrevet?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 At jeg holder fast ved håbet om hans datter; at jeg vil tale med ham om den sag, og at jeg derfor kommer til ham imorgen.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Du skulde ialfald opsætte besøget. Det er kammerherrens fødselsdag imorgen; der kommer en hel del mennesker –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Just derfor; jo flere jo bedre. Jeg har store kort på hånden, skal du vide.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og de kort har du kanske ladet dig forlyde med?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvorledes?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg mener, du har kanske prydet din elskovserklæring med sådanne nogle små trusler eller sligt?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Fjeldbo, du har set brevet!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, jeg forsikkrer dig –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå ja, ligefrem, – jeg har truet ham.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, så har jeg på en måde et svar til dig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Et svar? Frem med det, menneske!
 

FJELDBO 

(viser ham et forseglet papir). 
 Se her. Kammerherrens stemmeseddel.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og hvem stemmer han på?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Han stemmer ialfald ikke på dig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 På hvem da? På hvem, spørger jeg?
 

FJELDBO. 
 På amtmanden og provsten.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad for noget? Ikke på Lundestad engang?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej. Og véd du hvorfor? Fordi Lundestad vil opstille dig som sin eftermand.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så vidt vover han at drive det!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, han gør. Og han tilføjede: træffer De Stensgård, så fortæl ham, hvorledes jeg stemmer; han skal vide på hvad fod han har mig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Godt; han skal få det, som han vil.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Betænk dig; det er farligt at rive et gammelt tårn, – en kan selv gå i løbet.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, jeg er bleven klog på et par dage.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Så? Du er dog ikke bleven klogere, end at du fremdeles laer gamle Lundestad trække om med dig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Du tror ikke jeg har gennemskuet Lundestad? Du tror ikke jeg skønner, at han vendte sig til mig, fordi han mente jeg havde vundet kammerherren, og fordi han vilde splitte vor forening og holde Monsen ude?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men nu, da han véd, at du ikke har vundet kammerherren –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Han er gået for vidt til at kunne træde tilbage; og jeg har nyttet tiden, sendt blade ud; de fleste af hans tilhængere møder ikke frem; alle mine er her –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Der er et stort spring fra valgmand til storthingsmand.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Lundestad véd meget godt, at svigter han mig i valgmandsforsamlingen, så er jeg mand for at agitere ham ud af kommunalbestyrelsen.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ikke så ilde beregnet. Men for at alt dette skal lykkes, føler du selv, at du må være groet fast her med solidere rødder, end nu.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, disse mennesker kræver jo altid materiel betryggelse, lighed i interesser –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Rigtig; og derfor skal frøken Bratsberg offres.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Offres? Da var jeg en skurk, simpelt hen. Men jeg føler det så godt, det skal blive til hendes lykke. Hvad nu? Fjeldbo, hvad er det dog? Også du har noget bag øret –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, du har! Du går i stilhed og arbejder imod mig. Hvorfor gør du det? Vær ærlig –! Vil du?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Oprigtigt talt, nej. Du er for farlig, for samvittighedsløs, – nå-nå-nå, for hensynsløs ialfald, til at man tør være ærlig imod dig. Hvad du véd, det bruger du uden betænkning. Men så sandt jeg er din ven, så sandt råder jeg dig: slå frøken Bratsberg af tankerne.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg kan ikke. Jeg må frelse mig ud af al den styghed, jeg her står i. Jeg kan ikke leve længere i dette røre. Her må jeg gå og lade mig tage under armen af Ole Persen og Per Olsen, må hviske i krogene med dem, drikke dramme med dem, slå en latter op over deres Bajerølvittigheder, være dus med seminarister og slige halvstuderte røvere. Hvorledes kan jeg bevare mig frisk i min kærlighed til folket midt i alt dette? Det er som det lynende ord svigter mig. Jeg har ikke albuerum; ikke ren luft at ånde. O, det kommer stundom over mig som en længsel efter fine kvinder. Jeg vil noget, som der er skønhed i! Jeg ligger her som i en grumset bugt, og derude skyller den klare blå strøm forbi mig; – å, hvad forstår du dig på sligt!
 

GÅRDBRUGER LUNDESTAD 

(fra baggrunden). 
 Her træffer en jo godt folk. Godmorgen!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nu skal De høre nyt, herr Lundestad! Véd De, hvem kammerherren stemmer på?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ti stille; det er uredeligt af dig!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det bryder jeg mig ikke om. Han stemmer på amtmanden og provsten.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å ja, det måtte vi vente os. De har jo fordærvet det med ham; – jeg bad Dem dog så vakkert at spille Deres kort fint.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg skal også spille fint – herefter.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Tag dig ivare, at ikke andre gør det samme. 

(ud til højre.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Der er noget, som stikker bagved med det menneske. Kan De skønne, hvad det er?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nej, jeg kan ikke. Men det er sandt, – jeg ser, De har været ude i avisen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, med sådan en pen ligpræken over mig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er naturligvis Aslaksen, det bæst –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Deres udfald mod kammerherren står der også.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det kender jeg ikke noget til. Vil jeg kammerherren tillivs, så har jeg hvassere våben.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja så?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kender De den veksel der? Se på den. Er den god?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Om den er god? Den veksel der?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja visst; se rigtig på den.
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(fra højre). 
 Men hvad i Pokkers skind og ben kan det dog –? Ah, se der! Nej, jeg beer Dem, mine herrer, bliv dog stående! Véd De, hvad De så levende minded mig om? De minded mig om en sommernat i det høje Nord.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det var en underlig lignelse.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 En meget ligefrem lignelse. Den nedgående og og den opgående sol i øm forening. Å, det var dejligt, var det! Men à propos, hvad Pokker er der ivejen derude? Statsborgerne farer omkring som opskræmte høns, og kagler og galer og véd ikke, hvad pind de vil sætte sig på.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det er også en dag af vigtighed.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Å, De med Deres vigtighed! Nej, det er noget ganske andet, mine kære venner! Der hviskes om en stor ruin; bankerot, – ja, ikke politisk, herr Lundestad; Gudbevares!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Bankerot?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he, nu kom der liv i sagføreren. Ja, bankerot; der er nogen, som står for fald; øksen ligger ved roden af træet; – noksagt; der skal være kørt to fremmede herrer forbi; men hvorhen? Hvem gælder det? Véd ikke De noget, herr Lundestad?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg véd den kunst at tie, herr Hejre.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Naturligvis; De er jo en politisk figur, en statsmand, he-he! Men jeg må minsæl afsted og få lys i sagen. Det er så inderlig morsomt med disse vekselryttere; de er ligesom perler på en snor: triller først én, så triller de allesammen. 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Er der noget sandt i al den sladder?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 De viste mig en veksel. Jeg syntes, jeg så grosserer Bratsbergs navn på den.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kammerherrens også.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Og så spurgte De mig, om den var god?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja visst; se blot på den.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Den er s’gu ikke meget god.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De ser det altså?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvilket?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 At den er falsk.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Falsk? Falske veksler er gerne de sikkreste; dem indfrier man først.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hvad mener De? Er den ikke falsk?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det er nok ikke så vel.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvorledes?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg er ræd, her er formange af den slags, herr Stensgård.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad? Det er da vel aldrig muligt, at –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Triller grosserer Bratsberg af snoren, så triller vel også de, som nærmest er.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(griber ham i armen). 
 Hvem mener De med nærmest?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Er der nogen nærmere end fader og søn?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men du gode Gud –!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det kommer ikke fra mig! Husk på, det var Daniel Hejre, som snakked om bankerot og ruin og –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Dette her er som et lynslag over mig.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å, der er så mangen en holden mand, som ryger af pinden. En er for god af sig; går hen og kautionerer; kontanter er ikke altid at få fat i; og kommer ejendommene til auktion, så sælges de for en slik –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og alt dette, det rammer naturligvis, – det rammer børnene også!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, frøkenen gør det mig rigtig ondt for. Mødrenearv har hun ikke stort af; og Gud véd, om det er sikkret, det lille hun har.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 O, nu forstår jeg Fjeldbos råd; han er dog den gamle trofaste!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvad har doktor Fjeldbo sagt?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Han er for trofast til at sige noget; men jeg forstår ham alligevel. Og jeg forstår også Dem nu, herr Lundestad.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Har De ikke forstået mig før nu?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ikke tilbunds; jeg glemte historien om rotterne og det brændende hus.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det var ikke videre vakkert sagt. Men hvad fejler Dem? De ser så ilde ud. Gudsdød, jeg har da vel aldrig gjort en ulykke?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad slags ulykke?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jo, jo; jeg ser det. Å, jeg gamle fæ! Kære herr Stensgård, når De virkelig elsker pigen, hvad gør det så, om hun er rig eller fattig?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad det gør? Nej, ganske visst –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Herregud, et lykkeligt ægteskab grundes da ikke på penge, véd jeg.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Naturligvis.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Og med stræbsomhed og flid kan De nok engang komme påfode. Lad ikke trange kår skræmme Dem. Jeg véd, hvad kærlighed er; jeg læste meget om det kapitel i min ungdom. Lykke i huset; en trofast kvinde –; kære, kære, far således frem, at De ikke skal leve i anger bagefter.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hvorledes skal det så gå med Dem?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det får gå, som det kan. Tror De, jeg vil kræve et sligt hjertets offer af Dem?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men jeg skal bringe offeret. Ja, jeg skal vise Dem, jeg har kraft til det. Derude står et folk i ængsel; de begærer mig ligesom i en ordløs klage. O, hvor skulde jeg her turde vægre mig!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, men ejendomsmanden –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg skal vide at fyldestgøre mine medborgeres krav i så henseende, herr Lundestad! Jeg ser vejen, en ny vej; og den slår jeg ind på. Jeg gør afkald på den lykke at arbejde i forsagelse for hende, jeg elsker. Jeg siger til mit folk: her er jeg, – tag mig!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(ser i stille beundring på ham og trykker hans hånd). 
 Sandelig, De har fået store gaver, herr Stensgård! 

(ud til højre.)


(Stensgård går et par gange op og ned ad gulvet; snart standser han ved vinduet, snart river han sig i håret. Lidt efter kommer Bastian Monsen fra baggrunden.)
 

BASTIAN. 
 Her ser du mig, du!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvor kommer du fra?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Fra nationen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nationen? Hvad vil det sige?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Véd du ikke, hvad nationen vil sige? Det vil sige folket; det menige folk; de, som ingenting har og ingenting er; de, som ligge bundne –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad fanden er det for abekatstreger?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hvilket?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg har mærket i den sidste tid, du går og efterligner mig; ligetil min påklædning og min håndskrift så skaber du den efter. Du skal holde op med det.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hvad nu? hører ikke vi to til samme parti?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, men jeg tåler ikke sligt; – du gør dig selv latterlig –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Gør jeg mig latterlig ved at ligne dig?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, ved at abe efter. Vær nu snild, Monsen, og lad sligt fare; det er så ækkelt at se på. Men hør, sig mig en ting, – når kommer din fader tilbage?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Det véd jeg ikke noget om. Han er rejst indover til Kristiania, tror jeg; kanske kommer han ikke tilbage på de første otte dage.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ikke det? Det vilde være slemt. Men han har jo en stor forretning igang, siges der?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jeg har også en forretning. Hør du, Stensgård, du må gøre mig en villighed.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Gerne; hvad skulde det være?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jeg kender mig så stærk. Det kan jeg takke dig for; du har vækket mig. Jeg må gøre noget, du; – jeg vil gifte mig.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Gifte dig? Med hvem?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hys! Her i huset.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Madam Rundholmen?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hys! Ja, hende er det. Læg et godt ord ind for mig, du! Jeg må ind i noget sligtnoget. Hun sidder i en stor rørelse; står sig godt med kammerherrens siden den tid hendes søster tjente som husholderske der. Får jeg hende, så får jeg kanske kommunalarbejderne med. Ja, i det hele taget, – jeg elsker hende, død og pine!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, elske, elske! Lad det væmmelige hykleri fare.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hykleri!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja; du lyver for dig selv ialfald. Her snakker du i ét åndedrag om vejarbejder og kærlighed. Kald dog enhver ting med sit rette navn. Der er noget smudsigt i dette her; jeg vil ikke have noget med det at bestille –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Men så hør da –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Lad mig være udenfor, siger jeg! (til doktor Fjeldbo, som kommer fra højre.) Nå, hvorledes går valget?
 

FJELDBO. 
 For dig går det visst udmærket. Jeg talte nu med Lundestad; han sagde, du får sågodtsom alle stemmer.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, gør jeg det!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men hvad Pokker nytter det? Når du ikke er ejendomsmand, så –
 

STENSGÅRD 

(dæmpet). 
 Er det dog ikke forbandet!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nå, man kan jo ikke skøtte to ting på engang. Vil man vinde på en kant, får man finde sig i at tabe på en anden. Farvel! 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hvad mente han med at vinde og tabe?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det skal jeg sige dig siden. Men hør, kære Monsen, – for at komme tilbage til det, vi talte om; jeg lovte at lægge et godt ord ind for dig –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Lovte du? Jeg syntes du sagde tvertimod –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sniksnak; du lod mig jo ikke komme tilorde. Jeg vilde sagt, at der er noget smudsigt i dette her, at blande sin kærlighed sammen med vejarbejder og sligt; det er synd imod det bedste man har i sit bryst; – og derfor, kære ven, når du altså virkelig elsker pigen –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Enken.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, ja-ja; det er jo det samme. Jeg mener, når man virkelig elsker en kvinde, så er dette noget, som i og for sig bør være afgørende –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Ja, det synes jeg også. Og så vil du altså tale for mig?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det vil jeg med stor glæde. Men det er på en betingelse.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Nå?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Lige for lige, kære Bastian; – du skal tale for mig igen.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jeg? Hos hvem?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Har du virkelig ikke mærket noget? Det ligger dog så nær.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Det er da vel aldrig –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ragna, din søster, du! Jo, hende er det. O, du véd ikke, hvor det har grebet mig at se hende gå der i stille fordringsløs huslighed –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Nej, skulde det være muligt?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men at ikke du, med dit skarpe blik, har kunnet mærke det?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jo, før syntes jeg nok –; men nu snakkes der så meget om, at du er begyndt at vanke hos kammerherrens –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å hvad, kammerherrens! Ja, Monsen, jeg vil oprigtigt sige dig, der var et øjeblik, da jeg ligesom stod uviss; men, Gudskelov, det drev forbi; nu er jeg klar over mig selv og den vej, jeg har at gå.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Her er min hånd. Jeg skal snakke, kan du tro. Og hvad Ragna angår, – hun tør ikke andet, end det, som jeg og faer vil.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, men din faer, – det var netop det jeg vilde sige –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Hys; død og plage, der hører jeg madam Rundholmen; tal nu for mig, – hvis hun ikke har altfor travlt; for da er hun så striks på det. Ja, kære, gør nu dit bedste; resten skal jeg selv besørge. Har du ikke set bogtrykker Aslaksen her?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Han er visst ved valgforretningen. 

(Bastian går ud i baggrunden; i det samme kommer madam Rundholmen fra højre.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nu går det rigtig som det var smurt, herr Stensgård; alle så stemmer de på Dem.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er dog besynderligt.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja; Gud véd, hvad Monsen på Storli vil sige.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hør; et ord, madam Rundholmen!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nå, hvad er det?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vil De høre på mig?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Jøsses, det vil jeg så gerne.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nu vel. De talte nylig om Deres enlige stand –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å, det var jo den fæle gamle Hejre –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De klaged over, hvor svært det er at sidde som enke –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja, Gud, De skulde bare prøve det, herr Stensgård!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hvis der nu kom en rask ung mand –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 En rask ung mand?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 En, som længe havde gået i stilhed og holdt af Dem –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nej, véd De hvad, nu vil jeg ikke høre mere på Dem.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De må! En ung mand, som også finder det svært at stå alene –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja, hvad så? Jeg forstår Dem sletikke.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Når De nu kunde skabe to menneskers lykke, madam Rundholmen, – både Deres egen og –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Og en rask ung mands?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja vel; svar mig på det –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å nej, Stensgård, det er da vel aldrig Deres alvor?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvor kan De tro, jeg vil narre Dem! Skulde De så ikke være villig –?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Jo, det véd Vorherre jeg er! Kære søde –
 

STENSGÅRD 

(et skridt tilbage) Hvad?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Uf, der er nogen! 

(Frøken Monsen kommer ilsomt og urolig fra baggrunden.)
 

RAGNA. 
 Med tilladelse, er ikke faer her?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Deres faer? Jo; nej; – jeg véd ikke; – undskyld –
 

RAGNA. 
 Hvor er han?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Deres faer? Nå; nej, han er kørt forbi –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Indover til Kristiania.
 

RAGNA. 
 Nej, det er umuligt –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja, forbi er han kørt, det véd jeg. Å, men frøken Monsen, De kan ikke tro hvor glad jeg er! Vent nu lidt, mens jeg løber ned i kælderen og henter en flaske af den ægte. 

(ud til venstre.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sig mig, frøken, – er det virkelig Deres fader, De søger?
 

RAGNA. 
 Ja, det hører De jo.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og De har ikke vidst, at han er rejst hjemmefra?
 

RAGNA. 
 O, hvad véd jeg? Man siger mig ingenting. Men til Kristiania? Det er umuligt; de måtte have mødt ham. Farvel!
 

STENSGÅRD 

(træder ivejen). 
 Ragna! Hør! Hvorfor er De så forandret imod mig?
 

RAGNA. 
 Jeg? Slip mig frem! Lad mig gå!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, De får ikke gå! Jeg holder det for en forsynets styrelse, at De kom i dette Øjeblik. O, ikke denne skyhed; før var De anderledes.
 

RAGNA. 
 Ja, det er, Gud være lovet, forbi!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hvorfor –?
 

RAGNA. 
 Jeg har lært Dem bedre at kende; – godt, at jeg lærte det itide.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ah, så? Man har løjet på mig? Ja, jeg har måske også selv skyld; jeg har været som vævet ind i en forvildelse. Det er over nu! O, når jeg ser Dem, blir jeg et bedre menneske. Det er Dem, jeg holder sandt og inderligt af; det er Dem, jeg elsker, Ragna, – Dem, og ingen anden!
 

RAGNA. 
 Slip mig forbi! Jeg er ræd for Dem –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 O, men imorgen, Ragna, – må jeg da komme og tale med Dem?
 

RAGNA. 
 Ja, ja, for Guds skyld, blot ikke idag.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Blot ikke idag? Hurra! Jeg er ovenpå; jeg er lykkelig!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(med vin og kager fra venstre). 
 Se, nu skal vi såmæn drikke et glas på held og velgående.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 På lykke i kærlighed! Kærlighedens og lykkens skål! Hurra for den dag imorgen! 

(han drikker.)
 

KANDIDAT HELLE 

(fra højre til Ragna). 
 Har De fundet ham?
 

RAGNA. 
 Nej, han er her ikke. Kom, kom!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Men, Gudbevares, hvad er det?
 

KANDIDAT HELLE. 
 Ingenting; der er blot kommet fremmede til Storli og –
 

RAGNA. 
 Tak for al Deres venlighed, madam Rundholmen –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Å; har De nu fået fremmede på nakken igen?
 

RAGNA. 
 Ja, ja; undskyld; jeg må hjem. Farvel!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Farvel, – til imorgen! 

(Kandidat Helle og frøken Monsen bort i baggrunden.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(fra højre). 
 Ha, ha; nu går det som kæpper i hjul! Stensgård, Stensgård, Stensgård, kagler de; de vælger ham allesammen. Nu skulde De også vælge ham, madam Rundholmen!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hi; De siger noget. Men stemmer de allesammen på ham?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Jo, de gør såmæn; herr Stensgård nyder folkets tillid, som det heder. Gamle Lundestad går omkring med et ansigt, som en sødsyltet agurk. Å, det er en inderlig fryd at se på.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 De skal ikke ha’e valgt ham for ingenting. Kan jeg ikke stemme, så kan jeg traktere. 

(ud til venstre.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 De er nok rigtig en enkernes Jens, De, herr Stensgård! Ja, véd De hvad, – hende skulde De bide Dem fast i, så var De velberget, faer!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 I madam Rundholmen?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, netop; det er et fruentimmer, som er solid i alle retninger; hun blir første høne i kurven, såsnart pindeværket på Storli er ramlet overende.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Der er da ikke noget galt fat på Storli?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ikke det? De har en svag hukommelse, højstærede. Taler man ikke om ruin og bankerot og –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, ja, og hvad så?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvad så? Ja, sig De mig det. Her har været bud ude efter Monsen; der er kommet to herrer til Storli –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Et par gæster; ja, det véd jeg –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ubudne gæster, min kære unge ven; man hvisker om politi og om glubske kreditorer; – der er galt fat i papirerne, må De vide! Ja, à propos, – hvad var det for et papir, De fik af Monsen igår?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, det var et papir. Galt fat i papirerne, siger De? Hør; De kender jo kammerherre Bratsbergs underskrift?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; det skulde jeg mene.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(tager vekslen frem). 
 Nå, så se på dette her.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Herhid; – jeg er rigtignok noget nærsynt, men – (efter at have set.) Det der, højstærede? Det har aldrig været kammerherrens hånd.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Aldrig? Altså dog –!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Og den er udstedt af proprietær Monsen?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nej, af grosserer Bratsberg.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Passiar! Lad mig se. (ser og giver den tilbage.) Den kan De bruge til at tænde Deres cigar med.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad for noget? Også udstederens navn –?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Forfalsket, unge mand; forfalsket, så sandt, som jeg heder Daniel. Man behøver jo bare at se på den med mistroens skærpede blik –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hvorledes var det da muligt –? Monsen må ikke have vidst –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Monsen? Nej, den karl véd nok hverken besked om sine egne eller andres papirer. Men det er godt, det får en ende, herr Stensgård! Det er en tilfredsstillelse for den moralske følelse. Ah, jeg har tidt følt mig optændt af en ædel harme, om jeg selv tør sige det, ved at måtte gå her og være vidne til –; noksagt. Men det morsomste ved det, er det, at når nu Monsen dratter, så trækker han først og fremst grosserer Bratsberg med sig; grossereren trækker kammerherren –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det sagde Lundestad også.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Men der er naturligvis methode i bankerotten. Pas på; jeg er en gammel spåmand: Monsen kommer i tugthuset, grossereren kommer i akkord og kammerherren kommer under administration; det vil sige, hans kreditorer forærer ham et par tusend daler årlig i livsvarig pension. Det er sådan det går, herr Stensgård! Jeg kender det; jeg kender det. Hvad siger ikke klassikeren? Fiat justitia, pereat mundus; det vil sige: Fy, hvilken justits i denne bedærvede verden, faer!
 

STENSGÅRD 

(op og ned ad gulvet). 
 Både den ene og den anden! Begge veje stængte!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvad pokker –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og det netop nu! Nu, – nu!
 

BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN 

(kommer fra højre). 
 Tillykke; tillykke, herr valgmand!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Valgt?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Med 117 stemmer, – og Lundestad med 53. De andre er spredt i vind og vejr.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Altså Deres første skridt på ærens bane, herr Stensgård!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Og det skal også koste en bolle punsch –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, det er jo det første skridt, som koster, siger man.
 

ASLAKSEN 

(ind til venstre, råbende). 
 Punsch på bordet, madam Rundholmen! Den nye valgmand trakterer! 

(Gårdbruger Lundestad og flere vælgere kommer efterhånden ind fra højre.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(deltagende til Lundestad). 
 53! Det er den gråhærdede borgers løn!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(hvisker til Stensgård). 
 Står De nu rigtig fast i det, som –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad nytter det at stå fast, hvor alting ramler?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Mener De, spillet skulde være tabt?
 

ASLAKSEN 

(tilbage fra venstre). 
 Madam Rundholmen koster punschen selv; – hun er nærmest til det, siger hun.
 

STENSGÅRD 

(slagen af en tanke). 
 Madam Rundholmen! Nærmest til –!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvilket?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Spillet er ikke tabt, herr Lundestad! 

(sætter sig og skriver ved bordet til højre.)
 

LUNDESTAD 

(dæmpet). 
 Hør Aslaksen; kan jeg få noget ind i avisen til iovermorgen?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jagud kan De det. Er det grovt?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nej visst er det ikke grovt.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, det er det samme; jeg taer det alligevel.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det er mit politiske testament; jeg skriver det ikveld. 

(går opover gulvet.)
 

EN TJENESTEPIGE 

(fra venstre). 
 Her er punsch fra madamen.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Hurra; nu kommer der liv i de lokale forholde! 

(han sætter bollen på det midterste bord, skænker for de øvrige og drikker flittigt under det følgende. Bastian Monsen er imidlertid kommen ind fra højre.)
 

BASTIAN 

(sagte). 
 Ja, De husker vel på mit brev?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Vær rolig; (banker sig på brystlommen.) jeg har det her.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Og så besørger De det så fort De kan; – når De ser hun har stunder, forstår De.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Forstår; forstår! (råber.) Kom nu, her er glassene fyldte!
 

BASTIAN. 
 De skal fanden ikke gøre det for ingenting.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Godt; godt. (til pigen.) En citron, Karen; – vær som en vind! 

(Bastian fjerner sig.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hør et ord, Aslaksen; kommer De her forbi imorgen aften?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Imorgen aften? Ja, det kan jeg gerne.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vel; så går De indom og gier madam Rundholmen dette brev.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Fra Dem?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja. Put det i lommen. Se så. Imorgen aften altså.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Akkurat; vær De rolig. 

(Pigen bringer det forlangte. Stensgård går henimod vinduet.)
 

BASTIAN. 
 Nå, du, – har du så talt til madam Rundholmen?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Talt? Å ja; jeg har talt lidt –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Og hvad tror du?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, – jo; vi blev afbrudt; jeg kan ikke sige dig noget bestemt.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jeg frister det alligevel; hun klager svært over enkestanden. Om en times tid vil jeg ha’e det afgjort.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Om en times tid?
 

BASTIAN 

(ser madam Rundholmen, som træder ind fra venstre). 
 Hys; lad ingen mærke noget! 

(går opover gulvet.)
 

STENSGÅRD 

(hen til Aslaksen, sagte). 
 Giv mig brevet igen.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Vil De ha’e det igen?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, hurtig; jeg skal selv besørge det.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Værsågod; her er det. 

(Stensgård stikker brevet i lommen og blander sig mellem de øvrige.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(til Bastian). 
 Hvad siger så De til valget, Monsen?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Alt godt; jeg og Stensgård er fine venner, skal jeg fortælle Dem. Det skulde ikke undre mig, om han kommer på thinget.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Men det vilde nok ikke Deres faer se blidt til.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Å, faer har så mange jern i ilden. Desuden, skikker de Stensgård, så blir æren lige fuldt i familjen, tænker jeg.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hvorledes det?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Han går på frierfødder –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Gudbevares; har han sagt noget?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Ja; og jeg har lovet at tale for ham; det skal gå; jeg tror visst, Ragna har et godt øje til ham.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ragna?
 

LUNDESTAD 

(kommer nærmere). 
 Nå; hvad snakker De så ivrigt om, madam Rundholmen?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Tænk, han siger, at Stensgård går på frierfødder –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja vel; men kammerherren er ikke let at bøje –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Kammerherren?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han holder hende sagtens for god til en simpel sagfører –
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hvem; hvem?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Frøkenen; datteren, naturligvis.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Han frier da vel aldrig til frøken Bratsberg, véd jeg?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Minsæl gør han så.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Og det bander De på?
 

BASTIAN. 
 Og til mig har han sagt –! Hør; lad mig tale med Dem! 

(Lundestad og Bastian mod baggrunden.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(nærmer sig til Stensgård). 
 De må være på Deres post, Stensgård!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Mod hvem?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Mod slette mennesker; her er folk, som går og lægger ondt for Dem.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Lad dem det, – når de bare ikke lægger ondt for mig hos én.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hvem er den ene?
 

STENSGÅRD 

(stikker brevet hemmeligt til hende). 
 Se der; læs det, når De blir ensom.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ak, det vidste jeg nok! 

(ind til venstre.)
 

VÆRKSFORVALTER RINGDAL 

(fra højre). 
 Nå, jeg hører, De er gået af med sejren, herr sagfører.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, jeg er, herr forvalter; og det tiltrods for Deres højvelbårne principals bestræbelser.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Hvad har han bestræbt sig for?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 For at stemme mig ud.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Han gør brug af sin valgfrihed, som enhver anden.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er kun skade, at han nok ikke oftere kommer til at gøre brug af den.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg mener, eftersom det er så og så fat i papirerne –
 

RINGDAL. 
 I papirerne! Hvilke papirer? Hvad har De taget Dem for?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, De behøver ikke at spille, som om De ingenting forstod. Er her ikke et uvejr ivente? Fallit i stor målestok?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Jo, det hører jeg fra alle kanter.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og er kanske ikke både kammerherren og grossereren med i det?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Med tilladelse, er De gal?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, det er jo naturligt, at De søger at skjule det.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Hvad skulde det nytte? Kan sligt skjules?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Er det da ikke sandt?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ikke en stavelse, hvad kammerherren angår. Men hvor har De kunnet tro sådant noget? Hvem har bildt Dem det ind?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det siger jeg ikke for øjeblikket.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ligemeget. Men hvem der end har gjort det, så ligger der en hensigt under.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 En hensigt –!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ja, tænk Dem om; er her ingen, som kunde se sin fordel i at holde Dem borte fra kammerherren –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Min salighed; jo, jo; det er her!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Kammerherren har meget tilovers for Dem igrunden –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Har han?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ja, og det vil man forspilde; – man bygger på, at De ikke kender forholdene her, at De er opbrusende og godtroende, at –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 O, de øgler! Og madam Rundholmen, som har mit brev!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Hvilket brev?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, ingenting. Men det er ikke for sent endnu! Kære herr Ringdal, træffer De kammerherren iaften?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Det gør jeg sikkert.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så sig ham, det var vås med de trusler, han véd nok; sig ham, jeg kommer selv og forklarer alting imorgen.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Kommer De?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, for at bevise ham; – ah, bevise! Se her, herr Ringdal; giv kammerherren denne veksel fra mig.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Vekselen –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, ja; det er noget, som De ikke forstår; men giv ham den blot –
 

RINGDAL. 
 I sandhed, herr Stensgård –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og så kan De bare tilføje de simple ord fra mig: det er således jeg handler mod de folk, der vil stemme mig ud ved valgmandsvalget.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Det kan De lide på. 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hør, herr Hejre, – hvorledes kunde De fare i mig med den historie om kammerherren?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvorledes jeg kunde fare i Dem –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja visst; det er jo den sorteste løgn –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ej; se-se; det glæder mig inderligt! Tænk Dem, herr Lundestad, det er løgn, det med kammerherren.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hys; fejl spor; det er nok nærmere.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvorledes nærmere?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg véd ingenting! men folk snakker om madam Rundholmen –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, har jeg ikke spået det! Disse forbindelser med proprietariussen på Storli –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han kørte afgårde imorges, før det blev lyst –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Og familjen er ude og leder efter ham –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Og sønnen har travlt med at få søsteren vel forsørget –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Forsørget! „Imorgen”, sagde hun; og hendes uro for faderen –!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; De skal se, han er gået hen og hængt sig, faer!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Er der nogen, som har hængt sig?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Herr Hejre siger, at Monsen på Storli –
 

PROPRIETÆR MONSEN 

(fra baggrunden). 
 Champagne på bordet!
 

ASLAKSEN OG FLERE. 
 Monsen!
 

MONSEN. 
 Ja, Monsen, ja! Champagnemonsen! Pengemonsen! Vin, i fandens skind og ben!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Men, højstærede –!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De! Hvor kommer De fra!
 

MONSEN. 
 Fra forretninger! Tjent hundrede tusend! Hej; imorgen gør jeg dundrende middag på Storli. Alle ere indbudne. Champagne, siger jeg! Tillykke, Stensgård, De er jo bleven valgmand.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, jeg skal forklare Dem –
 

MONSEN. 
 Pyt; hvad rager det mig? Vin! Hvor er madam Rundholmen? 

(vil ind til venstre.)
 

TJENESTEPIGEN 

(som nylig er trådt ud). 
 Der får ingen komme ind; madamen sidder og læser et brev –
 

BASTIAN. 
 Å, død og pine! 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Læser hun et brev?
 

TJENESTEPIGEN. 
 Ja, og så er hun rent som forstyrret.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Farvel, herr Monsen; imorgen middag på Storli –
 

MONSEN. 
 Farvel; imorgen!
 

STENSGÅRD 

(dæmpet). 
 Herr Hejre, vil De gøre mig en tjeneste?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Å, såmæn, såmæn.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så mal mig en liden smule sort for madam Rundholmen; tal lidt tvetydigt om mig; – De gør sligt så udmærket.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvad Pokker er det for noget?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg har mine grunde; det er en spøg, skal jeg sige Dem, – et væddemål med – med en, som De har et horn i siden til.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Aha, jeg forstår –; noksagt!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Altså, fordærv ingenting; gør hende bare en smule tvivlsom i sin dom om mig; sådan lidt uviss indtil videre, skønner De.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Vær tryg; det skal være mig en inderlig fornøjelse –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Tak; tak, sålænge! (over mod bordet.) Herr Lundestad, vi to tales ved imorgen formiddag hos kammerherrens.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Har De håb?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Et tredobbelt!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Tredobbelt? Men jeg begriber ikke –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Behøves heller ikke; fra nu af skal jeg hjælpe mig selv. 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

MONSEN 

(ved punschbollen). 
 Et fuldt glas til, Aslaksen! Hvor er Bastian?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Han foer på døren. Men jeg har et brev at besørge for ham.
 

MONSEN. 
 Har De det?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Til madam Rundholmen.
 

MONSEN. 
 Nå endelig!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Men ikke før imorgen aften, sa’e han; hverken før eller senere; akkurat på slaget! Skål!
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(til Lundestad). 
 Hvad Pokker er der for maskepi mellem denne herr Stensgård og madam Rundholmen, De?
 

LUNDESTAD 

(sagtere). 
 Han frier til hende.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Tænkte jeg det ikke? Men han bad, jeg skulde sværte ham lidt, gøre ham mistænkt –; noksagt –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Og De lovte det?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, naturligvis.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han skal ha’e sagt om Dem det, at hvad De lover i øst, det holder De i vest.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 He-he; den kære sjæl, – da skal han sandelig ha’e forregnet sig dennegang.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(med et åbent brev, i døren til venstre). 
 Hvor er sagfører Stensgård?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Han kyssed Deres tjenestepige og gik, madam Rundholmen! 



(Teppet falder.)
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Stort modtagelsesværelse hos kammerherrens. Indgang i baggrunden; døre til højre og venstre.)


(Værksforvalter Ringdal står ved et bord og blader i nogle papirer. Det banker.)
 

RINGDAL. 
 Kom ind!
 

DOKTOR FJELDBO 

(fra baggrunden). 
 Godmorgen!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Godmorgen, herr doktor!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nå, alting står vel til?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Jo, tak; her står det nok så vel; men –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Ja, De har da sagtens hørt den store nyhed?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej. Hvad er det for noget?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Hvad? Har De ikke hørt det, som er hændt på Storli?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Monsen er rømt inat.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Rømt? Monsen?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Rømt.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men du gode Gud –?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Her gik allerede underlige rygter igår; men så kom Monsen tilbage; han må have vidst at forstille sig –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men grunden? Grunden?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Umådelige tab på trælast, siges der; et par huse i Kristiania skal være standset og så –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og så er han rømt!
 

RINGDAL. 
 Indover til Sverig, rimeligvis. Imorges kom øvrigheden til Storli; der skrives op og forsegles –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og den ulykkelige familje –?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Sønnen har nok altid holdt sig udenfor; ialfald lader han nu som ingenting, hører jeg.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, men datteren da?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Hys; datteren er her.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Her?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Huslæreren bragte hende og de små herover imorges; frøkenen har taget sig af dem i al stilhed.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og hvorledes bærer hun dette?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Å, jeg tænker, nok så tåleligt. De kan vide, efter den behandling, hun har lidt hjemme –; og desuden kan jeg fortælle Dem, at hun – Hys; der er kammerherren.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(fra venstre). 
 Se, er De der, kære doktor?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, jeg er temmelig tidligt ude. Må jeg nu ønske Dem til lykke med fødselsdagen, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, Gud bedre os for hvad lykke den bringer; men De skal have tak; jeg véd, De mener det vel.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Og tør jeg så spørge Dem, herr kammerherre –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Først et ord; De skal herefter lade den titel fare.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg er jernværksejer, slet og ret.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å, men hvad er dog dette for urimeligheder?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg har frasagt mig titel og bestilling. Min underdanigste skrivelse afgår endnu idag.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det skulde De dog sove på.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Når min konge viste mig den nåde at optage mig i sin nærmeste omgivelse, så skete det på grund af en anseelse, som min familje gennem lange slægter havde vidst at bevare.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, hvad så videre?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Min familje er beskæmmet, ligeså fuldt, som proprietær Monsen. Ja, De har da vel hørt om Monsen?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jo, jeg har.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(til Ringdal). 
 Véd man intet nærmere?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Intet andet, end at han trækker en hel del af de yngre gårdbrugere med.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og min søn?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Deres søn har skikket mig et opgør. Han kan svare enhver sit; men der blir ingenting tilovers.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hm. Ja, vil De så få min ansøgning renskrevet.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Det skal ske. 

(ud gennem den forreste dør til højre.)
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men har De betænkt Dem? Det hele kan jo ordnes i al stilhed.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Så? Kan jeg gøre mig selv uvidende om hvad der er sket?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Å, hvad er der igrunden sket? Han har jo skrevet Dem til, tilstået sin ubesindighed, tryglet om tilgivelse; dette er jo den eneste gang, han har gjort sig skyldig i sligt; hvad er det så, spørger jeg?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Vilde De handle, som min søn har handlet?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Han vil ikke gentage det; det er hovedsagen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og hvoraf véd De, at han ikke vil gentage det?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Om ikke af andet, så véd jeg det af det optrin, De selv har fortalt mig; det med Deres svigerdatter. Hvad der end kommer ud af det forresten, så vil det ryste ham til alvor.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(opover gulvet). 
 Min stakkels Selma! Vor jævne fred og lykke forspildt!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Der er noget, som står højere. Den lykke har været et skin. Ja, jeg vil sige Dem det: De har i det, som i så meget andet, bygget på en hul grund; De har været forblindet og hovmodig, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(standser). 
 Jeg?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, De! De har pukket på Deres familjes hæderlighed; men når er denne hæderlighed bleven sat på prøve? Véd De, om den vilde stået i fristelsen?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De kan spare Dem enhver præken, herr doktor; disse sidste dages begivenheder er ikke gået sporløst hen over mig.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Det tror jeg også; men lad det så vise sig i en mildere dom og i en klarere erkendelse. De bebrejder Deres søn; men hvad har De gjort for Deres søn? De har sørget for at uddanne hans evner, men ikke for at grundlægge en karaktér i ham. De har holdt foredrag over, hvad han skyldte sin hæderlige familje; men De har ikke ledet og bøjet og formet ham således, at det blev ham en ubevidst nødvendighed at handle hæderligt.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Tror De det?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg både tror det og jeg véd det. Men det er jo så almindeligt her; man sætter opgaven i at lære, istedetfor i at være. Vi ser også hvad det leder til; vi ser det i de hundreder af begavede mennesker, der går halvfærdige omkring og er ét i følelser og stemninger og noget ganske andet i værk og handlesæt. Se nu blot til Stensgård –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Stensgård, ja! Hvad siger De om Stensgård?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Stykværk. Jeg har kendt ham fra barnsben af. Hans faer var et vissent drog, en pjalt, et ingenting; han drev en liden høkernæring og pantelånerforretninger ved siden af; eller, rettere sagt, det var konen, som drev det. Hun var et grovslået fruentimmer, det mest ukvindelige, jeg har kendt. Manden fik hun gjort umyndig; ikke en hjertetanke var der i hende. Og i dette hjem vokste Stensgård op. Og så gik han i latinskole tillige. „Han skal studere”, sagde moderen; „der skal blie en dygtig inkassator af ham”. Styghed i hjemmet; løftelse i skolen; ånden, karakteren, viljen, evnerne, – altsammen hver sin vej. Hvad kunde det føre til, andet, end til splittelse i personligheden?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg véd ikke, hvad det kunde føre til. Men jeg gad vide, hvad der er godt nok for Dem. Af Stensgård kan man ingenting vente; af min søn heller ikke; men af Dem, naturligvis; af Dem –!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, af mig; netop af mig. Å, De må ikke smile; jeg hovmoder mig ikke; men jeg har fåt det, som grunder ligevægten, og som gør sikker. Jeg er vokset op under ro og harmoni, i en jævn middelstandsfamilje. Min moder er en kvinde, helt og holdent; hjemme hos os har der aldrig været ønsker udover evnerne; intet krav er forlist på forholdenes skær; intet dødsfald har grebet forstyrrende ind og efterladt tomhed og savn i kredsen. Der var der kærlighed til skønhed; men den lå inderligt i livsbetragtningen, ikke jævnsides langs med den; der var der hverken forstandens eller stemningens udskejelser –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Se, se; det er derfor De er bleven så overmåde komplet?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Langtfra at jeg det tror. Jeg siger kun, at livsvilkårene har stillet sig så uendelig gunstigt for mig; og jeg føler det som et ansvar.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Lad så være; men når Stensgård intet sådant ansvar har, da er det desto smukkere, at han alligevel –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvilket? Hvad?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De dømmer ham falskt, min gode doktor! Se her. Hvad siger De til dette?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Deres søns veksel?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, den har han sendt mig tilbage.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Frivilligt?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Frivilligt og uden betingelser. Det er smukt; det er nobelt; – og derfor står også fra idag af mit hus åbent for ham.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Betænk Dem! For Deres egen, for Deres datters skyld –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, lad mig være! Han har meget forud for Dem; han er ligefrem idetmindste; men De, De går skjult tilværks.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, De! De er bleven den styrende her i huset; De går ud og ind; jeg tager Dem på råd i alting, – og så alligevel –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, ja; alligevel –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Alligevel så er der noget bagved med Dem; noget forbandet; noget – noget fornemt, som jeg ikke udstår!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men så forklar Dem dog!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg? Nej, De skulde forklare Dem, skulde De! Men nu kan De have det så godt.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Herr kammerherre, vi to forstår ikke hinanden. Jeg har ingen veksel at sende tilbage; men det kunde dog hænde, at jeg bragte et større offer endda.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Så? Hvorved?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ved at tie.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ved at tie? Skal jeg sige Dem, hvad jeg kunde have lyst til? At blive grov, bande, gå ind i de unges forbund! De er en højfornem stivnakke, herr værkslæge; – og det passer ikke i vort fri samfund. Se Stensgård; han er ikke noget sådant; og derfor skal han få komme her i huset; han skal –; han skal –! Å, jeg gider min sæl og salighed ikke –! Nu kan De have det så godt; som man reder, så ligger man.
 

GÅRDBRUGER LUNDESTAD 

(fra baggrunden) Til lykke med dagen, herr kammerherre! Og må jeg så ønske Dem hæder og alt godt –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Å, Pokker i vold, – havde jeg nær sagt. Det er lapperi altsammen, min kære Lundestad. Der er ingenting, som holder prøve tilbunds i denne verden.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Så siger proprietær Monsens kreditorer også.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, dette med Monsen! Kom det ikke over Dem, som et lynslag?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Å, De har nu spået det så længe, De, herr kammerherre.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hm, hm; – ja visst har jeg så; det er ikke længere siden, end i forgårs; han kom her for at prelle mig –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Kanske for at frelses.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ugørligt; han var kommen for dybt i det; – og det, som sker, det er nu altid det bedste.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Velbekomme! Finder De det også bedst, at De blev slået ved valget igår?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg blev da ikke slået; det gik jo altsammen efter min egen vilje. Stensgård skal en ikke stanges med; han har det, som vi andre må bide os i fingrene efter.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, det udtryk forstår jeg ikke ganske –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han har evne til at rive mængden med sig. Og da han nu er så heldig, at han hverken hindres af karaktér eller af overbevisning eller af borgerlig stilling, så har han så svært let for at være frisindet.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg skulde dog i sandhed mene, at vi også er frisindede.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja Gu’ er vi frisindede, herr kammerherre; der er ingen tvivl om det. Men der er det ved det, at vi bare er frisindede på vore egne vegne; men nu kommer Stensgård og er frisindet på andres vegne også. Det er det nye i tingen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og alt dette omvæltningsvæsen vil De fremme?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg har læst i gamle historiebøger, at der før i tiden var folk, som kunde mane spøgelser frem; men de kunde ikke mane dem bort igen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men, kære Lundestad, hvor kan De, som en oplyst mand –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg véd nok, det er papistisk overtro, herr kammerherre; men det er med nye tanker, som med spøgelser; en kan ikke mane dem bort igen; og derfor får en se at komme ud af det med dem, så godt en kan.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, men nu, da Monsen er faldet, og rimeligvis hele dette slæng af rolighedsforstyrrere med ham –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Var Monsen faldet en to-tre dage før, så var meget blevet anderledes.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Desværre; De har været for snar –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg havde også hensyn til Dem, herr kammerherre.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Til mig?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Vort parti må bevare sin hæderlighed i folks øjne. Vi repræsenterer den gamle, grundfæstede, norske ærlighed. Havde jeg svigtet Stensgård, så véd De han har et papir –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ikke nu længere.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvad?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Her er det.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Har han sendt Dem det tilbage?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja. Personlig er han en hædersmand; det skudsmål må jeg give ham.
 

LUNDESTAD 

(tankefuld). 
 Sagfører Stensgård har gode gaver.
 

SAGFØRER STENSGÅRD 

(fra baggrunden, standser i døren). 
 Får jeg lov at komme nærmere?
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(imod ham). 
 Det kan De trygt.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Og De vil tage en lykønskning af mig?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det vil jeg.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så tag den både varm og inderlig! Og slå så en streg over alle skrevne dumheder –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg holder mig til handlinger, herr Stensgård.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 O, Gud velsigne Dem!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og fra idag af – siden De så ønsker det – fra idag af er De som hjemme her.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Må jeg? Må jeg det? 

(det banker.)
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Kom ind! 

(Flere bygdemænd, medlemmer af formandskabet o. s. v. Kammerherren går dem imøde, modtager lykønskninger og taler med dem.)
 

THORA 

(som imidlertid er trådt ind fra den bageste dør til venstre.) Herr Stensgård, må jeg takke Dem stille.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De frøken!
 

THORA. 
 Fader har sagt mig, hvor smukt De har handlet.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men –?
 

THORA. 
 O, hvor vi har miskendt Dem!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Har De –?
 

THORA. 
 Det var jo også Deres egen skyld; – nej, nej; det var vor. O, hvor inderlig gerne vilde jeg ikke gøre det godt igen.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Vilde De? Vilde De selv? Vilde De virkelig –?
 

THORA. 
 Allesammen; kunde vi såsandt –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Forfriskninger til herrerne, mit barn!
 

THORA. 
 Nu kommer de. 

(hun går op igen mod døren, hvorfra pigen straks efter kommer med vin og bagværk, der bydes omkring under det følgende.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Kære, fortræffelige Lundestad; jeg føler mig som en sejrende gud!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Så følte De Dem vel igår også.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Pyt; idag er det noget andet; det bedste; kronen på det hele! Glorien, glansen over livet!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Åhå; elskovstanker?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ingen tanker! Lykke, lykke; kærlighedslykke!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Så svoger Bastian har bragt Dem svaret?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Bastian –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, han ymted om noget igår; han havde nok lovet at tale for Dem hos en liden pige.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Å, hvad sniksnak –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Vær ikke ræd for mig. Hvis De ikke véd det endnu, så kan jeg sige Dem det: De har sejret, herr Stensgård; jeg har det fra Ringdal.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad har De fra Ringdal?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jomfru Monsen har givet sit ja.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad siger De?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Sit ja, siger jeg.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja? Ja? Og faderen er rømt!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Men ikke datteren.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Sit ja! Midt under en sådan familjeskandale! Hvor ukvindeligt! Sligt må jo støde enhver fintfølende mand tilbage. Men det er en misforståelse, det hele. Jeg har aldrig anmodet Bastian –; hvor kunde så det bæst –? Ligemeget, det kommer mig ikke ved; hvad han har gjort, må han selv svare for.
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(fra baggrunden). 
 He-he; stor forsamling; ja, naturligvis; man gør sin opvartning, sine hoser grønne, som man siger. Kanske jeg også må få lov –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Tak, tak, gamle ven!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Gudbevares, højstærede; gør sig endelig ikke så gemen. (nye gæster kommer.) Se, der har vi retfærdighedens håndlangere; – exekutionsmagten –; noksagt! (hen til Stensgård.) Ah, min kære, lykkelige, unge mand; er De der? Deres hånd! Modtag forsikkringen om en oldings uskrømtede glæde.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvorover?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 De bad mig igår tale en smule tvetydigt om Dem til hende, De véd nok –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå ja, ja; hvad så?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Det var mig en inderlig fryd at efterkomme Deres ønske –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad så; hvad så, spørger jeg? Hvorledes tog hun det?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Som en elskende kvinde, naturligvis; stak i at græde; smækked døren i lås; vilde hverken svare eller vise sig –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ah, Gudskelov!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 De er barbarisk! At sætte et enkehjerte på slig grusom prøve; at gå her og glæde sig over skinsygens kvaler –! Men kærligheden har katteøjne; noksagt; thi idag, da jeg foer forbi, stod madam Rundholmen frisk og frodig i det åbne vindu og kæmmed sit hår; så ud som en havfrue, med permission at sige; – å, det er et dygtigt fruentimmer!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Nå? Og så?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, så lo hun, som hun var besat, faer; og dermed rakte hun et brev ivejret og råbte: Et frierbrev, herr Hejre; jeg er bleven forlovet igår!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvad? Forlovet?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 En hjertelig lykønskning, unge mand; det glæder mig usigeligt, at jeg var den første, som kunde melde Dem –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er sludder! Det er snak!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvad er snak?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 De har ikke forstået hende; eller hun har ikke forstået –; forlovet! Er De gal? Nu, da Monsen er falden, så er rimeligvis hun også –
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Nej, minsæl er hun ej, faer! Madam Rundholmen står på solide ben.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ligemeget. Mine tanker går i en ganske anden retning. Det med brevet var bare en spøg, et væddemål, det hørte De jo. Kære herr Hejre, gør mig den tjeneste, ikke at tale et ord til nogen om denne dumme historie.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Forstår; forstår! Det skal holdes hemmeligt; det er det, man kalder romantik. Ak, ja; den ungdom, den skal nu altid være så poetisk!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Ja, ja; ti blot; jeg skal lønne Dem for det, – føre Deres processer –; hys; jeg stoler på Dem. 

(fjerner sig.)
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(som imidlertid har talt med Lundestad). 
 Nej, Lundestad, – det kan jeg umuligt tro.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nu svor jeg, herr kammerherre! Jeg har det fra Daniel Hejres egen mund.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvad har De fra min mund, om jeg tør spørge?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Sig mig, – har sagfører Stensgård vist dig en veksel igår?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, død og plage, det er sandt! Hvorledes hænger det sammen?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det skal jeg sige dig siden. Men du fortalte ham jo –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 De bildte ham jo ind, at den var falsk?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Pyt; en uskyldig spøg, for at gøre ham lidt betuttet i sejersrusen –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Men De sagde jo, at begge underskrifter var falske?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, for Pokker, hvorfor ikke ligesågodt begge, som den ene?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Altså dog!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(til kammerherren). 
 Og da han det hørte –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Så var det han gav vekselen til Ringdal!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Den veksel, som han ikke længere kunde bruge til at true med.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Spiller den højmodige; fører mig bag lyset påny; – åbner sig adgang til mit hus; afnøder mig taksigelser, – den, den –! Og den person –!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Men hvad er det dog for løjerlige fagter, højstærede?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Siden; siden, kære ven! (trækker Lundestad tilside.) Og den person er det, De beskytter, skubber fremad, hjælper ivejret!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 End De selv da?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 O, jeg kunde have lyst til –!
 

LUNDESTAD 

(tyder mod Stensgård, som taler med Thora). 
 Se derborte. Hvad tanker tror De ikke folk gør sig –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De tanker skal jeg bringe dem ud af.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 For sent, herr kammerherre; han hjælper sig frem med udsigter og skin og sandsynligheder –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Jeg kan også manøvrere, herr gårdbruger Lundestad!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvad vil De gøre?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Pas på! (går hen til Fjeldbo.) Herr værkslæge Fjeldbo, – vil De vise mig en tjeneste?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Med glæde!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Så fordriv den karl derhenne.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Stensgård?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, lykkejægeren; jeg tåler ikke at høre hans navn; fordriv ham!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men hvorledes kan jeg –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det blir Deres egen sag; jeg giver Dem frie hænder –
 

FJELDBO. 
 Frie hænder! Det gør De? I et og alt?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, for Pokker; ja!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Deres hånd på det, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Her er den.
 

FJELDBO. 
 I Guds navn da; nu eller aldrig! (højlydt.) Må jeg et øjeblik lægge beslag på de tilstedeværendes opmærksomhed?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Doktor Fjeldbo har ordet!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Jeg har den glæde, med kammerherre Bratsbergs samtykke, at meddele Dem min forlovelse med hans datter. 

(Udbrud af overraskelse. Thora udstøder et let skrig; kammerherren er ifærd med at sige noget, men fatter sig i det. Støj og lykønskninger.)
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Forlovelse! Din forlovelse –!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Med kammerherrens –? Med din –? Med – med –?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Er doktoren fra viddet?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men, herr kammerherre –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad kan jeg gøre? Jeg er frisindet. Jeg slutter mig til de unges forbund!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Tak, tak, – og tilgivelse!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Vi befinder os i associationernes tid, herr sagfører; den fri konkurrence leve!
 

THORA. 
 O, min velsignede fader!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, vi befinder os i forlovelsernes tid også; jeg kan melde en forlovelse til –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Det er opspind!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Nej, visst er det ikke; jomfru Monsens forlovelse –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Usandt; usandt; siger jeg!
 

THORA. 
 Nej, faer, det er sandt; de er her begge to.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvem? Hvor?
 

THORA. 
 Ragna og kandidat Helle. Derinde – 

(mod den øverste dør til højre.)
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Kandidat Helle? Ham altså –!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og her; hos mig! (op mod døren.) Herud, kære barn!
 

RAGNA 

(viger sky tilbage). 
 O, nej, nej; her er så mange mennesker!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ingen undseelse; hvad kan De for det, som er hændt?
 

KANDIDAT HELLE. 
 Herr kammerherre, hun er hjemløs nu.
 

RAGNA. 
 O, tag Dem af os!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det skal jeg. Og hjertelig tak, at I tyede til mig!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja, minsæl lever vi i forlovelsernes tid; jeg kan såmæn supplere listen –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad? Du? I din alder; – hvilken letsindighed!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Å –! Noksagt.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Spillet er tabt, herr Stensgård.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Så? (højt.) Nej, nu skal jeg supplere listen, herr Daniel Hejre! En meddelelse, mine herrer; også jeg har nået en havn.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvorledes?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Man spiller dobbelt spil; man skjuler sine sande hensigter, når det behøves. Jeg anser det for tilladeligt, når det sker i almenvellets tjeneste. Min livsgerning ligger afstukken foran mig, og den går mig for alting. Min virksomhed er viet til dette distrikt; en ideernes gæring er her at bringe klarhed i. Men det værk magtes ikke af en lykkejæger. Sognets mænd må slutte sig om en af sine egne. Derfor har jeg nu bundet mig fast og uløseligt til interesserne her, – bundet mig med hjertets bånd. Har jeg vakt misforståelse hos nogen, så må det tilgives. Også jeg er forlovet.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Forlovet!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Bevidnes.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men hvorledes –?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Forlovet? Med hvem?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Det er da vel aldrig –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 En frugt af hjertets og forstandens overvejelser. Ja, mine sognemænd, jeg er forlovet, med enkemadame Rundholmen.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Med madam Rundholmen!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Landhandlerens enke?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hm. Ja så!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men jeg løber surr i alt dette. Hvorledes kunde De da –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Manøvrer, herr jernværksejer!
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han har gode gaver.
 

BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN 

(ser ind af døren i baggrunden). 
 Beer mangfoldig om forladelse –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, kom ind, Aslaksen! Vil De også gratulere?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, Gudbevares, så grov er jeg ikke. Men jeg må nødvendigt tale med herr Stensgård.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Siden; De kan vente udenfor.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, død og plage, jeg må sige Dem –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hold Deres mund! Hvad er dette her for påtrængenhed? – Ja, mine herrer, så forunderlige er skæbnens veje. Distriktet og jeg trængte til et fast og varigt bånd imellem os; jeg traf en moden kvinde, som kunde skabe mig et hjem. Nu har jeg kastet lykkejægerhammen, og her har I mig i eders midte, som den jævne folkets mand. Tag mig. Jeg er rede til at stå eller falde på enhver post, hvor eders tillid måtte stille mig.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Han har vundet.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 I sandhed, jeg må sige – (til pigen, som har nærmet sig ham fra døren i baggrunden.) Nå, nå; hvad er det? Hvad fniser du af?
 

PIGEN. 
 Madam Rundholmen –
 

DE OMSTÅENDE. 
 Madam Rundholmen?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Hvad hun?
 

PIGEN. 
 Madam Rundholmen står udenfor med sin kæreste –
 

DE FLESTE 

(i munden på hverandre). 
 Kæreste? Madam Rundholmen? Men hvorledes –?
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Hvilken snak!
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, jeg sagde Dem jo –
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(mod døren). 
 Herind; herind! 

(Bastian Monsen med madam Rundholmen under armen fra baggrunden; almindeligt røre.)
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja, herr kammerherre, De må endelig ikke blive vred –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Bevares; bevares!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Men jeg måtte rigtig op og vise Dem og frøkenen min kæreste.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, ja, – De er jo bleven forlovet; men –
 

THORA. 
 Men vi vidste ikke –
 

STENSGÅRD 

(til Aslaksen). 
 Men hvorledes er det dog –?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Jeg havde så meget i hodet igår; så meget at tænke på, mener jeg –
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Men hun fik jo mit brev, og –
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, hun fik Bastian Monsens; her er Deres.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Bastians? Og her –? (kaster et øje på udskriften, krammer brevet sammen og putter det i lommen.) O, De forbandede ulykkesfugl!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja, såmæn slog jeg til! En skal vogte sig for de falske mandfolk; men når en har sort på hvidt for at en mandsperson mener det redeligt så –. Nej, se; der er sagfører Stensgård også! Ja, De, herr Stensgård, De vil da visst gratulere mig?
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(til Lundestad). 
 Hvor glubsk hun ser på ham, De!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det vil han visst, madam Rundholmen; men vil ikke De gratulere Deres tilkommende svigerinde!
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hvem?
 

THORA. 
 Ragna; hun er også bleven forlovet.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Du, Ragna?
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Ja så? Ja, min kæreste sagde jo, at en viss en gik på frierfødder. Til lykke begge to; og velkommen i familjen, herr Stensgård!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, nej; ikke ham!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nej, kandidat Helle; et fortræffeligt valg. Og min datter må De såmæn også gratulere.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Frøkenen! Nå; så havde Lundestad ret alligevel! Gratulerer, frøken; gratulerer, herr sagfører!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Doktor, skal De sige.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Hvad?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Doktor; det er mig.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN. 
 Nej, nu véd jeg hverken ud eller ind!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Men nu véd jeg først både ud og ind!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Undskyld; en nødvendig forretning –
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(sagte). 
 Lundestad, hvad var det andet –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Hvilket andet?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ikke lykkejæger; men det andet –
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Rodhugger.
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Jeg anbefaler mig!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Et ord, så godt som ti, herr sagfører Stensgård! Et ord, – et ord, som længe har ligget mig på hjertet –
 

STENSGÅRD 

(henimod udgangen). 
 Undskyld; jeg har hastværk.
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(efter ham). 
 Rodhugger!
 

STENSGÅRD. 
 Farvel; farvel! 

(ud i baggrunden.)
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(kommer nedover igen). 
 Nu er luften ren, mine venner!
 

BASTIAN. 
 Og kammerherren lægger ikke mig til last, hvad der er hændt hjemme?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Enhver får feje for sin egen dør.
 

BASTIAN. 
 Jeg har heller ingen del i det.
 

SELMA 

(som under det foregående har lyttet ved den øverste dør til højre). 
 Faer! Nu er du glad; – må han nu komme?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Selma! Du! Du beder for ham? Du, som iforgårs –
 

SELMA. 
 Pyt; det er længe siden iforgårs. Alt er godt. Nu véd jeg, han kan gøre gale streger –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Og det glæder du dig over?
 

SELMA. 
 Ja, over at han kan; men han skal ikke få lov til det.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ind med ham. 

(Selma ud igen til højre.)
 

VÆRKSFORVALTER RINGDAL 

(fra den forreste dør til højre). 
 Her er afskedsansøgningen.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Tak; men istykker med den.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Istykker?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, Ringdal; det er ikke på den måde. Jeg kan sone alligevel; alvor og gerning –
 

ERIK BRATSBERG 

(med Selma fra højre). 
 Har du tilgivelse for mig?
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(rækker ham vekselen). 
 Jeg tør ikke være ubarmhjertigere end skæbnen.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 Faer! Endnu idag skal jeg standse med min forretning, som er dig så meget imod.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nej, tak; nu blir du stående. Ingen fejghed! Ingen flugt fra fristelsen! Men jeg står hos. (højt.) Ja, véd De nyt, mine herrer? Jeg er gået ind i firmaet med min søn.
 

FLERE AF GÆSTERNE. 
 Hvad? De, herr kammerherre?
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Du, højstærede?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja; det er en hæderlig og velsignelsesrig virksomhed. Eller kan ialfald være det. Og nu har jeg heller ikke længere nogen grund til at holde mig udenfor.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja, véd De hvad, herr kammerherre Bratsberg, – vil De tage fat til gavn for distriktet, så var det rigtignok både spot og skam, om jeg gamle arbejdstræl skulde svigte min værnepligt.
 

ERIK BRATSBERG. 
 De! Virkelig?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Jeg får jo. Efter den elskovssorg, som har rammet sagfører Stensgård idag –; Gud bevare mig for at tvinge mennesket ind i statssager nu. Han bør friske sig op; ud at rejse, bør han, og jeg skal se at hjælpe til. Og derfor, mine sognemænd, har I brug for mig, så tag mig.
 

SOGNEMÆNDENE 

(under håndtryk og bevægelse). 
 Tak, Lundestad! De er dog den gamle! De svigter ikke!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Se, det er, som det skal være; nu kommer alting i sin rette gænge igen. Men hvem er igrunden skyld i alt dette?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, De, Aslaksen, De må kunne gøre rede for –!
 

ASLAKSEN 

(forskrækket). 
 Jeg, herr doktor! Jeg er så uskyldig, som barn i moers liv!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Men det brev, som –?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Det var ikke mig, siger jeg! Det var valgmandsvalget og Bastian Monsen og skæbnen og tilfældet og madam Rundholmens punsch; – der var ikke citron i den, og så står jeg just med pressen i næven –
 

KAMMERHERREN 

(nærmere). 
 Hvilket? Hvad; hvad?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Pressen, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Pressen! Der har vi det! Er det ikke det, jeg altid har sagt, at pressen har en overordentlig magt i vore dage?
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Nej, men, herr kammerherre –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ingen utidig beskedenhed, herr bogtrykker Aslaksen. Jeg har hidindtil ikke læst Deres avis; herefter vil jeg læse den. Må jeg bede om ti eksemplarer.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 De skal gerne få tyve, herr kammerherre!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå ja, tak; lad mig så få tyve. Og trænger De forøvrigt til penge, så kom til mig; jeg vil støtte pressen; men det siger jeg Dem på forhånd, – jeg vil ikke skrive noget i den.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Nej, men hvad hører jeg! Deres datter forlovet!
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, hvad siger De til det?
 

RINGDAL. 
 Velsignet, siger jeg! Men når skete det?
 

FJELDBO 

(hurtigt). 
 Å, det skal jeg siden –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det skede såmæn sidstleden 17de Maj.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Hvorledes –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Samme dag, som lille frøken Ragna –
 

THORA. 
 Faer, faer; har du vidst –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, mine kære; jeg har vidst det den hele tid.
 

FJELDBO. 
 O, herr kammerherre –!
 

THORA. 
 Men hvem har –?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 En anden gang skal I småpiger tale lidt mindre højrøstet, når jeg sidder og blunder i karnappet.
 

THORA. 
 O, Gud; sad du indenfor gardinerne?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Så forstår jeg Deres adfærd –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Ja, De, som kunde gå her og tie.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Vilde det have nyttet, om jeg havde talt før idag?
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 De har ret, Fjeldbo; det mellemliggende måtte til.
 

THORA 

(sagte, til Fjeldbo). 
 Ja, tie kan du. Alt dette med Stensgård; – hvorfor fik jeg ingenting at vide?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Når en høg kredser over dueslaget, så vogter og værger man sin lille due, – men man ængster ikke. 

(de afbrydes af madam Rundholmen.)
 

DANIEL HEJRE 

(til kammerherren). 
 Hør; du får virkelig undskylde; men vi kommer til at opsætte vore procesanliggender på ubestemt tid.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Gør vi det? Nå ja, ja!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Jeg skal sige dig, jeg har overtaget en stilling som nyhedsreferent i Aslaksens avis.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det fornøjer mig.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Og du vil selv indse, – de mange løbende forretninger –
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Vel, vel, min gamle ven; jeg kan godt vente.
 

MADAM RUNDHOLMEN 

(til Thora). 
 Ja, jeg har såmæn grædt mine modige tårer for det slette menneske. Men nu takker jeg Vorherre for Bastian. Den anden, han er falsk, som skum på vand; og så er han så uvorren i tobaksvejen, frøken; og så vil han ha’e alting så lækkert til hverdags; det er en ren madhest.
 

PIGEN 

(fra venstre). 
 Bordet er dækket.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Nå, så tager De vel allesammen tiltakke. Herr gårdbruger Lundestad, De sidder hos mig; og De også, herr typograf Aslaksen.
 

RINGDAL. 
 Jo, her vil rigtignok blive stof til skåler!
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Ja; og det er vel neppe ubeskedent, om en olding forbeholder sig skålen for de kære fraværende.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Én fraværende kommer igen, herr Hejre.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Sagføreren?
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 Ja; pas på, mine herrer! Om ti-femten år sidder Stensgård i folkets eller i kongens råd, – kanske i dem begge på engang.
 

FJELDBO. 
 Om ti-femten år? Ja, men da kan han ikke stå i spidsen for de unges forbund.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Hvorfor ikke det?
 

FJELDBO. 
 Nej, for da vil han være af en temmelig tvivlsom alder.
 

DANIEL HEJRE. 
 Men så kan han jo stå i spidsen for de tvivlsommes forbund, faer! Det er også det Lundestad mener. Han siger omtrent som Napoleon: de tvivlsomme, siger han, det er det stof, hvoraf man gør politikusser; he-he!
 

FJELDBO. 
 Ja, hvorom alting er, – vort forbund skal bestå både gennem unge og tvivlsomme dage. Og det skal vedblive at være de unges forbund. Da Stensgård stiftede sin forening og løftedes på folkets skuldre under frihedsdagens jubel og rus, da sagde han: med de unges forbund er et forsyn i pakt! For vort vedkommende tænker jeg selv theologen der tør lade det ord gælde.
 

KAMMERHERREN. 
 Det tænker jeg med, mine venner; thi sandelig, – vi har tumlet og famlet i dårskab; men gode engle stod bag.
 

LUNDESTAD. 
 A, Gud bedre os; englene, de har nok været så middels.
 

ASLAKSEN. 
 Ja, det ligger i de lokale forholde, herr Lundestad!
 

(Teppet falder.)
 






  







               
 

Digte
 

Spillemænd.
 

Til hende stod mine tanker 
 hver en sommerlys nat; 
 men vejen den bar til elven 
 i det duggede orekrat.
 

Hej, kender du gru og sange, 
 kan du kogle den dejliges sind, 
 så i store kirker og sale 
 hun mener at følge dig ind!
 

Jeg maned den våde af dybet; 
 han spilled mig bent fra Gud; – 
 men da jeg var bleven hans mester, 
 var hun min broders brud.
 

I store kirker og sale 
 mig selv jeg spilled ind, 
 og fossens gru og sange 
 veg aldrig fra mit sind.
 

Kong Håkons gildehal.
 

Du gamle hal med de mure grå, 
 hvor uglen bygger sin rede, – 
 så tidt jeg dig ser, må jeg tænke på 
 kong Lear på den vilde hede.
 

Han gav sine døtre kronens skat, 
 han gav dem sit dyreste eje; 
 da jog de ham ud en uvejrs-nat, 
 at færdes på vildsomme veje.
 

Du hal, som tynges af tidens vægt, 
 du måtte det samme friste; – 
 du gav en utaksom efterslægt 
 den dyreste skat, du vidste.
 

Du gav os mindernes gyldne høst, 
 en saga med billeder rige. 
 Men hørtes en eneste sønne-røst 
 sit „tak” gennem natten skrige?
 

Der måtte du stå, som Albions drot, 
 til leg for de kåde vinde; 
 sex hundrede år hven stormens spot 
 omkring din grånende tinde. –
 

Nu dages det, gubbe; dit folk er vakt; 
 nu prøver vi fejlen at rette: 
 vi flikker med klude din kongedragt; 
 du har alt en narrehætte.
 

Og derfor, du hal med de mure grå, 
 hvor uglen bygger sin rede, – 
 så tidt jeg dig ser, må jeg tænke på 
 kong Lear på den vilde hede.
 

Byggeplaner.
 

Jeg mindes så grant, som om idag det var hændt, 
 den kveld jeg så i bladet mit første digt på prent. 
 Der sad jeg på min hybel og med dampende drag 
 jeg røgte og jeg drømte i saligt selvbehag.
 

„Et skyslot vil jeg bygge. Det skal lyse over Nord. 
 To fløje skal der være; en liden og en stor. 
 Den store skal huse en udødelig skald; 
 den lille skal tjene et pigebarn til hal. –”
 

Mig syntes at i planen var en herlig harmoni; 
 men siden er der kommet forstyrrelse deri. 
 Da mester blev fornuftig, blev slottet splittergalt: 
 storfløjen blev for liden, den lille fløj forfaldt.
 

Markblomster og potteplanter.
 

„Min Gud, jeg kan ej Deres smag forstå, 
 ve´d ej, hvor De har Deres øjne! 
 Hun er ingen skønhed, og regnes må så 
 halvvejs til de forfløjne.” –
 

Ja, vistnok det mere stemmende var 
 med tonen i dagens dramer, 
 ifald jeg mig kåred et exemplar 
 iblandt de normale damer.
 

De pranger, som vinterens blomsterflor, 
 så sirligt i vinduskarmen; 
 som potteplanter i lunken jord 
 de grønnes ved kakkelovns-varmen.
 

Og regelmæssigt hver blomstergren 
 forynges efter sin dvale; – 
 ja, var jeg fornuftig, jeg kåred mig en 
 imellem de mange normale.
 

Hvad hjælper fornuftens kløgtige garn! 
 Dens røst er mig led og vammel; 
 thi hun er et markens friluftsbarn 
 og sexten skærsommere gammel!
 

En fuglevise.
 

Vi gik en dejlig vårdag 
 alle´en op og ned; 
 lokkende som en gåde 
 var det forbudne sted.
 

Og vestenvinden vifted, 
 og himlen var så blå; 
 i linden sad en fuglemor 
 og sang for sine små.
 

Jeg malte digterbilleder 
 med legende farvespil; 
 to brune øjne lyste 
 og lo og lytted til.
 

Over os kan vi høre 
 hvor det tisker og ler; – 
 men vi, vi tog et smukt farvel, 
 og mødtes aldrig mer. –
 

Og når jeg ensom driver 
 alle´en op og ned, 
 så har for de fjærede småfolk 
 jeg aldrig ro og fred.
 

Fru Spurv har siddet og lyttet, 
 mens vi troskyldigt gik, 
 og gjort om os en vise, 
 og sat den i musik.
 

Den er i fuglemunde; 
 thi under løvets tag 
 hver næbbet sanger nynner 
 om hin lyse forårsdag.
 

På Akershus.
 

Sommernattens slør med milde 
 folder sig om jorden spænder; 
 enkle stjerner, store, stille, 
 blege bagom skodden brænder.
 

Fjorden letter nu sit trange 
 bryst med dump og dæmpet stemme. 
 Hør, det er som barndomssange, 
 dem en aldrig ret kan glemme.
 

Gamle Akershus ser roligt 
 gennem tågen over sjøen; 
 stundom nikker han fortroligt, 
 tykkes mig, mod Hovedøen.
 

Akershus, den gamle hvide, 
 står såvisst i stærke drømme; 
 sikkert styrer han med stride 
 åretag mod mindets strømme.
 

Ja – de gæster ham, de svundne 
 blodværksmænd fra mørke tider; – 
 linombundne, floromvundne 
 gennem hallen stilt de skrider.
 

Og se der –, jeg ser og gruer, 
 snart i brand og snart i frysning – 
 bag de høje salsvinduer 
 dirrer der en blålig lysning.
 

Hvem er han, hin tunge ridder 
 med den røde glød i øjet, – 
 han, som stur i salen sidder, 
 i sin stol fremoverbøjet?
 

Ja, for visst! Kong Kristjern er det! 
 Panden skrukket, kinden gusten; – 
 hånden famler efter sværdet, 
 sliren er af blodskvæt rusten. –
 

Lig en gravlagt storheds minde, 
 fyrstefager end at skue, 
 i karnappet står en kvinde; 
 det er visst Knut Alfsøns frue.
 

Danske flåden er i fjorden; 
 hendes husbond gik at værne 
 værgeløs om fædrejorden, – 
 kom som gæst til Gyldenstjerne.
 

Liglagt ror de ham tilstrande 
 uden sang og uden kærte; – 
 hugget i Knut Alfsøns pande 
 var et hugg i Norges hjerte. –
 

Se den bundne mand i kåben. 
 Let, jeg tænker, navnet gættes; 
 hundred hærmænd under våben; – 
 Herlof Hyttefad skal rettes.
 

Bål er rejst i Ormegården; 
 blodet blommer dødning-linet; 
 fire svende står ved båren, – 
 Kristjern glytter bag gardinet.
 

Rige frihedsmand, som strøde 
 for dit folk i døden roser! 
 Mer end kirkevirak søde 
 blodrøg, som fra bålet oser!
 

Martyrblod med sædens kræfter, – 
 sæd fra Norges ulivs sårdag, 
 som tre hundred år derefter 
 sprat ved Ejdsvolds Værk en vårdag!
 

Og se der –! Nej, undaf gled det, 
 thi „løs af” det lød fra vagten; – 
 Akershus har åndeklædet 
 byttet bort mod hverdagsdragten.
 

Ederfuglen.
 

Ederfuglen i Norge bor; 
 der holder han til ved den blygrå fjord.
 

Han plukker af brystet de bløde dun, 
 og bygger sig rede både varm og lun.
 

Men fjordens fisker har stålsat hug; 
 han plyndrer redet til sidste fnug.
 

Er fiskeren grum, så er fuglen varm; 
 han ribber igen sin egen barm.
 

Og plyndres han atter, så klæder han dog 
 sit rede påny i en velgemt krog.
 

Men røves hans tredje, hans sidste skat, – 
 da spiler han vinger en forårs-nat.
 

Da kløver han skodden med blodigt bryst; – 
 mod syd, mod syd til en solskins-kyst!
 

Med en vandlilje.
 

Se, min bedste, hvad jeg bringer; 
 blomsten med de hvide vinger. 
 På de stille strømme båren 
 svam den drømmetung i våren.
 

Vil du den til hjemmet fæste, 
 fæst den på dit bryst, min bedste; 
 bag dens blade da sig dølge 
 vil en dyb og stille bølge.
 

Vogt dig, barn, for tjernets strømme. 
 Farligt, farligt der at drømme! 
 Nøkken lader som han sover; – 
 liljer leger ovenover.
 

Barn, din barm er tjernets strømme. 
 Farligt, farligt der at drømme; – 
 liljer leger ovenover; – 
 nøkken lader som han sover.
 

Fugl og fuglefænger.
 

Gutte-kåd, af granepinde 
 snitted jeg en fuglefælde. 
 Førend jeg til ti kan tælle, 
 flakser fuglen stængt derinde.
 

Og jeg bar med grusom glæde 
 fælden ind i barnestuen, 
 skræmte fangen med mit vrede 
 blik, med fagter og med truen.
 

Da jeg ret mig havde moret, 
 og til gagns min grumhed mættet, 
 lod jeg fælden stå på bordet, – 
 åbned så forsigtig brættet.
 

Ej, hvor bruger han sin vinge! 
 Liv og frihed er ham buden; – 
 ud mod lyset vil han svinge 
 sig, men tumler knust – mod ruden! –
 

Fugl i fælden, du er hævnet! 
 Nu er selve gutten hildet 
 i et stængsel, hvor han evned 
 kun at flakse om forvildet.
 

Også ham et øje stirrer 
 skræmsomt på igennem gittret. 
 Dette blik hans sind forvirrer; 
 rædsel har ham gennemsittret.
 

Og når han på gab tror ane 
 vinduet, som til frihed bringer, 
 dratter han med brudte vinger, 
 bums, ifra sin stængte bane.
 

Bergmanden.
 

Bergvæg, brist med drøn og brag 
 for mit tunge hammerslag! 
 Nedad må jeg vejen bryde, 
 til jeg hører malmen lyde.
 

Dybt i fjeldets øde nat 
 vinker mig den rige skat, – 
 diamant og ædelstene 
 mellem guldets røde grene.
 

Og i dybet er der fred, – 
 fred og ørk fra evighed; – 
 bryd mig vejen, tunge hammer, 
 til det dulgtes hjertekammer!
 

Engang sad som gut jeg glad 
 under himlens stjernerad, 
 trådte vårens blomsterveje, 
 havde barnefred i eje.
 

Men jeg glemte dagens pragt 
 i den midnatsmørke schakt, 
 glemte liens sus og sange 
 i min grubes tempelgange.
 

Dengang først jeg steg herind, 
 tænkte jeg med skyldfrit sind: 
 dybets ånder skal mig råde 
 livets endeløse gåde. –
 

End har ingen ånd mig lært, 
 hvad mig tykkedes så sært; 
 end er ingen stråle runden, 
 som kan lyse op fra grunden.
 

Har jeg fejlet? Fører ej 
 frem til klarhed denne vej? 
 Lyset blinder jo mit øje, 
 hvis jeg søger i det høje.
 

Nej, i dybet må jeg ned; 
 der er fred fra evighed. 
 Bryd mig vejen, tunge hammer, 
 til det dulgtes hjertekammer! –
 

Hammerslag på hammerslag 
 indtil livets sidste dag. 
 Ingen morgenstråle skinner; 
 ingen håbets sol oprinder.
 

Min unge vin.
 

Du kaldte dig min unge vin, 
 mig karret løvomkranset. 
 Du dufted sød, du perled fin, 
 du gæred hed, og du var min; – 
 da blev processen standset.
 

Min vin blev stjålen af en fløs; 
 men karret bærmen aver. 
 Jeg skal ej knalde dig af døs; 
 jeg exploderer ej, min tøs, – 
 jeg falder blot i staver.
 

Lysræd.
 

Den tid jeg gik i skolen 
 var mod nok i mit sind, – 
 at sige, så længe til solen 
 gik under bag bergets tind.
 

Men lagde sig nattens skygge 
 udover ås og myr, 
 da skræmte mig spøgelser stygge 
 fra sagn og fra eventyr.
 

Og bare jeg lukked øjet, 
 jeg drømte så meget og mangt, – 
 og alt mit mod var fløjet – 
 Gud vide må hvor langt.
 

Nu er der en forandring 
 med alting i mit sind; 
 nu går mit mod på vandring 
 ved morgensolens skin.
 

Nu er det dagens trolde, 
 nu er det livets larm, 
 som drysser alle de kolde 
 rædsler i min barm.
 

Jeg gemmer mig under fligen 
 af mørkets skræmsels-slør; 
 da ruster sig al min higen 
 så ørnedjerv som før.
 

Da trodser jeg hav og flammer; 
 jeg sejler som falk i sky, 
 jeg glemmer angst og jammer – 
 til næste morgengry.
 

Men fattes mig nattens foerværk, 
 jeg ve´d ej mit arme råd; – 
 ja, øver jeg engang et storværk, 
 så blir det en mørkets dåd.
 

Digterens vise.
 

(Af „Kærlighedens komedie”.)





Solglad dag i hegnet have 
 skabtes dig til lyst og leg; 
 tænk ej på, at høstens gave 
 tidt-nok vårens løfter sveg. 
 Æbleblomsten, hvid og vakker, 
 breder over dig sit tjeld, – 
 lad den så langs alle bakker 
 drysses vejrslåt næste kveld.
 

Hvad vil du om frugten spørge 
 midt i træets blomstertid? 
 Hvorfor sukke, hvorfor sørge, 
 sløvet under slæb og slid? 
 Hvorfor lade fugleskræmmen 
 klappre dag og nat på stang? 
 Glade broder, fuglestemmen 
 ejer dog en bedre klang!
 

Hvorfor vil du spurven jage 
 fra din rige blomstergren? 
 Lad den før som sangløn tage 
 din forhåbning en for en. 
 Tro mig, du ved byttet vinder, 
 tusker sang mod sildig frugt; 
 husk moralen „tiden rinder”; 
 snart din frilufts-lund er lukt.
 

Jeg vil leve, jeg vil synge, 
 til den dør, den sidste hæk; – 
 fej da trøstig alt i dynge, 
 kast så hele stasen væk! 
 Grinden op; lad får og kviger 
 gramse grådigt, hver som bedst; 
 jeg brød blomsten; lidt det siger, 
 hvem der tar den døde rest.
 

Kløften.
 

Tungt trak det op; en regnsky brast, 
 og kløften blev en elv i hast.
 

Og alt som uvejrs-flommen steg, 
 den bobled, bruste, sang og skreg.
 

Det trak forbi; det lufted væk, 
 og elven skrumped ind til bæk.
 

Der hvisled dråbers regnbu-støv; 
 der rasled perler over løv.
 

En vakker hundedag – som før 
 lå kløftens grusbund ganske tør.
 

Men klangen blev: der hvisled støv, 
 der knirked kvas, der rasled løv.
 

Det minded fjernt om kildevæld. 
 Jeg selv har sværmet der en kveld.
 

Højfjeldsliv.
 

I dalen er der sommernat 
 med lange skyggers slør; 
 i højden går om bergvæg brat 
 en sjø for kveldens bør: 
 der vælter skyens bølger grå, 
 og intet syn når op 
 til jøklen, som i dagen lå 
 og vidt udover bygden så, 
 med solguld om sin top.
 

Men over tågebølgers brand, 
 i glans af guld og rav, 
 der højner sig et fredlyst land, 
 lig øflok spredt i hav. 
 Den store fjeldfugl sejler slig 
 som skibet videst ud, 
 men tinders rad bag jøkelflig 
 står, hærklædt troldefylking lig, 
 og truer vest mod Gud.
 

Dog se, derborte sel og kve´ 
 i slør af fonnens bræm! 
 Der blåner fjeld, der glittrer sne 
 omkring det stille hjem. 
 Det er en verden for sig selv, 
 og folket er som den, – 
 fra bygden skilt ved urd og elv, 
 det har et større himmelhvælv, 
 og bedre sol til ven.
 

Se sæterjenten lydløs stå 
 i glød og skygger svøbt. 
 Den alvors-alf, hun stirrer på, 
 har intet ordlag døbt. 
 Hun ve´d ej selv hvor langt han vil, 
 så lidt hun ve´d hans navn; 
 men under lur og bjældespil 
 det bærer bort i solfalds ild; – 
 mon tro, der findes havn? –
 

Det er så kort, dit højlands-liv 
 på sætervold ved bræ; 
 snart foldes snevejrs-kåben stiv 
 udover sel og kve´. 
 Da sidder du ved ovnens kul 
 i vintrens vante færd; – 
 men spind du trøstig hamp og uld: 
 et syn på højfjelds-kveldens guld 
 er vel sin vinter værd.
 

På sangertog.
 

Frem gennem holmernes række, 
 den hellige skinnende dag, 
 damper vor stolte snekke, 
 pyntet med hundrede flag.
 

Ungdommens sang inden borde, 
 jubel fra bryst og mund, 
 vælter sig vidt over fjorde, 
 fylder de trange sund.
 

Fremmest i stavnen klinger 
 hornets og tubaens slag. 
 Kirkeklokkerne ringer; – 
 dem hører ej Strilen idag.
 

Han hører ej klokker kime, 
 han glemmer sin salmebog, 
 han glemmer højmessens time 
 for sangernes søndags-tog.
 

Men, tro mig, som der han sidder 
 og undres og stirrer ud 
 over de tonende vidder, – 
 han er ikke langt fra Gud.
 

Han skønner ej togets tanke, 
 ve´d ej, hvad slig færd har voldt, – 
 men kender nok blodet banke 
 i veksling, snart varmt, snart koldt.
 

Han letter sig fra sin tue 
 derborte på næssets knat; 
 og sangeren svinger sin hue, 
 og Strilen tar til sin hat.
 

Gennem leden, skaldet og nøgen, 
 vi stryger på rullinger blå; 
 han sidder og ser efter røgen 
 så langt, som øjet kan nå.
 

Vi flyver med flagrende faner, 
 vi synger os fuglefri; 
 han sidder igen og aner: 
 nu strøg noget stort forbi.
 

Vi stævner til strålende fester 
 med blomster og lampe-skær; 
 han kender ej andre gæster, 
 end alvorets tause hær.
 

Og dog, lad det aldrig dig nage, 
 du hindred hans kirkegang; 
 visst tog han fra mødet tilbage 
 en afglans af lys og sang. –
 

Se, slig skal vi brødre, vi unge, 
 på livsfærden, festlig og rig, 
 vidne med vækkende tunge 
 langs landet i bugt og vik.
 

Der er ej så taus en hule, 
 lidt genlyd ejer den jo. 
 Vi er som de sjungende fugle 
 med frøkorn i næb og klo.
 

Hvorhelst end vingerne stryger, 
 langs fjeldryg, som lavt over fjord, 
 et frøkorn fra flokken fyger 
 til trivsel i længtende jord.
 

En svane.
 

Min hvide svane, 
 du stumme, du stille; 
 hverken slag eller trille 
 lod sangrøst ane.
 

Angst beskyttende 
 alfen, som sover, – 
 altid lyttende, 
 gled du henover.
 

Men sidste mødet, 
 da eder og øjne 
 var lønlige løgne, – 
 ja da, da lød det!
 

I toners føden 
 du slutted din bane. 
 Du sang i døden; – 
 du var dog en svane!
 

Priset være kvinden!
 

(Ved en sangerfest.)





Med sommer i sind foer vi frem gennem sund og fjord; 
 livsmodet svulmed i bølgende kor. 
           I løvspring under led, 
           i fuglesangen med, 
 fandt vi samme higende drift, som i os, – 
 længsel imod lyset med jubel og trods!
 

Ja, sangerens sind er som birken i solvarm vår; 
 gærende saft gennem årerne går; 
           der modnes den tilsidst 
           som løvkrans over kvist; 
 se, da er hans fylde i kvad sprungen ud: 
 længsel imod lyset er livsgådens bud.
 

Men hist i det lokkende lysland er kvindens hjem; 
 kvad-frøets spirer fra hende gik frem. 
           Til hende de på ny 
           som voksne kvad skal fly. 
 Priset være kvinden, hvor sangbølgen går; 
 hun er fagrest dag-glans i sangerens vår!
 

4de Juli 1859.
 

(Kong Oskars fødselsdag.)





Unge Norge, sænk dit flag, 
 lad det foldes tungt om stangen; 
 der er sorg i glædens lag, 
 gråvejrs-tyngsel over sangen. 
 Sommersol i li og lund 
 bær ej smil til folkemund: 
 helbud over landet rider, 
 melder at kong Oskar lider.
 

Ja, han lider langt herfra, 
 har ej syn for sol og sommer. 
 Unge Norge, ræk ham da 
 folkehjertets fagre blommer! 
 Luft fra livets friske væld 
 tør ham lindre for en kveld. 
 Sæt dig stille ved hans leje, 
 skænk ham, hvad du har i eje!
 

Han for dig har stridt og tænkt, 
 from og folkekær i lande. 
 Nu har fulest sot sig sænkt 
 som et slør om kongens pande; – 
 gæst ham nu med vuggesang, 
 tag ham som dit barn i fang, 
 lad mod drømmens strand ham stævne, – 
 fager drøm har lægdoms-evne.
 

Kongen lider. Højt og hult 
 går hans bryst som sjø for stormen; 
 kongens bryst, så rigt og fuldt, 
 er nu hjem for helsots-ormen. 
 Unge Norge, hvert dens hugg 
 svale du med sangens dugg; – 
 folkets kvad for kongens helse 
 lindring har, om end ej frelse.
 

Sænk dig, konge, sødt i blund; 
 folket om dit leje sidder; 
 gæst i drømme Norges lund, 
 furumo og fjeldets vidder. 
 Langs med led i hver en bugt 
 er der søndagsligt og smukt; 
 kvæg dig, konge; – fromt og stille 
 fejres folkesorgens gilde.
 

Did i drøm, hvor elvesus, 
 under urd og højfjelds-rygge, 
 dugger bondens bjelkehus, 
 mellem liens løv i skygge! 
 Gubben med det hvide skæg 
 står på hellen udfor væg, 
 standser mænd, som opad rider, 
 spør om kongen endnu lider.
 

Styr din flugt udover vik. 
 Ser du guttens leg i haven? 
 Se, hvor han den røde flig 
 fæster højt på gærdestaven. 
 Han har hørt af far en dag: 
 flaget er kong Oskars flag; – 
 derfor han fra lysthus-taget 
 leger konge, – frigør flaget.
 

Svanevinget under sejl 
 kløver briggen bølgetoppe. 
 Konge, læs dit navn i spejl; 
 konge, hils, – dit flag er oppe! 
 Skuden træder, let og kæk, 
 havfru-dans med krænget dæk; – 
 Norges sejler evigt bære 
 Norges flag til Oskars ære!
 

Ak, min konge, – stakket drøm 
 folkets vuggesang dig skænker; 
 ormens helbid, smertens strøm, 
 magtløs dig til lejet lænker. 
 Men så tidt en lindring sval 
 vifter over al din kval, – 
 tag det for en bøn, som svinger 
 sig mod Gud fra folkets bringer!
 

Skolehuset.
 

(Ved indvielsen.)





Mens lien gulner og skogens flor 
 for løvfalds-stakken må vige, 
 her vier ind vi en urtegård 
 for åndens evige rige. 
 Den ligger højt på klippegrund, 
 den står med mure trygge; – 
 Gud signe mildt fra denne stund 
 det værk, vi her fik bygge!
 

Vi fjeldets sønner, vi ve´d så vel, 
 at urt kan artes på hejen, 
 at tallens top, der den gror på fjeld, 
 mod himlen kækt finder vejen; – 
 vi ve´d, at strå bag bergets urd 
 kan aksets kronguld bære; 
 så trives og bag skolens mur 
 den grøderige lære!
 

Thi Gud vil sende sit godvejr ned 
 til urtegården herinde, 
 så tankens spirer, så åndens sæd 
 sig frem til modning kan vinde; 
 han skænke frimarks luftning mild, 
 og lys fra livets vidder; 
 thi friluft trænger tanken til, 
 som våren fuglekvidder. –
 

Så vær da viet til sjælerøgt, 
 du åndens fredlyste have! 
 Det frø, her lægges, det spire trygt 
 udover slægternes grave! 
 Skil aldrig livets vårnatur 
 fra lære-hjemmets tanke, – 
 og hvælv dit tag og højn din mur 
 som værn, men ej som skranke!
 

Folkesorg.
 

Nu bær de tusend klokker bud 
 vidt over fjord og fjeld; 
 to frændefolk i sorgeskrud 
 tar med sin drot farvel. 
 I hjemlig krog, på alfart torg, 
 er tanken e´n idag, – 
 fra bjelkehus og kongeborg 
 en æt i gråd, to folk i sorg 
 om Oskars sarkofag.
 

Tilsammen længst har folk og drot 
 i smertens nætter lidt. 
 Nu er det stilt på kongens slot; 
 thi ud har kongen stridt. 
 Snart gravkapellets port blir lukt; 
 der blunder han i fred; – 
 men udenfor skal blomstre smukt 
 en sæd igennem tiders flugt, – 
 den skær ej døden ned.
 

Hans ben i kirken hviler sødt, 
 hans ånd mod højden foer. 
 For visst han far og søn har mødt 
 i kårne sjæles kor. 
 Som sagnets helt til himmelport 
 i faldnes følge kom, 
 så foer kong Oskar sejrrig bort; 
 han gik med vidners følge stort 
 ind til sin herres dom.
 

Men følget var ej valens høst, 
 sværdbidte mænd på rad; 
 hans sag er talt med bedre røst 
 i folkets takke-kvad. 
 Fra Oskars milde kongespor 
 slog alfers fylking ud; 
 de gik at vidne der han foer, – 
 og derfor var hans hird så stor, 
 da ind han tren for Gud. –
 

Så hvil dig, drot, hos Herren ud, – 
 her er din gerning endt; 
 dit virke står i sommerskrud, 
 som fagrest monument. 
 Den sorgens sky, som har sig bredt 
 om land, vil spredes ad, – 
 men Oskars kamp for sandt og ret 
 skal bo hos folk og konge-æt 
 i Nordens minders rad.
 

Til thingmændene.
 

(17de Maj 1860.)





Thingmænd, mindes 
 I, hvad findes 
 gemt fra sagnets nat? 
 Eller mon I glemte 
 Egils tog til Jæmte-
 jarlen gæve 
 for at kræve 
 norske kongens skat?
 

Egils følge 
 ræd sig dølge 
 gad, der gubben foer. 
 En for en ham svigter; 
 Jæmten står og sigter 
 skjult i lien; – 
 rødt på stien 
 blodets roser gror.
 

Da går brede 
 drag af vrede 
 over gubbens bryn; 
 rundt sig fiender flokked; 
 skjoldeløs han lokket 
 står i fælde. 
 Saga melde 
 monne da et syn:
 

Bergets helle, 
 brudt i vælde, 
 surred han med bast, 
 bandt den frempå bringen, 
 skred, skønt fulgt af ingen, 
 bent mod målet; – 
 Jæmte-stålet, 
 Jæmtens hærmod brast.
 

Jarlen fandt han, 
 skatten vandt han, 
 sad i Jæmtens hal. 
 Vennesælt lød ordet; 
 mjøden gik om bordet, 
 slut var striden; – 
 aldrig siden 
 ønsktes Egils fald. –
 

Frihedsbårne, 
 folkekårne 
 mænd fra dal og strand, – 
 Egils hverv er eders; 
 thi skal og hans hæders-
 klædte minde 
 sagabinde 
 hver, der står som han!
 

Hilsen til Svenskerne.
 

(I Trondhjem, ved storthingets fest for den svenske kronings-deputation.)





Templet så I med de brustne buer 
           i det høje kor; 
 endnu, grå som gubben, vidt det skuer, 
           mæler mindets ord: 
 engang kvad derinde Svenskens sanger 
           kækt om sejr og blod; 
 og ved Olafs-skrinets alterfod 
 bandt den djærve svenske mand sin ganger.
 

Landet så I med de trange dale, 
           I så bræen hvid; 
 også den kan med om mindet tale 
           fra vor ufreds-tid: 
 templets sprængte mur kan pragt ej dække, 
           knust er Olafs skrin; 
 men deroppe, under viddens lin, 
 sover stilt en hær i rad og række.
 

Svenske broder! Over grænse-fjelde 
           banet vej nu går. 
 Templet har et yngre sagn at melde: 
           sagnet fra iår. 
 Her, hvor hedest had i hærtid brændte, 
           samles frænder nu; 
 mindehallen for en fortids gru 
 står, som løftets hal, med sejr ivente.
 

Ja, skønt Olafs-kirkens skat gik under, 
           lever folket end; 
 og om Svenskens mænd på vidden blunder, – 
           han har fler igen. 
 Signet være da hans hæders-fane 
           og vort unge flag; – 
 fælles vaje de for Nordens sag 
 under fælles drot på fælles bane!
 

Til de genlevende.
 

Nu er pris i mængdens munde; – 
 først dog måtte kæmpen blunde.
 

Han et lys i landet tændte; 
 I med det hans pande brændte.
 

Han et sværd jer svinge lærte; 
 I det prøved mod hans hjerte.
 

Hvast han stred mod døgnets trolde; 
 I ham klemte mellem skjolde.
 

Men en glansfuld vindings stjerne 
 tog I efter ham at værne. –
 

Slør den ej, hvis tornekronet 
 høvding sove skal forsonet!
 

Til professor Schweigård.
 

(Studenternes sang ved hans jubilæum.)





Lig et nybyg i de tykke skoge 
           lå vort fædreland. 
 Gagnløst grov sig bondens gamle ploge 
           gennem moens sand. 
 Det, som trængtes mest, var sol derinde, 
           det var dagens bad; – 
 frem da gik, med bilens blanke blad, 
 gæve rydningsmænd i signet minde.
 

Da kom liv iblandt de trøskne stammer, 
           på den golde mo; 
 der, hvor tyriroden sprat i flammer, 
           kunde kornet gro; – 
 og da rydningsværket først var øvet, 
           rejstes grænd ved grænd, 
 vokste op en slægt af stærke mænd, – 
 enkelt sanger kvad vel og blandt løvet.
 

Gæve rydningsmand i åndens rige! 
           Du er en af dem, 
 for hvis dagværk mørket måtte vige 
           i vort fædrehjem. 
 Solgud sænktes mellem vindfalds-graner 
           ved din biles blad; – 
 derfor hilses du ikveld med kvad, 
 som et taksomt sind fra hjertet maner.
 

For hvad spredt i livet var dit virke, 
           gør dig Saga skel; 
 vi, som sønner kun af tankens kirke, 
           hylder dig ikveld. 
 Længe glimte dine klare syner 
           over vidden ud; – 
 sagnet siger, sædens unge skud 
 trives fagrest, når i vest det lyner.
 

Vuggevise.
 

(Af „Kongs-emnerne”.)





Nu løftes laft og lofte 
 til stjernehvælven blå; 
 nu flyver lille Håkon 
 med drømmevinger på.
 

Der er en stige stillet 
 fra jord til himlen op; 
 nu stiger lille Håkon 
 med englene til top.
 

Guds engle små, de våger 
 for vuggebarnets fred; 
 Gud sign’ dig, lille Håkon, 
 din moder våger med.
 

Borte!
 

De sidste gæster 
 vi fulgte til grinden; 
 farvellets rester 
 tog nattevinden.
 

I tifold øde 
 lå haven og huset, 
 hvor toner søde 
 mig nys berused.
 

Det var en fest kun, 
 før natten den sorte; 
 hun var en gæst kun, – 
 og nu er hun borte.
 

Stormsvalen.
 

Stormsvalen ruger, hvor landet glipper; – 
 jeg har hørt det selv af en gammel skipper.
 

I skumkammens fråde vingerne dynker hun; 
 rullingen træder hun; aldrig synker hun.
 

Med havet hun daler; med havet hun stiger; 
 i havblik hun tier; mod storm hun skriger.
 

Det er en færd mellem flyven og svømmen, 
 som midt mellem himmel og afgrund drømmen.
 

For tung for luften, for let for bølgerne –; 
 digterfugl, digterfugl, – der har vi følgerne!
 

Ja, og hvad værst er, – i lærdes øjne 
 gælder det meste for skipperløgne.
 

Agnes.
 

(Af „Brand”.)





Agnes, min dejlige sommerfugl, 
 dig vil jeg legende fange! 
 Jeg fletter et garn med masker små, 
 og maskerne er mine sange!
 

     „Er jeg en sommerfugl, liden og skær, 
      så lad mig af lyngtoppen drikke; 
      og er du en gut, som lyster en leg, 
      så jag mig, men fang mig ikke!”
 

Agnes, min dejlige sommerfugl, 
 nu har jeg maskerne flettet; 
 dig hjælper visst aldrig din flagrende flugt, – 
 snart sidder du fangen i nettet!
 

     „Er jeg en sommerfugl, ung og blank, 
      jeg lystig i legen mig svinger; 
      men fanger du mig under nettets spind, 
      så rør ikke ved mine vinger!”
 

Nej, jeg skal løfte dig varligt på hånd 
 og lukke dig ind i mit hjerte; 
 der kan du lege dit hele liv 
 den gladeste leg, du lærte!
 

Stambogsrim.
 

Jeg kaldte dig mit lykkebud; 
 jeg kaldte dig min stjerne. 
 Du blev da også, sandt for Gud, 
 et lykkebud, der gik – gik ud; – 
 en stjerne –, ja, et stjerneskud, 
 der slukned i det fjerne.
 

Mindets magt.
 

Hør, ve´d De hvordan en dyretæmmer 
 får lært sin bjørn, hvad den aldrig glemmer?
 

I en bryggerkedel han binder dyret; – 
 så blir der tæt under kedlen fyret.
 

Imidlertid han på positivet 
 spiller for bamsen: „Fryd dig ved livet!”
 

Af smerte knapt kan den lodne sanse; 
 han kan ikke stå, og så må han danse.
 

Og spilles siden den melodi ham, – 
 fluks farer en dansende djævel i ham. –
 

Jeg selv sad engang i kedlen nede, 
 under fuld musik og forsvarlig hede.
 

Og dengang brændte jeg mer end skindet; 
 og det går aldrig mig ud af mindet.
 

Og hvergang genklang fra den tid lyder, 
 det er som jeg bandtes i gloende gryder.
 

Det kendes som stik under neglerødder; – 
 da må jeg danse på versefødder.
 

Åbent brev.
 

(Til digteren H. Ø. Blom.)






                                                  Kristiania, 1859.





Da det til agters gik for Nordens guder, 
 da Balder fældet var og Odin sad 
 som sløvet bedstefar på Lidskjalfs puder 
 iblandt de blundende einherjers rad, – 
 mens selve Tor lar stå det fyldte fad, 
 og Brage døsig over harpen luder, – 
 da spåde Vala: „Snart står verden tom!” 
 Nu rejser Wiehe; – nu spår H. Ø. Blom.
 

Du er den Vala, som profetisk lyner, 
 imens for folket du poetisk spår; 
 du melder metrisk om de sikre „syner”, 
 som foran råheds-sildestimen går; 
 af svartalf-flokken, som ved grænsen står, 
 du skimter alt et glimt af horn og tryner; – 
 men hvad du så, på vingehesten flyvende, 
 blev trykt i „Morgenbladet” for den 7de.
 

Du ræddes for et ragnarok, som alt 
 står med „barbaries” for døren truende. 
 For så vidt klæber tankehalen luende 
 til digtkometens korpus, tyndt og skralt; 
 men, tro mig, alle muser finder gruende 
 dit billed-figenblad for spædt og smalt. 
 Hold derfor op, som skald, vor kunst at kværke; – 
 gør prosa; – verset kommer dig på tverke.
 

Husk, af din gerning kendes skal din tro; 
 lad derfor ej på glat-is ud dig narre. 
 Du tror dig selv en smagens ridder jo, – 
 og dog du vil vor gamle moder „parre” 
 med en af kobbelet for Thespis karre, – 
 ja, Gud forlade dig, med begge to! 
 Den køter-tanke er i kernen rådden; – 
 den tanke-køter er på vers for lodden!
 

Du digter om et rollefags doublering, 
 men folket kræver krigssang for sin kamp; 
 du fantaserer over „remplacering”; 
 dit øje blænder thevandsbordets damp; – 
 du har en hippogrif med god dressering, 
 men lejer læredigtets vognmands-gamp; – 
 højt foran står en borg med tind og takke; 
 du vælger farten baglængs nedad bakke.
 

De trak engang fra pyramidens indre 
 et balsameret lig i dagen ud. 
 Det lå så stolt i sit forstenings-skrud; 
 det havde glemt, hvor dejligt sol kan tindre; 
 hvad nyt det så, det skatted tifold mindre, 
 end sunkne oldtids bankerotte gud. 
 „Et bittert smil” om mumiens mund mon spille, 
 med hån mod tiden – for den ej stod stille.
 

På samme sæt du åbned denne dyst. 
 Med vold du tiden vil i slummer tvinge; 
 du harmes ved at høre livet klinge, 
 du længes ned igen i gruben tyst. 
 Dog var der engang sangbund i dit bryst; 
 derinde mangen skønheds-alf fik vinge, 
 fløj ud, erobred land, forplanted ætten; 
 men du – fornægter ægtefødsels-retten!
 

Dog, nu tilbage til din mørke spådom, 
 at ragnarok er ventendes bag jul. 
 Op, alle mand, mød frem og læg nu råd om 
 det bedste surrogat for kunstens sul! 
 Vor egen barkekost er besk og ul; 
 det hjælper hverken bønner eller gråd om. 
 Men verdensborger kunsten er, ve´d læserne; – 
 så før en trup da hjem fra – Japaneserne.
 

Nej, tingen er at Kongens København 
 har eneret på den trafik i landet; – 
 thi som Madeiras most, skønt falsk og blandet, 
 blir ædel vin på fad i skudens stavn, 
 så skibes op til os mangt navnløst navn, 
 som først får værd ved farten over vandet. 
 Her bænkes den ved kunstens højbords-brædder, 
 som hist kun gældte for en sjællandsk skrædder.
 

Din skylden var, ifald jeg nu tog post, 
 og passed op i lejren hver som snøvler, 
 og brændte løs på hver en udslidt vrøvler, 
 som tapper dig din Dry-Madeira-most. 
 Mon ej kothurnen blev til gamle støvler, 
 og smagens gudeflesk til husmandskost 
 ved analytisk plukken-op i kransen 
 for nummer 3 til korets formand Hansen?
 

Dog, lad det fare til en anden gang; – 
 jeg finder snart igen vel tid og stunder 
 at kikke indom dør til hint vidunder, 
 hvis nære fald begrædes i din sang. 
 Vi vil ej veje nogen enkelts rang; 
 men på dit eget kvad min dom jeg grunder: 
 den tid, som kommer, ragnarok du kalder; – 
 så er det altså Valhal da, som falder.
 

Thi foran Valhals fald går ragnarok, 
 det ve´d vi alle fra vor første lærdom. 
 Andhrimner har man, det er sikkert nok, 
 og ingen tvivler på hans kost er nærsom, – 
 for torsdags-maver da, – om ej så svær som 
 det fordum krævedes af asers kok. 
 Einherjer mangler ej; kritiken slår dem, 
 men ej ihjæl; thi publikum dog får dem.
 

Men hvor er Tor med hammeren dernede? 
 Den stærke Tor, som kløver fjeldets væg 
 og henter Freja hjem til Nordens glæde, 
 mens troldet bider ræd i eget skæg. 
 Og hvor er Freyr, som ejer magt at brede 
 ud over land et skrud af birk og hæg? 
 Og hvor er Yduns-æblet? Find det, kjære – 
 jeg kan kun se en overmoden pære.
 

Nej, Yduns-æblet fattes, det er sagen, 
 og Balder flytter senest i April; 
 se, derfor lakker det mod endskabs-dagen, 
 trods slag af køller og trods skud med pil; – 
 hæng altså tålsomt dit gevær i hvil, – 
 stig op på bordet, sy de faldnes lagen; 
 thi det du vide må: en gud, som blunder, 
 kan aldrig ruskes op; han får gå under.
 

Men vær du trøstig. Ragnarok får ende, 
 der gryr en fremtids sol bag åsens bryn; – 
 det dæmrer alt for slægtens friske syn, 
 den bedre morgen er alt grant at kende. 
 Du skal få se, at dagens lys kan brænde, 
 hvor trøskne stammer knak for nattens lyn; – 
 du skal få se: den højeste blandt himle 
 er ikke Valhal, men det unge Gimle.
 

Til en bortdragende kunstner.
 

(Ved afskeds-festen for skuespiller Jørgensen.)





Nordpå, fra de danske strande, 
 djærv og frisk han foer; 
 al hans arv var ånd i pande, 
 høvdings magt i ord. 
 Viking lig han vilde prøve 
 værgets vægt, og storværk øve, 
 vilde vokse, vilde stige, 
 vinde sig et rige,
 

I hans sind var ungdomsfloden, 
 vårflom i hans mod; 
 i den norske fjeldgrund foden 
 slog som granen rod. 
 Der gik ry, hvor helten mødte; 
 stundom hændtes vel, han blødte; – 
 men det får nok hver mand sige, 
 at han vandt sit rige.
 

Nu står gubben ved sin banes 
 mål og ser mod sjø, 
 lyster høre hjemmets svanes 
 sang ved Sundets ø. 
 Sænk dit skjold, lægg sværd og bile; 
 du har stridt, kan trøstig hvile, – 
 sent skal tidens storme vejre 
 bort din sagas sejre!
 

Thi som bautastenes række 
 langs med Norges hav 
 mæler mægtigt om de kække, 
 der gik længst i grav, – 
 så skal du i skønheds rige 
 mindes gennem tusend slige, – 
 vidne for en rad af slægter, 
 hvad en høvding mægter!
 

Ørnulfs drapa.
 

(Af „Hærmændene på Helgeland”.)





Sind, som svær-mod stinger, 
 savner Brages glæde; 
 sorgfuld skald så såre 
 kvides ved at kvæde.
 

Skaldeguden skænked 
 evne mig at sjunge; – 
 klinge lad min klage 
 for mit tab, det tunge!
 

Harmfuld norne hærged 
 hårdt mig verdens veje, 
 listed lykken fra mig, 
 ødte Ørnulfs eje.
 

Sønner syv til Ørnulf 
 blev af guder givet; – 
 nu går gubben ensom, 
 sønneløs i livet.
 

Sønner syv, så fagre, 
 fostret mellem sværde, 
 værned vikings hvide hår, 
 som gævest gærde.
 

Nu er gærdet jævnet, 
 mine sønner døde; 
 glædeløs står gubben, 
 og hans hus står øde.
 

Torolf – du, min yngste! 
 Boldest blandt de bolde! 
 Lidet gad jeg klage, 
 fik jeg dig beholde.
 

Ve´n du var, som våren, 
 mod din fader kærlig, 
 arted dig at ædles 
 til en helt så herlig.
 

Ulivs-sår, usaligt, 
 værste ve mon volde, 
 har min gamle bringe 
 klemt, som mellem skjolde.
 

Nidsyg norne nødig 
 nægted mig sit eje, – 
 dryssed smertens rigdom 
 over Ørnulfs veje.
 

Vegt er visst mit værge. 
 Fik jeg guders evne, 
 e´n da blev min idræt: 
 nornens færd at hævne.
 

E´n da blev min gerning: 
 nornens fald at friste, – 
 hun, som har mig røvet 
 alt – og nu det sidste!
 

Har hun alt mig røvet? 
 Nej, det har hun ikke; 
 tidligt fik jo Ørnulf 
 Suttungs mjød at drikke.
 

Mine sønner tog hun; 
 men hun gav min tunge 
 evnen til i kvæder 
 ud min sorg at sjunge.
 

På min mund hun lagde 
 sangens fagre gave; – 
 lydt da lad den klinge, 
 selv ved sønners grave!
 

Hil jer, sønner gæve! 
 Hil jer, der I rider! 
 Gudegaven læger 
 verdens ve og kvider!
 

Fredrik den syvendes minde.
 

(Sang i studentersamfundet.)





Dansken står på Dannevirke, 
 spejder spændt mod syd. 
 Fredriks hjem er Roskilds kirke, 
 stængt for stridens lyd. 
 Dansken slår for liv og æren; 
 Fredrik kommer ej til hæren; 
 „Jens” om Nordens grænsestene 
 værge må alene.
 

Nej, – går blodværk frem af tvisten 
 ved den jydske grind, 
 rejser Fredrik sig af kisten, 
 kløver nattens vind, 
 suser frem, som Ossians helte, 
 svingende sit sværd fra belte: 
 „Fremad, børn, til kamp for æren; – 
 Fredrik er i hæren!”
 

Thi han lever stærk i mindet, 
 Danmarks danske drot, – 
 kongemod i folkesindet 
 vidner det så godt. 
 Derfor frem til sandheds-sejren! 
 Fredrik er i danskelejren; – 
 Slaven, Venden og Kroaten 
 slår ej landsoldaten!
 

En broder i nød!
 

(December 1863.)





Nu flokker sig om Tyras borg, – 
 kan hænde, sidste gang, – 
 et folk i nød, et folk i sorg, 
 med flaget halvt på stang. 
 Forladt, forladt på farens dag, 
 forladt i stridens stund! 
 Var sådan ment det nævetag, 
 der loved godt for Nordens sag 
 i Axelstad og Lund?
 

De ord, der flød, som om de kom 
 fra hjertet lige hid, – 
 de var da kun en frase-flom; 
 og nu er tørkens tid! 
 Det træ, som blomstrings-løfter gav 
 i festens solskinsvæld, 
 det står, af stormen kvistet af, 
 som kors på Nordens ungdoms grav, 
 den første alvorskveld!
 

Det var da løgn i gildeskrud, 
 kun giftigt Judas-kys, 
 hvad Norges sønner jubled ud 
 ved Sundets strande nys! 
 Hvad taltes mellem drot og drot 
 ved sidste kongefærd? 
 O, legtes om igen da blot 
 kong Gustafs leg på Stockholms slot 
 med Karl den tolvtes sværd!
 

Et folk i sorg, på dødsens tog 
 af hver en ven forladt, – 
 så ender Danmarks sagabog. – 
 Hvo har dens Finis sat? 
 Hvo tålte fejgt, den slutted slig: 
 og tysk blev Tyras vold, 
 mens Dannebrogs forrevne flig 
 slog om den sidste Danskes lig 
 sit rosenlagens fold?
 

Men du, min frelste norske bror, 
 som står på fredlyst grund 
 i kraft af løftets fagre ord, 
 forglemt i farens stund, – 
 stryg du på flugt fra fædrestavn, 
 jag over havets hvælv, 
 gå glemselsgang fra havn til havn, 
 og list dig til et fremmed navn, 
 og gem dig for dig selv!
 

Hvert stormsuk, som i Norge går 
 langs li fra Danmarks hav, 
 dig spørgende med rædsel slår: 
 min bror, hvor blev du af? 
 Jeg stred en livsens-strid for Nord; 
 mit hjemland blev en grav; – 
 jeg spejded over belt og fjord 
 forgæves dine snekkers spor. 
 Min bror, hvor blev du af? –
 

Det var en drøm. Vågn stærk og kæk 
 fra folkesøvn til dåd! 
 En bror i nød! Hver mand på dæk; – 
 her gælder rappe råd! 
 End kan det stå i saga slig: 
 dansk, dansk er Tyras vold. 
 End Dannebrogs forrevne flig 
 kan over Nordens fremtid rig 
 slå ud sin røde fold!
 

Troens grund.
 

Jeg slynged på rim et klokke-klemt 
 over landet ud; der blev ingen skræmt.
 

Min gerning var gjort; jeg steg ombord 
 og stævned for damp fra det kære Nord.
 

Vi lå for tåge på Kattegat; 
 der var ingen som sov den første nat.
 

Kahytten var bleven en krigsråds-hal; 
 passagererne drøfted Dybbøls fald.
 

De drøfted alting, fortalte adskillige 
 vilde træk om de unge frivillige.
 

Fra en var en attenårs brorsøn rendt; 
 en anden havde mistet sin handelsbetjent.
 

Så var det naturligt man næsten led; 
 man var jo selv på en måde med.
 

I sofaen, ret under lampens skærm, 
 sad en aldrende frue, frejdig og ferm.
 

Til hende var vendt de flestes røster; 
 enhver vilde være den bedste trøster.
 

Og damerne yttred med suk og støn 
 sin angst for fruens eneste søn.
 

Jeg ser hende endnu, hvor trygt hun nikker, 
 og smiler og siger: for ham er jeg sikker!
 

Hvor vakker hun var, den sølvgrå kvinde 
 med grundmuret tro i syn og sinde.
 

Det risled mig varmt gennem marg og blod; 
 det satte stål i mit slappe mod.
 

„Dit folk er ej dødt, om end det blunder; – 
 det lever i kvinde-troens vidunder!”
 

Dog siden jeg fandt hende mere klog 
 på livets gang end på livsens bog.
 

Og derfor blev hun mig også en gåde. 
 Hvor kom den fra, denne trygheds nåde? –
 

Forklaringen lå så snublende nær: 
 sønnen var krigsmand i vor norske hær.
 

Storthings-gården.
 

Kirkespir og kongeborg, 
 rejst i store fædres dage, 
 står på hæld, i landesorg, 
 som en stum, forstenet klage, 
 Norges gamle røde flag 
 slog sin vinge der en dag, 
 slakked så, og sørged siden, 
 halvt på stang, i ulivs-tiden.
 

Folkefane, fri og stærk, 
 flyv igen for fjeldets vinde; 
 bølg dig om vort nutids-værk, 
 som du bølged om vort minde. 
 Blæs det livsens-ånde ind, 
 viftende fra tagets tind; 
 lad din treklangs-tunge tale 
 gennem mænd fra strand og dale.
 

Hvisk dem til, at folkets gård 
 bygges ej af døde stene; 
 mind dem om, at år for år 
 højnes den med ånd alene. 
 Ve, om ingen der forstod 
 tanken i din tales flod; – 
 sænk dig da i sørgefolder, 
 som du engang sank ved Svolder!
 

Ve, om ej din røst fik nå 
 inderst til den kårnes øre; – 
 lad da korsets stærke blå 
 sorgtungt sig om stangen sløre; 
 lad dit friske friheds-rødt 
 foldes sammen, tungt og dødt; – 
 stryg da, flag, dit rene hvide, 
 sne-skavl lig om fjeldets side!
 

Nej, så vil det aldrig ske! 
 Frilufts friske pust fra fjeldet 
 løfter nok de farver tre, 
 bær til dem nok livsens-vældet. 
 Højt sig spænder hallens tag; 
 der er rum for åndens sag. 
 Haralds store norske tanke 
 aldrig husvild der skal vanke.
 

Folkets gård og kongens gård 
 over mod hinanden højne! 
 Frit som grander to de står, 
 ser hinanden ind i øjne. 
 Der går lyn af ånd og ild 
 ud fra dette øjenspil; – 
 Sverres, Håkons, Oskars skygger 
 stilt men stødt i dagen bygger.
 

Minders hærvagt, sejersstærk, 
 vogt og værg om folkets virke; 
 skærm udover alt dets værk 
 i vort unge samfunds kirke! 
 Lad så murens sten forgå! – 
 dådens støtte dog skal stå, 
 løfte land og mægtigt bære 
 folket op mod lys og ære.
 

Terje Vigen.
 

Der bode en underlig gråsprængt en 
 på den yderste, nøgne ø; – 
 han gjorde visst intet menneske mén 
 hverken på land eller sjø; 
 dog stundom gnistred hans øjne stygt, – 
 helst mod uroligt vejr, – 
 og da mente folk, at han var forrykt, 
 og da var der få, som uden frygt 
 kom Terje Vigen nær.
 

Siden jeg så ham en enkelt gang, 
 han lå ved bryggen med fisk; 
 hans hår var hvidt, men han lo og sang 
 og var som en ungdom frisk. 
 Til pigerne havde han skjemtsomme ord, 
 han spøgte med byens børn, 
 han svinged sydvesten og sprang ombord; 
 så hejste han fokken, og hjem han foer 
 i solskin, den gamle ørn.
 

Nu skal jeg fortælle, hvad jeg har hørt 
 om Terje fra først til sidst, 
 og skulde det stundom falde lidt tørt, 
 så er det dog sandt og visst; 
 jeg har det just ej fra hans egen mund, 
 men vel fra hans nærmeste kreds, – 
 fra dem, som stod hos i hans sidste stund 
 og lukked hans øjne til fredens blund, 
 da han døde højt opp’i de treds.
 

Han var i sin ungdom en vild krabat, 
 kom tidlig fra far og mor, 
 og havde alt døjet mangen dravat 
 som yngste jungmand ombord. 
 Siden han rømte i Amsterdam, 
 men længtes nok hjem tilslut, 
 og kom med „Foreningen”, kaptejn Pram; 
 men hjemme var ingen, som kendte ham, 
 der rejste som liden gut.
 

Nu var han vokset sig smuk og stor, 
 og var dertil en velklædt knægt. 
 Men døde var både far og mor, 
 og sagtens hans hele slægt. 
 Han stured en dag, ja kanhænde to, – 
 men så rysted han sorgen af. 
 Han fandt ej, med landjorden under sig, ro; 
 nej, da var det bedre at bygge og bo 
 på det store bølgende hav!
 

Et år derefter var Terje gift, – 
 det kom nok på i en hast. 
 Folk mente, han angred på den bedrift, 
 som bandt på et sæt ham fast. 
 Så leved han under sit eget tag 
 en vinter i sus og dus – 
 skønt ruderne skinned, som klareste dag, 
 med små gardiner og blomster bag, 
 i det lille rødmalte hus.
 

Da isen løsned for lindvejrs bør, 
 gik Terje med briggen på rejs; 
 om høsten, da grågåsen fløj mod sør, 
 han mødte den undervejs. 
 Da faldt som en vægt på matrosens bryst: 
 han kendte sig stærk og ung, 
 han kom fra solskinnets lysende kyst, 
 agter lå verden med liv og lyst, – 
 og for bougen en vinter tung.
 

De ankred, og kammeraterne gik 
 med landlov til sus og dus. 
 Han sendte dem endnu et længselsblik, 
 da han stod ved sit stille hus. 
 Han glytted ind bag det hvide gardin, – 
 da så han i stuen to, – 
 hans kone sad stille og hespled lin, 
 men i vuggen lå, frisk og rød og fin, 
 en liden pige og lo.
 

Der sagdes, at Terjes sind med et 
 fik alvor fra denne stund. 
 Han trælled og sled og blev aldrig træt 
 af at vugge sit barn i blund. 
 Om søndagskvelden, når dansen klang 
 vildt fra den nærmeste gård, 
 sine gladeste viser han hjemme sang, 
 mens lille Anna lå på hans fang 
 og drog i hans brune hår.
 

Så lakked og led det til krigens år 
 i attenhundred og ni. 
 Endnu går sagn om de trængsels-kår, 
 som folket da stedtes i. 
 Engelske krydsere stængte hver havn, 
 i landet var misvækst og nød, 
 den fattige sulted, den rige led savn, 
 to kraftige arme var ingen til gavn, 
 for døren stod sot og død.
 

Da stured Terje en dag eller to, 
 så rysted han sorgen af; 
 han mindtes en kending, gammel og tro: 
 det store bølgende hav. – 
 Der vester har endnu hans gerning liv 
 i sagnet, som djerveste dåd: 
 „da vinden kuled lidt mindre stiv, 
 Terje Vigen rode for barn og viv 
 over havet i åben båd!”
 

Den mindste skægte, der var at få, 
 blev valgt til hans Skagensfart. 
 Sejl og mast lod han hjemme stå, – 
 sligt tyktes han bedst bevart. 
 Han mente nok, Terje, at båden bar, 
 om sjøen kom lidt påtvers; 
 det jydske rev var vel svært at gå klar, – 
 men værre den engelske „Man of war” 
 med ørneøjne fra mers.
 

Så gav han sig trøstig lykken ivold 
 og tog til årerne hvast. 
 Til Fladstrand kom han i god behold 
 og hented sin dyre last. 
 Gud véd, hans føring var ikke stor: 
 tre tønder byg, det var alt; 
 men Terje kom fra en fattig jord, – 
 nu havde han livsens frelse ombord; 
 det var hustru og barn det gjaldt.
 

Tre nætter og dage til toften bandt 
 den stærke modige mand; 
 den fjerde morgen, da solen randt, 
 han skimted en tåget rand. 
 Det var ikke flygtende skyer han så, 
 det var fjelde med tinder og skar; 
 men højt over alle åsene lå 
 Imenæs-sadlen bred og blå. 
 Da kendte han, hvor han var.
 

Nær hjemmet var han; en stakket tid 
 han holder endnu vel ud! 
 Hans hjerte sig løfted i tro og lid, 
 han var nær ved en bøn til Gud. 
 Da var det som ordet frøs på hans mund; 
 han stirred, han tog ikke fejl, – 
 gennem skodden, som letted i samme stund, 
 han så en korvet i Hesnæs-sund 
 at duve for bakkede sejl.
 

Båden var røbet; der lød et signal, 
 og det nærmeste løb var lukt; 
 men solgangsvinden blafrede skral, – 
 mod vester gik Terjes flugt. 
 Da firte de jollen fra rælingens kant, 
 han hørte matrosernes sang, – – 
 med fødderne stemte mod skægtens spant 
 han rode så sjøen fossed og brandt, 
 og blodet fra neglerne sprang.
 

Gæslingen kaldes de blinde skær 
 lidt østenfor Homborg-sund. 
 Der bryder det stygt i pålandsvejr, 
 under to fod vand er der bund. 
 Der sprøjter det hvidt, der glitrer det gult, 
 selv stilleste havbliksdag; – 
 men går end dønningen aldrig så hult, 
 indenfor er det som tidest smult, 
 med brækkede bølgedrag.
 

Didind Terje Vigens skægte foer 
 lig en pil mellem brått og brand; 
 men bag efter ham, i kølvandets spor, 
 jog jollen med femten mand. 
 Da var det han skreg gennem brændingens sus 
 til Gud i sin højeste nød: 
 „inderst derinde på strandens grus, 
 sidder min viv ved det fattige hus, 
 og venter med barnet på brød!”
 

Dog, højere skreg nok de femten, end han: 
 som ved Lyngør, så gik det her. 
 Lykken er med den engelske mand 
 på rov mellem Norges skær. 
 Da Terje tørned mod båens top, 
 da skured og jollen på grund; 
 fra stavnen bød officeren „stop!” 
 Han hæved en åre med bladet op 
 og hug den i skægtens bund.
 

Spant og planker for hugget brast, 
 sjøen stod ind som en fos; 
 på to fod vand sank den dyre last, 
 dog sank ikke Terjes trods. 
 Han slog sig gennem de væbnede mænd 
 og sprang over æsingen ud, – 
 han dukked og svømmed og dukked igen; 
 men jollen kom los; hvor han vendte sig hen 
 klang sabler og rifleskud.
 

De fisked ham op, han førtes ombord, 
 korvetten gav sejerssalut; 
 agter på hytten, stolt og stor, 
 stod chefen, en attenårs gut. 
 Hans første batallie galdt Terjes båd, 
 thi knejste han nu så kæk; 
 men Terje vidste ej længere råd, – 
 den stærke mand lå med bøn og gråd 
 iknæ på korvettens dæk.
 

Han købte med tårer, de solgte ham smil, 
 de ågred med spot for bøn. 
 Det kuled fra øster, tilhavs med il 
 stod Englands sejrende søn. 
 Da taug Terje Vigen; nu var det gjort, 
 nu tog han sin sorg for sig selv. 
 Men de, som ham fanged, fandt sært hvor fort 
 et noget var ligesom vejret bort 
 fra hans pandes skyede hvælv.
 

Han sad i „prisonen” i lange år, 
 der siges, i fulde fem; 
 hans nakke bøjed sig, gråt blev hans hår 
 af drømmene om hans hjem. 
 Noget han bar på, men gav ej besked, – 
 det var som hans eneste skat. 
 Så kom attenhundred og fjorten med fred; 
 de norske fanger, og Terje med, 
 førtes hjem på en svensk fregat.
 

Hjemme ved bryggen han steg iland 
 med kongens patent som lods; 
 men få kun kendte den gråsprængte mand, 
 der rejste som ung matros. 
 Hans hus var en fremmeds; hvad der blev af 
 de to, – han derinde erfor: 
 „da manden forlod dem og ingen dem gav, 
 så fik de til slutning en fælles grav 
 af kommunen i fattigfolks jord.” – –
 

Årene gik og han røgted sin dont 
 som lods på den yderste ø; 
 han gjorde visst intet menneske ondt, 
 hverken på land eller sjø; 
 men stundom gnistred hans øjne stygt, 
 når det brød over båer og skær, – 
 og da mente folk, at han var forrykt, 
 og da var der få, som uden frygt 
 kom Terje Vigen nær.
 

En måneskinskveld med pålandsvind 
 kom der liv i lodsernes flok; 
 en engelsk yacht drev mod kysten ind 
 med revnet storsejl og fok. 
 Fra fortoppen sendte det røde flag 
 et nødskrig foruden ord. 
 Lidt indenfor gik der en båd over stag, 
 den vandt sig mod uvejret slag for slag, 
 og lodsen stod stout ombord.
 

Han tyktes så tryg, den gråsprængte mand; 
 lig en kæmpe i rattet han greb; – 
 yachten lystred, stod atter fra land, 
 og båden svam efter på slæb. 
 Lorden, med lady og barn i arm, 
 kom agter, han tog til sin hat: 
 „jeg gør dig så rig, som du nu er arm, 
 hvis frelste du bær os af brændingens larm.” – 
 Men lodsen slap ror og rat.
 

Han hvidned om kinden, det lo om hans mund, 
 lig et smil, der omsider får magt. 
 Indover bar det, og højt på grund 
 stod lordens prægtige yacht. 
 „Den svigted kommando! I bådene ned! 
 Mylord og mylady med mig! 
 Den slår sig i splinter, – jeg véd besked – 
 men indenfor ligger den trygge led; 
 mit køl-spor skal vise jer vej!”
 

Morilden brændte der skægten fløj 
 mod land med sin dyre last. 
 Agter stod lodsen, stærk og høj, 
 hans øje var vildt og hvast. 
 Han skotted i læ mod Gæslingens top, 
 og til luvart mod Hesnæs-sund; 
 da slap han ror og stagsejl-strop, 
 han svinged en åre med bladet op 
 og hug den i bådens bund.
 

Ind stod sjøen med skumhvidt sprøjt – – 
 der raste på vraget en strid –; 
 men moderen løfted sin datter højt 
 på armen, af rædsel hvid. 
 „Anna, mit barn!” hun skreg i sin ve; 
 da bævred den gråsprængte mand; 
 han fatted om skødet, drev roret i læ, 
 og båden var fast som en fugl at se, 
 slig foer den i brått og brand.
 

Den tørned, de sank; men havet var smult 
 derindenfor brændingens kreds; 
 opover rak sig en langgrund skjult, 
 der stod de i vand tilknæs. 
 Da råbte lorden: „kend, – båens ryg – 
 den svigter, – det er ingen flu!” 
 Men lodsen smilte: „nej vær De tryg! 
 en sunken skægte med tre tønder byg 
 er båen, som bær os nu.”
 

Der jog et minde om halvglemt dåd 
 lig et lyn over lordens træk –, 
 han kendte matrosen, som lå med gråd 
 iknæ på korvettens dæk! 
 Da skreg Terje Vigen: „alt mit du holdt 
 i din hånd, og du slap det for ros. 
 Et øjeblik endnu, og gengæld er voldt – –” 
 da var det den engelske stormand stolt, 
 bøjed knæ for den norske lods.
 

Men Terje stod støttet til årens skaft, 
 så rank som i ungdommens år; 
 hans øjne brandt i ubændig kraft, 
 for vinden flommed hans hår. 
 „Du sejled imag på din store korvet, 
 jeg rode min ringe båd; 
 jeg trælled for mine til døden træt, 
 du tog deres brød, og det faldt dig så let 
 at håne min bittre gråd.
 

Din rige lady er lys som en vår, 
 hendes hånd er som silke fin, – 
 min hustrus hånd den var grov og hård, 
 men hun var nu alligevel min. 
 Dit barn har guldhår og øjne blå, 
 som en liden Vorherres gæst; 
 min datter var intet at agte på, 
 hun var, Gud bedre det, mager og grå, 
 som fattigfolks børn er flest.
 

Se, det var min rigdom på denne jord, 
 det var alt, hvad jeg kaldte for mit. 
 Det tyktes for mig en skat så stor; 
 men det vejed for dig så lidt. – 
 Nu er det gengældelsens time slår, – 
 thi nu skal du friste en stund, 
 som vel kommer op mod de lange år, 
 der bøjde min nakke og blegte mit hår 
 og sænkte min lykke på grund.”
 

Barnet han greb og svinged det frit, 
 med den venstre om ladyens liv. 
 „Tilbage, mylord! Et eneste skridt, – 
 og det koster dig barn og viv!” 
 På sprang stod Britten til kamp påny; 
 men armen var veg og mat; – 
 hans ånde brændte, hans øjne var sky, 
 og hans hår – så kendtes ved første gry – 
 blev gråt i den eneste nat.
 

Men Terjes pande bar klarhed og fred, 
 hans bringe gik frit og stilt. 
 Ærbødig løfted han barnet ned, 
 og kyssed dets hænder mildt. 
 Han ånded, som løst fra et fængsels hvælv, 
 hans stemme lød rolig og jævn: 
 „nu er Terje Vigen igen sig selv. 
 Indtil nu gik mit blod som en stenet elv; 
 for jeg måtte – jeg måtte ha’e hævn!
 

De lange år i „prisonens” kvalm, 
 de gjorde mit hjerte sygt. 
 Bagefter lå jeg som hejens halm, 
 og så i et brådyb stygt. 
 Men nu er det over; vi to er kvit; 
 din skyldner foer ej med svig. 
 Jeg gav det jeg havde, – du tog alt mit, 
 og kræv, om du tror du har uret lidt, 
 Vorherre, som skabte mig slig.” – –
 

Da dagningen lyste var hvermand frelst; 
 yachten lå længst i havn. 
 Med nattens saga taug de nok helst, 
 men vidt foer dog Terjes navn. 
 Drømmenes uvejrsskyer grå 
 fejed en stormnat væk; 
 og Terje bar atter så rank, som få, 
 den nakke, der krøgtes hin dag han lå 
 iknæ på korvettens dæk.
 

Lorden kom, og mylady med, 
 og mange, mange med dem; 
 de rysted hans hånd til farvel og Guds fred, 
 der de stod i hans ringe hjem. 
 De takked for frelsen da stormen peb, 
 for frelsen fra sjøgang og skær; 
 men Terje strøg over barnets slæb: 
 „nej, den som frelste, da værst det kneb, 
 det var nok den lille der!” – –
 

Da yachten drejed for Hesnæs-sund, 
 den hejste det norske flag. 
 Lidt længere vest er en skumklædt grund, – 
 der gav den det glatte lag. 
 Da tindred en tåre i Terjes blik; 
 han stirred fra hejen ud: 
 „stort har jeg mistet, men stort jeg fik. 
 Bedst var det, kan hænde, det gik, som det gik, – 
 og så får du ha’e tak da, Gud!”
 

Slig var det jeg så ham en enkelt gang, 
 han lå ved bryggen med fisk. 
 Hans hår var hvidt, men han lo og sang, 
 og var som en ungdom frisk. 
 Til pigerne havde han skemtsomme ord, 
 han spøgte med byens børn; 
 han svinged sydvesten og sprang ombord, 
 så hejste han fokken, og hjem han foer 
 i solskin, den gamle ørn.
 

Ved Fjære kirke jeg så en grav, 
 den lå på en vejrhård plet; 
 den var ikke skøttet, var sunken og lav, 
 men bar dog sit sorte bræt. 
 Der stod „Thærie Wiighen” med hvidmalt skrift, 
 samt året, han hvile fandt. – 
 Han lagdes for solbrand og vindes vift, 
 og derfor blev græsset så stridt og stivt, 
 men med vilde blomster iblandt.
 

Forviklinger.
 

Der stod i en have et æbletræ; 
 det var dryssende fuldt af blomster-sne´.
 

Der vimsed i haven en liden bi; 
 en æbleblomst han forelsked sig i.
 

Så misted de begge sin hjertero. 
 Men så forloved de sig, de to.
 

Bien fløj vidt på sin sommerfart. 
 Da hjem han vendte, var blomsten kart.
 

Bien sørged og karten led! 
 men det var nu intet at gøre ved.
 

Tæt under træet, i murens grus, 
 leved en fattig men dydig mus.
 

I løn han sukked: du kart så fin, 
 min kælder var himlen, hvis du var min!
 

Den trofaste bi gik atter på flugt. 
 Da hjem han vendte, var karten frugt.
 

Bien sørged og frugten led; 
 men det var nu intet at gøre ved.
 

Tæt under tagskægget hang, som en kurv, 
 et fuglerede; der bode en spurv.
 

I løn han sukked: du frugt så fin, 
 mit rede var himlen, hvis du var min.
 

Og bien sørged og frugten led, 
 og musen kæmped og spurven stred.
 

Men alt gik stilt; der fik ingen besked; – 
 den ting var jo intet at gøre ved.
 

Så trilled frugten fra grenen og sprak. 
 Og musen faldt død i et halvkvalt ak!
 

Og spurven faldt ligervis; – i sit skjul 
 lå han da kornstangen rejstes til jul.
 

Da bien var fri, stod nøgen hver hæk, 
 og alle sommerens blomster var væk.
 

Så gik han i kuben; der fred han fandt, 
 og døde omsider som voxfabrikant. –
 

Se, al denne jammer og nød var spart, 
 var bien bleven mus, da blomsten blev kart.
 

Og alt kunde endt så godt og smukt, 
 var musen bleven spurv, da karten blev frugt.
 

Fra mit husliv.
 

I huset var stille, på gaden dødt. 
 Jeg sad med skærm over lampen; 
 stuen var hyllet i skygger blødt; – 
 ind kom børnene, nikkende sødt 
 under slør af Havana-dampen.
 

De kom, mine vingede børn, på rad, 
 viltre gutter og piger 
 med kinder blanke, som efter et bad. 
 Hej, hvor legen gik yr og glad 
 gennem alle de dejlige riger.
 

Men just som legen gik allerbedst, 
 jeg traf til at se mod spejlet. 
 Derinde stod en adstadig gæst 
 med blygrå øjne, med lukket vest, 
 og med filtsko, hvis ej jeg fejled.
 

Der faldt en vægt på min viltre flok; 
 e´n fingren i munden putter, 
 en anden står som en klodset blok; – – 
 i fremmedes nærhed, ve´d De nok, 
 forknyttes de raskeste gutter.
 

En kirke.
 

Kongen han bygged 
 dagen lang. 
 Når natten skygged, 
 kom troldet og rygged 
 med spid og stang.
 

Så rejstes kirken 
 til spirets pil; 
 men kongens virken 
 og troldets lirken 
 gav dobbelt stil.
 

Døgn-folk flytted 
 dog ind i tro; 
 thi dags-udbyttet, 
 til nattens knyttet, 
 er døgnets jo.
 

I galleriet.
 

Som dejlig kvinde, 
 ved staffeliet, 
 hun sad derinde 
 i galleriet.
 

Hvilke Kastaler 
 drikker hun mon af – 
 Hun eftermaler 
 Murillos Madonna.
 

Men øjets svømmende 
 langsyn siger, 
 hun bygger drømmende 
 skønheds-riger. –
 

Atten år senere 
 kom jeg tilbage, 
 hilste de renere 
 gamle dage.
 

Som falmet kvinde, 
 ved staffeliet, 
 hun sad derinde 
 i galleriet.
 

Men hvad er dette? 
 Det samme spil jo! 
 Den samme nette 
 kopi af Murillo.
 

Hun sidder og virker, 
 og livet frister 
 med pynt for kirker 
 og stas for turister.
 

Og så har hun siddet 
 i alle årene, 
 og længslen spiddet, 
 og bleget hårene.
 

Men øjets svømmende 
 langsyn siger: 
 hun bygger drømmende 
 skønheds-riger.
 

De usynliges kor.
 

(Af „Brand”.)





Aldrig, aldrig blir du lig ham, – 
 thi i kødet er du skabt; 
 gør hans gerning eller svig ham, 
 lige fuldt er du fortabt.
 

Orm, du aldrig vorder lig ham, – 
 dødens bæger har du tømt; 
 følg ham efter eller svig ham, 
 lige fuldt din dåd er dømt.
 

Aldrig, drømmer, blir du lig ham, – 
 arv og odel har du tabt; 
 alt dit offer gør ej rig ham; 
 for dit jordliv er du skabt!
 

På vidderne.
 

I.
 

Nu skræppen over ryggen slængt, 
 og riflen ladt i hånd, 
 og spjeldet lukt og døren stængt 
 med tap og vidjevånd; 
 så indom til min gamle mor 
 i stuen nærmest ved, – 
 et håndslag til farvel, – et ord, – 
 „jeg kommer hjem så snyg jeg foer, – 
 og indtil da – Guds fred!”
 

Opefter bugtes vejen smal, 
 det bær i holtet ind; 
 men bag mig ligger fjord og dal 
 i disigt måneskin. 
 Jeg foer forbi min grandes væg, – 
 på gården var så stilt; 
 men bortmed grinden under hæg 
 det lød som løv på linets læg, 
 det ringled let og mildt.
 

Der stod hun i det hvide lin, 
 og hilste mig godkveld; 
 hun var så væn, hun var så fin, 
 så frisk, som blom på fjeld. 
 Ét øje lo hun med, og ét 
 hun gøned med så småt! – 
 jeg lo som hun, og med et sæt 
 jeg stod ved grinden ganske tæt, 
 men da var øjet vådt.
 

Jeg slog min arm om hendes liv, 
 og hun blev rød og bleg; 
 jeg kaldte hende for min viv, 
 og barmen faldt og steg. 
 Jeg svor, at nu – nu var hun min 
 tilbunds, – ej lidt – ej halv –! 
 Hun så – jeg tror, på skoen sin, – 
 der ringled løv på bringens lin: 
 det var fordi hun skalv.
 

Hun bad så vakkert, og jeg slap, 
 og spøgen gik som før; 
 men hjertet mit gik klap i klap, 
 min hug var vild og ør; – 
 jeg bad så vakkert, og hun taug, – 
 vi fulgtes ad, vi to; 
 mig tyktes som det sang i haug, 
 som elverfolk og nøk og draug 
 indunder løvet lo.
 

Så bar det opfor vejen smal, 
 det bar i holtet ind; 
 men nedenfor lå fjord og dal 
 i disigt måneskin. 
 Jeg sad så hed, hun sad så mat 
 tæt udpå stupets kant; 
 vi hvisked i den lumre nat, – 
 jeg véd ej selv hvor det var fat, 
 men véd min pande brandt
 

Jeg slog min arm om hendes liv, 
 hun hvilte på mit fang, – 
 så fæsted jeg min unge viv, 
 mens nøk i natten sang; 
 om draugen lo, da hun blev min, 
 det mindes jeg kun halv; – 
 mig skræmte ingen vættes grin, – 
 jeg så kun hun var ræd og fin, 
 og kendte hvor hun skalv.
 

II.
 

Jeg lå i skardet vendt mod sør, 
 og så hvor solen randt; 
 om dybet lå et skyggeslør, 
 mens fonn og jøkler brandt. 
 Det røde hus, min mors og mit, 
 herovenfra jeg ser; 
 der har hun strævt, der har hun stridt, 
 der blev mit sind så frisk og frit, – 
 Gud véd hvad det blev mer!
 

Hun er alt oppe; røgens svev 
 jeg tror ivejret slår, 
 på blegen ved den hvide væv 
 det tykkes mig hun går. 
 Ja, driv du kun dit vante stel; 
 for det dig signe Gud! 
 Hos renen på det vilde fjeld 
 jeg henter dig en vakker feld, 
 og to-tre til min brud!
 

Ja, hvor er hun? Hun færdes visst 
 i drømmens spredte spil. 
 Kom ingenting ihug fra sidst, 
 drøm om det, hvis du vil! 
 Men er du vågen, – riv det ud 
 af mindet, – så gør jeg. 
 Lid på, du er min væne brud, 
 væv lin og sy dit bryllupsskrud; 
 kort er vor kirkevej!
 

Det tykkes tungt at skilles ad, 
 fra den ens sjæl har kær; – 
 men længslen er et tvætningsbad, 
 til mig den helse bær. 
 Her står jeg som påny besjælt, 
 så svalt er nu mit blod; – 
 et liv, ej halvt – langtmindre helt, 
 et liv i synd og anger delt, 
 jeg træder under fod.
 

Hver mørkets lyst, hver vild begær 
 af hugen drives ud; 
 jeg er så frisk, jeg står så nær 
 mig selv og nær min Gud! 
 Et syn udover ås og fjord, 
 udover furutop, – 
 og så tilfjelds i renens spor; – 
 farvel, min viv! Gudsfred, min mor! 
 Og nu på vidden op!
 

III.
 Ibrand står skyen lavt i vest, 
 det flammer over fjeld; 
 men over dalens sidste rest 
 sig spænder tågens tjeld. 
 Tungt var mit syn og træt min fod, 
 og tankefuldt mit sind; 
 men udfor stupet, der jeg stod, 
 lå lyng og lyste som i blod, 
 og skalv for kveldens vind.
 

Jeg brak en kvist af lyngens dusk, 
 og stak den i min hat; 
 tæt bag mig stod en fattig busk, 
 der lå jeg lunt den nat. 
 Og tanker gik og tanker kom, 
 som folk på kirkesti; 
 de flokked sig og så sig om, 
 de satte ret og de holdt dom, 
 og skred så stilt forbi.
 

Var jeg dig nær i denne stund, 
 du blom, igår jeg brak, – 
 jeg lagde mig som trofast hund 
 for sømmen af din stak. 
 Jeg svam i dine øjne ind. 
 Der tvætted jeg min sjæl; 
 det trold, som heksebandt mit sind 
 igårkveld ved din faders grind, 
 jeg slog med spot ihjel!
 

Op sprang jeg sejersvarm og bad 
 en vinget bøn til Gud 
 om sol på alle dages rad 
 for dig, min lyse brud! 
 Dog nej, til det jeg er for stærk, 
 til det jeg er for ung; 
 jeg véd og vil et bedre værk, 
 og derfor, Gud, min bøn dig mærk: 
 gør hendes livssti tung!
 

Stem elven op hvorhelst hun går, 
 gør kloppen smal og glat, 
 lad urden gnage foden sår, 
 gør sætervejen brat; 
 jeg løfter hende højt på arm 
 igennem stridets flom; 
 jeg bænker hende ved min barm, – 
 frist der at volde hende harm, 
 det vil vi strides om!
 

IV.
 

Langvejs sørfra er han kommen, 
 kommen over brede vande; 
 tause tanker ligger som en 
 nordlysbrydning om hans pande.
 

Gråden leger i hans latter, 
 læben taler, når den tier; 
 men om hvad? Jeg bedre fatter 
 vindens kvad i lund og lier.
 

Jeg er ræd hans kolde øje 
 har så lidt dets dybde fundet, 
 som det sortblå tjerns, af høje 
 jøklers barme født og bundet.
 

Tunge tankefugle stryger 
 lavt og langsomt over spejlet; 
 snart igen i råk det fyger, – 
 berg dig da, – tildæks med sejlet!
 

Midtpå vidderne vi mødtes, 
 jeg med rifle, han med hunde; 
 mellem os et forbund fødtes, 
 som jeg brød, ifald jeg kunde
 

Hvorfor har hos ham jeg tøvet? 
 Tidt jeg gad mig fra ham skille; 
 nu jeg tror, han har mig røvet 
 selve evnen til at ville!
 

V.
 

„Hvorfor længter du om kvelden 
 nedad til din moders stue; 
 sov du bedre under felden, 
 end på viddens brune tue?”
 

Hjemme sad på sengestokken 
 gamle mor med mig og katten, 
 spandt og sang, til drømmeflokken 
 bar mig ud til leg i natten.
 

„Drømme, drømme, – hvorfor drømme? 
 Tro mig, dagens dåd er bedre! 
 Bedre livets støp at tømme, 
 end en blund blandt fældte fædre!”
 

„Over vidden flyger renen; 
 efter den i vind og væde! – 
 Bedre det, end bryde stenen 
 op af fattig jord dernede!”
 

Men jeg hører klokken ringe 
 op fra kirken udpå tangen! 
 „Lad det ringe, lad det klinge, 
 bedre klang har fossesangen!” –
 

Gamle mor og hun til kirke 
 går med bogen svøbt i klædet. 
 „Tro mig, mand, du bedre virke 
 kan, end slide kirkeledet!”
 

Orglet synger indfor grinden; 
 der er lys ved altertavlen. 
 „Bedre synger storm om tinden, 
 bedre skinner sol på skavlen!”
 

Nu, så kom! I vejr og væde 
 over viddens hvide bølge! 
 Lad så kirkestien træde 
 hvo som vil, – jeg slår ej følge!
 

VI.
 

Høsten kommer; hør den sidste 
 bølings bjelder under åsen! 
 Viddens frihed må den miste, 
 får igen et liv – på båsen!
 

Snart er vintrens tæpper hængte 
 foldrigt udfor stupets vægge; 
 snart er alle stier stængte, – 
 hjemad må jeg vejen lægge.
 

Hjemad? Har da der jeg hjemme, 
 hvor min hug ej længer færdes? 
 Han har længst mig lært at glemme, 
 selv jeg lærte mig at hærdes.
 

Dagens dåd har intet mærke, 
 slig som den dernede drives; 
 her blev mine tanker stærke, 
 kun på vidden kan jeg trives.
 

I den øde sæterstue 
 al min rige fangst jeg sanker; 
 der er krak og der er grue, 
 friluftsliv for mine tanker.
 

Der er vættespil i natten, 
 kløgtig skytte faren vejrer. 
 Han har skænkt mig tryllehatten; 
 jeg kan fristes, men jeg sejrer!
 

Vinterliv på vilde vidder 
 sætter stål i veke tanker, – 
 intet sagn om fuglekvidder 
 sygt igennem åren banker.
 

Er til vår i stål jeg drevet, 
 henter jeg de to fra dalen, – 
 løfter dem fra hverdagsstrævet, 
 bænker dem i højfjeldssalen,
 

lærer dem min nye visdom, 
 lokker latter over hjemmet; 
 snart er livet på de isom-
 spændte vidder dem ej fremmed.
 

VII.
 Her jeg sad i lange uger, – 
 kan ej ensomheden bære; 
 mindekrigen kraften sluger, 
 nedad må jeg til de kære.
 

Kun en dag, og så jeg stiger 
 op igen fra mor og hende, – 
 op til mine høje riger, 
 som til vår skal rumme trende.
 

Ud jeg må; – Hu, sneen fyger! 
 Lidt forsent jeg mig betænkte. 
 Vintervejr langs vidden stryger, – 
 nu er alle stier stængte.
 

VIII.
 Uger gik og jeg vandt mig selv, 
 min hjemve kom aldrig tilorde; 
 under isklædets folder lå bæk og elv, 
 månen stod rund over fonnens hvælv, 
 og stjernerne tindred sig store.
 

For frisk jeg var til at sidde stur 
 i stuen da dagen hælded; 
 så lidt som min tanke jeg trives i bur, 
 over vidden jeg jog, til den styrtende urd 
 standsed mig yderst på fjeldet.
 

I det gabende dyb lå dalen stilt; 
 da toned det ude på tangen –! 
 Jeg lytted –, det lød både lindt og mildt; 
 hvor hørte jeg før den slåtten blev spilt –? 
 Da kendte jeg klokkeklangen!
 

De ringede julens højtid ind 
 med de gamle hjemlige klokker. 
 Det lyser bagved min grandes grind, 
 fra min moders stue går ud et skin, 
 som sælsomt mig maner og lokker.
 

Hjemmet med alt sit fattige liv 
 blev en saga med billeder rige! 
 Heroppe lå fjeldvidden stor og stiv, 
 dernede havde jeg mor og viv, – 
 til dem jeg måtte vel hige.
 

Da lo det bag mig så kort og tørt; 
 det var den fremmede skytte. 
 Han havde min ordløse tanke hørt: 
 „mig synes min unge ven er rørt, – 
 ak ja, den hjemlige hytte!”
 

Og atter jeg stod med stålsat arm, 
 og kendte jeg var den stærke; 
 viddernes luftning kølte min barm, 
 aldrig den mere skal banke sig varm 
 for et vinkende julemærke!
 

Da lyste det op om tun og tag 
 udfor min moders stue; 
 først var det som dæmrende vinterdag, 
 så rulled sig røgen i tunge lag, 
 og så kom den røde lue.
 

Det lyste, det brændte, det knak i grus; 
 af kvide jeg skreg i natten; 
 men skytten trøsted: „hvi så konfus? 
 Det brænder jo bare, det gamle hus, 
 med juleøllet og katten!”
 

Han talte så klogt i al min nød, 
 at fast mig voldtes en gysning; 
 han viste, hvor virksomt luens glød 
 over i månens strejflys flød 
 til en sammensat natbelysning.
 

Han kikked gennem den hule hånd 
 til vinding for perspektivet; 
 da toned en sang over fjeld og fonn, 
 da skønte jeg grant, min moders ånd 
 i englenes vold var givet:
 

„Stille du stelled, stille du led, 
 stille du vandred i vrimlen; 
 så lempeligt bære vi dig afsted 
 højt over vidden til lys og fred, 
 til julekvelds-glæde i himlen!”
 

Borte var skytten og månen dækt; 
 i blodet var brand og frysning, – 
 over vidden jeg bar min kvides vægt, – – 
 men det kan ikke nægtes, der var effekt 
 i den dobbelte natbelysning!
 

IX.
 

Midsommerdagen lå som bedst 
 og dirred hed over hejen; 
 klokkerne ringed til bryllupsfest, 
 dybt dernede foer folk tilhest 
 langsefter alfarvejen.
 

De skød fra min grandes låvebro, 
 der var birkebusker ved grinden, 
 på tunet var folksomt nok, kan du tro; 
 men jeg lå yderst på stupet og lo, 
 mens tårerne brandt i vinden.
 

Det var som jeg hørte gønende stev 
 og tankehvas latter at runge, 
 mig syntes et spottekvad op mod mig drev; 
 jeg lå over stupet; i lyngen jeg rev, 
 og bed i min egen tunge.
 

Afgårde de red i staselig flok, 
 bruden sad rank i sadlen, 
 sidt over lænderne svam hendes lok, 
 den glittred, den lyste, – jeg kendte den nok 
 fra den sidste kveld-stund i dalen.
 

Over bækken red hun skridt for skridt 
 tæt indved brudgommens side. – 
 Da havde jeg sørget mit hjerte frit, 
 tilende havde jeg kampen stridt, 
 jeg havde ikke mere at lide.
 

Jeg stod for stupet med stålsat ånd, 
 og højt over sommerlivet. 
 Toget så ud som et blinkende bånd, – 
 jeg holdt for øjet den hule hånd 
 til vinding for perspektivet.
 

De flagrende skaut, det skinnende lin, 
 og mændenes kofter røde, 
 kirken med vigselens himmelvin, 
 bruden, den fagre, som engang var min, 
 og lykken, som fra mig døde, –
 

det alt tilhobe jeg stod og så 
 oppe fra livets vidder; 
 et højere lys over synet lå, – 
 men se, det kan nu ingen forstå, 
 som nede i sværmen sidder.
 

Da lo det bagved mig kort og tørt, 
 det var den fremmede skytte: 
 „kammerat, efter det jeg nu har hørt, 
 jeg ser jeg forgæves har skræppen snørt, 
 her er jeg til ingen nytte!”
 

Nej, nu er jeg mand for at hjælpe mig selv, 
 men tak for din gode mening; 
 det flommer ej længer i årens elv, 
 og jeg tror jeg mærker i bringens hvælv 
 alleslags tegn til forstening.
 

Den sidste styrkende saft jeg drak; 
 ej længer på vidden jeg fryser; 
 mit sejl gik under, mit livstræ knak, – 
 men se, hvor smukt hendes røde stak 
 mellem birkestammerne lyser.
 

Det går i galop, men se, der blev 
 de borte ved kirke-svingen. 
 Mit væneste minde, i lykke lev! 
 Nu bytted jeg bort mit sidste stev 
 for et højere syn på tingen.
 

Nu er jeg stålsat, jeg følger det bud, 
 der byder i højden at vandre! 
 Mit lavlandsliv har jeg levet ud; 
 heroppe på vidden er frihed og Gud, 
 dernede famler de andre.
 

Kvindernes bøn.
 

(Af „Kongs-emnerne”.)





Slagen er slangen! 
 Ydmyg og fangen 
 synderen kommer! 
 Slut ham i armene, 
 milde, forbarmende 
 jordlivets dommer!
 

Vindende viger han, 
 flygter mod tronen; 
 sejrende stiger han –; 
 nu har han kronen!
 

Tak.
 

Hendes sorg var de vånder, 
 som knudred min sti, – 
 hendes lykke de ånder, 
 som bar mig forbi.
 

Hendes hjem er her ude 
 på frihedens hav, 
 hvor digterens skude 
 kan spejle sig af.
 

Hendes slægt er de skiftende 
 skikkelsers rad, 
 som skrider med viftende 
 flag i mit kvad.
 

Hendes mål er at tænde 
 mit syn i glød, 
 så ingen fik kende, 
 hvo hjælpen bød.
 

Og just for hun venter 
 ej tak engang, 
 jeg digter og prenter 
 en takkens sang.
 

Abraham Lincolns mord.
 

De løsned et skud der-over i vest, 
 og det skaked Europa op. 
 Hej, hvilket liv der med et blev blæst 
 i den hele broderte trop! 
 Du gamle Europa, med orden og ret, 
 med lov for hver eneste steg, 
 med rygte foruden me´n og plet, 
 med dydig harm mod alt sort og slet, – 
 du blev så forunderlig bleg!
 

På sørgelak trykkes enhjørning og ørn 
 og alle de andre dyr; 
 paketbåden stikker på kabelets tørn; 
 depecherne mylrer og kryr. 
 Bomulds-magnaten, gloirens søn, 
 de tusend fra løgnens land, 
 de stod alt og greb efter fredspalmen grøn, 
 så knalded det ene revolver-drøn, 
 og så faldt han, den ene mand.
 

Og så tog I skræk. Europas råd, 
 er det som sig hør og bør? 
 En Preusser-gerning, en Dybbøl-dåd, 
 var verden vel vidne til før. 
 Sin broder hakker da ingen ravn; – 
 I kommer dog Polen ihug? 
 Og Engelskmanden for København? 
 Og graven ved Flensborg? Og Sønderborgs navn? 
 Men hvorfor da harmes nu?
 

Den røde rose, som blommer hist 
 og skræmmer jer med sin flor, 
 til den gav Europa sin podekvist 
 og Vesten sin yppige jord. 
 I planted som stikling hin frodige vånd, 
 der rødmer Amerikas kyst; – 
 jer var det, som bandt med højst-egen hånd 
 martyriets blodrøde ridderbånd 
 på Abraham Lincolns bryst.
 

Med glemte løfter, med svegne ord, 
 med traktaters forrevne ark, 
 med brudd fra iår på jer ed fra ifjor 
 har I gødet historiens mark. 
 Og så vented I endda, trygge i sind, 
 en høst af det ædleste slags! 
 Se, nu spirer jer sæd. Hvilket flammende skin! 
 I undres; I ve´d hverken ud eller ind, – 
 thi der vokser stiletter for aks!
 

Hvor loven sidder på knivens spids 
 og retten på galgen bor, 
 er dagningens sejr mer nær og viss, 
 end her, hvor der myrdes med ord. 
 En vilje våger, og holder dom, 
 og knuser hvert løgnens bur; – 
 men ormen må først æde skallen tom, 
 og tiden må først få krænget sig om 
 til sin egen karrikatur.
 

Der råder en dæmon med evig magt. 
 Prøv kun på at byde ham trods! 
 I støv måtte domus aureas pragt, 
 i grus måtte Neros kolos. 
 Men først måtte Romer-forbrydelsen nå 
 over jorden fra pol til pol, 
 tyrannen sin apotheose få, 
 og kejsernes gyldne billeder stå 
 som guder på Kapitol.
 

Så ramled det sammen; cirkus og slot, 
 templer, kolonners skov, 
 buer, arkader, alt trampedes småt 
 under bøffelens skoede hov. 
 Så byggedes nyt på det gamles grund, 
 og luften var ren til en tid. 
 Nu varsler det mod foryngelsens stund; 
 nu stiger der pest fra den svampede bund, 
 og vifter, snart hid snart did.
 

Men er det i råddenskabs sumpe vi går, 
 jeg råber ej ak og ve 
 over hver en brammende giftblomst, som står 
 i fylde på tidens træ. 
 Lad ormen kun hule. Før skallen er tom, 
 før brister ej væg og tag. 
 Og lad kun „systemet” få vrængt sig om; 
 des-før kommer hævnen og holder dom 
 på tids-løgnens yderste dag!
 

Til min ven revolutions-taleren!
 

De siger, jeg er bleven „konservativ”. 
 Jeg er, hvad jeg var mit hele liv.
 

Jeg går ikke med på at flytte brikker. 
 Slå spillet overende; da har De mig sikker.
 

En eneste revolution jeg husker, 
 som ikke blev gjort af en halvheds-fusker.
 

Den bær for alle de senere glorien. 
 Jeg mener naturligvis syndflods-historien.
 

Dog selve den gang blev Lucifer luret; 
 thi Noah tog, som De ve´d, diktaturet.
 

Lad os gøre det om igen, radikalere; 
 men dertil kræves både mænd og talere.
 

I sørger for vandflom til verdensmarken. 
 Jeg lægger med lyst torpe´do under Arken.
 

Uden navn.
 

Til den ridderligste sender 
 jeg mit digt foruden navn. 
 Jeg forstår, hvor sværdet brænder 
 i de djærve bundne hænder; 
 jeg forstår, hvor naget tænder 
 i hans pandes tankefavn.
 

Viljen vendt mod sejers-baner, – 
 viljen lænkelagt i skjul; 
 hånden strakt mod fædres faner, 
 sindet fyldt af storværks-planer, – 
 flugten stængt af vindfalds-graner, – 
 arme kongelige fugl!
 

Dagen gryr og hornet klinger. 
 Hej, det blir en verdensjagt! 
 Jeg forstår, hvor skårne vinger 
 værke kan, der buret tvinger: 
 jeg forstår, hvor længslen stinger, 
 der, hvor dværge slutter vagt.
 

Dagen går og hornet tier; 
 alle våben lægges ned. 
 Navn for navn på melodier 
 bæres rundt i lund og lier; – 
 jeg forstår, hvor smerten svier 
 ham, som ej fik nævnes med.
 

Ånden lys af skjønheds-larver, 
 skabertrang i sind og syn, – 
 digtets spil hans dådskraft arver, 
 blomster gror i leg med farver; – 
 glemsels-leg, mens savnet harver 
 sindet, som et nedslags lyn!
 

Måtte nægte, hvad står malet 
 midt på pandens åbne hvælv! 
 Måtte svigte idealet, 
 lig apostlen, der han daled, 
 dommens nat, til hanegalet 
 drog ham opad mod ham selv!
 

Kval, – og stumhed! Kan I, dverge, 
 fatte offrets fulde vægt? 
 Ve´d I, hvad det er at sværge 
 troskabsed på fremmed værge, – 
 alt tilhobe for at berge 
 skindet for en rådløs slægt?
 

I vil svare, det er drømme, 
 drømme kun, som offres her. 
 Ja, lad gå; lad kløgten strømme; 
 det er let for jer at dømme; 
 I har aldrig trængt til tømme, – 
 aldrig vidst, hvad drømme er.
 

Mer end livet, mine herrer, 
 er en drøm, som ej fik liv. 
 Den er lig det digt, jeg spærrer 
 ind i sjælens stængte kærrer; 
 løve-vildt det hugger, snærrer, 
 kræver nat og dag mit: bliv!
 

I vil råbe på, det heder: 
 størst, hvo selv sig overvandt. – 
 Gylden visdom for asketer! 
 Ly for løjheds Poul og Peter! 
 Bjeldeklang kun for atleter, 
 i hvis årer blodet brandt.
 

Puk så ej på „høje pligter”! – 
 Har I købt hans sunde sjæl? 
 Har I købt den djærve digter, 
 så han kaldets epos svigter? 
 Købt ham, købt ham, så han sigter 
 hadsk mod selvets bedste del? –
 

Til den ridderligste sender 
 jeg som krans et navnløst digt. 
 Jeg forstår, hvor sværdet brænder, 
 rustent, i de bundne hænder; 
 jeg forstår, hvor naget tænder; – 
 kan I, vismænd, skønne sligt?
 

Martyrdom, af purpur dækket, – 
 kval i taushed, fængslet trang, 
 blomsters håb, af gråvejr gækket, – 
 grenes frugt i utid brækket, 
 drøm, til livets drøjhed vækket, – 
 sættes kors ved i min sang.
 

Versets mindesten jeg rejser 
 for et ugjort storheds-værk; 
 og mens kløgtens flikværk dejser, – 
 for hans fejl jeg flaget hejser, 
 skriver, hvor min ridder knejser: 
 Skalden i ham var for stærk!
 

Ved Port Said.
 

Østerlands dag 
 over havnen glittred; 
 alle jordklodens flag 
 fra masterne sittred. 
 Musikens toner 
 bar frem koralen; 
 tusend kanoner 
 døbte kanalen.
 

Damperne drog 
 forbi obelisken. 
 På hjemmets sprog 
 traf mig nyheders hvisken: 
 det digt-spejl, jeg pudsed 
 for mandlige tøjter, 
 var hjemme smudset 
 af stænk fra fløjter.
 

Gift-fluen stak; 
 det gav mindelser vamle. – 
 Stjerne, hav tak, – 
 mit hjem er det gamle! 
 Vi prajed fregatten 
 fra flodbåds-taget; 
 jeg svinged hatten 
 og hilste flaget.
 

Til fest, til fest, 
 trods giftkrybs-kløerne! 
 Som udvalgt gæst 
 gennem „Bitter-søerne”! 
 Er dagen sluknet, 
 jeg drømmende sover, 
 hvor Farao drukned 
 og Moses slap over.
 

Til Frederik Hegel.
 

(I anledning af Gyldendalske Boghandels 100-årige jubilæum den 30te December 1870.)





     Tag mit håndslag fra det fjerne; 
 tag min tak i døde ord! 
 Sikkert véd De selv, hvor gerne 
 jeg sad med ved festens bord.
 

     Kunde ønsker jævne banen, 
 da blev Deres uden sten, 
 sluttet af på livs-altanen 
 i en aften lys og sen.
 

     Indtil da De uforfærdet 
 bygge med på Nordens slot; – 
 muren højnes alt bag gærdet; 
 tårnet stiger alt så småt.
 

     Stille bygværksmand, som brækker 
 stenen til vort fælleshjem, – 
 lid på: i dets byste-rækker 
 hules nischen og for Dem!
 

Ballonbrev til en svensk dame.
 

Dresden, i December 1870.





     Ja, jeg frister det idag, 
 jeg, som ved min tausheds længde, 
 tvert mod alle løfters mængde, 
 frygter jeg har tabt min sag, – 
 jeg, som foer fra Stockholm, bunden 
 af en takskyld uden lige, 
 gæsted Faraonens rige, 
 løfted Isis-slørets flige, – 
 og til dato kunde svige, 
 hvad med hånden og med munden 
 jeg på „Lyran” sidste kvelden 
 både loved og besvor, – 
 nemlig: med et skrevet ord 
 at betale lidt på gælden. 
      Tør jeg? Har jeg endnu ret? 
 Ak, Gud-nå’s, hvem spør om retten? 
 Nuomstunder skilles trætten 
 af et magtsprog ret og slet. 
 Altså kort og godt: jeg vil; 
 men på anti-preussisk måde; 
 ej i kraft af ret for nåde. 
 Vær mig stumme flygtning mild!
 

     Her jeg lever på en vis, 
 som de lever i Paris. 
 Svære tyske floskelhelte, 
 som med vold vil verden vælte, 
 pral og skrål og flag på stang, 
 „Wacht am Rhein”, som kaldes sang, – 
 det er mit cernerings-belte. 
      De kan tro, at mangen gang 
 kendes kredsen krap og trang. 
      Ølhus-snak, politisering, 
 er min køterstegs servering, 
 og i stadsavisens spalter, 
 hvor den tyske verskunst halter, 
 diskes op den kost, mig gotter, 
 som en fransk ragout af rotter. –
 

     Værre dog, når genlyds-toner 
 fra vort Nord hidover slår; 
 når mit håb mod lys og vår 
 skydes ned af plebs-kanoner; 
 når i råheds-kravet hviner 
 fremtids himmelsprængte miner, 
 og jeg våbenstækket står 
 på en brusten drøms ruiner.
 

     Altså er, for ej at lyve, 
 nøden det, som nu mig drev 
 til at sende Dem et brev, – 
 og jeg lar ballonen flyve. 
 Duer har jeg ingen af; 
 duer er jo håbets fugle, 
 og i denne klamme grav 
 bygger bare ravn og ugle. 
 Men per ravn, per ugle, skikke 
 brev til damer, duger ikke.
 

     Nu da – som De véd, ifjor, 
 dengang Mälar-himlen mulned, 
 frosten skar og løvet gulned, 
 ned til Deltas vang jeg foer.
 

     Der var sol og sommerdage. 
 Lyset slog med blink tilbage, 
 som hos os en bræ fra fjorden. 
 Palmelunden, sykomoren, 
 skygged blågrøn over jorden; 
 Beduinen og hans mage, 
 båren højt på dromedaren, 
 så vi gennem ørknen drage. 
 Første gang en uerfaren 
 nordbo så det, skreg han studsende: 
 „mine herrer, ser De strudsene?”
 

     Fra Cairo opad Nilen 
 fløj vi på „Ferus” som pilen, 
 gæsted Cheops-pyramiden, 
 hvor Napoleon proklamerte, 
 medens sfinxen mediterte 
 både før og da og siden.
 

     Beni Hassans kongegrave 
 krøb vi ind i på vor mave. 
 Seklerne har hærget stygt dem; 
 hver en tidsberegning brister; 
 kun så meget får man ud, – 
 tør man tro egyptologer, – 
 og, ej sandt, vi tror jo trygt dem –: 
 de blev til i fortids tåger, 
 dengang Farao var gud 
 og herr Potifar minister, 
 samt at herr ministrens svoger, 
 Josef Jakobsen, har bygt dem.
 

     Memnonstøtten, stenkolossen, 
 han, De véd, som sang et stykke, 
 gæsted vi en morgenstund; 
 men den gamle holdt sin mund. 
 Det er nu en skaldenykke 
 fra den tid Kambyses dømmende 
 gik ham efter lidt i sømmene 
 og, måske for ubehændigt, 
 recenserte ham indvendigt. 
      Sligt gør mangen sanger frossen, – 
 og så svigter mælet tossen. 
      Men så er beundrings-stolen 
 vederlag for sang mod solen.
 

     Sådan gubben Memnon troner 
 på sit ry for brustne toner, 
 stryger ind tributens mynt, 
 gir i al sin oldtidspynt 
 audiens, ej blot til stormænd, 
 men sågar til norske normænd, 
 som min ringhed og Peer Gynt.
 

     Dog, hvem mægter gøre rede 
 for en 6-7 ugers drøm? 
 Derfor beder jeg Dem, tag 
 disse løse pennedrag 
 fra min færd i lys og hede 
 opad krokodillens strøm.
 

Gal-mands værk at spilde ord 
 på vort pascha-liv ombord 
 i de fire Noæh arker; – 
 vi var fire, skal De vide, 
 og desuden to par barker 
 for et genus, kaldt det blide.
 

     I „Ferus” var sat på foer 
 bjørne tre fra gamle Nord; 
 elleve haner af de franske; 
 fire hingster – de var spanske – 
 lutter fyr-og flamme-foler, 
 drevne stærkt i kaprioler, 
 og med gester som El Ol’er. 
 Tar vi med vor skibsbetjening, 
 fandtes efter fælles mening 
 flere dyr af slægten „Asen”. 
 Et slags buk fra Schweizerlandet; 
 et amfibium af racen, 
 der skal bo „lidt under vandet”, – 
 samt, naturligvis, en skok 
 olden-eller old-germanske 
 vildsvin, næsten ganske tamme, 
 og som afart af de samme, 
 et par militære rovdyr; 
 et entrüstungs-fæigt skovdyr; 
 et af de brasilianske 
 bogmøl, og en hel hob smådyr, 
 under fællesnavnet rådyr; 
 item – nej, nu er det nok!
 

     Tænk Dem så når dragomanen, 
 snart mod øst og snart mod vest, 
 førte hele karavanen 
 til en oldtids kæmpe-rest. 
      Over ørknens gule slette 
 fløj vi som på vinger lette, 
 skønt i virkligheden toget 
 gik til æsels, og tildels, 
 for de kække, til kamels. 
 Hvilken jubel, hvilken broget 
 stim og stimmel i vor barne-
 glade flok! Hin uerfarne 
 strudse-seer var den eneste, 
 som for skydsen gjorde styr, 
 råbte: „æsler! Er det dyr 
 for en mand i pressens tjeneste! 
 Jeg vil ha’e en rigtig ilhest; 
 finds her ingen fuldblods Nilhest?”
 

     Luxor, Déndera, Sakkara, 
 Edfu, Assuan og Phile 
 vil i fart forbi jeg ile, 
 og kun foreløbig hvile 
 ved en skildring fra Sahara. 
      De har sikkert engang hørt, 
 at når karavanen rykker 
 gennem ørkenhavets bølger, 
 sandets flom, af samum ført, 
 viser frem hvad dybet dølger, 
 og den ser stillebens-stykker. 
      Eller rettere, den vader 
 gennem endeløse gader, 
 hvor den levende natur 
 har med døden sig forenet, 
 og i tiden sig forstenet 
 til en vild arkitektur. 
      Ribben, ryggehvirvler, knokler 
 rager op som søjlesokler; 
 hjerneskaller af kameler 
 er de faldne kapiteler; 
 tænders gule gisne rader 
 er balkoners balustrader; 
 fingre, som i vejret vimser, 
 er de brustne loftsgesimser, 
 og som mølne ridderfaner 
 svajer pjalter af kaftaner. 
      Tænk Dem så det hele billed, 
 dirrende i sol og stilhed, 
 vokse, vokse, fylde, fange, 
 højnes, højnes tusend gange; – 
 tænk Dem denne gravens verden 
 som en oldtids karavane, 
 brat forstenet på sin bane, – 
 og De har Egypter-færden.
 

     Ja, så er det. I en tidens 
 morgenstund drog ud et tog; 
 prester forrest med sin videns 
 hieroglyf beskrevne bog; 
 gudekonger, kongeguder 
 red henover seklers vidder; – 
 Isis og Osiris sidder 
 i sin stumheds pragt og luder 
 på de høje sadelpuder; 
 Horus, Hathor, Thme og Ptah, 
 Amon Re og Amon Ra 
 kaster glans til alle sider, 
 der de midt i skaren skrider; 
 Apis med den gyldne pande 
 ledes langsmed flodens vande, 
 fulgt af slavers millioner, – 
 og hvor følget slår sin lejr, 
 rejses sfinxer og pyloner. 
 Over grav og over sejr 
 mindetavler, obelisker 
 står i billedskrift og hvisker; 
 tusend templers søjlerader 
 pæler karavanens gader; 
 tusend pyramiders belte 
 er dens efterladte telte.
 

     Se, da kom et pust fra nord, 
 steg til storm på ørkenhavet, 
 pisked karavanens spor; – 
 prester tumled, konger raved, 
 hele guder sank i grus; 
 Faraonen og hans hus 
 lå i glemsels sand begravet. 
 Der, hvor sværmen frem var dragen, 
 faldt den livløs, stum og stur; – 
 tusend år i sarkofagen, 
 gemt for lyset og for dagen, 
 mumien lig i svøbets bur, 
 smuldred bort en dømt og slagen 
 fire tusend års kultur.
 

     Denne karavanes rester 
 var det, vi, Khedivens gæster, 
 drog forbi til Nubiens grænse. 
      Fellah-flokken så vi lænse 
 ørkenbølgen om Abydos, 
 og lidt længer op mod syd os 
 mødte Karnaks skog af sokler 
 som en urtids kæmpeknokler; 
 Rhameseums kapiteler 
 lå som skaller af kameler; 
 Luxors hal med hundred søjler, 
 slavers arme lig i bøjler, 
 vidned stumt om stormens stund i 
 et „sic transit gloria mundi”!
 

     Dette billed har mig fulgt, 
 hvor jeg siden gik i landene; 
 og som ånden over vandene 
 aned jeg en mening dulgt. 
      Tor i juleskreden tuder 
 forrest i det vilde lag; 
 Grækerfolkets faldne guder 
 lever jo den dag idag. 
 Zeus bor end på Kapitol, 
 hist som „tonans”, her som „stator”. 
 Men Egyptens livs-idol? 
 Hvor er Horus? Hvor er Hathor? 
 Intet mærke, intet minde; 
 ej en sagnstump er at finde.
 

     Svaret ligger ganske nær. 
 Hvor personligheden mangler, 
 hvor ej formen i sig bær 
 hadet, harmen, jublen, glæden, 
 pulsens slag og blodets skær, 
 der er hele herligheden 
 kun en benrads tørre rangler. 
 Hvor er ikke Juno sand, 
 bleg og høj i vredens brand, 
 når hun gubben overrasker –? 
 Hvor er ikke Mars en mand – 
 under garnets gyldne masker?
 

     Men hvad var Egyptens guder? 
 Tal i rækker og i ruder. 
 Hvad var deres kald i livet? 
 Blot og bart at være til, 
 sidde malet, strammet, stivet, 
 på en stol ved altrets ild. 
 En fik høgenæb at bære, 
 og en anden strudsefjære; 
 en var gud for dag, for nat, 
 en for dit og en for dat; – 
 ingen fik det kald at leve, 
 ingen det at synde, famle, 
 og af synden sig at hæve. 
 Derfor ligger nu det gamle 
 fire tusend års Egypten 
 som et navnløst lig i krypten.
 

     Ser De vel, min kære frue, – 
 i belejringsringen spændt, 
 lukker jeg min lune stue 
 for at leve indadvendt. 
 Ude flyver fra mig trøsten, 
 som en flytfugl-flok om høsten, 
 men med øjet mod det indre 
 ser jeg håbets løvspring tindre. 
 På begravne karavaner 
 bygger jeg vor fremtids baner.
 

Lovfast er jo slægtens gang 
 ad en evig vindeltrappe; 
 kredsen blir den samme krappe, 
 vejen altid lige trang; 
 viljen blir den samme higende; – 
 punktet kun bestandig stigende.
 

     Og så står vi nuomstunder 
 lodret over Faraonen. 
      Atter er kong Gud på tronen, 
 atter flyder bort personen 
 i et mylr, som kaver, stunder, 
 bryder, bygger, grubler, grunder 
 rundt omkring og nedenunder. 
 Atter rejses pyramiden 
 som produkt af hele tiden. 
 Atter svulmer alle årer, 
 atter flommer blod og tårer, 
 for at verden stort skal se 
 kongegudens mausolé.
 

     Det er samtids-karavanen 
 med sit Hathor, med sin Horus, 
 og, for alting, med sit chorus, 
 der i blinde svær til fanen. 
 Hvilke storværk bygges ej 
 langs den lige sejersvej! 
 Hvilken magt i folke-stormen! 
 Hvor egyptisk hver og en 
 fuger ind sin lille sten 
 på dens plads i helheds-formen! 
 Hvor uklandrelig er tegningen; 
 og hvor sikker er beregningen!
 

     Ja, i sandhed, det er stort, 
 stort, så verden står og gaber; – 
 og dog dirrer der et „aber” 
 midt i gabets åbne port. 
 Tvivlen kommer lindt til orde: 
 er det rigtig stort, det store? 
 Ja, hvad gør vel stort et værk? – 
 ikke værkets store følger, 
 men personen klar og stærk, 
 som i værkets ånd sig dølger.
 

     Godt; men nu Germanner-skaren 
 på sin stormgang mod Paris? 
 Hvem står hel og klar i faren; 
 hvem bær enligt sejrens pris? 
 Når slog ud i glans personen, 
 så at millioners munde 
 bar ham hjemmet rundt i sang? – 
 Regimentet, eskadronen, 
 staben – alias spionen – 
 koblets slupne flok af hunde, 
 sporer vildtet på dets gang.
 

     Derfor véd jeg, glorien svigter. – 
 Denne jagt får ingen digter; 
 og kun det kan fremad leve, 
 som en digters sang kan hæve. 
      Tænk på Gustav Adolf bare, 
 forrest i sin svenske skare; 
 husk den fangne mand i Bender, – 
 Peder Vessel på fregatten, 
 lig et lyn i mørke natten, – 
 Kongedybets muntre helte; – 
 over dem sig mindet spænder 
 som et kor, der høres vælte 
 sine tonebølgers belte, 
 under klap af tusend hænder, 
 fra en vårfests smykte telte.
 

     Og så tænk Dem dagens mænd, 
 disse Fritzer, Blumenthaler, 
 og de herrer generaler, 
 nummer den og nummer den! 
 Under Preussens dødning-farver – 
 sorgens sorte-hvide klud – 
 bryder dådens lodne larver 
 ej, som sangens fjærild, ud. 
 De kan sagtens silke spinde 
 til en tid, men dør derinde. – 
 Just i sejren bor forliset. 
 Preussens sværd blir Preusser-riset. 
 Aldrig svulmer der en løftning 
 af et regnestykkes drøftning. 
 Intet dåds-digt blir at tolke 
 fra den stund af, da en folke-
 rejsning, skønheds-fyldt og fri, 
 blev et stabs-maskineri, 
 spækket ud med kløgtens dolke, – 
 fra den stund da herr von Moltke 
 myrded kampens poesi.
 

     Så dæmonisk er den magt, 
 som fik verdens gang at råde: 
 sfinxen, på sin visdoms vagt, 
 dødes af sin egen gåde.
 

     Ziffer-sejren får sin dom. 
 Øjeblikkets blæst slår om; 
 lig en storm på ørken-sletten 
 vil den fælde afguds-ætten. 
 Bismarck og de andre gubber 
 vil, som Memnons søjle-stubber, 
 sidde sprød på saga-stolen 
 uden sang mod morgensolen.
 

     Men som vi, Khedivens gæster, 
 efter færden blandt de døde, 
 under lys og klang af fester 
 drog en nyfødt tid imøde, – 
 ja, som vi, med flag på stang, 
 under verdenskorets sang, 
 fejred hist kanalens åbning, 
 og som vi fra Suez’ strand 
 fik et glimt af løftets land, – 
 så vil åndens livs-forhåbning, 
 ad det vordendes kanaler, 
 i et verdens festtogs-møde, 
 under hymner og koraler, 
 under skønheds-lampers brand, 
 styre frem til morgenrøde 
 på sejlads mod løftets land.
 

     Thi mod skønhed hungrer tiden. 
 Men det véd ej Bismarcks viden.
 

     Skal vi med til festen, frue? 
 Ja, hvem véd når budets due 
 bringer kortet? Vi får se. 
 Indtil da jeg i min stue 
 går med handsker af glacé; 
 indtil da jeg søger fredning, 
 digter fornemt på velin; 
 det vil harme godtfolks slæng, 
 jeg blir sagtens skældt for hedning; 
 men jeg har en skræk for sværmen, 
 vil ej stænkes til af bærmen, 
 vil forvente tidens nærmen 
 i en pletfri bryllupsklædning.
 

     Og med disse ord, farvel! 
 Flyv, ballon! På farten held! 
 Luften er en digters rige; – 
 styr mod nord, og sænk dig lige 
 ned på Mälarstadens strande; 
 der er fuldt så nemt at lande, 
 som på Telemarkens fjeld!
 

     Alfen i gondolen spanker. 
 Gid nu snart mig bud blir bragt, 
 at han med sin lette fragt – 
 lette vers og lette tanker – 
 har på Norrmalm kastet anker!
 

Rimbrev til fru Heiberg.
 

Dresden, i påske-ugen 1871.





Havde jeg på engang sendt 
 alle takkens små billetter, 
 i de vågne vinternætter 
           sammenskrevne 
           sønderrevne, 
 skulde, lig en snesky spændt 
           over himlen, 
           hele vrimlen, 
           stumpen, strimlen, 
           hver bemalet 
 med et magtløst takkens ord, 
 som et prosa-snefog dalet 
 over Rosenvængets flor.
 

Kunde jeg på engang sendt, 
 uden bur af skrift og prent, 
 alle tankens løse fugle, – 
           ind dem smugle 
 skulde jeg, hvor stilhed råder, 
 under Rosenvængets tag, 
 der, hvor åndens dunkle lag, 
 der, hvor skønheds glade gåder 
 op imod forklaring stunder 
 og, som knop en forårsdag, 
 foldes ud i et vidunder. – 
 Brydes skulde stuens fred, 
 der min fugleflok slog ned; 
 lytte skulde børn derinde, 
 som i skog til jagten fjern; – 
 bag usynlighedens værn 
 mine fugle skulde tvinde, 
 i en anings trillers rad, 
           takkens kvad, 
 kredse let og vinger ryste 
 om den store seers byste.
 

          Løse tanker, 
           tørre breve 
 slår ej til; jeg vælger vers. 
 Over daglig-dækkets planker 
           må jeg hæve 
 synet vidt og rundt fra mers. 
 Prosa stil er for ideer, 
           vers for syner. 
 Sindets lyst og sindets veer, 
 sorg, som på mit hoved sneer, 
           harm, som lyner, 
 fyldigst liv jeg friest skænker 
           just i versets lænker.
 

Men når takken, som mig brænder, 
           nu jeg sender, – 
 mon det da er blot mit stykkes 
           scene-lykkes 
           skaberinde, 
           hvem jeg fletter 
 disse versets små buketter?
 

Nej, et glansfuldt større minde 
 lægger ordet på min mund, – 
 mindet om en skønhedsfyldig 
           højtids-stund, 
 mindet om en rad af timer, 
           langt tilbage, 
 da jeg så Dem sejrrig drage 
 smykket, gratie-fulgt og sand 
 gennem kunstens under-land. 
 Da just blev jeg takken skyldig; 
 derfor er det nu jeg rimer.
 

Se, da jeg ifjor Dem gæsted, 
           var jeg stum; 
 skønheds-gældens runde sum 
 bar jeg, i mit hjerte fæstet, 
           med tilbage. 
           Nætter, dage 
 har med renter summen øget, 
 og trods alt, hvad her jeg maler, 
 får jeg, som en slet betaler, 
 aldrig denne gældspost strøget. –
 

Underligt til Danmark bundet 
 står De altid for mit øje, – 
 bundet til en dag ved Sundet, 
 mellem bøgekroner høje. 
 Sol i luften, sol på fladen. 
           Sejler-gaden 
 fures af en blålig krusning; 
           sommer-susning, 
           født i „Skoven”, 
 dirrer som et digt foroven. 
 Det er søndag; glade klynger 
           ler og synger; 
           både gynger 
 under ly af kystens skrænt. 
           Lyse kjoler 
           blinker, soler 
 sig, hvor klokker og violer 
 har sit danske tæppe spændt.
 

          Men derude, – 
 helt fra nord, hvor Kronborg troner, 
 indtil syd, hvor fjernt Tre Kroner 
           synet raner, – 
 hvilken rad af ranke svaner, 
           hvilken stimmel, 
 hvilket tog af hvide sejl! 
 Skude slutter sig til skude, 
 lysglans i de hvalte klude; 
           vimplers vrimmel, 
           højdens himmel 
 ser sig selv i dybets spejl.
 

          Slank og smekker, 
 drømfyldt jomfru mellem snekker, 
 glider en mig just forbi. 
 Hun er lig et sagn, der bæver 
 bag det slør, det hylles i; 
 hun er lig et syn, der hæver 
           sig og svæver 
 ad en lukket gåde-sti. 
           Ellepiger 
           vinker, viger, 
 svøbt i skum om bougens stavn; 
           alfer følger 
           kølens bølger; 
 men i flagets folder dølger 
           sig „Agnetes” navn.
 

Og se der, – et modsat billed! 
 Hvilke kække kast i dansen! 
 Lunets gratie-bundne vildhed 
           bær dog kransen. 
 Vimpler vinder sig langs riggen; 
 flag fra stranden hilser briggen; 
 halvvejs hjemlig, halvvejs fremmed, 
 halvt en havfrue, halvt et tæmmet 
           barn fra heden, 
 svajer „Dina” op på reden. 
           Som iblinde 
 ledet frem af milde vinde, 
           som i drømme 
 løftet af de lette strømme, – 
           se felukken! 
 Al Provences livsglød taler 
 i dens stigen, i dens dukken; 
           elskovs sukken, 
           dæmpet båren 
 citharklang, fra dækket maler 
           sjæle-våren; 
           madrigaler 
 over stumme klynger daler, 
 som på strandens grønne hynde 
 vugges i „Jolanthes” ynde.
 

          Hvo kan tælle 
           hele flåden, 
 som i solskin følger efter, 
 som for medbør skummer frem! 
           Over fråden 
           „Ragnhild” hælder, 
 som om dybets dulgte kræfter 
           lokked hjem; – 
 Lotos lig på strømme stride, 
 hist „Ophelia”, den fagre, 
           ses at flagre, 
           ses at glide; – 
           rang-fregatter, 
           klipper-skarer, 
           hjemad farer 
 under landets klap og latter. – 
 Sådan De til Danmark bundet 
 står i mindet for mit øje, – 
 bundet til en dag ved Sundet, 
 mellem bøgekroner høje. –
 

Stundom har jeg spurgt mig selv: 
           mon vel slægten 
 engang i sin travle fægten 
           og fornægten 
 sænke skal i glemsels elv 
 denne skat af geniers nåde? 
 Skal en tid, hvem afstand døver, 
 rane, lig en engelsk røver, 
 denne danske stormagts-flåde?
 

          Se, vi andre, 
 farve-, form-og ord-poeter, 
           arkitekter, 
 og hvad vi for resten heder, 
 vi, som fik det kald at bygge 
 vore skønheds-skuders rygge 
 af lidt mer solide lægter, 
 vi tør ej vor skæbne klandre, 
           om vor flåde 
 ej blir hver en tid til måde. 
 Mangen klipper, mangen studser, 
 rigget til med sang og klang, 
           får engang 
           plads og rang 
 mellem skibs-Jeronimusser. 
 Mangt et skrog af form og toner, – 
 af sin samtid assureret, – 
 engang, på de våde veje 
           havareret, 
 hales ind i flådens leje, 
 uden takkel og kanoner, 
 til de andre Magdeloner. 
 Der vi prise kan vor lykke, 
           hvis en nykke 
 vore værfters mesterstykke 
           venligst sparer 
 for de herrer antikvarer.
 

Man har sagt at scenens kunst, 
           født og bunden 
           kun til stunden, 
 må, som sæbeboblers dunst, 
 må, som mørkets meteor, 
           blænde, briste, 
           for at friste, 
           uden spor, 
 hænders værkers lod på jord.
 

Sving Dem som en fugl i luften 
 op fra denne trange tanke! 
           Just fordi 
 Deres kunst er barn af duften, 
           af beånden, 
           af en stemning, 
 af person og fantasi, – 
 ej et værk af sten og planke, 
           ej en tanke, 
 klistret fast med sort på hvidt, 
 men en alf på skønheds ranke, 
 hvor den evig gynger frit, – 
 just fordi den fattes form, 
           som med hånden 
 gribes kan, der sættes dæmning 
 for hvert bid af ældens orm.
 

Underfuldt til Danmark bundet 
 skal De stå for slægters øje, – 
 bundet til en nat ved Sundet, 
 under mindets stjerner høje. 
 Hvilke sagnets syner vide! 
           Hele flåden, 
           fra fregatten 
           ned til båden, 
           ser jeg glide 
           gennem natten, 
 langs med landets lune side; 
 tågen slører sejl og master; 
           halvlys kaster 
 over stang og rå tilsammen 
           svanehammen; 
 hvad i afstand øjet svigter, 
           ind man digter; 
 kvinder, som fra stranden drømmer, 
           mænd, som dømmer 
 efter egen fordrings lov, 
 slægt, som efter slægt befolker 
           kyst og skov, – 
 synets skønheds-form fortolker 
 efter skiftende behov.
 

Og se det er livet just, 
           liv i mindet, 
 det, at stå for folkesindet 
 ren for ældens møl og rust, – 
 det er livet, det, at bøje 
 eget indhold, åndigt, rigt, 
 i den form, som folkets øje 
 kræver for sit eget digt; 
           det er livet, – 
           mythe-vorden, 
 vekselfuld som alfepigen, 
 følge slægten i dens stigen, 
 følge tiders krav og orden, – 
 og se, denne lod på jorden 
           blir Dem givet.
 

I en skønheds-fattig tid 
 har det kvæget mig at følge 
 Deres færd på kunstens bølge 
 under sol og medbør blid, – 
 kvæget mig at stirre did, 
 hvor i skær af svale nætter 
 sagnet sig om færden fletter.
 

Tag, som tak for synets trøst, 
 råbet af en seers røst: 
 underfuldt til Danmark bundet 
 skal De stå for slægters øje, – 
 bundet til en nat ved Sundet, 
 under mindets stjerner høje!
 

Ved et bryllup
 

den 9de Oktober 1874.





Løvet rasler, blade falder; 
 nær er Nordens høst; 
 gennem skovens brudte haller 
 går farvellets røst. 
 Derfor samler Nordens evne 
 sig til hjemmets hjerte-stævne, 
 værner varmt i stuen inde 
 om sit frilufts-minde.
 

I, som har hinanden kåret, 
 unge par, I to, – 
 gå med vårens krans i håret 
 ind i eders bo. 
 Ude lad Oktober-dagen 
 brede tungt sit tåge-lagen; 
 lad jert hjem en løvsal være, 
 rejst til ungdoms ære.
 

Det er leve-kunstens kerne: 
 gennem let og tungt 
 om sit forårs-sind at værne, 
 holde hjertet ungt; 
 det, – når aftensolen daler, 
 løfte morgnens idealer 
 glansfuldt, kækt og højt ivejret. 
 Hvo det kan, har sejret.
 

Did at nå er samlivs gåde, 
 samlivs gyldne krans; 
 ingen kløgt kan vejen råde, 
 ingen visdoms-sans. 
 Men hvor stien er at finde 
 aner kærlighed iblinde. 
 Vogt da tro i eders stue 
 denne frelsens lue.
 

Husk, at hvo det livslys sætter 
 på sit alterbord, 
 lampen har i sorgens nætter, 
 blus for fodens spor. 
 Og når engang løvet falder 
 rundt om jer i høstens alder, – 
 sku med dette lys tilbage 
 på jert vårlivs dage!
 

I en komponists stambog.
 

Orpheus slog med toner rene 
 ånd i vilddyr, ild i stene.
 

Stene har vort Norge nok af; 
 vilddyr har vi og en flok af.
 

Spil, så stenen spruder gnister! 
 Spil, så dyrehammen brister!
 

Brændte skibe.
 

Han vendte sine skuders 
 stavne fra nord, 
 søgte lysere guders 
 legende spor.
 

Snelandets bauner 
 slukned i hav; 
 solstrandens fauner 
 stilled hans krav.
 

Han brændte sine skibe; – 
 blånende røg 
 som en bro-banes stribe 
 nordover føg. –
 

Mod snelandets hytter, 
 fra solstrandens krat, 
 rider en rytter 
 hver eneste nat.
 

Sanger-hilsen til Sverig.
 

(Ved studenter-mødet i Upsala 1875.)





Tak for kald til ungdoms-stævne 
           i jer gamle stad! 
 Fyldt er Kølens kløft og revne, 
           sprængt dens røsers rad; 
 grændsens knejsende geleder 
           hæmmed ej vort tog; 
 bent går vejen nu til eder 
           fra den norske skog.
 

Lad da sangen bent som banen 
           slå sin stræng af stål; 
 sang er jo, som sus i granen, 
           Svenskens modersmål. 
 Dette sprog for norske røster 
           bær vor hilsning frem; 
 svenske svarets væld fra øster 
           bær det til vort hjem.
 

Altfor længe har vi sunget 
           spredt i verdens kor; 
 der, hvor Svenskens røst har runget, 
           taug det norske ord; 
 der, hvor vi har æsket ordet, 
           krævet lyd omkring, 
 stod ej svenske folke-koret 
           i vor sanger-ring.
 

Drapa under Jorsals palmer, 
           kvad i Bretlands sund, 
 Narvas stormsang, Lützens salmer, 
           gik for halv-kor kun. 
 Lad så fædres faner smuldre 
           i sin blege pragt; 
 friske krav på slægtens skuldre 
           har dens ånder lagt.
 

Nystemt vårsang er at høre 
           gennem tiden gå; – 
 lydhørt er en sangers øre; 
           nyn må han forstå. 
 Sanger-skaren er de unge, 
           og i folkets sind 
 sanger-hvervet er at sjunge 
           nye tider ind.
 

Lyt med os mod det, som vorder; 
           lyt mod gryets nyn; 
 og fornemmer I akkorder, 
           der slår ned som lyn, – 
 blæs til samling da i luren 
           mod den norske skog! 
 Vi skal komme! Grændse-muren 
           hæmmer ej vort tog.
 

Langt borte.
 

Snart samles i Upsal alle de unge; 
 taler skal strømme og sange skal runge.
 

Selv har jeg digtet til ungdoms-mødet, 
 kendt mig ildnet i ånden og kødet.
 

Jeg nytted et øjebliks tro mellem tvilene, 
 og stod alt med foden mod stævnet stilende.
 

Nu er det over. Afgørelsens porte 
 slog jeg ilås og blir ensom, langt borte.
 

Held over al eders sorgløse flok! 
 Held over eder, hvem legen er nok!
 

Sommerens magter lad skydækket dele! 
 Skogduft for alle de stundende sjæle!
 

Godvejr, så koret kan bæres for vindene! 
 Bris under fanerne, sol over sindene!
 

Glitrende dage, og nætter klare, 
 hvor I skal færdes og hvor I skal fare!
 

Langt borte jeg ser eder stryge forbi; 
 jeg hører den velkendte melodi.
 

Og dog så forunderlig fjernt og fremmed 
 mig tykkes det jublende tog gennem hjemmet.
 

Genfærd af afdøde tider og mænd 
 går i vor ynglinge-skare igen.
 

Af frasernes tåger og festernes røgelse 
 formes et verdenshistoriens spøgelse.
 

Sligt tog, som nu suser deroppe i Nord, 
 har sust over hele Italiens jord.
 

Ungdoms-toget langs Apenninerne 
 rusked af søvnen folke-ruinerne.
 

Det var i århundredets skyfulde morgen. 
 Idag vajer fanen fra Engelsborgen.
 

Sligt tog, som nu suser deroppe i Nord, 
 har sust over hele den tyske jord.
 

Der drømtes om ening ad spredte baner; 
 der drømtes om sortrøde gylden-faner.
 

Så kom den alvorlige del af festerne. 
 Grånede gubber var ungdoms-gæsterne.
 

Uryggeligt dog for den samme sag, 
 som ildned til leg, de højned sit flag.
 

Gennem trængsler og storme de bar den frem; 
 de mured sit hus og de gærded sit hjem.
 

De vilde sin drøm; så kom sejren siden. 
 Europa er voksent, og vågen er tiden.
 

Se, derfor så underlig fjernt og fremmed 
 mig tykkes det jublende tog i hjemmet.
 

Genfærd af afdøde tider og mænd 
 går i vor ynglinge-skare igen.
 

Af frasernes tåger og festernes røgelse 
 formes et verdenshistoriens spøgelse.
 

Hvi tier den eneste myndige mund, 
 som bryder alt blændværk og vækker af blund?
 

Jeg skal sige jer det. Den blev stum som graven, 
 da et ufærdigt folk fik friheds-gaven.
 

Det er farligt at tage sig selv som skænk; 
 den ballast kan krænge en skude isænk.
 

Man stak os ihænde et fuldgodt sværd, 
 men lærte os ikke sligt værges værd.
 

Se, derfor vor skæbne vipper og vender, 
 som kniven i barnets legende hænder.
 

Der står vi og lytter til forsker og gransker, 
 og taster på tingen med silkehandsker.
 

Der går vi og drømmer og ve´d ikke råd 
 til en bristende eller bærende dåd.
 

Når kommer og rusker os op af døsen 
 århundredets ånd med århundredets løsen?
 

Mu¨nchen, den 2den Juni 1875.
 

Et rimbrev.
 

          Min kære ven!
 

De skriver mig bekymret til og spørger 
 hvi slægten går så underlig fortrykt, 
 ej ildnes op i fryd og ikke sørger, 
 men synes ruge på en uklar frygt, – 
 hvi intet held formår at live ånderne, 
 hvi ingen er sin egen modgangs dommer, 
 hvi hvermand tager skæbne-gunst og vånderne 
 med sløvheds ro, og venter hvad der kommer.
 

Kræv ikke, ven, at jeg skal gåden klare; 
 jeg spørger helst; mit kald er ej at svare.
 

Men da De nu har dyppet Deres pen, 
 så skal det dog ej være gjort forgæves, – 
 at sige, hvis ej med bestemthed kræves 
 et svar, som svarer sådan ligehen. 
 Kort, jeg til svar vil spørge Dem igen; 
 og undskyld at – da hånden med i spillet 
 en digter har – der spørges i et billed.
 

Så sig mig da, om De har nogensinde 
 tilfældigvis ved vore kyster set 
 et skib stå ud tilhavs for friske vinde 
 og sætte kursen endefrem og ret? 
 Det har De visst, og De har sikkert mærket 
 det liv, den lyst, den virksomhed ombord, 
 den trygge sorgløshed, der driver værket, 
 det sikre bydende kommando-ord, 
 som om det var en regelbunden verden 
 med fastsat bane, lig vor egen jord, 
 med lov, som den, for farten og for færden.
 

Tidt går et sådant skib på lange rejser; 
 det søger fjerne lande, mange havne; 
 man losser lasten, og ombord man hejser 
 nyt stykgods under udenlandske navne; 
 man stuver rummet mellem begge stavne 
 med en utallighed af kasser, baller, 
 og hverken skipper eller mandskab véd 
 til punkt og prik, hvad skibet fører med; 
 alt går iflæng, alt tages som det falder.
 

Så lægges atter ud på vide veje; 
 kækt graver bougen i det salte skum; 
 det er som havet ikke havde rum 
 og bølgens rygning ej gav bredt nok leje 
 for den usigelige livsmods-sum, 
 som stormvejr ikkun øger og formerer 
 hos skipper, mandskab og hos passagerer.
 

Begribeligt. Er ikke skuden tæt? 
 Er ikke lasten stuvet jævnt og sikkert? 
 Er ej kompas, sextant og stjernekikkert 
 i orden til at holde kursen ret? 
 Er ej det skøn, den dygtighed tilstede, 
 som vækker lid og holder mishåb nede?
 

Og dog, tiltrods for alt, det kan sig hænde 
 en godvejrsdag, foruden synlig grund, 
 at der ombord, på hvermands sind og mund, 
 en sælsom trykket lumring er at kende. 
 Først tykkes få af denne tunghed grebne, 
 så fler, så mange, så til slutning alle; 
 sløvt sættes sejl og sløvt håndteres rebene; 
 sløvt purres ud; sløvt høres piben kalde. 
 Der tages varsler af hver liden ting. 
 Havblikkets døs, ja føjelige vinde 
 mismodigt tydes; selv et marsvins spring, 
 en stormfugls skrig man lægger sig på sinde. 
 Sløvt går de der, af samme lønsot smittede, 
 skønt ingen røbed og skønt ingen frittede.
 

Hvad er da sket? Hvad er vel hændt ombord? 
 Hvad er den gådefulde grund til trykket, 
 som lamslog sind og vilje, arm og ord? 
 Er nød påfærde, – nogen forulykket? 
 Nej, ingenlunde. Alting går sin gang, – 
 men uden håb og mod, og uden sang. 
 Og hvorfor? Jo, fordi en lønlig tvil, 
 et rygte sniger sig foruden hvil 
 fra forlugaren og til agtermasten: 
 De tror de sejler med et lig i lasten.
 

Den sømands-overtro er vel bekendt; 
 engang brudt ud den fylder alles tanker. 
 Hvordan med sagen selv det er bevendt, 
 erfares først, hvis rejsen vorder endt, 
 trods alle varsels-tegn, trods skær og banker, 
 i havnen trygt fortøjet og for anker. –
 

Se, kære ven, – Europas damp-paket 
 står ud tilhavs med kurs mod nye lande, 
 og både De og jeg har løst billet 
 og taget plads på agterdækkets bret, 
 med hatten løftet mod de gamle strande. 
 Herude svales både sind og pande; 
 heroppe kan vi ånde frit og let; – 
 i lasterummet ligger al bagagen, 
 og kok og steward sørger for menagen.
 

Hvad kræves mere til en sorgløs færd? 
 Maskinen gør sin pligt; hør kedlen buldre; 
 se stempelstangen løfte sine skuldre; 
 se skruen kløve vandet som et sværd; – 
 stagsejlet holder skibet frit for krængning; 
 rormanden bøder af hver overdængning; 
 rumt farvand går vi i; kaptejnen oppe 
 på brettet er vor fulde tillid værd 
 og holder udkig over alle toppe; – 
 hvad kræves mere til en sorgløs færd?
 

Og dog, – vidt ude på det åbne hav, 
 midtvejs imellem hjemmets land og målet, 
 det lader jo som farten sakked af, 
 som al vor frejdighed var fra os stjålet. 
 Mandskab og passagerer, mænd og kvinder, 
 går om med sløve øjne, slappe kinder; 
 man synker sammen, ruger, grubler, lytter 
 i forlugarer og i pragt-kahytter.
 

De spørger mig om grunden, gode ven! 
 Har De ej mærket, noget vilde komme? 
 Forstod De ej, et tidehverv var omme, 
 der vejred tryghed og fortrøstning hen? 
 Hvad grunden er, det ligger ej for dagen; 
 men De skal høre, hvad jeg véd om sagen.
 

Jeg sad en nat alene her på dækket, 
 en lummer nat med stjerner og med stilhed; 
 luftdraget var så blødt, så fuldt af mildhed, 
 og aftenvindens vinger ganske stækket. 
 Tilkøjs var alle passagerer gangne, 
 og døsigt brændte lamperne dernede; 
 ud fra kahytten flød en kvalmfuld hede, 
 der holdt de trætte i en halvsøvn fangne. 
 Men hvileløs og uden fred var blunden; 
 jeg så det; skylights-lugen stod halvt åben; – 
 hist lå en statsmand og fordrejed munden 
 som til et smil, der endte med en måben; 
 en lærd professor vælted sig til siden, 
 splidagtig, lod det, med sin egen viden; 
 en theolog trak teppet over panden; 
 i hovedpuden grov sig ned en anden; 
 og højt og lavt lå kunstnere, skribenter, 
 som folk i drøm, der frygter og forventer; – 
 men over alt det halvsøvns-liv dernede – 
 en rødlig, osende og kvalmfuld hede.
 

Jeg vendte øjet fra det sløve røre; 
 jeg stirred fremad i den friske nat; 
 jeg så mod øst, hvor alt en dagning mat 
 begyndte alle stjerners glans at sløre.
 

Da traf et ord hist nedefra mit øre; 
 det traf mig der jeg lænet sad mod masten. 
 En sagde højt og, som det syntes, midt 
 imellem usund søvn og mareridt: 
 Jeg tror vi sejler med et lig i lasten!
 

Ved Tusendårs-festen
 

den 18de Juli 1872.





Mit folk, som skænkte mig i dybe skåler 
 den sunde, bittre styrkedrik, hvoraf 
 som digter jeg, på randen af min grav, 
 tog kraft til kamp i døgnets brudte stråler, – 
 mit folk, som rakte mig den landflugts-stav, 
 den sorgens byldt, de angstens rappe såler, 
 det tunge alvors-udstyr til min færden, – 
 dig sender jeg en hilsen hjem fra verden!
 

Jeg sender den med tak for alle gaver, 
 med tak for hver en smærtens luttrings-stund. 
 Hver vækst, som lykkes i mit livskalds haver, 
 har dog sin rod i hine tiders grund; – 
 at her de spirer fyldigt, rigt og gerne, 
 det skyldes gråvejrs-brisen fra det fjerne; 
 hvad solbrand løsned, det fik tågen fæste; – 
 mit land, hav tak, – du skænkte mig det bedste.
 

Ja, did, hvor tågen tumler sig om tinden, 
 hvor gråvejrsbrisen over vidden slår, 
 hvor der er lydt foruden og forinden, 
 hvor der er øde mellem gård og gård, – 
 did ser jeg, som en lods fra skansens tremme. 
 I natten og min digtning bor jeg hjemme. 
 Og mest i denne meningsmørke tid, 
 da hjemmets liv et tvesyn slutter inde: 
 et folk, som kløver sig i spredtheds splid – 
 og flokker sig om samlings-tankens minde. 
 Men når jeg ser mod disse festens dage, 
 mit syn går mer end tusend år tilbage.
 

Der ser jeg højne sig af sagas skodde 
 hint træ, som sprat i dronning Ragnhilds drøm. 
 Jeg ser det brede sig fra Næssets odde, 
 rundt Nordkaps væg, øst over Glommens strøm. 
 Jeg ser dets røde læg, dets grønne grene, 
 jeg ser dets kviste, skinnende som sne; – 
 men under løvet er en slægt at se, 
 som sidder nidsyg, hver for sig alene, 
 på næs, i vik, i hver en afdals læ. 
 Kun én står sorgløs midt iblandt de spredte. 
 Han kaster legende sit livsmåls terning; 
 thi han har håb og tro, og er den rette, 
 og har et verdensviljens krav at mætte, – 
 og store drømmes løvtag om sin gerning.
 

Så går det løs! Den unge mod de gamle; 
 det nye syn imod den vante sed. 
 Rundt Trondhjem ser jeg otte riger ramle; 
 i otte slag blir otte konger fældte. 
 Af høvdingstolen glider Rollaug ned, 
 og sætter sig på jarlesædets skamle; – 
 i Naumdal stikker Herlaug sværd i belte – 
 og går i haug med alle sine helte.
 

Da enes de, som står mod landets ening; 
 da samles de, som slår for spredtheds værk; 
 da nytter de hårfagre kongens mening: 
 at ryg mod ryg gør kæmpen tifold stærk. 
 Da flokkes Egder, Theler, Hørder, Ryger; 
 da skinner spilte sejl langs Listers strand; 
 der stritter vimpler, skum for stevnen fyger, 
 og som de rundt om Jeder-revet stryger, 
 der bæres hæse hærskrig ind mod land. 
 De søger Haralds flok. Nu skal det fristes, 
 om hævdens træ fra farfars tid tør kvistes. 
 To tanker går i stål imod hinanden; 
 to tidehverv vil skifte hvasse ord. – 
 Fra løftningen ser Roald Rygg mod nord; 
 kong Køtve bryner sværd mod skjolderanden. 
 Lidt frem endnu! I Hafsfjord venter manden.
 

Ser I de hundrede tjærede snekker, 
 langskibes rader, som ligger for anker? 
 Ser I, hvor Hårfagers hærklædte rækker 
 fylder og dækker 
 tofternes tiljer og æsingens planker?
 

Hører I duren af Hafsfjords-gnyet? 
 Hornkloves drapa har båret det frem. 
 Stridsmænd for kvelden og stridsmænd for gryet; 
 stridsmænd for næet mod stridsmænd for nyet; – 
           snekker og knærrer, 
           med højbårne stavne, 
           tørner og snerrer 
           som måger mod ravne; 
 fjordvidden mørknes af pilskyens bræm. 
 Dronningens drømtræ er stedt i fare! 
 Egder og Theler vil løve dets tag af! 
 Har ingen nød. Med økser snare 
 ringer om roden sig Hårfagers skare, 
 bøder de hvislende bilers slag af, – 
 berger den vordende tusendårs-saga.
 

Dagen lider og langskyggen falder. 
 Roald og Sote og Thore blunder. 
           Solen går under. 
 Men den går under en udlevet alder; – 
           det nybårne kalder. – 
 Kong Køtve løber med skam af striden, – 
 skønner, han kan ikke løbe fra tiden, – 
 løber endda, som Hornklove melder, 
           længtende hjemad 
           til sulet og mjøden.
 

          Men Harald han tjælder 
           knærrer og snekker. 
           Så frister de fremad, 
           de fremdjærve rækker, 
           mod morgenrøden.
 

Og så gik tusend år. Snart strengt, snart blidt, 
 spandt norner gennem dem på skæbne-tenen. 
 Men folkedrømmens træ fik vokse frit, 
 med løv i toppen og med frugt på grenen. 
 Nu standser slægtens tog og skuer vidt 
 fra skillet agterud. Nu rejses stenen, – 
 hin landets tavse lovsang i granit. – 
 På vagt, mit folk! Bryd lag og leg og gilde; – 
 i mørket tusler det, som vil os ilde.
 

Jeg ser mit hjem med tågers fold om tinden, – 
 mit hjem, hvor gråvejr over hejen slår, 
 hvor der er lydt foruden og forinden, 
 hvor der er ensligt mellem gård og gård. – 
 Hvad lusker der ved kveld på krøgte veje? 
 Hvem er han, skyggen? Har jeg set ham før? 
 Han løfter klinken let på bondens dør, 
 går som på sokker bent til mandens leje; – 
 han hvisker ord i øret på den hvilende, – 
 og så til næste nabo – lydløst, smilende.
 

Og det er ikke én jeg ser, men mange. 
 Og det er ej blot ord, jeg kan fornemme; – 
 jeg hører som en dur af dumpe sange, 
 en døs, som tager sind og sans til fange. 
 et bys, som summer drømmens digt iglemme. 
 Hvem er de, skyggerne? Hvor har de hjemme? 
 Af Hafsfjord stiger de! Op, dagens mænd! 
 Til Haralds-dyst! De døde går igen!
 

Ja, Roald, Sote, Thore Haklang lever 
 sit midnatsliv som dødning og som draug; – 
 og Rollaug rører på sig; Herlaug stræver, 
 den gamle muldvarp, i sin sunkne haug. 
 Sligt er det, som går lumsk på bygdens veje, 
 budstikken bærende fra grænd til grænd; 
 sligt er det, som tar plads ved bondens leje, 
 og byder bønlig leding ud igen. – 
 Op, dagens stridsmænd, fæld, hvad natten fødte! 
 Og drømmens træ slå ringen tæt og rund! 
 Hårfagre Harald kræver dådens støtte; – 
 det, som skal rage højst i denne stund, – 
 det, vi skal ramme ned i Norges grund, 
 det er en pæl igennem dem, han mødte.
 

Thi vi har liv til sag, og de har døden; – 
 de har kong Køtves mål, vi morgenrøden. 
 Se ud i verden! Hafsfjords dag er oppe, 
 lysvågen, over alle jordens toppe. 
 Den sol, som brandt på Solferinos sletter, – 
 den sol, som farved Lissas vinblå dyb, – 
 som bruned Porta Pias røde spetter 
 og jog i kælder Vatikanets kryb, – 
 den sol, som lumred om Sadowas volde, 
 var Hafsfjords-solen i vort nye døgn; 
 det var den sol, som lyste for den bolde, 
 da riget rejstes mellem holmer golde, – 
 en sol, som slog i flint de samme trolde 
 og damped giften af den samme løgn. – 
 Mærk hvor du står, du dagens norske broder! 
 Tyd tidens tegn; med den er du i pakt. 
 Idag er kun en ringe grundsten lagt 
 til større støtte for vor stammes moder. 
 Læs tidens lov! Den tåler ingens trods. 
 Cavour og Bismarck skrev den og for os, – 
 og dødninger og drauger vog han fler af, 
 hin dådsmand og hin drømmer på Caprera.
 

Ja, Haralds-tanken går igennem tiden, 
 og Hafsfjords-slaget står den dag idag; 
 thi det er ånd mod ånd, som ildner striden, – 
 kong Haralds ånd med rigets helheds-sag 
 mod søndrings ånden under småheds flag. 
 Dog, svigter du, mit folk, i samlings-dysten, – 
 da ned med støtten på din høvdings grav! 
 Lad ikke stenen hykle over hav 
 og pege som en nidstang ind mod kysten. 
 Men har du høvding-sind, og vil du sejre, 
 da ser jeg, lys og glad: du sejre får! 
 Da kan en slægt, som kommer efter vor, 
 den rette samlingsstøttes rejsning fejre; 
 men den skal bygges over døgnets lejre, 
 højt over bygdens stræv og byens bulder; 
 dens plads er given: det er Dovres skulder.
 

Da er det sket, hvad dronning Ragnhild skued. 
 Da først, mit land, du yder højsind ly. 
 Da er din gamle stortid vorden ny, 
 og spådoms-gåden herligt løst i nuet. 
 Da ser jeg dig, mit folk, som trøstig voved, 
 hvad du i samlings-festens rus har lovet, – 
 jeg ser dig træde tidens åbne spor 
 imod et frit, et helt, et mægtigt Nord; 
 jeg ser dig som en slægt, der tungt har sovet, 
 men sund er vågnet ved et manings-ord; 
 jeg ser dig som en slægt, der vil og tror, – 
 med kraft til mer end dont på land og fjord, – 
 med længslers hærgang rundt den vide jord, 
 og store drømmes løvtag om dit hoved!
 

Et vers.
 

At leve er – krig med trolde 
 i hjertets og hjernens hvælv. 
 At digte, – det er at holde 
 dommedag over sig selv.
 

Stjerner i lyståge.
 

Just under min kometfærd mod en egn, 
 hvorhen jeg stævned for at finde hjemmet, 
 i verdensrummet viste sig en fremmed 
 uventet gæst ved Andromedas tegn.
 

Der bæres bud ned til vor gamle jord, 
 at ude i det højtidsstille fjerne 
 der havde kaos skabt sig til en stjerne, 
 da det slog ind på samlingslovens spor. –
 

Jeg fandt et andet kaos rundt omkring, 
 med spredte viljer og med skilte veje 
 og uden drift til fælles banesving 
 og uden higen mod et midtpunkts leje.
 

Men da jeg atter stod i fjernets stilhed, 
 da tog jeg varsel af hvad der var sket, – 
 tog varsel af hvad selv jeg havde set: 
 lystågers samling til en stjernes billed.
 

Lyståger tror jeg på, skønt uden orden, 
 kaotisk løst den vælter sig i nord; 
 jeg tror den er på samlingslovens spor, – 
 en lysrig stjerne i sin første vorden.
 

De sad der, de to –.
 

(Første forarbejde til „Bygmester Solness”.)





     De sad der, de to, i så lunt et hus 
 ved høst og i vinterdage. 
 Så brændte huset. Alt ligger i grus. 
 De to får i asken rage.
 

     For nede i den er et smykke gemt, – 
 et smykke, som aldrig kan brænde. 
 Og leder de trofast, hænder det nemt, 
 at det findes af ham eller hende.
 

     Men finder de end, de brandlidte to, 
 det dyre, ildfaste smykke, – 
 aldrig hun finder sin brændte tro, 
 han aldrig sin brændte lykke.
 

                                                       (16/3 1892.)
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Part I: I Cæsars frafald
 






  








PERSONERNE
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 FYRSTINDE HELENA, kejserens søster.

FYRST GALLOS, kejserens fætter.

FYRST JULIAN, Gallos’s yngre halvbroder.

MEMNON, en Æthiopier, kejserens livslave.

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 FARVEREN FOKION.
 HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 EN FRUGTHANDLER.
 EN VAGTFØRER.
 EN SOLDAT.
 EN SMINKET KVINDE.
 EN VÆRKBRUDEN MAND.
 EN BLIND BETLER.
 AGATHON, en vingårdsmands søn fra Kappadokia.

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 HÆRFØREREN FLORENTIUS.
 HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS.
 LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 UNDERFØREREN LAIPSO.
 UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 SOLDATER, KIRKEGÆNGERE, HEDENSKE TILSKUERE, HOFFOLK, PRESTER, LÆRLINGER VED VISDOMS-SKOLERNE, DANSERINDER, TJENERE, QUÆSTORENS FØLGE, GALLISKE KRIGSFOLK.
 SYNER OG RØSTER.
 

(Første akt foregår i Konstantinopel, anden akt i Athen, tredje akt i Efesos, fjerde akt ved Lutetia i Gallien, og femte akt i Vienna sammesteds. Tiden omfatter mellemrummet mellem året 351 og året 361.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Påskenat i Konstantinopel. Skuepladsen forestiller et åbent anlæg med træer, busker og omstyrtede billedstøtter i nærheden af det kejserlige slot. I baggrunden, rigt oplyst, ligger hofkirken. Til højre et marmorrækværk, hvorfra en trappe fører ned til vandet. Mellem pinier og cypresser udsigt til Bosporus og den asiatiske kyst.)
 

(Gudstjeneste. Kejserlige hustropper på kirketrappen. Store skarer af andægtige strømmer ind. Betlere, krøblinge og blinde ved indgangen. Hedenske tilskuere, frugthandlere og vandsælgere, opfylder pladsen.)
 

LOVSANG

(inde i kirken).
 

Evindeligt være
 

korset pris og ære!
 

Slangen er henvejret
 

i afgrundens svælg;
 

lammet har sejret;
 

på jorden er helg!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON

(med en papirlygte, kommer fra venstre, pikker en af soldaterne på akslen og spørger):
 

Pst, gode ven, – når kommer kejseren?
 

SOLDATEN.
 Véd ikke.
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(vender hovedet i trængselen).
 

Kejseren? Jeg synes der var nogen, som spurgte om kejseren? Kejseren kommer lidt før midnat. Ganske lidt før. Jeg har det fra Memnon selv.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(kommer ilfærdig løbende og støder en frugthandler til side).
 

Af vejen, hedning!
 

FRUGTHANDLEREN.
 Sagte, herre!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Svinet mukker!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Hund, hund!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Mukke imod en velklædt kristen; – imod en mand af kejserens egen tro!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(støder frugthandleren omkuld).
 

I smudset med dig!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Ret så! Søl dig der, ligesom dine guder.
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(slår ham med sin stok).
 

Tag det, – og det, – og det!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(sparker ham).
 

Og der; og der! Jeg skal mygne dit gudsforhadte skind.
 

(Frugthandleren skynder sig ud.)
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(med den øjensynlige hensigt, at det skal høres af vagt-føreren).
 

Jeg vilde højligen ønske, at en eller anden bragte dette optrin for vor velsignede kejsers øren. Kejseren har nylig udtalt sin misnøje med, at vi kristne borgere holder samkvem med hedningerne, ret ligesom om intet skilte imellem os –
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Du sigter til hint opslag på torvene? Det har jeg også læst. Og jeg synes, at ligesom der findes både ægte og uægte guld i verden –
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Man bør ikke skære alle over én kam; det er min mening. Der gives dog, Gud være lovet, endnu ivrige sjæle iblandt os.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Vi er langtfra ikke ivrige nok, I kære brødre! Se blot hvor kæphøje disse spottere ter sig. Eller tror I det er mange af disse lurvede, som bærer korsets og fiskens tegn på armen?
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Nej, – tænk bare, de myldrer og kryr foran selve hofkapellet –
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 – i slig en høj-hellig nat –
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 – spærrer vejen for kirkens rene lemmer –
 

EN SMINKET KVINDE

(i trængselen).
 

Er Donatister rene?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hvad? Donatist! Er du en Donatist?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Hvad nu? Er ikke du det samme?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Jeg? Jeg! Gid lynet slå din tunge!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON

(gør korsets tegn).
 

Gid pest og bylder –!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 En Donatist! Du ådsel; du rådne træ!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Ret så; ret så!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Spån på Satans ildsted!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Ret så! Skæld ham; skæld ham, kære broder!
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(støder guldsmeden bort).
 

Hold mund; vig langt ifra mig. Nu kender jeg dig; – du er Manikæeren Potamon!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 En Manikæer? En stinkende kætter! Tvi, tvi!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON

(holder sin papirlygte frem).
 

Eja! Det er jo farveren Fokion fra Antiokia! Kainiten!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Ve mig, som er kommen i løgnens samkvem!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ve mig, som hjalp en djævelens søn!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(slår ham på øret).
 

Tag det, som løn for hjælpen!
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(slår igen).
 

O, du ryggesløse køter!
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Forbandet, forbandet være I begge!
 

(Almindeligt slagsmål; latter og spot mellem tilskuerne.)
 

VAGT-FØREREN

(råber til soldaterne).
 

Kejseren kommer!
 

(De stridende skilles ad og strømmer med de øvrige andægtige ind i kirken.)
 

LOVSANG

(fra højaltret).
 

Slangen er henvejret
 

i afgrundens svælg; –
 

lammet har sejret, –
 

på jorden er helg!
 

(Hoffet kommer i stort optog fra venstre. Prester med røgelsekar går foran; derefter drabanter og fakkelbærere, hofmænd og livvagt. I midten kejser Konstanzios, en fireogtreti-årig mand af fornemt ydre, skægløs og med brunt krøllet hår; hans øjne har et mørkt og mistroisk udtryk; hans gang og hele holdning forråder uro og svækkelse. Ved hans venstre side går kejserinde Eusebia, en bleg og fin kvindeskikkelse, af samme alder som kejseren. Bag efter kejserparret følger fyrst Julian, en endnu ikke fuldt udviklet yngling på nitten år. Han er sorthåret, med begyndende skægvækst, har spillende brune øjne med et pludseligt kast; hofdragten vanklæder ham; hans lader er kejtede, påfaldende og hæftige. Kejserens søster, fyrstinde Helena, en yppig femogtyve-årig skønhed, følger efter, ledsaget af jomfruer og ældre kvinder. Hoffolk og drabanter slutter toget. Kejserens livslave, Memnon, en sværbygget, prægtigt klædt Æthiopier, er iblandt følget.)
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS

(standser pludselig, vender sig om til fyrst Julian og spørger hvast):
 

Hvor er Gallos?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(blegner).
 

Gallos? Hvad vil du Gallos?
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Der greb jeg dig!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Herre –!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA

(fatter kejserens hånd).
 

Kom; kom!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Samvittigheden skreg. Hvad pønser I to på?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Vi?
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Du og han!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 O, kom; kom, Konstanzios!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Så sort en dåd! Hvad svar gav oraklet?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Oraklet? Ved min hellige frelser –
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Lyver nogen jer på, så skal han bøde på bålet. (drager fyrsten tilside.) O, lad os holde sammen, Julian! Dyre frænde, lad os det!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Alt ligger i dine hænder, elskede herre!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Mine hænder –!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, stræk dem i nåde over os!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Mine hænder? Hvad tænkte du om mine hænder?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(griber hans hænder og kysser dem).
 

Kejserens hænder er hvide og kølige.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Hvad skulde de ellers være? Hvad tænkte du? Nu greb jeg dig igen!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(kysser dem atter).
 

De er som rosenbladene her i måneskinsnatten.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Ja, ja, ja, Julian!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 Fremad; det er på tiden.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 At skulle ind for Herrens åsyn! Jeg, jeg! O, bed for mig, Julian! De vil byde mig den hellige vin. Jeg ser den! Den spiller, som slangeøjne i guldkalken –. (skriger.) Blodige øjne –! O, Jesus Kristus, bed for mig!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 Kejseren er syg –!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvor er Cæsarios? Livlægen, livlægen, – hent ham!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA

(vinker).
 

Memnon, gode Memnon!
 

(hun taler sagte med slaven.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(dæmpet).
 

Herre, hav barmhjertighed, og skik mig langt herfra.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Hvor vilde du helst hen?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Til Ægypten. Helst did, hvis du så synes. Der går jo så mange did, – ind i den store ensomhed.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Ind i ensomheden? Så? I ensomheden grubler man. Jeg forbyder dig at gruble.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg skal ikke gruble, hvis du blot vilde tillade mig –. Her vokser min sjælenød med hver dag. Onde tanker flokkes om mig. I ni døgn har jeg båret hårskjorte, og den har ikke værget mig; i ni nætter har jeg pisket mig med bodssvøben, men det fordriver dem ikke.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Vi må være standhaftige, Julian! Djævelen er såre virksom i os alle. Tal med Hekebolios –
 

SLAVEN MEMNON

(til kejseren).
 

Nu er det på tiden –
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Nej, nej, jeg vil ikke –
 

SLAVEN MEMNON

(tager ham om håndledet).
 

Kom, nådigste herre; – kom, siger jeg.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS

(retter sig ivejret og siger med værdighed):
 

Ind i Herrens hus!
 

SLAVEN MEMNON

(sagte).
 

Og siden det andet –
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS

(til Julian).
 

Gallos skal møde frem for mig.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(bag kejserens ryg, folder hænderne bønligt imod kejserinden)
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA

(hurtigt og dæmpet).
 

Frygt ikke!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Bliv udenfor. Ikke ind i kirken med det sind, du nu har. Når du beder for alteret, så er det for at nedbede ondt over mig. – O, læss ikke slig skyld på dig, min elskede frænde!
 

(Toget går imod kirken. På trappen flokkes betlere, krøblinge og blinde om kejseren.)
 

EN VÆRKBRUDEN.
 O, verdens mægtigste hersker, lad mig røre ved din kjortelflig, at jeg kan vorde helbredet.
 

EN BLIND.
 Bed for mig, du Herrens salvede, at jeg får mit syn igen!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Vær trøstig, søn! – Memnon, strø sølvpenge for dem. Ind, ind!
 

(Hoffet bevæger sig ind i kirken, hvis port lukkes; menneskesværmen adspreder sig efterhånden; kun fyrst Julian bliver tilbage i en af alléerne.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(ser mod kirken).
 

Hvad vil han Gallos? I denne hellige nat kan han da ikke tænke på at –! O, den, som vidste – – (vender sig og støder imod den bortgående blinde.) Se dig for, ven!
 

DEN BLINDE.
 Jeg er blind, herre!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Endnu? Kan du virkelig ikke se så meget som hin tindrende stjerne? Tvi dig, du lidet troende. Lovte ikke Guds salvede at bede for dit syn?
 

DEN BLINDE.
 Hvo er du, som spotter en blind broder?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 En broder i vantro og blindhed.
 

(han vil gå ud ad vejen til venstre.)
 

EN STEMME

(sagte, bag ham, mellem buskerne).
 

Julian, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med et skrig).
 

Ah!
 

STEMMEN

(nærmere).
 

Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Stå, stå; – jeg er væbnet! Vogt dig vel.
 

EN UNG MAND,
 

(i ringe klæder og med vandringsstav, kommer tilsyne mellem træerne) Stille; det er mig –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Bliv hvor du er! Kom ikke nær mig, menneske!
 

DEN UNGE MAND.
 O, mindes du da ikke Agathon –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Agathon! Hvad siger du? Agathon var jo en dreng –
 

AGATHON.
 For sex år siden. – Jeg kendte dig straks.
 

(kommer nærmere.)
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Agathon; – ja, ved det hellige kors, tror jeg ikke det er dig!
 

AGATHON.
 Se på mig; se rigtig –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(omfavner og kysser ham).
 

Barndomsven! Legebroder! Du kæreste af dem alle! Og du er her? Hvilket under! Du har rejst den lange vej over bergene, og siden over havet, – hele den lange vej fra Kappadokia!
 

AGATHON.
 Jeg kom for to dage siden med et skib fra Efesos. O, hvor har jeg ikke forgæves søgt dig i disse to dage. Ved slots-portene vilde ikke vagten lade mig slippe ind og –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nævnte du mit navn for nogen? eller at du søgte mig?
 

AGATHON.
 Nej, sligt turde jeg slet ikke nævne, thi –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det har du gjort ret i; man bør aldrig lade nogen vide mere, end højst nødvendigt. – Hid, Agathon; frem i det fulde måneskin, at jeg kan se dig. – Du; du! Hvor du er vokset, Agathon; – hvor du ser stærk ud.
 

AGATHON.
 Og du er blegere.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg kan ikke tåle luften i slottet. Jeg tror her er usundt. – Det er ikke her, som i Makellon. Makellon ligger højt. Der ligger ingen anden stad så højt i hele Kappadokia; ah, hvor stryger ikke den friske snevind fra Tauros henover –! Er du træt, Agathon?
 

AGATHON.
 O, ingenlunde.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Lad os dog sætte os. Her er så stilt og ensomt. Tæt sammen; se så! (drager ham ned på en bænk ved rækværket.) – „Kan der komme noget godt fra Kappadokia”, siges der. Ja, – venner kan komme. Gives der noget bedre? (ser længe på ham.) Ufatteligt, at jeg ikke straks kendte dig. O du, min elskede ejendom, er det ikke som i børneårene –?
 

AGATHON

(ned foran ham).
 

Jeg for dine fødder, ligesom da.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nej, nej, nej –!
 

AGATHON.
 O, lad mig ligge så!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ak, Agathon, det er synd og bespottelse at knæle for mig. Du skulde vide, hvor skyldbetynget jeg er bleven. Hekebolios, min dyrebare lærer, har megen sorg af mig, Agathon. Han kunde fortælle dig – – – Hvor dit hår er vorden fyldigt og fugtigt. Og hvor lokket det er. – Men Mardonios, – hvorledes går det ham? Nu er han vel næsten hvidhåret?
 

AGATHON.
 Han er ganske hvidhåret.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor Mardonios forstod at tyde Homer! Jeg tror ikke min gamle Mardonios har sin lige i det stykke. – Helte mod helte i kamp; – og ildnende guder over dem. Jeg så det med øjnene.
 

AGATHON.
 Dengang stod dit sind til at vorde en stor og lykkelig kriger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det var glade år, hine seks i Kappadokia. Var årene længere i den tid, end nu? Det tykkes så, når jeg drages til minde alt, hvad de rummer. – – Ja, det var glade år. Vi ved vore bøger, og Gallos på sin persiske hest. Som skyggen af en sky jog han over sletten. – O, men ét må du dog sige mig. Kirken –?
 

AGATHON.
 Kirken? Over den hellige Mamas’s grav?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(smiler svagt).
 

Som Gallos og jeg bygged. Gallos fik sin fløj færdig; men jeg –; det vilde aldrig ret lykkes. – Hvorledes er det gåt siden?
 

AGATHON.
 Det gik ikke. Bygfolkene sagde, at det var ugørligt på den måde.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(tankefuld).
 

Ja visst; ja visst. Jeg gjorde dem uret, da jeg mente, at de var ukyndige. Nu véd jeg, hvorfor det ikke kunde gå. Jeg skal sige dig det, Agathon; – Mamas var en falsk helgen.
 

AGATHON.
 Var den hellige Mamas?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hin Mamas har aldrig været noget blodvidne. Det hele sagn om ham var en sælsom vildfarelse. Hekebolios har med overmåde megen lærdom udfundet den rette sammenhæng, og jeg selv har for nylig affattet et ringe skrift om denne sag, et skrift, min Agathon, som visse visdoms-venner, ubegribeligt nok, skal have omtalt med ros i læresalene. – Herren holde mit hjerte rent for al forfængelighed! Den onde frister har talløse snigveje; en kan aldrig vide –. At det skulde lykkes for Gallos, men ikke for mig! Ak, min Agathon, når jeg tænker på hin kirkebygning, så ser jeg Kains alter –.
 

AGATHON.
 Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Gud vil ikke vide af mig, Agathon!
 

AGATHON.
 O, tal ikke så! Var ikke Gud stærk i dig, da du ledte mig ud af hedenskabets mørke og gav mig lys for alle tider, – du, et barn, som du dengang var!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, den sag er mig som en drøm.
 

AGATHON.
 Og dog så livsalig en sandhed.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(tungt).
 

Det skulde været nu! – Hvor tog jeg ordets ild fra? Der var lovsang i luften, – en stige mellem himmel og jord – – (stirrer ud.) Så du den?
 

AGATHON.
 Hvilken?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Stjernen, som faldt; der, bag de to cypresser. (tier lidt og slår pludselig om.) – Har jeg fortalt dig, hvad min moder drømte natten før jeg blev født?
 

AGATHON.
 Det mindes jeg ikke.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nej, nej, det er sandt, jeg erfor det først senere.
 

AGATHON.
 Hvad drømte hun?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Min moder drømte, at hun fødte Akilleus.
 

AGATHON

(levende).
 

Tror du endnu lige stærkt på drømme?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvorfor spørger du?
 

AGATHON.
 Du skal få høre; thi det hænger sammen med hint, som drev mig over havet –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du har et særligt ærend her? Det har jeg sletikke tænkt på at spørge dig om –
 

AGATHON.
 Et sælsomt ærend; og just derfor nøler jeg i tvil og uro. Der er så meget, jeg gad vide først, – om livet i staden, – om dig selv, – om kejseren –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(ser visst på ham).
 

Sig sandheden, Agathon; – hvem har du talt med her, før du traf mig?
 

AGATHON.
 Ikke med nogen.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad tid kom du?
 

AGATHON.
 Det sagde jeg dig før, – for to dage siden.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og straks vil du vide –? Hvad er det for ting, du vil vide om kejseren? Er der nogen, som har bedt dig –? (slår armene om ham.) O, tilgiv mig, Agathon, ven!
 

AGATHON.
 Hvad? Hvilket?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(rejser sig og lytter).
 

Hyss! – Nej, det var intet; det var kun en fugl i buskene. – – Jeg er såre lykkelig her. Hvorfor tror du det ikke? Hvi skulde jeg ikke være lykkelig? Har jeg ikke her al min slægt samlet? ja, jeg mener – alle dem, som en nådig frelser har holdt sin hånd over.
 

AGATHON.
 Og kejseren er dig jo i faders sted?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kejseren er over al måde vis og god.
 

AGATHON

(som også har rejst sig).
 

Julian, er det rygte sandt, at du engang skal være kejserens efterfølger?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(hastigt).
 

Tal ikke om de farlige ting. Jeg véd ikke, hvad tåbelige rygter fortæller. – Hvorfor fritter du mig så meget? Ikke et ord får du ud, før du siger mig, hvad du vil i Konstantinopel.
 

AGATHON.
 Jeg kommer på Gud Herrens vegne.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Har du din frelser og din frelse kær, så drag hjem igen. (lytter ud over rækværket.) Tal sagte; der lægger en båd til. – (han drager ham over mod den anden side.) Hvad vil du her? Kysse splinten af det hellige kors? – Drag hjem igen, siger jeg! Véd du, hvad Konstantinopel er blevet i de sidste femten måneder? Et bespottelsens Babylon. – Har du ikke hørt det, – véd du ikke, at Libanios er her?
 

AGATHON.
 Ak, Julian, jeg kender ikke Libanios.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du ensomme Kappadokier! Lykkelige egn, hvor hans røst og lære ikke har slåt ned.
 

AGATHON.
 Ah, han er en af hine hedenske vranglærere –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Den farligste af dem alle.
 

AGATHON.
 Dog ikke farligere end Ædesios i Pergamon?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ej, hvad; – hvem tænker længere på Ædesios i Pergamon? Ædesios er affældig –
 

AGATHON.
 Er han også farligere, end hin gådefulde Maximos?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Maximos! Tal ikke om denne gøgler. Hvem véd noget pålideligt om denne Maximos?
 

AGATHON.
 Han siger sig at have sovet tre år i en hule hinsides Jordan.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hekebolios holder ham for en bedrager, og deri har han visselig ikke megen uret. – – Nej, nej, Agathon, – Libanios er den farligste. Vor syndige jord har ligesom våndet sig under denne svøbe. Der gik tegn forud for hans ankomst. En pestagtig syge myrded mennesker for fode i staden. Og så, da den var over, i November måned, regned her ild hver nat fra himlen. Du må ikke tvile, Agathon! Jeg har selv set stjernerne løsne sig fra sine ringe, dale ned imod jorden og slukne undervejs. – Siden har han lært her, han, visdomselskeren, taleren. Alle kalder ham veltalenhedslærernes konge. Ja, det må de vel. Jeg siger dig, han er forfærdelig. Ynglinge og mænd flokkes om ham; han binder deres sjæle, så de må følge ham; fornægtelsen flyder dårende fra hans læber, lig digt og sang om Trojanere og Grækere –
 

AGATHON

(i skræk).
 

O, du har også søgt ham, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(viger tilbage).
 

Jeg! – Gud skærme mig mod sligt! Skulde visse rygter komme dig for øre, så fæst ikke lid til dem. Det er ikke sandt, at jeg har søgt Libanios om natten eller i forklædning. Hans nærhed vilde være mig en rædsel. Kejseren har desuden forbudt det, og Hekebolios endnu mere indtrængende. – Alle troende, som kommer denne spidsfindige mand nær, de falder fra og bliver spottere. Og ikke de alene. Hans ord bæres fra mund til mund lige ind i kejserslottet. Hans legende hån, hans uomstødelige grunde, hans spottedigte slår ned i min bøn; – alt dette tilhobe er for mig som hine uhyrer i fugleskikkelse, der fordum tilsølte maden for en from omflakkende helt. Jeg føler stundom med forfærdelse, at jeg ækles ved troens og ordets føde – (med et udbrud af ubændighed.) Havde jeg kejserlig magt, skulde jeg sende dig Libanios’s hoved på et sølvfad!
 

AGATHON.
 Men hvor er det muligt, at kejseren tåler dette? Hvor kan vor fromme troende kejser –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kejseren? Priset være kejserens tro og fromhed! Men kejseren har ikke tanke for andet, end den ulykkelige Perser-krig. Den fylder alles sind. Ingen agter den krig, som her føres imod Golgatas fyrste. Ah, min Agathon, det er ikke nu som for to år siden. Dengang måtte mystikeren Maximos’s tvende brødre bøde med livet for sine vrange lærdomme. Du véd ikke, hvilke mægtige støtter Libanios har. En eller anden af de ringere visdomslærere udjages stundom af staden. Ham vover ingen at røre ved. Jeg har tryglet, jeg har bønfaldt både Hekebolios og kejserinden om at virke for hans udvisning. Men nej, nej! – Hvad hjælper det, at de andre fjernes? Dette ene menneske forgifter luften for os alle. O, du min frelser, om jeg kunde flygte fra al denne hedenske vederstyggelighed! At leve her, er at leve i løvens hule –
 

AGATHON

(livfuldt).
 

Julian, – hvad sagde du der!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jo, jo; kun et under kan fri os.
 

AGATHON.
 O, så hør! Det under er sket.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad mener du vel?
 

AGATHON.
 Du skal høre det, Julian; thi nu tør jeg ikke længer tvile på, at det er dig, det gælder. Hvad der drev mig til Konstantinopel var et syn –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Et syn, siger du!
 

AGATHON.
 En hellig åbenbaring –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, for Guds nådes skyld, tal! – Hyss; tal ikke. Vent; der kommer nogen. Stå her; ganske ligegyldig; – lad som intet.
 

(de blir begge stående ved rækværket.)
 

(En høj smuk middelaldrende mand, klædt, efter visdomslærernes skik, i en kort kappe, kommer gennem alléen fra venstre. En skare ynglinge ledsager ham, alle i opkiltrede klæder, med vedbend-kranse i håret og bærende bøger, papirer og pergamenter. Latter og højrøstet samtale mellem de kommende.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Tab intet i vandet, min glade Gregor! Husk på, hvad du bærer er mere værd, end guld.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(som står lige ved ham).
 

Med tilladelse, – gives der noget håndfast gode, som er mere værd, end guld?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Kan du købe dit livs frugter igen for guld?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Sandt; sandt. Men når så er, skulde du ikke lide på de troløse vande.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Menneskegunst er troløsere.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det ord var visdom. Og hvor sejler du så hen med dine skatte?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Til Athen.
 

(han vil gå forbi.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med undertrykt latter).
 

Til Athen? O, rige herre, så ejer du jo ikke din egen rigdom.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN

(standser).
 

Hvi så?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Er det vismands værk at føre ugler til Athen?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Mine ugler forliges ikke med kirkelyset i kejserstaden. (til en af de unge mænd.) Ræk mig hånden, Sallust!
 

(han vil stige ned.)
 

LÆRLINGEN SALLUST

(halvt nede på trappen, sagte).
 

Ved guderne, det er ham!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ham –?
 

LÆRLINGEN SALLUST.
 Så sandt jeg lever! Jeg kender ham! – jeg har set ham gå sammen med Hekebolios.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ah! (han betragter Julian med dulgt opmærksomhed; derpå går han et skridt nærmere og siger): Du smilte nys. Hvad smilte du ad?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Da du klaged over kirkelyset, tænkte jeg på, om det ikke snarere var kongelyset i læresalen, som skar dig for stærkt i øjnene.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Misundelse rummes ikke under den korte kappe.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad ikke rummes, det stikker frem.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Du har en spids tunge, høje Galilæer!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvorfor Galilæer? Hvad er mit Galilæermærke?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hofklædningen.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg er visdomsven indenfor; thi jeg bærer en såre grov skjorte. – Men sig mig, hvad søger du i Athen?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hvad søgte Pontius Pilatus?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ej, hvad! Er ikke sandheden her, hvor Libanios er?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN

(ser stivt på ham).
 

Hm! – Libanios, ja! Libanios vil snart forstumme. Libanios er ked af kampen, herre!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ked? Han, – den usårlige, den altid sejrende –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Han er ked af at vente på sin ligemand.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nu spøger du, fremmede? Hvor kan Libanios tænke at finde sin ligemand?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hans ligemand findes.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem? Hvor? Nævn ham!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Det turde være farligt.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvorfor?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Er du ikke hofmand?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvad så?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN

(sagtere).
 

Har du selv den forvovenhed at prise kejserens efterfølger?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(gennemrystet).
 

Ah!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN

(hurtigt).
 

Forråder du mig, så nægter jeg alt!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg forråder ingen. Visselig, visselig ikke! – Kejserens efterfølger, siger du? Jeg véd ikke, hvem du mener; – kejseren har ingen kåret. – Men hvorfor hin spøg? Hvorfor talte du om Libanios’s ligemand?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ja eller nej, – lever der ved kejserhoffet en yngling, som med magt og hårde bud, gennem bønner og overtalelser, holdes fjernt fra læresalens lys?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med hast).
 

Sligt sker for at holde hans tro ren!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN

(smiler).
 

Har denne unge mand så ringe tro til sin tro? Hvad véd han om sin tro? Hvad véd en kriger om sit skjold, før det har skærmet ham?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Sandt, sandt; – men det er kærlige frænder og lærere, hører du –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Talemåder, herre! Jeg vil sige dig det. Det er for kejserens skyld, at hans unge slægtning holdes borte fra visdomsvennerne. Kejseren har ikke ordets guddommelige gave. Kejseren er stor forresten; men han tåler ikke, at hans efterfølger lyser over riget –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(forvirret).
 

Og det vover du –!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ja, ja, du vredes på din herskers vegne, men –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Langt fra; tvert imod –; ja, det vil sige – – Hør, jeg står denne unge fyrste så temmelig nær. Det skulde være mig kært at erfare – (vender sig.) Gå længere tilside, Agathon; jeg må tale i enrum med denne mand. (fjerner sig nogle skridt med den fremmede.) Du sagde lyse? Lyse over riget? Hvad véd du, hvad véd I alle om fyrst Julian?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Kan Sirios dølges af en sky? Vil ikke den drivende vind hist eller her flænge en rift i skyen, så at den –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Lige til; jeg beder dig.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Slottet og kirken er som et dobbelt bur, hvori fyrsten holdes fangen. Buret er ikke tæt nok. Stundom lader han et sælsomt ord falde; – hofkrybet – tilgiv mig, herre – hofmændene bærer det ud, til spot; den dybe mening er ikke til for disse herrer, – tilgiv, herre, – for de fleste af dem er den ikke til.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 For ingen. Du kan trygt sige, for ingen.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 For dig synes det dog. Og i al fald for os. – – Ja, han kunde lyse over riget! Går der ikke sagn om ham fra hans barne-år i Kappadokia, da han under ordkamp med sin broder Gallos tog gudernes sag og forsvarede dem mod Galilæeren?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det var spøg, taleøvelser –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hvad har ikke Mardonios optegnet om ham? Og Hekebolios siden! Hvad kunst lå der ikke allerede i drengens tale, – hvad skønhed, hvad ynde i tankernes lette leg!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og det tykkes dig?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ja, vel kunde han vorde os en modstander, som vi både måtte frygte for og længes efter. Hvad fattes der ham for at nå en så ærefuld højde. Fattes der ham andet, end at gå den samme skole igennem, som den Paulus gik igennem, og som han gik så uskadt igennem, at han bagefter kunde slutte sig til Galilæerne, lysende mere, end alle de andre forkyndere tilhobe, fordi han havde viden og veltalenhed! Hekebolios frygter for sin lærlings tro. O, jeg véd det godt; det er fra ham det kommer. Men glemmer han da, denne overvættes samvittighedsfulde mand, at han selv i sin ungdom har drukket af de kilder, som han nu vil tilstoppe for sin lærling? Eller er det ikke hos os, at han har lært at bruge de sprogets våben, som han nu med en så højt lovprist færdighed svinger imod os?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, sandt, ustridig sandt!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Og hvad gaver har så denne Hekebolios i sammenligning med de gaver, der så underfuldt åbenbared sig hos hint fyrstelige barn, som, efter hvad der siges, i Kappadokia, på de henrettede Galilæeres grave, forkyndte en lære, hvilken jeg holder for vildfarende og som derfor desto vanskeligere vinder indgang, men som han dog forkyndte med en sådan åndens henrevethed, at – ifald jeg tør tro et såre udbredt rygte – mangfoldige børn af hans egen alder gav sig under ham og fulgte ham som lærlinge! Ah, Hekebolios er, som I andre, – mere nidsyg end nidkær; derfor har Libanios ventet forgæves.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(griber ham om armen).
 

Hvad har Libanios sagt? For Gud – jeg besværger dig, lad mig vide det!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Han har sagt alt, hvad du nys har hørt. Og han har sagt mere end det. Han har sagt: se hin fyrstelige Galilæer; han er åndens Akilleus.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Akilleus! (sagtere.) Min moders drøm.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hist inde i de åbne læresale står kampen. Dag og glæde er over striden og over de stridende. Ordets pile hviner; viddets hvasse sværd knittrer i slaget; de salige guder sidder smilende i skyen –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, vig fra mig med dit hedenskab –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 – og heltene går hjem til lejren, armomslyngede, uden nag, med blussende kinder, med blodets svulmende strøm i alle årer, med erkendelsens bytte og med løv om panden. Ah, hvor er Akilleus? Jeg ser ham ikke. Akilleus er vred –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Akilleus er ulykkelig! – Men kan jeg tro det! O, sig mig –; jeg svimler –; alt det har Libanios sagt?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hvi kom Libanios til Konstantinopel? Kom han hid af en anden grund, end for at søge en viss ynglings hædrende venskab?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(spændt).
 

Tal sandhed! Nej, nej, dette kan ikke være sandt. Hvorledes skulde det forliges med al den hån og spot, som –? Man håner ikke den, hvis venskab man søger.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Galilæer-rænker, for at tårne en mur af had og vrede imellem de to kæmper.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du vil dog vel ikke nægte, at det var Libanios –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Jeg vil nægte alt sligt til det yderste.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Spottedigtene skulde ikke komme fra ham?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ikke et eneste. De er alle tilhobe blevne til i kejserslottet og udspredte under hans navn –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, hvad siger du der –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hvad jeg tør vedstå for hvem det skal være. Du har en hvas tunge; – hvo véd, om ikke du selv –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg –! Men kan jeg tro dette? Libanios skulde ikke have skrevet dem? Ingen af dem?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Nej, nej!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ikke engang det skændige digt om Atlas med de skrå skuldre?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Nej, nej, siger jeg.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Heller ikke hint tåbelige og højst uforskammede vers om abekatten i hofklæder?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ha-ha; det er skrevet i kirken og ikke i læresalen. Du tror det ikke? Jeg siger dig, det er Hekebolios –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hekebolios!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Ja, Hekebolios; Hekebolios selv, som for at lægge ondt imellem sin uven og sin lærling –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med knyttede hænder).
 

Ah, om så var!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Havde denne forblindede og bedragne yngling kendt os visdomsvenner, så havde han ikke handlet så hårdt imod os.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad taler du om?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Nu er det for sent. Lev vel, herre!
 

(han vil gå.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(griber hans hånd).
 

Ven og broder, – hvem er du?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 En mand, som sørger fordi han ser det guddoms-bårne gå under.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad kalder du det guddoms-bårne?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Det uskabte i det skiftende.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Lige mørkt for mig.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Der gives en hel og herlig verden, som I Galilæere er blinde for. I den er tilværelsen en højtid mellem billedstøtter og under tempelsange, med fyldte skummende skåler og med roser i håret. Svimlende broer spænder sig mellem ånd og ånd, lige til de fjerneste lys i rummet. – Jeg kender den, som kunde være hersker i dette store solfulde rige.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(angst).
 

Ja, med salighedens forlis!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hvad er salighed? Genforening med ophavet.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, i medvidende liv; genforening for mig, som den jeg er!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Genforening, som regndråbens med havet, som det smuldrende løvs med den jord, der fostred det.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, havde jeg lærdom! Havde jeg våben at løfte mod dig!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Hent dig våben, unge mand! Læresalen er en tankernes og evnernes fægtesal –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(vigende).
 

Ah!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN.
 Se hine glade ynglinge derborte. Der er Galilæere iblandt dem. Vildfarelser i de guddommelige ting volder ingen splid imellem os. – Lev vel! I Galilæere har gjort sandheden landflygtig. Se nu du, hvorledes vi bærer skæbnens slag. Se os med løv om de løftede pander. Således går vi bort, – kortende natten med sang, og forventende Helios.
 

(han stiger ned af trappen, hvor lærlingerne har biet på ham; derpå hører man båden ro bort med dem.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(ser længe ud over vandet).
 

Hvem var han, den gådefulde mand?
 

AGATHON

(kommer nærmere).
 

Hør mig, Julian –!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(i livfuld bevægelse).
 

Han forstod mig! Og Libanios selv; den store, uforlignelige Libanios –! Tænk dig, Agathon, Libanios har sagt – –. O, hvor skarpt må dog ikke det hedenske øje være!
 

AGATHON.
 Dette var et fristelsens værk, tro mig!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(uden at agte på ham).
 

Jeg holder det ikke længer ud imellem disse mennesker. Fra dem kom altså hine vederstyggelige spottedigte! Her forhånes jeg; de ler bag min ryg; her er ingen, som tror på det, jeg bærer i mig. De går efter mig; de vrænger ad mine lader og min tale; Hekebolios selv –! O, jeg føler det, – Kristus viger fra mig; jeg bliver ond her.
 

AGATHON.
 O, du véd det ikke, – just du er særlig under nåden.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(går op og ned ved rækværket).
 

Jeg er den, som Libanios gad kæmpe med. Hvilket sælsomt ønske! Libanios holder mig for sin ligemand. Det er mig, han venter på –
 

AGATHON.
 Hør og lyd; Kristus venter på dig!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ven, hvad mener du?
 

AGATHON.
 Synet, som drev mig til Konstantinopel –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, synet; det havde jeg næsten glemt. En åbenbaring, sagde du jo? O, fortæl, fortæl!
 

AGATHON.
 Det var hjemme i Kappadokia for en måned siden, eller lidt mere. Da kom det rygte ud, at hedningerne igen havde begyndt at holde lønlige sammenkomster ved nattetid i Kybeles tempel –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 De dumdristige! Det er dem jo strængt forbudt –
 

AGATHON.
 Alle troende rejste sig også i harme. Øvrigheden lod templet bryde ned, og vi sønderslog de forargelige afgudsbilleder. Ja, de mere nidkære iblandt os dreves af Herrens ånd til at gå videre. Under salmesang, og med hellige faner foran, drog vi gennem staden og faldt som vredens sendebud over de ugudelige; vi tog deres kostbarheder fra dem; mange huse blev stukne i brand; mange hedninger omkom i ilden; end flere flygtende dræbte vi i gaderne. O, det var en stor tid til Guds ære!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og så? Synet, min Agathon!
 

AGATHON.
 Tre fulde nætter og dage var hævnens herre stærk i os. Men se, da kunde ikke kødets skrøbelighed længer holde skridt med åndens iver, og vi afstod fra forfølgelsen. – Jeg lå på mit leje; jeg kunde hverken våge eller sove. Det tyktes mig, at jeg var hul indvendig, og at ånden var vegen fra mig. Jeg lå i brændende hede; jeg afrev mit hår, jeg græd, jeg bad, jeg sang; – jeg véd ikke mere, hvorledes det var. – Da, med ét, så jeg foran mig ved væggen et hvidt skinnende lys, og i lys-skæret stod en mand i en fodsid kåbe. Der gik stråler ud fra hans hoved; han holdt et rør i armen og fæsted sine øjne mildt på mig.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det så du!
 

AGATHON.
 Jeg så det. Og da talte han og sagde: stat op, Agathon; søg ham, som skal arve riget; byd ham gå ind i hulen og brydes med løverne.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Brydes med løverne? O, sælsomt, sælsomt! – Ah, om det var –! Mødet med hin vismand –. En åbenbaring; et bud til mig –; jeg skulde være under udvælgelsen?
 

AGATHON.
 Det er du visselig.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Brydes med løverne! – Ja, jeg ser det; – således er det, min Agathon! Det er Guds vilje, at jeg skal søge Libanios –
 

AGATHON.
 Nej, nej, hør mig tilende!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 – liste ham hans kunst og hans lærdom af, – fælde de vantro med deres egne våben, – slå, slå, som Paulus, – sejre, som Paulus, i Herrens sag!
 

AGATHON.
 Nej, nej, det er ikke således ment.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kan du tvile? Libanios, – er ikke han vældig som bergenes løve, og er ikke læresalen –?
 

AGATHON.
 Jeg siger dig, det er ikke så; thi skikkelsen føjed til: forkynd den kårne, at han skal ryste kejserstadens støv af sine fødder, og aldrig mere gå ind ad dens porte.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og det er du viss på, Agathon?
 

AGATHON.
 Ja, tilfulde.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Altså ikke her. Brydes med løverne? Hvor, hvor? O, hvor finder jeg lys i dette!
 

(Fyrst Gallos, en smuk stærkbygget mand på femogtyve år, med lyst krøllet hår og fuldt væbnet, kommer gennem alléen på venstre side.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(imod ham).
 

Gallos!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hvad godt? (peger på Agathon.) Hvem er det menneske?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Agathon.
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hvilken Agathon? Du søger omgængelse med så mange slags –. Ah, for Gud, det er jo Kappadokieren! Du er bleven en hel mand –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Véd du det, Gallos, – kejseren har spurgt efter dig.
 

FYRST GALLOS

(spændt).
 

Nu? I nat?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; han vil tale med dig. Han syntes at være i den yderste vrede.
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hvoraf véd du det? Hvad sagde han?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg forstod det ikke. Han vilde vide, hvad et orakel havde svaret.
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Ah!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Dølg intet for mig. Hvad gælder det?
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Det gælder død eller landsforvisning.
 

AGATHON.
 Nådige frelser!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad aned jeg ikke! Dog nej, kejserinden var trøstig. O, men tal, tal!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hvad skal jeg tale? Véd jeg mere, end du? Har kejseren ymtet om et orakel, så må et visst sendebud være fængslet, eller nogen har forrådt mig –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Sendebud? – Gallos, hvad er det, du har vovet!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 O, kunde jeg da længer leve dette liv i uvisshed og angst? Lad ham handle med mig, som han vil; alt andet er bedre, end dette –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(sagte, fører ham nogle skridt tilside).
 

Varsom, Gallos! Hvad er det med sendebudet?
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Jeg har rettet et spørgsmål til Osiris-presterne i Abydos –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, oraklet! Og dette hedenskab –!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hedenskabet skulde man nok sætte sig ud over; men – ja, nu kan du gerne vide det – jeg har spurgt om udfaldet af Perser-krigen –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvilket afsind! – Gallos, – jeg ser det på dig; du har spurgt om mere!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hold op; jeg har ikke spurgt –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jo, jo; du har spurgt om en mægtig mands liv eller død!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Og om nu så var? Hvad ligger os begge mere på hjerte, end dette?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(falder ham i armene).
 

Ti stille, du rasende!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Væk fra mig! Kryb du for ham, som en hund; – jeg er ikke tilsinds at tåle det længer. Jeg vil skrige det ud på alle torve – (råber til Agathon.) Har du set ham, Kappadokier? Har du set morderen?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Gallos! Broder!
 

AGATHON.
 Morderen!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Morderen i den røde kåbe; min faders morder, min stedmoders, min ældste broders –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, du kalder fordærvelse over os!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Elleve hoveder i en eneste nat; elleve lig; vor hele slægt. – Ah, men du kan tro, samvittigheden tumler med ham; den risler ham gennem benpiberne som en orme-mylder.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hør ikke på ham! Bort, bort!
 

FYRST GALLOS

(griber Julian i skulderen).
 

Stå; – du ser så bleg og forstyrret ud; er det kanske dig, som har forrådt mig?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg! Din egen broder –!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Ah, hvad broder, broder! Broderskabet skærmer ingen i vor slægt. Har du lønligt eftersporet mine veje, så sig det! Hvem anden skulde det være? Tror du ikke jeg véd, hvad her hviskes om? Kejseren tænker jo på dig til sin efterfølger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Aldrig! Jeg sværger dig, elskede Gallos, det skal aldrig ske! Jeg vil ikke. En stærkere har kåret mig. – O, tro mig, Gallos; min vej er mærket. Jeg går ikke did, siger jeg. O, du hærskarernes Gud, – jeg på kejsersædet; – nej, nej, nej!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Ha-ha; godt spillet, gøgler!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, du kan vel spotte, du, som ikke véd, hvad der er hændt. Jeg véd det knapt selv. O, Agathon, – om dette hoved skulde salves! Var det ikke et frafald, – en synd til døden? Vilde ikke Herrens hellige olje brænde mig som dryppende bly!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Da måtte vor høje frænde være mere skaldet, end Julius Cæsar.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Forbryd dig ikke –! Giv kejseren, hvad kejserens er –
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Min faders blod, – din faders og din moders –!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, hvad véd vi om hine rædsler? Vi var jo små dengang. Det meste var soldaternes skyld; det var oprørerne, – onde rådgivere –
 

FYRST GALLOS

(ler).
 

Efterfølgeren øver sig!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(i gråd).
 

O, Gallos, gid jeg fik dø eller forjages i dit sted! Jeg forspilder min sjæl her. Jeg skulde tilgive, – og jeg kan det ikke. Det onde vokser i mig; had og hævn hvisker –
 

FYRST GALLOS

(hurtigt, ser imod kirken).
 

Nu kommer han!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Vær sindig, dyrebare broder! – Ah, Hekebolios!
 

(Kirkedøren er imidlertid bleven åbnet. Menigheden strømmer ud; nogle går bort, andre blir stående udenfor for at se hoffet drage forbi. Mellem de kommende er skriftlæreren Hekebolios; han bærer prestelig klædning.)
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(idet han vil gå forbi til venstre).
 

Er det dig, min Julian? Ak, jeg har atter havt en tung stund for din skyld.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Desværre; det har du visst altfor ofte.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Kristus er fortørnet på dig, min søn! Det er dit trodsige sindelag, som han vredes over; det er dine kærlighedsløse tanker, al denne verdslige forfængelighed –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg véd det, min Hekebolios! Du siger mig det så tidt.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Nys løfted jeg mig i bøn for din bedring. O det var som om vor ellers så nåderige frelser slog det hen, – som om han ikke vilde høre på mig; han lod tant og spredthed snige sig ind i mine tanker –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du bad for mig? O, du kærlighedsfulde Hekebolios, – du beder selv for os umælende dyr, – at sige, når vi går i hofklæder!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Hvad siger du, min søn!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hekebolios, hvorledes kunde du skrive hint forsmædelige digt?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg! Jeg sværger dig ved alt, hvad højt og helligt er –!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det står i dine øjne, at du lyver! Jeg véd med fuld visshed, at du har skrevet det. Hvorledes kunde du skrive det, spørger jeg, – og det til og med i Libanios’s navn?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Nu vel, min inderlig kære, når du véd det, så –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, Hekebolios! Svig og løgn og falskhed –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Se, du dyrebare, så højt elsker jeg dig! Alt kan jeg gøre for den mands sjæl, hvem Herren engang skal salve. Har jeg sveget og løjet af omhu for dig, så véd jeg, at en nådefuld Gud har med velbehag skuet ned på min færd og udstrakt sin billigende hånd derover.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg blinde! Lad mig trykke disse mensvorne fingre –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Kejseren!
 

(Kejser Konstanzios med hele sit følge kommer fra kirken. Agathon er allerede under det foregående trådt tilbage mellem buskerne på højre side.)
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 O, denne livsalige himmelfred over mig!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 Du føler dig styrket, min Konstanzios?
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Ja ja! Jeg så duen dale levende ned over mig. Den tog alle skyld-byrder med. – Nu tør jeg vove meget, Memnon!
 

SLAVEN MEMNON

(sagte).
 

Vov straks, herre!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Der står de begge.
 

(han går hen imod dem.)
 

FYRST GALLOS

(griber uvilkårligt efter sværdet og råber angst):
 

Gør mig ikke noget ondt!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS

(med udstrakte arme).
 

Gallos! Frænde! (han omfavner og kysser ham.) Se, i lys af påskenattens stjerner vælger jeg den, som ligger mit hjerte nær. – Bøj jer alle til jorden. Hils Cæsar Gallos!
 

(Almindelig forbauselse blandt følget; uvilkårlige udråb høres.)
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA

(med et skrig).
 

Konstanzios!
 

FYRST GALLOS

(fortumlet).
 

Cæsar!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

(han griber, ligesom i glæde, efter kejserens hænder.)
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS

(slår afværgende imod ham).
 

Nærm dig ikke! Hvad vil du? Er ikke Gallos den ældste? Hvad håb har du gjort dig? Hvilke rygter har du i dit forblindede hovmod –? Bort; bort!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Jeg – jeg Cæsar!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Min arving og min efterfølger. Inden tre dage drager du til hæren i Asien. Perser-krigen ligger dig jo stærkt på hjerte –
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 O, min nådigste herre –!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Tak mig i gerning, elskede Gallos! Kong Sapores står vest for Eufrat. Jeg véd jo, hvor bekymret du er for mit liv; lad det altså være dit hverv at slå ham. (han vender sig om, griber Julian med begge hænder om hovedet og kysser ham.) Og du, Julian, fromme ven og broder, – det måtte så være.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Velsignelse over kejserens vilje!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Ingen ønsker! Dog hør, – jeg har også tænkt på dig. Vid, Julian, at nu kan du ånde frit i Konstantinopel –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, lovet være Kristus og kejseren!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Du véd det allerede? Hvem har sagt dig det?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvilket, herre?
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 At Libanios er forvist?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Libanios – forvist!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Jeg har forvist ham til Athen.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Der ude ligger skibet; han sejler inat
 

FYRST JULIAN

(sagte).
 

Ham selv; ham selv!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Du har jo længe ønsket det. Jeg har ikke kunnet føje dig før; men nu –; lad dette være dig et ringe vederlag, min Julian –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(griber raskt hans hånd).
 

Herre, vis mig én nåde til!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Kræv alt, hvad du vil.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Lad mig rejse til Pergamon. Du véd, den gamle Ædesios lærer der –
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Et højst sælsomt ønske. Du, imellem hedningerne –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ædesios er ikke farlig; han er en højsindet olding og derhos affældig –
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Og hvad vil du ham, broder?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg vil lære at brydes med løverne.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Jeg forstår din fromme tanke. Og du ræddes ikke –; du tror dig stærk nok –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Gud Herren har råbt på mig med høj røst. Lig Daniel går jeg tryg og glad ind i løvekulen.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 I denne nat var du selv hans redskab uden at vide det. O, lad mig gå og rense verden!
 

FYRST GALLOS

(sagte til kejseren).
 

Føj ham, herre; det vil holde ham fra at pønse på større ting!
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 Jeg beder dig, Konstanzios, – stå ikke denne dragende længsel imod.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(sagte).
 

Høje kejser, lad ham rejse til Pergamon. Jeg mistviler om at bøje ham her, og nu ligger der jo ikke så megen magt på –
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Hvor skulde jeg kunne nægte dig noget i denne stund? Gå med Gud, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(kysser hans hænder).
 

O, tak, – tak!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Og nu til glædesmåltid! Min kapuanske kok har opfundet nogle nye fastespiser, karpe-nakker i Kios-vin og –. Fremad; – næst efter mig, Cæsar Gallos!
 

(Toget sætter sig i bevægelse.)
 

FYRST GALLOS

(sagte).
 

Helena, hvilken vidunderlig omskiftelse!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 O, Gallos, nu dages det over vort håb.
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Jeg kan knapt tro det! Hvem er skyld i dette?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hyss!
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Du, elskede? Eller hvem – hvem?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Memnons spartanske hund.
 

FYRST GALLOS.
 Hvad mener du?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Memnons hund. Julian har givet den et fodspark; det er det, som hævnes.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Hvorfor så taus, Eusebia?
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA

(sagte, i gråd).
 

O, Konstanzios, – at du kunde vælge så!
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS.
 Elleve skygger kræved det.
 

KEJSERINDE EUSEBIA.
 Ve os; dette besværger ikke skyggerne.
 

KEJSER KONSTANZIOS

(råber).
 

Fløjtespillere! Hvorfor tier de skurke? Blæs, blæs!
 

(Alle, undtagen fyrst Julian, går ud til venstre. Agathon kommer frem mellem træerne.)
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Gallos hans efterfølger; og jeg – fri, fri, fri!
 

AGATHON.
 Vidunderligt er Herrens råd åbenbaret.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hørte du, hvad her gik for sig?
 

AGATHON.
 Ja, alt.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og imorgen, min Agathon, imorgen til Athen!
 

AGATHON.
 Til Athen? Du går jo til Pergamon.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hyss! Du kender ikke til –; vi må være listige som slanger. Først til Pergamon, – og så til Athen!
 

AGATHON.
 Farvel, min ven og herre!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Vil du følge mig, Agathon?
 

AGATHON.
 Det kan jeg ikke. Jeg må hjem; jeg har min lille broder at sørge for.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(ved rækværket).
 

Der letter de anker. – God bør, du vingede løve; Akilleus følger dig i kølvandet. (råber dæmpet:) Ah!
 

AGATHON.
 Hvad var det?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hist faldt en stjerne.
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(I Athen. En åben plads, omgiven af søjlegange. På pladsen billedstøtter og vandspring. I det ene hjørne, til venstre, udmunder en trang gade. Solnedgang.)
 

(Basilios fra Cæsaræa, en fint bygget ung mand, sidder læsende ved en sokkel. Gregor fra Nazianz og andre af højskolens lærlinger spadserer i spredte klynger op og ned i søjlegangene. En større flok løber støjende over pladsen ud til højre; larm langt borte.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(ser op fra sin bog).
 

Hvad betyder hine vilde skrig?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Der er landet et skib fra Efesos.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Med nye lærlinger?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(rejser sig).
 

Så får vi en larmfuld nat. Kom, Gregor; lad os ikke se al den utérlighed.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(peger ud til venstre).
 

Se did. Er det et lysteligere syn?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Fyrst Julian –; med roser i håret, med blussende ansigt –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, og bag efter ham denne ravende tinøjede flok. Hør, hvor de lamme tunger laller af vin! De har siddet hele dagen i Lykons skænkestue.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Og mange iblandt dem er vore egne, Gregor; det er kristne ynglinge –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Så kalder de sig. Kaldte ikke Lampon sig kristen, – han, som krænkede oljehandleren Zenons datter? Og Hilarion fra Agrigent, og de to andre, der bedrev det, jeg væmmes ved at nævne –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(høres råbende udenfor til venstre).
 

Eja, se, se, – Kastor og Pollux fra Kappadokia!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Han har fåt øje på os. Jeg vil gå; jeg tåler ikke at se ham således.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg bliver; han trænger vel til en ven.
 

(Basilios fra Cæsaræa går ud til højre. I det samme kommer fyrst Julian og en skare unge mænd ud fra den trange gade. Han har uredt hår og er iført en kort kappe ligesom de andre. Blandt lærlingerne er Sallust fra Perusia.)
 

MANGE I SKAREN.
 Leve Athens lys! Leve visdommens og veltalenhedens elsker!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Al smiger er spildt. Ikke et vers mere får I idag.
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 Når vor fører tier, får vi det tomt, som morgenen efter et natligt gilde.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Skal det være, så lad det være noget nyt. Lad det være en rettergangs-leg.
 

HELE FLOKKEN.
 Ja, ja, ja; fyrst Julian på dommersædet!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Væk med fyrsten, I venner –
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 Stig op, du uforlignelige!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg skulde formaste mig –? Hist står manden. Hvo er vel dreven i retslæren, som Gregor fra Nazianz?
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 Det er sandt!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 På dommersædet, min vise Gregor; jeg er en anklaget.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg beder dig, ven, lad mig være udenfor.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 På dommersædet, siger jeg! På dommersædet! (til de andre.) Hvad har jeg forbrudt?
 

NOGLE STEMMER.
 Ja, hvad skal det være? Vælg selv!
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 Lad det være noget galilæisk, som vi ugudelige kalder det.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Rigtig; noget galilæisk. Nu har jeg det. Jeg har nægtet at svare kejseren skat –
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Ha-ha; ikke ilde! Ypperligt!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Her føres jeg frem; skubbet i nakken; med sammensnørte hænder –
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA

(til Gregor).
 

Blinde dommer – ja jeg mener, såsom retfærdigheden er blind –, se denne forvovne mand; han har vægret sig for at yde kejseren skat.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tillad mig at kaste et ord i overvejelsens vægtskål. Jeg er en græsk borger. Hvor meget er en græsk borger kejseren skyldig?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Hvad kejseren kræver.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Godt; men hvor meget, – ja, svar nu som om kejseren selv var tilstede i retten –, hvor meget tør kejseren kræve?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Alt.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det var sandelig svaret, som om kejseren selv var tilstede. Men nu er der en knude; thi der står skrevet: giv kejseren, hvad kejserens er, – og Gud, hvad Guds er.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Og hvad så?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Så sig mig, o kløgtige dommer, – hvor meget af mit hører Gud til?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Alt.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvor meget af Guds ejendom har jeg lov til at give kejseren?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Kære venner, ikke mere af denne leg.
 

LÆRLINGERNE

(under støj og latter).
 

Jo, jo; svar ham!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor meget af Guds ejendom tør kejseren kræve?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg svarer ikke. Dette er usømmeligt både imod Gud og kejseren. Lad mig komme bort!
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Slå ring om ham!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hold ham fast! Hvad, du højst uheldige dommer, du har forplumret kejserens sag, og nu vil du slippe fra det? Du vil flygte? Hvorhen, hvorhen? Til Skytherne? Frem for mig! Svar mig, I kejserens og visdommens vordende tjenere, – har han ikke villet unddrage sig kejserens magt?
 

LÆRLINGERNE.
 Jo, jo!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvad straf sætter I for slig en ugerning?
 

STEMMER.
 Døden! Døden i et vinkar!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Lad os tænke efter. Lad os svare, som om kejseren selv var tilstede. Hvor er grænsen for kejserens magt?
 

NOGLE I SKAREN.
 Kejserens magt er uden grænse.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det skulde jeg mene. Men at ville unddrage sig det grænseløse, o I venner, er ikke det vanvid?
 

LÆRLINGERNE.
 Jo, jo; Kappadokieren er gal!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvad er så vanvid? Hvad dømte vore forfædre om den tilstand? Hvad lærte de egyptiske prester? Og hvad siger mystikeren Maximos og de andre visdomsvenner i østerlandene? De siger, at den himmelske gåde åbenbarer sig i den vanvittige. Vor Gregor – idet han sætter sig op imod kejseren – er altså i særligt forbund med det himmelske. – Udgyd vin for Kappadokieren; syng sange til vor Gregors pris; – en æresstøtte for Gregor fra Nazianz!
 

LÆRLINGERNE

(under latter og jubel).
 

Priset være Kappadokieren! Priset være Kappadokierens dommer!
 

(Visdomslæreren Libanios, omgiven af lærlinger, kommer over pladsen.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Ej, se, – jeg tror, min broder Julian forkynder visdom på åbent torv!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Sig dårskab, min dyrebare; visdommen er jo vandret ud.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Er visdommen vandret ud?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Eller er i færd med at vandre ud; thi, ikke sandt, også du agter dig ned til Piræos?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Jeg, min broder; hvad skulde jeg i Piræos?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Vor Libanios er altså den eneste lærer, som ikke véd, at der nys er landet et skib fra Efesos?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Ej, ven, hvad bryder jeg mig om hint skib!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det er lastet til randen med lærdomsspirer –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS

(hånligt).
 

Det kommer jo fra Efesos!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Er ikke guldet lige vægtigt, hvor det kommer fra?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Guld? Ha-ha! De gyldne beholder Maximos for sig selv; dem slipper han ikke. Hvad er det for slags lærlinger, som vanligvis kommer hid fra Efesos? Kræmmersønner, håndværkeres førstefødte. Guld, siger du, min Julian? Jeg siger mangel på guld. Men denne guldmangel vil jeg udnytte, til deraf at præge en ægte vægtig guldmynt for eder, I unge! Eller er kanske ikke en gavnlig lære for livet, – når den fremsættes i en sindrig og tiltrækkende form – at ligne med en fuldvægtig guldmynt? – Hør da, hvis det så synes eder. Her blev sagt, at visse mænd i hast er ilet ned til Piræos? Hvem er de, disse ilsomme? Det være langt fra mig at nævne navne; selv kalder de sig visdomselskere og visdomslærere. Flyt eder nu i tanken ned til Piræos. Hvad går der for sig i denne stund, mens jeg står her i eders velvilligt lyttende klynge? Jeg skal sige jer, hvad der går for sig. Hine mænd, som holder sig selv for at elske og at forkynde visdommen, de stimler sammen på landgangsbroen; de puffes, de mundhugges, bides, glemmer al sømmelighed og sætter al anstand tilside. Og hvorfor? For at være den første på tofterne, – for at rive de mest velklædte ynglinge til sig, føre dem til sine huse, optage dem deri, håbende, siden at skulle drage fordel af dem på allehånde måder. – Hvilken skamfuldhed, hvilken opvågnen i tomhed, ligesom efter en rus, når det om føje tid viser sig – ha-haha! – at hine ynglinge knapt førte med sig det fornødne til at betale ankomstgildet! – Lær heraf, I unge, hvor ilde det klæder en visdomselsker, og hvor ringe det lønner sig, at eftertragte de goder, som ligger udenfor sandheden.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, min Libanios, når jeg hører dig med lukkede øjne, da hensynker jeg i en sød drøm om at Diogenes er genfødt iblandt os.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Din mund er fyrstelig ødsel, min inderlig kære!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Intet mindre. Og dog var jeg nær ved at bryde min tale af; thi denne gang vil i al fald én af dine medbrødre neppe føle sig skuffet.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Min ven spøger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Din ven forsikrer dig, at statholderen Milons to sønner er ombord.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS

(griber ham i ærmet).
 

Hvad siger du?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Den Diogenes’s efterfølger, som får dem at opdrage, vil neppe have nødig, for armods skyld, at drikke af den hule hånd.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Statholderen Milons sønner! Hin ædle Milon, som sendte kejseren syv persiske heste med sadeltøj, syet med perler –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Mange fandt, at det var for ringe gave for Milon.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Meget sandt. Milon burde sendt et digt; eller han skulde sendt en vel affattet tale eller et brev. Milon er en rigt udrustet mand; hele statholderen Milons slægt er rigt udrustet.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Mest de to ynglinge.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Det vil jeg tro. Guderne give, for den velgørende og gavmilde faders skyld, at de må falde i gode hænder! Så havde du dog ret, o Julian; skibet bragte virkelig guld fra Efesos. Thi er ikke åndens gaver det ægte guld? Men jeg har ingen ro på mig; disse unge mænds velfærd er i sandhed en vigtig sag; der afhænger så meget af, hvem der først får fat i dem. Mine unge venner, hvis I synes som jeg, da rækker vi disse to fremmede en vejledende hånd, hjælper dem at træffe det gavnligste valg af lærer og bolig og –
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 Jeg er med!
 

LÆRLINGERNE.
 Til Piræos! Til Piræos!
 

SALLUST FRA PERUSIA.
 Vi skal hugge som vildsvin for Milons sønner!
 

(De går alle med Libanios ud til højre; kun fyrst Julian og Gregor fra Nazianz blir tilbage i søjlegangen.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(følger dem med øjnene).
 

Se, hvor de boltrer sig, lig en flok fauner. Hvor de slikker sig om mundkrogene i lystenhed efter det måltid, som vil vanke inat. (vender sig til Gregor.) Havde de i denne stund et suk til Gud, skulde det være, at han vilde tømme deres maver for frokosten.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Julian –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Se kun på mig; jeg er ædru.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg véd det. Du er mådeholden i alle ting. Og dog lever du dette liv med.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvorfor ikke? Véd du eller jeg, når lynet slår ned? Hvorfor så ikke leve en lys solrig dag? Glemmer du, at jeg har henslæbt både min barndom og mine første ungdomsår i et gyldent slaveri? Det var bleven mig til en vane, ja, jeg kan sige, et slags fornødenhed, at føle den visse skræk over mig. Og nu? Denne gravstilhed fra kejserens side; – denne lurende stumhed! Jeg forlod Pergamon uden kejserens samtykke; kejseren taug til det. Jeg drog på egen hånd til Nikomedia; jeg levte der og lærte både af Nikokles og af de andre; kejseren lod det ske. Jeg kom til Athen, søgte Libanios, som kejseren havde forbudt mig at se; – kejseren har tiet til denne dag. Hvorledes skal jeg tyde dette!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du skal tyde det i kærlighed, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, du véd ikke –! Jeg hader denne magt udenfor mig, forfærdende, når den handler, – end mere forfærdende, når den hviler.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Vær ærlig, ven, og sig mig, om det er blot dette, som har ledt dig ind på alle de sælsomme veje.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad mener du med sælsomme veje?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Er det sandt, hvad rygtet siger, – at du tilbringer dine nætter med at udforske de hedenske hemmeligheder i Eleusis?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, hvad! Jeg kan forsikre dig, der er ringe udbytte at hente hos hine gådelystne drømmere. Lad os ikke tale mere derom.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Altså dog sandt! O, Julian, hvor kunde du søge dette skændselsfulde samkvem!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg må leve, Gregor, – og dette her ved visdoms-skolen, det er ikke liv. Denne Libanios! Jeg tilgiver ham aldrig, at jeg har elsket ham så højt! Hvorledes gik jeg ikke ved ankomsten ydmyg og skælvende af glæde frem for det menneske, bøjed mig for ham, kyssed ham og kaldte ham min store broder.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, det var alle kristnes mening, at du drev det for vidt.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og dog kom jeg hid med højtid i sjælen. Jeg så i ånden en vældig kamp imellem os to, – verdens sandhed, som skulde brydes imod Guds sandhed. – Hvad er det blevet til? Libanios har aldrig for alvor villet denne kamp. Han har aldrig villet nogen kamp overhovedet; han vil kun sit eget. Jeg siger dig, Gregor, – Libanios er ingen stor mand.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Da råber dog hele det oplyste Grækenland, at han er det.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og dog er han ingen stor mand, siger jeg dig. En eneste gang har jeg set Libanios stor; det var hin nat i Konstantinopel. Da var han stor, fordi han havde lidt en stor uret, og fordi en høj vrede fyldte ham. Men her! O, hvad har jeg ikke her været vidne til! Libanios har stor lærdom, men han er ingen stor mand. Libanios er grisk; han er forfængelig; han er optændt af misundelse. Eller tror du, han har kunnet tåle det ry, som jeg, – vistnok for en stor del ved mine venners overbærenhed – har været så heldig at forhverve mig? Kommer du til Libanios, så kan han regne dig op alle dyders væsen og kendetegn. Han har dem på rede hånd, ligesom han har bøgerne i sin bogsal. Men øver han disse dyder? Er hans liv som hans lære? Han en efterfølger af Sokrates og af Platon, – ha-ha! Smigred han ikke kejseren, inden han blev forjaget? Smigred han ikke mig ved vort sammentræf i Konstantinopel, dette sammentræf, som han siden har gjort et yderst uheldigt forsøg på at stille i et latterligt lys! Og hvad er jeg ham nu? Nu skriver han breve til Gallos, til Cæsar Gallos, til kejserens arving, og ønsker ham til lykke med hans fremgang imod Perserne, skønt denne fremgang hidtil har været tarvelig nok og skønt Cæsar Gallos hverken udmærker sig ved lærdom eller ved nogen synderlig veltalenhed. – Og denne Libanios vedbliver Grækerne at kalde for visdomselskernes konge! Ah, jeg vil ikke nægte, at dette harmer mig. Jeg troede dog, sandt at sige, at Grækerne måtte kunne træffe et bedre valg, hvis de fæstede sine øjne lidt mere på de visdommens og veltalenhedens dyrkere, som i de senere år –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(kommer fra højre side).
 

Breve! Breve fra Kappadokia!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Også til mig?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Se her; fra din moder.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Min fromme moder!
 

(han åbner papiret og læser.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(til Basilios).
 

Er det din søster, som skriver?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(der er kommen med sit eget brev åbent).
 

Ja, det er Makrina. Hun melder både tunge og sælsomme tidender.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvilke; hvilke?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Først om din høje broder Gallos. Han øver et strængt herredømme i Antiokia.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, Gallos er hård. – Skriver Makrina „strængt herredømme”?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(ser på ham).
 

Makrina skriver „blodigt” –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, jeg tænkte det! Hvorfor gav dog kejseren ham denne ryggesløse enke, denne Konstantina, til ægte!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(læsende).
 

O, hvad uhørt skændighed?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad er det, ven?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(til Basilios).
 

Nævner Makrina intet om, hvad der går for sig i Antiokia?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Intet nøjere. Hvad er det? Du er bleg –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du kendte dog den ædle Klemazios, Alexandrineren?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Ja, ja; hvad er der med ham?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Han er myrdet, Basilios!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Hvad siger du! Myrdet?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg kalder det myrdet; – de har henrettet ham uden lov og dom.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem? Hvem har henrettet ham?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, hvem? Hvor kan jeg sige, hvem? Min moder fortæller sammenhængen således: Klemazios’s svigermoder var bleven optændt af en uren elskov til sin datters mand; men da hun ingen vej kunde komme med ham, skaffede hun sig gennem en bagdør adgang til slottet –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvilket slot?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Min moder skriver kun slottet.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nu? Og så –?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Man véd kun, at hun der har skænket en fornem og mægtig kvinde et meget kostbart smykke for at udvirke en dødsdom –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, men den fik de ikke!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 De fik den, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, Jesus!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Forfærdeligt! Og Klemazios –?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Dødsdommen blev sendt til statholderen Honoratos. Denne svage mand voved ikke at modsætte sig så høj befaling. Klemazios blev fængslet og henrettet tidligt næste morgen, uden at han, som min moder skriver, fik åbne sin mund til forsvar.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(sagte og bleg).
 

Brænd disse farlige breve; de kan bringe os alle i ulykke.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Så åbenbar vold midt i en stor stad! Hvor er vi; hvor er vi?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, du må vel spørge, hvor er vi! En kristen morder, en kristen bolerske, en kristen –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Klager bøder ikke på denne sag. Hvad agter du at gøre?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg? Jeg vil ikke mere gå til Eleusis; jeg vil afbryde alt samkvem med hedningerne, og takke Herren min Gud, at han tog magtens fristelse fra mig.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Godt; men så?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg forstår dig ikke –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Så hør. Du må ikke tro det er nok med mordet på Klemazios. Denne uhørte skændselsdåd har slåt ned som en pest over Antiokia. Alt ondt vågner op og myldrer frem af sine smuthuller. Min moder skriver, at det er som om en stinkende afgrund havde åbnet sig. Hustruer angiver sine mænd, sønner angiver sine fædre, presterne sine egne menigheds-lemmer –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Dette vil gribe videre om sig. Vederstyggeligheden vil fordærve os alle. – O, Gregor, om jeg kunde flygte til verdens grænse –!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Din plads er på verdens navle, fyrst Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad kræver du?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du er denne blodige Cæsars broder. Træd frem for ham, – han kalder sig jo en kristen. Kast ham hans gerning i ansigtet; slå ham til jorden i rædsel og nag –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(vigende).
 

Afsindige, hvad tænker du!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Har du din broder kær? Vil du frelse ham?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg havde Gallos kær som ingen anden.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du havde –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Så længe han kun var min broder. Men nu –; er han ikke Cæsar? Gregor, – Basilios, – o, I dyrebare venner, jeg skælver for mit liv, jeg ånder i angst for Cæsar Gallos. Og jeg skulde tænke på at træde ham under øjnene, jeg, hvis blotte tilværelse er en fare for ham!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Hvorfor kom du til Athen? Du lod forkynde med stor bram over landene: fyrst Julian rejser fra Konstantinopel for at kæmpe imod den falske visdom, – for at hævde den kristne sandhed imod hedenskabets løgn. Hvad har du virket i så måde?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, det var heller ikke her slaget skulde stå.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Nej, det var ikke her; – ikke med talemåde imod talemåde, ikke med bog imod bog, ikke med ordets fægtende leg i læresalen! Nej, Julian, det er ude i livet, du skal møde frem, med livet i hænderne –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg ser det; jeg ser det!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, som Libanios ser det! Ham spotted du. Han vidste alle dyders væsen og kendetegn; men læren var ham kun en lære. Hvor meget af dit hører Gud til? Hvor meget tør kejseren kræve?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du sagde selv, det var bespottelse –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Mod hvem? Mod Gud eller kejseren?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(rask).
 

Nu vel; skal vi følges?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(afvisende).
 

Jeg har min lille kreds; jeg har min slægt at værge om. Videre går hverken min magt eller mine evner.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(vil svare; pludselig lytter han mod højre og råber):
 

Til bakkanal!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Til bakkanal, I venner!
 

(Gregor fra Nazianz ser et øjeblik på ham; derpå går han bort gennem søjlegangen til venstre. Store flokke af højskolens lærlinger, med de nyankomne mellem sig, stormer under larm og skrig ind på torvet.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(nærmere).
 

Julian, vil du høre mig?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Se, se! De har ført sine nye venner i bad, – salvet deres hår. Se, hvor de svinger kniplerne; hvor de hyler og slår i brostenene. Hvad siger du, Perikles? Jeg synes jeg fornemmer din vrede skygge –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Kom, kom!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, se ham, som de driver nøgen imellem sig. Nu kommer danserinder. Ah, ser du, hvad –!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Fy, fy; – vend dit øje bort!
 

(Aftenen er falden på. Hele skaren lejrer sig på torvet ved vandspringet. Der bringes vin og frugter. Sminkede piger danser ved fakkelskin.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(efter en kort taushed).
 

Sig mig, Basilios, hvorfor var den hedenske synd så skøn?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Du fejler, ven; der er digtet og berettet skønt om den hedenske synd; men den var ikke skøn.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, hvad siger du? Var ikke Alkibiades skøn, når han, hed af vin, som en ung gud stormed gennem Athens gader ved nattetid? Var han ikke skøn i sin trods, når han håned Hermes og hamred på borgernes døre, – når han råbte på deres hustruer og døtre, mens kvinderne derinde skalv og i sukkende åndeløs taushed intet heller ønsked sig end at –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 O, jeg beder dig bønligt, lån mig øre.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Var ikke Sokrates skøn i symposiet? Og Platon og alle de glade svælgende brødre! Og dog bedrev de ting, som hine kristne halv-svin derborte skulde sværge sig fra Gud på, om nogen beskyldte dem for det. Og tænk dig derhos Ødipos, Medea, Leda –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Digt, digt; – du blander digt og sandhed sammen.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Har ikke de digtede sind og viljer de skabtes vilkår? Og se så til vore hellige skrifter, både de ældre og de nye. Var synden skøn i Sodoma og Gomorra? Hævned ikke Jehovas ild, hvad Sokrates ikke veg tilbage for? – O, når jeg lever dette levnet i storm og sværm, så tænker jeg tidt på, om sandheden skulde være skønhedens fiende.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Og i en slig stund kan du sukke efter skønhed? Har du så let glemt, hvad du nys hørte –?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(holder sig for ørerne).
 

Ikke et ord mere om hine rædsler! Alt det fra Antiokia vil vi ryste af os. – – Sig mig, hvad skriver Makrina videre? Der var noget andet; jeg synes, du sagde –; hvad kaldte du de øvrige tidender?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Sælsomme.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; – hvad var det?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Hun skriver om Maximos i Efesos –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(levende).
 

Mystikeren?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Ja, denne gådefulde mand. Nu er han dukket op igen; denne gang i Efesos. Alle de omliggende landskaber er i gæring. Maximos nævnes på alles læber. Enten er han en gøgler, eller han står i en uheldsvanger pagt med visse ånder. Selv kristne drages underlig hen af hans bespottelige tegn og gerninger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Mere, mere; jeg beder dig!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Der er ikke mere om ham. Makrina skriver kun, at hun i Maximos’s atterkomst ser et vidnesbyrd om, at vi er under Herrens vrede. Hun tror, at der forestår os store trængsler for vore synders skyld.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, ja! – Hør, Basilios, hun må visselig være en sjelden kvinde, din søster.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 I sandhed, det er hun.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Når du meddeler mig af hendes breve, da er det, som om jeg fornam noget helt og fuldt, jeg længe havde sukket efter. Sig mig, står endnu hendes tanke til at vende sig bort fra verden og at leve i en øde egn?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Den tanke står altid fast hos hende.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Virkelig? Hun, som alle gaver synes at være drysset ned over? Hun, som jo skal være både ung og skøn; hun, som har rigdom ivente og som råder over en – for en kvinde at være – højst uvanlig lærdom! Véd du vel, Basilios, at jeg brænder efter at få se hende? – Hvad vil hun i ensomheden?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Jeg har jo fortalt dig, hendes brudgom døde. Hun holder ham for sin ventende husbond, hvem hun skylder alle sine tanker og hvem hun pligter at møde ren.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Sælsomt, hvor mange der drages imod ensomheden i disse tider. – Når du skriver til Makrina, kan du sige hende, at også jeg –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Hun véd det, Julian; men hun tror det ikke.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvorfor ikke? Hvad skriver hun?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Jeg beder dig, ven, forskån mig –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Har du mig kær, så dølger du ikke et ord af, hvad hun skriver!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(rækker ham brevet).
 

Du vil det; – læs; det begynder der.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(læser).
 

„Hver gang du skriver om kejserens unge slægtning, som er din ven, da fyldes mit sind af en stor og strålende glæde –”. O, Basilios, vær du mit øje; læs videre for mig.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(læser).
 

„Din fortælling om al den tillidsfulde visshed, hvormed han kom til Athen, var mig som et billed fra de gamle skrifters tid. Ja, jeg tror han er den genfødte David, som skal nedslå hedningernes kæmper. Guds ånd være over ham i striden og alle dage”.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(griber ham om armen).
 

Lad det være nok med dette? Hun også? Hvad er det, I alle, ligesom med én mund, kræver af mig? Har jeg givet eder noget skyldbrev på at brydes med magtens løver –?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Hvoraf kommer det, at alle troende i åndeløs forventning ser imod dig?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(går et par gange op og ned i søjlegangen, standser og rækker efter brevet).
 

Giv hid; lad mig se. (læser.) „Guds ånd være over ham i striden og alle dage”. – O, Basilios, om jeg kunde –! Men jeg føler mig som hin Dædalos mellem himmel og hav. En svimlende højde og et svælgende dyb –. Hvad mening er der i disse røster, som råber til mig fra øst og vest, at jeg skal frelse kristendommen? Hvor er den, denne kristendom, som skal frelses? Er den hos kejseren eller hos Cæsar? Jeg tænker, deres gerninger skriger: nej, nej! Er den hos de mægtige og fornemme, – hos disse hoffets lystne halvmænd, som folder hænderne over den mætte bug og piber: mon Guds søn er skabt af intet? Eller er den hos de oplyste, hos dem, der, ligesom du og jeg, har drukket skønhed og lærdom af de hedenske kilder? Hælder ikke de fleste af disse vore brødre til det arianske kætteri, som kejseren selv har så stor yndest for? Og nu den hele lurvede hob i riget, – alle de, som raser mod templerne, som myrder hedninger og hedningers slægt! Er det for Kristi skyld? Ha-ha! bagefter slås de indbyrdes om de dræbtes efterladenskaber. – Du kan spørge Makrina, om kristendommen er at søge i ensomheden, – på søjlen, hvor støtte-helgenen står på et ben. Eller er den i stæderne? Kanske hos hine bagere i Konstantinopel, som nys kæmped med næverne for at klare det spørgsmål, om treenigheden består af tre personer eller af tre hypostaser! – Hvem af alle disse skulde Kristus ville tage i sin mund, om han steg ned til jorden igen? – Frem med Diogenes-lygten, Basilios! Lys op i dette nattemulm. – Hvor er kristendommen?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Søg svaret der, hvor det er at finde i alle skrøbelige tider.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Stæng ikke din kundskabs brønd! Læsk mig, hvis du kan. Hvor skal jeg søge og finde?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 I de hellige mænds skrifter.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det samme fortvivlelsens svar. Bøger, – altid bøger! Kom jeg til Libanios, så lød det: bøger, bøger! Kommer jeg til eder, – bøger, bøger, bøger! Stene for brød! Jeg kan ikke bruge bøger; – det er liv, jeg hungrer efter, samliv, ansigt til ansigt med ånden. Blev Saulus seende af en bog? Var det ikke en lysflod, der slog ham imøde, et syn, en røst –!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Glemmer du synet og røsten, som hin Agathon fra Makellon –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Et gådefuldt bud; et orakelråb, som jeg ikke kan tyde. Var jeg den kårne? Rigets arving, hed det. Og hvilket rige –? Der ruger tusend tvil over den sag. Det véd jeg kun: i Athen er ikke løvens hule. Men hvor, hvor? O, jeg famler som Saulus i natten. Vil Kristus mig noget, så må han tale tydeligt. Fingeren i naglesåret –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Og dog står der skrevet –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(slår ud med hånden).
 

Jeg véd alt, hvad der står skrevet. Dette med det skrevne, det er ikke sandhed i kødet. Føler du ikke ækkelhed og kvalme, ligesom ombord på et skib i vindstille, omtumlet mellem liv, skrift, hedensk visdom og skønhed? Der må komme en ny åbenbaring. Eller en åbenbaring af noget nyt. Der må, siger jeg; – tiden er inde. – Ja, en åbenbaring! O, Basilios, kunde du bede den ned over mig! Bloddøden, om så skal være –! Bloddøden –, ah, jeg svimler i dens sødme; tornekronen om min tinding –! (han griber sig med begge hænder om hovedet, fatter rosenkransen, som han river af, besinder sig længe og siger sagte:) Denne. Det havde jeg glemt. (kaster kransen bort.) Et eneste har jeg lært i Athen.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Hvilket, Julian?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Den gamle skønhed er ikke længer skøn, og den nye sandhed er ikke længer sand.
 

(Visdomslæreren Libanios kommer hurtigt gennem søjlegangen fra højre side.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS

(endnu i frastand).
 

Nu har vi ham; nu har vi ham!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ham? Jeg tænkte du havde dem begge.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Hvilke begge?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Milons sønner.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Ah, ja, dem har jeg også. Men vi har ham, min Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem, dyrebare broder?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Han har fanget sig i sit eget garn!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Aha, – en vismand altså?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Al visdoms modstander.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem, hvem, spørger jeg?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Véd du det virkelig ikke? Har du ikke hørt nyheden om Maximos?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Om Maximos? O, hav dog den godhed –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Did hen måtte det komme med denne urolige sværmer, – skridt for skridt, ind i vanvidet –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Med andre ord: ind i den højeste visdom.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Ja, sådant kan siges. Men nu gælder det at handle og gribe øjeblikket. Du, vor højt skattede Julian, du er manden. Du er kejserens nære slægtning. Alle sande visdomsvenners håb er rettet på dig, både her og i Nikomedia –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hør, o fortræffelige Libanios, – såsom jeg ikke er alvidende –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Så erfar da, at Maximos nys er trådt åbenlyst frem med det, som ligger på bunden af hans lære.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og det laster du ham for?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Han har udsagt, at han kan byde over ånder og skygger.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(fatter hans kappe).
 

Libanios!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Alle på skibet var opfyldt af de forunderligste fortællinger, og her (viser et brev frem) her skriver min medbroder Eusebios udførligt om sagen.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ånder og skygger –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 I Efesos har Maximos nylig, i en stor forsamling, både af tilhængere og af modstandere, øvet forbudne kunster med Hekates billedstøtte. Det skede i gudindens tempel. Eusebios skriver, at han selv var tilstede, og var vidne til alt, fra først til sidst. Det var ravnsort nat omkring dem. Maximos talte sælsomme besværgelser; derpå afsang han en hymne, som ingen forstod. Da tændte marmorfaklen sig i støttens hånd –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Ugudeligt værk!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(åndeløs).
 

Og så –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Og i det stærke blålige lys så de alle, at støttens ansigt tog liv og smilte imod dem.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad mere?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Forfærdelse greb de flestes sind. Alle styrted imod udgangen. Mange har ligget i sygdom eller vildelse bagefter. Men han selv, – skulde du tro det, Julian? – til trods for den skæbne, som ramte begge hans brødre i Konstantinopel, turer han frem på sin farlige og forargelige vej.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Forargelig? Kalder du denne vej en forargelig vej? Løber ikke al visdoms mål ud i dette? Samkvem mellem ånd og ånd –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 O, dyrebare, forvildede ven –!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Mere end forargelig, siger jeg! Hvad er Hekate? Hvad er guderne overhovedet for de opklaredes erkendelse? Heldigvis lever vi dog ikke i hin gamle blinde sangers tid. Maximos burde dog vide bedre, end som så. Har ikke Platon – og efter ham vi andre – kastet fortolkningens lys over det hele? Er det ikke forargeligt, nu, i disse vore egne dage, igen at ville hylle ind i gåder og tågefulde drømme denne beundringsværdige, håndgribelige og, jeg tør vel sige, møjsommeligt opførte bygning af begreb og af udtydning, som vi, som visdommens elskere, som skolen, som –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(stormende).
 

Farvel, Basilios! Jeg øjner et lys på min vej!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(slår armene om ham).
 

Jeg slipper dig ikke; jeg holder dig fast!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(snor sig fra ham).
 

Ingen holder mig; – stamp ikke mod brodden –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Hvilket anfald af afsind! Ven, broder, medbroder, hvor vil du hen?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Did, did hen, hvor fakler tændes og hvor støtter smiler!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS.
 Og det kunde du! Du, Julian, du, vor stolthed, vort lys, vort håb, – du skulde ville ile til dette forblindede Efesos for at give dig i en gøglers vold! Vid, at i samme stund, som du fornedrer dig så dybt, i samme stund har du afført dig det herlige ry for lærdom og for veltalenhed, som du i disse år både i Pergamon og i Nikomedia og fornemmelig her ved Athens høje skole –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, skole, skole! Bliv du hos dine bøger; – nu har du pegt på den mand, jeg ledte efter.
 

(han går ilsomt ud gennem søjlegangen til venstre.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN LIBANIOS

(ser en tid efter ham).
 

Denne fyrstelige yngling er farlig for videnskaben.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(halvt hen for sig).
 

Fyrst Julian er farlig for mere.
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(I Efesos. Oplyst sal i fyrst Julians bolig. Indgangen fra forhallen er på højre side; længere tilbage en mindre dør, dækket af et forhæng. På venstre side en dør, som fører til husets indre rum. Baggrunden i salen dannes af en gennembrudt væg, udenfor hvilken man ser en liden indelukket gårdsplads, smykket med små statuer.)
 

(Tjenere bereder et festligt aftensmåltid og lægger hynder om bordet. Husmesteren Eutherios står ved indgangen og nøder under mange høfligheder Gregor fra Nazianz og Basilios fra Cæsaræa at træde ind.)
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Jo, jo; jeg forsikrer, det er alt sammen rigtigt.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Umuligt! Driv dog ikke spot med os.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Du spøger, ven! Hvor kan din herre vente os? Intet menneske har vidst vor afrejse fra Athen; intet ophold har sinket os undervejs; vi har sejlet ikap med skyerne og de vilde traner.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Se eder om; se bordet der. Til daglig lever han af urter og brød.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, unægtelig; alle sanser vidner for dig; – vinkanderne, omvundne med blomster og grønt; lamper og frugter; røgelsen, som fylder salen med sin duft; fløjtespillerne foran husdøren –
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Tidligt imorges lod han mig kalde. Han lod til at være uvanligt glad; thi han gik op og ned ad gulvet og gned sig i hænderne. „Bered et rigeligt måltid,” sagde han, „thi inden aften kommer to venner fra Athen –”
 

(han har imidlertid kastet et øje imod den åbne dør til venstre, tier pludselig og trækker sig ærbødigt tilbage.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Er han der?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(nikker til svar; derpå giver han tjenerne et vink om at bortfjerne sig; de går ud gennem den større dør til højre; selv følger han efter).
 

(Fyrst Julian kommer kort efter ind fra venstre. Han er iført en lang østerlandsk klædning; hele hans adfærd er livfuld og forråder en stærk indre spænding )
 

FYRST JULIAN

(går hen imod dem og hilser dem med stor heftighed).
 

Jeg ser eder! Jeg har eder! Tak, tak, at eders ånd fløj forud for eders legemer!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Julian!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Min ven og broder!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg har været som en forsmægtende elsker efter eders håndtryk. Hofkrybet, eftertragtende visse folks bifald, kaldte mig en abe; – o, havde jeg dog abens fire hænder, at jeg kunde kryste eders fire på en gang!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Men forklar dog –; dine tjenere møder os med fløjtespil for husdøren, vil føre os i bad, vil salve vort hår og smykke os med roser –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg så eder sidste nat. Det var fuldmåne, véd I, – og da er ånden altid så forunderlig virksom i mig. Inde ved mit bord sad jeg i bogsalen og var falden i søvn, træt, o, I venner, så træt af at forske og at skrive. Da fyldtes huset som af et stormvejr; forhænget løftedes flagrende opad, og jeg så ud i natten, vidt over havet. Jeg hørte liflig sang; men de, som sangen kom fra, var to store fugle med kvindeansigter. De skar i skrå flugt ind mod kysten; der daled de lindt ned; fugle-hammene løste sig op som en hvidlig tåge, og i et mildt dæmrende skær så jeg eder to.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Er du viss på alt dette?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tænkte I på mig; talte I om mig inat?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Ja, ja, – foran i skibet –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad tid på natten var det?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Hvad tid på natten havde du hint syn?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 En time efter midnat.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(med et blik på Basilios).
 

Forunderligt.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(gnider hænderne; op og ned ad gulvet).
 

Ser I! Ha-ha; ser I vel?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(følger ham med øjnene).
 

O, så er det dog sandt –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvilket? Hvad er sandt?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Rygtet om de løndomsfulde kunster, som du her øver.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ej, hvad kan rygtet ikke overdrive? – Men hvad siger rygtet om mig forresten? Jeg har ladet mig fortælle, at der skal gå mange rygter om mig. Hvis jeg gad fæste lid til visses forsikring, så måtte jeg tro, der gaves få mænd i riget, om hvem der tales så meget, som om mig.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Det kan du trygt tro.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvad siger så Libanios til alt dette? Det var ham altid ukært, at mængden sysselsatte sig med andre end med ham. Og hvad siger de mange uforglemmelige venner i Athen for øvrigt? Man véd vel, at jeg er både i kejserens og i hele hoffets unåde?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du? Jeg hører dog jævnlig nyheder fra hoflejren; men derom skriver min broder Cæsarios intet.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg kan ikke tyde det anderledes, gode Gregor! Fra alle kanter agter de det rådeligt at holde øje med mig. Nylig sendte Cæsar Gallos sin husprest Aëzios hid for at udforske, om jeg holder fast ved den uforfalskede lære.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Og så –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg forsømmer ikke lettelig nogen morgenandagt i kirken. Også henregner jeg blodvidnerne til de udmærkede mennesker; thi det er i sandhed ingen ringe sag at lide så store smerter, ja, endog døden, for sine meningers skyld. I det hele tror jeg nok, at Aëzios var vel tilfreds med mig, da han rejste.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(griber hans hånd).
 

Julian, – for vort inderlige venskabs skyld, – tal åbent om din stilling.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg er jordens lykkeligste søn, I kære venner! Og Maximos, – ja, han bærer sit navn med rette, – Maximos er den største, som nogen tid har levet.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(bereder sig til at gå).
 

Vi vilde kun se dig, herre!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kan dette gøre broder så fremmed imod broder? I viger i angst for det gådefulde. O, ja, det undrer mig ikke. Således veg også jeg, før jeg blev seende og før jeg aned det, som er livets kerne.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Hvad kalder du livets kerne?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Maximos véd det. I ham er den ny åbenbaring.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Og den er bleven dig til del?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Næsten. Jeg står lige ved det. Endnu i denne nat har Maximos lovet mig –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Maximos er en sværmer eller han bedrager dig –!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor tør du dømme om de hemmelige ting? Dette er ikke for din lærdom, min Gregor! Vejen ind i den store herlighed er forfærdelig. Hine drømmere i Eleusis var nær ved det rette spor; Maximos fandt sporet, og jeg siden – ved hans hånd. Jeg har vandret gennem mørke kløfter. Et tungt sumpet vand var ved min venstre side; – jeg tror det var en strøm, som havde glemt at flyde. Hvasse stemmer talte forvirret, pludseligt, og ligesom uden al årsag i natten. Fra og til så jeg et blåligt lys; skrækkelige skikkelser strøg mig forbi; – jeg gik og gik i dødens rædsel; men jeg holdt prøven ud. – Siden, siden, – o, I dyrebare – jeg har med dette mit til ånd forvandlede legeme været langt inde i paradisets egne; englene har sunget sine lovsange for mig; jeg har skuet det midterste lys –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ve over denne ugudelige Maximos! Ve over denne til djævlen hjemfaldne hedenske gøgler!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Blindhed, blindhed! Maximos hylder sin forudgangne broder; han hylder begge hine store brødre, både lovgiveren fra Sinai og seeren fra Nazareth – – Véd du, hvorledes erkendelsens ånd fyldte mig? – Det skede en nat under bøn og faste. Da fornam jeg, at jeg blev rykket vidt – vidt ud i rummet og ud af tiden; thi der var høj sol-sittrende dag om mig, og jeg stod ensom på et skib med slappe sejl midt i det blanke strålende Græker-hav. Øerne tårned sig, lig lette fæstnede skylag, langt borte, og skibet lå tungt, som om det sov, på den vinblå flade. – Se, da blev denne flade mere og mere gennemsigtig, lettere, tyndere; til sidst var den der ikke mere, og mit skib hang over et tomt forfærdeligt dyb. Intet grønt, ingen sol dernede – kun den døde, slimede, sorte havbund i al sin afskylige nøgenhed. – Men ovenover, i det uendelige hvælv, som før havde syntes mig tomhed, – der var livet; der tog det usynlige former og stilheden tog toner. – Da fatted jeg den store forløsende erkendelse.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Hvilken erkendelse mener du?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det, som er, det er ikke; og det, som ikke er, det er.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 O, du forspildes og fortabes i dette spind af lys og tåger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg? Sker der ikke jertegn? Forkynder ikke både varsler og visse sælsomme forekomster imellem stjernerne, at den guddommelige vilje har noget endnu uopklaret i sinde med mig?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Tro ikke deslige tegn; du kan ikke vide, hvis værk de er.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg skulde ikke tro på lykke-spående tegn, der allerede har bekræftet sig? (han drager dem nærmere til sig og siger sagte:) Jeg kan lade eder vide, I venner, at en stor omvæltning står for døren. Cæsar Gallos og jeg skal inden føje tid komme til at dele herredømmet over verden, – han som kejser, og jeg som – ja, hvad skal jeg kalde det? det ufødte kan jo ikke nævnes ved navn; thi det har intet. Altså ikke mere om dette før tidens fylde. Men om Cæsar tør jeg vel tale. – Véd I noget om hint syn, for hvilket man har fængslet og pint borgeren Apollinaris i Sidon?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Nej, nej, hvor kan vi vide –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Apollinaris har udsagt, at han hørte nogen banke gentagne gange på døren ved nattetid. Han stod da op og gik udenfor huset; og se, – der ude fik han øje på en skikkelse, – mand eller kvinde –, det vidste han ikke. Og skikkelsen talte til ham og bød ham skaffe tilveje en purpurklædning, således, som nyvalgte herskere bærer dem. Men da Apollinaris i skræk vilde vægre sig for så farlige ting, var skikkelsen der ikke mere, og kun en røst råbte: gå, gå, Apollinaris, og få purpurklædningen hurtig færdig!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Var det dette tegn, du nys sagde, havde bekræftet sig?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(nikker langsomt).
 

Syv dage senere døde Cæsars hustru i Bithynia. Konstantina har altid været hans onde engel; derfor måtte hun nu bort, ifølge det omslag, som er sket i den guddommelige vilje. Tre uger efter Konstantinas død kom kejserens udsending, tribunen Skudilo, med stort følge til Antiokia, viste Cæsar Gallos kejserlig ære og bød ham i kejserens navn til gæst ved hoflejren i Rom. – Cæsars rejse er nu som en sejerherres tog gennem landene. I Konstantinopel har han holdt væddeløb i hippodromen, og mængden jubled højt, da han, skønt endnu kun Cæsar af navn, stod frem på de fordums kejseres vis og rakte kransen til hin Korax, der vandt løbet. Så vidunderligt ophøjer Gud igen vor slægt, som var sunken under synd og forfølgelse.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Sælsomt. I Athen gik andre rygter.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg har sikker kundskab. Det haster med purpurklædningen, Gregor! Og skulde jeg så tvile på de ting, Maximos har bebudet som nær forestående for mig? I nat falder det sidste slør. Her inde skal den store gåde vorde åbenbaret. O, bliv hos mig, mine brødre, – bliv hos mig i disse angstens og forventningens natte-timer! Når Maximos kommer, skal I være vidne til –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Aldrig!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Kan ikke ske; vi er på hjemrejsen til Kappadokia.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvad har så brat forjaget jer fra Grækenland?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Min moder er enke, Julian!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Min fader er svag både af helbred og af sind; han trænger vel til en støtte.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 O, men bliv i herberget; blot til imorgen –!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Umuligt; vort rejsefølge bryder op ved daggry.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ved daggry? Før midnat kunde dagen gry for eder.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Julian, lad mig ikke drage bort i altfor stor angst. Sig mig, – når Maximos har tydet alle gåder for dig, – hvad så?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Mindes du hin flod, Strabon skriver om, – hin flod, som har sine kilder på det libyske berg? Den vokser og vokser i sit løb; men når den er som størst, siver den ud i ørkensanden og begraver sig selv i det jordens moderskød, hvoraf den fremgik.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Du higer dog ikke mod døden, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad I trældomsfuldt håber på bag døden, det er det just den store hemmeligheds mål at forhverve alle medvidende her i vort jordiske liv. Det er genoprejsning, som Maximos og hans lærlinge søger, – det er den forspildte lighed med guddommen. Hvorfor så tvilende, I brødre? Hvorfor står I der, ligesom foran noget uoverstigeligt? Jeg véd, hvad jeg véd. I hvert af de skiftende slægts-led har der været én sjæl, hvori den rene Adam genfødtes; han var stærk i lovgiveren Moses; han havde evnen til at gøre sig jorden underdanig i den makedoniske Alexander; han var næsten fuldkommen i Jesus fra Nazareth. Men se, Basilios, (han griber ham i armen) dem alle fattedes, hvad der er mig lovet, – den rene kvinde!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(river sig løs).
 

Julian, Julian!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du bespottelige, – did hen har dit hjertes hovmod trukket dig!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 O, Gregor, han er syg og forvildet!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvorfor al denne hånlige tvil? Er det min spinkle vækst, som vidner imod mig? Ha-ha; jeg siger eder, denne grove kødfulde slægt skal forgå. Det vordende skal mere undfanges af ånden, end af legemet. I den første Adam var der ligevægt, som i hine billeder af guden Apollon. Siden har der ikke været ligevægt. Havde ikke Moses en stam tunge? Måtte ikke hans arme støttes, da han skulde holde dem manende oprakte hist ved den røde havbugt? Trængte ikke Makedonieren jævnlig til at ildnes ved hjælp af visse stærke drikke og andre kunstige midler? Og nu Jesus fra Nazareth? Havde ikke han et skrøbeligt legeme? Faldt han ikke i søvn på skibet, mens dog de andre holdt sig vågne? Segned han ikke under korset, hint kors, som Jøden Simon bar med lethed? De to røvere segned ikke. – I kalder eder troende, og har dog så liden tro til det vidunderliges åbenbårings-magt. Vent, vent, – I skal få se; – bruden skal visselig skænkes mig, og da –, hånd i hånd vil vi gå1 imod øst, did hen, hvor nogle siger at Helios fødes, – ind i ensomheden, skjule os, som guddommen skjuler sig, søge lunden ved Eufrats bredder, finde den, og der –, o, forherligelse – derfra skal en ny slægt i skønhed og ligevægt gå ud over jorden; der, I skriftbundne tvilere, der skal åndens kejser-rige grundes!
 

1. fu: ga
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 O, jeg må vel vride mine hænder i sorg over dig. Er du hin samme Julian, som for tre år siden drog fra Konstantinopel!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Den tid var jeg blind, som I nu; jeg kendte kun den vej, der standser ved læren.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Véd du, hvor din vej standser?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor vejen og målet er ét. – For sidste gang, Gregor, Basilios, – jeg bønfalder eder, bliv hos mig. Det syn, jeg havde sidste nat, – både det og meget andet, tyder på et gådefuldt bånd imellem os. Dig, min Basilios, havde jeg så meget at sige. Du er jo din slægts hoved; og hvo véd, om ikke alt det lokkende, der er mig tilsagt –; om ikke gennem dig og i dit hus –
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Aldrig! Med min vilje skal ingen ledes ind i dit afsind og i dine vilde drømme.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah, hvad taler du om vilje? Jeg øjner en skrivende hånd på væggen; snart skal jeg tyde skriften.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Kom, Basilios!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med udstrakte arme).
 

O, I venner; I venner!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Mellem os er et skille fra denne dag.
 

(han drager Basilios med sig; begge går ud til højre.)
 

FYRST JULIAN

(ser en stund efter dem).
 

Ja, gå! Gå, gå! – Hvad véd I to lærde mænd! Hvad bringer I med fra visdommens stad? Du, min stærke trodsige Gregor, – og du, Basilios, mere pige end mand, – I kender kun to gader i Athen, gaden til skolen og gaden til kirken; den tredje gade, over Eleusis og videre, den kender I ikke, og end mindre –. Ah!
 

(Forhænget på højre side drages til side. To tjenere i østerlandske klæder bringer ind en høj tilhyllet genstand, som de stiller i hjørnet bag bordet. Lidt efter kommer mystikeren Maximos gennem den samme dør. Han er en mager middelshøj mand med et brunt høgagtigt ansigt; hans hår og skæg er stærkt gråsprængt med undtagelse af de tykke øjenbryn og skægget over munden, der endnu har sin begsorte farve. Han bærer en spids hue og en lang sort klædning; i hånden har han en hvid stav.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(går, uden at agte på Julian, hen til den tilhyllede genstand, standser og giver tjenerne et vink; de fjerner sig lydløst).
 

FYRST JULIAN

(sagte).
 

Endelig!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS
 (drager klædet bort; man ser en bronce-lampe på en høj trefod; derefter fremtager han en liden sølvkrukke og hælder olje i lampeskålen. Lampen tænder sig af sig selv og brænder med et stærkt rødligt skær).
 

FYRST JULIAN

(i spændt forventning).
 

Er tiden inde?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(uden at se på ham).
 

Er dit sind og dit legem rent?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg har fastet og salvet mig.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Så kan nattens højtid begynde!
 

(han giver et tegn; danserinder og fløjtespillere viser sig i forgården. Musik og dans under det følgende.)
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Maximos, – hvad er dette?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Roser i håret! Perlende vin! Se, se hist de skønne lemmer i leg!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og midt under denne sansernes tummel vil du –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Synden er kun i dit syn på det syndige.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Roser i håret! Perlende vin! (han kaster sig ned på et af hynderne ved bordet, tømmer en fyldt skål, sætter den hurtigt fra sig og spørger:) Ah, hvad var der i vinen?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 En glød af den ild, som Prometheus stjal.
 

(han lægger sig ned på den anden side af bordet.)
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Mine sanser bytter virksomhed; jeg hører klarhed og jeg ser toner.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Vinen er druens sjæl. Den frigjorte, frivillige fange. Logos i Pan!
 

DE DANSENDE PIGER

(synger i forgården).
 

Frigør dig, tømmende
 

Bakki blod; –
 

vug dig på strømmende
 

rythmers flod!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(drikker).
 

Ja, ja, der er frigørelse i rusen. Kan du tyde denne salighed?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Rusen er dit bryllup med naturens sjæl.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Søde gåde; fristende lokkende –! Hvad var det? Hvi lo du?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det hvisker ved min venstre side! Silkehyndet knittrer – (bleg; springer halvt ivejret.) Maximos, vi er ikke alene!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(råber:)
 

Vi er fem tilbords!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Symposion med ånderne!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Med skyggerne.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nævn mine gæster!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ikke nu. Hør, hør!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad er det? Det bruser som en storm gennem huset –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(skriger).
 

Julian! Julian! Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tal, tal! Hvad sker med os?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Bebudelsens time er over dig!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(springer op og viger langt tilbage fra bordet).
 

Ah!
 

(Bordlamperne synes nær ved at slukkes; over den store bronce-lampe hæver sig en blåligt lysende kreds.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(kaster sig helt ned).
 

Øjet mod lyset!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hist?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ja, ja!
 

PIGERNES SANG

(dæmpet fra forgården).
 

Natten, den seende,
 

spænder sit spind;
 

lysten, den leende,
 

lokker dig ind.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(stirrer mod lysskæret).
 

Maximos! Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(sagte).
 

Ser du noget?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvad ser du?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg ser et skinnende ansigt i lyset.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Mand eller kvinde?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg véd ikke.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Tal til det.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tør jeg?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Tal; tal!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(nærmere).
 

Hvi blev jeg?
 

EN STEMME I LYSET.
 For at tjene ånden.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Svarer det?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja, ja.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Spørg mere.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad er min gerning?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET.
 Du skal grundfæste riget.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvilket rige?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET.
 Riget.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og på hvilken vej?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET.
 På frihedens.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tal fuldt ud! Hvad er frihedens vej?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET.
 Nødvendighedens vej.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og ved hvilken magt?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET.
 Ved at ville.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad skal jeg ville?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET.
 Hvad du må.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det blegner; det svinder –! (nærmere.) Tal, tal! Hvad må jeg?
 

STEMMEN I LYSET

(veklagende).
 

Julian!
 

(Lyskredsen opløser sig; bordlamperne brænder som før.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(ser op).
 

Borte?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Borte.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Er du nu vidende?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nu mindst. Jeg hænger over det svælgende dybs befæstning – midt imellem lys og mørke. (han lægger sig atter ned.) Hvad er riget?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Der er tre riger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tre?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Først er hint rige, som grundlagdes på kundskabens træ; så hint rige, der grundlagdes på korsets træ –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og det tredje?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det tredje er den store hemmeligheds rige, det rige, som skal grundlægges på kundskabens og på korsets træ tilsammen, fordi det hader og elsker dem begge, og fordi det har sine levende kilder under Adams lund og under Golgata.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og det rige skal komme –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det står for døren. Jeg har regnet og regnet –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(bryder hvast af).
 

Det hvisker igen! Hvem er mine gæster?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 De tre hjørnestene under nødvendighedens vrede.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem, hvem?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 De tre store hjælpere i fornægtelse.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nævn dem!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det kan jeg ikke; jeg kender dem ikke; – men jeg kunde vise dig dem –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Så vis mig dem! Straks, Maximos –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Vogt dig –!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Straks; straks! Jeg vil se dem; jeg vil tale med dem, en for en.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Over dig selv komme skylden. (han svinger sin stav og råber:) Tag skikkelse og lad dig tilsyne, du udvælgelsens første offerlam!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(med tilhyllet ansigt).
 

Hvad ser du?
 

FYRST JULIAN

(dæmpet).
 

Der ligger han; lige for hjørnet. – Han er stor, som Herakles, og skøn –, dog nej, ikke – – (nølende.) Kan du, så tal til mig!
 

EN STEMME.
 Hvad vil du vide?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad var dit hverv i livet?
 

STEMMEN.
 Min brøde.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvi forbrød du dig?
 

STEMMEN.
 Hvi blev jeg ikke min broder!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ingen udflugter. Hvi forbrød du dig?
 

STEMMEN.
 Hvi blev jeg mig selv?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvad vilde du, som dig selv?
 

STEMMEN.
 Hvad jeg måtte.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og hvorfor måtte du?
 

STEMMEN.
 Jeg var mig.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du er ordknap.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(uden at se op).
 

In vino veritas.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du traf det, Maximos! (han hælder en fyldt skål ud foran det tomme sæde.) Bad dig i vinduften, min blege gæst! Kvæg dig. Kend, kend, – den stiger tilvejrs som en offerrøg.
 

STEMMEN.
 Offerrøg stiger ikke altid.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvi rødmer hin stribe på panden? Nej, nej, – stryg ikke håret over. Hvad er det?
 

STEMMEN.
 Tegnet.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hm; ikke videre om det. Og hvad frugt har din brøde båret?
 

STEMMEN.
 Den herligste.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad kalder du den herligste.
 

STEMMEN.
 Livet.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og livets grund?
 

STEMMEN.
 Døden.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og dødens?
 

STEMMEN

(taber sig, som i et suk).
 

Ja, det er gåden!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Borte!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(ser op).
 

Borte?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Kendte du ham?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvem var det?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kain.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Den vej altså! Forsk ikke mere!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(slår ud med hånden).
 

Den anden, Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Nej, nej, nej; – jeg gør det ikke!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Den anden, siger jeg! Du har tilsvoret mig at komme tilbunds i visse ting. Den anden, Maximos! Jeg vil se ham; vil kende mine gæster!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du har villet det, ikke jeg. (han svinger staven.) Her frem og lad dig tilsyne, du villende slave, du, som hjalp ved den næste store verdensvending!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(stirrer et øjeblik i det tomme rum; pludselig strækker han hånden afværgende ud imod sædet lige ved siden af sig og siger dæmpet):
 

Ikke nærmere!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(bortvendt).
 

Ser du ham?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvorledes ser du ham?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg ser ham som en rødskægget mand. Han har forrevne klæder og et reb om halsen. – – Tal til ham, Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du må tale.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad var du i livet?
 

EN STEMME

(lige ved ham).
 

Verdens-vognens tolvte hjul.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det tolvte? Det femte regnes alt for unyttigt.
 

STEMMEN.
 Hvor var vognen rullet hen uden mig?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor rulled’ den hen ved dig?
 

STEMMEN.
 Ind i forherligelsen.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvi hjalp du?
 

STEMMEN.
 Fordi jeg var villende.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad vilde du?
 

STEMMEN.
 Hvad jeg måtte ville.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem kåred dig?
 

STEMMEN.
 Mesteren.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Var mesteren forud-vidende, da han kåred dig?
 

STEMMEN.
 Ja, det er gåden!
 

(kort stilhed.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du tier?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Han er her ikke mere.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(ser op).
 

Kendte du ham?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ja.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvad hed han i livet?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Judas Ischariotes.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(springer op).
 

Afgrunden skyder blomster; natten forråder sig selv!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(skriger til ham).
 

Den tredje frem!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Han skal komme! (svinger staven.) Her frem, du tredje hjørnesten! Her frem, du tredje store frigivne under nødvendigheden! (kaster sig atter ned på hyndet og vender sit ansigt bort.) Hvad ser du?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg ser intet.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Og dog er han her. (svinger staven igen.) Ved salomons segl, ved øjet i trekanten, – jeg besværger dig, – lad dig tilsyne! – – Hvad ser du nu?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Intet; intet!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(svinger atter staven).
 

Her frem, du –! – – (holder pludselig inde, udstøder et skrig og springer op fra bordet.) Ah, lyn i natten! Jeg ser det; – al kunst er forgæves.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(rejser sig).
 

Hvorfor? Tal, tal!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Den tredje er ikke iblandt skyggerne endnu.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Han lever?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ja, han lever.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Og her, sagde du –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Her, eller hist, eller blandt de ufødte; – jeg véd ikke –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(trænger ind på ham).
 

Du lyver! Du bedrager mig! Her, her, sagde du –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Slip min kappe!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Altså du eller jeg! Men hvem af os?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Slip kappen, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem af os? Hvem? Alt hænger i dette ene!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du er mere vidende end jeg. Hvad forkyndte røsten i lyset?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Røsten i lyset –? (med et skrig.) Riget! Riget? Grundfæste riget –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det tredje rige!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Nej; og tusende gange nej! Vig, fordærver! Jeg siger mig løs fra dig og fra alt dit værk –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Fra nødvendigheden?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg trodser nødvendigheden! Jeg vil ikke tjene den. Jeg er fri, fri, fri!
 

(Larm udenfor: danserinderne og fløjtespillerne flygter.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(lytter mod højre).
 

Hvad skræk og skrig –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Der trænger fremmede mennesker ind i huset –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Man mishandler dine tjenere; de vil myrde os!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Vær rolig; os kan ingen ramme.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(kommer ilsomt over forgården).
 

Herre, herre!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvem volder hin larm udenfor?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Fremmede mænd har omringet huset; de har sat vagt ved alle udgange; de bryder ind – næsten med vold. Der kommer de, herre! Der er de!
 

(Quæstoren Leontes med et stort og pragtfuldt følge kommer ind fra højre.)
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Tilgiv, jeg anråber dig hundrede gange, min nådigste herre –
 

FYRST JULIAN

(et skridt tilbage).
 

Hvad ser jeg!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Dine tjenere vilde formene mig at slippe ind; og da det var mig så højst magtpåliggende –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du her i Efesos, min fortræffelige Leontes!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Jeg har rejst nætter og dage som kejserens udsending.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(bleg).
 

Til mig? Hvad vil kejseren mig? Jeg er mig sandelig ingen brøde bevidst. Jeg er syg, Leontes! Denne mand (tyder mod Maximos) er hos mig som læge.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Tillad mig, nådige herre –!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvi trænger man voldsomt ind til mig? Hvad er det kejseren vil?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Han vil glæde dig, herre, med et stort og vigtigt budskab.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg beder dig, lad mig vide, hvad budskab du bringer.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES

(knæler).
 

Min allerhøjeste herre, – prisende din og min egen lykke hilser jeg dig som Cæsar.
 

QUÆSTORENS FØLGE.
 Længe leve Cæsar Julian!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Cæsar!
 

FYRST JULIAN

(viger med et udråb tilbage).
 

Cæsar! Stå op, Leontes! Hvad afsind taler du!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Jeg bringer kejserens bud.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg – jeg Cæsar! – Ah, hvor er Gallos?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 O, spørg ikke.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor er Gallos? Jeg besværger dig, – hvor er Gallos?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES

(står op).
 

Cæsar Gallos er hos sin elskede hustru.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Død!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Salig hos sin hustru.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Død; død! Gallos død! Død midt på sit sejrstog! Men når, – og hvor?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 O, dyrebare herre, forskån mig –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ

(brydes med vagten ved indgangen).
 

Jeg må ind til ham! Tilside, siger jeg. – Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Gregor, broder, – så kom du dog igen!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Er det sandt, hvad rygtet kaster som en pileregn over staden?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg er selv som rammet af rygtets pile. Tør jeg tro på denne blanding af lykke og ulykke?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 For Kristi skyld, vis fristeren fra dig!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kejserens bud, Gregor!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du vil træde på din broders blodige lig –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Blodige –?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Véd du det ikke? Cæsar Gallos er myrdet.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med sammenslagne hænder).
 

Myrdet!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Ah, hvo er denne forvovne –?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Myrdet; myrdet! (til Leontes.) Han lyver dog?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Cæsar Gallos er falden på sine gerninger.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Myrdet! – hvo myrded ham?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Hvad der er sked, var en nødvendighed, høje herre! Cæsar Gallos har misbrugt magten som en rasende her i Østerlandene. Hans stilling som Cæsar var ham ikke længer nok. Hans færd, både i Konstantinopel og andetsteds undervejs, viste tilfulde, hvad han pønsed på.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Jeg spørger ikke om hans brøde; det andet vil jeg vide.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 O, lad mig skåne dine broderlige øren.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Mine broderlige øren kan tåle, hvad mine sønlige øren har tålt. Hvo dræbte ham?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Tribunen Skudilo, som ledsaged ham, fandt det rådeligt at lade ham henrette.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvor? Dog ikke i Rom?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Nej, herre, det skede på rejsen did, – i staden Pola i Illyrien.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(bøjer sig).
 

Kejseren er stor og retvis. – Den sidste af slægten, Gregor! Kejser Konstanzios er stor.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES

(tager en purpurkåbe fra en af følget).
 

Høje Cæsar, værdiges at iføre dig –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Rød! Væk med den! Var det den, han bar i Pola –?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Den er kommen ny fra Sidon.
 

FYRST JULIAN

(med et blik til Maximos).
 

Fra Sidon! Purpurklædningen –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Apollinaris’s syn!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Julian; Julian!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Se, den sendes dig af din frænde, kejseren. Han lader dig sige, at han, barnløs som han er, håber, at du vil læge dette hans livs dybeste sår. Han ønsker at se dig i Rom. Derefter er det hans vilje, at du går som Cæsar til Gallien. De alemanske grænsefolk har sat over Rhin-strømmen og gjort et farligt indfald i riget. Han bygger trygt på dit held og din fremgang imod barbarerne. I drømme har visse ting åbenbaret sig for ham, og hans sidste ord til mig ved afrejsen var, at det sikkerlig skulde lykkes dig at grundfæste riget.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Grundfæste riget! Røsten i lyset, Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Tegn imod tegn.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Hvorledes, høje Cæsar?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Også mig er visse ting varslet; men dette –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Sig nej, Julian! Det er fordærvelsens vinger de vil hæfte til dine skuldre.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Hvo er du, som trodser kejseren?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Mit navn er Gregor; jeg er søn af biskoppen i Nazianz; – gør med mig, hvad I vil.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Han er min ven og broder; ingen røre ham!
 

(En stor menneskesværm har imidlertid opfyldt forgården.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(baner sig vej gennem mængden).
 

Tag ikke purpuret, Julian!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Du også, min trofaste Basilios!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Tag det ikke! For Gud Herrens skyld –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Hvad forfærder dig ved dette?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 De rædsler, som vil komme.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Ved mig skal riget grundfæstes.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Kristi rige?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Kejserens store skønne rige.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Var det kejserens rige, som stod i lys for dit syn, da du som barn forkyndte læren fra de kappadokiske blodvidners grave? Var det kejserens rige, du drog fra Konstantinopel for at grundfæste på jorden? Var det kejserens rige –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Tåger, tåger; – alt hint ligger bag mig som en vild drøm.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Dig var det bedre, at du selv, med en møllesten om din hals, lå på havets bund, end at denne drøm skulde ligge bag dig. – Ser du ikke fristerens værk? Al jordens herlighed lægges for dine fødder.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Tegn imod tegn, Cæsar!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Et ord, Leontes! (griber hans hånd og drager ham tilside.) Hvor fører du mig hen?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Til Rom, herre!
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Det spørger jeg ikke om. Hvor fører du mig hen; til lykken og magten, – eller til slagterbænken?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 O, herre, en så hånende mistro –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Gallos’s legeme er knapt rådnet endnu.
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Jeg kan hæve alle tvil. (tager et papir frem.) Dette brev fra kejseren, som jeg helst havde rakt dig i enrum –
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Et brev? Hvad skriver han? – (han åbner papiret og læser.) Ah, Helena! – O, Leontes! Helena, – Helena til mig!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Kejseren skænker dig hende, herre! Han skænker dig denne elskede søster, som Cæsar Gallos forgæves bad om.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Helena til mig! Det uopnålige vundet! – Men hun, Leontes –?
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Ved afskeden tog han fyrstinden2 ved hånden og ledte hende hen til mig. En strøm af jomfruligt blod skød op i hendes skønne kinder, hun slog sine øjne ned og sagde: hils min kære frænde, og lad ham vide, at han altid har været den mand, som – –
 

2. fu: fystinden
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Videre, Leontes!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Med de ord taug hun, den tugtige og rene kvinde.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Den rene kvinde! – Vidunderligt fuldbyrdes alt! (han råber højt.) Purpurkappen om mig!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du har valgt?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Valgt, Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Valgt, trods tegn imod tegn?
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Her står ikke tegn imod tegn. Maximos, Maximos, du har været blind, du seende! – Purpurkåben om mig!
 

(Quæstoren Leontes ifører ham kåben.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Det er sked!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(mumler for sig selv, med oprakte hænder).
 

Sejr og lys over den villende!
 

QUÆSTOREN LEONTES.
 Og nu til statholderens bolig; folket vil hilse Cæsar.
 

FYRST JULIAN.
 Cæsar bliver i sin ophøjelse, hvad han var, – den fattige visdomselsker, der tog alt af kejserens nåde. – Til statholderens bolig, I venlige herrer!
 

STEMMER BLANDT QUÆSTORENS FØLGE.
 Plads, plads for Cæsar Julian!
 

(Alle går ud gennem forgården under mængdens bifaldsråb; kun Gregor og Basilios blir stående.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Gregor! I hvad der så kommer, – lad os holde sammen.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Her er min hånd.
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Ved Lutetia i Gallien. En sal i Cæsars palats „De varme bade” udenfor staden. Indgangsdør i baggrunden; til højre en anden mindre dør; foran på venstre side er et vindu med forhæng.)
 

(Fyrstinde Helena, rigt smykket, med perler i håret, sidder i en armstol og ser ud gennem vinduet. Slavinden Myrrha står overfor hende og holder forhænget tilside.)
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvilken stimmel! Hele staden strømmer dem imøde. – Hyss! Myrrha, – hører du ikke fløjter og trommer?
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Jo, jeg synes visst –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Du lyver! Larmen er for stærk; du kan intet høre. (springer op.) O, denne marterfulde usikkerhed! Ikke at vide, om han kommer som sejrherre eller som flygtning.
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Ængst dig ikke, min herskerinde; Cæsar er jo altid kommen som sejrherre.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ja, før; efter alle de mindre sammenstød. Men dennegang, Myrrha! Dette store forfærdelige slag. Alle disse krydsende rygter. Hvis Cæsar var kommen som sejrherre, hvorfor skulde han da have skikket hint brev til stadsforstanderne og forbudt dem at møde ham med æresbevisninger udenfor portene?
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 O, du véd jo, herskerinde, hvor lidet din høje husbond tragter efter slige ting.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ja, ja, det er vel sandt. Og hvis han havde lidt noget nederlag – i Rom måtte man jo vide det – mon kejseren da havde skikket os denne udsending, som må kunne være her endnu idag, og hvis ilbud har bragt mig alle disse rige smykker og gaver? Ah, Eutherios! Nu, nu?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(fra baggrunden).
 

Min fyrstinde, det er ganske umuligt at erfare noget pålideligt –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Umuligt? Du bedrager mig! Soldaterne selv må dog vide –
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Det er kun barbariske hjælpetropper, som rykker ind, – Bataver og andre, – og de véd intet.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(vrider sine hænder).
 

O, har jeg fortjent denne kval! Søde, hellige Kristus, har jeg da ikke anråbt dig nat og dag – (lytter og skriger ud.) Ah, min Julian! Jeg hører ham! – Julian; min elskede!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(i støvet rustning, kommer hurtigt fra baggrunden).
 

Helena!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Min høje Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(favner fyrstinden med voldsomhed).
 

Helena! – Stæng alle døre, Eutherios!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Slagen! Forfulgt!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Dobbelte vagter for dørene; lad ingen slippe ind! Hør; er her kommet nogen udsending fra kejseren?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Nej, herre; men der er en udsending ivente.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gå, gå! (til slavinden.) Væk med dig.
 

(Eutherios og Myrrha går ud i baggrunden.)
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(synker ned i armstolen).
 

Så er det da ude med os!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(trækker forhænget sammen).
 

Hvem véd. Blot varsom, så kan uvejret endnu –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Efter et sådant nederlag –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nederlag? Hvad taler du om, min elskede?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Har ikke Alemanerne slåt dig?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Havde de slåt mig, skulde du ikke set mig levende igen.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(springer op).
 

Men, du himmelens Herre, hvad er da hændt?
 

CÆSÆR JULIAN

(sagte).
 

Det værste, Helena; – en umådelig sejr.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA
 Sejr, siger du! En umådelig sejr? Du har sejret, og dog –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du kan ikke fatte, hvorledes jeg står. Du kender kun den gyldne yderside af al en Cæsars elendighed.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kan du fortænke mig i, at jeg har dulgt sligt for dig? Bød ikke både pligt og skam, at –? Ah, – hvad er det? Hvilken forandring –!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvad? Hvad?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvilken forandring med dig i disse måneder! Helena, har du været syg?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Nej, nej; men sig mig –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jo, du har været syg! Du må være syg endnu; – disse feberhede tindinger, disse blåbrune ringe om øjnene –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 O, intet, min elskede! Se ikke på mig, Julian! Kun angst og nattevågen for din skyld; brændende bønner til den højt velsignede på korsets træ –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Skån dig, du dyrebare; det er jo dog hel usikkert, om denne nidkærhed frugter så meget.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Fy; dit sind er ikke fromt. – Men tal om dine egne sager, Julian! Jeg beder dig, dølg intet for mig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Der kan intet dølges længer. Siden kejserindens død har jeg ikke kunnet gøre et skridt her i Gallien, uden at det er bleven tydet ilde ved hoffet. Gik jeg forsigtigt tilværks imod Alemanerne, så hed det, at jeg var frygtagtig og uvirksom. Man spottede over visdomselskeren, som ikke ret kunde vænne sig til at bære krigsrustning. Vandt jeg en fordel over barbarerne, så måtte jeg høre, at jeg burde kunnet opnå mere.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Men alle dine venner i hæren –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvem tror du er mine venner i hæren? Ikke én, min elskede Helena! Jo, en eneste, – hin perusiske ridder, Sallust, som jeg under vor bryllupshøjtid i Mailand måtte give afslag på en billig bøn. Han er ædelmodig kommen til mig i lejren, har mindet mig om vort gamle venskab i Athen og bedt om at måtte følge mig i alle farer. Men hvad gælder vel Sallust ved kejserhoffet? Han er jo en af dem, man der kalder hedninger. Han kan intet gavne mig. – Og nu de andre! Krigsøversten Arbetio, som lod mig i stikken, da jeg lå indesluttet i Sennones! Den gamle Severus, som tynges under følelsen af sin egen udygtighed, og som dog ikke kan forlige sig med min nye krigsførsel! Eller tror du, jeg kan støtte mig til Florentius, – prætorian-høvdingen? Jeg siger dig, denne urolige mand tragter efter de højeste ting.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ah, Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(går op og ned).
 

Kunde jeg blot komme deres rænker på spor! Hver uge går der fra lejren hemmelige breve til Rom. Alt, hvad jeg tager mig for, blir berettet og forvansket. Ingen træl i riget er lænkebunden som Cæsar. Véd du vel, Helena, at den spiseseddel, min kok har at rette sig efter, den er sendt ham fra kejseren, og jeg har ikke lov til at ændre noget deri, hverken lægge til eller tage fra!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Og alt dette har du båret hemmeligt –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Alle véd det, uden du. Alle spotter over Cæsars afmagt. Jeg bærer det ikke længer! Jeg vil ikke bære det!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Men det store slag –? Fortæl mig dog, – har rygtet overdrevet –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Rygtet har ikke kunnet overdrive. – Hyss; hvad var det? (lytter mod døren.) Nej, nej; jeg syntes kun –. Jeg tør sige, at jeg i disse måneder har udrettet alt, hvad der stod i menneskelig magt. Skridt for skridt, og trods alle hindringer i min egen lejr, drev jeg barbarerne tilbage mod den østlige grænse. Foran Argentoratum, med Rhinen i ryggen, trak kong Knodomar alle sine stridskræfter sammen. Fem konger og ti ringere fyrster stødte til ham. Men forinden han havde fåt samlet de nødvendige både til overgang i nødsfald, lod jeg min hær rykke frem til angreb.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Min helt, min Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Lupicin med spydkasterne og de letbevæbnede omgik fienden i nord; de gamle legioner under Severus drev barbarerne mere og mere østligt imod floden; Bataverne, vore bundsforvante, under den trofaste Bainabaudes, stod legionerne ærligt bi, og da Knodomar mærked, at der var al fare, søgte han at undkomme imod syd for at nå over til øerne. Men før det kunde ske, lod jeg Florentius møde ham med prætorianerne og hestfolket. Helena, jeg gider ikke sige det højt, men visst er det, at forræderi eller misundelse nær havde røvet mig sejrens frugter. De romerske ryttere veg gang efter gang for barbarerne, som kasted sig til jorden og stak hestene i bugen. Jeg så vort nederlag for øjnene –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Men slagenes Gud var med dig!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg greb en fane, ildned de kejserlige hustropper med mine tilråb, holdt i al skynding en tale til dem, en tale, som måske ikke vilde have været selv en mere oplyst tilhørerkreds ganske uværdig, og derpå, så fort soldaternes bifaldsråb havde lønnet mig, styrted jeg mig lige ind i den tætteste kamptummel.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Julian! O, du elsker mig ikke!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 I det øjeblik var du ikke i mine tanker. Jeg vilde dø; anden udvej vidste jeg ikke. Men det kom, min elskede! Det var som om en lynslående rædsel blinked ud af vore lanse-spidser. Jeg så Knodomar, hin forfærdelige kriger – ja, du har jo selv set ham – jeg så ham flygte tilfods af slaget, og med ham flygtede hans broder Vestralp og kongerne Hortar og Suomar og alle, som ikke lå under for vore sværd.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 O, jeg ser det; jeg ser det! Velsignede frelser; det var dig, som atter udsendte mordenglene fra den mulviske bro!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Aldrig har jeg hørt slige jammerskrig; aldrig har jeg set så gabende sår, som dem vi trådte i, der vi vaded over de faldne. Floden gjorde resten; de druknende kæmped indbyrdes til de vælted rundt og gik tilbunds. De fleste af fyrsterne faldt levende i vore hænder; Knodomar selv havde søgt tilflugt i en rørklynge; en af hans ledsagere røbed ham, vore folk sendte en pileregn ind imod den skjulte, men uden at ramme. Da kom han frivilligt frem og overgav sig.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Og efter en slig sejr skulde du ikke føle dig tryg?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(nølende).
 

Efter sejren, endnu samme aften, indtraf et tilfælde, en ubetydelighed –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Et tilfælde?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg vil helst kalde det så. I Athen grubled vi så meget over Nemesis. – Min sejr var så overvældende stor, Helena; min stilling var ligesom kommen ud af ligevægt; jeg véd ikke –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 O, tal dog; du ængster mig!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det var en ubetydelighed, siger jeg dig. Jeg lod den fangne Knodomar føre for mig i hærens påsyn. Før slaget havde han truet med, at jeg skulde flåes levende, når jeg faldt i hans hænder. Nu gik han mig imøde med usikre skridt, skælvende over hele legemet; knækket af ulykken, således, som det er barbarers vis, kasted han sig ned for mig, omklamred mine knæ, udgød tårer og bad for livet.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Med rædsels gysning gennem de kraftfulde lemmer. Jeg ser den liggende Knodomar. – Dræbte du ham, min elskede?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg kunde ikke dræbe denne mand. Jeg tilsagde ham sikkerhed og loved at sende ham som fange til Rom.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Uden at pine ham?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Klogskab bød mig at handle mildt. Men da, – jeg fatter ikke, hvorledes det gik til, – i overstrømmende glæde, og med et hyl på sine læber, sprang barbaren op, strakte sine bundne hænder ivejret og, lidet kyndig, som han var i vort sprog, råbte han med høj røst: priset være du, Julian, du mægtige kejser!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ah!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Mine ledsagere vilde til at le; men barbarkongens råb slog ned som et tændende lyn iblandt soldaternes klynger. „Leve kejser Julian”, råbte de omstående; og råbet forplanted sig i videre og videre ringe til det fjerneste fjerne; – det var som om en Titan havde slynget et berg i verdenshavet; – o, min elskede, tilgiv mig denne hedenske lignelse, men –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Kejser Julian! Han sagde: kejser Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad vidste den rå Aleman om Konstanzios, hvem han aldrig havde set? Jeg, hans overvinder, var for ham den største –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ja, ja; men soldaterne –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg satte dem strængt irette; thi jeg så det godt, – Florentius, Severus og visse andre stod stille omkring, hvide af skræk og vrede.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ja, ja – de, men ikke soldaterne.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Der var knapt gåt en nat tilende, før mine hemmelige fiender havde forvansket sagen. Cæsar har ladet Knodomar udråbe sig til kejser, hed det, og til gengæld har han skænket barbarkongen livet. – Således, vendt op og ned, er det også bleven meldt til Rom.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Er du viss på det? Og af hvem?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, af hvem? Af hvem? Jeg selv skrev skyndsomt til kejseren og fortalte ham det hele, men –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Nu, – og hvad har han svaret?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Som vanlig. Du kender denne ulykke-spående taushed, når han vil ramme nogen.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Jeg tror dog, du mistyder alt dette. Det er umuligt andet. Se til; udsendingen vil snart bringe dig sikkerhed for, at –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg har sikkerhed, Helena! Her på mit bryst gemmer jeg opsnappede breve, som –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 O, Herre min Gud, lad mig se!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Siden, siden. (han går op og ned.) Og alt dette efter de tjenester, jeg har vist ham! Her har jeg kastet Alemanernes angreb til jorden for lange tider, mens han selv har lidt nederlag på nederlag ved Donau, og mens hæren i Asien ikke synes at vinde et skridts fremgang imod Perserne. Skam og uheld på alle kanter, undtagen her, hvor man satte en modstræbende visdomsven i spidsen for sagerne. Og dog hånes jeg ligefuldt ved hoffet. Ja, selv efter den sidste store sejr har man gjort et spottedigt over mig og kaldt mig Viktorinus! Dette må have en ende.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ja, jeg tror det også.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad er en Cæsars værdighed på deslige vilkår!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Nej, du har ret, Julian; vi kan ikke blive stående ved dette.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(standser).
 

Helena, kunde du følge mig?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(sagte).
 

Frygt ikke for mig; jeg skal ikke vige tilbage.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Så bort fra al denne utaksomme møje; bort til den så længe eftertragtede ensomhed –!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvad siger du? Ensomhed!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Med dig, min elskede; og med mine kære bøger, dem jeg her så sjelden har kunnet åbne, og dem jeg kun har turdet vie mine hvileløse nætter.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(ser nedad ham).
 

Ah, således!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad ellers?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Nu ja; hvad ellers?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, – jeg spørger, hvad ellers?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(nærmere).
 

Julian, – hvorledes hilste barbar-kongen dig?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(vigende).
 

Helena!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(atter nærmere).
 

Hvad var det for et navn, som gav genlyd i soldaternes rækker?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Uforsigtige; her står kanske en lytter udenfor hver dør!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvad frygter du for lyttere? Er ikke Guds nåde over dig? Har du ikke været den lykkelige i alle træfninger? – Jeg ser den manende frelser; jeg ser engelen med ildsværdet, som baned vej for min fader, da han kasted Maxentius i Tiberen!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg skulde rejse mig imod rigets hersker!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Kun imod dem, som står imellem eder. O, gå, gå; slå dem med din vredes lyn; gør ende på dette tærende glædeløse liv! Gallien er en udørk. Jeg fryser her, Julian! Jeg vil hjem igen, til solvarmen, til Rom og Grækenland.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hjem igen til din broder?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(sagte).
 

Konstanzios er affældig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Helena!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Jeg holder det ikke længer ud, siger jeg dig. Tiden går. Eusebia er borte; hendes tomme sæde står vinkende til hæder og herlighed, mens jeg ældes –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du ældes ikke; du er ung og skøn!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Nej, nej, nej! Tiden går; jeg kan ikke bære dette med tålmod; livet går fra mig!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(ser på hende).
 

Hvor fristende skøn, hvor guddomsfuld er du ikke!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(klynger sig til ham).
 

Er jeg det, Julian?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(favner hende).
 

Du er den eneste kvinde, jeg har elsket, – den eneste, som har elsket mig.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Jeg er ældre, end du. Jeg vil ikke ældes mere. Når alt er over, så –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(river sig løs).
 

Stille! Jeg vil ikke høre mere.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(går efter ham).
 

Konstanzios dør lidt hver dag; han hænger i et hår over graven. O, min elskede Julian, du har jo soldaterne for dig –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ti, ti!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Han tåler ingen sindsrystelser. Hvad er det så at vige tilbage for? Jeg mener jo ikke noget blodigt. Fy, hvor kunde du tænke det? Skrækken vil være nok; den vil tage ham i favn og kærlighedsfuldt ende hans lidelser.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Glemmer du den usynlige livvagt om den salvede?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Kristus er god. O, vær from, Julian, så tilgiver han meget. Jeg skal hjælpe. Bønner skal opsendes for dig. Lovet være de hellige mænd! Lovet være blodvidnerne! Tro mig, vi skal sone alting siden. Skænk mig Alemanerne til omvendelse; jeg vil udsende prester iblandt dem; de skal bøje sig ind under korsets nåde.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Alemanerne bøjer sig ikke did under.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Så skal de dø! Som en sød røg skal blodet stige op til ham, den højt velsignede. Vi vil øge hans herlighed; hans pris skal forkyndes ved os. Jeg vil selv være med. De alemanske kvinder for mig! Bøjer de sig ikke, så skal de ofres! Og da, min Julian, – når du ser mig igen –; forynget, forynget! Skænk mig Alemaner-kvinderne, du elskede! Blod –, det er jo intet mord, og middelet skal være usvigeligt –, et bad i ungt jomfrublod –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Helena, du forbryder dig!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Er det en brøde at forbryde sig for din skyld!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du skønne, du eneste!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(bøjer sig ned over hans hænder).
 

Min herre for Gud og mennesker! – Vig ikke dennegang, Julian! Min helt, min kejser! Jeg ser himlen åben. Presterne skal lovsynge Kristus; mine kvinder skal samles i bøn. (med oprakte arme.) O, du velsignede! O, du hærskarernes Gud, – du, som har nåden og sejren i din hånd –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(med et blik mod døren, råber).
 

Helena!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Ah!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(fra baggrunden).
 

Herre, kejserens sendebud –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Er han kommen?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Ja, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hans navn? Hvem er han?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Tribunen Decentius.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Virkelig? Den fromme Decentius!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvem har han talt med?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Med ingen, herre; han kom i dette øjeblik.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg vil se ham straks. Og hør; endnu et. Hærførerne og krigsøversterne skal indfinde sig hos mig.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Godt, nådigste herre!
 

(han går ud i baggrunden.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nu, min Helena, nu vil det vise sig –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(sagte).
 

Hvad der end viser sig, så glem ikke, at du kan stole på soldaterne.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, stole, stole –; jeg véd ikke, om jeg kan stole på nogen.
 

(Tribunen Decentius kommer fra baggrunden.)
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(imod ham).
 

Velkommen, ædle Decentius! Et romersk ansigt, – og fremfor alle dette ansigt, – o, det lægger et livende solskær over vort umilde Gallien.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Kejseren møder din længsel og dit håb på halvvejen, høje fyrstinde! Vi tør tro, at Gallien ikke ret længe skal lænke dig.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Siger du det, du glæde-bringer? Kejseren tænker da altid med kærlighed på mig? Hvorledes er det med hans sundhed?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gå, gå, min elskede Helena!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Kejserens sundhed har ingenlunde forværret sig.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Nej, ikke sandt? Det var det jeg vidste. Alle disse ængstende rygter –; Gud være priset, at det kun var rygter! Tak ham kærligst, du fromme Decentius! Og vær selv takket. Med hvilke rige gaver har du ikke bebudet din ankomst! Kejserlige gaver –; nej, nej, broderlige gaver i sandhed! To skinnende sorte Nubiere, – du skulde se dem, min Julian! – og perler! Dem bærer jeg allerede. Og frugter, – søde, svulmende; ah; ferskener fra Damaskus, ferskener i guldskåler! Hvor skal de ikke læske mig; – frugt, frugt; jeg forsmægter her i Gallien.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Et glædes-måltid skal ende dagen; men forretninger først. Gå, min dyrebare hustru!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Jeg går til kirken, – til bøn for min broder og for alle håb.
 

(hun går ud til højre.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(efter et øjebliks betænkning).
 

Bud eller brevskaber?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Brevskaber.
 

(han rækker ham en papirrulle.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(læser, undertrykker et smil og strækker hånden ud).
 

Mere!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Høje Cæsar, det er omtrent alt.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Virkelig? Har kejseren sendt sin ven den lange vej kun for at –? (han brister i en kort latter; derpå går han op og ned.) Var Alemanerkongen Knodomar kommen til Rom før din afrejse?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Ja, høje Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og hvorledes hjælper han sig i det fremmede land, ukyndig i sproget, som han er? Ja, han er højst ukyndig, Decentius! Han var ligefrem til latter for mine soldater. Tænk dig, han forveksled så gængse ord som kejser og Cæsar.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

En barbar. Hvad skal man vel sige?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nej, hvad skal man vel sige? Men kejseren er ham dog nådig?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Knodomar er død, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(standser).
 

Knodomar er død?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 I fremmed-lejren på den cøliske bakke.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Død? Så? – Ja, luften i Rom er usund.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Alemanerkongen døde af hjemve, herre! Længselen efter slægt og frihed –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 – den tærer, Decentius; ja, ja, jeg véd det. – Jeg burde ikke skikket ham levende til Rom; jeg burde ladet ham dræbe her.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Cæsars sind er mildt.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN
 Hm –! Hjemve? Ja så! (til staldmesteren Sintula, som kommer fra baggrunden.) Er du der, gamle faun? Frist mig ikke mere. (til Decentius.) Siden slaget ved Argentoratum taler han altid til mig om sejrs-vognen og det hvide forspand. (til Sintula.) Det blev Phaëtons færd med de lybske solheste. Hvorledes endte det? Har du glemt – har du glemt dit hedenskab, havde jeg nær sagt. – Om forladelse, Decentius, at jeg sårer dit fromme øre.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Cæsar kildrer sin tjeners øre; men han sårer det ikke.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; bær over med Cæsar, om han spøger. Jeg véd virkelig ikke at tage det på anden måde. – Der har vi dem.
 

(Hærføreren Severus, prætorianhøvdingen Florentius, samt flere krigsøverster og herrer ved Cæsars hof kommer fra baggrunden.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(går dem imøde).
 

God morgen, I våbenbrødre og venner! Harmes ikke formeget over, at jeg kalder eder lige hid fra landevejens smuds og møje; jeg burde visselig undt eder nogle timers ro; men –
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Er der hændt noget særdeles, herre?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, i sandhed, det er der. Kan I sige mig, – hvad fattedes i Cæsars lykke?
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Hvad skulde vel fattes i Cæsars lykke?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nu ingenting. (til Decentius.) Hæren har forlangt, at jeg skulde holde sejrs-indtog i staden. I spidsen for legionerne vilde man, at jeg skulde drage ind gennem Lutetias porte. Fangne barbar-fyrster med bundne hænder skulde gå ved vognhjulene; kvinder og slaver fra tyve overvundne folkeslag skulde følge efter, tæt sammentrængte, hoved ved hoved – (bryder pludselig af.) Glæd eder, mine tapre medkæmpere; her ser I tribunen Decentius, kejserens fortrolige ven og rådgiver. Han kom denne morgenstund med gaver og hilsninger fra Rom.
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Ah, så fattes visselig intet i Cæsars lykke.
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS

(sagte til Florentius).
 

Ufatteligt! Altså atter i kejserens gunst!
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS

(sagte).
 

O, denne vankelmodige kejser!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det synes, som om en forundringsfuld stumhed havde slåt eder alle. – Man finder, at kejseren har gjort formeget, gode Decentius!
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Hvor kan dog sligt komme i Cæsars tanke?
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS.
 Formeget, høje Cæsar? Ingenlunde. Skulde ikke kejseren vide at vælge de rette grænser for sin nåde?
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Tilvisse er dette en stor og sjelden udmærkelse –
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS.
 Jeg vil kalde den overmåde stor og sjelden.
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Og navnlig giver den et lysende vidnesbyrd for, at vor ophøjede kejsers sind er frit for al misundelse –
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS.
 Et vidnesbyrd uden forbillede; det tør jeg nok sige.
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Men hvad har så ikke også Cæsar udrettet i disse få år i Gallien?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 En årlang drøm, I dyrebare venner! Jeg har slet intet udrettet. Intet, intet!
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Og det regner din beskedenhed for intet? Hvad var hæren, da du overtog den? En uordnet hob –
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS.
 – uden sammenhæng, uden lydighed, uden ledelse –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Overdrivelse, Severus!
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Og var det ikke med denne utøjlede hob, at du gik imod Alemanerne; slog du dem ikke med disse bander, som du gennem sejrvindinger omskabte til en hær af sejrherrer; tog du ikke Colonia Agrippina tilbage –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ej, ej, du ser med venskabets øje, min Florentius! – Eller er det virkelig sandt? Er det så, at jeg jog barbarerne bort fra øerne i Rhin? At jeg satte det forfaldne Tres Tabernæ i forsvarstilstand til fromme for rigets sikkerhed? Er det virkelig så?
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Hvorledes, herre? Kan du tvile om så store ting?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nej, i sandhed, jeg synes –. Og slaget ved Argentoratum? Var jeg ikke med der? Det svæver mig så visst for, at jeg sejrede over Knodomar. Og efter sejren –; Florentius, har jeg drømt; eller bygged jeg ikke Trajans kastel op igen, da vi rykked ind i de germaniske egne?
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Høje Cæsar, gives der nogen så afsindig mand, at han vil gøre dig denne ære stridig?
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS

(til Decentius).
 

Jeg priser skæbnen, som forundte mig på mine gamle dage at følge så lykkelig en fører.
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS

(ligeledes til tribunen).
 

Hvad vending det alemanske overfald uden Cæsars tapperhed og klogskab kunde have taget, det vover jeg knapt at tænke på.
 

FLERE HOFMÆND

(trænger sig frem).
 

Ja, herre, Cæsar er stor!
 

ANDRE HERRER

(klapper i hænderne).
 

Cæsar er uden lige!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(ser en stund afvekslende på Decentius og de andre; derpå brister han ud i en høj kort latter).
 

Så blindt er venskab, Decentius! Så blindt, blindt! (han vender sig til de øvrige og slår på papirrullen, som han holder i hånden.) Her står ganske andre ting! Hør efter, og sug det ind som en erkendelsens læskende dugg. Det er kejserens melding til alle statholderne rundt om i riget; – vor udmærkede Decentius har bragt en afskrift med. Her står det: jeg har intet udrettet i Gallien. Det var en drøm, som jeg nys sagde. Her har vi kejserens egne ord: det var under kejserens lykkelige forvarsler, at den riget overhængende fare blev afvendt.
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS.
 Alle rigets sager nyder fremgang under kejserens forvarsler.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Mere, mere! Her berettes det, at det er kejseren, som har kæmpet og sejret ved Rhin; det er kejseren, som har løftet op den ydmygt bedende Alemaner-konge, der kasted sig ned for ham. Mit navn lykkes det mig ikke at finde nogetsteds i dette skriftstykke, – og ikke dit, Florentius, og heller ikke dit, Severus! Og her, i skildringen af slaget ved Argentoratum –; hvor var det jeg havde det? jo her; her står det; det var kejseren, som påbød slagordningen; det var kejseren selv, som med livsfare hug sit sværd sløvt, kæmpende i de forreste rækker; det var kejseren, som, ved sin nærværelses rædsel, jog barbarerne på hovedkulds flugt –; læs; læs, siger jeg!
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS.
 Høje Cæsar, dit ord er nok.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og hvor vil I så hen med eders dårende tale, I venner? Vil I, af overdreven kærlighed til mig, gøre mig til en snyltegæst, hvem I mader med den overflod, I rapsed fra min frændes bord? – Hvad tykkes dig, Decentius? Hvad siger du til dette? Du ser, at jeg i min egen lejr må holde øje med tilhængere, som stundom i blindhed er på vej til at forvilde sig hinsides oprørets grænsepæle.
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS

(hurtigt til tribunen).
 

I sandhed, mine ord er bleven højlig mistydede, ifald –
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS

(ligeledes til tribunen).
 

Det kunde aldrig komme mig isinde på den vis at –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Så skal det være, I kampbrødre; lad os alle tilhobe æde vort hovmod i os. Jeg spurgte før, hvad der mangled i Cæsars lykke. Nu véd I det. Det var sandheds-erkendelsen, som mangled i Cæsars lykke. Din sølvhjelm vil ikke komme til at dækkes af sejrstogets støv, tapre Florentius! Kejseren har holdt sejrs-indtog for os i Rom. Han finder derfor, at alle højtideligheder her er overflødige. Gå, Sintula, og sørg for, at de påtænkte optog afsiges. Kejseren ønsker at forunde sine soldater en gavnlig ro. Det er hans vilje, at de skal forblive i lejren udenfor murene.
 

(Staldmesteren Sintula går ud i baggrunden.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Var jeg ikke engang en visdomsven? Man sagde det idetmindste, både i Athen og i Efesos. Så svagt er det menneskelige sind i medgang. Jeg var nær bleven visdommen utro. Kejseren har påmindet mig. Tak ham ydmygst, Decentius. Har du mere at melde?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Et endnu. Efter alt, hvad kejseren har fornummet, og ifølge det brev, du tilskrev ham fra Argentoratum, er det store fredsværk lykkeligt ført til ende her i Gallien.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Visselig; kejseren har dels ved sin tapperhed og dels ved sin højmodige mildhed –
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Rigets grænse er sikret imod Rhin.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Af kejseren, af kejseren.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 I landskaberne omkring Donau står derimod sagerne slet, og endnu slettere i Asien; kong Sapores vinder stadig fremgang.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Den forvovne mand! Rygtet siger, at kejseren heller ikke i sommer har behaget at lade sine hærførere knuse ham.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Kejseren agter selv at knuse ham til foråret. (tager en papirrulle frem.) Her er hans vilje, høje Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Lad se, lad se! (læser.) Ah! (han læser atter længe under en stærk indre bevægelse; derpå ser han op og siger:) Det er altså kejserens vilje, at –? Godt, godt, ædle Decentius; kejserens vilje skal blive efterkommet.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Det er nødvendigt, at den efterkommes endnu idag.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Endnu idag; forstår sig. Kom her, Sintula! Nu, hvor er han? Ah så! – Hent Sintula tilbage!
 

(En hofmand går ud i baggrunden; Cæsar Julian går hen til vinduet og læser papirerne igennem på ny.)
 

PRÆTORIANHØVDINGEN FLORENTIUS

(dæmpet til tribunen).
 

Jeg beder bønligst, mistyd ikke, hvad jeg før sagde. Når jeg tillagde Cæsar æren, så var det selvfølgelig ikke dermed ment, at –
 

HÆRFØREREN SEVERUS

(sagte).
 

Aldrig kunde det komme i min tanke, at det ikke var kejserens øverste vise ledelse, som –
 

EN HOFMAND

(på tribunens anden side).
 

Jeg beder dig, ædle herre, – læg et ord ind for mig i hoflejren, og forløs mig fra denne pinlige post hos en Cæsar, som –; ja, han er kejserens høje slægtning, men –
 

EN ANDEN HOFMAND.
 Jeg kunde desværre fortælle dig ting, der vidner lige så meget om grænseløs forfængelighed, som om forvovne håb –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Endnu idag! Lad et ord være sagt, Decentius! Det var mit højeste ønske, ifald jeg kunde nedlægge denne ansvarsfulde værdighed.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Det skal blive kejseren meldt.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg kræver himlen til vidne på, at jeg aldrig –; ah, der er Sintula; så kan vi altså – (til tribunen.) Du går?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Jeg har at forhandle med hærførerne, høje Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Uden min mellemkomst?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Kejseren har pålagt mig at skåne sin dyrebare slægtning.
 

(Han går ud i baggrunden, fulgt af de øvrige, undtagen af Sintula, som blir stående ved døren.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(ser en stund på ham).
 

Sintula!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Ja, høje herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kom nærmere. – Ja, sandelig, du ser ærlig ud. Tilgiv; jeg har aldrig tænkt på, at du kunde være mig så hengiven.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Hvoraf véd du, at jeg er dig hengiven, herre?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(peger på papirrullen).
 

Her kan jeg læse mig det til; der står, at du skal forlade mig.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Jeg, herre?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kejseren opløser Galler-hæren, Sintula!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Opløser –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, hvad er det andet end en opløsning? Kejseren trænger til at forstærke sig, både i Donauegnen og imod Perserne. Vore bataviske og æruliske hjælpetropper skal afgå i al skynding for at kunne stå i Asien til foråret.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Men dette er jo umulige ting, herre! Du har jo højtideligt tilsvoret netop disse vore bundsforvandte, at de på ingen vis må bruges hinsides Alperne.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Just det, Sintula! Kejseren skriver, at jeg gav hint tilsagn i overilelse og uden hans samtykke. Det har jeg rigtignok aldrig vidst; men således står det. Jeg skal tvinges til at bryde mit ord, vanære mig i hærens øjne, vende barbarernes utøjlede harm, kanske deres dødbringende våben, imod mig.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Det vil slå fejl, herre! De romerske legioner vil byde dig sit bryst til skjold.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 De romerske legioner? Hm; – troskyldige ven! Af hver Romer-legion skal der udtages tre hundrede mænd, som ligeledes ad de korteste veje skal sendes til kejseren.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Ah, dette er –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det er vel beregnet; ikke sandt? Alle hærafdelinger skal opægges imod mig, for at man med desto mindre fare kan gøre mig våbenløs.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Og jeg siger dig, herre, at ikke en eneste af dine hærførere lader sig bruge til dette.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Mine hærførere vil heller ikke komme i fristelse. Du er manden.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Jeg, min Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Her står det skrevet. Kejseren overdrager til dig at ordne alt fornødent og derpå at føre de udvalgte afdelinger til Rom.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Og det overdrages til mig? Her, hvor mænd, som Florentius og den gamle Severus –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du har ingen sejrvindinger på din syndeliste, Sintula!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Nej, det er visselig sandt. Aldrig har man her villet unde mig lejlighed til at vise –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg har været uretfærdig imod dig. Tak for din troskab.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Så stor en kejserlig nåde! Herre, må jeg se –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad vil du se? Du vil jo ikke lade dig bruge til dette?
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Gud forbyde, at jeg skulde nægte kejseren lydighed!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Sintula, – du kunde afvæbne din Cæsar!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Cæsar har alle dage sat liden pris på mig. Cæsar har aldrig kunnet tilgive mig, at han måtte tåle om sig en staldmester, der var valgt af kejseren.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kejseren er stor og vis; han forstår at vælge.
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Herre, – jeg brænder efter at gøre min pligt; må jeg bede om kejserens befaling?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(rækker ham et af papirerne).
 

Her er kejserens befaling. Gå, og gør din pligt.
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA

(kommer ilsomt fra højre).
 

O, forbarmende frelser!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Myrrha! Hvad er det?
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 O, nådige himmel, min herskerinde –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Din herskerinde, – hvad hun?
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Sygdom eller afsind –; hjælp, hjælp!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Helena syg! Lægen! Oribases skal komme, Sintula! Hent ham!
 

(Staldmesteren Sintula går ud i baggrunden. Cæsar Julian vil ile ud til højre, men møder i døren fyrstinde Helena, omringet af slavinder. Hendes ansigt er vildt og forstyrret, hendes hår og klæder i uorden.)
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Løs kammen! Løs kammen, siger jeg! Den er gloende. Ild i håret; jeg brænder, jeg brænder!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Helena! For Guds nådes skyld –!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Er der ingen, som vil hjælpe? De myrder mig med nålestik!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Min Helena! Hvad er der hændt med dig?
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Myrrha, Myrrha! Frels mig fra pigerne, Myrrha!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(kommer fra baggrunden).
 

Hvilket rædselsbudskab fortælles –? Er det sandt? Ah!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Helena! Min kærlighed, mit livs lys –!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Væk fra mig! O, søde Jesus, hjælp!
 

(hun synker halvt om mellem slavinderne.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hun er fra sig. Hvad kan det være, Oribases? Se, – se øjnene, hvor store –!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(til Myrrha).
 

Hvad har fyrstinden nydt? Hvad har hun spist eller drukket?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, du tror –?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Svar, kvinder; hvad har I givet fyrstinden?
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Vi? O, intet, tro mig; hun har selv –
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Nu, nu!
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Nogle frugter; det var ferskener, tror jeg; – o, jeg véd ikke –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Frugter! Ferskener? Af dem, som –?
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Ja – nej – ja; jeg véd ikke, herre; – det var to Nubiere –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hjælp, hjælp, Oribases!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Desværre, jeg frygter –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nej, nej, nej!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Stille, nådige herre; hun kommer til sig selv.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(hviskende).
 

Hvi gik solen ned? O, hellige løndomsfulde mørke!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Helena! Hør; saml dine tanker –
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Min høje fyrstinde –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det er lægen, Helena! (tager hendes hånd.) Nej, her, hvor jeg står.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(river sig løs).
 

Fy; der var han igen!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hun ser mig ikke. Her, her, Helena!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Den afskyelige; – altid er han om mig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad mener hun?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Gå tilside, nådige herre –!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Søde stilhed! Han aner ikke –; o, min Gallos!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gallos?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Gå, høje Cæsar; det er ikke tjenligt –
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvor dit tætte krøllede hår runder sig trodsigt om nakken. O, denne korte kødfulde nakke –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Alle afgrundes afgrund –!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Vildelsen tager til –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg mærker, jeg mærker. Vi må forske, Oribases!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(ler sagte).
 

Nu vil han forske igen. – Blæk på fingrene; bogstøv i håret, – uvasket; fy, fy, hvor han stinker.
 

SLAVINDEN MYRRHA.
 Herre, befaler du ikke, at jeg skal –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Væk med dig, kvinde!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Hvor kunde du lade dig overvinde af ham, du brune svulmende barbar? Han kan ikke overvinde kvinder. Hvor jeg ækles ved denne vanmagtens dyd.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Tilside med jer alle! Ikke så nær, Oribases! Jeg selv skal vogte fyrstinden.
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Vredes du på mig, du herlige? Gallos er jo død. Halshugget. Hvilket hug det må have været! Ikke skinsyg, du min første og sidste. Brænd Gallos i helvedes ild; – det var jo dog kun dig, dig, dig –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ikke nærmere, Oribases!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA.
 Dræb presten også! Jeg vil ikke se ham efter dette. Du véd jo vor søde hemmelighed. O, du mine dages længsel, mine nætters henrykkelse! Det var jo dig selv, – i din tjeners skikkelse – i bedekamret; ja, ja, du var der; det var dig – i mørket, i luften, i virakens slørende skyer, hin nat, da den vordende Cæsar under mit hjerte –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(viger med et skrig).
 

Ah!
 

FYRSTINDE HELENA

(med udbredte arme).
 

Min elsker og herre! Min, min –!
 

(hun falder om på gulvet; slavinderne iler til og flokker sig om hende.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(står et øjeblik ubevægelig; da knytter han hånden ivejret og råber):
 

Galilæer!
 

(Slavinderne bærer fyrstinden ud til højre; i det samme kommer ridderen Sallust hurtigt ind gennem døren i baggrunden.)
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Fyrstinden i afmagt! O, så var det dog så!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(griber lægen om armen og fører ham tilside).
 

Sig sandheden! Har du før idag vidst, at –; nu ja, du forstår mig; har du før idag vidst noget om – om fyrstindens tilstand?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Jeg, som alle andre, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og du har intet sagt mig, Oribases!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Hvorledes, min Cæsar?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvor kunde du vove at fortie sligt!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, der var ét, vi alle var uvidende om.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og det var?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 At Cæsar intet vidste.
 

(han vil gå.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvorhen?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Prøve de midler, som min kunst –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg tror, at din kunst vil vise sig unyttig.
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, det var dog muligt, at –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Unyttig, siger jeg!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(et skridt tilbage).
 

Høje Cæsar, det er min pligt at være dig ulydig i dette.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvorledes tyder du mine ord? Gå, gå; prøv hvad din kunst –; frels kejserens søster; kejseren vilde føle sig utrøstelig, ifald hans kærlige omhu skulde drage nogen ulykke efter sig. Ja, du véd vel, at hine frugter var en gave fra kejseren?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Ah!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gå, gå, mand, – og prøv, hvad din kunst –
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(bøjer sig ærbødigt).
 

Jeg tror, min kunst er unyttig, herre!
 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, du, Sallust! Hvad tykkes dig? Nu begynder skæbnens bølger at vælte ind over slægten igen.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 O, men der er redning. Oribases vil –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(kort og afværgende).
 

Fyrstinden dør.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 O, om jeg turde tale! Om jeg turde efterspore de lønlige tråde i dette fordærvelsens spind!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Vær trøstig, ven; alle trådene skal komme for en dag, og så –
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS

(kommer fra baggrunden).
 

Hvorledes skal jeg nærme mig Cæsars åsyn! Hvor urandsagelige er ikke Guds veje! Sønderknust –; gid du kunde læse i mine indvolde! Jeg sorgens og ulykkens bud –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, det må du sige to gange, ædle Decentius! Og hvorledes skal jeg vel udfinde ord, bløde og slørende nok, for at bringe dette i en tålelig fremstilling for kejserens broderlige øre!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Usaligt, at noget sådant skulde hændes næsten samtidigt med min sendelse! Og just nu! O, dette lynslag fra forhåbningernes skyløse himmel!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, denne skæbnens opdukkende og opslugende havstorm, just som skibet syntes at ville løbe ind i en længe forønsket havn; denne, denne –; sorgen gør os veltalende, Decentius, – dig, som mig. Men først forretninger. De to Nubiere skal fængsles og forhøres.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Nubierne, herre? Tror du min harmfulde iver kunde tåle, at de to upåpasselige tjenere et øjeblik længer –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvorledes? Du har dog vel aldrig –?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Kald mig en ilsindet mand, høje Cæsar; men min kærlighed til kejseren og til hans sorgtrufne hus måtte i sandhed være ringere, end den er, ifald den i en slig stund kunde give rum for sindigt overlæg.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du har ladet begge slaverne dræbe?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Havde de ikke syvfold fortjent døden, de efterladne? Det var to hedenske vildmænd, herre! Deres vidnesbyrd vilde ikke have tjent til noget; det var mig umuligt at få presset andet ud af dem, end at de havde ladet hine vigtige ting henstå en temmelig lang tid i forsalen uden bevogtning, tilgængelige for alle og enhver –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Aha! Ja så, Decentius!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Jeg anklager ingen. O, men, dyrebare Cæsar, jeg varer dig ad; thi du er omgiven af utro tjenere. Dit hof – hvilken usalig misforståelse! – man har troet at skimte et slags unåde, eller hvad jeg skal kalde det, bag de forholdsregler, som kejseren nødtvungen har måttet træffe her; kort og godt –
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA

(kommer fra baggrunden).
 

Herre, du har givet mig et hverv, som jeg på ingen måde magter.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kejseren har givet dig hvervet, gode Sintula!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Tag det fra mig, herre; jeg er det i sandhed ikke voksen.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Hvad er hændt?
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Lejren er i vildt oprør. Legionstropperne og de bundsforvandte rotter sig sammen –
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Trods imod kejserens vilje!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Soldaterne råber på, at de vil holde sig til Cæsars løfter.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hør, hør; disse brøl udenfor –!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Sværmen stormer hid –
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Lad ingen slippe ind!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST

(ved vinduet).
 

Det er for sent; hele pladsen er opfyldt af truende soldater.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Cæsars dyre liv er i fare! Hvor er Florentius?
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Flygtet.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Den storpralende usling! Men Severus da?
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Severus siger sig syg; han har ladet sig køre ud til sit landgods.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg vil selv tale med de rasende.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Ikke af stedet, høje Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad nu?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Det er min pligt, nådigste herre; kejserens bud –; hans dyrebare slægtnings liv –; Cæsar er min fange.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ah!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Så kom det dog!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Hustropperne, Sintula! Du har at føre Cæsar i sikkerhed til Rom.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Til Rom!
 

STALDMESTEREN SINTULA.
 Hvad siger du, herre!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Til Rom, siger jeg!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Som Gallos! (råber gennem vinduet.) Hjælp, hjælp!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Flygt, min Cæsar! Flygt, flygt!
 

(Vilde skrig høres udenfor. Romerske legionssoldater, bataviske hjælpetropper og andre bundsforvandte stiger ind gennem vinduet. På samme tid trænger en anden sværm3 ind gennem døren i baggrunden. Blandt de forreste er fanebæreren Mauros; kvinder, til dels med børn på armene, følger de indtrængende.)
 

3. fu: sværrm
 

SKRIG BLANDT SOLDATERNE.
 Cæsar, Cæsar!
 

ANDRE STEMMER.
 Cæsar, hvi har du forrådt os?
 

ATTER ANDRE.
 Ned med den troløse Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(kaster sig med udbredte arme midt ind iblandt soldaterne og råber):
 

Medkæmpere, krigsbrødre, – frels mig fra mine fiender!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Ah, hvad er det –!
 

VILDE SKRIG.
 Ned med Cæsar! Slå Cæsar ned!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Slut kreds om mig; drag eders sværd!
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 De er alt dragne!
 

KVINDER.
 Hug ham; hug ham!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Tak, at I kom! Mauros! Ærlige Mauros! Ja, ja; på dig kan jeg stole.
 

BATAVISKE SOLDATER.
 Hvor tør du sende os til jordens grænser? Var det det, du tilsvor os?
 

ANDRE BUNDSFORVANDTE.
 Ikke over Alperne! Det pligter vi ikke!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ikke til Rom! Jeg går ikke; de vil myrde mig, som de myrded min broder Gallos!
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Hvad siger du, herre?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Tro ham ikke!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Rør ikke den ædle Decentius; han er uden skyld.
 

UNDERFØREREN LAIPSO.
 Det er sandt; Cæsar er den skyldige.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, er det dig, Laipso! Kække ven, er det dig? Du slog godt ved Argentoratum.
 

UNDERFØREREN LAIPSO.
 Det mindes Cæsar?
 

UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 Sine løfter mindes han ikke!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Var det ikke den uforfærdede Varros røst, jeg der fornam? Der har vi ham jo! Dit sår er lægt, ser jeg. O, du velfortjente kriger, – at det dog skulde nægtes mig at gøre dig til høvedsmand.
 

UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 Har du virkelig villet det?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Lægg ikke kejseren til last, at han afslog min bøn. Kejseren kender ingen af eder, således, som jeg kender eder.
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Soldater, hør mig –!
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Vi har intet med kejseren at skaffe.
 

ANDRE

(trænger truende frem).
 

Cæsar skal stå os til regnskab!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad magt har vel eders ulykkelige Cæsar, I venner? Man vil føre mig til Rom. Man nægter mig at forvalte endog mine egne sager. Man lægger beslag på min andel af krigsbyttet. Fem guldstykker og et pund sølv havde jeg tænkt at skænke hver soldat, men –
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Hvad siger han?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det er ikke kejseren, som forbyder det; det er onde og misundelige rådgivere. Kejseren er god, I kære venner! O, men kejseren er syg; han kan intet udrette –
 

MANGE SOLDATER.
 Fem guldstykker og et pund sølv!
 

ANDRE SOLDATER.
 Og det nægtes os!
 

ATTER ANDRE.
 Hvem tør nægte Cæsar noget!
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Således handler man med Cæsar, soldaternes fader!
 

UNDERFØREREN LAIPSO.
 Med Cæsar, som mere har været os en ven end en herre! Eller har han kanske ikke?
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Jo, jo, det har han!
 

UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 Bør ikke Cæsar, sejrherren, kunne vælge til høvedsmænd, hvem han vil?
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Bør han ikke have fri rådighed over det bytte, som er tilfaldet ham?
 

HØJE RÅB.
 Jo, jo, jo!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ak, hvad vilde det vel gavne eder? Hvad brug kan I gøre af jordiske goder, I, som skal føres bort til de fjerneste lande for at gå en uviss skæbne imøde –
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Vi går ikke!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Se ikke på mig; jeg skammer mig; thi jeg er nær ved at udgyde en tårestrøm, når jeg tænker på, at I inden få måneder skal gives til pris for sygdomme, for hunger og for en blodtørstig fiendes våben.
 

MANGE SOLDATER

(stimler om ham).
 

Cæsar! Gode Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og nu eders værgeløse hustruer og børn, som I må efterlade i de spredte hjem! Hvo skal skærme disse medynksværdige, disse vordende enker og faderløse, der snart vil være udsatte for Alemanernes hævngerrige overfald?
 

KVINDERNE

(grædende).
 

Cæsar, Cæsar, tag dig af os!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(ligeledes i gråd).
 

Hvad er Cæsar? Hvad mægter den faldne Cæsar?
 

UNDERFØREREN LAIPSO.
 Skriv til kejseren og lad ham vide –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ak, hvad er kejseren? Kejseren er syg på sind og legem; han er nedbrudt af omhu for rigets vel. Ikke sandt, Decentius?
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Jo, visselig; men –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvor skar det mig ikke i hjertet, da jeg erfor – – (han trykker de omståendes hænder.) Bed for hans sjæl, I, som dyrker den gode Kristus! Bring offer for hans helse, I, som er forblevne trofaste imod eders fædrene guder! – – Véd I vel, at kejseren har holdt sejrsindtog i Rom?
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Har kejseren?
 

UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 Hvad? Slagen, som han kom fra Donau?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Som han kom fra Donau har han holdt sejrsindtog for vore sejrvindinger –
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS

(truende).
 

Høje Cæsar, betænk –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, det er sandt, som tribunen siger; betænk, hvorledes kejserens sind må være omsløret, når sligt kan ske? O, min hårdt hjemsøgte frænde! Da han i Rom red igennem Konstantins vældige bue, trode han sig så stor, at han krummed ryggen og luded sit hoved ned imod sadelknappen.
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Som en hane i en porthvælving!
 

(Latter blandt soldaterne.)
 

ENKELTE STEMMER.
 Er det en kejser!
 

UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 Og ham skal vi lyde!
 

UNDERFØREREN LAIPSO.
 Væk med ham!
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Cæsar, tag du styret!
 

TRIBUNEN DECENTIUS.
 Oprør –!
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Tag magten; tag magten, Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Afsindige! Er det at tale som Romere? Vil I efterligne de alemanske barbarer? Hvad var det, Knodomar råbte ved Argentoratum? Svar mig, gode Mauros, – hvad råbte han?
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Han råbte: leve kejser Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, ti, ti! Hvad siger du dog?
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Leve kejser Julian!
 

DE BAGENFOR STÅENDE.
 Hvad går for sig?
 

UNDERFØREREN VARRO.
 De udråber Cæsar Julian til kejser!
 

HØJE SKRIG.
 Leve kejseren! Leve kejser Julian!
 

(Råbet forplanter sig i videre og videre kredse udenfor; alle taler i munden på hverandre; Cæsar Julian kan i lang tid ikke komme tilorde.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 O, jeg beder eder bønligt –! Soldater, venner, kampfæller, – se, jeg udstrækker mine skælvende arme –! Ængst dig ikke, min Decentius! – O, at jeg måtte opleve dette! Jeg lægger eder intet til last, I trofaste; det er fortvilelsen, som har drevet jer. I vil det. Godt; jeg underkaster mig hærens vilje. – Sintula, lad mine krigsøverster samles. – Du, tribun, kan vidne for Konstanzios, at jeg kun nødtvungen – (vender sig til Varro.) Gå, høvedsmand, og forkynd i lejren denne uventede forandring. Jeg selv vil uden ophold skrive til Rom –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Herre, soldaterne vil se dig.
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 En gylden ring om dit hoved, kejser!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Et sligt smykke har jeg aldrig ejet.
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Denne kan gøre det.
 

(han aftager sin halskæde og slynger den flerdobbelt om Cæsars pande.)
 

RÅB UDENFOR.
 Kejseren; kejseren! Vi vil se kejseren!
 

SOLDATER.
 På skjoldet med ham! Op, op!
 

(De omstående løfter Julian højt ivejret på et skjold og viser ham for mængden under længe vedvarende bifaldsråb.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hærens vilje ske! Jeg bøjer mig for det uundgåelige og fornyer alle tilsagn –
 

LEGIONSSOLDATER.
 Fem guldstykker og et pund sølv!
 

BATAVER.
 Ikke over Alperne!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Vi vil sætte os fast i Vienna. Den stad er Galliens stærkeste og derhos rig på allehånde forråd. Der er det min agt at vente, indtil vi ser, om min nedbøjede frænde billiger, hvad vi her, til rigets tarv, har vedtaget –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Det gør han ikke, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(med oprakte hænder).
 

Guddommelige visdom, lys op i hans formørkede sjæl og led ham til det bedste! Vær med mig, du lykke, som aldrig har svigtet mig før!
 

MYRRHA OG KVINDERNE

(veklagende udenfor til højre).
 

Død, død, død!
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(I Vienna. Et hvælvet rum i katakomberne. Til venstre snor sig en bugtet gang opad. Gennem bergsiden i baggrunden er udhugget en trappe, som ender oppe ved en lukket dør. Foran til højre fører en mængde trin ned til de dybere liggende gange. Rummet er svagt oplyst af en brændende hængelampe.)
 

(Cæsar Julian, med uraget skæg og i smudsige klæder, står ludende over åbningen til højre. Dæmpet salmesang lyder igennem døren fra den udenfor tilbyggede kirke.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(taler nedad).
 

Endnu intet tegn?
 

EN STEMME

(dybt nede).
 

Intet.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hverken ja eller nej? Hverken for eller imod?
 

STEMMEN.
 Begge dele.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det er jævngodt med intet.
 

STEMMEN.
 Vent, vent.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg har ventet i fem døgn; du kræved kun tre. Jeg siger dig, – jeg er ikke tilsinds at – (han lytter imod udgangen og råber dæmpet nedad.) Tal ikke!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST

(kommer oppe fra gangen til venstre).
 

Herre; herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Er det dig, Sallust? Hvad vil du hernede?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Dette rugende mørke –; ah, nu ser jeg dig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad vil du?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Tjene dig, om jeg kunde, – føre dig ud til de levende igen.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad nyt oppe fra verden?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Soldaterne er i uro; vi mærker allehånde forbud på, at tålmodet snart forgår dem.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nu skinner visst solen deroppe.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ja, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Himlen hvælver sig som et hav af tindrende lys. Det er kanske høj middag. Det er varmt; luften dirrer langs husvæggene; floden risler, halvt udtørret, over hvide flintestene. – Skønne liv; skønne verden!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 O, kom, kom, herre! Dette ophold i gravgangene udlægges til skade for dig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvorledes udlægges det?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Tør jeg sige det?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du tør og skal. Hvorledes udlægges det?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Mange tror, at det mindre var sorg end anger, som så sælsomt drev dig ned under jorden.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN,
 

De tror, jeg dræbte hende?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Det gådefulde i sagen må undskylde dem, om –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ingen dræbte hende, Sallust! Hun var for ren for dette syndens rige; derfor steg en engel fra himlen hver nat ned i hendes lønkammer og råbte på hende. Eller hvad? Véd du ikke, at presterne i Lutetia udlagde hendes død på denne vis? Og presterne må jo vide det. Har ikke hendes ligtog hid været som et sejrstog gennem landet? Strømmed ikke alle Viennas kvinder hendes kiste imøde udenfor portene, hilste hende med grønne grene i hænderne, bredte tepper ud på vejen og istemte lovsange til ære for himmelbruden, som førtes hjem til brudgommens hus? – Hvad lo du af?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Jeg, herre?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nat og dag har jeg hørt bryllupssangene siden. Hør, hør; i forherligelse løftes hun opad. Ja, hun var tilvisse en ægte kristen-kvinde. Hun holdt sig budet efterrettelig; – hun gav Cæsar, hvad Cæsars var, og den anden gav hun –; nå, det var ikke det, vi skulde tale om; du er ikke indviet i lærens hemmeligheder, Sallust! – Hvad nyt, spurgte jeg om?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Det vigtigste, jeg véd, er at kejseren ved budskabet om, hvad der i Lutetia gik for sig, skyndsomt skal være flygtet over til Antiokia.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Den nyhed kender jeg. Konstanzios så os vel allerede i ånden foran Roms porte.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 De venner, som forvovent slutted sig til dig i denne farlige sag, så i ånden det samme.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Tiden er os ikke gunstig, Sallust! Véd du ikke, at under kamplegene, før afrejsen fra Lutetia, brast mit skjold istykker, så jeg kun beholdt håndtaget igen? Og véd du ikke, at da jeg vilde stige tilhest, så snubled hin tjener, på hvis sammenfoldede hænder jeg skulde svinge mig op?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Du kom dog i sadlen, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Men manden faldt.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Bedre mænd vil falde, hvis Cæsar nøler.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kejseren er affældig.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Kejseren lever. De breve, du har skrevet ham til om din udråbelse –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Om min nødtvungne udråbelse. Man tvang mig; der var intet valg.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Kejseren lader ikke den forklaring gælde. Det er hans agt, når en hær er samlet i de østlige landskaber, at rykke ind i Gallien.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvoraf véd du –?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ved et tilfælde, herre! Jeg bønfalder dig, tro mig –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Godt, godt; når det sker, vil jeg gå Konstanzios imøde, – ikke med sværd i hånd –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ikke! Hvorledes tænker du da at møde ham.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg vil give kejseren, hvad kejserens er.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Mener du dermed, at du vil træde af?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kejseren er affældig.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 O, dette forfængelige håb! (kaster sig på knæ.) Så tag mit liv, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad nu!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Cæsar, tag mit liv; jeg vil heller dø på dit end på kejserens bud.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Rejs dig, ven!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Nej; lad mig ligge for min Cæsars fødder og tilstå alt. O, dyrebare herre, – at måtte sige dig dette! – Da jeg opsøgte dig i lejren ved Rhin, – da jeg minded dig om vort fordums venskab under samværet i Grækenland, – da jeg bad om at måtte dele krigens farer med dig, – da, o, Cæsar, da kom jeg som en lønlig spejder i kejserens sold –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du –!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Mit sind havde i nogen tid været optændt af harm imod dig; du mindes hin ringe tvist i Mailand, – dog ikke ringe for mig, som havde håbet, at Cæsar skulde hjælpe min svigtende lykke på fode igen. Alt dette drog man fordel af i Rom; man holdt mig for den rette mand til at efterspore dine veje.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og til sligt kunde du sælge dig? Så sort et bedrag!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Jeg var ødelagt, herre; og jeg syntes, at Cæsar havde slåt hånden af mig. Ja, min Cæsar, jeg forrådte dig – i de første måneder; siden ikke. Din vennesælhed, dit store sind, al den nåde, du viste mig –; jeg blev, hvad jeg havde givet mig ud for, din trofaste tilhænger, og i mine lønlige breve til Rom førte jeg bag lyset dem, som havde udsendt mig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Disse breve var fra dig? O, Sallust!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 De indeholdt intet til skade for dig, herre! Hvad andre kan have skrevet, véd jeg ikke; jeg véd kun, at jeg tidt nok vånded mig i kval under en nødtvungen og forhadt taushed. Jeg voved mig så langt frem, som jeg på nogen måde turde. Hin skrivelse, stilet til en unavngiven mand i din lejr, hvori meldes om kejserens sejrs-indtog i Rom, og som du en morgen, undervejs til Lutetia, fandt indstukken under dit telt –; ja, du fandt den dog, herre?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, ja –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Den var rettet til mig, og et lykketræf var mig gunstigt, så den kom i dine hænder. Tale turde jeg jo ikke. Jeg vilde tale; men jeg kunde det ikke; jeg udsatte fra dag til dag at forråde min skændsel. O, straf mig, herre; se, her ligger jeg!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Stå op; du er mig kærere således, – vunden imod min og imod din egen vilje. Stå op, du min sjæls ven; ingen skal krumme et hår på dit hoved.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Tag heller det liv, som du dog ikke længe vil have magt til at skærme. Du siger, kejseren er affældig. (rejser sig.) Min Cæsar, hvad jeg har svoret på at fortie, det røber jeg nu. Kejserens affældighed rummer intet håb for dig. Kejseren tager en ny hustru til ægte.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, hvilket vanvid! Hvor kan du tænke –?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Kejseren tager en ny hustru, herre! (rækker ham nogle papirer.) Læs, læs, høje Cæsar; disse breve vil ikke levne nogen tvil hos dig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(griber papirerne og læser).
 

Ja, ved solens lys og magt –!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 O, havde jeg dog turdet tale før!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(fremdeles læsende).
 

Han tager en kvinde til ægte. Konstanzios, – denne svindende menneske-skygge –! Faustina –, hvad står der? ung – knap nitten år gammel –, en datter af – ah! en datter af hin overmodige slægt. En ivrig kristen-kvinde altså (folder papirerne sammen.) Du har ret, Sallust; hans affældighed rummer intet håb. Om han er affældig, døende, – hvad vil det sige? Er ikke Faustina from? En bebudelsens engel vil åbenbare sig; eller også –; ha-ha! kort og godt, – på en eller anden vis –, der vil skaffes en ung Cæsar til veje, og så –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 At nøle er at gå tilgrunde.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Dette har været forberedt længe og i al stilhed, Sallust! Ja, når så er, da løses alle gåder. Helena –, det var ikke, som jeg tænkte, hendes uforsigtige tunge, der fældte hende –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Nej, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 – man har tænkt, – man har troet, at –; o, uudgrundelige udjævnende retfærd! derfor måtte hun afvejen.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ja, derfor; jeg var den, man i Rom først kasted sine øjne på. O, herre, du drager dog ikke i tvil, at jeg afslog det? Jeg skød mig ind under umuligheden af at finde en lejlighed; man forsikred mig, at det brødefulde forehavende var opgivet, og da –!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 De standser ikke ved – ved dobbelt-liget i stenkisten deroppe. Konstanzios tager tilægte. Derfor var det, at jeg skulde afvæbnes i Lutetia.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Kun ét kan frelse dig, min Cæsar; du må handle, før kejseren kommer til kræfter.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Om jeg frivilligt drog mig tilbage i ensomheden, hengivende mig til den visdom, jeg her har været nødt til at forsømme? Vilde de nye magthavere tåle en slig tilværelse? Vilde ikke blot det, at de vidste mig ilive, være som et hængende sværd over deres hoveder?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Den vordende kejserindes slægtninge er de mænd, som omgav Cæsar Gallos i hans sidste timer.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Tribunen Skudilo. Tro mig, ven, – jeg har ikke glemt det. Og for denne blodige kejser skal jeg vige og falde! Ham skal jeg skåne, ham, som i lange år har stolpret omkring mellem mine nærmestes lig!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Skåner du ham, så vil han inden tre måneder stolpre omkring mellem ligene af dine tilhængere.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; det har du visselig ret i. Det er mig næsten som et tvingende bud at træde op imod ham. Gør jeg det, så gør jeg det ikke for min egen skyld. Er det ikke tusenders ve og vel, som her handles om? Gælder det ikke tusenders liv? Eller stod det vel i min magt at afvende denne yderlighed? Du er mere skyldig, end jeg, Sallust! Hvorfor talte du ikke før nu?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 I Rom lod de mig sværge en dyr ed på at tie.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 En ed. Så. Ved dine forfædres guder?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ja, herre, – ved Zeus og ved Apollon.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og dog bryder du eden?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Jeg ønsker at leve.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Men guderne?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Guderne – de er langt borte.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, eders guder er langt borte; de hemmer ingen; de tynger ikke på nogen; de levner en mand rum omkring sig til at handle. O, denne græske lykke, at føle sig fri! – – Du sagde, at kejseren, hævnfyldt, som han er, vil udgyde mine trofastes blod. Ja, hvem kan tvile på, at så sker? Blev Knodomar skånet? Måtte ikke denne uskadelige fange bøde med livet for en sprogfejl? Thi – jeg véd det, Sallust – de dræbte ham; det var løgn, hint rygte om barbarens hjemve. Hvad har så ikke vi at vente os? I hvilket forhadt lys har vel ikke tribunen Decentius fremstillet sagerne i Rom?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Det skønnes bedst af hoffets skyndsomme flugt til Antiokia.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og er jeg ikke hærens fader, Sallust?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Soldaternes fader; deres hustruers og børns skjold og værge.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og hvad blev rigets lod, om jeg vakler nu? En affældig kejser, og efter ham et umyndigt barn i herskersædet; splid og oprør; alles hånd imod alles for at rane magten. – For ikke mange nætter siden havde jeg et syn. Der åbenbared sig for mig en skikkelse med en lyskreds om hovedet; den så vredt på mig og sagde: vælg! Dermed løste den sig op, ligesom en stigende morgendamp. Hidtil har jeg udlagt dette syn, som sigtende til ganske andre ting; men nu, da jeg véd om kejserens forestående giftermål – – Ja, det gælder i sandhed at vælge, før ulykken vælter ind over riget. Jeg tænker ikke på egen fordel; men tør jeg skyde valget fra mig, Sallust? Og er det ikke min pligt imod kejseren at værge mit liv? Har jeg ret til at stå med hængende arme og vente på de mordere, som han i sin vanvittige angst tinger til at støde mig ned? Har jeg ret til at give den ulykkelige Konstanzios lejlighed til at vælte en ny blodskyld over sit syndbetyngede hoved? Er det ikke bedre for ham, – som der står i skrifterne, – at han lider uret end at han øver uret? Hvis derfor det, jeg tilføjer min frænde, kan kaldes en uret, så mener jeg, at denne min uret udjævnes derved, at den forhindrer min frænde fra at tilføje mig en uret. Jeg tror, at både Platon og Mark Aurel, hin Sofias kronede brudgom, skulde give mig medhold i dette. Det vilde i al fald ikke være en ganske uværdig opgave for visdomsvennerne, min kære Sallust! – O, havde jeg dog Libanios her!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Herre, du er jo selv så vidt forfremmet i visdom, at du –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Sandt, sandt; men jeg gad dog gerne høre visse andres mening. Ikke fordi jeg vakler. Tro ikke det! Og heller ikke finder jeg, at vi har nogen grund til at mistvile om et heldigt udfald. Thi hine varslende hændelser bør ingenlunde afskrække os. At jeg beholdt håndtaget igen, da mit skjold brast under kamplegene, det tykkes mig med fuld føje at kunne udlægges således, at det skal lykkes mig at beholde, hvad min hånd har fattet tag i. Og når jeg, svingende mig op på min hest, rev til jorden den mand, der hjalp mig i sadlen, så synes det, som om dette bebuder et brat fald for Konstanzios, hvem jeg skylder min ophøjelse. Hvorom alting er, min Sallust, så agter jeg at affatte et skrift, som hel tydeligen skal retfærdiggøre, at –
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Såre vel, nådige herre; men soldaterne er utålmodige; de ønsker at se dig og høre sin skæbne af din egen mund.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gå, gå, og stil dem tilfreds; – sig dem, at Cæsar snart skal vise sig.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Herre, det er ikke Cæsar, det er kejseren selv, de vil se.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kejseren kommer.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Da kommer han – selv tomhændet – med tusenders liv i sin hånd!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 En tuskhandel, Sallust; tusenders liv imod tusenders død.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Har dine fiender livets ret?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Lykkelig du, hvis guder er langt borte. O, denne viljens våbenførhed –!
 

EN STEMME

(råber dybt nede i gravgangene).
 

Julian, Julian!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Ah, hvad er det?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gå bort, du kære; gå skyndsomt bort!
 

STEMMEN.
 Døv kirkesangen, Julian!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Det råber igen. O, så er det dog sandt!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad skulde være sandt?
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 At du lever hernede med en gådefuld fremmed, med en spåmand eller med en heksemester, som er kommen til dig ved nattetid.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ha-ha; det siger man? Gå, gå!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Jeg besværger dig, herre, – lad disse fordærvelige drømme fare. Kom med; kom op i dagen!
 

STEMMEN

(nærmere nedenunder).
 

Al møje er spildt.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(ved nedgangen til højre).
 

Intet tegn, min broder?
 

STEMMEN.
 Øde og tomhed.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 O, Maximos!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Maximos!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gå, siger jeg! Træder jeg ud af dette forrådnelsens hus, så kommer jeg som kejser.
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Jeg bønfalder dig –; hvad søger du her i mørket?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Lys. Gå, gå!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Nøler Cæsar, så frygter jeg, han finder vejen spærret.
 

(Han går bort gennem gangen til venstre. Lidt efter stiger mystikeren Maximos op ad trappen; han bærer et hvidt offerbind om panden; hånden har han en lang blodig kniv.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Tal, min Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Al møje er spildt, hører du jo. Hvi kunde du ikke døvet kirkesangen? Den har kvalt alle varsler; de vilde tale, men de fik ikke komme tilorde.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Taushed, mørke; – og jeg kan ikke vente længer! Hvad råder du mig til?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Gå frem iblinde, kejser Julian! Lyset søger dig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, ja; jeg tror det også. Jeg havde ikke havt nødig at lade dig hente den lange vej. Véd du, hvad jeg nys har erfaret –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg vil ikke vide, hvad du har erfaret. Tag din skæbne i egne hænder.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(går urolig op og ned).
 

I sandhed, hvad er han vel, denne Konstanzios, – denne furie-piskede synder, denne hensmuldrende levning af et fordums menneske?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Gravmælet over ham, kejser Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Har han ikke i al sin færd imod mig været som et skibsvrag uden ror, – snart drivende til venstre på mistroens strøm, snart kastet mod højre af angerens stormpust? Raved han ikke op på kejsersædet, skrækslagen, med purpurkåben dryppende af min faders blod? kanske af min moders også. – Måtte ikke alle mine slægtninge falde, for at han kunde sidde trygt? Nej, ikke alle; Gallos skåntes, og jeg; – der måtte levnes et par liv, som han kunde købe sig lidt tilgivelse på. Så drev han for mistroens strømdrag igen. Angeren afpinte ham et Cæsar-navn til Gallos; så afpinte frygten ham en dødsdom over Cæsar. Og jeg! Skylder jeg ham tak for det liv, han hidtil har forundt mig? En for en; først Gallos og så –; hver nat har jeg svedet under angsten for, at den dag, der gik, skulde være min sidste.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Var Konstanzios og døden din værste angst? Tænk dig om.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, du har vel ret. Presterne –! Hele min ungdom har været én sammenhængende rædsel for kejseren og for Kristus. O, han er forfærdelig, denne gådefulde, – dette skånselløse gudemenneske! Overalt, hvor jeg vilde frem, trådte han mig stor og streng ivejen med sit ubetingede ubønhørlige krav.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Og dette krav, – var det i dig?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Altid udenfor. Jeg skulde! Krøb min sjæl sammen i gravende og tærende had til min slægts morder, så lød budet: elsk din fiende! Tørsted mit skønhedsbetagne sind imod sæder og billeder fra den forgangne Græker-verden, så slog kristenkravet ned i mig med sit: søg det ene fornødne! Fornam jeg legemets søde lyst og begær imod dette eller hint, så skræmte forsagelsens fyrste mig med sit: afdø her for at leve hisset! – Det menneskelige er bleven ulovligt efter den dag, da seeren fra Galilæa tog verdens-styret. At leve er ved ham bleven at dø. At elske og at hade, det er at synde. Har han da forvandlet menneskets kød og blod? Eller er ikke det jordbundne menneske blevet ved at være, hvad det var? Vor sunde inderste sjæl rejser sig imod dette; – og dog skal vi ville tvert imod vor egen vilje! Vi skal, skal, skal!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Og videre, end som så, er du ikke kommen? Skam dig!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ja, du, manden fra Athen og fra Efesos
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ak, hine tider, Maximos! Dengang var det let at vælge. Hvad var det, vi sysled med igrunden? En visdoms-bygning; hverken mere eller mindre.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Står der ikke et steds i eders skrifter: enten med os eller mod os?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Vedblev ikke Libanios at være den han var, enten han i en ordstrid stod på anklagens eller på forsvarets side? Dette her ligger dybere. Her er det en handling, som jeg skal over. „Giv kejseren, hvad kejserens er”. I Athen gjorde jeg engang leg deraf; – men det ligger dybere. Du kan ikke fatte det, du, som aldrig har været under gudemenneskets magt. Det er mere end en lære, han har spredt ud over verden; det er en trolddom, som tager sindene fangen. Den, som engang har været under ham, – jeg tror aldrig han kommer helt løs.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Fordi du ikke vil helt.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvorledes skal jeg kunne ville det umulige.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Er det møjen værd at ville det mulige?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ord-skvalder fra læresalene! I mætter mig ikke længer med sligt. Og dog –; o, nej, nej, Maximos! Men I kan ikke fatte, hvorledes vi har det. Vi er som vinstokke, der er plantede om i en fremmed uvant jordbund; – plant os tilbage igen, og vi skulde gå ud; men i det nye vantrives vi.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Vi? Hvem kalder du vi?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Alle dem, som er under den åbenbaredes rædsel.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Skyggerædsel!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Det være, som det vil. Men ser du ikke, at denne lammende rædsel har tætned og tårnet sig til en mur om kejseren? O, jeg skønner vel, hvorfor den store Konstantin førte en slig viljebindende lære til sejr og magt i riget. Ingen livvagt med spyd og skjold slutter således op om kejsersædet, som denne betagende tro, der altid peger ud over jordlivet. Har du set rigtig på dem, disse kristne? Huløjede, blegkindede, fladbrystede er de alle tilhobe; de ligner linnedvæverne i Byssos; intet æreshåb får lov til at spire i denne henrugende tilværelse; solen lyser for dem, og de ser den ikke; jorden byder dem sin fylde og de begærer den ikke; – alt, hvad de begærer, er at forsage og lide for at komme til at dø.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Så brug dem, som de er; men da må du selv stå udenfor. Kejser eller Galilæer; – det er valget. Vær træl under rædselen eller hersker i dagens og lysets og glædens land! Du kan ikke ville det modsigende; og dog er det det du vil. Du vil forene det uforenelige, – forlige de to, som ikke står til at forlige; derfor er det, at du ligger her og rådner i mørket.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kan du, så lys for mig!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Er du den Akilleus, som din moder drømte, at hun skulde skænke verden? En ømskindet hæl gør ingen mand til Akilleus. Rejs dig, herre! Sejrsmodig, som en rytter på sin vælige hest, må du sætte over Gælilæeren, hvis du skal vinde frem til kejsersædet –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Min elskede Julian, se dig dog om i verden! Hine kristne med dødslængselen, som du nys nævnte, de er de færreste. Men hvorledes står det sig med alle de andre? Falder ikke sindene fra mesteren, et for et? Ja, svar mig, – hvad er der bleven af denne sælsomme kærlighedens lære? Raser ikke samfund imod samfund indbyrdes? Og nu biskopperne, hine guldbrammende herrer, der kalder sig kirkens overhyrder! Giver de selv hoffets stormænd noget efter i griskhed og herskelyst og kryberi –?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Således er de ikke alle; tænk paa den vældige Athanasios i Alexandria –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Athanasios var også den eneste. Og hvor er Athanasios nu? Forjog de ham ikke, fordi han ikke var tilfals efter kejserens vilje? Måtte han ikke ty ind i den libyske ørken, hvor han er bleven opædt af løver! Og kan du så nævne mig én til, som Athanasios? Tænk på biskop Maris af Kalkedon, som nu tre gange har skiftet sind i de arianske stridigheder. Tænk på den gamle biskop Markos Arethusa; ham kender du jo fra din ungdom. Har han ikke nylig, tvert imod lov og billighed, frataget borgerskabet al fælles ejendom og lagt den ind under kirken? Og tænk så på den affældige viljeløse biskop i Nazianz, som går til spot for sin egen menighed, fordi han svarer ja og nej til den samme sag og fordi han vil tækkes alle de stridende.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Sandt, sandt, sandt!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Disse er dine våbenbrødre, min Julian; bedre finder du dem ikke. Eller kanske du regner på hine to forventede store galilæiske lys fra Kappadokia? Ha-ha; bispesønnen Gregor fører retssager i sin fødeby, og Basilios gransker verdslige vismænds skrifter på sit landgods i de østlige egne.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ja, jeg véd det vel. Frafald på alle kanter! Hekebolios, min fordums lærer, er bleven en rig mand på sin iver i troen og på sin skrift-udlægning; og siden den tid –! Maximos, – det er ikke langt fra, at jeg står alene i alvoret.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du står alene. Hele din hær er på vild flugt eller den ligger slagen rundt omkring dig. Blæs til kamp, – og ingen vil høre dig; gå frem, – og ingen vil følge dig efter! Bild dig ikke ind, at du kan fremme den sag, som har opgivet sig selv. Du bukker under, siger jeg dig! Og hvor vil du så hen? Forstødt af Konstanzios vil du være forstødt af alle magter på jorden – og over jorden. Eller vil du ty til Galilæerens favn? Hvorledes står det mellem dig og ham? Har du ikke selv sagt, at du er under rædselen? Har du hans krav i dig? Elsker du din fiende, Kanstanzios, fordi om du ikke slår ham? Hader du kødets lyst og jordens lokkende færd, fordi om du ikke, som en hed svømmer, dukker dig ned deri? Forsager du verden, fordi om du ikke har mod til at eje den? Og véd du så visst, at – om du afdør her – du da skal leve hisset?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(går frem og tilbage).
 

Hvad har han gjort for mig, denne store fordringsfulde? Holder han verdens-vognens tøjler i sin hånd, så måtte han jo have kunnet – (Salmesangen lyder stærkere oppe fra kirken.) Hør, hør! Dette kalder de at tjene ham. Og dette tager han hen som en sød offer-røg. Lovsang over ham, – og lovsang over hende i kisten? Er han den alting vidende, hvor kan han da –?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(kommer hurtigt ned gennem gangen til venstre).
 

Min Cæsar! Herre, herre; hvor er du?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Her, Eutherios! Hvad vil du mig?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Du må komme op, herre; du må se det med egne øjne; – der sker jertegn ved fyrstindens lig.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Du lyver!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Jeg lyver ikke, herre! Jeg hænger ikke ved denne fremmede lære; men hvad jeg har set, kan jeg ikke tvile på.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad så du?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Hele staden er i oprør. Der bæres syge og vanføre ind til fyrstindens kiste; presterne lader dem røre ved den, og de går bort helbredede.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Og det har du selv set?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Ja, herre; jeg har set en faldsyg kvinde gå sund ud af kirken prisende Galilæernes gud.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, Maximos, Maximos!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Hør, hvor de kristne jubler; – nu sker et nyt jertegn igen.
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(råber oppe i gangen til venstre).
 

Eutherios, – fandt du ham? Eutherios, Eutherios, hvor er Cæsar?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(imod ham).
 

Her, her; – er det sandt, Oribases?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(kommer frem).
 

Utroligt, uforklarligt, – og dog sandt; de rører ved kisten, presterne læser og beder over dem, og de vorder helbredede; en røst forkynder fra tid til anden: hellig, hellig er den rene kvinde!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 En røst forkynder –?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 En usynlig røst, min Cæsar; en røst, højt under kirkens hvælving; – ingen véd, hvor den kommer fra.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(står et øjeblik urørlig, derpå vender han sig pludselig til Maximos og råber):
 

Livet eller løgnen!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Vælg!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Kom, kom, herre; de skrækslagne soldater truer dig –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Lad dem true.
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 De giver dig og mig skylden for den undergørende fyrstindes død –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Jeg vil komme; jeg vil stille dem tilfreds –
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Der findes kun ét middel: du må vende deres tanker i en anden retning, herre; – de er vilde af fortvilelse over den skæbne, som venter dem, hvis du nøler længer.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Stig nu til himmels, du dåre; nu dør du for din herre og mester!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(griber ham om armen).
 

Kejserens rige for mig!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Akilleus!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad løser pagten?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(rækker ham offerkniven).
 

Denne.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Hvad tvætter vandet af?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Dyrets blod.
 

(han river offerbindet af sin pande og fæster det om Cæsars.)
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(nærmer sig).
 

Hvad har du isinde, herre?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Forsk ikke.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Hør larmen! Op, op, min Cæsar!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Først ned, – siden op. (til Maximos.) Helligdommen, min elskede broder –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Lige under, i den anden hvælving.
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Cæsar, Cæsar, – hvor går du?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Til frihed.
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Gennem mørke til lys. Ah –!
 

(han stiger ned i gravgangene.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(sagte, ser efter ham).
 

Så kom det dog.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Tal, tal; hvad gælder hine lønlige kunster?
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Og det nu, da hvert øjeblik er dyrebart –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(hvisker urolig, idet han skifter plads):
 

Disse glidende fugtige skygger! Fy; dette slimede kryb om fødderne –!
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES

(lytter).
 

Larmen stiger, Eutherios! Det er soldaterne; hør, hør!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Det er sangen fra kirken –
 

LÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Nej, det er soldaterne; – der kommer de!
 

(Ridderen Sallust viser sig oppe i gangen omringet af en stor skare ophidsede soldater. Fanebæreren Mauros er iblandt dem.)
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Vær sindige; jeg besværger jer –!
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Cæsar har forrådt os! Cæsar skal dø!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Og hvad så, I rasende?
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Hvad så? Med Cæsars hoved køber vi tilgivelse –
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Frem, frem, Cæsar!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Cæsar, – min Cæsar, hvor er du?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(råber nede i gravkamret).
 

Helios! Helios!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Frigjort!
 

KORSANG OPPE I KIRKEN.
 Fader vor, du som er i himlen!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Hvor er han? Eutherios, Oribases, – hvad går her for sig?
 

KORET

(i kirken).
 

Helliget vorde dit navn!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(stiger op ad trappen; han har blod på hånden, på brystet og på hænderne).
 

Fuldbyrdet!
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Cæsar!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST.
 Blodig –! Hvad har du gjort?
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Kløvet rædselens tåger.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det skabte er i din hånd.
 

KORET

(i kirken).
 

Ske din vilje i himlen, så og på jorden!
 

(sangen vedbliver under det følgende.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Nu står ingen livvagt om Konstanzios længer.
 

FANEBÆREREN MAUROS.
 Hvad siger du, herre!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Ah, mine trofaste! Op i dagen; til Rom og Grækenland!
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Leve kejser Julian!
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Vi vil ikke se tilbage; alle veje ligger åbne for os. Op i dagen. Gennem kirken! Løgnerne skal forstumme –! (han iler op ad trappen i baggrunden.) Min hær, min skat, mit kejsersæde!
 

KORET

(i kirken).
 

Led os ikke udi fristelse; men frels os fra det onde!
 

(Cæsar Julian slår døren vidt op. Man ser ind i den stærkt oplyste kirke. Presterne står for højalteret; andægtige skarer knæler nedenfor omkring fyrstindens kiste.)
 

CÆSAR JULIAN.
 Fri, fri! Mit er riget!
 

RIDDEREN SALLUST

(råber til ham).
 

Og magten og æren!
 

KORET

(i kirken).
 

Dit er riget og magten og æren –
 

CÆSAR JULIAN

(blændet af lysningen).
 

Ah!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Sejr!
 

KORET

(i kirken).
 

– i evighed, amen!
 






  








Part II: Kejser Julian.
 






  








PERSONERNE
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS FRA NAZIANZ.
 TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 KVINDEN BARBARA.
 SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 HOFMÆND OG STATSTJENERE.
 BORGERFOLK I KONSTANTINOPEL.
 DELTAGERE I DIONYSOS-TOGET, FLØJTESPILLERE, DANSERE, GØGLERE OG KVINDER.
 UDSENDINGER FRA DE ØSTERLANDSKE KONGER.
 HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 TJENERE I PALATSET.
 DOMMERE, TALERE, LÆRERE OG BORGERE I ANTIOKIA.
 KORNHANDLEREN MEDON.
 SKATTEOPKRÆVEREN MALKOS.
 GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ, Cæsarios’s broder.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 HENDES SØN HILARION.
 AGATHON FRA KAPPADOKIA.
 BISKOP MARIS AF KALKEDON.
 

DELTAGERE I APOLLON-TOGET, OFFERPRESTER, TEMPELTJENERE, HARPESLAGERE OG STADSVOGTERE.
 AGATHONS YNGRE BRODER.
 DE KRISTNE FANGERS TOG.
 DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 TALEREN LIBANIOS, stadsforstander i Antiokia.
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 EN GAMMEL PREST VED KYBELES HELLIGDOM.
 SALMESYNGERSKERNE I ANTIOKIA.
 HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 SPÅMANDEN NUMA.
 TO ANDRE ETRUSKISKE SPÅMÆND.
 FYRST HORMISDAS, en landflygtig Perser.
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 HØVEDMANDEN AMMIAN.
 BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 HANS SØSTER MAKRINA.
 EN PERSISK OVERLØBER.
 ROMERSKE OG GRÆSKE SOLDATER.
 PERSISKE KRIGSFOLK.
 

(Første akt foregår i Konstantinopel, anden akt i Antiokia, tredje akt ligeledes i Antiokia, fjerde akt i og omkring de østlige egne af kejser-riget og femte akt på sletterne hinsides Tigris. Begivenheden omfatter tidsrummet fra December måned i året 361 til slutningen af Juni i året 363.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Ved havnen i Konstantinopel. I forgrunden til højre en pragtfuld landgangsbro overtrukken med tepper. Oppe på den høje strandbred, lidt fra broen, ses en tilhyllet sten, omgiven af vagt. Langt ude på Bosporos ligger den kejserlige flåde, behængt med sørgeflag.)
 

(Talløs menneskemængde i både og på stranden. Oppe for enden af landgangsbroen står kejser Julian, klædt i purpur og gyldne smykker. Han er omgiven af hofmænd og høje statstjenere. Blandt dem, der står ham nærmest, er krigsøversten Nevita, livlægen Cæsarios samt talerne Themisteos og Mamertinos.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(ser vidt ud over vandet).
 

Hvilket stævne! Den døde kejser og den levende. – O, at han måtte drage sit sidste suk i så fjerne egne! O, at jeg, trods al min il, ikke fik nyde sødmen af at favne min frænde for sidste gang! Bittre lod for os begge! – – – Hvor er ligskibet?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Der kommer det.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hin lange båd?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Ja, nådigste kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Arme frænde! Så stor i livet; og nu må du nøjes med så lavt et tag. Nu skal du ikke støde din pande mod kistelåget, du, som bøjed dit hoved, da du red gennem Konstantins bue.
 

EN BORGER BLANDT TILSKUERNE

(til guldsmeden Potamon).
 

Hvor ung han ser ud, vor nye kejser.
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Han er dog bleven før af lemmer. Da jeg så ham sidst, var han spæd og mager; – det er nu en ni–ti år siden.
 

EN ANDEN BORGER.
 Ja, han har øvet store gerninger i de år.
 

EN KVINDE.
 Og alle de farer, han har svævet i lige fra barn af!
 

EN PREST.
 Vidunderligt frelst af dem alle; den guddommelige varetægt er over ham.
 

GULDSMEDEN POTAMON.
 Rygtet siger, at han i Gallien har givet sig under en anden slags varetægt.
 

PRESTEN.
 Løgn, løgn; det kan I lide på.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu kommer han. Solen, som jeg anråber, og den store lynslyngende gud véd, at jeg ikke har ønsket Konstanzios døden. Det har i sandhed været langt fra min tanke. Jeg har opsendt bønner for hans liv. – Sig mig, Cæsarios, – du må jo vide det bedst – har man undervejs vist det kejserlige legeme al sømmelig ære?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Ligtoget var som en sejrherres tog gennem hele Lille-Asien. I alle byer, vi kom igennem, stimled de troende sammen på gaden; hele nætter genlød kirkerne af bønner og sange; mørket blev til høj lys dag under blusset af de tusend tændte kerter –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Godt, godt, godt! – Jeg gribes af en utrolig banghed ved tanken om at skulle tage styret efter en så stor og dydig og højt elsket kejser. Hvi blev det mig ikke forundt at få leve i tilbagetrukken stilhed!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Og hvem skulde da gjort fyldest i det store vanskelige kald, således som du, uforlignelige herre, vil gøre det? Jeg tilråber dristigt hine andre, der har attrået kejserværdigheden: kom hid og tag rigets ror; men tag det således, som Julian tager det. Våg nat og dag for alles velfærd. Vær herrer i navnet og dog borgerfrihedens tjenere. Vælg eders plads forrest i de kæmpendes rækker og ikke ved gæstebudene. Tag intet for eder selv; men udøs gaver til alle. Lad eders retfærdighed være lige fjernt fra føjelighed og fra grusomhed. Lev således, at ingen jomfru på jordens kreds skal vride hænderne over eder. Byd trods – både Galliens ufremkommelighed og Germaniens kulde. Hvad vilde de svare? Forfærdede over så strenge fordringer vilde de tilstoppe sine blødagtige ører og råbe: kun en Julian kan gøre fyldest for alt dette!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Den alt-styrende give, at så store forhåbninger ikke må skuffes. Men hvor meget fattes der mig ikke? En gysning overfalder mig. At skulle sammenlignes med Alexander, med Mark Aurel og med så mange andre fortræffelige mænd! Har ikke Platon sagt, at kun en gud kan herske over menneskene? O, bed med mig, at jeg må gå fri for ærgærrighedens snarer og magtens fristelser. Athen, Athen! Did går min længsel! Jeg var som en mand, der for sin sundheds skyld drev en gavnlig legemsøvelse; – og nu kommer man til mig og siger: træd frem på skuepladsen og sejr i de olympiske lege. Alle Grækere skal sidde som tilskuere! Må ikke mit sind gribes af skræk allerede før jeg begynder på kampen?
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Hvad skræk, o kejser? Har du ikke allerede Grækernes bifald før kamplegen? Er du ikke kommen for at indsætte alle landflygtige dyder i deres gamle ret? Er ikke hos dig samlet i én mand al den sejrvindingens evne, som Herakles, som Dionysos, som Solon, som –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Stilhed! Ikkun den dødes pris skal høres idag. Der lægger de til land. Tag pande-ringen og mine kæder; jeg vil ikke bære kejserlige prydelser i en stund som denne.
 

(Han giver smykkerne til en af de omstående. Ligtoget kommer indover landgangsbroen med stor pragt. Prester med tændte lys i spidsen; kisten drages på en lavhjulet vogn; kirkefaner bæres foran og efter vognen; kordrenge svinger røgelsekar; skarer af kristne borgere følger efter.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(lægger hånden på kisten og sukker lydeligt).
 

Ah!
 

EN TILSKUER.
 Slog han korsets tegn for sig?
 

EN ANDEN I HOBEN.
 Nej.
 

DEN FØRSTE.
 Ser du; ser du!
 

EN TREDJE TILSKUER.
 Ikke heller bøjed han sig for det hellige.
 

DEN FØRSTE TILSKUER

(til den anden).
 

Ser du vel! Hvad sagde jeg?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så far hjem under pragt og ære, du min frændes afsjælede legeme! Jeg gør ikke dette støv ansvarligt for, hvad din ånd forbrød imod mig. Hvad siger jeg? Var det din ånd, som foer så hårdt med slægten, at jeg nu står alene tilbage? Var det din ånd, som bød, at min barndom skulde formørkes af tusend ængstelser. Var det din ånd, som lod hin ædle Cæsars hoved falde? Var det dig, som stilled mig, den uerfarne yngling, på så vanskelig en post i det ugæstmilde Gallien, og som siden, da det ikke lykkedes modgang og genvordigheder at overvinde mig, gjorde mig æren for mine sejrvindinger stridig? O, Konstanzios, min frænde, – alt dette havde ikke sit udspring i dit store hjerte. Hvorfor vred du dig i nag og kval; hvorfor så du blodige skygger om dig på dit sidste, smertefulde leje? Onde rådgivere har forbitret dit liv og din dødsstund. Jeg kender dem, disse rådgivere; det var mænd, som tog skade af at færdes i din nådes uophørlige solskin. Jeg kender dem, disse mænd, der så villigt iførte sig det overbevisningens klædebon, som tyktes hoffet tækkeligst.
 

HEDENSKE BORGERE

(blandt de omstående).
 

Leve kejser Julian!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Nådigste herre, toget venter –
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(til presterne).
 

Lad ikke eders fromme sang forstumme for min skyld. Fremad, mine venner! (Toget drager langsomt ud til venstre.) Følg efter, hvo der vil; og bliv, hvo der vil. Men det skal I alle vide på denne dag, at min plads er her. (Uro og bevægelse i mængden.) Hvad er jeg? Kejseren. Men har jeg dermed sagt alt? Gives der ikke ét kejserligt embede, som synes hånligt visket ud af erindringen i de senere år? Hvad var den kronede visdomsven Mark Aurel? Kejser? Blot kejser? Nær havde jeg spurgt: var han ikke noget mere end kejser? Var han ikke yppersteprest tillige?
 

STEMMER I MÆNGDEN.
 Hvad siger kejseren? Hvad var det? Hvad sagde han?
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 O, herre, skulde det i sandhed ligge i din tanke –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 End ikke min store farbroder Konstanzios vovede at frasige sig denne værdighed. Selv efter at han havde indrømmet en viss ny troeslære så højst overordentlige rettigheder, vedblev han dog at kaldes yppersteprest af alle dem, der holdt fast ved Grækerfolkets ældgamle guddomme. At dette embede i de senere tider blev sørgeligen forsømt, vil jeg ikke her tale om, men kun om, at ingen af mine ophøjede forgængere, end ikke han, hvem vi idag med tårevædt ansigt tilråber den sidste hilsen, har vovet at nedlægge det. Skulde jeg formaste mig til noget, som så vise og retfærdige kejsere ikke fandt ret og rådeligt? Det være langt fra mig!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 O, store kejser, vil du dermed sige –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil dermed sige, at der skal være fuld frihed for alle borgere. Hold fast ved de kristnes gud, I, som finder det ønskeligt for eders sindsro. Hvad mig angår, så drister jeg mig ikke til at bygge mit håb på en gud, der hidtil har været mig fiendtlig i alle foretagender. Jeg har sikkre tegn og varsler for, at al den fremgang, jeg vandt på Galliens grænser, den skylder jeg hine andre guddomme, der begunstigede Alexander på en noget lignende måde. Under disse guddommes skjærm og skjold slap jeg lykkeligt gennem alle farer; og navnlig var det dem, der førte mig frem på min rejse hid med en så vidunderlig hurtighed og lykke, at jeg her i gaderne har hørt tilråb, som tyder på, at man holder mig for et guddommeligt menneske, – hvilket er en stor overdrivelse, I venner! Men visst er det, at jeg ikke tør vise mig utaknemmelig for så vedholdende nådesbevisninger.
 

STEMMER I MÆNGDEN

(dæmpet).
 

Hvad vil han gøre?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så indsætter jeg da vore forfædres ærværdige guder i deres gamle ret. Men ingen krænkelse skal vederfares Galilæernes gud og heller ikke Jødernes. De templer, som fromme herskere i fordums dage med så megen kunstfærdighed lod bygge, de skal igen oprejses i forynget herlighed med altere og billedstøtter, hvert for sine særlige guder, således at sømmelig dyrkelse der kan finde sted på ny. Dog vil jeg ingenlunde tåle, at der sker de kristnes kirker nogen hadefuld medfart; heller ikke skal der øves overlast mod deres gravsteder eller mod andre pladse, som en sælsom vildfarelse bringer dem til at holde for hellige. Vi vil bære over med de andres forvildelse; jeg har selv været hildet i fejltagelser; – dog, over dette kaster jeg et slør. Hvad jeg siden mit enogtyvende år har tænkt om de guddommelige ting, det vil jeg ikke dvæle ved; jeg vil kun sige, at jeg lykønsker dem, der efterligner mig, – at jeg smiler ad dem, der ikke vil træde i mit fodspor, – at jeg vil forsøge på at overtale, men uden at ville tvinge nogen.
 

(Han holder et øjeblik forventningsfuldt inde; svagt bifald høres hist og her i sværmen.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(heftigere).
 

Med rette havde jeg regnet på taknemmelige tilråb, hvor jeg nu kun sporer en nysgerrig forundring. Dog, jeg burde vidst det; – der råder en sørgelig ligegyldighed blandt dem, der siger sig at have holdt fast ved vor gamle tro. Undertrykkelse og spot har bragt fædrenes ærværdige skikke i forglemmelse. Jeg har spurgt mig for, højt og lavt; men knapt én har kunnet give mig troværdig besked om, hvorledes en ofring til Apollon eller til Fortuna i et og alt er at foretage. Jeg må da gå foran i dette, som i andet. Det har kostet mig mangen nats søvn at udfinde af gamle bøger, hvad der fordum har været brugeligt i så måde; men jeg besværer mig ikke derover, når jeg eftertænker, hvor stor tak vi er netop hine guddomme skyldig; og heller ikke skammer jeg mig ved at forrette alting selv – –. Hvor hen, Cæsarios?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Til kirken, nådigste kejser; jeg vil bede for min bortgangne herres sjæl.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Gå, gå! Enhver har sin frihed i deslige sager. (Cæsarios samt flere ældre hofmænd og statstjenere går ud til venstre.) Men den frihed, som jeg tilstår den ringeste borger, den forbeholder jeg også mig selv. – Så forkynder jeg eder, I Grækere og Romere, at jeg igen vender tilbage med hele mit hjerte til de lærdomme og skikke, som var vore forfædre hellige, – at de frit tør udbredes og udøves ved siden af alle nye og fremmede meninger, – og da jeg er et barn af denne stad, og derfor har den fortrinlig kær, så forkynder jeg dette i de staden beskyttende guddommes navn.
 

(Han giver et tegn; nogle tjenere drager forhænget fra den tilhyllede sten; man ser et alter og ved dettes fod en vinkande, en oljekrukke, en liden vedstabel og andet tilbehør. Stærk men stum bevægelse i mængden idet Julian går op til alteret og gør forberedelser til ofringen.)
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 O, vel må jeg, som Græker, smelte hen i tårer ved synet af så megen ydmyghed og from iver!
 

EN BORGER.
 Se, han bryder brændet selv.
 

EN ANDEN BORGER.
 Over det venstre lår. Er det så det skal brydes?
 

DEN FØRSTE BORGER.
 Det må vel så være.
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Den ild, du der tænder, o store kejser, i den skal granskningen og lærdommen lyse, ja, opstå forynget, ligervis som hin forunderlige fugl –
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Denne ild vil hærde de græske våben. Jeg kender ikke meget til de galilæiske påfund; men det har jeg mærket, at alle de, som hænger ved dem, de er forsagte og ubrugelige til større ting.
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 I denne ild, o du uforlignelige, ser jeg visdommen renset for al anklage og for alle beskyldninger. Den vin, som du udgyder, er lig et purpur, hvormed du pryder sandheden og sætter den på et kongeligt sæde. Nu, da du oprækker dine hænder –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Nu, da du oprækker dine hænder, er det som om du hædrer videnskabens pande med en guldkrans; og de tårer, du udgyder –
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS

(trænger sig nærmere).
 

Ja, ja; de tårer, jeg ser dig udgyde, de er som kostelige perler, hvormed veltalenheden igen skal lønnes på kejserlig vis. O, så er det da atter tilladt Grækerne at hæve sine øjne til himlen og følge de evige stjerner på deres gang! Hvor længe er det ikke siden, at dette var os forundt! Måtte vi ikke, af frygt for angivere, skælve og bøje vort åsyn til jorden ligesom dyrene? Hvem iblandt os turde fordriste sig til at beskue solens opgang og nedgang? (han vender sig til hoben.) End ikke I agerdyrkere, som er strømmet hid i så store skarer idag, end ikke I voved at mærke eder himmellegemernes stilling, skønt I dog skulde afpasse eders arbejder derefter –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Og I sømænd, – har I eller eders fædre vovet at udtale navnene på de stjernebilleder, som I skulde rette eders sejlads efter? Nu tør I det; nu er det ingen forment at –
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Nu har ingen Græker længere nødig at leve på land eller vand uden at rådspørge de uforanderlige himmellove; han behøver ikke at lade sig omtumle som en bold for tilfældigheder og hændelser; han –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 O, hvilken mand er ikke denne kejser, hvem vi skylder så store goder!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(for alteret med oprakte arme).
 

Så har jeg da åbenlyst og i ydmyghed udgydt olje og vin for eder, I velgørende guddomme, der så længe har måttet savne denne for eder så højst sømmelige ihukommelse. Jeg har opsendt min tak til dig, o Apollon, hvem nogle af vismændene – og især de fra østerlandene – tillægger navnet solkongen, fordi du bringer og fornyer det lys, hvori livet har sin grund og sit ophav. – Jeg har bragt mit offer til dig, o Dionysos, du henrykkelsens gud, der løfter menneskenes sjæle ud af lavheden og bærer dem op til et for ånden værdigt samliv med højere ånder. – Og, skønt jeg nævner dig sidst, har jeg dog ikke derfor mindst ihukommet dig, o Fortuna! Stod jeg vel her uden din bistand? Visselig véd jeg, at du ikke længere selv lader dig tilsyne, således, som tilfældet var i den gyldne tidsalder, hvorom hin uforlignelige blinde sanger har fortalt os. Men det véd jeg dog – og deri er alle andre visdomsvenner enige med mig – at det er dig, som har en væsentlig andel i valget af den ledsagende ånd, god eller fordærvelig, som skal følge ethvert menneske på hans livs-gang. Jeg har ingen årsag til at klage over dig, o Fortuna! Meget mere har jeg den højeste opfordring til at yde dig lov og pris. Denne for mit hjerte så dyrebare pligt har jeg idag underkastet mig. Jeg har ikke skyet end det ringeste arbejd. Her står jeg, ved høj lys dag; alle Grækeres øjne er rettede på mig; jeg forventer, at alle Grækeres røster vil forene sig med min i et tilråb til eder, I udødelige guder!
 

(Under offertjenesten har de fleste kristne tilskuere efterhånden fjernet sig; kun en liden hob er bleven tilbage. Da kejser Julian holder inde, høres et svagt bifaldsråb, blandet med sagte latter og en forundret hvisken.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(ser sig om).
 

Ah, så! Hvad blev der af dem alle? Lister man sig bort?
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Ja, med skamrødme over en så mangeårig utaknemmelighed.
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Nej, det var glædesrødme. De gik for at udbrede det store budskab i alle gader.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(går fra alteret).
 

Den uvidende hob véd aldrig at finde sig tilrette i det uvante. Jeg får et besværligt arbejde at gøre; men ingen møje skal fortryde mig. Hvad er sømmeligere for en visdomsven, end at udrydde vildfarelser? I det øjemed regner jeg på eder, I oplyste venner! Dog, vore tanker må forlade dette for en kort stund. Følg mig; jeg går nu til andre pligter.
 

(Han går hurtigt bort uden at gengælde borgernes hilsen; hofmændene og hans øvrige ledsagere følger ham.)
 

(En stor sal i kejserpalatset. Døre på begge sider og i baggrunden; på en forhøjning til venstre ved væggen i forgrunden står det kejserlige sæde.)
 

(Kejser Julian omgiven af sit hof og høje embedsmænd, deriblandt skatmesteren Ursulos samt taleren Themisteos og Mamertinos.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så langt har guderne hjulpet. Nu vil værket rulle fremad, som en stormflods bølger. Den stumme trods, som jeg sporer fra visse hold, hvor jeg mindst burde vente det, skal ikke bringe mit sind ud af ligevægt. Det er jo netop den ægte visdoms særkende at lægge tålsomhed for dagen. Vi véd alle, at man ved passende midler kan helbrede legemets onder; – men kan man med ild og sværd tilintetgøre vildfarelserne om de guddommelige ting? Og hvad nytter det mig, at eders hånd ofrer, dersom eders sjæle fordømmer, hvad hånden gør? Således vil vi leve i endrægtighed med hverandre. Mit hof skal være tilgængeligt for alle udmærkede mænd, hvad meninger de end måtte have. Lad os vise verden det usædvanlige og ophøjede skuespil af et hof uden hykleri – tilvisse det eneste hof i sit slags – et hof, hvor smiger blir regnet til de farligste fiender. Vi vil anklage og dadle hverandre, når sådant måtte være betimeligt, dog uden derfor at elske hverandre mindre. (til krigsøversten Nevita, som kommer fra baggrunden.) Dit ansigt lyser, Nevita; – hvad gode tidender bringer du?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Sandelig de bedste og glædeligste. Et stort antal sendebud fra fyrster i det fjerne Indien er kommet for at bringe dig gaver og bede om dit venskab.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, fortæl mig dog, – fra hvilke folkeslag?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Fra Armenierne og andre hinsides Tigris. Ja, der er endog nogle af de fremmede, som siger sig at komme fra øerne Diu og Serandib.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Altså fra verdens yderste grænse, I venner!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Selv did hen har rygtet båret dit navn og din hæder!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Selv i hine ukendte egne er dit sværd en skræk for fyrster og folkeslag!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Diu og Serandib! Langt øst i det indiske hav –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Jeg tager ikke i betænkning at sige: udenfor jordens kreds –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hårskæreren skal komme! (en hofmand går ud til højre.) Jeg vil modtage sendebudene i sømmelighed, – dog uden pragt og smykker. Således vilde den ophøjede Mark Aurel have modtaget dem; og jeg vælger heller ham til forbillede, end den kejser, der nys bedrøvede os ved sin bortgang. Ikke mere nogen prunk med forgængelige jordiske ting! Selv barbarerne skal mærke sig, at visdommen – rigtignok i sin ringeste tjeners skikkelse – igen har taget plads på kejsersædet.
 

(Hofmanden kommer tilbage med hårskæreren Eunapios, der er iført en prægtig klædning.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(ser forundret på ham, går ham imøde og hilser).
 

Hvad søger du her, herre?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Nådigste kejser, du har befalet mig at komme –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du tager fejl, ven; jeg har ikke havt bud efter nogen af mine rådsherrer.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Allernådigste kejser –
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Tilgiv, herre; denne mand er den kejserlige hårskærer.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad siger du! Virkelig? Denne mand – o, du spøger – denne mand, i silke, med guldstukne støvler, skulde være –? Ja, så! Så du er hårskæreren! (bukker for ham.) Aldrig skulde jeg formaste mig til at lade mig betjene af så fine hænder.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Allernådigste kejser, – jeg beder for Guds og min frelsers skyld –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ho-ho! En Galilæer! Ja, tænkte jeg det ikke nok! Er dette den forsagelse, som I praler med? Men jeg kender eder vel! Hvilken guddoms tempel har du plyndret, eller hvor mange greb i kejserens kasse har du gjort, for at kunne stadse dig således til? – Du kan gå igen; jeg har ikke brug for dig. (Eunapios går ud til højre.) Sig mig, Ursulos, hvad har dette menneske i løn?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Nådigste kejser, efter din ophøjede forgængers befaling er der tillagt ham tyve mænds dagligt underhold –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se, se; ikke mere?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Jo, herre; i den senere tid har han havt frit hestehold i de kejserlige stalde, samt en viss årlig sum i penge og et guldstykke for hver gang, han –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og alt det for en hårskærer! Hvad må så ikke de andre –? Der skal gøres en brat ende på dette. – Lad de fremmede sendebud komme ind! (Krigsøversten Nevita går ud i baggrunden.) Jeg vil modtage dem med uklippet hår. Det er sømmeligst således; thi omendskønt jeg vel véd, at det ikke er det uredte hår eller den pjaltede kappe, som gør den sande visdomsven, så mener jeg dog, at det forbillede, som både Antisthenes og Diogenes har givet, vel bør tages i agt af den mand, der – selv på kejsersædet – gerne vil følge i så store læreres fodspor.
 

(Han stiger op på forhøjningen, hvor tronstolen står. Hoffet ordner sig nedenfor. Sendebudene, indførte af krigsøversten Nevita og husmesteren Eutherios, kommer i pragtfuldt optog, ledsagede af slaver der bærer gaver af alle slags.)
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Nådigste kejser og herre! Ikke mægtige det ædle tungemål, som så mange veltalende mænd, og ikke mindst du selv, har udbildet til fuldkommenhed fremfor alle andre tungemål, – samt derhos vel vogtende sig for at lade barbariske lyde skurre i dine ører, – har disse udsendinge fra østerlandske fyrster kåret mig til talsmand.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(siddende i tronstolen).
 

Jeg er rede til at høre dig.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Først nedlægger da kongen af Armenien for dine fødder denne rustning, som han beder dig bære i kampen mod rigets fiender, skønt han vel véd, at du, uovervindelige helt, står under gudernes skærmende øje, der ikke tillader nogen dødeligs våben at såre dig. – Her bringes dig kostelige tepper, telte og sadeltøj fra fyrsterne hinsides Tigris-floden. De vil dermed give tilkende, at når guderne har forundt hine lande en overvættes rigdom, så skede det i det øjemed, at den skulde komme gudernes yndling tilgode. – Kongen af Serandib, og ligervis kongen af Diu, sender dig disse våben, sværd, spyd og skjold, samt buer og pile; thi, siger de, vi agter det rådeligst at stå værgeløse lige over for den sejrherre, der, ligesom en guddom, har vist sig mægtig nok til at bryde enhver modstand. – Til gengæld beder de alle, som den højeste nåde, om dit venskab, og navnlig beder de, at du, hvis du, som et rygte har sagt dem, til våren agter at tilintetgøre den forvovne Perser-konge, – at du da vil skåne deres lande for fiendtligt indfald.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ikke kunde en sådan sendelse komme mig ganske uventet. De medbragte gaver skal nedlægges i mit skatkammer, og gennem eder lader jeg eders herskere vide, at det er min agt at holde venskab med alle de folkeslag, som ikke – det være sig med våben eller med underfundighed – stiller sig mine hensigter ivejen. – Hvad det angår, at man i eders fjernt-liggende lande, forledet af mine lykkelige sejrvindinger, har ladet sig henrive til i mig at se en guddom, så vil jeg ikke videre indlade mig på den sag. Jeg agter guderne for højt til, at jeg skulde ville tilrane mig en upassende plads iblandt dem, skønt jeg vel véd, at der oftere, og især i ældre tider, har levet helte og herskere, som har været således fremdragne af gudernes yndest og nåde, at det har været vanskeligt at sige, om de rettest var at regne til de dødelige eller til de udødelige. Om deslige ting er det imidlertid voveligt at dømme, selv for os Grækere. Hvor meget mere da for eder? Altså, nok om dette. – Du, Eutherios, fører de fremmede til hvile og sørger for, at intet fattes dem.
 

(Sendebudene og deres følge forlader salen ledsagede af husmesteren Eutherios. Kejser Julian stiger ned fra forhøjningen; hofmændene og talerne omringer ham under beundrende lykønskninger.)
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Så ung, – og allerede så højt hædret fremfor alle andre kejsere!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Jeg spørger: vil ikke Fama fattes lunger til at forkynde dit ry, ifald guderne, hvad jeg vist håber, forunder dig et langt liv?
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Det skrækkens råb, som de flygtende Alemaner udstødte ved Rhin-strømmens fjerneste bredder, det har væltet sig østover, indtil det slog an imod Tauros og Kaukasos –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 – nu runger det, som en buldrende genlyd, over hele Asien.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Hvad der har forfærdet Inderne er denne lighed imellem vor græske Julian og hin makedoniske Alexander –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 O, hvad lighed! Havde kong Alexander lønlige fiender i sin egen lejr! Havde han et misundeligt og bagtalerisk kejserhof at kæmpe imod?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Sandt, sandt; og der var heller ingen uduelige hærførere, som hemmed Alexanders fremgang.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ursulos, det er min vilje, at disse sendebuds komme skal gøres bekendt både i staden og i rigets samtlige landskaber. Alt skal fortælles nøjagtigt, – hvor de hører hjemme og hvilke gaver de har medbragt. Jeg vil ikke forholde borgerne noget af det, som kommer min styrelse ved. Du kan også lade indflyde nogle ord om den forunderlige mening blandt Inderne, at Alexander skulde være kommen tilbage.
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS

(nølende).
 

Tilgiv mig, nådigste kejser, men –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Du har selv sagt, at ved dette hof skal ingen smiger tåles –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tilvisse, ven!
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Så lad mig da ærligt sige dig, at disse sendebud kom hid for at søge din forgænger og ikke dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad vover du at ville indbilde mig!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Ej, hvilken urimelig tale!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Hvilken opdigtelse!
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Det er sandhed. Jeg har længe vidst, at disse mænd skulde komme, – længe før kejser Konstanzios lukked sine øjne. O, min nådigste herre, lad ikke en falsk forfængelighed få indgang i dit unge sind –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nok, nok! Du vil altså dermed sige, at –?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Tænk selv efter. Hvorledes skulde dine sejre i Gallien, så berømmelige de end har været, i slig hast kunnet nå til hine fjerne folkeslags ører? Når sendebudene talte om kejserens heltegerninger, så tænkte de på krigen imod Perser-kongen –
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN NEVITA.
 Jeg vidste ikke, at krigen imod kong Sapores var bleven ført på den vis, at den skulde sprede skræk til verdens grænse.
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Sandt; lykken har været vore våben imod i hine egne. Men rygtet om de store rustninger, som kejser Konstanzios påtænkte til våren, var det, der ængsted Armenierne og de andre folkeslag. – O, regn dog tiden efter, herre; tæl dagene, om du vil, og sig så om andet er muligt. Dit tog hid fra Gallien skede med en vidunderlig hurtighed; men hine mænds rejse fra de indiske øer –; det vilde dog være tifold vidunderligere, ifald –; spørg dem, og du skal få høre –
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(bleg af vrede).
 

Hvorfor siger du mig alt dette?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Fordi det er sandhed og fordi jeg ikke kan tåle at se din unge skønne hæder formørket af en lånt kappe.
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Hvilken forvoven tale!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Hvilken højst forvoven tale!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det kan du ikke tåle? Så! O, jeg kender dig bedre. Jeg kender alle eder gamle ved dette hof. Det er guderne, hvis hæder I vil forringe. Thi er det ikke gudernes hæder, at de mægter store ting gennem et menneske? Men I hader dem – disse guder – hvis templer I har nedbrudt, hvis billedstøtter I har slåt sønder og hvis skatte I har tilranet jer. I har knapt tålt dem engang, disse vore højst velgørende guder. I har knapt tilladt, at de fromme bar dem løndomsfuldt i hjerterne. Nu vil I også nedbryde det taknemmelighedens tempel, som jeg har rejst for dem i mit hjerte; I vil tage fra mig den erkendtlige tanke, at jeg skylder de udødelige en ny og såre attråværdig velgerning; – thi er ikke hæder at agte for en sådan?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Den eneste himmelens Gud er mit vidne, at –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Den eneste! Der har vi det igen! Således er I altid. Hvilken utålsomhed! Spejl eder dog i os. Siger vi, at vore guder er de eneste? Agter vi ikke både Egypternes guder og hin jødiske Jehova, der visselig har udført store ting i sit folk? Men I derimod, – og det en mand, som du, Ursulos –! Er du en Romer, født af græske forfædre? Den eneste? Hvilken barbarisk uforskammethed!
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Du har lovet, at du ikke vil hade nogen for hans meningers skyld.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det har jeg lovet; men jeg tåler heller ikke, at I træder os for nær. Sendebudene skulde ikke være komne for at –? Det vil altså med andre ord sige, at den store guddommelige Dionysos, der besynderligen har sin magt i at åbenbare menneskene de skjulte ting, – at han ikke skulde være virksom nu, ligeså vel som i de henfarne tider. Bør jeg tåle dette? Er det ikke en overvættes frækhed? Tvinges jeg ikke til at drage dig til regnskab?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Da vil alle kristne sige, at det er deres tro, du forfølger.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Der skal ingen forfølges for troens skyld. Men har jeg ret til at slå en streg over, hvad I måtte gøre eder skyldige i, blot fordi I ere kristne! Skal eders vildfarelser skærme eders fejl? Hvad har ikke I forvovne mænd allerede længe øvet, både her ved hoffet og andetsteds? Hvorledes har I ikke smigret for alle laster og bøjet eder for alle luner? Ja, hvad har ikke du, Ursulos, selv set igennem fingre med? Jeg tænker på hin skamløst udpyntede hårskærer, hin salvestinkende nar, som nys fyldte mig med ækkelhed her. Er du ikke skatmester? Hvorledes har du kunnet give efter for hans ublu fordringer?
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Er det en brøde, at jeg har været min herres tjener?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg bruger ikke deslige overdådige tjenere. Alle hine frække halvmænd skal jages ud af palatset; og alle kokke og gøglere og dansere ligervis. En sømmelig tarvelighed skal indføres igen. (til Themisteos og Mamertinos.) I, mine venner, skal gå mig tilhånde i dette. – Og du, Nevita, hvem jeg, for at du kan træde op med des større anseelse, giver en hærførers værdighed, – dig overdrager jeg at undersøge, hvorledes statens embeder er blevne forvaltede under min forgænger, og især i de senere år. Du kan tilkalde bekvemme mænd, hvem du vil, til at dømme med dig i disse sager. (til de ældre hofmænd og rådsherrer.) Jeg har ingen brug for jer. Da min begrædte frænde på sit dødsleje indsatte mig til sin arving, så gav han mig også i arv den retfærdighed, som hans lange svaghedstilstand havde hindret ham selv fra at udøve. Gå hjem; og når I har gjort rede og rigtighed for eder, da kan I drage, hvorhen I lyster.
 

SKATMESTEREN URSULOS.
 Gud, Herren, opholde og skærme dig, min kejser!
 

(Han bøjer sig og går ud i baggrunden sammen med de ældre. Nevita, Themisteos og Mamertinos samt alle de unge samler sig om kejseren.)
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Min ophøjede hersker, hvorledes skal jeg tilfulde takke dig for det tegn på din nåde, som du nys –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ingen tak. Jeg har i disse få dage lært at skatte din troskab og din dømmekraft. Også kundgørelsen om de østerlandske sendebud overdrager jeg dig at affatte. Skriv den således, at de velgørende guder ikke deri skal finde grund til at fortørnes på nogen af os.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Jeg skal handle efter min kejsers vilje både i det ene og i det andet.
 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og nu, I trofaste, nu priser vi de udødelige magter, som har vist os den rette vej.
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 De udødelige og deres mere end dødelige yndling! Hvilken jubel vil vi ikke få høre gennem riget, når det rygtes, at du har fjernet hine voldsomme og egennyttige mænd!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Med hvilken spænding og med hvilket utålmodigt håb vil man ikke vente på valget af deres efterfølgere!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Alle Grækere vil råbe med én mund: Platon selv har taget statens ror!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Nej, nej, værdige ven; alle Grækere vil råbe: Platons udsagn er bleven til virkelighed, – kun en gud kan herske over menneskene!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Nu ønsker jeg blot, at de lykkebringendes velvilje må følge Nevita. Han har fåt et stort og vanskeligt hverv; jeg kender ham ikke så nøje; men vi bør jo alle håbe, at han må vise sig at være den rette –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Ganske visst; skønt der vel turde findes andre mænd, som –
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Ikke vil jeg dermed have sagt, at det valg, som du, o uforlignelige kejser –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Nej, nej, på ingen måde!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Men hvis det er en fejl at brænde af iver efter at tjene en elsket hersker –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 – da har du i sandhed mere end én fejlende ven –
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 – selv om du ikke hædrer dem således, som du har hædret den højst lykkelige Nevita –
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 – selv om de måtte undvære ethvert synligt tegn på din nåde –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vi vil ikke lade nogen dygtig mand unyttet og heller ikke ulønnet. Hvad dig angår, Themisteos, da overdrager jeg dig stadsforstanderskabet her i Konstantinopel; og du, Mamertinos, kan berede dig på i det kommende år at rejse til Rom og overtage et af de ledige konsulater.
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Min kejser! Jeg svimler over så megen ære –!
 

TALEREN MAMERTINOS.
 Så høj en hæder! Konsul! Fandtes der nogen tid en så højt hædret konsul, som jeg? Mon Lucius, mon Brutus, mon Publius Valerius? Hvad var disses hæder imod min? Hine udnævntes af folket, men jeg af Julian!
 

EN HOFMAND.
 Priset være den kejser, som lader retfærdigheden råde!
 

EN ANDEN HOFMAND.
 Priset han, hvis blotte navn slår barbarerne med forfærdelse!
 

TALEREN THEMISTEOS.
 Priset være alle de ophøjede guder, som i samdrægtighed har kastet sine forelskede øjne på en eneste mand, således at denne eneste, når han første gang – det ske sent! – volder os sorg og går bort, må siges at have stillet Sokrates og Mark Aurel og Alexander i skyggen!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Der traf du tingens kerne, min Themisteos! Til guderne er det, vi skal opløfte vore hænder og vore hjerter. Jeg siger ikke dette for at belære eder, men for at påminde eder om, hvad der ved dette hof så længe er bleven forsømt. Det være fjernt fra mig at ville tvinge nogen. Men er jeg vel at laste, fordi jeg gerne vil gøre andre delagtige i den søde henrykkelse, som gennemstrømmer mig, idet jeg føler mig vugget i de udødeliges samfund? Priset, priset være du, vinløvkransede Dionysos! Thi det er nærmest dig, som virker så store og hemmelighedsfulde ting. Gå I nu hver til eders gerning. Jeg, for min del, har tilsagt et glædesoptog gennem stadens gader. Det skal ikke være noget gilde for mine hoffolk, ej heller et gæstebud inden fire vægge. Frit kan borgerne slutte sig til mig, eller holde sig borte; jeg vil udskille de rene fra de urene, de fromme fra de vildfarende. – O, sol-konge, kast lys og skønhed over dagen! O, Dionysos, sænk din svulmende herlighed over sindene; fyld sjælene med dit hellige stormsus, fyld dem indtil alle bånd brister og den frigjorte jubel drager ånde i dans og sang! – Liv, liv, liv i skønhed!
 

(Han går ilsomt ud til højre. Hoffolkene samler sig i hviskende klynger og fjerner sig efterhånden.)
 

(En trang gade i Konstantinopel.)
 

(Stor sammenstimlen af mennesker; alle ser i én retning henad gaden. Larm, sang og musik af fløjter og trommer høres i nogen frastand.)
 

EN SKOMAGER

(i sin husdør, råber tvers over gaden).
 

Hvad er på færde, kære nabo?
 

EN KRAMHANDLER

(i huset lige over for).
 

Man siger, det skal være nogle syriske gøglere, som er kommen til staden.
 

EN FRUGTSÆLGER

(på gaden).
 

Visst ikke; det er en egyptisk bande, som driver om med abekatte og dromedarer.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(tarveligt klædt, søger forgæves at slippe igennem trængselen).
 

Plads dog, I dårer! Hvor djævelen kan nogen fjase og snaddre på en slig ulykkesdag!
 

EN KVINDE

(i et lidet vindu).
 

Pst, pst; Eunapios! Smukke herre!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Tal ikke til mig på åben gade, din rufferske!
 

KVINDEN I VINDUET.
 List dig ind bagvejen, søde ven!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Tvi med dig! Er jeg oplagt til at skæmte –
 

KVINDEN I VINDUET.
 Du skal nok bli oplagt. Kom, smukke Eunapios; iforgårs fik jeg en sending friske duer –
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 O, du syndige verden! (vil forbi.) Plads, plads dog, i Satans navn; lad mig komme frem!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(rejseklædt og fulgt af et par belæssede slaver, kommer fra en sidegade.) Er staden bleven en dårekiste? Alle skriger i munden på hverandre, og ingen kan sige mig besked. Ah, se, – Eunapios, min fromme broder!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Bud og hilsen, ærværdige herre! Du er altså kommen tilbage til staden?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 I dette øjeblik; – jeg har helliget de hede høstmåneder til stille andagt på mit landgods på Kreta. Men sig mig for al ting, hvad går her for sig?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Ulykke og forvirring. Den nye kejser –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Ja, ja, jeg har hørt forunderlige rygter –
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Tifold værre end rygterne. Alle tro tjenere er forjagne fra palatset.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Taler du sandhed?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Ve mig; jeg selv var den første –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Forskrækkeligt! Så er kanske også jeg –?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Tilvisse. Alle regnskaber skal undersøges, alle gaver skal tages tilbage, alle unøjagtige oppebørsler –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(bleg).
 

Gud forbarme sig!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Herren være lovet, jeg har en god samvittighed.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg også, jeg også; men alligevel –; ah, så er det sagtens dog sandt, at kejseren har ofret til Apollon og Fortuna?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Ja visst; men hvem bryr sig om slige småting?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Småting? Skønner du da ikke, forblindede ven, at det er vort sindelag, som gode kristne, han forfølger?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Hvad siger du? Herrens kors, skulde det være muligt?
 

KVINDER

(i trængselen).
 

Der kommer de!
 

EN MAND

(på et hustag).
 

Jeg kan se ham!
 

ANDRE STEMMER.
 Hvem kommer? Hvem, hvem?
 

MANDEN PÅ TAGET.
 Kejser Julian. Han har vinløv i håret.
 

FOLK PÅ GADEN.
 Kejseren!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Kejseren!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Kom, kom, fromme broder!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Slip mig, herre; jeg er slet ikke from.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Ikke from –?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Hvem tør sige mig på –? Vil man ødelægge mig? From? Når var jeg from? Jeg hørte engang til Donatisternes samfund; det er mangfoldige år siden. Gid djævelen tage Donatisterne! (banker på vinduet.) Hej, Barbara, Barbara; luk op, gamle tæve!
 

(man slipper ham ind gennem husdøren.)
 

MÆNGDEN.
 Der er han! Der kommer han!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Alle unøjagtige oppebørsler –! Undersøgelse! O, forfærdelsens lynslag!
 

(han lister sig bort med begge slaverne.)
 

(Dionysos-toget kommer nedad gaden. Fløjtespillere går foran; drukne mænd, tildels udklædte som fauner og satyrer, danser efter takten. Midt i toget ser man kejser Julian, ridende på et æsel, der er overtrukket med panterskind; han er klædt som guden Dionysos, med en panterhud over skuldrene, vinløvkrans om panden, og i hånden en med grønt omvunden stav, på hvis øverste ende der er fæstet en pinje-kongle. Halvnøgne sminkede kvinder og ynglinge, dansere og gøglere omringer ham; nogle bærer vinkander og drikkeskåler, andre slår tamburiner og bevæger sig fremad under vilde spring og fagter.)
 

DANSERNE

(synger).
 

Ildnende drag af fyldte skåler!
 

Ildnende drag!
 

Læberne nippende,
 

øjnene klippende,
 

bukkeben trippende
 

hylder dig, vingud, i svimlende lag!
 

KVINDERNE

(synger).
 

Kærlighedsleg, som ej natten selv tåler,
 

prøv, I bakkanter!
 

Øv den i dagglansens tindrende stråler!
 

Se, på sin panter
 

sidder den herlige!
 

Favn os, bakkanter;
 

kend, vi er hede; føl, vi er kærlige;
 

springende, syngende,
 

ravende, gyngende,
 

favn os, bakkanter!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Plads! Ryddeligt, I borgere! Vig ærbødigt til side; ikke for os, men for ham, som vi hædrer!
 

EN RØST I MÆNGDEN.
 Kejseren i skøgers og gøgleres selskab!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Skam få I, at jeg må tage tiltakke med slige. Blues I ikke over at finde større fromhed og mere iver hos disse, end hos eder selv?
 

EN GAMMEL MAND.
 Kristus oplyse dig, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Aha, du er en Galilæer! Og du vil tale med? Sad ikke din store mester tilbords med syndere? Gik han ikke ud og ind i huse, som holdtes for lidet sømmelige? Svar mig på det.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(omringet af piger i kvinden Barbaras husdør).
 

Ja, svar, svar, om du kan, du dåre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ej, se, – er du ikke hin hårskærer, som –?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 En frigjort mand, nådigste kejser! – Plads, I bakkanter; plads for en broder!
 

(han og pigerne danser ind i Dionysos-togets rækker.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det må jeg vel lide. Spejl eder i denne Græker, hvis I har en gnist af de gamles ånd tilbage. Og det er vel fornødent, dette, I borgere; thi ingen gud er bleven så miskendt – ja, latterliggjort – som denne henrykkelse bringende Dionysos, hvem Romerne også kalder Bakkus. Mener I, han er en gud for drukkenbolte? O, I højst uvidende, jeg ynker eder, hvis I tænker så. Hvem anden end ham er det, seerne og digterne skylder sine vidunderlige gaver? Vel véd jeg, at nogle tillægger Apollon denne virksomhed, og det visselig ikke uden al føje; men da er sammenhængen hel anderledes at forstå, – hvilket jeg kan bevise af forskellige skrifter. Dog, herom vil jeg ikke tvistes med eder på åben gade. Heller ikke tillader tiden det. Ja, spot kun! Slå kun korsets tegn! Jeg ser det godt. I peb gerne i fingrene; I kasted gerne stene efter mig, om I voved det. – O, må jeg ikke skamme mig over denne stad, der er sunken ned under barbarerne og som ikke véd noget bedre end at holde fast ved en vankundig Jødes vildfarende påfund! – Fremad! Til side; – stands os ikke!
 

DANSERNE.
 Se, på sin panter sidder den herlige!
 

KVINDERNE.
 Kend, vi er hede; føl, vi er kærlige; – favn os, bakkanter!
 

(Optoget drejer under sangen ind i en sidegade; mængden ser til i stum forundring.)
 

(Kejserens bogsal i palatset. Indgangsdør på venstre side; en mindre døråbning med forhæng for til højre.)
 

(Husmesteren Eutherios kommer fra venstre, fulgt af to tjenere, der bærer tepper.)
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(råber imod rummet til højre).
 

Agilo, Agilo, varmt rosenvand! Kejseren vil i bad.
 

(han går ud til højre med begge tjenerne.)
 

(Kejser Julian kommer ilfærdigt fra venstre. Han bærer endnu panterhuden og vinløvkransen; i hånden har han den omvundne stav. Han går et par gange op og ned ad gulvet, derpå slænger han staven hen i en krog.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Var der skønhed i dette? – – Hvor var oldingerne med det hvide skæg? Hvor var de rene jomfruer med bånd om panden, med sømmelige lader, tugtige midt i dansens glæde? Tvi eder, I skøger! – – (han river panterhuden af og kaster den tilside.) Hvor er skønheden bleven af? Kan ikke kejseren byde den stå op igen, og så står den op? Tvi over denne stinkende utugt! – – Hvilke ansigter! Alle laster skreg ud af disse forstyrrede drag. Kroppens og sjælens bylder – Fy, fy! Et bad, Agilo! Stanken kvæler mig.
 

BADETJENEREN AGILO

(i døråbningen til højre).
 

Badet er rede, nådigste herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Badet? Lad blive med det. Hvad er legemets smuds at regne imod alt det andet? Gå! (Agilo går ud igen. Kejseren står en stund i tanker.) Seeren fra Nazareth sad til højbord mellem toldere og syndere. – Hvori ligger svælget mellem hint og dette? – –
 

(Skriftlæreren Hekebolios kommer ind fra venstre og standser ængstelig ved døren.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad vil du, mand?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(på knæ).
 

Herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, hvad ser jeg? Hekebolios; – er det virkelig dig?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Den samme, og dog en anden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Min gamle lærer. Hvad vil du? Stå op!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Nej, nej, lad mig ligge. Og vredes ikke over, at jeg gør brug af min fordums ret til at gå ud og ind hos dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(koldt).
 

Jeg spurgte, hvad du vilde mig.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Min gamle lærer, sagde du. O, om jeg kunde kaste glemselens slør over hine tider!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(som før).
 

Jeg forstår. Du mener at –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 O, at jeg kunde synke i jorden og dølge min skamfuldhed! Se, se, – her ligger jeg for dig, en mand, hvis hår er i færd med at gråne, – en mand, som har gransket og grundet alle sine dage og som nu må bekende, at han foer vild og at han førte sin elskede lærling vild!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad ønsker du at sige med det?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Du kaldte mig din gamle lærer. Se, her ligger jeg for dine fødder, ser med undren op til dig og kalder dig min nye lærer.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Rejs dig, Hekebolios!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(rejser sig).
 

Du skal høre alt, herre, og døm mig så efter din retfærdighed. – Da du var borte, blev det mig næsten utåleligt at leve ved din høje forgængers hof. Jeg véd ikke, om du har erfaret, at jeg forfremmedes til kejserindens forelæser og til uddeler af milde gaver? Ak, kunde æresposter erstatte mig savnet af min Julian? Jeg holdt næsten ikke længere ud at se på, hvorledes mænd, der bar en pralende dyd til skue, tog imod foræringer og stikpenge af alle slags. Det blev mig forhadt, dette samkvem med grådige lykkejægere, hvis forbøn var tilfals for enhver, som kunde opveje klingende ord med klingende guld. O, min kejser, du véd ikke, hvad her har gåt i svang –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg véd det, jeg véd det.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Et tarveligt liv i ensomhed lokked mig. Så ofte det kunde ske, drog jeg til Kreta, til mit beskedne Tuskulum – min lille landgård –, hvor ikke al dyd syntes at være flygtet fra verden. Der har jeg levet også denne sommer, overvejende de menneskelige ting og de himmelske sandheder.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Lykkelige Hekebolios!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Da nåde rygtet om alle dine vidunderlige gerninger til Kreta –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg spurgte mig selv: er han mere end et menneske, denne højst mageløse yngling? Under hvis beskyttelse står han? Er det på slig vis, at de kristnes gud plejer åbenbare sin magt –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(spændt).
 

Nu; nu!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg gav mig til at forske de gamles skrifter igennem på ny. Lys for lys gik op for mig –; o, at måtte tilstå dette!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tal ud, – jeg besværger dig!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(kaster sig på knæ).
 

Straf mig i din retfærdighed, herre; men afstå fra din ungdoms vildfarelser om de guddommelige ting! Ja, nådigste kejser, du er hildet i vildfarelse; og jeg – o, ufatteligt at ikke skammen dræber mig –, jeg, jeg har været med at føre dig vild –
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med udbredte arme).
 

Kom i min inderste favn!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 O, jeg bønfalder dig, vis taksomhed imod de udødelige guder, hvis yndling du er! Og kan du ikke dette, så straf mig, fordi jeg gør det i dit sted –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kom, kom i min åbne favn, siger jeg! (han løfter ham op, trykker ham i sine arme og kysser ham.) Min Hekebolios! Hvilken stor og uventet glæde!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Herre, hvorledes skal jeg forstå dette?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, du véd da ikke –? Hvad tid kom du til staden?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg gik fra skibet for en time siden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og iled lige hid?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 På angstens og angerens vinger, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Uden at tale med nogen?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Ja, ja, uden at tale med nogen; men –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, så kan du jo ikke vide – (han omfavner ham igen.) Min Hekebolios, erfar det da nu! Jeg, så vel som du, har afkastet vildfarelsens åg. Den udødelige sol-konge, hvem vi mennesker skylder så meget, har jeg indsat i sin fordums ret; Fortuna har modtaget sit offer af mine ydmyge hænder, og hvis du i dette øjeblik finder mig træt og en smule afkræftet, så er det fordi jeg nylig har fejret en højtid til ære for den guddommelige Dionysos.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg hører, og jeg forbauses!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se her, – endnu sidder kransen i mit hår. Under mængdens glade tilråb –, ja, der var temmelig mange –
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Og jeg, som ikke har anet så store ting!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu vil vi samle alle sandhedsvenner og visdomselskere om os, alle sømmelige og ærbare dyrkere af guderne; – der er allerede nogle, – dog ikke ret mange –
 

(Livlægen Cæsarios, ledsaget af flere embedsmænd og herrer ved det forrige hof, kommer ind fra venstre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, der har vi jo den gode Cæsarios, – i talrigt følge, og med et ansigt, som tyder på noget vigtigt.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Nådigste kejser, vil du tillade din tjener et spørgsmål i sit eget og i alle disse bekymrede mænds navn?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Spørg, min kæreste Cæsarios! Er du ikke min elskede Gregors broder? Spørg, spørg!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Sig mig da, o herre – (han bemærker Hekebolios.) Hvad ser jeg! Hekebolios her?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nys hjemkommen –
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS

(vil trække sig tilbage).
 

Da beder jeg om at måtte vente –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Visst ikke, min Cæsarios; denne ven tør høre alt.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Ven, siger du? O, min kejser, disse fængslinger sker altså ikke med din vilje?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad taler du om?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Du véd det altså ikke? Krigsøversten Nevita – hærføreren, som han nu kalder sig – lader, under påskud af at det sker på dine vegne, anstille forfølgelser imod alle din forgængers betroede mænd.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Undersøgelser, højst nødvendige undersøgelser, min Cæsarios!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 O, men, herre, forbyd ham at fare så voldsomt frem. Bogføreren Pentadios eftersøges af soldater, og ligeså en viss prætorian-høvding, hvis navn du har forbudt at nævne; du véd, hvem jeg mener, herre, – denne ulykkelige mand, der allerede med hele sit hus holder sig skjult i angst for dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du kender ikke denne mand. I Gallien omgikkes han med højst forvovne tanker.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Lad så være; men nu er han jo uskadelig. Dog ikke han alene trues med undergang; også skatmesteren Ursulos er fængslet –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, Ursulos? Det var altså dog fornødent.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Fornødent! Var det fornødent, herre? Tænk dig dog, Ursulos, denne olding, på hvem ingen plet hviler, – denne mand, for hvis ord høj og lav bøjer sig i ærefrygt –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Denne mand uden al dømmekraft, siger jeg! Ursulos er en ødeland, som uden indvendinger har mættet hoftjenernes grådighed. Og han er derhos en ubrugelig mand i statssager. Jeg har selv erfaret det. Jeg vilde aldrig turde betro ham at modtage fremmede fyrsters sendebud.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Og dog beder vi dig, herre, så mange vi her står for dig: vær højmodig – både imod Ursulos og imod de øvrige.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvem er de øvrige?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Altfor mange, frygter jeg. Jeg vil kun nævne underskatmesteren Evagrios, den forrige husmester, Saturninos, overdommeren Kyrenos og – –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvorfor standser du?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS

(nølende).
 

Herre, – blandt de anklagede er også hofforelæseren Hekebolios.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg? Umuligt!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Anklaget for at have taget stikpenge af uværdige embedssøgere –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og det skulde Hekebolios –? En mand, som Hekebolios –?
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Hvilken skændig bagvaskelse! O, Kristus – hvad jeg vilde sige – o, I himmelske guddomme!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Ah!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad mener du?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS

(koldt).
 

Intet, min nådigste kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Cæsarios!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Ja, min høje herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ikke herre; kald mig din ven.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Tør en kristen kalde dig så?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg beder dig: nær ikke deslige tanker, Cæsarios! Du må ikke tro dette. Hvad kan jeg for, at alle hine anklagede mænd er kristne? Viser ikke det kun, at de kristne har forståt at tilrane sig alle indbringende embeder? Men tør kejseren tillade, at rigets vigtigste embeder forvaltes slet? (til de øvrige.) I mener dog vel ikke, at det er eders tro, som har optændt mig til harm imod de uredelige? Jeg kalder alle guder til vidne på, at jeg ikke vil, man skal fare frem imod eder kristne uden efter lov og dom, og heller ikke, at man overhovedet skal tilføje eder noget ondt. I, eller i alt fald mange af eder, er jo dog fromme, eftersom jo også I tilbeder den herre, der er almægtig og som hersker over hele den synlige verden. – O, min Cæsarios, er det ikke ham, hvem også jeg tilbeder, kun under andre navne?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Forund mig, nådigste herre –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 For øvrigt er det min agt at vise mildhed, hvor sådant sømmeligen kan ske. Hvad Hekebolios angår, så må ikke hans lønlige fiender indbilde sig, at de skal få lov til at skade ham med angivelser eller med andet slags lumpne rænker.
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Min kejser! Mit skjold og mit værn!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Heller ikke vil jeg, at man ubarmhjertigt skal tage brødet fra alle ringere hoftjenere. Jeg tænker således på hin hårskærer, som jeg jog bort. Det fortryder mig. Manden kan blive. Han så mig ud til at være et menneske, som forstår sit håndværk tilgavns. Ære være deslige mænd! Så vidt kan jeg gå, min Cæsarios, men heller ikke videre. Ursulos får selv bære følgerne. Jeg må handle således, at retfærdighedens blinde og dog så nøjeseende gudinde ikke får nogen grund til at rynke sine øjenbryn over en dødelig, i hvis hænder hun har nedlagt et så stort ansvar.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Efter dette har jeg ikke et ord mere at sige for de ulykkelige. Jeg beder kun om at måtte forlade hoffet og staden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det vil du?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Ja, nådigste kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du er stivnakket, ligesom din broder.
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 De nye ting giver mig meget at tænke på.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg havde store hensigter med dig, Cæsarios! Det vilde være mig såre kært, om du kunde give slip på dine vildfarelser. Kan du det ikke?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Gud véd, hvad jeg for en måned siden havde kunnet; – nu kan jeg det ikke.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Et giftermål i en af de mægtigste slægter skulde stå dig åbent. Betænker du dig ikke?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Nej, nådigste herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 En mand, som du, kunde i hast stige fra stilling til stilling. Cæsarios, skulde det ikke være muligt, at du turde være med mig på at fremme de nye ting?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Nej, nådigste herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg mener ikke her; men andetsteds. Det er min agt at drage bort. Konstantinopel er mig højlig imod; I Galilæere har fordærvet det for mig i alle måder. Jeg går til Antiokia; der finder jeg en bedre jordbund. Du skulde ledsage mig. Vil du det, Cæsarios?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Nådigste herre, jeg vil også til de østlige landskaber; men jeg vil rejse alene.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvad vil du der?
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Opsøge min gamle fader; hjælpe Gregor at styrke ham til den kamp, som forestår.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Gå!
 

LIVLÆGEN CÆSARIOS.
 Lev vel, min kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Lykkelige fader, der har så ulykkelige sønner!
 

(han vinker med hånden; Cæsarios og hans ledsagere bøjer sig dybt og går ud til venstre.)
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Hvilken forvoven og højst usømmelig trods!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Mit hjerte er såret tilblods af dette og af meget andet. Du, min Hekebolios, skal følge mig. Jorden brænder under mig i denne forgiftede galilæiske stad! Jeg vil skrive til hine visdomsvenner Kytron og Priskos, som har vundet så stort ry i de senere år. Maximos kan jeg hver dag vente hid; han skal gå med os. – Jeg siger dig, der forestår os lykkelige sejrsdage, Hekebolios! I Antiokia, ven, – der kommer vi til at mødes med den uforlignelige Libanios, – og der er vi Helios nærmere i hans opstandelse. – O, denne dragende længsel imod sol-kongen –!
 

SKRIFTLÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Ja, ja, ja –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(omfavner ham).
 

Min Hekebolios! – Visdom; lys; skønhed!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(En stor forhal i kejserens palats i Antiokia. Åben indgang i baggrunden; på den venstre væg er en dør, som fører ind til de indre værelser.)
 

(På et ophøjet sæde i forgrunden til højre sidder kejser Julian omgiven af sit hof. Dommere, talere, digtere og lærere, iblandt disse læreren Hekebolios, sidder på lavere sæder nedenfor ham. Lænet op imod væggen, nær ved udgangen, står en mand, klædt som kristen prest; han skjuler ansigtet i sine hænder og synes hensunken i bøn. En stor forsamling af stadens borgere fylder hallen. Ved udgangsdøren står vagt; ligeså ved døren til venstre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(taler til de forsamlede).
 

Så stor fremgang har guderne forundt mig. Knapt en eneste stad har jeg nærmet mig på min rejse, uden at jo Galilæere i hele hobe har strømmet mig imøde på landevejen, jamrende over sine vildfarelser og givende sig ind under de guddommelige magters varetægt. Hvad er spotternes dårlige adfærd at regne imod dette? Er ikke spotterne nærmest at ligne med hunde, der i sin uvidenhed hyler op imod måneskiven? Dog vil jeg ikke nægte, at det har fortørnet mig at erfare, at enkelte af denne stads indbyggere har ladet falde hånlige ord om den levevis, som jeg har indskærpet Kybeles, den gode gudindes, prester at føre. Burde ikke ærefrygten for så ophøjet en guddom fritage hendes tjenere for at gøres til genstande for spot? Jeg tilråber hine dumdristige mennesker: er I barbarer, eftersom I ikke véd, hvem Kybele er? Skal jeg være nødt til alvorligen at minde eder om, at dengang det romerske herredømme truedes så hårdt af hin puniske feltherre, hvis grav jeg for ikke lang tid siden har set i Libyssa, – da gav den kumæiske Sibylle det råd at tage Kybeles billedstøtte ud af templet i Pessinos og føre det til Rom? Hvad nu presternes levemåde vedkommer, da har nogle opholdt sig over, at det er bleven dem forbudt at spise rødder og alt, hvad der gror langs henad jorden, medens det tillades dem at nyde urter og frugter, som har sin vækst i højden. O, I højst vankundige, – jeg ynker eder, at I ikke fatter dette! Kan da menneskets ånd nære sig af det, der kryber langs jorden? Lever ikke sjælen af alt det, som higer opad imod himlen og imod solen? Disse ting vil jeg ikke vidtløftigere omtale idag. Hvad mere derom er at sige, det vil I erfare af et skrift, som jeg arbejder på i mine vågende nætter, og som jeg håber om føje tid skal blive forelæst både i læresalene og på torvene. (han rejser sig.) Og hermed, mine venner, hvis ingen har noget yderligere at foredrage –
 

EN BORGER

(trænger sig frem).
 

O, nådigste kejser, lad mig ikke gå uhørt!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(sætter sig atter).
 

Visst ikke, min ven! Hvem er du?
 

BORGEREN.
 Jeg er kornhandleren Medon. O, herre, hvis ikke min kærlighed til dig, du ophøjede og guddommelige –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Frem med din sag, mand!
 

MEDON.
 Jeg har en nabo, Alites, som nu i mange år har skadet mig på alle tænkelige måder; han handler nemlig også med korn og går mig på den skammeligste vis i næringen –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Aha, min gode Medon, du ser dog velnæret nok ud.
 

MEDON.
 Det er heller ikke dette, allernådigste kejser! O, ved de ærværdige guder, hvem jeg lærer at elske og prise højere dag for dag, – de fornærmelser, han tilføjer mig, skulde jeg overse; men hvad jeg umuligt kan tåle –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Han håner dog ikke guderne?
 

MEDON.
 Han gør det, som værre er, – ja, i al fald det, som er ligeså forvovent; han – o, jeg véd knapt, om harmen tillader mig at udsige det – han håner dig selv, allernådigste herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så? hvilke ord har han brugt?
 

MEDON.
 Han har slet ingen ord brugt; han har brugt det, som værre er.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvad er værre?
 

MEDON.
 En purpurfarvet kåbe –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Den bærer han? Ej, ej, det er dristigt.
 

MEDON.
 Ja, du store vingefodede Merkur, når jeg tænker på, hvorledes den kåbe vilde bekommet ham i din forgængers tid! Og dette hovmodets klædebon har jeg hver dag for øjne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dette klædebon, købt for penge, som kunde været dine –
 

MEDON.
 O, nådigste kejser, – straf denne formastelige mand; lad ham udjages af staden; min kærlighed til vor store ophøjede hersker tillader mig ikke at være vidne til en slig uforskammet anmasselse.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sig mig, gode Medon, hvad slags klædningsstykker bærer Alites foruden purpurkåben?
 

MEDON.
 Det husker jeg sandelig ikke, herre; jeg tænker, de vanlige; jeg har kun lagt mærke til purpurkåben.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Altså purpurkåbe og ugarvede såler –
 

MEDON.
 Ja, herre; det ser ligeså latterligt som uforskammet ud.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Den ting må vi bøde på, Medon!
 

MEDON

(lykkelig).
 

Ah, nådigste herre –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Imorgen tidlig kommer du hid i palatset –
 

MEDON

(endnu lykkeligere).
 

Jeg skal komme ganske tidligt, nådigste kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du melder dig hos min husmester –
 

MEDON.
 Ja, ja, min allernådigste kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Af ham modtager du et par purpurstøvler, stukne med guld –
 

MEDON.
 Ak, ak, min gavmilde herre og kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Disse støvler bærer du hen til Alites, ifører ham dem og siger ham, at han for al ting må tage dem på hver gang han herefter får i sinde at vise sig i purpurkåbe på gaden ved lys dag –
 

MEDON.
 O!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 – og når du det har gjort, kan du fortælle ham fra mig, at han er en nar, hvis han tror sig hædret ved purpurkåben uden at eje purpurets magt. – Gå; og kom igen efter støvlerne imorgen!
 

(Kornhandleren Medon går slukøret bort under borgernes latter; hofmændene, talerne, digterne samt de øvrige klapper i hænderne og tilråber kejseren bifald.)
 

EN ANDEN BORGER

(træder frem af hoben).
 

Priset være kejserens retfærdighed! O, hvor denne nidske kornpuger har fortjent at straffes således! O, hør mig og lad din nåde –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Aha; jeg synes, jeg kender dit ansigt. Var ikke du en af dem, som råbte foran min vogn, da jeg drog ind i staden?
 

BORGEREN.
 Jeg var en af de ivrigste råbere, uforlignelige kejser! Jeg er skatteopkræveren Malkos. Ak, tag dig af mig! Jeg fører en retstrætte med et ondt og gærrigt menneske –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og derom kommer du til mig? Gives her ikke dommere –?
 

SKATTEOPKRÆVEREN MALKOS.
 Sagen er noget indviklet, høje kejser! Den drejer sig om en mark, som jeg har givet hin onde mand i forpagtning og som jeg for syv år siden lagde mig til, da en del af Apostel-kirkens jordegods blev solgt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se, se; kirkegods altså?
 

MALKOS.
 Redeligt erhvervet; men nu nægter dette menneske at svare mig afgift, og heller ikke vil han give ejendommen tilbage, alt under påskud af, at denne mark engang skal have tilhørt Apollons tempel og, som han siger, uretteligen skal være bleven templet fratagen for mange år siden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hør, sig mig, Malkos, – du er visst en af Galilæerens tilhængere?
 

MALKOS.
 Nådigste kejser, det er en gammel vane i vor slægt at bekende Kristus.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og det siger du sådan lige til, uden sky?
 

MALKOS.
 Min modstander er dristigere end jeg, herre! Han går ud og ind af sit hus, som før; han flygtede ikke fra staden, da det rygtedes, at du vilde komme.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Flygtede ikke? Og hvorfor skulde han det, han, en mand, som står på gudernes bedste?
 

MALKOS.
 Allernådigste kejser, du har uden tvil hørt tale om bogføreren Thalassios?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad! Hin Thalassios, som, for at indynde sig hos min forgænger, mens jeg stod bagtalt og faretruet i Gallien, her, i Antiokia, midt på torvet foreslog borgerne, at de skulde bede kejseren sende dem Cæsar Julians hoved!
 

MALKOS.
 Herre, det er denne din dødsfiende, som foruretter mig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sandelig, Malkos, imod denne mand har jeg ligeså stor grund til klage, som du.
 

MALKOS.
 Tifold større, min nådige kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvad mener du? Skal vi to slå vore sager sammen og forklage ham på en gang?
 

MALKOS.
 O, hvilken overvættes nåde! Jeg tifold lykkelige mand!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du tifold dårlige! Thalassios går ud og ind af sit hus som før, siger du? Han er ikke flygtet fra staden ved mit komme. Thalassios har kendt mig bedre end du. Væk med dig, menneske! Når jeg forklager Thalassios for mit hoved, kan du forklage ham for din mark.
 

MALKOS

(hændervridende).
 

Jeg tifold ulykkelige!
 

(Han går ud i baggrunden; de forsamlede tilklapper atter kejseren bifald.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ret så, mine venner; glæd eder over, at det er lykkedes mig, ikke ganske uværdigt, at begynde denne dag, der særligt er viet til en højtid for den strålende Apollon. Thi er det ikke en visdomsven værdigt at overse de fornærmelser, der rettes imod ham selv, medens han strængt straffer den uret, som tilføjes de udødelige guder? Jeg mindes ikke, om hin lærdommens kronede dyrker, Mark Aurel, nogensinde har været i et lignende tilfælde; men har han været det, da bør vi håbe, at han har handlet ikke aldeles uligt mig, der sætter en ære i ydmygt at følge hans fodspor. Lad dette tjene eder til rettesnor for, hvad I har at iagttage for fremtiden. I palatset, på torvet, ja, i theatret – hvis jeg ikke væmmedes ved at betræde et sådant dårskabens sted – kan det være sømmeligt, at I hilser mig med tilråb og en glad klappen i hænderne. En slig hyldest, véd jeg, er bleven vel optagen både af den makedoniske Alexander og af Julius Cæsar, hvilke mænd det af lykkens gudinde også blev forundt at skinne fremfor andre dødelige. Men ser I mig træde ind i et tempel, da er det en anden sag. Da vil jeg, at I skal tie eller rette eders tilråb imod guderne og ikke imod mig, hvem I ser skride frem med nedslagne øjne og en sænket pande. Og allermest håber jeg, at I vil iagttage dette idag, da jeg har at ofre til en så højst overordentlig og mægtig guddom, som han, hvem vi kender under navn af sol-kongen, og som bliver end større i vore øjne når vi betænker, at han er den samme, hvem visse østerlandske folkeslag kalder Mithra. Og hermed, – hvis ellers ingen har noget at sige –
 

PRESTEN VED DØREN

(retter sig ivejret).
 

I Gud Herrens navn!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvo taler der?
 

PRESTEN.
 En Guds og kejserens tjener.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kom nærmere. Hvad vil du?
 

PRESTEN.
 Tale til dit hjerte og til din samvittighed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(springer op).
 

Hvilken røst! Hvad ser jeg! Trods skæg og klædning –! Gregor!
 

PRESTEN.
 Ja, min høje herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Gregor! Gregor fra Nazianz!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, nådige kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(er stegen ned, har grebet hans hænder og ser længe på ham).
 

Lidt ældet; brunere; førere. Nej; det var kun i første øjeblik; nu er du den samme, som da.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 O, var det dog så med dig, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Athen. Hin nat i buegangen. Ingen mand har ligget mit hjerte så nær som du.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Dit hjerte? Ak, kejser, af dit hjerte har du udrevet en bedre ven end mig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du mener Basilios?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg mener en større end Basilios.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(formørket).
 

Ah, så! Det er dette du kommer for at sige mig? Og i denne klædning –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg har ikke valgt denne klædning, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du ikke? Hvem da?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Han, der er større end kejseren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg kender disse galilæiske talemåder. For vort venskabs skyld, spring dette over.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Lad mig da begynde med at sige dig, hvorledes det er gåt til, at du ser mig her, viet til prest i den kirke, som du forfølger.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med et hvast blik).
 

Forfølger! (han stiger atter op på forhøjningen og sætter sig.) Nu kan du tale videre.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du véd, hvad jeg mente om de guddommelige ting under vort glade samliv i Athen. Men fjernt lå det dengang fra min tanke at forsage jordens glæder. Ærelyst eller tørst efter rigdom, det tør jeg nok sige, har aldrig fristet mig; dog blev jeg neppe sandheden tro, hvis jeg vilde nægte, at mit øje og mit sind hang undrende ved al den herlighed, som oplod sig for mig i Grækernes gamle videnskab og kunst. Kævlerierne, alle hine smålige stridigheder i vor kirke, bedrøvede mig dybt; men jeg tog ingen del i dem; jeg tjente mine landsmænd i verdslige ting; videre ikke. – Da kom tidender fra Konstantinopel. Det sagdes, at Konstanzios var død af skræk over dine foretagender og havde indsat dig til sin arving. Modtagen som en overmenneskelig, og med sejrsrygtet flyvende foran dig, var du, Galliens og Germaniens helt, uden sværdslag stegen op på Konstantins sæde. Verden lå for dine fødder. Da kom atter tidender. Verdens herre rusted sig til krig imod himlens herre –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Gregor, hvad fordrister du dig –!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Legemernes herre rusted sig til krig imod sjælenes herre. Jeg står her for dig i kødets frygt og bæven; men jeg tør ikke lyve. Vil du høre sandheden, eller skal jeg tie?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du skal tale, Gregor!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Hvad har ikke mine troesfæller måttet lide allerede i disse få måneder? Hvor mange dødsdomme er ikke bleven afsagte og fuldbyrdede på den grusomste måde? Statsskriveren Gaudenzios, – Artemios, hin forhenværende statholder i Egypten, – begge tribunerne Romanos og Vinzenzios –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du kender ikke disse ting. Jeg siger dig, at retfærdighedens gudinde vilde have udgydt tårer, hvis hine forrædere havde sluppet med livet.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Lad så være, min kejser; men jeg siger dig, at der er fældet én dødsdom, som retfærdighedens gud aldrig kan tilgive dig. Ursulos! Denne mand, som var dig en ven i trængselsfulde dage! Ursulos, som med fare for sit eget liv forstrakte dig med penge i Gallien; Ursulos, hvis hele brøde var hans kristentro og hans oprigtighed –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, dette har du fra din broder Cæsarios!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Straf mig, herre; men skån min broder.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du véd godt, at du intet vover, Gregor! For øvrigt vil jeg give dig ret i, at Nevita har faret for strængt frem.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Ja, denne barbar, hvem det under Grækersminken ikke lykkes at fornægte sin herkomst –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nevita er nidkær for sit hverv, og jeg kan ikke selv være overalt. Over Ursulos har jeg oprigtigt sørget, og jeg beklager dybt, at hverken tid eller omstændigheder tillod mig selv at undersøge hans sag. Jeg havde visselig skånet ham, Gregor! Jeg har også tænkt på at give hans arvinger tilbage, hvad han måtte have efterladt sig.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Høje kejser, du skylder mig intet regnskab for dine handlinger. Jeg har kun villet sige dig, at alle disse tidender slog ned som et lyn både i Cæsaræa og i Nazianz og i de øvrige kappadokiske stæder. Hvorledes skal jeg skildre dig virkningen? Vore indbyrdes tvistemål forstummede under den fælles fare. Mange af kirkens usunde lemmer faldt fra; men i mange ligegyldige hjerter tændtes Herrens lys i en aldrig før anet klarhed. Under alt dette brød trængslerne ind over Guds folk. Hedningerne – ja, min kejser, de, som jeg kalder hedninger – begyndte at true, at forurette, at forfølge os –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Gengæld, – gengæld, Gregor!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Det være langt fra mig at ville forsvare alt, hvad mine troesbrødre kan have forøvet i udskejende iver for kirkens sag. Men du, som er højt oplyst, og som er alles hersker, du tør ikke tåle, at de levende straffes for de dødes fejl. Dette er dog sket i Kappadokia. De kristnes fiender, få i antal, men tørstende efter vinding og brændende af iver efter at være de nye embedsmænd til behag, har vakt uro og bekymring hos befolkningen både i stæderne og på landet. Jeg tænker ikke her nærmest på de forhånelser, vi har måttet lide, ej heller på de krænkelser af vor vel erhvervede ejendomsret, som vi i den senere tid idelig har været udsatte for. Hvad der mest bekymrer mig og alle mine alvorlige brødre, det er den fare, som dette medfører for sjælene. Mange er ubefæstede i troen og mægter ikke ganske at se bort fra de jordiske goder. Den hårde medfart, som nu må døjes af enhver den, der bærer kristennavnet, har allerede havt mere end ét frafald til følge. Herre, dette er et sjæleran fra Guds rige.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, min kloge Gregor, – hvor kan du tale så? Jeg forbauses! Skulde du ikke tvert om, som en god Galilæer, glæde dig over, at eders samfund vorder disse mennesker kvit?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Nådige kejser, jeg er ikke af den mening. Jeg har selv været en ligegyldig i troen, og jeg holder enhver sådan for en syg, der har helbredens mulighed i sig så længe han blir i kirkens skød. Således tænkte også vor lille menighed i Nazianz. Bekymringsfulde brødre og søstre kom sammen for at rådslå om hjælp imod tidens nød. Med dem forenede sig udsendinger fra Cæsaræa og fra de andre stæder. Min fader er affældig, og – som han med sorg bekender – han har ikke det faste uryggelige sind, som i disse trængselens dage kræves af den, der sidder på bispesædet. Da vedtog forsamlingen, at der til hans medhjælper skulde udkåres en yngre mand, som kunde holde Herrens hjord sammen. Valget faldt på mig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg var den tid fraværende på en rejse. Men i mit fravær, og uden at rådspørge mig, indviede min fader mig til prest og sendte mig den prestelige klædning. Dette budskab traf mig i Tiberina, på min landgård, hvor jeg tilbragte nogle dage sammen med min broder og med min ungdomsven Cæsaræeren Basilios. Herre, – var min dødsdom bleven mig forkyndt, det kunde ikke have forfærdet mig mere end dette. Jeg prest! Jeg vilde det, og jeg vilde det ikke. Jeg måtte det, – og jeg turde det ikke. Jeg brødes med Gud Herren, således som patriarken brødes med ham i den gamle pagts dage. Hvad der foregik med mig i den nat, som fulgte på, det véd jeg ikke. Men det véd jeg, at før hanen gol, talte jeg ansigt til ansigt med den korsfæstede. – Da blev jeg hans.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dårskab; dårskab! Jeg kender disse drømme.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 På hjemrejsen kom jeg gennem Cæsaræa. O, hvilken sørgelig tilstand fandt jeg ikke der! Jeg fandt staden fuld af flygtende landboere, som havde forladt hus og hjem, fordi tørken i denne sommer havde sviet sæden af og lagt alle vinberge, alle oljehaver øde. For at undgå hungersdøden havde de tyet til de hungrende. Der lå de – mænd, kvinder og børn – i klynger langs husvæggene; feber rysted dem, sulten grov i deres indvolde. Hvad havde Cæsaræa at byde dem, – denne udarmede ulykkelige stad, som endnu kun halvt har rejst sig efter det store jordskælv for to år siden? Og midt under dette, under brændende hede, under hyppige jordstød, måtte vi se ugudelige offerfester foregå ved dag og nat. De omstyrtede altere genopbyggedes i al hast; offerblodet randt i strømme; gøglere og skøger drev under sang og dans gennem stadens gader. Herre, – kan det undre dig, om mine hårdt prøvede brødre, i den hjemsøgelse, som overgik dem, troede at øjne en himlens straf, fordi de så længe havde tålt vantroen og vantroens forargelige tegn iblandt sig?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvilke tegn sigter du til?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 De opskræmtes, de febersyges råb blev stedse højere; de krævede, at stadens forstandere skulde aflægge for Kristus et håndgribeligt vidnesbyrd ved at lade nedrive, hvad der endnu står som et minde om hedenskabets fordums magt i Cæsaræa.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du vil da vel ikke dermed sige, at –?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Stadens styresmænd lod tillyse et møde, hvor også jeg var tilstede. Du véd, nådigste kejser, at alle templer er borgerskabets ejendom. Borgerne kan altså forføje over dem efter egen fri vilje.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu, nu? Og om så var?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 I hint forfærdelige jordskælv, som overgik Cæsaræa for to år siden, ødelagdes alle templer på et nær.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; Fortunas tempel.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 På det møde, jeg taler om, vedtog menigheden at fuldbyrde Guds straffende værk, som et vidnesbyrd om at de vilde holde sig helt og alene til ham og ikke længere tåle forargelsen i sin midte.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(hæst).
 

Gregor – fordums ven, – har du dit liv kært?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Menigheden fattede da en beslutning, som jeg ikke kunde billige, men som fik næsten alle stemmer for sig. Men da vi frygtede for, at sagen skulde komme i en forvansket skikkelse for dine ører, og måske optænde dig til vrede imod staden, så blev det vedtaget, at en mand skulde begive sig hid for at lade dig vide, hvad vi har besluttet og hvad der nu vil ske. Ophøjede hersker, – der fandtes ingen anden, som var villig til at påtage sig dette hverv. Jeg måtte da påtage mig det. Det er derfor, herre, at jeg her i ydmyghed står for dig og lader dig vide, at vi kristne i Cæsaræa har vedtaget, at det tempel, hvori hedningerne i sin tid dyrkede en falsk guddom under navnet Fortuna, skal nedrives og jævnes med jorden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(springer op).
 

Og dette må jeg fornemme med mine egne ører! Så uhørte ting vover en enkelt mand at sige mig!
 

HOFMÆND, TALERE OG DIGTERE.
 O, fromme kejser, tål ikke dette! Straf denne forvovne!
 

LÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Han er afsindig, herre! Lad ham gå. Se, se, – vanvidet gnistrer ud af hans øjne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, vel må dette kaldes vanvid. Men det er mere end vanvid. At ville nedrive dette udmærkede tempel, oprejst for en ligeså udmærket gudinde! Og er det ikke netop denne gudinde, hvis gunst jeg skylder de gerninger, hvorom selv de fjerneste folkeslag taler? Hvad håb om sejr og held skulde jeg efter denne dag kunne gøre mig, hvis jeg lod sligt ske? – Gregor, jeg befaler dig at rejse tilbage til Cæsaræa og lade borgerne vide, at jeg forbyder dette formastelige værk.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Det er ikke gørligt, herre! Sagen er nu kommen dertil, at den er bleven os et valg imellem menneskefrygt og lydighed under Gud. Vi kan ikke vige.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Da skal I vel få føle, hvor langt kejserens arm rækker!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Kejserens arm er vældig i de jordiske ting; og jeg, som andre, bæver under den.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så vis det i gerning! Ah, I Galilæere, I stoler på mit langmod. Lid ikke på det; thi sandelig –
 

(Larm ved indgangen. Hårskæreren Eunapios, fulgt af flere borgere, styrter ind.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad er dette? Eunapios, hvad er hændt dig?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 O, at mine øjne måtte være vidne til sligt syn!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad syn har du havt?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Se, allernådigste kejser, jeg kommer blodig, forslåt, og dog lykkelig over at være den første, som påkalder din straf –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tal, mand; – hvem har slåt dig?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Tillad mig, herre, at bære min klage frem. Jeg gik i denne morgenstund udenfor byen for at opsøge det lille Venus-tempel, som du nys har ladet sætte i stand. Da jeg kom derud, lød sang og fløjtespil mig imøde. Kvinder opførte skønne danse i forhallen, og indenfor fandt jeg det hele rum fyldt af en jublende skare, mens presterne foran alteret foretog de ofringer, du har påbudt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; og så?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Knapt havde jeg fåt tid til i andagt at vende mine tanker imod denne henrykkende gudinde, hvem jeg særligt ærer og dyrker, – da trængte en stor sværm af unge mænd ind i templet –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dog ikke Galilæere?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Jo, herre, – Galilæere.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Hvilket optrin fulgte så ikke på! Grædende under voldsmændenes skældsord og stokkeslag flygtede hine dansende piger fra forhallen ind til os. Galiæerne faldt over os alle, mishandlede os og forhånede os på den skændigste måde.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(stiger ned af forhøjningen).
 

Vent, vent!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Ak, havde denne overlast blot rammet os alene! Men de utæmmelige gik videre. Ja, nådigste kejser, – med ét ord: alteret er nedrevet, gudindens billedstøtte knust i stykker, offerdyrenes indvolde kastet udenfor til føde for hundene –
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(går op og ned).
 

Vent, vent, vent!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Herre, denne ene mands ord er ikke nok –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ti! (til Eunapios.) Kendte du nogen af disse tempelskændere?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Jeg ikke, herre; men disse borgere kendte flere af dem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tag vagt med eder. Grib så mange af de skyldige, som I kan få fat på. Kast dem i fængsel. De fangne skal navngive de øvrige; og når jeg har dem alle i min magt –
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Hvad da, herre?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det vil bøddelen kunne sige dig. Både du og borgerne i Cæsaræa skal erfare, hvad I har at vente, dersom I med galilæisk stivsind holder fast ved eders forehavende.
 

(Kejseren går i heftig vrede ud til venstre; Eunapios og hans vidner fjerner sig med vagten; den øvrige forsamling skilles ad.)
 

(Et torv i Antiokia. I forgrunden til højre munder en gade ud på torvet; til venstre i baggrunden ser man ind i et trangt og bugtet stræde.)
 

(En stor menneskemængde opfylder torvet. Sælgere råber med kramvarer. På flere steder er borgerne stimlet sammen i ivrigt talende klynger.)
 

EN BORGER.
 Men, du gode himmelens Gud, hvad tid skede denne ulykke.
 

EN ANDEN BORGER.
 Imorges, siger jeg; ganske tidligt imorges.
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(som er kommen gående fra gaden til højre).
 

Kære mand, finder du det passende at kalde dette en ulykke? Jeg kalder det en forbrydelse, og det, til og med, en højst fræk forbrydelse.
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Ja, ja; det er ganske sandt; det var højst frækt gjort.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Tænke sig til – ja, er det ikke overfaldet i Venus-templet I taler om? Jo. Tænke sig til, siger jeg, på en tid, da kejseren selv er i staden –! Og så at vælge en dag som denne, – en dag –
 

EN TREDJE BORGER

(nærmer sig de talende).
 

Hør, sig mig, gode fremmede, hvad er det egentlig –?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Jeg siger, en dag som denne, da vor ophøjede hersker selv vil forrette ved Apollon-festen.
 

DEN TREDJE BORGER.
 Ja, visst, det véd jeg; men hvorfor fængsler man disse kristne?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hvad? Fængsler man dem? Er man virkelig kommen dem på spor? (høje skrig høres.) Hyss; hvad er det? Ja, ved guderne, tror jeg ikke, man har dem!
 

(En gammel kvinde, forstyrret og med udslåt hår, baner sig vej gennem menneskemassen; hun er omringet af andre kvinder, som forgæves søger at holde hende tilbage.)
 

DEN GAMLE KVINDE.
 Hold ikke på mig! Han er min eneste; han er min alderdoms barn! Slip mip; slip mig! Kan da ingen sige mig, hvor jeg skal finde kejseren?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hvad vil du kejseren, gamle moder?
 

DEN GAMLE KVINDE.
 Jeg vil have min søn igen. Hjælp mig! Min søn! Hilarion! O, tænk, de tog ham fra mig! De brød ind i huset til os, – og så tog de ham!
 

EN AF BORGERNE

(til Fokion).
 

Hvem er denne kvinde?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hvad? Kender du ikke enken Publia, – salmesyngersken?
 

BORGEREN.
 Ah, ja, ja, ja!
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Hilarion! Mit barn! Hvad vil de gøre med ham? Ah, se, Fokion, – er du der? En Guds lykke, at jeg traf en kristen broder –
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hyss, stille, stille; skrig ikke så; kejseren kommer.
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 O, den ugudelige kejser! Vredens herre hjemsøger os for hans synders skyld; hungersnød hærjer landene; jorden skælver under os!
 

(En deling soldater kommer fra gaden til højre.)
 

DELINGS-FØREREN.
 Til side; gør plads her!
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 O, kom, gode Fokion; – hjælp mig for vort venskabs og vort broderskabs skyld –
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Er du gal, kvinde? Jeg kender dig ikke.
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Hvad? Kender du mig ikke? Er du ikke farveren Fokion? Er du ikke søn af –?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Jeg er ikke søn af nogen. Gå fra mig, kvinde! Du er jo gal. Jeg kender dig ikke; jeg har aldrig set dig.
 

(han skynder sig ind i trængselen.)
 

EN UNDERFØRER

(med soldater fra højre).
 

Gør ryddigt her!
 

(Soldaterne trænger menneskemængden ind imod husvæggene. Den gamle Publia falder om i kvindernes arme til venstre. Alle stirrer forventningsfuldt henad gaden.)
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(i klyngen bag vagtposterne til højre).
 

Ja, ved solens gud, kommer han ikke der, den velsignede herre!
 

EN SOLDAT.
 Træng ikke så på der bag!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Kan I se ham? Den mand med det hvide bind om panden, det er kejseren.
 

EN BORGER.
 Den mand, som er ganske hvidklædt?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ja, ja, netop han.
 

BORGEREN.
 Men hvorfor er han hvidklædt?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Rimeligvis for hedens skyld; – eller nej, bi lidt, jeg tænker, det er som offerprest, at han –
 

EN ANDEN BORGER.
 Vil da kejseren ofre selv?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ja, kejser Julian gør alting selv.
 

EN TREDJE BORGER.
 Han ser ikke så vældig ud som kejser Konstanzios.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Det synes jeg dog. Han er ikke så høj som den forrige kejser; men så er hans arme længere end hins. Og så har han et blik, – o, I venner –! Ja, nu kan I ikke se det; han slår øjet ærbart ned under gangen. Ja, ærbar er han, det må I tro. Kvinder ser han ikke til. Jeg tør sværge på, at siden hans hustrus død har han ikke ret mange gange –; jeg skal sige eder, han skriver hele natten. Derfor er også hans fingre ofte så sorte som en farvers; ja, ligesom mine. Jeg er også farver. I må tro, jeg kender kejseren bedre end de fleste. Jeg er barnefødt her i staden; men jeg har levet femten år i Konstantinopel indtil nu for ganske nylig –
 

EN BORGER.
 Skulde der være noget i det rygte, at kejseren tænker at bo her stadigt?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Jeg kender kejserens hårskærer, og han siger det. Gid nu bare ikke disse skammelige optøjer måtte ægge ham altfor meget.
 

EN BORGER.
 Ak, ak, det skulde være harmeligt!
 

EN ANDEN BORGER.
 Blev kejseren her, så faldt der lidt af til os alle.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Det havde også jeg stolet på; derfor flytted jeg over. Men nu får vi gøre vort bedste, venner; når kejseren kommer forbi, vil vi opløfte glade tilråb både til ham og til Apollon.
 

EN BORGER

(til en anden).
 

Hvad er det egentlig for en Apollon, som folk er begyndt at tale så meget om?
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Ej, det er jo presten i Korinth, – han, som vandede, hvad den hellige Paulus havde plantet.
 

DEN FØRSTE BORGER.
 Ja så; ja, nu synes jeg, jeg mindes det.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ej, ej, ej, det er ikke den Apollon; det er en ganske anden; det er sol-kongen, – den store lyrespillende Apollon.
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Ah så; den Apollon! Er han bedre?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ja, det skulde jeg mene. – Se, se, der kommer han. O, den højst velsignede herre!
 

(Kejser Julian, klædt som yppersteprest, kommer omgiven af offerprester og tempeltjenere. Hofmænd og lærde, hvoriblandt læreren Hekebolios, har sluttet sig til toget; ligeså borgerfolk. Foran kejseren går fløjtespillere og harpeslagere. Soldater og stadstjenere med lange stokke gør ryddigt foran og på siderne.)
 

MÆNGDEN PÅ TORVET

(klapper i hænderne).
 

Priset være kejseren! Lovet være Julian, helten og den lykkebringende!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hilset være Julian og sol-kongen! Leve Apollon!
 

BORGERNE

(i forgrunden til højre).
 

Kejser, kejser, bliv længe iblandt os!
 

(Kejser Julian giver et tegn med hånden; toget standser.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Borgere af Antiokia! Ikke véd jeg i hast at nævne den ting, der skulde kunne fryde mit hjerte mere, end disse eders opmuntrende tilråb. Og vel kan mit hjerte tiltrænge denne vederkvægelse. Det var med åndens nedslagenhed, at jeg tiltrådte denne vandring, der skulde være en glædens og en opløftelsens gang. Ja, jeg vil ikke lægge skjul på det, jeg var imorges ikke langt fra at bringes ud af den sindets ligevægt, som det for en visdomselsker er sømmeligst at bevare under alle tilskikkelser. Men skulde nogen nænne at gå i rette med mig herfor? Jeg giver enhver at betænke, hvilke formasteligheder man andetsteds pønser på og her allerede har sat i værk.
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Herre, herre!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 O, fromme og retsindige kejser, straf disse forvovne!
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Herre, giv mig Hilarion igen!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Alle gode borgere anråber om din yndest for staden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Søg at vinde gudernes yndest, da har I visselig min. Og er det ikke billigt, at Antiokia heri går foran? Er det ikke, som om sol-gudens øje med særligt velbehag hvilte på denne stad? Forhør eder hos vidt berejste mænd, og I skal erfare, i hvilket sørgeligt overmål det andetsteds er lykkedes vildfarelsen at lægge vore hellige steder øde. Hvad står tilbage? En levning hist og her; og intet af det bedste. Men hos eder, I borgere af Antiokia! O, mine øjne fyldtes med glædestårer, da jeg første gang så denne uforlignelige helligdom, Apollons eget hus, som man neppe skulde kunne tænke sig opført af menneskehænder. Står ikke den herliges billede derinde som før i ukrænket skønhed? Ikke en kant er afhakket eller smuldret på hans alter; ikke en revne er at se i de ranke bærende støtter. O, når jeg betænker dette, – når jeg føler bindet om min pande, – når jeg ser nedad denne klædning, der er mig dyrebarere end purpurkåben, da fornemmer jeg gudens nærhed i en hellig isnen. Se, se, lyset sittrer om os i herlighed! Føl, føl, luften er svanger med friske kranses duft! Skønne jord, lysets og livets hjem, glædens hjem, og lykkens og skønhedens hjem, – hvad du var, skal du vorde! – I sol-kongens favn! Mithra, Mithra! Fremad på vor sejrsgang!
 

(Toget sætter sig atter, under mængdens bifaldsråb, i bevægelse, men de forreste standser ved indgangen til det trange stræde, hvorigennem et andet tog kommer ned imod torvet.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad hindrer os?
 

LÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Nådigste herre, der er noget på færde oppe i gaden.
 

SANG

(langt borte).
 

Saligt at lide, saligt at dødes;
 

saligt bag trængslernes dal at opstå.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Galilæerne, herre! Man har dem!
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Hilarion!
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Man har dem! Jeg hører lænkerne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Forbi dem –!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(ilsomt gennem mængden).
 

Det er lykkedes over al måde, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvem er de, disse skamløse?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Nogle af dem er borgere her af staden; men de fleste skal være flygtende landmænd fra Kappadokia.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil ikke se dem. Fremad, har jeg befalet!
 

FANGERNES SANG

(nærmere).
 

Saligt, med henfarne blodvidner mødes,
 

saligt, martyriets krans at få.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 De afsindige. Ikke så nær til mig! Vagt, vagt
 

(Begge tog er imidlertid stødt sammen i trængselen. Apollontoget nødes til at gøre holdt, medens toget med fangerne, mænd i lænker, omgivne af soldater og ledsagede af en stor menneskemængde, skrider forbi.)
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Mit barn! Hilarion!
 

HILARION

(blandt fangerne).
 

Glæd dig, min moder!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 I arme forvildede! Når jeg hører vanvidet således tale ud af eder, da tviler jeg næsten på, at jeg har ret til at straffe eder.
 

EN ANDEN STEMME

(blandt fangerne).
 

Til side; tag ikke tornekronen fra os.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nat og rædsel, – hvilken røst er det!
 

VAGTFØREREN.
 Herre, det var denne, som talte.
 

(han støder frem en af fangerne, en ung mand, der holder en halvvoksen yngling ved hånden.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med et skrig).
 

Agathon!
 

FANGEN

(ser på ham og tier).
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Agathon, Agathon! Svar mig; er du ikke Agathon?
 

FANGEN.
 Jo.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du imellem disse! Tal til mig!
 

AGATHON.
 Jeg kender dig ikke.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du kender mig ikke? Du véd ikke, hvem jeg er?
 

AGATHON.
 Jeg véd, at du er jordens herre; derfor kendes jeg ikke ved dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og barnet –? Er det din unge broder? (til vagtføreren.) Denne mand må være uskyldig.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Herre, denne mand er just lederen af det hele. Han har selv tilståt det; ja, han har endog rost sig af sin gerning.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så sælsomt kan da hunger og sygdom og ulykke forvilde et menneskes sind. (til fangerne.) Sig blot med et ord, at I angrer, og der skal intet ondt tilføjes eder.
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA

(skriger).
 

Sig det ikke, Hilarion!
 

AGATHON.
 Vær stærk, kære broder!
 

KVINDEN PUBLIA.
 Gå, gå til det, som venter dig, min eneste!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hør og betænk jer, I andre –
 

AGATHON

(til fangerne).
 

Vælg mellem Kristus og kejseren!
 

FANGERNE.
 Lovet være Herren i det høje!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Forfærdelig er Galilæerens vildledende magt Dette må knækkes. Forbi dem, de vederstyggelige! De skygger for glæden; de mørkner dagen med sin rugende dødslængsel. – Fløjtespillere, – mænd, kvinder, – stem i! Sang, – sang til pris for liv og lys og lykke!
 

APOLLON-TOGET

(synger).
 

Dejligt at køles af rosernes krans;
 

dejligt at vugges i soldagens glans!
 

FANGETOGET.
 Saligt at sænkes i blodfyldte grave;
 

saligt at afdø mod himmelens have!
 

APOLLON-TOGET.
 Dejligt at ånde i virakens flod.
 

FANGETOGET.
 Saligt at kvæles i osende blod.
 

APOLLON-TOGET.
 Nydelsens fyldte flømmende skåler
 

rigt du, Apollon, din dyrker tilmåler.
 

FANGETOGET.
 Fræsende brandsår og flåede ben
 

     heles af Én!
 

APOLLON-TOGET.
 Dejligt at juble i solhåbs-gløden!
 

FANGETOGET.
 Saligt at våndes i bloddåbsdøden!
 

(Begge tog har under sangen passeret hinanden. Mængde på torvet ser til i dump stilhed.)
 

(Den hellige lund omkring Apollons tempel. Forhallen, båren af søjler, og hvortil en bred trappe fører op, ses mellem træerne i baggrunden til venstre.)
 

(En mængde mennesker løber forskrækkede og under høje klageråb omkring i lunden. Langt borte høres musiken fra festtoget.)
 

KVINDER.
 Forbarmelse! Nu skalv jorden igen!
 

EN FLYGTENDE MAND.
 Hvilken rædsel! Tordenslag under fødderne –
 

EN ANDEN MAND.
 Var det virkelig så? Var det jorden, som skalv?
 

EN KVINDE.
 Følte du det ikke? Træet der svajed, så det suste i løvkronen.
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Hør, hør, hør!
 

NOGLE.
 Det er vogne inde på brostenene.
 

ANDRE.
 Det er trommer. Hør musiken –; kejseren kommer!
 

(Apollon-toget ses kommende fra højre side gennem lunden og opstiller sig under spil af fløjter og harper i en halvkreds foran templet.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(vendt imod templet, med oprakte hænder).
 

Jeg modtager varslet! – Så nær har jeg aldrig følt mig i forbund med de udødelige guder. Buesvingeren er iblandt os. Jorden drønner under hans hæl, således, som den drønnede fordum, da han i vrede tramped den trojanske strandbred. Men det er ikke imod os, at han retter det rynkede bryn. Det er imod hine ulykkelige, som hader ham og hans solskinnende rige. Ja, – så visst, som lykkens eller ulykkens fylde giver den rette målestok for gudernes yndest imod de dødelige, – så visst åbenbarer sig her forskellen imellem os og hine. Hvor er Galilæerne nu? Nogle under bøddelens hænder, andre flygtende i de trange stræder, askegrå af rædsel, med udspilte øjne, – et skrig mellem de halvåbne tænder –, og med håret rejsende sig i skræk eller afrevet i fortvilelse. Og hvor er vi? Her, i Dafnes friske lund, hvor dryaders duftende ånde køler vore tindinger, – her, foran den herliges herlige tempel, ombølget af lyrers og af fløjters klang, – her, i lys, i lykke, i tryghed, og med guden selv åbenbaret iblandt os. Hvor er Galilæernes gud? Hvor er Jøden, hin korsfæstede tømmermandssøn? Lad ham åbenbare sig. Han vogter sig nok! Og derfor sømmer det sig vel at fylde helligdommen. Der vil jeg med egne hænder forrette den tjeneste, som så langt fra tykkes mig ringe og upassende, at jeg tvert om sætter den over enhver anden.
 

(Han går i spidsen for toget gennem folkemængden hen imod templet.)
 

EN STEMME

(råber i trængselen).
 

Stands, ugudelige!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 En Galilæer iblandt os?
 

DEN SAMME STEMME.
 Ikke videre, gudsfornægter!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvo er den mand, som taler?
 

ANDRE STEMMER I HOBEN.
 En Galilæer-prest. En blind olding. Her står han.
 

ATTER ANDRE.
 Væk, væk med den skamløse!
 

(En gammel blind mand, i prestelig klædning, og støttet af to, ligeledes presteligt klædte, yngre mænd, stødes frem så han kommer til at stå nedenfor tempeltrappen og foran kejseren.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, hvad må jeg se! Sig mig, gamle mand, er ikke du biskop Maris af Kalkedon?
 

DEN GAMLE MAND.
 Jo, jeg er denne vor kirkes uværdigste tjener.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Den uværdigste kalder du dig; og jeg tror ikke, at du har så ganske uret. Hvis jeg ikke fejler, har du været en af dem, som ivrigst har sat splid imellem Galilæerne indbyrdes.
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Jeg har gjort det, som tynger mig dybere ned i anger. Da du tog herredømmet, og dit sindelag rygtedes, da omspændtes mit hjerte af en usigelig angst. Alderdomssvækket, og blind, som jeg var, gav jeg ikke den tanke rum, at sætte mig op imod jordens mægtige herre. Ja, – Gud være mig nådig – jeg forlod den hjord, jeg var sat til at skærme, drog mig forsagt ud af alt det, som truende samlede sig om Herrens menighed, og søgte ly her i Syrien på min landgård –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se, se; yderst sælsomt! Og du, denne forsagte mand, som før har skattet kejserens yndest så højt, du træder nu frem for mig, som du nys har gjort, og kaster mig et forhånelsens tilråb lige i ansigtet!
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Nu frygter jeg dig ikke længer; thi nu har Kristus helt og holdent mit hjerte. I kirkens trængsels-tid gik dens lys og herlighed op for mig. Alt det blod, du udgyder, – al den vold og uret, som du øver, skriger imod himlen, slår med vælde tilbage, runger for mit døve øre og viser mig i min blindheds nat, hvad vej jeg har at gå.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Drag hjem, gamle mand!
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Ikke før du har lovet at afstå fra denne din djævelske fremfærd. Hvad tænker du på? Vil støvet rejse sig imod ånden? Vil jordens herre styrte himlens herre? Ser du da ikke, at vredens dag er over os for dine synders skyld? Kilderne udtørres, ligesom øjne, der har grædt sig læns. Skyerne, der skulde lade frugtbarhedens manna falde over os, drager vore hoveder forbi og udgyder sig ikke. Den jord, som har været forbandet siden dagenes morgen, den skælver og bæver under kejserens blodskyld!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad gunst venter du af din gud for denne overvættes nidkærhed, tåbelige olding? Håber du på, at din galilæiske mester, lig fordum, skal gøre et underværk og skænke dig dit syn igen?
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Jeg har det syn, jeg ønsker; og jeg takker Herren, at han slukte mit legemlige øje, så jeg forskånes for at se den mand, der går i en grufuldere nat end jeg.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Plads for mig!
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Hvorhen?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 I sol-kongens hus.
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Du går ikke. Jeg forbyder dig det i den enestes navn!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vanvittige gubbe! – Væk med ham!
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Ja, læg hånd på mig! Men hvo der vover det, hans hånd skal visne. Vredens Gud skal åbenbare sig i sin vælde –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Din gud er ingen vældig gud. Jeg skal vise dig, at kejseren er stærkere end han –
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Fortabt! – Så lyser jeg da forbandelsen over dig, du kirkens frafaldne søn!
 

LÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS

(bleg).
 

Herre og kejser, lad ikke dette ske!
 

BISKOP MARIS

(med høj røst).
 

Forbandet være du, Julianos Apostata! Forbandet være du, kejser Julian! Gud Herren har udspyttet dig af sin mund! Forbandet være dine øjne og dine hænder! Forbandet være dit hoved og al din gerning! Ve, ve, ve over apostaten! Ve, ve, ve – –
 

(Et hult rullende drøn fornemmes. Templets tag og søjler vakler og synes at styrte sammen under et tordnende brag, medens hele bygningen indhylles i en støvsky. Mængden udstøder et forfærdelsens skrig; mange flygter, andre falder til jorden. En stund er der åndeløs stilhed. Lidt efter lidt synker støvskyen, og man ser Apollons tempel i ruiner.)
 

BISKOP MARIS

(hvis begge ledsagere er flygtede, står alene og siger dæmpet):
 

Gud talte.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(bleg og med dæmpet røst).
 

Apollon talte. Hans tempel var besmittet; derfor knuste han det.
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Og jeg siger dig, det var den Herre, som lagde Jerusalems tempel i grus.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvis så er, da skal Galilæerens kirker stænges, og hans prester skal under svøbeslag piskes til at rejse dette tempel igen.
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Prøv, afmægtige! Hvo mægted at rejse Jerusalems tempel, da Golgatas fyrste havde lyst forstyrrelsen over det?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg skal mægte det! Kejseren skal mægte det! Eders gud skal gøres til løgner. Sten på sten skal jeg opbygge hint Jerusalems tempel, i pragt og herlighed, som det var i Salomos dage.
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 Ikke sten skal det lykkes dig at føje til sten; thi det er forbandet af Herren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vent, vent; du skal få se – ifald du kunde se – du, som står der forladt og hjælpeløs, famlende ud i natten uden at vide, hvorhen du skal flytte din fod.
 

BISKOP MARIS.
 For mig lyser det lyn, som engang skal slå dig og dine.
 

(Han famler sig ud. Kejser Julian står tilbage, omringet af en liden bleg og skrækslagen skare.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(I Antiokia. En åben søjlegang med billedstøtter og et vandspring foran. På venstre side, inde i søjlegangen, fører en trappe op til det kejserlige palats.)
 

(En skare hofmænd, lærere, digtere og talere, blandt dem livlægen Oribases og digteren Herakleos, er forsamlet, dels inde i søjlegangen, dels foran omkring vandspringet; de fleste af dem er klædte i forrevne kapper med filtret hår og skæg.)
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Dette levnet holder jeg ikke længe ud. Stå op med solen, gå i koldt bad, løbe og fægte sig træt bagefter –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Det er dog alt tilhobe ret sundt.
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Er det også sundt at æde havtang og rå fisk?
 

EN HOFMAND.
 Er det sundt at skulle sluge kødet i store stykker, ganske blodigt, som det kommer fra slagteren?
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Kød har jeg ikke set meget af i den sidste uge. Det meste går til ofringerne. Jeg tror, at inden føje tid vil man kunne sige om de højst ærværdige guder, at de er de eneste kødædere i Antiokia.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Du er endnu den gamle spottefugl, o Herakleos!
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Ej, hvad tænker du, ven? Det være langt fra mig at spotte kejserens vise forordninger. Velsignet være kejser Julian! Træder han ikke i de udødeliges fodspor? Thi, sig mig, synes der ikke at være indført en viss sparsomhed også i det guddommelige hushold?
 

EN HOFMAND.
 Ha-ha-ha; du har ikke så ganske uret.
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Se blot til Kybele, denne fordum så overflødige gudinde, hvis billede kejseren nylig har genfundet i en askegrube –
 

EN ANDEN HOFMAND.
 Det var i en møgdynge –
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Vel troligt; Kybele har jo med det frugtbargørende at skaffe. Men se blot til denne gudinde, siger jeg; – til trods for de hundrede bryster, flyder hun hverken af mælk eller honning.
 

(En kreds af leende tilhørere har samlet sig om ham. Mens han taler er kejser Julian kommen frem oppe på trappen i søjlegangen uden at bemærkes af dem, der står nedenfor. Han bærer en pjaltet kappe, sammenbunden med et reb; hår og skæg er uredt, fingrene tilsmudsede af blæk; i begge hænder, under armene og indstukne i bæltet holder han bunker af pergamentruller og papirer. Han standser og lytter til Herakleos med alle tegn på forbittrelse.)
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS

(vedblivende).
 

Ja, det lader virkelig til, at denne verdens amme er bleven gold. Man skulde næsten tro, hun var kommen ud over den alder, da kvinderne –
 

EN HOFMAND

(som har fåt øje på kejseren).
 

Fy, fy, Herakleos, – skam dig dog!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(giver hofmanden et vink, at han skal tie).
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS

(fortsætter).
 

Så lad hende fare. Men går det ikke ligeså med Ceres? Lægger hun ikke for dagen en højst sørgelig – jeg kunde næsten kalde det kejserlig – gærrighed? Ja, tro mig, havde vi lidt mere samkvem med det høje Olymp nuomstunder, vilde vi få mange lignende ting at høre. Jeg tør sværge på, at nektar og ambrosia tilmåles så knapt, som vel muligt. O Zeus, hvor må du ikke være bleven slunken! O, du skalkagtige Dionysos, hvor meget er der vel nu tilovers af dine lænders fylde? O, du lystne, let-rødmende Venus, – o, du alle ægtemænd nærgående Mars –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(i fuld vrede).
 

O, du højst uforskammede Herakleos! O, du lumpne, galdespyende giftmund –
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Ah, min nådige kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, du frække forhåner af alle ophøjede ting! Så det skulde altså times mig, – det, at måtte høre din kvækkende tunge i den samme stund jeg træder fra min bogsal ud i den friske morgenluft! (han kommer nærmere.) Véd du, hvad jeg her holder under min venstre arm? Nej, det véd du ikke. Det er et stridsskrift imod dig, du bespottelige og gækkelige Herakleos!
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Hvad, min kejser, – imod mig?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, et stridsskrift imod dig. Et stridsskrift, som jeg i denne nat har forfattet i vrede. Eller måtte jeg kanske ikke optændes til vrede over din højst usømmelige opførsel igår? Hvad var det, du tillod dig i læresalen i mit og mange andre alvorlige mænds påhør? Måtte vi ikke flere timer i rad døje hine skammelige fabler om guderne, som du gav til bedste? Hvor turde du komme frem med slige opdigtelser? Var det ikke løgn alt tilhobe fra først til sidst?
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Ak, min kejser, hvis du kalder det at lyve, så har både Ovid og Lukian løjet.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad andet? O, jeg kan ikke udsige, hvilken harme der betog mig, da jeg fornam, hvor din ublu tale bar hen. „Menneske, lad intet overraske dig”, således fristedes jeg til med komedieskriveren at udbryde, da jeg hørte dig, lig en ragget bondekøter, fremgø – ikke taknemmelighedsråb, men nogle urimelige ammestue-fortællinger, der til og med var tåbeligt affattede. Thi disse vers var slette, Herakleos; – jeg har vist det her i skriftet. Ja, hvilken lyst følte jeg ikke til at rejse mig fra mit sæde og gå bort, da jeg så dig fremføre både Dionysos og hin store udødelige, efter hvem du er opkaldt, ligesom på et theater. Men når jeg betvang mig og blev siddende, så kan jeg forsikkre dig, at det skede mindre af hensyn til digteren end til skuespillerne – om jeg tør kalde dem så. Dog skede det mest af hensyn til mig selv. Thi måtte jeg ikke nære frygt for, at det skulde se ud, som om jeg flygtede lig en opskræmt due? Se, derfor lod jeg mig ikke mærke med noget, men foreholdt mig i stilhed hint vers af Homer:
 

     „Bær det, mit hjerte, en stakket tid; tungere ting har du udholdt.
 

     Tål, som før, at en galen hund håner de evige guder”.
 

Ja, vi får vel døje dette og mere. Tiden er ikke bedre end som så. Vis mig den lykkelige, hvem det blev forundt at bevare sine øjne og ører ubesmittede i denne jernalder!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Jeg beder dig, min høje herre, at du ikke forivrer dig? Lad det være dig en trøst, at vi alle hørte med uvilje på denne mands tåbeligheder.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det er ingenlunde sandt! Jeg mærkede på de flestes ansigter noget ganske andet end uvilje, hver gang denne skamløse gøgler fremplaprede sine utérligheder og derhos så sig om i kredsen med et fedt smil, ret som om han havde gjort noget, der var at rose sig af.
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Ak, min kejser, jeg er højst ulykkelig –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, det må du vel være; thi det er i sandhed ikke småting, dette. Eller har kanske ikke fortællingerne om guderne en stor hensigt og et vigtigt mål? Er ikke disse fortællinger blevne til i det øjemed at føre menneskeånden ad en både behagelig og let vej opad til de løndomsfulde boliger, hvor den højeste gud hersker, – og derved gøre sjælene dygtige til at forenes med ham? Hvad ellers? Er det ikke af denne grund, at de gamle digtere opfandt deslige fortællinger, og er det ikke derfor, at både Platon og andre gentog dem, eller vel endog forøged deres tal? Jeg siger eder, at udenfor dette øjemærke er hine fortællinger kun til nytte for børn og barbarer, – ja, knapt nok det. Men var det da børn og barbarer, du havde for dig igår? Hvorfra henter du den dristighed at tale til mig, som om jeg var et barn? Mener du, at du er bleven en vismand og har fåt ret til vismandens frisprog, fordi du har iført dig en forreven kappe og taget tiggerstaven i hånd?
 

EN HOFMAND.
 O, hvor sandt sagt, min kejser! Nej, nej, der hører visselig mere til.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så? Gør der virkelig? Og hvad da? Kanske det, at lade håret gro og aldrig at rense sine negler? O, du hykleriske Kleon! Men jeg kender eder alle tilhobe. Her i skriftet har jeg givet eder et navn, som –; nu skal I få høre –
 

(Han blader i papirbunkerne. I det samme kommer taleren Libanios, rigt klædt og med en hovmodig mine, ind fra højre.)
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(dæmpet).
 

Ah, hvilket held at du kom, højt hædrede Libanios!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(fremdeles bladende).
 

Hvor står det dog –?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS

(til Oribases).
 

Hvad held mener du, ven?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Kejseren er i stor vrede; dit komme vil formilde ham.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, se her har jeg det – (fortrædelig.) Hvad vil det menneske?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, det er –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Godt, godt, godt! Nu skal I få høre, om jeg kender eder eller ikke. Der gives iblandt de ulykkelige Galilæere et antal rasende, som kalder sig bodfærdige. Disse kaster vrag på alt jordisk gods, men kræver dog store gaver af alle de tåbelige, der hylder dem lig hellige og næsten tilbedelsesværdige. Se, disse folk ligner I, på det nær, at jeg intet skænker eder. Thi jeg er ikke så tåbelig som hine. Ja, ja, hvis jeg ikke var fast i det stykke, så vilde I snart overløbe hoffet med eders uforskammethed. Eller gør I det ikke allerede? Er der ikke mange iblandt eder, som vilde komme igen, selv om jeg jog dem bort? O, mine kære venner, hvad skal dette føre til? Er I visdomselskere? Er I efterfølgere af Diogenes, hvis klædning og lader I har taget på? I sandhed, man ser eder ikke nær så ofte i læresalene som hos min skatmester. O, hvor er dog ikke visdommen bleven en jammerlig og foragtelig ting for eders skyld! O, I hyklere og højst uvidende talere! O, I – – men hvad vil dog den fede mand hist henne?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, det er stadsforstanderen –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Stadsforstanderen får vente. De sager, her handles om, går foran alle ringere ting. Eller hvad? Denne mand har en så utålmodig mine. Er det da så vigtigt –?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ingenlunde, herre; jeg kan komme igen en anden dag.
 

(han vil gå.)
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, kender du ikke denne udmærkede mand igen? Det er veltalenhedslæreren Libanios.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad? Libanios? Umuligt, Libanios – den uforlignelige Libanios – skulde være her? Hvor er det tænkeligt?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Jeg trode kejseren vidste, at borgerne i Antiokia havde valgt mig til formand for stadsforstanderne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sikkerlig vidste jeg det. Men da jeg holdt mit indtog i staden og forstanderne kom mig imøde for at hilse mig med en tale, da så jeg mig forgæves om efter Libanios. Libanios var ikke iblandt dem.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Kejseren havde ikke ytret noget ønske om at høre Libanios tale ved den lejlighed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Taleren Libanios burde vide, hvad kejseren ønsker i så måde.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Libanios vidste ikke, hvad tid og adskillelse kunde have virket. Libanios fandt det derfor sømmeligst at stille sig blandt mængden. Der stod han på et visselig ikke ubemærkeligt sted; men det behagede ikke kejseren at lade sine øjne falde på ham.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg trode dog, at du dagen efter modtog mit brev –?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Priskos, din nye ven, bragte mig det.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og ikke des mindre – eller måske derfor – holdt du dig borte –?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Hovedpine og vigtige sysler –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ak, Libanios, fordum gjorde du dig ikke så kostbar.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Jeg kommer, når man indbyder mig. Skulde jeg være påtrængende? Skulde jeg gå den af kejseren højt hædrede Maximos i vejen?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Maximos viser sig aldrig ved hoffet.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Rimeligt nok. Maximos holder selv hof. Kejseren har jo indrømmet ham et helt palats.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, min Libanios, har jeg ikke indrømmet dig mit hjerte? Hvor kan du da misunde Maximos hans palats?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Jeg misunder ingen. Jeg misunder ikke engang mine medbrødre Themisteos og Mamertinos, skønt du har vist dem så store prøver på din yndest. Ej heller misunder jeg Hekebolios, hvis ejendomme du har forøget med så anselige gaver. Ja, jeg er endog glad ved, at jeg er den eneste, hvem du intet har skænket. Thi jeg fatter vel grunden til denne undtagelse. Du har villet, at dit kejserriges stæder skal have overflod på alt, og fornemmelig på veltalenhed, vel vidende, at dette er den udmærkelse, som skiller os fra barbarerne. Nu har du frygtet for, at jeg – ligesom visse andre – skulde blive lunken i min kunst, hvis du skænkte mig rigdom. Kejseren har derfor foretrukket at lade sin ungdomslærer forblive fattig, på det at han kunde knyttes desto fastere til sin håndtering. Det er på denne vis jeg udtyder en adfærd, som har forundret nogle, hvis navne jeg helst fortier. Det er for statens hæders og vels skyld, at du ikke har givet mig noget. Du vil, at jeg skal mangle rigdom, for at jeg kan have overflod på veltalenhed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og jeg, min Libanios, har også fattet grunden til, at min ungdomslærer har ladet mig blive her i Antiokia i flere måneder uden at fremstille sig. Libanios har rimeligvis ment, at de tjenester, som hans fordums lærling kan have ydet guderne og staten eller videnskaben, ikke var store nok til med rette at fortjene lovprisning af den mand, der kaldes veltalenhedslærernes konge. Libanios har sagtens ment, at ringere talere egnede sig bedst for så middelmådige ting. End videre har vel Libanios undladt alt dette af omsorg for mit sinds ligevægt. Ja, du har visselig frygtet for at se kejseren beruset af overmod, ravende, lig den, der i tørstighed har drukket med altfor stort begær af en løvkranset vinskål, dersom du ødslede på ham noget af den kunst, som alle Grækere beundrer hos dig, og derved i visse måder hævede ham til gudernes højde ved at udgyde for ham et så kostbart offer.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ak, min kejser, ifald jeg kunde tro, at min tale rummede en sådan magt –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og det skulde du ikke kunne tro, du uforlignelige ven? O, gå fra mig, jeg er vred på dig, Libanios! Men det er elskerens vrede imod den han elsker.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Er det virkelig så? O, min kronede broder, lad mig da sige dig, at siden din hidkomst er ingen dag gåt til ende, uden at jeg har forbandet den standhaftighed, som ikke tillod mig at gøre det første skridt. Mine venner lod – ikke uden et visst skin af ret – give tilkende, at du skulde have foretaget denne lange rejse nærmest for at se mig og høre mig tale. Men Julian selv lod ikke høre fra sig. Hvad skulde jeg så gøre? Skulde jeg smigre den kejser, hvem jeg elskede som menneske?
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(omfavner og kysser ham).
 

Min Libanios?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS

(kysser kejser Julian igen).
 

Min ven og broder!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Hvor hædrende for begge!
 

HOFMÆND OG LÆRERE

(klapper i hænderne).
 

Hvor skønt! Hvor ophøjet!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, Libanios, du slemme ven, – hvor kunde du bære over dit hjerte at forholde mig dette glædelige øjeblik i så lang en tid? I de uger og måneder jeg ventede på dig, var mit åsyn indhyllet i et skytisk mørke.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ak, du var dog bedre stillet end jeg; thi du havde dog nogen, med hvem du kunde tale om din fraværende ven.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sig ikke så. Jeg havde kun de stakkels forelskedes trøst; den nemlig, bedrøvet at gentage dit navn og udråbe: Libanios, Libanios!
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ah, mens du talte så til den tomme luft, talte jeg til mit kammers fire vægge. De fleste af døgnets timer tilbragte jeg i sengen og udmalede mig, hvem der nu var hos dig, – snart denne, snart hin. Fordum var det anderledes, sagde jeg til mig selv, – da var det mig, som havde Julians øre.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og imidlertid lod du mig sygne hen af længsel. Se på mig. Er jeg ikke bleven et århundrede ældre?
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 O, er da ikke jeg undergåt en lige så stor forandring? Du kendte mig jo ikke igen.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dette møde har for os begge været et bad, hvoraf vi opstiger helbredede. (de omfavner og kysser hinanden på ny.) Og nu, min inderlig kære, nu siger du mig, hvad der idag har drevet dig hid; thi jeg kan ikke tvile på, at du kommer i et særligt ærende.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Min længsel fraregnet – er det så. Gid en anden var udsendt i mit sted! Men den hædersplads, hvortil borgernes tillid har kaldt mig, gør mig det til pligt at bære det ene som det andet.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tal, min Libanios, og sig, hvori jeg kan tjene dig.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Lad mig da begynde med at sige dig, at denne stads indvånere er nedsunkne i sorg, fordi du har taget din nåde fra dem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hm –!
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Og denne sorg har været parret med angst og uro siden Alexandros, den nye statholder, tiltrådte sit embede.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Aha; så!
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Denne ophøjelse af en sådan mand kom os visselig uventet. Alexandros har hidtil kun forvaltet ringe embeder, og det på en måde, som ikke kunde forhverve ham borgernes agt eller kærlighed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg véd det godt, Libanios!
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Alexandros er voldsom i al sin færd, og retfærdigheden gælder ikke stort i hans øjne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg véd det; jeg véd det altsammen. Alexandros er en rå mand uden sæder og uden veltalenhed. Alexandros har ingenlunde fortjent en så stor ophøjelse. Men du kan sige Antiokias borgere, at de har fortjent Alexandros. Ja, de havde, om muligt, fortjent en endnu værre hersker, de gærrige og ulærvillige mennesker.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Det er altså, hvad vi frygtede; det er en straf –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hør mig, Libanios! Hvorledes kom jeg hid? Med fortrøstning til denne stads indbyggere. Antiokia, som sol-kongen særligt har kåret til sit sæde, skulde hjælpe mig at gøre god igen al den uret og utaknemmelighed, som så længe har været øvet imod de udødelige. Men hvorledes har I mødt mig? Nogle med trods, andre med lunkenhed. Hvad må jeg ikke opleve her? Driver ikke hin Kappadokier, Gregor fra Nazianz, endnu omkring i staden og ophidser de uvidende Galilæere med sine forvovne taler? Er der ikke opståt en digter iblandt dem – en viss Apollinaris – som øger deres vildfarelser lige til afsind med sine vilde sange? Og hvad må jeg ikke erfare andetsteds fra? Har man ikke i Cæsaræa gjort alvor af sin trusel! Brudt Fortunas tempel ned! O, skam og skændsel! Hvor var gudindens dyrkere imens? Mon de forhindrede det? Nej, de lod det roligt ske, Libanios, skønt de burde have ofret livet for at forsvare helligdommen. Men vent, vent! Galilæerne i Cæsaræa skal bøde med sit blod og hele staden skal gå op i ildsluer, så snart jeg får tiden nogenlunde til min rådighed.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Herre og ven, – hvis du vilde tillade mig –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tillad mig først. Ja, sig selv, om jeg bør tåle dette? Sig om min nidkærhed kan bære over med deslige forhånelser imod de guddommelige, der stiller sig skærmende bag mig og over mig? Men hvad skal jeg gribe til? Har jeg ikke i lange nætter skrevet imod disse usalige vildfarelser, – skrevet, Libanios, således at mine øjne er bleven røde og mine fingre sorte af blæk? Og hvad mener du, det har frugtet? Spot har jeg fåt til tak, ikke alene af de vildfarende selv, men endog af dem, der siger, at de deler mine meninger. Ja, og som topmål på alle disse harmeligheder må jeg idag opleve at se dig her som talsmand for nogle borgere, der fører klage over Alexandros, om hvem det dog må siges, at han gør sit bedste for at holde Galilæerne tømme.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 O, min ophøjede ven, – at han det gør, er netop vor grund til klage.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad må jeg høre af dig!
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Det er ikke med min gode vilje, at jeg går stadens ærende. I forsamlingen lagde jeg borgerne på hjerte, at til dette hverv måtte de vælge byens mest udmærkede mand, derved givende tilkende, at jeg ikke ønskede at kåres. Til trods for dette fingerpeg faldt valget dog på mig, som visselig ikke –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Godt, godt, godt! Men at jeg af din mund, o Libanios, må høre –!
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Jeg beder min kronede broder betænke, at jeg taler i stadens navn. Hvad mig selv angår, da skatter jeg de udødelige guder så højt som nogen. Hvad vilde veltalenhedens kunst være uden de fortællinger, som digterne i de fremfarne tider efterlod os? Er ikke disse fortællinger at ligne ved et kosteligt bergværk, hvoraf en dannet taler kan smede sig både våben og prydelser, når han forstår at nytte metallet med skønsomhed? Ja, hvor vilde ikke visdommens regler falde flade og usmagelige, når de skulde udtrykkes uden billeder og lignelser, hentede fra det overjordiske? Men sig, o ven, – kan du håbe at finde denne synsmåde hos hoben, besynderligen i en tidsalder som vor? Jeg forsikrer dig, i Antiokia står det i al fald ikke så vel til. Borgerne her – både Galilæerne og de bedre oplyste – har i de senere år levet med hinanden uden at agte synderligt på deslige ting. Der gives knapt nogen husstand i staden, hvor der ikke hersker forskellige meninger om det guddommelige. Men dette har, indtil for kort tid siden, ikke forstyrret det gode forhold. Nu er det blevet anderledes. Man er begyndt at drøfte lære imod lære. Der er kommen splid imellem de nærmeste slægtninge. Ja, nylig har en borger, hvis navn jeg nødig vil nævne, gjort sin søn arveløs, fordi det unge menneske sagde sig løs fra Galilæernes samfund. Handel og vandel lider under alt dette, dobbelt føleligt nu, da dyrtid hersker og hungersnød står for døren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nok, nok, – mere end nok, Libanios! I klager over dyrtid. Men sig mig, om overdådigheden nogensinde har blomstret mere end nu? Står skuepladsen nogen dag tom, når det rygtes, at en ny løve er kommen fra Afrika? Da der i forrige uge var tale om for dyrtidens skyld at udvise af staden alle dagdrivere og lediggængere, krævede så ikke borgerne med høje råb, at der skulde gøres en undtagelse med fægterne og danserinderne; thi dem mente man ikke at kunne være foruden! Ak, vel må guderne slå hånden af eder i vrede over eders dårlighed! Der er visdomslærere nok i denne stad; men hvor er visdommen? Hvorfor træder så få i mit fodspor? Hvorfor blir man stående ved Sokrates? Hvorfor går man ikke et lidet stykke videre og følger Diogenes eller – om jeg så tør sige – mig, da vi dog fører eder til lykken? Thi er ikke lykken formålet for al visdomslære? Og hvad er lykken andet end det, at være i overensstemmelse med sig selv? Kræver ørnen guldfjære? Ønsker løven sig klør af sølv? Eller eftertragter granattræet at bære frugter af funklende stene? Jeg siger eder, at intet menneske har ret til at nyde, forinden han har vist sig hærdet nok til at bære nydelsens savn. Ja, han tør end ikke berøre nydelsen med sin fingerspids, før han er i stand til at træde den under fødder. Ah, sandelig, der er langt frem. Men jeg vil lægge al min kraft på dette. For disse tings skyld vil jeg opgive andre, som også er vigtige. Perserkongen har – ængstet ved min nærmelse – gjort mig fredstilbud. Dem tænker jeg at gå ind på for at få frie hænder til at oplyse og forbedre eder, I ulærvillige! Hvad det øvrige angår, da blir det som det er. Alexandros skal I beholde. Se til at komme ud af det med ham. Dog, min Libanios, vil jeg ikke det skal hede, at jeg har ladet dig gå fra mig i unåde –
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ah, min kejser –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du talte med en viss bitterhed om, at jeg havde skænket Themisteos og Mamertinos meget. Men fratog jeg dem ikke også noget? Fratog jeg dem ikke min daglige omgang? Dig agter jeg at skænke noget mere end hine.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ak, hvad siger du, min ophøjede broder!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg agter ikke at skænke dig guld eller sølv. Så tåbelig var jeg kun i den første tid, indtil jeg så, hvorledes man stimled sammen om mig, lig tørstige høstfolk om en kilde, alle puffende og stødende hverandre, alle fremrækkende den hule hånd for at få den fyldt først og få den fyldt højest til randen. Jeg er bleven klogere siden. Navnlig tror jeg det må siges, at visdommens gudinde ikke har unddraget mig sin bistand ved de handlinger, jeg har foretaget til denne stads bedste.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Visselig, visselig!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Derfor overdrager jeg dig, o min Libanios, at forfatte en lovtale over mig.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 Ah, hvilken hæder –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du skal affatte den med særligt øjemærke på de velgerninger, hvorfor Antiokias borgere skylder mig taknemmelighed, Jeg håber du vil affatte den således, at den blir både taleren og genstanden værdig. Dette hverv, min Libanios, være min gave til dig. Jeg véd ikke noget bedre at skænke en mand som dig.
 

TALEREN LIBANIOS.
 O, min kronede ven, hvilken overvættes nåde.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og nu vil vi gå til fægtesalen. Derpå, mine venner, vandrer vi gennem gaderne for at give disse opblæste indfødte et gavnligt forbillede på tarvelighed i klædedragt og nøjsomhed i sæder.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Gennem gaderne, herre? Ak, i denne middagshede –
 

EN HOFMAND.
 O, herre, hav mig undskyldt, men jeg føler mig højst upasselig –
 

DIGTEREN HERAKLEOS.
 Jeg også, nådigste herre! Hele denne morgenstund har jeg kæmpet med en kvalme i maven –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så tag et brækmiddel ind, og se til at kaste eders uvidenhed op med det samme. O, Diogenes, – hvilke efterfølgere har du ikke! De skammer sig ved at bære din kappe på åben gåde.
 

(han går i vrede bort gennem søjlegangen.)
 

(En ringe gade udkanten af staden. I husrækken til venstre ligger en liden kirke.)
 

(En stor mængde veklagende kristne er forsamlede. Salmedigteren Apollinaris og læreren Kyrillos er iblandt dem. Kvinder med børn på armene udstøder høje jammerråb. Gregor fra Nazianz går igennem gaden.)
 

KVINDER

(løber til og holder ham fast ved hans klædning).
 

Ak, Gregor, Gregor, – tal til os! Trøst os i denne vånde.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Kun én kan trøste her. Hold fast ved ham. Hold eder tæt ind til Herren og hyrden.
 

EN KVINDE.
 O, véd du det, du Guds mand, – kejseren har befalet, at alle vore hellige skrifter skal opbrændes!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg har hørt det; men jeg kan ikke tro på slig dårskab.
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 Det er sandhed. Alexandros, den nye statholder, har udskikket soldater, som gennemsøger vore brødres huse. Selv kvinder og børn piskes tilblods, hvis de står i mistanke for at holde bøger skjult.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Kejserens bud gælder ikke Antiokia alene, – ikke Syrien alene; det gælder riget og den hele jord. Hver skreven tøddel, som handler om Kristus, skal udslettes af tilværelsen og af de troendes minde.
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 O, I mødre, græd over eder selv og over eders børn! Den tid vil komme, da I skal kives med dem, I nu bærer på eders arme, om hvad der rettelig stod i det tabte Guds-ord. Den tid vil komme, da eders børnebørn skal spotte over eder og ikke vide, hvo og hvad Kristus var. Den tid vil komme, da det skal være udslettet af hjerterne, at verdens frelser engang led og døde. Den sidste troende skal gå blind i sin grav, og fra den stund skal Golgata være bortvejret af jorden, ligervis som det sted, hvor Edens have lå. Ve, ve over den nye Pilatus! Han nøjes ikke, som hin, med at døde frelserens legeme. Han myrder ordet og læren!
 

KVINDERNE

(afriver sit hår og sønderflænger sine klæder).
 

Ve, ve, ve!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Og jeg siger eder, vær trøstige! Gud dør ikke. Det er ikke fra Julian, at faren kommer. Faren har været der, længe før ham, i vore hjerters svaghed og splidagtighed.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 O, Gregor, hvor tør du kræve, at vi skal blive standhaftige midt under disse rædsler? – Brødre og søstre, – véd I, hvad der er hændt i Arethusa? De vantroende har mishandlet Markos, den gamle biskop, slæbt ham efter håret gennem gaderne, kastet ham i kloakerne, trukket ham besudlet og blødende op igen, oversmurt ham med honning og hejset ham op i et træ, udsat for stik af hvepser og giftfluer.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Og har da ikke Guds kraft just herligt åbenbaret sig i Markos? Hvad var Markos tilforn? En mand af tvilsom tro. Ja, da urolighederne brød ud i Arethusa, flygted han endog af staden. Men se, – neppe havde han i sit skjul erfaret, at de rasende mennesker hævnede biskoppens flugt på skyldløse brødre, førend han frivillig vendte tilbage. Og hvorledes bar han ikke de pinsler, som forfærdede hans bødler selv således, at de, for at kunne trække sig med et slags ære tilbage, tilbød at slippe ham imod at betale en yderst ringe sum? Var ikke hans svar: nej, – og nej, og atter nej? Gud Herren var hos ham. Han hverken døde eller gav efter. Hans ansigt viste hverken forfærdelse eller utålmodighed. I træet, hvor han hang, priste han sig lykkelig, fordi han var løftet nogle trin nærmere imod himlen, mens de andre, som han sagde, kravlede om på den flade jord.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Der må være sket et under med denne standhaftige olding. Havde du, ligesom jeg, hørt skrigene fra fængslet den dag i sommer, da Hilarion og de andre pintes –! De ligned ingen andre skrig, – ufrivilligt, brølende, blandende sig med hvislende lyd, hver gang jernet, hvidglødende, grov sig ind i det flåede kød.
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 O, Kyrillos, glemmer du sangen, som løste skrigene af? Sang ikke Hilarion i døden? Sang ikke hin heltemodige kappadokiske dreng, indtil han udgav sin ånd under pinernes hænder? Sang ikke Agathon, dette barns broder, indtil en afmagt betog ham og han vågned op i vanvid? Sandelig siger jeg eder, så længe sangen runger over vor nød, så længe skal ikke Satan sejre!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Vær trøstige. Elsk hverandre og lid for hverandre, således som Serapion i Doristora nylig led for sine brødre, der han for deres skyld lod sig hudflette og kaste levende i smelteovnen. Se, se, – har ikke Herrens hævnende hånd allerede knyttet sig imod de ugudelige. Eller har I ikke fornummet budskabet fra Heliopolis under Libanon?
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 Jeg véd det. Midt under Afrodite-festens utérligheder brød hedningerne ind i vore hellige søstres hus, krænkede kvinderne, myrdede dem under pinsler, som ikke kan udsiges –
 

KVINDERNE.
 Ve, ve!
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 – ja, der var nogle af de elendige, som åbnede et af blodvidnernes legemer, rev indvoldene ud og åd leveren rå!
 

KVINDERNE.
 Ve, ve, ve!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Vredens Gud krydrede måltidet. Hvorledes er det bekommet dem? Rejs til Heliopolis, og I kan få se hine mænd med forrådnelsens gift i alle årer, med øjnene og tænderne udfaldne, røvede mælets og forstandens brug. Rædsel har slåt staden. Mange hedninger har omvendt sig siden hin nat. Derfor frygter jeg heller ikke dette uheldsvangre dyr, som har rejst sig imod kirken; jeg frygter ikke denne Helvedes kronede lejesvend, som pønser på at fuldbyrde arvefiendens værk. Lad ham falde over os med ild, med sværd, med vilde dyr på skuepladsen! Ja, skulde hans vanvid end drive ham videre, end sket er til denne dag, – hvad gør så det til sagen? Imod alt dette er der en lægedom og en vej til sejr!
 

KVINDERNE.
 Kristus, Kristus!
 

ANDRE STEMMER.
 Der er han! Der kommer han!
 

NOGLE.
 Hvem?
 

ANDRE.
 Kejseren! Morderen! Gudsfienden!
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Stille! Lad ham drage forbi i taushed!
 

En afdeling af de kejserlige hustropper kommer gennem gaden. Derefter følger kejser Julian, ledsaget af hofmænd og visdomsvenner, alle omgivne af vagt. En anden afdeling palats-soldater, anførte af høvedsmanden Fromentinos, slutter toget.)
 

EN KVINDE

(sagte til de andre).
 

Se, se, han har hyllet sig i pjalter, som en betler.
 

EN ANDEN KVINDE.
 Han må være fra sig selv.
 

EN TREDJE KVINDE.
 Gud har allerede slåt ham.
 

EN FJERDE KVINDE.
 Gem eders børn ved brystet. Lad ikke deres øjne se rædselen.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ej, ej, er ikke dette alt tilhobe Galilæere? Hvad gør I her i solskinnet, på åben gåde, I mørkets yngel?
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Du har stængt vore kirker; derfor står vi udenfor og priser Herren vor Gud.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se, det er dig, Gregor? Ja, du driver jo endnu om her. Men vogt dig; længe tåler jeg det ikke.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Jeg søger ikke bloddøden; ja, jeg ønsker den ikke engang; men tilskikkes den mig, så sætter jeg min ære i at dø for Kristus.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Eders talemåder trætter mig. Jeg vil ikke se eder her. Hvorfor holder I jer ikke i eders stinkende huler? Gå hjem, siger jeg!
 

EN KVINDE.
 O, kejser, hvor er vore hjem?
 

EN ANDEN KVINDE.
 Hvor er vore huse? Hedningerne har plyndret dem og jaget os ud.
 

STEMMER I HOBEN.
 Dine soldater har taget vor ejendom fra os!
 

ANDRE STEMMER.
 O, kejser, kejser, hvorfor har du taget vor ejendom?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det spørger I om? Jeg skal sige jer det, I uvidende mennesker! Har man taget eders ejendom fra eder, så er det sket af omsorg for eders sjæles vel. Har ikke Galilæeren sagt, at I ikke skal eje sølv eller guld? Har ikke eders mester lovet eder, at I engang skal opfare til himmels? Burde I da ikke takke mig, fordi jeg gør eder farten så let som muligt?
 

VISDOMSVENNERNE.
 O, uforligneligt sagt!
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 Herre, du har frataget os det, som er mere end sølv og guld. Du har frataget os Guds eget ord. Du har frataget os vore hellige skrifter.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg kender dig nok, du huløjede salmesanger! Du er jo Apollinaris? Og jeg mener, at om jeg tager eders urimelige bøger fra eder, så vil du snart være mand for at digte noget ligeså urimeligt ihob. Men jeg siger dig, at du er en ussel bogskriver og versemager! Ved Apollon, ingen ret Græker vilde tage dine vers i sin mund. Det skrift, du nylig har sendt mig, og som du har været fræk nok til at kalde „Sandheden”, det kan jeg lade dig vide, at jeg har læst, forståt og fordømt.
 

SALMEDIGTEREN APOLLINARIS.
 Det er muligt, at du har læst det; men du har ikke forståt det; thi havde du forståt, så havde du ikke fordømt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ha-ha; det modskrift, jeg har i arbejde, skal vise, at jeg har forståt. – Men hvad angår hine bøger, hvis tab I nu hyler og jamrer over, så kan jeg sige jer, at I om føje tid skal komme til at agte dem ringere, såsom det vil vise sig, at hin Jesus af Nazareth har været en løgner og bedrager.
 

KVINDERNE.
 Ve os; ve os!
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS

(træder frem af hoben).
 

Kejser, – hvad sagde du der?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Har ikke den korsfæstede Jøde forkyndt, at Jerusalems tempel skal ligge i grus til dagenes ende?
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Så vil ske!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, I dårer! I denne stund står krigsøversten Jovian med to tusend arbejdere i Jerusalem og rejser templet i al dets herlighed. Vent, vent, I stivnakkede tvilere, – I skal erfare, hvem der er mægtigst, kejseren eller Galilæeren.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Herre, det skal du til din rædsel selv erfare. Jeg taug, indtil du bespottede den hellige og kaldte ham en løgner; men nu vil jeg sige dig, at ikke et fnug mægter du imod den korsfæstede!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(tvinger sig).
 

Hvo er du, og hvad heder du?
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS

(nærmere).
 

Det skal du høre! Først og fremst heder jeg en kristen, og det er et såre hæderfuldt navn; thi det skal ingensinde udslettes af jorden. Dernæst bærer jeg også navnet Kyrillos, og under det navn er jeg kendt mellem brødre og søstre. Men bevarer jeg det første navn uplettet, da høster jeg et evigt liv til løn.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du tager fejl, Kyrillos! Du véd, jeg kender noget til de løndomsfulde ting i eders lære. Tro mig, – han, du sætter din lid til, er ikke en sådan, som du forestiller dig. Han er selv død, og virkelig død, på den tid da Romeren Pontius Pilatus var statholder i Jødeland.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Jeg tager ikke fejl. Det er dig selv, kejser, der fejler i dette. Det er dig, som har givet afkald på Kristus i det øjeblik, han skænkte dig herredømmet over jorden. Derfor forkynder jeg dig i hans navn, at han snart vil fratage dig både herredømmet og livet, og da skal du for sent erkende, hvor stærk han er, han, som du i din blindhed foragter. Ja, ligesom du har forglemt hans velgerninger, således skal han ikke give sin kærlighed råderum, idet han rejser sig for at straffe dig. Du har omstyrtet hans altere, – han skal nedstyrte dig af dit kejsersæde. Du har fundet din glæde i at træde hans lov under fødder, den samme lov, som du selv engang forkyndte for de troende. På samme vis skal Herren træde dig under sin hæl. Dit legeme skal vejres bort i de vilde vinde, og din sjæl skal fare did ned, hvor der er større pinsler, end dem, du kan udtænke for mig og mine!
 

(Kvinderne flokker sig under gråd og veklage om Kyrillos.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vilde gerne skånet dig, Kyrillos! Guderne er mine vidner, at jeg ikke hader dig for din tros skyld. Men du har forhånet min kejserlige magt og myndighed, og det må jeg straffe. (til høvedsmanden for vagten.) Fromentinos, før denne mand i fængsel, og lad bøddelen Tyfon give ham så mange svøbeslag, som nødvendigt, for at få ham til at udsige, at kejseren og ikke Galilæeren har al vælde på jorden.
 

GREGOR FRA NAZIANZ.
 Vær stærk, min broder Kyrillos!
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS

(med oprakte hænder).
 

Jeg salige, som får lide til Herrens ære!
 

(Soldaterne griber ham og slæber ham ud.)
 

KVINDERNE

(i gråd og klage).
 

Ve os! Ve, ve over fornægteren!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Driv dem fra hinanden, disse rasende! Lad dem udjages af staden som oprørere. Jeg tåler ikke længere denne trods og vederstyggelighed!
 

(Vagten driver den jamrende mængde ind i sidegaderne. Kun kejseren og hans følge bliver tilbage. Da bemærker man, liggende foran kirkedøren, og hidtil skjult, en mand i sønderrevne klæder og med aske strød på sit hoved.)
 

EN SOLDAT

(støder til ham med lanseskaftet).
 

Op, op; pak dig!
 

MANDEN

(ser op).
 

Træd under fødder dette sløve salt, som er vraget af Herrens hånd!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, evige guder, – Hekebolios –!
 

HOFMÆNDENE.
 Ah, i sandhed, – Hekebolios!
 

LÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Jeg heder ikke så mere! Jeg er navnløs. Jeg har svigtet den dåb, som gav mig navn!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Rejs dig, ven! Dit sind er sygt –
 

LÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Judas’s broder er pestbefængt. Vig fra mig –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, du vankelmodige mand –
 

LÆREREN HEKEBOLIOS.
 Vig fra mig, frister! Tag dine treti sølvpenge igen! Står der ikke skrevet: du skal forlade hustru og børn for Herrens skyld? Og jeg –? For hustrus og børns skyld har jeg forrådt Herren, min Gud! Ve, ve, ve!
 

(han kaster sig igen ned på sit ansigt.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Slig vanvids ild tænder disse skrifter over jorden. Og jeg skulde ikke brænde dem? Vent! Inden et år er omme, skal Jødetemplet stå rejst igen på Zions berg, – lyse med sit guldtags pragt over landene og vidne: løgner, løgner, løgner!
 

(han går ilsomt derfra, fulgt af visdomsvennerne.)
 

(Landevej udenfor staden. Til venstre ved vejkanten står Kybeles billedstøtte mellem afhugne træstubber. Et stykke derfra, imod venstre, er en kilde med en stenkumme. Det er henimod solnedgang.)
 

(På et trin ved fodstykket af gudindens billede sidder en gammel prest med en tildækket kurv på skødet, Omkring stenkummen en flok mænd og kvinder, der henter vand. Kommende og gående ses fra og til på vejen. Fra venstre kommer farveren Fokion, slet klædt, med en stor bylt på hovedet. Han møder hårskæreren Eunapios, der kommer fra staden.)
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ej, se, – min ven Eunapios i fuld hofklædning!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Tvi dig, at du spotter en fattig mand.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Kalder du det spot? Jeg mente, det var den højeste ære.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Du må så sige. Det er bleven en ære nu at gå i pjalter, besynderligen hvis de har ligget bra længe i en rendesten.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Hvorledes tror du alt dette vil ende?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Det bryr jeg mig ikke om at tænke på. Jeg véd, hvorledes det er endt med mig, og det er nok.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Er du ikke længere i kejserens tjeneste?
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Hvad skulde kejser Julian med en hårskærer? Lar han sit hår klippe? Eller lar han skæget studse, tror du? Han kæmmer det ikke engang. Men hvorledes går det med dig? Du ser heller ikke videre lykkelig ud.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Ak, Eunapios, purpurfarvernes tid er forbi.
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS.
 Ja, rigtig; nu farves kun kristen-rygge. Men hvad er det du slæber på?
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Et knippe pilebark. Jeg skal farve narrekapper til visdomsvennerne.
 

(En deling soldater kommer fra højre og stiller sig op ved Kybeles støtte.)
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(til en af mændene ved vandkummen).
 

Hvad betyder dette?
 

MANDEN.
 Stenbilledet skal fores igen.
 

FARVEREN FOKION.
 Vil kejseren ofre her iaften?
 

EN ANDEN MAND.
 Ofrer han ikke både morgen og aften, – snart hist, snart her?
 

EN KVINDE.
 Det er en ulykke for fattigfolk, at den nye kejser holder så meget af guderne.
 

EN ANDEN KVINDE.
 Ej, Dione, sig dog ikke så. Skal vi ikke allesammen holde af guderne?
 

DEN FØRSTE KVINDE.
 Jo, det kan være; men det er nu en ulykke alligevel –
 

EN AF MÆNDENE

(peger ud til højre).
 

Vil I se, – der kommer han.
 

(Kejser Julian kommer i presteklædning og med offerkniv. Flere visdomslærere, tempelprester, tjenere og vagt omgiver ham. Efter dem følger en skare mennesker dels spottende, dels forbittrede.)
 

EN AF DE KOMMENDE.
 Der borte står gudinden. Nu skal I få se løjer.
 

EN ÆLDRE MAND.
 Kalder du det løjer? Hvor mange sultne munde kunde ikke mættes med det, som her går tilspilde?
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(går hen imod støtten).
 

O, dette syn! Det fylder mit hjerte med henrykkelse og mine øjne med vemods-tårer. Ja, tilvisse må jeg græde, når jeg tænker på, at denne ærefrygtbydende gudindes billede – omstyrtet af ufromme og forvovne hænder – i så lang en tid har henligget ligesom i en forglemmelsens søvn, – og det, til og med, på et sted, som jeg væmmes ved at beskrive.
 

(Undertrykt latter blandt de nysgærrige.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(vender sig barskt).
 

Men jeg føler ikke mindre henrykkelse, når jeg betænker, at det var mig, hvem det blev forundt at udfri den guddommelige moder af en så uværdig tilstand. Og skulde jeg ikke henrykkes ved denne tanke? – Man siger om mig, at jeg har vundet nogle slag imod barbarerne og priser mig herfor. Hvad mig angår, så sætter jeg større pris på, hvad jeg udretter til gudernes bedste; thi dem skylder vi alle vore evner og al vor omtanke. (til dem ved vandkummen.) For resten er det mig kært, at der dog gives nogle i denne halsstarrige stad, som ikke viser sig døve for mine opfordringer, men indfinder sig, således som sømmelig fromhed tilsiger, – og jeg tviler ikke på, at I har bragt anstændige offergaver med. (går hen til den gamle prest.) Hvad ser jeg der? En eneste olding! Hvor er dine tempelbrødre?
 

DEN GAMLE PREST.
 Herre, der er ingen af dem ilive uden jeg.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Uddød. Landevejen lagt i upassende nærhed forbi helligdommen. Den ærværdige lund nedhugget. – Gamle mand, – hvor er offergaverne?
 

DEN GAMLE PREST

(peger på kurven).
 

Her, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Godt, godt. Men det øvrige?
 

DEN GAMLE PREST.
 Det er alt.
 

(han åbner kurven.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 En gås! Så denne gås er alt?
 

DEN GAMLE PREST.
 Ja, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvem var den fromme mand, der betænkte os med en så rundhåndet gave.
 

DEN GAMLE PREST.
 Jeg selv har bragt den med. O, herre, vredes ikke; jeg havde ikke flere end den ene.
 

(Latter og mumlen blandt de forsamlede.)
 

DÆMPEDE STEMMER.
 Det er nok. En gås er mere end nok.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, Antiokia, – du sætter min tålmodighed på en hård prøve!
 

EN MAND I FLOKKEN.
 Først brød, siden offergaver!
 

FARVEREN FOKION

(puffer ham i siden).
 

Godt sagt; godt sagt!
 

EN ANDEN MAND.
 Giv borgerne at spise; guderne får hjælpe sig som de kan.
 

EN TREDJE MAND.
 Vi havde det bedre her under Chi og Kappa!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ej, I frække skrålere! I med eders Chi og Kappa! I tror kanske ikke jeg véd, hvem I mener med Chi og Kappa? Ho-ho, jeg véd det godt. Det er jo blevet et gængs ord iblandt jer. I mener Kristus og Konstanzios. Men hines herredømme er forbi, og jeg skal vel hitte på midler til at bøje den trods og den utaknemmelighed, som I viser både imod guderne og imod mig. I opholder eder over, at jeg yder guderne de skyldige ofre. I spotter med, at jeg ifører mig en tarvelig klædning, og lader mit skæg gro uklippet. Ja, dette skæg er eder ret en torn i øjet! I kalder det, uden al ærbødighed, et bukkeskæg. Men jeg siger eder, I dårer, at det er et vismands-skæg. Ja, jeg skammer mig ikke ved at lade eder vide, at dette skæg huser utøj, ligervis som vidjekrattet huser vildt, – og dog bærer jeg dette mit forhånede skæg med større ære, end I eders glatragede hager!
 

HÅRSKÆREREN EUNAPIOS

(halvlydt).
 

Dårligt talt; højst urimeligt!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Men tror I, jeg lader disse spotterier gå hen uden at svare? Nej, nej, I skal få andet at vide. Vent kun; I skal høre fra mig snarere end I tænker. Jeg udarbejder i denne tid et skrift, som heder „Skæg-haderen”. Og véd I, hvem dette skrift er rettet imod? Det er rettet imod eder, I Antiokias borgere, – ja, imod eder, hvem jeg i skriftet kalder „de uvidende hunde”. Der skal I få mine grunde både for det ene og for det andet, som nu tykkes eder sælsomt i min adfærd.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS

(kommer fra højre).
 

Høje kejser, jeg har et glædeligt budskab at bringe. Kyrillos er allerede falden til føje –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, det tænkte jeg nok.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Tyfon gjorde også sine sager fortræffeligt. Fangen blev bunden nøgen ved håndledene så højt under taget, at hans tåspidser netop rørte jorden; derpå pisked Tyfon ham med en svøbe af okse-sener bagfra, således at slagene traf rundt om brystet.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, de lastefulde, som tvinger os til at bruge slige midler!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 For ikke at røve ham livet måtte vi til slut løslade den hårdnakkede mand. Da var han en stund ganske stille og syntes at betænke sig; men pludselig begærte han dog at fremstilles for kejseren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dette er mig såre kært. Og du bringer ham hid?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Ja, herre, – der kommer de med ham.
 

(En deling soldater fører læreren Kyrillos mellem sig.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, min gode Kyrillos, – du er ikke fuldt så kæphøj som sidst, ser jeg.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Har du kanske i et dyrs eller en fugls indvolde udfundet, hvad jeg har at sige dig?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu, jeg tænker at jeg, uden varsler, tør tro, du er kommen til fornuft, at du afstår fra dine vildfarelser om Galilæerens magt, og at du nu erkender både kejseren og vore guder for at være større end han.
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Bild dig ikke sligt ind. Dine guder er magtesløse; og holder du fast ved disse stenbilleder, som hverken kan se eller høre, så vil du snart være ligeså magtesløs som de.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kyrillos, – er dette, hvad du har at sige?
 

LÆREREN KYRILLOS.
 Nej; jeg kommer for at takke dig. Før skalv jeg for dig og dine pinsler. Men i kvalens stund vandt jeg åndens sejr over det forkrænkelige. Ja, kejser, da dine lejesvende tænkte, jeg hang i vånde under fængselstaget, – da lå jeg, salig som et barn, i min frelsers arme; og da dine bødler tyktes, at de flængte strimler af mit legeme, da strøg Herren med sin lindrende hånd over sårene, tog tornekronen bort og påsatte mig livsens krone. Derfor takker jeg dig; thi intet menneske har vist mig en så stor velgerning som du. Og på det du ikke skal tro, jeg frygter dig herefter, så se – (han slår sin kappe tilside, sønderriver sine sår og kaster stykker for kejserens fødder.) – se, se; – mæt dig med mit blod, som du tørster efter! Men om mig skal du vide, at jeg mætter mig af Jesus Kristus.
 

(Skrig af forfærdelse høres blandt mængden.)
 

FLERE STEMMER.
 Dette fører ulykke over os alle!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(som er vegen tilbage).
 

Hold denne vanvittige, at han ikke forgriber sig på os!
 

(Soldater omringer Kyrillos og slæber ham hen til vandkummen; samtidigt høres sang af kvinder udenfor til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se hist, Fromentinos, – hvad er det for et sælsomt optog –?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Nådigste kejser, det er salmesyngerskerne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, hint forbund af rasende kvinder –
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Statholderen Alexandros har frataget dem nogle skrifter, som de holder for hellige. Nu udvandrer de af staden for at græde på kristengravene.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med knyttede hænder).
 

Trods; trods – både fra kvinder og mænd!
 

(Den gamle Publia og en stor skare kvinder kommer fremover landevejen.)
 

DEN GAMLE PUBLIA

(synger).
 

Deres guder er marmor og sølv og guld.
 

     De skal smuldre i muld.
 

KVINDERNES KOR.
 I muld; i muld!
 

PUBLIA.
 De myrded vore brødre; de myrded vore sønner.
 

Stig, sangens duer, med hævnens bønner!
 

KVINDERNES KOR.
 Hævnens bønner!
 

PUBLIA

(får øje på kejseren).
 

Der står han! Ve over den ugudelige, som har brændt Herrens ord! Tror du, at du kan opbrænde Herrens ord? Jeg skal sige dig, hvor ordet brænder. (hun griber en kniv fra en af offerpresterne, sønderskærer sit bryst og flænger i såret.) Her brænder ordet. Brænd du vore bøger. Ordet skal brænde i menneskers hjerter indtil den yderste dag!
 

(hun kaster kniven fra sig.)
 

KVINDERNE

(synger under stigende vildhed).
 

Lad legemer myrdes; lad skrifter forgå.
 

     Ordet skal stå; –
 

     ordet skal stå!
 

(De tager Publia imellem sig og går videre udover landet.)
 

FOLK VED BRØNDEN.
 Ve os; Galilæernes gud er den stærkeste!
 

ANDRE STEMMER.
 Hvad mægter alle vore guder imod denne ene?
 

ATTER ANDRE.
 Ingen ofring! Ingen dyrkelse! Det vil opirre den forfærdelige imod os.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, I dårer! I frygter for at opirre en, som længst er død, – en falsk forkynder; – ja, I skal selv få se. Han er en løgner, siger jeg! Giv blot tål en liden tid endnu. Hver dag, hver time kan jeg vente budskab fra Jerusalem –
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN

(i støvede klæder, kommer med nogle ledsagere ilsomt fra højre).
 

Nådigste kejser, tilgiv at din tjener søger dig her.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med et glædesskrig).
 

Jovian! O, glade budskab –!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg kommer lige fra Jødeland. I palatset hørte jeg, du var her ude –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, I prisværdige guder, – så skal dog ikke den synkende sol gå ned over løgnen! Hvor vidt er vi? Tal, min Jovian!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN

(med et blik på mængden).
 

Herre, – skal jeg fortælle alt?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Alt, alt, – fra først til sidst!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg kom til Jerusalem med bygmesterne og soldaterne og de to tusend arbejdere. Vi gik straks i værk med at rydde grunden. Vældige rester af mure stod endnu igen. De faldt for vore hakker og brækstænger, let, som om en usynlig magt hjalp os at udslette dem –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ser I; ser I vel!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Medens dette stod på, blev umådelige kalkdynger slæbt sammen til den nye bygning. Da opstod ganske uventet en hvirvlende storm, som spredte kalken lig en sky ud over den ganske egn.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Videre; videre!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Samme nat rysted jorden gentagne gange.
 

STEMMER I MÆNGDEN.
 Hører I? Jorden rysted.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Videre, siger jeg!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Vi lod dog ikke vort mod nedslå af dette sælsomme tilfælde. Men da vi var trængt dybere ned i grunden og havde fåt åbnet de underjordiske hvælvinger, og stenbryderne gik ind i dem for at arbejde ved fakkelskin –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jovian, – hvad så?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Herre, da brød en forfærdelig, en uhyre ildstrøm ud af hulerne. Et tordnende drøn rysted hele staden. Hvælvingerne søndersprængtes, hundreder af arbejdere dræbtes dernede, og de få, som redded sig, flygtede med sønderrevne lemmer.
 

HVISKENDE STEMMER.
 Galilæernes gud!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kan jeg tro alt dette? Så du det?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg var selv tilstede. Vi begyndte påny. Herre, i overvær af mange tusender – forfærdede, knælende, jublende, bedende – gentog det samme vidunder sig to gange.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(bleg og rystende).
 

Og så –? Med et ord, – hvad har kejseren udrettet i Jerusalem?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Kejseren har fuldbyrdet Galilæerens spådom.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Fuldbyrdet –
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Ved dig blev det ord til fuld sandhed: ikke sten på sten skal lades tilbage.
 

MÆND OG KVINDER.
 Galilæeren har sejret over kejseren! Galilæeren er større end Julian!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(til Kybeles prest).
 

Du kan gå hjem, gamle mand! Og tag din gås med dig. Vi vil ikke foretage nogen ofring iaften. (vender sig til mængden.) Jeg hørte nogle her sige, at Galilæeren har sejret. Det kunde synes så; men jeg siger eder, det er en vildfarelse. I uvidende; I foragtelige dosmere, – I kan tro mig: det skal ikke vare længe, før bladet har vendt sig! Jeg skal –; jeg skal –! Ja, bi kun! Jeg forbereder mig allerede på et skrift imod Galilæeren. Det skal være i syv kapitler; og når hans tilhængere får det at læse, – og når derhos „Skæg-haderen” – – Tag mig under armen, Fromentinos! Denne modstand har trættet mig. (til vagten, idet han går forbi vandkummen.) Giv Kyrillos fri!
 

(Han går med sit følge tilbage til staden.)
 

MÆNGDEN VED BRØNDEN

(råber efter ham under hånlatter).
 

Der går offer-slagteren! – Der går den raggede bjørn! – Der går abekatten med de lange arme!
 

(Måneskinsnat. På Apollon-templets ruiner.)
 

(Kejser Julian og mystikeren Maximos, begge i lange klæder, kommer frem mellem de omstyrtede søjler i baggrunden.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvor hen, min broder?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvor der er ensomst.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Men her – i vederstyggeligheden? Midt imellem grusdynger –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Er ikke den hele verden en grusdynge?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du har dog vist, at det sunkne kan genoprejses.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Spottefugl! I Athen så jeg en skoflikker, som havde indrettet sig et lidet værksted i Theseus-templet. I Rom, hører jeg, er et hjørne af den juliske basilika gjort brugelig til bøffelstald. Kald også det at genoprejse!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvorfor ikke? Sker ikke alle ting stykkevis? Hvad er helheden andet, end den fulde sum af samtlige stykker?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dårlig visdom! (peger på det omstyrtede Apollon-billede.) Se dette næseløse hoved. Se denne sønderknuste albue, – disse splintrede lænder. Er alle disse hæsligheders sum den hele fulde guddommelige fordums skønhed?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvoraf véd du, at hin fordums skønhed var skøn – i og for sig – undtagen i beskuerens forestilling?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ak, Maximos, der er netop kernen. Hvad er i og for sig? Jeg véd intet at nævne efter denne dag. (han sparker til Apollon-hovedet.) Har du nogen tid været mægtigere i dig selv? Sælsomt, Maximos, at der kan ligge styrke i vildfarelsen. Se til Galilæerne. Og se til mig fordum, da jeg holdt det for muligt at genoprejse den faldne skønheds-verden.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ven, – hvis vildfarelsen er dig en fornødenhed, så gå tilbage til Galilæerne. De vil tage imod dig med åbne arme.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du véd godt, at dette er ugørligt. Kejser og Galilæer! Hvorledes forene det modsigende? Ja, denne Jesus Kristus er den største oprører, som nogen tid har levet. Hvad var Brutus, – hvad var Kassius imod ham? De myrded kun den ene Julius Cæsar; men han myrder Cæsar og Augustus overhovedet. Eller er der at tænke på forligelighed mellem Galilæeren og kejseren? Er der rum for de to tilhobe på jorden? Og han lever på jorden, Maximos, – Galilæeren lever, siger jeg, så grundigt end både Jøder og Romere bildte sig ind, at de havde dødet ham; – han lever i menneskenes opsætsige sind; han lever i deres trods og hån imod al synlig magt. „Giv kejseren, hvad kejserens er, – og Gud, hvad Guds er!” – Aldrig har menneskemund udtalt et underfundigere ord end dette. Hvad ligger der bagved? Hvad og hvor meget tilkommer kejseren? Dette ord er som en stridsklubbe, der slår kronen af kejserens hoved.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Da vidste dog den store Konstantin at komme til rette med Galilæeren, – og din forgænger ligeså.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, den, der kunde være nøjsom, lig hine. Men kalder du det at styre jordens rige? Konstantin udvided sit herredømmes grænser. Men drog han ikke grænserne snevert sammen om sin ånd og om sin vilje? I stiller den mand for højt, når I kalder ham den store. Min forgænger vil jeg ikke engang tale om, han var mere slave end kejser, og jeg kan ikke blive stående ved navnet. Nej, nej, der er ikke at tænke på forlig i disse ting. Og dog – at skulle give efter! O, Maximos, ovenpå disse nederlag kan jeg ikke vedblive at være kejser, – og jeg kan heller ikke give afkald på at være det. Maximos, du som kan tyde varsler, hvis gådefulde mening er dulgt for alle andre, – du, som kan læse i de evige stjerners bog, – kan du sige mig udgangen på denne strid?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ja, min broder, jeg kan sige dig udgangen.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det kan du? Så sig den da! Hvo skal sejre, kejseren eller Galilæeren?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Både kejseren og Galilæeren skal gå under.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Gå under –? Begge –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Begge. Om i vore tider, eller om hundreder af år, det véd jeg ikke; men ske skal det, når den rette kommer.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvem er den rette?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Han, som skal opsluge både kejseren og Galilæeren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du løser gåden med en end mørkere gåde.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hør mig, sandhedsven og broder! Jeg siger, de skal begge gå under – men ikke forgå. Går ikke barnet under i ynglingen, og ynglingen igen i manden? Men hverken barnet eller ynglingen forgår. O, du min elskede lærling, – har du glemt vore samtaler i Efesos om de tre riger?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, Maximos, der ligger år imellem. Tal!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du véd, jeg har aldrig billiget, hvad du, som kejser, har foretaget dig. Du har villet skabe ynglingen om til barn igen. Kødets rige er opslugt af åndens rige. Men åndens rige er ikke det afsluttende, ligeså lidt som ynglingen er det. Du har villet hindre ynglingens vækst, – hindre ham fra at vorde mand. O, du dåre, som har draget sværdet imod det vordende, – imod det tredje rige, hvor den tvesidige skal herske!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og denne –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jødefolket har et navn for ham. De kalder ham Messias, og de venter på ham.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(langt og tankefuldt).
 

Messias? – Hverken kejser eller forløser?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Begge i en og en i begge.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kejser-gud; – gude-kejser. Kejser i åndens rige – og gud i kødets.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det er det tredje rige, Julian!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, Maximos, det er det tredje rige.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 I det rige er den foreløbiges oprørs-ord vorden sandhed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 „Giv kejseren, hvad kejserens er, – og Gud, hvad Guds er.” Ja, ja, – da er kejseren i Gud, og Gud i kejseren. – Ah, drømme, drømme; – hvo bryder Galilæerens magt!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvori ligger Galilæerens magt?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg har forgæves grublet derover.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Der står skrevet etsteds: „du skal ikke have fremmede guder for mig”.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja – ja – ja!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Seeren fra Nazareth forkyndte ikke denne eller hin gud; han sagde: Gud er jeg; – jeg er Gud.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, dette udenfor –! Derfor er kejseren magtesløs. Det tredje rige? Messias? Ikke jøde-folkets, men ånds-rigets og verdens-rigets Messias –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Gude-kejseren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kejser-guden.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Logos i Pan – Pan i Logos.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Maximos, – hvorledes vorder han?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Han vorder i den sig selv villende.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Min elskede lærer, – jeg må forlade dig.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvor går du hen?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Til staden. Perser-kongen har gjort mig fredstilbud, som jeg i overilelse gik ind på. Mine sendebud er alt undervejs. De skal indhentes og kaldes tilbage.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du vil åbne krigen imod kong Sapores på ny?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil, hvad Kyros drømte om og hvad Alexander prøved –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Julian!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil eje verden. – God nat, min Maximos!
 

(han vinker med hånden til afsked og går hurtigt bort. Maximos ser tankefuld efter ham.)
 

SALMESYNGERSKERNES KOR

(langt borte på martyr-gravene).
 

Menneske-guder af sølv og guld, –
 

I skal smuldre i muld!
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Ved kejser-rigets østlige grænse. Vildt berglandskab. En dyb dalkløft skiller den høje forgrund fra de bagenfor liggende fjelde.)
 

(Kejser Julian, i krigsklæder, står tæt ude på en bergkant og ser ned i dybet. Lidt fra ham, til venstre, står hærføreren Nevita, den persiske fyrst Hormisdas, krigsøversten Jovian og flere andre befalingsmænd. Til højre, ved et råt opbygget stenalter, ligger spåmanden Numa og to andre etruskiske spåmænd, beskæftigede med at tage varsler af et offerdyrs indvolde. Længere mod forgrunden sidder mystikeren Maximos på en sten, omringet af visdomslærerne Priskos og Kytron samt af flere andre. Fra og til drager mindre afdelinger af letbevæbnede over højden fra venstre til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(peger nedad).
 

Se, se, – legionerne bugter sig som en pantsret slange gennem kløften.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 De, lige under os, i fåreskinds-vamser, er Skyterne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvilke skærende hyl –!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Det er Skyternes vanlige sang, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Mere hyl end sang.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Nu kommer Armenierne. Arsakes fører dem selv.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 De romerske legioner må allerede være ude på sletterne. Alle omboende folkeslag iler til og underkaster sig. (han vender sig til krigsførerne.) På Eufrat ligger samlede de tolv hundrede skibe, som har alle vore forråd og fornødenheder inde. Jeg har nu fåt fuld visshed for, at flåden, gennem hin gamle kunstigt gravede rende, kan løbe op i Tigris. Hele hæren skal gå over på skibene. Derefter rykker vi fremad langs den østlige bred, så hurtigt, som modstrømmen tillader flåden at følge os. Sig mig, Hormisdas, hvad tro har du til disse forholdsregler?
 

FYRST HORMISDAS.
 Uovervindelige hærfører, jeg véd, at det skal forundes mig under din sejrrige beskyttelse igen at betræde mit fædreland.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvilken lettende følelse at være ude af hine trangbrystede borgeres samkvem! Med hvilken skræk i øjnene løb de ikke rundt om min vogn, da jeg forlod staden? „Kom snart tilbage, og vær os da nådigere end nu”, skreg de. Jeg vender aldrig tilbage til Antiokia. Jeg vil ikke se denne utaknemmelige stad mere. Når jeg har sejret, lægger jeg hjemvejen over Tharses. (går hen til spåmændene.) Numa, – hvilke varsler for vort tog læser du denne morgenstund?
 

SPÅMANDEN NUMA.
 Varslet fraråder dig i dette år at overskride dit riges grænser.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hm! Hvorledes tyder du dette varsel, Maximos?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg tyder det således: varslet tilråder dig at underlægge dig alt det land, du drager igennem; da overskrider du ikke dit riges grænser.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Således er det. Vi må give nøje agt på deslige underfulde tegn; thi der ligger som oftest en dobbelt mening i dem. Ja, det synes stundom, som om hemmelighedsfulde magter satte en glæde i at føre menneskene vild, især under store foretagender. Var der ikke også nogle, som vilde udtyde det til vor skade, at søjlegangen i Hierapolis styrted sammen og begrov et halvt hundrede soldater, just som vi drog gennem staden? Men jeg siger, at dette forkynder et dobbelt held. Thi først varsler det, at Perser-riget skal styrte sammen, og dernæst bebuder det os de ulykkelige Galilæeres undergang. Thi hine soldater, som dræbtes, – hvem var det vel? Det var galilæiske strafsoldater, der kun højst ugerne gik i krigen og derfor af skæbnen tildeltes et på engang så brat og uhæderligt endeligt.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Nådigste kejser, hist kommer en høvedsmand fra fortropperne.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN

(kommer fra højre).
 

Herre, du har befalet mig at melde, om noget sælsomt skulde hænde ved udrykningen.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu ja! Er noget sådant hændt imorges?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Ja, herre, et dobbelt varsel.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ej, Ammian, – fortæl dog!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Først, herre, tildrog det sig, da vi var kommen et stykke forbi landsbyen Zaita, at en løve af uhyre legemsstørrelse brød ud af tykningen og gik lige løs på vore soldater, der dræbte den med mange pileskud.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

VISDOMSLÆRERNE.
 Hvilket lykkeligt varsel!
 

FYRST HORMISDAS.
 Kong Sapores kalder sig landenes løve.
 

SPÅMANDEN NUMA

(beskæftiget ved alteret).
 

Vend om; vend om, kejser Julian!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Gå modigt frem, du sejrs-kårne!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vende om efter dette? Som løven hist foran Zaita, således skal landenes løve falde for vore pile. Eller har jeg ikke tidligere vidnesbyrd at støtte mig til, når jeg udtyder dette til vor fordel? Behøver jeg at minde så oplyste mænd om, at da kejser Maximian sejrede over Perser-kongen Narseus, da blev ligeledes en løve – og derhos et vældigt vildsvin – nedlagt foran de romerske rækker? (til Ammian.) Men nu det andet –? Jeg syntes, du talte om to tegn.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Det andet er mere tvilsomt, herre! Din stridshest Babylonios blev, som du havde befalet, fuldt opsadlet ført frem for at vente dig ved nedstigningen hinsides berget. Men se, i det samme dreves en afdeling af de galilæiske strafsoldater forbi. Tungt belæssede, som de var, og ikke synderlig villige, gjordes det nødvendigt at bruge piskeslag imod dem. Ikke desto mindre oprakte de sine arme, ligesom i glæde, og istemte en høj sang til ære for deres guddom. Over denne pludselige larm blev Babylonios sky, stejled i skræk, faldt bagover, og idet den vælted sig på jorden, overstænktes og tilsøledes det guldsmykkede ridetøj af vejens smuds.
 

SPÅMANDEN NUMA

(ved alteret).
 

Kejser Julian, – vend om, vend om!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dette har Galilæerne gjort af ondskab, – og dog har de derved imod sin vilje bragt tilveje et varsel, som jeg hilser med høj glæde. Ja, ligesom Babylonios faldt, således skal også Babylon falde, berøvet sine smykkers pragt og herlighed.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Hvilken visdom i udlægningen!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ved guderne, således er det!
 

DE ANDRE VISDOMSLÆRERE.
 Således, og ikke anderledes!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(til Nevita).
 

Hæren skal vedblive at rykke frem. Dog vil jeg denne aften, for en end større sikkerheds skyld, anstille ofringer og se, hvad tegnene måtte bekræfte. Men hvad angår jer, I etruskiske gøglere, som jeg med så stor bekostning har ladet komme hid, da skal I vide, at jeg ikke længer tåler jer i lejren, hvor I kun bidrager til at gøre soldaterne modfaldne. Jeg siger, I forstår intet af det vanskelige håndværk, som I har påtaget eder. Hvilken frækhed! Hvilket overmål af forvovenhed! Bort med dem! Jeg vil ikke se dem tiere.
 

(Nogle af livvagten driver spåmændene ud til venstre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Babylonios faldt. Løven lå under for mine soldater. Dog véd vi ikke derfor, hvilken usynlig hjælp vi tør stole på. Guderne, hvis væsen langt fra ikke er tilstrækkeligt udforsket, synes stundom, – hvis jeg så tør sige – at slumre eller overhovedet kun lidt at gribe ind i de menneskelige ting. Vi, mine kære venner, befinder os desværre i en sådan tid. Ja, vi har endog været vidne til, at visse guder har undladt at støtte velmente bestræbelser, sigtende til deres egen tarv og ære. Vi tør dog ikke dømme videre herom. Det kunde tænkes, at de udødelige, som styrer og opholder verden, til enkelte tider nedlægger sin magt i menneskelige hænder, – hvorved guderne visselig ikke i nogen måde forringes; thi det skyldes dog dem, at en så særligt beåndet – ifald han findes – har kunnet fremstå på jorden.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 O, mageløse kejser, giver ikke dine egne gerninger vidnesbyrd om dette?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg véd ikke, o Priskos, om jeg tør værdsætte mine gerninger så højt. At Galilæerne tillægger Jøden Jesus fra Nazareth en sådan udvælgelse, vil jeg ikke tale om; thi disse mennesker tager fejl, – hvilket jeg udførligt skal vise i mit skrift imod dem. Men jeg vil nævne Prometheus i gamle dage, hvilken fortrinlige helt skaffede menneskene endog større goder, end de udødelige syntes at unde dem, – hvorfor han også måtte lide meget, både smerte og hånlig medfart, indtil han endelig optoges i gudernes samkvem, – det han i grunden den hele tid havde tilhørt. Og kan ikke det samme siges både om Herakles og om Akilleus, og endeligen om Makedonieren Alexander, med hvis gerninger nogle har sammenlignet, dels hvad jeg har udført i Gallien, og dels og fornemmelig hvad jeg har for øje på dette tog?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Min kejser, – bagtroppen er nu lige under os; – det var kanske på tiden –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Straks, Nevita! Dog vil jeg først meddele eder en sælsom drøm, som jeg havde denne nat. Jeg drømte, at jeg så for mine øjne et barn, som efterstræbtes af en rig mand, der ejede talløse hjorder, men som ringeagtede gudernes dyrkelse. Denne onde mand udryddede barnets samtlige slægtninge. Men over barnet selv ynkedes Zeus, og han holdt sin hånd over det. Derpå så jeg dette barn vokse op til yngling under Minervas og Apollons varetægt. End videre drømte jeg, at ynglingen faldt i søvn på en sten under åben himmel. Da steg Hermes ned på marken i en ung mands skikkelse og sagde: kom; jeg vil vise dig den vej, som fører til den øverste guds bolig! – Så ledte han ynglingen til foden af et såre stejlt berg. Der forlod han ham. Da brød ynglingen ud i gråd og klage og råbte med høj røst på Zeus. Se, da steg Minerva og solkongen, som hersker over jorden, ned i hans nærhed, løftede ham op til fjeldets tinde, pegte ud for ham og viste ham hele hans slægts arv. Men denne arv var jordens kreds fra hav til hav, og udenfor havet. Da forkyndte de ynglingen, at alt dette skulde tilhøre ham. Og tre formaninger gav de ham derhos: han skulde ikke sove, som hans slægtninge havde gjort; han skulde ikke lytte til hykleres råd; og endelig skulde han ære som guder dem, der ligner guderne. Glem ikke, sagde de, idet de forlod ham, at du har en udødelig sjæl og at denne din sjæl er af guddommeligt udspring. Og følger du vore råd, skal du se vor fader og vorde en gud ligesom vi.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Hvad er tegn og varsler at agte imod dette!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Jeg tror ikke det er for meget sagt, når jeg forventer, at skæbne-gudinderne betænker sig to gange, ifald deres rådslagninger ikke skulde stemme med dine.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vi tør ikke med sikkerhed bygge på en sådan undtagelse. Men visselig vedbliver jeg at finde denne drøm påfaldende, skønt min broder Maximos ved sin taushed – imod al billig forventning – hverken synes at finde behag i drømmen eller i den iklædning, jeg har givet den. – Dette får vi imidlertid at bære! (han tager en papirrulle frem.) Se her, Jovian; her har jeg tidligt denne morgenstund på mit leje optegnet, hvad jeg drømte. Tag dette, og lad det i talrige afskrifter oplæse for de forskellige dele af hæren. Jeg holder det for vigtigt på et så voveligt tog, at soldaterne, midt under alle farer og besværligheder, med tryghed lægger sin skæbne i førerens hænder, agtende ham for ufejlbar i de ting, som afgør krigens udfald.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg beder dig, min kejser, at fritage mig for dette.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad vil du dermed sige?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 At jeg ikke tør låne min hånd til noget, som er sandheden imod. – O, hør mig, min ophøjede kejser og herre! Gives der en eneste af dine soldater, som tviler på, at han er sikker i dine hænder? Har du ikke på Galliens grænser, trods fiendtlig overmagt og vanskeligheder af forskellig slags, tilkæmpet dig større sejrvindinger, end nogen anden hærfører i vore dage kan rose sig af?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ej, – se, se, hvilke nyheder!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Alle véd, at lykken i vidunderligt mål har fulgt dig indtil denne tid. I lærdom står du over alle andre dødelige, og i veltalenhedens skønne kunst bærer du prisen mellem de ypperste.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og så –? Til trods for dette –?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Til trods for dette, min kejser, er du kun et menneske. Men idet du meddeler hæren hin drøm, vil du udbrede den mening, at du er en gud, – og heri tør jeg ikke gøre mig til din hjælper.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad siger I, mine venner, til denne tale?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Den er visselig lige så dristig som den vidner om ukyndighed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det synes som om du, o sandhedskærlige Jovian, forglemmer, at hin kejser Antonin, med tilnavnet den fromme, i et særligt tempel på Roms torv har været dyrket som en udødelig gud. Ja, ikke han alene, men også hans hustru Faustina og andre kejsere både før og efter den tid.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg véd det, herre; – men vore forfædre var det ikke givet at vandre i sandhedens lys.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med et langt blik på ham).
 

Ah, Jovian! – Sig mig, – igår aftes, da jeg tog varsler for den kommende nat, da trådte du til og bragte mig et budskab, just som jeg med renselses-vand skylled blodet af mine hænder.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Ja, min kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ilfærdig, som jeg var, kom jeg til at stænke nogle vanddråber på din kappe. Da veg du hvast et skridt tilbage og rysted vandet af, som om kappen var bleven besudlet.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Min kejser, – det undgik dig altså ikke?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Var det din tanke, at det skulde undgåt mig?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Ja, herre; thi det var en sag imellem mig og den eneste sande Gud.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Galilæer!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Herre, du selv skikked mig til Jerusalem, og jeg var vidne til alt, hvad der gik for sig. Meget har jeg grublet siden den tid; jeg har læst i de kristnes skrifter, har talt med mange af dem, – og nu er jeg kommen efter, at i denne lære ligger den guddommelige sandhed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Er det muligt! Er dette virkelig muligt? Således griber altså hint smitsomme vanvid om sig! Mine nærmeste omgivelser, – mine egne krigsførere falder fra mig –
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Stil mig forrest imod dine fiender, herre, – og du skal se, at jeg gladelig giver kejseren, hvad kejserens er.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvor meget –?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Liv og blod.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Liv og blod er ikke nok. Den, som skal herske, må kunne herske over viljerne, over menneskenes sind. I dette er det, at hin Jesus af Nazareth står mig imod og gør mig magten stridig. Bild dig ikke ind, at jeg vil straffe dig, Jovian! De, du tilhører, higer efter sligt, som efter en lykke. Og så kalder man eder blodvidner bagefter. Eller hvad? Har man ikke således ophøjet dem, jeg var nødt til at revse for deres genstridigheds skyld? Gå til fortroppen! Jeg vil nødigt se dig tiere. – O, dette bedrag imod mig, som I tilhyller med talemåder om en dobbelt pligt og et dobbelt rige! Dette skal vorde anderledes. Der gives andre konger end Perser-kongen, som skal få føle min fod på sin nakke. Til fortroppen, Jovian!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg skal gøre min skyldighed, herre!
 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vi vil ikke, at denne morgenstund, der er oprunden under så mange lykke-forkyndende varsler, skal formørkes for os. Vi vil tage dette, og andet mere, med et jævnt sind. Min drøm skal dog kundgøres for hæren. Du, Kytron, og du, min Priskos, og I andre venner, vil sørge for at det sker på en værdig måde.
 

VISDOMSLÆRERNE.
 Med glæde, med usigelig glæde, herre!
 

(de modtager papirrullen og går ud til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg beder dig, o Hormisdas, ikke at tvile på min magt, om det end kunde synes, som om stridige viljer råded her. Gå; og du ligeså, Nevita, og alle I øvrige, hver til sit; – jeg kommer efter, når hæren er samlet ude på sletterne.
 

(Alle, undtagen kejseren og Maximos, går ud til højre.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(efter en stund, rejser sig fra stenen, hvor han har siddet, og går hen til kejseren).
 

Min syge broder!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Mere såret end syg. Hjorten, som træffes af en skyttes pil, søger ind i tykningen, hvor ikke dyrene kan se den. Det var mig utåleligt at vise mig længere på Antiokias gader; – nu synes jeg ikke, jeg kan vise mig for hæren.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ingen ser dig, ven; thi de famler i blindhed. Men du skal vorde en læge for deres øjne, og da skal de se dig i din herlighed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(stirrer ned i fjeldkløften).
 

Hvor dybt under os! Hvor svindende små bugter de sig ikke frem mellem krat og torner langs med den stenede strøm. Da vi stod foran denne snevring, da stævned førerne, alle som en, lige ind i det trange. Det var en times vej at korte, en smule møje at spare – på vandringen imod døden. Og flokkene fulgte dem så villigt. Ingen tanke på at lægge vejen ovenom; ingen længsel efter den fri luftning heroppe, som vider brystet ud og gør åndedraget rummeligt. Der går de, og går og går, og ser ikke, at de har trang himmel over sig – og véd ikke, at der gives højder, hvor den er større. – Er det ikke, Maximos, som om menneskene leved for at komme til at dø? Galilæerens ånd er i dette. Er det sandt, som der siges, at hans fader skabte verden, da foragter sønnen faderens værk. Og just for dette formastelige vanvid er det, at han prises så højt! Hvad var dog ikke Sokrates imod ham! Elsked ikke Sokrates nydelsen og lykken og skønheden? Og dog forsaged han. – Men hvilket bundløst svælg imellem dette – på den ene side ikke at begære, – og på den anden side at begære og dog forsage. O, denne tabte visdoms skat vilde jeg bringe menneskene tilbage. Lig Dionysos fordum, kom jeg dem glad og ung imøde, med løv om panden, med druers fylde i mine arme. Men de viser min gave fra sig, og jeg hånes og hades og bespottes af venner og af fiender.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvorfor? Jeg skal sige dig hvorfor. I nærheden af en viss stad, hvor jeg engang leved, var der et vinberg, vidt berømt for sine druer; og når borgerne i staden ønsked ret søde frugter på sit bord, da skikked de sine tjenere ud til hint vinberg og lod hente druer der. Mange år efter kom jeg til den samme stad; men da vidste ingen længer besked om de fordum så højt priste druer. Da søgte jeg vingårdsmanden op og spurgte ham: sig mig, o ven, er dine vinstokke uddøde, såsom ingen mere kender dine druer? Nej, svarte vingårdsmanden, men du véd, at unge vinstokke yder gode druer men ringe vin; gamle vinstokke derimod dårlige druer men god vin. Derfor, o fremmede, tilføjede han, glæder jeg endnu mine medborgeres hjerter med dette vinbergs overflod, kun i en anden skikkelse, – som vin, og ikke som druer.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(tankefuld).
 

Ja, ja, ja!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det er dette, som du ikke har taget i agt. Verdens vinstok er bleven gammel, og dog mener du, lig fordum, at kunne byde druerne rå til dem, der tørster efter den nye vin.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ak, min Maximos, hvem tørster? Nævn mig en eneste, udenfor vort broderskab, som drages af et åndeligt behov. – Ulykkelig er jeg, at jeg fødtes i en slig jernalder.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Last ikke tiden. Havde tiden været større, så var du bleven mindre. Verdens-sjælen er som en rig mand, der har utallige sønner. Deler han sin rigdom lige imellem alle sønnerne, da blir de alle velhavende, men ingen af dem rig. Gør han dem derimod alle arveløse på én nær, og skænker alt til denne ene, da står denne ene som en rig mand i en kreds af fattige.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ingen lignelse passer mindre end denne. – Eller står jeg således? Findes det ikke netop delt på mange hænder, det, som verdens hersker skulde besidde i rigere mål end alle andre; ja, jeg tør vel sige – som han alene skulde besidde! O, hvor er ikke magten delt! Har ikke Libanios veltalenhedens magt i så fuldt et mål, at man har kaldt ham talernes konge? Har ikke du, min Maximos, den gådefulde visdoms magt? Har ikke hin rasende Apollinaris i Antiokia sangens og henrykkelsens magt i en fylde, som jeg nok kunde misunde ham! Og nu Kappadokieren Gregor! Har ikke han viljens ubændige magt i et sligt overmål, at mangfoldige giver ham det for en undersåt upassende tilnavn: den store! Ja, – hvad end sælsommere er, – det samme tilnavn gives Gregors ven, Basilios, manden med det bløde sind og det pigeagtige øje. Og dog træder han ikke frem i verden; her lever han, denne Basilios, – just i denne fjerne egn, iført en eneboers klædning, i samkvem alene med sine lærlinge, og med sin søster Makrina og andre kvinder, der kaldes fromme og hellige. Og hvorledes virker ikke både han og søsteren gennem de breve, som stundom udgår fra dem? Alt, selv forsagelsen og tilbagetrukketheden, vorder magt imod min magt. Men værst af dem alle er dog den korsfæstede Jøde.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Så bryd med al denne spredte myndighed! Men tro ikke, at du kan knuse oprørerne, hvis du kommer over dem som en feltherre, udsendt af en hersker, hvem de ikke kender. I eget navn må du komme, Julian! Kom Jesus af Nazareth som udsending fra en anden? Sagde han sig ikke at være den, der udsendte ham? Sandelig, i dig er tidens fuldbyrdelse, og du ser det ikke. Peger ikke alle tegn og varsler med en usvigelig finger lige hen på dig? Skal jeg minde dig om din moders drøm –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hun drømte, at hun fødte Akilleus.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Skal jeg minde dig om, at lykken har båret dig, ligesom på stærke vinger, gennem et bevæget og farefuldt liv? Hvem er du, herre? Er du den genkomne Alexander, dengang ufærdig, nu fuldbåren og rustet til at fuldbyrde værket?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Der er én, som altid, med visse mellemrum, kommer igen i menneskeslægtens liv. Han er ligesom en rytter, der på ridebanen skal tæmme en vild hest. Hver gang kaster hesten ham af. En stund, så er rytteren i sadlen igen, altid sikrere, altid mere øvet; men af måtte han i sine skiftende skikkelser hver gang indtil denne dag. Af måtte han som den gudsoprundne mand i Edens lund; af måtte han som verdensrigets grundlægger; – af må han som gudsrigets fyrste. Hvo véd, hvor mange gange han har vandret iblandt os, uden at nogen kendte ham? Véd du, Julian, om du ikke var i ham, som du nu forfølger?
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(ser frem for sig).
 

O, bundløse gåde –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Skal jeg minde dig om hin gamle spådom, som nu er sat i omløb igen? Det er bleven forkyndt, at så mange år, som året har dage – så mange år skal Galilæerens rige stå ved magt. Om to år bliver det tre hundrede og fem og sexti år siden, at denne mand fødtes i Bethlehem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tror du på denne spådom?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg tror på den kommende.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Altid gåder!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg tror på den fri nødvendighed.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 End gådefuldere.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Se, Julian, – da Kaos væltede sig i det tomme forfærdelige øde, og Jehova var alene, – den dag, da han, efter de gamle jødiske skrifter, slog ud med sin hånd og delte mellem lys og mørke, mellem hav og land, – den dag stod den store skabende gud på sin magts tinde. Men med menneskene opstod viljer på jorden. Og mennesker og dyr og træer og urter skabte sine lige efter evige love; og efter evige love går alle stjerner i himmelrummet. Har Jehova angret? Alle folkeslags gamle sagn véd at fortælle om en angrende skaber. Vedligeholdelsens lov har han lagt i skabningen. For sent at angre! Det skabte vil vedligeholde sig – og så vedligeholdes det. Men ensidighedens to riger fører krig med hinanden. Hvor er han, hvor er han, fredskongen, den tvesidige, han, som skal forlige dem?
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(hen for sig).
 

To år? Alle guder uvirksomme. Ingen lunefuld magt bagved, som gider krydse mine hensigter – – To år? I to år kan jeg lægge jorden under mit herredømme.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du talte, min Julian; – hvad sagde du?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg er ung og stærk og sund. Maximos, – det er min vilje at leve længe.
 

(han går ud til højre. Maximos følger ham.)
 

(En bakket skogegn med et vandløb mellem træerne. Oppe på højden en liden landgård. Det er henimod solnedgang.)
 

(Hærafdelinger drager fra venstre til højre forbi nedenunder bakkerne. Basilios fra Cæsaræa og hans søster Makrina, begge i eneboerklæder, står nede ved vejkanten og rækker vand og frugter til de udmattede soldater.)
 

MAKRINA.
 O, Basilios, se, – den ene blegere, den ene mere udtæret end den anden!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Og så utallig mange kristne brødre iblandt dem! Ve over kejser Julian! Dette er grusommere udtænkt end alle pinebænkens kvaler. Imod hvem er det, at han fører sine hærskarer? Mindre imod Perserkongen end imod Kristus.
 

MAKRINA.
 Tror du dette forfærdelige om ham?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Ja, Makrina, det går mere og mere op for mig, at det er os, slaget skal ramme. Alle de nederlag, han har lidt i Antiokia, al den modstand, han har mødt, alle de ydmygelser og skuffelser, han har måttet døje for sin ugudelige færd, det tænker han alt sammen at dække over med glemsel ved et sejrrigt krigstog. Og det vil lykkes ham. En stor sejr vil udslette alt hint. Menneskene er ikke anderledes; de ser retten i lykken, og under magten bøjer de fleste sig.
 

MAKRINA

(peger ud til venstre).
 

Nye skarer! Utællelige, uden ophør –
 

(En afdeling soldater kommer forbi; en ung mand i rækken falder af udmattelse om på vejen.)
 

EN UNDERFØRER

(slår ham med sin kæp).
 

Op med dig, du lade hund!
 

MAKRINA

(iler til).
 

O, slå ham ikke!
 

SOLDATEN.
 Lad dem slå; – jeg lider så gerne.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN

(kommer).
 

Atter ophold! – Nå, det er ham. Kan han virkelig ikke mere?
 

UNDERFØREREN.
 Jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal sige, herre; han falder hvert øjeblik.
 

MAKRINA.
 O, vær tålmodig! Hvem er denne ulykkelige? – Se her; sug saften af disse frugter. – Hvem er han, herre?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 En Kappadokier, – en af de vildfarende, som var med at skænde Venus-templet i Antiokia.
 

MAKRINA.
 O, en af hine blodvidner –!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Prøv at rejse dig, Agathon! Jeg ynkes over dette menneske. De revsed ham voldsommere, end han kunde tåle. Han har ikke været ved sin forstand siden.
 

AGATHON

(rejser sig).
 

Jeg kan godt tåle det. Og jeg er fuldt ved min forstand, herre! Slå, slå, slå; – jeg lider så gerne.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN

(til underføreren).
 

Fremad; her er ikke tid at spilde.
 

UNDERFØREREN

(til soldaterne).
 

Fremad; fremad!
 

AGATHON.
 Babylonios faldt; – snart skal den babyloniske horkarl falde. Zaitas løve blev fældet; – fældes skal verdens kronede løve!
 

(Soldaterne drives ud til højre.)
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN

(til Basilios og Makrina).
 

I sælsomme mennesker; – I farer vild og øver dog det gode. Tak, at I har kvæget de udmattede; og gid kejserens tarv tillod, at jeg turde handle så mildt imod eders brødre, som jeg gerne vilde.
 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Gud være med dig, du ædle hedning!
 

MAKRINA.
 Hvem mon denne mand var?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Jeg kendte ham ikke. (peger ud til venstre.) O, se, se, – der er han selv!
 

MAKRINA.
 Kejseren? Er det kejseren?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Ja, det er ham.
 

(Kejser Julian med flere krigsøverster, ledsaget af livvagtsføreren Anatolos samt en vagtafdeling kommer fra venstre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(til sine ledsagere).
 

Ej, hvad træt? Skulde en hests fald bringe mig til at standse? Eller skulde det være mindre sømmeligt at gå tilfods, end at bestige et ringere dyr? Træt! Min stamfader har udsagt, at det bør sig en kejser at dø stående. Jeg siger, at det bør sig en kejser, i hans hele liv – ikke blot i dødsstunden – at vise en efterfølgelsesværdig udholdenhed; jeg siger – – Ah, ved himlens store lys, ser jeg ikke der for mine øjne Cæsaræeren Basilios!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA

(bøjer sig dybt).
 

Din ringe tjener, o mægtigste herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, det skal jeg tro! Du tjener mig i sandhed godt, Basilios! (går nærmere.) Så dette er altså det landhus, der er kommet i så stort ry ved de breve, som udgår herfra. Man taler trindt i alle lande mere om dette hus, end man taler om læresalene, skønt jeg hverken har skyet flid eller møje for at bringe dem på fode igen. Ikke sandt, – denne kvinde er sikkerlig din søster Makrina?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Så er det, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du er en skøn kvinde, og ung endnu. Og dog har du, som jeg hører, givet afkald på livet.
 

MAKRINA.
 Herre, jeg har givet afkald på livet for at komme til ret at leve.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ak, jeg kender såre godt eders vildfarelser. I sukker efter det, som ligger hinsides og hvorom I intet med visshed véd; I spæger eders kød; I undertrykker alle menneskelige lyster. Og dog siger jeg eder, at dette kan være en forfængelighed, så godt som enhver anden.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Tro ikke, herre, at jeg er blind for den fare, som ligger i forsagelsen. Jeg véd vel, at min ven Gregor har ret, når han skriver, at han trøster sig til at være eneboer med hjertet uden at være det med legemet. Og jeg véd også, at denne grove klædning lidet båder min sjæl, ifald jeg regner mig det til fortjeneste at bære den. Men således føler jeg det ikke. Dette tilbagetrukne liv fylder mig med en usigelig lykke; det er alt. Hine vilde brydninger, som verden oplever i denne tid, træder mig ikke her for øje i sin uskønhed. Her fornemmer jeg mit legeme ophøjet i bønnen, og min sjæl renset ved en tarvelig levemåde.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, min nøjsomme Basilios, jeg tror dog, du eftertragter noget mere. Hvis man har sagt sandt, så har din søster her forsamlet om sig en hob unge kvinder, hvilke hun oplærer efter sit forbillede. Og du selv har jo, ligesom din galilæiske mester, kåret dig tolv lærlinge. Hvad er din agt med dem?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 At sende dem ud til alle lande for at styrke vore brødre i striden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja så! Udrustet med alle veltalenhedens våben sender du din hær imod mig. Og hvor har du denne veltalenhed, denne skønne græske kunst fra? Du har den fra vore læresale. Og med hvilken ret besidder du den? Du har listet dig som en spejder ind i vor lejr for at udforske, hvor vi sikkrest kan rammes. Og nu nytter du denne kundskab til vor største skade! Véd du vel, Basilios, at jeg ikke er tilsinds at tåle denne usømmelighed længere? Jeg vil slå eder dette våben ud af hænderne. Hold eder til Matthæus og Lukas og andre slige uhøvlede bogskrivere. Men I skal ikke herefter få lov til at fortolke vore gamle digtere og heller ikke vore gamle visdomslærere; thi jeg agter det ubilligt, at I suger kundskab og fordel af disse kilder, på hvis sandhed I slet ingen tro har. Ligervis skal det forbydes alle galilæiske lærlinge at komme i vore læresale; thi hvad vil de vel der? Frastjæle os vor kunst for at bruge den imod os selv.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Herre, jeg har allerede før hørt dette sælsomme forsæt omtale. Og jeg må give Gregor medhold, når han skriver, at du ikke har nogen udelukkende ret til den græske lærdom, ej heller til den græske talekunst. Jeg må give ham medhold, når han siger, at du jo bruger bogstavskriften, som dog er opfunden hos Egypterne, og at du ifører dig purpuret, skønt det først kom i brug hos folkene i Tyros. Ja, herre, – mere end det. Du underkaster dig lande og gør dig til hersker over folkeslag, hvis sprog du ikke forstår og hvis sæder du ikke kender. Og det har du ret til. Men den samme ret, du har i den synlige verden, den samme ret har han, som du kalder Galilæeren, i den usynlige –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nok om dette! Jeg vil ikke oftere høre sligt. I taler, som om der gaves to verdensherskere, og med den indvending prøver I at standse mig på alle mine veje. O, I latterlige! I stiller en død imod en levende. Men I skal snart få vide, hvorledes det hænger sammen. Det skrift imod eder, som jeg længe har arbejdet på, det må I ikke tro, at jeg har lagt tilside under krigens sysler. Tænker I kanske, at jeg tilbringer mine nætter med at sove? Ah, I forregner eder! For „Skæg-haderen” høsted jeg kun spot, – og det selv hos dem, som kunde havt besynderlig gavn af at lægge sig visse sandheder på hjerte. Men det skal ingenlunde afskrække mig. Eller skulde det sømme sig for en mand med kæp i hånden at vige tilbage for en flok gøende hunde? – Hvorfor smilte du, kvinde? Hvad var det du lo af?
 

MAKRINA.
 Hvorfor, o herre, ivrer du så stærkt imod en, som du kalder død?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, jeg skønner! Du vil dermed sige, at han lever.
 

MAKRINA.
 Jeg vil dermed sige, at du, o mægtige herre, i dit hjerte føler, at han visselig lever.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg? Hvad nu! Jeg skulde føle –?
 

MAKRINA.
 Hvad er det, du hader og forfølger? Ikke ham men din tro på ham. Og lever han ikke i dit had og i din forfølgelse, således, som han lever i vor kærlighed?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg kender eders vredne talemåder. I Galilæere siger ét og mener dermed et andet. Og sligt kalder I for talekunst! O, I middelmådige ånder! Hvilken dårskab! Jeg skulde føle, at den korsfæstede Jøde lever? O, hvilken sunken tid, der kan lade sig nøje med sligt! Men menneskene er ikke bedre nutildags. Galskab regnes for visdom. Hvorledes har jeg ikke i usigelig mange nætter våget og gransket for at finde tingenes rette grund? Men hvor er de, som følger mig efter? Mange priser min tale; men få eller ingen lader sig overtyde. Dog, sandelig, enden er ikke endnu. Der skal komme noget over eder som en overraskelse. I skal fornemme, hvor alt det spredte stræber hen, for at ene sig i ét. I skal erfare, at alt det, som I nu foragter, det har herligheden i sig, – og det kors, som I hænger eders fortrøstning på, det vil jeg tømre om til en stige for ham, som I ikke kender.
 

MAKRINA.
 Og jeg siger dig, kejser, at du ikke er andet end en svøbe i Guds hånd, – en svøbe, som må slå os for vore synders skyld. Ve os, at dette skulde komme! Ve os, at vi, splidagtigt og kærlighedsløst, veg af fra den rette vej! Der var ingen konge mere i Israel. Derfor slog Herren dig med vanvid, at du skulde tugte os. Hvilken ånd har han ikke formørket, for at den skulde rase imod os! Hvilket blomstrende træ har han ikke kvistet af til ris for vore skyldtyngede skuldre! Varsler mante dig, og du agted dem ikke. Røster kaldte dig, og du hørte dem ikke. Hænder skrev sin ildskrift på væggen for dig, og du strøg skriften ud uden at tyde den.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Basilios, – jeg gad gerne have kendt denne kvinde før i dag.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Kom, Makrina!
 

MAKRINA.
 Ve mig, at jeg fik se disse skinnende øjne! Engel og slange, enet til et; den frafaldnes længsel og fristerens list på en gang! O, hvorledes har vore brødre og søstre kunnet bære sejrshåbet højt i denne udsendings nærhed? I ham er en større. Ser du det ikke, Basilios, – i ham vil Gud Herren slå os til døden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du har sagt det!
 

MAKRINA.
 Ikke jeg!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Første vundne sjæl!
 

MAKRINA.
 Vig fra mig!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Kom, – kom!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Bliv her! – Anatolos, slå vagt om dem! – Det er min vilje, at I skal følge hæren, – både I og eders lærlinge, – ynglinge og kvinder.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Herre, det kan du ikke ville.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det er ikke klogt at efterlade fæstninger i ryggen. Se, jeg slår ud med min hånd og dæmper denne brændende pileregn, som I har udgydt fra hint lille landhus.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Nej, nej, herre, – denne voldsgerning –
 

MAKRINA.
 Ak, Basilios, – her eller hist – alt er ude!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Står der ikke skrevet, at I skal give kejseren, hvad kejserens er? Jeg bruger alle hænder på dette tog. I kan pleje mine syge og sårede. Derved tjener I Galilæeren tillige; og holder I dette endnu for en pligt, så råder jeg eder at nytte tiden. Han har ikke længe igen.
 

(Nogle soldater har omringet Basilios og Makrina andre iler gennem tykningen op mod huset.)
 

MAKRINA.
 Synkende sol over hjemmet; synkende håb og synkende verdens lys! O, Basilios, at vi skulde opleve at se natten.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Lyset er.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Lyset vorder. Ryggen mod aftenrøden, Galilæere! Øjet mod øst, mod øst, hvor Helios drømmer. Sandelig, jeg siger eder, I skal se jordens sol-konge.
 

(Han går ud til højre; alle følger ham.)
 

(Hinsides Eufrat og Tigris. En vid slette med den kejserlige teltlejr. Småkrat til venstre og i baggrunden dølger Tigris-flodens krumninger. Skibsmaster rager op over krattet i en lang uoverskuelig række. Skyfuld aften.)
 

(Soldater og krigsfolk af alle slags er ifærd med at slå lejr på sletten. Allehånde forråd bringes fra skibene. Vagtilde langt borte. Hærføreren Nevita, krigsøversten Jovian og flere høvdinger kommer fra flåden.)
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Se nu, om ikke kejseren valgte det rette. Her står vi uden sværdslag på fiendens grund; ingen har gjort os overgangen over floderne stridig; ikke så meget som en eneste persisk rytter er at øjne.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Nej, herre, ad denne vej har fienden visselig ikke ventet os.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Du siger dette, som om du endnu holdt fast ved, at valget af denne vej var uklogt.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Ja, herre, det er fremdeles min mening, at vi heller skulde slåt ind på en nordligere retning. Der kunde vi støttet vor venstre fløj til Armenien, som er os venligt sindet, og hentet alt fornødent underhold fra dette overflødige landskab. Men her? Hæmmet i vor fremgang af de tunge lastskibe. Rundt om os en øde slette, næsten en ørk – – Ah, kejseren kommer. Jeg vil gå; han er mig ikke nådig i denne tid.
 

(Han går ud til højre. I det samme kommer kejser Julian med nogle ledsagere fra skibene. Livlægen Oribases, visdomslærerne Priskos og Kytron samt nogle flere træder frem mellem teltene på højre side og går kejseren imøde.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Således ser vi kejser-riget vokse. Hvert skridt, jeg træder imod øst, flytter rigets grænse. (han stamper i jorden.) Denne jord er min! Jeg er i riget, ikke udenfor. – Nu, Priskos –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Uforlignelige kejser, dit bud er udført. Hvad du så underfuldt drømte, har vi ladet oplæse for alle hærens afdelinger.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vel, vel. Og hvad virkning lod min drøm til at øve på soldaterne?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Nogle priste dig med glad røst og kaldte dig den guddommelige; andre derimod –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Disse andre vare Galilæere, o Kytron!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ja, ja, de fleste andre var Galilæere, og disse slog sig for sit bryst og udstødte høje klageråb.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil ikke blive stående ved dette. De brystbilleder af mig, som jeg har ladet forfærdige for at opstille dem i de byer, jeg kommer til at undertvinge, de skal oprejses trindt om i lejren ved alle borde, hvor skatmestrene uddeler krigsfolkets lønning. Lamper skal tændes ved siden af billederne, et fyrfad med vellugtende røgelse skal brænde foran, og hver soldat skal, idet han går frem for at modtage sin løn, kaste nogle røgelsekorn på ilden.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Min nådigste kejser, tilgiv mig, men – er det rådeligt?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvorfor ikke rådeligt? Jeg forbauses over min Oribases.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Ak, herre, du må vel forbauses! Skulde det ikke være rådeligt, at –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Skulde ikke en Julian turde vove, hvad mindre guddommelige mænd har vovet?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg finder også, at det voveligste her vilde være at lægge dølgsmål på de gådefulde magters rådslagninger. Er det kommen så vidt, at de guddommelige nedlægger sin magt i jordiske hænder, – hvilket vi af mange tegn tør slutte at være tilfældet, – så vilde det i sandhed være højst utaknemmeligt at fordølge sådant. Det er under så farefulde forholde, som disse, ingenlunde ligegyldigt, om soldaterne yder sin dyrkelse til den urette, da de dog skulde påkalde en helt anden. Jeg siger dig, Oribases, og jeg siger eder andre, – om der ellers findes nogen anden her, som således vil afstikke grænser for den kejserlige magt, – at just dette vilde være den virkelige ugudelighed, og at jeg derfor nødes til at ivre derimod. Har ikke allerede Platon forkyndt den sandhed, at kun en gud kan herske over menneskene? Hvad mente han med dette udsagn? Svar mig på det, – hvad mente han? Langt være det fra mig at ville påstå, at Platon, – denne for øvrigt mageløse vismand, – dermed, ligesom i en spådom, skulde have sigtet til noget enkelt menneske, end ikke det ypperste. Men jeg tænker, vi alle har været vidne til de forstyrrelser, som flyder af, at den højeste magt ligesom kløves og deles på flere hænder. Nok om dette. Jeg har allerede påbudt, at de kejserlige billeder skal stilles til skue i lejren. Ah, hvad søger du så ilsomt, Eutherios?
 

(Husmesteren Eutherios, ledsaget af en mand i opkiltrede klæder, kommer fra skibene.)
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Ophøjede kejser, denne Antiokier er udsendt fra statholderen Alexandros og bringer dig et brev, som han siger er vigtigt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, lad dog se! Lys hid!
 

(En fakkel bringes; kejseren åbner brevet og læser.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Kan dette være muligt! Lys bedre! Ja, det står der; – og her –; hvad nu? – Dette går i sandhed over alt, hvad jeg kunde tænkt mig!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Slemme nyheder fra vesterlandene, herre?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nevita, sig mig, hvor lang tid bruger vi for at nå frem til Ktesifon?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Det kan umuligt gøres på kortere tid end treti dage.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det må gøres på kortere tid! Treti dage! En hel måned! Og imens vi kryber frem her, skulde jeg lade disse rasende –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Du véd selv, herre, vi må for skibenes skyld følge alle flodens krumninger. Strømmen er strid, og derhos både grund og stenet. Jeg holder det for ugørligt at nå hurtigere frem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Treti dage! Og derefter skal staden indtages, – Perser-hæren skal slås på flugt, – freden skal sluttes. Hvor lang tid vil ikke alt dette kræve? Og endda var der nogle iblandt jer, som dårligen foreslog mig at gøre en end længere omvej. Ha-ha, man pønser på min undergang!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Herre, vær tryg; toget skal fremmes af al magt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det gøres vel nødigt. Kan I tænke jer, hvad Alexandros melder? Galilæernes vanvid overstiger alle grænser siden min afrejse. Og dette uvæsen øges dag for dag. De skønner, at min sejr i Persien vil drage deres udryddelse efter sig; og med hin skamløse Gregor som hovedmand står de nu, lig en fiendtlig hær, i ryggen på mig; i de frygiske egne forberedes hemmelige ting, som ingen ret kan få rede på –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Hvad vil det sige, herre? Hvad tager de sig for?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad de tager sig for? Beder, prædiker, synger, forkynder verdens yderste dag. O, var det endda ikke andet; – men de river vore tilhængere med sig og drager dem ind i sit oprørske forbund. I Cæsaræa har menigheden kåret dommeren Eusebios til biskop, – Eusebios, en udøbt mand, – og denne forvildede har modtaget en slig kaldelse, som til og med er ugyldig efter deres egne kirkelove. Dog, dette er langt fra det værste. Værre, værre, tifold værre er det, at Athanasios er kommen tilbage til Alexandria.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Athanasios?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Hin gådefulde biskop, som forsvandt i ørken for sex år siden?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Et kirkemøde forjog ham for hans usømmelige ivers skyld. Galilæerne var føjelige under min formand. Ja, vil I tænke jer, – nu er denne rasende sværmer kommen tilbage til Alexandria. Hans indtog var lig en konges; landevejen var belagt med tepper og grønne palmegrene. Og hvad skede derefter? Hvad tror I vel? Samme nat brød et oprør ud blandt Galilæerne. Georgios, deres retmæssige biskop, denne retsindige og velvillige mand, hvem de beskyldte for lunkenhed i troen, er bleven myrdet, levende sønderrevet i stadens gader.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Men, herre, hvor kunde det komme så vidt? Hvor var dog statholderen Artemios?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du må vel spørge, hvor Artemios var. Jeg skal sige dig det. Artemios er gåt over til Galilæerne! Artemios er selv med væbnet hånd trængt ind i Serapeion, hint verdens herligste tempel, – har sønderslåt billedstøtterne, – har plyndret alterne og ødelagt hine umådelige bogskatte, som vi just i denne vildfarende og vankundige tid havde så højlig brug for, og som jeg vilde begræde, lig en af døden bortrykket ven, dersom min harme tillod mig at udgyde tårer.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Sandelig, dette går over al forestilling!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og ikke at kunne nå disse elendige for at tugte dem! At måtte være vidne til, at slige udskejelser griber videre og videre om sig! – Treti dage, siger du! Hvi nøler man? Hvi slår man lejr? Hvi sover man? Véd ikke mine hærførere, hvad her står på spil? Vi må holde rådslagning. Når jeg tænker på, hvad den makedoniske Alexander udretted i treti dage –
 

(Krigsøversten Jovian, ledsaget af en mand i persisk klædning, uden våben, kommer fra lejren.)
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Vredes ikke, herre, at jeg træder dig for øjne; men denne fremmede –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 En persisk kriger!
 

PERSEREN

(kaster sig ned på jorden).
 

Ingen kriger, du mægtige!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Han kom våbenløs jagende tilhest over sletten og meldte sig ved forposterne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så er dine landsmænd i nærheden?
 

PERSEREN.
 Nej, nej!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Men hvor kommer du så fra?
 

PERSEREN

(slår sine klæder tilside).
 

Se disse arme, du jordens hersker, – blodige af rustne lænkeringe. Føl denne flåede ryg, – sår i sår. Jeg kommer fra pinebænken, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, – du er flygtet fra kong Sapores?
 

PERSEREN.
 Ja, du vældige, du, som véd alt! Jeg stod højt i nåde hos kong Sapores indtil jeg, dreven af rædsel ved din nærmelse, dristed mig til at forudsige ham, at denne krig vilde volde hans undergang. Véd du, herre, hvorledes han har lønnet mig? Min hustru gav han til pris for sine bueskytter fra bergene; mine børn lod han sælge som slaver; alle mine ejendomme lod han sine tjenere dele imellem sig; mig selv lod han pine i ni dage. Derpå bød han mig ride ud og dø som et dyr på sletterne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvad vil du mig?
 

PERSEREN.
 Hvad jeg vil dig efter denne medfart? Jeg vil hjælpe dig at ødelægge min forfølger.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, du pinte mand, – hvad kan du hjælpe?
 

PERSEREN.
 Jeg kan fæste vinger ved dine krigsfolks ankler.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad vil du sige med det? Rejs dig, og sig mig, hvad du mener.
 

PERSEREN

(rejser sig).
 

Der var ingen i Ktesifon, som tænkte, at du vilde vælge denne vej –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det véd jeg.
 

PERSEREN.
 Nu er det ikke nogen hemmelighed længer.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du lyver, mand! I Persere véd intet om mine hensigter.
 

PERSEREN.
 Herre, du, hvis visdom stammer fra ilden og solen, du véd godt, at mine landsmænd nu kender dine hensigter. Du har sat over floderne på dine skibe; disse skibe, flere end tusend i tallet, og ladede med alle hærens fornødenheder, skal trækkes opover Tigris, og hæren skal rykke frem jævnsides med skibene.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Utroligt –!
 

PERSEREN.
 Når skibene er komne Ktesifon så nær som muligt, – hvilket vil sige to dagsrejser fra staden, – da vil du gå løs på denne, omringe den og tvinge kong Sapores til at overgive sig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(ser sig om).
 

Hvem har forrådt os?
 

PERSEREN.
 Dette forehavende står nu ikke længer til at udføre. Mine landsmænd har i al hast bygget stendæmninger i flodsengen, og på dem vil dine skibe strande.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Menneske, véd du, hvad det koster dig, ifald du ikke taler sandhed?
 

PERSEREN.
 Mit legeme er i din vold, du mægtige! Taler jeg ikke sandhed, da står det dig frit for at lade mig brænde levende.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(til Nevita).
 

Floden lukket! Der vil kræves uger for at gøre den farbar igen.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Ifald det kan gøres, herre! Slige redskaber fattes –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og dette skulde møde os nu, – nu, da det gælder at rejse med al hastighed!
 

PERSEREN.
 Du verdens hersker, jeg har sagt dig, at jeg kan skænke din hær vinger.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tal! Véd du nogen kortere vej?
 

PERSEREN.
 Hvis du lover mig, efter sejren, at skaffe mig min ranede ejendom tilbage og derhos en ny hustru af høj byrd, så kan jeg –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg lover dig alt; blot tal – tal!
 

PERSEREN.
 Lægger du vejen tværs over sletterne, da kan du på fire dage stå udenfor Ktesifons mure.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Glemmer du bergryggen hinsides sletterne?
 

PERSEREN.
 Herre, har du aldrig hørt tale om hin sælsomme snevring mellem bergene?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jo, jo, en kløft; „Arimans gade” kaldes den. Er det sandt, at en slig findes?
 

PERSEREN.
 Jeg red gennem Arimans gade for to dage siden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nevita!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 I sandhed, herre, hvis så er –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Underfulde hjælp i nøden –!
 

PERSEREN.
 Men vil du frem ad hin vej, du vældige, da er ingen tid at spilde. Den persiske hær, som var trukken sammen i de nordlige landskaber, den er nu kaldt tilbage for at stænge bergkløfterne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Véd du det med visshed?
 

PERSEREN.
 Nøler du, vil du selv erfare det.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvor mange dage bruger dine landsmænd for at nå did hen?
 

PERSEREN.
 Fire dage, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nevita, vi må stå hinsides kløfterne inden tre dage!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(til Perseren).
 

Er det gørligt for os at nå kløfterne på tre dage?
 

PERSEREN.
 Ja, store kriger, det er gørligt, hvis I tager denne nat til hjælp.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Lejren skal brydes af! Ingen søvn; ingen hvile nu. Inden fire dage – højst fem – må jeg stå for Ktesifon. – Hvad tænker du på? Ah, jeg véd det.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Flåden, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, ja, flåden.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Kommer Perser-hæren en dag senere til kløfterne end vi, så vil den – om den end ikke kan tilføje dig anden skade – vende sig vestover imod dine skibe –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 – gøre et umådeligt bytte til at forlænge krigen med –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Kunde vi efterlade tyve tusend mand ved skibene, så vilde de være sikrede –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad tænker du på! Tyve tusend? Næsten tredjedelen af alt våbenført mandskab. Hvor var så den stridsmagt, hvormed jeg skulde sejre? Splittet, spredt, delt. Ikke en eneste mand kan jeg afse til sligt øjemed. Nej, nej, Nevita; men der turde vel gives et tredje middel –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(viger tilbage).
 

Min store kejser –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Flåden må hverken falde i Persernes hænder eller volde os mandespilde. Der gives et tredje valg, siger jeg! Hvi nøler du? Hvi udtaler du det ikke?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(til Perseren).
 

Véd du, om borgerne i Ktesifon har forråd på korn og olje?
 

PERSEREN.
 I Ktesifon er overflødige forråd af alle slags.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og har vi først staden inde, så ligger hele det rige landskab åbent for os.
 

PERSEREN.
 Borgerne ville åbne sine porte for dig, herre! Jeg er ikke den eneste, som hader kong Sapores. De vil rejse sig imod ham og falde dig tilfode, hvis du kommer uventet over dem, i forfærdelsens vælde, og med al din samlede magt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Just det; just det.
 

PERSEREN.
 Brænd skibene, herre!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Ah!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hans had ser, mens din troskab famler, Nevita!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Min troskab så, herre; men den vånded sig ved det, den så.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Er ikke disse skibe som en lænke om vor fod? Vi har levnetsmidler for fire fulde dage i lejren. Det er godt, at soldaterne ikke tynges formeget. Og hvad tjener så skibene til? Vi har ingen floder mere at sætte over –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Herre, hvis det virkelig er din vilje –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Min vilje, – min vilje? O, i en aften som denne – uvejrsfuld og stormende –; hvorfor kunde ikke et lyn slå ned og –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(kommer ilsomt fra venstre).
 

Du solens udkårne søn, – hør, hør!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ikke nu, min Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Intet er vigtigere end dette. Du må høre mig!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 I lykkens og visdommens navn, så tal, min broder!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(drager ham tilside og siger dæmpet).
 

Du véd, jeg har forsket og gransket, både i bøger og gennem varsler, for at komme efter udfaldet af dette krigstog.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg véd, at du intet har kunnet forudsige mig.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Varslerne talte og skrifterne samstemte med dem. Men svaret, som altid kom igen, var så sælsomt, at jeg måtte tro, jeg havde forregnet mig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Men nu –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Da vi drog ud fra Antiokia skrev jeg til Rom for at rådføre mig med de sibyllinske bøger –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja –!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 I denne time er svaret kommet; en brevdrager fra statholderen i Antiokia har bragt det.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, Maximos, – og det lyder –?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det lyder som alt, hvad varsler og skrifter har sagt mig; og nu tør jeg tyde det. Glæd dig, min broder, – du er usårlig i denne kamp.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Udsagnet, – udsagnet?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 De sibyllinske bøger siger: „Julian skal vogte sig for de frygiske egne”.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(viger tilbage).
 

De frygiske –? Ah, Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvi blev du bleg, min broder?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sig mig, dyrebare lærer, – hvorledes tyder du dette svar?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Er mere end én udtydning tænkelig? De frygiske egne? Hvad har du i Frygien at gøre? I Frygien, – et landskab, som ligger afsides, langt bag dig, og hvor du aldrig har nødig at sætte din fod? Ingen fare truer dig, du lykkelige, – det er meningen.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dette gådesvar har en tvefoldig mening. Ingen fare truer mig i kampen – men fra hint fjerne landskab. – Nevita; Nevita!
 

HÆRFØRRREN NEVITA.
 Herre –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 I Frygien altså? Alexandros skriver om løndomsfulde ting, der forberedes i Frygien. Det er engang bleven forudsagt, at Galilæeren skal komme igen – Brænd skibene, Nevita!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Herre, er det din faste ufravigelige vilje –?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Brænd dem! Nøl ikke. Der truer os lønlige farer bagved. (til en af høvedsmændene.) Giv nøje agt på denne fremmede. Han skal tjene os til vejviser. Kvæg ham med spise og drikke, og lad ham hvile godt ud.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Min kejser, jeg bønfalder dig, – byg ikke for sikkert på en slig overløbers udsagn.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Aha, – du tykkes rystet, min galilæiske rådgiver! Alt dette er nok ikke efter dit sind. Kanske véd du mere, end du skøtter om at sige. Gå, Nevita, – og brænd skibene!
 

(Hærføreren Nevita bøjer sig og går ud til venstre. Høvedsmanden fører Perseren bort mellem teltene.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Forrædere i min egen lejr! Vent, vent, – jeg skal vel komme tilbunds i disse underfundigheder. Hæren skal bryde op! Gå, Jovian, og sørg for, at fortroppen rykker ud inden en time. Perseren kender vejen. Gå!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Som du byder, min høje kejser!
 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Du brænder flåden? Sikkerlig har du store ting isinde.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg gad vide, om den makedoniske Alexander havde vovet dette?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Vidste Alexander, hvor faren trued?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sandt; sandt! Jeg véd det. Alle sejrbringende magter er i forbund med mig. Varsler og tegn udfolder sin hemmelighedsfulde kundskab til fromme for mit rige. Siges det ikke om Galilæeren, at ånderne kom og tjente ham? – Hvem tjener ånderne nu? Hvad vilde Galilæeren sige, hvis han var usynlig tilstede iblandt os?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Han vilde sige: det tredje rige er nær.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det tredje rige er kommet, Maximos! Jeg føler, at verdens Messias er levende i mig. Ånden er vorden kød, og kødet ånd. Alt skabt ligger indenfor min vilje og min vælde. Se, se, – hist fyger de første gnister ivejret. Luerne slikker i tougværket og i de tætte masteklynger. (råber imod ilden.) Tænd; tænd!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Vinden aner din vilje. Den vokser og tjener dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(byder med knyttet hånd).
 

Vord storm! Mere vestlig! Jeg vil det!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS

(kommer fra højre).
 

Nådigste herre, – tillad, at jeg varer dig ad. Der er udbrudt en farefuld uro i lejren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg tåler ingen uro mere. Hæren skal rykke frem.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Ja, min kejser, – men de genstridige Galilæere –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Galilæerne? Hvad de?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Da skatmestrene nylig skulde uddele lønning til soldaterne, havde de opstillet dit høje billede foran lønningsbordene –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Således skal det stedse ske herefter.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Det pålagdes hver mand, alt som han gik frem, at kaste noget røgelse i fyrfadene –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu ja, ja?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Mange af de galilæiske soldater gjorde det uden at tænke videre derved; men andre vægred sig –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad! De vægred sig?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 I førstningen, herre; men da skatmestrene forestilled dem, at det var en gammel skik, som igen skulde indføres og som ikke havde noget med det guddommelige at skaffe –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Aha; hvad så?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 – så faldt de til føje og gjorde, som man bød dem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ser I vel; de faldt til føje!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Men siden, herre, smilte vore egne ad dem og spotted og sagde ubetænksomt, at nu gjorde de bedst i at udslette korsets og fiskens tegn, som de plejer at indriste på armene; thi nu havde de dyrket den guddommelige kejser.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja! Og Galilæerne?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 De brød ud i høje klager – –; hør, hør, herre; det er umuligt at tale dem til rette.
 

(Vilde skrig høres udenfor mellem teltene.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Disse rasende! Opsætsighed til det sidste. De véd ikke, at deres mesters magt er brudt.
 

(Kristne soldater løber frem på sletten. Nogle slår sig for brystet; andre sønderriver sine klæder, alt under gråd og råb.)
 

EN SOLDAT.
 Kristus døde for mig, og jeg sveg ham!
 

EN ANDEN SOLDAT.
 O, du straffende Herre i himlen, slå mig; jeg har dyrket falske guder!
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON.
 Djævlen på kejsersædet har dræbt min sjæl! Ve, ve, ve!
 

ANDRE SOLDATER

(afriver blytegnene, som de bærer om halsen).
 

Vi vil ikke tjene afguder!
 

ATTER ANDRE.
 Gudsfornægteren er ikke vor hersker! Vi vil hjem! Hjem!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Fromentinos, grib disse afsindige! Hug dem ned!
 

(Fromentios og flere blandt de omstående vil styrte ind på de kristne soldater. I det samme udbreder sig et stærkt lysende skin; luer slår ivejret fra skibene.)
 

FØRERE OG SOLDATER

(skrækslagne).
 

Flåden brænder!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, flåden brænder! Og mere end flåden brænder. På dette røde væltende bål brænder den korsfæstede Galilæer til aske; og den jordiske kejser brænder med Galilæeren. Men op af asken stiger – lig hin vidunderlige fugl – jordens gud og åndens kejser i én, i én, i én!
 

FLERE STEMMER.
 Vanvid har slåt ham!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(kommer fra venstre).
 

Det er fuldbragt.
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN

(ilsomt fra lejren).
 

Sluk, sluk, sluk!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Brænd, brænd!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN

(fra lejren).
 

Herre, du er forrådt! Hin persiske overløber var en bedrager –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du lyver, mand! Hvor er han?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Flygtet!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Forsvunden, som en skygge –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Flygtet!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 De, som ledsaged ham, udsiger, at han blev ligesom borte mellem hænderne på dem.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Hans hest er også borte fra indhegningen, hvor den stod; den fremmede må være flygtet ind over sletterne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sluk branden, Nevita!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Umuligt, min kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sluk, sluk! Det skal være muligt!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Intet er umuligere. Alle landtouge er overhugne; alle skibe driver ned på de brændende vrag.
 

FYRST HORMISDAS

(kommer frem mellem teltene).
 

Forbandelse over mine landsmænd! O, herre, at du kunde lytte til denne rænkefulde.
 

RÅB FRA LEJREN.
 Flåden brænder! Skilte fra hjemmet! Døden foran os!
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON.
 Afgud, afgud, – byd stormen tie! byd luerne dø!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Stormen vokser. Ilden er som et rullende hav –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(hvisker).
 

Vogt dig for de frygiske egne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(råber til hæren).
 

Lad flåden brænde! Inden syv dage skal I brænde Ktesifon.
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(En øde stenet ørkenslette uden træer og græs. Til højre kejserens telt. Eftermiddag.)
 

(Udmattede soldater ligger i klynger inde på sletten. Fra og til drager hærafdelinger forbi fra venstre til højre. Udenfor teltet går visdomslærerne Priskos og Kytron samt flere andre af kejserens ledsagere ventende i spænding og uro. Livvagtsføreren Anatolos står med soldater foran teltåbningen.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Er det ikke ufatteligt, at dette krigsråd kan vare så længe?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Ja, i sandhed, man skulde mene, her var kun to ting at vælge imellem: at rykke frem eller rykke tilbage.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Dette er ikke til at blive klog på. – Sig mig, gode Anatolos, hvorfor i gudernes navn rykker vi ikke frem?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Ja, hvorfor ængster man os og gør holdt her midt i ørken?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Ser I den dirrende luft nede i himmelbrynet både i nord, øst og syd?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ja vel, ja vel; det er heden –
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Det er sletten, som brænder.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Hvad siger du! Brænder sletten?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Spøg dog ikke så uhyggelig, gode Anatolos! Sig os – hvad er det?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Sletten brænder, siger jeg. Hist ude, hvor ørkenen hører op, har Perserne tændt ild i græsset. Vi kan ikke komme nogen vej, før jordbunden er afkølet.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 O, er ikke dette forfærdeligt? Hvilke barbarer? At gribe til deslige midler –!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Men så er der jo intet valg. Uden levnetsmidler, uden vand –; hvorfor går vi ikke tilbage?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Over Tigris og Eufrat?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Og flåden brændt! Hvorledes føres dog denne krig? O, at dog ikke kejseren tænker mere på sine venner! Hvorledes skal jeg komme hjem igen?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Du, som vi andre, ven!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Som I andre? Som I andre! Ja, det er en god tale. Med eder er det en anden sag. I er krigsmænd. Det er eders kald at udholde visse besværligheder, som jeg slet ikke er vant til. Jeg har ikke fulgt med kejseren for at døje så meget ondt. Her pines jeg af myg og giftfluer; – se, hvorledes mine hænder ser ud!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREREN PRISKOS.
 Tilvisse er vi ikke kommen her for dette. Vi påtog os at følge hæren for at affatte lovtaler over de sejre, som kejseren agtede at vinde. Hvor er der blevet af disse sejre? Hvad har man udrettet i de sex møjsommelige uger siden flådens brand? Man har ødelagt nogle forladte byer af det usleste slags. Man har fremvist i lejren nogle fanger, som fortropperne skulde have taget. Jeg véd rigtignok ikke, i hvilke slag det skulde være sked! Og jeg synes også, at hine fanger så ligere ud til at være opsnappede hyrder og bønder –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Og så at man kunde brænde flåden! Sagde jeg ikke straks, at dette vilde blive en kilde til ulykker?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Det hørte jeg dog ikke.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Hvad? Sagde jeg det ikke? Hørte ikke du, o Priskos, at jeg sagde det?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Jeg véd sandelig ikke, ven; men jeg véd, at jeg selv til ingen nytte ivrede imod dette ulyksalige foretagende. Ja, jeg kan sige, at jeg har været imod det hele krigstog på denne årstid. Hvilken overilelse! Hvor har dog kejseren havt sine øjne? Er det den samme helt, der fægtede så overmåde heldigt ved Rhin-strømmen? Skulde man ikke tro, at han var slagen med blindhed eller med en åndelig sygdom?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Hyss, hyss; – hvad tale er det?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ja, det var visst nok lidet sømmeligt sagt af vor Priskos. Men heller ikke jeg kan nægte, at jeg sporer en sørgelig mangel på visdom i flere af den kronede visdomselskers senere handlinger. Hvor overilet, at stille sit billede op i lejren og lade sig dyrke, som om han var en gud! Hvor uklogt, så åbenbart at håne hin sælsomme lærer fra Nazareth, hvilken dog må siges at råde over en særdeles magt, der ellers kanske kunde kommet os alle til gode under disse farefulde omstændigheder. Ah, der kommer Nevita selv. Nu får vi høre –
 

(Hærføreren Nevita kommer ud fra teltet. I åbningen vender han sig og gør et tegn indad. Straks efter kommer livlægen Oribases ud.)
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(drager lægen tilside).
 

Sig mig ærligt, Oribases, – er der noget ivejen med kejserens sind?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Hvor falder du på det, herre?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Hvorledes skal jeg ellers tyde hans adfærd?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 O, min elskede kejser –!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Oribases, du må ikke dølge noget for mig.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON

(nærmer sig).
 

O, tappre hærfører, hvis det ikke er påtrængende –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Siden, siden!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(til Nevita).
 

Vær rolig, herre! Der skal ikke ske nogen ulykke. Eutherios og jeg har lovet hverandre at holde øje med ham.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Ah, du vil da vel ikke dermed sige, at –?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Sidste nat var han nær ved at forkorte sit liv. Lykkeligvis kom Eutherios tilstede –; o, tal ikke til nogen om det!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Slip ham ikke af syne.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS

(nærmer sig).
 

Det vilde være os en stor trøst at erfare, hvad krigsrådet –?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Tilgiv; jeg har vigtige ting at skøtte.
 

(Han går ud bag teltet. Krigsøversten Jovian kommer i det samme ud fra åbningen.)
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN

(indad).
 

Skal ske, min nådige kejser!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ah, højst fortræffelige Jovian! Nu? Er tilbagetoget besluttet?
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Jeg vil ikke råde nogen at kalde det et tilbagetog.
 

(han går ud bag teltet.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 O, disse krigsmænd! En visdomselskers sindsro gælder intet for dem. Ah!
 

(Kejser Julian kommer ud fra teltet; han er bleg og indfalden. Sammen med kejseren kommer husmesteren Eutherios og flere krigsøverster, hvilke sidste straks går bort over sletten til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(til visdomslærerne).
 

Glæd jer nu, mine venner! Nu vil snart alt blive godt.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ak, velsignede herre, har du fundet en udvej?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vi har udveje nok, Kytron; det gælder kun at vælge den bedste. Nu vil vi ændre noget ved hærens fremrykning –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 O, priset være din klogskab!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Dette tog imod øst, – det leder ikke til noget.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Nej, nej, det er visst!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nu går vi mod nord, Kytron!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Hvad, herre, – imod nord?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Altså ikke vestover?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ikke vestover. Langt fra ikke vestover. Det vilde have sin vanskelighed for flodernes skyld. Og Ktesifon må vi lade ligge til senere. Uden skibene kan vi ikke tænke på at tage staden. Det var Galilæerne, som voldte dette med skibsbranden; jeg har mærket et og andet. Hvo tør kalde det et tilbagetog, at jeg går nordover? Hvad véd I om mine hensigter? Perserhæren står et steds i det nordlige; det er vi nu temmelig visse på. Har jeg først slåt Sapores –; det skal gøres af i ét slag –; i Persernes lejr vil vi finde umådelige forråd – Når jeg fører Perser-kongen som fange gennem Antiokia og de andre stæder, så gad jeg dog se, om ikke borgerne falder mig tilfode.
 

KRISTNE SOLDATER

(drager syngende over sletten).
 

Øksen ligger ved træets rod;
 

verdens ceder skal fældes.
 

På Golgata skyder af Herrens blod
 

palmen, som aldrig ældes.
 

(ud til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(følger dem med øjnene).
 

Galilæerne synger altid. Sange om død og sår og smerte. Hine kvinder, jeg tog med som sygeplejersker, – de har gjort os mere skade end gavn. De har lært soldaterne sælsomme sange, hvilke jeg ikke før har hørt. Dog vil jeg ikke herefter straffe nogen for sligt. Det leder kun til des større forvildelse. Véd du, Priskos, hvad der hændte med de opsætsige, som nys nægtede at vise de kejserlige billeder den skyldige ærefrygt?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Nys, herre?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Da jeg, for at indgyde ligesindede en gavnlig skræk, vilde lade nogle af disse mennesker aflive, så trådte den ældste frem og bad, under høje glædesråb, om at måtte få lov til at dø først. – Ser du, Priskos, – da jeg igår erfoer dette –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Igår! O herre, du fejler. Dette er sked for firti dage siden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Så længe? Ja, ja, ja! Hebræerne måtte vandre firti år i ørken. Alle de gamle måtte uddø. Der måtte vokse op en ny slægt; men den – mærk jer det – den slap ind i det land, som var dem alle lovet.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Det er højt på dagen, herre; – vil du ikke tænke på måltidet?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ikke endnu, min Eutherios! Kødets spægelse tør være til gavn for alle mennesker. Ja, jeg siger eder, vi må lægge vind på at vorde en ny slægt. Jeg kan ikke gøre noget med jer, således, som I nu er. Vil I ud af ørken, så må I vandre i et rent levnet. Se til Galilæerne. Vi kunde lære visse ting af de mennesker. Der gives ingen nødlidende og hjælpeløse iblandt dem; de lever som brødre og søstre indbyrdes, – og mest nu, da deres genstridighed har tvunget mig til at tugte dem. Disse Galilæere, skal I vide, har noget i hjertet, som jeg højlig skulde ønske, at I vilde beflitte jer på. I kalder eder efterfølgere af Sokrates, af Platon, af Diogenes. Er der nogen af eder, som vilde gå glad i døden for Platons skyld? Mon vor Priskos vilde ofre sin venstre hånd for Sokrates? Mon Kytron vilde for Diogenes lade sit øre afhugge? I gjorde det sandelig ikke! Jeg kender jer, I kalkede grave! Gå fra mine øjne; – jeg kan ikke bruge jer!
 

(Visdomslærerne går nedslagne bort; de øvrige fjerner sig også under bekymret hvisken. Kun livlægen Oribases og husmesteren Eutherios blir tilbage hos kejseren. Livvagtsføreren Anatolos står fremdeles med sine soldater udenfor teltet.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvor sælsomt! Hvor er det ikke i sin dybeste grund ufatteligt? Oribases, – kan du forklare mig denne gåde?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Min kejser, – hvilken gåde mener du?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Med tolv ringe mænd, fiskere, uvidende mennesker, grundlagde han dette.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 O herre, disse tanker afkræfter dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvem er det, som har holdt det sammen til denne dag? Kvinder og ukyndige for største delen –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Ja, ja, herre; men nu vil snart en lykkelig vending af krigstoget –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Meget sandt, Oribases; så snart lykken har vendt sig, så vil alt vorde godt. Tømmermandssønnens rige falder inden føje tid; det véd vi nok. Så mange år, som året har dage, så længe skal han herske; og nu har vi jo –
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Min elskede herre, vilde ikke et bad gøre dig godt?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Mener du det? – Du kan gå, Eutherios! Gå, gå! Jeg har noget at tale med Oribases.
 

(Husmesteren Eutherios går ud bag teltet. Kejseren drager Oribases over til den anden side.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Har Eutherios fortalt dig noget denne morgen?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Nej, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Har han ikke fortalt dig om noget fra inat –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Nej, min kejser, – slet intet. Eutherios er meget taus.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Skulde han fortælle dig noget, så må du ikke tro det. Det er ingenlunde gåt således til, som han siger. Det er ham selv, som står mig efter livet.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Han, – din gamle trofaste tjener!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil holde øje med ham.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Det vil jeg også.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Vi vil begge to holde øje med ham.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, jeg tror, du har nydt ringe søvn inat.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(vil tale men besinder sig).
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Véd du, hvoraf det kom, at jeg ikke fik sove?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Nej, min kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sejrherren fra den mulviske bro var hos mig.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Den store Konstantin?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, I de sidste nætter har jeg ikke havt ro for denne skygge. Han kommer lidt efter midnat og går ikke bort før henimod morgenstunden.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, det er fuldmånen; den har altid øvet en sælsom virkning på dit sind.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Efter de gamles mening plejer deslige syner – – Hvor blir dog Maximos af? Men hines mening er ingenlunde at bygge på. Vi ser jo, de har faret vild i så mangt og meget. Selv hvad de fortæller om guderne tør vi ikke ubetinget tro. Ikke heller om skyggerne og de magter for øvrigt, som råder for menneskenes velfærd. Hvad véd vi om disse magter? Vi véd intet, Oribases, – fraregnet deres lunefuldhed og ubestandighed, for hvilke egenskaber vi har temmelig sikkre vidnesbyrd. Jeg skulde ønske, Maximos vilde komme. – (hen for sig.) Her? Det er jo ikke her, at det faretruende uvejr trækker op. Det skulde jo være i de frygiske egne –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Hvilke egne, herre, – og hvilket uvejr?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, intet – intet.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(kommer fra højre side af sletten).
 

Nu, min kejser, er hæren sat i gang –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nordover?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(studser).
 

Forstår sig, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, vi skulde dog ventet til Maximos –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Hvad skal det sige, min kejser! Her er intet at vente efter. Vi står uden levnetsmidler; spredte fiendtlige rytterhobe viser sig allerede både i øst og i syd –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, vi må frem, – nordover. Nu kommer Maximos straks. Jeg har ladet de etruskiske spåmænd hente fra bagtroppen; de skal endnu engang forsøge – – Nogle Magere har jeg også fåt fat på, og de siger sig at være vel forfarne i de kaldæiske hemmeligheder. Vore egne prester tager varsler på ni forskellige steder –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Herre, hvorledes varslerne end falder ud, så siger jeg dig, vi må frem. Soldaterne er ikke længere at stole på; de skønner godt, vor eneste redning er at nå de armeniske berge.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Did vil vi, Nevita, – hvorledes så varslerne falder ud. Men det er dog en stor tryghed at vide, at man handler ligesom efter samråd med hine uudgrundelige magter, der, når de vil, kan gribe så overordentlig dybt ind i et menneskes skæbne.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(går fra ham og siger kort og bydende).
 

Anatolos, tag kejserens telt ned!
 

(han hvisker nogle ord til livvagtsføreren og går ud til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Alle varsler har i disse firti dage været ulykkespående; og det viser just, at man tør sætte lid til dem; thi i al denne tid er vor sag kun lidet fremmet. Men ser du vel, min Oribases, – nu da jeg har et nyt foretagende for øje – Ah, Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(kommer inde fra sletten).
 

Hæren er alt undervejs, herre; stig tilhest!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Varslerne – varslerne?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ej, hvad – varslerne! Spørg ikke om varslerne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Tal! Jeg vil vide, hvad de har svaret.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Alle varsler tier.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 De tier?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg var hos presterne; offerdyrenes indvolde gav intet tegn. Jeg var hos de etruskiske gøglere; fuglens flugt og skrig sagde dem intet. Hos Magerne var jeg også; deres skrifter havde intet svar at give. Og jeg selv –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du selv, min Maximos?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Nu kan jeg sige dig det. Jeg har i denne nat gransket stjernernes stilling. De forkyndte mig intet, Julian!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Intet. – Taushed – taushed, som om solskiven var i færd med at formørkes. Alene! Ingen bro mere mellem mig og ånderne. Hvor er du nu, du hvide sejlskinnende flåde, som kom og gik i dagglans og som bar bud mellem jord og himmel? Flåden er brændt. Også denne flåde er brændt. O, alle mine skinnende skibe. Eller hvad, Maximos, – hvad tror du om dette?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg tror på dig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja, – gør det!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Verdensviljen har nedlagt sin vælde i din hånd; derfor tier den.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Således vil vi tyde det. Og vi får handle derefter, – skønt vi helst kunde ønsket at – – Denne taushed! At stå så helt alene. Dog gives der andre, som også må siges at stå næsten alene. Galilæerne. De har kun den ene gud; og én gud er jo dog næsten ingen gud. Hvorledes går det da til, at vi daglig ser disse mennesker – –?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS

(der imidlertid har ladet teltet nedtage).
 

Min kejser, nu må du stige tilhest; jeg tør ikke længere lade dig tilbage her.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, nu vil jeg stige tilhest. Hvor har I min gode Babylonios? Se så; med sværdet i hånden – Kom, I dyrebare venner!
 

(Alle går ud til højre.)
 

(Sumpig skogegn. Et mørkt stillestående vand mellem træerne. Vagt blus langt borte. Måneskinsnat med drivende skyer.)
 

(Nogle soldater står på vagt i forgrunden.)
 

MAKRINA OG KVINDERNE

(synger udenfor til venstre).
 

Ve os! Ve!
 

Slægten er lagt
 

under vredens magt.
 

Vi skal døden se!
 

EN AF SOLDATERNE

(lyttende).
 

Hyss! Hører I? Der borte synger de galilæiske kvinder.
 

EN ANDEN SOLDAT.
 De synger som ugler og natteravne.
 

EN TREDJE SOLDAT.
 Da vilde jeg dog gerne være hos dem. Det er tryggere hos Galilæerne end hos os. Galilæernes gud er stærkere end vore.
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Kejseren har fortørnet guderne, det er sagen. Hvor kunde han falde på at sætte sig i gudernes sted?
 

DEN TREDJE SOLDAT.
 Det er værre, at han har fortørnet Galilæernes gud. Véd I ikke, det siges for ganske sikkert, at han og hans heksemester en af de sidste nætter har skåren bugen op på en svanger kvinde for at tage varsler af hendes indvolde?
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Ja, men jeg tror ikke på det. I al fald har det ikke været nogen græsk kvinde; det må have været en barbarkvinde.
 

DEN TREDJE SOLDAT.
 Det siges, at Galilæernes gud tager sig af barbarerne også; og hvis så er, så kommer det til at gå ud over os.
 

DEN ANDEN SOLDAT.
 Å hvad, – kejseren er en stor kriger.
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Kong Sapores skal også være en stor kriger.
 

DEN ANDEN SOLDAT.
 Tror du det er hele Perser-hæren, vi har for os?
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Nogle siger, det skal bare være fortroppen; ingen véd det så nøje.
 

DEN TREDJE SOLDAT.
 Jeg skulde ønske, jeg var over hos Galilæerne.
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Vil du også falde fra?
 

DEN TREDJE SOLDAT.
 Der falder jo så mange fra. I de sidste dage har –
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT

(råber ud i mørket).
 

Stå – stå! Hvem kommer der?
 

EN RØST.
 Venner fra forposterne!
 

(Nogle soldater kommer frem mellem træerne med Kappadokieren Agathon imellem sig.)
 

DEN ANDEN SOLDAT.
 Ho-ho; en, som har villet løbe bort.
 

EN AF DE KOMMENDE.
 Nej, han er gåt fra vid og samling.
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON.
 Jeg er ikke fra vid og samling. O, for Guds store barmhjertigheds skyld, – slip mig løs!
 

SOLDATEN FRA FORPOSTERNE.
 Han siger, han vil dræbe et dyr med syv hoveder.
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON.
 Ja, ja, ja, det vil jeg. O, slip mig dog løs! Ser I dette spyd? Véd I, hvad det er for et spyd? Med dette spyd vil jeg dræbe dyret med de syv hoveder, og så får jeg min sjæl igen. Kristus har selv lovet mig det. Han var hos mig inat.
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Det er hunger og træthed, som har gjort ham forstyrret.
 

EN AF DE KOMMENDE.
 Til lejren med ham; der kan han sove ud.
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON.
 Slip mig! O, I skulde vide, hvad dette er for et spyd!
 

(Soldaterne fører ham bort i forgrunden til højre.)
 

DEN TREDJE SOLDAT.
 Hvad kunde han mene med det dyr?
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Det er galilæiske hemmeligheder. De har så meget sådant imellem sig.
 

(Husmesteren Eutherios og livlægen Oribases kommer hurtigt og spejdende oppe fra højre.)
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Ser du ham ikke?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Nej. – Ah, soldater! – Sig mig, gode venner, gik nogen her forbi?
 

DEN FØRSTE SOLDAT.
 Ja, en deling spydkastere.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Godt, godt! Men ingen andre? Ingen af de høje herrer? Ingen af hærførerne?
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Nej, ingen.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Altså ikke her! O, Eutherios, hvor kunde du –?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Ja, hvad kunde jeg –? Hvad kunde jeg –? Mine gamle øjne havde ikke lukket sig på tre nætter –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(til soldaterne).
 

I må hjælpe os at søge. Jeg kræver det i overførerens eget navn. Spred jer mellem træerne; og finder I nogen af de fornemme herrer, så meld det ved vagtilden der borte.
 

SOLDATERNE.
 Skal ske, herre!
 

(De går alle ud ad forskellige veje til venstre. Lidt efter kommer kejser Julian tilsyne bag et træ til højre. Han lytter, ser sig om og vinker tilbage.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hyss! Kom frem, Maximos! De så os ikke.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(fra samme side).
 

Oribases var den ene af dem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; både han og Eutherios holder øje med mig. De bilder sig nok ind, at – – Har ingen af dem sagt dig noget?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Nej, min Julian! Men hvorfor vækker du mig? Og hvad vil du her i den mørke nat?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil være ene med dig for sidste gang, min elskede lærer!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ikke for sidste gang, Julian!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Se dette sorte vand. Tror du – hvis jeg uden spor forsvandt fra jorden, og mit legeme aldrig fandtes, og ingen fik vide, hvor jeg var bleven af – tror du, at det sagn da vilde udbrede sig, at Hermes var kommen til mig og havde ført mig bort, og at jeg var optagen i gudernes samfund?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Den tid er nær, da menneskene ikke behøver at dø for at leve som guder på jorden.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg fortæres af hjemve, Maximos, – af hjemve efter lyset og solen og alle stjerner.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 O, jeg besværger dig, – tænk ikke på sørgelige ting. Perser-hæren står lige over for dig. Imorgen vil det komme til et slag. Du vil sejre –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg – sejre? Du véd ikke, hvem der var hos mig for en time siden.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvem var hos dig?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg var falden i søvn på mit leje i teltet. Da blev jeg vækket ved, at et stærkt rødligt skin ligesom skar igennem mine lukkede øjenlåg. Jeg så ivejret og skimted en skikkelse, der stod i teltet. Den havde over issen et langt klæde, som faldt ned til begge siderne, så ansigtet var frit.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Kendte du denne skikkelse?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det var det samme ansigt, jeg så i lyset hin nat i Efesos for mange år siden, – hin nat, da vi holdt symposion med de to andre.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Rigets ånd.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Siden har den vist sig for mig én gang i Gallien, – ved en lejlighed, som jeg ikke gider tænke på.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Talte den?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nej. Den lod som den vilde tale; men den talte ikke. Den stod ubevægelig og så på mig. Dens ansigt var blegt og fordrejet. Med ét slog den med begge armene klædet sammen om hovedet, tilhyllede sit ansigt og gik ud tvers gennem teltvæggen.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det afgørende står for døren.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, det står visselig for døren.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ikke forsagt, Julian. Den villende sejrer.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Og hvad vinder den sejrende? Er det møjen værd at sejre? Hvad har den makedoniske Alexander, hvad har Julius Cæsar vundet? Grækere og Romere taler om deres ry med kold undren, – medens den anden, Galilæeren, tømmermandssønnen, sidder som kærlighedens konge i varme troende menneskehjerter. Hvor er han nu? – Er han virksom andetsteds efter den tid, da hint gik for sig på Golgata? Jeg drømte nys om ham. Jeg drømte, at jeg havde lagt hele jorden under mig. Jeg bød, at Galilæerens minde skulde være udslettet på jorden; og så var det udslettet. – Da kom ånderne og tjente mig, og bandt vinger til mine skuldre, og jeg svinged mig ud i det endeløse rum, til jeg fæsted min fod på en anden jord. Det var en anden jord end min. Dens runding var større, den havde et gulere lysskær, og flere måneskiver drejed sig om den. Da så jeg ned på min egen jord, kejserens jord, som jeg havde gjort Galilæer-løs, – og jeg fandt, at alt, hvad jeg havde gjort, var såre godt. Men se, min Maximos, – da kom et tog forbi mig på den fremmede jord, hvor jeg stod. Der var krigsmænd og dommere og bødler i spidsen, og grædende kvinder fulgte toget. Og se – midt i den langsomt skridende skare gik Galilæeren lys levende og bar et kors på ryggen. Da råbte jeg til ham og sagde: hvor hen, Galilæer? Men han vendte sit ansigt imod mig, smilte, nikked langsomt og sagde: til hovedpandestedet! Hvor er han nu? Om hint på Golgata ved Jerusalem kun var en landsby-gerning, øvet, ligesom under en gennemrejse, i en ledig stund? Om han går og går, og lider og dør og sejrer om igen fra den ene jord til den anden? O, om jeg kunde lægge verden øde! Maximos, – gives der ingen gift, ingen fortærende ild, der kan lægge det skabte øde, som det var på hin dag, da den ensomme ånd svæved over vandene?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Jeg hører larm fra vagtposterne. Kom, Julian –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 At tænke sig, at der skal følge århundrede på århundrede, og at der i dem alle skal leve mennesker, vidende, at det var mig, som bukked under, og ham, som sejred! Jeg vil ikke bukke under! Jeg er ung; jeg er usårlig; – det tredje rige er nær – (med et højt skrig.) Der står han!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvem? Hvor?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ser du ham? Hist mellem træstammerne, – i krone og purpurkåbe –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Det er månen, som spiller i vandet. Kom – kom, min Julian!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(går truende imod synet).
 

Vig for mig! Du er død. Dit rige er ude. Af med gøglerkåben, tømmermands-søn! Hvad gør du der? Hvad er det du tømrer? – Ah!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS

(fra venstre).
 

Alle guder være prisede! – Oribases, – hid, hid!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvor blev han af?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(fra venstre).
 

Er han der?
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Ja. – O, min højt elskede kejser!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvem var det, som sagde: jeg tømrer kejserens kiste?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Hvad mener du, herre?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvo talte, spørger jeg! Hvem var det, som sagde: jeg tømrer kejserens kiste?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Følg med til teltet, jeg besværger dig!
 

(Larm og skrig høres langt borte.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Krigsråb! Perserne overfalder os –
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Forposterne er alt i fuld kamp!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Fienden er i lejren! Ah, herre, du er våbenløs –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil ofre til guderne.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Hvilke guder, du dåre? Hvor er de, – og hvad er de?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg vil ofre til denne eller hin. Jeg vil ofre til mange. En eller anden må dog høre mig. Jeg vil anråbe noget udenfor mig og over mig –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Her er ikke et øjeblik at spilde –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, – så I den brændende fakkel bag skyen? Den tændtes og slukned i samme stund. Et bud fra ånderne! Et skinnende skib mellem himmel og jord! – Mit skjold; mit sværd!
 

(Han iler ud til højre. Oribases og Eutherios følger ham.)
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(råber).
 

Kejser, kejser, – kæmp ikke i denne nat!
 

(ud til højre.)
 

(Åben slette med en landsby langt borte. Daggry og tåget luft.)
 

(Slagtummel. Skrig og våbenlarm ude på sletten. I forgrunden romerske spydbærere under høvedsmanden Ammian i kamp med persiske bueskytter. Disse drives efterhånden tilbage mod venstre.)
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Ret så! Ind på dem! Stik dem ned! Giv dem ikke tid til at skyde!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(med følge fra højre).
 

Godt kæmpet, Ammian!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 O, herre, hvorfor kommer ikke rytterne til hjælp?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Det er umuligt. Perserne har elefanter foran i rækken. Den blotte lugt gør hestene sky. Stik – stik! Nedenfra, venner, – under brystpladerne!
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON

(i natklæder, belæsset med bøger og papirruller, fra højre).
 

O, at jeg skulde komme midt ind i disse rædsler!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Har du set kejseren, ven?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Ja, men han ændser mig ikke. O, jeg beder ydmygst om en afdeling krigsknægte, som kan beskytte mig!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(til sine ledsagere).
 

De viger. Skjoldbærerne skal rykke frem.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Du hører mig ikke, herre! Det er højst vigtigt, at jeg ikke kommer til skade; mit skrift „Om sindsro under vanskelige forhold” er ikke færdigt –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(som før).
 

Perserne har fåt forstærkning på højre hånd. De trænger frem igen.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN KYTRON.
 Trænger de frem? O, denne blodige mordlyst! En pil! Den havde nær truffet mig! Hvor uvorrent de skyder; ingen agt for liv og lemmer!
 

(han flygter ud i forgrunden til venstre.)
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Kampen står. Det går hverken frem eller tilbage. (til høvedsmanden Fromentinos, som kommer med en ny skare fra højre.) Hej, høvedsmand, – har du set kejseren?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Ja, herre; han kæmper i spidsen for de hvidklædte ryttere.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Ikke såret?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS.
 Han synes usårlig. Pile og kastespyd bøjer af, hvor han viser sig.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN

(råber tilbage fra kamptrængselen).
 

Til hjælp; vi kan ikke holde det længer!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Frem, min kække Fromentinos!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN FROMENTINOS

(til soldaterne).
 

Tæt sammen, og ind på dem, Grækere!
 

(han iler Ammian til hjælp; kampen trækker sig noget tilbage.)
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS

(med nogle folk fra højre).
 

Er ikke kejseren her?
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Kejseren! Skal ikke du svare for kejseren?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Hans hest blev skudt under ham – der opstod en umådelig trængsel; det var umuligt at komme frem til ham –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Ah, tror du, han er kommen til skade?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Nej, jeg tror det ikke. Der blev råbt, at han var uskadt, men –
 

FLERE AF HÆRFØRERENS FØLGE.
 Der er han! Der er han!
 

(Kejser Julian, uden hjelm og rustning, kun med sværd og skjold, ledsaget af kejserlige hustropper, kommer fra højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Godt, at jeg fandt dig, Nevita!
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Ah, herre, – uden våbenklædning; hvor uforsigtigt –!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 I disse egne bider intet våben på mig. Men gå, Nevita; tag hele anførselen; hesten blev skudt under mig og –
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA.
 Min kejser, så er du dog kommen til skade?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nej; kun et stød i hovedet; lidt svimmel. Gå, gå – – Hvad er det? Der trænger så mange forunderlige skarer midt ind imellem os.
 

HÆRFØREREN NEVITA

(dæmpet).
 

Anatolos, du indestår for kejseren.
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Vær rolig, herre!
 

(Hærføreren Nevita går med sine ledsagere ud til højre. Kejser Julian, livvagtsføreren Anatolos og nogle af hustropperne blir tilbage. Kampen på sletten fjerner sig mere og mere.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvor mange af vore tror du, der er faldne, Anatolos?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Det er visst intet ringe antal, herre! men jeg er sikker på, at der er faldne flere af Perserne.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, ja; men der er dog faldne mange, både Grækere og Romere. Tror du ikke?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Min kejser, du er visselig ikke vel. Dit ansigt er ganske blegt –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ser du disse, som ligger der, – nogle på ryggen, andre forover med udstrakte arme? De er dog vel alle døde?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Ja, herre, det er ikke at tvile på.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 De er døde, ja! De véd altså intet, hverken om nederlaget i Jerusalem eller om de andre nederlag. – Tror du ikke, Anatolos, at der vil falde mange flere Grækere i dette slag?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Herre, vi vil håbe, det blodigste arbejd er over.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Der vil falde mange, mange flere, siger jeg! Men det forslår ikke. Hvad hjælper det, at mange falder? Det kommer dog til efterslægten – – Sig mig, Anatolos, hvorledes tror du, at kejser Kaligula tænkte sig hint sværd?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Hvilket sværd, herre?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Du véd, han ønskte sig et sværd, hvormed han i et eneste hugg kunde –
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Hør hærskriget, herre! Nu er jeg sikker på, at Perserne viger.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(lytter).
 

Hvad er det for sang i luften?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Herre, tillad at jeg henter Oribases; eller endnu bedre, – kom, kom; du er syg!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det er sang i luften. Kan du ikke høre det?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Hvis så er, så er det Galilæerne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, visst er det Galilæerne. Ha-ha-ha, de kæmper i vore rækker og ser ikke, hvem der står på den anden side. O, I dårer tilhobe! Hvor er Nevita? Hvorfor går han imod Perserne? Ser han ikke, at Perserne ikke er de farligste? – I forråder mig alle.
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS

(sagte til en af soldaterne).
 

Skynd dig til lejren; hent kejserens livlæge!
 

(Soldaten går ud til højre.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvilke myldrende skarer! Tror du, de har fåt øje på os, Anatolos?
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Hvem, herre? Hvor?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ser du dem ikke, – hist – højt oppe og langt borte! Du lyver! Du ser dem godt.
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Ved de evige guder, det er kun morgenskyerne; det er dagen, som bryder frem.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det er Galilæerens hærskarer, siger jeg dig! Se, – de i de rødbræmmede klæder, det er dem, som led bloddøden. Syngende kvinder omringer dem og spinder buestrenge af sit lange afrevne hår. Børn er i følge med dem og tvinder stenslynger af sine udhaspede tarme. Brændende fakler –! Hvor tusendfoldige, – hvor talløse! De stævner lige hid! Alle ser de på mig; alle går de ret imod mig!
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Det er Perserne, herre! Vore rækker viger –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 De skal ikke vige. – I skal ikke! Stå fast, Grækere! Stå, stå, Romere! Idag skal vi frigøre verden!
 

(Kampen har imidlertid trukket sig fremover sletten igen. Kejser Julian styrter sig med hævet sværd ind i den vildeste slagtummel. Almindelig forvirring.)
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS

(råber ud til højre).
 

Til hjælp! Kejseren er i den yderste fare!
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(mellem de kæmpende).
 

Jeg ser ham; jeg ser ham! Et længere sværd! Hvem har et længere sværd at låne mig?
 

FREMSTORMENDE SOLDATER

(fra højre).
 

Med Kristus for kejseren!
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON

(blandt de kommende).
 

Med Kristus for Kristus!
 

(han kaster sit spyd; det strejfer kejserens arm og borer sig ind i hans side.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah!
 

(han griber i spyd-jernet for at drage det ud, men sønderskærer derved sin hånd, udstøder et højt skrig og falder.)
 

SOLDATEN AGATHON

(råber i trængselen).
 

Romer-landsen fra Golgata!
 

(han kaster sig våbenløs ind mellem Perserne; man ser, at han nedhugges.)
 

FORVIRREDE RÅB.
 Kejseren! Er kejseren såret?
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(forsøger at rejse sig, men falder tilbage og råber):
 

Du har sejret, Galilæer!
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Kejseren er falden!
 

LIVVAGTSFØREREN ANATOLOS.
 Kejseren er såret! Værg ham – værg ham, i gudernes navn!
 

(Hån stiller sig med fortvilelse imod de fremtrængende Persere. Kejseren bæres afmægtig bort. I det samme kommer krigsøversten Jovian med nye skarer ud på sletten.)
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Frem – frem, troende brødre; giv kejseren, hvad kejserens er!
 

VIGENDE SOLDATER

(råber ham imøde).
 

Han er falden! Kejseren er falden!
 

KRIGSØVERSTEN JOVIAN.
 Falden! O, hævnens vældige Gud! Frem, frem; Herren vil, at hans folk skal leve! Jeg ser himlen åben; jeg ser englene med flammende sværd –!
 

SOLDATER

(fremstormende).
 

Kristus er iblandt os!
 

AMMIANS SKARER.
 Galilæernes gud er iblandt os! Tæt om ham! Han er den stærkeste!
 

(Vild slagtummel. Krigsøversten Jovian trænger ind i de fiendtlige rækker. Solopgang. Perserne flygter til alle sider.)
 

(Kejserens telt med tildækket indgang i baggrunden. Lys dag.)
 

(Kejser Julian ligger bevidstløs på sit leje. Sårene i hans højre side, arm og hånd er forbundne. Tæt ved ham står livlægen Oribases og Makrina samt husmesteren Eutherios. Længere tilbage Basilios fra Cæsaræa og visdomslæreren Priskos. Ved foden af sengen står mystikeren Maximos.)
 

MAKRINA.
 Han bløder igen. Jeg må lægge bindet fastere.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Tak ske dig, du milde kvinde; dine varlige hænder kom os vel tilpas.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Lever han virkelig endnu?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Visst lever han.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Men han ånder jo ikke.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Han ånder dog.
 

(Høvedsmanden Ammian kommer sagte ind med kejserens sværd og skjold, som han lægger fra sig, og blir stående ved forhænget.)
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Ak, gode høvedsmand, hvorledes står sagerne derude?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Bedre end her. Er han allerede –?
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Nej, nej, – endnu ikke. Men er det visst, at vi har drevet Perserne tilbage?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Ja, fuldstændigt. Det var krigsøversten Jovian, som slog dem på flugt. Nys kom tre fornemme udsendinger fra kong Sapores til lejren for at bede om våbenstilstand.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Og tror du, Nevita går ind på det?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Nevita har overgivet anførselen til Jovian. Alle flokker sig om Jovian. Alle ser i ham den eneste redningsmand –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Tal sagte; han rører sig.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Rører sig? Vågner kanske til samling? O, om han skulde få opleve dette!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Hvilket, Ammian?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Både soldater og førere rådslår om valget af den nye kejser.
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Hvad siger du!
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 O, hvilken skamløs utålmodighed!
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Hærens farefulde stilling undskylder det tildels; og dog –
 

MAKRINA.
 Han vågner; – han slår øjnene op –
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(ligger en stund stille og ser mildt på de omstående).
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Herre, kender du mig?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ja, fuldkommen, min Oribases.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Lig blot stille.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ligge stille? Hvad minder du mig om? Jeg må op!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Umuligt, herre; jeg bønfalder dig –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg må op, siger jeg. Hvor kan jeg ligge stille nu? Jeg må slå Sapores fuldstændigt.
 

HUSMESTEREN EUTHERIOS.
 Sapores er slåt, herre! Han har skikket sendebud til lejren for at bede om våbenstilstand.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Har han virkelig? Dette er mig såre kært. – Ham sejred jeg dog altså over. Men ingen våbenstilstand. Jeg vil slå ham helt til jorden. – Ah, hvor har jeg mit skjold? Skulde jeg have mistet skjoldet?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Nej, min kejser, – her er både dit skjold og dit sværd.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Det er mig i sandhed såre kært. Mit gode skjold. Jeg vilde nødig vide det i barbarernes hænder. Giv mig det på armen –
 

MAKRINA.
 O, herre, det er dig for tungt nu!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, – du? Du har ret, fromme Makrina; det er lidt for tungt. – Læg det foran mig, så jeg kan se det. Hvad? Er det dig, Ammian? Holder du vagt hos mig? Hvor er Anatolos?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Herre, han er nu salig.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Falden? Den trofaste Anatolos falden for mig! – Salig, siger du? Hm! – En ven mindre. Ak, min Maximos! – Jeg vil ikke modtage Perser-kongens sendebud idag. De pønser kun på at spilde tiden for mig. Men jeg går ikke ind på noget forlig. Jeg vil forfølge sejren med det yderste eftertryk. Hæren skal atter vende sig imod Ktesifon.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Ugørligt nu, herre; tænk på dine sår.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Mine sår vil snart være lægte. Ikke sandt, Oribases, – lover du mig ikke –?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 For al ting ro, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvilken højst uheldig hændelse! Og det just nu, da så mange vigtige sager strømmer ind på mig. Jeg kan ikke lægge disse sager i Nevitas hænder. I sligt har jeg ikke tillid hverken til ham eller til de andre; alt dette må jeg selv – Jeg føler mig virkelig noget mat. Højst fortrædeligt! – Sig mig, Ammian, hvad heder hint uheldsvangre sted?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Hvilket sted, min nådige kejser?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hint sted, hvor det persiske kastespyd traf mig.
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Det kaldes efter landsbyen Frygia –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Ah!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Hvad kaldes –? Hvad sagde du egnen hed?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Herre, den heder efter landsbyen dernede, den frygiske egn.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Ah, Maximos – Maximos!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Bedragen!
 

(han tildækker sit ansigt og synker sammen ved foden af sengen.)
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Min kejser, hvad volder dig denne angst?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Intet, – intet. – Frygia? Ja så? – Nevita og de andre får dog tage sagerne i sine hænder. Gå, og sig dem –
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Herre, de har nok allerede på dine vegne –
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Har de? Ja, ja, så er det godt. – Verdensviljen har ligget i baghold efter mig, Maximos!
 

MAKRINA.
 Dit sår bryder op, herre!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 O, Oribases, hvorfor vilde du dølge det for mig?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Hvad skulde jeg ville dølge, min kejser?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg må gå bort. Hvi har du ikke sagt mig det før?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 O, min kejser!
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Julian – Julian!
 

(han kaster sig grædende ned ved sengen.)
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Basilios, – ven, broder, – vi to har levet skønne dage sammen. – – I skal ikke græde, fordi jeg går fra eder i så ung en alder. Det er ikke stedse et tegn på skæbnemagternes mishag, at de rykker et menneske bort i hans tidlige år. Hvad er vel det, at dø? Er det andet, end at betale sin gæld til støvets evigt vekslende rige? Ingen klager! Elsker vi ikke alle visdommen? Og lærer ikke visdommen os, at den højeste lyksalighed er bunden til sjælens liv og ikke til legemets? For så vidt har Galilæerne ret, endskønt –; dog, derom vil vi ikke tale. Havde livets og dødens magter forundt mig at få et visst skrift færdigt, så tror jeg nok, det skulde lykkets mig at –
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 O, min kejser, matter det dig ikke at tale så længe?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Nej, nej, nej. Jeg føler mig såre let og fri.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Julian, elskede broder, – har du intet at kalde tilbage?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg véd i sandhed ikke, hvad det skulde være.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Angrer du intet, Julian?
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Jeg har intet at angre. Den magt, som omstændighederne lagde i min hånd, og som er en udstråling af det guddommelige, den véd jeg med mig selv, at jeg har brugt efter bedste evne. Jeg har aldrig villet forurette nogen. Dette krigstog havde gode og gyldige grunde for sig; og dersom enkelte skulde mene, at jeg ikke har fyldestgjort alle forventninger, så bør de billig betænke, at der er en hemmelighedsfuld magt udenfor os, og at denne i væsentlig grad råder for udfaldet af de menneskelige foretagender.
 

MAKRINA

(sagte til Oribases).
 

O, hør – hør, han drager ånden så tungt.
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Stemmen svigter ham snart.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Om valget af en efterfølger drister jeg mig ikke til at give noget råd. – Du, Eutherios, skal skifte mine ejendele mellem dem, som stod mig nærmest. Jeg efterlader ikke meget; thi jeg har altid holdt for, at en ret visdomselsker – – Hvad er det? Går solen allerede ned?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Visst ikke, min kejser; det er endnu lys dag.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Sælsomt. Jeg synes det blev så mørkt for mine øjne. – – Ja, visdommen – visdommen. Hold fast ved visdommen, gode Priskos! Men vær stedse rustet imod noget uudgrundeligt udenfor, som – – Er Maximos gåt bort?
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS.
 Nej, min broder!
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Mit svælg brænder. Kunde I ikke læske mig?
 

MAKRINA.
 En drik vand, herre!
 

(hun holder en skål til hans læber.)
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(hvisker til Makrina).
 

Hans sår bløder indvendigt.
 

KEJSER JULIAN.
 Græd ikke. Ingen Grækere skal græde for mig; jeg stiger til stjernerne. – – Skønne templer. – Billeder. – Men så langt borte.
 

MAKRINA.
 Hvad taler han om?
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Jeg véd ikke; jeg tror ikke han er ved sin samling.
 

KEJSER JULIAN

(med lukkede øjne).
 

Alexander fik holde sit indtog – i Babylon. – Jeg vil også – – Skønne løvkranste ynglinger – dansende piger – – men så langt borte. Skønne jord – skønne jordliv – (han slår øjnene vidt op.) O, sol, sol, – hvi bedrog du mig?
 

(synker sammen.)
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES

(efter en stilhed).
 

Det var døden.
 

DE OMSTÅENDE.
 Død – død!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Ja, nu er han død.
 

(Basilios og Makrina knæler i bøn. Eutherios tilhyller sit hoved. Lyd af trommer og horn høres langt borte.)
 

RÅB FRA LEJREN.
 Leve kejser Jovian!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 O, hørte I dette råb?
 

HØVEDSMANDEN AMMIAN.
 Krigsøversten Jovian er udråbt til kejser.
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(ler).
 

Galilæeren Jovian! Ja – ja – ja!
 

LIVLÆGEN ORIBASES.
 Skændige hastværk! Endnu før de vidste, at –
 

VISDOMSLÆREREN PRISKOS.
 Jovian, – denne sejrrige helt, som har frelst os alle! Kejser Jovian er visselig en lovtale værd. Jeg vil dog ikke håbe, at hin snedige Kytron allerede –
 

(han går skyndsomt ud.)
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Glemt, før din hånd er bleven kold. Og for denne skrøbelige herlighed solgte du din udødelige sjæl!
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(rejser sig).
 

Verdensviljen skal stå til regnskab for Julians sjæl.
 

MAKRINA.
 Bespot ikke; skønt du visselig har elsket denne døde –
 

MYSTIKEREN MAXIMOS

(nærmere ved liget).
 

Elsket og forlokket ham. – Nej, ikke jeg! Forlokket som Kain. Forlokket som Judas. – – Eders gud er en ødsel gud, Galilæere! Han bruger mange sjæle. Var du heller ikke denne gang den rette, – du nødvendighedens slagtoffer? Hvad er det værd at leve? Alt er spil og leg. – At ville er at måtte ville. O, min elskede, – alle tegn bedrog mig, alle varsler talte med to tunger, så jeg i dig skimted forsoneren mellem de to riger. Det tredje rige skal komme! Menneskeånden skal tage sin arv igen, – og da skal der tændes sonoffer for dig og for dine to gæster i symposiet.
 

(han går.)
 

MAKRINA

(rejser sig bleg).
 

Basilios, – fatted du hedningens tale?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Nej, – men stort og strålende går det op for mig, at her ligger et herligt, sønderbrudt Herrens redskab.
 

MAKRINA.
 Ja, i sandhed, et dyrt og dyrebart redskab.
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Kristus, Kristus, – hvor var dit folk, at det ikke så dit åbenbare råd? Kejser Julian var os et tugtens ris – ikke til død men til oprejsning.
 

MAKRINA.
 Udvælgelsens hemmelighed er forfærdelig. Hvad véd vi –?
 

BASILIOS FRA CÆSARÆA.
 Står det ikke skrevet: der æltes kar til vanære og kar til forherligelse?
 

MAKRINA.
 O, broder, lad os ikke tænke denne afgrund tilbunds. (hun bøjer sig over liget og tildækker dets ansigt.) Vildfarende menneskesjæl, – måtte du fare vild, da skal det visselig regnes dig til gode på hin store dag, når den vældige kommer i skyen for at sige dommen over de levende døde og over de døde levende! – –
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PERSONERNE
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 FRU BERNICK, hans hustru. 
 OLAF, deres søn, 13 år gammel. 
 FRØKEN BERNICK, konsulens søster. 
 JOHAN TØNNESEN, fru Bernicks yngre broder. 
 FRØKEN HESSEL, hendes ældre halvsøster. 
 HILMAR TØNNESEN, fru Bernicks fætter. 
 ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 DINA DORF, en ung pige i konsulens hus. 
 FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 GROSSERER RUMMELS FRUE. 
 POSTMESTER HOLTS FRUE. 
 DOKTOR LYNGES FRUE. 
 FRØKEN RUMMEL. 
 FRØKEN HOLT. 
 BYENS BORGERE OG ANDRE INDVÅNERE. FREMMEDE SØFOLK, DAMPSKIBSPASSAGERER o. s. v.
 

(Handlingen foregår i konsul Bernicks hus i en mindre, norsk kystby.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(En rummelig havesal i konsul Bernicks hus. I forgrunden til venstre fører en dør ind til konsulens værelse; længere tilbage, på samme væg, er en lignende dør. Midt på den modsatte væg er en større indgangs-dør. Væggen i baggrunden er næsten helt af spejlglas med en åben dør ud til en bred havetrappe, hvorover er spændt et solsejl. Nedenfor trappen ses en del af haven, der indhegnes af et gitter med en liden indgangsport. Udenfor og langsmed gitteret løber en gade, der på den modsatte side er bebygget med små lysmalte træhuse. Det er sommer og varmt solskin. Enkelte mennesker går nu og da forbi henne i gaden; man standser og samtaler; der handles i en på hjørnet liggende krambod o. s. v.) 
 

(Inde i havesalen sidder omkring et bord en forsamling af damer. Midt for bordet sidder fru Bernick. Ved hendes venstre side sidder fru Holt med datter; dernæst fru Rummel og frøken Rummel. Til højre for fru Bernick sidder fru Lynge, frøken Bernick og Dina Dorf. Alle damerne er beskæftigede med håndarbejde. På bordet ligger store bunker af halvfærdigt og tilklippet linned samt andre beklædningsgenstande. Længere tilbage, ved et lidet bord, hvorpå to blomsterpotter og et glas sukkervand, sidder adjunkt Rørlund og forelæser af en bog i guldsnit, dog således at kun enkelte ord bliver hørlige for tilskuerne. Ude i haven løber Olaf Bernick omkring og skyder tilmåls med en bue.) 
 

(En liden stund efter kommer skibsbygger Aune stilfærdigt ind gennem døren til højre. Der indtræder nogen forstyrrelse i læsningen; fru Bernick nikker til ham og peger mod døren til venstre. Aune går sagte hen og banker et par gange sagte og med mellemrum på konsulens dør. Fuldmægtig Krap, med hat i hånden og papirer under armen, kommer ud fra værelset.)
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Nå, er det Dem, som banker?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Konsulen har havt bud efter mig.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Har så; men kan ikke modtage Dem; har overdraget til mig at –
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Til Dem? Jeg vilde nok helst –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 – overdraget til mig at sige Dem det. De må holde op med disse lørdags-foredrag for arbejderne.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Så? Jeg tænkte dog, jeg måtte bruge min fritid –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 De må ikke bruge Deres fritid til at gøre folkene ubrugelige i arbejdstiden. Sidst lørdag har De talt om den skade, arbejderne skal have af vore nye maskiner og af den nye arbejdsmåde på værftet. Hvorfor gør De det?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Det gør jeg for at støtte samfundet.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Det var mærkeligt! Konsulen siger, at det er samfundsopløsende.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Mit samfund er ikke konsulens samfund, herr fuldmægtig! Som formand i arbejdersamfundet må jeg –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 De er først og fremst formand på konsul Bernicks værft. De har først og fremst at gøre Deres skyldighed imod det samfund, som kaldes konsul Bernicks firma; for det er det, vi allesammen lever af. – Ja, nu véd De, hvad konsulen havde at sige Dem.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Konsulen vilde ikke have sagt det på den måde, herr fuldmægtig! Men jeg skønner nok, hvem jeg har at takke for dette her. Det er den fordømte amerikanske havarist. De folk vil, at arbejdet skal gå, som de er vant til det derover, og det –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Ja, ja, ja; jeg kan ikke indlade mig på vidtløftigheder. Nu kender De konsulens mening; altså basta! Vil De så gå ned på værftet igen; det kan visst behøves; jeg kommer selv derned om lidt. – Om forladelse, mine damer! 
 (Han hilser og går ud gennem haven og nedad gaden. Skibsbygger Aune går stille ud til højre. Adjunkten, der under den foregående dæmpede samtale har fortsat læsningen, er straks efter færdig med bogen og klapper den sammen.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Se så, mine kære tilhørerinder, dermed er det ude.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ak, hvilken lærerig fortælling!
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Og så moralsk!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 En sådan bog gir virkelig meget at tænke på.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Å ja; den danner et velgørende modstykke til hvad vi desværre daglig kan se, både af aviser og af tidsskrifter. Denne forgyldte og sminkede yderside, som de store samfund bærer tilskue, – hvad dølger den egentlig? Hulhed og rådenskab, om jeg så må sige. Ingen moralsk grundvold under fødderne. Med ét ord, – de er kalkede grave, disse store samfund nutildags.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, det er visst og sandt.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Vi behøver jo bare at se hen til det amerikanske skibsmandskab, som ligger her i denne tid.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Nå, slige udskud af menneskeheden vil jeg sletikke tale om. Men selv i de højere kredse, – hvorledes står det til der? Tvivl og gærende uro på alle kanter; ufred i sindene og usikkerhed i alle forholde. Hvorledes er ikke familjelivet undergravet derude? Hvorledes ytrer sig ikke frække omstyrtningslyster lige over for de alvorligste sandheder?
 

DINA 

(uden at se op). 
 Men sker der ikke også mange store gerninger?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Store gerninger –? Jeg forstår ikke –
 

FRU HOLT 

(forbauset). 
 Men, Gud, Dina –!
 

FRU RUMMEL 

(på samme tid). 
 Men, Dina, hvor kan Du dog –?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jeg tror ikke det vilde være sundt, om den slags gerninger fik indpas hos os. Nej, da bør nok vi herhjemme takke Gud, at vi har det, som vi har det. Vel vokser her ugræs mellem hveden her også, desværre; men det stræber vi da redeligt at luge op så godt vi formår. Det gælder at holde samfundet rent, mine damer, – at holde ude alt dette uprøvede, som en utålmodig tid vil påtvinge os.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Og sligt findes der desværre mere end nok af.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, ifjor var det jo på et hængende hår, at vi skulde fåt jernbane til byen.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nå, det fik da Karsten forhindret.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Forsynet, fru Bernick. De kan være forvisset om, at Deres mand var et redskab i en højeres hånd, da han nægted at tage sig af det påfund.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og alligevel fik han høre så meget ondt i aviserne. Men vi glemmer rent at takke Dem, herr adjunkt. Det er virkelig mere end venligt af Dem, at De ofrer så megen tid på os.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Å hvad; nu i skoleferierne –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, det er dog et offer alligevel, herr adjunkt.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND 

(flytter sin stol nærmere). 
 Tal aldrig om det, bedste frue. Bringer De ikke allesammen et offer for en god sags skyld? Og bringer De det ikke gerne og gladeligen? Disse moralsk fordærvede, hvis forbedring vi arbejder for, er at betragte som sårede soldater på en slagmark; De, mine damer, er diakonisserne, de barmhjertige søstre, der plukker charpi til disse ulykkelige tilskadekomne, lægger forbindingen lindt om sårene, læger og heler dem –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Det må være en stor nådensgave at kunne se alt i et så smukt lys.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Meget er medfødt i så henseende; men meget kan også erhverves. Det gælder kun at se tingene i lys af en alvorlig livsopgave. Ja, hvad siger nu De, frøken Bernick? Finder ikke De, at De har fåt ligesom et tryggere grundlag at stå på, siden De ofred Dem for skolegerningen?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ak, jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal sige. Tidt, når jeg går dernede i skolestuen, ønsker jeg, at jeg var langt ude på det vilde hav.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Ja se, det er anfægtelserne, kære frøken. Men mod slige urolige gæster gælder det at stænge døren. Det vilde hav, – det mener De naturligvis ikke bogstaveligt; De mener det store bølgende menneskesamfund, hvor så mange går tilgrunde. Og sætter De virkelig så megen pris på det liv, De hører summe og bruse hist udenfor? Se bare ned på gaden. Der går menneskene i solheden og sveder og tumler med sine små anliggender. Nej, da har vi det sandeligen bedre, vi, som sidder svalt herinde og vender ryggen til den kant, hvorfra forstyrrelsen kommer.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja, Gud, De har visst så fuldkommen ret –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Og i et hus, som dette, – i et godt og rent hjem, hvor familjelivet kommer tilsyne i sin smukkeste skikkelse, – hvor fred og endrægtighed hersker – – (til fru Bernick.) Hvad lytter De efter, frue?
 

FRU BERNICK 

(vendt mod den forreste dør til venstre). 
 Hvor højrøstede de blir derinde.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Er der noget særdeles påfærde?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Jeg véd ikke. Jeg hører, der er nogen inde hos min mand. 

(Hilmar Tønnesen, med cigar i munden, kommer ind ad døren til højre, men standser ved synet af de mange damer.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Å, om forladelse – 

(vil trække sig tilbage.)
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nej, Hilmar, kom kun nærmere; du forstyrrer ikke. Var det noget du vilde?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, jeg vilde kun se indom. – Godmorgen, mine damer. (til fru Bernick.) Nå, hvad blir det så til?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Med hvad?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Bernick har jo trommet et møde sammen.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Så? Men hvad er det da egentlig?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 A, det er jo dette jernbanevrøvl igen.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nej, kan det være muligt?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Stakkels Karsten, skal han have endnu flere ubehageligheder –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men hvorledes rimer vi dette sammen, herr Tønnesen? Konsul Bernick gav jo dog ifjor så tydeligt tilkende, at han ikke vilde have nogen jernbane.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, det synes jeg også; men jeg mødte fuldmægtig Krap, og han fortalte, at jernbanesagen var tagen op igen og at Bernick holdt møde med tre af byens pengemænd.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, var det ikke det jeg syntes, at jeg hørte Rummels stemme.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jo, herr Rummel er naturligvis med, og så er det købmand Sandstad i bakken og Mikkel Vigeland, – „Hellig-Mikkel”, som de kalder ham.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hm –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Om forladelse, herr adjunkt.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og nu var her så godt og fredeligt.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, jeg, for min part, skulde ikke have noget imod, om de begyndte at kævle igen. Det blev ialfald en adspredelse.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Å, den slags adspredelser synes jeg man må kunne undvære.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Det er nu som man er anlagt. Visse naturer trænger nu og da til oprivende kampe. Men sligt har småstadslivet desværre ikke meget at byde af, og det er ikke enhver givet at – (blader i adjunktens bog.) „Kvinden som samfundets tjenerinde”. Hvad er det for noget sludder?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Gud, Hilmar, det må du ikke sige. Du har visst ikke læst den bog.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej; og jeg agter heller ikke at læse den.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Du er nok ikke rigtig vel tilpas idag.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, jeg er ikke.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Har du kanske ikke sovet godt inat?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, jeg har sovet meget slet. Jeg gik en tur igåraftes for min sygdoms skyld. Så drev jeg op i klubben og læste en rejseberetning fra nordpolen. Det er noget stålsættende i dette at følge menneskene i deres kamp med elementerne.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Men det bekom Dem da visst ikke godt, herr Tønnesen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, det bekom mig meget slet; jeg lå hele natten og vælted mig i halvsøvne og drømte, at jeg blev forfulgt af en væmmelig hvalros.
 

OLAF 

(som er kommen op på havetrappen). 
 Har du været forfulgt af en hvalros, onkel?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg drømte det, din klodrian! Men går du endnu her og leger med den latterlige bue? Hvorfor får du dog ikke fat på et rigtigt gevær?
 

OLAF. 
 Jo, det vilde jeg gerne, men –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 For et sådant gevær, det er der da nogen mening i; der er altid noget nervespændende i det, når man skal fyre det af.
 

OLAF. 
 Og så kunde jeg skyde bjørne, onkel. Men jeg får ikke lov for far.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Du må virkelig ikke sætte ham sådant i hodet, Hilmar.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Hm, – jo, det er en slægt, der opdrages nutildags! Der tales om idræt og idræt, – Gud bevares, – men altsammen så er det leg; aldrig en alvorlig drift til dette hærdende, som ligger i at træde faren mandigt under øjnene. Stå ikke og peg imod mig med buen, din klods; den kan gå løs.
 

OLAF. 
 Nej, onkel, der er ingen pil i.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Det kan du ikke vide; der kan være en pil i alligevel. Tag den væk, siger jeg! – Hvorfor pokker er du aldrig rejst over til Amerika med et af din faders skibe? Der kunde du få se en bøffeljagt eller en kamp med rødhuderne.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nej, men Hilmar –
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, det vilde jeg gerne, onkel; og så kanske jeg kunde træffe onkel Johan og tante Lona.
 

HILMAR TØNNESER. 
 Hm –; sliddersladder.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nu kan du gå ned i haven igen, Olaf.
 

OLAF. 
 Mor, må jeg også gå ud på gaden?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja; men endelig ikke for langt. 

(Olaf løber ud gennem gitterporten.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 De burde ikke sætte barnet slige nykker i hodet, herr Tønnesen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, naturligvis, han bør gå her og blive en hjemmesidder, som så mange andre.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men hvorfor rejser De ikke selv over?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg? Med min sygdom? Nå, det forstår sig, den tar man jo ikke stort hensyn til her i byen. Men desuagtet, – man har dog visse forpligtelser mod det samfund, man står i. Her må dog ialfald være nogen, som holder ideens fane højt. Uf, nu skriger han igen!
 

FRUERNE. 
 Hvem skriger?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Å nej, jeg véd ikke. De er lidt højrøstede derinde, og det gør mig så nervøs.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Det er nok min mand, herr Tønnesen. Men jeg skal sige Dem, han er så vant til at tale i store forsamlinger –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 De andre er heller ikke lavmælte, synes mig.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, Gud bevars, når det gælder at værge for pengepungen, så –; alting går jo op i smålige materielle beregninger her. Uf!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Det er ialfald bedre end før, da alting gik op i forlystelser.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Var her virkelig så slemt før?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det kan De tro, fru Lynge. De kan prise Dem lykkelig, at De ikke bode her dengang.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Jo, her er rigtignok foregåt forandringer! Når jeg tænker tilbage på mine pigedage –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Å, tænk blot en fjorten–femten år tilbage. Gud fri os vel, hvilket liv her var! Dengang bestod både balforeningen og musikforeningen –
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Og den dramatiske forening. Den kan jeg godt huske.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det var der, Deres stykke blev opført, herr Tønnesen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(op mod baggrunden). 
 Å, hvad, hvad –!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Student Tønnesens stykke?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det var længe før De kom hid, herr adjunkt. Det gik forresten bare én gang.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Var det ikke i det stykke De fortalte mig, at De havde spillet elskerinde, fru Rummel?
 

FRU RUMMEL 

(skotter efter adjunkten). 
 Jeg? Det kan jeg virkelig ikke huske, fru Lynge. Men jeg husker godt al den støjende selskabelighed i familjerne.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, jeg véd såmæn de huse, hvor der blev givet to store middage i ugen.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Og så var her jo et omrejsende skuespillerselskab, har jeg hørt.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det var nu det allerværste –!
 

FRU HOLT 

(urolig). 
 Hm, hm –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nå, skuespillere? Nej, det husker jeg sletikke.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Jo, de mennesker skal have gjort så mange gale streger, siges der. Hvorledes hænger det egentlig sammen med de historier?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Å, det er igrunden ingenting, fru Lynge.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Søde Dina, ræk mig det linned der.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(på samme tid). 
 Kære Dina, gå ud og bed Katrine bringe os kaffeen.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Jeg skal gå med dig, Dina. 

(Dina og Frøken Bernick går ud gennem den øverste dør til venstre.)
 

FRU BERNICK 

(rejser sig). 
 Og så får De undskylde mig et øjeblik, mine damer; jeg tænker vi drikker kaffeen derude. 

(Hun går ud på havetrappen og dækker et bord; adjunkten står i døren og taler med hende. Hilmar Tønnesen sidder derude og ryger.)
 

FRU RUMMEL 

(sagte). 
 Gud, fru Lynge, hvor De gjorde mig forskrækket!
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Jeg?
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, men det var rigtig Dem selv, som begyndte, fru Rummel.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Jeg? Nej, hvor kan De dog sige det, fru Holt? Der kom da ikke et levende ord over min mund.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Men hvad er det da?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Hvor kunde De begynde at tale om –! Tænk, – så De da ikke, at Dina var inde?
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Dina? Men bevares vel, er der noget påfærde med –?
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Og så her i huset! Véd De da ikke, at det var fru Bernicks broder –?
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Hvad han? Jeg véd jo slet ingen ting; jeg er jo ganske ny –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Har De da ikke hørt at –? Hm – (til datteren.) du kan gå ned i haven lidt, du Hilda.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Gå du også, Netta. Og vær rigtig venlig mod den stakkels Dina, når hun kommer. 

(Frøken Rummel og frøken Holt går ud i haven.)
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Nå, hvad var det så med fru Bernicks broder?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Véd De ikke, det var ham, som havde den fæle historie?
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Har student Tønnesen havt en fæl historie?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nej, Herregud, studenten er jo hendes fætter, fru Lynge. Jeg taler om broderen –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 – den forlorne Tønnesen –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Johan hed han. Han rømte over til Amerika.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Måtte rømme, kan De tænke Dem.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Og han havde altså den fæle historie?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det var noget sådant –; hvad skal jeg kalde det? Det var noget sådant med Dinas moder. Å, jeg husker det, som om det var idag. Johan Tønnesen var dengang på kontoret hos gamle fru Bernick; Karsten Bernick var nylig kommen hjem fra Paris, – var endnu ikke bleven forlovet –
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Nå, men den fæle historie?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Jo, ser De, – den vinter var Møllers skuespillerselskab her i byen –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 – og ved det selskab var skuespiller Dorf og kone. Alle de unge mennesker var rent forgabet i hende.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, Gud véd, hvor de kunde finde, at hun var smuk. Men så kommer skuespiller Dorf hjem sent en aften –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 – ganske uventet –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 – og så finder han –; nej, det lar sig virkelig ikke fortælle.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Nej, fru Rummel, han fandt ingenting, for døren var stængt på indsiden.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det er jo det jeg siger; han fandt døren stængt. Og vil De tænke Dem, han, som er indenfor, må springe ud af vinduet.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Helt oppe fra et kvistvindu!
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Og det var fru Bernicks broder?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja visst var det så.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Og så var det han rømte til Amerika?
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, så måtte han jo rømme, kan De begribe.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 For bagefter blev der opdaget noget, som næsten var ligeså slemt; tænk Dem, han havde forgrebet sig på kassen –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Men det véd man jo ikke rigtig, fru Rummel; kanske det bare var rygter.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nej, nu må jeg sige –! Var ikke det bekendt over hele byen? Var ikke gamle fru Bernick nær ved at gå fallit for den sags skyld? Det har jeg da fra Rummel selv. Men Gud bevare min mund.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nå, til madam Dorf gik ialfald pengene ikke, for hun –
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Ja, hvorledes blev det mellem Dinas forældre bagefter?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Jo, Dorf rejste sin vej både fra kone og barn. Men madammen var såmæn fræk nok til at blive her et helt år. Vise sig på theatret turde hun jo ikke mere; men så ernærte hun sig med at vaske og sy for folk –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Og så prøved hun på at få en danseskole igang.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Det gik naturligvis ikke. Hvilke forældre vilde vel betro sine børn til en sådan en? Men det vared heller ikke længe med hende; den fine madam var nok ikke vant til at arbejde; det slog sig for brystet og så døde hun.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Uh, dette var rigtignok fæle historier!
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, De kan tro, det har været hårdt at døje for Bernicks. Det er den dunkle plet i deres lykkes sol, som Rummel engang udtrykte sig. Tal derfor aldrig om de ting her i huset, fru Lynge.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Og, for Guds skyld, heller ikke om halvsøsteren!
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Ja, fru Bernick har jo en halvsøster også?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Har havt – lykkeligvis; for nu er nok slægtskabet ude mellem de to. Jo, det var en for sig selv! Vil De tænke Dem, hun klipped håret af sig, og så gik hun med mandfolkstøvler i regnvejr.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Og da halvbroderen – det forlorne subjekt – var rømt, og hele byen naturligvis var oprørt over ham, – véd De, hvad hun så gør? Hun rejser over til ham!
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, men den skandale hun gjorde før hun rejste, fru Holt!
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Hys, tal ikke om det.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Gud, gjorde hun også skandale?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Jo, nu skal De høre, fru Lynge. Bernick havde netop da forlovet sig med Betty Tønnesen; og just som han kommer med hende under armen ind til hendes tante for at melde det –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Tønnesens var nemlig forældreløse, skal De vide –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 – så rejser Lona Hessel sig op fra den stol, hun sidder på, og gir den fine dannede Karsten Bernick en ørefigen, så det sang i ham.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Nej, nu har jeg da aldrig –!
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, det er aldeles visst.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Og så pakked hun sin koffert og rejste til Amerika.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Men så må hun vel selv have havt et godt øje til ham.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, det kan De tro hun havde. Hun gik her og bildte sig ind, at der skulde blive et par af dem, når han kom hjem fra Paris.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, tænk, at hun kunde tro noget sligt! Bernick, – denne unge belevne verdensmand, – komplet kavallér, – alle damernes yndling –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 – og så anstændig alligevel, fru Holt; og så moralsk.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Men hvad har denne frøken Hessel taget sig til i Amerika?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, ser De, derover hviler der, som Rummel engang udtrykte sig, et slør, der neppe bør løftes.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Hvad vil det sige?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Hun står jo ikke længere i forbindelse med familjen, kan De skønne; men så meget véd da hele byen, at hun har sunget for penge i værtshusene derover –
 

FRU HOLT. 
 – og at hun har holdt foredrag på salene –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 – og at hun har givet ud en ravgal bog.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Nej tænk –!
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Å jo, Lona Hessel er nok også en af solpletterne i den Bernickske familjelykke. Men nu véd De altså besked, fru Lynge. Jeg har, ved Gud, bare talt om dette, for at De skal tage Dem iagt.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Jo, det kan De være rolig for jeg skal. – Men den stakkels Dina Dorf! Det gør mig rigtig ondt for hende.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nå, for hende var det jo en ren lykke. Tænk, om hun var bleven i forældrenes hænder! Vi tog os naturligvis af hende, allesammen, og formaned hende, så godt vi kunde. Siden fik frøken Bernick sat igennem, at hun kom her i huset.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Men et vanskeligt barn har hun altid været. De kan tænke Dem, – alle de slette exempler. En sådan en er jo ikke som en af vore egne; hun må tages med det gode, fru Lynge.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Hys, – der kommer hun. (højt.) Ja, den Dina, det er rigtig en flink pige. Nå, er du der, Dina? Vi sidder her og lægger tøjet fra os.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ak, hvor din kaffe dufter dejligt, søde Dina. En sådan kop formiddagskaffe –
 

FRU BERNICK 

(ude på havetrappen). 
 Vær så god, mine damer! 
 (Frøken Bernick og Dina har imidlertid hjulpet tjenestepigen at bringe kaffetøjet. Alle damerne tager plads derude; de taler overvættes venligt til Dina. Lidt efter går hun ind i salen og søger sit håndarbejde.)
 

FRU BERNICK 

(ude ved kaffebordet). 
 Dina, vil ikke du også –?
 

DINA. 
 Nej tak; jeg vil ikke. 

(Hun sætter sig ved sit sytøj. Fru Bernick og adjunkten veksler nogle ord; et øjeblik efter går han ind i salen.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND 

(gør sig et ærinde hen til bordet og siger dæmpet): 
 Dina.
 

DINA. 
 Ja.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvorfor vil De ikke være derude?
 

DINA. 
 Da jeg kom ind med kaffeen, kunde jeg se på den fremmede dame, at de havde talt om mig.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Og så De da ikke også, hvor venlig hun var imod Dem derude.
 

DINA. 
 Men det tåler jeg ikke!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 De har et stridigt sind, Dina.
 

DINA. 
 Ja.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men hvorfor har De det?
 

DINA. 
 Jeg er ikke anderledes.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Kunde De ikke prøve på at blive anderledes?
 

DINA. 
 Nej.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvorfor ikke?
 

DINA 

(ser på ham). 
 Jeg hører jo til de moralsk fordærvede.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Fy, Dina!
 

DINA. 
 Moder hørte også til de moralsk fordærvede.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvem har talt til Dem om slige ting?
 

DINA. 
 Ingen; de taler aldrig. Hvorfor gør De ikke det! Allesammen så tar de så læmpeligt på mig, som om jeg vilde gå istykker, hvis –. Å, hvor jeg hader al denne godhjertethed.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Kære Dina, jeg forstår så godt, at De føler Dem trykket her, men –
 

DINA. 
 Ja, kunde jeg blot komme langt bort. Jeg skulde nok hjælpe mig selv frem, når jeg bare ikke leved mellem mennesker, der var så – så –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvorledes så?
 

DINA. 
 Så anstændige og så moralske.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men, Dina, det mener De ikke.
 

DINA. 
 Å, De skønner godt, hvorledes jeg mener det. Hver dag kommer Hilda og Netta her, for at jeg skal tage dem til mønster. Jeg kan aldrig blive så skikkelig som de. Jeg vil ikke blive det. Å, var jeg langt borte, så skulde jeg nok blive brav.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 De er jo brav, kære Dina.
 

DINA. 
 Hvad hjælper det mig her?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Altså rejse –. Tænker De alvorligt på det?
 

DINA. 
 Jeg vilde ikke blive her en dag længer, dersom ikke De var.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Sig mig, Dina, – hvorfor er De egentlig så gerne sammen med mig.
 

DINA. 
 Fordi De lærer mig så meget smukt.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Smukt? Kalder De det, jeg kan lære Dem, for noget smukt?
 

DINA. 
 Ja. Eller egentlig – De lærer mig ikke noget; men når jeg hører Dem tale, så kommer jeg til at se så meget smukt.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvad forstår De da egentlig ved en smuk ting?
 

DINA. 
 Det har jeg aldrig tænkt over.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Så tænk over det nu. Hvad forstår De ved en smuk ting?
 

DINA. 
 En smuk ting er noget, som er stort – og langt borte.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hm. – Kære Dina, jeg er så inderlig bekymret for Dem.
 

DINA. 
 Kun det?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 De véd dog visst godt, hvor usigelig kær De er mig.
 

DINA. 
 Dersom jeg var Hilda eller Netta, vilde De ikke være bange for at lade nogen mærke det.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Å, Dina, De kan så lidet dømme om de tusend hensyn –. Når en mand er sat til at være en moralsk støtte for det samfund, han lever i, så –; man kan ikke være forsigtig nok. Dersom jeg blot var viss på, at man vilde forstå rigtig at udtyde mine bevæggrunde –. Men det får være det samme; De må og De skal hjælpes op. Dina, er det en aftale, at når jeg kommer – når forholdene tillader mig at komme – og jeg siger: her er min hånd, – da vil De tage den og være min hustru? – Lover De mig det, Dina?
 

DINA. 
 Ja.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Tak, tak! Thi også for mig –. Å, Dina, jeg har Dem så kær –. Hys; der kommer nogen. Dina, for min skyld, – gå ud til de andre. 
 (Hun går ud til kaffebordet. I samme øjeblik kommer grosserer Rummel, købmand Sandstad og købmand Vigeland ud fra det forreste værelse til venstre, fulgt af konsul Bernick, der har en bunke papirer i hånden.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, så er sagen altså afgjort.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ja, i Guds navn, lad den så være.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Den er afgjort, Bernick! Et Normands-ord står fast som Dovrefjelds klipper, det véd du!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og ingen svigter; ingen falder fra, hvad modstand vi så end møder.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Vi står og falder sammen, Bernick!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(der er kommen frem i havedøren). 
 Falder? Med tilladelse, er det ikke jernbanen, som falder?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej tvertimod, den skal komme til at gå –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 – med damp, herr Tønnesen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(nærmere). 
 Så?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvorledes?
 

FRU BERNICK 

(i havedøren). 
 Men, kære Karsten, hvad er det egentlig –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, kære Betty, hvor kan nu det interessere dig? (til de tre herrer.) Men nu må vi udfærdige listerne, jo før jo heller. Det er en selvfølge, at vi fire tegner os først. Den stilling, vi indtager i samfundet, gør os det til pligt at strække os så langt som muligt.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Forstår sig, herr konsul.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Det skal gå, Bernick; det er svoret.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å ja, jeg er slet ikke bange for udfaldet. Vi må se til at virke, hver i sin bekendtskabskreds; og kan vi først pege hen på en rigtig livlig deltagelse i alle samfundslag, så følger det af sig selv, at kommunen også må bidrage sit.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men, Karsten, du må endelig komme ud og fortælle os –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, kære Betty, det er noget, som damer ikke kan sætte sig ind i.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Du vil altså virkelig tage dig af jernbanesagen alligevel?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, naturligvis.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men ifjor, herr konsul –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ifjor var det en ganske anden sag. Dengang var der tale om en kystlinje –
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 – som vilde været ganske overflødig, herr adjunkt; for vi har jo dampskibe –
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 – og som vilde faldet så urimelig kostbar –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 – ja, og som ligefrem havde skadet væsentlige interesser her i byen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hovedsagen var, at den ikke vilde kommet det større samfund tilgode. Derfor satte jeg mig imod den, og så blev indlandslinjen vedtagen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, men den kommer jo ikke til at berøre byerne heromkring.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Den kommer til at berøre vor by, min kære Hilmar; for nu lægger vi en sidebane herned.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Aha; et nyt påfund altså.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Ja, er ikke det et ypperligt påfund? Hvad?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hm –
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Nægtes kan det ikke, at forsynet ligesom har lagt terrænet tilrette for en sidebane.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Siger De virkelig det, herr Vigeland?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg må tilstå, at jeg også betragter det som en styrelse, at jeg ivåres rejste opover i forretninger, og så tilfældigvis kom ind i et dalføre, hvor jeg ikke tidligere havde været. Det slog mig som et lyn, at her måtte vi kunne lægge en sidebane ned til os. Jeg har ladet en ingeniør befare strøget; her har jeg de foreløbige beregninger og overslag; der er ingenting ivejen.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(fremdeles, tilligemed de øvrige damer, i havedøren). 
 Men, kære Karsten, at du har holdt alt dette skjult for os.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, min gode Betty, I vilde jo dog ikke kunnet fatte den egentlige sammenhæng. Jeg har forresten ikke talt om det til noget levende menneske før idag. Men nu er det afgørende øjeblik kommet; nu skal her virkes åbenlyst og af al kraft. Ja, om jeg så skal sætte hele min tilværelse ind på den sag, så skal jeg drive den igennem.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Vi med, Bernick; det kan du stole på.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Lover De Dem da virkelig så meget af dette foretagende, mine herrer?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, det skulde jeg mene. Hvilken løftestang vil det ikke blive for vort hele samfund? Tænk blot på de store skovtrakter, som vil gøres tilgængelige; tænk på alle de righoldige malmlejer, som kan tages i drift; tænk på elven med det ene fossefald ovenfor det andet! Hvilken fabrikvirksomhed kan ikke der komme istand?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Og De frygter ikke for, at et hyppigere samkvem med en fordærvet udenverden –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, vær De ganske rolig, herr adjunkt. Vort lille stræbsomme sted hviler, Gud ske lov, nutildags på en sund moralsk jordbund; vi har jo allesammen hjulpet til at drænere den, om jeg så tør sige; og det vil vi gøre fremdeles, hver på sin vis. De, herr adjunkt, vedbliver Deres velsignelsesrige virksomhed i skolen og i hjemmet. Vi, det praktiske arbejdes mænd, støtter samfundet ved at sprede velvære i så vid en kreds, som muligt; – og vore kvinder, – ja, kom kun nærmere, mine damer; De må gerne høre på det –; vore kvinder, siger jeg, vore hustruer og døtre, – ja, virk De uforstyrret i veldædighedens tjeneste, mine damer, og vær forresten en hjælp og en hygge for Deres nærmeste, således, som min kære Betty og Marta er det for mig og Olaf – (ser sig om.) Ja, hvor er Olaf henne idag?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Å, nu i ferierne er det ikke muligt at holde ham hjemme.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så er han visst nede ved vandet igen! Du skal se, han ender ikke før der sker en ulykke.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Bah – en liden leg med naturkræfterne –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Hvor det er smukt af Dem, at De har så meget familjesind, herr Bernick.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, familjen er jo dog samfundets kerne. Et godt hjem, hæderlige og trofaste venner, en liden tætsluttet kreds, hvor ingen forstyrrende elementer kaster sin skygge ind – 

(Fuldmægtig Krap kommer med breve og aviser fra højre.)
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Udenrigsposten, herr konsul; – og et telegram fra New-York.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(tager det). 
 Ah, fra rederiet for „Indian Girl”.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Så posten er kommen? Ja, så må jeg anbefale mig.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ja, jeg ligeså.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Farvel, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Farvel, farvel, mine herrer. Og husk altså, vi har møde i eftermiddag klokken fem.
 

DE TRE HERRER. 
 Ja; ja vel; forstår sig. 

(de går ud til højre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(der har læst telegrammet)

 Nej, dette er virkelig ægte amerikansk! Rentud oprørende –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Gud, Karsten, hvad er det?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Se der, herr Krap; læs!
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(læser): 
 „Gør mindst muligt af reparationen; send «Indian Girl” over så snart flydefærdig; god årstid; svømmer i nødsfald på lasten.» Nå, det må jeg sige –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Svømmer på lasten! De herrer véd godt, at med den last går skibet tilbunds som en sten, dersom der tilstøder noget.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Ja, der ser man, hvorledes det står til i disse lovpriste store samfund.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det har De ret i; ingen agt for menneskeliv engang, så snart fordelen kommer med i spillet. (til Krap.) Kan „Indian Girl” gå tilsøs om en fire–fem dage?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Ja, hvis købmand Vigeland finder sig i, at vi standser arbejdet på „Palmetræet” imens.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm, det gør han ikke. Nå, vil De kanske se posten igennem. Hør, så De ikke Olaf nede på bryggen?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Nej, herr konsul. 

(han går ind i det forreste værelse til venstre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(ser igen i telegrammet). 
 Atten menneskeliv tager de herrer ikke i betænkning at sætte på spil –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, det er sømandens kald at trodse elementerne; der må være noget nervespændende i dette, således, med en tynd planke mellem sig og afgrunden –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg gad se den reder hos os, som kunde bekvemme sig til sligt! Ikke én, ikke en eneste én – (får øje på Olaf.) Nå, Gud ske lov, han er da i behold. 

(Olaf, med et fiskesnøre i hånden, er kommen løbende opad gaden og ind gennem haveporten.)
 

OLAF 

(endnu i haven). 
 Onkel Hilmar, jeg har været nede og set på dampskibet.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Har du nu været på bryggen igen?
 

OLAF. 
 Nej, jeg var bare ude i en båd. Men tænk, onkel Hilmar, der kom et helt beriderselskab iland med heste og dyr; og så var der såmange passagerer.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nej, skal vi virkelig få se beridere!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Vi? Det antager jeg dog ikke.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nej naturligvis ikke vi, men –
 

DINA. 
 Jeg vilde gerne se beridere.
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, jeg også.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Du er en klodrian. Er det noget at se på? Lutter dressur. Nej, da er det noget andet at se Gauchoen jage over Pampas på sin fnysende mustang. Men Gud bevars, her på småstæderne –
 

OLAF 

(trækker i frøken Bernick). 
 Tante Marta, se, se – der kommer de!
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, ved Gud, der har vi dem.
 

FRU LYNGE. 
 Uf, de fæle mennesker! 

(Mange passagerer og en hel hob af byens folk kommer opover gaden.)
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Jo, det er nok gøglere af den rette sort. Vil De se hende i den grå kjole, fru Holt; hun bærer vadsækken på ryggen.
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ja, tænk, hun bærer den på parasolskaftet! Det er naturligvis direktørens madam.
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Og der har vi nok direktøren selv; han med skægget. Nå, han ser da rigtignok ud som en røver. Se ikke på ham, Hilda!
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Ikke du heller, Netta!
 

OLAF. 
 Mor, direktøren hilser op til os.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad for noget?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad siger du, barn?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Ja, ved Gud, der hilser fruentimmeret også!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, det er dog for grovt!
 

FRØKEN BERNICK 

(med et uvilkårligt udråb). 
 Ah –!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad er det, Marta?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Å nej, intet; jeg syntes blot –
 

OLAF 

(skriger af glæde). 
 Se, se, der kommer de andre med hestene og dyrene! Og der er Amerikanerne også! Alle matroserne på „Indian Girl” – 

(Man hører „Yankee Doodle” ledsaget af klarinet og tromme.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(holder sig for ørerne). 
 Uf, uf, uf!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jeg tror, vi skulde isolere os en liden smule, mine damer; dette er ikke noget for os. Lad os gå til vort arbejde igen.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Skulde vi kanske trække forhængene for?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Ja, det var just, hvad jeg mente. 

(Damerne indtager sine pladse ved bordet; adjunkten lukker havedøren og drager forhængene for denne og for vinduerne; det blir halvmørkt i salen.)
 

OLAF 

(der kiger ud). 
 Mor, nu står direktørens madam ved vandspringet og vasker sig i ansigtet.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad? Midt på torvet!
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Og det ved højlys dag!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, hvis jeg befandt mig på en ørkenrejse og stødte på en cisterne, så vilde jeg heller ikke tage i betænkning at –. Uf, den forfærdelige klarinet!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Der var virkelig al opfordring for politiet til at skride ind.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å hvad; med udlændinger må man ikke tage det så strængt; de folk har jo ikke denne rodfæstede sømmelighedsfølelse, der holder os indenfor de rette skranker. Lad dem kun skeje ud. Hvad gør det os? Alt dette uvæsen, som sætter sig op imod skik og gode sæder, det er lykkeligvis ikke i slægt med vort samfund, om jeg så tør sige. – Hvad for noget! 

(Den fremmede dame træder raskt ind gennem døren til højre.)
 

FRUERNE 

(forskrækket men dæmpet). 
 Beridersken! Direktør-madamen!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Gud, hvad skal det sige!
 

FRØKEN BERNICK 

(springer op). 
 Ah –!
 

DAMEN. 
 Goddag, kære Betty! Goddag, Marta! Goddag, svoger!
 

FRU BERNICK 

(med et skrig). 
 Lona –!
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(tumler et skridt tilbage). 
 Så sandt jeg lever –!
 

FRU HOLT. 
 Men Gud forbarme sig –!
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Det kan da ikke være muligt –!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nå! Uf!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Lona –! Er det virkelig –?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Om det er mig? Ja, så minsæl er det så; I kan gerne falde mig om halsen for den sags skyld.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf; uf!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og nu kommer du her som –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 – og vil virkelig optræde –?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Optræde? Hvorledes optræde?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg mener – med beriderne –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hahaha! Er du gal, svoger? Tror du, jeg hører til beriderne? Nej; rigtignok har jeg øvet mange slags kunster og gjort mig til nar på mange måder –
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Hm –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 – men kunster på hesteryggen har jeg aldrig gjort.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Altså dog ikke –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ah, Gud ske lov!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej, vi kom såmæn som andre skikkelige folk, – rigtignok på anden plads, men det er vi vant til.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Vi, siger du?
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(et skridt nærmere), 
 Hvilke vi?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg og barnet, naturligvis.
 

FRUERNE 

(med et udråb). 
 Barnet!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Nå, det må jeg sige –!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men hvad mener du, Lona?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg mener naturligvis John; jeg har da ikke noget andet barn end John, véd jeg, – eller Johan, som I kaldte ham.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Johan –!
 

FRU RUMMEL 

(sagte til fru Lynge). 
 Den forlorne broder!
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(nølende). 
 Er Johan med?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja vel; ja vel; jeg rejser da ikke uden ham. Men I ser så sørgelige ud. Og så sidder I her i tusmørke og syr på noget hvidt. Der er da ikke dødsfald i familjen?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Min frøken, De befinder Dem her i foreningen for de moralsk fordærvede –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(halv sagte). 
 Hvad siger De? Disse pene stilfærdige damer skulde være –?
 

FRU RUMMEL. 
 Nej nu må jeg sige –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ah, forstår, forstår! Men for pokker, det er jo fru Rummel! Og der sidder jo fru Holt også! Nå, vi tre er da ikke bleven yngre siden sidst. Men hør nu, I godtfolk; lad nu de moralsk fordærvede vente en dags tid; de blir da ikke værre for det. En glædesstund som denne –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 En hjemkomst er ikke altid en glædesstund.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Så? Hvorledes læser De Deres bibel, herr pastor?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jeg er ikke pastor.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nå, så blir De det visst. – Men fy, fy, fy – dette moralske lintøj lugter så fordærvet, – akkurat som ligsvøb. Jeg er vant til luften på prærierne, jeg, skal jeg sige.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(tørrer panden). 
 Ja, her er virkelig noget kvalmt herinde.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Vent, vent; vi skal nok komme op af gravkælderen. (trækker forhængene til side.) Fuldt dagslys må her være, når gutten kommer. Ja, der skal I se en gut, som har vasket sig –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(åbner dør og vinduer). 
 – ja, det vil sige, når han får vasket sig – oppe i hotellet; for på dampskibet blev han skiden som et svin.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf, uf!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Uf? Ja, så sandelig er det ikke –! (peger på Hilmar og spørger de øvrige.) Går han her og driver og siger uf endnu?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg driver ikke; jeg går her for min sygdoms skyld.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hm, mine damer, jeg tror ikke –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(der har fåt øje på Olaf). 
 Er det din, Betty? – Ræk mig labben, gut! Eller er du kanske ræd for din gamle stygge tante?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND 

(idet han tager sin bog under armen). 
 Mine damer, jeg tror ikke her er stemning for at arbejde videre idag. Men imorgen kommer vi jo sammen igen?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(idet de fremmede damer rejser sig for at tage afsked). 
 Ja, lad os det. Jeg skal være på pletten.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 De? Med tilladelse, frøken, hvad vil De gøre i vor forening?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg vil lufte ud, herr pastor.
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Havesalen i konsul Bernicks hus.)


(Fru Bernick sidder alene ved arbejdsbordet med sit sytøj. Lidt efter kommer konsul Bernick med hat på hovedet samt handsker og stok ind fra højre.)
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Kommer du alt hjem, Karsten?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja. Der er nogen jeg har sat stævne.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(med et suk). 
 Å ja, Johan kommer vel herned igen, kan jeg tænke.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det er en mand, siger jeg. (sætter hatten fra sig.) Hvor er alle damerne henne idag?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Fru Rummel og Hilda havde ikke tid.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så? Sendt afbud?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja; de havde så meget at bestille i huset.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Forstår sig. Og de andre kommer naturligvis heller ikke?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nej, de har også forfald idag.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det kunde jeg have sagt på forhånd. Hvor er Olaf henne?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Jeg lod ham gå lidt ud med Dina.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm; Dina, den forfløjne taske –. At hun straks igår kunde give sig så meget af med Johan –!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men, kære Karsten, Dina véd jo slet ikke –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, men så skulde Johan ialfald have havt den takt, ikke at vise hende nogen opmærksomhed. Jeg så nok de øjne, købmand Vigeland satte op.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(med sytøjet i skødet). 
 Karsten, kan du begribe, hvad de vil her hjemme?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm; han har jo en farm derover, som det nok ikke går synderlig godt med; og hun slog jo igår på, at de måtte rejse på anden plads –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, desværre, det må vel være noget sådant. Men at hun er fulgt med! Hun! Efter den blodige fornærmelse, hun har tilføjet dig –!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, tænk ikke på disse gamle historier.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvor kan jeg tænke på andet i denne tid? Han er jo dog min broder; – ja, det er ikke for hans skyld; men al den ubehagelighed, det vilde forvolde dig –. Karsten, jeg er så dødelig angst for at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad er du angst for?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Kan man ikke falde på at sætte ham fast for de penge, som blev borte for din moder?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, hvad snak! Hvem kan bevise, at der blev penge borte?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ak, Gud, det véd jo hele byen, desværre; og du har jo selv sagt –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg har ingenting sagt. Byen véd ingen besked om de affærer; det var altsammen løse rygter.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 O, hvor du er højmodig, Karsten!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lad være med disse mindelser, siger jeg! Du véd ikke, hvor du piner mig ved at rippe op i alt dette. (han går op og ned ad gulvet; derpå slænger han stokken fra sig.) At de også skulde komme hjem just nu, – nu, da jeg behøver en ublandet god stemning både i byen og i pressen. Der vil blive skrevet korrespondancer til aviserne i nabobyerne. Tager jeg vel imod dem, eller tager jeg slet imod dem, så vil det blive drøftet og udtydet. Der vil blive rørt op i alt dette gamle, – ligesom du gør. I et samfund, som vort –. (kaster handskerne mod bordpladen.) Og ikke et menneske har jeg her, som jeg kan tale med og søge nogen støtte hos.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Slet ingen, Karsten?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, hvem skulde det være? – At få dem på halsen netop nu! Det er ikke tvivl om, at de vil gøre skandale på en eller anden måde, – især hun. Er det da ikke også en ulykke at have slige mennesker i sin familje!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg kan da ikke hjælpe for at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad kan du ikke hjælpe for? At du er i slægt med dem? Nej, det er et meget sandt ord.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og jeg har heller ikke bedt dem komme hjem.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Se så; der har vi det! Jeg har ikke bedt dem komme hjem; jeg har ikke skrevet efter dem; jeg har ikke trukket dem hjem efter hårene! Å, jeg kan hele remsen udenad.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(brister i gråd). 
 Men du er da også så ukærlig –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, det er ret; giv dig til at græde, så byen også skal få det at snakke om. Lad være med det tosseri, Betty. Sæt dig udenfor; her kan komme nogen. Skal man kanske se madamen med røde øjne? Jo, det vilde være dejligt, om det kom ud iblandt folk at –. Nå, der hører jeg nogen i gangen. (det banker.) Kom ind! 

(Fru Bernick går ud på havetrappen med sit sytøj. Skibsbygger Aune kommer ind fra højre.)
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Goddag, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Goddag. Nå, De kan vel gætte, hvad det er, jeg vil Dem?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Fuldmægtigen talte igår om, at konsulen ikke skulde være fornøjet med –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg er misfornøjet med det hele stel på værftet, Aune. De kommer jo ingen vej med havaristerne. «Palmetræet” burde have været under sejl for længe siden. Købmand Vigeland går her hver dag og plager mig; det er en vanskelig mand at have til medreder.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 „Palmetræet” kan gå tilsjøs iovermorgen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå endelig. Men Amerikaneren, „Indian Girl”, som har ligget her i fem uger og –
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Amerikaneren? Jeg har forståt det, som om vi først og fremst skulde lægge al kraft på Deres eget skib.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det har jeg ikke givet Dem nogen anledning til at tro. Der skulde gøres al mulig fortgang med Amerikaneren også; men det sker ikke.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Skuden er pilråden i bunden, herr konsul; jo mere vi lapper på den, jo værre blir det.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det er ikke derfra det skriver sig. Fuldmægtig Krap har sagt mig hele sandheden. De forstår ikke at arbejde med de nye maskiner, som jeg har anskaffet, – eller rettere, De vil ikke arbejde med dem.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Herr konsul, jeg er nu oppe i de femti år; lige fra guttealderen har jeg været vant til den gamle arbejdsmåde –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Den kan vi ikke bruge nutildags. De må ikke tro, Aune, at det er for fordelens skyld; den behøver jeg heldigvis ikke; men jeg har hensyn at tage til det samfund, jeg lever i, og til den forretning, jeg står i spidsen for. Det er fra mig fremskridtene må komme, ellers kommer de aldrig.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Jeg vil også gerne fremskridt, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, for Deres indskrænkede kreds, for arbejderstanden. Å, jeg kender nok Deres agitationer; De holder taler; De vigler folkene op; men når et håndgribeligt fremskridt tilbyder sig, som nu med vore maskiner, så vil De ikke være med; så blir De ræd.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Ja, jeg blir virkelig ræd, herr konsul; jeg blir ræd på de manges vegne, som maskinerne tar brødet fra. Konsulen taler så ofte om at tage hensyn til samfundet; men jeg tænker, at samfundet har vel også sine pligter. Hvor tør lærdommen og kapitalen sætte de nye opfindelser ind i arbejdet, før samfundet får oplært en slægt, som kan bruge dem?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 De læser og grubler formeget, Aune; det har De ikke godt af; det er det, som gør Dem misfornøjet med Deres stilling.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Det er ikke det, herr konsul; men jeg kan ikke tåle at se den ene brave arbejder afskediges efter den anden og gøres brødløs for disse maskiners skyld.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm; da bogtrykkerkunsten blev opfunden, blev mange skriverkarle brødløse.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Vilde konsulen været så glad i den kunst, hvis De dengang havde været skriverkarl?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg har ikke havt bud efter Dem for at disputere. Jeg har ladet Dem kalde for at sige Dem, at vor havarist „Indian Girl” skal være færdig til at gå under sejl iovermorgen.
 

SSIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Men, herr konsul –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Iovermorgen, hører De; på samme tid som vort eget skib; ikke en time senere. Jeg har mine gode grunde til at drive på den sag. Har De læst avisen for imorges? Nå, så véd De, at Amerikanerne har gjort optøjer igen. Dette ryggesløse pak sætter jo hele byen på ende; der går ingen nat hen uden at her er slagsmål i værtshusene og på gaderne; al den anden vederstyggelighed vil jeg nu ikke tale om.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Ja, det er visst nok, at de er slemme folk.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og hvem er det, som får skylden for dette uvæsen? Det er mig! Ja, det er mig, det går ud over. Disse avisskrivere skumler på en forblommet måde over, at vi lægger hele arbejdskraften på „Palmetræet”. Jeg, der har den opgave, ved exemplets magt at virke på mine medborgere, må lade mig kaste sligt i næsen. Det tåler jeg ikke. Jeg er ikke tjent med, at mit navn blir således tilsølet.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Å, konsulens navn er så godt, at det kan bære både det og mere.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke nu; just i denne tid har jeg brug for al den agtelse og velvilje, som mine medborgere kan skænke mig. Jeg har et stort foretagende igære, som De vel har hørt; men lykkes det ildesindede mennesker at rokke den ubetingede tillid til min person, så kan det berede mig de største vanskeligheder. Derfor vil jeg for enhver pris undgå disse ondskabsfulde og skumlende avisskriverier, og derfor har jeg sat fristen til iovermorgen.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Herr konsul, De kunde ligeså gerne sætte fristen til i eftermiddag.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 De mener, at jeg forlanger umuligheder?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Ja, med den arbejdsstok, vi nu har –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Godt, godt; – så får vi se os om andetsteds.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Vil De virkelig afskedige endnu flere af de gamle arbejdere?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, det tænker jeg ikke på.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 For jeg tror nok, det vilde sætte ondt blod både i byen og i aviserne, om De gjorde det.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke umuligt; derfor lar vi det også være. Men hvis ikke „Indian Girl” er udklareret iovermorgen, så afskediger jeg Dem.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE 

(med et ryk). 
 Mig! (han ler.) Nu spøger De, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det skulde De ikke stole på.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 De kunde tænke på at afskedige mig? Mig, hvis far og farfar har været i værftets tjeneste alle sine levedage, og jeg selv ligeså –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvem er det, som tvinger mig til det?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 De forlanger umulige ting, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, en god vilje kender ingen umuligheder. Ja eller nej; svar mig bestemt, eller De har Deres afsked på stedet.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE 

(et skridt nærmere). 
 Herr konsul, har De tænkt rigtig over, hvad det vil sige at give en gammel arbejder afsked. De mener, at han får se sig om efter noget andet? Å ja, det kan han nok; men er det dermed gjort? De skulde engang være tilstede i en slig afskediget arbejders hus den kveld han kommer hjem og sætter redskabskisten indenfor døren.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Tror De jeg afskediger Dem med let hjerte? Har jeg ikke altid været en rimelig husbond?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Så meget værre, herr konsul. Just derfor vil de derhjemme ikke give Dem skylden; de vil ikke sige noget til mig, for det tør de ikke; men de vil se på mig, når jeg ikke mærker det, og tænke som så: det må vel være fortjent. Ser De vel, det – det kan jeg ikke bære. Så ringe en mand jeg end er, har jeg dog altid været vant til at regnes for den første iblandt mine. Mit tarvelige hjem er også et lidet samfund, herr konsul. Dette lille samfund har jeg kunnet støtte og holde oppe, fordi min kone har troet på mig, og fordi mine børn har troet på mig. Og nu skal det hele falde sammen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, hvis ikke andet kan være, så må det mindre falde for det større; det enkelte får i Guds navn ofres for det almindelige. Andet véd jeg ikke at svare Dem, og anderledes går det heller ikke her i verden. Men De er en halsstarrig mand, Aune! De står mig imod, ikke fordi De ikke kan andet, men fordi De ikke vil lægge for dagen maskinernes overlegenhed over håndkraften.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Og De holder så fast ved dette, herr konsul, fordi De véd, at hvis De jager mig bort, så får De derved ialfald bevist pressen Deres gode vilje.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og om så var? De hører jo, hvad det gælder for mig, – enten at få pressen på halsen eller få den velvilligt stemt for mig i det øjeblik jeg arbejder for en stor sag til almenvellets fremme. Hvad så? Kan jeg da handle anderledes end jeg gør? Jeg kan sige Dem, at her drejer spørgsmålet sig om, enten at holde Deres hjem oppe, som De kalder det, eller kanske at holde hundreder af nye hjem nede, hundreder af hjem, som aldrig vil kunne grundes, aldrig vil kunne få en rygende skorsten, hvis det ikke lykkes mig at sætte igennem, hvad jeg nu virker for. Derfor er det, at jeg har givet Dem valget.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Ja, når så er, så har jeg ikke mere at sige.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm –; min kære Aune, det gør mig oprigtig ondt, at vi må skilles.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Vi skilles ikke, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvorledes?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 En simpel mand har også noget at hævde her i verden.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja vel, ja vel; – og De tror altså, at De tør love –?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 „Indian Girl” kan udklareres iovermorgen. 

(han hilser og går ud til højre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Aha, der fik jeg dog bugt med den stivnakke. Det tager jeg som et godt varsel – 

(Hilmar Tønnesen, med cigar i munden, kommer gennem haveporten.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(på havetrappen). 
 Goddag, Betty! Goddag, Bernick!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Goddag.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, du har grædt, ser jeg. Du véd det altså?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad véd jeg?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 At skandalen er i fuld gang? Uf!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(kommer indenfor). 
 Jo, de to amerikanske går omkring i gaderne og viser sig i selskab med Dina Dorf.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(følger efter). 
 Men, Hilmar, kan det være muligt –?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jo, desværre, det er fuld sandhed. Lona var endog så taktløs at råbe efter mig; men jeg lod naturligvis som jeg ikke hørte det.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og det er vel ikke gåt ubemærket for sig.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, det kan du nok vide. Folk stod stille og så efter dem. Det lod til at være gåt som en løbeild over byen, – omtrent som en brand på de vestlige prærier. I alle huse stod der mennesker ved vinduerne og vented på, at toget skulde komme forbi; hoved ved hoved bag gardinerne – uf! Ja, du må undskylde, Betty; jeg siger uf; for dette gør mig nervøs; – skal det vare ved, så blir jeg nødt til at tænke på at foretage en længere rejse.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men du skulde dog talt til ham og forestillet ham –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 På åben gade? Nej, du må virkelig undskylde. Men at det menneske overhovedet vover at vise sig her i byen! Nå, vi får se om ikke pressen sætter en stopper på ham; ja, undskyld, Betty; men –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Pressen, siger du? Har du hørt antydninger til noget sligt?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jo, det er ikke så ganske frit for. Da jeg gik fra jer igåraftes, drev jeg op i klubben for min sygdoms skyld. Jeg mærked godt på den taushed, der blev, at de to amerikanske havde været på bane. Så kommer den uforskammede redaktør Hammer ind og gratulerer mig ganske højt med min rige fætters hjemkomst.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Rige –?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, så udtrykte han sig. Jeg målte ham naturligvis med et vel fortjent blik og lod ham forstå, at jeg ikke kendte noget til Johan Tønnesens rigdom. „Så”, siger han, „det var da besynderligt; i Amerika plejer man dog at slå sig op, når man har noget at begynde med, og Deres fætter rejste jo ikke tomhændet derover”.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm, gør mig nu den tjeneste –
 

FRU BERNICK 

(bekymret). 
 Der kan du se, Karsten –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, jeg har ialfald havt en søvnløs nat for den persons skyld. Og så går han endda omkring i gaderne med et ansigt, som om ingenting var ivejen med ham. Hvorfor blev han ikke borte med engang? Det er da også utåleligt, hvor enkelte mennesker kan være sejglivet.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Gud, Hilmar, hvad er det du siger?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Å, jeg siger ingenting. Men der slipper han helskindet fra jernbaneulykker og fra overfald af kaliforniske bjørne og af Sortefod-Indianere; ikke skalperet engang –. Uf, der har vi dem.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(ser opad gaden). 
 Olaf er også med!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja naturligvis; de vil da minde folk om, at de hører til byens første familje. Se, se, der kommer alle dagdriverne ud fra apotheket og glor efter dem og gør sine anmærkninger. Dette er virkelig ikke for mine nerver; hvorledes en mand under slige omstændigheder skal kunne holde ideens fane højt, det –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 De styrer lige hid. Hør nu, Betty, det er mit bestemte ønske, at du viser dem al mulig venlighed.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Tillader du det, Karsten?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja visst; ja visst; og du også, Hilmar. De blir her forhåbentlig ikke så længe; og når vi er iblandt os selv –; ingen hentydninger; vi bør på ingen måde støde dem.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 O, Karsten, hvor du er højmodig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, nå, lad nu det være.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nej, lad mig takke dig; og tilgiv, at jeg før kunde blive så hæftig. O, du havde jo al grund til at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lad være; lad være, siger jeg!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf! 

(Johan Tønnesen og Dina, derefter frøken Hessel og Olaf kommer gennem haven.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Goddag, goddag, I kære mennesker.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nu har vi været ude og set os om på gamle tomter, Karsten.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg hører det. Mange forandringer; ikke sandt?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Konsul Bernicks store og gode gerninger overalt. Vi har været oppe i anlæggene, som du har skænket byen –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå der?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 „Karsten Bernicks gave”, som der står over indgangen. Jo, du er nok manden for det hele her.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og prægtige skibe har du også. Jeg traf kaptejnen på „Palmetræet”, min gamle skolekammerat –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, et nyt skolehus har du jo også bygget; og både gasledningen og vandledningen skyldes jo dig, hører jeg.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, man må dog virke for det samfund, man lever i.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, det er vakkert, svoger; men det er også en glæde at se, hvorledes folk skønner på dig. Jeg er ikke forfængelig, tror jeg; men jeg kunde ikke lade være at minde en og anden, vi talte med, om at vi hørte til familjen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Siger du uf til det?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, jeg sagde hm –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nå, det skal du få lov til, stakker. Men idag er I nok ganske alene?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, idag er vi alene.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, vi mødte såmæn et par af de moralske oppe på torvet; de lod til at have svært travlt. Men vi har jo sletikke fåt snakke ordentligt sammen endnu; igår var jo disse tre banebryderne her, og så havde vi denne pastoren –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Adjunkten.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg kalder ham pastoren. Men hvad synes I nu om mit værk i disse femten år? Er han ikke bleven en stout gut? Hvem skulde kende igen galningen, som løb hjemmefra?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Hm –!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Å, Lona, brout nu ikke formeget.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jo, det er jeg rigtignok kry af. Herregud, det er jo det eneste, jeg har udrettet her i verden; men det gir mig da et slags ret til at være til. Ja, Johan, når jeg tænker på, hvorledes vi to begyndte derover med vore fire bare næver –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Hænder.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg siger næver; for skidne var de –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 – og tomme var de også.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Tomme? Nej, nu må jeg sige –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad må du sige?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nu må jeg sige – uf! 

(han går ud på havetrappen.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad går der af mennesket?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å bryd dig ikke om ham; han er noget nervøs i denne tid. Men vil du ikke se dig lidt om i haven? Dernede har du jo ikke været endnu, og jeg har just en times tid fri.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jo, det vil jeg gerne; I kan tro, jeg har tidt og ofte været med mine tanker her i haven hos jer.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Der er sket store forandringer der også, skal du få se. 

(Konsulen, fruen og frøken Hessel går ned i haven, hvor man af og til ser dem under det følgende.)
 

OLAF 

(i havedøren). 
 Onkel Hilmar, véd du, hvad onkel Johan spurgte mig om? Han spurgte, om jeg vilde være med ham til Amerika.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Du, din klodrian, som går her og hænger i din moders skørter –
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, men det vil jeg ikke længer. Du skal få se, når jeg blir stor –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Å visvas; du har ikke nogen alvorlig trang til dette stålsættende, som ligger i at – 

(de går ned i haven.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(til Dina, som har taget hatten af og står i døren til højre og ryster støvet af sin kjole). 
 De er bleven dygtig varm efter turen.
 

DINA. 
 Ja, det var en dejlig tur; så dejlig tur har jeg aldrig havt før.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Plejer De kanske ikke ofte gå formiddagsture?
 

DINA. 
 Jo; men det er bare med Olaf.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Så. – Har De kanske større lyst til at gå ned i haven end til at blive her?
 

DINA. 
 Nej, jeg har større lyst til at blive her.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg også. Og så er det jo en aftale, at vi hver morgen går en slig tur sammen.
 

DINA. 
 Nej, herr Tønnesen, det skulde De ikke gøre.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad skulde jeg ikke? De loved det jo.
 

DINA. 
 Ja, men når jeg nu tænker over det, så –, De skal ikke gå ud med mig.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Men hvorfor ikke det?
 

DINA. 
 Ja, De er fremmed; De kan ikke forstå det; men jeg skal sige Dem –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå?
 

DINA. 
 Nej, jeg vil helst ikke tale om det.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Å jo visst; til mig kan De da tale om hvad det skal være.
 

DINA. 
 Ja, jeg skal sige Dem, jeg er ikke som de andre unge piger; der er noget – noget sådant ved mig. Derfor skal De ikke gøre det.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Men alt dette forstår jeg slet ikke. De har da ikke gjort noget ondt?
 

DINA. 
 Nej, ikke jeg, men –; nej, nu vil jeg ikke tale mere om det. De får det nok at vide af de andre.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hm.
 

DINA. 
 Men der var noget andet, jeg gerne vilde spørge Dem om.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og hvad var det?
 

DINA. 
 Det skal jo være så let at blive til noget dygtigt derover i Amerika?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, så let er det just ikke altid; man må ofte slide ondt og arbejde strængt i førstningen.
 

DINA. 
 Ja, det vilde jeg gerne –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 De?
 

DINA. 
 Jeg kan nok arbejde; jeg er stærk og sund, og tante Marta har læst meget med mig.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Men for pokker, så kom og rejs med os.
 

DINA. 
 Å, nu spøger De bare; det sagde De til Olaf også. Men det var det jeg vilde vide, om menneskene er meget – meget sådan moralske derover?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Moralske?
 

DINA. 
 Ja, jeg mener, om de er sådan – anstændige og skikkelige, ligesom her.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, de er ialfald ikke så slemme, som man her tror. Det skulde De ikke være bange for.
 

DINA. 
 De forstår mig ikke. Jeg vilde just gerne, at de ikke skulde være så meget anstændige og moralske.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ikke det? Hvordan vilde De så de skulde være?
 

DINA. 
 Jeg vilde, de skulde være naturlige.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, ja, det er kanske netop det, de er.
 

DINA. 
 For så vilde det være godt for mig, om jeg kunde komme derover.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja visst vilde det så! Derfor skal De rejse med os.
 

DINA. 
 Nej, med Dem vilde jeg ikke rejse; jeg måtte rejse alene. Å, jeg skulde nok drive det til noget; jeg skulde nok blive brav –
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(nedenfor havetrappen hos begge damerne). 
 Bliv, bliv; jeg skal hente det, kære Betty. Du kunde så let forkøle dig. 

(han kommer ind i salen og søger fruens shawl.)
 

FRU BERNICK 

(ude i haven). 
 Du må også komme med, Johan; vi skal ned i grotten.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, nu må Johan blive her. Se her, Dina; tag min kones shawl og gå med. Johan blir her hos mig, kære Betty. Jeg må da høre lidt om forholdene derover.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja; men kom så efter; du véd jo, hvor du skal finde os. 

(Fru Bernick, frøken Hessel og Dina går ned gennem haven til venstre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(ser et øjeblik efter dem, går så hen og lukker den øverste dør til venstre, derpå går han hen til Johan, griber begge hans hænder, ryster og trykker dem). 
 Johan, nu er vi alene; må jeg nu få lov at takke dig.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Å hvad!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Mit hus og hjem, min familjelykke, min hele borgerlige stilling i samfundet, – alt skylder jeg dig.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, det glæder mig, kære Karsten; så kom der dog noget godt ud af den gale historie.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(ryster igen hans hænder). 
 Tak, tak alligevel! Ikke én blandt ti tusinde havde gjort, hvad du dengang gjorde for mig.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Snak om en ting! Var vi ikke beggeto unge og letlivede? En af os måtte jo dog tage skylden på sig –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men hvem var nærmere til det, end den skyldige?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Stop! Dengang var den uskyldige nærmest til det. Jeg var jo frank og fri, forældreløs; dette slid på kontoret var det en ren lykke at komme bort fra. Du derimod havde din gamle moder ilive, og dertil var du jo netop bleven hemmelig forlovet med Betty, som holdt så meget af dig. Hvorledes vilde det gåt med hende, hvis hun havde fåt at vide –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Sandt, sandt, sandt; men –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og var det ikke just for Bettys skyld, at du afbrød dette maskepi med madam Dorf? Det var jo netop for at bryde overtvert, at du var deroppe hos hende den aften –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, den ulyksalige aften, da det fordrukne menneske kommer hjem –! Ja, Johan, det var for Bettys skyld; men alligevel, – at du så højmodig kunde vende skinnet imod dig selv og rejse væk –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ingen skrupler, kære Karsten. Vi blev jo enige om, at så skulde det være; reddes måtte du jo, og du var jo min ven. Jo, det venskab var jeg rigtignok kry af! Her gik jeg og sled som en stakkers hjemfødning; og så kommer du tilbage, fin og fornem, fra din store udenlandsrejse; havde været både i London og i Paris. Og så kårer du mig til din omgangsven, skønt jeg var fire år yngre end du; – ja, det var nu, fordi du gik og kured til Betty; nu forstår jeg det nok. Men hvor kry jeg var af det! Og hvem vilde ikke have været det? Hvem vilde ikke gerne have ofret sig for dig; især når det ikke galdt andet end en måneds bysladder, og en så med det samme kunde løbe ud i den vide verden.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm, min kære Johan, jeg vil oprigtig sige dig, at historien endnu ikke er så ganske glemt.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ikke det? Nå, hvad rager det mig, når jeg igen sidder derover på min farm –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du rejser altså tilbage?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Forstår sig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men dog ikke så snart, håber jeg?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Så snart som muligt. Det var jo kun for at føje Lona, at jeg tog med herover.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så? Hvorledes det?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jo, ser du, Lona er jo ikke ung længer, og i den sidste tid begyndte længselen efter hjemmet at mane og drage hende; men hun vilde aldrig vedgå det; (smiler.) hvor turde hun vove at lade mig letsindige krop alene tilbage, mig, som alt i nittenårsalderen havde givet mig af med –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og så?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, Karsten, nu kommer jeg med et skriftemål som jeg skammer mig over.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du har da ikke betroet hende sammenhængen?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jo, Det var urigtigt af mig; men jeg kunde ikke andet. Du gør dig ingen forestilling om, hvad Lona har været for mig. Du har aldrig kunnet udstå hende; men for mig har hun været som en moder. I de første år, da vi havde det så trangt derover, – hvorledes arbejded hun ikke? Og da jeg så lå syg en lang tid, og ingenting kunde fortjene, og ikke kunde forhindre det, så gav hun sig til at synge viser i kaffehusene, – holde foredrag, som folk gjorde løjer med; og så skrev hun en bog, som hun siden både lo og græd over, – altsammen for at holde livet i mig. Kunde jeg så se på, at hun i vinter gik der og tærtes hen, hun, som havde slidt og slæbt for mig? Nej, det kunde jeg ikke, Karsten. Og så sagde jeg: rejs du, Lona; du skal ikke være ræd for mig; jeg er ikke så letsindig, som du tænker. Og så – så fik hun det at vide.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og hvorledes tog hun det?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, hun mente, som sandt var, at når jeg vidste mig uskyldig, så kunde det ikke være mig imod at gøre en trip med herover. Men vær du rolig; Lona røber intet, og jeg skal nok vogte min mund anden gang.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja; det stoler jeg på.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Her er min hånd. Og så vil vi ikke tale mere om den gamle historie; lykkeligvis er det den eneste gale streg, nogen af os har gjort sig skyldig i, tænker jeg. Nu vil jeg rigtig nyde de få dage, jeg blir her. Du kan ikke tro, hvilken prægtig tur vi havde iformiddag. Hvem skulde troet, at den lille tøsunge, som løb her og spilled engle på theatret –! Men sig mig, du, – hvorledes gik det siden med hendes forældre?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, kære, jeg véd ikke mere at fortælle, end hvad jeg skrev dig til straks efter du var rejst. Ja, du fik dog vel de to breve?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja vel, ja vel; jeg har dem begge to. Det fordrukne menneske løb jo fra hende?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og slog sig siden ihjæl i fuldskab.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hun døde jo også kort efter? Men du gjorde vel for hende, hvad du sådan i stilhed kunde?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hun var stolt; hun forrådte intet og hun vilde intet modtage.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, det var ialfald rigtig af dig, at du tog Dina i huset.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja visst var det så. Forresten var det egentlig Marta, som drev den sag igennem.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Så det var Marta? Ja, Marta – det er sandt – hvor er hun henne idag?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å hun, – når hun ikke har skolen at passe, så har hun sine syge.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Det er altså Marta, som har taget sig af hende.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, Marta har jo altid havt en viss svaghed for opdragelsesvæsnet. Derfor har hun også taget en post ved almueskolen. Det var en kapital dumhed af hende.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, hun så svært medtaget ud igår; jeg frygter også for, at hun ikke har helbred til det.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, hvad helbreden angår, så kunde hun vel altid stå i det. Men det er ubehageligt for mig; det ser ud som om jeg, hendes broder, ikke var villig til at underholde hende.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Underholde? Jeg trode, hun havde såvidt formue selv –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke en skilling. Du husker nok, hvilken kneben tid det var for moder, da du rejste. Hun fortsatte da en stund med bistand af mig; men det kunde jeg naturligvis ikke i længden være tjent med. Så lod jeg mig optage i firmaet; men det gik heller ikke på den måde. Jeg måtte derfor overtage det hele, og da vi opgjorde vor status, viste det sig, at der sågodtsom intet blev tilovers på moders part. Da så moder kort efter døde, stod naturligvis også Marta på en bar bakke.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Den stakkers Marta!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Stakkers? Hvorfor det? Du tror da vel ikke, at jeg lader hende savne noget? Å nej, det tør jeg dog sige, at jeg er en god broder. Hun bor naturligvis sammen med os og spiser ved vort bord; lærerinde-gagen kan hun rundeligt klæde sig for, og et enligt fruentimmer, – hvad skal hun med mere?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hm; på den vis tænker vi ikke i Amerika.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, det tror jeg nok; i et opagiteret samfund, som det amerikanske. Men her i vor lille kreds, hvor, Gud ske lov, fordærvelsen til dato ialfald ikke har fåt indpas, her nøjes kvinderne med at indtage en sømmelig om end beskeden stilling. Det er forresten Martas egen skyld; hun kunde såmæn have været forsørget for længe siden, hvis hun selv havde villet.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Du mener, hun kunde have giftet sig?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, hun kunde været meget favorabelt anbragt endogså; hun har havt flere gode tilbud; besynderlig nok; en ubemidlet pige, ikke længer ung, og derhos ganske ubetydelig.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ubetydelig?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, jeg lægger hende det slet ikke til last. Jeg ønsker hende overhovedet ikke anderledes. Du kan vide, – i et stort hus, som vort,– det er altid godt at have et sådant jævnt menneske, som man kan sætte til hvad der forefalder.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, men hun –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hun? Hvorledes? Nå jå, hun har naturligvis nok at interessere sig for; hun har jo mig og Betty og Olaf og mig. Menneskene bør da ikke i første række tænke på sig selv, og allermindst kvinderne. Vi har jo dog alle et større eller mindre samfund at støtte og at virke for. Således gør jeg ialfald. (tyder mod fuldmægtig Krap, som kommer fra højre.) Ja, der har du straks et bevis. Tror du, det er mine egne affærer, som optager mig? På ingen måde. (hurtigt til Krap.) Nå?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(sagte, viser en bunke papirer). 
 Alle købekontrakterne i orden.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ypperligt! Fortræffeligt! – Ja nu, svoger, må du sandelig have mig undskyldt sålænge. (dæmpet og med et håndtryk.) Tak, tak, Johan; og vær overbevist om, at alt, hvad jeg kan tjene dig i, – nå, du forstår mig nok. – Kom, herr Krap. 

(de går ind i konsulens værelse.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(ser en stund efter ham). 
 Hm – 

(Han vil gå ned i haven. I det samme kommer frøken Bernick med en liden kurv på armen ind fra højre.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nej se, Marta!
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ah – Johan, – er det dig?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Så tidligt på farten du også.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja. Vent lidt; nu kommer visst de andre straks. 

(vil gå ud til venstre.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hør, Marta, har du altid sådant hastværk?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Jeg?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Igår gik du ligesom af vejen, så jeg ikke fik tale et ord med dig, og idag –
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja, men –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Før var vi dog altid sammen, – vi to gamle legekammerater.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ak, Johan, det er mange, mange år siden.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, Herregud, det er femten år siden, hverken mere eller mindre. Synes du kanske, jeg har forandret mig så meget?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Du? Å ja, du også, endskønt –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Å, det var ingenting.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Du lader ikke til at være bleven meget oplivet ved at se mig igen.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Jeg har ventet så længe, Johan, – for længe.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ventet? At jeg vilde komme?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og hvorfor, mente du, jeg vilde komme?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 For at sone, hvad du har forbrudt.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Har du glemt, at en kvinde døde i nød og skam for din skyld? Har du glemt, at for din skyld blev et opvoksende barns bedste år forbittret?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og dette må jeg høre af dig? Marta, har da aldrig din broder –?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Hvad han?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Har han aldrig –; nu ja, jeg mener, har han aldrig havt så meget som et undskyldende ord for mig?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ak, Johan, du kender jo Karstens strænge grundsætninger.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hm –, ja visst, ja visst, jeg kender nok min gamle ven Karstens strænge grundsætninger. – Men dette er jo –! Nå. Jeg talte nylig med ham. Jeg synes, at han har forandret sig adskilligt.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Hvor kan du sige det? Karsten har da altid været en udmærket mand.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, det var just ikke således ment; men lad gå. – Hm; nu skønner jeg altså, hvad lys du har set mig i; det er den forlornes hjemkomst, du har gåt og ventet på.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Hør, Johan, jeg vil sige dig, hvad lys jeg har set dig i. (peger ned i haven.) Ser du hende, som leger dernede i græsset med Olaf? Det er Dina. Erindrer du det forvirrede brev, du skrev mig til, da du rejste? Du skrev, at jeg skulde tro på dig. Jeg har troet på dig, Johan. Alt det onde, som her bagefter gik rygter om, må være sket i forvildelse, uden tanke, uden overlæg –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 O, du forstår mig jo nok; – ikke et ord mere om det. Men bort måtte du jo, begynde forfra – et nyt liv. Ser du, Johan, jeg har været din stedfortræder herhjemme, jeg, din gamle legekammerat. De pligter, du ikke husked på at varetage her, eller ikke kunde varetage, dem har jeg varetaget for dig. Jeg siger dig dette, for at du ikke skal have også det at bebrejde dig. Det forurettede barn har jeg været en moder for, har opdraget hende, så godt jeg kunde –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og spildt hele dit liv for den sag –
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Det har ikke været spildt. Men du kom sent, Johan.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Marta, – dersom jeg kunde sige dig –. Nå, lad mig da ialfald takke dig for dit trofaste venskab.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK 

(smiler tungt). 
 Hm –. Ja, nu har vi altså udtalt, Johan. Hys; der kommer nogen. Farvel; jeg kan ikke nu – 

(Hun går ud gennem den bagerste dør til venstre. Frøken Hessel kommer fra haven, fulgt af fru Bernick.)
 

FRU BERNICK 

(endnu i haven). 
 Men for Guds skyld, Lona, hvad tænker du på!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Lad mig være, siger jeg; jeg vil og må tale med ham.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men det vilde jo være den største skandale! Ah, Johan, er du endnu her?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ud med dig, gut; stå ikke her og hæng i stueluften; gå ned i haven og snak med Dina.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, det tænkte jeg netop på.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hør du, John, har du set rigtig på Dina?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, det tror jeg nok.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, du skulde se rigtig tilgavns på hende, gut. Det var noget for dig!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men, Lona –!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Noget for mig?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, at se på, mener jeg. Gå nu!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, ja, jeg går mere end gerne. 

(han går ned i haven.)
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Lona, jeg er som forstenet over dig. Dette kan dog umuligt være dit alvor.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jo så minsæl er det så. Er hun ikke frisk og sund og sand? Det er netop en kone for John. Det er slig en, han trænger til derover; det vil være noget andet end en gammel halvsøster.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Dina! Dina Dorf! Betænk dog –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg betænker først og fremst guttens lykke. For hjælpe til, det må jeg; selv er han ikke videre fremmelig i sligt; småpiger og fruentimmer har han aldrig havt noget rigtigt syn for.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Han? Johan! Nå, jeg synes rigtignok, vi har havt sørgelige beviser for –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Å pokker i vold med den dumme historie! Hvor er Bernick henne? Jeg vil tale med ham.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Lona, du gør det ikke, siger jeg!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg gør det. Synes gutten om hende, – og hun om ham, – så skal de også have hverandre. Bernick er jo slig en klog mand; han må finde på en udvej –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og du kan tænke dig, at disse amerikanske usømmeligheder skulde blive tålt her –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Sniksnak, Betty –
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 – at en mand, som Karsten, med hans strænge moralske tænkemåde –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Å pyt, den er vel ikke så urimelig stræng.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad er det, du vover at sige?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg vover at sige, at Bernick er vel ikke synderlig mere moralsk end andre mandfolk.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Så dybt sidder altså hadet til ham endnu! Men hvad vil du da her, når du aldrig har kunnet glemme at –? Jeg begriber ikke, at du turde træde ham under øjnene efter den skammelige fornærmelse, som du dengang tilføjed ham.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, Betty, dengang forløb jeg mig stygt.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og hvor højmodigt har han ikke tilgivet dig, han, som dog aldrig havde forbrudt noget! Thi han kunde dog ikke for, at du gik her og gjorde dig forhåbninger. Men siden den tid har du hadet mig også. (brister i gråd.) Du har aldrig undt mig min lykke. Og nu kommer du her for at vælte alt dette over mig, – for at vise byen, hvilken familje jeg har bragt Karsten ind i. Ja, det er mig, det går ud over, og det er det, du vil. O, det er afskyeligt af dig! 

(hun går grædende bort gennem den øverste dør til venstre.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(ser efter hende). 
 Stakkels Betty. 

(Konsul Bernick kommer ud fra sit værelse.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(endnu i døren). 
 Ja, ja, det er godt, herr Krap; det er udmærket. Send 400 kroner til bespisning af de fattige. (vender sig.) Lona! (nærmere.) Du er alene? Kommer ikke Betty her?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej. Skal jeg kanske hente hende?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej, nej, nej, lad være! O, Lona, du véd ikke, hvor jeg har brændt efter at få tale åbent med dig, – efter at få trygle om din tilgivelse.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hør nu, Karsten, lad os ikke blive sentimentale; det klæder os ikke.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du må høre mig, Lona. Jeg véd jo, hvorledes jeg har skinnet imod mig nu, da du har erfaret dette med Dinas moder. Men jeg sværger dig til, det var kun en kortvarig forvildelse; jeg har virkelig, sandt og oprigtigt, holdt af dig engang.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvorfor tror du jeg er kommen herhjem?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad du end har isinde, så bønfalder jeg dig om, ikke at foretage noget, før jeg har retfærdiggjort mig. Jeg kan det, Lona; jeg kan ialfald undskylde mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nu er du ræd. – Du har engang holdt af mig, siger du. Ja, det forsikred du mig tidt nok i dine breve; og kanske det også var sandt – på en måde, sålænge du leved derude i en stor og frigjort verden, som gav dig mod til selv at tænke frit og stort. Du fandt kanske hos mig lidt mere karakter og vilje og selvstændighed, end hos de fleste herhjemme. Og så var det jo en hemmelighed mellem os to; der var ingen, som kunde gøre sig lystig over din slette smag.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lona, hvor kan du dog tro –?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men da du så kom tilbage; da du hørte spottegloserne, som hagled ned over mig; da du fornam latteren over alt det, som de her kaldte mine forkertheder –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du var hensynsløs dengang.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Mest for at ærgre disse skørteklædte og bukseklædte snærper, som sjokked om i byen. Og da du så traf den unge forlokkende skuespillerinde –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det var en lapsestreg; intet videre; jeg sværger dig til, ikke tiendedelen var sandt af de rygter og den sladder, som kom i omløb.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Lad gå; men da så Betty kom hjem, smuk, opblomstrende, forgudet af alle, – og da det blev bekendt, at hun skulde arve alle pengene efter tante og at jeg ingenting vilde få –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, der er vi ved sagen, Lona; og nu skal du høre det uden omsvøb. Jeg elsked ikke Betty dengang; jeg brød ikke med dig for nogen ny tilbøjelighed. Det var for pengenes skyld ligefrem; jeg var nødt til det; jeg måtte sikkre mig dem.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og det siger du mig lige i øjnene?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg gør. Hør mig, Lona –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og dog skrev du mig til, at en ubetvingelig kærlighed til Betty havde grebet dig, påkaldte min højmodighed, besvor mig for Bettys skyld at tie med det, som havde været imellem os –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg måtte det, siger jeg.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nu, ved den levende Gud, da angrer jeg ikke på, at jeg dengang forløb mig, som jeg gjorde.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lad mig koldt og rolig sige dig, hvorledes stillingen var i de dage. Min moder stod, som du husker, i spidsen for forretningen; men hun var aldeles uden forretningssans. Jeg blev skyndsomt kaldt hjem fra Paris; tiderne var kritiske; jeg skulde bringe affærerne påfode. Hvad fandt jeg? Jeg fandt, hvad der måtte holdes i den dybeste hemmelighed, et sågodtsom ruineret hus. Ja, det var sågodtsom ruineret, dette gamle ansete hus, der havde ståt i tre generationer. Hvad havde jeg, sønnen, den eneste søn, andet at gøre end at se mig om efter et redningsmiddel?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og så redded du huset Bernick på en kvindes bekostning.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du véd godt, at Betty elsked mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men jeg?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Tro mig, Lona, – du var aldrig bleven lykkelig med mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Var det af omsorg for min lykke, at du gav mig til pris?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Tror kanske du, at jeg af egennyttige bevæggrunde handled som jeg gjorde? Havde jeg dengang ståt alene, så skulde jeg med frejdigt mod begyndt forfra. Men du skønner ikke, hvorledes en forretningsmand vokser sammen, under et umådeligt ansvar, med den forretning, han tager i arv. Véd du, at hundreders, ja tusenders vel og ve afhænger af ham? Betænker du ikke, at hele det samfund, som både du og jeg kalder vort hjem, vilde på den føleligste måde være blevet berørt deraf, om huset Bernick havde gåt tilgrunde?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Er det også for samfundets skyld, at du i disse femten år er bleven stående i løgnen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 I løgnen?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad véd Betty om alt det, som ligger under og forud for hendes forbindelse med dig?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Kan du tro, at jeg til ingen nytte vilde såre hende ved at blotte de ting?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Til ingen nytte, siger du? Ja, ja, du er jo forretningsmand; du må jo forstå dig på det nyttige. – Men hør nu, Karsten, nu vil jeg også tale koldt og roligt. Sig mig, – er du nu også rigtig lykkelig?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 I familjen, mener du?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja vel.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det er jeg, Lona. Å, du har ikke forgæves været en så opofrende veninde for mig. Jeg tør sige, at jeg er bleven lykkeligere år for år. Betty er både god og føjelig. Og hvorledes hun i årenes løb har lært at bøje sit væsen efter det, som er ejendommeligt hos mig –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hm.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Før havde hun jo en hel del overspændte forestillinger om kærligheden; hun kunde ikke forlige sig med den tanke, at den lidt efter lidt skulde gå over til en mild venskabsflamme.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men nu finder hun sig tilrette i det?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Fuldstændig. Du kan vide, at den daglige omgang med mig ikke er bleven uden modnende indflydelse på hende. Menneskene må gensidig lære at nedstemme sine fordringer, hvis man skal gøre fyldest i det samfund, hvori man er sat. Det har Betty også efterhånden lært at indse, og derfor er vort hus nu et mønster for vore medborgere.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men disse medborgere véd ingenting om løgnen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Om løgnen?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, om løgnen, som du nu i femten år har ståt i.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og det kalder du –?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Løgnen kalder jeg det. Den trefoldige løgn. Først løgnen mod mig; så løgnen mod Betty; så løgnen mod Johan.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Betty har aldrig krævet, at jeg skulde tale.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Fordi hun ingenting har vidst.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og du vil ikke kræve det; – af hensyn til hende vil du det ikke.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Å nej, jeg skal nok vide at bære lattersalverne; jeg har en bred ryg.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og Johan vil heller ikke kræve det; det har han tilsagt mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men du selv, Karsten? Er der ikke noget indeni dig, som kræver at komme ud af løgnen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg skulde frivilligt ofre min familjelykke og min stilling i samfundet!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad ret har du til at stå der du står?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 I femten år har jeg daglig tilkøbt mig en smule ret – ved min vandel, og ved det, jeg har virket og fremmet.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, du har virket og fremmet meget, både for dig selv og for andre. Du er byens rigeste og mægtigste mand; under din vilje tør de ikke andet end bøje sig, alle, fordi du gælder for at være uden plet og lyde; dit hjem gælder for et mønsterhjem, din færd for en mønsterfærd. Men al denne herlighed, og du selv med, står som på en gyngende myr. Et øjeblik kan komme, et ord kan blive udtalt, – og både du og hele herligheden går tilbunds, hvis du ikke berger dig itide.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lona, – hvad er det, du vil herover?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg vil hjælpe dig til fast grund under fødderne, Karsten.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hævn! Du vil hævne dig? Jeg ante det nok. Men det lykkes dig ikke! Her er kun én, som kan tale med myndighed, og han er taus.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Johan?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, Johan. Vil nogen anden anklage mig, så nægter jeg alt. Vil man tilintetgøre mig, så strider jeg på livet. Men det skal aldrig lykkes dig, siger jeg! Han, som kunde fælde mig, han tier – og han rejser igen. 

(Grosserer Rummel og købmand Vigeland kommer fra højre.)
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Goddag, goddag, kære Bernick; du må komme med os op i handelsforeningen; vi har møde i jernbanesagen, véd du.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg kan ikke. Umuligt nu.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 De må sandeligen, herr konsul –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Du må, Bernick. Der er folk, som arbejder mod os. Redaktør Hammer og de andre, som holdt på kystlinjen, påstår, at der stikker private interesser bag det nye forslag.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, så forklar dem da –
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Det hjælper ikke, hvad vi forklarer, herr konsul –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Nej, nej, du må komme selv; dig vil jo naturligvis ingen vove at mistænke for sligt.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej, det skulde jeg mene.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg kan ikke, siger jeg; jeg er uvel; – eller ialfald, bi – lad mig samle mig. 

(Adjunkt Rørlund kommer fra højre.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Undskyld, herr konsul; De ser mig her i det heftigste oprør –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, hvad fejler Dem?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jeg må gøre Dem et spørgsmål, herr konsul. Er det med Deres minde, at den unge pige, som har fundet et asyl under Deres tag, viser sig på offentlig gade i selskab med et menneske, som –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvilket menneske, herr pastor?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Med det menneske, som hun, blandt alle mennesker i verden, burde holdes længst borte fra.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Håhå!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Er det med Deres minde, herr konsul?
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(der søger hat og handsker). 
 Jeg véd ikke af noget. Undskyld; jeg har hastværk; jeg skal op i handelsforeningen.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(kommer fra haven og går hen til den øverste dør til venstre). 
 Betty, Betty, hør her!
 

FRU BERNICK 

(i døren). 
 Hvad er det?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Du bør gå ned i haven og gøre en ende på det lefleri, som en viss person driver med denne Dina Dorf. Jeg er bleven ganske nervøs af at høre på det.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Så? Hvad har da personen sagt?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Å, ikke andet end at han vil, hun skal følge med ham til Amerika. Uf!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Kan sligt være muligt!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad siger du?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men det vilde jo være prægtigt.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Umuligt! Du har hørt fejl.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Så spørg ham selv. Der kommer parret. Men lad bare mig blive udenfor.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(til Rummel og Vigeland). 
 Jeg kommer efter, – om et øjeblik – 

(Grosserer Rummel og købmand Vigeland går ud til højre. Johan Tønnesen og Dina kommer fra haven.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hurra, Lona, hun følger med os!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men, Johan, – du ubesindige –!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Er dette virkeligt! En så topmålt skandale! Ved hvilke forførelseskunster har De –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nå nå, mand; hvad er det De siger?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Svar mig, Dina; er dette Deres agt, – er det Deres fulde fri beslutning?
 

DINA. 
 Jeg må bort herfra.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men med ham – med ham!
 

DINA. 
 Nævn mig nogen anden her, som havde mod til at tage mig med.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Nu, så skal De også få at vide, hvem han er.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Tal ikke!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke et ord mere!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Da tjente jeg dårligt det samfund, hvis moral og sæder jeg er sat til at være en vogter for; og uforsvarligt handled jeg mod denne unge pige, i hvis opdragelse også jeg har havt en væsentlig del og som er mig –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Vogt Dem for hvad De gør!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hun skal vide det! Dina, det er denne mand, som voldte al Deres moders ulykke og skam.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Herr adjunkt –!
 

DINA. 
 Han! (til Johan Tønnesen.) Er dette sandt?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Karsten, svar du.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke et ord mere! Idag skal her ties.
 

DINA. 
 Sandt altså.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Sandt, sandt. Og mere end det. Dette menneske, som De sætter lid til, løb ikke tomhændet hjemmefra; – enkefru Bernicks kasse –; konsulen kan bevidne det!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Løgner!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ah –!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 O Gud, o Gud!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(imod ham med løftet arm). 
 Og det vover du –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(afbødende)

 Slå ham ikke, Johan!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jo, forgrib Dem kun på mig. Men sandheden skal frem; og det er sandhed; konsul Bernick har selv sagt det, og hele byen véd det. – Nu, Dina, nu kender De ham. 

(Kort stilhed.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(sagte, griber Bernick om armen). 
 Karsten, Karsten, hvad har du gjort!
 

FRU BERNICK 

(dæmpet og i gråd). 
 O, Karsten, at jeg skulde bringe dig ind i al denne skændsel.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD 

(kommer hurtigt fra højre og råber med hånden på dørklinken): 
 Nu må De endelig komme, herr konsul! Hele jernbanen hænger i en tråd.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(åndsfraværende). 
 Hvad er det? Hvad skal jeg –?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(alvorligt og med eftertryk). 
 Du skal op og støtte samfundet, svoger.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Ja kom, kom; vi behøver al Deres moralske overvægt.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(tæt ved ham). 
 Bernick, – vi to tales ved imorgen. 

(Han går ud gennem haven; konsul Bernick går som viljeløs ud til højre med købmand Sandstad.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Havesalen i konsul Bernicks hus.)


(Konsul Bernick, med et spanskrør i hånden, kommer i hæftig vrede ud fra det bagerste værelse til venstre og lader døren stå halvt åben efter sig.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Se så; nu er der da endelig engang bleven alvor af det; den lusing tænker jeg han skal huske. (til nogen inde i værelset.) Hvad siger du? – Og jeg siger, du er en uforstandig moder! Du undskylder ham, gir ham medhold i alle hans slyngelstreger. – Ikke slyngelstreger? Hvad kalder du det da? At liste sig ud af huset ved nattetid, gå tilhavs med fiskerbåden, blive borte til langt ud på dagen og sætte mig i slig dødelig angst, mig, som har så meget andet at stå i. Og så vover den knægt at true med, at han vil løbe sin vej! Ja, lad ham prøve på det! – Du? Nej, det tror jeg nok; du bekymrer dig ikke stort om hans ve og vel. Jeg tror gerne, at om han satte livet til –! – Så? Ja, men jeg har en gerning at efterlade mig her i verden; jeg er ikke tjent med at blive barnløs. – Ingen indvendinger, Betty; det blir, som jeg har sagt; han har husarrest – (lytter.) Hys; lad ingen mærke noget. 

(Fuldmægtig Krap kommer fra højre.)
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Har De tid et øjeblik, herr konsul?
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(kaster spanskrøret fra sig). 
 Ja vel, ja vel. Kommer De fra værftet?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Nu netop. Hm –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå? Der er dog ikke noget ivejen med „Palmetræet”?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 „Palmetræet” kan sejle imorgen, men –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 „Indian Girl” altså? Aned det mig ikke, at den stivnakke –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 „Indian Girl” kan også sejle imorgen; men – den kommer visst ikke langt.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad mener De?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Undskyld, herr konsul; den dør står på klem og jeg tror, der er nogen derinde –
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(lukker døren). 
 Se så. Men hvad er det dog for noget, som ingen må høre?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Det er det, at bygmester Aune nok har isinde at lade „Indian Girl” gå tilbunds med mand og mus.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men Gud forbarme sig, hvor kan De tro –?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Kan ikke forklare mig det på anden måde, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå, så sig mig dog i få ord –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Skal så. De véd selv, hvor sendrægtigt det er gåt på værftet, siden vi fik de nye maskiner og de nye uvante arbejdere.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Men imorges, da jeg kom derned, mærked jeg, at reparationen på Amerikaneren var skredet påfaldende vidt frem; det store spunds i bunden, – De véd, det pilrådne sted –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, hvad det?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Fuldstændig repareret, – tilsyneladende da; forhudet; så ganske ud som nyt; hørte, at Aune selv havde arbejdet med lys dernede hele natten.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja ja, og så –?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Gik og funderte på dette; folkene hvilte just til frokost, og så fandt jeg anledning til ubemærket at se mig om både udenbords og indenbords; havde svært for at komme ned i den lastede skude; men fik troen i hænderne. Der sker underfundigheder, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg kan ikke tro Dem, herr Krap. Jeg kan ikke, jeg vil ikke tro sligt om Aune.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Gør mig ondt, – men er den skære sandhed. Sker underfundigheder, siger jeg. Intet nyt tømmer indsat, så vidt jeg kunde skønne; bare dyttet og drevet og overklinket med plader og pressenninger og sådant noget. Rent fusk! „Indian Girl” når aldrig New-York; går tilbunds som en sprukken gryde.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Dette er jo forfærdeligt! Men hvad tror De, han kan have til hensigt?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Vil rimeligvis bringe maskinerne i miskredit; vil hævne sig; vil have den gamle arbejdsstok tagen til nåde igen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og så ofrer han kanske alle de mange menneskeliv.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Han sagde nylig: der findes ikke mennesker ombord i „Indian Girl”, – bare udyr.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, lad så være; men agter han da ikke den store kapital, som går tabt?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Aune har ikke noget godt øje til den store kapital, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Sandt nok; han er en opvigler og en urostifter; men en så samvittighedsløs handling –. Hør, herr Krap; denne sag må undersøges to gange. Ikke et ord derom til nogen. Vort værft er blameret, hvis folk får sligt at vide.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Forstår sig, men –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Under middagshvilen må De se til at komme derned igen; fuld visshed må jeg have.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Skal få den, herr konsul; men tillad mig, hvad vil De så gøre?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Naturligvis anmelde sagen. Vi kan dog ikke gøre os til medskyldige i en ligefrem forbrydelse. Jeg må have min samvittighed ubelastet. Det vil desuden gøre et godt indtryk både i pressen og i samfundet idethele, når man ser, at jeg skyder alle personlige interesser tilside og lader retfærdigheden have sin gang.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Meget sandt, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men først og fremst fuld visshed. Og taushed sålænge –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Ikke et ord, herr konsul; og vissheden, den skal De få. 

(Han går ud gennem haven og nedad gaden.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(halvhøjt). 
 Oprørende! Men nej, det er jo umuligt, – utænkeligt! 

(Idet han vil gå ind i sit værelse kommer Hilmar Tønnesen fra højre.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Goddag, Bernick! Nå, jeg gratulerer med sejren i handelsforeningen igår.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å tak.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Det var jo en glimrende sejr, hører jeg, det intelligente borgersinds sejr over egennytten og fordommen, – omtrent som en fransk razzia mod Kabylerne. Mærkeligt, at du efter de ubehagelige optrin her –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, lad det være.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Men hovedslaget er jo ikke slåt endnu.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 I jernbanesagen, mener du?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, du véd da vel, hvad redaktør Hammer går og brygger sammen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(spændt). 
 Nej! Hvad er det?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Han har jo hængt sig fast i det rygte, som går, og det vil han lave en avisartikel af.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvilket rygte?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Naturligvis det om de store ejendomskøb langs sidebanen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad siger du? Går her et sådant rygte?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, det er over hele byen. Jeg hørte det i klubben, hvor jeg drev indom. En af vore sagførere skal i al stilhed per kommission have indkøbt alle skovejendommene, alle malmlejerne, alle vandfaldene –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og siges der ikke, for hvem?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 I klubben mente man, det måtte være for et udenbys selskab, som havde fåt nys om, hvad du havde igære, og som havde skyndet sig før ejendomspriserne steg –. Er det ikke nederdrægtigt – uf!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nederdrægtigt?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, at fremmede således trænger sig ind på vore enemærker. Og at en af byens egne sagførere kan låne sig til sligt! Nu blir det altså udenbys folk, som går af med fordelen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men det er jo dog bare et løst rygte.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Det troes imidlertid, og imorgen eller iovermorgen vil naturligvis redaktør Hammer spigre det fast som et faktum. Der var allerede almindelig forbittrelse deroppe. Jeg hørte flere sige, at hvis det rygte bekræfter sig, så stryger de sig ud af listerne.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Umuligt!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Så? Hvorfor tror du disse kræmmersjæle var så villige til at gå med på dit foretagende? Tror du ikke de selv havde spidset sine næser på at –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Umuligt, siger jeg; så meget borgersind er her dog i vort lille samfund –
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Her? Ja, du er nu optimist, og så dømmer du andre efter dig selv. Men jeg, som er en temmelig øvet iagttager –. Her er ikke én, – ja naturligvis med undtagelse af os, – ikke én, siger jeg, som holder ideens fane højt. (op mod baggrunden.) Uf, der ser jeg dem!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvem?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 De to amerikanske. (ser ud til højre.) Og hvem er det de går med? Ja, ved Gud, er det ikke kaptejnen på „Indian Girl”. Uf!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad kan de ville ham?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Å, det er jo ret passende selskab. Han skal jo have været slavehandler eller sørøver; og hvem véd, hvad de andre har bedrevet i alle disse år.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg siger dig, det er højst urigtigt at tænke således om dem.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, du er nu optimist. Men nu har vi dem naturligvis på halsen igen; jeg vil derfor itide – 

(går op mod døren til venstre.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nå, Hilmar, er det mig, som jager dig af stuen?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Aldeles ikke; jeg stod her og havde hastværk; jeg skulde tale et ord med Betty. 

(går ind i det bagerste værelse til venstre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(efter en kort stilhed). 
 Nu, Lona?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvorledes står jeg idag for dig?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Som igår. En løgn mere eller mindre –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du må få lys i dette. Hvor blev Johan af?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Han kommer; han havde noget at tale med en mand.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Efter det, du hørte igår, vil du begribe, at hele min tilværelse er ødelagt, hvis sandheden kommer for lyset.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg begriber det.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det er naturligvis en selvfølge, at jeg ikke har gjort mig skyldig i den forbrydelse, som her har gåt rygte om.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Det forstår sig af sig selv. Men hvem var tyven?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Der var ingen tyv. Der blev ingen penge stjålne; ikke en skilling er bleven borte.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvorledes?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke en skilling, siger jeg.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men rygtet? Hvorledes er det skammelige rygte kommet ud, at Johan –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lona, med dig synes jeg, at jeg kan tale, som med ingen anden; jeg vil intet fortie for dig. Jeg har min del i, at rygtet blev udspredt.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Du? Og det kunde du gøre imod ham, som for din skyld –!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du skal ikke dømme uden at huske på, hvorledes sagerne stod dengang. Jeg fortalte dig det jo igår. Jeg kom hjem og fandt min moder indviklet i en hel række af ukloge foretagender; uheld af forskellig slags stødte til; det var, som om alt ondt stormed ind på os; vort hus var lige ved at ruineres. Jeg var halvt letsindig og halvt fortvivlet. Lona, jeg tror det var mest for at døve tankerne, at jeg indlod mig i den forbindelse, som bragte Johan til at rejse.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hm –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du kan vel forestille dig, hvorledes alskens rygter sattes i omløb, da han og du var borte. Dette var ikke hans første letsindighed, blev der fortalt. Dorf havde fåt en stor sum penge af ham for at tie og rejse sin vej, hed det; andre påstod, at hun havde fåt dem. På samme tid blev det ikke skjult, at vort hus havde vanskeligt for at opfylde sine forpligtelser. Hvad var rimeligere end at sladderhankene satte disse to rygter i forbindelse med hinanden? Da hun blev her og leved i tarvelighed, så påstod man, at han havde taget pengene med sig til Amerika, og rygtet gjorde summen bestandig større og større.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og du, Karsten –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg greb dette rygte som en redningsplanke.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Du bredte det videre ud?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg modsagde det ikke. Fordringshaverne var begyndt at gå os på livet; det galdt for mig om at berolige dem; det kom an på, at man ikke fatted mistanke til husets soliditet; et øjeblikkeligt uheld havde rammet os; man måtte blot ikke trænge på; blot give tid; enhver skulde få sit.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og enhver fik også sit?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, Lona, dette rygte redded vort hus og gjorde mig til den mand, jeg nu er.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 En løgn har altså gjort dig til den mand, du nu er.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvem skaded det dengang? Det var Johans forsæt aldrig at komme tilbage.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Du spørger, hvem det skaded. Se ind i dig selv og sig mig, om ikke du har taget skade deraf.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Se ind i hvilken mand du vil, og du skal finde i hver eneste en ét mørkt punkt idetmindste, som han må dække over.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og I kalder jer samfundets støtter!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Samfundet har dem ikke bedre.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og hvad magt ligger der på, om et sligt samfund støttes eller ikke? Hvad er det, som gælder her? Skinnet og løgnen – og intet andet. Her lever du, byens første mand, i herlighed og glæde, i magt og i ære, du, som har sat forbrydermærket på en uskyldig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Tror du ikke, at jeg dybt nok føler min uret imod ham? Og tror du ikke, jeg er beredt til at gøre den god igen?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvorved? Ved at tale?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og det kunde du fordre?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad andet kan gøre slig uret god?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg er rig, Lona; Johan kan stille hvad krav han vil –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, byd ham penge, og du skal høre, hvad han svarer.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Véd du, hvad hans hensigter er?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej. Siden igår har han været taus. Det er, som om alt dette med et havde gjort ham til en fuldvoksen mand.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg må tale med ham.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Der har du ham. 

(Johan Tønnesen kommer fra højre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(imod ham). 
 Johan –!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(afværgende). 
 Først jeg. Igår morges gav jeg dig mit ord på at tie.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det gjorde du.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Men da vidste jeg endnu ikke –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Johan, lad mig blot med to ord oplyse dig om sammenhængen –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Behøves ikke; jeg skønner sammenhængen meget vel. Huset var dengang i en vanskelig stilling; og da så jeg var borte, og du havde et værgeløst navn og rygte at råde over –. Nå, jeg lægger dig det ikke så meget til last; vi var unge og letsindige i de dage. Men nu har jeg brug for sandheden og nu må du tale.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og just nu har jeg brug for al min moralske anseelse, og derfor kan jeg ikke tale nu.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg bryder mig ikke stort om de opdigtelser, du har sat igang om mig; det er det andet, du selv skal tage skylden for. Dina skal blive min hustru, og her, her i byen, vil jeg leve og bo og bygge med hende.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Det vil du?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Med Dina! Som din hustru? Her i byen!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, just her; jeg vil blive her for at trodse alle disse løgnere og bagvaskere. Men for at jeg kan vinde hende, er det nødvendigt, at du frigør mig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Har du betænkt, at om jeg vedgår det ene, så har jeg derved også med det samme taget det andet på mig? Du vil sige, at jeg af vore bøger kan bevise, at ingen uredelighed har fundet sted? Men det kan jeg ikke; vore bøger blev ikke ført så nøjagtigt dengang. Og selv om jeg kunde, – hvad var derved vundet? Vilde jeg ikke ialfald stå som den mand, der engang havde reddet sig ved en usandhed, og som i femten år havde ladet denne usandhed og alt det andet få lov til at fæstne sig uden at have gjort et skridt derimod? Du kender ikke vort samfund længer, ellers måtte du vide, at dette vilde knuse mig i bund og grund.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg kan kun sige dig, at jeg vil tage madam Dorfs datter til hustru og leve med hende her i byen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(tørrer sveden af panden). 
 Hør mig, Johan, – og du også, Lona. Det er ikke vanlige forholde jeg står i netop i disse dage. Jeg står således, at hvis dette slag rettes imod mig, så har I ødelagt mig, og ikke alene mig, men også en stor og velsignelsesrig fremtid for det samfund, som dog er eders barndomshjem.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Og retter jeg ikke slaget imod dig, så ødelægger jeg selv min hele fremtidslykke.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Tal videre, Karsten.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så hør da. Det hænger sammen med jernbanesagen, og den sag er ikke så ganske ligetil, som I tænker. I har visst hørt omtale, at her ifjor handledes om en kystlinje? Den havde mange og vægtige stemmer for sig her i byen og i omegnen, og navnlig i pressen; men jeg fik den forhindret, fordi den vilde have skadet vor dampskibstrafik langs kysten.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Er du selv interesseret i den dampskibstrafik?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja. Men ingen voved at mistænke mig fra den side; jeg havde mit agtede navn som skjold og skærm over mig. Jeg kunde forøvrigt også have båret tabet; men stedet kunde ikke have båret det. Så blev indlandslinjen besluttet. Da dette var sket, forvissed jeg mig i al stilhed om, at en sidebane kunde lægges herned til byen.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvorfor i al stilhed, Karsten?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Har I hørt tale om de store opkøb af skovejendomme, af gruber og af vandfald –?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, det er jo et udenbys selskab –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Således, som disse ejendomme nu ligger, er de sågodtsom værdiløse for de spredte besiddere; de er derfor bleven solgt forholdsvis billigt. Havde man ventet til sidebanen var kommen på tale, vilde ejerne have fordret ublue priser.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Vel, vel; men hvad så?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nu kommer det, som kan udtydes forskelligt, – det, som en mand i vort samfund kun kan vedgå, såfremt han har et uplettet og agtet navn at støtte sig til.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nu?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det er mig, som har indkøbt altsammen.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Dig?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 For egen regning?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 For egen regning. Kommer sidebanen istand, så er jeg millionær; kommer den ikke istand, så er jeg ruineret.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Dette er vovsomt, Karsten.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hele min formue har jeg vovet på dette.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg tænker ikke på formuen; men når det kommer for dagen, at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, der er knudepunktet. Med det uplettede navn, jeg hidtil har båret, kan jeg tage denne sag på mine skuldre, bære den frem, og sige til mine medborgere: se, dette har jeg vovet til samfundets bedste.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Til samfundets?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja; og ikke én vil tvivle på mine hensigter.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Da er her dog mænd, som har handlet mere åbent, end du, uden bagtanker, uden sidehensyn.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvem?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Naturligvis både Rummel og Sandstad og Vigeland.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 For at vinde dem har jeg været nødt til at indvie dem i sagen.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og så?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 De har betinget sig en femtedel af udbyttet til deling.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Å, disse samfundets støtter!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og er det ikke samfundet selv, som tvinger os til at gå krogveje? Hvad vilde her sket, hvis jeg ikke havde handlet i stilhed? Alle vilde have kastet sig ind i foretagendet, delt, spredt, forkvaklet og forfusket det hele. Der er her i byen ikke en eneste mand, uden jeg, som forstår at lede en så stor bedrift, som denne vil blive; hertillands er det overhovedet kun de indvandrede familjer, som har anlæg for den større forretningsvirksomhed. Derfor er det, at min samvittighed frikender mig i dette stykke. Kun i mine hænder kan disse ejendomme blive til varig velsignelse for de mange, som de vil skaffe brød.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Det tror jeg du har ret i, Karsten.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Men jeg kender ikke disse mange, og mit livs lykke står på spil.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Dit fødesteds velfærd står også på spil. Kommer der ting op, som kaster skygge på min tidligere færd, så vil alle mine modstandere med forenet magt falde over mig. En ungdomsubesindighed udviskes aldrig i vort samfund. Man vil gennemgå hele mit mellemliggende liv, trække tusende små begivenheder frem, tolke og tyde dem i lys af det, som er kommet for dagen; man vil knuse mig under vægten af rygter og bagvaskelser. Fra jernbanesagen må jeg træde tilbage; og tager jeg min hånd fra den, så falder den, og jeg er på engang både ruineret og borgerlig død.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Johan, efter det, du nu har hørt, må du rejse og tie.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, Johan, det må du!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, jeg rejser og tier også; men jeg kommer igen, og da taler jeg.
 

KONSUL RERNICK. 
 Bliv derover, Johan; ti, og jeg er villig til at dele med dig –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Behold dine penge, men giv mig mit navn og mit rygte igen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og ofre mit eget!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Det får du og dit samfund se at komme ud af. Jeg må og skal og vil vinde Dina for mig. Derfor rejser jeg endnu imorgen over med „Indian Girl” –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Med „Indian Girl”?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja. Kaptejnen har lovet at tage mig med. Jeg rejser over, siger jeg; jeg sælger min farm og ordner mine anliggender. Om to måneder er jeg her igen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og da vil du tale?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Da skal den skyldige tage skylden selv.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Glemmer du, at så må jeg også tage det på mig, som jeg ikke er skyldig i?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvem var det, som for femten år siden drog nytte af det skammelige rygte?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du driver mig til fortvivlelse! Men hvis du taler, så nægter jeg alt! Jeg siger, at det er et komplot imod mig; en hævn; at du er kommen herover for at presse penge af mig!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Skam dig, Karsten!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg er fortvivlet, siger jeg; og jeg kæmper for livet. Jeg nægter alt, alt!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg har dine to breve. I min koffert fandt jeg dem mellem mine andre papirer. Imorges læste jeg dem igennem; de er tydelige nok.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og dem vil du lægge frem?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvis det gøres fornødent.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og om to måneder er du her igen?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Det håber jeg. Vinden er god. Om tre uger er jeg i New-York –, hvis ikke „Indian Girl” går under.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(studsende). 
 Går under? Hvorfor skulde „Indian Girl” gå under?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, det mener jeg også.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(neppe hørligt). 
 Gå under?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, Bernick, nu véd du altså, hvad der forestår; du får se at område dig imens. Farvel! Betty kan du hilse, skønt hun ikke har taget imod mig som en søster. Men Marta vil jeg dog se. Hun skal sige til Dina –; hun skal love mig – 

(han går ud gennem den bagerste dør til venstre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(hen for sig). 
 „Indian Girl” –? (hurtigt.) Lona, du må forhindre dette!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Du ser det selv, Karsten, – jeg har ingen magt over ham længer. 

(hun går efter Johan ind i værelset til venstre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(i urolige tanker). 
 Gå under –? 

(Skibsbygger Aune kommer fra højre.)
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Med tilladelse, er det konsulen belejligt –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(vender sig hæftigt). 
 Hvad vil De?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Bede om at måtte gøre konsulen et spørgsmål.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nu vel; skynd Dem. Hvad vil De spørge om?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Jeg vilde spørge, om det står fast, – uryggelig fast, – at jeg vilde få min afsked fra værftet, hvis „Indian Girl” ikke kunde sejle imorgen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad nu? Skibet blir jo sejlfærdigt.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Ja, – det gør så. Men hvis det nu ikke blev, – havde jeg så min afsked?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad skal slige ørkesløse spørgsmål til?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Jeg vilde så gerne vide det, herr konsul. Svar mig på det: havde jeg så min afsked?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Plejer mit ord stå fast eller ikke?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Jeg havde altså imorgen mistet den stilling, jeg har i mit hus og blandt dem, jeg nærmest tilhører, – mistet min indflydelse i arbejdernes kreds, – mistet al anledning til at stifte gagn blandt de lavt og ringe stillede i samfundet.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Aune, med det punkt er vi færdige.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Ja, så får „Indian Girl” sejle. 

(kort taushed.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hør her; jeg kan ikke have mine øjne allevegne; kan ikke være ansvarlig for alt; – De tør vel forsikre mig, at reparationen er upåklageligt udført?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 De satte mig en knap frist, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men reparationen er forsvarlig, siger De?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Vi har jo godvejr og sommertid. 

(atter taushed.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Har De ellers noget at sige mig?
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Jeg véd ikke noget andet, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Altså, – „Indian Girl” sejler –
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Imorgen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Vel. 

(han hilser og går.)

 (Konsul Bernick står et øjeblik tvivlrådig; derpå går han raskt hen imod udgangsdøren, som om han vilde kalde Aune tilbage, men standser urolig med hånden på dørvrideren. I det samme åbnes døren udenfra og fuldmægtig Krap træder ind.)
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(dæmpet). 
 Aha, han var her. Har han tilståt?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm –; har De opdaget noget?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Hvad behøves det? Så ikke konsulen den onde samvittighed skotte ud af øjnene på ham?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å hvad; – sådant ses ikke. Har De opdaget noget, spørger jeg?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Kunde ikke komme til; var forsent; de holdt allerede på at hale skibet ud af dokken. Men just dette hastværk viser tydeligt, at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Viser ingenting. Besigtigelsen har altså fundet sted?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Forstår sig; men –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ser De vel. Og man har naturligvis intet fundet at anke over?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Herr konsul, De véd visst godt, hvorledes slige besigtigelser går for sig, især på et værft, der har et så godt navn som vort.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lige meget; vi er altså angerløse.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Herr konsul, har De virkelig ikke kunnet mærke på Aune, at –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Aune har fuldstændig beroliget mig, siger jeg Dem.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Og jeg siger Dem, at jeg er moralsk overbevist om, at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad skal dette betyde, herr Krap? Jeg skønner nok, at De har et horn i siden til manden; men vil De ham tillivs, så bør De vælge en anden anledning. De véd, hvor magtpåliggende det er mig – eller rettere sagt rederiet – at „Indian Girl” går under sejl imorgen.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Vel, vel; lad så ske; men hvad tid vi hører fra det skib – hm! 

(Købmand Vigeland kommer fra højre.)
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ærbødigst goddag, herr konsul. Har De tid et øjeblik.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Til tjeneste, herr Vigeland.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ja, jeg vilde bare høre, om ikke De også stemmer for, at „Palmetræet” sejler imorgen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jo; det er jo en aftalt sag.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Men nu kom kaptejnen til mig og meldte, at der er givet stormsignaler.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Barometret er faldet stærkt siden imorges.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så? Kan vi vente storm?
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 En stiv kuling ialfald; men ingen modvind; tvertimod –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm; ja, hvad siger så De?
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Jeg siger, som jeg sagde til kaptejnen, at „Palmetræet” står i forsynets hånd. Og desuden, det går jo bare over Nordsjøen for det første; og i England står jo fragterne nu så tålelig højt, at –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, det vilde sandsynligvis lede til tab for os, om vi vented.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Skibet er jo også solid, og desuden fuldt assureret. Nej, da er det sandeligen resikablere for „Indian Girl” –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvorledes mener De det?
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Den sejler jo også imorgen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, rederiet har skyndet så stærkt på, og desuden –
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Nå, kan den gamle kasse vove sig ud, – og ovenikøbet med slig besætning, – så var det en skam, om ikke vi –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Vel, vel. De har formodentlig skibspapirerne hos Dem?
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ja her.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Godt; vil De så gå ind med herr Krap.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Værs’god; skal snart være besørget.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Tak. – Og udfaldet lægger vi i almagtens hånd, herr konsul. 

(Han går med fuldmægtig Krap ind i det forreste værelse til venstre. Adjunkt Rørlund kommer gennem haven.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Ah, skal jeg træffe Dem hjemme på denne tid af dagen, herr konsul?
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(i tanker). 
 Som De ser.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Ja, det var egentlig for Deres frues skyld, jeg gik indom. Jeg tænkte mig, hun kunde trænge til et trøstens ord.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det kan hun visst. Men jeg vilde også gerne tale lidt med Dem.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Med fornøjelse, herr konsul. Men hvad fejler Dem? De ser ganske bleg og forstyrret ud.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så? Gør jeg det? Ja, hvor kan det være andet, – så meget, som der i denne tid optårner sig omkring mig? Hele min store forretning, – og så jernbaneanlægget –. Hør; sig mig et ord, herr adjunkt; lad mig gøre Dem et spørgsmål.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Meget gerne, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Der er en tanke, som er faldet mig ind. Når man står ligeoverfor et så vidtrækkende foretagende, der sigter til at fremme tusenders velfærd –. Hvis det nu skulde kræve et enkelt offer –?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvorledes mener De?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg sætter for exempel, en mand tænker på at anlægge en stor fabrik. Han véd med sikkerhed – thi det har al erfaring lært ham – at sent eller tidligt vil der under denne fabriks drift gå menneskeliv tilspilde.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Ja, det er kun altfor sandsynligt.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Eller der er en, som kaster sig på grubedrift. Han tager både familjefædre og unge livsfriske mennesker i sin tjeneste. Lader det sig ikke med visshed sige, at ikke alle disse vil slippe fra det med livet?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jo, desværre, det er visstnok så.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nå. En sådan mand véd altså på forhånd, at det foretagende, som han vil sætte iværk, utvivlsomt engang kommer til at koste menneskeliv. Men dette foretagende er almengavnligt; for hvert menneskeliv, det koster, vil det ligeså utvivlsomt fremme mange hundreders velfærd.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Aha, De tænker på jernbanen, – på alle disse farlige udgravninger og fjeldsprængninger og alt dette –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja; ja vel; jeg tænker på jernbanen. Og desuden, – jernbanen vil jo fremkalde både fabriker og grubedrift. Men mener De ikke alligevel –?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Kære herr konsul, De er næsten altfor samvittighedsfuld. Jeg mener, at når De lægger sagen i forsynets hånd –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja; ja visst; forsynet –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 – så er De angerløs. Byg De kun trøstig jernbanen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, men nu sætter jeg et særligt tilfælde. Jeg sætter, der fandtes et borehul, som skulde sprænges på et farligt sted; men uden at dette borehul sprænges, vil ikke jernbanen kunne komme istand. Jeg sætter, ingeniøren véd, det vil koste livet for den arbejder, som skal tænde minen; men tændes må den, og det er ingeniørens pligt at sende en arbejder hen for at gøre det.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hm –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg véd, hvad De vil sige. Det vilde være stort, om ingeniøren selv tog lunten og gik hen og tændte borehullet. Men sligt gør man ikke. Han må altså ofre en arbejder.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Det vilde aldrig nogen ingeniør gøre hos os.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ingen ingeniør i de store lande vilde betænke sig på at gøre det.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 I de store lande? Nej, det tror jeg nok. I hine fordærvede og samvittighedsløse samfund –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, der er adskilligt godt ved de samfund.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Og det kan De sige, De, som selv –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 I de store samfund har man dog plads til at fremme et gavnligt foretagende; der har man mod til at ofre noget for en stor sag; men her snevres man ind af alskens smålige hensyn og betænkeligheder.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Er et menneskeliv et småligt hensyn?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Når dette menneskeliv står som en trusel imod tusenders velfærd.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men De opstiller jo rent utænkelige tilfælder, herr konsul! Jeg forstår Dem slet ikke idag. Og så viser De hen til de store samfund. Ja, derude, – hvad gælder et menneskeliv der? Der regner man med menneskeliv som med kapitaler. Men vi står dog på et ganske andet moralsk standpunkt, skulde jeg mene. Se til vor hæderlige skibsrederstand! Nævn en eneste reder her hos os, som for ussel vinding vilde ofre et menneskeliv! Og tænk så på hine skurke i de store samfund, som for fordelens skyld bortfragter det ene usødygtige skib efter det andet –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg taler ikke om usødygtige skibe!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men jeg taler om dem, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, men hvad skal det til? Det kommer jo ikke sagen ved. – Å, disse små frygtagtige hensyn! Hvis en general hos os skulde føre sine folk i ilden og få dem nedskudt, han vilde få søvnløse nætter bagefter. Således er det ikke andetsteds. De skulde høre, hvad han derinde fortæller –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Han? Hvem? Den amerikanske –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja vel. De skulde høre, hvorledes man i Amerika –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Han er derinde? Og det siger De mig ikke. Jeg vil straks –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det nytter Dem ikke; De kommer ingen vej med ham.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Det skal vi få se. Nå, der har vi ham. 

(Johan Tønnesen kommer fra værelset til venstre.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN 

(taler tilbage gennem den åbne dør): 
 Ja ja, Dina, lad så være; men jeg gir ikke slip på Dem alligevel. Jeg kommer igen, og da skal det blive godt imellem os.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Med tilladelse, hvad sigter De til med de ord? Hvad er det De vil?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg vil, at den unge pige, som De igår sværted mig for, skal blive min hustru.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Deres –? Og De kan tænke Dem, at –?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg vil have hende til hustru.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Nu, da skal De også erfare – (går hen til den halvåbne dør.) Fru Bernick, De må have den godhed at være vidne –. Og De også, frøken Marta. Og lad Dina komme. (ser frøken Hessel.) Ah, er De også her?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(i døren). 
 Skal jeg også komme?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Så mange der vil; jo flere jo bedre.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad har De isinde? 

(Frøken Hessel, fru Bernick, frøken Bernick, Dina og Hilmar Tønnesen kommer ud fra værelset.)
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Herr adjunkt, jeg har ikke med min bedste vilje kunnet forhindre ham –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Jeg skal forhindre ham, frue. – Dina, De er en ubetænksom pige. Men jeg bebrejder Dem ikke så meget. De har altfor længe ståt her uden det moralske støttepunkt, som skulde holde Dem oppe. Jeg bebrejder mig selv, at jeg ikke før har tilført Dem dette støttepunkt.
 

DINA. 
 De skal ikke tale nu!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Men hvad er det?
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Just nu må jeg tale, Dina, skønt Deres adfærd igår og idag har gjort mig det tifold vanskeligere. Men for Deres redning må alle andre hensyn vige. De mindes det ord, jeg gav Dem. De mindes, hvad De loved at svare, når jeg fandt, at tiden var kommen. Nu tør jeg ikke længer betænke mig, og derfor – (til Johan Tønnesen:) denne unge pige, som De efterstræber, er min trolovede.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad siger De?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Dina!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hun! Deres –?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Nej, nej, Dina!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Løgn!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Dina, – taler den mand sandt?
 

DINA 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Ja.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hermed er forhåbentlig alle forlokkelsens kunster gjort magtesløse. Det skridt, jeg for Dinas vel har besluttet mig til, må gerne gøres kundbart for vort hele samfund. Jeg nærer det sikre håb, at det ikke vil mistydes. Men nu, frue, tænker jeg, det er bedst, vi fører hende herfra og søger at bringe ro og ligevægt i hendes sind igen.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, kom. O, Dina, hvilken lykke for dig! 

(Hun fører Dina ud til venstre; adjunkt Rørlund følger med dem.)
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Farvel, Johan! 

(hun går.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN 

(i havedøren). 
 Hm – det må jeg rigtignok sige –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL, 

(som har fulgt Dina med øjnene.)

 Ikke forknyt, gut! Jeg blir her og passer på pastoren. 

(hun går ud til højre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Johan, nu rejser du ikke med „Indian Girl”.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Just nu.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men du kommer dog ikke igen?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg kommer igen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Efter dette? Hvad vil du her efter dette?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hævne mig på jer alle; knuse så mange, jeg kan, af jer. 

(Han går ud til højre. Købmand Vigeland og fuldmægtig Krap kommerfra konsulens værelse.)
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Se så, nu er papirerne i orden, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Godt, godt –
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(dæmpet). 
 Og det står altså fast, at „Indian Girl” sejler imorgen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Den sejler. 

(Han går ind i sit værelse. Købmand Vigeland og fuldmægtig Krap gårud til højre. Hilmar Tønnesen vil følge efter dem, men i det samme stikker Olaf hovedet forsigtigt ud gennem døren til venstre.)
 

OLAF. 
 Onkel! Onkel Hilmar!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Uf, er det dig? Hvorfor blir du ikke ovenpå? Du har jo arrest.
 

OLAF 

(et par skridt frem). 
 Hys! Onkel Hilmar, véd du nyt?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, jeg véd, at du har fåt prygl idag.
 

OLAF 

(ser truende mod faderens værelse). 
 Han skal ikke slå mig oftere. Men véd du, at onkel Johan sejler imorgen med Amerikanerne?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad rager det dig? Se at komme dig ovenpå igen.
 

OLAF. 
 Jeg kan kanske også engang komme på bøffeljagt, onkel.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Vås; slig en kryster, som du –
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, bi bare; du får nok vide noget imorgen!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Klodrian! 

(Han går ud gennem haven, Olaf løber ind i værelset igen og lukker døren, da han ser fuldmægtig Krap, som kommer fra højre.)
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(går hen til konsulens dør og åbner den halvt). 
 Undskyld, at jeg kommer igen, herr konsul; men det trækker op til et overhændigt uvejr. (venter et øjeblik; intet svar.) Skal „Indian Girl” sejle alligevel? 

(Efter et kort ophold svarer:)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(inde i værelset). 
 „Indian Girl” sejler alligevel. 

(Fuldmægtig Krap lukker døren og går atter ud til højre.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Havesalen hos konsul Bernick. Arbejdsbordet er udflyttet. Det er stormfuld eftermiddag og allerede tusmørke, hvilket tiltager under det følgende.)

 (En tjener tænder lysekronen; et par tjenestepiger bringer blomsterpotter, lamper og lys, der stilles på borde og opsatser langs væggene. Grosserer Rummel, i kjole, med handsker og hvidt halstørklæde, står i salen og giver anordninger.)
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(til tjeneren). 
 Bare hvert andet lys, Jakob. Det bør ikke se altfor festligt ud; det skal jo komme overraskende. Og alle disse blomster –? Å jo; lad dem kun stå; det kan jo se ud, som om de stod der til daglig – 

(Konsul Bernick kommer ud fra sit værelse.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(i døren). 
 Hvad skal dette sige?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Au, au, er du der? (til tjenestefolkene.) Ja, nu kan I gerne gå sålænge. 

(Tjeneren og pigerne går ud gennem den øverste dør til venstre.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(kommer nærmere). 
 Men, Rummel, hvad skal dette betyde?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Det betyder, at dit stolteste øjeblik er kommet. Byen bringer sin første mand et fanetog iaften.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad siger du!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Fanetog med musik! Fakler skulde vi også have havt; men det turde vi ikke vove i dette stormfulde vejr. Nå, illumineret blir der; og det lyder jo også ganske godt, når det kommer i aviserne.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hør, Rummel, dette vil jeg ikke vide noget af.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Ja, nu er det for sent; om en halv time har vi dem.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men hvorfor har du ikke sagt mig det før?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Just fordi jeg var bange, du skulde gøre indvendinger. Men jeg satte mig i forbindelse med din frue; hun tillod mig at arrangere lidt, og så vil hun sørge for forfriskninger.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(lytter). 
 Hvad er det? Kommer de allerede? Jeg synes, jeg hører sang.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(ved havedøren). 
 Sang? Å, det er bare Amerikanerne. Det er „Indian Girl”, som haler ud til tønden.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Haler den ud! Ja –; nej, jeg kan ikke dette iaften, Rummel; jeg er syg.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Ja, du ser virkelig dårlig ud. Men du må mande dig op. Du må, død og pine, mande dig op! Både jeg og Sandstad og Vigeland har lagt den største vægt på at få denne tilstelning istand. Vore modstandere må trykkes ned under tyngden af en så fyldig opinionsytring som muligt. Byrygterne formerer sig; meddelelsen om ejendomskøbene kan ikke holdes tilbage længere. Du må nødvendigvis allerede iaften, under sang og taler, under glassenes klang, kort sagt, under en svulmende feststemning lade dem vide, hvad du har risikeret til samfundets bedste. Under en sådan svulmende feststemning, som jeg nys udtrykte mig, kan man udrette overordentlig meget her hos os. Men den må også til, ellers går det ikke.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, ja –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Og især når et så delikat og kildent punkt skal frem. Nå, du har, Gud ske lov, et navn, som kan magte det, Bernick. Men hør nu; vi skulde dog træffe lidt aftale. Student Tønnesen har skrevet en sang til dig. Den begynder meget smukt med de ord: „Løft ideens fane højt”. Og adjunkt Rørlund har fåt det opdrag at holde festtalen. Den må du naturligvis svare på.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg kan det ikke iaften, Rummel. Kunde ikke du –?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Umuligt, så gerne jeg end vilde. Talen blir jo, som du kan vide, særligt henvendt til dig. Nå, måske rettes der også nogle ord til os andre. Jeg har talt med Vigeland og Sandstad om det. Vi havde tænkt, at du kunde svare med et leve for vort samfunds trivsel; Sandstad vil tale nogle ord om endrægtighed mellem de forskellige samfundslag; Vigeland vil nok ytre noget om det ønskelige i, at det nye foretagende ikke må forrykke det moralske grundlag, hvorpå vi nu står, og jeg tænker i nogle få passende ord at erindre kvinden, hvis mere beskedne virken heller ikke er uden betydning for samfundet. Men du hører jo ikke –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jo – jo visst. Men sig mig, tror du der er et så overhændigt hav udenfor?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Å, du er bange for „Palmetræet”? Det er jo godt assureret.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, assureret; men –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Og i god stand; og det er det vigtigste.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hm –. Om der tilstøder et fartøj noget, så er det jo heller ikke sagt, at der går menneskeliv tilspilde. Der kan gå skib og ladning tabt, – og man kan miste kofferter og papirer –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 For pokker, kofferter og papirer ligger der da ikke stor magt på.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke det! Nej, nej, jeg mente blot –. Hys; – der synger de igen.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Det er ombord i „Palmetræet”. 

(Købmand Vigeland kommer fra højre.)
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ja, nu haler „Palmetræet” ud. Godaften, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og De, som søkyndig mand, holder fremdeles fast ved, at –?
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Jeg holder fast ved forsynet, jeg, herr konsul; jeg har desuden selv været ombord og uddelt nogle små traktater, som, jeg har det håb, skal virke til velsignelse. 

(Købmand Sandstad og fuldmægtig Krap kommer fra højre.)
 

KØBMAND SADSTAD 

(endnu i døren). 
 Ja, går det godt, så går alting godt. Å se, godaften, godaften!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Noget påfærde, herr Krap?
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Jeg siger intet, herr konsul.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Hele besætningen på „Indian Girl” er drukken; jeg skal ikke være en ærlig mand, hvis de udyr kommer levende frem. 

(Frøken Hessel kommer fra højre.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(til konsul Bernick). 
 Ja, nu kan jeg hilse fra ham.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Allerede ombord?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Snart ialfald. Vi skiltes udenfor hotellet.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og hans forsæt står fast?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Fast som fjeld.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(oppe ved vinduerne). 
 Pokker i disse nymodens indretninger; jeg kan ikke få forhængene ned.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Skal de ned? Jeg trode tvertom –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Først ned, frøken. Ja, De véd dog, hvad der forestår?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja vel. Lad mig hjælpe; (tager fat i snorene.) jeg skal lade forhænget gå ned for svoger, – skønt jeg heller lod det gå op.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Det kan De også siden. Når haven er fyldt af den bølgende mængde, går forhængene op, og man skuer indenfor en overrasket og glad familje; – en borgers hjem bør være som et glasskab.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(synes at ville sige noget, men vender sig hurtigt og går ind i sit værelse).
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Ja, lad os så holde den sidste rådslagning. Kom med, herr Krap; De må bistå os med et par faktiske oplysninger. 
 (Alle herrerne går ind i konsulens værelse. Frøken Hessel har trukket forhængene for vinduerne og vil just gøre det samme med forhænget for den åbne glasdør, da Olaf ovenfra springer ned på havetrappen; han har et plaid over skuldren og en bylt i hånden.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Åh, Gud forlade dig, gut, hvor du skræmte mig!
 

OLAF 

(skjuler bylten). 
 Hys, tante!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Springer du ud af vinduet? Hvor skal du hen?
 

OLAF. 
 Hys; sig ingenting. Jeg vil til onkel Johan; – bare ned på bryggen, forstår du; – bare sige ham farvel. Godnat, tante! 

(han løber ud gennem haven.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej, bliv! Olaf – Olaf! 

(Johan Tønnesen, rejseklædt, med en taske over skuldren, kommer varsomt gennem døren til højre.)
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Lona!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(vender sig). 
 Hvad! Kommer du igen?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Der er endnu nogle minutters tid. Jeg må se hende endnu en gang. Vi kan ikke skilles således. 

(Frøken Bernick og Dina, begge med kåber på, og den sidste med en liden vadsæk i hånden, kommer fra den øverste dør til venstre.)
 

DINA. 
 Til ham; til ham!
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja, du skal komme til ham, Dina!
 

DINA. 
 Der er han!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Dina!
 

DINA. 
 Tag mig med Dem!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Du vil?
 

DINA. 
 Ja, tag mig med Dem! Den anden har skrevet mig til, har sagt, at iaften skal det gøres offentligt for alle mennesker –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Dina, – De elsker ham ikke?
 

DINA. 
 Jeg har aldrig elsket det menneske. Jeg kaster mig på bunden af fjorden, hvis jeg blir hans forlovede! Å, hvor knuged han mig ikke iknæ igår med sine hovmodige ord! Hvorledes lod han mig ikke føle, at han drog en ringeagtet skabning op til sig! Jeg vil ikke ringeagtes længer. Jeg vil rejse. Må jeg følge med Dem?
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, ja – og tusend gange ja!
 

DINA. 
 Jeg skal ikke længe falde Dem til besvær. Hjælp mig blot over; hjælp mig lidt tilrette i førstningen –
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hurra, det finder sig nok, Dina!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(peger mod konsulens dør). 
 Hys; sagte, sagte!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Dina, jeg skal bære Dem på hænderne!
 

DINA. 
 Det får De ikke lov til. Jeg vil bære mig selv frem; og derover kan jeg det nok. Bare jeg kommer bort herfra. Å, disse fruer, – De véd det ikke, – de har også skrevet mig til idag; de har formanet mig at skønne på min lykke, foreholdt mig, hvilken højmodighed han har vist. Imorgen og alle dage vil de passe på mig, for at se om jeg gør mig værdig til alt dette. Jeg har en rædsel for al denne skikkelighed!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Sig mig, Dina, er det kun derfor De rejser? Er jeg ingenting for Dem?
 

DINA. 
 Jo, Johan, De er mig mere end alle andre mennesker.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 O Dina –!
 

DINA. 
 Alle siger de her, at jeg må hade og afsky Dem; at det er min pligt; men jeg skønner ikke dette med pligt; jeg kommer aldrig til at skønne det.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Det skal du heller ikke, barn!
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Nej, det skal du ikke; og derfor skal du også følge ham som hans hustru.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, ja!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad? Nu må jeg kysse dig, Marta! Det havde jeg ikke ventet af dig.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Nej, det tror jeg nok; jeg havde ikke selv ventet det. Men engang måtte det komme til udbrud i mig. Å, hvor vi her lider under mishandling af vaner og vedtægter! Gør oprør imod dette, Dina. Bliv hans hustru. Lad der ske noget, som trodser al denne skik og brug.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Hvad svarer De, Dina?
 

DINA. 
 Ja, jeg vil være Deres hustru.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Dina!
 

DINA. 
 Men først vil jeg arbejde, blive noget selv, således, som De er det. Jeg vil ikke være en ting, som tages.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, ret; så skal det være.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Godt; jeg venter og håber –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 – og vinder, gut! Men nu ombord!
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, ombord! Ah, Lona, du kære søster, et ord; hør her – 

(han fører hende op mod baggrunden og taler ilsomt med hende.)
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Dina, du lykkelige, – lad mig se på dig, kysse dig endnu en gang, – den sidste.
 

DINA. 
 Ikke den sidste; nej, kære elskede tante, vi ses nok igen.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Aldrig! Lov mig det, Dina, kom aldrig tilbage. (griber begge hendes hænder og ser på hende.) Nu går du til lykken, du elskede barn; – over havet. O, hvor ofte har jeg ikke i skolestuen stundet didover! Derude må det være skønt; en større himmel; skyerne går højere end her, en friere luft svaler over menneskenes hoveder –
 

DINA. 
 O, tante Marta, engang følger du efter os.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Jeg? Aldrig; aldrig. Her har jeg min lille livsgerning, og nu tror jeg nok, at jeg kan blive fuldt og helt, hvad jeg skal være.
 

DINA. 
 Jeg kan ikke tænke at skulle skilles fra dig.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ak, et menneske kan skilles fra meget, Dina. (kysser hende.) Men det får du aldrig prøve, søde barn. Lov mig at gøre ham lykkelig.
 

DINA. 
 Jeg vil ikke love noget; jeg hader det at love; alt må komme, som det kan.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, det må det; du skal blot blive, som du er, – sand og tro imod dig selv.
 

DINA. 
 Det vil jeg, tante.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(gemmer i lommen nogle papirer, som Johan har givet hende). 
 Brav, brav, min kære gut. Men nu afsted.
 

JOHAN TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, nu er der ingen tid at spilde. Farvel, Lona; tak for al din kærlighed. Farvel, Marta, og hav tak, du også, for dit trofaste venskab.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Farvel, Johan! Farvel, Dina! Og lykke over alle eders dage! 

(Hun og frøken Hessel trænger dem mod døren i baggrunden. Johan Tønnesen og Dina går hurtigt ned gennem haven. Frøken Hessel lukker døren og trækker forhænget for.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nu er vi alene, Marta. Du har mistet hende og jeg ham.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Du – ham?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Å, jeg havde allerede halvvejs mistet ham derover. Gutten gik og længted efter at få stå på egne ben; derfor bildte jeg ham ind, at jeg led af hjemve.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Derfor? Ja, så forstår jeg, at du kom. Men han vil kræve dig tilbage, Lona.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 En gammel halvsøster, – hvad skal han med hende nu? – Mændene river mangt og meget isønder omkring sig for at komme til lykken.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Det hænder stundom.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Men vi vil holde sammen, Marta.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Kan jeg være noget for dig?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvem mere? Vi to fostermødre, – har vi ikke begge mistet vore børn? Nu er vi alene.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja, alene. Og derfor skal du også vide det, – jeg har elsket ham højere end alt i verden.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Marta! (griber hendes arm.) Er dette sandhed?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Hele mit livs indhold ligger i de ord. Jeg har elsket ham og ventet på ham. Hver sommer har jeg ventet, at han skulde komme. Og så kom han; – men han så mig ikke.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Elsket ham! Og selv var du den, som gav ham lykken ihænde.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Skulde jeg ikke give ham lykken ihænde, når jeg elsked ham? Ja, jeg har elsket ham. Hele mit liv har været et liv for ham, lige siden han rejste. Hvad grund jeg havde til at håbe, mener du? O, jeg tror dog, jeg havde nogen grund til det. Men da han så kom igen, – da var det, som om alt var udslettet af hans erindring. Han så mig ikke.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Det var Dina, som skygged for dig, Marta.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Vel, at hun gjorde det. Den tid, han rejste, var vi jævnaldrende; da jeg så ham igen, – o, den forfærdelige stund, – da gik det op for mig, at nu var jeg ti år ældre end han. Der havde han færdedes ude i det blanke dirrende solskin og suget ungdom og sundhed af hvert luftdrag; og herinde sad jeg imens og spandt og spandt –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 – hans lykkes tråd, Marta.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Ja, det var guld, jeg spandt. Ingen bitterhed! Ikke sandt, Lona, vi har været ham to gode søstre?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(slår armene om hende). 
 Marta! 

(Konsul Bernick kommer ud fra sit værelse.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(til herrerne derinde). 
 Ja, ja, styr med det hele, som I vil. Når tiden kommer, skal jeg nok – (lukker døren.) Ah, er man der? Hør, Marta, du må klæde dig en smule om. Og sig Betty, at hun gør det samme. Jeg ønsker ingen pragt, naturligvis; blot et net husligt tilsnit. Men I må skynde jer.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og en lykkelig, oprømt mine, Marta; glade øjne må I sætte op.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Olaf skal også komme ned; jeg vil have ham ved siden af mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hm; Olaf –
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Jeg skal sige Betty besked. 

(hun går ud gennem den øverste dør til venstre.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, nu er altså den store højtidelige stund oprunden.
 

KONSUL BERNICK, 

(der går urolig frem og tilbage). 
 Ja, den er så.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 I en slig stund må en mand føle sig stolt og lykkelig, kan jeg tænke.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(ser på hende). 
 Hm!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hele byen skal jo illumineres, hører jeg.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, de har faldet på noget sådant.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Alle foreninger vil møde frem med sine faner. Dit navn vil komme til at lyse i ildskrift. Inat vil der blive telegraferet til alle kanter af landet „Omgiven af sin lykkelige familje modtog konsul Bernick sine medborgeres hyldest som en af samfundets støtter”.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det vil ske; og der vil blive råbt hurra udenfor, og mængden vil juble mig frem i døren der, og jeg vil blive nødt til at bukke mig og takke.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Å, nødt til det –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Tror du, jeg føler mig lykkelig i denne stund?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej, jeg tror ikke, at du kan føle dig så ganske rigtig lykkelig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lona, du foragter mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Endnu ikke.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du har heller ikke ret til det. Ikke til at foragte mig! – Lona, du kan ikke fatte, hvor usigelig ensom jeg står her i dette sammenknebne forkrøblede samfund, – hvorledes jeg år for år har måttet slå af på min fordring til en hel udfyldende livsgerning. Hvad har jeg udrettet, så mangfoldigt det end kan synes? Stykværk, – småpuslerier. Men andet eller mere tåles ikke her. Vilde jeg gå et skridt foran den stemning og det syn, som just er oppe i døgnet, så var det ude med min magt. Véd du, hvad vi er, vi, som regnes for samfundets støtter? Vi er samfundets redskaber, hverken mere eller mindre.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvorfor ser du dette først nu?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Fordi jeg har tænkt meget i den sidste tid, – siden du kom igen, – og mest i denne aften. – Å, Lona, hvorfor kendte jeg dig ikke tilbunds dengang – i gamle dage.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad så?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Aldrig havde jeg da givet slip på dig; og havde jeg havt dig, da stod jeg ikke, hvor jeg nu står.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og tænker du ikke på, hvad hun kunde blevet for dig, hun, som du valgte i mit sted?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg véd ialfald, at hun intet er blevet for mig af det, jeg trængte til.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Fordi du aldrig har delt din livsgerning med hende; fordi du aldrig har stillet hende fri og sand i sit forhold til dig; fordi du lader hende gå her og segne under bebrejdelsen for den skam, du har væltet over på hendes nærmeste.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja, ja; det kommer altsammen fra løgnen og hulheden.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og hvorfor bryder du så ikke med al denne løgn og hulhed?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nu? Nu er det forsent, Lona.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Karsten, sig mig, hvad tilfredsstillelse dette skin og bedrag bringer dig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Mig bringer det ingen. Jeg må gå tilgrunde som hele dette forhutlede samfund. Men der vokser op en slægt efter os; det er min søn, jeg arbejder for; det er for ham jeg lægger et livsværk tilrette. Der vil komme en tid, da der sænker sig sandhed ned i samfundslivet, og på den skal han grunde en lykkeligere tilværelse end hans faders.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Med en løgn til underlag? Betænk, hvad det er, du giver din søn i arv.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(i undertrykt fortvivlelse). 
 Jeg giver ham tusende gange værre arv, end du véd. Men engang må dog forbandelsen vige. Og dog – alligevel – (udbrydende.) Hvor kunde I bringe alt dette over mit hoved! Men nu er det sket. Nu må jeg fremad. Det skal ikke lykkes jer at få knust mig! 

(Hilmar Tønnesen, med en åben billet i hånden, kommer ilsomt og forstyrret fra højre.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Men dette er jo –. Betty, Betty!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad nu? Kommer de allerede?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, nej; men jeg må nødvendig tale med nogen – 

(han går ud gennem den øverste dør til venstre.)
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Karsten; du taler om, at vi kom for at knuse dig. Så lad mig da sige dig, hvad malm han er af, denne forlorne søn, som eders moralske samfund skyr lig en pestbefængt. Han kan undvære jer, for nu er han rejst.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men han vilde komme igen –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Johan kommer aldrig igen. Han er rejst for stedse, og Dina er rejst med ham.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Kommer ikke igen? Og Dina rejst med ham?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, for at blive hans hustru. Således slår de to eders dydsirede samfund i ansigtet, ligesom jeg engang – nå!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Rejst; – hun også – med „Indian Girl” –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej; så dyr en fragt turde han ikke betro til den ryggesløse bande. Johan og Dina er rejst med „Palmetræet”.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ah! Og altså – forgæves – (går hurtig hen, river op døren til sit værelse og råber ind.) Krap, stands „Indian Girl”; den må ikke sejle iaften!
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(indenfor). 
 „Indian Girl” står alt tilhavs, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(lukker døren og siger mat). 
 Forsent, – og uden nytte –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad mener du?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Intet, intet. Vig fra mig –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hm; se her, Karsten. Johan lader dig sige, at han betror til mig det navn og rygte, han engang lånte dig, og ligeså det, du raned fra ham, da han var borte. Johan tier; og jeg kan gøre og lade i den sag, hvad jeg vil. Se, her holder jeg dine to breve i min hånd.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du har dem! Og nu – nu vil du – allerede iaften, – kanske når fanetoget –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jeg kom ikke herover for at røbe dig, men for at ryste dig således op, at du frivilligt skulde tale. Det er ikke lykkedes. Så bliv da stående i løgnen. Se her; her river jeg dine to breve istykker. Tag stumperne; der har du dem. Nu er der intet, som vidner imod dig, Karsten. Nu er du tryg; vær nu også lykkelig, – om du kan.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(gennemrystet). 
 Lona, – hvorfor gjorde du ikke dette før! Nu er det for sent; nu er hele livet forspildt for mig; jeg kan ikke leve mit liv efter denne dag.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hvad er her sket?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Spørg mig ikke. – Men jeg må leve alligevel! Jeg vil leve – for Olafs skyld. Han skal oprette alt og sone alt –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Karsten –! 

(Hilmar Tønnesen kommer ilsomt tilbage.)
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ingen at finde; borte; ikke Betty heller!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad fejler dig?
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Jeg tør ikke sige dig det.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad er det? Du må og skal sige mig det!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nu vel; Olaf er rømt med „Indian Girl”.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(tumler tilbage). 
 Olaf – med „Indian Girl”! Nej, nej!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Jo, han er! Nu forstår jeg –; jeg så, han sprang ud af vinduet.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(i døren til sit værelse, råber fortvivlet). 
 Krap, stands „Indian Girl” for enhver pris!
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(kommer ud). 
 Umuligt, herr konsul. Hvor kan De tænke Dem –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Vi må standse det; Olaf er ombord!
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Hvad siger De!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(kommer ud). 
 Olaf løbet bort? Ikke muligt!
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD 

(kommer). 
 Han blir sendt tilbage med lodsen, herr konsul.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nej, nej; han har skrevet mig til; (viser billetten.) han siger, han vil skjule sig i lasten, til de er i rum sø.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg ser ham aldrig mere!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Å, hvad snak; et stærkt godt skib, nylig repareret –
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND 

(der ligeledes er kommen ud). 
 – fra Deres eget værft, herr konsul!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg ser ham aldrig mere, siger jeg. Jeg har mistet ham, Lona, og – nu ser jeg det – jeg har aldrig ejet ham. (lytter.) Hvad er det?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Musik. Nu kommer fanetoget.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg kan ikke, jeg vil ikke modtage nogen!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Hvad tænker du på? Det går umuligt an.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Umuligt, herr konsul; betænk, hvad der står på spil for Dem.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad gælder alt det nu for mig! Hvem har jeg nu at arbejde for?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Kan du spørge så? Du har da os selv og samfundet.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Ja, det var et sandt ord.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Og konsulen glemmer da vel ikke, at vi – 

(Frøken Bernick kommer gennem den øverste dør til venstre. Musiken høres dæmpet, langt nede i gaden.)
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Nu kommer toget; men Betty er ikke hjemme; jeg forstår ikke hvor hun –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke hjemme! Der ser du, Lona; ingen støtte, hverken i glæde eller i sorg.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Væk med forhængene! Kom og hjælp mig, herr Krap. Kom De også, herr Sandstad. Jammerskade at familjen just nu skal være så splittet ad; ganske imod programmet. 

(Forhænget drages fra vinduer og dør. Man ser hele gaden illumineret. På huset ligeoverfor er et stort transparent med indskrift: „Leve Karsten Bernick, vort samfunds støtte!”.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(viger sky tilbage). 
 Bort med alt dette! Jeg vil ikke se det! Sluk. sluk!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Med respekt at spørge, er du ikke vel bevaret?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Hvad fejler ham, Lona?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hys! 

(taler sagte med hende.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Væk med denne hånende indskrift, siger jeg! Ser I ikke, at alle disse lys rækker tungen ud efter os?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Nej, nu må jeg tilstå –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å, hvad forstår I –! Men jeg, jeg –! Alt dette er lys i en ligstue!
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Hm –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Nej, men véd du hvad, – du tager dig det også altfor nær.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Gutten får sig en tur over Atlanterhavet, og så har De ham igen.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Bare tillid til almagtens hånd, herr konsul.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Og til skuden, Bernick; den er da ikke synkefærdig, véd jeg.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Hm –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Ja, var det en af disse svømmende ligkister, som man hører om i de store samfund –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg føler, at mit hår gråner i denne stund. 

(Fru Bernick, med et stort shawl over hovedet, kommer gennem havedøren.)
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Karsten, Karsten, véd du –?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg véd –; men du, – du, som intet ser, – du, som ikke har en moders øje for ham –!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 O hør dog –!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvorfor har du ikke våget over ham? Nu har jeg mistet ham. Giv mig ham igen, om du kan!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, jeg kan; jeg har ham!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du har ham!
 

HERRERNE. 
 Ah!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Nå, det tænkte jeg nok.
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Du har fåt ham igen, Karsten!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, vind ham nu også.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du har ham! Er det sandt, hvad du siger? Hvor er han?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Det får du ikke vide, før du har tilgivet ham.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Å hvad, tilgivet –! Men hvorledes fik du vide –?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Tror du ikke en moder ser? Jeg var i dødsangst for at du skulde erfare noget. Et par ord, som han lod falde igår –; og da hans værelse var tomt, og randsel og klæder borte –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, ja –?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Jeg løb; fik fat i Aune; vi kom ud i hans sejlbåd; det amerikanske skib holdt på at sejle. Gud ske lov, vi kom dog tidsnok, – kom ombord, – fik undersøgt i rummet, – fandt ham. – O, Karsten, du må ikke straffe ham!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Betty!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Og ikke Aune heller!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Aune? Hvad véd du om ham? Er „Indian Girl” under sejl igen?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nej, det er just sagen –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Tal, tal!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Aune var ligeså rystet som jeg; undersøgelsen tog tid; mørket faldt på, så lodsen gjorde vanskeligheder; og så dristed Aune sig til – i dit navn –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nu?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 At standse skibet til imorgen.
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP. 
 Hm –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 O, hvilken usigelig lykke!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Du er ikke vred?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 O, hvilket overmål af lykke, Betty!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Du er da også altfor samvittighedsfuld.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Ja, så snart det gælder en liden kamp med elementerne, så – uf!
 

FULDMÆGTIG KRAP 

(oppe ved vinduerne). 
 Nu kommer toget gennem haveporten, herr konsul.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, nu kan de komme.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Hele haven fyldes med mennesker.
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Hele gaden er propfuld.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Hele byen er på benene, Bernick. Dette er virkelig et ildnende øjeblik.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Lad os tage det med et ydmygt sind, herr Rummel.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Alle fanerne er ude. Hvilket tog! Der har vi festkommitteen med adjunkt Rørlund i spidsen.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lad dem komme, siger jeg!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Men hør; i den oprørte sindstilstand, du er i –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvad så?
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Jeg skal ikke være utilbøjelig til at gribe ordet på dine vegne.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Nej tak; iaften vil jeg tale selv.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Men véd du også, hvad du bør sige?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, vær tryg, Rummel, – nu véd jeg, hvad jeg bør sige. 
 (Musiken er imidlertid ophørt. Havedøren slås op. Adjunkt Rørlund i spidsen for festkommitteen træder ind, ledsaget af et par lejetjenere, der bærer en tildækket kurv. Efter dem kommer byens borgere af alle klasser, så mange, salen kan rumme. En uoverskuelig mængde med faner og flag skimtes udenfor i haven og på gaden.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Højt ærede herr konsul! Jeg ser af den overraskelse, der maler sig i Deres åsyn, at vi her som uventede gæster trænger ind til Dem i Deres lykkelige familjekreds, ved Deres fredelige arne, omringet af hæderlige og virksomme venner og medborgere. Men det har været os en hjertets trang at bringe Dem vor hyldest. Det er ikke første gang, at sådant sker, men dog første gang i en så omfattende målestok. Vi har mangen gang bragt Dem vor tak for det brede moralske grundlag, hvorpå De, så at sige, har bygget vort samfund. Dennegang hylder vi Dem navnlig som den klartskuende, utrættelige, uegennyttige, ja selvopofrende medborger, der har grebet initiativet til et foretagende, som efter alle kyndiges mening vil give et mægtigt fremstød til dette samfunds timelige trivsel og velvære.
 

STEMMER BLANDT MÆNGDEN. 
 Bravo, bravo!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Herr konsul, De har i en række af år foregået vor by med et lysende exempel. Jeg taler ikke her om Deres mønstergyldige familjeliv, ej heller om Deres uplettede moralske vandel overhovedet. Deslige ting være henviste til lønkamret og ikke til festsalen! Men jeg taler om Deres borgerlige virksomhed, således, som den ligger åben for alles øjne. Veludrustede skibe går ud fra Deres værfter og viser flaget på de fjerneste have. En talrig og lykkelig arbejdsstok ser op til Dem, som til en fader. Ved at kalde nye erhvervsgrene tillive har De grundlagt hundreder af familjers velfærd. Med andre ord – De er dette samfunds grundpille i eminent betydning.
 

STEMMER. 
 Hør, hør, bravo!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Og just dette uegennyttighedens skær, der hviler over al Deres vandel, er det, der virker så usigelig velgørende, besynderligen i disse tider. De står nu i begreb med at skaffe os en – ja, jeg tager ikke i betænkning at nævne ordet prosaisk og ligefrem – en jernbane.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Bravo! Bravo!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Men dette foretagende lader til at skulle støde på vanskeligheder, væsentlig dikterede af snevre selviske hensyn.
 

STEMMER. 
 Hør; hør!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Det er nemlig ikke forbleven ubekendt, at visse individer, der ikke hører til vort samfund, er kommen dette steds stræbsomme borgere i forkøbet, og har sat sig i besiddelse af visse fordele, som retteligen burde være kommen vor egen by tilgode.
 

STEMMER. 
 Ja, ja! Hør!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Denne beklagelige kendsgerning er naturligvis også kommen til Deres kundskab, herr konsul. Men ikke desto mindre forfølger De urokkelig Deres forehavende, vel vidende at en statsborger ikke blot bør have sin egen kommune for øje.
 

FORSKELLIGE STEMMER. 
 Hm! Nej; nej! Jo; jo!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Det er således mennesket som borger i staten, – manden, som han skal og bør være, – hvem vi iaften i Dem bringer vor hyldest. Gid Deres foretagende må vorde til sandt og varigt held for dette samfund! Jernbanen kan visselig blive en vej, hvorpå vi udsætter os for at tilføres fordærvelige elementer udenfra, men også en vej, der hurtigt skaffer os af med dem. Og slette elementer udenfra kan vi jo, selv nu, ikke holde os fri for. Men at vi just på denne festlige aften, efter hvad rygtet siger, heldigen og hurtigere end forventet, er bleven visse sådanne elementer kvit –
 

STEMMER. 
 Hys! Hys!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 – det tager jeg som et lykkeligt varsel for foretagendet. At jeg berører dette punkt her, viser at vi befinder os i et hus, hvor den ethiske fordring stilles højere end familjebåndet.
 

STEMMER. 
 Hør! Bravo!
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(samtidigt). 
 Tillad mig –
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Kun få ord endnu, herr konsul. Hvad De har udrettet for denne kommune, har De visselig ikke udrettet med den bagtanke, at det for Dem skulde drage nogen håndgribelig fordel efter sig. Men et ringe tegn på erkendtlige medborgeres påskønnelse tør De dog ikke tilbagevise, og det allermindst i denne betydningsfulde stund, da vi, efter praktiske mænds forsikring, står foran begyndelsen til en ny tid.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Bravo! Hør! Hør! 

(Han giver lejetjenerne et vink; de bringer kurven nærmere; medlemmer af festkommitteen fremtager og præsenterer under det følgende de genstande, hvorom der bliver talt.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Så har vi da her, herr konsul, at overrække Dem et sølv-kaffe-service. Lad det smykke Deres bord, når vi i fremtiden, som så ofte før, har den glæde at samles i dette gæstfrie hus. Og også Dem, mine herrer, der så redebon har ståt vort samfunds første mand bi, beder vi modtage en liden erindringsgave. Denne sølvpokal er til Dem, herr grosserer Rummel. De har så ofte, i veltalende ord, under pokalernes klang forfægtet dette samfunds borgerlige interesser; gid De ofte må finde værdige anledninger til at løfte og tømme denne pokal. – Dem, herr købmand Sandstad, overrækker jeg dette album med fotografier af medborgere. Deres bekendte og anerkendte humanitet har sat Dem i den behagelige stilling at tælle venner indenfor alle partier i samfundet. – Og til Dem, herr købmand Vigeland, har jeg, til pryd for Deres lønkammer, at frembyde denne huspostille på velin og i pragtbind. Under årenes modnende indflydelse har De nået frem til en alvorsfuld livsbetragtning; Deres virksomhed i døgnets gøremål har gennem en årrække været lutret og adlet af tanken på det højere og det hinsidige. (vender sig til mængden.) Og hermed, mine venner, et leve for konsul Bernick og hans medkæmpere! Et hurra for vort samfunds støtter!
 

HELE SKAREN. 
 Leve konsul Bernick! Leve samfundets støtter! Hurra, hurra, hurra!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Til lykke, svoger! 

(Forventningsfuld stilhed.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(begynder alvorligt og langsomt). 
 Mine medborgere, – gennem Deres ordfører blev det sagt, at vi iaften står foran begyndelsen til en ny tid, – og det håber jeg skal blive tilfældet. Men for at dette kan ske, må vi tilegne os sandheden, – sandheden, som indtil iaften gennemgående og i alle forholde, har været husvild i dette samfund. 

(Overraskelse blandt de omstående.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Jeg må da begynde med at vise tilbage de lovord, som De, herr adjunkt, efter skik og brug ved deslige anledninger, har overøst mig med. Jeg fortjener dem ikke; thi jeg har indtil idag ikke været nogen uegennyttig mand. Har jeg end ikke altid efterstræbt pengefordel, så er jeg mig dog ialfald nu bevidst, at et begær og en higen efter magt, indflydelse, anseelse har været drivkraften i de fleste af mine handlinger.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(halvhøjt). 
 Hvad nu?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lige overfor mine medborgere gør jeg mig ingen bebrejdelse herfor; thi jeg tror endnu, at jeg tør stille mig i første række blandt de dygtige her hos os.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Ja, ja, ja!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men hvad jeg lægger mig selv til last er, at jeg så ofte har været svag nok til at bøje ind på krogveje, fordi jeg kendte og frygted vort samfunds tilbøjelighed til at skimte urene bevæggrunde bagved alt det, en mand her foretager sig. Og nu kommer jeg til et punkt, som vedrører dette.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(urolig). 
 Hm – hm!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Her går rygter om store ejendomskøb opover i landet. Disse ejendomme har jeg købt, allesammen, jeg alene.
 

DÆMPEDE STEMMER. 
 Hvad siger han? Konsulen? Konsul Bernick?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 De er foreløbig i min hånd. Naturligvis har jeg betroet mig til mine medarbejdere, de herrer Rummel, Vigeland og Sandstad, og vi er bleven enige om –
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Det er ikke sandt! Bevis – bevis –!
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Vi er ikke bleven enige om nogenting!
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Nej, nu må jeg da sige –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det er ganske rigtigt; vi er endnu ikke bleven enige om det, jeg vilde nævnt. Men jeg håber sikkert, at de tre herrer samstemmer med mig, når jeg fortæller, at jeg iaften er bleven enig med mig selv om, at disse ejendomme skal udbydes til almindelig aktietegning; enhver, som vil, kan få del i dem.
 

MANGE STEMMER. 
 Hurra! Leve konsul Bernick!
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL 

(sagte til konsul Bernick). 
 Et så nedrigt forræderi –!
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD 

(ligeså). 
 Altså narret os –!
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND. 
 Nå, så dævelen rive –! Å kors, hvad er det jeg siger?
 

MÆNGDEN 

(udenfor). 
 Hurra, hurra, hurra!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Stilhed, mine herrer. Jeg har ingen adkomst til denne hyldest; thi hvad jeg nu har besluttet, var ikke fra først af min hensigt. Min hensigt var at beholde det hele selv, og jeg er fremdeles af den mening, at disse ejendomme bedst kan nyttiggøres, om de forbliver samlet på én hånd. Men man kan vælge. Ønsker man det, så er jeg villig til at forvalte dem efter bedste skøn.
 

STEMMER. 
 Ja! Ja! Ja!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men først må mine medborgere kende mig tilbunds. Lad så enhver granske sig selv, og lad det så stå fast, at fra iaften begynder vi en ny tid. Den gamle, med sin sminke, med sit hykleri og sin hulhed, med sin løjede skikkelighed og med sine jammerlige hensyn, skal stå for os som et musæum, åbent til belærelse; og til dette musæum skænker vi, – ikke sandt, mine herrer? – både kaffeservicet og pokalen og albumet og huspostillen på velin og i pragtbind.
 

GROSSERER RUMMEL. 
 Ja naturligvis.
 

KØBMAND VIGELAND 

(mumler). 
 Har De taget alt det andet, så –
 

KØBMAND SANDSTAD. 
 Vær så god.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og nu hovedopgøret med mit samfund. Der blev sagt, at slette elementer havde forladt os iaften. Jeg kan tilføje, hvad man ikke véd: den mand, der sigtedes til, er ikke rejst alene; med ham fulgte for at blive hans hustru –
 

FRØKEN HESSEL 

(højt). 
 Dina Dorf!
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvad!
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Hvad siger du! 

(Stor bevægelse.)
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Flygtet? Løbet bort – med ham! Umuligt!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 For at blive hans hustru, herr adjunkt. Og jeg tilføjer mere. (sagte.) Betty, fat dig, og bær, hvad der nu kommer. (højt.) Jeg siger: hatten af for den mand; thi han har højmodig taget en andens brøde på sig. Mine medborgere, jeg vil ud af usandheden; den har været nær ved at forgifte hver eneste trævl i mig. De skal vide alt. Jeg var for femten år siden den skyldige.
 

FRU BERNICK 

(sagte og bævende). 
 Karsten!
 

FRØKEN BERNICK 

(ligeså). 
 Ah, Johan –!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Der vandt du endelig dig selv! 

(Målløs forbavselse blandt de tilstedeværende.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, mine medborgere, jeg var den skyldige, og han rejste. De onde og usande rygter, som bagefter udbredtes, står det ikke nu i menneskelig magt at modbevise. Men herover tør jeg ikke beklage mig. For femten år siden svang jeg mig ivejret på disse rygter; om jeg nu skal falde på dem, det får enhver overlægge med sig selv.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Hvilket lynslag! Byens første mand –! (dæmpet til fru Bernick.) O, hvor jeg beklager Dem, frue!
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 En sådan tilståelse! Nå, det må jeg sige –!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Men ingen afgørelse iaften. Jeg beder enhver gå til sit, – at samle sig, – at se ind i sig selv. Når ro er falden over sindene, vil det vise sig, om jeg har tabt eller vundet ved at jeg talte. Farvel! Jeg har endnu meget, meget, at angre; men det vedkommer kun min samvittighed. Godnat! Bort med al festpragt. Det føler vi alle, at sligt er ikke her på sin plads.
 

ADJUNKT RØRLUND. 
 Visselig ikke. (dæmpet til fru Bernick.) Løbet bort! Hun var mig altså dog fuldstændig uværdig. (halvhøjt til festkommitteen.) Ja, mine herrer, efter dette tænker jeg det er bedst, at vi fjerner os i al stilhed.
 

HILMAR TØNNESEN. 
 Hvorledes man herefter skal kunne holde ideens fane højt, det –. Uf! 
 (Meddelelsen er imidlertid gåt hviskende fra mund til mund. Alle deltagerne i fanetoget fjerner sig gennem haven. Rummel, Sandstad og Vigeland går bort under hæftig men dæmpet ordstrid. Hilmar Tønnesen lister sig ud til højre. Under taushed bliver tilbage i salen konsul Bernick, fru Bernick, frøken Bernick, frøken Hessel og fuldmægtig Krap.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Betty, har du tilgivelse for mig?
 

FRU BERNICK 

(ser smilende på ham). 
 Véd du, Karsten, at nu har du åbnet mig den gladeste udsigt i mange år?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Hvorledes –?
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 I mange år har jeg troet, at jeg engang havde ejet dig og tabt dig igen. Nu véd jeg, at jeg aldrig har ejet dig; men jeg skal vinde dig.
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(slår armene om hende). 
 O, Betty, du har vundet mig! Gennem Lona har jeg først lært dig rigtig at kende. Men lad nu Olaf komme.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Ja, nu skal du få ham. – Herr Krap –! 

(Hun taler sagte med ham i baggrunden. Han går ud gennem havedøren. Under det følgende slukkes efterhånden alle transparenter og lys i husene.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(dæmpet). 
 Tak, Lona, du har reddet det bedste i mig – og for mig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Var det andet, jeg vilde?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, var det, – eller var det ikke? Jeg kan ikke blive klog på dig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Hm –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Altså ikke had? Ikke hævn? Hvorfor kom du da herover?
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Gammelt venskab ruster ikke.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Lona!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Da Johan fortalte mig dette om løgnen, da svor jeg ved mig selv: min ungdoms helt skal stå fri og sand.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 O, hvor lidet har jeg jammerlige menneske fortjent det af dig!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Ja, dersom vi kvinder spurgte efter fortjenesten, Karsten –! 

(Skibsbygger Aune kommer med Olaf fra haven.)
 

KONSUL BERNICK 

(imod ham). 
 Olaf!
 

OLAF. 
 Fader, jeg lover dig, jeg skal aldrig mere –
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Løbe bort?
 

OLAF. 
 Ja, ja, det lover jeg dig, fader.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og jeg lover dig, du skal aldrig få grund til det. Herefter skal du få lov til at vokse op, ikke som arvetager til min livsgerning, men som den, der selv har en livsgerning ivente.
 

OLAF. 
 Og får jeg også lov til at blive, hvad jeg vil?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ja, det får du.
 

OLAF. 
 Tak. Så vil jeg ikke blive samfundets støtte.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så? Hvorfor ikke det?
 

OLAF. 
 Nej, for jeg tror, det må være så kedeligt.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Du skal blive dig selv, Olaf; så får resten gå, som det kan. – Og De, Aune –
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Jeg véd det, herr konsul; jeg har min afsked.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Vi bliver sammen, Aune; og tilgiv mig –
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Hvorledes? Skibet sejler ikke iaften.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Det sejler heller ikke imorgen. Jeg gav Dem for knap frist. Det må ses grundigere efter.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Skal ske, herr konsul – og det med de nye maskiner!
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Så skal det være. Men grundigt og ærligt. Her er mangt hos os, som trænger til en grundig og ærlig reparation. Nå, godnat, Aune.
 

SKIBSBYGGER AUNE. 
 Godnat, herr konsul; – og tak, tak, tak! 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nu er de alle borte.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og vi er alene. Mit navn lyser ikke i ildskrift længer; alle lys er slukket i vinduerne.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Vilde du ønske dem tændt igen?
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Ikke for nogen pris i verden. Hvor har jeg været henne! I vil forfærdes, når I får vide det. Nu er det som jeg var kommen til sans og samling efter en forgiftelse. Men jeg føler det, – jeg kan blive ung og sund igen. O, kom nærmere, – tættere omkring mig. Kom, Betty! Kom, Olaf, min gut! Og du, Marta; – jeg har ikke set dig i alle disse år, synes jeg.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej, det tror jeg gerne; jert samfund er et samfund af pebersvend-sjæle; I ser ikke kvinden.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Sandt, sandt; og just derfor, – ja, det står fast, Lona, – du rejser ikke fra Betty og mig.
 

FRU BERNICK. 
 Nej, Lona, det må du ikke!
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Nej, hvor kunde jeg forsvare at rejse fra jer unge folk, som skal begynde at sætte bo? Er jeg ikke fostermoder? Jeg og du, Marta, vi to gamle tanter –. Hvad ser du efter?
 

FRØKEN BERNICK. 
 Hvor himlen klarner. Hvor det lysner over havet. „Palmetræet” har lykken med sig.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Og lykken ombord.
 

KONSUL BERNICK. 
 Og vi – vi har en lang alvorlig arbejdsdag ivente; jeg mest. Men lad den komme; slut jer blot tæt om mig, I trofaste sanddru kvinder. Det har jeg også lært i disse dage: det er I kvinder, som er samfundets støtter.
 

FRØKEN HESSEL. 
 Da har du lært en skrøbelig visdom, svoger. (lægger hånden vægtigt på hans skulder.) Nej, du; sandhedens og frihedens ånd, – det er samfundets støtter.
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ADVOKAT HELMER.
 NORA, hans hustru.
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FØRSTE AKT
 

(En hyggeligt og smagfuldt men ikke kostbart indrettet stue. En dør til højre i baggrunden fører ud til forstuen; en anden dør til venstre i baggrunden fører ind til Helmers arbejdsværelse. Mellem begge disse døre et pianoforte. Midt på væggen til venstre en dør og længere fremme et vindu. Nær ved vinduet et rundt bord med lænestole og en liden sofa. På sidevæggen til højre, noget tilbage, en dør, og på samme væg, nærmere mod forgrunden en stentøjsovn med et par lænestole og en gyngestol foran. Mellem ovnen og sidedøren et lidet bord. Kobberstik på væggene. En etagère med porcellænsgenstande og andre små kunstsager; et lidet bogskab med bøger i pragtbind. Tæppe på gulvet; ild i ovnen. Vinterdag.)
 

(Der ringes ude i forstuen; lidt efter hører man, at der blir lukket op. Nora kommer fornøjet nynnende ind i stuen; hun er klædt i ydertøj og bærer en hel del pakker, som hun lægger fra sig på bordet til højre. Hun lar døren til forstuen stå åben efter sig, og man ser derude et bybud, der bærer en julegran og en kurv, hvilket han gier til stuepigen, som har lukket op for dem.)
 

NORA.
 Gem juletræet godt, Helene. Børnene må endelig ikke få se det før iaften, når det er pyntet. (til budet; tar portemonæen frem.) Hvormeget –?
 

BYBUDET.
 Femti øre.
 

NORA.
 Der er en krone. Nej, behold det hele.
 

(Budet takker og går. Nora lukker døren. Hun vedblir at le stille fornøjet, mens hun tar ydertøjet af.)

 

NORA

(tar en pose med makroner op af lommen og spiser et par; derpå går hun forsigtigt hen og lytter ved sin mands dør).
 

Jo, han er hjemme.
 

(nynner igen, idet hun går hen til bordet til højre.)
 

HELMER

(inde i sit værelse).
 

Er det lærkefuglen, som kvidrer derude?
 

NORA

(ifærd med at åbne nogle af pakkerne).
 

Ja, det er det.
 

HELMER.
 Er det ekornet, som rumsterer der?
 

NORA.
 Ja!
 

HELMER.
 Når kom ekornet hjem?
 

NORA.
 Nu netop. (putter makronposen i lommen og visker sig om munden.) Kom herud, Torvald, så skal du få se, hvad jeg har købt.
 

HELMER.
 Ikke forstyr! (lidt efter; åbner døren og ser ind, med pennen i hånden.) Købt, siger du? Alt det der? Har nu lille spillefuglen været ude og sat penge overstyr igen?
 

NORA.
 Ja men, Torvald, iår må vi dog virkelig slå os lidt løs. Det er jo den første jul, da vi ikke behøver at spare. 
 

HELMER.
 Å, véd du hvad, ødsle kan vi ikke.
 

NORA.
 Jo, Torvald, lidt kan vi nok ødsle nu. Ikke sandt? Bare en liden bitte smule. Nu får du jo en stor gage og kommer til at tjene mange, mange penge.
 

HELMER.
 Ja, fra nytår af; men så går der et helt fjerdingår før gagen forfalder.
 

NORA.
 Pyt; vi kan jo låne så længe.
 

HELMER.
 Nora! (går hen til hende og tar hende spøgeude i øret.) Er nu letsindigheden ude og går igen? Sæt nu jeg lånte tusend kroner idag og du satte dem overstyr i juleugen og jeg så nytårsaften fik en tagsten i hodet og lå der –
 

NORA

(lægger hånden på hans mund).
 

Å fy; tal ikke så stygt.
 

HELMER.
 Jo, sæt nu, at sligt hændte, – hvad så?
 

NORA.
 Hvis der hændte noget så fælt, så kunde det være ganske det samme enten jeg havde gæld eller ikke.
 

HELMER.
 Nå, men de folk, jeg havde lånt af?
 

NORA.
 De? Hvem bryr sig om dem! Det er jo fremmede. 
 

HELMER.
 Nora, Nora, du est en kvinde! Nej, men alvorligt, Nora; du véd, hvad jeg tænker i det stykke. Ingen gæld! Aldrig låne! Der kommer noget ufrit, og altså også noget uskønt, over det hjem, som grundes på lån og gæld. Nu har vi to holdt tappert ud lige til idag; og det vil vi også gøre den korte tid, det endnu behøves.
 

NORA

(går hen imod ovnen).
 

Ja, ja, som du vil, Torvald.
 

HELMER

(følger efter).
 

Så, så; nu skal ikke lille sanglærken hænge med vingerne. Hvad? Står ekornen der og surmuler. (tar portemonæen op.) Nora; hvad tror du jeg har her?
 

NORA

(vender sig raskt).
 

Penge!
 

HELMER.
 Se der. (rækker hende nogle sedler.) Herregud, jeg véd jo nok, at der går en hel del til i et hus i juletiden.
 

NORA

(tæller).
 

Ti – tyve – tredive – firti. Å tak, tak, Torvald; nu hjælper jeg mig langt.
 

HELMER.
 Ja, det må du sandelig gøre.
 

NORA.
 Ja, ja, det skal jeg nok. Men kom her, så skal jeg vise dig alt, hvad jeg har købt. Og så billigt! Se, her er nye klæder til Ivar – og så en sabel. Her er en hest og en trompet til Bob. Og her er dukke og dukkeseng til Emmy; det er nu så simpelt; men hun river det jo snart istykker alligevel. Og her har jeg kjoletøjer og tørklæder til pigerne; gamle Anne-Marie skulde nu havt meget mere. 
 

HELMER.
 Og hvad er der i den pakke der?
 

NORA

(skriger).
 

Nej, Torvald, det får du ikke se før iaften!
 

HELMER.
 Nå så. Men sig mig nu, du lille ødeland, hvad har du nu tænkt på til dig selv?
 

NORA.
 Å pyt; til mig? Jeg bryr mig slet ikke om noget.
 

HELMER.
 Jovisst gør du så. Sig mig nu noget rimeligt, som du nu helst kunde have lyst til.
 

NORA.
 Nej, jeg véd virkelig ikke. Jo hør, Torvald –
 

HELMER.
 Nå?
 

NORA

(famler ved hans knapper; uden at se på ham).
 

Hvis du vil give mig noget, så kunde du jo –; du kunde –
 

HELMER.
 Nå, nå; ud med det. 
 

NORA

(hurtigt).
 

Du kunde give mig penge, Torvald. Bare så meget, som du synes du kan afse; så skal jeg siden en af dagene købe noget for dem.
 

HELMER.
 Nej men, Nora –
 

NORA.
 Å jo, gør det, kære Torvald; jeg ber dig så meget om det. Så skulde jeg hænge pengene i et smukt guldpapirs omslag på juletræet. Vilde ikke det være morsomt?
 

HELMER.
 Hvad er det de fugle kaldes, som altid sætter penge overstyr?
 

NORA.
 Ja ja, spillefugle; jeg véd det nok. Men lad os gøre, som jeg siger, Torvald; så får jeg tid til at overlægge, hvad jeg mest har brug for. Er ikke det meget fornuftigt? Hvad?
 

HELMER

(smilende).
 

Jo visst er det så; det vil sige, hvis du virkelig kunde holde på de penge, jeg gier dig, og virkelig købte noget til dig selv for dem. Men så går de til huset og til så mangt og meget unyttigt, og så må jeg punge ud igen.
 

NORA.
 Å men, Torvald –
 

HELMER.
 Kan ikke nægtes, min kære lille Nora. (lægger armen om hendes liv.) Spillefuglen er sød; men den bruger svært mange penge. Det er utroligt, hvor kostbart det er for en mand at holde spillefugl. 
 

NORA.
 Å fy, hvor kan du da sige det? Jeg sparer dog virkelig alt, hvad jeg kan.
 

HELMER

(ler).
 

Ja, det var et sandt ord. Alt hvad du kan. Men du kan slet ikke.
 

NORA

(nynner og smiler stille fornøjet).
 

Hm, du skulde bare vide, hvor mange udgifter vi lærker og ekorne har, Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Du er en besynderlig liden en. Ganske som din fader var. Du er om dig på alle kanter for at gøre udvej til penge; men såsnart du har dem, blir de ligesom borte mellem hænderne på dig; du véd aldrig, hvor du gør af dem. Nå, man må tage dig som du er. Det ligger i blodet. Jo, jo, jo, sligt er arveligt, Nora.
 

NORA.
 Ak, jeg vilde ønske, jeg havde arvet mange af pappas egenskaber.
 

HELMER.
 Og jeg vilde ikke ønske dig anderledes, end netop således, som du er, min søde lille sanglærke. Men hør; der falder mig noget ind. Du ser så – så – hvad skal jeg kalde det? – så fordægtig ud idag –
 

NORA.
 Gør jeg? 
 

HELMER.
 Ja visst gør du det. Se mig stivt i øjnene.
 

NORA

(ser på ham).
 

Nå?
 

HELMER

(truer med fingeren).
 

Slikmunden skulde vel aldrig have grasseret i byen idag?
 

NORA.
 Nej, hvor kan du nu falde på det.
 

HELMER.
 Har slikmunden virkelig ikke gjort en afstikker ind til konditoren?
 

NORA.
 Nej, jeg forsikrer dig, Torvald –
 

HELMER.
 Ikke nippet lidt syltetøj?
 

NORA.
 Nej, aldeles ikke.
 

HELMER.
 Ikke engang gnavet en makron eller to?
 

NORA.
 Nej, Torvald, jeg forsikrer dig virkelig –
 

HELMER.
 Nå, nå, nå; det er jo naturligvis bare mit spøg –
 

NORA

(går til bordet til højre).
 

Jeg kunde da ikke falde på at gøre dig imod. 
 

HELMER.
 Nej, jeg véd det jo nok; og du har jo givet mig dit ord –. (hen til hende.) Nå, behold du dine små julehemmeligheder for dig selv, min velsignede Nora. De kommer vel for lyset iaften, når juletræet er tændt, kan jeg tro.
 

NORA.
 Har du husket på at bede doktor Rank?
 

HELMER.
 Nej. Men det behøves jo ikke; det følger jo af sig selv, at han spiser med os. Forresten skal jeg bede ham, når han kommer her iformiddag. God vin har jeg bestilt. Nora, du kan ikke tro, hvor jeg glæder mig til iaften.
 

NORA.
 Jeg også. Og hvor børnene vil fryde sig, Torvald!
 

HELMER.
 Ak, det er dog herligt at tænke på, at man har fåt en sikker, betrygget stilling; at man har sit rundelige udkomme. Ikke sandt; det er en stor nydelse at tænke på?
 

NORA.
 Å, det er vidunderligt!
 

HELMER.
 Kan du huske forrige jul? Hele tre uger i forvejen lukked du dig hver aften inde til langt over midnat for at lave blomster til juletræet og alle de andre herligheder, som vi skulde overraskes med. Uh, det var den kedeligste tid, jeg har oplevet. 
 

NORA.
 Da keded jeg mig slet ikke.
 

HELMER

(smilende).
 

Men det faldt dog temmelig tarveligt ud, Nora.
 

NORA.
 Å, skal du nu drille mig med det igen. Hvad kunde jeg for, at katten var kommen ind og havde revet alting istykker?
 

HELMER.
 Nej visst kunde du ikke, min stakkers lille Nora. Du havde den bedste vilje til at glæde os alle, og det er hovedsagen. Men det er dog godt, at de knebne tider er forbi.
 

NORA.
 Ja, det er rigtignok vidunderligt.
 

HELMER.
 Nu behøver ikke jeg at sidde her alene og kede mig; og du behøver ikke at plage dine velsignede øjne og dine små skære fine hænder –
 

NORA

(klapper i hænderne).
 

Nej, ikke sandt, Torvald, det behøves ikke længer? Å, hvor det er vidunderlig dejligt at høre! (tager ham under armen.) Nu skal jeg sige dig, hvorledes jeg havde tænkt, vi skulde indrette os, Torvald. Så snart julen er over – (det ringer i forstuen.) Å, der ringer det. (rydder lidt op i stuen.) Her kommer visst nogen. Det var da kedeligt.
 

HELMER.
 For visiter er jeg ikke hjemme; husk det. 
 

STUEPIGEN

(i entrédøren).
 

Frue, her er en fremmed dame –
 

NORA.
 Ja, lad hende komme ind.
 

STUEPIGEN

(til Helmer).
 

Og så kom doktoren med det samme.
 

HELMER.
 Gik han lige ind til mig?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, han gjorde så.
 

(Helmer går ind i sit værelse. Pigen viser fru Linde, som er i rejsetøj, ind i stuen og lukker efter hende.)
 

FRU LINDE

(forsagt og lidt nølende).
 

Goddag, Nora.
 

NORA

(usikker).
 

Goddag –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Du kender mig nok ikke igen.
 

NORA.
 Nej; jeg véd ikke –; jo visst, jeg synes nok – (udbrydende.) Hvad! Kristine! Er det virkelig dig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, det er mig.
 

NORA.
 Kristine! Og jeg, som ikke kendte dig igen! Men hvor kunde jeg også –. (sagtere.) Hvor du er bleven forandret, Kristine! 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, det er jeg visstnok. I ni – ti lange år –
 

NORA.
 Er det så længe siden vi såes? Ja, det er det jo også. Å, de sidste otte år har været en lykkelig tid, kan du tro. Og nu er du altså kommen herind til byen? Gjort den lange rejse ved vintertid. Det var tappert.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg kom netop med dampskibet imorges.
 

NORA.
 For at more dig i julen, naturligvis. Å, hvor det er dejligt! Ja, more os, det skal vi rigtignok. Men tag dog overtøjet af. Du fryser dog vel ikke? (hjælper hende.) Se så; nu sætter vi os hyggeligt her ved ovnen. Nej, i lænestolen der! Her i gyngestolen vil jeg sidde. (griber hendes hænder.) Ja, nu har du jo dit gamle ansigt igen; det var bare i det første øjeblik –. Lidt blegere er du dog bleven, Kristine, – og kanske lidt magrere.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og meget, meget ældre, Nora.
 

NORA.
 Ja, kanske lidt ældre; bitte, bitte lidt; slet ikke meget. (holder pludselig inde, alvorligt.) Å, men jeg tankeløse menneske, som sidder her og snakker! Søde, velsignede Kristine, kan du tilgive mig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvad mener du, Nora? 
 

NORA

(sagte).
 

Stakkers Kristine, du er jo bleven enke.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, for tre år siden.
 

NORA.
 Å, jeg vidste det jo nok; jeg læste det jo i aviserne. Å, Kristine, du må tro mig, jeg tænkte ofte på at skrive dig til i den tid; men altid opsatte jeg det, og altid kom der noget ivejen.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Kære Nora, det forstår jeg så godt.
 

NORA.
 Nej, det var stygt af mig, Kristine. Å, du stakker, hvor meget du visst har gået igennem. – Og han efterlod dig jo ikke noget at leve af?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej.
 

NORA.
 Og ingen børn?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej.
 

NORA.
 Slet ingen ting altså?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ikke engang en sorg eller et savn til at tære på.
 

NORA

(ser vantro på hende).
 

Ja men, Kristine, hvor kan det være muligt? 
 

FRU LINDE

(smiler tungt og stryger hende over håret).
 

Å, det hænder undertiden, Nora.
 

NORA.
 Så ganske alene. Hvor det må være forfærdelig tungt for dig. Jeg har tre dejlige børn. Ja nu kan du ikke få se dem, for de er ude med pigen. Men nu må du fortælle mig alt –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej, nej, nej, fortæl heller du.
 

NORA.
 Nej, du skal begynde. Idag vil jeg ikke være egenkærlig. Idag vil jeg tænke bare på dine sager. Men ét må jeg dog sige dig. Véd du den store lykke, som er hændt os i disse dage?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej. Hvad er det?
 

NORA.
 Tænk, min mand er bleven direktør i Aktiebanken!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Din mand? Å hvilket held –!
 

NORA.
 Ja, umådeligt! At være advokat, det er jo så usikkert at leve af, især når man ikke vil befatte sig med andre forretninger, end de, som er fine og smukke. Og det har naturligvis Torvald aldrig villet; og det holder jeg da ganske med ham i. Å, du kan tro, vi glæder os! Han skal tiltræde i banken allerede til nytår, og da får han en stor gage og mange procenter. Herefter kan vi leve ganske anderledes end før, – ganske som vi vil. Å, Kristine, hvor jeg føler mig let og lykkelig! Ja, for det er dog dejligt at have dygtig mange penge og ikke behøve at gøre sig bekymringer. Ikke sandt? 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jo, ialfald måtte det være dejligt at have det nødvendige.
 

NORA.
 Nej, ikke blot det nødvendige, men dygtig, dygtig mange penge!
 

FRU LINDE

(smiler).
 

Nora, Nora, er du endnu ikke bleven fornuftig? I skoledagene var du en stor ødeland.
 

NORA

(ler stille).
 

Ja, det siger Torvald endnu. (truer med fingeren).
 

Men „Nora, Nora” er ikke så gal, som I tænker. – Å, vi har sandelig ikke havt det så, at jeg har kunnet ødsle. Vi har måttet arbejde begge to!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Du også?
 

NORA.
 Ja, med småting, med håndarbejde, med hækling og med broderi og sådant noget; (henkastende) og med andre ting også. Du véd vel, at Torvald gik ud af departementet, da vi blev gift? Der var ingen udsigt til befordring i hans kontor, og så måtte han jo tjene flere penge end før. Men i det første år overanstrængte han sig så aldeles forfærdeligt. Han måtte jo søge alskens bifortjeneste, kan du vel tænke dig, og arbejde både tidligt og sent. Men det tålte han ikke, og så blev han så dødelig syg. Så erklærte lægerne det for nødvendigt, at han kom ned til syden. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, I opholdt jer jo et helt år i Italien?
 

NORA.
 Ja visst. Det var ikke let at komme afsted, kan du tro. Ivar var netop født dengang. Men afsted måtte vi naturligvis. Å, det var en vidunderlig dejlig rejse. Og den frelste Torvalds liv. Men den kosted svært mange penge, Kristine.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det kan jeg nok tænke mig.
 

NORA.
 Tolv hundrede specier kosted den. Fire tusend otte hundrede kroner. Det er mange penge du.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, men i slige tilfælde er det ialfald en stor lykke, at man har dem.
 

NORA.
 Ja, jeg skal sige dig, vi fik dem nu af pappa.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nå sådan. Det var netop på den tid din fader døde, tror jeg.
 

NORA.
 Ja, Kristine, det var netop da. Og tænk dig, jeg kunde ikke rejse til ham og pleje ham. Jeg gik jo her og vented daglig, at lille Ivar skulde komme til verden. Og så havde jeg jo min stakkers dødssyge Torvald at passe. Min kære snille pappa! Jeg fik aldrig se ham mere, Kristine. Å, det er det tungeste, jeg har oplevet, siden jeg blev gift. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg véd, du holdt meget af ham. Men så rejste I altså til Italien?
 

NORA.
 Ja; da havde vi jo pengene; og lægerne skyndte på os. Så rejste vi en måneds tid efter.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og din mand kom aldeles helbredet tilbage?
 

NORA.
 Frisk som en fisk!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men – doktoren?
 

NORA.
 Hvorledes?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg synes, pigen sagde, det var doktoren, den herre, som kom på samme tid som jeg.
 

NORA.
 Ja, det var doktor Rank; men han kommer ikke i sygebesøg; det er vor nærmeste ven, og han ser her indom mindst engang om dagen. Nej, Torvald har aldrig havt en syg time siden. Og børnene er friske og sunde, og jeg også. (springer op og klapper i hænderne.) Å Gud, å Gud, Kristine, det er dog vidunderlig dejligt at leve og være lykkelig! – – Å, men det er dog afskyeligt af mig –; jeg taler jo bare om mine egne sager. (sætter sig på en skammel tæt ved hende og lægger armene på hendes knæ.) Å, du må ikke være vred på mig! – Sig mig, er det virkelig sandt, at du ikke holdt af din mand? Hvorfor tog du ham da? 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Min moder leved endnu; og hun var sengeliggende og hjælpeløs. Og så havde jeg mine to yngre brødre at sørge for. Jeg syntes ikke det var forsvarligt at vise hans tilbud tilbage.
 

NORA.
 Nej, nej, det kan du have ret i. Han var altså rig dengang?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Han var ganske velstående, tror jeg. Men det var usikre forretninger, Nora. Da han døde, gik det hele overstyr og der blev ingenting tilovers.
 

NORA.
 Og så –?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, så måtte jeg slå mig igennem med en liden handel og en liden skole og hvad jeg ellers kunde finde på. De sidste tre år har været som en eneste lang hvileløs arbejdsdag for mig. Nu er den tilende, Nora. Min stakkers moder behøver mig ikke mere, for hun er gået bort. Og gutterne heller ikke; de er nu kommet i stillinger og kan sørge for sig selv.
 

NORA.
 Hvor du må føle dig let –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej, du; bare så usigelig tom. Ingen at leve for mere. (står urolig op.) Derfor holdt jeg det ikke længere ud derborte i den lille afkrog. Her må det dog være lettere at finde noget, som kan lægge beslag på en og optage ens tanker. Kunde jeg bare være så lykkelig at få en fast post, noget kontorarbejde – 
 

NORA.
 Å men, Kristine, det er saa forfærdelig anstrængende; og du ser allerede så anstrængt ud iforvejen. Det vilde være meget bedre for dig, om du kunde komme til et bad.
 

FRU LINDE

(går henimod vinduet).
 

Jeg har ingen pappa, som kan forære mig rejsepenge, Nora.
 

NORA

(rejser sig).
 

Å, vær ikke vred på mig.
 

FRU LINDE

(hen til hende).
 

Kære Nora, vær ikke du vred på mig. Det er det værste ved en stilling som min, at den afsætter så megen bitterhed i sindet. Man har ingen at arbejde for; og dog nødes man til at være om sig på alle kanter. Leve skal man jo; og så blir man egenkærlig. Da du fortalte mig om den lykkelige forandring i eders stilling – vil du tro det? – jeg glædede mig ikke så meget på dine vegne, som på mine.
 

NORA.
 Hvorledes det? Å, jeg forstår dig. Du mener, Torvald kunde kanske gøre noget for dig.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, det tænkte jeg mig. 
 

NORA.
 Det skal han også, Kristine. Overlad det bare til mig; jeg skal indlede det så fint, så fint, – finde på noget elskværdigt, som han synes rigtig godt om. Å, jeg vil så inderlig gerne være dig til tjeneste.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvor det er smukt af dig, Nora, at du er så ivrig for min sag, – dobbelt smukt af dig, som selv kender så lidet til livets byrder og besvær.
 

NORA.
 Jeg –? Jeg kender så lidet til –?
 

FRU LINDE

(smilende).
 

Nå, Herregud, den smule håndarbejde og sådant noget –. Du er et barn, Nora.
 

NORA

(kaster på nakken og går henover gulvet).
 

Det skulde du ikke sige så overlegent.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Så?
 

NORA.
 Du er ligesom de andre. I tror allesammen, at jeg ikke duer til noget rigtig alvorligt –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nå, nå –
 

NORA.
 – at jeg ikke har prøvet noget i denne vanskelige verden.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Kære Nora, du har jo nys fortalt mig alle dine genvordigheder. 
 

NORA.
 Pyt, – de småtterier! (sagte.) Jeg har ikke fortalt dig det store.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvilket store? Hvad mener du?
 

NORA.
 Du overser mig så ganske, Kristine; men det skulde du ikke gøre. Du er stolt over, at du har arbejdet så tungt og så længe for din moder.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg overser visselig ikke nogen. Men det er sandt: jeg er både stolt og glad, når jeg tænker på, at det blev mig forundt at gøre min moders sidste levetid såvidt sorgløs.
 

NORA.
 Og du er også stolt, når du tænker på, hvad du har gjort for dine brødre.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det synes jeg, jeg har ret til.
 

NORA.
 Det synes jeg også. Men nu skal du høre noget, Kristine. Jeg har også noget at være stolt og glad over.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det tvivler jeg ikke på. Men hvorledes mener du det?
 

NORA.
 Tal sagte. Tænk, om Torvald hørte det! Han må ikke for nogen pris i verden –; der må ingen få det at vide, Kristine; ingen uden du. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men hvad er det dog?
 

NORA.
 Kom herhen (drager hende ned på sofaen ved siden af sig.) Ja du, – jeg har også noget at være stolt og glad over. Det er mig, som har reddet Torvalds liv.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Reddet –? Hvorledes reddet?
 

NORA.
 Jeg fortalte dig jo om rejsen til Italien. Torvald kunde ikke have overstået det, hvis han ikke var kommen derned –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nå ja; din fader gav jer så de fornødne penge –
 

NORA

(smiler).
 

Ja, det tror både Torvald og alle andre; men –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men –?
 

NORA.
 Pappa gav os ikke en skilling. Det var mig, som skaffed pengene tilveje.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Du? Hele den store sum?
 

NORA.
 Tolv hundrede specier. Fire tusend otte hundrede kroner. Hvad siger du til det? 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja men, Nora, hvorledes var det muligt? Havde du da vundet i lotteriet?
 

NORA

(med ringeagt).
 

I lotteriet? (blæser.) Hvad kunst havde det da været?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men hvor fik du dem da fra?
 

NORA

(nynner og smiler hemmelighedsfuldt).
 

Hm; tra la la la!
 

FRU LINDE.
 For låne dem kunde du jo ikke.
 

NORA.
 Så? Hvorfor ikke det?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej, en kone kan jo ikke låne uden sin mands samtykke.
 

NORA

(kaster på nakken).
 

Å, når det er en kone, som har en smule forretningsdygtighed, – en kone, som forstår at bære sig lidt klogt ad, så –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men, Nora, jeg begriber aldeles ikke –
 

NORA.
 Det behøver du jo heller ikke. Det er jo slet ikke sagt, at jeg har lånt pengene. Jeg kan jo have fået dem på andre måder. (kaster sig tilbage i sofaen.) Jeg kan jo have fået dem af en eller anden beundrer. Når man ser såvidt tiltrækkende ud som jeg – 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Du er en galning.
 

NORA.
 Nu er du visst umådelig nysgærrig, Kristine.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja hør nu her, kære Nora, – har du ikke der handlet ubesindigt?
 

NORA

(sidder atter oprejst).
 

Er det ubesindigt at redde sin mands liv?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg synes det er ubesindigt, at du uden hans vidende –
 

NORA.
 Men han måtte jo netop ikke vide noget! Herregud, kan du ikke forstå det? Han måtte ikke engang vide, hvor farligt det stod til med ham. Det var til mig lægerne kom og sagde, at hans liv stod i fare; at intet andet kunde redde ham, end et ophold i syden. Tror du ikke, jeg først forsøgte at lirke mig frem? Jeg talte til ham om, hvor dejligt det vilde være for mig at få rejse til udlandet ligesom andre unge koner; jeg både græd og jeg bad; jeg sagde, at han værs’god skulde huske på de omstændigheder, jeg var i, og at han måtte være snil og føje mig; og så slog jeg på, at han gerne kunde optage et lån. Men da blev han næsten vred, Kristine. Han sagde, at jeg var letsindig, og at det var hans pligt som ægtemand ikke at føje mig i nykker og luner – som jeg tror han kaldte det. Ja ja, tænkte jeg, reddes må du nu; og så var det jeg gjorde udvej – 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og fik din mand ikke vide af din fader, at pengene ikke kom fra ham?
 

NORA.
 Nej, aldrig. Pappa døde netop i de samme dage. Jeg havde tænkt at indvie ham i sagen og bede ham, ikke røbe noget. Men da han lå så syg.– Desværre, det blev ikke nødvendigt.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og har du aldrig siden betroet dig til din mand?
 

NORA.
 Nej, for himlens skyld, hvor kan du tænke det? Han, som er så stræng i det stykke! Og desuden – Torvald med sin mandige selvfølelse, – hvor pinligt og ydmygende vilde det ikke være for ham at vide, at han skyldte mig noget. Det vilde ganske forrykke forholdet imellem os; vort skønne lykkelige hjem vilde ikke længer blive, hvad det nu er.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Vil du aldrig sige ham det?
 

NORA

(eftertænksom, halvt smilende).
 

Jo – engang kanske; – om mange år, når jeg ikke længer er så smuk som nu. Du skal ikke le af det! Jeg mener naturligvis: når Torvald ikke længer synes så godt om mig som nu; når han ikke længer finder fornøjelse i, at jeg danser for ham og forklæder mig og deklamerer. Da kunde det være godt at have noget i baghånden – (afbrydende.) Vås, vås, vås! Den tid kommer aldrig. – Nå, hvad siger du så til min store hemmelighed, Kristine? Duer ikke jeg også til noget? – Du kan forresten tro, at den sag har voldt mig mange bekymringer. Det har sandelig ikke været let for mig at opfylde mine forpligtelser til rette tid. Jeg skal sige dig, der er i forretningsverdenen noget, som kaldes kvartalsrenter, og noget, som kaldes afdrag; og de er altid så forfærdelig vanskelige at skaffe tilveje. Så har jeg måttet spare lidt hist og her, hvor jeg kunde, ser du. Af husholdningspengene kunde jeg jo ikke lægge noget videre tilside, for Torvald måtte jo leve godt. Børnene kunde jeg jo ikke lade gå dårligt klædt; hvad jeg fik til dem syntes jeg, jeg måtte bruge altsammen. De søde velsignede små! 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Så gik det vel altså ud over dine egne fornødenheder, stakkers Nora?
 

NORA.
 Ja naturligvis. Jeg var jo også den, som var nærmest til det. Hvergang Torvald gav mig penge til nye kjoler og sådant noget, brugte jeg aldrig mere end det halve; købte altid de simpleste og billigste sorter. En Guds lykke var det, at alting klæder mig så godt, at Torvald ikke mærked det. Men det faldt mig mangengang tungt, Kristine; for det er dog dejligt at gå fint klædt. Ikke sandt?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Å jo såmæn.
 

NORA.
 Nå, så har jeg jo også havt andre indtægtskilder. Ifjor vinter var jeg så heldig at få en hel del arkskrift. Så lukked jeg mig inde og sad og skrev hver aften til langt ud på natten. Ak, jeg var mangengang så træt, så træt. Men det var dog uhyre morsomt alligevel, således at sidde og arbejde og fortjene penge. Det var næsten, som om jeg var en mand. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men hvormeget har du nu på den vis kunnet afbetale?
 

NORA.
 Ja, det kan jeg ikke sige så nøje. Sådanne forretninger, ser du, er det meget vanskeligt at holde rede på. Jeg véd kun, at jeg har betalt alt, hvad jeg har kunnet skrabe sammen. Mangengang har jeg ikke vidst mine arme råd. (smiler.) Da sad jeg her og forestilled mig, at en gammel rig herre var bleven forelsket i mig –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvad! Hvilken herre?
 

NORA.
 Å snak! – at han nu var død, og da man åbned hans testamente, så stod deri med store bogstaver „Alle mine penge skal den elskværdige fru Nora Helmer have udbetalt straks kontant”.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men kære Nora, – hvad var det for en herre?
 

NORA.
 Herregud, kan du ikke forstå det? Den gamle herre var jo slet ikke til; det var bare noget, jeg sad her og tænkte op igen og op igen, når jeg ikke vidste nogen udvej til at skaffe penge. Men det kan også være det samme; det gamle kedelige menneske kan bli for mig hvor han er; jeg bryr mig hverken om ham eller hans testament, for nu er jeg sorgløs. (springer op.) Å Gud, det er dog dejligt at tænke på, Kristine! Sorgløs! At kunne være sorgløs, ganske sorgløs; at kunne lege og tumle sig med børnene; at kunne have det smukt og nydeligt i huset, alting således, som Torvald sætter pris på det! Og tænk, så kommer snart våren med stor blå luft. Så kan vi kanske få rejse lidt. Jeg kan kanske få se havet igen. Å ja, ja, det er rigtignok vidunderligt at leve og være lykkelig!
 

(Klokken høres i forstuen.)

 

FRU LINDE

(rejser sig).
 

Det ringer; det er kanske bedst jeg går.
 

NORA.
 Nej, bliv du; her kommer visst ingen; det er vel til Torvald –
 

STUEPIGEN

(i forstuedøren).
 

Om forladelse, frue, – her er en herre, som vil tale med advokaten.
 

NORA.
 Med bankdirektøren, mener du.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, med bankdirektøren; men jeg vidste ikke – siden doktoren er derinde –
 

NORA.
 Hvem er den herre?
 

SAGFØRER KROGSTAD

(i forstuedøren).
 

Det er mig, frue. 
 

FRU LINDE

(studser, farer sammen og vender sig mod vinduet).
 

NORA

(et skridt imod ham, spændt, med halv stemme).
 

De? Hvad er det? Hvad vil De tale med min mand om?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Banksager – på en måde. Jeg har en liden post i Aktiebanken, og Deres mand skal jo nu blive vor chef, hører jeg –
 

NORA.
 Det er altså –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Bare tørre forretninger, frue; slet ikke noget andet.
 

NORA.
 Ja, vil De da være så god at gå ind kontordøren.
 

(hilser ligegyldigt, idet hun lukker døren til forstuen; derpå går hun hen og ser til ovnen.)
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nora, – hvem var den mand?
 

NORA.
 Det var en sagfører Krogstad.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det var altså virkelig ham.
 

NORA.
 Kender du det menneske?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg har kendt ham – for en del år siden. Han var en tid sagførerfuldmægtig henne på vor kant. 
 

NORA.
 Ja, det var han jo.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvor han var forandret.
 

NORA.
 Han har nok været meget ulykkeligt gift.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nu er han jo enkemand.
 

NORA.
 Med mange børn. Se så; nu brænder det.
 

(hun lukker ovnsdøren og flytter gyngestolen lidt tilside.)
 

FRU LINDE.
 Han driver jo mange slags forretninger, siges der?
 

NORA.
 Så? Ja det kan gerne være; jeg véd slet ikke –. Men lad os ikke tænke på forretninger; det er så kedeligt.
 

(Doktor Rank kommer fra Helmers værelse.)
 

DOKTOR RANK

(endnu i døren).
 

Nej nej, du; jeg vil ikke forstyrre; jeg vil heller gå lidt ind til din hustru. (lukker døren og bemærker fru Linde.) Å om forladelse; jeg forstyrrer nok her også.
 

NORA.
 Nej, på ingen måde. (forestiller.) Doktor Rank, Fru Linde.
 

RANK.
 Nå så. Et navn, som ofte høres her i huset. Jeg tror, jeg gik fruen forbi på trappen, da jeg kom. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja; jeg stiger meget langsomt; jeg kan ikke godt tåle det.
 

RANK.
 Aha, en liden smule bedærvet indvendig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Egentlig mere overanstrængt.
 

RANK.
 Ikke andet? Så er De vel kommen til byen for at hvile Dem ud i alle gæstebudene?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg er kommen hid for at søge arbejde.
 

RANK.
 Skal det være noget probat middel imod overanstrængelse?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Man må leve, herr doktor.
 

RANK.
 Ja, det er jo en almindelig mening, at det skal være så nødvendigt.
 

NORA.
 Å véd De hvad, doktor Rank, – De vil såmæn også gerne leve.
 

RANK.
 Ja såmæn vil jeg så. Så elendig jeg end er, vil jeg dog gerne blive ved at pines i det længste. Alle mine patienter har det på samme vis. Og således er det med de moralsk angrebne også. Der er nu netop i dette øjeblik et sligt moralsk hospitalslem inde hos Helmer – 
 

FRU LINDE

(dæmpet).
 

Ah!
 

NORA.
 Hvem mener De?
 

RANK.
 Å, det er en sagfører Krogstad, et menneske, som De ikke kender noget til. Han er bedærvet i karakter-rødderne, frue. Men selv han begyndte at snakke om, som noget højvigtigt, at han måtte leve.
 

NORA.
 Så? Hvad var det da han vilde tale med Torvald om?
 

RANK.
 Jeg véd sandelig ikke; jeg hørte blot, det var noget om Aktiebanken.
 

NORA.
 Jeg vidste ikke, at Krog – at denne sagfører Krogstad havde noget med Aktiebanken at gøre.
 

RANK.
 Jo, han har fået et slags ansættelse dernede. (til fru Linde.) Jeg véd ikke, om man også borte på Deres kanter har et slags mennesker, som vimser hæsblæsende omkring for at opsnuse moralsk råddenskab og så få vedkommende indlagt til observation i en eller anden fordelagtig stilling. De sunde må pent finde sig i at stå udenfor.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det er dog vel også de syge, som mest trænger til at lukkes ind. 
 

RANK

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Ja, der har vi det. Det er den betragtning, som gør samfundet til et sygehus.
 

NORA

(i sine egne tanker, brister ud i en halvhøj latter og klapper i hænderne).
 

RANK.
 Hvorfor ler De af det? Véd De egentlig, hvad samfundet er?
 

NORA.
 Hvad bryr jeg mig om det kedelige samfund? Jeg lo af noget ganske andet, – noget uhyre morsomt. – Sig mig, doktor Rank – alle de, som er ansatte i Aktiebanken blir altså nu afhængige af Torvald?
 

RANK.
 Er det det, De finder så uhyre morsomt?
 

NORA

(smiler og nynner).
 

Lad mig om det! Lad mig om det! (spadserer omkring på gulvet.) Ja det er rigtignok umådelig fornøjeligt at tænke på, at vi – at Torvald har fået så megen indflydelse på mange mennesker. (tager posen op af lommen.) Doktor Rank, skal det være en liden makron.
 

RANK.
 Se, se; makroner. Jeg trode det var forbudne varer her.
 

NORA.
 Ja, men disse er nogen, som Kristine gav mig. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvad? Jeg –?
 

NORA.
 Nå, nå, nå; bliv ikke forskrækket. Du kunde jo ikke vide, at Torvald havde forbudt det. Jeg skal sige dig, han er bange jeg skal få stygge tænder af dem. Men pyt, – for engangs skyld –! Ikke sandt, doktor Rank? Vær så god! (putter ham en makron i munden.) Og du også, Kristine. Og jeg skal også have en; bare en liden en – eller højst to. (spadserer igen.) Ja nu er jeg rigtignok umådelig lykkelig. Nu er der bare en eneste ting i verden, som jeg skulde have en sådan umådelig lyst til.
 

RANK.
 Nå? Og hvad er det?
 

NORA.
 Der er noget, som jeg havde en så umådelig lyst til at sige, så Torvald hørte på det.
 

RANK.
 Og hvorfor kan De så ikke sige det?
 

NORA.
 Nej, det tør jeg ikke, for det er så stygt.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Stygt?
 

RANK.
 Ja, da er det ikke rådeligt. Men til os kan De jo nok –. Hvad er det, De har sådan lyst til at sige, så Helmer hører på det?
 

NORA.
 Jeg har sådan en umådelig lyst til at sige: død og pine. 
 

RANK.
 Er De gal!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men bevares, Nora –!
 

RANK.
 Sig det. Der er han.
 

NORA

(gemmer makronposen).
 

Hys, hys, hys!
 

(Helmer, med overfrakke på armen og hat i hånden, kommer fra sit værelse.)
 

NORA

(imod ham).
 

Nå, kære Torvald, blev du af med ham?
 

HELMER.
 Ja, nu gik han.
 

NORA.
 Må jeg forestille dig –; det er Kristine, som er kommen til byen.
 

HELMER.
 Kristine –? Om forladelse, men jeg véd ikke –
 

NORA.
 Fru Linde, kære Torvald; fru Kristine Linde.
 

HELMER.
 Ah så. Formodentlig en barndomsveninde af min hustru?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja vi har kendt hinanden i tidligere dage. 
 

NORA.
 Og tænk, nu har hun gjort den lange rejse herind for at få tale med dig.
 

HELMER.
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja ikke egentlig –
 

NORA.
 Kristine er nemlig så umådelig flink i kontorarbejde, og så har hun en sådan uhyre lyst til at komme under en dygtig mands ledelse og lære mere, end det hun alt kan –
 

HELMER.
 Meget fornuftigt, frue.
 

NORA.
 Og da hun så hørte, at du var bleven bankdirektør – der kom telegram om det – så rejste hun så fort hun kunde herind og –. Ikke sandt, Torvald, du kan nok for min skyld gøre lidt for Kristine? Hvad?
 

HELMER.
 Jo, det var slet ikke umuligt. Fruen er formodentlig enke?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja.
 

HELMER.
 Og har øvelse i kontorforretninger?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja så temmelig. 
 

HELMER.
 Nå, da er det højst rimeligt, at jeg kan skaffe Dem en ansættelse –
 

NORA

(klapper i hænderne).
 

Ser du; ser du!
 

HELMER.
 De er kommen i et heldigt øjeblik, frue –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Å, hvorledes skal jeg takke Dem –?
 

HELMER.
 Behøves slet ikke. (trækker yderfrakken på.) Men idag må De have mig undskyldt –
 

RANK.
 Vent; jeg går med dig.
 

(henter sin pelts i entréen og varmer den ved ovnen.)
 

NORA.
 Bliv ikke længe ude, kære Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 En times tid; ikke mere.
 

NORA.
 Går du også, Kristine?
 

FRU LINDE

(tager ydertøjet på).
 

Ja, nu må jeg ud og se mig om efter et værelse.
 

HELMER.
 Så går vi kanske ned over gaden sammen. 
 

NORA

(hjælper hende).
 

Hvor kedeligt, at vi skal bo så indskrænket; men det er os umuligt at –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Å, hvad tænker du på! Farvel, kære Nora, og tak for alt.
 

NORA.
 Farvel sålænge. Ja, iaften kommer du naturligvis igen. Og De også, doktor Rank. Hvad? Om De blir så bra’? Å jo såmæn gør De så; pak Dem bare godt ind.
 

(Man går under almindelig samtale ud i entréen. Der høres børnestemmer udenfor på trappen.)
 

NORA.
 Der er de! Der er de!
 

(Hun løber hen og lukker op. Barnepigen Anne-Marie kommer med børnene.)
 

NORA.
 Kom ind; kom ind! (bøjer sig ned og kysser dem.) Å I søde, velsignede –! Ser du dem, Kristine? Er de ikke dejlige!
 

RANK.
 Ikke passiar her i luftdraget!
 

HELMER.
 Kom, fru Linde; nu blir her ikke udholdeligt for andre end mødre.
 

(Doktor Rank, Helmer og fru Linde går nedover trapperne. Barnepigen går ind i stuen med børnene. Nora ligeledes, idet hun lukker døren til forstuen.)
 

NORA.
 Hvor friske og kække I ser ud. Nej, for røde kinder I har fået! Som æbler og roser. (børnene taler i munden på hende under det følgende.) Har I moret jer så godt? Det var jo prægtigt. Ja så; du har trukket både Emmy og Bob på kælken? Nej tænk, på engang! Ja, du er en flink gut, Ivar. Å, lad mig holde hende lidt, Anne-Marie. Mit søde lille dukkebarn! (tager den mindste fra barnepigen og danser med hende.) Ja, ja, mamma skal danse med Bob også. Hvad? Har I kastet snebold? Å, der skulde jeg have været med! Nej, ikke det; jeg vil selv klæde dem af, Anne-Marie. Å jo, lad mig få lov; det er så morsomt. Gå ind så længe; du ser så forfrossen ud. Der står varm kaffe til dig på ovnen.
 

(Barnepigen går ind i værelset til venstre. Nora tager børnenes ydertøj af og kaster det omkring, idet hun lar dem fortælle i munden på hverandre.)

 

NORA.
 Ja så? Så der var en stor hund, som løb efter jer? Men den bed ikke? Nej, hundene bider ikke små dejlige dukkebørn. Ikke se i pakkerne, Ivar! Hvad det er? Ja, det skulde I bare vide. Å nej, nej; det er noget fælt noget. Så? Skal vi lege? Hvad skal vi lege? Gemmespil. Ja lad os lege gemmespil. Bob skal gemme sig først. Skal jeg? Ja, lad mig gemme mig først.
 

(Hun og børnene leger under latter og jubel i stuen og det tilstødende værelse til højre. Tilsidst gemmer Nora sig under bordet; børnene kommer stormende ind, søger, men kan ikke finde hende, hører hendes dæmpede latter, styrter hen til bordet, løfter tæppet op, ser hende. Stormende jubel. Hun kryber frem som for at skræmme dem. Ny jubel. Det har imidlertid banket på indgangsdøren; ingen har lagt mærke til det. Nu åbnes døren halvt og sagfører Krogstad kommer tilsyne; han venter lidt; legen fortsættes.)
 

KROGSTAD.
 Om forladelse, fru Helmer –
 

NORA

(med et dæmpet skrig, vender sig og springer halvt ivejret).
 

Ah! Hvad vil De? 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Undskyld; yderdøren stod påklem; der må nogen have glemt at lukke den –
 

NORA

(rejser sig).
 

Min mand er ikke hjemme, herr Krogstad.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg véd det.
 

NORA.
 Ja – hvad vil De så her?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Tale et ord med Dem.
 

NORA.
 Med –? (til børnene, sagte.) Gå ind til Anne-Marie. Hvad? Nej, den fremmede mand vil ikke gøre mamma noget ondt. Når han er gået, skal vi lege igen.
 

(hun fører børnene ind i værelset til venstre og lukker døren efter dem.)
 

NORA

(urolig, spændt).
 

De vil tale med mig?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ja, jeg vil det.
 

NORA.
 Idag –? Men vi har jo endnu ikke den første i måneden –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Nej, vi har juleaften. Det vil komme an på Dem selv, hvad juleglæde De får.
 

NORA.
 Hvad er det, De vil? Jeg kan aldeles ikke idag – 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det skal vi indtil videre ikke snakke om. Det er noget andet. De har dog vel tid et øjeblik?
 

NORA.
 Å ja; ja visst, det har jeg nok, endskønt –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Godt. Jeg sad inde på Olsens restauration og så Deres mand gå nedover gaden –
 

NORA.
 Ja vel.
 

KROGSTAD.
 – med en dame.
 

NORA.
 Og hvad så?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Måtte jeg være så fri at spørge: var ikke den dame en fru Linde?
 

NORA.
 Jo.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Netop kommen til byen?
 

NORA.
 Ja, idag.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hun er jo en god veninde af Dem?
 

NORA.
 Jo, det er hun. Men jeg indser ikke – 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg har også kendt hende engang.
 

NORA.
 Det véd jeg.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Så? De har rede på den sag. Det tænkte jeg nok. Ja, må jeg så spørge Dem kort og godt: skal fru Linde have nogen ansættelse i Aktiebanken?
 

NORA.
 Hvor kan De tillade Dem at udspørge mig, herr Krogstad, De, en af min mands underordnede? Men siden De spørger, så skal De få vide det: Ja, fru Linde skal have en ansættelse. Og det er mig, som har talt hendes sag, herr Krogstad. Nu véd De det.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg havde altså lagt rigtig sammen.
 

NORA

(går op og ned ad gulvet).
 

Å, man har dog vel altid en liden smule indflydelse, skulde jeg tro. Fordi om man er en kvinde, er det slet ikke derfor sagt, at –. Når man står i et underordnet forhold, herr Krogstad, så burde man virkelig vogte sig for at støde nogen, som – hm –
 

KROGSTAD.
 – som har indflydelse?
 

NORA.
 Ja netop.
 

KROGSTAD

(skiftende tone).
 

Fru Helmer, vil De være af den godhed at anvende Deres indflydelse til fordel for mig. 
 

NORA.
 Hvad nu? Hvad mener De?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Vil De være så god at sørge for, at jeg beholder min underordnede stilling i banken.
 

NORA.
 Hvad skal det sige? Hvem tænker på at tage Deres stilling fra Dem?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å, De behøver ikke at spille den uvidende ligeover for mig. Jeg skønner godt, at det ikke kan være Deres veninde behageligt at udsætte sig for at støde sammen med mig; og jeg skønner nu også, hvem jeg kan takke for, at jeg skal jages væk.
 

NORA.
 Men jeg forsikrer Dem –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ja, ja, ja, kort og godt: det er endnu tid og jeg råder Dem, at De anvender Deres indflydelse for at forhindre det.
 

NORA.
 Men, herr Krogstad, jeg har aldeles ingen indflydelse.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ikke det? Jeg syntes, De nylig selv sagde –
 

NORA.
 Det var naturligvis ikke således at forstå. Jeg! Hvor kan De tro, at jeg har nogen sådan indflydelse på min mand? 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å, jeg kender Deres mand fra studenterdagene. Jeg tænker ikke herr bankdirektøren er fastere, end andre ægtemænd.
 

NORA.
 Taler De ringeagtende om min mand, så viser jeg Dem døren.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Fruen er modig.
 

NORA.
 Jeg er ikke bange for Dem længer. Når nytår er over, så skal jeg snart være ude af det hele.
 

KROGSTAD

(mere behersket).
 

Hør mig nu, frue. Hvis det blir nødvendigt, så kommer jeg til at kæmpe ligesom på livet, for at beholde min lille post i banken.
 

NORA.
 Ja, det lader virkelig til.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det er ikke bare for indtægtens skyld; den er det mig endogså mindst om at gøre. Men der er noget andet –. Nå ja, ud med det! Det er dette her, ser De. De véd naturligvis lige så godt som alle andre, at jeg engang for en del år siden har gjort mig skyldig i en ubesindighed.
 

NORA.
 Jeg tror, jeg har hørt noget sådant. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Sagen kom ikke for retten; men alle veje blev ligesom stængte for mig med det samme. Så slog jeg ind på de forretninger, som De jo véd. Noget måtte jeg jo gribe til; og jeg tør sige, jeg ikke har været blandt de værste. Men nu må jeg ud af alt dette. Mine sønner vokser til; for deres skyld må jeg se at skaffe mig tilbage så megen borgerlig agtelse, som muligt. Denne post i banken var ligesom det første trappetrin for mig. Og nu vil Deres mand sparke mig væk fra trappen, så jeg kommer til at stå nede i sølen igen.
 

NORA.
 Men for Guds skyld, herr Krogstad, det står aldeles ikke i min magt at hjælpe Dem.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det er fordi De ikke har vilje til det; men jeg har midler til at tvinge Dem.
 

NORA.
 De vil dog vel ikke fortælle min mand, at jeg skylder Dem penge?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hm; hvis jeg nu fortalte ham det?
 

NORA.
 Det vilde være skammeligt handlet af Dem. (med gråden i halsen.) Denne hemmelighed, som er min glæde og min stolthed, den skulde han få vide på en så styg og plump måde, – få vide den af Dem. De vil udsætte mig for de frygteligste ubehageligheder –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Bare ubehageligheder? 
 

NORA

(hæftigt).
 

Men gør De det kun; det blir værst for Dem selv; for da får min mand rigtig se, hvilket slet menneske De er, og da får De nu aldeles ikke beholde posten.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg spurgte, om det bare var huslige ubehageligheder, De var bange for?
 

NORA.
 Får min mand det at vide, så vil han naturligvis straks betale, hvad der står til rest; og så har vi ikke mere med Dem at skaffe.
 

KROGSTAD

(et skridt nærmere).
 

Hør, fru Helmer; – enten har De ikke nogen stærk hukommelse, eller også har De ikke videre skøn på forretninger. Jeg får nok sætte Dem lidt grundigere ind i sagen.
 

NORA.
 Hvorledes det?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Da Deres mand var syg, kom De til mig for at få låne tolv hundrede specier.
 

NORA.
 Jeg vidste ingen anden.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg loved da at skaffe Dem beløbet –
 

NORA.
 De skaffed det jo også. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg loved at skaffe Dem beløbet på visse betingelser. De var dengang så optagen af Deres mands sygdom og så ivrig for at få rejsepenge, at jeg tror, De ikke havde videre tanke for alle biomstændighederne. Det er derfor ikke afvejen at minde Dem om dette. Nå; jeg loved at skaffe Dem pengene mod et gældsbevis, som jeg affatted.
 

NORA.
 Ja, og som jeg underskrev.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Godt. Men nedenunder tilføjed jeg nogle linjer, hvori Deres fader indestod for gælden. Disse linjer skulde Deres fader underskrive.
 

NORA.
 Skulde –? Han underskrev jo.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg havde sat datum in blanco; det vil sige, Deres fader skulde selv anføre, på hvilken dag han underskrev papiret. Husker fruen det?
 

NORA.
 Ja jeg tror nok –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg overgav Dem derpå gældsbeviset, for at De skulde sende det i posten til Deres fader. Var det ikke så?
 

NORA.
 Jo.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Og det gjorde De naturligvis også straks; for allerede en fem – sex dage efter bragte De mig beviset med Deres faders underskrift. Så fik De da beløbet udbetalt. 
 

NORA.
 Nu ja; har jeg ikke afbetalt ordentligt?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Så temmelig, jo. Men – for at komme tilbage til det, vi talte om, – det var nok en tung tid for Dem dengang, frue?
 

NORA.
 Ja det var det.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Deres fader lå nok meget syg, tror jeg.
 

NORA.
 Han lå på sit yderste.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Døde nok kort efter?
 

NORA.
 Ja.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Sig mig, fru Helmer, skulde De tilfældigvis huske Deres faders dødsdag? Hvad dag i måneden, mener jeg.
 

NORA.
 Pappa døde den 29. September.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det er ganske rigtigt; det har jeg erkyndiget mig om. Og derfor er der en besynderlighed, (tager et papir frem) som jeg slet ikke kan forklare mig.
 

NORA.
 Hvilken besynderlighed? Jeg véd ikke – 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det er den besynderlighed, frue, at Deres fader har underskrevet dette gældsbevis tre dage efter sin død.
 

NORA.
 Hvorledes? Jeg forstår ikke –
 

KROGSTAD.
 Deres fader døde den 29. September. Men se her. Her har Deres fader dateret sin underskrift den 2. Oktober. Er ikke det besynderligt, frue?
 

NORA

(tier).
 

KROGSTAD.
 Kan De forklare mig det?
 

NORA

(tier fremdeles).
 

KROGSTAD.
 Påfaldende er det også, at ordene 2. Oktober og årstallet ikke er skrevet med Deres faders håndskrift, men med en håndskrift, som jeg synes jeg skulde kende. Nå, det lar sig jo forklare; Deres fader kan have glemt at datere sin underskrift, og så har en eller anden gjort det på måfå her, forinden man endnu vidste om dødsfaldet. Der er ikke noget ondt i det. Det er navnets underskrift, det kommer an på. Og den er jo ægte, fru Helmer? Det er jo virkelig Deres fader, som selv har skrevet sit navn her?
 

NORA

(efter en kort taushed, kaster hovedet tilbage og ser trodsigt på ham).
 

Nej, det er ikke. Det er mig, som har skrevet pappas navn. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hør, frue, – véd De vel, at dette er en farlig tilståelse?
 

NORA.
 Hvorfor det? De skal snart få Deres penge.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Må jeg gøre Dem et spørgsmål, – hvorfor sendte De ikke papiret til Deres fader?
 

NORA.
 Det var umuligt. Pappa lå jo syg. Hvis jeg skulde have bedt om hans underskrift, så måtte jeg også sagt ham, hvad pengene skulde bruges til. Men jeg kunde jo ikke sige ham, så syg som han var, at min mands liv stod i fare. Det var jo umuligt.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Så havde det været bedre for Dem, om De havde opgivet den udenlandsrejse.
 

NORA.
 Nej, det var umuligt. Den rejse skulde jo redde min mands liv. Den kunde jeg ikke opgive.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Men tænkte De da ikke på, at det var et bedrageri imod mig –?
 

NORA.
 Det kunde jeg aldeles ikke tage noget hensyn til. Jeg brød mig slet ikke om Dem. Jeg kunde ikke udstå Dem for alle de kolde vanskeligheder, De gjorde, skønt De vidste, hvor farligt det stod til med min mand.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Fru Helmer, De har åbenbart ikke nogen klar forestilling om, hvad det egentlig er for noget, De har gjort Dem skyldig i. Men jeg kan fortælle Dem, at det var hverken noget mere eller noget værre, det, jeg engang begik, og som ødelagde hele min borgerlige stilling. 
 

NORA.
 De? Vil De bilde mig ind, at De skulde have foretaget Dem noget modigt for at redde Deres hustrus liv?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Lovene spørger ikke om bevæggrunde.
 

NORA.
 Da må det være nogen meget dårlige love.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Dårlige eller ikke, – fremlægger jeg dette papir i retten, så blir De dømt efter lovene.
 

NORA.
 Det tror jeg aldeles ikke. En datter skulde ikke have ret til at skåne sin gamle dødssyge fader for ængstelser og bekymringer? Skulde ikke en hustru have ret til at redde sin mands liv? Jeg kender ikke lovene så nøje; men jeg er viss på, at der må stå etsteds i dem, at sådant er tilladt. Og det véd ikke De besked om, De, som er sagfører? De må være en dårlig jurist, herr Krogstad.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Kan så være. Men forretninger, – slige forretninger, som vi to har med hinanden, – dem tror De dog vel, jeg forstår mig på? Godt. Gør nu hvad De lyster. Men det siger jeg Dem: blir jeg udstødt for anden gang, så skal De gøre mig selskab.
 

(Han hilser og går ud gennem forstuen.)

 

NORA

(en stund eftertænksom; kaster med nakken).
 

Å hvad! – At ville gøre mig bange! Så enfoldig er jeg da ikke. (giver sig ifærd med at lægge børnenes tøj sammen; holder snart op.) Men –? – – Nej, men det er jo umuligt! Jeg gjorde det jo af kærlighed.
 

BØRNENE

(i døren til venstre).
 

Mamma, nu gik den fremmede mand ud igennem porten.
 

NORA.
 Ja, ja, jeg véd det. Men tal ikke til nogen om den fremmede mand. Hører I det? Ikke til pappa heller!
 

BØRNENE.
 Nej, mamma; men vil du så lege igen?
 

NORA.
 Nej, nej; ikke nu.
 

BØRNENE.
 Å men, mamma, du loved det jo.
 

NORA.
 Ja, men jeg kan ikke nu. Gå ind; jeg har så meget at gøre. Gå ind; gå ind, kære søde børn.
 

(hun nøder dem varsomt ind i værelset og lukker døren efter dem.)
 

NORA

(sætter sig på sofaen, tager et broderi og gør nogle sting, men går snart istå).
 

Nej! (kaster broderiet, rejser sig, går til forstuedøren og råber ud:) Helene! lad mig få træet ind. (går til bordet til venstre og åbner bordskuffen; standser atter.) Nej, men det er jo aldeles umuligt! 
 

STUEPIGEN

(med grantræet).
 

Hvor skal jeg sætte det, frue?
 

NORA.
 Der; midt på gulvet.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Skal jeg ellers hente noget?
 

NORA.
 Nej, tak; jeg har, hvad jeg behøver.
 

(Pigen, der har sat træet fra sig, går ud igen.)
 

NORA

(ifærd med at pynte juletræet).
 

Her skal lys – og her skal blomster. – Det afskyelige menneske! Snak, snak, snak! Der er ingen ting ivejen. Juletræet skal blive dejligt. Jeg vil gøre alt, hvad du har lyst til, Torvald; – jeg skal synge for dig, danse for dig –
 

(Helmer, med en pakke papirer under armen, kommer udefra.)
 

NORA.
 Ah, – kommer du alt igen?
 

HELMER.
 Ja. Har her været nogen?
 

NORA.
 Her? Nej. 
 

HELMER.
 Det var besynderligt. Jeg så Krogstad gå ud af porten.
 

NORA.
 Så? Å ja, det er sandt, Krogstad var her et øjeblik.
 

HELMER.
 Nora, jeg kan se det på dig, han har været her og bedt dig lægge et godt ord ind for ham.
 

NORA.
 Ja.
 

HELMER.
 Og det skulde du gøre ligesom af egen drift? Du skulde fortie for mig, at han havde været her. Bad han ikke om det også?
 

NORA.
 Jo, Torvald; men –
 

HELMER.
 Nora, Nora, og det kunde du indlade dig på? Føre samtale med et sligt menneske, og give ham løfte på noget! Og så ovenikøbet sige mig en usandhed!
 

NORA.
 En usandhed –?
 

HELMER.
 Sagde du ikke, at her ingen havde været? (truer med fingeren.) Det må aldrig min lille sangfugl gøre mere. En sangfugl må have rent næb at kviddre med; aldrig falske toner. (tager hende om livet.) Er det ikke så det skal være? Jo, det vidste jeg nok. (slipper hende.) Og så ikke mere om det. (sætter sig foran ovnen.) Ah, hvor her er lunt og hyggeligt.
 

(blader lidt i sine papirer.)
 

NORA

(beskæftiget med juletræet, efter et kort ophold).
 

Torvald! 
 

HELMER.
 Ja.
 

NORA.
 Jeg glæder mig så umådeligt til kostumeballet hos Stenborgs iovermorgen.
 

HELMER.
 Og jeg er umådelig nysgærrig efter at se, hvad du vil overraske mig med.
 

NORA.
 Ak, det dumme indfald.
 

HELMER.
 Nå?
 

NORA.
 Jeg kan ikke finde på noget, som duer; altsammen blir så tåbeligt, så intetsigende.
 

HELMER.
 Er lille Nora kommen til den erkendelse?
 

NORA

(bag hans stol, med armene på stoleryggen).
 

Har du meget travlt, Torvald?
 

HELMER.
 Å –
 

NORA.
 Hvad er det for papirer? 
 

HELMER.
 Banksager.
 

NORA.
 Allerede?
 

HELMER.
 Jeg har ladet den aftrædende bestyrelse give mig fuldmagt til at foretage de fornødne forandringer i personalet og i forretningsplanen. Det må jeg bruge juleugen til. Jeg vil have alt i orden til nytår.
 

NORA.
 Det var altså derfor, at denne stakkers Krogstad –
 

HELMER.
 Hm.
 

NORA

(fremdeles lænet til stoleryggen, purrer langsomt i hans nakkehår).
 

Hvis du ikke havde havt så travlt, vilde jeg have bedt dig om en umådelig stor tjeneste, Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Lad mig høre. Hvad skulde det være?
 

NORA.
 Der er jo ingen, der har en sådan fin smag, som du. Nu vilde jeg så gerne se godt ud på kostumeballet. Torvald, kunde ikke du tage dig af mig og bestemme, hvad jeg skal være, og hvorledes min dragt skal være indrettet?
 

HELMER.
 Aha, er den lille egensindige ude og søger en redningsmand?
 

NORA.
 Ja Torvald, jeg kan ikke komme nogen vej uden din hjælp. 
 

HELMER.
 Godt, godt; jeg skal tænke på sagen; vi skal nok finde på råd.
 

NORA.
 Å hvor det er snilt af dig. (går atter til juletræet; ophold.) Hvor smukt de røde blomster tar sig ud.– Men sig mig, er det virkelig så slemt, det som denne Krogstad har gjort sig skyldig i?
 

HELMER.
 Skrevet falske navne. Har du nogen forestilling om, hvad det vil sige?
 

NORA.
 Kan han ikke have gjort det af nød?
 

HELMER.
 Jo, eller, som så mange, i ubesindighed. Jeg er ikke så hjerteløs, at jeg ubetinget skulde fordømme en mand for en sådan enkeltstående handlings skyld.
 

NORA.
 Nej, ikke sandt, Torvald!
 

HELMER.
 Mangen en kan moralsk rejse sig igen, hvis han åbent bekender sin brøde og udstår sin straf.
 

NORA.
 Straf –?
 

HELMER.
 Men den vej gik nu ikke Krogstad; han hjalp sig igennem ved kneb og kunstgreb; og det er dette, som moralsk har nedbrudt ham. 
 

NORA.
 Tror du, at det skulde –?
 

HELMER.
 Tænk dig blot, hvorledes et sådant skyldbevidst menneske må lyve og hykle og forstille sig til alle sider, må gå med maske på ligeover for sine allernærmeste, ja ligeover for sin egen hustru og sine egne børn. Og dette med børnene, det er just det forfærdeligste, Nora.
 

NORA.
 Hvorfor?
 

HELMER.
 Fordi en sådan dunstkreds af løgn bringer smitte og sygdomsstof ind i et helt hjems liv. Hvert åndedrag, som børnene tager i et sådant hus, er fyldt med spirer til noget stygt.
 

NORA

(nærmere bag ham).
 

Er du viss på det?
 

HELMER.
 Å kære, det har jeg tidtnok erfaret som advokat. Næsten alle tidligt forvorpne mennesker har havt løgnagtige mødre.
 

NORA.
 Hvorfor just – mødre?
 

HELMER.
 Det skriver sig hyppigst fra mødrene; men fædre virker naturligvis i samme retning; det véd enhver sagfører meget godt. Og dog har denne Krogstad gået derhjemme i hele år og forgiftet sine egne børn i løgn og forstillelse; det er derfor jeg kalder ham moralsk forkommen. (strækker hænderne ud imod hende.) Derfor skal min søde lille Nora love mig ikke at tale hans sag. Din hånd på det. Nå, nå, hvad er det? Ræk mig hånden. Se så. Afgjort altså. Jeg forsikrer dig, det vilde været mig umuligt at arbejde sammen med ham; jeg føler bogstavelig et legemligt ildebefindende i slige menneskers nærhed. 
 

NORA

(drager hånden til sig og går over på den anden side af juletræet).
 

Hvor varmt her er. Og jeg har så meget at bestille.
 

HELMER

(rejser sig og samler sine papirer sammen).
 

Ja, jeg får også tænke på at få læst lidt af dette igennem før bordet. Din dragt skal jeg også tænke på. Og noget til at hænge i guldpapir på juletræet, har jeg kanske også i beredskab. (lægger hånden på hendes hoved.) Å du min velsignede lille sangfugl.
 

(han går ind i sit værelse og lukker døren efter sig.)
 

NORA

(sagte, efter en stilhed).
 

Å hvad! det er ikke så. Det er umuligt. Det må være umuligt.
 

BARNEPIGEN

(i døren til venstre).
 

De små beer så vakkert om de må komme ind til mamma.
 

NORA.
 Nej, nej, nej; slip dem ikke ind til mig! Vær hos dem du, Anne-Marie.
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Ja, ja, frue.
 

(lukker døren.)

 

NORA

(bleg af rædsel).
 

Fordærve mine små børn –! Forgifte hjemmet? (kort ophold; hun hæver nakken.) Dette er ikke sandt. Dette er aldrig i evighed sandt.
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Samme stue. Oppe i krogen ved pianofortet står juletræet, plukket, forpjusket og med nedbrændte lysestumper. Noras ydertøj ligger på sofaen.)
 

(Nora, alene i stuen, går urolig omkring; tilsidst standser hun ved sofaen og tager sin kåbe.)

 

NORA

(slipper kåben igen).
 

Nu kom der nogen! (mod døren; lytter.) Nej, – der er ingen. Naturligvis – der kommer ingen idag, første juledag; – og ikke imorgen heller. – Men kanske – (åbner døren og ser ud.) Nej; ingenting i brevkassen; ganske tom. (går fremover gulvet.) Å tosseri! Han gør naturligvis ikke alvor af det. Der kan jo ikke ske noget sligt. Det er umuligt. Jeg har jo tre små børn.
 

(Barnepigen, med en stor papæske, kommer fra værelset til venstre.)
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Jo, endelig fandt jeg da æsken med maskeradeklæderne.
 

NORA.
 Tak; sæt den på bordet.
 

BARNEPIGEN

(gør så).
 

Men de er nok svært i uorden. 
 

NORA.
 Å gid jeg kunde rive dem i hundred tusend stykker!
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Bevares; de kan godt sættes istand; bare lidt tålmodighed.
 

NORA.
 Ja, jeg vil gå hen og få fru Linde til at hjælpe mig.
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Nu ud igen? I dette stygge vejr? Fru Nora forkøler sig, – blir syg.
 

NORA.
 Å, det var ikke det værste. – Hvorledes har børnene det?
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 De stakkers småkryb leger med julegaverne, men –
 

NORA.
 Spør de tidt efter mig?
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 De er jo så vant til at ha’e mamma om sig.
 

NORA.
 Ja men, Anne-Marie, jeg kan ikke herefter være så meget sammen med dem som før.
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Nå, småbørn vænner sig til alleting.
 

NORA.
 Tror du det? Tror du, de vilde glemme sin mamma, hvis hun var ganske borte? 
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Bevares; – ganske borte!
 

NORA.
 Hør, sig mig, Anne-Marie, – det har jeg så ofte tænkt på, – hvorledes kunde du bære over dit hjerte at sætte dit barn ud til fremmede?
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Men det måtte jeg jo, når jeg skulde være amme for lille Nora.
 

NORA.
 Ja men at du vilde det?
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Når jeg kunde få en så god plads? En fattig pige, som er kommen i ulykke, må være glad til. For det slette menneske gjorde jo ingenting for mig.
 

NORA.
 Men din datter har da visst glemt dig.
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Å nej såmæn har hun ikke. Hun skrev da til mig, både da hun gik til presten og da hun var blevet gift.
 

NORA

(tager hende om halsen).
 

Du gamle Anne-Marie, du var en god moder for mig, da jeg var liden.
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Lille Nora, stakker, havde jo ingen anden mor end jeg. 
 

NORA.
 Og hvis de små ingen anden havde, så véd jeg nok, at du vilde –. Snak, snak, snak. (åbner æsken.) Gå ind til dem. Nu må jeg –. Imorgen skal du få se, hvor dejlig jeg skal bli.
 

BARNEPIGEN.
 Ja, der blir såmæn ingen på hele ballet så dejlig som fru Nora.
 

(hun går ind i værelset til venstre.)
 

NORA

(begynder at pakke ud af æsken, men kaster snart det hele fra sig).
 

Å, hvis jeg turde gå ud. Hvis bare ingen kom. Hvis her bare ikke hændte noget herhjemme imens. Dum snak; der kommer ingen. Bare ikke tænke. Børste af muffen. Dejlige handsker, dejlige handsker. Slå det hen; slå det hen! En, to, tre, fire, fem, sex – (skriger:) Ah, der kommer de –
 

(vil imod døren, men står ubeslutsom.)
 

(Fru Linde kommer fra forstuen, hvor hun har skilt sig ved ydertøjet.)
 

NORA.
 Å, er det dig, Kristine. Der er vel ingen andre derude? – Hvor det var godt, at du kom.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg hører, du har været oppe og spurgt efter mig.
 

NORA.
 Ja, jeg gik just forbi. Der er noget, du endelig må hjælpe mig med. Lad os sætte os her i sofaen. Se her. Der skal være kostumebal imorgenaften ovenpå hos konsul Stenborgs, og nu vil Torvald, at jeg skal være neapolitansk fiskerpige og danse Tarantella, for den lærte jeg på Capri. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Se, se; du skal give en hel forestilling?
 

NORA.
 Ja Torvald siger, jeg bør gøre det. Se, her har jeg dragten; den lod Torvald sy til mig dernede; men nu er det altsammen så forrevet, og jeg véd slet ikke –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Å det skal vi snart få istand; det er jo ikke andet end besætningen, som er gået lidt løs hist og her. Nål og tråd? Nå, her har vi jo, hvad vi behøver.
 

NORA.
 Å hvor det er snilt af dig.
 

FRU LINDE

(syr).
 

Så du skal altså være forklædt imorgen, Nora? Véd du hvad, – da kommer jeg hen et øjeblik og ser dig pyntet. Men jeg har jo rent glemt at takke dig for den hyggelige aften igår.
 

NORA

(rejser sig og går bortover gulvet).
 

Å igår synes jeg ikke her var så hyggeligt, som det plejer. – Du skulde kommet lidt før til byen, Kristine. – Ja, Torvald forstår rigtignok at gøre hjemmet fint og dejligt.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Du ikke mindre, tænker jeg; du er vel ikke for ingenting din faders datter. Men sig mig, er doktor Rank altid så nedstemt som igår? 
 

NORA.
 Nej, igår var det svært påfaldende. Men han bærer forresten på en meget farlig sygdom. Han har tæring i rygmarven, stakker. Jeg skal sige dig, hans fader var et væmmeligt menneske, som holdt elskerinder og sådant noget; og derfor blev sønnen sygelig fra barndommen af, forstår du.
 

FRU LINDE

(lar sytøjet synke).
 

Men kæreste, bedste Nora, hvor får du sligt at vide?
 

NORA

(spadserer).
 

Pyt, – når man har tre børn, så får en undertiden besøg af – af fruer, som er så halvvejs lægekyndige; og de fortæller en jo et og andet.
 

FRU LINDE

(syr igen; kort taushed).
 

Kommer doktor Rank hver dag her i huset?
 

NORA.
 Hver evige dag. Han er jo Torvalds bedste ungdomsven, og min gode ven også. Doktor Rank hører ligesom huset til.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men sig mig du: er den mand fuldt oprigtig? Jeg mener, vil han ikke gerne sige folk behageligheder?
 

NORA.
 Nej tvertimod. Hvor falder du på det?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Da du igår forestilled mig for ham, forsikred han, at han ofte havde hørt mit navn her i huset; men siden mærked jeg, at din mand slet ikke havde noget begreb om, hvem jeg egentlig var. Hvor kunde så doktor Rank –? 
 

NORA.
 Jo, det er ganske rigtigt, Kristine. Torvald holder jo så ubeskrivelig meget af mig; og derfor vil han eje mig ganske alene, som han siger. I den første tid blev han ligesom skinsyg bare jeg nævnte nogen af de kære mennesker derhjemme. Så lod jeg det naturligvis være. Men med doktor Rank taler jeg tidt om sligt noget; for han vil gerne høre på det, ser du.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hør her, Nora; du er i mange stykker som et barn endnu; jeg er jo adskilligt ældre end du, og har lidt mere erfaring. Jeg vil sige dig noget: du skulde se at komme ud af dette her med doktor Rank.
 

NORA.
 Hvad for noget skulde jeg se at komme ud af?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Både af det ene og af det andet, synes jeg. Igår snakked du noget om en rig beundrer, som skulde skaffe dig penge –
 

NORA.
 Ja en, som ikke er til – desværre. Men hvad så?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Har doktor Rank formue?
 

NORA.
 Ja, det har han. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og ingen at sørge for?
 

NORA.
 Nej, ingen; men –?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og han kommer hver dag her i huset?
 

NORA.
 Ja, det hører du jo.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men hvor kan den fine mand være så pågående?
 

NORA.
 Jeg forstår dig aldeles ikke.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Forstil dig nu ikke, Nora. Tror du ikke jeg skønner, hvem du har lånt de tolv hundrede specier af?
 

NORA.
 Er du fra sans og samling? Kan du tænke dig noget sligt! En ven af os, som kommer her hver eneste dag! Hvilken frygtelig pinlig stilling vilde ikke det være?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Altså virkelig ikke ham?
 

NORA.
 Nej, det forsikrer jeg dig. Det har aldrig et øjeblik kunnet falde mig ind –. Han havde heller ingen penge at låne bort dengang; han arved først bagefter. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nå, det tror jeg var et held for dig, min kære Nora.
 

NORA.
 Nej, det kunde da aldrig falde mig ind at bede doktor Rank –. Forresten er jeg ganske viss på, at dersom jeg bad ham –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men det gør du naturligvis ikke.
 

NORA.
 Nej, naturligvis. Jeg synes ikke, jeg kan tænke mig, at det skulde bli nødvendigt. Men jeg er ganske sikker på, at dersom jeg talte til doktor Rank –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Bag din mands ryg?
 

NORA.
 Jeg må ud af det andet; det er også bag hans ryg. Jeg må ud af dette her.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, ja, det sagde jeg også igår; men –
 

NORA

(går op og ned).
 

En mand kan meget bedre klare sligt noget, end et fruentimmer –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ens egen mand, ja.
 

NORA.
 Sniksnak. (standser.) Når en betaler alt, hvad en skylder, så får en jo sit gældsbevis tilbage? 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, det forstår sig.
 

NORA.
 Og kan rive det i hundrede tusend stykker og brænde det op, – det ækle skidne papir!
 

FRU LINDE

(ser stivt på hende, lægger sytøjet fra sig og rejser sig langsomt).
 

Nora, du skjuler noget for mig.
 

NORA.
 Kan du se det på mig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Der er hændt dig noget siden igår morges. Nora, hvad er det for noget?
 

NORA

(imod hende).
 

Kristine! (lytter.) Hys! Nu kom Torvald hjem. Se her; sæt dig ind til børnene sålænge. Torvald tåler ikke at se skræddersøm. Lad Anne-Marie hjælpe dig.
 

FRU LINDE

(samler en del af sagerne sammen).
 

Ja, ja, men jeg går ikke herfra, før vi har talt oprigtigt sammen.
 

(Hun går ind til venstre; i det samme kommer Helmer fra forstuen.)
 

NORA

(går ham imøde).
 

Å, hvor jeg har ventet på dig, kære Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Var det sypigen –? 
 

NORA.
 Nej, det var Kristine; hun hjælper mig at gøre min dragt istand. Du kan tro, jeg skal komme til at tage mig ud.
 

HELMER.
 Ja, var det ikke et ganske heldigt indfald af mig?
 

NORA.
 Prægtigt! Men er jeg ikke også snil, at jeg føjer dig?
 

HELMER

(tager hende under hagen).
 

Snil – fordi du føjer din mand? Nå, nå, du lille galning, jeg véd nok, du mente det ikke så. Men jeg vil ikke forstyrre dig; du skal vel prøve, kan jeg tro.
 

NORA.
 Og du skal vel arbejde?
 

HELMER.
 Ja; (viser en pakke papirer.) Se her. Jeg har været nede i banken –
 

(vil gå ind i sit værelse.)
 

NORA.
 Torvald.
 

HELMER

(standser).
 

Ja.
 

NORA.
 Hvis nu din lille ekorn bad dig rigtig inderlig vakkert om en ting –?
 

HELMER.
 Hvad så? 
 

NORA.
 Vilde du så gøre det?
 

HELMER.
 Først må jeg naturligvis vide, hvad det er.
 

NORA.
 Ekornen skulde løbe omkring og gøre spillopper, hvis du vilde være snil og føjelig.
 

HELMER.
 Frem med det da.
 

NORA.
 Lærkefuglen skulde kvidre i alle stuerne, både højt og lavt –
 

HELMER.
 Å hvad, det gør jo lærkefuglen alligevel.
 

NORA.
 Jeg skulde lege alfepige og danse for dig i måneskinnet, Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Nora, – det er dog vel aldrig det, du slog på imorges?
 

NORA

(nærmere).
 

Jo, Torvald, jeg beer dig så bønligt!
 

HELMER.
 Og du har virkelig mod til at rippe den sag op igen?
 

NORA.
 Ja, ja, du må føje mig; du må lade Krogstad få beholde sin post i banken. 
 

HELMER.
 Min kære Nora, hans post har jeg bestemt for fru Linde.
 

NORA.
 Ja, det er umådelig snilt af dig; men du kan jo bare afskedige en anden kontorist istedetfor Krogstad.
 

HELMER.
 Dette er dog en utrolig egensindighed! Fordi du går hen og gir et ubetænksomt løfte om at tale for ham, så skulde jeg –!
 

NORA.
 Det er ikke derfor. Torvald. Det er for din egen skyld. Dette menneske skriver jo i de styggeste aviser; det har du selv sagt. Han kan gøre dig så usigelig meget ondt. Jeg har en sådan dødelig angst for ham –
 

HELMER.
 Aha, jeg forstår; det er gamle erindringer, som skræmmer dig op.
 

NORA.
 Hvad mener du med det?
 

HELMER.
 Du tænker naturligvis på din fader.
 

NORA.
 Ja; ja vel. Husk bare på, hvorledes ondskabsfulde mennesker skrev i aviserne om pappa og bagtalte ham så grueligt. Jeg tror, de havde fået ham afsat, hvis ikke departementet havde sendt dig derhen for at se efter, og hvis ikke du havde været så velvillig og så hjælpsom imod ham. 
 

HELMER.
 Min lille Nora, der er en betydelig forskel mellem din fader og mig. Din fader var ingen uangribelig embedsmand. Men det er jeg; og det håber jeg, at jeg skal blive ved at være sålænge jeg står i min stilling.
 

NORA.
 Å, der er ingen, som véd, hvad onde mennesker kan finde på. Nu kunde vi få det så godt, så roligt og lykkeligt her i vort fredelige og sorgløse hjem, – du og jeg og børnene, Torvald! Derfor er det, at jeg beer dig så inderligt –
 

HELMER.
 Og just ved at gå i forbøn for ham gør du mig det umuligt at beholde ham. Det er allerede bekendt i banken, at jeg vil afskedige Krogstad. Skulde det nu rygtes, at den nye bankdirektør havde ladet sig omstemme af sin kone –
 

NORA.
 Ja hvad så –?
 

HELMER.
 Nej naturligvis; når bare den lille egensindige kunde få sin vilje –. Jeg skulde gå hen og gøre mig latterlig for hele personalet, – bringe folk på den tanke, at jeg var afhængig af alskens fremmede indflydelser? Jo, du kan tro, jeg vilde snart komme til at spore følgerne! Og desuden, – der er en omstændighed, som gør Krogstad aldeles umulig i banken, så længe jeg står som direktør.
 

NORA.
 Hvad er det for noget? 
 

HELMER.
 Hans moralske brøst kunde jeg kanske i nødsfald have overset –
 

NORA.
 Ja, ikke sandt, Torvald?
 

HELMER.
 Og jeg hører, han skal være ganske brugbar også. Men han er en ungdomsbekendt af mig. Det er et af disse overilede bekendtskaber, som man så mangen gang senere hen i livet generes af. Ja jeg kan gerne sige dig det lige ud: vi er dus. Og dette taktløse menneske lægger slet ikke skjul på det, når andre er tilstede. Tvertimod, – han tror, at det berettiger ham til en familiær tone imod mig; og så trumfer han hvert øjeblik ud med sit: du, du Helmer. Jeg forsikrer dig, det virker højst pinligt på mig. Han vilde gøre mig min stilling i banken utålelig.
 

NORA.
 Torvald, alt dette mener du ikke noget med.
 

HELMER.
 Ja så? Hvorfor ikke?
 

NORA.
 Nej, for dette her er jo bare smålige hensyn.
 

HELMER.
 Hvad er det, du siger? Smålig? Synes du, jeg er smålig!
 

NORA.
 Nej, tvertimod, kære Torvald; og just derfor –
 

HELMER.
 Lige meget; du kalder mine bevæggrunde smålige; så må jeg vel også være det. Smålig! Ja så! – Nå, dette skal tilforladelig få en ende. (går til forstuedøren og råber.) Helene! 
 

NORA.
 Hvad vil du?
 

HELMER

(søger imellem sine papirer).
 

En afgørelse.
 

(Stuepigen kommer ind.)
 

HELMER.
 Se her; tag dette brev; gå ned med det straks. Få fat i et bybud og lad ham besørge det. Men hurtigt. Adressen står udenpå. Se, der er penge.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Godt.
 

(hun går med brevet.)
 

HELMER

(lægger papirerne sammen).
 

Se så, min lille fru stivnakke.
 

NORA

(åndeløs).
 

Torvald, – hvad var det for et brev?
 

HELMER.
 Krogstads opsigelse.
 

NORA.
 Kald det tilbage, Torvald! Det er endnu tid. Å, Torvald, kald det tilbage! Gør det for min skyld; – for din egen skyld; for børnenes skyld! Hører du, Torvald; gør det! Du véd ikke, hvad dette kan bringe over os alle.
 

HELMER.
 For sent 
 

NORA.
 Ja, for sent.
 

HELMER.
 Kære Nora, jeg tilgiver dig denne angst, som du her går i, skønt den igrunden er en fornærmelse imod mig. Jo, det er! Eller er det kanske ikke en fornærmelse at tro, at jeg skulde være bange for en forkommen vinkelskrivers hævn? Men jeg tilgiver dig det alligevel, fordi det så smukt vidner om din store kærlighed til mig. (tager hende i sine arme.) Således skal det være, min egen elskede Nora. Lad så komme, hvad der vil. Når det rigtig gælder, kan du tro, jeg har både mod og kræfter. Du skal se, jeg er mand for at tage alt på mig.
 

NORA

(skrækslagen).
 

Hvad mener du med det?
 

HELMER.
 Alt, siger jeg –
 

NORA

(fattet).
 

Det skal du aldrig i evighed gøre.
 

HELMER.
 Godt; så deler vi, Nora, – som mand og hustru. Det er, som det skal være. (kæler for hende.) Er du nu fornøjet? Så, så, så; ikke disse forskræmte dueøjne. Det er jo altsammen ikke andet end de tommeste indbildninger. – Nu skulde du spille Tarantellaen igennem og øve dig med tamburinen. Jeg sætter mig i det indre kontor og lukker mellemdøren, så hører jeg ingenting; du kan gøre al den larm du vil. (vender sig i døren.) Og når Rank kommer, så sig ham, hvor han kan finde mig.
 

(han nikker til hende, går med sine papirer ind i sit værelse og lukker efter sig.)

 

NORA

(forvildet af angst, står som fastnaglet, hvisker).
 

Han var istand til at gøre det. Han gør det. Han gør det, trods alt i verden. – Nej, aldrig i evighed dette! Før alt andet! Redning –! En udvej – (det ringer i forstuen.) Doktor Rank –! Før alt andet! Før alt, hvad det så skal være!
 

(hun stryger sig over ansigtet, griber sig sammen og går hen og åbner døren til forstuen. Doktor Rank står derude og hænger sin peltsfrakke op. Under det følgende begynder det at mørkne.)
 

NORA.
 Goddag, doktor Rank. Jeg kendte Dem på ringningen. Men De skal ikke gå ind til Torvald nu; for jeg tror, han har noget at bestille.
 

RANK.
 Og De?
 

NORA

(idet han går ind i stuen og hun lukker døren efter ham).
 

Å det véd De nok, – for Dem har jeg altid en stund tilovers.
 

RANK.
 Tak for det. Det skal jeg gøre brug af så længe jeg kan.
 

NORA.
 Hvad mener De med det? Så længe De kan?
 

RANK.
 Ja. Forskrækker det Dem?
 

NORA.
 Nå, det er et så underligt udtryk. Skulde der da indtræffe noget? 
 

RANK.
 Der vil indtræffe det, som jeg længe har været forberedt på, Men jeg trode rigtignok ikke, at det skulde komme så snart.
 

NORA

(griber efter hans arm).
 

Hvad er det, De har fået at vide? Doktor Rank, De skal sige mig det!
 

RANK

(sætter sig ved ovnen).
 

Med mig går det nedover. Det er ikke noget at gøre ved.
 

NORA

(ånder lettet).
 

Er det Dem –?
 

RANK.
 Hvem ellers? Det kan ikke nytte at lyve for sig selv. Jeg er den miserableste af alle mine patienter, fru Helmer. I disse dage har jeg foretaget et generalopgør af min indre status. Bankerot. Inden en måned ligger jeg kanske og rådner oppe på kirkegården.
 

NORA.
 Å fy, hvor stygt De taler.
 

RANK.
 Tingen er også forbandet styg. Men det værste er, at der vil gå så megen anden styghed forud. Der står nu bare en eneste undersøgelse tilbage; når jeg er færdig med den, så véd jeg så omtrent, hvad tid opløsningen begynder. Der er noget, jeg vil sige Dem. Helmer har i sin fine natur en så udpræget modbydelighed mod alt, hvad der er hæsligt. Jeg vil ikke ha’e ham i mit sygeværelse – 
 

NORA.
 Å men doktor Rank –
 

RANK.
 Jeg vil ikke ha’e ham der. På ingen måde. Jeg stænger min dør for ham. – Så snart jeg har fået fuld visshed for det værste, sender jeg Dem mit visitkort med et sort kors på, og da véd De, at nu er ødelæggelsens vederstyggelighed begyndt.
 

NORA.
 Nej, idag er De da rent urimelig. Og jeg, som så gerne vilde, at De skulde have været i rigtig godt lune.
 

RANK.
 Med døden i hænderne? – Og således at bøde for en andens skyld. Er der retfærdighed i dette? Og i hver eneste familje råder der på en eller anden måde en slig, ubønhørlig gengældelse –
 

NORA

(holder for ørene).
 

Sniksnak! Lystig; lystig!
 

RANK.
 Ja, det er minsæl ikke andet, end til at le ad, det hele. Min arme, uskyldige rygrad må svie for min faders lystige løjtnantsdage.
 

NORA

(ved bordet til venstre).
 

Han var jo så henfalden til asparges og gåseleverpostejer. Var det ikke så? 
 

RANK.
 Jo; og til trøfler.
 

NORA.
 Ja trøfler, ja. Og så til østers, tror jeg?
 

RANK.
 Ja østers, østers; det forstår sig.
 

NORA.
 Og så al den portvin og champagne til. Det er sørgeligt, at alle disse lækre ting skal slå sig på benraden.
 

RANK.
 Især at de skal slå sig på en ulykkelig benrad, som ikke har fået det mindste godt af dem.
 

NORA.
 Ak ja, det er nu det allersørgeligste.
 

RANK

(ser forskende på hende).
 

Hm –
 

NORA

(lidt efter).
 

Hvorfor smilte De?
 

RANK.
 Nej, det var Dem, som lo.
 

NORA.
 Nej, det var Dem, som smilte, doktor Rank!
 

RANK

(rejser sig).
 

De er nok en større skælm, end jeg havde tænkt. 
 

NORA.
 Jeg er så opsat på galskaber idag.
 

RANK.
 Det lader til.
 

NORA

(med begge hænder på hans skuldre).
 

Kære, kære doktor Rank, De skal ikke dø fra Torvald og mig.
 

RANK.
 Å det savn vilde De såmæn let forvinde. Den, som går bort, glemmes snart.
 

NORA

(ser angst på ham).
 

Tror De det?
 

RANK.
 Man slutter nye forbindelser, og så –
 

NORA.
 Hvem slutter nye forbindelser?
 

RANK.
 Det vil både De og Helmer gøre, når jeg er væk. De selv er allerede i god gang, synes jeg. Hvad skulde denne fru Linde her igåraftes?
 

NORA.
 Aha – De er dog vel aldrig skinsyg på den stakkers Kristine?
 

RANK.
 Jo, jeg er. Hun vil blive min efterfølgerske her i huset. Når jeg har fået forfald, skal kanske dette fruentimmer – 
 

NORA.
 Hys; tal ikke så højt; hun er derinde.
 

RANK.
 Idag også? Ser De vel.
 

NORA.
 Bare for at sy på min dragt. Herregud, hvor urimelig De er. (sætter sig på sofaen.) Vær nu snil, doktor Rank; imorgen skal De få se, hvor smukt jeg skal danse; og da skal De forestille Dem, at jeg gør det bare for Deres skyld, – ja, og så naturligvis for Torvalds; – det forstår sig. (tager forskellige sager ud af æsken.) Doktor Rank; sæt Dem her, så skal jeg vise Dem noget.
 

RANK

(sætter sig).
 

Hvad er det?
 

NORA.
 Se her. Se!
 

RANK.
 Silkestrømper.
 

NORA.
 Kødfarvede. Er ikke de dejlige? Ja, nu er her så mørkt; men imorgen –. Nej, nej, nej; De får bare se fodbladet. Å jo, De kan såmæn gerne få se oventil også.
 

RANK.
 Hm –
 

NORA.
 Hvorfor ser De så kritisk ud? Tror De kanske ikke de passer? 
 

RANK.
 Det kan jeg umuligt ha’e nogen begrundet formening om.
 

NORA

(ser et øjeblik på ham).
 

Fy skam Dem. (slår ham let på øret med strømperne.) Det skal De ha’e.
 

(pakker dem atter sammen.)
 

RANK.
 Og hvad er det så for andre herligheder, jeg skal få se?
 

NORA.
 De får ikke se en smule mere; for De er uskikkelig.
 

(hun nynner lidt og leder mellem sagerne.)
 

RANK

(efter en kort taushed).
 

Når jeg sidder her således ganske fortrolig sammen med Dem, så begriber jeg ikke – nej, jeg fatter det ikke – hvad der skulde blevet af mig, hvis jeg aldrig var kommen her i huset.
 

NORA

(smiler).
 

Jo, jeg tror nok, at De igrunden hygger Dem ganske godt hos os.
 

RANK

(sagtere, ser hen for sig).
 

Og så at skulle gå fra det altsammen –
 

NORA.
 Sniksnak; De går ikke fra det. 
 

RANK

(som før).
 

– og ikke kunne efterlade sig et fattigt takkens tegn engang; knapt nok et flygtigt savn, – ikke andet, end en ledig plads, som kan udfyldes af den første den bedste.
 

NORA.
 Og hvis jeg nu bad Dem om –? Nej –
 

RANK.
 Om hvad?
 

NORA.
 Om et stort bevis på Deres venskab –
 

RANK.
 Ja, ja?
 

NORA.
 Nej, jeg mener, – om en umådelig stor tjeneste –
 

RANK.
 Vilde De virkelig for en gangs skyld gøre mig så lykkelig?
 

NORA.
 Å, de véd jo slet ikke, hvad det er.
 

RANK.
 Nu godt; så sig det.
 

NORA.
 Nej men jeg kan ikke, doktor Rank; det er noget så urimelig meget, – både et råd og en hjælp og en tjeneste –
 

RANK.
 Så meget desto bedre. Det er mig ufatteligt, hvad De kan mene. Men så tal dog. Har jeg da ikke Deres fortrolighed? 
 

NORA.
 Jo, det har De som ingen anden. De er min troeste og bedste ven, det véd jeg nok. Derfor vil jeg også sige Dem det. Nu vel da, doktor Rank; der er noget, som De må hjælpe mig at forhindre. De véd, hvor inderligt, hvor ubeskrivelig højt Torvald elsker mig; aldrig et øjeblik vilde han betænke sig på at give sit liv hen for min skyld.
 

RANK

(bøjet mod hende).
 

Nora, – tror De da, at han er den eneste –?
 

NORA

(med et let ryk).
 

Som –?
 

RANK.
 Som gladelig gav sit liv hen for Deres skyld.
 

NORA

(tungt).
 

Ja så.
 

RANK.
 Jeg har svoret ved mig selv, at De skulde vide det, før jeg gik bort. En bedre lejlighed vilde jeg aldrig finde. – Ja, Nora, nu véd De det. Og nu véd De altså også, at til mig kan De betro Dem, som til ingen anden.
 

NORA

(rejser sig; jævnt og roligt).
 

Lad mig slippe frem.
 

RANK

(gør plads for hende, men bliver siddende).
 

Nora – 
 

NORA

(i døren til forstuen).
 

Helene, bring lampen ind. – (går hen imod ovnen.) Ak, kære doktor Rank, dette her var virkelig stygt af Dem.
 

RANK

(rejser sig).
 

At jeg har elsket Dem fuldt så inderligt, som nogen anden? Var det stygt?
 

NORA.
 Nej, men at De går hen og siger mig det. Det var jo slet ikke nødvendigt –
 

RANK.
 Hvad mener De? Har De da vidst –?
 

(Stuepigen kommer ind med lampen, sætter den på bordet og går ud igen.)
 

RANK.
 Nora, – fru Helmer –, jeg spør Dem, har De vidst noget?
 

NORA.
 Å hvad véd jeg, hvad har jeg vidst eller ikke vidst? Jeg kan virkelig ikke sige Dem –. At De kunde være så klodset, doktor Rank! Nu var alting så godt.
 

RANK.
 Nå, De har ialtfald nu visshed for, at jeg står Dem til rådighed med liv og sjæl. Og vil De så tale ud.
 

NORA

(ser på ham).
 

Efter dette? 
 

RANK.
 Jeg beer Dem, lad mig få vide hvad det er.
 

NORA.
 Ingenting kan De få vide nu.
 

RANK.
 Jo, jo. Således må De ikke straffe mig. Lad mig få lov til at gøre for Dem, hvad der står i menneskelig magt.
 

NORA.
 Nu kan De ingenting gøre for mig. – Forresten behøver jeg visst ikke nogen hjælp. De skal se, det er bare indbildninger altsammen. Ja visst er det så. Naturligvis! (sætter sig i gyngestolen, ser på ham, smiler.) Jo, De er rigtignok en net herre, doktor Rank. Synes De ikke, De skammer Dem, nu lampen er kommen ind?
 

RANK.
 Nej; egentlig ikke! Men jeg skal kanske gå – for stedse?
 

NORA.
 Nej, det skal De da rigtignok ikke gøre. De skal naturligvis komme her som før. De véd jo godt, Torvald kan ikke undvære Dem.
 

RANK.
 Ja, men De?
 

NORA.
 Å, jeg synes altid her blir så uhyre fornøjeligt, når De kommer.
 

RANK.
 Det er just det, som lokked mig ind på et vildspor. De er mig en gåde. Mangengang har det forekommet mig, at De næsten ligeså gerne vilde være sammen med mig, som med Helmer. 
 

NORA.
 Ja, ser De, der er jo nogle mennesker, som man holder mest af, og andre mennesker, som man næsten helst vil være sammen med.
 

RANK.
 Å ja, der er noget i det.
 

NORA.
 Da jeg var hjemme, holdt jeg naturligvis mest af pappa. Men jeg syntes altid det var så umådelig morsomt, når jeg kunde stjæle mig ned i pigekammeret; for de vejleded mig ikke en smule; og så talte de altid så meget fornøjeligt sig imellem.
 

RANK.
 Aha; det er altså dem, jeg har afløst.
 

NORA

(springer op og hen til ham).
 

Å, kære, snille doktor Rank, det mente jeg jo slet ikke. Men De kan vel skønne, at det er med Torvald ligesom med pappa –
 

(Stuepigen kommer fra forstuen.)
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Frue!
 

(hvisker og rækker hende et kort.)
 

NORA

(kaster et øje på kortet).
 

Ah!
 

(stikker det i lommen.)
 

RANK.
 Noget galt på færde? 
 

NORA.
 Nej, nej, på ingen måde; det er bare noget –; det er min nye dragt –
 

RANK.
 Hvorledes? Der ligger jo Deres dragt.
 

NORA.
 Å, ja den; men det er en anden; jeg har bestilt den –; Torvald må ikke vide det –
 

RANK.
 Aha, der har vi altså den store hemmelighed.
 

NORA.
 Ja visst; gå bare ind til ham; han sidder i det indre værelse; hold ham op så længe –
 

RANK.
 Vær rolig; han skal ikke slippe fra mig.
 

(han går ind i Helmers værelse.)
 

NORA

(til pigen).
 

Og han står og venter i køkkenet?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, han kom op bagtrappen –
 

NORA.
 Men sagde du ham ikke, at her var nogen?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Jo, men det hjalp ikke.
 

NORA.
 Han vilde ikke gå igen? 
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Nej, han går ikke, før han får talt med fruen.
 

NORA.
 Så lad ham komme ind; men sagte. Helene, du må ikke sige det til nogen; det er en overraskelse for min mand.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, ja, jeg forstår nok –
 

(hun går ud.)
 

NORA.
 Det forfærdelige sker. Det kommer alligevel. Nej, nej, nej, det kan ikke ske; det skal ikke ske.
 

(hun går hen og skyder skodden for Helmers dør.)
 

(Stuepigen åbner forstuedøren for sagfører Krogstad og lukker igen efter ham. Han er klædt i rejsepelts, yderstøvler og skindhue.)
 

NORA

(hen imod ham).
 

Tal sagte; min mand er hjemme.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Nå, lad ham det.
 

NORA.
 Hvad vil De mig?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Få vide besked om noget.
 

NORA.
 Så skynd Dem. Hvad er det?
 

KROGSTAD.
 De véd vel, at jeg har fået min opsigelse. 
 

NORA.
 Jeg kunde ikke forhindre det, herr Krogstad. Jeg har kæmpet til det yderste for Deres sag; men det hjalp ikke noget.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Har Deres mand så liden kærlighed til Dem? Han véd, hvad jeg kan udsætte Dem for, og alligevel vover han –
 

NORA.
 Hvor kan De tænke, at han har fået det at vide?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å nej, jeg tænkte det nu heller ikke. Det ligned slet ikke min gode Torvald Helmer at vise så meget mandsmod –
 

NORA.
 Herr Krogstad, jeg kræver agtelse for min mand.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Bevares, al skyldig agtelse. Men siden fruen holder dette her så ængstelig skjult, så tør jeg vel antage, at De også har fåt lidt bedre oplysning end igår, om hvad De egentlig har gjort?
 

NORA.
 Mere, end De nogensinde kunde lære mig.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ja, slig en dårlig jurist som jeg –
 

NORA.
 Hvad er det, De vil mig?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Bare se, hvorledes det stod til med Dem, fru Helmer. Jeg har gået og tænkt på Dem hele dagen. En inkassator, en vinkelskriver, en – nå en, som jeg, har også lidt af det, som kaldes for hjertelag, ser De. 
 

NORA.
 Så vis det; tænk på mine små børn.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Har De og Deres mand tænkt på mine? Men det kan nu være det samme. Det var bare det jeg vilde sige Dem, at De ikke behøver at tage denne sag altfor alvorligt. Der vil ikke for det første ske nogen påtale fra min side.
 

NORA.
 Å nej; ikke sandt; det vidste jeg nok.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det hele kan jo ordnes i al mindelighed; det behøver slet ikke at komme ud iblandt folk; det blir bare imellem os tre.
 

NORA.
 Min mand må aldrig få noget at vide om dette.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hvorledes vil De kunne forhindre det? Kan De kanske betale, hvad der står til rest?
 

NORA.
 Nej, ikke nu straks.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Eller har De kanske udvej til at rejse penge en af dagene?
 

NORA.
 Ingen udvej, som jeg vil gøre brug af. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ja, det vilde nu ikke have nyttet Dem noget alligevel. Om De så stod her med aldrig så mange kontanter i hånden, så fik De ikke Deres forskrivning ifra mig for det.
 

NORA.
 Så forklar mig da, hvad De vil bruge den til.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg vil bare beholde den, – ha’e den i mit værge. Der er ingen uvedkommende, som får nys om det. Hvis De derfor skulde gå her med en eller anden fortvivlet beslutning –
 

NORA.
 Det gør jeg.
 

KROGSTAD.
 – hvis De skulde tænke på at løbe fra hus og hjem –
 

NORA.
 Det gør jeg!
 

KROGSTAD.
 – eller De skulde tænke på det, som værre er –
 

NORA.
 Hvor kan De vide det?
 

KROGSTAD.
 – så lad sligt fare.
 

NORA.
 Hvor kan De vide, at jeg tænker på det?
 

KROGSTAD.
 De fleste af os tænker på det i førstningen. Jeg tænkte også på det; men jeg havde minsæl ikke mod – 
 

NORA

(toneløst).
 

Jeg ikke heller.
 

KROGSTAD

(lettet).
 

Nej, ikke sandt; De har ikke mod til det De heller?
 

NORA.
 Jeg har det ikke; jeg har det ikke.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det vilde også være en stor dumhed. Når bare den første huslige storm er over –. Jeg har her i lommen brev til Deres mand –
 

NORA.
 Og der står det altsammen?
 

KROGSTAD.
 I så skånsomme udtryk, som muligt.
 

NORA

(hurtigt).
 

Det brev må han ikke få. Riv det istykker igen. Jeg vil gøre udvej til penge alligevel.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Om forladelse, frue, men jeg tror, jeg sagde Dem nylig –
 

NORA.
 Å jeg taler ikke om de penge, jeg skylder Dem. Lad mig få vide, hvor stor en sum De fordrer af min mand, så skal jeg skaffe pengene.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg fordrer ingen penge af Deres mand. 
 

NORA.
 Hvad fordrer De da?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det skal De få vide. Jeg vil påfode, frue; jeg vil tilvejrs; og det skal Deres mand hjælpe mig med. I halvandet år har jeg ikke gjort mig skyldig i noget uhæderligt; jeg har i al den tid kæmpet med de trangeste kår; jeg var tilfreds med at arbejde mig op skridt for skridt. Nu er jeg jaget væk og jeg lar mig ikke nøjes med bare at tages til nåde igen. Jeg vil tilvejrs, siger jeg Dem. Jeg vil ind i banken igen, – ha’e en højere stilling; Deres mand skal oprette en post for mig –
 

NORA.
 Det gør han aldrig!
 

KROGSTAD.
 Han gør det; jeg kender ham; han vover ikke at kny. Og er jeg først derinde sammen med ham, da skal De bare få se! Inden et år skal jeg være direktørens højre hånd. Det skal bli Nils Krogstad og ikke Torvald Helmer, som styrer Aktiebanken.
 

NORA.
 Det skal De aldrig komme til at opleve!
 

KROGSTAD.
 Vil De kanske –?
 

NORA.
 Nu har jeg mod til det. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å De skræmmer mig ikke. En fin forvænt dame, som De –
 

NORA.
 De skal få se; De skal få se!
 

KROGSTAD.
 Under isen kanske? Ned i det kolde, kulsorte vand? Og så til våren flyde op, styg, ukendelig, med affaldet hår –
 

NORA.
 De skræmmer mig ikke.
 

KROGSTAD.
 De skræmmer heller ikke mig. Sligt noget gør man ikke, fru Helmer. Hvad vilde det desuden nytte til? Jeg har ham jo ligefuldt i lommen.
 

NORA.
 Bagefter? Når ikke jeg længer –?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Glemmer De, at da er jeg rådig over Deres eftermæle?
 

NORA

(står målløs og ser på ham).
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ja, nu har jeg forberedt Dem. Gør så ingen dumheder. Når Helmer har fået mit brev, så venter jeg bud fra ham. Og husk vel på, at det er Deres mand selv, som har tvunget mig ind igen på denne slags veje. Det skal jeg aldrig tilgive ham. Farvel, frue.
 

(han går ud gennem forstuen.)

 

NORA

(mod forstuedøren, åbner den på klem og lytter).
 

Går. Gi’er ikke brevet af. Å nej, nej, det vilde jo også være umuligt! (åbner døren mere og mere.) Hvad er det? Han står udenfor. Går ikke nedover trapperne. Betænker han sig? Skulde han –?
 

(et brev falder i brevkassen; derpå hører man Krogstads skridt, som taber sig nedenfor i trappetrinnene.)
 

NORA

(med et dæmpet skrig, løber fremover gulvet og henimod sofabordet; kort ophold).
 

I brevkassen. (lister sig sky hen til forstuedøren.) Der ligger det. – Torvald, Torvald, – nu er vi redningsløse!
 

FRU LINDE

(kommer med kostumet fra værelset til venstre).
 

Ja nu véd jeg ikke mere at rette. Skulde vi kanske prøve –?
 

NORA

(hæst og sagte).
 

Kristine, kom her.
 

FRU LINDE

(kaster klædningen på sofaen).
 

Hvad fejler dig? Du ser ud som forstyrret.
 

NORA.
 Kom her. Ser du det brev? Der; se, – gennem ruden i brevkassen.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, ja; jeg ser det nok.
 

NORA.
 Det brev er fra Krogstad – 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nora, – det er Krogstad, som har lånt dig pengene!
 

NORA.
 Ja, og nu får Torvald alting at vide.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Å tro mig, Nora, det er bedst for jer begge.
 

NORA.
 Der er mere, end du véd om. Jeg har skrevet et falsk navn –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Men for himlens skyld –?
 

NORA.
 Nu er der bare det, jeg vil sige dig, Kristine, at du skal være mit vidne.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvorledes vidne? Hvad skal jeg –?
 

NORA.
 Dersom jeg kommer til at gå fra forstanden, – og det kunde jo godt hænde –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nora!
 

NORA.
 Eller der skulde tilstøde mig noget andet, – noget, således at jeg ikke kunde være tilstede her –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nora, Nora, du er jo rent som fra dig selv!
 

NORA.
 Hvis der så skulde være nogen, som vilde tage alt på sig, hele skylden, forstår du – 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, ja; men hvor kan du tænke –?
 

NORA.
 Da skal du vidne, at det ikke er sandt, Kristine. Jeg er slet ikke fra mig selv; jeg har min fulde forstand nu; og jeg siger dig: der har ikke nogen anden vidst om det; jeg alene har gjort det altsammen. Husk på det.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det skal jeg nok. Men jeg forstår ikke alt dette.
 

NORA.
 Å hvor skulde du kunne forstå det? Det er jo det vidunderlige, som nu vil ske.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det vidunderlige?
 

NORA.
 Ja, det vidunderlige. Men det er så forfærdeligt, Kristine; det må ikke ske, ikke for nogen pris i verden.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg vil gå lige hen og tale med Krogstad.
 

NORA.
 Gå ikke hen til ham; han gør dig noget ondt!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Der var en tid, da han gerne havde gjort, hvad det skulde være, for min skyld.
 

NORA.
 Han? 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvor bor han?
 

NORA.
 Å, hvad véd jeg –? Jo, (tager i lommen.) her er hans kort. Men brevet, brevet –!
 

HELMER

(indenfor i sit værelse, banker på døren).
 

Nora!
 

NORA

(skriger i angst).
 

Å, hvad er det? Hvad vil du mig?
 

HELMER.
 Nå, nå, bliv bare ikke så forskrækket. Vi kommer jo ikke; du har jo stængt døren; prøver du kanske?
 

NORA.
 Ja, ja; jeg prøver. Jeg blir så smuk, Torvald.
 

FRU LINDE, (som har læst på kortet).
 

Han bor jo lige her om hjørnet.
 

NORA.
 Ja; men det nytter jo ikke. Vi er redningsløse. Brevet ligger jo i kassen.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Og din mand har nøglen?
 

NORA.
 Ja, altid.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Krogstad må kræve sit brev tilbage ulæst, han må finde på et påskud – 
 

NORA.
 Men just på denne tid plejer Torvald –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Forhal det; gå ind til ham sålænge. Jeg kommer igen, så fort jeg kan.
 

(hun går hurtigt ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

NORA

(går hen til Helmers dør, åbner den og kikker ind).
 

Torvald!
 

HELMER

(i bagværelset).
 

Nå, tør man endelig slippe ind i sin egen stue igen? Kom, Rank, nu skal vi da få se – (i døren.) Men hvad er det?
 

NORA.
 Hvilket, kære Torvald?
 

HELMER.
 Rank forberedte mig på en storartet forklædningsscene.
 

RANK

(i døren).
 

Jeg forstod det så, men jeg tog altså fejl.
 

NORA.
 Ja, der får ingen beundre mig i min pragt før imorgen.
 

HELMER.
 Men, kære Nora, du ser så anstrængt ud. Har du øvet dig formeget?
 

NORA.
 Nej, jeg har slet ikke øvet mig endnu. 
 

HELMER.
 Det blir dog nødvendigt –
 

NORA.
 Ja, det blir aldeles nødvendigt, Torvald. Men jeg kan ingen vej komme uden din hjælp; jeg har rent glemt det altsammen.
 

HELMER.
 Å, vi skal snart friske det op igen.
 

NORA.
 Ja, tag dig endelig af mig, Torvald. Vil du love mig det? Å, jeg er så ængstelig. Det store selskab –. Du må ofre dig ganske for mig i aften. Ikke en smule forretninger; ikke en pen i hånden. Hvad? Ikke sandt, kære Torvald?
 

HELMER.
 Det lover jeg dig; iaften skal jeg være helt og holdent til din tjeneste, – du lille hjælpeløse tingest. – Hm, det er sandt, et vil jeg dog først –
 

(går mod forstuedøren.)
 

NORA.
 Hvad vil du se derude?
 

HELMER.
 Bare se om der skulde være kommet breve.
 

NORA.
 Nej, nej, gør ikke det, Torvald!
 

HELMER.
 Hvad nu?
 

NORA.
 Torvald, jeg be’er dig; der er ingen. 
 

HELMER.
 Lad mig dog se.
 

(vil gå.)
 

NORA

(ved pianoet, slår de første takter af Tarantellaen).
 

HELMER

(ved døren, standser).
 

Aha!
 

NORA.
 Jeg kan ikke danse imorgen, hvis jeg ikke får prøve med dig.
 

HELMER

(går hen til hende).
 

Er du virkelig så bange, kære Nora?
 

NORA.
 Ja, så umådelig bange. Lad mig få prøve straks; der er endnu tid, før vi går tilbords. Å, sæt dig ned og spil for mig, kære Torvald; ret på mig: vejled mig, som du plejer.
 

HELMER.
 Gerne, meget gerne, siden du ønsker det.
 

(han sætter sig til pianoet.)
 

NORA

(griber tamburinen ud af æsken og ligeledes et langt, broget schavl, hvormed hun ilfærdigt drapperer sig; derpå står hun med et spring fremme på gulvet og råber):
 

Spil nu for mig! Nu vil jeg danse!
 

(Helmer spiller og Nora danser; doktor Rank står ved pianoet bag Helmer og ser til.)
 

HELMER

(spillende).
 

Langsommere, – langsommere. 
 

NORA.
 Kan ikke anderledes.
 

HELMER.
 Ikke så voldsomt, Nora!
 

NORA.
 Just så må det være.
 

HELMER

(holder op).
 

Nej, nej, dette går aldeles ikke.
 

NORA

(ler og svinger tamburinen).
 

Var det ikke det, jeg sagde dig?
 

RANK.
 Lad mig spille for hende.
 

HELMER

(rejser sig).
 

Ja, gør det; så kan jeg bedre vejlede hende.
 

(Rank sætter sig ved pianoet og spiller; Nora danser med stigende vildhed. Helmer har stillet sig ved ovnen og henvender jævnlig under dansen rettende bemærkninger til hende; hun synes ikke at høre det; hendes hår løsner og falder ud over skuldrene; hun ændser det ikke, men vedbliver at danse. Fru Linde kommer ind.)
 

FRU LINDE

(står, som målbunden ved døren).
 

Ah –!
 

NORA

(under dansen).
 

Her ser du løjer, Kristine.
 

HELMER.
 Men kæreste bedste Nora, du danser jo, som om det gik på livet løs. 
 

NORA.
 Det gør det jo også.
 

HELMER.
 Rank, hold op; dette er jo den rene galskab. Hold op, siger jeg.
 

(Rank holder op at spille og Nora standser pludselig.)
 

HELMER

(hen til hende).
 

Dette havde jeg dog aldrig kunnet tro. Du har jo glemt alt, hvad jeg har lært dig.
 

NORA

(kaster tamburinen fra sig).
 

Der ser du selv.
 

HELMER.
 Nå, her må rigtignok vejledning til.
 

NORA.
 Ja, du ser, hvor nødvendigt det er. Du må vejlede mig lige til det sidste. Lover du mig det, Torvald?
 

HELMER.
 Det kan du trygt stole på.
 

NORA.
 Du skal ikke, hverken idag eller imorgen, have tanke for noget andet end mig; du skal ikke åbne noget brev, – ikke åbne brevkassen –
 

HELMER.
 Aha, det er endnu angsten for dette menneske –
 

NORA.
 Å ja, ja, det også. 
 

HELMER.
 Nora, jeg ser det på dig, der ligger alt brev fra ham.
 

NORA.
 Jeg véd ikke; jeg tror det; men du skal ikke læse sligt noget nu; der må ikke komme noget stygt ind imellem os før alting er forbi.
 

RANK

(sagte til Helmer).
 

Du bør ikke sige hende imod.
 

HELMER

(slår armen om hende).
 

Barnet skal få sin vilje. Men imorgen nat, når du har danset –
 

NORA.
 Da er du fri.
 

STUEPIGEN

(i døren til højre).
 

Frue, bordet er dækket.
 

NORA.
 Vi vil ha’e champagne, Helene.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Godt, frue.
 

(går ud.)
 

HELMER.
 Ej, ej, – stort gilde altså?
 

NORA.
 Champagne-gilde til den lyse morgen. (råber ud:) Og lidt makroner, Helene, mange, – for en gangs skyld. 
 

HELMER

(tager hendes hænder).
 

Så, så, så; ikke denne opskræmte vildhed. Vær nu min egen lille lærkefugl, som du plejer.
 

NORA.
 Å ja, det skal jeg nok. Men gå ind sålænge; og De også, doktor Rank. Kristine, du må hjælpe mig at få håret sat op.
 

RANK

(sagte, idet de går).
 

Der er da vel aldrig noget – sådant noget ivente?
 

HELMER.
 Å langtfra, kære; det er slet ikke andet, end denne barnagtige angst, som jeg fortalte dig om.
 

(de går ind til højre.)
 

NORA.
 Nu!?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Rejst på landet.
 

NORA.
 Jeg så det på dig.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Han kommer hjem imorgen aften. Jeg skrev en seddel til ham.
 

NORA.
 Det skulde du ladet være. Du skal ingenting forhindre. Det er dog igrunden en jubel, dette her, at gå og vente på det vidunderlige. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvad er det, du venter på?
 

NORA.
 Å, det kan ikke du forstå. Gå ind til dem; nu kommer jeg på øjeblikket.
 

(Fru Linde går ind i spiseværelset.)
 

NORA

(står en stund ligesom for at samle sig; derpå ser hun på sit uhr).
 

Fem. Syv timer til midnat. Så fireogtyve timer til næste midnat. Da er Tarantellaen ude. Fireogtyve og syv? Enogtredive timer at leve i.
 

HELMER

(i døren til højre).
 

Men hvor blir så lille lærkefuglen af?
 

NORA

(imod ham med åbne arme).
 

Her er lærkefuglen!
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Samme værelse. Sofabordet, med stole omkring, er flyttet frem midt på gulvet. En lampe brænder på bordet. Døren til forstuen står åben. Der høres dansemusik fra etagen ovenover.)
 

(Fru Linde sidder ved bordet og blader adspredt i en bog; forsøger at læse, men synes ikke at kunne holde tankerne samlet; et par gange lytter hun spændt mod yderdøren.)

 

FRU LINDE

(ser på sit uhr).
 

Endnu ikke. Og nu er det dog på den højeste tid. Hvis han bare ikke – (lytter igen.) Ah, der er han. (hun går ud i forstuen og åbner forsigtigt den ydre dør; der høres sagte trin på trappen; hun hvisker:) Kom ind. Her er ingen.
 

SAGFØRER KROGSTAD

(i døren).
 

Jeg fandt en seddel fra Dem hjemme. Hvad skal dette her betyde?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg må nødvendig tale med Dem.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Så? Og det må nødvendig ske her i huset?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hjemme hos mig var det umuligt; mit værelse har ikke egen indgang. Kom ind; vi er ganske alene; pigen sover og Helmers er på bal ovenpå. 
 

KROGSTAD

(går ind i stuen).
 

Se, se; Helmers danser iaften? Virkelig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, hvorfor ikke det?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å nej, sandt nok.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, Krogstad, lad os så tale sammen.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Har da vi to noget mere at tale om?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Vi har meget at tale om.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det trode jeg ikke.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej, for De har aldrig forståt mig rigtigt.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Var der noget andet at forstå, end det, som er så ganske ligetil i verden? En hjerteløs kvinde gir en mand løbepas, når der tilbyder sig noget, som er fordelagtigere.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Tror De, at jeg er så aldeles hjerteløs? Og tror De, at jeg brød med let hjerte?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Ikke det? 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Krogstad, har De virkelig troet det?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hvis ikke så var, hvorfor skrev De da dengang til mig slig, som De gjorde?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg kunde jo ikke andet. Når jeg skulde bryde med Dem, så var det jo også min pligt at udrydde hos Dem alt, hvad De følte for mig.
 

KROGSTAD

(knuger sine hænder).
 

Således altså. Og dette – dette bare for pengenes skyld!
 

FRU LINDE.
 De må ikke glemme, at jeg havde en hjælpeløs moder og to små brødre. Vi kunde ikke vente på Dem, Krogstad; med Dem havde det jo så lange udsigter dengang.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Lad så være; men De havde ikke ret til at forstøde mig for noget andet menneskes skyld.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, jeg véd ikke. Mangengang har jeg spurgt mig selv, om jeg havde ret til det.
 

KROGSTAD

(sagtere).
 

Da jeg misted Dem, var det som om al fast grund gled bort under fødderne på mig. Se på mig; nu er jeg en skibbruden mand på et vrag.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hjælpen turde være nær. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Den var nær; men så kom De og stilled Dem imellem.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Imod mit vidende, Krogstad. Det var først idag jeg fik høre, at det er Dem, jeg skal afløse i banken.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg tror Dem, når De siger det. Men nu, da De véd det, træder De så ikke tilbage?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej; for det vilde dog ikke gavne Dem det mindste.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å gavne, gavne –; jeg vilde gøre det alligevel.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg har lært at handle fornuftigt. Livet og den hårde, bitre nødvendighed har lært mig det.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Og livet har lært mig ikke at tro på talemåder.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Da har livet lært Dem en meget fornuftig ting. Men på handlinger må De dog tro?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hvorledes mener De det?
 

FRU LINDE.
 De sagde, at De stod som en skibbruden mand på et vrag.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det havde jeg vel god grund til at sige. 
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg sidder også som en skibbruden kvinde på et vrag. Ingen at sørge over, og ingen at sørge for.
 

KROGSTAD.
 De valgte selv.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Der var intet andet valg dengang.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Nå, men hvad så?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Krogstad, hvis nu vi to skibbrudne mennesker kunde komme over til hinanden.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hvad er det De siger?
 

FRU LINDE.
 To på et vrag står dog bedre, end en på hver sit.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Kristine!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hvorfor tror De jeg kom hid til byen?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Skulde De have havt en tanke for mig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg må arbejde, hvis jeg skal bære livet. Alle mine levedage, så længe jeg kan mindes, har jeg arbejdet, og det har været min bedste og eneste glæde. Men nu står jeg ganske alene i verden, så forfærdelig tom og forladt. At arbejde for sig selv, er der jo ingen glæde i. Krogstad, skaf mig nogen og noget at arbejde for. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Dette tror jeg ikke på. Det er ikke andet end overspændt kvindehøjmod, som går hen og ofrer sig selv.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Har De nogensinde mærket, at jeg var overspændt?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Kunde De da virkelig dette? Sig mig, – har De fuld rede på min fortid!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Og véd De, hvad jeg her går og gælder for?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det lod på Dem før, som om De mente, at med mig kunde De være blevet en anden.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Det véd jeg så sikkert.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Skulde det ikke kunne ske endnu?
 

KROGSTAD.
 Kristine; – dette siger De med fuldt overlæg! Ja, De gør. Jeg ser det på Dem. Har De altså virkelig mod –?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg trænger til nogen at være moder for; og Deres børn trænger til en moder. Vi to trænger til hinanden. Krogstad, jeg har tro på grundlaget i Dem; – jeg tør alting sammen med Dem. 
 

KROGSTAD

(griber hendes hænder).
 

Tak, tak, Kristine; – nu skal jeg også vide at rejse mig i de andres øjne. – Ah, men jeg glemte –
 

FRU LINDE

(lytter).
 

Hys! Tarantellaen! Gå, gå!
 

KROGSTAD.
 Hvorfor? Hvad er det?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Hører De den dans deroppe? Når den er ude, kan vi vente dem.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å ja, jeg skal gå. Det er jo alt forgæves. De kender naturligvis ikke til det skridt, som jeg har foretaget imod Helmers.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jo, Krogstad, jeg kender til det.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Og alligevel skulde De have mod til –?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jeg forstår godt, hvorhen fortvivlelsen kan drive en mand som Dem.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Å, hvis jeg kunde gøre dette ugjort!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Det kunde De nok; for Deres brev ligger endnu i kassen. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Er De viss på det?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ganske viss; men –
 

KROGSTAD

(ser forskende på hende).
 

Skulde det være så at forstå? De vil frelse Deres veninde for enhver pris. Sig det ligesågodt rent ud. Er det så?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Krogstad; den, som én gang har solgt sig selv for andres skyld, gør det ikke om igen.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg vil forlange mit brev tilbage.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej, nej.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jo naturligvis; jeg bier her til Helmer kommer ned; jeg siger ham, at han skal gi’e mig mit brev igen, – at det bare drejer sig om min opsigelse, – at han ikke skal læse det –
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nej, Krogstad, De skal ikke kalde brevet tilbage.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Men sig mig, var det ikke egentlig derfor, at De satte mig stævne her?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jo, i den første forskrækkelse; men nu ligger der et døgn imellem, og det er utrolige ting, jeg i den tid har været vidne til her i huset. Helmer må få vide altsammen; denne ulyksalige hemmelighed må for dagen; det må komme til fuld forklaring imellem de to; det kan umuligt bli’e ved med alle disse fordølgelser og udflugter. 
 

KROGSTAD.
 Nu vel; hvis De altså vover det –. Men ét kan jeg ialfald gøre, og det skal gøres straks –
 

FRU LINDE

(lytter).
 

Skynd Dem! Gå, gå! Dansen er ude; vi er ikke trygge et øjeblik længer.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Jeg venter på Dem dernede.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, gør det; De må følge mig til porten.
 

KROGSTAD.
 Så utrolig lykkelig har jeg aldrig været før.
 

(han går ud gennem yderdøren; døren mellem værelset og forstuen blir fremdeles stående åben.)
 

FRU LINDE

(rydder lidt op og lægger sit ydertøj tilrette).
 

Hvilken vending! Ja, hvilken vending! Mennesker at arbejde for, – at leve for; et hjem at bringe hygge ind i. Nå, der skal rigtignok tages fat – Gid de snart vilde komme – (lytter.) Aha, der er de nok. Tøjet på.
 

(tager hat og kåbe.)
 

(Helmers og Noras stemmer høres udenfor; en nøgle drejes om og Helmer fører Nora næsten med magt ind i forstuen. Hun er klædt i det italienske kostume med et stort sort schavl over sig; han er i selskabsdragt med en åben sort domino udenpå.) 
 

NORA

(endnu i døren, modstræbende).
 

Nej, nej, nej; ikke herind! Jeg vil op igen. Jeg vil ikke gå så tidligt.
 

HELMER.
 Men kæreste Nora –
 

NORA.
 Å jeg be’er dig så bønligt, Torvald; jeg be’er dig så inderlig vakkert, – bare en time endnu!
 

HELMER.
 Ikke et eneste minut, min søde Nora. Du véd, det var en aftale. Se så; ind i stuen; du står her og forkøler dig.
 

(han fører hende, trods hendes modstand, læmpeligt ind i stuen.)
 

FRU LINDE.
 Godaften.
 

NORA.
 Kristine!
 

HELMER.
 Hvad, fru Linde, er De her så sent?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, undskyld; jeg vilde så gerne se Nora pyntet.
 

NORA.
 Har du siddet her og ventet på mig?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja; jeg kom desværre ikke betids nok; du var alt ovenpå; og så syntes jeg ikke, jeg kunde gå igen, før jeg havde set dig. 
 

HELMER

(tager Noras schavl af).
 

Ja, se rigtig på hende. Jeg skulde nok tro, hun er værd at se på. Er hun ikke dejlig, fru Linde?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jo, det må jeg sige –
 

HELMER.
 Er hun ikke mærkværdig dejlig? Det var også den almindelige mening i selskabet. Men forskrækkelig egensindig er hun, – den søde lille tingest. Hvad skal vi gøre ved det? Vil De tænke Dem, jeg måtte næsten bruge magt for at få hende afsted.
 

NORA.
 Å Torvald, du vil komme til at angre på, at du ikke undte mig, om det så bare var en halv time til.
 

HELMER.
 Der hører De, frue. Hun danser sin Tarantella, – gør stormende lykke, – som var vel fortjent. – skønt der i foredraget kanske var vel megen naturlighed; jeg mener, – lidt mere, end der, strængt taget, turde kunne forenes med kunstens fordringer. Men lad gå! Hovedsagen er, – hun gør lykke; hun gør stormende lykke. Skulde jeg så lade hende blive efter dette? Afsvække virkningen? Nej tak; jeg tog min lille dejlige Capripige – capriciøse lille Capripige, kunde jeg sige – under armen; en hurtig runde gennem salen; en bøjning til alle sider, og – som det heder i romansproget – det skønne syn er forsvundet. En afslutning bør altid være virkningsfuld, fru Linde; men det er det mig ikke muligt at få gjort Nora begribeligt. Puh, her er varmt herinde, (kaster dominoen på en stol og åbner døren til sit værelse.) Hvad? Der er jo mørkt. Å ja; naturligvis. Undskyld –
 

(han går derind og tænder et par lys.)

 

NORA

(hvisker hurtigt og åndeløst).
 

Nu?!
 

FRU LINDE

(sagte).
 

Jeg har talt med ham.
 

NORA.
 Og så –?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Nora, – du må sige din mand altsammen.
 

NORA

(toneløst).
 

Jeg vidste det.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Du har ingenting at frygte for fra Krogstads side; men tale må du.
 

NORA.
 Jeg taler ikke.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Så taler brevet.
 

NORA.
 Tak, Kristine; jeg véd nu, hvad der er at gøre. Hys –!
 

HELMER

(kommer ind igen).
 

Nå, frue, har De så beundret hende?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja; og nu vil jeg sige godnat. 
 

HELMER.
 Å hvad, allerede? Er det Deres, det strikketøj?
 

FRU LINDE

(tager det).
 

Ja; tak; det havde jeg så nær glemt.
 

HELMER.
 Strikker De altså?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Å ja.
 

HELMER.
 Véd De hvad, De skulde heller brodere.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Så? Hvorfor det?
 

HELMER.
 Jo, for det er langt smukkere. Vil De se; man holder broderiet således med den venstre hånd, og så fører man med den højre nålen – således – ud i en let, langstrakt bue; ikke sandt –?
 

FRU LINDE.
 Jo, det kan vel være –
 

HELMER.
 Mens derimod at strikke – det kan aldrig bli’e andet end uskønt; se her; de sammenklemte arme, – strikkepindene, som går op og ned; – det har noget kinesisk ved sig. – Ah, det var virkelig en glimrende champagne, der blev serveret med.
 

FRU LINDE.
 Ja, godnat, Nora, og vær nu ikke egensindig mere. 
 

HELMER.
 Vel talt, fru Linde!
 

FRU LINDE.
 Godnat, herr direktør.
 

HELMER

(følger hende til døren).
 

Godnat, godnat; jeg håber da, De slipper vel hjem? Jeg skulde så gerne –; men det er jo ikke noget langt stykke, De har at gå. Godnat, godnat. (hun går; han lukker efter hende og kommer ind igen.) Se så; endelig fik vi hende da på døren. Hun er forskrækkelig kedelig, det menneske.
 

NORA.
 Er du ikke meget træt, Torvald?
 

HELMER.
 Nej, ikke det mindste.
 

NORA.
 Ikke søvnig heller?
 

HELMER.
 Aldeles ikke; jeg føler mig tvertimod umådelig oplivet. Men du? Ja, du ser rigtignok både træt og søvnig ud.
 

NORA.
 Ja, jeg er meget træt. Nu vil jeg snart sove.
 

HELMER.
 Ser du; ser du! Det var altså dog rigtigt af mig, at vi ikke blev længere.
 

NORA.
 Å, det er alting rigtigt, hvad du gør. 
 

HELMER

(kysser hende på panden).
 

Nu taler lærkefuglen, som om den var et menneske. Men lagde du mærke til, hvor lystig Rank var iaften?
 

NORA.
 Så? Var han det? Jeg fik ikke tale med ham.
 

HELMER.
 Jeg næsten heller ikke; men jeg har ikke på længe set ham i så godt lune. (ser en stund på hende; derpå kommer han nærmere.) Hm, – det er dog herligt at være kommen hjem til sig selv igen; at være ganske alene med dig. – Å du henrivende, dejlige unge kvinde!
 

NORA.
 Se ikke således på mig, Torvald!
 

HELMER.
 Skal jeg ikke se på min dyreste ejendom? På al den herlighed, som er min, min alene, min hel og holden.
 

NORA

(går over på den anden side af bordet).
 

Du skal ikke tale således til mig inat.
 

HELMER

(følger efter).
 

Du har endnu Tarantellaen i blodet, mærker jeg. Og det gør dig endda mere forlokkende. Hør! Nu begynder gæsterne at gå, (sagtere.) Nora, – snart er det stille i hele huset.
 

NORA.
 Ja, det håber jeg. 
 

HELMER.
 Ja, ikke sandt, min egen elskede Nora? Å, véd du vel, – når jeg således er ude med dig i selskab, – véd du, hvorfor jeg taler så lidet til dig, holder mig så fjernt fra dig, bare sender dig et stjålent øjekast iblandt, – véd du, hvorfor jeg gør det? Det er fordi jeg da bilder mig ind, at du er min hemmelig elskede, min unge hemmelig forlovede, og at ingen aner, at der er noget imellem os to.
 

NORA.
 Å ja, ja, ja; jeg véd jo nok, at alle dine tanker er hos mig.
 

HELMER.
 Og når vi så skal gå, og jeg lægger schavlet om dine fine ungdomsfulde skuldre, – om denne vidunderlige nakkebøjning, – da forestiller jeg mig, at du er min unge brud, at vi netop kommer fra vielsen, at jeg for første gang fører dig ind i min bolig, – at jeg for første gang er alene med dig, – ganske alene med dig, du unge skælvende dejlighed! Hele denne aften har jeg ikke havt nogen anden længsel end dig. Da jeg så dig jage og lokke i Tarantellaen, – mit blod kogte; jeg holdt det ikke længer ud; – derfor var det, jeg tog dig med mig herned så tidligt –
 

NORA.
 Gå nu, Torvald! Du skal gå fra mig. Jeg vil ikke alt dette.
 

HELMER.
 Hvad skal det sige? Du leger nok spøgefugl med mig, lille Nora. Vil; vil? Er jeg ikke din mand –?
 

(det banker på yderdøren.)

 

NORA

(farer sammen).
 

Hørte du –?
 

HELMER

(mod forstuen).
 

Hvem er det?
 

DOKTOR RANK

(udenfor).
 

Det er mig. Tør jeg komme ind et øjeblik?
 

HELMER

(sagte, fortrædelig).
 

Å, hvad vil han da nu? (højt.) Vent lidt. (går hen og lukker op.) Nå, det er jo snilt, at du ikke går vor dør forbi.
 

RANK.
 Jeg syntes, jeg hørte din stemme, og så vilde jeg dog gerne se indom. (lader øjet strejfe flygtigt omkring.) Ak ja; disse kære kendte tomter. I har det lunt og hyggeligt inde hos jer, I to.
 

HELMER.
 Det lod til, at du hygged dig ret godt ovenpå også.
 

RANK.
 Fortrinligt. Hvorfor skulde jeg ikke det? Hvorfor skal man ikke tage alting med i denne verden? Ialfald så meget, man kan, og så længe man kan. Vinen var fortræffelig –
 

HELMER.
 Champagnen især.
 

RANK.
 Lagde du også mærke til det? Det er næsten utroligt, hvor meget jeg kunde skylle ned. 
 

NORA.
 Torvald drak også meget champagne iaften.
 

RANK.
 Så?
 

NORA.
 Ja; og da er han altid så fornøjelig bagefter.
 

RANK.
 Nå, hvorfor skal man ikke ta’e sig en glad aften efter en vel anvendt dag?
 

HELMER.
 Vel anvendt; det tør jeg desværre ikke rose mig af.
 

RANK

(slår ham på skulderen).
 

Men det tør jeg, ser du!
 

NORA.
 Doktor Rank, De har visst foretaget en videnskabelig undersøgelse idag.
 

RANK.
 Ja netop.
 

HELMER.
 Se, se; lille Nora taler om videnskabelige undersøgelser!
 

NORA.
 Og tør jeg ønske Dem til lykke med udfaldet?
 

RANK.
 Ja såmæn tør De så. 
 

NORA.
 Det var altså godt?
 

RANK.
 Det bedst mulige både for lægen og for patienten, – visshed.
 

NORA

(hurtigt og forskende).
 

Visshed?
 

RANK.
 Fuld visshed. Skulde jeg så ikke tage mig en lystig aften bagefter?
 

NORA.
 Jo, det gjorde De ret i, doktor Rank.
 

HELMER.
 Det siger jeg med; bare du ikke kommer til at svie for det imorgen.
 

RANK.
 Nå, man får jo ikke noget for ingenting her i livet.
 

NORA.
 Doktor Rank, – De holder visst meget af maskerader?
 

RANK.
 Ja, når der er brav mange løjerlige forklædninger –
 

NORA.
 Hør her; hvad skal vi to være på den næste maskerade?
 

HELMER.
 Du lille letsindige, – tænker du nu alt på den næste! 
 

RANK.
 Vi to? Jo, det skal jeg sige Dem; De skal være lykkebarn –
 

HELMER.
 Ja, men find på et kostume, som kan betegne det.
 

RANK.
 Lad din hustru møde, som hun står og går igennem verden –
 

HELMER.
 Det var virkelig træffende sagt. Men véd du ikke, hvad du selv vil være?
 

RANK.
 Jo, min kære ven, det er jeg fuldkommen på det rene med.
 

HELMER.
 Nå?
 

RANK.
 På næste maskerade vil jeg være usynlig.
 

HELMER.
 Det var et pudsigt indfald.
 

RANK.
 Der findes en stor sort hat –; har du ikke hørt tale om usynligheds-hatten? Den får en over sig, og så er der ingen, som ser en.
 

HELMER

(med et undertrykt smil).
 

Nej, det har du ret i.
 

RANK.
 Men jeg glemmer jo rent, hvad jeg kom for. Helmer, giv mig en cigar, en af de mørke Havanna. 
 

HELMER.
 Med største fornøjelse.
 

(byder etuiet frem.)
 

RANK

(tager en og skærer spidsen af).
 

Tak.
 

NORA

(stryger en voksstikke af).
 

Lad mig gi’e Dem ild.
 

RANK.
 Tak for det. (hun holder stikken for ham; han tænder.) Og så farvel!
 

HELMER.
 Farvel, farvel, kære ven!
 

NORA.
 Sov godt, doktor Rank.
 

RANK.
 Tak for det ønske.
 

NORA.
 Ønsk mig det samme.
 

RANK.
 Dem? Nå ja, når De vil det –. Sov godt. Og tak for ilden.
 

(han nikker til dem begge og går.)
 

HELMER

(dæmpet).
 

Han havde drukket betydeligt.
 

NORA

(åndsfraværende).
 

Kanske det.
 

(Helmer tager sit nøgleknippe op af lommen og går ud i forstuen.)

 

NORA.
 Torvald – hvad vil du der?
 

HELMER.
 Jeg må tømme brevkassen; den er ganske fuld; der blir ikke plads til aviserne imorgen tidlig –
 

NORA.
 Vil du arbejde inat?
 

HELMER.
 Det véd du jo, jeg ikke vil. – Hvad er det? Her har været nogen ved låsen.
 

NORA.
 Ved låsen –?
 

HELMER.
 Ja visst har der så. Hvad kan det være? Jeg skulde dog aldrig tro, at pigerne –? Her ligger en afbrækket hårnål. Nora, det er din –
 

NORA

(hurtigt).
 

Så må det være børnene –
 

HELMER.
 Det må du sandelig vænnne dem af med. Hm, hm; – nå, der fik jeg den op alligevel. (tager indholdet ud og råber ud i køkkenet.) Helene! – Helene; sluk lampen i entréen.
 

(han går ind i værelset igen og lukker døren til forstuen.)
 

HELMER

(med brevene i hånden).
 

Se her. Vil du se, hvorledes det har ophobet sig. (blader imellem.) Hvad er det for noget? 
 

NORA

(ved vinduet).
 

Brevet! Å nej, nej, Torvald!
 

HELMER.
 To visitkort – fra Rank.
 

NORA.
 Fra doktor Rank?
 

HELMER

(ser på dem).
 

Doktor medicinæ Rank. De lå øverst; han må have stukket dem ind, da han gik.
 

NORA.
 Står der noget på dem?
 

HELMER.
 Der står et sort kors over navnet. Se her. Det er dog et uhyggeligt påfund. Det er jo, som om han meldte sit eget dødsfald.
 

NORA.
 Det gør han også.
 

HELMER.
 Hvad? Véd du noget? Har han sagt dig noget?
 

NORA.
 Ja. Når de kort kommer, så har han taget afsked med os. Han vil lukke sig inde og dø.
 

HELMER.
 Min stakkers ven. Jeg vidste jo, at jeg ikke skulde få beholde ham længe. Men så snart –. Og så gemmer han sig bort som et såret dyr. 
 

NORA.
 Når det skal ske, så er det bedst, at det sker uden ord. Ikke sandt, Torvald?
 

HELMER

(går op og ned).
 

Han var så sammenvokset med os. Jeg synes ikke, jeg kan tænke mig ham borte. Han, med sine lidelser og med sin ensomhed, gav ligesom en skyet baggrund for vor sollyse lykke. – Nå, det er kanske bedst således. For ham ialfald. (standser.) Og måske også for os, Nora. Nu er vi to så ganske henvist til hinanden alene. (slår armene om hende.) Å, du min elskede hustru, jeg synes ikke, jeg kan holde dig fast nok. Véd du vel, Nora, – mangengang ønsker jeg, at en overhængende fare måtte true dig, for at jeg kunde vove liv og blod og alt, alt, for din skyld.
 

NORA

(river sig løs og siger stærkt og besluttet).
 

Nu skal du læse dine breve, Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Nej, nej; ikke inat. Jeg vil være hos dig, min elskede hustru.
 

NORA.
 Med dødstanken på din ven –?
 

HELMER.
 Du har ret. Dette har rystet os begge; der er kommet uskønhed ind imellem os; tanker om død og opløsning. Dette må vi søge frigørelse for. Indtil da –. Vi vil gå hver til sit. 
 

NORA

(om hans hals).
 

Torvald, – godnat! Godnat!
 

HELMER

(kysser hende på panden).
 

Godnat, du min lille sangfugl. Sov godt, Nora. Nu læser jeg brevene igennem.
 

(han går med pakken ind i sit værelse og lukker døren efter sig.)
 

NORA

(med forvildede øjne, famler omkring, griber Helmers domino, slår den omkring sig og hvisker hurtigt, hæst og afbrudt):
 

Aldrig se ham mere. Aldrig. Aldrig. Aldrig. (kaster sit schavl over hovedet.) Aldrig se børnene mere heller. Ikke dem heller. Aldrig; aldrig. – Å, det iskolde sorte vand. Å, det bundløse –; dette –. Å, når det bare var over. – Nu har han det; nu læser han det. Å nej, nej; ikke endnu. Torvald, farvel du og børnene –
 

(Hun vil styrte ud igennem forstuen; i det samme river Helmer sin dør op og står der med et åbent brev i hånden.)
 

HELMER.
 Nora!
 

NORA

(skriger højt).
 

Ah –!
 

HELMER.
 Hvad er det? Véd du, hvad der står i dette brev?
 

NORA.
 Ja, jeg véd det. Lad mig gå! Lad mig komme ud!
 

HELMER

(holder hende tilbage).
 

Hvor vil du hen? 
 

NORA

(prøver at rive sig løs).
 

Du skal ikke redde mig, Torvald!
 

HELMER

(tumler tilbage).
 

Sandt! Er det sandt, hvad han skriver? Forfærdeligt! Nej, nej; det er jo umuligt, at dette kan være sandt.
 

NORA.
 Det er sandt. Jeg har elsket dig over alt i verdens rige.
 

HELMER.
 Å, kom ikke her med tåbelige udflugter.
 

NORA

(et skridt imod ham).
 

Torvald –!
 

HELMER.
 Du ulyksalige, – hvad er det, du har foretaget dig!
 

NORA.
 Lad mig komme bort. Du skal ikke bære det for min skyld. Du skal ikke tage det på dig.
 

HELMER.
 Ikke noget komediespil. (låser forstuedøren af.) Her blir du og står mig til regnskab. Forstår du, hvad du har gjort? Svar mig! Forstår du det?
 

NORA

(ser ufravendt på ham og siger med et stivnende udtryk).
 

Ja, nu begynder jeg at forstå det tilbunds.
 

HELMER

(går omkring på gulvet).
 

Å, hvor forfærdeligt jeg er vågnet op. I alle disse otte år, – hun, som var min lyst og stolthed, – en hyklerske, en løgnerske, – værre, værre, – en forbryderske! – Å, denne bundløse hæslighed, som ligger i alt dette! Fy, fy! 
 

NORA

(tier og ser fremdeles ufravendt på ham).
 

HELMER

(standser foran hende).
 

Jeg burde have anet, at noget sligt vilde ske. Jeg burde have forudset det. Alle din faders letsindige grundsætninger –. Ti! Alle din faders letsindige grundsætninger har du taget i arv. Ingen religion, ingen moral, ingen pligtfølelse –. Å, hvor jeg er bleven straffet for, at jeg så igennem fingre med ham. For din skyld gjorde jeg det; og således lønner du mig.
 

NORA.
 Ja, således.
 

HELMER.
 Nu har du ødelagt hele min lykke. Hele min fremtid har du forspildt for mig. Å, det er forfærdeligt at tænke på. Jeg er i et samvittighedsløst menneskes vold; han kan gøre med mig, hvad han vil, forlange af mig, hvad det skal være, byde og befale over mig, som det lyster ham; – jeg tør ikke kny. Og så jammerligt må jeg synke ned og gå tilgrunde for en letsindig kvindes skyld!
 

NORA.
 Når jeg er ude af verden, så er du fri.
 

HELMER.
 Å, ingen fagter. Slige talemåder havde din fader også på rede hånd. Hvad vilde det nytte mig, at du var ude af verden, som du siger? Ikke det ringeste vilde det nytte mig. Han kan gøre sagen bekendt alligevel; og gør han det, så blir jeg kanske mistænkt for at have været vidende om din forbryderske handling. Man vil kanske tro, at jeg har stået bagved, – at det er mig, som har tilskyndet dig! Og alt dette kan jeg takke dig for, dig, som jeg har båret på hænderne gennem hele vort ægteskab. Forstår du nu, hvad du har gjort imod mig? 
 

NORA

(med kold ro).
 

Ja.
 

HELMER.
 Dette er så utroligt, at jeg ikke kan fastholde det. Men vi må se at komme tilrette. Tag schavlet af. Tag det af, siger jeg! Jeg må se at tilfredsstille ham på en eller anden måde. Sagen må dysses ned for enhver pris. – Og hvad dig og mig angår, så må det se ud, som om alt var imellem os ligesom før. Men naturligvis kun for verdens øjne. Du blir altså fremdeles her i huset; det er en selvfølge. Men børnene får du ikke lov til at opdrage; dem tør jeg ikke betro dig –. Å, at måtte sige dette til hende, som jeg har elsket så højt, og som jeg endnu –! Nå, det må være forbi. Herefterdags gælder det ikke længer lykken; det gælder bare at redde resterne, stumperne, skinnet –
 

(det ringer på entréklokken.)
 

HELMER

(farer sammen).
 

Hvad er det? Så sent. Skulde det forfærdeligste –? Skulde han –? Skjul dig, Nora! Sig, du er syg.
 

(Nora blir stående ubevægelig. Helmer går hen og åbner forstuedøren.)

 

STUEPIGEN

(halvt afklædt, i forstuen).
 

Her kom et brev til fruen.
 

HELMER.
 Giv mig det. (griber brevet og lukker døren.) Ja, det er fra ham. Du får det ikke; jeg vil selv læse det.
 

NORA.
 Læs du.
 

HELMER

(ved lampen).
 

Jeg har næppe mod til det. Kanske er vi fortabte, både du og jeg. Nej; jeg må vide det, (bryder brevet ilsomt; løber nogle linjer igennem; ser på et indlagt papir; et glædesskrig): Nora!
 

NORA

(ser spørgende på ham).
 

HELMER.
 Nora! – Nej; jeg må læse det endnu en gang. – Jo, jo; så er det. Jeg er frelst! Nora, jeg er frelst!
 

NORA.
 Og jeg?
 

HELMER.
 Du også, naturligvis; vi er frelste begge to, både du og jeg. Se her. Han sender dig dit gældsbevis tilbage. Han skriver, at han fortryder og angrer –; at et lykkeligt omslag i hans liv –; å, det kan jo være det samme, hvad han skriver. Vi er frelste, Nora! Der er ingen, som kan gøre dig noget. Å, Nora, Nora –; nej, først alt dette afskyelige ud af verden. Lad mig se – (kaster et blik på forskrivningen.) Nej, jeg vil ikke se det; det skal ikke være for mig andet, end en drøm altsammen. (river beviset og begge brevene istykker, kaster det hele ind i ovnen og ser på det, mens det brænder.) Se så; nu er det ikke mere til. – Han skrev, at du siden juleaften –. Å, det må have været tre forfærdelige dage for dig, Nora. 
 

NORA.
 Jeg har kæmpet en hård strid i disse tre dage.
 

HELMER.
 Og våndet dig, og ikke øjnet anden udvej end –. Nej; vi vil ikke mindes alt dette hæslige. Vi vil kun juble og gentage: det er over; det er over! Hør dog på mig, Nora; du synes ikke at fatte det: det er over. Hvad er det dog for noget – dette stivnede udtryk? Å, stakkers lille Nora, jeg forstår det nok; du synes ikke du kan tro på, at jeg har tilgivet dig. Men det har jeg, Nora; jeg sværger dig til: jeg har tilgivet dig alt. Jeg véd jo, at hvad du gjorde, det gjorde du af kærlighed til mig.
 

NORA.
 Det er sandt.
 

HELMER.
 Du har elsket mig, som en hustru bør elske sin mand. Det var kun midlerne, som du ikke havde indsigt nok til at dømme om. Men tror du, at du er mig mindre kær, fordi du ikke forstår at handle på egen hånd? Nej, nej; støt du dig bare til mig; jeg skal råde dig; jeg skal vejlede dig. Jeg måtte ikke være en mand, hvis ikke netop denne kvindelige hjælpeløshed gjorde dig dobbelt tiltrækkende i mine øjne. Du skal ikke fæste dig ved de hårde ord, jeg sagde dig i den første forfærdelse, da jeg syntes, alt måtte styrte sammen over mig. Jeg har tilgivet dig, Nora; jeg sværger dig til, jeg har tilgivet dig. 
 

NORA.
 Jeg takker dig for din tilgivelse.
 

(hun går ud gennem døren til højre.)
 

HELMER.
 Nej, bliv –. (ser ind.) Hvad vil du der i alkoven?
 

NORA

(indenfor).
 

Kaste maskeradedragten.
 

HELMER

(ved den åbne dør).
 

Ja, gør det; se at komme til ro og få samlet dit sind til ligevægt igen, du min lille forskræmte sangfugl. Hvil du dig trygt ud; jeg har brede vinger til at dække dig med. (går omkring i nærheden af døren.) Å, hvor vort hjem er lunt og smukt, Nora. Her er ly for dig; her skal jeg holde dig som en jaget due, jeg har fået reddet uskadt ud af høgens klør; jeg skal nok bringe dit stakkers klappende hjerte til ro. Lidt efter lidt vil det ske, Nora; tro du mig. Imorgen vil alt dette se ganske anderledes ud for dig; snart vil alting være ligesom før; jeg skal ikke længe behøve at gentage for dig, at jeg har tilgivet dig; du vil selv usvigelig føle, at jeg har gjort det. Hvor kan du tænke, det skulde kunne falde mig ind at ville forstøde dig, eller blot bebrejde dig noget? Å, du kender ikke en virkelig mands hjertelag, Nora. Der er for en mand noget så ubeskriveligt sødt og tilfredsstillende i dette, at vide med sig selv, at han har tilgivet sin hustru, – at han har tilgivet hende af fuldt og oprigtigt hjerte. Hun er jo derved ligesom i dobbelt forstand blevet hans ejendom; han har ligesom sat hende ind i verden påny; hun er på en måde bleven både hans hustru og hans barn tillige. Således skal du være for mig herefterdags, du lille rådvilde, hjælpeløse væsen. Ængst dig ikke for nogenting, Nora; bare åbenhjertig imod mig, så skal jeg være både din vilje og din samvittighed. – Hvad er det? Ikke tilsengs? Har du klædt dig om? 
 

NORA

(i sin hverdagskjole).
 

Ja, Torvald, nu har jeg klædt mig om.
 

HELMER.
 Men hvorfor, nu, så sent –?
 

NORA.
 Inat sover jeg ikke.
 

HELMER.
 Men, kære Nora –
 

NORA

(ser på sit uhr).
 

Klokken er endnu ikke så mange. Sæt dig her, Torvald; vi to har meget at tale sammen.
 

(hun sætter sig ved den ene side af bordet.)
 

HELMER.
 Nora, – hvad er dette her? Dette stivnede udtryk –
 

NORA.
 Sæt dig ned. –Det blir langt. Jeg har meget at tale med dig om.
 

HELMER

(sætter sig ved bordet lige over for hende).
 

Du ængster mig, Nora. Og jeg forstår dig ikke. 
 

NORA.
 Nej, det er det just. Du forstår mig ikke. Og jeg har heller aldrig forstået dig – før iaften. Nej, du skal ikke afbryde mig. Du skal bare høre på, hvad jeg siger. – Dette er et opgør, Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Hvorledes mener du det?
 

NORA

(efter en kort taushed).
 

Er dig ikke en ting påfaldende, således som vi sidder her?
 

HELMER.
 Hvad skulde det være?
 

NORA.
 Vi har nu været gifte i otte år. Falder det dig ikke ind, at det er første gang vi to, du og jeg, mand og kone, taler alvorligt sammen?
 

HELMER.
 Ja, alvorligt, – hvad vil det sige?
 

NORA.
 I otte samfulde år, – ja længere, – lige fra vort første bekendtskab, har vi aldrig vekslet et alvorligt ord om alvorlige ting.
 

HELMER.
 Skulde jeg da idelig og altid indvie dig i bekymringer, som du dog ikke kunde hjælpe mig at bære?
 

NORA.
 Jeg taler ikke om bekymringer. Jeg siger, vi har aldrig siddet i alvor sammen, for at søge at komme tilbunds i noget. 
 

HELMER.
 Men, kæreste Nora, vilde da det have været for dig?
 

NORA.
 Der er vi ved sagen. Du har aldrig forstået mig. – Der er øvet megen uret imod mig, Torvald. Først af pappa og siden af dig.
 

HELMER.
 Hvad! Af os to, – af os to, der har elsket dig højere end alle andre mennesker?
 

NORA

(ryster på hovedet).
 

I har aldrig elsket mig. I har bare syntes, det var fornøjeligt at være forelsket i mig.
 

HELMER.
 Men, Nora, hvad er dette for ord?
 

NORA.
 Ja, det er nu så, Torvald. Da jeg var hjemme hos pappa, så fortalte han mig alle sine meninger, og så havde jeg de samme meninger; og hvis jeg havde andre, så skjulte jeg det; for det vilde han ikke have likt. Han kaldte mig sit dukkebarn, og han legte med mig, som jeg legte med mine dukker. Så kom jeg i huset til dig –
 

HELMER.
 Hvad er det for udtryk du bruger om vort ægteskab?
 

NORA

(uforstyrret).
 

Jeg mener, så gik jeg fra pappas hænder over i dine. Du indretted alting efter din smag, og så fik jeg den samme smag som du; eller jeg lod bare så; jeg véd ikke rigtig –; jeg tror det var begge dele; snart det ene og snart det andet. Når jeg nu ser på det, så synes jeg, jeg har levet her som et fattigt menneske, – bare fra hånden og i munden. Jeg har levet af at gøre kunster for dig, Torvald. Men du vilde jo ha’e det så. Du og pappa har gjort stor synd imod mig. I er skyld i, at der ikke er blevet noget af mig. 
 

HELMER.
 Nora, hvor du er urimelig og utaknemmelig! Har du ikke været lykkelig her?
 

NORA.
 Nej, det har jeg aldrig været. Jeg trode det; men jeg har aldrig været det.
 

HELMER.
 Ikke – ikke lykkelig!
 

NORA.
 Nej; bare lystig. Og du har altid været så snil imod mig. Men vort hjem har ikke været andet end en legestue. Her har jeg været din dukkehustru, ligesom jeg hjemme var pappas dukkebarn. Og børnene, de har igen været mine dukker. Jeg syntes, det var fornøjeligt, når du tog og legte med mig, ligesom de syntes det var fornøjeligt, når jeg tog og legte med dem. Det har været vort ægteskab, Torvald.
 

HELMER.
 Der er noget sandt i, hvad du siger, – så overdrevent og overspændt det end er. Men herefter skal det bli’e anderledes. Legens tid skal være forbi; nu kommer opdragelsens. 
 

NORA.
 Hvis opdragelse? Min eller børnenes?
 

HELMER.
 Både din og børnenes, min elskede Nora.
 

NORA.
 Ak, Torvald, du er ikke mand for at opdrage mig til en ret hustru for dig.
 

HELMER.
 Og det siger du?
 

NORA.
 Og jeg, – hvorledes er jeg forberedt til at opdrage børnene?
 

HELMER.
 Nora!
 

NORA.
 Sagde du det ikke selv for en stund siden, – den opgave turde du ikke betro mig.
 

HELMER.
 I opbrusningens øjeblik! Hvor vil du agte på det?
 

NORA.
 Jo; det var meget rigtig sagt af dig. Jeg magter ikke den opgave. Der er en anden opgave, som må løses først. Jeg må se at opdrage mig selv. Det er du ikke mand for at hjælpe mig med. Det må jeg være alene om. Og derfor rejser jeg nu fra dig. 
 

HELMER

(springer op).
 

Hvad var det, du sagde?
 

NORA.
 Jeg må stå ganske alene, hvis jeg skal få rede på mig selv og på alting udenfor. Derfor kan jeg ikke bli’e hos dig længer.
 

HELMER.
 Nora, Nora!
 

NORA.
 Jeg vil gå herfra nu straks. Kristine ta’er nok imod mig for inat –
 

HELMER.
 Du er afsindig! Du får ikke lov! Jeg forbyder dig det!
 

NORA.
 Det kan ikke nytte at forbyde mig noget herefter. Jeg ta’er med mig, hvad der tilhører mig selv. Af dig vil jeg ingenting have, hverken nu eller senere.
 

HELMER.
 Hvilket vanvid er dog dette!
 

NORA.
 Imorgen rejser jeg hjem, – jeg mener, til mit gamle hjemsted. Der vil det være lettest for mig at komme ind i et eller andet.
 

HELMER.
 Å, du forblindede, uerfarne skabning!
 

NORA.
 Jeg må se at få erfaring, Torvald. 
 

HELMER.
 Forlade dit hjem, din mand og dine børn! Og du tænker ikke på, hvad folk vil sige.
 

NORA.
 Det kan jeg ikke ta’e noget hensyn til. Jeg véd bare, det blir nødvendigt for mig.
 

HELMER.
 Å, det er oprørende. Således kan du svigte dine helligste pligter.
 

NORA.
 Hvad regner du da for mine helligste pligter?
 

HELMER.
 Og det skal jeg behøve at sige dig! Er det ikke pligterne imod din mand og dine børn?
 

NORA.
 Jeg har andre ligeså hellige pligter.
 

HELMER.
 Det har du ikke. Hvilke pligter skulde det være.
 

NORA.
 Pligterne imod mig selv.
 

HELMER.
 Du er først og fremst hustru og moder.
 

NORA.
 Det tror jeg ikke længere på. Jeg tror, at jeg er først og fremst et menneske, jeg, ligesåvel som du, – eller ialfald, at jeg skal forsøge på at bli’e det. Jeg véd nok, at de fleste gir dig ret, Torvald, og at der står noget sligt i bøgerne. Men jeg kan ikke længere lade mig nøje med, hvad de fleste siger og hvad der står i bøgerne. Jeg må selv tænke over de ting og se at få rede på dem. 
 

HELMER.
 Du skulde ikke have rede på din stilling i dit eget hjem? Har du ikke i sådanne spørgsmål en usvigelig vejleder? Har du ikke religionen?
 

NORA.
 Ak, Torvald, jeg véd jo slet ikke rigtigt, hvad religionen er.
 

HELMER.
 Hvad er det, du siger?
 

NORA.
 Jeg véd jo ikke andet, end hvad presten Hansen sagde, da jeg gik til konfirmation. Han fortalte, at religionen var det og det. Når jeg kommer bort fra alt dette her og blir ensom, så vil jeg undersøge den sag også. Jeg vil se, om det var rigtigt, hvad presten Hansen sagde, eller ialfald, om det er rigtigt for mig.
 

HELMER.
 Å, sligt er dog uhørt af en så ung kvinde! Men kan ikke religionen retlede dig, så lad mig dog ryste op i din samvittighed. For moralsk følelse har du dog? Eller, svar mig, – har du kanske ingen?
 

NORA.
 Ja, Torvald, det er ikke godt at svare på det. Jeg véd det jo slet ikke. Jeg er ganske i vildrede med de ting. Jeg véd bare, at jeg har en ganske anden mening om sligt noget, end du. Jeg hører jo også nu, at lovene er anderledes, end jeg tænkte; men at de love skulde være rigtige, det kan jeg umulig få i mit hode. En kvinde skal altså ikke ha’e ret til at skåne sin gamle døende fader, eller til at redde sin mands liv! Sligt tror jeg ikke på. 
 

HELMER.
 Du taler som et barn. Du forstår ikke det samfund, du lever i.
 

NORA.
 Nej, det gør jeg ikke. Men nu vil jeg sætte mig ind i det. Jeg må se at komme efter, hvem der har ret, samfundet eller jeg.
 

HELMER.
 Du er syg, Nora; du har feber; jeg tror næsten, du er fra sans og samling.
 

NORA.
 Jeg har aldrig følt mig så klar og sikker som inat.
 

HELMER.
 Og klar og sikker forlader du din mand og dine børn?
 

NORA.
 Ja; det gør jeg.
 

HELMER.
 Så er kun én forklaring mulig.
 

NORA.
 Hvilken?
 

HELMER.
 Du elsker mig ikke mere.
 

NORA.
 Nej, det er just tingen. 
 

HELMER.
 Nora! – Og det siger du!
 

NORA.
 Å, det gør mig så ondt, Torvald; for du har altid været så snil imod mig. Men jeg kan ikke gøre ved det. Jeg elsker dig ikke mere.
 

HELMER

(med tilkæmpet fatning).
 

Er dette også en klar og sikker overbevisning?
 

NORA.
 Ja, fuldkommen klar og sikker. Det er derfor, jeg ikke vil være her længer.
 

HELMER.
 Og vil du også kunne gøre mig rede for, hvorved jeg har forspildt din kærlighed?
 

NORA.
 Ja, det kan jeg godt. Det var iaften, da det vidunderlige ikke kom; for da så jeg, at du ikke var den mand, jeg havde tænkt mig.
 

HELMER.
 Forklar dig nøjere; jeg begriber dig ikke.
 

NORA.
 Jeg har ventet så tålmodigt nu i otte år; for, Herregud, jeg indså jo nok, at det vidunderlige kommer ikke sådan til hverdags. Så brød dette knusende ind over mig; og da var jeg så usvigelig viss på: nu kommer det vidunderlige. Da Krogstads brev lå derude, – aldrig faldt det mig med en tanke ind, at du kunde ville bøje dig under dette menneskes vilkår. Jeg var så usvigelig viss på, at du vilde sige til ham: gør sagen bekendt for hele verden. Og når det var sket – 
 

HELMER.
 Ja hvad så? Når jeg havde prisgivet min egen hustru til skam og skændsel –!
 

NORA.
 Når det var sket, da tænkte jeg så usvigelig sikkert, at du vilde træde frem og tage alt på dig og sige: jeg er den skyldige.
 

HELMER.
 Nora –!
 

NORA.
 Du mener, at jeg aldrig vilde taget imod et sligt offer af dig? Nej, det forstår sig. Men hvad vilde mine forsikringer gælde ligeover for dine? – Det var det vidunderlige, som jeg gik og håbed på i rædsel. Og for at hindre det, var det, at jeg vilde ende mit liv.
 

HELMER.
 Jeg skulde gladelig arbejde nætter og dage for dig, Nora, – bære sorg og savn for din skyld. Men der er ingen, som ofrer sin ære for den man elsker.
 

NORA.
 Det har hundrede tusend kvinder gjort.
 

HELMER.
 Å, du både tænker og du taler som et uforstandigt barn.
 

NORA.
 Lad gå. Men du hverken tænker eller taler som den mand, jeg skal kunne slutte mig til. Da din forskrækkelse var over, – ikke for hvad der trued mig, men for, hvad du selv var udsat for, og da hele faren var forbi, – da var det for dig, som om slet ingen ting var sket. Jeg var akkurat som før din lille sanglærke, din dukke, som du herefter skulde bære dobbelt varligt på hænderne, siden den var så skør og skrøbelig. (rejser sig.) Torvald, – i den stund gik det op for mig, at jeg i otte år havde levet her sammen med en fremmed mand, og at jeg havde fået tre børn –. Å, jeg tåler ikke at tænke på det! Jeg kunde rive mig selv i stumper og stykker. 
 

HELMER

(tungt).
 

Jeg ser det; jeg ser det. Der er visselig kommet en afgrund imellem os. – Å, men, Nora, skulde den ikke kunne udfyldes?
 

NORA.
 Således, som jeg nu er, er jeg ingen hustru for dig.
 

HELMER.
 Jeg har kraft til at blive en anden.
 

NORA.
 Måske, – hvis dukken tages fra dig.
 

HELMER.
 At skilles – skilles fra dig! Nej, nej, Nora, jeg kan ikke fatte den tanke.
 

NORA

(går ind til højre).
 

Des vissere må det ske.
 

(hun kommer tilbage med sit ydertøj og en liden vadsæk, som hun sætter på stolen ved bordet.)

 

HELMER.
 Nora, Nora, ikke nu! Vent til imorgen.
 

NORA

(tager kåben på).
 

Jeg kan ikke bli’e liggende natten over i en fremmed mands værelser.
 

HELMER.
 Men kan vi da ikke bo her som broder og søster –?
 

NORA

(binder hatten fast).
 

Du véd meget godt, det vilde ikke vare længe –. (slår schavlet om sig.) Farvel, Torvald. Jeg vil ikke se de små. Jeg véd, de er i bedre hænder end mine. Således, som jeg nu er, kan jeg ingenting være for dem.
 

HELMER.
 Men engang, Nora, – engang –?
 

NORA.
 Hvor kan jeg vide det? Jeg véd jo slet ikke, hvad der blir ud af mig.
 

HELMER.
 Men du er min hustru, både som du er og som du blir.
 

NORA.
 Hør, Torvald; – når en hustru forlader sin mands hus, således, som jeg nu gør, så har jeg hørt, at han efter loven er løst fra alle forpligtelser imod hende. Jeg løser dig ialfald fra enhver forpligtelse. Du skal ikke føle dig bundet ved noget, lige så lidt, som jeg vil være det. Der må være fuld frihed på begge sider. Se, her har du din ring tilbage. Giv mig min. 
 

HELMER.
 Også dette?
 

NORA.
 Dette også.
 

HELMER.
 Her er den.
 

NORA.
 Så. Ja, nu er det altså forbi. Her lægger jeg nøglerne. Om alle sager i huset véd pigerne besked – bedre, end jeg. Imorgen, når jeg er rejst, kommer Kristine herhen for at pakke sammen de ting, som er min ejendom hjemmefra. Det vil jeg ha’e sendt efter mig.
 

HELMER.
 Forbi; forbi! Nora, vil du aldrig mere tænke på mig?
 

NORA.
 Jeg kommer visst ofte til at tænke på dig og på børnene og på huset her.
 

HELMER.
 Må jeg skrive dig til, Nora?
 

NORA.
 Nej, – aldrig. Det får du ikke lov til. 
 

HELMER.
 Å, men sende dig må jeg dog –
 

NORA.
 Intet; intet.
 

HELMER.
 – hjælpe dig, hvis du skulde behøve det.
 

NORA.
 Nej, siger jeg. Jeg modtager ingenting af fremmede.
 

HELMER.
 Nora, – kan jeg aldrig blive mere end en fremmed for dig?
 

NORA

(tager sin vadsæk).
 

Ak, Torvald, da måtte det vidunderligste ske. –
 

HELMER.
 Nævn mig dette vidunderligste!
 

NORA.
 Da måtte både du og jeg forvandle os således at –. Å, Torvald, jeg tror ikke længer på noget vidunderligt.
 

HELMER.
 Men jeg vil tro på det. Nævn det! Forvandle os således at –?
 

NORA.
 At samliv mellem os to kunde bli’e et ægteskab. Farvel.
 

(hun går ud gennem forstuen.)

 

HELMER

(synker ned på en stol ved døren og slår hænderne for ansigtet).
 

Nora! Nora! (ser sig om og rejser sig.) Tomt. Hun er her ikke mere. (et håb skyder op i ham:) Det vidunderligste –?!
 

(nedefra høres drønnet af en port, som slåes ilås.)
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PERSONERNE
 

FRU HELENE ALVING, kaptejn og kammerherre Alvings enke.
 OSVALD ALVING, hendes søn, maler.
 PASTOR MANDERS.
 SNEDKER ENGSTRAND.
 REGINE Engstrand, i huset hos fru Alving.
 

(Handlingen foregår på FRU ALVINGS landejendom ved en stor fjord i det vestlige Norge.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT.
 

(En rummelig havestue med en dør på den venstre sidevæg og to døre på væggen til højre. I midten af stuen et rundt bord med stole omkring; på bordet ligger bøger, tidsskrifter og aviser. I forgrunden til venstre et vindu, og ved samme en liden sofa med et sybord foran. I baggrunden fortsættes stuen i et åbent noget smalere blomsterværelse, der er lukket udad af glasvægge og store ruder. På blomsterværelsets sidevæg til højre er en dør, som fører ned til haven. Gennem glasvæggen skimtes et dystert fjordlandskab, sløret af en jævn regn.)

(Snedker Engstrand står oppe ved havedøren. Hans venstre ben er noget krumt; under støvlesålen har han en træklods. Regine, med en tom blomstersprøjte i hånden, hindrer ham fra at komme nærmere.)
 

REGINE 

(med dæmpet stemme). 
 Hvad er det du vil? Bliv stående der du står. Det drypper jo af dig.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Det er Vorherres regn, det, barnet mit.
 

REGINE. 
 Det er fandens regn, er det.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jøss’ som du snakker, Regine. (halter et par skridt frem i stuen.) Men det var det, jeg vilde sige –
 

REGINE. 
 Klamp ikke så med den foden, menneske! Den unge herren ligger og sover ovenpå.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ligger han og sover nu? Midt på lyse dagen?
 

REGINE. 
 Det kommer ikke dig ved.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jeg var ude på en rangel igårkveld –
 

REGINE. 
 Det tror jeg gerne.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, for vi mennesker er skrøbelige, barnet mit –
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, vi er nok det.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 – og fristelserne er mangfoldige i denne verden, ser du –; men endda så stod jeg, ja Gu’, ved mit arbejde klokken halv sex idag tidlig.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, ja, kom dig nu bare afsted. Jeg vil ikke stå her og ha’ rendez-vous’er med dig.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hvad vil du ikke ha’ for noget?
 

REGINE. 
 Jeg vil ikke ha’, at nogen skal træffe dig her. Se så; gå så din vej.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(et par skridt nærmere). 
 Nej Gu’ om jeg går, før jeg får snakket med dig. I eftermiddag blir jeg færdig med arbejdet dernede i skolehuset, og så stryger jeg hjemover til byen med dampbåden inat.
 

REGINE 

(mumler). 
 Lykke på rejsen!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Tak for det, barnet mit. Imorgen skal jo asylet indvies, og så blir her venteligvis ståk og styr med berusendes drikke, ser du. Og der skal ingen sige på Jakob Engstrand, at han ikke kan holde sig undaf, når fristelsen kommer.
 

REGINE. 
 Hå!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, for her møder jo så mange fine folk imorgen. Presten Manders er jo også ventendes fra byen.
 

REGINE. 
 Han kommer alt idag.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja ser du det. Og så vil jeg fan’ ikke, at han skal få noget at sige på mig, skønner du.
 

REGINE. 
 Åhå, er det så fat!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hvadfornoget er fat?
 

REGINE 

(ser visst på ham). 
 Hvad er det nu for noget, du vil narre presten Manders til igen?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hys, hys; er du gælen? Vil jeg narre presten Manders til noget? Å nej, presten Manders er altfor snil en mand imod mig til det. Men det var det, jeg vilde snakke med dig om, ser du, at inat så rejser jeg altså hjem igen.
 

REGINE. 
 Rejs jo før jo heller for mig.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, men jeg vil ha’ dig med mig, Regine.
 

REGINE 

(med åben mund). 
 Vil du ha’ mig –? Hvad er det, du siger?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jeg vil ha’ dig med mig hjem, siger jeg.
 

REGINE 

(hånsk). 
 Aldrig i evighed får du mig med dig hjem.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å, det skal vi nok få se.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, det kan du være viss på vi skal få se. Jeg, som er opvokset hos kammerherreinde Alving –? Jeg, som blir holdt næsten som et barn her –? Skulde jeg flytte hjem til dig? Til et sligt hus? Fy da!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hvad fan’ er det? Sætter du dig op imod din far, tøs?
 

REGINE 

(mumler, uden at se på ham). 
 Du har tidtnok sagt, at jeg ikke kom dig ved.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Pyt; hvad vil du bry’ dig om det –
 

REGINE. 
 Har du ikke mangen god gang skældt og kaldt mig for en –? Fi donc!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Nej-Gu’ brugte jeg da aldrig så stygt et ord ligevel.
 

REGINE. 
 Å, jeg sanser nok, hvad ord du brugte.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, men det var jo bare når jeg var på en kant – hm. Fristelserne er mangfoldige i denne verden, Regine.
 

REGINE. 
 Uh!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Og så var det, når din mor slog sig vrang. Noget måtte jeg da finde på at ærte hende med, barnet mit. Altid skulde hun nu være så fin på det. (hærmer.) „Slip mig, Engstrand! Lad mig være! Jeg har tjent tre år hos kammerherre Alvings på Rosenvold, jeg!” (ler.) Jøss’ bevar’s; aldrig kunde hun da glemme, at kaptejnen blev kammerherre, mens hun tjente her.
 

REGINE. 
 Stakkers mor; – hende fik du da tidsnok pint livet af.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(svinger på sig). 
 Ja det forstår sig; jeg skal jo ha’ skylden for alting.
 

REGINE 

(vender sig bort, halvhøjt). 
 Uf –! Og så det benet.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hvad siger du, barnet mit?
 

REGINE. 
 Pied de mouton.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Er det engelsk, det?
 

REGINE. 
 Ja.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja-ja; lærdom har du fåt herude, og det kan komme godt med nu, det, Regine.
 

REGINE 

(efter en kort taushed). 
 Og hvad var det så du vilde med mig i byen?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Kan du spørge om, hvad en far vil med sit eneste barn? Er jeg ikke en enslig og forladt enkemand.
 

REGINE. 
 Å, kom ikke til mig med sligt sludder. Hvorfor vil du ha’ mig derind?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jo, jeg skal sige dig, jeg har tænkt at slå ind på noget nyt nu.
 

REGINE 

(blæser). 
 Det har du prøvet så tidt; men lige galt blev det.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, men denne gangen skal du bare se, Regine! – Fan’ æte mig –
 

REGINE 

(stamper). 
 Lad være å bande!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hys, hys; det har du så evig ret i, barnet mit! Det var bare det, jeg vilde sige, – jeg har lagt ikke så lidet penger op for arbejdet ved dette her nye asylet.
 

REGINE. 
 Har du det? Det er jo godt for dig, det.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 For hvad skal en vel bruge skillingen til her på landsbygden?
 

REGINE. 
 Nå, og så?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jo, ser du, så havde jeg tænkt at sætte de pengerne i noget, som kunde lønne sig. Det skulde være som en slags beværtning for sjøfolk –
 

REGINE. 
 Uf da!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 En rigtig fin beværtning, skønner du; – ikke sligt noget svineri for matroser. Nej, død og pine, – det skulde være for skibskaptejner og styrmænder og – og rigtig fine folk, skønner du.
 

REGINE. 
 Og så skulde jeg –?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Du fik hjælpe til, ja. Bare så for et syns skyld, kan du vel tænke. Du skal fan’ ikke få det svært, barnet mit. Du kan få det rakt som du vil ha’ det.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja-vel, ja!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Men fruentimmer må der være i huset, det er grejt som dagen, det. For om kvellerne skal vi jo ha’ det lidt morosomt med sang og dans og sligt noget. Du må sanse på, det er vejfarendes sjømænder på verdens hav. (nærmere.) Vær nu ikke dum og stå dig selv ivejen, Regine. Hvad kan det bli’ til med dig herude? Kan det nytte dig til noget, at fruen har kostet lærdom på dig? Du skal jo passe ungerne på det nye asylet, hører jeg. Er det noget for dig, det? Har du slig glupendes lyst til at gå og slide dig helseløs for de skidne ungernes skyld?
 

REGINE. 
 Nej, gik det som jeg havde lyst til, så –. Nå, det kan vel komme. Det kan vel komme!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hvad for noget er det, som kan komme?
 

REGINE. 
 Bry’ dig aldrig om det. – Er det mange penge, du har lagt dig op herude?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 I et og alt kan det vel bli’ så en syv–otte hundrede kroner.
 

REGINE. 
 Det er ikke så ilde.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Det er nok til at sætte sig ivej med, det, barnet mit.
 

REGINE. 
 Tænker du ikke på at gi’ mig noget af de pengene?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Nej Gu’ tænker jeg ikke på det, nej.
 

REGINE. 
 Tænker du ikke på at sende mig så my’ som et stakkers kjoletøj engang?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Kom bare og vær med mig ind til byen, du, så kan du få kjoletøjer nok.
 

REGINE. 
 Pyt, det kan jeg gøre på egen hånd, hvis jeg har lyst til det.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Nej, ved en fars vejledendes hånd, det er bedre, Regine. Nu kan jeg få et pent hus i Lille Havnegaden. Der skal ikke mange kontanter til; og der kunde bli’ som et slags sjømandshjem, ser du.
 

REGINE. 
 Men jeg vil ikke være hos dig! Jeg har ikke noget med dig at bestille. Gå så!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Du blev fan’ ikke længe hos mig, barnet mit. Det var nok ikke så vel. Hvis du forstod at te dig da. Så vakker en tøs, som du er ble’t på de sidste par år –
 

REGINE. 
 Nå –?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Det vilde nok ikke vare længe før der kom en styrmand, – ja, kanske en kaptejn –
 

REGINE. 
 Jeg vil ikke gifte mig med slige nogen. Sjømændene har ingen savoir vivre.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Hvad har de ikke for noget?
 

REGINE. 
 Jeg kender sjømændene, siger jeg. Det er ikke folk til at gifte sig med.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Så la’ bli’ å gifte dig med dem. Det kan lønne sig ligevel. (fortroligere.) Han – Engelskmanden – han med lystkutteren – han gav tre hundrede speciedaler, han; – og hun var ikke vakkrere, hun, end du.
 

REGINE 

(imod ham). 
 Ud med dig!
 

ENGSTRAND 

(viger). 
 Nå, nå; du vil da vel ikke slå, véd jeg.
 

REGINE. 
 Jo! Snakker du om mor, så slår jeg. Ud med dig, siger jeg! (driver ham op mod havedøren.) Og smeld ikke med dørene; den unge herr Alving –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Han sover, ja. Det er svært som du bryr dig om den unge herr Alving. – (sagtere.) Ho-ho; det skulde da vel aldrig være så, at han –?
 

REGINE. 
 Ud, og det fort! Du er ør, menneske! Nej, gå ikke den vejen. Der kommer pastor Manders. Nedover køkkentrappen med dig.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(mod højre). 
 Ja ja, jeg skal så gøre. Men snak så med ham, som der kommer. Han er mand for at sige dig, hvad et barn skylder sin far. For jeg er nu din far ligevel, ser du. Det kan jeg bevise af kirkebogen. 

(han går ud gennem den anden dør, som Regine har åbnet og igen lukker efter ham.)
 

REGINE 

(ser sig hastigt i spejlet, vifter sig med lommetørklædet og retter på sit kravebånd; derpå gir hun sig ifærd med blomsterne).

(Pastor Manders, i overfrakke og med paraply, samt med en liden rejsetaske i en rem over skuldren, kommer gennem havedøren ind i blomster værelset.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Goddag, jomfru Engstrand.
 

REGINE 

(vender sig glad overrasket). 
 Nej se, goddag, herr pastor! Er dampskibet alt kommet?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det kom nu netop. (går ind i havestuen.) Det er dog et fortrædeligt regnvejr vi har nu om dagene.
 

REGINE 

(følger ham). 
 Det er et så velsignet vejr for landmanden, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, det har De visst ret i. Det tænker vi byfolk så lidet på. 

(han begynder at drage overfrakken af.)
 

REGINE. 
 Å, må ikke jeg hjælpe? – Se så. Nej, hvor våd den er! Nu skal jeg bare hænge den op i forstuen. Og så paraplyen –; den skal jeg slå op, så den kan bli’ tør. 

(Hun går ud med sagerne gennem den anden dør til højre. Pastor Manders tager rejsetasken af og lægger den og hatten på en stol. Imidlertid kommer Regine ind igen.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ah, det gjorde rigtig godt at komme i hus. Nå, her står dog alting vel til på gården?
 

REGINE. 
 Jo, mange tak.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men dygtig travlt, kan jeg tænke, i anledning af imorgen?
 

REGINE. 
 Å ja, her er jo en del at gøre.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og fru Alving er forhåbentlig hjemme.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja kors; hun er bare ovenpå og passer chokoladen til den unge herren.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, sig mig –, jeg hørte nede ved stoppestedet, at Osvald skal være kommen.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, han kom iforgårs. Vi havde ikke ventet ham før som idag.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og frisk og rask, vil jeg håbe?
 

REGINE. 
 Jo tak, det er han nok. Men gruelig træt efter rejsen. Han har faret i ét kør lige fra Paris –; jeg mener, han har kørt hele routen med et og samme træn. Jeg tror nok han sover lidt nu, så vi må nok tale en liden bitte smule sagte.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hys, vi skal være så stille.
 

REGINE 

(idet hun flytter en lænestol tilrette ved bordet). 
 Og så vær så god og sæt Dem, herr pastor, og gør Dem det mageligt. (han sætter sig; hun flytter en skammel under hans fødder.) Se så! Sidder herr pastoren nu godt?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Tak, tak; jeg sidder fortræffeligt. (betragter hende.) Hør, véd De hvad, jomfru Engstrand, jeg tror tilforladelig De er vokset siden jeg så Dem sidst.
 

REGINE. 
 Synes herr pastoren det? Fruen siger, at jeg har lagt mig ud også.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Lagt Dem ud? – Nå ja, kanske lidt; – så passeligt. 

(kort ophold.)
 

REGINE. 
 Skal jeg kanske sige fruen til?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Tak, tak, det haster ikke, mit kære barn. – Nå, men sig mig nu, min gode Regine, hvorledes går det så Deres far herude?
 

REGINE. 
 Jo tak, herr pastor, det går ham nokså bra’.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Han var indom hos mig, da han sidst var i byen.
 

REGINE. 
 Nej, var han det? Han er altid så glad, når han får tale med pastoren.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og De ser da vel flittigt ned til ham om dagene?
 

REGINE. 
 Jeg? Jo, det gør jeg nok; så tidt jeg får stunder, så –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Deres far er ingen rigtig stærk personlighed, jomfru Engstrand. Han trænger så inderligt til en ledende hånd.
 

REGINE. 
 Å ja, det kan gerne være, det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Han trænger til at ha’ nogen om sig, som han kan holde af, og hvis omdømme han kan lægge vægt på. Han erkendte det selv så trohjertigt, da han sidst var oppe hos mig.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, han har snakket til mig om noget sligt. Men jeg véd ikke, om fru Alving vil være af med mig, – helst nu, da vi får det nye asylet at styre med. Og så vilde jeg så gruelig nødig fra fru Alving også, for hun har da altid været så snil imod mig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men den datterlige pligt, min gode pige –. Naturligvis måtte vi først indhente Deres frues samtykke.
 

REGINE. 
 Men jeg véd ikke, om det går an for mig, i min alder, at styre huset for en enslig mandsperson.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad! Men kære jomfru Engstrand, det er jo Deres egen far, her er tale om!
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, det kan så være, men alligevel –. Ja, hvis det var i et godt hus og hos en rigtig reel herre –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men, min kære Regine –
 

REGINE. 
 – en, som jeg kunde nære hengivenhed for og se op til og være ligesom i datters sted –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, men mit kære gode barn –
 

REGINE. 
 For så vilde jeg nok gerne ind til byen. Herude er det svært ensomt, – og herr pastoren véd jo selv, hvad det vil sige at stå ensom i verden. Og det tør jeg nok sige, at jeg er både flink og villig. Véd ikke herr pastoren nogen slig plads for mig?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg? Nej, tilforladelig, om jeg det véd.
 

REGINE. 
 Men kære, kære herr pastor, – tænk ialfald på mig, dersom at –
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(rejser sig). 
 Jo, det skal jeg nok, jomfru Engstrand.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, for hvis jeg –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Vil De kanske være så snil at hente fruen?
 

REGINE. 
 Nu skal hun komme straks, herr pastor. 

(hun går ud til venstre.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS 
 (går et par gange op og ned i stuen, står en stund i baggrunden med hænderne på ryggen og ser ud i haven. Derefter kommer han atter i nærheden af bordet, tar en bog og ser på titelbladet, studser og ser på flere). 
 Hm, – ja så! 

(Fru Alving kommer ind gennem døren på venstre side. Hun er fulgt af Regine, som straks går ud gennem den forreste dør til højre.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(rækker ham hånden). 
 Velkommen, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Goddag, frue. Her har De mig, som jeg loved.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Altid på klokkeslettet.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men De kan tro, det kneb for mig at slippe bort. Alle de velsignede kommissjoner og bestyrelser, jeg sidder i –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Desto snillere var det af Dem, at De kom så betids. Nu kan vi få vore forretninger afgjort, før vi spiser middag. Men hvor har De Deres koffert?
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(hurtigt). 
 Mit tøj står nede hos landhandleren. Jeg blir der inat.
 

FRU ALVING 

(undertrykker et smil). 
 Er De virkelig ikke at formå til at overnatte hos mig dennegang heller?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, nej, frue; ellers så mange tak; jeg blir dernede, som jeg plejer. Det er så bekvemt, når jeg skal ombord igen.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nå, De skal få ha’ Deres vilje. Men jeg synes da rigtignok ellers, at vi to gamle mennesker –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Å Gud bevares, hvor De spøger. Ja, De er naturligvis overstadig glad idag. Først festdagen imorgen, og så har De jo fåt Osvald hjem.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, tænk Dem, hvilken lykke for mig! Det er nu over to år siden han var hjemme sidst. Og så har han lovet at bli’ hos mig hele vinteren over.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, har han det? Det var jo smukt og sønligt gjort af ham. For det må vel være ganske anderledes tiltrækkende at leve i Rom og Paris, kan jeg tænke mig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, men her hjemme har han sin mor, ser De. Å min kære velsignede gut, – han har nok hjerte for sin mor, han!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det vilde jo også være altfor sørgeligt, om adskillelse og syslen med sådanne ting som kunst skulde sløve så naturlige følelser.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det må De nok sige. Men nej såmæn har ikke det nogen nød med ham, ikke. Ja, nu skal det rigtig more mig at se, om De kan kende ham igen. Han kommer ned siden; nu ligger han bare oppe og hviler sig lidt på sofaen. – Men sæt Dem nu ned, min kære herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Tak. Det er Dem altså belejligt –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja visst er det så. 

(hun sætter sig ved bordet.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Godt; så skal De da se –. (går hen til stolen, hvor rejsetasken ligger, tar en pakke papirer op af den, sætter sig på den modsatte side af bordet og søger en ryddig plads for papirerne.) Her har vi nu for det første –. (afbrydende.) Sig mig, fru Alving, hvorledes kommer de bøger her?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 De bøger? Det er bøger, som jeg læser i.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Læser De den slags skrifter?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja såmæn gør jeg det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Føler De, at De blir bedre eller lykkeligere ved den slags læsning?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg synes, at jeg blir ligesom tryggere.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det var mærkeligt. Hvorledes det?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jo, jeg får ligesom forklaring og bekræftelse på mangt og meget af det, jeg selv går og tænker mig. Ja, for det er det underlige, pastor Manders, – der er egentlig sletikke noget nyt i disse bøger; der står ikke andet end det, som de fleste mennesker tænker og tror. Det er bare det, at de fleste mennesker ikke gør sig rede for det eller ikke vil være ved det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå du min Gud! Tror De for ramme alvor, at de fleste mennesker –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det tror jeg rigtignok.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, men dog ikke her i landet vel? Ikke her hos os?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å jo såmæn, her hos os også.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, det må jeg rigtignok sige –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men hvad har De da forresten egentlig at indvende imod de bøger?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Indvende? De tror dog vel ikke, at jeg beskæftiger mig med at granske sådanne frembringelser?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det vil sige, De kender sletikke, hvad De fordømmer?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg har læst tilstrækkeligt om disse skrifter for at misbillige dem.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja men Deres egen mening –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Kære frue, der er mangfoldige tilfælde i livet, da man må forlade sig på andre. Det er nu engang således her i verden; og det er godt. Hvorledes skulde det ellers gå med samfundene?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej-nej; De kan ha’ ret i det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Forresten benægter jeg naturligvis ikke, at der kan være adskilligt tiltrækkende ved deslige skrifter. Og jeg kan jo heller ikke fortænke Dem i, at De ønsker at gøre Dem bekendt med de åndelige strømninger, som efter sigende foregår ude i den store verden, – hvor De jo har ladet Deres søn færdes så længe. Men –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men –?
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(sænker stemmen). 
 Men man taler ikke om det, fru Alving. Man behøver dog virkelig ikke at gøre alle og enhver regnskab for, hvad man læser og hvad man tænker indenfor sine fire vægge.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, naturligvis; det mener jeg også.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Tænk nu bare, hvilke hensyn De skylder dette asyl, som De beslutted at oprette på en tid, da Deres meninger om de åndelige ting var såre afvigende fra nu; – så vidt jeg kan skønne da.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja ja, det indrømmer jeg fuldkommen. Men det var om asylet –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det var om asylet vi skulde tale, ja. Altså – forsigtighed, kære frue! Og nu går vi da over til vore forretninger. (åbner omslaget og tar en del papirer ud.) Ser De disse her?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Dokumenterne?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Allesammen. Og i fuld stand. De kan tro, det har holdt hårdt at få dem i rette tid. Jeg har formelig måttet presse på. Autoriteterne er jo næsten pinlig samvittighedsfulde, når det gælder afgørelser. Men her har vi dem altså. (blader i bunken.) Se her er thinglæst skøde på gårdparten Solvik, under herregården Rosenvold, med påstående nyopførte husebygninger, skolelokale, lærerbolig og kapel. Og her er approbationen på legatet og på statuterne for stiftelsen. Vil De se – (læser:) Statuter for børnehjemmet „Kaptejn Alvings minde”.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser længe på papiret). 
 Der er det altså.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg har valgt betegnelsen kaptejn og ikke kammerherre. Kaptejn ser mere bramfrit ud.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja ja, ganske som De synes.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og her har De sparebankbogen over den rentebærende kapital, som er afsat for at dække asylets driftsomkostninger.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Tak; men vær så snil at beholde den for bekvemheds skyld.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Meget gerne. Jeg tænker, vi lar pengene bli’ stående i sparebanken for det første. Rentefoden er jo ikke meget tillokkende; fire procent på sex måneders opsigelse. Hvis man senere kunde komme over en god panteobligation, – det måtte naturligvis være første prioritet og et papir af utvilsom sikkerhed, – så kunde vi jo nærmere tales ved.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja ja, kære pastor Manders, alt det skønner De bedst.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg skal ialfald ha’ øjnene med mig. – Men så er der en ting til, som jeg flere gange har tænkt at spørge Dem om.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og hvad er det for noget?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Skal asylbygningerne assureres eller ikke?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, naturligvis må de assureres.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, stop lidt, frue. Lad os se noget nærmere på sagen.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg holder alting assureret, både bygninger og løsøre og avling og besætning.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Selvfølgelig. På Deres egne ejendomme. Det samme gør jeg også, – naturligvis. Men her, ser De, er det en ganske anden sag. Asylet skal jo dog ligesom helliges til en højere livsopgave.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja men fordi om –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 For mit eget personlige vedkommende vilde jeg sandeligen ikke finde det ringeste anstødeligt i at sikre os imod alle muligheder –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, det synes rigtignok jeg også.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 – men hvorledes har det sig med stemningen hos folket her ude omkring? Den kender jo De bedre end jeg.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hm, stemningen –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Er her noget betragteligt antal af meningsberettigede, – af virkelig meningsberettigede, som kunde ta’ anstød af det?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, hvad forstår De egentlig ved virkelig meningsberettigede?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, jeg tænker nærmest på mænd i såvidt uafhængige og indflydelsesrige stillinger, at man ikke godt kan undlade at tillægge deres meninger en viss vægt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Af sådanne findes her adskillige, som kanske nok kunde ta’ anstød, ifald –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, ser De bare! Inde i byen har vi mangfoldige af den slags. Tænk blot på alle min embedsbroders tilhængere! Man kunde virkelig så såre let komme til at opfatte det, som om hverken De eller jeg havde den rette tillid til en højere styrelse.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men for Deres vedkommende, kære herr pastor, véd De da ialfald med Dem selv at –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, jeg véd; jeg véd; – jeg har min gode bevidsthed, det er sandt nok. Men vi vilde alligevel ikke kunne hindre en vrang og ufordelagtig udlægning. Og en sådan kunde igen lettelig komme til at øve en hæmmende indflydelse på selve asylgerningen.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, skulde det bli’ tilfældet, så –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg kan heller ikke ganske bortse fra den vanskelige, – ja, jeg kan gerne sige pinlige stilling, jeg muligens vilde komme i. I byens ledende kredse beskæftiger man sig meget med denne asylsag. Asylet er jo delvis oprettet til gavn for byen også, og forhåbentlig vil det i en ikke ubetragtelig grad komme til at lette vore komunale fattigbyrder. Men da nu jeg har været Deres rådgiver og har styret det forretningsmæssige ved sagen, så må jeg befrygte, at de nidkære først og fremst vilde kaste sig over mig –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det bør De ikke udsætte Dem for.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ikke at tale om de angreb, der utvilsomt vilde blive rettet imod mig i visse blade og tidsskrifter, som –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nok, kære pastor Manders; det hensyn er aldeles afgørende.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De vil altså ikke, at der skal assureres?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej; vi lar det være.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(læner sig tilbage i stolen). 
 Men hvis nu ulykken engang var ude? En kan jo aldrig vide –. Vilde De så kunne oprette skaden igen?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, det siger jeg Dem rent ud, det vilde jeg aldeles ikke.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja men véd De hvad, fru Alving, – da er det igrunden et betænkeligt ansvar vi tar på os.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men synes De da, at vi kan andet?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, det er just tingen; vi kan egentlig ikke andet. Vi bør dog ikke udsætte os for et skævt omdømme; og vi har på ingen måde lov til at vække forargelse i menigheden.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 De, som prest, ialfald ikke.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og jeg synes da virkelig også, vi må stole på, at en sådan anstalt har lykken med sig, – ja, at den står under en særlig beskærmelse.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Lad os håbe det, pastor Manders.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Skal vi altså la’ det stå til?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja visst skal vi så.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Godt. Som De vil. (noterer.) Altså – ikke assurere.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det var ellers underligt, at De kom til at tale om dette her netop idag –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg har tidt tænkt at spørge Dem om det –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 – for igår havde vi sånær fåt en ildebrand dernede.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad for noget!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nå, det havde forresten ingenting på sig. Der var gåt ild i noget høvlflis i snedkerværkstedet.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvor Engstrand arbejder?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja. Han skal mangengang være så uforsigtig med fyrstikker, siges der.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Han har så mange ting i hodet, den mand – så mange slags anfægtelser. Gud ske lov, han beflitter sig jo nu på at føre et ulasteligt levnet, hører jeg.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Så? Hvem siger det?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det har han selv forsikkret mig. Og en flink arbejder er han jo også.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å ja, sålænge han er ædru –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, den sørgelige svaghed! Men han er mangengang nødt til det for sit dårlige bens skyld, siger han. Sidste gang han var i byen, blev jeg virkelig rørt over ham. Han kom op til mig og takked mig så inderligt, fordi jeg havde skaffet ham arbejde her, så han kunde få være sammen med Regine.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hende ser han nok ikke meget til.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo, han taler med hende hver dag, det sad han selv og fortalte mig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja ja, kan være.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Han føler så godt, at han trænger til nogen, som kan holde ham tilbage, når fristelsen nærmer sig. Det er det elskelige ved Jakob Engstrand, dette, at han kommer så rent hjælpeløs til en og anklager sig selv og bekender sin skrøbelighed. Sidst han var oppe og talte med mig –. Hør, fru Alving, hvis det skulde være ham en hjertets fornødenhed at få Regine hjem til sig igen –
 

FRU ALVING 

(rejser sig hurtigt). 
 Regine!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 – så må De ikke sætte Dem imod det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jo, det sætter jeg mig rigtignok imod. Og desuden, – Regine skal jo ha’ en stilling ved asylet.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men betænk, han er dog hendes far –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å, jeg véd bedst, hvad slags far han har været for hende. Nej, til ham skal hun aldrig komme med min gode vilje.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(rejser sig). 
 Men kære frue, tag det da ikke så hæftigt. Det er så sørgeligt, hvorledes De miskender snedker Engstrand. Det er jo som om De blev rent forskrækket –
 

FRU ALVING 

(stillere). 
 Det kan være det samme. Jeg har taget Regine: til mig, og hos mig blir hun. (lytter.) Hys, kære pastor Manders, tal ikke mere om dette her. (Glæden lyser op i hende.) Hør! Der kommer Osvald i trappen. Nu vil vi bare tænke på ham. 

(Osvald Alving, i en let overfrakke, med hat i hånden og røgende af en stor merskumspibe, kommer ind gennem døren til venstre.)
 

OSVALD 

(blir stående ved døren). 
 Å, om forladelse – jeg trode man sad i kontoret. (kommer nærmere.) Goddag, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(stirrende). 
 Ah –! Det var da mærkværdigt –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, hvad siger De om ham der, pastor Manders?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg siger, – jeg siger –. Nej, men er det da virkelig –?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jo, det er virkelig den forlorne søn, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men min kære unge ven –
 

OSVALD. 
 Nå, den hjemkomne søn da.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald tænker på dengang De havde så meget imod, at han blev maler.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 For menneskelige øjne kan jo mangt et skridt se betænkeligt ud, som siden alligevel –. (ryster hans hånd.) Nå, velkommen, velkommen! Nej, min kære Osvald –. Ja, jeg må da nok få kalde Dem ved fornavn?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, hvad skulde De ellers kalde mig?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Godt. Det var det, jeg vilde sige, min kære Osvald, – De må ikke tro om mig, at jeg ubetinget fordømmer kunstnerstanden. Jeg antager, der er mange, som kan bevare sit indre menneske ufordærvet i den stand også.
 

OSVALD. 
 Vi bør håbe det.
 

FRU ALVING 

(strålende fornøjet). 
 Jeg véd en, som har bevaret både sit indre og sit ydre menneske ufordærvet. Se bare på ham, pastor Manders.
 

OSVALD 

(driver opover gulvet). 
 Ja ja, kære mor, lad nu det være.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå tilforladelig – det kan ikke nægtes. Og så har De jo alt begyndt at få et navn. Aviserne har ofte talt om Dem, og det så overmåde gunstigt. Ja, det vil sige – i den senere tid synes jeg det har været ligesom lidt stille.
 

OSVALD 

(oppe ved blomsterne). 
 Jeg har ikke fåt male så meget på det sidste.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 En maler må jo også hvile sig imellem.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg kan tænke mig det. Og så forbereder man sig og samler kræfter til noget stort.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja. – Mor, skal vi snart spise?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Om en liden halv time. Madlyst har han da, Gud ske lov.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og smag for tobak også.
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg fandt fars pibe oppe på kammeret og så –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Aha, der har vi det altså!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvilket?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Da Osvald kom der i døren med piben i munden, var det som jeg så hans far lyslevende.
 

OSVALD. 
 Nej virkelig?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å, hvor kan De dog sige det! Osvald slægter jo mig på.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja; men der er et drag ved mundvigerne, noget ved læberne, som minder så grangiveligt om Alving – ialfald nu han røger.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Aldeles ikke. Osvald har snarere noget presteligt ved munden, synes jeg.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Å ja, å ja; adskillige af mine embedsbrødre har et lignende drag.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men sæt piben fra dig, min kære gut; jeg vil ikke ha’ røg herinde.
 

OSVALD 

(gør så). 
 Gerne. Jeg vilde bare prøve den; for jeg har engang røgt af den som barn.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja. Jeg var ganske liden dengang. Og så husker jeg, jeg kom op på kammeret til far en aften, han var så glad og lystig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å, du husker ingenting fra de år.
 

OSVALD. 
 Jo, jeg husker tydeligt, han tog og satte mig på knæet og lod mig røge af piben. Røg, gut, sa’ han, – røg dygtigt, gut! Og jeg røgte alt hvad jeg vandt, til jeg kendte jeg blev ganske bleg og sveden brød ud i store dråber på panden. Da lo han så hjertelig godt –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det var da højst besynderligt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Kære, det er bare noget Osvald har drømt.
 

OSVALD. 
 Nej, mor, jeg har aldeles ikke drømt det. For – kan du ikke huske det – så kom du ind og bar mig ud i barnekammeret. Der fik jeg ondt og jeg så, at du græd. – Gjorde far ofte slige spilopper?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 I sin ungdom var han en særdeles livsglad mand –
 

OSVALD. 
 Og fik endda udrettet så meget her i verden. Så meget godt og nyttigt; ikke ældre end han blev.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, De har i sandhed taget en virksom og værdig mands navn i arv, min kære Osvald Alving. Nå, det vil forhåbentlig være Dem en spore –
 

OSVALD. 
 Det burde så være, ja.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det var ialfald smukt af Dem, at De kom hjem til hans hædersdag.
 

OSVALD. 
 Mindre kunde jeg da ikke gøre for far.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og at jeg får beholde ham så længe; – det er nu det allersmukkeste af ham.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, De blir jo hjemme vinteren over, hører jeg.
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg blir hjemme på ubestemt tid, herr pastor. – Å, det er dog dejligt at være kommen hjem!
 

FRU ALVING 

(strålende). 
 Ja, ikke sandt, du?
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(ser deltagende på ham). 
 De kom tidligt ud i verden, min kære Osvald.
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg gjorde det. Undertiden tænker jeg, om det ikke var for tidligt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å sletikke. Det har en rask gut netop godt af. Og især en, som er eneste barn. Slig en skal ikke gå hjemme hos mor og far og bli’ forkælet.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det er et såre omtvisteligt spørsmål, Fru Alving: Fædrenehjemmet er og blir dog barnets rette tilholdssted.
 

OSVALD. 
 Det må jeg rigtignok være enig med pastoren i.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Se nu bare til Deres egen søn. Ja, vi kan jo godt tale om det i hans nærværelse. Hvad har følgen været for ham? Han er bleven sex–syv og tyve år gammel og har aldrig fåt anledning til at lære et ordentligt hjem at kende.
 

OSVALD. 
 Om forladelse, herr pastor, – der tar De aldeles fejl.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Så? Jeg trode, De havde færdedes sågodtsom udelukkende i kunstnerkredsene.
 

OSVALD. 
 Det har jeg også.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og mest iblandt de yngre kunstnere.
 

OSVALD. 
 Å ja vel.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men jeg trode, de fleste af de folk ikke havde råd til at stifte familje og grundlægge et hjem.
 

OSVALD. 
 Der er adskillige af dem, som ikke har råd til at gifte sig, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, det er jo det, jeg siger.
 

OSVALD. 
 Men de kan jo derfor ha’ et hjem. Og det har også en og anden; og det et meget ordentligt og et meget hyggeligt hjem.
 

FRU ALVING 

(følger spændt med, nikker men siger intet).
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men det er jo ikke ungkarlshjem, jeg taler om. Ved et hjem forstår jeg et familjehjem, hvor en mand lever med sin hustru og sine børn.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja; eller med sine børn og med sine børns mor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(studser; slår hænderne sammen). 
 Men du forbarmende –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Nå?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Lever sammen med – sine børns mor!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, vilde De da heller, han skulde forstøde sine børns mor?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det er altså om ulovlige forhold, De taler! Om disse såkaldte vilde ægteskaber!
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg har aldrig mærket noget særlig vildt ved de folks samliv.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men hvor er det muligt, at en – en blot nogenlunde vel opdragen mand eller ung kvinde kan bekvemme sig til at leve på den måde – lige for almenhedens øjne!
 

OSVALD. 
 Men hvad skal de da gøre? En fattig ung kunstner, – en fattig ung pige –. Det koster mange penge at gifte sig. Hvad skal de så gøre?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad de skal gøre? Jo, herr Alving, jeg skal sige Dem, hvad de skal gøre. De skulde holdt sig fra hinanden fra først af, – skulde de!
 

OSVALD. 
 Den tale kommer De ikke langt med hos unge, varmblodige, forelskede mennesker.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, den kommer De ikke langt med!
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(vedblivende). 
 Og så at autoriteterne tåler sådant noget! At det får lov til at ske åbenlyst! (foran fru Alving.) Havde jeg så ikke årsag til at være inderlig bekymret for Deres søn. I kredse, hvor den utilhyllede usædelighed går i svang og ligesom har fåt hævd –
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg vil sige Dem noget, herr pastor. Jeg har været en stadig søndagsgæst i et par slige uregelmæssige hjem –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og det om søndagene!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, da skal man jo more sig. Men aldrig har jeg der hørt et anstødeligt ord, og endnu mindre har jeg været vidne til noget, som kunde kaldes usædeligt. Nej; véd De, når og hvor jeg har truffet usædeligheden i kunstnerkredsene?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, Gud være lovet!
 

OSVALD. 
 Nå, da skal jeg tillade mig at sige det. Jeg har truffet den, når en og anden af vore mønstergyldige ægtemænd og familjefædre kom derned for at se sig om en smule på egen hånd – og så gjorde kunstnerne den ære at opsøge dem i deres tarvelige knejper. Da kunde vi få vide besked. De herrer vidste at fortælle os både om steder og om ting, som vi aldrig havde drømt om.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad? Vil De påstå, at hæderlige mænd her hjemmefra skulde –?
 

OSVALD. 
 Har De aldrig, når deslige hæderlige mænd kom hjem igen, har De aldrig hørt dem udtale sig om den overhåndtagende usædelighed udenlands?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo, naturligvis –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det har jeg også hørt.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, man kan trygt tro dem på ordet. Der er sagkyndige folk iblandt. (griber sig om hodet.) Å – at det skønne, herlige frihedsliv derude, – at det skal således tilsøles.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du må ikke forivre dig, Osvald; du har ikke godt af det.
 

OSVALD. 
 Nej, du har ret i det, mor. Det er nok ikke sundt for mig. Det er den fordømte trætheden, ser du. Ja, nu går jeg en liden tur før bordet. Undskyld, herr pastor; De kan ikke sætte Dem ind i det; men det kom således over mig. 

(han går ud gennem den anden dør til højre.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Min stakkers gut –!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, det må De nok sige. Så vidt er det altså kommet med ham!
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser på ham og tier).
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(går op og ned). 
 Han kaldte sig den forlorne søn. Ja, desværre, – desværre!
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser fremdeles på ham).
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og hvad siger De til alt dette?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg siger, at Osvald havde ret i hvert eneste ord.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(standser). 
 Ret? Ret! I sådanne grundsætninger!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Her i min ensomhed er jeg kommen til at tænke ligedan, herr pastor. Men jeg har aldrig dristet mig til at røre ved det. Nu, godt og vel; min gut skal tale for mig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De er en beklagelsesværdig kvinde, Fru Alving: Men nu vil jeg tale et alvorsord til Dem. Nu er det ikke længer Deres forretningsfører og rådgiver, ikke Deres og Deres afdøde mands ungdomsven, som står for Dem. Det er presten, således, som han stod for Dem i det mest forvildede øjeblik i Deres liv.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og hvad er det, presten har at sige mig?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg vil først ryste op i Deres erindring, frue. Tidspunktet er vel valgt. Imorgen er det tiårsdagen efter Deres mands død; imorgen skal hædersmindet afsløres over den bortgangne; imorgen skal jeg tale til hele den forsamlede skare; – men idag vil jeg tale til Dem alene.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Godt, herr pastor; tal!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Mindes De, at De efter knapt et års ægteskab stod på afgrundens yderste rand? At De forlod Deres hus og hjem, – at De flygted fra Deres mand; – ja, fru Alving, flygted, flygted, og nægted at vende tilbage til ham, så meget han end trygled og bad Dem om det?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Har De glemt, hvor grænseløs ulykkelig jeg følte mig i dette første år?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det er just den rette oprørsånd at kræve lykken her i livet. Hvad ret har vi mennesker til lykken? Nej, vi skal gøre vor pligt, frue! Og Deres pligt var at holde fast ved den mand, som De engang havde valgt og til hvem De var knyttet ved hellige bånd.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 De véd godt, hvad slags liv Alving førte i den tid; hvilke udskejelser han gjorde sig skyldig i.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg véd såre vel, hvilke rygter der gik om ham; og jeg er den, som mindst af alle billiger hans vandel i ungdomsårene, såfremt rygterne medførte sandhed. Men en hustru er ikke sat til at være sin husbonds dommer. Det havde været Deres skyldighed med ydmygt sind at bære det kors, som en højere vilje havde eragtet tjenligt for Dem. Men i det sted afkaster De i oprørskhed korset, forlader den snublende, som De skulde have støttet, går hen og sætter Deres gode navn og rygte på spil, og – er nær ved at forspilde andres rygte ovenikøbet.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Andres? En andens, mener De nok.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det var overmåde hensynsløst af Dem at søge tilflugt hos mig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hos vor prest? Hos vor husven?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Mest derfor. – Ja, tak De Deres Herre og Gud, at jeg besad den fornødne fasthed, – at jeg fik Dem fra Deres overspændte forehavender, og at det blev mig forundt at føre Dem tilbage på pligtens vej og hjem til Deres lovlige husbond.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, pastor Manders, det var visselig Deres værk.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg var kun et ringe redskab i en højeres hånd. Og hvorledes har ikke det, at jeg fik Dem bøjet ind under pligt og lydighed, hvorledes har ikke det vokset sig stort til velsignelse for alle Deres følgende levedage? Gik det ikke, som jeg forudsagde Dem? Vendte ikke Alving sine forvildelser ryggen, således, som det sømmer sig en mand? Leved han ikke siden den tid kærligt og ulasteligt med Dem alle sine dage? Blev han ikke en velgører for denne egn, og hæved han ikke Dem således op til sig, at De efterhånden blev en medarbejder i alle hans foretagender? Og det en dygtig medarbejder; – å, jeg véd det, fru Alving; den ros skal jeg gi’ Dem. – Men nu kommer jeg til det næste store fejltrin i Deres liv.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad vil De sige med det?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ligesom De engang har fornægtet hustruens pligter, således har De siden fornægtet moderens.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ah –!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De har været behersket af en uheldsvanger selvrådighedens ånd alle Deres dage. Al Deres tragten har været vendt imod det tvangløse og det lovløse. Aldrig har De villet tåle noget bånd på Dem. Alt, hvad der har besværet Dem i livet, har De hensynsløst og samvittighedsløst afkastet, lig en byrde, De selv havde rådighed over. Det behaged Dem ikke længer at være hustru, og De rejste fra Deres mand. Det faldt Dem besværligt at være moder, og De satte Deres barn ud til fremmede.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det er sandt; det har jeg gjort.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men derfor er De også bleven en fremmed for ham.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, nej; det er jeg ikke!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det er De; det må De være. Og hvorledes har De fåt ham igen! Betænk Dem vel, fru Alving. De har forbrudt meget imod Deres mand; – dette erkender De ved at rejse ham hint minde dernede. Erkend nu også, hvad De har forbrudt imod Deres søn; det tør endnu være tid til at føre ham tilbage fra forvildelsens stier. Vend selv om; og oprejs, hvad der dog måske endnu kan oprejses i ham. Thi (med hævet pegefinger) i sandhed, fru Alving, De er en skyldbetynget moder! – Dette har jeg anset det for min pligt at måtte sige Dem.

(Taushed.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(langsomt og behersket). 
 De har nu talt, herr pastor; og imorgen skal De tale offentligt til min mands erindring. Jeg skal ikke tale imorgen. Men nu vil jeg tale lidt til Dem, ligesom De har talt til mig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Naturligvis; De vil fremføre undskyldninger for Deres færd –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej. Jeg vil bare fortælle.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nu –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Alt, hvad De nys sagde her om mig og min mand og om vort samliv, efterat De, som De kaldte det, havde ført mig tilbage til pligtens vej, – alt det er noget, som De jo sletikke kender af egen iagttagelse. Fra det øjeblik satte De – vor daglige omgangsven – ikke mere Deres fod i vort hus.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De og Deres mand flytted jo fra byen straks efter.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja; og herud til os kom De aldrig i min mands levetid. Det var forretninger, som tvang Dem til at besøge mig, da De havde fåt med asylsagerne at gøre.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(sagte og usikkert). 
 Helene – skal dette være en bebrejdelse, så vil jeg be’ Dem overveje –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 – de hensyn, De skyldte Deres stilling; ja. Og så at jeg var en bortløben hustru. Man kan aldrig være tilbageholdende nok lige over for slige hensynsløse fruentimmer.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Kære – fru Alving, dette er en så umådelig overdrivelse –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, ja, ja, lad det så være. Det var bare det, jeg vilde sige, at når De dømmer om mine ægteskabelige forhold, så støtter De Dem sådan uden videre til den almindelige gængse mening.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nu ja vel; og hvad så?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men nu, Manders, nu vil jeg sige Dem sandheden. Jeg har svoret ved mig selv, at De engang skulde få den at vide. De alene!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og hvad er da sandheden?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Sandheden er det, at min mand døde lige så ryggesløs, som han havde levet alle sine dage.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(famler efter en stol). 
 Hvad var det De sagde?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Efter nitten års ægteskab lige så ryggesløs, – i sine lyster ialfald, – som han var før De vied os.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og disse ungdomsvildfarelser, – disse uregelmæssigheder, – udskejelser, om De så vil, kalder De ryggesløst levnet!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Vor huslæge brugte det udtryk.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nu forstår jeg Dem ikke.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Behøves ikke heller.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det næsten svimler for mig. Hele Deres ægteskab, – hele dette mangeårige samliv med Deres mand skulde ikke være andet end en overdækket afgrund!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ikke en smule andet. Nu véd De det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Dette – det finder jeg mig sent tilrette i. Jeg kan ikke fatte det! Ikke fastholde det! Men hvorledes var det da muligt at –? Hvorledes har sådant noget kunnet holdes skjult?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det har også været min uophørlige kamp dag efter dag. Da vi havde fåt Osvald, syntes jeg det blev ligesom noget bedre med Alving. Men det vared ikke længe. Og nu måtte jeg jo kæmpe dobbelt, kæmpe på liv og død for at ingen skulde få vide, hvad mit barns far var for et menneske. Og så véd De jo, hvor hjertevindende Alving var. Ingen syntes de kunde tro andet end godt om ham. Han var af de slags folk, hvis levnet ikke bider på deres rygte. Men så, Manders, – det skal De også vide, – så kom det afskyeligste af det altsammen.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Afskyeligere end dette!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg havde båret over med ham, skønt jeg så godt vidste, hvad der gik for sig i løn udenfor huset. Men da så forargelsen kom indenfor vore egne fire vægge –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad siger De! Her!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, her i vort eget hjem. Derinde (peger mod den første dør til højre) i spisestuen var det jeg først kom undervejr med det. Jeg havde noget at gøre derinde, og døren stod påklem. Så hørte jeg vor stuepige kom op fra haven med vand til blomsterne derhenne.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nu ja –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Lidt efter hørte jeg, at Alving kom også. Jeg hørte, at han sa’ noget sagte til hende. Og så hørte jeg – (med en kort latter.) Å, det klinger endnu for mig både så sønderrivende og så latterligt; – jeg hørte min egen tjenestepige hviske: Slip mig, herr kammerherre! Lad mig være!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvilken usømmelig letsindighed af ham! Å, men mere end en letsindighed har det ikke været, fru Alving. Tro mig på det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg fik snart vide, hvad jeg skulde tro. Kammerherren fik sin vilje med pigen, – og dette forhold havde følger, pastor Manders.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(som forstenet). 
 Og alt det i dette hus! I dette hus!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg havde tålt meget i dette hus. For at holde ham hjemme om aftenerne – og om nætterne måtte jeg gøre mig til selskabsbror i hans lønlige svirelag oppe på kammeret. Der har jeg måttet sidde på tomandshånd med ham, har måttet klinke og drikke med ham, høre på hans utérlige sansesløse snak, har måttet kæmpe nævekampe med ham for at få slæbt ham i seng –
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(rystet). 
 At De har kunnet bære alt dette.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg havde min lille gut at bære det for. Men da så den sidste forhånelse kom til; da min egen tjenestepige –; da svor jeg ved mig selv: dette skal ha’ en ende! Og så tog jeg magten i huset – hele magten – både over ham og over alt det øvrige. For nu havde jeg våben imod ham, ser De; han turde ikke kny. Dengang var det Osvald blev sat ud. Han gik da i det syvende år, og begyndte at lægge mærke til og gøre spørsmål, som børn plejer gøre. Alt dette kunde jeg ikke tåle, Manders. Jeg syntes, barnet måtte forgiftes bare ved at ånde i dette tilsølede hjem. Derfor var det jeg satte ham ud. Og nu skønner De også, hvorfor han aldrig fik sætte sin fod her hjemme, så længe hans far leved. Der er ingen, som véd, hvad det har kostet mig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De har da i sandhed prøvet livet.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg havde aldrig holdt det ud, hvis jeg ikke havde havt mit arbejde. Ja, for jeg tør nok sige, at jeg har arbejdet! Alle disse forøgelser af jordegodset, alle forbedringerne, alle de nyttige indretninger, som Alving fik pris og berøm for, – tror De han havde fremfærd til sligt? Han, som lå hele dagen på sofaen og læste i en gammel statskalender! Nej; nu vil jeg sige Dem det også: jeg var den, som drev ham ivej, når han havde sine lysere mellemstunder; mig var det, som måtte dra’ hele læsset, når han så igen begyndte på sine udskejelser eller faldt sammen i jammer og ynkelighed.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og over denne mand er det De rejser et æresminde.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Der ser De den onde samvittigheds magt.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Den onde –? Hvad mener De?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det stod mig altid for, at det var umuligt andet, end at sandheden måtte komme ud, og bli troet på. Derfor skulde asylet ligesom slå alle rygterne ned og rydde al tvil afvejen.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Da har De visselig ikke forfejlet Deres hensigt, fru Alving.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og så havde jeg én grund til. Jeg vilde ikke, at Osvald, min egen gut, skulde ta’ nogetsomhelst i arv efter sin far.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det er altså for Alvings formue, at –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja. De summer, jeg år efter andet har skænket til dette asyl, udgør det beløb, – jeg har regnet det nøje ud, – det beløb, som i sin tid gjorde løjtnant Alving til et godt parti.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg forstår Dem –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det var købesummen –. Jeg vil ikke, at de penge skal gå over i Osvalds hænder. Min søn skal ha’ alting fra mig, skal han.

(Osvald Alving kommer gennem den anden dør til højre; hat og over-frakke har han skilt sig ved udenfor.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(imod ham). 
 Er du alt igen? Min kære, kære gut!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja; hvad skal man ude i dette evindelige regnvejr? Men jeg hører, vi skal tilbords. Det er prægtigt!
 

REGINE 

(med en pakke, fra spisestuen). 
 Her er kommet en pakke til fruen. 

(rækker hende den.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(med et blik på pastor Manders). 
 Festsangene til imorgen formodentlig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hm –
 

REGINE. 
 Og så er der serveret.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Godt; vi kommer om lidt; jeg vil bare – 

(begynder at åbne pakken.)
 

REGINE 

(til Osvald). 
 Ønsker herr Alving hvid eller rød portvin?
 

OSVALD. 
 Begge dele, jomfru Engstrand.
 

REGINE. 
 Bien –; meget vel, herr Alving. 

(hun går ind i spisestuen.)
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg får vel hjælpe med flaskekorkene – 

(går ligeledes ind i spisestuen, hvis dør glider halvt op efter ham.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(som har åbnet pakken). 
 Jo, ganske rigtig; her har vi festsangene, pastor Manders.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(med foldede hænder). 
 Hvorledes jeg imorgen med frejdigt sind skal kunne holde min tale, det –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å, det finder De nok ud af.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(sagte, for ikke at høres i spisestuen). 
 Ja, forargelse kan vi jo dog ikke vække.
 

FRU ALVING 

(dæmpet men fast). 
 Nej. Men så er også dette lange stygge komediespil tilende. Fra iovermorgen af skal det være for mig, som om den døde aldrig havde levet i dette hus. Her skal ingen anden være, end min gut og hans mor. 

(Inde i spisestuen høres larm af en stol, som væltes; samtidigt høres)
 

REGINES STEMME 

(hvast men hviskende). 
 Osvald da! Er du gal? Slip mig!
 

FRU ALVING 

(farer sammen i rædsel). 
 Ah –! 

(Hun stirrer som i vildelse mod den halvåbne dør. Osvald høres hoste og nynne derinde. En flaske trækkes op.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(oprørt). 
 Men hvad er dog dette for noget! Hvad er det, fru Alving?
 

FRU ALVING 

(hæst). 
 Gengangere. Parret fra blomsterværelset – går igen.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad siger De! Regine –? Er hun –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja. Kom. Ikke et ord –! 

(Hun griber pastor Manders om armen og går vaklende henimod spisestuen.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT.
 

(Samme stue. Regntågen ligger fremdeles tungt over landskabet.)

(Pastor Manders og fru Alving kommer ud fra spisestuen.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(endnu i døren). 
 Velbekomme, herr pastor. (taler ind i spisestuen.) Kommer du ikke med, Osvald?
 

OSVALD 

(indenfor). 
 Nej tak; jeg tror jeg går lidt ud.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, gør det; for nu er det en smule opholdsvejr. (lukker spisestuedøren og går hen til forstuedøren og kalder:) Regine!
 

REGINE 

(udenfor). 
 Ja, frue?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Gå ned i strygeværelset og hjælp til med kransene.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja vel, frue.
 Fru Alving (forvisser sig om, at Regine går; derpå lukker hun døren).
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Han kan dog ikke høre noget derinde?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ikke når døren er lukket. Desuden så går han jo ud.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg er endnu som fortumlet. Jeg begriber ikke, hvorledes jeg har kunnet synke en bid af den velsignede mad.
 

FRU ALVING 

(i behersket uro, går op og ned). 
 Jeg ikke heller. Men hvad er her at gøre?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, hvad er at gøre? Jeg véd det, min tro, ikke; jeg er så aldeles uerfaren i deslige tilfælde.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg er overbevist om, at endnu er ingen ulykke sket.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, det forbyde himlen! Men et usømmeligt forhold er det ligefuldt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det hele er et løst indfald af Osvald; det kan De være viss på.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, jeg er jo, som sagt, ikke inde i den slags ting; men jeg synes dog tilforladelig –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ud af huset må hun jo. Og det straks. Det er en soleklar sag –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, det forstår sig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men hvorhen? Vi kan da ikke forsvare at –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvorhen? Naturligvis hjem til sin far.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Til hvem, sa’ De?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Til sin –. Nej, men Engstrand er jo ikke –. Men, Herregud, frue, hvorledes er dette muligt? De må jo dog ta’ fejl alligevel.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Desværre; jeg tar ikke fejl i nogenting. Johanne måtte gå til bekendelse for mig, – og Alving kunde ikke nægte. Så var der jo ikke andet at gøre, end at få sagen neddysset.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, det var vel det eneste.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Pigen kom straks af tjenesten, og fik en temmelig rigelig sum for at tie indtil vidre. Resten sørged hun selv for, da hun kom ind til byen. Hun fornyed gammelt bekendtskab med snedker Engstrand, lod sig vel forlyde med, kan jeg tro, hvor mange penge hun havde, og bildte ham så noget ind om en eller anden udlænding, som skulde ha’ ligget her med et lystfartøj den sommer. Så blev hun og Engstrand viet i huj og hast. Ja, De vied dem jo selv.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men hvorledes skal jeg da forklare mig –? Jeg husker tydeligt, da Engstrand kom for at bestille vielsen. Han var så rent sønderknust, og anklaged sig så bitterligt for den letsindighed, han og hans forlovede havde gjort sig skyldig i.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, han måtte jo ta’ skylden på sig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men en sådan uoprigtighed af ham! Og det imod mig! Det havde jeg tilforladelig ikke troet om Jakob Engstrand. Nå, jeg skal rigtignok ta’e ham alvorligt for mig; det kan han belave sig på. – Og så det usædelige i en sådan forbindelse! For penges skyld –! Hvor stort var det beløb, pigen havde at råde over?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det var tre hundrede specier.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, tænke sig bare, – for lumpne tre hundrede specier at gå hen og la’ sig ægtevie til en falden kvinde!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad siger De da om mig, som gik hen og lod mig ægtevie til en falden mand?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men Gud bevare os vel; – hvad er det, De siger? En falden mand!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Tror De kanske Alving var renere, da jeg gik med ham til alteret, end Johanne var, da Engstrand lod sig vie til hende?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja men det er dog så himmelvidt forskellige ting –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Sletikke så forskellige endda. Der var rigtignok stor forskel i prisen; – lumpne tre hundrede daler og en hel formue.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men at De kan stille noget så uligt sammen. De havde jo dog berådet Dem med Deres hjerte og med Deres pårørende.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser ikke på ham). 
 Jeg trode De forstod, hvorhen det, De kalder mit hjerte, havde forvildet sig dengang.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(fremmed). 
 Havde jeg forståt noget sådant, var jeg ikke bleven en daglig gæst i Deres mands hus.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det står ialfald fast, at med mig selv berådte jeg mig sandelig ikke.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, så med Deres nærmeste slægt da; således som foreskrevet er; med Deres mor og med begge Deres tanter.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det er sandt. De tre gjorde op regnestykket for mig. Å, det er utroligt, hvor grejt de fik ud, at det vilde være den rene dårskab at vrage et sligt tilbud. Om mor kunde se op nu og vidste, hvor al den herlighed havde båret hen!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Udfaldet kan ingen gøres ansvarlig for. Så meget står ialfald fast, at Deres ægteskab blev stiftet overensstemmende med fuld lovlig orden.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ved vinduet). 
 Ja, dette med lov og orden! Jeg tror mangengang, det er det, som volder alle ulykkerne her i verden.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Fru Alving, nu forsynder De Dem.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det får så være; men jeg står ikke i det med alle disse bånd og hensyn længer. Jeg kan det ikke! Jeg må arbejde mig ud til frihed.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad mener De med det?
 

FRU ALVING 

(trommer på vinduskarmen). 
 Jeg skulde aldrig lagt dølgsmål på Alvings levnet. Men jeg turde ikke andet dengang, – ikke for min egen skyld heller. Så fejg var jeg.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Fejg?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Havde folk fåt noget at vide, så havde de sagt som så: stakkers mand, det er rimeligt, at han skejer ud, han, som har en kone, der løber ifra ham.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Med en viss ret kunde sådant nok siges.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Hvis jeg var den, jeg skulde være, så tog jeg Osvald for mig og sa’: hør, min gut, din far var et forfaldent menneske –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men du forbarmende –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 – og så fortalte jeg ham alt, hvad jeg har fortalt Dem, – rub og stub.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg er nær ved at oprøres over Dem, frue.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, jeg véd det. Jeg véd det jo! Jeg oprøres selv ved den tanke. (går fra vinduet.) Så fejg er jeg.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og De kalder det fejghed at gøre Deres ligefremme pligt og skyldighed. Har De glemt, at et barn skal agte og elske sin fader og sin moder?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Lad os ikke ta’ det så almindeligt. Lad os spørge: skal Osvald agte og elske kammerherre Alving?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Er der ikke en røst i Deres morshjerte, som forbyder Dem at nedbryde Deres søns idealer?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja men sandheden da?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja men idealerne da?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å – idealer, idealer! Hvis jeg bare ikke var så fejg, som jeg er!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Kast ikke vrag på idealerne, frue, – for det hævner sig hårdeligen. Og nu især Osvald. Osvald har nok ikke ret mange idealer, desværre. Men så meget har jeg kunnet skønne, at hans far står for ham som et sådant ideal.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det har De ret i.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og disse hans forestillinger har De selv vakt og næret hos ham gennem Deres breve.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja; jeg var under pligten og hensynene; derfor løj jeg for min gut år ud og år ind. Å, hvor fejg, – hvor fejg jeg har været!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De har grundfæstet en lykkelig illusion hos Deres søn, fru Alving, – og det bør De sandeligen ikke skatte ringe.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hm; hvem véd, om det nu er så bra’ alligevel. – Men noget maskepi med Regine vil jeg ialfald ikke vide af. Han skal ikke gå hen og gøre den stakkers pige ulykkelig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, du gode Gud, det vilde jo være forfærdeligt!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvis jeg vidste, han mente det alvorligt og at det vilde bli’ til hans lykke –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvorledes? Hvad så?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men det vilde det ikke bli’; for Regine er desværre ikke slig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, hvad så? Hvad mener De?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvis jeg ikke var så gudsjammerlig fejg, som jeg er, så vilde jeg sige til ham: gift dig med hende, eller indret jer som I vil; men bare ikke noget bedrag.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men du forbarmende –! Et lovformeligt ægteskab endogså! Noget så forskrækkeligt –! Noget så uhørt –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, siger De uhørt? Hånden på hjertet, pastor Manders; tror De ikke, at der ude omkring i landet findes adskillige ægtepar, som er lige så nær i slægt?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg forstår Dem aldeles ikke.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å jo såmæn gør De så.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, De tænker Dem det mulige tilfælde at –. Ja, desværre, familjelivet er visseligen ikke altid så rent, som det burde være. Men sådant noget, som De sigter til, kan man jo dog aldrig vide, – ialfald ikke med bestemthed. Her derimod –; at De, en mor, kunde ville tilstæde, at Deres –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men jeg vil det jo ikke. Jeg vilde ikke kunne tilstæde det for nogen pris i verden; det er jo netop det jeg siger.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, fordi De er fejg, som De udtrykker Dem. Men hvis De altså ikke var fejg –! Du min skaber, – en så oprørende forbindelse!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, vi stammer nu forresten allesammen fra den slags forbindelser, siges der. Og hvem er det, som har indrettet det slig her i verden, pastor Manders?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Sådanne spørsmål drøfter jeg ikke med Dem, frue; dertil har De langtfra ikke det rette sind. Men at De tør sige, at det er fejgt af Dem –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nu skal De høre, hvorledes jeg mener det. Jeg er ræd og sky, fordi der sidder i mig noget af dette gengangeragtige, som jeg aldrig rigtig kan bli’ kvit.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad var det De kaldte det?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Gengangeragtigt. Da jeg hørte Regine og Osvald derinde, var det som jeg så gengangere for mig. Men jeg tror næsten, vi er gengangere allesammen, pastor Manders. Det er ikke bare det, vi har arvet fra far og mor, som går igen i os. Det er alleslags gamle afdøde meninger og alskens gammel afdød tro og sligt noget. Det er ikke levende i os; men det sidder i alligevel og vi kan ikke bli’ det kvit. Bare jeg tar en avis og læser i, er det ligesom jeg så gengangere smyge imellem linjerne. Der må leve gengangere hele landet udover. Der må være så tykt af dem som sand, synes jeg. Og så er vi så gudsjammerlig lysrædde allesammen.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Aha, – der har vi altså udbyttet af Deres læsning. Skønne frugter isandhed! Å, disse afskyelige, oprørske, fritænkerske skrifter!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 De tar fejl, kære pastor. De er selv den mand, som fik ægget mig til at tænke; og det skal De ha’ tak og pris for.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, da De tvang mig ind under det, som De kaldte pligt og skyldighed; da De lovpriste som ret og rigtigt, hvad hele mit sind oprørte sig imod, som imod noget vederstyggeligt. Da var det jeg begyndte at se Deres lærdomme efter i sømmene. Jeg vilde bare pille ved en eneste knude; men da jeg havde fåt den løst, så rakned det op altsammen. Og så skønte jeg, at det var maskinsøm.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(stille, rystet). 
 Skulde dette være vindingen af mit livs tungeste strid?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Kald det heller Deres ynkeligste nederlag.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det var mit livs største sejr, Helene; sejren over mig selv.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det var en forbrydelse imod os begge.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 At jeg bød Dem og sagde: kvinde, gå hjem til Deres lovlige husbond, da De kom til mig forvildet og råbte: her er jeg; tag mig! Var det en forbrydelse?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, jeg synes det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Vi to forstår ikke hinanden.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ikke nu længer ialfald.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Aldrig, – aldrig i mine lønligste tanker engang, har jeg set Dem anderledes, end som en andens ægtefælle.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja – tro det?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Helene –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 En går sig selv så let af minde.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ikke jeg. Jeg er den samme, som jeg altid var.
 

FRU ALVING 

(slår om). 
 Ja, ja, ja, – lad os ikke tale mere om gamle dage. Nu sidder De til op over ørene i kommissioner og bestyrelser; og jeg går her og kæmper med gengangere både indvendig og udvendig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De udvendige skal jeg nok hjælpe Dem at få bugt med. Efter alt, hvad jeg med forfærdelse har hørt af Dem idag, kan jeg ikke for min samvittighed forsvare at lade en ung ubefæstet pige forblive i Deres hus.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Synes De ikke det var bedst, om vi kunde få hende forsørget? Jeg mener – sådan godt gift.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Utvivlsomt. Jeg tror, det vilde være i alle henseender ønskeligt for hende. Regine er jo nu i den alder, da –; ja, jeg forstår mig jo ikke på det, men –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Regine blev tidlig voksen.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, gjorde hun ikke det? Det svæver mig for, at hun var påfaldende stærkt udviklet i legemlig henseende, da jeg forberedte hende til konfirmation. Men foreløbig må hun ialfald hjem; under sin fars opsigt –. Nej, men Engstrand er jo ikke –. At han – at han således kunde fordølge sandheden for mig!

(Det banker på døren til forstuen.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvem kan det være? Kom ind!
 

SNEDKER ENGSTRAND 

(søndagsklædt, i døren). 
 Jeg ber så my’ om forladelse, men –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Aha! Hm –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Er det Dem, Engstrand?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 – der var ingen af pigerne tilstede, og så tog jeg mig den dristige friheden at banke lige på.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nå ja, ja. Kom ind. Vil De tale med mig om noget?
 

ENGSTRAND 

(kommer ind). 
 Nej, ellers så mange tak. Det var nok med pastoren jeg gerne vilde tale et lidet ord.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(går op og ned). 
 Hm; ja så? De vil tale med mig? Vil De det?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg vilde så fælt gerne –
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(stanser foran ham). 
 Nå; må jeg spørge, hvad det er for noget?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jo, det var det, herr pastor, at nu har vi klarering dernede. Mangfoldig tak, frue. – Og nu er vi færdig med altingen; og så synes jeg, det vilde være så pent og passeligt, om vi, som har arbejdet så oprigtigt sammen al denne tiden, – jeg synes, vi skulde slutte med en liden andagt ikveld.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 En andagt? Nede i asylet?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, synes kanske ikke pastoren det er passeligt, så –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo visst synes jeg det, men – hm –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jeg har selv brugt at holde lidt andagt dernede om kveldene –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Har De?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, en gang imellem; slig en liden opbyggelse at kalde for. Men jeg er jo en ringe, gemen mand og har ikke rigtig gaverne, Gu’ bedre mig, – og så tænkte jeg, at siden herr pastor Manders just var herude, så –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, ser De, snedker Engstrand, jeg må først gøre Dem et spørsmål. Besidder De den rette stemning for en sådan sammenkomst? Føler De Deres samvittighed fri og let?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å Gu’ hjælpe os, det er nok ikke værd at snakke om samvittigheden, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo, det er just den, vi skal tale om. Hvad svarer De så?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, samvittigheden – den kan være fæl, den, sommetider.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, det erkender De da ialfald. Men vil De så uforbeholdent sige mig, – hvorledes hænger det sammen med Regine?
 

FRU ALVING 

(hurtigt). 
 Pastor Manders!
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(beroligende). 
 Lad De mig –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Med Regine! Jøss’, hvor ræd De gør mig da! (ser på fru Alving.) Det er da vel aldrig galt fat med Regine?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det vil vi håbe. Men jeg mener, hvorledes hænger det sammen med Dem og Regine? De går jo og gælder for hendes far. Nå?
 

ENGSTRAND 

(usikker). 
 Ja – hm – herr pastoren véd jo dette her med mig og salig Johanne.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ingen fordrejelse af sandheden længer. Deres afdøde hustru meddelte fru Alving den rette sammenhæng, før hun kom af tjenesten.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Nå, så skulde da –! Gjorde hun det alligevel?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De er altså afsløret, Engstrand.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Og hun, som både svor og bandte så helligt på –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Bandte hun!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Nej, hun bare svor, men det så inderlig oprigtigt.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og i alle disse år har De fordulgt sandheden for mig. Fordulgt den for mig, som så ubetinget har fæstet lid til Dem i et og alt.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, desværre, jeg har nok det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Har jeg fortjent dette af Dem, Engstrand? Har jeg ikke stedse været redebon til at gå Dem tilhånde med råd og dåd, så vidt det stod i min magt? Svar! Har jeg ikke det?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Det havde nok ikke set godt ud for mig mangengang, om jeg ikke havde havt pastor Manders.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og så lønner De mig på en sådan måde. Får mig til at indføre uefterretteligheder i ministrialbogen og forholder mig siden gennem en række af år de oplysninger, som De var både mig og sandheden skyldig. Deres færd har været aldeles uforsvarlig, Engstrand; og fra nu af er det ude mellem os.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(med et suk). 
 Ja, det er vel det, kan jeg skønne.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, for hvorledes vilde De vel kunne retfærdiggøre Dem?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Men skulde hun da gåt og skamferet sig endda mere ved at snakke om det? Vil nu bare herr pastoren tænke sig, at han var i samme forfatning, som salig Johanne –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jøss’, Jøss’, jeg mener ikke så lige akkurat. Men jeg mener, om pastoren havde noget at skæms over i menneskenes øjne, som de siger. Vi mandspersoner skal ikke dømme en stakkers kvinde for strængt, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men det gør jeg jo heller ikke. Det er Dem, jeg retter bebrejdelsen imod.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Måtte jeg få lov til at gøre herr pastoren et bitte lidet spørsmål?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå ja, spørg.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Er det ikke ret og rigtigt af en mand, at han oprejser den faldende?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo, selvfølgelig.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Og er ikke en mand skyldig at holde sit oprigtige ord?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo visselig er han det; men –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Den gangen, da Johanne var falden i ulykke desformedelst denne Engelskmanden – eller kanske det var en Amerikaner eller en Russer, som de kalder det, – ja, så kom hun ind til byen. Stakker, hun havde slåt vrag på mig før en gang eller to; for hun så nu bare på det, som vakkert var, hun; og jeg havde jo denne her skavanken i benet. Ja, pastoren minds jo, jeg havde fordristet mig op på en dansesal, hvor sjøfarendes matroser rejerte med drukkenskab og beruselse, som de siger. Og da jeg så vilde formane dem til at vandre i et nyt levnet –
 

FRU ALVING 

(henne ved vinduet). 
 Hm –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg véd det, Engstrand; de rå mennesker kasted Dem nedover trapperne. Den begivenhed har De før meddelt mig. De bærer Deres skavank med ære.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jeg hovmoder mig ikke deraf, herr pastor. Men det var det, jeg vilde fortælle, at så kom hun og betrode sig til mig under grædendes tårer og tænders gnidsel. Jeg må sige herr pastoren, det gjorde mig så hjertelig ondt at høre på.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Gjorde det det, Engstrand. Nå; og så?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, så sa’ jeg til hende: Amerikaneren han er omflakkendes på verdens hav, han. Og du, Johanne. sa’ jeg, du har begåt et syndefald og er en falden skabning. Men Jakob Engstrand, sa’ jeg, han står på to reelle ben, han; – ja, det mente jeg nu slig som en lignelse, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg forstår Dem så godt; bliv De bare ved.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, så var det jeg oprejste hende og ægtevied hende oprigtigt for at ikke folk skulde få vide, hvor vildfarendes hun havde været med udlændinger.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Alt dette var såre smukt handlet af Dem. Jeg kan blot ikke billige, at De kunde bekvemme Dem til at modtage penge –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Penge? Jeg? Ikke en styver.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(spørgende til fru Alving). 
 Men –!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å ja, – bi lidt; nu minds jeg det. Johanne havde nok nogen skillinger ligevel. Men det vilde jeg ikke vide noget af. Tvi, sa’ jeg, mammon, det er syndens sold, det; det usle guldet – eller papirsedler, hvad det var for noget – det slænger vi i Amerikaneren igen, sa’ jeg. Men han var afsides og forsvunden over det vilde hav, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Var han det, min gode Engstrand?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja vel. Og så blev jeg og Johanne enige om, at de pengene skulde gå til at opdrage barnet for, og så blev det da også; og jeg kan gøre regnskab og rigtighed for hver evig eneste skilling.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men dette forandrer jo sagen ganske betydeligt.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Slig hænger det sammen, herr pastor. Og jeg tør nok sige, jeg har været en oprigtig far for Regine, – så langt mine kræfter rak da – for jeg er en skrøbelig mand, desværre.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå nå, min kære Engstrand –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Men det tør jeg sige, at jeg har opdraget barnet og levet kærligt med salig Johanne og øvet hustugten, som skrevet står. Men aldrig kunde det da falde mig ind at gå op til pastor Manders og hovmode mig og gøre mig til af, at jeg havde gjort en god gerning engang i verden, jeg også. Nej, når sligt hændes Jakob Engstrand, så tier han stille med det. Desværre, det går vel ikke så tidt på, kan jeg tro. Og når jeg kommer til pastor Manders, så har jeg så evig nok med at snakke om det, som galt og skrøbeligt er. For jeg siger det, som jeg sagde nylig, – samvittigheden kan være styg en gang iblandt.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ræk mig Deres hånd, Jakob Engstrand.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å Jøss, herr pastor –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ingen omsvøb. (trykker hans hånd.) Se så!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Og hvis jeg så pent og vakker turde be’ pastoren om forladelse –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 De? Nej tvertimod; det er mig, som skal bede Dem om forladelse –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å nej kors da.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jo, tilforladelig. Og det gør jeg af hele mit hjerte. Tilgiv, at jeg således kunde miskende Dem. Og gid jeg så sandt kunde vise Dem et eller andet tegn på min oprigtige fortrydelse og på min velvilje for Dem –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Vilde herr pastoren det?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Med den allerstørste fornøjelse –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, for så var der rigtignok lejlighed til det nu. Med de velsignede penge, som jeg har lagt mig tilbedste herude, tænker jeg på at grundlægge et slags sjømandshjem inde i byen.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Vil De?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det skulde bli’ som et slags asyl at kalde for. Fristelserne er så mangfoldige for sjømanden, som vandrer på landjorden. Men i dette her huset hos mig kunde han få være som under en fars opsigt, tænkte jeg.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Hvad siger De til det, fru Alving!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Det er jo ikke stort, jeg har at fare med, Gu’ bedre det; men hvis jeg bare kunde få en velgørendes håndsrækning, så –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, ja, lad os nærmere overveje den sag. Deres forehavende tiltaler mig ganske overordentligt. Men gå De nu foran, og gør alting istand og få tændt lys, så det kan være lidt festligt. Og så skal vi ha’ en opbyggelig stund sammen, min kære Engstrand; for nu tror jeg nok De har den rette stemning.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jeg synes ligesom det, ja. Og så farvel, frue, og tak for her; og ta’ rigtig godt vare på Regine: for mig. (visker en tåre af øjet.) Salig Johannes barn – hm, det er underligt med det – men det er lige rakt som hun var vokset fast til hjerterødderne mine. Ja-mænd er det så, ja. 

(Han hilser og går ud gennem døren.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nå, hvad siger De så om den mand, fru Alving! Det var en ganske anden forklaring, den, vi der fik.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, det var det rigtignok.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Der ser De, hvor overmåde varsom man må være med at fordømme et medmenneske. Men det er da også en inderlig glæde at forvisse sig om, at man har taget fejl. Eller hvad siger De?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg siger, De er og blir et stort barn, Manders.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg?
 

FRU ALVING 

(lægger begge hænder på hans skuldre). 
 Og jeg siger, jeg kunde ha’ lyst til at slå begge armene om halsen på Dem.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(trækker sig hurtigt bort). 
 Nej, nej, Gud velsigne Dem –; deslige lyster –
 

FRU ALVING 

(med et smil). 
 Å, De skal ikke være ræd for mig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(ved bordet). 
 De har stundom en så overdreven måde at udtrykke Dem på. Nu vil jeg først samle dokumenterne sammen og lægge dem i min taske. (gør som han siger.) Se så. Og nu farvel sålænge. Hav øjnene med Dem, når Osvald kommer tilbage. Jeg ser siden op til Dem igen. 

(Han tar sid hat og går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(drager et suk, ser et øjeblik ud af vinduet, rydder lidt op i stuen og vil gå ind i spiseværelset, men standser med et dæmpet udråb i døren). 
 Osvald, sidder du endnu ved bordet!
 

OSVALD 

(i spisestuen). 
 Jeg røger bare min cigar ud.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg trode du var gået lidt opover vejen.
 

OSVALD. 
 I sligt vejr?

(Et glas klirrer. Fru Alving lar døren stå åben og sætter sig med sit strikketøj på sofaen ved vinduet.)
 

OSVALD 

(derinde). 
 Var det ikke pastor Manders, som gik nu nylig?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jo, han gik ned på asylet.
 

OSVALD. 
 Hm. 

(Glas og karaffel klirrer igen.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(med bekymret øjekast). 
 Kære Osvald, du skulde vogte dig for den likør. Den er stærk.
 

OSVALD. 
 Den er god imod fugtigheden.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Vil du ikke heller komme ind til mig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg må jo ikke røge derinde.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Cigar véd du jo godt du må røge.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja ja, så kommer jeg da. Bare en bitte liden dråbe til. – Se så. 

(Han kommer med sin cigar ind i stuen og lukker døren efter sig. Kort taushed.)
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvor er pastoren henne?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg sa’ dig jo, han gik ned på asylet.
 

OSVALD. 
 Å ja, det er sandt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du skulde ikke bli’ siddende så længe ved bordet, Osvald.
 

OSVALD 

(med cigaren bag ryggen). 
 Men jeg synes, det er så hyggeligt, mor, (stryger og klapper hende.) Tænk, – for mig, som er kommen hjem, at sidde ved mors eget bord, i mors stue, og spise mors dejlige mad.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Min kære, kære gut!
 

OSVALD 

(noget utålmodig, går og røger). 
 Og hvad skal jeg ellers ta’ mig til her? Jeg kan ikke bestille noget –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, kan du ikke det?
 

OSVALD. 
 I sligt gråvejr? Uden at der falder et solblink hele dagen? (går hen over gulvet.) Å, det, ikke at kunne arbejde –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det var nok ikke rigtig vel betænkt af dig, at du kom hjem.
 

OSVALD. 
 Jo, mor; det måtte så være.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, for jeg vilde da ti gange heller undvære den lykke at ha’ dig hos mig, end at du skulde –
 

OSVALD 

(standser ved bordet). 
 Men sig mig nu, mor, – er det da virkelig så stor en lykke for dig at ha’ mig hjemme?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Om det er en lykke for mig!
 

OSVALD 

(krammer en avis). 
 Jeg synes, det måtte næsten være det samme for dig, enten jeg var til eller ikke.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og det har du hjerte til at sige til din mor, Osvald?
 

OSVALD. 
 Men du har da så godt kunnet leve mig foruden før.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja; jeg har levet dig foruden; – det er sandt.

(Taushed. Skumringen begynder langsomt. Osvald går frem og tilbage på gulvet. Cigaren har han lagt fra sig.)
 

OSVALD 

(standser ved fru Alving). 
 Mor, må jeg få lov at sidde i sofaen hos dig?
 

FRU ALVING 

(gør plads for ham). 
 Ja, kom du, min kære gut.
 

OSVALD 

(sætter sig). 
 Nu må jeg sige dig noget, mor.
 

FRU ALVING 

(spændt). 
 Nu vel!
 

OSVALD 

(stirrer frem for sig). 
 For jeg kan ikke gå og bære på det længer.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 På hvad for noget? Hvad er det?
 

OSVALD 

(som før). 
 Jeg har ikke kunnet komme mig for at skrive dig til om det; og siden jeg kom hjem –
 

FRU ALVING 

(griber ham om armen). 
 Osvald, hvad er dette for noget!
 

OSVALD. 
 Både igår og idag har jeg prøvet at skyde tankerne fra mig, – slå mig løs. Men det går ikke.
 

FRU ALVING 

(rejser sig). 
 Nu skal du tale rent ud, Osvald!
 

OSVALD 

(drager hende ned på sofaen igen). 
 Bliv siddende, så vil jeg prøve på at sige dig det. – Jeg har klaget så over træthed efter rejsen –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nu ja! Hvad så?
 

OSVALD. 
 Men det er ikke det, som fejler mig; ikke nogen almindelig træthed –
 

FRU ALVING 

(vil springe op). 
 Du er da ikke syg, Osvald!
 

OSVALD 

(drager hende atter ned). 
 Bliv siddende, mor. Tag det bare roligt. Jeg er ikke rigtig syg heller; ikke sådan, hvad man almindelig kalder syg. (slår hænderne sammen over hodet.) Mor, jeg er åndelig nedbrudt, – ødelagt, – jeg kan aldrig komme til at arbejde mere! 

(han kaster sig med hænderne for ansigtet ned i hendes skød og brister i hulkende gråd.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(bleg og dirrende). 
 Osvald! Se på mig! Nej, nej, dette er ikke sandt.
 

OSVALD 

(ser op med fortvivlede øjne). 
 Aldrig kunne arbejde mere! Aldrig – aldrig! Være som levende død! Mor, kan du tænke dig noget så forfærdeligt?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Min ulykkelige gut! Hvorledes er dette forfærdelige kommet over dig?
 

OSVALD 

(sætter sig atter oprejst). 
 Ja, det er just det, jeg umuligt kan fatte og begribe. Jeg har aldrig ført noget stormende liv. Ikke i nogen henseende, Det skal du ikke tro om mig, mor! Det har jeg aldrig gjort.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det tror jeg heller ikke, Osvald.
 

OSVALD. 
 Og så kommer dette over mig alligevel! Denne forfærdelige ulykke!
 

FRU ALVING, Å, men det vil rette sig, min kære, velsignede gut. Det er ikke andet end overanstrængelse. Du kan tro mig på det.
 

OSVALD 

(tungt). 
 Det trode jeg også i førstningen; men det er ikke så.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Fortæl mig fra ende til anden.
 

OSVALD. 
 Det vil jeg også.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad tid mærked du det først?
 

OSVALD. 
 Det var straks efter at jeg havde været hjemme forrige gang og var kommen ned til Paris igen. Jeg begyndte at føle de voldsomste smerter i hodet – mest i baghodet, syntes jeg. Det var som om en trang jernring blev skruet om nakken og opover.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og så?
 

OSVALD. 
 I førstningen trode jeg, det ikke var andet, end den sædvanlige hodepine, som jeg havde været så plaget med, da jeg var i opvæksten.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, ja –
 

OSVALD. 
 Men det var ikke så; det mærked jeg snart. Jeg kunde ikke arbejde længer. Jeg vilde begynde på et nyt stort billede; men det var som om evnerne svigted mig; al min kraft var som lamslåt; jeg kunde ikke samle mig til faste forestillinger; det svimled for mig, – løb rundt. Å, det var en forfærdelig tilstand! Til slut sendte jeg da bud efter lægen, – og af ham fik jeg vide besked.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvorledes, mener du?
 

OSVALD. 
 Det var en af de første læger dernede. Jeg måtte da fortælle ham, hvorledes jeg følte det; og så begyndte han at gøre mig en hel del spørsmål, som jeg syntes slet ikke kom sagen ved; jeg begreb ikke hvor manden vilde hen –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nu!
 

OSVALD. 
 Tilsidst sa’ han: der har lige fra fødselen af været noget ormstukket ved Dem; – han brugte netop udtrykket „vermoulu”.
 

FRU ALVING 

(spændt). 
 Hvad mente han med det?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg forstod det heller ikke, og bad ham om en nærmere forklaring. Og så sa’ den gamle cyniker – (knytter hånden.) Å –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad sa’ han?
 

OSVALD. 
 Han sa’: fædrenes synder hjemsøges på børnene.
 

FRU ALVING 

(rejser sig langsomt op). 
 Fædrenes synder –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg havde nær slåt ham i ansigtet –
 

FRU ALVING 

(går henover gulvet). 
 Fædrenes synder –
 

OSVALD 

(smiler tungt). 
 Ja, hvad synes du? Naturligvis forsikkred jeg ham, at der aldeles ikke kunde være tale om sligt noget. Men tror du han gav sig for det? Nej, han blev ved sit; og det var først da jeg havde taget frem dine breve og oversat for ham alle de steder, som handled om far –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men da –?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, da måtte han selvfølgelig indrømme, at han var på vildspor; og så fik jeg vide sandheden. Den ubegribelige sandhed! Dette jublende lyksalige ungdomsliv med kammeraterne skulde jeg afholdt mig fra. Det havde været for stærkt for mine kræfter. Selvforskyldt, altså!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald! Å nej; tro ikke det!
 

OSVALD. 
 Der var ingen anden forklaring mulig, så’ han. Det er det forfærdelige. Uhelbredelig ødelagt for hele livet – for min egen ubesindigheds skyld. Alt, hvad jeg vilde udrettet i verden, – ikke at turde tænke på det engang, – ikke at kunne tænke på det. Å, kunde jeg bare leve om igen, – gøre det ugjort altsammen! 

(han kaster sig på ansigtet ned i sofaen.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(vrider hænderne og går taus kæmpende frem og tilbage).
 

OSVALD 

(efter en stund, ser op og blir halvt liggende på albuen). 
 Havde det endda været noget nedarvet, – noget, som man ikke selv kunde gøre for. Men dette her! På en så skammelig, tankeløs, letsindig måde at ha’ sløset bort sin egen lykke, sin egen sundhed, alting i verden, – sin fremtid, sit liv –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, nej, min kære, velsignede gut; dette er umuligt! (bøjer sig over ham.) Det står ikke så fortvilet til med dig, som du tror.
 

OSVALD. 
 Å, du véd ikke –. (springer op.) Og så det, mor, at jeg skal volde dig al den sorg! Mangen gang har jeg næsten ønsket og håbet, at du igrunden ikke brød dig så stort om mig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg, Osvald; min eneste gut! Det eneste, jeg ejer og har i verden; det eneste, jeg bryr mig om.
 

OSVALD 

(griber begge hendes hænder og kysser dem). 
 Ja, ja, jeg ser det nok. Når jeg er hjemme, så ser jeg det jo. Og det er noget af det tungeste for mig. – Men nu véd du det altså. Og nu vil vi ikke tale mere om det for idag. Jeg tåler ikke at tænke længe på det af gangen. (går opover gulvet.) Skaf mig noget at drikke, mor!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Drikke? Hvad vil du drikke nu?
 

OSVALD. 
 Å, hvadsomhelst. Du har jo noget kold punch i huset.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, men min kære Osvald –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Sæt dig ikke imod det, mor. Vær nu snil! Jeg må ha’ noget at skylle alle disse nagende tankerne ned med. (går op i blomsterværelset.) Og så – så mørkt, som her er!
 

FRU ALVING 

(ringer på en klokkestreng til højre).
 

OSVALD. 
 Og dette uophørlige regnvejr. Uge efter uge kan det jo vare ved; hele måneder. Aldrig få se et solglimt. De gange, jeg har været hjemme, mindes jeg aldrig jeg har set solen skinne.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald, – du tænker på at rejse fra mig!
 

OSVALD. 
 Hm – (drager vejret tungt.) Jeg tænker ikke på nogenting. Kan ikke tænke på nogenting! (lavmælt.) Det lar jeg nok være.
 

REGINE 

(fra spisestuen). 
 Ringte fruen?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, lad os få lampen ind.
 

REGINE. 
 Straks, frue. Den er alt tændt. 

(går ud.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(går hen til Osvald). 
 Osvald, vær ikke forbeholden imod mig.
 

OSVALD. 
 Det er jeg ikke, mor. (går hen til bordet.) Jeg synes, jeg har sagt dig så meget.
 

REGINE 

(bringer lampen og sætter den på bordet).
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hør, Regine, du kunde hente os en halv flaske champagne.
 

REGINE. 
 Vel, frue. 

(går ud igen.)
 

OSVALD 

(tar fru Alving om hodet). 
 Det er, som det skal være. Jeg vidste nok, mor vilde ikke la’ sin gut tørste.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du min stakkers kære Osvald; hvorledes skulde jeg kunne nægte dig nogenting nu?
 

OSVALD 

(livfuldt). 
 Er det sandt, mor? Mener du det?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvorledes? Hvilket?
 

OSVALD. 
 At du ikke vilde kunne nægte mig nogen ting?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men kære Osvald –
 

OSVALD. 
 Hys!
 

REGINE 

(bringer en brikke med en halv flaske champagne og to glas, som hun sætter på bordet). 
 Skal jeg åbne –?
 

OSVALD. 
 Nej tak, det skal jeg selv. 

(Regine går ud igen.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(sætter sig ved bordet). 
 Hvad var det, du mente – jeg ikke måtte nægte dig?
 

OSVALD 

(beskæftiget med at åbne flasken). 
 Først et glas – eller to. 

(Korken springer; han skænker i det ene glas og vil skænke i det andet.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(holder hånden over). 
 Tak, – ikke for mig.
 

OSVALD. 
 Nå, så for mig da!

(han tømmer glasset, fylder det pånyt og tømmer det atter; derpå sætter han sig ved bordet.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(ventende). 
 Nu da?
 

OSVALD 

(uden at se på hende). 
 Hør, sig mig, – jeg syntes du og pastor Manders så så underlig – hm, stilfærdige ud ved middagsbordet.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 La’ du mærke til det?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja. Hm – (efter en kort taushed.) Sig mig, – hvad synes du om Regine?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad jeg synes?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, er hun ikke prægtig?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Kære Osvald, du kender hende ikke så nøje som jeg –
 

OSVALD. 
 Nå?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Regine fik desværre gå for længe hjemme. Jeg skulde taget hende til mig tidligere.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, men er hun ikke prægtig at se på, mor? 

(fylder sit glas.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Regine har mange og store fejl –
 

OSVALD. 
 Å ja, hvad gør det? 

(han drikker igen.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men jeg holder af hende alligevel; og jeg har ansvaret for hende. Jeg vilde ikke for alt i verden, at hun skulde komme noget til.
 

OSVALD 

(springer op). 
 Mor, Regine er min eneste redning!
 

FRU ALVING 

(rejser sig). 
 Hvad mener du med det?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg kan ikke gå her og bære al denne sjælekval alene.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Har du ikke din mor til at bære den med dig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jo, det tænkte jeg; og derfor kom jeg også hjem til dig. Men det går ikke på den måden. Jeg ser det; det går ikke. Jeg holder ikke mit liv ud her!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald!
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg må leve anderledes, mor. Derfor må jeg bort ifra dig. Jeg vil ikke ha’, at du skal gå og se på det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Min ulykkelige gut! Å, men, Osvald, så længe du er så syg som nu –
 

OSVALD. 
 Var det bare sygdommen alene, så blev jeg nok hos dig, mor. For du er min bedste ven i verden.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, ikke sandt, Osvald; er jeg ikke det!
 

OSVALD 

(driver urolig om). 
 Men det er alle kvalerne, naget, angeren, – og så den store dødelige angst. Å – denne forfærdelige angst!
 

FRU ALVING 

(går efter ham). 
 Angst? Hvilken angst? Hvad mener du?
 

OSVALD. 
 Å, du må ikke spørge mig om mere. Jeg véd det ikke. Jeg kan ikke beskrive det for dig.
 

FRU ALVING 

(går over mod højre og trækker i klokkestrængen).
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvad er det du vil?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg vil min gut skal være glad, vil jeg. Han skal ikke gå her og gruble. (til Regine, som kommer i døren.) Mere champagne. En hel flaske.

(Regine går.)
 

OSVALD. 
 Mor!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Tror du ikke vi forstår at leve her på gården også?
 

OSVALD. 
 Er hun ikke prægtig at se på? Slig, som hun er bygget! Og så kærnesund.
 

FRU ALVING 

(sætter sig ved bordet). 
 Sæt dig, Osvald, og lad os tale roligt sammen.
 

OSVALD 

(sætter sig). 
 Du véd nok ikke, mor, at jeg har en uret at gøre god igen mod Regine.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du!
 

OSVALD. 
 Eller en liden ubetænksomhed – hvad du vil kalde det. Meget uskyldigt forresten. Da jeg sidst var hjemme –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja?
 

OSVALD. 
 – så spurgte hun mig så ofte om Paris, og jeg fortalte hende da et og andet dernedefra. Så husker jeg, at jeg en dag kom til at sige: skulde De ikke selv ha’ lyst til at komme derned?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nu?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg så, at hun blev ganske blussende rød, og så sa’ hun: jo, det havde jeg rigtignok lyst til. Ja ja, svarte jeg, det kan der nok bli’ råd for – eller noget sligt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nu ja?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg havde naturligvis glemt det hele; men da jeg iforgårs kom til at spørge hende, om hun var glad over, at jeg skulde bli’ så længe hjemme –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja?
 

OSVALD. 
 – da så hun så besynderligt på mig, og så spurgte hun: men hvad blir der så af min rejse til Paris?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hendes rejse!
 

OSVALD. 
 Og så fik jeg ud af hende, at hun havde taget sagen alvorligt, at hun havde gåt her og tænkt på mig hele tiden, og at hun havde lagt sig efter at lære fransk –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Derfor altså –
 

OSVALD. 
 Mor, – da jeg så den prægtige, smukke, kærnefriske pige stå der for mig – før havde jeg jo aldrig lagt videre mærke til hende – men nu, da hun stod der ligesom med åbne arme færdig til at ta’ imod mig –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald!
 

OSVALD. 
 – da gik det op for mig, at i hende var der redning; for jeg så der var livsglæde i hende.
 

FRU ALVING 

(studsende). 
 Livsglæde –? Kan der være redning i den?
 

REGINE 

(fra spisestuen med en champagneflaske). 
 Jeg ber undskylde, at jeg blev så længe; men jeg måtte i kælderen – 

(sætter flasken på bordet.)
 

OSVALD. 
 Og hent så et glas til.
 

REGINE 

(ser forundret på ham). 
 Der står fruens glas, herr Alving.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, men hent et til dig selv, Regine.
 

REGINE 

(farer sammen og kaster et lynsnart sky sideblik til fru Alving).
 

OSVALD. 
 Nå?
 

REGINE 

(sagte og nølende). 
 Er det med fruens vilje –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hent glasset, Regine 

(Regine går ud i spisestuen.)
 

OSVALD 

(ser efter hende). 
 Har du lagt mærke til, hvorledes hun går? Så fast og frejdigt.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Dette sker ikke, Osvald!
 

OSVALD. 
 Den sag er afgjort. Det ser du jo. Det nytter ikke at tale imod.
 

REGINE 

(kommer med et tomt glas, som hun beholder i hånden).
 

OSVALD. 
 Sæt dig, Regine.
 

REGINE 

(ser spørgende på fru Alving).
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Sæt dig ned.
 

REGINE 

(sætter sig på en stol ved spisestuedøren og holder fremdeles det tomme glas i hånden).
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald, – hvad var det du sa’ om livsglæden?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, livsglæden, mor, – den kender I ikke stort til herhjemme. Jeg fornemmer den aldrig her.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ikke når du er hos mig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ikke når jeg er hjemme. Men det forstår du ikke.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jo, jo, jeg tror næsten jeg forstår det – nu.
 

OSVALD. 
 Den – og så arbejdsglæden. Ja, det er nu igrunden den samme ting. Men den véd I hellerikke noget om.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det kan du nok ha’ ret i. Osvald, lad mig høre mere om dette her.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, det er bare det jeg mener, at her læres folk op til at tro, at arbejdet er en forbandelse og en syndestraf, og at livet er noget jammerligt noget, som vi er bedst tjent med at komme ud af jo før jo heller.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 En jammerdal, ja. Og det gør vi det da også ærligt og redeligt til.
 

OSVALD. 
 Men sligt noget vil menneskene ikke vide af derude. Der er ingen der, som rigtig tror på den slags lærdomme længer. Derude kan det kendes som noget så jublende lyksaligt, bare det at være til i verden. Mor, har du lagt mærke til, at alt det, jeg har malet, har drejet sig om livsglæden? Altid og bestandig om livsglæden. Der er lys og solskin og søndagsluft, – og strålende fornøjede menneskeansigter. Derfor er jeg ræd for at bli’ her hjemme hos dig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ræd? Hvad er det du er ræd for her hos mig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg er ræd for, at alt det, som er oppe i mig, vilde arte ud i styghed her.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Tror du, det vilde ske?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg véd det så visst. Lev det samme liv herhjemme, som derude, og det blir dog ikke det samme liv.
 

FRU ALVING 

(som spændt har lyttet, rejser sig med store tankefulde øjne og siger). 
 Nu ser jeg sammenhængen.
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvad ser du?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nu ser jeg den for første gang. Og nu kan jeg tale.
 

OSVALD 

(rejser sig). 
 Mor, jeg forstår dig ikke.
 

REGINE 

(som ligeledes har rejst sig). 
 Skal jeg kanske gå?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Nej, bliv her. Nu kan jeg tale. Nu, min gut, skal du vide det altsammen. Og så kan du vælge. Osvald! Regine!
 

OSVALD. 
 Vær stille. Pastoren –
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(kommer ind gennem forstuedøren). 
 Se så, nu har vi havt en hjertens hyggelig stund dernede.
 

OSVALD. 
 Vi også.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Engstrand må hjælpes med dette sømandshjem. Regine må flytte til ham og være ham behjælpelig –
 

REGINE. 
 Nej tak, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(lægger nu først mærke til hende). 
 Hvad –? Her, – og med et glas i hånden!
 

REGINE 

(sætter hurtigt glasset fra sig). 
 Pardon –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Regine flytter med mig, herr pastor.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Flytter! Med Dem!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, som min hustru, – hvis hun forlanger det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men du forbarmende –!
 

REGINE. 
 Jeg kan ikke gøre for det, herr pastor.
 

OSVALD. 
 Eller hun blir her, hvis jeg blir.
 

REGINE 

(uvilkårligt). 
 Her!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jeg forstenes over Dem, fru Alving.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ingen af delene sker; for nu kan jeg tale rent ud.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men det vil De da ikke! Nej, nej, nej!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jo, jeg både kan og vil. Og endda skal der ingen idealer falde.
 

OSVALD. 
 Mor, hvad er det for noget, som her skjules for mig!
 

REGINE 

(lyttende). 
 Frue! Hør! Der er folk, som skriger udenfor. 

(hun går op i blomsterværelset og ser ud.)
 

OSVALD 

(mod vinduet til venstre). 
 Hvad er der påfærde? Hvor kommer den lysningen fra?
 

REGINE 

(råber). 
 Det brænder i asylet!
 

FRU ALVING 

(mod vinduet). 
 Brænder!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Brænder? Umuligt. Jeg var jo nylig dernede.
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvor er min hat? Nå, det kan være det samme –. Fars asyl –! 

(han løber ud gennem havedøren.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Mit tørklæde, Regine! Det brænder i lys lue.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Forfærdeligt! Fru Alving, der lyser straffedommen over dette forstyrrelsens hus!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, ja visst. Kom, Regine 

(hun og Regine skynder sig ud gennem forstuen.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(slår hænderne sammen). 
 Og så ikke assureret! 

(ud samme vej.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT.
 

(Stuen som før. Alle dørene står åbne. Lampen brænder fremdele på bordet. Mørkt udenfor; kun en svag ildskimmer til venstre i baggrunden.)

(Fru Alving, med et stort tørklæde over hodet, står oppe i blomsterværelset og ser ud. Regine, ligeledes med et tørklæde om sig, står lidt bag hende.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Brændt altsammen. Lige til grunden.
 

REGINE. 
 Det brænder endnu i kælderne.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 At ikke Osvald kommer op. Der er jo ingenting at redde.
 

REGINE. 
 Skal jeg kanske gå ned til ham med hatten?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Har han ikke sin hat engang?
 

REGINE 

(peger ud i forstuen). 
 Nej, der hænger den.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Så lad den hænge. Nu må han dog komme op. Jeg vil selv se efter. 

(hun går ud gennem havedøren.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(kommer fra forstuen). 
 Er ikke fru Alving her?
 

REGINE. 
 Nu gik hun netop ned i haven.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Dette er den forskrækkeligste nat, jeg har oplevet.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, er det ikke en gruelig ulykke, herr pastor?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Å, tal ikke om det! Jeg tør knapt tænke på det engang.
 

REGINE. 
 Men hvorledes kan det være gåt til –?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Spørg mig ikke, jomfru Engstrand! Hvor kan jeg vide det? Vil De kanske også –? Er det ikke nok, at Deres far –?
 

REGINE. 
 Hvad han?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Å, han har gjort mig rent fortumlet i hodet.
 

SNEDKER ENGSTRAND 

(kommer gennem forstuen). 
 Herr pastor –!
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(vender sig forskrækket). 
 Er De efter mig her også!
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg må Gu’ døde mig –! Å, Jøss da! Men dette her er så fælt, herr pastor!
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(går frem og tilbage). 
 Desværre, desværre!
 

REGINE. 
 Hvad er det for noget?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å, det kom af denne her andagten, ser du. (sagte.) Nu har vi gøken, barnet mit! (højt.) Og så at jeg skal være skyld i, at pastor Manders blev skyld i sligt noget!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men jeg forsikkrer Dem, Engstrand –
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Men der var jo ingen andre end pastoren, som rejerte med lysene dernede.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(standser). 
 Ja, det påstår De. Men jeg kan tilforladelig ikke erindre, at jeg havde et lys i min hånd.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Og jeg, som så så grangiveligt, at pastoren tog lyset og snød det med fingrene, og slængte tanen lige bort i høvleflisene.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og det så De på?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det så jeg plent, det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Dette er det mig umuligt at begribe. Det er ellers aldrig min vane at pudse lys med fingrene.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det så også fælt uvorrent ud, gjorde det. Men kan det da bli’ så rent farligt, herr pastor?
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(går urolig frem og tilbage). 
 Å, spørg mig ikke!
 

ENGSTRAND 

(går med ham). 
 Og så har jo ikke pastoren assurert det heller?
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(fremdels gående). 
 Nej, nej, nej; det hører De jo.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(følger med). 
 Ikke assurert. Og så gå bent bort og stikke varme på det alt ihob. Jøss, Jøss, for en ulykke!
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(tørrer sveden af panden). 
 Ja, det må De nok sige, Engstrand.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Og så at sligt skulde hænde sig med en velgørendes anstalt, som skulde været til nytte for både by og bygd, som de siger. Bladene vil nok ikke fare fint med pastoren, kan jeg tro.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, det er just det, jeg går og tænker på. Det er næsten det værste af det altsammen. Alle disse hadefulde angreb og beskyldninger –! Å, det er forskrækkeligt at tænke sig til!
 

FRU ALVING 

(kommer fra haven). 
 Han er ikke at formå til at gå fra slukningen.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ah, er De der, frue.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Så slap De dog at holde Deres festtale, pastor Manders.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Å, jeg skulde så gladeligen –
 

FRU ALVING 

(dæmpet). 
 Det var bedst, at det gik, som det gik. Dette asyl var ikke blevet til nogen velsignelse.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Tror De ikke?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Tror De det?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Men det var dog en overmåde stor ulykke alligevel.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Vi vil tale kort og godt om det, som en forretningssag. – Venter De på pastoren, Engstrand?
 

ENGSTRAND 

(ved forstuedøren). 
 Ja, jeg gør nok det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Så sæt Dem ned så længe.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Tak; jeg står så godt.
 

FRU ALVING 

(til pastor Manders). 
 De rejser nu formodentlig med dampskibet?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja. Det går om en times tid.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Vær da så god at ta’ alle papirerne med Dem igen. Jeg vil ikke høre et ord mere om denne sag. Jeg har fåt andre ting at tænke på –
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Fru Alving –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Siden skal jeg sende Dem fuldmagt til at ordne alting som De selv vil.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Det skal jeg så inderlig gerne påtage mig. Legatets oprindelige bestemmelse må jo nu desværre aldeles forandres.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det forstår sig.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, så tænker jeg foreløbig, jeg ordner det så, at gårdparten Solvik tilfalder landsognet. Jordvejen kan jo ingenlunde siges at være fuldstændig værdiløs. Den vil altid kunne gøres nyttig til et eller andet. Og renterne af den kontante beholdning, som indestår i sparebanken, kunde jeg kanske passeligst anvende til at støtte et eller andet foretagende, som måtte siges at være til gavn for byen.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ganske som De vil. Det hele er mig nu aldeles ligegyldigt.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Tænk på mit sjømandshjem, herr pastor!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja, tilforladelig, De siger noget. Nå, det må nøje overlægges.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Nej fan’ ikke overlægge –. Å Jøss’ da!
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(med et suk). 
 Og jeg véd jo desværre ikke, hvor længe jeg får med de sager at bestille. Om ikke den offentlige mening vil nøde mig til at fratræde. Det beror jo altsammen på udfaldet af brandforhørerne.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad er det De siger?
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Og udfaldet lar sig aldeles ikke på forhånd beregne.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(nærmere). 
 Å jo såmæn gør det så. For her står Jakob Engstrand og jeg.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja ja, men –?
 

ENGSTRAND 

(sagtere). 
 Og Jakob Engstrand er ikke den mand, som svigter en værdig velgører i nødens stund, som de kalder det.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Ja men kære, – hvorledes –?
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Jakob Engstrand er som en redningens engel at lignes ved, han, herr pastor!
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Nej, nej, dette kan jeg tilforladelig ikke modtage.
 

ENGSTRAND. 
 Å, det blir nu så alligevel. Jeg véd en, som har taget skylden på sig for andre engang før, jeg.
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Jakob! (trykker hans hånd.) De er en sjelden personlighed. Nå, De skal også bli’ forhjulpen til Deres sømands-asyl; det kan De lide på.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(vil takke, men kan ikke for rørelse).
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(hænger rejsetasken over skuldren). 
 Og så afsted. Vi to rejser sammen.
 

ENGSTRAND 

(ved spisestuedøren, sagte til Regine). 
 Følg med mig, tøs! Du skal få leve som guld i et æg.
 

REGINE 

(kaster på nakken). 
 Merci! 

(hun går ud i forstuen og henter pastorens rejsetøj.)
 

PASTOR MANDERS. 
 Lev vel, fru Alving! Og gid ordenens og lovlighedens ånd ret snart må holde sit indtog i denne bolig.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Farvel, Manders! 

(Hun går op imod blomsterværelset, idet hun ser Osvald komme ind gennem havedøren.)
 

ENGSTRAND 

(idet han og Regine hjælper pastoren ydertøjet på). 
 Farvel, barnet mit. Og skulde der komme noget på med dig, så véd du, hvor Jakob Engstrand er at finde. (sagte.) Lille Havnegaden, hm –! (til fru Alving og Osvald.) Og huset for de vejfarendes sjømænderne, det skal kaldes „Kammerherre Alvings hjem”, det. Og får jeg styre det huset efter mine funderinger, så tør jeg love, at det skal bli’ salig kammerherren værdigt.
 

PASTOR MANDERS 

(i døren). 
 Hm – hm! Kom så, min kære Engstrand: Farvel; farvel! 

(han og Engstrand går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

OSVALD 

(går henimod bordet). 
 Hvad var det for et hus, han talte om?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det er nok et slags asyl, som han og pastor Manders vil oprette.
 

OSVALD. 
 Det vil brænde op ligesom alt dette her.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvor falder du på det?
 

OSVALD. 
 Alting vil brænde. Der blir ingenting tilbage, som minder om far. Jeg går også her og brænder op.
 

REGINE 

(ser studsende på ham).
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald! Du skulde ikke blevet så længe dernede, min stakkers gut.
 

OSVALD 

(sætter sig ved bordet). 
 Jeg tror næsten, du har ret i det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Lad mig tørre dit ansigt, Osvald; du er ganske våd. 

(hun tørrer ham med sit lommetørklæde.)
 

OSVALD 

(ser ligegyldig frem for sig). 
 Tak, mor.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Er du ikke træt, Osvald? Vil du kanske sove?
 

OSVALD 

(angst). 
 Nej, nej, – ikke sove! Jeg sover aldrig; jeg bare lader så. (tungt.) Det kommer tidsnok.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser bekymret på ham). 
 Jo, du er rigtignok syg alligevel, min velsignede gut.
 

REGINE 

(spændt). 
 Er herr Alving syg?
 

OSVALD 

(utålmodig). 
 Og så luk alle dørene! Denne dødelige angst –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Luk, Regine 

(Regine lukker og blir stående ved forstuedøren. Fru Alving tager sit tørklæde af; Regine gør det samme.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(rykker en stol hen til Osvalds og sætter sig hos ham). 
 Se så; nu vil jeg sidde hos dig –
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, gør det. Og Regine skal også bli’ inde. Regine skal altid være om mig. Du gir mig nok håndsrækningen, Regine. Gør du ikke det?
 

REGINE. 
 Jeg forstår ikke –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Håndsrækningen?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, – når det behøves.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Osvald, har du ikke din mor til at gi’ dig en håndsrækning.
 

OSVALD. 
 Du? (smiler.) Nej, mor, den håndsrækning gir du mig ikke. (ler tungt.) Du! Ha-ha! (ser alvorligt på hende.) Forresten var du jo nærmest til det. (hæftigt.) Hvorfor kan du ikke sige du til mig, Regine? Hvorfor kalder du mig ikke Osvald?
 

REGINE 

(sagte). 
 Jeg tror ikke fruen vilde like det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Om lidt skal du få lov til det. Og sæt dig så her hos os, du også.
 

REGINE 

(sætter sig stilfærdigt og nølende på den anden side af bordet).
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og nu, min stakkers forpinte gut, nu skal jeg ta’ byrderne af dit sind –
 

OSVALD. 
 Du, mor?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 – alt det, du kalder for nag og anger og bebrejdelser –
 

OSVALD. 
 Og det tror du, du kan?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, nu kan jeg det, Osvald. Du kom før til at tale om livsglæden; og da gik der ligesom et nyt lys op for mig over alle tingene i hele mit liv.
 

OSVALD 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Dette her forstår jeg ikke noget af.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du skulde ha’ kendt din far, da han var ganske ung løjtnant. I ham var livsglæden oppe, du!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, det véd jeg.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det var som et søndagsvejr bare at se på ham. Og så den ustyrlige kraft og livsfylde, som var i ham!
 

OSVALD. 
 Og så –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og så måtte sligt et livsglædens barn, – for han var som et barn, dengang, – han måtte gå herhjemme i en halvstor by, som ingen glæde havde at byde på, men bare fornøjelser. Måtte gå her uden at ha’ noget livsformål; han havde bare et embede. Ikke øjne noget arbejde, som han kunde kaste sig over med hele sit sind; – han havde bare forretninger. Ikke eje en eneste kammerat, som var mægtig at føle hvad livsglæde er for noget; bare dagdrivere og svirebrødre –
 

OSVALD. 
 Mor –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Så kom det, som det måtte komme.
 

OSVALD. 
 Og hvorledes måtte det da komme?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du sagde selv før iaftes, hvorledes det vilde gå med dig, om du blev hjemme.
 

OSVALD. 
 Vil du dermed sige, at far –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Din stakkers far fandt aldrig noget afløb for den overmægtige livsglæde, som var i ham. Jeg bragte heller ikke søndagsvejr ind i hans hjem.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ikke du heller?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 De havde lært mig noget om pligter og sligt noget, som jeg har gåt her og troet på så længe. Alting så munded det ud i pligterne, – i mine pligter og i hans pligter og –. Jeg er ræd, jeg har gjort hjemmet uudholdeligt for din stakkers far, Osvald.
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvorfor har du aldrig skrevet mig noget til om dette?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg har aldrig før set det slig, at jeg kunde røre ved det til dig, som var hans søn.
 

OSVALD. 
 Og hvorledes så du det da?
 

FRU ALVING 

(langsomt). 
 Jeg så bare den ene tingen, at din far var en nedbrudt mand før du blev født.
 

OSVALD 

(dæmpet). 
 Ah –! 

(han rejser sig og går hen til vinduet.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og så tænkte jeg dag ud og dag ind på den ene sagen, at Regine igrunden hørte til her i huset – ligesom min egen gut.
 

OSVALD 

(vender sig hurtigt). 
 Regine –!
 

REGINE 

(farer ivejret og spørger dæmpet). 
 Jeg –!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, nu véd I det begge to.
 

OSVALD. 
 Regine!
 

REGINE 

(hen for sig). 
 Så mor var altså slig en.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Din mor var bra’ i mange stykker, Regine.
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, men hun var altså slig en alligevel. Ja, jeg har nok tænkt det iblandt; men –. Ja, frue, må jeg så få lov til at rejse straks på timen?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Vil du virkelig det, Regine?
 

REGINE. 
 Ja, det vil jeg da rigtignok.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Du har naturligvis din vilje, men –
 

OSVALD 

(går hen imod Regine). 
 Rejse nu? Her hører du jo til.
 

REGINE. 
 Merci, herr Alving; – ja, nu får jeg vel sige Osvald da. Men det var rigtignok ikke på den måden, jeg havde ment det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Regine, jeg har ikke været åbenhjertig imod dig –
 

REGINE. 
 Nej, det var såmæn synd at sige! Havde jeg vidst, at Osvald var sygelig så –. Og så nu, da det ikke kan bli’ til noget alvorligt mellem os –. Nej, jeg kan ikke rigtig gå her ude på landet og slide mig op for syge folk.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ikke engang for en, som står dig så nær?
 

REGINE. 
 Nej såmæn om jeg kan. En fattig pige får nytte sin ungdom; for ellers kan en komme til at stå på en bar bakke før en véd af det. Og jeg har også livsglæde i mig, frue!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, desværre; men kast dig bare ikke bort, Regine.
 

REGINE. 
 Å, sker det, så skal det vel så være. Slægter Osvald på sin far, så slægter vel jeg på min mor, kan jeg tænke. – Må jeg spørge fruen, om pastor Manders véd besked om dette her med mig?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Pastor Manders véd altsammen.
 

REGINE 

(får travlt med sit tørklæde). 
 Ja, så får jeg rigtig se at komme afgårde med dampbåden så fort jeg kan. Pastoren er så snil at komme tilrette med; og jeg synes da rigtignok, at jeg er lige så nær til lidt af de pengene, som han – den fæle snedkeren.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 De skal være dig vel undt, Regine.
 

REGINE 

(ser stivt på hende). 
 Fruen kunde gerne ha’ opdraget mig som en konditioneret mands barn; for det havde passet bedre for mig. (kaster på nakken.) Men skidt, – det kan være det samme! (med et forbittret sideblik til den korkede flaske.) Jeg kan såmæn endnu komme til at drikke champagnevin med konditionerte folk, jeg.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og trænger du til et hjem, Regine, så kom til mig.
 

REGINE. 
 Nej, mange tak, frue. Pastor Manders tar sig nok af mig, han. Og skulde det gå rigtig galt, så véd jeg jo et hus, hvor jeg hører hjemme.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvor er det?
 

REGINE. 
 I kammerherre Alvings asyl.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Regine, – nu ser jeg det, – du går tilgrunde!
 

REGINE. 
 Å pyt! Adieu. 

(hun hilser og går ud gennem forstuen.)
 

OSVALD 

(står ved vinduet og ser ud). 
 Gik hun?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja.
 

OSVALD 

(mumler hen for sig). 
 Jeg tror det var galt, dette her.
 

FRU ALVING 

(går hen bag ham og lægger hænderne på hans skuldre). 
 Osvald, min kære gut, – har det rystet dig stærkt?
 

OSVALD 

(vender ansigtet imod hende). 
 Alt dette om far, mener du?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, om din ulykkelige far. Jeg er så ræd, det skal ha’ virket for stærkt på dig.
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvor kan du falde på det? Det kom mig naturligvis højst overraskende; men igrunden kan det jo være mig ganske det samme.
 

FRU ALVING 

(trækker hænderne til sig). 
 Det samme! At din far var så grænseløs ulykkelig!
 

OSVALD. 
 Naturligvis kan jeg føle deltagelse for ham, som for enhver anden, men –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ikke anderledes! For din egen far!
 

OSVALD 

(utålmodig). 
 Ja, far – far. Jeg har jo aldrig kendt noget til far. Jeg husker ikke andet om ham, end at han engang fik mig til at kaste op.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Dette er forfærdeligt at tænke sig! Skulde ikke et barn føle kærlighed for sin far alligevel?
 

OSVALD. 
 Når et barn ikke har noget at takke sin far for? Aldrig har kendt ham? Holder du virkelig fast ved den gamle overtro, du, som er så oplyst forresten?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og det skulde bare være overtro –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, det kan du vel indse, mor. Det er en af disse meninger, som er sat i omløb i verden og så –
 

FRU ALVING 

(rystet). 
 Gengangere!
 

OSVALD 

(går hen over gulvet). 
 Ja, du kan gerne kalde dem gengangere.
 

FRU ALVING 

(i udbrud). 
 Osvald, – så elsker du heller ikke mig!
 

OSVALD. 
 Dig kender jeg da ialfald –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, kender; men er det alt!
 

OSVALD. 
 Og jeg véd jo, hvor meget du holder af mig; og det må jeg da være dig taknemmelig for. Og du kan jo være mig så umådelig nyttig, nu, da jeg er syg.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, kan jeg ikke det, Osvald! Å, jeg kunde næsten velsigne din sygdom, som drev dig hjem til mig. For jeg ser det nok; jeg har dig ikke; du må vindes.
 

OSVALD 

(utålmodig). 
 Ja, ja, ja; alt dette er nu sådanne talemåder. Du må huske på, jeg er et sygt menneske, mor. Jeg kan ikke beskæftige mig så meget med andre; har nok med at tænke på mig selv.
 

FRU ALVING 

(lavmælt). 
 Jeg skal være nøjsom og tålmodig.
 

OSVALD. 
 Og så glad, mor!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, min kære gut, det har du ret i. (går hen til ham.) Har jeg nu taget alle nag og bebrejdelser fra dig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, det har du. Men hvem tar nu angsten?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Angsten?
 

OSVALD 

(går henover gulvet). 
 Regine havde gjort det for et godt ord.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg forstår dig ikke. Hvad er dette med angsten – og med Regine?
 

OSVALD. 
 Er det meget sent på natten, mor?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det er tidligt på morgenen. (ser ud i blomsterværelset.) Dagen begynder alt at gry oppe i højderne. Og så blir det klarvejr, Osvald! Om lidt skal du få se solen.
 

OSVALD. 
 Det glæder jeg mig til. Å, der kan være mangt og meget for mig at glæde mig ved og leve for –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det skulde jeg vel tro!
 

OSVALD. 
 Om jeg end ikke kan arbejde, så –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å, nu vil du snart kunne komme til at arbejde igen, min kære gut. Nu har du jo ikke længer alle disse nagende og trykkende tankerne at gå og ruge over.
 

OSVALD. 
 Nej, det var godt, at du fik væltet alle de indbildninger af mig. Og når jeg nu bare er kommen over dette ene – (sætter sig i sofaen.) Nu vil vi snakke sammen, mor –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, lad os det. 

(hun skyver en lænestol hen til sofaen og sætter sig tæt ved ham.)
 

OSVALD. 
 – og så rinder solen imens. Og så véd du det. Og så har jeg ikke længer denne angsten.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad er det jeg véd, sa’ du?
 

OSVALD 

(uden at høre på hende). 
 Mor, var det ikke så du sa’ før ikveld, at der ikke var den ting til i verden, som du ikke vilde gøre for mig, om jeg bad dig om det?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jo, det sa’ jeg rigtignok!
 

OSVALD. 
 Og det står du ved, mor?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det kan du lide på, du min kære eneste gut. Jeg lever jo ikke for noget andet, end bare for dig alene.
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, ja, så skal du da høre –. Du, mor, du har et stærkt kraftfuldt sind, det véd jeg. Nu skal du sidde ganske rolig, når du får høre det.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Men hvad er det da for noget forfærdeligt –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Du skal ikke skrige op. Hører du? Lover du mig det? Vi vil sidde og snakke ganske stille om det. Lover du mig det, mor?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, ja, jeg lover dig det; men bare tal!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, så skal du da vide, at det med trætheden – og det, at jeg ikke tåler at tænke på arbejde, – alt det er ikke sygdommen selv –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad er da sygdommen selv?
 

OSVALD. 
 Den sygdom, jeg har fåt som arvelod, den – (peger på panden og tilføjer ganske sagte.) den sidder herinde.
 

FRU ALVING 

(næsten målløs). 
 Osvald! Nej – nej!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ikke skrige. Jeg kan ikke tåle det. Jo, du, den sidder herinde og lurer. Og den kan bryde løs hvad tid og time det skal være.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Å, hvilken rædsel –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Nu bare rolig. Slig står det til med mig –
 

FRU ALVING 

(springer op). 
 Dette er ikke sandt, Osvald! Det er umuligt! Det kan ikke være så!
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg har havt ét anfald dernede. Det gik snart over. Men da jeg fik vide, hvorledes det havde været med mig, da kom angsten over mig så rasende og jagende; og så rejste jeg hjem til dig så fort jeg kunde.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Det er altså angsten –!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, for dette er så ubeskrivelig afskyeligt, ser du. Å, havde det bare været en almindelig dødelig sygdom –. For jeg er ikke så bange for at dø; skønt jeg jo gerne vil leve så længe jeg kan.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Ja, ja, Osvald, det må du!
 

OSVALD. 
 Men dette er så forfærdelig afskyeligt. At bli’ ligesom forvandlet til et spædt barn igen; at måtte mades, at måtte –. Å, – det er ikke til at beskrive!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Barnet har sin mor til at pleje sig.
 

OSVALD 

(springer op). 
 Nej, aldrig; det er netop det, jeg ikke vil! Jeg tåler ikke at tænke på, at jeg kanske skulde ligge slig i mange år, – bli’ gammel og grå. Og så kunde du kanske dø fra mig imens. (sætter sig i fru Alvings stol.) For det behøver ikke at ende dødeligt straks, sa’ lægen. Han kaldte det et slags blødhed i hjernen – eller noget sligt. (smiler tungt.) Jeg synes, det udtryk høres så smukt. Jeg kommer altid til at tænke på kirsebærrøde silkefløjels drapperier, – noget, som er delikat at stryge nedad.
 

FRU ALVING 

(skriger). 
 Osvald!
 

OSVALD 

(springer op igen og går henover gulvet). 
 Og nu har du taget Regine fra mig! Havde jeg bare havt hende. Hun havde nok givet mig håndsrækningen, hun.
 

FRU ALVING 

(går hen til ham). 
 Hvad mener du med det, min elskede gut? Er der da nogen håndsrækning i verden, som ikke jeg skulde ville gi’ dig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Da jeg var kommen mig efter anfaldet dernede, så sa’ lægen mig det, at når det kommer igen, – og det kommer igen, – så er der ikke noget håb mere.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Og det var han hjerteløs nok til at –
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg forlangte det af ham. Jeg sa’ ham, at jeg havde forføjninger at træffe –. (smiler listigt.) Og det havde jeg også. (trækker en liden æske op fra den indre brystlomme.) Mor, ser du denne her?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hvad er det for noget?
 

OSVALD. 
 Morfinpulver.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ser forfærdet på ham). 
 Osvald, – min gut?
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg har fåt tolv kapsler sparet sammen –
 

FRU ALVING 

(griber). 
 Giv mig æsken, Osvald!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ikke endnu, mor. 

(han gemmer æsken igen i lommen.)
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Dette overlever jeg ikke!
 

OSVALD. 
 Det må overleves. Havde jeg nu havt Regine: her, så havde jeg sagt hende, hvorledes det stod til med mig – og bedt hende om den sidste håndsrækning. Hun havde hjulpet mig; det er jeg viss på.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Aldrig!
 

OSVALD. 
 Når det forfærdelige var kommet over mig og hun så mig ligge der hjælpeløs, som et lidet spædebarn, uhjælpelig, fortabt, håbløs, – ingen redning mere –
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Aldrig i verden havde Regine gjort dette!
 

OSVALD. 
 Regine havde gjort det. Regine var så prægtig lethjertet. Og hun var snart bleven ked af at passe en slig syg, som jeg.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Da lov og pris, at ikke Regine er her!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, nu får altså du gi’ mig håndsrækningen, mor.
 

FRU ALVING 

(skriger højt). 
 Jeg!
 

OSVALD. 
 Hvem er nærmere til det end du?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg! Din mor!
 

OSVALD. 
 Just derfor.
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Jeg, som har givet dig livet!
 

OSVALD. 
 Jeg har ikke bedt dig om livet. Og hvad er det for et slags liv, du har givet mig? Jeg vil ikke ha’ det! Du skal ta’ det igen!
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Hjælp! Hjælp! 

(hun løber ud i forstuen.)
 

OSVALD 

(efter hende). 
 Gå ikke fra mig! Hvor vil du hen?
 

FRU ALVING 

(i forstuen). 
 Hente lægen til dig, Osvald! Lad mig komme ud!
 

OSVALD 

(sammesteds). 
 Du kommer ikke ud. Og her kommer ingen ind. 

(en nøgle drejes om.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(kommer ind igen). 
 Osvald! Osvald, – mit barn!
 

OSVALD 

(følger hende). 
 Har du en mors hjerte for mig, – du, som kan se mig lide al denne unævnelige angst!
 

FRU ALVING 

(efter et øjebliks stilhed, siger behersket). 
 Her er min hånd på det.
 

OSVALD. 
 Vil du –?
 

FRU ALVING. 
 Om det blir nødvendigt. Men det blir ikke nødvendigt. Nej, nej, det er aldrig muligt!
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja, lad os håbe på det. Og lad os så leve sammen så længe vi kan. Tak, mor. 

(Han sætter sig i den lænestol, som fru Alving har flyttet hen til sofaen. Dagen bryder frem; lampen blir ved at brænde på bordet.)
 

FRU ALVING 

(nærmer sig varsomt). 
 Føler du dig nu rolig?
 

OSVALD. 
 Ja.
 

FRU ALVING 

(bøjet over ham). 
 Det har været en forfærdelig indbildning hos dig, Osvald. Altsammen indbildning. Du har ikke tålt alt dette oprivende. Men nu skal du få hvile ud. Hjemme hos din egen mor, du min velsignede gut. Alt, hvad du peger på, skal du få, som dengang du var et lidet barn. – Se så. Nu er anfaldet over. Ser du, hvor let det gik! Å, det vidste jeg nok. – Og ser du, Osvald, hvilken dejlig dag vi får? Skinnende solvejr. Nu kan du rigtig få se hjemmet. 

(Hun går hen til bordet, og slukker lampen. Solopgang. Bræen og tinderne i baggrunden ligger i skinnende morgenlys.)
 

OSVALD 

(sidder i lænestolen med ryggen mod baggrunden, uden at røre sig; pludselig siger han). 
 Mor, gi’ mig solen.
 

FRU ALVING 

(ved bordet, ser studsende på ham). 
 Hvad siger du?
 

OSVALD 

(gentager dumpt og toneløst). 
 Solen. Solen.
 

FRU ALVING 

(hen til ham). 
 Osvald, hvorledes er det med dig?
 

OSVALD 

(synes at skrumpe sammen i stolen: alle musklerne slappes; hans ansigt er udtryksløst; øjnene stirrer sløvt frem).
 

FRU ALVING 

(dirrende af rædsel). 
 Hvad er dette! (skriger højt.) Osvald! Hvorledes har du det! (kaster sig på knæ ned ved ham og rusker i ham.) Osvald! Osvald! Se på mig! Kender du mig ikke?
 

OSVALD 

(toneløst som før). 
 Solen. – Solen.
 

FRU ALVING 

(springer fortvivlet op, river med begge hænder i sit hår og skriger). 
 Dette bæres ikke! (hvisker ligesom stivnet.) Dette bæres ikke! Aldrig! (pludseligt.) Hvor har han dem henne? (famler pilsnart over hans bryst.) Her! (viger et par skridt tilbage og skriger:) Nej; nej; nej! – Jo! – Nej; nej! 

(hun står et par skridt fra ham, med hænderne indfiltret i håret, og stirrer på ham i målløs rædsel.)
 

OSVALD 

(sidder ubevægelig som før og siger). 
 Solen. – Solen.
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PERSONERNE
 

DOKTOR TOMAS STOCKMANN, badelæge.

FRU STOCKMANN, hans hustru.

PETRA, deres datter, lærerinde.

EJLIF, MORTEN - deres sønner, 13 og 10 år gamle.

PETER STOCKMANN, doktorens ældre bror, byfogd og politimester, formand i badebestyrelsen o. s. v.

MORTEN KIIL, garvermester, fru Stockmanns plejefar.

HOVSTAD, redaktør af „Folkebudet”.

BILLING, medarbejder i bladet.

SKIBSKAPTEJN HORSTER.
 BOGTRYKKER ASLAKSEN.
 DELTAGERE I ET BORGERMØDE, MÆND AF ALLE STÆNDER, NOGLE KVINDER og EN FLOK SKOLEGUTTER.
 

(Handlingen foregår i en kystby i det sydlige Norge.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Aften i doktorens dagligstue, der er tarveligt men net udstyret og møbleret. På sidevæggen til højre er to døre, hvoraf den fjerneste fører ud til forstuen og den nærmeste ind til doktorens arbejdsværelse. På den modsatte væg, lige over for døren til forstuen, er en dør til familjens øvrige værelser. Midt på samme væg står kakkelovnen, og nærmere mod forgrunden en sofa med spejl over og foran sofaen et ovalt bord med tæppe. På bordet en tændt lampe med skærm. I baggrunden en åben dør til spisestuen. Dækket aftensbord med lampe på derinde.)
 

(Billing sidder inde ved spisebordet med en serviet under hagen. Fru Stockmann står ved bordet og rækker ham et fad med et stort stykke oksesteg. De øvrige pladse om bordet er forladte, bordtøjet i uorden, som efter et endt måltid.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, når De kommer en time for sent, herr Billing, så får De ta’ tiltakke med kold mad.
 

BILLING

(spisende).
 

Det smager aldeles fortræffeligt, – ganske udmærket.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 De véd jo, hvor nøje Stockmann holder på sin bestemte spisetid –
 

BILLING.
 Det gør mig slet ingen ting. Jeg synes næsten det smager bedst, når jeg kan sidde og spise sådan ganske alene og uforstyrret.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja-ja, når det bare smager Dem, så – (lytter mod forstuen.) Der kommer visst Hovstad også.
 

BILLING.
 Kanske det.
 

(Byfogd Stockmann i overfrakke med uniformshue og stok kommer ind.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ærbødigst godaften, svigerinde.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(går ind i dagligstuen).
 

Nej se, godaften; er det Dem? Det var da snildt De vilde se op til os.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg gik just forbi og så – (med et blik mod spisestuen). Å, men De har nok selskab, lader det til.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(lidt forlegen).
 

Nej aldeles ikke; det er rent tilfældigt. (hurtigt.) Vil De ikke gå ind og ta’ en bid med?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg! Nej, mange tak. Gud bevare mig; varm mad om aftenen; det er ikke for min fordøjelse.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å, men for én gangs skyld –.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nej nej, Gud velsigne Dem; jeg holder mig til mit thevand og mit smørrebrød. Det er dog sundere i længden, – og også lidt mere økonomisk.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(smiler).
 

De må nu ikke tro, at Tomas og jeg er nogen rene ødelande heller.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ikke De, svigerinde; det være langt fra mig. (peger mod doktorens arbejdsværelse.) Er han kanske ikke hjemme?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej, han er gåt en liden tur efter maden, – han og gutterne.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Mon tro, det kan være sundt? (lytter.) Der kommer han nok.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej, det er nok ikke ham. (det banker.) Vær så god!
 

(Redaktør Hovstad kommer fra forstuen.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å, er det herr Hovstad, som –?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, De får undskylde; men jeg blev opholdt nede i trykkeriet. Godaften, herr byfogd.
 

BYFOGDEN

(hilser lidt stivt).
 

Herr redaktør. Kommer formodentlig i forretninger?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Tildels. Der er noget, som skulde ind i bladet.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Kan tænke mig det. Min bror skal være en særdeles frugtbar forfatter i „Folkebudet”, hører jeg.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, han tillader sig at skrive i „Folkebudet”, når han har et sandhedens ord at sige om et og andet.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(til Hovstad).
 

Men vil De ikke –?
 

(peger mod spisestuen.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Bevares vel; jeg fortænker ham sletikke i, at han skriver for den læsekreds, hvor han tør vente at finde mest anklang. For øvrigt har jo jeg personlig ingen grund til at nære nogen uvilje imod Deres blad, herr Hovstad.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, det synes jeg også.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 I det hele taget råder der en smuk fordragelighedens ånd i vor by; – en rigtig god borgerånd. Og det kommer deraf, at vi har et stort fælles anliggende at samle os om, – et anliggende, som i lige høj grad vedkommer alle retsindige medborgere –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Badeanstalten, ja.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Netop. Vi har vor store, nye, prægtige badeanstalt. Pas på! Badet blir byens fornemste livsbetingelse, herr Hovstad. Utvivlsomt!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det samme siger Tomas også.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hvilket ganske overoverdentligt opsving har ikke stedet taget bare i disse par år! Her er kommet penge imellem folk; liv og rørelse. Bygninger og grundejendomme stiger i værdi med hver dag.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og arbejdsløsheden tar af.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Også det, ja. Fattigbyrden er bleven i en glædelig grad formindsket for de besiddende klasser og vil bli’ det endnu mere, hvis vi blot dette år må få en rigtig god sommer; – rigtig talrigt besøg af fremmede, – brav mange syge, som kan bringe anstalten i ry.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og det er der jo udsigt til, hører jeg.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det tegner meget lovende. Hver dag indløber der forespørgsler om boliger og sådant noget.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, da kommer jo doktorens opsats netop tilpas.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Har han nu skrevet noget igen?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Dette her er noget, han skrev ivinter; en anbefaling for badet, en fremstilling af de gunstige sundhedsforholde her hos os. Men dengang lod jeg opsatsen ligge.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Aha, der var formodentlig en eller anden hage ved den?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, ikke det; men jeg syntes, det var bedre at bie til nu udover våren; for nu begynder jo folk at ruste sig og tænke på sommerophold –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Meget rigtigt; overmåde rigtigt, herr Hovstad.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, Tomas er såmænd utrættelig, når det gælder badet.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nå, han står jo også i badets tjeneste.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, og så er det jo også ham, som har skabt det fra først af.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Er det ham? Ja så? Ja, jeg hører jo undertiden, at visse folk er af den mening. Men jeg trode dog rigtignok, at jeg også havde en beskeden andel i dette foretagende.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det siger Tomas altid.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, hvem nægter det, herr byfogd? De har sat sagen i gang og ført den ud i det praktiske liv; det véd vi jo alle. Men jeg mente bare, at idéen kom fra først af fra doktoren.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, idéer har visselig min bror havt nok af i sin tid – desværre. Men når noget skal sættes iværk, så spørges der om andre slags mænd, herr Hovstad. Og jeg trode rigtignok, at man allermindst her i huset –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, kære svoger –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvor kan dog byfogden –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Gå så ind og få Dem noget tillivs, herr Hovstad; så kommer visst min mand imens.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Tak; en liden bid kanske.
 

(han går ind i spisestuen.)
 

BYFOGDEN

(noget dæmpet).
 

Det er mærkeligt med de folk, som stammer direkte fra bønder; aldrig kan de lægge taktløsheden af.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men hvad er nu det værd at bry sig om? Kan ikke De og Tomas dele æren som brødre?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jo, det skulde jo synes så; men det er nok ikke alle og enhver, som nøjes med at dele, lader det til.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Snak om en ting! De og Tomas kommer jo så udmærket ud af det med hinanden. (lytter.) Der tror jeg vi har ham.
 

(hun går hen og åbner døren til forstuen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ler og støjer derude).
 

Se, her får du en gæst til, Katrine. Er ikke det morsomt; hvad? Vær så god, kaptejn Horster; hæng frakken der på knaggen. Nå så, De går ikke med overfrakke, De? Tænk, du, Katrine, jeg fanged ham på gaden; han vilde næsten ikke gå op med.
 

KAPTEJN HORSTER

(kommer indenfor og hilser på fruen).
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(i døren).
 

Ind med jer, gutter. Nu er de skrubsultne igen, du! Kom her, kaptejn Horster; nu skal De få smage en oksesteg –
 

(han driver Horster ind i spisestuen. Ejlif og Morten går også derind.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, Tomas, ser du da ikke –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(vender sig i døren).
 

Å, er det dig, Peter! (går hen og rækker ham hånden.) Nej, det var da inderlig morsomt.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg må desværre gå om et øjeblik –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Sniksnak; nu kommer snart toddyen på bordet. Du glemmer vel ikke toddyen, Katrine?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej visst; vandet står og koger.
 

(hun går ind i spisestuen.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Toddy også –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, slå dig bare ned, så skal vi ha’ det hyggeligt.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Tak; jeg deltager aldrig i toddygilder.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men dette her er da ikke noget gilde.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg synes dog – (ser mod spisestuen). Det er mærkværdigt, at de kan sætte al den mad tillivs.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN (gnider hænderne.) Ja, er det ikke velsignet at se unge mennesker spise? Altid madlyst, du! Det er som det skal være. Mad må der til! Kræfter! Det er de folk, som skal rode op i det gærende fremtids-stof, Peter.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Tør jeg spørge, hvad her skulde være at „rode op i”, som du udtrykker dig?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det får du spørge ungdommen om – når tiden kommer. Vi ser det naturligvis ikke. Selvfølgelig. Slige to gamle stødere, som du og jeg –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nå nå da! Det er dog en højst påfaldende benævnelse –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, du må ikke tage det så nøje med mig, Peter. For jeg er så inderlig glad og fornøjet, skal jeg sige dig. Jeg føler mig så ubeskrivelig lykkelig midt i alt dette spirende, sprættende liv. Det er dog en herlig tid vi lever i! Det er som en hel ny verden var i opkomst omkring en.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Finder du virkelig det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, du kan naturligvis ikke se det så godt som jeg. Du har jo alle dine dage levet med i dette her; og så sløves indtrykket. Men jeg, som måtte sidde der nordpå i min afkrog i alle disse mange år, næsten aldrig se et fremmed menneske, som havde et vækkende ord at sige mig, – på mig virker det, som om jeg var flyttet midt ind i en mylrende verdensby.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hm; verdensby –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, jeg véd jo nok, at forholdene er små i sammenligning med mange andre steder. Men her er liv, – forjættelser, en utallighed af ting at virke for og stride for; og det er hovedsagen. (råber.) Katrine, har ikke postbudet været her?
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(i spisestuen).
 

Nej, her har ingen været.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og så det gode udkomme, Peter! Det er noget, en lærer at sætte pris på, når man, som vi, har levet på sulteforing –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Gud bevares –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å jo, du kan vel tænke dig, at det var trangt for os mangen gang deroppe. Og nu at kunne leve som en herremand! Idag, for exempel, havde vi oksesteg til middag; ja, vi har havt af den til aftens også. Vil du ikke smage på et stykke? Eller skal jeg ikke vise dig den ialfald? Kom her –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nej, nej, på ingen måde –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, så kom her da. Ser du, vi har fåt bordtæppe?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, jeg har bemærket det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og så har vi fåt lampeskærm. Ser du? Alt det har Katrine sparet sammen. Og det gør stuen så hyggelig. Synes du ikke det? Stil dig bare her; – nej, nej, nej; ikke så. Så, ja! Ser du; når lyset falder sådan samlet ned –. Jeg finder virkelig, at det ser elegant ud. Hvad?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, når man kan tillade sig den slags luxus –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å jo, nu kan jeg nok tillade mig det. Katrine siger, at jeg tjener næsten lige så meget, som vi bruger.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Næsten, ja –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men en videnskabsmand bør dog leve en smule fornemt. Jeg er viss på, at en almindelig amtmand bruger meget mere om året end jeg.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, det tror jeg nok! En amtmand, en overøvrighedsperson –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, så en simpel grosserer da! En slig en bruger mange gange så meget –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, det ligger nu i forholdene.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 For resten øder jeg sandelig ikke noget til unytte, Peter. Men jeg synes da ikke jeg kan nægte mig den hjertens glæde at se mennesker hos mig. Jeg trænger til det, ser du. Jeg, som har siddet så længe udestængt, – for mig er det en livsfornødenhed at være sammen med unge, kække, frejdige mennesker, frisindede mennesker, virkelystne –; og det er de, alle de, som sidder og spiser så godt derinde. Jeg vilde ønske, du kendte lidt til Hovstad –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja Hovstad, det er sandt, han fortalte mig, at nu vil han trykke en opsats af dig igen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 En opsats af mig?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, om badet. En opsats, som du havde forfattet ivinter.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å den, ja! – Nej, men den vil jeg ikke ha’ ind nu for det første.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ikke det? Da finder jeg dog, at det netop nu vilde være den belejligste tid.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det kan du ha’ ret i; under almindelige forholde –
 

(går henover gulvet.)
 

BYFOGDEN

(ser efter ham).
 

Hvad ualmindeligt skulde der da være ved forholdene nu?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(standser).
 

Ja, Peter, det kan jeg minsæl ikke sige dig for øjeblikket; ialfald ikke iaften. Der kan være mangt og meget ualmindeligt ved forholdene; eller også kanske slet ingenting. Det kan gerne være, at det bare er en indbildning.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg må tilstå, dette klinger højst gådefuldt. Er der noget påfærde? Noget, som jeg skal holdes udenfor? Jeg skulde dog formene, at jeg, som badebestyrelsens formand –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og jeg skulde formene, at jeg –; nå, lad os ikke ryge i håret på hinanden, Peter.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Gud bevares vel; det er ikke min vane at ryge i håret, som du siger. Men jeg må på det bestemteste forlange, at alle foranstaltninger træffes og afgøres på forretningsmæssig vej og gennem de dertil lovlig indsatte myndigheder. Jeg kan ikke tillade, at der betrædes krogveje og bagveje.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Bruger jeg nogensinde at gå krogveje og bagveje!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Du har en indgroet tilbøjelighed til at gå dine egne veje ialfald. Og det er i et vel ordnet samfund omtrent ligeså utilstedeligt, Den enkelte får sandelig finde sig i at indordne sig under det hele, eller, rettere sagt, under de myndigheder, som har at våge over det heles vel.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Kan gerne være. Man hvad pokker kommer det mig ved?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jo, for det er dette, min gode Tomas, som du aldrig synes at ville lære. Men pas på; du kommer nok engang til at bøde for det, – sent eller tidligt. Nu har jeg sagt dig det. Farvel.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men er du bindegal? Du er rent på vildspor –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det plejer jeg dog ikke. Forøvrigt må jeg frabede mig – (hilser ind i spisestuen.) Farvel, svigerinde. Farvel, mine herrer.
 

(han går.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(kommer ind i dagligstuen).
 

Gik han?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, du, og det i fuld arrigskab.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, kære Tomas, hvad har du da nu gjort ham igen?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ingen verdens ting. Han kan da ikke forlange, at jeg skal gøre ham regnskab, før tiden kommer.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hvad skulde du gøre ham regnskab for?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hm; lad mig om det, Katrine. – Det er da besynderligt, at ikke postbudet kommer.
 

(Hovstad, Billing og Horster har rejst sig fra spisebordet og kommer ind i dagligstuen. Ejlif og Morten kommer lidt efter.)
 

BILLING

(strækker armene).
 

Ah, efter et sligt måltid føler man sig, Gud døde mig, som et nyt menneske.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Byfogden var nok ikke i det lyse hjørne ikveld.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det kommer fra maven; han har en dårlig fordøjelse.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det var nok især os i „Folkebudet”, han ikke kunde fordøje.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 De kom da tålelig godt ud af det med ham, synes jeg.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Å ja; men det er nu ikke andet end en slags våbenstilstand.
 

BILLING.
 Der er det! Det ord udtømmer situationen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Vi må huske på, at Peter er en enslig mand, stakker. Han har ikke noget hjem, hvor han kan hygge sig; bare forretninger, forretninger. Og så alt det fordømte tynde thevand, som han går og tyller i sig. Nå, så sæt dog stole til bordet, gutter! Katrine, får vi så ikke toddyen ind?
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(som går mod spisestuen).
 

Nu kommer jeg med den.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og sæt Dem så her i sofaen hos mig, kaptejn Horster. En sjelden gæst, som De –. Vær så god; ta’ plads, mine venner.
 

(Herrerne sætter sig om bordet. Fru Stockmann bringer et bræt, hvorpå kogemaskine, glasse, karafler og øvrigt tilbehør.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Se så; her er arrak, og dette her er rum; og her står kognak. Nu får enhver hjælpe sig selv.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(tar et glas).
 

Jo det skal vi nok. (mens toddyen blandes.) Og så cigarerne frem. Ejlif, du véd visst, hvor kassen står. Og du, Morten, kan ta’ min pibe. (gutterne går ind i værelset til højre.) Jeg har en mistanke om, at Ejlif kniber en cigar en gang imellem; men jeg lader som ingenting. (råber.) Og så min kalot, Morten! Katrine, kan ikke du sige ham, hvor jeg har lagt den. Nå, han har den jo! (gutterne bringer det forlangte.) Vær så god, mine venner. Jeg holder mig til piben, véd I; denne her har gjort mangen uvejrs-tur sammen med mig deroppe i Nordland. (klinker.) Skål! Ah, det er rigtignok noget bedre at sidde her trygt og lunt.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(som sidder og strikker).
 

Skal De snart sejle, kaptejn Horster?
 

HORSTER.
 I næste uge tænker jeg at bli’ færdig.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Og så går De jo til Amerika?
 

HORSTER.
 Ja, det er meningen.
 

BILLING.
 Men så kan De jo ikke ta’ del i det nye formandsvalg.
 

HORSTER.
 Skal her være nyt valg?
 

BILLING.
 Véd De ikke det?
 

HORSTER.
 Nej, jeg blander mig ikke i de sager.
 

BILLING.
 Men De bryr Dem da vel om de offentlige anliggender?
 

HORSTER.
 Nej, jeg forstår mig ikke på sligt.
 

BILLING.
 Alligevel; en må være med at stemme ialfald.
 

HORSTER.
 De, som ikke skønner sig på det, også?
 

BILLING.
 Skønner? Ja, hvad mener De med det? Samfundet er som et skib; alle mand må være med at styre roret.
 

HORSTER.
 Kan hænde det er bra’ på landjorden; men ombord vilde ikke det gå godt.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det er underligt, at de fleste sjøfolk bryr sig så lidet om landets sager.
 

BILLING.
 Ganske mærkeligt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Sjøfolk er som trækfuglene; de føler sig hjemme både i syd og i nord. Men derfor må vi andre være desto virksommere, herr Hovstad. Kommer der noget almengavnligt i „Folkebudet” imorgen?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ikke noget om byens sager. Men iovermorgen tænkte jeg at ta’ ind Deres opsats –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, død og plage, opsatsen! Nej, hør, den må De vente med.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Så? Nu havde vi netop så god plads, og jeg synes, det var just den belejligste tid –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja ja, det kan De nok ha’ ret i; men De må vente alligevel. Jeg skal siden forklare Dem –
 

(Petra, i hat og kåbe og med en del skrivebøger under armen, kommer ind fra forstuen.)
 

PETRA.
 Godaften.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Godaften, Petra; er du der?
 

(Gensidige hilsener; Petra lægger tøjet og bøgerne fra sig på en stol ved døren.)
 

PETRA.
 Og her sidder man og gør sig tilgode, mens jeg har været ude og trællet.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, så gør dig tilgode, du også.
 

BILLING.
 Skal jeg lave et lidet glas til Dem?
 

PETRA

(kommer hen til bordet).
 

Tak, jeg vil heller selv; De laver det altid for stærkt. Men det er sandt, far, jeg har et brev til dig.
 

(går hen til stolen, hvor tøjet ligger.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Et brev! Fra hvem?
 

PETRA

(søger i kåbelommen).
 

Jeg fik det af postbudet just som jeg gik ud –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN (rejser sig og går hen imod hende.) Og så bringer du det først nu!
 

PETRA.
 Jeg havde virkelig ikke tid til at løbe op igen. Værs’god, her er det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(griber brevet).
 

Lad mig se; lad mig se, barn. (ser på udskriften.) Jo, ganske rigtigt –!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Er det det, du har ventet så på, Tomas?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja netop; nu må jeg straks ind –. Hvor skal jeg finde et lys, Katrine? Er der nu ingen lampe i mit værelse igen!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Jo, lampen står og brænder på skrivebordet.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Godt, godt. Undskyld et øjeblik –
 

(han går ind i værelset til højre.)
 

PETRA.
 Hvad kan det være for noget, mor?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Jeg véd ikke; i de sidste dage har han spurgt så tidt efter postbudet.
 

BILLING.
 Formodentlig en udenbys patient –
 

PETRA.
 Stakkers far; han får snart altfor meget at bestille. (laver sit glas.) Ah, det skal smage!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Har De læst i aftenskolen idag også?
 

PETRA

(nipper til glasset).
 

To timer.
 

BILLING.
 Og i formiddags fire timer i institutet –
 

PETRA

(sætter sig ved døren).
 

Fem timer.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Og iaften har du stile at rette, ser jeg.
 

PETRA.
 En hel bunke, ja.
 

HORSTER.
 De har nok også fuldt op at bestille, lader det til.
 

PETRA.
 Ja; men det er bra’. En blir så dejlig træt bagefter.
 

BILLING.
 Synes De om det?
 

PETRA.
 Ja, for så sover en så godt.
 

MORTEN.
 Du må være svært syndig, du, Petra.
 

PETRA.
 Syndig?
 

MORTEN.
 Ja, når du arbejder så meget. Herr Rørlund siger, at arbejde er en straf for vore synder.
 

EJLIF

(blæser).
 

Pyh, hvor dum du er, at du tror på sligt noget.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nå, nå, Ejlif!
 

BILLING

(ler).
 

Nej, det er udmærket.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Vil ikke du gerne arbejde så meget, Morten?
 

MORTEN.
 Nej, det vil jeg ikke.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, men hvad vil du da bli’ til i verden?
 

MORTEN.
 Jeg vil helst bli’ viking, jeg.
 

EJLIF.
 Men så måtte du jo være hedning da.
 

MORTEN.
 Ja, så kunde jeg jo bli’ hedning da.
 

BILLING.
 Det holder jeg med dig i, Morten! Jeg siger akkurat det samme.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(gør tegn).
 

Nej visst gør De ikke, nej, herr Billing.
 

BILLING.
 Jo, Gud døde mig –! Jeg er en hedning, og det er jeg stolt af. Pas på, snart blir vi hedninger allesammen.
 

MORTEN.
 Og kan vi da få lov at gøre alt det vi vil?
 

BILLING.
 Ja, ser du, Morten –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nu skal I gå ind med jer, gutter; I har visst noget at læse over til imorgen.
 

EJLIF.
 Jeg kunde da gerne få bli’ en stund –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ikke du heller; gå så begge to.
 

(Gutterne siger godnat og går ind i værelset til venstre.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Tror De virkelig, det kan skade gutterne at høre på sligt?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, jeg véd ikke; men jeg synes ikke om det.
 

PETRA.
 Ja, men, mor, jeg tror det er rent galt af dig.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det kan gerne være; men jeg synes ikke om det; ikke her hjemme.
 

PETRA.
 Der er så megen usandhed både i hjemmet og i skolen. I hjemmet skal der ties, og i skolen må vi stå og lyve for børnene.
 

HORSTER.
 Må De lyve?
 

PETRA.
 Ja, tror De ikke, vi må foredrage mangt og meget, som vi ikke selv tror på?
 

BILLING.
 Jo, det er nok altfor visst.
 

PETRA.
 Havde jeg bare midler til det, så skulde jeg selv oprette en skole, og der skulde det gå anderledes til.
 

BILLING.
 Å hvad, midler –
 

HORSTER.
 Ja, tænker De på det, frøken Stockmann, så skal De gerne få lokale hos mig. Salig fars gamle store hus står jo næsten tomt; der er en svært stor spisesal neden under –
 

PETRA

(ler).
 

Ja, ja, tak skal De ha’; men det blir der nok ikke noget af.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Å nej, frøken Petra går nok heller over til bladskriverne, tænker jeg. Det er sandt, har De fåt tid til at se lidt på den engelske fortælling, som De lovte at oversætte for os?
 

PETRA.
 Nej, ikke endnu; men De skal nok få den i rette tid.
 

(Doktor Stockmann kommer fra sit værelse med det åbne brev i hånden.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(svinger brevet).
 

Jo, nu kan I tro, her skal spørges nyt i byen!
 

BILLING.
 Nyt?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hvad er det for noget nyt?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 En stor opdagelse, Katrine!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Så?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Som du har gjort?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja netop jeg. (går frem og tilbage.) Lad dem nu komme, som de plejer, og sige, at det er griller og gal mands påfund. Men de vogter sig nok! Haha, de vogter sig, tænker jeg!
 

PETRA.
 Men, far, så sig da, hvad det er.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, ja, giv mig bare tid, så skal I få vide det altsammen. Tænk, om jeg nu havde havt Peter her! Ja, der ser man, hvorledes vi mennesker kan gå omkring og dømme som de blindeste muldvarper –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvad mener De med det, herr doktor?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(standser ved bordet).
 

Er det ikke den almindelige mening, at vor by er et sundt sted?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jo, det forstår sig da vel.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Et ganske overordentlig sundt sted endogså, – et sted, som fortjener at anbefales på det varmeste både for syge og for friske medmennesker –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja men, kære Tomas –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og anbefalet det og lovprist det har vi da også. Jeg har skrevet og skrevet både i „Folkebudet” og i flyveskrifter –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nu ja, og så?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Denne badeanstalt, som kaldes for byens pulsåre, og byens livsnerve og –– og fanden véd, hvad det er for noget altsammen –
 

BILLING.
 „Byens bankende hjerte” har jeg engang i en festlig stund tilladt mig at –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å ja, det også. Men véd De så, hvad det i virkeligheden er, dette store, prægtige, lovpriste badeanlæg, som har kostet så mange penge, – véd De, hvad det er?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, hvad er det da for noget?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, hvad er det da?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hele badet er en pesthule.
 

PETRA.
 Badet, far!
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(på samme tid).
 

Vort bad!
 

HOVSTAD

(ligeså).
 

Men, herr doktor –
 

BILLING.
 Aldeles utroligt!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hele badeanstalten er en kalket forgiftig grav, siger jeg. Sundhedsfarlig i allerhøjeste grad! Alle disse uhumskhederne oppe i Mølledalen, – alt dette her, som lugter så fælt, – det inficerer vandet i spisningsrørene til brøndhuset; og dette samme fordømte giftige smuds siver også ud i stranden –
 

HORSTER.
 Der, hvor sjøbadene ligger?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Netop der.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvoraf véd De nu alt dette så visst, herr doktor?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg har undersøgt forholdene så samvittighedsfuldt, som tænkes kan. Å, jeg gik længe og havde en mistanke om noget sligt. Ifjor indtraf her en del påfaldende sygdomstilfælder blandt badegæsterne, – både tyføse og gastriske tilfælder –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det gjorde der jo også.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Dengang trode vi, at de fremmede havde ført smitten med sig; men siden, – ivinter, – kom jeg på andre tanker; og så gav jeg mig til at undersøge vandet, så godt det lod sig gøre.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det er altså det, du har havt så travlt med!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, du kan nok sige jeg har havt travlt, Katrine. Men her mangled jeg jo de fornødne videnskabelige hjælpemidler; og så sendte jeg prøver både af drikkevandet og af sjøvandet ind til universitetet for at få en exakt analyse af en kemiker.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og den har De nu fåt?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(viser brevet).
 

Her har jeg den! Der er påvist tilstedeværelsen af forrådnede organiske stoffer i vandet, – infusorier i mængdevis. Det er absolut skadeligt for sundheden, enten det nu bruges indvortes eller udvortes.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det var da en Guds lykke, at du kom efter det itide.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det må du nok sige.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og hvad agter De nu at gøre, herr doktor?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Naturligvis se at få rettet på sagen.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Lar det sig altså gøre?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det må la’ sig gøre. Ellers er hele badeanstalten ubrugelig, – ødelagt. Men det har ingen nød. Jeg er ganske på det rene med, hvad der må foretages.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, snille Tomas, at du har holdt alt dette her så hemmeligt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo, jeg skulde kanske rendt ud i byen og snakket om det, før jeg havde fuld visshed? Nej tak; så gal er jeg ikke.
 

PETRA.
 Nå, men til os her hjemme –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ikke til nogen levende sjæl. Men imorgen kan du løbe indom til „grævlingen” –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej men, Tomas –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, nå, til bedstefar da. Jo, nu skal han få noget at forundre sig over, den gamle; han tror jo, jeg er forrykt i hodet; å ja, der er nok flere, som tror det samme, har jeg mærket. Men nu skal de godtfolk få se –; nu skal de bare få se –! (går omkring og gnider hænderne.) Her blir et sligt opstyr i byen, Katrine! Du kan aldrig tænke dig det. Hele vandledningen må lægges om.
 

HOVSTAD

(rejser sig).
 

Hele vandledningen –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det forstår sig. Indtaget ligger for lavt; det må flyttes til et sted meget højere oppe.
 

PETRA.
 Så fik du altså dog ret alligevel.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, kan du huske det, Petra? jeg skrev imod dem, da de skulde til at bygge. Men dengang var der ingen, som vilde høre på mig. Nå, I kan tro, jeg gir dem det glatte lag; – ja, for jeg har naturligvis skrevet en fremstilling til badebestyrelsen; den har ligget færdig en hel uge; jeg har bare gåt og ventet på dette her. (viser brevet.) Men nu skal den afsted straks på timen. (går ind i sit værelse og kommer tilbage med en pakke papirer.) Se her! Hele fire tætskrevne ark! Og brevet skal lægges ved. En avis, Katrine! Skaf mig noget til omslag. Godt; se så; giv det til – til –; (stamper.) hvad fanden er det nu hun heder? Nå, giv det til pigen da; sig, hun skal straks bringe det ned til byfogden.
 

(Fru Stockmann går med pakken ud gennem spisestuen.)
 

PETRA.
 Hvad tror du onkel Peter vil sige, far?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad skulde han vel sige? Han må da vel sagtens bli’ glad ved, at en så vigtig sandhed kommer for dagen, véd jeg.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Må jeg få lov til at bringe en liden notits om Deres opdagelse i „Folkebudet”?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det skal De rigtig ha’ tak for.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det er jo ønskeligt, at almenheden får vide besked jo før jo heller.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja visst er det så.
 

FRU STOCKMANN (kommer tilbage) Nu gik hun med det.
 

BILLING.
 De blir, Gud døde mig, byens første mand, herr doktor!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(går fornøjet omkring).
 

Å hvad; igrunden har jeg jo ikke gjort andet end min pligt. Jeg har været en heldig skattegraver; det er det hele; men alligevel –
 

BILLING.
 Hovstad, synes ikke De, at byen burde bringe doktor Stockmann et fanetog?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det vil jeg ialfald ta’ ordet for.
 

BILLING.
 Og jeg skal snakke med Aslaksen om det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, kære venner, lad slig gøgl fare; jeg vil ikke vide af nogen slags tilstelninger. Og hvis badebestyrelsen skulde falde på at bevilge mig gagetillæg, så tar jeg ikke imod det. Katrine, det siger jeg dig, – jeg tar det ikke.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det gør du ret i, Tomas.
 

PETRA

(løfter sit glas).
 

Skål, far!
 

HOVSTAD OG BILLING.
 Skål, skål, herr doktor.
 

HORSTER

(klinker med doktoren).
 

Gid De må få bare glæde af dette her.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tak, tak, mine kære venner! Jeg er så hjertelig glad –; å, det er dog velsignet at vide med sig selv, at en har gjort sig fortjent af sin fødeby og af sine medborgere. Hurra, Katrine!
 

(Han griber hende med begge hænder om halsen og snurrer sig rundt med hende. Fru Stockmann skriger og stritter imod. Latter, håndklap og hurraråb for doktoren. Gutterne stikker hodet ind gennem dørene.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Doktorens dagligstue. Døren til spiseværelset er lukket. Formiddag.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(med et forseglet brev i hånden kommer fra spiseværelset, går hen til den forreste dør til højre og kiger ind).
 

Er du hjemme, Tomas?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(indenfor).
 

Ja, jeg kom nu netop. (kommer ind.) Er der noget?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Brev fra din bror.
 

(rækker ham det.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Aha, lad os se. (åbner omslaget og læser:) „Det oversendte manuskript remitteres herved – “ (læser mumlende videre.) Hm –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hvad siger han så?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(stikker papirerne i lommen).
 

Nej, han skriver bare, at han vil selv komme herop henimod middag.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Så må du endelig huske på at holde dig hjemme.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det kan jeg godt; for jeg er færdig med mine formiddagsbesøg.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Jeg er svært nysgærrig efter at vide, hvorledes han tar det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Da skal se, han vil ikke synes rigtig om, at det er mig og ikke ham selv, som har gjort den opdagelse.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, er ikke du også bange for det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, igrunden blir han jo glad, kan du skønne. Men alligevel –; Peter er så forbandet ængstelig for, at andre folk, end han, skal udrette noget til byens bedste.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, véd du hvad, Tomas, – så skulde du være snil og dele æren med ham. Kunde det ikke hede sig, at det er ham, som har sat dig på spor –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo, det kan det gerne for mig. Når jeg bare får rettet på sagen, så –
 

GAMLE MORTEN KIIL

(stikker hodet ind gennem forstuedøren, ser sig forskende om, ler ind vendig og spørger polidsk).
 

Er det – er det sandt?
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(imod ham).
 

Far, – er det dig!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej se, svigerfar; godmorgen godmorgen!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å, men så kom da ind.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Ja, hvis det er sandt; for ellers går jeg igen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad for noget er sandt?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Denne galskaben med vandværket. Er det sandt, det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja visst er det sandt. Men hvorledes har De fåt vide det?
 

MORTEN KIIL

(kommer ind).
 

Petra fløj indom, da hun gik til skolen –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, gjorde hun det?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Jaha; og så fortæller hun –. Jeg tænkte hun bare vilde holde mig for nar; men det ligner ikke Petra heller.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, hvor kunde De tænke sligt!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Å, en skal aldrig lide på nogen; en kan bli’ gjort til nar, før en véd af det. Men så er det altså sandt alligevel?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja tilforladelig er det så. Sæt Dem nu bare, svigerfar. (nøder ham ned på sofaen.) Og er det ikke en sand lykke for byen –?
 

MORTEN KIIL

(kæmper med latteren).
 

Lykke for byen?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, at jeg gjorde den opdagelse så betimelig –
 

MORTEN KIIL

(som før).
 

Jo, jo, jo! – Men aldrig havde jeg da tænkt, at De vilde drive abespil med Deres egen kødelige bror.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Abespil!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej men, kære far –
 

MORTEN KIIL

(hviler hænderne og hagen på stokkeknappen og blinker polidsk til doktoren).
 

Hvorledes var det nu? Var det ikke så, at der var kommet nogen dyr ind i vandrørene?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å ja, infusionsdyr.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Og der skulde jo være kommet mange slige dyr derind, sa’ Petra. En rent ustyrtelig mængde.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja vel; de kan være der i hundrede-tusendvis.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Men der er ingen, som kan se dem, – var det ikke så?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo; se dem kan man ikke.
 

MORTEN KIIL

(med stille klukkende latter).
 

Dette her er, fan’ flytte mig, det bedste, jeg har hørt af Dem endnu.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvorledes, mener De?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Men aldrig i verden får De bildt byfogden sligt noget ind.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, det skal vi nok få se.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Tror De, han kunde være så gal?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg håber hele byen vil være så gal.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Hele byen! Ja, det kan s’gu gerne være, det. Men det er tilpas for dem; det har de godt af. De skulde nu være så meget klogere end vi gamle. De hundsvoterte mig ud af formandskabet. Ja, jeg siger så; for de voterte mig ud som en hund, gjorde de. Men nu får de det igen. Driv bare abespil med dem, Stockmann.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja men, svigerfar –
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Bare abespil, siger jeg. (rejser sig.) Kan De få det til det, at byfogden og hans venner render med næsen i en klud, så gir jeg straks på timen hundrede kroner til de fattige.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Se, det var jo snildt af Dem.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Ja, jeg har jo ikke stort at rutte med, kan De vide; men får De det til det, så skal jeg betænke de fattige med halvhundrede kroner til juleaften.
 

(Redaktør Hovstad kommer fra forstuen.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Godmorgen! (standser.) Å undskyld –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej kom De; kom De.
 

MORTEN KIIL

(klukker igen).
 

Han! Er han også med på det?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvad mener De?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja visst er han med.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Kunde jeg ikke næsten tænke det! Det skal stå i aviserne. Jo, De er rigtignok den rette, Stockmann. Men læg nu bare over; nu vil jeg gå.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å nej, bliv nu lidt, svigerfar.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Nej, nu vil jeg gå. Og find så på alt det abespil, De kan; De skal fan’ ikke ha’ gjort det for ingenting.
 

(Han går; Fru Stockmann følger ud med ham.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ler).
 

Tænk Dem bare, De, – den gamle tror ikke et ord af dette her med vandværket.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, var det den sagen –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det var den, vi talte om. Og det er kanske for det samme, De kommer også?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja det er det. Har De tid en liden stund, herr doktor?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så længe De vil, kære.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Har De hørt noget fra byfogden?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Endnu ikke. Han kommer herhen siden.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg har tænkt en del på sagen siden igårkveld.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå ja?
 

HOVSTAD.
 For Dem, som er læge, og som er en videnskabsmand, står dette tilfælde med vandværket som noget for sig. Jeg mener, det falder ikke Dem ind, at dette hænger ihob med mange andre ting.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, hvorledes –? Lad os sætte os, kære. – Nej, der i sofaen.
 

(Hovstad sætter sig i sofaen, doktoren i en lænestol på den anden side af bordet.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå? De mener altså –?
 

HOVSTAD.
 De sagde igår, at det fordærvede vand kom af urenligheder i jordbunden.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det kommer ganske utvilsomt fra denne forgiftige sump oppe i Mølledalen.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Undskyld, herr doktor, men jeg tror, det kommer fra en ganske anden sump.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad skulde det være for en sump?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Den sump, som hele vort kommunale liv står og rådner i.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej men for pokker, herr Hovstad, hvad er nu det for snak?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Alle byens sager er lidt efter lidt kommet i hænderne på en flok embedsmænd –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, embedsmænd er de da ikke allesammen.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, men de, som ikke er embedsmænd, de er ialfald embedsmændenes venner og tilhængere; det er alle de rige, alle dem med de gamle ansete navne i byen; dem er det, som styrer og råder over os.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, men de folk har da virkelig både dygtighed og indsigt.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Viste de dygtighed og indsigt, da de lagde vandledningen der, hvor den nu ligger?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, det var naturligvis en stor dumhed af dem. Men det blir der jo nu rettet på.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Tror De, det vil gå så glat?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Glat eller ikke glat, – gå skal det ialfald.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, dersom pressen får gribe ind.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Blir aldrig nødvendigt, kære. Jeg er viss på, at min bror –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Undskyld mig, herr doktor, men jeg vil sige Dem, at jeg agter at ta’ sagen under behandling.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 I avisen?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja. Da jeg overtog „Folkebudet”, var det min tanke, at jeg skulde få sprængt denne ring af gamle envise stivstikkere, som sad inde med al magten.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men De har jo selv fortalt mig, hvad ende det tog; De havde jo nær ødelagt bladet på det.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, dengang måtte vi stikke piben i sæk, det er ganske sandt. For der var fare for, at badeanstalten ikke skulde komme istand, hvis de mænd faldt. Men nu står den der, og nu kan de høje herrerne undværes.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Undværes, ja; men vi skylder dem dog stor tak.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det skal også bli’ erkendt, i al pyntelighed. Men en bladskriver af min folkelige retning kan ikke la’ en slig lejlighed, som denne her, gå fra sig. Der må rygges ved den fabelen om de styrendes ufejlbarhed. Sligt noget må ryddes ud ligesom al anden slags overtro.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er jeg enig med Dem i af hele mit hjerte, herr Hovstad; er det en overtro, så væk med det!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Byfogden vilde jeg nu så nødig røre ved, siden han er Deres bror. Men De synes da visst som jeg, at sandheden går foran alle andre hensyn.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det forstår sig jo af sig selv. – (udbrydende.) Ja men –! Ja men –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 De skal ikke tro ilde om mig. Jeg er hverken mere egennyttig eller mere magtbegærlig end de fleste mennesker.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men kære, – hvem falder også på det?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg er kommen af ringe folk, som De véd; og jeg har havt anledning nok til at se, hvad som mest trænges til i de lavere samfundslag. Og det er, at få være med på at styre de almene anliggender, herr doktor. Det er det, som udvikler evnerne og kundskaben og selvfølelsen –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det kan jeg så overmåde godt forstå –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, – og så synes jeg, en journalist tar et tungt ansvar på sig, om han forsømmer en gunstig lejlighed til frigørelse for de mange, for de små, for de undertrykte. Jeg véd nok, – i de stores lejr vil de kalde det for opvigleri og sligt noget; men det får de gøre som de lyster. Når jeg bare har min samvittighed fri, så –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Just det, ja! Just det, kære herr Hovstad. Men alligevel – for fanden –! (det banker.) Kom ind!
 

(Bogtrykker Aslaksen i forstuedøren. Han er tarveligt men anstændigt klædt, i sort, med et hvidt, noget krøllet halstørklæde, handsker og floshat i hånden.)
 

ASLAKSEN

(bukker).
 

Om forladelse, herr doktor, at jeg er så dristig –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(rejser sig).
 

Se, se, – der har vi jo bogtrykker Aslaksen!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja såmænd, herr doktor.
 

HOVSTAD

(står op).
 

Er det mig, De vil ha’ fat på, Aslaksen?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nej, det er ikke det; jeg vidste ikke vi skulde træffes her. Nej, det var nok doktoren selv –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, hvad står til tjeneste?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Er det sandt, som jeg hørte af herr Billing, at doktoren tænker på at skaffe os et bedre vandværk?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, til badeanstalten.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja vel; det skønner jeg nok. Nå, så kommer jeg for at sige, at den sagen vil jeg støtte af alle mine kræfter.
 

HOVSTAD

(til doktoren).
 

Ser De!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det skal De ha’ så hjertelig tak for; men –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 For det kunde kanske nok trænges at ha’ os småborgere i ryggen. Vi danner nu ligesom en kompakt majoritet her i byen, – når vi rigtig vil da. Og det er altid bra’, at ha’ majoriteten med sig, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er unægtelig sandt; men jeg kan bare ikke begribe, at nogen særlige anstalter skulde være nødvendige her. Jeg synes da, at en så grej og ligefrem sag –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Å jo, det kunde nok være bra’ alligevel; for jeg kender de lokale myndighederne så godt; magthaverne går ikke gerne godvilligt ind på forslag, som kommer fra andre folk. Og derfor mener jeg, det kunde ikke være afvejen, om vi demonstrerte lidt.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Netop det, ja.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Demonstrerte, siger De? Ja, hvorledes vilde De da egentlig demonstrere?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Naturligvis med stort mådehold, herr doktor; jeg beflitter mig altid på mådehold; for mådehold, det er en statsborgers første dyd, – efter min mening da.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er De jo også kendt for, herr Aslaksen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, jeg tror nok jeg tør sige det. Og denne sagen med vandværket, den er så svært vigtig for os småborgere. Badet tegner jo til at bli’ ligesom en liden guldgrube for byen. Det er badet, vi skal leve af allesammen, og mest da vi husejere. Derfor vil vi jo gerne støtte anstalten alt det vi kan. Og da jeg nu er formand i husejerforeningen –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja –?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 – og da jeg desforuden er agent for mådeholdsselskabet, – ja, doktoren véd vel, at jeg virker for mådeholdssagen?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det forstår sig.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nå, – så er det jo begribeligt, at jeg kommer sammen med en hel del mennesker. Og da jeg er kendt for at være en sindig og lovlydig statsborger, som doktoren selv sa’, så har jeg jo en viss indflydelse i byen, – en liden slags magtstilling, – om jeg selv skal sige det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det véd jeg meget godt, herr Aslaksen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja se – derfor vilde det være en smal sag for mig at få en adresse istand, om det skulde knibe.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 En adresse, siger De?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, en slags takadresse fra byens borgere for at De har båret denne samfundsvigtige sag frem. Det siger sig selv, at den måtte være affattet med sømmeligt mådehold, så den ikke støder myndighederne og dem, som har magten forresten. Og passer vi bare nøje på det, så kan da vel ingen ta’ os det ilde op, véd jeg?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, selv om de ikke likte det så svært godt, så –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nej, nej, nej; ikke nogen nærgåenhed imod øvrigheden, herr Hovstad. Ikke nogen opposition imod folk, som står os så tæt indpå livet. Det har jeg fåt nok af i mine dage; og det kommer der aldrig noget godt ud af heller. Men en statsborgers sindige og frimodige ytringer må ikke være nogen mand forment.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ryster hans hånd).
 

Jeg kan ikke sige Dem, kære herr Aslaksen, hvor inderligt det glæder mig at finde al denne tilslutning blandt mine medborgere. Jeg er så glad, – så glad! Hør; skal det ikke være et lidet glas sherry? Hvad!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nej mange tak; jeg nyder aldrig den slags spirituosa.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, men et glas øl da; hvad siger De til det?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Tak, ikke det heller, herr doktor; jeg nyder ingenting så tidligt på dagen. Men nu vil jeg gå ud i byen og snakke med en del af husejerne og forberede stemningen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det er så overmåde snildt af Dem, herr Aslaksen; men jeg kan umulig få i mit hode, at alle disse anstalter skulde bli’ nødvendige; jeg synes sagen må kunne gå ganske af sig selv.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Autoriteterne arbejder noget tungvindt, herr doktor. Ja, gudbevar’s, jeg siger ikke det for at laste dem –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Imorgen skal vi køre dem ivej i bladet, Aslaksen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Men bare ikke voldsomt, herr Hovstad. Far frem med mådehold, ellers får De dem ikke af flækken; De kan lide på mit råd; for jeg har sanket erfaringer i livets skole. – Nu ja, så vil jeg sige doktoren farvel. De véd nu, at vi småborgere ialfald står bag Dem som en mur. De har den kompakte majoritet på Deres side, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tak for det, min kære herr Aslaksen. (rækker ham hånden.) Farvel, farvel!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Går De med indom på trykkeriet, herr Hovstad?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg kommer bagefter; jeg har endnu lidt at afgøre.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Godt, godt.
 

(Han hilser og går; Doktor Stockmann følger ham ud i forstuen.)
 

HOVSTAD

(idet doktoren kommer ind igen).
 

Nå, hvad siger De så, herr doktor? Synes De ikke, det er på tiden, at her luftes ud og rystes op i al denne slaphed og halvhed og fejghed?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Sigter De til bogtrykker Aslaksen?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, jeg gør. Han er en af dem, som står i sumpen – så bra’ en mand han end kan være forresten. Og slig er de fleste her hos os; de går og vipper og svingler til begge siderne; af bare hensyn og betænkeligheder tør de aldrig ta’ fuldt skridt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, men Aslaksen var da så inderlig velsindet, synes jeg.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Der er en ting, som jeg sætter højere; og det er at stå som en tryg, selvsikker mand.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det gir jeg Dem så fuldstændig ret i.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Derfor er det jeg nu vil gribe lejligheden og prøve, om jeg ikke skulde kunne få de velsindede til at mande sig op engang. Autoritetsdyrkelsen må udryddes her i byen. Dette uforsvarlig store fejlgreb med vandværket må gøres indlysende for alle stemmeberettigede borgere.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Godt; når De mener, det er til almenhedens bedste, så lad så ske; men ikke førend jeg har talt med min bror.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg skriver ialfald en redaktionsartikkel færdig imens. Og hvis byfogden så ikke vil fremme sagen –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å, men hvor kan De tænke Dem sligt?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det kunde nok tænkes. Og da –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, da lover jeg Dem –; hør, – da kan De trykke min afhandling, – ta’ den ind hel og holden.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Må jeg det? Er det et ord?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(rækker ham manuskriptet).
 

Her har De den; ta’ den med Dem; det kan jo ikke skade, at De læser den igennem: og så gir De mig den igen siden.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Godt, godt; det skal jeg nok gøre. Og så farvel, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Farvel, farvel. Ja, for De skal se, det går så glat, herr Hovstad, – så glat!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hm, – vi får se.
 

(han hilser og går ud gennem forstuen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(går hen og ser ind i spisestuen).
 

Katrine –! Nå, er du kommen hjem, Petra?
 

PETRA

(kommer ind).
 

Ja, nu kom jeg netop fra skolen.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(kommer).
 

Har han ikke været her endnu?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Peter? Nej. Men jeg har snakket en hel del med Hovstad. Han er ganske betaget af den opdagelse, jeg har gjort. Ja, for den har en langt større rækkevidde, end jeg tænkte i førstningen, ser du. Og så har han stillet sit blad til min rådighed, hvis det skulde behøves.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men tror du da det behøves?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å sletikke. Men det er ialfald en stolt bevidsthed, at man har den frisindede, uafhængige presse på sin side. Ja, og tænk – så har jeg havt besøg af formanden i husejerforeningen.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Så? Og hvad vilde han?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Også støtte mig. De vil støtte mig allesammen, ifald det skulde knibe. Katrine, – véd du, hvad jeg har for noget bag mig?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Bag dig? Nej; hvad har du for noget bag dig da?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Den kompakte majoritet.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja så. Er det godt for dig, det, Tomas?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det skulde jeg mene, det er godt! (gnider hænderne og går op og ned.) Ja, Herregud, hvor fornøjeligt det er at stå således i broderlig forening sammen med sine medborgere!
 

PETRA.
 Og så at udrette så meget godt og nyttigt, far!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, og det ovenikøbet for ens egen fødeby, du!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nu ringte det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så har vi ham visst. – – (det banker.) Vær så god!
 

BYFOGD STOCKMANN

(kommer fra forstuen).
 

Godmorgen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Velkommen, Peter!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Godmorgen, svoger. Hvorledes står det til?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jo tak; så-så. (til doktoren.) Jeg modtog igår efter kontortid en afhandling fra dig betræffende vandforholdene ved badeanstalten.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja. Har du læst den?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jo, jeg har.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og hvad siger du så til den sag?
 

BYFOGDEN

(med et sideblik).
 

Hm –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Kom, Petra.
 

(hun og Petra går ind i værelset til venstre.)
 

BYFOGDEN

(efter et ophold).
 

Har det været nødvendigt at drive alle disse undersøgelser bag min ryg?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, så længe jeg ikke havde absolut visshed, så –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og den, mener du altså, du nu har?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det har du da vel selv overbevist dig om.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Er det din hensigt at fremlægge dette aktstykke for badebestyrelsen som et slags officielt dokument?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja vel. Noget må der jo gøres ved sagen; og det fort.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Du bruger, som sædvanligt, stærke talemåder i din afhandling. Du siger blandt andet, at det, vi byder vore badegæster, er en permanent forgiftelse.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja men, Peter, kan det da betegnes anderledes? Tænk dig bare, – forgiftet vand både til indvortes og udvortes! Og det til stakkers sygelige mennesker, som tyr til os i god tro, og som betaler os i dyre domme for at få sin sundhed igen!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og så kommer du i din deduktion til det resultat, at vi må bygge en kloak, som kan optage de postulerede uhumskheder fra Mølledalen, og at vandledningen må lægges om.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, véd du da nogen anden udvej? Jeg véd ingen.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg gjorde mig i formiddag et ærend ind til stadsingeniøren. Og så bragte jeg – sådan halvt i spøg – disse foranstaltninger på bane som noget, vi kanske burde tage under overvejelse engang i fremtiden.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Engang i fremtiden!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Han smilte af min formentlige extravagance – naturligvis. Har du gjort dig den ulejlighed at tænke på, hvad de foreslåede forandringer vilde komme til at koste? Efter de oplysninger, jeg modtog, vilde udgifterne rimeligvis løbe op i flere hundrede tusend kroner.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Skulde det bli’ så dyrt?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja. Og så kommer det værste. Arbejdet vilde medtage et tidsrum af mindst to år.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 To år, siger du? To hele år?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Mindst. Og hvad skal vi så gøre med badet imens? Skal vi lukke det? Ja, det vilde vi bli’ nødt til. Eller tror du kanske nogen vilde søge hid til os, når det rygte kom ud, at vandet skulde være sundhedsfarligt?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja men, Peter, det er det jo.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og så alt dette nu, – netop nu, da anstalten er i opkomst. Nabobyerne har også visse betingelser for at kunne bli’ søgte som badesteder. Tror du ikke, at de straks vilde sætte sig i aktivitet for at drage hele strømmen af fremmede til sig? Jo, ganske upåtvilelig. Og så stod vi der; vi måtte rimeligvis nedlægge hele den kostbare anstalt; og så havde du ruineret din fødeby.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg – ruineret –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det er blot og bart gennem badet, at byen har nogen nævneværdig fremtid for sig. Det indser du visst lige så godt som jeg.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men hvad har du da tænkt, at der skulde gøres?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har ikke af din afhandling kunnet overbevise mig om, at vandforholdene ved badet er så betænkelige, som du fremstiller dem.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 De er snarere værre, du! Eller de blir det ialfald til sommeren, når varmen kommer i vejret.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Som sagt, jeg tror, du overdriver betydeligt. En duelig læge må vide at træffe sine forholdsregler, – han må forstå at forebygge skadelige indvirkninger og at afhjælpe dem, hvis de aldeles øjensynligt skulde gøre sig gældende.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og så –? Hvad videre –?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Den etablerede vandforsyning ved badet er nu engang et faktum og må selvfølgelig behandles som et sådant. Men rimeligvis vil direktionen i sin tid ikke være utilbøjelig til at ta’ under overvejelse, hvorvidt det med overkommelige pekuniære offere skulde være muligt at få indført visse forbedringer.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og en sådan underfundighed, tror du, jeg nogensinde går ind på!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Underfundighed?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det vilde være en underfundighed, – et bedrageri, en løgn, en ligefrem forbrydelse imod almenheden, imod hele samfundet!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har, som før bemærket, ikke kunnet tilegne mig den overbevisning, at der er nogen egentlig overhængende fare påfærde.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo, du har! Det er umuligt andet. Min fremstilling er så slående sand og rigtig, det véd jeg! Og du skønner det meget godt, Peter; men du vil bare ikke være ved det. Det var dig, som fik drevet igennem, at både badebygningerne og vandværket blev lagt, hvor de nu ligger; og det er det, – det er dette forbandede misgreb, som du ikke vil indrømme. Pyt, – tror du ikke, jeg gennemskuer dig?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og selv om så var? Dersom jeg måske med en viss ængstelighed våger over min anseelse, så sker det til gavn for byen. Uden moralsk autoritet kan jeg ikke styre og lede sagerne således, som jeg eragter det tjenligst for det heles vel. Derfor, – og af diverse andre grunde, – er det mig magtpåliggende, at din forestilling ikke indleveres til badedirektionen. Den må holdes tilbage for almenvellets skyld. Jeg skal så senere bringe sagen under diskussion og vi skal gøre vort bedste i stilhed; men der må ingenting, – ikke et eneste ord, komme til offentlighedens kundskab i dette fatale anliggende.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det vil nu ikke kunne forhindres, min kære Peter.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det må og det skal forhindres.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det går ikke, siger jeg; der er altfor mange, som véd om det.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Véd om det! Hvem? Det er dog vel aldrig disse herrer i „Folkebudet”, som –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 A jo; de også. Den frisindede, uafhængige presse vil nok sørge for, at I gør eders skyldighed.
 

BYFOGDEN

(efter et kort ophold).
 

Du er en overmåde ubesindig mand, Tomas. Har du ikke betænkt, hvad følger dette kan drage efter sig for dig selv?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Følger? Følger for mig?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 For dig og dine, ja.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad fanden skal det sige?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg tror, at jeg al min tid har vist mig som en tjenstvillig og hjælpsom bror imod dig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det har du; og det takker jeg dig for.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Forlanges ikke. Jeg har jo også for en del været nødt til det – for min egen skyld. Det var altid mit håb, at jeg skulde kunne holde dig nogenlunde i ave, når jeg hjalp til at forbedre din økonomiske stilling.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad for noget? Det var altså bare for din egen skyld –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Tildels, siger jeg. Det er penibelt for en embedsmand, når hans nærmeste pårørende går hen og kompromitterer sig gang efter gang.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det synes du, at jeg gør?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, desværre, det gør du, uden at du selv véd af det. Du har et uroligt, stridbart, oprørsk sind. Og så din ulyksalige hang til at skrive offentligt om alle mulige og umulige sager. Aldrig så snart får du et indfald, – straks skal du skrive en avisartikel eller en hel brochure om det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, men er det da ikke en statsborgers pligt at meddele sig til almenheden, når han har fanget en ny tanke!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Å, almenheden behøver slet ingen nye tanker. Almenheden er bedst tjent med de gamle, gode, anerkendte tanker, den allerede har.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det siger du sådan ligefrem!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, engang må jeg dog tale ligefrem med dig. Hidtil har jeg søgt at undgå det, da jeg véd, hvor irritabel du er; men nu må jeg sige dig sandheden, Tomas. Du gør dig ingen forestilling om, hvormeget du skader dig selv ved din fremfusenhed. Du beklager dig over autoriteterne, ja over selve regeringen, – river ned på den sågar, – påstår, at du er bleven tilsidesat, forfulgt. Men kan du vente dig andet, – en så besværlig mand, som du er.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad nu, – er jeg besværlig også?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, Tomas, du er en meget besværlig mand at arbejde sammen med. Det har jeg fåt føle. Du sætter dig ud over alle hensyn; du synes rent at glemme, at det er mig, du kan takke for posten her som badelæge –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Den var jeg selvskreven til! Jeg og ingen anden! Jeg var den første, som så, at byen kunde bli’ et blomstrende badested; og jeg var den eneste, som så det dengang, Jeg stod alene og stred for tanken gennem mange år; og jeg skrev og skrev –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Unægtelig. Men dengang var endnu ikke det rette tidspunkt forhånden; nå, det kunde jo du deroppe i din afkrog ikke bedømme. Men da så det betimelige øjeblik kom, da tog jeg – og de andre – sagen i vor hånd –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, og så forkludred I hele min herlige plan. Å jo, det viser sig rigtignok nu, hvilke kløgtige fyre I var!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Efter min formening viser det sig kun, at du igen trænger til et afløb for din stridslyst. Du vil dine foresatte tillivs; – det er jo din gamle vane. Du kan ikke tåle nogen autoritet over dig; du ser skævt til enhver, der beklæder en overordnet embedsstilling; du betragter ham som en personlig fiende, – og straks er det ene angrebsvåben dig ligeså godt som det andet. Men nu har jeg gjort dig opmærksom på, hvilke interesser der står på spil for hele byen, – og følgelig for mig også. Og derfor siger jeg dig, Tomas, at jeg er ubønhørlig i den fordring, jeg nu agter at stille til dig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad er det for en fordring?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Da du har været åbenmundet nok til at omtale dette kildne anliggende for uvedkommende, omendskønt det burde ha’ været bevaret som en direktionshemmelighed, så kan sagen naturligvis ikke dysses ned. Allehånde rygter vil sprede sig vidt omkring, og de ildesindede iblandt os vil nære rygterne ved alskens tilsætninger. Det vil derfor være nødvendigt, at du offentlig imødegår deslige rygter.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg! Hvorledes? Jeg forstår dig ikke.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det tør forventes, at du ved fornyede undersøgelser kommer til det resultat, at sagen ikke på langt nær er så farlig eller betænkelig, som du i første øjeblik indbildte dig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Aha, – så det forventer du!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Endvidere forventer man, at du nærer og offentlig udtaler den tillid til bestyrelsen, at den grundigt og samvittighedsfuldt vil foranstalte det fornødne for at afhjælpe mulige ulæmper.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja men det vil I aldrig i verden kunne gøre, sålænge I farer med fusk og flikværk. Jeg siger dig det, Peter; og det er min fuldeste og rammeste overbevisning –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Som funktionær har du ikke lov til at nære nogen separat overbevisning.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(standser).
 

Ikke lov til at –?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Som funktionær, siger jeg. Som privatperson, – gudbevar’s, det er en anden sag. Men som underordnet tjenestemand ved badet har du ikke lov til at udtale nogen overbevisning, som står i strid med dine foresattes.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Dette går for vidt! Jeg, som læge, som videnskabsmand, skulde ikke ha’ lov til –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det anliggende, her handles om, er ikke noget rent videnskabeligt; det er et kombineret anliggende; det er både et teknisk og et økonomisk anliggende.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å lad det være for mig, hvad fanden det være vil! Jeg vil ha’ frihed til at udtale mig om alle mulige anliggender i hele verden!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Vær så god. Men bare ikke om badets – Det forbyder vi dig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(skriger).
 

I forbyder –! I! Slige nogen –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg forbyder dig det, – jeg, din øverste fore satte; og når jeg forbyder dig det, så har du lystre.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(betvinger sig).
 

Peter, – var du såsandt ikke min bror –
 

PETRA

(river døren op).
 

Far, dette skal du ikke tåle!
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(efter hende).
 

Petra, Petra!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ah, man har ståt på lur.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Der er så lydt; vi kunde ikke undgå at –
 

PETRA.
 Jo, jeg stod og hørte efter.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nå, det er mig igrunden kært –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(går nærmere).
 

Du talte til mig om at forbyde og at lystre –?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Du har nødsaget mig til at tale i den tone.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og så skal jeg i en offentlig erklæring slå mig selv på munden?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Vi eragter det uomgængelig nødvendigt, at du offentliggør en erklæring, således, som jeg har forlangt den.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og hvis jeg nu ikke – lystrer?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Så udsteder vi selv en erklæring til beroligelse for publikum.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Godt og vel; men så skriver jeg imod jer. Jeg holder på mit; jeg skal bevise, at jeg har ret og at I har uret. Og hvad vil I så gøre?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Da vil jeg ikke kunne forhindre, at du får din afsked.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad –!
 

PETRA.
 Far, – afsked!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Afsked!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Afsked som badelæge. Jeg vil se mig foranlediget til at andrage om øjeblikkelig opsigelse, fjerne dig fra enhver befatning med badets anliggender.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det skulde I vove!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det er dig selv, som her spiller det vovelige spil.
 

PETRA.
 Onkel, dette er en oprørende fremfærd imod en mand som far!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Vil du bare tie stille, Petra!
 

BYFOGDEN

(ser på Petra).
 

Aha, man indlader sig allerede på opinionsytringer. Ja naturligvis. (til fruen.) Svigerinde, De er formentlig den besindigste her i huset. Anvend den indflydelse, De måtte ha’ over Deres mand; få ham til at indse, hvad dette vil drage efter sig både for hans familje –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Min familje kommer ingen anden ved end mig selv!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 – både for hans familje, siger jeg, og for den by, han lever i.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er mig, som vil byens sande vel! Jeg vil afsløre de mangler, som sent eller tidligt må komme far dagens lys. Å, det skal nok vise sig, at jeg elsker min fødeby.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Du, som i forblindet trods går hen og afskærer byens vigtigste næringskilde.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Den kilde er forgiftet, menneske! Er du gal! Vi lever her af at høkre med uhumskhed og råddenskab! Hele vort opblomstrende samfundsliv suger sin næring af en løgn!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Indbildninger – eller noget endnu værre. Den mand, der udslynger så nærgående insinuationer imod sit eget hjemsted, han må være samfundets fiende.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(imod ham).
 

Og det vover du –!
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(kaster sig imellem).
 

Tomas!
 

PETRA

(griber sin far om armen).
 

Bare rolig, far!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg vil ikke udsætte mig for voldsomheder. Du er nu advaret. Betænk så, hvad du skylder dig og dine. Farvel.
 

(han går.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(går op og ned).
 

Og en sådan behandling må jeg tåle! I mit eget hus, Katrine! Hvad siger du til det!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja visst er det både skam og spot, Tomas –
 

PETRA.
 Kunde jeg såsandt komme onkel tillivs –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er min egen skyld; jeg skulde ha’ rejst børster imod dem for længe siden, – vist tænder, – bidt fra mig! – Og så kalde mig for en samfundsfiende! Mig! Det lar jeg, min sæl og salighed, ikke sidde på mig!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, snille Tomas, din bror har nu engang magten –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, men jeg har retten, du!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ak ja, retten, retten; hvad hjælper det, at du har retten, når du ikke har nogen magt?
 

PETRA.
 Nej men mor da, – hvor kan du snakke slig?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så det skulde ikke hjælpe noget i et frit samfund at ha’ retten på sin side? Du er løjerlig, Katrine. Og desuden, – har jeg da ikke den frisindede uafhængige presse foran mig, – og den kompakte majoritet bag mig? Det er vel magt god nok, det, skulde jeg mene!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men Herregud, Tomas, du tænker da vel aldrig på –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad for noget tænker jeg ikke på?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 – at sætte dig op imod din bror, mener jeg.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad fanden vilde du, jeg ellers skulde gøre, når jeg ikke skulde holde på det, som ret og sandt er?
 

PETRA.
 Ja, det spør’ jeg rigtignok også om?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men det nytter dig jo ingen verdens ting; når de ikke vil, så vil de ikke.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hoho, Katrine, giv du bare tid, så skal du se, jeg driver nok min krig igennem.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, du driver kanske igennem, at du får din afsked, – det gør du.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så har jeg ialfald gjort min pligt imod almenheden, – imod samfundet. Jeg, som kaldes for en samfundsfiende!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men imod din familje, Tomas? Imod os herhjemme? Synes du, det er at gøre din pligt imod dem, du skal forsørge?
 

PETRA.
 Å tænk da ikke altid først og fremst på os, mor.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, du har let for at snakke; du kan i nødsfald stå på egne ben. – Men husk på gutterne, Tomas; og tænk lidt på dig selv også, og på mig –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men jeg tror du er rent gal, Katrine! Hvis jeg så jammerlig fejgt faldt tilfode for denne Peter og for hans fordømte slæng, – vilde jeg da nogensinde få en lykkelig stund mere i mit liv?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det véd jeg ikke; men Vorherre bevare os for den lykke, vi vil få, allesammen, hvis du blir ved at trodse. Så står du der igen uden levebrød, uden faste indtægter. Jeg synes, vi har fåt nok af det i gamle dage; husk på det, Tomas; tænk på, hvad det har på sig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(vrider sig kæmpende og knytter hænderne).
 

Og sligt noget kan disse kontortrælle føre ned over en fri ærlig mand! Er det ikke forfærdeligt, Katrine?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Jo, det er syndigt handlet imod dig, det er visst og sandt. Men, Herregud, der er så meget uretfærdigt, en får bøje sig under her i verden. – Der er gutterne, Tomas! Se på dem! Hvad skal der bli’ af dem? Å nej, nej, du kan da aldrig nænne –
 

(Ejlif og Morten, med skolebøger, er imidlertid kommet ind.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Gutterne –! (står med engang fast og fattet.) Ikke, om så hele verden faldt ned, bøjer jeg nakken under åget.
 

(han går imod sit værelse.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(efter ham).
 

Tomas, – hvad vil du gøre!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ved døren).
 

Jeg vil ha’ ret til at se mine gutter i øjnene, når de engang blir voksne fri mænd.
 

(han går ind.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(brister i gråd).
 

Å Gud hjælpe og trøste os allesammen!
 

PETRA.
 Far er bra’, han! Han gir sig ikke.
 

(Gutterne spør’ forundret, hvad det er for noget; Petra gir dem tegn til at tie.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(„Folkebudet”s redaktionskontor. Til venstre i baggrunden er indgangsdøren; til højre på samme væg er en anden dør med glasruder, hvorigennem man ser ind i trykkeriet. På væggen til højre en dør. Midt på gulvet et stort bord bedækket med papirer, aviser og bøger. Foran til venstre et vindu og ved dette en skrivepult med høj stol. Et par lænestole står ved bordet, nogle andre stole langs væggene. Værelset er skummelt og uhyggeligt, bohavet gammelt, lænestolene smudsige og forrevne. Inde i trykkeriet ses et par sættere i arbejde; længere borte er en håndpresse igang.)
 

(Redaktør Hovstad sidder ved pulten og skriver. Lidt efter kommer Billing ind fra højre med doktorens manuskript i hånden.)
 

BILLING.
 Nå, det må jeg sige –!
 

HOVSTAD

(skrivende).
 

Har De læst det igennem?
 

BILLING

(lægger manuskriptet på pulten).
 

Ja, det har jeg da rigtignok.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Synes De ikke doktoren er bra’ hvas?
 

BILLING.
 Hvas? Han er, Gud døde mig, knusende, er han. Hvert ord falder vægtfuldt, som – jeg vil sige – som slaget af en øksehammer.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, men de folk falder nu ikke for første slaget heller.
 

BILLING.
 Det er sandt; men så blir vi ved at slå, – slag i slag, indtil hele stormandsvældet ramler sammen. Da jeg sad derinde og læste dette der, var det ligesom jeg øjned revolutionen komme på afstand.
 

HOVSTAD

(vender sig).
 

Hys; sig bare ikke det så Aslaksen hører det.
 

BILLING

(dæmper stemmen).
 

Aslaksen er en knæhøne, en fejg karl; der er ikke mands mod i ham. Men dennegang sætter De da vel Deres vilje igennem? Hvad? Doktorens opsats kommer da vel ind?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, hvis bare ikke byfogden gir sig med det gode, så –
 

BILLING.
 Det vilde være fanden så kedeligt.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, vi kan heldigvis gøre os stillingen nyttig, hvad der så sker. Går byfogden ikke ind på doktorens forslag, så får han alle småborgerne på nakken, – hele husejerforeningen og de andre. Og går han ind på det, så lægger han sig ud med en hel hob af de store aktionærer i badet, som hidtildags har været hans bedste støtter –
 

BILLING.
 Ja, ja vel; for de kommer visst til at punge ud med en svær mængde penge –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, det kan De bande på. Og så er ringen brudt, ser De, og så skal vi i bladet dag ud og dag ind gøre det indlysende for almenheden, at byfogden er ukyndig både i det ene og det andet, og at alle tillidsposterne i byen, hele kommunalstyret, bør lægges over i frisindede folks hænder.
 

BILLING.
 Det er, Gud døde mig, så slående sandt! Jeg ser det, – jeg ser det; vi står lige ved begyndelsen til en revolution!
 

(det banker.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hys! (råber.) Kom ind!
 

(Doktor Stockmann kommer gennem døren til venstre i baggrunden.)
 

HOVSTAD

(går imod ham).
 

Å, der har vi doktoren. Nå?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tryk væk, herr Hovstad!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Blev det altså til det?
 

BILLING.
 Hurra!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tryk væk, siger jeg. Ja visst blev det til det. Men nu skal de få det, som de vil ha’ det. Nu blir her krig i byen, herr Billing!
 

BILLING.
 Krig på kniven, vil jeg håbe! Kniven på struben, herr doktor!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Afhandlingen er bare en begyndelse. Jeg går allerede med hodet fuldt af udkast til en fire-fem andre opsatser. Hvor har De Aslaksen henne?
 

BILLING

(råber ind i trykkeriet).
 

Aslaksen, å kom her et øjeblik!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Fire-fem andre opsatser, sa’ De? Om den samme sag?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, – å langtfra, kære. Nej, det blir om ganske andre ting. Men det kommer altsammen fra vandværket og fra kloaken. Det ene drager det andet efter sig, skønner De. Det er som når en begynder at rive på en gammel bygning, – akkurat så.
 

BILLING.
 Det er, Gud døde mig, sandt; en synes aldrig en blir færdig, før en har revet ned hele skramlet.
 

ASLAKSEN

(fra trykkeriet).
 

Revet ned! Doktoren tænker da vel ikke på at rive ned badehuset?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Langt ifra; vær bare ikke ræd.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, det gælder ganske andre ting. Nå, hvad siger De så om min afhandling, herr Hovstad?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg synes, den er et rent mesterstykke –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, ikke sandt –? Nå, det glæder mig; det glæder mig.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Den er så grej og så ligetil; en behøver sletikke at være fagmand for at skønne sammenhængen. Jeg tør sige, De vil få hver eneste oplyst mand på Deres side.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og så alle besindige vel?
 

BILLING.
 Både besindige og ubesindige, – ja, jeg mener næsten hele byen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nå, så tør vi nok trykke den.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det skulde jeg mene.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Den skal ind imorgen tidlig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, død og plage, der må ikke spildes en eneste dag. Hør, herr Aslaksen, det var det, jeg vilde be’ Dem om: De må ta’ Dem personlig af manuskriptet.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det skal jeg nok.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Pas på det, som om det var guld. Ingen trykfejl; hvert ord er vigtigt. Og så kommer jeg indom igen siden; kanske jeg kunde få se lidt korrektur. – Ja, jeg kan ikke sige, hvor jeg tørster efter at få den sag på tryk, – slynget ud –
 

BILLING.
 Slynget, – ja, som et lyn!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – underkastet alle kyndige medborgeres dom. Å, De kan aldrig forestille Dem, hvad jeg har været udsat for idag. Man har truet mig både med dit og med dat; man har villet ta’ ifra mig mine soleklareste menneskerettigheder –
 

BILLING.
 Hvad! Deres menneskerettigheder!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – man har villet fornedre mig, gøre mig til en usling, forlangt, at jeg skulde sætte personlig fordel over min inderste, helligste overbevisning –
 

BILLING.
 Det er, Gud døde mig, for grovt.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Å ja, en kan vente sig noget af hvert fra den kant.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men med mig skal de komme tilkort; det skal de få sort på hvidt for. Nu vil jeg hver evig eneste dag lægge mig ligesom for anker i „Folkebudet” og bestryge dem med den ene exploderende opsats efter den anden –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, men hør nu –
 

BILLING.
 Hurra; det blir krig, det blir krig!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – jeg skal slå dem til jorden, jeg skal knuse dem, rasere deres fæstningsværker for hele den retsindige almenheds øjne! Det skal jeg gøre!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Men gør det endelig moderat, herr doktor; skyd med mådehold –
 

BILLING.
 Nej da; nej da! Spar ikke på dynamiten!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(vedbliver uforstyrret).
 

For nu er det ikke bare dette med vandværket og kloaken alene, ser De. Nej, det er hele samfundet, som skal renskes, desinficeres –
 

BILLING.
 Der lød det forløsende ord!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Alle flikværks-gubberne må føjses væk, forstår De. Og det på alle mulige områder! Der har åbnet sig så uendelige synsvidder for mig idag. Det står ikke rigtig klart for mig endnu; men jeg skal nok få rede i det. Det er unge friske fanebærere, vi må ud og lede efter, mine venner; vi må ha’ nye befalingsmænd på alle forposterne.
 

BILLING.
 Hør, hør!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og lad os bare holde sammen, så går det så glat, så glat! Hele omvæltningen vil løbe af stabelen som et skib. Ja, tror De ikke det?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg for min del tror, at nu har vi al udsigt til at få lagt det kommunale styre der, hvor det rettelig bør ligge.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og når vi bare farer frem med mådehold, så kan jeg da aldrig tænke mig, at dette her kunde være farligt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvem fanden bryr sig om enten det er farligt eller ikke! Det, jeg gør, det gør jeg i sandhedens navn og for min samvittigheds skyld.
 

HOVSTAD.
 De er en mand, som fortjener at støttes, herr doktor.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, det står fast, doktoren er byens sande ven; en rigtig samfundsven er han.
 

BILLING.
 Doktor Stockmann er, Gud døde mig, en folkeven, Aslaksen!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg tænker, husejerforeningen snart gør brug af det udtryk.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(bevæget, trykker deres hænder).
 

Tak, tak, mine kære, trofaste venner; – dette her er mig så kvægende at høre; – min herr bror kaldte mig for noget ganske andet. Nå, det skal han min sæl få igen med renter! Men nu må jeg op og se til en stakkers djævel –. Jeg kommer igen, som sagt. Tag endelig godt vare på manuskriptet, herr Aslaksen; – og, for alt i verden, stryg ikke nogen af udråbstegnene! Sæt heller et par stykker til! Godt, godt; farvel sålænge; farvel, farvel!
 

(Gensidige hilsener idet han følges til døren og går.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Han kan bli’ en ubetalelig nyttig mand for os.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, så længe han bare vil holde sig til dette her med badeanstalten. Men går han videre, så er det ikke rådeligt at slå følge med ham.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hm, det kommer nu alt an på –
 

BILLING.
 De er da også så forbandet ræd, Aslaksen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ræd? Ja, når det gælder de lokale magthavere, så er jeg ræd, herr Billing; det er noget, jeg har lært i erfaringens skole, skal jeg sige Dem. Men sæt mig op i den store politik, ligeover for regeringen selv, og se så, om jeg er ræd.
 

BILLING.
 Nej visst er De ikke, nej; men det er jo netop modsigelsen hos Dem.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg er en mand med samvittighed, det er sagen. Ryger en løs på regeringen, så gør en ikke samfundet nogen skade ialfald; for de mænd bryr sig ikke om det, ser De; – de blir stående ligegodt, de. Men de lokale myndighederne, de kan kastes, og så kan en kanske få ukyndigheden ved roret, til ubodelig skade både for husejere og andre.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Men borgeropdragelsen gennem selvstyret da, – tænker De ikke på den?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Når en mand har fåt noget mellem hænderne, som skal skøttes, så kan en ikke tænke på alting, herr Hovstad.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Da gid jeg aldrig må få noget mellem hænderne!
 

BILLING.
 Hør, – hør!
 

ASLAKSEN

(smiler).
 

Hm. (peger mod pulten.) På den redaktør-krakken der har stiftamtmand Stensgård siddet før Dem.
 

BILLING

(spytter).
 

Tvi! Slig en overløber.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg er ingen slingringsmand – og blir det heller aldrig.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 En politiker skal ikke forsværge nogen ting i verden, herr Hovstad. Og De, herr Billing, skulde også ta’ et rev eller to i sejlet nu om dagene, synes jeg; for De søger jo sekretærposten i magistraten.
 

BILLING.
 Jeg –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Gør De, Billing!
 

BILLING.
 Nå ja, – De kan da for fanden skønne, at det bare er for at ærgre de velvise herrerne.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, mig kommer det jo sletikke ved. Men når jeg sigtes for fejghed og for modsigelser i min holdning, så er det det, jeg vil ha’ betonet: bogtrykker Aslaksens politiske fortid ligger åben for alle og enhver. Jeg har ikke undergåt anden forandring, end at jeg er ble’t mere mådeholden, ser De. Mit hjerte er fremdeles hos folket; men jeg nægter ikke for, at min forstand hælder noget over til magthaverne, – ja, til de lokale da.
 

(han går ind i trykkeriet.)
 

BILLING.
 Skulde vi ikke se at bli’ af med ham, Hovstad?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Kender De nogen anden, som vil stå i forskud både for papir og trykningsomkostninger?
 

BILLING.
 Det er forbandet, at vi ikke skal ha’ den fornødne driftskapital.
 

HOVSTAD

(sætter sig ved pulten).
 

Ja, havde vi bare den, så –
 

BILLING.
 End om De henvendte Dem til doktor Stockmann?
 

HOVSTAD

(blader i papirerne).
 

Å, hvad kan det nytte? Han ejer jo ingenting.
 

BILLING.
 Nej; men han har en god mand i baghånden, gamle Morten Kiil, – „grævlingen”, som de kalder ham.
 

HOVSTAD

(skrivende).
 

Véd De da så sikkert, at han ejer noget?
 

BILLING.
 Ja, Gud døde mig, gør han da vel det! Og en del af det må da vel tilfalde Stockmanns familje. Han må da vel tænke på at udstyre – børnene ialfald.
 

HOVSTAD

(vender sig halvt om).
 

Bygger De på det?
 

BILLING.
 Bygger? Jeg bygger naturligvis ikke på nogenting.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det gør De ret i. Og denne posten i magistraten skulde De nu sletikke bygge på; for jeg kan forsikre Dem, – De får den ikke.
 

BILLING.
 Nej, tror De ikke jeg véd det meget godt? Men det er mig netop kært, at jeg ikke får den. En sådan tilsidesættelse ildner ens stridsmod; – en får ligesom en tilførsel af frisk galde, og det kan vel behøves i en ravnekrog som her, hvor der så sjelden sker noget rigtig æggende.
 

HOVSTAD

(som skriver).
 

Å ja; å ja.
 

BILLING.
 Nå, – de skal snart få høre fra mig! – Nu går jeg ind og skriver opråbet til husejerforeningen.
 

(han går ind i værelset til højre.)
 

HOVSTAD (sidder ved pulten, tygger på penneskaftet og siger langsomt): Hm, – ja så da. – (det banker.) Kom ind!
 

(Petra kommer gennem døren til venstre i baggrunden.)
 

HOVSTAD

(rejser sig).
 

Nej, er det Dem? Kommer De her?
 

PETRA.
 Ja, De må undskylde –
 

HOVSTAD

(rykker en lænestol frem).
 

Vil De ikke sætte Dem ned?
 

PETRA.
 Nej tak; jeg går straks igen.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Er det kanske noget fra Deres far, som –?
 

PETRA.
 Nej, det er fra mig selv. (tar en bog op af kåbelommen.) Her er den engelske fortælling.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvorfor gir De den tilbage?
 

PETRA.
 Jo, for jeg vil ikke oversætte den.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Men De lovte mig da så visst –
 

PETRA.
 Ja, dengang havde jeg ikke læst den. Og De har da visst heller ikke læst den?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej; De véd jo, jeg forstår ikke engelsk; men –
 

PETRA.
 Nej vel; derfor vilde jeg sige Dem, at De må se Dem om efter noget andet. (lægger bogen på bordet.) Denne her kan sletikke bruges i „Folkebudet”.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvorfor ikke det?
 

PETRA.
 Fordi den står aldeles i strid med Deres egne meninger.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, for den sags skyld –
 

PETRA.
 De forstår mig nok ikke. Den handler om, hvorledes en overnaturlig styrelse tar sig af de såkaldte gode mennesker her i verden og leder alting til det bedste for dem til slut, – og at alle de såkaldte onde mennesker får sin straf.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja men det er jo bare bra’, det. Det er jo netop sligt noget, folk vil ha’.
 

PETRA.
 Vil da De være den, som gir folk sligt noget? Selv tror De jo ikke et ord af det. De véd jo meget godt, at det ikke går så til i virkeligheden.
 

HOVSTAD.
 De har så fuldkommen ret; men en redaktør kan ikke altid handle, som han helst vilde. En får ofte bøje sig for folks mening i det mindre vigtige. Politiken er jo dog hovedsagen i livet – eller for et blad ialfald; og vil jeg få folk med mig på frigørelse og fremskridt, så må jeg ikke skræmme dem ifra mig. Når de finder en slig moralsk fortælling nedenunder i bladkælderen, så går de villigere med på det, vi trykker ovenfor; – de blir ligesom mere trygge.
 

PETRA.
 Fy; så lumsk går ikke De og stiller snarer for Deres læsere; De er ikke nogen ædderkop.
 

HOVSTAD

(smiler).
 

Tak, fordi De tror så godt om mig. Nej, det er jo rigtignok også bare Billings tankegang og ikke min.
 

PETRA.
 Billings!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, ialfald snakked han så her en af dagene. Det er jo Billing, som er så hidsig på at få den fortællingen ind; jeg kender jo ikke bogen.
 

PETRA.
 Men hvor kan da Billing med sine frigjorte anskuelser –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Å, Billing er mangfoldig, han. Nu søger han sekretærposten i magistraten også, hører jeg.
 

PETRA.
 Det tror jeg ikke, Hovstad. Hvor skulde han kunne bekvemme sig til sligt?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, det må De spørge ham om.
 

PETRA.
 Aldrig havde jeg da tænkt det om Billing.
 

HOVSTAD

(ser fastere på hende).
 

Ikke? Kommer det Dem så rent uventet?
 

PETRA.
 Ja. Eller kanske nej alligevel. Å, jeg véd igrunden ikke –.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Vi avisskrivere duer ikke stort, frøken.
 

PETRA.
 Siger De virkelig det?
 

HOVSTAD.
 En gang imellem tænker jeg det.
 

PETRA.
 Ja, under det vanlige hverdags-kævl; det kan jeg nok forstå. Men nu, da De har taget hånd i en stor sag –.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Dette her med Deres far, mener De?
 

PETRA.
 Netop det, ja. Nu synes jeg, De må føle Dem som en mand, der duer fremfor de fleste.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, idag føler jeg noget sligt.
 

PETRA.
 Ja, ikke sandt; gør De ikke det? Å, det er et herligt livskald, De har valgt. Således at bane vejen for miskendte sandheder og for nye modige synsmåder –; ja bare det, at stå frygtløst frem og ta’ ordet for en forurettet mand –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Allerhelst når denne forurettede mand er –, hm, – jeg véd ikke rigtig, hvorledes jeg skal –
 

PETRA.
 Når han er så retskaffen og så grundærlig, mener De?
 

HOVSTAD

(sagtere).
 

Allerhelst når han er Deres far, mente jeg.
 

PETRA

(pludselig slået).
 

Det?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, Petra, – frøken Petra.
 

PETRA.
 Er det det, som står for Dem, som det første og fremste? Ikke sagen selv? Ikke sandheden; ikke fars store varme hjertelag?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jo, – jo begribeligvis, det også.
 

PETRA.
 Nej tak; nu forsnakked De Dem, Hovstad; og nu tror jeg aldrig mere på Dem i nogen ting.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Kan De da ta’ mig så ilde op, at det mest er for Deres skyld –?
 

PETRA.
 Det, jeg er vred på Dem for, det er, at De ikke har været ærlig imod far. De har talt til ham, som om sandheden og samfundets vel lå Dem nærmest på sinde; De har narret både far og mig; De er ikke den mand, De gav Dem ud for. Og det tilgir jeg Dem aldrig – aldrig!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det skulde De ikke sige så hvast, frøken Petra; og allermindst nu.
 

PETRA.
 Hvorfor ikke ligeså godt nu?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Fordi Deres far ikke kan undvære min hjælp.
 

PETRA

(ser nedad ham).
 

Er De en slig en også? Fy da!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, nej, jeg er ikke; det kom bare så uforvarendes over mig; De skal ikke tro det.
 

PETRA.
 Jeg véd, hvad jeg skal tro. Farvel.
 

ASLAKSEN

(fra trykkeriet, hurtigt og hemmelighedsfuldt).
 

Død og plage, herr Hovstad – (ser Petra).
 

Au, det var slemt –
 

PETRA.
 Der ligger altså bogen; De får gi’ den til en anden.
 

(går mod udgangsdøren.)
 

HOVSTAD

(følger efter).
 

Men, frøken –
 

PETRA.
 Farvel.
 

(hun går.)
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Herr Hovstad, hør her!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, nå da; hvad er det så?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Byfogden står ude i trykkeriet.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Byfogden, siger De?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, han vil tale med Dem; han kom ind bagvejen, – vilde ikke ses, kan De skønne.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvad kan det være for noget? Nej vent, jeg skal selv –
 

(han går til trykkeridøren, åbner, hilser og byder byfogden komme ind.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hold udkig, Aslaksen, så at ingen –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Forstår –
 

(går ud i trykkeriet.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Herr Hovstad havde nok ikke ventet at se mig her.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, jeg havde egentlig ikke det.
 

BYFOGDEN

(ser sig om).
 

Her har De jo indrettet Dem ganske hyggeligt; virkelig net.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Å –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og nu kommer jeg sådan uden videre og lægger beslag på Deres tid.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Vær så god, herr byfogd; jeg er til tjeneste. Men må jeg ikke skille Dem af med –? (lægger byfogdens hue og stok hen på en stol.) Og vil så ikke byfogden sidde ned?
 

BYFOGDEN

(sætter sig ved bordet).
 

Tak.
 

(Hovstad sætter sig ligeledes ved bordet.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har havt en – rigtig en stor fortrædelighed idag, herr Hovstad.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Så? Å ja; så mange gøremål, som byfogden har, så –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Dette her idag hidrører fra badelægen.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja så; fra doktoren?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Han har forfattet en slags forestilling til badebestyrelsen angående en del formentlige mangler ved badet.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, har han det?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, har han ikke sagt Dem –? Jeg syntes, han fortalte –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Å jo, det er sandt, han lod nogen ord falde –
 

ASLAKSEN

(fra trykkeriet).
 

Jeg skulde nok ha’ manuskriftet –
 

HOVSTAD

(ærgerlig).
 

Hm; det ligger jo der på pulten.
 

ASLAKSEN

(finder det).
 

Godt.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Men se, der er jo netop –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, det er doktorens opsats, herr byfogd.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, det er den, De taler om?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Den selvsamme. Hvad synes De om den?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg er jo ikke fagmand, og jeg har bare læst den så flygtigt.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Men De lar den dog trykke?
 

HOVSTAD.
 En navngiven mand kan jeg ikke godt nægte –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg har ingenting at sige i bladet, herr byfogd –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Forstår sig.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg bare trykker, hvad jeg får i hænderne.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ganske i sin orden.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og derfor så må jeg –
 

(går mod trykkeriet.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nej bliv et øjeblik, herr Aslaksen. Med Deres tilladelse, herr Hovstad –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg ber, herr byfogd –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 De er en besindig og tænksom mand, herr Aslaksen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det glæder mig, at byfogden synes det.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og en mand med indflydelse i vide kredse.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det er nu mest iblandt småfolk, det.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 De små skatteydere er de talrigste – her som andetsteds.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det er de rigtignok.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og jeg tviler ikke på, at De kender stemningen blandt de fleste af dem. Gør De ikke det?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jo, det tør jeg nok sige, jeg gør, herr byfogd.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, – når der altså råder en så prisværdig offervillighed hos byens mindre bemidlede borgere, så –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Hvorledes det?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Offervillighed?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det er et smukt tegn på samfundsånd; et overmåde smukt tegn. Jeg havde nær sagt, jeg havde ikke ventet det. Men De kender jo stemningen grundigere end jeg.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja men, herr byfogd –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Og det blir sandelig ikke noget ringe offer, byen kommer til at bringe.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Byen?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Men jeg skønner ikke –. Det er jo badet –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Efter et foreløbigt overslag vil de forandringer, badelægen formener ønskelige, løbe op til et par hundrede tusend kroner.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det er jo svære penge; men –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Naturligvis blir det nødvendigt, at vi optar et kommunallån.
 

HOVSTAD

(rejser sig).
 

Det er da vel aldrig meningen, at byen –?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Skulde det gå af bykassen! Af småborgernes fattige lommer!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, ærede herr Aslaksen, hvor skulde midlerne ellers komme fra?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det får de herrer sørge for, som ejer badet,
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Bade-ejerne ser sig ikke istand til at strække sig videre end sket er.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Er det ganske sikkert, det, herr byfogd?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har forvisset mig om det. Ønsker man altså disse omfattende forandringer, så får byen selv bekoste dem.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Men Guds død og pine – om forladelse! – men dette her er jo en ganske anden sag, herr Hovstad!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, det er det rigtignok.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det fataleste er, at vi blir nødt til at lukke badet et par års tid.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Lukke? Helt lukke!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 I to år!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, så længe vil arbejdet vare – mindst.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nej men død og plage, det står vi aldrig ud, herr byfogd! Hvad skal da vi husejere leve af imens?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det er desværre overmåde vanskeligt at svare på, herr Aslaksen. Men hvad vil De, vi skal gøre? Tror De vi får en eneste badegæst hid, når man går hen og bilder dem ind, at vandet er bedærvet, at vi lever på en pestgrund, at hele byen –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og det er alt ihob bare en indbildning?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har med min bedste vilje ikke kunnet overbevise mig om andet.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja men så er det da også rent uforsvarligt af doktor Stockmann –; ber om forladelse, herr byfogd, men –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det er en beklagelig sandhed, De der udtaler, herr Aslaksen. Min bror har desværre altid været en fremfusende mand.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og endda så vil De støtte ham i sligt noget, herr Hovstad!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Men hvem kunde da også tænke sig, at –?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har affattet en kort redegørelse for sagforholdet, således, som det fra et nøkternt synspunkt bør opfattes; og derhos har jeg antydet, hvorledes de mulige ulemper bør kunne forventes afhjulpne på en for badekassen overkommelig måde.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Har De den opsats hos Dem, herr byfogd?
 

BYFOGDEN

(famler i lommen).
 

Ja; jeg tog den med for det tilfælde, at De –
 

ASLAKSEN

(hurtigt).
 

Død og plage, der er han!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hvem? Min bror?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvor, – hvor!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Han går gennem trykkeriet.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Fatalt. Jeg vilde nødig støde sammen med ham her, og jeg havde endnu adskilligt at tale med Dem om.
 

HOVSTAD

(peger mod døren til højre).
 

Gå derind sålænge.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Men –?
 

HOVSTAD.
 De træffer bare Billing.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Fort, fort, herr byfogd; nu kommer han.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, ja da; men se at få ham snart afsted igen.
 

(han går ud gennem døren til højre, som Aslaksen åbner og lukker for ham.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Giv Dem noget at bestille, Aslaksen.
 

(han sætter sig og skriver. Aslaksen roder i en bunke aviser på en stol til højre.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(kommer fra trykkeriet).
 

Her har De mig igen.
 

(sætter hat og stok fra sig.)
 

HOVSTAD

(skrivende).
 

Allerede, herr doktor? Skynd Dem med det, vi talte om, Aslaksen. Tiden er svært knap for os idag.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(til Aslaksen).
 

Ingen korrektur at få endnu, hører jeg.
 

ASLAKSEN

(uden at vende sig).
 

Nej, hvor kunde da doktoren tænke det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, nej; men jeg er utålmodig, kan De vel begribe. Jeg har ikke rist eller ro, før jeg ser det på tryk.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hm; det vil visst vare en god stund endnu. Tror De ikke det, Aslaksen?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jo, jeg er næsten ræd for det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Godt, godt, mine kære venner; så kommer jeg igen; jeg kommer gerne to gange, om det behøves. En så stor sag, – hele byens velfærd –; det er minsæl ikke tid at lægge sig på ladsiden. (vil gå, men standser og kommer tilbage.) Nej hør, – der er endnu en ting, jeg må tale med Dem om.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Undskyld; men kunde vi ikke en anden gang –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er sagt i to ord. Det var bare det, ser De, – når man nu imorgen læser min opsats i bladet og altså får vide, at jeg har gåt her hele vinteren i stilhed og virket for byens bedste –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja men, herr doktor –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg véd, hvad De vil sige. De synes ikke, det var mere end min forbandede skyldighed, – simpel borgerpligt. Nej, naturligvis; det véd jeg lige så godt som De. Men mine medborgere, ser De –; Herregud, de velsignede mennesker, de holder jo så meget af mig –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, borgerne har holdt svært af Dem til denne dag, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, og just derfor er det jeg frygter, at –; det er det, jeg vilde sige: når nu dette kommer til dem – nærmest til de ubemidlede klasser – som et manende opråb om for fremtiden at ta’ byens sager i egen hånd –
 

HOVSTAD

(rejser sig).
 

Hm, herr doktor, jeg vil ikke dølge for Dem –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Aha, – kunde jeg ikke tænke der var noget igære! Men det vil jeg ikke vide af. Hvis man går og forbereder sig på noget sligt –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvilket da?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, på det ene eller det andet, – et fanetog eller en festmiddag eller en subskription til en hædersgave – eller hvad det nu kan være, så skal De love mig helligt og dyrt at få det forpurret. Og De også, herr Aslaksen; hører De det!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Om forladelse, herr doktor; vi kan lige så godt først som sidst sige Dem rene sandheden –
 

(Fru Stockmann, i hat og kåbe, kommer ind gennem døren til venstre i baggrunden.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(ser doktoren).
 

Jo, ganske rigtig!
 

HOVSTAD

(går hende imøde).
 

Nej se, kommer fruen også?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad fanden vil du her, Katrine?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det kan du da vel tænke dig, hvad jeg vil.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Skal De ikke sætte Dem? Eller kanske –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Tak; bry’ Dem ikke. Og De må ikke fortryde på, at jeg kommer og henter Stockmann; for jeg er mor til tre børn, skal jeg sige Dem.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Snak, snak; det véd vi jo så godt.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nå, det lader såmænd ikke til, at du tænker stort på kone og børn idag; for ellers gik du vel ikke således hen og styrted os allesammen i ulykke.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men er du da rent gal, Katrine! Skal en mand med kone og børn ikke få lov til at forkynde sandheden, – ikke få lov til at være en nyttig og virksom statsborger, – ikke få lov til at tjene den by, han lever i!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Alting med måde, Tomas!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det siger jeg også. Mådehold i alting.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Og derfor gør De synd imod os, herr Hovstad, når De lokker min mand bort fra hus og hjem og narrer ham ind i alt dette her.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg narrer såvisst ingen ind –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Narrer! Tror du, jeg lar mig narre!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det gør du. Jeg véd nok, du er den klogeste mand i byen; men du er så svært let at narre, Tomas. (til Hovstad.) Og tænk bare på, at han mister sin post ved badet, dersom De trykker det, han har skrevet –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Hvad for noget!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja men véd De hvad, herr doktor –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ler).
 

Haha, lad dem bare prøve –! Å nej, du, – de varer sig nok. For jeg har den kompakte majoritet bag mig, ser du!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det er just ulykken, at du har sådant noget fælt bag dig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Sniksnak, Katrine; – gå hjem og tag dig af dit hus og lad mig ta’ mig af samfundet. Hvor kan du være så ræd, når jeg er så tryg og glad? (gnider hænderne og går op og ned.) Sandheden og folket skal vinde slaget, det kan du bande på. Å, jeg ser hele den frisindede borgerstand fylke sig til en sejrende hær –! (standser ved en stol.) Hvad – hvad fanden er det der for noget?
 

ASLAKSEN

(ser derhen).
 

Au da!
 

HOVSTAD

(ligeså).
 

Hm –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Her ligger jo autoritetens toppunkt.
 

(han tar byfogdens hue varligt i fingerspidsene og holder den ivejret.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Byfogdens hue!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og her er kommandostaven også. Hvordan i pokkers skind og ben –?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nu vel da –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ah, jeg forstår! Han har været her for at besnakke Dem. Haha, der kom han til den rette! Og da han så fik øje på mig i trykkeriet –. (brister i latter.) Løb han, herr Aslaksen?
 

ASLAKSEN

(hurtigt).
 

Ja-gu’ løb han, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Løb ifra både stokken og –. Sliddersladder; Peter løber ikke ifra nogenting. Men hvor fanden har I gjort af ham? Ah, – derinde naturligvis. Nu skal du få se, Katrine!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Tomas, – jeg ber dig –!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Tag Dem ivare, herr doktor!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(har sat byfogdens hue på hodet og taget hans stok; derpå går han hen, slår døren op og hilser med hånden til hueskyggen).
 

(Byfogden kommer ind, rød af vrede. Bag ham kommer Billing.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hvad skal de optøjer betyde?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Respekt, min gode Peter. Nu er det mig, som er autoriteten i byen.
 

(han spadserer frem og tilbage.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(næsten grædende).
 

Nej men Tomas da!
 

BYFOGDEN

(følger efter ham).
 

Giv mig min hue og min stok!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(som før).
 

Er du politimester, så er jeg borgermester, – jeg er mester for hele byen, jeg, ser du!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Læg huen fra dig, siger jeg. Husk på, det er en reglementeret uniformshue!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Pyt; tror du den vågnende folkeløve lar sig skræmme af uniformshuer? Ja, for vi gør revolution i byen imorgen, skal du vide. Du trued med at afsætte mig; men nu afsætter jeg dig, – afsætter dig fra alle dine tillidsposter –. Tror du ikke jeg kan det? Jo, du; jeg har de sejrende samfundsmagter med mig. Hovstad og Billing vil tordne i „Folkebudet”, og bogtrykker Aslaksen rykker ud i spidsen for hele husejerforeningen –
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det gør jeg ikke, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo visst gør De så –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Aha; herr Hovstad vælger kanske alligevel at slutte sig til agitationen?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, herr byfogd.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nej, herr Hovstad er ikke så gal, at han skulde gå hen og ødelægge både sig selv og bladet for en indbildnings skyld.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ser sig om).
 

Hvad skal dette her sige?
 

HOVSTAD.
 De har fremstillet Deres sag i et falskt lys, herr doktor; og derfor så kan jeg ikke støtte den.
 

BILLING.
 Nej, efter det, herr byfogden var så artig at fortælle mig derinde, så –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Falskt! Lad De mig om det. Bare tryk De min opsats; jeg skal nok være mand for at forsvare den.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg trykker den ikke. Jeg kan ikke og vil ikke og tør ikke trykke den.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tør De ikke? Hvad er det for snak? De er jo redaktør; og det er da vel redaktørerne, som regerer pressen, skulde jeg tro!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nej, det er abonnenterne, herr doktor.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Heldigvis, ja.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det er den offentlige mening, den oplyste almenhed, husejerne og alle de andre; dem er det, som regerer bladene.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(fattet).
 

Og alle disse magter har jeg imod mig?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ja, det har De. Det vilde være borgerskabets rene ruin, om Deres opsats blev trykt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja så. –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Min hue og min stok!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN (tar huen af og lægger den på bordet tilligemed stokken).
 

BYFOGDEN

(tar begge dele til sig).
 

Din borgermesterværdighed fik en brat ende.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Enden er ikke endnu. (til Hovstad.) Det er altså aldeles umuligt at få min opsats ind i „Folkebudet”?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Aldeles umuligt; også af hensyn til Deres familje.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å, De skal såmænd sletikke bry’ Dem om familjen, herr Hovstad.
 

BYFOGDEN

(tar et papir op af lommen).
 

Til vejledning for publikum vil det være tilstrækkeligt, når dette kommer ind; det er en autentisk forklaring. Vær så god.
 

HOVSTAD

(tar papiret).
 

Godt; det skal bli’ besørget indrykket.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men mit ikke. Man bilder sig ind, man kan tie mig og sandheden ihjæl! Men det går ikke så glat som I tror. Herr Aslaksen, vil De straks ta’ mit manuskript og trykke det som flyveblad – på min egen bekostning, – på mit forlag. Jeg vil ha’ fire hundrede exemplarer; nej, fem-sex hundrede vil jeg ha’.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ikke, om De så bød mig guld for det, tør jeg låne mit officin til sligt noget, herr doktor. Jeg tør det ikke for den offentlige menings skyld. De får det ikke trykt noget steds i hele byen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så giv mig det igen.
 

HOVSTAD

(rækker ham manuskriptet).
 

Vær så god.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(henter hat og stok).
 

Ud skal det nu alligevel. Jeg vil læse det op i en stor folkeforsamling; alle mine medborgere skal få høre sandhedens røst!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ingen forening i hele byen låner dig lokale til sådant brug.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ikke en eneste en; det véd jeg så visst.
 

BILLING.
 Nej, Gud døde mig, om de gør!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det vilde dog være altfor skammeligt! Men hvorfor står de da således imod dig, alle mand?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(arrig).
 

Jo, det skal jeg sige dig. Det er fordi at her i byen er alle mand kærringer – ligesom du; alle tænker de bare på familjen og ikke på samfundet.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(griber ham i armen).
 

Så skal jeg vise dem en – en kærring, som kan være mand – for en gangs skyld. For nu holder jeg med dig, Tomas!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det var bra’ sagt, Katrine. Og ud skal det, min sæl og salighed! Kan jeg ikke få lejet noget lokale, så hyrer jeg en tambur til at gå igennem byen med mig, og så læser jeg det op på alle gadehjørnerne.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Så topmålt gal er du da vel ikke!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo, jeg er!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 De får ikke en eneste mand i hele byen til at gå med Dem.
 

BILLING.
 Nej, Gud døde mig, om De får!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Bare ikke gi’ dig, Tomas. Jeg skal be’ gutterne gå med dig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er et ypperligt indfald!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Morten gør det så gerne; og Ejlif, han går nok med, han også.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, og så Petra da! Og du selv, Katrine!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej, nej, ikke jeg selv; men jeg skal stå i vinduet og se på dig; det skal jeg gøre.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(slår armene om hende og kysser hende).
 

Tak for det! Jo, nu skal vi prøve en dyst, I gode herrer! Jeg vil dog se, om usseldommen har magt til at binde munden på den patriot, som vil renske samfundet!
 

(han og fruen går ud gennem døren til venstre i baggrunden.)
 

BYFOGDEN

(ryster betænkelig på hodet).
 

Nu har han gjort hende gal også.
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(En stor gammeldags sal i skibskaptejn Horsters hus. En åben fløjdør i baggrunden fører til et forværelse. På den venstre langvæg er tre vinduer; midt på den modsatte væg er hensat en forhøjning og på den et lidet bord med to lys, vandkaraffel, et glas og en klokke. Salen er forøvrigt oplyst med lampetter mellem vinduerne. Til venstre i forgrunden står et bord med lys på og en stol. Forrest til højre er en dør og ved denne et par stole.)
 

(Stor forsamling af byens borgere af alle stænder. Enkelte kvinder og nogle skolegutter ses blandt mængden. Flere og flere mennesker strømmer efterhånden ind fra baggrunden, så at salen fyldes.)
 

EN BORGER

(til en anden, som han støder på).
 

Er du også her ikveld, Lamstad?
 

DEN TILTALTE.
 Jeg er med ved alle folkemøder, jeg.
 

EN HOSSTÅENDE.
 De har da vel ta’t pibe med, véd jeg?
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Jagu’ har jeg da det. Har ikke De?
 

DEN TREDJE.
 Jo da. Og skipper Evensen vilde ta’ med sig en svær diger lur, sa’ han.
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Han er god, Evensen.
 

(Latter i klyngen.)
 

EN FJERDE BORGER

(kommer til).
 

Hør, sig mig, hvad er det for noget, som skal gå for sig her ikveld?
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Det er jo doktor Stockmann, som vil holde et foredrag imod byfogden.
 

DEN NYKOMNE.
 Men byfogden er jo hans bror.
 

DEN FØRSTE BORGER.
 Det er det samme; doktor Stockmann er ikke ræd, han.
 

DEN TREDJE BORGER.
 Men han har jo uret; det stod i „Folkebudet”.
 

DEN ANDEN BORGER.
 Ja, han må visst ha’ uret dennegang; for de vilde ikke låne ham sal hverken i husejerforeningen eller i borgerklubben.
 

DEN FØRSTE BORGER.
 Ikke engang badesalen kunde han få overladt.
 

DEN ANDEN.
 Nej, det kan du vel vide.
 

EN MAND

(i en anden klynge).
 

Hvem skal en nu holde med i denne her sagen, De?
 

EN ANDEN MAND

(sammesteds).
 

Bare pas på bogtrykker Aslaksen, og gør, som han gør.
 

BILLING

(med en mappe under armen, baner sig vej gennem mængden).
 

Om forladelse, mine herrer! Måtte jeg kanske få slippe frem? Jeg skal referere for „Folkebudet”. Tusend tak!
 

(han sætter sig ved bordet til venstre.)
 

EN ARBEJDER.
 Hvem var han der?
 

EN ANDEN ARBEJDER.
 Kender du ikke han da? Det er jo den Billingen, som går for Aslaksens avis.
 

(Skibskaptejn Horster fører fru Stockmann og Petra ind gennem døren til højre i forgrunden. Ejlif og Morten følger med dem.)
 

HORSTER.
 Her havde jeg tænkt familjen kunde sidde; en slipper så nemt ud her, om der skulde komme noget på.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Tror De da her blir allarm?
 

HORSTER.
 En kan aldrig vide –; mellem så mange mennesker –. Men sæt De Dem ganske rolig.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(sætter sig).
 

Hvor det var snildt af Dem, at De tilbød Stockmann salen.
 

HORSTER.
 Når ingen anden vilde, så –
 

PETRA

(som også har sat sig).
 

Og modigt var det også, Horster.
 

HORSTER.
 Å, der skulde nu ikke så stort mod til det, synes jeg.
 

(Redaktør Hovstad og bogtrykker Aslaksen kommer samtidigt men hver for sig fremover gennem mængden.)
 

ASLAKSEN

(går hen til Horster).
 

Er ikke doktoren kommet endnu?
 

HORSTER.
 Han venter derinde.
 

(Bevægelse oppe ved døren i baggrunden.)
 

HOVSTAD

(til Billing).
 

Der har vi byfogden. Ser De!
 

BILLING.
 Ja, Gud døde mig, møder han ikke frem alligevel!
 

(Byfogd Stockmann baner sig med lempe vej mellem de forsamlede, hilser høfligt og stiller sig ved væggen til venstre. Lidt efter kommer doktor Stockmann ind gennem døren til højre i forgrunden. Han er sortklædt, i frakke, med hvidt halstørklæde. Enkelte klapper usikkert, men mødes af en dæmpet hyssen. Det blir stille.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(halvhøjt).
 

Hvorledes har du det, Katrine?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Jo, jeg har det godt. (sagtere.) Bliv nu endelig ikke hidsig, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å, jeg véd nok at styre mig, du. (ser på sit ur, stiger op på forhøjningen og bukker.) Klokken er et kvarter over, – og så vil jeg da begynde –
 

(tar sit manuskript frem.)
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Først må der vel vælges en ordstyrer.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej; det er sletikke nødvendigt.
 

NOGLE HERRER

(råber).
 

Jo, jo!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg skulde også formene, at der bør vælges en dirigent.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men jeg har tillyst dette møde for at holde et foredrag, Peter!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Badelægens foredrag turde muligens gi’ anledning til divergerende opinionsytringer.
 

FLERE STEMMER

(fra mængden).
 

En ordstyrer! En dirigent!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Den almene borgervilje synes at kræve en ordstyrer.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(behersket).
 

Nu godt og vel; lad borgerviljen få sin vilje da.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Skulde ikke herr byfogden ville påtage sig det hverv?
 

TRE HERRER

(klapper).
 

Bravo! Bravo!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Af flere letforstålige grunde må jeg undslå mig. Men heldigvis har vi i vor midte en mand, som jeg tror alle kan akceptere. Jeg sigter til formanden i husejerforeningen, herr bogtrykker Aslaksen.
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Ja, ja! Aslaksen leve! Hurra for Aslaksen!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN (tar sit manuskript og går ned fra forhøjningen).
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Når mine medborgeres tillid kalder mig, så skal jeg ikke være uvillig –
 

(Håndklap og bifaldsråb. Aslaksen stiger op på forhøjningen.)
 

BILLING

(skriver).
 

Altså – „herr bogtrykker Aslaksen valgt med akklamation –”
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og da jeg nu står på denne plads, må jeg få lov til at sige et par kortfattede ord. Jeg er en stilfærdig og fredsommelig mand, som holder på besindig moderation og på – og på moderat besindighed; det véd hver og en, som kender mig.
 

MANGE RØSTER.
 Ja! Ja da, Aslaksen!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg har i livets og erfaringens skole lært, at mådehold er den dyd, som båder en statsborger bedst –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hør!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 – og at sindighed og mådehold er det, som samfundet er bedst tjent med også. Jeg skulde derfor henstille til den agtede medborger, som har kaldt mødet sammen, at han beflitter sig på at holde sig indenfor mådeholdets grænser.
 

EN MAND

(oppe ved døren).
 

Mådeholdsforeningens skål!
 

EN STEMME.
 Fy for fan’ da!
 

MANGE.
 Hys, hys!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ingen afbrydelser, mine herrer! – Er der nogen, som forlanger ordet?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Herr dirigent!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Herr byfogd Stockmann har ordet.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 I betragtning af det nære slægtskabsforhold, jeg, som formentlig bekendt, står i til den fungerende badelæge, skulde jeg helst ønsket, ikke at ytre mig her iaften. Men min stilling til badeanstalten og hensynet til byens allervigtigste interesser tvinger mig til at fremsætte et forslag. Jeg tør vel supponere, at ikke en eneste af de her tilstedeværende borgere finder det ønskeligt, at upålidelige og overdrevne fremstillinger af badets og byens sanitære forholde spredes ud i videre kredse.
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Nej, nej, nej! Ikke det! Vi protesterer!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg vil derfor foreslå, at forsamlingen ikke tilsteder badelægen at oplæse eller foredrage sin fremstilling af sagen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(opbrusende).
 

Ikke tilsteder –! Hvad for noget!
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(hoster).
 

Hm – hm!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(fatter sig).
 

Nå; ikke tilsteder altså.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har i min redegørelse i „Folkebudet” gjort almenheden bekendt med de væsentligste fakta, så alle velsindede borgere med lethed kan opgøre sin dom. Man vil deraf se, at badelægens forslag, – foruden et mistillidsvotum imod stedets ledende mænd, – i grunden går ud på at påbyrde byens skattepligtige indvånere en ufornøden udgift af mindst hundrede tusend kroner.
 

(Uvilje og nogle piber.)
 

ASLAKSEN

(ringer med klokken).
 

Silentium, mine herrer! Jeg må få lov at støtte byfogdens forslag. Det er også min mening, at doktorens agitation har en bagtanke. Han taler om badet; men det er en revolution, han efterstræber; han vil lægge styrelsen over i andre hænder. Ingen tviler om doktorens redelige hensigter; Gud bevares, dem kan der ikke være to meninger om. Jeg er også en ven af folkeligt selvstyre, når det bare ikke falder for dyrt for skatteborgerne. Men det vilde bli’ tilfældet her; og derfor så –; nej Guds død – med forlov – om jeg kan være med doktor Stockmann dennegang. En kan også købe guld for dyrt; det er nu min mening.
 

(Livlig tilslutning fra alle sider.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Også jeg føler mig opfordret til at gøre rede for min stilling. Doktor Stockmanns agitation lod til at vinde adskillig stemning for sig i førstningen, og jeg støtted den så upartisk jeg kunde. Men så kom vi undervejr med, at vi havde ladt os vildlede af en falsk fremstilling –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Falsk –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 En mindre pålidelig fremstilling da. Byfogdens redegørelse har påvist det. Jeg håber, ingen her på stedet mistænker mit liberale sindelag; „Folkebudets” holdning i de store politiske spørsmål er vel kendt af enhver. Men jeg har af erfarne og sindige mænd lært, at i rent lokale sager bør et blad gå frem med en viss varsomhed.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Fuldkommen enig med taleren.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og i den foreliggende sag er det nu aldeles utvilsomt, at doktor Stockmann har den almene vilje imod sig. Men hvad er en redaktørs første og fornemste skyldighed, mine herrer? Er det ikke at virke i overensstemmelse med sine læsere? Har han ikke fåt ligesom et stiltiende mandat til ihærdigt og ufortrødent at fremme sine meningsfællers velfærd? Eller skulde jeg kanske ta’ fejl i dette?
 

MANGE STEMMER.
 Nej, nej, nej! Redaktør Hovstad har ret!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det har kostet mig en tung kamp at bryde med en mand, i hvis hus jeg i den senere tid har været en hyppig gæst, – en mand, som indtil denne dag har kunnet glæde sig ved sine medborgeres udelte velvilje, – en mand, hvis eneste – eller ialfald væsentligste fejl er, at han mere spør’ sit hjerte end sit hode tilråds.
 

NOGLE SPREDTE RØSTE.
 Det er sandt! Hurra for doktor Stockmann!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Men min pligt imod samfundet bød mig at bryde med ham. Og så er der et hensyn til, som driver mig til at bekæmpe ham og, om muligt, standse ham på den skæbnesvangre vej, han er slåt ind på; det er hensynet til hans familje –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hold Dem til vandledningen og kloaken!
 

HOVSTAD.
 – hensynet til hans ægtefælle og hans uforsørgede børn.
 

MORTEN.
 Er det os, det, mor?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hys!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg vil altså sætte herr byfogdens forslag under afstemning.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Behøves ikke! Ikveld agter jeg ikke at tale om alt det svineriet nede i badehuset. Nej; I skal få noget ganske andet at høre.
 

BYFOGDEN

(halvhøjt).
 

Hvad er nu det for noget igen?
 

EN DRUKKEN MAND

(oppe ved udgangsdøren).
 

Jeg er skatteberettiget! Og derfor så er jeg meningsberettiget også! Og jeg har den fulde – faste – ubegribelige mening, at –
 

FLERE STEMMER.
 Vær stille derborte!
 

ANDRE.
 Han er drukken! Kast ham ud!
 

(den drukne mand sættes udenfor.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Har jeg ordet?
 

ASLAKSEN

(ringer med klokken).
 

Herr doktor Stockmann har ordet!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det skulde bare ha’ været for nogen få dage siden, at man havde vovet et sligt forsøg, som her ikveld, på at målbinde mig! Som en løve skulde jeg da ha’ værget om mine hellige menneskerettigheder! Men nu kan det være mig det samme; for nu har jeg større ting at udtale mig om.
 

(Mængden trænger sig tættere sammen om ham. Morten Kiil kommer tilsyne mellem de omstående.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(fortsætter).
 

Jeg har tænkt og jeg har grublet meget i disse sidste dage, – grublet så mangfoldigt, så det tilslut begyndte ligesom at løbe surr i mit hode –
 

BYFOGDEN

(hoster).
 

Hm –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – men så fik jeg rede i tingene; da øjned jeg sammenhængen så grangiveligt. Og derfor står jeg her iaften. Jeg vil gøre store afsløringer, mine medborgere! Jeg vil meddele eder en opdagelse af ganske anden rækkevidde, end den småting, at vor vandledning er forgiftet og at vort sundhedsbad ligger på en pestsvanger grund.
 

MANGE STEMMER

(skrigende).
 

Ikke tal om badet! Vi vil ikke høre det. Ingenting om det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg har sagt, jeg vilde tale om den store opdagelse, jeg har gjort i disse sidste dage, – den opdagelse, at alle vore åndelige livskilder ere forgiftede og at hele vort borgersamfund hviler på løgnens pestsvangre grund.
 

FORBLØFFEDE RØSTER

(halvhøjt).
 

Hvad er det han siger?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 En sådan insinuation –!
 

ASLAKSEN

(med hånden på klokken).
 

Taleren opfordres til at moderere sig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg har elsket min fødeby så højt, som nogen mand kan elske sine unge års hjemstavn. Jeg var ikke gammel, da jeg rejste herfra, og afstanden, savnet og erindringen kasted ligesom en øget glans både over stedet og over menneskene.
 

(Nogle håndklap og bifaldsråb høres.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så sad jeg i mange år inde i en forskrækkelig afkrog langt der nordpå. Når jeg kom sammen med nogen af de folk, som leved hist og her mellem stenrøsene, så syntes jeg mangen gang, det havde været tjenligere for de stakkers forkomne skabninger, om de havde fåt en dyrlæge derop istedetfor en mand som jeg.
 

(Mumlen i salen.)
 

BILLING

(lægger pennen).
 

Nu har jeg da Gud døde mig aldrig hørt –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Dette er forhånelser imod en agtværdig almue!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Bi bare lidt! – jeg tror ikke nogen skal kunne sige mig på, at jeg glemte min fødeby deroppe. Jeg lå på æg ligesom en ærfugl; og det, jeg ruged ud, – det var planen til badeanstalten her.
 

(Håndklap og indsigelser.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og da så skæbnen endelig langt om længe føjed det så godt og velsignet for mig, at jeg kunde komme hjem igen, – ja, mine medborgere, da syntes jeg ikke jeg havde flere ønsker i verden. Jo, jeg havde det ønske, ivrigt, utrættelig, brændende at være virksom til hjemmets og til almenhedens bedste.
 

BYFOGDEN

(ser hen i luften).
 

Måden er noget underlig – hm.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og så gik jeg her og svælged i forblindelsens lykke. Men igår formiddag, – nej, det var egentlig iforgårs aftes – da åbned sig mine åndelige øjne på vid væg, og det første, jeg fik syn på, det var autoriteternes umådelige dumhed –
 

(Larm, råb og latter. Fru Stockmann hoster ivrigt.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Herr dirigent!
 

ASLAKSEN

(ringer).
 

I kraft af min myndighed –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er småligt at hænge sig i et ord, herr Aslaksen! Jeg mener bare, at jeg kom undervejr med det umådelige svineri, som de ledende mænd havde gjort sig skyldige i dernede i badet. Ledende mænd kan jeg ikke udstå for min død; – jeg har fåt nok af den slags folk i mine dage. De er som gedebukker i en ung træplantning; de gør ugagn overalt; de står en fri mand ivejen, hvor han så snor og vender sig, – og jeg skulde helst se, vi kunde få dem udryddet ligesom andre skadedyr –
 

(Uro i salen.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Herr dirigent, kan sådanne ytringer passere?
 

ASLAKSEN

(med hånden på klokken).
 

Herr doktor –!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg begriber ikke, at jeg først nu har fåt et rigtig årvågent syn på de herrer; for jeg har dog næsten dagstøt havt et så ypperligt exemplar for øje her i byen, – min bror Peter, – sen i vendingen og sejg i fordomme –
 

(Latter, larm og piber. Fru Stockmann sidder og hoster.)
 

ASLAKSEN

(ringer voldsomt).
 

DEN DRUKNE MAND

(som er kommen ind igen).
 

Er det mig De sigter til? Ja, for rigtignok heder jeg Pettersen; men nej så fan’ hente mig –
 

VREDE STEMMER.
 Ud med den drukne mand! På døren med ham!
 

(Manden kastes atter ud.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hvem var den person?
 

EN NÆRSTÅENDE.
 Kendte ham ikke, herr byfogd.
 

EN ANDEN.
 Han er ikke her fra byen.
 

EN TREDJE.
 Det skal nok være en lasthandler borte fra – resten uhørligt.)
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Manden var øjensynlig beruset af bajerøl. – Bliv ved, herr doktor; men beflit Dem endelig på mådehold.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nu vel da, mine medborgere; jeg skal ikke nærmere udtale mig om vore ledende mænd. Dersom nogen, af det, jeg nys har sagt, skulde indbilde sig, at jeg vil disse herrer tillivs her iaften, så tar han fejl, – ganske betydeligt fejl. For jeg nærer den velgørende fortrøstning, at efterliggerne, alle disse gamlinger fra en hendøende tankeverden, de besørger så ypperligt sig selv taget afdage; der behøves ingen doktors hjælp til at påskynde deres dødelige afgang. Og det er heller ikke den slags folk, som er samfundets overhændigste fare; det er ikke dem, som er de virksomste til at forgifte vore åndelige livskilder og til at forpeste grunden under os; det er ikke dem, som er sandhedens og frihedens farligste fiender i vort samfund.
 

RÅB FRA ALLE KANTER.
 Hvem da? Hvem er det? Nævn dem?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, I kan lide på, at jeg skal nævne dem! For det er netop den store opdagelse, jeg har gjort igår. (hæver stemmen.) Sandhedens og frihedens farligste fiender iblandt os, det er den kompakte majoritet. Ja, den forbandede, kompakte, liberale majoritet, – den er det! Nu véd I det.
 

(Umådelig larm i salen. De fleste skriger, tramper og piber. Nogle ældre herrer veksler stjålne øjekast og lader til at gotte sig. Fru Stockmann rejser sig ængstelig; Ejlif og Morten går truende hen til skolegutterne, der gør optøjer. Aslaksen ringer med klokken og formaner til ro. Hovstad og Billing taler begge, men kan ikke høres. Endelig blir der stilhed.)
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Ordstyreren forventer, at taleren kalder sine ubesindige ytringer tilbage.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Aldrig i verden, herr Aslaksen. Det er det store flertal i vort samfund, som berøver mig min frihed og som vil forbyde mig at udtale sandheden.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Flertallet har altid retten på sin side.
 

BILLING.
 Og det har sandheden også; Gud døde mig!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Flertallet har aldrig retten på sin side. Aldrig, siger jeg! Det er en af disse samfundsløgne, som en fri, tænkende mand må gøre oprør imod. Hvem er det, som udgør flertallet af beboerne i et land? Er det de kloge folk, eller er det de dumme? Jeg tænker, vi får være enige om, at dumme mennesker er tilstede i en ganske forskrækkelig overvældende majoritet rundt omkring på den hele vide jord. Men det kan da vel, for fanden, aldrig i evighed være ret, at de dumme skal herske over de kloge!
 

(Larm og skrig.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, ja; I kan nok overskrige mig; men I kan ikke modsige mig. Flertallet har magten – desværre –; men retten har det ikke. Retten har jeg og de andre få, de enkelte. Minoriteten har altid retten.
 

(Stor larm igen.)
 

HOVSTAD.
 Haha; doktor Stockmann er altså ble’t aristokrat siden iforgårs!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg har sagt, at jeg ikke gider spilde et ord på den lille, trangbrystede, stakåndede flok, som ligger agterud. Med dem har det pulserende liv ikke længer noget at bestille. Men jeg tænker på de få, de enkelte iblandt os, som har tilegnet sig alle de unge, fremspirende sandheder. Disse mænd står ligesom ude mellem forposterne, så langt fremskudt, at den kompakte majoritet endnu ikke har rukket did, – og der kæmper de for sandheder, som endnu er for nybårne i bevidsthedens verden til at ha’ fåt noget flertal for sig.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nå, så er doktoren ble’t revolutionsmand da!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, så pine død er jeg så, herr Hovstad! Jeg agter at gøre revolution imod den løgn, at flertallet sidder inde med sandheden. Hvad er det for sandheder, som flertallet plejer flokke sig om? Det er de sandheder, som er så vidt tilårs, at de er på vejen til at bli’ affældige. Men når en sandhed er ble’t så gammel, så er den også på gode veje til at bli’ en løgn, mine herrer.
 

(Latter og udtryk af hån.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja ja, De kan tro mig, om De vil; men sandhederne er sletikke nogen sådanne sejglivede Metusalemmer, som folk bilder sig ind. En normalt bygget sandhed lever – lad mig sige – i regelen en 17-18, højst 20 år; sjelden længer. Men slige alderstegne sandheder er altid forskrækkelig skindmagre. Og alligevel er det først da, at flertallet gir sig ifærd med dem og anbefaler dem til samfundet som sund åndelig føde. Men der er ikke stor næringsværdi i den slags kost, kan jeg forsikre jer; og det må jeg som læge forstå. Alle disse flertals-sandheder er at sammenligne med fjorgammel spegemad; de er ligesom harske, ulne, grønsaltede skinker. Og deraf kommer al den moralske skørbug, som grasserer rundt om i samfundene.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det forekommer mig, at den ærede taler skejer vel langt ud fra teksten.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg må i det væsentlige tiltræde dirigentens mening.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, men jeg tror du er rent gal, Peter! Jeg holder mig jo så tæt ind til teksten, som jeg kan. For det, jeg vil tale om, det er jo netop det, at massen, flertallet, denne fandens kompakte majoritet, – at det er den, siger jeg, som forgifter vore åndelige livskilder og forpester grunden under os.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og det gør folkets store frisindede flertal, fordi det er sindigt nok til bare at hylde de sikre og godkendte sandheder?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ak, min snille herr Hovstad, snak ikke om sikre sandheder! De sandheder, som massen og mængden godkender, det er de sandheder, som forpostfægterne holdt for sikre i vore bedstefædres dage. Vi forpostfægtere, som lever nutildags, vi godkender dem ikke længer; og jeg tror sletikke, der er nogen anden sikker sandhed til, end den, at intet samfund kan leve et sundt liv på slige gamle margløse sandheder.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Men istedetfor at stå her og tale sådan hen i det blå, så kunde det være morsomt at få høre, hvad det er for nogen gamle margløse sandheder, vi lever på.
 

(Tilslutning fra flere kanter.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å, jeg kunde regne op en hel hob af sligt noget styggetøj; men for det første vil jeg holde mig til én godkendt sandhed, som igrunden er en fæl løgn, men som alligevel både herr Hovstad og „Folkebudet” og alle „Folkebudet”s tilhængere lever på.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og det er –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er den lære, som I har taget i arv fra forfædrene og som I tankeløst forkynder både vidt og bredt, – den lære, at almuen, hoben, massen, er folkets kerne, – at den er folket selv, – at menigmand, at disse ukyndige og ufærdige i samfundet, har den samme ret til at fordømme og godkende, til at styre og råde, som de enkelte åndeligt fornemme personligheder.
 

BILLING.
 Nu har jeg da, Gud døde mig –
 

HOVSTAD

(samtidigt, råber).
 

Borgere, læg mærke til dette her!
 

FORBITTREDE STEMMER.
 Hoho, er ikke vi folket? Er det bare de fornemme, som skal styre!
 

EN ARBEJDER.
 Ud med den manden, som står og snakker så!
 

ANDRE.
 Hiv ham på porten!
 

EN BORGER

(skriger).
 

Tud i luren, Evensen!
 

(Vældige lurtoner høres; piber og rasende larm i salen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(når støjen har lagt sig noget).
 

Men så vær da rimelige! Kan I da ikke tåle at høre sandhedens røst for én gangs skyld? Jeg forlanger jo sletikke, at I allesammen straks på timen skal være enige med mig. Men jeg havde jo rigtignok ventet, at herr Hovstad vilde gi’ mig ret, når han bare fik summet sig lidt. Herr Hovstad gør jo fordring på at være fritænker –
 

STUDSENDE SPØRSMÅL

(dæmpet).
 

Fritænker, sa’ han? Hvad? Er redaktør Hovstad fritænker?
 

HOVSTAD

(råber).
 

Bevis det, doktor Stockmann! Når har jeg sagt det på tryk?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(tænker sig om).
 

Nej, det har De død og plage ret i; – den frimodighed har De aldrig havt. Nå, jeg vil såmænd ikke sætte Dem i kattepine, herr Hovstad. Lad det være mig selv, som er fritænkeren da. For nu vil jeg af naturvidenskaben gøre det indlysende for jer allesammen, at „Folkebudet” trækker jer skammelig efter næsen, når det fortæller jer, at I, at almuen, at massen og mængden er folkets rette kerne. Det er bare en avisløgn, ser I! Almuen er ikke andet end det råstof, som folket skal gøre folk af.
 

(Knurren, latter og uro i salen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, er det da ikke så det går til i hele den øvrige levende verden? Hvilken forskel er der ikke mellem en kultiveret og en ukultiveret dyrefamilje? Se bare på en gemen bondehøne. Hvad kødværdi har slig en forkrøblet hønseskrot? Det er ikke stort, det! Og hvad er det for slags æg den lægger? En nogenlunde ordentlig kråke eller korp kan værpe omtrent ligeså gode æg. Men tag så for jer en kultiveret spansk eller japanesisk høne, eller tag en fornem fasan eller kalkun; – jo, da ser I nok forskellen! Og så vil jeg nævne hundene, som vi mennesker er så overmåde nær i slægt med. Tænk jer nu først en simpel almuehund, – jeg vil sige, slig en ækkel, ragget, pøbelagtig køter, som bare render gadelangs og sviner husvæggene til. Og stil så køteren sammen med en puddelhund, som gennem flere slægtsled stammer fra et fornemt hus, hvor den har fåt fin føde og havt anledning til at høre harmoniske stemmer og musik. Tror I ikke, at kraniet hos puddelen er ganske anderledes udviklet end hos køteren? Jo, det kan I lide på! Det er slige kultiverte puddelhvalpe, som gøglerne afretter til at gøre de allerutroligste kunststykker. Sligt noget kan en gemen bondekøter aldrig lære, om den så stod på sit hode.
 

(Larm og løjer høres rundt omkring.)
 

EN BORGER

(råber).
 

Vil De nu gøre os til hunde også?
 

EN ANDEN MAND.
 Vi er ikke dyr, herr doktor!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo så min sæl og salighed er vi dyr, far! Vi er så gode dyr, allesammen, som nogen mand vil forlange. Men fornemme dyr findes der rigtignok ikke mange af iblandt os. Å, der er en ganske forskrækkelig afstand mellem puddelmennesker og køtermennesker. Og det er det løjerlige ved tingen, at redaktør Hovstad er ganske enig med mig, sålænge talen er om de firbenede dyr –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, lad dem gå for dem de er.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja vel; men såsnart jeg udvider loven til de tobenede, så stopper herr Hovstad op; så tør han ikke mene sine egne meninger længer, ikke tænke sine egne tanker tilende; så stiller han hele læren på hodet og forkynder i „Folkebudet”, at bondehanen og gadekøteren – det er just de rigtige pragtexemplarer i menageriet. Men slig går det altid, så længe det almueagtige sidder i kroppen på en, og så længe en ikke har arbejdet sig ud til åndelig fornemhed.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg gør ikke fordring på nogen slags fornemhed. Jeg stammer fra simple bønder; og jeg er stolt af, at jeg har min rod dybt nede i den almue, som her forhånes.
 

MANGE ARBEJDERE.
 Hurra for Hovstad! Hurra, hurra!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Den slags almue, som jeg taler om, den findes ikke dybt nede alene; den kryr og mylrer rundt omkring os, – lige op til samfundshøjderne. Se bare på jeres egen, pene, pyntelige byfogd! Min bror Peter er såmænd så god en almuesmand, som nogen, der går i to sko –
 

(Latter og hyssen.)
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg protesterer mod deslige personlige henvisninger.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(uforstyrret).
 

– og det er han ikke, fordi han, ligesom jeg, stammer ned fra en gammel, fæl sjørøver nede fra Pommern eller deromkring, – ja, for det gør vi –
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Absurde traditioner. Benægtes!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – men han er det, fordi han tænker sine foresattes tanker og fordi han mener sine foresattes meninger. De folk, som det gør, de er åndelige almuesmænd; se, derfor er min stadselige bror Peter så forskrækkelig lidet fornem igrunden, – og følgelig også så lidet frisindet.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Herr dirigent –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Så det er de fornemme, som er frisindede hertillands? Det var en ganske ny oplysning.
 

(Latter i forsamlingen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det hører også med til min nye opdagelse. Og der hører også det med, at frisind er omtrent præcist det samme som moralitet. Og derfor så siger jeg, at det er rent uforsvarligt af „Folkebudet”, når det dag ud og dag ind forkynder den vranglære, at det er massen og mængden, den kompakte majoritet, som sidder inde med frisindet og moralen, – og at laster og fordærvelse og alskens åndeligt svineri, det er noget, som siver ud af kulturen, ligesom alle uhumskhederne siver ned til badet fra garverierne oppe i Mølledalen!
 

(Larm og afbrydelser.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(uforstyrret, ler i sin ivrighed).
 

Og endda så kan dette samme „Folkebudet” præke om, at massen og mængden skal løftes op til højere livsvilkår! Men, i pokkers skind og ben, – dersom „Folkebudet”s lære holdt stik, så vilde jo det, at løfte massen, være akkurat det samme, som at vippe den lige lukt ind i fordærvelsen! Men heldigvis så er det bare en gammel arvtagen folkeløgn, dette, at kulturen demoraliserer. Nej, det er fordummelsen, fattigdommen, styghed over livsvilkårene, som forretter den fandens gerning! I et hus, hvor der ikke luftes og fejes gulv hver dag –; min hustru Katrine påstår, at gulvet bør skylles også; men det kan der nu disputeres om; – nå, – i et sligt hus, siger jeg, dér mister folk inden en 2-3 år evnen til at tænke og handle moralsk. Mangel på surstof afkræfter samvittigheden. Og det er nok svare knapt med surstoffet i mange, mange huse her i byen, lader det til, siden hele den kompakte majoritet kan være samvittighedsløs nok til at ville bygge byens opkomst på et hængedynd af løgn og bedrag.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 En så grov beskyldning må ikke udslynges mod et helt borgersamfund.
 

EN HERRE.
 Jeg henstiller til dirigenten at ta’ ordet fra taleren.
 

IVRIGE RØSTER.
 Ja, ja! Det er rigtigt! Ta’ ordet fra ham!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(opbrusende).
 

Så skriger jeg sandheden ud på alle gadehjørner! Jeg skriver i udenbys aviser! Hele landet skal få vide, hvorledes det her er fat!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det lader næsten til, at doktoren har til hensigt at ødelægge byen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, så meget holder jeg af min fødeby, at jeg heller vil ødelægge den end se den blomstre op på en løgn.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det er stærkt sagt.
 

(Larm og piber. Fru Stockmann hoster forgæves; doktoren hører det ikke længer.)
 

HOVSTAD

(råber under larmen).
 

Den mand må være en borgerfiende, som kan ville ødelægge et helt samfund!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(i stigende ophidselse).
 

Der ligger ingen magt på, at et løgnagtigt samfund ødelægges! Det bør jævnes med jorden, siger jeg! Udryddes som skadedyr bør de, alle de, som lever i løgnen! I forpester hele landet tilslut; I bringer det derhen, at hele landet fortjener at lægges øde. Og kommer det så vidt, da siger jeg af mit fulde inderste hjerte: lad hele landet lægges øde; lad hele dette folk udryddes!
 

EN MAND

(i mængden).
 

Det er at snakke som en ren folkefiende!
 

BILLING.
 Der lød, Gud døde mig, folkets røst!
 

HELE MÆNGDEN

(skriger).
 

Ja, ja, ja! Han er en folkefiende! Han hader sit land! Han hader hele folket!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Jeg er både som statsborger og som menneske dybt rystet ved hvad jeg her har måttet høre på. Doktor Stockmann har afsløret sig på en måde, som jeg aldrig havde drømt om. Jeg må desværre tiltræde den mening, som nys blev udtalt af agtværdige borgere; og jeg holder for, at vi bør gi’ denne mening udtryk i en resolution. Jeg foreslår følgende: „Forsamlingen udtaler, at den anser badelægen, doktor Tomas Stockmann for en folkefiende”.
 

(Stormende hurraråb og bifald. Mange slår kreds om doktoren og piber imod ham. Fru Stockmann og Petra har rejst sig. Morten og Ejlif slås med de andre skolegutter, som også har pebet. Nogle voksne skiller dem ad.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(til piberne).
 

Å, I dårer, som I er, – jeg siger jer, at –
 

ASLAKSEN

(ringer).
 

Doktoren har ikke ordet længer. En formelig afstemning bør finde sted; men for at skåne personlige følelser bør det ske skriftligt og uden navn. Har De noget rent papir, herr Billing?
 

BILLING.
 Her er både blåt og hvidt papir –
 

ASLAKSEN

(stiger ned).
 

Det er bra’; på den vis går det fortere. Klip istykker –; se så, ja. (til forsamlingen.) Blåt betyder nej; hvidt betyder ja. Jeg vil selv gå omkring og samle stemmerne.
 

(Byfogden forlader salen. Aslaksen og et par andre borgere går med papirstykkerne i hatte omkring i forsamlingen.)
 

EN HERRE

(til Hovstad).
 

Hvorledes er det fat med doktoren, De? Hvad skal en tænke om sligt?
 

HOVSTAD.
 De véd jo, hvor fremfusende han er.
 

EN ANDEN HERRE

(til Billing).
 

Hør; De vanker jo der i huset. Har De mærket om manden drikker?
 

BILLING.
 Jeg véd, Gud døde mig, ikke hvad jeg skal sige. Toddyen er altid på bordet, når der kommer nogen.
 

EN TREDJE HERRE.
 Nej, jeg tror heller, han er forrykt iblandt.
 

DEN FØRSTE HERRE.
 Ja, mon der ikke er nogen arvelig galskab i familjen?
 

BILLING.
 Det kan s’gu gerne være, det.
 

EN FJERDE HERRE.
 Nej, det er bare pure ondskaben, er det; det er hævn over et eller andet.
 

BILLING.
 Han talte rigtignok en af dagene om gagetillæg; men det fik han da ikke.
 

ALLE HERRERNE

(istemmer).
 

Aha; da er det jo let at forstå!
 

DEN DRUKNE MAND

(inde i mængden).
 

Jeg vil ha’ en blå en, jeg! Og så vil jeg ha’ en hvid en også!
 

RÅB.
 Der er den drukne mand igen! Ud med ham!
 

MORTEN KIIL

(nærmer sig doktoren).
 

Nå, Stockmann, ser De nu, hvad der kommer ud af sligt noget abespil?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg har gjort min skyldighed.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Hvad var det, De sa’ om garverierne i Mølledalen?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det hørte De jo; jeg sa’, at det var fra dem alt griseriet kom.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Fra mit garveri også?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Desværre, Deres garveri er nok det allerværste.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Vil De sætte det på tryk i aviserne?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg stikker ingenting under stol.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Det kan bli’ Dem dyrt, det, Stockmann.
 

(han går.)
 

EN FED HERRE

(går hen til Horster, hilser ikke på damerne).
 

Nå, kaptejn, De låner altså Deres hus ud til foIkefiender?
 

HORSTER.
 Jeg tænker, jeg kan gøre med min ejendom, hvad jeg vil, herr grosserer.
 

GROSSEREREN.
 Så har De vel ikke noget imod, at jeg gør det samme med min.
 

HORSTER.
 Hvad mener grossereren?
 

GROSSEREREN.
 Imorgen skal De høre fra mig.
 

(han vender sig og går.)
 

PETRA.
 Var ikke det Deres reder, Horster?
 

HORSTER.
 Jo, det var grosserer Vik.
 

ASLAKSEN

(med stemmesedlerne i hånden, stiger op på forhøjningen og ringer).
 

Mine herrer, må jeg gøre Dem bekendt med udfaldet. Med alle stemmer imod én –
 

EN YNGRE HERRE.
 Den ene er den drukne mands!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Med alle stemmer imod en beskænket mands har denne borgerforsamling erklæret badelægen, doktor Tomas Stockmann for en folkefiende. (råb og bifaldstegn.) Leve vort gamle hæderlige borgersamfund! (atter bifaldsråb.) Leve vor dygtige og virksomme byfogd, som så lojalt har undertrykt blodets røst! (hurra.) Mødet er hævet.
 

(han stiger ned.)
 

BILLING.
 Leve dirigenten!
 

HELE MÆNGDEN.
 Hurra for bogtrykker Aslaksen!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Min hat og min frakke, Petra! Kaptejn, har De plads for passagerer til den nye verden?
 

HORSTER.
 For Dem og Deres skal der skaffes plads, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(mens Petra hjælper ham frakken på).
 

Godt. Kom, Katrine! Kom, gutter!
 

(han tar sin hustru under armen.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(sagte).
 

Snille Tomas, lad os gå bagvejen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ingen bagveje, Katrine. (med hævet røst.) I skal få høre fra folkefienden, før han ryster støvet af sine fødder! Jeg er ikke så godslig som en viss person; jeg siger ikke: jeg tilgiver eder; thi I véd ikke, hvad I gør.
 

ASLAKSEN

(råber).
 

Det er en bespottelig sammenligning, doktor Stockmann!
 

BILLING.
 Det er, Gud dø – –. Sligt er drøjt at høre på for en alvorlig mand.
 

EN GROV STEMME.
 Og så truer han også!
 

OPHIDSENDE RÅB.
 Lad os slå ruderne ind hos ham! Dyp ham i fjorden!
 

EN MAND

(i mængden).
 

Blæs i luren, Evensen! Tud, tud!
 

(Lurtoner, piber og vilde skrig. Doktoren går med sine mod udgangen. Horster baner vej for dem.)
 

HELE MÆNGDEN

(hyler efter de bortgående).
 

Folkefiende! Folkefiende! Folkefiende!
 

BILLING

(idet han ordner sine notitser).
 

Nej Gud døde mig, om jeg vil drikke toddy hos Stockmanns ikveld!
 

(De forsamlede stimler mod udgangen; larmen forplanter sig udenfor; fra gaden høres råbet: „Folkefiende! Folkefiende!”)
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Doktor Stockmanns arbejdsværelse. Boghylder og skabe med forskellige præparater langs væggene. I baggrunden er udgang til forstuen; i forgrunden til venstre dør til dagligstuen. På væggen til højre er to vinduer, hvori alle ruderne er knuste. Midt i værelset står doktorens skrivebord, bedækket med bøger og papirer. Værelset er i uorden. Det er formiddag.)
 

(Doktor Stockmann, i slåbrok og tøfler og med kalot, står krumbøjet og rager med en paraply under et af skabene; tilsidst haler han en sten frem.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(taler gennem den åbne dagligstuedør).
 

Katrine, her fandt jeg en til.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(inde i dagligstuen).
 

Å, du finder visst en hel del endnu.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(lægger stenen hen til en hob andre på bordet).
 

De stenene skal jeg gemme som en helligdom. Ejlif og Morten skal få se på dem hver dag, og når de er ble’t voksne, skal de få dem i arv efter mig. (rager under en boghylde.) Har ikke – hvad fanden heder hun nu, – hun, tøsen, – har hun ikke været efter glasmesteren endnu?
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(kommer ind).
 

Jo, men han svarte, han vidste ikke, om han kunde komme idag.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Du skal gerne se, han tør ikke.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej, Randine trode også, han tør ikke for naboerne. (taler ind i dagligstuen.) Hvad er det du vil, Randine? Nå så. (går ind og kommer straks tilbage.) Her er et brev til dig, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Lad mig se. (åbner det og læser.) Ja så.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hvem er det fra?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Fra husværten. Han siger os op.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Er det virkelig sandt? Han, som er så skikkelig en mand –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ser i brevet).
 

Han tør ikke andet, siger han. Han gør det så nødig; men han tør ikke andet – for sine medborgeres skyld – af hensyn til den offentlige mening – er afhængig – tør ikke støde visse formående mænd for hodet –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Der kan du bare se, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, ja, jeg ser det nok; de er fejge, allesammen, her i byen; intet menneske tør noget af hensyn til alle de andre mennesker. (slænger brevet på bordet.) Men det kan jo være os det samme, Katrine. Nu rejser vi til den nye verden, og så –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja men, Tomas, er det rigtig vel betænkt, dette med at rejse?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Skulde jeg kanske bli’ her, hvor de har sat mig i gabestokken som en folkefiende, brændemærket mig, slåt mine vinduer istykker! Og vil du se her, Katrine; de har revet en flænge i mine sorte buxer også.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å nej da; og det er de bedste du har!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 En skulde aldrig ha’ sine bedste buxer på, når en er ude og strider for frihed og sandhed. Ja, jeg bryder mig ikke så stort om buxerne, skønner du; for de kan du altid snurpe sammen for mig. Men det er det, at mobben og massen vover at gå mig ind på livet, som om de var mine ligemænd, – det er det, som jeg ikke kan fordøje for min død!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, de har været svært grove imod dig her i byen, Tomas; men behøver vi da at rejse helt ud af landet for det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tror du kanske ikke plebejerne er ligeså næsevise i de andre byer som her? Å jo, du, det blir nok omtrent hip som hap. Nå, skidt; lad køterne glæfse; det er ikke det værste; det værste er, at alle mennesker er parti-trælle hele landet udover. Ikke for det, – det er kanske ikke ligere i det fri vesten heller; der grasserer jo også den kompakte majoritet og den liberale offentlige mening og alt det andet djævelskab. Men forholdene er storslagne der, ser du; de kan dræbe, men de sejgpiner ikke; de klyper ikke en fri sjæl med skruestikker ligesom herhjemme. Og i nødsfald så kan en jo holde sig undaf. (går henad gulvet.) Dersom jeg bare vidste, hvor der var en urskog eller en liden sydhavsø at få købt for en billig pris –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja men gutterne da, Tomas?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(standser).
 

Hvor du er underlig, Katrine! Vilde du heller, at gutterne skulde vokse op i et sligt samfund som vort? Du så jo selv igåraftes, at halvparten af befolkningen er bindegal; og når den anden halvpart ikke har mistet forstanden, så er det, fordi de er fæhunde, som ikke har nogen forstand at miste.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej men, snille Tomas, du er da også så uforsigtig i din mund.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå! Er det kanske ikke sandt, hvad jeg siger? vender de ikke op og ned på alle begreber? Rører de ikke ret og uret sammen i én vælling? Kalder de ikke alt det for løgn, som jeg véd er sandhed? Men det aller ravgaleste er, at her går voksne liberale mennesker omkring i hobetal og indbilder både sig selv og andre, at de er frisindede! Skulde du ha’ hørt sligt, Katrine!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, ja, det er visst rent galt, men –
 

(Petra kommer ind fra dagligstuen.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Er du alt kommen fra skolen nu?
 

PETRA.
 Ja; jeg er ble’t opsagt.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Opsagt!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Du også!
 

PETRA.
 Fru Busk sa’ mig op; og så syntes jeg, det var bedst, jeg gik straks.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det gjorde du, min sæl, ret i!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hvem skulde da tænkt, at fru Busk var et så slet menneske!
 

PETRA.
 Å, mor, fru Busk er såmænd ikke slet; jeg så tydeligt, hvor ondt det gjorde hende. Men hun turde ikke andet, sa’ hun; og så blev jeg opsagt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ler og gnider hænderne).
 

Hun turde ikke andet, hun, heller! Å, det er dejligt.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å nej, efter de fæle spektakler igåraftes, så –
 

PETRA.
 Det var ikke det alene. Nu skal du bare høre, far!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå da?
 

PETRA.
 Fru Busk viste mig ikke mindre end tre breve, som hun havde fåt imorges –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Uden navn vel?
 

PETRA.
 Ja.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, for de tør ikke vove navnet, Katrine!
 

PETRA.
 Og i to af dem stod der, at en herre, som vanker her i huset, havde fortalt i klubben inat, at jeg havde sådanne overmåde frie meninger om forskellige ting –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det nægted du da vel ikke for?
 

PETRA.
 Nej, det kan du jo vide. Fru Busk har selv så temmelig fri meninger, når vi er på tomandshånd; men da nu dette var kommet ud om mig, så turde hun ikke beholde mig.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Og tænk, – det er en, som vanker her i huset! Der ser du, hvad du har for din gæstfrihed, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Sligt griseri vil vi ikke leve i længer. Pak ind så fort du kan, Katrine; lad os komme væk jo før jo heller.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Vær stille; jeg synes, der er nogen ude i gangen. Se efter, Petra.
 

PETRA

(åbner døren).
 

Å, er det Dem, kaptejn Horster? Vær så god og kom ind.
 

KAPTEJN HORSTER

(fra forstuen).
 

Goddag. Jeg syntes, jeg måtte indom og høre hvorledes det står til.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ryster hans hånd).
 

Tak; det var rigtig snildt af Dem.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Og tak, fordi De hjalp os igennem, kaptejn Horster.
 

PETRA.
 Men hvorledes slap De så hjem igen?
 

HORSTER.
 Å jo, det gik; jeg har jo så temmelige kræfter; og de folk er nu mest for at bruge munden.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, er det ikke mærkeligt, De, med denne svinagtige fejgheden? Kom, her skal jeg vise Dem noget! Se, her ligger alle stenene, som de hev ind til os. Se bare på dem! Der er, min sæl, ikke mere end to ordentlige, digre kampestene i hele haugen; resten er ikke andet end puksten, – rent småpluk. Og endda så stod de derude og skråled og svor på, at de vilde slå mig fordærvet; men handling – handling – nej, det ser en ikke stort til her i byen!
 

HORSTER.
 Det var nu også det bedste for Dem denne gang, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Visst var det så. Men det er ærgerligt alligevel; for kommer det engang til et alvorligt, landsvigtigt håndgemæng, så skal De se, den offentlige mening vil være for at ta’ benene på nakken, og så sætter den kompakte majoritet tilskogs som en saueflok, kaptejn Horster. Det er det, som er så sørgeligt at tænke på; det gør mig så inderlig ondt –. Nej, men for fanden, – igrunden så er det jo bare dumheder, dette her. Har de sagt, at jeg er en folkefiende, så lad mig være en folkefiende da.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Det blir du såmænd aldrig, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det skal du sletikke bande på, Katrine. Et stygt ord kan virke som et knappenålsrisp i lungen. Og dette fordømte ord –; jeg kan ikke bli’ det kvit; det har sat sig fast her under hjertekulen; det ligger og graver og suger ligesom sure safter. Og det hjælper der ingen magnesia imod.
 

PETRA.
 Pyt; du skal bare le af dem, far.
 

HORSTER.
 Folk kommer nok engang på andre tanker, herr doktor.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, Tomas, det kan du være så sikker på, som du står her.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, kanske når det er forsent. Men så kan de ha’ det så godt! Så kan de gå her i sit griseri og angre på, at de har drevet en patriot i landflygtighed. Når sejler De, kaptejn Horster.
 

HORSTER.
 Hm, – det var egentlig det, jeg kom for at tale med Dem om –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, er der kommet noget ivejen med skibet?
 

HORSTER.
 Nej; men det blir nok så, at jeg ikke går med.
 

PETRA.
 De er da vel ikke ble’t opsagt?
 

HORSTER

(smiler).
 

Jo, jeg er rigtignok det.
 

PETRA.
 De også.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Der ser du bare, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det for sandhedens skyld! Å, dersom jeg havde kunnet tænkt mig noget sligt –
 

HORSTER.
 Det skal De ikke ta’ Dem videre nær af; jeg finder nok en post hos et eller andet udenbys rederi.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det er denne grosserer Vik, – en formuende mand, uberoende af alle og enhver –! Tvi, for fanden!
 

HORSTER.
 Han er ellers ganske retsindig; og han sa’ selv, han vilde gerne ha’ beholdt mig, hvis han bare turde –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men han turde ikke? Nej, det forstår sig!
 

HORSTER.
 Det er ikke så grejt, sa’ han, når en hører til et parti –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det var et sandt ord af den hædersmand. Et parti, der er ligesom en kødkværn, det; det maler alle hoderne sammen til en grød; og derfor så blir de også grødhoder og kødhoder, alle ihob!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej, men Tomas da!
 

PETRA

(til Horster).
 

Havde De bare ikke fulgt os hjem, så kanske ikke det var kommet så vidt.
 

HORSTER.
 Jeg angrer ikke på det,
 

PETRA

(rækker ham hånden).
 

Tak for det!
 

HORSTER

(til doktoren).
 

Og så var det det, jeg vilde sige, at når De endelig vil rejse, så har jeg tænkt på et andet råd –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det var bra’; bare vi kan komme fort afsted –
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Hys; banked det ikke?
 

PETRA.
 Det er visst onkel.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Aha! (råber.) Kom ind!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Snille Tomas, lov mig nu endelig –
 

(Byfogd Stockmann kommer fra forstuen.)
 

BYFOGDEN

(i døren).
 

Å, du er optaget. Ja, så vil jeg heller –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, nej; kom du bare.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Men jeg ønsked at tale med dig under fire øjne.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Vi skal gå ind i dagligstuen sålænge.
 

HORSTER.
 Og jeg vil komme igen siden.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, gå De ind med, kaptejn Horster; jeg må få vide nærmere besked –
 

HORSTER.
 Ja, ja, så venter jeg da.
 

(Han følger fru Stockmann og Petra ind i dagligstuen.)
 

BYFOGDEN (siger intet men skotter mod vinduerne).
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Du finder kanske, her er vel luftigt idag? Sæt huen på.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Tak, hvis jeg måtte det. (gør så.) Jeg tror, jeg har forkølet mig igår; jeg stod og frøs –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så? Da syntes jeg s’gu det var varmt nok.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg beklager, at det ikke stod i min magt at forhindre disse natlige excesser.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Har du ellers noget særdeles at sige mig?
 

BYFOGDEN

(tager et stort brev frem).
 

Jeg har dette aktstykke til dig fra badedirektionen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Er jeg opsagt?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, fra dags dato. (lægger brevet på bordet.) Det gør os ondt; men – rent ud sagt – vi turde ikke andet for den almene opinions skyld.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(smiler).
 

Turde ikke? Det ord har jeg hørt før idag.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg be’r, du vil gøre dig din stilling klar. Du må ikke for fremtiden regne på nogensomhelst praxis her i byen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Fanden ivold med praxisen! Men hvoraf véd du det så visst?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Husejerforeningen har sat igang en liste, som bæres fra hus til hus. Alle velsindede borgere opfordres til ikke at benytte dig; og jeg tør indestå for, at ikke en eneste husfader vover at nægte sin underskrift; man tør det ikke, simpelt hen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, nej; det tviler jeg ikke på. Men hvad så?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hvis jeg måtte gi’ dig et råd, så skulde det være det, at du fraflytted stedet for nogen tid –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, jeg tænker netop så småt på at fraflytte stedet.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Vel. Og når du så havde fåt sådan et halvt års tid til at betænke dig i, og du da efter moden overvejelse kunde bekvemme dig til i et par beklagende ord at erkende din vildfarelse –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så kunde jeg kanske få min post igen, mener du?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Kanske; sletikke ganske umuligt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, men den offentlige mening da? I tør jo ikke for den offentlige menings skyld.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Opinionen er en overmåde variabel ting. Og, oprigtig talt, det er os af særdeles vigtighed at få en sådan indrømmelse fra din hånd.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, den slikker I jer nok om næsen efter! Men du husker da vel, for fanden, hvad jeg før har sagt dig om den slags rævekunster!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Dengang var din position ganske anderledes favorabel; dengang turde du supponere, at du havde hele byen i ryggen –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, og nu får jeg føle, at jeg har hele byen på nakken –. (bruser op.) Men ikke, om jeg så havde selve fanden og hans oldemor på nakken –! Aldrig, – aldrig, siger jeg!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 En familieforsørger tør ikke handle således, som du gør. Du tør det ikke, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tør jeg ikke! Der er bare en eneste ting i verden, som en fri mand ikke tør; og véd du, hvad det er?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Nej.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Naturligvis; men jeg skal fortælle dig det. En fri mand tør ikke svine sig til som en lurv; han tør ikke bære sig ad slig, at han måtte spytte sig selv i øjnene.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Dette her klinger jo overmåde plausibelt; og dersom der ikke forelå en anden forklaringsgrund for din halstarrighed –; men det gør der jo rigtignok –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad mener du med det?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det forstår du visst meget godt. Men som din bror og som en besindig mand råder jeg dig til, ikke at bygge altfor trygt på forhåbninger og udsigter, som kanske så såre let kunde slå fejl.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men hvad i alverden skal det sigte til?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Vil du virkelig bilde mig ind, at du skulde være uvidende om de testamentariske dispositioner, som garvermester Kiil har truffet?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg véd, at den smule, han ejer, skal gå til en stiftelse for gamle trængende håndværksfolk. Men hvad kommer det mig ved?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 For det første er det nu ikke smuler, her er tale om. Garvermester Kiil er en temmelig formuende mand.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det har jeg aldrig havt en anelse om –!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Hm, – virkelig ikke? Du har altså heller ikke en anelse om, at en ikke ubetydelig del af hans formue skal tilfalde dine børn, således at du og din hustru skal nyde renterne for livstid. Har han ikke sagt dig det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej så min sæl om han har! Tvert imod; han har støt og stadig gåt og raset over, at han var så urimelig højt skatlagt. Men véd du da også dette her så ganske visst, Peter?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Jeg har det fra en aldeles pålidelig kilde.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nej, Herregud, så blir jo Katrine sikret, – og børnene også! Det må jeg da rigtignok fortælle – (råber.) Katrine, Katrine!
 

BYFOGDEN

(holder ham tilbage).
 

Hys, sig ikke et ord endnu!
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(åbner døren).
 

Hvad er der påfærde?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ingen ting, du; gå bare ind igen.
 

(Fru Stockmann lukker.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(driver om på gulvet).
 

Sikret! Nej, tænk, – de er sikret allesammen! Og det for livstid! Det er dog en velsignet følelse at vide sig sikret!
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Ja, men det er netop det, du ikke er. Garvermester Kiil kan annullere testamentet hvad dag og time han vil.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men det gør han ikke, min gode Peter. Grævlingen er altfor kisteglad over, at jeg tar fat på dig og dine velvise venner.
 

BYFOGDEN

(studser og ser forskende på ham).
 

Aha, dette kaster lys over adskilligt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvilket adskilligt?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Det hele har altså været en kombineret manøvre. Disse voldsomme, hensynsløse attentater, som du – i sandhedens navn – har rettet mod stedets ledende mænd –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Hvad de; hvad de?
 

BYFOGDEN.
 De var altså ikke andet, end et aftalt vederlag for denne gamle hævnsyge Morten Kiils testamente.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(næsten målløs).
 

Peter, – du er da den fæleste plebejer, jeg har kendt alle mine levedage.
 

BYFOGDEN.
 Mellem os er det forbi. Din afsked er uigenkaldelig; – for nu har vi våben imod dig.
 

(han går.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Tvi, tvi, tvi! (råber.) Katrine! Gulvet skal skylles efter ham! Lad hende komme ind med en balje, hun, – hun – hvad fanden –, hun, som altid er sodet om næsen –
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(i dagligstuedøren).
 

Hys, hys da, Tomas!
 

PETRA

(også i døren).
 

Far, bedstefar er her og spør, om han kan få tale med dig alene.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, visst kan han så. (ved døren.) Kom De, svigerfar.
 

(Morten Kiil kommer ind. Doktoren lukker døren efter ham.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, hvad er det så? Sæt Dem ned.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Ikke sidde. (ser sig om.) Her ser pent ud hos Dem idag, Stockmann.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, synes De ikke det?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Rigtig pent ser her ud; og frisk luft er her også; idag har De da nok af det sure stoffet, som De snakked om igår. De må ha’ en svært fin samvittighed idag, kan jeg tænke.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det har jeg.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Kan tænke mig det. (banker sig på brystet.) Men véd De, hvad det er for noget, jeg har her?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det er vel også en fin samvittighed, håber jeg.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Pyt! Nej, det er noget, som er bedre end som så.
 

(han tar en tyk tegnebog frem, åbner den og viser en del papirer.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ser forundret på ham).
 

Aktier i badeanstalten?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 De var ikke vanskelige at få idag.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og De har været ude og købt –?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Så mange, jeg havde penge til.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men, kære svigerfar, – så fortvilet, som det står til med badet nu!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Hvis De bær’ Dem ad som et fornuftigt menneske, så får De nok badet på fode igen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, De ser jo selv, jeg gør alt, hvad jeg kan; men –. Folk er jo gale her i byen!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 De sa’ igår, at det værste griseriet kom fra mit garveri. Men hvis om det var sandt, så måtte jo min bedstefar, og min far før mig, og jeg selv i mangfoldige år ha’ gåt og griset byen til, ligesom tre morderengler. Tror De, jeg lar den skam sidde på mig?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Desværre, det blir De s’gu nok nødt til.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Nej tak. Jeg holder på mit gode navn og rygte. Folk kalder mig for „grævlingen”, har jeg hørt sige. En grævling, det er jo en slags gris, det; men det skal de aldrig i verden få ret i. Jeg vil leve og dø som et rensligt menneske.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og hvorledes vil De bære Dem ad med det?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 De skal gøre mig ren, Stockmann.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Véd De, hvad det er for penge, jeg har købt disse her aktierne for? Nej, det kan De ikke vide; men nu skal jeg sige Dem det. Det er de penge, som Katrine og Petra og smågutterne skal ha’ efter mig. Ja, for jeg har nu lagt mig lidt tilbedste alligevel, ser De.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(bruser op).
 

Og så går De hen og tar Katrines penge til sligt!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Ja, de pengene står nu i badet allesammen. Og nu vil jeg rigtig se, om De er så binde – pine – gal alligevel, Stockmann. Lar De endnu komme dyr og sligt stygt noget fra mit garveri, så er det akkurat det samme, som at skære brede remmer af Katrines hud, og af Petras også, og af smågutternes; men det gør ingen skikkelig husfar, – hvis han ikke er en gal mand da.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(som går op og ned).
 

Ja, men jeg er en gal mand; jeg er en gal mand!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Så rent ravruskende gal er De vel ikke, når det gælder kone og børn.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(standser foran ham).
 

Hvorfor kunde De ikke talt med mig, før De gik hen og købte alt det kram!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Det, som er gjort, det har bedst klem, det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(driver urolig omkring).
 

Dersom jeg endda ikke var så viss i min sag –! Men jeg er så inderlig overtydet om, at jeg har ret.
 

MORTEN KIIL

(vejrer tegnebogen i hånden).
 

Holder De på med den galskaben, så er de ikke stort værd, disse her.
 

(han stikker tegnebogen i lommen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men, for fanden, videnskaben måtte da vel også kunne finde på forebyggelsesmidler, synes jeg; et eller andet præservativ –
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Mener De noget til at dræbe dyrene med?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, eller til at gøre dem uskadelige.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Kunde De ikke probere med noget rottekrudt?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Å, snak, snak! – Men alle folk siger jo, at det bare er en indbildning. Kan det så ikke være en indbildning da! Lad dem ha’ det så godt! Har ikke de uvidende tranghjertede køtere skældt mig ud for en folkefiende; – og så var de færdig at rive klæ’rne af kroppen på mig også!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Og så alle ruderne, som de har slåt istykker for Dem da!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, og så dette her med pligter imod familjen! Det må jeg snakke med Katrine om; hun er så nøje inde i de sager.
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Det er bra’; lyd De bare en fornuftig kones råd.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(farer imod ham).
 

At De også kunde bære Dem så bagvendt ad! Sætte Katrines penge på spil; sætte mig i denne græsselige pinefulde vånde! Når jeg ser på Dem, så er det, som jeg så fanden selv –!
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Så er det bedst jeg går da. Men inden klokken to vil jeg ha’ besked fra Dem. Ja eller nej. Blir det nej, så går aktierne til stiftelsen, – og det den dag idag.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og hvad får så Katrine?
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Ikke en snus.
 

(Døren til forstuen blir åbnet. Redaktør Hovstad og bogtrykker Aslaksen kommer tilsyne derude.)
 

MORTEN KIIL.
 Nej se de to dér?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(stirrer på dem).
 

Hvad for noget! Vover De endnu at komme her ind til mig!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja såmænd gør vi så.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Vi har noget at snakke med Dem om, ser De.
 

MORTEN KIIL

(hvisker).
 

Ja eller nej – inden klokken to.
 

ASLAKSEN

(med et øjekast til Hovstad).
 

Aha!
 

(Morten Kiil går.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, hvad er det så De vil mig? Gør det kort.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg kan godt begribe, at De har imod os for vor holdning under mødet igår –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og det kalder De holdning? Jo, det var en dejlig holdning! Jeg kalder det holdningsløst, kærringagtigt –. Fy for fanden!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Kald det for hvad det så skal være; men vi kunde ikke andet.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 De turde vel ikke andet? Er det ikke så?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Ja, om De så vil.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Men hvorfor lod De ikke et lidet ord falde i forvejen? Bare sligt et lidet vink til herr Hovstad eller mig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Et vink? Om hvad?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Om det, som stak bagved.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jeg forstår Dem aldeles ikke.
 

AKLAKSEN

(nikker fortrolig).
 

Å jo så gu’ gør De så, doktor Stockmann.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det er da ikke noget at lægge dølgsmål på længer nu.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ser afvekslende på dem).
 

Ja, men i pokkers skind og ben –!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Må jeg spørge, – går ikke Deres svigerfar omkring i byen og køber op alle badeaktierne?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo, han har været ude og købt badeaktier idag; men –?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det havde været klogere, om De havde fåt en anden til at gøre det, – en, som ikke stod Dem fuldt så nær.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og så skulde De ikke ha’ trådt op under navn. Der behøvte jo ingen at vide, at angrebet på badeanstalten kom fra Dem. De skulde ha’ ta’t mig med på råd, doktor Stockmann.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN (ser frem for sig; et lys synes at gå op for ham og han siger som himmelfalden): Kan sligt være tænkeligt? Kan sligt noget gøres?
 

ASLAKSEN

(smiler).
 

Det viser sig jo, at det kan gøres. Men det bør helst gøres fint, skønner De.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og så bør der helst være flere med om det; for det er jo altid så, at ansvaret mindsker for den enkelte, når han har andre med sig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(fattet).
 

Kort og godt, mine herrer, – hvad er det, De vil?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Det kan herr Hovstad bedst –
 

HOVSTAD.
 Nej, sig De det, Aslaksen.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Nå ja, det er det, at nu, da vi véd, hvorledes det hele hænger sammen, så tror vi nok, at vi tør stille „Folkebudet” til Deres rådighed.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nu tør De det? Men den offentlige mening da? Frygter De ikke for, at der vil rejse sig en storm imod os?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Vi får se at ride stormen af.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Og så får doktoren se at være kvik i vendingen. Så fort Deres angreb har gjort sin nytte –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så fort min svigerfar og jeg har fåt aktierne ihænde for en billig pris, mener De –?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det er vel nærmest videnskabelige hensyn, som driver Dem til at bli’ den styrende ved badet.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Forstår sig; det var af videnskabelige hensyn, at jeg fik han gamle grævlingen til at gå med på dette her. Og så flikker vi lidt på vandledningen og roder lidt op i stranden uden at det koster bykassen en halv krone. Tror De ikke, det går? Hvad?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Jeg tænker det, – når De har „Folkebudet” med Dem.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 I et frit samfund er pressen en magt, herr doktor.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja vel; og det er jo den offentlige mening også; og De, herr Aslaksen, De tar da vel husejerforeningen på Deres samvittighed?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Både husejerforeningen og mådeholdsvennerne. Vær tryg for det.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Men, mine herrer –; ja, jeg skammer mig ved at spørge om det; men, hvad vederlag –?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Helst vilde vi jo hjælpe Dem for rent ingenting, kan De skønne. Men „Folkebudet” står på svage fødder; det vil ikke rigtig gå; og at standse bladet nu, da her er så mangt at virke for i den store politik, det vilde jeg så inderlig nødig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Forstår sig; det måtte jo falde svært hårdt for en folkeven som De. (bruser ud.) Men jeg er en folkefiende, jeg! (farer om i værelset.) Hvor har jeg kæppen henne? Hvor fanden har jeg kæppen?
 

HOVSTAD.
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

ASLAKSEN.
 De vil da vel aldrig –?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(standser).
 

Og hvis jeg nu ikke gav Dem en eneste øre af alle mine aktier? Mynten sidder ikke løs hos os rige folk, må De huske på.
 

HOVSTAD.
 Og De må huske på, at den sag med aktierne kan fremstilles på to måder.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, det er De nok mand for; hvis jeg ikke kommer „Folkebudet” til hjælp, så får De visst et fælt syn på den sagen; De gør vel jagt på mig, kan jeg tænke, – sætter efter mig, – prøver på at kværke mig, som hunden kværker haren!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Det er efter naturens lov; ethvert dyr vil livnære sig.
 

ASLAKSEN.
 En får ta’ føden, hvor en kan finde den, skønner De.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så se I kan finde jer noget ude i rendestenen; (farer om i værelset.) for nu skal det, pine død, vise sig, hvem der er det stærkeste dyr af os tre. (finder paraplyen og svinger den.) Hej, se her –!
 

HOVSTAD.
 De vil da ikke forgribe Dem på os!
 

ASLAKSEN.
 Tag Dem ivare med den paraplyen!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ud af vinduet med Dem, herr Hovstad!
 

HOVSTAD

(ved forstuedøren).
 

Er De rent forrykt!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ud af vinduet, herr Aslaksen! Spring, siger jeg! Ligeså godt først som sidst.
 

ASLAKSEN

(løber rundt om skrivebordet).
 

Mådehold, herr doktor; jeg er en svagelig mand; jeg tåler så lidet – (skriger.) Hjælp, hjælp!
 

(Fru Stockmann, Petra og Horster kommer fra dagligstuen.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men Gud bevare mig, Tomas, hvad er her på færde!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(svinger paraplyen).
 

Hop ud, siger jeg! Ned i rendestenen!
 

HOVSTAD.
 Overfald på sagesløs mand! Jeg skyder Dem til vidne, kaptejn Horster.
 

(han skynder sig ud gennem forstuen.)
 

ASLAKSEN

(rådvild).
 

Den, som bare kendte de lokale forholde –
 

(smutter ud gennem dagligstuen.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(holder på doktoren).
 

Men så styr dig da, Tomas!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(kaster paraplyen).
 

Ja så min sæl slap de fra det alligevel.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men hvad var det da, de vilde dig?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det skal du få vide siden; nu har jeg andre ting at tænke på. (går til bordet og skriver på et visitkort.) Se her, Katrine; hvad står her?
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Tre store Nej; hvad er det?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det skal du også få vide siden. (rækker kortet.) Der, Petra; lad den sodede løbe op til grævlingen med det, så fort hun kan. Skynd dig!
 

(Petra går med kortet ud gennem forstuen.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, har ikke jeg idag havt besøg af alle fandens sendebud, så véd jeg ikke. Men nu skal jeg også spidse min pen imod dem, så den blir som en syl; jeg skal dyppe den i ædder og galde; jeg skal kyle mit blækhorn lige i skallen på dem!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, men vi rejser jo, Tomas.
 

(Petra kommer tilbage.)
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå?
 

PETRA.
 Besørget.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Godt. – Rejser, siger du? Nej så pine død om vi gør; vi blir, hvor vi er, Katrine!
 

PETRA.
 Blir vi!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Her i byen?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja netop her; her er valpladsen; her skal slaget stå; her vil jeg sejre! Når jeg nu bare har fåt mine buxer sy’d sammen, så går jeg ud i byen og søger efter hus; vi må jo ha’ tag over hodet til vinteren.
 

HORSTER.
 Det skal De få hos mig.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Kan jeg det?
 

HORSTER.
 Ja, det kan De så godt; jeg har rum nok, og jeg er jo næsten aldrig hjemme.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Å hvor det er snildt af Dem, Horster.
 

PETRA.
 Tak!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(ryster hans hånd).
 

Tak, tak! Så er altså den sorg slukt. Og så tar jeg fat for alvor endnu i denne dag. Å, her blir en uendelighed at rode op i, Katrine! Men det er bra’, at jeg nu får tiden så ganske til min rådighed; ja, for se her; jeg er opsagt fra badet, skal du vide –
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(sukker).
 

Ak ja, det vented jeg jo.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – og så vil de ta’ min praxis fra mig også. Men lad dem det! Fattigfolk beholder jeg ialfald – de, som ingenting betaler; og Herregud, det er jo dem, som mest trænger til mig også. Men høre på mig skal de, pine død, få lov til; jeg skal præke for dem både i tide og i utide, som der står skrevet etsteds.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Men, snille Tomas, jeg synes, du har set, hvad det nytter at præke.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Du er virkelig løjerlig, Katrine. Skulde jeg kanske la’ mig slå af marken af den offentlige mening og den kompakte majoritet og sligt noget djævelskab? Nej tak, du! Og det, jeg vil, det er jo så simpelt og grejt og ligetil. Jeg vil bare få banket ind i hodet på køterne, at de liberale er de fri mænds lumskeste fiender, – at partiprogrammerne vri’er halsen om på alle unge levedygtige sandheder, – at hensigtsmæssighedshensynene vender op og ned på moral og retfærdighed, så at det blir rent grueligt at leve her tilslut. Ja, synes ikke De, kaptejn Horster, at jeg måtte kunne få folk til at begribe det?
 

HORSTER.
 Kan gerne være; jeg skønner mig ikke rigtig på sligt.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Jo, ser De, – nu skal De høre! Det er partihøvdingerne, som må udryddes. For en parti-høvding er ligesom en ulv, ser De, – han er ligesom en forslugen gråbén; – han behøver så og så mange stykker småfæ om året, hvis han skal bestå. Se nu bare Hovstad og Aslaksen! Hvor mange småfæ gør ikke de ende på; eller de skamferer dem og river dem fordærvet, så de aldrig blir til andet end husejere og abonnenter på „Folkebudet”! (sætter sig halvt op på bordet.) Nej, kom her, du Katrine, – se, hvor vakkert solen falder ind idag. Og så den velsignede friske vårluft, som jeg har fåt ind til mig.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ja, når vi bare kunde leve af solskin og vårluft, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Nå, du må spinke og spare ved siden af, – så går det nok. Det er min mindste bekymring. Nej, det, som værre er, det er det, at jeg ikke véd nogen så fri og fornem mand, at han tør ta’ min gerning op efter mig.
 

PETRA.
 Å, tænk ikke på det, far; du har tiden for dig. – Nej se, der er alt gutterne.
 

(Ejlif og Morten kommer ind fra dagligstuen.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Har I fåt lov idag?
 

MORTEN.
 Nej; men vi slo’s med de andre i frikvarteret –
 

EJLIF.
 Det er ikke sandt; det var de andre, som slo’s med os.
 

MORTEN.
 Ja, og så sa’ herr Rørlund, at det var bedst vi blev hjemme i nogen dage.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(knipser med fingrene og springer ned fra bordet).
 

Nu har jeg det! Nu har jeg det, min sæl! I skal aldrig sætte jer fod i skolen mere!
 

GUTTERNE.
 Ikke i skolen!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nej men, Tomas –
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Aldrig, siger jeg! Jeg vil selv lære jer op; – ja, det vil sige, I skal ikke lære nogen Guds skabte ting –
 

MORTEN.
 Hurra!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 – men jeg vil få jer til at bli’ fri, fornemme mænd. – Hør, det må du hjælpe mig med, Petra.
 

PETRA.
 Ja, far, det kan du lide på.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Og skolen, den skal holdes i salen, hvor de skældte mig ud for en folkefiende. Men vi må være flere; jeg må ha’ mindst tolv gutter til at begynde med.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Dem får du såmænd ikke her i byen.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Det skal vi få se. (til gutterne.) Kender I ikke nogen gadelømler, – nogen rigtige lurver –?
 

MORTEN.
 Jo, far, dem kender jeg mange af!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Så er det bra’; få fat på nogen stykker til mig. Jeg vil experimentere med køterne for én gangs skyld; der kan sidde mærkværdige hoder på dem iblandt.
 

MORTEN.
 Men hvad skal vi gøre, når vi er ble’t fri og fornemme mænder da?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Da skal I jage alle gråbenene over til det fjerne vesten, gutter!
 

(Ejlif ser noget betænkelig ud; Morten hopper og råber hurra.)
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Ak, bare det ikke blir disse her gråbenene, som jager dig, Tomas.
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Er du rent gal, Katrine! Jage mig! Nu, da jeg er byens stærkeste mand!
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Den stærkeste – nu?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja, jeg tør sige så stort et ord, at nu er jeg en af de stærkeste mænd i hele verden.
 

MORTEN.
 Å nej da!
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN

(sænker stemmen).
 

Hys; I skal ikke tale om det endnu; men jeg har gjort en stor opdagelse.
 

FRU STOCKMANN.
 Nu igen?
 

DOKTOR STOCKMANN.
 Ja visst, ja visst! (samler dem om sig og siger fortrolig.) Sagen er den, ser I, at den stærkeste mand i verden, det er han, som står mest alene.
 

FRU STOCKMANN

(smiler og ryster på hodet).
 

Å du Tomas –!
 

PETRA

(trøstig, griber hans hænder).
 

Far!
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PERSONERNE
 

GROSSERER WERLE, værksejer o. s. v.
 GREGERS WERLE, hans søn.
 GAMLE EKDAL.
 HJALMAR EKDAL, den gamles søn, fotograf.
 GINA EKDAL, Hjalmars hustru.
 HEDVIG, deres datter, 14 år.
 FRU SØRBY, grossererens husbestyrerinde.
 RELLING, læge.
 MOLVIK, forhenværende teolog.
 BOGHOLDER GRÅBERG.
 PETTERSEN, grossererens tjener.
 LEJETJENER JENSEN.
 EN BLEGFED HERRE.
 EN TYNDHÅRET HERRE.
 EN NÆRSYNT HERRE.
 SEX ANDRE HERRER, middagsgæster hos grossereren.
 FLERE LEJETJENERE.
 

(Første akt foregår hos grosserer Werle, de fire følgende akter hos fotograf Ekdal.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(I grosserer Werles hus. Kostbart og bekvemt indrettet arbejdsværelse; bogskabe og stoppede møbler; skrivebord med papirer og protokoller midt på gulvet; tændte lamper med grønne skærme, således at værelset er dæmpet belyst. Åben fløjdør med fratrukne forhæng på bagvæggen. Indenfor ses en stor elegant stue, stærkt oplyst af lamper og armstager. Foran til højre i arbejdsværelset fører en liden tapetdør ind til kontorerne. Foran til venstre en kamin med glødende kul i, og længere tilbage en dobbeltdør til spisesalen.)
 

(Grossererens tjener, Pettersen, i livré, og lejetjener Jensen, i sort, sætter tilrette i arbejdsværelset. I den større stue går to-tre andre lejetjenere omkring, ordner og tænder flere lys. Inde fra spisesalen høres summende samtale og latter af mange stemmer; der bankes med kniven på et glas; stilhed indtræder; en skåltale holdes; bravoråb og så atter summende samtale.)
 

PETTERSEN

(tænder en lampe på kaminen og sætter skærm over).
 

Nej hør bare, De, Jensen; nu står gamlingen ved bordet og proppenerer en lang skål for fru Sørby.
 

LEJETJENER JENSEN

(flytter en lænestol frem).
 

Er det kanske sandt, som folk siger, at der er noget imellem dem?
 

PETTERSEN.
 Fan’ véd.
 

JENSEN.
 For han har nok vær’t en svær buk i sine dage.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Kanske det.
 

JENSEN.
 Det er jo for sønnen, at han holder dette her middagsselskabet, siger de.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Ja. Sønnen kom hjem igår.
 

JENSEN.
 Aldrig vidste jeg før, at grosserer Werle havde nogen søn.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Jo da, han har en søn. Men han holder stødt og stadig til der oppe på Højdals-værket. Han har ikke været i byen i alle de år jeg har tjent her i huset.
 

EN LEJETJENER

(i døren til den anden stue).
 

De, Pettersen, her er en gammel fyr, som –
 

PETTERSEN

(mumler).
 

Hvad fan’, kommer her nu nogen!
 

(Gamle Ekdal kommer tilsyne fra højre i stuen. Han er klædt i en luvslidt kavaj med høj krave; uldne vanter; i hånden en stok og en skindhue; under armen en pakke i kardusomslag. Rødbrun, smudsig paryk og en liden grå knebelsbart.)
 

PETTERSEN

(går imod ham).
 

Jøss’, – hvad vil De her inde?
 

EKDAL

(i døren).
 

Må så nødvendigt ind på kontoret, Pettersen.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Kantoret er stængt for en time siden, og –
 

EKDAL.
 Hørte det i porten, far. Men Gråberg sidder der endnu. Vær snil, Pettersen, og lad mig få slippe ind den vejen. (peger mod tapetdøren.) Har gåt den vejen før.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Ja, De får så gøre da. (åbner døren.) Men sans endelig på, at De kommer ud igen den rigtige vejen; for vi har fremmede.
 

EKDAL.
 Véd det nok, – hm! Tak, Pettersen-far! Gammel god ven. Tak. (mumler sagte.) Torsk!
 

(han går ind i kontoret; Pettersen lukker døren efter ham.)
 

JENSEN.
 Hører han også til kantorfolkene?
 

PETTERSEN.
 Nej, han er bare en, som skriver udenom, når de har det nødig. Men han har såmænd vær’t en fin fyr i sin tid, gamle Ekdal.
 

JENSEN.
 Ja, han så ud som noget af hvert.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Ja da; han har vær’t løjtnant, kan De tænke.
 

JENSEN.
 Å fan’, – har han vær’t løjtnant!
 

PETTERSEN.
 Ja gu’ har han så. Men så slog han sig nok på skoghandel eller hvad det var. De siger, at han skal ha’ gjort grossereren et fælt stygt puds engang. For de to var sammen om Højdals-værket dengang, skønner De. Å, jeg kender godt gamle Ekdal, jeg. Vi drikker mangen god gang en bitter og en flaske bajersk sammen inde hos madam Eriksen.
 

JENSEN.
 Han kan da ikke ha’ stort at spandere for, han.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Jøss’, Jensen, De kan da vel skønne, at det er mig, som spanderer. For jeg synes, en skal være sjangtil imod bedre folk, som det er gåt så ilde med.
 

JENSEN.
 Har han spillet bankerot da?
 

PETTERSEN.
 Nej, det var nok værre end som så. For han kom på fæstningen.
 

JENSEN.
 På fæstningen!
 

PETTERSEN.
 Eller kanske det var i bodsfængslet – (lytter.) Hys, nu går de fra bordet.
 

(Døren til spisesalen slås op af et par tjenere derinde fra. Fru Sørby, konverseret af et par herrer, kommer ud. Lidt efter følger hele bordselskabet, hvoriblandt grosserer Werle. Sidst kommer Hjalmar Ekdal og Gregers Werle.)
 

FRU SØRBY

(i forbigående til tjeneren).
 

Pettersen, vil De la’ kaffeen servere inde i musiksalen.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Ja vel, fru Sørby.
 

(hun og de to herrer går ind i stuen og derfra ud til højre. Pettersen og lejetjener Jensen går ud samme vej.)
 

EN BLEGFED HERRE

(til en tyndhåret).
 

Puh, – den dinér – det var et drøjt stykke arbejde!
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE.
 Å, med en smule god vilje kan en udrette ganske utroligt i tre timer.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Ja, men bagefter, bagefter, min kære kammerherre!
 

EN TREDJE HERRE.
 Jeg hører, mokkaen og maraschinoen skal kredentses i musiksalen.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Bravo! Så kanske fru Sørby spiller os et stykke.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE

(dæmpet).
 

Bare ikke fru Sørby snart blæser os et stykke, du.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Å nej såmænd; Berta slår ikke hånden af sine gamle venner.
 

(de ler og går ind i stuen.)
 

GROSSERER WERLE

(dæmpet og forstemt).
 

Jeg tror ikke nogen la’ mærke til det, Gregers.
 

GREGERS

(ser på ham).
 

Hvilket?
 

WERLE.
 La’ ikke du heller mærke til det?
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad skulde jeg lægge mærke til?
 

WERLE.
 Vi var tretten til bords.
 

GREGERS.
 Så? Var vi tretten?
 

WERLE

(med et blik mod Hjalmar Ekdal).
 

Vi er ellers altid vant til at være tolv. (til de øvrige.) Vær så artig, mine herrer!
 

(han og de tilbageblevne, undtagen Hjalmar og Gregers, går ud i baggrunden til højre.)
 

HJALMAR

(som har hørt samtalen).
 

Du skulde ikke sendt mig den indbydelse, Gregers.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad! Det heder jo, at selskabet skal være for mig. Og så skulde jeg ikke be’ min eneste og bedste ven –
 

HJALMAR.
 Men jeg tror ikke, din far liker det. Jeg kommer jo ellers aldrig her i huset.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, det hører jeg. Men jeg måtte da se dig og tale med dig; for jeg rejser visst snart igen. – Ja, vi to gamle skolekammerater, vi er rigtignok kommet langt bort ifra hinanden, du; vi har nu ikke set hinanden på sexten-sytten år.
 

HJALMAR.
 Er det så længe siden?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, det er det rigtignok. Nå, hvorledes har du det så? Du ser godt ud. Du er næsten ble’t fyldig og svær.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm, svær kan man vel ikke kalde det; men jeg ser rimeligvis noget mandigere ud end dengang.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, det gør du; dit ydre har ikke lidt noget.
 

HJALMAR

(i dystrere tone).
 

Men det indre, du! Der kan du tro, det ser anderledes ud! Du véd jo, hvor forfærdelig alting er styrtet sammen for mig og mit siden vi to sås.
 

GREGERS

(sagtere).
 

Hvorledes går det din far nu?
 

HJALMAR.
 Kære, lad os ikke tale om det. Min stakkers ulykkelige far lever naturligvis hjemme hos mig. Han har jo ingen anden i hele verden at holde sig til. Men dette her er så knusende tungt for mig at tale om, ser du. – Sig mig heller, hvorledes du har havt det der oppe på værket.
 

GREGERS.
 Dejlig ensomt har jeg havt det, – havt god anledning til at gruble over mangt og meget. – Kom her; lad os gøre os det hyggeligt.
 

(han sætter sig i en lænestol ved kaminen og nøder Hjalmar ned i en anden ved siden af.)
 

HJALMAR

(blødt).
 

Du skal dog ha’ tak alligevel, Gregers, at du bad mig til din fars bord; for nu skønner jeg da, at du ikke længer har noget imod mig.
 

GREGERS

(forundret).
 

Hvor kunde du falde på, at jeg skulde ha’ noget imod dig?
 

HJALMAR.
 I de første årene havde du det dog.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvilke første år?
 

HJALMAR.
 Efter at den store ulykke var sket. Og det var jo så naturligt, at du havde. Det var jo på et hængende hår, at din far selv var ble’t trukket med ind i disse her – å, disse her skrækkelige historierne!
 

GREGERS.
 Og derfor skulde jeg ha’ noget imod dig? Hvem har bildt dig det ind?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg véd, du havde det, Gregers; for det er din far selv, som har sagt mig det.
 

GREGERS

(studser).
 

Far! Ja så. Hm. – Var det derfor, at du aldrig siden lod mig høre fra dig, – ikke med et eneste ord.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja.
 

GREGERS.
 Ikke en gang i den tid du gik hen og blev fotograf?
 

HJALMAR.
 Din far sa’, det var ikke værdt jeg skrev til dig om nogen som helst ting.
 

GREGERS

(ser hen for sig).
 

Nej, nej, kanske han kunde ha’ ret i det. – Men sig mig nu, Hjalmar, – finder du dig nu nogenlunde tilfreds i din stilling?
 

HJALMAR

(sukker let).
 

Å jo såmænd gør jeg så; kan egentlig ikke sige andet. I førstningen kan du jo vide, at det var ligesom lidt underligt for mig. Det var jo så rent forandrede forholde, jeg kom ind i. Men alt det andet var jo også så rent forandret. Den store ruinerende ulykke med far, – skammen og skændselen, Gregers –
 

GREGERS

(rystet).
 

Ja vel, ja. Ja vel.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg kunde jo ikke tænke på at bli’ ved med studeringerne; der var ikke en skilling tilovers; tvert imod; snarere gæld; mest til din far, tror jeg –
 

GREGERS.
 Hm –
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, så syntes jeg det var bedst – sådan med et ryk, ser du – at komme ud af alle gamle forhold og forbindelser. Det var især din far, som råded mig til det; og da han tog sig så hjælpsomt af mig –
 

GREGERS.
 Gjorde far?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, du véd da vel det? Hvor skulde jeg ta’ penge fra til at lære fotograferingen og til at indrette et atelier og etablere mig? Det koster, det, kan du tro.
 

GREGERS.
 Og alt det har far kostet?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, kære, véd du ikke det? Jeg forstod ham så, at han havde skrevet det til dig.
 

GREGERS.
 Ikke et ord om at det var ham. Han må ha’ glemt det. Vi har aldrig vekslet andet end forretningsbreve. Så det var altså far –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det var det rigtignok. Han har aldrig villet, at folk skulde få vide det; men ham var det. Og ham var det jo også, som satte mig istand til at gifte mig. Eller kanske – véd du ikke det heller?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, det vidste jeg rigtignok ikke. – (ryster ham i armen.) Men, kære Hjalmar, jeg kan ikke sige dig, hvor alt dette her glæder mig – og nager mig. Jeg har kanske dog gjort far uret alligevel – i enkelte stykker. Ja, for dette her viser jo hjertelag, ser du. Det er ligesom et slags samvittighed –
 

HJALMAR.
 Samvittighed –?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, ja, eller hvad du vil kalde det da. Nej, jeg har ikke ord for, hvor glad jeg er ved at høre dette om far. – Ja, du er gift, du, Hjalmar. Det er længere end jeg nogensinde bringer det til. Nå, jeg håber da, du finder dig lykkelig som gift mand?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, rigtig gør jeg det. Hun er så flink og så bra’ en kone, som nogen mand kan forlange. Og hun er aldeles ikke uden al dannelse.
 

GREGERS

(lidt forundret).
 

Nej, det er hun da vel ikke.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, livet opdrager, ser du. Den daglige omgang med mig –; og så kommer der jo jævnlig et par begavede mennesker til os. Jeg forsikkrer dig, du vilde ikke kende Gina igen.
 

GREGERS.
 Gina?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, kære, husker du ikke, at hun hed Gina?
 

GREGERS.
 Hvem hed Gina? Jeg véd jo aldeles ikke –
 

HJALMAR.
 Men husker du da ikke, at hun konditionerte her i huset en tid?
 

GREGERS

(ser på ham).
 

Er det Gina Hansen –?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, naturligvis er det Gina Hansen.
 

GREGERS.
 – som styred huset for os det sidste år mor lå syg?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja visst er det så. Men, kære ven, jeg véd da bestemt, at din far skrev dig til, at jeg havde giftet mig.
 

GREGERS

(som har rejst sig).
 

Ja, det gjorde han rigtignok; men ikke at – (går om på gulvet.) Jo, bi lidt; – kanske dog alligevel – når jeg tænker mig om. Men far skriver altid så kort til mig. (sætter sig halvt på stolarmen.) Hør, sig mig, du, Hjalmar –; dette her er morsomt –; hvorledes gik det til, at du blev kendt med Gina – med din hustru?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, det gik ganske ligefrem. Gina blev jo ikke længe her i huset; for her var så megen forstyrrelse den tid; din mors sygdom –; alt det kunde ikke Gina stå i, og så sa’ hun op og flytted. Det var året før din mor døde. – eller kanske det var samme år.
 

GREGERS.
 Det var samme år. Og jeg var oppe på værket dengang. Men så bagefter?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, så bodde Gina hjemme hos sin mor, en madam Hansen, en svært flink og strævsom kone, som holdt et lidet spisekvarter. Og så havde hun et værelse at leje ud også; et rigtig pent og hyggeligt værelse.
 

GREGERS.
 Og det var du kanske så heldig at komme over?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det var såmænd din far, som gav mig anslag på det. Og der, – ser du, – der var det egentlig jeg lærte Gina at kende.
 

GREGERS.
 Og så blev det til forlovelse?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja. Unge folk kommer jo så let til at holde af hinanden –; hm –
 

GREGERS

(rejser sig og driver lidt om).
 

Sig mig, – da du var ble’t forlovet – var det da, at far lod dig –; jeg mener, – var det da, at du begyndte at lægge dig efter fotografering?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja netop. For jeg vilde jo gerne komme ivej og sætte bo jo før jo heller. Og så fandt både din far og jeg, at dette med fotografering var det nemmeste. Og det syntes Gina også. Ja, og så var der én grund til, ser du; det traf sig så heldigt, at Gina havde lagt sig efter at retouchere.
 

GREGERS.
 Det passed da vidunderlig godt sammen.
 

HJALMAR

(fornøjet, rejser sig).
 

Ja, ikke sandt, du? Synes du ikke, at det passed vidunderlig godt sammen?
 

GREGERS.
 Jo, det må jeg tilstå. Far har nok næsten været som et slags forsyn for dig, han.
 

HJALMAR

(bevæget).
 

Han svigted ikke sin gamle vens søn i trængselens dage. For han har hjertelag, ser du.
 

FRU SØRBY

(kommer ind med grosserer Werle under armen).
 

Ikke nogen snak, snille grosserer; De skal ikke gå længer derinde og stirre på alle lysene; De har ikke godt af det.
 

WERLE

(slipper hendes arm og fører hånden over øjnene).
 

Jeg tror næsten, De har ret i det.
 

(Pettersen og lejetjener Jensen kommer med præsenterbrætter.)
 

FRU SØRBY

(til gæsterne i den anden stue).
 

Vær så god, mine herrer; hvis nogen vil ha’ et glas punsch, så må han umage sig her ind.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE

(kommer hen til fru Sørby).
 

Men Herregud, er det sandt, at De har ophævet den velsignede røgefrihed?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, her, på grossererens enemærker, er den forbudt, herr kammerherre.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE HERRE.
 Når har De indført disse skærpede bestemmelser i cigarloven, fru Sørby?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Efter forrige dinér, herr kammerherre; for da var her visse personer, som tillod sig at gå over stregen.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE.
 Og det tillades ikke at gå en liden smule over stregen, fru Berta? Virkelig aldeles ikke?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ikke i nogen henseende, kammerherre Balle.
 

(De fleste af gæsterne har samlet sig i grossererens værelse; tjenerne byder punschglassene om.)
 

WERLE

(til Hjalmar, henne ved et bord).
 

Hvad er det, De står og studerer på, Ekdal?
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er bare et album, herr grosserer.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE

(som driver omkring).
 

Aha, fotografier! Ja, det er sagtens noget for Dem.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE

(i en lænestol).
 

Har De ikke taget nogen med af Deres egne?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, jeg har ikke.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Det skulde De ha’ gjort; det er så godt for fordøjelsen således at sidde og se på billeder.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE.
 Og så gir det jo altid en skærv til underholdningen, ser De.
 

EN NÆRSYNT HERRE.
 Og alle bidrag modtages med taknemmelighed.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Kammerherrerne mener, at bedes man til middag, så skal man også arbejde for føden, herr Ekdal.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 I et godt madhus er det en ren fornøjelse.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE.
 Herregud, når det gælder kampen for tilværelsen, så –
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Det har De ret i!
 

(de fortsætter under latter og spøg.)
 

GREGERS

(sagte).
 

Du må snakke med, Hjalmar.
 

HJALMAR

(med en vridning).
 

Hvad skal jeg snakke om.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Tror ikke De, herr grosserer, at Tokayer må anses som en forholdsvis sund drik for maven?
 

WERLE

(ved kaminen).
 

Den Tokayer, De fik idag, tør jeg i al fald trygt indestå for; den er fra en af de aller-aller fineste årgange. Ja, det forstod De da vel også.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Ja, den smagte mærkværdig delikat.
 

HJALMAR

(usikker).
 

Er der nogen forskel på årgangene?
 

DEN FEDE HERRE

(ler).
 

Nej, De er god!
 

WERLE

(smiler).
 

Dem lønner det sig virkelig ikke at sætte ædel vin for.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE HERRE.
 Det er med Tokayeren som med fotografier, herr Ekdal. Solskin må der til. Eller er det kanske ikke så?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, lyset gør visst sit.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Men så er det jo akkurat som med kammerherrerne da; for de trænger også svært til solskin, som der siges.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE.
 Uf, uf; der begik De en udslidt spydighed!
 

DEN NÆRSYNTE HERRE.
 Fruen producerer sig –
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 – og det på vor bekostning. (truer.) Fru Berta, fru Berta!
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, men det er nu visst og sandt, at årgangene kan være højst forskellige. De gamle årgange er de fineste.
 

DEN NÆRSYNTE HERRE.
 Regner De mig til de gamle!
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Å, langt ifra.
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE.
 Ser man det! Men jeg da, søde fru Sørby –?
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Ja, og jeg! Hvad årgange regner de os til?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Dem regner jeg til de søde årgange, mine herrer.
 

(hun nipper til et glas punsch; kammerherrerne ler og fjaser med hende.)
 

WERLE.
 Fru Sørby finder altid en udvej – når hun vil. Stik dog på glassene, mine herrer; – Pettersen, å, sørg for –! Gregers, jeg tænker vi drikker et glas sammen. (Gregers rører sig ikke.) Vil ikke De være med, Ekdal? Jeg fik ikke anledning til at erindre Dem ved bordet.
 

(Bogholder Gråberg ser ind gennem tapetdøren.)
 

GRÅBERG.
 Om forladelse, herr grosserer, men jeg kan ikke slippe ud.
 

WERLE.
 Nå, er De nu ble’t låset inde igen?
 

GRÅBERG.
 Ja, og Flakstad er gåt med nøglerne –
 

WERLE.
 Nå, så gå De bare her igennem.
 

GRÅBERG.
 Men der er én til –
 

WERLE.
 Ja kom, kom begge to; genér Dem ikke.
 

(Gråberg og gamle Ekdal kommer ud fra kontoret.)
 

WERLE

(uvilkårligt).
 

Uf da!
 

(Latter og passiar forstummer mellem gæsterne. Hjalmar farer sammen ved synet af sin far, sætter sit glas fra sig og vender sig mod kaminen.)
 

EKDAL

(ser ikke op, men gør korte buk til siderne idet han går og mumler).
 

Ber om forladelse. Er kommen den gale vejen. Porten lukket; – porten lukket. Ber om forladelse.
 

(han og Gråberg går ud i baggrunden til højre.)
 

WERLE

(mellem tænderne).
 

Den forbistrede Gråberg!
 

GREGERS

(med åben mund og stirrende øjne, til Hjalmar).
 

Men det var da vel aldrig –!
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Hvad er det for noget? Hvem var det?
 

GREGERS.
 Å, det var ingen; bare bogholderen og én til.
 

DEN NÆRSYNTE HERRE

(til Hjalmar).
 

Kendte De den manden?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg véd ikke –; jeg la’ ikke mærke til –
 

DEN FEDE HERRE

(rejser sig).
 

Hvad pokker er der dog i vejen?
 

(han går hen til nogle andre, som taler dæmpet.)
 

FRU SØRBY

(hvisker til tjeneren).
 

Stik noget til ham derude; noget rigtig godt.
 

PETTERSEN

(nikker).
 

Skal så gøre.
 

(går ud.)
 

GREGERS

(sagte og rystet, til Hjalmar).
 

Det var altså virkelig ham!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja.
 

GREGERS.
 Og endda så stod du her og nægted, at du kendte ham!
 

HJALMAR

(hvisker heftigt).
 

Men kunde jeg da –!
 

GREGERS.
 – kendes ved din far?
 

HJALMAR

(smerteligt).
 

Å, hvis du var i mit sted, så –
 

(Samtalerne mellem gæsterne, som har været ført med lavt mæle, slår nu over i en tvungen højrøstethed.)
 

DEN TYNDHÅREDE

(nærmer sig venskabeligt til Hjalmar og Gregers).
 

Aha, står man her og frisker op gamle minder fra studenterårene? Hvad? Røger De ikke, herr Ekdal? Vil De ha’ ild? Nå, det er sandt, vi må jo ikke –
 

HJALMAR.
 Tak, jeg skal ikke ha’ –
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Har De ikke et lidet net digt at deklamere for os, herr Ekdal? Før i tiden gjorde De det så nydeligt.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg kan desværre ikke huske noget.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE.
 Å, det var skade. Ja, hvad skal vi så finde på, Balle?
 

(begge herrerne går hen over gulvet og ud i den anden stue.)
 

HJALMAR

(dystert).
 

Gregers, – jeg vil gå! Når en mand har følt skæbnens knusende slag på sit hoved, ser du –. Sig din far farvel fra mig.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, ja. Går du lige hjem?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja. Hvorfor det?
 

GREGERS.
 Jo, for så kommer jeg kanske hen til dig siden.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, det skal du ikke. Ikke hjem til mig. Min bolig er trist, Gregers, – især ovenpå et strålende gilde, som dette her. Vi kan altid træffes et steds ude i byen.
 

FRU SØRBY

(har nærmet sig, dæmpet).
 

Går De, Ekdal?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Hils Gina.
 

HJALMAR.
 Tak.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Og sig, at jeg ser op til hende en af dagene.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, tak. (til Gregers.) Bliv her. Jeg vil forsvinde ubemærket.
 

(han driver hen over gulvet, derefter ind i den anden stue og ud til højre.)
 

FRU SØRBY

(sagte til tjeneren, som er kommen tilbage).
 

Nå, fik så den gamle noget med?
 

PETTERSEN.
 Ja da; jeg stak til ham en flaske konjak.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Å, De kunde da fundet på noget bedre.
 

PETTERSEN.
 Nej da, fru Sørby; konjak er det bedste, han véd.
 

DEN FEDE HERRE

(i døren med et notehæfte i hånden).
 

Skal vi kanske spille lidt sammen, fru Sørby?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja nok; lad os det.
 

GÆSTERNE.
 Bravo, bravo!
 

(Hun og alle de fremmede går gennem stuen ud til højre. Gregers blir stående ved kaminen. Grosserer Werle søger noget på skrivebordet og synes at ønske, at Gregers skal gå; da denne ikke rører sig, går grossereren mod udgangsdøren.)
 

GREGERS.
 Far, vil du ikke vente lidt?
 

WERLE

(standser).
 

Hvad er det?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg må tale et ord med dig.
 

WERLE.
 Kan ikke det vente til vi blir alene?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, det kan ikke; for det turde kanske hænde, at vi slet ikke blir alene.
 

WERLE

(kommer nærmere).
 

Hvad skal det sige?
 

(Under det følgende høres fjernt pianofortespil fra musiksalen.)
 

GREGERS.
 Hvorledes har man her kunnet la’ den familje så ynkeligt forkomme?
 

WERLE.
 Du mener formodentlig Ekdals, kan jeg tænke.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, jeg mener Ekdals. Løjtnant Ekdal stod dig dog engang så nær.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, desværre, han stod mig nok altfor nær. Det fik jeg føle og svie for i mange år. Det er ham, jeg kan takke for, at jeg fik en slags klik på mit gode navn og rygte, jeg også.
 

GREGERS

(sagte).
 

Var han virkelig den eneste skyldige.
 

WERLE.
 Hvem ellers, mener du!
 

GREGERS.
 Han og du var dog begge sammen om det store skogkøb –
 

WERLE.
 Men var det ikke Ekdal, som optog kortet over strækningerne, – dette uefterrettelige kort? Ham var det, som drev al den ulovlige hugst på statens grund. Det var jo ham, som stod for hele driften deroppe. Jeg havde ikke rede på, hvad løjtnant Ekdal foretog sig.
 

GREGERS.
 Løjtnant Ekdal havde nok ikke selv rede på, hvad han foretog sig.
 

WERLE.
 Kan gerne være. Men kendsgerningen er nu den, at han blev dømt og jeg frifunden.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, jeg véd nok, at der ingen beviser var.
 

WERLE.
 Frifindelse er frifindelse. Hvorfor ripper du op i disse gamle uhyggelige sager, som gav mig grå hår før tiden? Er det sligt noget, du har gåt og grublet på i alle disse år der oppe? Jeg kan forsikre dig, Gregers, – her i byen er de historier glemt for længe siden – for mit vedkommende.
 

GREGERS.
 Men den ulykkelige ekdalske familje da!
 

WERLE.
 Hvad vilde du da egentlig, jeg skulde gøre for de folk? Da Ekdal kom på fri fod igen, var han en nedbrudt mand, rent uhjelpelig. Der gives mennesker her i verden, som dukker til bunds, bare de får et par hagel i kroppen, og så kommer de aldrig op igen mere. Du kan tro mig på mit ord, Gregers; jeg har strakt mig så langt, som jeg kunde, når jeg ikke ligefrem skulde blotstille mig og gi’ næring til alskens mistanke og folkesnak –
 

GREGERS.
 Mistanke –? Nå så, ja.
 

WERLE.
 Jeg har skaffet Ekdal arkskrift fra kontoret, og jeg betaler ham langt, langt mere for det, end hans arbejde er værd –
 

GREGERS

(uden at se på ham).
 

Hm; tviler ikke på det.
 

WERLE.
 Ler du? Tror du kanske ikke det er sandt, hvad jeg siger? I mine bøger står der rigtignok ikke noget om det; for slige udgifter bogfører jeg aldrig.
 

GREGERS

(smiler koldt).
 

Nej, der gives vel visse udgifter, som det er bedst ikke at bogføre.
 

WERLE

(studser).
 

Hvad mener du med det?
 

GREGERS

(med tilkæmpet mod).
 

Har du bogført, hvad det kosted dig at la’ Hjalmar Ekdal lære fotografering?
 

WERLE.
 Jeg? Hvorledes bogført?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg véd nu, at det var dig, som bekosted det. Og nu véd jeg også, at det var dig, som satte ham så rundelig istand til at etablere sig.
 

WERLE.
 Nå, og så heder det endda, at jeg ingen ting har gjort for Ekdals! Jeg kan forsikre dig, de mennesker har sandelig voldt mig udgifter nok.
 

GREGERS.
 Har du bogført nogen af de udgifter?
 

WERLE.
 Hvorfor spør’ du om det?
 

GREGERS.
 Å, det har så sine årsager. Hør, sig mig, – den tid, da du tog dig så varmt af din gamle vens søn, – var ikke det netop just som han skulde til at gifte sig!
 

WERLE.
 Ja, hvor pokker, – hvor kan jeg efter så mange års forløb –?
 

GREGERS.
 Du skrev mig den gang et brev til, – et forretningsbrev naturligvis; og i en efterskrift stod der, ganske kort, at Hjalmar Ekdal havde giftet sig med en frøken Hansen.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, det var jo ganske rigtig; hun hed så.
 

GREGERS.
 Men du skrev ikke noget om, at den frøken Hansen var Gina Hansen, – vor forhenværende husjomfru.
 

WERLE

(ler spotsk, men tvungent).
 

Nej, for jeg tænkte såmænd ikke, at du interesserte dig så særligt for vor forhenværende husjomfru.
 

GREGERS.
 Det gjorde jeg heller ikke. Men – (sænker stemmen.) her var nok andre i huset, som interesserte sig særligt for hende.
 

WERLE.
 Hvad mener du med det? (bruser imod ham.) Du sigter da vel aldrig til mig!
 

GREGERS

(sagte, men fast).
 

Jo, jeg sigter til dig.
 

WERLE.
 Og det vover du –! Det understår du dig –! Hvor kan han, den utaknemmelige, han, fotografen –; hvor tør han driste sig til at komme med slige sigtelser!
 

GREGERS.
 Hjalmar har ikke med et ord rørt ved dette her. Jeg tror ikke, han har så meget som en anelse om noget sligt.
 

WERLE.
 Men hvor har du det da fra? Hvem har kunnet sige noget sådant?
 

GREGERS.
 Det har min stakkers ulykkelige mor sagt. Og det var sidste gang jeg så hende.
 

WERLE.
 Din mor! Ja, kunde jeg ikke næsten tænke det! Hun og du, – I holdt altid sammen. Det var hende, som fra først af fik dit sind vendt bort ifra mig.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, det var alt det, hun måtte lide og døje, til hun bukked under og gik så ynkelig til grunde.
 

WERLE.
 Å, hun måtte slet ingen ting lide og døje; ikke mere, end så mange andre, i al fald! Men sygelige, overspændte mennesker er der ikke noget udkomme med. Det har nok jeg fåt føle. – Og så går du og bærer på en slig mistanke, – går og roder dig ned i alskens gamle rygter og bagvaskelser imod din egen far. Hør nu, Gregers, jeg synes sandelig, du i din alder kunde ta’ dig noget nyttigere til.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, det turde nok være på tiden.
 

WERLE.
 Så vilde kanske også dit sind bli’ lettere, end det nu lader til at være. Hvad skal det føre til, at du går år ud og år ind der oppe på værket, sidder og træller som en simpel kontorbetjent, ikke vil oppebære en skilling over den almindelige månedsløn? Det er jo ren dårskab af dig.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, dersom jeg var så ganske viss på det.
 

WERLE.
 Jeg forstår dig jo nok. Du vil være uafhængig, vil ikke skylde mig noget. Men nu er der netop anledning for dig til at bli’ uafhængig, din egen herre i et og alt.
 

GREGERS.
 Så? Og på hvad måde –?
 

WERLE.
 Da jeg skrev dig til, at du så nødvendig måtte komme ind til byen nu straks – hm –
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, hvad er det egentlig, du vil mig? Jeg har hele dagen gåt og ventet på at få vide det.
 

WERLE.
 Jeg vil foreslå dig, at du går ind som deltager i firmaet.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg! I dit firma? Som kompagnon?
 

WERLE.
 Ja. Vi behøvte jo ikke stadig at være sammen for det. Du kunde jo overtage forretningerne her i byen, og så flytted jeg op til værket.
 

GREGERS.
 Vilde du?
 

WERLE.
 Ja, ser du, jeg er ikke længere så arbejdsfør, som jeg tidligere var. Jeg blir nødt til at skåne øjnene, Gregers; for de er begyndt at bli’ noget svage.
 

GREGERS.
 Det har de jo altid været.
 

WERLE.
 Ikke som nu. Og så desuden, – omstændighederne kunde kanske gøre det ønskeligt for mig at bo der oppe – i al fald for en tid.
 

GREGERS.
 Noget sligt havde jeg aldrig tænkt mig.
 

WERLE.
 Hør nu, Gregers; der er jo så mangt og meget, som skiller imellem os. Men vi er jo dog far og søn alligevel. Jeg synes, vi måtte kunne komme til en slags forståelse med hinanden.
 

GREGERS.
 Sådan i det ydre, mener du vel?
 

WERLE.
 Nå, det var jo i al fald noget. Tænk over det, Gregers. Synes du ikke, det måtte kunne la’ sig gøre? Hvad?
 

GREGERS

(ser på ham med kolde øjne).
 

Her stikker noget under.
 

WERLE.
 Hvorledes det?
 

GREGERS.
 Der må være noget, som du har brug for mig til.
 

WERLE.
 I så nært et forhold som vort har den ene vel altid brug for den anden.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, man siger jo så.
 

WERLE.
 Jeg vilde gerne ha’ dig hjemme hos mig nu en tid. Jeg er en ensom mand, Gregers; har altid følt mig ensom, – hele mit liv igennem; men mest nu, da jeg begynder at drage på alderen. Jeg trænger til at ha’ nogen om mig. –
 

GREGERS.
 Du har jo fru Sørby.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, det har jeg; og hun er, så at sige, ble’t mig næsten uundværlig. Hun er kvik, har et jævnt sind; hun liver op i huset; – og det kan jeg så sårt trænge til.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå ja; men så har du det jo altså, som du ønsker det.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, men jeg er bange, det kan ikke bli’ ved. En kvinde i slige forhold kommer let i en skæv stilling lige over for verden. Ja, jeg havde nær sagt, at en mand er heller ikke tjent med det.
 

GREGERS.
 Å, når en mand gir slige middagsselskaber som du, så kan han visst vove adskilligt.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, men hun, Gregers? Jeg er bange for, at hun ikke længer vil finde sig i det. Og selv om hun gjorde det, – selv om hun af hengivenhed for mig satte sig ud over folkesnak og bagvaskelse og sligt noget –? Synes da du, Gregers, du med din stærkt udprægede retfærdighedsfølelse –
 

GREGERS

(afbryder ham).
 

Sig mig kort og godt én ting. Tænker du på at gifte dig med hende?
 

WERLE.
 Og hvis jeg nu tænkte på sådant noget? Hvad så?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, det spør’ jeg også. Hvad så?
 

WERLE.
 Vilde det være dig så aldeles uovervindelig imod?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, aldeles ikke. Ikke på nogen måde.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, for jeg kunde jo ikke vide, om det kanske af hensyn til din afdøde mors minde –
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg er ikke overspændt.
 

WERLE.
 Nå, hvad du end er eller ikke er, så har du i al fald lettet en tung sten fra mit bryst. Det er mig overmåde kært, at jeg tør gøre regning på din tilslutning i denne sag.
 

GREGERS

(ser ufravendt på ham).
 

Nu skønner jeg, hvad det er, du vil bruge mig til.
 

WERLE.
 Bruge dig til? Hvad er dog det for et udtryk!
 

GREGERS.
 Å, lad os ikke være kræsne i valg af ord; – ikke på to mands hånd i al fald. (ler kort.) Ja så da! Derfor var det altså, at jeg, død og plage, måtte indfinde mig i byen i egen person. I anledning af fru Sørby skal der arrangeres familjeliv her i huset. Tablå mellem far og søn! Det blir noget nyt, det!
 

WERLE.
 Hvor tør du tale i den tone!
 

GREGERS.
 Når har her været familjeliv? Aldrig så længe jeg kan mindes. Men nu har man sagtens behov for en smule af den slags. For det vil jo unægtelig ta’ sig godt ud, når det kan fortælles, at sønnen – på pietetens vinger – er ilet hjem til den aldrende faders brudgomsfest. Hvad blir der så igen af alle rygterne om, hvad den stakkers afdøde måtte lide og døje? Ikke et fnug. Hendes søn slår dem jo til jorden.
 

WERLE.
 Gregers, – jeg tror ikke, der findes den mand i verden, der er dig så meget imod som jeg.
 

GREGERS

(sagte).
 

Jeg har set dig på for nært hold.
 

WERLE.
 Du har set mig med din mors øjne. (sænker stemmen lidt.) Men du skulde huske på, at de øjne var – omtåget en gang iblandt.
 

GREGERS

(bævende).
 

Jeg forstår, hvad du sigter til. Men hvem bær’ skylden for mors ulykkelige svaghed? Det gør du og alle disse –! Den sidste af dem var dette fruentimmer, som Hjalmar Ekdal blev makket sammen med, da du ikke længer – å!
 

WERLE

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Ord til andet, som om jeg hørte din mor.
 

GREGERS

(uden at agte på ham).
 

– og der sidder han nu, han med sit store troskyldige barnesind midt i bedraget, – lever under tag sammen med en slig en, og véd ikke, at det, han kalder sit hjem, er bygget på en løgn! (et skridt nærmere.) Når jeg ser tilbage på al din færd, da er det, som om jeg så ud over en slagmark med knuste menneskeskæbner langs alle vejene.
 

WERLE.
 Jeg tror næsten, at kløften er for bred imellem os to.
 

GREGERS

(bukker behersket).
 

Det har jeg observeret; og derfor tar jeg også min hat og går.
 

WERLE.
 Går du! Ud af huset?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja. For nu øjner jeg endelig én gang en opgave at leve for.
 

WERLE.
 Hvad er det for en opgave?
 

GREGERS.
 Du vilde bare le, ifald du hørte det.
 

WERLE.
 En ensom mand ler ikke så let, Gregers.
 

GREGERS

(peger ud mod baggrunden).
 

Se, far, – der leger kammerherrerne blindebuk med fru Sørby. – God nat og far vel.
 

(Han går ud i baggrunden til højre. Latter og løjer høres fra selskabet, der kommer til syne i den ydre stue.)
 

WERLE

(mumler hånligt efter Gregers).
 

He –! Stakker, – og så siger han, at han ikke er overspændt!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Hjalmar Ekdals atelier. Rummet, der er temmelig stort, ses at være et loftværelse. Til højre er der skråtag med store glasruder, halvt tildækkede af et blåt forhæng. Oppe i hjørnet til højre er indgangsdøren foran på samme side en dør til dagligstuen. På væggen til venstre er ligeledes to døre og mellem disse en jernovn På bagvæggen er en bred dobbeltdør, indrettet til at skyde til siderne. Atelieret er tarveligt men hyggeligt indrettet og udstyret. Mellem dørene til højre, lidt fra væggen, står en sofa med et bord og nogle stole; på bordet en tændt lampe med skærm; i ovnskrogen en gammel lænestol. Forskellige fotografiske apparater og instrumenter står opstillet hist og her i rummet. Ved bagvæggen, til venstre for dobbeltdøren, står en reol, hvori nogle bøger, æsker og flasker med kemiske stoffer, forskellige slags redskaber, værktøj og andre genstande. Fotografier og småting, som pensler, papir og lignende, ligger på bordet.)
 

(Gina Ekdal sidder på en stol ved bordet og syr. Hedvig sidder i sofaen med hænderne foran øjnene og tommelfingrene i ørerne og læser i en bog.)
 

GINA

(skotter et par gange, ligesom med dulgt bekymring, hen til hende; derpå siger hun).
 

Hedvig!
 

HEDVIG

(hører det ikke).
 

GINA

(højere).
 

Hedvig!
 

HEDVIG

(tar hænderne fra og ser op).
 

Ja, mor?
 

GINA.
 Snille Hedvig, nu må du ikke sidde og læse længer.
 

HEDVIG.
 Å men, mor, kan jeg da ikke få læse lidt til? Bare lidt!
 

GINA.
 Nej, nej, nu skal du lægge den bogen ifra dig. Din far liker det ikke; han selv læser aldrig om kvellerne.
 

HEDVIG

(lukker bogen).
 

Nej, far bryr sig nu ikke så stort om at læse, han.
 

GINA

(lægger sytøjet til side og tar en blyant og et lidet hæfte på bordet).
 

Kan du huske, hvor meget vi gav ud for smørret idag?
 

HEDVIG.
 Det var 1 krone og 65 øre.
 

GINA.
 Det er rigtig. (noterer.) Det er svært, hvad her bruges af smør her i huset. Og så var det til spegepølse og til ost, – lad mig se – (noterer.) – og så var det til skinke – hm – (summerer.) Ja, der har vi straks –
 

HEDVIG.
 Og så kommer øllet til.
 

GINA.
 Ja, det forstår sig. (noterer.) Det løber op; men det må jo til.
 

HEDVIG.
 Og så behøvte jo ikke du og jeg noget varmt til middag, siden far var ude.
 

GINA.
 Nej; og det var jo bra’. Nå, og så tog jeg jo også ind otte kroner og femti for fotografierne.
 

HEDVIG.
 Tænk, – blev det så meget!
 

GINA.
 Akkurat otte kroner og femti.
 

(Taushed. Gina tar atter sit sytøj. Hedvig tar papir og blyant og gir sig til at tegne noget, med den venstre hånd skyggende for øjnene.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Er det ikke morsomt at tænke sig, at far er i stort middagsselskab hos grosserer Werle?
 

GINA.
 Du kan da ikke sige, at det er hos grossereren, han er. Det var jo sønnen, som sendte bud efter ham. (lidt efter.) Vi har jo ikke noget med den grossereren at gøre.
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg glæder mig så umådelig til, at far skal komme hjem. For han lovte, at han skulde be’ fru Sørby om noget godt til mig.
 

GINA.
 Ja, der vanker såmænd nok af gode ting i det huset, kan du tro.
 

HEDVIG

(tegner fremdeles).
 

Lidt sulten er jeg næsten også.
 

(Gamle Ekdal, med papirpakken under armen og en anden pakke i frakkelommen, kommer ind gennem gangdøren.)
 

GINA.
 Hvor sent bedstefar kommer hjem idag.
 

EKDAL.
 De havde stængt kontoret. Måtte vente hos Gråberg. Og så fik jeg gå igennem – hm.
 

HEDVIG.
 Gav de dig noget nyt at skrive af, bedstefar?
 

EKDAL.
 Hele pakken her. Vil du bare se.
 

GINA.
 Det var jo bra’.
 

HEDVIG.
 Og i lommen har du også en pakke.
 

EKDAL.
 Så? Snak; det er ikke noget. (sætter stokken fra sig i krogen.) Det blir arbejde for lang tid, dette her, Gina. (trækker den ene halvdør på bagvæggen lidt tilside.) Hys! (kikker en stund ind i rummet og skyder atter døren forsigtigt for.) He – he! De sover såmænd alle i hob. Og hun selv har lagt sig i kurven. He – he!
 

HEDVIG.
 Er du viss på, at hun ikke fryser i den kurven, bedstefar?
 

EKDAL.
 Kan du tænke sligt! Fryser? I alt det strå? (går mod den øverste dør til venstre.) Jeg finder vel fyrstikker?
 

GINA.
 Fyrstikkerne står på kommoden.
 

(Ekdal går ind i sit værelse.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Det var rigtig godt, at bedstefar fik alt det at skrive igen.
 

GINA.
 Ja, stakkers gamle far; så tjener han sig da en liden lommeskilling.
 

HEDVIG.
 Og så kan han ikke sidde hele formiddagen der nede på den fæle madam Eriksens restauration.
 

GINA.
 Det også, ja.
 

(kort taushed.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Tror du, de sidder ved middagsbordet endnu?
 

GINA.
 Vorherre véd; det kan såmænd gerne hænde, det.
 

HEDVIG.
 Tænk, al den dejlige mad, som far får at spise! Jeg er viss på, at han er glad og fornøjet, når han kommer. Tror du ikke det, mor?
 

GINA.
 Jo; men tænk, om vi nu kunde fortælle ham, at vi havde fåt værelset lejet bort.
 

HEDVIG.
 Men det behøves ikke ikveld.
 

GINA.
 A, det kunde nok komme godt med, du. Og det står jo der til ingen nytte.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, jeg mener, det behøves ikke, for ikveld er far godt oplagt alligevel. Det er bedre, at vi har det med værelset til en anden gang.
 

GINA

(ser over til hende).
 

Er du glad, når du har noget godt at fortælle far, når han kommer hjem om kvellerne?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, for så blir her mere fornøjeligt.
 

GINA

(tænker hen for sig).
 

Å ja, der er noget i det.
 

(Gamle Ekdal kommer ind igen og vil gå ud gennem den forreste dør til venstre.)
 

GINA

(vender sig halvt på stolen).
 

Skal bedstefar ha’ noget i køkkenet?
 

EKDAL.
 Skulde så, ja. Bliv bare siddende.
 

(går ud.)
 

GINA.
 Han roder da vel ikke med gløderne derude? (venter en stund.) Hedvig, se du efter, hvad han tar sig til.
 

(Ekdal kommer ind igen med en liden mugge med dampende vand.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Henter du varmt vand, bedstefar?
 

EKDAL.
 Ja, jeg gør. Skal bruge det til noget. Jeg må skrive; og så er blækket ble’t jørmet som en grød, – hm.
 

GINA.
 Men bedstefar skulde da spise kveldsmaden først. Den er jo sat ind.
 

EKDAL.
 Det får være det samme med kveldsmaden, Gina. Har svært travlt, siger jeg. Jeg vil ikke ha’ nogen ind på kammerset til mig. Ikke nogen, – hm.
 

(Han går ind i sit værelse. Gina og Hedvig ser på hinanden.)
 

GINA

(sagte).
 

Kan du skønne, du, hvor han har fåt penge fra?
 

HEDVIG.
 Han har visst fåt af Gråberg.
 

GINA.
 Å langt ifra. Gråberg sender jo altid pengene til mig.
 

HEDVIG.
 Så må han ha’ fåt sig en flaske på borg et steds.
 

GINA.
 Stakkers gamlefar, de borger nok ikke ham noget.
 

(Hjalmar Ekdal, overfrakke og med en grå filthat, kommer ind fra højre.)
 

GINA

(kaster sytøjet og rejser sig).
 

Nej men, Ekdal, er du alt der igen!
 

HEDVIG

(samtidigt, springer op).
 

Tænk, at du kommer nu, far!
 

HJALMAR

(sætter hatten fra sig).
 

Ja, nu gik nok de fleste.
 

HEDVIG.
 Så tidlig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det var jo et middagsselskab.
 

(vil trække yderfrakken af.)
 

GINA.
 Lad mig hjælpe dig.
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg også.
 

(De trækker frakken af ham; Gina hænger den op på bagvæggen.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Var der mange der, far?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å nej, ikke mange. Vi var så en 12-14 personer til bords.
 

GINA.
 Og du fik vel snakke med dem alle sammen?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å ja, lidt; men det var nu især Gregers, som la’ beslag på mig.
 

GINA.
 Er Gregers lige styg endnu?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, han ser jo ikke videre godt ud. – Er ikke den gamle kommet hjem?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo, bedstefar sidder inde og skriver.
 

HJALMAR.
 Sa’ han noget?
 

GINA.
 Nej, hvad skulde han sige?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nævnte han ikke noget om –? Jeg synes, jeg hørte, at han havde været hos Gråberg. Jeg vil gå lidt ind til ham.
 

GINA.
 Nej, nej, det er ikke værdt –
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvorfor ikke det? Sa’ han, at han ikke vilde ha’ mig ind?
 

GINA.
 Han vil nok ikke ha’ nogen ind i kveld –
 

HEDVIG

(gør tegn).
 

Hm-hm!
 

GINA

(mærker det ikke).
 

– han har været her og hentet sig varmt vand
 

HJALMAR.
 Aha, sidder han og –?
 

GINA.
 Ja, han gør nok det.
 

HJALMAR.
 Herregud, – min stakkers gamle hvidhårede far –! Ja, lad ham så bare sidde og gøre sig rigtig dygtig tilgode.
 

(Gamle Ekdal, i husfrakke og med tændt tobakspibe, kommer fra sit værelse.)
 

EKDAL.
 Kommen hjem? Syntes nok, jeg hørte, det var dig, som snakked.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg kom nu netop.
 

EKDAL.
 Du så mig nok ikke, du?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej; men de sa’, du var gåt igennem –; og så vilde jeg følge dig.
 

EKDAL.
 Hm, snilt af dig, Hjalmar. – Hvad var det for nogen, alle de folk?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, det var forskellige. Der var kammerherre Flor og kammerherre Balle og kammerherre Kaspersen og kammerherre – så og så; jeg véd ikke –
 

EKDAL

(nikker).
 

Hører du det, Gina! Han har været sammen med bare kammerherrer.
 

GINA.
 Ja, det er nok svært fint i det huset nu.
 

HEDVIG.
 Sang de kammerherrerne, far? Eller læste de noget op?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, de bare vrøvled. Så vilde de ha’ mig til at deklamere for sig; men det fik de mig ikke til.
 

EKDAL.
 Fik de dig ikke til det, du?
 

GINA.
 Det kunde du da gerne ha’ gjort.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej; en skal ikke straks stå på pinde for alle og enhver. (spadserer om på gulvet.) Jeg gør det i al fald ikke.
 

EKDAL.
 Nej, nej; Hjalmar er ikke så lige til, han.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg véd ikke, hvorfor jeg just skal sørge for underholdningen, når jeg er ude engang iblandt. Lad de andre anstrænge sig. Der går de fyrene fra det ene madhus til det andet og æder og drikker dag ud og dag ind. Lad dem så værs’go’ gøre nytte for al den gode mad, de får.
 

GINA.
 Men det sa’ du da vel ikke?
 

HJALMAR

(nynner).
 

Hå-hå-hå –; de fik såmænd høre noget af hvert.
 

EKDAL.
 Og det var til kammerherrerne selv!
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er ikke frit for det. (henkastende.) Siden kom vi i en liden dispyt om Tokayervin.
 

EKDAL.
 Tokayervin, du? Det er en fin vin, det.
 

HJALMAR

(standser).
 

Den kan være fin. Men jeg skal sige dig, ikke alle årgangene er lige fine; det kommer alt an på, hvor meget solskin druerne har fåt.
 

GINA.
 Nej, du véd da også al tingen, du, Ekdal.
 

EKDAL.
 Og det gav de sig til at disputere om?
 

HJALMAR.
 De vilde prøve på det; men så fik de den besked, at det var ligedan med kammerherrer. Af dem var heller ikke alle årgange lige fine – blev der sagt.
 

GINA.
 Nej, hvad du kan finde på!
 

EKDAL.
 He-he! Og det fik de på sin tallerken?
 

HJALMAR.
 Lige op i øjnene fik de det.
 

EKDAL.
 Du, Gina, han sa’ det lige op i øjnene på kammerherrerne.
 

GINA.
 Nej, tænk, lige op i øjnene.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, men jeg vil ikke ha’, at der skal tales om det. Sligt fortæller man ikke. Det hele gik jo også af i al venskabelighed, naturligvis. Det var jo hyggelige, gemytlige mennesker; hvorfor skulde jeg så såre dem? Nej!
 

EKDAL.
 Men lige op i øjnene –
 

HEDVIG

(indsmigrende).
 

Hvor morsomt det er at se dig i kjole. Du tar dig godt ud i kjole, far!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, synes du ikke det? Og denne her sidder virkelig meget upåklageligt. Den passer næsten som om den var sydd til mig; – lidt trang i armhullerne kanske –; hjælp mig, Hedvig. (trækker kjolen af.) Jeg tar heller jakken på. Hvor har du jakken, Gina?
 

GINA.
 Her er den.
 

(bringer jakken og hjælper ham.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Se så! Husk endelig på, at Molvik får kjolen igen straks imorgen tidlig.
 

GINA

(lægger den hen).
 

Det skal nok bli’ besørget.
 

HJALMAR

(strækker sig).
 

Ah, det kendes dog ligesom mere hjemligt. Og en sådan løs og ledig husdragt passer også bedre til min hele skikkelse. Synes ikke du det, Hedvig?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo, far!
 

HJALMAR.
 Når jeg således slår halstørklædet ud i et par flagrende ender –; se her! Hvad?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det tar sig så godt ud til knebelsbarten og til det store krøllede håret.
 

HJALMAR.
 Krøllet vil jeg ikke egentlig kalde det; jeg vil snarere sige lokket.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, for det er så storkrøllet.
 

HJALMAR.
 Egentlig lokket.
 

HEDVIG

(lidt efter, trækker ham i jakken).
 

Far!
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, hvad er det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Å, du véd godt, hvad det er.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej visst véd jeg ikke, nej.
 

HEDVIG

(ler og klynker).
 

Å jo, far; nu skal du ikke pine mig længer!
 

HJALMAR.
 Men hvad er det da?
 

HEDVIG

(rusker i ham).
 

Å snak; kom nu med det, far! Du véd jo alt det gode, du lovte mig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å – nej tænk, at jeg skulde glemme det!
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, du vil bare narre mig, far! Å, det er skam af dig! Hvor har du det henne?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, så sandelig glemte jeg det ikke. Men bi lidt! Jeg har noget andet til dig, Hedvig.
 

(går hen og søger i kjolelommerne.)
 

HEDVIG

(hopper og klapper i hænderne).
 

Å mor, mor!
 

GINA.
 Ser du; når du bare gir tid, så –
 

HJALMAR

(med et papir).
 

Se, her har vi den.
 

HEDVIG.
 Det der? Det er jo bare et papir.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er spiseseddelen, du; hele spiseseddelen. Her står „Menu”; det betyder spiseseddel.
 

HEDVIG.
 Har du ikke noget andet?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg har jo glemt det andet, hører du. Men du kan tro mig på mit ord: det er en dårlig fornøjelse med det slikkeri. Sæt dig nu bort til bordet og læs på den seddelen, så skal jeg siden beskrive dig, hvorledes retterne smager. Se der, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG

(svælger gråden).
 

Tak.
 

(Hun sætter sig, men uden at læse; Gina gør tegn til hende; Hjalmar mærker det.)
 

HJALMAR

(driver om på gulvet).
 

Det er da også de utroligste ting, en familjeforsørger har at tænke på; og glemmer en bare det aller ringeste, – straks skal en se sure miner. Nå, en vænner sig til det også. (standser ved ovnen hos den gamle.) Har du kikket der ind i aften, far?
 

EKDAL.
 Ja, du kan vel tænke dig det. Hun er gåt i kurven.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, er hun gåt i kurven! Hun begynder altså at vænne sig til den.
 

EKDAL.
 Ja, du; det var jo det, jeg spåde. Men nu, ser du, nu er der nogen små grejer til –
 

HJALMAR.
 Nogen forbedringer, ja.
 

EKDAL.
 Men de må gøres, du.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, lad os snakke lidt om de forbedringerne, far. Kom her, så sætter vi os i sofaen.
 

EKDAL.
 Ja nok! Hm, tror, jeg vil stoppe piben først; – må nok renske den også. Hm.
 

(han går ind i sit værelse.)
 

GINA

(smiler til Hjalmar).
 

Renske piben, du.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å ja, ja, Gina, lad ham bare –; den stakkers skibbrudne gubbe. – Ja, de forbedringerne, – dem er det bedst, vi får fra hånden imorgen.
 

GINA.
 Imorgen får du nok ikke tid, Ekdal.
 

HEDVIG

(indfaldende).
 

Å jo visst, mor!
 

GINA.
 – for husk på de kopierne, som skal retuseres; her har nu været så mange bud efter dem.
 

HJALMAR.
 Se så; er det nu de kopierne igen? De skal nok bli’ færdige. Er her kanske kommet nye bestillinger også?
 

GINA.
 Nej desværre; imorgen har jeg ikke andet end de to portrætterne, som du véd.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ikke noget andet? Å nej, når man ikke griber sig an, så –
 

GINA.
 Men hvad skal jeg da gøre? Jeg sætter jo i aviserne alt det jeg årker, synes jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, aviserne, aviserne; du ser, hvad det hjælper til. Og så har der vel ikke været nogen og set på værelset heller?
 

GINA.
 Nej, endnu ikke.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det var jo at vente. Når man ikke er om sig, så –. Man må ta’ sig rigtig sammen, Gina!
 

HEDVIG

(går imod ham).
 

Skal jeg ikke ta’ fløjten til dig, far?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej; ingen fløjte; jeg behøver ingen glæder her i verden. (driver om.) Jo, jeg skal såmænd arbejde imorgen; det skal ikke mangle på det. Jeg skal visst arbejde så længe mine kræfter strækker til –
 

GINA.
 Men, kære snille Ekdal, det var da ikke så, jeg mente.
 

HEDVIG.
 Far, skal jeg ikke sætte ind en flaske øl?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, aldeles ikke. Der behøves ingen ting for mig. – – (standser.) Øl? – Var det øl, du talte om?
 

HEDVIG

(livlig).
 

Ja, far; dejlig friskt øl.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, – når du endelig vil, så kan du jo gerne sætte ind en flaske.
 

GINA.
 Ja, gør det; så skal vi ha’ det hyggeligt.
 

(Hedvig løber mod køkkendøren.)
 

HJALMAR

(ved ovnen, standser hende, ser på hende, griber hende om hodet og trykker hende op til sig).
 

Hedvig! Hedvig!
 

HEDVIG

(glad og i tårer).
 

Å du snille far!
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, kald mig ikke så. Der har jeg siddet og ta’t for mig ved den rige mands bord, – siddet og svælget ved det bugnende taffel –! Og så kunde jeg endda –!
 

GINA

(sidder ved bordet).
 

Å snak, snak, Ekdal.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo! Men I må ikke regne det så nøje med mig. I véd jo, at jeg holder af jer alligevel.
 

HEDVIG

(slår armene om ham).
 

Og vi holder så umådelig af dig, far!
 

HJALMAR.
 Og skulde jeg være urimelig en gang imellem, så – Herregud – husk på, at jeg er en mand, som bestormes af sorgernes hær. Nå! (tørrer øjnene.) Ikke øl i en sådan stund. Giv mig fløjten.
 

(Hedvig løber til reolen og henter den.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Tak! Sådan, ja. Med fløjten i hånd, og med jer to omkring mig – å!
 

(Hedvig sætter sig ved bordet hos Gina; Hjalmar går frem og tilbage, sætter stærkt i og spiller en bøhmisk folkedans, men i et langsomt elegisk tempo og med følsomt foredrag.)
 

HJALMAR

(afbryder melodien, rækker Gina den venstre hånd og siger bevæget).
 

Lad det kun være trangt og tarveligt under vort tag, Gina. Det er dog hjemmet. Og det siger jeg: her er godt at være.
 

(Han begynder atter at spille; straks efter banker det på gangdøren.)
 

GINA

(rejser sig).
 

Hys, Ekdal, – jeg tror der kommer nogen.
 

HJALMAR

(lægger fløjten i reolen).
 

Se så igen!
 

(Gina går hen og åbner døren.)
 

GREGERS WERLE

(ude i gangen).
 

Om forladelse –
 

GINA

(viger lidt tilbage).
 

Å!
 

GREGERS.
 – er det ikke her, fotograf Ekdal bor?
 

GINA.
 Jo, det er.
 

HJALMAR

(går hen imod døren).
 

Gregers! Er du der alligevel? Nå, så kom ind da.
 

GREGERS

(kommer ind).
 

Jeg sa’ dig jo, at jeg vilde se op til dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men ikveld –? Er du gåt fra selskabet?
 

GREGERS.
 Både fra selskabet og fra familjehjemmet. – God aften, fru Ekdal. Jeg véd ikke, om De kan kende mig igen?
 

GINA.
 Å, jo; unge herr Werle er ikke så svær at kende igen.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, jeg ligner jo min mor; og hende mindes De sagtens.
 

HJALMAR.
 Er du gåt fra huset, siger du?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, jeg er flyttet hen på et hotel.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja så. Nå, siden du er kommen, så ta’ af dig og slå dig ned.
 

GREGERS.
 Tak.
 

(trækker yderfrakken af. Han er nu omklædt, i en simpel grå klædesdragt af landligt snit.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Her, i sofaen. Gør dig det mageligt.
 

(Gregers sætter sig i sofaen, Hjalmar på en stol ved bordet.)
 

GREGERS

(ser sig omkring).
 

Så her er det altså du holder til, Hjalmar. Her bor du altså.
 

HJALMAR.
 Dette her er atelieret, som du vel ser –
 

GINA.
 Men her er nu rummeligere; og derfor så holder vi os helst her ude.
 

HJALMAR.
 Vi bode bedre før; men denne lejligheden har én stor fordel: her er sådanne prægtige ydre rum –
 

GINA.
 Og så har vi et værelse på den andre siden af gangen, som vi kan leje ud.
 

GREGERS

(til Hjalmar).
 

Se, se, – du har logerende også.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, ikke endnu. Det går ikke så fort, ser du; man må være om sig. (til Hedvig.) Men det var det øllet, du.
 

HEDVIG

(nikker og går ud i køkkenet).
 

GREGERS.
 Det er altså din datter?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det er Hedvig.
 

GREGERS.
 Og hun er jo eneste barn?
 

HJALMAR.
 Hun er det eneste, ja. Hun er vor højeste glæde i verden, og – (sænker stemmen.) hun er også vor dybeste sorg, Gregers.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad er det, du siger!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja du; for der er al truende fare for, at hun kommer til at miste synet.
 

GREGERS.
 Blir blind!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja. Endnu er bare de første tegn at spore; og det kan jo gå bra’ en tid endnu. Men lægen har varslet os. Det kommer ubønhørligt.
 

GREGERS.
 Dette her er jo en skrækkelig ulykke. Hvorledes har hun fåt det?
 

HJALMAR

(sukker).
 

Arveligt, rimeligvis.
 

GREGERS

(studsende).
 

Arveligt?
 

GINA.
 Ekdals mor havde også svagt syn.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det siger far; jeg kan jo ikke huske hende.
 

GREGERS.
 Stakkers barn. Og hvorledes tar hun det?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, du kan da tænke, vi nænner ikke at sige hende sligt. Hun aner ingen fare. Glad og sorgløs og kviddrende som en liden fugl flagrer hun ind i livets evige nat. (overvældet.) Å, det er så knusende svært for mig, Gregers.
 

(Hedvig bringer et bræt med øl og glasse, som hun sætter på bordet.)
 

HJALMAR

(stryger hende over hodet).
 

Tak, tak, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG

(lægger armen om hans hals og hvisker ham i øret).
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej. Ikke smørrebrød nu. (ser hen.) Ja, kanske Gregers tar et stykke?
 

GREGERS

(afværgende).
 

Nej, nej tak.
 

HJALMAR

(fremdeles vemodig).
 

Nå, du kan jo sætte lidt ind alligevel. Skulde du ha’ en skalk, så var det bra’. Og så la’ det være tilstrækkelig smør på, du.
 

HEDVIG

(nikker fornøjet og går ud i køkkenet igen).
 

GREGERS

(som har fulgt hende med øjnene).
 

Hun ser da ellers nok så frisk og sund ud, synes jeg.
 

GINA.
 Ja, ellers mankerer hun, Gud ske lov, ingen tingen.
 

GREGERS.
 Hun kommer visst til at ligne Dem med tiden, fru Ekdal. Hvor gammel kan hun nu være?
 

GINA.
 Hedvig er nu snart akkurat fjorten år; hun har jebursdag i overmorgen.
 

GREGERS.
 Temmelig stor for sin alder da.
 

GINA.
 Ja, hun er skudt svært op i det sidste året.
 

GREGERS.
 På dem, som vokser op, ser en bedst, hvor gammel en selv blir. – Hvor længe er det nu De har været gift?
 

GINA.
 Nu har vi været gift i –; jaha, snart i femten år.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, tænk, er det så længe!
 

GINA

(blir opmærksom; ser på ham).
 

Ja det er det da rigtignok.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja visst er det så. Femten år på nogen få måneder nær. (slår over.) Det må ha’ været lange år for dig der oppe på værket, det, Gregers.
 

GREGERS.
 De var lange så længe jeg leved dem; – nu bagefter véd jeg næsten ikke, hvor den tiden er ble’t af.
 

(Gamle Ekdal kommer fra sit værelse, uden piben, men med sin gammeldagse uniformshue på hodet; hans gang er lidt ustø.)
 

EKDAL.
 Se så, du, Hjalmar, nu kan vi sætte os og snakke om dette her – hm. Hvad var det nu for noget?
 

HJALMAR

(går imod ham).
 

Far, her er nogen. Gregers Werle –. Jeg véd ikke, om du kan huske ham.
 

EKDAL

(ser på Gregers, som har rejst sig).
 

Werle? Er det sønnen, det? Hvad er det, han vil mig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ingen ting; det er til mig, han kommer.
 

EKDAL.
 Nå, så der er ikke noget på færde?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej visst ikke, nej.
 

EKDAL

(svinger med armen).
 

Ikke for det, ser du; jeg er ikke ræd, men –
 

GREGERS

(går hen til ham).
 

Jeg vilde bare hilse Dem fra de gamle jagttomterne, løjtnant Ekdal.
 

EKDAL.
 Jagttomterne?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, deroppe rundt omkring Højdalsværket.
 

EKDAL.
 Nå, der oppe. Ja, der var jeg godt kendt før i tiden.
 

GREGERS.
 Den gang var De slig en vældig jæger.
 

EKDAL.
 Var så, ja. Kan nok være, det. De ser på munduren. Jeg spør ikke nogen om lov til at bære den her inde. Bare jeg ikke går i gaderne med den, så –
 

(Hedvig bringer en tallerken smørrebrød, som hun sætter på bordet.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Sæt dig nu, far, og få dig et glas øl. Vær så god, Gregers.
 

(Ekdal mumler og stavrer hen til sofaen. Gregers sætter sig på stolen nærmest ved ham, Hjalmar på den anden side af Gregers. Gina sidder lidt fra bordet og syr; Hedvig står hos sin far.)
 

GREGERS.
 Kan De mindes det, løjtnant Ekdal, når Hjalmar og jeg var oppe og besøgte Dem om sommeren og i juletiden.
 

EKDAL.
 Var De? Nej, nej, nej, det sanser jeg ikke. Men tør nok sige, jeg har været en glup jæger, jeg. Bjørn har jeg også skudt. Har skudt hele ni.
 

GREGERS

(ser deltagende på ham).
 

Og nu jager De aldrig mere.
 

EKDAL.
 Å, skal ikke sige det, far. Jager nok en gang iblandt. Ja, ikke på den måden, da. For skogen, ser De, – skogen, skogen –! (drikker.) Står skogen bra’ deroppe nu?
 

GREGERS.
 Ikke så gild som i Deres tid. Den er hugget svært ud.
 

EKDAL.
 Hugget ud? (sagtere og ligesom ræd.) Det er farlig gerning, det. Det dra’r efter sig. Der er hævn i skogen.
 

HJALMAR

(fylder i hans glas).
 

Vær så god; lidt til, far.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvorledes kan en mand som De, – slig en friluftsmand, – leve midt i en kvalm by, her inde mellem fire vægge?
 

EKDAL

(ler småt og skotter til Hjalmar).
 

Å, her er ikke så ilde her. Slet ikke så ilde.
 

GREGERS.
 Men alt det, som Deres sind er vokset sammen med? Denne svale strygende luftningen, dette fri livet i skog og på vidder, mellem dyr og fugl –?
 

EKDAL

(smiler).
 

Hjalmar, skal vi vise ham det?
 

HJALMAR

(hurtig og lidt forlegen).
 

Å nej, nej, far; ikke i aften.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad vil han vise mig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, det er bare noget sådant –; du kan få se det en anden gang.
 

GREGERS

(fortsætter til den gamle).
 

Ja, det var det, jeg mente, løjtnant Ekdal, at nu skulde De følge med mig opover til værket; for jeg rejser visst snart igen. De kunde sagtens få noget skriveri deroppe også. Og her har De jo ingen verdens ting, som kan hygge Dem og kvikke Dem op.
 

EKDAL

(stirrer forbauset på ham).
 

Har jeg ingen verdens ting, som –!
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, De har Hjalmar; men han har jo sine igen. Og en mand som De, der altid har kendt sig så dragen til det, som frit og vildt er –
 

EKDAL

(slår i bordet).
 

Hjalmar, nu skal han se det!
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej men, far, er nu det værdt? Det er jo mørkt –
 

EKDAL.
 Snak; det er jo månelyst. (rejser sig.) Han skal se det, siger jeg. Lad mig slippe frem. Kom så og hjælp mig, Hjalmar!
 

HEDVIG.
 Å ja, gør det, far!
 

HJALMAR

(rejser sig).
 

Ja – ja da.
 

GREGERS

(til Gina).
 

Hvad er det for noget?
 

GINA.
 Å, De må såmænd ikke tro, det er noget videre rart.
 

(Ekdal og Hjalmar er gåt hen til bagvæggen og skyder hver sin halvdør til siden; Hedvig hjælper den gamle; Gregers blir stående ved sofaen; Gina sidder uforstyrret og syr. Gennem døråbningen ses et stort, langstrakt, uregelmæssigt loftsrum med krinkelkroge og et par fritstående skorstenspiber. Der er tag-glugger, hvorigennem et klart månelys falder ind over enkelte dele af det store rum; andre ligger i dyb skygge.)
 

EKDAL

(til Gregers).
 

Må gerne komme helt hen, De.
 

GREGERS

(går hen til dem).
 

Hvad er det så egentlig?
 

EKDAL.
 De kan jo se efter. Hm.
 

HJALMAR

(noget forlegen).
 

Dette her hører far til, skønner du.
 

GREGERS

(ved døren, ser ind i loftsrummet).
 

De holder jo høns, løjtnant Ekdal!
 

EKDAL.
 Skulde mene det, at vi holder høns. De er fløjet op nu. Men De skulde bare se de høns ved dagsens lys, De!
 

HEDVIG.
 Og så er der –
 

EKDAL.
 Hys – hys; sig ikke noget endnu.
 

GREGERS.
 Og duer har De også, ser jeg.
 

EKDAL.
 Å jo; kunde nok være, det, at vi har duer! De har rugekasserne sine der oppe under tagskægget, de; for duerne vil helst ligge højt, kan De skønne.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er ikke almindelige duer alle sammen.
 

EKDAL.
 Almindelige! Nej, skulde da vel tro det! Vi har tumlere; og et par kropduer har vi også. Men kom så her! Kan De se den bingen der borte ved væggen?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja; hvad bruger De den til?
 

EKDAL.
 Der ligger kaninerne om natten, far.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå; så De har kaniner også?
 

EKDAL.
 Ja, De kan da vel for fanden tænke, at vi har kaniner! Han spør, om vi har kaniner, du Hjalmar! Hm! Men nu kommer det rigtige, ser De! Nu kommer det! Flyt dig, Hedvig. Stil Dem her; så ja; og se så der ned. – Ser De ikke der en kurv med strå i?
 

GREGERS.
 Jo. Og jeg ser, der ligger en fugl i kurven.
 

EKDAL.
 Hm – „en fugl” –
 

GREGERS.
 Er det ikke en and?
 

EKDAL

(stødt).
 

Jo, begribeligvis er det en and.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men hvad slags and, tror du?
 

HEDVIG.
 Det er ikke nogen simpel and –
 

EKDAL.
 Hys!
 

GREGERS.
 Og en tyrkisk and er det heller ikke.
 

EKDAL.
 Nej, herr – Werle; det er ikke nogen tyrkisk and; for det er en vildand.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, er det virkelig? En vild and?
 

EKDAL.
 Jaha, det er det. Den „fuglen”, som De sa’, – det er vildanden, det. Det er vor vildand, far.
 

HEDVIG.
 Min vildand. For jeg ejer den.
 

GREGERS.
 Og den kan leve her oppe på loftet? Og trives her?
 

EKDAL.
 De kan da vel forstå, at hun har et traug med vand til at plaske i.
 

HJALMAR.
 Friskt vand hver anden dag.
 

GINA

(vender sig mod Hjalmar).
 

Men, snille Ekdal, nu blir her så isende koldt, du.
 

EKDAL.
 Hm, lad os så lukke da. Er ikke værdt vi forstyrrer dem i natteroen heller. Ta’ i, du Hedvig.
 

(Hjalmar og Hedvig skyver loftsdøren sammen.)
 

EKDAL.
 En anden gang kan De få se hende rigtig. (sætter sig i lænestolen ved ovnen.) Å, de er svært mærkværdige, de vildænderne, kan De tro.
 

GREGERS.
 Men hvorledes fik De fanget den, løjtnant Ekdal?
 

EKDAL.
 Har ikke fanget den, jeg. Der er en viss mand her i byen, som vi kan takke for den.
 

GREGERS

(studser lidt).
 

Den mand skulde da vel aldrig være min far?
 

EKDAL.
 Jo så sandelig. Akkurat Deres far. Hm.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det var da løjerligt, at du kunde gætte det, Gregers.
 

GREGERS.
 Du fortalte jo før, at du skyldte far så mangt og mangfoldigt; og så tænkte jeg som så –
 

GINA.
 Men vi har da ikke fåt anden af grossereren selv –
 

EKDAL.
 Det er Håken Werle vi kan takke for hende lige godt, Gina. (til Gregers.) Han var ude i båd, skønner De; og så skød han på hende. Men han ser nu så kleint, far Deres. Hm; så blev hun bare skamskudt.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå så; hun fik sig et par haggel i kroppen.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, hun fik sådan en to-tre stykker.
 

HEDVIG.
 Hun fik det under vingen, og så kunde hun ikke flyve.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå, så dukked hun vel til bunds da?
 

EKDAL

(søvnig, med tykt mæle).
 

Kan vide det. Gør altid så vildænderne. Stikker til bunds – så dybt de kan vinde, far; – bider sig fast i tang og i tarre – og i alt det fandenskab, som dernede find’s. Og så kommer de aldrig op igen.
 

GREGERS.
 Men, løjtnant Ekdal, Deres vildand kom da op igen.
 

EKDAL.
 Han havde slig en urimelig glup hund, Deres far. – Og den hunden – den dukked efter og hented anden op igen.
 

GREGERS

(vendt til Hjalmar).
 

Og så fik I den her?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ikke straks; først kom den hjem til din far; men der vilde den ikke trives; og så fik Pettersen besked, at han skulde gøre ende på den –
 

EKDAL

(halvt i søvne).
 

Hm – ja, Pettersen – den torsken –
 

HJALMAR

(taler sagtere).
 

På den måden var det, at vi fik den, ser du; for far kender noget til Pettersen; og da han hørte dette her med vildanden, så maged han det så, at han fik den overladt.
 

GREGERS.
 Og der inde på loftet trives den nu så inderlig vel.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, så utrolig vel, du. Den er ble’t fed. Nå, den har jo nu også været så længe der inde, at den har glemt det rigtige vilde liv; og det er bare det, som det kommer an på.
 

GREGERS.
 Du har visst ret i det, Hjalmar. Lad den bare aldrig få se himmel og hav –. Men jeg tør nok ikke bli’ længer; for jeg tror, din far sover.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, for den sags skyld –
 

GREGERS.
 Men, det er sandt, – du sa’, du havde et værelse at leje ud, – et ledigt værelse?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja vel; hvad så? Véd du kanske nogen –?
 

GREGERS.
 Kan jeg få det værelset?
 

HJALMAR.
 Du?
 

GINA.
 Nej men De, herr Werle –
 

GREGERS.
 Kan jeg få værelset? Så flytter jeg ind straks imorgen tidlig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, med den største fornøjelse –
 

GINA.
 Nej men, herr Werle, det er slettes ikke noget værelse for Dem, det.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men, Gina, hvor kan du da sige det?
 

GINA.
 Jo, for det værelset er hverken stort nok eller lyst nok, og –
 

GREGERS.
 Det kommer det ikke så nøje an på, fru Ekdal.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg synes såmænd det er et ganske pent værelse; og slet ikke så ilde møbleret heller.
 

GINA.
 Men husk på de to, som bor nedenunder.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad er det for to?
 

GINA.
 Å, det er en, som har været huslærer –
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er en kandidat Molvik.
 

GINA.
 – og så er det en doktor, som heder Relling.
 

GREGERS.
 Relling? Ham kender jeg lidt til; han praktiserte en tid oppe i Højdal.
 

GINA.
 Det er rigtig et par vidtløftige mandspersoner. De er så tidt udesvævendes om aftningerne; og så kommer de svært sent hjem om nætterne, og da er de ikke altid så –
 

GREGERS.
 Sligt vænner en sig snart til. Jeg håber, det skal gå med mig som med vildanden –
 

GINA.
 Hm, jeg synes nok De skulde sove på det først alligevel.
 

GREGERS.
 De vil nok svært nødig ha’ mig ind i huset, fru Ekdal.
 

GINA.
 Nej kors; hvor kan De da tro det?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, dette her er virkelig besynderlig af dig, Gina. (til Gregers.) Men sig mig, tænker du altså at bli’ her i byen for det første?
 

GREGERS

(tar sin overfrakke på).
 

Ja, nu tænker jeg at bli’ her.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men ikke hjemme hos din far? Hvad agter du da at ta’ dig til?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, vidste jeg bare det, du – da var jeg ikke så ilde faren endda. Men når en har det kors på sig, at hede Gregers –. „Gregers” – og så „Werle” bagefter; har du hørt noget så fælt, du?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, det synes jeg slet ikke.
 

GREGERS.
 Huf! Isch! Jeg kunde ha’ lyst til at spytte på den fyren, som heder sligt noget. Men når en nu engang har det kors på sig at være Gregers – Werle her i verden, således som jeg er det –
 

HJALMAR

(ler).
 

Ha-ha, hvis du ikke var Gregers Werle, hvad vilde du så være for noget?
 

GREGERS.
 Kunde jeg vælge, så vilde jeg allerhelst være en flink hund.
 

GINA.
 En hund!
 

HEDVIG

(uvilkårligt).
 

Å nej da!
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, en rigtig urimelig flink hund; en slig en, som går til bunds efter vildænder, når de dukker under og bider sig fast i tang og tarre nede i mudderet.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, véd du hvad, Gregers, – dette her skønner jeg ikke et ord af.
 

GREGERS.
 Å nej, der er sagtens ikke rar mening i det heller. Men imorgen tidlig altså – så flytter jeg ind. (til Gina.) De skal ikke få noget bryderi af mig; for jeg gør alting selv. (til Hjalmar.) Resten snakker vi om imorgen. – Godnat, fru Ekdal. (nikker til Hedvig.) Godnat!
 

GINA.
 Godnat, herr Werle.
 

HEDVIG.
 Godnat.
 

HJALMAR

(som har tændt et lys).
 

Bi lidt; jeg må lyse dig; der er visst mørkt på trapperne.
 

(Gregers og Hjalmar går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

GINA

(ser hen for sig, med sytøjet i fanget).
 

Var ikke det en underlig snak, at han gerne vilde være en hund?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg skal sige dig en ting, mor, – jeg tror, at han mente noget andet med det.
 

GINA.
 Hvad skulde det være for noget?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, jeg véd ikke; men det var ligesom han mente noget andet, end det han sa’ – hele tiden.
 

GINA.
 Tror du det? Ja underlig var det.
 

HJALMAR

(kommer tilbage).
 

Lampen brændte endnu. (slukker lyset og sætter det fra sig.) Ah, endelig kan man da få sig en bid mad i livet. (begynder at spise smørrebrød.) Nå, ser du det, Gina, – når man bare er om sig, så –
 

GINA.
 Hvorledes om sig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, for det var da heldigt alligevel, at vi endelig fik det værelset lejet bort en gang. Og så, tænk, – til et menneske som Gregers, – en gammel god ven.
 

GINA.
 Ja, jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal sige, jeg.
 

HEDVIG.
 Å mor, du skal se, det blir så morsomt
 

HJALMAR.
 Du er da også besynderlig. Før var du så forhippet på at få lejet ud; og nu liker du det ikke.
 

GINA.
 Jo, Ekdal; hvis det bare havde været til en anden en, så –. Men hvad tror du, grossereren vil sige?
 

HJALMAR.
 Gamle Werle? Det rager da ikke ham.
 

GINA.
 Men du kan da vel skønne, at der er kommet noget på tvers imellem dem igen, siden den unge flytter ud af huset. Du véd jo, hvorledes de to har det med hinanden.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det kan gerne være, men –
 

GINA.
 Og nu kanske grossereren tror, det er dig, som har ståt bag ved –
 

HJALMAR.
 Så lad ham tro det længe nok! Grosserer Werle har gjort overmåde meget for mig; Gud bevar’s, – det erkender jeg. Men derfor kan jeg da ikke til evig tid gøre mig afhængig af ham.
 

GINA.
 Men, snille Ekdal, det kan komme til at gå ud over gamle-far; kanske mister han nu den stakkers lille fortjenesten, han har hos Gråberg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg havde nær sagt: gid det var så vel! Er det ikke noget ydmygende for en mand, som jeg, at se sin gråhærdede far gå som et skumpelskud? Men nu kommer snart tidens fylde, tænker jeg. (tar et nyt stykke smørrebrød.) Har jeg så sandt en opgave i livet, så skal jeg også udføre den!
 

HEDVIG.
 Å ja far! Gør det!
 

GINA.
 Hys; væk ham bare ikke!
 

HJALMAR

(sagtere).
 

Jeg skal udføre den, siger jeg. Der skal nok engang komme den dag, da –. Og derfor er det godt, vi fik værelset lejet ud; for så er jeg mere uafhængig stillet. Og det må den mand være, som har en opgave i livet. (henne ved lænestolen, bevæget.) Stakkers gamle hvidhårede far. – Lid på din Hjalmar, du. – Han har brede skuldre, han; – kraftfulde skuldre i al fald. – Du skal nok en vakker dag vågne op og –. (til Gina.) Tror du det kanske ikke?
 

GINA

(rejser sig).
 

Jo visst gør jeg så; men lad os først se at få ham til køjs.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, lad os det.
 

(De tar varligt fat på den gamle.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Hjalmar Ekdals atelier. Det er morgen; dagslyset falder ind gennem det store vindu i skråtaget: forhænget er fratrukket.)
 

(Hjalmar sidder ved bordet beskæftiget med at retouchere et fotografi; flere andre billeder ligger foran ham. Lidt efter kommer Gina i hat og kåbe ind gennem gangdøren; hun har en lågkurv på armen.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Er du alt der igen, Gina?
 

GINA.
 Å ja, en får nok rappe sig.
 

(sætter kurven på en stol og tar tøjet af.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Så du indom til Gregers?
 

GINA.
 Jaha, jeg gjorde det. Det ser rigtig vakkert ud derinde; han har fåt det svært pent hos sig med det samme han kommer.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå da?
 

GINA.
 Jo, han vilde jo hjælpe sig selv, sa’ han. Så skulde han nu lægge i ovnen også; og så har han skruet spjeldet for, så hele værelset er ble’t fuldt af røg. Uf, der var en stank, slig at –
 

HJALMAR.
 Å nej da.
 

GINA.
 Men så kommer det bedste; for så skal han nu slukke, og så slår han alt vaskevandet ind i ovnen, så gulvet driver over af det værste svineri.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det var da kedeligt.
 

GINA.
 Jeg har nu fåt portkonen op til at skure efter ham, den grisen; men der blir ikke værendes der inde før i eftermiddag.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvor har han så gjort af sig imens?
 

GINA.
 Han gik ud lidt, sa’ han.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg var også inde hos ham et øjeblik – efter du var gåt.
 

GINA.
 Jeg hørte det. Du har jo bedt ham ind til frokost.
 

HJALMAR.
 Bare sådan en liden smule formiddagsfrokost, forstår du. Det er jo første dagen –; vi kan ikke godt undgå det. Du har vel altid noget i huset.
 

GINA.
 Jeg får jo se at finde lidt.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men lad det endelig ikke bli’ for knapt. For Relling og Molvik kommer nok også herop, tror jeg. Jeg traf just Relling på trappen, ser du, og så måtte jeg jo –
 

GINA.
 Nå, skal vi ha’ de to også?
 

HJALMAR.
 Herregud, – et par stykker mere eller mindre; det gør da hverken fra eller til.
 

GAMLE EKDAL

(åbner sin dør og ser ind).
 

Hør her, du Hjalmar – (bemærker Gina.) Nå så.
 

GINA.
 Er det noget, som bedstefar vil ha’?
 

EKDAL.
 Å nej; det kan være det samme. Hm!
 

(går ind igen.)
 

GINA

(tar kurven).
 

Pas endelig godt på ham, så han ikke går ud.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, ja, det skal jeg nok. – Hør du, Gina; lidt sildesalat vilde være svært bra’; for Relling og Molvik har nok været ude på rangel inat.
 

GINA.
 Bare de ikke kommer for snart over mig, så –
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej visst ikke; gi’ du dig tid.
 

GINA.
 Ja ja da; og så kan du jo få arbejde lidt imens.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg sidder jo og arbejder! Jeg arbejder jo alt, hvad jeg årker!
 

GINA.
 For så har du det fra hånden, ser du.
 

(hun går med kurven ud i køkkenet.)
 

HJALMAR

(sidder en stund og pensler på fotografiet; det går trægt og med ulyst).
 

EKDAL

(kikker ind, ser rundt om i atelieret og siger dæmpet).
 

Har du det travlt, du?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, jeg sidder jo her og stræver med disse billederne –
 

EKDAL.
 Ja ja, Gud bevar’s – når du har det så travlt, så –. Hm!
 

(går ind igen; døren blir stående åben.)
 

HJALMAR

(fortsætter en stund i taushed; derpå lægger han penselen fra sig og går hen til døren).
 

Har du det travlt, far?
 

EKDAL

(brummer indenfor).
 

Når du har det travlt, så har jeg det også travlt. Hm!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja ja da.
 

(går til sit arbejde igen.)
 

EKDAL

(lidt efter, kommer atter frem i døren).
 

Hm; ser du, Hjalmar, så svært travlt har jeg det jo ikke.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg synes du sad og skrev.
 

EKDAL.
 For fanden, kan ikke han, Gråberg, vente en dags tid eller to? Det står da ikke om livet, véd jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej; og du er da ikke nogen træl heller.
 

EKDAL.
 Og så var det dette her andet derinde –
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det var just det. Vil du kanske derind? Skal jeg lukke op for dig?
 

EKDAL.
 Vilde rigtig ikke være af vejen.
 

HJALMAR

(rejser sig).
 

For så havde vi det fra hånden.
 

EKDAL.
 Just så, ja. Skal jo være færdig til imorgen tidlig. For det er jo imorgen? Hm?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja visst er det imorgen.
 

(Hjalmar og Ekdal skyver hver sin halvdør til side. Morgensolen skinner derind gennem taggluggerne; nogle duer flyver frem og tilbage, andre går og kurrer på stilladserne; hønsene kagler en gang imellem længere inde på loftet.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, så får du gå ivej da, far.
 

EKDAL

(går indenfor).
 

Kommer ikke du med?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, véd du hvad, – jeg tror næsten – (ser Gina i køkkendøren.) Jeg? Nej, jeg har ikke tid; jeg må arbejde. – Men så var det mekanismen –
 

(Han trækker i en snor; indefra glider ned et forhæng, hvis nedre del består af en stribe gammel sejldug, resten, oventil, af et stykke udspændt fiskegarn. Loftsgulvet er således ikke længer synligt.)
 

HJALMAR

(går hen til bordet).
 

Se så; nu kan jeg da vel få sidde i fred en stund.
 

GINA.
 Skulde han nu der ind og grassere igen?
 

HJALMAR.
 Var det kanske bedre, om han havde rendt ned til madam Eriksen? (sætter sig.) Er det noget, du vil? Du sa’ jo –
 

GINA.
 Jeg vilde bare spørge, om du tror, vi kan dække frokostbordet her?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, her har da vel ikke meldt sig nogen så tidlig?
 

GINA.
 Nej, jeg venter ikke andre end de to kæresterne, som skal sidde sammen.
 

HJALMAR.
 Fanden, at ikke de kunde sidde sammen en anden dag!
 

GINA.
 Nej, snille Ekdal, dem har jeg bestilt til efter middag, når du sover.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, så er det jo bra’. Ja, så spiser vi her.
 

GINA.
 Ja ja da; men det haster ikke med at dække endnu; du kan godt bruge bordet en stund til.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å jeg synes, du ser, jeg sidder her og bruger bordet alt det jeg kan!
 

GINA.
 For så er du fri siden, ser du.
 

(går ud i køkkenet igen.)
 

(kort ophold.)
 

EKDAL

(i loftsdøren, indenfor garnet).
 

Hjalmar!
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå?
 

EKDAL.
 Er ræd, vi kommer til at flytte vandtrauget lige vel.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det er jo det, jeg har sagt hele tiden.
 

EKDAL.
 Hm-hm-hm.
 

(går fra døren igen.)
 

HJALMAR

(arbejder lidt, skotter mod loftet og rejser sig halvt).
 

(Hedvig kommer ind fra køkkenet.)
 

HJALMAR

(sætter sig hurtig ned igen).
 

Hvad er det du vil?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg vilde bare ind til dig, far.
 

HJALMAR

(lidt efter).
 

Jeg synes, du går sådan og snuser omkring. Skal du passe på kanske?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej slet ikke det.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad tar mor sig til derude nu?
 

HEDVIG.
 Å, mor står midt oppe i sildesalaten, hun. (går hen til bordet.) Er det ikke en liden ting, som jeg kunde hjælpe dig med, far?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å nej. Det er bedst, jeg bli’r alene om det alt sammen, – så længe kræfterne slår til. – Det har ingen nød, Hedvig; når bare din far må få beholde sin helse, så –
 

HEDVIG.
 Å nej, far; nu skal du ikke snakke så stygt.
 

(Hun går lidt omkring, standser ved døråbningen og ser ind i loftsrummet.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad er det, han tar sig for, du?
 

HEDVIG.
 Det skal visst bli’ en ny vej op til vandtrauget.
 

HJALMAR.
 Aldrig i verden klarer han det på egen hånd! Og så skal jeg være fordømt til at sidde her –!
 

HEDVIG

(går hen til ham).
 

Lad mig få penselen, far; jeg kan nok.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å snak; du bare fordærver øjnene med det.
 

HEDVIG.
 Langt ifra. Kom her med penselen.
 

HJALMAR

(rejser sig).
 

Ja, det vilde jo ikke vare mere end et minut eller to.
 

HEDVIG.
 Pyt, hvad skulde det så gøre? (tar penselen.) Se så. (sætter sig.) Og her har jeg et at se efter.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men ikke fordærv øjnene! Hører du det? Jeg vil ikke ha’ noget ansvar; du må selv ta’ ansvaret på dig, – det siger jeg dig.
 

HEDVIG

(retoucherer).
 

Ja ja, det skal jeg nok.
 

HJALMAR.
 Du er svært flink, Hedvig. Bare et par minutter forstår du.
 

(Han smyger sig gennem kanten af forhænget ind på loftet. Hedvig sidder ved sit arbejde. Hjalmar og Ekdal høres at disputere derinde.)
 

HJALMAR

(kommer frem indenfor garnet).
 

Hedvig, å ræk mig den knibetangen, som ligger på hylden. Og så hugjernet, du. (vender sig indover.) Jo, nu skal du bare se, far. Lad mig da først få lov til at vise dig, hvorledes jeg mener det!
 

HEDVIG

(har hentet det forlangte værktøj fra reolen og stikker det ind til ham).
 

HJALMAR.
 Så tak. Jo, det var nok godt, jeg kom, du.
 

(går fra døråbningen de snedkrer og passiarer derinde.)
 

HEDVIG

(blir stående og ser på dem. En stund efter banker det på gangdøren hun lægger ikke mærke til det).
 

GREGERS WERLE

(barhodet og uden overtøj, kommer ind og standser lidt ved døren).
 

Hm –!
 

HEDVIG

(vender sig og går imod ham).
 

God morgen. Vær så god, kom nærmere.
 

GREGERS.
 Tak. (ser mod loftet.) De lader til at ha’ arbejdsfolk i huset.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, det er bare far og bedstefar. Nu skal jeg sige til.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, nej, gør ikke det; jeg vil heller vente lidt.
 

(sætter sig i sofaen.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Her er så uryddigt –
 

(vil ta’ fotografierne bort.)
 

GREGERS.
 Å, lad bare ligge. Er det billeder, som skal gøres i stand?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det er lidt, jeg skulde hjælpe far med.
 

GREGERS.
 Lad endelig ikke mig forstyrre Dem.
 

HEDVIG.
 A nej.
 

(Hun flytter sagerne hen til sig og sætter sig til at arbejde; Gregers ser imens på hende i taushed.)
 

GREGERS.
 Har vildanden sovet godt i nat?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo tak, jeg tror visst det.
 

GREGERS (vendt mod loftsrummet.) Ved dagslys ser det ganske anderledes ud end igår i måneskin.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det kan være så svært forskelligt. Om morgenen ser det anderledes ud end om eftermiddagen; og når det regner, ser det anderledes ud, end når det er godt vejr.
 

GREGERS.
 Har De lagt mærke til det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, for det ser en jo.
 

GREGERS.
 Holder De også gerne til der inde hos vildanden?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, når det lar sig gøre, så –
 

GREGERS.
 Men De har sagtens ikke så megen fritid; De går vel på skolen?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, ikke nu længer; for far er ræd, jeg skal fordærve øjnene.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå, så læser han altså selv med Dem.
 

HEDVIG.
 Far har lovet, at han vilde læse med mig; men han har ikke fåt tid til det endnu.
 

GREGERS.
 Men er der da ikke nogen anden, som hjælper Dem lidt?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo, det er kandidat Molvik; men han er ikke altid slig, rigtig – sådan –
 

GREGERS.
 Er han fuld da?
 

HEDVIG.
 Han er visst det.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå, så har De jo tid til noget af hvert. Og der inde, der er det vel som en verden for sig selv, der, – kan jeg tænke?
 

HEDVIG.
 Så rent for sig selv. Og så er der så mange underlige ting.
 

GREGERS.
 Så?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, der er store skabe med bøger i; og i mange af de bøgerne er der billeder.
 

GREGERS.
 Aha!
 

HEDVIG.
 Og så er der et gammelt skatol med skuffer og klaffer i, og et stort ur med figurer, som er til at komme frem. Men det uret går ikke længer.
 

GREGERS.
 Tiden er altså gåt istå derinde – hos vildanden.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja. Og så er der gamle farveskrin og sligt noget; og så alle bøgerne.
 

GREGERS.
 Og de bøgerne læser De vel i?
 

HEDVIG.
 Å ja, når jeg kan komme til. Men de fleste er på engelsk; og det skønner jeg ikke. Men så ser jeg på billederne. – Der er en svært stor bog, som heder „Harrysons History of London”; den er visst 100 år gammel; og den er der så umådelig mange billeder i. Foran står afbildet døden med et timeglas, og en jomfru. Det synes jeg er fælt. Men så er der alle de andre billederne med kirker og slotte og gader og store skibe, som sejler på havet.
 

GREGERS.
 Men sig mig, hvor har De fåt alle de rare sagerne fra?
 

HEDVIG.
 Å, her har engang bodd en gammel sjøkaptejn, og han har ført dem hjem. De kaldte ham „den flyvendes Hollænderen”. Og det er underligt; for det var ikke nogen Hollænder.
 

GREGERS.
 Ikke det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej. Men så blev han borte tilsidst; og så er alt det ble’t stående efter ham.
 

GREGERS.
 Hør, sig mig nu, – når De sidder der inde og ser på billeder, får De så ikke lyst til at komme ud og se på den store rigtige verden selv?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej da! Jeg vil altid bli’ her hjemme og hjælpe far og mor.
 

GREGERS.
 Med at gøre fotografier istand?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, ikke med det alene. Aller helst vilde jeg lære at gravere slige billeder, som de, der står i de engelske bøgerne.
 

GREGERS.
 Hm; hvad siger Deres far til det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg tror ikke far liker det; for far er så underlig i sligt. Tænk, han snakker om, at jeg skal lære kurvfletning og stråfletning! Men det synes jeg da ikke kan være noget.
 

GREGERS.
 Å nej, det synes ikke jeg heller.
 

HEDVIG.
 Men far har jo ret i det, at havde jeg lært at flette kurve, så kunde jeg nu ha’ gjort den nye kurven til vildanden.
 

GREGERS.
 Det kunde De, ja; og De var jo også nærmest til det.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja; for det er min vildand.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, det er jo det.
 

HEDVIG.
 Jaha; jeg ejer den. Men far og bedstefar får lånt den så tidt de vil.
 

GREGERS.
 Så; hvad bruger de den da til?
 

HEDVIG.
 Å, de steller med den og bygger for den, og sådant noget.
 

GREGERS.
 Kan tænke det; for vildanden er vel den aller fornemste der inde.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det er hun da; for det er jo en rigtig, vild fugl. Og så er det så synd i hende; hun har ingen at holde sig til, hun, stakker.
 

GREGERS.
 Har ingen familje ligesom kaninerne. –
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej. Hønsene har jo også så mange, som de har været kyllinger sammen med; men hun er kommen så rent bort fra alle sine, hun. Og så er det jo alt det svært forunderlige ved vildanden. Der er ingen, som kender hende; og ingen, som véd, hvor hun er fra heller.
 

GREGERS.
 Og så har hun været på havsens bund.
 

HEDVIG.

(ser flygtig hen på ham, undertrykker et smil og spør).
 

Hvorfor siger De havsens bund?
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad skulde jeg ellers sige?
 

HEDVIG.
 De kunde sige havets bund – eller havbunden.
 

GREGERS.
 Å, kan jeg ikke lige så godt sige havsens bund?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo; men for mig høres det så underligt, når andre mennesker siger havsens bund.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvorfor det da? Sig mig hvorfor.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, jeg vil ikke; for det er noget så dumt.
 

GREGERS.
 Å nej visst ikke. Sig mig nu, hvorfor De smilte.
 

HEDVIG.
 Det er fordi, at altid, når jeg sådan med én gang – i en fart – kommer til at huske på det der inde, så synes jeg altid, at hele rummet og alt sammen heder „havsens bund”. – Men det er jo så dumt.
 

GREGERS.
 Det skal De slet ikke sige.
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo, for det er jo bare et loft.
 

GREGERS

(ser fast på hende).
 

Er De så viss på det?
 

HEDVIG

(forbauset).
 

At det er et loft!
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, véd De det så sikkert?
 

HEDVIG

(tier og ser på ham med åben mund).
 

(Gina kommer med dækketøj fra køkkenet.)
 

GREGERS

(rejser sig).
 

Jeg er nok kommet for tidlig over Dem.
 

GINA.
 Å, etsteds må De jo være; og nu er det snart færdig også. Ryd af bordet, Hedvig.
 

(Hedvig ryder op; hun og Gina dækker under det følgende. Gregers sætter sig i lænestolen og blader i et album.)
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg hører, De kan retouchere, fru Ekdal.
 

GINA

(med et sideblik).
 

Jaha, jeg kan det.
 

GREGERS.
 Det traf sig da rigtig heldigt.
 

GINA.
 Hvorledes heldig?
 

GREGERS.
 Siden Ekdal blev fotograf, mener jeg.
 

HEDVIG.
 Mor kan også fotografere.
 

GINA.
 Å ja, jeg har nok fåt lære mig til den kunsten.
 

GREGERS.
 Så er det kanske Dem, som driver forretningen?
 

GINA.
 Ja, når ikke Ekdal har tid selv, så –
 

GREGERS.
 Han er sagtens så opta’t af sin gamle far, han, kan jeg tænke.
 

GINA.
 Ja, og så er det da ikke noget for en slig mand, som Ekdal, at gå her og ta’ portrætter af kreti og preti.
 

GREGERS.
 Det synes jeg også; men når han nu engang er slåt ind på den vejen, så –
 

GINA.
 Herr Werle kan da vel tænke sig det, at Ekdal ikke er som en af de almindelige fotograferne.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå så alligevel! Men –?
 

(Et skud fyres af inde på loftet.)
 

GREGERS

(farer op).
 

Hvad er det!
 

GINA.
 Uf, nu skyder de igen!
 

GREGERS.
 Skyder de også?
 

HEDVIG.
 De går på jagt.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad for noget! (henne ved loftsdøren.) Går du på jagt, Hjalmar?
 

HJALMAR

(indenfor garnet).
 

Er du kommen? Det vidste jeg ikke af; jeg var så opta’t –. (til Hedvig.) Og du, som ikke siger os til!
 

(kommer ind i atelieret).
 

GREGERS.
 Går du og skyder inde på loftet?
 

HJALMAR

(viser en dobbeltløbet pistol).
 

Å, det er bare med denne her.
 

GINA.
 Ja, du og gamle-far kommer nok engang til at gøre en ulykke med den pigstolen.
 

HJALMAR

(ærgerlig).
 

Jeg tror, jeg har sagt, at et sådant skydevåben heder en pistol.
 

GINA.
 Å, det er da ikke stort bedre, det, synes jeg.
 

GREGERS.
 Så du er altså ble’t jæger, du også, Hjalmar?
 

HJALMAR.
 Bare lidt kaninjagt en gang imellem. Det er mest for fars skyld, kan du skønne.
 

GINA.
 Mandfolk er nu så underlige, de; de skal altid ha’ noget at dividere sig med.
 

HJALMAR

(arrig).
 

Ja rigtig, ja; vi skal altid ha’ noget at divertere os med.
 

GINA.
 Ja, det er jo akkurat det jeg siger.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå; hm! (til Gregers.) Jo, ser du, og så træffer det sig så heldigt, at loftet ligger slig til, at ingen kan høre det, når vi skyder. (lægger pistolen på den øverste reolhylde.) Ikke rør pistolen, Hedvig! Det ene løbet er ladt; husk på det.
 

GREGERS

(ser ind gennem garnet).
 

Jagtgevær har du også, ser jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er fars gamle gevær. Det kan ikke skydes med længer; for der er noget galt fat med låsen. Men det er ganske morsomt at ha’ det alligevel; for vi kan ta’ det fra hinanden og gøre det rent en gang imellem og smøre det med benfedt og skrue det sammen igen –. Ja, det er jo mest far, som pusler med sligt noget.
 

HEDVIG

(henne ved Gregers).
 

Nu kan De da rigtig se vildanden.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg står just og ser på den. Hun hænger lidt med den ene vingen, synes jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, det er da ikke så underligt; hun har jo været skamskudt.
 

GREGERS.
 Og så slæber hun lidt på foden. Eller er det ikke så?
 

HJALMAR.
 Kanske en bitte liden smule.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, for det var den foden, som hunden bed hende i.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men hun har slet ingen lyde og mén for resten; og det er virkelig mærkværdigt for en, som har fåt en ladning haggel i kroppen og som har været mellem hundetænder –
 

GREGERS

(med et øjekast til Hedvig).
 

– og som har været på havsens bund – så længe.
 

HEDVIG

(smiler).
 

Ja.
 

GINA

(steller ved bordet).
 

Den velsignede vildanden, ja. Den gøres der da krusifikser nok for.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm; – er det snart dækket kanske?
 

GINA.
 Ja straks på timen. Hedvig, nu må du komme og hjælpe mig.
 

(Gina og Hedvig går ud i køkkenet.)
 

HJALMAR

(halv højt).
 

Jeg tror ikke, det er værdt, du står der og ser på far; han liker det ikke.
 

GREGERS

(går fra loftsdøren).
 

HJALMAR.
 Og så er det bedst jeg stænger, før de andre kommer ind. (skræmmer med hænderne.) Hysch – hysch; vil I væk med jer! (i det han hejser forhænget op og trækker døren sammen.) Disse her remedierne er min egen opfindelse. Det er virkelig ganske morsomt at ha’ sligt noget at stelle med og gøre i stand, når det går i stykker. Og så er det desuden aldeles nødvendigt, ser du; for Gina vil ikke gerne ha’ kaniner og høns ind i atelieret.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, nej; og det er kanske din kone, som står for styret her?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg overlader hende i almindelighed de løbende forretninger; for så kan jeg imens ty ind i dagligstuen og tænke over de ting, som vigtigere er.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad er det egentlig for ting, du Hjalmar?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg undrer mig over, at du ikke har spurgt om det før. Eller kanske du ikke har hørt tale om opfindelsen?
 

GREGERS.
 Opfindelsen? Nej.
 

HJALMAR.
 Så? Du har ikke det? Å nej, der oppe i skogtrakterne og ødemarkerne –
 

GREGERS.
 Du har altså gjort en oprindelse!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ikke ganske gjort den endnu; men jeg holder på med det. Du kan jo nok tænke dig, at da jeg beslutted at offre mig for fotografien, så var det ikke for at gå her og ta’ portrætter af alskens hverdagsmennesker.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, nej, det sa’ også din kone nu nylig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg svor, at skulde jeg vie mine kræfter til den håndtering, så skulde jeg også hæve den så højt, at den blev både til en kunst og til en videnskab. Og så beslutted jeg at gøre den mærkelige opfindelsen.
 

GREGERS.
 Og hvad består så den opfindelsen i? Hvad går den ud på?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, kære, du må ikke spørge således om enkeltheder endnu. Det tar tid, ser du. Og så skal du ikke tro det er forfængelighed, som driver mig. Jeg arbejder visselig ikke for min egen skyld. Å nej, det er livsopgaven, som står for mig nat og dag.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvilken livsopgave da?
 

HJALMAR.
 Glemmer du gubben med sølvhåret?
 

GREGERS.
 Din stakkers far; ja, men hvad kan du egentlig gøre for ham?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg kan opvække hans selvfølelse fra de døde, i det jeg hæver det ekdalske navn til ære og værdighed igen.
 

GREGERS.
 Det er altså din livsopgave.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja. Jeg vil redde den skibbrudne mand. For skibbrud led han allerede da uvejret brød løs over ham. Da disse forfærdelige undersøgelserne stod på, var han ikke længer sig selv. Pistolen der henne, du, – den, som vi bruger til at skyde kaniner med, – den har spillet en rolle i den ekdalske slægts tragedie.
 

GREGERS.
 Pistolen! Så?
 

HJALMAR.
 Da dommen var afsagt og han skulde sættes fast, – da havde han pistolen i sin hånd –
 

GREGERS.
 Havde han –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja; men han turde ikke. Han var fejg. Så forkommet, så ruineret på sjælen var han ble’t allerede dengang. Å, kan du begribe det? Han, en militær, han, som havde skudt ni bjørne, og som stammed ned fra to oberstløjtnanter, – ja, fra den ene efter den anden, naturligvis –. Kan du begribe det, Gregers?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, jeg begriber det godt.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg ikke. Og så greb pistolen atter ind i vor slægts historie. Da han havde fåt den grå klædning på og sad under lås og lukke, – å, det var forfærdelige tider for mig, kan du tro. Jeg havde rullegardinerne nede for begge mine vinduer. Når jeg kikked ud, så jeg, at solen skinned som den plejer. Jeg begreb det ikke. Jeg så menneskene gå på gaden og le og snakke om ligegyldige ting Jeg begreb det ikke. Jeg syntes, at hele tilværelsen måtte stå stille ligesom under en solformørkelse.
 

GREGERS.
 Slig følte jeg det også, da mor var død.
 

HJALMAR.
 I en sådan stund havde Hjalmar Ekdal pistolen rettet mod sit eget bryst.
 

GREGERS.
 Du tænkte også på at –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja.
 

GREGERS.
 Men du skød ikke?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej. I det afgørende øjeblik vandt jeg sejr over mig selv. Jeg blev i live. Men du kan tro, der hører mod til at vælge livet under de vilkår.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, det er som man tar det.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, ubetinget, du. Men det var bedst så; for nu nu gør jeg snart opfindelsen; og da tror doktor Relling, ligesom jeg, at far kan få lov til at bære uniformen igen. Jeg vil fordre det som min eneste løn.
 

GREGERS.
 Så det er det med uniformen, som han –?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det er det, han mest higer og stunder efter. Du kan ikke forestille dig, hvorledes det skærer mig i hjertet for ham. Hver gang vi fejrer en liden familjefest – som Ginas og min bryllupsdag, eller hvad det nu kan være – da træder oldingen her ind iført sin løjtnantsuniform fra lykkens dage. Men banker det så bare på gangdøren, – for han tør jo ikke vise sig for fremmede, véd du, – da piler han ind i sit kammers igen, så fort som de gamle ben vil bære ham. Sligt er sønderslidende for et sønnehjerte at se på, du!
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad tid omtrent tror du den opfindelsen kan bli’ færdig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, Herregud, du må ikke spørge mig om sådanne enkeltheder som tiden. En opfindelse, det er noget, som en ikke helt og holdent er herre over selv. Det kommer for en stor del an på inspirationen, – på en indskydelse, – og det er næsten umulig på forhånd at beregne, hvad tid den indtræder.
 

GREGERS.
 Men fremad går det da vel?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja visst går det fremad. Jeg tumler hver eneste dag med opfindelsen; den fylder mig. Hver eftermiddag, når jeg har spist, lukker jeg mig inde i dagligstuen, hvor jeg kan gruble i ro. Men man må bare ikke jage på mig; for det nytter ikke til noget; det siger Relling også.
 

GREGERS.
 Og du synes ikke, at alle de anstalterne der inde på loftet dra’r dig bort og spreder dig for meget?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, nej, nej; tvert imod. Du må ikke sige noget sådant. Jeg kan da ikke evig og altid gå her og hænge over de samme anstrængende tankerne. Jeg må ha’ noget ved siden af, som kan fylde ventetiden ud. Inspirationen, indskydelsen, ser du, – når den kommer, så kommer den alligevel.
 

GREGERS.
 Min kære Hjalmar, jeg tror næsten, du har noget af vildanden i dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Af vildanden? Hvorledes det, mener du?
 

GREGERS.
 Du har dukket under og bidt dig fast i bundgræsset.
 

HJALMAR.
 Sigter du kanske til det næsten dødbringende skud, som har rammet far i vingen – og mig også?
 

GREGERS.
 Ikke nærmest til det. Jeg vil ikke sige, at du er skamskudt; men du er kommet ud i en forgiftig sump, Hjalmar; du har fåt en snigende sot i kroppen, og så er du gåt tilbunds for at dø i mørke.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg? Dø i mørke! Nej, véd du hvad, Gregers, du skal virkelig la’ være med slig snak.
 

GREGERS.
 Vær bare rolig; jeg skal nok se at få dig op igen. For jeg har også fåt en livsopgave nu, ser du; jeg fik den igår.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det kan gerne være; men du skal bare la’ mig bli udenfor. Jeg kan forsikkre dig, at – fraregnet min let forklarlige melankoli naturligvis – så befinder jeg mig så vel, som noget menneske kan ønske det.
 

GREGERS.
 At du det gør, det kommer også af forgiften.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, kære smile Gregers, snak nu ikke mere om sot og forgift; jeg er slet ikke vant til den slags samtaler; i mit hus snakker man aldrig til mig om uhyggelige ting.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, det skal du nok få mig til at tro.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, for jeg har ikke godt af det. Og her er ingen sumpluft, som du udtrykker dig. I den fattige fotografs hjem er taget lavt, det véd jeg nok, – og mine kår er ringe. Men jeg er en opfinder, du, – og jeg er familjeforsørger tillige. Det bærer mig oppe over de små vilkår. – Ah, der kommer de med frokosten!
 

(Gina og Hedvig bringer ølflasker, brændevinskaraffel, glasse og andet tilbehør. I det samme kommer Relling og Molvik ind fra gangen; de er begge uden hat og overtøj; Molvik er sortklædt.)
 

GINA

(sætter sagerne på bordet).
 

Nå, de to kommer da rigtig til rette tid.
 

RELLING.
 Molvik bildte sig ind, at han kunde lugte sildesalat, og så var han ikke til at holde. – Godmorgen for anden gang, Ekdal.
 

HJALMAR.
 Gregers, må jeg forestille dig kandidat Molvik; doktor –, ja, Relling kender du jo?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, så løselig.
 

RELLING.
 Å, det er herr Werle junior. Ja, vi to har været i totterne på hinanden oppe på Højdalsværket. De er nok netop flyttet ind?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg flytted ind nu imorges,
 

RELLING.
 Og nedenunder bor Molvik og jeg, så De har ikke langt til doktor og prest, om De skulde få brug for slige nogen.
 

GREGERS.
 Tak, det kunde nok hænde; for igår var vi tretten til bords.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, kom nu ikke ind på det uhyggelige igen!
 

RELLING.
 Du kan ta’ det med ro, Ekdal; for dig træffer det s’gu ikke.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det vil jeg ønske for min familjes skyld. Men la’ os nu sætte os og spise og drikke og være glade.
 

GREGERS.
 Skal vi ikke vente på din far?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, han vil ha’ sit ind til sig siden. Kom så!
 

(Herrerne sætter sig til frokostbordet, spiser og drikker. Gina og Hedvig går ud og ind og varter op.)
 

RELLING.
 Igår var Molvik stygt på støvlerne, fru Ekdal.
 

GINA.
 Så? Igår igen?
 

RELLING.
 Hørte De ham ikke, da jeg kom hjem med ham inat?
 

GINA.
 Nej, jeg kan ikke sige det.
 

RELLING.
 Det var bra’; for inat var Molvik fæl.
 

GINA.
 Er det sandt, Molvik?
 

MOLVIK.
 La’ os slå en streg over nattens hændelser. Sligt afhænger jo ikke af mit bedre jeg.
 

RELLING

(til Gregers).
 

Det kommer over ham som en indskydelse; og så må jeg ud med ham på rangel. For kandidat Molvik er dæmonisk, ser De.
 

GREGERS.
 Dæmonisk?
 

RELLING.
 Molvik er dæmonisk, ja.
 

GREGERS.
 Hm.
 

RELLING.
 Og dæmoniske naturer er ikke skabt til at gå lige på benene gennem verden; de må ud på afveje en gang iblandt. – Nå, og De holder altså ud der oppe på det fæle svarte værket endnu?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg har holdt ud indtil nu.
 

RELLING.
 Og fik De så inkasseret den fordringen, De gik omkring med?
 

GREGERS.
 Fordringen? (forstår ham.) Nå så.
 

HJALMAR.
 Har du inkasseret fordringer, Gregers?
 

GREGERS.
 Å snak.
 

RELLING.
 Jo såmænd har han så; han gik omkring i alle husmandshytterne og præsenterte noget, som han kaldte „den ideale fordring”.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg var ung dengang.
 

RELLING.
 De har ret i det; De var svært ung. Og den ideale fordringen – den fik De da aldrig honoreret så længe jeg var der oppe.
 

GREGERS.
 Ikke siden heller.
 

RELLING.
 Nå, så er De vel ble’t så klog at slå lidt af på beløbet da, kan jeg tænke.
 

GREGERS.
 Aldrig når jeg står foran et ægte, virkeligt menneske.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej, det synes jeg jo er ganske rimeligt. – Lidt smør, Gina.
 

RELLING.
 Og så et stykke flæsk til Molvik.
 

MOLVIK.
 Uh, ikke flæsk!
 

(det banker på loftsdøren.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Luk op, Hedvig; far vil ud.
 

(Hedvig går hen og åbner på klem; gamle Ekdal kommer ind med et friskt kaninskind; hun lukker efter ham.)
 

EKDAL.
 God morgen, mine herrer! Har havt god jagt idag. Har skudt en stor en.
 

HJALMAR.
 Og så har du flådd den før jeg kom –!
 

EKDAL.
 Har saltet den også. Det er godt, mørt kød, det kaninkødet; og så er det sødt; smager som sukker. God appetit, mine herrer!
 

(går ind i sit værelse.)
 

MOLVIK

(rejser sig).
 

Undskyld –; jeg kan ikke –; jeg må ned som snarest –
 

RELLING.
 Drik sodavand, menneske!
 

MOLVIK

(skynder sig).
 

Uh – uh!
 

(ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

RELLING

(til Hjalmar).
 

Lad os tømme en dram for den gamle jægersmand.
 

HJALMAR

(klinker med ham).
 

For idrætsmanden på gravens bred, ja.
 

RELLING.
 For den gråhærdede –. (drikker.) Ja, sig mig, –er det gråt hår, han har, eller er det hvidt?
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er visst så midt imellem; for resten har han nok ikke ret mange hårstrå igen på sin isse.
 

RELLING.
 Nå, med forlorent kommer man også igennem verden. Ja, du er da i grunden en lykkelig mand, du Ekdal; du har denne vakkre livsopgaven at stræve for –
 

HJALMAR.
 Og jeg stræver også, kan du tro.
 

RELLING.
 Og så har du din flinke kone, som lunter så lunt ud og ind på filtsko og vagger i hofterne og hygger og steller for dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, Gina – (nikker til hende.) du er en bra’ ledsagerinde, at ha’ med på livsvejen, du.
 

GINA.
 Å, sid nu ikke der og ressensér om mig.
 

RELLING.
 Og så din Hedvig, du Ekdal?
 

HJALMAR

(bevæget).
 

Barnet, ja! Barnet først og fremst. Hedvig, kom hid til mig. (stryger hende over håret.) Hvad er det for en dag imorgen, du?
 

HEDVIG

(rusker i ham).
 

Å nej, du skal ikke sige noget, far!
 

HJALMAR.
 Det stinger mig som en kniv igennem hjertet, når jeg tænker på, at det skal bli’ så ringe; bare en liden festlig tilstelning inde på loftet –
 

HEDVIG.
 Å, men det blir just dejligt, det!
 

RELLING.
 Og vent så bare til den mærkelige opfindelsen kommer til verden, Hedvig!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja da – da skal du se! Hedvig, jeg har besluttet at sikkre din fremtid. Du skal få det godt så længe du lever. Jeg vil forlange noget for dig, et eller andet. Det skal være den fattige opfinders eneste løn.
 

HEDVIG

(hvisker med armen om hans hals).
 

Å, du snille, snille far!
 

RELLING

(til Gregers).
 

Nå, synes De ikke ganske bra’ om det, til en forandring, at sidde ved et godt besat bord i en lykkelig familjekreds?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, disse timer ved bordet sætter jeg virkelig pris på.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg, for min del, trives ikke i sumpluft.
 

RELLING.
 Sumpluft?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, kom nu ikke med den snak igen!
 

GINA.
 Her er, ved Gud, ingen sumplugt, herr Werle; for jeg lufter såmænd ud hver evige dag.
 

GREGERS

(går fra bordet).
 

Den stank, jeg mener, den lufter De visst ikke ud.
 

HJALMAR.
 Stank!
 

GINA.
 Ja, hvad synes du, Ekdal!
 

RELLING.
 Om forladelse, – det skulde vel ikke være Dem selv, som bringer stanken med der oppe fra gruberne?
 

GREGERS.
 Det kunde ligne Dem at kalde for stank, hvad jeg bringer ind i huset.
 

RELLING

(går hen til ham).
 

Hør, herr Werle junior, jeg har Dem stærkt mistænkt for, at De går med „den ideale fordring” uforkortet i baglommen endnu.
 

GREGERS.
 I brystet går jeg med den.
 

RELLING.
 Ja, hvor fanden De så har den, så vil jeg ikke rå’ Dem til at spille inkassator her, så længe jeg er inde.
 

GREGERS.
 Og hvis jeg gør det alligevel?
 

RELLING.
 Så kommer De på hodet ned over trapperne; nu véd De det.
 

HJALMAR

(rejser sig).
 

Nej men, Relling!
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, kast De mig bare ud –.
 

GINA

(går imellem dem).
 

Det får De ikke lov til, Relling. Men det må jeg sige Dem, herr Werle, at De, som gjorde alt det fæle inde i kakkelovnen Deres, De skulde ikke komme til mig og snakke om stank.
 

(det banker på gangdøren.)
 

HEDVIG.
 Mor, der er nogen, som banker.
 

HJALMAR.
 Se så; nu skal vi ha’ det rend også!
 

GINA.
 La’ bare mig –. (går hen og åbner døren, studser, farer sammen og viger tilbage.) Åh! Uf da!
 

(Grosserer Werle, i pelsfrakke, træder et skridt indenfor.)
 

WERLE.
 Be’r undskylde; men min søn skal nok bo her i huset.
 

GINA

(svælger vejret).
 

Ja.
 

HJALMAR

(går nærmere).
 

Vil ikke herr grossereren være så artig –?
 

WERLE.
 Tak; jeg ønsker blot at tale med min søn.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, hvad godt? Her står jeg.
 

WERLE.
 Jeg ønsker at tale med dig i dit værelse.
 

GREGERS.
 l mit værelse – nå –
 

(vil gå.)
 

GINA.
 Nej, der er, ved Gud, ikke i den stand at –
 

WERLE.
 Nå, så ude på gangen da; jeg ønsker en samtale under fire øjne.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det kan ske her, herr grosserer. Kom ind i dagligstuen, Relling.
 

(Hjalmar og Relling går ind til højre; Gina tar Hedvig med sig ud i køkkenet.)
 

GREGERS

(efter et kort ophold).
 

Ja, nu er vi altså under fire øjne.
 

WERLE.
 Du lod falde nogen yttringer igår aftes –. Og såsom du nu har lejet dig ind hos Ekdals, så må jeg næsten formode, at du har et eller andet i sinde imod mig.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg har i sinde at åbne Hjalmar Ekdals øjne. Han skal se sin stilling, som den er; – det er det hele.
 

WERLE.
 Er det den livsopgaven, du talte om igår?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja. Du har ikke levnet mig nogen anden.
 

WERLE.
 Er det da mig, som har forkvaklet dit sind, Gregers.
 

GREGERS.
 Du har forkvaklet hele mit liv. Jeg tænker ikke på alt det med mor –. Men det er dig, jeg kan takke for, at jeg går og jages og nages under en skyldbetynget samvittighed.
 

WERLE.
 Aha, det er samvittigheden, som det er galt fat med.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg skulde ha’ trådt op imod dig dengang, der blev stillet snarer for løjtnant Ekdal. Jeg skulde ha’ advaret ham; for jeg aned nok, hvor det vilde bære hen.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, da burde du sandelig ha’ talt.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg voved mig ikke til det; så fejg og forskræmt var jeg. Jeg var så usigelig ræd for dig – både dengang og længe bagefter.
 

WERLE.
 Den rædsel er gåt over nu, lader det til.
 

GREGERS.
 Det er den heldigvis. Hvad der er forbrudt imod gamle Ekdal, både af mig og af – andre, det kan aldrig bødes på; men Hjalmar kan jeg fri ud af al den løgn og fortielse, som han her holder på at gå til grunde i.
 

WERLE.
 Tror du, at du vilde gøre en god gerning med det?
 

GREGERS.
 Det tror jeg da så trøstig.
 

WERLE.
 Du mener kanske, at fotograf Ekdal er den mand, at han vilde takke dig til for en slig venskabstjeneste?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja! Den mand er han.
 

WERLE.
 Hm, – vi får se.
 

GREGERS.
 Og desuden – skal jeg bli’ ved at leve længer, så må jeg se at finde helsebod for min syge samvittighed.
 

WERLE.
 Den blir aldrig frisk. Din samvittighed har været sygelig lige fra barneårene. Det er en arvelod fra din mor, Gregers; – den eneste arv, hun efterlod dig.
 

GREGERS

(med et hånsk halvsmil).
 

Har du endnu ikke kunnet fordøje den tort, at du regned galt, da du trode, du skulde få formue med hende?
 

WERLE.
 Lad os ikke komme ind på uvedkommende ting. – Holder du altså fast ved det forsæt, at lede fotograf Ekdal ind på et spor, som du formoder er det rigtige?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja; det forsæt holder jeg fast ved.
 

WERLE.
 Nå, så kunde jeg jo ha’ sparet min gang her op. For da nytter det vel ikke at spørge dig, om du vil flytte hjem til mig igen?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej.
 

WERLE.
 Og ind i firmaet går du vel ikke heller?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej.
 

WERLE.
 Godt. Men da jeg nu agter at indgå nyt ægteskab, så vil boet bli’ skiftet imellem os.
 

GREGERS

(hurtigt).
 

Nej; det ønsker jeg ikke.
 

WERLE.
 Du ønsker det ikke?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, jeg tør ikke det for min samvittigheds skyld.
 

WERLE

(lidt efter).
 

Rejser du op til værket igen?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej; jeg betragter mig som udtrådt af din tjeneste.
 

WERLE.
 Men hvad vil du da slå ind på?
 

GREGERS.
 Bare løse min livsopgave; ikke noget andet.
 

WERLE.
 Nå, men siden da? Hvad vil du så leve af?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg har lagt lidt op af min løn.
 

WERLE.
 Ja, hvor længe vil det forslå!
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg tænker, det forslår min tid ud.
 

WERLE.
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

GREGERS.
 Nu svarer jeg ikke på mere.
 

WERLE.
 Farvel da, Gregers.
 

GREGERS.
 Farvel.
 

(Grosserer Werle går.)
 

HJALMAR

(kikker ind).
 

Nu gik han jo?
 

GREGERS.
 Ja.
 

(Hjalmar og Relling kommer ind. Gina og Hedvig kommer også, fra køkkenet).
 

RELLING.
 Den frokosten, den gik da i vasken.
 

GREGERS.
 Tag på dig, Hjalmar; du må gå en lang tur med mig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja gerne det. Hvad var det, din far vilde? Var det noget om mig?
 

GREGERS.
 Kom bare. Vi må snakke lidt sammen. Jeg går ind og trækker frakken på.
 

(ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

GINA.
 Du skulde ikke gå ud med ham, Ekdal.
 

RELLING.
 Nej, gør ikke det, du; bliv hvor du er.
 

HJALMAR

(tar sin hat og yderfrakke).
 

Hvad for noget! Når en ungdomsven føler det behov at åbne sig for mig i enrum –!
 

RELLING.
 Men, for fanden, – skønner du da ikke, at fyren er gal, forrykt, forstyrret!
 

GINA.
 Ja, der kan du bare høre. Hans mor havde også slige fysiske raptusser iblandt.
 

HJALMAR.
 Desto mere trænger han til en vens årvågne øje. (til Gina.) Lad endelig middagsmaden være færdig i god betids. Farvel så længe.
 

(går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

RELLING.
 Det er da også en ulykke, at ikke det menneske gik til helvede ned i en af Højdalsgruberne.
 

GINA.
 Jøss’, – hvorfor siger De det da?
 

RELLING

(mumler).
 

Å jo, for jeg har nu så mine funderinger.
 

GINA.
 Tror De, at unge Werle er rigtig gal?
 

RELLING.
 Nej desværre; han er ikke galere end folk plejer være. Men en sygdom har han rigtignok i kroppen,
 

GINA.
 Hvad er det for noget, som fejler ham da?
 

RELLING.
 Jo, det skal jeg sige Dem, fru Ekdal. Han lider af en akut retskaffenhedsfeber.
 

GINA.
 Retskaffenhedsfeber?
 

HEDVIG.
 Er det en slags sygdom, det?
 

RELLING.
 Jaha; det er en national sygdom; men den optræder kun sporadisk. (nikker til Gina.) Tak for maden!
 

(han går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

GINA

(driver i uro hen over gulvet).
 

Uf, den Gregers Werle, – det har altid vær’t en fæl fisk.
 

HEDVIG

(står ved bordet og ser forskende på hende).
 

Dette her synes jeg er underligt.
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Hjalmar Ekdals atelier. Der har nylig været fotograferet; et apparat med klæde over, et stativ, et par stole, en konsol og deslige står fremme på gulvet. Eftermiddagsbelysning; solen er ved at gå bort; noget senere begynder det at mørkne.)
 

(Gina står i den åbne gangdør med en liden kasse og en våd glasplade i hånden og taler med nogen udenfor.)
 

GINA.
 Ja, ganske bestemt. Når jeg lover noget, så holder jeg det også. På mandag skal det første dusinet være færdig. – Farvel, farvel!
 

(Man hører nogen gå ned af trapperne. Gina lukker døren, stikker pladen ind i kassen og sætter denne ind i det tildækkede apparat.)
 

HEDVIG

(kommer ind fra køkkenet).
 

Gik de nu?
 

GINA

(rydder op).
 

Ja, Gud ske lov, nu blev jeg da endelig af med dem.
 

HEDVIG.
 Men kan du skønne, at ikke far er kommet hjem endnu?
 

GINA.
 Er du viss på, at han ikke er nede hos Relling?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, der er han ikke; jeg fløj ned køkkenvejen og spurte nu nylig.
 

GINA.
 Og så står vel maden og blir kold for ham også.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja tænk, – far, som altid passer så rigtig på at komme hjem til middag!
 

GINA.
 Å, nu kommer han snart, skal du se.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, gid han bare vilde komme; for jeg synes, her er ble’t så underligt.
 

GINA

(råber).
 

Der er han!
 

(Hjalmar Ekdal kommer ind gennem gangdøren.)
 

HEDVIG

(imod ham).
 

Far! Å nej, slig, som vi har ventet på dig!
 

GINA

(skotter hen).
 

Du blev da svært længe borte, Ekdal.
 

HJALMAR

(uden at se på, hende).
 

Jeg blev noget længe, ja.
 

(Han trækker yderfrakken af; Gina og Hedvig vil hjælpe ham; han afværger det.)
 

GINA.
 Har du kanske spist med Werle?
 

HJALMAR

(hænger frakken op).
 

Nej.
 

GINA

(går mod køkkendøren).
 

Så skal jeg sætte maden ind til dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej; lad maden være. Jeg spiser ikke nu.
 

HEDVIG

(går nærmere).
 

Er det ikke bra’ med dig, far?
 

HJALMAR.
 Bra’? Å jo, så tålelig. Vi gik en anstrængende tur sammen, Gregers og jeg.
 

GINA.
 Det skulde du ikke gøre, Ekdal; for det er du ikke vant til.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm; der er mangt og meget, som en mand får vænne sig til i denne verden. (driver lidt omkring.) Har her været nogen, mens jeg var ude?
 

GINA.
 Ikke andre end de to kæresterne.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ingen nye bestillinger?
 

GINA.
 Nej, idag ikke.
 

HEDVIG.
 Du skal se, der kommer nok nogen imorgen, far.
 

HJALMAR.
 Gid det var så vel; for imorgen tænker jeg at ta’ fat med hele mit alvor.
 

HEDVIG.
 Imorgen! Nej men husker du da ikke, hvad det er for en dag imorgen?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, det er jo sandt –. Ja, så iovermorgen da. Herefter vil jeg gøre alting selv; jeg vil være ganske alene om hele arbejdet.
 

GINA.
 Nej men hvad skal da det være til, Ekdal? Det er jo bare at gøre dig livet surt. Jeg passer nok fotograferingen, jeg; og så blir du ved at stelle med opfindelsen.
 

HEDVIG.
 Og så med vildanden, far, – og med alle hønsene og kaninerne og –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Snak ikke til mig om det tøjeri! Fra imorgen af sætter jeg aldrig mere min fod der inde på loftet.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja men, far, du lovte mig jo, at imorgen skulde der bli’ tilstelning –
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm, det er sandt. Nå, så fra iovermorgen da. Den fordømte vildanden skulde jeg helst ha’ lyst til at vri’ halsen om på!
 

HEDVIG

(skriger).
 

Vildanden!
 

GINA.
 Nu har jeg da aldrig hørt sligt!
 

HEDVIG

(rusker i ham).
 

Nej men, far, – det er jo min vildand!
 

HJALMAR.
 Derfor gør jeg det heller ikke. Jeg har ikke hjerte til det, – ikke hjerte til det for din skyld, Hedvig. Men jeg føler så inderlig dybt, at jeg burde gøre det. Jeg burde ikke tåle under mit tag en skabning, som har været i de hænder.
 

GINA.
 Men, Herregud, fordi om gamlefar har fåt den af denne her sjofle Pettersen, så –
 

HJALMAR

(driver omkring).
 

Der er visse krav –. Hvad skal jeg kalde de krav? Lad mig sige – ideale krav, – visse fordringer, som en mand ikke kan sætte til side, uden at han tar skade på sin sjæl.
 

HEDVIG

(går efter ham).
 

Men tænk, vildanden, – den stakkers vildanden!
 

HJALMAR

(standser).
 

Du hører jo, jeg skåner den – for din skyld. Der skal ikke krummes et hår på –; nå, som sagt, jeg skåner den. For der er jo også større opgaver, end som så, at ta’ fat på. Men nu skulde du gå ud lidt, som du plejer, Hedvig; nu er det så passelig skummert for dig.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, jeg bryr mig ikke om at gå ud nu.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo, gør det; jeg synes, du myser så med øjnene; du har ikke godt af alle disse dampene her inde. Her er dump luft under dette tag.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, ja da, så løber jeg ned køkkentrappen og går indover en liden stund. Kåben og hatten –? Å, det ligger inde hos mig selv. Far, – du må da endelig ikke gøre vildanden noget ondt, mens jeg er ude.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ikke en fjær skal der ribbes af dens hode. (trykker hende til sig.) Du og jeg, Hedvig, – vi to –! Nå, gå bare, du. -
 

(Hedvig nikker til forældrene og går ud gennem køkkenet.)
 

HJALMAR

(går omkring uden at se op).
 

Gina.
 

GINA.
 Ja?
 

HJALMAR.
 Fra imorgen af – eller, lad os sige fra iovermorgen af – kunde jeg ha’ lyst til at føre husholdningsbogen selv.
 

GINA.
 Vil du nu føre husholdningsbogen også?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, eller ta’ rede på indkomsterne i al fald.
 

GINA.
 Å Gud hjælpe os, det er nok snart bestilt.
 

HJALMAR.
 En skulde ikke tro det; for jeg synes, du får pengene til at strække så mærkværdig langt. (standser og ser på hende.) Hvorledes går det til?
 

GINA.
 Det er fordi jeg og Hedvig behøver så lidet.
 

HJALMAR.
 Er det sandt, at far blir så rundelig betalt for den arkskrivningen hos grosserer Werle?
 

GINA.
 Jeg véd ikke, om det er så rundelig. Jeg kender ikke prisen på sligt noget.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, hvad får han da så omtrent? Lad mig høre!
 

GINA.
 Det er så forskelligt; det blir vel omtrent det, han koster os, og så en liden lommeskilling.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det han koster os! Og det har du ikke sagt mig før!
 

GINA.
 Nej, det kunde jeg da ikke; du var jo så glad, fordi du trodde, at han fik altingen af dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Og så får han det fra grosserer Werle!
 

GINA.
 Å ja, grossereren har da nok at ta’ af, han.
 

HJALMAR.
 Lad mig få lampen tændt!
 

GINA

(tænder).
 

Og så kan vi jo ikke vide, om det er grossereren selv; det kan jo godt være Gråberg –
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvorfor kommer du med den udflugten om Gråberg?
 

GINA.
 Nej, jeg véd ikke; jeg tænkte bare –
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm!
 

GINA.
 Det var jo ikke mig, som skaffed gamlefar det skriveriet. Det var jo Berta, den tid hun kom i huset.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg synes, du skælver så i stemmen.
 

GINA

(sætter skærmen på).
 

Gør jeg?
 

HJALMAR.
 Og så ryster du på hænderne. Eller er det ikke så?
 

GINA

(fast).
 

Sig det bent ud, Ekdal. Hvad er det for noget, han har gåt og snakket om mig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Er det sandt, – kan det være sandt, at – at der var et slags forhold mellem dig og grosserer Werle, den gang du tjente der i huset?
 

GINA.
 Det er ikke sandt. Ikke dengangen, ikke. Grossereren la’ sig efter mig; det gjorde han. Og fruen trodde, der var noget i det; og så gjorde hun hokkuspokkus og hurlomhej, og hun både slog mig og hun drog mig; det gjorde hun; – og så gik jeg af tjenesten.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men siden altså!
 

GINA.
 Ja, så kom jeg jo hjem. Og mor – hun var ikke så real, som du tænkte, Ekdal; og hun gik der og snakked for mig både om det ene og det andre; for grossereren var jo ble’t enkemand da.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, og så!
 

GINA.
 Ja, det er vel bedst, du får vide det. Han gav sig ikke, før han fik sin vilje.
 

HJALMAR

(slår hænderne sammen).
 

Og det er mit barns mor! Hvor kunde du fortie sligt noget for mig!
 

GINA.
 Ja, det var galt gjort af mig; jeg skulde visst ha’ sagt dig det for længe siden.
 

HJALMAR.
 Straks skulde du ha’ sagt mig det; – så havde jeg da vidst, hvad du var for en.
 

GINA.
 Men vilde du da ha’ giftet dig med mig alligevel?
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvor kan du tænke dig det!
 

GINA.
 Nej; men derfor så turde jeg ikke sige dig noget dengangen. For jeg kom jo til at holde så svært af dig, som du véd. Og jeg kunde da ikke gøre mig selv rent ulykkelig –
 

HJALMAR

(går om).
 

Og det er min Hedvigs mor! Og så at vide, at alt, hvad jeg her ser for mine øjne – (sparker til en stol.) – hele mit hjem, – det skylder jeg en begunstiget forgænger! Å, denne forføreriske grosserer Werle!
 

GINA.
 Angrer du på de fjorten-femten årene, som vi har levet sammen?
 

HJALMAR

(stiller sig foran hende).
 

Sig mig, om ikke du hver dag, hver time, har angret på den væv af fortielse, som du, ligesom en ædderkop, har spundet mig ind i? Svar mig på det! Har du virkelig ikke gåt her og vandet dig i anger og nag?
 

GINA.
 Å, snille Ekdal, jeg har havt så rundelig nok med at tænke på huset og alt det daglige bestyret –
 

HJALMAR.
 Du kaster altså aldrig et prøvende blik på din fortid!
 

GINA.
 Nej, jeg havde, ved Gud, næsten glemt disse her gamle intrigerne, du.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, denne sløve, følesløse ro! Den har for mig noget så oprørende ved sig. Tænk, – ikke angre engang!
 

GINA.
 Men sig mig nu, Ekdal, – hvad havde der ble’t af dig, hvis du ikke havde fåt en slig kone, som jeg?
 

HJALMAR.
 En slig –!
 

GINA.
 Ja, for jeg har da altid været ligesom lidt mere kontant og suffisant end du. Nå, det forstår sig, jeg er jo også de par år ældre.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad der var ble’t af mig!
 

GINA.
 For du var da på alskens gale veje, den tiden du traf mig først; det kan du vel ikke nægte for.
 

HJALMAR.
 Så det kalder du gale veje? Å, du forstår ikke, hvorledes en mand har det, når han sørger og fortviler; – navnlig en mand med mit ildfulde gemyt.
 

GINA.
 Nej, nej; kan så være, det. Og jeg regalerer jo slettes ikke på det heller; for du blev jo så inderlig bra’ en mand, straks du havde fåt hus og hjem. – Og nu havde vi fåt det så hyggeligt og koseligt hos os; og nu skulde Hedvig og jeg også snart begynde at koste lidt på os både med mad og med klæ’r.
 

HJALMAR.
 I fortielsens sump, ja.
 

GINA.
 Uf, den vederstyggelige fyren, som skulde få sin passasje her i huset!
 

HJALMAR.
 Også jeg syntes, at hjemmet var godt at være i. Det var en vildfarelse. Hvor henter jeg nu den fornødne spænstighed fra, til at føre opfindelsen over i virkelighedens verden? Kanske dør den med mig; og da er det din forgangenhed, Gina, som har dræbt den.
 

GINA

(nær ved at græde).
 

Nej, du må da ikke sige noget sligt noget, Ekdal. Jeg, som alle mine dage bare vilde gøre altingen til det bedste for dig!
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg spør, – hvad blir der nu af familjeforsørgerens drøm? Når jeg lå der inde på sofaen og grubled over opfindelsen, da aned jeg nok, at den vilde sluge min sidste livskraft. Jeg følte jo nok, at den dag, da jeg havde fåt patentet i mine hænder, – den dag vilde bli min – afskedsdag. Og så var det min drøm, at da skulde du sidde igen som den hedengangne opfinders velhavende enke
 

GINA

(tørrer tårerne af).
 

Nej, du må ikke snakke slig, Ekdal. Vorherre lad mig da aldrig leve den dag, da jeg skulde sidde som enke!
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, det ene som det andet. Nu er jo alt forbi alligevel. Alt!
 

(Gregers Werle åbner varsomt gangdøren og ser ind.)
 

GREGERS.
 Tør jeg komme?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja; kom.
 

GREGERS

(går frem med strålende, fornøjet ansigt og vil række dem hænderne).
 

Nå, I kære mennesker –! (ser afvekslende på dem og hvisker til Hjalmar). Altså ikke sket endnu?
 

HJALMAR

(lydeligt).
 

Det er sket.
 

GREGERS.
 Det er?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg har levet den bittreste stund i mit liv.
 

GREGERS.
 Men også den mest løftede, tænker jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, foreløbig har vi det i al fald fra hånden.
 

GINA.
 Gud forlade Dem, herr Werle.
 

GREGERS

(i stor forundring).
 

Men jeg forstår ikke dette.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad forstår du ikke?
 

GREGERS.
 Så stort et opgør, – et opgør, som en hel ny livsførelse skal grundes på, – en livsførelse, et samliv, i sandhed og uden al fortielse –
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, jeg véd det nok; jeg véd det så godt.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg havde ventet så visst, at når jeg kom ind af døren, så skulde der slaa mig imøde et forklarelsens lys både fra mand og fra hustru. Og så ser jeg ikke andet for mig end dette dumpe, tunge, triste –
 

GINA.
 Nå så.
 

(tar lampeskærmen af.)
 

GREGERS.
 De vil ikke forstå mig, fru Ekdal. Nej, nej; for Dem skal der vel tid til –. Men du selv da, Hjalmar? Du må da vel ha’ ta’t en højere indvielse af det store opgør.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, naturligvis har jeg det. Det vil sige, – sådan på en måde.
 

GREGERS.
 For der er da vel ikke noget i verden, som kan lignes med det, at ha’ tilgivelse for en fejlende og løfte hende op til sig i kærlighed.
 

HJALMAR.
 Tror du en mand så let forvinder den bedske drik, jeg nys har tømt?
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, en almindelig mand; det kan så være. Men en mand som du –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, Herregud, jeg véd det nok. Men du må jage på mig, Gregers. Der skal tid til, ser du.
 

GREGERS.
 Du har meget af vildanden i dig, Hjalmar.
 

(Relling er kommen ind gennem gangdøren.)
 

RELLING.
 Se så; er nu den vildanden på færde igen?
 

HJALMAR.
 Grosserer Werles vingeskudte jagtbytte, ja.
 

RELLING.
 Grosserer Werles –? Er det ham, I snakker om?
 

HJALMAR.
 Om ham og – os andre.
 

RELLING

(halvhøjt til Gregers).
 

Gid fanden havde Dem
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad er det, du siger?
 

RELLING.
 Jeg yttrer et inderligt ønske om, at kvaksalveren vilde forføje sig på hjemvejen. Blir han her, så er han mand for at forkluddre jer begge to.
 

GREGERS.
 De to forkluddres ikke, herr Relling. Om Hjalmar vil jeg nu ikke tale. Ham kender vi. Men også hun har visselig på bunden af sit væsen noget troværdigt, noget vederhæftigt –
 

GINA

(grædefærdig).
 

Så skulde De bare lad’t mig gå for den jeg var da.
 

RELLING

(til Gregers).
 

Er det næsevist at spørge om, hvad det er, De egentlig vil her i huset?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg vil grundlægge et sandt ægteskab.
 

RELLING.
 Så De synes ikke, Ekdals ægteskab er godt nok, som det er?
 

GREGERS.
 Det er visst et lige så godt ægteskab, som så mange andre, desværre. Men et sandt ægteskab er det endnu ikke ble’t.
 

HJALMAR.
 Du har aldrig havt øje for det ideale krav, du Relling.
 

RELLING.
 Sludder, gutten min! – Med forlov, herr Werle; hvor mange – bare så på en slump – hvor mange sande ægteskaber har De set i Deres liv?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg tror knapt, jeg har set et eneste et.
 

RELLING.
 Ikke jeg heller.
 

GREGERS.
 Men jeg har set så utallige ægteskaber af den modsatte slags. Og jeg har havt anledning til på nært hold at se, hvad et sligt ægteskab kan bryde ned i et menneskepar.
 

HJALMAR.
 En mands hele moralske grundlag kan svigte under hans fødder; det er det forfærdelige.
 

RELLING.
 Ja, jeg har jo aldrig sådan egentlig været gift; så jeg tør ikke dømme om de ting. Men det véd jeg da, at til et ægteskab hører barnet også. Og barnet skal I la’ være i fred.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, – Hedvig! Min stakkers Hedvig!
 

RELLING.
 Ja, Hedvig får I værs’go’ se at holde udenfor. I to er voksne mennesker; I får i Guds navn kluddre og klusse med jeres forhold, hvis I har lyst til det. Men Hedvig skal I fare varsomt med, siger jeg; ellers kan I komme til at gøre en ulykke på hende.
 

HJALMAR.
 En ulykke!
 

RELLING.
 Ja, eller hun kan komme til at gøre en ulykke på sig selv – og kanske på andre med.
 

GINA.
 Men hvor kan De da vide sligt, Relling?
 

HJALMAR.
 Der er da vel aldrig nogen nær fare for øjnene?
 

RELLING.
 Dette her har ikke noget med øjnene at skaffe. Men Hedvig er i en vanskelig alder. Hun kan finde på alt det, som galt er.
 

GINA.
 Ja tænk, – det gør hun også! Hun er begyndt at hussere så stygt med varmen ude i køkkenet. Det kalder hun at lege ildebrand. Jeg er mangen gang ræd, hun skal sætte fyr på huset.
 

RELLING.
 Ser De bare; jeg vidste det nok.
 

GREGERS

(til Relling).
 

Men hvorledes forklarer De sådant noget?
 

RELLING

(mut).
 

Hun er i stemmeskiftningen, far.
 

HJALMAR.
 Så længe barnet har mig –! Så længe mit hode er oven mulde –!
 

(det banker på døren.)
 

GINA.
 Hys, Ekdal; der er folk på gangen. (råber.) Vær så god!
 

(Fru Sørby, i ydertøj, kommer ind.)
 

FRU SØRBY.
 God aften!
 

GINA

(går imod hende).
 

Nej, er det dig, Berta!
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja såmænd er det mig. Men jeg kommer kanske til ulejlighed?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej bevar’s; et sendebud fra det hus –
 

FRU SØRBY

(til Gina).
 

Oprigtig talt havde jeg håbet, jeg ikke skulde træffe dine mandfolk hjemme på denne tid; og så løb jeg opom for at snakke lidt med dig og sige dig farvel.
 

GINA.
 Så? Rejser du da?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, imorgen tidlig; – op til Højdal. Grossereren er rejst i eftermiddag. (henkastende til Gregers.) Kan hilse så meget fra ham.
 

GINA.
 Nej tænk –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Så grosserer Werle er rejst? Og nu rejser De efter ham?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, hvad siger De til det, Ekdal?
 

HJALMAR.
 Vogt Dem, siger jeg.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg skal forklare dig det. Min far gifter sig med fru Sørby,
 

HJALMAR.
 Gifter han sig med hende!
 

GINA.
 Å nej, Berta; blev det da endelig!
 

RELLING

(dirrer lidt i stemmen).
 

Dette her er da vel aldrig sandt?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Jo, snille Relling, det er rigtignok sandt.
 

RELLING.
 Vil De gifte Dem nu igen?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, det blir nok til det. Werle har løst kongebrev, og så turer vi brylluppet i al stilhed oppe på værket.
 

GREGERS.
 Så får jeg vel ønske Dem til lykke da som en god stedsøn.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Tak skal De ha’, hvis De mener noget med det. Og jeg håber da det, at det skal bli’ til lykke både for Werle og for mig.
 

RELLING.
 Det kan De trøstig håbe. Grosserer Werle drikker sig aldrig fuld, – så vidt jeg véd da; og han bruger visst ikke at skamslå sine koner heller, slig, som salig hestedoktoren gjorde.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Å, lad nu Sørby ligge, der han ligger. Han havde såmænd sine gode sider, han også.
 

RELLING.
 Grosserer Werle har vel de sider, som bedre er, kan jeg tro.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Han har i al fald ikke sløset bort det bedste i sig Den mand, som det gør, han får ta’ følgerne.
 

RELLING.
 Ikveld går jeg ud med Molvik.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Det skulde De ikke, Relling. Gør ikke det; – for min skyld.
 

RELLING.
 Der er ikke andet for. (til Hjalmar.) Vil du være med, så kom.
 

GINA.
 Nej tak. Ekdal går ikke med på den slags apartementer.
 

HJALMAR

(arrig, halvhøjt).
 

Å, så ti da!
 

RELLING.
 Farvel, fru – Werle.
 

(går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

GREGERS

(til fru Sørby).
 

Det lader til, at De og doktor Relling kender hinanden temmelig nøje.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, vi har kendt hinanden i mange år. Det kunde såmænd engang ha’ ble’t til noget af hvert imellem os to.
 

GREGERS.
 Det var sagtens godt for Dem, at det ikke blev.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, det må De nok sige. Men jeg har altid ta’t mig i vare for at gå efter indskydelser. En kvinde kan da ikke kaste sig rent væk heller.
 

GREGERS.
 Er De slet ikke det mindste ræd for, at jeg skal la’ min far få et nys om dette gamle bekendtskab?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 De kan da vel tænke, at jeg har sagt ham det selv.
 

GREGERS.
 Så?
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Deres far véd hver eneste smule, som folk med nogen sandhed kunde falde på at sige om mig. Alt sligt har jeg sagt ham; det var det første, jeg gjorde, da han lod sig mærke med, at han havde hensigter.
 

GREGERS.
 Da er De mere end almindelig åbenhjertig, synes jeg.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Åbenhjertig har jeg altid været. Det kommer vi fruentimmer længst med.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad siger du til det, Gina.
 

GINA.
 Å, vi fruentimmer er nu så forskellige, vi. Nogen har det på én vis og andre på en anden.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja, Gina, jeg tror nu, det er klogest at indrette sig på den vis, som jeg har gjort. Og Werle har heller ikke lagt dølgsmål på noget for sit vedkommende. Se, det er det, som nærmest har knyttet os sammen. Nu kan han sidde og snakke med mig så åbent som et barn. Det har han aldrig havt lejlighed til før. Han, den sunde livskraftige mand, fik hele sin ungdom og alle sine bedste år igennem ikke høre andet end straffeprækener. Og mangen gang drejed de prækener sig om de mest indbildte forgåelser, – efter hvad jeg har lad’t mig sige.
 

GINA.
 Ja, det er rigtignok så sandt, som det er sagt.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvis fruerne vil ind på de enemærker, så er det bedst jeg går.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 De kan gerne bli’ for den sags skyld. Jeg skal ikke sige et ord mere. Men jeg vilde, De skulde ha’ rede på, at jeg ikke har faret med fortielser eller nogen slags underfundighed. Det kan kanske synes, at det er en svært stor lykke, jeg gør; og det er det jo også på en måde. Men jeg mener alligevel, at jeg ikke tar imod mere end jeg gir. Jeg skal visst aldrig svigte ham. Og tjene og nytte ham som ingen anden, det kan jeg nu, da han snart blir hjælpeløs.
 

HJALMAR.
 Blir han hjælpeløs?
 

GREGERS

(til fru Sørby).
 

Ja, ja, tal nu ikke om det her.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Det nytter ikke at skjule det længer, så gerne han end vil. Han blir blind.
 

HJALMAR

(studser).
 

Blir han blind? Det var da besynderligt. Blir han blind, han også?
 

GINA.
 Det blir jo så mange.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Og en kan vel tænke sig, hvad det vil sige for en forretningsmand. Nå, jeg skal prøve på at bruge mine øjne for ham så godt jeg kan. Men nu tør jeg ikke bli’ længer; jeg er så opkavet i denne tid. – Ja, det var det, jeg skulde sige Dem, Ekdal, at hvis der var noget, som Werle kunde tjene Dem med, så skulde De bare henvende Dem til Gråberg.
 

GREGERS.
 Det tilbud vil Hjalmar Ekdal visst betakke sig for.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Ja så; jeg synes da ikke, at han før i tiden –
 

GINA.
 Jo, Berta, nu behøver ikke Ekdal at ta’ nogen tingen fra grosserer Werle.
 

HJALMAR

(langsomt og med vægt).
 

Vil De hilse Deres tilkommende mand fra mig og sige, at jeg i den nærmeste fremtid agter at gå til bogholder Gråberg –
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad! Kan du ville det?
 

HJALMAR.
 – gå til bogholder Gråberg, siger jeg, og forlange en konto over det beløb, jeg skylder hans principal. Jeg vil betale denne æresgæld –; ha-ha-ha, det skal kaldes en æresgæld! Men nok om det. Jeg vil betale alt, med fem procent renter.
 

GINA.
 Men, snille Ekdal, det har vi, ved Gud, ikke penger til.
 

HJALMAR.
 Vil De sige Deres forlovede, at jeg arbejder ufortrødent på min opfindelse. Vil De sige ham, at det, som holder mine åndskræfter oppe under denne anstrængende beskæftigelse, det er ønsket om at bli’ en pinlig gældsbyrde kvit. Derfor gør jeg opfindelsen. Hele udbyttet skal anvendes til at frigøre mig for Deres vordende ægtefælles pekuniære udlæg.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Her er nok sket et eller andet her i huset.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det er det.
 

FRU SØRBY.
 Nå, så farvel da. Jeg havde endnu havt lidt at snakke med dig om, Gina; men det får være til en anden gang. Farvel.
 

(Hjalmar og Gregers hilser stumt; Gina følger fru Sørby til døren.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Ikke ud over tærskelen, Gina!
 

(Fru Sørby går; Gina lukker efter hende.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Se så, Gregers; nu har jeg da denne trykkende gældspost fra hånden.
 

GREGERS.
 Snart i al fald.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg tror, min holdning må kaldes korrekt.
 

GREGERS.
 Du er den mand, jeg altid har holdt dig for.
 

HJALMAR.
 I visse tilfælde er det umuligt at sætte sig ud over de ideale krav. Som familjeforsørger må jeg jo vri’ og vånde mig under det. For du kan tro, det er sandelig ikke spøg for en ubemidlet mand at skulle indfri en mangeårig gældsfordring, som der, så at sige, havde lagt sig glemselens støv over. Men det får være det samme; mennesket i mig kræver også sin ret.
 

GREGERS

(lægger hånden på hans skulder).
 

Kære Hjalmar, – var det så ikke godt, at jeg kom?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo.
 

GREGERS.
 At du fik fuld klarhed over alle forhold, – var ikke det godt?
 

HJALMAR

(lidt utålmodig).
 

Jo visst var det godt. Men der er én ting, som oprører min retfærdighedsfølelse.
 

GREGERS.
 Og hvad er det for noget?
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er dette her, at –; ja, jeg véd ikke, om jeg tør yttre mig så uforbeholdent om din far.
 

GREGERS.
 Tag ikke noget som helst hensyn til mig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå vel. Jo, ser du, jeg synes, det er noget så oprørende at tænke sig til, at nu blir det jo ikke mig, men ham, som realiserer det sande ægteskab.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej men hvor kan du da sige sligt!
 

HJALMAR.
 Jo visst blir det så. Din far og fru Sørby indgår jo nu en ægtepagt, som er bygget på fuld fortrolighed, bygget på hel og ubetinget åbenhjertighed fra begge sider; de stikker ingen ting under stol for hinanden; der er ingen fortielse bag ved forholdet; der er forkyndt, om jeg så må udtrykke mig, en gensidig syndernes forladelse imellem dem.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå ja, hvad så?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, men så er det der jo alt sammen. Det var jo alt dette her vanskelige, som du selv sa’, hørte til, for at grunde det sande ægteskab.
 

GREGERS.
 Men det er jo på en ganske anden måde, Hjalmar. Du vil da vel ikke sammenligne hverken dig eller hende med disse to –? Nå, du forstår mig nok.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men jeg kan dog ikke komme fra, at der i alt dette er noget, som sårer og krænker min retsbevidsthed. Det ser jo akkurat ud, som om der slet ingen retfærdig verdensstyrelse var til.
 

GINA.
 Uf nej, Ekdal, sligt må du da, ved Gud, ikke sige.
 

GREGERS.
 Hm; lad os ikke komme ind på de spørsmål.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men på den anden side er det jo rigtignok som om jeg øjner skæbnens regulerende finger alligevel. Han blir jo blind.
 

GINA.
 Å, det er kanske ikke så sikkert.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er utvilsomt. Vi bør ikke tvile på det i al fald; for just i dette faktum ligger den retfærdige gengældelse. Han har i sin tid forblindet en troskyldig medskabning.
 

GREGERS.
 Desværre, han har forblindet mange.
 

HJALMAR.
 Og nu kommer den ubønhørlige, den gådefulde, og kræver grossererens egne øjne.
 

GINA.
 Nej, at du tør sige sligt stygt noget! Jeg blir rent ræd.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er tjenligt at fordybe sig i tilværelsens natsider en gang imellem.
 

(Hedvig, i hat og kåbe, kommer glad og forpustet ind gennem gangdøren.)
 

GINA.
 Er du alt der igen?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, jeg vilde ikke gå længer. Og det var godt; for nu mødte jeg nogen i porten.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det var vel denne fru Sørby.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja.
 

HJALMAR

(går op og ned).
 

Jeg vil håbe, du skal ha’ set hende for sidste gang.
 

(Taushed. Hedvig ser forknyt snart på den ene snart på den anden som for at udforske stemningen.)
 

HEDVIG

(nærmer sig indsmigrende).
 

Far.
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, – hvad er det, Hedvig?
 

HEDVIG.
 Fru Sørby havde noget med til mig.
 

HJALMAR

(standser).
 

Til dig?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja. Det er noget, som skal være til imorgen.
 

GINA.
 Berta har altid havt en liden ting til dig på den dagen.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad er det for noget?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, det kan du ikke få vide nu; for mor skal gi’ mig det på sengen imorgen tidlig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, alt dette maskepi, som jeg skal holdes udenfor!
 

HEDVIG

(skynder sig).
 

Nej, du kan gerne få se det. Det er et stort brev.
 

(tar brevet op af kåbelommen.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Et brev også?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det er bare brevet. Det andet kommer vel siden. Men tænk, – et brev! Jeg har aldrig fåt noget brev før. Og så står der „frøken” udenpå det. (læser.) „Frøken Hedvig Ekdal”. Tænk, – det er mig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Lad mig se det brev.
 

HEDVIG

(rækker ham det).
 

Der kan du se.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det er grosserer Werles hånd.
 

GINA.
 Er du viss på det, Ekdal?
 

HJALMAR.
 Se selv.
 

GINA.
 Å, tror du, jeg skønner mig på sligt?
 

HJALMAR.
 Hedvig, må jeg åbne brevet – og læse det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det må du gerne, hvis du vil.
 

GINA.
 Nej, ikke ikveld, Ekdal; det skal jo være til imorgen.
 

HEDVIG

(sagte).
 

Å, kan du ikke la’ ham læse det! Det er visst noget godt; og så blir far glad; og så blir her fornøjeligt igen.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg må altså åbne det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, vær så snil, far. Det skal bli morsomt at få vide, hvad det er.
 

HJALMAR.
 Godt. (åbner brevet, tar et papir ud, læser det igennem og synes forvirret.) Hvad er da dette her –?
 

GINA.
 Hvad står der for noget da?
 

HEDVIG.
 A ja, far, – sig det!
 

HJALMAR.
 Vær stille. (læser det en gang til igennem; er bleven bleg, men siger behersket:) Det er et gavebrev, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, tænk! Hvad får jeg da?
 

HJALMAR.
 Læs selv.
 

HEDVIG

(går hen og læser en stund ved lampen).
 

HJALMAR

(halvhøjt, knytter hænderne).
 

Øjnene! Øjnene, – og så det brevet!
 

HEDVIG

(afbryder læsningen).
 

Ja, men jeg synes, det er bedstefar, som skal ha’ det.
 

HJALMAR

(tar brevet fra hende).
 

Du Gina, – kan du forstå dette her?
 

GINA.
 Jeg véd jo ingen verdens ting; bare sig det.
 

HJALMAR.
 Grosserer Werle skriver til Hedvig, at hendes gamle bedstefar ikke mere behøver at bemøje sig med den arkskriften, men at han herefter kan hæve hundrede kroner månedlig på kontoret –
 

GREGERS.
 Aha!
 

HEDVIG.
 Hundrede kroner, mor! Det læste jeg.
 

GINA.
 Det blir jo godt for bedstefar.
 

HJALMAR.
 – hundrede kroner, så længe han har det nødig, – det vil naturligvis sige, så længe til han har lukket sine øjne.
 

GINA.
 Nå, så er da han forsørget, stakkers.
 

HJALMAR.
 Men så kommer det. Det læste du nok ikke, Hedvig. Bagefter skal denne gave gå over på dig.
 

HEDVIG.
 På mig! Alt sammen?
 

HJALMAR.
 Du er sikkret det samme beløb for hele dit liv, skriver han. Hører du det, Gina?
 

GINA.
 Ja, jeg hører det nok.
 

HEDVIG.
 Tænk – alle de penge, jeg får! (rusker i ham.) Far, far, er du da ikke glad –?
 

HJALMAR

(undviger hende).
 

Glad! (går om på gulvet.) Å, hvilke fjernsyn, – hvilke perspektiver der ruller op for mig! Hedvig er det; hun er det, han betænker så rigelig!
 

GINA.
 Ja, for det er jo Hedvig, som har jebursdag –
 

HEDVIG.
 Og du får det jo alligevel, far! Du kan da vel tænke, at jeg vil gi’ alle pengene til dig og mor.
 

HJALMAR.
 Til mor, ja! Der har vi det.
 

GREGERS.
 Hjalmar, dette her er en snare, som lægges for dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Tror du, det skulde være en snare nu igen?
 

GREGERS.
 Da han var her imorges, sa’ han: Hjalmar Ekdal er ikke den mand, som du indbilder dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ikke den mand –!
 

GREGERS.
 Du skal få se det, sa’ han.
 

HJALMAR.
 Du skulde få se, at jeg lod mig afspise med penge –!
 

HEDVIG.
 Men, mor, hvad er det da for noget?
 

GINA.
 Gå ud og tag af dig tøjet.
 

(Hedvig går grædefærdig ud gennem køkkendøren.)
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, Hjalmar, – nu vil det vise sig, hvem der har ret, han eller jeg.
 

HJALMAR

(river langsomt papiret tvers over, lægger begge stykkerne på bordet og siger).
 

Her er mit svar.
 

GREGERS.
 Det vented jeg.
 

HJALMAR

(går hen til Gina, som står ved ovnen, og siger dæmpet).
 

Og nu ingen fortielse mere. Hvis forholdet mellem dig og ham blev helt forbi, da du – kom til at holde af mig, som du kalder det, – hvorfor satte han os da i stand til at gifte os?
 

GINA.
 Han tænkte vel, han skulde få sin gang her i huset.
 

HJALMAR.
 Bare det? Var han ikke ræd for en viss mulighed?
 

GINA.
 Jeg skønner ikke, hvad du mener.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg vil vide, om – dit barn har ret til at leve under mit tag.
 

GINA

(retter sig ivejret; øjnene lyner).
 

Og det spør’ du om!
 

HJALMAR.
 Du skal svare mig på dette ene: Hører Hedvig mig til – eller –? Nå!
 

GINA

(ser på ham med kold trods).
 

Jeg véd ikke.
 

HJALMAR

(dirrer let).
 

Du véd det ikke!
 

GINA.
 Hvor kan jeg vide det? En slig en, som jeg er –
 

HJALMAR

(stille, vender sig fra hende).
 

Så har jeg ikke mere at gøre her i huset.
 

GREGERS.
 Betænk dig på dette, Hjalmar!
 

HJALMAR

(tar sin yderfrakke på).
 

Her er ingen ting at betænke for en mand, som jeg.
 

GREGERS.
 Jo, her er så usigelig meget at betænke. Sammen må I tre være, hvis du skal vinde frem til den store tilgivelsens offerstemning.
 

HJALMAR.
 Did vil jeg ikke. Aldrig, aldrig! Min hat! (tar hatten.) Hjemmet er styrtet i grus omkring mig. (brister i gråd.) Gregers, jeg har ikke noget barn!
 

HEDVIG

(som har åbnet køkkendøren).
 

Hvad er det du siger! (hen til ham.) Far, far!
 

GINA.
 Se så!
 

HJALMAR.
 Kom ikke nær mig, Hedvig! Gå langt bort. Jeg tåler ikke at se dig. Å, de øjnene –! Farvel.
 

(vil imod døren.)
 

HEDVIG

(hænger sig fast i ham og skriger højt).
 

Nej da! Nej da! Gå ikke ifra mig!
 

GINA

(råber).
 

Se på barnet, Ekdal! Se på barnet!
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg vil ikke! Jeg kan ikke! Jeg må ud; – væk fra alt dette!
 

(Han river sig løs fra Hedvig og går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

HEDVIG

(med fortvilede øjne).
 

Han går fra os, mor! Han går fra os! Han kommer aldrig mere igen!
 

GINA.
 Bare ikke græd, Hedvig. Far kommer nok igen.
 

HEDVIG

(kaster sig hulkende ned i sofaen).
 

Nej, nej, han kommer aldrig hjem til os mere.
 

GREGERS.
 Tror De, jeg vilde alt til det bedste, fru Ekdal?
 

GINA.
 Ja, jeg tror det næsten; men Gud forlade Dem alligevel.
 

HEDVIG

(ligger i sofaen).
 

Å, jeg synes jeg må dø af dette her! Hvad har jeg da gjort ham? Mor, du må få ham hjem igen!
 

GINA.
 Ja, ja, ja; vær bare rolig, så skal jeg gå ud og se efter ham. (tar ydertøjet på.) Kanske han er gåt indom til Relling. Men så skal du ikke ligge der og tude. Lover du mig det?
 

HEDVIG

(græder krampagtigt).
 

Ja, jeg skal la’ det være; når bare far kommer igen.
 

GREGERS

(til Gina, som vil gå).
 

Var det ikke bedre alligevel, at De først lod ham kæmpe sin smertens kamp til ende?
 

GINA.
 Å, det får han gøre bagefter. Først og fremst må vi få stagget barnet.
 

(ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

HEDVIG

(sætter sig oprejst og tørrer tårerne af).
 

Nu skal De sige mig, hvad det er for noget. Hvorfor vil ikke far vide af mig mere?
 

GREGERS.
 De skal ikke spørge om det, forinden De er ble’t stor og voksen.
 

HEDVIG

(hikster).
 

Men jeg kan da ikke gå og være så græsselig bedrøvet lige til jeg blir stor og voksen. – Jeg skønner nok, hvad det er. – Kanske jeg ikke er fars rigtige barn.
 

GREGERS

(urolig).
 

Hvorledes skulde det gå til?
 

HEDVIG.
 Mor kan jo ha’ fundet mig. Og nu har kanske far fåt vide det; for sligt har jeg læst om.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå, men om så var –
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, jeg synes, han kunde holde lige meget af mig for det. Ja næsten mere. Vildanden har vi jo også fåt sendendes til foræring, og alligevel holder jeg så svært af den.
 

GREGERS

(afledende).
 

Ja vildanden, det er sandt! Lad os snakke lidt om vildanden, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG.
 Den stakkers vildanden. Den tåler han heller ikke at se for sine øjne mere. Tænk, han har fåt lyst til at vri’ halsen om på den!
 

GREGERS.
 Å, det gør han da visst ikke.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, men han sa’ det. Og det synes jeg var så fælt sagt af far; for jeg læser bøn for vildanden hver aften og be’r, at den må blive bevaret for døden og alt det, som ondt er.
 

GREGERS

(ser på hende).
 

Plejer De læse aftenbøn?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jaha.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvem har vænnet Dem til det?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg selv; for det var en gang far var så syg og havde igler på halsen; og så sa’ han, at han sad med døden i hænderne.
 

GREGERS.
 Nå ja?
 

HEDVIG.
 Så holdt jeg bøn for ham, da jeg havde lagt mig. Og siden er jeg ble’t ved med det.
 

GREGERS.
 Og nu be’r De for vildanden også?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg syntes, det var bedst at ta’ vildanden med; for hun var så sygelig i førstningen.
 

GREGERS.
 Læser De kanske morgenbøn også?
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, det gør jeg da rigtignok ikke.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvorfor ikke ligeså godt morgenbøn?
 

HEDVIG.
 Om morgenen er det jo lyst; og da er der jo ikke noget videre at være ræd for.
 

GREGERS.
 Og den vildanden, som De holder så inderlig af, den vilde Deres far vri’ halsen om på.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, han sa’, det var bedst for ham, om han gjorde det; men han vilde spare den for min skyld; og det var da snilt af far.
 

GREGERS

(lidt nærmere).
 

Men om nu De frivillig offred vildanden for hans skyld?
 

HEDVIG

(rejser sig).
 

Vildanden!
 

GREGERS.
 Om De nu for ham offervillig gav hen det bedste, De ejer og véd i verden?
 

HEDVIG.
 Tror De, det vilde hjælpe?
 

GREGERS.
 Prøv det, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG

(sagte, med lysende øjne).
 

Ja, jeg vil prøve det.
 

GREGERS.
 Og har De den rigtige sindsstyrke, tror De?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jeg vil be’ bedstefar skyde vildanden for mig.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, gør så. Men ikke et ord til Deres mor om noget sligt!
 

HEDVIG.
 Hvorfor ikke det?
 

GREGERS.
 Hun forstår os ikke.
 

HEDVIG.
 Vildanden? Jeg vil prøve det imorgen tidlig?
 

(Gina kommer ind gennem gangdøren.)
 

HEDVIG

(imod hende).
 

Traf du ham, mor?
 

GINA.
 Nej; men jeg hørte, han havde været indom og fåt Relling med sig.
 

GREGERS.
 Er De viss på det?
 

GINA.
 Ja, portkonen sa’ det. Molvik var også gåt med, sa’ hun.
 

GREGERS.
 Og det nu, da hans sind trænger så hårdt til at kæmpe i ensomhed –!
 

GINA

(tar tøjet af).
 

Ja, mandfolk er mangfoldige, de. Gud véd, hvor Relling har trukket ham hen! Jeg fløj over til madam Eriksen; men der var de ikke.
 

HEDVIG

(kæmper med gråden).
 

Å, hvis han nu aldrig kom hjem igen mere!
 

GREGERS.
 Han kommer hjem igen. Jeg skal bære bud til ham imorgen; og da skal De få se, hvorledes han kommer. Sov så trøstig på det, Hedvig. God nat.
 

(han går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

HEDVIG

(kaster sig hulkende om Ginas hals).
 

Mor, mor!
 

GINA

(klapper hende på ryggen og sukker).
 

Ak ja; Relling havde ret, han. Så går det, når der kommer galne folk og pressenterer den intrikate fordringen.
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Hjalmar Ekdals atelier. Et koldt gråt morgenlys falder ind; der ligger våd sne på de store ruder i tagvinduet.)
 

(Gina, med smækkeforklæde på, kommer med en støvekost og en tørreklud fra køkkenet og går hen imod dagligstuedøren. I det samme kommer Hedvig hurtigt ind fra gangen.)
 

GINA

(standser).
 

Nå?
 

HEDVIG.
 Jo, mor, jeg tror næsten, han er nede hos Relling –
 

GINA.
 Ser du bare!
 

HEDVIG.
 – for portkonen sa’, hun hørte, at Relling havde to stykker med sig, da han kom hjem i nat.
 

GINA.
 Det var nok det, jeg tænkte.
 

HEDVIG.
 Men det nytter jo ikke noget, når han ikke vil komme op til os.
 

GINA.
 I det mindste så vil jeg da ned og snakke med ham.
 

(Gamle Ekdal, i slåbrok og tøfler og med tændt pibe, kommer frem i døren til sit værelse.)
 

EKDAL.
 Du Hjalmar –. Er ikke Hjalmar hjemme?
 

GINA.
 Nej, han er nok gåt ud.
 

EKDAL.
 Så tidlig? Og i sligt et forrygende snékav? Ja, ja; vær så god; jeg kan gå morgenturen alene, jeg.
 

(Han skyder loftsdøren tilside; Hedvig hjælper ham; han går derind; hun lukker efter ham.)
 

HEDVIG

(halvhøjt).
 

Tænk, mor, når stakkers bedstefar får høre, at far vil rejse ifra os.
 

GINA.
 Å prat; bedstefar må ikke få høre noget om det. Det var en Guds lykke, at han ikke var hjemme igår under al den hurlomhejen.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja men –
 

(Gregers kommer ind gennem gangdøren.)
 

GREGERS.
 Nå? Har De så fåt spurlag på ham?
 

GINA.
 Han skal nok være nede hos Relling, siger de.
 

GREGERS.
 Hos Relling! Har han virkelig været ude med de mennesker?
 

GINA.
 Han har nok det.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja men han, som trængte så inderlig til ensomhed og til at samle sig i alvor –!
 

GINA.
 Ja, De må så sige.
 

(Relling kommer ind fra gangen.)
 

HEDVIG

(imod ham).
 

Er far hos Dem?
 

GINA

(samtidigt).
 

Er han der?
 

RELLING.
 Ja visst er han så.
 

HEDVIG.
 Og De, som ikke siger os til!
 

RELLING.
 Ja, jeg er et bæ-æst. Men først så havde jeg det andre bæ-æstet at holde styr på; ja, han, den dæmoniske, naturligvis; og siden så sovned jeg ind så tungt at –.
 

GINA.
 Hvad siger Ekdal idag?
 

RELLING.
 Han siger ingen verdens ting.
 

HEDVIG.
 Snakker han slet ikke?
 

RELLING.
 Ikke et levendes ord.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, nej; det kan jeg så godt forstå.
 

GINA.
 Men hvad tar han sig da til?
 

RELLING.
 Han ligger på sofaen og snorker.
 

GINA.
 Så? Ja, Ekdal er svær til at snorke.
 

HEDVIG.
 Sover han? Kan han sove?
 

RELLING.
 Ja, det lader s’gu’ til det.
 

GREGERS.
 Begribelig; efter den sjælestrid, som har oprevet ham –
 

GINA.
 Og så han, som aldrig er vant til at sværme udendørs om nætterne.
 

HEDVIG.
 Det er kanske bra’, det, at han får sove, mor.
 

GINA.
 Det tænker jeg også. Men så er det ikke værdt, vi muntrer ham for tidlig da. Tak skal De ha’, Relling. Nu må jeg først få gjort huset lidt rensligt og pent, og så –. Kom og hjælp mig, Hedvig.
 

(Gina og Hedvig går ind i dagligstuen.)
 

GREGERS

(vender sig til Relling).
 

Kan De forklare mig den åndelige rørelse, som nu foregår i Hjalmar Ekdal?
 

RELLING.
 Jeg har, min sæl, ikke mærket, at der foregår nogen åndelig rørelse i ham.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad! På et sligt vendepunkt, da hele hans liv har fåt et nyt grundlag –? Hvor kan De tænke Dem, at en personlighed som Hjalmar –?
 

RELLING.
 Å, personlighed – han! Hvis han nogensinde har havt ansats til den slags abnormiteter, som De kalder personlighed, så er både rødderne og trævlerne ble’t grundigt exstirperet allerede i gutteårene; det kan jeg forsikkre Dem.
 

GREGERS.
 Det skulde dog være mærkeligt – med den kærlighedsfulde opdragelse, som han har nydt.
 

RELLING.
 Af de to forskruede, hysteriske tante-frøkenerne, mener De?
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg vil sige Dem, at det var kvinder, som aldrig la’ den ideale fordring i glemmebogen; – ja, nu skal De vel til at gøre nar igen.
 

RELLING.
 Nej, jeg er ikke oplagt til det. For resten véd jeg god besked; for han har gulpet op adskillig retorik om disse sine „tvende sjælemødre”. Men jeg tror ikke, han har stort at takke dem for. Ekdals ulykke er, at han altid i sin kreds er ble’t holdt for et lys –
 

GREGERS.
 Og det er han kanske ikke? I sindsdybet, mener jeg?
 

RELLING.
 Jeg har aldrig mærket noget til det. At hans far trodde det, – lad det gå; for gamle løjtnanten har jo været et fæ alle sine dage.
 

GREGERS.
 Han har alle sine dage været en mand med barnesind; det er det, De ikke skønner.
 

RELLING.
 Ja, ja da! Men da så den kære søde Hjalmar var ble’t student på en måde, så galdt han straks for det store fremtidslys blandt kammeraterne også. Vakker var han jo, det drog, – rød og hvid, – slig, som småjomfruer helst vil ha’ fyrene; og da han nu havde dette letrørte gemyttet og dette hjertevindende i røsten, og da han forstod så pent at deklamere andres vers og andres tanker –
 

GREGERS

(harmfuld).
 

Er det Hjalmar Ekdal, De taler således om?
 

RELLING.
 Ja, med Deres tilladelse; for således ser det ud indvendig, det gudebillede, som De ligger næsegrus for.
 

GREGERS.
 Jeg trodde dog ikke, at jeg var så aldeles blind heller.
 

RELLING.
 Å jo, det er ikke langt ifra. For De er en syg mand, De også, ser De.
 

GREGERS.
 Det har De ret i.
 

RELLING.
 Jaha. De lider af et kompliceret tilfælde. Først er det nu denne brydsomme retskaffenhedsfeberen; og så det, som værre er, – altid går De og ørsker i tilbedelses-delirium; altid skal De ha’ noget at beundre udenfor Deres egne grejer.
 

GREGERS.
 Ja, udenfor mit eget må jeg visselig søge det.
 

RELLING.
 Men De tar så skammelig fejl af de store vidunderfluerne, som De tror at se og høre omkring Dem. De er atter igen kommet ind i en husmandsstue med den ideale fordringen; her bor ikke solvente folk her i huset.
 

GREGERS.
 Når De ikke har højere tanker om Hjalmar Ekdal, end som så, hvor kan De da finde nogen glæde i stødt og stadig at være sammen med ham?
 

RELLING.
 Herregud, jeg skulde da være en slags doktor, med skam at sige; og så må jeg da ta’ mig af de stakkers syge, jeg bor i hus med.
 

GREGERS.
 Se så! Er Hjalmar Ekdal også syg?
 

RELLING.
 Folk er syge omtrent alle i hob, desværre.
 

GREGERS.
 Og hvad kur bruger De så for Hjalmar?
 

RELLING.
 Min sædvanlige. Jeg sørger for at holde livsløgnen oppe i ham.
 

GREGERS.
 Livs-løgnen? Jeg hørte ikke rigtig –?
 

RELLING.
 Jo, jeg sa’ livsløgnen. For livsløgnen er det stimulerende princip, det, ser De.
 

GREGERS.
 Må jeg spørge, hvad det er for en livsløgn, Hjalmar er befængt med?
 

RELLING.
 Nej tak; jeg forråder ikke slige hemmeligheder til kvaksalvere. De var i stand til at forkluddre ham endnu mere for mig. Men metoden er probat. Jeg har anvendt den på Molvik også. Ham har jeg gjort „dæmonisk”. Det er nu den fontanellen, jeg måtte sætte ham i nakken.
 

GREGERS.
 Er han da ikke dæmonisk?
 

RELLING.
 Hvad fan’ vil det sige at være dæmonisk? Det er jo bare noget sludder, som jeg fandt på for at berge livet i ham. Havde jeg ikke det gjort, så var det stakkers skikkelige svinet bukket under i selvforagt og fortvilelse for mange Herrens år siden. Og så gamle løjtnanten da! Men han har nu rigtignok fundet på kuren selv.
 

GREGERS.
 Løjtnant Ekdal? Hvad han?
 

RELLING.
 Ja, hvad mener De om det, at han, bjørnejægeren, går der inde på mørkloftet og jager kaniner? Der er ikke lykkeligere skytter til i verden, end han, den gamle manden, når han får tumle sig der inde mellem alt skrapet. De fire-fem fortørkede juletræerne, som han har gemt på, de er for ham det samme, som hele, store, friske Højdalsskogen; hanen og alle hønerne de er storfugl i furutoppene, de; og kaninerne, som humser bortefter loftsgulvet, det er bamserne, som han gir sig i kast med, han, den spræke friluftsgubben.
 

GREGERS.
 Den ulykkelige gamle løjtnant Ekdal, ja. Han har rigtignok måttet slå af på sin ungdoms idealer.
 

RELLING.
 Mens jeg husker det, herr Werle junior, – brug ikke det udenlandske ord: idealer. Vi har jo det gode norske ord: løgne.
 

GREGERS.
 Mener De, at de to ting er i slægt med hinanden?
 

RELLING.
 Ja, omtrent som tyfus og forrådnelsesfeber.
 

GREGERS.
 Doktor Relling, jeg gir mig ikke, før jeg har reddet Hjalmar ud af Deres klør!
 

RELLING.
 Det turde bli’ værst for ham. Tar De livsløgnen fra et gennemsnitsmenneske, så tar De lykken fra ham med det samme. (til Hedvig, som kommer fra dagligstuen.) Nå, lille vildand-mor, nu går jeg ned og ser, om fatter endnu ligger og funderer på den mærkelige opfindelse.
 

(går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

GREGERS

(nærmer sig Hedvig).
 

Jeg kan se på Dem, at det ikke er fuldbragt.
 

HEDVIG.
 Hvilket? Å, det med vildanden. Nej.
 

GREGERS.
 Sindsstyrken svigted Dem, da det skulde føres ud i handling, kan jeg tænke.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, det er ikke det heller. Men da jeg vågned idag tidlig og husked på det, vi havde snakket om, så syntes jeg, det var så underligt.
 

GREGERS.
 Underligt?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, jeg véd ikke –. Igår kveld, straks med det samme, syntes jeg, der var noget så dejligt i det; men da jeg havde sovet, og husked på det igen, så syntes jeg ikke, det var noget videre.
 

GREGERS.
 Å nej, De er vel ikke vokset op her uden at noget er gåt til spilde i Dem.
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja, det bryr jeg mig ikke om; når bare far vilde komme op, så –
 

GREGERS.
 Å, havde De så sandt fåt opladt øje for det, som gir livet værd, – havde De det sande, glade, modige offersind, så skulde De vel få se, hvorledes han kom op til Dem. – Men jeg tror på Dem endnu, jeg, Hedvig.
 

(han går ud gennem gangdøren.)
 

(Hedvig driver om på gulvet; derpå vil hun gå ud i køkkenet; i det samme banker det indenfor på loftsdøren; Hedvig går hen og åbner på klem; gamle Ekdal kommer ud; hun skyver døren for igen.)
 

EKDAL.
 Hm, det er klein moro at gå morgentur alene, du.
 

HEDVIG.
 Havde du ikke lyst til at gå på jagt, bedstefar?
 

EKDAL.
 Det er ikke jagtvejr idag. Sligt mørke da; en kan knapt se frem for sig.
 

HEDVIG.
 Får du aldrig lyst til at skyde på noget andet end de kaninerne?
 

EKDAL.
 Er ikke kaninerne gode nok, de, kanske?
 

HEDVIG.
 Ja men vildanden da?
 

EKDAL.
 Hå-hå; er du ræd, jeg skal skyde vildanden for dig? Aldrig i verden, du. Aldrig det.
 

HEDVIG.
 Nej, du kunde vel ikke; for det skal være svært at skyde vildænder.
 

EKDAL.
 Kunde ikke? Skulde vel mene, jeg kunde.
 

HEDVIG.
 Hvorledes vilde du da bære dig ad, bedstefar; – jeg mener ikke med min vildand men med andre?
 

EKDAL.
 Vilde se til at få skud på dem under brystet, skønner du; for det er det sikkreste. Og så skal de skydes mod fjæren, ser du – ikke med fjæren.
 

HEDVIG.
 Dør de da, bedstefar?
 

EKDAL.
 Ja gu’ dør de – når en skyder rigtig. Nå; må vel ind og pudse mig. Hm, – forstår nok – hm.
 

(går ind i sit værelse.)
 

HEDVIG

(venter lidt, skotter mod stuedøren, går hen til reolen, strækker sig på tæerne, tar den dobbeltløbede pistol ned fra hylden og ser på den).
 

(Gina, med støvekost og tørreklud, kommer fra dagligstuen.)
 

HEDVIG

(lægger hurtig og ubemærket pistolen fra sig).
 

GINA.
 Ikke stå og rod i fars sager, Hedvig.
 

HEDVIG

(går fra reolen).
 

Jeg vilde bare rydde lidt.
 

GINA.
 Gå heller ud i køkkenet og se om kaffien holder sig varm, jeg vil ta’ brettet med, når jeg går ned til ham.
 

(Hedvig går ud; Gina begynder at feje og gøre rent i atelieret.)
 

(Om en stund åbnes gangdøren nølende, og Hjalmar Ekdal ser ind; han har overfrakken på, men er uden hat, uvasket og med forpjusket, uredt hår; øjnene er sløve og matte.)
 

GINA

(blir stående med kosten i hånden og ser på ham).
 

Å, nej da, Ekdal, – kommer du alligevel?
 

HJALMAR

(træder ind og svarer med dump røst).
 

Jeg kommer – for at forsvinde i den samme stund.
 

GINA.
 Ja, ja; kan nok tænke mig det. Men Jøss’ da, – hvorledes er det, du ser ud!
 

HJALMAR.
 Ser ud?
 

GINA.
 Og så den pene vinterfrakken din! Nå, den har da fåt sin bekomst.
 

HEDVIG

(i køkkendøren).
 

Mor, skal jeg ikke –? (ser Hjalmar, skriger højt af glæde og løber imod ham.) Å far, far!
 

HJALMAR

(vender sig bort og slår ud med hånden).
 

Væk, væk, væk! (til Gina.) Få hende væk fra mig, siger jeg!
 

GINA

(halvhøjt).
 

Gå ind i dagligstuen, Hedvig.
 

(Hedvig går stille derind.)
 

HJALMAR

(travlt, trækker bordskuffen ud).
 

Jeg må ha’ mine bøger med mig. Hvor er mine bøger?
 

GINA.
 Hvilke bøger?
 

HJALMAR.
 Mine videnskabelige værker, naturligvis, – de tekniske tidsskrifter, som jeg bruger til opfindelsen.
 

GINA

(søger i reolen).
 

Er det disse her, som ikke er nogen perm på?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja visst er det så.
 

GINA

(lægger en bunke hæfter på bordet).
 

Skal jeg ikke få Hedvig til at skære dem op for dig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Behøves ingen opskæring for mig.
 

(kort taushed.)
 

GINA.
 Det blir altså ved det, at du flytter ifra os, Ekdal?
 

HJALMAR

(roder mellem bøgerne).
 

Ja, det forstår sig da af sig selv, synes jeg.
 

GINA.
 Ja-ja.
 

HJALMAR

(heftigt).
 

For jeg kan da ikke gå her og få mit hjerte gennemboret hver time på dagen!
 

GINA.
 Gud forlade dig, at du kan tro så stygt om mig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Bevis –!
 

GINA.
 Jeg synes, du skulde bevise.
 

HJALMAR.
 Efter en forgangenhed, som din? Der gives visse krav –; jeg kunde fristes til at kalde dem ideale krav –
 

GINA.
 Men gamlefar da? Hvad skal der bli’ af ham, stakker?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg kender min pligt; den hjælpeløse flytter med mig. Jeg vil ud i byen og gøre anstalter –. Hm –. (nølende.) Er der ingen, som har fundet min hat på trapperne?
 

GINA.
 Nej. Har du mistet hatten?
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg havde den naturligvis på, da jeg kom inat; det er der ingen tvil om; men idag kunde jeg ikke finde den.
 

GINA.
 Jøss’, hvor har du da været henne med de to ranglefanterne?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, spørg mig ikke om uvæsentlige ting. Tror du, jeg er i stemning til at huske på enkeltheder?
 

GINA.
 Bare du ikke har forkølet dig, Ekdal.
 

(går ud i køkkenet.)
 

HJALMAR

(taler med sig selv, halvhøjt og forbittret, mens han tømmer bordskuffen).
 

Du er en skurk, Relling! – En kæltring er du! – Ah, skændige forfører! – Kunde jeg så sandt få nogen til at snigmyrde dig!
 

(han lægger nogle gamle breve til side, finder det overrevne papir fra gårsdagen, tar det og ser på stykkerne; lægger det hurtigt fra sig idet Gina kommer.)
 

GINA.

(sætter et dækket kaffebret på bordet).
 

Her er en tår varmt, om du kunde ha’ lyst. Og så er her smørrebrøder og lidt saltmad til.
 

HJALMAR

(skotter til brettet).
 

Saltmad? Aldrig under dette tag! Rigtignok har jeg ikke nydt faste næringsmidler på snart fire og tyve timer; men det får være det samme. – Mine optegnelser! Mine påbegyndte livserindringer! Hvor finder jeg min dagbog og mine vigtige papirer? (åbner stuedøren, men viger tilbage.) Der er hun også!
 

GINA.
 Ja, Herregud, et steds må da barnet være.
 

HJALMAR.
 Gå ud.
 

(han gør plads, Hedvig kommer forskræmt ind i atelieret.)
 

HJALMAR

(med hånden på dørvrideren, siger til Gina).
 

I de sidste øjeblikke, jeg tilbringer i mit fordums hjem, ønsker jeg at forskånes for uvedkommende –
 

(går ind i stuen.)
 

HEDVIG

(med et sæt imod sin mor, spørger sagte og bævende).
 

Er det mig?
 

GINA.
 Hold dig i køkkenet, Hedvig; eller nej, – gå heller ind i kammerset til dig selv. (taler til Hjalmar, idet hun går ind til ham.) Bi lidt, Ekdal; rod ikke så i kommoden; jeg véd, hvor al tingen ligger.
 

HEDVIG

(står et øjeblik urørlig, i angst og rådvildhed, bider læberne sammen for at kvæle gråden; så knytter hun krampagtigt hænderne og siger sagte).
 

Vildanden!
 

(Hun lister sig hen og tar pistolen fra hylden, åbner loftsdøren på klem, smyger ind og trækker døren til efter sig.)
 

(Hjalmar og Gina begynder at disputere inde i dagligstuen.)
 

HJALMAR

(kommer med nogle skrivebøger og gamle løse papirer, som han lægger på bordet).
 

Å, hvad kan den vadsækken forslå! Det blir jo de tusende ting, jeg får at slæbe med mig.
 

GINA

(følger efter med vadsækken).
 

Men så la’ alt det andre ligge så længe; og ta’ bare med dig en skjorte og et par underbukser.
 

HJALMAR.
 Puh, – disse anstrængende forberedelser –!
 

(trækker yderfrakken af og kaster den på sofaen.)
 

GINA.
 Og så står kaffien og blir kold også.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm.
 

(drikker uvilkårlig en slurk og derpå atter en.)
 

GINA

(tørrer stoleryggene af).
 

Værst blir det nu for dig at finde sligt et stort loftsrum til kaninerne.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad! Skal jeg slæbe alle de kaninerne med mig også?
 

GINA.
 Ja, gamlefar kan da ikke være uden kaniner, véd jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det får han sandelig vænne sig til. Der er højere livsgoder end kaniner, som jeg må gi’ afkald på.
 

GINA

(støver af i reolen).
 

Skal jeg lægge fløjten i vadsækken til dig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nej. Ingen fløjte for mig. Men gi’ mig pistolen!
 

GINA.
 Vil du ha’ den pigstolen med dig?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja. Min ladte pistol.
 

GINA

(søger efter den).
 

Den er væk. Han må ha’ ta’t den med sig ind.
 

HJALMAR.
 Er han på loftet?
 

GINA.
 Ja visst er han på loftet?
 

HJALMAR.
 Hm, – den ensomme gubbe.
 

(han tar et stykke smørrebrød, spiser det og drikker kaffekoppen ud.)
 

GINA.
 Havde vi nu ikke lejet bort værelset, kunde du ha’ flyttet der ind.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg skulde bli’ boende under samme tag, som –! Aldrig, – aldrig!
 

GINA.
 Men kunde du da ikke for en dags tid eller to slå dig ned i dagligstuen? Der havde du alt dit for dig selv.
 

HJALMAR.
 Aldrig indenfor disse mure!
 

GINA.
 Nå, men nede hos Relling og Molvik da?
 

HJALMAR.
 Nævn ikke de menneskers navn! Jeg er færdig at miste appetiten bare jeg tænker på dem. – Å nej, jeg får nok ud i stormen og snékavet, – gå fra hus til hus og søge efter ly for far og mig.
 

GINA.
 Men du har jo ingen hat, Ekdal! Du har jo mistet hatten.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, de to afskum, så rige på alle laster! En hat må skaffes tilveje. (tar et andet stykke smørrebrød.) Der må gøres anstalter. For jeg har da ikke i sinde at sætte livet til heller.
 

(søger efter noget på brettet.)
 

GINA.
 Hvad er det du ser efter?
 

HJALMAR.
 Smør.
 

GINA.
 Smør skal straks komme.
 

(går ud i køkkenet.)
 

HJALMAR

(råber efter hende).
 

Å, det behøves ikke; jeg kan så godt spise det tørre brød.
 

GINA

(bringer en smørskål).
 

Se her; det skal være nykærnet.
 

(Hun skænker en ny kop kaffe for ham; han sætter sig i sofaen, lægger mere smør på smørrebrødet, spiser og drikker en stund i taushed.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Vilde jeg, uden at bli’ overhængt af nogen – af nogen som helst, – kunde bo der inde i stuen en dags tid eller to?
 

GINA.
 Ja, det kunde du så godt, hvis du bare vilde.
 

HJALMAR.
 For jeg indser ikke muligheden af at få alle fars sager ud i en slig fart.
 

GINA.
 Og så er det jo det til, at først måtte du vel sige ham, at du ikke længere vilde leve isammens med os andre.
 

HJALMAR

(skyder kaffekoppen fra sig).
 

Det også, ja; at skulle rippe op igen alle disse forviklede forhold –. Jeg må område mig; jeg må ha’ pusterum; jeg kan ikke bære alle byrderne på en eneste dag.
 

GINA.
 Nej, og det til i sligt styggevejr, som der er udenfor.
 

HJALMAR

(flytter på grossererens brev).
 

Jeg ser, det papiret ligger her og slænge endnu.
 

GINA.
 Ja, jeg har ikke rørt det.
 

HJALMAR.
 Mig kommer jo den papirlap ikke ved –
 

GINA.
 Nå, jeg tænker såmæn ikke på at gøre mig den nyttig.
 

HJALMAR.
 – men det er ikke værdt, at den går i skuddermudder alligevel; i al den forstyrrelsen, når jeg flytter, kunde det så let –
 

GINA.
 Jeg skal nok ta’ vare på det, Ekdal.
 

HJALMAR.
 Gavebrevet hører jo først og fremst far til; og det får bli’ hans sag, om han vil gøre brug af det.
 

GINA

(sukker).
 

Ja, stakkers gamle far –
 

HJALMAR.
 For en sikkerheds skyld –. Hvor finder jeg noget klister?
 

GINA

(går til reolen).
 

Her står klisterpotten.
 

HJALMAR.
 Og så en pensel.
 

GINA.
 Her er penselen også.
 

(bringer ham sagerne.)
 

HJALMAR

(tar en saks).
 

Bare en papirstrimmel på bagsiden –. (klipper og klistrer.) Det være langt fra mig at ville forgribe mig på fremmed ejendom, – og aller mindst på en uformuende oldings. Nå, ikke på – den andens heller. – Se så. Lad det ligge der så længe. Og når det er ble’t tørt, så ta’ det væk. Jeg vil ikke se det aktstykke for mine øjne mere. Aldrig!
 

(Gregers Werle kommer ind fra gangen.)
 

GREGERS

(lidt forundret).
 

Hvad, – sidder du her, Hjalmar?
 

HJALMAR

(rejser sig hurtigt).
 

Jeg var sunken ned af mathed.
 

GREGERS.
 Da har dog spist frokost, ser jeg.
 

HJALMAR.
 Også legemet gør stundom sine krav gældende.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad har du så bestemt dig til?
 

HJALMAR.
 For en mand, som jeg, er der kun én vej at gå. Jeg er i færd med at sanke sammen mine vigtigste sager. Men det tar tid, kan du vel tænke.
 

GINA

(lidt utålmodig).
 

Skal jeg så gøre stuen i stand til dig, eller skal jeg pakke vadsækken?
 

HJALMAR

(efter et ærgerligt sideblik mod Gregers).
 

Pak, – og gør i stand!
 

GINA

(tar vadsækken).
 

Ja-ja, så lægger jeg ned skjorten og det andre da.
 

(går ind i stuen og trækker døren til efter sig.)
 

GREGERS

(efter en kort taushed).
 

Aldrig havde jeg tænkt, at dette skulde bli’ enden på det. Er det virkelig en nødvendighed for dig at gå fra hus og hjem?
 

HJALMAR

(driver urolig omkring).
 

Hvad vil du da, jeg skal gøre? – Jeg er ikke skikket til at være ulykkelig, Gregers. Jeg må ha’ det godt og trygt og fredeligt omkring mig.
 

GREGERS.
 Men kan du da ikke det? Forsøg det bare. Nu synes jeg, her er fast grund at bygge på, – og begynd så forfra. Og husk på, du har jo også opfindelsen at leve for.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å tal ikke om opfindelsen. Det har kanske lange udsigter med den.
 

GREGERS.
 Så?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja Herregud, hvad vil du egentlig, jeg skal opfinde? De andre har jo opfundet det meste i forvejen. Det blir vanskeligere dag for dag –
 

GREGERS.
 Og du, som har lagt så stort et arbejde i dette.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det var denne udsvævende Relling, som fik mig til det.
 

GREGERS.
 Relling?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, det var ham, som først gjorde mig opmærksom på mit anlæg for en eller anden mærkelig opfindelse i fotografien.
 

GREGERS.
 Aha, – det var Relling!
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, jeg har været så inderlig lykkelig over den sag. Ikke så meget for opfindelsen i og for sig; men fordi Hedvig trode på den, – trode på den med barnesindets hele magt og styrke. – Ja, det vil sige, – jeg dåre har gåt her og bildt mig ind, at hun trode på den.
 

GREGERS.
 Kan du virkelig tænke, at Hedvig skulde været falsk imod dig!
 

HJALMAR.
 Nu kan jeg tænke, hvad det så skal være. Det er Hedvig, som står ivejen. Hun kommer til at stænge solen ude fra hele mit liv.
 

GREGERS.
 Hedvig! Er det Hedvig, du mener? Hvorledes skulde hun kunne stænge for dig?
 

HJALMAR

(uden at svare).
 

Så usigelig som jeg har elsket det barn. Så usigelig lykkelig, som jeg følte mig hver gang jeg kom hjem i min fattige stue og hun fløj mig imøde med sine søde, lidt mysende øjne. Å, jeg troskyldige dåre! Jeg holdt så usigelig af hende; – og så digted og drømte jeg mig ind i den indbildning, at hun holdt så usigelig af mig igen.
 

GREGERS.
 Siger du, at det bare var en indbildning!
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvor kan jeg vide det? Gina kan jeg jo ikke få presset noget ud af. Og hun mangler jo desuden så aldeles sans for den ideale side af forviklingerne. Men for dig føler jeg trang til at åbne mig, Gregers. Der er denne forfærdelige tvil –; kanske Hedvig aldrig har holdt rigtig ærligt af mig.
 

GREGERS.
 Det kunde du dog muligens få vidnesbyrd om. (lytter.) Hvad er det? Jeg synes vildanden skriger.
 

HJALMAR.
 Vildanden skræpper. Far er på loftet.
 

GREGERS.
 Er han det! (glæde lyser op i ham.) Jeg siger, du kunde nok få vidnesbyrd om, at den stakkers miskendte Hedvig holder af dig!
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, hvad vidnesbyrd kan hun gi’ mig! Jeg tør ikke tro på nogen forsikkring fra den kant.
 

GREGERS.
 Hedvig kender visselig ikke til svig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, Gregers, det er jo netop det, som ikke er så sikkert. Hvem véd, hvad Gina og denne fru Sørby mangen gang kan ha’ siddet her og hvisket og tisket om? Og Hedvig plejer ha’ ørerne med sig, hun. Kanske kom gavebrevet ikke så uventet endda. Jeg syntes nok, at jeg mærked noget sligt.
 

GREGERS.
 Hvad er det dog for en ånd, som er faret i dig!
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg har fåt øjnene op. Pas du på; – du skal se, gavebrevet er bare en begyndelse. Fru Sørby har altid havt så meget tilovers for Hedvig; og nu har hun jo magt til at gøre for barnet, hvad det så skal være. De kan ta’ hende fra mig, hvad tid og time de lyster.
 

GREGERS.
 Aldrig i verden går Hedvig fra dig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Vær du ikke så viss på det. Dersom de står og vinker efter hende med fulde hænder –? Å, jeg, som har elsket hende så usigelig! Jeg, som vilde sat min højeste lykke i at ta’ hende varsomt ved hånden og lede hende, som man leder et mørkræd barn gennem et stort øde rum! – Nu føler jeg det så nagende sikkert, – den fattige fotograf oppe i loftslejligheden har aldrig været noget helt og fuldt for hende. Hun har bare så listelig sørget for at stå på en god fod med ham så længe til tiden kom.
 

GREGERS.
 Dette her tror du ikke selv, Hjalmar.
 

HJALMAR.
 Det forfærdelige er jo netop, at jeg ikke véd, hvad jeg skal tro, – at jeg aldrig kan få vide det. Men kan du da virkelig tvile på, at det må være, som jeg siger? Hå-hå, du stoler for stærkt på den ideale fordring, min gode Gregers! Dersom de andre kom, de, med de bugnende hænder, og råbte til barnet: gå ifra ham; hos os har du livet ivente –
 

GREGERS

(hurtigt).
 

Ja, hvad da, tror du?
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvis jeg så spurte hende: Hedvig, er du villig til at gi’ slip på livet for mig? (ler spotsk.) Jo tak, – du skulde nok få høre, hvad svar jeg fik!
 

(Et pistolskud høres inde på loftet.)
 

GREGERS

(højt, i glæde).
 

Hjalmar!
 

HJALMAR.
 Se så; nu går han på jagt også.
 

GINA

(kommer ind).
 

Uf, Ekdal; jeg synes, gamlefar går og dundrer inde på loftet alene.
 

HJALMAR.
 Jeg vil se ind –
 

GREGERS

(levende, grebet).
 

Bi lidt! Véd du, hvad det var?
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja visst véd jeg det.
 

GREGERS.
 Nej, du véd ikke, Men jeg véd det. Det var vidnesbyrdet!
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvilket vidnesbyrd?
 

GREGERS.
 Det var en barnlig offerhandling. Hun har fåt din far til at skyde vildanden.
 

HJALMAR.
 Skyde vildanden!
 

GINA.
 Nej, tænk –!
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad skulde det til?
 

GREGERS.
 Hun vilde offre til dig, det bedste hun ejed i verden; for så måtte du da komme til at holde af hende igen, mente hun.
 

HJALMAR

(blødt, bevæget).
 

Å, det barn!
 

GINA.
 Ja, hvad hun kan finde på!
 

GREGERS.
 Hun vilde bare ha’ din kærlighed igen, Hjalmar; hun syntes ikke hun kunde leve den foruden.
 

GINA

(kæmper med gråden).
 

Der kan du selv se, Ekdal.
 

HJALMAR.
 Gina, hvor er hun henne?
 

GINA

(snøfter).
 

Stakkers, hun sidder vel ude i køkkenet, kan jeg tro.
 

HJALMAR

(går hen, river køkkendøren op og siger).
 

Hedvig, – kom! Kom ind til mig! (ser sig om.) Nej, her er hun ikke.
 

GINA.
 Så er hun i det lille kammerset sit da.
 

HJALMAR

(udenfor).
 

Nej, her er hun heller ikke. (kommer ind.) Hun må være gåt ud.
 

GINA.
 Ja, du vilde jo ikke vide af hende nogen steds i huset.
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, gid hun bare snart vilde komme hjem, – så jeg rigtig kan faa sagt hende –. Nu skal alt bli’ godt, Gregers; for nu tror jeg nok, vi kan begynde livet om igen.
 

GREGERS

(stille).
 

Jeg vidste det; gennem barnet vilde oprettelsen ske.
 

(Gamle Ekdal kommer i døren til sit værelse; han er i fuld uniform og har travlt med at spænde sabelen om sig.)
 

HJALMAR

(forbauset).
 

Far! Er du der!
 

GINA.
 Var det i kammerset far skød?
 

EKDAL

(harmfuld, nærmer sig).
 

Så du går på jagt alene, du, Hjalmar?
 

HJALMAR

(spændt, forvirret).
 

Det var altså ikke dig, som skød på loftet?
 

EKDAL.
 Skød jeg? Hm!
 

GREGERS

(råber til Hjalmar).
 

Hun har selv skudt vildanden, du!
 

HJALMAR.
 Hvad er dette her! (skynder sig til loftsdøren, river den tilside, ser ind og skriger højt.) Hedvig!
 

GINA

(løber mod døren).
 

Jøss’, hvad er det!
 

HJALMAR

(går ind).
 

Hun ligger på gulvet!
 

GREGERS.
 Ligger Hedvig!
 

(ind til Hjalmar.)
 

GINA

(samtidigt).
 

Hedvig! (ind på loftet.) Nej, nej, nej!
 

EKDAL.
 Hå-hå; går hun også på skytteri!
 

(Hjalmar, Gina og Gregers slæber Hedvig ind i atelieret; i den nedhængende højre hånd holder hun pistolen fastklemt mellem fingrene.)
 

HJALMAR

(forstyrret).
 

Pistolen er gåt af. Hun har truffet sig selv. Råb om hjælp! Hjælp!
 

GINA

(løber ud på gangen og råber ned).
 

Relling! Relling! Doktor Relling; fly’ herop så fort De kan!
 

(Hjalmar og Gregers lægger Hedvig ned på sofaen.)
 

EKDAL

(stille).
 

Skogen hævner.
 

HJALMAR

(på knæ ved hende).
 

Nu kommer hun sig snart. Nu kommer hun sig –; ja, ja, ja.
 

GINA

(som er kommen ind igen).
 

Hvor har hun truffet sig? Jeg kan ikke se nogen tingen –
 

(Relling kommer hurtigt, og straks efter ham Molvik; den sidste er uden vest og halstørklæde, med åben livkjole.)
 

RELLING.
 Hvad er her på færde?
 

GINA.
 De siger, Hedvig har skudt sig.
 

HJALMAR.
 Kom her og hjælp!
 

RELLING.
 Skudt sig!
 

(han rykker bordet til side og begynder at undersøge hende.)
 

HJALMAR

(ligger og ser angstfuldt op på ham).
 

Det kan da ikke være farligt? Hvad, Relling? Hun bløder næsten ikke. Det kan da ikke være farligt?
 

RELLING.
 Hvorledes gik det til?
 

HJALMAR.
 Å, hvad véd jeg –
 

GINA.
 Hun vilde skyde vildanden.
 

RELLING.
 Vildanden?
 

HJALMAR.
 Pistolen må være gåt af.
 

RELLING.
 Hm. Ja så.
 

EKDAL.
 Skogen hævner. Men jeg er ikke ræd alligevel.
 

(går ind på loftet og lukker efter sig.)
 

HJALMAR.
 Nå, Relling, – hvorfor siger du ingen ting?
 

RELLING.
 Kuglen er gåt ind i brystet.
 

HJALMAR.
 Ja, men hun kommer sig da!
 

RELLING.
 Du ser vel, at Hedvig ikke lever.
 

GINA

(brister i gråd).
 

Å, barnet, barnet!
 

GREGERS

(hæst).
 

På havsens bund –.
 

HJALMAR

(springer op).
 

Jo, jo, hun må leve! Å, Gud velsigne dig, Relling, – bare et øjeblik, – bare så længe til jeg kan få sagt hende, hvor usigelig jeg holdt af hende hele tiden!
 

RELLING.
 Hjertet er truffet. Indre forblødning. Hun døde på stedet.
 

HJALMAR.
 Og jeg, som jog hende fra mig som et dyr! Og så krøb hun forskræmt ind på loftet og døde i kærlighed for mig. (hulkende.) Aldrig få gøre det godt igen! Aldrig få sige hende –! (knytter hænderne og skriger opad:) Å, du der oppe –! – Hvis du er da! Hvi gjorde du mig dette!
 

GINA.
 Hys, hys, du må ikke anmasse dig så fælt. Vi havde vel ikke ret til at beholde hende, kan jeg tro.
 

MOLVIK.
 Barnet er ikke dødt; det sover.
 

RELLING.
 Sludder.
 

HJALMAR

(blir stille, går hen til sofaen og ser med korslagte arme på Hedvig).
 

Der ligger hun så stiv og stille.
 

RELLING

(søger at løse pistolen).
 

Den sidder så fast, så fast.
 

GINA.
 Nej, nej, Relling, bræk ikke fingrene hendes; la’ pigstolen sidde.
 

HJALMAR.
 Hun skal få den med sig.
 

GINA.
 Ja, la’ hende det. Men barnet skal ikke ligge og paradere her ude. Hun skal ind i kammerset til sig selv, skal hun. Ta’ i med, Ekdal.
 

(Hjalmar og Gina tar Hedvig imellem sig.)
 

HJALMAR

(mens de bærer).
 

Å, Gina, Gina, holder du dette ud!
 

GINA.
 Den ene får hjælpe den anden, For nu er vi da halvt om hende, véd jeg.
 

MOLVIK

(strækker armene ud og mumler).
 

Lovet være Herren; til jord skal du blive; til jord skal du blive –
 

RELLING

(hvisker).
 

Hold kæft, menneske; du er jo fuld.
 

(Hjalmar og Gina bærer liget ud gennem køkkendøren. Relling lukker efter dem. Molvik sniger sig ud på gangen.)
 

RELLING

(går hen til Gregers og siger).
 

Aldrig skal nogen binde mig på næsen, at dette her var et vådeskud.
 

GREGERS

(som har ståt skrækslagen, i krampagtige rykninger).
 

Ingen kan sige, hvorledes det forfærdelige gik til.
 

RELLING.
 Forladningen har svi’d kjolelivet. Hun må ha’ trykket pistolen lige imod brystet og fyret af.
 

GREGERS.
 Hedvig er ikke død forgæves. Så De, hvorledes sorgen frigjorde det storladne i ham?
 

RELLING.
 Storladne blir de fleste, når de står i sorg ved et lig. Men hvor længe tror De den herligheden varer hos ham?
 

GREGERS.
 Skulde ikke den vare og vokse for livet!
 

RELLING.
 Inden tre fjerdingår er lille Hedvig ikke andet for ham end et vakkert deklamationstema.
 

GREGERS.
 Og det tør De sige om Hjalmar Ekdal!
 

RELLING.
 Vi skal snakkes ved, når det første græsset er visnet på hendes grav. Da kan De få høre ham gulpe op om det „faderhjertet for tidligt frarevne barn”; da skal De få se ham sylte sig ind i rørelse og i selvbeundring og i selvmedlidenhed. Pas De på!
 

GREGERS.
 Hvis De har ret, og jeg har uret, så er ikke livet værd at leve.
 

RELLING.
 Å, livet kunde være ganske bra’ alligevel, når vi bare måtte få være i fred for disse velsignede rykkere, som render os fattigfolk på dørene med den ideale fordring.
 

GREGERS

(ser frem for sig).
 

I så fald er jeg glad, at min bestemmelse er, hvad den er.
 

RELLING.
 Med forlov, – hvad er da Deres bestemmelse?
 

GREGERS

(i færd med at gå).
 

At være den trettende mand tilbords.
 

RELLING.
 Å, fan’ tro det.
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FØRSTE AKT
 

(Dagligstuen på Rosmersholm; rummelig, gammeldags og hyggelig. Foran på væggen til højre en kakkelovn pyntet med friske birkegrene og markblomster. Længere tilbage1 en dør. På bagvæggen fløjdør til forstuen. På væggen til venstre et vindu og foran dette en opsats med blomster og planter. Ved ovnen et bord med sofa og lænestole. Rundt om på væggene hænger ældre og nyere portrætter af prester, officerer og embedsmænd i uniform. Vinduet står åbent. Ligeså forstuedøren og den ydre husdør. Udenfor ses store gamle trær i en allé, som fører til gården. Sommeraften. Solen er nede.)
 

1. fu: tilbagø
 

(Rebekka West sidder i en lænestol ved vinduet og hækler på et storthvidt uldsjal, som næsten er færdigt. Af og til kikker hun spejdende ud mellem blomsterne. Lidt efter kommer madam Helseth ind fra højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Det er vel bedst, jeg begynder så småt at dække kveldsbordet, frøken?
 

REBEKKA WEST.
 Ja, gør De det. Pastoren må vel snart komme.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Trækker det ikke svært, der frøkenen sidder?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, lidt. Vil De kanske lukke.
 

(Madam Helseth går hen og lukker forstuedøren; derefter går hun til vinduet.)
 

MADAM HELSETH

(vil lukke, ser ud).
 

Men er det ikke pastoren, som går der borte?
 

REBEKKA

(hurtigt).
 

Hvor? (rejser sig.) Jo, det er ham. (bag forhænget.) Gå til side. Lad ham ikke få øje på os.
 

MADAM HELSETH

(inde på gulvet).
 

Nej tænk, frøken, – han begynder at gå møllevejen igen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Han gik møllevejen i forgårs også. (kikker mellem forhænget og vindueskarmen.) Men nu skal vi se –
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Våger han sig over kloppen?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er det, jeg vil se. (lidt efter.) Nej. Han vender om. Går ovenom idag også. (går fra vinduet.) Lang omvej.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Herregud, ja. Det må vel falde tungt for pastoren at træ’ over den kloppen. Der, hvor sligt noget er sket, der –
 

REBEKKA

(lægger hækletøjet sammen).
 

De hænger længe ved sine døde her på Rosmersholm.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jeg tror nu det, jeg, frøken, at det er de døde, som hænger så længe ved Rosmersholm.
 

REBEKKA

(ser på hende).
 

De døde?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, det er næsten at sige, som om de ikke kunde komme sig helt bort ifra dem, som sidder igen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvorledes falder De på det?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jo, for ellers kom vel ikke denne her hvide hesten, véd jeg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, hvad er det egentlig for noget, dette med den hvide hesten, madam Helseth?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, det er ikke værdt at snakke om det. Sligt noget tror nu ikke De på heller.
 

REBEKKA.
 Tror da De på det?
 

MADAM HELSETH

(går hen og lukker vinduet).
 

Å, jeg vil ikke være til nar for frøkenen. (ser ud.) Nej – men er ikke pastoren der borte på møllevejen nu igen –?
 

REBEKKA

(ser udad).
 

Den mand der? (går til vinduet.) Det er jo rektoren!
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, rigtig er det rektoren.
 

REBEKKA.
 

Nej, det var da morsomt! For De skal se, han agter sig hid til os.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Han går såmænd rakt over kloppen, han. Og det endda hun var hans kødelige søster. Nå, så går jeg ind og dækker kveldsbordet da, frøken.
 

(Hun går ud til højre.)
 

(Rebekka står en stund ved vinduet; så hilser hun, smiler og nikker ud.)
 

(Det begynder at mørknes.)
 

REBEKKA

(går hen og taler ud gennem døren til højre).
 

Å, snille madam Helseth, De sørger vel for lidt extra godt på bordet. De véd nok, hvad rektoren liker bedst.
 

MADAM HELSETH

(udenfor).
 

Ja vel, frøken. Skal så gøre.
 

REBEKKA
 

(åbner døren til forstuen).
 

Nå, endelig en gang –! Hjertelig velkommen, kære rektor!
 

REKTOR KROLL

(i forstuen, sætter sin stok fra sig).
 

Tak. Jeg kommer altså ikke til ulejlighed!
 

REBEKKA.
 De? Fy skamme Dem –!
 

KROLL

(kommer ind).
 

Altid elskværdig. (ser sig om.) Er Rosmer kanske oppe på sit værelse?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, han er ude og går. Han er ble’t lidt længere, end han plejer. Men nu kommer han visst på øjeblikket. (viser mod sofaen.) Vær så god at ta’ plads så længe.
 

KROLL

(lægger hatten fra sig).
 

Mange tak. (sætter sig og ser sig om.) Nej, hvor De har fåt den gamle stuen pyntelig og pén. Blomster både højt og lavt.
 

REBEKKA.
 Rosmer holder så svært af at ha’ friske levende blomster omkring sig.
 

KROLL.
 Det gør nok De også, tror jeg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja. Jeg synes, de bedøver så dejligt. Før måtte vi jo nægte os den fornøjelse.
 

KROLL

(nikker tungt).
 

Stakkers Beate tålte ikke duften.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ikke farverne heller. Hun blev så rent fortumlet –
 

KROLL.
 Jeg husker det nok. (i lettere tone.) Nå, hvorledes går det så her ude?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, her går al ting sin stille, jævne gang. Den ene dag som den anden. – Og inde hos Dem? Deres hustru –?
 

KROLL.
 Å, kære frøken West, lad os ikke tale om mit. I en familje er der altid et eller andet, som kommer på tvers. Især i slige tider, som de, vi lever i nu.
 

REBEKKA

(lidt efter, sætter sig i en lænestol ved sofaen).
 

Hvorfor har De ikke set ud til os en eneste gang i hele skoleferierne?
 

KROLL.
 Nå, man bør da ikke sådan rende folk på dørene –
 

REBEKKA.
 Dersom De vidste, hvor vi har savnet Dem –
 

KROLL.
 – og så desuden har jeg jo været bortrejst –
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, de par ugers tid. De har jo været omkring på folkemøder?
 

KROLL

(nikker).
 

Og hvad siger De så til det? Havde De tænkt, at jeg på mine gamle dage skulde ble’t politisk agitator? Hvad?
 

REBEKKA

(smiler).
 

Lidt har De nu altid agiteret, rektor Kroll.
 

KROLL.
 Nå ja, sådan for min private fornøjelse. Men herefterdags skal det sandelig bli’ alvor af. – Læser De nogensinde disse radikale bladene?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, kære rektor, jeg vil ikke nægte for, at –
 

KROLL.
 Kære frøken West, der er ikke noget at sige på det. Ikke for Deres vedkommende.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, det synes jeg også. Jeg må da følge med. Vide besked –
 

KROLL.
 Nå, under alle omstændigheder forlanger jeg jo ikke af Dem, som fruentimmer, at De skal ta’ afgjort parti i den borgertvist, – borgerkrig kunde jeg gerne sige, som raser her. – Men De har altså læst, hvorledes disse herrer af „folket” har behaget at overfuse mig? Hvilke infame grovheder de har trodd at turde tillade sig?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, men jeg synes, De har bidt ganske fyndigt fra Dem.
 

KROLL.
 Det har jeg. Det tør jeg selv sige. For nu har jeg fåt blod på tand. Og de skal få føle, at jeg ikke er den mand, som godvillig lægger ryggen til rette –. (afbryder.) Nej, men hør nu, – lad os ikke komme ind på dette sørgelige og oprivende emne iaften.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, lad os ikke det, kære rektor.
 

KROLL.
 Sig mig heller, hvorledes De egentlig trives her på Rosmersholm nu, efter at De er ble’t alene? Efter at vor stakkers Beate –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo tak; jeg trives nok så godt her. En stor tomhed er der jo efter hende i mange måder. Og savn og sorg også, – naturligvis. Men ellers så –
 

KROLL.
 Tænker De at bli’ her? Sådan stadigt, mener jeg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, kære rektor, jeg tænker såmænd hverken det ene eller det andet. Jeg er jo rigtignok ble’t så husvant nu, at jeg næsten synes jeg hører til her, jeg også.
 

KROLL.
 Ja De. Det skulde jeg da vel mene.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og så længe herr Rosmer finder, at jeg kan være til nogen hygge og nytte for ham, – ja så blir jeg her vel sagtens, kan jeg tro.
 

KROLL

(ser bevæget på hende).
 

Véd De hvad, – der er noget stort i dette, for en kvinde, således at la’ hele sin ungdom gå hen under opoffrelser for andre.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, hvad havde jeg ellers havt at leve for?
 

KROLL.
 Først gik De her i dette evindelige stræv med Deres lamme, urimelige plejefar –
 

REBEKKA.
 De må ikke tro, doktor West var så urimelig der oppe i Finmarken. Det var de forfærdelige sjørejser, som knækked ham. Men da vi så var flyttet her ned, – ja, da kom der jo et par svære år, inden han fik stridt ud.
 

KROLL.
 Blev de ikke endda sværere for Dem, de år, som kom bagefter?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, hvor kan De da tale så! Jeg, som holdt så inderlig af Beate –. Og så sørgeligt, som hun, stakker, trængte til pleje og skånsom omgang.
 

KROLL.
 Tak og pris skal De ha’, fordi De mindes hende med overbærenhed.
 

REBEKKA

(flytter sig lidt nærmere).
 

Kære rektor, De siger dette så vakkert og hjerteligt, så jeg er viss på, der ikke ligger nogen misstemning under.
 

KROLL.
 Misstemning? Hvad mener De med det?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nå, det vilde jo slet ikke være så underligt, om De følte det som noget pinsomt at se mig fremmede menneske gå og skalte og valte her på Rosmersholm.
 

KROLL.
 Nej men, hvor i al verden –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Men det gør De altså ikke. (rækker ham hånden.) Tak, kære rektor! Tak, tak for det.
 

KROLL.
 Men hvor i al verden har De kunnet falde på en sådan tanke?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg begyndte at bli’ lidt ræd, siden De kom så sjelden ud til os.
 

KROLL.
 Da har De sandelig været artig på vildspor, frøken West. Og desuden, – her er jo ingen ting forandret i selve sagen. Det var jo Dem, – og Dem alene, – som stod for styret her allerede i stakkers Beates sidste ulykkelige levetid.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det var nu mere som et slags regentskab i husfruens navn.
 

KROLL.
 Hvorom alting er –. Véd De hvad, frøken West, – jeg for min del skulde sandelig ikke ha’ noget imod, om De –. Men det går vel ikke an at sige sligt noget.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvilket, mener De?
 

KROLL.
 Om det kunde føje sig så, at De tog den tomme plads –
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg har den plads jeg ønsker, herr rektor.
 

KROLL.
 I gavnet, ja; men ikke i –
 

REBEKKA

(afbryder ham alvorligt).
 

Skam Dem dog, rektor Kroll. Hvor kan De sidde og spase om sådant?
 

KROLL.
 Å ja, vor gode Johannes Rosmer synes sagtens, han har fåt mere end nok af ægtestanden. Men alligevel –
 

REBEKKA.
 Véd De hvad, – jeg må næsten le af Dem.
 

KROLL.
 Alligevel –. Sig mig engang, frøken West –. Hvis det er tilladt at spørge –. Hvor gammel er De egentlig?
 

REBEKKA.
 Med skam at melde, så har jeg såmænd fyldt de ni og tyve, herr rektor. Jeg går nu i det tredivte.
 

KROLL.
 Ja-ja. Og Rosmer, – hvor gammel er han? Lad mig se. Han er fem år yngre end jeg. Nå, han er altså godt og vel tre og firti. Jeg synes, det vilde passe bra’.
 

REBEKKA

(rejser sig).
 

Ja-visst, ja-visst. Det vilde passe udmærket. – Drikker De te med os i aften?
 

KROLL.
 Ja tak. Jeg havde tænkt at slå mig ned her. For der er en sag, som jeg må tale med vor gode ven om. – Og så, frøken West, – for at De ikke skal komme på gale tanker igen, så vil jeg se herud alt som tiest, – ligesom i gamle dage.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å ja, gør endelig det. (ryster hans hænder.) Tak, tak! De er da rigtig inderlig snil alligevel.
 

KROLL

(brummer lidt).
 

Så? Det er såmænd mere end jeg får høre hjemme.
 

(Johannes Rosmer kommer ind gennem døren til højre.)
 

REBEKKA.
 Herr Rosmer, – kan De se, hvem der sidder der?
 

JOHANNES ROSMER.
 Madam Helseth fortalte det.
 

(Rektor Kroll har rejst sig.)
 

ROSMER

(mildt og dæmpet, trykker hans hænder).
 

Velkommen til huset igen, kære Kroll. (lægger hænderne på hans skuldre og ser ham ind i øjnene.) Du kære gamle Ven! Det var nok det jeg vidste, at engang måtte det bli’ som før imellem os.
 

KROLL.
 Men snille menneske, – har du også været inde på den forrykte indbildning, at der skulde være noget ivejen!
 

REBEKKA

(til Rosmer).
 

Ja tænk, – hvor dejligt, at det bare var en indbildning.
 

ROSMER.
 Var det virkelig det, Kroll? Men hvorfor trak du dig da så rent tilbage fra os?
 

KROLL

(alvorlig og dæmpet).
 

Fordi jeg ikke vilde gå her som et levende minde om dine ulykkelige år – og om hende, – som endte i møllefossen.
 

ROSMER.
 Det var jo vakkert tænkt af dig. Du er jo altid så hensynsfuld. Men det var aldeles unødvendigt at bli’ borte af den grund. – Kom, du; lad os sætte os i sofaen. (de sætter sig.) Nej, det står sandelig ikke for mig som nogen pine at tænke på Beate. Vi taler daglig om hende. Hun hører endnu ligesom huset til, synes vi.
 

KROLL.
 Gør I virkelig det?
 

REBEKKA

(tænder lampen).
 

Ja, det gør vi da rigtignok.
 

ROSMER.
 Det er jo så lige til. Vi holdt jo begge to så inderlig af hende. Og både Rebek – både frøken West og jeg, vi véd med os selv, at vi gjorde, hvad der stod i vor magt, for den stakkers hjemsøgte. Vi har ingen ting at bebrejde os. – Derfor så synes jeg, der er noget mildt og blødt i det at tænke på Beate nu.
 

KROLL.
 I kære prægtige mennesker! Fra nu af kommer jeg ud til jer hver dag.
 

REBEKKA

(sætter sig i en lænestol).
 

Ja, lad os nu bare se, at De holder ord.
 

ROSMER

(noget dvælende).
 

Du, Kroll, – jeg skulde højlig ønsket, at omgangen mellem os aldrig var ble’t afbrudt. Du har jo været som en selvskreven rådgiver for mig sålænge vi har kendt hinanden. Lige fra jeg blev student.
 

KROLL.
 Nå ja; og det sætter jeg overmåde stor pris på. Er der kanske nu noget særligt –?
 

ROSMER.
 Der er mangt og meget, som jeg så gerne vilde tale uforbeholdent med dig om. Sådan lige ud af hjertet.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, ikke sandt, herr Rosmer? Jeg synes, det måtte være så godt – mellem gamle venner –
 

KROLL.
 Å, du kan såmænd tro, jeg har endnu mere at tale med dig om. For nu er jeg ble’t aktiv politiker, som du nok véd.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, du er jo det. Hvorledes gik det egentlig til?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg måtte, du. Måtte, så nødig jeg end vilde. Det går umulig an nu længer at stå som ørkesløs tilskuer. Nu, da de radikale så sørgeligt er kommet til magten, – nu er det på høj tid –. Derfor har jeg også fåt vor lille vennekreds inde i byen til at slutte sig engere sammen. Det er på høj tid, siger jeg!
 

REBEKKA

(med et let smil).
 

Ja, er det ikke egentlig nu temmelig sent?
 

KROLL.
 Unegtelig havde det været heldigst, om vi havde standset strømmen på et tidligere tidspunkt. Men hvem kunde vel forudse, hvad der vilde komme? Jeg i alle fald ikke. (rejser sig og går om på gulvet.) Jo, nu har jeg rigtignok fåt øjnene op. For nu er oprørsånden trængt ind i selve skolen.
 

ROSMER.
 I skolen? Dog vel ikke i din skole?
 

KROLL.
 Jo, så sandelig er den det. I min egen skole. Hvad synes du! Jeg er kommen under vejr med, at gutterne i øverste klasse, – det vil da sige en del af gutterne, – de har nu i over et halvt år havt en hemmelig forening og der holder de Mortensgårds avis!
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, „Blinkfyret”.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, synes De ikke det er en sund åndsføde for vordende embedsmænd? Men det traurigste ved sagen er, at det er alle de begavede gutter i klassen, som har rottet sig sammen og stiftet dette komplot imod mig. Det er bare stymperne og eftersidderne, som har holdt sig udenfor.
 

REBEKKA.
 Går da dette Dem så nær til hjerte, rektor?
 

KROLL.
 Om det gør! Således at se mig hæmmet og modarbejdet i min livsgerning. (sagtere.) Men jeg havde nær sagt, at det fik endda være for hvad det var. Men nu kommer det aller værste. (ser sig om.) Her er vel ingen, som lytter ved dørene?
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, aldeles ikke.
 

KROLL.
 Så skal I da vide, at tvedragten og oprøret er trængt ind i mit eget hus. I mit eget rolige hjem. Har forstyrret familjelivets fred for mig.
 

ROSMER

(rejser sig).
 

Hvad siger du! Hjemme hos dig –?
 

REBEKKA

(går hen til rektoren).
 

Men kære, hvad er der da hændt?
 

KROLL.
 Vil De tænke Dem til, at mine egne børn –. Kort og godt, – det er Laurits, som er formand for skolekomplottet. Og Hilda har broderet en rød mappe til at gemme „Blinkfyret” i.
 

ROSMER.
 Det havde jeg da aldrig drømt om, – at hos dig, – i dit hus –
 

KROLL.
 Nej, hvem kunde vel drømme om sligt? I mit hus, hvor der altid har hersket lydighed og orden, – hvor der hidtil kun har rådet en eneste samdrægtig vilje –
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvorledes tar Deres hustru dette her?
 

KROLL.
 Ja se, det er nu det utroligste af alt sammen. Hun, som alle sine dage – både i stort og i småt – har delt mine meninger og billiget alle mine anskuelser, hun er sandelig ikke fri for at hælde over til børnenes side i mange stykker. Og så gir hun mig skylden, for hvad der er sket. Hun siger, at jeg virker kuende på de unge. Ret som om ikke det var nødvendigt at –. Nå, således har jeg ufreden gående hjemme. Men jeg taler naturligvis så lidet om det, som muligt. Sligt bør jo helst dysses ned. (driver opover gulvet.) Å ja, ja, ja.
 

(han stiller sig med hænderne på ryggen ved vinduet og ser ud.)
 

REBEKKA

(har nærmet sig Rosmer og siger sagte, hurtigt og ubemærket af rektoren).
 

Gør det!
 

ROSMER

(ligeså).
 

Ikke i aften.
 

REBEKKA

(som før).
 

Jo netop.
 

(hun går hen og steller med lampen.)
 

KROLL

(kommer fremover gulvet).
 

Ja, min kære Rosmer, nu véd du altså, hvorledes tidsånden har kastet sine skygger både ind i mit husliv og over min embedsgerning. Og denne fordærvelige, nedbrydende og opløsende tidsånd skulde jeg ikke bekæmpe med alle de våben, jeg kan overkomme? Jo, du, det agter jeg rigtignok at gøre. Og det både i skrift og i tale.
 

ROSMER.
 Har du nu også håb om, at du kan udrette noget på den måde?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg vil i alle fald aftjene min statsborgerlige værnepligt. Og jeg mener, det er enhver fædrelandssindet og for den gode sag bekymret mands skyldighed at gøre det samme. Ser du, – derfor er det nærmest, at jeg er kommet her ud til dig i aften.
 

ROSMER.
 Men kære, hvad mener du –? Hvad skal jeg –?
 

KROLL.
 Du skal hjælpe dine gamle venner. Gøre som vi andre. Ta’ hånd i med så godt du kan.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men rektor Kroll, De kender jo herr Rosmers ulyst til sligt noget.
 

KROLL.
 Den ulyst får han se at overvinde nu. – Du følger ikke nok med, Rosmer. Du sidder her og murer dig inde med dine historiske samlinger. Gud bevares, – al respekt for stamtavler og hvad dertil hører. Men tiden er ikke for den slags sysler – desværre. Du gør dig ingen forestilling om, hvorledes tilstanden er ude omkring i landet. Der er vendt op og ned på, snart sagt, hvert eneste begreb. Det vil bli et kæmpearbejde at få alle de vildfarelser ryddet ud igen.
 

ROSMER.
 Det tror jeg også. Men det slags arbejde ligger slet ikke for mig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og så tror jeg nok, at herr Rosmer er kommet til at se på tingene i livet med åbnere øjne end før.
 

KROLL

(studser).
 

Åbnere?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, eller friere da. Mere uhildet.
 

KROLL.
 Hvad skal dette her sige? Rosmer, – du kunde dog vel aldrig være så svag at la’ dig dåre af en slig tilfældighed, som den, at massehøvdingerne har vundet en midlertidig sejr!
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, du véd jo, hvor liden forstand jeg har på politik. Men jeg synes rigtignok, at der i de senere år er kommet ligesom noget mere selvstændighed ind i de enkeltes tænkning.
 

KROLL.
 Nå, – og det betragter du sådan uden videre som et gode! For resten tar du nok betydelig fejl, min ven. Forhør dig bare om, hvad det er for meninger, som har kurs blandt radikalerne, både her ude og inde i byen. Det er ikke en snus andet, end den visdom, som forkyndes i „Blinkfyret”.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, Mortensgård har stor magt over mange her omkring.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, tænke sig til! En mand med en så tilsmudset fortid. Et menneske, som for usædeligt forhold er dømt fra sin lærerbestilling –! Slig en gir sig til at agere folkeleder! Og det går! Det går virkelig! Nu vil han udvide sit blad, hører jeg. Jeg véd fra sikker kilde, at han søger efter en habil medarbejder.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er underligt, synes jeg, at ikke De og Deres venner stiller noget op imod ham.
 

KROLL.
 Det er netop det, vi vil gøre nu. Idag har vi købt „Amtstidenden”. Pengespørsmålet frembød ingen vanskeligheder. Men – (vender sig til Rosmer.) Ja, nu er jeg inde på mit egentlige ærinde til dig. Det er ledelsen, – den journalistiske ledelse, som det kniber med, ser du. – Sig mig, Rosmer, – skulde ikke du for den gode sags skyld føle dig opfordret til at overta’ den?
 

ROSMER

(næsten forskrækket).
 

Jeg!
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, men hvor kan De da tænke Dem sligt!
 

KROLL.
 At du har skræk for folkemøderne og ikke vil udsætte dig for den konfekt, som der vanker, det er jo nok så rimeligt. Men en redaktørs mere tilbagetrukne virksomhed, eller, rettere sagt –
 

ROSMER.
 Nej, nej, kære ven, dette her må du ikke be’ mig om.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg selv skulde så inderlig gerne forsøge mig i den retning også. Men det vilde bli’ aldeles uoverkommeligt for mig. Jeg er allerede i forvejen så bebyrdet med en utallighed af gøremål –. Du derimod, som nu ikke længer trykkes af nogen embedsgerning. – Vi andre vil naturligvis hjælpe dig så godt vi formår.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg kan ikke, Kroll. Jeg duer ikke til det.
 

KROLL.
 Duer ikke? Det samme sa’ du, da din far skaffed dig kaldet –
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg havde ret. Derfor gik jeg også min vej.
 

KROLL.
 Å, bli’ du bare lige så flink redaktør som du var prest, så skal vi være fornøjet.
 

ROSMER.
 Kære Kroll, – nu siger jeg dig én gang for alle, – jeg gør det ikke.
 

KROLL.
 Nå, så låner du os da vel dit navn i alle fald.
 

ROSMER.
 Mit navn?
 

KROLL.
 Ja, allerede navnet Johannes Rosmer vil være en vinding for bladet. Vi andre går jo og gælder for udprægede partimænd. Jeg selv skal endog være udskreget som en arg fanatiker, hører jeg. Derfor kan vi ikke regne på, under eget navn, at skaffe bladet synderlig indgang hos de vildledte masser. Du derimod, – du har altid holdt dig udenfor striden. Dit milde redelige sindelag, – dit fine tænkesæt, – din uantastelige hæderlighed er kendt og skattet af alle her omkring. Og så den agtelse og respekt, som din tidligere prestelige stilling omgir dig med. Og så endelig familjenavnets ærværdighed, du!
 

ROSMER.
 Å, familjenavnet –
 

KROLL

(peger mod portrætterne).
 

Rosmerne til Rosmersholm, – prester og officerer. Højt betroede embedsmænd. Korrekte hædersmænd alle sammen, – en æt, som nu snart i et par hundrede år har siddet her som den første i distriktet. (lægger hånden på hans skulder.) Rosmer, – du skylder dig selv og din slægts traditioner at være med og værne om alt det, som hidtil har været godkendt i vort samfund. (vender sig.) Ja, hvad siger De, frøken West?
 

REBEKKA

(med en let stille latter).
 

Kære rektor, – for mig er dette her så usigelig latterligt at høre på.
 

KROLL.
 Hvad for noget! Latterligt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, for nu vil jeg sige Dem rent ud –
 

ROSMER

(hurtigt).
 

Nej, nej, – lad være! Ikke nu!
 

KROLL

(ser afvekslende på dem).
 

Men hvad i al verden, kære venner –? (afbryder.) Hm!
 

(Madam Helseth kommer i døren til højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Der er en mand ude i køkkengangen. Han si’er, at han vil hilse på pastoren.
 

ROSMER

(lettet).
 

Ah så. Ja, bed ham værs’god komme ind.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Her ind i stuen?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja vel.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Men han ser nok ikke slig ud, at en kan slippe ham ind i stuen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvorledes ser han da ud, madam Helseth?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, det er nok ikke videre, det, frøken.
 

ROSMER.
 Sa’ han ikke, hvad han heder?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jo, jeg synes han sa’, at han heder Hekman eller noget sligt.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg kender ingen af det navn.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Og så sa’ han, at han hed Uldrik også.
 

ROSMER

(studser).
 

Ulrik-Hetman! Var det så?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, Hetman var det.
 

KROLL.
 Det navn har jeg visst hørt før –
 

REBEKKA.
 Det var jo det navn, som han brugte at skrive under, han, denne underlige –
 

ROSMER

(til Kroll).
 

Det er Ulrik Brendels forfatternavn, du.
 

KROLL.
 Den forlorne Ulrik Brendel. Ganske rigtig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Så han er i live endnu.
 

ROSMER.
 Han rejste om med et teaterselskab, trode jeg.
 

KROLL.
 Det sidste, jeg hørte om ham, var, at han sad i arbejdsanstalten.
 

ROSMER.
 Bed ham komme ind, madam Helseth.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja-ja.
 

(hun går.)
 

KROLL.
 Vil du virkelig tåle det menneske i din stue?
 

ROSMER.
 Å, du véd jo, at han var min lærer en tid.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, jeg véd, at han gik her og propped dig hodet fuldt med oprørske meninger, og at din far så jog ham på porten med sin ridepidsk.
 

ROSMER

(lidt bittert).
 

Far var major her hjemme i sit hus også.
 

KROLL.
 Tak du ham i hans grav for det, min kære Rosmer. Nå!
 

(Madam Helseth åbner døren til højre for Ulrik Brendel, går igen og lukker efter ham. Han er en stadselig, noget udtæret men rask og rørig skikkelse med gråt hår og skæg. For resten klædt som en almindelig landstryger. Tyndslidt frakke; dårligt skotøj; skjorte ses ikke. Gamle sorte handsker påtrukne; en blød smudsig hat sammenklappet under armen og en spadsérstok i hånden.)
 

ULRIK BRENDEL

(først usikker, går så raskt hen til rektoren og byder hånden frem).
 

God aften, Johannes!
 

KROLL.
 Undskyld –
 

BRENDEL.
 Havde du ventet, at du skulde få se mig igen? Og det indenfor disse forhadte mure?
 

KROLL.
 Undskyld –. (peger.) Der –
 

BRENDEL

(vender sig).
 

Rigtig. Der har vi ham. Johannes, – min gut, – du, hvem jeg har elsket mest –!
 

ROSMER

(rækker ham hånden).
 

Min gamle lærer.
 

BRENDEL.
 Trods visse erindringer så vilde jeg dog ikke passere Rosmersholm forbi uden at aflægge en flygtig visit.
 

ROSMER.
 Her er De hjertelig velkommen nu. Vær sikker på det.
 

BRENDEL.
 Ah, denne tiltrækkende dame –? (bukker.) Fru provstinden naturligvis.
 

ROSMER.
 Frøken West.
 

BRENDEL.
 Formentlig en nær pårørende. Og hin ubekendte –? En embedsbroder, kan jeg se.
 

ROSMER.
 Rektor Kroll.
 

BRENDEL.
 Kroll? Kroll? Bi lidt. Har De studeret filologi i Deres unge dage?
 

KROLL.
 Ja selvfølgelig.
 

BRENDEL.
 Men Donnerwetter, så har jeg jo kendt dig!
 

KROLL.
 Undskyld –
 

BRENDEL.
 Var ikke du –
 

KROLL.
 Undskyld –
 

BRENDEL.
 – en af hine dydens drabanter, som fik mig udstødt af diskussionsforeningen?
 

KROLL.
 Det kan gerne være. Men jeg protesterer imod ethvert nærmere bekendtskab.
 

BRENDEL.
 Nå-nå! Nach Belieben, herr doktor. Det kan komme mig ud på et. Ulrik Brendel blir den mand han er alligevel.
 

REBEKKA.
 De agter Dem vel indover til byen, herr Brendel?
 

BRENDEL.
 Fru pastorinden har truffet det. Med visse mellemrum er jeg nødt til at slå et slag for tilværelsen. Jeg gør det ikke gerne; men – enfin – den tvingende nødvendighed –
 

ROSMER.
 Å, men kære herr Brendel, må da ikke jeg få lov til at hjælpe Dem med noget? På en eller anden måde, mener jeg –
 

BRENDEL.
 Ha, et sådant forslag! Kunde du ville makulere det bånd, som sammenknytter os? Aldrig, Johannes, – aldrig!
 

ROSMER.
 Men hvad tænker De da at ta’ Dem til i byen? De kan tro, det vil ikke falde Dem så let –
 

BRENDEL.
 Lad mig om det, min gut. Tærningerne er kastede. Således, som jeg her står for dig, er jeg ude på en omfattende rejse. Mere omfattende, end alle mine tidligere strejftog tilsammen. (til rektor Kroll.) Turde jeg spørge herr professoren – unter uns –, findes der et nogenlunde anstændigt, respektabelt og rummeligt forsamlingslokale i Deres agtede by?
 

KROLL.
 Det rummeligste er arbejderforeningens sal.
 

BRENDEL.
 Har herr docenten nogen kvalificeret indflydelse i denne vistnok meget gavnlige forening?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg har ikke noget med den at skaffe.
 

REBEKKA

(til Brendel).
 

De bør henvende Dem til Peder Mortensgård.
 

BRENDEL.
 Pardon, madame, – hvad er det for en idiot?
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorfor skal De nu just tro, han er en idiot?
 

BRENDEL.
 Hører jeg ikke fluks på navnet, at det bæres af en plebejer?
 

KROLL.
 Det svar havde jeg ikke ventet.
 

BRENDEL.
 Men jeg vil overvinde mig. Der er ikke andet for. Når man, – således som jeg, – står på et vendepunkt i sit liv –. Det er afgjort. Jeg sætter mig i forbindelse med personen, – indleder direkte underhandlinger –
 

ROSMER.
 Står De virkelig for alvor på et vendepunkt?
 

BRENDEL.
 Véd ikke min egen gut, at hvor Ulrik Brendel står, der står han altid for alvor? – Jo, du, nu vil jeg iføre mig et nyt menneske. Træde ud af den reserverte tilbageholdenhed, som jeg hidtil har iagttaget.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorledes –?
 

BRENDEL.
 Jeg vil gribe ind i livet med en virksom hånd. Træde frem. Træde op. Det er en stormbevæget solhvervstid vi ånder i. – Nu vil jeg lægge min skærv på frigørelsens alter.
 

KROLL.
 Vil De også –?
 

BRENDEL

(til dem alle).
 

Besidder almenheden her noget nøjere kendskab til mine spredte skrifter?
 

KROLL.
 Nej, jeg må oprigtig tilstå, at –
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg har læst adskilligt. For min plejefar ejed dem.
 

BRENDEL.
 Skønne husfrue, – da har De spildt Deres tid. Thi det er noget pøjt, skal jeg sige Dem.
 

REBEKKA.
 Så?
 

BRENDEL.
 Hvad De har læst, ja. Mine betydningsfulde værker kender hverken mand eller kvinde. Ingen – uden jeg selv.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvorledes går det til?
 

BRENDEL.
 Fordi de ikke er skrevne.
 

ROSMER.
 Men kære herr Brendel –
 

BRENDEL.
 Du véd, min Johannes, at jeg er et stykke af en sybarit. En Feinschmecker. Har været så alle mine dage. Jeg holder af at nyde i ensomhed. Thi da nyder jeg dobbelt. Tifold dobbelt. Ser du, – når gyldne drømme daled ned over mig, – omtåged mig, – når nye, svimlende, vidtrækkende tanker fødtes i mig, – omvifted mig med bærende vinger, – da formed jeg det ud i digt, i syner, i billeder. Sådan i de store omrids, forstår du.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja.
 

BRENDEL.
 Å, hvorledes jeg har nydt og svælget i mine dage, du! Udformningens gådefulde salighed, – sådan i de store omrids, som sagt, – bifaldet, takken, berømmelsen, laurbærkronen, – alt har jeg indkasseret med fulde, glædeskælvende hænder. Mættet mig i mine lønlige forestillinger med en fryd, – å, så svimlende stor –!
 

KROLL.
 Hm –.
 

ROSMER.
 Men aldrig skrevet det ned?
 

BRENDEL.
 Ikke et ord. Dette platte skriverhåndværk har altid vakt en kvalmende ulyst i mig. Og hvorfor skulde jeg også profanere mine egne idealer, når jeg kunde nyde dem i renhed og for mig selv? Men nu skal de offres. Sandelig, – jeg er tilmode ved det, som en mor, der lægger unge døtre i ægtemænds arme. Men jeg offrer dem alligevel, – offrer dem på frigørelsens alter. En række af vel udformede foredrag – hele landet over –!
 

REBEKKA

(livfuldt).
 

Dette er stort af Dem, herr Brendel! De gir det dyreste, De ejer.
 

ROSMER.
 Det eneste.
 

REBEKKA

(ser betydningsfuldt på Rosmer).
 

Hvor mange er der vel, som gør det? Som tør det?
 

ROSMER

(gengælder blikket).
 

Hvem véd?
 

BRENDEL.
 Forsamlingen er bevæget. Det kvæger mit hjerte – og styrker viljen. Og dermed så skrider jeg altså til handling. Dog én ting –. (til rektoren.) Kan De sige mig, herr præceptor, – findes der en afholdsforening i byen? En totalafholdsforening? Det gør der naturligvis.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, til tjeneste. Jeg er selv formand.
 

BRENDEL.
 Kunde jeg ikke se det på Dem! Nå, da er det ikke umuligt, at jeg kommer hjem til Dem og skriver mig ind for en uges tid.
 

KROLL.
 Undskyld, – vi modtar ikke medlemmer på ugevis.
 

BRENDEL.
 A la bonheur, herr pædagog. Ulrik Brendel har aldrig rendt den slags foreninger på dørene. (vender sig.) Men jeg tør ikke forlænge mit ophold i dette hus, så rigt på minder. Jeg må til byen og vælge mig et passende logis. Der findes dog vel et ordentligt hotel, vil jeg håbe.
 

REBEKKA.
 Vil De ikke drikke lidt varmt, før De går?
 

BRENDEL.
 Hvad slags varmt, min nådige?
 

REBEKKA.
 En kop te eller –
 

BRENDEL.
 Jeg takker husets rundhåndede værtinde. Men jeg lægger ikke gerne beslag på den private gæstfrihed. (hilser med hånden.) Lev vel, mine herskaber! (Går mod døren men vender om.) Å, det er s’gu sandt –. Johannes, – pastor Rosmer, – vil du gøre din fordums lærer en tjeneste for mangeårigt venskabs skyld?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, så inderlig gerne.
 

BRENDEL.
 Godt. Så lån mig – for en dags tid eller to – en strøgen mansketskjorte.
 

ROSMER.
 Ikke andet end det!
 

BRENDEL.
 For, ser du, jeg rejser til fods – denne gang. Min kuffert blir sendt bagefter.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja vel. Men er der så ikke noget andet?
 

BRENDEL.
 Jo, véd du hvad, – du kunde kanske undvære en ældre, benyttet sommerfrakke?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja, det kan jeg så visst.
 

BRENDEL.
 Og dersom der skulde høre et par anstændige støvler til den frakken –
 

ROSMER.
 Det skal der nok bli’ råd for. Så snart vi får vide adressen, skal vi sende sagerne ind.
 

BRENDEL.
 På ingen måde. Ikke nogen ulejlighed for min skyld! Jeg tar de bagateller med.
 

ROSMER.
 Godt, godt. Vil De så følge med mig ovenpå.
 

REBEKKA.
 Lad heller mig. Jeg og madam Helseth skal nok besørge det.
 

BRENDEL.
 Aldrig tillader jeg, at denne distingverte dame –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Å hvad! Kom De bare, herr Brendel.
 

(hun går ud til højre.)
 

ROSMER

(holder ham tilbage).
 

Sig mig, – er der ikke ellers noget, jeg kunde tjene Dem med?
 

BRENDEL.
 Jeg véd i sandhed ikke hvad det skulde være. Jo, død og helvede, – når jeg tænker mig om –! Johannes, – har du tilfældigvis otte kroner på dig?
 

ROSMER.
 Nu skal vi se. (åbner portemonnæen.) Her har jeg to tikronesedler.
 

BRENDEL.
 Ja, ja, det kan være det samme. Jeg kan ta’ dem. Får dem altid vekslet inde i hyen. Tak så længe. Husk på, det var to tiere jeg fik. God nat, du, min egen kære gut! God nat, min agtede herre!
 

(han går til højre, hvor Rosmer tar afsked og lukker døren efter ham.)
 

KROLL.
 Forbarmende Gud, – det var altså den Ulrik Brendel, som folk engang trode, der skulde bli noget stort af i verden.
 

ROSMER

(stille).
 

Han har i alle fald havt mod til at leve livet efter sit eget hode. Jeg synes ikke det er så lidet endda.
 

KROLL.
 Hvad nu? Et sligt liv som hans! Jeg tror så nær, at han var mand for at forvirre dine begreber endnu engang.
 

ROSMER.
 Å nej, du. Nu er jeg kommen på det rene med mig selv i alle dele.
 

KROLL.
 Gid det var så vel, kære Rosmer. For du er så svært modtagelig for indtryk udenfra.
 

ROSMER.
 Lad os sætte os. Og så vil jeg tale med dig.
 

KROLL.
 Ja lad os.
 

(de sætter sig i sofaen.)
 

ROSMER

(lidt efter).
 

Synes du ikke, vi har det godt og hyggeligt her?
 

KROLL.
 Jo, nu er her ble’t godt og hyggeligt – og fredsomt. Ja, du har fåt dig et hjem, du, Rosmer. Og jeg har mistet mit.
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, sig ikke så. Det, som nu er splittet, det vil nok heles igen.
 

KROLL.
 Aldrig. Aldrig. Brodden vil bli siddende i. Det kan aldrig bli som før.
 

ROSMER.
 Hør nu her, Kroll. Vi to har nu ståt hinanden nær i så mange, mange år. Synes du, det er tænkeligt, at vort venskab kunde gå overstyr?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg véd ikke den ting i verden, som kunde bryde mellem os. Hvorledes falder du på sligt?
 

ROSMER.
 Fordi du lægger en så afgørende vægt på enighed i meninger og synsmåder.
 

KROLL.
 Nå ja; men vi to er da så omtrent enige. I de store kernespørsmål i alle fald.
 

ROSMER

(sagte).
 

Nej. Ikke nu længer.
 

KROLL

(vil springe op).
 

Hvad er dette her!
 

ROSMER

(holder på ham).
 

Nej, du må bli’ siddende. Jeg be’r dig, Kroll.
 

KROLL.
 Hvad er det for noget? Jeg forstår dig ikke. Tal da rent ud!
 

ROSMER.
 Der er kommet en ny sommer i mit sind. Et nyt ungdomssyn. Og derfor så står jeg nu der –
 

KROLL.
 Hvor, – hvor står du?
 

ROSMER.
 Der, hvor dine børn står.
 

KROLL.
 Du? Du! Det er da vel umuligt! Hvor står du, siger du?
 

ROSMER.
 På samme side som Laurits og Hilda.
 

KROLL

(sænker hodet).
 

Frafalden. Johannes Rosmer frafalden.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg skulde ha’ følt mig så glad, – så inderlig lykkelig ved det, som du kalder frafaldet. Men så led jeg pinligt alligevel. For jeg vidste jo nok, at det vilde volde dig en bitter sorg.
 

KROLL.
 Rosmer, – Rosmer! Dette forvinder jeg aldrig. (ser tungt på ham.) Å, at også du kan ville være med og række hånd til fordærvelsens og forstyrrelsens værk i dette ulykkelige land.
 

ROSMER.
 Det er frigørelsens værk, jeg vil være med på.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, jeg véd det nok. Således kaldes det både af forførerne og af de vildledte. Men synes du da, at der er nogen frigørelse at vente af den ånd, som nu holder på at forgifte hele vort samfundsliv.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg slutter mig ikke til den ånd, som råder. Ikke til nogen af de stridende. Jeg vil prøve på at samle menneskene sammen fra alle sider. Så mange og så inderligt jeg bare formår det. Jeg vil leve og sætte alle mine livsens kræfter ind på dette ene, – at skabe det sande folkedømme i landet.
 

KROLL.
 Så du synes ikke vi har folkedømme nok! Jeg for min part synes vi alle til hobe er på god vej til at drages ned i det mudder, hvor ellers kun almuen plejer at trives.
 

ROSMER.
 Just derfor stiller jeg folkedømmets sande opgave.
 

KROLL.
 Hvilken opgave?
 

ROSMER.
 At gøre alle mennesker i landet til adelsmennesker.
 

KROLL.
 Alle mennesker –!
 

ROSMER.
 Så mange som muligt i alle fald.
 

KROLL.
 Ved hvilke midler?
 

ROSMER.
 Ved at frigøre sindene og luttre viljerne, tænker jeg.
 

KROLL.
 Du er en drømmer, Rosmer. Vil du frigøre dem? Vil du luttre dem?
 

ROSMER.
 Nej, kære, – jeg vil bare søge at vække dem til det. Gøre det, – det må de selv.
 

KROLL.
 Og du tror, de kan?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja.
 

KROLL.
 Ved egen kraft altså?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, netop ved egen kraft. Der findes ikke nogen anden.
 

KROLL

(rejser sig).
 

Er dette at tale, som det sømmer sig en prest?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg er ingen prest længer.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, men – din barnetro da –?
 

ROSMER.
 Den har jeg ikke mere.
 

KROLL.
 Du har ikke –!
 

ROSMER

(rejser sig).
 

Jeg har opgi’t den. Jeg måtte opgi’ den, Kroll.
 

KROLL

(rystet men behersket).
 

Ja så. – Ja, ja, ja. Det ene følger vel med det andet. – Var det kanske derfor, at du trådte ud af kirkens tjeneste?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja. Da jeg blev klar over mig selv, – da jeg fik fuld visshed for, at det ikke bare var en forbigående anfægtelse, men at det var noget, som jeg aldrig mere kunde eller vilde komme ifra, – da gik jeg.
 

KROLL.
 Så længe har det altså gæret i dig. Og vi, – dine venner, har ikke fåt noget at vide om det. Rosmer, Rosmer, – hvor kunde du dølge den sørgelige sandhed for os!
 

ROSMER.
 Fordi jeg syntes, det var en sag, som kun vedkom mig selv. Og så vilde jeg da ikke volde dig og de andre vennerne nogen unødig sorg. Jeg tænkte, jeg kunde bli’ ved at leve her som hidtil, stille og glad og lykkelig. Jeg vilde læse og fordybe mig i alle de værker, som før havde været lukkede bøger for mig. Rigtig inderlig leve mig ind i den store sandhedens og frihedens verden, som nu er ble’t mig åbenbaret.
 

KROLL.
 Frafalden. Hvert ord vidner om det. Men hvorfor bekender du så dette dit lønlige frafald alligevel? Og hvorfor just netop nu?
 

ROSMER.
 Det har du selv tvunget mig til, Kroll.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg? Har jeg tvunget dig –!
 

ROSMER.
 Da jeg fik høre om din voldsomme færd ved møderne, – da jeg læste om al den ukærlige tale, du der førte, – alle dine hadefulde udfald mod dem, som står på den anden side, – din hånende fordømmelsesdom over modstanderne –. Å, Kroll, – at du, du, kunde bli’ sådan! Da stod pligten uafviselig for mig. Menneskene blir onde under den strid, som nu pågår. Her må komme fred og glæde og forsoning ind i sindene. Derfor er det, jeg nu træder frem og bekender mig åbent, som den jeg er. Og så vil jeg prøve mine kræfter, jeg også. Kunde ikke du – fra din side – være med på dette, Kroll?
 

KROLL.
 Aldrig i dette liv slutter jeg forlig med de nedbrydende kræfter i samfundet.
 

ROSMER.
 Så lad os da i det mindste kæmpe med adelige våben, – siden vi endelig må det.
 

KROLL.
 Hvo som ikke er med mig i de afgørende livssager, ham kender jeg ikke mere. Og ham skylder jeg ingen hensyn.
 

ROSMER.
 Gælder det også mig?
 

KROLL.
 Du har selv brudt med mig, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Men er da dette et brud!
 

KROLL.
 Dette! Det er et brud med alle dem, som hidtil stod dig nær. Nu får du ta’ følgerne.
 

(Rebekka West kommer ind fra højre og slår døren vidt op.)
 

REBEKKA.
 Se så; nu er han på vejen til sin store offerfest. Og nu kan vi gå til bords. Vær så god, herr rektor.
 

KROLL

(tar sin hat).
 

God nat, frøken West. Her har jeg ikke mere at gøre.
 

REBEKKA

(spændt).
 

Hvad er det? (lukker døren og kommer nærmere.) Har De talt –?
 

ROSMER.
 Nu véd han det.
 

KROLL.
 Vi slipper dig ikke ud af hænderne, Rosmer. Vi skal tvinge dig tilbage til os igen.
 

ROSMER.
 Did kommer jeg aldrig mere.
 

KROLL.
 Vi skal få se. Du er ikke den mand, der holder ud at stå ensom.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg blir ikke så helt ensom endda. – Vi er to om at bære ensomheden her.
 

KROLL.
 Ah –! (en mistanke skyder op i ham.) Dette også! Beates ord –!
 

ROSMER.
 Beate –?
 

KROLL

(afviser tanken).
 

Nej, nej, – det var stygt –. Tilgiv mig.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad? Hvilket?
 

KROLL.
 Ikke videre om det. Fy! Tilgiv mig. Farvel!
 

(han går mod forstuedøren.)
 

ROSMER

(følger efter ham).
 

Kroll! Således må det ikke være slut imellem os. Imorgen kommer jeg ind til dig.
 

KROLL

(i forstuen, vender sig).
 

Ikke med din fod i mit hus!
 

(han tar sin stok og går.)
 

(Rosmer står en stund i den åbne dør; derpå lukker han den og går hen til bordet.)
 

ROSMER.
 Det gør ikke noget, Rebekka. Vi skal nok holde det ud. Vi to trofaste venner. Du og jeg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad tror du, han mente, da han sa’: fy?
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, bryd dig ikke om det. Han trode ikke selv, hvad han mente. Men imorgen vil jeg ind til ham. God nat!
 

REBEKKA.
 Går du op så tidligt i aften også? Efter dette?
 

ROSMER.
 I aften som ellers. Jeg føler mig så lettet nu, da det er over. Du ser det, – jeg er ganske rolig, kære Rebekka. Tag du det også med ro. God nat!
 

REBEKKA.
 God nat, kære ven! Og sov vel.
 

(Rosmer går ud gennem forstuedøren; man hører ham derpå opad en trappe.)
 

(Rebekka går hen og trækker i en klokkestreng ved ovnen.)
 

(Lidt efter kommer madam Helseth ind fra højre.)
 

REBEKKA.
 De kan gerne ta’ af bordet igen, madam Helseth. For pastoren vil ikke ha’ noget, – og rektoren er gåt hjem.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Er rektoren gåt? Hvad var der i vejen med rektoren da?
 

REBEKKA

(tar sit hækletøj).
 

Han spåde, at det vilde trække op til et svært uvejr –
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Det var da underligt. For ikke er der en skyflæk at se i kveld.
 

REBEKKA.
 Bare han ikke møder den hvide hesten. For jeg er ræd, vi snart får høre fra slige nogen spøgelser nu.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Gud forlade Dem, frøken! Snak da ikke så fælt.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nå, nå, nå –
 

MADAM HELSETH

(sagtere).
 

Tror da rigtig frøkenen, at her er nogen, som snart skal gå bort?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej såmænd om jeg det tror. Men der er så mange slags hvide heste i denne verden, madam Helseth. – Ja, god nat da. Nu går jeg ind til mit.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 God nat, frøken.
 

(Rebekka går med hækletøjet ud til højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH

(skruer lampen ned, ryster på hodet, og mumler med sig selv):
 

Jøsses, – Jøsses. Den frøken West. Slig, som hun kan snakke iblandt.
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Johannes Rosmers arbejdsværelse. På væggen til venstre er indgangsdøren. I baggrunden en døråbning med fratrukket forhæng, som fører ind til soveværelset. Et vindu til højre, og foran samme skrivebordet, bedækket med bøger og papirer. Boghylder og skabe ved væggene. Tarvelige møbler. En gammeldags kanapé med bord foran til venstre.)
 

(Johannes Rosmer, i husfrakke, sidder i en højrygget stol ved skrivebordet. Han skærer op og blader i et hefteskrift og ser lidt i det hist og her.)
 

(Det banker på døren til venstre.)
 

ROSMER

(uden at vende sig).
 

Kom kun ind.
 

(Rebekka West, i morgenkjole, kommer ind.)
 

REBEKKA.
 God morgen.
 

ROSMER

(slår efter i skriftet).
 

God morgen, kære. Er der noget du vil?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vilde bare høre, om du har fåt sove godt?
 

ROSMER.
 Å, jeg har sovet så trygt og dejligt. Ingen drømme –. (vender sig.) Og du?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo tak. Så ud på morgenstunden –.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg véd ikke, jeg på lang tid har følt mig så let om hjerte som nu. Å, det var rigtignok godt, at jeg fik sagt det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, du skulde ikke ha’ tiet så længe, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg begriber ikke selv, at jeg kunde være så fejg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nå, det var da egentlig ikke af fejghed –
 

ROSMER.
 Å jo, jo, du, – når jeg ser til bunds i det, så var der noget fejghed med.
 

REBEKKA.
 Desto kækkere da at du brød overtvert. – (sætter sig hos ham på en stol ved skrivebordet.) Men nu vil jeg fortælle dig noget, som jeg har gjort, – og som du ikke må ta’ mig fortrydelig op.
 

ROSMER.
 Fortrydelig? Kære, hvor kan du tro –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, for det var kanske lidt egenmægtigt af mig, men –
 

ROSMER.
 Nå, så lad mig høre da.
 

REBEKKA.
 Igår aftes, da denne Ulrik Brendel skulde til at gå, – så gav jeg ham en to-tre linjer med til Mortensgård.
 

ROSMER

(lidt betænkelig).
 

Men, kære Rebekka –. Nå, hvad skrev du da?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg skrev, at han vilde vise dig en god tjeneste, dersom han tog sig lidt af det ulykkelige menneske og hjalp ham med hvad han kunde.
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, det skulde du ikke ha’ gjort. Du har bare skadet Brendel ved det. Og Mortensgård er jo en mand, som jeg helst ønsker at holde mig fra livet. Du véd jo det udestående, jeg har havt med ham engang.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men tror du da ikke, det nu kunde være ganske bra’, om du kom i godt forhold til ham igen?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg? Til Mortensgård? Hvorfor det, mener du?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, for egentlig tryg kan du jo ikke være nu, – siden der er kommet dette imellem dig og vennerne.
 

ROSMER

(ser på hende og ryster på hodet).
 

Har du virkelig kunnet tro, at Kroll eller nogen af de andre skulde ville ta’ hævn –? At de kunde være istand til at –?
 

REBEKKA.
 I den første hidsighed, kære –. Ingen kan vide det så sikkert. Jeg synes, – efter den måden, rektoren tog det på –
 

ROSMER.
 Å, du burde dog kende ham bedre end som så. Kroll er en hædersmand ud og ind. I eftermiddag går jeg ind til byen og taler med ham. Jeg vil tale med dem alle sammen. Å, du skal bare se, hvor let det går –
 

(Madam Helseth kommer i døren til venstre.)
 

REBEKKA

(rejser sig).
 

Hvad er det, madam Helseth?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Rektor Kroll står nede i forstuen.
 

ROSMER

(rejser sig hurtigt).
 

Kroll!
 

REBEKKA.
 Rektoren! Nej, tænk –!
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Han spør’, om han kan få komme op og snakke med pastoren.
 

ROSMER

(til Rebekka).
 

Hvad sa’ jeg! – Ja visst kan han så. (går til døren og råber ned af trappen.) Kom du op, kære ven! Hjertelig velkommen skal du være!
 

(Rosmer står og holder døren åben. – Madam Helseth går. – Rebekka trækker forhænget til foran døråbningen. Så ordner hun et og andet.)
 

(Rektor Kroll, med hat i hånden, kommer ind.)
 

ROSMER

(stille, bevæget).
 

Jeg vidste nok, at det ikke blev sidste gang –
 

KROLL.
 Idag ser jeg sagerne i et helt andet lys end igår.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ikke sandt, Kroll? Gør du ikke det? Nu, da du har fåt tænkt dig om –
 

KROLL.
 Du misforstår mig aldeles. (lægger sin hat på bordet ved kanapéen.) Det er mig magtpåliggende at få tale med dig under fire øjne.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorfor må ikke frøken West –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, nej, herr Rosmer. Jeg går.
 

KROLL

(ser nedad hende).
 

Og så må jeg be’ frøkenen undskylde, at jeg kommer her så tidlig på dagen. At jeg overrasker Dem, før De har fåt stunder til at –
 

REBEKKA

(studser).
 

Hvorledes det? Finder De, der er noget i vejen for, at jeg går her hjemme i morgenkjole?
 

KROLL.
 Bevares vel! Jeg véd jo slet ikke, hvad der er ble’t skik og brug på Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Men Kroll, – du er jo rent som forvandlet idag!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg anbefaler mig, herr rektor.
 

(hun går ud til venstre.)
 

KROLL.
 Med din tilladelse –
 

(han sætter sig på kanapéen.)
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, kære, lad os slå os fortroligt ned og tale sammen.
 

(han sætter sig i en stol lige over for rektoren.)
 

KROLL.
 Jeg har ikke fåt lukket et øje siden igår. Jeg har ligget og tænkt og tænkt hele natten.
 

ROSMER.
 Og hvad siger du så idag?
 

KROLL.
 Det blir langt, Rosmer. Lad mig få begynde med en slags indledning. Jeg kan fortælle dig lidt om Ulrik Brendel.
 

ROSMER.
 Har han været hos dig?
 

KROLL.
 Nej. Han slog sig ned i en sjofel knejpe. I det sjofleste selskab naturligvis. Drak og trakterte så længe han havde noget. Siden skældte han hele kompaniet ud for pak og pøbel. Det havde han nu for resten ret i. Men så fik han prygl og blev kastet i rendestenen.
 

ROSMER.
 Så er han vel uforbederlig alligevel.
 

KROLL.
 Frakken havde han også sat i pant. Men den skal være ble’t indløst for ham. Kan du gætte, af hvem?
 

ROSMER.
 Af dig selv kanske?
 

KROLL.
 Nej. Af denne noble herr Mortensgård.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja så.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg har ladt mig fortælle, at herr Brendels første visit galdt idioten og plebejeren.
 

ROSMER
 Det var jo ret heldigt for ham –.
 

KROLL.
 Visst var det så. (læner sig over bordet, lidt nærmere mod Rosmer.) Men nu er vi inde på en sag, som jeg for vort gamle – for vort fordums venskab skyld pligter at varsle dig om.
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, hvad er da det?
 

KROLL.
 Det er det, at der nok her i huset drives et og andet spil bag din ryg.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvor kan du tro det? Er det Reb–. Er det frøken West, du sigter til?
 

KROLL.
 Ja netop. Jeg kan så godt forstå det fra hendes side. Hun har jo nu så længe været vant til at være den rådende her. Men alligevel –
 

ROSMER.
 Kære Kroll, du tar aldeles fejl i dette. Hun og jeg, – vi lægger ikke dølgsmål for hinanden på nogen verdens ting.
 

KROLL.
 Har hun også tilståt for dig, at hun er trådt i brevveksling med redaktøren af „Blinkfyret”?
 

ROSMER.
 Å, du sigter til et par linjer, som hun gav Ulrik Brendel med.
 

KROLL.
 Du er altså kommen efter det. Og billiger du, at hun således indleder forbindelse med denne skandalskriver, som hver eneste uge søger at sætte mig i gabestokken både for min skolegerning og for min offentlige færd?
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, den side af sagen har hun visst ikke tænkt på engang. Og for resten så har hun naturligvis sin fulde handlefrihed, ligesom jeg har min.
 

KROLL.
 Så? Ja, det hører vel til den nye retning, du nu er kommen ind på. For der, hvor du står, der står vel frøken West også?
 

ROSMER.
 Det gør hun. Vi to har trolig arbejdet os frem sammen.
 

KROLL

(ser på ham og ryster langsomt på hodet).
 

Å du blinde, besnærede mand!
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg? Hvor kommer du på det?
 

KROLL.
 Fordi jeg ikke vover – ikke vil tænke det værste. Nej, nej; lad mig få tale ud. – Du sætter jo virkelig pris på mit venskab, Rosmer? Og på min agtelse også? Gør du ikke det?
 

ROSMER.
 Det spørsmål behøver jeg vel ikke at svare på.
 

KROLL.
 Nå, men der er andre ting, som kræver svar, – en fuld forklaring fra din side. – Vil du finde dig i, at jeg holder et slags forhør –?
 

ROSMER.
 Forhør?
 

KROLL.
 Ja, at jeg spør’ dig ud om et og andet, som det kan falde dig pinligt at mindes om. Ser du, – dette med dit frafald, – nå, med din frigørelse, som du jo kalder det, – det hænger sammen med så meget andet, som du for din egen skyld må gøre mig rede for.
 

ROSMER.
 Kære, spør’ du, om hvad du vil. Jeg har ingenting at lægge skjul på.
 

KROLL.
 Så sig mig da, – hvad tror du egentlig var den dybeste grund til, at Beate gik hen og endte sit liv?
 

ROSMER.
 Kan du være i tvil om det? Eller, rettere sagt, kan der spørges om grundene til det, som en ulykkelig, syg, utilregnelig foretar sig?
 

KROLL.
 Er du viss på, at Beate var så aldeles utilregnelig? Lægerne mente i alle fald, at det kanske ikke var så ganske afgjort.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvis lægerne nogensinde havde set hende således, som jeg så mangen gang har set hende både nætter og dage, da vilde de ikke ha’ tvilet.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg tvilte heller ikke dengang.
 

ROSMER.
 Å nej, det var nok desværre umuligt at tvile, du. Jeg har jo fortalt dig om hendes ustyrlige, vilde lidenskabelighed, – som hun forlangte, jeg skulde gengælde. Å, den rædsel, hun indgød mig! Og så hendes grundløse, fortærende selvbebrejdelser i de sidste år.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, da hun havde fåt vide, at hun for hele sit liv vilde bli’ børnløs.
 

ROSMER.
 Nå, tænk dig altså selv –. En slig jagende, grufuld kval over noget ganske uforskyldt –! Og hun skulde være tilregnelig?
 

KROLL.
 Hm –. Kan du huske, om du den gang havde bøger i huset, som handled om ægteskabets hensigt – efter vor tids fremskredne opfatning?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg husker, at frøken West lånte mig et sådant værk. For hun arved jo doktorens bogsamling, som du véd. Men kære Kroll, du tror da vel aldrig, vi var så uforsigtige at indvie den stakkers syge i slige ting? Jeg kan forsikkre dig højt og dyrt, vi har ingen skyld. Det var hendes egne forstyrrede hjernenerver, som jog hende ind på de vildsomme afveje.
 

KROLL.
 Et kan jeg i alle fald fortælle dig nu. Og det er, at den stakkers forpinte og overspændte Beate gjorde ende på sit eget liv for at du skulde få leve lykkelig, – få leve frit og – efter din lyst.
 

ROSMER

(er faret halvt op fra stolen).
 

Hvad vil du sige med det?
 

KROLL.
 Nu skal du høre rolig på mig, Rosmer. For nu kan jeg tale om det. I sit sidste leveår var hun to gange inde hos mig for at klage sin angst og sin fortvilelse.
 

ROSMER.
 Over dette samme?
 

KROLL.
 Nej. Den første gang kom hun ind og påstod, at du var på frafaldets vej. At du vilde bryde med dine fædres tro.
 

ROSMER

(ivrig).
 

Det, du der siger, er umuligt, Kroll! Rent umuligt! Du må ta’ fejl i dette her.
 

KROLL.
 Hvorfor det?
 

ROSMER.
 Jo, for så længe Beate leved, gik jeg endnu i tvil og kamp med mig selv. Og den kamp udkæmped jeg ensom og i den fuldeste stilhed. Jeg tror ikke en gang, at Rebekka –
 

KROLL.
 Rebekka?
 

ROSMER.
 Nå ja, – frøken West. Jeg kalder hende Rebekka for nemheds skyld.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg har lagt mærke til det.
 

ROSMER.
 Derfor er det mig så ubegribeligt, hvorledes Beate kunde komme ind på den tanke. Og hvorfor talte hun ikke til mig selv om det? Og det har hun aldrig gjort. Aldrig med et eneste ord.
 

KROLL.
 Stakker, – hun bad og trygled om, at jeg skulde tale til dig.
 

ROSMER.
 Og hvorfor gjorde du så ikke det?
 

KROLL.
 Kunde jeg dengang et øjeblik tvile på, at hun var sindsforvirret? En slig anklage imod en mand som du! – Og så kom hun igen, – vel en måneds tid bagefter. Da var hun roligere at se til. Men da hun gik, sa’ hun: Nu kan de snart vente den hvide hesten på Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja. Den hvide hesten, – den talte hun så tidt om.
 

KROLL.
 Og da jeg så prøvte at få hende bort fra de triste tanker, så svarte hun bare: Jeg har ikke lang tid igen. For nu må Johannes straks gifte sig med Rebekka.
 

ROSMER

(næsten målløs).
 

Hvad er det, du siger –! Jeg gifte mig med –!
 

KROLL.
 Det var en torsdags eftermiddag. – Lørdags aften kastede hun sig fra kloppen ned i møllefossen.
 

ROSMER.
 Og du, som ikke varsled os –!
 

KROLL.
 Du véd jo selv, hvor ofte hun lod ord falde om, at nu måtte hun visst snart dø.
 

ROSMER.
 Det véd jeg nok. Men alligevel; – du skulde varslet os!
 

KROLL.
 Det tænkte jeg også på. Men da var det for sent.
 

ROSMER.
 Men hvorfor har du så ikke siden efter –? Hvorfor har du fortiet alt dette?
 

KROLL.
 Hvad skulde det tjene til at komme her og pine og oprive dig endnu mere? Jeg har jo holdt det alt sammen for lutter tomme og vilde indbildninger. – Lige til igår aftes.
 

ROSMER.
 Altså ikke nu længer?
 

KROLL.
 Så ikke Beate ganske klart, da hun sa’, at du vilde falde fra din barnetro?
 

ROSMER

(stirrer frem for sig).
 

Ja, det forstår jeg ikke. Det er mig det ubegribeligste af alt i verden.
 

KROLL.
 Ubegribelig eller ikke, – det er nu engang så. Og nu spør’ jeg dig, Rosmer, – hvor megen sandhed ligger der i hendes anden beskyldning? I den sidste, mener jeg.
 

ROSMER.
 Beskyldning? Var da det en beskyldning?
 

KROLL.
 Du la’ kanske ikke mærke til, hvorledes ordene faldt. Hun vilde gå bort, sa’ hun –. Hvorfor? Nå?
 

ROSMER.
 Jo, for at jeg kunde gifte mig med Rebekka –.
 

KROLL.
 Ordene faldt ikke ganske så. Beate udtrykte sig anderledes. Hun sa’: Jeg har ikke lang tid igen. For nu må Johannes straks gifte sig med Rebekka.
 

ROSMER

(ser en stund på ham; så rejser han sig).
 

Nu forstår jeg dig, Kroll.
 

KROLL.
 Og så? Hvad svar har du?
 

ROSMER

(altid stille, behersket).
 

På noget så uhørt –? Det eneste rette svar vilde være at pege mod døren.
 

KROLL

(rejser sig).
 

Godt og vel.
 

ROSMER

(stiller sig foran ham).
 

Hør nu her. I over år og dag, – lige siden Beate gik bort, – har Rebekka West og jeg levet alene her på Rosmersholm. I al den tid har du kendt Beates beskyldning imod os. Men aldrig et øjeblik har jeg mærket, at du tog anstød af, at Rebekka og jeg leved sammen her.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg vidste ikke før igår aftes, at det var en frafalden mand og en – frigjort kvinde, som førte dette samliv.
 

ROSMER.
 Ah –! Du tror altså ikke, at der hos frafaldne og frigjorte mennesker kan findes renhedssind? Du tror ikke, de kan ha’ sædelighedskravet i sig som en naturtrang!
 

KROLL.
 Jeg bygger ikke stort på den slags sædelighed, som ikke har sin rod i kirkens tro.
 

ROSMER.
 Og dette lar du gælde om Rebekka og mig også? Om mit og Rebekkas forhold –?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg kan ikke til gunst for jer to fravige den mening, at der vel ikke er nogen svælgende kløft mellem den fri tanke og – hm.
 

ROSMER.
 Og hvad –?
 

KROLL.
 – og den fri kærlighed, – siden du endelig vil høre det.
 

ROSMER

(sagte).
 

Og det skammer du dig ikke for at sige til mig! Du, som har kendt mig lige fra min tidligste ungdom af.
 

KROLL.
 Just derfor. Jeg véd, hvor let du lar dig påvirke af de mennesker, du omgås med. Og denne din Rebekka –. Nå, denne frøken West, – hende kender vi jo egentlig ikke videre til. Kort og godt, Rosmer, – jeg opgir dig ikke. Og du selv, – du må søge at redde dig i tide.
 

ROSMER.
 Redde mig? Hvorledes –?
 

(Madam Helseth kikker ind gennem døren til venstre.)
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad vil De?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jeg skulde be’ frøkenen komme ned.
 

ROSMER.
 Frøkenen er ikke her oppe.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Så? (ser sig om.) Det var da besynderligt.
 

(hun går.)
 

ROSMER.
 Du sa’ –?
 

KROLL.
 Hør nu. Hvad der her er gåt for sig i løndom, mens Beate leved, – og hvad der fremdeles går for sig her, – det vil jeg ikke forske nøjere efter. Du var jo dybt ulykkelig i dit ægteskab. Og det får vel på en måde tale til din undskyldning –
 

ROSMER.
 Å, hvor lidet du i grunden kender mig –!
 

KROLL.
 Afbryd mig ikke. Det er det, jeg vil sige, – at skal endelig dette samliv med frøken West fortsættes, så er det aldeles nødvendigt, at du dysser ned det omslag, – det sørgelige frafald, – som hun har forledet dig til. Lad mig tale! Lad mig tale! Jeg siger, at når galt skal være, så tænk og mén og tro, i Herrens navn, alt hvad du vil – både i den ene retning og i den anden. Men behold bare dine meninger for dig selv. Dette her er jo en rent personlig sag. Der er da ingen nødvendighed for, at sligt noget råbes ud over hele landet.
 

ROSMER.
 Det er en nødvendighed for mig at komme ud af en falsk og tvetydig stilling.
 

KROLL.
 Men du har en pligt imod din slægts traditioner, Rosmer! Husk på det! Rosmersholm har siden umindelige tider været som et arnested for tugt og orden, – for respektfuld agtelse lige over for alt det, der er hævdet og godkendt af de bedste i samfundet. Hele egnen har ta’t sit præg fra Rosmersholm. Det vil fremkalde en usalig, en ubodelig forvirring, dersom det rygtes, at du selv har brudt med, hvad jeg vil kalde den rosmerske familjetanke.
 

ROSMER.
 Kære Kroll, – jeg kan ikke se sagen så. Jeg synes, det er en uafviselig pligt for mig at tænde lidt lys og glæde her, hvor slægten Rosmer har skabt mørke og tyngsel gennem alle de lange, lange tider.
 

KROLL

(ser strængt på ham).
 

Jo, det vilde være en værdig gerning for den mand, med hvem slægten dør ud. Lad sligt ligge, du. Det er ikke passeligt arbejde for dig. Du er skabt til at leve som den stille forsker.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, det kan så være. Men jeg vil nu med i livsstriden en gang, jeg også.
 

KROLL.
 Den livsstrid, – véd du, hvad den blir for dig? Den blir en kamp på liv og død med alle dine venner.
 

ROSMER

(stille).
 

De er vel ikke alle sammen så fanatiske som du.
 

KROLL.
 Du er en troskyldig sjæl, Rosmer. En uerfaren sjæl er du. Du aner ikke, hvor overhændigt uvejret vil komme over dig.
 

(Madam Helseth glytter på døren til venstre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jeg skulde spørge fra frøkenen –
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad er det?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Der er en nede, som gerne vilde snakke et ord med pastoren.
 

ROSMER.
 Er det kanske ham, som var her igår aftes?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej, det er denne her Mortensgård.
 

ROSMER.
 Mortensgård!
 

KROLL.
 Aha! Så vidt er vi altså! Så vidt allerede!
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad vil han mig? Hvorfor lod De ham ikke gå igen?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Frøkenen sa’, jeg skulde spørge, om han måtte komme op.
 

ROSMER.
 Sig ham, at her er nogen –
 

KROLL

(til madam Helseth).
 

Lad De ham bare komme, madam.
 

(Madam Helseth går.)
 

KROLL

(tar sin hat).
 

Jeg viger marken – foreløbig. Men hovedslaget er ikke slåt endnu.
 

ROSMER.
 Så sandt jeg lever, Kroll, – jeg har ikke noget med Mortensgård at skaffe.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg tror dig ikke længer. Ikke på noget punkt. Ikke i noget forhold tror jeg dig herefter. Nu gælder det krig på kniven. Vi vil dog prøve, om vi ikke kan få gjort dig uskadelig.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, Kroll, – hvor dybt, – hvor lavt nede du står nu!
 

KROLL.
 Jeg? Og det siger en sådan en, som du er! Husk på Beate!
 

ROSMER.
 Kommer du igen tilbage til det!
 

KROLL.
 Nej. Møllefossens gåde får du se at løse efter din samvittighed, – hvis du endnu har noget af den slags i behold.
 

(Peder Mortensgård kommer sagte og stille ind gennem døren til venstre. Han er en liden spinkel mand med tyndt rødligt hår og skæg.)
 

KROLL

(med et hadefuldt øjekast).
 

Nå, „Blinkfyret” altså –. Tændt på Rosmersholm. (knapper sin frakke.) Ja, så kan jeg ikke være i tvil om, hvad kurs jeg skal styre.
 

MORTENSGÅRD

(spagfærdig).
 

„Blinkfyret” skal altid holdes tændt for at lyse rektoren hjem.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, De har længe vist Deres gode vilje. Der er jo rigtignok et bud, som siger, at vi ikke skal aflægge falskt vidnesbyrd imod vor næste –
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Rektoren behøver ikke at undervise mig om budene.
 

KROLL.
 Ikke om det sjette heller?
 

ROSMER.
 Kroll –!
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Behøves det, så er vel pastoren den nærmeste mand.
 

KROLL

(med dulgt hån).
 

Pastoren? Ja, unægtelig er pastor Rosmer den nærmeste mand i det stykke. – Godt udbytte, mine herrer!
 

(han går og slår døren i efter sig.)
 

ROSMER

(blir ved at se mod døren og siger hen for sig).
 

Ja, ja, – det får så være da. (vender sig.) Vil De sige mig, herr Mortensgård, hvad der fører Dem her ud til mig?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Det var egentlig frøken West, jeg søgte. Jeg syntes, jeg måtte takke hende for det gode brev, jeg fik fra hende igår.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg véd, hun har skrevet Dem til. Fik De så tale med hende?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja, lidt. (med et svagt smil.) Jeg hører, synsmåderne har ændret sig i et og andet her ude på Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Mine synsmåder har ændret sig i mangt og meget. Jeg kan næsten sige – i alt.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Hun sa’ det, frøkenen. Og derfor så mente hun, jeg skulde gå op og snakke lidt med pastoren om dette her.
 

ROSMER.
 Om hvad, herr Mortensgård?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Må jeg få lov til at fortælle i „Blinkfyret”, at De er kommet på andre tanker, – og at De slutter Dem til frisindets og fremskridtets sag?
 

ROSMER.
 Det må De gerne gøre. Jeg be’r Dem endogså om at fortælle det.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Så skal det stå der imorgen tidlig. Det vil bli’ en stor og vigtig nyhed, det, at pastor Rosmer på Rosmersholm mener, at han kan stride for lysets sag i den betydning også.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg forstår Dem ikke rigtig.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jeg siger som så, at det gir vort parti et stærkt moralsk rygstød hver gang vi vinder en alvorlig, kristeligt sindet tilhænger.
 

ROSMER

(noget forundret).
 

De véd altså ikke –? Har ikke frøken West sagt Dem det også?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Hvilket, herr pastor? Frøkenen havde nok svært hastværk. Hun sa’, jeg skulde gå ovenpå og få høre resten af Dem selv.
 

ROSMER.
 Nå, så vil jeg da sige Dem, at jeg har frigjort mig fuldt ud. Til alle sider. Jeg står nu uden noget som helst forhold til kirkens læresætninger. De sager kommer mig ikke det ringeste ved herefterdags.
 

MORTENSGÅRD

(ser fortumlet på ham).
 

Nej, – om så månen faldt ende ned, kunde jeg ikke bli’ mere –! Selve pastoren siger sig løs –!
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, jeg står nu der, hvor De selv har ståt i lange tider. Det kan De altså meddele i „Blinkfyret” imorgen.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Det også? Nej, kære herr pastor –. Undskyld mig, – men den side af sagen er det ikke værdt at røre ved.
 

ROSMER.
 Ikke røre ved dette?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ikke for det første, mener jeg.
 

ROSMER.
 Men jeg begriber ikke –.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jo, for ser De, herr pastor –. De er nu vel ikke sådan inde i alle forholdene som jeg, kan jeg tænke. Men når De nu altså er gåt over til den frisindede retning, – og når De, – som frøken West sa’, – vil ta’ del i bevægelsen, – så gør De det vel med det ønske at være både retningen og bevægelsen så nyttig, som De på nogen måde være kan.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, det vilde jeg så inderlig gerne.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Nå; men da vil jeg bare la’ Dem vide det, herr pastor, at træder De åbenlyst frem med dette her om Deres frafald fra kirken, så binder De Deres egne hænder lige straks på timen.
 

ROSMER.
 Tror De det?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja, De kan være viss på, der blir ikke stort for Dem at udrette her på disse kanter da. Og desuden, – fritænkere har vi nok af i forvejen, herr pastor. Jeg havde nær sagt, – vi har altfor mange af den slags folk. Det, som partiet trænger til, det er kristelige elementer, – noget, som alle må respektere. Det er det, som det skorter os så svært på. Derfor er det rådeligst, at De holder tæt med alt sligt, som ikke kommer almenheden ved. Se, det er nu min mening.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja så. De vover altså ikke at indlade Dem med mig, dersom jeg åbent bekender mit frafald?
 

MORTENSGÅRD

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg tør så nødig, herr pastor. I den senere tid har jeg gjort mig til regel, aldrig at støtte noget eller nogen, som vil de kirkelige ting til livs.
 

ROSMER.
 Er De da selv i den senere tid vendt tilbage til det kirkelige?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Det får bli’ en sag for sig.
 

ROSMER.
 Nå, således altså. Ja, da forstår jeg Dem.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Herr pastor, – De burde huske på, at jeg, – særlig jeg, – ikke har fuld handlefrihed.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad binder Dem da?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Der binder mig det, at jeg er en mærket mand.
 

ROSMER.
 Ah, – ja så.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 En mærket mand, herr pastor. Det burde særlig De huske på. For det var da først og fremst Dem, som fik sat mærket på mig.
 

ROSMER.
 Havde jeg den gang ståt, hvor jeg nu står, så havde jeg ta’t på Deres forseelse med varsommere hænder.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Det tænker jeg med. Men nu er det for sent. De har mærket mig en gang for alle. Mærket mig for hele livet. Nå, De skønner vel ikke fuldt ud, hvad sligt noget har på sig. Men nu kan De kanske snart få føle den svien selv, herr pastor.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja. For De tror da vel aldrig, at rektor Kroll og hans kreds har syndsforladelse for et sligt brud som Deres? Og „Amtstidenden” skal nok bli’ svært blodig nu, siges der. Det kan godt hænde, at De blir en mærket mand, De også.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg føler mig usårlig på alle personlige områder, herr Mortensgård. Min vandel lar sig ikke angribe.
 

MORTENSGÅRD

(med et lunt smil).
 

Det var et stort ord, det, herr pastor.
 

ROSMER.
 Kan gerne være. Men jeg har ret til at bruge så stort et ord.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Også om De vilde ransage Deres vandel så grundigt, som De engang ransaged min?
 

ROSMER.
 De siger dette så besynderlig. Hvad er det for noget, De sigter til? Er det noget bestemt?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja, det er én bestemt sag. Bare en eneste en. Men den turde bli’ slem nok, om ondskabsfulde modstandere havde nys om den.
 

ROSMER.
 Vil De så værs’god la’ mig høre, hvad det skulde være for noget.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Kan ikke pastoren gætte det selv?
 

ROSMER.
 Nej, aldeles ikke. Ikke på nogen måde.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja-ja, så får jeg vel rykke ud med det da. – Jeg har i mit værge et underligt brev, som er skrevet her på Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Frøken Wests brev, mener De? Er det så underligt?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Nej, det brevet er ikke underligt. Men jeg har en gang fåt et andet brev her fra gården.
 

ROSMER.
 Også fra frøken West?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Nej, herr pastor.
 

ROSMER.
 Nå, fra hvem da? Fra hvem?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Fra salig fruen.
 

ROSMER.
 Fra min hustru! Har De fåt noget brev fra min hustru!
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja, jeg har det.
 

ROSMER.
 Når?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Det var i salig fruens sidste levetid. Det kan nu vel være så en halvandet år siden. Og det brevet er det, som er så underligt.
 

ROSMER.
 De véd vel, at min hustru var syg på sindet i den tid.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja, jeg véd, der var mange, som trode det. Men jeg synes ikke, en kunde mærke sligt noget af brevet. Når jeg siger, at brevet er underligt, så mener jeg det på en anden måde.
 

ROSMER.
 Og hvad i al verden har min stakkers hustru fundet på at skrive til Dem om?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jeg har brevet hjemme. Hun begynder omtrent som så, at hun lever i stor skræk og gru. For der er her på disse kanter så mange onde mennesker, skriver hun. Og de mennesker tænker bare på at gøre Dem fortræd og skade.
 

ROSMER.
 Mig?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja, så siger hun. Og så kommer det underligste. Skal jeg nævne det, herr pastor?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja visst! Alt sammen. Uden forbehold.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Salig fruen be’r og bønfalder mig om at være højmodig. Hun véd, siger hun, at det var pastoren, som fik mig afsat fra min lærerbestilling. Og så be’r hun så inderlig om, at jeg ikke må ta’ hævn.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorledes tænkte hun sig da, at De kunde ta’ hævn?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Der står i brevet, at hvis jeg skulde få høre rygter om, at der gik syndige ting i svang på Rosmersholm, så måtte jeg ikke fæste lid til sligt noget; for det var bare slette mennesker, som spredte det ud for at gøre Dem ulykkelig.
 

ROSMER.
 Står det i brevet!
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Pastoren kan selv få læse det ved lejlighed.
 

ROSMER.
 Men jeg begriber ikke –! Hvad bildte hun sig da ind, at de onde rygter gik ud på?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Først, at pastoren skulde være falden ifra sin barnetro. Det nægted nu fruen ganske bestemt – dengang. Og dernæst – hm –
 

ROSMER.
 Dernæst?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja dernæst skriver hun, – og det er temmelig forvirret, – at hun ikke kender til noget syndigt forhold på Rosmersholm. At der aldrig er øvet nogen uret imod hende. Og hvis rygter af den slags skulde komme ud, så bønfalder hun mig om ikke at røre ved det i „Blinkfyret”.
 

ROSMER.
 Nævnes ikke noget navn?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Nej.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvem bragte Dem det brev?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jeg har lovet, ikke at sige det. Det blev båret ind til mig en kveld i mørkningen.
 

ROSMER.
 Havde De spurgt Dem for straks, så havde De fåt vide, at min stakkers ulykkelige hustru ikke var fuldt tilregnelig.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jeg spurgte også, herr pastor. Men jeg må sige, jeg fik ikke rigtig det indtryk.
 

ROSMER.
 Ikke det? – Men hvorfor oplyser De mig egentlig nu om dette gamle forvirrede brev?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 For at gi’ Dem det råd at være yderlig forsigtig, pastor Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 I mit liv, mener De?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Ja. De må huske på, De er ikke nogen fredlyst mand herefterdags.
 

ROSMER.
 De holder således fast ved, at her er noget at lægge dølgsmål på?
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jeg véd ikke, hvorfor en frigjort mand skulde la’ være at leve livet så fuldt ud som muligt. Men vær, som sagt, bare forsigtig efter denne dag. Skulde der rygtes et eller andet, som er på tvers med fordommene, så kan De være viss på, at hele den fri åndsretning får høre ilde for det. – Farvel, pastor Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Farvel.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Og så går jeg lige i trykkeriet og sætter ind den store nyheden i „Blinkfyret”.
 

ROSMER.
 Sæt alt ind.
 

MORTENSGÅRD.
 Jeg sætter ind alt det, som godtfolk behøver at vide.
 

(Han hilser og går. Rosmer blir stående i døren, mens han går ned aftrappen. Man hører gadedøren lukkes.)
 

ROSMER

(i døren, kalder dæmpet).
 

Rebekka! Re–. Hm. (højt.) Madam Helseth, – er ikke frøken West dernede?
 

MADAM HELSETH

(høres nede i forstuen).
 

Nej, herr pastor, her er hun ikke.
 

(Forhænget i baggrunden drages til side. Rebekka kommer til syne i døråbningen.)
 

REBEKKA.
 Rosmer!
 

ROSMER

(vender sig).
 

Hvad! Var du inde i mit sovekammer! Kære, hvad har du gjort der?
 

REBEKKA

(går hen til ham).
 

Jeg har lyttet.
 

ROSMER.
 Nej men, Rebekka, hvor kunde du da det!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, jeg kunde. Han sa’ det så stygt, – det om morgenkjolen –
 

ROSMER.
 Ah, så du var også derinde da Kroll –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja. Jeg vilde vide, hvad der stak under med ham.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg skulde nok ha’ fortalt dig det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Du havde knapt fortalt mig alt. Og visst ikke med hans egne ord.
 

ROSMER.
 Hørte du da alt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det meste, tænker jeg. Jeg måtte ned en stund, da Mortensgård kom.
 

ROSMER.
 Og så op igen –
 

REBEKKA.
 Tag det ikke fortrydeligt, kære ven.
 

ROSMER.
 Gør du alt, hvad du selv finder ret og rigtigt. Du har jo din fulde frihed. – Men hvad siger du så, Rebekka –? Å, aldrig synes jeg, at jeg har trængt således til dig før.
 

REBEKKA.
 Både du og jeg har jo været forberedt på, hvad engang vilde komme.
 

ROSMER.
 Nej, nej, – ikke på dette.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ikke på dette?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg tænkte mig nok, at sent eller tidligt kunde vort skønne rene venneforhold bli’ tilstænket og mistænkeliggjort. Ikke af Kroll. Af ham havde jeg aldrig kunnet tænke mig sligt. Men af alle disse mange med de rå sind og med de uædle øjne. Å jo, du – jeg havde nok god grund til det, når jeg så skinsygt la’ et slør over vort forbund. Det var en farlig hemmelighed.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, hvad er det at bry’ sig om, hvad alle disse andre dømmer! Vi véd jo med os selv, at vi er uden skyld.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg? Uden skyld? Ja, det trode jeg jo rigtignok – lige indtil idag. Men nu, – nu, Rebekka –
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, hvad nu?
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorledes skal jeg forklare mig Beates forfærdelige anklage?
 

REBEKKA

(i udbrud).
 

Å, tal ikke om Beate! Tænk ikke på Beate mere! Nu var du jo kommet så godt bort fra hende, som er død.
 

ROSMER.
 Siden jeg fik vide dette her, så er hun ble’t ligesom så uhyggelig levende igen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å nej, – du må ikke, Rosmer! Du må ikke!
 

ROSMER.
 Jo, siger jeg dig. Vi får prøve på at komme til bunds i dette. Hvorledes kan hun ha’ forvildet sig ind på den usalige mistydning?
 

REBEKKA.
 Du begynder da vel ikke selv at tvile på, at hun var så noget nær vanvittig?
 

ROSMER.
 Å jo, du, – det er just netop det, som jeg ikke kan være så ganske viss på længer. Og desuden, – om så var –
 

REBEKKA.
 Om så var? Ja, hvad da?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg mener, – hvor skal vi så søge den nærmeste grund til, at hendes sygelige sind gik over i vanvid?
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, hvad kan det da nytte, at du går her og fortaber dig i slige grublerier!
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg kan ikke andet, Rebekka. Jeg kan ikke la’ disse nagende tvil fare, om jeg end aldrig så gerne vilde det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å men det kan bli’ farligt – således bestandig at kredse om dette ene tunge.
 

ROSMER

(går urolig og tankefuld omkring).
 

Jeg må ha’ forrådt mig på en eller anden måde. Hun må ha’ lagt mærke til, hvor lykkelig jeg begyndte at føle mig fra den tid, da du kom til os.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja men, kære, om nu også så var –!
 

ROSMER.
 Du skal se, – det har ikke undgåt hende, at vi læste de samme bøger. At vi søgte hinanden og talte sammen om alle de nye ting. Men jeg begriber det ikke! For jeg var da så omsorgsfuld for at skåne hende. Når jeg tænker tilbage, så synes jeg, jeg var som på mit liv for at holde hende udenfor alt vort. Eller var jeg ikke det, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, jo, det var du så visst.
 

ROSMER.
 Og du også. Og så alligevel –! Å, dette er forfærdeligt at tænke på! Så har hun altså gåt her, hun, – i sin syge kærlighed, – tiet og tiet, – passet på os, – lagt mærke til alt, og, – og mistydet alt.
 

REBEKKA

(knuger sine hænder).
 

Å, jeg skulde aldrig ha’ kommet til Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, tænke sig til, hvad hun har lidt i taushed! Alt det stygge, som hun i sin syge hjerne har troet at kunne bygge op og lægge sammen om os. – Talte hun aldrig til dig om noget, som kunde bringe dig på et slags spor?
 

REBEKKA

(ligesom opjaget).
 

Til mig! Tror du, at jeg da var ble’t her en dag længer?
 

ROSMER.
 Nej, nej, det forstår sig. – Å, hvilken kamp hun må ha’ kæmpet. Og så kæmpet alene, Rebekka. Fortvilet og ganske alene. – Og så til slut denne gribende – anklagende sejr – i møllefossen.
 

(han kaster sig ned i stolen ved skrivebordet, støtter albuerne på bordet og dækker ansigtet med hænderne.)
 

REBEKKA

(nærmer sig ham varsomt bag fra).
 

Hør nu her, Rosmer. Om det stod i din magt at kalde Beate tilbage – til dig – til Rosmersholm, – vilde du så gøre det?
 

ROSMER.
 Å hvad véd jeg, hvad jeg vilde gøre eller ikke gøre. Jeg har ikke tanke for andet, end dette ene, – som er uigenkaldeligt.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nu skulde du begyndt at leve, Rosmer. Du var alt begyndt. Du havde gjort dig fuldt fri – til alle sider. Du følte dig så glad og så let –
 

ROSMER.
 Å ja, du, – det gjorde jeg rigtignok. – Og så kommer dette knugende tunge.
 

REBEKKA

(bag ham med armene på stolryggen).
 

Hvor dejligt det var, når vi sad der nede i stuen i mørkningen. Og vi så hjalp hinanden at lægge de nye livsplaner til rette. Du vilde gribe ind i det levende liv, – i dagens levende liv, – som du sa’. Du vilde gå som en frigørende gæst fra det ene hjem til det andet. Vinde sindene og viljerne for dig. Skabe adelsmennesker rundt omkring, – i videre og videre kredse. Adelsmennesker.
 

ROSMER.
 Glade adelsmennesker.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja – glade.
 

ROSMER.
 For det er glæden, som adler sindene, Rebekka.
 

REBEKKA.
 Tror du ikke – smerten også? Den store smerte?
 

ROSMER.
 Jo, – når en kunde komme igennem den. Over den. Ud over den.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er det, du må.
 

ROSMER

(ryster tungt på hodet).
 

Ud over dette kommer jeg aldrig – helt. Altid vil der bli’ siddende igen en tvil. Et spørsmål. Jeg vil aldrig mere komme til at svælge i det, som gør livet så vidunderlig dejligt at leve.
 

REBEKKA

(over stolryggen, sagtere).
 

Hvad er det for noget, du mener, Rosmer?
 

ROSMER

(ser op på hende).
 

Den stille, glade skyldfrihed.
 

REBEKKA

(et skridt tilbage).
 

Ja. Skyldfrihed.
 

(kort ophold.)
 

ROSMER

(med albuen på bordet, støtter hodet i hånden og ser frem for sig).
 

Og således, som hun har forståt at kombinere. Så systematisk, som hun har sat det sammen. Først begynder hun at nære tvil om min rettroenhed –. Hvorledes kunde hun falde på det dengang? Men hun faldt på det. Og så vokste det til visshed. Og så, – ja, da var det jo for hende så let at holde alt det andet for tænkeligt. (retter sig op i stolen og farer med hænderne gennem håret.) Å, alle disse vilde indbildninger! Jeg blir dem aldrig kvit. Jeg føler det så godt. Jeg véd det. Ret som det er, vil de komme jagende frem og minde om den døde.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ligesom den hvide hesten på Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja slig. Susende frem i mørket. I stilheden.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og for dette usalige hjernespinds skyld vil du slippe det levende liv, som du var begyndt at få tag i.
 

ROSMER.
 Du har ret i, at det er tungt. Tungt, Rebekka. Men det står ikke til mig at træffe valg. Hvorledes skulde jeg vel kunne komme ud over dette!
 

REBEKKA

(bag stolen).
 

Ved at skabe dig nye forhold.
 

ROSMER

(studser, ser op).
 

Nye forhold!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, nye forhold til verden udenfor. Leve, virke, handle. Ikke sidde her og gruble og ruge over uløselige gåder.
 

ROSMER

(rejser sig).
 

Nye forhold? (går henover gulvet, standser ved døren og kommer så tilbage.) Et spørsmål falder mig ind. Har ikke du også gjort dig det spørsmål, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA

(ånder besværligt).
 

La’ mig – få vide – hvad det er.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorledes tror du vort forhold vil arte sig efter denne dag?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg tænker nok vort venskab kan holde ud, – hvad der så end kommer.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, det var nu ikke just så, jeg mente det. Men det, som fra først af førte os to sammen, – det, som binder os så inderligt til hinanden, – vor fælles tro på et rent samliv mellem mand og kvinde –
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, ja, – hvad det?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg mener, at et sligt forhold, – som vort altså, – egner ikke det sig nærmest for en livsførelse i stille, lykkelig fred –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Og så!
 

ROSMER.
 Men nu åbner der sig for mig et liv med kamp og med uro og med stærke sindsstemninger. For jeg vil leve mit liv, Rebekka! Jeg lar mig ikke slå til jorden af uhyggelige muligheder. Jeg lar mig ikke foreskrive min livsgang, hverken af levende eller af – nogen anden.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, nej, – la’ dig ikke det! Vær helt ud en fri mand, Rosmer!
 

ROSMER.
 Men véd du, hvad jeg så tænker på? Véd du det ikke? Ser du ikke, hvorledes jeg bedst kan vinde frigørelse fra alle nagende minder, – fra hele den triste forgangenhed?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nu!
 

ROSMER.
 Ved at stille op imod den en ny, en levende virkelighed.
 

REBEKKA

(famler efter stolryggen).
 

En levende –? Hvad er – dette?
 

ROSMER

(nærmere).
 

Rebekka, – hvis jeg nu spurgte dig, – vil du være min anden hustru?
 

REBEKKA

(et øjeblik målløs, skriger op i glæde).
 

Din hustru! Din –! Jeg!
 

ROSMER.
 Godt. Lad os prøve det. Vi to vil være ét. Her må ikke længere stå noget tomt rum efter den døde.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg – i Beates sted –!
 

ROSMER.
 Så er hun ude af sagaen. Helt ude. For evig og altid.
 

REBEKKA

(sagte og bævende).
 

Tror du det, Rosmer?
 

ROSMER.
 Det må ske! Det må! Jeg kan ikke, – jeg vil ikke gå igennem livet med et lig på ryggen. Hjælp mig at kaste det af, Rebekka. Og lad os så kvæle alle mindelser i frihed, i fryd, i lidenskab. Du skal være for mig den eneste hustru, jeg nogen sinde har havt.
 

REBEKKA

(behersket).
 

Kom ikke oftere ind på dette. Jeg blir aldrig din hustru.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad! Aldrig! Å, tror du da ikke, at du kunde komme til at elske mig? Er der da ikke allerede et stænk af kærlighed i vort venskab!
 

REBEKKA

(holder for ørerne som i skræk).
 

Tal ikke så, Rosmer! Sig ikke noget sligt!
 

ROSMER

(griber hende i armen).
 

Jo, jo, – der er en spirende mulighed i vort forhold. Å, jeg kan se på dig, at du føler det samme. Gør du ikke det, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA

(atter fast og fattet).
 

Hør nu her. Det siger jeg dig, – at blir du ved med dette, så rejser jeg fra Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Rejse! Du! Det kan du ikke. Det er umuligt.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er endda umuligere, at jeg kan bli’ din hustru. Aldrig i denne verden kan jeg bli’ det.
 

ROSMER

(ser studsende på hende).
 

Du siger „kan”. Og det siger du så underligt. Hvorfor kan du ikke?
 

REBEKKA

(griber begge hans hænder).
 

Kære ven, – både for din egen skyld og for min, – spør’ ikke om hvorfor. (slipper ham.) Se så, Rosmer.
 

(hun går mod døren til venstre.)
 

ROSMER.
 Herefterdags har jeg ikke noget andet spørsmål end det ene – hvorfor?
 

REBEKKA

(vender sig og ser på ham).
 

Så er det slut.
 

ROSMER.
 Mellem dig og mig?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja.
 

ROSMER.
 Aldrig blir det slut mellem os to. Aldrig rejser du fra Rosmersholm.
 

REBEKKA

(med hånden på dørklinken).
 

Nej, jeg gør vel ikke det. Men spør’ du mig tiere, – så er det slut alligevel.
 

ROSMER.
 Slut alligevel? Hvorledes –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, for så går jeg den vej, som Beate gik. Nu véd du det, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Rebekka –!
 

REBEKKA

(i døren, nikker langsomt).
 

Nu véd du det.
 

(hun går.)
 

ROSMER

(stirrer som fortabt mod den lukkede dør og siger hen for sig):
 

Hvad – er – dette?
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Dagligstuen på Rosmersholm. Vinduet og forstuedøren står åbne. Formiddagssolen skinner udenfor.)
 

(Rebekka West, klædt som i første akt, står ved vinduet og vander og steller med blomsterne. Hendes hækletøj ligger i lænestolen. Madam Helseth går omkring med en fjerkost i hånden og støver møblerne af.)
 

REBEKKA

(efter en tids taushed).
 

Det er underligt, at pastoren blir så længe ovenpå idag.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, det gør han jo så tidt. Men nu kommer han vel snart ned, kan jeg tro.
 

REBEKKA.
 Har De set noget til ham?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Det var just så vidt. Da jeg kom op med kaffeen, gik han inde i sengkammerset og klædte sig på.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg spør’, for igår var han ikke rigtig vel til pas.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej, han så slig ud. Og så undres jeg på, om der ikke er noget ivejen med ham og svogeren.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad tror De, det skulde være?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jeg kan ikke vide det. Kanske er det denne her Mortensgård, som har sat de to op imod hinanden.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er vel muligt, det. – Kender De noget til denne Peder Mortensgård?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej da. Hvor kan frøkenen tænke det? En slig en, som han er!
 

REBEKKA.
 Mener De, fordi han gir ud den stygge avisen?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, det er nu ikke bare for det. – Frøkenen har vel hørt, at han fik barn med en gift kone, som manden var rømt ifra?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg har hørt sige det. Men det var nok længe, før jeg kom hid.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja kors, han var helt ung dengang. Og hun skulde vel havt bedre forstand, end han. Gifte sig med hende vilde han jo også. Men det kunde han da ikke få lov til. Og så fik han nok svie svært for det. – Men siden så har, min tro, Mortensgård slåt sig op, han. Der er nok mange, som søger den manden.
 

REBEKKA.
 De fleste ringere folk vender sig helst til ham, når der er noget på færde.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, der turde være andre end de ringe folk også –
 

REBEKKA

(skotter lønligt hen på hende).
 

Så?
 

MADAM HELSETH

(ved sofaen, støver og fejer ivrigt).
 

Der turde være de folk, som en mindst skulde tænke det om, frøken.
 

REBEKKA

(steller med blomsterne).
 

Ja, det er nu bare noget, som De tror, madam Helseth. For De kan jo ikke vide sligt noget så bestemt.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Så det mener frøkenen, jeg ikke kan vide? Jo såmænd kan jeg så. For, – når jeg endelig skal ud med det, – så har jeg selv engang gåt med brev til Mortensgård.
 

REBEKKA

(vender sig).
 

Nej, – har De!
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, det har jeg rigtignok. Og det brevet var såmænd skrevet her på Rosmersholm.
 

REBEKKA.
 Virkelig, madam Helseth?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja min tro var det så. Og fint papir var det skrevet på. Og fint rødt lak var der sat udenpå det også.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og De blev betrod til at gå med det? Ja, kære madam Helseth, så er det jo ikke vanskeligt at skønne, hvem det var fra.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nå?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det var naturligvis noget, som den stakkers fru Rosmer i sin sygelighed –
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Det er frøken West, som siger det, og ikke jeg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men hvad stod der så i brevet? Nå, det er sandt, – det kan jo ikke De vide.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Hm, det kunde nok hænde, at jeg vidste det ligevel.
 

REBEKKA.
 Sa’ hun Dem, hvad hun skrev om?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej, hun gjorde ikke just det. Men da han, Mortensgård, havde læst det, så gav han sig til at spørge mig slig ud, både på langs og på tvers, så jeg kunde nok skønne, hvad der stod i det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad tror De da, der stod i det? Å, kære, snille madam Helseth, sig mig det!
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej da, frøken. Ikke for alt det, som i verden er.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, til mig kan De da sige det. Vi to er jo så gode venner.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Gud bevare mig for at sige noget til Dem om det, frøken. Jeg kan ikke sige andet, end at det var noget stygt, som de havde gåt og bildt den stakkers syge fruen ind.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvem havde bildt hende det ind?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Slette mennesker, frøken West. Slette mennesker.
 

REBEKKA.
 Slette –?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, det siger jeg to ganger. Rigtig slette mennesker må det ha’ vær’t.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og hvad tror De, det kunde være for nogen?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, jeg véd nok, hvad jeg tror. Men Gud bevare min mund. Der går rigtignok en viss frue der inde i byen – hm!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg kan se på Dem, at De mener fru Kroll.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, hun er en for sig selv, hun. Imod mig har hun nu altid vær’t så stor på det. Og Dem har hun da aldrig havt noget godt øje til.
 

REBEKKA.
 Tror De, fru Rosmer var ved sin fulde forstand, da hun skrev det brevet til Mortensgård?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Det er så underligt med forstanden, frøken. Rent ifra sig selv tror jeg nu ikke hun var.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men hun blev da som forstyrret, da hun fik vide, at hun ikke kunde få børn. Det var da galskaben brød ud.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, det tog svært på hende, stakkers frue.
 

REBEKKA

(tar hækletøjet og sætter sig i stolen ved vinduet).
 

For resten, – tror ikke De også, at det i grunden var godt for pastoren, madam Helseth?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Hvilket, frøken?
 

REBEKKA.
 At her ingen børn blev af. Hvad?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Hm, jeg véd ikke rigtig, hvad jeg skal sige til det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, De kan tro mig. Det var det bedste for ham. Pastor Rosmer er ikke skikket til at gå her og høre på ungeskrig.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Små barn skriger ikke på Rosmersholm, frøken.
 

REBEKKA

(ser på hende).
 

Skriger de ikke?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej. Her på gården har de små barn aldrig brugt at skrige, så længe folk kan mindes.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det var da underligt.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, er ikke det underligt? Men det ligger til slægten. Og så er der én underlig ting til. Når de blir større, så ler de aldrig. Ler aldrig, så længe de lever.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det vilde da være besynderligt –
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Har frøkenen nogen eneste gang hørt eller set pastoren le?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, – når jeg tænker mig om, så tror jeg næsten, De har ret. Men menneskene ler nu i det hele ikke meget her på disse kanter, synes jeg.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 De gør ikke det. Det begyndte på Rosmersholm, siger folk. Og så har det vel bredt sig ud, som et slags smitte, det også, kan jeg tro.
 

REBEKKA.
 De er en dybsindig kone, De, madam Helseth.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, frøkenen skal ikke sidde og gøre nar –. (lytter.) Hys, hys, – nu kommer pastoren ned. Han liker ikke at se fejekosten her inde.
 

(hun går ud gennem døren til højre.)
 

(Johannes Rosmer, med stok og hat i hånden, kommer ind fra forstuen.)
 

ROSMER.
 God morgen, Rebekka.
 

REBEKKA.
 God morgen, kære. (lidt efter; hækler.) Skal du ud?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja.
 

REBEKKA.
 Vejret er jo så vakkert.
 

ROSMER.
 Du så ikke op til mig imorges.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, – jeg gjorde ikke det. Ikke idag.
 

ROSMER.
 Vil du ikke gøre det herefter heller?
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, jeg véd ikke endnu, du.
 

ROSMER.
 Er der kommet noget til mig?
 

REBEKKA.
 „Amtstidenden” er kommet.
 

ROSMER.
 „Amtstidenden” –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Den ligger der på bordet.
 

ROSMER

(sætter hat og stok fra sig).
 

Står der noget –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja.
 

ROSMER.
 Og så sender du den ikke op –
 

REBEKKA.
 Du får tidsnok læse den.
 

ROSMER.
 Nå så. (tar bladet og læser stående ved bordet.) – Hvad! – – „kan ikke noksom advare imod karakterløse overløbere” –. (ser hen på hende.) De kalder mig en overløber, Rebekka.
 

REBEKKA.
 Der nævnes ikke noget navn.
 

ROSMER.
 Det er jo det samme. (læser videre.) – „lønlige forrædere imod den gode sag” –. – „Judasnaturer, som frækt bekender sit frafald, så snart de tror, at det belejlige og – profitableste tidspunkt er kommet”. „Hensynsløst attentat på ærværdige forfædres eftermæle” –. – „i påvente af at øjeblikkets magthavere ikke vil lade en passende belønning udeblive.” (lægger avisen på bordet.) Og det skriver de om mig. De, som har kendt mig så længe og så nøje. Dette, som de ikke selv tror på. Dette, som de véd, at der ikke er et eneste sandt ord i, – det skriver de alligevel.
 

REBEKKA.
 Der står mere endnu.
 

ROSMER

(tar atter avisen).
 

– „undskyldning i en uøvet dømmekraft” –. – „fordærvelig indflydelse, – kanske udstrakt også til områder, som vi foreløbig ikke vil gøre til genstand for offentlig omtale eller påtale” –. (ser på hende.) Hvad er det?
 

REBEKKA.
 De sigter til mig, kan du skønne.
 

ROSMER

(lægger avisen fra sig).
 

Rebekka, – dette her er uhæderlige mænds færd.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, jeg synes ikke, de har noget at la’ Mortensgård høre.
 

ROSMER

(går om på gulvet).
 

Her må bringes redning. Alt, hvad godt er i menneskene, går tilgrunde, hvis dette får vare ved. Men det skal det ikke! Å, hvor glad, – hvor glad jeg vilde føle mig, om jeg kunde få det til at lysne lidt i al denne skumle styghed.
 

REBEKKA

(rejser sig).
 

Ja, ikke sandt, du? I dette her har du noget stort og herligt at leve for!
 

ROSMER.
 Tænk, om jeg kunde vække dem til selverkendelse. Bringe dem til at angre og til at skamme sig for sig selv. Få dem til at nærme sig hverandre i fordragelighed, – i kærlighed, Rebekka.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, sæt bare al din evne ind på dette, og du skal se, du vinder.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg synes, det måtte kunne lykkes. Å, hvilken fryd det da vilde bli’ at leve livet. Ingen hadefuld strid mere. Bare kappestrid. Alle øjne rettede mod det samme mål. Alle viljer, alle sind stevnende fremad, – opad, – enhver ad sin egen naturnødvendige vej. Lykke for alle, – skabt igennem alle. (kommer til at se ud i det fri, farer sammen og siger tungt:) Ah! Ikke gennem mig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ikke –? Ikke gennem dig?
 

ROSMER.
 Og ikke for mig heller.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, Rosmer, lad ikke slig tvil komme op i dig.
 

ROSMER.
 Lykke, – kære Rebekka, – lykke, det er først og fremst den stille, glade, trygge følelse af skyldfrihed.
 

REBEKKA

(ser hen for sig).
 

Ja, dette med skyld –-.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, det kan du så lidet dømme om. Men jeg –
 

REBEKKA.
 Du mindst!
 

ROSMER

(peger ud mod vinduet).
 

Møllefossen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, Rosmer –!
 

(Madam Helseth ser ind gennem døren til højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Frøken!
 

REBEKKA.
 Siden, siden. Ikke nu.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Bare et ord, frøken.
 

(Rebekka går hen til døren. Madam Helseth meddeler hende noget. De taler en stund hviskende sammen. Madam Helseth nikker og går.)
 

ROSMER

(urolig).
 

Var det noget til mig?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, det var bare husets sager. – Nu skulde du gå ud i den friske luft, kære Rosmer. Gå rigtig langt, skulde du.
 

ROSMER

(tar hatten).
 

Ja, kom. Så går vi sammen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, kære, jeg kan ikke nu. Du får gå alene. Men ryst så alle disse tunge tankerne af dig. Lov mig det.
 

ROSMER.
 Dem får jeg nok aldrig rystet af, – er jeg ræd for.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, men at noget så grundløst kan ta’ dig med slig magt –!
 

ROSMER.
 Desværre, – det er nok ikke så grundløst, du. Jeg har ligget og grublet over det hele natten. Beate har kanske set rigtig alligevel.
 

REBEKKA.
 I hvad, mener du?
 

ROSMER.
 Set rigtig, da hun trode, jeg elsked dig, Rebekka.
 

REBEKKA.
 Set rigtig i det?
 

ROSMER

(lægger hatten på bordet).
 

Jeg går og tumler med det spørsmål, – om ikke vi to hele tiden har dåret os selv – når vi kaldte vort forhold for venskab.
 

REBEKKA.
 Mener du kanske, at det lige så godt kunde kaldes et –?
 

ROSMER.
 – kærlighedsforhold. Ja, du, jeg mener det. Allerede mens Beate leved, var det dig, jeg gav alle mine tanker til. Det var dig alene, jeg stunded efter. Det var hos dig, jeg følte denne stille, glade, begærløse lyksalighed. Når vi tænker os rigtig om, Rebekka, – så begyndte vort samliv som en sød, løndomsfuld barneforelskelse. Uden krav og uden drømme. Følte ikke du det også på slig vis? Sig mig det.
 

REBEKKA

(kæmper med sig selv).
 

Å, – jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal svare dig.
 

ROSMER.
 Og det er dette inderlige liv i hinanden og for hinanden, som vi har ta’t for venskab. Nej, du, – vort forhold har været et åndeligt ægteskab – kanske lige fra de første dagene af. Derfor er der brøde hos mig. Jeg havde ikke ret til det, – ikke lov for Beates skyld.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ikke lov til at leve i lykke? Tror du det, Rosmer?
 

ROSMER.
 Hun så på vort forhold med sin kærligheds øjne. Dømte vort forhold efter sin kærligheds art. Naturligvis. Beate kunde ikke dømme anderledes, end hun gjorde.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men hvor kan du da anklage dig selv for Beates vildfarelse!
 

ROSMER.
 I kærlighed til mig, – på sin måde, – gik hun i møllefossen. Den kendsgerning står fast, Rebekka. Den kommer jeg aldrig ud over.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, tænk ikke på andet end den store, skønne opgave, som du har sat dit liv ind på!
 

ROSMER

(ryster på hodet).
 

Den kan visst aldrig føres igennem, du. Ikke af mig. Ikke efter det, jeg nu véd.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvorfor ikke af dig?
 

ROSMER.
 Fordi der aldrig vindes sejr for en sag, som har sit udspring i brøde.
 

REBEKKA

(i udbrud).
 

Å, dette her er slægtstvil, – slægtsangst, – slægtsskrupler. De snakker her om, at de døde kommer igen som jagende, hvide heste. Jeg synes, dette her er noget sligt.
 

ROSMER.
 Lad det være, hvad det være vil. Hvad hjælper det, når jeg nu ikke kan komme ifra det? Og du kan tro mig, Rebekka. Det er, som jeg siger. Den sag, som skal vinde frem til varig sejr, – den må bæres af en glad og skyldfri mand.
 

REBEKKA.
 Er glæden da så rent umistelig for dig, Rosmer?
 

ROSMER.
 Glæden? Ja, du, – det er den.
 

REBEKKA.
 For dig, som aldrig kan le?
 

ROSMER.
 Alligevel. Du kan tro, jeg har store anlæg til at være glad.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nu skal du gå, kære. Langt, – rigtig langt. Hører du det? – Se, her er din hat. Og her har du stokken.
 

ROSMER

(tar begge dele).
 

Tak. Og du går ikke med?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, nej, jeg kan ikke nu.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja-ja da. Du er nu med mig alligevel.
 

(han går ud gennem forstuen. Lidt efter kikker Rebekka ud bag den åbne dør. Derpå går hun hen mod døren til højre.)
 

REBEKKA

(åbner og siger halvhøjt).
 

Se så, madam Helseth. Nå kan De slippe ham ind.
 

(hun går henover imod vinduet.)
 

(Kort efter kommer rektor Kroll ind fra højre. Han hilser taus og afmålt og beholder sin hat i hånden.)
 

KROLL.
 Han er altså gåt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja.
 

KROLL.
 Plejer han gå langt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Å ja. Men idag er han så uberegnelig. Og dersom De ikke vil træffe ham –
 

KROLL.
 Nej, nej. Det er Dem, jeg ønsker at tale med. Og ganske alene.
 

REBEKKA.
 Så er det bedst, vi nytter tiden. Sid ned, herr rektor.
 

(hun sætter sig i lænestolen ved vinduet. Rektor Kroll sætter sig på en stol ved siden af hende.)
 

KROLL.
 Frøken West, – De kan vel neppe forestille Dem, hvor dybt og smerteligt det går mig til hjertet, – dette omslag, som er sket med Johannes Rosmer.
 

REBEKKA.
 Vi var forberedt på, at så vilde ske – i førstningen.
 

KROLL.
 Bare i førstningen?
 

REBEKKA.
 Rosmer havde det sikre håb, at sent eller tidligt vilde De nok gå med ham.
 

KROLL.
 Jeg!
 

REBEKKA.
 Både De og alle hans andre venner.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, der ser De! Så skrøbelig er hans dømmekraft, når det gælder mennesker og forhold i livet.
 

REBEKKA.
 For resten, – når nu altså han føler det som en fornødenhed at frigøre sig til alle sider –
 

KROLL.
 Ja men se, – det er netop det, som jeg ikke tror.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad tror De da?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg tror, det er Dem, som står bag det hele.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det har De fra Deres frue, rektor Kroll.
 

KROLL.
 Det kan være ligegyldigt, hvem jeg har det fra. Men visst er det, at jeg bærer på en stærk tvil, – en overmåde stærk tvil, siger jeg, – når jeg tænker mig om og lægger sammen hele Deres adfærd lige siden De kom hid.
 

REBEKKA

(ser på ham).
 

Det foresvæver mig, at der var en tid, da De bar på en overmåde stærk tro til mig, kære rektor. En varm tro, havde jeg nær sagt.
 

KROLL

(dæmpet).
 

Hvem kunde ikke De forhekse, – når De la’ an på det?
 

REBEKKA.
 La’ jeg an på at –!
 

KROLL.
 Ja, det gjorde De. Jeg er ikke så tosset nu længer, at jeg bilder mig ind, der var nogen følelse med i spillet. De vilde simpelt hen skaffe Dem indpas på Rosmersholm. Sætte Dem fast her. Det var det, jeg skulde hjælpe Dem med. Nu ser jeg det.
 

REBEKKA.
 De har altså rent glemt, at det var Beate, som tigged og trygled mig om at flytte her ud.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, da De havde fåt forhekset hende også. Eller kan det kaldes for venskab, det, som hun kom til at føle for Dem? Det slog over i forgudelse, – i tilbedelse. Det arted ud til, – hvad skal jeg kalde det? – til et slags desperat forelskelse. Ja, det er det rette ord.
 

REBEKKA.
 De får være så god at huske på Deres søsters tilstand. Hvad mig angår, så tror jeg ikke, jeg kan siges at være overspændt på nogen måde.
 

KROLL.
 Nej, det er De visselig ikke. Men desto farligere blir De for de mennesker, som De vil vinde magt over. De har så let for at handle med overlæg og fuld rigtig beregning, – just fordi De bærer på et koldt hjerte.
 

REBEKKA.
 Koldt? Er De så sikker på det?
 

KROLL.
 Nu er jeg ganske viss på det. Ellers havde De ikke kunnet gå her år efter år og forfølge Deres mål så urokkelig. Ja, ja, – De har nåd’, hvad De vilde. De har fåt ham og det hele i Deres magt. Men for at sætte alt dette igennem, har De ikke skyd’ at gøre ham ulykkelig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er ikke sandt. Det er ikke mig. Det er Dem selv, som har gjort ham ulykkelig.
 

KROLL.
 Har jeg!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, da De leded ham ind i den indbildning, at han var skyld i den forfærdelige ende, som det tog med Beate.
 

KROLL.
 Så det har dog altså grebet ham så dybt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det kan De vel tænke Dem. Så blødt et sind som hans –
 

KROLL.
 Jeg trode, at en såkaldt frigjort mand forstod at sætte sig ud over alle skrupler. – Men der har vi det altså! Å ja, – i grunden så var det jo nok det, jeg vidste. Ætlingen af de mænd, som her ser ned på os, – han slipper nok for at rive sig løs fra det, som uafhændelig er gåt i arv fra slægt til slægt.
 

REBEKKA

(ser tankefuld ned for sig).
 

Johannes Rosmer har svært dybe rødder i slægten. Det er både visst og sandt.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, og det skulde De ta’t hensyn til, ifald De havde havt hjertelag for ham. Men De kunde vel sagtens ikke ta’ den slags hensyn. Deres forudsætninger er jo så himmelvidt forskellige fra hans.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvilke forudsætninger, mener De?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg mener forudsætningerne i udspringet. I oprindelsen, – frøken West.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nå så. Ja, det er ganske sandt – jeg er gåt ud fra meget ringe forhold. Men alligevel –
 

KROLL.
 Det er ikke stand og stilling, jeg sigter til. Jeg tænker på de moralske forudsætninger.
 

REBEKKA.
 Forudsætninger –? For hvad?
 

KROLL.
 For at De overhodet blev til.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad er det, De siger!
 

KROLL.
 Jeg siger det jo kun, fordi det forklarer hele Deres adfærd.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg forstår ikke dette. Fuld besked vil jeg ha’!
 

KROLL.
 Jeg trode sandelig, De havde fuld besked. Det vilde dog ellers være besynderligt, at De lod Dem adoptere af doktor West –
 

REBEKKA

(rejser sig).
 

Ah så Nu forstår jeg.
 

KROLL.
 – at De antog hans navn. Deres mors navn var Gamvik.
 

REBEKKA

(går henover gulvet).
 

Min fars navn var Gamvik, herr rektor.
 

KROLL.
 Deres mors bestilling måtte jo tidt og jævnt bringe hende sammen med distriktslægen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det har De ret i.
 

KROLL.
 Og så tar han Dem til sig, – straks da Deres mor var død. Han behandler Dem hårdt. Og dog blir De hos ham. De véd, at han ikke vil efterlade Dem en eneste skilling. De fik jo bare en kasse bøger. Og dog holder De ud hos ham. Bærer over med ham. Plejer ham lige til det sidste.
 

REBEKKA

(henne ved bordet, ser hånligt på ham).
 

Og at jeg gjorde alt dette, – det forklarer De deraf, at der var noget usædeligt, – noget forbrydersk ved min tilblivelse!
 

KROLL.
 Hvad De gjorde for ham, udleder jeg af et uvilkårligt datterligt instinkt. Hele Deres færd for resten holder jeg for et udslag af Deres oprindelse.
 

REBEKKA

(heftigt).
 

Men der er ikke et sandt ord i alt, hvad De siger! Og det kan jeg bevise! For doktor West var ikke kommen til Finmarken, da jeg blev født.
 

KROLL.
 Undskyld, – frøken. Han kom der op året i forvejen. Det har jeg undersøgt.
 

REBEKKA.
 De tar fejl, siger jeg! De tar aldeles fejl!
 

KROLL.
 De sa’ her i forgårs, at De var ni og tyve år. Gik i det tredivte.
 

REBEKKA.
 Så? Sa’ jeg det?
 

KROLL.
 Ja, De gjorde. Og deraf kan jeg regne ud –
 

REBEKKA.
 Stop! Det hjælper ikke at regne. For jeg kan lige så gerne sige Dem det straks: Jeg er et år ældre, end jeg gir mig ud for.
 

KROLL

(smiler vantro).
 

Virkelig? Det er noget nyt. Hvorledes er det kommet?
 

REBEKKA.
 Da jeg havde fyldt de fem og tyve, så syntes jeg, – ugift som jeg var, – at jeg blev så rent for gammel. Og så tog jeg mig for at lyve et år af.
 

KROLL.
 De? En frigjort kvinde. Nærer De fordomme angående giftealderen?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, det var tossedumt, – og latterligt også. Men der blir altid hængende et eller andet ved en, som en ikke kan gøre sig fri for. Vi er nu slig.
 

KROLL.
 Lad så være. Men regningen kan bli rigtig alligevel. For doktor West var deroppe på et flygtigt besøg året forinden han blev ansat.
 

REBEKKA

(bryder ud).
 

Det er ikke sandt!
 

KROLL.
 Er det ikke sandt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej. For det har mor aldrig talt om.
 

KROLL.
 Så hun har ikke det?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, aldrig. Og ikke doktor West heller. Aldrig med et ord.
 

KROLL.
 Kunde ikke det være, fordi de begge to havde grunde til at springe et år over? Ligesom De har gjort, frøken West. Det er kanske en ejendommelighed i slægten.
 

REBEKKA

(går omkring, knuger og vrider hænderne).
 

Det er umuligt. Det er bare noget, De vil bilde mig ind. Aldrig i verden er det sandt, dette her. Kan ikke være sandt! Aldrig i verden –!
 

KROLL

(rejser sig).
 

Men, kære, – hvorfor i Guds navn tar De så på vej? De gør mig rent forfærdet! Hvad skal jeg tro og tænke –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ingen ting. De skal hverken tro eller tænke noget.
 

KROLL.
 Så må De sandelig forklare mig, hvorledes De kan ta’ Dem den sag, – den mulighed så nær.
 

REBEKKA

(fatter sig).
 

Det er jo så ganske ligefrem, rektor Kroll. Jeg har da ikke lyst til at gå her og gælde for et uægte barn.
 

KROLL.
 Nå så. Ja-ja, lad os slå os til ro med den forklaring – foreløbig. Men så har De jo altså beholdt en viss – fordom på det punkt også.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, jeg har vel det.
 

KROLL.
 Nå, jeg tænker, det er ligedan bevendt med det meste af dette her, som De kalder for Deres frigjorthed. De har læst Dem til en hel hob nye tanker og meninger. De har fåt vide et slags besked om forskninger på forskellige områder, – forskninger, som synes at omstyrte adskilligt af det, der hidtil hos os har gældt for uomstødeligt og uangribeligt. Men alt dette er bare ble’t en viden hos Dem, frøken West. En kundskab. Det er ikke gåt Dem i blodet.
 

REBEKKA

(betænkelig).
 

Kan hænde, De har ret i det.
 

KROLL.
 Ja, bare prøv De Dem selv, så skal De se! Og når det står slig til med Dem, så kan en sagtens vide, hvorledes det er fat med Johannes Rosmer. Det er jo den rene, skære galskab, – det er at rende lige lukt ind i fordærvelsen, når han vil træde åbenlyst frem og bekende sig som en frafalden! Tænk, – han med denne skyhed i sindet! Tænk Dem ham forstødt, – forfulgt af den kreds, han hidtil har tilhørt. Udsat for hensynsløse angreb af de bedste i samfundet. Aldrig i dette liv blir han mand for at stå det ud.
 

REBEKKA.
 Han må stå det ud! Nu er det for sent for ham at trække sig tilbage.
 

KROLL.
 Aldeles ikke for sent. Ikke på nogen måde. Hvad der er sked, det kan ties ned, – eller det kan i det mindste fortolkes som en blot og bart forbigående om end beklagelig vildfarelse. Men – én forholdsregel er rigtignok uomgængelig fornøden.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og hvad er det for noget?
 

KROLL.
 De må få ham til at legalisere forholdet, frøken West.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det forhold, som han står i til mig?
 

KROLL.
 Ja. De må se at få ham til det.
 

REBEKKA.
 De kan altså slet ikke gøre Dem fri for den tro, at vort forhold trænger til at – legaliseres, som De siger?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg vil ikke indlade mig nærmere på sagen selv. Men jeg tror rigtignok at ha’ iagttaget, at der, hvor det falder lettest at bryde med alle såkaldte fordomme, det er i – hm.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er i forholdet mellem mand og kvinde, mener De?
 

KROLL.
 Ja, – oprigtig talt, – jeg tror det.
 

REBEKKA

(driver henover gulvet og ser ud gennem vinduet).
 

Jeg havde nær sagt, – gid De havde ret, rektor Kroll.
 

KROLL.
 Hvad mener De med det? De siger det så besynderlig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å hvad! Lad os ikke snakke mere om de ting. – Ah, – der kommer han.
 

KROLL.
 Allerede! Så vil jeg gå.
 

REBEKKA

(hen til ham).
 

Nej, – bli’ her. For nu skal De få høre noget.
 

KROLL.
 Ikke nu. Jeg synes ikke, jeg tåler at se ham.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg ber Dem, – bli’. Gør det. Ellers vil De angre det siden. Det er sidste gang jeg be’r Dem om noget.
 

KROLL

(ser forundret på hende og lægger hatten fra sig).
 

Nu vel, frøken West. Lad så være da.
 

(Det er en stund stille. Da kommer Johannes Rosmer ind fra forstuen.)
 

ROSMER

(ser rektoren, standser i døren).
 

Hvad! – Er du her!
 

REBEKKA.
 Han vilde helst ikke ha’ mødt dig, Rosmer.
 

KROLL

(uvilkårligt).
 

Du!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, herr rektor. Rosmer og jeg – vi siger du til hinanden. Forholdet imellem os har ført det med sig.
 

KROLL.
 Var det det, som De lovte, jeg skulde få høre?
 

REBEKKA.
 Både det – og lidt mere til.
 

ROSMER

(kommer nærmere).
 

Hvad er hensigten med besøget her idag?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg vilde endnu en gang prøve på at standse dig og vinde dig tilbage.
 

ROSMER

(peger på avisen).
 

Efter det, som står der?
 

KROLL.
 Jeg har ikke skrevet det.
 

ROSMER.
 Gjorde du noget skridt for at holde det tilbage?
 

KROLL.
 Det vilde ha’ været uforsvarligt imod den sag, jeg tjener. Og desuden så stod det ikke i min magt.
 

REBEKKA

(river avisen i stykker, krøller stumperne sammen og kaster dem bag ovnen).
 

Se så. Nu er det ude af øje. Og lad det så være ude af sind også. For der kommer ikke mere af den slags, Rosmer.
 

KROLL.
 Å ja, kunde De så sandt mage det så.
 

REBEKKA.
 Kom, og lad os sætte os, kære. Alle tre. Så vil jeg sige det altsammen.
 

ROSMER

(sætter sig uvilkårligt).
 

Hvad er det for noget, som er kommet over dig, Rebekka! Denne uhyggelige ro –. Hvad er det for noget?
 

REBEKKA.
 Beslutningens ro. (sætter sig.) Sæt Dem, De også, rektor.
 

(Rektor Kroll tar plads i sofaen.)
 

ROSMER.
 Beslutningens, siger du. Hvilken beslutning?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vil gi’ dig igen, hvad du trænger for at leve livet. Du skal få din glade skyldfrihed tilbage, kære ven.
 

ROSMER.
 Men hvad er dog dette!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vil bare fortælle. Der behøves ikke andet.
 

ROSMER.
 Nu!
 

REBEKKA.
 Da jeg var kommen her ned fra Finmarken – sammen med doktor West, – så syntes jeg, at der ligesom åbned sig en ny, stor, vid verden for mig. Doktoren havde lært mig både løst og fast. Alt det spredte, som jeg vidste om tingene i livet den gang. (kæmpende og neppe hørligt.) Og så –
 

KROLL.
 Og så?
 

ROSMER.
 Men, Rebekka, – dette her véd jeg jo.
 

REBEKKA

(tar sig sammen).
 

Ja, ja, – det har du i grunden ret i. Du véd nok om dette.
 

KROLL

(ser fast på hende).
 

Det er kanske rettest, at jeg går.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, De skal bli’ siddende, kære rektor. (til Rosmer.) Ja, det var altså det, ser du, – jeg vilde være med i den nye tid, som brød frem. Være med i alle de nye tankerne. – Rektor Kroll fortalte mig en dag, at Ulrik Brendel havde havt svær magt over dig en tid, mens du endnu var gut. Jeg syntes, det måtte kunne gå an for mig at ta’ dette her op igen.
 

ROSMER.
 Kom du hid med en dulgt hensigt –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vilde, at vi to skulde gå sammen fremad i frihed. Altid videre. Altid yderligere frem. – Men så var der jo denne skumle, uoverstigelige mur imellem dig og den hele, fulde frigørelse.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvilken mur, mener du?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg mener det, Rosmer, at du ikke kunde vokse dig fri uden i det lyse solskinnet. Og så gik du her og skranted og sygned i et sligt ægteskabs mørke.
 

ROSMER.
 Aldrig før idag har du talt til mig om mit ægteskab på den måde.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, det turde jeg ikke, for så havde jeg skræmt dig.
 

KROLL

(nikker til Rosmer).
 

Hører du det?
 

REBEKKA

(blir ved).
 

Men jeg skønte godt, hvor frelsen var for dig. Den eneste frelse. Og så handled jeg.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad er det for handlinger, du sigter til?
 

KROLL.
 Vil De dermed sige, at –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, Rosmer –. (rejser sig.) Bli’ bare siddende. De også, rektor Kroll. Men nu må det for dagen. Det var ikke dig, Rosmer. Du er skyldfri. Det var mig, som lokked –, som kom til at lokke Beate ud på de vildsomme veje –
 

ROSMER

(springer op).
 

Rebekka!
 

KROLL

(op fra sofaen).
 

– på de vildsomme veje!
 

REBEKKA.
 På de veje, – som førte til møllefossen. Nu véd I det, begge to.
 

ROSMER

(som bedøvet).
 

Men jeg forstår ikke –. Hvad er det, hun står og siger? Jeg forstår ikke et ord –!
 

KROLL.
 Å jo, du. Jeg begynder at forstå.
 

ROSMER.
 Men hvad har du da gjort! Hvad har du da kunnet sige hende for noget? Der var jo intet. Slet intet!
 

REBEKKA.
 Hun fik vide, at du holdt på at arbejde dig ud af alle de gamle fordommene.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, men det gjorde jeg jo ikke dengang.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vidste, at du snart vilde komme til at gøre det.
 

KROLL

(nikker til Rosmer).
 

Aha!
 

ROSMER.
 Og så? Hvad mere? Nu vil jeg vide resten også.
 

REBEKKA.
 En tid bagefter – så bad og bønfaldt jeg hende om, at jeg måtte få rejse fra Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorfor vilde du rejse – dengang?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vilde ikke rejse. Jeg vilde bli’ her, hvor jeg var. Men jeg sa’ til hende, at det nok var bedst for os alle – om jeg kom bort i tide. Jeg lod hende forstå, at blev jeg længere her, – så kunde der, – så kunde der ske, – hvad det så skulde være.
 

ROSMER.
 Dette er altså, hvad du har sagt og gjort.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Det var det, som du kaldte at handle.
 

REBEKKA

(med brudt stemme).
 

Jeg kaldte det så, ja.
 

ROSMER

(lidt efter).
 

Har du nu skriftet alt, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja.
 

KROLL.
 Ikke alt.
 

REBEKKA

(ser skræmt på ham).
 

Hvad mere skulde der være?
 

KROLL.
 Lod De så ikke til slut Beate forstå, at det var nødvendigt, – ikke blot at det var bedst, – men at det var nødvendigt, af hensyn til Dem og Rosmer, at De rejste et andet steds hen – så fort som muligt? – Nu?
 

REBEKKA

(sagte og utydeligt).
 

Kanske jeg sa’ noget sligt også.
 

ROSMER

(segner ned i lænestolen ved vinduet).
 

Og dette spind af løgn og bedrag har hun, – den ulykkelige syge, gåt her og trod på! Trod så fuldt og fast! Så uryggelig! (ser op på Rebekka.) Og aldrig vendte hun sig til mig. Aldrig med et ord! Å, Rebekka, – jeg ser det på dig, – du har rådet hende fra det!
 

REBEKKA.
 Hun havde jo sat sig i hodet, at hun, – som børnløs hustru, ikke havde ret til at være her. Og så bildte hun sig ind, det var pligt imod dig at vige pladsen.
 

ROSMER.
 Og du, – du gjorde intet for at få hende ud af denne indbildning?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej.
 

KROLL.
 De bestyrked hende kanske i den? Svar! Gjorde De ikke det?
 

REBEKKA.
 Hun forstod mig vel så, kan jeg tro.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja, – og for din vilje bøjed hun sig i alle ting. Og så gav hun plads. (springer op.) Hvor kunde, – hvor kunde du drive dette forfærdelige spil!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg syntes, at her var to liv at vælge imellem, Rosmer.
 

KROLL

(strængt og myndigt).
 

De havde ingen ret til at træffe et sligt valg!
 

REBEKKA

(heftig).
 

Men tror I da, at jeg gik her og handled med kold og kløgtig fatning! Jeg var da ikke slig, dengang, som nu, da jeg står og fortæller det. Og så er der da vel to slags vilje i et menneske, skulde jeg mene! Jeg vilde ha’ Beate væk. På den ene måden eller på den anden. Men jeg trode aldrig, at det skulde komme alligevel. Ved hvert skridt, som jeg fristed og voved fremad, syntes jeg ligesom noget skreg indeni mig: Nu ikke længer! Ikke et skridt længer! – Og så kunde jeg ikke la’ det være endda. Jeg måtte friste et bitte lidet gran til. Bare et eneste et. Og så et til – og altid et til. – Og så kom det. – Det er på den vis, sligt noget går for sig.
 

(kort taushed.)
 

ROSMER

(til Rebekka).
 

Hvorledes tror du, det herefter skal gå med dig? Efter dette?
 

REBEKKA.
 Med mig får det gå, som det kan. Det kommer det ikke så nøje an på.
 

KROLL.
 Ikke et ord, som tyder på anger. Føler De kanske ingen?
 

REBEKKA

(koldt afvisende).
 

Undskyld, herr rektor, – det er en sag, som ikke kommer nogen anden ved. Det skal jeg nok klare med mig selv.
 

KROLL

(til Rosmer).
 

Og denne kvinde er det, som du lever under tag sammen med. I fortroligt forhold til. (ser om på portrætterne.) Å, – de, som er borte, – de skulde bare se op nu!
 

ROSMER.
 Går du indover til byen?
 

KROLL

(tar sin hat).
 

Ja. Jo før jo heller.
 

ROSMER

(tar ligeledes sin hat).
 

Så går jeg med dig.
 

KROLL.
 Vil du det! Ja, jeg tænkte nok, vi ikke helt havde mistet dig.
 

ROSMER.
 Kom så, Kroll! Kom så!
 

(De går begge ud gennem forstuen uden at se til Rebekka).
 

(Lidt efter går Rebekka forsigtig hen til vinduet og kikker ud mellem blomsterne.)
 

REBEKKA

(taler halvhøjt med sig selv).
 

Ikke over kloppen idag heller. Går ovenom. Kommer aldrig over møllefossen. Aldrig. (går fra vinduet.) Ja, ja da!
 

(hun går hen og trækker i klokkestrengen.)
 

(Kort efter kommer madam Helseth ind fra højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Hvad er det, frøken?
 

REBEKKA.
 Madam Helseth, vil De kanske være så snil at få min rejsekoffert hentet ned fra loftet.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Rejsekofferten?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, den brune sælskindskofferten, som De véd.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja vel. Men Gud bevare mig, – vil da frøkenen ud og rejse?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, – nu vil jeg ud og rejse, madam Helseth.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Og det så fort på timen!
 

REBEKKA.
 Så fort jeg har fåt pakket.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nu har jeg da aldrig hørt magen! Men frøkenen kommer da vel snart igen, véd jeg?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg kommer aldrig mere igen.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Aldrig! Men Herregud, hvorledes skal det bli’ her på Rosmersholm, når ikke frøken West er her længer? Nu havde den stakkers pastoren fåt det så godt og hyggeligt.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, men idag er jeg blet ræd, madam Helseth.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ræd! Jøsses, – hvorfor det da?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, for jeg synes, jeg har set ligesom et skimt af hvide heste.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Af hvide heste! Midt på lyse dagen!
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, de er nok ude både tidlig og sent, – de hvide hestene på Rosmersholm. (slår over.) Nå, – det var altså rejsekofferten, madam Helseth.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja vel. Rejsekofferten.
 

(De går begge ud til højre.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Dagligstuen på Rosmersholm. Det er sen aften. Lampen, med skærm over, brænder på bordet.)
 

(Rebekka West står ved bordet og pakker nogle småting ned i en vadsæk. Hendes kåbe, hat og det hvide hæklede uldsjal hænger over sofaryggen.)
 

(Madam Helseth kommer ind fra højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH

(taler dæmpet og synes forbeholden).
 

Ja, nu er alle sagerne båret ud, frøken. De står i køkkengangen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Godt. Kusken er vel tilsagt?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja. Han spør’, hvad tid han skal være her med vognen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg tænker, så omkring klokken elleve. Dampskibet går ved midnat.
 

MADAM HELSETH

(lidt nølende).
 

Men pastoren da? Hvis han nu ikke kommer hjem til den tid?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg rejser alligevel. Skulde jeg ikke få se ham, så kan De sige, at jeg skriver ham til. Et langt brev. Sig det.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja, det kan jo være bra’ nok – dette med at skrive. Men, stakkers frøken, – jeg synes nu, De skulde prøve på at snakke med ham en gang til.
 

REBEKKA.
 Kanske det. Eller kanske ikke alligevel.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nej, – at jeg skulde opleve dette her, – det havde jeg da aldrig tænkt!
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad havde De da tænkt, madam Helseth?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Å, jeg havde rigtignok tænkt, at pastor Rosmer var reellere mand end som så.
 

REBEKKA.
 Reellere?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Ja min sandten siger jeg så.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men, kære, hvad mener De da med det?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Jeg mener, som sandt og ret er, frøken. Han skulde ikke fri sig ifra det på den måden, ikke.
 

REBEKKA

(ser på hende).
 

Hør nu her, madam Helseth. Sig mig ærligt og oprigtigt, – hvorfor tror De, jeg rejser bort?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Herregud, det er vel nødvendigt, frøken. Å ja, ja, ja! Men jeg synes rigtignok ikke, det er pent gjort af pastoren. Mortensgård var da undskyldt, han. For hun havde jo sin mand i live. Så de to kunde ikke gifte sig sammen, om de aldrig så gerne vilde. Men se, pastoren, han – hm!
 

REBEKKA

(med et svagt smil).
 

Skulde De kunnet tænkt Dem sligt noget om mig og pastor Rosmer?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Aldrig i verden. Ja, jeg mener, – ikke før idag.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men idag altså –?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Nå, – efter alt det stygge, som folk siger der skal stå om pastoren i bladene, så –
 

REBEKKA.
 Aha!
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 For det er min mening, at den mand, som kan gå over til Mortensgårds reglion, ham kan en, min sandten, tro til hvad det så skal være.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å ja, det er vel så, det. Men jeg da? Hvad siger De om mig?
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Bevar’s vel, frøken, – Dem synes jeg ikke det er så stort at sige på. Det er vel ikke så godt for et ensligt fruentimmer at stå imod, kan jeg tro. – Vi er jo alle sammen mennesker, frøken West.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er et sandt ord, madam Helseth. Vi er alle sammen mennesker. – Hvad lytter De efter?
 

MADAM HELSETH

(sagte).
 

Å Jøsses, – der tror jeg han kommer lige akkurat.
 

REBEKKA

(farer sammen).
 

Altså alligevel –! (bestemt.) Nå ja. Lad så være.
 

(Johannes Rosmer kommer ind fra forstuen.)
 

ROSMER

(ser rejsetøjet, vender sig til Rebekka og spørger).
 

Hvad betyder dette her?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg rejser.
 

ROSMER.
 Straks?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja. (til madam Helseth.) Altså klokken elleve.
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Godt og vel, frøken. (hun går ud til højre.
 

ROSMER

(efter et kort ophold).
 

Hvor rejser du hen, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA.
 Nordover med dampskibet.
 

ROSMER.
 Nordover? Hvad vil du der nord?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det var jo der, jeg kom fra.
 

ROSMER.
 Men der oppe har du jo ikke noget at gøre nu.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det har jeg ikke her nede heller.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad tænker du da at ta’ dig til?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg véd ikke. Jeg vil bare se at få ende på det.
 

ROSMER.
 Få ende på det?
 

REBEKKA.
 Rosmersholm har knækket mig.
 

ROSMER

(blir opmærksom).
 

Siger du det?
 

REBEKKA.
 Knækket mig sønder og sammen. – Jeg havde så frisk og så modig en vilje, da jeg kom hid. Nu er jeg bøjet ind under en fremmed lov. – Herefterdags tror jeg ikke, jeg tør vove mig til nogen verdens ting.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorfor ikke? Hvad er det for en lov, som du siger, at du er –?
 

REBEKKA.
 Kære, lad os ikke tale om det nu. – Hvad blev det så til med dig og rektoren?
 

ROSMER.
 Vi har sluttet fred.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja så. Det blev altså til det.
 

ROSMER.
 Han samled hele vor gamle vennekreds sammen hos sig. De har gjort mig det indlysende, at arbejdet for at adle sindene, – det ligger slet ikke for mig. – Og det er desuden noget så håbløst i sig selv, du. – Jeg lar det ligge.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, ja, – det er vel kanske bedst så.
 

ROSMER.
 Siger du det nu? Er du nu af den mening?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg er kommen til den mening. I de sidste par dagene.
 

ROSMER.
 Du lyver, Rebekka.
 

REBEKKA.
 Lyver –!
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, du lyver. Du har aldrig trod på mig. Aldrig har du trod, at jeg var mand for at kæmpe den sag frem til nogen sejr.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg har trod, at vi to sammen skulde komme til at magte det.
 

ROSMER.
 Det er ikke sandt. Du har trod, at du selv skulde kunne udrette noget stort i livet. At du kunde bruge mig til det, som du vilde ha’ frem. At jeg kunde være dig tjenlig for dine formål. Det har du trod.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hør nu, Rosmer –
 

ROSMER

(sætter sig tungt ned i sofaen).
 

Å lad være! Jeg ser nu til bunds i det hele. Jeg har været som en handske i dine hænder.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hør nu, Rosmer. Lad os tales ved om dette her. Det blir sidste gang. (sætter sig i en stol ved sofaen.) Jeg havde tænkt, at jeg vilde skrive dig til om det altsammen, – når jeg var kommen der nord igen. Men det blir vel bedst, at du straks får høre det.
 

ROSMER.
 Har du endnu mere at tilstå?
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg har det store igen.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvilket store?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det, som du aldrig har anet. Det, som gir både lys og skygge til alt det øvrige.
 

ROSMER

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg forstår ikke noget af dette.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er ganske sandt, at jeg engang la’ mine garn ud for at vinde indpas her på Rosmersholm. For jeg mente som så, at jeg nok skulde komme til at gøre min lykke her. Enten på den ene måden eller på den anden, – skønner du.
 

ROSMER.
 Du fik da også drevet igennem – det, som du vilde.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg tror, jeg kunde drevet igennem, hvad det så skulde være – dengang. For da havde jeg endnu min modige, fribårne vilje. Jeg kendte ikke hensyn at ta’. Ikke forhold at vige af vejen for. – Men så kom begyndelsen til det, som har knækket viljen i mig – og skræmt mig så ynkelig for hele livet.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad kom? Tal, så jeg kan forstå dig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Da kom det over mig, – dette vilde, ubetvingelige begær –. Å, Rosmer –!
 

ROSMER.
 Begær? Du –! Efter hvad?
 

REBEKKA.
 Efter dig.
 

ROSMER

(vil springe op).
 

Hvad er dette!
 

REBEKKA

(standser ham).
 

Bliv siddende, kære. Nu skal du få høre videre.
 

ROSMER.
 Og du vil sige – at du har elsket mig – på slig vis!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg syntes, det måtte kaldes at elske – dengang. At dette var kærlighed, syntes jeg. Men det var det ikke. Det var, som jeg siger dig. Det var et vildt, ubetvingeligt begær.
 

ROSMER

(med møje).
 

Rebekka, – er det virkelig dig selv, – dig – dig, som du sidder her og fortæller alt dette om!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, hvad synes du, Rosmer!
 

ROSMER.
 Ud af dette, – under magten af dette var det altså, at du – at du handled, som du kalder det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det var over mig som et vejr ved havet. Det var som et af de vejr, vi kan ha’ ved vintertid der nordpå. Det tar en, – og bær’ en med sig, du. – så langt det skal være. Ikke tanke om at stå imod.
 

ROSMER.
 Så fejed det den ulykkelige Beate ud i møllefossen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, for der stod som en kamp på bådkølen mellem Beate og mig i den tid.
 

ROSMER.
 Du var visselig den stærkeste på Rosmersholm. Stærkere, end både Beate og jeg tilsammen.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg kendte dig så vidt, at jeg vidste, – til dig var ingen vej fremkommelig, før du var gjort fri både i forholde – og i sind.
 

ROSMER.
 Men jeg begriber dig ikke, Rebekka. Du, – du selv, – hele din adfærd er mig en uløselig gåde. Nu er jeg jo fri, – både i sind og i forhold. Du står nu helt fremme ved det mål, du fra først af havde sat dig. Og så alligevel –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Aldrig har jeg ståt længere fra målet end nu.
 

ROSMER.
 – og så alligevel, siger jeg, – da jeg igår spurgte dig, – bad dig: bliv min hustru, – da skreg du ud som i skræk, at det aldrig kunde ske.
 

REBEKKA.
 Da skreg jeg ud i fortvilelse, du.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorfor?
 

REBEKKA.
 Fordi Rosmersholm har magtstjålet mig. Her har jeg fåt min egen modige vilje stækket. Og forkluddret! Den tid er forbi for mig, da jeg turde vove, hvad det så skulde være. Jeg har mistet evnen til at handle, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Sig mig, hvorledes dette er kommet.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er kommet gennem samlivet med dig.
 

ROSMER.
 Men hvorledes? Hvorledes?
 

REBEKKA.
 Da jeg var ble’t alene med dig her, – og da du var ble’t dig selv –
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja?
 

REBEKKA.
 – for du var aldrig helt ud dig selv, så længe Beate leved –
 

ROSMER.
 Desværre, det har du nok ret i.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men da jeg så fik leve sammen med dig her, – i stilhed, – i ensomhed, – da du gav mig alle dine tanker uforbeholdent, – hver en stemning, så blødt og så fint, som du følte den, – da gik det store omslag for sig. Lidt efter lidt, – skønner du. Næsten umærkelig, – men så overvældende til slut. Lige til bunden af mit sind.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, hvad er dog dette her, Rebekka!
 

REBEKKA.
 Alt det andet, – dette stygge, sansedrukne begær, det kom så langt, så langt bort fra mig. Alle disse opjagede magter slog sig stilfærdigt ned i taushed. Der faldt en sindshvile over mig, – en stilhed, som på et fugleberg under midnatssolen oppe hos os.
 

ROSMER.
 Sig mere om dette. Alt, hvad du véd at sige.
 

REBEKKA.
 Der er ikke stort andet, du. Der er bare det, at så kom der kærlighed op i mig. Den store, forsagende kærlighed, som nøjer sig med samlivet, slig, som det har været imellem os to.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, ifald jeg blot havde anet et fnug af alt dette!
 

REBEKKA.
 Bedst så, som det er. Igår, – da du spurgte mig, om jeg vilde være din hustru, – da jubled jeg ud –
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, gjorde du ikke det, Rebekka! Jeg syntes, jeg forstod det så.
 

REBEKKA.
 Et øjeblik, ja. I selvforglemmelse. For det var min fordums frejdige vilje, som holdt på at gøre sig fri igen. Men nu har den ikke mere nogen magt, – i længden, ikke.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorledes forklarer du, hvad der er sked med dig
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er Rosmer-slægtens livssyn, – eller dit livssyn i alle fald, – som har smittet min vilje.
 

ROSMER.
 Smittet?
 

REBEKKA.
 Og gjort den syg. Trælbundet den under love, som før ikke galdt for mig. Du, – samlivet med dig, – har adlet mit sind –
 

ROSMER.
 Å, turde jeg så sandt tro det!
 

REBEKKA.
 Du kan trygt tro det. Det rosmerske livssyn adler. Men – (ryster på hodet.) – men, – men –
 

ROSMER.
 Men? Nu?
 

REBEKKA.
 – men det dræber lykken, du.
 

ROSMER.
 Siger du det, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA.
 For mig i det mindste.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, men véd du det så visst. Om jeg nu spurgte dig igen –? Bad dig så bønligt –
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, kære, – kom aldrig mere ind på dette her! Det er umulige ting –! Ja, for du skal vide det, Rosmer, at jeg har en – fortid bag mig.
 

ROSMER.
 Noget mere, end det, du har fortalt?
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja. Noget andet og noget mere.
 

ROSMER

(med et svagt smil).
 

Er det ikke underligt, du, Rebekka? Tænk, at en anelse om sligt noget har strejfet mig en gang imellem.
 

REBEKKA.
 Har det! Og endda så –? Alligevel? –
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg trode aldrig på det. Jeg bare legte med det, – sådan i tankerne, forstår du.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvis du kræver det, så vil jeg nu straks sige dig dette også.
 

ROSMER

(afværgende).
 

Nej, nej! Ikke et ord vil jeg vide. Hvad det så end er, – så har jeg glemsel for det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men jeg ikke.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, Rebekka –!
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, du, – det er jo det forfærdelige, at nu, da al livets lykke bydes mig med fulde hænder, – nu er jeg ble’t slig, at min egen fortid stænger for mig.
 

ROSMER.
 Din fortid er død, Rebekka. Den har ikke længere noget tag i dig, – ikke nogen sammenhæng med dig, – slig, som du nu er.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, kære, det er nok bare talemåder, du. End skyldfriheden da? Hvor tar jeg den fra.
 

ROSMER

(tungt).
 

Ja, ja, – skyldfriheden.
 

REBEKKA.
 Skyldfriheden, ja. I den er lykken og glæden. Det var jo den lære, som du vilde gøre levende i alle disse vordende, glade adelsmennesker –
 

ROSMER.
 Å, mind mig ikke om det. Det var bare en halvfærdig drøm, Rebekka. En overilet indskydelse, som jeg ikke selv tror på længer. – Menneskene lar sig nok ikke adle udenfra, du.
 

REBEKKA

(sagte).
 

Ikke gennem den stille kærlighed, tror du?
 

ROSMER

(tankefuld).
 

Ja, – det er jo det, som vilde være det store. Det herligste næsten i hele livet, synes jeg. – Ifald så var. (vrider sig i uro.) Men hvorledes kommer jeg på det rene med det spørsmål? Til bunds i det?
 

REBEKKA.
 Tror du mig ikke, Rosmer?
 

ROSMER.
 Å, Rebekka, – hvor kan jeg tro fuldt ud på dig? På dig, som har gåt her og dækket og dulgt så usigelig meget! – Nu kommer du frem med dette nye. Ligger der nogen hensigt under, – så sig mig det rent ud. Er der kanske et eller andet, som du ønsker at opnå ved det. Jeg vil jo så gerne gøre for dig alt, hvad jeg kan.
 

REBEKKA

(vrider hænderne).
 

Å, denne dræbende tvil –! Rosmer, – Rosmer –!
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, er det ikke forfærdeligt, du? Men jeg kan ikke gøre ved det. Jeg vil aldrig komme til at fri mig fra tvilen. Aldrig vide visst, at jeg har dig i hel og ren kærlighed.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men er der da ikke noget, inderst i dig selv, som vidner for, at med mig er der sket en forvandling! Og at forvandlingen er sket ved dig, – ved dig alene!
 

ROSMER.
 Å du, – jeg tror ikke længer på min evne til at forvandle mennesker. Jeg tror ikke på mig selv i nogen sag mere. Jeg tror hverken på mig eller på dig.
 

REBEKKA

(ser mørkt hen på ham).
 

Hvorledes vil du da kunne leve livet?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, det forstår jeg ikke selv. Jeg begriber det ikke. Jeg tror ikke, jeg kan leve det. – Og jeg véd jo heller ikke den ting i verden, som det kunde være værdt at leve for.
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, livet, – det har fornyelse i sig. Lad os holde fast ved det, du. – Vi kommer tidsnok ud af det.
 

ROSMER

(springer urolig op).
 

Så giv mig troen igen! Troen på dig, Rebekka! Troen på din kærlighed! Vidnesbyrd! Vidnesbyrd vil jeg ha’!
 

REBEKKA.
 Vidnesbyrd? Hvor kan jeg gi’ dig vidnesbyrd –!
 

ROSMER.
 Det må du! (går henover gulvet.) Jeg bærer ikke dette øde, – denne forfærdelige tomhed, – dette, – dette –
 

(Det banker hårdt på forstuedøren.)
 

REBEKKA

(farer op fra stolen).
 

Ah, – hørte du det!
 

(Døren åbnes. Ulrik Brendel kommer ind. Han er iført mansketskjorte, sort frakke og gode støvler udenpå benklæderne. For øvrigt er han klædt som forrige gang. Ser forstyrret ud.)
 

ROSMER.
 Å, er det Dem, herr Brendel!
 

BRENDEL.
 Johannes, min gut, – jeg hilser dig – farvel!
 

ROSMER.
 Hvor vil De hen så sent?
 

BRENDEL.
 Nedad bakke.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvorledes –?
 

BRENDEL.
 Nu går jeg hjemover, min dyrebare lærling. Jeg har fåt hjemve efter det store ingenting.
 

ROSMER.
 Der er hændt Dem noget, herr Brendel! Hvad er det?
 

BRENDEL.
 Så du observerer forvandlingen? Ja, – du må vel det. Da jeg sidst betrådte denne sal, – da stod jeg for dig som velstandsmand og slog mig på brystlommen.
 

ROSMER.
 Så! Jeg forstår ikke ganske –
 

BRENDEL.
 Men slig, som du i denne nat ser mig, er jeg en afsat konge på askedyngen af mit brændte slot.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvis der er noget, som jeg kan hjælpe Dem med –
 

BRENDEL.
 Du har konserveret dit barnehjerte, Johannes. Kan du yde mig et lån?
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja, så gerne det.
 

BRENDEL.
 Kan du afse et ideal eller to?
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad for noget, siger De?
 

BRENDEL.
 Et par aflagte idealer. Så gør du en god gerning. For nu er jeg læns, min kære gut. Blank og bar.
 

REBEKKA.
 Kom De ikke til at holde Deres foredrag?
 

BRENDEL.
 Nej, forlokkende dame. Hvad synes De vel? Just som jeg står parat til at tømme overflødighedshornet, gør jeg den penible opdagelse, at jeg er bankerot.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men alle Deres uskrevne værker da?
 

BRENDEL.
 I fem og tyve år har jeg siddet, som gnieren sidder på sit låsede pengeskrin. Og så igår, – da jeg åbner og vil hente skatten frem, – så er der ingen. Tidens tænder havde maset den til støv. Der var nichts og ingenting i hele stadsen.
 

ROSMER.
 Men véd De nu det så visst?
 

BRENDEL.
 Her er ikke rum for tvil, min yndling. Præsidenten har overtydet mig om det.
 

ROSMER.
 Præsidenten?
 

BRENDEL.
 Nå ja, – excellencen da. Ganz nach Belieben.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, men hvem mener De?
 

BRENDEL.
 Peder Mortensgård naturligvis.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvad!
 

BRENDEL

(hemmelighedsfuldt).
 

Hys, hys, hys! Peder Mortensgård er fremtidens høvding og herre. Aldrig har jeg været stedet for en størres åsyn. Peder Mortensgård har almægtigheds-evnen i sig. Han kan gøre alt, hvad han vil.
 

ROSMER.
 Å tro dog ikke det.
 

BRENDEL.
 Jo, min gut! For Peder Mortensgård vil aldrig mere, end han kan. Peder Mortensgård er kapabel til at leve livet uden idealer. Og det, – ser du, – det er just handlingens og sejrens store hemmelighed. Det er summen af al verdens visdom. Basta!
 

ROSMER

(lavmælt).
 

Nu skønner jeg, – at De går herfra fattigere end De kom.
 

BRENDEL.
 Bien! Tag så et Beispiel af din gamle lærer. Stryg ud alt, hvad han gik her og prented ind i dig. Byg ikke din borg på svigtende sand. Og se dig for, – og prøv dig frem, – før du bygger på denne yndefulde skabning, som her forsøder dit liv.
 

REBEKKA.
 Er det mig, De mener?
 

BRENDEL.
 Ja, min tiltrækkende havfrue.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvorfor skulde ikke jeg være at bygge på?
 

BRENDEL

(et skridt nærmere).
 

Jeg har ladet mig sige, at min fordums lærling har en livssag at føre til sejr.
 

REBEKKA.
 Og så –?
 

BRENDEL.
 Sejren er ham sikkret. Men, – vel at mærke, – på ét ufravigeligt vilkår.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvilket?
 

BRENDEL

(tar hende lempeligt om håndledet).
 

At den kvinde, som elsker ham, gladelig går ud i køkkenet og hakker sin fine rosenhvide lillefinger af, – her, – just her ved det midterste led. Item at bemeldte elskende kvinde – ligeledes gladelig – snitter af sig det så uforlignelig formede venstre øre. (slipper hende og vender sig til Rosmer.) Farvel, min sejrende Johannes.
 

ROSMER.
 Vil De gå nu? I mørke natten?
 

BRENDEL.
 Mørke natten er bedst. Fred være med jer.
 

(han går.)
 

(Der er en stund stille i stuen.)
 

REBEKKA

(ånder tungt).
 

Å,2 hvor her er kvalmt og lummert!
 

(hun går hen til vinduet, åbner det og blir stående der.)
 

2. fu: A
 

ROSMER

(sætter sig i lænestolen henne ved ovnen).
 

Der blir nok ikke andet for alligevel, Rebekka. Jeg ser det. Du må rejse.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, jeg øjner ikke noget valg.
 

ROSMER.
 Lad os nytte den sidste stund. Kom her hen og sæt dig hos mig.
 

REBEKKA

(går hen og sætter sig i sofaen).
 

Hvad vil du mig så, Rosmer?
 

ROSMER.
 Først vil jeg nu sige dig det, at du ikke har nødig at nære bekymring for din fremtid.
 

REBEKKA

(smiler).
 

Hm. Min fremtid.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg har forudset alle muligheder. For længe siden. Hvad der så end sker, så er der sørget for dig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det også, du kære.
 

ROSMER.
 Det burde du da kunnet sagt dig selv.
 

REBEKKA.
 Der er gåt mere end år og dag siden jeg tænkte på sligt noget.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, ja, – du mente vel, at det aldrig kunde bli’ anderledes mellem os, end det var.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, så trode jeg.
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg også. Men om nu jeg gik bort –
 

REBEKKA.
 Å, Rosmer, – du vil leve længer end jeg.
 

ROSMER.
 Det usle livet står det da vel i min magt at råde for selv.
 

REBEKKA.
 Hvad er dette her! Du tænker da vel aldrig på at –!
 

ROSMER.
 Synes du, det vilde være så underligt? Efter det ynkelige, jammerfulde nederlag, som jeg har lidt! Jeg, som vilde føre min livssag til sejr –. Og så er jeg flygtet fra det hele, – endnu før slaget rigtig var begyndt!
 

REBEKKA.
 Tag kampen op igen. Rosmer! Prøv bare, – og du skal se, du sejrer. Du vil adle hundreder, – du vil adle tusinder af sind. Prøv bare!
 

ROSMER.
 Å, Rebekka, – jeg, som ikke længer tror på min egen livssag.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men din sag har jo alt ståt sin prøve. Ét menneske har du i alle fald adlet. Mig, så længe jeg lever.
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, – hvis jeg turde tro dig i dette.
 

REBEKKA

(knuger sine hænder).
 

Å, men, Rosmer, – véd du da ikke noget, – ikke noget, som kunde få dig til at tro det?
 

ROSMER

(farer sammen som i angst).
 

Kom ikke ind på dette her! Ikke nærmere, Rebekka! Ikke et eneste ord mere!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, just dette må vi ind på. Véd du noget, som kunde kvæle tvilen? For jeg véd ikke noget i verden.
 

ROSMER.
 Bedst for dig, at du ikke véd det. – Bedst for os begge.
 

REBEKKA.
 Nej, nej, nej, – dette slår jeg mig ikke tiltåls med! Véd du noget, som kan frikende mig i dine øjne, da kræver jeg som min ret, at du nævner det.
 

ROSMER

(ligesom uvilkårlig dreven imod sin egen vilje).
 

Så lad os se da. Du siger, at den store kærlighed er i dig. At gennem mig er dit sind adlet. Er det så? Har du regnet rigtig over, du? Skal vi gøre prøve på regnestykket? Hvad?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er jeg rede til.
 

ROSMER.
 Når det så skal være?
 

REBEKKA.
 Når som helst. Jo før jo heller.
 

ROSMER.
 Så lad mig da få se, Rebekka, – om du, – for min skyld, – endnu i denne aften. – (afbryder.) Å nej, nej, nej!
 

REBEKKA.
 Jo, Rosmer! Jo, jo! Sig det, og du skal få se.
 

ROSMER.
 Har du mod til, – er du villig til, – gladelig, som Ulrik Brendel sa’, – for min skyld, nu i nat, – gladelig, – at gå den samme vejen, – som Beate gik?
 

REBEKKA

(hæver sig langsomt op fra sofaen og siger næsten målløs).
 

Rosmer –!
 

ROSMER.
 Ja, du, – det er dette spørsmål, som jeg aldrig vil kunne gøre mig fri for, – når du er rejst. Hver time på dagen vil jeg komme tilbage til dette samme. Å, jeg synes, jeg ser dig lys levende for mig. Du står ude på kloppen. Midt ude. Nu luder du dig ud over rækværket! Svimler i en dragning ned imod fossestryget! Nej. Så viger du. Vover ikke, – hvad hun voved.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men hvis jeg nu havde det mod? Og den gladelige vilje? Hvad så?
 

ROSMER.
 Så måtte jeg vel tro dig. Så måtte jeg vel få troen igen på min livssag. Troen på min evne til at adle menneskesind. Troen på menneskesindets evne til at adles.
 

REBEKKA

(tar langsomt sit sjal, slår det over hodet og siger behersket).
 

Du skal få troen igen.
 

ROSMER.
 Har du mod og vilje – til dette, Rebekka?
 

REBEKKA.
 Det får du dømme om imorgen, – eller siden, – når de fisker mig op.
 

ROSMER

(tar sig for panden).
 

Der er en lokkende gru i dette –!
 

REBEKKA.
 For jeg vil ikke gerne bli’ liggende der nede. Ikke længer end nødvendigt. Der må sørges for, at de finder mig.
 

ROSMER

(springer op).
 

Men alt dette her, – det er jo vanvid. Rejs, – eller bliv! Jeg vil tro dig på dit blotte ord denne gang også.
 

REBEKKA.
 Talemåder, Rosmer. Ingen fejghed og flugt nu igen, du! Hvor kan du tro mig på mit blotte og bare ord efter denne dag?
 

ROSMER.
 Men jeg vil ikke se dit nederlag, Rebekka!
 

REBEKKA.
 Det blir ikke noget nederlag.
 

ROSMER.
 Det blir. Aldrig har du sind til at gå Beates vej.
 

REBEKKA.
 Tror du ikke det?
 

ROSMER.
 Aldrig. Du er ikke som Beate. Du er ikke under et forkvaklet livssyns magt.
 

REBEKKA.
 Men jeg er under det rosmersholmske livssyn – nu. Hvad jeg har forbrudt, – det bør det sig, at jeg soner.
 

ROSMER

(ser stivt på hende).
 

Er det der, du står.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja.
 

ROSMER

(besluttet).
 

Nu vel. Så er jeg under vort frigjorte livssyn, Rebekka. Der er ingen dommer over os. Og derfor så får vi se at holde justits selv.
 

REBEKKA

(mistyder ham).
 

Det også. Det også. Min bortgang vil frelse det bedste i dig.
 

ROSMER.
 Å, i mig er der ingen ting at frelse mere.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det er der. Men jeg, – jeg vilde herefterdags bare være som et havtrold, der hang og hæmmed det skib. som du skal sejle frem på. Jeg må overbord. Eller skulde jeg kanske gå her oppe i verden og slæbe på et forkrøblet liv? Ruge og gruble over lykken, som min fortid har forspildt for mig? Jeg må ud af spillet, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Hvis du går, – så går jeg med dig.
 

REBEKKA

(smiler næsten umærkeligt, ser på ham og siger sagtere):
 

Ja, kom med, du, – og vær vidne –
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg går med dig, siger jeg.
 

REBEKKA.
 Til kloppen, ja. Den drister du dig jo aldrig ud på.
 

ROSMER.
 Har du lagt mærke til det?
 

REBEKKA

(tungt og brudt).
 

Ja. – Det var det, som gjorde min kærlighed håbløs.
 

ROSMER.
 Rebekka, – nu lægger jeg min hånd på dit hode. (gør som han siger.) Og tar dig til ægte som min rette hustru.
 

REBEKKA

(griber begge hans hænder og bøjer hodet mod hans bryst).
 

Tak, Rosmer. (slipper ham.) Og nu går jeg – gladelig.
 

ROSMER.
 Mand og hustru bør følges ad.
 

REBEKKA.
 Bare til kloppen, Rosmer.
 

ROSMER.
 Ud på den også. Så langt, som du går, – så langt går jeg med dig. For nu tør jeg det.
 

REBEKKA.
 Véd du så usvigelig visst – at denne vejen er den bedste for dig?
 

ROSMER.
 Jeg véd, at den er den eneste.
 

REBEKKA.
 Om du bedrog dig i det? Om det bare var et blændværk? En af disse hvide hestene på Rosmersholm.
 

ROSMER.
 Kunde vel være. For dem slipper vi ikke fra, – vi, her på gården.
 

REBEKKA.
 Så bliv, Rosmer!
 

ROSMER.
 Manden skal følge sin hustru, som hustruen sin mand.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja, sig mig det først. Er det dig, som følger mig? Eller er det mig, som følger dig?
 

ROSMER.
 Det grunder vi aldrig ud tilbunds.
 

REBEKKA.
 Jeg vilde dog gerne vide det.
 

ROSMER.
 Vi to følger hinanden, Rebekka. Jeg dig og du mig.
 

REBEKKA.
 Det tror jeg næsten også.
 

ROSMER.
 For nu er vi to ét.
 

REBEKKA.
 Ja. Nu er vi ét. Kom! Så går vi gladelig.
 

(De går hånd i hånd ud gennem forstuen og ses at dreje om til venstre. Døren blir stående åben efter dem.)
 

(Stuen står en liden stund tom. Så lukker madam Helseth på døren til højre.)
 

MADAM HELSETH.
 Frøken, – nu er vognen – (ser sig om.) Ikke inde? Ude sammen på denne tid? Nå da, – det må jeg sige –! Hm ! (går ud i forstuen, ser sig om og kommer ind igen.) Ikke på bænken. Å nej, nej. (går til vinduet og ser ud.) Jøsses da! Det hvide der –! – Ja, så min sæl står de begge to på kloppen! Gud forlade de syndige mennesker! Slår de ikke armene om hinanden! (skriger højt.) Åh, – udover – begge to! Ud i fossen. Hjælp! Hjælp! (skælver i knæerne, holder sig rystende i stolryggen og kan knapt få ordene frem.) Nej. Ikke hjælp her. – Salig fruen tog dem.
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PERSONERNE
 

DOKTOR WANGEL, distriktslæge. 
 FRU ELLIDA WANGEL, hans anden hustru. 
 BOLETTE. 
 HILDE, halvvoksen. } hans døttre af første ægteskab. 
 OVERLÆRER ARNHOLM. 
 LYNGSTRAND. 
 BALLESTED. 
 EN FREMMED MAND. 
 UNGE FOLK FRA BYEN. 
 TURISTER. 
 SOMMERGÆSTER.
 

(Handlingen foregår ved sommertid i en liden fjordby i det nordlige Norge.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Doktor Wangels hus med stor overbygget veranda til venstre. Have foran og omkring. Nedenfor verandaen en flagstang. Til højre i haven en løvhytte med bord og stole. Hækkegærde med en liden indgangsdør i baggrunden. Bag gærdet en vej langs stranden. Allé ved vejen. Mellem træerne ses fjorden og høje fjeldrækker og tinder i det fjerne. Det er en varm og strålende klar sommermorgen.) 
 

(Ballested, middelaldrende, iført en gammel fløjelsjakke og med bredskygget kunstnerhat, står under flagstangen og steller med linen. Flaget ligger på jorden. Lidt fra ham et staffeli med et opspændt lærred. Ved siden af ligger på en feltstol pensler, palet og en malerkasse.) 
 

(Bolette Wangel kommer fra den åbne havestuedør ud på verandaen. Hun bærer en stor vase med blomster, som hun sætter på bordet.)
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå, Ballested, – får De det så til at glide?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja vel, frøken. Det er en smal sag. – Med tilladelse, – venter De fremmede på besøg idag?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, vi venter overlærer Arnholm hid til os i formiddag. Han er kommen til byen i nat.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Arnholm? Bi lidt –. Hed han ikke Arnholm, han, som var huslærer her for en del år siden?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo. Det er netop ham.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Se, se. Kommer han nu på disse kanter igen.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Det er derfor vi gerne vil flage.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja, det er jo nok så rimeligt da. 

(Bolette går ind i havestuen.)

 (Lidt efter kommer Lyngstrand frem på vejen fra højre og standser interesseret, da han ser staffeliet og malersagerne. Han er en spæd ung mand, tarveligt, men ordentligt klædt og af et svageligt udseende.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(udenfor ved hækken). 
 God morgen.
 

BALLESTED 

(vender sig). 
 Håh –! God morgen. (Hejser flaget op.) Se så, – nu går ballonen. (Gør linen fast og gir sig at skaffe ved staffeliet.) God morgen, meget ærede. Jeg har rigtignok ikke den fornøjelse at –
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 De er visst maler, De.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja, begribeligvis. Skulde jeg ikke være maler også?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, jeg kan se det. – Måtte jeg ikke få lov at komme lidt indenfor?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Vil De kanske ind og se på?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det vilde jeg så svært gerne.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Å, der er ikke noget betydeligt at se endnu. Men vær så artig. Træd De kun nærmere.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Mange tak. 

(han kommer ind gennem havedøren.)
 

BALLESTED 

(maler). 
 Det er fjorden der inde mellem øerne, som jeg holder på med.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg ser det, ja.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Men figuren mangler endnu. Her i byen er der ikke en model at opdrive.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Skal der være en figur også?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja. Inde ved skæret her i forgrunden skal der ligge en halvdød havfrue.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hvorfor skal hun være halvdød?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Hun har forvildet sig ind fra havet og kan ikke finde ud igen. Og så ligger hun her og omkommer i brakvandet, forstår De.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nå, således.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Det var fruen her i huset, som satte mig på tanken at male sligt noget.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hvad vil De kalde det billede, når det blir færdigt?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Jeg agter at kalde det „havfruens ende”.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det passer bra’. – De kan visst få noget godt ud af dette her.
 

BALLESTED 

(ser på ham). 
 Mand af faget måske?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Maler, mener De?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, jeg er ikke det. Men jeg skal bli’ billedhugger. Jeg heder Hans Lyngstrand.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Så De skal bli’ billedhugger? Ja ja, skulpturkunsten er også en net, flot kunst. – Jeg tror, jeg har set Dem på gaden et par gange. Har De opholdt Dem længe her hos os?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, jeg har bare været her en fjorten dages tid. Men jeg vil se, om jeg kan få bli’ her sommeren ud.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Nyde badelivets behageligheder? Hvad?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg skulde se at komme mig lidt til kræfter.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Dog vel ikke svagelig?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, jeg er ligesom lidt svagelig af mig. Men det er ikke noget videre farligt. Det er bare sådant noget med trangpustenhed for brystet.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Pyt, – den slags bagateller! For resten skulde De nu tale med en kyndig læge alligevel.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg har tænkt på at spørge doktor Wangel ved lejlighed.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja, gør det. (ser ud til venstre.) Der kommer en dampbåd igen. Stoppende fuldt af passagerer ombord. Det er dog et mageløst opsving, rejselivet har ta’t her i de sidste år.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, her er rigtig en svær trafik, synes jeg.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Fuldt op af sommergæster er her også. Jeg er mangen gang bange for, at vor gode by skal tabe sit præg ved alt dette fremmede væsen.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Er De barnefødt her i byen?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Nej, jeg er ikke det. Men jeg har akkla– akklimatiseret mig. Jeg føler mig knyttet til stedet ved tidens og vanens bånd.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 De har altså boet længe her?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Nå, en sytten-atten år. Jeg kom hid med Skives teaterselskab. Men så geråded vi i finansielle vanskeligheder. Og så opløste selskabet sig og spredtes for alle vinde.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Men De selv blev altså igen?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Jeg blev. Og det har jeg ståt mig nokså godt på. Jeg virked nemlig dengang nærmest i dekorationsfaget, skal jeg sige Dem. 

(Bolette kommer ud med en gyngestol, som hun sætter på verandaen.)
 

BOLETTE 

(taler ind i havestuen). 
 Hilde, – se om du kan finde den broderte fodskammelen til far.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(går hen under verandaen og hilser): 
 God morgen, frøken Wangel!
 

BOLETTE 

(ved rækværket). 
 Nej se, er det Dem, herr Lyngstrand? God morgen. Undskyld et øjeblik, – jeg skal bare – 

(går ind i huset.)
 

BALLESTED. 
 Kender De familjen her?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ikke videre. Jeg har bare truffet frøkenerne hist og her hos andre. Og så talte jeg lidt med fruen, sidst der var musik oppe på „Udsigten”. Hun sa’, jeg måtte gerne komme og besøge dem.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Nå, véd De hvad, – De skulde kultivere det bekendtskab.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg har også tænkt på at gøre et besøg. Sådan en visit at kalde for. Når jeg nu bare kunde finde en anledning –
 

BALLESTED. 
 Å hvad, – anledning – (ser ud til venstre.) Død Og plage! (samler sine sager sammen.) Dampbåden er alt inde ved bryggen. Jeg må hen i hotellet. Kanske nogen af de nyankomne har brug for mig. Jeg virker nemlig som hårskærer og frisør også, skal jeg sige Dem.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 De er visst svært alsidig. De.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Man må vide at akklimatisere sig i diverse fag på småstederne. Skulde De nogen gang tiltrænge et eller andet i hårvejen, – lidt pomade eller sligt, så spør’ De bare efter danselærer Ballested.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Danselærer –?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Formand i „Hornforeningen”, om De så vil. I aften har vi koncert oppe på „Udsigten”. Farvel, – farvel! 

(han går med malersagerne gennem stakitdøren og videre ud til venstre.)


(Hilde kommer ud med skammelen. Bolette bringer flere blomster. Lyngstrand hilser på Hilde, nede fra haven.)
 

HILDE 

(ved rækværket, uden at hilse igen). 
 Bolette sa’, at De havde vovet Dem indenfor idag.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg tog mig den frihed at gå lidt indenfor.
 

HILDE. 
 Har De været ude og gå’t morgentur nu?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å nej, – det blev nok ikke nogen lang tur idag.
 

HILDE. 
 Har De været i bad da?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg var ude i sjøen en liden stund. Jeg så Deres mor dernede. Hun gik ind i sit badehus.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvem gjorde det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Deres mor.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå så, nå. 

(hun sætter skammelen foran gyngestolen.)
 

BOLETTE 

(ligesom afbrydende). 
 Så De ikke noget til fars båd ude på fjorden?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, jeg syntes jeg så en sejlbåd, som styred indover.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Det var visst far. Han har været ude i sygebesøg på øerne. 

(hun ordner et og andet ved bordet.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(et skridt oppe på trappen til verandaen). 
 Nej, her er da rigtig staseligt med blomster –!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, ser det ikke godt ud?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, det ser dejligt ud. Det ser ud, som om her var en højtidsdag i huset.
 

HILDE. 
 Det er det såmæn også.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Kunde næsten skønne det. Det er visst Deres fars geburtsdag idag.
 

BOLETTE 

(advarende til Hilde). 
 Hm – hm!
 

HILDE 

(uden at bryde sig om det). 
 Nej, mors.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nå så, – Deres mors er det.
 

BOLETTE 

(sagte, vred). 
 Men, Hilde –!
 

HILDE 

(ligeså). 
 La’ mig være! (til Lyngstrand.) De skal vel gå hjem og få Dem frokost nu?
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(stiger ned fra trappen). 
 Ja, jeg skulde vel se at få mig lidt til livs.
 

HILDE. 
 De synes da visst, at De lever rigtig godt der borte på hotellet?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg bor ikke længer på hotellet. Det blev mig for dyrt.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvor bor De da nu?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nu bor jeg oppe hos madam Jensen.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvilken madam Jensen?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jor’moren.
 

HILDE. 
 Undskyld, herr Lyngstrand, – men jeg har virkelig andet at bestille end at –
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, jeg skulde visst ikke ha’ sagt det der.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvilket noget?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det, som jeg sa’.
 

HILDE 

(måler ham, unådigt). 
 Jeg forstår Dem aldeles ikke.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, nej. Men så vil jeg da sige frøkenerne farvel så længe.
 

BOLETTE 

(kommer frem til trappen). 
 Farvel, farvel, herr Lyngstrand. De får rigtig ha’ os undskyldt for idag –. Men siden en gang, – når De får rigtig god tid – og når De har lyst, – så må De endelig se indom og hilse på far og – og på os andre.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, mange tak. Det skal jeg så inderlig gerne gøre. 

(han hilser og går ud gennem havedøren. I det han går forbi på vejenudenfor til venstre, hilser han endnu en gang op til verandaen.)
 

HILDE 

(halvhøjt). 
 Adjø, mosjø! Værs’go’ og hils mor Jensen fra mig.
 

BOLETTE 

(sagte, rusker hende i armen). 
 Hilde –! Din uskikkelige unge! Er du rent gal! Han kunde gerne høre dig!
 

HILDE. 
 Pyt, – tror du, jeg bryr mig om det!
 

BOLETTE 

(ser ud til højre). 
 Nu kommer far. 

(Doktor Wangel, rejseklædt og med en liden vadsæk i hånden, kommer frem på fodstien fra højre.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Se, her har I mig igen, småpiger! 

(han går ind gennem stakitdøren.)
 

BOLETTE 

(går ham imøde nede i haven). 
 Å, det var da dejligt, at du kom.
 

HILDE 

(går også ned til ham). 
 Har du gjort ifra dig for hele dagen nu, far?
 

WANGEL. 
 Å nej, jeg får nok ned på kontoret en liden stund siden. – Sig mig, – véd I, om Arnholm er kommet?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, han kom inat. Vi har havt bud henne i hotellet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Altså ikke set ham endnu?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej. Men han kommer visst ind til os i formiddag.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, det gør han ganske sikkert.
 

HILDE 

(trækker i ham). 
 Far, nu må du da se dig om.
 

WANGEL 

(ser hen mod verandaen). 
 Ja, jeg ser det nok, barn. – Her er jo rigtig festligt.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, synes du ikke, vi har fåt det pent i stand?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jo, det må jeg rigtignok sige. – Er – er vi alene i huset nu?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, hun er gåt i –
 

BOLETTE 

(falder raskt ind). 
 Mor er i bad.
 

WANGEL 

(ser venligt på Bolette og klapper hende på hodet. Derpå siger han lidt nølende): 
 Hør nu, småpiger, – vil I ha’ alt dette her stående således hele dagen? Og flaget hejst hele dagen også?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, men det kan du da vel sagtens tænke dig, far!
 

WANGEL. 
 Hm, – ja vel. Men, ser I –
 

BOLETTE 

(blinker og nikker til ham). 
 Du kan da vel skønne, at vi har gjort det alt sammen for overlærer Arnholms skyld. Når slig en god ven kommer første gang og hilser på dig –
 

HILDE 

(smiler og rusker i ham). 
 Tænk, – han, som har været Bolettes lærer, far!
 

WANGEL 

(med et halvt smil). 
 I to er mig rigtig et par poliske –. Nå, Herregud, – det er jo i grunden så ganske naturligt, at vi erindrer hende, som ikke mere er iblandt os. Men alligevel. Se der, Hilde. (gir vadsækken fra sig.) Ned på kontoret med den. – Nej, småpiger, – jeg liker ikke dette her. Ikke måden, forstår I. Dette, at vi således hvert år –. Nå, – hvad skal man sige! Det kan vel sagtens ikke gøres anderledes.
 

HILDE 

(vil gå gennem haven til venstre med vadsækken, men standser, vender sig og peger ud). 
 Se den herren, som kommer der borte. Det er visst overlæreren.
 

BOLETTE 

(ser derhen). 
 Han der? (ler.) Nej, du er god, du! Tror du den halvgamle fyren er Arnholm!
 

WANGEL. 
 Nå, bi lidt, barn. Jo så min sandten tror jeg ikke det er ham! – Jo visst er det så, jo!
 

BOLETTE 

(stirrer derhen, stille forbauset). 
 Ja, ved Gud, tror ikke jeg også –! 
 (Overlærer Arnholm, i elegant formiddagsdragt, med guldbriller og en tynd stok, kommer udenfor på vejen fra venstre. Han har et noget overanstrængt udseende, ser ind i haven, hilser venligt og går ind gennem stakitdøren.)
 

WANGEL 

(går ham imøde). 
 Velkommen, kære overlærer! Hjertelig velkommen på gamle tomter igen!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Tak, tak, doktor Wangel. Tusend tak skal De ha’. 

(de ryster hinandens hænder og går sammen fremover i haven.)
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og der har vi børnene! (rækker dem hænderne og ser på dem.) De to skulde jeg neppe ha’ kendt igen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, det tror jeg nok.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Å jo, – kanske dog Bolette. – Jo, Bolette skulde jeg nok ha’ kendt.
 

WANGEL. 
 Knapt nok, tænker jeg. Det er jo også nu en otte-ni år siden, De så hende sidst. Å ja, her er sagtens mangt og meget forandret i den tid.
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser sig om). 
 Jeg syntes egentlig ikke det. Når jeg undtager, at træerne er vokset adskilligt til – og så at der er anlagt den løvhytten der –
 

WANGEL. 
 Å nej, sådan i det ydre –
 

ARNHOLM 

(smiler). 
 Og så det, naturligvis, at nu har De jo to store giftefærdige døttre i huset.
 

WANGEL. 
 Å, giftefærdig er da vel bare den ene.
 

HILDE 

(halvhøjt). 
 Nej, hør på far!
 

WANGEL. 
 Men nu tænker jeg, vi sætter os op på verandaen. Der er svalere end her. Vær så god.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Tak, tak, kære doktor. 

(de går derop. Wangel anviser Arnholm plads i gyngestolen.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Se så. Nu skal De bare sidde ganske rolig og hvile Dem ud. For De ser virkelig noget anstrængt ud efter rejsen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Å, det betyder ingenting. Her i disse omgivelser –
 

BOLETTE 

(til Wangel). 
 Skal vi ikke bringe lidt sodavand og saft i havestuen? Her ude blir det visst snart for varmt.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jo, gør det, småpiger. Lad os få sodavand og saft. Og så lidt konjak kanske.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Skal det være konjak også?
 

WANGEL. 
 Bare lidt. Om nogen skulde ville ha’.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, ja da. Hilde, gå så ned på kontoret med vadsækken. 

(Bolette går ind i havestuen og lukker døren efter sig. Hilde tar vadsækken og går gennem haven bag huset til venstre.)
 

ARNHOLM 

(som har fulgt Bolette med øjnene). 
 Det er da virkelig en prægtig –. Det er to prægtige pigebørn, som der er vokset op for Dem.
 

WANGEL 

(sætter sig). 
 Ja, synes De ikke det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jo, det er ligefrem overraskende med Bolette. Og med Hilde også. – Men nu De selv, kære doktor –. Tænker De at bli’ boende her al Deres tid?
 

WANGEL. 
 Å ja, det blir visst til det. Her er jeg jo født og båren, som man siger. Her har jeg levet så inderlig lykkelig med hende, som gik bort fra os så tidlig. Hende, som De kendte, da De var her sidst, Arnholm.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja – ja.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og nu lever jeg her så lykkelig med hende, som jeg fik i stedet. Å, jeg må sige, at i det hele og store taget har skæbnen været god imod mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men ingen børn i Deres andet ægteskab?
 

WANGEL. 
 Vi fik en liden gut for to-halvtredje år siden. Men ham beholdt vi ikke længe. Han døde, da han var en fire-fem måneder gammel.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er ikke Deres hustru hjemme idag?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jo, nu må hun visst snart komme. Hun er nede og tar bad. Det gør hun hver eneste dag i denne tid. Hvad slags vejr det så er.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Fejler der hende noget?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke sådan ligefrem fejler. Skønt hun har rigtignok været mærkelig nervøs i de sidste par år. Det vil sige, sådan af og til. Jeg kan ikke rigtig bli’ klog på, hvad der egentlig er i vejen med hende. Men det at gå i sjøen, det er ligesom hendes liv og lyst, det, ser De.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det kan jeg huske fra før af.
 

WANGEL 

(med et næsten umærkeligt smil). 
 Ja, De kender jo Ellida fra den tid, De var lærer der ude i Skjoldviken.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Forstår sig. Hun kom ofte på besøg i prestegården. Og jeg traf hende også for det meste, når jeg var ude i fyrtårnet og så til hendes far.
 

WANGEL. 
 Den tiden der ude kan De tro har sat sine dybe mærker i hende. Folk her i byen kan slet ikke forstå det. De kalder hende „fruen fra havet”.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Gør de det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja. Og se derfor –. Tal nu De med hende om gamle dage, kære Arnholm. Det vil hun ha’ så inderlig godt af.
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser tvilende på ham). 
 Har De egentlig nogen grund til at tro det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja visst har jeg så.
 

ELLIDAS STEMME 

(høres udenfor i haven til højre). 
 Er det dig, Wangel!
 

WANGEL 

(rejser sig). 
 Ja, kære. 

(Fru Ellida Wangel, med et stort, let kastetørklæde om sig og med håret vådt, udslået over skuldrene, kommer frem mellem træerne ved løvhytten. Orerlærer Arnholm rejser sig.)
 

WANGEL 

(smiler og strækker hænderne mod hende). 
 Nå, se der har vi havfruen!
 

ELLIDA 

(går ilsomt op på verandaen og griber hans hænder). 
 Gud ske lov, at jeg ser dig igen! Når kom du?
 

WANGEL. 
 Nu netop. For en liden stund siden. (Tyder mod Arnholm.) Men vil du ikke hilse på en gammel bekendt –?
 

ELLIDA 

(rækker Arnholm hånden). 
 Der har vi Dem altså. Velkommen! Og undskyld, at jeg ikke var hjemme –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Å, jeg be’r. Gør endelig ingen omstændigheder –
 

WANGEL. 
 Var vandet bra’ friskt idag?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Friskt! Å Gud, her er vandet aldrig friskt. Så lunkent og så slapt. Uh! Vandet er sygt her inde i fjordene.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Sygt?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det er sygt. Og jeg tror det gør én syg også.
 

WANGEL 

(smiler). 
 Nå, du anbefaler rigtignok badestedet.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg tror nu snarere, at De, fru Wangel, har et særligt forhold både til havet og til alt, hvad havets er.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å ja, kanske det. Jeg tror det næsten selv. – Men ser De, hvor festligt småpigerne har ordnet al ting for Deres skyld?
 

WANGEL 

(forlegen). 
 Hm –. (ser på sit uhr.) Nu må jeg nok snart –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er det virkelig for min skyld –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det kan De da forstå. Vi stadser jo ikke sådan op til hverdags. – Uh, – hvor kvælende hedt her er under dette taget! (går ned i haven.) Kom her over! Her er da i det mindste ligesom en slags luftning. 

(hun sætter sig i løvhytten.)
 

ARNHOLM 

(går derhen). 
 Jeg synes såmæn her lufter ganske friskt.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja De, som er vant til den kvalme hovedstadsluften. Der skal det jo være rent forfærdeligt om sommeren, har jeg hørt.
 

WANGEL 

(som ligeledes er gået ned i haven). 
 Hm, kære Ellida, nu får du nok underholde vor gode ven alene en stund.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Har du forretninger?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, jeg må ned på kontoret. Og så får jeg jo se at klæ’ mig lidt om. Men jeg blir ikke længe –
 

ARNHOLM 

(sætter sig i løvhytten). 
 Forhast Dem endelig ikke, kære doktor. Deres hustru og jeg skal nok vide at fordrive tiden.
 

WANGEL 

(nikker). 
 Å ja, – det stoler jeg på. Nå, – på gensyn da! 

(han går ud gennem haven til venstre.)
 

ELLIDA 

(efter en kort taushed). 
 Synes De ikke, man sidder godt her?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg synes jeg sidder godt nu.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Lysthuset her kaldes mit lysthus. For det er mig, som har lad’t det indrette. Eller rettere Wangel – for min skyld.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og her plejer De så at sidde?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, her sidder jeg for det meste om dagen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Med småpigerne vel?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, småpigerne – de holder til på verandaen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og Wangel selv?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, Wangel går så fra og til. Snart er han her hos mig og snart er han over hos børnene.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er det Dem, som vil ha’ det således?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg tror, at alle parter finder sig bedst ved det på den måde. Vi kan jo tale over til hverandre – når vi en gang imellem synes, vi har noget at sige.
 

ARNHOLM 

(efter en stund i tanker). 
 Da jeg sidst færdedes på Deres veje –. Ude i Skjoldviken, mener jeg –. Hm, – det er længe siden nu –.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det er godt og vel ti år siden De var der ude hos os.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, så omtrent. Men når jeg tænker mig Dem der ude i fyrtårnet –! Hedningen, som gamle presten kaldte Dem, fordi Deres far havde ladt Dem døbe, som han sa’, med et skibsnavn og ikke med et kristent menneskenavn –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, hvad så?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Mindst af alt havde jeg tro’d, jeg skulde få se Dem igen her inde som fru Wangel.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, dengang var jo Wangel endnu ikke ble’t –. Dengang leved jo endnu småpigernes første mor. Deres rigtige mor sådan –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja vel. Ja vel. Men selv om ikke så havde været –. Selv om han havde været frank og fri, – så havde jeg aldrig tænkt, at dette her skulde komme i stand.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ikke jeg heller. Aldrig i verden – dengang.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Wangel er jo så bra’. Så hæderlig. Så inderlig god og snil imod alle mennesker –
 

ELLIDA 

(varmt og hjerteligt). 
 Ja, det er han rigtignok!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 – men han må da være så himmelvidt forskellig fra Dem, synes jeg.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det har De ret i. Det er han også.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå, men hvorledes kom det da? Hvorledes kom det!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, kære Arnholm, De må ikke spørge mig om det. Jeg vilde ikke kunne forklare Dem de ting. Og selv om jeg kunde, så vilde De aldrig være i stand til at fatte og forstå en smule af det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm –. (lidt sagtere.) Har De nogensinde betro’d Deres mand noget om mig? Jeg mener naturligvis om det forgæves skridt, – som jeg engang lod mig henrive til.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej. Kan De tro sligt! Ikke et ord har jeg sagt ham om – om det, De sigter til.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det glæder mig. For jeg følte mig ligesom lidt trykket ved tanken om at –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det behøver De slet ikke. Jeg har bare sagt ham, som sandt er, at jeg holdt svært af Dem og at De var den troeste og bedste ven jeg havde derude.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Tak for det. Men, sig mig nu, – hvorfor skrev De mig aldrig til siden jeg rejste?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg tænkte, det kunde kanske gøre Dem ondt at høre noget fra en, som – som ikke kunde komme Dem imøde således, som De havde ønsket det. Det var jo ligesom at rippe op igen i noget pinligt, syntes jeg.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm –. Ja, ja, De kan sagtens ha’ ret i det.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men hvorfor skrev De aldrig selv?
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser på hende og smiler halvt bebrejdende). 
 Jeg? Gøre begyndelsen? Kanske gøre mig mistænkt for at ville indlede noget nyt. Efter et sådant afslag som det, jeg havde fåt?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å nej, det forstår jeg jo nok også. – Har De aldrig siden tænkt på nogen anden forbindelse?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Aldrig. Jeg er ble’t trofast mod mine erindringer.
 

ELLIDA 

(halvt spøgende). 
 Å hvad! Lad de gamle triste erindringer fare. De skulde sandelig heller tænke på at bli’ en lykkelig ægtemand, synes jeg.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Da måtte det nok ske snart, fru Wangel. Husk på, – jeg har såmæn allerede, med skam at sige, fyldt de syv og tredive.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå ja, desto større grund til at skynde Dem. (tier lidt, derpå siger hun alvorlig og dæmpet.) Men hør nu, kære Arnholm, – nu vil jeg sige Dem en ting, som jeg ikke kunde fåt frem dengang, om det så havde gældt mit liv.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvad er da det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Da De gjorde – det forgæves skridt, som De nylig sa’, – da kunde jeg ikke svare Dem anderledes end jeg svarte.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg véd det. De havde ikke andet at hyde mig end godt venskab. Jeg véd det jo.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men De véd ikke, at hele mit sind og alle mine tanker dengang var andetsteds henne.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Dengang!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, netop.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men det er jo umuligt! De tar fejl af tiden! Jeg tror knapt De kendte Wangel dengang.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det er ikke Wangel, jeg taler om.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke Wangel? Men på den tid, – der ude i Skjoldviken –. Jeg mindes ikke et eneste menneske der ude, som jeg kunde tænke mig muligheden af, at De kunde fæste Dem ved.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, nej, – det tror jeg nok. For det var så rent forvildende galt alt sammen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men så lad mig da høre nærmere om dette her!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, det er jo nok, når De véd, at jeg var bunden dengang. Og nu véd De det jo.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Om De nu ikke havde været bunden dengang?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad så?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Vilde da Deres svar på mit brev være faldet anderledes ud?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvor kan jeg vide det? Da Wangel kom, faldt jo svaret anderledes ud.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvad skal det så tjene til at fortælle mig, at De var bunden?
 

ELLIDA 

(rejser sig ligesom i angst og uro). 
 Fordi jeg må ha’ nogen at betro mig til. Nej, nej, bliv De bare siddende.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Deres mand véd altså ikke noget om sagen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg tilstod ham fra først af, at mit sind engang havde været andetsteds henne. Mere har han ikke forlangt at vide. Og vi har aldrig rørt ved det siden. Det var jo i grunden ikke andet end galskab heller. Og så gik det jo overstyr igen straks. Ja, det vil sige – på en måde.
 

ARNHOLM 

(rejser sig). 
 Bare på en måde? Ikke helt!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, jo visst! Å Gud, kære Arnholm, det er slet ikke således, som De tænker. Det er noget så rent ubegribeligt. Jeg véd ikke, hvorledes jeg skulde kunne fortælle det. De vilde bare tro, at jeg var syg. Eller at jeg var rent gal.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Min bedste frue, – nu må og skal De sandelig tale fuldt ud.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå da! Jeg får prøve på det. Hvorledes vil De, som en fornuftig mand, kunne forklare Dem at – (ser ud og afbryder.) Vent til siden. Her kommer nok besøg. 
 (Lyngstrand kommer ude på vejen fra venstre og går ind i haven. Han har en blomst i knaphullet og bærer en stor smuk buket, omviklet med papir og silkebånd. Han standser og nøler lidt uviss ved verandaen.)
 

ELLIDA 

(frem i løvhytten). 
 Er det småpigerne, De ser efter, herr Lyngstrand?
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(vender sig). 
 Å, er fruen der? (hilser og kommer nærmere.) Nej, det er ikke det. Det er ikke frøkenerne. Det er Dem selv, fru Wangel. De har jo gi’t mig lov til at komme og besøge Dem –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja visst har jeg så. De er os altid velkommen.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Mange tak. Og da det falder sig så heldigt, at her just er festlighed i huset idag –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå, så det véd De?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jaha. Og derfor vilde jeg gerne være så fri at overrække fru Wangel denne her – 

(han bukker og rækker buketten frem.)
 

ELLIDA 

(smiler). 
 Men, bedste herr Lyngstrand, er det ikke rigtigst, at De gir Deres smukke blomster til overlærer Arnholm selv? For det er jo dog egentlig ham, som –
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(ser uvisst på dem begge). 
 Undskyld, – men jeg kender ikke den fremmede herre. Det er bare –. Jeg kommer i anledning af geburtsdagen, frue.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Geburtsdagen? Så har De ta’t fejl, herr Lyngstrand. Der er ingen fødselsdag her i huset idag.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(smiler lunt). 
 Å, jeg véd det nok. Men jeg trode ikke, det skulde være så hemmeligt.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad for noget véd De?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 At det er fruens ge– fruens fødselsdag.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Min?
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser spørgende på hende). 
 Idag? Nej visst ikke, nej.
 

ELLIDA 

(til Lyngstrand). 
 Hvor falder De da på det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det er frøken Hilde, som har forrådt det. Jeg var lidt indom her før idag. Og så spurgte jeg frøkenerne, hvorfor de stadsed så svært op med blomster og flag –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå ja vel?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 – og så svared frøken Hilde: jo, for idag er det mors – fødselsdag.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Mors –! Nå så.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Aha! 

(han og Ellida ser forstående på hinanden.)
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, når den unge mand altså véd det, fru Wangel –
 

ELLIDA 

(til Lyngstrand). 
 Ja, når De nu engang véd det, så –
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(byder buketten igen). 
 Må jeg så få lov til at gratulere –
 

ELLIDA 

(tar blomsterne). 
 Mange tak skal De ha’. – Vær så god og sid ned et øjeblik, herr Lyngstrand. 

(Ellida, Arnholm og Lyngstrand sætter sig i løvhytten.)
 

ELLIDA. 
 Dette her – med min fødselsdag – det skulde ha’ været en hemmelighed, herr overlærer.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det skulde nok det. Det skulde ikke ha’ været for os uindviede.
 

ELLIDA 

(lægger buketten til side). 
 Nej, just så. Ikke for de uindviede.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg skal så sandelig ikke nævne det til noget levendes menneske.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, det er nu ikke sådan ment. – Men hvorledes går det Dem så? Jeg synes, De ser bedre ud nu end før.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg tror nok, det går bra’ med mig. Og så til næste år, når jeg kanske får komme ned til de sydlige lande –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og det får De jo, siger småpigerne.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, for i Bergen har jeg en velgører, som beskytter mig. Og han har lovet, at han vil hjælpe mig til næste år.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvorledes har De fåt fat på ham?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, det traf sig så svært heldigt. For jeg har en gang været ude til sjøs med et af skibene hans.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Har De det? Så De havde lyst til sjøen dengang?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, ikke det mindste. Men da mor var død, så vilde ikke far ha’ mig gåendes længer hjemme hos sig. Og så lod han mig gå til sjøs. Så forliste vi i engelske kanalen på hjemrejsen. Og det var jo godt for mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes det, mener De?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, for ved det forliset var det, at jeg fik mit knæk. Dette her for brystet. Jeg lå så længe i det iskolde vandet, før de kom og berged mig. Og så måtte jeg jo begi’ sjøen. – Ja, det var rigtignok en stor lykke.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Så? Synes De det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja. For knækket er jo ikke videre farligt. Og nu kan jeg jo få bli’ billedhugger, som jeg så inderlig gerne vilde. Tænk – at få modellere i det dejlige leret, som føjer sig så fint mellem fingrene!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og hvad vil De så modellere? Skal det være havmænd og havfruer? Eller skal det være gamle vikinger –?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, det blir nok ikke sligt noget. Så snart jeg kan komme til, vil jeg prøve på at gøre et stort værk. Sådan en gruppe, som de kalder det.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå ja, – men hvad skal da den gruppen forestille?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, det skulde nu være noget, som jeg selv har oplevet.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, ja, – hold Dem helst til det.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men hvad skal det være for noget?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, jeg havde tænkt, det skulde være en ung sjømandskone, som ligger og sover så underlig uroligt. Og drømme gør hun også. Jeg tror nok, jeg skal få det til slig, at de kan se på hende, at hun drømmer.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Skal der da ikke være noget mere?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, der skal være én figur til. Sådan en gestalt at kalde for. Det skal være hendes mand, som hun har været troløs imod, mens han var borte. Og han er druknet i havet.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes, siger De –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Er han druknet?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja. Han er druknet på sjørejs. Men så er der det underlige, at han er kommet hjem alligevel. Det er ved nattens tider. Og nu står han der for sengen og ser på hende. Han skal stå så drivendes våd, som de dra’r en op af sjøen.
 

ELLIDA 

(læner sig tilbage i stolen). 
 Det var da noget forunderligt noget. (lukker øjnene.) Å, jeg kan se det så lys levende for mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men i al verdens navn, herr – herr –! De sa’ jo, at det skulde være noget, som De havde oplevet.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jaha, – jeg har også oplevet dette her. På en måde, at sige.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Oplevet at en død mand –?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nå ja, jeg mener jo ikke sådan lige til oplevet. Ikke oplevet det udvendig, forstår sig. Men alligevel så –
 

ELLIDA 

(livfuldt, spændt). 
 Fortæl mig alt, hvad De véd og kan! Dette her må jeg ha’ fuld rede på.
 

ARNHOLM 

(smiler). 
 Ja, dette må jo sagtens være noget for Dem. Sådant noget med havstemning i.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvorledes var det så, herr Lyngstrand?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, det var så, at den gang vi skulde sejle hjem med briggen fra en by, som de kalder for Halifax, så måtte vi lægge bådsmanden efter os på sygehuset der. Så fik vi påmønstret en amerikaner i stedet. Denne her nye bådsmanden –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Amerikaneren?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 – ja; han fik en dag lånt hos kaptejnen en bunke gamle aviser, som han stødt og stadig læste i. For han vilde lære sig norsk, sa’ han.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå! Og så!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Så var det en kveld i et overhændigt vejr. Alle mand var på dæk. Undtagen bådsmanden og jeg da. For han havde forstuvet ene foden sin, så han ikke kunde træ’ på den. Og jeg var også klejn af mig og lå til køjs. Nå, så sad han da der i lugaren og læste i et af de gamle bladene igen –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja vel! Ja vel!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Men bedst som han sidder, så hører jeg, at han gir ligesom et brøl ifra sig. Og da jeg så ser på ham, så ser jeg, at han er kridenes hvid i ansigtet. Og så gir han sig til at knase og mase bladet sammen og plukke det i tusend små stykker. Men det gjorde han så ganske stille, stille.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Sa’ han da slet ingen ting? Talte han ikke?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ikke straks. Men lidt efter sa’ han ligesom til sig selv: Giftet sig. Med en anden mand. Mens jeg var borte.
 

ELLIDA 

(lukker øjnene, og siger halv sagte). 
 Sa’ han det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja. Og tænk, – det sa’ han på rigtig godt norsk. Han må ha’ havt svært let for at lære fremmede sprog, den manden.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og hvad så siden? Hvad skede så mere?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, så kommer dette her underlige, som jeg aldrig i verden skal glemme. For han la’ til, – ganske stille det også: Men min er hun og min skal hun bli’. Og mig skal hun følge, om jeg så skal komme hjem og hente hende som en druknet mand fra svarte sjøen.
 

ELLIDA 

(skænker sig et glas vand. Hendes hånd ryster). 
 Puh, – hvor lummert her er idag –
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Og det sa’ han med slig en magt i viljen, at jeg syntes, han måtte være mand for at gøre det også.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Véd De ikke noget om, – hvad der er ble’t af den manden?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, frue, han er visst ikke mere i live.
 

ELLIDA 

(hurtigt). 
 Hvorfor tror De det!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, for vi forliste jo bagefter i kanalen. Jeg var kommen mig ned i storbåden med kaptejnen og fem andre. Styrmanden gik i hækjollen. Og i den var også amerikaneren og en mand til.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og fra dem har man ingen ting hørt siden?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, ingen verdens ting, frue. Min velgører skrev det nu nylig i et brev. Men netop derfor har jeg fåt slig svær lyst til at gøre et kunstværk af det. Den troløse sjømandskonen ser jeg så lebendig for mig. Og så hævneren, som er druknet og som alligevel kommer hjem fra sjøen. Jeg kan se dem begge to så tydeligt.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg også. (rejser sig.) Kom, – lad os gå ind. Eller helst ned til Wangel! Jeg synes, her er så kvælende lummert. 

(hun går ud af løvhytten.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(som ligeledes har rejst sig). 
 Jeg, for min del, får nok sige tak for mig. Det skulde bare være et lidet besøg for fødselsdagens skyld.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå, som De vil da. (rækker ham hånden.) Farvel og tak for blomsterne. 

(Lyngstrand hilser og går gennem stakitdøren ud til venstre.)
 

ARNHOLM 

(står op og går hen til Ellida). 
 Jeg ser nok, at det er gåt Dem nær til hjerte, kære fru Wangel.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å ja, De kan gerne kalde det så, endskønt –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men i grunden er det jo ikke andet, end De måtte være forberedt på.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser studsende på ham). 
 Forberedt!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, jeg synes det.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Forberedt på at nogen kunde komme igen –! Komme igen på slig en vis!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men hvad i al verden –! Er det den forstyrrede billedhuggerens skipperhistorie –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, kære Arnholm, han er kanske ikke så forstyrret endda.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er det altså denne snak om den døde mand, som har rystet Dem således? Og jeg, som trode, at –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad trode De?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg trode naturligvis, at det bare var maskespil af Dem. At De sad her og pintes, fordi De var kommen efter, at der i lønlighed fejres familjefest i huset. At Deres mand og hans børn lever et erindringsliv, som De ingen del har i.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å nej, nej. Det får være med det, som det være vil. Jeg har ingen ret til at kræve min mand helt og alene for mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det synes jeg dog De måtte ha’.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Men jeg har det ikke alligevel. Det er sagen. Jeg selv lever jo også i noget, – som de andre står udenfor.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 De! (sagtere.) Er det således at forstå –? De – De holder egentlig ikke af Deres mand!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å jo, jo, – af hele mit sind er jeg kommet til at holde af ham! Og just derfor er det så forfærdeligt, – så uforklarligt, – så rent utænkeligt –!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nu skal De betro Deres sorger helt og holdent til mig! Vil De ikke det, fru Wangel?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg kan ikke, kære ven. Ikke nu i alle fald. Kanske senere. 

(Bolette kommer ud på verandaen og går ned i haven.)
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nu kommer far fra kontoret. Skulde vi så ikke alle sammen sætte os ind i havestuen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, lad os det. 

(Wangel, omklædt, kommer med Hilde fra venstre bag huset.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Se så! Her har I mig frank og fri! Nu skal det smage at få sig et godt glas kølende til livs.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Vent lidt. 

(hun går ind i løvhytten og henter buketten.)
 

HILDE. 
 Nej se, se! Alle de dejlige blomster! Hvor har du fåt dem fra?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Dem har jeg fåt af billedhugger Lyngstrand, min kære Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(studser). 
 Af Lyngstrand?
 

BOLETTE 

(urolig). 
 Har Lyngstrand været her – nu igen?
 

ELLIDA 

(med et halvt smil). 
 Ja. Han kom indom med denne her. I anledning af fødselsdagen, forstår du.
 

BOLETTE 

(skotter til Hilde). 
 Åh –!
 

HILDE 

(mumler). 
 Det bæst!
 

WANGEL 

(i pinlig forlegenhed, til Ellida). 
 Hm –. Ja, ser du vel –. Jeg skal sige dig, min kære, gode, velsignede Ellida –
 

ELLIDA 

(afbrydende). 
 Kom så, småpiger! Så vil vi sætte mine blomster i vand sammen med de andre. 

(hun går op på verandaen.)
 

BOLETTE 

(sagte til Hilde). 
 Å, men hun er da i grunden snil alligevel.
 

HILDE 

(halvhøjt, ser vred ud). 
 Abekatstreger! Hun lader bare så for at tækkes far.
 

WANGEL 

(oppe på verandaen, trykker Ellidas hånd). 
 Tak – tak! Inderlig tak for dette her, Ellida!
 

ELLIDA 

(steller med blomsterne). 
 Å hvad, – skulde ikke jeg også være med og gøre stads af – af mors fødselsdag?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm –. 

(han går op til Wangel og Ellida. Bolette og Hilde blir nede i haven.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Oppe på „Udsigten”, en kratbevokset højde bag byen. Lidt tilbage står en varde og en vindfløj. Store stene, skikkede til siddepladse, er henlagt omkring varden og i forgrunden. Dybt nede i baggrunden ses den ydre fjord med øer og fremspringende næs. Det åbne hav ses ikke. Det er sommernat med halvlys. Gulrødt skær i luften og over fjeldtinderne langt ude i det fjerne. Lyden af firstemmig sang høres svagt nedenunder i bakkerne til højre.) 
 

(Unge folk fra byen, damer og herrer, kommer parvis op fra højre, går under fortrolig samtale forbi varden og ud til venstre. Lidt efter kommer Ballested som vejviser for et selskab af udenlandske turister med deres damer. Han er belæsset med sjaler og rejsetasker.)
 

BALLESTED 

(peger opad med stokken). 
 Sehen Sie, meine Herrschaften, – dort borte liegt eine andere højde. Das willen wir også besteigen und so herunter – 

(han fortsætter på engelsk og fører selskabet ud til venstre.)


(Hilde kommer raskt op fra skråningen til højre, standser og ser sig tiltilbage. Lidt efter kommer Bolette op samme vej.)
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men, kære, hvorfor skulde vi da løbe fra Lyngstrand?
 

HILDE. 
 Fordi jeg kan ikke udstå at gå så langsomt i bakkerne. Se, – se, hvor han kryber opover.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, du véd jo, hvor dårlig han er.
 

HILDE. 
 Tror du, det er svært farligt?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, det tror jeg rigtignok.
 

HILDE. 
 Han var jo hos far i eftermiddag. Jeg gad vide, hvad far mener om ham.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Far sa’ til mig, at det er forhærdelse i lungen, – eller sligt noget. Han blir ikke gammel, sa’ far.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, sa’ han det! Tænk, – det er akkurat det samme, som jeg har tro’d.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men du må for Guds skyld ikke la’ dig mærke med noget.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, kan du da falde på sligt. (halv sagte.) Se så, – nu har Hans fåt kravlet sig op. Hans –. Synes du ikke en kan se udenpå ham, at han heder Hans?
 

BOLETTE 

(hvisker). 
 Vær nu bare skikkelig! Det rå’r jeg dig til. 

(Lyngstrand kommer fra højre med en parasol i hånden.)
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg må be’ frøkenerne undskylde, at jeg ikke kunde gå så fort som De.
 

HILDE. 
 Har De fåt Dem en parasol også nu?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det er Deres mors. Hun sa’, jeg skulde bruge den til stok. For jeg havde ingen med.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Er de der nede endnu? Far og de andre?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja. Deres far gik lidt ind i beværtningen. Og de andre sidder udenfor og hører på musiken. Men siden så vilde de komme herop, sa’ Deres mor.
 

HILDE 

(som står og ser på ham). 
 De er nok svært træt nu.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg synes næsten, jeg er ligesom noget træt af mig. Jeg tror så sandelig, jeg får sætte mig en liden smule. 

(han sætter sig på en sten i forgrunden til højre.)
 

HILDE 

(står foran ham). 
 Véd De det, at siden skal der være dans nede på musikpladsen?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg hørte, der blev snakket om det.
 

HILDE. 
 De synes vel, det er morsomt, det, at danse?
 

BOLETTE 

(som går og plukker småblomster i lyngen). 
 Å, Hilde, – lad nu herr Lyngstrand få puste ud.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(til Hilde). 
 Ja, frøken, jeg vilde gerne danse – ifald jeg bare kunde.
 

HILDE. 
 Å så. Har De aldrig lært det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, det har jeg ikke heller. Men det var ikke det, jeg mente. Jeg mente, jeg kan ikke for brystet.
 

HILDE. 
 For dette her knækket, som De siger, De har?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, derfor er det.
 

HILDE. 
 Er De svært bedrøvet, fordi De har det knækket?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å nej, jeg kan ikke sige det heller. (smiler.) For deraf tror jeg det kommer, at alle mennesker er så snille og venlige og så godgørendes imod mig.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, og så er det jo slet ikke farligt heller.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, det er ikke det mindste farligt. Det forstod jeg så godt på Deres far også.
 

HILDE. 
 Og så går det jo over, straks De kommer ud at rejse.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jaha. Da går det over.
 

BOLETTE 

(med blomster). 
 Se her, herr Lyngstrand, – disse her skal De stikke i knaphullet.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, tusend tak, frøken! Det er da også altfor snilt af Dem.
 

HILDE 

(ser nedover til højre). 
 Der kommer de nede på vejen.
 

BOLETTE 

(ser også nedover). 
 Bare de véd, hvor de skal bøje af. Nej, nu går de galt.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(rejser sig). 
 Jeg vil løbe der ned til svingen og skrige til dem.
 

HILDE. 
 De må skrige svært højt da.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, det er ikke værdt. De blir bare så træt igen.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, nedover går det så glat. 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

HILDE. 
 Ja nedover, ja. (ser efter ham.) Nu hopper han også! Og så tænker han ikke på det, at han skal opover igen.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Stakkers menneske –.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvis Lyngstrand fri’de til dig, vilde du så ta’ ham?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Er du ble’t gal nu?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, jeg mener naturligvis, dersom han ikke havde dette her knækket. Og dersom han ikke så snart skulde dø. Vilde du så ta’ ham.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jeg synes, det var bedst du tog ham.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej såmæn om jeg vilde. Han ejer jo ikke et gran. Han har ikke engang det, han selv skal leve af.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hvorfor gir du dig da altid så meget af med ham?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, det gør jeg jo bare for det knækkets skyld.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jeg har slet ikke mærket noget til, at du ynker ham for det.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, det gør jeg ikke heller. Men jeg synes, det er så fristende.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hvilket?
 

HILDE. 
 At se på ham og få ham til at fortælle, at det ikke er farligt. Og så at han skal få rejse udenlands, og at han skal bli’ kunstner. Alt det går han og tror på og er så sjæle-fornøjet for det. Og så blir det ikke til noget ligevel. Aldrig i verden. For han får ikke leve så længe. Det synes jeg er så spændende at tænke på.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Spændende!
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, jeg synes netop, det er spændende. Jeg tillader mig det.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Fy, Hilde, du er rigtig en styg unge!
 

HILDE. 
 Det vil jeg også være. På trods! (ser nedover.) Nå endelig! Arnholm liker nok ikke det at stige tilvejrs. (vender sig.) Nej, det er sandt, – véd du, hvad jeg så på Arnholm ved middagsbordet?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå?
 

HILDE. 
 Tænk, – håret begynder at falde af ham – her midt oppe i hodet.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å snak! Det er visst ikke sandt.
 

HILDE. 
 Jo. Og så har han rynker her ved begge øjnene. Gud, Bolette, at du kunde være så forlibt i ham, dengang han læste med dig!
 

BOLETTE 

(smiler). 
 Ja, kan du skønne det? Jeg husker, jeg engang græd mine modige tårer, fordi han havde sagt, at han syntes Bolette var et stygt navn.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, tænk det! (ser nedover igen.) Nej, vil du bare se der, du! Nu går „fruen fra havet” og prater med ham. Ikke med far. – Jeg undres på, om ikke de to har et godt øje til hinanden.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Du skulde rigtig skamme dig, skulde du. Hvor kan du stå og sige sligt noget om hende? Nu var det ble’t så godt imellem os –
 

HILDE. 
 Javisst, – bild dig bare det ind, min tøs! Å nej, du, det blir såmæn aldrig godt imellem os og hende. For hun passer slet ikke for os. Og ikke vi for hende heller. Gud véd, hvad far skulde trække hende ind i huset for! – Det skulde ikke undre mig, om hun gik hen og blev gal for os en vakker dag.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Gal! Hvor kan du falde på sligt?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, det var da ikke så underligt. Hendes mor blev jo også gal. Hun døde som gal, det véd jeg,
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, Gud véd, hvad ikke du har din næse i. Men gå bare ikke og snak om det. Vær nu snil – for fars skyld. Hører du det, Hilde? 

(Wangel, Ellida, Arnholm og Lyngstrand kommer op fra højre.)
 

ELLIDA 

(peger henover mod baggrunden). 
 Der ude ligger det!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, rigtig. I den retning må det være.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Der ude ligger havet.
 

BOLETTE 

(til Arnholm). 
 Synes De ikke, det er – smukt heroppe?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Her er storartet, synes jeg. Pragtfuld udsigt.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, De har sagtens aldrig været her oppe før?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, aldrig. I min tid tror jeg knapt her var fremkommeligt. Ikke en fodsti engang.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og ingen anlæg heller. Alt det har vi fåt i de sidste år.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Der borte på „Lodskollen” er det endnu mere storartet at se udover.
 

WANGEL. 
 Skal vi kanske gå der bort, Ellida?
 

ELLIDA 

(sætter sig på en sten til højre). 
 Tak. Ikke jeg. Men gå kun I andre. Så blir jeg siddende her imens.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, da blir jeg hos dig. Småpigerne kan jo vise herr Arnholm omkring.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Har De lyst at gå med os, herr Arnholm?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, meget gerne. Er der lagt vej did op også?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja. Der er god bred vej.
 

HILDE. 
 Vejen er så bred, at der rundelig kan gå to mennesker arm i arm.
 

ARNHOLM 

(spøgende). 
 Ja mon tro det, lille frøken Hilde? (til Bolette.) Skal vi to prøve, om hun siger sandt?
 

BOLETTE 

(undertrykker et smil). 
 Ja nok. Lad os det. 

(De går arm i arm ud til venstre.)
 

HILDE 

(til Lyngstrand). 
 Skal vi også gå –?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Under arm –?
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, hvorfor ikke det? Gerne for mig.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(tager hendes arm og ler fornøjet). 
 Dette her er da rigtig løjerlig morsomt!
 

HILDE. 
 Løjerlig –?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, for det ser jo akkurat ud, som om vi var forlovet.
 

HILDE. 
 De har visst aldrig promeneret med en dame under armen før, herr Lyngstrand. 

(de går ud til venstre.)
 

WANGEL 

(som står henne ved varden). 
 Kære Ellida, nu har vi en stund for os selv –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, kom og sæt dig her hos mig.
 

WANGEL 

(sætter sig). 
 Her er frit og stille. Nu vil vi tale lidt sammen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Om hvad?
 

WANGEL. 
 Om dig. Og så om vort forhold, Ellida. Jeg ser nok, at det kan ikke bli’ sådan ved.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad skulde komme i stedet, mener du?
 

WANGEL. 
 Fuld fortrolighed, kære. Samliv mellem os, – som før.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, om det kunde! Men det er så rent umuligt!
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg tror, jeg forstår dig. Af visse yttringer, som du nu og da har ladt falde, tror jeg det.
 

ELLIDA 

(heftigt). 
 Det gør du ikke! Sig ikke, at du forstår –!
 

WANGEL. 
 Å jo. Du er en ærlig natur, Ellida. Du har et trofast sind –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det har jeg.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvert et forhold, som du skal kunne føle dig tryg og lykkelig i, må være et helt og fuldt forhold.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser spændt på ham). 
 Nå, – og så!
 

WANGEL. 
 Du er ikke skikket til at være en mands anden hustru.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvorledes kommer du på det nu?
 

WANGEL. 
 Det har ofte skudt op i mig som en anelse. Idag stod det klart for mig. Børnenes mindefest –. Du så i mig et slags medskyldig –. Nu ja, – en mands erindringer kan jo ikke udslettes. Ikke mine i alle fald. Jeg har det ikke så.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det véd jeg. Å, det véd jeg så godt.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men du tar fejl alligevel. For dig står det næsten som om børnenes mor var levende endnu. Som om hun var usynlig tilstede iblandt os. Du tror, at mit sind er delt lige imellem dig og hende. Den tanke er det, som oprører dig. Du ser ligesom noget usædeligt i vort forhold. Derfor er det, at du ikke længer kan – eller ikke længer vil leve med mig som min hustru.
 

ELLIDA 

(rejser sig). 
 Har du set alt dette, Wangel? Set ind i alt dette?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, idag har jeg endelig set inderst ind i det. Helt til bunds.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Helt til bunds, siger du. Å, tro bare ikke det.
 

WANGEL 

(rejser sig). 
 Jeg véd meget godt, at der er mere end dette her, kære Ellida.
 

ELLIDA 

(angst). 
 Véd du, at der er mere?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja. Der er det, at du ikke kan bære omgivelserne her. Fjeldene trykker og tynger på dit sind. Her er ikke lys nok for dig. Ikke vid himmel nok omkring dig. Ikke magt og fylde nok i luftstrømmen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det har du så fuldt ret i. Nat og dag, vinter og sommer er den over mig – denne dragende hjemve efter havet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg véd det jo nok, kære Ellida. (lægger hånden på hendes hoved.) Og derfor så skal det stakkers syge barn få komme hjem til sit eget igen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvorledes mener du det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ganske lige frem. Vi flytter.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Flytter!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja. Ud et steds ved åbne havet, – et steds, hvor du kan finde et rigtigt hjem efter dit sind.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, kære, tænk aldrig på det! Det er rent umuligt. Du kan ikke leve lykkelig noget steds i verden uden her.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det får gå med det, som det kan. Og desuden, – tror du, jeg kan leve lykkelig her – uden dig?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men jeg er her jo. Og jeg blir her. Du har mig jo.
 

WANGEL. 
 Har jeg dig, Ellida?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, tal ikke om dette andet. Her har du da alt det, som du lever og ånder for. Hele dit livs gerning ligger jo netop her.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det får gå med det, som det kan, siger jeg. Vi flytter herfra. Flytter did ud et steds. Den sag står nu uryggelig fast, kære Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, men hvad tror du da vel, vi vilde vinde ved det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Du vilde vinde sundhed og fred i sindet igen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Knapt nok det. Men så du selv da! Tænk dog på dig selv også. Hvad vilde vel du vinde?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg vilde vinde dig igen, du kære.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men det kan du ikke! Nej, nej, du kan ikke det, Wangel! Det er jo netop det forfærdelige, – det fortvilende at tænke på.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det får stå sin prøve. Går du her med slige tanker, så er der sandelig ingen anden redning for dig end – bort herfra. Og det jo før jo heller. Den sag står nu uryggelig fast, hører du.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej! Så får jeg da i himlens navn heller sige dig al ting lige ud. Slig, som det er.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, ja, – gør bare det!
 

ELLIDA. 
 For ulykkelig skal du da ikke gøre dig for min skyld. Helst da det ikke kan hjælpe os til noget alligevel.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg har nu dit ord på, at du vil sige mig al ting, – slig, som det er.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg skal sige dig det så godt jeg kan. Og slig, som jeg synes, at jeg véd det. – Kom her og sid hos mig. 

(de sætter sig på stenene.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Nu vel, Ellida? Altså –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Den dag, da du kom der ud og spurgte mig, om jeg kunde og vilde tilhøre dig, – da talte du så åbent og så ærligt til mig om dit første ægteskab. Det havde været så lykkeligt, sa’ du.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det var det også.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, ja, det tror jeg nok, kære. Det er ikke derfor, jeg nævner det nu. Jeg vil bare minde dig om, at jeg på min side også var oprigtig imod dig. Jeg sa’ dig jo ganske uforbeholdent, at jeg en gang i mit liv havde holdt af en anden. At det var kommet til – til et slags forlovelse mellem os.
 

WANGEL. 
 Et slags –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, noget sådant. Nå, det vared jo så ganske kort. Han rejste. Og så gjorde jeg det siden forbi. Det sa’ jeg dig alt sammen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men, kære Ellida, hvorfor ripper du så op i dette her? I grunden kom det jo slet ikke mig ved. Og jeg har da heller aldrig så meget som spurgt dig en gang, hvem han var.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, det har du ikke Du er altid så hensynsfuld imod mig.
 

WANGEL 

(smiler). 
 Å, i dette tilfælde –. Jeg kunde jo nok så omtrent sige mig navnet selv.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Navnet!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ude i Skjoldviken og der omkring var der jo ikke mange at gætte imellem. Eller, rettere sagt, der var vel bare en eneste en –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Du tror visst, at det var – Arnholm.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, var det kanske ikke –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke det? Ja, da står unægtelig min forstand stille.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Kan du huske, at senhøstes en gang kom der et stort amerikansk skib ind til Skjoldviken for havari?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, det husker jeg godt. Det var der ombord, at de en morgen fandt kaptejnen dræbt i kahytten. Jeg var selv ude og obducerte liget.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, du var vel det.
 

WANGEL. 
 Understyrmanden var nok den, som havde dræbt ham.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det kan ingen sige! For det kom aldrig op.
 

WANGEL. 
 Der er nok ingen tvil om det alligevel. Hvorfor skulde han ellers gå hen og drukne sig, som han gjorde?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Han drukned sig ikke. Han rejste opover med en nordfarer.
 

WANGEL 

(studser). 
 Hvoraf véd du det?
 

ELLIDA 

(med overvindelse). 
 Jo, Wangel, – for det er den understyrmanden, som jeg har været – forlovet med.
 

WANGEL 

(springer op). 
 Hvad er det, du siger! Kan dette her være muligt!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, – således er det. Det var med ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men i al verden, Ellida –! Hvor kunde du falde på sligt noget! Gå hen og forlove dig med en sådan en! Med et vildfremmed menneske! – Hvad hed han for noget?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Dengang kaldte han sig Friman. Siden, i brevene, skrev han sig Alfred Johnston.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hvor var han fra?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Oppe fra Finmarken, sa’ han. For resten var han født over i Finland. Var nok vandret ind som barn – med sin far, tror jeg.
 

WANGEL. 
 Altså en kvæn.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, de kaldes jo så.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad véd du ellers om ham?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Bare det, at han var gåt tidlig til sjøs. Og at han havde faret på lange rejser.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellers slet ingen ting?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej. Vi kom aldrig til at tale om sådant noget.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad talte I da om?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Vi talte mest om havet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ah –! Om havet altså?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Om storm og om stille. Om mørke nætter på havet. Havet på de glittrende solskinsdage talte vi også om. Men mest talte vi om hvalerne og om springerne og om sælerne, som plejer ligge der ude på skærene i middagsvarmen. Og så talte vi om mågerne og ørnene og alle de andre sjøfuglene, som du véd. – Tænk, – er ikke det underligt, – når vi talte om sådant noget, så stod det for mig, som om både sjødyrene og sjøfuglene var i slægt med ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og du selv –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, jeg syntes næsten, at jeg også kom i slægt med dem alle sammen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, ja. – Og så var det altså, at du forloved dig med ham?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Han sa’, at jeg skulde gøre det.
 

WANGEL. 
 Skulde? Havde du da ingen vilje selv?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ikke når han var i nærheden. Å, – bagefter syntes jeg, det var så rent ubegribeligt.
 

WANGEL. 
 Kom du ofte sammen med ham?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, det var ikke ret ofte. En dag var han ude hos os og så sig om i fyrtårnet. Derved blev jeg kendt med ham. Og siden så traf vi hinanden en gang imellem. Men så kom jo dette her på med kaptejnen. Og så måtte han jo rejse.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, ja, lad mig høre lidt mere om det!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det var tidligt i grålysingen, – da fik jeg en seddel fra ham. Og i den stod der, at jeg skulde komme ud til ham på Bratthammeren, – du véd, det næsset mellem fyrtårnet og Skjoldviken.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja visst, ja visst, – jeg kender det godt.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Did ud skulde jeg komme straks, skrev han, for han vilde tale med mig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og du gik?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Jeg kunde ikke andet. Nå, så fortalte han mig da, at han havde stukket kaptejnen om natten.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det sa’ han altså selv! Sa’ det lige ud!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Men han havde bare gjort, hvad som ret og rigtigt var, sa’ han.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ret og rigtigt? Hvorfor stak han ham da?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det vilde han ikke ud med. Han sa’, at det var ikke noget for mig at høre på.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og du trode ham på hans blotte og bare ord?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, der faldt mig ikke ind andet. Nå, rejse måtte han jo alligevel. Men idet han skulde til at sige mig farvel –. Nej, du kan aldrig tænke dig, hvad han da fandt på.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nå? Så lad mig høre da!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Han tog op af lommen en nøglehank og trak så af fingeren en ring, som han brugte gå med. Fra mig tog han også en liden ring, som jeg havde. Disse to ringene stak han sammen ind på nøglehanken. Og så sa’ han, at nu skulde vi to vie os sammen til havet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vie –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, så sa’ han. Og dermed så kasted han hanken med ringene, af al sin magt, så langt han kunde, ud i dybet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og du, Ellida? Du gik med på det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, tænk dig, – jeg syntes dengang, at det var, som om det skulde så være. – Men, Gud ske lov, – så rejste han da!
 

WANGEL. 
 Og da han vel var borte –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, du kan vel tænke, at jeg snart kom til besindelse igen. Kom til at skønne, hvor rent galt og meningsløst det havde været alt sammen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men du talte før om breve. Du har altså dog hørt fra ham siden?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, jeg har hørt fra ham. Først fik jeg et par korte linjer fra Arkangel. Han skrev bare, at han vilde over til Amerika. Og så opgav han, hvor hen jeg kunde sende svar.
 

WANGEL. 
 Gjorde du da det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Straks. Jeg skrev naturligvis, at al ting måtte være forbi imellem os. Og at han ikke mere skulde tænke på mig, ligesom jeg aldrig mere vilde tænke på ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men skrev han da så alligevel igen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, han skrev igen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hvad svared han på det, du havde ladt ham vide?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ikke et ord på det. Det var, som om jeg slet ikke havde brudt med ham. Han skrev ganske sindig og rolig, at jeg skulde vente på ham. Når han kunde ta’ imod mig, vilde han la’ mig det vide. Og da skulde jeg komme til ham straks.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vilde altså ikke slippe dig?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej. Så skrev jeg igen. Næsten ord til andet det samme som første gang. Eller endnu stærkere.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og så gav han sig da?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å nej, tro ikke det. Han skrev rolig som før. Ikke et ord om, at jeg havde brudt med ham. Så skønte jeg nok, det var unyttigt. Og derfor så skrev jeg aldrig mere til ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hørte ikke heller fra ham?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, jeg har fåt tre breve fra ham efter den tid. En gang skrev han mig til fra Kalifornien og en anden gang fra Kina. Det sidste brev, jeg fik fra ham, var fra Australien. Da skrev han, at han vilde gå til guldminerne. Men siden har han aldrig ladt høre fra sig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Den mand har havt en uvanlig magt over dig. Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å ja, ja. Det grufulde menneske!
 

WANGEL. 
 Men det må du ikke tænke mere på. Aldrig! Lov mig endelig det, min kære, velsignede Ellida! Nu skal vi forsøge en anden kur for dig. En friskere luft, end her inde i fjordene. Den saltsvangre, fejende havluft, du! Hvad siger du til det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, tal ikke om den ting! Tænk ikke på sligt noget! Der er ingen hjælp i det for mig. Jeg føler det så godt, – jeg får ikke væltet det af mig derude heller.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvilket? Kære, – hvilket mener du egentlig nu?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det grufulde, mener jeg. Denne ubegribelige magt over sindet –
 

WANGEL. 
 Men det har du jo væltet af dig. For længe siden. Dengang du brød med ham. Nu er jo det længst forbi.
 

ELLIDA 

(springer op). 
 Nej, det er netop det, det ikke er!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke forbi!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, Wangel, – det er ikke forbi! Og jeg er ræd, at det aldrig blir forbi. Aldrig i dette liv!
 

WANGEL 

(med kvalt stemme). 
 Vil du dermed sige, at du inderst inde aldrig har kunnet glemme den fremmede mand?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg havde glemt ham. Men så var det med et ligesom om han kom igen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvor længe er det siden?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det er nu omkring tre år siden. Eller lidt mere. – Det var imens jeg gik og vented barnet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ah! På den tid altså? Ja, Ellida, – da begynder jeg jo at få rede på så mangt og meget.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Du tar fejl, kære! Det, som er kommet over mig –. Å, jeg tror, det er aldrig i verden til at få rede på.
 

WANGEL 

(ser smertefuld på hende). 
 Tænke sig til – at her har du gået i hele tre år og båret kærlighed til en anden mand. Til en anden! Ikke til mig, – men til en anden!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, du tar så rent fejl. Jeg bærer ikke kærlighed til nogen anden end til dig.
 

WANGEL 

(dæmpet). 
 Hvorfor er det da, at du i al denne tid ikke har villet leve med mig som min hustru?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det er for den rædsels skyld, som står af den fremmede mand.
 

WANGEL. 
 Rædsel –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, rædsel. En rædsel så grufuld, som jeg synes bare havet kan ha’ den. For nu skal du høre, Wangel – 

(De unge folk fra byen kommer tilbage fra venstre, hilser og går ud til højre. Sammen med dem kommer Arnholm, Bolette, Hilde og Lyngstrand.)
 

BOLETTE 

(i det de går forbi). 
 Nej, går l og vandrer her oppe endnu?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det er så svalt og godt her oppe i højden.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Vi for vor part skal såmæn ned og danse.
 

WANGEL. 
 Godt, godt. Vi kommer snart derned, vi også.
 

HILDE. 
 Farvel så længe da.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Herr Lyngstrand, – å, vent et øjeblik. 

(Lyngstrand standser. Arnholm, Bolette og Hilde går ud til højre.)
 

ELLIDA 

(til Lyngstrand). 
 Skal De også danse?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, frue, jeg tror ikke, jeg tør.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, det er bedst, De er forsigtig. Dette med brystet –. De har jo ikke rigtig forvundet det endnu.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ikke så ganske rigtig, nej.
 

ELLIDA 

(noget nølende). 
 Hvor længe kan det vel nu være siden De gjorde den rejsen –?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Den gang jeg fik knækket?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, den rejsen, De fortalte om i formiddags.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, det er vel så omtrent –. Bi lidt. Jo, det er nu godt og vel tre år siden.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Tre år altså.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Eller lidt mere. Vi gik fra Amerika i Februar. Og så forliste vi i Marts. Det var jævndøgnsstormene, vi var kommet ud for.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser på Wangel). 
 Altså på den tiden var det –.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men, kære Ellida –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nå, lad Dem ikke opholde, herr Lyngstrand. Gå De. Men dans ikke.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, bare se på. 

(han går ud til højre.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Kære Ellida, – hvorfor spurgte du ham ud om den rejsen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Johnston har været med ombord. Det er jeg ganske viss på.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvoraf slutter du det?
 

ELLIDA 

(uden at svare). 
 Han har fåt vide ombord, at jeg havde giftet mig med en anden. Mens han var borte. Og så – i samme stunden så kom dette her over mig!
 

WANGEL. 
 Dette med rædselen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Ret som det er, kan jeg pludselig komme til at se ham lys levende foran mig. Eller egentlig lidt til siden. Han ser aldrig på mig. Han bare er der.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvorledes synes du, han ser ud?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Således, som da jeg så ham sidst.
 

WANGEL. 
 For ti år siden?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Ude på Bratthammeren. Aller tydeligst ser jeg hans brystnål med en stor, blåhvid perle i. Den perlen ligner et dødt fiskeøje. Og det ligesom stirrer på mig.
 

WANGEL. 
 I Guds navn –! Du er sygere, end jeg trode. Sygere end du selv véd af, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, ja, – hjælp mig, om du kan! For jeg føler, at det trækker sig mere og mere sammen om mig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og i slig en tilstand har du nu gået her i hele tre år. Båret på disse lønlige lidelser uden at betro dig til mig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men det kunde jeg jo ikke! Ikke før nu, da det blev nødvendigt – for din egen skyld. Skulde jeg ha’ betrod dig alt dette her, – så måtte jeg jo også ha’ betrod dig – det uudsigelige.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det uudsigelige –?
 

ELLIDA 

(afværgende). 
 Nej, nej, nej! Spør’ ikke! Bare en eneste ting til. Så ikke mere. – Wangel, – hvorledes skal vi grunde ud – dette gådefulde med barnets øjne –?
 

WANGEL. 
 Kære, velsignede Ellida, jeg forsikrer dig, at det var bare en indbildning af dig. Barnet havde akkurat samme slags øjne sorn andre normale børn.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, det havde ikke! At du ikke kunde se det! Barnets øjne skifted farve efter sjøen. Lå fjorden i solskinsstille, så var øjnene derefter. I stormvejr også. – Å, jeg så det nok, jeg, om ikke du så det.
 

WANGEL 

(eftergivende). 
 Hm, – lad så være da. Men selv om så var? Hvad så?
 

ELLIDA 

(sagte og nærmere). 
 Jeg har set slige øjne før.
 

WANGEL. 
 Når? Og hvor –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ude på Bratthammeren. For ti år siden.
 

WANGEL 

(viger et skridt). 
 Hvad skal dette –!
 

ELLIDA 

(hvisker bævende). 
 Barnet havde den fremmede mands øjne.
 

WANGEL 

(skriger uvilkårligt). 
 Ellida –!
 

ELLIDA 

(slår i jammer hænderne sammen over hodet). 
 Nu må du vel forstå, hvorfor jeg aldrig mere vil, – aldrig mere tør leve med dig som din hustru! 

(hun vender sig hurtigt og flygter ned over bakkerne til højre.)
 

WANGEL 

(iler efter hende og råber). 
 Ellida, – Ellida! Min stakkers ulykkelige Ellida!
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(En afsides liggende del af doktor Wangels have. Stedet er fugtigt, sumpigt og overskygget af store gamle trær. Til højre ses bredden af en skimlet dam. Et lavt åbent gærde skiller haven fra fodstien og fjorden i baggrunden. Længst tilbage fjeldrækkerne og tinderne hinsides fjorden. Det er sen eftermiddag, henimod aften.) 
 

(Bolette sidder og syr på en stenbænk til venstre. På bænken ligger ei par bøger og en sykurv. Hilde og Lyngstrand, begge med fiskeredskaber, går ved bredden af dammen.)
 

HILDE 

(gør tegn til Lyngstrand). 
 Stå stille! Der ser jeg en stor en.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(ser efter). 
 Hvor står den henne?
 

HILDE 

(peger). 
 Kan De ikke se – der nede står den. Og se der! Der er, Guds død, en til! (ser hen mellem træerne.) Uh, – nu kommer han og skræmmer dem for os!
 

BOLETTE 

(ser op). 
 Hvem kommer?
 

HILDE. 
 Din overlærer, mor!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Min –?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, min har han, så gu’, aldrig været. 

(Overlærer Arnholm, fra højre, kommer frem mellem træerne.)
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er der kommet fisk i dammen nu?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, her går nogen svært gamle karudser.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, så de gamle karudserne er i live endnu?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, de er sejge, de. Men nu skal vi vel se at få has på nogen af dem.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 De skulde da heller prøve ude på fjorden.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, dammen – den er ligesom mere hemmelighedsfuld at kalde for.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, her er det mere spændende. – Har De været i sjøen nu?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Netop. Jeg kommer lige fra badehuset.
 

HILDE. 
 De holdt Dem vel inde i kummen da?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, jeg er ikke nogen særdeles svømmer.
 

HILDE. 
 Kan De svømme på ryggen?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg kan. (til Lyngstrand ) Lad os prøve der borte på den andre siden. 

(de går langsmed dammen ud til højre.)
 

ARNHOLM 

(går nærmere hen til Bolette). 
 Sidder De så alene, De, Bolette?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja, det gør jeg som oftest.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er ikke Deres mor her nede i haven?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej. Hun er visst ude og går1 med far.
 

1. fu: gå
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes står det til med hende i eftermiddag?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jeg véd ikke rigtig. Jeg glemte at spørge efter.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvad er det for bøger, De har der?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, den ene er sådant noget om plantelære. Og den anden er en jordbeskrivelse.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Læser De gerne den slags ting?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, når jeg kan få tid til det, så –. Men husstellet må jeg jo først og fremst ta’ mig af.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men hjælper ikke Deres mor – Deres stedmor – hjælper ikke hun Dem med det?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, det ligger til mig. Jeg måtte jo stå for det i de to år, far var alene. Og så er det ble’t ved det sidenefter også.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men lige stor læselyst har De altså fremdeles.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, jeg læser, hvad jeg kan få fat på af nyttige bøger. En vil jo gerne vide lidt besked om verden. For her lever vi jo så rent udenfor alt det, som til er. Ja, næsten da.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men, kære Bolette, sig dog ikke det.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å jo. Jeg synes ikke, vi lever synderlig anderledes, vi, end karudserne nede i dammen der. Fjorden har de så lige ind på sig og der stryger de store vilde fiskestimene ud og ind. Men det får de stakkers tamme husfiskene ikke vide nogen ting om. Og der får de aldrig være med.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg tror ikke heller, det vilde bekomme dem videre bra’, om de slap ud der.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, det fik næsten være det samme, synes jeg.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 For resten kan De da ikke sige, at man er sat så rent udenfor livet her. Ikke om sommeren i alle fald. Her er jo nu om dagene netop ligesom et slags mødested for verdenslivet. Næsten et knudepunkt – sådan i forbigående.
 

BOLETTE 

(smiler). 
 Å ja, De, som selv er her bare sådan i forbigående, De har sagtens let nok for at gøre nar af os.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Gør jeg nar –? Hvor falder De på det?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo, for alt dette her om mødested og knudepunkt for verdenslivet, det er noget, som De har hørt folk i byen sige. Ja, for de bruger at sige sådant noget.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, oprigtig talt, så har jeg lagt mærke til det.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men der er jo ikke et sandt ord i det i grunden. Ikke for os, som lever her til stadig. Hvad nytter det os, at den store fremmede verden kommer her forbi for at rejse op og se på midnatssolen? Vi selv får jo ikke være med på det. Vi får såmæn ikke se nogen midnatssol. Å nej, vi får nok pent leve livet her i vor karudsdam.
 

ARNHOLM 

(sætter sig hos hende). 
 Sig mig en gang, kære Bolette, – er der ikke, mon tro, et eller andet, – noget bestemt, mener jeg, som De går her hjemme og længter efter?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å jo, det kunde nok være.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og hvad er så det egentlig for noget? Hvad er det, De går og længter efter?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Mest efter at få komme ud.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det altså først og fremst?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja. Og så efter at få lære noget mere. At få vide noget rigtig om alle ting.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 I den tid, jeg læste med Dem, sa’ Deres far ofte, at De skulde få lov til at studere.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja, stakkers far, – han siger så meget. Men når det kommer til stykket, så –. Der er ikke nogen rigtig fremfærd i far.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, desværre, det har De ret i. Der er ikke egentlig det. Men har De da nogensinde talt med ham om den sag? Sådan rigtig alvorligt og indtrængende?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, det har jeg egentlig ikke gjort heller.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men, véd De hvad, det skulde De dog virkelig gøre. Før det blir for sent, Bolette. Hvorfor gør De ikke det?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, det er vel fordi der ikke er nogen rigtig fremfærd i mig heller, kan jeg tro. Det er visst noget, jeg har efter far.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm, – mon tro De ikke gør Dem selv uret der?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å nej, desværre. Og så har jo far så liden tid til at tænke på mig og min fremtid. Liden lyst har han også til det. Sligt noget skyder han helst ifra sig, når han bare kan. For han er jo så rent optaget af Ellida –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Af hvem –? Hvorledes –?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jeg mener, at han og min stedmor –. (afbrydende.) Far og mor har jo sit for sig selv, kan De skønne.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå, desto bedre vilde det da være, om De så til at komme væk fra dette her.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, men jeg synes ikke, jeg har ret til det heller. Ikke til at forlade far.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men, kære Bolette, det blir De jo nødt til engang alligevel. Derfor så synes jeg, at De jo før jo heller –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, der blir vel ikke andet for. Jeg må jo tænke på mig selv også. Søge at komme ind i en eller anden stilling. Når far engang falder fra, så har jeg jo ingen, jeg kan holde mig til. – Men stakkers far, – jeg gruer for at rejse fra ham.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Gruer –?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, for fars egen skyld.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men, Herregud, Deres stedmor da? Hun blir jo hos ham.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, det er jo så. Men hun er slet ikke skikket til alt det, som mor havde sådant et godt greb på. Der er så mangt og meget, som denne her ikke ser. Eller som hun kanske ikke vil se, – eller ikke bryr sig om. Jeg véd ikke, hvilken af delene det er.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm, – jeg tror nok, jeg forstår, hvad De sigter til.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Stakkers far, – han er svag i enkelte stykker. De har kanske selv mærket det. Forretninger har han jo heller ikke nok af til at fylde tiden ud. Og så det, at hun er så rent ude af stand til at støtte ham. – Det har han nu for resten visst selv nogen skyld i.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes det, tror De?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, far vil nu altid så gerne se glade ansigter omkring sig. Der skal være solskinsvejr og fornøjelighed i huset, siger han. Derfor er jeg ræd, han mangen gang lar hende få medicin, som hun slet ikke har godt af i længden.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Tror De virkelig det.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, jeg kan ikke komme bort fra den tanke. For hun er så underlig iblandt. (heftig.) Men er det så ikke ubilligt, at jeg skal bli’ ved at gå her hjemme! Det er jo i grunden ikke til nogen verdens nytte for far. Og jeg har da også pligter imod mig selv, synes jeg.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Véd De hvad, kære Bolette, – disse sager skal vi to tale nærmere om.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, det nytter visst ikke stort. Jeg er vel skabt til at bli’ her i karudsdammen, kan jeg tro.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Slet ikke. Det kommer ganske an på Dem selv.
 

BOLETTE 

(livfuldt). 
 Siger De det?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, tro De mig. Det ligger helt og holdent i Deres egen hånd.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, gid jeg så sandt –! Vil De kanske lægge ind et godt ord for mig hos far?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det også. Men først og fremst vil jeg tale åbenhjertigt og uforbeholdent med Dem selv, kære Bolette. (ser ud til venstre.) Hys! Lad Dem ikke mærke med noget. Vi skal komme tilbage til det siden. 

(Ellida kommer fra venstre. Hun er uden hat, kun med et stort tørklæde kastet over hodet og skuldrene.)
 

ELLIDA 

(i urolig livlighed). 
 Her er det godt! Her er det dejligt!
 

ARNHOLM 

(rejser sig). 
 Har De været ude at spadsere?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, en lang, lang herlig tur opover med Wangel. Og nu skal vi ud og sejle.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Vil du ikke sætte dig?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej tak. Ikke sidde.
 

BOLETTE 

(flytter sig på bænken). 
 For her er god plads.
 

ELLIDA 

(går omkring). 
 Nej, nej, nej. Ikke sidde. Ikke sidde.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Den turen har visst bekommet Dem vel. De ser så oplivet ud.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, jeg befinder mig så inderlig vel! Jeg føler mig så usigelig lykkelig! Så tryg! Så tryg –. (ser ud til venstre.) Hvad er det for et stort dampskib, som kommer der?
 

BOLETTE 

(rejser sig og ser ud). 
 Det må være det store engelske.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det lægger til ude ved tønden. Plejer det stoppe her?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Bare en halv times tid. Det skal længere indover i fjorden.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og så udover igen – imorgen. Ud på det store åbne hav. Helt over havet. Tænk, – at få være med der! Den, som kunde det! Den, som bare kunde!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Har De aldrig fåt gøre nogen større sjørejse, fru Wangel?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Aldrig nogensinde. Bare sådanne små farter her inde i fjordene.
 

BOLETTE 

(med et suk). 
 Å nej, vi får nok ta’ til takke med landjorden.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå, der hører vi jo også egentlig hjemme.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, det tror jeg slet ikke, at vi gør.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke på landjorden?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej. Jeg tror ikke det. Jeg tror, at dersom menneskene bare fra først af havde vænnet sig til at leve sit liv på havet, – i havet kanske, – så vilde vi nu ha’ været ganske anderledes fuldkomne end vi er. Både bedre og lykkeligere.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Tror De virkelig det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, jeg gad vide, om vi ikke vilde været det. Jeg har mangen gang talt med Wangel om dette her –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå, og han –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, han mener, det kunde kanske nok være.
 

ARNHOLM 

(spøgende). 
 Nå, lad gå. Men sket er sket. Vi er da altså en gang for alle kommet på gal vej og er ble’t landdyr istedet for havdyr. Under alle omstændigheder er det visst nu for sent at rette på fejlen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, der siger De en sørgelig sandhed. Og jeg tror, at menneskene aner noget sådant selv. At de går og bærer på det, som på en lønlig anger og sorg. De kan tro mig, – deri er det, at menneskenes tungsind har sin dybeste grund. Jo, – tro De mig på det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men, bedste fru Wangel, – jeg har ikke fåt det indtryk, at menneskene er så svært tungsindige endda. Jeg synes tvert imod, at de fleste ser livet så lyst og let – og i en stor, stille, ubevidst glæde.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å nej, det er nok ikke så. Den glæden – den er nok ligesom vor glæde over det lange lyse sommerdøgn. Den har mindelsen om den kommende mørketid over sig. Og den mindelsen er det, som kaster sin skygge over menneskeglæden, – ligesom drivskyen kaster sin skygge over fjorden. Der lå den så blank og blå. Og så med ét –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Du skulde ikke gi’ dig af med slige triste tanker nu. Nylig var du jo så glad og så oplivet –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, ja, jeg var jo det. Å, dette her – det er så dumt af mig. (ser sig urolig om.) Bare Wangel nu vilde komme her ned. Han lovte mig det så bestemt. Men han kommer jo ikke alligevel. Han har visst glemt det. Å, kære herr Arnholm, vil ikke De se til at finde ham for mig?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jo, meget gerne.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Sig ham, at han endelig må komme straks. For nu kan jeg ikke se ham –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke se ham –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, De forstår mig ikke. Når han ikke er tilstede, så kan jeg tidt ikke huske, hvorledes han ser ud. Og så er det, som om jeg rent havde mistet ham. – Det er så forfærdelig pinligt. Men gå bare! 

(hun driver om henne ved dammen.)
 

BOLETTE 

(til Arnholm). 
 Jeg går med Dem. De véd jo ikke besked –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Å hvad. Jeg skal nok –
 

BOLETTE 

(halvhøjt). 
 Nej, nej, jeg er urolig. Jeg er ræd, han er ombord i dampskibet.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ræd?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, han plejer se, om der er bekendte med. Og så er der jo restauration ombord –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ah! Ja kom så. 

(han og Bolette går ud til venstre.)


(Ellida står en stund og stirrer ned i dammen. Af og til taler hun sagte og afbrudt med sig selv.)


(Udenfor på fodstien bag havegærdet kommer fra venstre en fremmed rejseklædt mand. Han har busket rødligt hår og skæg. Skottehue på hodet og rejsetaske i en rem over skulderen.)
 

DEN FREMMEDE MAND 

(går langsomt langs gærdet og spejder ind i haven. Da han får øje på Ellida, standser han, ser ufravendt og forskende på hende og siger dæmpet): 
 God aften, Ellida!
 

ELLIDA 

(vender sig om og råber): 
 Å, kære, – kommer du da endelig!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Ja, endelig en gang.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser overrasket og ængstelig på ham). 
 Hvem er De? Søger De nogen her?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Det kan du vel forstå.
 

ELLIDA 

(studser). 
 Hvad er det! Hvorledes tiltaler De mig! Hvem ser De efter?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg ser da vel efter dig.
 

ELLIDA 

(farer sammen). 
 Ah –! (stirrer på ham, tumler tilbage og bryder ud i et halvkvalt skrig:) Øjnene! – Øjnene!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Nå, – begynder du endelig at dra’ kendsel på mig? Jeg kendte dig straks, jeg, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Øjnene! Se ikke sådan på mig! Jeg skriger om hjælp!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Hys, hys! Vær ikke ræd. Jeg gør dig jo ikke noget.
 

ELLIDA 

(holder hånden for øjnene). 
 Se ikke så på mig, siger jeg!
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(læner sig med armene på havegærdet). 
 Jeg er kommen med den engelske damperen.
 

ELLIDA 

(skotter sky hen til ham). 
 Hvad vil De mig?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg lovte dig jo at komme igen, så snart jeg kunde –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Rejs! Rejs igen! Kom aldrig – aldrig mere her! Jeg har jo skrevet Dem til, at alt skulde være forbi mellem os! Alt sammen! Det véd De jo!
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(uforstyrret, uden at svare). 
 Jeg vilde gerne kommet til dig før. Men det kunde jeg ikke. Nu kunde jeg da endelig. Og så har du mig da, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad er det, De vil mig? Hvad er det, De tænker på? Hvad er det, De er kommet her for?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Du kan da vel vide, jeg er kommet for at hente dig.
 

ELLIDA 

(viger i rædsel). 
 Hente mig! Er det det, De tænker på!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Ja, forstår sig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men De må jo dog vide, at jeg er gift!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Ja, det véd jeg.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og så alligevel –! Alligevel så kommer De her for at – for at – hente mig!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Ja vel gør jeg det.
 

ELLIDA 

(griber sig med begge hænder om hodet). 
 Å, dette forfærdelige –! Å, dette grufulde, grufulde –!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Vil du kanske ikke?
 

ELLIDA 

(forvildet). 
 Se ikke sådan på mig!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg spør’, om du ikke vil?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, nej, nej! Jeg vil ikke! Aldrig i evighed! Jeg vil ikke, siger jeg! Jeg hverken kan eller vil! (sagtere.) Jeg tør ikke heller.
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(stiger over gærdet og kommer ind i haven). 
 Ja ja da, Ellida, – så lad mig bare sige dig én eneste ting, før jeg rejser.
 

ELLIDA 

(vil flygte, men kan ikke. Hun står som lammet af skræk og støtter sig til en træstamme ved dammen). 
 Rør mig ikke! Kom ikke hid til mig! Ikke nærmere! Rør mig ikke, siger jeg!
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(varsomt, et par skridt imod hende). 
 Du får ikke være så ræd for mig, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA 

(slår hænderne for øjnene). 
 Se ikke sådan på mig!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Bare ikke ræd. Ikke ræd. 

(Doktor Wangel kommer gennem haven fra venstre.)
 

WANGEL 

(endnu halvvejs inde mellem træerne). 
 Nå, du har nok ventet dygtig længe på mig.
 

ELLIDA 

(styrter hen til ham, klynger sig fast til hans arm og råber): 
 Å, Wangel, – frels mig! Frels mig du – om du kan!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida, – hvad i Guds navn –!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Frels mig, Wangel! Ser du ham da ikke? Der borte står han jo!
 

WANGEL 

(ser derhen). 
 Den mand der? (går nærmere.) Må jeg spørge, – hvem er De? Og hvorfor kommer De her ind i haven?
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(tyder med et nik mod Ellida). 
 Jeg vil tale med hende der.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja så. Så var det vel Dem –? (til Ellida) Jeg hører, der har været en fremmed mand inde i gården og spurgt efter dig.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Ja, det var mig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hvad vil De så min hustru? (vender sig.) Kender du ham, Ellida?
 

ELLIDA 

(sagte, vrider hænderne). 
 Å, om jeg kender ham! Ja, ja, ja!
 

WANGEL 

(hurtigt). 
 Nu!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, det er jo ham, Wangel! Det er ham selv! Ham, som du véd –!
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad! Hvad er det, du siger! (vender sig.) Er De den Johnston, som engang –?
 

DEN FREMMEDE 
 Nå, – De kan jo kalde mig Johnston. Gerne for mig. For resten heder jeg ikke så.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke det?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Ikke nu længer, nej.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hvad kan De så ville min hustru? Ja, for De véd jo altså, at fyrforvalterens datter er gift for længe siden. Og hvem hun er gift med, det må De jo også vide.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Det har jeg nu vidst i over tre år.
 

ELLIDA 

(spændt). 
 Hvorledes fik De vide det?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg var på vejen hjem til dig. Så kom jeg over en gammel avis. Det var et blad her fra disse kanter. Og i det stod der om vielsen.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser hen for sig). 
 Vielsen –. Altså det var det –
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Det tog mig så underligt. For det med ringene, – det var jo også en vielse, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA 

(slår hænderne for ansigtet). 
 Åh –!
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvor tør De –!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Havde du glemt det?
 

ELLIDA 

(føler hans blik og bryder ud). 
 Stå ikke og se således på mig!
 

WANGEL 

(stiller sig foran ham). 
 De har at vende Dem til mig og ikke til hende. Altså, kort og godt, – når De nu kender forholdene, – hvad har De så egentlig her at gøre? Hvorfor kommer De hid og søger min hustru op?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg havde lovet Ellida at komme til hende så snart jeg kunde.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida –! Nu igen!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Og Ellida havde lovet mig så sikkert at bie på mig, til jeg kom.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg hører, De kalder min hustru ved fornavn. Den slags fortrolighed bruges ikke her hos os.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg véd godt det. Men da hun nu først og fremst hører mig til –
 

WANGEL. 
 Dem! Fremdeles –!
 

ELLIDA 

(viger bag Wangel). 
 Åh –! Han slipper mig aldrig!
 

WANGEL. 
 Dem! Siger De, at hun hører Dem til!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Har hun fortalt Dem noget om to fingerringe? Min ring og Ellidas?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja vel. Men hvad så? Hun gjorde det jo siden forbi igen. De har jo fåt hendes breve. De véd det altså selv.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Både Ellida og jeg var enige om, at dette med ringene skulde stå ved magt og gælde så fuldt og godt som en vielse.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men jeg vil ikke, hører De jo! Aldrig i verden vil jeg vide noget af Dem mere! Se ikke således på mig! Jeg vil ikke, siger jeg!
 

WANGEL. 
 De må være en forstyrret mand, dersom De tror, De kan komme her og bygge nogen ret på slige barnestreger.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Det er sandt. Nogen ret, – i den mening, som De tar det, – det har jeg jo slet ikke.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men hvad vil De så gøre? De bilder Dem da vel aldrig ind, at De kan ta’ hende fra mig med magt! Mod hendes egen vilje!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Nej. Hvad skulde det være godt for? Vil Ellida være med mig, så må hun rejse frivillig.
 

ELLIDA 

(studser og bryder ud). 
 Frivillig –!
 

WANGEL. 
 Og det kunde De tænke Dem –!
 

ELLIDA 

(hen for sig). 
 Frivillig –!
 

WANGEL. 
 De må være sindsforvirret. Gå Deres vej! Vi har ikke noget mere med Dem at skaffe.
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(ser på sit uhr). 
 Det er snart på tiden for mig at komme ombord igen. (et skridt nærmere.) Ja, ja, Ellida, – nu har jeg altså gjort min skyldighed. (atter nærmere.) Jeg har holdt det ord, jeg gav dig.
 

ELLIDA 

(bønligt, viger tilside). 
 Å, rør mig ikke!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Og så får du betænke dig til imorgen nat –
 

WANGEL. 
 Her er ingen ting at betænke. Se til, at De kommer ud!
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(fremdeles til Ellida). 
 Nu går jeg med damperen indover i fjorden. Imorgen nat kommer jeg altså igen. Og så ser jeg indom til dig. Du får vente på mig her i haven. For jeg vil helst gøre den sagen af med dig alene, forstår du.
 

ELLIDA 

(sagte og bævende). 
 Å, hører du det, Wangel!
 

WANGEL. 
 Vær bare rolig. Det besøg skal vi nok vide at forhindre.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Farvel da så længe, Ellida. Imorgen nat altså.
 

ELLIDA 

(bønfaldende). 
 Å nej, nej, – kom ikke imorgen nat! Kom aldrig mere igen!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Og skulde du til den tid bli’ til sinds at følge med over havet –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, se da ikke sådan på mig!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg mener bare, at så får du holde dig rejsefærdig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Gå op i huset, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg kan ikke. Å, hjælp mig! Frels mig, Wangel!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 For du må vel tænke på den ting, at rejser du ikke med mig imorgen, så er det hele ude.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser bævende på ham). 
 Er så det hele ude? For bestandig –?
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(med et nik). 
 Kan aldrig gøres om igen da, Ellida. Jeg kommer aldrig mere til disse lande. Du får aldrig se mig mere. Aldrig høre fra mig heller. Da er jeg som død og borte fra dig for bestandig.
 

ELLIDA 

(ånder uroligt). 
 Åh –!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Tænk altså nøje over, hvad du gør. Farvel. (går hen og stiger over gærdet, standser og siger:) Ja, Ellida, – hold dig så rejsefærdig til imorgen nat. For da kommer jeg her og henter dig. 

(han går langsomt og rolig henad fodstien ud til højre.)
 

ELLIDA 

(ser en stund efter ham). 
 Frivillig, sa’ han! Tænk, – han sa’, at frivillig skulde jeg rejse med ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vær bare sindig. Nu er han jo borte. Og du skal aldrig få se ham mere.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, hvor kan du da sige det? Han kommer jo igen imorgen nat.
 

WANGEL. 
 Lad ham komme. Dig skal han i alle fald ikke mødes med.
 

ELLIDA 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Å, Wangel, tro aldrig, at du kan hindre ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jo, kære, – lid du bare på mig.
 

ELLIDA 

(grublende, uden at høre på ham). 
 Når han nu har været her – imorgen nat –? Og når han så er rejst over havet med dampskibet –?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, hvad så?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Gad vide, om han da aldrig – aldrig mere kommer?
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, kære Ellida, det kan du visst være ganske tryg for. Hvad skulde han vel gøre her bagefter dette? Nu har han jo fåt høre af din egen mund, at du slet ikke vil vide af ham. Dermed er den sag forbi.
 

ELLIDA 

(hen for sig). 
 Imorgen altså. Eller aldrig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og skulde han end finde på at komme her igen –
 

ELLIDA 

(spændt). 
 Hvad så –?
 

WANGEL. 
 Da står det jo i vor magt at gøre ham uskadelig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, tro ikke det.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det står i vor magt, siger jeg! Kan du ikke få fred for ham på anden måde, så skal han komme til at bøde for drabet på kaptejnen.
 

ELLIDA 

(heftigt). 
 Nej, nej, nej! Aldrig det! Vi véd ingen ting om drabet på kaptejnen! Slet ingen ting!
 

WANGEL. 
 Véd vi ikke! Han har jo selv tilståt det for dig!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, ingen ting om dette! Siger du noget, så nægter jeg det. Ikke spærre ham inde! Han hører til ude på det åbne hav. Der ude hører han til.
 

WANGEL 

(ser på hende og siger langsomt). 
 Ah, Ellida, – Ellida!
 

ELLIDA 

(klynger sig voldsomt op til ham). 
 Å, kære, trofaste, – frels mig for den mand!
 

WANGEL 

(gør sig læmpeligt løs). 
 Kom! Kom med mig! 

(Lyngstrand og Hilde, hegge med fiskeredskaberne, kommer frem frahøjre ved dammen.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(går hurtig hen til Ellida). 
 Å nej, frue, nu skal De høre noget mærkeligt!
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad er det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Tænk, – vi har set amerikaneren!
 

WANGEL 
 Amerikaneren?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, jeg så ham også.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Han gik op bag om haven og så ombord i det store engelske dampskibet.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvor kender De den mand fra?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg har faret til sjøs med ham en gang. Jeg trode så visst, at han var druknet. Og så er han ganske levendes.
 

WANGEL. 
 Véd De noget nærmere om ham?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej. Men han er visst kommet for at hævne sig på sin troløse sjømandskone.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad er det De siger?
 

HILDE. 
 Lyngstrand vil bruge ham til at lave et kunstværk af.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg begriber ikke et ord –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Du skal få høre det siden. 

(Arnholm og Bolette kommer fra venstre på fodstien udenfor havegærdet.)
 

BOLETTE 

(til dem i haven). 
 Kom her og se! Nu går den engelske damperen indover fjorden. 

(Et stort dampskib glider langsomt forbi i nogen frastand.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(til Hilde henne ved havegærdet). 
 Inat kommer han visst over hende.
 

HILDE 

(nikker). 
 Over den troløse sjømandskonen, – ja.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Tænk, – ved midnats tider.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg synes, det må bli’ spændende.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser efter skibet). 
 Imorgen altså –
 

WANGEL. 
 Og så aldrig mere.
 

ELLIDA 

(sagte og bævende). 
 Å, Wangel, – frels mig for mig selv!
 

WANGEL 

(ser angstfuldt på hende). 
 Ellida! Jeg aner det, – her er noget bagved.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det dragende er bagved.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det dragende –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Den mand er som havet. 

(hun går langsomt og grublende gennem haven ud til venstre. Wangel går urolig ved siden af og iagttager hende forskende.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Doktor Wangels havestue. Døre til højre og venstre. I baggrunden mellem begge vinduerne åben glasdør ud til verandaen. Nedenfor denne ses en del af haven. Sofa med bord foran til venstre. Til højre et pianoforte og længere tilbage en stor blomsteropsats. Midt på gulvet et rundt bord med stole omkring. På bordet et blomstrende rosentræ og andre potteplanter omkring. – Det er formiddag.) 
 

(Inde i stuen ved bordet til venstre sidder Bolette i sofaen, beskæftiget med et broderi. Lyngstrand sidder på en stol ved den øvre ende af bordet. Nede i haven sidder Ballested og maler. Hilde står ved siden af og ser på ham.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(med armene på bordet, sidder en stund i taushed og ser på hvorledes Bolette arbejder). 
 Det må visst være svært vanskeligt at sy slig en bord, frøken Wangel.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å nej, det er ikke så vanskeligt. Når en bare passer på at tælle rigtig –
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Tælle? Må De tælle også?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, stingene. Se her.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Rigtig, ja! Tænk bare! Det er jo næsten som en slags kunst. Kan De tegne også?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja, når jeg har mønster for mig.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ikke ellers?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, ellers ikke.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Så er det ikke rigtig kunst alligevel.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, det er jo mest sådan – håndfærdighed.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Men jeg tror nu, at De kanske kunde lære kunst.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Når jeg ikke har noget anlæg?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Alligevel. Hvis De bestandig kunde få være sammen med en rigtig ægte kunstner –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Tror De, jeg så kunde lære af ham?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ikke sådan lære på almindelig måde. Men jeg tror, det vilde komme over Dem lidt efter lidt. Ligesom ved et slags underværk, frøken Wangel.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Det var underligt.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(lidt efter). 
 Har De tænkt nærmere –? Jeg mener – om De har tænkt sådan dybere og alvorligt over ægteskabet, frøken?
 

BOLETTE 

(ser flygtig på ham). 
 Over –? Nej.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg har.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Så? Har De det.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jaha, – jeg tænker svært ofte over slige ting. Mest over ægteskabet. Og så har jeg jo læst om det i adskillige bøger også. Jeg tror, at ægteskabet må være ligesom et slags underværk at regne for. At kvinden sådan efterhånden forvandler sig over til at bli’ sin mand lig.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Får hans interesser, mener De?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, netop det!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå, men hans evner da? Og hans anlæg og hans færdigheder?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hm, ja, – jeg gad vide, om ikke alt det også –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Så tror De kanske også, at det, som en mand har læst sig til – eller tænkt sig til, – det skulde også kunne gå over på hans hustru?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det også, ja. Lidt efter lidt. Ligesom ved et underværk. Men jeg véd nok, at sligt bare kan ske i et ægteskab, som er trofast og kærligt og rigtig lykkeligt.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Er det aldrig faldet Dem ind, at en mand kanske også kunde drages således over i sin hustru? Bli’ hende lig, mener jeg.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 En mand? Nej, det har jeg ikke tænkt mig.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men hvorfor ikke lige så godt det ene som det andet?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej. for en mand har jo et kald at leve for. Og det er det, som gør en mand så stærk og fast, frøken Wangel. Han har et livskald, han.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hver eneste en?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å nej. Jeg tænker nu nærmest på kunstneren.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Synes De, det er rigtigt af en kunstner, at han går hen og gifter sig?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det synes jeg da. Når han kan finde nogen, som han holder inderlig af, så –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Alligevel. Jeg tænker mig, at han helst skulde leve bare for sin kunst alene.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja vel skal han det. Men det kan han jo så godt gøre, om han også gifter sig.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå, men hun da?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hun? Hvorledes –?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hun, som han gifter sig med. Hvad skal hun så leve for?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hun skal også leve for hans kunst. Jeg synes, at en kvinde måtte føle sig så inderlig lykkelig ved det.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hm, – jeg véd ikke rigtig –
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, frøken, det kan De tro. Det er ikke bare al den ære og anseelse, som hun nyder for hans skyld –. For det synes jeg næsten er det mindste at regne for. Men det, at hun får hjælpe ham til at skabe, – at hun kan lette arbejdet for ham ved at være om ham og hygge for ham og pleje ham godt og gøre ham livet rigtig fornøjeligt. Det synes jeg måtte være så rent dejligt for en kvinde.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, De véd ikke selv, hvor egenkærlig De er!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Er jeg egenkærlig! Nå, du store Gud –! Å, dersom De bare kendte mig lidt bedre, end De gør – (bøjer sig nærmere hen til hende.) Frøken Wangel, – når jeg nu engang er borte, – og det er jeg jo snart –
 

BOLETTE 

(ser deltagende på ham). 
 Men begynd da ikke at tro noget så trist.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 I grunden er det nu ikke så svært trist, synes jeg.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hvorledes mener De da?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg rejser jo om en måneds tid. Herfra først. Og siden så går jeg jo altså ned til de sydlige lande.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ah, således. Ja vel.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Vil De da en gang imellem tænke på mig, frøken?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, det vil jeg gerne.
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(glad). 
 Nej, lover De mig det!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, det lover jeg.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Helligt og dyrt, frøken Bolette?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Helligt og dyrt. (slår om.) Å, men hvad skal det egentlig til, dette her! Det fører jo dog ikke til nogen verdens ting.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hvor kan De da sige det! For mig vilde det være så dejligt at vide, at De gik her hjemme og tænkte på mig.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå, men hvad så videre?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, noget videre véd jeg jo ikke sådan rigtig –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ikke jeg heller. Der står jo så meget i vejen. Al verdens ting står i vejen, synes jeg.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Å, der kunde vel ske et eller andet underværk. En lykkelig tilskikkelse af skæbnen – eller sligt noget. For jeg tror nu det, at jeg har lykken med mig.
 

BOLETTE 

(levende). 
 Ja, ikke sandt! Tror De ikke det!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, det tror jeg så fuldt og fast. Og så – om nogen år – når jeg kommer hjem igen som en navnkundig billedhugger og i gode kår og i sundhedens fylde –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, ja visst. Det vil vi håbe, at De gør.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det kan De så trygt håbe. Bare De tænker trofast og varmt på mig, mens jeg er ude i de sydlige lande. Og det har jeg jo nu Deres ord for.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Det har De. (ryster på hodet.) Men det fører visst ikke til noget alligevel.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, frøken Bolette, det vil da i det mindste føre til det, at så får jeg arbejde så meget des lettere og fortere på mit kunstværk.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Tror De altså det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det føler jeg indvendig. Og jeg synes da, det måtte være så oplivendes for Dem også – her i det afsides – når De vidste med Dem selv, at De ligesom hjalp mig med at skabe.
 

BOLETTE 

(ser på ham). 
 Nå, – men De, på Deres side da?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg –?
 

BOLETTE 

(ser ud mod haven). 
 Hys! Lad os tale om noget andet. For der kommer overlæreren. 

(Overlærer Arnholm ses nede i haven fra venstre. Han standser og taler med Ballested og Hilde.)
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Holder De af Deres gamle lærer, frøken Bolette?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Om jeg holder af ham?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg mener, om De synes godt om ham?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja, det gør jeg. For han er svært bra’ at ha’ til ven og rådgiver sådan. – Og så er han altid så hjælpsom, når han kan.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Men er ikke det underligt, at han ikke har giftet sig?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Synes De, det er så underligt?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja. For han er jo en velhavendes mand, siger de.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Han skal nok være det. Men det har vel ikke været så let for ham at finde nogen, som vilde ha’ ham, kan jeg tro.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hvorfor det da?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, han har jo været lærer for næsten alle de unge piger, som han kender. Det siger han selv.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, hvad skulde det gøre?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men, Herregud, man gifter sig da ikke med en, som har været ens lærer!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Tror De ikke, at en ung pige kunde elske sin lærer?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ikke efter at hun er ble’t rigtig voksen.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej – tænk det!
 

BOLETTE 

(advarende). 
 Så, så, så! 

(Ballested har imidlertid samlet sine sager sammen og bærer dem udtil højre i haven. Hilde hjælper ham. Arnholm går op på varandaen og kommer ind i stuen.)
 

ARNHOLM. 
 God morgen, min kære Bolette. God morgen, herr – herr – hm! 

(han ser misfornøjet ud og nikker koldt til Lyngstrand, som rejser sig og bukker.)
 

BOLETTE 

(står op og går hen til Arnholm). 
 God morgen, herr overlærer.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes står her til idag?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo tak, bra’.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er Deres stedmor kanske i bad idag også?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, hun er oppe på sit værelse.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke rigtig rask?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jeg véd ikke. For hun har lukket sig inde.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm, – har hun det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Fru Wangel blev nok svært altereret over den amerikaneren igår.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvad véd De om det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg fortalte fruen, at jeg havde set ham gå levendes bagom haven.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Åh, således.
 

BOLETTE 

(til Arnholm). 
 De og far blev visst siddende længe oppe inat.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, temmelig længe. Vi kom til at tale om noget alvorligt.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Fik De tale lidt med ham om mig og mine sager også?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, kære Bolette. Jeg kom ikke til. For han var så helt inde på noget andet.
 

BOLETTE 

(sukker). 
 Ak ja, – det er han altid.
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser betydningsfuldt på hende). 
 Men siden idag så skal jo vi to tale nærmere om de ting. – Hvor er Deres far nu? Kanske ikke hjemme?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo. Han må visst være nede på kontoret. Nu skal jeg hente ham her op.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej tak. Gør ikke det. Jeg vil heller gå ned til ham.
 

BOLETTE 

(lytter mod venstre). 
 Vent lidt, herr overlærer. Der tror jeg far kommer i trappen. Ja. Han har nok været ovenpå og set til hende. 

(Doktor Wangel kommer ind gennem døren til venstre.)
 

WANGEL 

(rækker Arnholm hånden). 
 Nå, kære ven, – er De allerede der? Det var snilt, at De kom så tidligt. For jeg vil gerne tale noget mere med Dem.
 

BOLETTE 

(til Lyngstrand). 
 Skal vi kanske gå lidt ned i haven til Hilde?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, så svært gerne det, frøken. 

(han og Bolette går ned i haven og ud mellem træerne i baggrunden.)
 

ARNHOLM 

(som har fulgt dem med øjnene, vender sig til Wangel). 
 Kender De noget nærmere til den unge manden?
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, slet ikke.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men synes De så om, at han går og driver så meget med småpigerne?
 

WANGEL. 
 Gør han da det? Det har jeg såmæn ikke lagt mærke til.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Sligt burde De dog ha’ et lidet øje med, synes jeg.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, De har visst ret i det. Men, Herregud, hvad skal jeg arme mand gøre? Småpigerne er nu ble’t så vante til at skøtte sig selv. De lar sig ikke sige, hverken af mig eller af Ellida.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke af hende heller?
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej. Og for resten så kan jeg jo ikke forlange, at hun skal blande sig op i sligt noget. Det ligger slet ikke for hende. (afbrydende.) Men det var jo ikke det, vi skulde tale om. Sig mig så, – har De tænkt videre over sagen? Over alt dette her, som jeg fortalte Dem?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg har ikke tænkt på andet lige siden vi skiltes inat.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hvad mener De da, at der er her at gøre?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Kære doktor, jeg synes, at De som læge må vide det bedre end jeg.
 

WANGEL. 
 Å, dersom De bare vidste, hvor vanskeligt det er for en læge at dømme rigtigt om en syg, som han holder inderlig af! Og dette her er jo ikke nogen almindelig sygdom heller. Her hjælper ingen almindelig læge, – og ingen almindelige lægemidler.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes har hun det idag?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg var nu netop oppe hos hende og da forekom hun mig ganske rolig. Men bag alle hendes stemninger ligger der noget dulgt, som det er mig umuligt at komme på det rene med. Og så er hun jo så foranderlig, – så uberegnelig, – så pludselig vekslende.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det følger vel af hendes sygelige sindstilstand.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke alene. I sin dybeste grund er det hende medfødt. Ellida hører til havfolket. Det er sagen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes mener De egentlig det, kære doktor?
 

WANGEL. 
 Har De ikke lagt mærke til, at de mennesker der ude ved det åbne hav er ligesom et folk for sig selv? Det er næsten som om de leved havets eget liv. Der er bølgegang – og ebbe og flod også – både i deres tænkning og i deres fornemmelser. Og så lar de sig aldrig omplante. Å, jeg skulde jo ha’ betænkt det før. Det var en ren forsyndelse imod Ellida at ta’ hende bort der ude fra og flytte hende hid ind!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er De kommen til den mening nu?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, mere og mere. Men jeg burde jo ha’ sagt mig det på forhånd. Å, i grunden vidste jeg det jo også. Men jeg lod det ikke komme til orde i mig. For jeg holdt jo så meget af hende, ser De! Derfor tænkte jeg først og fremst på mig selv. Så rent uforsvarlig egenkærlig var jeg dengang!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm, – enhver mand er visst lidt egenkærlig under de omstændigheder. For resten så har jeg aldrig mærket noget til den lyde hos Dem, doktor Wangel.
 

WANGEL 

(driver urolig om på gulvet). 
 Å jo! Og jeg har været det sidenefter også. Jeg er jo så meget, meget ældre end hun. Jeg burde ha’ været for hende som en far – og en vejleder tillige. Burde ha’ gjort mit bedste for at udvikle og klarne hendes tankeliv. Men det er der desværre aldrig ble’t noget af. Jeg har ikke havt fremfærd nok til det, ser De! For jeg vilde jo helst ha’ hende slig, som hun var. Men så blev det jo værre og værre med hende. Og jeg gik her og vidste ikke, hvad jeg skulde finde på. (sagtere.) Derfor var det, at jeg i min vånde skrev til Dem og bad Dem komme til os.
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser forbauset på ham). 
 Hvad for noget! Var dét derfor, at De skrev?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja. Men lad Dem ikke mærke med det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men i al verden, kære doktor, – hvad gavn vented De da egentlig af mig? Det forstår jeg ikke.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, det er så rimeligt. For jeg var ledet på vildspor. Jeg trode, at Ellidas hjerte havde hængt ved Dem engang. At det lønligt hang en smule ved Dem endnu. At det kanske vilde gøre hende godt at få se Dem igen og få tale med Dem om hjemmet og om gamle dage.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det var altså Deres hustru, De mente, da De skrev, at her gik en og vented på mig og – og kanske længted efter mig!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, hvem ellers?
 

ARNHOLM 

(hurtigt). 
 Nej, nej, De har ret. – Men jeg forstod det ikke.
 

WANGEL. 
 Meget rimeligt, som sagt. Jeg var jo rent på vildspor.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og De siger om Dem selv, at De er egenkærlig!
 

WANGEL. 
 Å, jeg havde jo så stor en skyld at bøde på. Jeg syntes ikke, jeg turde vrage noget middel, når det kanske kunde lette hendes sind en smule.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvorledes forklarer De nu egentlig den magt, som denne fremmede mand øver over hende?
 

WANGEL. 
 Hm, kære ven, – der turde være sider ved den sag, som ikke lar sig forklare.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Noget, som i og for sig er uforklarligt, mener De? Aldeles uforklarligt?
 

WANGEL. 
 I alle fald uforklarligt indtil videre.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Tror De da på noget sådant?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg hverken tror eller benægter. Jeg bare véd ikke. Derfor lar jeg det stå hen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, men sig mig nu én ting. Denne hendes underlige, uhyggelige påstand om, at barnets øjne –?
 

WANGEL 

(ivrig). 
 Det med øjnene tror jeg aldeles ikke på! Jeg vil ikke tro på sligt noget! Det må være den pure indbildning af hende. Ikke noget andet.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 La’ De mærke til mandens øjne, da De så ham igår?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja visst gjorde jeg det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og De fandt ikke nogen slags lighed?
 

WANGEL 

(undvigende). 
 Hm, – Herregud, hvad skal jeg svare? Det var jo ikke ganske lyst, da jeg så ham. Og desuden så havde jo Ellida talt så meget om denne ligheden i forvejen –. Jeg véd slet ikke, om jeg var i stand til at se ganske uhildet på ham.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, nej, det kan så være. Men så det andet da? At al denne angst og uro kom over hende netop på den tid, da dette fremmede menneske lader til at ha’ været på hjemrejsen?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, ser De, – det er også noget, som hun må ha’ digtet og drømt sig ind i siden i forgårs. Det kom aldeles ikke så pludselig – med én gang – over hende, som hun nu påstår. Men siden hun hørte af denne unge Lyngstrand, at Johnston – eller Friman – eller hvad han nu heder, – at han var på hidrejsen for tre år siden – i Marts måned, – så tror hun åbenbart nu, at sindsuroen greb hende netop i den selv-samme måned.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Gjorde den da ikke det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke på nogen måde. Der har været spor og tegn at påvise længe før den tid. – Rigtignok kom det – tilfældigvis – netop i Marts måned for tre år siden til et temmelig voldsomt udbrud hos hende –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Altså dog –!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, men det lar sig ganske simpelt hen forklare af den tilstand – de omstændigheder, – som hun netop på den tid befandt sig i.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Altså tegn imod tegn.
 

WANGEL 

(knuger hænderne). 
 Og så ikke kunne hjælpe hende! Ikke vide sine arme råd! Ikke øjne noget som helst middel –!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Om De nu kunde beslutte Dem til at skifte opholdssted? Flytte andetsteds hen? Så hun kunde få leve under forholde, som arted sig hjemligere for hende?
 

WANGEL. 
 Å, kære, – tror De ikke, jeg har tilbudt hende det også? Jeg har foreslåt, at vi skulde flytte ud til Skjoldviken. Men hun vil ikke.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke det heller?
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej. For hun tror ikke, der vilde være nogen nytte i det. Og det kan hun jo kanske ha’ ret i også.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm, – siger De det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, og så desuden, – når jeg tænker mig nærmere om, – så véd jeg virkelig ikke, hvorledes jeg skulde kunne sætte det i værk. For jeg synes næsten ikke, jeg kan forsvare for småpigernes skyld at flytte ud til slig en afkrog. De må jo dog leve på et sted, hvor der i det mindste er nogen udsigt til at få dem forsørget en gang.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Forsørget? Tænker De allerede så meget på det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, Herregud, – jeg må da tænke på det også! Men så – på den anden side igen – hensynet til min stakkers syge Ellida –! Å, kære Arnholm, – jeg står virkelig – på mange måder – som midt imellem ild og vand!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 For Bolette behøver De kanske ikke at være så særdeles bekymret – (afbrydende.) Jeg gad vide, hvor hun – hvor de er gåt hen? 

(han går op til den åbne dør og ser ud.)
 

WANGEL 

(henover mod pianoet). 
 Å, jeg skulde så gerne bringe hvad offer det end var – for dem alle tre. – Bare jeg vidste noget. 

(Ellida kommer ind gennem døren til venstre.)
 

ELLIDA 

(hurtig til Wangel). 
 Gå endelig ikke ud i formiddag!
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, nej visst. Jeg blir hjemme hos dig. (tyder mod Arnholm, som nærmer sig.) Men vil du ikke hilse på vor ven?
 

ELLIDA 

(vender sig). 
 Å, er De der, herr Arnholm! (rækker ham hånden.) Godmorgen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Godmorgen, frue, Nå, altså ikke i bad idag ligesom ellers?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, nej, nej! Der kan ikke være tale om det idag. Men kanske De vil sidde ned et lidet øjeblik?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, mange tak, – ikke nu. (ser hen på Wangel.) Jeg lovte småpigerne at komme ned til dem i haven.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, Gud véd, om De træffer dem i haven. Jeg har aldrig rede på, hvor de færdes.
 

WANGEL. 
 Å jo, de holder visst til nede ved dammen.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå, jeg skal sagtens nok komme på spor efter dem. 

(han nikker og går over verandaen ud i haven til højre.)
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad er klokken, Wangel?
 

WANGEL 

(ser på sit uhr). 
 Den er nu lidt over elleve.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Lidt over. Og klokken elleve – halv tolv inat kommer dampskibet. Å, når jeg bare havde overståt det!
 

WANGEL 

(går nærmere hen til hende). 
 Kære Ellida, – der er en ting, jeg gerne vilde, spørge dig om.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvad er det for noget?
 

WANGEL. 
 I forgårs aftes – der oppe på „Udsigten” – sa’ du, at i de sidste tre år havde du så ofte set ham lys-levende for dig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det har jeg også. Det må du tro mig på.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nå, men hvorledes så du ham da?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hvorledes jeg så ham?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg mener, – hvorledes syntes du, han så ud, når du trode, at du så ham for dig?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men, kære Wangel, – du véd jo nu selv, hvorledes han ser ud.
 

WANGEL. 
 Så han også således ud i dine forestillinger?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det gjorde han da.
 

WANGEL. 
 Netop således, som du igår aftes så ham i virkeligheden?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, netop således.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nå, men hvoraf kom det da, at du ikke straks kendte ham igen?
 

ELLIDA 

(studser). 
 Gjorde jeg ikke det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej. Du sa’ selv siden, at i førstningen vidste du slet ikke, hvem den fremmede manden var.
 

ELLIDA 

(slået). 
 Ja, jeg tror virkelig, du har ret! Synes du ikke, det var besynderligt, Wangel? Tænk, – at jeg ikke straks kendte ham!
 

WANGEL. 
 Det var bare på øjnene, sa’ du –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å ja, – øjnene! Øjnene!
 

WANGEL. 
 Nå, – men oppe på „Udsigten” sa’ du, at han altid viste sig for dig, slig, som han var, da I skiltes. Der ude for ti år siden.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Sa’ jeg det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Så har han vel dengang set ud omtrent som nu.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej. Du gav en ganske anden skildring af ham i forgårs på hjemvejen. For ti år siden var han uden skæg, sa’ du. Ganske anderledes klædt var han også. Og så brystnålen med perlen i –? Den havde jo slet ikke manden igår.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, den havde han ikke.
 

WANGEL 

(ser forskende på hende). 
 Tænk dig altså lidt om, kære Ellida. Eller – kan du kanske ikke længer huske, hvorledes han så ud, da han stod med dig på Bratthammeren?
 

ELLIDA 

(eftertænkende, lukker øjnene en stund). 
 Ikke ganske tydeligt. Nej, – idag kan jeg det slet ikke. Er ikke det besynderligt?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ikke så besynderligt endda. Der er nu trådt et nyt virkelighedsbillede frem for dig. Og det skygger for det gamle, – så du ikke længer kan se det.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Tror du det, Wangel?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja. Og det skygger for dine syge forestillinger også. Derfor er det godt, at virkeligheden kom.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Godt! Siger du, at det er godt?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja. Det, at den kom, – det tør bli’ helsebod for dig.
 

ELLIDA 

(sætter sig i sofaen). 
 Wangel, – kom og sæt dig hos mig her. Jeg må sige dig alle mine tanker.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, gør det, kære Ellida. 

(han sætter sig på en stol ved den anden side af bordet.)
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det var egentlig en stor ulykke – for os begge – at just vi to skulde komme sammen.
 

WANGEL 

(studser). 
 Hvad er det du siger!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å jo. Det var det. Og det er jo så rimeligt også. Det kunde ikke bli’ til andet end ulykke. Ikke efter den måde, vi to kom sammen på.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad skulde der da være i vejen ved måden –!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hør nu, Wangel, – det nytter ikke, at vi går her længer og lyver for os selv – og for hinanden.
 

WANGEL. 
 Gør vi da det! Lyver vi, siger du!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, vi gør. Eller – vi fordølger sandheden i alle fald. For sandheden – den rene, skære sandhed – er jo dog det, – at du kom der ud og – og købte mig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Købte –! – Siger du – købte!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, jeg var jo ikke et hår bedre end du. Jeg slog til. Gik hen og solgte mig til dig.
 

WANGEL 

(ser smertefuld på hende). 
 Ellida, – har du virkelig hjerte til at kalde det så?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men er der da noget andet navn for det! Du kunde ikke længer bære tomheden i dit hus. Du så dig om efter en ny hustru –
 

WANGEL. 
 Og efter en ny mor for børnene, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Kanske det også – sådan ved siden af. Skønt – du vidste jo slet ikke, om jeg dued til den stilling. Du havde jo bare set mig – og talt lidt med mig et par gange. Så fik du lyst til mig, og så –
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, kald du det kun, hvad du helst synes.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og jeg, på min side –. Jeg stod jo der hjælpeløs og rådløs og så rent alene. Det var jo så rimeligt, at jeg slog til – da du kom og tilbød dig at forsørge mig for livstid.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det stod så visst ikke for mig som en forsørgelse, kære Ellida. Jeg spurgte dig ærligt, om du vilde dele med mig og børnene den smule, jeg kunde kalde mit.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, det gjorde du. Men jeg skulde ikke ha’ ta’t imod det alligevel! Aldrig for nogen pris skulde jeg ha’ ta’t imod det! Ikke solgt mig selv! Heller det usleste arbejde, – heller de fattigste vilkår i – i frivillighed – og efter eget valg!
 

WANGEL 

(rejser sig). 
 Har altså de fem–sex år, vi har levet sammen, været så rent uden værd for dig?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, tro da endelig ikke det, Wangel! Jeg har havt det så godt her hos dig, som noget menneske kan ønske sig det. Men jeg gik ikke ind til dit hjem i frivillighed. Det er sagen.
 

WANGEL 

(ser hen på hende). 
 Ikke i – frivillighed!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej. Det var ikke frivillig jeg rejste med dig.
 

WANGEL 

(dæmpet). 
 Ah, – jeg mindes – vendingen fra igår.
 

ELLIDA. 
 I den vendingen ligger det alt sammen. Den har lyst op for mig. Og derfor så ser jeg det jo nu.
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvad ser du?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg ser, at det liv, vi to lever med hinanden, – det er i grunden ikke noget ægteskab.
 

WANGEL 

(bittert). 
 Der sa’ du et sandt ord. Det liv, vi nu lever, er ikke noget ægteskab.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ikke før heller. Aldrig. Ikke fra først af. (ser hen for sig.) Det første – det kunde ble’t et helt og rent ægteskab.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det første? Hvilket første, mener du?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Mit – med ham.
 

WANGEL 

(ser forundret på hende). 
 Jeg forstår dig aldeles ikke!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, kære Wangel, – lad os ikke lyve for hinanden. Ikke for os selv heller.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, vel! Men hvad så videre?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, ser du, – vi kan aldrig komme bort fra den ting – at et frivilligt løfte er fuldt ud så bindende som en vielse.
 

WANGEL. 
 Men hvad i al verden –!
 

ELLIDA 

(rejser sig i heftighed). 
 Lad mig få lov til at rejse fra dig, Wangel!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida –! Ellida –!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, jo, – gi’ mig bare lov til det! Du kan tro mig, – det blir så ikke til andet alligevel. Ikke efter den måde, vi to kom sammen på.
 

WANGEL 

(i behersket smerte). 
 Så vidt skulde det altså komme imellem os.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det måtte komme således. Kunde ikke andet.
 

WANGEL 

(ser tungt på hende). 
 Altså ikke vundet dig gennem samlivet heller. Aldrig, – aldrig ejet dig helt.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, Wangel, – om jeg kunde holde af dig, således, som jeg så gerne vilde! Så inderligt, som du fortjener det! Men jeg føler det så godt, – det kommer aldrig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Skilsmisse altså? Det er skilsmisse, – en fuld lovformelig skilsmisse, – som du vil ha’?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Kære, du forstår mig så lidt. Det er slet ikke formerne, jeg bryr mig om. For det er jo ikke slige nogen ydre ting, som det kommer an på, synes jeg. Det, jeg vil, det er, at vi to skal bli’ enige om i frivillighed at løse hinanden.
 

WANGEL 

(bittert, nikker langsomt). 
 La’ handelen gå om igen, – ja.
 

ELLIDA 

(levende). 
 Netop det! La’ handelen gå om igen!
 

WANGEL. 
 Og så siden, Ellida? Bagefter? Har du tænkt over, hvorledes det så vil se ud for os begge? Hvorledes livet så vil komme til at arte sig både for dig og for mig?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det får være det samme. Bagefter får det arte sig, som det kan. Det, som jeg be’r og bønfalder dig om, Wangel, – det er jo dog det vigtigste! Gi’ mig bare fri! Gi’ mig min fulde frihed igen!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida, – det er et forfærdeligt krav, du stiller til mig. Lad mig da i det mindste få frist til at samle mig til en beslutning. Lad os få tale nærmere med hinanden. Og und dig da også selv tid til at overveje, hvad du gør!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men her er jo ingen tid at spilde med sligt! Jeg må jo ha’ min frihed igen i denne dag!
 

WANGEL. 
 Hvorfor just det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jo, – for det er jo inat han kommer.
 

WANGEL 

(farer sammen). 
 Kommer! Han! Hvad har den fremmede mand med dette her at gøre?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg vil stå frem for ham i fuld frihed.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og hvad – hvad tænker du så videre at gøre?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg vil ikke skyde mig ind under, at jeg er en anden mands hustru. Ikke skyde mig ind under, at jeg intet valg har. For ellers vilde der ingen afgørelse være i det.
 

WANGEL. 
 Du taler om valg! Valg, Ellida! Valg i denne sag!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, valg må jeg ha’. Valg til begge sider. Må kunne la’ ham rejse alene –. Eller også – følge med ham.
 

WANGEL. 
 Forstår du selv, hvad du siger? Følge med ham! Gi’ din hele skæbne i hans hænder!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Men gav jeg da ikke min hele skæbne i dine hænder! Og det – sådan uden videre.
 

WANGEL. 
 Lad så være. Men han! Han! En vild-fremmed! Et menneske, som du kender så lidet til!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, men dig kendte jeg jo kanske endnu mindre. Og jeg fulgte dog alligevel med dig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Den gang vidste du da i alle fald så nogenlunde, hvad slags liv du gik imøde. Men her? Her? Tænk dig dog om! Hvad véd du her? Ikke det ringeste véd du. Ikke engang hvem han er – eller hvad han er.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser hen for sig). 
 Det er sandt. Men det er netop det grufulde.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, vel er det grufuldt –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Derfor synes jeg også, at jeg ligesom må ind i det.
 

WANGEL 

(ser på hende). 
 Fordi det står for dig som noget grufuldt?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Netop derfor.
 

WANGEL 

(nærmere). 
 Hør her, Ellida, – hvad forstår du da egentlig ved det grufulde?
 

ELLIDA 

(tænker sig om). 
 Det grufulde, – det er det, som skræmmer og drager.
 

WANGEL. 
 Drager også?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Mest drager, – tror jeg.
 

WANGEL 

(langsomt). 
 Du er i slægt med havet.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Det er det grufulde også.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og det grufulde igen med dig. Du både skræmmer og drager.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Synes du det, Wangel?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg har nok aldrig kendt dig rigtig alligevel. Aldrig helt til bunds. Det begynder at gå op for mig nu.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Derfor skal du også gi’ mig fri! Løse mig fra ethvert forhold til dig og dit! Jeg er ikke den, du tog mig for. Nu ser du det jo selv. Nu kan vi skilles i forståelse – og i frivillighed.
 

WANGEL 

(tungt). 
 Det var kanske bedst for os begge – om vi skiltes. – Men jeg kan det ikke alligevel! – Du er for mig som det grufulde, Ellida. Det dragende, – det er det stærkeste i dig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Siger du det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Lad os se at komme over denne dag med overlæg. Med fuld ro i sindet. Jeg tør ikke løse og slippe dig idag. Har ikke lov til det. Ikke lov for din egen skyld, Ellida. Jeg gør gældende min ret og min pligt at værge for dig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Værge? Hvad er da her at værge imod? Det er jo slet ikke nogen vold og magt udenfra, som truer mig. Det grufulde ligger dybere, Wangel! Det grufulde, – det er dragningen i mit eget sind. Og hvad kan vel du gøre ved den?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg kan styrke og støtte dig til at stride imod.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. – hvis jeg vilde stride imod.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vil du da ikke det?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, det er jo det, jeg ikke selv véd!
 

WANGEL. 
 Inat er alting afgjort, kære Ellida –
 

ELLIDA 

(bryder ud). 
 Ja, tænk! Afgørelsen så nær! Afgørelse for hele livet!
 

WANGEL. 
 – og så imorgen –
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, imorgen! Kanske min rette fremtid da er forspildt!
 

WANGEL. 
 Din rette –?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Et helt og fuldt liv i frihed forspildt, – forspildt for mig! Og kanske – for ham også.
 

WANGEL 

(sagtere, griber hende om håndledet). 
 Ellida, – elsker du denne fremmede mand?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Om jeg –? Å, hvad véd jeg det! Jeg véd bare, at han er for mig den grufulde og at –
 

WANGEL. 
 – og at?
 

ELLIDA 

(river sig løs). 
 – og at det er hos ham, jeg synes, at jeg hører til.
 

WANGEL 

(sænker hodet). 
 Jeg begynder at forstå det meste.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og hvad hjælp har så du imod dette her? Hvad råd véd du for mig?
 

WANGEL 

(ser tungt på hende). 
 Imorgen, – da er han altså rejst. Da er ulykken afvendt fra dit hode. Og da skal jeg være villig til at løse og slippe dig. Vi lar handelen gå om igen, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, Wangel –! Imorgen – da er det jo for sent –!
 

WANGEL 

(ser ud mod haven). 
 Børnene! Børnene –! Lad os da i det mindste skåne dem – indtil videre. 

(Arnholm, Bolette, Hilde og Lyngstrand kommer frem i haven. Lyngstrand tager afsked dernede og går ud til venstre. De øvrige kommer ind i stuen.)
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nu kan De tro, vi har gået og lagt planer –
 

HILDE. 
 Vi vil ud på fjorden ikveld og –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, ikke sig noget!
 

WANGEL. 
 Vi to har også gået her og lagt planer.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ah, – virkelig?
 

WANGEL. 
 Imorgen rejser Ellida ud til Skjoldviken – for en tid.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Rejser –?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Se, det var jo meget fornuftigt, fru Wangel.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida vil hjem igen. Hjem til havet.
 

HILDE 

(med et spring imod Ellida). 
 Rejser du! Rejser du ifra os!
 

ELLIDA 

(forskrækket). 
 Men Hilde da! Hvad går der af dig?
 

HILDE 

(fatter sig). 
 Å, det var ingenting. (halvhøjt, vender sig fra hende.) Rejs bare du!
 

BOLETTE 

(angst). 
 Far, – jeg ser det på dig, – du rejser også – til Skjoldviken!
 

WANGEL. 
 Visst ikke, nej! Jeg ser kanske derud en gang imellem –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Og her ind til os –?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ser jeg også –
 

BOLETTE. 
 – en gang imellem, ja!
 

WANGEL. 
 Kære barn, det må så være. 

(han går henover gulvet.)
 

ARNHOLM 

(hvisker). 
 Vi tales siden ved, Bolette. 

(han går hen til Wangel. De taler sagte sammen oppe ved døren.)
 

ELLIDA 

(halvhøjt til Bolette). 
 Hvad var det med Hilde? Hun så jo ud som forstyrret!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Har du aldrig mærket, hvad Hilde dag ud og dag ind har gået og tørstet efter?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Tørstet efter?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Lige siden du kom i huset?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, nej, – hvad er det?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Et eneste kærligt ord fra dig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ah –! Skulde her være gerning for mig! 

(hun slår hænderne sammen om hodet og ser ubevægelig frem for sig ligesom gennemkrydset af stridende tanker og stemninger.)


(Wangel og Arnholm kommer i hviskende samtale fremover gulvet.)


(Bolette går hen og ser ind i sideværelset til højre. Derpå slår hun døren op.)
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, kære far, – nu står maden på bordet – i fald du –
 

WANGEL 

(med tiltvungen fatning). 
 Gør den det, barn? Det var jo bra’. Vær så god, overlærer! Nu vil vi gå ind og tømme en afskedspokal med – med „fruen fra havet”. 

(de går mod døren til højre.)
 






  








FEMTE AKT
 

(Den afsides del af doktor Wangels have ved karudsdammen. Tiltagende sommernatsskumring.)

 

(Arnholm, Bolette, Lyngstrand og Hilde, i en båd, stager sig frem fra venstre langs stranden.)
 

HILDE. 
 Se, her kan vi så magelig hoppe iland!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, nej, gør ikke det!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg kan ikke hoppe, frøken.
 

HILDE. 
 De, Arnholm, kan ikke De heller hoppe?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg vil helst la’ det være.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Lad os så lægge til henne ved badehustrappen. 

(de stager sig ud til højre.)


(l det samme kommer Ballested fra højre frem på fodstien, bærende notebøger og et valdhorn. Han hilser til dem i båden, vender sig og taler til dem. Svar høres fjernere og fjernere udenfor.)
 

BALLESTED. 
 Hvad siger De? – Ja visst er det for den engelske damperens skyld. For det er sidste gang, han kommer her iår. Men vil De nyde godt af tonerne, så må De ikke drøje for længe. (råber.) Hvad? (ryster på hodet.) Kan ikke høre, hvad De siger! 

(Ellida, med sit sjal over hodet, kommer, fulgt af doktor Wangel, ind fra venstre.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Men, kære Ellida, – jeg forsikkrer dig, – der er rundelig tid endnu.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, nej, – der er ikke! Hvert øjeblik kan han komme.
 

BALLESTED 

(udenfor ved havegærdet). 
 Se, god aften, herr doktor! God aften, frue!
 

WANGEL 

(blir ham var). 
 Å, er De der? Skal her være musik inat også?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ja. „Hornforeningen” agter at la’ sig høre. Det skorter os ikke på festlige anledninger i denne tid. I nat skal det være til ære for englænderen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Englænderen! Er han alt i sigte?
 

BALLESTED. 
 Ikke endnu. Men han kommer jo inde fra – mellem holmerne. En véd ikke ordet af, før han er lige over os.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, – just så er det.
 

WANGEL 

(halvt mod Ellida). 
 Inat er det sidste rejsen. Så kommer han ikke mere.
 

BALLESTED. 
 En sørgelig tanke, herr doktor. Men derfor vil vi også, som sagt, gøre ære på ham. Ak ja, ak ja! Nu går snart den glade sommertid til ende. Snart er alle sunde lukket, som det heder i sørgespillet.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Alle sunde lukket, – ja.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Trist at tænke på. Nu har vi været sommerens glade børn i uger og måneder. Det holder hårdt at forsone sig med mørketiden. Ja, i førstningen, mener jeg. For menneskene kan alki-a-klimatisere sig, fru Wangel, Ja, såmæn kan De så. 

(han hilser og går ud til venstre.)
 

ELLIDA 

(ser ud over fjorden). 
 Å, denne pinefulde spænding! Denne opjagende sidste halvtime før afgørelsen.
 

WANGEL. 
 Det står altså fast, at du selv vil tale med ham?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg må tale med ham selv. For det er jo i frivillighed, at jeg skal træffe mit valg.
 

WANGEL. 
 Du har ikke noget valg, Ellida. Du får ikke lov at vælge. Får ikke lov for mig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Valget kan du aldrig hindre. Hverken du eller nogen anden. Du kan forbyde mig at rejse med ham, – følge ham, – ifald jeg vælger det. Du kan holde mig tilbage her med magt. Imod min vilje. Det kan du. Men at jeg vælger, – vælger inderst inde i mit sind, – vælger ham og ikke dig, – ifald jeg vil og må vælge således, – det kan du ikke hindre.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, det har du ret i. Det kan jeg ikke hindre.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og så har jeg jo slet ingen ting at stå imod med! Her hjemme er der jo ingen verdens ting, som drager og binder mig. Jeg er jo så rent rodløs i dit hus, Wangel. Børnene ejer jeg ikke. Ejer ikke deres sind, mener jeg. Har aldrig ejet det. – Når jeg rejser, – om jeg rejser da, – enten med ham inat – eller ud til Skjoldviken imorgen, så har jeg ikke en nøgle at gi’ fra mig, – ikke en besked at lægge efter mig, hverken om det ene eller om det andet. Så rent rodløs er jeg i dit hus. Så rent udenfor alt sammen har jeg været lige fra første stund af.
 

WANGEL. 
 Du har selv villet det således.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, jeg har ikke det. Jeg har hverken villet det eller ikke villet det. Jeg har bare simpelt hen ladet alting bli’ således, som jeg fandt det den dag, jeg kom. Det er dig – og ingen anden, – som har villet ha’ det således.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg tænkte at gøre det på det bedste for dig.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å ja, Wangel, det véd jeg jo så godt! Men der er en gengældelse i dette. Noget, som hævner sig. For nu findes her ingen bindende magt, – ingen støtte for mig, – ingen hjælp, – ingen dragning ind imod alt det, som skulde ha’ været vort fælles inderste eje.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg ser det jo nok, Ellida. Og derfor så skal du jo også fra imorgen af få din frihed igen. Du skal herefter få leve dit eget liv.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og det kalder du mit eget liv! Å nej, mit eget rigtige liv kom ud af sporet, da jeg gik ind på samlivet med dig. (knuger hænderne i angst og uro.) Og nu, – inat – om en halv time – kommer han, som jeg har svigtet, – han, som jeg skulde ha’ holdt ubrødelig fast ved, ligesom han har holdt fast ved mig! Nu kommer han og byder mig – for sidste og eneste gang – at få leve livet om igen, – få leve mit eget rigtige liv, – det liv, som skræmmer og drager – og som jeg ikke kan gi’ slip på. Ikke i frivillighed!
 

WANGEL. 
 Just derfor trænger du til, at din mand – og din læge også – tar magten fra dig – og handler på dine vegne.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja. Wangel, jeg forstår det så godt. Å, du må ikke tro andet, end at der er stunder imellem, da jeg synes, der vilde være fred og redning i at ty inderligt ind til dig – og prøve på at trodse alle dragende og skræmmende magter. Men jeg kan ikke det heller. Nej, nej, – jeg kan det ikke!
 

WANGEL. 
 Kom, Ellida, – lad os gå lidt op og ned sammen.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Jeg vilde så gerne. Men jeg tør ikke. For han sa’ jo, jeg skulde vente på ham her.
 

WANGEL. 
 Kom bare. Du har god tid endnu.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, tror du det?
 

WANGEL. 
 Rundelig tid, siger jeg.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Lad os gå lidt da. 

(de går ud i forgrunden til højre. I det samme kommer Arnholm og Bolette frem ved den øvre bred af dammen.)
 

BOLETTE 

(bemærker de bortgående). 
 Se der –!
 

ARNHOLM 

(sagte). 
 Hys, – lad dem gå.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Kan De begribe, hvad der er imellem dem i de sidste dage?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Har De mærket noget?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Om jeg har!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Noget sådan særligt?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja. Både det ene og det andet. Har ikke De?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Å, jeg véd ikke så rigtig –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo, såmæn har De så. Men De vil bare ikke ud med det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg tror, det vil være godt for Deres stedmor, at hun får gøre den lille rejsen.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Tror De det?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, jeg gad vide, om det ikke vil være bra’ for alle parter, at hun får komme lidt ud en gang imellem?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Flytter hun nu imorgen hjem igen til Skjoldviken, så kommer hun visst aldrig mere her ind til os.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men, kære Bolette, hvor falder De da på sligt?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo, det tror jeg fuldt og fast. Pas De bare på! De skal se, – hun kommer ikke igen. I alle fald ikke så længe jeg og Hilde er her i huset.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hilde også?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå, med Hilde kunde det kanske endda gå. For hun er jo ikke stort mere end barn endnu. Og så forguder hun Ellida i grunden, tror jeg. Men med mig er det anderledes, ser De. En stedmor, som ikke er så svært meget ældre end en selv –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Kære Bolette, – for Dem turde det kanske ikke vare så ret længe, før De får komme ud.
 

BOLETTE 

(levende). 
 Siger De det! Har De altså talt med far om det?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det har jeg også gjort, ja.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nå, – og hvad sa’ han så!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hm, – Deres far er jo så stærkt optaget af andre tanker i disse dage –
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, ja, det var jo det samme, jeg sa’ før.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men så meget fik jeg dog ud af ham, at De nok ikke må gøre regning på nogen hjælp fra ham.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ikke –!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Han forklarte mig så indlysende om sine forhold. Mente, at sligt noget var rent ud en umulig ting for ham.
 

BOLETTE 

(bebrejdende). 
 Og så kunde De endda ha’ hjerte til at stå her og narre mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det gjorde jeg så visst ikke, kære Bolette. Det beror helt og holdent på Dem selv – om De vil komme ud eller ikke.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hvad beror på mig, siger De?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Om De skal få komme ud i verden. Få lære alt det, som De mest har lyst til. Få del i alt det, som De går her hjemme og tørster efter. Få leve livet under lysere vilkår, Bolette. Hvad siger De til det?
 

BOLETTE 

(slår hænderne sammen). 
 Å, du store Gud –! Men det er jo rent umuligt, dette her. Når far hverken vil eller kan, så –. For jeg har jo ingen anden i hele verden, som jeg kunde vende mig til.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Skulde De ikke kunne bekvemme Dem til at ta’ imod en håndsrækning af Deres gam – af Deres fordums lærer?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Af Dem, herr Arnholm! Skulde De være villig til at –?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 At stå Dem bi? Ja, så inderlig gerne. Både med råd og med dåd. Det kan De lide på. – Slår De altså til? Hvad? Går De ind på det?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Om jeg går ind på det! Få komme ud, – få se verden, – få lære noget rigtig grundigt! Alt det, som har stået for mig som den store dejlige umulighed –!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, alt det kan nu bli’ til virkelighed for Dem. Hvis De bare selv vil.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Og al denne usigelige lykke vil De hjælpe mig frem til! Å nej, – men sig mig, – kan jeg ta’ imod sligt et offer af noget fremmed menneske?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Af mig kan De så godt ta’ imod det, Bolette. Af mig kan De ta’ imod, hvad det så skal være.
 

BOLETTE 

(griber hans hænder). 
 Ja, jeg synes næsten, at jeg kan det også! Jeg véd ikke hvorledes det er; men – (bryder ud.) Å, jeg kunde både le og græde af glæde! Af lyksalighed! Å, – så skal jeg da få leve rigtig alligevel. Jeg begyndte at bli’ så ræd for, at livet skulde gå ifra mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det behøver De ikke at ængste Dem for, kære Bolette. Men nu må De også si’ mig ganske oprigtigt – om der er noget – noget, som binder Dem her?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Binder mig? Nej, det er der ikke.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke noget som helst?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, slet ikke. Det vil si’, – far binder mig jo nok på en måde. Og Hilde også. Men –
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå. – Deres far må De jo dog bort fra før eller senere. Og Hilde kommer jo også en gang til at gå sin egen vej gennem livet. Dette her er altså bare tidsspørsmål. Ikke andet. Men ellers er der altså ikke noget, som binder Dem, Bolette? Ikke noget slags forhold?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, slet ikke. For den sags skyld kan jeg så godt rejse, hvor hen det så skal være.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, når så er, kære Bolette, – så skal De også få rejse med mig.
 

BOLETTE 

(klapper i hænderne). 
 Å Gud i himmelen, – hvilken lykke at tænke på!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 For jeg håber da, at De har fuld tillid til mig?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, det har jeg rigtignok!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og De tør altså trygt og fuldt betro Dem selv og Deres fremtid i mine hænder, Bolette? Ikke sandt? Tør De ikke det?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å jo, visst! Skulde jeg ikke det? Kan De tænke Dem andet! De, som har været min gamle lærer – min lærer i gamle dage, mener jeg.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ikke blot derfor. Den side af sagen hæfter jeg mig ikke videre ved. Men –. Nå, – De er altså fri, Bolette. Der er intet forhold, som binder Dem. Og så spør’ jeg Dem da – om De kunde ville – kunde ville knytte Dem til mig – for livet?
 

BOLETTE 

(viger tilbage i skræk). 
 Åh, – hvad er det De siger!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 For hele livet, Bolette. Om De vil bli’ min hustru.
 

BOLETTE 

(halvt for sig selv). 
 Nej, nej, nej! Dette her er umuligt! Aldeles umuligt!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Skulde det virkelig være så rent umuligt for Dem at –?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men De kan da vel aldrig i verden mene, hvad De siger, herr Arnholm! (ser på ham.) Eller –. Alligevel –. Var det således, De mente det – da De tilbød Dem at gøre så meget for mig?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nu skal De høre lidt på mig, Bolette. Jeg har2 nok overrasket Dem stærkt, lader det til.
 

2. fu: ha
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, hvor kunde sådant noget – fra Dem, – hvor kunde det andet end – end overraske mig!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det kan De ha’ ret i. De vidste jo ikke, – kunde ikke vide, at det var for Deres skyld jeg har gjort denne rejsen hid.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Er De kommet hid for – for min skyld!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, det er jeg, Bolette. I våres fik jeg et brev fra Deres far. Og i det forekommer der en vending, som bragte mig på den tro – hm –, at De havde bevaret Deres fordums lærer i – i lidt mer end venskabelig erindring.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hvor kunde far skrive sligt noget!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Det var slet ikke således, han havde ment det. Men jeg leved mig nu altså ind i den indbildning, at der her gik en ung pige og længted efter, at jeg skulde komme igen. – Nej, nu må De ikke afbryde mig, kære Bolette! Og, – ser De vel, – når man, som jeg, ikke længer står i de egentlige ungdomsår, da gør en sådan tro – eller indbildning – et overmåde stærkt indtryk. Der vokste frem i mig en levende – en taknemmelig tilbøjelighed for Dem. Jeg syntes, jeg måtte rejse til Dem. Se Dem igen. Sige Dem, at jeg delte de følelser, som jeg bildte mig ind, at De gik her og bar på for mig.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Men når De nu véd, at det ikke var så! At det var en fejltagelse!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hjælper ikke, Bolette. Deres billede, – således, som jeg bærer det i mig, – vil altid stå farvet og præget af den stemning, som fejltagelsen satte mig i. De kan kanske ikke forstå dette her. Men således er det.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Aldrig havde jeg tænkt mig muligt, at noget sligt kunde bli’ af.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Men når det nu altså har vist sig, at det dog kunde? Hvad siger De så, Bolette? Kunde De så ikke beslutte Dem til at, – ja, til at bli’ min hustru?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, men jeg synes, det er så rent umuligt, herr Arnholm. De, som har været min lærer! Jeg kan ikke tænke mig at skulle stå i noget slags andet forhold til Dem.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, ja, – når De aldeles ikke synes, at De kan –. Så blir altså forholdet uforandret, kære Bolette.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Hvorledes, mener De?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg står naturligvis ved mit tilbud alligevel. Jeg skal sørge for, at De kommer ud og får se Dem om i verden. Får lære noget, som De rigtig har lyst til. Får leve under trygge og uafhængige vilkår. Deres senere fremtid skal jeg nok også sikkre, Bolette. For i mig vil De altid ha’ en god, trofast, pålidelig ven. Vær De viss på det!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å Gud, – herr Arnholm, – alt dette er jo ble’t rent umuligt nu.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er dette også umuligt?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, De kan da vel tænke Dem det! Efter det, De her har sagt mig, – og efter det svar, jeg har gi’t Dem –. Å, De må da selv kunne forstå, at jeg nu umulig kan ta’ imod så umådelig meget af Dem! Ikke nogen verdens ting kan jeg ta’ imod af Dem. Aldrig efter dette!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Vil De altså heller bli’ ved at sidde her hjemme og la’ livet gå fra Dem?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, det er så forfærdelig våndefuldt at tænke på!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Vil De gi’ afkald på at få se noget af verden udenfor? Gi’ afkald på at få være med om alt det, som De selv siger, De går her og tørster efter? Vide, at der er så uendelig meget til, – og så alligevel aldrig få rigtig rede på noget af det? Betænk Dem vel, Bolette.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, ja, – De har så storlig ret, herr Arnholm.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og så, – når engang Deres far ikke er her mere, – da kanske at stå hjælpeløs og alene i verden. Eller også at måtte gi’ Dem hen til en anden mand, – som De – muligens – heller ikke kunde føle nogen godhed for.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å ja, – jeg ser jo nok, hvor sandt det er, – alt det, som De siger. Men alligevel –! – Eller kanske dog –?
 

ARNHOLM 

(hurtigt). 
 Nu!
 

BOLETTE 

(ser tvilrådig på ham). 
 Kanske det da ikke var så rent umuligt alligevel –.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvilket, Bolette!
 

BOLETTE. 
 At det kunde la’ sig gøre, – at gå ind på – på det, – som De foreslog mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Mener De, at De kanske dog kunde være villig til at –? At De i alle fald kunde ville unde mig den glæde at få hjælpe Dem som en trofast ven?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, nej, nej! Aldrig det! For det vilde nu være så rent aldeles umuligt. – Nej, – herr Arnholm, – tag mig så heller.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Bolette! Vil De alligevel!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, – jeg tror – jeg vil det.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 De vil altså dog bli’ min hustru!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja. Hvis De endnu synes, at – at De bør ta’ mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Om jeg synes –! (griber hendes hånd.) Å, tak, – tak, Bolette! Hvad De ellers sa’, – Deres tvilrådighed før, – det afskrækker mig ikke. Har jeg end ikke fuldt ud Deres hjerte nu, så skal jeg nok vide at vinde det. Å, Bolette, jeg skal bære Dem på hænderne!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Og så får jeg se mig om i verden. Får leve med i livet. Det har De lovet mig.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Og det står jeg ved.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Og får lov til at lære alt, hvad jeg har lyst til.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Jeg skal selv være Deres lærer. Ligesom før, Bolette. Husk på det sidste skoleåret –.
 

BOLETTE 

(stille eg fordybet i sig selv). 
 Tænk, – at vide sig fri – og få komme ud i det fremmede. Og så ikke behøve at gå og ængste sig for fremtiden. Ikke gå og grue for dette tossede udkomme –.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nej, sligt noget skal De aldrig ha’ nødig at spilde en tanke på. Og – ikke sandt, min kære Bolette, – det er også en ganske god ting? Hvad?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja. Det er det rigtignok. Det er visst og sandt.
 

ARNHOLM 

(lægger armen om hendes liv). 
 Å, De skal bare se, hvor hyggeligt og lunt vi skal indrette os sammen! Og hvor godt og trygt og fortroligt vi to skal komme ud af det med hinanden, Bolette!
 

BOLETTE. 
 Ja, jeg begynder også at –. Jeg tror i grunden – at dette her må kunne gå. (ser ud til højre og gør sig hurtig løs.) Ah! Sig endelig ikke noget!
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Hvad er det, kære?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, det er den stakkers –. (peger ud.) Se der borte.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Er det Deres far –?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Nej, det er den unge billedhuggeren. Han går der henne med Hilde.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Nå, Lyngstrand. Hvad er der i vejen med ham?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å, De véd jo, hvor svag og dårlig han er.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Ja, hvis det ikke bare er indbildning.
 

BOLETTE. 
 Å nej, det er nok sandt. Han gør det visst ikke længe. Men det er kanske det bedste for ham.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Kære, hvorfor skulde det være bedst?
 

BOLETTE. 
 Jo, fordi – fordi det blir visst aldrig til noget med hans kunst alligevel. – Lad os gå før de kommer.
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Så hjertelig gerne, min kære Bolette. 

(Hilde og Lyngstrand kommer frem ved dammen.)
 

HILDE. 
 Hej, – hej! Vil ikke herskabet vente på os?
 

ARNHOLM. 
 Bolette og jeg går helst lidt i forvejen. 

(han og Bolette går ud til venstre.)
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(ler stille). 
 Det er svært fornøjeligt her i denne tid. Alle mennesker så går de parvis. Altid to og to sammen.
 

HILDE 

(ser efter dem). 
 Jeg tør næsten bande på, at han går og frier til hende.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Så? Har De mærket noget sligt?
 

HILDE. 
 Å ja. Det er da ikke vanskeligt, – når en har øjnene med sig.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Men frøken Bolette tar ham ikke. Det er jeg sikker på.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej. For hun synes, han er ble’t så fælt gammel at se til. Og så tror hun, at han snart blir skaldet også.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nå, det er ikke for det alene. Hun vilde ikke ta’ ham alligevel.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvor kan nu De vide det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jo, for der er en anden en, som hun har lovet at gå og tænke på.
 

HILDE. 
 Bare tænke på?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Mens han er borte, ja.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, så er det vel sagtens Dem selv, som hun skal gå og tænke på da!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Det kunde nok kanske være.
 

HILDE. 
 Har hun lovet Dem det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, tænk, – det har hun lovet mig! Men De må endelig ikke si’e hende, at De véd om det.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, Gud bevare min mund. Jeg er så taus som graven.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg synes, det er så svært snilt af hende.
 

HILDE. 
 Og når De så kommer her hjem igen, – vil De så forlove Dem med hende da? Og gifte Dem med hende også?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Nej, det vilde ikke passe godt sammen. For jeg tør jo ikke tænke på sligt noget i de første årene. Og når jeg engang kommer så vidt, så vil hun ligesom være ble’t noget for gammel for mig, synes jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Men endda så vil De ha’, at hun skal gå her og tænke på Dem?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, for det er så nyttigt for mig. For mig som kunstner, forstår De. Og hun kan jo så let gøre det, hun, som ikke selv har noget rigtigt livskald. – Men snilt er det af hende alligevel.
 

HILDE. 
 Tror De, De kan arbejde fortere på kunstværket da, når De véd, at Bolette går her og tænker på Dem?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg forestiller mig det. Dette her, ser De, at vide, at der et steds i verden er en ung, fin og taus kvinde, som går stille og drømmer om en –. Jeg synes, det må være noget så – så –. Ja, jeg véd ikke rigtig, hvad jeg skal kalde det for.
 

HILDE. 
 Mener De kanske – spændende?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Spændende? Å ja. Spændende er det, jeg mener. Eller noget sligt noget. (ser en stund på hende.) De er så klog, De, frøken Hilde. Rigtig svært klog er De. Når jeg kommer hjem igen, så vil De være omtrent i samme alder, som Deres søster er i nu. Kanske De da også ser ud, som Deres søster nu ser ud. Og kanske De da har fåt det samme sind også, som hun nu har. At De kanske da er ble’t ligesom både Dem selv og hende – i én gestalt at kalde for.
 

HILDE. 
 Vilde De gerne ønske det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Jeg véd ikke rigtig. Jo, jeg tror næsten. Men nu – for i sommer – vil jeg helst, at De skal være lig Dem selv alene. Og akkurat slig, som De er.
 

HILDE. 
 Liker De mig bedst sådan?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, jeg liker Dem svært godt så.
 

HILDE. 
 Hm, – sig mig, De, som er kunstner, – synes De godt om det, at jeg altid går lyst sommerklædt?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det synes jeg rigtig godt om.
 

HILDE. 
 Synes De, at de lyse farverne klæ’r mig da?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, rigtig dejligt klæ’r det lyse Dem, efter min smag.
 

HILDE. 
 Men sig mig, – De, som er kunstner, – hvorledes tror De, jeg vilde ta’ mig ud i sort?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 I sort, frøken Hilde?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, i helt sort. Tror De, jeg vilde ta’ mig godt ud i det?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Sort er jo ikke egentlig sådan for sommertiden. For resten vilde De visst ta’ Dem udmærket godt ud i sort også. Netop De med Deres udseende.
 

HILDE 

(ser hen for sig). 
 I sort helt op til halsen. – Sort krus omkring. – Sorte handsker. – Og et langt sort slør bagover.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Hvis De klædte Dem slig, frøken Hilde, så vilde jeg ønske, jeg var maler – og skulde male en ung, dejlig, sørgende enke.
 

HILDE. 
 Eller en ung, sørgende brud.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, det passed De endnu bedre til. Men De kunde da vel ikke ønske at klæ’ Dem slig?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg véd ikke rigtig. Men jeg synes, det er spændende.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Spændende?
 

HILDE 
 Spændende at tænke på, ja. (peger pludselig ud til venstre.) Nej, men ser De der!
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(ser derhen). 
 Den store engelske damperen! Og helt inde ved bryggen! 

(Wangel og Ellida kommer frem ved dammen.)
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, jeg forsikkrer dig, kære Ellida, – du tar fejl! (ser de andre.) Nå, er I to her? Ikke sandt, herr Lyngstrand, – han er ikke i sigte endnu?
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Den store engelske?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja vel!
 

LYNGSTRAND 

(peger hen). 
 Der ligger han alt, herr doktor.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ah –! Jeg vidste det nok.
 

WANGEL. 
 Kommen!
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Kommen som en tyv om natten, kan en gerne sige. Så rent stilfærdig lydløst –
 

WANGEL. 
 De må følge Hilde hen på bryggen. Skynd Dem! Hun vil visst høre på musiken.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Ja, nu skulde vi just til at gå, herr doktor.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vi andre kommer kanske efter. Om lidt kommer vi.
 

HILDE 

(hvisker til Lyngstrand). 
 De to går også parvis. 

(hun og Lyngstrand går ud gennem haven til venstre. Hornmusik høres fjernt ude på fjorden under det følgende.)
 

ELLIDA. 
 Kommen! Han er her! Ja, ja. – jeg føler det.
 

WANGEL. 
 Du skal helst gå ind, Ellida. Lad mig få tale med ham alene.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, – det er umuligt! Umuligt, siger jeg! (udstøder et skrig.) Ah, – ser du ham, Wangel! 

(Den fremmede mand kommer fra venstre og standser på fodstien udenfor havegærdet.)
 

DEN FREMMEDE 

(hilser). 
 God aften. Her har du mig altså igen, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, ja, ja, – timen er kommen nu.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Er du så rejsefærdig? Eller er du det ikke?
 

WANGEL. 
 De ser da vel selv, at hun ikke er det.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Det er ikke rejseklæ’r eller sligt noget, jeg spør’ efter. Ikke fyldte kufferter heller. Alt det, hun behøver på rejsen, har jeg med mig ombord. Kahyt til hende har jeg også sørget for. (til Ellida.) Jeg spør’ dig altså, om du er rede til at følge med mig, – i frivillighed følge med mig?
 

ELLIDA 

(bønfaldende). 
 Å, spør’ mig ikke! Frist ikke således! 

(En dampskibsklokke høres i frastand.)
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Nu ringer det første gang ombord. Nu får du sige ja eller nej,
 

ELLIDA 

(vrider hænderne). 
 Afgørelse! Afgørelse for hele livet! Aldrig kunne gøre det om igen!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Aldrig! Om en halv time er det for sent.
 

ELLIDA 

(ser sky og forskende på ham). 
 Hvorfor er det, at De holder så uryggelig fast ved mig?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Føler ikke du ligesom jeg, at vi to hører sammen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Mener De for det løftes skyld?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Løftet binder ingen. Hverken mand eller kvinde. Når jeg holder så uryggelig fast ved dig, så er det, fordi jeg ikke kan andet.
 

ELLIDA 

(sagte og bævende). 
 Hvorfor kom De ikke før?
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida!
 

ELLIDA 

(bryder ud). 
 Å, – dette, som drager og frister og lokker – ind i det ukendte! Hele havets magt er samlet i dette ene! 

(Den fremmede mand stiger over havegærdet.)
 

ELLIDA 

(viger bag Wangel). 
 Hvad er det? Hvad vil De?
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg ser det – og jeg hører det på dig, Ellida, – det blir altså dog mig, du vælger til slut.
 

WANGEL 

(træder imod ham). 
 Min hustru har ikke noget valg her. Jeg er sat både til at vælge og til at – værge for hende. Ja, værge! Hvis De ikke forføjer Dem herfra, – ud af landet, – og aldrig kommer igen, – véd De da vel, hvad De så udsætter Dem for?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Nej, nej, Wangel! Ikke dette!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Hvad vil De gøre mig?
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg vil la’ Dem sætte fast – som en forbryder! Straks! Inden De kommer ombord! For jeg véd fuld besked om drabet ude i Skjoldviken.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, Wangel, – hvor kan du –!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Det var jeg forberedt på. Og derfor – (tager en revolver frem af brystlommen.) – derfor så har jeg også forsynet mig med denne her.
 

ELLIDA 

(kaster sig foran Wangel). 
 Nej, nej, – dræb ham ikke! Dræb så heller mig!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Hverken dig eller ham. Vær rolig for det. Denne her er til eget brug. For jeg vil leve og dø som en fri mand.
 

ELLIDA 

(i stigende oprør). 
 Wangel! Lad mig sige dig det, – sige det, så at han hører på det! Vel kan du holde mig tilbage her! Det har du jo magt og midler til! Og det vil du jo også gøre! Men mit sind, – alle mine tanker, – alle mine dragende længsler og begær, – dem kan du ikke binde! De vil hige og jage – ud i det ukendte, – som jeg var skabt for – og som du har lukket for mig!
 

WANGEL 

(i stille smerte). 
 Jeg ser det vel, Ellida! Skridt for skridt glider du fra mig. Kravet på det grænseløse og endeløse – og på det uopnåelige, – det vil drive dit sind helt ind i nattemørket til slut.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å ja, ja, – jeg føler det – som sorte lydløse vinger over mig!
 

WANGEL. 
 Did skal det ikke komme. Der er ingen anden redning mulig for dig. Jeg øjner i alle fald ingen anden. Og derfor – derfor så lar jeg – handelen nu straks gå om igen. – Nu kan du altså vælge din vej – i fuld – fuld frihed.
 

ELLIDA 

(stirrer en stund som målløs på ham). 
 Er det sandt, – sandt, – hvad du siger! Mener du det – af dit inderste hjerte!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, – af hele mit inderste, våndefulde hjerte mener jeg det.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Og kan du det også! Kan du la’ det ske!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, det kan jeg. Jeg kan det – fordi jeg elsker dig så højt.
 

ELLIDA 

(sagte og bævende). 
 Så nær – og så inderligt – skulde jeg være kommet ind til dig!
 

WANGEL. 
 Det har årene og samlivet virket.
 

ELLIDA 

(slår hænderne sammen). 
 Og jeg, – som så lidet har set det!
 

WANGEL. 
 Dine tanker gik andre veje. Men nu altså, – nu er du fuldt ud løst fra mig og mit. Og fra mine. Nu kan dit eget rigtige liv – komme ind på – på sit rette spor igen. For nu kan du vælge i frihed. Og under eget ansvar, Ellida.
 

ELLIDA 

(griber sig om hodet og stirrer frem for sig imod Wangel). 
 I frihed og – og under ansvar! Under ansvar også? – Der er – forvandling i dette her! 

(Dampskibsklokken lyder atter.)
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Hører du, Ellida! Nu ringer de for sidste gang. Kom så!
 

ELLIDA 

(vender sig imod ham, ser fast på ham og siger med magt i stemmen): 
 Aldrig går jeg med Dem efter dette.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Går du ikke!
 

ELLIDA 

(klynger sig op til Wangel). 
 Å, – aldrig rejser jeg fra dig efter dette!
 

WANGEL. 
 Ellida, – Ellida!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Altså forbi?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja! Forbi for alle tider!
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Jeg ser det nok. Der er noget her, som er stærkere end min vilje.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Deres vilje mægter ikke et fnug over mig længer. For mig er De en død mand, – som er kommen hjem fra havet. Og som går did igen. Men jeg gruer ikke længer for Dem. Og jeg drages ikke heller.
 

DEN FREMMEDE. 
 Farvel, frue! (han svinger sig over havegærdet.) Fra nu af er De ikke andet – end et overstået skibbrud i mit liv. 

(han går ud til venstre.)
 

WANGEL 

(ser en stund på hende). 
 Ellida, – dit sind er som havet. Det har både ebbe og flod. Hvorfra kom forvandlingen?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, forstår du da ikke, at forvandlingen kom, – at forvandlingen måtte komme – da jeg fik vælge i frihed.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og det ukendte, – det drager dig ikke længer?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Hverken drager eller skræmmer. Jeg har kunnet få se ind i det, – få gå ind til det, – ifald jeg bare selv havde villet. Jeg har kunnet vælge det nu. Derfor kunde jeg også forsage det.
 

WANGEL. 
 Jeg begynder at forstå dig – lidt efter lidt. Du tænker og fornemmer i billeder – og i synbare forestillinger. Din længsel og higen efter havet, – din dragning imod ham, – imod denne fremmede mand, – det har været udtrykket for et vågnende og voksende frihedskrav i dig. Andet ikke.
 

ELLIDA. 
 Å, jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal sige til det. Men du har været en god læge for mig. Du fandt, – og du voved at bruge det rette middel, – det eneste, som kunde hjælpe mig.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, – i den yderste nød og fare vover vi læger så meget. – Men nu kommer du altså til mig igen, Ellida?
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, kære, trofaste Wangel, – nu kommer jeg til dig igen. Nu kan jeg det. For nu kommer jeg til dig i frihed, – frivillig – og under ansvar.
 

WANGEL 

(ser hjerteligt på hende). 
 Ellida! Ellida! Å, – at tænke sig til, at nu kan vi to få leve helt for hinanden –
 

ELLIDA. 
 – og med fælles livsminder. Dine – så vel som mine.
 

WANGEL. 
 Ja, ikke sandt, du kære!
 

ELLIDA. 
 – og for vore to børn, Wangel.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vore kalder du dem!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Dem, som jeg ikke ejer, – men som jeg nok skal vinde.
 

WANGEL. 
 Vore –! (kysser glad og ilsomt hendes hænder.) Å, – usigelig tak for det ord! 

(Hilde, Ballested, Lyngstrand, Arnholm og Bolette kommer fra venstre inde i haven.)


(Samtidigt mange af byens unge folk og sommergæster udenfor på fodstien.)
 

HILDE 

(halvhøjt til Lyngstrand.)

 Nej, se – hvor rent forlovet hun og far ser ud!
 

BALLESTED 

(som har hørt det). 
 Det er sommertid, lille frøken.
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser mod Wangel og Ellida). 
 Nu sejler engelskmanden.
 

BOLETTE 

(går til gærdet). 
 Herfra kan man bedst se ham.
 

LYNGSTRAND. 
 Sidste rejs’ for iår.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Snart er alle sunde lukket, som digteren siger. Det er trist, fru Wangel! Og nu mister vi jo Dem også for en tid. Imorgen flytter De jo ud til Skjoldviken, hører jeg.
 

WANGEL. 
 Nej, – det blir der ikke noget af. For nu inat har vi to bestemt os om igen.
 

ARNHOLM 

(ser afvekslende på dem). 
 Ah, – virkelig!
 

BOLETTE 

(kommer fremover)

 Far, – er det sandt!
 

HILDE 

(hen imod Ellida). 
 Blir du hos os alligevel!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, kære Hilde, – ifald du vil ha’ mig.
 

HILDE 

(kæmpende mellem gråd og glæde). 
 Ah, – tænk – om jeg vil –!
 

ARNHOLM 

(til Ellida). 
 Men dette her kommer da sandelig som en overraskelse –!
 

ELLIDA 

(smiler alvorligt). 
 Nå, ser De, herr Arnholm –. Husker De, – vi talte om det igår? Når en nu engang er ble’t en fastlandsskabning, – så finder en ikke vejen tilbage igen – ud til havet. Og ikke ud til havlivet heller.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Men det er jo akkurat som med min havfrue!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Omtrent, ja.
 

BALLESTED. 
 Bare med den forskel at havfruen – hun dør af det. Menneskene derimod – de kan aklam-aklimatisere sig. Jo, jo, – jeg forsikkrer Dem, fru Wangel, – de kan a-kli-matisere sig!
 

ELLIDA. 
 Ja, i frihed kan de det, herr Ballested.
 

WANGEL. 
 Og under ansvar, kære Ellida.
 

ELLIDA 

(hurtigt, rækker ham hånden). 
 Netop det er det. 

(Det store dampskib glider lydløst ud over fjorden. Musiken høres nærmere inde mod land.)
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JØRGEN TESMAN, stipendiat i kulturhistorie.
 FRU HEDDA TESMAN, hans hustru.
 FRØKEN JULIANE TESMAN, hans tante.
 FRU ELVESTED.
 ASSESSOR BRACK.
 EJLERT LØVBORG.
 BERTE, tjenestepige hos Tesmans.
 

(Handlingen foregår i Tesmans villa i den vestlige del af byen.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Et rummeligt, smukt og smagfuldt udstyret selskabsværelse, dekoreret i mørke farver. På bagvæggen er en bred døråbning med tilbageslåede portièrer. Denne åbning fører ind i et mindre værelse, der er holdt i samme stil som selskabsværelset. På væggen til højre i dette er en fløjdør, der fører ud til forstuen. På den modsatte væg, til venstre, en glasdør, ligeledes med tilbageslåede forhæng. Gennem ruderne ses en del af en udenfor liggende overbygget veranda og løvtræer i høstfarve. Fremme på gulvet står et ovalt tæppebelagt bord med stole omkring. Foran på væggen til højre en bred, mørk porcelænsovn, en højrygget lænestol, en fodskammel med pude og to taburetter. Oppe i krogen til højre en hjørnesofa og et lidet rundt bord. Foran til venstre, lidt ud fra væggen, en sofa. Ovenfor glasdøren et pianoforte. På begge sider af døråbningen i baggrunden står etagèrer med terrakotta-og majolikasager. – Ved bagvæggen af det indre værelse ses en sofa, et bord og et par stole. Over denne sofa hænger portrættet af en smuk ældre mand i generalsuniform. Over bordet en hængelampe med mat, mælkefarvet glaskuppel. – Rundt om i selskabsværelset er en mængde blomsterbuketter stillet i vaser og glasse. Andre ligger på bordene. Gulvene i begge værelser er belagte med tykke tæpper. – Morgenbelysning. Solen skinner ind gennem glasdøren.)
 

(Frøken Juliane Tesman, med hat og parasol, kommer ind fra forstuen, fulgt af Berte, som bærer en buket, omviklet med papir. Frøken Tesman er en godt og godmodigt udseende dame på omkring 65 år. Net men enkelt klædt i grå spadserdragt. Berte er en pige lidt til års, med et jævnt og noget landligt ydre.)
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(standser indenfor døren, lytter og siger dæmpet).
 

Nej såmæn om jeg tror de er kommet på benene endnu!
 

BERTE

(ligeledes dæmpet).
 

Det var jo det, jeg sa’, frøken. Tænk, – så sent, som dampbåden kom inat. Og så bagefter da! Jøsses, – alt det, som unge fruen skulde ha’ pakket ud, før hun kunde komme sig til ro.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, ja, – lad dem bare få hvile sig godt ud. Men frisk morgenluft skal de da rigtig ha’ ind til sig, når de kommer.
 

(hun går hen til glasdøren og slår den vidt op.)
 

BERTE

(ved bordet, rådvild, med buketten i hånden).
 

Nej så min sandten om her er en skikkelig plads mere. Jeg mener, jeg får sætte den her, jeg, frøken.
 

(stiller buketten op foran på pianofortet.)
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, nu har du altså fåt dig et nyt herskab, min kære Berte. Gud skal vide, det faldt mig tungere end tungt at gi’ slip på dig.
 

BERTE

(grædefærdig).
 

End jeg da, frøken! Hvad skal jeg da sige? Jeg, som nu i så mange Herrens år har været i frøkenernes brød.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Vi får ta’ det med ro, Berte. Der er sandfærdelig ikke andet for. Jørgen må ha’ dig i huset hos sig, ser du. Han må det. Du har jo været vant til at stelle for ham lige siden han var en liden gut.
 

BERTE.
 Ja men, frøken, jeg tænker så svært på hende, som hjemme ligger. Hun, stakker, som er så rent hjælpeløs. Og så med den nye pigen da! Aldrig i verden lærer hun at gøre det til pas for det syge menneske.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, jeg skal nok få lært hende op til det. Og det meste tar jeg da på mig selv, skønner du. For min stakkers søsters skyld behøver du ikke at være så urolig, min kære Berte.
 

BERTE.
 Ja, men så er der en anden ting også, frøken. Jeg er rigtig så ræd for, at jeg ikke skal gøre det til lags for den unge fruen.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nå, Herregud, – i førstningen kan der vel kanske være et eller andet sådant –
 

BERTE.
 For hun er visst svært fin på det.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Det kan du vel tænke. General Gablers datter. Slig, som hun var vant til at ha’ det, mens generalen leved. Kan du mindes, når hun red med sin far ud over vejen? I den lange sorte klædeskjolen? Og med fjær på hatten?
 

BERTE.
 Jo-jo, – det skulde jeg mene! – Men nej så min sandten om jeg tænkte, at der skulde bli’ et par af hende og kandidaten dengang.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ikke jeg heller. – Men det er sandt – du Berte, – mens jeg husker det: herefter må du ikke kalde Jørgen for kandidaten. Du må si’ doktoren.
 

BERTE.
 Ja, det snakked unge fruen om også – i nat, – straks de var kommet ind af døren. Er det da så, frøken?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja såmæn er det så. Tænk dig til, Berte, – de har gjort ham til doktor i udlandet. Nu på rejsen, forstår du. Jeg vidste ikke det skabte ordet af det, – før han fortalte det nede på dampskibsbryggen.
 

BERTE.
 Ja-ja, han kan nok bli’ til hvad det skal være, han. Så flink, som han er. Men jeg trode nu aldrig, at han vilde gi’ sig til at kurere på folk også.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nej, det er ikke slig doktor han er ble’t. – (nikker betydningsfuldt.) For resten kan du nok snart komme til at kalde ham for noget, som er endda stadseligere.
 

BERTE.
 Å nej da! Hvad blir det for noget, frøken?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(smiler).
 

Hm, – ja, det skulde du bare vide! – (bevæget.) Ak, Herre min Gud, – om salig Jochum kunde få skue op af sin grav og se, hvad der er ble’t af hans lille gut! (ser sig om.) Men hør her, Berte, – hvorfor har du gjort det? – Ta’t varetrækkene af alle møblerne?
 

BERTE.
 Fruen sa’, jeg skulde gøre det. Hun kan ikke like varetræk på stolene, sa’ hun.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Vil de da holde sig her inde – sådan til daglig?
 

BERTE.
 Ja, det lod til det. På fruen da. For han selv, – doktoren, – han sa’ ingenting.
 

(Jørgen Tesman kommer trallende fra højre side inde i bagværelset, bærende på en tom, åben båndkuffert. Han er en middelhøj, ungdommeligt udseende mand på 33 år, noget fyldig, med et åbent, rundt, fornøjet ansigt, blondt hår og skæg. Bærer briller og er klædt i en bekvem, noget skødesløs husdragt.)
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Godmorgen, godmorgen, Jørgen!
 

TESMAN

(i døråbningen).
 

Tante Julle! Kære tante Julle! (går hen og ryster hendes hånd.) Helt her ude – så tidlig på dagen! Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, du kan da tænke, at jeg måtte se lidt indom til jer.
 

TESMAN.
 Og det endda du ikke har fåt dig nogen ordentlig nattero!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, det gør mig ingen verdens ting.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, du kom vel ellers godt hjem fra bryggen? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja såmæn gjorde jeg det, – Gud ske lov. Assessoren var så snil, at han fulgte mig lige til døren.
 

TESMAN.
 Det gjorde os ondt, at vi ikke kunde ta’ dig op i vognen. Men du så jo selv –. Hedda havde så mange æsker, som måtte med.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, det var rigtig svært, så mange æsker hun havde.
 

BERTE

(til Tesman).
 

Skulde jeg kanske gå ind og spørge fruen, om der var noget, jeg kunde hjælpe hende med?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej tak, Berte, – det er ikke værdt du gør det. Hvis hun vil dig noget, så ringer hun, sa’ hun.
 

BERTE

(mod højre).
 

Ja-ja da.
 

TESMAN.
 Men se her, du, – tag denne her kufferten med dig.
 

BERTE

(tar den).
 

Den sætter jeg op på loftet.
 

(hun går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

TESMAN.
 Tænk dig, du, tante, – hele den kufferten havde jeg stoppende fuld af bare afskrifter. Det er rent utroligt, du, hvad jeg har fåt samlet sammen rundt om i arkiverne. Gamle mærkelige sager, som ingen mennesker har vidst besked om –
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, ja, du har nok ikke spildt din tid på bryllupsrejsen, du, Jørgen.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det tør jeg nok sige. Men ta’ så hatten af dig, tante. Se her! Lad mig få knytte op sløjfen. Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(mens han gør det).
 

Å Herregud, – dette her er jo akkurat ligesom om du var hjemme hos os endnu.
 

TESMAN

(vender og drejer hatten i hånden).
 

Nej, – for en pen, stadselig hat du har lagt dig til!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Den har jeg købt for Heddas skyld.
 

TESMAN.
 For Heddas skyld? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, for at ikke Hedda skal ha’ skam af mig, om vi kommer til at gå sammen på gaden.
 

TESMAN

(klapper hende på kindet).
 

Du tænker nu også på alting, du, tante Julle! (lægger hatten på en stol ved bordet.) Og så, – ser du, – så slår vi os ned her i sofaen. Og prater lidt sammen til Hedda kommer.
 

(de sætter sig. Hun stiller sin parasol i sofahjørnet.)
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(tar begge hans hænder og ser på ham).
 

Hvor velsignet godt det er ha’ dig lyslevende for øjnene igen, Jørgen! Å, du, – salig Jochums egen gut!
 

TESMAN.
 Og for mig da! At få se dig igen, tante Julle! Du, som har været mig både i fars og i mors sted.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg véd nok, at du vil bli’ ved at holde af dine gamle tanter.
 

TESMAN.
 Men altså slet ikke nogen bedring med tante Rina. Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å nej, du, – der er nok ikke nogen bedring at vente for hende, stakker. Hun ligger sådan hen, som hun nu har ligget i alle de årene. Men Vorherre lad mig bare få beholde hende en tid endnu! For ellers véd jeg ikke min arme råd med livet, Jørgen. Mest nu, ser du, da jeg ikke har dig at stelle for længer.
 

TESMAN

(klapper hende på ryggen).
 

Så, så, så –!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(slår pludselig over).
 

Nej, men tænke sig til, at du er ble’t en gift mand, Jørgen! – Og så, at det blev dig, som gik af med Hedda Gabler! Den dejlige Hedda Gabler. Tænk det! Hun, som havde så mange kavallerer omkring sig!
 

TESMAN

(traller lidt og smiler tilfreds).
 

Ja, jeg tror nok, jeg har adskillige gode venner her, som går omkring i byen og misunder mig. Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Og så at du fik gøre så lang en bryllupsrejse da! Over fem, – næsten sex måneder –
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, – for mig har det jo været et slags studierejse også. Alle de arkiverne, som jeg måtte undersøge. Og så den mængde bøger, jeg måtte læse igennem, du!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, det er vel så, det. (fortroligere og lidt dæmpet.) Men hør nu her, Jørgen, – har du så ikke noget – noget sådant extra at fortælle mig?
 

TESMAN.
 Fra rejsen?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, jeg véd ikke noget andet, end det, jeg har skrevet om i brevene. At jeg har ta’t doktorgraden dernede – det fortalte jeg dig jo igår.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, sådant noget, ja. Men jeg mener, – om du ikke har nogen – nogen sådanne – udsigter –?
 

TESMAN.
 Udsigter?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Herregud, Jørgen, – jeg er da din gamle tante!
 

TESMAN.
 Jo-visst har jeg udsigter, jo.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nå!
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg har jo de aller bedste udsigter til at bli’ professor en af dagene.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, professor, ja –
 

TESMAN.
 Eller, – jeg kan gerne sige, jeg har visshed for, at jeg blir det. Men, snille tante Julle, – det véd du jo selv så godt!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(småleende).
 

Ja visst gør jeg så. Du har ret i det. (slår over.) – Men det var rejsen, vi snakked om. – Den må da ha’ kostet svært mange penge, Jørgen?
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, Herregud, – det store stipendium hjalp da et godt stykke på vejen.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Men jeg kan bare ikke skønne, at du fik det til at strække til for to.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, nej, det er ikke så ligetil at skønne heller? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Og så det til, når det er en dame, en rejser med. For det skal nu falde så urimelig meget dyrere, har jeg hørt sige.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det forstår sig, – noget dyrere falder det jo. Men Hedda måtte ha’ den rejsen, tante! Hun måtte virkelig det. Det vilde ikke ha’ passet sig andet.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nej, nej, det vilde vel ikke det. For en bryllupsrejse hører jo ligesom til nutildags. – Men sig mig så, – har du nu fåt set dig rigtig om i lejligheden?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det kan du tro. Jeg har været på færde lige siden det blev lyst.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Og hvad synes du så om det alt sammen?
 

TESMAN.
 Udmærket! Ganske udmærket! Der er bare det, jeg ikke kan forstå, hvad vi skal gøre med de to tomme værelserne, som ligger imellem bagstuen der og Heddas sovekammer.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(småler).
 

Å, min kære Jørgen, dem kan der nok bli’ brug for – sådan med tiden.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det har du sandelig ret i, tante Julle! For efterhånden som jeg forøger min bogsamling, så –. Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Netop, min kære gut. Det var bogsamlingen, jeg tænkte på.
 

TESMAN.
 Mest glad er jeg nu for Heddas skyld. Før vi blev forlovet, sa’ hun jo så tidt, at hun aldrig brød sig om at ho noget andet steds, end i statsrådinde Falks villa.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, tænk, – og så skulde det træffe sig så, at den blev til salgs. Just som I var rejst.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, tante Julle, vi havde rigtignok lykken med os. Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Men dyrt, min kære Jørgen! Dyrt blir det for dig, – alt dette her.
 

TESMAN

(ser lidt forsagt på hende).
 

Ja, det blir vel kanske det, tante?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, du store Gud!
 

TESMAN.
 Hvor meget, tror du? Så omtrent? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nej, det kan jeg umulig vide, før alle regningerne kommer.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, heldigvis så har jo assessor Brack betinget så læmpelige vilkår for mig. Det skrev han selv til Hedda.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, ængst dig aldrig for det, min gut. – Møblerne og alle tæpperne har jeg desuden gi’t sikkerhed for.
 

TESMAN.
 Sikkerhed? Du? Kære tante Julle, – hvad slags sikkerhed kunde du gi’?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Jeg har gi’t anvisning på rentepengene?
 

TESMAN

(springer op).
 

Hvad! På dine – og tante Rinas rentepenge!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg vidste ikke nogen anden udvej, ser du.
 

TESMAN

(stiller sig foran hende).
 

Men er du da ble’t rent gal, tante! De rentepengene, – det er jo det eneste, som du og tante Rina har at leve af.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nå, nå, – tag da ikke så på vej for det. Det hele er bare en formsag, skønner du. Det sa’ assessor Brack også. For det var ham, som var så snil at ordne det alt sammen for mig. Bare en formsag, sa’ han.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det kan være godt nok. Men alligevel –
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 For nu får du jo din egen gage at ta’ af. Og, Herregud, om vi også måtte punge lidt ud –? Spæ’ lidt til i førstningen –? Det vilde jo bare være ligesom en lykke for os, det.
 

TESMAN.
 Å, tante, – aldrig blir du da træt af at ofre dig for mig!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(rejser sig og lægger hænderne på hans skuldre).
 

Har jeg da nogen anden glæde i denne verden end at jævne vejen for dig, min kære gut? Du, som hverken har havt far eller mor at holde dig til. Og nu står vi ved målet, du! Det kunde se sort ud imellemstunder. Men, Gud ske lov, nu er du ovenpå, Jørgen!
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det er i grunden mærkeligt, sådan som alting har føjet sig.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, – og de, som stod dig imod – og vilde stænge for dig, – de får såmæn ligge under. De er faldne, de, Jørgen! Han, som var dig den farligste, – han faldt nu værst, han. – Og nu ligger han der, som han har redet for sig, – stakkers forvildede menneske.
 

TESMAN.
 Har du hørt noget om Ejlert? Siden jeg rejste, mener jeg.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ikke andet end at han skal ha’ git ud en ny bog.
 

TESMAN.
 Hvad for noget? Ejlert Løvborg? Nu nylig? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, de siger så. Gud véd, om der kan være stort ved den, du? Nej, når din nye bog kommer, – det blir vel noget andet, det, Jørgen! Hvad skal den handle om?
 

TESMAN.
 Den kommer til at handle om den brabantske husflid i middelalderen.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nej, tænk, – at du kan skrive om sådant noget også!
 

TESMAN.
 For resten kan det komme til at vare længe med den bogen endnu. Jeg har jo disse vidtløftige samlinger, som må ordnes først, ser du.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, ordne og samle, – det kan du rigtignok. Du er ikke for ingenting salig Jochums søn.
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg glæder mig også så svært til at gå ivej med det. Helst nu, da jeg har fåt mit eget hyggelige hus og hjem til at arbejde i.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Og først og fremst nu, da du har fåt hende, som dit hjerte begærte, kære Jørgen.
 

TESMAN

(omfavner hende).
 

Å ja, ja, tante Julle! Hedda, – det er nu det aller dejligste af det hele! (ser mod døråbningen.) Der tror jeg hun kommer. Hvad?
 

(Hedda kommer fra venstre side gennem bagværelset. Hun er en dame på 29 år. Ansigt og skikkelse ædelt og fornemt formet. Hudfarven er af en mat bleghed. Øjnene er stålgrå og udtrykker en kold, klar ro. Håret er smukt mellembrunt, men ikke synderlig fyldigt. Hun er klædt i en smagfuld, noget løst siddende formiddagsdragt.)
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(går Hedda imøde).
 

Godmorgen, kære Hedda! Hjertelig godmorgen!
 

HEDDA

(rækker hende hånden).
 

Godmorgen, kære frøken Tesman! Så tidlig på visit? Det var jo venligt.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(synes noget forlegen).
 

Nå, – har så den unge fruen sovet godt i sit nye hjem?
 

HEDDA.
 Å jo, tak! Så tålelig.
 

TESMAN

(ler).
 

Tålelig! Nej, nu er du god, Hedda! Du sov såmæn som en sten, da jeg stod op.
 

HEDDA.
 Heldigvis. For resten så må man jo vænne sig til alt nyt, frøken Tesman. Sådan lidt efter lidt. (ser mod venstre.) Uh, – der har pigen sat altandøren åben. Her står ind et helt hav af sol.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(går mod døren).
 

Nå, så skal vi lukke.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej, ikke det! Kære Tesman, træk forhængene sammen. Det gir mildere lys.
 

TESMAN

(ved døren).
 

Ja vel, – ja vel. – Se så, Hedda, – nu har du både skygge og frisk luft.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, frisk luft kan her virkelig behøves. Alle disse velsignede blomsterne –. Men, kære, – vil De ikke ta’ plads, frøken Tesman?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nej mange tak. Nu véd jeg jo, at her står godt til, – Gud ske lov! Og så får jeg se at komme mig hjemover igen. Til hende, som ligger og venter så sårt, stakker.
 

TESMAN.
 Hils hende endelig så mange gange fra mig, du. Og sig, at jeg kommer indom og ser til hende senere idag.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, ja, det skal jeg nok gøre. Men det er sandt, Jørgen – (famler i kjolelommen.) Det havde jeg sånær glemt. Her har jeg noget med til dig.
 

TESMAN.
 Hvad er det for noget, tante? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(trækker op en flad pakke i avispapir og rækker ham den).
 

Se her, min kære gut.
 

TESMAN

(åbner).
 

Nej, Herregud, – har du gemt dem for mig, tante Julle! Hedda! Det er virkelig rørende, du! Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(ved etagèrerne til højre).
 

Ja, kære, hvad er det da?
 

TESMAN.
 Mine gamle morgensko! Tøflerne, du!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja så. Jeg husker, du talte ofte om dem på rejsen.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg savned dem så svært. (går hen til hende.) Her skal du få se dem, Hedda!
 

HEDDA

(går hen mod ovnen).
 

Nej tak, det bryr jeg mig virkelig ikke om.
 

TESMAN

(følger efter).
 

Tænk, du, – de har tante Rina ligget og broderet for mig. Så syg, som hun var. Å, du kan ikke tro, hvor mange erindringer, der knytter sig til dem.
 

HEDDA

(ved bordet).
 

Ikke egentlig for mig.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Det kan jo Hedda ha’ ret i, Jørgen.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, men jeg synes, at nu, da hun hører til familjen –
 

HEDDA

(afbrydende).
 

Med den pigen kommer vi visst aldrig ud af det, Tesman.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ikke ud af det med Berte?
 

TESMAN.
 Kære, – hvor falder du på det? Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(peger).
 

Se der! Der har hun lagt sin gamle hat efter sig på stolen.
 

TESMAN

(forskrækket, slipper morgenskoene på gulvet).
 

Men Hedda da –!
 

HEDDA.
 Tænk, – om nogen kom og så sligt.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej men, Hedda, – det er jo tante Julles hat!
 

HEDDA.
 Så?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(tager hatten).
 

Ja såmæn er det min. Og gammel er den nu for resten ikke, lille fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg så virkelig ikke så nøje på den, frøken Tesman.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(bindør hatten på sig).
 

Det er sandfærdelig den første gang jeg har den på. Ja, det véd den gode Gud, at det er.
 

TESMAN.
 Og stadselig er den også. Rigtig pragtfuld!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, der er måde med det, min kære Jørgen. (ser sig om.) Parasollen –? Nå her. (tar den.) For den er også min. (mumler.) Ikke Bertes.
 

TESMAN.
 Ny hat og ny parasol! Nej, tænk, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Smukt og nydeligt er det.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, ikke sandt? Hvad? Men, tante, se da rigtig på Hedda, før du går! Se, hvor smuk og nydelig hun er!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, kære, det er da ikke noget nyt. Hedda har jo været dejlig alle sine dage.
 

(hun nikker og går mod højre.)
 

TESMAN

(følger efter).
 

Ja, men har du lagt mærke til, hvor fyldig og frodig hun er ble’t? Hvor svært hun har lagt sig ud på rejsen?
 

HEDDA

(går henover gulvet).
 

Å, lad da være –!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(har standset og vendt sig).
 

Lagt sig ud?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, tante Julle, du kan ikke så godt se det, nu hun har den kjolen på sig. Men jeg, som har anledning til at –
 

HEDDA

(ved glasdøren, utålmodig).
 

Å, du har ikke anledning til nogenting!
 

TESMAN.
 Det må være fjeldluften der nede i Tyrol –
 

HEDDA

(kort, afbrydende).
 

Jeg er akkurat nu, som da jeg rejste.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det påstår du. Men nej såmæn om du er. Synes ikke du også, tante?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(har foldet hænderne og stirrer på hende).
 

Dejlig, – dejlig, – dejlig er Hedda. (går hen til hende, bøjer med begge hænder hendes hode og kysser hende på håret.) Gud velsigne og bevare Hedda Tesman. For Jørgens Skyld.
 

HEDDA

(gør sig læmpeligt løs).
 

Å –! Slip mig så.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(i stille bevægelse).
 

Hver evige dag kommer jeg indom til jer to.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, gør endelig det, tante! Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Farvel, – farvel.
 

(hun går ud gennem forstuedøren. Tesman følger hende ud. Døren blir stående halvt åben. Tesman høres at gentage sine hilsener til tante Rina og takke for morgenskoene.)
 

(Samtidigt hermed går Hedda om på gulvet, hæver armene, knytter hænderne som i raseri. Slår så forhængene fra glasdøren, blir stående der og ser ud.)
 

(Lidt efter kommer Tesman ind igen og lukker døren efter sig.)
 

TESMAN

(tar morgenskoene op fra gulvet).
 

Hvad er det du står og ser på, Hedda?
 

HEDDA

(igen rolig og behersket).
 

Jeg står bare og ser på løvet. Det er så gult. Og så vissent.
 

TESMAN

(pakker skoene ind og lægger dem på bordet).
 

Ja, vi er jo også ude i September nu.
 

HEDDA

(atter urolig).
 

Ja tænk, – nu er vi allerede i – i September.
 

TESMAN.
 Synes du ikke tante Julle var underlig, du? Næsten højtidelig? Kan du begribe, hvad der gik af hende? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg kender hende jo næsten ikke. Plejer hun ikke ofte være så?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, ikke på den måde som idag.
 

HEDDA

(går fra glasdøren).
 

Tror du hun tog sig nær af dette her med hatten?
 

TESMAN.
 Å, ikke videre. Kanske en liden smule i øjeblikket –
 

HEDDA.
 Men hvad er det også for manér at slænge sin hat fra sig her inde i salonen! Man bruger ikke det.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, du kan være viss på, tante Julle gør det ikke oftere.
 

HEDDA.
 For resten så skal jeg nok jævne det ud med hende.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, kære, snille Hedda, hvis du vilde det!
 

HEDDA.
 Når du går ind til dem senere idag, så kan du jo be’ hende herud til iaften.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det skal jeg rigtig gøre. Og så er der én ting til, som du kunde glæde hende så umådelig med.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå?
 

TESMAN.
 Hvis du bare kunde overvinde dig til at sige du til hende. For min skyld, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej, Tesman, – det må du, ved Gud, ikke be’ mig om. Jeg har sagt dig det engang før. Jeg skal prøve på at kalde hende tante. Og dermed får det være nok.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja-ja da. Men jeg synes bare, at nu, da du hører til familjen, så –
 

HEDDA.
 Hm, – jeg véd nu rigtignok ikke –
 

(hun går opover gulvet mod døråbningen.)
 

TESMAN

(lidt efter).
 

Er der noget ivejen med dig, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg ser bare på mit gamle piano. Det står ikke rigtig godt sammen med alt dette andet.
 

TESMAN.
 Første gang jeg hæver gage, så skal vi se at få det byttet.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej, – ikke byttet. Jeg vil ikke af med det. Vi kan heller stille det der inde i bagværelset. Og så kan vi jo få et andet her i stedet. Sådan ved lejlighed, mener jeg.
 

TESMAN

(lidt forsagt).
 

Ja, – det kan vi jo også gøre.
 

HEDDA

(tar buketten på pianoet).
 

De blomster stod ikke her inat da vi kom.
 

TESMAN.
 Tante Julle har visst havt dem med til dig.
 

HEDDA

(ser ind i buketten).
 

Et visitkort. (tar det ud og læser:) „Kommer igen senere på dagen”. Kan du gætte, hvem det er fra?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej. Fra hvem da? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Her står „Fru foged Elvsted”.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej virkelig? Fru Elvsted! Frøken Rysing, som hun hed før.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja netop. Hun med det irriterende håret, som hun gik omkring og gjorde opsigt med. Din gamle flamme, har jeg hørt sige.
 

TESMAN

(ler).
 

Nå, det stod ikke længe på. Og så var det nu før jeg kendte dig, det, Hedda. Men tænk, – at hun er i byen.
 

HEDDA.
 Besynderligt, at hun gør visit hos os. Jeg kender hende jo næsten bare fra institutet.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg har såmæn heller ikke set hende på – Gud véd, hvor lang tid. At hun kan holde det ud der oppe i slig en afkrog. Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(tænker sig om og siger pludseligt).
 

Hør, Tesman, – er det ikke der oppe et steds, at han holder til, – han, – Ejlert Løvborg?
 

TESMAN.
 Jo, det er netop oppe på de kanter.
 

(Berte kommer i døren til forstuen.)
 

BERTE.
 Frue, nu er hun her igen, den damen, som var indom og gav blomster af for en stund siden. (peger.) De, som fruen står med.
 

HEDDA.
 Ah, er hun det? Ja, vil De så la’ hende komme ind.
 

(Berte åbner døren for fru Elvsted og går selv ud. – Fru Elvsted er en spæd skikkelse med smukke, bløde ansigtsformer. Øjnene er lyseblå, store, runde og noget fremstående, med et forskræmt spørgende udtryk. Håret er påfaldende lyst, næsten hvidgult, og usædvanlig rigt og bølgende. Hun er et par år yngre end Hedda. Påklædningen er mørk visitdragt, der er smagfuld, men ikke helt efter nyeste mode.)
 

HEDDA

(går hende venlig imøde).
 

God dag, bedste fru Elvsted. Det var da morsomt at få se Dem igen engang.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(nervøs, søger at beherske sig).
 

Ja, det er svært længe siden vi mødtes.
 

TESMAN

(rækker hende hånden).
 

Og vi to også. Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Tak for Deres dejlige blomster –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg be’r –. Jeg vilde ha’ været her straks igår eftermiddag. Men så fik jeg høre, at De var ude på rejse –
 

TESMAN.
 Er De nylig kommen til byen? Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jeg kom her til igår ved middagstider. Å, jeg blev så rent fortvilet, da jeg hørte, at De ikke var hjemme.
 

HEDDA.
 Fortvilet! Hvorfor det?
 

TESMAN.
 Men bedste, kære fru Rysing – fru Elvsted vilde jeg sige –
 

HEDDA.
 Der er da vel ikke noget slags galt på færde?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jo, der er. Og jeg véd ikke noget levende menneske herinde, som jeg ellers kunde vende mig til.
 

HEDDA

(lægger buketten på bordet).
 

Kom, – så sætter vi os her på sofaen –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg har hverken rist eller ro til at sidde!
 

HEDDA.
 Jo visst har De så. Kom så her.
 

(hun drager fru Elvsted ned på sofaen og sætter sig ved siden af hende.)
 

TESMAN.
 Nå? Og så, frue –?
 

HEDDA.
 Er der hændt noget særdeles der oppe hos Dem?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, – det både er og det ikke er. Å, – jeg vilde så inderlig gerne, at De ikke skulde misforstå mig –
 

HEDDA.
 Men så gør De rigtig rettest i at tale rent ud, fru Elvsted.
 

TESMAN.
 For det er da vel derfor De kommer. Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, ja, – det er jo det. Og så får jeg da sige Dem, – hvis De ikke alt véd det, – at Ejlert Løvborg også er i byen.
 

HEDDA.
 Er Løvborg –!
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, er Ejlert Løvborg kommen tilbage igen! Tænk det, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Herregud, jeg hører det jo.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Han har nu alt været her en uges tid. Tænke sig til, – en hel uge! I denne farlige by. Alene! Med alt det slette selskab, som her findes.
 

HEDDA.
 Men, bedste fru Elvsted, – hvad kommer han egentlig Dem ved?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ser forskræmt på hende og siger hurtigt):
 

Han har været lærer for børnene.
 

HEDDA.
 For Deres børn?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 For min mands. Jeg har ingen.
 

HEDDA.
 For stedbørnene altså.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja.
 

TESMAN

(noget famlende).
 

Var han da så vidt, – jeg véd ikke hvorledes jeg skal udtrykke mig, – så vidt – regelmæssig i liv og levnet, at man kunde sætte ham til det? Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 I de sidste par år har der ikke været noget at sige på ham.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej virkelig ikke? Tænk det, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg hører det.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ikke det ringeste, forsikkrer jeg Dem! Ikke i nogen henseende. Men alligevel –. Nu, da jeg véd ham her inde – i den store byen –. Og med de mange penge mellem hænderne. Nu er jeg så dødelig ræd for ham.
 

TESMAN.
 Men hvorfor blev han så ikke heller der oppe. hvor han var? Hos Dem og Deres mand? Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Da bogen var kommet ud, så havde han ikke længer rist eller ro på sig oppe hos os.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det er sandt, – tante Julle sa’, han havde gi’t ud en ny bog.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, en stor ny bog, som handler om kulturgangen – sådan i det hele. Det er nu en fjorten dage siden. Og da den blev købt og læst så meget – og gjorde så svært stor opsigt –
 

TESMAN.
 Så det gjorde den altså? Da må det vel være noget, han har havt liggende fra sine gode dage.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Fra før af, mener De?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja vel.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, han har skrevet det alt sammen oppe hos os. Nu – i det sidste år.
 

TESMAN.
 Det er jo glædeligt at høre. Hedda! Tænk det, du!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ak ja, når det nu bare måtte vare ved!
 

HEDDA.
 Har De truffet ham her inde?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, endnu ikke. Jeg havde så megen møje med at få hans adresse opspurgt. Men nu imorges så fik jeg den da endelig.
 

HEDDA

(ser forskende hen til hende).
 

I grunden synes jeg, det er lidt underligt af Deres mand – hm –
 

FRU ELVSTED

(farer nervøst sammen).
 

Af min mand! Hvilket?
 

HEDDA.
 At han sender Dem til byen i et sligt ærende. At han ikke rejser selv ind og ser til sin ven.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, nej, nej, – min mand har ikke tid til det. Og så var det – nogen indkøb, jeg skulde gøre.
 

HEDDA

(smiler let).
 

Nå, det er jo en anden sag.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(rejser sig hurtigt og i uro).
 

Og nu ber jeg Dem så bønligt, herr Tesman, – tag godt imod Ejlert Løvborg, hvis han kommer til Dem! Og det gør han sikkert. Herregud, – De har jo været så gode venner før i tiden. Og så er det jo de selv-samme studeringer, som De begge to driver på med. De samme videnskaber, – så vidt jeg kan skønne.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, det var det da før ialfald.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, og derfor ber jeg Dem så indstændigt, at De endelig – De også – at De vil ha’ et vågent øje med ham. Å, ikke sandt, herr Tesman, – De lover mig dog det?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, så inderlig gerne, fru Rysing –
 

HEDDA.
 Elvsted.
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg skal såmæn gøre for Ejlert alt, hvad der bare står i min magt. Det kan De forlade Dem på.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, hvor det er velsignet snilt af Dem! (trykker hans hænder.) Tak, tak, tak! (forskrækket.) Ja, for min mand holder så svært af ham!
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig).
 

Du skulde skrive ham til, Tesman. For kanske han ikke kommer til dig sådan af sig selv.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det turde vel være det rigtigste, det, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Og gør det jo før jo heller. Nu straks, synes jeg.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(bønligt).
 

Å ja, dersom De vilde det!
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg skriver i dette øjeblik. Har De hans adresse, fru – fru Elvsted?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja. (tar en liden seddel op af lommen og rækker ham den.) Her står det.
 

TESMAN.
 Godt, godt. Så går jeg ind – (ser sig om.) Det er sandt, – tøflerne? Nå her.
 

(tar pakken og vil gå.)
 

HEDDA.
 Skriv nu endelig varmt og venskabeligt til ham. Og dygtig langt også.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det skal jeg nok.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Men endelig ikke et ord om, at jeg har bedt for ham!
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det forstår sig da af sig selv. Hvad.
 

(han går igennem bagstuen til højre.)
 

HEDDA

(går hen til fru Elvsted, smiler og siger dæmpet):
 

Se så! Nu slog vi to fluer med ét smæk.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Hvorledes mener De det?
 

HEDDA.
 Forstod De ikke, at jeg vilde ha’ ham afsted?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, for at skrive det brevet –
 

HEDDA.
 Og så for at få tale alene med Dem.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(forvirret).
 

Om det samme!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, just om det.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(angst).
 

Men der er ikke mere, fru Tesman! Virkelig ikke mere!
 

HEDDA.
 Å jo såmæn er der så. Der er betydelig mere. Så meget forstår jeg da. Kom her, – så sætter vi os rigtig fortrolig sammen.
 

(hun tvinger fru Elvsted ned i lænestolen ved ovnen og sætter sig selv på en af taburetterne.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ængstelig, ser på sit uhr).
 

Men kære, bedste frue –. Jeg havde egentlig tænkt at gå nu.
 

HEDDA.
 Å, det haster det da vel ikke med. – Nå? Fortæl mig nu lidt om hvorledes De har det i hjemmet.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, det er just det, som jeg nødigst af alt vilde røre ved.
 

HEDDA.
 Men til mig, kære –? Herregud, vi gik jo i institutet sammen.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, men De sad en klasse over mig. Å, hvor gruelig ræd jeg var for Dem dengang!
 

HEDDA.
 Var De ræd for mig?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja. Så gruelig ræd. For når vi mødtes på trapperne, så brugte De altid at ruske mig i håret.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, gjorde jeg det?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, og en gang sa’ De, at De vilde svi’e det af mig.
 

HEDDA.
 Å, det var jo bare løs snak, kan De vide.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, men jeg var så dum dengang. – Og så sidenefter ialfald – så er vi da kommet så langt – langt ifra hinanden. Vore kredse var jo så rent forskellige.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, så vil vi se at rykke hinanden nærmere igen. Hør nu her! I institutet sa’ vi dog du til hinanden. Og så kaldte vi hinanden ved fornavn –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, det tar De sikkert fejl i.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej visst gør jeg ikke, nej! Jeg husker det så tydeligt. Og derfor vil vi være fortrolige, nu som i gamle dage. (flytter sig nærmere på taburetten.) Se så! (kysser hende på kindet.) Nu siger du du til mig og kalder mig Hedda.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(trykker og klapper hendes hænder).
 

Å, så megen godhed og venlighed –! Det er noget, jeg slet ikke er vant til.
 

HEDDA.
 Så, så, så! Og jeg siger du til dig, ligesom før, og kalder dig min kære Thora.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Thea heder jeg.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja rigtig. Naturligvis. Thea mente jeg. (ser deltagende på hende.) Så du er så lidet vant til godhed og venlighed, du, Thea? I dit eget hjem?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, dersom jeg havde noget hjem! Men jeg har ikke noget. Har aldrig havt noget.
 

HEDDA

(ser lidt på hende).
 

Jeg har anet, at det måtte være noget af den slags.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(stirrer hjælpeløst frem for sig).
 

Ja, – ja, – ja.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg kan ikke rigtig huske det nu. Men var det ikke fra først af som husbestyrerinde, at du kom der op til fogdens?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Egentlig skulde det været som guvernante. Men hans hustru, – hun dengang, – hun var svagelig, – og sengeliggende for det meste. Så måtte jeg ta’ mig af huset også.
 

HEDDA.
 Men så, – til slut, – så blev du husets frue.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(tungt).
 

Ja, så blev jeg det.
 

HEDDA.
 Lad mig se –. Hvor længe er nu omtrent det siden?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 At jeg blev gift?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Det er nu en fem år siden.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja rigtig; det må det være.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, disse fem år –! Eller mest de to-tre sidste da. Å, dersom De kunde tænke Dem til –
 

HEDDA

(slår hende let over hånden).
 

De? Fy, Thea!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, nej, jeg skal prøve på det. – Ja dersom – du bare kunde ane og forstå –
 

HEDDA

(henkastende).
 

Ejlert Løvborg har jo også været der oppe en tre års tid, tror jeg.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ser usikkert på hende).
 

Ejlert Løvborg? Ja, – han har det.
 

HEDDA.
 Kendte du ham allerede her fra byen af?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Næsten slet ikke. Ja, det vil sige, – af navn naturligvis.
 

HEDDA.
 Men så der oppe, – der kom han altså i huset til jer?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, han kom hver dag over til os. Han skulde jo læse med børnene. For jeg alene kunde ikke i længden magte det alt sammen.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, det er begribeligt. – Og din mand –? Han er vel sagtens ofte ude på rejser?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja. De – du kan vide, at som foged må han tidt rejse omkring i distriktet.
 

HEDDA

(læner sig mod stolarmen).
 

Thea, – stakkers søde Thea, – nu skal du fortælle mig alting, – således som det er.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, så får du spørge da.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvorledes er egentlig din mand, du, Thea? Jeg mener, – sådan – i omgang. Er han god imod dig?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(undvigende).
 

Han tror visst selv, at han gør alt på det bedste.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg synes bare han må være altfor gammel for dig. Visst over de tyve år ældre?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(irriteret).
 

Det også. Det ene med det andet. Alt er mig imod hos ham! Vi ejer ikke en tanke sammen. Ingen verdens ting, – han og jeg.
 

HEDDA.
 Men holder han ikke alligevel af dig? Sådan på sin måde?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg véd ikke, hvad han gør. Jeg er visst bare nyttig for ham. Og så koster det ikke så stort at holde mig. Jeg er billig.
 

HEDDA.
 Det er dumt af dig,
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ryster på hodet).
 

Kan ikke være anderledes. Ikke med ham. Han holder visst ikke rigtig af nogen anden end sig selv. Og så kanske lidt af børnene.
 

HEDDA.
 Og så af Ejlert Løvborg, Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ser hen på hende).
 

Af Ejlert Løvborg! Hvor kan du falde på det?
 

HEDDA.
 Men, kære, – jeg synes da, at når han sender dig helt herind til byen efter ham – (smiler næsten umærkeligt.) Og desuden så sa’ du det jo selv til Tesman.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(med en nervøs trækning).
 

Nå så? Ja, jeg gjorde nok det. (udbryder dæmpet.) Nej, – jeg får lige så godt sige dig det først som sidst! For det kommer jo så for dagens lys alligevel.
 

HEDDA.
 Men, min kære Thea –?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nå, kort og godt da! Min mand vidste sletikke af, at jeg rejste.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad for noget! Vidste ikke din mand af det!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej naturligvis. Han var desuden ikke hjemme. Var på rejse, han også. Å, jeg kunde ikke holde det ud længer, Hedda! Rent umuligt! Så alene, som jeg herefter vilde bli’ deroppe.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå? Og så?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Så pakked jeg nogen af mine sager sammen, ser du. Det nødvendigste. Sådan i al stilhed. Og så gik jeg fra gården.
 

HEDDA.
 Uden videre?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja. Og rejste så med jernbanen lige herind til byen.
 

HEDDA.
 Men, min kære, gode Thea, – at du turde vove det!
 

FRU ELVSTED

(rejser sig og går hen over gulvet).
 

Ja, hvad i al verden skulde jeg vel andet gøre!
 

HEDDA.
 Men hvad tror du da din mand vil sige, når du kommer hjem igen?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ved bordet, ser hen på hende).
 

Der op til ham?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja vel, – ja vel?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Der op til ham kommer jeg aldrig mere.
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig og går nærmere).
 

Du er altså, – for fuldt alvor, – rejst ifra det altsammen?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja. Jeg syntes ikke, der var andet for mig at gøre.
 

HEDDA.
 Og så – at du gik så rent åbenlyst.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, sligt noget kan jo ikke lægges dølgsmål på alligevel.
 

HEDDA.
 Men hvad tror du så, folk vil sige om dig, Thea?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 De får i Guds navn sige, hvad de vil. (sætter sig træt og tungt i sofaen.) For jeg har ikke gjort andet end jeg måtte gøre.
 

HEDDA

(efter en kort taushed).
 

Hvad tænker du nu at ta’ dig til? Hvad vil du slå ind på?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Det véd jeg ikke endnu. Jeg véd bare, at jeg må leve her, hvor Ejlert Løvborg lever. – Hvis jeg skal leve da.
 

HEDDA

(flytter en stol nærmere fra bordet, sætter sig hos hende og stryger hendes hænder).
 

Du, Thea, – hvorledes kom dette – dette venskabsforhold – mellem dig og Ejlert Løvborg?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, det kom sådan lidt efter lidt. Jeg fik ligesom et slags magt over ham.
 

HEDDA.
 Så?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Han la’ af sine gamle vaner. Ikke fordi jeg bad ham om det. For det turde jeg aldrig gøre. Men han mærked nok, at sligt noget var mig imod. Og så lod han det fare.
 

HEDDA

(dølger et uvilkårligt hånsmil).
 

Du har altså genoprejst ham, – som man siger, – du, lille Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, det siger han selv i det mindste. Og han, – på sin side, – han har gjort et slags virkeligt menneske ud af mig. Lært mig at tænke – og forstå både det ene og det andet.
 

HEDDA.
 Læste han kanske med dig også?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, ikke just læste. Men han talte med mig. Talte om så uendelig mangt og meget. Og så kom den dejlige, lykkelige tid, da jeg fik del i hans arbejde! Fik lov til at hjælpe ham!
 

HEDDA.
 Så det fik du?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja! Når han skrev noget, så måtte vi altid være sammen om det.
 

HEDDA.
 Som to gode kammerater altså.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(livfuldt).
 

Kammerater! Ja tænk, Hedda, – så kaldte han det også! – Å, jeg burde jo føle mig så inderlig glad. Men jeg kan ikke det heller. For jeg véd jo ikke, om det vil vare ved i længden.
 

HEDDA.
 Er du ikke sikrere på ham end som så?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(tungt).
 

En kvindeskygge står imellem Ejlert Løvborg og mig.
 

HEDDA

(ser spændt på hende).
 

Hvem kan det være?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Véd ikke. En eller anden fra – fra hans fortid. En, som han visst aldrig rigtig har glemt.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad har han sagt – om dette her!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Han har bare en eneste gang – så løselig – tydet hen på det.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå! Og hvad sa’ han så!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Han sa’, at da de skiltes, så vilde hun ha’ skudt ham med en pistol.
 

HEDDA

(koldt, behersket).
 

Å hvad! Sligt noget bruger man da ikke her.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej. Og derfor så tror jeg det må være den rødhårede sangerinden, som han en tid –
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, det kan vel være.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 For jeg husker, det blev sagt om hende, at hun gik med ladte våben.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, – så er det naturligvis hende da.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(vrider hænderne).
 

Ja, men tænk dig, Hedda, – nu hører jeg, at den sangerinden, – hun er i byen igen! Å, – jeg er så rent fortvilet –
 

HEDDA

(skotter mod bagværelset).
 

Hys! Nu kommer Tesman. (rejser sig og hvisker.) Thea, – alt dette her må bli’ imellem dig og mig.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(springer op).
 

Å ja, – ja! For Guds skyld –.
 

(Jørgen Tesman, med et brev i hånden, kommer fra højre side gennem bagværelset.)
 

TESMAN.
 Se så, – nu er epistelen fix og færdig.
 

HEDDA.
 Det var jo vel. Men fru Elvsted vil nok gå, tror jeg. Bi lidt. Jeg følger med til haveporten.
 

TESMAN.
 Du, Hedda, – kunde kanske Berte besørge dette her?
 

HEDDA

(tar brevet).
 

Jeg skal gi’ hende besked.
 

(Berte kommer fra forstuen.)
 

BERTE.
 Assessor Brack er her og siger, at han gerne vilde hilse på herskabet.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, bed assessoren værs’god komme ind. Og så, – hør her, – kast så dette brevet i postkassen.
 

BERTE

(tar brevet).
 

Ja vel, frue.
 

(hun åbner døren for assessor Brack og går selv ud. Assessoren er en herre på 45 år. Undersætsig men velbygget og med elastiske bevægelser. Ansigtet rundagtigt med nobel profil. Håret kortklippet, næsten sort endnu og omhyggelig friseret. Øjnene livlige, spillende. Øjenbrynene tykke. Knebelsbarten ligeså, med afstudsede spidser. Han er klædt i elegant spadserdragt, dog lidt for ungdommeligt for sin alder. Bruger lorgnet, som han nu og da lar falde.)
 

ASSESSOR BRACK

(med hatten i hånden, hilser).
 

Tør man se indom så tidligt på dagen.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja såmæn tør man så.
 

TESMAN

(trykker hans hånd).
 

Altid velkommen skal De være. (forestiller.) Assessor Brack – frøken Rysing –
 

HEDDA.
 Åh –!
 

BRACK

(bøjer sig).
 

Ah, – glæder mig særdeles –
 

HEDDA

(ser på ham og ler).
 

Det er virkelig morsomt at få beskue Dem ved dagslys, assessor!
 

BRACK.
 Forandret – finder De kanske?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, en smule yngre, synes jeg.
 

BRACK.
 Takker forbindtligst.
 

TESMAN.
 Men hvad siger så De om Hedda! Hvad? Ser ikke hun frodig ud? Hun formelig –
 

HEDDA.
 Å, lad endelig mig bli’ udenfor. Tak heller assessoren for al den ulejlighed, han har havt –
 

BRACK.
 Å hvad, – det var mig bare en fornøjelse –
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, De er en trofast sjæl. Men min veninde står her og brænder efter at komme afsted. På gensyn, assessor. Jeg er her straks igen.
 

(gensidige hilsener. Fru Elvsted og Hedda går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

BRACK.
 Nå, – er nu Deres hustru så nogenlunde fornøjet –?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, vi kan ikke noksom takke Dem. Det vil sige, – lidt omflytning hist og her blir jo nødvendig, hører jeg. Og så mangler der jo et og andet. Vi blir nok nødt til at anskaffe en del småting til.
 

BRACK.
 Ja så? Virkelig?
 

TESMAN.
 Men det skal ikke De få noget besvær med. Hedda sa’, at hun vilde selv sørge for det, som mangler. – Skal vi så ikke ta’ plads? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Tak, et lidet øjeblik. (sætter sig ved bordet.) Der er noget, jeg gerne vilde tale med Dem om, kære Tesman.
 

TESMAN.
 Så? Ah, forstår! (sætter sig.) Det er vel sagtens den alvorlige del af festen, som begynder nu. Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Å, de pengesagerne haster det jo ikke så svært med endnu. For øvrigt skulde jeg nok ønske, at vi havde indrettet os en smule tarveligere.
 

TESMAN.
 Men det vilde jo aldeles ikke gåt an! Tænk da på Hedda, kære! De, som kender hende så godt –. Jeg kunde da umulig by’ hende rent småborgerlige omgivelser!
 

BRACK.
 Nej, nej, – det er jo netop knuden.
 

TESMAN.
 Og så – heldigvis – så kan det jo ikke vare længe, før jeg får udnævnelsen.
 

BRACK.
 Å, ser De, sådant noget kan ofte trække i langdrag.
 

TESMAN.
 Har De kanske hørt noget nærmere? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Ikke sådan noget ganske bestemt –. (afbrydende.) Men det er sandt, – en nyhed kan jeg da fortælle Dem.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå?
 

BRACK.
 Deres gamle ven, Ejlert Løvborg, er kommen til byen igen.
 

TESMAN.
 Det véd jeg allerede.
 

BRACK.
 Så? Hvor har De fåt vide det?
 

TESMAN.
 Hun fortalte det, den dame, som gik ud med Hedda.
 

BRACK.
 Ja så. Hvad var det hun hed? Jeg hørte ikke rigtig –
 

TESMAN.
 Fru Elvsted.
 

BRACK.
 Aha, – fogdens frue altså. Ja, – det er nok oppe hos dem han har havt sit tilhold.
 

TESMAN.
 Og tænk, – så hører jeg til min store glæde, at han er ble’t et aldeles ordentligt menneske igen!
 

BRACK.
 Ja, man vil jo påstå det.
 

TESMAN.
 Og så skal han jo ha’ gi’t ud en ny bog. Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Ja bevar’s!
 

TESMAN.
 Og den har jo vakt opsigt også!
 

BRACK.
 Ganske ualmindelig opsigt har den vakt.
 

TESMAN.
 Tænk, – er ikke det glædeligt at høre? Han, med sine mærkværdige evner –. Jeg var så sørgeligt sikker på, at han var gåt rent tilgrunde for bestandig.
 

BRACK.
 Det var nok også den almindelige mening om ham.
 

TESMAN.
 Men jeg begriber bare ikke, hvad han nu vil ta’ sig til! Hvad i al verden skal han kunne få at leve af? Hvad.
 

(Hedda er under de sidste ord kommen ind gennem forstuedøren.)
 

HEDDA

(til Brack, ler lidt hånligt).
 

Altid går Tesman omkring og ængster sig for, hvad man skal få at leve af.
 

TESMAN.
 Herregud, – vi sidder og taler om den stakkers Ejlert Løvborg, du.
 

HEDDA

(ser hurtigt hen på ham).
 

Ah så? (sætter sig i lænestolen ved ovnen og spørger ligegyldigt:) Hvad er der i vejen med ham?
 

TESMAN.
 Jo, – arven har han da visst sat overstyr for længe siden. Og en ny bog kan han vel ikke skrive hvert år. Hvad? Nå, – så spør’ jeg virkelig, hvad der skal bli’ af ham.
 

BRACK.
 Det kunde jeg kanske fortælle Dem lidt om.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå?
 

BRACK.
 De må huske på, at han har slægtninge med ikke så liden indflydelse.
 

TESMAN.
 Å, desværre, – slægtningerne, de har jo rent slåt hånden af ham.
 

BRACK.
 Før kaldte de ham dog for familjens håb.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja før, ja! Men det har han jo selv forspildt.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvem véd? (smiler let.) Oppe hos fogden Elvsteds har de jo genoprejst ham –
 

BRACK.
 Og så dertil denne bogen, som er kommet –
 

TESMAN.
 Ja-ja, Gud gi’ at de så sandt vilde hjælpe ham til et eller andet. Jeg har netop skrevet ham til. Du, Hedda, jeg bad ham komme ud til os iaften.
 

BRACK.
 Men, kære, De skal jo med til mit ungkarlsgilde iaften. Det lovte De jo på bryggen inat.
 

HEDDA.
 Havde du glemt det, Tesman?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja så sandelig havde jeg det.
 

BRACK.
 For øvrigt kan De visst være rolig for, at han ikke kommer.
 

TESMAN.
 Hvorfor tror De det? Hvad?
 

BRACK

(lidt nølende, rejser sig og støtter hænderne på stolryggen).
 

Kære Tesman –. Og De også, frue –. Jeg kan ikke forsvare at la’ Dem være i uvidenhed om noget, som – som –
 

TESMAN.
 Noget, som angår Ejlert –?
 

BRACK.
 Både Dem og ham.
 

TESMAN.
 Men, kære assessor, så sig det da!
 

BRACK.
 De bør være forberedt på, at Deres udnævnelse kanske ikke kommer så hurtigt, som De ønsker og venter.
 

TESMAN

(springer urolig op).
 

Er der kommet noget i vejen? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Besættelsen af posten turde kanske bli’ gjort afhængig af en konkurrence –
 

TESMAN.
 Konkurrence! Tænk det, Hedda!
 

HEDDA

(læner sig længere bagover i stolen).
 

Ah, se, – se!
 

TESMAN.
 Men med hvem da! Dog vel aldrig med –?
 

BRACK.
 Jo, netop. Med Ejlert Løvborg.
 

TESMAN

(slår hænderne sammen).
 

Nej, nej, – dette her er jo rent utænkeligt! Rent umuligt! Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Hm, – vi kan nok alligevel komme til at opleve det.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej men, assessor Brack, – det vilde da være den utroligste hensynsløshed imod mig! (fægter med armene.) Ja, for – tænk, – jeg er jo en gift mand! Vi har jo giftet os på de udsigterne, Hedda og jeg. Gåt hen og sat svær gæld. Og lånt penge af tante Julle også. For, Herregud, – jeg havde da sågodtsom løfte på stillingen. Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Nå, nå, nå, – stillingen får De sagtens også. Men først gennem en kappestrid.
 

HEDDA

(ubevægelig i lænestolen).
 

Tænk, Tesman, – det blir næsten ligesom et slags sport.
 

TESMAN.
 Men, kæreste Hedda, hvor kan du da ta’ dette her så ligegyldigt!
 

HEDDA

(som før).
 

Det gør jeg sletikke. Jeg er virkelig spændt på udfaldet.
 

BRACK.
 I ethvert tilfælde, fru Tesman, så er det godt, at De nu véd, hvorledes sagerne står. Jeg mener, – forinden De går ivej med de små indkøb, som jeg hører De truer med.
 

HEDDA.
 Dette her kan ingen forandring gøre.
 

BRACK.
 Nå så? Det er en anden sag. Farvel! (til Tesman) Når jeg går min eftermiddagstur, kommer jeg indom og henter Dem.
 

TESMAN.
 Å ja, ja, – jeg véd hverken ud eller ind.
 

HEDDA

(liggende, strækker hånden frem).
 

Farvel, assessor. Og velkommen igen.
 

BRACK.
 Mange tak. Farvel, farvel.
 

TESMAN

(følger ham til døren).
 

Farvel, kære assessor! De må virkelig ha’ mig undskyldt.
 

(Assessor Brack går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

TESMAN

(går henover gulvet).
 

Å, Hedda, – man skulde dog aldrig vove sig ind i eventyrlandet. Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(ser på ham og smiler).
 

Gør du det?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, du, – det la’r sig ikke nægte, – det var eventyrligt at gå hen og gifte sig og sætte bo på blotte og bare udsigter.
 

HEDDA.
 Du kan kanske ha’ ret i det.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, – vort hyggelige hjem har vi da ialfald, Hedda! Tænk, – det hjem, som vi beggeto gik og drømte om. Sværmed for, kan jeg næsten sige. Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig langsomt og træt).
 

Det var jo aftalen, at vi skulde leve selskabeligt. Føre hus.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, Herregud, – sådan som jeg havde glædet mig til det! Tænk, – at få se dig som værtinde, – i en udvalgt kreds! Hvad? – Ja, ja, ja, – foreløbig får vi to altså holde sammen i ensomhed, Hedda. Bare se tante Julle hos os en gang imellem. – Å, du, som skulde havt det så langt – langt anderledes –!
 

HEDDA.
 Livrétjeneren får jeg naturligvis ikke nu for det første.
 

TESMAN.
 Å nej, – desværre. Holde tjener, – det kan der jo umulig bli’ tale om, ser du.
 

HEDDA.
 Og ridehesten, som jeg skulde ha’ –
 

TESMAN

(forskrækket).
 

Ridehesten!
 

HEDDA.
 – den tør jeg vel ikke engang tænke på nu.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, Gud bevare mig vel, – det siger sig da af sig selv!
 

HEDDA

(går henover gulvet).
 

Nå – én ting har jeg da ialfald til at muntre mig med sålænge.
 

TESMAN

(glædestrålende).
 

Å, Gud ske lov og tak for det! Og hvad er så det for noget, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(ved døråbningen, ser på ham med dulgt hån).
 

Mine pistoler, – Jørgen.
 

TESMAN

(i angst).
 

Pistolerne!
 

HEDDA

(med kolde øjne).
 

General Gablers pistoler.
 

(hun går gennem bagværelset ud til venstre side.)
 

TESMAN

(løber hen i døråbningen og råber efter hende).
 

Nej, Gud velsigne dig, kæreste Hedda, – rør da ikke de farlige tingesterne! For min skyld, Hedda! Hvad?
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Værelset hos Tesmans ligesom i første akt, kun at pianofortet er flyttet ud og et elegant lidet skrivebord med bogreol er stillet i stedet. Ved sofaen til venstre er et mindre bord hensat. De fleste af blomsterbuketterne er borttagne. Fru Elvsteds buket står på det større bord fremme på gulvet. – Det er eftermiddag.)
 

(Hedda, omklædt i modtagelsesdragt, er alene i værelset. Hun står ved den åbne glasdør og lader en revolverpistol. Magen til den ligger i en åben pistolkasse på skrivebordet.)
 

HEDDA

(ser ned i haven og råber):
 

Goddag igen, herr assessor!
 

ASSESSOR BRACK

(høres nedefra i frastand).
 

I lige måde, fru Tesman!
 

HEDDA

(hæver pistolen og sigter).
 

Nu skyder jeg Dem, assessor Brack!
 

BRACK

(råber dernede).
 

Nej-nej-nej! Stå da ikke og sigt lige på mig!
 

HEDDA.
 Det kommer der ud af at gå bagveje.
 

(hun skyder.)
 

BRACK

(nærmere) Er De ren gal –!
 

HEDDA.
 Å, Herregud, – traf jeg Dem kanske?
 

BRACK

(fremdeles udenfor).
 

Lad være med de narrestreger!
 

HEDDA.
 Kom så ind da, assessor.
 

(Assessor Brack, omklædt som til herreselskab, kommer ind gennem glasdøren. Han bærer en let overfrakke på armen.)
 

BRACK.
 For pokker, – driver De på med den sport endnu? Hvad skyder De på?
 

HEDDA.
 Å, jeg står bare sådan og skyder op i den blå luft.
 

BRACK

(tar lempeligt pistolen ud af hånden på hende).
 

Med forlov, frue. (ser på den.) Ah, denne her, – den kender jeg godt. (ser sig om.) Hvor har vi så kassen? Nå her. (lægger pistolen ned i og lukker.) For nu skal vi ikke ha’ mere af den spas for idag.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, hvad i Herrens navn vil De jeg skal ta’ mig til?
 

BRACK.
 Har De ingen besøg havt?
 

HEDDA

(lukker glasdøren).
 

Ikke et eneste. Alle de intime ligger nok på landet endnu.
 

BRACK.
 Og Tesman er kanske heller ikke hjemme?
 

HEDDA

(ved skrivebordet, lukker pistolkassen ned i skuffen).
 

Nej. Straks han havde spist, så løb han hen til tanterne. For han vented ikke Dem så tidligt.
 

BRACK.
 Hm, – at jeg ikke tænkte mig det. Det var dumt af mig.
 

HEDDA

(drejer hodet og ser på ham).
 

Hvorfor dumt?
 

BRACK.
 Jo, for så var jeg kommet herud endnu lidt – tidligere.
 

HEDDA

(går henover gulvet).
 

Ja, da havde De nu slet ingen truffet. For jeg har været inde og klædt mig om efter middagen.
 

BRACK.
 Og der er ikke sådan en bitte liden dørsprække, som en kunde ha’ forhandlet igennem?
 

HEDDA.
 De har jo glemt at arrangere en slig en.
 

BRACK.
 Det var også dumt af mig.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, så får vi slå os ned her da. Og vente. For Tesman kommer visst ikke hjem så snart.
 

BRACK.
 Ja-ja, Herregud, jeg skal være tålmodig.
 

(Hedda sætter sig i sofahjørnet. Brack lægger sin paletot over ryggen på den nærmeste stol og sætter sig, men beholder hatten i hånden. Kort ophold. De ser på hinanden.)
 

HEDDA.
 Nå?
 

BRACK

(i samme tone).
 

Nå?
 

HEDDA.
 Det var mig, som spurgte først.
 

BRACK

(bøjer sig lidt fremover).
 

Ja, lad os så få os en liden lun passiar, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA

(læner sig mere tilbage i sofaen).
 

Synes De ikke, det er som en hel evighed siden vi sidst taltes ved? – Ja, det småtteri igåraftes og i formiddag – det regner jeg nu ikke for noget.
 

BRACK.
 Men sådan – imellem os selv? På tomandshånd, mener De?
 

HEDDA.
 Å ja. Så omtrent.
 

BRACK.
 Hver eneste dag har jeg gåt her og ønsket, at De bare var vel hjemme igen.
 

HEDDA.
 Og jeg har såmæn hele tiden bare ønsket det samme.
 

BRACK.
 De? Virkelig, fru Hedda? Og jeg, som trode, De havde moret Dem så inderlig godt på rejsen!
 

HEDDA.
 Jo, det kan De tro!
 

BRACK.
 Men det skrev da Tesman bestandig om.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, han! For han synes nu, det er det dejligste han véd at gå og rode i bogsamlingerne. Og få sidde og skrive af gamle pergamentblade, – eller hvad det nu er for noget.
 

BRACK

(lidt ondskabsfuldt).
 

Nå, det er jo hans kald her i verden. For en del da.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, det er jo det. Og da kan en sagtens –. Men jeg! Å nej, kære assessor, – jeg har havt det gruelig kedeligt.
 

BRACK

(deltagende).
 

Siger De virkelig det? For ramme alvor?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, De kan da vel selv tænke Dem –! Sådan i et helt halvt år aldrig at træffe på et menneske, som kender en smule til vor kreds. Og som en kan tale med om vore egne sager.
 

BRACK.
 Nej-nej, – det vilde jeg også føle sorn et savn.
 

HEDDA.
 Og så det, som er det aller u-udholdeligste –
 

BRACK.
 Nå?
 

HEDDA.
 – evig og altid at skulle være sammen med – med én og den samme –
 

BRACK

(nikker bifaldende).
 

Både sent og tidlig, – ja. Tænk, – til alle mulige tider.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg sa’: evig og altid.
 

BRACK.
 Lad gå. Men med vor skikkelige Tesman synes jeg jo rigtignok, at man måtte kunne –
 

HEDDA.
 Tesman er – et fagmenneske, kære.
 

BRACK.
 Unægtelig.
 

HEDDA.
 Og fagmennesker er slet ikke morsomme at rejse sammen med. Ikke i længden i alle fald.
 

BRACK.
 Ikke engang – det fagmenneske, man elsker?
 

HEDDA.
 Uh, – brug da ikke det klissede ord!
 

BRACK

(studsende).
 

Hvad nu, fru Hedda!
 

HEDDA

(halvt leende, halvt ærgerlig).
 

Ja, De skulde bare prøve det, De! At høre tale om kulturhistorie både sent og tidlig –
 

BRACK.
 Evig og altid –
 

HEDDA.
 Ja-ja-ja! Og så dette her om husfliden i middelalderen –! Det er nu det aller græsseligste!
 

BRACK

(ser forskende hen på hende).
 

Men, sig mig, – hvorledes skal jeg da egentlig forstå at –? Hm –
 

HEDDA.
 At der blev et par af mig og Jørgen Tesman, mener De?
 

BRACK.
 Nå ja, lad os udtrykke det så.
 

HEDDA.
 Herregud, synes De da, det er så underligt?
 

BRACK.
 Både ja og nej, – fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg havde virkelig danset mig træt, kære assessor. Min tid var omme – (farer let sammen.) Uh nej, – det vil jeg da ikke sige alligevel. Ikke tænke det heller!
 

BRACK.
 Det har De da tilforladelig heller ingen grund til.
 

HEDDA.
 Åh, – grund –. (ser ligesom spejdende på ham.) Og Jørgen Tesman, – han må jo dog siges at være et korrekt menneske i alle måder.
 

BRACK.
 Både korrekt og solid. Gud bevar’s.
 

HEDDA.
 Og noget egentlig løjerligt kan jeg ikke finde der er ved ham. – Finder De det?
 

BRACK.
 Løjerligt? Ne-j, – det vil jeg just ikke sige –
 

HEDDA.
 Nå. Men så er han da en svært flittig samler ialfald! – Det kan såmæn godt være, at han bringer det vidt med tiden alligevel.
 

BRACK

(ser noget uviss på hende).
 

Jeg trode, De mente ligesom alle de andre, at der vilde bli’ en særdeles fremragende mand af ham.
 

HEDDA

(med et træt udtryk).
 

Ja, jeg gjorde det. – Og da han så gik der og endelig med vold og magt vilde få lov til at forsørge mig –. Jeg véd ikke, hvorfor jeg ikke skulde ta’ imod det?
 

BRACK.
 Nej-nej. Fra den side betragtet –
 

HEDDA.
 Det var såmæn mere end mine andre opvartende venner var villige til, kære assessor.
 

BRACK

(ler).
 

Ja, jeg kan tilforladelig ikke svare for alle de andre. Men hvad mig selv angår, så véd De jo nok, at jeg altid har næret en – en viss respekt for ægteskabets bånd. Sådan i sin almindelighed, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA

(spøgende).
 

Å, jeg har såmæn aldrig gjort mig forhåbninger med hensyn til Dem.
 

BRACK.
 Alt, hvad jeg begærer, det er at ha’ en god, fortrolig omgangskreds, hvor jeg kan være til tjeneste med råd og dåd og får lov til at gå ud og ind som – som en prøvet ven –
 

HEDDA.
 Af manden i huset, mener De?
 

BRACK

(bøjer sig).
 

Oprigtig talt, – helst af fruen. Men dernæst også af manden, forstår sig. Véd De hvad, – et sådant – lad mig sige, et sådant trekantet forhold, – det er i grunden en stor behagelighed for alle parter.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, jeg har mangen god gang savnet en tredje mand på rejsen. Uh, – det, at sidde på tomands hånd i kupeen –!
 

BRACK.
 Heldigvis er nu bryllupsrejsen overstået –
 

HEDDA

(ryster på hodet).
 

Rejsen tør bli’ lang, – lang endnu. Jeg er bare kommen til et stoppested undervejs.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, så hopper man ud. Og moverer sig en smule, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg hopper aldrig ud.
 

BRACK.
 Virkelig ikke?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej. For der er altid nogen tilstede, som –
 

BRACK

(leende).
 

– som ser på ens ben, mener De?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja netop.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, men, Herregud –
 

HEDDA

(med en afværgende håndbevægelse).
 

Holder ikke af det. – Da blir jeg heller siddende, – hvor jeg nu engang er. På tomandshånd.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, men så stiger der en tredjemand ind til parret da.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja se, – det er noget ganske andet!
 

BRACK.
 En prøvet, forstående ven –
 

HEDDA.
 – underholdende på alskens livlige områder –
 

BRACK.
 – og slet ikke spor af fagmenneske!
 

HEDDA

(med et hørligt åndedrag).
 

Ja, det er jo rigtignok en lettelse.
 

BRACK

(hører indgangsdøren åbnes og skotter hen).
 

Trekanten sluttet.
 

HEDDA

(halvhøjt).
 

Og så kører toget videre.
 

(Jørgen Tesman, i grå spadserdragt og med blød filthat, kommer ind fra forstuen. Han har en hel del uindbundne bøger under armen og i lommerne.)
 

TESMAN

(går op til bordet ved hjørnesofaen).
 

Puh, – det var sandelig hedt at slæbe på, – alt dette her. (lægger bøgerne fra sig.) Jeg formelig sveder, Hedda. Nej, se, se, – er De alt kommen, kære assessor? Hvad? Det sa’ ikke Berte noget om.
 

BRACK

(rejser sig).
 

Jeg gik op igennem haven.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad er det for bøger, du kommer med?
 

TESMAN

(står og blader i dem).
 

Det er nogen nye fagskrifter, som jeg nødvendigvis måtte ha’.
 

HEDDA.
 Fagskrifter?
 

BRACK.
 Aha, det er fagskrifter, fru Tesman.
 

(Brack og Hedda veksler et forstående smil.)
 

HEDDA.
 Behøver du endnu flere fagskrifter?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, kære Hedda, dem kan man aldrig få for mange af. Man må jo følge med, hvad der skrives og trykkes.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, man må vel det.
 

TESMAN

(roder om mellem bøgerne).
 

Og se her, – her har jeg fåt fat på Ejlert Løvborgs nye bog også. (rækker den frem.) Har du kanske lyst til at se i den, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, mange tak. Eller – jo, kanske senere.
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg bladed lidt i den på vejen.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, hvad synes så De – som fagmand?
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg synes, det er mærkeligt, hvor sindigt den er holdt. Han skrev aldrig således før. (samler bøgerne sammen.) Men nu vil jeg bære ind alt dette her. Det skal bli’ en fryd at få skære op –! Og så må jeg klæ’ mig lidt om. (til Brack.) Ja, for vi behøver vel ikke at gå nu straks? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Å bevares, – det haster ikke på længe endnu.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, så gir jeg mig tid da. (går med bøgerne, men standser i døråbningen og vender sig.) Det er sandt, Hedda, – tante Julle kommer ikke ud til dig iaften.
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke det? Er det kanske den historie med hatten, som er ivejen?
 

TESMAN.
 Å, langt ifra. Hvor kan du tro sligt om tante Julle? Tænk –! Men tante Rina er så svært dårlig, ser du.
 

HEDDA.
 Det er hun jo altid.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, men idag var det nu så rent galt fat med hende, stakker.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, så er det jo så rimeligt, at den anden blir hos hende da. Jeg får finde mig i det.
 

TESMAN.
 Og du kan ikke tænke dig, du, hvor sjæleglad tante Julle var alligevel, – fordi du var ble’t så trivelig på rejsen!
 

HEDDA

(halvhøjt, rejser sig).
 

Åh, – disse evige tanterne!
 

TESMAN.
 Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(går hen til glasdøren).
 

Ingenting.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja-ja da.
 

(han går gennem bagværelset ud til højre.)
 

BRACK.
 Hvad var det for en hat, De talte om?
 

HEDDA.
 Å, det var noget med frøken Tesman imorges. Hun havde lagt sin hat fra sig der på stolen. (ser på ham og smiler.) Og så lod jeg, som om jeg trode det var tjenestepigens.
 

BRACK

(ryster på hodet).
 

Men, snille fru Hedda, hvor kunde De nu gøre det! Imod den skikkelige gamle dame!
 

HEDDA

(nervøs, går hen over gulvet).
 

Ja, ser De, – sligt noget kommer over mig ret som det er. Og så kan jeg ikke la’ det være. (kaster sig ned i lænestolen ved ovnen.) Å, jeg véd ikke selv, hvorledes jeg skal forklare det.
 

BRACK

(bag lænestolen).
 

De er ikke egentlig lykkelig, – det er nok sagen.
 

HEDDA

(ser frem for sig).
 

Jeg véd heller ikke, hvorfor jeg skulde være – lykkelig. Eller kan De kanske sige mig det?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, – blandt andet fordi De har fåt netop det hjem, som De havde ønsket Dem.
 

HEDDA

(ser op på ham og ler).
 

Tror De også på den ønskehistorien?
 

BRACK.
 Er der da ikke noget i det?
 

HEDDA.
 Jo bevares, – noget er der.
 

BRACK.
 Nå?
 

HEDDA.
 Der er det i det, at jeg brugte Tesman til at følge mig hjem fra aftenselskaber ifjor sommer –
 

BRACK.
 Desværre, – jeg havde jo en ganske anden vej.
 

HEDDA.
 Det er sandt. De gik nok på andre veje ifjor sommer.
 

BRACK

(ler).
 

Skam Dem, fru Hedda! Nå, – men De og Tesman altså –?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, så kom vi her forbi en aften. Og Tesman, stakker, han vred og vendte på sig. For han vidste ikke, hvad han skulde finde på at snakke om. Så syntes jeg synd i det lærde menneske –
 

BRACK

(smiler tvilende).
 

Gjorde De? Hm –
 

HEDDA.
 Jo, så tilforladelig gjorde jeg det. Og så – for at hjælpe ham ud af vånden – så kom jeg, rent letsindigt, til at sige, at her i denne villaen skulde jeg ha’ lyst til at bo.
 

BRACK.
 Ikke andet end det?
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke den aften.
 

BRACK.
 Men bagefter altså?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja. Min letsindighed havde følger, kære assessor.
 

BRACK.
 Desværre, – det har vore letsindigheder kun altfor ofte, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Tak! Men i dette sværmeriet for statsrådinde Falks villa var det altså, at Jørgen Tesman og jeg mødtes i forståelse, ser De! Det drog efter sig både forlovelse og giftermål og bryllupsrejse og alt sammen. Ja, ja, assessor, – som man reder så ligger man, – havde jeg nær sagt.
 

BRACK.
 Det er kosteligt! Og i grunden så brød De Dem kanske sletikke en smule om dette her.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, det véd Gud jeg ikke gjorde.
 

BRACK.
 Ja, men nu da? Nu, da vi har fåt indrettet det lidt hjemligt for Dem!
 

HEDDA.
 Uh, – jeg synes her lugter lavendler og saltede roser i alle værelserne. – Men den lugt har kanske tante Julle ført med sig.
 

BRACK

(ler).
 

Nej, så tror jeg heller det er efter salig statsrådinden.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, noget afdød er der ved det. Det minder om balblomster – dagen efter. (folder hænderne bag om nakken, læner sig tilbage i stolen og ser på ham.) Å, kære assessor, – De kan ikke forestille Dem, hvor gyseligt jeg vil komme til at kede mig herude.
 

BRACK.
 Skulde da ikke livet ha’ en eller anden opgave at byde på for Dem også, fru Hedda?
 

HEDDA.
 En opgave, – som der kunde være noget lokkende ved?
 

BRACK.
 Helst det, naturligvis.
 

HEDDA.
 Gud véd, hvad det skulde være for en opgave. Mangen gang tænker jeg på – (afbrydende.) Men det går visst ikke, det, heller.
 

BRACK.
 Hvem véd? Lad mig bare høre.
 

HEDDA.
 Om jeg nu kunde få Tesman til at slå sig på politik, mener jeg.
 

BRACK

(ler).
 

Tesman! Nej, véd De hvad, – sligt noget som politik, det ligger da slet – aldeles ikke for ham.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, det tror jeg gerne. – Men om jeg nu kunde få ham til det alligevel?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, – hvad tilfredsstillelse vilde der være for Dem i det? Når han nu ikke duer. Hvorfor vil De så ha’ ham til det?
 

HEDDA.
 Fordi jeg keder mig, hører De! (lidt efter.) Tror De altså, det vilde være så rent umuligt, at Tesman kunde bli’ statsminister?
 

BRACK.
 Hm, – ser De, kære fru Hedda, – for at bli’ det måtte han nu for det første være en temmelig rig mand.
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig utålmodig).
 

Ja, der har vi det! Det er disse tarvelige vilkår, jeg er kommet ind i –! (går henover gulvet.) Det er dem, som gør livet så ynkeligt! Så rent ud latterligt! – For så er det.
 

BRACK.
 Jeg tror nu, at skylden ligger andetsteds.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvor da?
 

BRACK.
 De har aldrig fåt leve noget rigtig vækkende igennem.
 

HEDDA.
 Noget alvorligt, mener De?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, man kan jo gerne kalde det så også. Men nu tør det kanske komme.
 

HEDDA

(kaster på nakken).
 

Å, De tænker på vederværdighederne med denne stakkers professorposten! Men det får bli’ Tesmans egen sag. Det spilder jeg såmæn ikke en tanke på.
 

BRACK.
 Nej-nej, lad så være med det. Men når der nu blir stillet, – hvad man – sådan i den højere stil – kalder alvorsfulde og – og ansvarsfulde krav til Dem? (smiler.) Nye krav, lille fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA

(vred).
 

Ti stille! Aldrig får De opleve noget af den slags!
 

BRACK

(varsomt).
 

Vi skal tales ved om et årstid – i det aller længste.
 

HEDDA

(kort).
 

Jeg har ikke anlæg til sligt noget, herr assessor. Ikke noget med krav til mig!
 

BRACK.
 Skulde ikke De, ligesom de fleste andre kvinder, ha’ anlæg for et kald, som –?
 

HEDDA

(henne ved glasdøren).
 

Å, ti stille, siger jeg! – Mangen gang synes jeg, at jeg bare har anlæg til en eneste ting i verden.
 

BRACK

(går nærmere).
 

Og hvad er så det, om jeg tør spørge?
 

HEDDA

(står og ser ud).
 

Til at kede livet af mig. Nu véd De det. (vender sig, ser mod bagværelset og ler.) Ja, ganske rigtig! Der har vi professoren.
 

BRACK

(sagte, advarende).
 

Nå, nå, nå, fru Hedda.
 

(Jørgen Tesman, selskabsklædt, med handsker og hat i hånden, kommer fra højre side gennem bagværelset.)
 

TESMAN.
 Hedda, – er der ikke kommet afbud fra Ejlert Løvborg? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, så skal du se, vi har ham såmæn om lidt.
 

BRACK.
 Tror De virkelig, at han kommer?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det er jeg næsten viss på. For det er nok bare løse rygter, det, som De fortalte i formiddags.
 

BRACK.
 Så?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, i det mindste sa’ da tante Julle, at hun trode aldrig i verden, han vilde gå i vejen for mig herefterdags. Tænk det!
 

BRACK.
 Nå, så er jo alting godt og vel.
 

TESMAN

(sætter hatten med handskerne i på en stol til højre).
 

Ja, men jeg må virkelig få lov til at vente på ham i det længste.
 

BRACK.
 Det har vi så rundelig tid til. Der kommer ingen til mig før klokken syv – halv otte.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, så kan vi jo holde Hedda med selskab sålænge. Og se tiden an. Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(bærer Bracks overfrakke og hat hen på hjørnesofaen).
 

Og i værste fald så kan jo herr Løvborg slå sig ned her hos mig.
 

BRACK

(vil selv tage sagerne).
 

Å, jeg be’r, frue! – Hvad mener De med værste fald?
 

HEDDA.
 Hvis han ikke vil gå med Dem og Tesman.
 

TESMAN

(ser tvilrådig på hende).
 

Men, kære Hedda, – tror du, det går an, at han blir her hos dig? Hvad? Husk på, at tante Julle kan ikke komme.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, men fru Elvsted kommer. Og så drikker vi tre en kop te sammen.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, se da går det an!
 

BRACK

(smiler).
 

Og det turde kanske også være det sundeste for ham.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvorfor det?
 

BRACK.
 Herregud, frue, De har da tidt nok skoset over mine små ungkarlsgilder. De skulde ikke egne sig for andre end rigtig principfaste mandfolk, mente De.
 

HEDDA.
 Men herr Løvborg er da vel principfast nok nu. En omvendt synder.
 

(Berte kommer i forstuedøren.)
 

BERTE.
 Frue, der er en herre, som gerne vil ind –
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, lad ham komme.
 

TESMAN

(sagte).
 

Jeg er viss på, det er ham! Tænk det.
 

(Ejlert Løvborg kommer ind fra forstuen. Han er slank og mager; jævnaldrende med Tesman men ser ældre og noget udlevet ud. Hår og skæg er sortbrunt, ansigtet langagtigt, blegt, kun med et par rødlige pletter på kindbenene. Han er klædt i elegant, sort, ganske ny visitdragt. Mørke handsker og cylinderhat i hånden. Han blir stående i nærheden af døren og bukker hastigt. Synes noget forlegen.)
 

TESMAN

(hen til ham og ryster hans hånd).
 

Nej, kære Ejlert, – så skal vi da endelig en gang mødes igen!
 

EJLERT LØVBORG

(taler med tyst stemme).
 

Tak for brevet, du! (nærmer sig Hedda.) Tør jeg række en hånd til Dem også, fru Tesman?
 

HEDDA

(tager imod hans hånd).
 

Velkommen, herr Løvborg. (med en håndbevægelse.) Jeg véd ikke, om de to herrer –?
 

LØVBORG

(bøjer sig let).
 

Assessor Brack, tror jeg.
 

BRACK

(ligeså).
 

Bevares. For en del år siden –
 

TESMAN

(til Løvborg, med hænderne på hans skuldre).
 

Og nu skal du lade akkurat som om du var hjemme, Ejlert! Ikke sandt, Hedda? – For du vil jo slå dig ned her i byen igen, hører jeg? Hvad?
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg vil det.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, det er jo så rimeligt. Hør, du, – jeg har fåt fat på din nye bog. Men jeg har sandelig ikke fåt tid til at læse den endnu.
 

LØVBORG.
 Det kan du også godt spare dig for.
 

TESMAN.
 Hvorfor det, mener du?
 

LØVBORG.
 For der er ikke noget videre ved den.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, tænk – at du siger det!
 

BRACK.
 Men den blir da så svært rost; hører jeg.
 

LØVBORG.
 Det var netop det, jeg vilde. Og så skrev jeg bogen, så at alle kunde være med på den.
 

BRACK.
 Meget fornuftigt.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja men, kære Ejlert –!
 

LØVBORG.
 For nu vil jeg prøve på at bygge mig op en stilling igen. Begynde forfra.
 

TESMAN

(lidt forlegen).
 

Ja, du vil vel kanske det? Hvad?
 

LØVBORG

(smiler, sætter hatten fra sig og trækker en pakke i påpiromslag op af frakkelommen).
 

Men når dette her kommer, – Jørgen Tesman – så skal du læse det. For det er først det rigtige. Det, som jeg selv er i.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja så? Og hvad er da det for noget?
 

LØVBORG.
 Det er fortsættelsen.
 

TESMAN.
 Fortsættelsen? Af hvad?
 

LØVBORG.
 Af bogen.
 

TESMAN.
 Af den nye?
 

LØVBORG.
 Forstår sig.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja men, kære Ejlert, – den går jo lige til vore dage!
 

LØVBORG.
 Den gør det. Og dette her handler om fremtiden.
 

TESMAN.
 Om fremtiden! Men, Herregud, den véd vi jo slet ingen ting om!
 

LØVBORG.
 Nej. Men der er et og andet at sige om den alligevel. (åbner pakken.) Her skal du se –
 

TESMAN.
 Det er jo ikke din håndskrift.
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg har dikteret. (blader i papirerne.) Det er delt i to afsnit. Det første er om fremtidens kulturmagter. Og dette her andet – (blader længre frem.) – det er om fremtidens kulturgang.
 

TESMAN.
 Mærkværdigt! Sligt noget kunde det aldrig falde mig ind at skrive om.
 

HEDDA

(ved glasdøren, trommer på ruden).
 

Hm –. Nej-nej.
 

LØVBORG

(stikker papirerne ind i omslaget og lægger pakken på bordet).
 

Jeg tog det med, fordi jeg tænkte at læse lidt op for dig iaften.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det var jo svært snilt af dig, du. Men iaften –? (ser hen til Brack.) Jeg véd ikke rigtig, hvorledes det skal kunne ordnes –
 

LØVBORG.
 Nå, så en anden gang altså. Det haster jo ikke.
 

BRACK.
 Jeg skal si’ Dem, herr Løvborg, – der er en liden tilstelning hos mig iaften. Nærmest for Tesman, forstår De –
 

LØVBORG

(ser efter sin hat).
 

Ah, – så vil jeg ikke længer –
 

BRACK.
 Nej, hør nu her. Kunde så ikke De gøre mig den fornøjelse at følge med?
 

LØVBORG

(kort og bestemt).
 

Nej, det kan jeg ikke. Jeg takker Dem så meget.
 

BRACK.
 Å hvad! Gør nu det. Vi blir en liden udvalgt kreds. Og De kan tro, vi skal få det „livligt”, som fru Hed–, som fru Tesman siger.
 

LØVBORG.
 Det tviler jeg ikke på. Men alligevel –
 

BRACK.
 Så kunde De ta’ Deres manuskript med og læse op for Tesman der hos mig. For jeg har værelser nok.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja tænk, Ejlert, – det kunde du jo gøre! Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(går imellem).
 

Men, kære, når nu herr Løvborg slet ikke vil! Jeg er viss på, at herr Løvborg har meget mere lyst til at slå sig ned her og spise til aftens med mig.
 

LØVBORG

(ser hen på hende).
 

Med Dem, frue!
 

HEDDA.
 Og så med fru Elvsted.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ah – (henkastende.) Hende traf jeg så flygtig i middags.
 

HEDDA.
 Gjorde De det? Ja, hun kommer herud. Og derfor så er det næsten nødvendigt, at De blir, herr Løvborg. For ellers har hun ikke nogen til at følge sig hjem.
 

LØVBORG.
 Det er sandt. Ja, mange tak, frue, – så blir jeg her.
 

HEDDA.
 Så vil jeg bare gi’ pigen en liden besked –
 

(hun går hen til forstuedøren og ringer. Berte kommer indenfor. Hedda taler sagte med hende og peger mod bagværelset. Berte nikker og går ud igen.)
 

TESMAN

(samtidigt til Ejlert Løvborg).
 

Hør, du, Ejlert, – er det dette nye emne, – dette her om fremtiden, – som du vil holde foredrag over?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja.
 

TESMAN.
 For jeg hørte inde hos boghandleren, at du vil holde en række foredrag her i høst.
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg vil det. Du må ikke fortænke mig i det, Tesman.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, Gud bevar’s vel! Men –?
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg kan jo godt forstå, at det må komme dig så temmelig påtvers.
 

TESMAN

(forknyt).
 

Å, for min skyld kan jeg jo ikke forlange, at du –
 

LØVBORG.
 Men jeg venter til du har fåt din udnævnelse.
 

TESMAN.
 Venter du! Ja men, – ja men, – vil du da ikke konkurrere? Hvad?
 

LØVBORG.
 Nej. Jeg vil bare sejre over dig. I folks mening.
 

TESMAN.
 Men, Herregud, – så fik jo tante Julle ret alligevel! Å ja, – det var nok det, jeg vidste! Hedda! Tænk, du, – Ejlert Løvborg vil sletikke gå os ivejen!
 

HEDDA

(kort).
 

Os? Hold dog mig udenfor.
 

(hun går op mod bagværelset, hvor Berte står og sætter et bræt med karafler og glasse på bordet. Hedda nikker bifaldende og kommer fremover igen. Berte går ud.)
 

TESMAN

(samtidigt).
 

Men De da, assessor Brack, – hvad siger så De til dette her? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Nå, jeg siger, at ære og sejr – hm, – det kan jo være overmåde skønne sager –
 

TESMAN.
 Ja-visst kan det så. Men alligevel –
 

HEDDA

(ser på Tesman med et koldt smil).
 

Jeg synes du står og ser ud som du var lynslåt.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, – så omtrent, – tror jeg næsten –
 

BRACK.
 Det var jo også et tordenvejr, som trak over os, frue.
 

HEDDA

(peger mod bagværelset).
 

Vil ikke herrerne så gå ind og ta’ et glas kold punsch?
 

BRACK

(ser på sit uhr).
 

På faldrebet? Jo, det kunde ikke være så galt.
 

TESMAN.
 Udmærket, Hedda! Ganske udmærket! I sådan en let stemning, som jeg nu befinder mig i –
 

HEDDA.
 Vær så god, De også, herr Løvborg.
 

LØVBORG

(afværgende).
 

Nej, mange tak. Ikke for mig.
 

BRACK.
 Men, Herregud, – kold punsch er da ikke nogen gift, véd jeg.
 

LØVBORG.
 Kanske ikke for alle.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg skal nok holde herr Løvborg med selskab så længe.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja-ja, kære Hedda, gør så det da.
 

(han og Brack går ind i bagværelset, sætter sig, drikker punsch, røger cigaretter og taler oprømt sammen under det følgende. Ejlert Løvborg blir stående ved ovnen. Hedda går til skrivebordet.)
 

HEDDA

(med noget hævet stemme).
 

Nu skal jeg vise Dem nogen fotografier, hvis De har lyst. For Tesman og jeg – vi gjorde en trip gennem Tyrol på hjemrejsen.
 

(hun kommer med et album, som hun lægger på bordet ved sofaen, og sætter sig i dennes øverste hjørne. Ejlert Løvborg går nærmere, standser og ser på hende. Derpå tager han en stol og sætter sig ved hendes venstre side med ryggen mod bagværelset.)
 

HEDDA

(slår albumet op).
 

Ser De dette fjeldpartiet her, herr Løvborg? Det er Ortlergruppen. Tesman har skrevet det nedenunder. Her står det: Ortlergruppen ved Meran.
 

LØVBORG

(som ufravendt har set på hende, siger sagte og langsomt):
 

Hedda – Gabler!
 

HEDDA

(skotter hastigt hen til ham).
 

Nå! Hys!
 

LØVBORG

(gentager sagte):
 

Hedda Gabler!
 

HEDDA

(ser i albumet).
 

Ja, så hed jeg før i tiden. Dengang – da vi to kendte hinanden.
 

LØVBORG.
 Og herefter, – og for hele livet, – så må jeg altså vænne mig af med at sige Hedda Gabler.
 

HEDDA

(blader fremdeles).
 

Ja, De får det. Og jeg synes, De skulde øve Dem på det itide. Jo før jo heller, synes jeg.
 

LØVBORG

(med harmfyldt stemme).
 

Hedda Gabler gift? Og det med – Jørgen Tesman!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, – så går det.
 

LØVBORG.
 Å, Hedda, Hedda, – hvor kunde du dog kaste dig slig væk!
 

HEDDA

(ser hvasst til ham).
 

Nå? Ikke dette her!
 

LØVBORG.
 Hvilket, mener du.
 

(Tesman kommer ind og går hen imod sofaen.)
 

HEDDA

(hører ham komme og siger ligegyldigt).
 

Og dette her, herr Løvborg, det er nede fra Ampezzodalen. Se bare de fjeldspidserne der. (ser venligt op på Tesman.) Hvad er det nu disse underlige fjeldspidserne kaldes, du?
 

TESMAN.
 Lad mig se. Å, det er dolomiterne, det.
 

HEDDA.
 Rigtig, ja! – det er dolomiterne, herr Løvborg.
 

TESMAN.
 Du, Hedda. – jeg vilde bare spørge, om vi ikke skulde sætte ind lidt punsch alligevel? Til dig i alle fald. Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Jo, tak skal du ha’. Og et par kager kanske.
 

TESMAN.
 Ingen cigaretter?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej.
 

TESMAN.
 Godt.
 

(han går ind i bagværelset og bort til højre side. Brack sidder derinde og holder af og til øje med Hedda og Løvborg.)
 

LØVBORG

(dæmpet, som før).
 

Svar mig så, Hedda, – hvor kunde du gå hen og gøre dette her?
 

HEDDA

(tilsyneladende fordybet i albumet).
 

Blir De ved at sige du til mig, så vil jeg ikke tale med Dem.
 

LØVBORG.
 Må jeg ikke sige du, når vi er alene heller?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej. De kan få lov til at tænke det. Men De må ikke sige det.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ah, jeg forstår. Det støder Deres kærlighed – til Jørgen Tesman.
 

HEDDA

(skotter hen til ham og smiler).
 

Kærlighed? Nej, nu er De god!
 

LØVBORG.
 Ikke kærlighed altså!
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke nogen slags utroskab alligevel! Sligt vil jeg ikke vide af.
 

LØVBORG.
 Hedda, – svar mig bare på den ene ting –
 

HEDDA.
 Hys.
 

(Tesman med et serveringsbræt, kommer fra bagværelset.)
 

TESMAN.
 Se så! Her kommer de gode sager.
 

(han sætter brættet på bordet.)
 

HEDDA.
 Hvorfor går du selv og serverer?
 

TESMAN

(skænker i glassene).
 

Jo, for jeg synes det er så svært morsomt at opvarte dig, Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Men nu har du jo skænket i begge. Og herr Løvborg vil jo ikke ha’ –
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, men fru Elvsted kommer vel snart.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, det er sandt, – fru Elvsted –
 

TESMAN.
 Havde du glemt hende? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Vi sidder så fordybet i dette her. (viser ham et billede.) Husker du den lille landsbyen?
 

TESMAN.
 Å, det er den nedenfor Brennerpasset! Det var der, vi blev liggende natten over –
 

HEDDA.
 – og traf alle de livlige sommergæsterne.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja-visst var det der. Tænk – om vi kunde havt dig med os, Ejlert! Nå.
 

(han går ind igen og sætter sig hos Brack.)
 

LØVBORG.
 Svar mig bare på dette ene, Hedda –
 

HEDDA.
 Nå?
 

LØVBORG.
 Var der ikke kærlighed i forholdet til mig heller? Ikke et stænk, – ikke et skær af kærlighed over det heller?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, mon der egentlig var det? For mig står det, som om vi var to gode kammerater. To rigtig fortrolige venner. (smiler.) De især var svært åbenhjertig.
 

LØVBORG.
 Det var Dem, som vilde ha’ det så.
 

HEDDA.
 Når jeg tænker tilbage på det, så var der dog noget skønt, noget lokkende, – noget modigt synes jeg der var over – over denne løndomsfulde fortrolighed – dette kammeratskab, som ikke noget levende menneske havde anelse om.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, ikke sandt, Hedda! Var der ikke det? – Når jeg kom op til Deres far sådan om eftermiddagen –. Og generalen sad borte ved vinduet og læste aviserne, – med ryggen imod –
 

HEDDA.
 Og vi to i hjørnesofaen –
 

LØVBORG.
 Altid med det samme illustrerte blad foran os –
 

HEDDA.
 I mangel af et album, ja.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, Hedda, – og når jeg så skrifted for Dem –! Fortalte Dem om mig selv, hvad ingen af de andre vidste dengang. Sad der og tilstod, at jeg havde været ude og raset hele dage og nætter. Raset døgn efter døgn. Å, Hedda, – hvad var det dog for en magt i Dem, som tvang mig til at bekende sligt noget?
 

HEDDA.
 Tror De, det var en magt i mig?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, hvorledes skal jeg ellers forklare mig det? Og alle disse – disse omsvøbsfulde spørgsmål, som De gjorde mig –
 

HEDDA.
 Og som De så inderlig godt forstod –
 

LØVBORG.
 At De kunde sidde og spørge således! Ganske frejdigt!
 

HEDDA.
 Omsvøbsfuldt, må jeg be’.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, men frejdigt alligevel. Spørge mig ud om – om alt sligt noget!
 

HEDDA.
 Og at De kunde svare, herr Løvborg.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, det er jo netop det, jeg ikke begriber – nu bagefter. Men sig mig så, Hedda, – var der ikke kærlighed på bunden af forholdet? Var det ikke fra Deres side, som om De vilde ligesom tvætte mig ren, – når jeg tyed til Dem i bekendelse? Var det ikke så?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, ikke ganske.
 

LØVBORG.
 Hvad drev Dem da?
 

HEDDA.
 Finder De det så rent uforklarligt, om en ung pige, – når det kan ske sådan – i løndom –
 

LØVBORG.
 Nå?
 

HEDDA.
 At en da gerne vil kikke lidt ind i en verden, som –
 

LØVBORG.
 Som –?
 

HEDDA.
 – som en ikke har lov til at vide besked om?
 

LØVBORG.
 Det altså var det?
 

HEDDA.
 Det også. Det også, – tror jeg næsten.
 

LØVBORG.
 Kammeratskab i livsbegæret. Men hvorfor kunde så ikke det ialfald ble’t ved?
 

HEDDA.
 Det er De selv skyld i.
 

LØVBORG.
 Det var Dem, som brød.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, da der var overhængende fare for, at der vilde komme virkelighed ind i forholdet. Skam Dem, Ejlert Løvborg, hvor kunde De ville forgribe Dem på – på Deres frejdige kammerat!
 

LØVBORG

(knuger hænderne).
 

Å, hvorfor gjorde De ikke alvor af det! Hvorfor skød De mig ikke ned, som De trued med!
 

HEDDA.
 Så ræd er jeg for skandalen.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, Hedda, De er fejg i grunden.
 

HEDDA.
 Forfærdelig fejg. (slår om.) Men det var jo heldigt for Dem. Og nu har De jo trøstet Dem så dejligt oppe hos Elvsteds.
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg véd, hvad Thea har betrod Dem.
 

HEDDA.
 Og De har kanske betrod hende noget om os to?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ikke et ord. Sligt noget er hun for dum til at forstå.
 

HEDDA.
 Dum?
 

LØVBORG.
 I den slags ting er hun dum.
 

HEDDA.
 Og jeg er feig. (bøjer sig nærmere hen til ham, uden at se ham i øjnene, og siger sagtere:) Men nu vil jeg betro Dem noget.
 

LØVBORG

(spændt).
 

Nå?
 

HEDDA.
 Det, at jeg ikke turde skyde Dem ned –
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja?!
 

HEDDA.
 – det var ikke min argeste fejghed – den aften.
 

LØVBORG

(ser et øjeblik på hende, begriber, og hvisker lidenskabeligt):
 

Å, Hedda! Hedda Gabler! Nu skimter jeg en dulgt grund under kammeratskabet! Du og jeg –! Det var dog livskravet i dig –
 

HEDDA

(sagte, med et hvasst øjekast).
 

Vogt Dem! Tro ikke sligt noget.
 

(Det er begyndt at mørkne. Forstuedøren åbnes udefra af Berte.)
 

HEDDA

(klapper albumet sammen og råber smilende):
 

Nå, endelig! Kæreste Thea, – så kom dog ind.
 

(Fru Elvsted kommer fra forstuen. Hun er selskabsklædt. Døren lukkes efter hende.)
 

HEDDA

(i sofaen, strækker armene imod hende).
 

Søde Thea, – du kan ikke tænke dig, hvor jeg har ventet på dig.
 

(Fru Elvsted veksler i forbigående en let hilsen med herrerne i bagværelset, går så hen til bordet og rækker Hedda hånden. Ejlert Løvborg har rejst sig. Han og fru Elvsted hilser hinanden med et stumt nik.)
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jeg skulde kanske gå ind og tale lidt med din mand?
 

HEDDA.
 Å, langtfra. La’ de to sidde. De går snart sin vej.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Går de?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, de skal ud i et svirelag.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(hurtigt, til Løvborg).
 

Ikke De vel?
 

LØVBORG.
 Nej.
 

HEDDA.
 Herr Løvborg – han blir her hos os.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(tager en stol og vil sætte sig ved siden af ham).
 

Å, hvor her er godt at være!
 

HEDDA.
 Nej tak, min lille Thea! Ikke der! Du kommer pent her over til mig. Jeg vil være midt imellem.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, ganske som du vil ha’ det.
 

(hun går omkring bordet og sætter sig i sofaen på højre side af Hedda. Løvborg sætter sig på stolen igen.)
 

LØVBORG

(efter et kort ophold, til Hedda).
 

Er hun ikke dejlig at sidde og se på?
 

HEDDA

(stryger hende let over håret).
 

Bare til at se på?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja. For vi to, – hun og jeg, – vi er to rigtige kammerater. Vi tror ubetinget på hinanden. Og så kan vi sidde og tale så frejdigt sammen –
 

HEDDA.
 Uden omsvøb, herr Løvborg?
 

LØVBORG.
 Nå –
 

FRU ELVSTED

(sagte, klynger sig til Hedda).
 

Å, hvor jeg er lykkelig, Hedda! For, – tænk, – så siger han, at jeg har beåndet ham også.
 

HEDDA

(ser på hende med et smil).
 

Nej, siger han det, du?
 

LØVBORG.
 Og så det handlingens mod, som hun har, fru Tesman!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Gud, – jeg mod!
 

LØVBORG.
 Umådeligt – når det gælder kammeraten.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, mod – ja! Den, som bare havde det.
 

LØVBORG.
 Hvad så, mener De?
 

HEDDA.
 Da kunde en kanske endda leve livet. (slår pludselig om.) Men nu, min kæreste Thea, – nu skal du såmæn drikke dig et godt glas kold punsch.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej tak, – jeg drikker aldrig sådant.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, så De da, herr Løvborg.
 

LØVBORG.
 Tak, ikke jeg heller.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, ikke han heller!
 

HEDDA

(ser fast på ham).
 

Men når jeg nu vil det?
 

LØVBORG.
 Hjælper ikke.
 

HEDDA

(ler).
 

Har jeg altså slet ingen magt over Dem, jeg stakker?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ikke på det område.
 

HEDDA.
 Alvorlig talt, så synes jeg dog, De skulde gøre det alligevel. For Deres egen skyld.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej men, Hedda –!
 

LØVBORG.
 Hvorledes det?
 

HEDDA.
 Eller for folks skyld, rettere sagt.
 

LØVBORG.
 Så?
 

HEDDA.
 Folk kunde jo ellers let falde på den tro, at De ikke – sådan i grunden – følte Dem rigtig frejdig, – rigtig tryg på Dem selv.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(sagte).
 

Å nej da, Hedda –!
 

LØVBORG.
 Folk kan få lov til at tro, hvad de vil, – indtil videre.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(glad).
 

Ja, ikke sandt!
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg så det så tydeligt på assessor Brack nu for nylig.
 

LØVBORG.
 Hvad så De?
 

HEDDA.
 Han smilte så hånligt, da De ikke turde gå med derind til bordet.
 

LØVBORG.
 Turde jeg ikke! Jeg vilde naturligvis heller bli’ her og tale med Dem.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Det var jo så rimeligt, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Men det kunde vel ikke assessoren ane. Og jeg så også, at han drog på smilet og skotted til Tesman, da De ikke turde gå med til dette stakkers lille gildet heller.
 

LØVBORG.
 Turde! Siger De, at jeg ikke turde?
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke jeg. Men således forstod assessor Brack det.
 

LØVBORG.
 Lad ham bare det.
 

HEDDA.
 De går altså ikke med?
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg blir her hos Dem og Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, Hedda, – det kan du da vel tænke dig!
 

HEDDA

(smiler og nikker bifaldende til Løvborg).
 

Altså rigtig grundmuret. Principfast for alle tider. Se, det er som en mand skal være! (vender sig til fru Elvsted og klapper hende.) Nå, var det ikke det, jeg sa’, da du kom så rent forstyrret her ind imorges –
 

LØVBORG

(studsende).
 

Forstyrret!
 

FRU ELVSTED

(i skræk).
 

Hedda, – Hedda da –!
 

HEDDA.
 Ser du nu bare selv! Det er jo slet ikke nødvendigt, at du går her i denne dødelige angst – (afbrydende.) Så! Nu kan vi alle tre være livlige!
 

LØVBORG

(er faret sammen).
 

Ah, – hvad er dette her for noget, fru Tesman!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Gud, å Gud, Hedda! Hvad er det du siger! Hvad er det du gør!
 

HEDDA.
 Vær bare stille! Den ækle assessoren sidder og holder øje med dig.
 

LØVBORG.
 I dødsangst altså. For min skyld.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(sagte, jamrende).
 

Å, Hedda, – nu har du gjort mig så rent ulykkelig!
 

LØVBORG

(ser en stund ufravendt på hende. Hans ansigt er fortrukket).
 

Det var altså kammeratens frejdige tro på mig.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(bønligt).
 

Å, kæreste ven, – du må da først høre –!
 

LØVBORG

(tager det ene fyldte punschglas, løfter det og siger sagte med hæs stemme):
 

Din skål, Thea.
 

(han tømmer glasset, sætter det fra sig og tager det andet.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(sagte).
 

Å, Hedda, Hedda, – at du kunde ville dette her!
 

HEDDA.
 Ville! Jeg? Er du gal?
 

LØVBORG.
 Og en skål for Dem også, fru Tesman. Tak for sandheden. Den leve.
 

(han drikker ud og vil fylde glasset påny.)
 

HEDDA

(lægger hånden på hans arm).
 

Så, så, – ikke mere for øjeblikket. Husk på, De skal til gilde.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, nej, nej!
 

HEDDA.
 Hys! De sidder og ser på dig.
 

LØVBORG

(sætter glasset fra sig).
 

Du, Thea, – vær nu sandfærdig –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja!
 

LØVBORG.
 Vidste fogden besked om, at du rejste efter mig.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(vrider hænderne).
 

Å, Hedda, – hører du, hvad han spør’ om!
 

LØVBORG.
 Var det en aftale mellem dig og ham, at du skulde rejse til byen og passe på mig? Var det kanske fogden selv, som fik dig til det? Aha, du, – han havde sagtens brug for mig på kontoret igen! Eller var det ved kortbordet, han savned mig?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(sagte, vånder sig).
 

Å, Løvborg, Løvborg –!
 

LØVBORG

(griber et glas og vil fylde det).
 

En skål for gamle fogden også!
 

HEDDA

(afværgende).
 

Ikke mere nu. Husk på, De skal ud og læse op for Tesman.
 

LØVBORG

(rolig, sætter glasset fra sig).
 

Det var dumt af mig, Thea, dette her. At ta’ det på slig vis, mener jeg. Vær så ikke vred på mig, du kære, kære kammerat. Du skal få se, – både du og de andre, – at var jeg end engang falden, så –. Nu har jeg rejst mig igen! Ved din hjælp, Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(glædestrålende).
 

Å, Gud ske lov –.
 

(Brack har imidlertid set på sit uhr. Han og Tesman står op og kommer ind i salonen.)
 

BRACK

(tager sin hat og overfrakke).
 

Ja, fru Tesman, nu er vor time slagen.
 

HEDDA.
 Den er vel det.
 

LØVBORG

(rejser sig).
 

Min også, herr assessor.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(sagte og bønligt).
 

Å, Løvborg, – gør det ikke!
 

HEDDA

(kniber hende i armen).
 

De hører dig!
 

FRU ELVSTED

(skriger svagt).
 

Au!
 

LØVBORG

(til Brack).
 

De var så venlig at be’ mig med.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, kommer De så alligevel?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja mange tak.
 

BRACK.
 Glæder mig særdeles –.
 

LØVBORG

(stikker papirpakken til sig og siger til Tesman):
 

For jeg vilde gerne vise dig et og andet, før jeg gi’r det af.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, tænk, – det skal bli’ morsomt! – Men, kære Hedda, hvorledes får du så fru Elvsted hjem? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Å, det blir der altid råd for.
 

LØVBORG

(ser hen mod damerne).
 

Fru Elvsted? Jeg kommer naturligvis igen og henter hende. (nærmere.) Sådan omkring ti-tiden, fru Tesman? Passer det?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja visst. Det passer udmærket.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, så er jo alting godt og vel. Men mig må du ikke vente så tidligt, Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Å kære, bli’ du så længe – så længe du bare vil.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(i dulgt angst).
 

Herr Løvborg, –jeg bier altså her, til De kommer.
 

LØVBORG

(med hatten i hånden).
 

Forstår sig, frue.
 

BRACK.
 Og så går forlystelsestoget, mine herrer! Jeg håber, vi skal få det livligt, som en viss skøn frue siger.
 

HEDDA.
 Ak, kunde så sandt den skønne frue være usynlig tilstede –!
 

BRACK.
 Hvorfor usynlig?
 

HEDDA.
 For at få høre lidt af Deres uforfalskede livligheder, herr assessor.
 

BRACK

(ler).
 

Det vilde jeg dog ikke tilråde den skønne frue.
 

TESMAN

(ler også).
 

Nej, nu er du rigtig god, Hedda! Tænk det!
 

BRACK.
 Nå, farvel, farvel, mine damer!
 

LØVBORG

(bukker til afsked).
 

Omkring ti-tiden altså.
 

(Brack, Løvborg og Tesman går ud gennem forstuedøren. Samtidigt kommer Berte fra bagværelset med en tændt lampe, som hun sætter på salonbordet, og går ud igen samme vej.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(har rejst sig og driver urolig om på gulvet).
 

Hedda, – Hedda, – hvad skal dette her bli’ til!
 

HEDDA.
 Klokken ti, – da kommer han altså. Jeg ser ham for mig. Med vinløv i håret. Hed og frejdig –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, gid det var så vel.
 

HEDDA.
 Og da, ser du, – da har han fåt magten over sig selv igen. Da er han en fri mand for alle sine dage.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Gud, ja, – dersom han bare vilde komme således, som du ser ham.
 

HEDDA.
 Således og ikke anderledes kommer han! (rejser sig og går nærmere.) Tvil du på ham så længe du Vil. Jeg tror på ham. Og nu skal vi prøve –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Der stikker noget under med dig, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, der gør. Jeg vil for en eneste gang i mit liv ha’ magt over en menneskeskæbne.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Har du da ikke det?
 

HEDDA.
 Har det ikke – og har aldrig havt det.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Men over din mands da?
 

HEDDA.
 Jo, det var rigtignok møjen værd. Å, dersom du kunde forstå, hvor fattig jeg er. Og du skal ha’ lov til at være så rig! (slår armene lidenskabeligt om hende.) Jeg tror, jeg svi’er håret af dig alligevel.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Slip mig! Slip mig! Jeg er ræd for dig, Hedda!
 

BERTE

(i døråbningen).
 

Thebordet er dækket inde i spisestuen, frue.
 

HEDDA.
 Godt. Vi kommer.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, nej, nej! Jeg vil heller gå hjem alene! Nu straks!
 

HEDDA.
 Snak! Først skal du få thevand, du lille tossehode. Og så, – klokken ti, – så kommer Ejlert Løvborg – med vinløv i håret.
 

(hun drager fru Elvsted næsten med magt mod døråbningen.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Værelset hos Tesmans. Forhængene for døråbningen er trukket sammen. Ligeså for glasdøren. Lampen, med en skærm over, brænder halvt nedskruet på bordet. I ovnen, hvis dør står åben, har der været ild, som nu næsten er udbrændt.)
 

(Fru Elvsted, indhyllet i et slort kastetørklæde og med fødderne på en skammel, sidder tæt ved ovnen, tilbagesunken i lænestolen. Hedda ligger påklædt sovende på sofaen med et tæppe over sig.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(efter et ophold, retter sig hurtig i stolen og lytter spændt. Derpå synker hun igen træt tilbage og jamrer sagte):
 

Endnu ikke! – Å Gud, – å Gud, – endnu ikke.
 

(Berte kommer varsomt listende ind gennem forstuedøren. Hun har et brev i hånden.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(vender sig og hvisker spændt):
 

Nå, – har her været nogen?
 

BERTE

(sagte):
 

Ja, nu netop var her en pige med dette brevet.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(hurtig, strækker hånden ud).
 

Et brev! Gi’ mig det!
 

BERTE.
 Nej, det er til doktoren, frue.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ah så.
 

BERTE.
 Det var frøken Tesmans pige, som var her med det. Jeg lægger det her på bordet.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, gør det.
 

BERTE

(lægger brevet fra sig).
 

Det er visst bedst jeg slukker lampen. For den står og oser.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, sluk De. Det blir vel snart lyst nu.
 

BERTE

(slukker).
 

Det er alt lyst, frue.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, lys dag! Og så endda ikke kommen hjem –!
 

BERTE.
 Å, Herregud, – jeg tænkte nok, at det vilde gå så.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Tænkte De det?
 

BERTE.
 Ja, da jeg så, at en viss mandsperson var kommen til byen igen, så –. Og trak af med dem. For den herren har en da hørt nok om før i tiden.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Tal ikke så højt. De vækker fruen.
 

BERTE

(ser mod sofaen og sukker).
 

Nej, Gud, – la’ hende bare sove, stakker. – Skal jeg ikke lægge lidt mere i ovnen?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Tak, ikke for mig.
 

BERTE.
 Ja-ja da.
 

(hun går sagte ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

HEDDA

(vågner ved at døren lukkes og ser op).
 

Hvad er det –!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Det var bare pigen –
 

HEDDA

(ser sig om).
 

Ah, herinde –! Ja, nu husker jeg jo – (retter sig op, siddende på sofaen, strækker sig og gnider øjnene.) Hvad er klokken, Thea?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ser på sit uhr).
 

Den er nu over syv.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad tid kom Tesman.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Han er ikke kommet.
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke kommet hjem endnu?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(rejser sig).
 

Her er slet ingen kommet.
 

HEDDA.
 Og vi, som sad her og våged og vented lige til klokken fire –
 

FRU ELVSTED

(vrider hænderne).
 

Og slig som jeg vented på ham!
 

HEDDA

(gisper og siger med hånden for munden):
 

Ak ja, – det kunde vi da ha’ sparet os for.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Fik du så sove lidt siden?
 

HEDDA.
 Å ja. Jeg tror, jeg fik sove nok så bra’. Fik ikke du?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ikke et øjeblik. Jeg kunde ikke, Hedda! Det var mig så rent umuligt.
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig og går hen imod hende).
 

Så, så, så! Det er da ikke noget at ængste sig for. Jeg skønner så godt, hvorledes det hænger sammen.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, hvad tror du da? Kan du sige mig det!
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, det har naturligvis trukket gruelig længe ud hos assessoren –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Gud, ja, – det har det visst. Men alligevel –
 

HEDDA.
 Og så, ser du. så har ikke Tesman villet komme hjem og gøre larm og ringe på midt om natten. (ler.) Kanske ikke gerne villet vise sig heller – sådan lige ovenpå et lysteligt lag.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Men, kære, – hvor skulde han da være gåt hen?
 

HEDDA.
 Han er naturligvis gåt op til tanterne og har lagt sig til at sove der. De har jo hans gamle værelse stående.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, hos dem kan han ikke være. For nu nylig kom der et brev til ham fra frøken Tesman. Der ligger det.
 

HEDDA.
 Så? (ser på udskriften.) Ja, det er såmæn fra tante Julle egenhændig. Nå, så er han altså ble’t igen hos assessoren da. Og Ejlert Løvborg, han sidder – med vinløv i håret, og læser op.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Hedda, du går bare og snakker noget, som du ikke selv tror på.
 

HEDDA.
 Du er virkelig et lidet fårehode, Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å ja, desværre, jeg er vel sagtens det.
 

HEDDA.
 Og så dødelig træt som du ser ud.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, jeg er også dødelig træt.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, derfor skal du gøre, som jeg siger. Du skal gå ind i mit værelse og lægge dig lidt på sengen.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å nej, nej, – jeg får så ikke sove alligevel.
 

HEDDA.
 Jo visst gør du så.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, men din mand må da snart komme hjem nu. Og så må jeg straks få vide –
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg skal nok sige dig til, når han kommer.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, lover du mig det. Hedda?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, det kan du stole på. Gå du bare ind og sov sålænge.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Tak. Så vil jeg prøve på det da.
 

(hun går ind gennem bagværelset.)
 

(Hedda går hen til glasdøren og trækker forhængene fra. Det fulde dagslys falder ind i stuen. Derpå tager hun fra skrivebordet et lidet håndspejl, ser sig i det og ordner håret. Går så hen til forstuedøren og trykker på klokkeknappen.)
 

(Berte kommer lidt efter i døren.)
 

BERTE.
 Er det noget, som fruen ønsker?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, De får lægge mere i ovnen. Jeg går her og fryser.
 

BERTE.
 Jøsses, – straks på timen skal her bli’ varmt.
 

(hun rager gløderne sammen og lægger et vedstykke ind.)
 

BERTE

(standser og lytter).
 

Nu ringte det på gadedøren, frue.
 

HEDDA.
 Så gå ud og luk op. Ovnen skal jeg selv sørge for.
 

BERTE.
 Det kommer snart i brand.
 

(hun går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

(Hedda knæler på fodskammelen og lægger flere vedstykker ind i ovnen.)
 

(Jørgen Tesman kommer efter et kort ophold ind fra forstuen. Han ser træt og noget alvorlig ud. Lister sig på tåspidserne hen imod døråbningen og vil smutte ind mellem forhængene.)
 

HEDDA

(ved ovnen, uden at se op).
 

God morgen.
 

TESMAN

(vender sig).
 

Hedda! (kommer nærmere) Men i al verden, – er du oppe så tidligt! Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, jeg har været svært tidlig oppe idag.
 

TESMAN.
 Og jeg, som var så viss på, at du lå og sov endnu! Tænk det, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Tal ikke så højt. Fru Elvsted ligger inde hos mig.
 

TESMAN.
 Er fru Elvsted ble’t her inat!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, her kom jo ingen for at hente hende.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, der gjorde vel ikke det.
 

HEDDA

(lukker ovnsdøren og rejser sig).
 

Nå, var det så morsomt hos assessoren?
 

TESMAN.
 Har du været ængstelig for mig? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, det kunde da aldrig falde mig ind. Men jeg spurgte, om du havde havt det morsomt.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja såmæn. For én gangs skyld, så –. Men mest i førstningen, synes nu jeg. For da læste Ejlert op for mig. Vi kom jo over en time for tidligt, – tænk det! Og Brack havde jo så meget at ordne. Men så læste Ejlert.
 

HEDDA

(sætter sig på højre side af bordel).
 

Nå? Lad mig så få høre –
 

TESMAN

(sætter sig på en taburet ved ovnen).
 

Nej, Hedda, du kan aldrig tro, hvad det blir for et værk! Det er visst næsten noget af det mærkeligste, som er skrevet. Tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, ja, det bryr jeg mig ikke om –
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg vil tilstå en ting for dig, Hedda. Da han havde læst, – så kom der noget stygt over mig.
 

HEDDA.
 Noget stygt?
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg sad og misundte Ejlert, at han havde kunnet skrive sådant noget. Tænk det, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, ja, jeg tænker jo!
 

TESMAN.
 Og så vide, at han, – med de evner, som han har, – desværre nok er rent uforbederlig alligevel.
 

HEDDA.
 Du mener vel, at han har mere livsmod end de andre?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, Herregud, – han kan sletikke holde måde i nydelsen, ser du.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvad blev det så til – tilslut?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg synes nu nærmest, at det måtte kaldes et bakkanal, jeg, Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Havde han vinløv i håret?
 

TESMAN.
 Vinløv? Nej, det så jeg ikke noget til. Men han holdt en lang, forvirret tale for den kvinde, som havde beåndet ham under arbejdet. Ja, således udtrykte han sig.
 

HEDDA.
 Nævnte han hende?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det gjorde han ikke. Men jeg kan ikke tænke mig andet, end at det må være fru Elvsted. Pas du på!
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, – hvor skiltes du så fra ham?
 

TESMAN.
 På vejen indover. Vi brød op, – de sidste af os, – på samme tid. Og Brack gik også med for at få lidt frisk luft. Og så, ser du, så blev vi enige om at følge Ejlert hjem. Ja, for han var da så rent overlastet også!
 

HEDDA.
 Han var vel det.
 

TESMAN.
 Men nu kommer det mærkværdige, Hedda! Eller det sørgelige, skulde jeg vel heller sige. Å, – jeg skammer mig næsten – på Ejlerts vegne – for at fortælle det –
 

HEDDA.
 Nå da, altså –?
 

TESMAN.
 Jo, mens vi gik sådan indover, ser du, så blev jeg tilfældigvis lidt tilbage på vejen. Bare sådan et par minutters tid, – tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, ja, Herregud, men –?
 

TESMAN.
 Og da jeg så skynder mig efter de andre, – véd du så, hvad jeg finder i vejkanten? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, hvor kan nu jeg vide det!
 

TESMAN.
 Sig det endelig ikke til nogen, Hedda. Hører du det! Lov mig det for Ejlerts skyld. (trækker en pakke i papiromslag op af frakkelommen.) Tænk, du, – jeg fandt dette her.
 

HEDDA.
 Er det ikke den pakken, som han havde med sig her igår?
 

TESMAN.
 Jo, du, det er hele hans kostbare, uerstattelige manuskript! Og det havde han gået der og mistet – uden at han mærked det. Tænk dig bare, Hedda! Så sørgeligt –
 

HEDDA.
 Men hvorfor gav du ham så ikke pakken igen straks?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det turde jeg da ikke gøre – i den forfatning, han var i –
 

HEDDA.
 Fortalte du ikke til nogen af de andre, at du havde fundet den heller?
 

TESMAN.
 Å, langtfra. Det vilde jeg da ikke for Ejlerts skyld, kan du skønne.
 

HEDDA.
 Der er altså ingen, som véd, at du har Ejlert Løvborgs papirer?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej. Og det må ingen få vide heller.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad talte du så siden med ham om?
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg fik sletikke tale mere med ham, du. For da vi kom ind i gaderne, så blev han og en to-tre andre rent borte for os. Tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Så? De har vel fulgt ham hjem da.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, de havde nok det, lod det til. Og Brack gik også sin vej.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvor har du så tumlet dig siden efter?
 

TESMAN.
 Jo, jeg og nogen af de andre, vi fulgte op med en af de lystige fyrene og drak morgenkaffe der hos ham. Eller natkaffe må det vel nærmest kaldes. Hvad? Men når jeg nu bare har hvilet mig en smule – og så jeg kan tænke mig, at Ejlert, stakker, har fåt sovet ud, så må jeg indover til ham med dette her.
 

HEDDA

(strækker hånden elter pakken).
 

Nej, – gi’ det ikke fra dig! Ikke straks, mener jeg. Lad mig få læse det først.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, kære, snille Hedda, det tør jeg, ved Gud, ikke.
 

HEDDA.
 Tør du ikke?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, – for du kan da vel tænke dig, hvor rent fortvilet han blir, når han vågner og savner manuskriptet. For han har ingen afskrift af det, må du vide! Det sa’ han selv.
 

HEDDA

(ser ligesom forskende på ham).
 

Kan da ikke sligt noget skrives om igen? Sådan en gang til.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det tror jeg aldrig vilde gå. For beåndelsen, – ser du –
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, ja, – just det er det vel – (henkastende.) Men det er sandt, – her ligger et brev til dig.
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, tænk –!
 

HEDDA

(rækker ham det).
 

Det kom tidlig imorges.
 

TESMAN.
 Fra tante Julle, du! Hvad kan det være? (lægger papirpakken på den anden taburet, åbner brevet, løber det igennem og springer op.) Å Hedda, – hun skriver, at den stakkers tante Rina ligger på sit sidste!
 

HEDDA.
 Det var jo at vente.
 

TESMAN.
 Og at hvis jeg vil se hende endnu en gang, så må jeg skynde mig. Jeg vil straks springe derind.
 

HEDDA

(undertrykker et smil).
 

Vil du springe også?
 

TESMAN.
 Å, kæreste Hedda, – om du kunde overvinde dig til at følge med! Tænk det!
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig og siger træt og afvisende).
 

Nej, nej, bed mig ikke om sligt noget. Jeg vil ikke se på sygdom og død. Lad mig få være fri for alt det, som stygt er.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, Herregud da –! (farer omkring.) Min hat –? Min overfrakke –? Nå, i forstuen –. Jeg vil da inderlig håbe, at jeg ikke kommer for sent, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Å, bare spring, så –
 

(Berte kommer i forstuedøren.)
 

BERTE.
 Assessor Brack står udenfor og spør’, om han må komme ind.
 

TESMAN.
 På denne tid! Nej, nu kan jeg umulig ta’ imod ham.
 

HEDDA.
 Men jeg kan. (til Berte.) Bed assessoren komme.
 

(Berte går.)
 

HEDDA

(hurtigt, hviskende).
 

Pakken, Tesman.
 

(hun griber den fra taburetten.)
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, giv mig den!
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej, jeg gemmer den for dig sålænge.
 

(hun går hen til skrivebordet og stikker den ind i bogreolen. Tesman står i hastværk og kan ikke få handskerne på.)
 

(Assessor Brack kommer ind fra forstuen.)
 

HEDDA

(nikker til ham).
 

Nå, De er rigtignok en morgenfugl.
 

BRACK.
 Ja, synes De ikke det? (til Tesman.) Skal De også ud på farten?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg må nødvendigvis ind til tanterne. Tænk, – den syge, hun ligger for døden, stakker.
 

BRACK.
 Å Herregud, gør hun det? Men så må De endelig ikke la’ Dem opholde af mig. I et så alvorligt øjeblik –
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, jeg må virkelig løbe –. Farvel! Farvel.
 

(han skynder sig ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

HEDDA

(går nærmere).
 

Det har nok været mere end livligt hjemme hos Dem inat, herr assessor.
 

BRACK.
 Jeg er såmæn ikke kommen af klæderne, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke De heller?
 

BRACK.
 Nej, som De ser. Men hvad har så Tesman fortalt om nattens oplevelser?
 

HEDDA.
 Å, noget kedeligt noget. Bare det, at de havde været oppe og drukket kaffe etsteds.
 

BRACK.
 Det kaffelag har jeg alt rede på. Ejlert Løvborg var nok ikke med der, tror jeg?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, de havde fulgt ham hjem forinden.
 

BRACK.
 Tesman også?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, men et par andre, sa’ han.
 

BRACK

(smiler).
 

Jørgen Tesman er virkelig en troskyldig sjæl, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, det véd Gud han er. Men stikker der da noget under?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, det er ikke frit for det.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå da! Lad os sætte os, kære asssessor. Så fortæller De bedre.
 

(hun sætter sig ved venstre side af bordet. Brack ved langsiden i nærheden af hende.)
 

HEDDA.
 Nå da altså?
 

BRACK.
 Jeg havde særlige grunde til at efterspore mine gæsters – eller, rigtigere sagt, en del af mine gæsters veje inat.
 

HEDDA.
 Og imellem dem var kanske Ejlert Løvborg også?
 

BRACK.
 Jeg må tilstå – han var det.
 

HEDDA.
 Nu gør De mig virkelig begærlig –
 

BRACK.
 Véd De, hvor han og et par af de andre tilbragte resten af natten, fru Hedda?
 

HEDDA.
 Går det an at fortælle det, så gør så.
 

BRACK.
 Bevar’s, det kan godt fortælles. Jo, de indfandt sig i en særdeles animeret soirée.
 

HEDDA.
 Af det livlige slags?
 

BRACK.
 Af det allerlivligste.
 

HEDDA.
 Lidt mere om dette her, assessor –
 

BRACK.
 Løvborg havde fåt indbydelse i forvejen, han også. Jeg vidste fuld besked om det. Men da havde han afslåt at komme. For nu har han jo iført sig ot nyt menneske, som De véd.
 

HEDDA.
 Oppe hos fogden Elvsteds, ja. Men så gik han altså alligevel?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, ser De, fru Hedda, – så kommer uheldigvis ånden over ham oppe hos mig i aftes –
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, der blev han jo beåndet, hører jeg.
 

BRACK.
 I temmelig voldsom grad beåndet. Nå, så kom han vel på andre tanker, kan jeg tro. For vi mandspersoner, vi er desværre ikke altid så principfaste, som vi burde være.
 

HEDDA.
 Å, De danner da visst en undtagelse, assessor Brack. Men Løvborg altså –?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, kort og godt, – enden blev, at han havned frøken Dianas saloner.
 

HEDDA.
 Frøken Dianas?
 

BRACK.
 Det var frøken Diana, som gav soiréen. For en udvalgt kreds af veninder og beundrere.
 

HEDDA.
 Er det en rødhåret en?
 

BRACK.
 Netop.
 

HEDDA.
 Sådan en slags – sangerinde?
 

BRACK.
 Å ja, – det også. Og derhos en vældig jægerinde – for herrerne, – fru Hedda. De har visst hørt tale om hende. Ejlert Løvborg var en af hendes varmeste beskyttere – i sine velmagtsdage.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvorledes endte så dette her?
 

BRACK.
 Mindre venskabeligt, lader det til. Frøken Diana skal fra den ømmeste modtagelse være gået til håndgribeligheder –
 

HEDDA.
 Imod Løvborg?
 

BRACK.
 Ja. Han beskyldte hende eller veninderne for at ha’ bestjålet ham. Han påstod, at hans tegnebog var ble’t borte. Og andre sager også. Kort sagt, han skal ha’ gjort et morderligt spektakel.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvad førte så det til?
 

BRACK.
 Det førte såmæn til almindelig hanekamp mellem både damer og herrer. Heldigvis så kom da endelig politiet tilstede.
 

HEDDA.
 Kom politiet også?
 

BRACK.
 Ja. Men det blir nok en dyr spas for Ejlert Løvborg, det gale menneske.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå!
 

BRACK.
 Han skal ha’ gjort voldsom modstand. Skal ha’ slåt en af konstablerne på øret og revet hans frakke istykker. Så måtte han da med på stationen også.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvoraf véd De nu alt dette?
 

BRACK.
 Fra politiet selv.
 

HEDDA

(ser hen for sig).
 

Således er det altså gåt for sig. Da har han ikke havt vinløv i håret.
 

BRACK.
 Vinløv, fru Hedda?
 

HEDDA

(slår over i tonen).
 

Men sig mig nu, assessor, – hvorfor går De egentlig sådan og sporer og spejder efter Ejlert Løvborg?
 

BRACK.
 For det første kan det da ikke være mig så ganske ligegyldigt, om det oplyses ved forhørerne, at han kom lige fra mig.
 

HEDDA.
 Blir der altså forhører også?
 

BRACK.
 Forstår sig. For resten så fik nu det endda være for hvad det var. Men jeg synes, at jeg, som ven af huset, pligted at skaffe Dem og Tesman fuld oplysning om hans natlige bedrifter.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvorfor egentlig det, assessor Brack?
 

BRACK.
 Jo, fordi jeg har en levende mistanke om, at han vil bruge Dem som et slags skærmbræt.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, men hvor kan De da falde på sligt noget!
 

BRACK.
 Å Herregud, – vi er da ikke blinde, fru Hedda. Se De bare til! Denne fru Elvsted, hun rejser såmæn ikke så snart fra byen igen.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, skulde der være noget imellem de to, så er der vel så mange andre steder, hvor de kan mødes.
 

BRACK.
 Ikke noget hjem. Ethvert anstændigt hus vil fra nu af igen være lukket for Ejlert Løvborg.
 

HEDDA.
 Og så bør mit også være, mener De?
 

BRACK.
 Ja. Jeg tilstår, det vilde falde mig mere end pinligt, om denne herre fik fast indpas her. Om han, som en overflødig – og en uvedkommende – skulde trænge sig ind i –
 

HEDDA.
 – ind i trekanten?
 

BRACK.
 Netop. Det vilde for mig være det samme, som at bli’ hjemløs.
 

HEDDA

(ser smilende på ham).
 

Altså, – eneste hane i kurven, – det er Deres mål.
 

BRACK

(nikker langsomt og sænker stemmen).
 

Ja, det er mit mål. Og det mål vil jeg kæmpe for – med alle de midler, jeg har til min rådighed.
 

HEDDA

(idet smilet viger).
 

De er visst et farligt menneske, – når det kommer til stykket.
 

BRACK.
 Tror De det?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, jeg begynder at tro det nu. Og jeg er hjerteglad – sålænge De ikke i nogen måde har hals og hånd over mig.
 

BRACK

(ler tvetydigt).
 

Ja-ja, fru Hedda, – De kan kanske ha’ ret i det. Hvem véd, om jeg ikke i så fald var mand for at finde på både det ene og det andet.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, men hør nu her, assessor Brack! Det er jo næsten som om De sidder og truer.
 

BRACK

(rejser sig).
 

Å, langtfra! Trekanten, ser De, – den bør helst befæstes og forsvares i frivillighed.
 

HEDDA.
 Det mener jeg også.
 

BRACK.
 Ja, nu har jeg altså fåt sagt, hvad jeg vilde. Og så får jeg se at komme indover igen. Farvel, fru Hedda.
 

(han går mod glasdøren.)
 

HEDDA

(rejser sig).
 

Går De gennem haven?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, for mig er det kortere.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, og så er det jo en bagvej også.
 

BRACK.
 Meget sandt. Jeg har ikke noget imod bagveje. Til sine tider kan de være nokså pikante.
 

HEDDA.
 Når der skydes med skarpt, mener De?
 

BRACK

(i døren, ler til hende).
 

Å, man skyder da vel ikke sine tamme kurvhaner!
 

HEDDA

(ler også).
 

Å nej, når man ikke har flere end den ene, så –
 

(de nikker, under latter, til afsked. Han går. Hun lukker døren efter ham.)
 

(Hedda står en stund alvorlig og ser ud. Derpå går hun hen og kikker ind gennem forhænget på bagvæggen. Går så til skrivebordet, tager Løvborgs pakke frem fra reolen og vil blade i papirerne. Bertes stemme høres højrøstet ude i forstuen. Hedda vender sig og lytter. Lukker så hurtigt pakken ned i skuffen og lægger nøglen på skrivetøjet.)
 

(Ejlert Løvborg med overfrakken på og med hatten i hånden, river forstuedøren op. Han ser noget forvirret og ophidset ud.)
 

LØVBORG

(vendt mod forstuen).
 

Og jeg siger Dem, jeg må og skal ind! Se så.
 

(han lukker døren, vender sig, ser Hedda, behersker sig straks og hilser.)
 

HEDDA

(ved skrivebordet).
 

Nå, herr Løvborg, det er lovlig sent De kommer efter Thea.
 

LØVBORG.
 Eller lovlig tidlig jeg kommer ind til Dem. Jeg be’r Dem undskylde.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvoraf véd De, at hun er hos mig endnu?
 

LØVBORG.
 Det blev sagt i hendes logis, at hun havde været ude hele natten.
 

HEDDA

(går til salonbordet).
 

Kunde De mærke noget på folkene, da de sa’ det?
 

LØVBORG

(ser spørgende på hende).
 

Mærke noget på dem?
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg mener, om det lod til, at de tænkte sig sådan et og andet ved det?
 

LØVBORG

(forstår pludselig).
 

Å ja, det er jo også sandt! Jeg trækker hende ned med mig! For resten kunde jeg ikke mærke noget. – Tesman er vel ikke ståt op endnu?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, – jeg tror ikke –
 

LØVBORG.
 Når kom han hjem?
 

HEDDA.
 Svært sent.
 

LØVBORG.
 Fortalte han Dem noget?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, jeg hørte, at der havde været rigtig muntert hos assessor Brack.
 

LØVBORG.
 Ikke noget andet?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej. jeg tror ikke det. For resten var jeg så gruelig søvnig.
 

(Fru Elvsted kommer ind gennem forhængene på bagvæggen.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(hen imod ham).
 

Ah, Løvborg! Endelig –!
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, endelig. Og for sent.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ser i angst på ham).
 

Hvad er for sent?
 

LØVBORG.
 Alt er for sent nu. Med mig er det ude.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å nej, nej, – sig da ikke det!
 

LØVBORG.
 Du vil selv sige det samme, når du får hørt –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jeg vil ikke høre noget!
 

HEDDA.
 De ønsker kanske helst at tale alene med hende? For så går jeg.
 

LØVBORG.
 Nej bliv, – De også. Jeg be’r Dem om det.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, men jeg vil ikke høre noget, siger jeg!
 

LØVBORG.
 Det er ikke nattens eventyr, jeg vil tale om.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Hvad er det så –?
 

LØVBORG.
 Det er om det, at vore veje må skilles nu.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Skilles!
 

HEDDA

(uvilkårligt).
 

Jeg vidste det!
 

LØVBORG.
 For jeg har ikke mere brug for dig, Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Og det kan du stå her og sige! Ikke mere brug for mig! Jeg skal da vel hjælpe dig nu som før? Vi skal da vel bli’ ved at arbejde sammen?
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg agter ikke at arbejde herefterdags.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(i selvopgivelse).
 

Hvad skal jeg så bruge mit liv til?
 

LØVBORG.
 Du får prøve på at leve livet, som om du aldrig havde kendt mig.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Men det kan jeg jo ikke!
 

LØVBORG.
 Prøv om du kan, Thea. Du får rejse hjem igen –
 

FRU ELVSTED

(i oprør).
 

Aldrig i denne verden! Hvor du er, der vil jeg også være! Jeg la’r mig ikke således forjage! Jeg vil være her tilstede! Være sammen med dig, når bogen kommer.
 

HEDDA

(halvhøjt, i spænding).
 

Ah, bogen, – ja!
 

LØVBORG

(ser på hende).
 

Min og Theas bog. For det er den.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, det føler jeg, at den er. Og derfor så har jeg også ret til at være hos dig, når den kommer! Jeg vil se på, at der strøes agtelse og ære over dig igen. Og glæden, – glæden, den vil jeg dele med dig.
 

LØVBORG.
 Thea, – vor bog kommer aldrig ud.
 

HEDDA.
 Ah!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Kommer den ikke!
 

LØVBORG.
 Kan aldrig komme.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(i angstfuld anelse).
 

Løvborg, – hvor har du gjort af hæfterne!
 

HEDDA

(ser spændt på ham).
 

Ja, hæfterne –?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Hvor har du dem!
 

LØVBORG.
 Å, Thea, – spør’ mig helst ikke om det.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jo, jo, jeg vil vide det. Jeg har ret til at få vide det straks.
 

LØVBORG.
 Hæfterne –. Nu vel da, – hæfterne, dem har jeg revet i tusend stykker.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(skriger).
 

Å nej, nej –!
 

HEDDA

(uvilkårligt).
 

Men det er jo sletikke –!
 

LØVBORG

(ser på hende).
 

Ikke sandt, tror De?
 

HEDDA

(fatter sig).
 

Jo vel. Naturligvis. Når De selv siger det. Men det lød så urimeligt –
 

LØVBORG.
 Sandt alligevel.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(vrider hænderne).
 

Å Gud, – å Gud, Hedda, – revet sit eget værk istykker!
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg har revet mit eget liv istykker. Så kunde jeg vel rive mit livsværk også –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Og det har du altså gjort inat!
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja, hører du. I tusend stykker. Og strød dem ud i fjorden. Langt ude. Der er i alle fald friskt saltvand. Lad dem drive i det. Drive for strøm og vind. Og om en stand så synker de. Dybere og dybere. Ligesom jeg, Thea.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Véd du vel, Løvborg, at dette her med bogen –. Alle mine dage vil det stå for mig, som om du havde dræbt et lidet barn.
 

LØVBORG.
 Du har ret i det. Det er som et slags barnemord.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Men hvor kunde du så –! Jeg havde jo også min del i barnet.
 

HEDDA

(næsten lydløst).
 

Ah, barnet –
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ånder tungt).
 

Forbi altså. Ja, ja, nu går jeg, Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Men du rejser da vel ikke?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg véd ikke selv, hvad jeg gør. Nu er alting mørkt foran mig.
 

(hun går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

HEDDA

(står og venter lidt).
 

De vil altså ikke følge hende hjem, herr Løvborg?
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg? Gennem gaderne? Skulde kanske folk se, at hun gik sammen med mig?
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg véd jo ikke, hvad der ellers er gåt for sig inat. Men er det da så rent uopretteligt?
 

LØVBORG.
 Det blir ikke ved denne nat alene. Jeg véd det så sikkert. Men så er der det, at jeg gider ikke leve den slags liv heller. Ikke nu pånyt. Det er livsmodet og livstrodsen, som hun har knækket i mig.
 

HEDDA

(ser frem for sig).
 

Den søde lille tosse har havt sine fingre i en menneskeskæbne. (ser på ham.) Men at De kunde være så hjerteløs imod hende alligevel?
 

LØVBORG.
 Å, sig ikke, at det var hjerteløst!
 

HEDDA.
 Gå hen og ødelægge, hvad der har fyldt hendes sind gennem lange, lange tider! Det kalder De ikke hjerteløst!
 

LØVBORG.
 Til Dem kan jeg sige sandheden, Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Sandheden?
 

LØVBORG.
 Lov mig først, – gi’ mig Deres ord på, at hvad jeg nu betror Dem, det får Thea aldrig vide.
 

HEDDA.
 Det har De mit ord på.
 

LØVBORG.
 Godt. Så vil jeg da sige Dem, at det ikke var sandt, hvad jeg stod her og fortalte.
 

HEDDA.
 Det om hæfterne?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ja. Jeg har ikke revet dem istykker. Ikke kastet dem i fjorden heller.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej –. Men – hvor er de da?
 

LØVBORG.
 Jeg har ødelagt dem alligevel. I bund og grund, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Dette her forstår jeg ikke.
 

LØVBORG.
 Thea sa’, at det, jeg havde gjort, det stod for hende som et barnemord.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, – så sa’ hun.
 

LØVBORG.
 Men det, at dræbe sit barn, – det er ikke det værste, en far kan gøre imod det.
 

HEDDA.
 Det ikke det værste?
 

LØVBORG.
 Nej. Det var det værste, jeg vilde skåne Thea for at høre.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvad er så dette værste?
 

LØVBORG.
 Sæt nu, Hedda, at en mand, – sådan henad morgenstunden, – efter en forvildet, gennemsviret nat kom hjem til sit barns mor og sa’: hør du, – jeg har været der og der. På de og de steder. Og jeg har havt vort barn med mig. På de og de steder. Barnet er kommet væk for mig. Rent væk. Pokker véd, hvad hænder det er faldet i. Hvem der har havt sine fingre i det.
 

HEDDA.
 Ah, – men til syvende og sidst, så – så var da dette her bare en bog –
 

LØVBORG.
 Theas rene sjæl var i den bog.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, jeg forstår det.
 

LØVBORG.
 Og så forstår De vel også, at mellem hende og mig er der ikke fremtid foran.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvad vej vil De så gå?
 

LØVBORG.
 Ingen. Bare se til at få ende på det altsammen. Jo før jo heller.
 

HEDDA

(et skridt nærmere).
 

Ejlert Løvborg, – hør nu her –. Kunde De ikke se til, at – at det skede i skønhed?
 

LØVBORG.
 I skønhed? (smiler.) Med vinløv i håret, som De før i tiden tænkte Dem –
 

HEDDA.
 Å nej. Vinløvet, – det tror jeg ikke længer på. Men i skønhed alligevel! For én gangs skyld! – Farvel! De skal gå nu. Og ikke komme her oftere.
 

LØVBORG.
 Farvel, frue. Og hils Jørgen Tesman fra mig.
 

(han vil gå.)
 

HEDDA.
 Nej vent! En erindring fra mig skal De da ta’ med Dem.
 

(hun går hen til skrivebordet og åbner skuffen og pistolkassen. Kommer så hen igen til Løvborg med en af pistolerne.)
 

LØVBORG

(ser på hende).
 

Den der? Er det erindringen?
 

HEDDA

(nikker langsomt).
 

Kan De kende den igen? Den har engang været løftet imod Dem.
 

LØVBORG.
 De skulde ha’ brugt den dengang.
 

HEDDA.
 Se der! Brug De den nu.
 

LØVBORG

(stikker pistolen i brystlommen).
 

Tak!
 

HEDDA.
 Og så i skønhed, Ejlert Løvborg. Lov mig bare det!
 

LØVBORG.
 Farvel, Hedda Gabler.
 

(han går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

(Hedda lytter en stund ved døren. Derpå går hun hen til skrivebordet og tager pakken med manuskriptet frem, kikker lidt ind i omslaget, drager nogle af bladene halvt ud og ser på dem. Så går hun med det hele hen og sætter sig i lænestolen ved ovnen. Pakken har hun på skødet. Lidt efter åbner hun ovnsdøren og derefter også pakken.)
 

HEDDA

(kaster et af hæfterne ind i ilden og hvisker hen for sig):
 

Nu brænder jeg dit barn, Thea! – Du med krushåret! (kaster et par hæfter til i ovnen.) Dit og Ejlert Løvborgs barn. (kaster det øvrige ind.) Nu brænder, – nu brænder jeg barnet.
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Samme værelser hos Tesmans. Det er aften. Selskabsværelset ligger i mørke. Bagværelset er belyst af hængelampen over bordet derinde. Forhængene for glasdøren er trukne til.)
 

(Hedda, sortklædt, driver om på gulvet i det mørke værelse. Kommer så ind i bagværelset og går henover mod venstre side. Der høres nogle akkorder fra pianoet. Så kommer hun frem igen og går ind i selskabsværelset.)
 

(Berte kommer fra højre side gennem bagværelset med en tændt lampe, som hun stiller på bordet foran hjørnesofaen i salonen. Hendes øjne er forgrædte, og hun har sorte bånd på kappen. Går stille og varsomt ud til højre. Hedda går hen til glasdøren, letter forhænget lidt tilside og ser ud i mørket)
 

(Kort efter kommer frøken Tesman, sørgeklædt, med hat og slør ind fra forstuen. Hedda går hende imøde og rækker hende hånden.)
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, Hedda, her kommer jeg i sorgens farver. For nu har da min stakkers søster endelig stridt ud.
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg véd det allerede, som De vel ser. Tesman sendte et kort ud til mig.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, han lovte mig jo det. Men jeg syntes da alligevel, at til Hedda, – her i livets hus, – her måtte jeg da melde døden selv.
 

HEDDA.
 Det var meget venligt af Dem.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, Rina skulde bare ikke gåt bort netop nu. Heddas hus skulde ikke bære sorg i denne tid.
 

HEDDA

(afledende).
 

Hun døde jo så stille, frøken Tesman?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, så dejligt, – så fredeligt løste det sig op for hende. Og så den usigelige lykke, at hun fik se Jørgen engang til. Og fik sige ham rigtig farvel. – Er han kanske ikke kommen hjem endnu?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej. Han skrev, at jeg ikke måtte vente ham så snart. Men sæt Dem da ned.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Nej tak, kære – velsignede Hedda. Jeg vilde nok gerne. Men jeg har så liden tid. Nu skal hun stelles og pyntes så godt jeg kan. Rigtig pen skal hun komme i sin grav.
 

HEDDA.
 Kan ikke jeg hjælpe med noget?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, tænk da aldrig på det! Sligt noget må ikke Hedda Tesman ta’ sine hænder i. Og ikke fæste sine tanker ved heller. Ikke i denne tid, ikke.
 

HEDDA.
 Å, tankerne, – de lar sig ikke sådan mestre –
 

FRØKEN TESMAN

(vedblivende).
 

Ja, Herregud, så går det i verden. Hjemme hos mig skal vi nu sy lintøj til Rina. Og her skal vel også snart syes, kan jeg tænke. Men det blir af et andet slags, det, – Gud ske lov.
 

(Jørgen Tesman kommer ind gennem forstuedøren.)
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, det var da godt, du endelig, kom engang.
 

TESMAN.
 Er du her, tante Julle? Hos Hedda? Tænk det!
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Jeg vilde just til at gå igen, min kære gut. Nå, fik du så udrettet alt det, du lovte mig?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, jeg er virkelig ræd, jeg har glemt halvparten, du. Jeg får springe ind til dig imorgen igen. For idag er mit hode så rent fortumlet. Jeg kan ikke holde tankerne sammen.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Men, snille Jørgen, du må da ikke ta’ det på den vis.
 

TESMAN.
 Så? Hvorledes da, mener du?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Du skal være glad i sorgen. Glad for det, som sket er. Ligesom jeg er det.
 

TESMAN.
 Å ja, ja. Du tænker på tante Rina, du.
 

HEDDA.
 Det blir ensomt for Dem nu, frøken Tesman.
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 I de første dagene, ja. Men det kommer vel ikke til at vare så længe, vil jeg håbe. Salig Rinas lille stue skal da ikke stå tom, véd jeg!
 

TESMAN.
 Så? Hvem vil du da skal flytte ind i den? Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, der findes altid en eller anden syg stakker, som trænger røgt og pleje, desværre.
 

HEDDA.
 Vil De virkelig ta’ sligt kors på Dem igen?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Kors! Gud forlade Dem, barn, – det har da ikke været noget kors for mig.
 

HEDDA.
 Men om der nu skulde komme et fremmed menneske, så –
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Å, med syge folk blir en snart venner. Og jeg behøver da så sårt at ha’ nogen at leve for, jeg også. Nå, Gud ske lov og tak, – her i huset turde vel også bli’ et og andet at ta’ hånd i for en gammel tante.
 

HEDDA.
 Å, tal bare ikke om vort.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, tænk, hvor dejligt vi tre kunde ha’ det sammen, dersom –
 

HEDDA.
 Dersom –?
 

TESMAN

(urolig).
 

Å, ikke noget. Det ordner sig vel. Lad os håbe det. Hvad?
 

FRØKEN TESMAN.
 Ja, ja. I to har nok noget at snakke sammen, kan jeg skønne. (smiler.) Og Hedda har kanske også noget at fortælle dig, Jørgen. Farvel! Nu må jeg hjem til Rina. (vender sig ved døren.) Herregud, hvor underligt at tænke sig! Nu er Rina både hos mig og hos salig Jochum.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, tænk det, tante Julle! Hvad.
 

(Frøken Tesman går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

HEDDA

(følger Tesman koldt og forskende med øjnene).
 

Jeg tror næsten, dødsfaldet går dig mere til hjertet end hende.
 

TESMAN.
 Å, det er ikke dødsfaldet alene. Det er Ejlert, som jeg er så inderlig urolig for.
 

HEDDA

(hurtigt).
 

Er der noget nyt med ham?
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg vilde løbet op til ham i eftermiddag og sagt ham, at manuskriptet var i god behold.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå? Traf du ham så ikke?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej. Han var ikke hjemme. Men bagefter så mødte jeg fru Elvsted, og hun fortalte, at han havde været her tidlig imorges.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja straks efter at du var gåt.
 

TESMAN.
 Og han skal jo ha’ sagt, at han havde revet manuskriptet istykker. Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, han påstod det.
 

TESMAN.
 Men, Herregud, så har han jo været rent sindsforvirret! Og så turde du vel sagtens ikke gi’ ham det tilbage heller, Hedda?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, han fik det ikke.
 

TESMAN.
 Men du sa’ ham da vel, at vi havde det?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej. (hurtigt.) Sa’ du kanske det til fru Elvsted?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det vilde jeg ikke. Men til ham selv skulde du ha’ sagt det. Tænk, om han i fortvilelse går hen og gør en ulykke på sig! Lad mig få manuskriptet, Hedda! Jeg vil springe ind til ham med det straks. Hvor har du pakken?
 

HEDDA

(kold og ubevægelig, støttet til lænestolen).
 

Jeg har den ikke mere.
 

TESMAN.
 Har du den ikke! Hvad i al verden mener du med det!
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg har brændt det op – alt sammen.
 

TESMAN

(farer op i skræk).
 

Brændt! Brændt Ejlerts manuskript!
 

HEDDA.
 Skrig ikke så. Tjenestepigen kunde gerne høre dig.
 

TESMAN.
 Brændt! Men du godeste Gud –! Nej, nej, nej, – dette er rent umuligt!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, det er nu så alligevel.
 

TESMAN.
 Men véd du da selv, hvad du der har gjort, Hedda! Det er jo ulovlig omgang med hittegods. Tænk det! Ja, spør’ du bare assessor Brack, så skal du få høre.
 

HEDDA.
 Det er visst rådeligst, at du ikke taler om det, – hverken til assessoren eller til nogen anden.
 

TESMAN.
 Men hvorledes kunde du da gå hen og gøre noget så uhørt! Hvorledes kunde sligt falde dig ind? Hvorledes kunde det komme over dig? Svar mig på det. Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(undertrykker et næsten umærkeligt smil).
 

Jeg gjorde det for din skyld, Jørgen.
 

TESMAN.
 For min skyld!
 

HEDDA.
 Da du kom hjem imorges og fortalte, at han havde læst for dig –
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, ja, hvad så?
 

HEDDA.
 Da tilstod du, at du misundte ham det værk.
 

TESMAN.
 Å Herregud, det var da ikke så bogstavelig ment.
 

HEDDA.
 Alligevel. Jeg kunde ikke tåle den tanke, at nogen anden skulde stille dig i skyggen.
 

TESMAN

(i udbrud, mellem tvil og glæde).
 

Hedda, – å, er det sandt, hvad du siger! – Ja-men, – ja-men – på den slags måde har jeg aldrig mærket din kærlighed før. Tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, så er det bedst du får vide da – at just i denne tid – (heftigt, afbrydende.) Nej, nej, – du kan spørge dig for hos tante Julle. Så gir hun dig nok besked.
 

TESMAN.
 Å, jeg tror næsten jeg forstår dig, Hedda! (slår hænderne sammen.) Nej, Herregud, du, – skulde det være muligt! Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Skrig da ikke så. Pigen kan høre dig.
 

TESMAN

(leende i overstadig glæde).
 

Pigen! Nej, du er virkelig kostelig, du, Hedda! Pigen, – det er jo Berte, det! Jeg vil selv ud og fortælle det til Berte.
 

HEDDA

(knuger hænderne som fortvilet).
 

Å, jeg forgår, – jeg forgår i alt dette her!
 

TESMAN.
 l hvad for noget, Hedda? Hvad?
 

HEDDA

(koldt, behersket).
 

I alt dette – løjerlige, – Jørgen.
 

TESMAN.
 Løjerligt? At jeg er så sjæleglad. Men alligevel –. Kanske det ikke er værdt, at jeg siger noget til Berte.
 

HEDDA.
 Å jo, – hvorfor ikke det også?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, nej, ikke endnu. Men tante Julle må tilforladelig få vide det. Og det, at du begynder at kalde mig Jørgen også! Tænk det. Å, tante Julle, hun vil bli’ så glad, – så glad!
 

HEDDA.
 Når hun hører, at jeg har brændt Ejlert Løvborgs papirer – for din skyld?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, det er jo også sandt! Det med papirerne, det må naturligvis ingen få vide. Men at du brænder for mig, Hedda, – det skal så sandelig tante Julle ha’ del i! For resten gad jeg vide, jeg, om sligt noget er almindeligt hos unge koner, du? Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Du bør spørge tante Julle om det også, synes jeg.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, det vil jeg virkelig gøre ved lejlighed. (ser atter urolig og betænkelig ud.) Nej men, – nej men manuskriptet da! Herregud, det er jo forfærdeligt at tænke sig for den stakkers Ejlert alligevel.
 

(Fru Elvsted, klædt ligesom ved sit første besøg, med hat og overtøj, kommer ind gennem forstuedøren.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(hilser hurtigt og siger i sindsbevægelse):
 

Å, kære Hedda, tag mig ikke ilde op, at jeg kommer igen.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad er der hændt dig, Thea?
 

TESMAN.
 Er det noget med Ejlert Løvborg igen? Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å ja, – jeg er så gruelig ræd for, at der er tilstødt ham en ulykke.
 

HEDDA

(griber hende i armen).
 

Ah, – tror du det!
 

TESMAN.
 Nej men, Herregud, – hvor kan De da falde på sligt, fru Elvsted!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jo, for jeg hørte, at de talte om ham i pensionen, – just som jeg kom ind. Å, der går jo de utroligste rygter om ham i byen idag.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, tænk, det hørte jeg også! Og så kan jeg bevidne, at han gik lige hjem og la’ sig. Tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, – hvad sa’ de så i pensionen?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg fik ikke rede på nogen ting. Enten de nu ikke vidste noget nærmere eller –. Der blev stille, da de så mig. Og spørge, det turde jeg ikke.
 

TESMAN

(urolig om på gulvet).
 

Vi vil håbe – vi vil håbe, De har hørt fejl, fru Elvsted!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, nej, jeg er viss på, at det var ham, de talte om. Og så hørte jeg, der blev nævnt noget sådant som hospitalet eller –
 

TESMAN.
 Hospitalet!
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, – det er da vel umuligt!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg blev så dødelig ræd for ham. Og så gik jeg op i hans logis og spurgte efter ham der.
 

HEDDA.
 Kunde du bekvemme dig til det, Thea!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, hvad skulde jeg vel andet gøre? For jeg syntes ikke, jeg kunde holde den uvissheden ud længer.
 

TESMAN.
 Men De traf ham vel ikke, De, heller? Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej. Og folkene vidste ikke nogen besked om ham. Han havde ikke været hjemme siden igår eftermiddag, sa’ de.
 

TESMAN.
 Igår! Tænk, at de kunde si’ det!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, jeg synes det er umuligt andet, end at der må være noget galt på færde med ham!
 

TESMAN.
 Du, Hedda, – om jeg gik indover, du, og forhørte mig sådan på forskellige steder –?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej, – bland ikke du dig op i dette her.
 

(Assessor Brack, med hat i hånden, kommer ind gennem forstuedøren, som Berte åbner og lukker efter ham. Han ser alvorlig ud og hilser i taushed.)
 

TESMAN.
 Å, er De der, kære assessor? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, jeg måtte nødvendigvis ud til Dem iaften.
 

TESMAN.
 Jeg kan se på Dem, at De har fåt budskabet fra tante Julle.
 

BRACK.
 Det har jeg også fåt, ja.
 

TESMAN.
 Er det ikke sørgeligt, De? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Nå, kære Tesman, det er nu som man ta’r det.
 

TESMAN

(ser uviss på ham).
 

Er der kanske ellers hændt noget?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, der er det.
 

HEDDA

(spændt).
 

Noget sørgeligt, assessor Brack?
 

BRACK.
 Også som man ta’r det, frue.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(i uvilkårligt udbrud).
 

Å, det er noget med Ejlert Løvborg!
 

BRACK

(ser lidt på hende).
 

Hvorledes falder fruen på det? Véd fruen kanske allerede noget –?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(forvirret).
 

Nej, nej, det gør jeg sletikke; men –
 

TESMAN.
 Men Gud bevar’ os, så sig det dog!
 

BRACK

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Nå, – desværre, – Ejlert Løvborg er bragt på hospitalet. Han ligger nok for døden allerede.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(skriger ud).
 

Å Gud, å Gud –!
 

TESMAN.
 På hospitalet! Og for døden også!
 

HEDDA

(uvilkårligt).
 

Så hurtigt altså –!
 

FRU ELVSTED

(jamrende).
 

Og vi, som skiltes uden forsoning, Hedda!
 

HEDDA

(hvisker).
 

Men, Thea, – Thea da!
 

FRU ELVSTED

(uden at agte på hende).
 

Jeg må ind til ham! Jeg må se ham ilive!
 

BRACK.
 Det nytter Dem ikke noget, frue. Der får ingen komme til ham.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, men sig mig da bare, hvad der er hændt ham! Hvad er det for noget?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, for han har da vel aldrig selv –! Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Jo, det er jeg viss på han har.
 

TESMAN.
 Hedda, – hvor kan du da –!
 

BRACK

(som stadig holder øje med hende).
 

De har desværre gættet ganske rigtigt, fru Tesman.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, hvor forfærdeligt!
 

TESMAN.
 Selv altså! Tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Skudt sig!
 

BRACK.
 Også rigtig gættet, frue.
 

FRU ELVSTED

(søger at fatte sig).
 

Når skete det, herr assessor?
 

BRACK.
 Nu i eftermiddag. Mellem tre og fire.
 

TESMAN.
 Men, Herregud, – hvor gjorde han det da? Hvad?
 

BRACK

(lidt usikker).
 

Hvor? Ja, kære, – han gjorde det vel i sit logis.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, det kan ikke være rigiig. For der var jeg indom mellem sex og syv.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, så et andet steds da. Det véd jeg ikke så nøje. Jeg véd bare, at han blev fundet –. Han havde skudt sig – gennem brystet.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, hvor grufuldt at tænke sig! At han skulde ende således!
 

HEDDA

(til Brack).
 

Var det gennem brystet?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, – som jeg siger.
 

HEDDA.
 Altså ikke gennem tindingen?
 

BRACK.
 Gennem brystet, fru Tesman.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, ja, – brystet er også godt.
 

BRACK.
 Hvorledes, frue?
 

HEDDA

(afvisende).
 

Å nej, – ikke noget.
 

TESMAN.
 Og såret er livsfarligt, siger De? Hvad?
 

BRACK.
 Såret er absolut dødeligt. Sandsynligvis er det allerede forbi med ham.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, ja, det aner mig! Det er forbi! Forbi! Å, Hedda –!
 

TESMAN.
 Men sig mig da, – hvor har De fåt vide dette her altsammen?
 

BRACK

(kort).
 

Gennem en af politiets folk. En, som jeg skulde tale med.
 

HEDDA

(højlydt).
 

Endelig engang en dåd!
 

TESMAN

(forskrækket).
 

Gud bevare mig, – hvad siger du, Hedda!
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg siger, at dette her er der skønhed i.
 

BRACK.
 Hm, fru Tesman –
 

TESMAN.
 Skønhed! Nej tænk det!
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, Hedda, hvor kan du da tale om skønhed sligt noget!
 

HEDDA.
 Ejlert Løvborg har gjort op regningen med sig selv. Han har havt mod til at gøre det, som – som gøres skulde.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Nej, tro da aldrig, at det er gået til på den vis! Hvad han har gjort, det har han gjort i vildelse.
 

TESMAN.
 I fortvilelse har han gjort det!
 

HEDDA.
 Det har han ikke. Det er jeg så viss på.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Jo, han har! I vildelse! Ligesom da han rev vore hæfter istykker.
 

BRACK

(studsende).
 

Hæfterne? Manuskriptet, mener De? Har han revet det istykker?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, det gjorde han inat.
 

TESMAN

(hvisker sagte).
 

Å, Hedda, vi kommer aldrig bort fra dette her.
 

BRACK.
 Hm, det var da besynderligt.
 

TESMAN

(henover gulvet).
 

Tænke sig til, at Ejlert skal gå således ud af verden! Og så ikke efterlade sig det, som vilde ha’ fæstet hans navn så varigt –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å, om det kunde sættes sammen igen!
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, tænk, om det kunde det! Jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg vilde gi’ –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Kanske det kan, herr Tesman.
 

TESMAN.
 Hvad mener De?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(søger i kjolelommen).
 

Se her. Jeg har gemt de løse lapper, som han havde med, når han dikterte.
 

HEDDA

(et skridt nærmere).
 

Ah –!
 

TESMAN.
 Dem har De gemt, fru Elvsted! Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, her har jeg dem. Jeg tog dem med, da jeg rejste. Og så er de ble’t liggende i lommen –
 

TESMAN.
 Å, lad mig bare få se!
 

FRU ELVSTED

(rækker ham en bunke småblade).
 

Men det er så forvirret. Så rent om hinanden.
 

TESMAN.
 Tænk, om vi kunde finde ud af det alligevel! Kanske når vi to hjalp hinanden –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å ja, lad os forsøge idetmindste –
 

TESMAN.
 Det skal gå! Det må gå! Jeg sætter mit liv ind på dette her!
 

HEDDA.
 Du, Jørgen? Dit liv?
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, eller rettere sagt al den tid, jeg kan råde over. Mine egne samlinger, de får ligge sålænge. Hedda, – du forstår mig? Hvad? Det er noget, jeg skylder Ejlerts eftermæle.
 

HEDDA.
 Kanske det.
 

TESMAN.
 Og så, kære fru Elvsted, så vil vi ta’ os sammen. Herregud, det nytter jo ikke at ruge over det, som sket er. Hvad? Vi vil se at komme så vidt til ro i sindet, at –
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, ja, herr Tesman, jeg skal prøve så godt jeg kan.
 

TESMAN.
 Nå, kom så her. Vi må se på notitserne straks. Hvor skal vi sætte os? Her? Nej, derinde i bagstuen. Undskyld, kære assessor! Kom så med mig, fru Elvsted.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Gud, – om det endda bare var gørligt.
 

(Tesman og fru Elvsted går ind i bagværelset. Hun tager hat og overtøj af. Begge sætter sig ved bordet under hængelampen og fordyber sig i ivrig undersøgelse af papirerne. Hedda går hen mod ovnen og sætter sig i lænestolen. Lidt efter går Brack hen til hende.)
 

HEDDA

(halvhøjt).
 

Å, assessor, – hvilken befrielse der er i dette med Ejlert Løvborg.
 

BRACK.
 Befrielse, fru Hedda? Ja, for ham er det jo rigtignok en befrielse –
 

HEDDA.
 Jeg mener, for mig. En befrielse at vide, at der dog virkelig kan ske noget frivilligt modigt i verden. Noget, som der falder et skær af uvilkårlig skønhed over.
 

BRACK

(smiler).
 

Hm, – kære fru Hedda –
 

HEDDA.
 Å, jeg véd nok, hvad De vil sige. For De er dog et slags fagmenneske, De også, ligesom – nå!
 

BRACK

(ser fast på hende).
 

Ejlert Løvborg har været Dem mere, end hvad De kanske vil tilstå for Dem selv. Eller skulde jeg ta’ fejl i det?
 

HEDDA.
 Sligt svarer jeg Dem ikke på. Jeg véd bare, at Ejlert Løvborg har havt mod til at leve livet efter sit eget sind. Og så nu – det store! Det, som der er skønhed over. Det, at han havde kraft og vilje til at bryde op fra livsgildet – så tidligt.
 

BRACK.
 Det gør mig ondt, fru Hedda, – men jeg nødes til at rive Dem ud af en smuk indbildning.
 

HEDDA.
 En indbildning?
 

BRACK.
 Som De for resten snart vilde kommet ud af alligevel.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvad er så det?
 

BRACK.
 Han har ikke skudt sig selv – frivilligt.
 

HEDDA.
 Ikke frivilligt!
 

BRACK.
 Nej. Sagen med Ejlert Løvborg hænger ikke ganske således sammen, som jeg fortalte.
 

HEDDA

(i spænding).
 

Har De fortiet noget? Hvad er det?
 

BRACK.
 For den stakkers fru Elvsteds skyld brugte jeg et par små omskrivninger.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvilke da?
 

BRACK.
 Først det, at han virkelig allerede er død.
 

HEDDA.
 På hospitalet.
 

BRACK.
 Ja. Og uden at komme til bevidsthed.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad mere har De fortiet?
 

BRACK.
 Det, at begivenheden ikke gik for sig på hans værelse.
 

HEDDA.
 Nå, det kan jo også være så temmelig ligegyldigt.
 

BRACK.
 Ikke så ganske. For jeg skal sige Dem, – Ejlert Løvborg blev funden skudt i – i frøken Dianas boudoir.
 

HEDDA

(vil springe op, men synker tilbage).
 

Det er umuligt, assessor Brack! Der kan han ikke ha’ været idag igen!
 

BRACK.
 Han var der i eftermiddag. Han kom for at kræve noget, som han sa’, de havde ta’t fra ham. Talte forvirret om et barn, som var ble’t borte –
 

HEDDA.
 Ah, – derfor altså –
 

BRACK.
 Jeg tænkte mig, at det kanske kunde været hans manuskript. Men det har han jo selv tilintetgjort, hører jeg. Så må det vel ha’ været tegnebogen da.
 

HEDDA.
 Det har vel det. – Og der, – der blev han altså fundet.
 

BRACK.
 Ja, der. Med en affyret pistol i brystlommen. Skuddet havde truffet ham dødeligt.
 

HEDDA.
 l brystet, – ja.
 

BRACK.
 Nej, – det traf ham i underlivet.
 

HEDDA

(ser op på ham med et udtryk af ækelhed).
 

Det også! Å, det latterlige og det lave, det lægger sig som en forbandelse over alt det, jeg bare rører ved.
 

BRACK.
 Der kommer noget til, fru Hedda. Noget, som går ind under det gemene også.
 

HEDDA.
 Og hvad er det?
 

BRACK.
 Pistolen, som han havde på sig –
 

HEDDA

(åndeløst).
 

Nå! Hvad den!
 

BRACK.
 Den må han ha’ stjålet.
 

HEDDA

(springer op).
 

Stjålet! Det er ikke sandt! Det har han ikke!
 

BRACK.
 Det er umuligt andet. Han må ha’ stjålet den –. Hys.
 

(Tesman og fru Elvsted har rejst sig fra bordet i bagværelset og kommer ind i salonen.)
 

TESMAN

(med papirerne i begge hænder).
 

Du, Hedda, – det er næsten ikke muligt for mig at se derinde under hængelampen. Tænk det!
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, jeg tænker.
 

TESMAN.
 Måtte vi kanske få lov til at sidde lidt ved dit skrivebord. Hvad?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, gerne for mig. (hurtigt) Nej, vent! Lad mig få rydde af først.
 

TESMAN.
 Å, det behøver du slet ikke, Hedda. Der er god plads.
 

HEDDA.
 Nej, nej, lad mig bare få rydde af, siger jeg. Bære dette her ind på pianoet sålænge. Se så!
 

(hun har trukket en genstand, dækket med noteblade, frem under reolen, lægger nogle flere blade til og bærer det hele ind til venstre i bagværelset. Tesman lægger papirlapperne på skrivebordet og flytter lampen fra hjørnebordet derhen. Han og fru Elvsted sætter sig og tager igen fat på arbejdet. Hedda kommer tilbage.)
 

HEDDA

(bag fru Elvsteds stol, kramser hende blødt i, håret).
 

Nå, søde Thea, – går det så med Ejlert Løvborgs mindesmærke?
 

FRU ELVSTED

(ser modfalden op på hende).
 

Å Gud, – det blir visst uhyre svært at finde rede i.
 

TESMAN.
 Det må gå. Der er ikke andet for. Og det, at bringe orden i andres papirer, – det er netop noget, som ligger for mig.
 

(Hedda går hen til ovnen og sætter sig på en af taburetterne. Brack står over hende, støttet til lænestolen.)
 

HEDDA

(hvisker):
 

Hvad var det, De sa’ om pistolen?
 

BRACK

(sagte).
 

At den må han ha’ stjålet.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvorfor netop stjålet?
 

BRACK.
 Fordi enhver anden forklaring bør være umulig, fru Hedda.
 

HEDDA.
 Ja så.
 

BRACK

(ser lidt på hende).
 

Ejlert Løvborg har naturligvis været her imorges. Ikke sandt?
 

HEDDA.
 Jo.
 

BRACK.
 Var De alene med ham?
 

HEDDA.
 Ja, en stund.
 

BRACK.
 Forlod De ikke værelset, mens han var her?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej.
 

BRACK.
 Tænk Dem om. Var De sletikke ude et øjeblik?
 

HEDDA.
 Jo, kanske et lidet øjeblik – ude i forstuen.
 

BRACK.
 Og hvor havde De Deres pistolkasse imens.
 

HEDDA.
 Den havde jeg nede i –
 

BRACK.
 Nå, fru Hedda?
 

HEDDA.
 Kassen stod der borte på skrivebordet.
 

BRACK.
 Har De siden set efter, om begge pistolerne er der?
 

HEDDA.
 Nej.
 

BRACK.
 Behøves heller ikke. Jeg så den pistol, Løvborg havde havt på sig. Og jeg kendte den straks igen fra igår. Og fra før af også.
 

HEDDA.
 Har De den kanske?
 

BRACK.
 Nej, politiet har den.
 

HEDDA.
 Hvad vil politiet gøre med pislolen?
 

BRACK.
 Se til at komme på spor efter ejeren.
 

HEDDA.
 Tror De, at det kan opdages?
 

BRACK

(bøjer sig ned over hende og hvisker):
 

Nej, Hedda Gabler, – ikke så længe jeg tier.
 

HEDDA

(ser sky på ham).
 

Og hvis De ikke tier, – hvad så?
 

BRACK

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Der er jo altid den udvej, at pistolen er stjålet.
 

HEDDA

(fast).
 

Heller dø!
 

BRACK

(smiler).
 

Sligt noget siger man. Men man gør det ikke.
 

HEDDA

(uden at svare).
 

Og når så pistolen altså ikke er stjålet. Og ejeren opdages. Hvad kommer så?
 

BRACK.
 Ja, Hedda, – så kommer skandalen.
 

HEDDA.
 Skandalen!
 

BRACK.
 Skandalen, ja, – som De har slig dødelig skræk for. De må naturligvis ind for retten. Både De og frøken Diana. Hun må jo forklare, hvorledes det hænger sammen. Om det er et vådeskud eller et drab. Har han villet trække pistolen op af lommen for at true hende? Og så er skuddet gåt af? Eller har hun revet ham pistolen ud af hånden, skudt ham, og stukket pistolen ned i lommen igen? Det kunde nok ligne hende. For hun er et håndfast pigebarn, den samme frøken Diana.
 

HEDDA.
 Men alt dette modbydelige kommer jo ikke mig ved.
 

BRACK.
 Nej. Men De må svare på det spørsmål: hvorfor gav De Ejlert Løvborg pistolen? Og hvilke slutninger vil man uddrage af den kendsgerning, at De gav ham den?
 

HEDDA

(sænker hodet).
 

Det er sandt. Det har jeg ikke tænkt på.
 

BRACK.
 Nå, heldigvis er der ingen fare, sålænge jeg tier.
 

HEDDA

(ser op på ham).
 

Jeg er altså i Deres magt, assessor. De har hals og hånd over mig fra nu af.
 

BRACK

(hvisker sagtere):
 

Kæreste Hedda, – tro mig, – jeg skal ikke misbruge stillingen.
 

HEDDA.
 I Deres magt lige fuldt. Afhængig af Deres krav og vilje. Ufri. Ufri altså! (rejser sig heftigt.) Nej, – den tanke holder jeg ikke ud! Aldrig.
 

BRACK

(ser halvt spottende på hende).
 

Man plejer ellers at finde sig i det uundgåelige.
 

HEDDA

(gengælder blikket).
 

Ja, kanske det.
 

(hun går henover mod skrivebordet.)
 

HEDDA

(undertrykker et uvilkårligt smil og efterligner Tesmans tonefald).
 

Nå? Lykkes det så, Jørgen? Hvad?
 

TESMAN.
 Vorherre véd, du. Det blir ialfald hele måneders arbejde, dette her.
 

HEDDA

(som før).
 

Nei tænk det! (farer let med hænderne gennem fru Elvsteds hår.) Er ikke det underligt for dig, Thea? Nu sidder du her sammen med Tesman, – ligesom du før sad med Ejlert Løvborg.
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Å Gud, hvis jeg bare kunde beånde din mand også.
 

HEDDA.
 Å, det kommer nok – med tiden.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, véd du hvad, Hedda, – jeg synes virkelig, jeg begynder at fornemme noget sådant. Men sæt så du dig hen til assessoren igen.
 

HEDDA.
 Er der ingen ting, I to kan bruge mig til her?
 

TESMAN.
 Nej, ingen verdens ting. (vender hodet.) Herefter får såmæn De være så snil at holde Hedda med selskab, kære assessor!
 

BRACK

(med et øjekast til Hedda).
 

Skal være mig en overmåde stor fornøjelse.
 

HEDDA.
 Tak. Men iaften er jeg træt. Jeg vil lægge mig lidt derinde på sofaen.
 

TESMAN.
 Ja, gør det, kære. Hvad.
 

(Hedda går ind i bagværelset og trækker forhængene til efter sig. Kort ophold. Pludselig høres hun at spille en vild dansemelodi inde på pianoet.)
 

FRU ELVSTED

(farer op fra stolen).
 

Uh, – hvad er det!
 

TESMAN

(løber til døråbningen).
 

Men, kæreste Hedda, – spil da ikke op til dans iaften! Tænk da på tante Rina! Og på Ejlert også!
 

HEDDA

(stikker hodet frem mellem forhængene).
 

Og på tante Julle. Og på dem allesammen. – Herefter skal jeg være stille.
 

(hun lukker atter for sig)
 

TESMAN

(ved skrivebordet).
 

Hun har visst ikke godt af at se os ved dette sørgelige arbejde. Véd De hvad, fru Elvsted, – De skal flytte ind til tante Julle. Så kommer jeg op om aftenerne. Og så kan vi sidde og arbejde der. Hvad?
 

FRU ELVSTED.
 Ja, det vilde kanske være det bedste –
 

HEDDA

(inde i bagværelset).
 

Jeg hører godt, hvad du siger, Tesman. Men hvad skal så jeg fordrive aftenerne med herude?
 

TESMAN

(blader i papirerne).
 

Å, assessor Brack er visst så snil, at han ser ud til dig alligevel.
 

BRACK

(i lænestolen, råber muntert).
 

Gerne hver evige aften, fru Tesman! Vi skal såmæn få det nokså morsomt sammen her, vi to!
 

HEDDA

(klart og lydeligt).
 

Ja, nærer De ikke det håb, assessor? De, som eneste hane i kurven – –
 

(Et skud høres derinde. Tesmann, fru Elvsted og Brack farer ivejret.)
 

TESMAN.
 Å, nu fingrerer hun med pistolerne igen.
 

(han slår forhængene tilside og løber ind. Fru Elvsted ligeså. Hedda ligger livløs udstrakt på sofaen. Forvirring og råb. Berte kommer forstyrret fra højre.)
 

TESMAN

(skriger til Brack).
 

Skudt sig! Skudt sig i tindingen! Tænk det!
 

BRACK

(halvt afmægtig i lænestolen).
 

Men, Gud sig forbarme, – sligt noget gør man da ikke!
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PERSONERNE
 

BYGMESTER HALVARD SOLNESS. 
 FRU ALINE SOLNESS, hans hustru. 
 DOKTOR HERDAL, huslæge. 
 KNUT BROVIK, forhen arkitekt, nu assistent hos Solness. 
 RAGNAR BROVIK, hans søn, tegner. 
 KAJA FOSLI, hans søsterdatter, bogholderske. 
 FRØKEN HILDE WANGEL. 
 NOGLE DAMER. 
 FOLKEMÆNGDE på gaden.
 

(Handlingen foregår hos bygmester Solness.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Et tarvelig udstyret arbejdsværelse hos bygmester Solness. Fløjdør på væggen til venstre fører ud til forstuen. Til højre er døren til husets indre værelser. På bagvæggen en åben dør til tegneværelset. Foran til venstre en pult med bøger, papirer og skrivesager. Ovenfor døren en ovn. l hjørnet til højre en sofa med bord og et par stole. På bordet vandkaraffel og glas. Et mindre bord med gyngestol og lænestol i forgrunden til højre. Tændte arbejdslamper på bordet i tegneværelset, på bordet i hjørnet og på pulten.) 
 (Inde i tegneværelset sidder Knut Brovik og hans søn Ragnar beskæftiget med konstruktioner og beregninger. Ved pulten i arbejdsværelset står Kaja Fosli og skriver i hovedbogen. Knut Brovik er en gammel, tynd mand med hvidt hår og skæg. Han er klædt i en noget luvslidt men vel vedligeholdt sort frakke. Bærer briller og hvidt, noget gulnet halstørklæde. Ragnar Brovik er i tretiårene, velklædt, lyshåret, med en lidt ludende holdning. Kaja Fosli er en spædbygget ung pige på nogle og tyve år, omhyggeligt klædt, men af et sygeligt udseende. Hun har en grøn skærm for øjnene. – Alle tre arbejder nogen tid i taushed.)
 

KNUT BROVIK 

(rejser sig pludselig, som i angst, fra tegnebordet, ånder tungt og besværligt, idet han går frem i døråbningen). 
 Nej, nu holder jeg det snart ikke længer ud!
 

KAJA 

(går hen til ham). 
 Det er visst rent dårlig med dig ikveld, onkel?
 

BROVIK. 
 Å, jeg synes, det blir værre dag for dag.
 

RAGNAR 

(har rejst sig og kommer nærmere). 
 Du skulde helst gå hjem, far. Prøve på at få sove lidt –
 

BROVIK 

(utålmodig). 
 Gå til sengs kanske? Vil du da, at jeg rent skal kvæles!
 

KAJA. 
 Men ta’ dig en liden tur da.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja, gør det. Jeg skal gå med dig.
 

BROVIK 

(heftig). 
 Jeg går ikke, før han kommer! Ikveld vil jeg snakke rent ud med – (indædt harmfuld.) med ham – principalen.
 

KAJA 

(angst). 
 Å nej, onkel, – vent da endelig med det!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja, heller vente, far!
 

BROVIK 

(trækker vejret besværligt). 
 Hah, – hah –! Jeg har nok ikke tid til at vente ret længe, jeg.
 

KAJA 

(lyttende). 
 Hys! Der hører jeg ham nede i trappen! 

(de går alle tre til sit arbejde igen. Kort stilhed.)

 (Bygmester Halvard Solness kommer ind gennem forstuedøren. Han er en noget ældre mand, sund og kraftig, med tætklippet, kruset hår, mørk knebelsbart og mørke, tykke øjenbryn. Han bærer en grågrøn, tilknappet jakke med ståkrave og brede brystslag. På hodet har han en blød, grå filthat og under armen et par mapper.)
 

BYGMESTER SOLNESS 

(ved døren, peger mod tegneværelset og spørger hviskende)

 Er de gået?
 

KAJA 

(sagte, ryster på hodet).
 Nej. 

(hun tar øjenskærmen af.)


(Solness går fremover gulvet, kaster sin hat på en stol, lægger mapperne på sofabordet og nærmer sig så atter pulten. Kaja skriver uafbrudt men synes nervøst urolig.)
 

SOLNESS 

(højt). 
 Hvad er det for noget, De står og fører ind der, frøken Fosli?
 

KAJA 

(farer sammen). 
 Å, det er bare noget, som –
 

SOLNESS. 
 La’ mig få se, frøken. (bøjer sig over hende, lader, som om han ser i hovedbogen og hvisker:) Kaja?
 

KAJA 

(skrivende, sagte). 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorfor tar De altid den skærmen af, når jeg kommer?
 

KAJA 

(som før). 
 Jo, for jeg ser så styg ud med den.
 

SOLNESS 

(smiler). 
 Vil De ikke gerne det da, Kaja?
 

KAJA 

(skotter halvt op til ham). 
 Ikke for alt i verden. Ikke i Deres øjne.
 

SOLNESS 

(stryger hende let over håret). 
 Stakkers, stakkers lille Kaja –
 

KAJA 

(dukker hodet). 
 Hys, – de kan høre Dem! 

(Solness driver henover gulvet mod højre, vender om og standser ved døren til tegneværelset.)
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har nogen været her og spurgt efter mig?
 

RAGNAR 

(rejser sig). 
 Ja, de unge folk, som vil ha’ bygget villaen ude ved Løvstrand.
 

SOLNESS 

(brummende). 
 Nå de? Ja, de får vente. Jeg er ikke på det rene med mig selv om planen endnu.
 

RAGNAR 

(nærmere, noget nølende). 
 Det var dem så svært om at gøre at få tegningerne snart.
 

SOLNESS 

(som før). 
 Ja, Gud bevar’s, – det vil de jo allesammen!
 

BROVIK 

(ser op). 
 For de går og længter så urimelig efter at få flytte ind i sit eget, sa’ de.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja vel; ja vel. En kender det! Og så tar de det slig, som det bedst kan falde sig. Får sig så’n en – en bolig. Et slags tilholdssted bare. Men ikke noget hjem. Nej mange tak! La’ dem så heller vende sig til en anden. Sig dem det, når de kommer igen.
 

BROVIK 

(skyder brillerne op i panden og ser studsende på ham). 
 Til en anden? Vilde De gi’ det arbejde fra Dem?
 

SOLNESS 

(utålmodig). 
 Ja, ja, ja, for fan’! Hvis det endelig så skal være, så –. Hellere det, end at bygge bort i vejr og vind. (udbrydende.) For jeg kender jo ikke videre til de folk endnu!
 

BROVIK. 
 Folkene er solide nok. Ragnar kender dem. Han vanker i familjen. Svært solide folk.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, solide, – solide! Det er jo sletikke det, jeg mener. Herregud, – forstår ikke De mig heller nu? (heftig.) Jeg vil ikke ha’, noget med de fremmede mennesker at skaffe. La’ dem vende sig til hvem de vil for mig!
 

BROVIK 

(rejser sig). 
 Er det Deres alvorlige mening?
 

SOLNESS 

(mut). 
 Ja, det er. – For én gangs skyld. 

(han går fremover gulvet.)


(Brovik veksler et blik med Ragnar, som gør en advarende bevægelse. Derpå går han ind i det forreste værelse.)
 

BROVIK. 
 Må jeg få lov til at snakke et par ord med Dem?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Gerne det.
 

BROVIK 

(til Kaja). 
 Gå der ind sålænge, du.
 

KAJA 

(urolig). 
 Å, men onkel –
 

BROVIK. 
 Gør som jeg siger, barn. Og luk døren efter dig. 

(Kaja går nølende ind i tegneværelset, skotter angst og bønligt til Solness og lukker døren.)
 

BROVIK 

(noget dæmpet). 
 Jeg vil ikke, at de stakkers barnene skal vide, hvor ilde det har sig med mig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, De ser svært klejn ud nu om dagene.
 

BROVIK. 
 Med mig er det snart forbi. Kræfterne tar af – fra den ene dagen til den anden.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Sæt Dem lidt.
 

BROVIK. 
 Tak, – må jeg det?
 

SOLNESS 

(rykker lænestolen lidt tilrette). 
 Her. Vær så god. – Nå?
 

BROVIK 

(har sat sig med besvær). 
 Ja, det er jo dette her med Ragnar. Det er det, som er det tyngste. Hvad skal det bli’ til med ham?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Deres søn, han blir naturligvis her hos mig, så længe han bare vil.
 

BROVIK. 
 Men det er jo netop det, han ikke vil. Ikke synes, at han kan – nu længer.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, han er da ganske godt aflagt, skulde jeg tro. Men skulde han forlange mere, så skal jeg ikke være uvillig til at –
 

BROVIK. 
 Nej, nej! Det er sletikke det. (utålmodig.) Men han må da engang få lejlighed til at arbejde på egen hånd, han også!
 

SOLNESS 

(uden at se på ham). 
 Tror De, at Ragnar har alle de rigtige evner til det?
 

BROVIK. 
 Nej, se, det er jo det forfærdelige. Det, at jeg er begyndt at tvile på gutten. For De har da aldrig sagt så meget som – som et opmuntrende ord om ham. Men så synes jeg, det er umuligt andet alligevel. Han må ha’ evnerne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, men han har jo ingenting lært – sådan grundigt. Undtagen det at tegne da.
 

BROVIK 

(ser med lønligt had på ham og siger hæst): 
 De havde heller ikke lært stort af faget, dengang De stod i tjeneste hos mig. Men De la’ i vej lige fuldt, De. (drager vejret tungt.) Og slog Dem Op. Og tog luven både fra mig og – og fra så mange andre.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, ser De, – det føjed sig nu slig for mig.
 

BROVIK.
 Det har De ret i. Alting føjed sig for Dem. Men så kan De da ikke ha’ hjerte til at la’ mig gå i graven – uden at få se, hvad Ragnar duer til. Og så vilde jeg jo gerne se dem gifte også – før jeg går bort.
 

SOLNESS 

(hvast). 
 Er det hende, som vil ha’ det så?
 

BROVIK. 
 Ikke Kaja så meget. Men Ragnar går og snakker hver dag om det. (bønlig.) De må, – De må hjælpe ham til noget selvstændigt arbejde nu! Jeg må få se noget, som gutten har gjort. Hører De det!
 

SOLNESS 

(arrig). 
 Men jeg kan da, for fan’, ikke hale bestillinger ned fra månen til ham!
 

BROVIK. 
 Han kan få en pen bestilling nu netop. Et stort arbejde.
 

SOLNESS 

(urolig, studsende). 
 Kan han?
 

BROVIK. 
 Hvis De vilde gi’ Deres samtykke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad slags arbejde er det?
 

BROVIK 

(noget nølende). 
 Han kan få bygge den villaen ude på Løvstrand.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Den! Men den skal jo jeg selv bygge!
 

BROVIK. 
 Å, De har jo ikke videre lyst til det.
 

SOLNESS 

(opfarende). 
 Ikke lyst! Jeg! Hvem tør sige det?
 

BROVIK. 
 Det sa’ De jo selv nu nylig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, hør aldrig på, hvad jeg så’n – siger. – Kan Ragnar få bygge den villaen?
 

BROVIK. 
 Ja. Han kender jo familjen. Og så har han, – bare så’n for moros skyld, – gjort tegninger og overslag og altsammen –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og de tegningerne, de er de fornøjet med? De, som skal bo der?
 

BROVIK. 
 Ja. Dersom bare De vilde se dem igennem og godkende dem, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så vilde de la’ Ragnar bygge hjemmet for sig?
 

BROVIK. 
 De likte så svært godt det, som han vilde ha’ frem. De syntes, det var noget så aldeles nyt, dette her, sa’ de.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Åhå! Nyt! Ikke sligt noget gammeldags juks, som det, jeg plejer bygge!
 

BROVIK. 
 De syntes, det var noget andet.
 

SOLNESS 

(i undertrykt forbitrelse). 
 Det var altså til Ragnar de kom her – mens jeg var ude!
 

BROVIK. 
 De kom her for at hilse på Dem. Og så spørge, om De kunde være villig til at træde tilbage –
 

SOLNESS 

(opfarende). 
 Træde tilbage! Jeg!
 

BROVIK. 
 Ifald De fandt, at Ragnars tegninger –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg! Træde tilbage for Deres søn!
 

BROVIK. 
 Træde tilbage fra aftalen, mente de.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, det kommer jo ud på ét. (ler forbitret.) Ja så da! Halvard Solness, – han skal begynde at træde tilbage nu! Gi’ plads for de, som yngre er. For de aller yngste, kanske! Bare gi’ plads! Plads! Plads!
 

BROVIK. 
 Herregud, her er da vel plads til flere end en eneste én –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, her er nu ikke så svært rundeligt med plads heller. Nå, det får nu være som det vil. Men jeg træder aldrig tilbage! Viger aldrig for nogen! Aldrig frivilligt. Aldrig i denne verden gør jeg det!
 

BROVIK 

(rejser sig med møje). 
 Skal jeg altså gå ud af livet uden tryghed? Uden glæde? Uden tro og lid til Ragnar? Uden at få se et eneste værk af ham? Skal jeg det?
 

SOLNESS 

(vender sig halvt til siden og mumler): 
 Hm, – spør’ da ikke mere nu.
 

BROVIK. 
 Jo, svar mig på det. Skal jeg gå så rent fattig ud af livet?
 

SOLNESS 

(synes at kæmpe med sig selv; endelig siger han med lav men fast stemme). 
 De får gå ud af livet slig, som De bedst véd og kan.
 

BROVIK. 
 Må så være da. 

(han går opover gulvet.)
 

SOLNESS 

(går efter ham, halvt fortvilet). 
 Ja, for jeg kan ikke andet, skønner De! Jeg er nu engang slig, som jeg er! Og jeg kan da ikke skabe mig om heller!
 

BROVIK. 
 Nej, nej, – De kan vel ikke det. (vakler og standser ved sofabordet.) Får jeg lov til at ta’ et glas vand?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Vær så god. 

(skænker i og rækker ham glasset.)
 

BROVIK. 
 Tak. 

(drikker og sætter glasset fra sig.)


(Solness går hen og lukker op døren til tegneværelset.)
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ragnar, – De får komme og følge Deres far hjem. 

(Ragnar rejser sig hurtig. Han og Kaja kommer ind i arbejdsværelset.)
 

RAGNAR. 
 Hvad er det, far?
 

BROVIK. 
 Ta’ mig under armen. Så går vi.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja vel. Ta’ på dig, du også, Kaja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Frøken Fosli må bli’ efter. Bare et lidet øjeblik. Jeg har et brev, som må skrives.
 

BROVIK 

(ser på Solness). 
 God nat. Sov godt – om De kan.
 

SOLNESS. 
 God nat. 

(Brovik og Ragnar går ud gennem forstuedøren. Kaja går hen til pulten. Solness står med ludende hode tilhøjre ved lænestolen.)
 

KAJA 

(usikker). 
 Er der noget brev –?
 

SOLNESS 

(kort). 
 Nej visst er der ikke, nej. (ser barskt på hende.) Kaja!
 

KAJA 

(angst, sagte). 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS 

(peger befalende med fingeren mod gulvet). 
 Kom her hen! Straks!
 

KAJA 

(nølende). 
 Ja.
 

SOLNESS 

(som før). 
 Nærmere!
 

KAJA 

(adlyder). 
 Hvad vil De mig?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser en stund på hende). 
 Er det Dem, jeg kan takke for dette her?
 

KAJA. 
 Nej, nej, tro da ikke det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men gifte Dem, – det vil De jo nu.
 

KAJA 

(sagte). 
 Ragnar og jeg har været forlovet i fire-fem år, og så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og så synes De, det får ha’ en ende. Er det ikke så?
 

KAJA. 
 Ragnar og onkel siger, at jeg skal. Og så får jeg jo føje mig da.
 

SOLNESS 

(mildere). 
 Kaja, holder De nu ikke i grunden lidt af Ragnar også?
 

KAJA. 
 Jeg holdt svært meget af Ragnar engang. – Før jeg kom her til Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men ikke nu længer? Slet ikke?
 

KAJA 

(lidenskabelig, folder hænderne imod ham). 
 Å, De véd jo, at nu holder jeg bare af en eneste én! Ikke af nogen anden i hele verden. Kommer aldrig til at holde af nogen anden!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det siger De. Og så går De fra mig alligevel. La’r mig sidde her alene med det altsammen
 

KAJA. 
 Men kunde jeg da ikke få bli’ hos Dem, om også Ragnar –?
 

SOLNESS 

(afvisende). 
 Nej, nej, det la’r sig sletikke gøre. Går Ragnar sin vej og gi’r sig til at arbejde på egen hånd, så får han jo selv brug for Dem.
 

KAJA 

(vrider hænderne). 
 Å, jeg synes ikke, at jeg kan skilles fra Dem! Det er da så rent, rent umuligt, synes jeg!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så se til, at De kan få Ragnar bort fra disse her dumme indfaldene. Gift Dem med ham så meget De vil – (forandrer tonen.) Ja, ja, jeg mener, – få ham til at bli’ i sin gode stilling her hos mig. For så kan jeg jo få beholde Dem også, kære Kaja.
 

KAJA. 
 Å ja, hvor dejligt det vilde være, om det kunde mage sig så!
 

SOLNESS 

(fatter hende med begge hænder om hodet og hvisker): 
 For jeg kan ikke være Dem foruden, skønner De. Må ha’ Dem hos mig her hver eneste dag.
 

KAJA 

(nervøst henrevet). 
 Å Gud! Å Gud!
 

SOLNESS 

(kysser hende på håret). 
 Kaja, – Kaja!
 

KAJA 

(segner ned for ham). 
 Å, hvor snil De er imod mig! Hvor usigelig snil De er!
 

SOLNESS 

(heftig). 
 Rejs Dem! Rejs Dem da, for –! Jeg synes, jeg hører nogen! 

(han hjælper hende op. Hun vakler hen til pulten.)


(Fru Solness kommer i døren til højre. Hun ser mager og forgræmmet ud, med spor af fordums skønhed. Blonde hængekrøller. Elegant, helt sort klædt. Taler noget langsomt og med klagende stemme.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(i døren). 
 Halvard!
 

SOLNESS 

(vender sig). 
 Å, er du der, kære –?
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(med et blik på Kaja). 
 Jeg kommer nok til ulejlighed, jeg, kan jeg skønne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Aldeles ikke. Frøken Fosli har bare et lidet brev at skrive.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, jeg ser det.
 

SOLNESS.
 Hvad var det så du vilde mig, Aline?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg vilde bare si’, at doktor Herdal sidder inde i hjørnestuen. Kommer du kanske ind, du også, Halvard?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser mistænksom på hende). 
 Hm, – vil doktoren så nødvendig snakke med mig, du?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, så nødvendig just ikke. Han kom indom på besøg til mig. Og så vilde han jo gerne hilse på dig med det samme.
 

SOLNESS 

(ler stille). 
 Kan tænke mig det, ja. Nå, så får du be’ ham vente lidt.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Og så kommer du ind til ham siden?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kanske det. Siden, – siden, kære. Om lidt.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(atter med et blik til Kaja). 
 Ja, glem det nu bare ikke, Halvard. 

(trækker sig tilbage og lukker døren efter sig.)
 

KAJA 

(sagte). 
 Å Gud, å Gud, – fruen tænker visst noget ondt om mig!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, sletikke det. Ikke mere end vanlig ialfald. Men det er bedst, at De går nu alligevel, Kaja.
 

KAJA. 
 Ja, ja, nu må jeg gå.
 

SOLNESS 

(strængt). 
 Og så bringer De dette her andet i orden for mig. Hører De det!
 

KAJA. 
 Å, gid det så sandt stod til mig, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg vil ha’ det i orden, siger jeg! Og det imorgen den dag!
 

KAJA 

(angstfuldt). 
 Går det ikke på anden måde, så skal jeg gerne gøre det forbi med ham.
 

SOLNESS 

(opfarende). 
 Gøre det forbi! Er De ble’t rent gal! Vil De gøre det forbi?
 

KAJA 

(fortvilet). 
 Ja, heller det. For jeg må, – jeg må få bli’ her hos Dem! Kan ikke gå ifra Dem! Så rent, – rent umuligt, det!
 

SOLNESS 

(bruser ud). 
 Men, for fan’, – Ragnar da! Det er jo netop Ragnar, som jeg –
 

KAJA 

(ser på ham med forskrækkede øjne). 
 Er det mest for Ragnars skyld, at – at De –?
 

SOLNESS 

(fatter sig). 
 Å nej visst ikke, nej! De skønner da ingenting heller. (mildt og sagte.) Det er naturligvis Dem, jeg vil ha’. Først og fremst Dem, Kaja. Men just derfor må De få Ragnar til at bli’ i stillingen også. Så, så, – gå nu hjem.
 

KAJA. 
 Ja, ja, god nat da.
 

SOLNESS. 
 God nat. (idet hun vil gå.) Å, hør her! Ligger Ragnars tegninger derinde?
 

KAJA. 
 Ja, jeg så ikke, han tog dem med sig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så gå ind og find dem til mig. Jeg kunde kanske se lidt på dem alligevel.
 

KAJA 

(glad). 
 Å ja, gør endelig det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 For Deres skyld, kære Kaja. Nå, la’ mig så få dem i en fart, hører De! 

(Kaja skynder sig ind i tegneværelset, roder ængstelig i bordskuffen, finder frem en mappe og bringer den.)
 

KAJA. 
 Her er alle tegningerne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Godt. Læg dem der borte på bordet.
 

KAJA 

(lægger mappen fra sig). 
 God nat da. (bønlig.) Og tænk godt og snilt på mig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, det gør jeg jo altid. God nat, kære lille Kaja. (skotter til højre.) Gå så da! 

(Fru Solness og doktor Herdal kommer gennem døren til højre. Han er en ældre, fyldig herre med rundt, veltilfreds ansigt, skægløs, har tyndt, lyst hår og bærer guldbriller.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(endnu i døren). 
 Halvard, nu kan jeg ikke holde på doktoren længer.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, kom De bare her.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(til Kaja, som skruer pultlampen ned). 
 Alt færdig med brevet, frøken?
 

KAJA 

(forvirret). 
 Brevet –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det var et ganske kort et.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Det må visst ha’ været svært kort.
 

SOLNESS. 
 De kan gerne gå, frøken Fosli. Og kom så betids igen imorgen.
 

KAJA. 
 Det skal jeg nok. – God nat, frue. 

(hun går ud gennem forstuedøren.)
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Det må være godt for dig, det, Halvard, at du har fåt fat på denne frøkenen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja såmæn. Hun er brugbar til noget af hvert, hun.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hun lader til det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Flink i bogførsel også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, – en del øvelse har hun jo altid fåt i disse to årene. Og så er hun snil og villig til hvad det skal være.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det må jo være en stor behagelighed –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er det. Især når en ikke er forvænt i så henseende.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(mildt bebrejdende). 
 Kan du sige det, Halvard?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å nej, nej, kære Aline. Jeg be’r om forladelse.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ingen årsag. – Ja, doktor, så kommer De altså igen siden og drikker te hos os?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Bare jeg har gjort det sygebesøget, så kommer jeg.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Tak for det. 

(hun går ud gennem døren til højre.)
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har De hastværk, doktor?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nej, på ingen måde.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Må jeg få snakke lidt med Dem da?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja, særdeles gerne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så lad os sætte os ned. 

(han anviser doktoren plads i gyngestolen og sætter sig selv i lænestolen.)
 

SOLNESS 

(ser prøvende på ham). 
 Sig mig, – mærked De noget hos Aline?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nu, da hun var her inde, mener De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Ligeover for mig. La’ De mærke til noget?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(smiler). 
 Ja, for fanden, – en kunde da ikke godt undgå at lægge mærke til, at Deres hustru, – hm –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 – at Deres hustru ikke synes videre godt om denne frøken Fosli.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ikke andet? Det har jeg selv mærket, det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Og det er jo ikke så underligt endda.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvilket?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 At hun ikke præcist liker, at De sådan dagstødt har et andet fruentimmer hos Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, nej, De kan ha’ ret i det. Og Aline også. Men den ting, – det kan nu ikke være anderledes, det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Kunde De ikke ta’ Dem en kontorist da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Den første den bedste fyr? Nej tak, – det kan jeg ikke være tjent med.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Men når nu Deres hustru –? Så svag, som hun er –. Når hun nu ikke tåler at se på dette her?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det får i Guds navn være det samme, – havde jeg nær sagt. Jeg må beholde Kaja Fosli. Kan ikke bruge nogen anden end netop ende.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ingen anden?
 

SOLNESS 

(kort). 
 Nej, ingen anden.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(rykker sin stol nærmere). 
 Hør nu her, kære herr Solness. Må jeg få lov til at gøre Dem et spørsmål i al fortrolighed?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, vær så god.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Fruentimmer, ser De, – de har i visse ting en forbandet fin sporsans –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det har de. Det er visst og sandt. Men –?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nå. Hør så bare. Når nu Deres hustru aldeles ikke kan udstå denne Kaja Fosli –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, hvad så?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 – har hun da ikke sådan en – en bitte liden grund for denne uvilkårlige uvilje?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser på ham og rejser sig). 
 Åhå!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ta’ mig det ikke ilde op. Men har hun ikke det?
 

SOLNESS 

(kort og bestemt). 
 Nej.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Slet aldeles ingen grund altså?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ingen anden grund end sin egen mistænksomhed.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Jeg véd, at De har kendt adskillige kvinder i Deres liv.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det har jeg.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Og syntes ganske godt om enkelte af dem også.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å ja, det med.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Men i dette her med frøken Fosli –? Her er der altså ikke sligt noget med i spillet?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej. Ikke nogetsomhelst – fra min side.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Men fra hendes da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det synes jeg ikke, De har ret til at spørge om, doktor.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Det var Deres hustrus sporsans, vi gik ud fra.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Var så, ja. Og for så vidt –. (sænker stemmen.) Alines sporsans, som De siger, – den har på en viss måde ståt sin prøve, den.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nå, – ser vi det!
 

SOLNESS 

(sætter sig). 
 Doktor Herdal, – nu skal jeg fortælle Dem en underlig historie. Hvis De vil høre på den da.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Jeg hører gerne på underlige historier.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, godt og vel. De husker sagtens, at jeg tog Knut Brovik og sønnen i min tjeneste, – dengang det var gåt så rent til agters med den gamle.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Det kender jeg så nogenlunde, ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 For de er i grunden et par flinke fyrer, de to, ser De. De har evner, hver på sin måde. Men så fandt sønnen på at forlove sig. Og så, naturligvis, så skulde han til at gifte sig, – og begynde at bygge selv. For allesammen så tænker de nu på sligt noget, de unge.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(ler). 
 Ja, de har den uvane, at de gerne vil sammen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå. Men det kunde jo ikke jeg være tjent med. For jeg havde jo selv brug for Ragnar. Og for den gamle også. Han er nu så svært flink til beregninger af bæreævne og kubikindhold – og alt det dævelskab, han, ser De.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Å ja, det hører vel med, det også.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Gør så, ja. Men Ragnar, han skulde og han vilde begynde på egen hånd. Der var ingen råd med det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Men han er da ble’t hos Dem alligevel.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, nu skal De bare høre. En dag så kom hun, Kaja Fosli, ind til dem i et ærende. Havde aldrig været her før. Og da jeg fik se, hvor inderlig forgabet de to var i hverandre, så slog den tanke ned i mig: kunde jeg få hende her på kontoret, så blev kanske Ragnar siddende, han også.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Det var jo en nokså rimelig tanke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, men jeg ymted ikke et levende ord om sligt noget dengang. Stod bare og så’ på hende – og ønsked så rigtig ihærdig, at jeg havde hende her. Så snakked jeg lidt venlig til hende, – så’n om løst og fast. Og dermed gik hun sin vej.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nå?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men så næste dag, så’n udover kvælden, da gamle Brovik og Ragnar var gå’t hjem, så kom hun til mig her igen og tede sig, som om jeg havde truffet en aftale med hende.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 En aftale? Om hvad?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Akkurat om det, som jeg bare havde ståt her og ønsket. Men som jeg sletikke havde sagt et eneste ord om.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Det var ret mærkeligt.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, var det ikke? Og nu vilde hun vide, hvad hun skulde bestille her. Om hun kunde få begynde straks den næste morgen. Og sligt noget.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Tror De ikke, hun gjorde det for at få være sammen med kæresten?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det faldt mig også ind i førstningen. Men nej, det var ikke så. Fra ham gled hun ligesom rent bort, – da hun vel var kommen her til mig.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Gled over til Dem da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, så helt og holdent. Jeg kan mærke, at hun føler det, når jeg ser på hende bagfra. Hun dirrer og hun rysler, bare jeg kommer i nærheden af hende. Hvad synes De om det?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Hm, – det lar sig jo nok forklare.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, men det andet da? Det, at hun trode jeg havde sagt hende, hvad jeg bare havde ønsket og villet – sådan i stilhed. Indvendig. For mig selv. Hvad siger De om det? Kan De forklare mig sligt noget, doktor Herdal?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nej, det indlader jeg mig ikke på.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kunde tænke mig det på forhånd. Derfor så har jeg aldrig før villet snakke om det heller. – Men det er så forbandet brydsomt for mig i længden, skønner De. Her må jeg gå dagstødt og lade som om jeg –. Og det er jo synd imod hende, stakker. (heftig.) Men jeg kan ikke andet! For render hun ifra mig, – så går Ragnar sin vej også.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Og De har ikke fortalt Deres hustru sammenhængen i dette?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Hvorfor i alverden gør De ikke det da?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser fast på ham og siger dæmpet). 
 Fordi jeg synes der ligger ligesom – ligesom en slags velgørende selvpinsel for mig i det at la’ Aline få gøre mig uret.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Dette her forstår jeg ikke det Guds skabte ord af.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, ser De, – for det er da ligesom en smule afdrag på en bundløs, umådelig gæld –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Til Deres hustru?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Og det letter jo altid lidt op i sindet. En kan få puste friere ud en stund da, forstår De.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nej, ved Gud, om jeg forstår et ord –
 

SOLNESS 

(afbryder, rejser sig igen). 
 Ja, ja, ja, – så snakker vi ikke mere om det heller. 

(han driver henover gulvet, kommer tilbage og standser ved bordet.)
 

SOLNESS 

(ser på doktoren med et lunt smil). 
 De synes vel, at De har fåt mig dygtig godt på glid nu, doktor?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(noget ærgerlig). 
 På glid? Det skønner jeg heller ikke et gran af, herr Solness.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, si’ De det bare rent ud. For jeg har så inderlig godt mærket det, ser De!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Hvad har De mærket for noget?
 

SOLNESS 

(dæmpet, langsomt). 
 At De går her så lunt og holder øje med mig.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Gør jeg! Hvorfor i alverden skulde jeg gøre det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Fordi De tror, at jeg – (opfarende.) Nå for fa’n, – De tror om mig det samme, De, som Aline tror?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Og hvad tror så hun om Dem da?
 

SOLNESS 

(atter behersket). 
 Hun er begyndt at tro, at jeg er sådan – sådan – syg.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Syg! De! Det har hun aldrig sagt et levende ord om til mig. Hvad skulde der da fejle Dem, kære?
 

SOLNESS 

(læner sig over stolryggen og hvisker). 
 Aline går her og tror, at jeg er gal. Det gør hun.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(rejser sig). 
 Men, kæreste, bedste herr Solness –!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, så min s’æl og salighed –! Således er det. Og det har hun fåt Dem til at tro på også! Å, jeg kan forsikre Dem, doktor, – jeg mærker det så godt, så godt på Dem. For jeg la’r mig ikke lure så let, jeg, skal jeg si’ Dem.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(ser forundret på ham). 
 Aldrig, herr Solness, – aldrig med en tanke er sligt noget faldet mig ind.
 

SOLNESS 

(med et vantro smil). 
 Ja så? Virkelig ikke det?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nej, aldrig! Og visst aldrig Deres hustru heller. Det tror jeg næsten, jeg tør sværge på.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, det skulde De dog helst la’ være. For på en måde, ser De, så – så kunde hun jo kanske også ha’ grund til at tro noget sligt.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nej, nu må jeg rigtignok sige –!
 

SOLNESS 

(afbrydende, slår ud med hånden). 
 Ja, ja, kære doktor, – la’ os så ikke komme nærmere ind på dette her. Det er bedst, at hver blir ved sit. (slår over i en stille lystighed.) Men hør nu, doktor – hm –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Når De nu altså ikke tror, at jeg er – sådan – syg – og forrykt – og gal og sligt noget –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Hvad så, mener De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så må De vel sagtens bilde Dem ind, at jeg er en svært lykkelig mand da?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Skulde det bare være en indbildning?
 

SOLNESS 

(ler). 
 Nej, nej, – forstår sig! Gud bevar’s vel! Tænk det, – at være bygmester Solness! Halvard Solness! Jo, jeg takker, jeg!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja, jeg må virkelig sige, at for mig står det, som om De har havt lykken med Dem i en ganske utrolig grad.
 

SOLNESS 

(undertrykker et tungt smil). 
 Det har jeg. Kan ikke klage på det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Først så brændte jo den gamle fæle røverborgen ned for Dem. Og det var da sandelig et stort held.
 

SOLNESS 

(alvorlig). 
 Det var Alines familjehjem, som brændte. Husk på det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja, for hende må det jo ha’ været en tung sorg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hun har ikke forvundet det den dag idag. Ikke i alle disse tolv-tretten år.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Det, som fulgte bagefter, det var vel det værste slag for hende.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det ene med det andet.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Men De, – De selv, – De svang Dem da op på det. Var begyndt som en fattig gut fra landsbygden, – og står nu her som første mand på Deres område. Å jo, herr Solness, De har da rigtignok havt lykken med Dem.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser sky hen til ham). 
 Ja, men det er jo netop det, som jeg går og gruer så forfærdelig for.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Gruer De? For at De har lykken med Dem?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Både sent og tidlig gør det mig så ræd, – så ræd. For engang må vel omslaget komme, skønner De.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Å, snak! Hvor skulde det omslag komme fra?
 

SOLNESS 

(fast og sikker). 
 Det kommer fra ungdommen.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Pyt! Ungdommen! De er da vel ikke aflægs, De, skulde jeg tro. Å nej, – De står visst nu så grundmuret her, som De kanske aldrig før har ståt.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Omslaget kommer. Jeg aner det. Og jeg føler at det nærmer sig. En eller anden gi’r sig til at kræve: træd tilbage for mig! Og så stormer alle de andre efter og truer og skriger: gi’ plads, – gi’ plads, – gi’ plads! Jo, pas De bare på, doktor. Engang kommer ungdommen her og banker på døren –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(ler). 
 Nå, Herregud, hvad så?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad så? Jo, så er det slut med bygmester Solness. 

(Det banker på døren til venstre.)
 

SOLNESS 

(farer sammen). 
 Hvad er det? Hørte De noget?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Der er nogen som banker.
 

SOLNESS 

(højt). 
 Kom ind! 
 (Hilde Wangel kommer ind gennem forstuedøren. Hun er af middels højde, smidig, og fint bygget. Lidt brunet af solen. Klædt i turistdragt, med ophæftet skørt, udslået matroskrave og en liden sømandshat på hodet. Randsel på ryggen, plæd i rem og lang bergstok.)
 

HILDE WANGEL 

(går med tindrende glade øjne imod Solness). 
 God aften!
 

SOLNESS 

(ser uviss på hende). 
 God aften –
 

HILDE 

(ler). 
 Jeg tror næsten, at De ikke kender mig igen!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, – jeg må rigtignok si’, at – så’n i øjeblikket –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(går nærmere). 
 Men jeg kender Dem igen, frøken –
 

HILDE 

(fornøjet). 
 Å nej, er det Dem, som –!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja visst er det mig. (til Solness.) Vi mødtes oppe på en af fjeldstuerne nu isommer. (til Hilde.) Hvad blev der så af de andre damerne?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, de tog vejen vestover, de.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 De likte nok ikke rigtig, at vi gjorde al den sjau om kvælden.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, de likte visst ikke det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(truer med fingeren). 
 Og det var nu ikke frit for, heller, at De koketterte en smule med os.
 

HILDE. 
 Det var da vel morsommere, det, end at sidde og binde hosesokker med alle de kærringerne.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(ler). 
 Det er jeg så fuldkommen enig med Dem i!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kom De til byen nu ikvæld?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, nu netop kom jeg.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ganske alene, frøken Wangel?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Wangel? Heder De Wangel?
 

HILDE 

(ser lystig forundret på ham). 
 Ja visst gør jeg da vel det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så er De kanske datter af distriktslægen oppe i Lysanger?
 

HILDE 

(som før). 
 Ja, hvem skulde jeg ellers være datter af?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, så har vi truffet hinanden der oppe da. Den sommer, da jeg var der og bygged tårn på den gamle kirken.
 

HILDE 

(alvorligere). 
 Ja vel var det dengang.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, det er lange tider siden, det.
 

HILDE 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Det er akkurat de ti år siden.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og dengang var De vel bare barnet, kan jeg tænke.
 

HILDE 

(henkastende). 
 Så’n en tolv-tretten år ialfald.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Er det første gang, De er her i byen, frøken Wangel?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det er såmæn det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og De kender kanske ingen her?
 

HILDE. 
 Ingen uden Dem. Ja, og så Deres frue.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så De kender hende også?
 

HILDE. 
 Lidt bare. Vi var sammen nogen dage på sanatoriet –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå der oppe.
 

HILDE. 
 Hun sa’, at jeg gerne måtte besøge hende, hvis jeg skulde komme her til byen. (smiler.) Det havde hun nu for resten ikke behøvet.
 

SOLNESS. 
 At hun sletikke har snakket om det – 

(Hilde sætter stokken fra sig ved ovnen, spænder randselen af og lægger den og plædet på sofaen. Doktor Herdal vil være behjælpelig. Solness står og ser på hende.)
 

HILDE 

(går imod ham). 
 Nå, så vil jeg be’, at jeg må få bli’ her inat da.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det kan visst så godt la’ sig gøre.
 

HILDE. 
 For jeg har ikke andre klæ’r, end de, jeg går i. Ja, og så et sæt undertøj i randselen. Men det må vaskes. For det er så svært skiddent.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å ja, det blir der nok råd for. Nu skal jeg bare si’ min hustru til –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Så vil jeg gøre mit sygebesøg imens.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, gør det. Og siden så kommer De jo igen.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(lystig, med et blik på Hilde). 
 Ja, det kan De rigtignok forbande Dem på! (ler.) De spåde sandt alligevel, De, herr Solness!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorledes det?
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ungdommen kom altså dog og banked på hos Dem.
 

SOLNESS 

(oplivet). 
 Ja, det var nu på en anden måde, det.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Var så, ja. Unægtelig det! 

(han går ud gennem forstuedøren. Solness åbner døren til højre og taler ind i sideværelset.)
 

SOLNESS. 
 Aline! Du må være så snil at komme ind. Her er en frøken Wangel, som du kender.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(kommer frem i døren). 
 Hvem er det, si’r du? (ser Hilde.) Å, er det Dem, frøken? (går nærmere og rækker hende hånden.) Så kom De da til byen alligevel.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Frøken Wangel er kommet nu netop. Og så be’r hun, at hun må få bli’ her natten over.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Her hos os? Ja, så gerne det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 For at få sit tøj gjort lidt istand, skønner du.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg skal ta’ mig af Dem, så godt jeg kan. Det er bare pligt, det. Deres kuffert kommer vel efter?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg har ingen kuffert.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nå, det ordner sig nok, vil jeg håbe. Men nu får De ta’ tiltakke her hos min mand sålænge. Så skal jeg se at få et værelse gjort lidt hyggeligt for Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kan vi ikke ta’ et af barnekammerserne? For de står jo fuldt færdige, de.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å jo. Der har vi mere end plads nok. (til Hilde.) Sæt Dem nu ned og hvil Dem lidt. 

(hun går ud til højre.)


(Hilde, med hænderne på ryggen, driver omkring i stuen og ser på et og andet. Solness står foran ved bordet, ligeledes med hænderne på ryggen, og følger hende med øjnene.)
 

HILDE 

(standser og ser på ham). 
 Har De flere barnekammerser, De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Her er tre barnekammerser i huset.
 

HILDE. 
 Det var svært. Så har De vel fælt mange barn da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej. Vi har ingen barn. Men nu kan jo De få være barn her sålænge.
 

HILDE. 
 For inat, ja. Jeg skal ikke skrike. Jeg vil prøve, om jeg ikke kan få sove som en sten.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, De er vel svært træt, kan jeg tro.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej da! Men alligevel –. For det er så rasende dejligt at ligge så’n og drømme.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Drømmer De tidt så’n om nætterne
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da! Næsten altid.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad drømmer De så mest om da?
 

HILDE. 
 Det si’r jeg ikke ikvæld. En anden gang – kanske. 

(hun driver atter hen over gulvet, standser ved pulten og roder lidt om mellem bøgerne og papirerne.)
 

SOLNESS 

(går nærmere). 
 Er det noget, De leder efter?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, jeg står bare og ser på alt dette her. (vender sig.) Kanske jeg ikke må?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, vær så god.
 

HILDE. 
 Er det Dem, som skriver i den store protokollen?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det er bogholdersken.
 

HILDE. 
 Et fruentimmer?
 

SOLNESS 

(smiler). 
 Ja naturligvis.
 

HILDE. 
 En så’n en, som De har her hos Dem?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE. 
 Er hun gift, hun?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det er en frøken.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå så.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men hun gifter sig visst snart nu.
 

HILDE. 
 Det er jo bra for hende, det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men ikke videre bra’ for mig. For så har jeg ingen til at hjælpe mig.
 

HILDE. 
 Kan De ikke få fat på en anden en, som er lige så god da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kanske De vilde bli’ her og – og skrive i protokollen?
 

HILDE 

(ser nedad ham). 
 Jo, det kan De tro! Nej tak, – det skal vi ikke ha’ noget af. 

(hun driver atter hen over gulvet og sætter sig i gyngestolen. Solness går også til bordet.)
 

HILDE 

(ligesom fortsættende). 
 – for her er da vel andet at ta’ sig til, end sligt noget. (ser smilende på ham.) Mener ikke De også det?
 

SOLNESS.
 Forstår sig. Først og fremst så skal De vel omkring i butikkerne og få fiffet Dem rigtig op.
 

HILDE 

(lystig). 
 Nej, jeg tror helst, jeg la’r være det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, for jeg har sat alle pengene mine overstyr, må De vide.
 

SOLNESS 

(ler). 
 Hverken kuffert eller penge altså!
 

HILDE. 
 Ingen af delene. Men skidt, – det kan også være det samme nu.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Se, det kan jeg rigtig like Dem for!
 

HILDE. 
 Bare for det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 For det ene med det andet. (sætter sig i lænestolen.) Lever Deres far endnu?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, far lever.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og nu tænker De kanske på at studere herinde?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, det er ikke faldt mig ind.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men De blir da vel her i nogen tid, véd jeg?
 

HILDE. 
 Alt efter som det føjer sig. 

(hun sidder en stund og gynger sig og ser på ham, halvt alvorlig, halvt med et undertrykt smil. Derpå tager hun hatten af og lægger den foran sig på bordet.)
 

HILDE. 
 Bygmester Solness?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja?
 

HILDE. 
 Er De svært glemsom, De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Glemsom? Nej, ikke så vidt jeg véd.
 

HILDE. 
 Men vil De da sletikke til at snakke med mig om det deroppe fra?
 

SOLNESS 

(studser et øjeblik). 
 Oppe fra Lysanger? (ligegyldig.) Nå, det er da ikke stort at snakke om, det, synes jeg.
 

HILDE 

(ser bebrejdende på ham). 
 Hvorfor skal De nu sidde og si’ sligt!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, så snak De til mig om det da.
 

HILDE. 
 Da tårnet var færdigt, så havde vi stor stads i byen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, den dagen glemmer jeg ikke så let.
 

HILDE 

(smiler). 
 Ikke det? Det er snilt af Dem, det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Snilt?
 

HILDE. 
 Der var musik på kirkegården. Og mange, mange hundrede mennesker. Vi skolepiger var hvidklædte, vi. Og så havde vi flag allesammen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å jo, de flagene, – de husker jeg rigtignok!
 

HILDE. 
 Så steg De rakt opover stilladset. Lige op til det allerøverste. Og en stor krans havde De med Dem. Og den kransen hængte De helt oppe på vindfløjen.
 

SOLNESS 

(kort, afbrydende). 
 Jeg brugte så dengang. For det er en gammel skik, det.
 

HILDE. 
 Det var så vidunderlig spændende at stå dernede og se op til Dem. Tænk, om han nu faldt udover! Han, – bygmesteren selv!
 

SOLNESS 

(ligesom afledende). 
 Ja, ja, ja, det kunde s’gu godt ha’ hændt, det. For en af disse her hvidklædte dævelungerne, – hun bar sig slig og skreg slig op til mig –
 

HILDE 

(tindrende glad). 
 „Hurra for bygmester Solness”! Ja!
 

SOLNESS. 
 – og vifted og svinged slig med flaget sit, at jeg – at jeg næsten blev ør i hodet af at se på det.
 

HILDE 

(sagtere, alvorlig). 
 Den dævelungen, – det var mig, det.
 

SOLNESS 

(fæster øjnene stivt på hende). 
 Det er jeg viss på nu. Det må ha’ været Dem.
 

HILDE 

(atter livfuld). 
 For det var så forfærdelig dejligt og spændende. Jeg kunde ikke skønne, at der fandtes en bygmester i hele verden, som kunde bygge så umådelig højt tårn. Og så, at De stod allerøverst deroppe selv! Lyslevende! Og at De sletikke blev en smule svimmel! Det var nu det aller mest – så’n – svimlende at tænke sig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvoraf vidste De da så sikkert, at jeg ikke var –?
 

HILDE 

(afvisende). 
 Nej da! Fy! Det kendte jeg indvendig. For ellers så kunde De jo ikke ståt og sunget deroppe.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser forundret på hende). 
 Sunget? Sang jeg?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det gjorde De da rigtignok.
 

SOLNESS 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Jeg har aldrig sunget en tone i mit liv.
 

HILDE. 
 Jo, De sang dengang. Det hørtes som harper i luften.
 

SOLNESS 

(tankefuld). 
 Det er noget forunderligt noget, – dette her.
 

HILDE 

(tier en stund, ser på ham og siger dæmpet). 
 Men så, – bagefter, – så kom jo det rigtige.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det rigtige?
 

HILDE 

(tindrende livlig). 
 Ja, det behøver jeg da vel ikke at minde Dem om?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å jo, mind mig lidt om det også.
 

HILDE. 
 Kan De ikke huske, at der blev holdt stor middag for Dem i klubben?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo vel. Det må ha’ været samme eftermiddagen, det. For næste morgen så rejste jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Og fra klubben var De bedt hjem hos os til aftens.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er ganske rigtig, frøken Wangel. Mærkværdig, hvor godt De har indpræntet Dem alle disse småtingene.
 

HILDE. 
 Småting! Jo, De er god! Var det kanske en småting, det også, at jeg var alene i stuen, da De kom?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Var De altså det?
 

HILDE 

(uden at svare ham). 
 Dengang kaldte De mig ikke for dævelunge.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det gjorde jeg vel ikke.
 

HILDE.
 De sa’, at jeg var dejlig i den hvide kjolen. Og at jeg så ud som en liden prinsesse.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det gjorde De visst også, frøken Wangel. Og dertil – så let og fri, som jeg kendte mig den dagen –
 

HILDE. 
 Og så sa’ De, at når jeg blev stor, så skulde jeg være Deres prinsesse.
 

SOLNESS 

(ler lidt). 
 Se, se, – sa’ jeg det også?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, De gjorde det. Og da jeg så spurgte, hvor længe jeg skulde vente, så sa’ De, at De vilde komme igen om ti år, – som et trold, – og bortføre mig. Til Spanien eller noget sligt. Og der skulde De købe et kongerige til mig, lovte De.
 

SOLNESS 

(som før).
 Ja, efter en god middag ser en ikke så nøje på skillingen. Men sa’ jeg virkelig alt dette her?
 

HILDE 

(ler stille). 
 Ja. Og De sa’ også, hvad det kongeriget skulde hede.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå da?
 

HILDE. 
 Det skulde hede kongeriget Appelsinia, sa’ De.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, det var jo et appetitligt navn.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, jeg likte det sletikke. For det var jo som om De vilde gøre nar af mig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men det var da visst ikke min mening.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, det skulde en jo rigtignok også tro. Efter det, som De gjorde bagefter, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad i alverden gjorde jeg da bagefter?
 

HILDE. 
 Jo, det mangled bare, at De havde glemt det også! For sligt noget må en da vel sagtens huske, véd jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, ja, sæt mig bare lidt på glid, så kanske –. Nå?
 

HILDE 

(ser fast på ham). 
 De tog og kyssed mig, bygmester Solness.
 

SOLNESS 

(med åben mund, rejser sig op fra stolen). 
 Gjorde jeg!
 

HILDE. 
 Jaha, De gjorde det. De tog mig med begge armene og bøjed mig bagover, og kyssed mig. Mange gange.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, men kære, snille frøken Wangel –!
 

HILDE 

(rejser sig). 
 De vil da vel aldrig nægte det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, det vil jeg rigtignok nægte!
 

HILDE 

(ser hånlig på ham). 
 Nå så. 

(hun vender sig og går langsomt tæt hen til ovnen, hvor hun blir stående bortvendt og ubevægelig med hænderne på ryggen. Kort ophold.)
 

SOLNESS 

(går varsomt hen bag hende). 
 Frøken Wangel –?
 

HILDE 

(tier og rører sig ikke).
 

SOLNESS. 
 Stå nu ikke der som en stenstøtte. Dette her, De sa’, det må være noget, som De har drømt. (lægger hånden på hendes arm.) Hør nu her –
 

HILDE 

(gør en utålmodig bevægelse med armen).
 

SOLNESS 

(som om en tanke skyder op i ham). 
 Eller –! Bi lidt! – Her stikker noget dybere under, skal De se!
 

HILDE 

(rører sig ikke).
 

SOLNESS 

(dæmpet men med eftertryk). 
 Jeg må ha’ tænkt på alt dette her. Jeg må ha’ villet det. Ha’ ønsket det. Havt lyst til det. Og så –. Skulde det ikke hænge slig sammen?
 

HILDE 

(tier fremdeles).
 

SOLNESS 

(utålmodig). 
 Nå ja, ja, for fan’, – så har jeg gjort det også da!
 

HILDE 

(drejer lidt på hodet, men uden at se på ham). 
 Tilstår De altså nu?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Alt, hvad De vil.
 

HILDE. 
 At De tog og slog armene om mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja da!
 

HILDE. 
 Og bøjed mig bagover?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Svært langt bagover.
 

HILDE. 
 Og kyssed mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, jeg gjorde det.
 

HILDE. 
 Mange gange?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så mange, De bare vil.
 

HILDE 

(vender sig rask imod ham og har igen det tindrende glade udtryk i øjnene). 
 Nå, ser De, at jeg fik lokket det ud af Dem tilslut!
 

SOLNESS 

(drager på smilebåndet). 
 Ja, tænk bare, – at jeg kunde glemme sligt noget.
 

HILDE 

(atter lidt mut, går fra ham). 
 Å, De har vel kysset så mange i Deres dage, De, kan jeg tænke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det må De da ikke tro om mig. 

(Hilde sætter sig i lænestolen. Solness står og støtter sig til gyngestolen.)
 

SOLNESS 

(ser iagttagende på hende). 
 Frøken Wangel?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorledes var det nu? Hvad blev det så videre til, – dette med os to?
 

HILDE. 
 Det blev jo ikke til noget mere. Det véd De da vel. For så kom jo de andre fremmede, og så – isch!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja rigtig! De andre kom. At jeg kunde glemme det også.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, De har såmæn ingenting glemt. Bare skammet Dem lidt. En glemmer da ikke sligt noget, véd jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det skulde jo synes så.
 

HILDE 

(atter livfuld, ser på ham). 
 Eller har De kanske også glemt, hvad dag det var?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad dag –?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, hvad dag hejste De kransen på tårnet? Nå? Sig det straks!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hm, – selve dagen har jeg, min s’æl, glemt. Jeg véd bare, at det var for ti år siden. Så’n udover høstparten.
 

HILDE 

(nikker flere gange langsomt med hodet). 
 Det var for ti år siden. Den 19de September.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jaha, det var vel så ved lag. Se, det mindes De også, De! (standser.) Men bi lidt –! Jo, – idag har vi også den 19de September.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, vi har det. Og de ti år er gåt. Og de kom ikke, – som De havde lovet mig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Lovet Dem? Skræmt Dem med, mener De vel?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg synes ikke, det var noget at skræmme med, det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, narret Dem lidt med da.
 

HILDE. 
 Var det bare det, De vilde? Narre mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, eller spøge lidt med Dem da! Jeg husker det, Gud hjælpe mig, ikke. Men noget sligt noget har det vel været. For De var jo bare et barn dengang.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, jeg var kanske ikke så rent barn heller. Ikke så’n en tøsunge, som De tror.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser forskende på hende). 
 Har De rigtig for ramme alvor gåt og tænkt, at jeg vilde komme igen?
 

HILDE 

(dølger et halvt drillende smil). 
 Ja da! Jeg havde ventet mig det af Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 At jeg vilde komme hjem til Deres og ta’ Dem med mig?
 

HILDE. 
 Akkurat som et trold, ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og gøre Dem til prinsesse?
 

HILDE. 
 De lovte mig jo det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og gi’ Dem et kongerige også?
 

HILDE 

(ser op mod loftet). 
 Hvorfor ikke det da? For det behøvte jo ikke netop at være så’nt et almindeligt, rigtigt kongerige heller.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men noget andet, som var lige så godt?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, mindst lige så godt. (ser lidt på ham.) Kunde De bygge de højeste kirketårne i verden, så måtte De vel sagtens kunde gøre udvej til et eller andet slags kongerige også, – tænkte jeg mig.
 

SOLNESS 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Jeg kan ikke rigtig få rede på Dem, frøken Wangel.
 

HILDE. 
 Kan De ikke det? Jeg synes, det er så ligetil, jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, jeg kan ikke bli’ klog på, om De mener alt det, som De siger. Eller om De bare sidder så’n og driver spas –
 

HILDE 

(smiler). 
 Gør nar, kanske? Jeg også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja netop. Gør nar. Af os begge to. (ser hen på hende.) Har De længe vidst, at jeg var gift?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det har jeg da vidst hele tiden. Hvorfor spør’ De om det?
 

SOLNESS 

(henkastende). 
 Nej, nej, det faldt mig bare så’n ind. (ser alvorlig på hende og siger dæmpet.) Hvorfor er De kommen?
 

HILDE. 
 Fordi jeg vil ha’ fat i mit kongerige. Nu er jo fristen ude.
 

SOLNESS 

(ler uvilkårligt). 
 Jo, De er god, De!
 

HILDE 

(lystig). 
 Ryk ud med mit kongerige, bygmester! (banker med fingeren.) Kongeriget på bordet!
 

SOLNESS 

(skyver gyngestolen nærmere og sætter sig). 
 Alvorlig talt, – hvorfor er De kommen? Hvad vil De egentlig gøre her?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, for det første så vil jeg nu gå omkring og se på alt det, som De har bygget.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Da får De mere end nok at løbe om efter.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, De har jo bygget så forfærdelig meget.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg har det. Mest i de senere årene.
 

HILDE. 
 Mange kirketårne også? Så’ne umådelig høje?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej. Jeg bygger ingen kirketårne nu mere. Og ingen kirker heller.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad bygger De nu da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hjem for mennesker.
 

HILDE 

(eftertænksom). 
 Kunde De ikke gøre lidt – lidt så’n kirketårn over de hjemmene også?
 

SOLNESS 

(studser). 
 Hvad mener De med det?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg mener, – noget, som peger – ligesom frit tilvejrs. Med fløjen så svimlende højt oppe.
 

SOLNESS 

(grubler lidt). 
 Mærkværdig nok, at De siger det. For det er jo netop det, jeg allerhelst vilde.
 

HILDE 

(utålmodig). 
 Men hvorfor gør De det så ikke da!
 

SOLNESS 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Nej, for menneskene vil ikke ha’ det.
 

HILDE. 
 Tænk, – at de ikke vil det!
 

SOLNESS 

(lettere). 
 Men nu bygger jeg mig et nyt hjem. Her lige over for.
 

HILDE. 
 Til Dem selv?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Det er omtrent færdigt. Og på det er der et tårn.
 

HILDE. 
 Højt tårn?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE. 
 Svært højt?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Folk vil visst si’, at det er altfor højt. For et hjem at være.
 

HILDE. 
 Det tårnet vil jeg ud og se på straks imorgen tidlig.
 

SOLNESS 

(sidder med hånden under kind og stirrer på hende). 
 Sig mig, frøken Wangel, – hvad heder De? Til fornavn, mener jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg heder jo Hilde.
 

SOLNESS 

(som før). 
 Hilde? Så?
 

HILDE. 
 Sanser De ikke det da? De kaldte mig jo selv Hilde. Den dagen, da De var uskikkelig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Gjorde jeg det også?
 

HILDE. 
 Men dengang sa’ De lille Hilde. Og det likte jeg ikke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så De likte ikke det, frøken Hilde?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej. Ikke ved den lejlighed. – For resten – „prinsesse Hilde” –. Det vil komme til at ta’ sig ganske godt ud, synes jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja vel. Prinsesse Hilde af – af –. Hvad var det nu, kongeriget skulde hede?
 

HILDE. 
 Isch da! Det dumme kongerige vil jeg ikke vide noget af. Jeg vil ha’ mig et ganske andet et, jeg!
 

SOLNESS 

(har lænet sig tilbage i stolen og ser fremdeles på hende). 
 Er det ikke underligt –? Jo mere jeg tænker over det nu, – så står det for mig, som om jeg i hele lange år har gåt her og pint mig med – hm –
 

HILDE. 
 Med hvad?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Med at komme på noget – noget sådan oplevet, som jeg syntes, jeg måtte ha’ glemt igen. Men aldrig så fik jeg tag i, hvad det kunde være.
 

HILDE. 
 De skulde slåt knude på Deres lommetørklæde, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så havde jeg bare gåt og funderet på, hvad den knuden kunde betyde.
 

HILDE. 
 Å ja, der gi’es vel slige trold i verden også.
 

SOLNESS 

(rejser sig langsomt op). 
 Det var inderlig godt, at De kom til mig nu.
 

HILDE 

(ser dybt på ham). 
 Var det godt?
 

SOLNESS. 
 For jeg har siddet her så alene. Og stirret så rent hjælpeløs på det altsammen. (sagtere.) Jeg skal si’ Dem, – jeg er begyndt at bli’ så ræd, – så rasende ræd for ungdommen.
 

HILDE 

(blæser). 
 Pyh, – er ungdommen noget at bli’ ræd for!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, just den. Derfor så har jeg låset og stængt mig inde. (hemmelighedsfuldt.) De skal vide, at ungdommen vil komme her og dundre på døren! Bryde ind til mig!
 

HILDE. 
 Så synes jeg, De skulde gå ud og lukke op for ungdommen da.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Lukke op?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja. Så ungdommen kunde få slippe ind til Dem. Så’n med det gode.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, nej, nej! Ungdommen, – det er gengældelsen, det, ser De. Den kommer i spidsen for omslaget. Ligesom under en ny fane.
 

HILDE 

(rejser sig, ser på ham og siger med en dirrende trækning om munden). 
 Kan De bruge mig til noget, bygmester?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det kan jeg da rigtignok nu! For De kommer også – ligesom under en ny fane, synes jeg. Ungdom imod ungdom altså –! 

(Doktor Herdal kommer ind gennem forstuedøren.)
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nå, – er De og frøkenen her endnu?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Vi har havt mangt og meget at snakke om, vi to.
 

HILDE. 
 Både gammelt og nyt.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nej, har De det?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, det har været så svært morsomt. For bygmester Solness – han har så’n en rent ubegribelig hukommelse, han. Alle mulige småting så husker han dem på flækken. 

(Fru Solness kommer ind gennem døren til højre.)
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Se så, frøken Wangel, nu er værelset i orden til Dem.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, hvor snil De er imod mig!
 

SOLNESS 

(til fruen). 
 Barnekammerset?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Det mellemste. Men først så skulde vi vel tilbords.
 

SOLNESS 

(nikker til Hilde). 
 Hilde skal sove i barnekammerset, hun.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(ser på ham). 
 Hilde?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, frøken Wangel heder Hilde. Jeg har kendt hende, da hun var barn.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, har du det, Halvard? Nå, vær så god da. Der er dækket. 

(hun tar doktor Herdals arm og går ud med ham til højre.)


(Hilde har imens samlet sine rejsesager sammen.)
 

HILDE 

(sagte og hurtigt til Solness). 
 Er det sandt, som De sa’? Kan De bruge mig til noget?
 

SOLNESS 

(tar sagerne fra hende). 
 De er den, som jeg sårest har savnet.
 

HILDE 

(ser på ham med glade forundrede øjne og slår hænderne sammen). 
 Men du store, dejlige verden –!
 

SOLNESS 

(spændt). 
 Nå –?
 

HILDE. 
 Så har jeg jo kongeriget da!
 

SOLNESS 

(uvilkårlig). 
 Hilde –!
 

HILDE 

(atter med dirrende drag om munden). 
 Næsten, – havde jeg nær sagt. 

(hun går ud til højre. Solness følger hende.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(En smukt udstyret, mindre salon hos bygmester Solness. På bagvæggen glasdør ud til veranda og have. Til højre et brudt hjørne med karnap, hvori blomsteropsatser og et stort vindu. Et tilsvarende brudt hjørne til venstre. I dette en liden tapetdør. På hver af sidevæggene en almindelig dør. Foran til højre konsolbord med stort spejl. Blomster og planter i rig opstilling. Foran til venstre sofa med bord og stole. Længere tilbage et bogskab. Ude på gulvet, foran karnappet, et lidet bord og et par stole. Det er tidlig formiddag.) 
 (Bygmester Solness sidder ved det lille bord med Ragnar Broviks mappe opslået foran sig. Han blader i tegningerne og ser nøje på nogle af dem. Fru Solness går lydløst om med en liden vandkande og steller med blomsterne. Hun er sortklædt som før. Hendes hat, overtøj og parasol ligger på en stol ved spejlet. Solness følger hende et par gange uformærket med øjnene. Ingen af dem taler.) 

(Kaja Fosli kommer stilfærdig i døren til venstre.)
 

SOLNESS 

(vender hodet og siger ligegyldig henkastende). 
 Nå, er det Dem?
 

KAJA. 
 Jeg vilde bare melde, at jeg er kommen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, ja, det er godt. Er ikke Ragnar der også?
 

KAJA. 
 Nej, ikke endnu. Han måtte bli’ lidt og vente på doktoren. Men siden vilde han komme og forhøre sig –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorledes står det sig med den gamle idag?
 

KAJA. 
 Dårlig. Han be’r så meget undskylde, at han må bli’ liggende dagen over.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Bevar’s vel. La’ ham endelig det. Men gå så De til Deres arbejde.
 

KAJA. 
 Ja. (standser ved døren.) Vil De kanske snakke med Ragnar, når han kommer?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, – jeg véd ikke noget så’n særligt. 

(Kaja går ud igen til venstre.)


(Solness sidder fremdeles og blader i tegningerne.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(henne ved planterne). 
 Gad vide, om han ikke dør, han også.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser hen på hende). 
 Han også? Hvem andre da?
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(uden at svare). 
 Jo, jo; gamle Brovik – han dør visst også nu, Halvard. Du skal nok få se det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kære Aline, skulde du ikke ud og gå lidt?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jo, jeg skulde jo egentlig det. 

(hun blir ved at stelle med blomsterne.)
 

SOLNESS 

(bøjet over tegningerne). 
 Sover hun endnu?
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(ser på ham). 
 Er det frøken Wangel, du sidder og tænker på?
 

SOLNESS 

(ligegyldig). 
 Jeg kom så’n til at huske på hende.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Frøken Wangel er oppe for længe siden.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, er hun det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Da jeg var derinde, sad hun og stelled med sit tøj. 

(hun går foran spejlet og begynder langsomt at sætte hatten på.)
 

SOLNESS 

(efter et kort ophold). 
 Så fik vi da brug for et barnekammers alligevel, vi, Aline.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, vi fik jo det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og jeg synes, det er bedre, det, end at altsammen skal stå tomt.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Dette tomme er så rent forfærdeligt. Det har du ret i.
 

SOLNESS 

(lukker mappen, rejser sig og går nærmere). 
 Du skal bare få se det, Aline, at herefter blir det nok bedre for os. Langt hyggeligere. Lettere at leve. – Især da for dig.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(ser på ham). 
 Herefter?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, tro du mig, Aline –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Mener du, – fordi hun er kommen her?
 

SOLNESS 

(betvinger sig). 
 Jeg mener naturligvis, – når vi først får flyttet ind i det nye huset.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(tar overtøjet). 
 Ja, tror du det, Halvard? At det blir bedre da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg kan da aldrig tænke mig andet. Og det tror da vel sagtens du også?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg tror ingen verdens ting om det nye huset.
 

SOLNESS 

(forstemt). 
 Det er rigtignok ilde at høre for mig, dette her. For det er da vel mest for din skyld, at jeg har bygget det. 

(han vil hjælpe hende med tøjet.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(unddrager sig). 
 I grunden gør du så altfor meget for min skyld.
 

SOLNESS 

(med en viss heftighed). 
 Nej, nej, sligt noget må du sletikke sige, Aline! Jeg tåler ikke at høre den slags ting af dig!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nå, så skal jeg ikke sige det da, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men jeg blir ved mit, jeg. Du skal nok få se det, at det vil lage sig bra’ for dig der over i det nye.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å Gud, – bra’ for mig –!
 

SOLNESS 

(ivrig). 
 Jo da! Jo da! Vær bare sikker på det, du! For der, ser du, – der blir der så utrolig meget, som kommer til at minde dig om dit eget –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Om det, som havde været fars og mors. – Og som brændte op – altsammen.
 

SOLNESS 

(dæmpet). 
 Ja, ja, du stakkers Aline. Det var et forfærdelig hårdt slag for dig, det.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(udbrydende i klage). 
 Du kan bygge så meget, du i verden vil, Halvard, – for mig får du aldrig bygget noget rigtigt hjem op igen!
 

SOLNESS 

(går henover gulvet). 
 Nå, så la’ os i Guds navn ikke snakke mere om dette her da.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Vi plejer jo ellers aldrig at snakke om det heller. For du skyder det bare ifra dig –
 

SOLNESS 

(standser brat og ser på hende). 
 Gør jeg? Og hvorfor skulde jeg gøre det? Skyde det ifra mig?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å jo, jeg forstår dig så godt, Halvard? Du vil jo så gerne skåne mig. Og undskylde mig også. Alt, – hvad du bare kan.
 

SOLNESS 

(med forbausede øjne). 
 Dig! Er det dig, – dig selv, du taler om, Aline!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det må da vel være om mig, véd jeg.
 

SOLNESS 

(uvilkårligt, hen for sig). 
 Det også!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 For med det gamle huset, – med det fik det nu endda være som det være vilde. Herregud, – når nu engang ulykken var ude, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det har du ret i. Ulykken rå’r en jo ikke for, – siges der.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Men det forfærdelige, som branden drog efter sig –! Det er det! Det, det, det!
 

SOLNESS 

(heftig). 
 Bare ikke tænke på det, Aline!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jo, just det må jeg tænke på. Og få tale om det endelig engang også. For jeg synes ikke, jeg kan bære det længer. Og så at jeg aldrig har lov til at tilgi’ mig selv –!
 

SOLNESS 

(i udbrud). 
 Dig selv –!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, for jeg havde jo pligter til to sider. Både imod dig og imod de små. Jeg skulde ha’ gjort mig hård. Ikke ladt skrækken få slig magt over mig. Ikke heller sorgen, fordi hjemmet var brændt for mig. (vrider hænderne.) Å, om jeg bare havde kunnet, Halvard!
 

SOLNESS 

(sagte, rystet, går nærmere). 
 Aline, – du må love mig, at du aldrig mere vil tænke de tanker. – Lov mig endelig det, du!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å Gud, – love! Love! En kan jo love, hvad det så skal være –
 

SOLNESS 

(knuger hænderne og går henover gulvet). 
 Å, det er da også fortvilet, er det! Aldrig en solstråle! Ikke så meget som et strejflys engang ind i hjemmet!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Her er jo ikke noget hjem, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å nej, du må så sige. (tungt.) Og Gud véd, om du ikke får ret i det, at det ikke blir bedre for os i det nye huset heller.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Det blir det aldrig. Lige tomt. Lige øde. Der som her.
 

SOLNESS 

(heftig). 
 Men hvorfor i alverden har vi så bygget det da? Kan du sige mig det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det får du svare dig selv på.
 

SOLNESS 

(skotter mistænksomt til hende). 
 Hvad mener du med det, Aline?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hvad jeg mener?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, for fan’ –! Du sa’ det så underligt. Som om du havde en bagtanke med det.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det kan jeg rigtignok forsikre dig –
 

SOLNESS 

(går nærmere). 
 Å, mange tak, – jeg véd nok, hvad jeg véd. Og jeg både ser og jeg hører også, jeg, Aline. Det kan du lide på!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Men hvad for noget da? Hvad for noget?
 

SOLNESS 

(stiller sig foran hende). 
 Finder du kanske ikke ud en lumsk, bortgemt mening i det uskyldigste ord, som jeg bare siger?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg, siger du! Gør jeg det!
 

SOLNESS 

(ler). 
 Håhåhå! Det er jo nokså rimeligt, det, Aline! Når du har at trækkes med en syg mand i huset, så –
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(angstfuld). 
 Syg? Er du syg, Halvard!
 

SOLNESS 

(bryder ud). 
 En halvgal mand da! En forrykt mand! Kald mig, hvad du vil.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(famler efter stolryggen og sætter sig). 
 Halvard, – for Gud i himmelens skyld –!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men I tar fejl, begge to. Både du og doktoren. Det er ikke slig fat med mig. 

(han går op og ned ad gulvet. Fru Solness følger ham ængstelig med øjnene. Derpå går han hen til hende.)
 

SOLNESS 

(rolig). 
 I grunden fejler der mig ingen verdens ting.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, ikke sandt! Men hvad er der så ivejen med dig da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er det, at jeg mangen gang holder på at segne under denne forfærdelige gældsbyrden –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Gæld, siger du! Men du står jo ikke i gæld til nogen, Halvard!
 

SOLNESS 

(sagte, bevæget). 
 I bundløs skyld og gæld til dig, – til dig, – til dig, Aline.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(rejser sig langsomt). 
 Hvad er der bagved alt dette her? Sig det ligeså godt straks.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men der er jo ingenting bagved! Jeg har aldrig gjort dig noget ondt. Ikke med vidende og vilje ialfald. Og så alligevel – så kendes det som om en knugende skyld lå og tynged på mig.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 En skyld imod mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Mest imod dig.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Så er du – syg alligevel, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS 

(tungt). 
 Må vel være det. Eller noget sligt noget. (ser mod døren til højre, som åbnes.) Nå! Nu lysner det. 

(Hilde Wangel kommer ind. Hun har ændret et og andet ved sin dragt. Kjoleskørtet er nedhæftet.)
 

HILDE. 
 Godmorgen, bygmester!
 

SOLNESS 

(nikker). 
 Sovet godt?
 

HILDE. 
 Vidunderlig dejligt! Ligesom i en vugge. Å, – ligget og strækket mig som – som en prinsesse!
 

SOLNESS 

(smiler lidt). 
 Rigtig tilpas altså.
 

HILDE. 
 Skulde mene det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og drømt sagtens også?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da. Men det var fælt.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, for jeg drømte, at jeg faldt udover en forfærdelig høj, brat fjeldvæg. Drømmer De aldrig sligt noget, De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å jo, – en gang imellem, så –
 

HILDE. 
 Det er så svært spændende – når en så’n daler og daler.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det kendes ligesom isnende, synes jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Trækker De benene op under Dem, mens det står på?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, så højt jeg bare kan.
 

HILDE. 
 Det gør jeg også.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(tar parasollen). 
 Nu får jeg nok gå ud i byen, jeg. Halvard. (til Hilde.) Og så skal jeg se at ta’ et og andet med, som De kan ha’ brug for.
 

HILDE 

(vil kaste sig om hendes hals). 
 Å, kæreste, dejligste fru Solness! De er da rigtig altfor snil også! Forfærdelig snil –
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(afværgende, gør sig løs). 
 Å langt ifra da. Det er jo bare min pligt, det. Og derfor gør jeg det så gerne.
 

HILDE 

(fortrydelig, spidser munden). 
 Forresten synes jeg såmænd, at jeg godt kan gå i gaderne, – så pænt, som jeg har fåt det til nu. Eller kan jeg kanske ikke det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Oprigtig talt så tror jeg nok, at en og anden vilde se lidt efter Dem.
 

HILDE 

(blæser). 
 Pyh! Ikke andet? Det er jo bare morsomt, det.
 

SOLNESS 

(i dulgt, ondt lune). 
 Ja, men folk kunde falde på at tro, at De også var gal, ser De.
 

HILDE. 
 Gal? Er der da så svært mange gale her i byen?
 

SOLNESS 

(peger sig på panden). 
 Her ser De én slig en idetmindste.
 

HILDE. 
 De, – bygmester!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Uf! Nej men kære, snille Halvard da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har De endnu ikke mærket det?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, det har jeg da rigtignok ikke. (besinder sig og ler lidt.) Jo, kanske i en eneste ting alligevel.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, hører du det, Aline?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hvad er så det for en ting da, frøken Wangel?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, det siger jeg ikke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å jo, sig det!
 

HILDE. 
 Nej tak, – så gal er jeg ikke.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Når du og frøken Wangel blir alene, så siger hun det nok, Halvard.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja så, – tror du det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å ja da. For du har jo kendt hende så godt før. Helt siden hun var barn, – fortæller du. 

(hun går ud gennem døren til venstre.)
 

HILDE 

(lidt efter). 
 Kan Deres frue sletikke like mig, hun?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Synes De, De kunde mærke sligt noget på hende?
 

HILDE. 
 Kunde ikke De selv mærke det da?
 

SOLNESS 

(undvigende). 
 Aline er ble’t så svært folkesky i de sidste årene.
 

HILDE. 
 Er hun det også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men hvis De bare kunde få lære hende rigtig at kende –. Ja, for hun er så snil – og så god – og så bra’ igrunden –
 

HILDE 

(utålmodig). 
 Men når hun det er, – hvorfor skulde hun så gi’ sig til at sige dette her om pligt!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Om pligt?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, hun sa’ jo, at hun vilde gå ud og købe noget til mig. Fordi det var hendes pligt, – sa’ hun. Å, jeg kan ikke udstå det stygge fæle ordet!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorfor ikke det da?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, for det høres så koldt og spidst og stikkende. Pligt – pligt – pligt. Finder ikke De også det? At det ligesom stikker en?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hm, – har ikke tænkt så nøje over det.
 

HILDE. 
 Jo da! Og når hun er så snil, – som De fortæller, hun er, – hvorfor skulde hun så sige sligt?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men Herregud, hvad skulde hun da ha’ sagt?
 

HILDE. 
 Hun kunde jo sagt, at hun vilde gøre det, fordi hun likte mig så forfærdelig godt. Sån’t noget kunde hun ha’ sagt. Noget, som var rigtig varmt og hjerteligt, forstår De.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser på hende). 
 Er det så, De vil ha’ det?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, just så. 

(hun går om på gulvet, standser ved bogskabet og ser på bøgerne.)
 

HILDE. 
 De har svært mange bøger, De.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, jeg har lagt mig til en del.
 

HILDE. 
 Læser De i alle de bøgerne også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Før i tiden prøvte jeg på det. Læser De?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej da! Aldrig i verden – nu mere. For jeg kan så ikke finde sammenhængen i det alligevel.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Just slig er det med mig også. 

(Hilde driver lidt om, standser ved det lille bord, åbner mappen og blader i den.)
 

HILDE. 
 Er det Dem, som har tegnet alt dette her?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det er en ung mand, jeg har til at hjælpe mig.
 

HILDE. 
 En, som De selv har lært op?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å ja, han har vel sagtens lært noget af mig også.
 

HILDE 

(sætter sig). 
 Så er han vel svært flink da? (ser lidt på en tegning.) Er han ikke det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, ikke så værst. Til mit brug, så –
 

HILDE. 
 Jo da! Han må visst være græsselig flink.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Synes De, De kan se det på tegningerne?
 

HILDE. 
 Pyt, – det krimskramset! Men når han har gå’t i lære hos Dem, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, for den sags skyld –. Her er mange her, som har lært af mig. Og lige klejne blir de for det.
 

HILDE 

(ser på ham og ryster på hodet). 
 Nej, om jeg så skulde dø, så skønner jeg ikke, at De kan være så dum.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Dum? Synes De, jeg er så svært dum da?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det synes jeg rigtignok. Når De kan gi’ Dem til at gå her og lære alle de fyrene op, så –
 

SOLNESS 

(studser). 
 Nå? Og hvorfor ikke det?
 

HILDE 

(rejser sig, halvt alvorlig, halvt leende). 
 Isch, nej da, bygmester! Hvad skal det være godt for! Ingen andre end De skulde ha’ lov til at bygge. De skulde være ganske alene om det. Gøre det altsammen selv. Nu véd De det.
 

SOLNESS 

(uvilkårlig). 
 Hilde –!
 

HILDE. 
 Nå?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvordan i alverden er De kommen ind på dette her?
 

HILDE. 
 Synes De, det er så rent galt tænkt af mig, det, da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, ikke for det. Men nu skal jeg si Dem noget.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg går her – uafladelig – i stilhed og i ensomhed – og tumler med den samme tanken.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det er da nokså rimeligt, det, synes jeg.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser lidt spejdende på hende). 
 Og det har De sagtens alt lagt mærke til.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, det har jeg såmæn slet ikke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men før, – da De sa’, at De trode jeg var – forkert? Så’n i én ting –?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, jeg tænkte på noget ganske andet da.
 

SOLNESS. 
 På hvad for noget andet?
 

HILDE. 
 Det kan jo være Dem det samme, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS 

(går henover gulvet). 
 Ja, ja, – Som De vil. (standser ved karnappet.) Kom her hen, så skal jeg vise Dem noget.
 

HILDE 

(går nærmere). 
 Hvad er det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ser De, – der borte i haven –?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS 

(peger ud). 
 Lige over det store stenbruddet –?
 

HILDE. 
 Det nye huset, mener De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det, som er under bygning, ja. Næsten fuldt færdigt.
 

HILDE. 
 Det har et svært højt tårn, synes jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Stilladset står endnu.
 

HILDE. 
 Er det Deres nye hus, det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE. 
 Det huset, som De snart vil flytte ind i?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE 

(ser på ham). 
 Er der barnekammerser i det huset også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Tre, ligesom her.
 

HILDE. 
 Og ingen barn.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kommer ingen heller.
 

HILDE 

(med et halvt smil). 
 Ja, er det så ikke, som jeg sa’ –!
 

SOLNESS. 
 At –?
 

HILDE. 
 At De er – så’n – lidt gal alligevel.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Var det dette her, De tænkte på?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, på alle de tomme barnekammerserne, som jeg lå og sov i.
 

SOLNESS 

(sænker stemmen). 
 Vi har havt barn, – Aline og jeg.
 

HILDE 

(ser spændt på ham). 
 Har De –!
 

SOLNESS. 
 To små gutter. Begge var de lige gamle.
 

HILDE. 
 Tvillinger da.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, tvillinger. Det er nu en elleve – tolv år siden.
 

HILDE 

(varsomt). 
 Og begge to er altså –? De tvillingerne har De altså ikke nu længer?
 

SOLNESS 

(stille bevæget). 
 Vi beholdt dem bare så’n en snes dage. Eller knapt nok det. (bryder ud.) Å Hilde, hvor det er rent utrolig godt for mig, at De kom! For nu endelig har jeg da fåt én, som jeg kan snakke med!
 

HILDE. 
 Kan De da ikke det med – med hende også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ikke om dette her. Ikke så’n, som jeg vil og må. (tungt.) Og ikke om så meget andet heller.
 

HILDE 

(dæmpet). 
 Var det bare det, De mente, da De sa’, at De behøvte mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nærmest var det vel det. Igår da. For idag véd jeg ikke længer så rigtig – (afbrydende.) Kom her og la’ os sætte os, Hilde. Sæt De Dem der i sofaen, – så De har haven for øjne. 

(Hilde sætter sig i sofahjørnet.)
 

SOLNESS 

(rykker en stol nærmere). 
 Har De lyst til at høre på det?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, jeg vil svært gerne sidde og høre på Dem.
 

SOLNESS 

(sætter sig). 
 Så skal jeg si’ Dem det altsammen da.
 

HILDE. 
 Nu har jeg både haven og Dem for øjne, bygmester. Fortæl mig så! Straks!
 

SOLNESS 

(peger mod karnapvinduet). 
 Der borte på højden, – hvor De altså ser det nye huset –
 

HILDE. 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS. 
 – der bode Aline og jeg i de første årene. For deroppe lå der dengang et gammelt hus, som havde hørt hendes mor til. Og det fik vi efter hende. Og hele den store haven, den fik vi med.
 

HILDE. 
 Var der tårn på det huset også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ikke spor af sligt noget. Det var en stor, styg, mørk trækasse at se til udvendig. Men nokså lunt og hyggeligt inde alligevel.
 

HILDE. 
 Rev De så det gamle skrammelet ned da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej. Det brændte for os.
 

HILDE. 
 Altsammen?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE. 
 Var det en svær ulykke for Dem, det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Li’som en tar det til. Som bygmester kom jeg ivejret på den branden –
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, men –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Vi havde netop fåt de to små gutterne dengang –
 

HILDE. 
 De stakkers tvillingerne, ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 De kom så sunde og trivelige til verden. Og vokse gjorde de fra dag til dag, så en tydelig kunde se det.
 

HILDE. 
 Småbarn vokser svært i de første dagene.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det var det vakkreste syn, en kunde se for sine øjne, når Aline lå der med dem begge to. – Men så kom brandnatten –
 

HILDE 

(spændt). 
 Hvad skede! Si’ det da! Brændte nogen inde!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej; ikke det. Alle blev reddet godt og vel ud af huset –
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, men hvad så –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Skrækken havde rystet Aline så forfærdelig stærkt. Brandlarmen, – udflytningen – så’n over hals og hode, – og det til og med i den isende nattekulden –. For de måtte jo bæres ud, slig, som de lå der. Både hun og de små.
 

HILDE. 
 Tålte de så ikke det da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, de tålte det nok. Men med Aline blev det til feber. Og den gik over i mælken. Amme dem selv, det vilde hun jo endelig. For det var hendes pligt, sa’ hun. Og begge vore smågutter, de – (knuger hænderne) de – å!
 

HILDE. 
 De stod ikke det over?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det stod de ikke over. Det var det, som tog dem fra os.
 

HILDE. 
 Det må visst ha’ været forfærdelig svært for Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Svært nok for mig. Men tifold sværere for Aline. (knytter hænderne i stille raseri.) Å, at sligt noget kan få lov til at gå for sig her i verden! (kort og fast.) Fra den dag, jeg misted dem, bygged jeg nødig kirker.
 

HILDE. 
 Kanske ikke gerne kirketårnet oppe hos os heller?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ikke gerne. Jeg véd, hvor glad og let jeg var, da det tårnet stod færdig.
 

HILDE. 
 Det véd jeg også.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og nu bygger jeg aldrig – aldrig sligt noget mere! Hverken kirker eller kirketårne.
 

HILDE 

(nikker langsomt). 
 Bare huse, som der kan bo folk i.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hjem for mennesker, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Men hjem med høje tårne og spir på.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Helst det. (slår over i en lettere tone.) Ja, Ser De, – som sagt, – den branden, den bragte mig ivejret, den. Som bygmester da.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvorfor kalder De Dem ikke arkitekt ligesom de andre?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har ikke lært grundig nok til det. Det, jeg kan, det har jeg for det meste gåt og fundet ud selv.
 

HILDE. 
 Men ivejret kom De da alligevel, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ovenpå branden, ja. Næsten hele haven stykked jeg ud i villatomter. Og der fik jeg bygge, akkurat som jeg selv vilde ha’ det. Og så gik det jo strygende for mig.
 

HILDE 

(ser forskende på ham). 
 De må visst være en svært lykkelig mand, De. Slig, som De har det.
 

SOLNESS 

(formørket). 
 Lykkelig? Siger De også det? Ligesom alle de andre.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, for det synes jeg da De må. Når De bare kunde la’ være at tænke på de to små barnene, så –
 

SOLNESS 

(langsomt). 
 De to små barnene, – de er ikke så greje at komme ifra, de, Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(lidt usikker). 
 Står de endnu så svært ivejen. Så lange, lange tider bagefter?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser fast på hende, uden at svare). 
 Lykkelig mand, sa’ De –
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, men er De da ikke det, – for resten?
 

SOLNESS 

(blir ved at se på hende). 
 Da jeg fortalte Dem dette her om branden – hm –
 

HILDE. 
 Nå da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Var der så ikke én særlig tanke, som De – så’n fæsted Dem ved?
 

HILDE 

(besinder sig forgæves). 
 Nej. Hvad for en tanke skulde det være?
 

SOLNESS 

(med dæmpet eftertryk). 
 Ene og alene ved den branden blev jeg sat i stand til at bygge hjem for mennesker. Hyggelige, lune, lyse hjem, hvor far og mor og hele barneflokken kunde leve i tryg og glad fornemmelse af, at det er en svært lykkelig ting, det, at være til i verden. Og mest det, at høre hverandre til – så’n i stort og i småt.
 

HILDE 

(ivrig). 
 Ja, men er det ikke en svær lykke for Dem, det, at De kan gøre slige nogen dejlige hjem da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Prisen, Hilde. Den forfærdelige pris, jeg måtte betale for at få komme til.
 

HILDE. 
 Men er da sletikke det til at vinde sig udover?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej. For at komme til at bygge hjem for andre, måtte jeg gi’ afkald, – for alle tider gi’ afkald på at få et hjem selv. Jeg mener et hjem for barneflokken. Og for far og mor også.
 

HILDE 

(varsomt). 
 Men måtte De da det? For alle tider, si’r De?
 

SOLNESS 

(nikker langsomt). 
 Det var prisen for den lykken, som folk går og snakker om. (ånder tungt.) Den lykken, – hm, – den lykken, den var ikke billigere at få, den, Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(som før). 
 Men kan ikke det kanske bli’ godt endnu
 

SOLNESS. 
 Aldrig i verden. Aldrig det. Det er også en følge af branden. Og af Alines sygdom bagefter.
 

HILDE 

(ser på ham med et ubestemmeligt udtryk). 
 Og så bygger De endda alle disse barnekammerserne.
 

SOLNESS 

(alvorlig). 
 Har De aldrig mærket det, Hilde, at det umulige – det ligesom lokker og roper på en?
 

HILDE 

(tænker sig om). 
 Det umulige? (livfuld.) Jo da! Har De det også på det sæt?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, jeg har det.
 

HILDE. 
 Så er der vel – så’n lidt trold i Dem også da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorfor trold?
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, hvad vil da De kalde sligt noget?
 

SOLNESS 

(rejser sig). 
 Nej, nej, kan så være, det. (heftig.) Men må jeg ikke bli’ til et trold, – slig som det støt og stadig går mig i alting! I alting!
 

HILDE. 
 Hvorledes mener De det?
 

SOLNESS 

(dæmpet, i indre bevægelse). 
 Læg mærke til, hvad jeg siger Dem, Hilde. Alt det, som jeg nåde til at virke, bygge, skabe i skønhed, i tryghed, i lun hygge, – i storladenhed også – (knytter hænderne.) Å, er det ikke forfærdeligt at tænke sig bare –!
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad er da så forfærdeligt?
 

SOLNESS. 
 At alt det må jeg gå her og veje op. Betale for. Ikke med penge. Men med menneskelykke. Og ikke med min egen lykke alene. Men med andres også. Ja, ja, ser De det, Hilde! Den pris har min kunstnerplads kostet mig – og andre. Og hver evige dag må jeg gå her og se på, at prisen blir betalt for mig påny. Om igen, og om igen, – og altid om igen!
 

HILDE 

(rejser sig op og ser ufravendt på ham). 
 Nu tænker De visst på – på hende.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Nærmest på Aline. For Aline – hun havde sit livskald, hun også. Ligeså godt, som jeg havde mit. (dirrer i stemmen.) Men hendes livskald, det måtte forkludres, det, knuges, knækkes sønder og sammen, – for at mit kunde vinde frem til – til et slags stor sejr. Ja, for De skal vide det, at Aline – hun havde sine anlæg til at bygge, hun også.
 

HILDE. 
 Hun! Til at bygge?
 

SOLNESS 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Ikke huse og tårne og spir – og sligt noget, som jeg går og driver på med –
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, men hvad da?
 

SOLNESS 

(blødt og bevæget). 
 Til at bygge op små barnesjæle, Hilde. Bygge barnesjæle op slig at de kunde rejse sig i ligevægt og i ædle, vakkre former. Så de kunde højne sig til ranke, voksne menneskesjæle. Dette her var det, som Aline havde anlæg for. – Og alt det, det ligger nu der. Ubrugt – og ubrugeligt herefter. Og til ingen verdens nytte. – Akkurat som grushaugene efter en brand.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, men selv om nu så var –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er så! Det er så! Jeg véd det.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, men De er da i alle fald ikke skyld i det.
 

SOLNESS 

(fæster øjnene på hende og nikker langsomt). 
 Ja, se, det er det store, forfærdelige spørsmål, det. Det er tvilen, som nager mig – både nåt og dag.
 

HILDE. 
 Dette her!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, sæt nu som så. At jeg havde skylden. På en måde da.
 

HILDE. 
 De! For branden!
 

SOLNESS. 
 For det hele. For alt sammen. – Og så kanske – så rent uskyldig alligevel.
 

HILDE 

(ser bekymret på ham). 
 Å, bygmester, – når De kan si’ sligt noget, så er De jo – syg alligevel da.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hm, – blir nok aldrig i verden så’n rigtig frisk i det stykke. 

(Ragnar Brovik åbner varsomt den lille dør i hjørnet til venstre.)


(Hilde går frem på gulvet.)
 

RAGNAR 

(da han ser Hilde). 
 Å –. Undskyld, herr Solness – 

(han vil i trække sig tilbage.)
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, nej, bli’ De bare. Så er det gjort.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Å ja, – kunde det såsandt det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det går jo ikke bedre med Deres far, hører jeg.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Med far går det fort nedad nu. Og derfor be’r jeg Dem så bønlig, – gi’ mig et par gode ord på et af bladene! Noget, som far kan få læse før han –
 

SOLNESS 

(heftig). 
 De må ikke snakke mere til mig om de tegningerne Deres!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Har De set på dem,
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, – jeg har det.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Og de duer ikke til noget? Og jeg duer vel heller ikke?
 

SOLNESS 

(undvigende). 
 Bli’ De her hos mig, De, Ragnar. De skal få alt, som De selv vil ha’ det. Så kan De gifte Dem med Kaja. Leve sorgløs. Lykkelig kanske også. Bare ikke tænke på at bygge selv.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja, ja, så får jeg gå hjem og si’ far det da. For det lovte jeg ham. – Skal jeg si’ far det – før han dør?
 

SOLNESS 

(vånder sig). 
 Å, si’ ham, – si’ ham, hvad De vil for mig. Bedst, ikke at si’ ham noget! (udbrydende.) Jeg kan ikke handle anderledes end jeg gør, Ragnar!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Må jeg da få ta’ tegningerne med mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, ta’ dem, – ta’ dem bare! De ligger der på bordet.
 

RAGNAR 

(går derhen). 
 Tak.
 

HILDE 

(lægger hånden på mappen). 
 Nej, nej, la’ dem ligge.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorfor det?
 

HILDE. 
 Jo, for jeg vil også se på dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men De har jo – (til Ragnar.) Nå, så la’ dem bli’ liggende her da.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Gerne det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og gå så straks hjem til Deres far.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja, jeg får vel det.
 

SOLNESS 

(som fortvilet). 
 Ragnar, – De må ikke kræve noget af mig, som jeg ikke kan! Hører De det, Ragnar! De må ikke det!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Nej, nej. Undskyld – 

(han bukker og går ud gennem hjørnedøren.)


(Hilde går hen og sætter sig på en stol ved spejlet.)
 

HILDE 

(ser vred på Solness). 
 Dette her var svært stygt af Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Synes De også det?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja rigtig fælt stygt, var det. Og hårdt og ondt og grusomt også.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, De skønner ikke, hvorledes jeg har det.
 

HILDE. 
 Alligevel –. Nej, De skulde ikke være slig, De.
 

SOLNESS. 
 De sa’ jo selv nu nylig, at det bare var mig, som skulde ha’ lov til at bygge.
 

HILDE. 
 Sligt kan jeg si’. Men De må ikke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg sagtens mest. Så dyrt, som jeg har købt min plads.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå ja, – med noget, som De kalder for huslig hygge – og sligt noget.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og med min sjælefred på købet.
 

HILDE 

(rejser sig). 
 Sjælefred! (inderlig.) Ja, ja, det har De ret i! – Stakkers bygmester, – De bilder Dem jo ind at –
 

SOLNESS 

(med en stilfærdig, klukkende latter). 
 Sæt De Dem nu bare ned igen, Hilde. Så skal De få høre løjer.
 

HILDE 

(spændt, sætter sig). 
 Nå da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det høres ud som en så latterlig liden ting. For hele stadsen drejer sig bare om en spræk i en skorstenspibe, ser De.
 

HILDE. 
 Ikke om noget andet?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, ikke så’n til at begynde med. 

(han flytter en stol nærmere hen til Hildes og sætter sig.)
 

HILDE 

(utålmodig, banker sig på knæet). 
 Sprækken i skorstenspiben altså!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg havde lagt mærke til den revnen i piben længe, længe før det brændte. Hver gang jeg var oppe på mørkloftet, så jeg efter, om den var der endnu.
 

HILDE. 
 Og den var?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. For ingen andre vidste om den.
 

HILDE. 
 Og De sa’ ingenting?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, jeg gjorde ikke det.
 

HILDE. 
 Tænkte ikke på at gøre piben istand heller?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Tænkte nok, – men kom aldrig videre. Hver gang jeg vilde gå ivej med det, var det akkurat li’som en hånd la’ sig imellem. Ikke idag, tænkte jeg. Imorgen. Blev aldrig til noget.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, men hvorfor gik De nu slig og søled da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Fordi jeg gik i funderinger. (langsomt og dæmpet.) Gennem den lille svarte sprækken i skorstenspiben kunde jeg kanske vinde mig tilvejrs – som bygmester.
 

HILDE 

(ser frem for sig). 
 Det må ha’ været spændende.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Uoverkommeligt næsten. Helt uoverkommeligt. For dengang stod det for mig som noget så let og så ligetil altsammen. Jeg vilde, at det skulde være så’n ved vintertid. Lidt før middag. Jeg skulde være ude og køre Aline i spidsslæden. Folkene hjemme, de havde fyret svært i ovnene –
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, for det skulde vel være fælt koldt den dagen?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Temmelig skærende – så’n. Og de vilde, at Aline skulde ha’ det rigtig godt og varmt, når hun kom ind.
 

HILDE. 
 For hun er visst frysende af sig, hun.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hun er det. Og så skulde det være på hjemvejen, at vi så røgen.
 

HILDE. 
 Bare røgen?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Først røgen. Men da vi kom frem til haveporten, så stod hele den gamle trækassen i væltende ildsluer. – Så’n var det, jeg vilde ha’ det, ser De
 

HILDE. 
 Men Herregud, at det ikke kunde kommet slig da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det må De nok sige, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, men hør nu her, bygmester. Er De nu også så ganske viss på, at branden kom fra den lille sprækken i skorstenspiben?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, tvert imod. Jeg er ganske viss på, at sprækken i skorstenspiben sletikke havde noget så’n med branden at gøre.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad for noget!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er bragt fuldt på det rene, det, at branden brød ud i et klædekammers, – på en ganske anden kant af huset.
 

HILDE. 
 Men hvad er det så De sidder og våser om denne her sprukne skorstenspiben da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Må jeg få snakke lidt mere med Dem, Hilde?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, hvis De bare vil snakke fornuftig, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Skal prøve på det. 

(han flytter sin stol nærmere.)
 

HILDE. 
 Ryk ud med det da, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS 

(fortrolig). 
 Tror ikke De også det, Hilde, at der findes enkelte udkårne, udvalgte mennesker, som har fåt nåde og magt og evne til at ønske noget, begære noget, ville noget – så ihærdigt og så – så ubønhørligt – at de må få det tilslut. Tror De ikke det?
 

HILDE 

(med et ubestemmeligt udtryk i øjnene). 
 Hvis så er, vil vi engang få se – om jeg hører til de udkårne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er ikke en selv alene, som virker så store ting. Å nej, – hjælperne og tjenerne, – de får nok være med, de også, hvis det skal bli’ til noget. Men De kommer aldrig af sig selv, de. En må rope rigtig ihærdig på dem. Så’n indvendig da, skønner De.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad er det for nogen hjælpere og tjenere, det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, det kan vi snakke om en anden gang. La’ os nu bli’ ved dette her med branden.
 

HILDE. 
 Tror De ikke, at den branden var kommet ligefuldt – om ikke De havde ønsket det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Havde gamle Knut Brovik ejet huset, så var det aldrig i verden brændt så belejligt for ham. Det er jeg så sikker på. For han forstår ikke at rope på hjælperne, han, og ikke på de tjenende heller. (rejser sig i uro.) Ser De, Hilde, – det er altså alligevel mig, som er skyld i, at begge smågutterne måtte bøde med livet. Og er jeg kanske ikke skyld i det også, at Aline ikke er ble’t til det, som hun skulde og kunde. Og som hun helst vilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, men når det nu bare er disse hjælperne og tjenerne, så –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvem ropte på hjælperne og tjenerne? Det gjorde jeg! Og så kom de og føjed sig under min vilje. (i stigende oprør.) Det er det, som godtfolk kalder at ha’ lykken med sig. Men jeg skal sige Dem, jeg, hvorledes den lykken kendes! Den kendes som et stort, hudløst sted her på brystet. Og så går hjælperne og tjenerne og flår hudstykker af andre mennesker for at lukke mit sår! – Men såret heles ikke endda. Aldrig, – aldrig! Å, om De vidste, hvor det kan suge og svie iblandt.
 

HILDE 

(ser opmærksomt på ham). 
 De er syg, bygmester. Svært syg, tror jeg næsten.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Si’ gal. For det mener De jo.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, jeg tror ikke det skorter Dem videre på forstanden.
 

SOLNESS. 
 På hvad da? Ud med det!
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg gad vide, jeg, om De ikke er født til verden med en skranten samvittighed.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Skranten samvittighed? Hvad er det for noget dævelskab?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg mener, at samvittigheden er svært skral hos Dem. Så’n finbygget. Tåler ikke at ta’ tag. Ikke løfte og bære det, som tungt er.
 

SOLNESS 

(brummer). 
 Hm! Hvorledes skulde så samvittigheden være da, må jeg spørge?
 

HILDE. 
 Hos Dem vilde jeg helst, at samvittigheden skulde være så’n – så’n rigtig robust.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så? Robust? Nå. Har De kanske en robust samvittighed?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, jeg tror nok det. Jeg har ikke mærket andet.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har vel ikke været sat synderlig på prøve heller, tænker jeg.
 

HILDE 

(med en dirrende dragning om munden). 
 Å, det var da ikke så ligetil at rejse ifra far, som jeg holder så forfærdelig af.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å hvad! Så’n for en måneds tid eller to –
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg kommer visst aldrig hjem igen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Aldrig? Hvorfor rejste De fra ham da?
 

HILDE 

(halvt alvorlig, halvt drillende). 
 Har De nu glemt igen det, at de ti årene er omme?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å snak. Var der et eller andet ivejen hjemme? Nå?
 

HILDE 

(helt alvorlig). 
 Det var dette her indeni mig, som jog og pisked mig hid. Lokked og drog mig også.
 

SOLNESS 

(ivrig). 
 Der har vi det! Der har vi det, Hilde! Der bor trold i Dem også. Li’som i mig. For det er troldet i en, ser De, – det er det, som roper på magterne udenfor. Og så må en gi’ sig, – enten en så vil eller ikke.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg tror næsten De har ret, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS 

(går om på gulvet). 
 Å, der er så urimelig mange dævler til i verden, som en ikke ser, Hilde!
 

HILDE. 
 Dævler også?
 

SOLNESS 

(standser). 
 Snille dævler og onde dævler. Lyshårede dævler og svarthårede. Vidste en bare altid, om det er de lyse eller de mørke, som har tag i en! (driver om.) Håhå! Det var ingen sag da!
 

HILDE 

(følger ham med øjnene). 
 Eller en havde en rigtig frodig, struttende sund samvittighed. Så en turde det, en helst vilde.
 

SOLNESS 

(standser ved konsolbordet). 
 Jeg tror nu, de fleste er lige så store skrælinger, som jeg, i det stykke.
 

HILDE. 
 Kan såmæn godt være, det.
 

SOLNESS 

(læner sig til bordet). 
 I sagabøgerne –. Har De læst noget i disse her gamle sagabøgerne?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da! I den tiden jeg læste bøger, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 I sagabøgerne står der om vikinger, som sejled til fremmede lande og plyndred og brændte og slog mænd ihjel –
 

HILDE. 
 Og fanged kvinder –
 

SOLNESS. 
 – og beholdt dem hos sig –
 

HILDE. 
 – tog dem hjem med sig på skibene –
 

SOLNESS. 
 – og bar sig ad med dem, som – som de værste trold.
 

HILDE 

(ser hen for sig med et halvt tilsløret blik). 
 Jeg synes, det måtte være spændende.
 

SOLNESS 

(med en kort, brummende latter). 
 Ja, at fange kvinder, ja?
 

HILDE. 
 At bli’ fanget.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser et øjeblik på hende). 
 Nå så.
 

HILDE 

(ligesom afbrydende). 
 Men hvor vil De så hen med disse her vikingerne, bygmester?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, for de karene, de havde robust samvittighed, de! Når de kom hjem igen, så kunde de både æde og drikke. Og glade som barneunger var de også. Og kvinderne da! De vilde mangengang sletikke ifra dem igen. Kan De skønne sligt, Hilde?
 

HILDE. 
 De kvinderne kan jeg så forfærdelig godt skønne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Åhå! Kanske De selv kunde gøre ligedan?
 

HILDE. 
 Hvorfor ikke det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Leve sammen – frivillig – med så’n en voldsmand?
 

HILDE. 
 Hvis det var en voldsmand, som jeg var kommet til at holde rigtig af, så –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kunde De da komme til at holde af en slig en?
 

HILDE. 
 Herregud, en kan da ikke selv hjælpe for, hvem en kommer til at holde af, véd jeg.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser eftertænksom på hende). 
 Å nej, – det er vel troldet indeni en, som rå’r for det.
 

HILDE 

(med en halv latter). 
 Og så alle disse velsignede dævlerne, som De kender så godt. Både de lyshårede og de mørkhårede.
 

SOLNESS 

(varmt og stille). 
 Så vil jeg ønske, at dævlerne vælger nænsomt for Dem da, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 For mig har de alt valgt. En gang for alle.
 

SOLNESS 

(ser dybt på hende). 
 Hilde, – De er ligesom en vild skogfugl, De.
 

HILDE. 
 Langt ifra det. Jeg gemmer mig ikke bort under buskerne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, nej. Der er nok snarere noget af rovfuglen i Dem.
 

HILDE. 
 Snarere det – kanske. (i stor heftighed.) Og hvorfor ikke rovfugl! Hvorfor skulde jeg ikke gå på rov, jeg også? Ta’ det bytte, jeg har lyst til? Hvis jeg såsandt kan få kløerne i det da. Vinde bugt med det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hilde, – véd De, hvad De er for noget?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, jeg er jo så’n en slags underlig fugl.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej. De er ligesom en gryende dag. Når jeg ser på Dem, – da er det som om jeg så imod solopgangen.
 

HILDE. 
 Sig mig, bygmester, – er De viss på, at De aldrig har ropt på mig? Så’n indvendig?
 

SOLNESS 

(sagte og langsomt). 
 Jeg tror næsten, at jeg må ha’ gjort det.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad vilde De med mig?
 

SOLNESS. 
 De er ungdommen, De, Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(smiler). 
 Ungdommen, som De er så ræd for?
 

SOLNESS 

(nikker langsomt). 
 Og som jeg igrunden stunder så sårt imod. 

(Hilde rejser sig, går hen til det lille bord og henter Ragnar Broviks mappe.)
 

HILDE 

(rækker mappen mod ham). 
 Det var altså disse her tegningerne –
 

SOLNESS 

(kort, afvisende). 
 Læg de grejerne væk! Jeg har set nok på dem.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, men De skal jo skrive på dem for ham.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Skrive på dem! Aldrig i verden.
 

HILDE. 
 Men når nu den stakkers gamle manden ligger for døden da! Kan De så ikke gøre ham og sønnen en glæde før de skilles? Og kanske han så kunde få bygge efter dem også.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det er jo netop det, han kan. Det har han nok sikret sig, han, – den mosjøen.
 

HILDE. 
 Men Herregud, – når så er, – kan De så ikke lyve en bitte liden smule da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Lyve? (rasende.) Hilde, – gå fra mig med de fandens tegningerne!
 

HILDE 

(trækker mappen lidt til sig). 
 Nå, nå, nå, – bid mig da ikke. – De snakker om trold, De. Jeg synes, De selv bær’ Dem ad som et trold. (ser sig om.) Hvor har De pen og blæk?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har ikke sligt noget herinde.
 

HILDE 

(går mod døren). 
 Men ude hos den frøkenen har De da –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Bli’ hvor De er, Hilde! – Jeg skulde lyve, sa’ De. Å ja, for hans gamle fars skyld kunde jeg nok det. For ham har jeg engang knækket. Kastet overende.
 

HILDE. 
 Ham også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg trængte plads for mig selv. Men denne her Ragnar, – han må ikke for nogen pris få lov til at komme frem.
 

HILDE. 
 Stakker, det gør han vel heller ikke. Når han ikke duer til noget, så –
 

SOLNESS 

(nærmere, ser på hende og hvisker). 
 Kommer Ragnar Brovik frem, så slår han mig til jorden. Knækker mig, – ligesom jeg gjorde med hans far.
 

HILDE. 
 Knækker Dem? Duer han da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, det kan De lide på, at han duer! Han er den ungdom, som står færdig til at banke på hos mig. Og gøre det af med hele bygmester Solness.
 

HILDE 

(ser stille bebrejdende på ham). 
 Og endda så vilde De stænge ham ude. Fy, bygmester!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Den har kostet hjerteblod nok, den kamp, jeg har kæmpet. – Og så er jeg ræd, at hjælperne og tjenerne, de lystrer mig ikke længer.
 

HILDE. 
 Så får De lægge ivej på egen hånd da. Der er ikke andet for.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Håbløst, Hilde. Omslaget kommer. Lidt før eller lidt senere. For gengældelsen, den er ubønhørlig, den.
 

HILDE 

(i angst, holder sig for ørerne). 
 Snak da ikke sligt noget! Vil De ta’ livet a’ mig! Ta’ fra mig det, som er mig mere end livet!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og hvad er det?
 

HILDE. 
 At se Dem stor. Se Dem med en krans i hånden. Højt, højt oppe på et kirketårn. (atter rolig.) Nå, frem med blyanten da. For en blyant har De vel på Dem?
 

SOLNESS 

(tar sin tegnebog frem). 
 Her har jeg en.
 

HILDE 

(lægger mappen på sofabordet). 
 Godt. Og så sætter vi os her, vi to, bygmester. 

(Solness sætter sig ved bordet.)
 

HILDE 

(bag ham, læner sig over stolryggen). 
 Og så skriver vi på tegningerne. Rigtig, rigtig pænt og varmt skriver vi. For denne her stygge Roar – eller hvad han heder.
 

SOLNESS 

(skriver nogle linjer, drejer hodet og ser op på hende). 
 Si’ mig en ting, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Når De nu altså har gåt og ventet på mig i ti år –
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad så?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorfor skrev De ikke til mig? Så kunde jeg ha’ svaret Dem.
 

HILDE 

(hurtig). 
 Nej, nej, nej da! Det var just det, jeg ikke vilde ha’.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvorfor ikke?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg var ræd for, at det kunde gå istykker for mig da. – Men vi skulde jo skrive på tegningerne, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Vi skulde jo det.
 

HILDE 

(bøjer sig fremover og ser til, mens han skriver). 
 Så godt og hjertevarmt. Å, hvor jeg hader – hvor jeg hader denne Roald –
 

SOLNESS 

(skrivende). 
 Har De aldrig holdt så’n rigtig af nogen, De, Hilde?
 

HILDE 

(hårdt). 
 Hvad siger De?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Om De aldrig har holdt af nogen.
 

HILDE. 
 Af nogen anden, mener De vel?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser op på hende). 
 Af nogen anden, ja. Har De aldrig det? I disse ti årene? Aldrig?
 

HILDE. 
 Å jo, så en gang imellem. Når jeg var rigtig gal på Dem, fordi De ikke kom.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Da brød De Dem om andre også?
 

HILDE. 
 En liden smule. For en uges tid eller så. Herregud, bygmester, De véd da vel, hvorledes sligt noget har sig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hilde, – hvad er det, De er kommen for?
 

HILDE. 
 Spild ikke tiden med snak. Den stakkers gamle manden kunde gerne ligge der og dø for os imens.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Svar mig, Hilde. Hvad er det, De vil mig?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg vil ha’ mit kongerige.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hm – 

(han ser flygtigt mod døren til venstre og vedbliver så at skrive på tegningerne.)


(Fru Solness kommer ind i det samme. Hun har nogle pakker med sig.)
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Her har jeg ta’t med mig lidt til Dem, frøken Wangel. De store pakkerne blir sendt ud siden.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, hvor det er inderlig snilt af Dem alligevel!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Bare simpel pligt. Sletikke andet.
 

SOLNESS 

(læser det skrevne igennem). 
 Aline!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så du om hun – bogholdersken var derude?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, naturligvis var hun der.
 

SOLNESS 

(lægger tegningerne i mappen). 
 Hm –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hun stod ved pulten, som hun altid plejer – når jeg går igennem værelset.
 

SOLNESS 

(rejser sig). 
 Så vil jeg gi’ det til hende da. Og si’ hende, at –
 

HILDE 

(tar mappen fra ham). 
 Å nej, la’ da mig få ha’ den glæden! (går mod døren, men vender sig.) Hvad heder hun?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hun heder frøken Fosli.
 

HILDE. 
 Isch, det høres jo så koldt! Til fornavn, mener jeg?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kaja, – tror jeg.
 

HILDE 

(åbner døren og råber ud). 
 Kaja! Kom her ind! Skynd Dem! Bygmesteren vil snakke med Dem. 

(Kaja Fosli kommer indenfor døren.)
 

KAJA 

(ser forskræmt på ham). 
 Her er jeg –?
 

HILDE 

(rækker hende mappen). 
 Se her, Kaja! De kan ta’ dette her til Dem. For nu har bygmesteren skrevet på.
 

KAJA. 
 Å, endelig da!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Gi’ det til den gamle så fort De kan.
 

KAJA. 
 Jeg vil gå straks hjem med det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, gør det. Og så kan jo Ragnar komme til at bygge.
 

KAJA. 
 Å, må han få komme her hen og takke Dem for alt –?
 

SOLNESS 

(hårdt). 
 Jeg vil ingen tak ha’! Hils og si’ ham det fra mig.
 

KAJA. 
 Ja, jeg skal –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og si’ ham så med det samme, at herefter har jeg ikke nogen brug for ham. Og ikke for Dem heller.
 

KAJA 

(sagte og bævende). 
 Ikke for mig heller!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nu får De jo andre ting at tænke på. Og ta’ vare. Og det er jo bare bra’, det. Ja, gå så hjem med tegningerne, frøken Fosli. Fort! Hører De det!
 

KAJA 

(som før). 
 Ja, herr Solness. 

(hun går ud.)
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Gud, for nogen lumske øjne hun har.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hun! Det stakkers lille fæet.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Åh, – jeg ser nok, hvad jeg ser, jeg, Halvard. – Siger du dem virkelig op?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hende også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Var det ikke så, du helst vilde ha’ det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Men at du kan undvære hende –? Å ja, du har vel sagtens én i baghånden, du, Halvard.
 

HILDE 

(lystig). 
 Ja, jeg duer ialfald ikke til at stå ved skrivepulten.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, nå, nå, – det gir sig nok, Aline. Nu skal du bare tænke på at flytte ind i det nye hjemmet – så fort du kan. Ikveld hejser vi kransen oppe – (vender sig til Hilde) – helt øverst oppe på tårnspiret. Hvad siger De til det, frøken Hilde?
 

HILDE 

(stirrer på ham med tindrende øjne). 
 Det blir forfærdelig dejligt at få se Dem så højt oppe igen.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Mig!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å Gud, frøken Wangel, forestil Dem da ikke sligt noget! Min mand –! Så svimmel, som han er!
 

HILDE. 
 Svimmel! Nej, det er han da rigtignok ikke!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å jo såmæn er han så.
 

HILDE. 
 Men jeg har jo selv set ham øverst oppe på et højt kirketårn!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, jeg hører jo folk snakker om det. Men det er så rent umuligt –
 

SOLNESS 

(heftigt). 
 Umuligt, – umuligt, ja! Men jeg stod nu deroppe, alligevel, jeg!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, hvor kan du nu sige det, Halvard? Du tåler jo ikke engang at gå ud på altanen heroppe i anden etage. Slig har du jo altid været.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Du kunde kanske få se noget andet ikvæld.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(angst). 
 Nej, nej, nej! Det skal jeg da med Guds hjælp aldrig få se! For jeg vil straks skrive til doktoren. Og han skal nok få dig fra det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men Aline da –!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jo, for du er jo syg, Halvard! Dette her kan ikke være noget andet! Å Gud, – å Gud! 

(hun går skyndsomt ud til højre.)
 

HILDE 

(ser spændt på ham). 
 Er det så eller er det ikke?
 

SOLNESS. 
 At jeg er svimmel?
 

HILDE. 
 At min bygmester ikke tør, – ikke kan stige så højt, som han selv bygger?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Er det slig, De ser på den sagen?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg tror snart ikke en krog i mig kan være sikker for Dem.
 

HILDE 

(ser mod karnapvinduet). 
 Der oppe altså. Helt der oppe –
 

SOLNESS 

(går nærmere). 
 I det øverste tårnkammerset kunde De få bo, Hilde. – Kunde få det der som en prinsesse.
 

HILDE 

(ubestemmeligt, mellem alvor og spøg). 
 Ja, det har De jo lovet mig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Har jeg egentlig det?
 

HILDE. 
 Fy, bygmester! De sa’, at jeg skulde bli’ prinsesse. Og at jeg skulde få et kongerige af Dem. Og så tog De og – Nå!
 

SOLNESS 

(varsomt). 
 Er De ganske viss på, at det ikke er så’n en drøm, – en indbildning, som bar fæstnet sig hos Dem?
 

HILDE 

(hvast). 
 For De gjorde det kanske ikke?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Véd knapt selv –. (sagtere.) Men det véd jeg rigtignok nu, at jeg –
 

HILDE. 
 At De –? Si’ det straks!
 

SOLNESS. 
 – at jeg burde ha’ gjort det.
 

HILDE 

(i kækt udbrud). 
 Aldrig i verden er De svimmel!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ikvæld hejser vi altså kransen, – prinsesse Hilde,
 

HILDE 

(med et bittert drag). 
 Over Deres nye hjem, ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Over det nye huset. Som aldrig blir hjem for mig. 

(han går ud gennem havedøren.)
 

HILDE 

(ser ud for sig med et tilsløret blik og hvisker med sig selv. Der høres kun ordene:)

 – – – forfærdelig spændende – –
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(En stor, bred veranda, hørende til bygmester Solness’s våningshus. En del af huset med udgangsdør til verandaen ses til venstre. Rækværk foran denne til højre. Længst tilbage, på verandaens smalside, fører en trappe ned til den lavere liggende have. Store, gamle træer i haven strækker sine grene over verandaen og henimod huset. Længst til højre, inde mellem træerne, skimtes det nederste af den nye villa med stillads om tårnpartiet. I baggrunden begrænses haven af et gammelt pindegærde. Udenfor gærdet en gade med lave, forfaldne småhuse.) 

(Aftenhimmel med solbelyste skyer.)


(På verandaen står en havebænk langs husvæggen og foran bænken et langagtigt bord. Ved den anden side af bordet en lænestol og nogle taburetter. Alle møblerne er af kurvfletning.)


(Fru Solness, indhyllet i et stort hvidt krepsjal, sidder hvilende i lænestolen og stirrer henover mod højre.)


(Lidt efter kommer Hilde Wangel op ad trappen fra haven. Hun er klædt som sidst og har sin hat på hodet. På brystet bærer hun en liden buket af almindelige småblomster.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(vender hodet lidt). 
 Har De været omkring i haven, De, frøken Wangel?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, jeg har set mig om dernede.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Og fundet blomster også, ser jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da! For dem er der mere end nok af. Så’n inde mellem buskerne.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, er der det? Endnu? Ja, for jeg kommer der jo omtrent aldrig.
 

HILDE 

(nærmere). 
 Hvad for noget! Flyer De ikke ned i haven hver dag da?
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(med et mat smil). 
 Jeg „flyer” nok ikke nogensteds, jeg. Ikke nu længer.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå, men går De da ikke ned en gang imellem og hilser på alt det dejlige, som der er?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Det er ble’t så fremmed for mig, altsammen. Jeg er næsten ræd for at se det igen.
 

HILDE. 
 Deres egen have!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg synes ikke den er min længer nu.
 

HILDE. 
 Å, hvad er det for noget –?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, nej, den er ikke det. Det er ikke som i mors og fars tid. De har ta’t så sørgelig meget væk af haven, frøken Wangel. Tænk, – de har stykket ud, – og bygget huse for fremmede mennesker. Folk, som jeg ikke kender. Og de kan sidde og se på mig inde fra vinduerne.
 

HILDE 

(med et lyst udtryk). 
 Fru Solness?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja?
 

HILDE. 
 Må jeg få lov at være her hos Dem lidt?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja gerne det, hvis De kan ha’ lyst. 

(Hilde flytter en taburet hen til lænestolen og sætter sig.)
 

HILDE. 
 Ah, – her kan en rigtig sidde og sole sig som en kat.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(lægger hånden let på hendes nakke). 
 Det er snilt, at De vil sidde hos mig. Jeg trode, De skulde ind til min mand.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad skulde jeg hos ham?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hjælpe ham, tænkte jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej tak. Forresten er han ikke inde. Han går der borte hos arbejdsfolkene. Men han så’ så glubsk ud, at jeg turde ikke snakke til ham.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å, igrunden er han så mild og blød i sindet.
 

HILDE. 
 Han!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 De kender ham ikke rigtig endnu, De, frøken Wangel.
 

HILDE 

(ser varmt på hende). 
 Er De gla’ nu, De skal flytte over i det nye?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg skulde jo være glad. For Halvard vil jo så ha’ det –
 

HILDE. 
 Å, ikke just derfor, synes jeg.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jo, jo, frøken Wangel. For det er da bare min pligt, det, at bøje mig under ham. Men det falder mangen gang så svært at tvinge sit sind til lydighed.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det må visst falde svært.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Det kan De tro. Når en ikke er bedre menneske end jeg, så –
 

HILDE. 
 Når en har gåt igennem så meget tungt, som De –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hvoraf véd De det?
 

HILDE. 
 Deres mand sa’ det.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Til mig rører han så lidet ved de ting. – Ja, De kan tro, jeg har gåt mere end nok igennem i mit liv, jeg, frøken Wangel.
 

HILDE 

(ser deltagende på hende og nikker langsomt). 
 Stakkers fru Solness. Først så brændte det for Dem –
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(med et suk). 
 Ja. Alt mit brændte.
 

HILDE. 
 Og så kom jo det, som værre var.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(ser spørgende på hende). 
 Værre?
 

HILDE. 
 Det, som værst var.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Hvilket, mener De?
 

HILDE 

(sagte). 
 De misted jo begge smågutterne.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å, de, ja. Ja, se, det var nu en sag for sig, det. Det var jo en højere tilskikkelse. Og sådant noget får en bøje sig under. Og takke til.
 

HILDE. 
 Gør De da det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ikke altid, desværre. Jeg véd jo så godt, at det var min pligt. Men jeg kan det ikke alligevel.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, nej, det er så rimeligt, det, synes jeg.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Og tidt og ofte så må jeg jo sige til mig selv, at det var en retfærdig straf over mig –
 

HILDE. 
 Hvorfor det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Fordi jeg ikke var standhaftig nok i ulykken.
 

HILDE. 
 Men jeg skønner da ikke, at –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å nej, nej, frøken Wangel, – snak ikke mere til mig om de to smågutterne. Dem skal vi bare være glade for. For de har det så godt, – så godt nu. Nej, det er de små tab i livet, som skærer en så ind i hjertet. At miste alt det, som andre folk regner for næsten ingenting.
 

HILDE 

(lægger armene på hendes knæ og ser varmt op til hende). 
 Søde fru Solness, – fortæl mig, hvad det er for noget!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Som jeg siger. Bare småting. Der brændte nu alle de gamle portrætterne på væggene. Og alle de gamle silkedragterne brændte. De, som havde hørt familjen til i så langsommelige tider. Og alle mors og bedstemors kniplinger – de brændte også. Og tænk, – smykkerne da! (tungt.) Og så alle dukkerne.
 

HILDE. 
 Dukkerne?
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(grådkvalt). 
 Jeg havde ni dejlige dukker.
 

HILDE. 
 Og de brændte også?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Allesammen. Å, det var så sårt, – så sårt for mig.
 

HILDE. 
 Havde De gåt og gemt på alle de dukkerne da? Lige siden De var liden?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ikke gemt på dem. Jeg og dukkerne blev ved at leve sammen siden også.
 

HILDE. 
 Efter at De var ble’t voksen?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, længe efter den tid.
 

HILDE. 
 Efter at De var gift også?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å ja da. Når bare ikke han så’ det, så –. Men så blev de jo indebrændt, stakker. Der var ingen, som tænkte på at redde dem. Å, det er så sørgeligt at forestille sig. Ja, De må ikke le af mig, frøken Wangel.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg ler sletikke.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 For der var jo på en måde liv i dem også. Jeg bar dem under mit hjerte. Ligesom små ufødte barn. 

(Doktor Herdal, med hatten i hånden, kommer ud gennem døren og får øje på fru Solness og Hilde.)
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Nå, De sidder altså ude og lar Dem forkøle, De, frue?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jeg synes, her er så godt og varmt idag.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja, ja. Men er her noget på færde i huset? Jeg fik en billet fra Dem.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(rejser sig). 
 Ja, der er noget, jeg må tale med Dem om.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Godt. Så går vi kanske ind da. (til Hilde.) I fjelduniform idag også, frøken?
 

HILDE 

(lystig, rejser sig). 
 Ja da! I fuld puds! Men idag skal jeg ikke tilvejrs og brække halsen. Vi to vil pænt bli’ nedenunder og se på, vi, doktor.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Hvad skal vi se på?
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(sagte, forskrækket til Hilde). 
 Hys, hys, – for Guds skyld! Nu kommer han! Se bare at få ham fra det indfaldet. Og la’ os så være venner, frøken Wangel. Kan vi ikke det?
 

HILDE 

(kaster sig voldsomt om hendes hals). 
 Å, om vi bare kunde.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(gør sig læmpeligt løs). 
 Så-så-så! Der kommer han, doktor! Lad mig få snakke med Dem.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Er det ham, det gælder?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja visst er det ham. Kom bare ind. 

(hun og doktoren går ind i huset.)


(I næste øjeblik kommer bygmester Solness fra haven op ad trappen. Et alvorligt drag lægger sig over Hildes ansigt.)
 

SOLNESS 

(skotter mod husdøren, som lukkes varsomt indenfra). 
 Har De lagt mærke til det, Hilde, at så fort jeg kommer, så går hun?
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg har lagt mærke til, at så fort De kommer, så får De hende til at gå.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Kanske det. Men jeg kan ikke gøre ved det. (ser opmærksomt på hende.) Fryser De, Hilde? Jeg synes, De ser så’n ud.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg kom nu netop op fra en gravkælder.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad skal det sige?
 

HILDE. 
 At jeg har fåt frost i kroppen, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS 

(langsomt). 
 Jeg tror, jeg forstår –
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad vil De her oppe nu?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg fik øje på Dem der borte fra.
 

HILDE. 
 Men da så’ De vel hende også, da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg vidste, at hun straks vilde gå, hvis jeg kom.
 

HILDE. 
 Er det svært ondt for Dem, det, at hun så’n går af vejen for Dem?
 

SOLNESS. 
 På en måde kendes det som en lettelse også.
 

HILDE. 
 At De ikke har hende lige for øjnene?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE. 
 At De ikke støt og stadig ser, hvor tungt hun tar sig dette her med smågutterne?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Mest derfor. 

(Hilde driver henover verandaen med hænderne på ryggen, stiller sig ved rækværket og ser udover haven.)
 

SOLNESS 

(efter et lidet ophold). 
 Snakked De længe med hende?
 

HILDE 

(står ubevægelig og svarer ikke).
 

SOLNESS. 
 Længe, spør’ jeg.
 

HILDE 

(tier, som før).
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad snakked hun om da, Hilde?
 

HILDE 

(tier fremdeles).
 

SOLNESS. 
 Stakkers Aline! Det var vel om smågutterne, det.
 

HILDE 

(gennemfares af en nervøs rykning; så nikker hun hurtig et par gange).
 

SOLNESS. 
 Forvinder det aldrig. Aldrig i verden forvinder hun det. (går nærmere.) Nu står De der som en stenstøtte igen. Slig stod De igårkvæld også.
 

HILDE 

(vender sig og ser på ham med store, alvorlige øjne). 
 Jeg vil rejse.
 

SOLNESS 

(skarpt). 
 Rejse!
 

HILDE. 
 Ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej men det får De ikke lov til!
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad skal jeg gøre her nu?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Bare være her, Hilde!
 

HILDE 

(ser nedad ham). 
 Jo, tak skal De ha’. Det blev nok ikke ved det.
 

SOLNESS 

(uoverlagt). 
 Så meget desto bedre!
 

HILDE 

(heftig). 
 Jeg kan ikke gøre noget ondt imod en, som jeg kender! Ikke ta’ noget væk, som hører hende til.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvem siger da, at De skal det!
 

HILDE 

(vedblivende). 
 En fremmed en, ja! For det er noget ganske andet, det! En, som jeg aldrig havde set for mine øjne. Men en, som jeg er kommet nær ind til –! Nej da! Nej da! Isch!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja men noget andet har jeg jo heller ikke sagt!
 

HILDE. 
 Å, bygmester, De véd visst godt, hvorledes det vilde gå. Og derfor så rejser jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og hvad skal der bli’ af mig, når De er rejst? Hvad skal jeg ha’ at leve for da? Bagefter?
 

HILDE 

(med det ubestemmelige udtryk i øjnene). 
 Med Dem har det vel ingen nød. De har jo Deres pligter imod hende. Lev for de pligterne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 For sent. Disse her magterne, – disse – disse –
 

HILDE. 
 – dævlerne –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, dævlerne! Og troldet indeni mig også. De har tappet alt livsblodet af hende. (ler fortvilet.) For min lykkes skyld gjorde de det! Jo-jo! (tungt.) Og nu er hun død – for min skyld. Og jeg er levende lænket til den døde. (i vild angst.) Jeg – jeg, som ikke kan leve livet glædeløst! 

(Hilde går omkring bordet og sætter sig på bænken med albuerne på bordpladen og hodet støttet i hænderne.)
 

HILDE 

(sidder og ser en stund på ham). 
 Hvad vil De så bygge næstegang?
 

SOLNESS 

(ryster på hodet). 
 Tror ikke, det blir til stort mere nu.
 

HILDE. 
 Ikke så’ne lune, lykkelige hjem for mor og far? Og for barneflokken?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Gad vide, jeg, om der blir brug for sligt noget herefterdags.
 

HILDE. 
 Stakkers bygmester! Og De, som har gåt her i alle de ti årene – og sat livet ind – bare på det.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, De må så sige, Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(i udbrud). 
 Å, jeg synes, det er rigtig så tosset, så tosset, – altsammen!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvilket altsammen?
 

HILDE. 
 At en ikke tør gribe efter sin egen lykke. Efter sit eget liv! Bare fordi der står nogen ivejen, som en kender!
 

SOLNESS. 
 En, som en ikke har ret til at gå forbi.
 

HILDE. 
 Gad vide, om en ikke havde ret til det igrunden? Men så alligevel – Å, den, som kunde sove ifra hele grejen! 

(hun lægger armene fladt ned på bordet, hviler venstre side af hodet på hænderne og lukker øjnene.)
 

SOLNESS 

(drejer lænestolen og sætter sig ved bordet). 
 Havde De et lunt, lykkeligt hjem – oppe hos Deres far, Hilde?
 

HILDE 

(ubevægelig, svarer ligesom halvt i søvne). 
 Bare et bur havde jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og De vil slet ikke did ind igen?
 

HILDE 

(som før). 
 Skogfuglen vil aldrig ind i buret.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Heller jage i den frie luften –
 

HILDE 

(fremdeles som før). 
 Rovfuglen jager helst –
 

SOLNESS 

(lar blikket hvile på hende). 
 Den, som havde vikingtrods i livet –
 

HILDE 

(med vanlig stemme, åbner øjnene, men rører sig ikke). 
 Og det andet? Si’, hvad det var!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Robust samvittighed. 

(Hilde retter sig livfuld på bænken. Hendes øjne har igen det glade, tindrende udtryk.)
 

HILDE 

(nikker til ham). 
 Jeg véd, hvad De kommer til at bygge næste gang, jeg!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Da véd De mere end jeg, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, bygmestrene, de er jo så dumme, de.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og hvad blir det for noget da?
 

HILDE 

(nikker igen). 
 Slottet.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvad for et slot?
 

HILDE. 
 Mit slot, kan De vel skønne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Vil De ha’ et slot nu?
 

HILDE. 
 Skylder De mig ikke et kongerige, må jeg spørge?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jo, jeg hører, De siger det.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå. De skylder mig altså dette her kongeriget. Og til et kongerige hører da vel et slot, skulde jeg tro!
 

SOLNESS 

(mere og mere oplivet). 
 Ja, det plejer jo gerne være så.
 

HILDE. 
 Godt; så byg det for mig da! Straks!
 

SOLNESS 

(ler). 
 Og det så’n straks på timen også?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da! For nu er de omme, – de ti årene. Og jeg vil ikke gå og vente længer. Altså, – ryk ud med slottet, bygmester!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er ikke grejt at skylde Dem noget, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Det skulde De ha’ betænkt før. Nu er det forsent. Altså – (banker i bordpladen.) – slottet på bordet! Det er mit slot! Jeg vil ha’ det straks!
 

SOLNESS 

(alvorligere, læner sig nærmere, med armene på bordet). 
 Hvorledes har De tænkt Dem, at det slottet skulde være, Hilde? 

(Hendes blik tilsløres lidt efter lidt. Hun stirrer ligesom indover i sig selv.)
 

HILDE 

(langsomt). 
 Mit slot skal ligge højt oppe. Svært højt skal det ligge. Og frit til alle sider. Så jeg kan se vidt, – vidt udover.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og et højt tårn skal der vel være?
 

HILDE. 
 Et forfærdelig højt tårn. Og øverst oppe på tårnet skal der være en altan. Og ude på den vil jeg stå –
 

SOLNESS 

(griber sig uvilkårlig om panden). 
 At De kan like at stå så svimlende højt –
 

HILDE. 
 Ja da! Just der oppe vil jeg stå og se på de andre, – de, som bygger kirker. Og hjem for mor og far og barneflokken. Og det skal De også få komme op og se på.
 

SOLNESS 

(dæmpet). 
 Får bygmesteren lov til at komme op til prinsessen?
 

HILDE. 
 Hvis bygmesteren vil.
 

SOLNESS 

(sagtere). 
 Så tror jeg bygmesteren kommer.
 

HILDE 

(nikker). 
 Bygmesteren, – han kommer.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men får aldrig bygge mere, – stakkers bygmester.
 

HILDE 

(livfuldt). 
 Jo da! Vi to skal være sammen om det. Og så skal vi bygge det dejligste, – det allerdejligste, som til er i hele verden.
 

SOLNESS 

(spændt). 
 Hilde, – si’ mig, hvad det er for noget!
 

HILDE 

(ser smilende på ham, ryster lidt på hodet, spidser munden og taler som til et barn). 
 Bygmesterne, – de er nogen svært – svært dumme mennesker.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja visst er de dumme, ja. Men sig mig så, hvad det er for noget! Det, som er det dejligste i verden. Og som vi to skal bygge sammen?
 

HILDE 

(tier lidt og siger med et ubestemmeligt udtryk i øjnene). 
 Luftslotte.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Luftslotte?
 

HILDE 

(nikker). 
 Luftslotte, ja! Véd De, hvad så’nt et luftslot er for noget?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det er jo det dejligste i verden, siger De.
 

HILDE 

(rejser sig i heftighed og slår ligesom afvisende ud med hånden). 
 Ja visst så, ja! Luftslotte, – de er så nemme at ty ind i, de. Og nemme at bygge også – (ser hånligt på ham.) – allerhelst for de bygmesterne, som har en – en svimmel samvittighed,
 

SOLNESS 

(rejser sig). 
 Efter denne dag bygger vi to sammen, Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(med et halvt tvilende smil). 
 Så’n et rigtigt luftslot?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Et med grundmur under. 

(Ragnar Brovik kommer ud fra huset. Han bærer en stor grøn krans med blomster og silkebånd.)
 

HILDE 

(i glædesudbrud). 
 Kransen! Å, det blir forfærdelig dejligt!
 

SOLNESS 

(forundret). 
 Kommer De med kransen, Ragnar?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Jeg havde lovet formanden det.
 

SOLNESS 

(lettet). 
 Nå, så går det vel bedre med Deres far da?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Nej.
 

SOLNESS 
 Kvikked det ham ikke, det, jeg havde skrevet?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Det kom for sent.
 

SOLNESS. 
 For sent!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Da hun kom med det, var han ikke ved samling længer. Han havde fåt et slaganfald.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men så gå da hjem til ham! Se da til Deres far!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Han behøver mig ikke mere.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men De behøver da vel at være hos ham.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Hun sidder ved sengen.
 

SOLNESS 

(noget usikker). 
 Kaja?
 

RAGNAR 

(ser mørkt på ham). 
 Ja, – Kaja, ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Gå hjem, Ragnar. Både til ham og til hende. La’ mig få kransen.
 

RAGNAR 

(undertrykker et spottende smil). 
 De vil da vel aldrig selv –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg vil selv gå ned med den, vil jeg. (tager kransen fra ham.) Og gå så De hjem. Vi har ikke brug for Dem idag.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Jeg véd, at De ikke har brug for mig herefter. Men idag blir jeg.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, så bli’, siden De endelig vil da.
 

HILDE 

(ved rækværket). 
 Bygmester, – her vil jeg stå og se på Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 På mig!
 

HILDE. 
 Det blir forfærdelig spændende.
 

SOLNESS 

(dæmpet). 
 Det snakker vi to om siden, Hilde. 

(han går med kransen ned ad trappen og bort igennem haven.)
 

HILDE 

(ser efter ham; derpå vender hun sig til Ragnar). 
 De kunde da gerne så meget som takket ham, synes jeg.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Takket ham? Skulde jeg takket ham?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det skulde De da rigtignok!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Det måtte vel snarere være Dem, jeg skulde takke.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvor kan De si’ sligt noget?
 

RAGNAR 

(uden at svare hende). 
 Men vogt Dem bare, De, frøken! For De kender nok ikke ham rigtig endnu.
 

HILDE 

(ildfuld). 
 Å, jeg kender ham bedst, jeg!
 

RAGNAR 

(ler i forbittrelse). 
 Takke ham, som har holdt mig nede år efter år! Han, som har fåt far til at tvile på mig. Fåt mig selv til at tvile –. Og det altsammen bare for at –!
 

HILDE 

(ligesom anende noget). 
 For at –? Si’ mig det straks!
 

RAGNAR. 
 For at han kunde få beholde hende hos sig.
 

HILDE 

(med et sæt imod ham). 
 Frøkenen ved pulten!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja.
 

HILDE 

(truende, med knyttede hænder). 
 Det er ikke sandt! De lyver på ham!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Jeg vilde heller ikke tro det før idag, – da hun selv sa’ det.
 

HILDE 

(som ude af sig). 
 Hvad sa’ hun! Jeg vil vide det! Straks! Straks!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Hun sa’, at han har ta’t hendes sind – helt og holdent. Ta’t alle hendes tanker for sig alene. Hun si’r, at hun aldrig kan slippe ham. At hun vil bli’ her, hvor han er –
 

HILDE 

(med gnistrende øjne). 
 Det får hun ikke lov til!
 

RAGNAR 

(ligesom forskende). 
 For hvem får hun ikke lov?
 

HILDE 

(hurtig). 
 Ikke for ham heller!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Å nej, – jeg forstår jo det hele så godt nu. Herefter vilde hun vel bare bli’ – til besvær.
 

HILDE. 
 Ingenting forstår De – når De kan si’ sligt! Nej, jeg skal fortælle Dem, hvorfor han holdt på hende.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Og hvorfor da?
 

HILDE. 
 For at få beholde Dem.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Har han sagt Dem det?
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, men det er så! Det må være så! (vildt.) Jeg vil, – jeg vil, at det skal være så!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Og just da De var kommen, – så slap han hende.
 

HILDE. 
 Dem, – Dem var det, han slap! Hvad tror De, han bry’r sig om så’ne fremmede frøkener, han?
 

RAGNAR 

(tænker efter). 
 Skulde han da ha’ gåt her og været ræd for mig?
 

HILDE. 
 Han ræd! Så kry skulde De ikke være, synes jeg.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Å, han må da vel for længe siden ha’ skønnet, at jeg duer til noget, jeg også. – Forresten, – ræd, – det er nu netop det han er, ser De.
 

HILDE. 
 Han! Jo, bild mig det ind!
 

RAGNAR. 
 På sæt og vis er han ræd. Han, den store bygmesteren. Ta’ livslykken ifra andre mennesker, – slig, som han har gjort både med far og med mig, – det er han ikke ræd for. Men bare det, at klyve op på et stakkers stillads, – det vilde han nok be’ Gud bevare sig for!
 

HILDE. 
 Å, De skulde bare set ham så højt oppe, – så svimlende højt, som jeg engang så ham!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Har De set det?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det har jeg rigtignok. Så fri og stolt, som han stod og fæsted kransen til kirkefløjen!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Jeg véd, at han har vovet det én gang i sit liv. En eneste gang. Vi unge har snakket så tidt om det. Men ingen magt i verden får ham til at gøre det om igen.
 

HILDE. 
 Idag gør han det om igen!
 

RAGNAR 

(hånligt). 
 Jo, det kan De tro!
 

HILDE. 
 Vi skal få se det!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Det får hverken De eller jeg se.
 

HILDE 

(voldsom, ustyrlig). 
 Jeg vil se det! Jeg vil og jeg må se det!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Men han gør det ikke. Tør simpelthen ikke gøre det. For han har nu engang den skavank, – han, den store bygmesteren. 

(Fru Solness kommer fra huset ud på verandaen.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(ser sig om). 
 Er han ikke her? Hvor er han gåt hen?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Bygmesteren er der borte hos arbejderne.
 

HILDE. 
 Han gik med kransen.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(i skræk). 
 Gik han med kransen! Å Gud, – å Gud! Brovik, – De må gå ned til ham! Se at få ham herop!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Skal jeg si’, at fruen vil snakke med ham?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å ja, kære, gør det. – Nej, nej, – si’ ikke, at jeg vil ham noget! De kan si’, at her er nogen. Og at han må komme straks.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Godt. Jeg skal så gøre, frue. 

(han går ned af trappen og bort igennem haven.)
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å, frøken Wangel, De kan ikke forestille Dem. hvilken angst jeg udstår for hans skyld.
 

HILDE. 
 Men er da dette her noget at være så svært ræd for?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å ja, det kan De da vel skønne. Tænk, om han gør alvor af det! Om han nu finder på at stige op på stilladset!
 

HILDE 

(spændt). 
 Tror De han gør det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å, en kan aldrig vide, hvad han kunde falde på. Han kunde jo gerne være i stand til hvad det så skal være.
 

HILDE. 
 Aha, De tror kanske også, at han er – så’n –?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, jeg véd ikke længer, hvad jeg skal tro om ham. For doktoren har nu fortalt mig så mangt og meget. Og når jeg lægger det sammen med et og andet, som jeg har hørt ham si’ – 

(Doktor Herdal ser ud gennem døren.)
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Kommer han ikke snart?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jo, jeg tænker da det. Der er ialfald gåt bud efter ham.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(nærmere). 
 Men De må nok gå ind, De, frue –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej da, nej da. Jeg vil bli’ her ude og vente på Halvard.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ja men der er kommet nogen damer til Dem –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å Gud, det også! Og netop nu!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Det er nogen, som si’r, at de endelig må få se på stasen.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja-ja, så får jeg nok gå ind til dem alligevel. For det er jo min pligt.
 

HILDE. 
 Kan De ikke be’ de damerne gå sin vej da?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Nej, det går umulig an. Siden de er kommet herhen, så er det jo min pligt at ta’ imod dem. Men bli’ De herude sålænge, – og ta’ imod ham. når han kommer.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Og se til at holde ham oppe med snak så længe som mulig –
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, gør det, kære frøken Wangel. Hold ham så fast, som De bare kan.
 

HILDE. 
 Var det ikke rettest, at De selv gjorde det?
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Jo, Herregud, – det var jo min pligt. Men når en har pligter på så mange kanter, så –
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(ser mod haven). 
 Nu kommer han!
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Og tænk, – jeg, som må gå ind!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(til Hilde). 
 Si’ ikke noget om, at jeg er her.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej da! Jeg skal nok finde på noget andet at prate med bygmesteren om.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Og hold ham endelig fast. Jeg tror, at De kan bedst det. 

(Fru Solness og doktor Herdal går ind i huset. Hilde blir stående igen på verandaen.)


(Bygmester Solness kommer fra haven op ad trappen.)
 

SOLNESS. 
 Her skal være nogen, som vil ha’ fat på mig, hører jeg.
 

HILDE. 
 Jaha, det er mig, det, bygmester.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Å, er det Dem, Hilde. Jeg var ræd, det skulde være Aline og doktoren.
 

HILDE. 
 De er nok svært ræd af Dem, De!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så De tror det?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, folk si’r, at De er ræd for at krabbe omkring – så’n oppe på stilladserne.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nå, det er nu en sag for sig, det.
 

HILDE. 
 Men ræd for det, – det er De altså?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, jeg er det.
 

HILDE. 
 Ræd for, at De skal falde ned og slå Dem ihjæl?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Nej, ikke for det.
 

HILDE. 
 Men for hvad da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg er ræd for gengældelsen, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 For gengældelsen? (ryster på hodet.) Det skønner jeg ikke.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Sæt Dem ned. Så skal jeg fortælle Dem noget,
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, gør det! Straks! 

(hun sætter sig på en taburet ved rækværket og ser forventningsfuld på ham.)
 

SOLNESS 

(kaster sin hat på bordet). 
 De véd jo, at det første, jeg begyndte med, det var med kirkebygninger.
 

HILDE 

(nikker). 
 Det véd jeg godt.
 

SOLNESS. 
 For jeg, ser De, jeg var som gut gåt ud fra et fromt hjem på landsbygden. Og derfor så syntes jeg jo, at dette kirkebyggeriet, det var det værdigste, jeg kunde vælge.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja-ja.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og det tør jeg nok si’, at jeg bygged disse her små, fattige kirkerne med et så ærligt og varmt og inderligt sind, at – at –
 

HILDE. 
 At –? Nå?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, at jeg synes, han burde været fornøjet med mig.
 

HILDE. 
 Han? Hvilken han?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Han, som skulde ha’ kirkerne, vel! Han, som de skulde tjene til ære og pris for.
 

HILDE. 
 Nå så! Men er De da viss på, at – at han ikke var – så’n – fornøjet med Dem?
 

SOLNESS 

(hånlig). 
 Han fornøjet med mig! Hvor kan De snakke så, Hilde? Han, som gav troldet i mig lov til at rumstere slig, som det selv vilde. Han, som bød dem være på pletten både nat og dag for at tjene mig, – alle disse – disse –
 

HILDE. 
 Dævlerne –
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, både den ene og den anden slags. Å nej, jeg fik nok føle, at han ikke var fornøjet med mig. (hemmelighedsfuldt.) Se, derfor var det egentlig, at han lod det gamle huset brænde.
 

HILDE. 
 Var det derfor?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, skønner De ikke det? Han vilde jeg skulde få lejlighed til at bli’ en hel mester på mit område – og bygge så meget ærefuldere kirker for ham. I førstningen forstod jeg ikke, hvor han vilde hen. Men så med én gang gik det op for mig.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad tid var det?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det var, da jeg bygged kirketårnet oppe i Lysanger.
 

HILDE. 
 Det tænkte jeg mig.
 

SOLNESS. 
 For, ser De, Hilde, deroppe på det fremmede sted, der gik jeg så jævnlig og grubled og funderte med mig selv. Da så’ jeg så grejt, hvorfor han havde ta’t mine små barn fra mig. Det var for at jeg ingenting andet skulde ha’ at hæfte mig ved. Ikke sligt noget, som kærlighed og lykke, forstår De. Jeg skulde bare være bygmester. Ingenting andet. Og så skulde jeg hele mit liv igennem gå her og bygge for ham. (ler.) Men det blev der rigtignok ikke noget af.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad gjorde De da så?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Først gransked og prøved jeg mig selv –
 

HILDE. 
 Og så?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så gjorde jeg det umulige. Jeg ligesom han.
 

HILDE. 
 Det umulige
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg havde aldrig før kunnet tåle at stige højt og frit tilvejrs. Men den dag kunde jeg det.
 

HILDE 

(springer op). 
 Ja, ja, det kunde De!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Og da jeg stod helt der øverst oppe og hang kransen over tårnfløjen, så sa’ jeg til ham: Hør nu her, du mægtige! Herefterdags vil jeg være fri bygmester, jeg også. På mit område. Ligesom du på dit. Jeg vil aldrig mere bygge kirker for dig. Bare hjem for mennesker.
 

HILDE 

(med store, tindrende øjne). 
 Det var sangen, som jeg hørte gennem luften!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Men han fik vand på sin mølle bagefter.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad mener De med det?
 

SOLNESS 

(ser mistrøstig på hende). 
 Det, at bygge hjem for mennesker, – det er ikke fem øre værd, Hilde.
 

HILDE. 
 Siger De det nu?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja, for nu ser jeg det. Menneskene har ikke brug for disse her hjemmene sine. Ikke for at være lykkelige, ikke. Og jeg vilde heller ikke havt brug for så’nt et hjem. Ifald jeg havde ejet noget. (med en stille, forbittret latter.) Se, det er hele opgøret, så langt, så langt jeg ser tilbage. Ingenting bygget igrunden. Og ingenting ofret for at få bygge noget heller. Ingenting, ingenting – altsammen.
 

HILDE. 
 Og aldrig så vil De bygge noget nyt herefter?
 

SOLNESS 

(med liv). 
 Jo, netop nu vil jeg begynde!
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad da? Hvad da? Si’ mig det straks!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Det eneste, som jeg tror der kan rummes menneskelykke i, – det vil jeg bygge nu.
 

HILDE 

(ser fast på ham). 
 Bygmester, – nu mener De luftslottene vore.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Luftslottene, ja.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg er ræd, De vilde svimle før vi kom halvvejs.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ikke når jeg får gå hånd i hånd med Dem, Hilde.
 

HILDE 

(med et drag af undertrykt harme). 
 Bare med mig? Skal vi ikke være flere i følge da?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Hvem ellers, mener De?
 

HILDE. 
 Å, – hun, denne Kaja ved pulten. Stakker, – skal De ikke ha’ hende med Dem også?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Åhå. Var det hende, Aline sad her og snakked for Dem om.
 

HILDE. 
 Er det så, eller er det ikke?
 

SOLNESS 

(heftig). 
 Jeg svarer Dem ikke på sligt noget! Helt og holdent skal De tro på mig!
 

HILDE. 
 I ti år har jeg trod så fuldt, så fuldt på Dem.
 

SOLNESS. 
 De skal bli’ ved at tro på mig!
 

HILDE. 
 Så la’ mig få se Dem fri og højt oppe da!
 

SOLNESS 

(tungt). 
 Å, Hilde, – slig står ikke jeg til hverdagsbrug.
 

HILDE 

(lidenskabelig). 
 Jeg vil det! Jeg vil det! (bedende.) Bare en eneste gang til, bygmester! Gør det umulige om igen!
 

SOLNESS 

(står og ser dybt på hende). 
 Hvis jeg prøver det, Hilde, så vil jeg stå deroppe og snakke til ham li’som sidst.
 

HILDE 

(i stigende spænding). 
 Hvad vil De si’ til ham!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg vil si’ til ham: hør mig, stormægtige herre, – du får nu dømme om mig som du selv synes. Men herefter vil jeg bare bygge det dejligste i verden –
 

HILDE 

(henreven). 
 Ja – ja – ja!
 

SOLNESS. 
 – bygge det sammen med en prinsesse, som jeg holder af –
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, si’ ham det! Si’ ham det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Ja. Og så vil jeg si’ til ham: nu går jeg ned og slår armene om hende og kysser hende –
 

HILDE. 
 – mange gange! Si’ det!
 

SOLNESS. 
 – mange, mange gange, vil jeg si’.
 

HILDE. 
 Og så –?
 

SOLNESS. 
 Så vil jeg svinge min hat – og gå ned på jorden – og gøre som jeg sa’ ham.
 

HILDE 

(med udstrakte arme). 
 Nu ser jeg Dem igen, som da der var sang i luften!
 

SOLNESS 

(ser på hende med sænket hode). 
 Hvorledes er De ble’t slig, som De er, Hilde?
 

HILDE. 
 Hvorledes har De fåt mig til at bli’ slig, som jeg er?
 

SOLNESS 

(kort og fast). 
 Prinsessen skal ha’ sit slot.
 

HILDE 

(jublende, klapper i hænderne). 
 Å, bygmester –! Mit dejlige, dejlige slot. Vort luftslot!
 

SOLNESS. 
 Med grundmur under. 

(I gaden har samlet sig en mængde mennesker, der kun skimtes utydeligt mellem træerne. Musik af blæseinstrumenter høres fjernt bag det nye hus.)


(Fru Solness, med skindkrave om halsen, doktor Herdal, med hendes hvide sjal på armen, og nogle damer kommer ud på verandaen. Ragnar Brovik kommer samtidig op fra haven.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(til Ragnar). 
 Skal her være musik også?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Ja. Det er byggearbejdernes forening. (til Solness.) Jeg skulde si’ fra formanden, at nu står han færdig til at gå op med kransen.
 

SOLNESS 

(tar sin hat). 
 Godt. Jeg går selv derned.
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(angst). 
 Hvad vil du dernede, Halvard?
 

SOLNESS 

(kort). 
 Jeg må være nedenunder hos folkene.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Ja, nedenunder, ja. Bare nedenunder.
 

SOLNESS. 
 Jeg plejer jo det. Så’n til hverdags. 

(han går ned ad trappen og bort igennem haven.)
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(råber efter ham over rækværket). 
 Men bed endelig manden, at han er forsigtig, når han skal op! Lov mig det, Halvard!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(til fru Solness). 
 Ser De så, at jeg fik ret! Han tænker ikke mere på de galskaberne.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å, hvor det letted! To gange er der nu faldet folk ned for os. Og begge to så slog de sig ihjæl på stedet. (vender sig til Hilde.) Tak skal De ha’, frøken Wangel, at De holdt ham så godt fast. Jeg havde visst aldrig fåt bugt med ham.
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(lyslig). 
 Ja, ja, frøken Wangel, De forstår nok at holde en fast, når De rigtig vil, De! 

(Fru Solness og doktor Herdal går hen til damerne, som står nærmere ved trappen og ser udover haven. Hilde blir stående ved rækværket i forgrunden. Ragnar går hen til hende.)
 

RAGNAR 

(med undertrykt latter, halv sagte). 
 Frøken, – ser De alle de unge folkene nede på gaden?
 

HILDE. 
 Ja,
 

RAGNAR. 
 Det er kammeraterne, som vil se på mesteren.
 

HILDE. 
 Hvad vil de se på ham for da?
 

RAGNAR. 
 De vil se på, at han ikke tør stige op på sit eget hus.
 

HILDE. 
 Nej, vil de det, de gutterne!
 

RAGNAR 

(harmfuld og hånlig). 
 Han har holdt os nede så længe, han. Nu vil vi se på, at han også værs’go’ får holde sig nedenfor.
 

HILDE. 
 Det får De ikke se. Dennegang ikke.
 

RAGNAR 

(smiler). 
 Så? Hvor får vi se ham henne da?
 

HILDE. 
 Højt, – højt oppe ved fløjen får De se ham!
 

RAGNAR 

(ler). 
 Han! Jo, det kan De tro!
 

HILDE. 
 Han vil til toppen. Og altså får De se ham der også.
 

AGNAR. 
 Ja, han vil, ja! Det tror jeg så gerne. Men han kan simpelthen ikke. Det vilde gå rundt for ham længe, længe før han kom halvvejs. Han måtte krybe ned igen på hænder og knæer!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(peger henover). 
 Se! Der går formanden opover stigerne.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Og så har han vel kransen at bære på også. Å, bare han nu tar sig iagt!
 

RAGNAR 

(stirrer vantro og råber). 
 Men det er jo –!
 

HILDE 

(i udbrydende jubel). 
 Det er bygmesteren selv!
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(skriger i forfærdelse). 
 Ja, det er Halvard! Å, du store Gud –! Halvard! Halvard!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Hys! Skrig ikke til ham!
 

FRU SOLNESS 

(halvt fra sig selv). 
 Jeg vil til ham! Få ham ned igen!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL 

(holder på hende). 
 Stå urørlige allesammen! Ikke en lyd!
 

HILDE 

(ubevægelig, følger Solness med øjnene). 
 Han stiger og stiger. Altid højere. Altid højere! Se! Se bare!
 

RAGNAR 

(åndeløs). 
 Nu må han vende om igen. Der er ikke råd for andet.
 

HILDE. 
 Han stiger og stiger. Nu er han snart oppe.
 

FRU SOLNESS. 
 Å, jeg forgår af skræk. Jeg holder ikke det synet ud!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Så se ikke op på ham da.
 

HILDE. 
 Der står han på de øverste plankerne! Helt oppe!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 Ingen må røre sig! Hører De det!
 

HILDE 

(jubler i stille inderlighed). 
 Endelig! Endelig! Nu ser jeg ham stor og fri igen!
 

RAGNAR 

(næsten målløs). 
 Men dette her er jo –
 

HILDE. 
 Slig har jeg set ham i alle de ti årene. Hvor tryg han står! Forfærdelig spændende alligevel. Se på ham! Nu hænger han kransen om spiret!
 

RAGNAR. 
 Dette her er som at stå og se på noget rent umuligt.
 

HILDE. 
 Ja, det er jo det umulige, det, som han nu gør! (med det ubestemmelige udtryk i øjnene.) Kan De se nogen anden deroppe hos ham?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Der er ingen andre.
 

HILDE. 
 Jo, der er en, som han trætter med.
 

RAGNAR. 
 De tar fejl.
 

HILDE. 
 Hører De ikke sang i luften heller da?
 

RAGNAR. 
 Det må være vinden i trætoppene.
 

HILDE. 
 Jeg hører sang. En vældig sang! (råber i vild jubel og glæde.) Se, se! Nu svinger han hatten! Han hilser herned! Å, så hils da op til ham igen. For nu, nu er det fuldbragt! (river det hvide sjal fra doktoren, vifter med det og skriger opad.) Hurra for bygmester Solness!
 

DOKTOR HERDAL. 
 La’ være! La’ være! For Guds skyld –! 
 (Damerne på verandaen vifter med lommetørklæderne og hurraråbet istemmes nede på gaden. Da forstummer det pludselig og folkemængden slår over i et forfærdelsens skrig. Et menneskelegeme sammen med planker og træstumper skimtes utydeligt at styrte ned inde mellem træerne.)
 

FRU SOLNESS OG DAMERNE 

(samtidigt). 
 Han falder! Han falder! 

(Fru Solness vakler, segner afmægtig bagover og opfanges af damerne under råb og forvirring.)


(Menneskemængden på gaden bryder gærdet ned og stormer ind i haven. Doktor Herdal iler ligeledes derned. Kort ophold.)
 

HILDE 

(stirrer ufravendt opad og siger som forstenet). 
 Min bygmester.
 

RAGNAR 

(støtter sig skælvende til rækværket). 
 Han må være knust. Dræbt på stedet.
 

EN AF DAMERNE 

(medens fru Solness bæres ind i huset). 
 Løb ned til doktoren –
 

RAGNAR. 
 Kan ikke flytte en fod –
 

EN ANDEN DAME. 
 Så råb ned til nogen da!
 

RAGNAR 

(forsøger at råbe). 
 Hvorledes er det? Er han ilive?
 

EN STEMME 

(nede i haven). 
 Bygmester Solness er død!
 

ANDRE STEMMER 

(nærmere). 
 Hele hodet er knust. – Han faldt lige i stenbruddet.
 

HILDE 

(vender sig til Ragnar og siger stille). 
 Nu kan jeg ikke se ham deroppe.
 

RAGNAR. 
 Forfærdeligt dette her. Han magted det altså dog ikke.
 

HILDE 

(ligesom i stille, forvildet triumf). 
 Men helt til toppen kom han. Og jeg hørte harper i luften. (svinger sjalet opad og skriger i vild inderlighed.) Min, – min bygmester!
 






  








Lille Eyolf
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PERSONERNE
 

ALFRED ALLMERS, ejendomsbesidder, literat, forhen timelærer.
 FRU RITA ALLMERS, hans hustru.
 EYOLF, deres barn; ni år gammel.
 FRØKEN ASTA ALLMERS, Alfreds yngre halvsøster.
 INGENIØR BORGHEJM.
 ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 

(Handlingen foregår på Allmers’s ejendom ude ved fjorden, et par mile fra byen.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(En smukt og rigt udstyret havestue. Mange møbler, blomster og planter. I baggrunden åbne glasdøre ud til en veranda. Vid udsigt over fjorden. Skogklædte åser i det fjerne. På hver af sidevæggene en dør, den til højre er en dobbeltdør og længst tilbage. Foran til højre en sofa med løse puder og tæpper. Stole og et lidet bord ved sofahjørnet. Foran til venstre et større bord med lænestole omkring. På bordet står en åben håndkuffert. Det er tidlig sommermorgen i varmt solskinsvejr.)
 

(Fru Rita Allmers står ved bordet, med ryggen mod højre, og pakker ud af kufferten. Hun er en smuk, temmelig stor, yppig, blond dame på omkring 30 år. Klædt i lys morgenkjole.)
 

(Lidt efter kommer frøken Asta Allmers ind gennem døren til højre, klædt i lysbrun sommerdragt med hat, jakke og parasol. Under armen har hun en temmelig stor låset mappe. Hun er smækker, middelhøj, med mørkt hår og dybe, alvorlige øjne. 25 år gammel.)
 

ASTA

(indenfor døren).
 

God morgen, kære Rita.
 

RITA

(vender hodet og nikker til hende).
 

Nej se, – er det dig, Asta! Kommer du alt så tidligt fra byen? Helt her ud til os?
 

ASTA

(lægger tøjet fra sig på en stol ved døren).
 

Ja, jeg havde ikke rist eller ro på mig. Jeg syntes, jeg måtte herud og se til lille Eyolf idag. Og til dig også. (lægger mappen på bordet ved sofaen.) Og så gik jeg udover med dampskibet.
 

RITA

(smiler til hende).
 

Og ombord traf du kanske en eller anden god ven? Sådan rent tilfældigt, mener jeg.
 

ASTA

(rolig).
 

Nej, jeg traf sletikke nogen, som jeg kendte. (ser kufferten.) Men, Rita, – hvad er det der for noget?
 

RITA

(pakker fremdeles ud).
 

Alfreds rejsekuffert. Kender du ikke den?
 

ASTA

(glad, går nærmere).
 

Hvad! Er Alfred kommen hjem?
 

RITA.
 Ja, tænk dig til, – han kom så rent uventet med nattetoget.
 

ASTA.
 Å, så var det det, jeg følte! Det var det, som drog mig herud! – Og han havde ingenting skrevet i forvejen? Ikke engang et brevkort?
 

RITA.
 Ikke et eneste ord.
 

ASTA.
 Ikke telegraferet heller?
 

RITA.
 Jo, en times tid før han kom. Ganske kort og koldt. (ler.) Synes du ikke, det ligner ham, Asta?
 

ASTA.
 Jo da. Han går så stille med alting.
 

RITA.
 Men desto dejligere var det så, da jeg fik ham igen.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, det kan jeg nok tænke mig.
 

RITA.
 Hele fjorten dage før jeg vented ham!
 

ASTA.
 Og det står godt til med ham? Ikke nedstemt?
 

RITA

(klapper kufferten sammen og smiler til hende).
 

Han så ud rent som om han var forklaret, da han kom ind ad døren.
 

ASTA.
 Og var ikke en smule træt heller?
 

RITA.
 Jo, træt tror jeg rigtignok han var. Dygtig træt også. Men, stakker, han havde jo gåt til fods det meste af vejen.
 

ASTA.
 Og så har kanske højfjeldsluften været vel skarp for ham.
 

RITA.
 Nej, det kan jeg aldrig tro. Jeg har ikke hørt han har hostet en eneste gang.
 

ASTA.
 Nå, der kan du bare se! Så var det jo godt alligevel da, at lægen fik ham overtalt til at gøre den turen.
 

RITA.
 Ja, nu, da det endelig er overstået, så –. Men du kan tro, det har været en forfærdelig tid for mig, Asta. Jeg har aldrig villet snakke om det. Og du kom jo så sjelden ud til mig også –
 

ASTA.
 Ja, det var visst ikke rigtig gjort af mig. Men –
 

RITA.
 Nå, nå, nå, – du havde jo skolen derinde i byen. (smiler.) Og vor vejbygger – han var jo bortrejst også.
 

ASTA.
 Å1 , la’ være med det, Rita!
 

1. fu: A
 

RITA.
 Ja, ja da. La’ vejbyggeren fare. – Men sligt savn, som jeg har følt efter Alfred, du! Slig en tomhed! Sligt øde! Uh, det var som om nogen var ble’t begravet her i huset –!
 

ASTA.
 Nå, Herregud, – bare en sex – syv uger da –
 

RITA.
 Ja, men du må huske på, at Alfred har aldrig før været borte fra mig. Aldrig så længe som et døgn engang. Aldrig i alle de ti år –
 

ASTA.
 Nej, men derfor så synes jeg sandelig det var på tiden, at han fik komme lidt ud iår. Han skulde ha’ gåt på fjeldtur hver eneste sommer. Det skulde han ha’ gjort.
 

RITA

(halvt smilende).
 

Ak ja, du har godt for at snakke, du. Hvis jeg var så – så fornuftig som du, så havde jeg vel sluppet ham løs før – kanske. Men jeg syntes ikke, jeg kunde det, Asta! Det stod for mig, som om jeg aldrig vilde få ham igen mere. Kan du da ikke så godt forstå det?
 

ASTA.
 Nej. Men det er vel sagtens, fordi jeg ikke har nogen at miste.
 

RITA

(med et drillende smil).
 

Har du virkelig sletikke nogen –?
 

ASTA.
 Ikke det jeg véd om. (afbrydende.) Men sig mig, Rita, – hvor er Alfred henne? Sover han kanske?
 

RITA.
 Å, langtfra. Han stod op lige så tidlig idag, som han plejer.
 

ASTA.
 Nå, så har han vel ikke været så svært træt heller.
 

RITA.
 Jo, inat. Da han kom. Men nu har han havt Eyolf inde hos sig over en hel time.
 

ASTA.
 Den stakkers lille, blege gutten! Skal han nu til at lære og lære igen?
 

RITA

(med et skuldertræk).
 

Alfred vil jo så ha’ det, véd du.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, men jeg synes, du skulde sætte dig imod det, Rita.
 

RITA

(noget utålmodig).
 

Nej, – véd du hvad, – det kan jeg virkelig ikke blande mig op i. Alfred må jo forstå de ting meget bedre end jeg. – Og hvad vil du da Eyolf skal ta’ sig til? Han kan jo ikke løbe omkring og lege, han, – ligesom andre børn.
 

ASTA

(bestemt).
 

Jeg vil snakke med Alfred om dette her.
 

RITA.
 Ja, kære, gør du bare det. – Nå, se der –
 

(Alfred Allmers, i sommerdragt, ledende Eyolf ved hånden, kommer ind gennem døren til venstre. Han er en slank, finbygget mand på 36-37 år, med milde øjne, tyndt brunt hår og skæg. Over hans ansigt hviler et alvorligt, tankefuldt drag. – Eyolf bærer en dragt af snit som et slags uniform med guldsnore og løveknapper. Han er halt og går med krykke under den venstre arm. Benet er lammet. Han er liden af vækst, ser sygelig ud, men har smukke, kloge øjne.)
 

ALLMERS

(slipper Eyolf, går glad hen og rækker Asta begge hænder).
 

Asta! Kæreste Asta! At du er her ude! At jeg straks skulde få se dig!
 

ASTA.
 Jeg synes jeg måtte –. Velkommen hjem igen!
 

ALLMERS

(ryster hendes hænder).
 

Tak skal du ha’ for det.
 

RITA.
 Ser han ikke prægtig ud?
 

ASTA

(stirrer ufravendt på ham).
 

Dejlig! Rent dejlig! Så oplivet i øjnene! Ja, da har du vel skrevet svært meget undervejs. (glad udbrydende.) Kanske gerne hele bogen er færdig, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS

(trækker på skuldren).
 

Bogen –? Å, den –
 

ASTA.
 Ja, jeg tænkte mig, at det vilde gå så let for dig, når du bare fik komme ud.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det tænkte jeg også. Men se, – det gik ganske anderledes, du. Jeg har såmæn ikke skrevet en linje på bogen.
 

ASTA.
 Har du ikke skrevet –!
 

RITA.
 Å så! Jeg kunde ikke skønne, at alt papiret lå urørt i kufferten.
 

ASTA.
 Men, kære Alfred, hvad har du da bestilt i al den tid?
 

ALLMERS

(smiler).
 

Bare gåt og tænkt og tænkt og tænkt.
 

RITA

(lægger armen om hans skulder).
 

Tænkt lidt på dem også, som hjemme sad?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det kan du vel vide. Meget også. Hver eneste dag.
 

RITA

(slipper ham).
 

Nå, så er det jo godt og vel altsammen da.
 

ASTA.
 Men sletikke skrevet noget på bogen? Og så kan du endda se så glad og tilfreds ud? Det plejer du da ikke ellers. Ikke når arbejdet går tungt for dig, mener jeg.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det har du ret i. For jeg har været så dum før, ser du. Det, at tænke, det rummer det bedste i en. Hvad som kommer på papiret duer ikke stort.
 

ASTA

(med et udråb).
 

Duer det ikke!
 

RITA

(ler).
 

Men er du ble’t gal, Alfred!
 

EYOLF

(ser troværdig op på ham).
 

Jo da, pappa, – det, som du skriver, det duer.
 

ALLMERS

(smiler og stryger hans hår).
 

Ja ja, når du siger det, så –. Men tro du mig, – der kommer en bagefter, som vil gøre det bedre.
 

EYOLF.
 Hvad skulde det være for en? Å, sig det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Giv tid. Han vil nok kornme og melde sig.
 

EYOLF.
 Og hvad vil du så gøre?
 

ALLMERS

(alvorlig).
 

Så vil jeg gå til fjelds igen –
 

RITA.
 Fy, skam dig, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 – op på højderne og på de store vidder.
 

EYOLF.
 Pappa, tror du ikke jeg snart blir så bra’, at jeg kan få være med dig?
 

ALLMERS

(smærtelig berørt).
 

Å jo, kanske det, lille gutten min.
 

EYOLF.
 For jeg synes, det vilde være så kækt, det, om jeg også kunde klyve i fjeldene.
 

ASTA

(afledende).
 

Nej, hvor pæn og pyntet du er idag, Eyolf!
 

EYOLF.
 Ja, synes du ikke det, tante?
 

ASTA.
 Jo da. Er det for pappas skyld, at du har fåt de nye klæderne på?
 

EYOLF.
 Ja, jeg bad mamma om det. For jeg vilde, pappa skulde se mig med dem.
 

ALLMERS

(sagte til Rita).
 

Du skulde ikke ha’ gi’t ham den slags dragt.
 

RITA

(dæmpet).
 

Å, men han plaged mig så længe. Bad så indstændig. Jeg fik ikke fred for ham.
 

EYOLF.
 Og, det er sandt, pappa, – Borghejm har købt en bue til mig. Og lært mig at skyde med den også.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, se det, det er rigtig noget for dig, det, Eyolf.
 

EYOLF.
 Og når han kommer igen næste gang, så vil jeg be’ ham lære mig at svømme også.
 

ALLMERS.
 Svømme! Å, men hvorfor vil du nu det da!
 

EYOLF.
 Jo, for alle gutterne nede ved stranden, de kan svømme. Det er bare mig, som ikke kan.
 

ALLMERS

(bevæget, lægger armene om ham).
 

Du skal få lov til at lære alt, hvad du bare vil! Alt, hvad du selv har lyst til.
 

EYOLF.
 Ja, véd du, hvad jeg har allermest lyst til, pappa?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå? Sig mig det.
 

EYOLF.
 Allerhelst vil jeg lære at bli’ soldat.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, lille Eyolf, der er så mange andre ting, som er bedre end det.
 

EYOLF.
 Ja, men når jeg blir stor, så må jeg jo bli’ soldat. Det véd du da vel.
 

ALLMERS

(knuger hænderne).
 

Ja, ja, ja; vi får se –
 

ASTA

(sætter sig ved bordet til venstre).
 

Eyolf! Kom her bort til mig, så skal jeg fortælle dig noget.
 

EYOLF

(går derhen).
 

Hvad er det for noget, tante?
 

ASTA.
 Tænk dig, du, Eyolf, – jeg har set Rottejomfruen.
 

EYOLF.
 Hvad! Har du set Rottejomfruen! Å, du bare narrer mig!
 

ASTA.
 Nej, det er sandt. Jeg så hende igår.
 

EYOLF.
 Hvor så du hende da?
 

ASTA.
 Jeg så hende på vejen, udenfor byen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg så hende også et steds oppe i landet.
 

RITA

(som sidder i sofaen).
 

Kanske vi også får se hende da, Eyolf.
 

EYOLF.
 Tante, er ikke det underligt, du, at hun heder Rottejomfruen?
 

ASTA.
 Folk kalder hende bare så, fordi hun rejser rundt land og strand og fordriver alle rotterne.
 

ALLMERS.
 Egentlig skal hun nok hede frøken Varg, tror jeg,
 

EYOLF.
 Varg? Det betyder jo en ulv, det.
 

ALLMERS

(klapper ham på hodet).
 

Véd du det også, du, Eyolf?
 

EYOLF

(betænksomt).
 

Så kanske det kan være sandt alligevel, at hun er varulv om natten. Tror du det, pappa?
 

ALLMERS.
 Å nej, det tror jeg ikke. – Men nu skulde du gå ned og lege lidt i haven.
 

EYOLF.
 Synes du ikke det var bedre jeg tog nogen bøger med mig?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, ingen bøger herefter. Gå så heller ned på stranden til de andre gutterne.
 

EYOLF

(forlegen).
 

Nej, pappa, jeg vil ikke gå ned til gutterne idag.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvorfor ikke det da?
 

EYOLF.
 Nej, fordi jeg har disse her klæderne på.
 

ALLMERS

(rynker panden).
 

Gør de kanske nar af – af dine pæne klæder!
 

EYOLF

(undvigende).
 

Nej, det tør de ikke. For så vilde jeg slå dem.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå ja, – hvad så –?
 

EYOLF.
 Men de er så uskikkelige, de gutterne. Og så siger de, at jeg aldrig kan bli’ soldat.
 

ALLMERS

(med undertrykt harme).
 

Hvorfor siger de det, tror du?
 

EYOLF.
 De er vel misundelige på mig. For, pappa, de er jo så fattige, de, at de må gå barbént.
 

ALLMERS

(sagte, med kvalt stemme).
 

Å, Rita, – hvor det nager mig i hjertet, dette her!
 

RITA

(beroligende, rejser sig).
 

Så-så-så!
 

ALLMERS

(truende).
 

Men de gutterne, de skal engang få føle, hvem der er herrer dernede på stranden!
 

ASTA

(lyttende).
 

Der er nogen, som banker.
 

EYOLF.
 Det er visst Borghejm!
 

RITA.
 Kom ind!
 

(Rottejomfruen kommer sagte og stilfærdigt ind gennem døren til højre. Hun er en liden, tynd, sammenskrumpet skikkelse, gammel og gråhåret, med hvasse, stikkende øjne. Klædt i en gammeldags, blomstret kjole med sort kysehat og saloppe. I hånden har hun en stor rød paraply og på armen, i en snor, en sort pose.)
 

EYOLF

(sagte, griber Asta i kjolen).
 

Tante! Det må visst være hende!
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(nejer ved døren).
 

Med allerydmygst forlov, – har herskabet noget, som gnaver her i huset?
 

ALLMERS.
 Vi? Nej, jeg tror ikke det.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Ja, for ellers så skulde jeg så inderlig gerne hjælpe herskabet af med det.
 

RITA.
 Ja, ja, vi forstår. Men vi har ikke noget af den slags.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Det var højst uheldigt, det. For nu er jeg just ude på rundrejse. Og ingen véd, når jeg kommer på disse kanter igen. – Å2 , så træt jeg er!
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ALLMERS

(peger mod en stol).
 

Ja, De ser ud til det.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 En skulde jo aldrig bli’ træt af at gøre vel imod de stakkers små, som hades og forfølges så hårdeligen. Men det ta’r så svært på kræfterne.
 

RITA.
 Kanske De vil ta’ plads og hvile Dem lidt?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Takker mangfoldige gange. (sætter sig på en stol mellem døren og sofaen.) For hele natten har jeg været ude i forretninger.
 

ALLMERS.
 Så De har det?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Ja, over på øerne. (ler klukkende.) Folkene havde så sandelig bud efter mig. De kvied sig nok svært ved det. Men der var ikke anden råd. De måtte såmæn pænt bide i det sure æble. (ser på Eyolf og nikker.) Sure æble, lille herre. Sure æble.
 

EYOLF

(uvilkårligt, lidt forknyt).
 

Hvorfor måtte de –?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Hvad?
 

EYOLF.
 Bide i det?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Jo, for de kunde ikke nære sig længer. For rotterne og for alle de små rottebørnene, skønner vel unge herren.
 

RITA.
 Uh! De stakkers folk, – har de så mange af dem?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Ja, så det vrimled og kryde. (ler stille fornøjet.) Oppe i sengene kribled og krabled de hele natten lang. Mælkefadene plumped de ned i. Og over gulvene hvisled og risled de både på kryds og på tvers.
 

EYOLF

(sagte til Asta).
 

Jeg vil aldrig rejse der ud, tante.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Men så kom jeg – og én til. Og vi tog dem med os allesammen. De søde, små gestalterne! Allesammen fik vi to has på.
 

EYOLF

(med et skrig).
 

Pappa, – se, se!
 

RITA.
 Men Gud, Eyolf da!
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad er der på færde?
 

EYOLF

(peger).
 

Der er noget, som spræller i posen!
 

RITA

(over til venstre, skriger).
 

Uh da! Få hende ud, Alfred!
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(ler).
 

Å, allersødeste frue, vær da aldrig ræd for så’nt et lidet skabilken.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men hvad er det da for noget?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Det er bare Mopsemand. (snører posen op.) Kom så op fra mørket, du allerkæreste vennen min.
 

(En liden hund med bred, sort snude stikker hodet op af posen.)
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(nikker og vinker til Eyolf).
 

Kom trøstig nærmere, lille blessérte3 krigsmand! Han bider ikke. Kom hid! Kom hid!
 

3. fu: blesserte
 

EYOLF

(holder sig til Asta).
 

Nej, jeg tør ikke.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Synes ikke den unge herre, at han har et mildt og elskeligt åsyn?
 

EYOLF

(forbauset, peger).
 

Den der?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Ja, just han.
 

EYOLF

(halv sagte, stirrer ufravendt på hunden).
 

Jeg synes, han har det forfærdeligste – åsyn, jeg har set.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(lukker posen).
 

Å, det kommer. Det kommer nok.
 

EYOLF

(går uvilkårlig nærmere, helt hen, og stryger let over posen).
 

Dejlig, – dejlig er han alligevel.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(med varsom stemme).
 

Men nu er han så træt og mødig, stakker. Så inderlig træt er han. (ser på Allmers.) For den ta’r på kræfterne, – den slags leg, kan herren tro.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad slags leg, mener De?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Lokkelegen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Aha, det er kanske hunden, som lokker rotterne.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(nikker).
 

Mopsemand og jeg. Vi to er sammen om det. Og det går så glat. At se til da. Han får bare en snor i halsbåndet. Så leder jeg ham tre gange rundt huset. Og spiller på mundharpe. Og når de det hører, så må de op af kælderne og ned fra lofterne og ud fra hullerne, – alle de velsignede små skabninger.
 

EYOLF.
 Bider han dem så ihjæl da?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Å, langt ifra! Nej, vi går ned til båden, han og jeg. Og så følger de efter os. Både de voksne og småpuslingerne deres.
 

EYOLF

(spændt).
 

Og hvad så –? Fortæl det!
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Så lægger vi ud fra land. Og jeg vrikker med åren og spiller på mundharpe. Og Mopsemand, han svømmer bagefter. (med gnistrende øjne.) Og alle de, som kribled og krabled, de følger og følger os ud på dybets vande. Ja, for det må de!
 

EYOLF.
 Hvorfor må de?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Just fordi de ikke vil. Fordi de er så grøssende rædde for vandet, – derfor må de ud i det.
 

EYOLF.
 Drukner de så?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Hver evige en. (sagtere.) Og så har de det så stille og så godt og mørkt, som de bare kan ønske sig det, – de yndige små. Sover dernede så sød og så lang en søvn. Alle de, som menneskene hader og forfølger. (rejser sig.) Ja, før i tiden havde jeg ingen Mopsemand behov. Da lokked jeg selv da. Jeg alene.
 

EYOLF.
 Hvad lokked De for noget?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Mennesker. En mest.
 

EYOLF

(i spænding).
 

Å, sig mig, hvad det var for en!
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(ler).
 

Det var allerkæresten min, det, lille hjerteknuser!
 

EYOLF.
 Hvor er så han henne nu?
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN

(hårdt).
 

Nede hos alle rotterne. (atter mildt.) Men nu må jeg ud i forretninger igen. Altid på farten. (til Rita.) Har herskabet slet ingen brug for mig idag? For så kunde jeg gøre det af med det samme.
 

RITA.
 Nej tak; jeg tror ikke det trænges.
 

ROTTEJOMFRUEN.
 Ja-ja, sødeste frue, – en kan aldrig vide –. Skulde herskabet mærke, at her er noget, som nager og gnaver, – og kribler og krabler, – så se bare til at få fat på mig og Mopsemand. – Farvel, farvel så mange tusend gange.
 

(hun går ud gennem døren til højre.)
 

EYOLF

(sagte, triumferende til Asta).
 

Tante, tænk, at jeg også har set Rottejomfruen!
 

(Rita går ud på verandaen og vifter sig med lommetørklædet. Lidt efter går Eyolf varsomt og ubemærket ud til højre.)
 

ALLMERS

(tager mappen på bordet ved sofaen).
 

Er det din mappe, denne her, Asta?
 

ASTA.
 Ja. Jeg har nogen af de gamle brevene i den.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, familjebrevene –
 

ASTA.
 For du bad mig jo ordne dem for dig, mens du var borte.
 

ALLMERS

(klapper hende på hodet).
 

Og det har du også fundet tid til, du!
 

ASTA.
 Å ja. Jeg har gjort det dels herude og dels inde i byen hos mig selv.
 

ALLMERS.
 Tak, kære –. Fandt du så noget særligt dem?
 

ASTA

(henkastende).
 

Å, – så et og andet finder en jo altid i slige gamle papirer, véd du vel. (sagtere, alvorligt.) Det der i mappen, det er brevene til mor.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, dem skal du naturligvis selv beholde.
 

ASTA

(med overvindelse).
 

Nej. Jeg vil, at du skal se dem igennem, du også, Alfred. Engang, – senere hen i livet. – Men idag har jeg ikke nøglen til mappen med mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Behøves ikke, kære Asta. For jeg læser så aldrig din mors breve alligevel.
 

ASTA

(fæster øjnene på ham).
 

Så vil jeg engang, – sådan en lun aftenstund, fortælle dig noget af det, som står i dem.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det kan du heller gøre. Men behold du bare din mors breve. Du har ikke så mange erindringer efter hende.
 

(han rækker Asta mappen. Hun tager den og lægger den hen på stolen under overtøjet.)
 

(Rita kommer ind i stuen igen.)
 

RITA.
 Uh, jeg synes det gamle uhyggelige fruentimmer bragte ligesom en ligstank med sig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, lidt uhyggelig var hun jo.
 

RITA.
 Jeg følte mig næsten syg, mens hun var i stuen.
 

ALLMERS.
 For resten kan jeg nok forstå den tvingende og dragende magt, som hun snakked om. Ensomheden oppe mellem tinderne og på de store vidder har noget af det samme.
 

ASTA

(ser opmærksomt på ham).
 

Hvad er det for noget, som er foregåt med dig, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS

(smiler).
 

Med mig?
 

ASTA.
 Ja, noget er det. Næsten som en forvandling, Rita har også lagt mærke til det.
 

RITA.
 Ja, jeg så det, straks du kom. Men det er da vel bare godt, det, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Det bør være godt. Og det må og det skal bli’ til det gode.
 

RITA

(udbrydende).
 

Du har oplevet noget på rejsen! Nægt det ikke! For jeg ser det på dig!
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Ingen verdens ting – i det ydre. Men –
 

RITA

(spændt).
 

Men –?
 

ALLMERS.
 Indvendig i mig er der rigtignok sket en liden omvæltning.
 

RITA.
 Å Gud –!
 

ALLMERS

(beroligende, klapper hendes hånd).
 

Bare til det gode, kære Rita. Det kan du så trygt lide på.
 

RITA

(sætter sig i sofaen).
 

Dette her må du endelig straks fortælle os. Altsammen!
 

ALLMERS

(vender sig mod Asta).
 

Ja, lad os sætte os, vi også. Så skal jeg prøve på at fortælle. Så godt jeg kan.
 

(han sætter sig i sofaen ved siden af Rita. Asta rykker en stol frem og sætter sig nær ved ham. Kort ophold.)
 

RITA

(ser på ham i forventning).
 

Nå da –?
 

ALLMERS

(ser frem for sig).
 

Når jeg tænker tilbage på mit liv – og min skæbne – i de sidste ti-elleve år, så står det næsten for mig som et eventyr eller som en drøm. Synes ikke du også det, Asta?
 

ASTA.
 Jo, i mange måder synes jeg det.
 

ALLMERS

(vedblivende).
 

Når jeg tænker på, hvad vi to var før, Asta. Vi to stakkers fattige forældreløse –
 

RITA

(utålmodig).
 

Å ja, det er jo så længe siden.
 

ALLMERS

(uden at høre på hende).
 

Og nu sidder jeg her i velstand og herlighed. Har kunnet følge mit kald. Har kunnet arbejde og studere, – alt efter egen lyst. (rækker hånden ud.) Og hele denne store, ubegribelige lykke – den skylder vi dig, du kæreste Rita.
 

RITA

(halvt spøgende, halvt uvillig, smækker ham over hånden).
 

Vil du nu bare se at holde op med den snak.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg nævner det jo også blot som en slags indledning –
 

RITA.
 Å, spring så den indledning over!
 

ALLMERS.
 Rita, – du må ikke tro, det var lægens råd, som drev mig op i fjeldene.
 

ASTA.
 Ikke det, Alfred?
 

RITA.
 Hvad var det da, som drev dig?
 

ALLMERS.
 Det var det, at jeg fandt ikke ro ved mit arbejdsbord længer.
 

RITA.
 Ikke ro! Kære, hvem forstyrred dig da!
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Ingen udenfra. Men jeg havde en følelse af, at jeg ligefrem misbrugte – eller – nej, forsømte mine bedste evner. At jeg sløsed tiden væk.
 

ASTA

(med store øjne).
 

Når du sad og skrev på bogen?
 

ALLMERS

(nikker).
 

For jeg har da vel ikke evner til bare det alene. Jeg måtte vel kunne udrette et eller andet ellers også.
 

RITA.
 Var det det, du sad og grubled over?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det var det nærmest.
 

RITA.
 Og derfor blev du så utilfreds med dig selv i den sidste tid. Og med os andre også. Ja, for det var du, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS

(ser hen for sig).
 

Der sad jeg bøjet over bordet og skrev dag efter dag. Mangen gang halve natten også. Skrev og skrev på den store, tykke bogen om „Det menneskelige ansvar”. Hm!
 

ASTA

(lægger hånden på hans arm).
 

Men, kære, – den bogen skal jo bli’ dit livsværk.
 

RITA.
 Ja, det har du da tidt nok sagt.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg tænkte så. Lige siden jeg begyndte at bli’ voksen. (med et varmt udtryk i øjnene.) Så satte du mig i stand til at gå i vej med det, du kære Rita –
 

RITA.
 Å snak!
 

ALLMERS

(smiler til hende).
 

– du med dit guld og med dine grønne skoge –
 

RITA

(halvt leende, halvt fortrydelig).
 

Kommer du med det tøjeri igen, så banker jeg dig.
 

ASTA

(ser bekymret på ham).
 

Men bogen, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Den begyndte ligesom at fjerne sig. Men mere og mere steg tanken om de højere pligter, som stilled sit krav til mig.
 

RITA

(strålende, griber hans hånd).
 

Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Tanken om Eyolf, kære Rita.
 

RITA

(skuffet, slipper hånden).
 

Ah, – om Eyolf!
 

ALLMERS.
 Dybere og dybere har stakkers lille Eyolf taget plads i mig. Efter det ulykkelige fald fra bordet –. Og mest efter at vi har visshed for, at det er uopretteligt –
 

RITA

(indstændigt).
 

Men du ta’r dig jo af ham, alt hvad du kan, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Som en skolemester, ja. Men ikke som en far. Og en far er det jeg vil være for Eyolf herefter.
 

RITA

(ser på ham og ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg forstår dig visst ikke rigtig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg mener, at jeg af al min magt vil prøve på at gøre ham det uoprettelige så lindt og så let som tænkeligt er.
 

RITA.
 Å men, du, – Gud ske lov, jeg tror ikke, han føler det så dybt.
 

ASTA

(bevæget).
 

Jo, Rita, det gør han.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, vær viss på det, at han føler det dybt.
 

RITA

(utålmodig).
 

Men, kære, – hvad mere kan du da gøre for ham?
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg vil prøve på at lyse op i alle de rige muligheder, som dæmrer i hans barnesjæl. Alt, hvad han rummer af ædle spirer vil jeg bringe til at skyde vækst, – sætte blomst og frugt. (varmere og varmere, rejser sig.) Og jeg vil mere end det! Jeg vil hjælpe ham til at bringe samklang mellem hans ønsker og det, som ligger opnåeligt foran ham. For sådan er han ikke nu. Al hans higen går imod det, som for hele livet vil bli’ uopnåeligt for ham. Men jeg vil skabe lykkefølelse i hans sind.
 

(han går et par gange op og ned ad gulvet. Asta og Rita følger ham med øjnene.)
 

RITA.
 Du skulde ta’ disse ting med mere ro, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS

(standser ved bordet til venstre og ser på dem).
 

Eyolf skal ta’ mit livsværk op. Ifald han så vil. Eller han kan få vælge noget, som er fuldt ud hans eget. Kanske helst det. – Nå, for alle tilfældes skyld så la’r jeg mit ligge.
 

RITA

(rejser sig).
 

Men, kæreste Alfred, – kan du da ikke arbejde både for dig selv og for Eyolf?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, det kan jeg ikke. Umuligt! Jeg kan ikke dele mig selv her. Og derfor så viger jeg. Eyolf skal være den fuldfærdige i vor slægt. Og jeg vil sætte mit nye livsværk i det at gøre ham til den fuldfærdige.
 

ASTA

(har rejst sig og går hen til ham).
 

Dette her har kostet dig en forfærdelig hård kamp, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det har det. Her hjemme havde jeg aldrig vundet bugt med mig selv. Aldrig tvunget mig selv ind under forsagelsen. Aldrig her hjemme.
 

RITA.
 Var det altså derfor du rejste ud i sommer?
 

ALLMERS

(med lysende øjne).
 

Ja! Og så kom jeg op i den uendelige ensomhed. Fik se solopgangen lyse over tinderne. Føle mig nærmere stjernerne. Næsten som i forståelse og i samfund med dem. Og så kunde jeg det.
 

ASTA

(ser tungt på ham).
 

Men aldrig vil du skrive mere på bogen om „Det menneskelige ansvar”?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, aldrig, Asta. Jeg kan ikke splitte mig selv mellem to opgaver, siger jeg jo. – Men jeg vil føre det menneskelige ansvar igennem – i mit liv.
 

RITA

(med et smil).
 

Tror du virkelig, at du kan holde fast ved slige høje forsætter her hjemme?
 

ALLMERS

(tager hendes hånd).
 

I forbund med dig kan jeg det. (rækker den anden hånd frem.) Og i forbund med dig også, Asta.
 

RITA

(trækker sin hånd til sig).
 

Med to altså. Du kan altså dog dele dig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men kæreste Rita –!
 

(Rita går fra ham og stiller sig i havedøren.)
 

(Det banker let og hurtigt på døren til højre. Ingeniør Borghejm træder rask ind. Han er en ung mand på vel 30 år. Lyst og frejdigt udtryk. Rank holdning.)
 

BORGHEJM.
 Godmorgen, godmorgen, frue! (standser glad ved synet af Allmers.) Nej, hvad ser jeg! Allerede hjemme igen, herr Allmers?
 

ALLMERS

(ryster hans hånd).
 

Ja, jeg kom i nat.
 

RITA

(munter).
 

Han havde ikke lov længer, herr Borghejm.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej men det er jo ikke sandt, Rita –
 

RITA

(kommer nærmere).
 

Jo visst er det sandt, jo. Hans permission var udløben.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Så De holder Deres mand så stramt i tøjlerne, frue?
 

RITA.
 Jeg holder på mine rettigheder. Og alting må da ha’ en ende også.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Å, ikke alting, – håber jeg. – Godmorgen, frøken Allmers!
 

ASTA

(undvigende).
 

Godmorgen.
 

RITA

(ser på Borghejm).
 

Ikke alting, siger De?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, jeg tror så fuldt og fast på, at der da ialfald er noget her i verden, som ingen ende ta’r.
 

RITA.
 Nu tænker De visst på kærlighed – og sligt noget.
 

BORGHEJM

(varmt).
 

Jeg tænker på alt det, som dejligt er!
 

RITA.
 Og som aldrig får ende. Ja, lad os tænke på det. Håbe på det, allesammen.
 

ALLMERS

(træder hen til dem).
 

Nu bli’r De vel snart færdig med vejarbejdet herude?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Jeg er alt færdig. Blev færdig igår. Det har varet længe nok. Men, Gudskelov, det fik da en ende.
 

RITA.
 Og det er De så kisteglad over?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, det er jeg rigtignok!
 

RITA.
 Nå, det må jeg sige –
 

BORGHEJM.
 Hvad, frue?
 

RITA.
 Det er just ikke videre pænt af Dem, herr Borghejm.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Så? Hvorfor ikke det?
 

RITA.
 Nej, for da kommer De vel ikke ret ofte ud på disse kanter herefter.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej, det er sandt. Det tænkte jeg ikke på.
 

RITA.
 Nå, en gang imellem kan De vel sagtens komme ud til os alligevel.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej, det bli’r nok desværre umuligt for mig på lange tider nu.
 

ALLMERS.
 Så? Hvorfor det da?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Jo, for nu har jeg fåt et stort, nyt arbejde, som jeg må ta’ fat på straks.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, har De det? (trykker hans hånd.) Det glæder mig hjertelig.
 

RITA.
 Gratulerer, gratulerer, herr Borghejm!
 

BORGHEJM.
 Hys, hys, – jeg har egentlig ikke lov til at snakke højt om det endnu! Men jeg kan ikke dy mig! – Det er et svært vejarbejde – oppe i det nordlige. Med fjeldovergange – og med de utroligste vanskeligheder at overvinde! (udbrydende.) Å, du store, vakkre verden, – hvad det er for en lykke, det, at være vejbygger!
 

RITA

(smiler og ser drillende på ham).
 

Er det bare for det vejarbejdets skyld, at De kommer herud så rent ellevild idag?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej, ikke for det alene. Men for alle de lyse og lovende udsigter, som åbner sig for mig.
 

RITA

(som før).
 

Aha, der er kanske noget endnu dejligere bagved!
 

BORGHEJM

(skotter mod Asta).
 

Hvem véd! Når lykken først kommer, så plejer den jo komme som en vårflom. (vender sig til Asta.) Frøken Allmers, skulde ikke vi to spadsere en liden tur sammen? Sådan som vi plejer?
 

ASTA

(hurtig).
 

Nej, nej tak. Ikke nu. Ikke idag.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Å, kom så! Bare en bitte liden tur! Jeg synes, jeg har så meget at snakke med Dem om, før jeg rejser.
 

RITA.
 Det er kanske noget, som De ikke må snakke højt om endnu?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Hm, det kommer nu an på –
 

RITA.
 Ja, for De kan jo også godt hviske. (halv sagte.) Asta, du må endelig gå med ham.
 

ASTA.
 Men, kære Rita –
 

BORGHEJM

(bedende).
 

Frøken Asta, – husk på, at dette skulde være en afskedstur – for lange, lange tider.
 

ASTA

(tager sin hat og parasol).
 

Ja-ja, lad os gå lidt omkring nede i haven da.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Å tak, tak for det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Og se så lidt efter Eyolf med det samme.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, Eyolf, det er sandt! Hvor er Eyolf henne idag? Jeg har noget med til ham.
 

ALLMERS.
 Han går og leger etsteds dernede.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej virkelig! Så han er begyndt at lege nu? Ellers plejer han bare sidde inde og læse.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det skal ha’ en ende. En rigtig friluftsgut skal der bli’ af ham.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Se, det er ret! Ud i det fri med ham også, stakker! Herregud, en kan da ikke gøre noget bedre end lege i denne velsignede verden. Jeg synes hele livet er som en leg, jeg! – Kom så, frøken Asta!
 

(Borghejm og Asta går ud på verandaen og ned gennem haven.)
 

ALLMERS

(står og ser efter dem).
 

Du, Rita, – tror du, der er noget imellem de to?
 

RITA.
 Jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal sige. Før trode jeg det. Men Asta er ble’t mig så uforklarlig, – så rent ubegribelig i den sidste tid.
 

ALLMERS.
 Så? Er hun det. Mens jeg var borte?
 

RITA.
 Ja, i de sidste par uger, synes jeg.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og du tror ikke, at hun nu længer bry’r sig sådan videre om ham?
 

RITA.
 Ikke alvorligt. Ikke helt og holdent. Hensynsløst. Det tror jeg ikke. (ser forskende på ham.) Vilde det være dig imod, ifald hun gjorde det?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke egentlig imod. Men det vilde jo unægtelig være en ængstende tanke –
 

RITA.
 Ængstende?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, for du må huske på, at jeg har ansvar for Asta. For hendes livs lykke.
 

RITA.
 Å hvad – ansvar! Asta er da vel voksen? Hun forstår da sagtens at vælge selv, skulde jeg tro.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, vi får jo håbe det, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Jeg for min part tror nu slet ikke noget ondt om Borghejm.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, kære, – det gør jo ikke jeg heller. Tvert imod. Men alligevel –
 

RITA

(vedblivende).
 

Og jeg skulde svært gerne se, at der blev et par af ham og Asta.
 

ALLMERS

(misfornøjet).
 

Ja, hvorfor egentlig det da?
 

RITA

(i voksende sindsbevægelse).
 

Jo, for så måtte hun rejse langt bort med ham? Og så kunde hun aldrig komme herud til os ligesom nu!
 

ALLMERS

(stirrer forbauset på hende).
 

Hvad! Kunde du ønske at bli’ Asta kvit!
 

RITA.
 Ja, ja, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Men hvorfor i al verden –?
 

RITA

(slår armene lidenskabelig om hans hals).
 

Jo, for så havde jeg dig da endelig for mig selv alene! Skønt – ikke da heller! Ikke helt for mig! (brister i krampegråd.) Å, Alfred, Alfred, –jeg kan ikke gi’ slip på dig.
 

ALLMERS

(gør sig læmpeligt løs).
 

Men kæreste Rita, – så vær da fornuftig!
 

RITA.
 Nej, jeg bry’r mig ikke en smule om at være fornuftig! Jeg bry’r mig bare om dig! Om dig alene i hele verden! (kaster sig atter om hans hals.) Om dig, om dig, om dig!
 

ALLMERS.
 Slip, slip, – du kvæler mig –!
 

RITA

(slipper ham).
 

Gid jeg så sandt kunde! (ser gnistrende på ham.) Å, dersom du vidste, hvor jeg har hadet dig –!
 

ALLMERS.
 Hadet mig –!
 

RITA.
 Ja, – når du sad derinde hos dig selv. Og ruged over dit arbejde. Til langt – langt udover nætterne. (klagende.) Så langt, – så sent, Alfred. – Å, hvor jeg haded dit arbejde!
 

ALLMERS.
 Men nu er det jo slut med det.
 

RITA

(ler skærende).
 

Jo visst! Nu er du jo optaget af det, som værre er.
 

ALLMERS

(oprørt).
 

Værre! Kalder du barnet det, som værre er?
 

RITA

(heftig).
 

Ja, jeg gør det. I forholdet mellem os to kalder jeg det så. For barnet, – barnet, det er jo ovenikøbet et levende menneske, det. (i stigende udbrud.) Men jeg tåler det ikke, Alfred! Jeg tåler det ikke, – det siger jeg dig!
 

ALLMERS

(ser fast på hende og siger dæmpet).
 

Jeg er mangen gang næsten ræd for dig, Rita.
 

RITA

(mørk).
 

Jeg bli’r tidt ræd for mig selv. Og just derfor så må du ikke vække det onde i mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, men i Guds navn, – gør jeg da det?
 

RITA.
 Ja, du gør, – når du slider det helligste istykker mellem os.
 

ALLMERS

(indtrængende).
 

Men tænk dig da om, Rita. Det er jo dit eget barn, – vort eneste barn, som her handles om.
 

RITA.
 Barnet er bare halvvejs mit eget. (atter i udbrud.) Men du skal være min alene! Helt min skal du være! Det har jeg ret til at kræve af dig!
 

ALLMERS

(trækker på skuldren).
 

Å, kære Rita, – det nytter jo ikke at kræve noget. Alt må gives frivilligt.
 

RITA

(ser spændt på ham).
 

Og det kan du kanske ikke herefter?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, jeg kan ikke. Jeg må dele mig mellem Eyolf og dig.
 

RITA.
 Men hvis nu Eyolf aldrig var født? Hvad så?
 

ALLMERS

(undvigende).
 

Ja, det var en anden sag. Så havde jeg jo bare dig at holde af da.
 

RITA

(sagte, dirrende).
 

Så vilde jeg ønske, at jeg aldrig havde født ham.
 

ALLMERS

(farer op).
 

Rita! Du véd ikke, hvad du selv siger!
 

RITA

(ryster af sindsbevægelse).
 

Jeg fødte ham til verden under så usigelig pine. Men jeg bar det altsammen med jubel og fryd for din skyld.
 

ALLMERS

(varmt).
 

Å ja, ja, det véd jeg jo nok.
 

RITA

(bestemt).
 

Men dermed får det ha’ slut. Jeg vil leve livet. Sammen med dig. Helt med dig. Jeg kan ikke gå her og bare være Eyolfs mor. Bare det. Ikke noget mere. Jeg vil ikke, siger jeg! Jeg kan ikke! Jeg vil være alt for dig! For dig, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Men det er du jo, Rita. Gennem vort barn –
 

RITA.
 Å, – vamle, lunkne talemåder –. Ikke et fnug andet. Nej, du, sligt er ikke noget for mig. Jeg var skikket til at bli’ mor til barnet. Men ikke til at være mor for det. Du får ta’ mig som jeg er, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og du har dog holdt så hjertelig af Eyolf før.
 

RITA.
 Jeg syntes så synd i ham. Fordi du lod ham gå for lud og koldt vand. Bare lod ham læse og puge. Næsten ikke så ham engang.
 

ALLMERS

(nikker langsomt).
 

Nej; jeg var blind. Tiden var ikke kommen for mig –
 

RITA

(ser på ham).
 

Men nu er den altså kommen?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, nu endelig. Nu ser jeg, at det højeste, jeg har at gøre her i verden, det er at være en sand far for Eyolf.
 

RITA.
 Og for mig? Hvad vil du være for mig?
 

ALLMERS

(mildt).
 

Dig vil jeg bli’ ved at holde af. I stille inderlighed.
 

(han griber efter hendes hænder.)
 

RITA

(undviger ham).
 

Jeg bry’r mig ikke om din stille inderlighed. Jeg vil ha’ dig helt og holdent! Og alene! Slig, som jeg havde dig i de første, dejlige, svulmende tider. (heftigt og hårdt.) Jeg lar mig aldrig i verden afspise med levninger og rester, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS

(sagtmodig).
 

Jeg synes, her måtte kunne være så rigeligt af lykke for os alle tre, Rita.
 

RITA

(hånligt).
 

Så er du nøjsom. (sætter sig ved bordet til venstre.) Hør nu her.
 

ALLMERS

(nærmer sig).
 

Nu? Hvad er det?
 

RITA

(ser op mod ham med en mat glands i øjet).
 

Da jeg fik dit telegram igåraftes –
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja? Hvad så?
 

RITA.
 – så klædte jeg mig i hvidt –
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, jeg så, du var hvidklædt, da jeg kom.
 

RITA.
 Havde slået håret ud –
 

ALLMERS.
 Dit rige, duftende hår –
 

RITA.
 – så det flød ned over nakken og ryggen –
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg så det. Jeg så det. Å, hvor du var dejlig, Rita!
 

RITA.
 Der var rosenrøde skærme over begge lamperne. Og vi var alene, vi to. De eneste vågne i hele huset. Og der var champagne på bordet.
 

ALLMERS.
 Den drak jeg ikke noget af.
 

RITA

(ser bittert på ham).
 

Nej, det er sandt. (ler skarpt.) „Du havde champagne, men rørte den ej”, – som skrevet står.
 

(hun rejser sig fra lænestolen og går ligesom træt hen og sætter sig halvt liggende på sofaen.)
 

ALLMERS

(går henad gulvet og standser foran hende).
 

Jeg var så opfyldt af alvorsfulde tanker. Jeg havde foresat mig at tale med dig om vort fremtidsliv, Rita. Og først og fremst om Eyolf.
 

RITA

(smiler).
 

Det gjorde du jo også, kære –
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, jeg kom ikke til. For du begyndte at klæde dig af.
 

RITA.
 Ja, og så snakked du om Eyolf imens. Husker du ikke det? Du spurgte, hvorledes det stod til med lille Eyolfs mave.
 

ALLMERS

(ser bebrejdende på hende).
 

Rita –!
 

RITA.
 Og så la’ du dig i din seng. Og sov så inderlig godt.
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Rita, – Rita!
 

RITA

(lægger sig helt ned og ser op til ham).
 

Du? Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja?
 

RITA.
 „Du havde champagne, men rørte den ej”.
 

ALLMERS

(næsten hårdt).
 

Nej. Jeg rørte den ikke.
 

(han går fra hende og stiller sig i havedøren. Rita ligger en stund urørlig, med lukkede øjne.)
 

RITA

(springer pludselig op).
 

Men én ting vil jeg sige dig, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS

(vender sig i døren).
 

Nå?
 

RITA.
 Du skulde ikke føle dig så tryg, du!
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke tryg?
 

RITA.
 Nej, du skulde ikke være så ligeglad! Ikke så sikker på, at du har mig!
 

ALLMERS

(kommer nærmere).
 

Hvad mener du med det?
 

RITA

(med bævende læber).
 

Aldrig med en tanke har jeg været utro imod dig, Alfred! Aldrig et øjeblik.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, Rita, det véd jeg da. Jeg, som kender dig så godt.
 

RITA

(med gnistrende øjne).
 

Men forsmår du mig –!
 

ALLMERS.
 Forsmår –! Jeg skønner ikke, hvor du vil hen!
 

RITA.
 Å, du kender ikke alt det, som kunde komme op i mig, hvis –
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvis –?
 

RITA.
 Hvis jeg nogensinde skulde mærke, at du ikke længer brød dig om mig. Ikke længer holdt af mig således som før.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men, du min kæreste Rita, – den menneskelige forvandling gennem årene, – den må da engang foregå i vort samliv også. Ligesom hos alle andre.
 

RITA.
 Aldrig hos mig! Og jeg vil ikke vide af nogen forvandling hos dig heller. Jeg vilde ikke kunne bære det, Alfred. Jeg vil få beholde dig for mig selv alene.
 

ALLMERS

(ser bekymret på hende).
 

Du har et forfærdelig skinsygt sind –
 

RITA.
 Jeg kan ikke gøre mig anderledes end jeg er. (truende.) Stykker du dig ud imellem mig og nogen anden –
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad så –?
 

RITA.
 Så hævner jeg mig på dig, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad skulde du kunne hævne dig med?
 

RITA.
 Det véd jeg ikke. – Å jo, jeg véd det nok!
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå?
 

RITA.
 Jeg går hen og kaster mig hort –
 

ALLMERS.
 Kaster du dig bort, siger du!
 

RITA.
 Ja, jeg gør så. Jeg kaster mig lige i armene på – på den første den bedste!
 

ALLMERS

(ser varmt på hende og ryster på hodet).
 

Det gør du aldrig, – du min ærlige, stolte, trofaste Rita.
 

RITA

(lægger armene om hans hals).
 

Å, du véd ikke, hvad jeg kunde bli’ til, hvis du, – hvis du ikke vilde vide af mig mere.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke vide af dig, Rita? Tænk, at du kan sige sådant noget!
 

RITA

(halvt i latter, slipper ham).
 

Jeg kunde jo lægge mine garn ud efter ham, – denne vejbyggeren, som går her.
 

ALLMERS

(lettet).
 

Ah, Gudskelov, – du spaser altså.
 

RITA.
 Aldeles ikke. Hvorfor ikke lige så godt ham, som enhver anden?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, for han er visst allerede så temmelig bunden.
 

RITA.
 Desto bedre! For så tog jeg ham jo fra en anden. Det er jo akkurat det samme, som Eyolf har gjort imod mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Siger du, at vor lille Eyolf har gjort det?
 

RITA

(med udstrakt pegefinger).
 

Se der! Se der! Straks du bare nævner Eyolfs navn, så blir du blød og dirrer i stemmen! (truende, knytter hænderne.) Å, jeg kunde næsten fristes til at ønske – nå!
 

ALLMERS

(ser i angst på hende).
 

Hvad kunde du ønske, Rita –!
 

RITA

(heftigt, går fra ham).
 

Nej, nej, nej, – det siger jeg dig ikke! Aldrig!
 

ALLMERS

(går nærmere hen til hende).
 

Rita! Jeg bønfalder dig, – for din og min skyld, lad dig ikke friste til noget, som ondt er.
 

(Borghejm og Asta kommer op fra haven. De er begge i behersket sindsbevægelse. Ser alvorlige og forstemte ud. Asta blir stående ude på verandaen. Borghejm går ind i stuen.)
 

BORGHEJM.
 Se så. Nu har frøken Allmers og jeg gåt vor sidste tur sammen.
 

RITA

(ser studsende på ham).
 

Ah! – Og der følger ikke nogen længere rejse efterpå turen?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Jo, for mig.
 

RITA.
 For Dem alene?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, for mig alene.
 

RITA

(skotter mørkt til Allmers).
 

Hører du det, Alfred? (vender sig til Borghejm.) Jeg tør vædde på, at det er onde øjne, som har spillet Dem et puds her.
 

BORGHEJM

(ser på hende).
 

Onde øjne?
 

RITA

(nikker).
 

Onde øjne, ja.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Tror De på onde øjne, fru Allmers?
 

RITA.
 Ja, jeg er begyndt at tro på onde øjne nu. Mest på onde barneøjne.
 

ALLMERS

(oprørt, hvisker).
 

Rita, – hvor kan du –!
 

RITA

(halvhøjt).
 

Det er dig, som gør mig ond og styg, Alfred.
 

(Fjerne, forvirrede råb og skrig høres nede ved vandet.)
 

BORGHEJM

(går til glasdøren).
 

Hvad er det for en larm –?
 

ASTA

(i døren).
 

Se alle de mennesker, som løber nede på bryggen!
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad kan det være? (ser et øjeblik ud.) Sagtens disse gadeungerne, som er på spil igen.
 

BORGHEJM

(råber ud over rækværket).
 

Hør, I smågutter dernede! Hvad er der på færde?
 

(Flere høres at svare utydeligt i munden på hverandre.)
 

RITA.
 Hvad siger de?
 

BORGHEJM.
 De siger, det er et barn, som er druknet.
 

ALLMERS.
 Et barn druknet?
 

ASTA

(urolig).
 

En liden gut, siger de.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, de kan jo svømme, allesammen.
 

RITA

(skriger i angst).
 

Hvor er Eyolf henne!
 

ALLMERS.
 Bare rolig. Rolig. Eyolf er jo i haven og leger.
 

ASTA.
 Nej, i haven var han ikke –
 

RITA

(med oprakle arme).
 

Å, bare det ikke er ham!
 

BORGHEJM

(lytter og råber ned).
 

Hvis barn er det, siger I?
 

(Utydelige stemmer høres. Borghejm og Asta udstøder et undertrykt skrig og styrter ned gennem haven.)
 

ALLMERS

(i sjæleangst).
 

Det er ikke Eyolf! Det er ikke Eyolf, Rita!
 

RITA

(på verandaen, lyttende).
 

Hys; vær stille! Lad mig høre, hvad de siger!
 

(Rita flygter med et skærende skrig ind i værelset.)
 

ALLMERS

(efter hende).
 

Hvad var det de sa’?
 

RITA

(segner ned ved lænestolen til venstre).
 

De sa’ krykken flyder!
 

ALLMERS

(næsten lammet).
 

Nej! Nej! Nej!
 

RITA

(hæst).
 

Eyolf! Eyolf! Å, men de må redde ham!
 

ALLMERS

(halvt i vildelse).
 

Umulig andet! Så dyrt et liv! Så dyrt et liv!
 

(han iler ned gennem haven.)
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(En liden, trang dal i Allmers’s skog nede ved stranden. Høje, gamle træer til venstre luder ud over stedet. Nedover bakkedraget i baggrunden fosser en bæk, som taber sig mellem stene i skogranden. En sti slynger sig langs bækken. Til højre står kun enkelte træer, mellem hvilke fjorden skimtes. Foran ses hjørnet af et bådskur med en optrukken båd. Under de gamle træer til venstre står et bord med bænk og et par stole, alt tømret af tynde birkestammer. Det er en tung, regnfuld dag med drivende tågeskyer.)
 

(Alfred Allmers, klædt som før, sidder på bænken og støtter armene mod bordet. Hans hat ligger foran ham. Han stirrer ubevægelig og åndsfraværende frem for sig ud over vandet.)
 

(Lidt efter kommer Asta Allmers ned ad skogstien. Hun bærer opslået paraply.)
 

ASTA

(går stille og varsomt hen til ham).
 

Du skulde ikke sidde her nede i gråvejret, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS

(nikker langsomt uden at svare).
 

ASTA

(slår paraplyen sammen).
 

Jeg har gåt så længe og ledt efter dig.
 

ALLMERS

(udtryksløst).
 

Tak.
 

ASTA

(flytter en stol og sætter sig hos ham).
 

Har du siddet længe her nede? Hele tiden?
 

ALLMERS

(svarer ikke. Om lidt siger han):
 

Nej, jeg kan ikke fatte det. Jeg synes, det er så rent umuligt, – dette her.
 

ASTA

(lægger deltagende hånden på hans arm).
 

Du stakkers Alfred.
 

ALLMERS

(stirrer på hende).
 

Er det da også virkelig sandt, Asta? Eller er jeg ble’t gal? Eller drømmer jeg bare? Å, om det bare var en drøm! Tænk, hvor dejligt, hvis jeg nu vågned!
 

ASTA.
 Å, om jeg så sandt kunde vække dig.
 

ALLMERS

(ser ud over vandet).
 

Hvor ubarmhjertig fjorden ser ud idag. Ligger så tung og døsig. Blygrå, – med gule glimt, – og spejler regnskyerne.
 

ASTA

(bønligt).
 

Å, Alfred, sid ikke og stir ud på den fjorden!
 

ALLMERS

(uden at høre på hende).
 

På overfladen, ja. Men på dybet, – der går den stride understrøm –
 

ASTA

(angst).
 

Å, for Gud i himmelens skyld, – tænk ikke på dybet!
 

ALLMERS

(ser mildt på hende).
 

Du tror nok, at han ligger her lige udenfor, du? Men det gør han ikke, Asta. Det må du ikke tro. For du må huske på, hvor rivende strømmen går udover her. Lige til havs.
 

ASTA

(kaster sig hulkende mod bordet med hænderne for ansigtet).
 

Å Gud, – å Gud!
 

ALLMERS

(tungt).
 

Derfor er lille Eyolf kommet så langt – langt bort fra os andre nu.
 

ASTA

(ser bedende op på ham).
 

Å, Alfred, sig da ikke sådant noget!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, du kan selv regne det ud. Du, som er så flink –. På otteogtyve– niogtyve timer –. Lad mig se –! Lad mig se –!
 

ASTA

(skriger og holder for ørerne).
 

Alfred –!
 

ALLMERS

(knuger hånden hårdt mod bordet).
 

Men kan du skønne meningen i sligt noget, du?
 

ASTA

(ser på ham).
 

I hvad for noget?
 

ALLMERS.
 I dette her, som er gjort imod mig og Rita.
 

ASTA.
 Meningen i det?
 

ALLMERS

(utålmodig).
 

Ja, meningen, siger jeg. For en mening må der da vel være i det. Livet, tilværelsen, – tilskikkelsen kan da vel ikke være så rent meningsløs heller.
 

ASTA.
 Å, hvem kan sige noget sikkert og visst om de ting, kære Alfred?
 

ALLMERS

(ler bittert).
 

Nej-nej; du kan såmæn ha’ ret i det. Kanske det går sådan på måfå, altsammen, du. Skøtter sig selv, som et drivende skibsvrag uden ror. Kan såmæn gerne være, det. – Det synes næsten så idetmindste.
 

ASTA

(tankefuld).
 

Om det nu bare syntes –?
 

ALLMERS

(heftig).
 

Så? Kan du kanske greje det ud for mig? For jeg kan det ikke. (blødere.) Her går Eyolf og skal netop træde ind i åndsbevidst liv. Bærer på så uendelig mange muligheder. Rige muligheder kanske. Skulde fylde min tilværelse med glæde og stolthed. Og så behøves det bare, at her kommer et forrykt, gammelt kvindemenneske – og viser frem en hund i en pose –
 

ASTA.
 Men vi véd jo sletikke, hvorledes det egentlig er gået til.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, vi véd. Gutterne så hende jo ro ud over fjorden. De så Eyolf stå alene yderst ude på bryggen. Så ham stirre efter hende – og ligesom svimle. (bævende.) Og så var det, han styrted udfor – og blev borte.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, ja. Men alligevel –
 

ALLMERS.
 Hun har draget ham i dybet. Vær viss på det, du.
 

ASTA.
 Men, kære, hvorfor skulde hun det?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, se, – det er sagen! Hvorfor skulde hun? Der er ingen gengældelse bagved. Ingenting at sone, mener jeg. Eyolf har aldrig gjort hende noget ondt. Aldrig råbt efter hende. Aldrig kastet sten på hunden. Han havde jo hverken set hende eller hunden for sine øjne før igår. Ingen gengældelse altså. Så grundløst, det hele. Så rent meningsløst, Asta. – Og alligevel så har verdensordenen brug for det.
 

ASTA.
 Har du talt med Rita om de ting?
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg synes, jeg bedre kan tale med dig om sligt. (ånder tungt.) Og om alt andet også.
 

(Asta tager sysager og en liden pakke i papir op af lommen. Allmers sidder åndsfraværende og ser til.)
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad er det for noget, du har der, Asta?
 

ASTA

(tager hans hat).
 

Lidt sort flor.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, hvad skal nu sligt noget til?
 

ASTA.
 Rita har bedt mig om det. Må jeg?
 

ALLMERS.
 Å ja; gerne for mig.
 

(hun syr floret om hatten.)
 

ALLMERS

(sidder og ser på hende).
 

Hvor er Rita henne?
 

ASTA.
 Hun går lidt omkring oppe i haven, tror jeg. Borghejm er med hende.
 

ALLMERS

(lidt forundret).
 

Ja så? Er Borghejm herude idag også?
 

ASTA.
 Ja. Han kom ud med middagstoget.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det havde jeg ikke tænkt.
 

ASTA

(syr).
 

Han holdt så inderlig af Eyolf.
 

ALLMERS.
 Borghejm er en trofast sjæl, Asta.
 

ASTA

(med stille varme).
 

Ja, han er rigtignok trofast. Det er visst.
 

ALLMERS

(fæster øjnene på hende).
 

Du holder i grunden af ham.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, jeg gør det.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men alligevel så kan du ikke beslutte dig til –?
 

ASTA

(afbrydende).
 

Å, snille Alfred, tal ikke om det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, jo, – sig mig bare, hvorfor du ikke kan –?
 

ASTA.
 Å nej da! Jeg be’r dig så bønlig. Du må endelig ikke spørge mig. For det er så pinligt for mig, ser du. – Se så. Nu er hatten færdig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Tak.
 

ASTA.
 Men så var det den venstre armen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Skal den også ha’ flor?
 

ASTA.
 Ja, det hører jo til.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå, – gør som du vil da.
 

(hun flytter sig nærmere og begynder at sy.)
 

ASTA.
 Hold så armen stille. Så jeg ikke stikker dig.
 

ALLMERS

(med et halvt smil).
 

Dette her er ligesom i gamle dage.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, synes du ikke det?
 

ALLMERS.
 Dengang du var en liden pige sad du også sådan og stelled med mit tøj.
 

ASTA.
 Så godt jeg kunde, ja.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det første, du sy’de for mig, – det var også sort flor.
 

ASTA.
 Så?
 

ALLMERS.
 Om studenterhuen. Dengang far døde fra os.
 

ASTA.
 Sy’de jeg da? – Tænk, det husker jeg ikke.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å nej; du var jo så liden dengang.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, da var jeg liden.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og så to år bagefter, – da vi misted din mor, – da sy’de du et stort armflor til mig også.
 

ASTA.
 Jeg syntes, det skulde så være, jeg.
 

ALLMERS

(klapper hende på hånden).
 

Ja, ja, det skulde jo også så være, Asta. – Og da vi så var ble’t alene i verden, vi to –. Er du alt færdig?
 

ASTA.
 Ja. (lægger sysagerne sammen.) Det blev dog en dejlig tid for os igrunden, Alfred. Vi to alene.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det blev det. Så hårdt vi end sled.
 

ASTA.
 Du sled.
 

ALLMERS

(livfuldere).
 

Å, du sled såmæn på din vis, du også, – (smiler.) du, min kære, trofaste – Eyolf.
 

ASTA.
 Uf, – du skal ikke minde mig om det dumme vås med navnet.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå, hvis du havde været en gut, så skulde du jo ha’ hedt Eyolf.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, hvis, ja. Men da du så var ble’t student –. (smiler uvilkårlig.) Tænk, at du kunde være så barnagtig alligevel.
 

ALLMERS.
 Var det mig, som var barnagtig!
 

ASTA.
 Ja, det synes jeg da rigtignok nu, når jeg husker på det. For du skammed dig over, at du ikke havde nogen bror. Bare en søster.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, det var såmæn dig, du. Du skammed dig.
 

ASTA.
 Å ja, lidt, jeg også, kanske. Og så syntes jeg ligesom synd i dig –
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, du gjorde nok det. Og så fandt du mine gamle gutteklæder frem –
 

ASTA.
 De pene søndagsklæderne, ja. Kan du huske den blå blusen og knæbukserne?
 

ALLMERS

(dvæler med øjnene på hende).
 

Hvor godt jeg husker dig, når du trak dem på dig og gik med dem.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, men det gjorde jeg da bare, når vi var hjemme alene.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og så alvorlige og så vigtige, som vi da var, du. Og jeg kaldte dig bestandig Eyolf.
 

ASTA.
 Men, Alfred, dette her har du da vel aldrig fortalt til Rita?
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, jeg tror jeg har fortalt hende det en gang.
 

ASTA.
 Nej men, Alfred, hvor kunde du da gøre det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, ser du, – man fortæller jo sin hustru alting – sågodtsom.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, man gør vel det, kan jeg tænke.
 

ALLMERS

(ligesom vågnende, griber sig til panden og springer op).
 

Ah, – at jeg kan sidde her og –
 

ASTA

(rejser sig, ser bekymret på ham).
 

Hvad er det med dig?
 

ALLMERS.
 Han kom næsten bort fra mig. Rent bort kom han.
 

ASTA.
 Eyolf!
 

ALLMERS.
 Her sad jeg og leved i minderne. Og han var ikke med.
 

ASTA.
 Jo, Alfred, – lille Eyolf var bag det altsammen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Han var det ikke. Han gled ud af mit sind. Ud af mine tanker. Jeg så ham ikke for mig et øjeblik, mens vi sad og talte sammen. Glemte ham rent den lange stund.
 

ASTA.
 Å, men du må da også hvile lidt ud i sorgen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, nej, nej, – det er just det, jeg ikke må! Det har jeg ikke lov til. Ikke ret til. – Og ikke hjerte til heller. (går i oprør hen imod højre.) Jeg har bare at dvæle der ude, hvor han ligger og driver nede på dybet!
 

ASTA

(efter ham, holder ham fast).
 

Alfred, – Alfred! Kom ikke til fjorden!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg må ud til ham! Slip mig, Asta! Jeg vil ha’ fat i båden.
 

ASTA

(i skræk).
 

Kom ikke til fjorden, siger jeg!
 

ALLMERS

(eftergivende).
 

Nej, nej, – jeg skal ikke. Lad mig bare være.
 

ASTA

(fører ham hen til bordet).
 

Du må hvile tankerne, Alfred. Kom her og sæt dig.
 

ALLMERS

(vil sætte sig på bænken).
 

Ja, ja, – som du vil da.
 

ASTA.
 Nej, du skal ikke sætte dig der.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, lad mig.
 

ASTA.
 Nej; gør ikke det! For så sidder du bare og ser udover – (nøder ham ned på en stol med ryggen mod højre.) Se så. Nu sidder du godt. (sætter sig selv på bænken.) Og så skal vi snakke lidt sammen igen.
 

ALLMERS

(ånder hørligt).
 

Det gjorde godt at få dulme savnet og sorgen et øjeblik.
 

ASTA.
 Du må det, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men synes du ikke, at jeg er forfærdelig slap og sløv, – at jeg kan det?
 

ASTA.
 Å nej da. For det er visst umuligt at kredse bestandig om et og det samme.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, for mig er det umuligt. Før du kom ned til mig, sad jeg her og vånded mig så usigelig i denne jagende og nagende sorg –
 

ASTA.
 Ja?
 

ALLMERS.
 Og vil du så tro det, Asta –? Hm –
 

ASTA.
 Nå?
 

ALLMERS.
 Midt i vånden så greb jeg mig i at gætte på, hvad vi skulde ha’ til middag idag.
 

ASTA

(beroligende).
 

Ja, ja, bare der er hvile i det, så –
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja tænk, du, – jeg syntes, der var ligesom hvile i det. (rækker hende hånden over bordet.) Hvor godt det er, at jeg har dig, Asta. Det er jeg så glad for. Glad, glad – midt i sorgen.
 

ASTA

(ser alvorligt på ham).
 

Du skal først og fremst være glad for, at du har Rita.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det forstår sig jo af sig selv. Men Rita er jeg ikke i slægt med. Det er ‘ikke som at ha’ en søster.
 

ASTA

(spændt).
 

Siger du det, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, vor slægt er noget for sig selv. (halvt spøgende.) Altid så har vi havt lyse forbogstaver i navnene. Kan du huske, hvor tidt vi snakked om det før? Og alle slægtningerne, – alle er de lige fattige. Og alle har vi samme slags øjne.
 

ASTA.
 Synes du, jeg også har –?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, du slægter jo så aldeles på din mor, du. Ligner sletikke os andre. Ikke far engang. Men alligevel –
 

ASTA.
 Alligevel –?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, jeg tror, at samlivet alligevel har præget os begge to efter hinandens billede. I sindet, mener jeg.
 

ASTA

(varmt bevæget).
 

Å, det må du aldrig sige, Alfred. Det er mig alene, som har taget mit præg efter dig. Og det er dig, som jeg skylder alt, – alt godt i verden.
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Du skylder mig ingenting, Asta. Tvert imod –
 

ASTA.
 Alt skylder jeg dig! Det må du da kunne sige dig selv. Intet offer har været dig for tungt –
 

ALLMERS

(afbrydende).
 

Å hvad – offer! Kom ikke med sligt noget. – Jeg har bare holdt af dig, Asta. Lige fra du var et lidet barn. (efter et kort ophold.) Og så syntes jeg altid, at jeg havde så megen uret at gøre god igen også.
 

ASTA

(forundret).
 

Uret! Du?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke just for egen regning. Men –
 

ASTA

(spændt).
 

Men –?
 

ALLMERS.
 For fars.
 

ASTA

(farer halvt op fra bænken).
 

For – fars! (sætter sig igen.) Hvad mener du med det, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Far var aldrig rigtig snil imod dig.
 

ASTA

(heftig).
 

Å, sig da ikke det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, for det er sandt. Han holdt ikke af dig. Ikke sådan, som han skulde.
 

ASTA

(undvigende).
 

Nej, kanske ikke sådan, som han holdt af dig. Det var da rimeligt.
 

ALLMERS

(vedbliver).
 

Og hård var han ofte imod din mor også. I alt fald i de sidste årene.
 

ASTA

(sagte).
 

Mor var jo så meget, meget yngre end han. Husk på det.
 

ALLMERS.
 Tror du ikke, at de passed rigtig sammen?
 

ASTA.
 Kanske de ikke gjorde det.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, men alligevel –. Far, som ellers var så blød og varmhjertet –. Så venlig imod alle mennesker –
 

ASTA

(stille).
 

Mor var vel heller ikke altid, som hun skulde være.
 

ALLMERS.
 Var ikke din mor!
 

ASTA.
 Kanske ikke altid.
 

ALLMERS.
 Imod far, mener du?
 

ASTA.
 Ja.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det mærked jeg da aldrig noget til.
 

ASTA

(kæmpende med gråden, rejser sig).
 

Å, kære Alfred, – lad dem hvile, – de som borte er.
 

(hun går henover mod højre.)
 

ALLMERS

(står op).
 

Ja, lad dem hvile. (vrider hænderne.) Men de, som borte er, – de la’r ikke os hvile, Asta. Hverken dag eller nat.
 

ASTA

(ser varmt på ham).
 

Med tiden vil alt sammen kendes mildere, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS

(ser hjælpeløs på hende).
 

Ja, tror ikke du også det? – Men hvorledes jeg skal vinde over disse her forfærdelige, første dagene –. (hæst.) Nej, det skønner jeg ikke.
 

ASTA

(bedende, lægger hænderne på hans skuldre).
 

Gå op til Rita. Å, jeg be’r dig så bønligt –
 

ALLMERS

(heftig, drager sig væk).
 

Nej, nej, nej, – snak ikke til mig om det! For jeg kan ikke, ser du. (roligere.) Lad mig få bli’ her sammen med dig.
 

ASTA.
 Ja, jeg skal ikke gå fra dig.
 

ALLMERS

(griber hendes hånd og holder den fast).
 

Tak for det! (ser en stund ud over fjorden.) Hvor er min lille Eyolf henne nu? (smiler tungt til hende.) Kan du sige mig det, – du min store, kloge Eyolf? (ryster på hodet.) Ingen i hele verden kan sige mig det. Jeg véd bare det ene, forfærdelige, at jeg ikke har ham længer.
 

ASTA

(ser op mod venstre og trækker hånden til sig).
 

Nu kommer de.
 

(Fru Allmers og ingeniør Borghejm kommer gående nedover skogstien; hun foran; han bagefter. Hun er mørkt klædt, med et sort slør over hodet. Han har paraply under armen.)
 

ALLMERS

(går hende imøde).
 

Hvorledes har du det, Rita?
 

RITA

(går forbi ham).
 

Å, spørg ikke.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad vil du her?
 

RITA.
 Bare se efter dig. Hvad ta’r du dig til?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke noget. Asta kom ned til mig.
 

RITA.
 Ja, men før Asta kom? Du har været borte fra mig hele formiddagen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg har siddet her og set ud over vandet.
 

RITA.
 Uh, – at du kan det!
 

ALLMERS

(utålmodig).
 

Jeg er helst alene nu!
 

RITA

(går urolig omkring).
 

Og så sidde stille! På en og samme plet!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg har jo ingen verdens ting at gå efter.
 

RITA.
 Jeg kan ikke holde det ud nogetsteds. Mindst her, – med fjorden lige ind på sig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Just det, at fjorden er så nær.
 

RITA

(til Borghejm).
 

Synes ikke De, han skulde gå op med os andre?
 

BORGHEJM

(til Allmers).
 

Jeg tror, det vilde være bedre for Dem.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, nej, – lad mig heller få være, hvor jeg er.
 

RITA.
 Så blir jeg hos dig, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå ja, så gør det da. – Bliv du også, Asta.
 

ASTA

(hvisker til Borghejm).
 

Lad dem få være alene!
 

BORGHEJM

(med et forstående blik).
 

Frøken Allmers, – går vi lidt udover – langs stranden? For allersidste gang?
 

ASTA

(tager sin paraply).
 

Ja, kom. Lad os gå lidt udover.
 

(Asta og Borghejm går ud sammen bag bådskuret.)
 

(Allmers driver lidt omkring. Derefter sætter han sig på en sten under træerne i forgrunden til venstre.)
 

RITA

(kommer nærmere og står foran ham med foldede, nedhængende hænder).
 

Kan du tænke dig den tanke, Alfred, – at vi har mistet Eyolf?
 

ALLMERS

(ser tungt ned for sig).
 

Vi får vænne os til at tænke den.
 

RITA.
 Jeg kan ikke. Jeg kan ikke. Og så dette grufulde syn, som vil stå for mig gennem hele livet.
 

ALLMERS

(ser op).
 

Hvilket syn? Hvad har du set?
 

RITA.
 Jeg selv har ikke set noget. Bare hørt det fortælle. Å –!
 

ALLMERS.
 Sig det lige så godt straks.
 

RITA.
 Jeg fik Borghejm med mig ned til bryggen –
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad vilde du der?
 

RITA.
 Spørge gutterne ud om, hvorledes det var gåt til.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det véd vi jo.
 

RITA.
 Vi fik vide mere.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå!
 

RITA.
 Det er ikke sandt, det, at han blev rent borte med engang.
 

ALLMERS.
 Siger de det nu?
 

RITA.
 Ja. De siger, at de så ham ligge nede på bunden. Dybt nede i det klare vand.
 

ALLMERS

(tænderskærende).
 

Og de redded ham ikke!
 

RITA.
 De kunde vel ikke.
 

ALLMERS.
 De kunde svømme, – allesammen. – Sa’ de, hvorledes han lå, mens de så ham?
 

RITA.
 Ja. De sa’, han lå på ryggen. Og med store, åbne øjne.
 

ALLMERS.
 Åbne øjne. Men ganske stille?
 

RITA.
 Ja, ganske stille. Og så kom noget og tog ham udover. De kaldte det en strømsætning.
 

ALLMERS

(nikker langsomt).
 

Det var altså det sidste, de så af ham.
 

RITA

(grådkvalt).
 

Ja.
 

ALLMERS

(med dump røst).
 

Og aldrig, – aldrig får nogen se ham mere.
 

RITA

(jamrende).
 

Dag og nat vil han stå for mig, som han lå dernede.
 

ALLMERS.
 Med de store, åbne øjne.
 

RITA

(gyser).
 

Ja, med de store, åbne øjne. Jeg ser dem! Jeg ser dem for mig!
 

ALLMERS

(rejser sig langsomt og ser stille truende på hende).
 

Var de onde, de øjnene, Rita?
 

RITA

(blegner).
 

Onde –!
 

ALLMERS

(går tæt hen til hende).
 

Var det onde øjne, som stirred opad? Dernede fra dybet?
 

RITA

(viger tilbage).
 

Alfred –!
 

ALLMERS

(følger efter).
 

Svar mig på det! Var det onde barneøjne?
 

RITA

(skriger).
 

Alfred! Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Nu har vi fåt det, – slig, som du ønsked, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Jeg! Hvad ønsked jeg?
 

ALLMERS.
 At Eyolf ikke var her.
 

RITA.
 Aldrig i verden har jeg ønsket det! At ikke Eyolf stod imellem os to, – det ønsked jeg.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå ja, – herefter gør han det jo ikke mere.
 

RITA

(sagte, stirrer frem for sig).
 

Kanske herefter mest. (farer sammen.) Å, dette grufulde syn!
 

ALLMERS

(nikker).
 

De onde barneøjne, ja.
 

RITA

(i angst, viger tilbage).
 

Lad mig være, Alfred! Jeg er ræd for dig! Slig har jeg aldrig set dig før.
 

ALLMERS

(ser hårdt og koldt på hende).
 

Sorgen gør ond og styg.
 

RITA

(ræd, men dog trodsig).
 

Jeg føler det så, jeg også.
 

(Allmers går hen imod højre og ser ud over fjorden. Rita sætter sig ved bordet. Kort ophold.)
 

ALLMERS

(vender hodet imod hende).
 

Du har aldrig holdt helt og fuldt af ham. Aldrig!
 

RITA

(koldt, behersket).
 

Eyolf vilde aldrig la’ sig fange helt og fuldt ind til mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Fordi du ikke vilde.
 

RITA.
 Å jo, du. Jeg vilde nok mere end gerne. Men der stod nogen ivejen. Lige fra først af.
 

ALLMERS

(vender sig helt).
 

Jeg stod ivejen, mener du?
 

RITA.
 Å nej. Ikke fra først af.
 

ALLMERS

(går nærmere).
 

Hvem da?
 

RITA.
 Tanten.
 

ALLMERS.
 Asta.
 

RITA.
 Ja. Asta stod og stængte vejen for mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Siger du det, Rita?
 

RITA.
 Ja. Asta, – hun fanged ham – lige fra det hændte, – det ulykkelige faldet.
 

ALLMERS.
 Gjorde hun det, så gjorde hun det i kærlighed.
 

RITA

(heftig).
 

Just det! Jeg tåler ikke at dele noget med en anden en! Ikke i kærlighed!
 

ALLMERS.
 Vi to skulde ha’ delt ham mellem os i kærlighed.
 

RITA

(ser hånlig på ham).
 

Vi? Å, du har i grunden aldrig havt rigtig kærlighed til ham, du heller.
 

ALLMERS

(ser forbauset på hende).
 

Har jeg ikke –!
 

RITA.
 Nej, du har ikke. Først så var du jo så helt fangen af denne bogen – om ansvaret.
 

ALLMERS

(stærkt).
 

Ja, det var jeg. Men netop den, du, – den ofred jeg for Eyolfs skyld.
 

RITA.
 Ikke af kærlighed til ham.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvorfor da, mener du?
 

RITA.
 Fordi du gik her og fortærtes af mistro til dig selv. Fordi du var begyndt at tvile på, at du havde noget stort kald at leve for i verden.
 

ALLMERS

(forskende).
 

Har du kunnet mærke noget sådant på mig?
 

RITA.
 Å ja, – lidt efter lidt. Og så trængte du til noget nyt, som kunde fylde dig. – Jeg var dig vel sagtens ikke nok længer.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det er forvandlingens lov, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Derfor var det, du vilde gøre et vidunderbarn af stakkers lille Eyolf.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det vilde jeg ikke. Jeg vilde gøre et lykkeligt væsen af ham. Det alene vilde jeg.
 

RITA.
 Men ikke af kærlighed til ham. Gå i dig selv! (med skyhed i udtrykket.) Og gransk alt det, som ligger under – og bagved.
 

ALLMERS

(undgår hendes øjne).
 

Der er noget, du vil forbi.
 

RITA.
 Du også.
 

ALLMERS

(ser tankefuld på hende).
 

Hvis det er, som du tænker, så har vi to i grunden aldrig ejet vort eget barn.
 

RITA.
 Nej. Ikke fuldt ud i kærlighed.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og alligevel så går vi nu her og sørger så bitterlig over ham.
 

RITA

(bittert).
 

Ja, er det ikke underligt at tænke sig? Gå her og sørge slig over en liden fremmed gut.
 

ALLMERS

(i udbrud).
 

Å, kald ham da ikke fremmed!
 

RITA

(ryster tungt på hodet).
 

Vi vandt aldrig gutten, Alfred. Ikke jeg. Ikke du heller.
 

ALLMERS

(vrider hænderne).
 

Og nu er det for sent! For sent!
 

RITA.
 Og så rent trøstesløst – altsammen.
 

ALLMERS

(pludselig opfarende).
 

Du er den skyldige her!
 

RITA

(rejser sig).
 

Jeg!
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, du! Du er skyld i, at han blev, – som han blev! Det er din skyld, at han ikke kunde berge sig op af vandet.
 

RITA

(afværgende).
 

Alfred, – du skal ikke kaste det over på mig!
 

ALLMERS

(mere og mere ude af sig selv).
 

Jo, jo, jeg gør det! Det var dig, som lod det spæde barn ligge og skøtte sig selv på bordet.
 

RITA.
 Han lå så blødt i puderne. Og sov så tryggelig. Og du havde lovet at passe barnet.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, det havde jeg. (sænker stemmen.) Men så kom du, du, du, – og lokked mig ind til dig.
 

RITA

(ser trodsig på ham).
 

Å, sig heller, at du glemte både barnet og alt andet.
 

ALLMERS

(i undertrykt raseri).
 

Ja, det er sandt. (sagtere.) Jeg glemte barnet – i dine arme!
 

RITA

(oprørt).
 

Alfred! Alfred, – det er afskyeligt af dig!
 

ALLMERS

(sagte, knytter hænderne imod hende).
 

I den stund dødsdømte du lille Eyolf.
 

RITA

(vildt).
 

Du også! Du også, – hvis så er!
 

ALLMERS.
 Å ja, – kræv du mig også til regnskab, – om du så vil. Vi har forbrudt os, begge to. – Og derfor var der gengældelse i Eyolfs død alligevel.
 

RITA.
 Gengældelse?
 

ALLMERS

(mere behersket).
 

Ja. Dom over dig og mig. Nu går vi her, som vi har forskyldt. I lønlig, fejg anger lod vi os skræmme fra ham, mens han leved. Tålte ikke at se den, – den, han måtte slæbe på –
 

RITA

(sagte).
 

Krykken.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, just den. – Og det, som vi nu går her og kalder for sorg og savn, – det er samvittighedsnag, Rita. Ikke noget andet.
 

RITA

(stirrer rådløs på ham).
 

Jeg synes, dette her må bære ind i fortvilelse, – lige ind i vanvid for os begge to. For vi kan jo aldrig, – aldrig få gøre det godt igen.
 

ALLMERS

(greben af stillere stemning).
 

Jeg drømte om Eyolf inat. Jeg syntes, jeg så ham komme op fra bryggen. Han kunde springe, ligesom andre gutter. Der var altså ingenting hændt ham. Hverken det ene eller det andet. Den kvælende virkelighed var altså bare en drøm, tænkte jeg. Å, hvor jeg takked og velsigned – (holder inde.) hm –
 

RITA

(ser på ham).
 

Hvem?
 

ALLMERS

(undvigende).
 

Hvem –?
 

RITA.
 Ja; hvem takked og velsigned du?
 

ALLMERS

(afvisende).
 

Jeg lå jo og drømte, hører du –
 

RITA.
 Nogen, som du ikke selv tror på?
 

ALLMERS.
 Det kom nu sådan over mig alligevel. Jeg var jo i søvne –
 

RITA

(bebrejdende).
 

Du skulde ikke gjort mig tvilende, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Vilde det været ret af mig, om jeg havde lad’t dig gå gennem livet med tomme forestillinger?
 

RITA.
 Det havde været bedre for mig. For så havde jeg da havt noget at fortrøste mig til. Nu går jeg her og véd hverken ud eller ind.
 

ALLMERS

(ser skarpt på hende).
 

Om du nu havde valget –. Om du kunde følge Eyolf did hen, hvor han nu er –?
 

RITA.
 Ja? Hvad så?
 

ALLMERS.
 Om du havde fuld forvisning om, at du vilde finde ham igen, – kende ham, – forstå ham –?
 

RITA.
 Ja, ja; hvad så?
 

ALLMERS.
 Vilde du så frivillig gøre springet over til ham? Frivillig gå bort fra alt dette her? Gi’ afkald på hele jordlivet? Vilde du det, Rita?
 

RITA

(sagte).
 

Nu straks?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja; nu idag. I denne time. Svar mig på det. Vilde du?
 

RITA

(nølende).
 

Å, jeg véd ikke, Alfred. – Nej; jeg tror, jeg først vilde bli’ nogen tid her hos dig.
 

ALLMERS.
 For min skyld?
 

RITA.
 Ja, bare for din skyld.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men så bagefter da? Vilde du så –? Svar!
 

RITA.
 Å, hvad skal jeg svare på sligt? Jeg kunde jo ikke gå ifra dig. Aldrig! Aldrig!
 

ALLMERS.
 Men om nu jeg gik til Eyolf? Og du havde den fuldeste forvisning om, at du skulde træffe både ham og mig der. Vilde du så komme over til os?
 

RITA.
 Jeg vilde nok. Å, så gerne! Så gerne! Men –
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå?
 

RITA

(stønner sagte).
 

Jeg kunde det ikke, – det føler jeg. Nej, nej; jeg kunde det sletikke! Ikke for al himlens herlighed!
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke jeg heller.
 

RITA.
 Nej, ikke sandt, Alfred! Du kunde det ikke, du, heller!
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej. For her, i jordlivet, hører vi levende hjemme.
 

RITA.
 Ja, her er den slags lykke, som vi forstår.
 

ALLMERS

(mørkt).
 

Å, lykken, – lykken, du –
 

RITA.
 Du mener vel, at lykken – den finder vi aldrig mere. (ser spørgende på ham.) Men ifald –? (heftig.) Nej, nej; jeg tør ikke sige det! Ikke tænke det engang.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, sig det. Sig det bare, Rita.
 

RITA

(nølende).
 

Kunde vi ikke prøve på –? Skulde det ikke være gørligt, at vi kunde glemme ham?
 

ALLMERS.
 Glemme Eyolf.
 

RITA.
 Glemme angeren og naget, mener jeg.
 

ALLMERS.
 Kunde du ønske det?
 

RITA.
 Ja. Ifald det var gørligt. (i udbrud.) For dette her, – det bærer jeg ikke i længden! Å, kan vi da ikke finde på noget, som der er glemsel i!
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Hvad skulde vel det være?
 

RITA.
 Kunde vi ikke prøve med at rejse langt bort?
 

ALLMERS.
 Fra hjemmet? Du, som ikke trives noget andet sted end just netop her.
 

RITA.
 Nå, så se mange mennesker hos os da? Føre stort hus. Kaste os ind i noget, som kunde døve og dulme.
 

ALLMERS.
 Sligt liv ligger ikke for mig. – Nej, – så fik jeg heller prøve på at ta’ mit arbejde op igen.
 

RITA

(hvast).
 

Dit arbejde? Det, som så tidt har ‘ståt som væg og mur imellem os?
 

ALLMERS

(langsomt, ser stivt på hende).
 

Der må altid være væg og mur imellem os to herefter.
 

RITA.
 Hvorfor må det –?
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvem véd, om ikke store, åbne barneøjne ser på os nat og dag.
 

RITA

(sagte, gysende).
 

Alfred, – dette er forfærdeligt at tænke sig!
 

ALLMERS.
 Vor kærlighed har været som en fortærende brand. Nu må den være sluknet –
 

RITA

(imod ham).
 

Sluknet!
 

ALLMERS

(hårdt).
 

Den er sluknet, – i én af os.
 

RITA

(som forstenet).
 

Og det tør du sige mig!
 

ALLMERS

(mildere).
 

Den er død, Rita. Men i det, som jeg nu, i medskyldighed og bodstrang, føler for dig, – i det skimter jeg ligesom en opstandelse –
 

RITA

(voldsom).
 

Å4 , jeg bry’r mig ikke om nogen opstandelse!
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ALLMERS.
 Rita!
 

RITA.
 Jeg er et varmblodigt menneskebarn, jeg! Går ikke omkring og døser, – med fiskeblod i årerne. (vrider sine hænder.) Og så være stængt inde på livstid – i anger og nag! Stængt inde med en, som ikke længer er min, min, min!
 

ALLMERS.
 Det måtte så ende engang, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Måtte det så ende! Det, som begyndte mellem os i slig en mødende kærlighed!
 

ALLMERS.
 Min kærlighed var ikke mødende fra først af.
 

RITA.
 Hvad følte du da allerførst for mig?
 

ALLMERS.
 Skræk.
 

RITA.
 Det kan jeg forstå. Men hvorledes vandt jeg dig da alligevel?
 

ALLMERS

(dæmpet).
 

Du var så fortærende dejlig, Rita.
 

RITA

(ser prøvende på ham).
 

Det alene var det altså? Sig det, Alfred! Det alene?
 

ALLMERS

(med overvindelse).
 

Nej; der var noget ved siden af også.
 

RITA

(i udbrud).
 

Jeg aner, hvad det var for noget! Det var „guldet og de grønne skoge”, som du siger. Var det så, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja.
 

RITA

(ser dybt bebrejdende på ham).
 

Hvor kunde, – hvor kunde du det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg havde Asta at tænke på.
 

RITA

(heftig).
 

Asta, ja! (bittert.) Det var altså i grunden Asta, som førte os to sammen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hun vidste af ingenting. Hun aner det end ikke den dag idag.
 

RITA

(afvisende).
 

Det var Asta alligevel! (smiler med et hånligt sideblik.) Eller nej, – lille Eyolf var det. Lille Eyolf, du!
 

ALLMERS.
 Eyolf –?
 

RITA.
 Ja, kaldte du hende ikke Eyolf før? Jeg synes, du sa’ det engang, – i en lønlig stund. (går nærmere.) Mindes du den – den fortærende dejlige stund, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS

(viger tilbage, som i gru).
 

Jeg mindes ingenting! Vil ingenting mindes!
 

RITA

(følger efter ham).
 

Det var i den stund, – da din anden lille Eyolf blev krøbling!
 

ALLMERS

(dumpt, støtter sig til bordet).
 

Gengældelsen.
 

RITA

(truende).
 

Ja, gengældelsen!
 

(Asta og Borghejm kommer tilbage ved bådskuret. Hun bærer nogle vandliljer i hånden.)
 

RITA

(behersket).
 

Nå, Asta, – har så du og herr Borghejm fåt tale rigtig ud sammen?
 

ASTA.
 Å ja, – så nogenlunde.
 

(hun sætter paraplyen fra sig og lægger blomsterne på en stol.)
 

BORGHEJM.
 Frøken Allmers har været svært ordknap på turen.
 

RITA.
 Nej, har hun det? Ja, da har Alfred og jeg fåt tale ud sammen så det forslår –
 

ASTA

(ser spændt på dem begge).
 

Hvad er det for noget –?
 

RITA.
 – så det forslår for hele livet, siger jeg. (afbrydende.) Men kom så og lad os gå op, alle fire. Vi må ha’ selskab om os herefter. Alfred og jeg klarer det ikke alene.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, gå bare foran, I andre. (vender sig.) Men dig må jeg først tale et ord med, Asta.
 

RITA

(ser på ham).
 

Så? – Nå ja, kom De med mig da, herr Borghejm.
 

(Rita og Borghejm går opover skogstien.)
 

ASTA

(i angst).
 

Alfred, hvad er der på færde!
 

ALLMERS

(mørk).
 

Der er det, at jeg holder det ikke længer ud her.
 

ASTA.
 Her! Sammen med Rita, mener du?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja. Rita og jeg kan ikke bli’ ved at leve sammen.
 

ASTA

(ryster ham i armen).
 

Men, Alfred, – sig da ikke noget så forfærdeligt!
 

ALLMERS.
 Det er sandt, som jeg siger. Vi går her og gør hinanden onde og stygge.
 

ASTA

(smærtelig bevæget).
 

Å, aldrig, – aldrig havde jeg da anet noget sligt!
 

ALLMERS.
 Det er heller ikke gåt op for mig før idag.
 

ASTA.
 Og nu vil du –! Ja, hvad vil du da egentlig, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg vil rejse fra det hele her. Langt bort fra det altsammen.
 

ASTA.
 Og stå så ganske alene i verden?
 

ALLMERS

(nikker).
 

Ligesom før, ja.
 

ASTA.
 Men du er ikke skikket til at stå alene!
 

ALLMERS.
 Å jo. Før var jeg det da ialfald.
 

ASTA.
 Ja før, ja. Dengang havde du jo mig hos dig.
 

ALLMERS

(vil tage hendes hånd).
 

Ja. Og det er dig, Asta, som jeg nu tyer hjem til igen.
 

ASTA

(undviger ham).
 

Til mig! Nej, nej, Alfred! Det er så rent umuligt.
 

ALLMERS

(ser tungt på hende).
 

Borghejm står altså ivejen alligevel?
 

ASTA

(ivrig).
 

Nej, nej; det gør han ikke! Du ta’r fejl i det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Godt. Så kommer jeg til dig, – du kære, kære søster. Jeg må til dig igen. Hjem til dig for at renses og forædles fra samlivet med –
 

ASTA

(oprørt).
 

Alfred, – du forsynder dig imod Rita!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg har forsyndet mig imod hende. Men ikke i dette. A, tænk dig dog om, Asta! Hvorledes var ikke samlivet mellem dig og mig? Var det ikke som en eneste høj helligdag fra først til sidst?
 

ASTA.
 Jo, det var det, Alfred. Men sligt kan ikke leves om igen.
 

ALLMERS

(bittert).
 

Mener du, at ægteskabet har så ubodelig fordærvet mig?
 

ASTA

(rolig).
 

Nej, det mener jeg ikke.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, så vil vi to leve vort fordums liv om igen.
 

ASTA

(bestemt).
 

Det kan vi ikke, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, vi kan. For en brors og en søsters kærlighed –
 

ASTA

(spændt).
 

Hvad den?
 

ALLMERS.
 Det forhold er det eneste, som ikke står under forvandlingens lov.
 

ASTA

(sagte, bævende).
 

Men hvis nu det forhold ikke –
 

ALLMERS.
 Ikke –?
 

ASTA.
 – ikke er vort forhold?
 

ALLMERS

(stirrer forbauset på hende).
 

Ikke vort? Kære, hvad mener du med det?
 

ASTA.
 Det er bedst, at jeg siger dig det straks, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, ja, sig det bare!
 

ASTA.
 Brevene til mor –. De, som ligger i mappen –
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja vel?
 

ASTA.
 Dem skal du ta’ og læse – når jeg er rejst.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvorfor skal jeg det?
 

ASTA

(kæmpende med sig selv).
 

Jo, for så vil du se, at –
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå!
 

ASTA.
 – at jeg ikke har ret til at bære – din fars navn.
 

ALLMERS

(tumler tilbage).
 

Asta! Hvad er det for noget, du siger!
 

ASTA.
 Læs brevene. Så vil du se det. Og forstå det. – Og kanske ha’ tilgivelse – for mor, også.
 

ALLMERS

(griber sig til hodet).
 

Jeg kan ikke fatte dette her. Ikke holde tanken fast. Du, Asta, – du skulde altså ikke være –
 

ASTA.
 Du er ikke min bror, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS

(raskt, halvt trodsig, ser på hende).
 

Nå, men hvad ændrer det så egentlig i forholdet mellem os? Ingenting i grunden.
 

ASTA

(ryster på hodet).
 

At ændrer det, Alfred. Vort forhold er ikke brors og søsters.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej-nej. Men lige helligt for det. Vil altid bli’ lige helligt.
 

ASTA.
 Glem ikke, – at det er under forvandlingens lov, – som du sa’ nu nylig.
 

ALLMERS

(ser forskende på hende).
 

Mener du dermed, at –?
 

ASTA

(stille, varmt bevæget).
 

Ikke et ord mere, – du kære, kære Alfred. – (tager blomsterne fra stolen.) Ser du disse vandliljerne her?
 

ALLMERS

(nikker langsomt).
 

Det er af den slags, som skyder op, – dybt nede fra bunden.
 

ASTA.
 Jeg plukked dem i tjernet. Der, hvor det flyder ud i fjorden. (rækker dem frem.) Vil du ha’ dem, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS

(tager dem).
 

Tak.
 

ASTA

(med tårefyldte øjne).
 

De er som en sidste hilsen til dig fra – fra lille Eyolf.
 

ALLMERS

(ser på hende).
 

Fra Eyolf derude? Eller fra dig?
 

ASTA

(sagte).
 

Fra os begge. (tager paraplyen.) Kom så med op til Rita.
 

(hun går opad skogstien.)
 

ALLMERS

(henter sin hat fra bordet og hvisker tungt).
 

Asta. Eyolf. Lille Eyolf –!
 

(han følger opover stien.)
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(En kratbevokset højde i haven hos Allmers. Brat styrtning med rækværk mod baggrunden og en nedgangstrappe på venstre side. Vid udsigt over fjorden, som ligger dybt nede. En flagstang med snorer men uden flag står ved rækværket. I forgrunden til højre et lysthus, dækket af slyngvækster og vild vin. En bænk udenfor. Det er sen sommeraften med klar himmel. Tiltagende halvmørke.)
 

(Asta sidder på bænken med hænderne i skødet. Hun er iført overtøj og hat, har sin parasol ved siden af sig og en liden rejsetaske i en rem over skuldren.)
 

(Borghejm kommer op fra baggrunden til venstre. Også han har en rejsetaske over skuldren. På armen bærer han et sammenrullet flag.)
 

BORGHEJM

(får øje på Asta).
 

Å, heroppe holder De altså til?
 

ASTA.
 Jeg sidder og ser udover for sidste gang.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Så var det jo godt, at jeg kikked her op også.
 

ASTA.
 Har De gåt og ledt efter mig?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, jeg har. Jeg vilde gerne sige Dem farvel – for denne gang. Ikke for den sidste, håber jeg.
 

ASTA

(smiler svagt).
 

De er ihærdig, De.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Det må en vejbryder være.
 

ASTA.
 Så De noget til Alfred? Eller Rita?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, jeg så dem begge to.
 

ASTA.
 Sammen?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej. De er hver på sin kant.
 

ASTA.
 Hvad skal De gøre med det flaget?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Fru Rita bad mig gå op og hejse det.
 

ASTA.
 Hejse flag nu?
 

BORGHEJM.
 På halv stang. Det skal vaje både nætter og dage, sa’ hun.
 

ASTA

(sukker).
 

Stakkers Rita. Og stakkers Alfred.
 

BORGHEJM

(heskæftiget med flaget).
 

Har De hjerte til at rejse fra dem? Ja, jeg spør’. For jeg ser, De er rejseklædt.
 

ASTA

(med lav stemme).
 

Jeg må rejse.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, når De må, så –
 

ASTA.
 Og De rejser jo også inat.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Jeg må også. Jeg går med toget. Gør De også det?
 

ASTA.
 Nej. Jeg ta’r ind med dampskibet.
 

BORGHEJM

(skotter hen til hende).
 

Hver sin vej altså.
 

ASTA.
 Ja.
 

(hun sidder og ser til, medens han hejser flaget halvt på stangen. Når han er færdig, går han hen til hende.)
 

BORGHEJM.
 Frøken Asta, – De kan ikke tænke Dem, hvor jeg sørger over lille Eyolf.
 

ASTA

(ser op til ham).
 

Ja, det er jeg viss på, at De gør.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Og det kendes så pinefuldt. For i grunden ligger det sletikke for mig, det, at sørge.
 

ASTA

(retter øjnene mod flaget).
 

Med tiden driver det over, – altsammen. Alle sorgerne.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Alle? Tror De det?
 

ASTA.
 Ligesom et bygevejr. Når De bare kommer langt bort, så –
 

BORGHEJM.
 Det måtte være bra’ langt bort, det.
 

ASTA.
 Og så har De jo det store, nye vejarbejdet også.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Men ingen til at hjælpe mig i5 det.
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ASTA.
 Å jo visst har De da så.
 

BORGHEJM

(ryster på hodet).
 

Ingen. Ingen til at dele glæden med. For det er mest glæden, det gælder.
 

ASTA.
 Ikke møjen og besværet?
 

BORGHEJM
 Pyt, – sligt noget kan en sagtens altid komme ud over alene.
 

ASTA.
 Men glæden, – den må deles med nogen, mener De?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, hvad lykke var der ellers i det at være glad?
 

ASTA.
 Å nej, – der kan være noget i det.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nå, naturligvis kan en jo gå sådan til en tid og være glad indeni sig selv. Men det forslår ikke i længden. Nej, glæden, den må man være to om.
 

ASTA.
 Altid bare to? Aldrig flere? Aldrig mange?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nå, se, – det er nu på en anden måde, det. – Frøken Asta, – kan De altså virkelig ikke beslutte Dem til at dele lykke og glæde og – og møje og besvær med én, – med én eneste en alene?
 

ASTA.
 Jeg har prøvet det – engang.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Har De?
 

ASTA.
 Ja, i al den tid, da min bror, – da Alfred og jeg bode sammen.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nå, med Deres bror, ja. Det er jo noget ganske andet. Det synes jeg må være mere at kalde for fred end for lykke, det.
 

ASTA.
 Dejligt var det alligevel.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja se, – allerede bare det synes De var dejligt. Men tænk så, – hvis han nu ikke havde været Deres bror!
 

ASTA

(vil rejse sig men bliver siddende).
 

Så havde vi jo aldrig levet sammen, For jeg var barn dengang. Og han næsten også.
 

BORGHEJM

(lidt efter).
 

Var den så dejlig, den tiden?
 

ASTA.
 Ja, det kan De tro, den var.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Opleved De da noget rigtig lyst og lykkeligt dengang?
 

ASTA.
 Å ja, så meget. Så utrolig meget.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Fortæl mig lidt om det, frøken Asta.
 

ASTA.
 Bare småting i grunden.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Således som –? Nå?
 

ASTA.
 Således som den gang, da Alfred havde fåt sin examen. Og havde ståt sig så godt. Og når han så lidt efter lidt fik en post ved en eller anden skole. Eller når han sad og skrev på en afhandling. Og læste den op for mig. Og så siden fik den trykt i et tidsskrift.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, jeg skønner nok, at det må ha’ været et dejligt, fredeligt liv. To søskende, som deler glæden. (ryster på hodet.) Ikke begriber jeg, at Deres bror kunde gi’ slip på Dem, Asta!
 

ASTA

(i undertrykt bevægelse).
 

Alfred gifted sig jo.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Var det ikke svært for Dem.
 

ASTA.
 Jo; i førstningen. Jeg syntes, at jeg rent havde mistet ham med det samme.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nå, heldigvis, det havde De da ikke.
 

ASTA.
 Nej.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Men alligevel. At han kunde det. Gifte sig, mener jeg. Når han kunde fåt beholde Dem hos sig alene!
 

ASTA

(ser hen for sig).
 

Han var vel under forvandlingens lov, kan jeg tænke.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Forvandlingens lov?
 

ASTA.
 Alfred kalder det så.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Pyt, – slig en dum lov, som det må være! Den loven tror jeg ikke et gran på.
 

ASTA

(rejser sig).
 

De kan nok med tiden komme til at tro på den.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Aldrig i verden! (indtrængende.) Men hør nu her, frøken Asta! Vær nu fornuftig – for én gangs skyld. I dette stykke, mener jeg –
 

ASTA

(afbrydende).
 

Å nej, nej – lad os bare ikke komme ind på det igen!
 

BORGHEJM

(vedbliver som før).
 

Jo, Asta, – jeg kan umulig slippe Dem så let. Nu har jo Deres bror fåt det altsammen, som han helst vilde ha’ det. Lever sit liv nokså tilfreds uden Dem. Savner Dem sletikke. – Og så det til – det, som med et eneste slag forandrer Deres hele stilling herude –
 

ASTA

(farer sammen).
 

Hvad mener De med det?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Barnet, som er revet bort. Hvad ellers?
 

ASTA

(fatter sig).
 

Lille Eyolf er borte, ja.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Og hvad har De så egentlig mere at gøre her? De har ikke længer den stakkers lille gutten at ta’ Dem af. Ingen pligter, – ingen opgaver her i nogen retning –
 

ASTA.
 Å, jeg be’r Dem, kære Borghejm, – træng da ikke så hårdt ind på mig!
 

BORGHEJM.
 Jo; jeg måtte jo være gal, om jeg ikke forsøgte det yderste. En af dagene rejser jeg væk fra byen. Får kanske ikke træffe Dem der inde. Får kanske ikke se Dem igen på lange, lange tider. Og hvem véd, hvad der kan ske i mellemtiden?
 

ASTA

(smiler alvorlig).
 

Er De ræd for forvandlingens lov alligevel?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej, det er jeg sletikke. (ler bittert.) Og der er jo ikke noget at forvandle heller. Ikke hos Dem, mener jeg. For De bry’r Dem nok ikke stort om mig, kan jeg skønne.
 

ASTA.
 Det véd De godt, at jeg gør.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja, men ikke på langt nær nok. Ikke slig, som jeg vil ha’ det. (heftigere.) Herregud, Asta, – frøken Asta, – dette her er da så galt af Dem, som vel tænkes kan! Lidt bortenfor idag og imorgen ligger kanske hele livslykken og venter på os. Og så la’r vi den ligge! Kommer vi ikke til at angre på det, Asta?
 

ASTA

(stille).
 

Véd ikke. Men vi får la’ alle lyse muligheder ligge alligevel.
 

BORGHEJM

(ser behersket på hende).
 

Altså skal jeg bygge mine veje alene?
 

ASTA

(varmt).
 

Å, om jeg så sandt kunde få være med Dem om det! Hjælpe Dem i møjen. Dele glæden med Dem –
 

BORGHEJM.
 Vilde De det, – ifald De kunde?
 

ASTA.
 Ja. Da vilde jeg det.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Men De kan ikke?
 

ASTA

(ser ned for sig).
 

Vilde De nøjes med at ha’ mig halvt?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej. Helt og holdent må jeg ha’ Dem.
 

ASTA

(ser på ham og siger stille).
 

Så kan jeg ikke.
 

BORGHEJM.
 Farvel da, frøken Asta.
 

(han vil gå. Allmers kommer op på højden fra venstre i baggrunden. Borghejm standser.)
 

ALLMERS

(endnu ved opgangen, dæmpet, peger hen).
 

Sidder Rita derinde i lysthuset?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nej; her er ingen andre end frøken Asta.
 

(Allmers kommer nærmere.)
 

ASTA

(imod ham).
 

Skal jeg gå ned og se efter hende? Få hende herop kanske?
 

ALLMERS

(afværgende).
 

Nej, nej, nej, – lad bare være. (til Borghejm.) Er det Dem, som har hejst flaget der?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja. Fru Rita bad mig om det. Det var derfor jeg gik herop.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og inat rejser De jo?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Ja. Inat rejser jeg for alvor.
 

ALLMERS

(med et blik mod Asta).
 

Og har sikret Dem godt rejsefølge, kan jeg forstå.
 

BORGHEJM

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg rejser alene.
 

ALLMERS

(studser).
 

Alene!
 

BORGHEJM.
 Så rent alene.
 

ALLMERS

(tankespredt).
 

Ja så?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Og blir alene også.
 

ALLMERS.
 Der er noget grufuldt i det at være alene. Det ligesom isner igennem mig –
 

ASTA.
 Å men, Alfred, du er da ikke alene, du!
 

ALLMERS.
 Der kan være noget grufuldt i det også, Asta.
 

ASTA

(beklemt).
 

Å, tal da ikke så! Tænk da ikke så!
 

ALLMERS

(uden at høre på hende).
 

Men når du altså ikke rejser med –? Når der ingenting er, som binder dig? Hvorfor vil du så ikke bli’ herude hos mig – og hos Rita?
 

ASTA

(urolig).
 

Nej, for det kan jeg ikke. Jeg må så nødvendig ind til byen nu.
 

ALLMERS.
 Men bare ind til byen, Asta. Hører du det!
 

ASTA.
 Ja.
 

ALLMERS.
 Og så lover du mig, at du kommer snart herud igen.
 

ASTA

(hurtig).
 

Nej, nej, det tør jeg ikke love dig for det første.
 

ALLMERS.
 Godt. Som du vil. Så træffes vi altså der inde da.
 

ASTA

(bedende).
 

Men, Alfred, du må da bli’ hjemme hos Riia nu!
 

ALLMERS

(uden at svare, vender sig til Borghejm).
 

Det turde være bedst for Dem, det, at De ikke har noget rejsefølge endnu.
 

BORGHEJM

(uvillig).
 

Å, hvor kan De da sige sligt noget!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jo, for De kan aldrig vide, hvem De kanske kunde komme til at møde bagefter. Undervejs.
 

ASTA

(uvilkårligt).
 

Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Den rigtige rejsekammerat. Når det er for sent. For sent.
 

ASTA

(sagte, bævende).
 

Alfred! Alfred!
 

BORGHEJM

(ser vekselvis på dem).
 

Hvad betyder det? Jeg forstår ikke –
 

(Rita kommer op fra venstre i baggrunden.)
 

RITA

(klagende).
 

Å, gå da ikke fra mig allesammen!
 

ASTA

(møder hende).
 

Du vilde jo helst være alene, sa’ du –
 

RITA.
 Ja, men jeg tør ikke. Det ta’r til at mørkne så stygt. Jeg synes, der er store, åbne øjne, som ser på mig!
 

ASTA

(blødt, deltagende).
 

Om nu så var, Rita? De øjnene skulde du ikke være ræd for.
 

RITA.
 Tænk, at du kan sige det! Ikke ræd!
 

ALLMERS

(indtrængende).
 

Asta, jeg be’r dig, – for alt i verden, – bliv her – hos Rita!
 

RITA.
 Ja! Og hos Alfred også! Gør det! Gør det, Asta!
 

ASTA

(kæmpende).
 

Å, jeg vilde så usigelig gerne –
 

RITA.
 Nå, så gør det da! For Alfred og jeg kan ikke gå alene gennem sorgen og savnet.
 

ALLMERS

(mørkt).
 

Sig heller – gennem naget og kvalen.
 

RITA.
 Ja, hvad du end vil kalde det, – så bærer vi det ikke alene, vi to. Å, Asta, jeg be’r dig så bønligt! Bliv her og hjælp os! Vær os i Eyolfs sted –
 

ASTA

(viger).
 

Eyolfs –!
 

RITA.
 Ja, må hun ikke gerne det, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvis hun vil og kan.
 

RITA.
 Du kaldte hende jo din lille Eyolf før. (griber hendes hånd.) Herefter skal du være vor Eyolf, Asta! Eyolf, ligesom du før var.
 

ALLMERS

(i dulgt bevægelse).
 

Bliv – og del livet med os, Asta. Med Rita. Med mig. Med mig, – din bror!
 

ASTA

(besluttet, rykker hånden til sig).
 

Nej. Jeg kan ikke. (vender sig.) Borghejm, – hvad tid går dampbåden?
 

BORGHEJM.
 Nu snart.
 

ASTA.
 Så må jeg ombord. Vil De være med mig?
 

BORGHEJM

(i dæmpet glædesudbrud).
 

Om jeg vil! Ja, ja, ja!
 

ASTA.
 Så kom da.
 

RITA

(langsomt).
 

Ah, således. Ja, da kan du jo ikke bli’ hos os.
 

ASTA

(kaster sig om hendes hals).
 

Tak for alt, Rita! (går hen og griber Allmers’s hånd.) Alfred, – farvel! Tusend, tusend gange farvel!
 

ALLMERS

(sagte, i spænding).
 

Hvad er dette her. Asta? Det ser jo ud som en flugt.
 

ASTA

(i stille angst).
 

Ja, Alfred, – det er også en flugt.
 

ALLMERS.
 En flugt – fra mig!
 

ASTA

(hviskende).
 

En flugt fra dig – og fra mig selv.
 

ALLMERS

(viger tilbage).
 

Ah –!
 

(Asta iler nedover i baggrunden. Borghejm svinger hatten og følger hende.)
 

(Rita læner sig mod indgangen til lysthuset. Allmers går i stærkt indre oprør hen til rækværket og står der og stirrer nedover. Ophold.)
 

ALLMERS

(vender sig og siger med tilkæmpet fatning).
 

Nu kommer dampskibet. Se der, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Jeg tør ikke se på det.
 

ALLMERS.
 Tør du ikke?
 

RITA.
 Nej. For det har et rødt øje. Og et grønt et også. Store gloende øjne.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, det er jo bare lygterne, véd du.
 

RITA.
 Herefter er det øjne. For mig. De stirrer og stirrer ud fra mørket. – Og ind i mørket også.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nu lægger det til land.
 

RITA.
 Hvorhenne lægger det til iaften da?
 

ALLMERS

(nærmere).
 

Ved bryggen, som det plejer, kære –
 

RITA

(retter sig op).
 

Hvor kan det da lægge til der!
 

ALLMERS.
 Det må det jo.
 

RITA.
 Men det var jo der, at Eyolf –! Hvor kan så de folk lægge til der?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja. livet er ubarmhjertigt, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Menneskene er hjerteløse. De ta’r ingen hensyn. Hverken til de levende eller til de døde.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det har du ret i. Livet, det går sin gang, det. Akkurat som om ingen verdens ting var hændt.
 

RITA

(ser hen for sig).
 

Der er jo heller ingen ting hændt. Ikke for de andre. Bare for os to.
 

ALLMERS

(i vågnende smærte).
 

Ja, Rita, – så unyttigt var det, at du fødte ham i ve og vånde. For nu er han borte igen – uden spor efter sig.
 

RITA.
 Bare krykken blev berget.
 

ALLMERS

(heftig).
 

Ti da! Lad mig ikke høre det ord!
 

RITA

(klagende).
 

Å, jeg kan ikke bære den tanke, at vi ikke har ham mere.
 

ALLMERS

(koldt og bittert).
 

Du kunde så godt undvære ham, mens du havde ham. Hele halve dage så du ham ikke for dine øjne.
 

RITA .
 

Nej, for da vidste jeg jo, at jeg kunde fa se ham, hvad tid jeg bare vilde.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, slig har vi gåt her og sløset væk det korte samvær med lille Eyolf.
 

RITA

(lytter, i angst).
 

Hører du, Alfred! Nu ringer det igen!
 

ALLMERS

(ser udover).
 

Det er dampskibet, som ringer. Det skal til at gå.
 

RITA.
 Å, det er ikke den klokken, jeg mener. Hele dagen har jeg hørt det ringe for ørerne. – Nu ringer det igen!
 

ALLMERS

(hen til hende).
 

Du ta’r fejl, Rita,
 

RITA.
 Nej, jeg hører det så tydeligt. Det lyder som ligklokker. Langsomt. Langsomt. Og altid de samme ord.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ord? Hvilke ord?
 

RITA

(nikker takten).
 

„Kryk–ken fly–der”. „Kryk–ken fly–der”. Å, jeg synes da, du også må kunne høre det.
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg hører ingenting. Og det er ingenting heller.
 

RITA.
 Ja, ja, sig hvad du vil, du. Jeg hører det så tydeligt.
 

ALLMERS

(ser ud over rækværket).
 

Nu er de ombord, Rita. For nu går skibet indover til byen.
 

RITA.
 Nej, at du ikke hører det! „Kryk–ken fly–der”. „Kryk–ken – –”
 

ALLMERS

(går fremover).
 

Du skal ikke stå og lytte efter noget, som ingenting er. Jeg siger, at nu er Asta og Borghejm ombord. Undervejs allerede. – Asta er borte.
 

RITA

(ser sky på ham).
 

Så er vel du også snart borte da, Alfred?
 

ALLMERS

(hurtig).
 

Hvad mener du med det?
 

RITA.
 At du følger efter din søster.
 

ALLMERS.
 Har Asta sagt noget?
 

RITA.
 Nej. Men du sa’ selv, at det var for Astas skyld, at – at vi to kom sammen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, men du, du selv bandt mig. Ved samlivet.
 

RITA.
 Å, for dit sind er jeg ikke – ikke sådan – fortærende dejlig længer.
 

ALLMERS.
 Forvandlingens lov kunde kanske holde os sammen alligevel
 

RITA

(nikker langsomt).
 

Der er forvandling i mig nu. Det føler jeg så pinefuldt.
 

ALLMERS.
 Pinefuldt?
 

RITA.
 Ja, for der er som en slags fødsel i det også.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det er det. Eller en opstandelse. Overgang til højere liv.
 

RITA

(ser forsagt hen for sig).
 

Ja, – med forlis af hele, hele livets lykke.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det forlis, det er just vindingen, det.
 

RITA

(heftig).
 

Å, talemåder! Herregud, vi er da jordmennesker alligevel.
 

ALLMERS.
 Vi er lidt i slægt med hav og himmel også, Rita
 

RITA.
 Du kanske. Ikke jeg.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å jo. Du mere, end du selv véd af.
 

RITA

(et skridt nærmere).
 

Hør, Alfred, – kunde du ikke tænke på at ta’ dit arbejde op igen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Det arbejde, som du har hadet?
 

RITA.
 Jeg er ble’t nøjsom nu. Jeg er villig til at dele dig med bogen.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvorfor?
 

RITA.
 Bare for at få beholde dig her hos mig. Sådan i nærheden.
 

ALLMERS.
 Å, jeg kan så lidet hjælpe dig, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Men kanske jeg kunde hjælpe dig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Med arbejdet, mener du?
 

RITA.
 Nej. Med at leve livet.
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg synes ikke, jeg har noget liv at leve.
 

RITA.
 Nå, så med at bære livet da.
 

ALLMERS

(mørkt, hen for sig).
 

Jeg tror det var bedst for os begge, om vi skiltes.
 

RITA

(ser forskende på ham).
 

Hvor vilde du så ty hen? Kanske til Asta alligevel?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej. Aldrig til Asta herefter.
 

RITA.
 Hvor hen da?
 

ALLMERS.
 Op i ensomheden.
 

RITA.
 Op mellem fjeldene? Er det det, du mener.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja.
 

RITA.
 Men dette her er jo bare drømmerier, Alfred! Der oppe kunde du jo ikke leve.
 

ALLMERS.
 Did op drages jeg alligevel nu.
 

RITA.
 Hvorfor? Sig mig det!
 

ALLMERS.
 Sæt dig. Så skal jeg fortælle dig noget.
 

RITA.
 Noget, som er hændt dig deroppe?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja.
 

RITA.
 Og som du fortied for Asta og mig?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja.
 

RITA.
 Å, du går så stille med alting. Det skulde du ikke.
 

ALLMERS.
 Sæt dig der. Så skal jeg fortælle dig det.
 

RITA.
 Ja, ja, – lad mig høre!
 

(hun sætter sig på bænken ved lysthuset.)
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg var alene deroppe. Midt inde i højfjeldene. Så kom jeg til et stort, øde fjeldvand. Og det vandet måtte jeg over. Men det kunde jeg ikke. For der var hverken båd eller mennesker.
 

RITA.
 Nå? Og så?
 

ALLMERS.
 Så gik jeg på egen hånd ind i en sidedal. For der mente jeg, at jeg skulde komme frem over højderne og mellem tinderne. Og ned igen til den anden side af vandet.
 

RITA.
 Å, så gik du dig visst vild, Alfred!
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja; jeg tog fejl af retningen. For vej eller sti var der ikke. Og jeg gik hele dagen. Og hele den næste nat også. Og til slut trode jeg aldrig, jeg skulde komme frem til mennesker mere.
 

RITA.
 Ikke hjem til os? Å, da véd jeg visst, at dine tanker gik hid.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej, – de gjorde ikke det.
 

RITA.
 Ikke?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nej. Det var så besynderligt. Både du og Eyolf var kommet så langt, langt bort fra mig, syntes jeg. Og det var Asta også.
 

RITA.
 Men hvad tænkte du da på?
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg tænkte ikke. Jeg gik der og slæbte mig frem langs styrtningerne, – og nød dødsfornemmelsens fred og velbehag.
 

RITA

(springer op).
 

Å, brug da ikke slige ord om det grufulde!
 

ALLMERS.
 Jeg kendte det så. Slet ingen angst. Jeg syntes, at der gik jeg og døden som to gode rejsekammerater. Det var så rimeligt, – så ligetil, altsammen, syntes jeg dengang. I min slægt plejer jo ikke folk at bli’ gamle –
 

RITA.
 Å, ti da bare stille med sligt, Alfred! For du kom jo altså godt fra det alligevel.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja; så med én gang var jeg fremme. På den anden side af vandet.
 

RITA.
 Det har været en nat i rædsel for dig, Alfred. Men nu bagefter vil du ikke vedstå det for dig selv.
 

ALLMERS.
 Den nat løfted mig til beslutning. Og så var det, at jeg vendte om og gik lige hjemover. Til Eyolf.
 

RITA

(sagte).
 

For sent.
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja. Og da så – kammeraten kom og tog ham –. Så stod der gru af ham. Af det hele. Af alt det, – som vi ikke tør gå ifra alligevel. Så jordbundne er vi begge to, Rita.
 

RITA

(med et skær af glæde).
 

Ja, ikke sandt! Du også! (nærmere.) Å, lad os bare leve livet sammen så længe som muligt!
 

ALLMERS

(trækker på skuldren).
 

Leve livet, ja! Og ikke ha’ noget at fylde livet med. Øde og tomhed altsammen. Hvor hen jeg så ser.
 

RITA

(angst).
 

Å, sent eller tidlig går du fra mig, Alfred! Jeg føler det! Og jeg kan se det på dig også! Du går fra mig!
 

ALLMERS.
 Med rejsekammeraten, mener du?
 

RITA.
 Nej, jeg mener det, som værre er. Frivillig går du fra mig. For du synes, det er bare her, hos mig, at du ikke har noget at leve for. Svar mig! Er det ikke så du tænker?
 

ALLMERS

(ser fast på hende).
 

Og om jeg nu tænkte så –?
 

(Larm og skrål som af vrede, hidsige stemmer høres fjernt nedenunder Allmers går til rækværket.)
 

RITA.
 Hvad er det for noget. (udbrydende.) Å, du skal se, de har fundet ham!
 

ALLMERS.
 Han findes aldrig.
 

RITA.
 Men hvad er det da?
 

ALLMERS

(går fremover).
 

Bare slagsmål, – som vanligt.
 

RITA.
 Nede på stranden?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja. Hele strandstedet burde ryddes. Nu er mændene kommet hjem. Drukne, som de plejer. Prygler børnene. Hør, hvor gutterne skriger! Kvinderne hyler om hjælp for dem –
 

RITA.
 Ja, skulde vi ikke få nogen ned og hjælpe dem?
 

ALLMERS

(hård og vred).
 

Hjælpe dem, som ikke hjalp Eyolf! Nej, lad dem bare forgå, – ligesom de lod Eyolf forgå!
 

RITA.
 Å6 , du må ikke tale så, Alfred! Ikke tænke så!
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ALLMERS.
 Jeg kan ikke tænke anderledes. Alle de gamle rønnerne bør rives ned.
 

RITA.
 Og hvad skal der så bli’ af de mange fattige mennesker?
 

ALLMERS.
 De får ty andetsteds hen.
 

RITA.
 Og børnene da?
 

ALLMERS.
 Kan det ikke være så omtrent det samme, hvor de går til grunde?
 

RITA

(stille, bebrejdende).
 

Du tvinger dig selv til slig en hårdhed, Alfred.
 

ALLMERS

(heftig).
 

Det er min ret at være hård herefter! Min pligt også!
 

RITA.
 Din pligt?
 

ALLMERS.
 Min pligt imod Eyolf. Han må ikke ligge uhævnet. Kort og godt, Rita! Som jeg siger dig! Tænk over den sag. Få hele stedet dernede jævnet med jorden, – når jeg er borte.
 

RITA

(ser dybt på ham).
 

Når du er borte?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, for så har du da i alt fald noget at fylde livet ud med. Og det må du ha’.
 

RITA

(fast og bestemt).
 

Det har du ret i. Det må jeg. Men kan du gætte, hvad jeg vil ta’ mig til, – når du er borte?
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå, hvad er det da?
 

RITA

(langsomt, besluttet).
 

Så snart du er rejst fra mig, går jeg ned til stranden og får alle de fattige, forkomne børn med mig her op til vort. Alle de uskikkelige gutterne –
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad vil du gøre med dem her?
 

RITA.
 Jeg vil ta’ dem til mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Vil du?
 

RITA.
 Ja, det vil jeg. Fra den dag, da du er rejst, skal de være her, allesammen, – som om de var mine egne.
 

ALLMERS

(oprørt).
 

I vor lille Eyolfs sted!
 

RITA.
 Ja, i vor lille Eyolfs sted. De skal få bo i Eyolfs stuer. De skal få læse i hans bøger. Få lege med hans småsager. De skal skiftes til at sidde på hans stol ved bordet.
 

ALLMERS.
 Dette her er jo det rene vanvid at høre på! Jeg véd ikke det menneske i verden, som er mindre skikket til sligt noget, end du.
 

RITA.
 Så får jeg opdrage mig til det. Oplære mig. Opøve mig.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvis det er dit ramme alvor, – alt det, du der siger, så må der være foregåt en forvandling med dig.
 

RITA.
 Det er der også, Alfred. Det har du sørget for. Du har skabt en tom plads indeni mig. Og den må jeg prøve på at fylde ud med noget. Noget, som kunde ligne en slags kærlighed.
 

ALLMERS

(står en stund tankefuld; ser på hende).
 

I grunden har vi ikke gjort meget for de fattige folk dernede.
 

RITA.
 Vi har ingenting gjort for dem.
 

ALLMERS.
 Knapt nok tænkt på dem engang.
 

RITA.
 Aldrig tænkt på dem i medfølelse.
 

ALLMERS.
 Vi, som havde „guldet og de grønne skoge” –
 

RITA.
 Vi havde lukkede hænder for dem. Og lukkede hjerter også.
 

ALLMERS

(nikker).
 

Så det er jo kanske nokså rimeligt alligevel, at de ikke satte livet på spil for at redde lille Eyolf.
 

RITA

(sagte).
 

Tænk dig om, Alfred. Er du så sikker på, at – at vi selv havde vovet det?
 

ALLMERS

(uroligt afvisende).
 

Men tvil da aldrig på det, Rita!
 

RITA.
 Å, vi er jordmennesker, du.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvad tænker du egentlig, at du vil gøre for alle de forkomne børnene?
 

RITA.
 Jeg får vel nærmest prøve på, om jeg kunde mildne – og forædle deres livsskæbne.
 

ALLMERS.
 Kan du det gøre, så har ikke Eyolf været født forgæves.
 

RITA.
 Og er ikke taget fra os forgæves heller.
 

ALLMERS

(ser fast på hende).
 

Vær klar over én ting, Rita. Det er ikke kærlighed, som driver dig til dette her.
 

RITA.
 Nej, det er det ikke. I alle fald ikke endnu.
 

ALLMERS.
 Nå, hvad er det så egentlig?
 

RITA

(halvt undvigende).
 

Du har jo så ofte talt med Asta om det menneskelige ansvar –
 

ALLMERS.
 Om bogen, som du haded.
 

RITA.
 Jeg hader den bogen endnu. Men jeg sad og hørte på, når du fortalte. Og nu vil jeg prøve mig videre frem selv. På min måde.
 

ALLMERS

(ryster på hodet).
 

Det er ikke for den ufærdige bogens skyld –
 

RITA.
 Nej, jeg har en grund til.
 

ALLMERS.
 Hvilken da?
 

RITA

(sagte, tungsindigt smilende).
 

Jeg vil smigre mig ind hos de store, åbne øjnene, ser du.
 

ALLMERS

(slået, fæster blikket på hende).
 

Kanske jeg kunde få være med? Og hjælpe dig, Rita?
 

RITA.
 Vilde du det?
 

ALLMERS.
 Ja, – hvis jeg bare vidste, at jeg kunde.
 

RITA

(nølende).
 

Men så måtte du jo bli’ her da.
 

ALLMERS

(sagte).
 

Lad os forsøge, om ikke det kunde gå.
 

RITA

(neppe hørligt).
 

Lad os det, Alfred.
 

(Begge tier. Derpå går Allmers hen til stangen og hejser flaget helt op. Rita står ved lysthuset og ser stille på ham.)
 

ALLMERS

(kommer fremover igen).
 

Det vil bli’ en tung arbejdsdag foran os, Rita.
 

RITA.
 Du skal se, – der vil falde søndagsstilhed over os en gang imellem.
 

ALLMERS

(stille, bevæget).
 

Da fornemmer vi åndernes besøg, kanske.
 

RITA

(hviskende).
 

Åndernes?
 

ALLMERS

(som før).
 

Ja. Da er de kanske om os, – de, som vi har mistet.
 

RITA

(nikker langsomt).
 

Vor lille Eyolf. Og din store Eyolf også.
 

ALLMERS

(stirrer frem for sig).
 

Kan hænde, vi endnu engang imellem, – på livsvejen – får se ligesom et glimt af dem.
 

RITA.
 Hvor hen skal vi se, Alfred –?
 

ALLMERS

(fæster øjnene på hende).
 

Opad.
 

RITA

(nikker bifaldende).
 

Ja, ja, – opad.
 

ALLMERS.
 Opad, – imod tinderne. Mod stjernerne. Og imod den store stilhed.
 

RITA

(rækker ham hånden).
 

Tak!
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FØRSTE AKT
 

(Fru Borkmans dagligstue, udstyret med gammeldags, falmet pragt. En åben skydedør fører ind i en havestue med vinduer og glasdør i baggrunden. Derigennem udsigt til haven, hvor snevejret fyger i tusmørket. På højre sidevæg indgangsdør fra forstuen. Længere fremme en stor,gammel jernovn med ild i. Til venstre, noget tilbage, en enkelt, mindre dør. Foran på samme side et vindu, dækket af tykke forhæng. Mellem vinduet og døren en kanapé med hestehårs betræk og med et tæppe-belagt bord foran. På bordet en tændt lampe med skærm. Ved ovnen en højrygget lænestol.)
 

(Fru Gunhild Borkman sidder på kanapéen med sit hækletøj. Hun er en ældre dame af koldt, fornemt udseende, med stiv holdning og ubevægelige ansigtstræk. Hendes rige hår er stærkt grånet. Hænderne fine, gennemsigtige. Klædt i en tyk mørk silkedragt, som oprindelig har været elegant, men nu noget slidt og medtagen. Uldsjal over skuldrene.)
 

(Hun sidder en stund opret og urørlig ved hækletøjet. Så høres udenfor bjældeklang fra en forbikørende slæde.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(lytter op; det tindrer af glæde i hendes øjne og hun hvisker uvilkårligt):
 

Erhart! Endelig!
 

(Hun rejser sig og ser ud gennem forhænget. Synes skuffet og sætter sig igen på kanapéen til sit arbejde.)
 

(Stuepigen kommer lidt efter ind fra entréen med et visitkort på en liden brikke.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hurtig).
 

Kom studenten alligevel?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Nej, frue. Men her er en dame ude –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(lægger hækletøjet tilside).
 

Nå, fru Wilton altså –
 

STUEPIGEN

(går nærmere).
 

Nej, det er en fremmed dame –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(rækker efter kortet).
 

Lad mig se – (læser; rejser sig hurtig og ser stivt på pigen.) Er De viss på, at det er til mig?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, jeg forstod det, som det var til fruen.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Bad hun om at få tale med fru Borkman?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Jaha, det gjorde hun.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(kort; besluttet).
 

Godt. Så sig, at jeg er hjemme.
 

(Stuepigen åbner døren for den fremmede dame og går selv ud.)
 

(Frøken Ella Rentheim kommer ind i stuen. Hun ligner søsteren af udseende; men hendes ansigt har et mere lidende end hårdt udtryk. Det bærer endnu præg af stor, karakterfuld skønhed i tidligere år. Det svære hår er strøget op i naturlige bukler fra panden og er ganske sølvhvidt. Hun er klædt i sort fløjl med hat og peltsfodret kåbe af samme stof.)
 

(Begge søstrene står en stund i taushed og ser prøvende på hinanden. Hver af dem venter øjensynlig, at den anden skal tale først.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(som har holdt sig i nærheden af døren).
 

Ja, du ser nok forundret på mig, du, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(står ubevægelig oprejst mellem kanapéen og bordet og støtter fingerspidsene mod tæppet).
 

Går du ikke fejl? Forvalteren bor jo i sidebygningen, véd du.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det er ikke forvalteren, jeg skal tale med i dag.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Er det da mig, du vil noget?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja. Jeg må tale nogen ord med dig.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(kommer frem på gulvet).
 

Nå, – så sæt dig ned da.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Tak; jeg kan godt stå så længe.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ganske som du selv vil. Men løs ialfald lidt på overtøjet.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(knapper kåben op).
 

Ja, her er svært varmt –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg fryser altid.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(står en stund og ser på hende med armen hvilende på ryggen af lænestolen).
 

Ja, – Gunhild, det er nu snart otte år siden vi sidst såes.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(koldt).
 

Siden vi taltes ved ialfald.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Rettere sagt, taltes ved, ja. – For du har vel set mig en gang imellem, – når jeg måtte gøre min årsrejse hid til forvalteren.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 En gang eller to, tror jeg.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg har også et par gange set et skimt af dig. I vinduet der.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Bag forhængene må det ha’ været. Du har gode øjne, du. (hårdt og skærende.) Men sidste gang vi taltes ved, – det var her inde i stuen hos mig –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(afværgende).
 

Ja, ja, jeg véd det, Gunhild!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 – ugen før han, – før han slap ud.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(går opover gulvet).
 

Å, rør da ikke ved det!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(fast men dæmpet).
 

Det var ugen før han, – bankchefen kom på fri fod igen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(fremover gulvet).
 

Å ja, ja, ja! Jeg glemmer nok ikke den stund! Men det er så altfor knugende at tænke på. Bare det, at dvæle ved det et eneste øjeblik – åh!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(dumpt).
 

Og så får tankerne aldrig lov til at kredse om noget andet alligevel! (i udbrud; slår hænderne sammen.) Nej, jeg skønner det ikke! Aldrig i verden! Jeg fatter ikke, at noget sådant noget, – noget så forfærdeligt kan overgå en enkelt familie! Og så, tænk, – vor familie! En så fornem familie, som vor! Tænke sig til, at det just skulde ramme den!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 A, Gunhild, – det var nok mange, mange flere end vor familie, som det slag rammed.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nå ja; men alle disse her andre bryr jeg mig ikke så stort om. For det var da jo bare nogen penge – eller nogen papirer, – som det gik ud over for dem. Men for os –! For mig! Og så for Erhart! Det barn, som han dengang var! (i stigende oprør.) Skammen over os to uskyldige! Vanæren! Den stygge, forfærdelige vanære! Og så rent ruineret til og med!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(varsomt).
 

Sig mig, Gunhild, – hvorledes bærer han det?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Erhart, mener du?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, – han selv. Hvorledes bærer han det?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(blæser hånligt).
 

Tror du, jeg spør’ efter det?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Spør’? Du behøver da vel ikke at spørge –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser forbauset på hende).
 

Du tror da vel aldrig, at jeg omgås ham? Kommer sammen med ham? Ser noget til ham?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ikke det engang!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(som før).
 

Han, som har måttet sidde under lås og lukke i fem år! (slår hænderne for ansigtet.) Å, slig en knusende skam! (farer op.) Og så tænke på, hvad navnet John Gabriel Borkman havde at betyde før i tiden! – Nej, nej, nej, – aldrig se ham mere! – Aldrig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser en stund på hende).
 

Du har et hårdt sind, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Imod ham, ja.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Han er jo dog din mand.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Har han ikke sagt for retten, at det var mig, som begyndte med at ruinere ham? At jeg brugte så altfor mange penge –?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(forsigtig).
 

Men var der ikke noget sandt i det?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Men var det ikke netop ham selv, som vilde ha’ det således! Alting skulde jo være så rent meningsløst overdådigt –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det véd jeg nok. Men just derfor skulde du ha’ holdt igen. Og det gjorde du nok ikke.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Vidste da jeg, at det ikke var hans egne penge, – de, som han gav mig til at rutte med? Og som han rutted med selv også. Tifold værre end jeg!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(stilfærdig).
 

Nå, det førte vel hans stilling med sig, kan jeg tro. For en stor del da.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hånligt).
 

Ja, det hed sig altid, at vi måtte „repræsentere”. Og så repræsenterte han da også rigtig tilgavns! Kørte med firspand, – som om han var en konge. Lod folk bukke og skrabe for sig, som for en konge. (ler) Og så kaldte de ham ved fornavn, – hele landet udover – akkurat som om han var kongen selv. „John Gabriel”, „John Gabriel”. Alle så vidste de, hvad „John Gabriel” var for en størrelse!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(fast og varmt).
 

Han var en størrelse dengang, du.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, det så jo slig ud. Men aldrig med et eneste ord satte han mig ind i, hvorledes hans stilling egentlig var. Aldrig lod han sig forlyde med, hvor han tog midlerne fra.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, nej, – det aned nok ikke de heller.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det fik nu være det samme med de andre. Men mig havde han pligtet at sige sandheden. Og det gjorde han aldrig! Han bare løj, – løj så bundløst for mig –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(afbrydende).
 

Det gjorde han visst ikke, Gunhild! Han fortied kanske. Men han løj visst ikke.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, ja, kald det, som du vil. Det kommer jo ganske ud på et. – Men så ramled det da også sammen. Alting. Hele herligheden tilslut.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(hen for sig).
 

Ja, alting ramled sammen – for ham, – og for andre.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(retter sig truende ivejret).
 

Men det siger jeg dig, Ella, – jeg gi’r mig ikke endda! Jeg skal nok vide at skaffe mig oprejsning. Det kan du forlade dig på!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(spændt).
 

Oprejsning? Hvad mener du med det?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Oprejsning for navn og ære og velfærd! Oprejsning for hele min forkludrede livsskæbne, det mener jeg! Jeg har en i baghånden, jeg, skal du vide. – En, som skal tvætte rent alt det, som – som bankchefen har tilsmudset.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Gunhild! Gunhild!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(stigende).
 

Der lever en hævner, du! En, som skal gøre godt igen alt det, som hans far har forbrudt imod mig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart altså.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, Erhart, – min herlige gut! Han skal nok vide at oprejse slægten, huset, navnet. Alt det, som kan oprejses. – Og kanske mere til.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og på hvad måde mener du det skulde ske?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det får komme, som det kan. Jeg véd ikke hvorledes det vil komme. Men jeg véd, at det vil og det skal komme engang. (ser spørgende på hende.) Ja – Ella, – er det ikke i grunden det samme, du også har gået og tænkt på lige siden han var liden?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, det kan jeg ikke egentlig sige.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ikke det? Hvorfor tog du dig da af ham? Dengang, da stormen var brudt løs over – over huset her.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du selv kunde jo ikke dengang, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Å nej, – jeg kunde jo ikke det. Og hans far, – han var lovlig undskyldt, – der han sad, – så godt forvaret –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(oprørt).
 

Å, at du kan få frem slige ord –! Du!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med et giftigt udtryk).
 

Og at du kunde bekvemme dig til at ta’ dig af en, – en John Gabriels barn! Aldeles, som om det barn var dit eget –. Ta’ det fra mig, – og rejse hjem med det. Og beholde det hos dig, år efter år. Til gutten blev næsten voksen. (ser mistænksom på hende.) Hvorfor gjorde du egentlig det, Ella? Hvorfor beholdt du ham?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg kom til at holde så inderlig af ham –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Mere end jeg, – hans mor!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(undvigende).
 

Det véd jeg ikke. Og så var jo Erhart lidt svagelig i opvæksten –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Erhart – svagelig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, jeg syntes det, – dengang ialfald. Og så er jo luften der borte på vestkysten så meget mildere end her, véd du vel.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(smiler bittert).
 

Hm. Er den det? (afbrydende) Ja, du har sandelig gjort svært meget for Erhart, du. (forandrer tonen.) Nå, det forstår sig, du har jo også råd til det. (smiler.) Du var jo så heldig, du, Ella. Du fik jo reddet alt det, som dit var.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(krænket).
 

Det gjorde ikke jeg noget skridt for, – kan jeg forsikkre dig. Jeg havde ikke – før længe, længe bagefter – nogen anelse om, at de papirer, som lå i banken for min regning, – at de var sparet –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, ja; sligt noget skønner jeg mig ikke på! Jeg siger bare, at du var heldig. (ser spørgende på hende.) Men når du sådan på egen hånd tog dig til at opdrage Erhart for mig –? Hvad var så din hensigt med det?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på hende).
 

Min hensigt –?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, en hensigt måtte du da vel ha’. Hvad vilde du gøre ham til? Gøre ud af ham, mener jeg?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(langsomt).
 

Jeg vilde lette vejen for Erhart til at bli’ et lykkeligt menneske her i verden.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(blæser).
 

Pyh, – folk i vore kår har nok andet at gøre, end at tænke på lykke.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvad da, – mener du?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser stort, alvorligt på hende).
 

Erhart får først og fremst se til, at han kan komme til at lyse så højt og så vidt udover, at ikke noget menneske i landet længer skimter den skyggen, som hans far har kastet over mig – og over min søn.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(forskende).
 

Sig mig, Gunhild, – er det det krav, som Erhart selv stiller til sit liv –?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(studsende).
 

Ja, det får vi da vel håbe!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 – eller er det ikke snarere et krav, som du stiller til ham?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(kort).
 

Jeg og Erhart stiller altid de samme krav til os selv.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(tungt og langsomt).
 

Så sikker er du altså på din gut, du, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(dulgt hoverende).
 

Ja, Gud ske lov og tak, – det er jeg. Det kan du forlade dig på!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så synes jeg, du i grunden må føle dig lykkelig alligevel. Trods alt det andet.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det gør jeg også. For så vidt. Men så, – hvert øjeblik, ser du, – så kommer jo dette her andet drivende som et uvejr ind over mig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med omslag i tonen).
 

Sig mig –. Lige så godt straks. For det var egentlig det, jeg kom ud til dig for –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hvilket?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Noget, jeg synes jeg må tale med dig om. – Sig mig, – Erhart bor jo ikke her ude hos – hos eder andre.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Erhart kan ikke bo her ude hos mig. Han må bo inde i byen –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det har han skrevet mig til.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han må det for studiernes skyld. Men han kommer ud til mig en stund hver eneste aften.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, kunde jeg så kanske få se ham? Og tale med ham straks?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han er ikke kommen endnu. Men jeg venter ham hvert øjeblik.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jo, Gunhild, – han må være kommen. For jeg hører ham gå ovenpå.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med flygtigt øjekast).
 

Oppe i storsalen?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja. Jeg har hørt ham gå deroppe lige siden jeg kom.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(vender øjnene fra hende).
 

Det er ikke ham, det, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(studser).
 

Er det ikke Erhart? (anende.) Hvem er det da!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Bankchefen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(sagte, i undertrykt smærte).
 

Borkman. John Gabriel Borkman!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Slig går han op og ned. Frem og tilbage. Fra morgen til kvæld. Dag ud og dag ind.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg har jo rigtignok hørt ymte om et og andet –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Kan tro det. Der ymtes visst adskilligt om os herude.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart har ymtet om det. I brevene. At hans far holdt sig mest for sig selv, – deroppe. Og du for dig her nedenunder.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, – vi har havt det så, vi, Ella. Helt fra de slap ham ud. Og sendte ham hjem til mig. – I alle de lange otte årene.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men jeg har aldrig tænkt, at det kunde være rigtig sandt. At det kunde være muligt –!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Sandt er det. Og kan aldrig bli’ anderledes.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på hende).
 

Dette må da være et forfærdeligt liv, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Mere end forfærdeligt, du. Snart ikke til at holde ud længer.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det kan jeg så godt forstå.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Stadig at høre hans skridt deroppe. Lige fra den tidlige morgen til langt på nat. – Og så lydt, som her er hernede!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, det er svært, så lydt her er.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Mangen gang kommer det mig for, at jeg har en syg ulv gående i bur deroppe på salen. Lige ret over hodet på mig. (lytter og hvisker.) Hør bare, du! Hør! Frem og tilbage, – frem og tilbage går ulven.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(varsomt).
 

Kunde det ikke bli’ anderledes, Gunhild?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(afvisende).
 

Han har aldrig gjort noget skridt til det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men kunde så ikke du gøre det første skridt da?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(farer op).
 

Jeg! Efter alt det, han har forbrudt imod mig! – Nej tak! Lad så heller ulven bli’ ved at tasse omkring deroppe.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Her blir mig for varmt. Jeg må nok få lov at ta’ tøjet af alligevel.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, jeg spurgte dig jo før –
 

(Ella Rentheim lægger kåbe og hat fra sig på en stol ved indgangsdøren.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Træffer du aldrig til at møde ham udenfor huset?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ler bittert).
 

I selskabslivet, mener du?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg mener, når han går ud i den friske luft. Inde på stierne i skoven, eller –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Bankchefen går aldrig ud.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ikke i mørkningen engang?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Aldrig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(bevæget).
 

Det kan han ikke overvinde sig til?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Kan vel ikke det. Han har sin store slængkappe og filthatten hængende i væggeskabet. I forstuen, véd du –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(hen for sig).
 

– det skabet, vi legte i da vi var små –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Og en gang imellem, – om aftenen sent, – så kan jeg høre, at han kommer ned – for at ta’ på sig og gå ud. Men så standser han gerne midtvejs i trappen, – og vender om. Og så går han op igen på salen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(stille).
 

Kommer aldrig nogen af hans gamle venner derop og ser til ham?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han har ingen gamle venner.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Han havde dog så mange – engang.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hm! Dem sørged han jo så pent for at skaffe sig af med. Han blev sine venner en dyr ven, – han, John Gabriel.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å ja, det kan du jo nok ha’ ret i, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(heftig).
 

For resten må jeg sige, at det er lumpent, lavt, usselt, småligt at lægge så svær vægt på den smule tab, de kan ha’ lidt ved ham. Pengetab var det da jo bare. Ikke andet.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(uden at svare).
 

Og så lever han altså deroppe så ganske alene. Så rent for sig selv.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, han gør vel det. Jeg hører rigtignok sige, at der kommer en gammel kopist eller extraskriver op til ham en gang imellem.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å så; det er visst en, som heder Foldal. For jeg véd, at de to var ungdomsvenner.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, de var nok det, tror jeg. Jeg kender forresten ikke noget til ham. For han kom aldrig med i vor selskabskreds. Dengang vi havde nogen –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men nu kommer han altså til Borkman?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, han er ikke kræsnere end som så. Men, det forstår sig, han kommer nu bare i mørkningen da.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Denne Foldal, – han var også en af dem, som led tab da banken gik overstyr.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(henkastende).
 

Ja, jeg synes, jeg kan huske, at han misted nogen penge, han også. Men det var visst så rent ubetydeligt –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med let eftertryk).
 

Det var alt det, han ejed.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(smiler).
 

Nå, men Herregud, – det, han ejed, det var da visst virkelig så forsvindende lidet, du. Ikke nogenting at snakke om.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Der blev heller ikke snakket om det, – af Foldal, under processen.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og, for øvrigt, så kan jeg fortælle dig det, at Erhart har gi’t så rundelig erstatning for den ubetydelighed.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(forundret).
 

Har Erhart! Hvorledes har Erhart kunnet det?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han har taget sig af Foldals yngste datter. Og læst med hende, – så hun kanske kan bli’ til noget og sørge for sig selv engang. Se, – det er visst meget mere, du, end fa’ren kunde ha’ gjort for hende.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, fa’ren, han sidder vel i små kår, han, kan jeg tro.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og så har Erhart maget det så, at hun får lære musik. Hun er nu alt ble’t så flink, at hun kan komme op til – til ham deroppe på salen, og spille for ham.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så han holder da af musik fremdeles?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Å ja, han gør vel det. Han har jo det pianoet, som du skikked herud – da han var i vente –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og på det spiller hun for ham?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, sådan en gang imellem. Om aftenerne. Det har også Erhart fåt istand.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men må da den stakkers pige gå den lange vejen her ud? Og så hjem til byen igen?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, det behøver hun ikke. Erhart har ordnet det så, at hun får være hos en dame, som bor her i nærheden. Det er en fru Wilton –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(levende).
 

Fru Wilton!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 En meget rig dame. En, som du ikke kender.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg har hørt navnet. Fru Fanny Wilton, tror jeg –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, ganske rigtig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart har flere gange skrevet om hende. – Bor hun her ude nu?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, hun har lejet en villa her. Og så er hun flyttet ud fra byen for en tid siden.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(lidt nølende).
 

De siger, folk, at hun skal være skilt fra sin mand.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Manden er nok død for flere år siden.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, men de blev skilt –. Han lod sig skille –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han rejste fra hende, gjorde han. Skylden var visst ikke hendes.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Kender du noget nærmere til hende, Gunhild?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Å ja såmænd. Hun bor jo lige i nærheden. Og så ser hun ind til mig en gang imellem da.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og du synes kanske godt om hende?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hun er så ualmindelig forstående. Så mærkværdig klar i sin dom.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 I sin dom om mennesker, mener du?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, mest om mennesker. Erhart har hun nu formelig studeret. Sådan rigtig tilbunds, – ind i sjælen. Og derfor så forguder hun ham da også, – som rimeligt er.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(lidt lurende).
 

Så kender hun kanske Erhart endnu nøjere, end hun kender dig?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, Erhart traf hende som oftest inde i byen. Før hun flytted her ud.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(uoverlagt).
 

Og så flytted hun fra byen alligevel?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(studser og ser hvasst på hende).
 

Alligevel! Hvad mener du med det?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(undvigende).
 

Nå, Herregud, – mener –?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Du sa’ det på en så underlig måde. Der var noget, du mente med det, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser hende fast i øjnene).
 

Ja, det var det også, Gunhild. Der var virkelig noget, jeg mente med det.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nå, så sig det da rent ud!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Først vil jeg sige dig det, at jeg synes, jeg også har ligesom en slags ret til Erhart. Eller finder du kanske ikke det?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser henad værelset).
 

Bevar’s vel. Efter de summer, du har kostet på ham, så –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å sletikke derfor, Gunhild. Men fordi jeg holder af ham –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(smiler hånligt).
 

Af min søn? Kan du det? Du? Trods alt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, jeg kan det. Trods alt. Og jeg gør det. Jeg holder af Erhart. Så meget, som jeg overhodet kan holde af et menneske – nu for tiden. I min alder.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nå ja, ja, lad så være; men –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og derfor, ser du, så blir jeg bekymret så snart jeg mærker noget, som truer ham.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Truer Erhart! Ja, men hvad truer ham? Eller hvem truer ham da?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det gør nok for det første du, – på din vis –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(udbryder).
 

Jeg!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 – og så denne fru Wilton også, – er jeg bange for.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser en stund målløs på hende).
 

Og sligt noget kan du tro om Erhart! Om min egen gut! Han, som har sin store mission at fuldbyrde!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(henkastende).
 

Å hvad, mission –!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(oprørt).
 

Og det tør du sige så hånligt!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Tror du, at et ungt menneske, i Erharts alder, – sund og glad, – tror du, at han går hen og ofrer sig for – for sligt noget som en „mission”!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(stærk og fast).
 

Erhart gør det! Det véd jeg så visst.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ryster på hodet).
 

Du hverken véd det eller du tror det, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Tror jeg det ikke!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det er bare noget, som du går og drømmer om. For havde du ikke det at klynge dig fast til, så synes du vel, at du måtte rent fortvile.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, da måtte jeg rigtignok fortvile. (hæftig.) Og det er kanske det, du helst så, du, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med løftet hode).
 

Ja, jeg så det helst – ifald du ikke kan fri dig på anden måde, end at det skal gå ud over Erhart.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(truende).
 

Du vil træde imellem os! Mellem mor og søn! Du!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg vil fri ham ud af din magt, – din vold, – dit herredømme.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(triumferende).
 

Det kan du ikke mere! Du havde ham i dine garn – lige til hans femtende år. Men nu har jeg vundet ham igen, ser du!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så vil jeg vinde ham igen fra dig! (hæst; halvt hviskende.) Vi to, vi har kæmpet på liv og død om et menneske før, vi, Gunhild!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser hoverende på hende).
 

Ja, og jeg vandt sejr.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(hånsmiler).
 

Synes du endnu, at den sejr blev til vinding for dig?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(mørk).
 

Nej; – det har du så blodig ret i.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det blir ingen vinding for dig dennegang heller.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ingen vinding, det, at beholde en mors magt over Erhart!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej; for det er bare magten over ham, du vil ha’.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og du da!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(varmt).
 

Jeg vil ha’ hans kærlige sind, – hans sjæl, – hans hele hjerte –!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(udbryder).
 

Det får du aldrig mere i denne verden!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på hende).
 

Har du kanske sørget for det?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(smiler).
 

Ja, det har jeg rigtignok tilladt mig. Har du ikke kunnet læse det ud af hans breve?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nikker langsomt).
 

Jo. Hele du var i hans breve tilslut.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(tirrende).
 

Jeg har nyttet disse otte år – da jeg har havt ham under øjne, ser du.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(behersket).
 

Hvad har du sagt Erhart om mig? Går det an, at du fortæller mig det?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, det går så godt an.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så gør det da!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg har bare sagt ham det, som sandt er.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nå?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg har idelig og altid indpræntet ham, at han, vær’sgo’, får huske på, at det er dig, vi må takke for, at vi kan leve såpass, som vi gør. At vi overhodet kan leve.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ikke andet end det!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Å, sligt noget bider, du. Det føler jeg på mig selv.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men det er jo omtrent bare det, som Erhart vidste i forvejen.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Da han kom hjem igen til mig, bildte han sig ind, at du gjorde altsammen af et godt hjerte. (ser skadefro på hende.) Nu tror han ikke det længer, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvad tror han da nu?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han tror det, som sandt er. Jeg spurgte ham, hvorledes han forklarte sig det, at tante Ella aldrig rejste hid for at besøge os –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(afbrydende).
 

Det vidste han før!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han véd det bedre nu. Du havde bildt ham ind, at det var for at skåne mig og – og ham, som går deroppe på salen –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det var det også.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det tror ikke Erhart en smule på nu længer.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvad har du da nu fåt ham til at tro om mig?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Han tror, som sandt er, at du skammer dig over os, – foragter os. Eller gør du kanske ikke det? Har du ikke engang pønset på at få rive ham helt løs fra mig? Tænk dig om, Ella. Du husker det visst.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(afvisende).
 

Det var i skandalens værste tid. Da sagen stod for retten. – Jeg nærer ikke de tanker længer nu.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det vilde ikke nytte dig noget heller. For hvad blev der så ellers af hans mission! Å nej tak, du! Det er mig, Erhart behøver, – ikke dig. Og derfor er han som død for dig! Og du for ham!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(koldt, besluttet).
 

Vi skal se. For nu blir jeg her ude.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(stirrer på hende).
 

Her på gården?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, her.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Her – hos os? Hele natten over?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Her ude blir jeg hele resten af mine dage, om så skal være.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(fatter sig).
 

Ja ja, Ella, – gården er jo din.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å hvad –!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Alt sammen er jo dit. Den stol, jeg sidder på, er din. Den seng, jeg ligger og vælter mig søvnløs i, den tilhører dig. Den mad vi spiser, den får vi gennem dig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Kan ikke ordnes på anden vis, det. Borkman kan ikke ha’ egen ejendom. For der vilde straks komme nogen og ta’ det fra ham.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg véd det nok. Vi får finde os i at leve på din nåde og barmhjertighed.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(koldt).
 

Jeg kan ikke hindre dig i at se det fra den side, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, det kan du ikke. – Når vil du, vi skal flytte ud?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på hende).
 

Flytte ud?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i ophidselse).
 

Ja, du bilder dig da vel aldrig ind, at jeg vil bli’ boende her under tag med dig! – Nej, så heller i fattighuset eller ud på landevejen!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Godt. Så giv mig Erhart med –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Erhart! Min egen søn! Mit barn!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, – for så rejser jeg straks hjem igen.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(efter kort betænkning; fast).
 

Erhart skal selv vælge mellem os.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser tvilende og usikker på hende).
 

Han vælge? Ja, – tør du det, Gunhild?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med hård latter).
 

Om jeg tør! La’ min gut vælge mellem sin mor og dig! Ja, det tør jeg rigtignok.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(lyttende).
 

Kommer der nogen? Jeg synes, jeg hører –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Så er det vel Erhart –
 

(Det banker raskt på forstuedøren, som derpå uden videre blir åbnet. Fru Wilton, selskabsklædt og i overtøj, kommer ind. Bag efter hende stuepigen, som ikke har fået tid til at melde og ser rådvild ud. Døren blir stående halvt åben. Fru Wilton er en påfaldende smuk, yppig dame i tretiårene. Brede, røde, smilende læber. Spillende øjne. Rigt, mørkt hår.)
 

FRU WILTON.
 Godaften, kæreste fru Borkman!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(noget tørt).
 

Godaften, frue. (til pigen; peger mod havestuen.) Tag lampen ud derinde og tænd den.
 

(Stuepigen henter og går ud med lampen.)
 

FRU WILTON

(ser Ella Rentheim).
 

Å, om forladelse, – her er fremmede –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Bare min søster, som er kommen tilrejsende –
 

(Erhart Borkman slår den halvåbne forstuedør helt op og stormer ind.Han er et ungt menneske med lyse, frejdige øjne. Elegant klædt. Begyndende knebelsbart.)
 

ERHART BORKMAN

(glædestrålende; på dørtærskelen).
 

Hvad for noget! Er tante Ella kommen? (imod hende; griber hendes hænder)Tante, tante! Nej, er det muligt! Er du her?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(slår armene om hans hals).
 

Erhart! Min kære, snille gut! Nej, hvor stor du er ble’t! Å, hvor det gør godt at få se dig igen!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(skarpt).
 

Hvad skal det sige, Erhart, – står du og gemmer dig i forstuen?
 

FRU WILTON

(hurtig).
 

Erhart – Borkman kom sammen med mig.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(måler ham med øjnene).
 

Ja så, Erhart. Du kommer ikke først til din mor?
 

ERHART.
 Jeg måtte bare indom til fru Wilton et øjeblik, – for at hente lille Frida.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Er denne frøken Foldal også med?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Ja, vi har hende stående udenfor i entréen.
 

ERHART

(taler ud gennem døren).
 

Gå De bare ovenpå, Frida.
 

(Ophold. Ella Rentheim iagttager Erhart. Han synes forlegen og noget utålmodig; hans ansigt antager et spændt og koldere udtryk.)
 

(Stuepigen bringer den tændte lampe ind i havestuen, går ud igen og lukker døren efter sig.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med tvungen høflighed).
 

Ja, fru Wilton, – hvis De altså vil slå Dem ned her iaften, så –
 

FRU WILTON.
 Nej tusend tak, kære frue. Det tænker jeg sletikke på. Vi har en anden indbydelse. Vi skal ned til advokat Hinkels.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser på hende).
 

Vi? Hvilke vi mener De?
 

FRU WILTON

(leende).
 

Nå, egentlig mener jeg da bare mig selv. Men jeg fik i opdrag af husets damer at ta’ student Borkman med, – hvis jeg tilfældigvis skulde få øje på ham.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og det fik De da, som jeg ser.
 

FRU WILTON.
 Ja heldigvis. Siden han var så elskværdig at se indom til mig, – for lille Fridas skyld.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(tørt).
 

Du, Erhart, – jeg vidste ellers ikke, at du kendte den familie, – disse Hinkels.
 

ERHART

(irriteret).
 

Nej, egentlig kender jeg dem jo ikke heller. (tilføjer lidt utålmodig.) Du véd visst selv bedst, du mor, hvad folk jeg kender og ikke kender.
 

FRU WILTON.
 Å pyt! I det hus blir man snart kendt! Glade, lystige, gæstfri folk. Fuldt op af unge damer.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med eftertryk).
 

Kender jeg min søn ret, så er ikke det egentlig noget selskab for ham, fru Wilton.
 

FRU WILTON.
 Men Herregud, kære frue, han er da ung, han også!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja lykkeligvis er han ung. Det vilde ikke være godt andet.
 

ERHART

(dølger sin utålmodighed).
 

Ja, ja, ja, mor, – det er jo en selvfølge, at jeg ikke går der hen til disse Hinkels iaften. Jeg blir naturligvis her hos dig og tante Ella.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det vidste jeg nok, min kære Erhart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, Erhart, – for min skyld må du endelig ikke la’ dig afholde –
 

ERHART.
 Jo visst da, kære tante; der kan ikke være tale om andet. (ser usikkert på fru Wilton.) Men hvorledes klarer vi det? Går det egentlig an? De har jo svaret ja – på mine vegne.
 

FRU WILTON

(muntert).
 

Hvad snak! Skulde det ikke gå an? Når jeg nu kommer derned i de lyse, festlige saloner, – ensom og forladt – tænk bare! så svarer jeg nej – på Deres vegne.
 

ERHART

(langtrukket).
 

Ja, når De altså mener, at det går an, så –
 

FRU WILTON

(let og fejende).
 

Jeg har så mangen god gang svaret både ja og nej – på egne vegne. Og skulde De gå fra Deres tante nu da hun lige netop er kommen? Fy da, mosjø Erhart, – vilde det være sønligt handlet af Dem?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ilde berørt).
 

Sønligt?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Nå, plejesønligt da, fru Borkman.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, det får De nok føje til.
 

FRU WILTON.
 Å, jeg synes, man har mere at takke en god plejemor for, end ens egen rigtige mor, jeg.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Har De selv erfaret det?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Å Gud bedre, – min mor har jeg kendt så lidet til. Men havde jeg havt en så god plejemor, jeg også, – så var jeg kanske ikke ble’t så – så uskikkelig, som folk siger, at jeg er. (vender sig til Erhart.) Ja, så blir man altså pent hjemme hos mamma og tante – og drikker te, herr student! (til damerne.) Farvel, farvel, kære frue! Farvel, frøken!
 

(Damerne hilser stumt. Hun går mod døren.)
 

ERHART

(går efter hende).
 

Skal jeg ikke følge Dem et lidet stykke –?
 

FRU WILTON

(i døren, afværgende).
 

Ikke et skridt skal De følge mig. Jeg er så vel vant til at gå min vej alene. (standser i døråbningen, ser på ham og nikker.) Men tag Dem nu i vare, student Borkman; – det siger jeg Dem!
 

ERHART.
 Hvorfor skal jeg ta’ mig i vare?
 

FRU WILTON

(lystig).
 

Jo, for når jeg går nedover vejen, – ensom og forladt, som sagt, – så vil jeg prøve, om jeg kan kaste runer efter Dem.
 

ERHART

(ler).
 

Å, sådan! Vil De nu prøve det igen.
 

FRU WILTON

(halvt alvorlig).
 

Ja, pass Dem nu. Når jeg nu går nedover, så vil jeg sige indvendig, – rigtig ud af min inderste vilje vil jeg sige: Student Erhart Borkman, – tag straks Deres hat!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og så ta’r han den, tror De?
 

FRU WILTON

(leende).
 

Ja bevar’s vel; så griber han straks hatten. Og så vil jeg sige: Træk pent yderfrakken på Dem, Erhart Borkman! Og galoscherne! Glem endelig ikke galoscherne! Og følg mig så efter! Lydig, lydig, lydig!
 

ERHART

(med tvungen munterhed).
 

Ja, det kan De stole på.
 

FRU WILTON

(med løftet pegefinger).
 

Lydig! Lydig! – God Nat!
 

(Hun ler og nikker til damerne og lukker døren efter sig.)
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Driver hun virkelig den slags kunster?
 

ERHART.
 Å, langt ifra. Hvor kan du da tro det? Det er bare sådan for spas. (afbrydende.) Men lad os ikke snakke om fru Wilton nu.
 

(han nøder Ella Rentheim til at sætte sig i lænestolen ved ovnen.)
 

ERHART

(står og ser lidt på hende).
 

Nej, men at du har gjort den lange rejse, tante Ella! Og det nu ved vintertid?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det blev nødvendigt for mig nu til slut, Erhart.
 

ERHART.
 Så? Hvorfor det da?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg måtte her ind og tale med lægerne en gang.
 

ERHART.
 Nå, det var da godt!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(smiler).
 

Synes du, det er så godt?
 

ERHART.
 At du endelig beslutted dig, mener jeg.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i kanapéen, koldt).
 

Er du syg, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser hårdt på hende).
 

Det véd du da vel, at jeg er syg.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nå ja sådan sygelig, som du har været i mange år –
 

ERHART.
 Den tid, jeg var hos dig, sa’ jeg dig så tidt, at du skulde tale med doktoren.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, der borte på mine kanter er der ingen, som jeg har rigtig tro til. Og desuden føltes det jo ikke så slemt dengang.
 

ERHART.
 Er det da værre med dig nu, tante?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å ja, min gut; nu er det ble’t noget værre med mig.
 

ERHART.
 Ja men ikke farligt vel?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, det er nu, som en ta’r det.
 

ERHART

(ivrig).
 

Ja men véd du hvad, tante Ella, – så må du ikke rejse hjem igen så snart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, det gør jeg nok heller ikke.
 

ERHART.
 Du må bli’ her i byen. For her har du jo alle de bedste læger at vælge imellem.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, det var så min tanke da jeg rejste hjemmefra.
 

ERHART.
 Og så må du se at finde dig et rigtig godt logis, – et sådant et lunt, stille pensionat.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg tog ind imorges i det gamle, hvor jeg før har boet.
 

ERHART.
 Nå ja, der får du det jo hyggeligt.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, men jeg kommer ikke til at bli’ der alligevel.
 

ERHART.
 Så? Hvorfor ikke det da?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, jeg bestemte mig om da jeg kom her ud.
 

ERHART

(forundret).
 

Så –? Bestemte du dig om –?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hækler; uden at se op).
 

Din tante vil bo her på sin gård, Erhart.
 

ERHART

(ser afvekslende på dem begge).
 

Her! Hos os! Hos os andre! –Er det sandt, tante?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, jeg har bestemt mig til det nu.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(som før).
 

Det hører jo altsammen din tante til, véd du.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og så blir jeg her ude, Erhart. For det første da. Indtil videre. Jeg indretter mig for mig selv. Der over i forvalterfløjen –
 

ERHART.
 Ja, det har du ret i. Der har du jo altid værelser stående. (pludselig livfuldt.) Men det er sandt, tante, – er du ikke svært træt efter rejsen?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, noget træt er jeg jo.
 

ERHART.
 Nå, så synes jeg, du skulde gå rigtig tidlig tilsengs da.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser smilende på ham).
 

Det vil jeg også.
 

ERHART

(ivrig).
 

For så kunde vi jo snakke nærmere sammen imorgen – eller en anden dag, ser du. Om alt muligt. Løst og fast. Du og mor og jeg. Vilde ikke det være meget bedre, tante Ella?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i udbrud; rejser sig fra kanapéen).
 

Erhart, – jeg kan se det på dig, at du vil gå fra mig!
 

ERHART

(farer sammen).
 

Hvad mener du med det!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Du vil ned til – til advokat Hinkels!
 

ERHART

(uvilkårlig).
 

Å sådan! (fatter sig.) Ja synes du da, jeg skulde sidde her og holde tante Ella oppe til langt på nat? Hun, som er syg, mor. Tænk på det.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Du vil ned til Hinkels, Erhart!
 

ERHART

(utålmodig).
 

Ja men Herregud, mor, – jeg synes da ikke, jeg godt kan la’ det være. Eller hvad siger du, tante?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du skal helst handle i fuld frihed, Erhart.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(truende imod hende).
 

Du vil skille ham fra mig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(rejser sig).
 

Ja hvis jeg så sandt kunde det, Gunhild!
 

(Musik høres ovenfra.)
 

ERHART

(vrider sig som i pine).
 

Å, jeg holder ikke dette her ud! (ser sig om.) Hvor har jeg min hat? (til Ella.) Kender du den musiken der oppe på salen?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej. Hvad er det for noget?
 

ERHART.
 Danse macabre er det. Dødningdansen. Kender du ikke dødningdansen, tante?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(smiler tungt).
 

Endnu ikke, Erhart.
 

ERHART

(til fru Borkman).
 

Mor, – jeg be’r dig så vakkert, – lad mig få lov til at gå!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser hårdt på ham).
 

Fra din mor? Vil du altså det?
 

ERHART.
 Jeg kommer jo herud igen – kanske imorgen!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(lidenskabelig oprørt).
 

Du vil fra mig! Vil være hos de fremmede mennesker! Hos – hos –; nej, jeg vil ikke tænke det engang!
 

ERHART.
 Der nede er der mange tændte lys. Og unge, glade ansigter. Og der er der musik, mor!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(peger opad mod taget).
 

Der oppe er der også musik, Erhart.
 

ERHART.
 Ja just den musiken der, – den er det, som jager mig ud af huset.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Under du ikke din far den smule selvforglemmelse?
 

ERHART.
 Jo, jeg gør. Tusendfold under jeg ham det. Når jeg bare får slippe at høre på det selv.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser formanende på ham).
 

Vær stærk, Erhart! Stærk, min gut! Glem aldrig, at du har din store mission!
 

ERHART.
 Å mor, – kom ikke med de talemåder! Jeg er ikke skabt til at være missionær.– Godnat, kære tante! Godnat, mor!
 

(han går ilsomt ud gennem forstuen.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(efter en kort taushed).
 

Du har nok snart taget ham igen alligevel, du, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Gid jeg så sandt turde tro det.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Men du får ikke længe beholde ham, skal du se.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 For dig, mener du?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 For mig eller – for hende, den anden.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så heller hun end du.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(nikker langsomt).
 

Det forstår jeg. Jeg siger det samme. Heller hun end du.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvor det så end skulde bære hen med ham til slut –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det fik næsten være det samme, synes jeg.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(tager sit overtøj på armen).
 

For første gang i livet er vi to tvillingsøstre enige. – God nat, Gunhild.
 

(hun går ud gennem forstuen.)
 

(Musiken lyder stærkere oppe fra salen.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(står en stund stille, farer sammen, krymper sig og hvisker uvilkårligt).
 

Ulven tuder igen. – Den syge ulven. (hun står et øjeblik, så kaster hun sig ned på gulvtæppet, vrider og vånder sig og hvisker i jammer.) Erhart! Erhart, – vær tro imod mig! Å, kom hjem og hjælp din mor! For jeg bærer ikke dette liv længer!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Den store fordums pragtsal ovenpå i det Rentheimske hus. Væggeneere beklædte med gamle vævede tapeter, forestillende jagtscener, hyrder og hyrdinder, alt i falmede, afblegede farver. På væggen til venstre en fløjdør og nærmere i forgrunden et piano. I hjørnet på bagvæggen til venstre en tapetdør uden indfatning. Midt på væggen til højre et stort udskåret egetræs skrivebord med mange bøger og papirer. Længere foran på samme side en sofa med bord og stole. Møblerne er holdt i stiv empirestil. På pulten og bordet står tændte lamper.)
 

(John Gabriel Borkman står med hænderne på ryggen ved pianoet og hører på Frida Foldal, som sidder og spiller de sidste takter af Danse macabre.)
 

(Borkman er en middelhøj, fast og kraftig bygget mand oppe i seksti-årene. Fornemt udseende, fint skåret profil, hvasse øjne og gråhvidt, kruset hår og skæg. Han er klædt i en sort, ikke ganske moderne dragt og bærer hvidt halstørklæde. Frida Foldal er en smuk, bleg, femtenårig pige med et noget træt, anstrængt udtryk. Tarvelig pyntet i lys påklædning.)
 

(Musikstykket er spillet til ende. Stilhed.)
 

BORKMAN.
 Kan De gætte Dem til, hvor jeg første gang hørte slige toner, som disse her?
 

FRIDA

(ser op på ham).
 

Nej, herr Borkman?
 

BORKMAN.
 Det var nede i gruberne.
 

FRIDA

(forstår ikke).
 

Ja så? Nede i gruberne?
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg er en bergmands søn, véd De vel. Eller véd De kanske ikke det?
 

FRIDA.
 Nej, herr Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 En bergmands søn. Og min far tog mig med sig ned i gruberne iblandt. – Dernede synger malmen.
 

FRIDA.
 Ja så, – synger den?
 

BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Når den blir løsnet. Hammerslagene, som løsner den, – det er midnatsklokken, som slår, og gør den fri. Derfor synger malmen – af glæde – på sin vis.
 

FRIDA.
 Hvorfor gør den det, herr Borkman?
 

BORKMAN.
 Den vil op i dagens lys og tjene menneskene.
 

(han går frem og tilbage på salsgulvet, bestandig med hænderne på ryggen.)
 

FRIDA

(sidder lidt og venter; ser på sit ur og rejser sig).
 

Om forladelse, herr Borkman, – men jeg må nok desværre gå, jeg.
 

BORKMAN

(standser foran hende).
 

Vil De alt gå nu?
 

FRIDA

(lægger noterne i mappen).
 

Ja, jeg må nok det. (synlig forlegen.) For jeg er bestilt hen et steds iaften.
 

BORKMAN.
 Et steds, hvor der er selskab?
 

FRIDA.
 Ja.
 

BORKMAN.
 Og der skal De la’ Dem høre for selskabet?
 

FRIDA

(bider sig i læben).
 

Nej – jeg skal spille til dans for dem.
 

BORKMAN.
 Bare til dans?
 

FRIDA.
 Ja; de vil danse efter aftensbordet.
 

BORKMAN

(står og ser på hende).
 

Spiller De gerne til dans? Sådan omkring i husene?
 

FRIDA

(tager overtøjet på sig).
 

Ja, når jeg kan få en bestilling, så –. Der er jo altid lidt at fortjene ved det.
 

BORKMAN

(frittende).
 

Er det det, De mest tænker på, når De sådan sidder og spiller til dans?
 

FRIDA.
 Nej; mest tænker jeg på, hvor tungt det er, at jeg ikke får være med at danse selv.
 

BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Det var just det, jeg vilde vide. (går urolig hen over gulvet.) Ja, ja, ja, – det, ikke at få være med selv, det er det tungeste af alt. (standser.) Men så er der én ting, som vejer det op for Dem, Frida.
 

FRIDA

(ser spørgende på ham).
 

Hvad er det for noget, herr Borkman?
 

BORKMAN.
 Det er det, at De ejer tifold mere musik i Dem, end hele danseselskabet tilsammen.
 

FRIDA

(smiler undvigende).
 

Å, det er nu sletikke så sikkert.
 

BORKMAN

(løfter advarende pegefingren).
 

Vær da aldrig så gal at tvile på Dem selv!
 

FRIDA.
 Men Herregud, når nu ingen véd om det?
 

BORKMAN.
 Bare De selv véd om det, så er det nok. – Hvor er det, De skal hen og spille iaften?
 

FRIDA.
 Det er over hos advokat Hinkels.
 

BORKMAN

(ser pludselig hvasst på hende).
 

Hinkels, siger De!
 

FRIDA.
 Ja.
 

BORKMAN

(med et skærende smil).
 

Kommer der fremmede i den mands hus? Kan han få folk til at besøge sig?
 

FRIDA.
 Ja, der skal komme svært mange mennesker, efter hvad fru Wilton siger.
 

BORKMAN

(hæftig).
 

Men hvad slags mennesker! Kan De sige mig det?
 

FRIDA

(lidt ængstelig).
 

Nej, det véd jeg virkelig ikke. Jo, – det er sandt, – jeg véd, at student Borkman skal der iaften.
 

BORKMAN

(studser).
 

Erhart! Min søn?
 

FRIDA.
 Ja, han skal der.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvoraf véd De det?
 

FRIDA.
 Han sa’ det selv. For en times tid siden.
 

BORKMAN.
 Er han da her ude idag?
 

FRIDA.
 Ja, han har været hos fru Wilton hele eftermiddagen.
 

BORKMAN

(forskende).
 

Véd De, om han var indom her også? Om han var inde og talte med nogen nedenunder, mener jeg?
 

FRIDA.
 Ja, han så lidt indom til fruen.
 

BORKMAN

(bittert).
 

Aha, – kunde forstå det.
 

FRIDA.
 Men der var nok en fremmed dame hos hende, tror jeg.
 

BORKMAN.
 Så? Var der det? Å ja, til fruen kommer der vel sagtens nogen en gang imellem.
 

FRIDA.
 Skal jeg sige til student Borkman, hvis jeg træffer ham siden, at han skal komme her op til Dem også?
 

BORKMAN

(barsk).
 

De skal ingenting sige! Det skal jeg meget ha’ mig frabedt. De folk, som ønsker at se op til mig, de kan komme af sig selv. Jeg be’r ingen.
 

FRIDA.
 Nej, nej, så skal jeg ingenting si’ da. – Godnat, herr Borkman.
 

BORKMAN

(driver om og brummer).
 

Godnat.
 

FRIDA.
 Ja, får jeg kanske lov til at løbe ned vindeltrappen? Det er fortere.
 

BORKMAN.
 Å bevar’s, – løb De for mig hvad trappe De selv vil. Godnat med Dem!
 

FRIDA.
 Godnat, herr Borkman.
 

(hun går ud gennem den lille tapetdør i baggrunden til venstre.)
 

(Borkman går i tanker hen til pianoet og vil lukke det, men lader det være. Ser sig om i al tomheden og gir sig til at drive op og ned af gulvet fra hjørnet ved pianoet til hjørnet i baggrunden til højre, – bestandig rastløs og urolig frem og tilbage. Tilsidst går han hen til skrivebordet, lytter over mod fløjdøren, tager hurtig et håndspejl, ser sig i det og retter på sit halstørklæde.)
 

(Det banker på fløjdøren. Borkman hører det, ser hurtig derhen, men tier.)
 

(Om lidt banker det igen; dennegang stærkere.)
 

BORKMAN

(stående ved skrivebordet med den venstre hånd støttet mod bordpladen og den højre indstukket på brystet).
 

Kom ind!
 

(Vilhelm Foldal kommer varsomt ind i salen. Han er en bøjet, udslidt mand med milde, blå øjne og tyndt, langt, gråt hår nedover frakkekraven. En mappe under armen. Blød filthat i hånden og store hornbriller, som han skyder op i panden.)
 

BORKMAN

(forandrer stilling og ser på den indtrædende med et halvt skuffet, halvt tilfreds udtryk).
 

Å, er det bare dig.
 

FOLDAL.
 En god aften, John Gabriel. Jo, det er såmænd mig.
 

BORKMAN

(med et strængt blik).
 

Jeg synes forresten du er lovlig sent ude.
 

FOLDAL.
 Nå, vejen er ikke så ganske kort, du. Især for en, som skal gå den tilfods.
 

BORKMAN.
 Men hvorfor går du da altid, Vilhelm? Du har jo sporvognen lige ved.
 

FOLDAL.
 Det er sundere, det at gå. Og så er jo de ti øre sparet. – Nå, har så Frida nylig været heroppe og spillet for dig?
 

BORKMAN.
 Hun gik lige i dette øjeblik. Mødte du hende ikke udenfor?
 

FOLDAL.
 Nej, jeg har ikke set noget til hende på lange tider. Lige siden hun kom i huset til denne fru Wilton.
 

BORKMAN

(sætter sig i sofaen og tyder med en håndbevægelse mod en stol).
 

Du kan gerne sætte dig, du også, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL

(sætter sig på stolkanten).
 

Mange tak. (ser tungsindig på ham.) Å, du kan ikke tro, hvor ensom jeg føler mig, siden Frida kom hjemmefra.
 

BORKMAN.
 Å hvad, – du har da nok igen.
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, det véd Gud jeg har. Hele fem stykker. Men Frida var den eneste, som sådan forstod mig en smule. (ryster tungt på hodet.) Alle de andre forstår mig sletikke.
 

BORKMAN

(mørk, ser hen for sig og trommer på bordet).
 

Nej, det er sagen. Det er forbandelsen, som vi enkelte, vi udvalgte mennesker har at bære på. Massen og mængden, – alle de gennemsnitlige, – de forstår os ikke, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL

(resigneret).
 

Det fik endda være med forståelsen. Med lidt tålmodighed kan en jo altid gå og vente på den en stund endnu. (med tårekvalt stemme.) Men der er det, som er bittrere, du.
 

BORKMAN

(hæftig).
 

Der er ingenting bittrere end det!
 

FOLDAL.
 Jo, der er, John Gabriel. Jeg havde nu netop en huslig scene – før jeg gik herud.
 

BORKMAN.
 Så? Hvorfor det?
 

FOLDAL

(brister ud).
 

De derhjemme – de foragter mig.
 

BORKMAN

(farer op).
 

Foragter –!
 

FOLDAL

(visker øjnene).
 

Jeg har længe mærket det. Men idag kom det rigtig frem.
 

BORKMAN

(tier lidt).
 

Du gjorde visst et dårligt valg, da du gifted dig.
 

FOLDAL.
 Der var jo omtrent intet valg for mig. Og desuden, – gifte sig vil en jo gerne, når en begynder at trække på årene. Og så reduceret, så dybt på knæerne, som jeg dengang var –
 

BORKMAN

(springer op i vrede).
 

Skal dette her være en sigtelse til mig? En bebrejdelse –!
 

FOLDAL

(ængstelig).
 

Nej, for Guds skyld, John Gabriel –!
 

BORKMAN.
 Jo, du sidder og tænker på al den ulykke, som brød ind over banken –!
 

FOLDAL

(beroligende).
 

Men jeg gi’r da ikke dig skylden for det! Gud bevare mig vel –!
 

BORKMAN

(brummende, sætter sig igen).
 

Nå, det var da endda godt.
 

FOLDAL.
 For resten må du ikke tro, det er min hustru, jeg beklager mig over. Hun har jo liden dannelse, stakker, det er sandt. Men nokså bra’ er hun alligevel. – Nej, det er børnene, du –
 

BORKMAN.
 Kunde tænke det.
 

FOLDAL.
 For børnene, – de har jo mere kultur, de. Og flere fordringer til livet altså.
 

BORKMAN

(ser deltagende på ham).
 

Og derfor så foragter de ungerne dig, Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Jeg har jo ikke gjort videre karriere, ser du. Det må jo indrømmes –
 

BORKMAN

(rykker nærmere og lægger hånden på hans arm).
 

Véd de da ikke, at du har skrevet et sørgespil i din ungdoms dage?
 

FOLDAL.
 Jo, naturligvis véd de det. Men det lader ikke til at gøre synderlig indtryk på dem.
 

BORKMAN.
 Så er de uforstående, du. For dit sørgespil er godt. Det tror jeg fuldt og fast.
 

FOLDAL

(opklarende).
 

Ja, synes ikke du, der er adskillig godt i det, John Gabriel? Herregud, når jeg nu endelig engang kunde få det anbragt – (begynder ivrigt at åbne og blade i mappen.) Se her! Nu skal jeg vise dig noget, som jeg har forandret –
 

BORKMAN.
 Har du det med dig?
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, jeg tog det med. Det er så længe siden, jeg læste det for dig nu. Og så tænkte jeg, det kanske kunde adsprede dig at høre en akt eller to –
 

BORKMAN

(afværgende, rejser sig).
 

Nej, nej, lad heller være til en anden gang.
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, ja, som du vil da.
 

(Borkman går ud på gulvet, frem og tilbage. Foldal pakker manuskriptet ind igen.)
 

BORKMAN

(standser foran ham).
 

Du har ret i det, du nylig sa’, – at du ingen karriere har gjort. Men det lover jeg dig, Vilhelm, at når engang oprejsningens time er slåt for mig –
 

FOLDAL

(vil rejse sig).
 

Å, tak skal du ha’ –!
 

BORKMAN

(med håndbevægelse).
 

Du må gerne bli’ siddende. (stigende ophidset). Når oprejsningens time slår for mig –. Når de indser, at de ikke kan undvære mig –. Når de kommer her op til mig på salen – og kryber til korset og trygler mig om at ta’ bankens tøjler igen –! Den nye bank, som de har grundet – og ikke kan magte – (stiller sig ved skrivebordet ligesom før og slår sig for brystet.) Her vil jeg stå og ta’ imod dem! Og det skal høres og spørges videnom i landet, hvad betingelser John Gabriel Borkman stiller for at – (standser pludselig og stirrer på Foldal.) Du ser så tvilende på mig! Tror du kanske ikke, at de kommer? At de må, må, må komme til mig engang? Tror du ikke det!
 

FOLDAL.
 Jo, det véd Gud jeg gør, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN

(sætter sig igen i sofaen).
 

Jeg tror det så fast. Véd det så uryggelig visst – at de kommer. – Havde jeg ikke havt den visshed, – så havde jeg for længe siden skudt mig en kugle gennem hodet.
 

FOLDAL

(angst).
 

Å nej, for alt i verden –!
 

BORKMAN

(hoverende).
 

Men de kommer! De kommer nok! Pas på! Hver dag, hver time kan jeg vente dem her. Og du ser, jeg holder mig parat til at ta’ imod dem.
 

FOLDAL

(med et suk).
 

Bare de vilde komme rigtig snart.
 

BORKMAN

(urolig).
 

Ja du, tiden går; årene går; livet, – uh nej – det tør jeg ikke tænke på! (ser på ham.) Véd du, hvorledes jeg undertiden føler mig?
 

FOLDAL.
 Nå?
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg føler mig som en Napoleon, der blev skudt til krøbling i sit første feltslag.
 

FOLDAL

(lægger hånden på mappen).
 

Den fornemmelse kender jeg også.
 

BORKMAN.
 Å ja, det er nu sådan i det mindre, det.
 

FOLDAL

(stilfærdig).
 

Min lille digterverden har stor værdi for mig, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN

(hæftig).
 

Ja, men jeg, som kunde ha’ skabt millioner! Alle bergværkerne, som jeg vilde lagt under mig! Nye gruber i det uendelige! Vandfaldene! Stenbruddene! Handelsveje og skibsforbindelser hele den vide verden udover. Alt, alt skulde jeg alene ha’ fåt istand!
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, jeg véd det nok. Der var ikke den ting, du veg tilbage for.
 

BORKMAN

(knuger hænderne).
 

Og så må jeg sidde her som en skamskudt storfugl og se på, at de andre kommer mig i forkøbet, – og ta’r det fra mig, stykke for stykke!
 

FOLDAL.
 Så går det mig også, du.
 

BORKMAN

(uden at agte på ham).
 

Tænke sig til. Så lige var jeg ved målet. Havde jeg bare fåt otte dages frist til at område mig. Alle deposita skulde da været indløste. Alle de værdier, som jeg med modig hånd havde gjort brug af, de skulde da igen ha’ ligget på sin plads, som før. De svimlende store aktieselskaber var dengang lige på et hængende hår kommet istand. Ingen eneste en skulde ha’ tabt en øre –
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja Herregud, – så yderlig nær, som du var –
 

BORKMAN

(i kvalt raseri).
 

Og så kom forræderiet over mig! Netop lige midt i afgørelsens dage! (ser på ham.) Véd du, hvad jeg holder for den infameste forbrydelse, et menneske kan begå?
 

FOLDAL.
 Nej, sig mig det.
 

BORKMAN.
 Det er ikke mord. Ikke røveri eller natligt indbrud. Ikke falsk ed engang. For alt sligt noget, det øves jo mest imod folk, som en hader eller som er en ligegyldige og ikke kommer en ved.
 

FOLDAL.
 Men det infameste da, John Gabriel?
 

BORKMAN

(med eftertryk).
 

Det infameste er vens misbrug af vens tillid.
 

FOLDAL

(lidt betænkelig).
 

Ja men hør nu her –
 

BORKMAN

(opfarende).
 

Hvad er det, du vil sige! Jeg ser det på dig. Men det slår ikke til. De folk, som havde sine værdipapirer i banken, de skulde fåt alt sit tilbage. Hver eneste smule! – Nej, du, – det infameste, et menneske kan begå, det er at misbruge en vens breve, – lægge frem for alverden det, som bare var betroet til en eneste, på tomandshånd, ligesom en hvisken i et tomt, mørkt, låset værelse. Den mand, som kan gribe til slige midler, han er helt igennem forgiftet og forpestet af overskurkens moral. Og en slig ven har jeg havt. – Og han var den, som knuste mig.
 

FOLDAL.
 Jeg aner jo nok, hvem du sigter til.
 

BORKMAN.
 Der var ikke en fold i hele min vandel, som jeg ikke turde lægge åben for ham. Og da så øjeblikket var inde, da vendte han de våben imod mig, som jeg selv havde givet ham i hænde.
 

FOLDAL.
 Jeg har aldrig kunnet begribe, hvorfor han –. Ja, der blev jo rigtignok ymtet om adskilligt dengang.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvad blev der ymtet om? Sig det. Jeg véd jo ingenting. For jeg kom jo straks i – i isolation. Hvad ymted folk om, Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL.
 Du skulde jo været minister, blev der sagt.
 

BORKMAN.
 Det blev mig tilbudt. Men jeg afslog.
 

FOLDAL.
 Stod ham altså ikke i vejen.
 

BORKMAN.
 Å nej; det var ikke derfor, han forrådte mig.
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, da begriber jeg så sandelig ikke –
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg kan gerne sige det til dig, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL.
 Nå?
 

BORKMAN.
 Det var – sådan et slags kvindehistorie, du.
 

FOLDAL.
 En kvindehistorie? Nej men, John Gabriel –?
 

BORKMAN

(afbrydende).
 

Ja, ja, ja, – de gamle, dumme historier snakker vi ikke mere om. – Nå, minister blev da hverken han eller jeg.
 

FOLDAL.
 Men højt tilvejrs kom han.
 

BORKMAN.
 Og jeg i afgrunden.
 

FOLDAL.
 Å, det er et frygteligt sørgespil –
 

BORKMAN

(nikker til ham).
 

Næsten lige så frygteligt som dit, synes jeg, når jeg tænker på det.
 

FOLDAL

(troskyldig).
 

Ja, mindst lige så frygteligt.
 

BORKMAN

(ler stille).
 

Men fra en anden side betragtet, så er det virkelig en slags komedie også.
 

FOLDAL.
 En komedie? Dette her?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja slig, som det lader til at arte sig nu. For nu skal du bare høre –
 

FOLDAL.
 Nå da?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, du traf jo ikke Frida, da du kom.
 

FOLDAL.
 Nej.
 

BORKMAN.
 Mens vi to sidder her, så sidder hun nede og spiller til dans hos ham, som forrådte og ruinerte mig.
 

FOLDAL.
 Det havde jeg da ingen anelse om.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jo, hun tog sine noter og gik fra mig til – til herskabshuset.
 

FOLDAL

(undskyldende).
 

Ja, ja, stakkers barn –
 

BORKMAN.
 Og kan du gætte, hvem hun spiller for – blandt andre?
 

FOLDAL.
 Nå?
 

BORKMAN.
 For min søn, du.
 

FOLDAL.
 Hvad!
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, hvad synes du, Vilhelm? Min søn er dernede i de dansendes rækker iaften. Er det så ikke en komedie, som jeg siger?
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, men så véd han visst ikke noget, du.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvad véd han ikke?
 

FOLDAL.
 Han véd visst ikke, hvorledes han – denne – nå –
 

BORKMAN.
 Du kan gerne nævne navnet. Jeg kan godt tåle at høre det nu.
 

FOLDAL.
 Jeg er sikker på, at din søn ikke kender sammenhængen, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN

(mørk, sidder og banker i bordet).
 

Han kender den, du, – så visst, som jeg sidder her.
 

FOLDAL.
 Men kan du da tænke, at han skulde søge omgang i det hus!
 

BORKMAN

(ryster på hodet).
 

Min søn ser vel ikke på tingene med samme slags øjne som jeg. Jeg tør sværge på, at han står på mine fienders side! Han synes sagtens, ligesom de, at advokat Hinkel bare gjorde sin forbandede skyldighed, da han gik hen og forrådte mig.
 

FOLDAL.
 Men, kære, hvem skulde ha’ stillet sagen i det lys for ham?
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvem? Glemmer du, hvem der har opdraget ham? Først hans tante – fra han var en sex-syv år gammel. Og nu bagefter – hans mor!
 

FOLDAL.
 Jeg tror, du gør dem uret i dette her.
 

BORKMAN

(opfarende).
 

Jeg gør aldrig noget menneske uret! Begge to så har de hidset ham imod mig, hører du jo!
 

FOLDAL

(spagfærdig).
 

Ja, ja, ja, så har de vel det da.
 

BORKMAN

(harmfuld).
 

Å, de kvinder! De fordærver og forvansker livet for os! Forkvakler hele vor skæbne, – hele vor sejersgang.
 

FOLDAL.
 Ikke alle, du!
 

BORKMAN.
 Så? Nævn mig nogen eneste en, som duer da!
 

FOLDAL.
 Nej, det er sagen. De få, jeg kender, de duer ikke.
 

BORKMAN

(blæser hånligt).
 

Ja, hvad nytter det så! At der er slige kvinder til, – når en ikke kender dem!
 

FOLDAL

(varmt).
 

Jo, John Gabriel, det nytter alligevel. Det er så lykkeligt og så velsignet at tænke på, at ude, rundt om os, langt borte, – der findes dog den sande kvinde.
 

BORKMAN

(flytter sig utålmodig i sofaen).
 

Å, lad bare være med den digtersnak!
 

FOLDAL

(ser dybt krænket på ham).
 

Kalder du min helligste tro for digtersnak?
 

BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Ja, jeg gør! Det er dette her, som er skyld i, at du aldrig er kommen frem i verden. Hvis du vilde la’ alt sligt noget fare, så kunde jeg endnu hjælpe dig på fode, – hjælpe dig i vejret.
 

FOLDAL

(mens det koger indeni ham).
 

Å, det kan du jo ikke.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg kan, når jeg bare kommer til magten igen.
 

FOLDAL.
 Men det har visst forfærdelig lange udsigter.
 

BORKMAN

(hæftig).
 

Tror du kanske, at den tid aldrig kommer? Svar mig på det!
 

FOLDAL.
 Jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal svare dig.
 

BORKMAN

(rejser sig, kold og fornem, med en håndbevægelse mod døren).
 

Så har jeg ikke længer nogen brug for dig.
 

FOLDAL

(op fra stolen).
 

Ikke brug –!
 

BORKMAN.
 Når du ikke tror, at min skæbne vil vende sig –
 

FOLDAL.
 Men jeg kan da ikke tro imod al fornuft! – Oprejsning måtte du jo ha’ –
 

BORKMAN.
 Videre! Videre!
 

FOLDAL.
 Vel har jeg ikke taget min examen; men så meget har jeg da læst i mine dage –
 

BORKMAN

(hurtig).
 

Umuligt, mener du?
 

FOLDAL.
 Der er ikke noget præjudikat for sligt.
 

BORKMAN.
 Behøves ikke for undtagelsesmennesker.
 

FOLDAL.
 Loven kender ikke den slags hensyn.
 

BORKMAN

(hårdt og afgørende).
 

Du er ingen digter, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL

(folder uvilkårlig hænderne).
 

Siger du det i fuldt alvor?
 

BORKMAN

(afvisende, uden at svare).
 

Vi spilder bare vor tid på hinanden. Bedst, at du ikke kommer igen.
 

FOLDAL.
 Vil du altså, at jeg skal gå fra dig?
 

BORKMAN

(uden at se på ham).
 

Har ingen brug for dig længer.
 

FOLDAL

(sagtmodig, tager mappen).
 

Nej, nej, nej; kan så være, det.
 

BORKMAN.
 Her har du altså hele tiden løjet for mig.
 

FOLDAL

(ryster på hodet).
 

Aldrig løjet, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN.
 Har du ikke siddet her og løjet håb og tro og tillid ind i mig?
 

FOLDAL.
 Det var ikke løgn, så længe du trode på mit kald. Så længe du trode på mig, så længe trode jeg på dig.
 

BORKMAN.
 Vi har bedraget hinanden gensidig altså. Og kanske bedraget os selv – begge to.
 

FOLDAL.
 Men er da ikke det i grunden venskab, John Gabriel?
 

BORKMAN

(smiler bittert).
 

Jo, det, at bedrage, – det er venskab. Det har du ret i. Den erfaring har jeg gjort en gang før.
 

FOLDAL

(ser hen på ham).
 

Ikke noget digterkald. Og det kunde du sige mig så hårdhændt.
 

BORKMAN

(blødere i stemmen).
 

Nå, jeg er jo ikke nogen sagkyndig på det område.
 

FOLDAL.
 Kanske mere end du selv véd.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg?
 

FOLDAL

(sagte).
 

Ja, du. For jeg har selv havt mine tvil – en gang imellem, skal du vide. Den grufulde tvil – at jeg har forkvaklet livet for en indbildnings skyld.
 

BORKMAN.
 Har du selv tvil, da står du på faldende fødder.
 

FOLDAL.
 Derfor var det så trøsterigt for mig at komme her og støtte mig op til dig, som troede. (tager sin hat.) – Men nu er du som en fremmed for mig.
 

BORKMAN.
 Du også for mig.
 

FOLDAL.
 Godnat, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN.
 Godnat, Vilhelm.
 

(Foldal går ud til venstre.)
 

(Borkman står en stund og stirrer mod den lukkede dør; gør en bevægelse, som om han vilde kalde Foldal tilbage, men betænker sig og begynder at gå op og ned ad gulvet med hænderne på ryggen. Derpå standser han ved sofabordet og slukker lampen. Det bliver halvmørkt i salen.)
 

(Lidt efter banker det på tapetdøren til venstre i baggrunden.)
 

BORKMAN

(ved bordet, farer sammen, vender sig og spørger højlydt).
 

Hvem er det, som banker?
 

(Intet svar; det banker igen.)
 

BORKMAN

(bliver stående).
 

Hvem er det? Kom ind!
 

(Ella Rentheim, med et tændt lys i hånden, kommer tilsyne i døren. Hun er klædt i sin sorte dragt, som før, med kåben kastet løst over skuldrene.)
 

BORKMAN

(stirrer på hende).
 

Hvem er De? Hvad vil De mig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(lukker døren efter sig og kommer nærmere).
 

Det er mig, Borkman.
 

(hun sætter lyset fra sig på pianoet og bliver stående der.)
 

BORKMAN

(står som lynslagen, stirrer ufravendt på hende og hvisker halvhøjt).
 

Er det – er det Ella? Er det Ella Rentheim?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja. – Det er „din” Ella, – som du kaldte mig før i tiden. Engang. For de mange – mange år siden.
 

BORKMAN

(som før).
 

Ja, det er dig, Ella, – jeg ser det nu.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Kan du kende mig igen?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, nu begynder jeg at –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Årene har taget hårdt og høstligt på mig, Borkman. Synes du ikke det?
 

BORKMAN

(tvungent).
 

Du er ble’t noget forandret. Sådan i første øjeblik –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg har ikke de mørke krøllerne nedover nakken nu. De, som du engang holdt så af at sno om dine fingre.
 

BORKMAN

(hurtig).
 

Rigtig! Nu ser jeg det, Ella. Du har forandret frisuren.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med et trist smil).
 

Akkurat. Det er frisuren, som gør det.
 

BORKMAN

(afledende).
 

Jeg vidste ellers ikke af, at du var her på disse kanter af landet.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg er også så nylig kommen.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvorfor er du rejst hidover, – nu, ved vintertid?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det skal du få høre.
 

BORKMAN.
 Er det noget, du vil mig?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Dig også. Men skal vi tale om det, så må jeg begynde langt tilbage.
 

BORKMAN.
 Du er visst træt.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, jeg er træt.
 

BORKMAN.
 Vil du ikke sætte dig? Der, – i sofaen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jo tak. Jeg trænger til at sidde.
 

(hun går over til højre og sætter sig i det forreste sofahjørne. Borkman står ved bordet med hænderne på ryggen og ser på hende. Kort taushed.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det er usigelig længe siden vi to mødtes, ansigt til ansigt, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN

(mørk).
 

Længe, længe siden. Alt det forfærdelige ligger imellem.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Et helt menneskeliv ligger imellem. Et forspildt menneskeliv.
 

BORKMAN

(ser hvasst på hende).
 

Forspildt!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, just forspildt. For os begge.
 

BORKMAN

(i kold forretningstone).
 

Jeg eragter ikke mit liv som forspildt endnu.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nå, men mit liv da?
 

BORKMAN.
 Der har du selv skylden, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med et ryk).
 

Og det siger du!
 

BORKMAN.
 Du kunde så godt ble’t lykkelig uden mig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Tror du det?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ifald du bare selv havde villet.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(bittert).
 

Ja jeg véd jo nok, at der stod en anden parat til at ta’ imod mig –
 

BORKMAN.
 Men ham viste du væk –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, jeg gjorde det.
 

BORKMAN.
 Gang på gang viste du ham væk. År efter år –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(hånligt).
 

– år efter år viste jeg lykken fra mig, mener du vel?
 

BORKMAN.
 Du kunde så godt ble’t lykkelig med ham også. Og da havde jeg været frelst.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du? –
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, da havde du frelst mig, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvorledes mener du det?
 

BORKMAN.
 Han trode, det var mig, som stod bagved dine afvisninger, – dine evige afslag. Og så tog han hævn. For det kunde han så let, – han, som havde alle mine uforbeholdne, tillidsfulde breve i sit værge. Dem gjorde han brug af, – og så var det ude med mig – indtil videre da. Se, alt det er du skyld i, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Se, se, Borkman, – når det kommer til stykket, så er det kanske mig, som står i skyld og gæld til dig.
 

BORKMAN.
 Som man ta’r det. Jeg véd godt alt det, jeg har at takke dig for. Du lod gården her, hele eiendommen, tilslå dig ved auktionen. Stilled huset fuldt til rådighed for mig og for – for din søster. Du tog Erhart til dig, – og sørged for ham i alle måder –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 – så længe jeg fik lov til det –
 

BORKMAN.
 – fik lov af din søster, ja. Jeg har aldrig blandet mig ind i disse huslige spørgsmål. – Som jeg vilde sagt, – jeg véd, hvad du har ofret for mig og for din søster. Men du kunde også gøre det, Ella. Og du skal vel huske på, at der var mig, som satte dig i stand til at kunne det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(oprørt).
 

Der fejler du storlig, Borkman! Det var mit inderste, varmeste sind og hjerte for Erhart, – og for dig også, – det var det, som drev mig!
 

BORKMAN

(afbrydende).
 

Kære, lad os ikke komme ind på følelser og sligt noget. Jeg mener naturligvis, at når du handled, som du gjorde, så var det mig, som gav dig evnen til det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(smiler).
 

Hm, evnen, evnen –
 

BORKMAN

(ildfuldt).
 

Ja, netop evnen! Da det store, afgørende slag skulde stå, – da jeg ikke kunde spare hverken slægt eller venner, – da jeg måtte gribe – og altså greb til millionerne, som var betroet mig, – da sparte jeg alt det, som dit var, alt, hvad du ejed og havde, – skønt jeg kunde ta’t og lånt det – og brugt det – ligesom alt det øvrige!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(kold og rolig).
 

Det er sandt og rigtig, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Det er det. Og derfor, – da de så kom og tog mig, – så fandt de også alt dit urørt i bankens kælder.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser hen på ham).
 

Jeg har så tidt tænkt på det, – hvorfor sparte du egentlig alt det, som mit var? Og bare det alene?
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvorfor?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, hvorfor? Sig mig det.
 

BORKMAN

(hårdt og hånligt).
 

Du tænker kanske, at det var for at jeg kunde ha’ noget at falde tilbage på – om det skulde gå galt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å nej, du, – det tænkte du visst ikke på i de dage.
 

BORKMAN.
 Aldrig! Jeg var så uryggelig sikker på sejren.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, men hvorfor så alligevel –?
 

BORKMAN

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Herregud, Ella, – det er ikke så godt at huske bevæggrunde, som er en snes år gamle. Jeg husker bare, at når jeg gik der ensom og tumled i stilhed med alle de store foretagender, som skulde sættes i værk, så syntes jeg, at jeg var tilmode ligesom jeg kunde tænke mig en luftskipper. Gik der i de søvnløse nætter og fyldte en kæmpeballon og skulde til at sejle udover et usikkert, farefuldt verdenshav.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(smiler).
 

Du, som aldrig tvilte på sejren?
 

BORKMAN

(utålmodig).
 

Menneskene er slig, Ella. De både tviler og de tror på den samme ting. (hen for sig.) Og derfor var det vel, at jeg ikke vilde ha’ dig og dit med mig i ballonen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(i spænding).
 

Hvorfor, spør’ jeg! Sig, hvorfor!
 

BORKMAN

(uden at se på hende).
 

En ta’r ikke gerne det dyreste med ombord på slig færd.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du havde jo det dyreste med ombord. Selve din fremtids liv –
 

BORKMAN.
 Livet er ikke altid det dyreste.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(åndeløs).
 

Stod det slig for dig dengang?
 

BORKMAN.
 Det forekommer mig så.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 At jeg var det dyreste, du vidste?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, der svæver mig for noget sligt.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og dengang var der dog gået år og dag hen, efter at du havde sveget mig – og giftet dig med – med en anden!
 

BORKMAN.
 Sveget dig, siger du? Du forstår visst meget godt, at det var højere hensyn, – nå ja, andre hensyn da, – som tvang mig. Uden hans bistand kunde jeg ingen vej komme.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(bekæmper sig).
 

Altså sveget mig af – højere hensyn.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg kunde ikke undvære hans hjælp. Og han satte dig som pris for hjælpen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og du betalte prisen. Fuldt ud. Uden prutning.
 

BORKMAN.
 Havde ikke noget valg. Måtte sejre eller falde.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med bævende stemme, ser på ham).
 

Kan det være sandt, som du siger, at jeg dengang var dig det dyreste i verden?
 

BORKMAN.
 Både dengang og siden, – længe, længe bagefter.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og så tusked du mig bort alligevel. Købslog om din kærligheds ret med en anden mand. Solgte min kærlighed for en – for en bankchefspost!
 

BORKMAN

(mørk og bøjet).
 

Den tvingende nødvendighed var over mig, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(rejser sig vildt og dirrende fra sofaen).
 

Forbryder!
 

BORKMAN

(farer sammen, men behersker sig).
 

Det ord har jeg hørt før.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, tro aldrig, at jeg sigter til, hvad du kan ha’ forbrudt imod lands lov og ret! Hvad brug du har gjort af alle disse aktiebreve og obligationer – eller hvad det var for noget, – hvad tror du, jeg bryr mig om det! Havde jeg fåt lov at stå dig nær, da alt styrted sammen over dig –
 

BORKMAN

(spændt).
 

Hvad da, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Tro mig, jeg skulde båret det så gladelig med dig. Skammen, ødelæggelsen, – alt, alt skulde jeg ha’ hjulpet dig at bære –
 

BORKMAN.
 Havde du villet det? Kunnet det?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Både villet og kunnet det. For dengang kendte jeg jo ikke din store, forfærdelige forbrydelse –
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvilken! Hvad sigter du til?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg sigter til den forbrydelse, som der ingen tilgivelse er for.
 

BORKMAN

(stirrer på hende).
 

Du må være fra dig selv.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(træder nærmere).
 

Du er en morder! Du har begået den store dødssynd!
 

BORKMAN

(viger henover mod pianoet).
 

Raser du, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du har dræbt kærlighedslivet i mig. (nærmere mod ham.) Forstår du, hvad det vil sige? Der tales i bibelen om en gådefuld synd, som der ingen tilgivelse er for. Jeg har aldrig før kunnet begribe, hvad det var for noget. Nu begriber jeg det. Den store nådeløse synd, – det er den synd at myrde kærlighedslivet i et menneske.
 

BORKMAN.
 Og det siger du, jeg har gjort?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du har gjort det. Jeg har aldrig rigtig vidst, hvad der egentlig var vederfaret mig, før nu ikveld. Det, at du svigted mig og vendte dig til Gunhild istedet, – det tog jeg bare sådan som en almindelig ustadighed fra din side. Og som en følge af hjerteløse kunstgreb fra hendes. Og jeg tror næsten, jeg foragted dig en smule – trods alt. – Men nu ser jeg det! Du sveg den kvinde, du elsked! Mig, mig, mig! Det dyreste, du vidste i verden, det var du rede til at afhænde for vindings skyld. Det er dobbeltmordet, som du har gjort dig skyldig i! Mordet på din egen sjæl og på min!
 

BORKMAN

(kold og behersket).
 

Hvor godt jeg kender dit lidenskabelige, utøjlede sind igen, Ella. Det er sagtens så rimeligt for dig at se sagen slig, som du gør. Du er jo kvinde. Og for dig lader det jo altså til, at du ikke véd, ikke la’r gælde nogen anden sag i hele verden.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej, det gør jeg rigtignok ikke.
 

BORKMAN.
 Bare din egen hjertesag –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Bare den! Bare den! Det har du ret i.
 

BORKMAN.
 Men du får huske på, at jeg er en mand. Som kvinde var du mig det dyreste i verden. Men når endelig så må være, så kan dog en kvinde erstattes af en anden –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på ham med et smil).
 

Gjorde du den erfaring, da du havde taget Gunhild til hustru?
 

BORKMAN.
 Nej. Men mine opgaver i livet hjalp mig til at bære det også. Alle magtens kilder i dette land vilde jeg gøre mig underdanige. Alt, hvad jord og fjeld og skog og hav rummed af rigdomme – det vilde jeg underlægge mig og skabe herredømme for mig selv og derigennem velvære for de mange, mange tusend andre.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(fortabt i erindringen).
 

Jeg kender det. Så mangen aften, som vi talte om dine formål –
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, med dig kunde jeg tale, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg spøgte med dine planer og spurgte, om du vilde vække alle guldets slumrende ånder.
 

BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Jeg kan huske det udtryk. (langsomt.) Alle guldets slumrende ånder.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men du tog det ikke for spøg. Du sa’: ja, ja, Ella, det er netop det, jeg vil.
 

BORKMAN.
 Det var det også. Når jeg bare først kunde få foden i stigebøjlen –. Og det afhang dengang af den ene mand. Han kunde og han vilde skaffe mig den ledende stilling i banken, – ifald jeg på min side –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Rigtig, ja! Ifald du på din side gav afkald på den kvinde, du havde kær, – og som havde dig så usigelig kær igen.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg kendte hans fortærende lidenskab for dig. Vidste, at han aldrig på noget andet vilkår –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og så slog du til.
 

BORKMAN

(heftig).
 

Ja, jeg gjorde det, Ella! For magtlysten var så ubetvingelig i mig, ser du! Og så slog jeg til. Måtte slå til. Og han hjalp mig op halvvejs imod de dragende højder, hvor jeg vilde hen. Og jeg steg og steg. År for år steg jeg –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og jeg var som udslettet af dit liv.
 

BORKMAN.
 Og endda så styrted han mig i afgrunden igen. For din skyld, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(efter en kort, tankefuld taushed).
 

Borkman, – synes du ikke, at der ligesom har hvilet forbandelse over hele vort forhold?
 

BORKMAN

(ser på hende).
 

Forbandelse?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja. Synes du ikke det?
 

BORKMAN

(urolig).
 

Jo. Men hvorfor egentlig –? (udbrydende.) Å, Ella, – jeg véd snart ikke længer, hvem der har ret, – enten jeg eller du!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du er den, som har forsyndet dig. Du fik al menneskeglæde til at dø i mig.
 

BORKMAN

(angst).
 

Sig da ikke det, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Al kvindelig menneskeglæde idetmindste. Fra den tid, da dit billede begyndte at slukne i mig, har jeg levet mit liv som under en solformørkelse. I alle disse år er det ble’t mig mere og mere imod, – rent umuligt tilslut, at elske nogen levende skabning. Ikke mennesker, ikke dyr eller planter. Bare denne eneste ene –
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvilken eneste ene –?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart, naturligvis.
 

BORKMAN.
 Erhart –?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Erhart, – din, din søn, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Har han altså virkelig ligget dig så varmt på hjerte?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvorfor tror du ellers, jeg tog ham til mig? Og beholdt ham, så længe jeg bare kunde? Hvorfor?
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg tænkte, det var af barmhjertighed. Ligesom alt det øvrige.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(i stærkt indre oprør).
 

Barmhjertighed, siger du! Haha! Jeg har aldrig kendt noget til barmhjertighed – siden du sveg mig. Jeg kunde det ligefrem ikke. Kom der et fattigt, forsultent barn ind i mit køkken og frøs og græd og bad om lidt mad, så lod jeg kokkepigen besørge det. Følte aldrig nogen trang til at ta’ barnet ind til mig selv, varme det ved min egen ovn, glæde mig ved at sidde og se på, at det fik spise sig mæt. Og jeg havde da aldrig været slig i min ungdom; det mindes jeg så grant! Det er dig, som har gjort det ørkentomt og ørkengoldt indeni mig – og udenom også!
 

BORKMAN.
 Bare ikke for Erhart.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej. Ikke for din søn. Men ellers for alt, alt, hvad som levende rører sig. Du har bedraget mig for en mors glæde og lykke i livet. Og for en mors sorger og tårer også. Og det turde kanske være det dyreste tab for mig, du.
 

BORKMAN.
 Siger du det, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Hvem véd? Det var kanske en mors sorger og tårer, som havde tjent mig bedst. (i stærkere bevægelse.) Men jeg kunde ikke slå mig til tåls med tabet dengang! Og derfor så tog jeg Erhart til mig. Vandt ham helt. Vandt hele hans varme, tillidsfulde barnehjerte for mig, – indtil –. Åh!
 

BORKMAN.
 Indtil hvad?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Indtil hans mor, – hans kødelige mor, mener jeg, tog ham fra mig igen.
 

BORKMAN.
 Han måtte vel fra dig igen. Her ind til byen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(vrider hænderne).
 

Ja, men jeg bærer ikke forladtheden, du! Ikke tomheden! Ikke tabet af din søns hjerte!
 

BORKMAN

(med et ondt udtryk i øjnene).
 

Hm, – det har du visst ikke mistet, Ella. Man mister ikke lettelig hjerter til fromme for nogen her nedenunder – i stueetagen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg har mistet Erhart her. Og hun har vundet ham igen. Eller nogen anden også. Det lyser da noksom ud af de breve, han skriver til mig en gang imellem.
 

BORKMAN.
 Er det altså for at hente ham hjem til dig, at du kommer her?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, ifald det så sandt var gørligt, da –!
 

BORKMAN.
 Gørligt er det jo, hvis du endelig så vil ha’ det. For du har jo det største og første krav på ham.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, krav, krav! Hvad gælder da krav her? Har jeg ham ikke frivillig, – så har jeg ham slet ikke. Og det er det, jeg må! Helt og udelt må jeg ha’ mit barns hjerte nu!
 

BORKMAN.
 Du må huske på, at Erhart er inde i tyveårsalderen. Længe vilde du vel ikke gøre regning på at få beholde hans hjerte udelt, som du udtrykker dig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med et tungt smil).
 

Det behøvte ikke at vare så svært længe.
 

BORKMAN.
 Ikke det? Jeg tænkte, at det du kræver, det kræver du til dine dages ende.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det gør jeg også. Men derfor behøver det ikke at vare så længe.
 

BORKMAN

(studser).
 

Hvad vil du sige med det?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du ved da vel, at jeg har været sygelig i alle de sidste år?
 

BORKMAN.
 Har du?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Véd du ikke det?
 

BORKMAN.
 Nej, ikke egentlig –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser overrasket på ham).
 

Har ikke Erhart fortalt dig det?
 

BORKMAN.
 Kan sandelig ikke huske det i øjeblikket.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Overhodet ikke talt om mig kanske?
 

BORKMAN.
 Jo, talt om dig tror jeg nok han har. Forresten så ser jeg så sjelden noget til ham. Næsten aldrig. Der er nogen nedenunder, som holder ham væk fra mig. Væk, væk, skønner du.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Véd du det så sikkert, Borkman?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja visst véd jeg det. (forandrer tonen.) Nå, men du har altså været sygelig, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, jeg har det. Og nu i høst tog det en sådan overhånd, så jeg måtte her ind og tale med læger, som er mere kyndige.
 

BORKMAN.
 Og du har alt talt med dem kanske?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, i formiddag.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvad sa’ de for noget da?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 De gav mig fuld visshed for det, som jeg længe har havt en anelse om –
 

BORKMAN.
 Nå?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(jævn og rolig).
 

Det er en dødelig sygdom, jeg bærer på, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Å, tro da ikke sligt noget, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det er en sygdom, som der ingen hjælp og redning er for, du. Lægerne véd intet middel imod den. De må la’ den gå sin gang. Kan ingenting gøre for at standse den. Bare lindre lidt kanske. Og det er da ialfald godt.
 

BORKMAN.
 Å, men det kan vare længe endnu, – tro du mig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det kan muligens vare vinteren over, blev der sagt mig.
 

BORKMAN

(uden at tænke ved det).
 

Nå ja, – vinteren er jo lang, den.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(stille).
 

Den er ialfald lang nok for mig.
 

BORKMAN

(ivrig, afledende).
 

Men hvad i al verden kan den sygdom være kommet af? Du, som da visst har levet så sundt og så regelret –? Hvad kan det da være kommet af?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på ham).
 

Lægerne tænkte sig, at jeg kanske engang havde havt store sindsbevægelser at gå igennem.
 

BORKMAN

(opbrusende).
 

Sindsbevægelser! Aha, jeg forstår! Det skulde være mig, som har skylden!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(i stigende indre oprør).
 

Det er det for sent at drøfte nu! Men jeg må ha’ mit hjertes eget eneste barn igen, før jeg går bort! Det er så usigelig tungt for mig at tænke på, at jeg skal forlade alt, hvad liv er, – forlade sol og lys og luft, uden at lade efter mig her en eneste en, som vilde tænke på mig, mindes mig varmt og vemodigt, – slig, som en søn tænker på og mindes den mor, han har mistet.
 

BORKMAN

(efter et kort ophold).
 

Tag ham, Ella, – ifald du kan vinde ham.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(livfuldt).
 

Gir du dit samtykke? Kan du det?
 

BORKMAN

(mørk).
 

Ja. Og det er ikke noget så stort offer, du. For jeg ejer ham så ikke alligevel.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Tak, tak for offeret endda! – Men så har jeg én ting til at be’ dig om. En stor ting for mig, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Nå, så bare sig det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Du vil kanske finde det barnagtigt af mig, – ikke kunne forstå det –
 

BORKMAN.
 Sig det, – sig det da!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Når jeg nu snart går bort, så efterlader jeg mig ikke så ganske lidet –
 

BORKMAN.
 Nej, du gør vel ikke det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Og det er min agt at la’ det altsammen gå over på Erhart.
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, du har jo egentlig ikke nogen nærmere.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(varmt).
 

Nej, jeg har visselig ingen nærmere end ham.
 

BORKMAN.
 Ingen af din egen slægt. Du er den sidste.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nikker langsomt).
 

Ja, så er det netop. Når jeg dør, – så dør navnet Rentheim også. Og det er mig en så kvælende tanke. Udslettes af tilværelsen – lige til navnet –
 

BORKMAN

(farer op).
 

Ah, – jeg ser, hvor du vil hen!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(lidenskabeligt).
 

Lad ikke det få ske! Lad Erhart få bære navnet efter mig!
 

BORKMAN

(ser hårdt på hende).
 

Jeg forstår dig nok. Du vil fri min søn fra at bære sin fars navn. Det er sagen.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Aldrig det! Jeg skulde selv så trodsig og gladelig ha’ båret det sammen med dig! Men en mor, som snart skal dø –. Et navn binder mere end du tror og véd, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN

(kold og stolt).
 

Godt og vel, Ella. Jeg skal være mand for at bære mit navn alene.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(griber og trykker hans hænder).
 

Tak, Tak! Nu er der fuldt opgør mellem os! Jo, jo, lad så være, det! Du har gjort godt igen, hvad du kunde. For når jeg er ude af livet, så lever Erhart Rentheim efter mig!
 

(Tapetdøren slås op. Fru Borkman, med det store tørklæde over hodet, står i døråbningen.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i voldsomt oprør).
 

Aldrig i evighed skal Erhart hede så!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(viger tilbage).
 

Gunhild!
 

BORKMAN

(hårdt og truende).
 

Her op til mig har ingen lov til at komme!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(et skridt indenfor).
 

Jeg ta’r mig lov til det.
 

BORKMAN

(imod hende).
 

Hvad er det, du vil mig?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg vil kæmpe og stride for dig. Værge dig imod de onde magter.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 De værste magter er i dig selv, Gunhild!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Lad så være med det. (truende, med oprakt arm.) Men det siger jeg, – sin fars navn skal han bære! Og bære det højt frem til ære igen! Og jeg alene vil være hans mor! Jeg alene! Mit skal min søns hjerte være. Mit og ingen andens.
 

(hun går ud gennem tapetdøren og lukker efter sig.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(rystet og oprevet).
 

Borkman, – Erhart kommer til at gå til grunde i dette uvejr. Det må komme til en forståelse mellem dig og Gunhild. Vi må straks ned til hende.
 

BORKMAN

(ser på hende).
 

Vi? Jeg også, mener du?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Både du og jeg.
 

BORKMAN

(ryster på hodet).
 

Hun er hård, du. Hård, som den malm, jeg engang drømte om at bryde ud af fjeldene.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så prøv det da nu!
 

BORKMAN

(svarer ikke; står og ser uviss på hende).
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Fru Borkmans dagligstue. Lampen brænder fremdeles foran på kanapébordet. Inde i havestuen er der slukket og mørkt.)
 

(Fru Borkman, med tørklædet over hodet, kommer i hæftigt indre oprør ind gennem forstuedøren, går hen til vinduet og trækker forhænget lidt tilside; derpå går hun hen og sætter sig ved kakkelovnen, men springer snart op igen og går hen og ringer på klokkestrængen. Står ved kanapéen og venter en stund. Ingen kommer. Derpå ringer hun igen; dennegang hæftigere.)
 

(Lidt efter kommer stuepigen ind fra forstuen. Hun ser grætten og søvnig ud og synes at have klædt sig på i en fart.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(utålmodig).
 

Hvor bli’r De da af, Malene? Jeg har gået her og ringet to gange!
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, frue, jeg hørte det nok.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og så kommer De ikke alligevel.
 

STUEPIGEN

(studs).
 

Jeg måtte da først få kaste lidt klæ’r på mig, véd jeg.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, De får klæ’ Dem ordentlig på. Og så må De straks løbe hen og hente min søn.
 

STUEPIGEN

(ser forbauset på hende).
 

Skal jeg hente studenten?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, De skal bare sige, at han må komme hjem til mig straks, for jeg vil tale med ham.
 

STUEPIGEN

(surmulende).
 

Så er det vel bedst, jeg vækker kusken hos forvalteren da.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hvorfor det?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 For at han kan spænde for slæden. Så’nt et fælt snøvejr, som det er ude ikveld.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Å, det gør ingenting. Bare skynd Dem og gå! Det er jo lige her om hjørnet.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Nej men, frue, det er da ikke lige om hjørnet, det.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jo visst er det så. Véd De da ikke, hvor advokat Hinkels villa ligger?
 

STUEPIGEN

(spydig).
 

Å ja-så, er det der, at studenten er ikveld?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(studser).
 

Ja, hvor skulde han ellers være?
 

STUEPIGEN

(trækker på smilet).
 

Nej, jeg tænkte bare, han var der, han plejer, jeg.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hvor, mener De?
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Hos denne her fru Wilton, som de kalder hende.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Fru Wilton? Min søn plejer da ikke komme så ofte der.
 

STUEPIGEN

(halvt mumlende).
 

Jeg synes dem siger, han kommer der dagstødt, jeg.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det er bare noget snak, Malene. Gå altså hen til advokat Hinkels og se at få ham fat.
 

STUEPIGEN

(kaster på nakken).
 

Ja, Gud bevar’s; jeg skal nok gå.
 

(hun vil gå ud gennem forstuen. I det samme åbnes døren til denne. Ella Rentheim og Borkman viser sig på tærskelen.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(vakler et skridt tilbage).
 

Hvad skal dette her betyde!
 

STUEPIGEN

(forskrækket, folder uvilkårlig hænderne).
 

I Jøssu’ navn da!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hvisker til pigen).
 

Sig, at han må komme straks på timen!
 

STUEPIGEN

(sagte).
 

Ja da, frue.
 

(Ella Rentheim og, efter hende, Borkman kommer ind i værelset. Stuepigen smyger sig bag dem ud gennem døren og lukker efter sig.)
 

(Kort taushed.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(atter behersket, vender sig til Ella).
 

Hvad er det, han vil her nede hos mig?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Han vil prøve på at komme til forståelse med dig, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Det har han aldrig prøvet på før.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Iaften vil han det.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Sidste gang vi stod overfor hinanden, – det var i retten. Da jeg blev indkaldt for at gi’ forklaring –
 

BORKMAN

(går nærmere).
 

Og iaften er det mig, som vil gi’ forklaring.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser på ham).
 

Du!
 

BORKMAN.
 Ikke om det, jeg har forgået mig i. For det kender jo al verden.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(drager et bittert suk).
 

Ja, det er et sandt ord. Al verden kender det.
 

BORKMAN.
 Men den kender ikke, hvorfor jeg har forgåt mig. Hvorfor jeg måtte forgå mig. Menneskene skønner ikke, at jeg måtte det, fordi jeg var mig selv, – fordi jeg var John Gabriel Borkman, – og ikke nogen anden. Og det er det, jeg vil prøve på at gi’ dig en forklaring over.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ryster på hodet).
 

Nytter ikke noget. Tilskyndelser frikender ingen. Indskydelser ikke heller.
 

BORKMAN.
 I ens egne øjne kan de frikende.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(slår afvisende ud med hånden).
 

Å, lad være med dette her! Jeg har tænkt så rundelig nok over disse dine mørke sager.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg også. I de fem endeløse år i cellen – og andetsteds – havde jeg tid til det. Og i de otte år ovenpå i salen havde jeg endnu bedre tid. Jeg har taget hele retssagen op igen til fornyet behandling – for mig selv. Gang efter gang har jeg taget den op. Jeg har været min egen anklager, min egen forsvarer og min egen dommer. Mere upartisk, end nogensomhelst anden, – det tør jeg nok sige. Jeg har gået deroppe på salsgulvet og krænget og endevendt hver eneste en af mine handlinger. Betragtet dem både forfra og bagfra lige så skånselløst, lige så ubarmhjertigt, som nogen advokat. Og det domsresultat, jeg stadig kommer til, det er det, at den eneste, jeg har forbrudt mig imod, – det er mig selv.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 End imod mig da? Og imod din søn?
 

BORKMAN.
 Du og han kommer ind under det, jeg mener, når jeg siger mig selv.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og så de mange hundrede andre da? De, som folk siger, at du skal ha’ ruineret?
 

BORKMAN

(heftigere).
 

Jeg havde magten! Og så den ubetvingelige kaldelse indeni mig da! De bundne millioner lå der udover landet, dybt i fjeldene, og råbte på mig! Skreg til mig om befrielse! Men ingen af alle de andre hørte det. Bare jeg alene.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, til brændemærke for navnet Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Gad vide, jeg, hvis de andre havde havt magten, om de ikke havde handlet akkurat ligesom jeg?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ingen, ingen uden du havde gjort det!
 

BORKMAN.
 Kanske ikke. Men så var det, fordi de ikke havde evner som jeg. Og havde de gjort det, så havde de ikke gjort det med mine formål for øje. Handlingen var da ble’t en anden. – Kort og godt, jeg har frikendt mig selv.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(blødt og bønligt).
 

Å, men tør du sige det så trygt, Borkman?
 

BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Frikendt mig for så vidt. Men så kommer den store, knugende selvanklage.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hvilken er det?
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg har gået deroppe og sløset bort hele otte kostbare år af mit liv! Samme dag, jeg kom på fri fod, skulde jeg gåt ud i virkeligheden, – ud i den jernhårde, drømmeløse virkelighed! Jeg skulde begyndt nedenfra og svunget mig op til højderne påny, – højere, end nogensinde før, – trods alt det, som ligger imellem.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Å, det blev bare at leve det samme liv om om igen, – tro du mig.
 

BORKMAN

(ryster på hodet og ser belærende på hende).
 

Der sker ingenting nyt. Men det, som er sket, – det gentager sig heller ikke. Det er øjet, som forvandler handlingen. Det genfødte øje forvandler den gamle handling. (afbryder.) Nå, det forstår du ikke.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(kort).
 

Nej, jeg forstår det ikke.
 

BORKMAN.
 Nej, det er just forbandelsen, at jeg aldrig har fundet forståelse hos nogen eneste menneskesjæl.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser på ham).
 

Aldrig, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN.
 Undtagen hos én – kanske. For længe, længe siden. I de dage, da jeg ikke syntes, at jeg havde forståelse behov. Ellers, siden, aldrig hos nogen! Ingen har jeg havt, som var årvågen nok til at være påfærde og kalde på mig, – ringe for mig som en morgenklokke, – mane mig op til frejdigt arbejde påny –. Og så prænte mig ind, at jeg intet ubodeligt har bedrevet.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ler hånligt).
 

Så det behøver du da alligevel at indpræntes udenfra?
 

BORKMAN

(i svulmende harme).
 

Ja, når hele verden hvæser i kor, at jeg er en uoprejselig mand, så kan der komme stunder over mig, da jeg selv er nær ved at tro det. (hæver hodet.) Men så stiger min inderste, sejrende bevidsthed op igen. Og den frikender mig!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser hårdt på ham).
 

Hvorfor kom du aldrig og spurgte mig efter det, som du kalder forståelse?
 

BORKMAN.
 Havde det nyttet – om jeg var kommen til dig?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(afvisende, slår ud med hånden).
 

Du har aldrig elsket noget udenfor dig selv, – det er kærnen i det hele.
 

BORKMAN

(stolt).
 

Jeg har elsket magten –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Magten, ja!
 

BORKMAN.
 – magten til at skabe menneskelykke vidt, vidt omkring mig!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Du havde engang magten til at gøre mig lykkelig. Har du brugt den til det?
 

BORKMAN

(uden at se på hende).
 

Nogen må som oftest bukke under – i et skibbrud.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og din egen søn! Har du brugt din magt – eller har du levet og åndet for at gøre ham lykkelig?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ham kender jeg ikke.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, det er sandt. Du kender ham ikke engang.
 

BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Det har du, – du, hans mor, sørget for.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser på ham; med højhed i udtrykket).
 

Å, du véd ikke, hvad jeg har sørget for!
 

BORKMAN.
 Du?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, just jeg. Jeg alene.
 

BORKMAN.
 Så sig det da.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Dit eftermæle har jeg sørget for.
 

BORKMAN

(med en kort, tør latter).
 

Mit eftermæle? Se, se! Det klinger jo næsten, som om jeg alt var død.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med eftertryk).
 

Det er du også.
 

BORKMAN

(langsomt).
 

Ja, du har kanske ret i det. (opfarende.) Men nej, nej! Ikke endnu! Jeg har været så nær, så nær ved det. Men nu er jeg vågnet. Frisknet til igen. Der ligger endnu liv foran mig. Jeg kan se dette nye, lysende liv, som gærer og venter –. Og du skal nok få se det, du også.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hæver hånden).
 

Drøm aldrig mere om liv! Forhold dig rolig, der du ligger!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(oprørt).
 

Gunhild! Gunhild, – hvor kan du da ville –!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(uden at høre på hende).
 

Jeg vil rejse mindesmærket over graven.
 

BORKMAN.
 Skamstøtten, mener du sagtens?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i stigende sindsbevægelse).
 

Å nej, det skal ikke være noget mærke af sten eller metal. Og ingen skal få lov til at ætse nogen hånfuld indskrift ind i det mærke, jeg rejser. Der skal plantes ligesom en klynge af levende hegn, af trær og busker tæt, tæt omkring dit gravliv. Der skal dækkes over alt det dunkle, som engang var. Skjules i glemsel for menneskenes øjne John Gabriel Borkman!
 

BORKMAN

(hæst og skærende).
 

Og det kærlighedsværk vil du øve?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ikke ved egne kræfter. Det tør jeg ikke tænke på. Men jeg har opdraget en hjælper til at sætte sit liv ind på dette ene. Han skal leve livet i renhed og højhed og lys, således at dit eget grubeliv bli’r som udslettet heroppe på jorden!
 

BORKMAN

(mørk og truende).
 

Er det Erhart, du mener, så sig det straks!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser ham fast i øjnene).
 

Ja, det er Erhart. Min søn. Han, som du vil gi’ afkald på – til bod for dine egne gerninger.
 

BORKMAN

(med et blik mod Ella).
 

Til bod for min tungeste brøde.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(afvisende).
 

Brøde imod en fremmed bare. Husk på brøden imod mig! (ser hoverende på dem begge.) Men han lyder jer ikke! Når jeg skriger efter ham i min nød, så kommer han! For det er hos mig, han vil være! Hos mig og aldrig hos nogen anden – (lytter pludselig og råber.) Der hører jeg ham! Der er han, – der er han! Erhart!
 

(Erhart Borkman river ilsomt entrédøren op og kommer ind i stuen. Han er i overfrakke og har hatten på hodet.)
 

ERHART

(bleg og ængstelig).
 

Mor da, – hvad i Guds navn –!
 

(han ser Borkman, som står ved døråbningen til havestuen, farer sammen og tager hatten af.)
 

ERHART

(tier et øjeblik; så spørger han):
 

Hvad er det, du vil mig, mor? Hvad er her hændt.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(breder armene ud imod ham).
 

Jeg vil se dig, Erhart! Jeg vil ha’ dig hos mig – altid!
 

ERHART

(stammende).
 

Ha’ mig –? Altid! Hvad mener du med det?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ha’ dig, ha’ dig. vil jeg! For der er nogen, som vil ta’ dig fra mig!
 

ERHART

(viger et skridt)
 

Ah, – du véd det altså!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja. Véd du det også?
 

ERHART

(studser og ser på hende).
 

Om jeg véd det? Ja, naturligvis –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Aha, et aftalt spil! Bag min ryg! Erhart, Erhart!
 

ERHART

(hurtig).
 

Mor, sig mig, hvad det er for noget, som du véd!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg véd det altsammen. Jeg véd, at din tante er kommen her for at ta’ dig fra mig.
 

ERHART.
 Tante Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å,1 hør først lidt på mig, Erhart!
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FRU BORKMAN

(vedblivende).
 

Hun vil, at jeg skal afstå dig til hende. Hun vil være dig i mors sted, Erhart! Hun vil, at du skal være hendes søn og ikke min herefterdags. Vil, at du skal arve alt efter hende. Lægge dit navn af og ta’ hendes istedet!
 

ERHART.
 Tante Ella, er dette her sandt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, det er sandt.
 

ERHART.
 Jeg har ikke vidst et ord om sligt noget før nu. Hvorfor vil du ha’ mig til dig nu igen?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Fordi jeg føler, at jeg mister dig her.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

For min skyld mister du ham, – ja! Og det er bare i sin orden, det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser bedende på ham).
 

Erhart, jeg har ikke råd til at miste dig. For du skal vide, at jeg er et ensomt, – døende menneske.
 

ERHART.
 Døende –?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja døende. Vil du være hos mig til det sidste? Knytte dig helt til mig? Være for mig, som om du var mit eget barn –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(afbrydende).
 

– og svigte din mor og kanske din opgave i livet også? Vil du det, Erhart?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg er dømt til at gå bort. Svar mig, Erhart.
 

ERHART

(varmt, bevæget).
 

Tante Ella, – du har været mig så usigelig god. Hos dig har jeg fåt lov til at vokse op i al den sorgløse lykkefølelse, som jeg tror, der kan være over noget barns liv –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Erhart, Erhart!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, hvor velsignet, at du kan se det så endnu!
 

ERHART.
 – men jeg kan ikke ofre mig for dig nu. Jeg kan umulig sådan helt og holdent gå op i at være som en søn for dig –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(triumferende).
 

Ah, jeg vidste det nok! Du får ham ikke! Du får ham ikke, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(tungt).
 

Jeg ser det. Du har vundet ham tilbage.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, ja, – min er han og min blir han! Erhart, – ikke sandt, du, – vi to har endnu et stykke vej at gå sammen, vi.
 

ERHART

(kæmpende med sig selv).
 

Mor, – jeg får lige så godt sige dig det rent ud –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(spændt).
 

Nå?
 

ERHART.
 Det bli’r nok bare et kort stykke vej, jeg kommer til at gå sammen med dig, mor.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(står som slagen).
 

Hvad vil du sige med det?
 

ERHART

(mander sig op).
 

Herregud, mor, – jeg er da ung! Jeg synes, at stueluften her rent må kvæle mig tilslut.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Her – hos mig!
 

ERHART.
 Ja, her hos dig, mor!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så kom med mig da, Erhart!
 

ERHART.
 Å, tante Ella, det er ikke et hår bedre hos dig. Det er på en anden vis der. Men ikke bedre for det. Ikke bedre for mig. Der er roser og lavendler, – stueluft, der som her!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(rystet, men med tilkæmpet fatning).
 

Stueluft hos din mor, siger du!
 

ERHART

(i stigende utålmodighed).
 

Ja, jeg véd ikke, hvad jeg skal kalde det andet. Al denne sygelige omhu og – og forgudelse – eller hvad det er for noget. Jeg holder det ikke ud længer!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser dybt alvorligt på ham).
 

Glemmer du, hvad du har viet dit liv til, Erhart?
 

ERHART

(udbrydende).
 

Å sig heller, hvad du har viet mit liv til! Du, du har været min vilje! Jeg selv har aldrig fåt lov til at ha’ nogen! Men nu kan jeg ikke bære dette åg længer! Jeg er ung! Husk vel på det, mor! (med et høfligt. hensynsfuldt blik til Borkman.) Jeg kan ikke vie mit liv til soning for nogen anden. Hvem denne anden så end måtte være.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(greben af en stigende angst).
 

Hvem er det, som har forvandlet dig, Erhart!
 

ERHART

(truffen).
 

Hvem –? Kunde det da ikke være mig selv, som –?
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, nej, nej! Du er kommen ind under fremmede magter. Du er ikke under din mors længer. Og ikke under din – din plejemors heller.
 

ERHART

(i tiltvungen trodsighed).
 

Jeg er under min egen magt, jeg, mor! Og under min egen vilje også!
 

BORKMAN

(frem imod Erhart).
 

Så er kanske timen endelig kommen for mig en gang.
 

ERHART

(fremmed og afmålt høflig).
 

Hvorledes –? Hvorledes mener far det?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hånlig).
 

Ja, det spør’ rigtignok jeg også om.
 

BORKMAN

(vedbliver uforstyrret).
 

Hør du, Erhart, – vil du så gå med din far da? Det er ikke gennem nogen andens livsførelse, et en mand kan finde oprejsning for sit fald. Sligt noget er bare tomme drømme, som er ble’t fablet for dig om – hernede i stueluften. Om du så vilde indrette dit liv på at leve det som alle de hellige mænd tilsammen, – det nytted ikke mig en smule.
 

ERHART

(afmålt, ærbødig).
 

Det er så sandt, som det er sagt.
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, det er det. Og det vilde heller ikke nytte, om jeg gav mig til at visne hen i bod og sønderknuselse. Jeg har prøvet på at hjælpe mig igennem med drømme og håb – i alle disse årene. Men sligt noget duer ikke for mig. Og nu vil jeg ud af drømmene.
 

ERHART

(bukker let).
 

Og hvad vil – hvad vil så far gøre?
 

BORKMAN.
 Oprejse mig selv, vil jeg. Begynde nedenfra igen. Det er bare gennem sin nutid og sin fremtid, at et menneske kan sone fortiden. Gennem arbejde, – gennem ustandseligt arbejde for alt det, som i ungdommen stod for mig som selve livet. Men nu så tusendfold højere end dengang. Erhart, – vil du være med mig og hjælpe mig med dette nye liv?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hæver advarende hånden).
 

Gør det ikke, Erhart!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(varmt).
 

Jo, jo, gør det! Å, hjælp ham, Erhart!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og det råder du til? Du, den ensomme – den døende.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det får være det samme med mig.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, når bare ikke det er mig, som ta’r ham fra dig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Netop det, Gunhild.
 

BORKMAN.
 Vil du, Erhart?
 

ERHART

(i pinlig vånde).
 

Far, – jeg kan det ikke nu. Det er så rent umuligt!
 

BORKMAN.
 Men hvad vil du da så tilsidst?
 

ERHART

(opblussende).
 

Jeg er ung! Jeg vil leve livet en gang, jeg også! Mit eget liv vil jeg leve!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ikke ofre et par korte måneder for at lyse op i et fattigt, sluknende menneskeliv?
 

ERHART.
 Tante, jeg kan det ikke, om jeg end aldrig så gerne vilde.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ikke for en, som holder så usigelig af dig?
 

ERHART.
 Så sandt jeg lever, tante Ella, – jeg kan det ikke.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser skarpt på ham).
 

Og din mor binder dig heller ikke længer nu?
 

ERHART.
 Jeg vil altid holde af dig, mor. Men jeg kan ikke bli’ ved at leve for dig alene. For det er ikke liv for mig, dette her.
 

BORKMAN.
 Så kom og bind dig til mig alligevel! For liv, det er arbejde, det, Erhart. Kom, så går vi to ud i livet og arbejder sammen!
 

ERHART

(lidenskabeligt).
 

Ja, men jeg vil ikke arbejde nu! For jeg er ung! Aldrig har jeg vidst af, at jeg var det før. Men nu føler jeg det så strømmende varmt igennem mig. Jeg vil ikke arbejde! Bare leve, leve, leve!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med et anende udråb).
 

Erhart, – hvad vil du leve for!
 

ERHART

(med tindrende øjne).
 

For lykken, mor!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og hvor tænker du at finde den?
 

ERHART.
 Jeg har alt fundet den!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(skriger).
 

Erhart –!
 

(Erhart går raskt hen og åbner forstuedøren.)
 

ERHART

(råber ud).
 

Fanny, – nu kan du komme ind!
 

(Fru Wilton, i overtøj, viser sig på dørtærskelen.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med løftede hænder).
 

Fru Wilton –!
 

FRU WILTON

(noget sky; med et spørgende blik til Erhart).
 

Kan jeg altså –?
 

ERHART.
 Ja, nu kan du komme. Jeg har sagt det altsammen.
 

(Fru Wilton kommer ind i stuen. Erhart lukker døren efter hende. Hun bøjer sig afmålt for Borkman, der stumt hilser igen.)
 

(Kort taushed.)
 

FRU WILTON

(med dæmpet, men fast stemme).
 

Ordet er altså blevet sagt. Og så kan jeg jo nok vide, at jeg står her som en, der har anrettet stor ulykke i huset.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(langsomt; ser stivt på hende).
 

De har knust den sidste rest af det, jeg havde at leve for. (udbrydende.) Men dette her, – det er jo dog så rent umuligt alligevel!
 

FRU WILTON.
 Jeg forstår så godt, at det må forekomme Dem umuligt, fru Borkman.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, det må De da vel kunne sige Dem selv, at det er umuligt. Eller hvad –?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Jeg vil heller sige, at det er så rent urimeligt. Men det er nu engang så alligevel.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(vender sig).
 

Er dette her dit fulde alvor, Erhart?
 

ERHART.
 Dette her er lykken for mig, mor. Hele den store, dejlige livets lykke. Jeg kan ikke sige dig noget andet.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(til fru Wilton; knuger hænderne).
 

Å, hvor De har dåret og forlokket min ulykkelige søn!
 

FRU WILTON

(med et stolt nakkekast).
 

Det har jeg ikke gjort.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Har De ikke gjort det, siger De!
 

FRU WILTON.
 Nej. Jeg har hverken dåret eller forlokket ham. Frivillig er Erhart kommet imod mig. Og frivillig har jeg mødt ham på halvvejen.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser hånligt nedad hende).
 

Ja De, ja! Det tror jeg så gerne.
 

FRU WILTON

(behersket).
 

Fru Borkman, – der gives magter i menneskelivet, som De ikke synes at kende synderlig til.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hvilke magter, om jeg tør spørge?
 

FRU WILTON.
 De magter, som byder to mennesker at knytte sin livsgang uløseligt – og hensynsløst sammen.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(smiler).
 

Jeg trode, at De allerede var uløselig bunden – til en anden.
 

FRU WILTON

(kort).
 

Denne anden har forladt mig.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Men han lever dog, siges der.
 

FRU WILTON.
 For mig er han død.
 

ERHART

(indtrængende).
 

Ja, mor, for Fanny er han død. Og denne anden kommer jo forresten sletikke mig ved!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser strængt på ham).
 

Du véd det altså, – dette med den anden?
 

ERHART.
 Ja, mor, jeg véd det så godt, så godt, altsammen!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og alligevel så kommer det dig ikke ved, siger du!
 

ERHART

(i afvisende overmod).
 

Jeg kan bare sige dig, at det er lykken, jeg vil ha’! Jeg er ung! Jeg vil leve, leve, leve!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, du er ung, Erhart. Altfor ung til dette her.
 

FRU WILTON

(fast og alvorligt).
 

De må ikke tro andet, fru Borkman, end at jeg har sagt ham det samme. Alle mine livsforhold har jeg lagt frem for ham. Idelig har jeg mindet ham om, at jeg er hele syv år ældre end han –
 

ERHART

(afbrydende).
 

Å hvad, Fanny, – det vidste jeg jo i forvejen.
 

FRU WILTON.
 – men ingenting, – ingenting har frugtet.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Så? Ikke det? Hvorfor har De da ikke uden videre afvist ham? Lukket Deres hus for ham? Se, det skulde De ha’ gjort i tide!
 

FRU WILTON

(ser på hende og siger dæmpet).
 

Det kunde jeg simpelt hen ikke, fru Borkman.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Hvorfor kunde De ikke?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Fordi lykken var for mig også bare i dette eneste ene.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hånligt).
 

Hm, – lykken, lykken –
 

FRU WILTON.
 Jeg har aldrig før vidst, hvad lykke var i livet. Og jeg kan da umulig vise lykken fra mig, fordi om den kommer så sent.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og hvor længe tror De den lykken vil vare?
 

ERHART

(afbrydende).
 

Kort eller længe, mor, – det får være det samme!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i vrede).
 

Forblindede menneske, som du er! Ser du da ikke, hvor alt dette her bærer hen?
 

ERHART.
 Jeg bry’r mig ikke om at se fremover i tiden. Vil ikke se mig om i nogen retning! Jeg vil bare få lov til at leve livet engang, jeg også!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(smærteligt).
 

Og dette kalder du livet, Erhart!
 

ERHART.
 Ja ser du da ikke, hvor dejlig hun er!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(vrider hænderne).
 

Og denne knusende skam skal jeg altså også måtte bære på!
 

BORKMAN

(i baggrunden, hårdt og hvast).
 

Hå, – du er jo vant til at bære på sligt noget, du, Gunhild!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(bønligt).
 

Borkman –!
 

ERHART

(ligeså).
 

Far –!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Her skal jeg måtte gå og se daglig for mine øjne min egen søn sammen med en – en –
 

ERHART

(afbryder hårdt).
 

Ingenting skal du få se, mor! Vær tryg for det, du! Jeg bli’r ikke her længer.
 

FRU WILTON

(rask og bestemt).
 

Vi rejser, vi, fru Borkman.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(blegner).
 

Rejser De også! Sammen kanske?
 

FRU WILTON

(nikker).
 

Jeg rejser sydover, ja. Til udlandet. Sammen med en ung pige. Og Erhart følger med os.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Med Dem – og en ung pige?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Ja. Det er denne lille Frida Foldal, som jeg har ta’t i huset til mig. Jeg vil, at hun skal ud og lære mere musik.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og så ta’r De hende med Dem?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Ja, jeg kan jo ikke godt slippe det unge barn løs alene derude.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(undertrykker et smil).
 

Hvad siger du til det, Erhart?
 

ERHART

(lidt forlegen, trækker på skulderen).
 

Jo, mor, – når Fanny endelig så vil ha’ det, så –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(koldt).
 

Når rejser herskabet, om man tør spørge?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Vi rejser nu straks, inat. Min slædevogn står nede på vejen, – udenfor hos Hinkels.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser nedad hende).
 

Aha, – det var altså aftenselskabet!
 

FRU WILTON

(smiler).
 

Ja, der kom ikke andre end Erhart og jeg. Og så lille Frida, forstår sig.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Og hvor er hun nu?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Hun sidder i vognen og venter på os.
 

ERHART

(pinligt forlegen).
 

Mor, – du kan da vel forstå –? Jeg vilde ha’ skånet dig – og alle for dette her.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser dybt krænket på ham).
 

Du vilde rejst fra mig uden at sige mig farvel?
 

ERHART.
 Ja, jeg syntes, det var bedst så. Bedst for begge parter. Alting var jo klappet og klart. Tøjet pakket. Men da der så kom bud efter mig, så –. (vil række hende hænderne.) Farvel da, mor.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(afværgende, slår ud imod ham).
 

Rør mig ikke!
 

ERHART

(spag).
 

Er det dit sidste ord?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Ja.
 

ERHART

(vender sig).
 

Farvel du da, tante Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(trykker hans hænder).
 

Farvel, Erhart! Og lev dit liv, – og bliv så lykkelig, så lykkelig, – som du bare kan!
 

ERHART.
 Tak, tante. (bukker for Borkman.) Farvel, far. (hvisker til fru Wilton.) Lad os se at komme afsted, jo før jo heller.
 

FRU WILTON

(sagte).
 

Ja, lad os det.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med et ondt smil).
 

Fru Wilton, – tror De, at De gør rigtig klogt i at ta’ denne unge pigen med?
 

FRU WILTON

(gengælder smilet, halvt ironisk, halvt alvorlig).
 

Mændene er så ubestandige, fru Borkman. Og kvinderne ligervis. Når Erhart er færdig med mig, – og jeg med ham, – så er det godt for os begge, at han, stakker, har nogen at falde tilbage på.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Men De selv da?
 

FRU WILTON.
 Å, jeg arrangerer mig nok, kan De vide. Farvel allesammen!
 

(hun hilser og går ud gennem forstuedøren. Erhart står et øjeblik ligesom vaklende; så vender han sig og følger hende.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med sænkede, foldede hænder).
 

Barnløs.
 

BORKMAN

(som vågnende til beslutning).
 

Så ud i uvejret alene da! Min hat! Min kappe!
 

(han går skyndsomt mod døren.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(i angst; standser ham).
 

John Gabriel, hvor vil du hen?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ud i livets uvejr, hører du. Slip mig, Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(holder ham fast).
 

Nej, nej, jeg slipper dig ikke ud! Du er syg. Jeg kan se det på dig!
 

BORKMAN.
 Lad mig gå, siger jeg!
 

(han river sig løs og går ud i forstuen.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(i døren).
 

Hjælp mig at holde på ham, Gunhild!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(kold og hård; står midt i stuen).
 

Jeg holder ikke på noget menneske i hele verden. Lad dem gå fra mig allesammen. Både den ene og den anden! Så langt, – så langt de bare vil. (pludseligt, med et skærende skrig.) Erhart, rejs ikke!
 

(hun styrter med udbredte arme mod døren. Ella Rentheim standser hende.)
 






  








FJERDE AKT
 

(Åben gårdsplads udenfor hovedbygningen, som ligger til højre. Et hjørne af denne med indgangsdør og en flad stentrappe springer frem. Langs baggrunden, nær ind til gården, strækker sig bratte granbevoksede lier. Begyndende spredt småskog til venstre. Snevejret er ophørt; men jorden er højt dækket af den nylig faldne sne. Granerne, ludende og tunge, ligeså. Mørk natteluft. Drivende skyer. Månen skimtes undertiden svagt. Omgivelserne modtager kun et mat lys fra sneen.)
 

(Borkman, fru Borkman og Ella Rentheim står ude på trappen. Borkman læner sig mat og træt op imod husvæggen. Han har en gammeldags slængkappe kastet over skuldrene, holder en blød grå filthat i den ene hånd og en tyk knortekæp i den anden. Ella Rentheim bærer sin kåbe på armen. Fru Borkmans store tørklæde er gledet ned over nakken, så at hendes hår er blottet.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(har stillet sig i vejen for fru Borkman).
 

Gå ikke efter ham, Gunhild!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i angst og oprør).
 

Slip mig forbi, du! Han må ikke rejse fra mig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det er så rent unyttigt, siger jeg dig! Du når ham ikke.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Lad mig gå alligevel, Ella! Jeg vil skrige højt efter ham nedover vejen. Og sin mors skrig må han da vel høre!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Han kan ikke høre dig. Han sidder visst alt inde i vognen –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, nej, – han kan da ikke sidde i vognen endnu!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Han sidder for længst i vognen, tro du mig.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(i fortvilelse).
 

Sidder han i vognen, – så sidder han der med hende, med hende, – hende!
 

BORKMAN

(ler skummelt).
 

Og så hører han nok ikke sin mors skrig da.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, – så hører han det ikke. (lytter.) Hys! Hvad er det?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(også lyttende).
 

Det høres ligesom bjældeklang –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(med et dæmpet udråb).
 

Det er hendes vogn!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Eller kanske en andens –
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Nej, nej, det er fru Wiltons slædevogn! Jeg kender sølvklokkerne! Hør! Nu kører de lige forbi her – nedenunder bakken!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(hurtigt).
 

Gunhild, vil du skrige efter ham, så skrig nu! Kanske han alligevel –!
 

(Bjældeklangen lyder lige ved, inde i skogen.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Skynd dig, Gunhild! Nu er de lige nedenunder os!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(står et øjeblik ubesluttet; derpå stivner hun, hård og kold).
 

Nej. Jeg skriger ikke efter ham. Lad Erhart Borkman køre mig forbi. Langt, langt ud i det, han nu kalder livet og lykken.
 

(Lyden taber sig i det fjerne.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(lidt efter).
 

Nu høres ikke klokkerne længer.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Jeg syntes, de lød som gravklokker.
 

BORKMAN

(med tør, dæmpet latter).
 

Åhå, – der ringes ikke over mig endnu!
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Men over mig. Og over ham, som rejste fra mig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nikker tankefuldt).
 

Hvem véd, om de ikke ringer livet og lykken ind for ham alligevel Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(farer op; ser hårdt på hende).
 

Livet og lykken, siger du!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 For en stakket stund ialfald.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Vilde du unde ham livet og lykken, – med hende?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(varmt og inderligt).
 

Ja, af min hele, fulde sjæl vilde jeg det!
 

FRU BORKMAN

(koldt).
 

Så må du være rigere på kærlighedskraft, du, end jeg.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser langt hen for sig).
 

Det er kanske kærlighedssavnet, som holder den kraft oppe.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(fæster øjnene på hende).
 

Hvis så er, – da bli’r nok jeg snart lige så rig som du, Ella.
 

(hun vender sig og går ind i huset.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(står en stund og ser bekymret på Borkman; så lægger hun hånden varsomt på hans skulder).
 

John, kom så og gå ind, du også.
 

BORKMAN

(ligesom opvågnende).
 

Jeg?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja. Du tåler ikke den hvasse vinterluft. Det kan jeg se på dig, John. Kom så og gå ind med mig. Ind under tag, hvor der er varmt.
 

BORKMAN

(vred).
 

Op igen på salen kanske!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Helst ind i stuen til hende.
 

BORKMAN

(farer op i hæftighed).
 

Aldrig i livet sætter jeg foden under det tag mere!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men hvor vil du da hen? Så sent, ved nattetid, John?
 

BORKMAN

(sætter hatten på).
 

Først og fremst så vil jeg nu gå ud og se til alle mine gemte skatte.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser ængstelig på ham).
 

John, – jeg forstår dig ikke!
 

BORKMAN

(i hostende latter).
 

Å, det er ikke bortgemt tyvegods, jeg mener. Vær ikke ræd for det, Ella. (standser og peger ud.) Se ham der, du! Hvem er det?
 

(Vilhelm Foldal, i en gammel, tilsneet kavaj, med hatten nedbrættet og med en stor paraply i hånden, kommer frem foran hjørnet af huset, møjsomt stavrende gennem sneen. Han hinker stærkt på den venstre fod.)
 

BORKMAN.
 Vilhelm! Hvad vil du her hos mig – nu igen?
 

FOLDAL

(ser op).
 

I herrens navn, – står du ude på trappen, John Gabriel? (hilser.) Og fruen også, ser jeg!
 

BORKMAN

(kort).
 

Det er ikke fruen.
 

FOLDAL.
 Å, om forladelse. Jeg har nemlig mistet brillerne i sneen. – Men at du, som ellers aldrig går udenfor en dør –?
 

BORKMAN

(hensynsløst, lystig).
 

Det er på tiden, jeg begynder at bli’ friluftsmenneske igen, skønner du. Næsten tre år i varetægt; fem år i cellen; otte år på salen deroppe –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(bekymret).
 

Borkman, – jeg be’r dig –!
 

FOLDAL.
 Ak ja, ja, ja –
 

BORKMAN.
 Men hvad er det så, du vil mig, spør’ jeg?
 

FOLDAL

(står fremdeles nedenfor trappen).
 

Jeg vilde op til dig, John Gabriel. Jeg syntes, jeg måtte op til dig på salen. Herregud, – den salen, du!
 

BORKMAN.
 Vilde du der op til mig, som viste dig døren?
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, det får i Guds navn være det samme.
 

BORKMAN.
 Hvad har du gjort ved foden? Du går jo og halter?
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, tænk dig, du, – jeg er ble’t overkørt.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Overkørt!
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, af en slædevogn –
 

BORKMAN.
 Åhå!
 

FOLDAL.
 – med to heste for. De kom i susende fart nedover bakken. Jeg kunde ikke vige af vejen fort nok; og så –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 – og så kørte de over Dem?
 

FOLDAL.
 De kørte lige på mig, frue – eller frøken. Lige på mig kørte de, så jeg rulled rundt i sneen og misted brillerne og fik paraplyen knækket; (gnider sig.) og foden lidt skadet også.
 

BORKMAN

(ler indvendig).
 

Véd du, hvem der sad i den vognen, Vilhelm?
 

FOLDAL.
 Nej, hvor kunde jeg se det? Det var jo en lukket vogn, og gardinerne var trukket ned. Og kusken standsed såmænd ikke et øjeblik, da jeg lå der og trilled –. Men det kan også være det samme, for – (udbrydende.) Å, jeg er så forunderlig glad, du!
 

BORKMAN.
 Glad?
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, jeg véd ikke rigtig, hvad jeg skal kalde det. Men jeg synes, at jeg nærmest må kalde det glad. For der er indtruffet noget så rent mærkværdigt! Og derfor så kunde jeg ikke andet, – jeg måtte indom og dele glæden med dig, John Gabriel.
 

BORKMAN

(barsk).
 

Nå, så del den glæden da!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, men få da først din ven ind med dig, Borkman.
 

BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Jeg vil ikke ind i huset, har jeg sagt.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men du hører jo, at han er ble’t overkørt!
 

BORKMAN.
 Å, overkørt bli’r vi allesammen – en gang i livet. Men så får en rejse sig op igen. Og lade som ingenting.
 

FOLDAL.
 Det var et dybsindigt ord, John Gabriel. Men jeg kan så inderlig godt fortælle her ude i en fart.
 

BORKMAN

(mildere).
 

Ja, tjen mig i det, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja, nu skal du bare høre! Tænk dig, du, – da jeg kommer hjem her iaftes fra dig, – så finder jeg et brev. – Kan du gætte, hvem det var fra?
 

BORKMAN.
 Kanske det var fra din lille Frida?
 

FOLDAL.
 Netop! Tænk, at du traf det straks! Ja, det var et langt – temmelig langt brev fra Frida, du. Der havde været en tjener og bragt det. Og kan du tænke dig, hvad hun skriver om?
 

BORKMAN.
 Skulde det muligens være for at sige farvel til forældrene.
 

FOLDAL.
 Akkurat! Det er mærkværdigt som du kan gætte, John Gabriel! Jo, hun skriver, at fru Wilton har fattet så stor godhed for hende. Og nu vil fruen rejse med hende til udlandet. For at Frida kan få lære mere musik, skriver hun. Og så har fru Wilton sørget for en dygtig lærer, som skal være med på rejsen. Og læse med Frida. For, desværre, hun er nok lidt forsømt i enkelte stykker, skønner du.
 

BORKMAN

(ler indvendig, så det klukker i ham).
 

Ja vel, ja vel. Jeg skønner det altsammen så urimelig godt, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL

(fortsætter ivrig).
 

Og tænk, hun fik først vide det om rejsen nu ikveld. Det var i det selskabet, som du véd nok, hm! Og endda så fandt hun tid til at skrive. Og brevet er så varmt og så smukt og så hjerteligt skrevet, forsikrer jeg dig til. Ikke spor af foragt for sin far nu længer. Og så det fine træk, du, at hun vilde sige os farvel skriftlig – før hun rejste. (ler.) Men det bli’r der rigtignok ikke noget af!
 

BORKMAN

(ser spørgende på ham).
 

Hvorledes det?
 

FOLDAL.
 Hun skriver, at imorgen tidlig rejser de. Ganske tidligt.
 

BORKMAN.
 Se, se, – imorgen? Skriver hun det?
 

FOLDAL

(ler og gnider hænderne).
 

Ja, men nu er jeg listig, jeg, ser du! Nu går jeg lige op til fru Wiltons –
 

BORKMAN.
 Nu ikveld?
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja Herregud, det er da ikke så svært sent endnu. Og skulde der alt være stængt, så ringer jeg på. Uden videre. For jeg vil og jeg må se Frida, før hun rejser. Godnat, godnat!
 

(han vil gå.)
 

BORKMAN.
 Hør her, min stakkers Vilhelm, – du kan spare dig det tunge vejstykke.
 

FOLDAL.
 Å, du tænker på den foden –
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, og så slipper du ikke ind hos fru Wiltons alligevel.
 

FOLDAL.
 Jo såmænd gør jeg så. Jeg bli’r ved at ringe og kime på klokken, til der kommer nogen og lukker op. For Frida må jeg og skal jeg se.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Deres datter er alt rejst, herr Foldal.
 

FOLDAL

(står som slagen).
 

Er Frida alt rejst! Véd De det visst? Hvem har De det fra?
 

BORKMAN.
 Vi har det fra hendes vordende lærer.
 

FOLDAL.
 Så? Og hvem er han da?
 

BORKMAN.
 Det er en student Erhart Borkman.
 

FOLDAL

(strålende glad).
 

Din søn, John Gabriel! Skal han rejse med?
 

BORKMAN.
 Jaha; det er ham, som skal hjælpe fru Wilton med at oplære din lille Frida.
 

FOLDAL.
 Nå, Gud ske lov og tak! Så er jo barnet i de bedste hænder da. Men er det også ganske visst, at de alt er rejst med hende?
 

BORKMAN.
 De rejste med hende i den vognen, som kørte dig over på vejen.
 

FOLDAL

(slår hænderne sammen).
 

Tænke sig til, at min lille Frida sad inde i den pragtfulde vognen!
 

BORKMAN

(nikker).
 

Jo-jo, Vilhelm, – din datter er kommen godt op at køre. Og student Borkman også. – Nå, – la’ du så mærke til sølvklokkerne?
 

FOLDAL.
 Jo da. – Sølvklokkerne, siger du? Var det sølvklokker, du? Virkelig ægte sølvklokker?
 

BORKMAN.
 Det kan du forlade dig på. Altsammen var ægte. Både udenpå og – og indeni.
 

FOLDAL

(stille bevæget).
 

Er det ikke forunderligt, hvorledes lykken kan føje sig for et menneske! Det er min – min smule digtergave, som har omsat sig til musik hos Frida. Og så har jeg altså ikke forgæves været digter alligevel da. For nu får hun rejse ud i den store, vide verden, som jeg engang havde drømt så dejligt om at få se. I lukket slædevogn får lille Frida rejse. Og med sølvklokker på sæletøjet –
 

BORKMAN.
 – og køre over sin far –
 

FOLDAL

(glad).
 

Å hvad! Det kan være det samme med mig, – når bare barnet –. Nå, jeg kom altså for sent alligevel. Og derfor så vil jeg gå hjem og trøste hendes mor, som sidder i køkkenet og græder.
 

BORKMAN.
 Græder hun?
 

FOLDAL

(småleende).
 

Ja, tænk dig til, du, – hun sad og græd så rent svært, da jeg gik.
 

BORKMAN.
 Og du ler, du, Vilhelm.
 

FOLDAL.
 Ja jeg, ja! Men hun, stakker, hun forstår det ikke bedre, hun, ser du. Nå, farvel da! Godt er det, at jeg har sporvognen så nær ved. Farvel, farvel, John Gabriel! Farvel, frøken!
 

(han hilser og går møjsomt ud samme vej, som han kom.)
 

BORKMAN

(står en stund stille og ser hen for sig).
 

Farvel, Vilhelm! Det er ikke første gang i livet, at du er ble’t overkørt, gamle ven.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ser i undertrykt angst på ham).
 

Du er så bleg, så bleg, John –
 

BORKMAN.
 Det kommer af fængselsluften deroppe.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg har aldrig før set dig slig.
 

BORKMAN.
 Nej, for du har vel aldrig set en udbrudt straffange før heller.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, kom nu bare og gå ind med mig, John!
 

BORKMAN.
 Lad være med de lokketoner. Jeg har jo sagt dig –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men når jeg nu be’r dig så indstændig? For din egen skyld –
 

(Stuepigen kommer halvt ud på trappen.)
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Om forladelse; fruen har sagt, at jeg skal stænge gadedøren nu.
 

BORKMAN

(sagte til Ella).
 

Hør bare; nu vil de stænge mig inde igen!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(til pigen).
 

Bankchefen er ikke rigtig vel. Han vil trække lidt frisk luft først.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja men fruen selv har sagt, at –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg skal stænge døren. Lad bare nøglen sidde i, så –
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja, Gud bevar’s vel; jeg skal nok så gøre.
 

(Hun går ind i huset igen.)
 

BORKMAN

(står et øjeblik stille og lytter; så går han ilsomt ned på gårdspladsen).
 

Nu er jeg udenfor muren, Ella! Nu får de mig aldrig fat mere!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nede hos ham).
 

Men du er jo fri mand derinde også, John. Kan gå og komme ganske som du selv vil.
 

BORKMAN

(sagte, ligesom i skræk).
 

Aldrig under tag igen! Her ude i natten er det så godt at være. Gik jeg op på salen nu, – loft og vægge vilde skrumpe sig sammen. Knuge mig. Klemme mig flad som en flue –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men hvor vil du da hen?
 

BORKMAN.
 Bare gå og gå og gå. Se, om jeg kan vinde frem til frihed og til liv og til mennesker igen. Vil du gå med mig, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg? Nu?
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja, ja, – nu straks!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Men hvor langt da?
 

BORKMAN.
 Så langt jeg bare kan.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, men tænk dig da om. Ude i denne våde, kolde vinternatten –
 

BORKMAN

(med rå strubelyd).
 

Åhå, – frøkenen er bekymret for sin helbred? Ja-ja, – den er jo skrøbelig, den.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det er din helbred, jeg er bekymret for.
 

BORKMAN.
 Håhåhå! En død mands helbred! Jeg må le af dig, Ella!
 

(han går videre.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(efter ham; holder ham fast).
 

Hvad var det, du sa’, at du var?
 

BORKMAN.
 En død mand, sa’ jeg. Mindes du ikke, Gunhild sa’, jeg skulde bare holde mig rolig, der jeg lå?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(besluttet, kaster kåben om sig).
 

Jeg går med dig, John.
 

BORKMAN.
 Ja vi to, vi hører jo også sammen, vi, Ella. (går videre) Kom så!
 

(De er efterhånden nået ind i småskogen til venstre. Denne skjuler dem lidt efter lidt, så de ikke mere ses. Huset og gårdspladsen tabes af sigte. Landskabet, med lier og højdedrag, forandrer sig stadig langsomt og bliver vildere og vildere.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIMS STEMME

(høres inde i skogen til højre).
 

Hvor er det, vi går, John? Jeg kender mig ikke igen her.
 

BORKMANS STEMME

(højere oppe).
 

Hold dig bare i snesporene efter mig!
 

ELLA RENTHEIMS STEMME.
 Men hvorfor behøver vi at stige så højt da?
 

BORKMANS STEMME

(nærmere).
 

Vi må opad den krogede stien.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(fremdeles skjult).
 

Å, men jeg årker snart ikke mer.
 

BORKMAN

(i skogkanten til højre).
 

Kom, kom! Nu er vi ikke langt fra udsigten. Der stod en bænk før i tiden –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(kommer tilsyne mellem træerne).
 

Mindes du den?
 

BORKMAN.
 Der kan du hvile dig.
 

(De er komne frem på en liden, højtliggende, åben slette i skogen. Lien stiger brat op bag dem. Til venstre, dybt nede, et vidtstrakt landskab med fjord og høje, fjerne åsrækker over hverandre. På sletten til venstre et uddød furutræ med en bænk under. Sneen ligger høj på sletten.)
 

(Borkman og efter ham Ella Rentheim fra højre vader med møje gennem sneen.)
 

BORKMAN

(standser ved dybet til venstre).
 

Kom her, Ella, så skal du få se.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(hos ham).
 

Hvad er det, du vil vise mig, John?
 

BORKMAN

(peger udad).
 

Ser du, hvor landet ligger frit og åbent for os – vidt ud over?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Der på bænken sad vi ofte før, – og så endnu langt, langt videre ud over.
 

BORKMAN.
 Det var et drømmeland, vi så ud over dengang.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nikker tungt).
 

Vort livs drømmeland var det, ja. Og nu er det land snedækt. – Og det gamle træ er dødt.
 

BORKMAN

(uden at høre på hende).
 

Kan du skimte røgen af de store dampskibene ude på fjorden?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg kan. – De kommer og de går. De bringer forbundsliv hele jorden rundt. De skaber lys og varme over sjælene i mange tusend hjem. Det var det, jeg drømte om at skabe.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(stille).
 

Og så blev det ved drømmen.
 

BORKMAN.
 Det blev ved drømmen, ja. (lytter.) Og hør der nede ved elven, du! Fabrikerne går! Mine fabriker! Alle de, som jeg vilde skabt! Hør bare, hvor de går. De har natarbejde. Nat og dag arbejder de altså. Hør, hør! Hjulene hvirvler og valserne lyner – rundt, rundt! Kan du ikke høre det, Ella?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej.
 

BORKMAN.
 Jeg kan høre det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(ængstelig).
 

Jeg tror, du ta’r fejl, John.
 

BORKMAN

(mere og mere opildnet).
 

Å, men alt dette her – det er bare ligesom udenværkerne omkring riget, det, må du vide!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Riget, siger du? Hvilket rige –?
 

BORKMAN.
 Mit rige vel! Det rige, jeg var lige vel at tage i besiddelse den gang jeg – den gang jeg døde.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(stille, rystet).
 

Å, John, John!
 

BORKMAN.
 Og nu ligger det der – forsvarsløst, herreløst, – udsat for røveres overfald og plyndring. – Ella! Ser du fjeldrækkerne der – langt borte? Den ene bagenfor den anden. De højner sig. De tårner sig. Det er mit dybe, endeløse, uudtømmelige rige!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Å, men der står et så isnende pust fra det rige, John!
 

BORKMAN.
 Det pust virker som livsluft på mig. Det pust kommer til mig som en hilsen fra underdanige ånder. Jeg fornemmer dem, de bundne millioner; jeg føler malmårerne, som strækker sine bugtede, grenede, lokkende arme ud efter mig. Jeg så dem for mig som levendegjorte skygger – den nat, da jeg stod i bankkælderen med lygten i hånden. I vilde frigøres dengang. Og jeg prøvte på det. Men jeg mægted det ikke. Skatten sank i dybet igen. (med fremrakte hænder.) Men jeg vil hviske det til jer her i nattestilheden. Jeg elsker eder, der I ligger skindøde i dybet og i mørket! Jeg elsker eder, I livkrævende værdier – med alt eders lysende følge af magt og ære. Jeg elsker, elsker, elsker eder!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(i stille, stigende oprør).
 

Ja, der nede har du din kærlighed endnu, John. Har altid havt den der. Men her oppe i dagen, du, – her var der et varmt, levende menneskehjerte, som banked og slog for dig. Og dette hjerte, det knuste du. Å, mere end det! Tifold værre! Du solgte det for – for –
 

BORKMAN

(ryster; det går ligesom koldt igennem ham).
 

For rigets – og magtens – og ærens skyld, – mener du?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Ja, det mener jeg. Jeg har sagt dig det før engang ikveld. Du har myrdet kærlighedslivet i den kvinde, som elsked dig. Og som du elsked igen. Så vidt du kunde elske nogen da. (med opløftet arm.) Og derfor så spår jeg dig det, – John Gabriel Borkman, – du vinder aldrig den pris, du kræved for mordet. Du får aldrig holde noget sejersindtog i dit kolde, mørke rige!
 

BORKMAN

(vakler hen til bænken og sætter sig tungt ned).
 

Jeg frygter næsten, at du får ret i den spådom, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(henne hos ham).
 

Du skal ikke frygte for det, John. Just det vilde være det bedste, som kunde times dig.
 

BORKMAN

(med et skrig; griber sig for brystet).
 

Ah –! (mat.) Nu slap den mig.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(rusker i ham).
 

Hvad var det, John!
 

BORKMAN

(synker bagover mod lænet).
 

Det var en ishånd, som greb mig i hjertet.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 John! Fornam du ishånden nu!
 

BORKMAN

(mumler).
 

Nej. – Ingen ishånd. – En malmhånd var det.
 

(han glider helt ned på bænken.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(river kåben af sig og dækker over ham).
 

Bliv rolig liggende, der du ligger! Jeg skal gå og hente hjælp til dig.
 

(hun gør et par skridt mod højre; så standser hun, går tilbage og føler længe på hans puls og hans ansigt.)
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(sagte og fast).
 

Nej. Bedst så, John Borkman. Bedst så for dig.
 

(hun breder kåben tættere om ham og sætter sig ned i sneen foran bænken.)
 

(Kort stilhed.)
 

(Fru Borkman, hyllet i overtøj, kommer gennem skogen til højre. Foran hende stuepigen med en tændt lygte.)
 

STUEPIGEN

(lyser i sneen).
 

Jo, jo, frue. Her har vi sporene efter dem –
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ser spejdende om sig).
 

Ja, her er de! Der borte sidder de på bænken. (råber.) Ella!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(rejser sig).
 

Leder du efter os?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(hårdt).
 

Ja, det må jeg vel gøre.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(peger).
 

Se, her ligger han, Gunhild.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Sover!
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nikker).
 

En dyb og lang søvn, tror jeg.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(udbrydende).
 

Ella! (behersker sig og spørger dæmpet.) Er det sket – frivilligt?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(lettet).
 

Altså ikke ved egen hånd?
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Nej. Det var en isnende malmhånd, som tog ham i hjertet.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(til pigen).
 

Hent hjælp. Få fat på folk fra gården.
 

STUEPIGEN.
 Ja vel, frue. (sagte.) I Jøssu navn da –
 

(hun går ud gennem skogen til højre.)
 

FRU BORKMAN

(står bagved bænken).
 

Natteluften har altså dræbt ham –
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Så er det vel.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 – ham, den stærke mand.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(går hen foran bænken).
 

Vil du ikke se på ham, Gunhild?
 

FRU BORKMAN

(afværgende).
 

Nej, nej, nej. (dæmper stemmen.) Han var en bergmands søn, – han, bankchefen. Kunde ikke tåle det friske drag.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Det var nok snarere kulden, som dræbte ham.
 

FRU BORKMAN

(ryster på hodet).
 

Kulden, siger du? Kulden, – den havde dræbt ham for længe siden.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(nikker til hende).
 

Og skabt os to om til skygger, ja.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Du har ret i det.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM

(med et smærteligt smil).
 

En død og to skygger, – det har kulden virket.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Ja, hjertekulden. – Og så kan vel vi to række hinanden hånden da, Ella.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Jeg tænker, vi kan det nu.
 

FRU BORKMAN.
 Vi to tvillingsøstre – over ham, vi begge har elsket.
 

ELLA RENTHEIM.
 Vi to skygger – over den døde mand.
 

(Fru Borkman, bag bænken, og Ella Rentheim foran, rækker hinanden hænderne.)
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DE OPTRÆDENDE PERSONER
 

PROFESSOR ARNOLD RUBEK, billedhugger.
 

FRU MAJA RUBEK, hans hustru.
 

INSPEKTØREN VED BADET.
 GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 EN REJSENDE DAME.
 EN DIAKONISSE.
 TJENERE, BADEGÆSTER OG BØRN.
 

(Første akt foregår ved et kystbad. Anden og tredje akt i nærheden og i omegnen af et højfjeldssanatorium.)
 






  








FØRSTE AKT
 

(Udenfor badehotellet, hvis hovedbygning delvis ses til højre. Åben parklignende plads med springvand, grupper af store, gamle trær og buskvækster. Til venstre en liden pavillon, næsten dækket af murgrønt og vild vin. Bord og en stol udenfor. I baggrunden udsigt over fjorden, lige til havet, med landtunger og små holmer i det fjerne. Det er en stille, solvarm sommerformiddag.)
 

(Professor Rubek og fru Maja sidder i kurvstole ved et dækket bord på plænen udenfor hotellet og har spist frokost. Nu drikker de champagne og selters og har hver sin avis i hånden. Professoren er en ældre, distingueret herre, klædt i sort fløjels jakke og for øvrigt sommerligt antrukken. Fru Maja er ganske ungdommelig, med et livfuldt ansigt og muntre drillende øjne, dog med et anstrøg af træthed. Klædt i elegant rejsedragt.)
 

FRU MAJA

(sidder en stund ligesom ventende på, at professoren skal sige noget. Så lader hun bladet synke og sukker).
 

Uh nej, nej –!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser op fra sin avis).
 

Nå Maja? Hvad er der i vejen med dig?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hør bare, hvor lydløst her er.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler overbærende).
 

Og det kan du høre?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvilket?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det lydløse?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, det kan jeg da rigtignok.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå, du har kanske ret, mein Kind. Man kan virkelig høre lydløsheden.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, det skal gud vide en kan. Når den er så rent overvældende som her, så –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Som her ved badet, mener du?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Overalt her hjemme, mener jeg. Inde i byen var der jo larm og uro nok. Men alligevel, – jeg syntes, at selve larmen og uroen havde noget dødt over sig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(med et forskende blik).
 

Er du ikke videre glad for, at du er kommen hjem igen, Maja?
 

FRU MAJA

(ser på ham).
 

Er du glad?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(undvigende).
 

Jeg –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja. Du, som har været så meget, meget længere borte end jeg. Er du rigtig glad nu, da du er hjemme igen?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nej – oprigtig talt – ikke sådan rigtig glad –
 

FRU MAJA

(livfuldt).
 

Der kan du bare se! Var det ikke det, jeg vidste!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg har kanske været altfor længe borte. Er kommen helt væk fra alt dette her, – dette her hjemlige.
 

FRU MAJA

(ivrig, rykker sin stol nærmere til ham).
 

Der kan du bare se, Rubek! Lad os lige så godt rejse vor vej igen! Så fort vi bare kan.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lidt utålmodig).
 

Ja-ja, det er jo også meningen, kære Maja. Det véd du da.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men hvorfor ikke nu straks? Tænk, vi som kunde ha’ det så lunt og mageligt dernede i vort nye, dejlige hus –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler overbærende).
 

Egentlig skulde man vel si’e: vort nye, dejlige hjem.
 

FRU MAJA

(kort).
 

Jeg siger heller hus. Lad os bli’ ved det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser dvælende på hende).
 

Du er i grunden en underlig liden person.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Er jeg så underlig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, jeg synes det.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men hvorfor da? Er det kanske, fordi jeg ikke har så’n svær lyst til at ligge og føjte omkring her oppe –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvem af os var det, som på død og liv vilde ha’, at vi skulde rejse nordover i sommer?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå, det var vel mig, det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, mig var det sandelig ikke.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men Herregud, – hvem kunde også ane, at alting skulde ha’ forvandlet sig så forfærdeligt herhjemme! Og det på så kort en tid da! Tænk, det er jo ikke mere end godt og vel en fire år siden jeg rejste ud –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 – som gift, ja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Gift? Hvad skulde det gøre til sagen?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vedbliver).
 

– blev Frau Professor og fik dig et prægtigt hjem, – om forladelse, – et herskabeligt hus skulde jeg vel sige. Og en villa ved Taunitzer See, hvor det jo nu er ble’t aller finest –. Ja, for fint og prægtigt er det alt sammen, Maja, det tør jeg nok sige. Og rummeligt også. Vi behøver ikke altid at hænge sådan over hinanden –
 

FRU MAJA

(henkastende).
 

Nej, nej, nej, – husrum og sligt noget, det skorter det jo slet ikke på –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og så det, at du kom ind i finere og rummeligere forholde overhodet. I mere anstandsfuld omgang, end den, du var vant til hjemme.
 

FRU MAJA

(ser på ham).
 

Nå, så du tror, det er mig, som er ble’t forandret?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja jeg tror såmæn det, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Bare mig? Ikke menneskene her?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å jo, de også. En smule kanske. Og slet ikke i retning af det elskelige. Det kan jeg godt indrømme.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, det må du da sagtens indrømme.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(slår om).
 

Véd du, hvad for en stemning jeg kommer i, når jeg ser på menneskelivet her omkring mig?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej? Sig det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Da kommer jeg til at huske på den natten, vi rejste opover med jernbanen –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Da sad du jo og sov i kupéen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke ganske. Jeg mærked, at det blev så lydløst ved alle de små stoppestederne –. Jeg hørte lydløsheden, – ligesom du, Maja –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hm, – ligesom jeg, ja.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 – og så forstod jeg, at nu var vi kommet over grænsen. Nu var vi rigtig hjemme. For ved alle de små stoppestederne holdt toget stille, – skønt der ingen trafik var.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvorfor holdt det så stille. Når der ingenting var?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Véd ikke. Ingen rejsende steg ud og ingen kom ind. Og toget, det holdt stille en lang, endeløs stund alligevel. Og ved hver station hørte jeg, at der var to banemænd, som gik på perronen, – den ene havde en lygte i hånden, – og de talte med hinanden, dæmpet og klangløst og intetsigende ud i natten.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, du har ret i det. Der går altid et par mænd og taler sammen –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 – om ingenting. (slår over i en kvikkere tone.) Men vent nu bare til imorgen. Da har vi det store magelige dampskib inde på havnen. Så går vi ombord og sejler kysten rundt; – helt nord; – – lige ind i ishavet.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, men så får du jo ingenting se af landet – og af livet. Og det var jo just det, du vilde.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(kort, uvillig).
 

Jeg har set mere end nok.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Tror du, at en sjørejse vilde være bedre for dig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det er altid en afveksling.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja-ja, hvis det bare er godt for dig, så –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For mig? Godt? Jeg fejler jo ikke nogen verdens ting.
 

FRU MAJA

(rejser sig og går hen til ham).
 

Jo, du gør, Rubek. Og det må du da føle selv.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men, kæreste Maja, – hvad skulde da det være for noget?
 

FRU MAJA

(bag ham, bøjer sig frem over stolryggen.)
 

Sig du mig det. Du er begyndt at gå omkring uden rist eller ro. Finder ikke hvile nogensteds. Hverken hjemme eller ude. Rent menneskesky er du ble’t på det sidste.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lidt spotsk).
 

Nej virkelig, – har du lagt mærke til det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det kan da ikke undgå nogen, som kender dig. Og så synes jeg, det er så sørgeligt, at du har tabt lysten til at arbejde.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Har jeg det også?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Tænk, du, som før kunde arbejde så utrættelig, – både sent og tidligt!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(formørket).
 

Ja før, ja –.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men lige siden du fik dit store mesterværk vel fra hånden –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker tankefuldt).
 

„Opstandelsens dag” –
 

FRU MAJA.
 – det, som er gået hele verden over. Som har gjort dig så berømt –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det er kanske ulykken, det, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvorfor det?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Da jeg havde skabt dette mit mesterværk – – (slår i hæftighed ud med hånden.) – for „Opstandelsens dag” er et mesterværk! Eller var det fra først af. Nej, det er det endnu. Skal, skal, skal være et mesterværk!
 

FRU MAJA

(ser forundret på ham).
 

Ja Rubek, – det er jo da noget, som hele verden véd.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(kort, afvisende).
 

Hele verden véd ingenting! Forstår ingenting!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå, så aner de da vel i alle fald noget –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Noget, som slet ikke er der, ja. Noget, som aldrig har været i min tanke. Se, det falder de i henrykkelse over! (brummer hen for sig.) Det er ikke møjen værd at gå der og slide sig ud for mobben og massen – og for „hele verden”.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Synes du da, det er bedre, – eller at det er dig værdigt at gå der og gøre bare sådan en portrætbyste en gang imellem?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler lunt).
 

Det er ikke rigtige portrætbyster, det, som jeg går der og laver, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jo, det er det da, ved Gud, – i de to-tre sidste år, – lige siden du fik din store gruppe færdig og ud af huset –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det er alligevel ikke rene portrætbyster, siger jeg dig.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvad er det da for noget?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Der ligger noget fordægtigt, noget fordulgt, indenfor og bagenfor de bysterne, – noget lønligt, som ikke menneskene kan se –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Så?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afgørende).
 

Bare jeg kan se det. Og det morer mig så inderligt. – Udenpå er det denne „slående lighed”, som det heder, og som folk står og gaber så forbauset på – (sænker stemmen.) – men i sin dybeste grund er det agtværdige, hæderlige hestefjæs og énvise æselsnuder og slukørede, lavpandede hundeskaller og mæskede svinehoder, – og slappe. brutale studekontrafejer også iblandt –
 

FRU MAJA

(ligegyldig).
 

– alle de kære husdyr altså.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Bare de kære husdyr, Maja. Alle de dyr, som menneskene har forkvaklet i sit billede. Og som har forkvaklet menneskene til gengæld. (tømmer champagneglasset og ler.) Og disse lumske kunstværker er det, som de gode velstandsfolk kommer og bestiller hos mig. Og betaler i god tro – og i dyre domme. Vejer op med guld næsten, som man siger.
 

FRU MAJA

(skænker i hans glas).
 

Fy, Rubek! Drik nu og vær glad.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(stryger sig gentagende over panden og læner sig tilbage i stolen).
 

Jeg er glad, Maja. Virkelig glad. På en måde da. (tier lidt.) For der er dog en viss lykke i det at føle sig fri og uberoende til alle sider. Ha’ fuldt op af alle de ting, som en kan falde på at ønske sig. Sådan udvendig da. – Synes ikke du det samme som jeg, Maja?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å jo såmæn. Det er jo bra’ nok, det også. (ser på ham.) Men kan du huske, hvad du lovte mig den dag, vi blev enige om – om dette vanskelige –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker).
 

– enige om, at vi to skulde gifte os sammen. Det holdt jo lidt hårdt for dig, det, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA

(vedbliver uforstyrret).
 

– og at jeg skulde få rejse med dig til udlandet og bo der for bestandig – og ha’ det godt. – Kan du huske, hvad du lovte mig dengang?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ryster på hodet).
 

Nej, jeg kan sandelig ikke. Nå, hvad lovte jeg dig så?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Du sa’, at du vilde ta’ mig med dig op på et højt berg og vise mig al verdens herlighed.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(studser).
 

Lovte jeg virkelig dig også det?
 

FRU MAJA

(ser på ham).
 

Mig også? Hvem ellers?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ligegyldigt).
 

Nej, nej, jeg mener bare, om jeg lovte at vise dig –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 – al verdens herlighed. Ja, det sa’ du. Og al den herlighed skulde være min og din, sa’ du.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det er sådant et mundheld, som jeg plejed bruge før i tiden.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Bare et mundheld?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, noget fra skoledagene. Sligt noget, som jeg lokked naboungerne med, når jeg vilde ha’ dem ud og lege med mig i skog og fjeld.
 

FRU MAJA

(ser fast på ham).
 

Vilde du kanske bare ha’ mig ud og lege også?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(slår det hen i spøg).
 

Nå, har det ikke været en nokså fornøjelig leg, Maja?
 

FRU MAJA

(koldt).
 

Jeg rejste ikke med dig bare for at lege.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nej, nej, kan så være, det.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Og du tog mig heller aldrig med dig op på noget højt berg og viste mig –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(irriteret).
 

– al verdens herlighed? Nej, jeg gjorde ikke det. For jeg skal sige dig noget: du er ikke egentlig skabt til bergstiger, lille Maja.
 

FRU MAJA

(søger at beherske sig).
 

Da lod det dog til, at du syntes det engang.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For en fire-fem år siden, ja. (strækker sig i stolen.) Fire-fem år, – det er en lang, lang tid, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA

(ser på ham med et bittert udtryk).
 

Har den tiden faldet dig så svært lang, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Den begynder ligesom at falde mig lidt lang nu. (gaber.) Sådan en gang imellem.
 

FRU MAJA

(går over til sin plads).
 

Jeg skal ikke kede dig længer.
 

(hun sætter sig i sin stol, tager avisen og blader i den.)
 

(Taushed fra begge sider.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(læner sig med albuerne frem over bordet og ser tirrende på hende).
 

Er professorinden fornærmet?
 

FRU MAJA

(koldt, uden at se op).
 

Nej, slet ikke.
 

(Badegæster, mest damer, begynder at komme enkeltvis og i grupper gennem parken fra højre og ud til venstre.)
 

(Opvartere bringer forfriskninger fra hotellet ud bag pavillonen.)
 

(Inspektøren, med handsker og stok i hånden, kommer fra sin rundgang i parken, møder gæsterne, hilser forbindtligt og veksler nogle ord med enkelte af dem.)
 

INSPEKTØREN

(går frem til professor Rubeks bord og tager hatten høfligt af).
 

Ærbødigst god morgen, fru professorinde. – God morgen, herr professor.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 God morgen, god morgen, herr inspektør.
 

INSPEKTØREN

(henvendt til fru Maja).
 

Tør man spørge, om herskabet har havt en rolig nat?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jo, mange tak; aldeles udmærket – for mit vedkommende. Sover altid som en sten om nætterne.
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Fornøjer mig særdeles. Den første nat på et fremmed sted kan tidt være nokså ubehagelig. – Og herr professoren –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å med min nattesøvn er det dårligt bevendt. Især i den sidste tid.
 

INSPEKTØREN

(lader deltagende).
 

Å – det gør mig da ondt. Men nogen ugers ophold her ved badet, – så vil det rette på sig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser op på ham.)
 

Sig mig, herr inspektør, – er der nogen af Deres patienter, som bruger at ta’ bad ved nattetid?
 

INSPEKTØREN

(forundret).
 

Ved nattetid? Nej, det har jeg da aldrig hørt tale om.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke det?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Nej, jeg véd ikke af, at der er nogen så syge her, at det skulde behøves.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå, men er her da nogen, som bruger at gå tur i parken om natten?
 

INSPEKTØREN

(smiler og ryster på hodet).
 

Nej, herr professor, – det vilde være imod reglementet.
 

FRU MAJA

(blir utålmodig).
 

Herregud, Rubek, det er, som jeg sa’ dig i morges, – du har drømt.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tørt).
 

Så? Har jeg det? Tak! (vender sig til inspektøren.) Jeg stod nemlig op i nat; for jeg kunde ikke få sove. Og så vilde jeg se efter vejret –
 

INSPEKTØREN

(opmærksom).
 

Ja vel, herr professor? Og så –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Så ser jeg ud af vinduet, – og så får jeg øje på en lys skikkelse der inde mellem trærne.
 

FRU MAJA

(smilende til inspektøren).
 

Og professoren fortæller, at skikkelsen var klædt i badedragt –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 – eller i noget lignende, sa’ jeg. Jeg kunde ikke skelne det så nøje. Men noget hvidt var det, jeg så.
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Højst mærkværdigt. Var det en herre eller en dame?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det forekom mig ganske bestemt, at det måtte være en dame. Men bag efter kom der en anden skikkelse. Og den var ganske mørk. Ligesom en skygge –
 

INSPEKTØREN

(studsende).
 

En mørk en? Ganske sort kanske?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, det så næsten slig ud for mine øjne.
 

INSPEKTØREN

(som der går et lys op for).
 

Og bag efter den hvide? Lige bag efter hende –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja. I nogen afstand –
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Aha! Da kan jeg kanske gi’ Dem forklaringen, herr professor.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå, hvad var det så for noget?
 

FRU MAJA

(samtidigt).
 

Har virkelig ikke professoren ligget og drømt!
 

INSPEKTØREN

(pludselig hviskende, idet han tyder mod baggrunden til højre).
 

Hys, mine herskaber! Se der henne –. Tal ikke højt om dette her nu.
 

(En slank dame, klædt i fint, krémfarvet hvidt kashmir, og fulgt af en diakonisse i sort og med et sølvkors i kæde på brystet, kommer frem bag hotelhjørnet og går gennem parken over mod pavillonen til venstre i forgrunden. Hendes ansigt er blegt og trækkene ligesom stivnede; øjenlågene sænkede og øjnene synes uden sekraft. Hendes dragt er fodsid og slutter i lige, nedfaldende folder til legemet. Over hodet,nakken, brystet, skuldrene og armene har hun et stort, hvidt krepsjal. Armene holder hun korslagte op for sig over brystet. Stillingen ubevægelig. Skridtene stive og afmålte. Diakonissens holdning er ligeledes afmålt og ligesom en tjenerindes. Hun følger damen ufravendt med de brune, stikkende øjne. Opvartere med servietten på armen kommer frem i hotellets dør og kikker nysgærrigt efter de to fremmede. Disse agter intet og går uden at se sig om ind i pavillonen.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(har rejst sig langsomt og uvilkårligt op fra stolen og stirrer mod denlukkede pavillondør).
 

Hvem var den dame?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Det var en fremmed dame, som har lejet den lille pavillonen der.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Udenlandsk?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Sandsynligvis det. De kom i alle fald begge to hertil fra udlandet. For en uges tid siden. Har aldrig været her før.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(bestemt, ser på ham).
 

Det var hende, jeg så i parken inat.
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Det må det visst ha’ været. Jeg tænkte det straks.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad heder den dame, herr inspektør?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Hun har skrevet sig ind som: Madame de Satow med selskabsdame. Mere véd vi ikke.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tænker sig om).
 

Satow? Satow –?
 

FRU MAJA

(ler spotsk).
 

Kender du nogen af det navn, Rubek? Hvad?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ryster på hodet).
 

Nej, slet ingen. – Satow? Det klinger som russisk. Eller som slavisk i alle fald. (til inspektøren.) Hvad sprog taler hun?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Når de to damer taler sammen , så er det i et sprog, som jeg ikke kan bli’ klog på. Men ellers taler hun ægte godt norsk.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(udbryder studsende).
 

Norsk! Ta’r De ikke fejl i det?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Nej, det kan jeg da ikke ta’ fejl i.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser spændt på ham).
 

De har selv hørt det!
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Ja. Jeg har selv talt med hende. Nogle få gange. – Bare et par ord forresten. For hun er svært fåmælt. Men –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men norsk var det?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Rent, godt norsk. Måske med en liden smule nordlandsk tonefald.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(stirrer betaget hen for sig og hvisker):
 

Det også.
 

FRU MAJA

(lidt stødt og ilde berørt).
 

Kanske den damen engang har stået model for dig, Rubek? Tænk dig om.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser hvasst på hende).
 

Model!
 

FRU MAJA

(med et tirrende smil).
 

Ja, i dine yngre år, mener jeg. For du skal jo ha’ havt så utallig mange modeller. Før i tiden naturligvis.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(i samme tone).
 

Å nej, lille fru Maja. Jeg har i grunden bare havt en eneste model. En eneste en – for alt det, jeg har skabt.
 

INSPEKTØREN

(som har vendt sig og stået og set ud til venstre).
 

Ja desværre, nu vil jeg nok helst anbefale mig. For der har vi en, som det ikke er så overvættes behageligt at støde sammen med. Især ikke i damers nærværelse.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser også udover).
 

Den jægeren, som kommer der? Hvem er det?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Det er godsejer Ulfhejm ude fra –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å godsejer Ulfhejm.
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 – bjørnedræberen, som de kalder ham –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ham kender jeg.
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Ja, hvem kender ikke ham?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Bare en liden smule forresten. Er han ble’t patient – nu endelig?
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Nej, mærkeligt nok, – endnu ikke. Han ta’r bare ind her en gang om året, – når han er på vejen opover til jagtmarkerne. – Undskyld så længe –
 

(han vil gå ind i hotellet.)
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJMS STEMME

(høres udenfor).
 

Så bi da lidt! Bi da, for salte fanden! Hvorfor render De altid fra mig?
 

INSPEKTØREN

(standser).
 

Render sletikke, herr godsejer.
 

(Godsejer Ulfhejm kommer ind fra venstre, fulgt af en tjener, som fører et kobbel jagthunde. Godsejeren er i jægerdragt, med høje støvler og filthat med fjær i. Han er en mager, lang, senet skikkelse, med filtret hår og skæg, højrøstet, af ubestemmelig alder efter udseendet, men ikke ung længer.)
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(buser imod inspektøren).
 

Er det en måde at ta’ imod fremmede folk på, De? De piler jo afsted med svandsen mellem bagbenene, – som om De havde en dævel i haserne på Dem.
 

INSPEKTØREN

(rolig, uden at svare ham ).
 

Er godsejeren kommen med dampskibet?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(brummer).
 

Har ikke havt den ære at se noget dampskib. (med hænderne i siden). Véd ikke De, at jeg sejler med min egen kutter? (til tjeneren.) Sørg godt for dine medskabninger, Lars. Men pass på, at de blir skrubsulte ligevel. Friske kødben. Men ikke for meget kød på, hører du. Og råt, rygende blodigt skal det være. Og få dig så noget i vommen selv også. (sparker efter ham.) Nå, far så til helvede med dig.
 

(tjeneren går ud med hundene bag hotelhjørnet.)
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Vil ikke godsejeren gå ind i spisesalen så længe?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ind til alle de halvdøde fluer og mennesker? Nej, mange tusend tak for mig, herr inspektør.
 

INSPEKTØREN.
 Jaja, efter behag.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Men lad jomfruen gøre istand udrustningen for mig som vanligt. Rigeligt må det være med mad. Og dygtig brændevin –! De kan sige hende, at jeg eller Lars skal komme og rende en dævel i hende, dersom hun ikke –
 

INSPEKTØREN

(afbrydende).
 

Vi kender det fra før. (vender sig.) Skal jeg bringe opvarteren nogen besked, herr professor? Eller kanske for fru Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nej tak; ingenting for mig.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ikke for mig heller.
 

(Inspektøren går ind i hotellet.)
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(fikserer dem et øjeblik; så løfter han på hatten).
 

Død og knakende pine. Her er nok en bondekøter kommen i fin-fint selskab.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser op).
 

Hvad mener godsejeren med det?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(spagere og mere manérlig).
 

Jeg er nok raget ud for selveste billedmester Rubek, kan jeg skønne.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker).
 

Vi har mødt hinanden et par gange i selskabslivet. Den høst jeg sidst var hjemme.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ja men det er nu mange år siden, det. Og den tiden var De jo ikke så navnkendt, som De nu skal være ble’t. Så da turde da selv en skidden bjørnejæger driste sig til at komme Dem nær.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler).
 

Jeg bider ikke nu heller.
 

FRU MAJA

(ser interesseret på Ulfhejm).
 

Er De en virkelig, rigtig bjørnejæger?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(sætter sig ved nabobordet, nærmere hotellet).
 

Helst bjørnejæger, frue. Men ellers tar jeg til takke med hvad slags vildt, som kommer ud for mig. Både ørn og ulv og kvindfolk og elg og ren –. Bare det er friskt og frodigt og blodrigt, så –
 

(han drikker af lommeflasken.)
 

FRU MAJA

(betragter ham ufravendt).
 

Men helst bjørnejæger?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Helst, ja. For da kan en så nemt bruge kniven, om det kniber. (smiler lidt.) Vi arbejder med et hårdt materiale begge to, frue, – både jeg og Deres mand. Han maser vel med marmorstenen, kan jeg tænke mig. Og jeg maser med spændte, dirrende bjørnesener. Og begge så lægger vi materialet under os tilslut. Gør os til herre og mester over det. Gi’er os ikke, før vi har vundet bugt med det, som strider så hårdt imod.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tænkende hen for sig).
 

Det er et nokså sandt ord, De der siger.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ja, for stenen har vel også noget at stride for, véd jeg. Den er død og vil med vold og magt ikke la’ sig hamre til liv. Akkurat ligesom bjørnen, når nogen kommer og pirker ved den i hiet.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Vil De nu rejse op og jage i skogene?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Helt op på højfjeldet vil jeg. – De har vel aldrig været på højfjeldet, De, frue?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej aldrig.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Død og pine, så se at komme Dem derop nu i sommer da! De kan få følge med mig. Gerne både De og professoren.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Tak. Men Rubek tænker på en sjørejse i sommer.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Indenskærs rundt kysten.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Tvi, – hvad fanden vil De derinde i de helvedes kvalme rendestenene! Tænke sig til – at ligge der og somle i brakvandet. – Brækvandet vilde jeg heller kalde det.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Der kan du høre, Rubek.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Nej, kom så heller med mig op på fjeldet. Der er menneskefrit og menneskerént. De kan ikke tænke Dem, hvad det er for mig. Men slig en liden frue –
 

(han standser.)
 

(Diakonissen kommer ud fra pavillonen og går ind i hotellet.)
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(følger hende med øjnene).
 

Se på hende der, De. Den svarte fuglen. – Hvem er det, som skal begraves?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg véd ikke, at her er nogen –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Nå, så ligger her nogen og skal krepere da. I en eller anden krog. – De som syge og skrale er, de skulde værs’god se til at bli’ begravne – jo før jo heller.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Har De selv været syg, herr godsejer?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Aldrig. For så sad jeg ikke her. – Men mine nærmeste, – de har været syge, stakker.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Og hvad har De så gjort for Deres nærmeste?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Skudt dem, naturligvis.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser på ham).
 

Skudt dem?
 

FRU MAJA

(rykker sin stol tilbage).
 

Skudt dem ihjæl?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(nikker).
 

Jeg skyder aldrig bom, frue.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men hvor kan De da falde på at skyde mennesker ihjæl!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Jeg snakker ikke om mennesker –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Deres nærmeste, sa’ De –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Mine nærmeste, det er da vel hundene, det.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Er hundene Deres nærmeste?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Jeg har ingen nærmere. Mine ærlige, trofaste, grundhæderlige jagtkammerater –. Når en af dem blir syg og skrøbelig, så – plaff! Dermed er vennen ekspederet – over i det hinsidige.
 

(Diakonissen kommer ud fra hotellet med et bret, hvorpå mælk og brød, og sætter det fra sig på bordet udenfor pavillonen, som hun atter gårind i.)
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(ler hånligt).
 

Det der, – det skal betyde menneskeføde, det! Mælkeblande og mygt, klissent brød. Nej, De skulde se mine kammerater æde! Har De lyst til at se på det?
 

FRU MAJA

(smiler over til professoren og rejser sig).
 

Ja, gerne det.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(rejser sig også).
 

De er rigtig en habil dame, De, frue. Kom så med mig. Store, digre kødknokler sluger de hele. Gulper dem op igen og sluger dem påny. Å, det er en ren svir at se på. Kom her, så skal jeg vise Dem det. Og så skal vi snakke lidt mere om denne fjeldturen –
 

(Han går ud om hjørnet af hotellet. Fru Maja følger efter ham.)
 

(Næsten i det samme kommer den fremmede dame ud fra pavillonen og sætter sig ved bordet.)
 

DAMEN

(løfter mælkeglasset og vil drikke, men standser og ser hen på Rubek med tomme udtryksløse øjne).
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(blir siddende ved sit bord og stirrer alvorlig og afravendt på hende. Endelig rejser han sig, går nogle skridt nærmere, standser og siger dæmpet):
 

Jeg kender dig godt igen, Irene.
 

DAMEN

(med klangløst mæle, sætter glasset ned).
 

Kan du gætte dig til det, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(uden at svare).
 

Og du kender også mig igen, ser jeg.
 

DAMEN.
 Med dig er det en helt anden sag.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvorfor det, – med mig?
 

DAMEN.
 Jo, du er jo i live endnu.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(fatter ikke).
 

I live –?
 

DAMEN

(kort efter).
 

Hvem var den anden? Hun, som du havde hos dig – der ved bordet?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lidt nølende).
 

Hun? Det var min – min hustru.
 

DAMEN

(nikker langsomt).
 

Sådan. Det var godt, Arnold. Altså en, som ikke kommer mig ved –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(usikker).
 

Nej, det forstår sig da –
 

DAMEN.
 – en, som du har fået til dig efter min levetid altså.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser pludselig stivt på hende).
 

Efter din –? Hvorledes mener du det, Irene?
 

IRENE

(uden at svare).
 

Og barnet? Barnet lever jo også godt. Vort barn lever efter mig. I herlighed og ære.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler som i en fjern erindring).
 

Vort barn? Ja, vi kaldte det jo så – dengang.
 

IRENE.
 I levetiden, ja.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(søger at slå over i munterhed).
 

Ja, Irene, – nu kan du tro, „vort barn” er ble’t berømt over den hele vide verden. Du har da visst læst om det?
 

IRENE

(nikker).
 

Og har gjort sin far berømt også. – Det var din drøm.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(sagtere, bevæget).
 

Det er dig, jeg skylder alt, alt, Irene. Tak for det.
 

IRENE

(sidder lidt og grunder).
 

Hvis jeg dengang havde gjort min ret, Arnold –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå? Hvad så?
 

IRENE.
 Jeg skulde ha’ dræbt det barn.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Dræbt det, siger du!
 

IRENE

(hviskende).
 

Dræbt det – før jeg rejste fra dig. Knust det. Knust det til støv.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ryster bebrejdende på hodet).
 

Det havde du ikke kunnet, Irene. Du havde ikke hjerte til det.
 

IRENE.
 Nej, dengang havde jeg ikke den slags hjerte.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men siden? Bagefter?
 

IRENE.
 Bagefter har jeg dræbt det utallige gange. Ved dagslys og i mørke. Dræbt det i had – og i hævn – og i kval.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(går helt frem til bordet og spørger sagte):
 

Irene, – sig mig nu endelig – efter så mange år, – hvorfor rejste du fra mig dengang? Flygted så sporløst – og var ikke til at finde mere –
 

IRENE

(ryster langsomt på hodet).
 

Å, Arnold, – hvorfor sige dig det nu – da jeg er hinsides.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Var der nogen anden, du var kommen til at elske?
 

IRENE.
 Der var én, som ikke havde brug for min kærlighed. Ikke brug for mit liv længer.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afledende).
 

Hm, – lad os ikke tale mere om det fordums –
 

IRENE.
 Nej, nej, bare ikke tale om det hinsidige. Om det, som nu er hinsidigt for mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvor har du færdedes, Irene? Du har været ligesom udslettet for alle mine efterforskninger.
 

IRENE.
 Jeg gik ind i mørket – da barnet stod der i forklarelsens lys.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Har du rejst meget omkring i verden?
 

IRENE.
 Ja. Rejst i mange riger og lande.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser deltagende på hende).
 

Og hvad har du taget dig til, Irene?
 

IRENE

(retter øjnene på ham).
 

Bi lidt; lad mig se –. Jo, nu har jeg det. Jeg har stået på drejeskiven i varietéer. Stået som nøgen statue i levende billeder. Strøget mange penge ind. Det var jeg ikke vant til hos dig; for du havde ingen. – Og så har jeg været sammen med mandfolk, som jeg kunde gøre gale i hodet. – Det var jeg heller ikke vant til hos dig. Arnold. Du holdt bedre stand, du.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(haster forbi spørsmålet).
 

Og så har du jo giftet dig også?
 

IRENE.
 Ja; med en af dem.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvem er din mand?
 

IRENE.
 Han var en Sydamerikaner. Høj diplomat. (ser hen for sig med et forstenet smil.) Ham fik jeg gjort helt vanvittig; gal, – uhelbredelig gal; ubønhørlig gal. – Ret løjerligt, kan du tro, – så længe det forberedtes. Kunde gerne le indvendig fort væk. – Hvis jeg havde noget indvendigt.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvor lever han nu?
 

IRENE.
 Nede i en kirkegård et steds. Med et højt, stadseligt monument over sig. Og med en ranglende blykugle inde i hjerneskallen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Dræbte han sig selv?
 

IRENE.
 Ja. Han behaged at komme mig i forkøbet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Sørger du ikke over ham, Irene?
 

IRENE

(uforstående).
 

Hvem skulde jeg sørge over?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Over herr von Satow, vel.
 

IRENE.
 Han hed ikke Satow.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke?
 

IRENE.
 Min anden mand heder Satow. Han er russer –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvor er han henne?
 

IRENE.
 Langt borte i Uralbergene. Mellem alle sine guldminer.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Der lever han altså?
 

IRENE

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Lever? Lever? Egentlig har jeg dræbt ham –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(farer sammen).
 

Dræbt –?
 

IRENE.
 Dræbt med en fin, spids dolk, som jeg altid har med mig i sengen –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(i udbrud).
 

Jeg tror dig ikke, Irene!
 

IRENE

(smiler mildt).
 

Du kan så godt tro det, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser deltagende på hende).
 

Har du aldrig havt noget barn?
 

IRENE.
 Jo, jeg har havt mange børn.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvor er de børn henne nu?
 

IRENE.
 Jeg dræbte dem.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(strængt).
 

Nu sidder du og lyver for mig igen!
 

IRENE.
 Jeg har dræbt dem, siger jeg dig. Så ret inderligt har jeg myrdet dem. Så fort, så fort de bare kom til verden. Å, længe, længe før. Det ene efter det andet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tungt, alvorligt).
 

Der er noget fordulgt bag ved al din tale.
 

IRENE.
 Hvad kan jeg for det? Hvert ord, jeg siger dig, hviskes mig i øret.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg tror, jeg er den eneste, som aner meningen.
 

IRENE.
 Du burde vel være den eneste.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(støtter hænderne mod bordet og ser dybt på hende).
 

Der er strenge i dig, som er sprunget i stykker.
 

IRENE

(mildt).
 

Det gør det visst altid, når en ung blodsvulmende kvinde dør.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å Irene, kom dog bort fra disse forvildede forestillinger –! Du lever jo! Lever, – lever!
 

IRENE

(rejser sig langsomt op fra stolen og siger bævende).
 

Jeg var død i mange år. De kom og bandt mig. Snørte armene sammen på ryggen –. Så sænkte de mig ned i et gravkammer med jernstænger for lugen. Og med polstrede vægge, – så ingen ovenover på jorden kunde høre gravskrigene –. Men nu begynder jeg så halvvejs at stå op fra de døde.
 

(hun sætter sig atter.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lidt efter).
 

Holder du mig for at være den skyldige?
 

IRENE.
 Ja.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Skyldig i det, – som du kalder din død?
 

IRENE.
 Skyldig i det, at jeg måtte dø. (slår over i en ligegyldig tone.) Hvorfor sætter du dig ikke ned, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Tør jeg det?
 

IRENE.
 Ja. – Du skal ikke være ræd for kuldegysninger. For jeg tror ikke, jeg er rigtig isnet endnu.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(flytter en stol og sætter sig ved bordet.)
 

Se så, Irene. Nu sidder vi to sammen ligesom i fordums dage.
 

IRENE.
 Lidt på afstand fra hinanden. Også ligesom i fordums dage.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(rykker nærmere).
 

Det måtte så være dengang.
 

IRENE.
 Måtte det?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afgørende).
 

Der måtte være afstand mellem os –
 

IRENE.
 Ja, måtte der endelig det, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vedbliver).
 

Husker du, hvad du svared, da jeg spurgte, om du vilde følge med mig ud i det fjerne?
 

IRENE.
 Jeg rakte mine tre fingre i vejret og loved, at jeg vilde følge med dig til verdens og til livets ende. Og at jeg vilde tjene dig i alle ting –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Som model for mit kunstværk –
 

IRENE.
 – i fri, fuld nøgenhed –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(bevæget).
 

Og du tjente mig også, Irene, – så frejdigt, – så glad og hensynsløs.
 

IRENE.
 Ja, med hele min ungdoms bankende blod tjente jeg dig!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker, med et taknemligt blik).
 

Det tør du så trøstig sige.
 

IRENE.
 Faldt ned for din fod og tjente dig, Arnold! (knytter hånden imod ham.) Men du, du, – du –!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afværgende).
 

Jeg forbrød mig aldrig imod dig! Aldrig, Irene!
 

IRENE.
 Jo, du gjorde! Du forbrød dig imod det inderst medfødte i mig –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(rykker tilbage).
 

Jeg –!
 

IRENE.
 Ja, du! Jeg stilled mig helt og rundt frem for dig til beskuelse – (sagtere.) Og aldrig en eneste gang rørte du mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Irene, forstod du ikke, at mangen dag var jeg som sanseforvildet af al din dejlighed?
 

IRENE

(fortsætter uforstyrret).
 

Og alligevel, – havde du rørt mig, så tror jeg, jeg havde dræbt dig på stedet. For jeg havde en spids nål med mig. Gemt den inde i håret – (stryger sig grublende over panden.) Ja men – nej, alligevel, – alligevel; – at du kunde –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser eftertrykkeligt på hende).
 

Jeg var kunstner, Irene.
 

IRENE

(mørkt).
 

Just det. Just det
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Først og fremst kunstner. Og jeg gik der syg og vilde skabe mit livs store værk. (fortaber sig i erindring.) Det skulde kaldes „Opstandelsens dag”. Skulde fremstilles i lignelse af en ung kvinde, som vågner af dødssøvnen –
 

IRENE.
 Vort barn, ja –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vedbliver).
 

Det skulde være jordens ædleste, reneste, idealeste kvinde, hun, som vågner. Så fandt jeg dig. Dig kunde jeg bruge i et og alt. Og du føjed dig så glad og så gerne. Og du gav slip på slægt og hjem – og fulgte med mig.
 

IRENE.
 Det blev min barnealders opstandelse, at jeg fulgte med dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Just derfor kunde jeg mest bruge dig. Dig og ingen anden. Du blev mig en højhellig skabning, som bare måtte røres ved i tilbedende tanker. Jeg var jo endnu ung den gang, Irene. Og den overtro fyldte mig, at rørte jeg dig, begærte jeg dig i sanselighed, så vilde mit sind vanhelliges, så at jeg ikke kunde skabe færdig det, som jeg stræbte efter. – Og jeg tror endnu, at der er nogen sandhed i det.
 

IRENE

(nikker med et anstrøg af hån).
 

Først kunstværket, – siden menneskebarnet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja du får dømme om det, som du vil. Men jeg var helt under min opgaves magt dengang. Og følte mig så jublende lykkelig ved det.
 

IRENE.
 Og du vandt bugt med din opgave, du, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Takket og velsignet være du, – så vandt jeg bugt med opgaven. Jeg vilde skabe den rene kvinde således, som jeg syntes hun måtte vågne på opstandelsens dag. Ikke undrende over noget nyt og ukendt og uanet. Men fyldt af en helligdoms glæde over at genfinde sig selv uforvandlet, – hun, jordkvinden, – i de højere, friere, gladere egne, – efter den lange, drømmeløse dødssøvn. (taler sagtere.) Således skabte jeg hende. – I dit billede skabte jeg hende, Irene.
 

IRENE

(lægger hænderne fladt på bordet og læner sig tilbage mod stolryggen).
 

Og så var du færdig med mig –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(bebrejdende).
 

Irene!
 

IRENE.
 – havde ikke brug for mig længer –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og det kan du sige!
 

IRENE.
 – begyndte at se dig om efter andre idealer –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Fandt ingen, ingen efter dig.
 

IRENE.
 Og ingen andre modeller, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Du var ingen model for mig. Du var min skabnings ophav.
 

IRENE

(tier en liden stund).
 

Hvad har du digtet siden? I marmor mener jeg. Efter den dag, jeg rejste fra dig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Intet har jeg digtet efter den dag. Bare gået og puslet og modelleret.
 

IRENE.
 Og den kvinde, som du nu lever sammen med –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afbryder hæftigt).
 

Tal ikke om hende nu! Det svier mig for brystet.
 

IRENE.
 Hvor tænker du at rejse hen med hende?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(slap og træt).
 

Nu får jeg vel rejse en langsommelig færd nordefter kysten.
 

IRENE

(ser på ham, smiler næsten umærkeligt og hvisker):
 

Rejs heller højt op mellem fjeldene. Så højt op, du kan komme. Højere, højere, – altid højere, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(spændt, i forventning).
 

Vil du did op?
 

IRENE.
 Har du mod til at træffe mig én gang til?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(kæmpende, usikker).
 

Ifald vi kunde, – å, ifald vi kunde –!
 

IRENE.
 Hvorfor kan vi ikke, hvad vi vil? (ser på ham og hvisker bedende med foldede hænder:) Kom, kom, Arnold! Å, kom op til mig –!
 

(Fru Maja kommer blussende glad frem bag hjørnet af hotellet og skynder sig hen til bordet, hvor de før sad.)
 

FRU MAJA

(endnu ved hjørnet, uden at se sig om).
 

Nej nu får du sige, hvad du sige vil, Rubek, så – (standser da hun får øje på Irene.) Å undskyld, – du har nok gjort bekendtskab, mærker jeg.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(kort).
 

Fornyet bekendtskab. (står op.) Hvad var det så, du vilde mig?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det var bare det, jeg vilde sige dig, – at du får gøre, som du selv vil, – men jeg rejser ikke med dig på dette her ækle dampskibet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvorfor ikke det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej, for jeg vil op på fjeldet og i skogene, – vil jeg. (indsmigrende.) Å, du må la’ mig få lov til det, Rubek! – Jeg skal være så snil, så snil bagefter!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvem er det, som har sat dig på de tanker?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det er han. Den fæle bjørnedræberen. Å du kan ikke forestille dig alt det vidunderlige, han fortæller om fjeldet. Og om livet deroppe! Stygt, fælt, skrækkelig afskyeligt er det meste af det, han lyver sammen –. Ja for jeg tror næsten, at han lyver. Men så vidunderlig dragende er det alligevel. Å må jeg få lov til at rejse med ham? Bare for at jeg kan få se, om det er sandt, han siger, skønner du. Må jeg det, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, det må du så gerne for mig. Rejs du bare op mellem fjeldene – så langt og så længe, som du selv vil. Jeg rejser kanske samme vej som du.
 

FRU MAJA

(hurtigt).
 

Nej, nej, nej, det behøver du jo slet ikke! For min skyld ikke!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg vil tilfjelds. Har bestemt mig til det nu.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å tak, tak! Må jeg fortælle det til bjørnedræberen straks?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Fortæl du til bjørnedræberen alt, hvad du lyster.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å tak, tak, tak! (vil gribe hans hånd; han afværger det.) Å nej, – hvor du er sød og snil idag, Rubek!
 

(hun løber ind i hotellet.)
 

(I det samme åbnes døren til pavillonen sagte og lydløst på klem. Diakonissen står spejdende på vagt indenfor i døråbningen. Ingen ser hende.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(bestemt, vender sig til Irene).
 

Træffes vi altså deroppe?
 

IRENE

(rejser sig langsomt).
 

Ja, vi træffes visselig. – Jeg har ledt så længe efter dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad tid begyndte du at lede efter mig, Irene?
 

IRENE

(med et drag af spøgende bitterhed).
 

Fra den tid det gik op for mig, at jeg havde givet dig noget nok så umisteligt, Arnold. Noget, som en aldrig burde skille sig ved.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(bøjer hodet).
 

Ja, det er så nagende sandt. Du gav mig trefire af din ungdoms år.
 

IRENE.
 Mere, mere end det, gav jeg dig. Jeg ødeland, – som jeg dengang var.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, ødsel var du, Irene. Du gav mig hele din nøgne dejlighed –
 

IRENE.
 – til beskuelse –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 – og til forherligelse –
 

IRENE.
 Ja, til forherligelse for dig selv. – Og for barnet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For dig også, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 Men den dyreste gave har du glemt.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Den dyreste –? Hvilken gave var det?
 

IRENE.
 Jeg gav dig min unge, levende sjæl. Så stod jeg der og var tom indvendig. – Sjælløs. (ser stivt stirrende på ham.) Det var det, jeg døde af, Arnold.
 

(Diakonissen åbner døren helt og gør plads for hende.)
 

(Hun går ind i pavillonen.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(står og ser efter hende; så hvisker han):
 

Irene!
 






  








ANDEN AKT
 

(Oppe ved et højfjeldssanatorium. Landskabet strækker sig som en træløs, umådelig vidde indover imod et langt fjeldvand. På den anden side af vandet stiger en række af højfjeldstinder med blånende sne i kløfterne. I forgrunden til venstre risler en bæk i delte striber nedover en brat fjeldvæg og flyder derfra i jævnt løb over vidden ud til højre. Kratskog, planter og stene langs bækkeløbet. I forgrunden til højre en bakke med en stenbænk oppe på højden. Det er en sommereftermiddag hen imod solnedgang.)
 

(I frastand inde på vidden hinsides bækken leger og danser en flok syngende småbørn. De er dels byklædte dels i folkedragter. Glad latter høres dæmpet under det følgende.)
 

(Professor Rubek sidder oppe på bænken med et plæd over skulderen og ser ned på børnenes leg.)
 

(Lidt efter kommer fru Maja frem mellem nogle busker på vidden til venstre i mellemgrunden og spejder udover med hånden skyggende for øjnene. Hun bærer en flad turisthue, kort, ophæftet skørt, som kun rækker til midt på læggen, og høje, solide snørestøvler. I hånden har hun en lang springstav.)
 

FRU MAJA

(får omsider øje på professor Rubek og råber).
 

Halloj!
 

(Hun går fremover vidden, springer ved hjælp af staven over bække-løbet og stiger op ad bakken.)
 

FRU MAJA

(pustende).
 

Å hvor jeg har rendt og ledt efter dig, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker ligegyldig og spørger):
 

Kommer du nede fra sanatoriet?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, nu sidst kommer jeg ud fra det flueskabet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser lidt hen på hende).
 

Du var ikke ved middagsbordet, la’ jeg mærke til.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej, vi holdt vor middag under åben himmel, vi to.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 „Vi to”? Hvad er det for nogen to?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jeg – og så denne fæle bjørnedræberen, vel.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå så, han.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja. Og imorgen tidlig, så skal vi ud igen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Efter bjørn?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja. Ud og dræbe bamsen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Har I fundet spor af nogen?
 

FRU MAJA

(overlegent).
 

Der findes da ikke bjørn her oppe på nøgne fjeldet, véd jeg.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvor da?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Dybt under. Nede i lierne; i tykkeste skogen. Hvor det er rent ufremkommeligt for almindelige byfolk –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og der skal I to ned imorgen?
 

FRU MAJA

(kaster sig ned i lyngen).
 

Ja, vi har aftalt det. – Eller kanske vi ta’r afsted allerede iaften. – Hvis ikke du har noget imod det da?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg? Nej det være så langt fra –
 

FRU MAJA

(hurtigt).
 

Lars følger forresten med; naturligvis. – Med kobbelet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg har sletikke erkyndiget mig om herr Lars og hans kobbel. (afbrydende.) Men vil du ikke heller sætte dig ordentligt her på bænken?
 

FRU MAJA

(døsig).
 

Nej tak. Jeg ligger så dejligt i den bløde lyngen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg kan se på dig, at du er træt.
 

FRU MAJA

(gisper).
 

Tror næsten, jeg begynder at bli’ det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det kommer først bagefter, det. Når spændingen er over –
 

FRU MAJA

(i søvnig tone).
 

Ja. Jeg vil ligge og lukke øjnene.
 

(Kort ophold.)
 

FRU MAJA

(pludselig utålmodig).
 

Uh, Rubek, – at du kan holde ud at sidde og høre på de ungernes skrål! Og så se på alle de bukkespring, de gør!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Der er noget harmonisk, – næsten som musik, – i de bevægelser – en gang imellem. Midt i alt det klodsede. Og de enkelte gange er det morsomt at sidde og passe på – når de kommer.
 

FRU MAJA

(ler lidt hånligt).
 

Ja, du er nu evig og altid kunstner, du.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Vilde gerne vedbli’ at være det.
 

FRU MAJA

(drejer sig om på siden, så hun vender ryggen til ham ).
 

Han er ikke spor af kunstner, han.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(opmærksom).
 

Hvem er det, som ikke er kunstner?
 

FRU MAJA

(atter i søvnig tone).
 

Han, den anden, vel.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Bjørneskytten, mener du?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja. Ikke spor af kunstner er han. Ikke spor?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler).
 

Nej, det tror jeg, du har så grundig ret i.
 

FRU MAJA

(heftig, uden at røre sig).
 

Og så styg, som han er! (rykker en tot lyng op og kaster det fra sig.) Så styg, så styg! Isch!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Er det derfor du så trøstig lægger i vej med ham – ude i vildmarkerne?
 

FRU MAJA

(kort).
 

Det véd jeg ikke. (vender sig imod ham.) Du er også styg, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Opdager du først det nu?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej, jeg har set det længe.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(trækker på skuldrene).
 

Man ældes. Man ældes, fru Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det er sletikke den slags, jeg mener. Men du har fået noget så træt, så opgivet i øjekastet –. Når du sådan nådigst skotter hen til mig – en gang imellem.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Synes du, du har mærket det?
 

FRU MAJA

(nikker).
 

Lidt efter lidt har du fået dette her onde i øjnene. Det er næsten som om du gik og la’ lumske anslag op imod mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Så? (venlig, men alvorlig.) Kom her og sæt dig hos mig, Maja. Så skal vi snakke lidt sammen.
 

FRU MAJA

(hæver sig halvt ivejret).
 

Må jeg få lov til at sidde på dit knæ da? Ligesom i de første årene?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nej, det må du ikke. For folk kan se os nede fra hotellet. (flytter sig lidt.) Men du kan få sidde her på bænken – ved siden af mig.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej tak; så blir jeg heller liggende, hvor jeg ligger. Jeg kan godt høre her. (ser spørgende på ham.) Nå, hvad var det så for noget, du vilde snakke om?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(begynder langsomt).
 

Hvorfor, tror du, det egentlig var, jeg gik ind på, at vi skulde gøre denne sommerrejsen?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jah, – du påstod jo rigtignok blandt andet, at jeg vilde ha’ så urimelig godt af det. Men –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men nu tror jeg ikke længer en snus på, at det var derfor –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvorfor da, tror du nu?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nu tror jeg, at det var for denne blege damens skyld.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For fru von Satows –!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja hun, som hænger i hælene på os. I går aftes dukked hun jo op her også.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men hvad i al verden –!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå, du har jo kendt hende så inderlig godt. Længe før du kendte mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Havde glemt hende igen også, – længe før jeg kendte dig.
 

FRU MAJA

(sætter sig oprejst).
 

Kan du glemme så let, du, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(kort).
 

Ja, så overmåde let. (tilføjer barskt). Når jeg vil glemme.
 

FRU MAJA.
 En kvinde, som har stået model for dig også?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afvisende).
 

Når jeg ikke har brug for hende længer, så –
 

FRU MAJA.
 En, som har klædt sig helt af for dig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Betyder ingenting. Ikke for os kunstnere. (slår om i en anden tone.) Og så, hvorledes, – om jeg tør spørge, – skulde jeg kunne ane, at hun var her i landet?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å du kunde jo ha’ læst hendes navn på en badeliste. I en af vore aviser.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja men jeg kendte jo sletikke det navn, hun nu gi’r sig. Havde aldrig hørt tale om nogen herr von Satow.
 

FRU MAJA

(anstiller sig træt).
 

Nå Herregud, så var det vel af en anden grund, at du endelig vilde rejse da.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(alvorlig).
 

Ja, Maja, – det var af en anden grund. Af en helt anden. Og det er det, vi da engang må komme til at udtale os om.
 

FRU MAJA

(med et undertrykt latteranfald).
 

Jøss’, hvor højtidelig du ser ud!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(mistroisk forskende).
 

Ja kanske lidt mere højtidelig, end nødvendigt er.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvorledes –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og godt og vel er jo det, for os begge.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Du begynder at gøre mig nysgærrig, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Bare nysgærrig? Ikke en smule urolig?
 

FRU MAJA

(ryster på hodet).
 

Ikke spor.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Godt. Så hør da her. – Du sa’ den dagen dernede ved badet, at du syntes jeg var ble’t så nervøs i den senere tid –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja det er du da virkelig også.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvad tror du årsagen kan være til det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvor kan jeg vide –? (raskt.) Du er kanske ble’t ked af dette evige samliv med mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Evige –? Sig lige så godt: evindelige.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Daglige samliv da. Vi har jo nu gået dernede, vi to enlige mennesker, i samfulde fire-fem år og næsten ikke været en time fra hinanden. – Vi to ganske alene.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(interesseret).
 

Nå ja? Og så –?
 

FRU MAJA

(lidt trykket).
 

Du er jo ingen selskabsmand, Rubek. Går helst så’n for dig selv og tumler med dit eget. Og jeg kan jo ikke tale ordentlig med dig om dine sager. Om alt dette med kunst og sligt noget – (slår ud med hånden.) Og bryr mig, ved gud, ikke stort om det heller!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå ja-ja; derfor så sidder vi jo mest ved kaminen og prater om dine sager.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å Herregud, – jeg har ingen sager at prate om,
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå, det er småting kanske. Men tiden går i alt fald for os på den måde også, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, det har du ret i. Tiden går. Den holder på at gå fra dig, Rubek! – Og det er vel egentlig det, som gør dig så urolig –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker hæftigt).
 

Og så hvileløs! (vrider sig på bænken). Nej. jeg holder snart ikke dette fattige liv ud længer!
 

FRU MAJA

(rejser sig og står en liden stund og ser på ham).
 

Vil du være kvit mig, så sig bare til.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad er det nu igen for talemåder? Være kvit dig?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja hvis du vil være af med mig, så skal du sige det lige ud. Og så skal jeg gå straks på timen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler næsten umærkeligt).
 

Skal dette betyde en trusel, Maja?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det, jeg sa’, kan så visst ikke være nogen trusel for dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(rejser sig).
 

Nej, du har egentlig ret i det. (tilføjer lidt efter:) Du og jeg kan umulig bli’ ved at leve så’n sammen –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå altså –!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke noget altså. (med eftertryk på ordene.) Fordi om vi to ikke kan bli’ ved at leve sammen alene, – så behøver vi jo ikke at skilles for det.
 

FRU MAJA

(smiler hånligt).
 

Bare separeres en liden smule, mener du?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ryster på hodet).
 

Behøves heller ikke.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå da? Ryk ud med hvad du vil gøre med mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(noget usikker).
 

Hvad jeg nu føler så levende – og så pinligt – at jeg trænger til, det er at eje en omkring mig, som stod mig rigtig inderlig nær –
 

FRU MAJA

(afbryder ham i spænding).
 

Gør ikke jeg det, Rubek?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afvisende).
 

Ikke sådan at forstå. Jeg måtte ha’ samliv med et andet menneske, der ligesom kunde udfylde mig, – fuldstændiggøre mig, – være et med mig i al min gerning.
 

FRU MAJA

(langsomt).
 

Ja i så’ne svære ting vilde jo ikke jeg kunne tjene dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å nej, det vilde du nok pent la’ være, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA

(udbryder).
 

Og jeg havde, ved Gud, heller ikke nogen lyst til det, du!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Véd det så såre godt. – Og det var jo heller ikke med nogen slig livshjælp for øje, at jeg knytted dig til mig.
 

FRU MAJA

(iagttager ham).
 

Jeg kan se på dig, at du står og tænker på en anden en.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Så? Jeg har ellers ikke mærket, at du var tankelæser. Men du kan altså se det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, jeg kan. Å, jeg kender dig så godt, så godt, Rubek!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Så kan du kanske også se, hvem det er, jeg tænker på?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, det kan jeg da rigtignok.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nå? Vær af den godhed –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Du står og tænker på denne – denne modellen, som du engang har brugt til at – (slipper pludselig tanketråden.) Véd du, at folk nede i hotellet tror hun er gal?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Så? Og hvad tror folk nede i hotellet om dig og bjørnedræberen da?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det kommer jo ikke sagen ved. (fortsætter, hvor hun før slap.) Men det var denne her blege damen, som du stod og tænkte på.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(frejdig).
 

Just netop på hende. – Da jeg ikke længer havde brug for hende –. Og da hun desuden rejste fra mig, – forsvandt – sådan uden videre –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Så tog du imod mig som en slags nødskilling kanske?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(hensynsløsere).
 

Noget sådant, oprigtig talt, lille Maja. Jeg havde da i et år eller halvandet gået der ensom og grublende, og lagt den sidste – den aller sidste hånd på mit værk. „Opstandelsens dag” gik ud over verden og bragte mig ry – og al anden herlighed forresten. (varmere.) Men jeg elskede ikke mit eget værk længer. Menneskenes blomster og virak kunde gerne jaget mig kvalmende og fortvilet ind i de tykkeste skoge. (ser på hende.) Du, som jo er tankelæser, – kan du gætte, hvad der så faldt mig ind?
 

FRU MAJA

(henkastende).
 

Ja det faldt dig ind at lave portrætbyster af herrer og damer.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nikker).
 

Efter bestilling, ja. Med dyrefjæs bag maskerne. Det fik de gratis; på købet, forstår du. (smilende.) Men det var nu ikke egentlig det, jeg nærmest mente.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvad da?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(atter alvorlig).
 

Det var det, at hele dette her med kunstnerkald og med kunstnergerning – og sligt noget, – det begyndte at forekomme mig som noget så tomt og hult og intetsigende igrunden.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvad vilde du da sætte i stedet?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Livet, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Livet?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, er da ikke livet i solskin og skønhed noget ganske anderledes værdifuldt end det, at gå her til sine dages ende i et råt, fugtigt hul og mase sig dødsens træt med lerklumper og stenblokke?
 

FRU MAJA

(med et lidet suk.)
 

Jo, det har jeg rigtignok altid syntes.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og så var jeg jo ble’t rig nok til at leve i overflod og i ørkesløst dirrende sollys. Kunde la’ bygge for mig både villaen ved Taunitzer See og palæet i hovedstaden. Og alt det øvrige for resten.
 

FRU MAJA

(slår ind i hans tone).
 

Og så til syvende og sidst havde du råd til at forskaffe dig mig også. Og gav mig lov til at bruge af alle dine skatte.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(spøger bortledende).
 

Loved jeg dig ikke at ta’ dig med mig op på et højt berg og vise dig al verdens herlighed?
 

FRU MAJA

(med et sagtmodigt udtryk).
 

Du har kanske ta’et mig med dig op på et nok så højt berg, Rubek, – men du har ikke vist mig al verdens herlighed.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ler irriteret).
 

Hvor du er ufornøjelig, Maja! Så rent ufornøjelig! (udbryder hæftigt.) Men véd du, hvad det mest fortvilede er? Kan du ane det?
 

FRU MAJA

(i stille trods).
 

Ja, det er vel det, at du gik hen og tog mig med dig – for hele livet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg vilde ikke udtrykke mig med så hjerteløse ord.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Men meningen er visst lige så hjerteløs.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Du har ikke noget rigtig klart begreb om, hvorledes en kunstnernatur ser ud indvendig.
 

FRU MAJA

(smiler og ryster på hodet).
 

Herregud, jeg har ikke engang begreb om, hvorledes jeg selv ser ud indvendig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vedbliver uforstyrret).
 

Jeg lever så ilsomt, Maja. Vi lever så, vi kunstnere. Jeg for min part har gennemlevet et helt livsløb i de få år vi to har kendt hinanden. Jeg er kommet til at se, at det slet ikke ligger for mig at søge lykken i ørkesløs nydelse. Livet ligger ikke sådan til rette for mig og mine lige. Jeg må bli’ ved at virke, – skabe værk på værk, – lige indtil min sidste dag. (med overvindelse.) Derfor er det, at jeg ikke længer kan komme ud af det med dig, Maja. – Ikke længer med dig alene.
 

FRU MAJA

(rolig).
 

Vil det med rene, simple ord sige, at du er ble’t ked af mig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(bruser ud).
 

Ja det vil det sige! Jeg er ble’t ked, – uudholdelig ked og træt og slap af samlivet med dig. Nu véd du det. (fatter sig.) Det er stygge, hårde ord, jeg siger dig. Jeg føler det så godt selv. Og du har ingenting forskyldt i det stykke; – det erkender jeg villigt. Det er ene og alene mig, som nu igen har undergået en omvæltning – (halvt hen for sig.) – en opvågnen til mit egentlige liv.
 

FRU MAJA

(folder uvilkårlig hænderne).
 

Men hvorfor i al verden kan vi så ikke gå fra hinanden da?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser forbauset på hende).
 

Kunde du ville det?
 

FRU MAJA

(rykker på skuldren).
 

Jah, – hvis der ikke er andet for, så –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ivrig).
 

Men der er andet for. Der er en udvej –
 

FRU MAJA

(løfter pegefingeren).
 

Nu tænker du på den blege damen igen!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, ærligt talt, så må jeg uafladelig tænke på hende. Lige siden jeg traf hende påny. (et skridt nærmere.) For nu vil jeg betro dig noget, Maja.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(banker sig på brystet).
 

Her inde, ser du, – her har jeg et bitte lidet dirkefrit skrin. Og i det skrinet ligger alle mine billedsyner forvaret. Men da hun rejste så sporløst væk, så gik skrinet i baglås. Og hun havde nøglen, – og den tog hun med sig. – Du, lille Maja, du havde ingen nøgle, du. Derfor ligger det altsammen ubrugt derinde. Og årene går! Ikke muligt for mig at komme til skatten.
 

FRU MAJA

(kæmper med et underfundigt smil).
 

Så få hende til at lukke op for dig igen –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(uforstående).
 

Maja –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 – for nu er hun her jo. Og det er vel sagtens for dette skrinets skyld, at hun er kommet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke med et ord har jeg rørt ved de ting for hende!
 

FRU MAJA

(ser uskyldig på ham).
 

Men, snille Rubek, – er det da værdt at gøre al den opstyr og alle disse her ophævelser for noget, som er en så ganske ligefrem sag?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Synes du, at dette her er så ganske ligefrem?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja det synes jeg da rigtignok. Slut du dig bare til den, du mest behøver. (nikker til ham.) Jeg skal nok altid vide at finde mig en plads.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvor, mener du?
 

FRU MAJA

(sorgløst, undvigende).
 

Nå, – jeg kan jo bare flytte ud på villaen, hvis det blir nødvendigt. Men det blir det ikke. For inde i byen, – i hele vort store hus, må der da vel – med lidt god vilje – kunne bli’ rum til tre.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(usikker).
 

Og tror du, at det vil kunne gå i længden?
 

FRU MAJA

(i en let tone).
 

Herregud, – går det ikke, så går det ikke. Der er ikke noget at snakke om den ting.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvad gør vi så, Maja, – hvis det nu ikke går?
 

FRU MAJA

(ubekymret).
 

Så går vi to simpelt hen af vejen for hinanden. Helt væk. Jeg finder mig altid noget nyt et steds i verden. Noget frit! Frit! Frit! – Det har ingen nød med det, professor Rubek! (peger pludselig ud til højre.) Se der! Der har vi hende.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vender sig).
 

Hvor?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ude på sletten. Skridende – som en marmorstøtte. Hun kommer hidover.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(står og stirrer med hånden over øjnene).
 

Ser hun ikke ud som den levendegjorte opstandelse? (hen for sig.) Og hende kunde jeg flytte –. Og stille hen i skyggen! Omskabe hende –. Å jeg dåre!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Hvad skal det sigte til?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afværgende).
 

Ingen ting. Ikke noget, som du vil kunne forstå.
 

(Irene kommer fra højre frem over vidden. De legende børn har allerede tidligere fået øje på hende og er løbne hende imøde. Nu er hun omringet af børneflokken; nogle synes frejdige og tillidsfulde, andre sky og ængstelige. Hun taler sagte til dem og betyder dem, at de skal gå ned til sanatoriet; hun selv vil hvile sig lidt ved bækken. Børnene løber ned over skråningen til venstre i mellemgrunden. Irene går hentil bergvæggen og lader vandstrålerne risle kølende over sine hænder.)
 

FRU MAJA

(dæmpet).
 

Gå ned og tal med hende på tomands hånd, Rubek.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og hvor går du hen imens?
 

FRU MAJA

(ser betydningsfuldt på ham).
 

Jeg går mine egne veje herefterdags.
 

(Hun går nedover bakken og svinger sig ved springstaven over bækkeløbet. Ved Irene standser hun.)
 

FRU MAJA.
 Professor Rubek står der oppe og venter på Dem, frue.
 

IRENE.
 Hvad vil han?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Han vil få Dem til at hjælpe sig med et skrin, som er gået i baglås for ham.
 

IRENE.
 Kan jeg hjælpe med det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Han mener, De er den eneste, som kan.
 

IRENE.
 Så får jeg prøve da.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det må De endelig gøre, frue.
 

(Hun går ned over vejen til sanatoriet.)
 

(Lidt efter stiger professor Rubek ned til Irene, dog således, at de har bækken imellem sig.)
 

IRENE

(efter et lidet ophold).
 

Hun, den anden, sa’, at du har ventet på mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg har ventet på dig år efter år, – uden selv at forstå det.
 

IRENE.
 Kunde ikke komme til dig, Arnold. Lå jo dernede og sov den lange, dybe, drømmefyldte søvn.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å men nu er du vågnet, Irene!
 

IRENE

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg har den tunge, dybe søvn i øjnene endnu.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Du skal se, det vil dages og lysne for os begge.
 

IRENE.
 Tro aldrig det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(indtrængende).
 

Det tror jeg! Og det véd jeg! Nu, da jeg har fundet dig igen –
 

IRENE.
 Opstanden.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Forklaret!
 

IRENE.
 Bare opstanden, Arnold. Men ikke forklaret.
 

(Han ballancerer på stenene under vandfaldet over til hende.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvor har du været henne hele dagen, Irene?
 

IRENE

(peger ud).
 

Langt, langt inde på de store dødsmarker –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afledende).
 

Du har ikke din – din veninde med dig i dag, ser jeg.
 

IRENE

(smiler).
 

Min veninde holder godt øje med mig alligevel.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Kan hun det?
 

IRENE

(skotter omkring sig).
 

Du kan tro, hun kan. Hvor jeg så står og går. Taber mig aldrig af syne – (hvisker.) Indtil jeg en skøn solskinsmorgen dræber hende.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Vilde du det?
 

IRENE.
 Så inderlig gerne. Ifald jeg bare kunde komme til.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvorfor vilde du?
 

IRENE.
 Fordi hun går og øver trolddomskunster. (hemmelighedsfuldt.) Tænk dig, Arnold, – hun har skabt sig om til min skygge.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(søger at berolige hende).
 

Nå, nå, nå, – en skygge må vi jo alle ha’.
 

IRENE.
 Jeg er min egen skygge. (udbrydende.) Forstår du da ikke det!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tungt).
 

Jo, jo, Irene, – jeg forstår det nok.
 

(Han sætter sig på en sten ved bækken. Hun står bag ved ham, lænet mod fjældvæggen.)
 

IRENE

(lidt efter).
 

Hvorfor sidder du der og vender øjnene fra mig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(sagte, ryster på hodet).
 

Tør ikke, – tør ikke se på dig.
 

IRENE.
 Hvorfor tør du ikke det mere nu?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Du har en skygge, som piner dig. Og jeg har min tyngende samvittighed.
 

IRENE

(med et glad befriende skrig).
 

Endelig!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(springer op).
 

Irene, – hvad er det!
 

IRENE

(afværgende imod ham ).
 

Bare rolig, rolig, rolig! (ånder tungt og siger ligesom lettet fra en byrde.) Se så. Nu slap de mig. For denne gang. – Nu kan vi sætte os og tale sammen som før – i livet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å, om vi så sandt kunde tale som før.
 

IRENE.
 Sæt dig der, hvor du sad. Så sætter jeg mig her hos dig.
 

(Han sætter sig ned igen. Hun sætter sig på en anden sten lige i nærheden.)
 

IRENE

(efter en liden taushed).
 

Nu er jeg kommen tilbage til dig fra de fjerneste riger, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja visselig fra en endeløs lang rejse.
 

IRENE.
 Kommet hjem til min hersker og herre –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Til vort; – til vort eget, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 Har du hver eneste dag ventet på mig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvor turde jeg vente?
 

IRENE

(med et sideblik).
 

Nej, du turde vel ikke det. For du forstod jo ingenting.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Var det virkelig ikke for en andens skyld, at du sådan med én gang blev borte?
 

IRENE.
 Kunde ikke det godt være for din skyld, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser uviss på hende).
 

Men jeg forstår dig ikke –?
 

IRENE.
 Da jeg havde tjent dig med min sjæl og med mit legeme, – og billedstøtten stod færdig, – vort barn, som du kaldte den, – da lagde jeg for din fod det dyreste offer – ved at udslette mig selv for alle tider.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(sænker hodet).
 

Og lægge mit liv øde.
 

IRENE

(blusser pludselig op).
 

Just det var det jeg vilde. Aldrig, aldrig skulde du få skabe noget mere, – efter at du havde skabt dette vort eneste barn.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Var der skinsyge i dine tanker dengang?
 

IRENE

(koldt).
 

Jeg tror, det nærmest var had.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Had? Had til mig!
 

IRENE

(atter hæftig).
 

Ja, til dig, – til kunstneren, som så helt sorgløs og ubekymret tog et blodvarmt legeme, et ungt menneskeliv, og sled sjælen ud af det, – fordi du havde brug for det til at skabe et kunstværk.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og det kan du sige, – du, som med tindrende lyst og med høj-helligt begær var med i mit arbejde? I dette arbejde, som vi to hver morgen samledes om, som til en andagt.
 

IRENE

(koldt, som før).
 

Jeg vil sige dig én ting, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nu?
 

IRENE.
 Aldrig har jeg elsket din kunst, før jeg mødte dig. – Og ikke siden heller.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men kunstneren, Irene?
 

IRENE.
 Kunstneren hader jeg.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Kunstneren i mig også?
 

IRENE.
 Mest i dig. Når jeg klædte mig helt af og stod der for dig, da haded jeg dig, Arnold –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(hæftig).
 

Det gjorde du ikke, Irene! Det er ikke sandt!
 

IRENE.
 Jeg haded dig, fordi du kunde stå der så uberørt –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ler).
 

Uberørt? Tror du?
 

IRENE.
 – eller så tirrende behersket da. Og fordi du var kunstner, bare kunstner, – ikke mand! (slår over i en varm, inderlig tone.) Men denne støtte i det våde, levende ler, den elsked jeg – alt efter som der steg frem et sjælfuldt menneskebarn af disse rå, uformelige masserne, – for den var vor skabning, vort barn. Mit og dit.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tungt).
 

Det var den i ånd og sandhed.
 

IRENE.
 Ser du, Arnold, – det er for dette vort barns skyld, at jeg har taget mig for at gøre denne lange pilegrimsgang.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(pludselig opmærksom).
 

For marmorbilledets –?
 

IRENE.
 Kald det, hvad du vil. Jeg kalder det vort barn.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(urolig).
 

Og nu vil du se det? Færdigt? I marmor, som du altid syntes var så koldt? (ivrig.) Du véd kanske ikke, at det står opstillet i et stort musæum etsteds – langt ude i verden?
 

IRENE.
 Jeg har hørt som et sagn om det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og musæer var dig jo altid en afsky. Du kaldte dem for gravhvælvinger –
 

IRENE.
 Jeg vil gøre en valfart did, hvor min sjæl og min sjæls barn ligger begravet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(i angst og uro).
 

Du må aldrig se det billede mere! Hører du, Irene! Jeg bønfalder dig –! Aldrig, aldrig se det mere!
 

IRENE.
 Tror du kanske, jeg vilde dø en gang til af det?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(knuger hænderne).
 

Å1 jeg véd ikke selv, hvad jeg tror. – Men hvor kunde jeg også tænke mig, at du vilde fæste dig så uløseligt til dette billede? Du, som gik fra mig – før det var fuldbåret.
 

1. fu: A
 

IRENE.
 Det var fuldbåret. Derfor kunde jeg gå fra dig. Og la’ dig alene.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(sidder med albuerne på knæerne og vugger hodet, med hænderne for øjnene).
 

Det var ikke hvad det senere hen blev til.
 

IRENE

(griber stille og lynsnar en tynd, spids kniv halvt frem fra brystet og spørger hæst hviskende).
 

Arnold, – har du gjort noget ondt ved vort barn?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(undvigende).
 

Noget ondt? – Jeg kan jo ikke så bestemt afgøre, hvad du vil kalde det.
 

IRENE

(åndeløs).
 

Sig mig straks, hvad du har gjort ved barnet!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg skal sige dig det, hvis du vil sidde og høre rolig efter hvad jeg siger.
 

IRENE

(gemmer kniven).
 

Jeg skal høre så rolig, som en mor kan når hun –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afbryder).
 

Og så skal du ikke se på mig, mens jeg fortæller.
 

IRENE

(flytter sig hen på en sten bag hans ryg).
 

Her sætter jeg mig bag ved dig. – Fortæl så.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(tager hænderne fra øjnene og ser hen for sig).
 

Da jeg havde fundet dig, vidste jeg straks, hvorledes jeg skulde bruge dig til mit livsværk.
 

IRENE.
 „Opstandelsens dag” kaldte du dit livsværk. – Jeg kalder det „vort barn”.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg var ung dengang. Uden al livserfaring. Opstandelsen, syntes jeg, måtte skildres skønnest og allerdejligst som en ung, uberørt kvinde, – uden et jordlivs oplevelser, – og som vågner til lys og herlighed uden at ha’ noget stygt og urent at skille sig af med.
 

IRENE

(hurtigt).
 

Ja, – og således står jeg jo nu der i vort værk?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(nølende).
 

Ikke egentlig ganske således, Irene.
 

IRENE

(i stigende spænding).
 

Ikke ganske –? Står jeg ikke således, som jeg stod for dig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(uden at svare).
 

Jeg blev verdensklog i de årene, som fulgte efter, Irene. „Opstandelsens dag” blev noget mere og noget – noget mere mangfoldigt i min forestilling. Den lille runde plint, hvor dit billede stod rankt og ensomt, – den gav ikke længer rum for alt det, jeg nu vilde digte til –
 

IRENE

(famler efter kniven men lader være).
 

Hvad digted du så til? Sig det!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg digted det til, som jeg rundt omkring mig i verden så med mine øjne. Jeg måtte ha’ det med. Kunde ikke andet, Irene. Plinten vided jeg ud – så den blev stor og rummelig. Og på den lagde jeg et stykke af den buede, bristende jord. Og op af jordrevnerne vrimler der nu mennesker med dulgte dyreansigter. Kvinder og mænd, – slig som jeg kendte dem ude fra livet.
 

IRENE

(i åndeløs forventning).
 

Men midt i mylderet står den unge kvinde med lysglæden over sig? – Gør jeg ikke det, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(undvigende).
 

Ikke ganske i midten. Jeg måtte desværre rykke den statuen noget tilbage. For helhedsvirkningens skyld, forstår du. Den vilde ellers domineret altfor meget.
 

IRENE.
 Men lysglædens forklarelse stråler over mit ansigt fremdeles?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det gør den nok, Irene. På en måde da. Lidt afdæmpet kanske. Således, som min ændrede tanke kræved det.
 

IRENE

(rejser sig lydløst).
 

Dette billede udtrykker det liv, du nu ser, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja, det gør det vel.
 

IRENE.
 Og i dette billede har du flyttet mig hen, lidt afbleget, – som en baggrundsfigur – i en gruppe.
 

(hun trækker kniven frem.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke nogen baggrundsfigur. Lad os i det højeste kalde det en mellemgrundsskikkelse, – eller sådant noget.
 

IRENE

(hvisker hæst).
 

Nu har du sagt dommen over dig selv.
 

(vil støde til.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vender sig og ser op på hende).
 

Dommen?
 

IRENE

(gemmer hurtig kniven og siger kvalt som i vånde):
 

Min hele sjæl, – du og jeg, – vi, vi, vi og vort barn var i denne ensomme skikkelse.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ivrig, river hatten af sig og tørrer sveddråberne af panden).
 

Ja men hør nu også, hvorledes jeg har stillet mig selv hen i gruppen. Foran ved en kilde, lige som her, sidder en skyldbetynget mand, som ikke kan komme helt løs fra jordskorpen. Jeg kalder ham angeren over et forbrudt liv. Han sidder der og dypper sine fingre i det rislende vand – for at skylle dem rene, – og han nages og martres ved tanken om, at det aldrig, aldrig lykkes ham. Han når i al evighed ikke fri op til opstandelsens liv. Blir evindelig siddende igen i sit helvede.
 

IRENE

(hårdt og koldt).
 

Digter!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvorfor digter?
 

IRENE.
 Fordi du er slap og sløv og fuld af syndsforladelse for alle dit livs gerninger og for alle dine tanker. Du har dræbt min sjæl, – og så modellerer du dig selv i anger og bod og bekendelse, – (smiler.) – og dermed er dit regnskab opgjort, mener du.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(trodsende).
 

Jeg er kunstner, Irene. Og jeg skammer mig ikke over den skrøbelighed, som kanske klæber ved mig. For jeg er født til kunstner, ser du. – Og blir så aldrig andet end kunstner alligevel.
 

IRENE

(ser på ham med et fordulgt ondt smil og siger mildt og blødt):
 

Digter er du, Arnold. (stryger ham lindt over håret.) Du kære, store, aldrende barn, – at du ikke kan se det!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(misfornøjet).
 

Hvorfor blir du ved at kalde mig digter?
 

IRENE

(med lurende øjne).
 

Fordi der ligger noget undskyldende i det ord, min ven. Noget syndsforladende, – som breder en kåbe over al skrøbeligheden. (slår pludselig om i tonen.) Men jeg var et menneske – dengang! Og jeg havde også et liv at leve – og en menneskeskæbne at fuldbyrde. Se, alt det lod jeg ligge, – gav det hen for at gøre mig dig underdanig. – Å, det var et selvmord. En dødsens brøde imod mig selv. (halvt hviskende.) Og den brøde kan jeg aldrig gøre bod for.
 

(Hun sætter sig nær ham ved bækken, passer ubemærket på ham med øjnene og plukker ligesom åndsfraværende nogle blomster af buskerne omkring dem.)
 

IRENE

(tilsyneladende behersket).
 

Jeg skulde født børn til verden. Mange børn. Rigtige børn. Ikke af dem, som gemmes i gravkælderne. Det havde været mit kald. Skulde aldrig ha’ tjent dig, – digter.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(fortabt i erindringen).
 

Det var dog dejlige tider, Irene. Vidunderlig dejlige tider, – når jeg nu tænker tilbage –
 

IRENE

(ser på ham med et blødt udtryk).
 

Kan du mindes et lidet ord, som du sa’ – da du var færdig, – færdig med mig og med vort barn? (nikker til ham.) Kan du mindes det lille ord, Arnold?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser spørgende på hende ).
 

Sa’ jeg dengang et lidet ord, som du husker endnu?
 

IRENE.
 Ja, du gjorde det. Kan du ikke mindes det nu længer?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ryster på hodet).
 

Nej, så sandelig om jeg kan. Ikke nu i øjeblikket i alt fald.
 

IRENE.
 Du tog begge mine hænder og trykked dem varmt. Og jeg stod der i åndeløs forventning. Og så sa’ du: Så får du ha’ så hjertelig tak da, Irene. Dette her, sa’ du, har været en velsignet episode for mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser tvilende ud).
 

Sa’ jeg episode? Jeg bruger ellers ikke det ord.
 

IRENE.
 Du sa’ episode.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(med påtagen frejdighed).
 

Nå ja, – men i grunden var det jo også en episode.
 

IRENE

(kort).
 

På det ord gik jeg fra dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Du ta’r alle ting så smærtelig dybt, Irene.
 

IRENE

(stryger sig over panden).
 

Du kan ha’ ret i det. Lad os ryste det dybe og det tunge af os. (plukker bladene af en fjeldrose og strør dem i bækken.) Se der, Arnold. Der svømmer vore fugle.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad er det for fugle?
 

IRENE.
 Kan du ikke se det? Det er jo flamingoer. For de er rosenrøde.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Flamingoer svømmer ikke. De bare vader.
 

IRENE.
 Så er det ikke flamingoer da. Det er måger.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Måger med røde næb kan det være, ja. (plukker brede grønne blade og kaster dem ud.) Nu sender jeg mine skibe ud efter dem.
 

IRENE.
 Men der skal ikke være fangstmænd ombord.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nej der skal ingen fangstmænd være. (smiler til hende.) Kan du huske den sommer vi sad sådan udenfor det lille bondehuset ved Taunitzer See?
 

IRENE

(nikker).
 

Lørdags aftenerne, ja, – når vi var færdige med vort arbejde for ugen –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 – og rejste ud med jernbanen. Og blev derude søndagen over –
 

IRENE

(med et ondt, hadfyldt glimt i øjet).
 

Det var en episode, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(som om han ikke hører).
 

Da lod du også fugle svømme i bækken. Det var vandliljer, som du –
 

IRENE.
 Hvide svaner var det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg mente svaner, ja. Og jeg husker, at jeg fæsted et stort loddent blad til en af svanerne. Det var endda et skræppeblad –
 

IRENE.
 Så blev det til Lohengrins båd – med svanen foran.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvor glad du var i den leg, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 Vi legte den ofte om igen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hver eneste lørdag, tror jeg. Hele sommeren udover.
 

IRENE.
 Du sa’, at jeg var svanen, som trak din båd.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Sa’ jeg det? Ja, det kan godt være. (optaget af legen.) Nej se bare, hvor mågerne svømmer nedover elven, du.
 

IRENE

(ler).
 

Og alle dine skibe strander.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(sætter mere løv i bækken).
 

Jeg har skibe nok i behold. (følger løvet med øjnene, stikker flere blade ud og siger lidt efter:) Du Irene, – jeg har købt det lille bondehuset ved Taunitzer See.
 

IRENE.
 Har du købt det nu? Du sa’ så tidt, at du vilde købe det, hvis du havde råd til det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Siden fik jeg nokså god råd. Og så købte jeg det.
 

IRENE

(skeler hen på ham).
 

Bor du da nu derude – i vort gamle hus?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Nej det har jeg ladt rive ned for længe siden. Og så har jeg bygget mig en stor, prægtig, bekvem villa på tomten, – med park omkring. Der er det, vi plejer – (standser og retter udtrykket.) – der plejer jeg holde til om sommeren –
 

IRENE

(betvinger sig).
 

Så du og – og den anden holder til derude nu?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lidt trodsende).
 

Ja. Når min hustru og jeg ikke er på rejser, – som nu iår.
 

IRENE

(ser vidt frem for sig).
 

Dejligt, dejligt var livet ved Taunitzer See.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser ligesom tilbage i sig selv).
 

Og alligevel, Irene –
 

IRENE

(udfylder hans tanke).
 

– alligevel så slap vi to al den livets dejlighed.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(sagte, indtrængende).
 

Kommer angeren for sent nu?
 

IRENE

(svarer ham ikke, men sidder en stund stille; så peger hun bort over vidden).
 

Se der, Arnold. Nu går solen under bag tinderne. Se bare – hvor rødt den skinner på skrå hen over alle lyngtuerne derhenne.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser også did hen).
 

Det er længe siden jeg har set en solnedgang på fjeldet.
 

IRENE.
 End en solopgang da?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 En solopgang tror jeg aldrig jeg har set.
 

IRENE

(smiler som fortabt i en erindring).
 

Jeg har engang set en vidunderlig dejlig solopgang.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Har du? Hvor var det?
 

IRENE.
 Højt, højt oppe på en svimlende fjeldtop. – Du narred mig med derop og loved, at jeg skulde få se al verdens herlighed dersom jeg bare –
 

(hun standser brat.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Dersom du bare –? Nå?
 

IRENE.
 Jeg gjorde, som du sa’. Fulgte med dig op i højden. Og der faldt jeg på mine knæ, – og tilbad dig. Og tjente dig. (tier lidt; så siger hun sagte:) Da så jeg solopgangen.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(afledende).
 

Kunde du ikke ha’ lyst til at rejse med og bo hos os i villaen dernede?
 

IRENE

(ser hånligt smilende på ham).
 

Sammen med dig – og den anden dame?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(indtrængende).
 

Sammen med mig – ligesom i de skabende dage. Lukke op alt det, som er vredet i baglås i mig. Kunde du ikke ville det, Irene?
 

IRENE

(ryster på hodet).
 

Jeg har ikke nøglen til dig længer, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Du har nøglen! Ingen uden du har den! (trygler og beder.) Hjælp mig, – så jeg kan komme til at leve livet om igen!
 

IRENE

(ubevægelig som før).
 

Tomme drømme. Ørkesløse – døde drømme. Vort samliv har ingen opstandelse efter sig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(kort, afbrydende).
 

Så lad os bli’ ved at lege da!
 

IRENE.
 Ja lege, lege, – bare lege!
 

(de sidder og strør løv og blomsterblade ud i bækken og lader dem svømme og sejle.)
 

(Op over skrænten til venstre i baggrunden kommer godsejer Ulfhejm og fru Maja i jagtudstyr. Efter dem følger tjeneren med hundekobbelet, som han fører videre ud til højre.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(får øje på dem).
 

Se, der går lille Maja ud med bjørneskytten.
 

IRENE.
 Din dame, ja.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Eller den andens.
 

FRU MAJA

(spejder undervejs over vidden, får se de to ved bækken og råber hen).
 

God nat, professor! Drøm om mig. Nu går jeg ud på eventyr!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(råber tilbage).
 

Hvad skal det eventyr gå ud på!
 

FRU MAJA

(kommer nærmere).
 

Jeg vil sætte livet i stedet for alt det andet.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(spottende).
 

Nej, vil du også det, lille Maja?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jaha. Og så har jeg gjort et vers, som er sådan: (synger og jubler.)
 

Jeg er fri! Jeg er fri! Jeg er fri!
 

Mit fangenskabs liv er forbi!
 

Jeg er fri som en fugl! Jeg er fri!
 

Ja for jeg tror, jeg er vågnet nu – endelig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det lader næsten så.
 

FRU MAJA

(ånder af fuldt bryst).
 

Åh, – hvor guddommelig let det kendes at vågne!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 God nat, fru Maja, – og lykke til –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(råber afværgende).
 

Hys, hys, – lad da for fanden være med de troldmandsønskerne! Ser De ikke, vi skal ud og skyde –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad bringer du mig hjem fra jagten, Maja?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Du skal få en rovfugl, som du kan modellere. Jeg skal vingeskyde en til dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ler spotsk og bittert).
 

Ja, vingeskyde – af vanvare, – det har længe været noget for dig, det.
 

FRU MAJA

(kaster med nakken).
 

Å lad mig bare herefter få skøtte mig selv, så –! (nikker og ler skælmsk.) Farvel, – og god rolig sommernat på vidden!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lystig).
 

Tak! og al landsens ulykke over både jer og jagten!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(skoggerler).
 

Se det er et ønske, som det skal være!
 

FRU MAJA

(leende).
 

Tak, tak, tak, professor!
 

(De er begge komne over den synlige del af vidden og går ud gennem krattet til højre.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(efter et kort ophold).
 

Sommernat på vidden. Ja, det havde været livet.
 

IRENE

(pludselig, med et vildt udtryk i øjnene).
 

Vil du en sommernat på vidden – med mig?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(breder armene ud).
 

Ja, ja, – kom!
 

IRENE.
 Du min elskede hersker og herre!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å Irene!
 

IRENE

(hæst, smiler og famler ved brystet).
 

Det blir bare en episode – (hurtigt, hviskende.) Hys, – se dig ikke om, Arnold!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ligeledes sagte).
 

Hvad er det?
 

IRENE.
 Et ansigt, som står og stirrer på mig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(vender sig uvilkårligt).
 

Hvor? (farer sammen.) Ah –!
 

(Diakonissens hoved er kommet halvvejs til syne mellem buskerne ved nedstigningen til venstre. Hendes øjne er ufravendt rettet mod Irene.)
 

IRENE

(rejser sig og siger dæmpet).
 

Så må vi skilles da. Nej, du skal bli’ siddende. Hører du! Du må ikke følge med mig. (bøjer sig ned over ham og hvisker:) På gensyn inat. På vidden.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Og du kommer, Irene?
 

IRENE.
 Ja jeg kommer visselig. Vent på mig her.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(gentager drømmende).
 

Sommernat på vidden. Med dig. Med dig. (hans øjne møder hendes.) Å Irene, – det kunde ha’ været livet. – Og det har vi forspildt, – vi to.
 

IRENE.
 Det uoprettelige ser vi først, når –
 

(bryder kort af.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ser spørgende på hende).
 

Når –?
 

IRENE.
 Når vi døde vågner.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(ryster tungsindig på hodet).
 

Ja, hvad ser vi så egentlig?
 

IRENE.
 Vi ser, at vi aldrig har levet.
 

(hun går henover mod bakken og stiger ned. Diakonissen gør plads for hende og følger efter.)
 

(Professor Rubek blir siddende ubevægelig ved bækken.)
 

FRU MAJA

(høres juble og synge oppe mellem fjeldene:)
 

Jeg er fri! Jeg er fri! Jeg er fri!
 

Mit fangenskabs liv er forbi!
 

Jeg er fri som en fugl! Jeg er fri!
 






  








TREDJE AKT
 

(Vildt, kløftet højfjeld med styrtende afgrunde ned mod baggrunden. Snedækte tinder rejser sig til højre og taber sig i drivende tåger højt oppe. Til venstre i en stenstyrtning ligger en gammel, halvt sammen-falden hytte. Det er tidlig morgen. Dagen gryr. Solen er endnu ikke oppe.)
 

(Fru Maja Rubek kommer blussende rød og ophidset nedover styrtningen til venstre. Godsejer Ulfhejm følger halvt vred, halvt leende efter og holder hende fast i ærmet.)
 

FRU MAJA

(forsøger at rive sig løs).
 

Slip mig! Slip mig, siger jeg!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Nå, nå, – det mangled bare, at De skulde bide. De er jo så arrig som en jærv.
 

FRU MAJA

(slår ham over hånden).
 

Vil De så slippe, har jeg sagt! Og være rolig –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Nej så min sæl om jeg vil.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, så går jeg ikke et skridt længer med Dem. Hører De, – ikke et eneste skridt –!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ho-ho, – hvorledes vil De slippe fra mig her på vilde fjeldet?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jeg springer lige ud over bergvæggen derborte, om det så skal være –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Og maser og knaser Dem sønder og sammen til hundeføde – så lækkert blodig – (slipper hende.) Vær så god. Spring nu udover bergvæggen, hvis De har lyst. Der er svimlende brat. Bare en trang fodsti, som er næsten ufremkommelig.
 

FRU MAJA

(børster sit skørt med hånden og ser på ham med vrede øjne).
 

Jo, De er rigtig en dejlig en at gå på jagt med!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Sig heller: at drive sport med.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå så De kalder dette her for sport, De?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ja jeg ta’r mig den ærbødige frihed. – Det er slig sport, jeg liker allerbedst.
 

FRU MAJA

(kaster på nakken).
 

Nå – det må jeg si’e! (lidt efter; ser prøvende på ham.) Hvorfor slap De hundene løs deroppe?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(plirer med øjnene og smiler).
 

For at de også kunde få jage lidt på egen hånd, skønner De vel.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det er sletikke sandt! Det var ikke for hundenes skyld, at De slap dem.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(smiler fremdeles).
 

Nå, hvorfor slap jeg dem da? Lad os høre –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 De slap dem, fordi De vilde være Lars kvit. Han skulde løbe efter og fange dem ind igen, sa’ De. Og imens så –. Jo, det var rigtig pænt af Dem!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 – og imens så –?
 

FRU MAJA

(kort afbrydende).
 

Det kan være det samme.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(i fortrolig tone).
 

Lars finder dem ikke. Det kan De trygt bande på. Han kommer ikke med dem før tiden er inde.
 

FRU MAJA

(ser vred på ham).
 

Nej det gør han visst ikke.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(griber efter hendes arm).
 

For Lars – han kender mine – mine sportsvaner, han, ser De.
 

FRU MAJA

(undviger og måler ham med øjnene).
 

Véd De, hvad De ligner for noget, godsejer Ulfhejm?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Jeg tænker vel, at jeg ligner nærmest mig selv.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja det har De akkurat ret i. For De ligner livagtig en faun.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 En faun –?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja netop en faun.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 En faun, – er ikke det et slags udyr? Eller sådan noget som en skogdævel at kalde for?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Jo just slig en som De er. En som har både bukkeskæg og ben som en gedebuk. Ja, og så har faunen horn også!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ej-ej, – har han også horn?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Et par fæle horn ligesom De, ja.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Kan De se de stakkers hornene, jeg har?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja, jeg synes grangivelig, jeg kan se dem.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(tager hundesnoren op af lommen).
 

Så er det bedst, at jeg ta’r og binder Dem da.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Er De ble’t rent gal! Vil De binde mig –?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Skal jeg være dævel, så la’ mig være dævel. Ja så da! Så De kan se hornene, De?
 

FRU MAJA

(beroligende).
 

Så-så-så, – vær nu pent skikkelig, godsejer Ulfhejm. (afbryder.) Men hvor har De så Deres jagtslot, som De snakked så vidt og bredt om? Det skulde jo ligge et steds her omkring, sa’ De.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(peger forevisende på hytten).
 

Her har De det lige for øjnene.
 

FRU MAJA

(ser på ham).
 

Den gamle svinestien der?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(ler i skægget).
 

Den har huset mere end en kongedatter, den.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Var det der den ækle fyren kom ind til kongedatteren i en skogbjørns lignelse, som De fortalte?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ja, fru jagtkammerat, – her er åstedet. (med en indbydende håndbevægelse.) Hvis De behager at træde ind, så –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Isch! Ikke med min fod vilde jeg –! Isch!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Å, et menneskepar kan dorme bort en sommernat nokså lunt derinde. Eller en hel sommer, – om så skulde være.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Tak! Det måtte der høre appetit til. (utålmodig.) Men nu er jeg ked både af Dem og af jagtturen. Nu vil jeg ned til hotellet, – før folk vågner dernede.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Hvor tænker De, at De kan komme ned herfra?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Det får bli’ Deres sag. Et eller andet steds må her vel findes en nedgang, véd jeg.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(peger mod baggrunden).
 

Bevar’s vel; en slags nedgang er der nok, – lige udover bergvæggen der –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå, ser De –. Med en smule god vilje, så –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 – men prøv De bare, om De tør gå den vejen.
 

FRU MAJA

(betænkelig).
 

Tror De ikke?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Aldrig i verden. Hvis ikke jeg får hjælpe Dem –
 

FRU MAJA

(urolig).
 

Nå, så kom og hjælp mig da! Hvad har jeg Dem ellers til?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Vil De helst jeg skal ta’ Dem på ryggen -
 

FRU MAJA.
 Sludder!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 – eller bære Dem på armene?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Kom nu ikke med sligt noget vås igen!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(i indædt harme).
 

Jeg tog engang et ungt tøsebarn, – løfted hende op af gadesølen og bar hende på mine arme. På hænderne bar jeg hende. Vilde bære hende slig gennem hele livet; – på det at hun ikke skulde støde sin fod på nogen sten. For hun havde svært tyndslidte sko den tid jeg fandt hende –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Og alligevel så tog De hende op og bar hende på hænderne?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Tog hende op af skidtet og bar hende, som jeg højest og varligst kunde. (med en brummende latter.) Og véd De, hvad jeg fik til tak for det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nej. Hvad fik De da?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(ser på hende, smiler og nikker).
 

Hornene fik jeg. Hornene, som De grangivelig kan se. – Er ikke det en pudsig historie, fru bjørnemorderske?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å jo; nokså pudsig. Men jeg véd en anden historie, som er endda pudsigere.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Hvorledes er den historien da?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Den er sådan. Der var engang et dumt pigebarn, som havde både far og mor. Men et nokså tarveligt tilhold. Så kom der en stormægtig herremand ind i al denne tarveligheden. Og han tog pigebarnet på sine arme, – ligesom De, – og rejste langt, langt bort med hende –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Vilde hun så gerne være der, hvor han var?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja for hun var dum, ser De.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Og han var sagtens så’nt et rigtig dejligt mandfolk?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Å nej, han var sletikke så overvættes dejlig heller. Men han gik og bildte hende ind, at hun skulde få bli’ med ham op på det højeste berg, hvor der var lys og solskin over al måde.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Så han var bergstiger, han, den manden?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja han var det – på sin vis.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Og så tog han jentungen op med sig –?
 

FRU MAJA

(kaster på nakken).
 

Joh – han tog hende herligt op med sig, kan De tro! Å nej, han narred hende ind i et koldt, klamt bur, hvor der hverken var sol eller fri luft, – syntes hun da, – men bare forgyldning og store, forstenede menneskespøgelser rundt væggene.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Det var, fanden fløjte mig, tilpass for hende!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja men synes De ikke det er en ganske pudsig historie alligevel?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(ser en stund på hende).
 

Hør mig her, min gode jagtkammerat –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Nå? Hvad er det nu igen?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Skulde ikke vi to slå vore stakkers pjalter sammen?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Har godsejeren lyst til at bli’ lappeskrædder?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ja såmæn har han så. Kunde ikke vi to prøve på at flikke fillerne sammen hist og her, – så vi fik ligesom et slags menneskeliv ud af det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Og når så de stakkers laserne var rent udslidte, – hvad så?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(slår ud med hånden).
 

Så står vi der, frit og frejdigt, – som de, vi selv er!
 

FRU MAJA

(ler).
 

De med Deres bukkeben, ja!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Og De med Deres –. Nå, lad gå!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja kom, – lad os gå.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Stop! Hvor hen, kammerat?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ned til hotellet, vel.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Og så bagefter?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Så siger vi hinanden pænt farvel og tak for følget.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Kan vi skilles, vi to? Synes De, vi kan det?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Ja De fik da ikke bundet mig, véd jeg.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Jeg har et slot at by’ Dem –
 

FRU MAJA

(peger mod hytten).
 

Mage til det der?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Det er ikke ramlet sammen endnu.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Og al verdens herlighed kanske?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Et slot, siger jeg –
 

FRU MAJA.
 Tak! Slotte har jeg fåt nok af.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 – med prægtige jagtmarker milevidt omkring.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Er der kunstværker også i det slottet?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(langsomt).
 

Nej – kunstværker er der rigtignok ikke; men –
 

FRU MAJA

(lettet).
 

Nå, det var endda godt!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ja vil De så gå med mig, – så langt og så længe, jeg kræver?
 

FRU MAJA.
 Der er en tam rovfugl, som sidder vagt over mig.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(vildt).
 

Ham skyder vi en kugle i vingen, Maja!
 

FRU MAJA

(ser et øjeblik på ham og siger besluttet).
 

Så kom da og bær mig ned gennem dybet.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(slår armen om hendes liv).
 

Det er højeste tid! Tågen er over os –!
 

FRU MAJA.
 Er vejen frygtelig farlig nedover?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Fjeldtågen er farligere.
 

(Hun river sig løs, går hen til kløften og ser ned, men farer hurtig tilbage.)
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(går hende imøde og ler).
 

Nå, svimler det lidt for Dem?
 

FRU MAJA

(mat).
 

Ja, det også. Men gå derbort og se udover. De to, som kommer –
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(går hen og bøjer sig ud over bergvæggen).
 

Det er jo bare Deres rovfugl – og hans fremmede dame.
 

FRU MAJA.
 Kan vi ikke slippe forbi dem, – uden at de ser os?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Ugørligt. Stien er altfor trang. Og her er ingen anden vej ned.
 

FRU MAJA

(mander sig op).
 

Ja-ja, – så lad os trodse dem her da!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Talt som en ægte bjørnedræber, kammerat!
 

(Professor Rubek og Irene kommer tilsyne op over dybet i baggrunden. Han har sit plæd over skuldrene, hun en pelsværkskåbe kastet løseligover sin hvide dragt og en svaneduns hætte over hodet.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(endnu kun halvt synlig over fjeldkanten).
 

Hvad, Maja! Skal vi to mødes endnu en gang?
 

FRU MAJA

(med påtagen sikkerhed).
 

Til tjeneste. Vær så god og kom nærmere.
 

(Professor Rubek stiger helt op og rækker hånden til Irene, som også kommer helt op på højden.)
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(koldt til fru Maja).
 

Du har altså været på fjeldet hele natten, du også, – ligesom vi?
 

FRU MAJA.
 På jagt har jeg været, ja. Du gav mig jo udgangslov.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(peger hen imod dybet).
 

Er De gået op ad den stien der?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det så De jo.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Og den fremmede damen også?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja forstår sig. (med et blik til fru Maja.) Den fremmede damen og jeg agter ikke at gå på skilte veje herefter.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Véd De da ikke, at det er en dødsens vej, De er kommet –?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Vi to prøvte den nu alligevel. For den så ikke videre slem ud i førstningen.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Nej, i førstningen er ingenting slemt. Men så kan en komme til en snevring, hvor en hverken véd frem eller tilbage. Og så står en fast, herr professor! Bergfast, som vi skytter kalder det.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(smiler og ser på ham).
 

Skal dette her betyde vismands tale, herr godsejer?
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Vorherre bevare mig for at føre vismands tale. (indtrængende, peger op mod højden.) Men ser De da ikke, at uvejret er over hoderne på os! Hører De ikke vindstødene?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lytter).
 

Det lyder som forspillet til opstandelsens dag.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM.
 Det er stormkast fra tinderne, mand! Se bare, hvor skyerne vælter sig og sænker sig. Snart ligger de omkring os som et liglagen.
 

IRENE

(farer sammen).
 

Det lagen kender jeg.
 

FRU MAJA

(trækker i ham).
 

Lad os se at komme ned.
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(til professor Rubek).
 

Jeg kan ikke hjælpe flere end en. Hold til i hytten der sålænge – mens stormvejret står på. Så sender jeg folk op og henter Dem begge to.
 

IRENE

(i skræk).
 

Henter os! Nej! Nej –!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(barsk).
 

Ta’r Dem med magt, ifald det trænges. For det står om liv og død her. Nu véd De det. (til fru Maja.) Kom så, – og giv Dem trøstig i kammeratens vold.
 

FRU MAJA

(klynger sig til ham).
 

Å hvor jeg skal juble og synge, hvis jeg slipper helskindet ned!
 

GODSEJER ULFHEJM

(begynder nedstigningen og råber til de andre):
 

Vent altså derinde i jagthytten, til mændene kommer med tauge og henter Dem.
 

(Godsejer Ulfhejm, med fru Maja i armene, klattrer skyndsomt men varligt ned i dybet.)
 

IRENE

(ser en stund med skrækslagne øjne på professor Rubek).
 

Hørte du det, Arnold? – Der vil komme mænd op og hente mig! Mange mænd vil komme herop –!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Vær bare rolig, Irene!
 

IRENE

(i stigende rædsel).
 

Og hun, den sortklædte, – hun vil også komme. For nu må hun ha’ savnet mig for længe siden. Og så vil hun gribe mig, Arnold! Og lægge mig i spændetrøjen. Ja, for den har hun med sig i kufferten. Jeg har selv set den –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke noget menneske skal få lov til at røre dig.
 

IRENE

(med et forvildet smil).
 

Å nej, – det har jeg nok selv et middel imod.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvilket middel mener du?
 

IRENE

(drager kniven frem).
 

Denne her!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(griber efter den).
 

Har du kniv –!
 

IRENE.
 Altid, altid. Både dag og nat. I sengen også.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Giv mig den kniven, Irene!
 

IRENE

(gemmer den).
 

Du får den ikke. Den kan jeg så godt finde brug for selv.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad vil du bruge den til her?
 

IRENE

(ser fast på ham).
 

Den var bestemt for dig, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 For mig?
 

IRENE.
 Da vi sad nede ved Taunitzer See i aftes –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ved Taunitzer –?
 

IRENE.
 Udenfor bondehuset. Og legte med svaner og vandliljer –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Hvad så, – hvad så?
 

IRENE.
 – og da jeg hørte dig sige så isnende gravkoldt – at jeg ikke var andet, end en episode i dit liv –
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det var dig, som sa’ det, Irene! Ikke jeg.
 

IRENE

(vedbliver).
 

– da havde jeg kniven fremme. For jeg vilde støde den ind i ryggen på dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(mørkt).
 

Og hvorfor stødte du så ikke til?
 

IRENE.
 Fordi det gik forfærdende op for mig, at du alt var død – for længe siden.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Død?
 

IRENE.
 Død. Død, du som jeg. Vi sad der ved Taunitzer See, vi to klamme lig – og legte med hinanden.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Jeg kalder det ikke død. Men du forstår mig ikke.
 

IRENE.
 Hvor er da det brændende begær efter mig, som du stred og kæmped imod, da jeg stod fri frem for dig som den opstandne kvinde?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Vor kærlighed er visselig ikke død, Irene.
 

IRENE.
 Den kærlighed, som er jordlivets, – det dejlige, vidunderlige jordlivs, – det gådefulde jordlivs, – den er død i os begge.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(lidenskabeligt).
 

Véd du vel, at just denne kærlighed – den syder og brænder i mig så hedt som nogensinde før!
 

IRENE.
 Og jeg? Har du glemt, hvem jeg er nu?
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Vær for mig, hvem og hvad du vil! For mig er du den kvinde, jeg drømmer at se i dig.
 

IRENE.
 Jeg har stået på drejeskiven – nøgen, – og vist mig frem for mange hundreder af mænd – efter dig.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Det var mig, som jog dig op på drejeskiven, – forblindet, som jeg dengang var! Jeg, som stilled det døde lérbilled over livets, – over kærlighedens lykke.
 

IRENE

(ser nedad).
 

For sent. For sent.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ikke et hårsbred har alt det, som ligger imellem, forringet dig i mine øjne.
 

IRENE

(med hævet hoved).
 

Ikke i mine heller.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Ja hvad så! Så er vi jo fri. Og det er endnu tid for os at leve livet, Irene.
 

IRENE

(ser tungt på ham).
 

Livsbegæret døde i mig, Arnold. Nu er jeg opstanden. Og spejder efter dig. Og finder dig. – Og så ser jeg, at du og livet ligger lig – ligesom jeg har ligget.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Å hvor du er vildfarende! Livet i os og omkring os gærer og bruser som før!
 

IRENE

(smiler og ryster på hodet).
 

Din unge opstandne kvinde kan se hele livet ligge på ligstrå.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(slår armene voldsomt om hende).
 

Så lad os to døde leve livet en eneste gang til bunds – før vi går ned i vore grave igen!
 

IRENE

(med et skrig).
 

Arnold!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Men ikke her inde i halvmørket! Ikke her, hvor det stygge, våde lin blafrer omkring os –
 

IRENE

(henreven i lidenskab).
 

Nej, nej, – op i lyset og i al den glitrende herlighed. Op til forgættelsens tinde!
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Der oppe vil vi fejre vor bryllupsfest, Irene, – du min elskede!
 

IRENE

(stolt).
 

Solen må gerne se på os, Arnold.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK.
 Alle lysets magter må gerne se på os. Og alle mørkets også. (griber hendes hånd.) Vil du så følge mig, du min benådelses brud?
 

IRENE

(som forklaret).
 

Jeg følger villig og gerne min hersker og herre.
 

PROFESSOR RUBEK

(drager hende med sig).
 

Gennem tågerne må vi først, Irene, og så –
 

IRENE.
 Ja, gennem alle tågerne. Og så helt op til tårnets tinde, som lyser i solopgangen.
 

(Tågeskyerne sænker sig tættere om landskabet. Professor Rubek med Irene ved hånden stiger op over snebræen til højre og forsvinder snart inde i de lave skyer. Hvasse stormstød jager og hviner gennem luften.)
 

(Diakonissen kommer frem oppe i stenstyrtningen til venstre. Hun standser der og ser sig taus og spejdende omkring.)
 

FRU MAJA

(høres juble og synge fjernt nede i dybet).
 

Jeg er fri! Jeg er fri! Jeg er fri!
 

Mit fangenskabs liv er forbi!
 

Jeg er fri som en fugl! Jeg er fri!
 

(Pludselig høres en tordenlignende larm oppe fra snebræen. Den glider og hvirvler i rasende fart nedover. Professor Rubek og Irene skimtes utydelig at hvirvles med i snemasserne og begraves i dem.)
 

DIAKONISSEN

(udstøder et skrig, strækker armene mod de faldende og råber):
 

Irene! (står en stund taus, så slår hun kors foran sig i luften og siger:) Pax vobiscum!
 

(Fru Majas jubel og sang lyder endnu fjernere op fra dybet.)
 






  

The Non-Fiction


 

Ibsen’s home in Oslo, where he lived the last eleven years of his life and wrote his last two plays.  The house now operates as a world class museum on the great writer’s life and works.
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PREFACE
 

ALL of Ibsen’s Speeches and New Letters here submitted are now for the first time translated into English. The Speeches comprise all those included in the Norwegian edition of Ibsen’s Collected Works (Copenhagen, Gyldendal, 1902). The time and place of publication of the New Letters are noted under the individual letters.

My most cordial thanks are due to Dr. Lee M. Hollander, of the University of Michigan, for his careful revision of the translations and for his introduction to the book; to Louis J. Bailey, librarian of the Gary (Ind.) Public Library, for his valuable collaboration part of the time and many important suggestions ever since; and to Karl T. Jacobson, of the Library of Congress, for his indefatigable work in finding good and idiomatic expressions.

I also wish to express my gratitude to Dr. Sigurd Ibsen for his kind permission to have the translations made.

 

ARNE KILDAL

Library of Congress, June, 1909
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SPEECH AT THE UNVEILING OF THE MEMORIAL STATUE ON P. A. MUNCH’S GRAVE IN ROME, JUNE 12th, 1865
 

Ladies and Gentlemen:

I HAVE been asked to say a few words on the occasion of the monument which has recently been erected here on the grave of my departed countryman.

As far as I can see, about all the Swedes and Danes who at present live in Rome are here to-day. This was not more than I had expected; for if there is anything in which the Scandinavian brother spirit has manifested itself hitherto as living and really existing, it is in a never-abating readiness to celebrate each other’s festivals.

But my stay in Rome has a long time ago removed the prejudice, pardonable indeed, that the Scandinavian spirit of unity is out of the question except in connection with international festivities. However, it is true, down here we are not troubled by the trivialities of daily life, which dull and weaken, nor are we threatened by the moments in which great crises take place, and about which history gives evidence that in former days they uplifted and fortified nations as well as individuals, but which in our times have another effect.

However that may be, I thank you on behalf of my countrymen and myself because you have made your appearance here, and because I know with certainty that your presence is more than a mere form of politeness. Each of you has known the deceased, at least by name; his works are found among you, at least they are found on the shelves of our library; several of you have lived part of your Roman life together with him, and I believe it would be difficult to come in contact with such a man without getting to love him.

My countrymen of course embrace his memory with all the esteem which is being shared by every Norwegian. The Swedes, who themselves have a great and rich and brilliant literature about their equally great and rich and brilliant past history, know and appreciate what Norway possessed and what she has lost in Munch.

With the Danes, however, the case is somewhat different. Munch’s name is not as a rule mentioned with love in Denmark. I have myself experienced it, experienced it often, and it has grieved me. However, I believe that it is here as is so often the case, mere parrotry rather than a clear and vivid comprehension of the true nature of the question, which has spread this sentiment among the multitude. Whenever I asked a Dane: Why is it then after all that you dislike Munch? I have almost always received the answer: “Well, we dislike him first because of his theory of immigration, according to which the Danes are of another origin than the inhabitants of the remainder of Scandinavia; and next we dislike him for his advice to Denmark to become the admiralty state of Germany.”

On the first point I will only say: Leave that to our scholars; among them it is in the best of hands. It has already given rise to many ingenious theories and shall probably give rise to still more, before the time comes, when nothing more can be said either for or against. But one thing I wish in this connection to say to you Danes, and for the sake of us all I would that I could say it in such a manner that it could be heard by all of your people: Exterminate by word and intellectual achievement, exterminate through your art and your literature, exterminate by your whole manner of living and thinking and being, that faction in your country which with such surprisingly sympathetical ties feels itself drawn toward the South, that faction in your country which does all its work with eyes turned thither, as if it had there its kin, its original home, and which to a layman almost furnishes proof that at least as far as some of you are concerned, there might after all be some truth in the theory of Munch. This would be the most dignified way to protest; and if the assertion of our late historian might contribute its share to goad you on to this, then the time might still come when you, like ourselves, thank God that he threw out this theory, even if it should prove to be a delusion ten times over.

That his advice regarding the position which your country ought to hold in Europe has given you offense, I can understand; but it is inconsistent to make him the object of hatred on this account, while you at the same time, with the good nature which is peculiar to your nation, open your arms and hearts to the many among the brother countries’ so-called correct Scandinavians who certainly never would have given you advice harsh and offensive in form, such as Munch gave it, but who, by failing you in your need, by staying away from the place where, in the moment of the common danger, we should have expected to find them, have in fact contributed to drive you so sadly far on along the way which you were so offended at Munch for pointing out as the one that was most suitable to you.

Whatever Munch has expressed was his conviction at the moment he gave utterance to it, of that I am convinced, and that ought to make your feelings toward him less harsh. Let, then, — this I say to you Swedes, Danes, and Norwegians, — let the consummation come about that the truth may become a power in our common companionship; we have seen what phrases lead to. We have so far in our national negotiations parleyed like diplomats, we have exchanged polite notes, we have been delicate like a perfume, and it was only when the serious part of the feast was to begin that we realized sufficiently what the whole business so far had been, —— a fragrance, neither more nor less.

People at home in Norway were wont to say of Munch that he was inconsistent, and abroad they have echoed this. But that depends on how it is looked at. A statesman, or on the whole a man who has a great, certain, imperative task to perform, may say that no storm shall drive him from his path, —— and if the man is as strong as his words, no storm will drive him from his path, either.

But thus neither can nor shall the scientific investigator speak. He has not the road staked out before him: he must break it through thickets and mire, must many a time turn around and begin from a new starting point in order to reach his goal, which he cannot in advance arbitrarily fix, but which just through his investigation is laboriously to be discovered. In this respect Munch has been inconsistent; that shall be said to his honour here on his grave.

Thus I think that after all we are all assembled here in common love and respect for the memory of the deceased.

The stone which is here erected his nation has not placed over him; it originates from a small circle of his friends. But I will hope that the state will follow their example. I will hope that at home among us it will erect to him a visible memorial, in its way just as dignified as the one by which his grave here is marked.

I know that at home there are many who think that there was done exceedingly much during his lifetime on the part of the state for Munch and his scientific work. This is a misunderstanding which I here shall protest against. The state has done its duty, nothing more. But the misunderstanding arises from the fact, that in most cases of the same kind the state does much less than its duty. This displaces the standard for what may with due right be demanded from it.

As long as the state authorities only regard themselves as called upon to take care of the welfare of the political community, and do not place the development of the nation’s life on the same plane, so long have they solved only one, and that hardly the chief, half of their task. States like ours cannot defend themselves by their material prosperity, but nations like ours can, if they do their work in the service of culture, science, art, and literature, acquire for themselves a right to exist, a right which history shows that violence and power from without always have been careful not to attack.

In our home countries the individual has, as far as his ability goes, both heart and help for the activity that aims to support and lift our internal, national life; this I must from my own experience and with gratitude acknowledge, and I think that several of my countrymen here may likewise do the same. But the state as such in our countries sees as yet in free science, in art, and in literature only the decorations, not the pillars and the beams of the edifice. This humiliating state of affairs I should think, it might now be time to see ended. The man who does the intellectual work in a nation has a right to carry his head high; he has a right to protest when for his task is offered only a part of the surplus which is left after the material needs of the state have been satisfied, and that even only provided these needs leave any surplus.

Things cannot continue thus. I will hope that the serious and sad events of the latter times have opened our eyes to the fact that it is the strength of the nation, and not of the state, which saves, if there is indeed a possibility of salvation — and in this lies a hint for every state which wants to preserve its own existence, and which has no superior might to depend upon.

Therefore, I will also hope that our state authorities, as one of the many things which are to testify to a more elevated program for the future, will erect a memorial to Munch at home, a memorial which is worthy of his country, of himself, and of his work.






  








SPEECH TO THE NORWEGIAN STUDENTS SEPTEMBER 10th, 1874
 

Gentlemen:

WHEN during the latter years of my stay abroad it became more and more evident to me that it had now become a necessity for me to see my own country again, I will not deny that it was with considerable trepidation and doubt that I proceeded to put my journey home into effect. My stay here was, to be sure, intended to be only of short duration, but I felt, that however short it was to be, it might be long enough to disturb an illusion which I should like to continue to live in.

I asked myself: in what sort of spirit will my countrymen receive me? The favourable reception which the books I sent home have found could not quite reassure me; for the question always arose: what is my personal relation to my countrymen?

For it certainly cannot be denied that at several points there has been a feeling of animosity. So far as I have been able to understand, the complaints against me have been of a twofold nature. People have thought that I have regarded my personal and private relations at home with undue bitterness, and they have furthermore reproached me for having attacked occurrences in our national life which, according to the opinion of many, deserved quite a different sort of treatment than mockery.

I do not think I could use this day, so honourable and joyful to me, to better purpose than to make an explanation and a confession.

My private relations I have never made the direct subject of any poetical work. In the earlier hard times these relations were of less importance to me than I have afterwards often been able to justify to myself. When the nest of the eider duck was robbed the first and second and third time, it was of illusions and of great hopes of life that it was robbed. When at festival gatherings I have been sensible of recollections like the bear in the hands of his tamer, it has been because I have been co-responsible in a time which buried a glorious thought amid song and feasting.

And what is it then that constitutes a poet? As for me, it was a long time before I realized that to be a poet, that is chiefly to see, but mark well, to see in such a manner that the thing seen is perceived by his audience just as the poet saw it. But thus is seen and thus is appreciated that only which has been lived through. And as regards the thing which has been lived through, that is just the secret of the literature of modern times. All that I have written, these last ten years, I have, mentally, lived through. But no poet lives through anything isolated. What he lives through all of his countrymen live through together with him. For if that were not so, what would establish the bridge of understanding between the producing and the receiving mind?

And what is it, then, that I have lived through and written on? The range has been large. Partly, I have written on that which only by glimpses and at my best moments I have felt stirring vividly within me as something great and beautiful. I have written on that which, so to speak, has stood higher than my daily self, and I have written on this in order to fasten it over against and within myself.

But I have also written on the opposite, on that which to introspective contemplation appears as the dregs and sediment of one’s own nature. The work of writing has in this case been to me like a bath which I have felt to leave cleaner, healthier, and freer. Yes, gentlemen, nobody can poetically present that to which he has not to a certain degree and at least at times the model within himself. And who is the man among us who has not now and then felt and acknowledged within himself a contradiction between word and action, between will and task, between life and teaching on the whole? Or who is there among us who has not, at least in some cases, selfishly been sufficient unto himself, and half unconsciously, half in good faith, has extenuated this conduct both to others and to himself?

I have thought that when I say this to you, to the students, it will reach exactly its right address. It will be understood as it is to be understood; for a student has essentially the same task as the poet: to make clear to himself, and thereby to others, the temporal and eternal questions which are astir in the age and in the community to which he belongs.

In this respect I dare to say of myself that, during my stay abroad, I have endeavored to be a good student. A poet by nature belongs to the far-sighted. Never have I seen the fatherland and the actual life of the fatherland so fully, so clearly, and at a closer range than just from afar and during my absence.

And now, my dear countrymen, in conclusion a few words which are likewise connected with something I have lived through. When Emperor Julian stands at the end of his career, and everything collapses round about him, there is nothing which renders him so despondent as the thought that all which he had gained was this: to be remembered with respectful appreciation by clear and cool heads, whereas his opponents lived on, rich in the love of warm, living human hearts. This motive has proceeded from something that I have lived through; it has its origin in a question that I have at times put to myself, down there in the solitude. Now the young people of Norway have come to me here to-night and given me the answer in word and song, have given me the answer so warmly and so clearly as I had never expected to hear it. This answer I will take along as the richest result of my visit with my countrymen at home, and it is my hope and my belief that what I experience to-night is an inner experience which sometime shall find its reflection in a coming work. And if this happens, if sometime I shall send such a book home, then I ask that the students receive it as if it were a handshake and a thanks for this meeting; I ask you to receive it as the ones who have a share in it.






  








SPEECH TO THE WORKINGMEN OF TRONDHJEM, JUNE 14th, 1885
 

EIGHT days ago I returned home again to Norway after an absence of eleven years.

During these eight days at home I have experienced more of the joy of life than during all the eleven years abroad.

I have found immense progress in most lines, and I have seen that the nation to which I most closely belong has approached the rest of Europe considerably more than formerly.

But the visit at home has also caused me disappointments. My experience has shown me that the most indispensable individual rights are not as yet safeguarded as I believed I might hope and expect under the new form of government.

A ruling majority does not grant the individual either liberty of faith or liberty of expression beyond an arbitrarily fixed limit.

So there is still much to be done before we may be said to have attained to real liberty. But I fear that it will be beyond the power of our ‘present democracy to solve these problems. An element of nobility must enter into our political life, our administration, our representation, and our press.

Of course I am not thinking of the nobility of birth, nor of that of wealth, nor of that of knowledge, neither of that of ability or intelligence. But I think of the nobility of character, of the nobility of will and mind.

That alone it is which can make us free.

This nobility which I hope will be granted to our nation will come to us from two sources. It will come to us from two groups which have not as yet been irreparably harmed by party pressure. It will come to us from our women and from our workingmen.

The reshaping of social conditions which is now under way out there in Europe is concerned chiefly with the future position of the workingman and of woman.

That it is which I hope for and wait for; and it is that that I will work for, and shall work for my whole life so far as I am able.

It is with these words that I take pleasure in extending to you my most hearty thanks for all the honour and joy which the Trondhjem labor union to-night has given me. And while extending my thanks I propose a long life to the laboring class and its future.






  








SPEECH AT THE DANISH STUDENTS’ BANQUET, COPENHAGEN, OCTOBER 3, 1885
 

I DO not like it at all to hear my praises sung so loudly. I prefer solitude, and I always feel an inclination to protest when the health of an artist or a poet is proposed with a motive such as: There stands he, and there far away are the others. But the thanks given me contains also an admission. If my existence has been of any importance, as you say it has, the reason is that there is kinship between me and the times. There is no yawning gulf fixed between the one who produces and the one who receives. There is kinship between the two. I thank you for the kinship I have found here among you.






  








SPEECH AT THE BANQUET IN STOCKHOLM, SEPTEMBER 24th, 1887
 

Ladies and Gentlemen:

MY most sincere thanks for all the friendliness and good understanding which I have also at this time received proofs of here. A great happiness is experienced in the feeling of possessing a greater country. But to reply fully to all the words of praise of which I have just been made the object lies beyond and above my power. There is, however, one particular point in these utterances which I should like to consider for a moment. It has been said that I, and that in a prominent manner, have contributed to create a new era in these countries. I, on the contrary, believe that the time in which we now live might with quite as good reason be characterized as a conclusion, and that from it something new is about to be born. For I believe that the teaching of natural science about evolution has validity also as regards the mental factors of life. I believe that the time will soon come when political and social conceptions will cease to exist in their present forms, and that from their coalescence there will come a unity, which, for the present, will contain the conditions for the happiness of mankind. I believe that poetry, philosophy and religion will be merged in a new category and become a new vital force, of which we who live now can have no clear conception.

It has been said of me on different occasions that I am a pessimist. And so I am in so far as I do not believe in the everlastingness of human ideals. But I am also an optimist in so far as firmly believe in the capacity for procreation and development of ideals. Especially, to be more definite, am I of the opinion that the ideals of our time, while disintegrating, are tending towards what in my play “Emperor and Galilean” I indicated by the name of “the third kingdom.” Therefore, permit me to drink a toast to that which is in the process of formation, — to that which is to come. It is on a Saturday night that we are assembled here. Following it comes the day of rest, the festival day, the holy day — whichever you wish to call it. For my part I shall be content with the result of my life’s work, if this work can serve to prepare the spirit for the morrow. But above all I shall be content if it shall serve to strengthen the mind in that week of work which will of a necessity follow.

I thank you for your attention.






  








SPEECH AT THE BANQUET IN CHRISTIANIA, MARCH 23d, 1898
 

On the occasion of Ibsen’s seventieth birthday, March 20th, 1898.

 

WHEN I just now asked for silence it became so quiet all around. At least so it seemed to me. But if you have expected that I should answer fully to all those warm, kind words which have been spoken to me, you are mistaken. I can express my most cordial thanks for them only in a general way; and likewise for all the honour and homage which is’ being shown me here to-day.

Or perhaps you have expected that I should begin to speak of my books? But that I would not be able to do. For in that case I should have to bring in my whole life. And that by itself would make a mighty thick book, that alone.

And, furthermore, I now really have in mind to write such a book. A book which will link my life and my writings together into an explanatory whole. Yes, for I think that I have now attained so ripe an age that I might be permitted to allow myself some little breathing time, — take one year’s vacation — for such a book would, indeed, be vacation work compared with the exciting and exhausting writing of dramas. And a vacation I have never really had since I left Norway thirty-four years ago. It seems to me I may need it now.

But, ladies and gentlemen, you must not on that account think that I intend, definitely, to lay aside my dramatic quill. No, I intend to resort and hold to that until the last. For I still have sundry whimsies in stock which I have not so far found opportunity to give expression to. Only when I have well rid myself of these will it be time to lay aside my dramatic quill. And how easy would it be to stop then as compared with the time when I was yet in the midst of the beginning! How silent and empty it was around one then! How the individual fellow-combatants stood scattered, each by himself, without coherence, without connecting links between them! Many a time it would seem to me then as if — once passed away — I had never been here. Nor my work, either!

But now! Now it has become populous round about. Young forces, confident of victory, have joined. They do not any longer have to write for a narrow circle. They have a public, an entire people to whom they may speak and to whom they may direct their thoughts and feelings. Whether they meet opposition or adherence — that is immaterial. It is only the inability, the unwillingness to hear which is of evil. That have I felt.

I sincerely regret that I have come in contact so little with many in this country who are to continue the work. Not because I would, if such was the case, attempt to exert any pressure, but that I myself might reach a deeper comprehension. And particularly would I have used that closer relation to remove a misconception which has in many ways been a hindrance to me, — the misconception namely, that there should be a feeling of absolute happiness-connected with that rare fairytale fate which I have had: to gain fame and name yonder in the many lands. And I have gained warm, understanding hearts out there, too. That first and foremost.

But this real inner happiness, — that is no find, no gift. It must be acquired at a price which may often be felt to be heavy enough. For that is the point: that he who has gained for himself a home out in the many lands, — in his inmost soul he feels nowhere quite at home, — hardly even in the. country of his birth.

But perhaps that may come yet. And I shall regard this evening as a starting point.

For here I behold something that resembles an agreement. Here all views, all diverging opinions have been able to gather about one and the same thing. I have here no longer the painful feeling of being regarded as the poet of a party, either of the one or of the other. His entire people a poet must have around him — either in adherence or in opposition. And then the idea of unity will go further towards larger aims and higher tasks. — That is my hope and my belief.

Therefore, ladies and gentlemen, I ask you to accept my most cordial thanks for all your kindness and friendliness.






  








SPEECH AT THE BANQUET IN COPENHAGEN, APRIL 1st, 1898
 

PROFESSOR HANSEN’S speech has confused me and upset my answer. I must now extemporize and kindly ask for your attention. To-day is the first of April. On the same day in the year 1861 I arrived for the first time in Copenhagen. That is now thirty-four years ago. Remember the date and the year! I travelled southward, through Germany and Austria, and passed through the Alps on the ninth of May. On the high mountains the clouds hung like great dark curtains, and underneath these and through the tunnel we rode until we suddenly found ourselves at Miramare, where the beauty of the South, a wonderfully bright gleam, shining like white, marble, suddenly revealed itself to me and placed its stamp on my whole later production, even though not all in it was a thing of beauty.

This feeling of having escaped from the darkness into the light, from the mists through a tunnel out into the sunshine, that feeling I again experienced when the other morning I gazed the length of the Sound. And then I found here the trusty Danish eyes. It seemed to me that these two journeys acquired an inner connection, and for this I give you most cordial thanks.






  








SPEECH AT THE BANQUET OF THE SWEDISH AUTHORS’ LEAGUE, STOCKHOLM, APRIL 11th, 1898
 

Ladies and Gentlemen:

I WISH to thank you cordially for this evening. It has been a rather peculiar experience for me to be present here. I do not know that I have ever belonged to any association, and I almost think that it is altogether the first time that I have been present at such a gathering. It is true that there is a society in Christiania which is of somewhat the same nature as this one, but there I am a member for the sake of appearance only, and for several reasons never take any part in its meetings. Here for the first time I have appeared at a club, and so it is something new to me. For the truth is, a society does not suit my temperament. And in a certain sense it would seem as if organization were least of all something adapted to authors; for authors must go their own wild ways — ay, as wild as they can ever wish, if they are to fulfil the mission of their lives. I think, however, that such a club as this may after all in certain respects have its tasks to perform. Real cultural tasks. One of these tasks is this, that authors jointly protect themselves outwardly, something which may many times be of great necessity. Then there is another task which I think is of no less importance, and which I cannot fail to emphasize here. It is unfortunately true that dramatic authors must be translated; but the northern peoples? — for I really cannot give up my old idea of a united North as a cultural unity, — should they not be able to agree to avoid as much as possible reading each other in translation? For that which we read in translation is always in danger of being more or less misunderstood; since unfortunately the translators themselves are too often somewhat lacking in comprehension. I think that if we would read each other in the original we should reach to a far more intimate and deeper understanding of the content. To work for improvement in this direction will be one of the noblest tasks of this club.

In conclusion will you let me say that I always feel so well here in Sweden. I have found here an old established culture, founded on a strong tradition — stronger than in many other countries — and which reaches deeper than many think. And then I have met here so many good and cordial characters. Such I do not easily forget when I have once learned to know them.

I shall always hold in imperishable memory this evening and all those here who have shown me the honour to wish to be with me. My hearty thanks to you!






  








SPEECH AT THE BANQUET IN STOCKHOLM, APRIL 13th, 1898
 

IT seems to me like a dream, this my visit here in Stockholm; and indeed it is a dream. The first figure that met me in the dream was His Majesty the King. (Oscar II (1829-1907), King of Norway and Sweden, 1872-1905, King of Sweden, 1905-1907.)

He bestowed upon me the greatest demonstration of honour that could have been accorded me. I was surprised. I who came to express my gratitude received still more to be grateful for. And now I am invited to this splendid and brilliant gathering here, so representative in every way. When His Majesty the King met me with such a demonstration of honour, it all appeared to me like an ingenious royal eccentricity. And something similar I feel also in this place. I do not see in this homage which is here paid me a mere personal homage. I see in it an approval of literature as a cultural power, expressed by the Swedish people. And what effect this must have on me I am sure you can imagine. My life has passed like a long, long, quiet week, and as I stand here in the real passion week, my life is transformed into a fairy play. I, the old dramatist, see my life remolded into a poem, a fairy poem. It has been transformed into a summer night’s dream. My thanks for the transformation.






  








SPEECH AT THE FESTIVAL OF THE NORWEGIAN WOMEN’S RIGHTS LEAGUE, CHRISTIANIA, MAY 26th, 1898
 

I AM not a member of the Women’s Rights League. Whatever I have written has been without any conscious thought of making propaganda. I have been more poet and less social philosopher than people generally seem inclined to believe. I thank you for the toast, but must disclaim the honour of having consciously worked for the women’s rights movement. I am not even quite clear as to just what this women’s rights movement really is. To me it has seemed a problem of humanity in general. And if you read my books carefully you will understand this. True enough, it is desirable to solve the problem of women’s rights, along with all the others; but that has not been the whole purpose. My task has been the description of humanity. To be sure, whenever such a description is felt to be reasonably true, the reader will insert his own feelings and sentiments into the work of the poet. These are attributed to the poet; but incorrectly so. Every reader remolds it so beautifully and nicely, each according to his own personality. Not only those who write, but also those who read are poets; they are collaborators; they are often more poetical than the poet himself.

With these reservations I undertake to thank you for the toast which has been given to me. For this I recognize, indeed, that women have an important task to perform in the particular directions this club is working along. I will express my thanks by proposing a toast to the Women’s Rights League, wishing’ it progress and success.

The task always before my mind has been to advance our country and give the people a higher standard. To obtain this, two factors are of importance: it is for the mothers by strenuous and sustained labor to awaken a conscious feeling of culture and discipline. This must be created in men before it will be possible to lift the people to a higher plane. It is the women who are to solve the social problem. As mothers they are to do it. And only as such can they do it. Here lies a great task for woman. My thanks! and success to the Women’s Rights League!






  








LETTERS
 






  








I. TO CLEMENS PETERSEN
 

Letters I-X were first published in the Norwegian magazine ‘Samtiden’, February, 1908.

 

(Clemens Petersen was a leading literary critic of the day. From 1857 to 1868 he contributed to Fædrelandet. He had considerable influence, and his views were a strong determining factor in public opinion. He reviewed rather favorably some of Ibsen’s earlier works, among them “Love’s Comedy,” referred to in the letter, which was reviewed at some length in Fædrelandet, July 18, 1863.)

 

CHRISTIANIA, August 10th, 1863

 

Mr. Clemens Petersen:

I CAN never get on with letter writing, mostly because apprehend that my authorship in this line may, with good reason, be characterized in the same fashion as you — rather harshly, it would seem to me — characterize my prose in general; nevertheless I must write you a few lines to thank you, sincerely and cordially, for your review of my book. I thank you both for that in which I agree with you (which is not exclusively those parts of your criticism complimentary to me) and for that about which, when I am sometime fortunate enough to meet you personally, I shall at least try to argue with you. Especially do I thank you because I see that you have not so much against me, after all, as until now I had instinctively imagined; this has to me an importance it would be difficult to convince you of, who do not know to how terrible a degree I feel intellectually alone up here. My “friends’” view of me does not, by the way, do me any harm; for I see, with regard to myself, in all points clearer than all my friends — and this certainly not to my advantage. I am now working on a historical play in five acts, (The Pretenders) but in prose, I cannot write it in verse. You do me some little injustice when you hint that I have tried to imitate Bjornson’s manner; “Lady Inger of Ostraat” and “The Warriors at Helgeland” were written before Bjornson had yet written a line. (N.B. it is possible that “Between the Battles” existed at the time when I wrote “The Warriors,” but it did not and could not come under my eye.) As to “Love’s Comedy” I can assure you that if ever it was necessary for an author to rid himself of a sentiment and a subject it was so with me when I began that work. I shall follow your kind advice to send “Lady Inger” to the Royal Theatre; I only wish that I might handle the matter in the right way and that it might succeed. I have felt a strong desire to send you these few grateful lines, for I have a deep, personal feeling that you have done me a good service by not putting my book aside in silence.

 

Yours obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN

 






  








II. TO CLEMENS PETERSEN
 

ROME, December 4th, 1865

 

Mr. Clemens Petersen:

NEXT Christmas there will appear a dramatic poem (Brand) by me which I most urgently ask you to interest yourself in as far as your conscience in any way will permit. The meanness and hopelessness in my home country have compelled me to look into myself and into the condition of affairs; out of this the sentiment and the content of the poem have developed. You once wrote of me that the versified form with the symbolic meaning behind it was my most natural mode of expression. I have often thought about it. I believe the same myself, and in concurrence therewith the poem has shaped itself. But I have not been able to avoid striking with hard hands. I ask you, if you can, not to examine this feature under any magnifying glass. Your review will be a decisive factor in my countrymen’s reception of the poem and of those truths which I have not been able to withhold; but of course I should like as long as possible to avoid any martyrdom.

The journalistic scribblers that are criticising in Norway will not understand it. I therefore urgently ask that as soon and as strongly as possible you will support me in all those points where you find that the matter or I myself deserve it. Should you have anything to communicate to me that does not find a place in your public review — which I await with assurance and eagerness — I would thank you most heartily for a few lines; I have an insufferably oppressive feeling of standing alone.

Yours truly, HENRIK IBSEN






  








III. TO CLEMENS PETERSEN
 

ROME, March 9th, 1867

 

Mr. Cand. Mag. Clemens Petersen:

ALTHOUGH I have confined myself — for nearly a year now — to expressing to you by means of a third person my thankfulness for your review of “Brand” and the advantages thereby secured to me, it is certainly not from a lack of appreciation of your services; but you once took occasion to write a word about undue intimacy after short and hasty acquaintance, and that word has made me somewhat shy. I feel very sure, however, that there has been no such “affectation” in my appeals to you; yet the characteristic, such as you interpret it, is at any rate so truly Norwegian that I can easily see that it was a Norwegian who gave you opportunity for the observation and the remark.

In spite of this I still venture to send you my thanks for the review — both for the written criticism and for the one which lies in what is not expressed. The first has been a great personal joy to me and to my advantage with the public, the latter has surely not been any joy to me, but has, thereby, been all the more helpful as against a self-analysis that may not be shirked with impunity.

But I have more to thank you for than the review of “Brand” and my other works. I want to thank you for every word you have written besides, and I hope that in my new work (Peer Gynt) you will acknowledge that I have taken an essential step forward.

I have been told that you once said that you did not believe it would be of any use to review my works, as I would probably not follow suggestions for improvement. I would certainly not be able to follow directions upon the strength of mere authority, for thus I would become untrue in my own sight, and such a blind following of your suggestions would, I am quite sure, afford you no satisfaction either. But this step forward that I have mentioned consists in just this fact, that hereafter there can be no question of “want to be,” but of “must be”; and across that yawning gulf you have helped me, and therefore it is that I now thank you and always shall thank you.

Hoping that in these lines you will not see anything more or less than our certainly remote acquaintance grants me the privilege of writing, I am, 

Your ever thankful 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








IV. TO P. F. SIEBOLD
 

(P. F. Siebold was a commercial traveller who had become acquainted with northern literature on his travels in the North.)

 

DRESDEN, February 10th, 1869

Mr. P. F. Siebold:

I MOST urgently ask you to forgive me for waiting until now to answer your kind note of the sixth of last month. A new literary work which at present demands all my time and all my thought must bear the blame for this long delay.

I am extremely grateful to you that you have chosen to translate “Brand” into German. The undertaking is certainly very difficult; but in your beautiful language it is possible to work miracles.

Do you not think it would be of advantage to add to the German edition a preface containing a short account of the reception the book has had in the three Scandinavian countries? In the course of three years five large editions have appeared. Councillor Hegel will be glad to give you any other needed information.

If you had not already chosen your publisher, I should have advised you to apply to the proprietor of the Scandinavian bookstore in Leipsic, Mr.

Helms, who has already published many translations from the Danish and Norwegian, and who, besides, is highly esteemed here.

We shall hardly meet at Christiania next summer. I do not intend to return so soon to the home where I find it too cold — in every sense of that word. I do not give up the hope, however, of sometime having the pleasure of personally making your acquaintance. Please give my regards to our mutual Scandinavian friends; and wishing and hoping that you may soon and successfully overcome all the difficulties connected with the editing, I am, 

Yours respectfully and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








V. TO P. F. SIEBOLD
 

DRESDEN, May 9th, 1869

 

Dear Mr. P. F. Siebold:

I HAVE to ask your pardon for much. First, I must ask you to pardon the state in which I return your manuscript; in destroying some of my useless rough drafts I unfortunately happened to tear your preface in two and only discovered afterward what had happened. My delay in answering your greatly esteemed notes is due to the fact that I have been waiting for answers to certain inquiries I have had made in Leipsic. According to information that I have now received, Dr. Helms is not longer connected with the Scandinavian bookstore there. Literary friends have advised me to handle the matter in the following way: you are connected with the Leipz: Illustr: Zeitung; if it were possible for you to get in a biography of me there, I could furnish the necessary portrait. Councillor Hegel would furnish you with the needed material. Such a biography ought only to contain favourable matter; the German critics will surely find enough that is objectionable, later on. I should particularly like, in case you think it helpful, that you would mention what I had to struggle against in the earlier days, and that you would also emphasize the fact that the Cabinet and Storthing, acknowledging the position I hold in Norwegian literature, several years ago unanimously granted me a pension for life, besides providing ample travelling stipends, etc. My dear Mr. Siebold, you must not understand me as wishing this in any way to partake of humbug; that is against my nature; but people assure me those things are necessary. If my name were in that way introduced into Germany it would be far easier to get your translation published. If you would later on send it to me I would take it to Leipzig, have the translation reviewed in some of the periodicals, talk with those concerned, and not yield until the book is published. The preface might then be made considerably shorter, by referring to the biography. If you favor this plan write to me. Henceforth I shall have time at my disposal and will do everything possible to advance an enterprise which is so much to my own interest. I have a belief that “The Pretenders” might also be suitable for translation, and could be performed in German theatres; the content of the play is remarkably well suited to later German conditions; the unification of parts of the country under one head, etc.; and were I first known there, I have no doubt but that I could induce the present theatre manager of Leipsic, Heinrich Laube, to make a beginning. These last plans, however, are for the future. At present I await your answer regarding the biography, and pray you to remember me, as I shall ever remember you, gratefully.

 

Yours respectfully and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








VI. TO P. F. SIEBOLD
 

DRESDEN, March 6th, 1872

 

My dear Mr. Siebold:

IT was a double pleasure to receive your kind letter after so long a silence. I am quite sure I wrote you after the biography appeared in lllustr: Zeitung; immediately afterward the war broke out, I went to Copenhagen, and all interest was entirely taken up by the grand world events. I assure you I often thought of you during that turbulent time; for I did not know whether or not you were an officer in the militia, and I imagined all kinds of possibilities. Fortunately they were only imaginings, and I thank you that you now have seriously set about introducing “Brand” to the German reading world.

I have not received the book yet; I am very desirous to see it, but do not doubt at all that the translation will satisfy me. It is high time, though, that your work should appear, for here in Dresden there is another translation ready that should even now be at the printer’s. This translation is by the novelist Julie Ruhkopf, who has sent me the manuscript for approval. I consider it a matter of course that she — under the present circumstances — will not publish it. In a Berlin bookseller’s periodical is announced a translation of “The Pretenders” and “The League of Youth” at the same time that this latter play is being localized for the theatre in Vienna. I do not know that you have heard of my having been involved this winter in a controversy with the magazine Im neuen Reich, which appears in Leipsic under the direction of Dr. A. Dowe and Gustav Freitag. It was occasioned by some utterances in my poems with regard to Prussian politics. The controversy is conducted in a very chivalrous manner, however; the explanation which I have given of my standpoint has been considered satisfactory, and the matter, which was at first very disagreeable to me, will only — as my literary friends here assure me — advertise the translation of my work.

You are mistaken when you think that I do not recognize the greatness of a man like Bismarck; but I see in him an essential obstacle to a good and friendly relation between Germany and Scandinavia. The present estrangement is unnatural between two people so nearly related; there must and ought to be a closer alliance; the interest of both parties demands that. On the whole, during my long stay in Germany I have changed my views in many respects, but that subject is too long to take up in a letter; I shall have to save it until I again have the pleasure of meeting you personally. And so, for this time, a hearty farewell from Yours truly, HENRIK IBSEN






  








VII. TO BJØRNSTJERNE BJØRNSON
 

(On a calling card, with “The Pillars of Society”)

 

To Bjørnstjerne Bjørnson:

Y — OUR words on the occasion of Georg Brandes’s departure (Georg Brandes moved in 1877 to Berlin) have given me joy and deeply affected me. In them you are entirely yourself. Would you be disposed to receive the enclosed book from me and give it to your wife?

 

H. I.

 

MUNICH, October 28th, 1877






  








VIII. TO BJØRNSTJERNE BJØRNSON
 

Bjørnstjerne Bjørnson:

 

IT was a great pleasure to receive a letter from you; but it would have been a still greater pleasure if the letter had treated of a matter in which I could feel that I might join you. But such is not the case. To the proposal in regard to the flag in its most vital essence I must object and I will briefly show why.

In the first place I think that the protest against the union sign should have been made at the time it was proposed to put the sign there or else not at all. Now the sign has grown to be a fact and hence it must stay. For you cannot eradicate the consciousness of union from our minds; what satisfaction can it be, then, to take the sign from the flag? That it should be a sign of dependency I cannot at all understand. The Swedish flag bears the same mark. That shows that we are not more dependent on the Swedes than they are on us. For that matter, I do not have any great liking for symbols. Symbols are not in keeping with the times any longer, except in Norway. Up there the people are so very busy with symbols and theories and ideas that practical progress can make no advance. And there is something enervating in occupying one’s mind with unproductive problems.

But the main reason why I am not satisfied that such a proposal was made is that I think it is a sin against our people to make burning questions of those that are not so. More than one burning question at a time can never seriously come to the front among a people; if there are more; then they naturally detract from each other in interest. Now we have with us a single question which ought to be a burning one, but which — I am sorry to say — does not seem to be so. We have with us not more than a single matter for which I think it worth while to fight; and that is the introduction of a modernized popular education. This matter includes all other matters; and if it is not carried through, then we may easily let all the others rest. It is quite unessential for our politicians to give society more liberties so long as they do not provide individuals with liberty. It is said that Norway is a free and independent state, but I do not value much this liberty and independence so long as I know that the individuals are neither free nor independent. And they are surely not so with us. There do not exist in the whole country of Norway twenty-five free and independent personalities. It is impossible for such ones to exist. I have tried to acquaint myself with our educational matters — with school courses, with schedules, with educational topics, etc. It is revolting to see how the educational hours, particularly in the lower grades of the public school, are taken up with the old Jewish mythology and legendary history and with the medieval distortion of a moral teaching, which in its original form undoubtedly was the purest that has ever been preached. Here is the field where we, one and all, should claim that a “pure flag” be displayed. Let the union sign remain, but take the monkhood sign out of the minds; take out the sign of prejudice, narrow-mindedness, wrong-headed notions, dependence, and the belief in groundless authority, — so that individuals may come to sail under their own flag. The one they are now sailing under is neither pure, nor their own. But this is a practical matter, and it is hard for such matters to attract interest to themselves with us in Norway. Our whole educational system has not yet enabled us to reach that far. For this reason also our politics still appear as if we were under a constituent assembly. We are still engaged in discussing principles. Other countries have long ago arrived at clearness concerning principles, and the struggle concerns the practical applications of them. When with us a new task turns up it is not faced with assurance and presence of mind, but with bewilderment. It is our popular education which has brought us to a point where the Norwegian people are thus confused. It appeared clearly in the flag matter, and that on both sides. The seamen, undoubtedly, had the clearest view, after all; and that is natural, for their occupation carries with it a freer development of the personality. But when mountain peasants from the remotest valleys express, in addresses, their need of ridding the flag of the union sign, then it cannot possibly be anything but the merest humbug; for where there is no need of setting free one’s own personality there can much less be any need of setting free such an abstract thing as a society symbol.

I must limit myself to these few suggestions of my view in this matter. I am entirely unable to agree therein; nor can I agree with you, when you say in your letter that we poets are preferably called to forward this affair. I do not think it is our task to take charge of the state’s liberty and independence, but certainly to awaken into liberty and independence the individual, and as many as possible. Politics is not, so far as I can see, the most important business of our people; and perhaps it already holds a greater sway with us than is desirable in view of the necessity for personal emancipation. Norway is both sufficiently free and independent, but much is lacking to enable us to say the same with regard to the Norwegian man and the Norwegian woman.

With our best regards to you and yours, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








IX. TO BJØRNSTJERNE BJØRNSON
 

Rome, March 8th, 1882

 

Dear Bjornson:

I HAVE been thinking for a long time that I should write to you and ask you to accept my thanks because you so frankly and honestly stood up to my defence at a time when I was attacked on so many sides. It was really no more than I might have expected of your great courageous chieftain mind. But after all, there was no compelling reason for you to step forward and express yourself as you did, and because you did not hesitate, nevertheless, to throw yourself into the struggle, of that, you may rest assured, I shall never cease to be mindful.

I am also aware that during your stay in America you have written of me in kind and complimentary terms. For this also I thank you, and let me at the same time tell you that you were hardly out of my thoughts all the time you were away. I was unusually nervous just at that time, and an American trip has always seemed to me to be an uncomfortably daring deed. Then, too, I heard that you were ill over there, and I read about storms on the ocean just when you were expected to return. It then became so vividly impressed on my mind of what infinite importance you are to me — as to all the rest of us. I felt should anything happen to you, should a great calamity befall our countries, then all the joy of production would depart from me.

Next summer it will be twenty-five years since “Synnove” appeared. I travelled up through Valders and read it on the way. I hope this memorable year will be celebrated as it deserves to be.

If circumstances arrange themselves as I wish, I too would like to go home for the celebration.

One matter I ought to mention to you. Through Dagbladet, or in some other way, you have probably become acquainted with the contents of the letter which I wrote Auditor Berner about a year ago. I had then no opportunity to confer with you; but I do not think I could well imagine that you would have any essential objection to either the contents of the letter or the application itself. To me it seems a burning injustice that we should so long remain without any legal protection for our literary property. I have now written to Berner again and given him a survey of what I think I, for one, have lost. This amounts, considering only the two royal theatres of Stockholm and Copenhagen, to about twenty-five thousand kroner. “A Doll’s House,” which was paid according to the regulation, yielded me in Copenhagen nine thousand kroner. Each one of your plays that were performed there would surely have yielded you at least as much had we had the convention. Count over what this all amounts to. And then Germany!

To be able to work with full and undivided power in the service of the mental emancipation one must be placed in a position economically somewhat independent. The stagnation party plainly counteracts the spread of our books, and there are theatres which refuse to perform our plays. It will be best for the people themselves if in our future production we are not compelled to pay any regard to this.

I therefore hope that you will not disapprove of the step I have taken. I have simply asked for justice, nothing further.

Give your wife our best regards, and you yourself accept repeated thanks from, 

Yours truly and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








X. TO BJØRNSTJERNE BJØRNSON
 

ROME, January 9th, 1884

 

Dear Bjornson:

THANK you for your New Year’s letter. And pardon me for waiting until to-day to send you an answer. You must not think that in the mean time I have been in doubt regarding the matter. To me there was nothing to consider; immediately after I had read your letter I had the answer ready, and here it is.

I neither can nor will take any leading position at the Christiania Theatre. My theatrical experiences and the recollections of home are not of such a nature that I should feel any inclination to revive them in practice. I might certainly feel a responsibility and a duty in the matter if I thought that as director I could do anything to the advantage of our dramatic art; but of this I despair greatly. Our theatre staff is demoralized, will not submit to discipline and yield absolute obedience; and moreover, we have a press which is ever ready to support the refractory ones against the leader. This is the chief reason with us why we cannot, as in other countries where the anarchistic tendencies are less developed, obtain any real ensemble. I do not think I could succeed in changing these conditions to something better; for they are too closely connected with our whole national view of life; and moreover, my inclination for the practical business of the theatre is too small. Therefore I would not under any circumstances undertake this matter.

But, dear Bjornson, the main point, however, is this, that it is not me at all whom the committee wants. For it is you and no one else. Whether the hesitation which you feel in accepting the offer is quite unconquerable I naturally cannot judge; but I would feel a hearty joy for the sake of the whole matter if it were not. I shall of course assume under all circumstances that you will reject the offer only after the closest consideration.

But whatever you make up your mind to do yourself, the proper authorities ought to provide that your son be attached to the theatre — that is if he is willing. Last fall I exchanged a couple of letters with him concerning other affairs, and I still further gained confirmation of my conviction that in him we would be able to get just that technical theatrical officer whom we most of all need. Schroder might then, in case of need, remain, — that is provided you cannot by any means accept the committee’s offer.

Besides, I must say that I am not quite sure whether the Christiania public at present really feels the need of a good theatre. The concourse which the operettas and equestrian performances at Tivoli almost always can enjoy, and the interest which is shown in the students’ and shopmen’s amateur performances, seems to me to suggest a point of culture which not yet quite grasps the true dramatic art. For that reason I regret that the opera at the Christiania Theatre was abandoned. The opera requires less culture of its public than does the drama. Therefore, it flourishes in the large garrison cities, in the mercantile cities, and wherever a numerous aristocracy is gathered. But from an opera public may be gradually developed a dramatic public. And for the theatre’s staff, also, the opera has a disciplinary power; under the baton the individual has to place himself in perfect submission.

The other points in your letter I shall return to at another time. Cordial thanks for the photographs. Best regards to your wife from us. Also regards to the Lie family. I wait with great anxiety to learn your final decision in the theatre matter. Thanks, thanks, and may success attend “A Gauntlet” and “Pastor Sang.” Stage them yourself now. Farewell for this time.

 

Yours truly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XI. TO JONAS LIE
 

Letters XI-XIV were first published in the Norwegian daily Verdens Gang, Christiania, July 12 and 14,1906.

 

(Jonas Lie (1833-1908) was one of Norway’s greatest novelists and frequently called “the poet of the homes.”)

 

Rome, May 25th, 1879

 

My Dear Jonas Lie:

I HAVE been guilty of great negligence in postponing so long an answer to your letter. Many a time have I thought that I now ought to write to you, but have unfortunately not followed up my good intention.

You wish advice concerning a place for your future residence in Germany. Probably the advice comes too late now, for I presume you have already made your choice; but, nevertheless, I shall tell you what I know. Dresden, when we arrived there, in 1868, was an inexpensive place to live in; but after the war the price of rent and other necessaries went up so that during the later years that we remained there, until the spring of 1875, we spent yearly about twice the sum that had been sufficient in the first part of our residence. I must add also that during our last residence we lived in considerably greater style than before. But under no circumstances is living inexpensive in Dresden any longer, unless the prices should have been reduced since my departure. I have not heard, however, that such is the case. On the other hand, the climate in Dresden in winter is usually very mild and agreeable, and in summer there is ample opportunity to find in one of the many neighboring country towns or villages along the Elbe a both inexpensive and easily accessible lodging place, in beautiful scenery and in healthy and bracing air. Particularly would I call your attention to Pillnitz, an hour’s ride by steamer from Dresden. The Dresdeners themselves do not associate much with strangers; nor do the strangers themselves mingle very much, or at least only with those of their own nationality; but in the winter there are usually a number of Norwegians living there.

I must very decidedly dissuade you from spending your summer at Salzburg. The city is so situated that it is visited either by oppressive heat or by much and excessively long rain. It would be much more satisfactory to choose one of the neighboring places, either Reichenhall, or the less expensive and more country-like Berchtesgaden. At both places are to be found mineral baths, and probably you might be able to avoid going to Gastein. If you should make up your mind for Berchtesgaden, then I would recommend you to inquire for lodging at Wagemeister Hasenknapf’s or at Bergmann Jakob Kurz’s; they are plain, simple people, good and worthy, and I feel sure that you would be satisfied there. The surroundings of Berchtesgaden are quite the finest imaginable; the Komgsee is but an hour’s walk distant, and there is opportunity for a number of excursions elsewhere.

But tell me one thing: have you never thought of trying Munich as a living place? There the climate is more severe in the winter than at Dresden, but I know that many rheumatic people feel very comfortable at Munich; the chief thing is to choose lodgings with a southern exposure. As for me, I feel in excellent health in the climate of Munich; there is a healthy, strengthening air, and one feels plainly the nearness of the Alps. Munich is less expensive than Dresden. There is there, also, a very good technical school where many Norwegians are studying. It has been my experience that there is more opportunity for social intercourse at Munich than at Dresden, and a more varied and interesting public life.

I just wanted to direct your attention to this. Of course, it is not any advice, for I cannot know what is most suitable for your state of health.

As for ourselves, we spent last summer in the Tyrol and came here in September. Next fall we shall again be in Munich. My son (Sigurd Ibsen, Henrik Ibsen’s only child, was born in Christiania on the 23d of December, 1859. He entered on a diplomatic career, was a member of the Norwegian cabinet from 1903 to 1905, and is at present (1909) living in Rome.) who became a student there previous to our departure, and who has been studying this year at the University of Rome, will, in October, continue his studies at Munich for a couple of years; afterward, of course, it will be necessary for him to complete them at Christiania. Whether we shall accompany him thither is still uncertain; I do not feel any particular desire to do so. Life out here in Europe is, anyhow, freer and fresher and larger.

I am busy at this time with a new dramatic work, which I hope to have finished in another month or so. I have been told that you also are working at something new.

We should be very glad if we could meet you in some place or other, and we hope that it will so happen. Until then we send our best regards to you all.

 

Your devoted 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XII. TO JONAS LIE
 

ROME, June 22d, 1882

 

My Dear Jonas Lie:

I MUST not any longer put off writing to you; to my disgrace I have already put it off too long, but as for letter-writing I feel that I am, unfortunately, about incorrigible.

Let me then first and foremost from a full heart thank you for and congratulate you upon your new book. It is a new proof of the fact that among the writers of sea stories there is not in the present generation a single poet who can think of equalling you.

The pictures of the herring fishery are perfect masterpieces in every respect; they occupy all senses; I actually smelled herring when I read them, I saw herring scales glisten wherever I turned my eyes, and it seemed to me as if I stepped into the slippery herring entrails wherever I walked or stood. That is the way it should be done!

Well, of this book you have surely had much joy already. For opinions cannot well be divided; the twaddling critics of the newspapers will hardly find anything with which to pick a quarrel. So far as I have seen, their opinions have been unanimous.

Thank you also for the letter with which you delighted me when the war against “Ghosts” raged fiercest. It came to pass as you then wrote: the storm has subsided, and there are in many quarters signs of a more dispassionate consideration of the book. In Sweden it has occasioned a whole literature of pamphlets and periodical articles. Most cowardly, as usual, the Norwegians proved themselves to be; and the most cowardly of the cowardly ones, of course, were the so-called liberals. They were in downright bodily fear that they should not be able to clear themselves of the suspicion of being in any kind of agreement with me.

Day before yesterday I finished a new dramatic work in five acts. I am not yet sure whether I shall call it a comedy or a drama; it partakes of the nature of either, or lies half way between; it will be printed in the course of the summer, but will not appear until late fall.

Yesterday Sigurd took the second part of the law examination and passed with great credit in all subjects. In about fourteen days he will take the third and last part, the so-called laureat examination, and immediately afterward he is going to defend his thesis for the degree of doctor of law; the thesis has already been sanctioned and treats of “The Position of the Upper House in Representative Constitutions it amounts to over one hundred closely written quarto pages.

When these affairs are finished we leave Rome temporarily to spend the summer in the Tyrol. Next fall we come here again.

And what plans have you and yours for the summer? Is there perhaps a possibility that we might meet? It would be a very great joy to me. We had originally thought of going to Norway this year; but as the examination comes so late that the best part of the summer will be lost we have had to give up that plan or put it off until next year.

Perhaps this letter will not reach you in Hamburg, but I hope that it will reach you anyhow. Best regards to your excellent wife from us, and likewise to the children. I often speak of the pleasant times together in Berchtesgaden.

 

Your devoted friend, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XIII. TO JONAS LIE
 

ROME, November 20th, 1884

 

Dear Jonas Lie:

MANY thanks for the letter which just reached me here. I do not know your address in Paris, so I am sending you these lines at once, hoping that they may still reach you in Berchtesgaden. I suppose you can imagine what great joy it gave me here in the solitude to receive such a message from you and your wife at the occasion of “The Wild Duck.” How it will be looked upon and judged at home I do not know as yet.

You may be sure that we have often thought of you and spoken of you lately. A rumor stated that you still had a large part of your new story unfinished, so that it was doubtful if it could appear in time for Christmas. But now I see you are through and we wish to utter our most hearty wishes for its success. I hope and expect that this time also you have put forth a work that will stand on a level with your two latest masterpieces, “One of Life’s Slaves” and “The Family at Gilje.”

But when will the time finally come that we shall be able to enjoy fully the fruit of our work outside the Scandinavian countries? It is said that they are now considering at home the possibility of making international agreements. But in that way alone they cannot remedy the injustice already done us older poets. It is the duty of the state to increase our poet pensions, and I think you ought now to take some step in that direction before the Storthing meets. If the new cabinet really means its protestations of liberal and modern views, then there ought not to be for a moment any doubt as to what is its plain duty in this matter.

I regret very much that you could not be present at the meeting at Schwaz this summer. There were several subjects which did not receive the explanation that they might have had if we three could have met together. Otherwise I am extremely glad about my meeting with Bjornson; I have come to understand him far better than before.

Now I will only wish that the cholera may not make your winter in Paris too disagreeable. At present it seems to be receding, and, moreover, the cold has set in and that the doctors consider desirable. Here the hotels are all empty but the sanitary conditions are good.

Once more I thank you for your letter and wish you good luck to your new book. My wife asks me to give her best regards to you both. I add mine to hers.

 

Yours most sincerely, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XIV. TO JONAS LIE
 

MUNICH, January 27th, 1887

 

Dear Jonas Lie:

 

DAY after day I have intended to write to you. But, as usual with me, something else has always come between. Now, however, I will put everything else aside and send you a few lines.

First and foremost, then, I will ask you, on behalf of both my wife and myself, to accept our cordial congratulations on the occasion of “The Commodore’s Daughters.” I suppose you can yourself imagine what a joy it was to us two lonely people out here to receive this living message from home. Neither of us has ever been in those regions where most of the events take place, but from the very beginning of the book it seemed to us that we were, so to speak, quite at home there. And, above all, the people! We see them and we know them. We feel now as if we had known them a long, long time beforehand. Jan and Marte have our deepest sympathy. And what has happened to us in reading this work it seems to me must happen to every reader who possesses even but a trace of imagination and vision.

And next I will thank you for the kind letter with which you delighted me a couple of months ago. Since then I have been in a great bustle, and a part of the time absent travelling. The after-effect of this still makes itself felt in the shape of a great quantity of letter-writing, which, moreover, has to be carried on almost exclusively in German, which condition naturally increases the work considerably. That under these circumstances I should secure sufficient time and peace to grapple seriously with any new dramatic whimsies is out of the question. But I feel a number of such buzzing inside my head, and in the spring I hope to get some method into them. (“The Lady from the Sea.”)

We are seriously considering the possibility of spending the coming summer up at the Skaw if everything goes according to our wishes. The place has for a long time been a haunt of painters, and the great wide sea powerfully attracts us. At any rate we shall not go clear up to Norway. The conditions, the spirit, and the tone up there are to me quite unattractive. It is extremely distressing to see with what voracious eagerness they throw themselves into all kinds of bagatelles, just as if they were all-important affairs.

We have had a rather mild winter here with clear weather, and feel well in every respect. I hope the same is the case with you. When you have an opportunity to see Bjornson remember me to him and give him my thanks for the letter which he recently wrote me, and which I shall soon try to answer. But above all, give your wife and the children most cordial regards from both of us. Farewell all of you!

 

Yours most sincerely, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XV. TO JULIUS HOFFORY
 

(Letters XV-XVIII were first published in the Norwegian magazine Samtiden, February, 1908.)

 

MUNICH, February 4th, 1887

 

Dear Professor:

SINCE my return from Berlin I have almost every day thought of writing to you. But there has always been some hindrance until now you have forestalled me with your kind letter, for which I ask you to accept my most cordial thanks.

I wrote to Mrs von Borch yesterday and informed her that, except for a few more definitely stated conditions regarding the proofreading, I have no objection to her translation of “The Wild Duck” being published by Mr. Fischer, instead of by Reclam.

As regards “Lady Inger,” on the other hand, that is an old play which appeared about ten years ago in a German translation by Emma Klingenfeld from the publishing house of Theodor Ackermann here in Munich. The edition is not yet exhausted, so that under the circumstances a new translation of the drama should hardly be considered at present.

It was also an extremely great pleasure for me to learn, through you, that the German edition of “Rosmersholm” has had such a favourable reception in Berlin.

I look forward to your note on “Ghosts” with great expectation, and send you in advance my thanks for it.

My visit in Berlin and all connected with it I regard as a great and true personal happiness. It has had a wonderfully refreshing and renewing effect on my mind, and will quite certainly leave its traces in my future production.

I ask you, my dear professor, to accept my most cordial thanks for the large and important share which you had in all this, and to extend similar thanks to Dr. Brahm and Dr. Schlenther, and also to as many as possible of all the kind people with whom I had the good fortune to come in contact.

Your appointment as professor I have read in the Danish papers and I extend to you, on this occasion, my heartiest congratulations. Henceforth you will be associated with another political community. But I suppose that in many respects your scientific work will involve a continued connection with the northern countries.

And now I say farewell for this time, and am 

Yours indebtedly and truly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XVI. TO JULIUS HOFFORY
 

MUNICH, February 26th, 1888

 

My dear Professor:

 

I THANK you most heartily for your two letters, which I now answer.

Brausewetter’s translation I have feared for a long time as I heard a rumor that such a one was in preparation; but I hoped to the very last that the time for its appearance could not be so near. Both he and Mr. Reclam have kept entirely silent to me.

A double pleasure it is to me under the circumstances to learn that the Berlin edition will be hastened as much as possible. I also feel greatly obliged to Mr. Fischer for this, and hope that his competitor will not cause him a very great loss, if he can immediately announce his own legally authorized edition as soon forthcoming.

Of my latest photograph, which I regard as the best one, but which is no longer on sale, I have now the promise of a few copies for to-morrow and I shall then take pleasure in sending you one without delay.

I ask you to use my letters in any way that you may find most serviceable for the matter in hand, and above all I am heartily thankful for the helpful introduction which your hinted promise has given me the pleasure to anticipate.

“Emperor and Galilean” is not the first work I have written in Germany, but, indeed, the first I have written under the influence of German intellectual life. In the fall of 1868, when I arrived from Italy and took up my residence in Dresden, I brought with me the plot of “The League of Youth,” and wrote that play the following winter. During my four years’ stay in Rome I had made multifarious historical studies and collected many notes for “Emperor and Galilean,” but had not devised any clear plan for its working out, and hence still less written any of the play. My view of life at that time was still the national Scandinavian, and so I could not make progress with the foreign subject. Then I experienced the great time in Germany, — the year of the war and the development afterward. To me all this had in many ways a transforming power. My view of the history of the world and of human life had been until then a national view. Now it broadened to a racial view, and I could write “Emperor and Galilean.” It was finished in the spring of 1873.

What you tell me of that sentiment still so favourable to me in Berlin pleases me greatly, and not the less so that perhaps I may now have an opportunity of getting one or more of my plays performed at the Schauspielhaus. My next work, when such a one is ready, will be offered there with great pleasure.

Cordial thanks for all your sacrificing friendship, and the same to all the others who so faithfully and indefatigably care for my affairs. How far would I have reached, I wonder, if I had been under the necessity of depending upon myself? Be sure that I in thankfulness deeply acknowledge this.

 

Yours truly and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XVII. TO JULIUS HOFFORY
 

(Mr. Anno is a German manager who Put on the stage “The Lady from the Sea” in Berlin for the first time March 4th, 1889, Ibsen being present.)

 

MUNICH, February 14th, 1889

 

My dear Professor:

 

YOUR kind letter which I received yesterday I now hasten to answer. So Mr. Anno desires that on the programs and in the performance the name “Bolette,” which is not known to Germans, be replaced by “Babette” or some other girl’s name. As the scene is not laid in Germany the reason advanced by him for the change can hardly be his only or chief one. I suppose that he has still another one and I therefore accede to his wish with pleasure. Babette may therefore be put in its place, — provided, of course, that Arnholm’s saying that the name is ugly will not seem inexplicable to a German audience. As to this I can have no sure opinion, but trust wholly to you in this matter also.

I must, however, decidedly object that there should be placed on the program “Ein Seeinann” or “Ein fremder Seemann” or “Ein Steuermann.” For he is not any of these. When Ellida met him ten years ago he was second mate. Seven years later he hired out as common boatswain, consequently as something considerably less. And now he appears as passenger on a tourist steamer.

 

To the crew of the ship he does not belong. He is dressed as a tourist, not as a travelling man. Nobody should know what he is, just as little should anybody know who he is or what he is really called. This uncertainty is just the chief point in the method chosen by me for the occasion. I kindly ask Mr. Anno to have attention directed to this during the rehearsals, otherwise the true vein of the presentation might easily be missed. But if the expression “Ein fremder Mann” possesses a comical flavor for the Berliners — could not the program have merely “Ein Fremder?” I have nothing to object to that. But should not even this improve the matter, then I do not think there is anything to do but to let the eventual gayeties have their free course. It is to be hoped they do not cause any more serious or lasting harm.

It is a great comfort for me to know that you, my dear professor, will have an eye upon the rehearsals, at least the last ones. For there may be so many things in the foreign conditions with which manager Anno is not quite familiar. And so I hope for a good result.

According to a telegram from Christiania “The Lady from the Sea” was performed there for the first time the day before yesterday and with quite extraordinary applause. From Weimar, where the play was to be given about this time, I have not yet heard anything. With best regards, I am, 

Yours truly and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XVIII. TO JULIUS HOFFORY
 

MUNICH, March 26th, 1889

 

My dear Professor:

 

EVERY day since my return have I thought of you and the other friends in Berlin, and intended to send you a few words. But during my absence there had accumulated such a stack of business letters that I have not yet quite mastered them all.

Still to-day I write a few preliminary words to ask that you accept and — when you have an opportunity — forward my most cordial thanks to our many mutual acquaintances who contributed toward making the week in Berlin the brightest time in my life. When I look back upon it, all seems to me like a dream. It makes me almost uneasy.

The following week I spent in Weimar. There also “The Lady from the Sea” was quite excellently played. The interpretation and representation of the characters had a strange resemblance to that at the Scliauspielhaus. Here Wangel, however, was not quite so finely finished in details. Nor was Lyngstrand so incomparably and truly conceived and individualized. But “The Strange Man” I cannot wish or hardly imagine better done than here — a tall, slender figure with the face of a hawk, piercing black eyes, and a splendid, deep, and subdued voice.

I have gone through my whole collection of books without finding any copy of the second edition of “Love’s Comedy,” in which the preface appears, — for in the later editions it is left out. I have therefore some days since written to Chief Clerk Larsen requesting him to secure a copy and send it to you. I hope he will succeed.

From Vienna I have received various letters, from which I can see that Dr. Schlenther’s lecture has had a strong effect there. And the strangest part is that these communications and declarations do not arise from German, but from Magyarian and Polish circles, the whole fundamental view of which, on life as well as on literature and its advancing aims, would seem to be so exceedingly divergent from our Germanic view. I suppose the explanation lies in the universality of the Germanic nature and the Germanic mind, which predestines it to a future empire of the world.

That I have been allowed to take part in these currents I clearly and deeply feel that I owe to my having entered into the life of German society.

I have to stop for to-day; hope soon to hear from you; send most cordial regards to our mutual circle, and am, 

     Yours truly and obligedly,

         HENRIK IBSEN

 

P. S. — I wish to express gratefulness, particularly for Dr. Brahm’s article in Frankfurter Zeitung and for Dr. Schlenter’s in Die Nation.

H. I.

 






  








XIX. TO EDITOR SCHIBSTED
 

(Letter XIX was first published in the Christiania daily, Aftenposten, May 26,1906.)

 

(Amandus Theodor Schibsted (born 1849), editor and owner of the Norwegian daily paper, Aftenposten, since 1879.)

 

MUNICH, March 27th, 1888

 

Mr. Editor Schibsted:

ALLOW me herewith to offer you my kindest and best thanks for the attention you have been good enough to show me by including in your paper for the twentieth of this month the series of articles published on the occasion of my sixtieth birthday.

I wish to assure you that I shall always be grateful for the pleasure which you have thereby given me. And this pleasure was so much the greater as it was unexpected.

One of the things that have pained me most in my literary relation to my home country is, that for a number of years, as far back as the appearance of “The League of Youth,” I have been appropriated by one or the other political party. I who never in my life have busied myself with politics, but only with social questions! And then the supposed opponents’ unwillingness to understand! It is not praise or adherence for which I thirst. But understanding! Understanding! The hand which you have kindly extended to me I am delighted to grasp, and sign myself, 

Yours respectfully and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XX. TO HELENE RAFF
 

(Letters XX-XXII were first published in the Norwegian magazine Samtiden, February, 1908.)

 

(Helene Raff is a German artist whose acquaintance Ibsen had just made in Gossensass, and this letter is written in German.)

 

Late Friday night, 

MUNICH, September 30th, 1889

 

Dear Child:

HOW kind, how lovable of you to visit us yesterday. My wife is so truly, heartily fond of you. And I too. As you sat there in the twilight and told us various things so thoughtfully and understandingly, do you know what I then thought, what I wished? No, that you do not know. I wished — Alas, if I only had such a dear and lovely daughter.

Come and see us again real soon. But in the mean time you must keep busy at work artist-like in your atelier. There you must not be disturbed for the present.

  Blessings on your dear head, 

    Yours devotedly, 

      HENRIK IBSEN






  








XXI. TO HELENE RAFF
 

(Miss Raff had given Ibsen, in 1890, as a birthday present, a sketch of a young girl’s head which he at once named Solveig.)

 

CHRISTIANIA, March 30th, 1892

 

Dearest Miss Raff:

 

ALLOW me to send you my warmest, my most heartfelt thanks for your kind letter, which reached me on my birthday, and also for your wonderfully charming picture, which I had the unspeakably great pleasure to receive a few days ago. It is now hung in a good place in my study, so that I may constantly satisfy myself by the view out over the broad, open sea, — and constantly increase my desire to meet the dear, dear lovely young girl who has created the beautiful little work of art. And who during its execution has thought of me from afar. Oh — if I might only have the opportunity to render thanks personally, thank you in such a way as I should like to. The sea I love. Your picture carries me in thought and sentiment to what I love. Yes, you have surely enriched me for life by what you have given me. Now little Solveig shall be hung beside the sea picture. Then I will have you wholly and altogether before me — and within me.

Such warm recollections of Munich arose in me when I received those remembrances in words and colors from you. How I should like to be down there again now. For I belong there so heartily.

But then there are so many things in life which place a restraint upon a man’s wishes and desires.

You have acquired an incredible ability in handling the Norwegian language. Do you never think of making a summer trip up here? To dream a bright fleeting summer night’s dream among the mountains or out by the sea?

Give me an answer to that some time, dearest Miss Raff. Will you? It would make me unspeakably happy — of course at your convenience — again to receive a few lines from you.

 

Yours truly and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  








XXII. TO OSSIP-LOURIÉ
 

(Mr. Ossip-Lourié is a French-Russian author whose book, “La Philosophic Sociale dans le Théatre d’Ibsen,” appeared in 1900.)

 

CHRISTIANIA, February 19th, 1899

 

Mr. Ossip-Lourié:

I AM much obliged to you for your kind offer of the plan to publish some thoughts extracted from my works, and with great pleasure grant the desired approval.

I only ask you to remember that the thoughts expressed in my dramas belong to my dramatic characters, who express them, and are not directly from me either in form or content.

 

Yours respectfully and obligedly, 

HENRIK IBSEN






  

The Criticism


 






  

HENRIK IBSEN by Arthur Symons


 

‘Everything which I have created as a poet,’ Ibsen said in a letter, ‘has had its origin in a frame of mind and a situation in life; I never wrote because I had, as they say, found a good subject.’ Yet his chief aim as a dramatist has been to set character in independent action, and to stand aside, reserving his judgment. ‘The method, the technique of the construction,’ he says, speaking of what is probably his masterpiece, Ghosts, ‘in itself entirely precludes the author’s appearing in the speeches. My intention was to produce the impression in the mind of the reader that he was witnessing something real.’ That, at his moment of most perfect balance, was his intention; that was what he achieved in an astonishing way. But his whole life was a development; and we see him moving from point to point, deliberately, and yet inevitably; reaching the goal which it was his triumph to reach, then going beyond the goal, because movement in any direction was a necessity of his nature.

In Ibsen’s letters we shall find invaluable help in the study of this character and this development. The man shows himself in them with none the less disguise because he shows himself unwillingly. In these hard, crabbed, formal, painfully truthful letters we see the whole narrow, precise, and fanatical soul of this Puritan of art, who sacrificed himself, his family, his friends, and his country to an artistic sense of duty only to be paralleled among those religious people whom he hated and resembled.

His creed, as man and as artist, was the cultivation, the realisation of self. In quite another sense that, too, was the creed of Nietzsche; but what in Nietzsche was pride, the pride of individual energy, in Ibsen was a kind of humility, or a practical deduction from the fact that only by giving complete expression to oneself can one produce the finest work. Duty to oneself: that was how he looked upon it; and though, in a letter to Björnson, he affirmed, as the highest praise, ‘his life was his best work,’ to himself it was the building-up of the artist in him that he chiefly cared for. And to this he set himself with a moral fervour and a scientific tenacity. There was in Ibsen none of the abundance of great natures, none of the ease of strength. He nursed his force, as a miser hoards his gold; and does he not give you at times an uneasy feeling that he is making the most of himself, as the miser makes the most of his gold by scraping up every farthing?

‘The great thing,’ he says in a letter of advice, ‘is to hedge about what is one’s own, to keep it free and clear from everything outside that has no connexion with it.’ He bids Brandes cultivate ‘a genuine, full-blooded egoism, which shall force you for a time to regard what concerns you as the only thing of any consequence, and everything else as non-existent.’ Yet he goes on to talk about ‘benefiting society,’ is conscious of the weight which such a conviction or compromise lays upon him, and yet cannot get rid of the burden, as Nietzsche does. He has less courage than Nietzsche, though no less logic, and is held back from a complete realisation of his own doctrine because he has so much worldly wisdom and is so anxious to make the best of all worlds.

‘In every new poem or play,’ he writes, ‘I have aimed at my own personal spiritual emancipation and purification, for a man shares the responsibility and the guilt of the society to which he belongs.’ This queer entanglement in social bonds on the part of one whose main endeavour had always been to free the individual from the conventions and restrictions of society is one of those signs of parochialism which peep out in Ibsen again and again. ‘The strongest man,’ he says in a letter, anticipating the epilogue of one of his plays, ‘is he who stands alone.’ But Ibsen did not find it easy to stand alone, though he found pleasure in standing aloof. The influence of his environment upon him is marked from the first. He breaks with his father and mother, never writes to them or goes back to see them; partly because he feels it necessary to avoid contact with ‘certain tendencies prevailing there.’ ‘Friends are an expensive luxury,’ he finds, because they keep him from doing what he wishes to do, out of consideration for them. Is not this intellectual sensitiveness the corollary of a practical cold-heartedness? He cannot live in Norway because, he says, ‘I could never lead a consistent spiritual life there.’ In Norway he finds that ‘the accumulation of small details makes the soul small.’ How curious an admission for an individualist, for an artist! He goes to Rome, and feels that he has discovered a new mental world. ‘After I had been in Italy I could not understand how I had been able to exist before I had been there.’ Yet before long he must go on to Munich, because ‘here one is too entirely out of touch with the movements of the day.’

He insists, again and again: ‘Environment has a great influence upon the forms in which the imagination creates’; and, in a tone of half-burlesque, but with something serious in his meaning, he declares that wine had something to do with the exaltation of Brand and Peer Gynt, and sausages and beer with the satirical analysis of The League of Youth. And he adds: ‘I do not intend by this to place the last-mentioned play on a lower level. I only mean that my point of view has changed, because here I am in a community well ordered even to weariness.’ He says elsewhere that he could only have written Peer Gynt where he wrote it, at Ischia and Sorrento, because it is ‘written without regard to consequences — as I only dare to write far away from home.’ If we trace him through his work we shall see him, with a strange docility, allowing not only ‘frame of mind and situation in life,’ but his actual surroundings, to mould his work, alike in form and in substance. If he had never left Norway he might have written verse to the end of his life; if he had not lived in Germany, where there is ‘up-to-date civilisation to study,’ he would certainly never have written the social dramas; if he had not returned to Norway at the end of his life, the last plays would not have been what they were. I am taking him at his word; but Ibsen is a man who must be taken at his word.

What is perhaps most individual in the point of view of Ibsen in his dramas is his sense of the vast importance trifles, of the natural human tendency to invent or magnify misunderstandings. A misunderstanding is his main lever of the tragic mischief; and he has studied and diagnosed this unconscious agent of destiny more minutely and persistently than any other dramatist. He found it in himself. We see just this brooding over trifles, this sensitiveness to wrongs, imaginary or insignificant, in the revealing pages of his letters. It made the satirist of his earlier years; it made him a satirist of non-essentials. A criticism of one of his books sets him talking of wide vengeance; and he admitted in later life that he said to himself, ‘I am ruined,’ because a newspaper had attacked him overnight.

With all his desire to ‘undermine the idea of the state,’ he besieges king and government with petitions for money; and he will confess in a letter, ‘I should very much like to write publicly about the mean behaviour of the government,’ which, however, he refrains from doing. He gets sore and angry over party and parochial rights and wrongs, even when he is far away from them, and has congratulated himself on the calming and enlightening effect of distance. A Norwegian bookseller threatens to pirate one of his books, and he makes a national matter of it. ‘If,’ he says, ‘this dishonest speculation really obtains sympathy and support at home, it is my intention, come what may, to sever all ties with Norway and never set foot on her soil again.’ How petty, how like a hysterical woman that is! How, in its way of taking a possible trifling personal injustice as if it were a thing of vital and even national moment, he betrays what was always to remain narrow, as well as bitter, in the centre of his being! He has recorded it against himself (for he spared himself, as he proudly and truthfully said, no more than others) in an anecdote which is a profound symbol.

During the time I was writing Brand, I had on my desk a glass with a scorpion in it. From time to time the little animal was ill. Then I used to give it a piece of soft fruit, upon which it fell furiously and emptied its poison into it — after which it was well again. Does not something of the kind happen with us poets?

Poets, no; but in Ibsen there is always some likeness of the sick scorpion in the glass.

In one of his early letters to Björnson, he had written: ‘When I read the news from home, when I gaze upon all that respectable, estimable narrow-mindedness and worldliness, it is with the feeling of an insane man staring at one single, hopelessly dark spot.’ All his life Ibsen gazed until he found the black spot somewhere; but it was with less and less of this angry, reforming feeling of the insane man. He saw the black spot at the core of the earth’s fruit, of the whole apple of the earth; and as he became more hopeless, he became less angry; he learned something of the supreme indifference of art. He had learned much when he came to realise that, in the struggle for liberty, it was chiefly the energy of the struggle that mattered. ‘He who possesses liberty,’ he said, ‘otherwise than as a thing to be striven for, possesses it dead and soulless.... So that a man who stops in the midst of the struggle and says, “Now I have it,” thereby shows that he has lost it.’ He had learned still more when he could add to his saying, ‘The minority is always right,’ this subtle corollary, that a fighter in the intellectual vanguard can never collect a majority around him. ‘At the point where I stood when I wrote each of my books, there now stands a tolerably compact crowd; but I myself am no longer there; I am elsewhere; farther ahead, I hope.’ ‘That man is right,’ he thought, ‘who has allied himself most closely with the future.’ The future, to Ibsen, was a palpable thing, not concerned merely with himself as an individual, but a constantly removing, continually occupied promised land, into which he was not content to go alone. Yet he would always have asked of a follower, with Zarathustra: ‘This is my road; which is yours?’ His future was to be peopled by great individuals.

It was in seeking to find himself that Ibsen sought to find truth; and truth he knew was to be found only within him. The truth which he sought for himself was not at all truth in the abstract, but a truth literally ‘efficacious,’ and able to work out the purpose of his existence. That purpose he never doubted. The work he had to do was the work of an artist, and to this everything must be subservient. ‘The great thing is to become honest and truthful in dealing with oneself — not to determine to do this or determine to do that, but to do what one must do because one is oneself. All the rest simply leads to falsehood.’ He conceives of truth as being above all clear-sighted, and the approach to truth as a matter largely of will. No preacher of God and of righteousness and the kingdom to come was ever more centred, more convinced, more impregnably minded every time that he has absorbed a new idea or is constructing a new work of art. His conception of art often changes; but he never deviates at any one time from any one conception. There is something narrow as well as something intense in this certainty, this calmness, this moral attitude towards art. Nowhere has he expressed more of himself than in a letter to a woman who had written some kind of religious sequel to Brand. He tells her:

Brand is an æsthetic work, pure and simple. What it may have demolished or built up is a matter of absolute indifference to me. It came into being as the result of something which I had not observed, but experienced; it was a necessity for me to free myself from something which my inner man had done with, by giving poetic form to it; and, when by this means I had got rid of it, my book had no longer any interest for me.

It is in the same positive, dogmatic way that he assures us that Peer Gynt is a poem, not a satire; The League of Youth a ‘simple comedy and nothing more’; Emperor and Galilean an ‘entirely realistic work’; that in Ghosts ‘there is not a single opinion, a single utterance which can be laid to the account of the author.... My intention was to produce the impression in the mind of the reader that he was witnessing something real.... It preaches nothing at all.’ Of Hedda Gabler he says: ‘It was not really my desire to deal in this play with so-called problems. What I principally wanted to do was to depict human beings, human emotions, and human destinies, upon a groundwork of the social conditions and principles of the present day.’ ‘My chief life-task,’ he defines: ‘to depict human characters and human destinies.’

 

Ibsen’s development has always lain chiefly in the perfecting of his tools. From the beginning he has had certain ideas, certain tendencies, a certain consciousness of things to express; he has been haunted, as only creative artists are haunted, by a world waiting to be born; and, from the beginning, he has built on a basis of criticism, a criticism of life. Part of his strength has gone out in fighting: he has had the sense of a mission. Part of his strength has gone out in the attempt to fly: he has had the impulse, without the wings, of the poet. And when he has been content to leave fighting and flying alone, and to build solidly on a solid foundation, it is then that he has achieved his great work. But he has never been satisfied, or never been able, to go on doing just that work, his own work; and the poet in him, the impotent poet who is full of a sense of what poetry is, but is never able, for more than a moment, to create poetry, has come whispering in the ear of the man of science, who is the new, unerring artist, the maker of a wonderful new art of prose, and has made him uneasy, and given uncertainty to his hand. The master-builder has altered his design, he has set up a tower here, ‘too high for a dwelling-house,’ and added a window there, with the stained glass of a church window, and fastened on ornaments in stucco, breaking the severe line of the original design.

In Ibsen science has made its great stand against poetry; and the Germans have come worshipping, saying, ‘Here, in our era of marvellously realistic politics, we have come upon correspondingly realistic poetry.... We received from it the first idea of a possible new poetic world.... We were adherents of this new school of realistic art: we had found our æsthetic creed.’ But the maker of this creed, the creator of this school of realistic art, was not able to be content with what he had done, though this was the greatest thing he was able to do. It is with true insight that he boasts, in one of his letters, of what he can do ‘if I am only careful to do what I am quite capable of, namely, combine this relentlessness of mind with deliberateness in the choice of means.’ There lay his success: deliberateness in the choice of means for the doing of a given thing, the thing for which his best energies best fitted him. Yet it took him forty years to discover exactly what those means to that end were; and then the experimenting impulse, the sense of what poetry is, was soon to begin its disintegrating work. Science, which seemed to have conquered poetry, was to pay homage to poetry.

Ibsen comes before us as a man of science who would have liked to be a poet; or who, half-equipped as a poet, is halved or hampered by the scientific spirit until he realises that he is essentially a man of science. From the first his aim was to express himself; and it was a long time before he realised that verse was not his native language. His first three plays were in verse, the fourth in verse alternating with prose; then came two plays, historic and legendary, written in more or less archaic prose; then a satire in verse, Love’s Comedy, in which there is the first hint of the social dramas; then another prose play, the nearest approach that he ever made to poetry, but written in prose, The Pretenders; and then the two latest and most famous of the poems, Brand and Peer Gynt. After this, verse is laid aside, and at last we find him condemning it, and declaring ‘it is improbable that verse will be employed to any extent worth mentioning in the drama of the immediate future.... It is therefore doomed.’ But the doom was Ibsen’s: to be a great prose dramatist, and only the segment of a poet.

Nothing is more interesting than to study Ibsen’s verse in the making. His sincerity to his innermost aim, the aim at the expression of himself, is seen in his refusal from the beginning to accept any poetic convention, to limit himself in poetic subject, to sift his material or clarify his metre. He has always insisted on producing something personal, thoughtful, fantastic, and essentially prosaic; and it is in a vain protest against the nature of things that he writes of Peer Gynt, ‘My book is poetry; and if it is not, then it will be. The conception of poetry in our country, in Norway, shall be made to conform to the book.’ His verse was the assertion of his individuality at all costs; it was a costly tool, which he cast aside only when he found that it would not carve every material.

Ibsen’s earliest work in verse has not been translated. Dr. Brandes tells us that it followed Danish models, the sagas, and the national ballads. In the prose play, Lady Inger of Östraat, we see the dramatist, the clever playwright, still holding on to the skirts of romance, and ready with rhetoric enough on occasion, but more concerned with plot and stage effect than with even what is interesting in the psychology of the characters. The Vikings, also in prose, is a piece of strong grappling with a heroic subject, with better rhetoric, and some good poetry taken straight out of the sagas, with fervour in it, and gravity; yet an experiment only, a thing not made wholly personal, nor wholly achieved. It shows how well Ibsen could do work which was not his work. In Love’s Comedy, a modern play in verse, he is already himself. Point of view is there; materials are there; the man of science has already laid his hand upon the poet. We are told that Ibsen tried to write it in prose, failed, and fell back upon verse. It is quite likely; he has already an accomplished technique, and can put his thoughts into verse with admirable skill. But the thoughts are not born in verse, and, brilliantly rhymed as they are, they do not make poetry.

Dr. Brandes admits everything that can be said against Ibsen as a poet when he says, speaking of this play and of Brand:

Even if the ideas they express have not previously found utterance in poetry, they have done so in prose literature. In other words, these poems do not set forth new thoughts, but translate into metre and rhyme thoughts already expressed.


 

Love’s Comedy is a criticism of life; it is full of hard, scientific, prose thought about conduct, which has its own quality as long as it sticks to fact and remains satire; but when the prose curvets and tries to lift, when criticism turns constructive, we find no more than bubbles and children’s balloons, empty and coloured, that soar and evaporate. There is, in this farce of the intellect, a beginning of social drama; realism peeps through the artificial point and polish of a verse which has some of the qualities of Pope and some of the qualities of Swift; but the dramatist is still content that his puppets shall have the air of puppets; he stands in the arena of his circus and cracks his whip; they gallop round grimacing, and with labels on their backs. The verse comes between him and nature, as the satire comes between him and poetry. Cynicism has gone to the making of poetry more than once, but only under certain conditions: that the poet should be a lyric poet, like Heine, or a great personality in action, like Byron, to whom cynicism should be but one of the tones of his speech, the gestures of his attitude. With Ibsen it is a petty anger, an anger against nature, and it leads to a transcendentalism which is empty and outside nature.

The criticism of love, so far as it goes beyond what is amusing and Gilbertian, is the statement of a kind of arid soul-culture more sterile than that of any cloister, the soul-culture of the scientist who thinks he has found out, and can master, the soul. It is a new asceticism, a denial of nature, a suicide of the senses which may lead to some literal suicide such as that in Rosmersholm, or may feed the brain on some air unbreathable by the body, as in When we Dead Awaken. It is the old idea of self-sacrifice creeping back under cover of a new idea of self-intensification; and it comes, like asceticism, from a contempt of nature, a distrust of nature, an abstract intellectual criticism of nature.

Out of such material no poetry will ever come; and none has come in Love’s Comedy. In the prose play which followed, The Pretenders, which is the dramatisation of an inner problem in the form of a historical drama, there is a much nearer approach to poetry. The stagecraft is still too obvious; effect follows effect like thunder-claps; there is melodrama in the tragedy; but the play is, above all, the working-out of a few deep ideas, and in these ideas there is both beauty and wisdom.

It was with the publication of Brand that Ibsen became famous, not only in his own country, but throughout Europe. The poem has been seriously compared, even in England, with Hamlet; even in Germany with Faust. A better comparison is that which Mr. Gosse has made with Sidney Dobell’s Balder. It is full of satire and common-sense, of which there is little enough in Balder: but not Balder is more abstract, or more inhuman in its action. Types, not people, move in it; their speech is doctrine, not utterance; it is rather a tract than a poem. The technique of the verse, if we can judge it from the brilliant translation of Professor Herford, which reads almost everywhere like an original, is more than sufficient for its purpose; all this argumentative and abstract and realistic material finds adequate expression in a verse which has aptly been compared with the verse of Browning’s Christmas-eve and Easter-day. The comparison may be carried further, and it is disastrous to Ibsen. Browning deals with hard matter, and can be boisterous; but he is never, as Ibsen is always, pedestrian. The poet, though, like St. Michael, he carry a sword, must, like St. Michael, have wings. Ibsen has no wings.

But there is another comparison by which I think we can determine more precisely the station and quality of Brand as poetry. Take any one of the vigorous and vivid statements of dogma, which are the very kernel of the poem, and compare them with a few lines from Blake’s Everlasting Gospel. There every line, with all its fighting force, is pure poetry; it was conceived as poetry, born as poetry, and can be changed into no other substance. Here we find a vigorous technique fitting striking thought into good swinging verse, with abundance of apt metaphor; but where is the vision, the essence, which distinguishes it from what, written in prose, would have lost nothing? Ibsen writes out of the intellect, adding fancy and emotion as he goes; but in Blake every line leaps forth like lightning from a cloud.

The motto of Brand was ‘all or nothing’; that of Peer Gynt ‘to be master of the situation.’ Both are studies of egoism, in the finding and losing of self; both are personal studies and national lessons. Of Peer Gynt Ibsen said, ‘I meant it to be a caprice.’ It is Ibsen in high spirits; and it is like a mute dancing at a funeral. It is a harlequin of a poem, a thing of threads and patches; and there are gold threads in it and tattered clouts. It is an experiment which has hardly succeeded, because it is not one but a score of experiments. It is made up of two elements, an element of folklore and an element of satire. The first comes and goes for the most part with Peer and his mother; and all this brings Norwegian soil with it, and is alive. The satire is fierce, local, and fantastic. Out of the two comes a clashing thing which may itself suggest, as has been said, the immense contrast between Norwegian summer, which is day, and winter, which is night. Grieg’s music, childish, mumbling, singing, leaping, and sombre, has aptly illustrated it. It was a thing done on a holiday, for a holiday. It was of this that Ibsen said he could not have written it any nearer home than Ischia and Sorrento. But is it, for all its splendid scraps and patches, a single masterpiece? is it, above all, a poem? The idea, certainly, is one and coherent; every scene is an illustration of that idea; but is it born of that idea? Is it, more than once or twice, inevitable? What touches at times upon poetry is the folk element; the irony at times has poetic substance in it; but this glimmer of poetic substance, which comes and goes, is lost for the most part among mists and vapours, and under artificial light. That poet which exists somewhere in Ibsen, rarely quite out of sight, never wholly at liberty, comes into this queer dance of ideas and humours, and gives it, certainly, the main value it has. But the ‘state satirist’ is always on the heels of the poet; and imagination, whenever it appears for a moment, is led away into bondage by the spirit of the fantastic, which is its prose equivalent or makeshift. It is the fantastic that Ibsen generally gives us in the place of imagination; and the fantastic is a kind of rhetoric, manufactured by the will, and has no place in poetry.

 

In The League of Youth Ibsen takes finally the step which he had half taken in Loves Comedy. ‘In my new comedy,’ he writes to Dr. Brandes, ‘you will find the common order of things — no strong emotions, no deep feelings, and, more particularly, no isolated thoughts.’ He adds: ‘It is written in prose, which gives it a strong realistic colouring. I have paid particular attention to form, and, among other things, I have accomplished the feat of doing without a single monologue, in fact without a single “aside.” ‘The play is hardly more than a good farce; the form is no more than the slightest of advances towards probability on the strict lines of the Scribe tradition; the ‘common order of things’ is there, in subject, language, and in everything but the satirical intention which underlies the whole trivial, stupid, and no doubt lifelike talk and action. Two elements are still in conflict, the photographic and the satirical; and the satirical is the only relief from the photographic. The stage mechanism is still obvious; but the intention, one sees clearly, is towards realism; and the play helps to get the mechanism in order.

After The League of Youth Ibsen tells us that he tried to ‘seek salvation in remoteness of subject’; so he returned to his old scheme for a play on Julian the Apostate, and wrote the two five-act plays which make up Emperor and Galilean. He tells us that it is the first work which he wrote under German intellectual influences, and that it contains ‘that positive theory of life which the critics have demanded of me so long.’ In one letter he affirms that it is ‘an entirely realistic work,’ and in another, ‘It is a part of my own spiritual life which I am putting into this book ... and the historical subject chosen has a much more intimate connexion with the movements of our own time than one might at first imagine.’ How great a relief it must have been, after the beer and sausages of The League of Youth, to go back to an old cool wine, no one can read Emperor and Galilean and doubt. It is a relief and an escape; and the sense of the stage has been put wholly on one side in both of these plays, of which the second reads almost like a parody of the first: the first so heated, so needlessly colloquial, the second so full of argumentative rhetoric. Ibsen has turned against his hero in the space between writing the one and the other; and the Julian of the second is more harshly satirised from within than ever Peer Gynt was. In a letter to Dr. Brandes, Ibsen says: ‘What the book is or is not, I have no desire to enquire. I only know that I saw a fragment of humanity plainly before my eyes, and that I tried to reproduce what I saw.’ But in the play itself this intention comes and goes; and, while some of it reminds one of Salammbô in its attempt to treat remote ages realistically, other parts are given up wholly to the exposition of theories, and yet others to a kind of spectacular romance, after the cheap method of George Ebers and the German writers of historical fiction. The satire is more serious, the criticism of ideas more fundamental than anything in The League of Youth; but, as in almost the whole of Ibsen’s more characteristic work up to this point, satire strives with realism; it is still satire, not irony, and is not yet, as the later irony is to be, a deepening, and thus a justification, of the realism.

Eight years passed between The League of Youth and The Pillars of Society; but they are both woven of the same texture. Realism has made for itself a firmer footing; the satire has more significance; the mechanism of the stage goes much more smoothly, though indeed to a more conventionally happy ending; melodrama has taken some of the place of satire. Yet the ‘state satirist’ is still at his work, still concerned with society and bringing only a new detail of the old accusation against society. Like every play of this period, it is the unveiling of a lie. See yourselves as you are, the man of science seems to be saying to us. Here are your ‘pillars of society’; they are the tools of society. Here is your happy marriage, and it is a doll’s house. Here is your respected family, here is the precept of ‘honour your father and your mother’ in practice; and here is the little voice of heredity whispering ‘ghosts!’ There is the lie of respectability, the lie hidden behind marriage, the lie which saps the very roots of the world.


 

Ibsen is no preacher, and he has told us expressly that Ghosts ‘preaches nothing at all.’ This pursuit of truth to its most secret hiding-place is not a sermon against sin; it sets a scientific dogma visibly to work, and watches the effect of the hypothesis. As the dogma is terrible and plausible, and the logic of its working-out faultless, we get one of the deeper thrills that modern art has to give us. I would take A Doll’s House, Ghosts, and The Wild Duck as Ibsen’s three central plays, the plays in which his method completely attained its end, in which his whole capacities are seen at their finest balance; and this work, this reality in which every word, meaningless in itself, is alive with suggestion, is the finest scientific work which has been done in literature. Into this period comes his one buoyant play, An Enemy of the People, his rebound against the traditional hypocrisy which had attacked Ghosts for its telling of unseasonable truths; it is an allegory, in the form of journalism, or journalism in the form of allegory, and is the ‘apology’ of the man of science for his mission. Every play is a dissection, or a vivisection rather; for these people who suffer so helplessly, and are shown us so calmly in their agonies, are terribly alive. A Doll’s House is the first of Ibsen’s plays in which the puppets have no visible wires. The playwright has perfected his art of illusion; beyond A Doll’s House and Ghosts dramatic illusion has never gone. And the irony of the ideas that work these living puppets has now become their life-blood. It is the tragic irony of a playwright who is the greatest master of technique since Sophocles, but who is only the playwright in Sophocles, not the poet.

For this moment, the moment of his finest achievement, that fantastic element which was Ibsen’s resource against the prose of fact is so sternly repressed that it seems to have left no trace behind. With The Wild Duck fantasy comes back, but with a more precise and explicit symbolism, not yet disturbing the reality of things. Here the irony is more disinterested than even in Ghosts, for it turns back on the reformer and shows us how tragic a muddle we may bring about in the pursuit of truth and in the name of our ideals. In each of the plays which follows we see the return and encroachment of symbolism, the poetic impulse crying for satisfaction and offering us ever new forms of the fantastic in place of any simple and sufficing gift of imagination. The man of science has had his way, has fulfilled his aim, and is discontented with the limits within which he has fulfilled it. He would extend those limits; and at first it seems as if those limits are to be extended. But the exquisite pathos which humanises what is fantastic in The Wild Duck passes, in Rosmersholm, in which the problems of Love’s Comedy are worked out to their logical conclusion, into a form, not of genuine tragedy, but of mental melodrama. In The Lady from the Sea, how far is the symbol which has eaten up reality really symbol? Is it not rather the work of the intelligence than of the imagination? Is it not allegory intruding into reality, disturbing that reality and giving us no spiritual reality in its place?

Hedda Gabler is closer to life; and Ibsen said about it in a letter:

It was not really my desire to deal in this play with so-called problems. What I principally wanted to do was to depict human beings, human emotions, and human destinies, upon a groundwork of certain of the social conditions and principles of the present day.’

The play might be taken for a study in that particular kind of ‘decadence’ which has come to its perfection in uncivilised and overcivilised Russia; and the woman whom Ibsen studied as his model was actually half-Russian. Eleonora Duse has created Hedda over again, as a poet would have created her, and has made a wonderful creature whom Ibsen never conceived, or at least never rendered. Ibsen has tried to add his poetry by way of ornament, and gives us a trivial and inarticulate poet about whom float certain catchwords. Here the chief catchword is ‘vine-leaves in the hair’; in The Master-builder it is ‘harps in the air’; in Little Eyolf it takes human form and becomes the Rat-wife; in John Gabriel Borkman it drops to the tag of ‘a dead man and two shadows’; in When we Dead Awaken there is nothing but icy allegory. All that queer excitement of The Master-builder, that ‘ideal’ awake again, is it not really a desire to open one’s door to the younger generation? But is it the younger generation that finds itself at home there? is it not rather Peer Gynt back again, and the ride through the air on the back of the reindeer?

In his earlier plays Ibsen had studied the diseases of society, and he had considered the individual only in his relation to society. Now he turns to study the diseases of the individual conscience. Only life interests him now, and only life feverishly alive; and the judicial irony has gone out of his scheme of things. The fantastic, experimental artist returns, now no longer external, but become morbidly curious. The man of science, groping after something outside science, reaches back, though with a certain uneasiness, to the nursery legend of the Rat-wife in Little Eyolf; and the Rat-wife is neither reality nor imagination, neither Mother Bombie nor Macbeth’s witches, but the offspring of a supernaturalism that does not believe in itself. In John Gabriel Borkman, which is the culmination of Ibsen’s skill in construction, a play in four acts with only the pause of a minute between each, he is no longer content to concern himself with the old material, lies or misunderstandings, the irony of things happening as they do; but will have fierce hatreds, and a kind of incipient madness in things. In When we Dead Awaken all the people are quite consciously insane, and act a kind of charade with perfectly solemn faces and a visible effort to look their parts.

In these last plays, with their many splendid qualities, not bound together and concentrated as in Ghosts, we see the revenge of the imagination upon the realist, who has come to be no longer interested in the action of society upon the individual, but in the individual as a soul to be lost or saved. The man of science has discovered the soul, and does not altogether know what to do with it. He has settled its limits, set it to work in space and time, laid bare some of its secrets, shown its ‘physical basis.’ And now certain eccentricities in it begin to beckon to him; he would follow the soul into the darkness, but it is dark to him; he can but strain after it as it flutters. In the preface to the collected edition of his plays, published in 1901, Maeterlinck has pointed out, as one still standing at the cross-roads might point out to those who have followed him so far on his way, the great uncertainty in which the poet, the dramatist of to-day, finds himself, as what seems to be known or conjectured of ‘the laws of nature’ is forced upon him, making the old, magnificently dramatic opportunities of the ideas of fate, of eternal justice, no longer possible for him to use.

Le poète dramatique est obligé de faire descendre dans la vie réelle, dans la vie de tous les jours, l’idée qu’il se fait de l’inconnu. Il faut qu’il nous montre de quelle façon, sous quelle forme, dans quelles conditions, d’après quelles lois, à quelle fin, agissent sur nos destinées les puissances supérieures, les influences inintelligibles, les principes infinis, dont, en tant que poète, il est persuadé que l’univers est plein. Et comme il est arrivé à une heure où loyalement il lui est à peu près impossible d’admettre les anciennes, et où celles qui les doivent remplacer ne sont pas encore déterminées, n’ont pas encore de nom, il hésite, tâtonne, et s’il veut rester absolument sincère, il n’ose plus se risquer hors de la réalité immédiate. Il se borne à étudier les sentiments humains dans leurs effets matériels et psychologiques.

So long as Ibsen does this, he achieves great and solid things; and in Ghosts a scientific dogma, the law or theory of heredity, has for once taken the place of fate, and almost persuaded us that science, if it takes poetry from us, can restore to us a kind of poetry. But, as Maeterlinck has seen, as it is impossible not to see,

quand Ibsen, dans d’autres drames, essaie de relier à d’autres mystères les gestes de ses hommes en mal de conscience exceptionelle ou de ses femmes hallucinées, il faut convenir que, si l’atmosphère qu’il parvient à créer est étrange et troublante, elle est rarement saine et respirable, parce qu’elle est rarement raisonnable et réele.

From the time when, in A Doll’s House, Ibsen’s puppets came to life, they have refused ever since to be put back into their boxes. The manager may play what tricks with them he pleases, but he cannot get them back into their boxes. They are alive, and they live with a weird, spectacular, but irrevocable life. But, after the last play of all, the dramatic epilogue, When we Dead Awaken, the puppets have gone back into their boxes. Now they have come to obey the manager, and to make mysterious gestures which they do not understand, and to speak in images and take them for literal truths. Even their spectral life has gone out of them; they are rigid now, and only the strings set them dancing. The puppets had come to life, they had lived the actual life of the earth; and then a desire of the impossible, the desire of a life rarefied beyond human limits, took their human life from them, and they were puppets again. The epilogue to the plays is the apostasy of the man of science, and, as with all apostates, his new faith is not a vital thing; the poet was not really there to reawaken.

 

Before Ibsen the drama was a part of poetry; Ibsen has made it prose. All drama up to Ibsen had been romantic; Ibsen made it science. Until Ibsen no playwright had ever tried to imitate life on the stage, or even, as Ibsen does, to interpret it critically. The desire of every dramatist had been to create over again a more abundant life, and to create it through poetry or through humour; through some form, that is, of the imagination. There was a time when Ibsen too would have made poetry of the drama; there was a time when verse seemed to him the only adequate form in which drama could be written. But his power to work in poetry was not equal to his desire to be a poet; and, when he revolted against verse and deliberately adopted as his material ‘the common order of things,’ when he set himself, for the first time in the history of the drama, to produce an illusion of reality rather than a translation or transfiguration of reality, he discovered his own strength, the special gift which he had brought into the world; but at the same time he set, for himself and for his age, his own limits to drama.

It is quite possible to write poetic drama in prose, though to use prose rather than verse is to write with the left hand rather than with the right. Before Ibsen, prose had been but a serving-maid to verse; and no great dramatist had ever put forward the prose conception of the drama. Shakespeare and the Elizabethans had used prose as an escape or a side-issue, for variety, or for the heightening of verse. Molière had used prose as the best makeshift for verse, because he was not himself a good craftsman in the art. And, along with the verse, and necessarily dependent upon it, there was the poetic, the romantic quality in drama. Think of those dramatists who seem to have least kinship with poetry; think, I will not say of Molière, but of Congreve. What is more romantic than The Way of the World? But Ibsen extracts the romantic quality from drama as if it were a poison; and, in deciding to write realistically in prose, he gives up every aim but that which he defines, so early as 1874, as the wish ‘to produce the impression on the reader that what he was reading was something that had really happened.’ He is not even speaking of the effect in a theatre; he is defining his aim inside the covers of a book, his whole conception of drama.

The art of imitation has never been carried further than it has been carried by Ibsen in his central plays; and with him, at his best, it is no mere imitation but a critical interpretation of life. How greatly this can be done, how greatly Ibsen has done it, there is Ghosts to show us. Yet at what point this supreme criticism may stop, what remains beyond it in the treatment of the vilest contemporary material, we shall see if we turn to a play which seems at first sight more grossly realistic than the most realistic play of Ibsen — Tolstoi’s Powers of Darkness. Though, as one reads and sees it, the pity and fear seem to weigh almost intolerably upon one, the impression left upon the mind when the reading or the performance is over, is that left by the hearing of noble and tragic music. How, out of such human discords, such a divine harmony can be woven I do not know; that is the secret of Tolstoi’s genius, as it is the secret of the musician’s. Here, achieved in terms of naked horror, we find some of the things which Maeterlinck has aimed at and never quite rendered through an atmosphere and through forms of vague beauty. And we find also another kind of achievement, by the side of which Ibsen’s cunning adjustments of reality seem a little trivial or a little unreal. Here, for once, human life is islanded on the stage, a pin-point of light in an immense darkness; and the sense of that surrounding darkness is conveyed to us, as in no other modern play, by an awful sincerity and an unparalleled simplicity. Whether Tolstoi has learned by instinct some stagecraft which playwrights have been toiling after in vain, or by what conscious and deliberate art he has supplemented instinct, I do not know. But, out of horror and humour, out of some creative abundance which has taken the dregs of human life up into itself and transfigured them by that pity which is understanding, by that faith which is creation, Tolstoi has in this play done what Ibsen has never done — given us an interpretation of life which owes nothing to science, nothing to the prose conception of life, but which, in spite of its form, is essential poetry.

Ibsen’s concern is with character; and no playwright has created a more probable gallery of characters with whom we can become so easily and so completely familiar. They live before us, and with apparently so unconscious a self-revelation that we speculate about them as we would about real people, and sometimes take sides with them against their creator. Nora would, would not, have left her children! We know all their tricks of mind, their little differences from other people, their habits, the things that a novelist spends so much of his time in bringing laboriously before us. Ibsen, in a single stage direction, gives you more than you would find in a chapter of a novel. His characters, when they are most themselves, are modern, of the day or moment; they are average, and represent nothing which we have not met with, nothing which astonishes us because it is of a nobility, a heroism, a wildness beyond our acquaintance. It is for this that he has been most praised; and there is something marvellous in the precision of his measurements of just so much and no more of the soul.

Yet there are no great characters in Ibsen; and do not great characters still exist? Ibsen’s exceptional people never authenticate themselves as being greatly exceptional; their genius is vouched for on a report which they are themselves unable to confirm, as in the inarticulate poet Lövborg, or on their own assertion, as with John Gabriel Borkman, of whom even Dr. Brandes admits, ‘His own words do not convince me, for one, that he has ever possessed true genius.’ When he is most himself, when he has the firmest hold on his material, Ibsen limits himself to that part of the soul which he and science know. By taking the average man as his hero, by having no hero, no villain, only probable levels, by limiting human nature to the bounds within which he can clinically examine it, he shirks, for the most part, the greatest crisis of the soul. Can the greatest drama be concerned with less than the ultimate issues of nature, the ultimate types of energy? with Lear and with Œdipus? The world of Shakespeare and of the Greeks is the world; it is universal, whether Falstaff blubbers in the tavern or Philoctetes cries in the cave. But the world which Ibsen really knows is that little segment of the world which we call society; its laws are not those of nature, its requirements are not the requirements of God or of man; it is a business association for the capture and division of profits; it is, in short, a fit subject for scientific study, but no longer a part of the material of poetry. The characteristic plays of Ibsen are rightly known as ‘social dramas.’ Their problem, for the main part, is no longer man in the world, but man in society. That is why they have no atmosphere, no background, but are carefully localised.

The rhythm of prose is physiological; the rhythm of poetry is musical. There is in every play of Ibsen a rhythm perfect of its kind, but it is the physiological rhythm of prose. The rhythm of a play of Shakespeare speaks to the blood like wine or music; it is with exultation, with intoxication, that we see or read Antony and Cleopatra, or even Richard II. But the rhythm of a play of Ibsen is like that of a diagram in Euclid; it is the rhythm of logic, and it produces in us the purely mental exaltation of a problem solved. These people who are seen so clearly, moving about in a well-realised world, using probable words and doing necessary things, may owe some of their manner at least to the modern French stage, and to the pamphleteer’s prose world of Dumas fils; yet, though they may illustrate problems, they no longer recite them. They are seen, not as the poet sees his people, naked against a great darkness, but clothed and contemporary, from the level of an ironical observer who sits in a corner of the same room. It is the doctor who sits there, watching his patients, and smiling ambiguously as he infers from his knowledge of their bodies what pranks their souls are likely to play.

If Ibsen gets no other kind of beauty, does he not get beauty of emotion? Or can there be beauty in an intensity of emotion which can be at least approached, in the power of thrilling, by an Adelphi melodrama? Is the speech of his people, when it is most nearly a revelation of the obscure forces outside us or within us, more than a stammering of those to whom unconsciousness does not lend distinction but intensifies idiosyncrasy? Drama, in its essence, requires no speech; it can be played by marionettes, or in dumb show, and be enthralling. But, speech once admitted, must not that speech, if it is to collaborate in supreme drama, be filled with imagination, be itself a beautiful thing? To Ibsen beauty has always been of the nature of an ornament, not an end. He would concentrate it into a catchword, repeated until it has lost all emotional significance. For the rest, his speech is the language of the newspaper, recorded with the fidelity of the phonograph. Its whole aim is at economy, as if economy were an end rather than a means.

Has not Ibsen, in the social dramas, tried to make poems without words? There is to be beauty of motive and beauty of emotion; but the words are to be the plainest of all the plain words which we use in talking with one another, and nothing in them is to speak greatly when great occasions arise. Men’s speech in great drama is as much higher than the words they would use in real life as their thoughts are higher than those words. It says the unuttered part of our speech. Ibsen would suppress all this heightening as he has suppressed the soliloquy and the aside. But here what he suppresses is not a convention but a means of interpretation. It is suppressing the essence for the sake of the accident.

Ibsen’s genius for the invention of a situation has never been surpassed. More living characters than the characters of Ibsen have never moved on the stage. His women are at work now in the world, interpreting women to themselves, helping to make the women of the future. He has peopled a new world. But the inhabitants of this new world, before they begin to transgress its laws and so lose their own citizenship there, are so faithfully copied from the people about us that they share their dumbness, that dumbness to which it is the power and privilege of poetry to give speech. Given the character and the situation, what Ibsen asks at the moment of crisis is: What would this man be most likely to say? not, What would be the finest, the most deeply revealing thing that he could say? In that difference lies all the difference between prose and poetry.
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A DOLL’S HOUSE by Montrose J. Moses


 

The theme out of which ‘A Doll’s House’ was constructed was not of sudden choice. In his notes for this modern tragedy, Ibsen jotted down, under date of 19 Oct 1878, the following statement:

“A woman cannot be herself in the society of the present day which is an exclusively masculine society with laws framed by men and with the judicial system that judges feminine conduct from a masculine point of view.”

Those who take ‘A Doll’s House’ as indication that Ibsen was a champion of the woman question are wrong in their conclusions; for he was interested much more in the larger spiritual question of the equality of the sexes. If he stressed the feminine in his plays, to the detriment of the masculine, it was simply because he felt that the weaker side of the argument needed the stronger support, in order to reach an equal balance of fairness and justice. ‘A Doll’s House’ was completed while Ibsen was spending the summer of 1879 in Amalfi; and it was almost immediately published. It raised a storm of protest everywhere, and for many years was regarded solely as an attack upon marriage. Ibsen was called every preposterous name imaginable. The only way in which the play was allowed to be given in London was in an adapted form made by Henry Arthur Jones and called ‘Breaking a Butterfly’; it was produced at the Princess Theatre, 3 March, 1884.

Nora’s slamming of the door in her husband’s face, as she leaves the house, resounded throughout the world. Debates were held everywhere as to whether Nora was justified in leaving her home, whether it was the true act of a mother and a wife, and whether Nora, in the end, would return to Torvald, her husband

As an acting drama, ‘A Doll’s House’ has held the stage and has been as much a goal for the young actress as ‘Camille.’ Apart from its philosophic preachment, it is a portrait of a most interesting woman, — not as subtle a portrait as Hedda Gabler, or as Rebecca West in ‘Rosmersholm,’ but affording, in deep psychology, as well as in such outward scenes as the Christmas Tree, the Tarantella dance, and the denunciation scene, ample opportunity for histrionic ability. Eleanor Duse, Madame Réjane, Agnes Sorma, Mrs. Fiske, Madame Nazimova and Ethel Barrymore, are among the many who have attempted the role. The play was first seen is America when, during 1883, in Louisville, Ky., Madame Modjeska acted Nora. It was first played in London, in its regular form, by Janet Achurch and Charles Carrington, at the Novelty Theatre, 7 June 1889.






  

GHOSTS by Montrose J. Moses


 

As early as November 1880, when Ibsen was living in Rome, he was meditating on a new play to follow ‘A Doll’s House.’ When he went to Sorrento, in the summer of 1881, he was hard at work upon it. It was finished by the end of November 1881, and, soon after its publication, Ibsen was deluged with letters from people decrying or commending it.

There were many lines in ‘A Doll’s House’ which might be taken as indication of what the new play would be. Instead of the general query, “Did Nora return to her children”? the stress should have been laid on the problem of what would have happened to Nora’s children had she and Helmer persisted in living the life they were accustomed to — a life of lies and subterfuges. The moral rottenness of Oswald Alving, his degenerate relationship with Regina, the serving maid, who proves to be in the end his half-sister, are the direct product of the moral unsavoriness of Captain Alving, whose past life has been covered through the moral smugness of his wife, acting under the advice of the conventional minister, Pastor Manders. If Dr. Rank, in ‘A Doll’s House,’ was suffering from the sins of his fathers, Oswald Alving is the product of the moral degeneracy of his father and the moral weakness of his mother. Thus, Ibsen’s ‘Ghosts’ becomes an answer to the question whether Nora had a right to leave her children when she did.

It was not an edifying canvas that Ibsen selected for his play, nor did he mean to have it so. What he sought to do was to show the gradual development of Mrs. Alving to that point where she reacts against the spiritual conventionality of Manders, and refuses any longer to respect or protect the memory of her husband, whose life was to have such an evil effect upon Oswald’s physical and moral character. When, finally, in a revolting scene between Oswald and Regina, suggesting in its degeneracy what must have taken place between Captain Alving and Regina’s mother, we at last get the awakening of Mrs. Alving to the unsound foundation upon which her family life had been resting all these years, Mrs. Alving’s regeneration, we know, has come too late. The canker-worm eats inwardly and undermines the whole physical side of Oswald. The play ends in a most tragic manner, and yet the only way in which the play could end. Oswald’s imbecility, which falls upon him as the moral atmosphere begins to clear, is the just retribution, and technically, as far as Ibsen’s own art is concerned, produces one of the most remarkable instances of heredity taking the place of Greek Fate in its tragical workings.

The stage history of ‘Ghosts,’ since its first performance at Helsingborg, on 22 Aug. 1883, is varied in its continual progress. It was not given in London until 13 March 1891, at J. T. Grein’s Independent Theatre, it having been held in check by the censor. “England,” writes William Archer, “enjoys the proud distinction of being the one country in the world where ‘Ghosts’ may not be publicly acted.” It was first produced in New York on 5 Jan. 1894, and by the New York Independent Theatre, in 1899, with Miss Mary Shaw as Mrs. Alving. In 1895-96 Madame Nazimova, with Paul Orleneff, gave a notable production of ‘Ghosts’ in a small room in the lower East side. When Nazimova was a student in Russia she wanted to “play Regina for my graduation piece at the dramatic school at Moscow, but they would not let me. ‘Ghosts’ was at that time prohibited by the censor, because its reflects on the Church.”






  

HEDDA GABLER by Frank W. Chandler


 

Ibsen, in ‘A Doll’s House’ (1880) and ‘An Enemy of the People’ (1883), had preached the necessity of individualism, but, perceiving that he might be misunderstood as an upholder of self-interest in opposition to the welfare of others, he turned in ‘Rosmersholm’ (1887) and ‘Hedda Gabler’ (1891) to point the danger and futility of sheer self-assertion. Such a notion is implicit in both plays, although ‘Hedda Gabler’ seems chiefly a study of character and least of all a drama of ideas. Hedda is an unscrupulous individualist married to a dull pedant in whose rival for an academic position she finds an earlier lover. This rival is a creative scholar of infirm will who has been reformed by Hedda’s school friend, Mrs. Elvsted, and inspired to compose a great work. Hedda is jealous of Mrs. Elvsted, fearful lest Lövborg secure the position for which her husband is contending, and curious to discover how far she can determine the fate of another creature. Accordingly, she exerts her malign influence to spur Lövborg into dissipation, and, when he fancies himself forever disgraced by misconduct and the loss of his precious manuscript, she provides a pistol with which he may end his life. Lövborg dies, but Hedda, who had not foreseen that the pistol would be recognized as hers, is involved in the scandal. She can escape it only by according her favors to a libertine judge, aware of all the facts in the case, and prepared to profit by his knowledge. Although Hedda is without a moral qualm, she cannot endure public shame or submission to the will of another. She therefore shoots herself with the second pistol of the pair that she had inherited from her father.

Hedda is a female Mephistopheles, without passion, instinctively and deliberately evil, yet cowardly. As heartless as Becky Sharp, she is far more corrupt. She loathes her husband with his pedestrian mind and bourgeois interests; she loathes her condition as a wife and a mother soon-to-be; and she loathes Mrs. Elvsted as the good angel of Eilert Lövborg. Her prurient curiosity, her morbid dread of scandal, her malevolent delight in burning the manuscript of Lövborg and insidiously suggesting his suicide, are essential features in this portrait of one of the most disagreeable women of all literature. The play was published in 1890, a year before its first performance in Norway, and was translated into English in 1891 by Edmund Gosse. The authoritative version is that of Gosse and William Archer.






  

THE MASTER BUILDER by Frank W. Chandler


 

The tendency toward symbolism, to be observed in the early romantic works of Ibsen, and occasionally in his dramas of social awakening, becomes dominant in ‘The Master Builder’ (‘Bygmester Solness’), published in 1892 and played the next season. Already in ‘The Wild Duck’ and ‘The Lady from the Sea,’ Ibsen had mingled symbolism with naturalism; but only in ‘The Master Builder’ does the hidden allegory threaten to warp his surface story out of consistency. The piece, which begins with matter-of-fact scenes and situations from middle-class life, ere long develops into a tenuous fable that suggests much more than it presents.

As a drama of ideas ‘The Master Builder’ emphasizes two notions: the peril of selfish individualism, already shown in ‘Rosmersholm’ and ‘Hedda Gabler’; and the struggle of age against youth. Ibsen, conscious of his advancing years, felt the inevitable passing of power from the older to the younger generation. He felt, also, not only the fear of youth, but its fascination, especially in his innocent affair with Emilie Bardach, a girl of 18 whom he, at the age of 61, had met in the Tyrol during the summer of 1889, and with whom he later corresponded. He has universalized these merely personal sentiments, setting forth the problem of every man who lives long enough to regret what is gone and to strive desperately to hold what is slipping from him. This particular conflict Ibsen associates with the still larger conflict between individualism and altruism.

Solness, the master builder, has achieved success at the expense of his wife and his business associates. He has checked the rise of old Knut Brovik, and refused to young Ragnar Brovik permission to build independently. He has employed the latter’s sweetheart and captured her affections only as a ruse by which to retain Ragnar’s services. Obsessed, as he admits, with dread of the younger generation, yet thinking himself at last secure from it, he succumbs when the younger generation knocks at his door in the person of Hilda Wangel. Hilda, who had already appeared in a minor rôle in ‘The Lady from the Sea,’ is a strange and wilful maiden who induces Solness to relax his selfish schemes, and, at the same time, to attempt to mount, as he once was wont, to the top of a lofty tower. He can no longer safely climb to such heights, and yet, inspired by Hilda’s faith, he makes the attempt, only to fall. Though he forfeits life, Hilda professes satisfaction, inasmuch as, when he stood at the dizzy summit, she has heard ‘harps in the air.’ Hilda is the puzzle of the play, an influence for both good and evil, a symbol of youthful aspiration, or perhaps of youth as the enemy of age and of woman as the enemy of man. The charm of the drama lies in its tantalizing hints of concealed significances; its defect lies in its lack of proper correspondence between the human action and the allegory. Much in the later portions of the work is scarcely intelligible as a natural representation of life. ‘The Master Builder’ has been translated by Edmund Gosse and William Archer (1893). It is discussed in the monographs on Ibsen by Otto Heller (1912), Jennette B. Lee (1907), M. J. Moses (1908), and Henry Rose (1908), and, by P. H. Grummann, in ‘Nebraska University Studies’ (1910).






  

HENRIK IBSEN by Henry James


 

An Extract from ‘ESSAYS IN LONDON AND ELSEWHERE’

I. ON THE OCCASION OF “HEDDA GABLER”

WHETHER or no Henrik Ibsen be a master of his art, he has had a fortune that, in the English-speaking world, falls not always even to the masters — the fortune not only of finding himself the theme of many pens and tongues, but the rarer privilege and honour of acting as a sort of register of the critical atmosphere, a barometer of the intellectual weather. Interesting or not in himself (the word on this point varies from the fullest affirmation to the richest denial), he has sounded in our literary life a singularly interesting hour. At any rate he himself constitutes an episode, an event, if the sign of such action be to have left appearances other than you found them. He has cleared up the air we breathe and set a copy to our renouncement; has made many things wonderfully plain and quite mapped out the prospect. Whenever such service is rendered, the attentive spirit is the gainer; these are its moments of amplest exercise. Illusions are sweet to the dreamer, but not so to the observer, who has a horror of a fool’s paradise. Henrik Ibsen will have led him inexorably into the rougher road. Such recording and illuminating agents are precious; they tell us where we are in the thickening fog of life, and we feel for them much of the grateful respect excited in us at sea, in dim weather, by the exhibition of the mysterious instrument with which the captain takes an observation. We have held Ghosts, or Rosmersholm, or Hedda Gabler in our hand, and they have been our little instrument — they have enabled us to emulate the wary mariner; the consequence of which is that we know at least on what shores we may ground or in what ports we may anchor. The author of these strange works has in short performed a function which was doubtless no part of his purpose. This was to tell us about his own people; yet what has primarily happened is that he has brought about an exhibition of ours.

It is a truly remarkable show, for as to where nous en sommes, as the phrase goes, in the art of criticism and the movement of curiosity, as to our accumulations of experience and our pliancy of intelligence, our maturity of judgment and our distinction of tone, our quick perception of quality and (peculiar glory of our race) our fine feeling for shades, he has been the means of our acquiring the most copious information. Whether or no we may say that as a sequel to this we know Dr. Ibsen better, we may at least say that we know more about ourselves. We glow with the sense of how we may definitely look to each other to take things, and that is an immense boon, representing in advance a wonderful economy of time, a saving of useless effort and vain appeal. The great clarifying fact has been that, with Hedda Gabler and Ghosts and all the rest, we have stood in an exceptionally agitated way in the presence of the work of art, and have gained thereby a peculiarly acute consciousness of how we tend to consider it. It has been interesting to perceive that we consider the work of art with passion, with something approaching to fury. Under its influence we sweep the whole keyboard of emotion, from frantic enjoyment to ineffable disgust. Resentment and reprobation happen to have been indeed in the case before us the notes most frequently sounded; but this is obviously an accident, not impairing the value of the illustration, the essence of which is that our critical temper remains exactly the naïf critical temper, the temper of the spectators in the gallery of the theatre who howl at the villain of the play.

It has been the degree, in general, of the agitation that has been remarkable in the case before us, as may conveniently be gathered from a glance at the invaluable catalogue of denouncements drawn up by Mr. William Archer after perusal of the articles lately dedicated by the principal London journals to a couple of representations of Ibsen; that, if I mistake not, of Ghosts and that of Rosmersholm. This catalogue is a precious document, one of those things that the attentive spirit would not willingly let die. It is a thing, at any rate, to be kept long under one’s hand, as a mine of suggestion and reference; for it illuminates, in this matter of the study of Ibsen, the second characteristic of our emotion (the first as I have mentioned, being its peculiar intensity): the fact that that emotion is conspicuously and exclusively moral, one of those cries of outraged purity which have so often and so pathetically resounded through the Anglo-Saxon world.

We have studied our author, it must be admitted, under difficulties, for it is impossible to read him without perceiving that merely book in hand we but half know him — he addresses himself so substantially to representation. This quickens immensely our consideration for him, since in proportion as we become conscious that he has mastered an exceedingly difficult form are we naturally reluctant, in honour, to judge him unaccompanied by its advantages, by the benefit of his full intention. Considering how much Ibsen has been talked about in England and America, he has been lamentably little seen and heard. Until Hedda Gabler was produced in London six weeks ago, there had been but one attempt to represent its predecessors that had consisted of more than a single performance. This circumstance has given a real importance to the undertaking of the two courageous young actresses who have brought the most recent of the author’s productions to the light and who have promptly found themselves justified in their talent as well as in their energy. It was a proof of Ibsen’s force that he had made us chatter about him so profusely without the aid of the theatre; but it was even more a blessing to have the aid at last. The stage is to the prose drama (and Ibsen’s later manner is the very prose of prose) what the tune is to the song or the concrete case to the general law. It immediately becomes apparent that he needs the test to show his strength and the frame to show his picture. An extraordinary process of vivification takes place; the conditions seem essentially enlarged. Those of the stage in general strike us for the most part as small enough, so that the game played in them is often not more inspiring than a successful sack-race. But Ibsen reminds us that if they do not in themselves confer life they can at least receive it when the infusion is artfully attempted. Yet how much of it they were doomed to receive from Hedda Gabler was not to be divined till we had seen Hedda Gabler in the frame. The play, on perusal, left one comparatively muddled and mystified, fascinated, but — in one’s intellectual sympathy — snubbed. Acted, it leads that sympathy over the straightest of roads with all the exhilaration of a superior pace. Much more, I confess, one doesn’t get from it; but an hour of refreshing exercise is a reward in itself. The sense of being moved by a scientific hand as one sits in one’s stall has not been spoiled for us by satiety.

Hedda Gabler then, in the frame, is exceedingly vivid and curious, and a part of its interest is in the way it lights up in general the talent of the author. It is doubtless not the most complete of Ibsen’s plays, for it owes less to its subject than to its form; but it makes good his title to the possession of a real method, and in thus putting him before us as a master it exhibits at the same time his irritating, his bewildering incongruities. He is nothing, as a literary personality, if not positive; yet there are moments when his great gift seems made up of negatives, or at any rate when the total seems a contradiction of each of the parts. I premise of course that we hear him through a medium not his own, and I remember that translation is a shameless falsification of colour. Translation, however, is probably not wholly responsible for three appearances inherent in all his prose work, as we possess it, though in slightly differing degrees, and yet quite unavailing to destroy in it the expression of life; I mean of course the absence of humour, the absence of free imagination, and the absence of style. The absence of style, both in the usual and in the larger sense of the word, is extraordinary, and all the more mystifying that its place is not usurped, as it frequently is in such cases, by vulgarity. Ibsen is massively common and “middle-class,” but neither his spirit nor his manner is small. He is never trivial and never cheap, but he is in nothing more curious than in owing to a single source such distinction as he retains. His people are of inexpressive race; they give us essentially the bourgeois impression; even when they are furiously nervous and, like Hedda, more than sufficiently fastidious, we recognise that they live, with their remarkable creator, in a world in which selection has no great range. This is perhaps one reason why they none of them, neither the creator nor the creatures, appear to feel much impulse to play with the things of life. This impulse, when it breaks out, is humour, and in the scenic genius it usually breaks out in one place or another. We get the feeling, in Ibsen’s plays, that such whims are too ultimate, too much a matter of luxury and leisure for the stage of feeling at which his characters have arrived. They are all too busy learning to live — humour will come in later, when they know how. A certain angular irony they frequently manifest, and some of his portraits are strongly satirical, like that, to give only two instances, of Tesman in Hedda Gabler (a play indeed suffused with irrepressible irony), or that of Hialmar Ekdal in The Wild Duck. But it is the ridicule without the smile, the dance without the music, a sort of sarcasm that is nearer to tears than to laughter. There is nothing very droll in the world, I think, to Dr. Ibsen; and nothing is more interesting than to see how he makes up his world without a joke. Innumerable are the victories of talent, and art is a legerdemain.

It is always difficult to give an example of an absent quality, and, if the romantic is even less present in Ibsen than the comic, this is best proved by the fact that everything seems to us inveterately observed. Nothing is more puzzling to the readers of his later work than the reminder that he is the great dramatic poet of his country, or that the author of The Pillars of Society is also the author of Brand and Peer Gynt, compositions which, we are assured, testify to an audacious imagination and abound in complicated fantasy. In his satiric studies of contemporary life, the impression that is strongest with us is that the picture is infinitely noted, that all the patience of the constructive pessimist is in his love of the detail of character and of conduct, in his way of accumulating the touches that illustrate them. His recurrent ugliness of surface, as it were, is a sort of proof of his fidelity to the real in a spare, strenuous, democratic community; just as the same peculiarity is one of the sources of his charmless fascination — a touching vision of strong forces struggling with a poverty, a bare provinciality, of life. I call the fascination of Ibsen charmless (for those who feel it at all), because he holds us without bribing us; he squeezes the attention till he almost hurts it, yet with never a conciliatory stroke. He has as little as possible to say to our taste; even his large, strong form takes no account of that, gratifying it without concessions. It is the oddity of the mixture that makes him so individual — his perfect practice of a difficult and delicate art, combined with such æsthetic density. Even in such a piece as The Lady from the Sea (much the weakest, to my sense, of the whole series), in which he comes nearer than in others — unless indeed it be in Hedda Gabler — to playing with an idea from the simple instinct of sport, nothing could be less picturesque than the general effect, with every inherent incentive to have made it picturesque. The idea might have sprung from the fancy of Hawthorne, but the atmosphere is the hard light of Ibsen. One feels that the subject should have been tinted and distanced; but in fact one has to make an atmosphere as one reads, and one winces considerably under “Doctor Wangel” and the pert daughters.

For readers without curiosity as to their author’s point of view (and it is doubtless not a crime not to have it, though I think it is a misfortune, an open window the less), there is too much of “Doctor Wangel” in Ibsen altogether — using the good gentleman’s name for what it generally represents or connotes. It represents the ugly interior on which his curtain inexorably rises and which, to be honest, I like for the queer associations it has taught us to respect; the hideous carpet and wall-paper and curtains (one may answer for them), the conspicuous stove, the lonely centre-table, the “lamps with green shades,” as in the sumptuous first act of The Wild Duck, the pervasive air of small interests and standards, the sign of limited local life. It represents the very clothes, the inferior fashions, of the figures that move before us, and the shape of their hats and the tone of their conversation and the nature of their diet. But the oddest thing happens in connection with this effect — the oddest extension of sympathy or relaxation of prejudice. What happens is that we feel that whereas, if Ibsen were weak or stupid or vulgar, this parochial or suburban stamp would only be a stick to beat him with, it acts, as the case stands, and in the light of his singular masculinity, as a sort of substitute — a little clumsy, if you like — for charm. In a word it becomes touching, so that practically the blasé critical mind enjoys it as a refinement. What occurs is very analogous to what occurs in our appreciation of the dramatist’s remarkable art, his admirable talent for producing an intensity of interest by means incorruptibly quiet, by that almost demure preservation of the appearance of the usual in which we see him juggle with difficulty and danger and which constitutes, as it were, his only coquetry. There are people who are indifferent to these mild prodigies; there are others for whom they will always remain the most charming privilege of art.

Hedda Gabler is doubtless as suburban as any of its companions; which is indeed a fortunate circumstance, inasmuch as if it were less so we should be deprived of a singularly complete instance of a phenomenon difficult to express, but which may perhaps be described as the operation of talent without glamour. There is notoriously no glamour over the suburbs, and yet nothing could be more vivid than Dr. Ibsen’s account of the incalculable young woman into whom Miss Robins so artistically projects herself. To “like” the play, as we phrase it, is doubtless therefore to give one of the fullest examples of our constitutional inability to control our affections. Several of the spectators who have liked it most will probably admit even that, with themselves, this sentiment has preceded a complete comprehension. They would perhaps have liked it better if they had understood it better — as to this they are not sure; but they at any rate liked it well enough. Well enough for what? The question may of course always be in such a case. To be absorbed, assuredly, which is the highest tribute we can pay to any picture of life, and a higher one than most pictures attempted succeed in making us pay. Ibsen is various, and Hedda Gabler is probably an ironical pleasantry, the artistic exercise of a mind saturated with the vision of human infirmities, saturated above all with a sense of the infinitude, for all its mortal savour, of character, finding that an endless romance and a perpetual challenge. Can there have been at the source of such a production a mere refinement of conscious power, an enjoyment of difficulty and a preconceived victory over it? We are free to imagine that in this case Dr. Ibsen chose one of the last subjects that an expert might have been expected to choose, for the harmless pleasure of feeling and of showing that he was in possession of a method that could make up for its deficiencies.

The demonstration is complete and triumphant, but it does not conceal from us — on the contrary — that his drama is essentially that supposedly undramatic thing, the picture not of an action but of a condition. It is the portrait of a nature, the story of what Paul Bourget would call an état d’âme, and of a state of nerves as well as of soul, a state of temper, of health, of chagrin, of despair. Hedda Gabler is in short the study of an exasperated woman; and it may certainly be declared that the subject was not in advance, as a theme for scenic treatment, to be pronounced promising. There could in fact, however, be no more suggestive illustration of the folly of quarrelling with an artist over his subject Ibsen has had only to take hold of this one in earnest to make it, against every presumption, live with an intensity of life. One can doubtless imagine other ways, but it is enough to say of this one that, put to the test, it imposes its particular spectacle. Something might have been gained, entailing perhaps a loss in another direction, by tracing the preliminary stages, showing the steps in Mrs. Tesman’s history which led to the spasm, as it were, on which the curtain rises and of which the breathless duration — ending in death — is the period of the piece. But a play is above everything a work of selection, and Ibsen, with his curious and beautiful passion for the unity of time (carried in him to a point which almost always implies also that of place), condemns himself to admirable rigours. We receive Hedda ripe for her catastrophe, and if we ask for antecedents and explanations we must simply find them in her character. Her motives are just her passions. What the four acts show us is these motives and that character — complicated, strange, irreconcileable, infernal — playing themselves out. We know too little why she married Tesman, we see too little why she ruins Lövborg; but we recognise that she is infinitely perverse, and heaven knows that, as the drama mostly goes, the crevices we are called upon to stop are singularly few. That Mrs. Tesman is a perfectly ill-regulated person is a matter of course, and there are doubtless spectators who would fain ask whether it would not have been better to represent in her stead a person totally different. The answer to this sagacious question seems to me to be simply that no one can possibly tell. There are many things in the world that are past finding out, and one of them is whether the subject of a work had not better have been another subject. We shall always do well to leave that matter to the author (he may have some secret for solving the riddle); so terrible would his revenge easily become if we were to accept a responsibility for his theme.

The distinguished thing is the firm hand that weaves the web, the deep and ingenious use made of the material. What material, indeed, the dissentient spirit may exclaim, and what “use,” worthy of the sacred name, is to be made of a wicked, diseased, disagreeable woman? That is just what Ibsen attempts to gauge, and from the moment such an attempt is resolute the case ceases to be so simple. The “use” of Hedda Gabler is that she acts on others and that even her most disagreeable qualities have the privilege, thoroughly undeserved doubtless, but equally irresistible, of becoming a part of the history of others. And then one isn’t so sure she is wicked, and by no means sure (especially when she is represented by an actress who makes the point ambiguous) that she is disagreeable. She is various and sinuous and graceful, complicated and natural; she suffers, she struggles, she is human, and by that fact exposed to a dozen interpretations, to the importunity of our suspense. Wrought with admirable closeness is the whole tissue of relations between the five people whom the author sets in motion and on whose behalf he asks of us so few concessions. That is for the most part the accomplished thing in Ibsen, the thing that converts his provincialism into artistic urbanity. He puts us to no expense worth speaking of — he takes all the expense himself. I mean that he thinks out our entertainment for us and shapes it of thinkable things, the passions, the idiosyncrasies, the cupidities and jealousies, the strivings and struggles, the joys and sufferings of men. The spectator’s situation is different enough when what is given him is the mere dead rattle of the surface of life, into which he has to inject the element of thought, the “human interest.” Ibsen kneads the soul of man like a paste, and often with a rude and indelicate hand to which the soul of man objects. Such a production as The Pillars of Society, with its large, dense complexity of moral cross-references and its admirable definiteness as a picture of motive and temperament (the whole canvas charged, as it were, with moral colour), such a production asks the average moral man to see too many things at once. It will never help Ibsen with the multitude that the multitude shall feel that the more they look the more intentions they shall see, for of such seeing of many intentions the multitude is but scantily desirous. It keeps indeed a positively alarmed and jealous watch in that direction; it smugly insists that intentions shall be rigidly limited.

This sufficiently answers the artless question of whether it may be hoped for the author of The Pillars of Society that he shall acquire popularity in this country. In what country under heaven might it have been hoped for him, or for the particular community, that he should acquire popularity? Is he in point of fact so established and cherished in the Norwegian theatre? Do his countrymen understand him and clamour for him and love him, or do they content themselves — a very different affair — with being proud of him when aliens abuse him? The rumour reaches us that Hedda Gabler has found no favour at Copenhagen, where we are compelled to infer that the play had not the happy interpretation it enjoys in London. It would doubtless have been in danger here if tact and sympathy had not interposed. We hear that it has had reverses in Germany, where of late years Ibsen has been the fashion; but indeed all these are matters of an order as to which we should have been grateful for more information from those who have lately had the care of introducing the formidable dramatist to the English and American public. He excites, for example, in each case, all sorts of curiosity and conjecture as to the quality and capacity of the theatre to which, originally, such a large order was addressed: we are full of unanswered questions about the audience and the school.

What, however, has most of all come out in our timid and desultory experiments is that the author of The Pillars of Society, and of The Doll’s House, of Ghosts, of The Wild Duck, of Hedda Gabler, is destined to be adored by the “profession.” Even in his comfortless borrowed habit he will remain intensely dear to the actor and the actress. He cuts them out work to which the artistic nature in them joyously responds — work difficult and interesting, full of stuff and opportunity. The opportunity that he gives them is almost always to do the deep and delicate thing — the sort of chance that in proportion as they are intelligent they are most on the look out for. He asks them to paint with a fine brush; for the subject that he gives them is ever our plastic humanity. This will surely preserve him (leaving out the question of serious competition) after our little flurry is over. It was what made the recent representation of Hedda Gabler so singularly interesting and refreshing. It is what gives importance to the inquiry as to how his call for “subtlety” in his interpreters has been met in his own country. It was impossible the other day not to be conscious of a certain envy (as of a case of artistic happiness) of the representatives of the mismated Tesmans and their companions — so completely, as the phrase is, were they “in” it and under the charm of what they had to do. In fact the series of Ibsen’s “social dramas” is a dazzling array of parts. Nora Helmer will be undertaken again and again — of a morning no doubt, as supposedly, though oddly, the more “earnest” hour — by young artists justly infatuated. The temptation is still greater to women than to men, as we feel in thinking, further, of the Rebecca of Rosmersholm, of Lona Hessel and Martha Bernick in the shapely Pillars, of the passionate mother and the insolent maid in the extraordinarily compact and vivid Ghosts — absurd and fascinating work; of Mrs. Linden, so quietly tragic, so tremulously real, in The Doll’s House, and of that irresistibly touching image, so untainted with cheap pathos, Hedvig Ekdal, the little girl with failing eyes, in The Wild Duck, who pores over her story-book in the paltry photographic studio of her intensely humbugging father. Such a figure as this very Hialmar Ekdal, however, the seedy, selfish — subtly selfish and self-deceptive — photographer, in whom nothing is active but the tongue, testifies for the strong masculine side of the list. If The League of Youth is more nearly a complete comedy than any other of Ibsen’s prose works, the comedian who should attempt to render Stensgard in that play would have a real portrait to reproduce. But the examples are numerous: Bernick and Rosmer, Oswald and Manders (Ibsen’s compunctious “pastors” are admirable), Gregers Werle, the transcendent meddler in The Wild Duck, Rörlund, the prudish rector in the Pillars, Stockmann and the Burgomaster in The Enemy of the People, all stand, humanly and pictorially, on their feet.

This it is that brings us back to the author’s great quality, the quality that makes him so interesting in spite of his limitations, so rich in spite of his lapses — his habit of dealing essentially with the individual caught in the fact. Sometimes, no doubt, he leans too far on that side, loses sight too much of the type-quality and gives his spectators free play to say that even caught in the fact his individuals are mad. We are not at all sure for instance of the type-quality in Hedda. Sometimes he makes so queer a mistake as to treat a pretty motive, like that of The Lady from the Sea, in a poor and prosaic way. He exposes himself with complacent, with irritating indifference to the objector as well as to the scoffer, he makes his “heredity” too short and his consequences too long, he deals with a homely and unæsthetic society, he harps on the string of conduct, and he actually talks of stockings and legs, in addition to other improprieties. He is not pleasant enough, nor light enough, nor casual enough; he is too far from Piccadilly and our glorious standards. Therefore his cause may be said to be lost; we shall never take him to our hearts. It was never to have been expected indeed that we should, for in literature religions usually grow their own gods, and our heaven — as everyone can see — is already crowded. But for those who care in general for the form that he has practised he will always remain one of the talents that have understood it best and extracted most from it, have effected most neatly the ticklish transfusion of life. If we possessed the unattainable, an eclectic, artistic, disinterested theatre, to which we might look for alternation and variety, it would simply be a point of honour in such a temple to sacrifice sometimes to Henrik Ibsen.

 

II. ON THE OCCASION OF “THE MASTER-BUILDER”

In spite of its having been announced in many quarters that Ibsen would never do we are still to have another chance, which may very well not be the last, of judging the question for ourselves. Not only has the battered Norseman had in the evening of his career the energy to fling yet again into the arena one of those bones of contention of which be has in an unequalled degree the secret of possessing himself, but practised London hands have been able to catch the mystic missile in its passage and are flourishing it, as they have flourished others, before our eyes. In addition to an opportunity of reading the play I have had the pleasure of seeing a rehearsal of the performance — so that I already feel something of responsibility of that inward strife which is an inevitable heritage of all inquiring contact with the master. It is perhaps a consequence of this irremediable fever that one should recklessly court the further responsibility attached to uttering an impression into which the premature may partly enter. But it is impossible in any encounter with Ibsen to resist the influence of at least the one kind of interest that he exerts at the very outset and to which at the present hour it may well be a point of honour promptly to confess one’s subjection. This immediate kind is the general interest we owe to the refreshing circumstance that he at any rate gives us the sense of life, and the practical effect of which is ever to work a more or less irritating spell. The other kind is the interest of the particular production, a varying quantity and an agreeable source of suspense — a happy occasion in short for that play of intelligence, that acuteness of response, whether in assent or in protest, which it is the privilege of the clinging theatre-goer to look forward to as a result of the ingenious dramatist’s appeal, but his sad predicament for the most part to miss yet another and another chance to achieve. With Ibsen (and that is the exceptional joy, the bribe to rapid submission), we can always count upon the chance. Our languid pulses quicken as we begin to note the particular direction taken by the attack on a curiosity inhabiting, by way of a change, the neglected region of the brain.

In The Master-Builder this emotion is not only kindled very early in the piece — it avails itself to the full of the right that Ibsen always so liberally concedes it of being still lively after the piece is over. His independence, his perversity, his intensity, his vividness, the hard compulsion of his strangely inscrutable art, are present in full measure, together with that quality which comes almost uppermost when it is a question of seeing him on the stage, his peculiar blessedness to actors. Their reasons for liking him it would not be easy to overstate; and surely if the public should ever completely renounce him players enamoured of their art will still be found ready to interpret him for that art’s sake to empty benches. No dramatist of our time has had more the secret, and has kept it better, of making their work interesting to them. The subtlety with which he puts them into relation to it eludes analysis, but operates none the less strongly as an incitement. Does it reside mainly in the way he takes hold of their imagination, or in some special affinity with their technical sense; in what he gives them or in what he leaves it to them to give; in the touches by which the moral nature of the character opens out a vista for them; or in the simple fact of connection with such a vivified whole? These are questions at any rate that Mr. Herbert Waring, Miss Robins, Miss Moodie, enviable with their several problems, doubtless freely ask themselves, or even each other, while the interest and the mystery of The Master-Builder fold them more and more closely in. What is incontestable is the excitement, the amusement, the inspiration of dealing with material so solid and so fresh. The very difficulty of it makes a common cause, as the growing ripeness of preparation makes a common enthusiasm.

I shall not attempt to express the subject of the play more largely than to say that its three acts deal again, as Ibsen is so apt to deal, with the supremely critical hour in the life of an individual, in the history of a soul. The individual is in this case not a Hedda, nor a Nora, nor a Mrs. Alving, nor a Lady from the Sea, but a prosperous architect of Christiania, who, on reaching a robust maturity, encounters his fate all in the opening of a door. This fate — infinitely strange and terrible, as we know before the curtain falls — foreshadowed in Miss Elizabeth Robins, who, however, in passing the threshold, lets in a great deal more than herself, represents a heroine conceived, as to her effect on the action, with that shameless originality which Ibsen’s contemners call wanton and his admirers call fascinating. Hilde Wangel, a young woman whom the author may well be trusted to have made more mystifying than her curiously charmless name would suggest, is only the indirect form, the animated clock-face, as it were, of Halvard Solness’s destiny; but the action, in spite of obscurities and ironies, takes its course by steps none the less irresistible. The mingled reality and symbolism of it all give us an Ibsen within an Ibsen. His subject is always, like the subjects of all first-rate men, primarily an idea; but in this case the idea is as difficult to catch as its presence is impossible to overlook. The whole thing throbs and flushes with it, and yet smiles and mocks at us through it as if in conscious supersubtlety. The action at any rate is superficially simple, more single and confined than that of most of Ibsen’s other plays; practically, as it defines itself and rises to a height, it leaves the strange, doomed Solness, and the even stranger apparition of the joyous and importunate giri (the one all memories and hauntings and bondages, the other all health and curiosity and youthful insolence), face to face on unprecedented terms — terms, however, I hasten to add, that by no means prevent the play from being one to which a young lady, as they say in Paris, may properly take her mother. Of all Ibsen’s heroines Hilde is indeed perhaps at once the most characteristic of the author and the most void of offence to the “general.” If she has notes that recall Hedda, she is a Hedda dangerous precisely because she is not yet blasée — a Hedda stimulating, fully beneficent in intention; in short “reversed,” as I believe the author defined her to his interpreters. From her encounter with Halvard Solness many remarkable things arise, but most of all perhaps the spectator’s sense of the opportunity offered by the two rare parts; and in particular of the fruitful occasion (for Solness from beginning to end holds the stage), seized by Mr. Herbert Waring, who has evidently recognised one of those hours that actors sometimes wait long years for — the hour that reveals a talent to itself as well to its friends and that makes a reputation take a bound. Whatever, besides refreshing them, The Master-Builder does for Ibsen with London playgoers, it will render the service that the curious little Norwegian repertory has almost always rendered the performers, even to the subsidiary figures, even to the touching Kaia, the touching Ragnar, the inevitable Dr. Herdal, and the wasted wife of Solness, so carefully composed by Miss Moodie.
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Twenty years have passed since Henrik Ibsen wrote A Doll’s House, thereby almost marking an epoch in the history of drama. During those years his name has gone abroad through the length and breadth of two continents, and has provoked more discussion and criticism than that of any other living man. He has been upheld as a religious reformer, a social reformer, a Semitic lover of righteousness, and as a great dramatist. He has been rigorously denounced as a meddlesome intruder, a defective artist, an incomprehensible mystic, and, in the eloquent words of a certain English critic, la muck-ferreting dog’. Through the perplexities of such diverse criticism, the great genius of the man is day by day coming out as a hero comes out amid the earthly trials. The dissonant cries are fainter and more distant, the random praises are rising in steadier and more choral chaunt. Even to the uninterested bystander it must seem significant that the interest attached to this Norwegian has never flagged for over a quarter of a century. It may be questioned whether any man has held so firm an empire over the thinking world in modern times. Not Rousseau; not Emerson; not Carlyle; not any of those giants of whom almost all have passed out of human ken. Ibsen’s power over two generations has been enhanced by his own reticence. Seldom, if at all, has he condescended to join battle with his enemies. It would appear as if the storm of fierce debate rarely broke in upon his wonderful calm. The conflicting voices have not influenced his work in the very smallest degree. His output of dramas has been regulated by the utmost order, by a clockwork routine, seldom found in the case of genius. Only once he answered his assailants after their violent attack on Ghosts. But from The Wild Duck to John Gabriel Borkman, his dramas have appeared almost mechanically at intervals of two years. One is apt to overlook the sustained energy which such a plan of campaign demands; but even surprise at this must give way to admiration at the gradual, irresistible advance of this extraordinary man. Eleven plays, all dealing with modern life, have been published. Here is the list: A Doll’s House, Ghosts, An Enemy of the People, The Wild Duck, Rosmersholm, The Lady from the Sea, Hedda Gabier, The Master Builder, Little Eyolf John Gabriel Borkman, and lastly — his new drama, published at Copenhagen, December 19th, 1899 — When We Dead Awaken. This play is already in process of translation into almost a dozen different languages — a fact which speaks volumes for the power of its author. The drama is written in prose, and is in three acts.

To begin an account of a play of Ibsen’s is surely no easy matter. The subject is, in one way, so confined, and, in another way, so vast. It is safe to predict that nine-tenths of the notices of this play will open in some such way as the following: ‘Arnold Rubek and his wife, Maja, have been married for four years, at the beginning of the play. Their union is, however, unhappy. Each is discontented with the other.’ So far as this goes, it is unimpeachable; but then it does not go very far. It does not convey even the most shadowy notion of the relations between Professor Rubek and his wife. It is a bald, clerkly version of countless, indefinable complexities. It is as though the history of a tragic life were to be written down rudely in two columns, one for the pros and the other for the cons. It is only saying what is literally true, to say that, in the three acts of the drama, there has been stated all that is essential to the drama. There is from first to last hardly a superfluous word or phrase. Therefore, the play itself expresses its own ideas as briefly and as concisely as they can be expressed in the dramatic form. It is manifest, then, that a notice cannot give an adequate notion of the drama. This is not the case with the common lot of plays, to which the fullest justice may be meted out in a very limited number of lines. They are for the most part reheated dishes — unoriginal compositions, cheerfully owlish as to heroic insight, living only in their own candid claptrap — in a word, stagey. The most perfunctory curtness is their fittest meed. But in dealing with the work of a man like Ibsen, the task set the reviewer is truly great enough to sink all his courage. All he can hope to do is to link some of the more salient points together in such a way as to suggest rather than to indicate, the intricacies of the plot. Ibsen has attained ere this to such mastery over his art that, with apparently easy dialogue, he presents his men and women passing through different soul-crises. His analytic method is thus made use of to the fullest extent, and into the comparatively short space of two days the life in life of all his characters is compressed. For instance, though we only see Solness during one night and up to the following evening, we have in reality watched with bated breath the whole course of his life up to the moment when Hilda Wangel enters his house. So in the play under consideration, when we see Professor Rubek first, he is sitting in a garden chair, reading his morning paper, but by degrees the whole scroll of his life is unrolled before us, and we have the pleasure not of hearing it read out to us, but of reading it for ourselves, piecing the various parts, and going closer to see wherever the writing on the parchment is fainter or less legible.

As I have said, when the play opens, Professor Rubek is sitting in the gardens of a hotel, eating, or rather having finished, his breakfast. In another chair, close beside him, is sitting Maja Rubek, the Professor’s wife. The scene is in Norway, a popular health resort near the sea. Through the trees can be seen the town harbour, and the fjord, with steamers plying over it, as it stretches past headland and river-isle out to the sea. Rubek is a famous sculptor, of middle age, and Maja, a woman still young, whose bright eyes have just a shade of sadness in them. These two continue reading their respective papers quietly in the peace of the morning. All looks so idyllic to the careless eye. The lady breaks the silence in a weary, petulant manner by complaining of the deep peace that reigns about them. Arnold lays down his paper with mild expostulation. Then they begin to converse of this thing and that; first of the silence, then of the place and the people, of the railway stations through which they passed the previous night, with their sleepy porters and aimlessly shifting lanterns. From this they proceed to talk of the changes in the people, and of all that has grown up since they were married. Then it is but a little further to the main trouble. In speaking of their married life it speedily appears that the inner view of their relations is hardly as ideal as the outward view might lead one to expect. The depths of these two people are being slowly stirred up. The leaven of prospective drama is gradually discerned working amid the fin-de- siècle scene. The lady seems a difficult little person. She complains of the idle promises with which her husband had fed her aspirations.

MAJA. You said you would take me up to a high mountain and show me all the glory of the world.

RUBEK (with a slight start). Did I promise you that, too?

In short, there is something untrue lying at the root of their union. Meanwhile the guests of the hotel, who are taking the baths, pass out of the hotel porch on the right, chatting and laughing men and women. They are informally marshalled by the inspector of the baths. This person is an unmistakable type of the conventional official. He salutes Mr. and Mrs. Rubek, enquiring how they slept. Rubek asks him if any of the guests take their baths by night, as he has seen a white figure moving in the park during the night. Maja scouts the notion, but the inspector says that there is a strange lady, who has rented the pavilion which is to the left, and who is staying there, with one attendant — a Sister of Mercy. As they are talking, the strange lady and her companion pass slowly through the park and enter the pavilion. The incident appears to affect Rubek, and Maja’s curiosity is aroused.

MAJA (a little hurt and jarred). Perhaps this lady has been one of your models, Rubek? Search your memory.

RUBEK (looks cuttingly at her). Model?

MAJA (with a provoking smile). In your younger days, I mean. You are said to have had such innumerable models — long ago, of course.

RUBEK (in the same tone). Oh, no, little Frau Maja. I have in reality had only one single model. One and one only for everything I have done.

While this misunderstanding is finding outlet in the foregoing conversation, the inspector, all at once, takes fright at some person who is approaching. He attempts to escape into the hotel, but the high-pitched voice of the person who is approaching arrests him.

ULFHEIM’s voice (heard outside). Stop a moment, man. Devil take it all, can’t you stop? Why do you always scuttle away from me?

With these words, uttered in strident tones, the second chief actor enters on the scene. He is described as a great bear-killer, thin, tall, of uncertain age, and muscular. He is accompanied by his servant, Lars, and a couple of sporting dogs. Lars does not speak a single word in the play. Ulfheim at present dismisses him with a kick, and approaches Mr. and Mrs. Rubek. He falls into conversation with them, for Rubek is known to him as the celebrated sculptor. On sculpture this savage hunter offers some original remarks.

ULFHEIM . . . We both work in a hard material, madam — both your husband and I. He struggles with his marble blocks, I daresay; and I struggle with tense and quivering bear-sinews. And we both of us win the fight in the end — subdue and master our material. We don’t give in until we have got the better of it, though it fight never so hard.

RUBEK (deep in thought). There’s a great deal of truth in what you say.

This eccentric creature, perhaps by the force of his own eccentricity, has begun to weave a spell of enchantment about Maja. Each word that he utters tends to wrap the web of his personality still closer about her. The black dress of the Sister of Mercy causes him to grin sardonically. He speaks calmly of all his near friends, whom he has dispatched out of the world.

MAJA. And what did you do for your nearest friends?

ULFHEIM. Shot them, of course.

RUBEK (looking at him). Shot them? maja (moving her chair back). Shot them dead? ulfheim (nods). I never miss, madam.

However, it turns out that by his nearest friends he means his dogs, and the minds of his hearers are put somewhat more at ease. During their conversation the Sister of Mercy has prepared a slight repast for her mistress at one of the tables outside the pavilion. The unsustaining qualities of the food excite Ulfheim’s merriment. He speaks with a lofty disparagement of such effeminate diet. He is a realist in his appetite.

ULFHEIM (rising). Spoken like a woman of spirit, madam. Come with me, then! They [his dogs] swallow whole, great, thumping meat-bones — gulp them up and then gulp them down again. Oh, it’s a regular treat to see them!

On such half-gruesome, half-comic invitation Maja goes out with him, leaving her husband in the company of the strange lady who enters from the pavilion. Almost simultaneously the Professor and the lady recognize each other. The lady has served Rubek as model for the central figure in his famous masterpiece, ‘The Resurrection Day1. Having done her work for him, she had fled in an unaccountable manner, leaving no traces behind her. Rubek and she drift into familiar conversation. She asks him who is the lady who has just gone out. He answers, with some hesitation, that she is his wife. Then he asks if she is married. She replies that she is married. He asks her where her husband is at present.

RUBEK. And where is he now?

Irene. Oh, in a churchyard somewhere or other, with a fine, handsome monument over him; and with a bullet rattling in his skull.

RUBEK. Did he kill himself?

IRENE. Yes, he was good enough to take that off my hands. rubek. Do you not lament his loss, Irene? irene (not understanding). Lament? What loss? rubek. Why, the loss of Herr von Satow, of course, i rene. His name was not Satow. rubek. Was it not?

IRENE. My second husband is called Satow. He is a Russian. rubek. And where is he?

IRENE. Far away in the Ural Mountains. Among all his goldmines.

RUBEK. So he lives there?

IRENE (shrugs her shoulders). Lives? Lives? In reality I have killed him.

RUBEK {starts). Killed — !

IRENE. Killed him with a fine sharp dagger which I always have with me in bed

Rubek begins to understand that there is some meaning hidden beneath these strange words. He begins to think seriously on himself, his art, and on her, passing in review the course of his life since the creation of his masterpiece, ‘The Resurrection Day1. He sees that he has not fulfilled the promise of that work, and comes to realize that there is something lacking in his life. He asks Irene how she has lived since they last saw each other. Irene’s answer to his query is of great importance, for it strikes the key note of the entire play.

IRENE (rises slowly from her chair and, says quiveringly). I was dead for many years. They came and bound me — lacing my arms together at my back. Then they lowered me into a grave-vault, with iron bars before the loophole. And with padded walls, so that no one on the earth above could hear the grave-shrieks.

In Irene’s allusion to her position as model for the great picture, Ibsen gives further proof of his extraordinary knowledge of women. No other man could have so subtly expressed the nature of the relations between the sculptor and his model, had he even dreamt of them.

IRENE. I exposed myself wholly and unreservedly to your gaze [more softly] and never once did you touch me ....

 

* * *

RUBEK (looks impressively at her). I was an artist, Irene.

IRENE (darkly). That is just it. That is just it.

Thinking deeper and deeper on himself and on his former attitude towards this woman, it strikes him yet more forcibly that there are great gulfs set between his art and his life, and that even in his art his skill and genius are far from perfect. Since Irene left him he has done nothing but paint portrait busts of townsfolk. Finally, some kind of resolution is enkindled in him, a resolution to repair his botching, for he does not altogether despair of that. There is just a reminder of the will-glorification of Brand in the lines that follow.

RUBEK (struggling with himself, uncertainly). If we could, oh, if only we could ....

IRENE. Why can we not do what we will?

In fine, the two agree in deeming their present state insufferable. It appears plain to her that Rubek lies under a heavy obligation to her, and with their recognition of this, and the entrance of Maja, fresh from the enchantment of Ulfheim, the first act closes.

RUBEK. When did you begin to seek for me, Irene?

IRENE (with a touch of jesting bitterness). From the time when
I realized that I had given away to you something rather indispensable. Something one ought never to part with.

RUBEK (bowing his head). Yes, that is bitterly true. You gave me three or four years of your youth.

IRENE. More, more than that I gave you — spendthrift as I then was.

RUBEK. Yes, you were prodigal, Irene. You gave me all your naked loveliness — 

IRENE. To gaze upon — 

RUBEK. And to glorify. . . .

 

* * *

IRENE. But you have forgotten the most precious gift. rubek. The most precious . . . what gift was that? irene. I gave you my young living soul. And that gift left me empty within — soulless [looks at him with a fixed stare\ It was that I died of, Arnold.

It is evident, even from this mutilated account, that the first act is a masterly one. With no perceptible effort the drama rises, with a. methodic natural ease it develops. The trim garden of the nineteenth-century hotel is slowly made the scene of a gradually growing dramatic struggle. Interest has been roused in each of the characters, sufficient to carry the mind into the succeeding act. The situation is not stupidly explained, but the action has set in, and at the close the play has reached a definite stage of progression.

The second act takes place close to a sanatorium on the mountains. A cascade leaps from a rock and flows in steady stream to the right. On the bank some children are playing, laughing and shouting. The time is evening. Rubek is discovered lying on a mound to the left. Maja enters shortly, equipped for hill-climbing. Helping herself with her stick across the stream, she calls out to Rubek and approaches him. He asks how she and her companion are amusing themselves, and questions her as to their hunting. An exquisitely humorous touch enlivens their talk. Rubek asks if they intend hunting the bear near the surrounding locality. She replies with a grand superiority.

MAJA. You don’t suppose that bears are to be found in the naked mountains, do you?

The next topic is the uncouth Ulfheim. Maja admires him because he is so ugly — then turns abruptly to her husband saying, pensively, that he also is ugly. The accused pleads his age.

RUBEK (shrugging his shoulders). One grows old. One grows old, Frau Maja!

This semi-serious banter leads them on to graver matters. Maja lies at length in the soft heather, and rails gently at the Professor. For the mysteries and claims of art she has a somewhat comical disregard.

MAJA (with a somewhat scornful laugh). Yes, you are always, always an artist.

and again — 

MAJA. . . . Your tendency is to keep yourself to yourself and — think your own thoughts. And, of course, I can’t talk properly to you about your affairs. I know nothing about Art and that sort of thing. [ With an impatient gesture.] And care very little either, for that matter.

 

She rallies him on the subject of the strange lady, and hints maliciously at the understanding between them. Rubek says that he was only an artist and that she was the source of his inspiration. He confesses that the five years of his married life have been years of intellectual famine for him. He has viewed in their true light his own feelings towards his art.

RUBEK (smiling). But that was not precisely what I had in my mind.

MAJA. What then?

RUBEK (again serious). It was this — that all the talk about the artist’s vocation and the artist’s mission, and so forth, began to strike me as being very empty and hollow and meaningless at bottom.

MAJA. Then what would you put in its place?

RUBEK. Life, Maja.

The all-important question of their mutual happiness is touched upon, and after a brisk discussion a tacit agreement to separate is effected. When matters are in this happy condition Irene is descried coming across the heath. She is surrounded by the sportive children and stays awhile among them. Maja jumps up from the grass and goes to her, saying, enigmatically, that her husband requires assistance to ‘open a precious casket’. Irene bows and goes towards Rubek, and Maja goes joyfully to seek her hunter. The interview which follows is certainly remarkable, even from a stagey point of view. It constitutes, practically, the substance of the second act, and is of absorbing interest. At the same time it must be added that such a scene would tax the powers of the mimes producing it. Nothing short of a complete realization of the two roles would represent the complex ideas involved in the conversation. When we reflect how few stage artists would have either the intelligence to attempt it or the powers to execute it, we behold a pitiful revelation.

In the interview of these two people on the heath, the whole tenors of their lives are outlined with bold steady strokes. From the first exchange of introductory words each phrase tells a chapter of experiences. Irene alludes to the dark shadow of the Sister of Mercy which follows her everywhere, as the shadow of Arnold’s unquiet conscience follows him. When he has half-involuntarily confessed so much, one of the great barriers between them is broken down. Their trust in each other is, to some extent, renewed, and they revert to their past acquaintance. Irene speaks openly of her feelings, of her hate for the sculptor.

IRENE (again vehemently). Yes, for you — for the artist who had so lightly and carelessly taken a warm-blooded body, a young human life, and worn the soul out of it — because you needed it for a work of art.

Rubek’s transgression has indeed been great. Not merely has he possessed himself of her soul, but he has withheld from its rightful throne the child of her soul. By her child Irene means the statue. To her it seems that this statue is, in a very true and very real sense, born of her. Each day as she saw it grow to its full growth under the hand of the skilful moulder, her inner sense of motherhood for it, of right over it, of love towards it, had become stronger and more confirmed.

IRENE (changing to a tone full of warmth and feeling). But that statue in the wet, living clay, that I loved — as it rose up, a vital human creature out of these raw, shapeless masses — for that was our creation, our child. Mine and yours.

It is, in reality, because of her strong feelings that she has kept aloof from Rubek for five years. But when she hears now of what he has done to the child — her child — all her powerful nature rises up against him in resentment. Rubek, in a mental agony, endeavours to explain, while she listens like a tigress whose cub has been wrested from her by a thief.

RUBEK. I was young then — with no experience of life. The Resurrection, I thought, would be most beautifully and exquisitely figured as a young unsullied woman — with none of a life’s experience — awakening to light and glory without having to put away from her anything ugly and impure.

With larger experience of life he has found it necessary to alter his ideal somewhat, he has made her child no longer a principal, but an intermediary figure. Rubek, turning towards her, sees her just about to stab him. In a fever of terror and thought he rushes into his own defence, pleading madly for the errors he has done. It seems to Irene that he is endeavouring to render his sin poetical, that he is penitent but in a luxury of dolour. The thought that she has given up herself, her whole life, at the bidding of his false art, rankles in her heart with a terrible persistence. She cries out against herself, not loudly, but in deep sorrow.

IRENE (with apparent self-control). I should have borne children into the world — many children — real children — not such children as are hidden away in grave-vaults. That was my vocation. I ought never to have served you — poet.

Rubek, in poetic absorption, has no reply, he is musing on the old, happy days. Their dead joys solace him. But Irene is thinking of a certain phrase of his which he had spoken unwittingly. He had declared that he owed her thanks for her assistance in his work. This has been, he had said, a truly blessed episode in my life. Rubek’s tortured mind cannot bear any more reproaches, too many are heaped upon it already. He begins throwing flowers on the stream, as they used in those bygone days on the lake of Taunitz. He recalls to her the time when they made a boat of leaves, and yoked a white swan to it, in imitation of the boat of Lohengrin. Even here in their sport there lies a hidden meaning.

IRENE. You said I was the swan that drew your boat.

RUBEK. Did I say so? Yes, I daresay I did [absorbed in the game]. Just see how the sea-gulls are swimming down the stream! irene {laughing). And all your ships have run ashore. rubek (throwing more leaves into the brook). I have ships enough in reserve.

While they are playing aimlessly, in a kind of childish despair, Ulfheim and Maja appear across the heath. These two are going to seek adventures on the high tablelands. Maja sings out to her husband a little song which she has composed in her joyful mood. With a sardonic laugh Ulfheim bids Rubek good-night and disappears with his companion up the mountain. All at once Irene and Rubek leap to the same thought. But at that moment the gloomy figure of the Sister of Mercy is seen in the twilight, with her leaden eyes looking at them both. Irene breaks from him, but promises to meet him that night on the heath.

RUBEK. And you will come, Irene? i rene. Yes, certainly I will come. Wait for me here. rubek (repeats dreamily). Summer night on the upland. With you. With you. [His eyes meet hers.] Oh, Irene, that might have been our life. And that we have forfeited, we two.

IRENE. We see the irretrievable only when [breaks short off]. rubek (looks itiquiringly at her). When? . . . irene. When we dead awaken.

The third act takes place on a wide plateau, high up on the hills. The ground is rent with yawning clefts. Looking to the right, one sees the range of the summits half-hidden in the moving mists. On the left stands an old, dismantled hut. It is in the early morning, when the skies are the colour of pearl. The day is beginning to break. Maja and Ulfheim come down to the plateau. Their feelings are sufficiently explained by the opening words.

MAJA (trying to tear herself loose). Let me go! Let me go, I say! ulfheim. Come, come! are you going to bite now? You’re as snappish as a wolf.

When Ulfheim will not cease his annoyances, Maja threatens to run over the crest of the neighbouring ridge. Ulfheim points out that she will dash herself to pieces. He has wisely sent Lars away after the hounds, that he may be uninterrupted. Lars, he says, may be trusted not to find the dogs too soon.

MAJA (looking angrily at him). No, I daresay not.

ULFHEIM (catching at her arm). For Lars — he knows my — my methods of sport, you see.

MAJA, with enforced self-possession, tells him frankly what she thinks of him. Her uncomplimentary observations please the bear- hunter very much. Maja requires all her tact to keep him in order. When she talks of going back to the hotel, he gallantly offers to carry her on his shoulders, for which suggestion he is promptly snubbed. The two are playing as a cat and a bird play. Out of their skirmish one speech of Ulfheim’s rises suddenly to arrest attention, as it throws some light on his former life.

ULFHEIM (with suppressed exasperation). I once took a young girl — lifted her up from the mire of the streets, and carried her in my arms. Next my heart I carried her. So I would have borne her all through life, lest haply she should dash her foot against a stone . . . . [ With a growling laugh.] And do you know what I got for my reward?

MAJA. No. What did you get?

ULFHEIM (looks at her, smiles and nods). I got the horns! The horns that you can see so plainly. Is not that a comical story, madam bear-murderess?

As an exchange of confidence, Maja tells him her life in summary — and chiefly her married life with Professor Rubek. As a result, these two uncertain souls feel attracted to each other, and Ulfheim states his case in the following characteristic manner:

 

ULFHEIM. Should not we two tack our poor shreds of life together?

MAJA, satisfied that in their vows there will be no promise on his part to show her all the splendours of the earth, or to fill her dwelling-place with art, gives a half-consent by allowing him to carry her down the slope. As they are about to go, Rubek and Irene, who have also spent the night on the heath, approach the same plateau. When ULFHEIM asks RUBEK if he and madame have ascended by the same pathway, RUBEK answers significantly.

RUBEK. Yes, of course [With a glance at maja]. Henceforth the strange lady and I do not intend our ways to part.

While the musketry of their wit is at work, the elements seem to feel that there is a mighty problem to be solved then and there, and that a great drama is swiftly drawing to a close. The smaller figures of Maja and Ulfheim are grown still smaller in the dawn of the tempest. Their lots are decided in comparative quiet, and we cease to take much interest in them. But the other two hold our gaze, as they stand up silently on the fjaell, engrossing central figures of boundless, human interest. On a sudden, Ulfheim raises his hand impressively towards the heights.

ULFHEIM. But don’t you see that the storm is upon us? Don’t you hear the blasts of wind?

RUBEK (listening). They sound like the prelude to the Resurrection Day.

 

* * *

MAJA (drawing ulfheim away). Let us make haste and get down.

As he cannot take more than one person at a time, Ulfheim promises to send aid for Rubek and Irene, and, seizing Maja in his arms, clambers rapidly but warily down the path. On the desolate mountain plateau, in the growing light, the man and the woman are left together — no longer the artist and his model. And the shadow of a great change is stalking close in the morning silence. Then Irene tells Arnold that she will not go back among the men and women she has left; she will not be rescued. She tells him also, for now she may tell all, how she had been tempted to kill him in frenzy when he spoke of their connection as an episode of his life.

RUBEK (darkly). And why did you hold your hand?

IRENE. Because it flashed upon me with a sudden horror that you were dead already — long ago.

But, says Rubek, our love is not dead in us, it is active, fervent and strong.

IRENE. The love that belongs to the life of earth — the beautiful, miraculous life of earth — the inscrutable life of earth — that is dead in both of us.

There are, moreover, the difficulties of their former lives. Even here, at the sublimest part of his play, Ibsen is master of himself and his facts. His genius as an artist faces all, shirks nothing. At the close of The Master Builder, the greatest touch of all was the horrifying exclamation of one without, ‘O! the head is all crushed in.’ A lesser artist would have cast a spiritual glamour over the tragedy of Bygmester Solness. In like manner here Irene objects that she has exposed herself as a nude before the vulgar gaze, that Society has cast her out, that all is too late. But Rubek cares for such considerations no more. He flings them all to the wind and decides.

RUBEK (throwing his arms violently around her). Then let two of the dead - — us two — for once live life to its uttermost, before we go down to our graves again. irene (with a shriek). Arnold!

RUBEK. But not here in the half-darkness. Not here with this hideous dank shroud flapping around us!

IRENE (carried away by passion). No, no — up in the light and in all the glittering glory! Up to the Peak of Promise!

RUBEK. There we will hold our marriage-feast, Irene — oh! my beloved!

IRENE (proudly). The sun may freely look on us, Arnold. rubek. All the powers of light may freely look on us — and all the powers of darkness too [seizes her hand] — will you then follow me, oh my grace-given bride!

IRENE (as though transfigured). I follow you, freely and gladly, my lord and master!

RUBEK (drawing her along with him). We must first pass through
the mists, Irene, and then

IRENE. Yes, through all the mists, and then right up to the summit of the tower that shines in the sunrise.

The mist-clouds close in over the scene, rubek and irene, hand in hand, climb up over the snowfield to the right and soon disappear among the lower clouds. Keen storm-gusts hurtle and whistle through the air. The sister of mercy appears upon the rubble-slope to the left. She stops and looks around silently and searchingly. maja can be heard singing triumphantly far in the depths below.

MAJA. I am free! I am free! I am free!

No more life in the prison for me!

I am free as a bird! I am free! Suddenly a sound like thunder is heard from high up on the snowfield, which glides and whirls downwards with rushing speed, rubek and irene can be dimly discerned as they are whirled along with the masses of snow and buried in them.

THE SISTER OF MERCY (gives a shriek, stretches out her arms towards them, and cries), Irene! [Starids silent a moment, then makes the sign of the cross before her in the air, and says], Pax Vobiscum! maja’s triumphant song sounds from still further down below.

Such is the plot, in a crude and incoherent way, of this new drama. Ibsen’s plays do not depend for their interest on the action, or on the incidents. Even the characters, faultlessly drawn though they be, are not the first thing in his plays. But the naked drama — either the perception of a great truth, or the opening up of a great question, or a great conflict which is almost independent of the conflicting actors, and has been and is of far-reaching importance — this is what primarily rivets our attention. Ibsen has chosen the average lives in their uncompromising truth for the groundwork of all his later plays. He has abandoned the verse form, and has never sought to embellish his work after the conventional fashion. Even when his dramatic theme reached its zenith he has not sought to trick it out in gawds or tawdriness. How easy it would have been to have written An Enemy of the People on a speciously loftier level — to have replaced the bourgeois by the legitimate hero! Critics might then have extolled as grand what they have so often condemned as banal. But the surroundings are nothing to Ibsen. The play is the thing. By the force of his genius, and the indisputable skill which he brings to all his efforts, Ibsen has, for many years, engrossed the attention of the civilized world. Many years more, however, must pass before he will enter his kingdom in jubilation, although, as he stands to-day, all has been done on his part to ensure his own worthiness to enter therein. I do not propose here to examine into every detail of dramaturgy connected with this play, but merely to outline the characterization.

In his characters Ibsen does not repeat himself. In this drama — the last of a long catalogue — he has drawn and differentiated with his customary skill. What a novel creation is Ulfheim! Surely the hand which has drawn him has not yet lost her cunning. Ulfheim is, I think, the newest character in the play. He is a kind of surprise-packet. It is as a result of his novelty that he seems to leap, at first mention, into bodily form. He is superbly wild, primitively impressive. His fierce eyes roll and glare as those of Yégof or Heme. As for Lars, we may dismiss him, for he never opens his mouth. The Sister of Mercy speaks only once in the play, but then with good effect. In silence she follows Irene like a retribution, a voiceless shadow with her own symbolic majesty.

Irene, too, is worthy of her place in the gallery of her compeers. Ibsen’s knowledge of humanity is nowhere more obvious than in his portrayal of women. He amazes one by his painful introspection; he seems to know them better than they know themselves. Indeed, if one may say so of an eminently virile man, there is a curious admixture of the woman in his nature. His marvellous accuracy, his faint traces of femininity, his delicacy of swift touch, are perhaps attributable to this admixture. But that he knows women is an incontrovertible fact. He appears to have sounded them to almost unfathomable depths. Beside his portraits the psychological studies of Hardy and Turgénieff, or the exhaustive elaborations of Meredith, seem no more than sciolism. With a deft stroke, in a phrase, in a word, he does what costs them chapters, and does it better. Irene, then, has to face great comparison; but it must be acknowledged that she comes forth of it bravely. Although Ibsen’s women are uniformly true, they, of course, present themselves in various lights. Thus Gina Ekdal is, before all else, a comic figure, and Hedda Gabier a tragic one — if such old-world terms may be employed without incongruity. But Irene cannot be so readily classified; the very aloofness from passion, which is not separable from her, forbids classification. She interests us strangely — magnetically, because of her inner power of character. However perfect Ibsen’s former creations may be, it is questionable whether any of his women reach to the depth of soul of Irene. She holds our gaze for the sheer force of her intellectual capacity. She is, moreover, an intensely spiritual creation — in the truest and widest sense of that. At times she is liable to get beyond us, to soar above us, as she does with Rubek. It will be considered by some as a blemish that she — a woman of fine spirituality — is made an artist’s model, and some may even regret that such an episode mars the harmony of the drama. I cannot altogether see the force of this contention; it seems pure irrelevancy. But whatever may be thought of the fact, there is small room for complaint as to the handling of it. Ibsen treats it, as indeed he treats all things, with large insight, artistic restraint, and sympathy. He sees it steadily and whole, as from a great height, with perfect vision and an angelic dispassionateness, with the sight of one who may look on the sun with open eyes. Ibsen is different from the clever purveyor.

Maja fulfills a certain technical function in the play, apart from her individual character. Into the sustained tension she comes as a relief. Her airy freshness is as a breath of keen air. The sense of free, almost flamboyant, life, which is her chief note, counterbalances the austerity of Irene and the dullness of Rubek. Maja has practically the same effect on this play, as Hilda Wangel has on The Master Builder. But she does not capture our sympathy so much as Nora Helmer. She is not meant to capture it.

Rubek himself is the chief figure in this drama, and, strangely enough, the most conventional. Certainly, when contrasted with his Napoleonic predecessor, John Gabriel Borkman, lie is a mere shadow. It must be borne in mind, however, that Borkman is alive, actively, energetically, restlessly alive, all through the play to the end, when he dies; whereas Arnold Rubek is dead, almost hopelessly dead, until the end, when he comes to life. Notwithstanding this, he is supremely interesting, not because of himself, but because of his dramatic significance. Ibsen’s drama, as I have said, is wholly independent of his characters. They may be bores, but the drama in which they live and move is invariably powerful. Not that Rubek is a bore by any means! He is infinitely more interesting in himself than Torvald Helmer or Tesman, both of whom possess certain strongly-marked characteristics. Arnold Rubek is, on the other hand, not intended to be a genius, as perhaps Eljert Lovborg is. Had he been a genius like Eljert he would have understood in a truer way the value of his life. But, as we are to suppose, the facts that he is devoted to his art and that he has attained to a degree of mastery in it — mastery of hand linked with limitation of thought — tell us that there may be lying dormant in him a capacity for greater life, which may be exercised when he, a dead man, shall have risen from among the dead.

The only character whom I have neglected is the inspector of the baths, and I hasten to do him tardy, but scant, justice. He is neither more nor less than the average inspector of baths. But he is that.

So much for the characterization, which is at all times profound and interesting. But apart from the characters in the play, there are some noteworthy points in the frequent and extensive side- issues of the line of thought. The most salient of these is what seems, at first sight, nothing more than an accidental scenic feature. I allude to the environment of the drama. One cannot but observe in Ibsen’s later work a tendency to get out of closed rooms. Since Hedda Gabier this tendency is most marked. The last act of The Master Builder and the last act of John Gabriel Borkman take place in the open air. But in this play the three acts are al fresco. To give heed to such details as these in the drama may be deemed ultra-Boswellian fanaticism. As a matter of fact it is what is barely due to the work of a great artist. And this feature, which is so prominent, does not seem to me altogether without its significance.

Again, there has not been lacking in the last few social dramas a fine pity for men — a note nowhere audible in the uncompromising rigour of the early eighties. Thus in the conversion of Rubek’s views as to the girl-figure in his masterpiece, The Resurrection Day’, there is involved an all-embracing philosophy, a deep sympathy with the cross-purposes and contradictions of life, as they may be reconcilable with a hopeful awakening — when the manifold travail of our poor humanity may have a glorious issue. As to the drama itself, it is doubtful if any good purpose can be served by attempting to criticize it. Many things would tend to prove this. Henrik Ibsen is one of the world’s great men before whom criticism can make but feeble show. Appreciation, hearkening is the only true criticism. Further, that species of criticism which calls itself dramatic criticism is a needless adjunct to his plays. When the art of a dramatist is perfect the critic is superfluous. Life is not to be criticized, but to be faced and lived. Again, if any plays demand a stage they are the plays of Ibsen. Not merely is this so because his plays have so much in common with the plays of other men that they were not written to cumber the shelves of a library, but because they are so packed with thought. At some chance expression the mind is tortured with some question, and in a flash long reaches of life are opened up in vista, yet the vision is momentary unless we stay to ponder on it. It is just to prevent excessive pondering that Ibsen requires to be acted. Finally, it is foolish to expect that a problem, which has occupied Ibsen for nearly three years, will unroll smoothly before our eyes on a first or second reading. So it is better to leave the drama to plead for itself. But this at least is clear, that in this play Ibsen has given us nearly the very best of himself. The action is neither hindered by many complexities, as in The Pillars of Society, nor harrowing in its simplicity, as in Ghosts. We have whimsicality, bordering on extravagance, in the wild Ulfheim, and subtle humour in the sly contempt which Rubek and Maja entertain for each other. But Ibsen has striven to let the drama have perfectly free action. So he has not bestowed his wonted pains on the minor characters. In many of his plays these minor characters are matchless creations. Witness Jacob Engstrand, Tônnesen, and the demonic Molvik! But in this play the minor characters are not allowed to divert our attention.

On the whole, When We Dead A waken may rank with the greatest of the author’s work — if, indeed, it be not the greatest. It is described as the last of the series, which began with A Doll’s House — a grand epilogue to its ten predecessors. Than these dramas, excellent alike in dramaturgic skill, characterization, and supreme interest, the long roll of drama, ancient or modern, has few things better to show.

James A. Joyce
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PREFACE
 

Numerous and varied as have been the analyses of Ibsen’s works published, in all languages, since the completion of his writings, there exists no biographical study which brings together, on a general plan, what has been recorded of his adventures as an author. Hitherto the only accepted Life of Ibsen has been Et literaert Livsbillede, published in 1888 by Henrik Jaeger; of this an English translation was issued in 1890. Henrik Jaeger (who must not be confounded with the novelist, Hans Henrik Jaeger) was a lecturer and dramatic critic, residing near Bergen, whose book would possess little value had he not succeeded in persuading Ibsen to give him a good deal of valuable information respecting his early life in that city. In its own day, principally on this account, Jaeger’s volume was useful, supplying a large number of facts which were new to the public. But the advance of Ibsen’s activity, and the increase of knowledge since his death, have so much extended and modified the poet’s history that Et literaert Livsbillede has become obsolete.

The principal authorities of which I have made use in the following pages are the minute bibliographical Oplysninger of J. B. Halvorsen, marvels of ingenious labor, continued after Halvorsen’s death by Sten Konow (1901); the Letters of Henrik Ibsen, published in two volumes, by H. Koht and J. Elias, in 1904, and now issued in an English translation (Hodder & Stoughton); the recollections and notes of various friends, published in the periodicals of Scandinavia and Germany after his death; T. Blanc’s Et Bidrag til den Ibsenskte Digtnings Scenehistorie (1906); and, most of all, the invaluable Samliv med Ibsen (1906) of Johan Paulsen. This last-mentioned writer aspires, in measure, to be Ibsen’s Boswell, and his book is a series of chapters reminiscent of the dramatist’s talk and manners, chiefly during those central years of his life which he spent in Germany. It is a trivial, naive and rather thin production, but it has something of the true Boswellian touch, and builds up before us a lifelike portrait.

From the materials, too, collected for many years past by Mr. William Archer, I have received important help. Indeed, of Mr. Archer it is difficult for an English student of Ibsen to speak with moderation. It is true that thirty-six years ago some of Ibsen’s early metrical writings fell into the hands of the writer of this little volume, and that I had the privilege, in consequence, of being the first person to introduce Ibsen’s name to the British public. Nor will I pretend for a moment that it is not a gratification to me, after so many years and after such surprising developments, to know that this was the fact. But, save for this accident of time, it was Mr. Archer and no other who was really the introducer of Ibsen to English readers. For a quarter of a century he was the protagonist in the fight against misconstruction and stupidity; with wonderful courage, with not less wonderful good temper and persistency, he insisted on making the true Ibsen take the place of the false, and on securing for him the recognition due to his genius. Mr. William Archer has his reward; his own name is permanently attached to the intelligent appreciation of the Norwegian playwright in England and America.

In these pages, where the space at my disposal was so small, I have not been willing to waste it by repeating the plots of any of those plays of Ibsen which are open to the English reader. It would please me best if this book might be read in connection with the final edition of Ibsen’s Complete Dramatic Works, now being prepared by Mr. Archer in eleven volumes (W. Heinemann, 1907). If we may judge of the whole work by those volumes of it which have already appeared, I have little hesitation in saying that no other foreign author of the second half of the nineteenth century has been so ably and exhaustively edited in English as Ibsen has been in this instance.

The reader who knows the Dano-Norwegian language may further be recommended to the study of Carl Naerup’s Norsk Litteraturhistories siste Tidsrum (1905), a critical history of Norwegian literature since 1890, which is invaluable in giving a notion of the effect of modern ideas on the very numerous younger writers of Norway, scarcely one of whom has not been influenced in one direction or another by the tyranny of Ibsen’s personal genius. What has been written about Ibsen in England and France has often missed something of its historical value by not taking into consideration that movement of intellectual life in Norway which has surrounded him and which he has stimulated. Perhaps I may be allowed to say of my little book that this side of the subject has been particularly borne in mind in the course of its composition.

E. G.

KLOBENSTEIN.








  








CHAPTER I. CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH
 

The parentage of the poet has been traced back to a certain Danish skipper, Peter Ibsen, who, in the beginning of the eighteenth century, made his way over from Stege, the capital of the island of Möen, and became a citizen of Bergen. From that time forth the men of the family, all following the sea in their youth, jovial men of a humorous disposition, continued to haunt the coasts of Norway, marrying sinister and taciturn wives, who, by the way, were always, it would seem, Danes or Germans or Scotswomen, so that positively the poet had, after a hundred years and more of Norwegian habitation, not one drop of pure Norse blood to inherit from his parents. His grandfather, Henrik, was wrecked in 1798 in his own ship, which went down with all souls lost on Hesnaes, near Grimstad; this reef is the scene of Ibsen’s animated poem of Terje Viken. His father, Knud, who was born in 1797, married in 1825 a German, Marichen Cornelia Martie Altenburg, of the same town of Skien; she was one year his senior, and the daughter of a merchant. It was in 1771 that the Ibsens, leaving Bergen, had settled in Skien, which was, and still is, an important centre of the timber and shipping trades on the south-east shore of the country.

It may be roughly said that Skien, in the Danish days, was a sort of Poole or Dartmouth, existing solely for purposes of marine merchandise, and depending for prosperity, and life itself, on the sea. Much of a wire-drawn ingenuity has been conjectured about the probable strains of heredity which met in Ibsen. It is not necessary to do more than to recognize the slight but obstinate exoticism, which kept all his forbears more or less foreigners still in their Norwegian home; and to insist on the mixture of adventurousness and plain common sense which marked their movements by sea and shore. The stock was intensely provincial, intensely unambitious; it would be difficult to find anywhere a specimen of the lower middle class more consistent than the Ibsens had been in preserving their respectable dead level. Even in that inability to resist the call of the sea, generation after generation, if there was a little of the dare-devil there was still more of the conventional citizen. It is, in fact, a vain attempt to detect elements of his ancestors in the extremely startling and unprecedented son who was born to Knud and Marichen Ibsen two years and three months after their marriage.

This son, who was baptized Henrik Johan, although he never used the second name, was born in a large edifice known as the Stockmann House, in the centre of the town of Skien, on March 20, The house stood on one side of a large, open square; the town pillory was at the right of and the mad-house, the lock-up and other amiable urban institutions to the left; in front was Latin school and the grammar school, while the church occupied the middle of the square. Over this stern prospect the tourist can no longer sentimentalize, for the whole of this part of Skien was burned down in 1886, to the poet’s unbridled satisfaction. “The inhabitants of Skien,” he said with grim humor, “were quite unworthy to possess my birthplace.”

He declared that the harsh elements of landscape, mentioned above, were those which earliest captivated his infant attention, and he added that the square space, with the church in the midst of it, was filled all day long with the dull and droning sound of many waterfalls, while from dawn to dusk this drone of waters was constantly cut through by a sound that was like the sharp screaming and moaning of women. This was caused by hundreds of saws at work beside the waterfalls, taking advantage of that force. “Afterwards, when I read about the guillotine, I always thought of those saws,” said the poet, whose earliest flight of fancy seems to have been this association of womanhood with the shriek of the sawmill.

In 1888, just before his sixtieth birthday, Ibsen wrote out for Henrik Jaeger certain autobiographical recollections of his childhood. It is from these that the striking phrase about the scream of the saws is taken, and that is perhaps the most telling of these infant memories, many of which are slight and naive. It is interesting, however, to find that his earliest impressions of life at home were of an optimistic character. “Skien,” he says, “in my young days, was an exceedingly lively and sociable place, quite unlike what it afterwards became. Several highly cultivated and wealthy families lived in the town itself or close by on their estates. Most of these families were more or less closely related, and dances, dinners and music parties followed each other, winter and summer, in almost unbroken sequence. Many travellers, too, passed through the town, and, as there were as yet no regular inns, they lodged with friends or connections. We almost always had guests in our large, roomy house, especially at Christmas and Fair-time, when the house was full, and we kept open table from morning till night.” The mind reverts to the majestic old wooden mansions which play so prominent a part in Thomas Krag’s novels, or to the house of Mrs. Solness’ parents, the burning down of which started the Master-Builder’s fortunes. Most of these grand old timber houses in Norway have indeed, by this time, been so burned down.

We may speculate on what the effect of this genial open-handedness might have been, had it lasted, on the genius of the poet. But fortune had harsher views of what befitted the training of so acrid a nature. When Ibsen was eight years of age, his father’s business was found to be in such disorder that everything had to be sold to meet his creditors. The only piece of property left when this process had been gone through was a little broken-down farmhouse called Venstöb, in the outskirts of Skien. Ibsen afterwards stated that those who had taken most advantage of his parents’ hospitality in their prosperous days were precisely those who now most markedly turned a cold shoulder on them. It is likely enough that this may have been the case, but one sees how inevitably Ibsen would, in after years, be convinced that it was. He believed himself to have been, personally, much mortified and humiliated in childhood by the change in the family status. Already, by all accounts, he had begun to live a life of moral isolation. His excellent sister long afterwards described him as an unsociable child, never a pleasant companion, and out of sympathy with all the rest of the family.

We recollect, in The Wild Duck, the garret which was the domain of Hedvig and of that symbolic bird. At Venstöb, the infant Ibsen possessed a like retreat, a little room near the back entrance, which was sacred to him and into the fastness of which he was accustomed to bolt himself. Here were some dreary old books, among others Harrison’s folio History of the City of London, as well as a paint-box, an hour-glass, an extinct eight-day clock, properties which were faithfully introduced, half a century later, into The Wild Duck. His sister says that the only outdoor amusement he cared for as a boy was building, and she describes the prolonged construction of a castle, in the spirit of The Master-Builder.

Very soon he began to go to school, but to neither of the public institutions in the town. He attended what is described as a “small middle-class school,” kept by a man called Johan Hansen, who was the only person connected with his childhood, except his sister, for whom the poet retained in after life any agreeable sentiment. “Johan Hansen,” he says, “had a mild, amiable temper, like that of a child,” and when he died, in 1865, Ibsen mourned him. The sexton at Skien, who helped in the lessons, described the poet afterwards as “a quiet boy with a pair of wonderful eyes, but with no sort of cleverness except an unusual gift for drawing.” Hansen taught Ibsen Latin and theology, gently, perseveringly, without any striking results; that the pupil afterwards boasted of having successfully perused Phaedrus in the original is in itself significant. So little was talent expected from him that when, at the age of about fifteen, he composed a rather melodramatic description of a dream, the schoolmaster looked at him gloomily, and said he must have copied it out of some book! One can imagine the shocked silence of the author, “passive at the nadir of dismay.”

No great wild swan of the flocks of Phoebus ever began life as a more ungainly duckling than Ibsen did. The ingenuity of biographers has done its best to brighten up the dreary record of his childhood with anecdotes, yet the sum of them all is but a dismal story. The only talent which was supposed to lurk in the napkin was that for painting. A little while before he left school, he was found to have been working hard with water-colors. Various persons have recalled finished works of the young Ibsen — a romantic landscape of the ironworks at Fossum, a view from the windows at Venstöb, a boy in peasant dress seated on a rock, the latter described by a dignitary of the church as “awfully splendid,” overmaade praegtigt. One sees what kind of painting this must have been, founded on some impression of Fearnley and Tidemann, a far-away following of the new “national” art of the praiseworthy “patriot- painters” of the school of Dahl.

It is interesting to remember that Pope, who had considerable intellectual relationship with Ibsen, also nourished in childhood the ambition to be a painter, and drudged away at his easel for weeks and months. As he to the insipid Jervases and Knellers whom he copied, so Ibsen to the conscientious romantic artists of Norway’s prime. In neither case do we wish that an Ibsen or a Pope should be secured for the National Gallery, but it is highly significant that such earnest students of precise excellence in another art should first of all have schooled their eyes to exactitude by grappling with form and color.

In 1843, being fifteen years of age, Ibsen was confirmed and taken away from school. These events marked the beginning of adolescence with a young middle-class Norwegian of those days, for whom the future proposed no task in life demanding a more elaborate education than the local schoolmaster could give. Ibsen announced his wish to be a professional artist, but that was one which could not be indulged. Until a later date than this, every artist in Norway was forced abroad for the necessary technical training: as a rule, students went to Dresden, because J. C. Dahl was there; but many settled in Düsseldorf, where the teaching attracted them. In any case, the adoption of a plastic profession meant a long and serious expenditure of money, together with a very doubtful prospect of ultimate remuneration. Fearnley, who had seemed the very genius of Norwegian art, had just (1842) died, having scarcely begun to sell his pictures, at the age of forty. It is not surprising that Knud Ibsen, whose to were in a worse condition than ever, refused even to consider a course of life which would entail a heavy and long-continued expense.

Ibsen hung about at home for a few months, then, shortly before his sixteenth birthday, he apprenticed to an apothecary of the name of Mann, at the little town of Grimstad, between Arendal and Christianssand, on the extreme south-east corner of the Norwegian coast. This was his home for more than five years; here he became a poet, and here the peculiar color and tone of his temperament were developed. So far as the genius of a very great man is influenced by his surroundings, and by his physical condition in those surroundings, it was the atmosphere of Grimstad and of its drug-store which moulded the character of Ibsen. Skien and his father’s house dropped from him like an old suit of clothes. He left his parents, whom he scarcely knew, the town which he hated, the schoolmates and schoolmasters to whom he seemed a surly dunce. We find him next, with an apron round his middle and a pestle in his hand, pounding drugs in a little apothecary’s shop in Grimstad. What Blackwood’s so basely insinuated of Keats—”Back to the shop, Mr. John, stick to plasters, pills and ointment-boxes,” inappropriate to the author of Endymion, was strictly true of the author of Peer Gynt.

Curiosity and hero-worship once took the author of these lines to Grimstad. It is a marvellous object-lesson on the development of genius. For nearly six years (from 1844 to 1850), and those years the most important of all in the moulding of character and talent, one of the most original and far-reaching imaginations which Europe has seen for a century was cooped up here among ointment-boxes, pills and plasters. Grimstad is a small, isolated, melancholy place, connected with nothing at all, visitable only by steamer. Featureless hills surround it, and it looks out into the east wind, over a dark bay dotted with naked rocks. No industry, no objects of interest in the vicinity, a perfect uniformity of little red houses where nobody seems to be doing anything; in Ibsen’s time there are said to have been about five hundred of these apathetic inhabitants. Here, then, for six interminable years, one of the acutest brains in Europe had to interest itself in fraying ipecacuanha and mixing black draughts behind an apothecary’s counter.

For several years nothing is recorded, and there was probably very little that demanded record, of Ibsen’s life at Grimstad. His own interesting notes, it is obvious, refer only to the closing months of the period. Ten years before the birth of Ibsen of the greatest poets of Europe had written words which seem meant to characterize an adolescence such as his. “The imagination of a boy is healthy, and the mature imagination of a man is healthy; but there is a space of life between, in which the soul is in a ferment, the character undecided, the way of life uncertain, the ambition thick-sighted; thence proceed mawkishness and a thousand bitters.”

It is easy to discover that Ibsen, from his sixth to his twentieth year, suffered acutely from moral and intellectual distemper. He was at war — the phrase is his own — with the little community in which he lived. And yet it seems to have been, in its tiny way, a tolerant and even friendly little community. It is difficult for us to realize what life in a remote coast-town of Norway would be sixty years ago. Connection with the capital would be rare and difficult, and, when achieved, the capital was as yet little more than we should call a village. There would, perhaps, be a higher uniformity of education among the best inhabitants of Grimstad than we are prepared to suppose. A certain graceful veneer of culture, an old-fashioned Danish elegance reflected from Copenhagen, would mark the more conservative citizens, male and female. A fierier generation — not hot enough, however, to set the fjord on flame — would celebrate the comparatively recent freedom of the country in numerous patriotic forms. It is probable that a dark boy like Ibsen would, on the whole, prefer the former type, but he would despise them both.

He was poor, excruciatingly poor, with a poverty that excluded all indulgence, beyond the bare necessities, in food and clothes and books. We can conceive the meagre advance of his position, first a mere apprentice, then an assistant, finally buoyed up by the advice of friends to study medicine and pharmacy, in the hope of being, some bright day, himself no less than the owner of a drug-store. Did Mr. Anstey know this, or was it the sheer adventure of genius, when he contrasted the qualities of the master into “Pill-Doctor Herdal,” compounding “beautiful rainbow-colored powders that will give one a real grip on the world”? Ibsen, it is allowable to think, may sometimes have dreamed of a pill, “with arsenic in it, Hilda, and digitalis, too, and strychnine and the best beetle-killer,” which would decimate the admirable inhabitants of Grimstad, strewing the rocks with their bodies in their go-to-meeting coats and dresses. He had in him that source of anger, against which all arguments are useless, which bubbles up in the heart of youth who vaguely feels himself possessed of native energy, and knows not how to stir a hand or even formulate a wish. He was savage in manners, unprepossessing in appearance, and, as he himself has told us with pathetic naïveté, unable to express the real gratitude he felt to the few who would willingly have extended friendship to him if he had permitted it.

As he advanced in age, he does not seem to have progressed in grace. By the respectable citizens of Grimstad — and even Grimstad had its little inner circle of impenetrable aristocracy — he regarded as “not quite nice.” The apothecary’s assistant was a bold young man, who did not seem to realize his menial position. He was certainly intelligent, and Grimstad would have overlooked the pills and ointments if his manners had been engaging, but he was rude, truculent and contradictory. The youthful female sex is not in the habit of sharing the prejudices of its elders in this respect, and many a juvenile Orson has, in such conditions, enjoyed substantial successes. But young Ibsen was not a favorite even with the girls, whom he alarmed and disconcerted. One of the young ladies of Grimstad in after years attempted to describe the effect which the poet made upon them. They had none of them liked him, she said, “because” — she hesitated for the word—”because he was so spectral.” This gives us just the flash we want; it reveals to us for a moment the distempered youth, almost incorporeal, displayed wandering about at twilight and in lonely places, held in common esteem to be malevolent, and expressing by gestures rather than by words sentiments of a nature far from complimentary or agreeable.

Thus life at Grimstad seems to have proceeded until Ibsen reached his twenty-first year. In this quiet backwater of a seaport village the passage of time was deliberate, and the development of hard-worked apothecaries was slow. Ibsen’s nature was not in any sense precocious, and even if he had not languished in so lost a corner of society, it is unlikely that he would have started prematurely in life or literature. The actual waking up, when it came at last, seems to have been almost an accident. There had been some composing of verses, now happily lost, and some more significant distribution of “epigrams” and “caricatures” to the vexation of various worthy persons. The earliest trace of talent seems to been in this direction, in the form of lampoons or “characters,” as people called them in the seventeenth century, sarcastic descriptions of types in which certain individuals could be recognized. No doubt if these could be recovered, we should find them rough and artless, but containing germs of the future keenness of portraiture. They were keen enough, it seems, to rouse great resentment in Grimstad.

There is evidence to show that the lad had docility enough, at all events, to look about for some aid in the composition of Norwegian prose. We should know nothing of it but for a passage in Ibsen’s later polemic with Paul Jansenius Stub of Bergen. In 1848 Stub was an invalid schoolmaster, who, it appears, eked out his income by giving instruction, by correspondence, in style. How Ibsen heard of him does not seem to be known, but when, in 1851, Ibsen entered, with needless acrimony, into a controversy with his previous teacher about the theatre, Stub complained of his ingratitude, since he had “taught the boy to write.” Stub’s intervention in the matter, doubtless, was limited to the correction of a few exercises.

Ibsen’s own theory was that his intellect and character were awakened by the stir of revolution throughout Europe. The first political event which really interested him was the proclamation of the French Republic, which almost coincided with his twentieth birthday. He was born again, a child of ‘48. There were risings in Vienna, in Milan, in Rome. Venice was proclaimed a republic, the Pope fled to Gaeta, the streets of Berlin ran with the blood of the populace. The Magyars rose against Jellalic and his Croat troops; the Czechs demanded their autonomy; in response to the revolutionary feeling in Germany, Schleswig-Holstein was up in arms.

Each of these events, and others like them, and all occurring in the rapid months of that momentous year, smote like hammers on the door of Ibsen’s brain, till it quivered with enthusiasm and excitement. The old brooding languor was at an end, and with surprising clearness and firmness he saw his pathway cut out before him as a poet and as a man. The old clouds vanished, and though the social difficulties which hemmed in his career were as gross as ever, he himself no longer doubted what was to be his aim in life. The cry of revolution came to him, of revolution faint indeed and broken, the voice of a minority appealing frantically and for a moment against the overwhelming forces of a respectable majority, but it came to him just at the moment when his young spirit was prepared to receive it with faith and joy. The effect on Ibsen’s character was sudden and it was final:

 Then he stood up, and trod to dust
   Fear and desire, mistrust and trust,
     And dreams of bitter sleep and sweet,
     And bound for sandals on his feet
   Knowledge and patience of what must
     And what things maybe, in the heat
   And cold of years that rot and rust
     And alter; and his spirit’s meat
   Was freedom, and his staff was wrought
   Of strength, and his cloak woven of thought.
 

We are not left to conjecture on the subject; in a document of extreme interest, which seems somehow to have escaped the notice of his commentators, the preface to the second (1876) edition of Catilina, he has described what the influences were which roused him out of the wretchedness of Grimstad; they were precisely the revolution of February, the risings in Hungary, the first Schleswig war. He wrote a series of sonnets, now apparently lost, to King Oscar, imploring him to take up arms for the help of Denmark, and of nights, when all his duties were over at last, and the shop shut up, he would creep to the garret where he slept, and dream himself fighting at the centre of the world, instead of lost on its extreme circumference. And here he began his first drama, the opening lines of which,

   ”I must, I must; a voice is crying to me
      From my soul’s depth, and I will follow it,”
 

might be taken as the epigraph of Ibsen’s whole life’s work.

In one of his letters to Georg Brandes he has noted, with that clairvoyance which marks some of his utterances about himself, the “full-blooded egotism” which developed in him during his last year of mental and moral starvation at Grimstad. Through the whole series of his satiric dramas we see the little narrow-minded borough, with its ridiculous officials, its pinched and hypocritical social order, its intolerable laws and ordinances, modified here and there, expanded sometimes, modernized and brought up to date, but always recurrent in the poet’s memory. To the last, the images and the rebellions which were burned into his soul at Grimstad were presented over and over again to his readers.

But the necessity of facing the examination at Christiania now presented itself. He was so busily engaged in the shop that he had, as he says, to steal his hours for study. He still inhabited the upper room, which he calls a garret; it would not seem that the alteration in his status, assistant now and no longer apprentice, had increased his social conveniences. He was still the over-worked apothecary, pounding drugs with a pestle and mortar from morning till night. Someone has pointed out the odd circumstance that almost every scene in the drama of Catilina takes place in the dark. This was the unconscious result of the fact that all the attention which the future realist could give to the story had to be given in the night hours. When he emerged from the garret, it was to read Latin with a candidate in theology, a Mr. Monrad, brother of the afterwards famous professor. By a remarkable chance, the subject given by the University for examination was the Conspiracy of Catiline, to be studied in the history of Sallust and the oration of Cicero.

No theme could have been more singularly well fitted to fire the enthusiasm of Ibsen. At no time of his life a linguist, or much interested in history, it is probable that the difficulty of concentrating his attention on a Latin text would have been insurmountable had the subject been less intimately sympathetic to him. But he tells us that he had no sooner perceived the character of the man against whom these diatribes are directed than he devoured them greedily (jeg slugte disse skrifter). The opening words of Sallust, which every schoolboy has to read — we can imagine with what an extraordinary force they would strike upon the resounding emotion of such a youth as Ibsen. Lucius Catilina nobili genere natus, magna vi et animi et corporis, sed ingenio malo pravoque — how does this at once bring up an image of the arch-rebel, of Satan himself, as the poets have conceived him, how does it attract, with its effects of energy, intelligence and pride, the curiosity of one whose way of life, as Keats would say, is still undecided, his ambition still thick-sighted!

It was Sallust’s picture more than Cicero’s that absorbed Ibsen. Criticism likes to trace a predecessor behind every genius, a Perugino for Raffaelle, a Marlowe for Shakespeare. If we seek for the master-mind that started Ibsen, it is not to be found among the writers of his age or of his language. The real master of Ibsen was Sallust. There can be no doubt that the cold and bitter strength of Sallust; his unflinching method of building up his edifice of invective, stone by stone; his close, unidealistic, dry penetration into character; his clinical attitude, unmoved at the death-bed of a reputation; that all these qualities were directly operative on the mind and intellectual character of Ibsen, and went a long way to mould it while moulding was still possible.

There is no evidence to show that the oration of Cicero moved him nearly so much as the narratives of Sallust. After all, the object of Cicero was to crush the conspiracy, but what Ibsen was interested in was the character of Catiline, and this was placed before him in a more thrilling way by the austere reserve of the historian. No doubt, to a young poet, when that poet was Ibsen, there would be something deeply attractive in the sombre, archaic style, and icy violence of Sallust. How thankful we ought to be that the historian, with his long sonorous words — flagitiosorum ac facinorosorum — did not make of our perfervid apothecary a mere tub-thumper of Corinthian prose!

Ibsen now formed the two earliest friendships of his life. He had reached the age of twenty without, as it would seem, having been able to make his inner nature audible to those around him. He had been to the inhabitants of Grimstad a stranger within their gates, not speaking their language; or, rather, wholly “spectral,” speaking no language at all, but indulging in cat-calls and grimaces. He was now discovered like Caliban, and tamed, and made vocal, by the strenuous arts of friendship. One of those who thus interpreted him was a young musician, Due, who held a post in the custom-house; the other was Ole Schulerud (1827-59), who deserves a cordial acknowledgment from every admirer of Ibsen. He also was in the receipt of custom, and a young man of small independent means. To Schulerud and to Due, Ibsen revealed his poetic plans, and he seems to have found in them both sympathizers with his republican enthusiasms and transcendental schemes for the liberation of the peoples. It was a stirring time, in 1848, and all generous young blood was flowing fast in the same direction.

Since Ibsen’s death, Due has published a very lively paper of recollections of the old Grimstad days. He says:

His daily schedule admitted few intervals for rest or sleep. Yet I never heard Ibsen complain of being tired. His health was uniformly good. He must have had an exceptionally strong constitution, for when his financial conditions compelled him to practice the most stringent economy, he tried to do without underclothing, and finally even without stockings. In these experiments he succeeded; and in winter he went without an overcoat; yet without being troubled by colds or other bodily ills.

We have seen that Ibsen was so busy that he had to steal from his duties the necessary hours for study. But out of these hours, he tells us, he stole moments for the writing of poetry, of the revolutionary poetry of which we have spoken, and for a great quantity of lyrics of a sentimental and fanciful kind. Due was the confidant to whom he recited the latter, and one at least of these early pieces survives, set to music by this friend. But to Schulerud a graver secret was intrusted, no less than that in the night hours of 1848-49 there was being composed in the garret over the apothecary’s shop a three-act tragedy in blank verse, on the conspiracy of Catiline. With his own hand, when the first draft was completed, Schulerud made a clean copy of the drama, and in the autumn of 1849 he went to Christiania with the double purpose of placing Catilina at the theatre and securing a publisher for it. A letter (October 15, 1849) from Ibsen, first printed in 1904 — the only document we possess of this earliest period — displays to a painful degree the torturing anxiety with which the poet awaited news of his play, and, incidentally, exposes his poverty. With all Schulerud’s energy, he found it impossible to gain attention for Catilina at the theatre, and in January, 1850, Ibsen received what he called its “death warrant,” but it was presently brought out as a volume, under the pseudonym of Brynjolf Bjarme, at Schulerud’s expense. Of Catilina about thirty copies were sold, and it attracted no notice whatever from the press.

Meanwhile, left alone in Grimstad, since Due was now with Schulerud in Christiania, Ibsen had been busy with many literary projects. He had been writing an abundance of lyrics, he had begun a one-act drama called “The Normans,” afterwards turned into Kaempehöjen; he was planning a romance, The Prisoner at Akershus (this was to deal with the story of Christian Lofthus); and above all he was busy writing a tragedy of Olaf Trygvesön. [Note: On the authority of the Breve, pp. 59, 59, where Halvdan Koht prints “Olaf Tr.” and “Olaf T.” expanding these to Tr[ygvesön]. But is it quite certain that what Ibsen wrote in these letters was not “Olaf Li.” and “Olaf L.,” and that the reference is not to Olaf Liljekrans, which was certainly begun at Grimstad? Is there any other evidence that Ibsen ever started an Olaf Trygvesön?

One of his poems had already been printed in a Christiania newspaper. The call was overwhelming; he could endure Grimstad and the gallipots no longer. In March, 1850, at the age of twenty-one, Ibsen stuck a few dollars in his pocket and went off to try his fortune in the capital.






  








CHAPTER II. EARLY INFLUENCES
 

In middle life Ibsen, who suppressed for as long a time as he could most of his other juvenile works, deliberately lifted Catilina from the oblivion into which it had fallen, and replaced it in the series of his writings. This is enough to indicate to us that he regarded it as of relative importance, and imperfect as it is, and unlike his later plays, it demands some critical examination. I not know whether any one ever happened to ask Ibsen whether he had been aware that Alexandre Dumas produced in Paris a five-act drama of Catiline at the very moment (October, 1848) when Ibsen started the composition of his. It is quite possible that the young Norwegian saw this fact noted in a newspaper, and immediately determined to try what he could make of the same subject. In Dumas’ play Catiline is presented merely as a demagogue; he is the red Flag personified, and the political situation in France is discussed under a slight veil of Roman history. Catiline is simply a sort of Robespierre brought up to date. There is no trace of all this in Ibsen.

Oddly enough, though the paradox is easily explained, we find much more similarity when we compare the Norwegian drama with that tragedy of Catiline which Ben Jonson published in 1611. Needless to state, Ibsen had never read the old English play; it would be safe to lay a wager that, when he died, Ibsen had never heard or seen the name of Ben Jonson. Yet there is an odd sort of resemblance, founded on the fact that each poet keeps very close to the incidents recorded by the Latins. Neither of them takes Sallust’s presentment of the character of Catiline as if it were gospel, but, while holding exact touch with the narrative, each contrives to add a native grandeur to the character of the arch- conspirator, such as his original detractors denied him. In both poems, Ben Jonson’s and Ibsen’s, Catiline is — 

Armed with a glory high as his despair.

Another resemblance between the old English and the modern Norwegian dramatist is that each has felt the solid stuff of the drama to require lightening, and has attempted to provide this by means, in Ben Jonson’s case, of solemn “choruses,” in Ibsen’s of lyrics. In the latter instance the tragedy ends in rolling and rhymed verse, little suited to the stage.

This is a very curious example, among many which might be brought forward, of Ibsen’s native partiality for dramatic rhyme. In all his early plays, his tendency is to slip into the lyrical mood. This tendency reached its height nearly twenty years later in Brand and Peer Gynt, and the truth about the austere prose which he then adopted for his dramas is probably this, not that the lyrical faculty had quitted him, but that he found it to be hampering his purely dramatic expression, and that he determined, by a self-denying ordinance, to tear it altogether off his shoulders, like an embroidered mantle, which is in itself very ornamental, but which checks an actor’s movements.

The close of Ibsen’s Catalina is, as we have said, composed entirely in rhyme, and the effect of this curious. It is as though the young poet could not restrain the rhythm bubbling up in him, and was obliged to start running, although the moment was plainly one for walking. Here is a fragment. Catiline has stabbed Aurelia, and left her in the tent for dead. But while he was soliloquizing at the door of the tent, Fulvia has stabbed him. He lies dying at the foot of a tree, and makes a speech which ends thus: — 

See, the pathway breaks, divided! I will wander, dumb, To the left hand.

                      AURELIA      (appearing, blood-stained, at the door of the tent).         Nay! the right hand! Towards Elysium.

                     CATILINE                  (greatly alarmed). O yon pallid apparition, how it fills me with remorse. ‘Tis herself! Aurelia! tell me, art thou living? not a corse?

                      AURELIA. Yes, I live that I may full thy sea of sorrows, and may lie With my bosom pressed a moment to thy bosom, and then die.

                     CATILINE                      (bewildered). What? thou livest?

                      AURELIA.        Death’s pale herald o’er my senses threw a pall, But my dulled eye tracked thy footsteps, and I saw, I saw it all, And my passion a wife’s forces to my wounded body gave; Breast to breast, my Catiline, let us sink into our grave.

[Note: In 1875 Ibsen practically rewrote the whole of this part of Catilina, without, however, improving it. Why will great authors confuse the history of literature by tampering with their early texts?]

He had slipped far out of the sobriety of Sallust when he floundered, in this way, in the deep waters of romanticism. In the isolation of Grimstad he had but himself to consult, and the mind of a young poet who has not yet enjoyed any generous communication with life is invariably sentimental and romantic. The critics of the North have expended a great deal of ingenuity in trying to prove that Ibsen exposed his own temperament and character in the course of Catilina. No doubt there is a great temptation to indulge in this species of analysis, but it is amusing to note that some of the soliloquies which have been pointed out as particularly self-revealing are translated almost word for word out of Sallust. Perhaps the one passage in the play which is really significant is that in which the hero says: — 

If but for one brief moment I could flame And blaze through space, and be a falling star; If only once, and by one glorious deed, I could but knit the name of Catiline With glory and with deathless high renown, — Then should I blithely, in the hour of conquest, Leave all, and hie me to an alien shore, Press the keen dagger gayly to my heart, And die; for then I should have lived indeed.

This has its personal interest, since we know, on the evidence of his sister, that such was the tenor of Ibsen’s private talk about himself at that precise time.

Very imperfect as Catilina is in dramatic art, and very primitive as is the development of plot in it, it presents one aspect, as a literary work, which is notable. That it should exist at all is curious, since, surprising as it seems, it had no precursor. Although, during the thirty-five years of Norwegian independence, various classes of literature had been cultivated with extreme diligence, the drama had hitherto been totally neglected. With the exception of a graceful opera by Bjerregaard, which enjoyed a success sustained over a quarter of a century, the only writings in dramatic form produced in Norway between 1815 and 1850 were the absurd lyrical farces of Wergeland, which were devoid of all importance. Such a thing as a three-act tragedy in blank verse was unknown in modern Norway, so that the youthful apothecary in Grimstad, whatever he was doing, was not slavishly copying the fashions of his own countrymen.

The principal, if not the only influence which acted upon Ibsen at this moment, was that of the great Danish tragedian, Adam Oehlenschläger. It might be fantastically held that the leading romantic luminary of Scandinavia withdrew on purpose to make room for his realistic successor, since Oehlenschläger’s latest play, Kiartan and Gudrun, appeared just when Ibsen was planning Catilina, while the death of the Danish poet (January 20, 1850) was practically simultaneous with Ibsen’s arrival in Christiania. In later years, Ibsen thought that Holberg and Oehlenschläger were the only dramatists he had read when his own first play was written; he was sure that he knew nothing of Schiller, Shakespeare or the French. Of the rich and varied dramatic literature of Denmark, in the generation between Oehlenschläger’s and his own, he must also for the present have known nothing. The influence of Heiberg and of Hertz, presently to be so potent, had evidently not yet begun. But it is important to perceive that already Norway, and Norwegian taste and opinion, were nothing to him in his selection of themes and forms.

It is not to be supposed that the taste for dramatic performances did not exist in Norway, because no Norwegian plays were written. On the contrary, in most of the large towns there were, and had long been, private theatres or rooms which could be fitted up with a stage, at which wandering troupes of actors gave performances that were eagerly attended by “the best people.” These actors, however, were exclusively Danes, and there was an accepted tradition that Norwegians could not act. If they attempted to do so, their native accents proved disagreeable to their fellow-citizens, who demanded, as an imperative condition, the peculiar intonation and pronunciation cultivated at the Royal Theatre in Copenhagen, as well as an absence of all native peculiarities of language. The stage, therefore — and this is very important in a consideration of the career of Ibsen — had come to be the symbol of a certain bias in political feeling. Society in Norway was divided into two classes, the “Danomaniacs” and the “Patriots.” Neither of these had any desire to alter the constitutional balance of power, but while the latter wished Norway to be intellectually self-productive, and leaned to a further isolation in language, literature, art and manners, the former thought that danger of barbarism lay in every direction save that of keeping close to the tradition of Denmark, from which all that was witty, graceful and civilized had proceeded.

Accordingly the theatre, at which exclusively Danish plays were acted, in the Danish style, by Danish actors and actresses, was extremely popular with the conservative class, who thought, by attendance on these performances, to preserve the distinction of language and the varnish of “high life” which came, with so much prestige, from Copenhagen. By the patriotic party, on the other hand, the stage was looked upon with grave suspicion as likely to undermine the purity of national feeling.

The earliest attempt at the opening of a National Theatre had been made at Christiania by the Swede, J. P. Strömberg, in 1827; this was not successful, and his theatre was burned down in 1835. In it some effort had been made to use the Norwegian idiom and to train native actors, but it had been to no avail. The play-going public liked their plays to be Danish, and even nationalists of a pronounced species could not deny that dramas, like the great historical tragedies of Oehlenschläger, many of which dealt enthusiastically with legends that were peculiarly Norwegian, were as national as it was possible for poems by a foreign poet to be. All this time, it must be remembered, Christiania was to Copenhagen as Dublin till lately was to London, or as New York was half a century ago. It is in the arts that the old colonial instinct of dependence is most loath to disappear.

The party of the nationalists, however, had been steadily increasing in activity, and the universal quickening of patriotic pulses in 1848 had not been without its direct action upon Norway.

Nevertheless, for various reasons of internal policy, there was perhaps no country in Europe where this period of seismic disturbance led to less public turmoil than precisely here in the North. The accession of a new king, Oscar I, in 1844, had been followed by a sense of renewed national security; the peasants were satisfied that the fresh reign would be favorable to their rights and liberties; and the monarch showed every inclination to leave his country of Norway as much as possible to its own devices. The result of all this was that ‘48 left no mark on the internal history of the country, and the fever which burned in youthful bosoms was mainly, if not entirely, intellectual and transcendental. The young Catiline from Grimstad, therefore, met with several sympathetic rebels, but found nobody willing to conspire. But what he did find is so important in the consideration of his future development that it is needful briefly to examine it.

Norway had, in 1850, been independent of Denmark for thirty-six years. During the greater part of that time the fiery excitements of a struggle for politic existence had fairly exhausted her mental resources, and had left her powerless to inaugurate a national literature. Meanwhile, there was no such discontinuity in the literary and scientific relations of the two countries as that which had broken their constitutional union. A tremendous effort was made by certain patriots to discover the basis of an entirely independent intellectual life, something that should start like the phoenix from the ashes of the old régime, and should offer no likeness with what continued to flourish south of the Skagarak. But all the efforts of the University of Christiania were vain to prevent the cultivated classes from looking to Copenhagen as their centre of light. Such authors as there were, and they were few indeed, followed humbly in the footsteps of their Danish brethren.

Patriotic historians of literature are not always to be trusted, and those who study native handbooks of Norwegian criticism must be on their guard when these deal with the three poets who “inaugurated in song the young liberties of Norway.” The writings of the three celebrated lyric patriots, Schwach, Bjerregaard and Hansen, will not bear to have the blaze of European experience cast upon them; their tapers dwindle to sparks in the light of day. They gratified the vanity of the first generation after 1815, but they deserve no record in the chronicles of poetic art. If Ibsen ever read these rhymes of circumstance, it must have been to treat them with contempt.

Twenty years after the Union, however, and in Ibsen’s early childhood, an event occurred which was unique in the history of Norwegian literature, and the consequences of which were far-reaching. As is often the case in countries where the art of verse is as yet little exercised, there grew up about 1830 a warm and general, but uncritical, delight in poetry. This instinct was presently satisfied by the effusion of a vast quantity of metrical writing, most of it very bad, and was exasperated by a violent personal feud which for a while interested all educated persons in Norway to a far greater degree than any other intellectual or, for the time being, even political question. From 1834 to 1838 the interests of all cultivated people centred around what was called the “Twilight Feud” (Daemringsfejden), and no record of Ibsen’s intellectual development can be complete without a reference to this celebrated controversy, the results of which long outlived the popularity of its skits and pamphlets.

Modern Norwegian literature began with this great fight. The protagonists were two poets of undoubted talent, whose temperaments and tendencies were so diametrically opposed that it seemed as though Providence must have set them down in that raw and inflammable civilization for the express purpose of setting the standing corn of thought on fire. Henrik Wergeland (1808-45) was a belated son of the French Revolution; ideas, fancies, melodies and enthusiasms fermented in his ill-regulated brain, and he poured forth verses in a violent and endless stream. It is difficult, from the sources of Scandinavian opinion, to obtain a sensible impression of Wergeland. The critics of Norway as persistently overrate his talents as those of Denmark neglect and ridicule his pretensions. The Norwegians still speak of him as himmelstraevende sublim (“sublime in his heavenly aspiration”); the Danes will have it that he was an hysterical poetaster. Neither view commends itself to a foreign reader of the poet.

The fact, internationally stated, seems rather to be this. In Wergeland we have a typical example of the effects of excess of fancy in a violently productive but essential uncritical nature. He was ecstatic, unmeasured, a reckless improvisatore. In his ideas he was preposterously humanitarian; a prodigious worker, his vigor of mind seemed never exhausted by his labors; in theory an idealist, in his private life he was charged with being scandalously sensual. He was so much the victim of his inspiration that it would come upon him like a descending wind, and leave him physically prostrate. In Wergeland we see an instance of the poetical temper in its most unbridled form. A glance through the enormous range of his collected works is like an excursion into chaos. We are met almost at the threshold by a colossal epic, Creation, Man and the Messiah (1830); by songs that turn into dithyrambic odes, by descriptive pieces which embrace the universe, by all the froth and roar and turbidity of genius, with none of its purity and calm. The genius is there; it is idle to deny it; but it is in a state of violent turmoil.

It is when the ruling talent of an age is of the character of Wergeland’s — 

        Thundering and bursting,
          In torrents, in waves,
          Carolling and shouting
          Over tombs, over graves — 
 

that delicate spirits, as in Matthew Arnold’s poem, sigh for the silence and the hush, and rise at length in open rebellion against Iacchus and his maenads, who destroy all the quiet of life and who madden innocent blood with their riot. Johan Sebastian Welhaven (1807-73) was a student at the University with Wergeland, and he remained silent while the latter made the welkin ring louder and louder with his lyric shrieks. Welhaven endured the rationalist and republican rhetoric of Wergeland as long as he could, although with growing exasperation, until the rhapsodical author of Creation, transgressing all moderation, accused those who held reasonable views in literature and politics of being traitors. Then it became necessary to deal with this raw and local parody of Victor Hugo. When, in the words of The Cask of Amontillado, Wergeland “ventured upon insult,” Welhaven “vowed he would be avenged.”

Welhaven formed as complete a contrast to his antagonist as could be imagined. He was of the class of Sully Prudhomme, of Matthew Arnold, of Lowell, to name three of his younger contemporaries. In his nature all was based upon equilibrium; his spirit, though full of graceful and philosophical intuitions, was critical rather than creative. He wrote little, and with difficulty, and in exquisite form. His life was as blamelessly correct as his literary art was harmonious. Wergeland knew nothing of the Danish tradition of his day, which he treated with violent and bitter contempt. Welhaven, who had moved in the circle of the friends of Rahbek, instinctively referred every literary problem to the tribunal of Danish taste. He saw that with the enthusiasm with which the poetry of Wergeland was received in Norway was connected a suspicion of mental discipline, a growing worship of the peasant and a hatred and scorn of Denmark, with all of which he had no sympathy. He thought the time had come for better things; that the national temper ought to be mollified with the improved economic situation of the country; that the students, who were taking a more and more prominent place, ought to be on the side of the angels. It was not unnatural that Welhaven should look upon the corybantic music of Wergeland as the source and origin of an evil of which it was really the symptom; he gathered his powers together to crush it, and he published a thunderbolt of sonnets.

The English reader, familiar with the powerlessness of even the best verse to make any impression upon Anglo-Saxon opinion, may smile to think of a great moral and ethical attack conducted with no better weapon than a paper of sonnets. But the scene of the fight was a small, intensely local, easily agitated society of persons, all keenly though narrowly educated, and all accustomed to be addressed in verse. Welhaven’s pamphlet was entitled The Twilight of Norway (1834), and the sonnets of which it consisted were highly polished in form, filled with direct and pointed references to familiar persons and events and absolutely unshrinking in attack. No poetry of equal excellence had been produced in Norway since the Union. It is not surprising that this invective against the tendencies of the youthful bard over whose rhapsodies all Norway was growing crazy with praise should arrest universal attention, although in the Twilight Welhaven adroitly avoided mentioning Wergeland by name. Fanaticism gathered in an angry army around the outraged standard of the republican poet, but the lovers of order and discipline had found a voice, and they clustered about Welhaven with their support. Language was not minced by the assailants, and still less by the defenders. The lovers of Wergeland were told that politics and brandy were their only pleasures, but those of Welhaven were warned that they were known to be fed with bribes from Copenhagen. Meanwhile Welhaven himself, in successive publications, calmly analyzed the writings of his antagonist, and proved them to be “in complete rebellion against sound thought and the laws of beauty.” The feud raged from 1834 to 1838, and left Norway divided into two rival camps of taste.

Although the “Twilight Feud” had passed away before Ibsen ceased to be a boy, the effect of it was too widely spread not to affect him. In point of fact, we see by the earliest of his lyric poems that while he was at Grimstad he had fully made up his mind. His early songs and complimentary pieces are all in the Danish taste, and if they show any native influence at all, it is that of Welhaven. The extreme superficiality of Wergeland would naturally be hateful to so arduous a craftsman as Ibsen, and it is a fact that so far as his writings reveal his mind to us, the all-popular poet of his youth appears to be absolutely unknown to him. What this signifies may be realized if we say that it is as though a great English or French poet of the second half of the nineteenth century should seem to have never heard of Tennyson or Victor Hugo. On the other hand, at one crucial point of a late play, Little Eyolf, Ibsen actually pauses to quote Welhaven.

In critical history the absence of an influence is sometimes as significant as the presence of it. The looseness of Wergeland’s style, its frothy abundance, its digressions and parentheses, its slipshod violence, would be to Ibsen so many beacons of warning, to be viewed with horror and alarm. A poem of three stanzas, “To the Poets of Norway,” only recently printed, dates from his early months in Christiania, and shows that even in 1850 Ibsen was impatient with the conventional literature of his day. “Less about the glaciers and the pine-forests,” he cries, “less about the dusty legends of the past, and more about what is going on in the silent hearts of your brethren!” Here already is sounded the note which was ultimately to distinguish him from all the previous writers of the North.

No letters have been published which throw light on Ibsen’s first two years in the capital. We know that he did not communicate with his parents, whose poverty was equalled by his own. He could receive no help from them, nor offer them any, and he refrained, as they refrained, from letter writing. This separation from his family, begun in this way, grew into a habit, so that when his father died in 1877 no word had passed between him and his son for nearly thirty years. When Ibsen reached Christiania, in March, 1850, his first act was to seek out his friend Schulerud, who was already a student. For some time he shared the room of Schulerud and his thrifty meals; later on the two friends, in company with Theodor Abildgaard, a young revolutionary journalist, lived in lodgings kept by a certain Mother Saether.

Schulerud received a monthly allowance which was “not enough for one, and starvation for two”; but Ibsen’s few dollars soon came to an end, and he seems to have lived on the kindness of Schulerud to their great mutual privation. Both young men attended the classes of a celebrated “crammer” of that day, H. A. S. Heltberg, who had opened in 1843 a Latin school where elder pupils came for a two-years’ course to prepare them for taking their degree. This place, known familiarly as “the Student Factory,” holds quite a prominent place in Norwegian literary history, Ibsen, Björnson, Vinje and Jonas Lie having attended its classes and passed from it to the University.

Between these young men, the leading force of literature in the coming age, a generous friendship sprang up, despite the disparity in their ages. Vinje, a peasant from Thelemark, was thirty-two; he had been a village schoolmaster and had only now, in 1850, contrived to reach the University. With Vinje, the founder of the movement for writing exclusively in Norwegian patois, Ibsen had a warm personal sympathy, while he gave no intellectual adherence to his theories. Between the births of Vinje and Björnson there stretched a period of fourteen years, yet Björnson was a student before either Ibsen or Vinje. That Ibsen immediately formed Björnson’s acquaintance seems to be proved from the fact that they both signed a protest against the deportation of a Dane called Harring on May 29, 1850. It was a fortunate chance which threw Ibsen thus suddenly into the midst of a group of those in whom the hopes of the new generation were centred. But we are left largely to conjecture in what manner their acquaintanceship acted upon his mind.

His material life during the next year is obscure. Driven by the extremity of need, it is plain that he adopted every means open to him by which he could add a few dollars to Schulerud’s little store. He wrote for the poor and fugitive journals of the day, in prose and verse; but the payment of the Norwegian press in those days was almost nothing. It is difficult to know how he subsisted, yet he continued to exist. Although none of his letters of this period seem to have been preserved, a few landmarks are left us. The little play called Kaempehöien (The Warrior’s Barrow), which he had brought unfinished with him from Grimstad, was completed and put into shape in May, 1850, accepted at the Christiania Theatre, and acted three times during the following autumn. Perhaps the most interesting fact connected with this performance was that the only female part, that of Blanka, was taken by a young débutante, Laura Svendsen; this was the actress afterwards to rise to the height of eminence as the celebrated Mrs. Gundersen, no doubt the most gifted of all Ibsen’s original interpreters.

It was a matter of course that the poet was greatly cheered by the acceptance of his play, and he immediately set to work on another, Olaf Liljekrans; but this he put aside when Kaempehöien practically failed. He wrote a satirical comedy called Norma. He endeavored to get certain of his works, dramatic and lyric, published in Christiania, but all the schemes fell through. It is certain that 1851 began darkly for the young man, and that his misfortunes encouraged in him a sour and rebellious temper. For the first and only time in his life he meddled with practical politics. Vinje and he — in company with a charming person, Paul Botten-Hansen (1824-69), who flits very pleasantly through the literary history of this time — founded a newspaper called Andhrimner, which lasted for nine months.

One of the contributors was Abildgaard, who, as we have seen, lived in the same house with Ibsen. He was a wild being, who had adopted the republican theories of the day in their crudest form. He posed as the head of a little body whose object was to dethrone the king, and to found a democracy in Norway. On July 7, 1851, the police made a raid upon these childish conspirators, the leaders being arrested and punished with a long imprisonment. The poet escaped, as by the skin of his teeth, and the warning was a lifelong one. He never meddled with politics any more. This was, indeed, as perhaps he felt, no time for rebellion; all over Europe the eruption of socialism had spent itself, and the docility of the populations had become wonderful.

The discomfort and uncertainty of Ibsen’s position in Christiania made him glad to fill a post which the violinist, Ole Bull, offered him during autumn. The newly constituted National Theatre in Bergen (opened Jan. 2, 1850) had accepted a prologue written for an occasion by the young poet, and on November 6, 1851, Ibsen entered into a contract by which he bound himself go to Bergen “to assist the theatre as dramatic author.” The salary was less than £70 a year, but it was eked out by travelling grants, and little as it might be, it was substantially more than the nothing-at-all which Ibsen had been enjoying in Christiania.

It is difficult to imagine what asset could be bought to the treasuries of a public theatre by a youth of three and twenty so ill-educated, so empty of experience and so ill-read as Ibsen was in 1851. His crudity, we may be sure, passed belief. He was the novice who has not learned his business, the tyro to whom the elements of his occupation are unknown. We have seen that when he wrote Catilina he had neither sat through nor read any of the plays of the world, whether ancient or modern. The pieces which belong to his student years reveal a preoccupation with Danish dramas of the older school, Oehlenschläger and (if we may guess what Norma was) Holberg, but with nothing else. Yet Ole Bull, one of the most far-sighted men of his time, must have perceived the germs of theatrical genius in him, and it is probable that Ibsen owed his appointment more to what this wise patron felt in his future than what Ole Bull or any one else could possibly point to as yet accomplished. Unquestionably, a rude theatrical penetration could already he divined in his talk about the stage, vague and empirical as that must have been.

At all events, to Bergen he went, as a sort of literary manager, as a Claretie or Antoine, to compare a small thing with great ones, and the fact was of inestimable value. It may even be held, without fear of paradox, that this was the turning-point of Ibsen’s life, that this blind step in the dark, taken in the magnificent freedom of youth, was what made him what he became. No Bergen in 1851, we may say, and no Doll’s House or Hedda Gabler ultimately to follow. For what it did was to force this stubborn genius, which might so easily have slipped into sinister and abnormal paths, and have missed the real humanity of the stage, to take the tastes of the vulgar into due consideration and to acquaint himself with the necessary laws of play-composition.

Ibsen may seem to have little relation with the drama of the world, but in reality he is linked with it at every step. There is something of Shakespeare in John Gabriel Borkman, something Molière in Ghosts, something of Goethe in Peer Gynt. We may go further and say, though it would have made Ibsen wince, that there is something of Scribe in An Enemy of the People. Is very doubtful whether, without the discipline which forced him to put on the stage, at Bergen and in Christiania, plays evidently unsympathetic to his own taste, which obliged him to do his best for the popular reception of those plays, and which forced him minutely to analyze their effects, he would ever have been the world- moving dramatist which, as all sane critics must admit, he at length became.

He made some mistakes at first; how could he fail to do so? It was the recognition of these blunders, and perhaps the rough censure of them the local press, which induced the Bergen theatre to scrape a few dollars together and send him, in charge of some of the leading actors and actresses, to Copenhagen and Dresden for instruction. To go from Bergen to Copenhagen was like travelling from Abdera to Athens, and to find a species of Sophocles in J. A. Heiberg, who had since 1849 been sole manager of the Royal Theatre. Here the drama of the world, all the salutary names, all the fine traditions, burst upon the pilgrims from the North. Heiberg, the gracious and many-sided, was the centre of light in those days; no one knew the stage as he knew no one interpreted it with such splendid intelligence, and he received the crude Norwegian “dramatist-manager” with the utmost elegance of cordiality. Among the teachers of Ibsen, Heiberg ranks as the foremost. We may farther and say that he was the last. When Ibsen had learned the lesson of Heiberg, only nature and his own genius had anything more to teach him. [See Note below] In August, 1852, rich with the spoils of time, but otherwise poor indeed, Ibsen made his way back to his duties in Bergen.

[Note: Perhaps no author, during the whole of his career, more deeply impressed Ibsen with reverence and affection than Johan Ludvig Heiberg did. When the great Danish poet died (at Bonderup, August 25, 1860), Ibsen threw on his tomb the characteristic bunch of bitter herbs called Til de genlevende—”To the Survivors,” in which he expressed the faintest appreciation of those who lavished posthumous honor on Heiberg in Denmark:

     In your land a torch he lifted;
       With its flame ye scorched his forehead.
 

     How to swing the sword he taught you,
       And, — ye plunged it in his bosom.
 

     While he routed trolls of darkness, — 
       With your shields you tripped and bruised him.
 

     But his glittering star of conquest
       Ye must guard, since he has left you:
 

     Try, at least, to keep it shining,
       While the thorn-crowned conqueror slumbers.]
 






  








CHAPTER III. LIFE IN BERGEN (1852-57)
 

Ibsen’s native biographers have not found much to record, and still less that deserves to recorded, about his life during the next five years. He remained in Bergen, cramped by want of means in his material condition, and much harassed and worried by the little pressing requirements of the theatre. It seems that every responsibility fell upon his shoulders, and that there was no part of stage-life that it was not his duty to look after. The dresses of the actresses, the furniture, the scene-painting, the instruction of raw Norwegian actors and actresses, the selection of plays, now to please himself, now to please the bourgeois of Bergen, all this must be done by the poet or not done at all. Just so, two hundred years earlier, we may imagine Molière, at Carcassonne or Albi, bearing up in his arms, a weary Titan, all the frivolities and anxieties and misdeeds of a whole company of comedians.

So far as our very scanty evidence goes, we find the poet isolated from his fellows, so far as isolation was possible, during his long stay at Bergen. He was not accused, and if there had been a chance he would have been accused, of dereliction. No doubt he pushed through the work of the theatre doggedly, but certainly not in a convivial spirit. The Norwegians are a hospitable and festal people, and there is no question that the manager of the theatre would have unusual opportunities of being jolly with his friends. But it does not appear that Ibsen made friends; if so, they were few, and they were as quiet as himself. Even in these early years he did not invite confidences, and no one found him wearing his heart upon his sleeve. He went through his work without effusion, and there is no doubt that what leisure he enjoyed he spent in study, mainly of dramatic literature.

His reading must have been limited by his insensibility to foreign languages. All through his life he forgot the tongues of other countries almost faster than he gained them. Probably, at this time, he had begun to know German, a language in which he did ultimately achieve a fluency which was, it appears, always ungrammatical. But, as is not unfrequent with a man who is fond of reading but no linguist, Ibsen’s French and English came and went in a trembling uncertainty. As time passed on, he gave up the effort to read, even a newspaper, in either language.

The mile-stones in this otherwise blank time are the original plays which, perhaps in accordance with some clause in his agreement, he produced at his theatre in the first week of January in each year. A list of them cannot be spared in this place to the most indolent of readers, since it offers, in a nutshell, a résumé of what the busy imagination of Ibsen was at work upon up to his thirtieth year. His earliest new-year’s gift to the play-goers of Bergen was St. John’s Night, 1853, a piece which has not been printed; in 1854 he revived The Warrior’s Barrow; in 1855 he made an immense although irregular advance with Lady Inger at Östraat; in 1856 he produced The Feast at Solhoug; in 1857 a rewritten version of the early Olaf Liljekrans. These are the juvenile works of Ibsen, which are scarcely counted in the recognized canon of his writings. None of them is completely representative of his genius, and several are not yet within reach of the English reader. Yet they have a considerable importance, and must detain us for a while. They are remarkable as showing the vigor of the effort by which he attempted to create an independent style for himself, no less than the great difficulties which he encountered in following this admirable aim.

Lady Inger at Östraat, written in the winter of 1854 but not published until 1857, is unique among Ibsen’s works as a romantic exercise in the manner of Scribe. It is the sole example of a theme taken by him directly from comparatively modern history, and treated purely for its value as a study of contemporary intrigue. From this point of view it curiously exemplifies a remark of Hazlitt: “The progress of manners and knowledge has an influence on the stage, and will in time perhaps destroy both tragedy and comedy. ... At last, there will be nothing left, good nor bad, to be desired or dreaded, on the theatre or in real life.”

When Ibsen undertook to write about Inger Gyldenlöve, he was but little acquainted with the particulars of her history. He conceived her, as he found her in the incomplete chronicles he consulted, as a Matriarch, a wonderful and heroic elderly woman around whom all the hopes of an embittered patriotism were legitimately centred. Unfortunately, “the progress of knowledge,” as Hazlitt would say, exposed the falsity of this conception. A closer inspection of the documents, and further analysis of the condition of Norway in 1528, destroyed the fair illusion, and showed Ibsen in the light of an indulgent idealist.

Here is what Jaeger [Note: In En literaert Livsbillede] has to give us of the disconcerting results of research:

In real life Lady Inger was not a woman formed upon so grand a plan. She was the descendant of an old and noble family which had preserved its dignity, and she consequently was the wealthiest landowner in the country. This, and this alone, gives her a right to a place in history. If we study her life, we find no reason to suppose that patriotic considerations ever affected her conduct. The motive power of her actions was on a far lower plane, and seems to have consisted mainly in an amazingly strong instinct for adding to her wealth and her status. We find her, for instance, on one occasion seizing the estates of a neighbor, and holding them till she was actually forced to resign them. When she gave her daughters in marriage to Danish noblemen, it was to secure direct advantage from alliance with the most high-born sons-in- law procurable. When she took a convent under her protection, she contrived to extort a rent which well repaid her. Even for a good action she exacted a return, and when she offered harbor to the persecuted Chancellor, she had the adroitness to be well rewarded by a large sum in rose-nobles and Hungarian gulden.

All this could not fail to be highly exasperating to Ibsen, who had set out to be a realist, and was convicted by the spiteful hand of history of having been an idealist of the rose-water class. No wonder that he never touched the sequence of modern events any more.

There is some slight, but of course unconscious, resemblance to Macbeth in the external character of Lady Inger. This play has something of the roughness of a mediaeval record, and it depicts a condition of life where barbarism uncouthly mingles with a certain luxury of condition. There is, however, this radical difference that in Lady Inger there is nothing preternatural, and it is, indeed, in this play that Ibsen seems first to appreciate the value of a stiff attention to realism. The romantic elements of the story, however, completely dominate his imagination, and when we have read the play carefully what remains with us most vividly is the picturesqueness and unity of the scene. The action, vehement and tumultuous as it is, takes place entirely within the walls of Östraat castle, a mysterious edifice, sombre and ancient, built on a crag over the ocean, and dimly lighted by

     Magic casements opening on the foam
       Of perilous seas in fairy lands forlorn.
 

The action is exclusively nocturnal, and so large a place in it is taken by huge and portable candlesticks that it might be called the Tragedy of the Candelabra. Through the windows, on the landward side, a procession of mysterious visitors go by in the moonlight, one by one, each fraught with the solemnity of fate. The play is full of striking pictures, groups in light and shade, pictorial appeals to terror and pity.

The fault of the drama lies in the uncertain conception of the characters, and particularly of that of the Matriarch herself. Inger is described to us as the Mother of the Norwegian People, as the one strong, inflexible and implacable brain moving in a world of depressed and irritated men. “Now there is no knight left in our land,” says Finn, but — and this is the point from which the play starts — there is Inger Gyldenlöve. We have approached the moment of crisis when the fortunes and the fates of Norway rest upon the firmness of this majestic woman. Inger is driven forward on the tide of circumstance, and, however she may ultimately fail, we demand evidence of her inherent greatness. This, however, we fail to receive, and partly, no doubt, because Ibsen was still distracted at the division of the ways.

Oehlenschläger, if he had attempted this theme, would have made no attempt after subtlety of character painting and still less after correctness of historic color. He would have given small shrift to Olaf Skaktavl, the psychological outlaw. But he would have drawn Inger, the Mother of her People, in majestic strokes, and we should have had a great simplicity, a noble outline with none of the detail put in. Ibsen, already, cannot be satisfied with this; to him the detail is every thing, and the result is a hopeless incongruity between the cartoon and the finished work.

Lady Inger, in Ibsen’s play, fails to impress us with greatness. “The deed no less than the attempt confounds” her. She displays, from the opening scene, a weakness that is explicable, but excludes all evidence of her energy. The ascendency of Nils Lykke, over herself and over her singularly and unconvincingly modern daughter, Elima, in what does it consist? In a presentation of a purely physical attractiveness; Nils Lykke is simply a voluptuary, pursuing his good fortunes, with impudent ease, in the home of his ancestral enemies. In his hands, and not in his only, the majestic Inger is reduced from a queen to a pawn. All manhood, we are told, is dead in Norway; if this be so, then what a field is cleared where a heroine like Inger, not young and a victim to her passions, nor old and delivered to decrepit fears, may show us how a woman of intellect and force can take the place of man. Instead of this, one disguised and anonymous adventurer after another comes forth out of the night, and confuses her with pretensions and traps her with deceits against which her intellect protests but her will is powerless to contend.

Another feature in the conduct of Lady Inger portrays the ambitious but the inexperienced dramatist. No doubt a pious commentator can successfully unravel all the threads of the plot, but the spectator demands that a play should be clearly and easily intelligible. The audience, however, is sorely puzzled by the events of this awful third night after Martinmas, and resents the obscurity of all this intrigue by candlelight. Why do the various persons meet at Östraat? Who sends them? Whence do they come and whither do they go? To these questions, no doubt, an answer can be found, and it is partly given, and very awkwardly, by the incessant introduction of narrative. The confused and melodramatic scene in the banquet-hall between Nils Lykke and Skaktavl is of central importance, but what is it about? The business with Lucia’s coffin is a kind of nightmare, in the taste of Webster or of Cyril Tourneur. All these shortcomings are slurred over by the enthusiastic critics of Scandinavia, yet they call for indulgence. The fact is that Lady Inger is a brilliant piece of romantic extravagance, which is extremely interesting in illuminating the evolution of Ibsen’s genius, and particularly as showing him in the act of emancipating himself from Danish traditions, but which has little positive value as a drama.

The direct result of the failure of Lady Inger — for it did not please the play-goers of Bergen and but partly satisfied its author — was, however, to send him back, for the moment, more violently than ever to the Danish tradition. Any record of this interesting phase in Ibsen’s career is, however, complicated by the fact that late in his life (in 1883) he did what was very unusual with him: he wrote a detailed account of the circumstances of his poetical work in 1855 and 1856. He denied, in short, that he had undergone any influence from the Danish poet whom he had been persistently accused of imitating, and he traced the movement of his mind to purely Norwegian sources. During the remainder of his lifetime, of course, this statement greatly confounded criticism, and there is still a danger of Ibsen’s disclaimer being accepted for gospel. However, literary history must be built on the evidence before it, and the actual text of The Feast at Solhoug, and of Olaf Liljekrans must be taken in spite of anything their author chose to say nearly thirty years afterwards. Great poets, without the least wish to mystify, often, in the cant phrase, “cover their tracks.” Tennyson, in advanced years, denied that he had ever been influenced by Shelley or Keats. So Ibsen disclaimed any effect upon his style of the lyrical dramas of Hertz. But we must appeal from the arrogance of old age to the actual works of youth.

Henrik Hertz (1798-1870) was the most exquisite, the most delicate, of the Danish writers of his age. He was deeply impressed with the importance of form in drama, and at the height of his powers he began to compose rhymed plays which were like old ballads put into dialogue. His comedy of Cupid’s Strokes of Genius (1830) began a series of tragi- comedies which gradually deepened in passion and melody, till they culminated in two of the acknowledged masterpieces of the Danish stage, Svend Dyring’s House (1837) and King René’s Daughter (1845). The genius of Hertz was diametrically opposed to that of Ibsen; in all Europe there were not two authors less alike. Hertz would have pleased Kenelm Digby, and if that romantic being had read Danish, the poet of chivalry must have had a niche in The Broad Stone of Honour. Hertz’s style is delicate to the verge of sweetness; his choice of words is fantastically exquisite, yet so apposite as to give an impression of the inevitable. He cares very little for psychological exactitude or truth of observation; but he is the very type of what we mean by a verbal artist.

Ibsen made acquaintance with the works, and possibly with the person, of Hertz, when he was in Copenhagen in 1852. There can be no doubt whatever that, while he was anxiously questioning his own future, and conscious of crude faults in Lady Inger, he set himself, as a task, to write in the manner of Hertz. It is difficult to doubt that it was a deliberate exercise, and we see the results in The Feast at Solhoug and in Olaf Liljekrans. These two plays are in ballad-rhyme and prose, like Hertz’s romantic dramas; there is the same determination to achieve the chivalric ideal; but the work is that of a disciple, not of a master. Where Hertz, with his singing-robes fluttering about him, dances without an ungraceful gesture through the elaborate and yet simple masque that he has set before him to perform, Ibsen has high and sudden flights of metrical writing, but breaks down surprisingly at awkward intervals, and displays a hopeless inconsistency between his own nature and the medium in which he is forcing himself to write. As a proof that the similarity between The Feast at Solhoug and Svend Dyring’s House is accidental, it has been pointed out that Ibsen produced his own play on the Bergen stage in January, 1856, and revived Hertz’s a month later. It might, surely, be more sensibly urged that this fact shows how much he was captivated by the charm of the Danish dramatist.

The sensible thing, in spite of Ibsen’s late disclaimer, is to suppose that, in the consciousness of his crudity and inexperience as a writer, he voluntarily sat at the feet of the one great poet whom he felt had most to teach him. On the boards at Bergen, The Feast at Solhoug was a success, while Olaf Liljekrans was a failure; but neither incident could have meant very much to Ibsen, who, if there ever was a poet who lived in the future, was waiting and watching for the development of his own genius. Slowly, without precocity, without even that joy in strength of maturity which comes to most great writers before the age of thirty, he toiled on in a sort of vacuum. His youth was one of unusual darkness, because he had not merely poverty, isolation, citizenship of a remote and imperfectly civilized country to contend against, but because his critical sense was acute enough to teach him that he himself was still unripe, still unworthy of the fame that he thirsted for. He had not even the consolation which a proud confidence in themselves gives to the unappreciated young, for in his heart of hearts he knew that he had as yet done nothing which deserved the highest praise. But his imagination was expanding with a steady sureness, and the long years of his apprenticeship were drawing to a close.

Ibsen was now, like other young Norwegian poets, and particularly Björnson, coming into the range of that wind of nationalistic inspiration which had begun to blow down from the mountains and to fill every valley with music. The Norwegians were discovering that they possessed a wonderful hidden treasure in their own ancient poetry and legend. It was a gentle, clerically minded poet — himself the son of a peasant — Jörgen Moe (1813-82), long afterwards Bishop of Christianssand, who, as far back as 1834, began to collect from peasants the folk-tales of Norway. The childlike innocence and playful humor of these stories were charming to the mind of Moe, who was fortunately joined by a stronger though less delicate spirit in the person of Peter Christian Asbjörnsen. Their earliest collection of folk-lore in collaboration appeared in 1841, but it was the full edition of 1856 which produced a national sensation, and doubtless awakened Ibsen in Bergen. Meanwhile, in 1853, M. B. Landstad had published the earliest of his collections of the folkeviser, or national songs, while L. M. Lindeman in the same years (1853-59) was publishing, in installments, the peasant melodies of Norway. Moreover, Ibsen, who read no Icelandic, was studying the ancient sagas in the faithful and vigorous paraphrase of Petersen, and all combined to determine him to make an experiment in a purely national and archaistic direction.

Ibsen, whose practice is always better than his theory, has given rather a confused account of the circumstances that led to the composition of his next play, The Vikings at Helgeland. But it is clear that in looking through Petersen for a subject which would display, in broad and primitive forms, the clash of character in an ancient Norwegian family, he fell upon “Volsungasaga,” and somewhat rashly responded to its vigorous appeal. He thought that in this particular episode, “the titanic conditions and occurrences of the ‘Nibelungenlied’“ and other pro-mediaeval legends had “been reduced to human dimensions.” He believed that to dramatize such a story would lift what he called “our national epic material” to a higher plane. There is one phrase in his essay which is very interesting, in the light it throws upon the object which the author had before him in writing The Vikings at Helgeland. He says clearly — and this was intended as a revolt against the tradition of Oehlenschläger—”it was not my aim to present our mythic world, but simply our life in primitive times.” Brandes says of this departure that it is “indeed a new conquest, but, like so many conquests, associated with very extensive plundering.”

In turning to an examination of The Vikings, the first point which demands notice is that Ibsen has gained a surprising mastery over the arts of theatrical writing since we met with him last. There is nothing of the lyrical triviality of the verse in The Feast at Solhoug about the trenchant prose of The Vikings, and the crepuscular dimness of Lady Inger is exchanged for a perfect lucidity and directness. Whatever we may think about the theatrical propriety of the conductor of the vikings, there is no question at all as to what it is they do and mean. Ibsen has gained, and for good, that master quality of translucent presentation without which all other stage gifts are shorn of their value. When we have, however, praised the limpidity of The Vikings at Helgeland, we have, in honesty, to make several reservations in our criticism of the author’s choice of a subject. It is valuable to compare Ibsen’s treatment of Icelandic family-saga with that of William Morris; let us say, in The Lovers of Gudrun. That enchanting little epic deals with an episode from one of the great Iceland narratives, and follows it much more closely than Ibsen’s does. But we are conscious of a less painful effort and of a more human result. Morris does successfully what Ibsen unsuccessfully aimed at doing: he translates the heroic and half- fabulous action into terms that are human and credible.

It was, moreover, an error of judgment on the part of the Norwegian playwright to make his tragedy a mosaic of effective bits borrowed hither and thither from the Sagas. Scandinavian bibliography has toiled to show his indebtedness to this tale and to that, and he has been accused of concealing his plagiarisms. But to say this is to miss the mark. A poet is at liberty to steal what he will, if only he builds his thefts up into a living structure of his own. For this purpose, however, it is practically found that, owing perhaps to the elastic consistency of individual human nature, it is safest to stick to one story, embroidering and developing it along its own essential lines.

There is great vigor, however, in many of the scenes in The Vikings. The appearance of Hiördis on the stage, in the opening act, marks, perhaps, the first occasion on which Ibsen had put forth his full strength as a playwright. This entrance of Hiördis ought to be extremely effective; in fact, we understand, it rarely is. The cause of this disappointment can easily be discovered. It is the misfortune of The Vikings that it is hardly to be acted by mortal men. Hiördis herself is superhuman; she has eaten the heart of a wolf, she claims direct descent from a race of fighting giants. There is a grandeur about the conception of her form and character, but it is a grandeur which might well daunt a human actress. One can faintly imagine the part being played by Mrs. Siddons, with such an extremity of fierceness and terror that ladies and gentlemen would be carried out of the theatre in hysterics, as in the days of Byron. Where Hiördis insults her guests, and contrives the horrid murder of the boy Thorolf before their eyes, we have a stage- dilemma presented to us-either the actress must treat the scene inadequately, or else intolerably. Ne pueros coram populo Medea trucidet, and we shrink from Hiördis with a physical disgust. Her great hands and shrieking mouth are like Bellona’s, and they smell of blood.

What is true of Hiördis is true in less degree of all the characters in The Vikings. They are “great beautiful half-witted men,” as Mr. Chesterton would say:

   Our sea was dark with dreadful ships
       Full of strange spoil and fire,
     And hairy men, as strange as sin,
     With horrid heads, came wading in
       Through the long low sea-mire.
 

This is the other side of the picture; this is how Örnulf and his seven terrible sons must have appeared to Kaare the peasant, and this is how, to tell the truth, they would in real life appear to us. The persons in The Vikings at Helgeland are so primitive that they scarcely appeal to our sense of reality. In spite of all the romantic color that the poet has lavished upon them, and the majestic sentiments which he has put into their mouths, we feel that the inhabitants of Helgeland must have regarded them as those of Surbiton regarded the beings who were shot down from Mars in Mr. Wells’ blood-curdling story.

The Vikings at Helgeland is a work of extraordinary violence and agitation. The personages bark at one another like seals and roar like sea-lions; they “cry for blood, like beasts at night.” Örnulf, the aged father of a grim and speechless clan, is sorely wounded at the beginning of the play, but it makes no difference to him; no one binds up his arm, but he talks, fights, travels as before. We may see here foreshadowed various features of Ibsen’s more mannered work. Here is his favorite conventional tame man, since, among the shouting heroes, Gunnar whimpers like a Tesman. Here is Ibsen’s favorite trick of unrequited self- sacrifice; it is Sigurd, in Gunnar’s armor, who kills the mystical white bear, but it is Gunnar who reaps the advantage. It is only fair to say that there is more than this to applaud in The Vikings at Helgeland; it moves on a consistent and high level of austere romantic beauty. Mr. William Archer, who admires the play more than any Scandinavian critic has done, justly draws attention to the nobility of Örnulf’s entrance in the third act. Yet, on the whole, I confess myself unable to be surprised at the severity with which Heiberg judged The Vikings at its first appearance, a severity which must have wounded Ibsen to the quick.

The year 1857 was one of unsettlement in Ibsen’s condition. The period for which he had undertaken to manage the theatre at Bergen had now come to a close, and he was not anxious to prolong it. He had had enough of Bergen, to which only one chain now bound him. Those who read the incidents of a poet’s life into the pages of his works may gratify their tendency by seeing in the discussions between Dagny and Hiördis some echo of the thoughts which were occupying Ibsen’s mind in relation to the married state. Since his death, the story has been told of his love- affair with a very young girl, Rikke Holst, who had attracted his notice by throwing a bunch of wild flowers in his face, and whom he followed and desired to marry. Her father had rejected the proposal with indignation. Ibsen had suffered considerably, but this was, after all, an early and a very fugitive sentiment, which made no deep impression on his heart, although it seems to have always lingered in his memory.

There had followed a sentiment much deeper and much more emphatic. A charming, though fragmentary, set of verses, addressed in January, 1856, to Miss Susannah Thoresen, show that already for a long while he had come to regard this girl of twenty as “the young dreaming enigma,” the possible solution of which interested him more than that of any other living problem. It was more than the conversation of a versifying lover which made Ibsen speak of Miss Thoresen’s “blossoming child-soul” as the bourne of his ambitions. In his dark way, he was already violently in love with her.

The household of her father, Hans Conrad Thoresen, was the most cultivated in Bergen. He himself, the rector of Holy Cross, was a bookish, meditative man of no particular initiative, but he had married, as his third wife, Anna Maria Kragh, a Dane by birth, and for a long time, with the possible exception of Camilla Collett, Wergeland’s sister, the most active woman of letters in Norway. Mrs. Thoresen was the step-mother of Susannah, the only child of her husband’s second marriage. Between Magdalene Thoresen and Ibsen a strong friendship had sprung up, which lasted to the end of their lives, and some of Ibsen’s best letters are those written to his wife’s step-mother. She worked hard for him at the Bergen theatre, translating plays from the French, and it was during Ibsen’s management of the theatre that several of her own pieces were produced. Her prose stories, in connection with which her name lives in Norwegian literature, were not yet written; so long as Ibsen was at her side, her ideas seem to have been concentrated on the stage. Constant communication with this charming woman only nine years his senior, and much his superior in conventional culture, must have been a school of refinement to the crude and powerful young poet. And now the wise Magdalene appeared to him in a new light, dedicating to him the best treasure of the family circle, the gay and yet mysterious Susannah.

While he was writing The Vikings at Helgeland, and courting Susannah Thoresen, Ibsen received what seemed a timely invitation to settle in Christiania as director of the Norwegian Theatre; he returned, thereupon, to the capital in the summer of 1857, after an absence of six years. Now began another period of six years more, these the most painful in Ibsen’s life, when, as Halvorsen has said, he had to fight not merely for the existence of himself and his family, but for the very existence of Norwegian poetry and the Norwegian stage. This struggle was an excessively distressing one. He had left Bergen crippled with debts, and his marriage (June 26, 1856) weighed him down with further responsibilities. The Norwegian Theatre at Christiania was, a secondary house, ill-supported by its patrons, often tottering at the brink of bankruptcy, and so primitive was the situation of literature in the country that to attempt to live by poetry and drama was to court starvation. His slender salary was seldom paid, and never in full. The only published volume of Ibsen’s which had (up to 1863) sold at all was The Warriors, by which he had made in all 227 specie dollars (or about £25).

The Christiania he had come to, however, was not that which he had left. In many directions it had developed rapidly. From an intellectual point of view, the labors of the nationalists had made themselves felt; the folk-lore of Landstad, Moe and Asbjörnsen had impressed young imaginations. In some of its forms the development was unpleasing and discouraging to Ibsen; the success of the blank-verse tragedies of Andreas Munch (Salomon de Caus, 1855; Lord William Russell, 1857) was, for instance, an irritating step in the wrong direction. The new- born school of prose fiction, with Björnson as its head (Synnöve Solbakken, 1857; Arne, 1858), with Camilla Collett’s Prefect’s Daughters, 1855, as its herald; with Östgaard’s sketches of peasant life and humors in the mountains (1852) — all this was a direct menace to the popularity of the national stage, offering an easy and alluring alternative for home-loving citizens. Was it certain that the classic Danish, which alone Ibsen cared to write, would continue to be the language of the cultivated classes in Norway? Here was Ivar Aasen (in 1853) showing that the irritating landsmaal could be used for prose and verse.

Wherever he turned Ibsen saw increased vitality, but in shapes that were either useless or antagonistic to himself, and all that was harsh and saturnine in his nature awakened. We see Ibsen, at this moment of his life, like Shakespeare in his darkest hour, “in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,” unappreciated and ready to doubt the reality of his own genius; and murmuring to himself: — 

   Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
       Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d,
     Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope.
       With what I most enjoy contented least.
 

How little his greatness was perceived in the Christiania literary coteries may be gathered from the little fact that the species of official anthology of Modern Norwegian Poets, published in 1859, though it netted the shallows of national song very closely, contained not a line by the author of the lovely lyrics in The Feast at Solhoug. It was at this low and miserable moment that Ibsen’s talent suddenly took wings; he conceived, in the summer of 1858, what finally became, five years later, his first acknowledged masterpiece, and perhaps the most finished of all his writings, the sculptural tragedy of The Pretenders.

The Pretenders (Kongsemnerne, properly stuff from which Kings can be made) is the earliest of the plays of Ibsen in which the psychological interest is predominant, and in which there is no attempt to disguise the fact. Nothing that has since been written about this drama, the very perfection of which is baffling to criticism, has improved upon the impression which Georg Brandes received from it when he first read it forty years ago. The passage is classic, and deserves to be cited, if only as perhaps the very earliest instance in which the genius of Ibsen was rewarded by the analysis of a great critic. Brandes wrote (in 1867): — 

What is it that The Pretenders treats of? Looked at simply, it is an old story. We all know the tale of Aladdin and Nureddin, the simple legend in the Arabian Nights, and our great poet’s [Oehlenschläger’s] incomparable poem. In The Pretenders two figures again stand opposed to one another as the superior and the inferior being, an Aladdin and a Nureddin nature. It is towards this contrast that Ibsen has hitherto unconsciously directed his endeavors, just as Nature feels her way in her blind preliminary attempts to form her types. Håkon and Skule are pretenders to the same throne, scions of royalty out of whom a king may be made. But the first is the incarnation of fortune, victory, right and confidence; the second — the principal figure in the play, masterly in its truth and originality — is the brooder, a prey to inward struggle and endless distrust, brave and ambitious, with perhaps every qualification and claim to be king, but lacking the inexpressible, impalpable somewhat that would give a value to all the rest — the wonderful Lamp. “I am a king’s arm,” he says, “mayhap a king’s brain as well; but Håkon is the whole king.” “You have wisdom and courage, and all noble gifts of the mind,” says Håkon to him; “you are born to stand nearest a king, but not to be a king yourself.”

To a poet the achievements of his greatest contemporaries in their common art have all the importance of high deeds in statesmanship and war. It is, therefore, by no means extravagant to see in the noble emulation of the two dukes in The Pretenders some reflection of Ibsen’s attitude to the youthful and brilliant Björnson. The luminous self-reliance, the ardor and confidence and good fortune of Björnson- Håkon could not but offer a violent contrast with the gloom and hesitation, the sick revulsions of hope and final lack of conviction, of Ibsen-Skule. It was Björnson’s “belt of strength,” as it was Håkon’s, that he had utter belief in himself, and with this his rival could not yet girdle himself. “The luckiest man is the greatest man,” says Bishop Nicholas in the play, and Björnson seemed in these melancholy years as lucky as Ibsen was unlucky. But the Bishop’s views were not wide enough, and the end was not yet.








  








CHAPTER IV. THE SATIRES (1857-67)
 

Temperament and environment combined at the period we have now reached to turn Ibsen into a satirist. It was during his time of Sturm und Drang, from 1857 to 1864, that the harshest elements in his nature were awakened, and that he became one who loved to lash the follies of his age. With the advent of prosperity and recognition this phase melted away, leaving Ibsen without illusions and without much pity, but no longer the scourge of his fellow-citizens. Although The Pretenders, a work of dignified and polished aloofness, was not completed until 1863, it really belongs to the earlier and more experimental section of Ibsen’s works, and is so completely the outcome and the apex of his national studies that it has seemed best to consider it with The Vikings at Helgeland, in spite of its immense advance upon that drama. But we must now go back a year, and take up an entirely new section which overlaps the old, namely, that of Ibsen’s satires in dramatic rhyme.

With regard to the adoption of that form of poetic art, a great difference existed between Norwegian and English taste, and this must be borne in mind. Almost exactly at the date when Ibsen was inditing the sharp couplets of his Love’s Comedy, Tennyson, in Sea Dreams, was giving voice to the English abandonment of satire — which had been rampant in the generation of Byron — in the famous words: — 

   I loathe it: he had never kindly heart,
     Nor ever cared to better his own kind,
     Who first wrote satire, with no pity in it.
 

What England repudiated, Norway comprehended, and in certain hands enjoyed. Polemical literature, if seldom of a high class, was abundant and was much appreciated. The masterpiece of modern Norwegian poetry was, still, the satiric cycle of Welhaven. In ordinary controversy, the tone was more scathing, the bludgeon was whirled more violently, than English taste at that period could endure. Those whom Ibsen designed to crush had not minced their own words. The press was violence itself, and was not tempered with justice; when the poet looked round he saw “afflicted virtue insolently stabbed with all manner of reproaches,” as Dryden said.

Yet it was not an age of gross and open vices; manners were not flagitious, they were merely of a nauseous insipidity. Ibsen, flown with anger as with wine, could find no outrageous offences to lash, and all he could invite the age to do was to laugh at certain conventions and to reconsider some prejudicated opinions. He had to be pungent, not openly ferocious; he had to be sarcastic and to treat the current code of morals as a jest. He found the society around him excessively distasteful to him, but there were no crying evils of a political or ethical kind to be stigmatized. What was open to him was what an old writer of our own defined as “a sharp, well-mannered way of laughing a folly out of countenance.”

Unfortunately, the people laughed at will never consent to think the way well mannered, and Ibsen was bitterly blamed for “want of taste,” that vaguest and most insidious of accusations. We are told that he began his enterprise in prose [Note: “Svanhild: a Comedy in three acts and in prose: 1860,” is understood to exist still in manuscript], but found that too stiff and bald a medium for a satire on the social crudity of Norway. In writing satire, it is all-important that the form should be adequate, and at this time Ibsen had not reached the impeccable perfection of his later colloquial prose. He started Love’s Comedy, therefore, anew, and he wrote it as a pamphlet in rhyme. It is not certain that he had any very definite idea of the line which his attack should take. He was very poor, very sore, very uncomfortable, and he was easily convinced that the times were out of joint. Then he observed that if there was anything that the Norwegian upper classes prided themselves upon it was their conduct of betrothal and marriage. Plato had said that the familiarity of young persons before marriage prevented enmity and disappointment in later years, that it was useful to know the peculiarities of temperament beforehand, and so, being accustomed to them, to discount them. But Ibsen was not of this opinion, or rather, perhaps, he did not choose to be. The extremely slow and public method of betrothal in the North gave him his first opportunity.

It is with a song, in the original one of the most delicious of his lyrics, that he opens the campaign. To a miscellaneous party of Philistines circled around the tea table, “all sober and all — —” the rebellious hero sings: — 

   In the sunny orchard-closes,
       While the warblers sing and swing,
     Care not whether blustering Autumn
       Break the promises of Spring;
     Rose and white the apple-blossom
       Hides you from the sultry sky;
     Let it flutter, blown and scattered,
       On the meadow by and by.
 

In the sexual struggle, that is to say, the lovers should not pause to consider the worldly advantages of their match, but should fly in secret to each other’s arms. By the law of battle, the female should be snatched to the conqueror’s saddle-bow, and ridden away with into the night, not subjected to the jokes and the good advice and the impertinent congratulations of the clan. Young Lochinvar does not wait to ask the counsel of the bride’s cousins, nor to run the gantlet of her aunts; he fords the Esk river with her, where ford there is none. Ibsen is in favor of the mariage de convenance, which suppresses, without favor, the absurdity of love-matches. Above all, anything is better than the publicity, the meddling and long-drawn exposure of betrothal, which kills the fine delicacy of love, as birds are apt to break their own eggs if intruding hands have touched them.

This is the central point in Love’s Comedy, but there is much beside this in its reckless satire on the “sanctities” of domestic life. The burden of monogamy is frivolously dealt with, and the impertinent poet touches with levity upon the question of the duration of marriage:

   With my living, with my singing,
       I will tear the hedges down!
     Sweep the grass and heap the blossom!
       Let it shrivel, pale and blown!
     Throw the wicket wide! Sheep, cattle,
       Let them browse among the best
 !     I broke off the flowers; what matter
       Who may graze among the rest!
 

Love’s Comedy is perhaps the most diverting of Ibsen’s works; it is certainly the most impertinent. If there was one class in Norwegian society which was held to be above criticism it was the clerical. A prominent character in Ibsen’s comedy is the Rev. Mr. Strawman, a gross, unctuous and uxorious priest, blameless and dull, upon whose inert body the arrows of satire converge. This was never forgotten and long was unforgiven. As late as 1866 the Storthing refused a grant to Ibsen definitely on the ground of the scandal caused by his sarcastic portrait of Pastor Strawman. But the gentler sex, to which every poet looks for an audience, was not less deeply outraged by the want of indulgence which he had shown for all forms of amorous sentiment, although Ibsen had really, through his satire on the methods of betrothal, risen to something like a philosophical examination of the essence of love itself.

To Brandes, who reproached him for not recording the history of ideal engagements, and who remarked, “You know, there are sound potatoes and rotten potatoes in this world,” Ibsen cynically replied, “I am afraid none of the sound ones have come under my notice”; and when Guldstad proves to the beautiful Svanhild the paramount importance of creature comforts, the last word of distrust in the sustaining power of love had been said. The popular impression of Ibsen as an “immoral” writer seems to be primarily founded on the paradox and fireworks of Love’s Comedy.

Much might be forgiven to a man so wretched as Ibsen was in 1862, and more to a poet so lively, brilliant and audacious in spite of his misfortunes. These now gathered over his head and threatened to submerge him altogether. He was perhaps momentarily saved by the publication of Terje Vigen, which enjoyed a solid popularity. This is the principal and, indeed, almost the only instance in Ibsen’s works of what the Northern critics call “epic,” but what we less ambitiously know as the tale in verse. Terje Figen will never be translated successfully into English, for it is written, with brilliant lightness and skill, in an adaptation of the Norwegian ballad-measure which it is impossible to reproduce with felicity in our language.

Among Ibsen’s writings Terje Vigen is unique as a piece of pure sentimentality carried right rough without one divagation into irony or pungency. It is the story of a much-injured and revengeful Norse pilot, who, having the chance to drown his old enemies, Milord and Milady, saves them at the mute appeal of their blue-eyed English baby. Terje Vigen is a masterpiece of what we may define as the “dash-away-a-manly- tear” class of narrative. It is extremely well written and picturesque, but the wonder is that, of all people in the world, Ibsen should have written it.

His short lyric poems of this period betray much more clearly the real temper of the man. They are filled full and brimming over with longing and impatience, with painful passion and with hope deferred. It is in the strident lyrics Ibsen wrote between 1857 and 1863 that we can best read the record of his mind, and share its exasperations, and wonder at its elasticity. The series of sonnets In a Picture Gallery is a strangely violent confession of distrust in his own genius; the Epistle to H. O. Blom a candid admission of his more than distrust in the talent and honesty of others. It was the peculiarity and danger of Ibsen’s position that he represented no one but himself. For instance, the liberty of many of the expressions in Love’s Comedy led those who were beginning a movement in favor of the emancipation of women to believe that Ibsen was in sympathy with them, but he was not. All through his life, although his luminous penetration into character led him to be scrupulously fair in his analysis of female character, he was never a genuine supporter of the extension of public responsibility to the sex. A little later (in 1869), when John Stuart Mill’s Subjection of Women produced a sensation in Scandinavia, and met with many enthusiastic supporters, Ibsen coldly reserved his opinion. He was always an observer, always a clinical analyst at the bedside of society, never a prophet, never a propagandist.

His troubles gathered upon him. Neither theatre consented to act Love’s Comedy, and it would not even have been printed but for the zeal of the young novelist Jonas Lie, who, to his great honor, bought for about £35 the right to publish it as a supplement to a newspaper that he was editing. Then the storm broke out; the press was unanimously adverse, and in private circles abuse amounted almost to a social taboo. In 1862 the second theatre became bankrupt, and Ibsen was thrown on the world, the most unpopular man of his day, and crippled with debts. It is true that he was engaged at the Christiania Theatre at a nominal salary of about a pound a week, but he could not live on that. In August, 1860, he had made a pathetic appeal to the Government for a digter-gage, a payment to a poet, such as is freely given to talent in the Northern countries. Sums were voted to Björnson and Vinje, but to Ibsen not a penny. By some influence, however, for he was not without friends, he was granted in March, 1862, a travelling grant of less than £20 to enable him to wander for two months in western Hardanger and the districts around the Sognefjord for the purpose of collecting folk-songs and legends. The results of this journey were prepared for publication, but never appeared. This interesting excursion, however, has left its mark stamped broadly upon Brand and Peer Gynt.

All through 1863 his condition was critical. He determined that his only hope was to exile himself definitely from Norway, which had become too hot to hold him. Various private friends generously helped him over this dreadful time of adversity, earning a gratitude which, if it was not expansive, was lifelong. Very grudging recognition of his gifts was at length made by the Government in the shape of another trifling travelling grant (March, 1863), again a handsome sum being awarded to Björnson, his popular rival. In May Ibsen applied, in despair, to the King himself, who conferred upon him a small pension of £90 a year, which for the immediate future stood between this great poet and starvation. The news of it was received in Christiania by the press in terms of despicable insult.

But in June of this année terrible Ibsen had a flash of happiness. He was invited down to Bergen to the fifth great “Festival of Song,” a national occurrence, and he and his poems met with a warm reception. Moreover, he found his brilliant antagonist, Björnson, at Bergen on a like errand, and renewed an old friendship with this warm-hearted and powerful man of genius, destined to play through life the part of Håkon to Ibsen’s Skule. They spent much of the subsequent winter together. As Halvdan Koht has excellently said: “Their intercourse brought them closer to each other than they had ever been before. They felt that they were inspired by the same ideas and the same hopes, and they suffered the same bitter disappointments. With anguish they watched the Danish brother-nation’s desperate struggle against the superior power of Germany, and save a province with a population of Scandinavian race and speech taken from Denmark and incorporated in a foreign kingdom, whilst the Norwegian and Swedish kinsmen, in spite of solemn promises, refrained from yielding any assistance.” An attack on Holstein (December 22, 1863) had introduced the Second Danish War, to which a disastrous and humiliating termination was brought in the following August.

In April, 1864, Ibsen took the momentous step of quitting his native country. He entered Copenhagen at the dark hour when Schleswig as well as Holstein had been abandoned, and when the citadel of Düpper alone stood between Denmark and ruin. His agonized sympathy may be read in the indignant lyrics of that spring. A fortnight later he set out, by Lübeck and Trieste, for Rome, where he had now determined to reside. He reached that city in due time, and sank with ineffable satisfaction into the arms of its antique repose. “Here at last,” he wrote to Björnson, “there is blessed peace,” and he settled himself down to the close contemplation of poetry.

The change from the severities of an interminable Northern winter to the glow and splendor of Italy acted on the poet’s spirit like an enchantment. Ibsen came, another Pilgrim of Eternity, to Rome’s “azure sky, flowers, ruins, statues, music,” and at first the contrast between the crudity he had left and the glory he had found was almost intolerable. He could not work; all he did was to lie in the flushed air and become as a little child. There has scarcely been another example of a writer of the first class who, deeply solicitous about beauty, but debarred from all enjoyment of it until his thirty-seventh year, has been suddenly dipped, as if into a magic fountain, into the heart of unclouded loveliness without transition or preparation. Shelley and Keats were dead long before they reached the age at which Ibsen broke free from his prison-house of ice, while Byron, in the same year of his life, was closing his romantic career.

Ibsen’s earliest impressions of what these poets had become accustomed to at a ductile age were contradictory and even incoherent. The passion of pagan antiquity for a long while bewildered him. He wandered among the vestiges of antique art, unable to perceive their relation to modern life, or their original significance. He missed the impress of the individual on classic sculpture, as he had missed it — the parallel is strange, but his own — on the Eddaic poems of ancient Iceland. He liked a lyric or a statue to speak to him of the man who made it. He felt more at home with Bernini among sculptors and with Bramante among architects than with artists of a more archaic type. Shelley, we may remember, labored under a similar heresy; to each of these poets the attractiveness of individual character overpowered the languid flavor of the age in which the artist had flourished. Ibsen’s admiration of a certain overpraised monument of Italian architecture would not be worth recording but for the odd vigor with which he adds that the man who made that might have made the moon in his leisure moments.

During the first few months of Ibsen’s life in Rome all was chaos in his mind. He was plunged in stupefaction at the beauties of nature, the amenities of mankind, the interpenetration of such a life with such an art as he had never dreamed of and could yet but dimly comprehend. In September, 1864, he tells Björnson that he is at work on a poem of considerable length. This must have been the first draft of Brand, which was begun, we know, as a narrative, or as the Northerns call it, an “epic” poem; although a sketch for the Julianus Apostata was already forming in the back of his head, as a subject which would, sooner or later, demand poetic treatment. He had left his wife and little son in Copenhagen, but at the beginning of October they joined him in Rome. The family lived on an income which seems almost incredibly small, a maximum of 40 scudi a month. But it was a different thing to be hungry in Christiania and in Rome, and Ibsen makes no complaints. A sort of blessed languor had fallen upon him after all his afflictions. He would loll through half his days among the tombs on the Via Latina, or would loiter for hours and hours along the Appian Way. It took him weeks to summon energy to visit S. Pietro in Vincoli, although he knew that Michelangelo’s “Moses” was there, and though he was weary with longing to see it. All the tense chords of Ibsen’s nature were loosened. His soul was recovering, through a long and blissful convalescence, from the aching maladies of its youth.

He took some part in the society of those Scandinavian writers, painters and sculptors who gathered in Rome through the years of their distress. But only one of them attracted him strongly, the young Swedish lyrical poet, Count Carl Snoilsky, then the hope and already even the glory of his country. There was some quaint diversity between the rude and gloomy Norwegian dramatist, already middle-aged, and the full-blooded, sparkling Swedish diplomatist of twenty-three, rich, flattered, and already as famous for his fashionable bonnes fortunes as Byron. But two things Snoilsky and Ibsen had in common, a passionate enthusiasm for their art, and a rebellious attitude towards their immediate precursors in it. Each, in his own way, was the leader of a new school. The friendship of Ibsen and Snoilsky was a permanent condition for the rest of their lives, for it was founded on a common basis.

A few years later the writer of these pages received an amusing impression of Ibsen at this period from the Danish poet, Christian Molbech, who was also in Rome in 1865 and onwards. Ibsen wandering silently about the streets, his hands plunged far into the pockets of his invariable jacket of faded velveteen, Ibsen killing conversation by his sudden moody appearances at the Scandinavian Club, Ibsen shattering the ideals of the painters and the enthusiasms of the antiquaries by a running fire of sarcastic paradox, this is mainly what the somewhat unsympathetic Molbech was not unwilling to reproduce. He painted a more agreeable Ibsen when he spoke of his summer flights to the Alban Hills, planned on terms of the most prudent reference to resources which seemed ever to be expected and never to arrive. Nevertheless, under the vines in front of some inn at Genzano or Albano, Ibsen would duly be discovered, placid and dreamy, always self-sufficient and self- contained, but not unwilling to exchange, over a flask of thin wine, commonplaces with a Danish friend. It was at Ariccia, in one of these periods of villegiatura, during the summer and autumn of 1865, that Brand, which had long been under considerature, suddenly took final shape, and was written throughout, without pause or hesitation. In July the poet put everything else aside to begin it, and before the end of September he had completed it.

Brand placed Ibsen at a bound among the greatest European poets of his age. The advance over the sculptural perfection of The Pretenders and the graceful wit of Love’s Comedy was so great as to be startling. Nothing but the veil of a foreign language, which the best translations are powerless to tear away from noble verse, prevented this mastery from being perceived at once. In Scandinavia, where that veil did not exist, for those who had eyes to see, and who were not blinded by prejudice, it was plain that a very great writer had arisen in Norway at last. Björnson had seemed to slip ahead of Ibsen; his Sigurd Slembe (1862) was a riper work than the elder friend had produced; but Mary Stuart in Scotland (1864) had marked a step backward, and now Ibsen had once more shot far ahead of his rival. When we have admitted some want of clearness in the symbolism which runs through Brand, and some shifting of the point of view in the two last acts, an incoherency and a turbidity which are natural in the treatment of so colossal a theme, there is very little but praise to be given to a poem which is as manifold in its emotion and as melodious in its versification as it is surprising in its unchallenged originality. In the literatures of Scandinavia it has not merely been unsurpassed, but in its own peculiar province it has not been approached. It bears some remote likeness to Faust, but with that exception there is perhaps nothing in the literature of the world which can be likened to Brand, except, of course, Peer Gynt.

For a long while it was supposed that the difficulties in the way of performing Brand on the public stage were too great to be overcome. But the task was attempted at length, first in Stockholm in 1895; and within the last few years this majestic spectacle has been drawn in full before the eyes of enraptured audiences in Copenhagen, Berlin, Moscow and elsewhere. In spite of the timid reluctance of managers, wherever this play is adequately presented, it captures an emotional public at a run. It is an appeal against moral apathy which arouses the languid. It is a clear and full embodiment of the gospel of energy which awakens and upbraids the weak. In the original, its rush of rhymes produces on the nerves an almost delirious excitement. If it is taken as an oration, it is responded to as a great civic appeal; if as a sermon, it is sternly religious, and fills the heart with tears. In the solemn mountain air, with vague bells ringing high up among the glaciers, no one asks exactly what Brand expounds, nor whether it is perfectly coherent. Witnessed on the living stage, it takes the citadel of the soul by storm. When it is read, the critical judgment becomes cooler.

Carefully examined, Brand is found to present a disconcerting mixture of realism and mysticism. Two men seem at work in the writing of it, and their effects are sometimes contradictory. It has constantly been asked, and it was asked at one, “Is Brand the expression of Ibsen’s own nature?” Yes, and no. He threw much of himself into his hero, and yet he was careful to remain outside. Ibsen, as we have already pointed out, was ready in later life to discuss his own writings, and what he said about them is often dangerously mystifying. He told Georg Brandes that the religious vocation of Brand was not essential. “I could have applied the whole syllogism just as well to a sculptor, or a politician, as to a priest.” (He was to deal with each of these alternations later on, but with what a difference!) “I could quite as well,” he persisted, “have worked out the impulse which drove me to write, by taking Galileo, for instance, as my hero — assuming, of course, that Galileo should stand firm and never concede the fixity of the earth — or you yourself in your struggle with the Danish reactionaries.” This is not to the point, since in fact neither Georg Brandes nor Galileo, as hero of a mystical drama, could have produced such a capacity for evolution as is presented by the stern priest whose absolute certitude, although founded, one admits, on no rational theory of theology, is yet of the very essence of religion.

Brand becomes intelligible when we regard him as a character of the twelfth century transferred to the nineteenth. He has something of Peter the Hermit in him. He ought to have been a crusading Christian king, fighting against the Moslem for the liberties of some sparkling city of God. He exists in his personage, under the precipice, above the fjord, like a rude mediaeval anchorite, who eats his locusts and wild honey in the desert. We cannot comprehend the action of Brand by any reference to accepted creeds and codes, because he is so remote from the religious conventions as hardly to seem objectively pious at all. He is violent and incoherent; he knows not clearly what it is he wants, but it must be an upheaval of all that exists, and it must bring Man into closer contact with God. Brand is a king of souls, but his royal dignity is marred, and is brought sometimes within an inch of the ridiculous, by the prosaic nature of his modern surroundings. He is harsh and cruel; he is liable to fits of anger before which the whole world trembles; and it is by an avalanche, brought down upon him by his own wrath, that he is finally buried in the ruins of the Ice-Church.

The judicious reader may like to compare the character of Brand with that extraordinary study of violence, the Abbé Jules of Octave Mirbeau. In each we have the history of revolt, in a succession of crises, against an invincible vocation. In each an element of weakness is the pride of a peasant priest. But in Ibsen there is fully developed what the cynicism of Octave Mirbeau avoids, a genuine conception of such a rebel’s ceaseless effort after personal holiness. Lammers or Lammenais, what can it matter whether some existing priest of insurrection did or did not set Ibsen for a moment on the track of his colossal imagination? We may leave these discussions to the commentators; Brand is one of the great poems of the world, and endless generations of critics will investigate its purpose and analyze its forms.

There is, however, another than the priestly side. The poem contains a great deal of superficial and rather ephemeral satire of contemporary Scandinavian life, echoes of a frightened Storthing in Christiania, of a crafty court in Stockholm, and of Denmark stretching her bleeding hands to her sisters in an agony of despair. There is the still slighter local strain of irony, which lightens the middle of the third act. Here Ibsen comes not to heal but to slay; he exposes the corpse of an exhausted age, and will bury it quickly, with sexton’s songs and peals of elfin laughter, in some chasm of rock above a waterfall. “It is Will alone that matters,” and for the weak of purpose there is nothing but ridicule and six feet of such waste earth as nature carelessly can spare from her rude store of graves. Against the mountain landscape, Brand holds up his motto “All or Nothing,” persistently, almost tiresomely, like a modern advertising agent affronting the scenery with his panacea. More truculently still, he insists upon the worship of a deity, not white- bearded, but as young as Hercules, a scandal to prudent Lutheran theologians, a prototype of violent strength.

Yet Brand’s own mission remains undefined to him — if it ever takes exact shape — until Agnes reveals it to him: — 

        Choose thy endless loss or gain!
          Do thy work and bear thy pain. ...
          Now (he answers) I see my way aright.
          In ourselves is that young Earth,
          Ripe for the divine new-birth.
 

And it is in Agnes — as the marvellous fourth act opens where her love for the little dear dead child is revealed, and where her patience endures all the cruelties of her husband’s fanaticism — it is in Agnes that Ibsen’s genius for the first time utters the clear, unembittered note of full humanity. He has ceased now to be parochial; he is a nursling of the World and Time. If the harsh Priest be, in a measure, Ibsen as Norway made him, Agnes and Einar, and perhaps Gerd also, are the delicate offspring of Italy.

Considerable postponements delayed the publication of Brand, which saw the light at length, in Copenhagen, in March, 1866. It was at once welcomed by the Danish press, which had hitherto known little of Ibsen, and the poet’s audience was thus very considerably widened. The satire of the poem awakened an eager polemic; the popular priest Wexels preached against its tendency. A novel was published, called The Daughters of Brand, in which the results of its teaching were analyzed. Ibsen enjoyed, what he had never experienced before, the light and shade of a disputed but durable popular success. Four large editions of Brand were exhausted within the year of its publication, and it took its place, of course, in more leisurely progress, among the few books which continued, and still continue, steadily to sell. It has always been, in the countries of Scandinavia, the best known and the most popular of all Ibsen’s writings.

This success, however, was largely one of sentiment, not of pecuniary fortune. The total income from four editions of a poem like Brand, in the conditions of Northern literary life forty years ago, would not much exceed £100. Hardly had Ibsen become the object of universal discussion than he found himself assailed, as never before, by the paralysis of poverty. He could not breathe, he could not move; he could not afford to buy postage stamps to stick upon his business letters. He was threatened with the absolute extinction of his resources. At the very time when Copenhagen was ringing with his praise Ibsen was borrowing money for his modest food and rent from the Danish Consul in Rome.

In the winter of 1865 he fell into a highly nervous condition, in the midst of which he was assailed by a malarious fever which brought him within sight of the grave. To the agony of his devoted wife, he lay for some time between life and death, and the extreme poverty from which they suffered made it difficult, and even impossible, for her to provide for him the alleviations which his state demanded. He gradually recovered, however, thanks to his wife’s care and to his own magnificent constitution, but the springs of courage seemed to have snapped within his breast.

In March, 1866, worn out with illness, poverty and suspense, he wrote a letter to Björnson, “my one and only friend,” which is one of the most heart-rending documents in the history of literature. Few great spirits have been nearer the extinction of despair than Ibsen was, now in his thirty-ninth year. His admirers, at their wits’ end to know what to advise, urged him to write directly to Carl, King of Sweden and Norway, describing his condition, and asking for support. Simultaneously came the manifest success of Brand, and, for the first time, the Norwegian press recognized the poet’s merit. There was a general movement in his favor; King Carl graciously received his petition of April 15, and on May 10 the Storthing, almost unanimously, voted Ibsen a “poet’s pension,” restricted in amount but sufficient for his modest needs.

The first use he made of his freedom was to move out of Rome, where he found it impossible to write, and to settle at Frascati among the hills. He hired a nest of cheap rooms in the Palazzo Gratiosi, two thousand feet above the sea. Thither he came, with his wife and his little son, and there he fitted himself up a study; setting his writing table at a window that overlooked an immensity of country, and Mont Soracté closing the horizon with its fiery pyramid. In his correspondence of this time there are suddenly noticeable a gayety and an insouciance which are elements wholly new in his letters. The dreadful burden was lifted; the dreadful fear of sinking in a sea of troubles and being lost for ever, the fear which animates his painful letter to King Carl, was blown away like a cloud and the heaven of his temper was serene. At Frascati he knew not what to be at; he tried that subject, and this, waiting for the heavenly spark to fall. It seems to have been at Tusculum, and in the autumn of 1866, that the subject he was looking for descended upon him. He hurried back to Rome, and putting all other schemes aside, he devoted himself heart and soul to the composition of Peer Gynt, which he described as to be “a long dramatic poem, having as its chief figure one of the half-mythical and fantastical personages from the peasant life of modern Norway.”

He wrote this work slowly, more slowly than was his wont, and it was a whole year on the stocks. It was in the summer that Ibsen habitually composed with the greatest ease, and Peer Gynt did not trove smoothly until the poet settled in the Villa Pisani, at Casamicciola, on the island of Ischia. His own account was: “After Brand came Peer Gynt, as though of itself. It was written in Southern Italy, in Ischia and at Sorrento. So far away from one’s readers one becomes reckless. This poem contains much that has its origin in the circumstances of my own youth. My own mother — with the necessary exaggeration — served as the model for Ase.” Peer Gynt was finished before Ibsen left Sorrento at the end of the autumn, and the MS. was immediately posted to Copenhagen. None of the delays which had interfered with the appearance of Brand now afflicted the temper of the poet, and Peer Gynt was published in November, 1867.

In spite of the plain speaking of Ibsen himself, who declared that Peer Gynt was diametrically opposed in spirit to Brand, and that it made no direct attack upon social questions, the critics of the later poem have too often persisted in darkening it with their educational pedantries. Ibsen did well to be angry with his commentators. “They have discovered,” he said, “much more satire in Peer Gynt than was intended by me. Why can they not read the book as a poem? For as such I wrote it.” It has been, however, the misfortune of Ibsen that he has particularly attracted the attention of those who prefer to see anything in a poem except its poetry, and who treat all tulips and roses as if they were cabbages for the pot of didactic morality. Yet it is surprising that after all that the author said, and with the lovely poem shaking the bauble of its fool’s cap at them, there can still be commentators who see nothing in Peer Gynt but the “awful interest of the universal problems with which it deals.” This obsession of the critic to discover “problems” in the works of Ibsen has been one of the main causes of that impatience and even downright injustice with which his writings have been received by a large section of those readers who should naturally have enjoyed them. He is a poet, of fantastic wit and often reckless imagination, and he has been travestied in a long black coat and white choker, as though he were an embodiment of the Nonconformist conscience.

Casting aside, therefore, the spurious “lessons” and supposititious “problems” of this merry and mundane drama, we may recognize among its irregularities and audacities two main qualities of merit. Above everything else which we see in Peer Gynt we see its fun and its picturesqueness. Written at different times and in different moods, there is an incoherency in its construction which its most whole-hearted admirers cannot explain away. The first act is an inimitable burst of lyrical high spirits, tottering on the verge of absurdity, carried along its hilarious career with no less peril and with no less brilliant success than Peer fables for himself and the reindeer in their ride along the vertiginous blade of the Gjende. In the second act, satire and fantasy become absolutely unbridled; the poet’s genius sings and dances under him, like a strong ship in a storm, but the vessel is rudderless and the pilot an emphatic libertine. The wild impertinence of fancy, in this act, from the moment when Peer and the Girl in the Green Gown ride off upon the porker, down to the fight with the Böig, gigantic gelatinous symbol of self deception, exceeds in recklessness anything else written since the second part of Faust. The third act, culminating with the drive to Soria Moria Castle and the death of Ase, is of the very quintessence of poetry, and puts Ibsen in the first rank of creators. In the fourth act, the introduction of which is abrupt and grotesque, we pass to a totally different and, I think, a lower order of imagination. The fifth act, an amalgam of what is worst and best in the poem, often seems divided from it in tone, style and direction, and is more like a symbolic or mythical gloss upon the first three acts than a contribution to the growth of the general story.

Throughout this tangled and variegated scene the spirits of the author remain almost preposterously high. If it were all hilarity and sardonic laughter, we should weary of the strain. But physical beauty of the most enchanting order is liberally provided to temper the excess of irony. It is, I think, no exaggeration to say that nowhere to the dramatic literature of the world, not by Shakespeare himself, is there introduced into a play so much loveliness of scenery, and such varied and exquisite appeal to the eyes, as there is in Peer Gynt. The fifth act contains much which the reader can hardly enjoy, but it opens with a scene so full of the glory of the mountains and the sea that I know nothing else in drama to compare with it. This again is followed by one of the finest shipwrecks in all poetry. Scene after scene, the first act portrays the cold and solemn beauty of Norwegian scenery as no painter’s brush has contrived to do it. For the woodland background of the Saeter Girls there is no parallel in plastic art but the most classic of Norwegian paintings, Dahl’s “Birch in a Snow Storm.” Pages might be filled with praise of the picturesqueness of tableau after tableau in each act of Peer Gynt.

The hero is the apotheosis of selfish vanity, and he is presented to us, somewhat indecisively, as the type of one who sets at defiance his own life’s design. But is Peer Gynt designed to be a useful, a good, or even a successful man? Certainly Ibsen had not discovered it when he wrote the first act, in which scarcely anything is observable except a study, full of merriment and sarcasm, of the sly, lazy and parasitical class of peasant rogue. This type was not of Ibsen’s invention; he found it in those rustic tales, inimitably resumed by Asbjörnson and Moe, in which he shows us that his memory was steeped. Here, too, he found the Böig, a monster of Norse superstition, vast and cold, slippery and invisible, capable of infinite contraction and expansion. The conception that this horror would stand in symbol for a certain development of selfish national instability seems to have seized him later, and Peer Gynt, which began as a farce, continued as a fable. The nearest approach to a justification of the moral or “problem” purpose, which Ibsen’s graver prophets attribute to him, is found in the sixth scene of the fifth act, where, quite in the manner of Goethe, thoughts and watchwords and songs and tears take corporeal form and assail the aged Peer Gynt with their reproaches.

Peer Gynt was received in the North with some critical bewilderment, and it has never been so great a favorite with the general public as Brand. But Ibsen, with triumphant arrogance, when he was told that it did not conform to the rules of poetic art, asserted that the rules must be altered, not Peer Gynt. “My book,” he wrote, “is poetry; and if it is not, then it shall be. The Norwegian conception of what poetry is shall be made to fit my book.” There was a struggle at first against this assumption, but the drama has become a classic, and it is now generally allowed, that so long as poetry is a term wide enough to include The Clouds and the Second Part of Faust, it must be made wide enough to take in a poem as unique as they are in its majestic intellectual caprices.

[Note. — By far the most exhaustive analysis of Peer Gynt which has hitherto been given to the world is that published, as I send these pages to the press, by the executors of Otto Weininger, in his posthumous Ueber die letzte Dinge (1907). This extraordinary young man, who shot himself on October 4, 1903, in the house at Vienna where Beethoven died, was only twenty-three years of age when he violently deprived philosophical literature in Europe of by far its most promising and remarkable recruit. If I confess myself unable to see in Peer Gynt all that Weininger saw in it, the fault is doubtless mine. But in Ibsen, unquestionably, time will create profundities, as it has in Shakespeare. The greatest works grow in importance, as trees do after the death of the mortal men who planted them.]








  








CHAPTER V. 1868-75
 

Ibsen’s four years in Italy were years of rest, of solitude, of calm. The attitude of Ibsen to Italy was totally distinct from that of other illustrious exiles of his day and generation. The line of pilgrims from Stendhal and Lamartine down to Ruskin and the Brownings had brought with them a personal interest in Italian affairs; Italian servitude had roused some of them to anger or irony; they had spent nights of insomnia dreaming of Italian liberty. Casa Guidi Windows may be taken as the extreme type of the way in which Italy did not impress Ibsen. He sought there, and found, under the transparent azure of the Alban sky, in the harmonious murmurs of the sea, in the violet shadows of the mountains, above all in the gray streets of Rome, that rest of the brain, that ripening of the spiritual faculties, which he needed most after his rough and prolonged adolescence in Norway. In his attitude of passive appreciation he was, perhaps, more like Landor than like any other of the illustrious exiles — Landor, who died in Florence a few days after Ibsen settled in Rome. There was a side of character, too, on which the young Norwegian resembled that fighting man of genius.

When, therefore, on September 8, 1867, Garibaldi, at Genoa, announced his intention of marching upon Rome, an echo woke in many a poet’s heart “by rose hung river and light-foot rill,” but left Ibsen simply disconcerted. If Rome was to be freed from Papal slavery, it would no longer be the somnolent and unupbraiding haunt of quietness which the Norwegian desired for the healing of his spleen and his moral hypochondria. In October the heralds of liberty crossed the Papal frontier; on the 30th, by a slightly prosaic touch, it was the French who entered Rome. Of Ibsen, in these last months of his disturbed sojourn — for he soon determined that if there was going to be civil war in Italy that country was no home for him — we hear but little. This autumn, however, we find him increasingly observant of the career of Georg Brandes, the brilliant and revolutionary Danish critic, in whom he was later on to find his first great interpreter. And we notice the beginnings of a difference with Björnson, lamentable and hardly explicable, starting, it would vaguely seem, out of a sense that Björnson did not appreciate the poetry of Peer Gynt at its due value. Clemens Petersen, who, since the decease of Heiberg, had been looked upon as the doyen of Danish critics — had pronounced against the poetry of Peer Gynt, and Ibsen, in one of his worst moods, in a bearish letter, had thrown the blame of this judgment upon Björnson.

All through these last months in Rome we find Ibsen in the worst of humors. If it be admissible to compare him with an animal, he seems the badger among the writers of his time, nocturnal, inoffensive, solitary, but at the rumor of disturbance apt to rush out of its burrow and bite with terrific ferocity. The bite of Ibsen was no joke, and in moments of exasperation he bit, without selection, friend and foe alike. Among other snaps of the pen, he told Björnson that if he was not taken seriously as a poet, he should try his “fate as a photographer.” Björnson, genially and wittily, took this up at once, and begged him to put his photography into the form of a comedy. But the devil, as Ibsen himself said, was throwing his shadow between the friends, and all the benefits and all the affection of the old dark days were rapidly forgotten. They quarrelled, too, rather absurdly, about decorations from kings and ministers; Björnson having determined to reject all such gewgaws, Ibsen announced his intention of accepting (and wearing) every cross and star that was offered to him. At this date, no doubt, the temptation was wholly problematical in both cases, yet each poet acted on his determination to the end. But Björnson’s hint about the comedy seems to have been, for some years, the last flicker of friendship between the two. On this Ibsen presently acted in a manner very offensive to Björnson.

In March, 1868, Ibsen was beginning to be very much indeed incensed with things in general. “What Norway wants is a national disaster,” he amiably snarled. It was high time that the badger should seek shelter in a new burrow, and in May we find him finally quitting Rome. There was a farewell banquet, at which Julius Lange, who was present, remarks that Ibsen showed a spice of the devil, but “was very witty and amiable.” He went to Florence for June, then quitted Italy altogether, settling for three months at Berchtesgaden, the romantic little “sunbath” in the Salzburg Alps, then still very quiet and unfashionable. There he started his five-act comedy, The League of Youth. All September he spent in Munich, and in October, 1868, took root once more, this time at Dresden, which became his home for a considerable number of years. Almost at once he sank down again into his brooding mood of isolation and quietism, roaming about the streets of Dresden, as he hail haunted those of Rome, by night or at unfrequented hours, very solitary, seeing few visitors, writing few letters, slowly finishing his “photographic” comedy, which he did not get off his hands until March, 1869. Although he was still very poor, he refused all solicitations from editors to write for journals or magazines; he preferred to appear before the public at long intervals, with finished works of importance.

It is impossible for a critic who is not a Norwegian, or not closely instructed in the politics and manners of the North, to take much interest in The League of Youth, which is the most provincial of all Ibsen’s mature works. There is a cant phrase minted in the course of it, de lokale forhold, which we may awkwardly translate as “the local conditions” or “situation.” The play is all concerned with de lokale forhold, and there is an overwhelming air of Little Pedlington about the intrigue. This does not prevent The League of Youth from being, as Mr. Archer has said, “the first prose comedy of any importance in Norwegian literature,” [Note: It is to be supposed that Mr. Archer deliberately prefers The League of Youth to Björnson’s The Newly Married Couple (1865), a slighter, but, as it seems to me, a more amusing comedy.] but it excludes it from the larger European view. Oddly enough, Ibsen believed, or pretended to believe, that The League of Youth was a “placable” piece of foolery, which could give no annoyance to the worst of offenders by its innocent and indulgent banter. Perhaps, like many strenuous writers, he underestimated the violence of his own language; perhaps, living so long at a distance from Norway and catching but faintly the reverberations of its political turmoil, he did not realize how sensitive the native patriot must be to any chaff of “de lokale forhold.” When he found that the Norwegians were seriously angry, Ibsen bluntly told them that he had closely studied the ways and the manners of their “pernicious and lie-steeped clique.” He was always something of a snake in the grass to his poetic victims.

Mr. Archer, whose criticism of this play is extraordinarily brilliant, does his best to extenuate the stiffness of it. But to my own ear, as I read it again after a quarter of a century, there rise the tones of the stilted, the unsmiling, the essentially provincial and boringly solemn society of Christiania as it appeared to a certain young pilgrim in the early seventies, condensing, as it then seemed to do, all the sensitiveness, the arrogance, the crudity which made communication with the excellent and hospitable Norwegians of that past epoch so difficult for an outsider — so difficult, in particular, for one coming freshly from the grace and sweetness, the delicate, cultivated warmth of Copenhagen. The political conditions which led to the writing of The League of Youth are old history now. There was the “liberal” element in Norwegian politics, which was in 1868 becoming rapidly stronger and more hampering to the Government, and there was the increasing influence of Sören Jaabaek (1814-94), a peasant farmer of ultra-socialistic views, who had, almost alone, opposed in the Storthing the grant of any pensions to poets, and whose name was an abomination to Ibsen.

Now Björnson, in the development of his career as a political publicist, had been flirting more and more outrageously with these extreme ideas and this truculent peasant party. He had even burned incense before Jaabaek, who was the accursed Thing. Ibsen, from the perspective of Dresden, genuinely believed that Björnson, with his ardor and his energy and his eloquence, war, becoming a national danger. We have seen that Björnson had piqued Ibsen’s vanity about Peer Gynt, and nothing exasperates a friendship more fatally than public principle grafted on a private slight. Moreover, the whole nature of Björnson was gregarious, that of Ibsen solitary; Björnson must always be leading the majority, Ibsen had scuples of conscience if ten persons agreed with him. They were doomed to disagreement. Meanwhile, Ibsen burned his ships by creating the figure of Stensgaard, in The League of Youth, a frothy and mischievous demagogue whose rhetoric irresistibly reminded every one of Björnson’s rolling oratory. What Björnson, not without dignity, objected to was not so much the personal attack, as that the whole play attempted “to paint our young party of liberty as a troop of pushing, phrase-mongering adventurers, whose patriotism lay solely in their words.” Ibsen acknowledged that that was exactly his opinion of them, and what could follow for such a disjointed friendship but anger and silence?

The year 1869, which we now enter, is remarkable in the career of Ibsen as being that in which he travelled most, and appeared on the surface of society in the greatest number of capacities. He was enabled to do this by a considerable increase in his pension. First of all, he was induced to pay a visit of some months to Stockholm, being seized with a sudden strong desire to study conditions in Sweden, a country which he had hitherto professed to dislike. He had a delightful stay of two months, received from King Carl the order of the Wasa, was feted at banquets, renewed his acquaintance with Snoilsky, and was treated everywhere with the highest distinction. Ibsen and Björnson were how beginning to be recognized as the two great writers of Norway, and their droll balance as the Mr. and Mrs. Jack Sprat of letters was already becoming defined. It was doubtless Björnson’s emphatic attacks on Sweden that at this moment made Ibsen so loving to the Swedes and so beloved. He was in such clover at Stockholm that he might have lingered on there indefinitely, if the Khedive had not invited him, in September, to be his guest at the opening of the Suez Canal. This sudden incursion of an Oriental potentate into the narrative seems startling until we recollect that illustrious persons were invited from all countries to this ceremony. The interesting thing is to see that Ibsen was now so fatuous as to be naturally so selected; the only other Norwegian guest being Professor J. D. C. Lieblein, the Egyptologist.

The poet started for Egypt, by Dresden and Paris, on September 28. The League of Youth was published on the 29th, and first performed on October 18; Ibsen, therefore, just missed the scandal and uproar caused by the play in Norway. In company with eighty-five other people, all illustrious guests of the Khedive, and under the care of Mariette Bey, Ibsen made a twenty-four days’ expedition up the Nile into Nubia, and then back to Cairo and Port Said. There, on November 17, in the company of an empress and several princes of the blood, he saw the Canal formally opened and graced a grand processional fleet that sailed out from Port Said towards Ismaila. But on the quay at Port Said Ibsen’s Norwegian mail was handed to him, and letters and newspapers alike were full of the violent scenes in the course of which The League of Youth had been hissed down at Christiania. Then and there he sent his defiance back to Norway in At Port Saïd, one of the most pointed and effective of all his polemical lyrics. A version in literal prose must suffice, though it does cruel injustice to the venomous melody of the original:

       The dawn of the Eastern Land
         Over the haven glittered;
         Flags from all corners of the globe
         Quivered from the masts.
         Voices in music
         Bore onward the cantata;
         A thousand cannon
         Christened the Canal.
 

       The steamers passed on
         By the obelisk.
         In the language of my home
         Came to me the chatter of news.
         The mirror-poem which I had polished
         For masculine minxes
         Had been smeared at home
         By splutterings from penny whistles.
 

       The poison-fly stung;
         It made my memories loathsome.
         Stars, be thanked! — 
         My home is what is ancient!
         We hailed the frigate
         From the roof of the river-boat;
         I waved my hat
         And saluted the flag.
 

       To the feast, to the feast,
         In spite of the fangs of venomous reptiles!
         A selected guest
         Across the Lakes of Bitterness!
         At the close of day
         Dreaming, I shall slumber
         Where Pharaoh was drowned — 
         And when Moses passed over.
 

In this mood of defiance, with rage unabated, Ibsen returned home by Alexandria and Paris, and was in Dresden again in December.

The year of 1870 drove him out of Dresden, as the French occupation had driven him out of Rome. It was essential for him to be at rest in the midst of a quiet and alien population. He was drawn towards Denmark, partly for the sake of talk with Brandes, who had now become a factor in his life, partly to arrange about the performance of one of his early works, and in particular of The Pretenders. No definite plan, however, had been formed, when, in the middle of June, war was declared between Germany and France; but a fortnight later Ibsen quitted Saxony, and settled for three months in Copenhagen, where his reception was charmingly sympathetic. By the beginning of October, after the fall of Strasburg and the hemming in of Metz, however, it was plain on which side the fortunes of the war would lie, and Ibsen returned “as from a rejuvenating bath” of Danish society to a Dresden full of French prisoners, a Dresden, too, suffering terribly from the paralysis of trade, and showing a plentiful lack of enthusiasm for Prussia.

Ibsen turned his back on all such vexatious themes, and set himself to the collecting and polishing of a series of lyrical poems, the Digte of 1871, the earliest, and, indeed, the only such collection that he published. We may recollect that, at the very same moment, with far less cause to isolate himself from the horrors of war, Théophile Gautier was giving the last touches to Emaux et Camées. In December, 1870, Ibsen addressed to Fru Limnell, a lady in Stockholm, his “Balloon-Letter,” a Hudibrastic rhymed epistle in nearly 400 lines, containing, with a good deal that is trivial, some striking symbolical reminiscences of his trip through Egypt, and some powerful ironic references to the caravan of German invaders, with its Hathor and its Horus, which was then rushing to the assault of Paris under the doleful colors of the Prussian flag. Ibsen’s sarcasms are all at the ugliness and prosaic utilitarianism of the Germans; “Moltke,” he says, “has killed the poetry of battles.”

Ibsen was now greatly developing and expanding his views, and forming a world-policy of his own. The success of German discipline deeply impressed him, and he thought that the day had probably dawned which would be fatal to all revolt and “liberal rebellion” for the future. More than ever he dreaded the revolutionary doctrines of men like Jaabaek and Björnson, which would lead, he thought, to bloodshed and national disaster. The very same events were impressing Goldwin Smith at the very same moment with his famous prophecy that the abolition of all dynastic and aristocratic institutions was at hand, with “the tranquil inauguration” of elective industrial governments throughout the world. So history moves doggedly on, propheten rechts, propheten links, a perfectly impassive welt-kind in the middle of them. In Copenhagen Ibsen had, after all, missed Brandes, delayed in Rome by a long and dangerous illness; and all he could do was to exchange letters with this still unseen but increasingly sympathetic and beloved young friend. To Brandes Ibsen wrote more freely than to any one else about the great events which were shaking the face of Europe and occupying so much of both their thoughts: — 

The old, illusory France has collapsed [he wrote to Brandes on December 20, 1870, two days after the engagement at Nuits]; and as soon as the new, real Prussia does the same, we shall be with one bound in a new age. How ideas will then come tumbling about our ears! And it is high time they did. Up till now we have been living on nothing but the crumbs from the revolutionary table of last century, a food out of which all nutriment has long been chewed. The old terms require to have a new meaning infused into them. Liberty, equality and fraternity are no longer the things they were in the days of the late-lamented Guillotine. This is what the politicians will not understand, and therefore, I hate them. They want their own special revolutions — revolutions in externals, in politics and so forth. But all this is mere trifling. What is all-important is the revolution of the Spirit of Man.

This revolution, as exemplified by the Commune in Paris, did not satisfy the anticipations which Ibsen had formed, and Brandes took advantage of this to tell him that he had not yet studied politics minutely enough from the scientific standpoint. Ibsen replied that what he did not possess as knowledge came to him, to a certain degree, as intuition or instinct. “Let this be as it may, the poet’s essential task is to see, not to reflect. For me in particular there would be danger in too much reflection.” Ibsen seems, at this time, to be in an oscillating frame of mind, now bent on forming some positive theory of life out of which his imaginative works shall crystallize, harmoniously explanatory; at another time, anxious to be unhampered by theories and principles, and to represent individuals and exceptions exactly as experience presents them to him. In neither attitude, however, is there discernible any trace of the moral physician, and this is the central distinction between Tolstoi and Ibsen, whose methods, at first sight, sometimes appear so similar. Tolstoi analyzes a morbid condition, but always with the purpose, if he can, of curing it; Ibsen gives it even closer clinical attention, but he leaves to others the care of removing a disease which his business is solely to diagnose.

The Poems, after infinite revision, were published at length, in a very large edition, on May 3, 1871. One reason why Ibsen was glad to get this book off his hands was that it enabled him to concentrate his thoughts on the great drama he had been projecting, at intervals, for seven years past, the trilogy (as he then planned it) on the story of Julian the Apostate. At last Brandes came to Dresden (July, 1871) and found the tenebrous poet plunged in the study of Neander and Strauss, Gibbon unfortunately being a sealed book to him. All through the autumn and winter he was kept in a chronic state of irritability by the intrigues and the menaces of a Norwegian pirate, who threatened to reprint, for his own profit, Ibsen’s early and insufficiently protected writings. This exacerbated the poet’s dislike to his own country, where the very law courts, he thought, were hostile to him. On this subject he used language of tiresome over-emphasis. “From Sweden, from Denmark, from Germany, I hear nothing but what gives me pleasure; it is from Norway that everything bad comes upon me.” It was indicated to would-be Norwegian visitors that they were not welcome at Dresden. Norwegian friends, he said, were “a costly luxury” which he was obliged to deny himself.

The First Part of Julian was finished on Christmas Day, but it took over a year more before the entire work, as we now possess it, was completed. “A Herculean labor,” the author called it, when he finally laid down a weary pen in February, 1873. The year 1872 had been very quietly spent in unremitting literary labor, tempered by genial visits from some illustrious Danes of the older generation, as particularly Hans Christian Andersen and Meyer Aron Goldschmidt, and by more formal intercourse with a few Germans such as Konrad Maurer and Paul Heyse; all this time, let us remember, no Norwegians—”by request.” The summer was spent in long rambles over the mountains of Austria, ending up with a month of deep repose in Berchtesgaden. The next year was like unto this, except that its roaming, restless summer closed with several months in Vienna; and on October 17, 1873, nonum in annum, after the Horatian counsel, the prodigious masterpiece, Emperor and Galilean, was published in Copenhagen at last.

Of all the writings of Ibsen, his huge double drama on the rise and fall of Julian is the most extensive and the most ambitious. It is not difficult to understand what it was about the most subtle and the most speculative of the figures which animate the decline of antiquity that fascinated the imagination of Ibsen. Successive historians have celebrated the flexibility of intelligence and firmness of purpose which were combined in the brain of Julian with a passion for abstract beauty and an enthusiasm for a restored system of pagan Hellenic worship. There was an individuality about Julian, an absence of the common purple convention, of the imperial rhetoric, which strongly commended him to Ibsen, and in his perverse ascetic revolt against Christianity he offered a fascinating originality to one who thought the modern world all out of joint. As a revolutionary, Julian presented ideas of character which could not but passionately attract the Norwegian poet. His attitude to his emperor and to his God, sceptical, in each case, in each case inspired by no vulgar motive but by a species of lofty and melancholy fatalism, promised a theme of the most entrancing complexity. But there are curious traces in Ibsen’s correspondence of the difficulty, very strange in his case, which he experienced in forming a concrete idea of Julian in his own mind. He had been vaguely drawn to the theme, and when it was too late to recede, he found himself baffled by the paradoxes which he encountered, and by the contradictions of a figure seen darkly through a mist of historical detraction.

He met these difficulties as well as he could, and as a prudent dramatic poet should, by close and observant study of the document. He endeavored to reconcile the evident superiority of Julian with the absurd eccentricities of his private manners and with the futility of his public acts. He noted all the Apostate’s foibles by the side of his virtues and his magnanimities. He traced without hesitation the course of that strange insurrection which hurled a coarse fanatic from the throne, only to place in his room a literary pedant with inked fingers and populous beard. He accepted everything, from the parasites to the purple slippers. The dangers of so humble an attendance upon history were escaped with success in the first instalment of his “world drama.” In the strong and mounting scenes of Caesar’s Apostacy, the rapidity with which the incidents succeed one another, their inherent significance, the innocent splendor of Julian’s mind in its first emancipation from the chains of false faith, combine to produce an effect of high dramatic beauty. Georg Brandes, whose instinct in such matters was almost infallible, when he read the First Part shortly after its composition, entreated Ibsen to give this, as it stood, to the public, and to let The Emperor Julian’s End follow independently. Had Ibsen consented to do this, Caesar’s Fall would certainly take a higher place among his works than it does at present, when its effect is somewhat amputated and its meaning threatened with incoherence by the author’s apparent volteface in the Second Part.

It was a lifelong disappointment to Ibsen that Emperor and Galilean, on which he expended far more consideration and labor than on any other of his works, was never a favorite either with the public or among the critics. With the best will in the world, however, it is not easy to find full enjoyment in this gigantic work, which by some caprice of style defiant of analysis, lacks the vitality which is usually characteristic of Ibsen’s least production. The speeches put into the mouths of antique characters are appropriate, but they are seldom vivid; as Bentley said of the epistles of Julian’s own teacher Libanius, “You feel by the emptiness and deadness of them, that you converse with some dreaming pedant, his elbow on his desk.” The scheme of Ibsen’s drama was too vast for the very minute and meticulous method he chose to adopt. What he gives us is an immense canvas, on which he has painted here and there in miniature. It is a pity that he chose for dramatic representation so enormous a field. It would have suited his genius far better to have abandoned any attempt to write a conclusive history, and have selected some critical moment in the life of Julian. He should rather have concentrated his energies, independent of the chroniclers, on the resuscitation of that episode, and in the course of it have trembled less humbly under the uplifted finger of Ammianus.

Of Emperor and Galilean Ibsen afterwards said: “It was the first” (but he might have added “the only”) “poem which I have written under the influence of German ideas.” He was aware of the danger of living too long away from his own order of thought and language. But it was always difficult for him, once planted in a place, to pull up his roots. A weariness took possession of him after the publication of his double drama, and he did practically nothing for four years. This marks a central joint in the structure of his career, what the architects call a “channel” in it, adding to the general retrospect of Ibsen’s work an aspect of solidity and resource. During these years he revised some of his early writings, made a closer study of the arts of sculpture and painting, and essayed, without satisfaction, a very brief sojourn in Norway. In the spring of 1875 he definitely moved with his family from Dresden to Munich.

The brief visit to Christiania in 1874 proved very unfortunate. Ibsen was suspicious, the Norwegians of that generation were constitutionally stiff and reserved; long years among Southern races had accustomed him to a plenitude in gesture and emphasis. He suffered, all the brief time he was in Norway, from an intolerable malaise. Ten years afterwards, in writing to Björnson, the discomfort of that experience was still unallayed. “I have not yet saved nearly enough,” he said, “to support myself and my family in the case of my discontinuing my literary work. And I should be obliged to discontinue it if I lived in Christiania. ... This simply means that I should not write at all. When, ten years ago, after an absence of ten years, I sailed up the fjord, I felt a weight settling down on my breast, a feeling of actual physical oppression. And this feeling lasted all the time I was at home; I was not myself under the stare of all those cold, uncomprehending Norwegian eyes at the windows and in the streets.”

Ibsen had now been more than ten years am exile from Norway, and his sentiments with regard to his own people were still what they were when, in July, 1872, he had sent home his Ode for the Millenary Festival. That very striking poem, one of the most solid of Ibsen’s lyrical performances, had opened in the key of unmitigated defiance to popular opinion at home. It was intended to show Norwegians that they must alter their attitude towards him, as he would never change his behavior towards them. “My countrymen,” he said: — 

   My countrymen, who filled for me deep bowls
       Of wholesome bitter medicine, such as gave
       The poet, on the margin of his grave,
     Fresh force to fight where broken twilight rolls, — 
       My countrymen, who sped me o’er the wave,
     An exile, with my griefs for pilgrim-soles,
     My fears for burdens, doubts for staff, to roam, — 
     From the wide world I send you greeting home.
 

   I send you thanks for gifts that help and harden,
       Thanks for each hour of purifying pain;
     Each plant that springs in my poetic garden
        Is rooted where your harshness poured its rain;
     Each shoot in which it blooms and burgeons forth
     It owes to that gray weather from the North;
     The sun relaxes, but the fog secures!
     My country, thanks! My life’s best gifts were yours.
 

In spite of these sardonic acknowledgments. Ibsen’s fame in Norway, though still disputed, was now secure. In Denmark and Sweden it was almost unchallenged, and he was a name, at least, in Germany. In England, since 1872, he had not been without a prophet. But in Italy, Russia, France — three countries upon the intelligence of which he was presently to make a wide and durable impression — he was still quite unknown.

Meanwhile, in glancing over the general literature of Europe, we see his figure, at the threshold of his fiftieth year, taking greater and greater prominence. He had become, in the sudden exinction of the illustrious old men of Denmark, the first living writer of the North. He was to Norway what Valera was to Spain, Carducci to Italy, Swinburne or Rossetti to England, and Leconte de Lisle to France. These were mainly lyrical poets, but it must not be forgotten that Ibsen, down at least till 1871, was prominently illustrious as a writer in metrical form. If, in  the second portion of his career, he resolutely deprived himself of all indulgence in the ornament of verse, it was a voluntary act of austerity. It was Charles V at Yuste, wilfully exchanging the crown of jewels for the coarse brown cowl of St. Jerome. And now, after a year or two of prayer and fasting, Ibsen began a new intellectual career.






  








CHAPTER IV. 1875-82
 

While Ibsen was sitting at Munich, in this climacteric stage of his career, dreaming of wonderful things and doing nothing, there came to him, in the early months of 1875, two new plays by his chief rival. These were The Editor and A Bankruptcy, in which Björnson suddenly swooped from his sagas and his romances down into the middle of sordid modern life. This was his first attempt at that “photography by comedy” which he had urged on Ibsen in 1868. It is not, I think, recorded what was Ibsen’s comment on these two plays, and particularly on A Bankruptcy, but it is written broadly over the surface of his own next work. It is obvious that he perceived that Björnson had carried a very spirited raid into his own particular province, and he was determined to drive this audacious enemy back by means of greater audacities.

Not at once, however; for an extraordinary languor seemed to have fallen upon Ibsen. His isolation from society became extreme; for nearly a year he gave no sign of life. In September, 1875, indeed, if not earlier, he was at work on a five-act play, but what this was is unknown. It seems to have been in the winter of 1876, after an unprecedented period of inanimation, that he started a new comedy, The Pillars of Society, which was finished in Munich in July, 1877, that summer being unique in the fact that the Ibsens do not seem to have left town at all.

Ibsen was now a good deal altered in the exteriors of character. With his fiftieth year he presents himself as no more the Poet, but the Man of Business. Molbech told me that at this time the velveteen jacket, symbol of the dear delays of art, was discarded in favor of a frock- coat, too tight across the chest. Ibsen was now beginning, rather shyly, very craftily, to invest money; he even found himself in frequent straits for ready coin from his acute impatience to set every rix-dollar breeding. He cast the suspicion of poetry from him, and with his gold spectacles, his Dundreary whiskers, his broadcloth bosom and his quick staccato step, he adopted the pose of a gentleman of affairs, very positive and with no nonsense about him.

He had long determined on the wilful abandonment of poetic form, and the famous statement made in a letter to myself (January 15, 1874) must be quoted, although it is well known, since it contains the clearest of all the explanations by which Ibsen justified his new departure: — 

You are of opinion that the drama [Emperor and Galilean] ought to have been written in verse, and that it would have gained by this. Here I must differ from you. The play is, as you will have observed, conceived in the most realistic style: the illusion I wished to produce is that of reality. I wished to produce the impression on the reader that what he was reading was something that had really happened. If I had employed verse, I should have counteracted my own intention and prevented the accomplishment of the task I had set myself. The many ordinary insignificant characters whom I have intentionally introduced into the play would have become indistinct, and indistinguishable from one another, if I had allowed all of them to speak in one and the same rhythmical measure. We are no longer living in the days of Shakespeare. Among sculptors there is already talk of painting statues in the natural colors. Much can be said both for and against this. I have no desire to see the Venus of Milo painted, but I would rather see the head of a negro executed in black than in white marble. Speaking generally, the style must conform to the degree of ideality which pervades the representation. My new drama is no tragedy in the ancient acceptation; what I desired to depict were human beings, and therefore I would not let them talk “the language of the Gods.”

This revolt against dramatic verse was a feature of the epoch. In 1877 Alphonse Daudet was to write of a comedy, “Mais, hélas! cette pièce est en vers, et l’ennui s’y promène librement entre les rimes.”

No poet, however, sacrificed so much, or held so rigidly to his intention of reproducing the exact language of real life, as did Ibsen in the series of plays which opens with The Pillars of Society. This drama was published in Copenhagen in October, 1877, and was acted almost immediately in Denmark, Sweden and Norway; it had the good fortune to be taken up warmly in Germany. What Ibsen’s idea was, in the new sort of realistic drama which he was inventing, was, in fact, perceived at once by German audiences, although it was not always approved of. He was the guest of the theatromaniac Duke of Saxe-Meiningen, and The Pillars of Society was played in many parts of Germany. In Scandinavia the book of the play sold well, and the piece had some success on the boards, but it did not create anything like so much excitement as the author had hoped that it would. Danish taste pronounced it “too German.”

For the fact that The Pillars of Society, except in Scandinavia and Germany, did not then, and never has since, taken a permanent hold upon the theatre, Mr. William Archer gives a reason which cannot be controverted, namely, that by the time the other foreign publics had fully awakened to the existence of Ibsen, he himself had so far outgrown the phase of his development marked by Pillars of Society, that the play already seemed commonplace and old-fashioned. It exactly suited the German public of the eighties; it was exactly on a level with their theatrical intelligence. But it was above the theatrical intelligence of the Anglo-American public, and ... below that of the French public. This is of course an exaggeration. What I mean is that there was no possible reason why the countrymen of Augier and Dumas should take any special interest in Pillars of Society. It was not obviously in advance of these masters in technical skill, and the vein of Teutonic sentiment running through it could not greatly appeal to the Parisian public of that period.

The subject of The Pillars of Society was the hollowness and rottenness of those supports, and the severe and unornamented prose which Ibsen now adopted was very favorable to its discussion. He was accused, however, of having lived so long away from home as to have fallen out of touch with real Norwegian life, which he studied in the convex mirror of the newspapers. It is more serious objection to The Pillars of Society that in it, as little as in The League of Youth, had Ibsen cut himself off from the traditions of the well-made play. Gloomy and homely as are the earlier acts, Ibsen sees as yet no way out of the imbroglio but that known to Scribe and the masters of the “well- made” play. The social hypocrisy of Consul Bernick is condoned by a sort of death-bed repentance at the close, which is very much of the usual “bless-ye-my-children” order. The loss of the Indian Girl is miraculously prevented, and at the end the characters are solemnized and warned, yet are left essentially none the worse for their alarm. This, unfortunately, is not the mode in which the sins of scheming people find them out in real life. But to the historical critic it is very interesting to see Björnson and Ibsen nearer one another in A Bankruptcy and The Pillars of Society than they had ever been before. They now started on a course of eager, though benevolent, rivalry which was eminently to the advantage of each of them.

No feature of Ibsen’s personal career is more interesting than his relation to Björnson. Great as the genius of Ibsen was, yet, rating it as ungrudgingly as possible, we have to admit that Björnson’s character was the more magnetic and more radiant of the two. Ibsen was a citizen of the world; he belonged, in a very remarkable degree, to the small class of men whose intelligence lifts them above the narrowness of local conditions, who belong to civilization at large, not to the system of one particular nation. He was, in consequence, endowed, almost automatically, with the instinct of regarding ideas from a central point; if he was to be limited at all, he might be styled European, although, perhaps, few Western citizens would have had less difficulty than he in making themselves comprehended by a Chinese, Japanese or Indian mind of unusual breadth and cultivation. On the other hand, in accepting the advantages of this large mental outlook, he was forced to abandon those of nationality. No one can say that Ibsen was, until near the end of his life, a good Norwegian, and he failed, by his utterances, to vibrate the local mind. But Björnson, with less originality, was the typical patriot in literature, and what he said, and thought, and wrote was calculated to stir the local conscience to the depths of its being.

When, therefore, in 1867, Ibsen, who was bound by all natural obligations and tendencies to remain on the best terms with Björnson, allowed the old friendship between them to lapse into positive antagonism, he was following the irresistible evolution of his fate, as Björnson was following his. It was as inevitable that Ibsen should grow to his full height in solitude as it was that Björnson should pine unless he was fed by the dew and sunlight of popular meetings, torchlight processions of students and passionate appeals to local sentiment. Trivial causes, such as those which we have chronicled earlier, might seem to lead up to a division, but that division was really inherent in the growth of the two men.

Ibsen, however, was not wholly a gainer at first even in genius, by the separation. It cut him off from Norway too entirely, and it threw him into the arms of Germany. There were thirteen years in which Ibsen and Björnson were nothing to one another, and these were not years of unmingled mental happiness for either of them. But during this long period each of these very remarkable men “came into his kingdom,” and when there was no longer any chance that either of there could warp the nature of the other, fate brought them once more together.

The reconciliation began, of course, with a gracious movement from Björnson. At the end of 1880, writing for American readers, Björnson had the generous candor to say: “I think I have a pretty thorough acquaintance with the dramatic literature of the world, and I have not the slightest hesitation in saying that Henrik Ibsen possesses more dramatic power than any other play-writer of our day.” When we remember that, in France alone, Augier and Dumas fils and Hugo, Halévy and Meilhac and Labiche, were all of them alive, the compliment, though a sound, was a vivid one. Sooner or later, everything that was said about Ibsen, though it were whispered in Choctaw behind the altar of a Burmese temple, came round to Ibsen’s ears, and this handsome tribute from the rival produced its effect. And when, shortly afterwards, still in America, Björnson was nearly killed in a railway accident, Ibsen broke the long silence by writing to him a most cordial letter of congratulation.

The next incident was the publication of Ghosts, when Björnson, now thoroughly roused, stood out almost alone, throwing the vast prestige of his judgment into the empty scale against the otherwise unanimous black- balling. Then the reconcilement was full and fraternal, and Ibsen wrote from Rome (January 24, 1882), with an emotion rare indeed for him: “The only man in Norway who has frankly, boldly and generously taken my part is Björnson. It is just like him; he has, in truth, a great, a kingly soul; and I shall never forget what he has done now.” Six months later, on occasion of Björnson’s jubilee, Ibsen telegraphed: “My thanks for the work done side by side with me in the service of freedom these twenty- five years.” These words wiped away all unhappy memories of the past; they gave public recognition to the fact that, though the two great poets had been divided for half a generation by the forces of circumstance, they had both been fighting at wings of the same army against the common enemy.

This, however, takes us for the moment a little too far ahead. After the publication of The Pillars of Society, Ibsen remained quiet for some time; indeed, from this date we find him adopting the practice which was to be regular with him henceforth, namely, that of letting his mind lie fallow for one year after the issue of each of his works, and then spending another year in the formation of the new play. Munich gradually became tedious to him, and he justly observed that the pressure of German surroundings was unfavorable to the healthy evolution of his genius. In 1878 he went back to Rome, which, although it was no longer the quiet and aristocratic Rome of Papal days, was still immensely attractive to his temperament. He was now, in some measure, “a person of means,” and he made the habit of connoisseurship his hobby. He formed a small collection of pictures, selecting works with, as he believed, great care. The result could be seen long afterwards by those who visited him in his final affluence, for they hung round the rooms of the sumptuous flat in which he spent his old age and in which he died. His taste, as far as one remembers, was for the Italian masters of the decline, and whether he selected pictures with a good judgment must be left for others to decide. Probably he shared with Shelley a fondness for the Guercinos and the Guido Renis, whom we can now admire only in defiance of Ruskin.

In April, 1879, it is understood, a story was told him of an incident in the Danish courts, the adventure of a young married woman in one of the small towns of Zealand, which set his thoughts running on a new dramatic enterprise. He was still curiously irritated by contemplating, in his mind’s eye, the “respectable, estimable narrowmindedness and worldliness” of social conditions in Norway, where there was no aristocracy, and where a lower middle-class took the place of a nobility, with, as he thought, sordid results. But he was no longer suffering from what he himself had called “the feeling of an insane man staring at one single, hopelessly black spot.” He went to Amalfi for the summer, and in that delightful spot, so curiously out of keeping with his present rigidly prosaic mood, he set himself to write what is probably the most widely famous of all his works, A Doll’s House. The day before he started he wrote to me from Rome (in an unpublished letter of July 4, 1879): “I have been living here with my family since September last, and most of that time I have been occupied with the idea of a new dramatic work, which I shall now soon finish, and which will be published in October. It is a serious drama, really a family drama, dealing with modern conditions and in particular with the problems which complicate marriage.” This play he finished, lingering at Amalfi, in September, 1879. It was an engineer’s experiment at turning up and draining a corner of the moral swamp which Norwegian society seemed to be to his violent and ironic spirit.

A Doll’s House was Ibsen’s first unqualified success. Not merely was it the earliest of his plays which excited universal discussion, but in its construction and execution it carried out much further than its immediate precursors Ibsen’s new ideal as an unwavering realist. Mr. Arthur Symons has well said [Note: The Quarterly Review for October, 1906.] that “A Doll’s House is the first of Ibsen’s plays in which the puppets have no visible wires.” It may even be said that it was the first modern drama in which no wires had been employed. Not that even here the execution is perfect, as Ibsen afterwards made it. The arm of coincidence is terribly shortened, and the early acts, clever and entertaining as they are, are still far from the inevitability of real life. But when, in the wonderful last act, Nora issues from her bedroom, dressed to go out, to Helmer’s and the audience’s stupefaction, and when the agitated pair sit down to “have it out,” face to face across the table, then indeed the spectator feels that a new thing has been born in drama, and, incidentally, that the “well-made play” has suddenly become as dead as Queen Anne. The grimness, the intensity of life, are amazing in this final scene, where the old happy ending is completely abandoned for the first time, and where the paradox of life is presented without the least shuffling or evasion.

It was extraordinary how suddenly it was realized that A Doll’s House was a prodigious performance. All Scandinavia rang with Nora’s “declaration of independence.” People left the theatre, night after night, pale with excitement, arguing, quarrelling, challenging. The inner being had been unveiled for a moment, and new catchwords were repeated from mouth to mouth. The great statement and reply—”No man sacrifices his honor, even for one he loves,” “Hundreds of thousands of women have done so!” — roused interminable discussion in countless family circles. The disputes were at one time so violent as to threaten the peace of households; a school of imitators at once sprang up to treat the situation, from slightly different points of view, in novel, poem and drama. [Note: The reader who desires to obtain further light on the technical quality of A Doll’s House can do no better than refer to Mr. William Archer’s elaborate analysis of it (Fortnightly Review, July, 1906.)]

The universal excitement which Ibsen had vainly hoped would be awakened by The Pillars of Society came, when he was not expecting it, to greet A Doll’s House. Ibsen was stirred by the reception of his latest play into a mood rather different from that which he expressed at any other period. As has often been said, he did not pose as a prophet or as a reformer, but it did occur to him now that he might exercise a strong moral influence, and in writing to his German translator, Ludwig Passarge, he said (June 16, 1880):

Everything that I have written has the closest possible connection with what I have lived through, even if it has not been my own personal experience; in every new poem or play I have aimed at my own spiritual emancipation and purification — for a man shares the responsibility and the guilt of the society to which he belongs.

It was in this spirit of unusual gravity that he sat down to the composition of Ghosts. There is little or no record of how he occupied himself at Munich and Berchtesgaden in 1880, except that in March he began to sketch, and then abandoned, what afterwards became The Lady from the Sea. In the autumn of that year, indulging once more his curious restlessness, he took all his household gods and goods again to Rome. His thoughts turned away from dramatic art for a moment, and he planned an autobiography, which was to deal with the gradual development of his mind, and to be called From Skien to Rome. Whether he actually wrote any of this seems uncertain; that he should have planned it shows a certain sense of maturity, a suspicion that, now in his fifty-third year, he might be nearly at the end of his resources. As a matter of fact, he was just entering upon a new inheritance. In the summer of 1881 he went, as usual now, to Sorrento, and there [Note: So the authorities state: but in an unpublished letter to myself, dated Rome, November 26, 1880, I find Ibsen saying, “Just now I am beginning to exercise my thoughts over a new drama; I hope I shall finish it in the course of next summer.” It seems to have been already his habit to meditate long about a subject before it took any definite literary form in his mind.] the plot of Ghosts revealed itself to him. This work was composed with more than Ibsen’s customary care, and was published at the beginning of December, in an edition of ten thousand copies.

Before the end of 1881 Ibsen was aware of the terrific turmoil which Ghosts had begun to occasion. He wrote to Passarge: “My new play has now appeared, and has occasioned a terrible uproar in the Scandinavian press. Every day I receive letters and newspaper articles decrying or praising it. I consider it absolutely impossible that any German theatre will accept the play at present. I hardly believe that they will dare to play it in any Scandinavian country for some time to come.” It was, in fact, not acted publicly anywhere until 1883, when the Swedes ventured to try it, and the Germans followed in 1887. The Danes resisted it much longer.

Ibsen declared that he was quite prepared for the hubbub; he would doubtless have been much disappointed if it had not taken place; nevertheless, he was disconcerted at the volume and the violence of the attacks. Yet he must have known that in the existing condition of society, and the limited range of what was then thought a defensible criticism of that condition, Ghosts must cause a virulent scandal. There has been, especially in Germany, a great deal of medico- philosophical exposure of the under-side of life since 1880. It is hardly possible that, there, or in any really civilized country, an analysis of the causes of what is, after all, one of the simplest and most conventional forms of hereditary disease could again excite such a startling revulsion of feeling. Krafft-Ebing and a crew of investigators, Strindberg, Brieux, Hauptmann, and a score of probing playwrights all over the Continent, have gone further and often fared much worse than Ibsen did when he dived into the family history of Kammerherre Alving. When we read Ghosts to-day we cannot recapture the “new shudder” which it gave us a quarter of a century ago. Yet it must not be forgotten that the publication of it, in that hide-bound time, was an act of extraordinary courage. Georg Brandes, always clearsighted, was alone in being able to perceive at once that Ghosts was no attack on society, but an effort to place the responsibilities of men and women on a wholesomer and surer footing, by direct reference to the relation of both to the child.

When the same eminent critic, however, went on to say that Ghosts was “a poetic treatment of the question of heredity,” it was more difficult to follow him. Now that the flash and shock of the playwright’s audacity are discounted, it is natural to ask ourselves whether, as a work of pure art, Ghosts stands high among Ibsen’s writings. I confess, for my own part, that it seems to me deprived of “poetic” treatment, that is to say, of grace, charm and suppleness, to an almost fatal extent. It is extremely original, extremely vivid and stimulating, but, so far as a foreigner may judge, the dialogue seems stilted and uniform, the characters, with certain obvious exceptions, rather types than persons. In the old fighting days it was necessary to praise Ghosts with extravagance, because the vituperation of the enemy was so stupid and offensive, but now that there are no serious adversaries left, cooler judgment admits — not one word that the idiot-adversary said, but — that there are more convincing plays than Ghosts in Ibsen’s repertory.

Up to this time, Ibsen had been looked upon as the mainstay of the Conservative party in Norway, in opposition to Björnson, who led the Radicals. But the author of Ghosts, who was accused of disseminating anarchism and nihilism, was now smartly drummed out of the Tory camp without being welcomed among the Liberals. Each party was eager to disown him. He was like Coriolanus, when he was deserted by nobles and people alike, and

suffer’d by the voice of slaves to be Whoop’d out of Rome.

The situation gave Ibsen occasion, from the perspective of his exile, to form some impressions of political life which were at once pungent and dignified:

“I am more and more confirmed” [he said, Jan, 3, 1882] “in my belief that there is something demoralizing in politics and parties. I, at any rate, shall never be able to join a party which has the majority on its side. Björnson says, ‘The majority is always right’; and as a practical politician he is bound, I suppose, to say so. I, on the contrary, of necessity say, ‘The minority is always right.’“

In order to place this view clearly before his countrymen, he set about composing the extremely vivid and successful play, perhaps the most successful pamphlet-play that ever was written, which was to put forward in the clearest light the claim of the minority. He was very busy with preparations for it all through the summer of 1882, which he spent at what was now to be for many years his favorite summer resort, Gossensass in the Tyrol, a place which is consecrated to the memory of Ibsen in the way that Pornic belongs to Robert Browning and the Bel Alp to Tyndall, holiday homes in foreign countries, dedicated to blissful work without disturbance. Here, at a spot now officially named the “Ibsenplatz,” he composed The Enemy of the People, engrossed in his invention as was his wont, reading nothing and thinking of nothing but of the persons whose history he was weaving. Oddly enough, he thought that this, too, was to be a “placable” play, written to amuse and stimulate, but calculated to wound nobody’s feelings. The fact was that Ibsen, like some ocelot or panther of the rocks, had a paw much heavier than he himself realized, and his “play,” in both senses, was a very serious affair, when he descended to sport with common humanity.

Another quotation, this time from a letter to Brandes, must be given to show what Ibsen’s attitude was at this moment to his fatherland and to his art:

“When I think how slow and heavy and dull the general intelligence is at home, when I notice the low standard by which everything is judged, a deep despondency comes over me, and it often seems to me that I might just as well end my literary activity at once. They really do not need poetry at home; they get along so well with the party newspapers and the Lutheran Weekly.”

If Ibsen thought that he was offering them “poetry” in The Enemy of the People, he spoke in a Scandinavian sense. Our criticism has never opened its arms wide enough to embrace all imaginative literature as poetry, and in the English sense nothing in the world’s drama is denser or more unqualified prose than The Enemy of the People, without a tinge of romance or rhetoric, as “unideal” as a blue-book. It is, nevertheless, one of the most certainly successful of its author’s writings; as a stage-play it rivets the attention; as a pamphlet it awakens irresistible sympathy; as a specimen of dramatic art, its construction and evolution are almost faultless. Under a transparent allegory, it describes the treatment which Ibsen himself had received at the hands of the Norwegian public for venturing to tell them that their spa should be drained before visitors were invited to flock to it. Nevertheless, the playwright has not made the mistake of identifying his own figure with that of Dr. Stockmann, who is an entirely independent creation. Mr. Archer has compared the hero with Colonel Newcome, whose loquacious amicability he does share, but Stockmann’s character has much more energy and initiative than Colonel Newcome’s, whom we could never fancy rousing himself “to purge society.”

Ibsen’s practical wisdom in taking the bull by the horns in his reply to the national reception of Ghosts was proved by the instant success of The Enemy of the People. Presented to the public in this new and audacious form, the problem of a “moral water-supply” struck sensible Norwegians as less absurd and less dangerous than they had conceived it to be. The reproof was mordant, and the worst offenders crouched under the lash. Ghosts itself was still, for some time, tabooed, but The Enemy of the People received a cordial welcome, and has remained ever since one of the most popular of Ibsen’s writings. It is still extremely effective on the stage, and as it is lightened by more humor than the author is commonly willing to employ, it attracts even those who are hostile to the intrusion of anything solemn behind the footlights.








  








CHAPTER VII. 1883-91
 

With the appearance of An Enemy of the People, which was published in November, 1882, Ibsen entered upon a new stage in his career. He had completely broken with the Conservative party in Norway, without having gratified or won the confidence of the Liberals. He was now in personal relations of friendliness with Björnson, whose generous approval of his work as a dramatist sustained his spirits, but his own individualism had been intensified by the hostile reception of Ghosts. His life was now divided between Rome in the winter and Gossensass in the summer, and in the Italian city, as in the Tyrolese village, he wandered solitary, taciturn, absorbed in his own thoughts. His meditations led him more and more into a lonely state. He floated, as on a prophet’s carpet, between the political heavens and earth, capriciously refusing to ascend or to alight. He had come to a sceptical stage in his mental evolution, a stage in which he was to remain for a considerable time, gradually modifying it in a conservative direction. One wonders what the simple- minded and stalwart Björnson thought of being quietly told (March 28, 1884) that the lower classes are nowhere liberal-minded or self- sacrificing, and that “in the views expressed by our [Norwegian] peasants there is not an atom more of real Liberalism than is to be found among the ultramontane peasantry of the Tyrol.” In politics Ibsen had now become a pagan; “I do not believe,” he said, “in the emancipatory power of political measures, nor have I much confidence in the altruism and good will of those in power.” This sense of the uselessness of effort is strongly marked in the course of the next work on which he was engaged, the very brilliant, but saturnine and sardonic tragi-comedy of The Wild Duck. The first sketch of it was made during the spring of 1884 in Rome, but the dramatist took it to Gossensass with him for the finishing touches, and did not perfect it until the autumn. It is remarkable that Ibsen invariably speaks of The Wild Duck, when he mentions it in his correspondence, in terms of irony. He calls it a collection of crazy tricks or tomfooleries, galskaber, an expression which carries with it, in this sense, a confession of wilful paradox. In something of the same spirit, Robert Browning, in the old days before he was comprehended, used to speak of “the entirely unintelligible Sordello,” as if, sarcastically, to meet criticism half-way.

When The Wild Duck was first circulated among Ibsen’s admirers, it was received with some bewilderment. Quite slowly the idea received acceptance that the hitherto so serious and even angry satirist was, to put it plainly, laughing at himself. The faithful were reluctant to concede it. But one sees now, clearly enough, that in a sense it was so. I have tried to show, we imagine Ibsen saying, that your hypocritical sentimentality needs correction — you live in “A Doll’s House.” I have dared to point out to you that your society is physically and morally rotten and full of “Ghosts.” You have repudiated my honest efforts as a reformer, and called me “An Enemy of the People.” Very well, then, have it so if you please. What a fool am I to trouble about you at all. Go down a steep place in Gadara and drown yourselves. If it amuses you, it can amuse me also to be looked upon as Gregers Werle. Vogue la galère. “But as the play is neither to deal with the Supreme Court, nor the right of absolute veto, nor even with the removal of the sign of the union from the flag,” burning questions then and afterwards in Norwegian politics, “it can hardly count upon arousing much interest in Norway”; it will, however, amuse me immensely to point out the absurdity of my caring. It is in reading The Wild Duck that for the first time the really astonishing resemblance which Ibsen bears to Euripedes becomes apparent to us. This is partly because the Norwegian dramatist now relinquishes any other central object than the presentation to his audience of the clash of temperament, and partly because here at last, and for the future always, he separates himself from everything that is not catastrophe. More than any earlier play, more even than Ghosts, The Wild Duck is an avalanche which has begun to move, and with a movement unaffected by the incidents of the plot, long before the curtain rises. The later plays of Ibsen, unlike almost all other modern dramas, depend upon nothing that happens while they are being exhibited, but rush downwards to their inevitable close in obedience to a series of long-precedent impulses. In order to gain this effect, the dramatist has to be acquainted with everything that has ever happened to his personages, and we are informed that Ibsen used to build up in his own mind, for months at a time, the past history of his puppets. He was now master of this practice. We are not surprised, therefore, to find one of the most penetrating of dramatic critics remarking of The Wild Duck that “never before had the poet displayed such an amazing power of fascinating and absorbing us by the gradual withdrawal of veil after veil from the past.”

The result of a searching determination to deal with personal and not typical forms of temperament is seen in the firmness of the portraiture in The Wild Duck, where, I think, less than ever before, is to be found a trace of that incoherency which is to be met with occasionally in all the earlier works of Ibsen, and which seems like the effect of a sudden caprice or change of the point of view. There is, so far as I can judge, no trace of this in The Wild Duck, where the continuity of aspect is extraordinary. Confucius assures us that if we tell him our past, he will tell us our future, and although several of the characters in The Wild Duck are the most sordid of Ibsen’s creations, the author has made himself so deeply familiar with them that they are absolutely lifelike. The detestable Hialmar, in whom, by the looking-glass of a disordered liver, any man may see a picture of himself; the pitiable Gregers Werle, perpetually thirteenth at table, with his genius for making an utter mess of other people’s lives; the vulgar Gina; the beautiful girlish figure of the little martyred Hedvig — all are wholly real and living persons.

The subject of the play, of course, is one which we do not expect, or had not hitherto expected, from Ibsen. It is the danger of “a sick conscience” and the value of illusion. Society may be full of poisonous vapors and be built on a framework of lies; it is nevertheless prudent to consider whether the ideal advantages of disturbing it overweigh the practical disadvantages, and above all to bear in mind that if you rob the average man of his illusions, you are almost sure to rob him of his happiness. The topsy-turvy nature of a this theme made Ibsen as nearly “rollicking” as he ever became in his life. We can imagine than as he wrote the third act of The Wild Duck, where so horrible a luncheon party—”we’ll all keep a corner” — gloats over the herring salad, he indulged again and again in those puffs of soundless and formidable mirth which Mr. Johan Paulsen describes as so surprising an element of conversation with Ibsen.

To the gossip of that amiable Boswell, too, we must turn for a valuable impression of the solidification of Ibsen’s habits which began about this time, and which marked then even before he left Munich. He had now successfully separated himself from all society, and even his family saw him only at meals. Visitors could not penetrate to him, but, if sufficiently courageous, must hang about on the staircase, hoping to catch him for a moment as he hurried out to the cafe. Within his study, into which the daring Paulsen occasionally ventured, Ibsen, we are to believe, did nothing at all, but “sat bent over the pacific ocean of his own mind, which mirrored for him a world far more fascinating, vast and rich than that which lay spread around him.” [Note: Samliv med Ibsen, 1906, p. 30.]

And now the celebrated afternoons at the cafes had begun. In Rome Ibsen had his favorite table, and he would sit obliquely facing a mirror in which, half hidden by a newspaper and by the glitter of his gold spectacles, he could command a sight of the whole restaurant, and especially of the door into the street. Every one who entered, every couple that conversed, every movement of the scene, gave something to those untiring eyes. The newspaper and the cafe mirror — these were the books which, for the future, Ibsen was almost exclusively to study; and out of the gestures of a pair of friends at a table, out of a paragraph in a newspaper, even out of the terms of an advertisement, he could build up a drama. Incessant observation of real life, incessant capture of unaffected, unconsidered phrases, actual living experience leaping in his hands like a captive wild animal, this was now the substance from which all Ibsen’s dreams and dramas were woven. Concentration of attention on the vital play of character, this was his one interest.

Out of this he was roused by a sudden determination to go at last and see for himself what life in Norway was really like. A New England wit once denied that a certain brilliant and Europe-loving American author was a cosmopolitan. “No,” he said, “a cosmopolitan is at home even in his own country.” Ibsen began to doubt whether he was not too far off to follow events in Norway — and these were now beginning to be very exciting — well enough to form an independent judgment about them; and after twenty years of exile there is no doubt that the question was fairly put. The Wild Duck had been published in November, 1884, and had been acted everywhere in Scandinavia with great success. The critics and the public were agreed for the first time that Ibsen was a very great national genius, and that if Norway was not proud of him it would make a fool of itself in the eyes of Europe.

Ibsen had said that Norway was a barbarous country, inhabited by two millions of cats and dogs, but so many agreeable and highly-civilized compliments found their way to him in Rome that he began to fancy that the human element was beginning to be introduced. At all events, he would see for himself, and in June, 1885, instead of stopping at Gossensass, he pushed bravely on and landed in Christiania.

At first all went well, but from the very beginning of the visit he observed, or thought he observed, awkward phenomena. The country was thrilled with political excitement, and it vibrated with rhetorical resolutions which seemed to Ibsen very empty. He had a constitutional horror of purely theoretical questions, and these were occupying Norway from one end to the other. The King’s veto, the consular difficulty, the Swedish emblem in the national flag, these were the subjects of frenzied discussion, and in none of these did Ibsen take any sort of pleasure. He was not politically far-sighted, it must be confessed, nor did he guess what practical proportions these “theoretical questions” were to assume in the immediate future.

That great writer and delightful associate, the Swedish poet, Count Snoilsky, one of the few whose company never wearied or irritated Ibsen, joined him in the far north. They spent a pleasant, quiet time together at Molde, that enchanting little sub-arctic town, where it looks southward over the shining fjord, with the Romsdalhorn forever guarding the mountainous horizon. Here no politics intruded, and Ibsen, when Snoilsky had left him, already thinking of a new drama, lingered on at Molde, spending hours on hours at the end of the jetty, gazing into the clear, cold sea. His passion for the sea had never betrayed him, and at Rome, where he had long given up going to any galleries or studios, he still haunted the house of a Norwegian marine painter, Nils Hansteen, whose sketches reminded him of old days and recollected waters.

But the autumn comes on apace in these high latitudes, and Ibsen had to return to Christiania with its torchlight processions, and late noisy feasts, and triumphant revolutionary oratory. He disliked it extremely, and he made up his mind to go back to the indifferent South, where people did not worry about such things. Unfortunately, the inhabitants of Christiania did not leave him alone. They were not content to have him among them as a retired observer, they wanted to make him stand out definitely on one political side or the other. He was urged, at the end of September, to receive the inevitable torchlight procession planned in his honor by the Union of Norwegian Students. He was astute enough to see that this might compromise his independence, but he was probably too self-conscious in believing that a trap was being laid for him. He said that, not having observed that his presence gave the Union any great pleasure, he did not care to have its expression of great joy at t his departure. This was not polite, for it does not appear that the students had any idea that he intended to depart. He would not address a reply to the Union as a body, but to “my friends among the students.”

A committee called upon him to beg him to reconsider his resolution, but he roundly told them that he knew that they were reactionaries, and wanted to annex him to their party, and that he was not blind to their tricks. They withdrew in confusion, and Ibsen, in an agony of nervous ness, determined to put the sea between himself and their machinations. Early in October he retreated, or rather fled, to Copenhagen, and thence to Munich, where he breathed again. Meanwhile, the extreme liberal faction among the students claimed that his action had meant that he was heart and soul with them, as against the reactionaries. A young Mr. Ove Rode, who had interviewed him, took upon himself to say that these were Ibsen’s real sentiments. Ibsen fairly stamped with rage, and declared, in furious communications, that all these things were done on purpose. “It was an opportunity to insult a poet which it would have been a sad pity to lose,” he remarked, with quivering pen. A reverberant controversy sprang up in the Norwegian newspapers, and Ibsen, in his Bavarian harbor of refuge, continued to vibrate all through the winter of 1885. The exile’s return to his native country had proved to be far from a success.

Already his new play was taking shape, and the success of his great personal ambition, namely that his son, Sigurd, should be taken with honor into the diplomatic service of his country, did such to calm his spirits. Ibsen was growing rich now, as well as famous, and if only the Norwegians would let him alone, he might well be happy. The new play was Rosmersholm, and it took its impulse from a speech which Ibsen had made during his journey, at Trondhjem, where he expounded the gospel of individualism to a respectful audience of workingmen, and had laid down the necessity of introducing an aristocratic strain, et adeligt element, into the life of a truly democratic state, a strain which woman and labor were to unite in developing. He said: “I am thinking, of course, not of birth, nor of money, nor even of intellect, but of the nobility which grows out of character. It is character alone which can make us free.” This nobility of character must be fostered, mainly, by the united efforts of motherhood and labor. This was quite a new creed in Norway, and it bewildered his hearers, but it is remarkable to notice how the best public feeling in Scandinavia has responded to the appeal, and how little surprise the present generation would express at a repetition of such sentiments. And out of this idea of “nobility” of public character Rosmersholm directly sprang.

We are not left to conjecture in this respect. In a letter to Björn Kristensen (February 13, 1887), Ibsen deliberately explained, while correcting a misconception of the purpose of Rosmersholm, that “the play deals with the struggle which all serious-minded human beings have to wage with themselves in order to bring their lives into harmony with their convictions. ... Conscience is very conservative. It has its deep roots in tradition and the past generally, and hence the conflict.” When we come to read Rosmersholm it is not difficult to see how this order of ideas dominated Ibsen’s mind when he wrote it. The mansion called by that name is typical of the ancient traditions of Norwegian bourgeois aristocracy, which are not to be subservient to such modern and timid conservatism as is represented by Rector Kroll, with his horror of all things new because they are new. The Rosmer strain, in its inherent nobility, is to be superior to a craven horror of the democracy, and is to show, by the courage with which it fulfils its personal destiny, that it looks above and beyond all these momentary prejudices, and accepts, from all hands, whatever is wise and of good report.

The misfortune is that Ibsen, in unconscious bondage to his ideas, did not construct his drama sturdily enough on realistic lines. While not one of his works is more suggestive than Rosmersholm, there is not one which gives the unbeliever more opportunity to blaspheme. This ancestral house of a great rich race, which is kept up by the ministrations of a single aged female servant, stands in pure Cloud-Cuckoo Land. The absence of practical amenities in the Rosmer family might be set down to eccentricity, if all the other personages were not equally ill-provided. Rebecca, glorious heroine according to some admirers, “criminal, thief and murderess,” as another admirer pleonastically describes her, is a sort of troll; nobody can explain — and yet an explanation seems requisite — what she does in the house of Rosmer. In his eagerness to work out a certain sequence of philosophical ideas, the playwright for once neglected to be plausible. It is a very remarkable feature of Rosmersholm that in it, for the first time, and almost for the last, Ibsen, in the act of theorizing, loses his hold upon reality. He places his ingenious, elaborate and — given the premises — inevitable dénouement in a scene scarcely more credible than that of a Gilbert and Sullivan opera, and not one-tenth as amusing. Following, as it does, immediately on the heels of The Wild Duck, which was as remarkable a slice of real life as was ever brought before a theatrical audience, the artificiality of Rosmersholm shows Ibsen as an artist clearly stepping backward that he may leap the further forward.

In other words, Rosmersholm is the proof of Ibsen’s desire to conquer another field of drama. He had now for some years rejected with great severity all temptations from the poetic spirit, which was nevertheless ineradicable in him. He had wished to produce on the mind of the spectator no other impression than that he was observing something which had actually happened, exactly in the way and the words in which it would happen. He had formulated to the actress, Lucie Wolf, the principle that ideal dramatic poetry should be considered extinct, “like some preposterous animal form of prehistoric times.” But the soul of man cannot be fed with a stone, and Ibsen had now discovered that perfectly prosaic “slices of life” may be salutary and valuable on occasion, but that sooner or later a poet asks for more. He, therefore, a poet if ever there was one, had grown weary of the self-made law by which he had shut himself out from Paradise. He determined, grudgingly, and hardly knowing how to set about it, that he would once more give the spiritual and the imaginative qualities their place in his work. These had now been excluded for nearly twenty years, since the publication of Peer Gynt, and he would not resume them so far as to write his dramas again in verse. Verse in drama was doomed; or if not, it was at least a juvenile and fugitive skill not to be rashly picked up again by a business-like bard of sixty. But he would reopen the door to allegory and symbol, and especially to fantastic beauty of landscape.

The landscape of Rosmersholm has all, or at least much, of the old enchantment. The scene at the mill-dam links us once more with the woods and the waters which we had lost sight of since Peer Gynt. But this element was still more evident in The Lady from the Sea, which was. published in 1888. We have seen that Ibsen spent long hours, in the summer of 1885, at the end of the pier at Molde, gazing down into the waters, or watching the steamers arriving and departing, coming from the great sea beyond the fjord or going towards it. As was his wont, he stored up these impressions, making no immediate use of them. He actually prepared The Lady from the Sea in very different, although still marine surroundings. He went to Jutland, and settled for the summer at the pretty and ancient, but very mild little town of Saeby, with the sands in front of him and rolling woods behind. From Saeby it was a short journey to Frederikshavn, “which he liked very much — he could knock about all day among the shipping, talking to the sailors, and so forth. Besides, he found the neighborhood of the sea favorable to contemplation and constructive thought.” So Mr. Archer, who visited him at Saeby; and I myself, a year or two later, picked up at Frederikshavn an oral tradition of Ibsen, with his hands behind his back, and the frock-coat tightly buttoned, stalking, stalking alone for hours on the interminable promenade between the great harbor moles of Frederikshaven, no one daring to break in upon his formidable contemplation.

In several respects, though perhaps not in concentration of effect, The Lady from the Sea shows a distinct advance on Rosmersholm. It is never dull, never didactic, as its predecessor too often was, and there is thrown over the whole texture of it a glamour of romance, of mystery, of beauty, which had not appeared in Ibsen’s work since the completion of Peer Gynt. Again, after the appearance of so many strenuous tragedies, it was pleasant to welcome a pure comedy. The Lady from the Sea [Note: In the Neue Rundschau for December, 1906, there was published a first draft of The Lady from the Sea, dating as far back as 1800.] is connected with the previous plays by its emphatic defence of individuality and its statement of the imperative necessity of developing it; but the tone is sunny, and without a tinge of pessimism. It is in some respects the reverse of Rosmersholm; the bitterness of restrained and balked individuality, which ends in death, being contrasted with the sweetness of emancipated and gratified individuality, which leads to health and peace. To the remarkable estimate of The Lady from the Sea formed by some critics, and in particular by M. Jules de Gaultier, we shall return in a general consideration of the symbolic plays, of which it is the earliest. Enough to say here that even those who did not plunge so deeply into its mysteries found it a remarkably agreeable spectacle, and that it has continued to be, in Scandinavia and Germany, one of the most popular of its author’s works.

Ibsen left his little tavern at Saeby towards the end of September, 1887, in consequence of an invitation to proceed directly to Stockholm, where his Swedish admirers, now very numerous and enthusiastic, would no longer be deprived of the pleasure of entertaining him publicly. He appeared before them, the breast of his coat sparkling with foreign stars and crosses, the Urim and Thummim of general European recognition. He was now in his sixtieth year, and he had out lived all the obscurity of his youth. In the three Scandinavian countries — even in recalcitrant Norway — he was universally hailed as the greatest dramatist of the age. In Germany his fame was greater than that of any native writer of the sang class. In Italy and Russia he was entering on a career of high and settled popularity. Even in France and England his work was now discussed with that passionate interest which shows the vitality of what is even, for the moment, misinterpreted and disliked. His admirers at Stockholm told him that he had taken a foremost place in re-creating their sense of life, that he was a fashioner and a builder of new social forms, that he was, indeed, to thousands of them, the Master-Builder. The reply he made to their enthusiasm was dignified and reserved, but it revealed a sense of high gratification. Skule’s long doubt was over; he believed at last in his own kingdom, and that the world would be ultimately the better for the stamp of his masterful soul upon its surface.

It was in an unusually happy mood that he sat dreaming through the early part of the uneventful year 1889. But it gradually sank into melancholy when, in the following year, he settled down to the composition of a new play which was to treat of sad thoughts and tragic passions. He told Snoilsky that for several reasons this work made very slow progress, “and it robbed him of his summer holidays.” From May to November, 1890, he was uninterruptedly in Munich writing what is known to us now as Hedda Gabler. He finished it at last, saying as he did so, “It has not been my desire to deal in this play with so-called problems. What I principally wanted to do was to depict human beings, human emotions and human destinies, upon a groundwork of certain of the social conditions and principles of the present day.” It was a proof of the immense growth of Ibsen’s celebrity that editions of Hedda Gabler were called for almost simultaneously, in the winter of 1890, in London, New York, St. Petersburg, Leipzig, Berlin and Moscow, as well as in Copenhagen, Stockholm and Christiania. There was no other living author in the world at that moment who excited so much curiosity among the intellectual classes, and none who exercised so much influence on the younger generation of authors and thinkers.

In Hedda Gabler Ibsen returned, for the last time, but with concentrated vigor, to the prosaic ideal of his central period. He never succeeded in being more objective in drama, he never kept more closely to the bare facts of nature nor rejected more vigorously the ornaments of romance and rhetoric than in this amazing play. There is no poetic suggestion here, no species of symbol, white horse, or gnawing thing, or monster from the sea. I am wholly in agreement with Mr. Archer when he says that he finds it impossible to extract any sort of general idea from Hedda Gabler, or to accept it as a satire of any condition of society. Hedda is an individual, not a type, and it was as an individual that she interested Ibsen. We have been told, since the poet’s death, that he was greatly struck by the case, which came under his notice at Munich, of a German lady who poisoned herself because she was bored with life, and had strayed into a false position. Hedda Gabler is the realization of such an individual case. At first sight, it seemed as though Ibsen had been influenced by Dumas fils, which might have been true, in spite of the marked dislike which each expressed for the other; [Note: It is said that La Route de Thebes, which Dumas had begun when he died, was to have been a deliberate attack on the methods and influence of Ibsen. Ibsen, on his part, loathed Dumas.] but closer examination showed that Hedda Gabler had no sort of relation with the pamphlets of the master of Parisian problem-tragedy.

The attempt to show that Hedda Gabler “proved” anything was annoying to Ibsen, who said, with more than his customary firmness, “It was not my purpose to deal with what people call problems in this play. What I chiefly tried to do was to paint human beings, human emotions and human fate, against a background of some of the conditions and laws of society as it exists to-day.” The German critics, a little puzzled to find a longitude and latitude for Tesman’s “tastefully decorated” villa, declared that this time Ibsen had written an “international,” not a locally Norwegian, play. Nothing could be further from the truth. On the contrary, Hedda Gabler is perhaps the most fatally local and Norwegian of all Ibsen’s plays, and it presents, not of course the highly civilized Christiania of to-day, but the half-suburban, half-rural little straggling town of forty years ago. When I visited Norway as a lad, I received kind but sometimes rather stiff and raw hospitality in several tastefully decorated villas, which were as like that of the Tesmans as pea is like pea. Why Ibsen chose to paint a “west end of Christiania” of 1860 rather than of 1890 I cannot guess, unless it was that to so persistent an exile the former was far more familiar than the latter.

A Russian actress of extreme talent, Madame Alla Nazimova, who has had special opportunities of studying the part of Hedda Gabler, has lately (1907) depicted her as “aristocratic and ill-mated, ambitious and doomed to a repulsive alliance with a man beneath her station, whom she had mistakenly hoped would give her position and wealth. In other circumstances, Hedda would have been a power for beauty and good.” If this ingenious theory be correct, Hedda Gabler must be considered as the leading example of Ibsen’s often-repeated demonstration, that evil is produced by circumstances and not by character. The portrait becomes thrillingly vital if we realize that the stains upon it are the impact of accidental conditions on a nature which might otherwise have been useful and fleckless. Hedda Gabler is painted as Mr. Sargent might paint a lady of the London fashionable world; his brush would divine and emphasize, as Ibsen’s pen does, the disorder of her nerves, and the ravaging concentration of her will in a sort of barren and impotent egotism, while doing justice to the superficial attractiveness of her cultivated physical beauty. He would show, as Ibsen shows, and with an equal lack of malice prepense, various detestable features which the mask of good manners had concealed. Each artist would be called a caricaturist because his instinctive penetration had taken him into regions where the powder-puff and the rouge-pot lose their power.








  








CHAPTER VIII. LAST YEARS
 

With the publication of Hedda Gabler Ibsen passed into what we may call his final glory. Almost insensibly, and to an accompaniment of his own growls of indignation, he had taken his place, not merely as the most eminent imaginative writer of the three Scandinavian countries, but as the type there of what literature should be and the prophet of what it would become. In 1880, Norway, the youngest and long the rawest of the three civilizations, was now the foremost in activity, and though the influence of Björnson and Jonas Lie was significant, yet it was not to be compared for breadth and complexity with that of Ibsen. The nature of the revolution, exercised by the subject of this memoir between 1880 and 1890, that is to say from Ghosts to Hedda Gabler, was destructive before it was constructive. The poetry, fiction and drama of the three Northern nations had become stagnant with commonplace and conventional matter, lumbered with the recognized, inevitable and sacrosanct forms of composition. This was particularly the case in Sweden, where the influence of Ibsen now proved more violent and catastrophic than anywhere else. Ibsen destroyed the attraction of the old banal poetry; his spirit breathed upon it in fire, and in all its faded elegance it withered up and vanished.

The next event was that the new generation in the three Northern countries, deprived of its traditional authorities, looked about for a prophet and a father, and they found what they wanted in the exceedingly uncompromising elderly gentleman who remained so silent in the cafes of Rome and of Munich. The zeal of the young for this unseen and unsympathetic personage was extraordinary, and took forms of amazing extravagance. Ibsen’s impassivity merely heightened the enthusiasm of his countless admirers, who were found, it should be stated, almost entirely among persons who were born after his exile from Norway. His writings supplied a challenge to character and intelligence which appealed to those who disliked the earlier system of morals and aesthetics against which he had so long fought single-handed.

Among writers in the North Ibsen began to hold very much the position that Whistler was taking among painters and etchers in this country, that is to say the abuse and ridicule of his works by a dwindling group of elderly conventional critics merely stung into more frenzied laudation an ever-widening circle of youthful admirers. Ibsen repented, for a time almost exclusively, “serious” aims in literature, and with those of Herbert Spencer, and in less measure of Zola, and a little later of Nietzsche, his books were the spiritual food of all youthful minds of any vigor or elasticity.

In Sweden, at this time, the admiration for Ibsen took forms of almost preposterous violence. The great Swedish novelist, Gustaf af Geijerstam, has given a curious and amusing account of the rage for Ibsen which came to its height about 1880. The question which every student asked his friend, every lover his mistress, was “What do you think of Ibsen?” Not to be a believer in the Norwegian master was a reef upon which love or friendship might easily be shipwrecked. It was quoted gravely as an insufferable incompatibility for the state of marriage. There was a curious and secret symbolism running through the whole of youthful Swedish society, from which their elders were cunningly excluded, by which the volumes of Ibsen, passed from hand to hand, presented on solemn occasions, became the emblems of the problems interesting to generous youth, flags carried in the moral fight for liberty and truth. The three Northern countries, in their long stagnation, had become clogged and deadened with spiritual humbug, which had sealed the sources of emotion. It seemed though, after the long frost of the seventies, spring had come and literature had budded a at last, and that it was Ibsen who had blown the clarion of the West Wind and heralded the emancipation.

The enthusiasm for the Norwegian dramatist was not always according to knowledge, and sometimes it took grotesque forms. Much of the abuse showered in England and France upon Ibsen at the time we are now describing was due to echoes of the extravagance of his Scandinavian and German idolaters. A Swedish satirist [Note: “Stella Kleve” (Mathilda Malling, in Framat 1886)] said that if Ibsen could have foreseen how many “misunderstood” women would leave their homes in imitation of Nora, and how many lovesick housekeepers drink poison on account of Rebecca, he would have thrown ashes on his head and have retreated into the deserts of Tartary. The suicide of the novelist, Ernst Ahlgren, was the tragic circumstance where much was so purely comic. But if there were elements of tragicomedy in the Ibsen idolatry, there were far more important elements of vigorous and wholesome intellectual independence; and it was during this period of Ibsen’s almost hectic popularity that the foundations of a new fiction and a new drama were laid in Sweden, Denmark and Norway. A whole generation sucked strength and energy from his early writings, since it is to be remarked that, from 1880 to 1890, the great prestige of Ibsen did not depend so much on the dramas he was then producing, as on the earlier works of his poetic youth, now reread with an unexampled fervor. So, with us, the tardy popularity of Robert Browning, which faintly resembles that of Ibsen, did not attract the younger generation to the volumes which succeed The Ring and the Book, but sent them back to the books which their fathers had despised, to Pippa Passes and Men and Women. To the generation of 1880, Ibsen was not so much the author of the realistic social dramas as of those old but now rediscovered miracles of poetry and wit, The Pretenders, Brand and Peer Gynt.

In 1889 Ibsen had been made very pleasantly conscious of this strong personal feeling in his favor among young men and women. Nor did he find it confined to Scandinavia. He had travelled about in Germany, and everywhere his plays were being acted. Berlin was wild about him; at Weimar he was fêted like a conqueror. He did not settle down at Munich until May, and here, as we have seen, he stayed all the summer, hard at work. After the success of Hedda Gabler, which overpowered all adverse comment, Ibsen began to long to be in Norway again, and this feeling was combined, in a curious way, with a very powerful emotion which now entered into his life. He had lived a retired and peaceful existence, mainly a spectator at the feast, as little occupied in helping himself to the dishes which he saw others enjoy as is an eremite in the desert in plucking the grape-clusters of his dreams. No adventure, of any prominent kind, had ever been seen to diversify Ibsen’s perfectly decorous and domestic career. And now he was more than sixty, and the gray tones were gathering round him more thickly than ever, when a real ray of vermilion descended out of the sky and filled his horizon with color.

In the season of 1889, among the summer boarders at Gossensass, there appeared a young Viennese lady of eighteen, Miss Emilie Bardach. She used to sit on a certain bench in the Pferchthal, and when the poet, whom she adored from afar, passed by, she had the courage to smile at him. Strange to say, her smile was returned, and soon Ibsen was on the bench at her side. He readily discovered where she lived; no less readily he gained an introduction to the family with whom she boarded. There was a window-seat in the salle à manger; it was deep and shaded by odorous flowering shrubs; it lent itself to endless conversation. The episode was strange, the passion improbable, incomprehensible, profoundly natural and true. Perhaps, until they parted in the last days of September, neither the old man nor the young girl realized what their relations had meant to each. Youth secured its revenge, however; Miss Bardach soon wrote from Vienna that she was now more tranquil, more independent, happy at last. Ibsen, on the other hand, was heart-broken, quivering with ecstasy, overwhelmed with joy and despair.

It was the enigma in his “princess,” as he called her; that completed Miss Bardach’s sorcery over the old poet. She seems to have been no coquette; she flung her dangerous fascinations at his feet; she broke the thread which bound the charms of her spirit and poured them over him. He, for his part, remaining discreet and respectful, was shattered with happiness. To a friend of mine, a young Norwegian man of letters, Ibsen said about this time: “Oh, you can always love, but I am happier than the happiest, for I am beloved.” Long afterwards, on his seventieth birthday, when his own natural force was failing, he wrote to Miss Bardach, “That summer at Gossensass was the most beautiful and the most harmonious portion of my whole existence. I scarcely venture to think of it, and yet I think of nothing else. Ah! forever!” He did not dare to send her The Master-Builder, since her presence interpenetrated every line of it like a perfume, and when, we are told, she sent him her photograph, signed “Princess of Orangia,” her too-bold identification of herself with Hilda Wangel hurt him as a rough touch, that finer tact would have avoided. There can be no doubt at all that while she was now largely absorbed by the compliment to her own vanity, he was still absolutely enthralled and bewitched, and that what was fun to her made life and death to him.

This very curious episode [Note: It was quite unknown until the correspondence — which has not been translated into English — was published by Georg Brandes at the desire of the lady herself (September, 1906).], which modifies in several important respects our conception of the dramatist’s character, is analogous with the apparent change of disposition which made Renan surprise his unthinking admirers so suddenly at the epoch of L’Eau de Jouvence and L’Abbesse de Jouarre. It was founded, of course, on that dangerous susceptibility to which an elderly man of genius, whose life had been spent in labor and reflection, may be inclined to resign himself, as he sees the sands running out of the hour-glass, and realizes that in analyzing and dissecting emotion he has never had time to enjoy it. Time is so short, the nerves so fragile and so finite, the dreadful illusion, the maia, so irresistible, that the old man gives way to it, and would sooner die at once than not make one grasp at happiness.

It will have been remarked that Ibsen’s habit was to store up an impression, but not to use it immediately on creative work. We need, therefore, feel no surprise that there is not a trace of the Bardach episode in Hedda Gabler, although the composition of that play immediately followed the hohes, schmerzliches Glück at Gossensass. He was, too, no moonlight serenader, and his intense emotion is perfectly compatible with the outline of some of the gossip which was repeated at the time of his death; Ibsen being reported to have said of the Viennese girl: “She did not get hold of me, but I got hold of her — for my play.” These things are very complex, and not to be hastily dismissed, especially on the rough and ready English system. There would be give and take in such a complicated situation, when the object was, as Ibsen himself says, out of reach unversichtbar. There is no question that for every pang which Hilda made her ancient lover suffer, he would enrich his imagination with a dozen points of experience. There is no paradox in saying that the poet was overwhelmed with a passion and yet consciously made it serve as material for his plays. From this time onwards every dramatic work of his bears the stamp of those hours among the roses at Gossensass.

To the spring of 1891 belongs Ibsen’s somewhat momentous visit to Vienna, where he was invited by Dr. Max Burckhard, the director of the Burg Theatre, to superintend the performance of his Pretenders. Ibsen had already, in strict privacy, visited Vienna, where his plays enjoyed an increasing success, but this was his first public entrance into a city which he admired on the whole more than any other city of Europe. “Mein schöner Wien!” he used to murmur, with quite a clan of affection. In April, 1891, after the triumph of his tragedy on the stage, Ibsen was the guest at a public banquet at Vienna, when the ovations were overwhelming and were extended until four o’clock next morning. A performance of The Wild Duck produced, what was almost as dear to Ibsen as praise, a violent polemic, and he passed on out of a world of storm and passion to Buda-Pesth, where he saw A Doll’s House acted in Hungarian, amid thunders of applause, and where he was the guest of Count Albert Apponyi. These were the happy and fruitful years which consoled the heart of the poet for the bitter time when

“Hate’s decree Dwelt in his thoughts intolerable.”

In the ensuing summer, in July, 1891, Ibsen left Munich with every intention of returning to it, but with the plan of a long summer trip in Norway, where the triumphant success of Hedda Gabler had been very agreeable to his feelings. Once more he pushed up through the country to Trondhjem, a city which had always attracted him and pleased him. Here he presently embarked on one of the summer coasting-steamers, and saw the shores of Nordland and Finmark for the first time, visiting the North Cape itself. He came back to Christiania for the rest of the season, with no prospect of staying. But he enjoyed a most flattering reception; he was begged to resume his practical citizenship, and he was assured that life in Norway would be made very pleasant to him. In the autumn, therefore, in his abrupt way, he took an apartment in Viktoria Terrasse, and sent to Munich for his furniture. He said to a friend who expressed surprise at this settlement: “I may just as well make Christiania my headquarters as Munich. The railway takes me in a very short time wherever I want to go; and when I am bored with Norway I can travel elsewhere.” But he never felt the fatigue he anticipated, and, but for brief visits to Copenhagen or Stockholm, he left his native country no more after 1891, although he changed his abode in Christiania itself.

For the first twelve months Ibsen enjoyed the pleasures of the prodigal returned, and fed with gusto on the fatted calf. Then, when three years separated him from the illuminating soul-adventures of Gossensass, he began to turn them into a play. It proved to be The Master-Builder, and was published before the close of December, 1892, with the date 1893 on the title-page. This play was running for some time in Germany and England before it was played in Scandinavia. But on the evening of March 8, 1893, it was simultaneously given at the National Theatre in Christiania and at the Royal Theatre in Copenhagen. It was a work which greatly puzzled the critics, and its meaning was scarcely apparent until it had been seen on the stage, for which the oddity of its arrangements are singularly well adapted. It was, however, almost immediately noticed that it marked a new departure in Ibsen’s writings. Here was an end of the purely realistic and prosaic social dramas, which had reigned from The League of Youth to Hedda Gabler, and here was a return to the strange and haunting beauty of the old imaginative pieces. Mr. Archer was happily inspired when he spoke of “the pure melody” of the piece, and the best scenes of The Master-Builder were heroically and almost recklessly poetical.

This remarkable composition is full of what, for want of a better word, we must call “symbolism.” In the conversations between Solness and Hilda much is introduced which is really almost unintelligible unless we take it to be autobiographical. The Master-Builder is one who constructs, not houses, but poems and plays. It is the poet himself who gives expression, in the pathetic and erratic confessions of Solness, to his doubts, his craven timidities, his selfish secrets, and his terror at the uniformity of his “luck.” It is less easy to see exactly what Ibsen believed himself to be presenting to us in the enigmatical figure of Hilda, so attractive and genial, so exquisitely refreshing, and yet radically so cruel and superficial. She is perhaps conceived as a symbol of Youth, arriving too late within the circle which Age has trodden for its steps to walk in, and luring it too rashly, by the mirage of happiness, into paths no longer within its physical and moral capacity. “Hypnotism,” Mr. Archer tells us, “is the first and last word of the dramatic action”; perhaps thought-transference more exactly expresses the idea, but I should not have stated even this quite so strongly. The ground of the dramatic action seems to me to be the balance of Nemesis, the fatal necessity that those who enjoy exceptional advantages in life shall pay for them by not less exceptional, but perhaps less obvious, disadvantages. The motto of the piece — at least of the first two of its acts — might be the couplet of the French tragedian: — 

C’est un ordre des dieux qui jamais ne se rompt De nous vendre bien cher les grands biens qu’ils nous font.

Beneath this, which we may call the transcendental aspect of the play, we find a solid and objective study of the self-made man, the headstrong amateur, who has never submitted to the wholesome discipline of professional training, but who has trusted to the help of those trolls or mascots, his native talent and his unfailing “luck.” Upon such a man descends Hilda, the disorganizer, who pierces the armor of his conceit by a direct appeal to his passions. Solness has been the irresistible sorcerer, through his good fortune, but he is not protected in his climacteric against this unexpected attack upon the senses. Samson philanders with Delila, and discovers that his strength is shorn from him. There is no doubt that Ibsen intended in The Master-Builder a searching examination of “luck” and the tyranny of it, the terrible effects of it on the Broviks and the Kajas whom nobody remembers, but whose bodies lie under the wheels of its car. The dramatic situation is here extremely interesting; it consists in the fact that Solness, who breaks every one else, is broken by Hilda. The inherent hardness of youth, which makes no allowances, which demands its kingdom here and now upon the table, was never more powerfully depicted. Solness is smashed by his impact with Hilda, as china is against a stone. In all this it would be a mistake to see anything directly autobiographical, although so much in the character and position of Solness may remind us, legitimately enough, of Ibsen himself, and his adventures.

The personal record of Ibsen in these years is almost silent. He was growing old and set in his habits. He was growing rich, too, and he surrounded himself with sedentary comforts. His wealth, it may here be said, was founded entirely upon the success of his works, but was fostered by his extreme adroitness as a man of business. Those who are so fond of saying that any man of genius might have excelled in some other capacity are fully justified if they like to imagine Ibsen as the model financier. He certainly possessed a remarkable aptitude for affairs, and we learn that his speculations were at once daring and crafty. People who are weary of commiserating the poverty of poets may be pleased to learn that when Ibsen died he was one of the wealthiest private citizens of Christiania, and this was wholly in consequence of the care he had taken in protecting his copyrights and administering his receipts. If the melancholy couplet is correct which tells us that

Aux petits des oiseaux Dieu donne la pature, Mais sa bonte s’arrkete a la litterature,

we must believe, with Ibsen’s enemies, that his fortunes were not under the divine protection.

The actual numbers of each of his works printed since he first published with Hegel in Copenhagen — a connection which he preserved without a breach until the end — have been stated since his death. They contain some points of interest. After 1876 Hegel ventured on large editions of each new play, but they went off at first slowly. The Lady from the Sea was the earliest to appear, at once, in an issue of 10,000 copies, which was soon exhausted. So great, however, had the public interest in Ibsen become in 1894 that the edition of 10,000 copies of Little Eyolf was found quite inadequate to meet the first order, and it was enlarged to 15,000, all of which were gone in a fortnight. This circulation in so small a reading public as that of Denmark and Norway was unprecedented, and it must be remembered that the simultaneous translations into most of the languages of Europe are not included.

Little Eyolf, which was written in Christiania during the spring and summer of 1894, was issued, according to Ibsen’s cometary custom, as the second week of December rolled round. The reception of it was stormy, even in Scandinavia, and led to violent outbursts of controversy. No work from the master’s pen had roused more difference of opinion among the critics since the bluster over Ghosts fourteen years before. Those who prefer to absolute success in the creation of a work of art the personal flavor or perfume of the artist himself were predisposed to place Little Eyolf very high among his writings. Nowhere is he more independent of all other influences, nowhere more intensely, it may even be said more distressingly, himself. From many points of view this play may fairly be considered in the light of a tour de force. Ibsen — one would conjecture — is trying to see to what extremities of agile independence he can force his genius. The word “force” has escaped me; but it may be retained as reproducing that sense of a difficulty not quite easily or completely overcome which Little Eyolf produces. To mention but one technical matter; there are but four characters, properly speaking, in the play — since Eyolf himself and the Rat-Wife are but illustrations or symbolic properties — and of these four, one (Borgheim) is wholly subsidiary. Ibsen, then, may be said to have challenged imitation by composing a drama of passion with only three characters in it. By a process of elimination this has been  done by Aeschylus (in the Agamemnon), by Racine (in Phe*dre and Andromaque), and in our own day by Maeterlinck (in Pelle*as et Me*lisande). But Ibsen was accustomed to a wider field, and his experiment seems not wholly successful. Little Eyolf, at least, is, from all points of view, an exercise on the tight-rope. We may hazard the conjecture that no drama gave Ibsen more satisfaction to write, but for enjoyment the reader may prefer less prodigious agility on the trapeze.

If we turn from the technical virtuosity of Little Eyolf to its moral aspects, we find it a very dreadful play, set in darkness which nothing illuminates but the twinkling sweetness of Asta. The mysterious symbol of the Rat-Wife breaks in upon the pair whose love is turning to hate, the man waxing cold as the wife grows hot. The Angel of God, in the guise of an old beggar-woman, descends into their garden, and she drags away, by an invisible chain, “the little gnawing thing,” the pathetic lame child. The effect on the pair of Eyolf’s death by drowning is the subject of the subsequent acts. In Rita jealousy is incarnate, and she seems the most vigorous, and, it must be added, the most repulsive, of Ibsen’s feminine creations. The reckless violence of Rita’s energy, indeed, interpreted by a competent actress — played, for instance, as it was in London most admirably by Miss Achurch — is almost too painful for a public exhibition, and to the old criticism, “nec pueros coram populo Medea trucidet,” if a pedant chooses to press it, there teems no reply. The sex question, as treated in Little Eyolf, recalls The Kreutzer Sonata (1889) of Tolstoi. When, however, I ventured to ask Ibsen whether there was anything in this, he was displeased, and stoutly denied it. What, an author denies, however, is not always evidence.

Nothing further of general interest happened to Ibsen until 1896, when he sat down to compose another drama, John Gabriel Borkman. This was a study of the mental adventures of a man of high commercial imagination, who is artificially parted from all that contact with real affairs which keeps such energy on the track, and who goes mad with dreams of incalculable power, a study, in fact, of financial megalomania. It was said, at the time, that Ibsen was originally led to make this analysis of character from reading in the Christiania newspapers a report of the failure and trial of a notorious speculator convicted of fraud in 1895, and sentenced to a long period of penal servitude.

Whether this be so or not, we have in the person of John Gabriel Borkman a prominent example of the ninteenth century type of criminous speculator, in whom the vastness of view and the splendidly altruistic audacity present themselves as elements which render it exceedingly difficult to say how far the malefactor is morally responsible for his crime. He has imagined, and to a certain point has carried out, a monster metal “trust,” for the success of which he lacks neither courage nor knowledge nor practical administrative capacity, but only that trifling concomitant, sufficiency of capital. To keep the fires blazing until his vast model is molten into the mould, he helps himself to money here, there, and everywhere, scarcely giving a thought to his responsibilities, so certain is he of ultimate and beneficent triumph. He will make rich beyond the dreams of avarice all these his involuntary supporters. Unhappily, just before his scheme is ready and the metal runs, he is stopped by the stupidity of the law, and finds himself in prison.

Side by side with this study of commercial madness runs a thread of that new sense of the preciousness of vital joy which had occupied Ibsen so much ever since the last of the summers at Gossensass. The figure of Erhart Borkman is a very interesting one to the theatrical student. In the ruin of the family, all hopes concentre in him. Every one claims him, and in the bosoms of each of his shattered parents a secret hope is born, Mrs. Borkman believing that by a brilliant career of commercial rectitude her son will wipe out the memory of his father’s crime; Borkman, who has never given up the ambition of returning to business, reposing his own hopes on the co-operation of his son.

But Erhart Borkman disappoints them all. He will be himself, he will enjoy his life, he will throw off all the burdens both of responsibility and of restitution. He has no ambition and little natural feeling; he simply must be happy, and he suddenly elopes, leaving all their anticipations bankrupt, with a certain joyous Mrs. Wilton, who has nothing but her beauty to recommend her. Deserted thus by the ignis fatuus of youth, the collapse of the three old people is complete. Under the shock the brain of Borkman gives way, and he wanders out into the winter’s night, full of vague dreams of what he can still do in the world, if he can only break from his bondage and shatter his dream. He dies there in the snow, and the two old sisters, who have followed him in an anxiety which overcomes their mutual hatred, arrive in time to see him pass away. We leave them in the wood, “a dead man and two shadows” — so Ella Rentheim puts it—”for that is what the cold has made of us”; the central moral of the piece being that all the errors of humanity spring from cold-heartedness and neglect of the natural heat of love. That Borkman embezzled money, and reduced hundreds of innocent people to beggary, might be condoned; but there is no pardon for his cruel bargaining for wealth with the soul of Ella Rentheim, since that is the unpardonable sin against the Holy Spirit. There are points of obscurity, and one or two of positive and even regrettable whimsicality, about John Gabriel Borkman, but on the whole it is a work of lofty originality and of poignant human interest.

The veteran was now beginning to be conscious of the approaches of old age, but they were made agreeable to him by many tokens of national homage.

On his seventieth birthday, March 20, 1898, Ibsen received the felicitations of the world. It is pleasing to relate that a group of admirers in England, a group which included Mr. Asquith, Mr. J. M. Barrie, Mr. Thomas Hardy, Mr. Henry Arthur Jones, Mr. Pinero and Mr. Bernard Shaw took part in these congratulations and sent Ibsen a handsome set of silver plate, this being an act which, it had been discovered, he particularly appreciated. The bearer of this gift was the earliest of the long stream of visitors to arrive on the morning of the poet’s birthday, and he found Ibsen in company with his wife, his son, his son’s wife (Björnson’s daughter), and his little grandson, Tankred. The poet’s surprise and pleasure were emphatic. A deputation from the Storthing, headed by the Leader of the House, deputations representing the University, the various Christiania Theatres, and other official or academic bodies arrived at intervals during the course of the day; and all the afternoon Ibsen was occupied in taking these hundreds of visitors, in parties, up to the case containing the English tribute, in showing the objects and in explaining their origin. There could be no question that the gift gave genuine pleasure to the recipient; it was the first, as it was to be the last, occasion on which any public testimony to English appreciation of his genius found its way to Ibsen’s door.

Immediately after the birthday festivities, which it was observed had fatigued him, Ibsen started on a visit to Copenhagen, where he was received by the aged King of Denmark, and to Stockholm, where he was overpowered with ovations from all classes. There can be no doubt that this triumphal progress, though deeply grateful to the aged poet’s susceptibilities, made a heavy drain upon his nervous resources. When he returned to Norway, indeed, he was concealed from all visitors at his physician’s orders, and it is understood that he had some kind of seizure. It was whispered that he would write no more, and the biennial drama, due in December, 1898, did not make its appearance. His stores of health, however, were not easily exhausted; he rested for several months, and then he was seen once more in Carl Johans Gade, smiling; in his usual way, and entirely recovered. It was announced that winter that he was writing his reminiscences, but nothing more was heard of any such book.

He was able to take a vivid interest in the preparations for the National Norwegian Theatre in Christiania, which was finally opened by the King of Sweden and Norway on September 1, 1899. Early in the morning, colossal bronze statues of Ibsen and Björnson were unveiled in front of the theatre, and the poets, now, unfortunately, again not on the best of terms, were seen making vast de*tours for the purpose of satisfying their curiosity, and yet not meeting one another in flesh or in metal. The first night, to prevent rivalry, was devoted to antiquarianism, and to the performance of extracts from the plays of Holberg. Ibsen and Björnson occupied the centre of the dress circle, sitting uplifted in two gilded fauteuils and segregated by a vast garland of red and white roses. They were the objects of universal attention, and the King seemed never to have done smiling and bowing to the two most famous of his Norwegian subjects.

The next night was Ibsen’s fete, and he occupied, alone, the manager’s box. A poem in his honor, by Niels Collet Vogt, was recited by the leading actor, who retired, and then rushed down the empty stage, with his arms extended, shouting “Long live Henrik Ibsen.” The immense audience started to its feet and repeated the words over and over again with deafening fervor. The poet appeared to be almost overwhelmed with emotion and pleasure; at length, with a gesture which was quite pathetic, smiling through his tears, he seemed to beg his friends to spare him, and the plaudits slowly ceased. An Enemy of the People was then admirably performed. At the close of every act Ibsen was called to the front of his box, and when the performance was over, and the actors had been thanked, the audience turned to him again with a sort of affectionate ferocity. Ibsen was found to have stolen from his box, but he was waylaid and forcibly carried back to it. On his reappearance, the whole theatre rose in a roar of welcome, and it was with difficulty that the aged poet, now painfully exhausted from the strain of an evening of such prolonged excitement, could persuade the public to allow him to withdraw. At length he left the theatre, walking slowly, bowing and smiling, down a lane cleared for him, far into the street, through the dense crowd of his admirers. This astonishing night, September 2, 1899, was the climax of Ibsen’s career.

During all this time Ibsen was secretly at work on another drama, which he intended as the epilogue to his earlier dramatic work, or at least to all that he had written since The Pillars of Society. This play, which was his latest, appeared, under the title of When We Dead Awaken, in December, 1899 (with 1900 on the title-page). It was simultaneously published, in very large editions, in all the principal languages of Europe, and it was acted also, but it is impossible to deny that, whether in the study or on the boards, it proved a disappointment. It displayed, especially in its later acts, many obvious signs of the weakness incident on old age.

When it is said that When We Dead Awaken was not worthy of its predecessors, it should be explained that no falling off was visible in the technical cleverness with which the dialogue was built up, nor in the wording of particular sentences. Nothing more natural or amusing, nothing showing greater, command of the resources of the theatre, had ever been published by Ibsen himself than the opening act of When We Dead Awaken. But there was certainly in the whole conception a cloudiness, an ineffectuality, which was very little like anything that Ibsen had displayed before. The moral of the piece was vague, the evolution of it incoherent, and indeed in many places it seemed a parody of his earlier manner. Not Mr. Anstey Guthrie’s inimitable scenes in Mr. Punch’s Ibsen were more preposterous than almost all the appearances of Irene after the first act of When We Dead Awaken.

It is Irene who describes herself as dead, but awakening in the society of Rubek, whilst Maia, the little gay soulless creature whom the great sculptor has married, and has got heartily tired of, goes up to the mountains with Ulpheim the hunter, in pursuit of the free joy of life. At the close, the assorted couples are caught on the summit of an exceeding high mountain by a snowstorm, which opens to show Rubek and Irene “whirled along with the masses of snow, and buried in them,” while Maia and her bear-hunter escape in safety to the plains. Interminable, and often very sage and penetrating, but always essentially rather maniacal, conversation fills up the texture of the play, which is certainly the least successful of Ibsen’s mature compositions. The boredom of Rubek in the midst of his eminence and wealth, and his conviction that by working in such concentration for the purity of art he merely wasted his physical life, inspire the portions of the play which bring most conviction and can be read with fullest satisfaction. It is obvious that such thoughts, such faint and unavailing regrets, pursued the old age of Ibsen; and the profound wound that his heart had received so long before at Gossensass was unhealed to his last moments of consciousness. An excellent French critic, M. P. G. La Chesnais, has ingeniously considered the finale of this play as a confession that Ibsen, at this end of his career, was convinced of the error of his earlier rigor, and, having ceased to believe in his mission, regretted the complete sacrifice of his life to his work. But perhaps it is not necessary to go into such subtleties. When We Dead Awaken is the production of a very tired old man, whose physical powers were declining.

In the year 1900, during our South African War, sentiment in the Scandinavian countries was very generally ranged on the side of the Boers. Ibsen, however, expressed himself strongly and publicly in favor of the English position. In an interview (November 24, 1900), which produced a considerable sensation, he remarked that the Boers were but half-cultivated, and had neither the will nor the power to advance the cause of civilization. Their sole object had come to be a jealous exclusion of all the higher forms of culture. The English were merely taking what the Boers themselves had stolen from an earlier race; the Boers had pitilessly hunted their precursors out of house and home, and now they were tasting the same cup themselves. These were considerations which had not occurred to generous sentimentalists in Norway, and Ibsen’s defence of England, which he supported in further communications with irony and courage, made a great sensation, and threw cold water on the pro-Boer sentimentalists. In Holland, where Ibsen had a wide public, this want of sympathy for Dutch prejudice raised a good deal of resentment, and Ibsen’s statements were replied to by the fiery young journalist, Cornelius Karel Elout, who even published a book on the subject. Ibsen took dignified notice of Elout’s attacks (December 9, 1900), repeating his defence of English policy, and this was the latest of his public appearances.

He took an interest, however, in the preparation of the great edition of his Collected Works, which appeared in Copenhagen in 1901 and 1902, in ten volumes. Before the publication of the latest of these, however, Ibsen had suffered from an apoplectic stroke, from which he never wholly recovered. It was believed that any form of mental fatigue might now be fatal to him, and his life was prolonged by extreme medical care. He was contented in spirit and even cheerful, but from this time forth he was more and more completely withdrawn from consecutive interest in what was going on in the world without. The publication, in succession, of his juvenile works (Kaempehöjen, Olaf Liljekrans, both edited by Halvdan Koht, in 1902), of his Correspondence, edited by Koht and Julius Elias, in 1904, of the bibliographical edition of his collected works by Carl Naerup, in 1902, left him indifferent and scarcely conscious. The gathering darkness was broken, it is said, by a gleam of light in 1905; when the freedom of Norway and the accession of King Håkon were explained to him, he was able to express his joyful approval before the cloud finally sank upon his intelligence.

During his long illness Ibsen was troubled by aphasia, and he expressed himself painfully, now in broken Norwegian, now in still more broken German. His unhappy hero, Oswald Alving, in Ghosts, had thrilled the world by his cry, “Give me the sun, Mother!” and now Ibsen, with glassy eyes, gazed at the dim windows, murmuring “Keine Sonne, keine Sonne, keine Sonne!” At the table where all the works of his maturity had been written the old man sat, persistently learning and forgetting the alphabet. “Look!” he said to Julius Elias, pointing to his mournful pothooks, “See what I am doing! I am sitting here and learning my letters — my letters! I who was once a Writer!” Over this shattered image of what Ibsen had been, over this dying lion, who could not die, Mrs. Ibsen watched with the devotion of wife, mother and nurse in one, through six pathetic years. She was rewarded, in his happier moments, by the affection and tender gratitude of her invalid, whose latest articulate words were addressed to her—”min söde, kjaere, snille frue” (my sweet, dear, good wife); and she taught to adore their grandfather the three children of a new generation, Tankred, Irene, Eleonora.

Ibsen preserved the habit of walking about his room, or standing for hours staring out of window, until the beginning of May, 1906. Then a more complete decay confined him to his bed. After several days of unconsciousness, he died very peacefully in his house on Drammensvej, opposite the Royal Gardens of Christiania, at half-past two in the afternoon of May 23, 1906, being in his seventy-ninth year. By a unanimous vote of the he was awarded a public funeral, which the King of Norway attended in person, while King Edward VII was represented there by the British Minister. The event was regarded through out Norway as a national ceremony of the highest solemnity and importance, and the poet who had suffered such bitter humiliation and neglect in his youth was carried to his grave in solemn splendor, to the sound of a people’s lamentation.








  








CHAPTER IX. PERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS
 

During the latest years of his life, which were spent as a wealthy and prosperous citizen of Christiania, the figure of Ibsen took forms of legendary celebrity which were equalled by no other living man of letters, not even by Tolstoi, and which had scarcely been surpassed, among the dead, by Victor Hugo. When we think of the obscurity of his youth and middle age, and of his consistent refusal to advertise himself by any of the little vulgar arts of self-exhibition, this extreme publicity is at first sight curious, but it can be explained. Norway is a small and a new country, inordinately, perhaps, but justly and gracefully proud of those — an Ole Bull, a Frithjof Nansen, an Edvard Grieg — who spread through the world evidences of its spiritual life. But the one who was more original, more powerful, more interesting than any other of her sons, had persistently kept aloof from the soil of Norway, and was at length recaptured and shut up in a golden cage with more expenditure of delicate labor than any perverse canary or escaped macaw had ever needed. Ibsen safely housed in Christiania! — it was the recovery of an important national asset, the resumption, after years of vexation and loss, of the intellectual regalia of Norway.

Ibsen, then — recaptured, though still in a frame of mind which left the captors nervous — was naturally an object of pride. For the benefit of the hundreds of tourists who annually pass through Christiania, it was more than tempting, it was irresistible to point out, in slow advance along Carl Johans Gade, in permanent silence at a table in the Grand Cafe, “our greatest citizen.” To this species of demonstration Ibsen unconsciously lent himself by his immobility, his regularity of habits, his solemn taciturnity. He had become more like a strange physical object than like a man among men. He was visible broadly and quietly, not conversing, rarely moving, quite isolated and self-contained, a recognized public spectacle, delivered up, as though bound hand and foot, to the kodak-hunter and the maker of “spicy” paragraphs. That Ibsen was never seen to do anything, or heard to say anything, that those who boasted of being intimate with him obviously lied in their teeth — all this prepared him for sacrifice. Christiania is a hot-bed of gossip, and its press one of the most “chatty” in the world. Our “greatest living author” was offered up as a wave-offering, and he smoked daily on the altar of the newspapers.

It will be extremely rash of the biographers of the future to try to follow Ibsen’s life day by day in the Christiania press from, let us say, 1891 to 1901. During that decade he occupied the reporters immensely, and he was particularly useful to the active young men who telegraph “chat” to Copenhagen, Stockholm, Gothenburg, and Berlin. Snapshots of Ibsen, dangerous illness of the playwright, quaint habits of the Norwegian dramatist, a poet’s double life, anecdotes of Ibsen and Mrs. —— , rumors of the King’s attitude to Ibsen — this pollenta, dressed a dozen ways, was the standing dish at every journalist’s table. If a space needed filling, a very rude reply to some fatuous question might be fitted in and called “Instance of Ibsen’s Wit.” The crop of fable was enormous, and always seemed to find a gratified public, for whom nothing was too absurd if it was supposed to illustrate “our great national poet.” Ibsen, meanwhile, did nothing at all. He never refuted a calumny, never corrected a story, but he threw an ironic glance through his gold- rimmed spectacles as he strolled down Carl Johan with his hands behind his back.

His personal appearance, it must be admitted, formed a tempting basis upon which to build a legend. His force of will had gradually transfigured his bodily forms until he thoroughly looked the part which he was expected to fill. At the age of thirty, to judge by the early photographs, he had been a commonplace-looking little man, with a shock of coal-black hair and a full beard, one of those hirsute types common in the Teutonic races, which may prove, on inquiry, to be painter, musician, or engraver, or possibly engineer, but less probably poet. Then came the exile from Norway, and the residence in Rome, marked by a little bust which stands before me now, where the beard is cut away into two round whiskers so as to release the firm round chin, and the long upper lip is clean-shaved. Here there is more liveliness, but still no distinction. Then comes a further advance — a photograph (in which I feel a tender pride, for it was made to please me) taken in Dresden (October 15, 1873), where the brow, perfectly smooth and white, has widened out, the whiskers have become less chubby, and the small, scrutinizing eyes absolutely sparkle with malice. Here, you say at last, is no poet, indeed, but an unusually cultivated banker or surprisingly adroit solicitor. Here the hair, retreating from the great forehead, begins to curl and roll with a distinguished wildness; here the long mouth, like a slit in the face, losing itself at each end in whisker, is a symbol of concentrated will power, a drawer in some bureau, containing treasures, firmly locked up.

Then came Munich, where Ibsen’s character underwent very considerable changes, or rather where its natural features became fixed and emphasized. We are not left without precious indication of his gestures and his looks at this time, when he was a little past the age of fifty. Where so much has been extravagantly written, or described in a journalistic key of false emphasis, great is the value of a quiet portrait by one of those who has studied Ibsen most intelligently. It is perhaps the most careful pen-sketch of him in any language.

Mr. William Archer, then, has given the following account of his first meeting with Ibsen. It was in the Scandinavia Club, in Rome, at the close of 1881: — 

I had been about a quarter of an hour in the room, and was standing close to the door, when it opened, and in glided an undersized man with very broad shoulders and a large, leonine head, wearing a long black frock-coat with very broad lapels, on one of which a knot of red ribbon was conspicuous. I knew him at once, but was a little taken aback by his low stature. In spite of all the famous instances to the contrary, one instinctively associates greatness with size. His natural height was even somewhat diminished by a habit of bending forward slightly from the waist, begotten, no doubt, of short-sightedness, and the need to peer into things. He moved very slowly and noiselessly, with his hands behind his back — an unobtrusive personality, which would have been insignificant had the head been strictly proportionate to the rest of the frame. But there was nothing insignificant about the high and massive forehead, crowned with a mane of (then) iron-gray hair, the small and pale but piercing eyes behind the gold-rimmed spectacles, or the thin lipped mouth, depressed at the corners into a curve indicative of iron will, and set between bushy whiskers of the same dark gray as the hair. The most cursory observer could not but recognize power and character in the head; yet one would scarcely have guessed it to be the power of a poet, the character of a prophet. Misled, perhaps, by the ribbon at the buttonhole, and by an expression of reserve, almost of secretiveness, in the lines of the tight-shut mouth, one would rather have supposed one’s self face to face with an eminent statesman or diplomatist.

With the further advance of years all that was singular in Ibsen’s appearance became accentuated. The hair and beard turned snowy white; the former rose in a fierce sort of Oberland, the latter was kept square and full, crossing underneath the truculent chin that escaped from it. As Ibsen walked to a banquet in Christiania, he looked quite small under the blaze of crosses, stars and belts which he displayed when he unbuttoned the long black overcoat which enclosed him tightly. Never was he seen without his hands behind him, and the poet Holger Drachmann started a theory that as Ibsen could do nothing in the world but write, the Muse tied his wrists together at the small of his back whenever they were not actually engaged in composition. His regularity in all habits, his mechanical ways, were the subject of much amusement. He must sit day after day in the same chair, at the same table, in the same corner of the cafe, and woe to the ignorant intruder who was accidentally beforehand with him. No word was spoken, but the indignant poet stood at a distance, glaring, until the stranger should be pierced with embarrassment, and should rise and flee away.

Ibsen had the reputation of being dangerous and difficult of access. But the evidence of those who knew him best point to his having been phlegmatic rather than morose. He was “umbrageous,” ready to be discomposed by the action of others, but, if not vexed or startled, he was elaborately courteous. He had a great dislike of any abrupt movement, and if he was startled, he had the instinct of a wild animal, to bite. It was a pain to him to have the chain of his thoughts suddenly broken, and he could not bear to be addressed by chance acquaintances in street or café. When he was resident in Munich and Dresden, the difficulty of obtaining an interview with Ibsen was notorious. His wife protected him from strangers, and if her defences broke down, and the stranger contrived to penetrate the inner fastness, Ibsen might suddenly appear in the doorway, half in a rage, half quivering with distress, and say, in heartrending tones, “Bitte um Arbeitsruhe”—”Please let me work in peace!” They used to tell how in Munich a rich baron, who was the local Maecenas of letters, once bored Ibsen with a long recital of his love affairs, and ended by saying, with a wonderful air of fatuity, “To you, Master, I come, because of your unparalleled knowledge of the female heart. In your hands I place my fate. Advise me, and I will follow your advice.” Ibsen snapped his mouth and glared through his spectacles; then in a low voice of concentrated fury he said: “Get home, and — go to bed!” whereat his noble visitor withdrew, clothed with indignation as with a garment.

His voice was uniform, soft and quiet. The bitter things he said seemed the bitterer for his gentle way of saying them. As his shape grew burly and his head of hair enormous, the smallness of his extremities became accentuated. His little hands were always folded away as he tripped upon his tiny feet. His movements were slow and distrait. He wasted few words on the current incidents of life, and I was myself the witness, in 1899, of his sang-froid under distressing circumstances. Ibsen was descending a polished marble staircase when his feet slipped and he fell swiftly, precipitately, downward. He must have injured himself severely, he might have been killed, if two young gentlemen had not darted forward below and caught him in their arms. Once more set the right way up, Ibsen softly thanked his saviours with much frugality of phrase—”Tak, mine Herrer!” — tenderly touched an abraded surface of his top-hat, and marched forth homeward, unperturbed.

His silence had a curious effect on those in whose company he feasted; it seemed to hypnotise them. The great Danish actress, Mrs. Heiberg, herself the wittiest of talkers, said that to sit beside Ibsen was to peer into a gold-mine and not catch a glitter from the hidden treasure. But his dumbness was not so bitterly ironical as it was popularly supposed to be. It came largely from a very strange passivity which made definite action unwelcome to him. He could never be induced to pay visits, yet he would urge his wife and his son to accept invitations, and when they returned he would insist on being told every particular — who was there, what was said, even what everybody wore. He never went to a theatre or concert-room, except on the very rare occasions when he could be induced to be present at the performance of his own plays. But he was extremely fond of hearing about the stage. He had a memory for little things and an observation of trifles which was extraordinary. He thought it amazing that people could go into a room and not notice the pattern of the carpet, the color of the curtains, the objects on the walls; these being details which he could not help observing and retaining. This trait comes out in his copious and minute stage directions.

Ibsen was simplicity itself; no man was ever less affected. But his character was closed; he was perpetually on the defensive. He was seldom confidential, he never “gave way”; his emotions and his affections were genuine, but his heart was a fenced city. He had little sense of domestic comfort; his rooms were bare and neat, with no personal objects save those which belonged to his wife. Even in the days of his wealth, in the fine house on Drammensvej, there was a singular absence of individuality about his dwelling rooms. They might have been prepared for a rich American traveller in some hotel. Through a large portion of his career in Germany he lived in furnished rooms, not because he did not possess furniture of his own, which was stored up, but because he paid no sort of homage to his own penates. He had friends, but he did not cultivate them; he rather permitted them, at intervals, to cultivate him. To Georg Brandes (March 6, 1870) he wrote: “Friends are a costly luxury; and when one has devoted one’s self wholly to a profession and a mission here in life, there is no place left for friends.” The very charming story of Ibsen’s throwing his arms round old Hans Christian Andersen’s neck, and forcing him to be genial and amiable, [Note: Samliv med Ibsen.] is not inconsistent with the general rule of passivity and shyness which he preserved in matters of friendship.

Ibsen’s reading was singularly limited. In his fine rooms on Drammensvej I remember being struck by seeing no books at all, except the large Bible which always lay at his side, and formed his constant study. He disliked having his partiality for the Bible commented on, and if, as would sometimes be the case, religious people expressed pleasure at finding him deep in the sacred volume, Ibsen would roughly reply: “It is only for the sake of the language.” He was the enemy of anything which seemed to approach cant and pretension, and he concealed his own views as closely as he desired to understand the views of others. He possessed very little knowledge of literature. The French he despised and repudiated, although he certainly had studied Voltaire with advantage; of the Italians he knew only Dante and of the English only Shakespeare, both of whom he had studied in translations. In Danish he read and reread Holberg, who throughout his life unquestionably remained Ibsen’s favorite author; he preserved a certain admiration for the Danish classics of his youth: Heiberg, Hertz, Schack-Steffelt. In German, the foreign language which he read most currently, he was strangely ignorant of Schiller and Heine, and hostile to Goethe, although Brand and Peer Gynt must owe something of their form to Faust. But the German poets whom he really enjoyed were two dramatists of the age preceding his own, Otto Ludwig (1813-65) and Friedrich Hebbel (1813-63). Each of these playwrights had been occupied in making certain reforms, of a realistic tendency, in the existing tradition of the stage, and each of them dealt, before any one else in Europe did so, with “problems” on the stage. These two German poets, but Hebbel particularly, passed from romanticism to realism, and so on to mysticism, in a manner fascinating to Ibsen, whom it is possible that they influenced. [Note: It would be interesting to compare Die Niebelungen, the trilogy which Hebbel published in 1862, in which the struggle between pagan and Christian ideals of conduct is analyzed, with Ibsen’s Emperor and Galilean.] He remained, in later years, persistently ignorant of Zola, and of Tolstoi he had read, with contemptuous disapproval, only some of the polemical pamphlets. He said to me, in 1899, of the great Russian: “Tolstoi? — he is mad!” with a screwing up of the features such as a child makes at the thought of a black draught.

If he read at all, it was poetry. His indifference to music was complete; he had, in fact, no ear whatever, and could not distinguish one tune from another. His efforts to appreciate the music which Grieg made for Peer Gynt were pathetic. But for verse his sense was exceedingly delicate, and the sound of poetry gave him acute pleasure. At times, when his nerves were overstrained, he was fatigued by the riot of rhymes which pursued him through his dreams, and which his memory vainly strove to recapture. For academic philosophy and systems of philosophic thought he had a great impatience. The vexed question of what he owed to the eminent Danish philosopher, Sören Kierkegaard, has never been solved. Brandes has insisted, again and again, on the close relation between Brand and other works of Ibsen and the famous Either-Or of Kierkegaard; “it actually seems,” he says, “as though Ibsen had aspired to the honor of being called Kierkegaard’s poet.” Ibsen, however, aspired to no such honor, and, while he never actually denied the influence, the relation between him and the philosopher seems to be much rather one of parallelism than of imitation. Ibsen was a poetical psychologist of the first order, but he could not bring himself to read the prose of the professional thinkers.

In his attitude both to philosophical and poetical literature Ibsen is with such apparently remote figures as Guy de Maupassant and Shelley; in his realism and his mysticism he is unrelated to immediate predecessors, and has no wish to be a disciple of the dead. His extreme interest in the observation of ethical problems is not identified with any curiosity about what philosophical writers have said on similar subjects. Weininger has pointed out that Ibsen’s philosophy is radically the same as that of Kant, yet there is no evidence that Ibsen had ever studied or had even turned over the pages of the Criticism of Pure Reason. It is not necessary to suppose that he had done so. The peculiar aspect of the Ego as the principal and ultimately sole guide to truth was revealed anew to the Norwegian poet, and references to Kant, or to Fichte, or to Kierkegaard, seem, therefore, to be beside the mark. The watchword of Brand, with his cry of “All or Nothing,” his absolute repudiation of compromise, was not a literary conception, but was founded, without the help of books, on a profound contemplation of human nature, mainly, no doubt, as Ibsen found it in himself. But in these days of the tyranny of literature it is curious to meet with an author of the first rank who worked without a library.

Ibsen’s study of women was evidently so close, and what he writes about them is usually so penetrating, that many legends have naturally sprung up about the manner in which he gained his experience. Of these, most are pure fiction. As a matter of fact, Ibsen was shy with women,  and unless they took the initiative, he contented himself with watching them from a distance: and noting their ways in silence. The early flirtation with Miss Rikke Hoist at Bergen, which takes so prominent a place in Ibsen’s story mainly because such incidents were extremely rare in it, is a typical instance. If this young girl of sixteen had not taken the matter into her own hands, running up the steps of the hotel and flinging her posy of flowers into the face of the young poet, the incident would have closed in his watching her down the street, while the fire smouldered in his eyes. It was not until her fresh field- blossoms had struck him on the cheek that he was emboldened to follow her and to send her the lyrical roses and auriculas which live forever in his poems. If we wish to note the difference of temperament, we have but to contrast Ibsen’s affair with Rikke Holst with Goethe’s attitude to Christiana Vulpius; in doing so, we bring the passive and the active lover face to face.

Ibsen would gladly have married his flower of the field, a vision of whose bright, untrammelled adolescence reappears again and again in his works, and plainly in The Master-Builder. But he escaped a great danger in failing to secure her as his wife, for Rikke Holst, when she had lost her girlish freshness, would probably have had little character and no culture to fall back upon. He waited, fortunately for his happiness, until he secured Susannah Thoresen. Mrs. Ibsen, his faithful guide, guardian and companion for half a century, will live among the entirely successful wives of difficult men of genius. In the midst of the spiteful gossip of Christiania she had to traverse her via dolorosa, for it was part of the fun of the journalists to represent this husband and wife as permanently alienated. That Ibsen was easy to live with is not probable, but his wife not merely contrived to do it, but by her watchfulness, her adroitness, and, when necessary, by her firmness of decision, she smoothed the path for the great man whom she adored, and who was to her a great wilful child to be cajoled and circumvented. He was absolutely dependent on her, although he affected amusing airs of independence; and if she absented herself, there were soon cries in the house of “My Cat, My Cat!” the pet name by which he called his wife. Of their domestic ways little is yet known in detail, but everything can be imagined.

To the enigma of Ibsen’s character it was believed that his private correspondence might supply a key. His letters were collected and arranged while he was still alive, but he was not any longer in a mental condition which permitted him to offer any help in comment to his editors. His son, Mr. Sigurd Ibsen, superintended the work, and two careful bibliographers, Mr. Halvdan Koht and Mr. Julius Elias, carried out the scheme in two volumes [Note: Breve fra Henrik Ibsen, Gyldendalske Boghadel, 1904.], with the execution of which no fault can be suggested. But the enigma remained unsolved; the sphinx spoke much, but failed to answer the questions we had been asking. These letters, in the first place, suffer from the fact that Ibsen was a relentless destroyer of documents; they are all written by him; not one single example had been preserved of the correspondence to which this is the reply. Then Ibsen’s letters, as revealers of the unseen mood, are particularly unsatisfactory. With rare exceptions, he remains throughout them tightly buttoned up in his long and legendary frock-coat. There is no laughter and no tears in his letters; he is occasionally extremely angry, and exudes drops of poison, like the captive scorpion which he caught when he was in Italy, and loved to watch and tease. But there is no self-abandonment, and very little emotion; the letters are principally historical and critical, “finger-posts for commentators.” They give valuable information about the genius of his works, but they tell almost less about his inner moral nature than do his imaginative writings.

In his youth the scorpion in Ibsen’s heart seems to have stung him occasionally to acts which afterwards filled him with embarrassment. We hear that in his Bergen days he sent to Lading, his fellow-teacher at the theatre, a challenge of which, when the mood was over, he was greatly ashamed. It is said that on another occasion, under the pressure of annoyance, maddened with fear and insomnia, he sprang out of bed in his shirt and tried to throw himself into the sea off one of the quays in the harbor. Such performances were futile and ridiculous, and they belong only to his youth. It seems certain that he schooled himself to the suppression of such evidences of his anger, and that he did so largely by shutting up within his breast all the fire that rose there. The Correspondence — dark lantern as it is — seems to illuminate this condition of things; we see before us Ibsen with his hands clenched, his mouth tightly shut, rigid with determination not to “let himself go,” the eyes alone blazing behind the gleaming spectacles.

An instance of his suppression of personal feeling may be offered. The lengthiest of all Ibsen’s published letters describes to Brandes (April 25, 1866) the suicide, at Rome, of a young Danish lawyer, Ludvig David, of whom Ibsen had seen a good deal. The lad threw himself head-foremost out of window, in a crisis of fever. Ibsen writes down all the minutest details with feeling and refinement, but with as little sympathetic emotion as if he was drawing up a report for the police. With this trait may be compared his extreme interest in the detailed accounts of public trials; he liked to read exactly what the prisoner said, and all the evidence of the witnesses. In this Ibsen resembled Robert Browning, whose curiosity about the small incidents surrounding a large event was boundless. When Ibsen, in the course of such an investigation, found the real purpose of some strange act dawn upon him, he exhibited an almost childish pleasure; and this was doubled when the interpretation was one which had not presented itself to the conventional legal authorities.

In everything connected with the execution of his own work there was no limit to the pains which he was willing to take. His handwriting had always been neat, but it was commonplace in his early years. The exquisite calligraphy which he ultimately used on every occasion, and the beauty of which was famous far and wide, he adopted deliberately when he was in Rome in 1862. To the end of his life, although in the latest years the letters lost, from the shakiness of his hand, some of their almost Chinese perfection, he wrote his smallest notes in this character. His zeal for elaboration as an artist led him to collect a mass of consistent imaginary information about the personages in his plays, who became to him absolutely real. It is related how, some one happening to say that Nora, in A Doll’s House, had a curious name, Ibsen immediately replied, “Oh! her full name was Leonora; but that was shortened to Nora when she was quite a little girl. Of course, you know, she was terribly spoilt by her parents.” Nothing of this is revealed in the play itself, but Ibsen was familiar with the past history of all the characters he created. All through his career he seems to have been long haunted by the central notion of his pieces, and to have laid it aside, sometimes for many years, until a set of incidents spontaneously crystallized around it. When the medium in which he was going to work became certain he would put himself through a long course of study in the technical phraseology appropriate to the subject. No pains were too great to prepare him for the final task.

When Mr. Archer visited Ibsen in the Harmonien Hotel at Saeby in 1887 he extracted some valuable evidence from him as to his methods of composition: — 

It seems that the idea of a piece generally presents itself before the characters and incidents, though, when I put this to him flatly, he denied it. It seems to follow, however, from his saying that there is a certain stage in the incubation of a play when it might as easily turn into all essay as into a drama. He has to incarnate the ideas, as it were, in character and incident, before the actual work of creation can be said to have fairly begun. Different plans and ideas, he admits, often flow together, and the play he ultimately produces is sometimes very unlike the intention with which he set out. He writes and rewrites, scribbles and destroys, an enormous amount before he makes the exquisite fair copy he sends to Copenhagen.

He altered, as we have said, the printed text of his earlier works, in order to bring them into harmony with his finished style, but he did not do this, so far as I remember, after the publication of Brand. In the case of all the dramas of his maturity he modified nothing when the work had once been given to the world.






  








CHAPTER X. INTELLECTUAL CHARACTERISTICS
 

Having accustomed ourselves to regard Ibsen as a disturbing and revolutionizing force, which met with the utmost resistance at the outset, and was gradually accepted before the close of his career, we may try to define what the nature of his revolt was, and what it was, precisely, that he attacked. It may be roughly said that what peculiarly roused the animosity of Ibsen was the character which has become stereotyped in one order of ideas, good in themselves but gradually outworn by use, and which cannot admit ideas of a new kind. Ibsen meditated upon the obscurantism of the old régime until he created figures like Rosmer, in whom the characteristics of that school are crystallized. From the point of view which would enter sympathetically into the soul of Ibsen and look out on the world from his eyes, there is no one of his plays more valuable in its purely theoretic way than Rosmersholm. It dissects the decrepitude of ancient formulas, it surveys the ruin of ancient faiths. The curse of heredity lies upon Rosmer, who is highly intelligent up to a certain point, but who can go no further. Even if he is persuaded that a new course of action would be salutary, he cannot move — he is bound in invisible chains. It is useless to argue with Rosmer; his reason accepts the line of logic, but he simply cannot, when it comes to action, cross the bridge where Beate threw herself into the torrent.

But Ibsen had not the ardor of the fighting optimist. He was one who “doubted clouds would break,” who dreamed, since “right was worsted, wrong would triumph.” With Robert Browning he had but this one thing in common, that both were fighters, both “held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better,” but the dark fatalism of the Norwegian poet was in other things in entire opposition to the sunshiny hopefulness of the English one. Browning and Ibsen alike considered that the race must be reformed periodically or it would die. The former anticipated reform as cheerily as the sower expects harvest. Ibsen had no such happy certainty. He was convinced of the necessity of breaking up the old illusions, the imaginative call for revolt, but his faith wavered as to the success of the new movements. The old order, in its resistance to all change, is very strong. It may be shaken, but it is the work of a blind Sampson, and no less, to bring it rattling to the ground. In Rosmersholm, all the modern thought, all the vitality, all the lucidity belong to Rebecca, but the decrepit formulas are stoutly intrenched. In the end it is not the new idea who conquers; it is the antique house, with its traditions, its avenging vision of white horses, which breaks the too-clairvoyant Rebecca.

This doubt of the final success of intelligence, this obstinate question whether, after all, as we so glibly intimate, the old order changeth at all, whether, on the contrary, it has not become a Juggernaut car that crushes all originality and independence out of action, this breathes more and more plainly out of the progressing work of Ibsen. Hedda Gabler condemns the old order, in its dulness, its stifling mediocrity, but she is unable to adapt her energy to any wholesome system of new ideas, and she sinks into deeper moral dissolution. She hates all that has been done, yet can herself do nothing, and she represents, in symbol, that detestable condition of spirit which cannot create, though it sees the need of creation, and can only show the irritation which its own sterility awakens within it by destruction. All Hedda can actually do, to assert her energy, is to burn the MS. of Lövborg, and to kill herself with General Gabler’s pistol. The race must be reformed or die; the Hedda Gablers which adorn its latest phase do best to die.

We have seen that Ibsen’s theory was that love of self is the fundamental principle of all activity. It is the instinct of self- preservation and self-amelioration which leads to every manifestation of revolt against stereotyped formulas of conduct. Between the excessive ideality of Rebecca and the decadent sterility of Hedda Gabler comes another type, perhaps more sympathetic than either, the master-builder Solness. He, too, is led to condemn the old order, but in the act of improving it he is overwhelmed upon his pinnacle, and swoons to death, “dizzy, lost, yet unupbraiding.” Ibsen’s exact meaning in the detail of these symbolic plays will long be discussed, but they repay the closest and most reiterated study. Perhaps the most curious of all is The Lady from the Sea, which has been examined from the technically psychological view by a learned French philosopher, M. Jules de Gaultier. For M. de Gaultier the interest which attaches to Ibsen’s conception of human life, with its conflicting instincts and responsibilities, is more fully centred in The Lady from the Sea than in any other of his productions.

The theory of the French writer is that Ibsen’s constant aim is to reconcile and to conciliate the two biological hypotheses which have divided opinion in the nineteenth century, and which are known respectively by the names of Cuvier and Lamarck; namely, that of the invariability of species and that of the mutability of organic forms. In the reconciliation of these hypotheses Ibsen finds the only process which is truly encouraging to life. According to this theory, all the trouble, all the weariness, all the waste of moral existences around us comes from the neglect of one or other of these principles, and true health, social or individual, is impossible without the harmonious application of them both. According to this view, the apotheosis of Ibsen’s genius, or at least the most successful elucidation of his scheme of ideological drama, is reached in the scene in The Lady from the Sea where Wangel succeeds in winning the heart of Ellida back from the fascination of the Stranger. It is certainly in this mysterious and strangely attractive play that Ibsen has insisted, more than anywhere else, on the necessity of taking physiology into consideration in every discussion of morals. He refers, like a zoölogist, to the laws which regulate the formation and the evolution of species, and the decision of Ellida, on which so much depends, is an amazing example of the limitation of the power of change produced by heredity. The extraordinary ingenuity of M. de Gaultier’s analysis of this play deserves recognition; whether it can quite be accepted, as embraced by Ibsen’s intention, may be doubtful. At the same time, let us recollect that, however subtle our refinements become, the instinct of Ibsen was probably subtler still.

In 1850, when Ibsen first crept forward, with the glimmering taper of his Catilina, there was but one person in the world who fancied that the light might pass from lamp to lamp and in half a century form an important part of the intellectual illumination of Europe. The one person who did suspect it was, of course, Ibsen himself. Against all probability and common-sense, this apothecary’s assistant, this ill- educated youth who had just been plucked in his preliminary examination, who positively was, and remained, unable to pass the first tests and become a student at the University, maintained in his inmost soul the belief that he was born to be “a king of thought.” The impression is perhaps not uncommon among ill-educated lads; what makes the case unique, and defeats our educational formulas, is that it happened to be true. But the impact of Ibsen with the social order of his age was unlucky, we see, from the first; it was perhaps more unlucky than that of any other great man of the same class with whose biography we have been made acquainted. He was at daggers drawn with all that was successful and respectable and “nice” from the outset of his career until near the end of it.

Hence we need not be surprised if in the tone of his message to the world there is something acrimonious, something that tastes in the mouth like aloes. He prepared a dose for a sick world, and he made it as nauseous and astringent as he could, for he was not inclined to be one of those physicians who mix jam with their julep. There was no other writer of genius in the nineteenth century who was so bitter in dealing with human frailty as Ibsen was. By the side of his cruel clearness the satire of Carlyle is bluster, the diatribes of Leopardi shrill and thin. All other reformers seem angry and benevolent by turns, Ibsen is uniformly and impartially stern. That he probed deeper into the problems of life than any other modern dramatist is acknowledged, but it was his surgical calmness which enabled him to do it. The problem-plays of Alexandre Dumas fils flutter with emotion, with prejudice and pardon. But Ibsen, without impatience, examines under his microscope all the protean forms of organic social life and coldly draws up his diagnosis like a report. We have to think of him as thus ceaselessly occupied. We have seen that, long before a sentence was written, he had invented and studied, in its remotest branches, the life-history of the characters who were to move in his play. Nothing was unknown to him of their experience, and for nearly two years, like a coral-insect, he was building up the scheme of them in silence. Odd little objects, fetiches which represented people to him, stood arranged on his writing table, and were never to be touched. He gazed at them until, as if by some feat of black magic, he turned them into living persons, typical and yet individual.

We have recorded that the actual writing down of the dialogue was often swift and easy, when the period of incubation was complete. Each of Ibsen’s plays presupposes a long history behind it; each starts like an ancient Greek tragedy, in the full process of catastrophe. This method of composition was extraordinary, was perhaps, in modern times, unparalleled. It accounted in measure for the coherency, the inevitability, of all the detail, but it also accounted for some of the difficulties which meet us in the task of interpretation. Ibsen calls for an expositor, and will doubtless give occupation to an endless series of scholiasts. They will not easily exhaust their theme, and to the last something will escape, something will defy their most careful examination. It is not disrespectful to his memory to claim that Ibsen sometimes packed his stuff too closely. Criticism, when it marvels most at the wonder of his genius, is constrained to believe that he sometimes threw too much of his soul into his composition, that he did not stand far enough away from it always to command its general effect. The result, especially in the later symbolical plays, is too vibratory, and excites the spectator too much.

One very curious example of Ibsen’s minute care is found in the copiousness of his stage directions. Later playwrights have imitated him in this, and we have grown used to it; but thirty years ago such minuteness seemed extravagant and needless. As a fact, it was essential to the absolutely complete image which Ibsen desired to produce. The stage directions in his plays cannot be “skipped” by any reader who desires to follow the dramatist’s thought step by step without losing the least link. These notes of his intention will be of ever-increasing value as the recollection of his personal wishes is lost. In 1899 Ibsen remarked to me that it was almost useless for actors nowadays to try to perform the comedies of Holberg, because there were no stage directions and the tradition was lost. Of his own work, fortunately, that can never be said. Dr. Verrall, in his brilliant and penetrating studies of the Greek Tragedies, has pointed out more than once the “undesigned and unforeseen defect with which, in studying ancient drama, we must perpetually reckon,” namely, the loss of the action and of the equivalent stage directions. It is easy to imagine “what problems Shakespeare would present if he were printed like the Poetae Scenici Graeci,” and not more difficult to realize how many things there would be to puzzle us in Ghosts and The Wild Duck if we possessed nothing but the bare text.

The body of work so carefully conceived, so long maintained, so passionately executed, was far too disturbing in its character to be welcome at first. In the early eighties the name of Ibsen was loathed in Norway, and the attacks on him which filled the press were often of an extravagant character. At the present moment any one conversant with Norwegian society who will ask a priest or a schoolmaster, an officer or a doctor, what has been the effect of Ibsen’s influence, will be surprised at the unanimity of the reply. Opinions may differ as to the attractiveness of the poet’s art or of its skill, but there is an almost universal admission of its beneficial tendency. Scarcely will a voice be found to demur to the statement that Ibsen let fresh air and light into the national life, that he roughly but thoroughly awakened the national conscience, that even works like Ghosts, which shocked, and works like Rosmersholm, which insulted the prejudices of his countrymen, were excellent in their result. The conquest of Norway by this dramatist, who reviled and attacked and abandoned his native land, who railed at every national habit and showed a worm at the root of every national tradition, is amazing. The fierce old man lived long enough to be accompanied to his grave “to the noise of the mourning of a nation,” and he who had almost starved in exile to be conducted to the last resting place by a Parliament and a King.

It must always be borne in mind that, although Ibsen’s appeal is to the whole world — his determination to use prose aiding him vastly in this dissemination — yet it is to Norway that he belongs, and it is at home that he is best understood. No matter how acrid his tone, no matter how hard and savage the voice with which he prophesied, the accord between his country and himself was complete long before the prophet died. As he walked about, the strange, picturesque little old man, in the streets of Christiania, his fellow-citizens gazed at him with a little fear, but with some affection and with unbounded reverence. They understood at last what the meaning of his message had been, and how closely it applied to themselves, and how much the richer and healthier for it their civic atmosphere had become. They would say, as the soul of Dante said in the New Life: — 

è costui Che viene a consolar la nostra mente, Ed è la sua tanto possente, Ch’altro pensier non lascia star con nui.

No words, surely, could better express the intensity with which Ibsen had pressed his moral quality, his virtù, upon the Norwegian conscience, not halting in his pursuit till he had captured it and had banished from it all other ideals of conduct. No one who knows will doubt that the recent events in which Norway has taken so chivalric, and at the same time so winning and gracious, an attitude in the eyes of the world, owe not a little to their being the work of a generation nurtured in that new temper of mind, that spiritel nuovo d’amore which was inculcated by the whole work of Ibsen.

THE END
 






  








 

Cemetery of Our Saviour, Oslo — Ibsen’s final resting place






  








 






  








 

Ibsen’s grave
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